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SICHOBUAELb

Y KOXXHOrO Be/IMKoro noera 6iorpadis nounHaerbcs 3 yacy
HapoaXeHHs pigHoro Hapoay. I skuwio no wii BepTHKani
suBoauTu LlleBueHKiB poaoBid, TO y BUTOKax MOro nobauumo
nereHnapHy KHuro3bipuio SlpocaaBa Myaporo, npodini
6eacmeprHoro aBTopa «CnoBa o mnosaky Iropesim»,
BoraaHa XMeJIbHULUBKOro Ta MOro MOJKOBHUKIB, IEXTO 3 AKUX
MaB 3a CBOIMM IUleyMMa YyHiBepcuTeTu €Bponu;
TopkHeMcs nopora KuiBcbKoi akaaeMii, fie BUNIUCA BeJIMKHI
pociiicbkuit ByeHuit Muxaitio JIOMOHOCOB i
BcecBiTHboOBiZoMuii dinocod Ipuropiit CkoBopoaa, 3Biaku
BMMLLOB WieH KLIbKOX €BPONEHCHKUX aKaAeMii,

BonoHcskoi 30kpeMa, komno3utop Makcum Bepe3oBcbkuit.
HapewTi, Ti COTHI TUCAAY HAPOAHMX MiCeHb, 5AKi, 32 CJIOBAMMU
Oneca I'oHuapa, cTanm matip’io noe3ii llleByeHka.

He 3a6yBaiimMo it npo Te, Lo B yac cTaHoBineHHs LlleBueHka
fAIK XYAO)KHMKA, MoeTa i rpoMaAsiHMHa, Ha YKpaiHi

B)XXe TBOPWIM MEPLIOPSAHI MaWCTPH, i cepel HMX
Ksitka-OcHoB'siHeHko, IBan KoTaspeBcbkuit, €BreH
[pe6inka... Ta, 3pewuTol0, i reHiaNbHMIt Pociicbkni
nucbMeHHuK Foroab nNuB XuBy BoAy 3 Ti€l X KPUHML,
wo i Tapac. OToX, 3a Mo3ipHoOIO Cipol0 6e3npPOoCBITHICTIO B
raubuHax Hapoay CTyroHUla HeBTMILHA poboTa AyXy.
SIKMXOCb COPOK CiM JIT CYAMJIOCA HOMY TOMTaTH PSCT.

Ho 6omo mano. Ognaue INywKiH NPOXHMB TibKKM

TPUAUATD CiM, JIEPMOHTOB — YCbOFrO AMLIE ABAAUATH

Bicim s1iT. Ta kosn Bia LlleBueHKOBUX COpOKa CeMM BIRHATH
uie POKM 3acC/IlaHHS Ta KpiMayuuHHU, TO LE BXKE TaKu

[0 po3nayy Maso!

Haiinponn3anusiwe IlleBueHKOBY 1010 BUMOBIB OAMH i3
csitouis Pocii Hekpacos:

Bce on u3zsedan: Tiopvmy nerepbypeckyio,
Cnpaexu, doHocwl, xxandapmos nobe3nocTu,
Bce — u pa3donvuyio crenv Openbypzckyio,
H ee kpenocrs...

I Bce X, PU3MKYIO4M HApa3nTHUCs Ha Gypx/mBi 3anepeuyeHHs,
OCMUTIOCSI TBEPAWTH, WO JIOAMHM, ILACAUBIWLOI Big
LlleByeHKka, BaXXKO 3HAHTH Yy CBIiTOBI# icTopii. I He TinbKK
TOMY, WO, NPHU BCii 3ropbOBaHOCTI i CUPITCTBI, 6y1M B HBOrO
OMTHHHO MOTIAHI AHI, KOJKM BiH 3aJiTaB MpisiMM B HeGecHi
chepn i BOMpaB on aina-raitnamaku 3adizHAKOBY
HEMOKOpY Ta OJuaiAyXy Ko3aubKy BosbHuuio. He

TUIBKKM BiJ TOro wWacamsuii OyB, U0 i BiH KOXaB, i oro
Mo6KUAM XKIHKM HaBiTb 3 €NiTApHOrO CBiTy, BiguyBalOuM

B HbOMY Ty 3€MHY CWJy i AYXOBHY [JIMOMHY Ta MOTyTb,

AKOT TaK He BUCTauyalo 3neawinomy GOMOHAIY.

He anwe TnM wacaumBuii 6yB, W0 3a3HaB BULIOT HACONOMM,
BiAKpMBILM y c06i XyaoxHuka i moera. Came Takoi
30PAHOI MUTI, KO/ BiH cBiTMBCs of cebe B JliTHBOMY
cany, moas i mocjaaa iomy 3emasika CoweHka. A Toi yxe
npunyyus toHoro Tapaca fo 6naropoaHux i BOBIKH
He3abyTHix Bpronnosa, Xykoscbkoro, BeneuiaHosa,
3aBAAKU SIKMM BiH B AKageMmil MHCTeUTB MPUYACTHUBCS
0 BEPXOBMH CBIiTOBOi KYJIBTYPH.
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sHEVCHENKO THE PROPHET

The work of every great poet is deeply rooted in the
cultural traditions of his people. Taras Shevchenko’s

etic roots can be traced back to the legendary
library of Yaroslav the Wise, the immortal aythor
of The Lay of Igor’s Host, Bohdan Khmelnitsky and
his colonels, some of whom graduated from the
universities of Europe; the Kiev Academy, which was
the alma mater of the great Russian scientist and scholar
Mikhail Lomonosov and the world-famous philosopher
Hrihory Skovoroda, as well as the composer
Maksim Berezovsky, a member of several European
academies, the Bologna Academy in particular. Finally,
there are the hundreds of thousands of folk songs which
became the mother of Shevchenko’s poetry, to quote
Oles Honchar.
It should not be forgotten that Kvitka-Osnovianenko,
Ivan Kotliarevsky, Yevhen Hrebinka and other noted
creative writers had long been working in Ukraine by
the time Shevchenko was establishing himself as an artist,
poet and public figure. And the genius of the Russian
writer Gogol drew its strength from the same source as
Shevchenko. So, the national creative spirit continued
to throb incessantly under a grey mantle of ignorance.
Shevchenko was destined to live only forty-seven years.
A painfully short time. However Pushkin lived only
thirty-seven years and Lermontov a mere twenty-eight.
But if we subtract from Shevchenko’s forty-seven the
years he spent in exile and serfdom, this becomes a
desperately small figure.
Shevchenko’s fate was best characterized by Nekrasov, one
of Russia’s leading lights:

He experienced everything: jails of St.Petersburg,
Permits, denouncements, his own jailors’ pleasantries,
Everything — even the vast steppe of Orenburg,

Also its fortress....

All the same, risking strong objections, I will dare

to assert that it is difficult to find a happier figure in
world history than Shevchenko. Even in the hard years
of his childhood this poor orphan had his bright days
when he soared in his daydreams while picking up from
his rebellious grandfather an unruly spirit and the
Cossacks’ passionate love of freedom. He was not happy
merely because he loved, and was loved in turn by
women from even the elite circles, who sensed in him
that earthly power and spiritual profundity, which the
lazy beau monde so lacked.

He was not only happy because he had tasted the
€xquisite delight of having discovered the artist and poet
In himself. It was one such moment, when he glowed with
Inspiration in the Summer Garden, that fate sent him

his compatriot Soshenko. And the latter introduced
the young Shevchenko to the noble and unforgettable

7



He Tinbkv TMM wacausuii 6yB, WO Biayys ycio rocTpoTty
3aX0N0I0Y0iT Hebe3nekn MyKa i BOiHa, KOJM MiAHABCH

00 piBHSA POMaAsHUHA i JePXXABHOTO MHUCIHTENS, 3a0yMYIOUH
B TaemHoMmy Knpuno-MedoniiBcbkoMy ToBapucTBi
MaiibyTHIO KOHdenepauilo BiILHUX CJIOB sIH.

Lle cnpaBai 6aaroBicHi cnanaxu o3opeHHs. I Bce x

He BOHM MiAHANM HOrO Ha YHIKaJbHUM piBeHb cepen
cpitToBux BeauuuH. HaiBuworo wacts, skuMm obaaposye
npupoaa TulbkKM GeacMepTHux, llleBueHKO crmi3HaB

TOAI, KOJIM HacCTLUILKM 3JIMBCA 3 HapoOAOM, LIO BXe BiauyB
#oro mia cepueM CBOIM, OCMMC/MBIUM BCIO BiANOBiAaJIbHICTb
i 3a oro MuHyJse, i 3a cyuwe, i — rojloBHe — 3a HOro
6yayunny. BiH cnoBHa BHKOHAaB CBOE iCTOpHuHe
NpU3HAYeHHA: BIACTOSB Y MHOTOJMKOCTI JIIOACTBA JMLeE

i XapaKkTepHy MOCTaBy CBOrO Hapoay, 3a SIKAMM HOFoO
BMi3Ha€ CBIT. I xou 3aa1s UBOrO AOBEJOCS MOKIACTH

IBi TPETMHM CBOro JXHTTA, JapOBaHOro iOMYy CyBOpPOIO
[l07I€10, 3aTe X | B Haropoay 3a00yB npaBo, piBHe 6e3cMepTIo.
IMpaBo 3asABMTH CyyaCHMKaM i Halaaxam:

Mu ne nyxasunu 3 roboio,
Mu npocro dwnu, y nac Hema
3epna Henpasdu 3a coboro.

Tpeba cka3aT, WO CWIYy AYXOBHOrO BOXAS Hapoay
Biluy/IM B HbOMY He TLIbKM BipHi mo6paTuMm, a i Ti CHTI
POMaHTHKHM, WO 3iTXaJM MO KO3aUbKid CTapOBHMHI.
Cipaku-He6opaku He BeJIbMM BipWIM B AOGPOUMHHICTB
LMX TNaHiB, CIYIIHO BBAXKAIOUH, L0 Yy KMil Y CBiil BUBUCKYBay —
opHoro mons saroga. OTox, mobpe BrogoBaHuM
naTtpiotaM notpi6Ha Gysna koporoska, ska 3i6pana 6,
NpUMaHKUAa MiA CBOE KPWIO yBeCh 3arai. | TUM 3HaMeHOM
6aumscs iM LlleBueHKO, O BMiB FOBOPHTH 3 CipsiKaMu
«IO-IXHbOMY».

OpHaye MOeT OApa3y X pO3rajaB CTPATeriio CTapLIMHH
i omBaXMB IM HaBiAJIr Takoro sasmnaca, BiIUIYHHA AKOro

YYETbCA # NOHMHI:

Mo 3axony anocrona

Bu niobure 6para!
Cyecnoseu, nuyemipu,
Tocnodom npokasrti.

Bu- niobure Ha 6parosi
HIxypy, a ne dywy!

Ta 4 nynute no 3axkony:
Houyi na xoxywox,
Baiicrpiokoei na npudane,
XKinyi na narunxu.

Cobi x na Te, wo He 3HaAIOTL
Hi ditu, ni xinxa!

HouwxkysbHimoro, anix IlleBuenko, ymapy mo Teopii
«EAMHOTO MOTOKY» YCiM HOro MMHYBLIMM i HMHILUHIM
anonoreTam HixTO He 3aBaaBaB! Yaap GyB HacCTUIbKM MOTYTHiid,
IO Ha ADY3KM po3neTinacs Bcs Gyradopis Tak 3BaHMX
«IaTPiOTHYHUX» Tacesl, OTO/IMBLUM CNIPABXHIO CYTh iX Pe3oHepip
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Bryulov, Zhukovsky and Venetsianov, thanks to whom
he became acquainted with the highest achievements

of world culture while studying at the Academy of Fine Arts.
He was not only happy because of the thrill of danger
which perhaps only great political figures and soldiers
experience and which he himself encountered when he rose
to the level of a public figure and statesman, laying the
foundations to a future confederation of free Slavs in
the secret Society of Cyril and Methodius.

These were truly blessed moments of inspiration. And

et it was not this which elevated him to such unique
heights among the wprld's greats. Shevchenko experienced
the pinnacle of happiness, which fate bestows only upon
the immortal, when he became one with his people, able
to sense them in his heart,realizing his responsibility for
their past and present, and most importantly — their future.
He fulfilled his historical mission, having asserted the
national identity of his people in a multinational world.
To this end he sacrificed two-thirds of a life given to
him by a cruel fate, but at the same time he earned the
right to be immortal. The right to declare to his
contemporaries and future generations:

We walked the straight path, you and I,
We've never cheated, compromised,
Or lived the very slightest lie.

The power of the people’s spiritual leader was sensed not
only by his like-minded friends, but also by those satiated
romantics who sighed for the Cossack past.

The humble masses were not in a hurry to believe in the
charity of these noblemen, rightfully seeing no difference
between their own and foreign oppressors. Thus the rich
patriots needed a banner under which to unite the entire
nation. And they saw Shevchenko as this banner, able
to talk with the masses in their own language.

However, the poet at once saw through the strategy of the
nobility and gave them a resounding slap in the face, whose
reverberations can bel heard even today:

You love your brother as is writ
Within the Golden Rule?!

O damned by God, O hypocrites,

O sacrilegious ghouls! o

Not for your brother’s soul you care,
But for your brother’s hide!

And off your brother’s back you tear:
Rich furs for daughter's pride,

A dowry for your bastard child,

And slippers for your spouse.

And for yourself, things that your wife
Won't even know about!

‘f“lq one dealt a more severe blow to the theory of a
single course”, to its past and present apologists. The
blow was so strong that the false front of the “patriotic”



OpHe CJ0BO, KOAM BAATHCA IO CYYacCHOI TE€PMiHOJIOTII,

To 6e3 XOAHMX BYAbrapM3aTOPCBKMX HATSIKOK MOXKHA
TBepanTH, WO 0608 i HeHaBucTb y IlleBuenka

6y/M OQHO3HAYHO KJIacoBil

Tak, BiH Ginbme aHix mo6uB Ykpainy. I Bce X TO

He Gyna ciina, anojoreTMyHa JOGOB K0 EIMHOKPOBHOTO
JMIIe 3a Te, WO BiH MOrHOG/MEeHMit, 32 OfHE Te, WO BiH,

xaii yacoM i segauwo, asie X ykpaineub. JXKoaHoro pa3sy

y LlleBueHKa He MPOXOMWIOCH i HATAKY Ha SKYCh
BMHATKOBICTb CBOro Hapoay. BiH ioro 6auus Tinbku

B CiM'l BOUIbHIi, HOBI yCiX HapoaiB 3emii, PiBHMM

cepep, piBHHUX.

o peui, LlleByeHKO 3 TaKoOIO WAHOGOIO i LHOTIMBICTIO
CTaBMBCA [0 CaMOro NOHATTA — «HAapoA», WO NepeBa)XHO
MOC/IyrOByBaBCsi MOHATTAM «JIIOAW», BBAXKAIO4M, IO
cnoyatky Tpe6a po3byauTH JIIOAMHY B JIOAMHI. A BXe
pO30YAMBILM JIIOACHKY FiAHICTb, BiH MOTOMY amnesoBaB

i A0 HauioHaneHoi camocsizomocTi. Ta 3a Bciel
6e3mexxHOi CHMHIBCbKOI J060Bi a0 Ykpainu LlleBuenko
He NpowaB Hi yyXuM, Hi THM nadye, CBOIM aHiHaliMeHmOI
BajM, a, Haiinepule, 3a6yAbKyBaTOCTi LIOAO (BACHOrO
KOpEeHs.

Ta KoM HapoA Ma€ MYXHICTb, HACTYTIHBILM Ha ropJo
ropaMHi i HauioHaTbHUM aMmbilisiM, CIIPMIAMATH KPHUTHKY

i poGUTH 3 Hei KOHCTPYKTHBHI BMCHOBKHM, TO LeE
HaWaBTOPMTETHIIE CBIAYEHHA i HOro MOpabLHOro
310poB’s, i 406POi MepCrneKTHBM Ha rpAAyLLe.

Take o6’ekTuBHe cTaBiaeHHs llleByeHka A0 pigHOro
HapoAly BHMKa3ye B HbOMY OpraHiuHOro iHTepHawWioOHaiCTa.
I TOMy iCTMHHI pOCifIHN HIKOJIM He OTOTOXHIOBAIM
po3sinuyBanuit llleBuenkoM uapuam 3 Pocielo, a, ckaximo,
TONSIKK He cripwitManu Ha cBolo aapecy Tapacis ruis
CynpoOTH ULIAXTH.

51 BXe He KaXxy Mpo Woro cepaeuHy apyx6y 3 pociicbkumu
noGpatumamu. Lle 6naropoaHe NOYyTTs BiH MPOHic

B HETOPKaHiif YUCTOTi yepe3 yce CBOE XMTTs i fepeaas
HaM Ha BiuHe 30epexXeHHsl 1 MPUMHOXKEHHS!...

Lle B toHi nita Bonogumup Liwniy 3-moMiX iHWKX BUALIMB
LlleByeHKa AK peYHMKA HAPOAHOro, i BMPOAOBX YCbOro
xutTa Benukuit Tapac 6ys y cuioBomy noni ioro ysaru.
IleBHO, HE OCTaHHIO POJib B LIbOMY Biflirpasio i Te, WO NOE3il0
Ko63aps BiH 3HaB e 3 ANTHUHCTBA i_Big cBOro 6aTbKa,
AKUA BKIloumB LlleByeHKa N0 CMCKY aBTOPIB i KHMT, WO
Masim GyTH B YCiX MiA3BITHUX HOMY HaBYaJbHMX
3aknagax Cumbipcbkoi rybepHii. 1 Bix 6aTbkoBoro

apyra, a cBoro XxpeueHoro — Adanacis Pepoposuya
Binokpucenka, BuxoBaHus XapKiBCbKOTO YHiBepcHTeTY,
o — i ue ocotIMBO CHMBOJMIYHO — OCOBMCTO 3HAB
Tapaca I'puroposuua.

Ta naitBaxxnusiwe Te, wo y IlleBuenkosi Jlenin BO6auas
He NPOCTO reHiaJlbHOro HapOAHOro MOeTa, a i BEJIMKOro
pesomouiﬁnoro AEMOKpaTa, OAHOrO 3 THX ICTMHHMX
IHTEpHAWiOHANNICTIB, AKI YCIM CBOIM XHTTAM 3aKnaganu
nigBanMHn HeGaueHoi B iCTOPIi JIIOACTBA CNLTKM HapoAiB,
niZx HeGOM AKOT MM HHMHI pocTeMo i AieMo.
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slogans was smashed to pieces, baring the true colours of
its promulgators. . . .
Applying current terlpmology, it can be asserted, wn'(hout
unnecessarily stretching the point, that Shevchenko’s love
and hatred were definitely of a class character. )
He more than just loved Ukraine. And yet this was no blind,
apologetic love towards a compatriot only because he was
oppressed, only because he was a Ukraln]an, even though
he might at times be slothful. Never once did Shevchenko
even hint at the slightest superiority of his people. He saw
them only in a new free family of the world’s nations,

an equal among equals.

Shevchenko treated the very term nation with great respect.
He mostly used the term people, considering that first

one had to awaken the human qualities in an individual.
Only after awakening a person’s human dignity, did the
poet appeal to his national consciousness. Despite his
boundless filial love for Ukraine, Shevchenko never forgave
foreigners, nor for that matter his own compatriots, the
slightest fault, above all the repudiation of their national
roots.

When a people has the courage to put its pride in its pocket
and reject its own national ambitions, to accept criticism
and to draw lessons from it, this is the most convincing
evidence of its moral health and good prospects for the future.
Shevchenko's objective attitude towards his own people
shows that internationalism was an integral part of his
views. This explains why true Russians never identified
czarism, attacked by Shevchenko, with Russia, in the same
way as Poles were never insulted by Shevchenko’s anger
with the Polish nobility.

One need only be reminded of his cordial friendship with
his Russian brethren. He bore this noble feeling
throughout his life and passed it down to us to be forever
preserved and promoted.

Even in his younger years Lenin singled out Shevchenko
as a spokesman of his people, and throughout his life
Lenin kept the great Shevchenko in the field of his vision.
This was probably due to the fact that he had been familiar
with the Bard’s poetry since childhood and had first heard

it from his father, who had placed Shevchenko on the
obligatory reading list for all the educational establishments
under his control in the-Simbirsk Province. Lenin also
knew of Shevchenko'’s poetry from Afanasy Bilokrisenko,
his godfather and his father’s friend, who graduated from
Kharkiv University and who — which is symbolic — had
known Taras Shevchenko personally.

Most importantly, Lenin saw Shevchenko not only as a
people's poet of genius, but also as a great revolutionary
democrat, one of those true internationalists who spent
their whole lives laying the foundations to a union of
nations which is unique in the history of mankind and
under whose skies we are now working and progressing.
Indeed, to quote Gorky, Shevchenko knew everything, or
at least sensed everything. And foresaw everything, we

11



Cnpasai, sk cka3as Iopbkuit, LlleBuenko — Bce 3HaB aGo,
npuHaiimMHi, Bce BiauyBaB. [logamo: i mepeauysas. Amxe
XYROXHE GaueHHs OABIKY BBa)XAETLCA PiBHO3HAUHWUM
nepenGaueHHIO.

Xiba He SICHOBMICTBO MPOAMKTYBAJIO OLi CJIOBa, 5Ki 3anncaB
Tapac llleBueHko y cBoemy «lllomeHHuky», Bnepuie
nobaumslm napomnas: «Beanknit ynbron! U Beanknit
Yarr! Bawe mMonopoe, He Mo AHAM, a MO YacaM pacTyllee
ANTS B CKOPOM BPEMEHH MOXXPET KHYTbI, MPECTObI M KOPOHBI,
a AMNJIOMaTaMM M MOMEILUMKAMH TOJbKO 3aKYCHT...»

A xi6a He npopoue 3ByyaTb PsiAKM 3 MOrO JIMCTa 10
3asecbkoro: «BoTanuke u 30010rMn HeOOXOANM BOCTOPT...

A BOCTOpPr 3TOT NpuUoGpeTaeTcsi TO/MBKO r1yGokum
NOHMMAaHMEM KpacoTbl, GECKOHEYHOCTH, CHMMETPUN H
rapMoHun B npupoge. O, kak 6bl MHe XoTesnoCh
norosopuTh ¢ To6oi o «Kocmoce»!..

OTox He BunMaakoBo Mapkc y ponosiai paroMaHoBa Ha
napu3bKoMy MiXKHapoaHoMy KoHrpeci 1878 poky
niakpecauB came oui cnosa: «Tapac llleBueHKO — CHH
Hapoay B MOBHOMY PO3yMiHHi LbOro ciosa. Bisbie, aHix
XTO iHLIMIA, BiH 3aC/IyroBY€ Ha THUTYJl HAPOAHOTO MOETa».
MoryTHiit TalaHT, WO 3a MapaMeTpaMM AifAHb CHIBMipHUH
BEJIMKMM CBiTOYaM BingpomxeHHs:, a 3a rambuHoOIO 3HaHDb y
BCiX cdepax JIIOACBKOro AyXy PiBHUM €HUMKIONEANCTaM,
XYHOXHHMK CBiTOBOi BEJIMUMHM (JMLIe HOro Manspcbka
cnaawMHa Haniyye mnowaz 1100 TBopis), mepumit B Pocii
akageMmik rpaBiOpHM, OAMH 3 POAOHAYaIbHUKIB HAIOI MPO3M,
ApaMaTyprii i Takoro HMHi MOMYJSIPHOrO CHMHTETMYHOTrO
)KaHpy, sIK poMmaH-ece (3ragaiiMo #oro «logeHHUK»),
LlleBueHKoO, MpOTe, He BiArOpOAMBCA B, 3arajny HiMGoMm
KJIaCMYHOI HeJOTOPKaHOCTI. BiH 6yB i 3a1MwmMBCs 3 HapoaoM,
| BAAYHI HAIIAJKM 3a L€ YBIHYaJM HOro HaMBULUMM
3BaHHAM — BIYHOTO CBOI'O CYYyaCHHMKa, sike 6 cToniTTs

He CTOsUIO 3a BiKHOM.

IMonapn yoTMpHCTa NaM’'ATHUKIB — i OAMH 3 HAWKpaWIMX Yy
ueHTpi MockBn — 3BesiM BAAYHI HapoAu BCi€l IUIaHeTH
LlleBueHKOBI.

Bins nigHixks Moro ycunaasbHuui B Kanesi yxe no6ysano
NOHaJ AECATh MUIbHOHIB ILaHYBaJbHUKIB YKPaiHCbKOrO CJI0Ba
Maitxke 140 kpaiu cBity. I us noBiHb BceHapoAHOi /06GOBI

He crniagae. Ocb OOMH i3 CUMBOJIB BCEIOACHKOI WaHOOM:
«81,_YebaHiok AmnaTtonii JIeoHTiNOBNY,... pafoBuit, y 1943 —
44 pokax 3BiIbHAB 3eMJI0 Beamkoro Tapaca... Ha Bucorti
KHaxiit 6yB Tsxko mopaHeHuit. CboropHi, B [eHb
IMepemoru, s, inBanip (6e3 o6ox Hir), npuGys uepes

30 pokiB 3HOBY Ha L0 3eMJIIO OMIAHYTH 60i0BI Micus

| HU3bKO BKJIOHUTHUCS aoporoMy Tapacosi... 3 gonomoroio
Moix 6oiioBUX Apy3iB-BeTepaHiB i pigHoro GaTbka

A nigHABcA Ha Morway Tapaca i mokjaB KBiTH.

Jlopn, Gepexirts Mup i GyabTe wacauBUMHUD

... — BoiCTHHY: AKLO Hapon Ge3cMepTHUI CBOIMM MOETaMH,
TO BXe TPuuYl ICTMHHO, WO CMNPaBli BeJIMKMH MoeT
6e3cMepTHHI CBOIM HapoaoM.

Bopuc Oniiinux



should add. Because the vision of a cregtive w'ri(er has
long been regarded as having a prophetic quality.

Were not these words, which Taras Shevchenko entered
into his Diary after first seeing a steamboat, prophetic?
«Great Fulton! And great Watt! Your young child, which
grows not by the day, but by the hour, will soon devour
all knouts, thrones and crowns, and will treat itself to

the diplomats and landlords for dessert...”

And were not these lines from Shevchenko’s letter to
Zaleski also prophetic?

«Botany and zoology need to be admired... And this
admiration stems from a profound understanding of beauty,
infinity, symmetry and harmony in nature. Oh, how I wish

I could talk with you about The Cosmos...!”

It was not accidental that Marx underlined the following
words in Drahomanov’s address to an international congress
in Paris in 1878: “Taras Shevchenko is a son of his people

in the true sense of the word. He deserves the title of

a people’s poet more than anyone else.”

Shevchenko’s powerful talent manifested itself in his
deeds, which can be compared to those of the leading
lights of the Renaissance, as well as in the depth of his
knowledge of all spheres of culture, comparable to that
of an Encyclopaedist. Shevchenko is an artist of
international standing (his legacy as a painter alone
numbers over 1100 works), the first academician in
engraving in Russia, one of the founders of Ukrainian
fiction and drama, and of the currently popular genre of
the novel-essay (his Diary is one example). For all
that, Shevchenko never surrounded himself with the aureole
of classic inviolability. He always remained with his
people, for which the grateful of every subsequent
generation honoured him with the highest title — their
eternal contemporary.

The grateful nations of the world have erected over four
hundred monuments to Shevchenko, one of the best being in
the centre of Moscow.
Over ten million lovers of Ukrainian literature from
almost 140 countries have visited the grave of Taras
Shevchenko in Kaniv. This tide of general interest and
respect never wanes. Here is a symbolic entry from the
visitors’ book: .
“I, Chebaniuk Anatoly Leontiyovich,...liberated the land of
the great Taras as a soldier in 1943—44... I was badly
wounded on Kniazha Hill. Today, on Victory Day, I, an
invalid (I lost both legs), came here 30 years after the
war to visit former battlefields and to pay tribute to our
dear Taras... I climbed the stairs with the help of my
father and my comrades-in-arms and laid flowers at the
grave of Taras.
“People, preserve peace and be happy!”
Indeed, if it is true that poets make their people immortal,
1t is thrice true that a genuinely great poet owes his
Immortality to his people.

Boris Oliynik
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KATEPUHA

Bacunuio
Andpeesuuy
Xyxoeckomy '
Ha namsTb

22 anpens
1838 zo0a

Koxaiitecsi, YopHOBpMBI,

Ta He 3 MOCKAJIAMH 2,

Bo Mockani — 4yxi Jiloae,
PoGATb IMXO 3 BaMM.
MocKkaib JIO6UTh XapTylouw,
JKapTtyioun KHHE;

ITize B cBOI0 MOCKOBIIMHY,
A [iBYUMHA THHE...

SAk6u cama, we 6 Hiuoro,

A TO ¥ crapa MaTH,

Lo nmpuBesa Ha cBiT GOXMIA,
Mycutb norubatu.

Cepue B’siHe CMiBaloO4y,
Kosamn 3Hae 3a wwo:

Jliope cepust He no6auarts,

A ckaxyTb — Jieaaiuo!
Koxaiitecss X, 4opHOGpUBI,
Ta He 3 MOCKaJIsIMH,

Bo Mockasi — uyxi Joge,
3rHywanTbCsl BaMH.

He cnyxana Karepuna
Hi 6aTbka, Hi HEHbKH,
Momo6una MOCKanuKa,
Sk 3HaNO CEpAEHbKO.
Momo6una mMonoaoro,
B capoyok xoauna,
IToku cebe, CBOIO I0JIO
Tam 3aHamacTusa.
Knuue Matu BeuepsTH,
A [OOHbKa He u4ye;

Jle XapTye 3 MOCKAaJIMKOM,
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' uB. npuMiTKH
B KiHLli KHMUIH#.









' See Appendix:
Notes.

KATERINA

To Vasily
Andreyevich
Zhukovsky '
in memory
of April 22,
1838

I

O lovely maidens, fall in love,

But not with Muscovites, ?

For Muscovites are foreign folk,

They do not treat you right.

A Muscovite will love for sport,

And laughing go away;

He’ll go back to his Moscow land
And leave the maid a prey

To grief and shame.... It could be borne
If she were all alone,

But scorn is also heaped upon

Her mother frail and old.

The heart e’en languishing can sing —
For it knows how to wait;

But this the people do not see:

“A strumpet!” they will say.

O lovely maidens, fall in love,

But not with Muscovites,

For Muscovites are foreign folk,

They leave you in a plight.

Young Katerina did not heed

Her parents’ warning words,

She fell in love with all her heart,
Forgetting all the world.

The orchard was their trysting-place;
She went there in the night

To meet her handsome Muscovite,
And thus she ruined her life.

Her anxious mother called and called
Her daughter home in vain;

There where her lover she caressed,
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Tam i 3aHouye.

He pagi Houi Kkapi oui
JIio6o uinysasna,

Iloku csaBa Ha Bce ceJio
Hepobpas crana.

Hexait cobi Tii moae

Lllo XOTATb rOBOPATS:
Bona n106uTb, TO i He uye,
Lo Bkpajsocs rope.
Mpuiuum BicTi Hepo6pii —
B noxox 3atpy6usu.
ITiwoB Mockanb B TypeuunHy;
Kartpycio Hakpuam.
Hesuynacs, ta # Gaigyxe,
Lllo koca mokpuTa:

3a Mmuoro, sK cmiBaTH,
JI1060 i MOTYXHUTH.
O6iusiBcst YOpHOOPHUBUIA,
Kosm He 3arune,

O6iusiBCS BEpPHYTHCS.
To#ai Katepuna

Byae co6i MOCKOBKOIO,
3abyaeTbcs rope;

A MOKM 110, Hexau Joae
1o XOTATH roBOPsATD,

He xyputbcs Karepuna —
Cni30HbKHM BTHPaE,

Bo piByata Ha yanui

Be3 Hei cmiBaloTh.

He xyputbca KarepuHa —
BMHETBCS CNBO30I10,
Bo3bme Bimpa, oniBHOUI
IMige 3a Bopolo,

LIlo6 Boporu He Gaumu;
IMpuitge 00 KpuHMLI,
CraHe co6i mig KaauHy,
3acnisac Fpum ad.
Bucnisye, BumoBisie,

AX KaJIMHa muiaue.
Bepuysiacsi — i pafieHbKa,
Ilo HixTo He Gauus.

He xyputbcs Karepuna

I ragkn He mae —

Y HOBEHbKill XyCTMHOYLL

B BikHO BHrispgac.
Burnspmae KarepuHa...
Munyno nispoky;
3aHyauI0 KOJIO ceplis,
3ak01010 B GOKY.
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The whole night she remained.
Thus many nights she kissed her love
With passion strong and true,

The village gossips meanwhile hissed:
“A girl of ill repute!”

Let people talk, let gossips prate,
She does not even hear:

She is in love, that’s all she cares,
Nor feels disaster near.

Bad tidings came of strife with Turks,
The bugles blew one morn:

Her Muscovite went off to war,

And she remained at home.

A kerchief o’er her braids they placed
To show she’s not a maid,

But Katerina does not mind,

Her lover she awaits.

He promised her that he’d return

If he was left alive,

That he’d come back after the war:
And then she’d be his wife,

An army bride, a Muscovite

Herself, her ills forgot,

And if in meantime people prate,
Well, let the people talk!

She does not worry, not a bit —
The reason that she weeps

Is that the girls at sundown sing
Without her on the streets.

No, Katerina does not fret —

And yet her eyelids swell,

And she at midnight goes to fetch
The water from the well

So that she won’t by foes be seen;
When to the well she comes,

She stands beneath the snowball-tree
And sings such mournful songs,
Such songs of -misery and- grief,

The rose itself must weep.

Then she comes home — content that she
By neighbours was not seen.

No, Katerina does not fret.

She’s carefree as can be —

With her new kerchief on her head
She looks out on the street.

So at the window day by day

Six months she sat in vain....

With sickness then was overcome,
Her body racked with pain.
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He3nyxae KarepyHa,
Jlense-nease auuie...
BuuyHsiza Ta B 3amiuky
OuTuHy KoJsmile.

A XIHOYKM JIUXO A3BOHSATb,
Marepi riay3syoTb,

Illo MocKasi BepTaloThCs
Ta B Hei HOuyIOTb:

«B Tebe mouka yopHOOpUBa,
Ta 11e 1 He €auHa,

A MywTpye y 3amiuky
MOCKOBCBKOro CHHa.
YopHobpusoro npuadana.
MabyTb, cama BumJa...»
Bopait ke Bac, LLOKOTYXH,
Ta 3auani no6uam,

SIk Ty MarTip, WO BaM Ha CMiX
CuHa nopoauna.

KarepuHo, cepue Moe!
JInmenbko 3 ToborO!

HOe T4 B cBiTI MoaiHencs

3 ManuMm cuporoi?

XTo cnurae, npuBiTae

Be3 muaoro B cBiTi?
BaTtbko, MaTH — uyxi Jioze,
TAXKO 3 HUMH XKUTH!

Buuynsina KarepuHa,

OpncyHe KBaTHpKY,

IMornsipae Ha yswuiio,
Koanie AuTHHKY;

[lornsinae — HeMa, HeMa...
Uu 10 X i He Gyne?

MMiwna 6 B cagok NoIUIakaTH,
Tak AuBAATHCA AOOE.

3aitne conue — Karepuna
ITo camouky XOAMUTb,

Ha pyueHbkax HOCUTb CHHa,
Ouuii MOBOAUTH:

«OTyT 3 MylUTpH BUrIsAgana,
OTyT po3moaisina,

A TaM... a TaM... CHHY, CHHY» —
Ta i He moka3zana.

3eseHiIOTh MO CaJouKy
YepewHi Ta BUILHI;
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Her illness very grievous proved,

She barely breathed for days....

When it was over — by the stove

She rocked her tiny babe.

The gossips’ tongues now got free rein,
The other mothers jibed

That soldiers marching home again

At her house spent the night.

“Oh, you have reared a daughter fair,
And not alone beside

The stove she sits — she’s drilling there
A little Muscovite.

She found herself a brown-eyed son....
You must have taught her howl...”

Oh fie on ye, ye prattle tongues,

I hope yourselves you'll feel

Someday such pains as she who bore
A son that you should jeer!

Oh, Katerina, my poor dear!

How cruel a fate is thine!

Where, with a fatherless young child,
A haven will you find?

Who'll ask you in and welcome you,
No husband at your side?

Your parents now are — strangers too,
It’s hard with them to ’bide!

Now Katerina’s well again;

Again out on the street

She gazes through the window pane,
While rocks her babe to sleep;

She looks in vain as days pass by....
Will it, then, never be?

She’d to the orchard go to cry

If people didn’t see.

At sunset Katerina goes

To their old trysting-spots,

Her baby cuddled in her arms,

And whispers as she walks:

“I waited here for him to come,
And here we stood and spoke,
While here... oh here... my son, my son!”
And then her voice is choked.

When in the orchard cherry-trees
Were green with leaves again,
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Sk i nmepuie BUXOAMUAA,
Katepnna swituLia.
Buituisia, Ta BXe i He CriBae,
Sl nepie cniBaa,

Sk Mockans MOJIOAOro

B BUIIHMK AOXMUAana.

He cniBae yopHoOpHBa,
KnsiHe cBoio poJio.

A THM 4acOM BOPOJXKEHbKH
YUHATb CBOIO BOJIIO —
KyoTs peui HemoGpii.

Lo mae pobutu?

SIk6u MuaMi 4OpHOGBPUBHIA,
VYMiB GM CIUHUTH...

Tak ganeko YopHOOGpHUBHUIA,
He uye, He GauunTb,

SIk Boporu cMiloTbca iif,
Sk Kartpycs nnauve.
Moxe, BO6UTHIT YOpPHOGPUBHIi
3a tuxuMm [lyHaem;

A Moxe — BXe B MOCKOBLUHHI
Hpyryo koxae!

Hi, yopHusBuit He yOuTHiL,
BiH XXuBHit, 300pOBHit...

A ne X Haige Taki oui,
Taki yopHi 6posu?

Ha kpait cBita, B MoCKOBLIMHI,
ITo Ttim Goui Mops,

Hema nirge Kartepuhm;

Ta 3panacb Ha ropel..
Bmina Matu 6poBu pat,
Kapi ouensra,

Ta He BMiJa Ha CiM CBITI
Ulacts-goni aarwy.

A 6e3 noni Gine nMuko —
Sk KBiTKa Ha MoJi:

[Meue coHue, roiaa sitep,
PBe BCskMit mo BoJIi.
VMusait xe 6ise anMuko
HpibHuMKu cabo3amu,

Bo BepHysanch MocKannku
IHWKUMK wWwasixamu.

II
Cuanth 6aThKO KiHelb CTOJa,

Ha pyku cxuamuscs;
He auBuTbcsi Ha CBIT 60XMIt:
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As always to the trysting-place

Our Katerina came.

But now her heart’s no longer light
And now she sings no more,

As waiting for her Muscovite

She did the spring before.

Now Katerina does not sing,

But curses her sad fate.

Ill-wishers in the meantime give
Free rein to spite and hate —
They are preparing evil things.
What can she undertake?

Her lover’d put a stop to this....
But he is far away.

He does not know that heartless folk
Harass his promised bride,

He does not see, he does not know
How Katerina cries.

Perhaps her lover’s lying dead
Beyond the Danube wide;

Or maybe — back in Moscow land
He has another bride!

No, he’s not killed, he is alive —
It can’t be otherwise!

And where another could he find
With such fair face and eyes?

At the world’s end, in Moscow land,
Across the surging waves —

Her equal nowhere could he find;
And yet ill-starred her fatel...

Her mother gave her a fair face,
And lovely eyes bestowed,

Yet how to give her happiness

Her mother did not know.

But beauty without fortune is

A flower in the grass —

Seared by the sun, bent by the winds,
And plucked by those who pass.

So bathe your lovely face in tears,
For now all people know —

The Muscovites returned from war,
But went by other roads.

11
Her father at the table sits

A sad and stricken man;
His eyes to light he does not lift,
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TsixKo 3aXypHBCH.

Koo iioro crapa matun
CHANTb Ha OCJIOHI,

3a cabo3aMu JieaBe-JeBe
BumMoBsnsie AoHi:

«Illo Beciins, noHIO Mosn?
A ge X TBOs mapa?

Hde cBiTMAKM 3 JApY)XeHbKaMH,
Crapocty, 6ospe?

B MockoBuuHi, JOHIO Mos!
Ian x 1x wykartu,

Ta He KaXxu HOOPUM JIIOASM,
Lllo € B Te6e maTH.
IMpoknATHI Yac-rOAMHOHbKA,
Ilo ™ Hapoausachb!

SIk6u 3Hana, A0 CXiA COHUS
Byaa 6 yronuia...

3ganach ToAi 6 TH raauHi,
Tenep — MOCKaJIeBi...

I oHIO MOsi, JOHIO MOH,
LiBiTe Miit poxeswuit!

Sk Aroaky, sIK MTaLUeykKy,
Koxana, pocrtuna

Ha aunwenbko... [JoHio Mos,
Lo T™1 HapoGuaa?..
Oppsuunal.. Ian X, wykau
Y MoOcKBi CBEKpYXH.

He cayxasna Moix piued,

To i mocayxait.

Iau, moHio, Haitau ii,
Haitau, npusiraiics,

Byap wacauBa B uyXUX JIIOOSAX,
HOo Hac He Bepraiics!

He Bepraiics, auTa MOE,

3 panekoro Kkpar...

A XTO X MOIO r'OJIOBOHBKY
Bes Tebe cxoBa€?

XTO 3amnsiaye HAJAO MHOIO,
sk pigHa gutuHa?

XTo nocaguTh Ha MOTHJI
YepBoHy KaJuHy?

Xto 6e3 TeGe rpiwHy Ayuy
[MomuuaTtu Gyne?

HoHo MOs, DOHIO MOH,
IOutsa moe nioGe!

Iau on Hac..»

Jlense-nease
MMo6narocnosua:

26



His head bowed in his hands.
Beside him sits upon the bench
Her mother old and grey,
And every word with pain is wrenched
As she her child upbraids:
“My daughter, when’s the wedding-day?
Where does your bridegroom rest?
Where are your bridesmaids, tell me pray,
And all the wedding guests?
They are far off in Moscow land!
So go and seek them there,
And don’t tell anyone you have
A mother anywhere.
Be cursed the hour when you were born!
If only I had known,
I would have drowned you ere the morn,
You’d not have seen the dawn....
Then you’d have been the serpent’s prey,
While now — a Muscovite’s....
Alas, my daughter, blossom gay!
Alas, my sunshine bright!
So tenderly I tended you,
So proud to see you grown,
Yet all my care is brought to ruin....
Oh dear, what have you done?
So that’s your thanks!... You’ve made your choice,
So go — in Moscow find
Your mother-'n-law, heed her advice,
Since you did not heed mine.
My daughter, go and seek her out,
Ask her to take you in,
Be happy among foreign folk,
And don’t come back to us, my child,
From that land far away....
Oh who, without you, daughter mine,
Will lay me in the grave?
Who o’er_my body will lament
As but a daughter weeps?
And who a guelder rose will plant
There where my body sleeps?
Who for my sinful soul will pray,
Alas, when you are gone?
My only child, my daughter dear!
Go, go from us...”
With failing hand
She blessed her for farewell:
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«Bor 3 ToGoIO!» — Ta, AK MepTHBa,
Ha ain moBanunace...

OGisBaBcs cTapwii 6aTbKO:
«Yoro xaew, He6oro?»
3apupana Karepuna

Ta Oyx oMy B HOru:
«[lpocTn MeHi, Miii 6aTeuky,
Lllo s Hapo6una!

[MpocTu meHi, Miit ronybGe,
Miit cokone Muauitl»
«Hexai tebe Gor mpoiae
Ta po6pii awope;

Monuce Gory Ta iau cobi —
Meni nerwe Gyaen.

JleaBe BcTana, MOKJAOHUIACH,
Buitiina MoBukM 3 xaTu;
Ocranucsa cupotramu

Crapuit 6aTbkO i MaTH.
IMiuna B cagok y BUILHEBMIA,
Bory nomosmnacs,
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“May God be with you!” To the floor
She then unconscious fell....

Her grey-haired father then found speech:
“What are you waiting for?”

And Katerina at his feet

Sank sobbing to the floor:

“Oh please, forgive me, father dear,

For what I did that’s wrong!”

“May God forgive you,” whispered he,
“May the good-folk—forgive; - -
Now pray and go — for us ’twill be
Less hard, perhaps, to live.”

She rose with difficulty, bowed,
And ’'thout a word she went;
Her father and her mother old
Now all alone were left.

She went into the orchard first
And there to God she prayed,

29



B3sina 3emui mig BULIHEO,
Ha xpect nouenuaa;
IMpomosuna: «He BepHycs!
B panekomy kpatio,

B uyxy 3emiio, uyxi Jioae
MeHe 3ax0BalOTb;

A CBOEi Cs KPUXOTKA
Hapo MHolo ssixe,

Ta npo moJio, MOE rope,
YyXKHUM JIOOAM CKaxe...
He po3ska3yit, roay6oHbKo!
Ile 6 He 3axoBaj,

{06 rpiwHOi Ha ciM cBiTi
Jlioau He 3aWmMaiu.

Tu He ckaxell.. OCb XTO CKaxe,
o s iioro maru!

Boxe v Miitl.. 1Mx0 Moe€!
HOe Meni cxoBaTuch?
3axo0BaloCh, AUTA MOE,
Cama mnig Boaoio,

A TH rpix Miii COKyTy€eL
B nloasix cuporolo,
BesbaTueHkoM!..»

[Miuta cesom,
IMnaye KarepuHa,
Ha ronoBi xycTuHouka,
Ha pykax purtuHa.
Buiiuina 3 cena — cepue MJie;
Hazan noausuaacs,
IlokuBasa rosoBow0
Ta # 3aronocuna.
Ak Tomonas, crana B moJji
[pu GuTiit gopoai;
Sk poca Ta mO cXiZ COHUA,
[Nokanmaau cabo3u.
3a capbo3amMM 3a TipKUMH
I cBiTa He 6auMTh,
Tinbko cuHa mpUroprae,
Linye ta nuaye.
A BOHO, AK aHreJfATKO,
Hivoro He 3Hae, ’
ManeHbKMMH pPYYHLISIMH
[Ma3yxu wykae.
Cino couue, 3-3a ai6posu
He6o uepBoHie;
YTepnacs, noBepHyJach,
Miwna... Tineko Mmpie.
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Bent down, picked up a pinch of earth,
Then straightened up and said:
“Farewell, I'm never coming back!
I know that far away

By strangers in a foreign land

I will be laid away;

This little pinch of native soil
Will on my grave be placed,

It will my hapless fate, my woe,
To strangers there relate....

Nay, let untold my tale remain
When I have fled this life,

Let folks forget my very name
And speak no word of spite.
You’ll not recount my sorry lot....
But he — oh, he will tel]

That I'm his mother! Oh, my God!
Where can I hide myself?
Beneath the waves my hiding-place
I'll find, I am afraid,

While you my sin will expiate —
A roving homeless waif

Without a father!”

And she wept
As down the village street,
Her baby in her arms, she went
With slow, reluctant feet.
The village now was left behind —
Her heart with sorrow ached;
She turned to look, then like a child
She stood and loudly wailed.
Beside the road, a poplar tall,
She stood lamenting long;
Her scalding tears fell fast as falls
The dew before the dawn.
She didn’t see a thing for tears
Were streaming from her eyes,
She hugged her baby to her heart,
And kissed it as she cried.
The angel didn’t understand,
Just felt the fond caress
And fumbled with its tiny hands
To find its mother’s breast.
A flaming bowl, the sun went down
Behind the leafy wood;
She wiped her tears, then turned around
And trudged along the road....
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A 3a Biwo? CsATUI 3Hae.
CsiT, 6aucsl, WUPOKHH,

Ta HeMa Ae MPUXUIUTUCH
B cBiTi OAMHOKHUM.

Tomy gons 3anpopana

On kpaio g0 Kpaio,

A apyroMmy ocTasuia

Te, ne 3axoBalThb.

Ide X Ti moge, Ae X Ti go0pi,
Ilo cepue 36upasoch

3 HUMM XUTH, iX J0OUTH?
[Mponanu, nponanu!

€cTb Ha CBITI OON4,

A xTo 1i 3Hae?

€cTb Ha cBiTI BOJA,

A xTo0 1i mae?

Ectb monme Ha cBiTi —
Cpi6a0M-3710TOM CAIOTb,
3pa€eTbCs, MaHYIOTh,

A posi He 3HAOTb,—
Hi moani, Hi Boni!

3 Hyabroro Ta 3 ropem
XynaH HagiBaloTh,

A niakaTH — copom.
Bo3bMiTb cpibno-3s0TO
Ta Gyabre Garari,

A 5 Bi3bMYy CIbO3U —
JIuxo BUIMBATH;
3aTomwno Heaoso

I pi6bHUMKU CAbO3aMK,
3aTonuy HeBOJIO
Bocumu Horamm!

Toni s Becenun,

Toai s 6aratuii,

SIk Gyme cepaeHbKO
Mo BoJi ryasitu!

11

KpuyaTb coBu, cnuTb AiGpoBa,
3ipoHbKU CifAOTH,

IMonax uwisixoM, wWMpULEIO,
XoBpallky ryasioTh.
CriouuBaloTb 106pi Jmone,

Lo koro BTOMMJIO:

Koro — uwacrs,. Koro — cabo3u,
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And all for what? Nobody knows.
The world is large and wide,

Yet some are homeless and alone,
And can’t a shelter find.

Why do the fates some persons grant
Such boundless, rich estates,

While others just receive the land
Wherein their bones are laid?

Where are those fair, kind-hearted folk
With whom the heart prepared

To live together and to love?

Alas, they've disappeared!

On earth there is fortune —
On whom does it smile?

On earth there is freedom —
On whom does it shine?

On earth there are people —
All silver and gold.

They seem strong and wealthy,
Yet fortune don’t know —
Nor fortune, nor freedom!
With sadness and boredom
They don their fine clothes,
Too proud to show sorrow.
Take your gold and silver,
Be rich if you will,

But I prefer tear-drops

To pour out my ills;

I'll drown out misfortune —
With tears for a sea.

I'll stamp out oppression —
With my naked feet!

The time when I’'m happy
And wealthy will come

The day when my spirit

In freedom can roam!

I

The wood’s asleep, the night-owls hoot,
The sky with stars is lit:

In amaranth across the road

The timid gophers flit.

The people have retired to rest,

All weary to the bone:
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Bce Hiuka nokpuna.

Bcix nokpuia TEeMHICiHbKa,
SIk AiTOYOK MaTw;

He x Katpycio npuropuyana:
Yu B Jici, y4 B xaTi?

Yy Ha moni mig Komnowo
Cuna 3abasnse,

Yu B #i6posi 3-mig koaoam
BoBka Buraspae?

Bopait xe Bac, 4opHi GposH,
Hikomy He mart,

Koau 3a Bac Take smxo
Tpeba onlysatn!

A wo panbuie CHOiTKaeTbcs?
Byae auxo, 6yne!
3yCTpiHYTbCA KOBTi MiCKH

I uyxii aroge:

3ycTpiHeTbCs 3MMa JIOTa...
A TOM uM 3ycCTpiHe,

Illo mi3Hae Karepuny,
IpusitTae cuna?

3 HuMm 3a6ysna 6 uopHobGpuBa
LInsxu, nmicku, rope:

Bin, sk maTtH, npusiTae,—
sIx Gpat, 3aroBOpHUTb...

IMo6aunmo, nouyemo...

A MOKH — CNOYMHY

Ta TMM yacoM po3mnuTaio
Lnsax Ha MockoBiuuHy.
Hdanekuit wAsax, naHu-Gparty,
3Halo ioro, 3Haio!

A Ha cepui MOXOJIOHe,

Sk #oro 3rapaio.
IMonomipsiB i s Konuch —
L1{06 itoro He MipsATb!..
Po3ka3as Gu npo Te auxo,
Ta uM TO X MOBipATH!
«Bpele,— ckaxyTb,— CAKUN-TaAKHI!
(3BUuUaitHO, He B 04i),

A Tak TiZBKO mcye MOBY

Ta noneit MOpOYNTDb».
INpaBna Bawa, npasga, noae!
Ta i Hawo Te 3HaATH,

Illo cnabo3amu nepen Bamu
Byny Buausatn?

Hawo BoHo? ¥V Bcsikoro

I cBoro yumano...
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Some tired from play and happiness,
And some — from work and woe.
The night drew over all a sheet,

The mother tends her brood;

But where does Katerina sleep:
Indoors or in the woods?

Behind a haystack in the field

Her baby does she rock,

Or, scared of wolves, a shelter seeks
Behind some fallen log?

It would be better for a maid

That she not be so fair,

Than that for this she should be made
Such punishment to bear!

What fortune does the future hold?
Alas, it will be bad!

She’ll meet with strangers on the road
Amid the yellow sands;

She’ll meet the winter’s ice and snow....
But him — ah, will she meet

The one who Katerina loves,

And who his son will greet?

If she were with him, all her ills,

Her woes would be forgot:

He’d speak to her with tender words
And hold her to his heart....

Well, we shall hear and we shall see....
And I will rest awhile,

The road which leads to Muscovy
From people I'll inquire.

Ah, brothers, it's a long, long road —
Alas, that road I know!

My very heart is gripped with cold
When I recall that road.

One time I trod that road myself —
Would I'd not known that traill...
About that journey I would tell,

But who'd believe my tale?

“The so-and-so is telling lies!”
They’d say (not to my face),

“He is confusing people’s minds

With silly, made-up tales.”

You’'re right, good people, you are right!
Why should you, anyway,

Be made aware of things that I

With flowing tears relate?

What use is it? Each person has
Enough of his own griefs....
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Llyp xe itomyl.. A TUM 4acoMm
KeTte * amm kpecano

Ta TioTIOHY, WOO, 3HaETe,
JlomMa He XXYpHUJIUCH.

A TO /nxo po3Ka3yBarTh,
11[o6 Gpuake NMPUCHUIOCDH!
Hexait itoro auxuit Bi3bme!
Jlyuue X MOMIipKyIo,

e to Mosa Karepuhna

3 IBaceM MaHapye.

3a KueBoM, Ta 3a [IHinpom,
Tonia TeMHUM raem,

[ayTh LWJISAXOM uyMauyeHbKH,
Myrayva cnisaioTh.

Ige wnasxom Moaoaunus,
Mycutb 6yTH, 3 npoui.
Yoro X cMyTHa, HeBecena,
3aruiakaHi oui?

Y naTaHiit CBUTHHOYL,

Ha nneuax Top6uHa,

B pyui uinok, a Ha gpyrii
3acHyna AUTHHA.
3ycTpinacs 3 yyMakami,
3akpusa AUTHHY,
Muraetben: «Jloae ao6pi,
Hde wnsax B MockoBlmnHY?»
«B MockoBwuHy? ouei camui.
Haneko, ne6oro?»

«B camy Mocksy, Xpucra paamu,
Haiite Ha gopory!»

Bepe 1ara °, ax TpycHTbCs:
Taxko #oro Gpatu!..

Ta i nasiwo?.. A aurnHa?
Bona x iioro matu!
3annakana, nmimsa uUisixom,
B BpoBapsx crnouuna

Ta cuHOBI 3a ripkoro
MeasiHuk Kynuna.

JoBro, goBro, cepaellHas,
Bce iwsia Ta nutana;

Byno it Take, 10 Nig THHOM
3 CMHOM HoOuyBana...

Bau, Ha WO 3AaAMCA Kapi OYeHATa:

LL[06 nig 4yXXUM THHOM C/JbO3M BHJIMBATb!
OTOX-TO AMBITBCSI Ta KaiTeCh, AiBYaTa,
11106 He mOBenOCs MOCKans IUyKaTb,
11106 He posenocs, sk Karps wykae...
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So let’s forget it! Only pass
Tobacco to me, please,

Also the flint, that, as they say,

At home all should be right.

For if you'd hear my shocking tale,
You’d nightmares have at night!

So to the devil with it all!

While I had better map

The route our Katerina shall

With tiny Ivan tramp.

Beyond the mighty Dnieper’s stream,
Beyond old Kiev-town,

A band of carters winds its way,
Their voices blend in song.

Returning from a pilgrimage,
Perhaps, a woman nears,

A matron young. But why so sad,
Why are her eyes in tears?

Patched cloak, a pack upon her back,
She carries a stout cane,

And holds a bundle to her breast —
A tiny sleeping babe.

She came up to the caravan

And covered up her child:

“Please tell me, where to Moscow land
The highway will I find?”

“To Muscovy? This is the way.

Is’t not too far, my dear?”

“To Moscow. And for Jesus’ sake,
Please help me to get there!”

She trembled as she took the coin:
Oh, it was hard to takel...

Why should she beg?... But there’s the boy —
Her child she can't forsake!...

She wept, then onward went. To rest
At Brovari she stopped

And for her son for what she’d begged
A honey-cake she bought.

A long time Katerina trudged,

And ever asked the way;

Full many nights beside a hedge

She and her infant lay....

What use are eyes so beautiful — it’s clear:
Beside a hedge with bitter tears to weep!

So look, and mend your ways, oh maidens fair,
That you some day should not be forced to seek
Some Muscovite, as Katerina seeks....
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Toai He nuTaiiTe, 32 WO JIOAE NAIOThb,
3a 10 He MyCKalTb B XaTy HOYYBaTh.

He nwuraitte, yopHOGpHBI,
Bo aw0ae He 3HaloTh;

Koro 6or kapa Ha cBiTi,

To # BOHM KaparoTb...
Jlioge rHyTbCsl, K Ti /103U,
Kyau BiTep Bie.

CHpOTHHI COHLIE CBITUTb
(CBiTuTb, Ta He rpie) —
Jlione 6 coHue 3acTynuim,
SIk6u manu cunay,

LL[06 cupoTi He cBiTUIO,
Cib0o3M He cyuiuso.

A 3a Biuo, 60Xe MUMIL!
3a w0 CBITOM HyAUTb?

Lllo 3pobusa BOHa s0AAM,
Yoro xoTaTb aoge?

11106 nnakana!. Cepue Moe€!
He nnauy, KarepuHo,

He noka3syi aiogsm cabosu,
Tepnu go 3aruny!

A wob /JIMYKO HE MapHiJIo
3 4opHumHM GpoBamu —

o cxix CoHust B TEMHIM Jici
YMuiica cabo3amu.
YMmueuicas — He nodavarh,
To it He 3acMilOTbCH;

A cepaeHbKO OAMOYMHE,
[Tokn cAbO3U JUTIOTHCS.

OTake-TO 1MX0, 6auuTe, AiBYaTa.
XKaptyoun kuHyB Karpycto Mockasb.
Henonst He GaunTb, 3 KUM 1ii XapTyBaTw,
A mone xou GauaTb, Ta JIOASM HE XaJjb:
«Hexait, xaxyTtpb, ruHe negaua AUTHUHA,
Konu e 3ymina cebe waHyBaTb».
Llanyiitecs x, n06i, B HeZoOpy roamuy,
L1106 He aoBesnoCs MOCKa/s LIYKaTb.

Ie x Karpycs 6ayaurs?
[MoniaTHHIO HOuyBasa,
PaHeHbKO BcTaBafa,
[Mocniwana B MockoBumnHY;
AX ryabK — 3uma BnaJja.
Caulle nosieM 3aBepioxa,

Ine KarepuHa

Y nMyakax — AMX0 TsKke! —
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Then do not ask why folks with anger speak
And do not let you in their house to sleep.

Oh maidens, do not ask them why —
The people do not know;

Whom God has punished in this life
They also rush to stone....

The people sway like willow shoots
Are swayed by vagrant winds.

The sun shines for the orphan too
(But does not warm, just shines) —
The people would the sun erase

And banish from the skies,

That orphans be denied its rays

To dry their streaming eyes,

If they but could. And yet, good God!
Why such a thorny lot?

What harm to people has she done?
What do the people want?

That she should suffer!... Oh my dear!
Don’t, Katerina, let

The people ever see your tears,

Hold fast e’en unto death!

And that your face should fair remain,
Your beauty shouldn’t fade —

At sunrise in a wood your face

In tears each morning bathe.

Wash well with tears where none can see,
So nobody can jeer;

Your heart in this way will be eased,
The ache flow out with tears.

Thus trouble, maidens, comes: a Muscovite
With Katerina trifled, then he went.
Misfortune’s blind, it sees not whom to blight,

While people see, but they’re on vengeance bent:

“A good-for-nothing! Let her die,” they say,
“Since she to guard her virtue didn’t know!”
Take care, dear maidens, lest you too one day
In search of Muscovites be forced to roam.

Where’s Katerina now?

She slept beside the road,

Each morn at dawn she rose,

To Muscovy kept pressing on;

Then!... Winter came with snow,

And blizzards sweeping ’cross the fields;
But she trudged on — poor soul! —
With shoes of-bast upon her feet,
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I B omniit cBMTHHI.

Ine Karps, wkaHnaubac;
ANBUTbCA,— LIOCh MPIE...
JIu6oHb, iAyTb MOCKAIMKH...
JInxol.. cepue MJicE...
TMonertina, 3ycrpinacs,
Iuta: «Yu Hemae

Moro MBana yopHsBoro?»
A Ti: «Mbl He 3Haem».

I, 3BMyaiiHo, sIK MOCKaJi,
CMIIOTbCS, KapTYIOTb:

«Al pa 6ab6a! ai ga Hawm!
Koro He HapyoT!»
IMoausunace Katepuna:

«I Bu, Gauy, noge!

He mnau, cuny, Moe auxo!
Lo 6yae, To i Gyae.
Miny panbiie — 6Ginb Xoaua...
A Moxe, i 3ycTpiHy;
Oppam TeGe, Miit rony6e,
A cama 3aruMHy».

PeBe, CTOrHe XypTOBHHa,
Koturb, BepHe nonem;
Croite Katps cepen moas,
Hana cabo3aM BOJIO.
Yromunach 3aBepiloxa,
He-ge no3sixae;

Lle 6 nnakana KatepuHa,
Ta cni3 6L1b HeMae.
IMoauBunace Ha AUTHHY:
¥YMure cabo3oro,
YepBoHi€,siKk KBiTOYKA
Bpanui nig pocoro.
YcmMmixnynacs Katepuna,
TsKKO ycMixHyJach:

Koso cepusi — sik raguHa
YopHa nosepHysack.
Kpyrom MoBuku noausunace;-
Bauutb — Jjiic yopHie,

A nig nicom, kpait gopory,
JInGoub, KypiHb Mpi€.
«XopniM, CMHY, CMepKa€ETbCH,
Koam nycrarb B xary;

A He nycTATb, TO i HagBoOpI
ByneM HouyBaTu.

Mig xaToro 3aHouyeMm,
CuHy miit IBane!
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And in a shabby cloak.

Thus doggedly she onward went;
When stop — what’s that she sees?...
They’re Muscovites, they’re marching men....
Ohl... Katerina reeled....

And then to meet the troop she flew:
“Good people, tell me, pray,

Is not my Ivan here with you?”

“We know none such,” said they,

Then, soldier fashion, jeered and laughed
At Katerina’s plight,

“Oho, you women! Know our lads!

We fix the girls, all right!”

She looked at them with scornful eye:
“And yet you’re men, you say!

There, there, my baby, don’t you cry!
Let come whatever may,

I will not stop, I will go on....

Your father I will find,

I'll give you to him, darling son,

And I myself will die.”

A raging blizzard — bitter cold,

The winds swept ’cross the plain;

She stood amid the whirling snow
And wept without restraint.

Tired out at last, the howling storm
Gave way to fitful sighs;

Our Katerina’d cry some more,

But her tears, too, ran dry.

She looked long at her sleeping son:
The wee face, washed with tears,
Was pink and looked as in the morn
A dew-wet rose appears.

She looked, then smiled down at the babe,
It was a ghastly smile:

About her heart, it seemed, a snake
Was writhing all the while.

She raised her head and gazed about:
Ahead a forest loomed,

And, hardly visible, a hut

Was cuddling to the wood.

“Let’s go, my son, 'twill soon be night,
Perhaps they’ll let us in;

And if they don’t, we’ll sleep outside.
A shelter from the wind

At least beside the hut we’ll find

For you, my darling child!
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HOe x T Oyaeur HOuyBaTH,
Ak meHe He cTaHe?

3 cobakamu, Miit CHHOUKY,
Koxaiics HaaBopi!

Cobaku 3i, MOKYCaloTb,
Ta He 3aroBopsTb,

He po3kaxyTb cMilouucH...
3 ncamu iCTH ¥ MUTH...
BigHa MoOsi roJIOBOHBbKO!
Lo MeHi podbutu?»

Cupora-co6aka Ma€ CBOIO 4010,

Mae no6pe caoBO B CBiTi cHpOTa;

Moro 6'10Tb i Jal0Th, 3aKylOTb B HEBOJIO,
Ta HiXTO MpO MaTip Ha CMiX He CMHUTa.

A MBacsa cnuTaloTh, 3apaHHE CMHUTAIOTD,
He pgagyTb KO MOBM OUTHHI AOXHTb.

Ha koro co6aku Ha yauui Jai0Tb?

XTO roamit, TOJIOAHUM MiJ TUHOM CHUAWUTL?
XT1o n06ypst Boauts? Yopusasi Galicrpsra...
Oana iforo aoss1 — 4opHi GpoBeHsiTa,

Ta it TuX n0ae 3a3Api He AAIOTb HOCUTD.

v

IMomig ropoto, sipoM, 40JIOM,
MoB Ti AiaM BHCOKOUOI,

Iy6u 3 reTbMaHWMHM ¢ CTOATD.
V sipy rpebsasi, Bepbu B psg,
CTaBoK MiJ KPUIrol B HEBOJI

I omosioHka — Boay 6parb...
MoB nokoTbos10 | YepBoOHiE,
Kpi3b xmMapy — COHLE 3aiiHANOCD.
Hanyscs Bitep; sk mosie —
Hema Hiuoro: ckpisp Giaie...

Ta TinbKO JlicOM 3aryJio.

PeBe, cBuile 3aBeploxa.

IMo nicy 3aBuuo;

Sk Te Mope, Gine none
CHIrOM NOKOTHJIOCH.

BuifiioB 3 xaTH kapOiBHHUuUMi 8
o6 nic orasgiTty,

Ta ne 106i! Take JMXO0,

Illo He BUOHO ¥ CBiTa.

«Ere, 6auy, sika ¢yra!

Llyp xe #omy 3 sicom!

IMitu B xary... lllo Tam Take?
OT ix pocrobical
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Where will you spend your nights when I
No longer am alive?

Outdoors with dogs, my sorry mite,
Without a bed or roof!

The dogs are bad, the dogs will bite,

The dogs can’t talk with you,

Can’t tell you fairy-tales, or laugh....
With dogs you’ll scrounge for food....

Oh, what misfortune’s come to pass!
Whatever shall I do?”

An orphan, poor puppy, though fate is against him,
But orphan’s a word at which nobody jeers;

They beat and berate him, they chain and enslave him,
But they of his mother don’t speak with a sneer.

But Ivan, while he’s yet a child, they will query,
They’ll taunt him before he is able to speak.

Who huddles 'neath hedges in tatters and hungry?

At whom do the dogs all yap on the street?

Who guides the blind beggar? The bastard, poor creature....
With nothing whatever, except his fair features,

And those the base people won’t long let him keep.

v

Where yawns a gully deep and wide

At mountain foot, in quiet pride

Stand ancient oaks like grand-dads old.
About a mill-pond willows grow;

The pond with ice and snow is piled,
Except where gapes a water-hole.

The wintry sun with sudden glow,

A ruddy hoop, through clouds looks down,
The north wind takes a breath and blows —
All one then sees is whirling snow....

And hears the forest’s mournful moan.

A snow-storm rages. Through the trees
The wild wind howls and groans;

The chalk-white fields like angry seas
Are billowed high with snow.

The forest warden stepped outdoors
To see how fared the trees,

But what’s the use! In such a storm
What could a person see?

“Oh what a din! We’ll have to let

The forest mind itself!

Back to the hut... But wait — what'’s that?
Well, may they roast in hell!
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Heno6bpa ix po3Hocuia,

Mos cnpaBai 3a AiJIoM.
Huuunope! aMBUCH JIMILEHD,
ki no6ininil»

«Ilo, mockani?.. [le Mockai?»
«lo TH? cxameHucs!»

«[le Mockauni, nebeguxku?»
«Ta oH, noAUBHCS».
Monerina Karepuna

I He opsrnacs.

«MabyTb, n06pe MockoBuMHa
B TaMKYy iit pganacs!

Bo yHoui TiJbKO i1 3Hag,

1o Mockans Kauye».

Yepes neHbKH, 3aMETaMH,
JletuTb, NeaBe AMLIE,

Boca crana cepen LIAXY,
Brepsack pykaBamM.

A Mockani i HasycTpiy,

SIk oauH, BEepXaMH.

«JInxo Moe€! mone mosil»

Jo iX... KOJU rAsiHe —
MMonepeny crapumit ige.
«JIobui mii Iane!

Cepue Mo€ KoxaHee!

Ile ™1 Tak GapuBCs!»

Ta po #Horo... 3a CTpeMeHa...
A BiH MOAWBUBCA,

Ta wnopaMu KOHsi B GOKH.
«Yoro x ytikaew?

Xi6a 3a6ys Karepuny?

Xiba He nizHaew?
IMoausucs, Miit rony6e,
IMoauBuck Ha MeHe:

SI Katpycs TBOs no6a.
Hawo psewr ctpemena?»

A BiH KOHA TOraHse,
Hi6uto i1 He 6auuThb.
«IlocTpuBait xe, Miii roayGe!
JAuBUCHD — 51 He MJauy.

Tu He mi3HAB MeHe, glaaﬂe?
Cepue, nognBucs,

Tit xe Gory, s Karpycah
«Jlypa, orBsxucs!
Bo3bmuTe npoub 6e3yMHyIO»
«Boxe miit! IBane!

I ™ MeHe nokupgaew?

A TH X npucsrascsl»
«Bo3bmuTte mpoub! UTo X BbI cTanu?»

46,47









It looks as though the devil’s hosts

Are trotting down the road.

Nichipir, look! Those are not ghosts,
They’re horsemen white with snow!”
“What Muscovites? Where Muscovites?”
“There, there, calm down, my dear!...”
“Where are the Muscovites, my friends?”
“See for yourself, out there!”

And Katerina flew outside

Just as she was from bed.

“That Moscow’s sure got 'neath her hide!”
The woodsman shook his head,

“What does she do the whole night long
But call her Muscovite!”

O’er stumps, through snow-drifts stumbling on,
She ran with all her might

To reach the road. Then breathless stopped,
Stood barefoot in the snow.

The troop drew close, at jogging trot
They all on horses rode.

“Oh my poor fate!” She ran ahead

To meet them.... Then she spied

The captain riding at their head:

“My Ivan dear!” she cried,

“My, lover, you have come at last!
Where were you all this while?”

She ran to him... his stirrup grasped...
He looked, then turned aside

And to his steed he gave the spur.

“My love, why do you flee?

Don’t you know Katerina more?

Don’t you remember me?

Here, look at me, my darling dove,
Look closer at my face:

I'm Katerina, your true love.

Why do you turn away?”

But he kept spurring on his steed

As though he did not see.

“Oh, wait a moment, darling, wait!
D’you see — I do not weep.

You do not recognize me, dear?

Oh Ivan, it is true —

I'm Katerina, don’t you hear!”

“Let go, you silly fool!

Here, men, drag this mad wench away!”
“Oh God, what’s this you do?

You cannot cast me off this way —

You promised to be true!”

“Take her away! Why do you wait?”
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«Koro? mene B3aTH?

3a mwo X, cKaxu, Miii roay6e?
KoMy xou oapatu

Croio Karpio, wo fmo Tebe
B cagoyok xoauJa,

Caoio Karpio, mo ansa Tebe
CuHa mnopoausia?

Miit GaTeuky, Miit GpaTuky!
Xou TH He uypa#cs!
HaitmMuukoto T06i crany...

3 pmpyroio Koxaics...

3 uismMm ceiTom... S 3a6yny,
Llo xoJMCbh KOXanach,

Illo ox Te6e cuHa Mana,
ITokpuTKOIO CTaija...
IToxpUTKOIO... AKMH copom!
I 3a mo s runy!

IMokuHb MeHe, 3a0yap MeHe,
Ta He kupait cuHa.
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“Take who? Take me away?

What have I done to earn that fate?
To whom will you donate

Your Katerina who at night

Met you beneath the moon,

Your Katerina who to plight

Our troth has borne to you

A son? Oh Ivan dear, at least

Don’t you reject me too!

I'll be your slave... Love whom you please,
I'll say no word to you...

Make love to all... I will forget

I ever loved you true...

Bore you a son, became unwed

A mother ’cause of you...

An unwed mother... What a shame!
Why am I thus undone!

Then leave, forget me, but I pray,
Do not forsake your son.
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He nokunew?.. Cepue MoE,
He Brikait og meHe...

SI BuHecy TOGI cHHa».
Kunysa crpemena,

Ta B xatuHy. Bepraerscs,
Hece iomy cuHa.
Hecnosura, 3amiakaHa
CepaeliHa AUTHHA.

«Ocpae BOHO, MoaMUBHCS!

HOe x T4? 3axoBaBcsA?
VYrik!.. Hema!.. CuHa, cuHa
Batbko oauypaBcs!

Boxe ti miitl.. Iuta moe!
He aiHych 3 To6010?
Mockanuku! romy6uuku!
Bo3bMmiTh 3a c060i0;

He uypaiitech, neGeauxu:
BoHo cHpoTHHa;

Bo3bMiTh #Oro Ta oggaire
Crapuomy 3a CHUHa,
Bo3bMiTh i10ro0... 60 MOKHMHY,
SIk 6aTbKO MOKMHYB,—
Bopaii iioro He kupana
JInxas roauua!

Ipixom TeGe Ha cBiT 60XMit
Maru nopoauna;

Bupocrait xe Ha cMmix gogam! —
Ha uwisx noJsioxuna.—
OcraBaiicsi wykaTb 6aTbka,
A s BXe LuyKaJa».

Ta B jaic 3 WAAXY, AK HaBicHa!
A OUTA OCTaIOCh,

IMnaye, GigHe... A MOCKansaM
Baiinyxe; MUHYJIH.

Bomo it mobpe: Ta Ha MXO
JlicHuui mouysiu.

Bira Katps 6oca jicom,
Bira Ta rosocuTs;

To npoxsiuHa cBoro Msana,
To nnade, TO MPOCHUTD.
Bubirae na Bo3jiccs;
Kpyrom nmoaususnach

Ta B sip... GiXHTb... cepea CTaBy
MoBukH ONMHMUIACK.
«[Mpnitmy, Goxe, Mo ayly,
A ™1 — MoO€ Tinol»
Lly6oscTe B BOay!.. ITomia AbogoM
et 3arypkotiso.
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You will not leave him?... Oh my dear,
Don’t haste away from me...

I'll bring your son to you out here.”
She dropped the stirrup free,

Ran to the hut, then hastened back
To give the precious mite

To him, the father.-Loosely wrapped,
It wailed from cold and fright.
“Here is your son, your bonny boy,
Come see! Where have you gone?
He’s fled!... The father ran away!..
The father spurned his son!

Oh God!... My poor abandoned mite!
Whatever shall I do?

I beg you, gentle Muscovites,

Take him away with you!

Please take him with you, do not leave
The orphaned babe behind;

Take him along, and let your chief
Adopt him as his child.

Take him.... Because I'll leave him too,
The way his father did —

May evil fortune dog his steps

Until the day he’s dead!

Your mother gave you birth in sin,
She leaves you now alone —

Grow up a butt for jeers, my son!”
She laid him on the road.

“Stay here to find your father, lad,
For I already tried....”

The little baby cried,

Abandoned in the snow.... The men,
Unmindful, passed it by.

It would have been as well; but then
The woodsmen heard its cry.

Our Katerina barefoot ran,
Lamenting through the wood;

At times she cursed her Ivan, then
She begged that he be good.

She left the wood behind, then saw
The mill-pond down below....

She dashed across the ice and stopped
Beside the water-hole.

“0O God, accept my soul, I pray,
And you — my body take!”

A splash...! Then only bubbles stayed
The water’s calm to break.
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YopuoGpusa Katepusa
Haiwina, wo wykana.

HOyHyB BiTep mMoHaa CTaBOM —
I cnigy ue craso.

To He BiTep, TO He OyitHMi,
Lo ny6a namae;

To He AMXO, TO HE TAXKE,
Lo MaTn BMmupaE;

He cupotu mani zity,

LLlo HEHbKY CXOBaau:

ImM 3ocranace no6pa cnasa,
Moruna 3ocranace.
3acMiloTbes 34ii Joae
Maniit cupoTuHi;

Bumne cabo3mu Ha mornay —
CepaeHbKO CMOYMHE.

A TOMYy, TOMY Ha CBIiTi,
o itomy 30cTajoch,
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Young Katerina found at last

What she’d been looking for!

The wind puffed once — and e’en a trace
Of footsteps was no more.

It’s not the wind, the hurricane,

That breaks the giant oak;

It’s not the mother’s death that makes
The very worst of woes;

True orphans are not those who laid
Their mother in the grave:

Those have that grave, and their good name
From nasty jeers is safe.

Ill-natured people, even, smile

An orphan child to cheer;

Upon his mother’s grave he cries —
His heart-ache’s eased with tears.

But what for that poor tot remains
Whose father wouldn’t look

To see him even, whom — a babe —
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Koro 6aTbko i He Gauus,
Martu oapuypasnach?

Lllo 30cTanock GaicTpioKoOBi?
XTo 3 HMM 3aroBopuTb?

Hi poaunm, Hi XaTHHH;
LnsixM, nmicku, rope...
TTaHChKe JAMYKO, YOpHi GpOBH...
Hawo? o6 nizHau!
3MasiboBaJia, HE CXOBaja...
Bopaait noauHsan!

\

IwoB ko63ap no Kuesa

Ta ciB croynBaTH.
Top6unkamu oGBilaHuii
Moro mosoxarwii.

Mane pursa koJio ioro

Ha coHui kyHsi€

A TUM yacoMm cTapuit Ko63ap
Icyca cnisae °.

XTo itae, ize — He MHMHA :
Xro 6y6auKk, XTO rpoui;
XTO cTrapomMy, a AiBuara
[laxxok MixoHowLui.
3aanBnsATLCA YOPHOBPOBI —
I 6oce, i roJe.

«lana,— KaxyTb,— GpoBeHsTa,
Ta He mana gosi»

Ine mnsaxom go Kuesa
Bepnun '* wecrepHero,

A B GepamHi rocrnoauHs

3 nmaHoM i ceM’€i0.
OnuHUBCA MPOTHUB CTapuUiB —
KypsBa nsirae.

Io6ir IBach, 60 3 BikOHIA
Pykoio maxae.

Hae rpowi IBacesi,
JMBY€ETbCA MaHi.

A naH IJIsiHYB... OABEPHYBCH...
Ili3Has, npenoraHwit,

IMizuaB Tii kapi oui,

Yopui GposeHsTa...

IMlizHaB 6aTbKO CBOroO CHMHa.
Ta He xoue B3sATH.

IMura naxi, AK 30BeTbCA?
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His mother, too, forsook?

What's harder than the bastard’s lot?
The lowest of the low,

No kin on earth, no home he’s got —
Just roads, and sands, and woe....
Patrician face with eyebrows dark....
What for? So he’d be known!

She didn’t hide the father’s mark....
Oh, would there had been none!

A

Beside the road to Kiev-town

A kobzar sat to rest.

With him his guide, a little boy

In rags and tatters dressed.

The lad was drowsy from the sun,

But had to bear a bag

And, while the minstrel sang his song,
From passers-by to beg.

Whether they rode or walked, all gave:
Some bread, and some a coin;

Some helped the oldster, but the maids
Gave coppers to the boy.

As at the beggar boy they gazed
Their hearts with pity ached:

“The lad has such a pretty face,

But what a sorry fate!”

Six horses drew a carriage proud
Along the Kiev road,

In it a lady with her lord

And little children rode.

In clouds of dust the coachman reined
There where the beggars sat.

The lad ran quickly, for the dame
Had beckoned with her hand.

She gave some money to the boy

And watched with smiling eyes.

The master glanced... then turned away....
The monster recognized

To whom that boyish face belonged,
Those brows and those brown eyes....
The father recognized his son,

But coldly turned aside.

The lady asked the lad his name.
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«IBacb».— «Kakoit munbliil»
Bepanu pywwus, a Isacs
KypsiBa nokpuna...
IMoniunau, wo aocrasm,
Bcraan cipomaxu,
IMomoananch Ha CXig COHUS,
IMiwam noHapg LWASXOM.

[1838,
C.-Ilerep6ype]



“Small Ivan, ma’am,” he said.

“What a sweet child!” And then away
In dust the carriage sped....

The beggars counted what they’d got
In alms so far that day,

Turned to the sun to pray to God,
Then went their weary way.

[St. Petersburg,
1838]

Translated
by John Weir



*

HOymu Moi, oymMu Moi,

Jluxo MeHi 3 Bamu!

Hawo craau Ha nanepi
CyMHnMu psigzamu?..

Yom Bac BiTep He pO3BisiB
B cteny, sk nuanHy?

YoM Bac JMXO He MPUCMAJIO,
Ak cBOlO AUTHHY?..

Bo Bac /mMx0 Ha CBiT Ha CMiX MOPOAMJIO,
MMoauBaau CAbO3M... YOM HE 3aTOMUIIH,

He BuHecan B Mope, He po3mwiu B moi?..
He nutasm 6 moae, wio B MeHe GOMHTD,
He nurtanm 6, 3a WO NPOKJMHAIO AOJIO,
Yoro Hyaxy csirom? «Hiuoro po6utb»,—
He ckasanm 6 Ha cMix...

KsitTn moi, mitu!
Hawo X Bac KoxaB f, Hawo aorasaas?
Yu 3amnaye ceple OQHO Ha BCiM CBITi,
Ik s 3 BaMu riakaB?.. Moxe, i Bragas...

Moxe, HaitaeTbCcs AiBoYye

Cepue, kapi oui,

Lo 3ansauyThb Ha Cci AyMH,—

S Ginblie He Xxouy.

OpHy c/bo3y 3 Ouell Kapux —

I man Hag manamwu!

Odymu MOi, AyMU Moi,
JIuxo MeHi 3 Bamu!

3a kapii oyeHsTa,

3a 4opHii Gposu

Cepue pBasocs, CMisiJIOCh,
Bunusano mosny,

Buausano, Ak ymino,

3a TeMHii Houi,

3a BUIUHEBUI Caj 3e/IeHHUM,
3a sacku AiBOMi...
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Thoughts of mine, O thoughts of mine,
You plague and torment me!

On paper you throng, thoughts,

By dark anguish sent me.

Why did wind not disperse you?

Why were you not smothered

While still in the cradle

By sorrow, your mother?...

For the world to mock at born were you, upon you

Tears rained down in torrents — why did they not drown you
In the sea or merge you with the steppeland waters?...

None would then have wondered why I suffer, none

Would have asked why curse I destiny or sought to

Lecture me and mutter: “Nothing to be done!”

Jestingly....

Come, tell me, children mine, my cherished
Blooms — is there a heart, dears, anywhere like this
Aching heart of mine, dears, one on salt tears nourished,
That will weep like mine does?... Let us hope there is!

If a maid’s heart and a pair of

Brown eyes over you

Weep, my thoughts, I'll ask for nothing

More: a tear or two

From those eyes, and I am king of

Kings upon this earth!

Thoughts of mine, O thoughts of mine,
'"Tis sorrow gave you birth.

Ah, those eyes so brown and sparkling,
And those brows so dark!..

It is they my heart awaken,

Make it pound, and — hark! —

Laugh in glee, and pour out verses,
Sing, and whisper of

Starry nights, and cherry orchards,
And a dear maid’s love,
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3a crenu Ta 3a MOTWJIH,
Lllo Ha YkpaiHi,

Cepue MJIiJIO, HE XOTiJIO
CniBaTb Ha YYXHHi...

He xoTijsioch B cHiry, B Jici,
Ko3aupky rpomany

3 GynaBamu ', Gynuyramm ’
36upaTb Ha mopaay.

Hexait aywi ko3aupbkii

B VkpaiiHi BUTal0OTh —
TaM mMpoko, TaM Beceso
Op kpalo Oo Kparw...

Sk Ta BOJsA, IO MHUHYJACh,
Ouinp mmpokuii — Mope,
Cren i cTen, peByTb MOPOTH,
I mMoruan — ropu,—

Tam poaunach, rapuioBasia
Ko3saupkasa BoJis;

Tam wIsAXTOIO, TaTapamu
3aciBasna nose,

3acisasia Tpynom moJe,
Iloku He ocTuo...

JIsrna cnouMTb.. A TUM 4acoM
Bupocsa moruna,

A Haj Helo opesl YOpHUH
CropoxeMm JiTae,

I npo Hei pobpum moasmM
Ko63api cnisaiots,

Bce cmiBaloTh, AK Aisf/IOCH,
Caini HeGopaku,—

Bo pgotemHi... A f.. a A
TinbKO BMiIO IUIaKaTh,
Tinbko cibo3u 3a YKpaiHy...
A cnoBa — HeMae...

A 3a mxo... Ta uyp iomy!
Xaii iioro He 3Hae!

A Haaro TOM, IO AWUBHUTHCA
Ha mogeit aymoro,—
IMexko itoMy Ha ciM cBiTi,
A Ha TIM...

Xyp6oro
He nakanuy co6i pouni,
Kosm Tak He Maio.
Hexait 3nuaHi XUBYTb TpU AHI —
S ix 3axosalo,
3axoBalo 3Mil0 JIOTY
Koso cBoro cepus,
11106 Boporu He Gaumsm,
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And my sweet Ukraine.... My heart is
Silent and forlorn.
Sing ’twill not, for it is parted
From its land and home.
Here, where snows lie deep, to council,
With their maces ' bright
And bunchuks, ? the Cossacks merry
It will not invite.
Let their spirits roam the distant
Steppes of the Ukraine,
Boundless steppes where winds fly freely
And where gladness reigns.
Breadth and space.... The mounds are mountains....
Vaster than a sea
Is the Dnieper, like our long-lost
Cossack liberty
That was born, that rode and pranced there
All those years ago,
And the steppeland with the Tatars
And the Poles did sow.
But its hot blood cooled, and slumber
Came, and lo! — it bound
Fast its limbs, and soon above it
Grew a fresh new mound.
O’er the mound an eagle watches,
Black-winged, menacing,
And of all that passed the minstrels
In their songs they sing.
Old and blind, they sing of freedom
And of fame... But I
Cannot sing, for words escape me,
I can only cry
For Ukraine, my homeland.... Sorrow,
Curse it, leaves me mutel...
All have known it, all have tasted
Of its bitter fruit.
As for him who with his heart’s eye
Sees us all — a hell
Is this world for him, so help me,
And the next —
Ah, welll...

Never knew I joy, nor will it

Come to me if I

Grieve ’thout end.... Let grief be short-lived,
Let it snake-like lie

Coiled within my breast and hidden

From the evil sight

Of my foes.... And may its laughter

67



SIK MX0 cMi€eTbCA...

Hexait gymka, ik TOH BODOH,
Jlitae Ta kpsue,

A cepaeHBKO COJIOBEHKOM
Ille6eye Ta miaye

HuiukoM — oAy He nobauyatb,
To # He 3acMilOTbCH...

He BTHpaiiTe X MOi C/IbO3H,
Hexait cobi anoTbes,

Yyxe mose MoJUBalOTh
IloaHs i WOHOUI,

[TokH, NOKH... HE 3aCHUIUTIOTh
YyKMM MICKOM OMi...
OTake-To... A WO poburs?
Xyp6a He nomoxe,

XTO X CHpOTI 3aBUAYE —
Kapait Toro, 6oxe!

JAymu Moi, gymMu Moi,
Ksitn Moi, aitu!

Bupocras Bac, gorasaas Bac,—
Ie x MeHi Bac gitn?

B Vkpainy igite, mitu!

B Hawy Ykpainy,
IMoniaTuHHIO, CHpOTamy,

A A — TYT 3aruny.

Tam Haitgete wupe cepue
I cnoBo nackase,

Tam Haitpete wupy npasny,
A e, MOXe, ¥ cnaaBy...

IMpusiTaii ke, MOsi HEHBKO,
Mos VYkpaiHo,

Moix AiToK Hepo3yMHHX,
SIk cBOIO AUTHUHY.

[1839,
C.-MMerepbype]
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Reach them not.... By night

And by day my thoughts are ravens;
Let them croak while my

Heart, a songbird, trills and warbles,
While it softly sighs,

Sighs and moans with none to hear it
Or to taunt it.... Pray,

Let me weep, and do not try to
Wipe my tears away.

Let them flow and flood the alien
Field till that a priest

Comes and covers me with alien
Earth.... Ah, me! No peace

Grief will bring me.... And if any

(I need say no more)

Us poor, homeless orphans envy —
Punish them, O Lord!

Thoughts of mine, O thoughts of mine,
Dear my children own!

Nurture you I did — but where,

Tell me, is your home?

To beloved Ukraine, my mother,
Make you haste and fly.

As for me, 'tis here I'll perish,

Here it is I'll die.

There you'll shelter find, my orphans,
Truth’s unwavering flame,

Kindly words, a heart that’s friendly,
Aye, and, maybe, fame.

And of you, Ukraine, my homeland,
This do I entreat:

Like your own, my foolish children,
Born of sorrow, greet.

[St. Petersburg,
1839]

Translated
by Irina Zheleznova



[NEPEBEHOS '

IMepebenas crapuit, cainui,—

XTo iforo He 3Hae?

Bin yciogu BewTaerbcs
Ta Ha k063i rpae.

A XTo rpae€, TOro 3HalOTh
I paxkyoTb mope:

BiH iM Tyry posrause,
XOoTb caM CBITOM HYAMTb.
IMonmiaTHHHIO cipomaxa

I mHiOE it HOuye;

Hema itomy B cBiTi xaru;
Heponsa xaprye

Hapn crapoio rososoro,

A iiomy Gaiinyxe;

Csape cobi, 3acnisae:

«Oit He wymu, ayxel»
3acmiBae Ta i 3rajae,
Ilo BiH cHpPOTHHa,
IMoxypurecs, nocymye,
CugsiuM mig THHOM.

Orakuit-to ITepebenas,
Crapmit Ta xuMepHHit!
3acniBae npo Y a noro?—
Ha FTopanywo? 3BepHe;

3 pgiBuaTaMM Ha BUIOHi —
F'puus Ta BECHAHKY,

A y mmHKy 3 napybkamu —
Cep6una’ lllunukapky?®
3 XOoHaTUMH Ha GeHkeTi
(e cnexpyxa 351as) —
ITpo ’l‘Ol'lOJl]O mey OJIIO,
A moTiMm — Y ramo’,

Ha 6a3api — npo Jlazap=a®

AGo, 06 Te 3HaMM,
TsXKO-BaXKO 3acliBac,
Sk Ciu pyitnysamm °
Orakuit-tro IMepe6enas,
Crapmit Ta xumepHuii!
3acmiBa€, 3acMieTbcA,
A Ha cb03M 3BepHe.
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PEREBENDYA '

Old Perebendya, minstrel blind,

Is known both near and far.

He wanders all the country 'round
And plays on his kobza.

The people know the man who plays,
“They listen and are glad,

Because he chases gloom away,
Though he himself is sad.

No matter what the weather holds,
His days and nights he spends
Without a shelter out-of-doors;
Misfortune dogs his steps,

And mocks his head with silver thatched,
But he no longer heeds;

He seats himself beside a hedge

And sings, “Oh rustling leaves!”

And singing, how he’s all alone

He thinks and bows his head,

As melancholy sears his soul,

Alone beside the hedge.

That’s what old Perebendya’s like,
He’s very changeful, too:

He’ll sing about heroic deeds,
Then change to comic tunes;

To maidens on the common grass
He'll sing of love and spring,
And at the inn for merry lads
Good rousing songs he’ll sing;
For married couples at a feast
(Where mother-'n-law is strict)
Such songs as tell of women’s grief
And hardship he will pick;

At market-place — of Lazarus, ’
Or else, a mournful lay

(So that the memory should live)
Of how the Sich ® was razed.

So that’s what Perebendya’s like,
Capricious in old age:

He'll sing a merry song and then
To one of tears he’ll change.
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Bitep Bie-mosiBac,

ITo noso ryase.

Ha moruni ko63ap cuanTb

Ta Ha k063i rpae.

Kpyrom itoro cren, ik Mope

Llupoke, cHHiE;

3a MOruJol MOruJa,

A TaM — TiIbKO Mpi€E.

CuBuii yc, cTapy YynpuHy

Bitep po3ssiBac;

To npuasixe Ta Mocayxa,

sIx koG3ap c iBae,
Sk cepue cMi€Tbcsl, cimi o4i MIavyTh...
IMocayxa, mosie...

Crapuit 3ax0BaBCb

B creny Ha morwii, wo6 HiXTO He Gauus,
Lllo6 BiTep Mo MOJIO C/lOBa PO3MaXxas,
1106 moae He uynu, 60 To 6oXe cJOBO,
To cepue mo Bosii 3 GOroM po3MoBJs,
To cepue uiebeye rocnoaHIow0 Caasy,
A ayMKa Kpa# cBiTa Ha xMmapi rysas.
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Asweeping freely o’er the steppes,

The wind blows from afar.

Upon a mound the minstrel sits

And plays on his kobza.

The boundless steppes, blue as the sea,

Reach out on every side;

The grave mounds also stretch away

Till they are lost to sight.

His grey moustache and thatch of hair

The wind blows every way,

Then it subsides and lends an ear

To the old minstrel’s lay,
His heart’s wild beat, the tears of sightless eyes....
Then blows again....

This is his hide-away

Amid the steppe where nobody can spy
And where his words are.scattered o’er the plains
Away from human ears, the sacred words
Pronounced in free communion with God,
The praises sung in homage to the Lord.
His thoughts the while go floating on a cloud,
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Op/OoM CH3OKPWUIMM JIITAE, LIMPSE,
AX HeGo GJaKMTHe MPOKMMHU G'¢;
CroynHe Ha COHUI, HOro 3aruTac,
Jle BOHO HOUYE, AIK BOHO BCTaE€!
IMocnyxae mopsi, W0 BOHO TOBOPHTB,
Cnura 4opHy ropy: «Horo Tu Hima?»
I 3n0By Ha He6o, 6o Ha 3emii rope,
Bo Ha ii, WMPOKii, KyTOYKa HeMma
ToMy, XTO BCe 3HA€, TOMY, XTO BCE YYyE:
lllo MOpe roBOpUTb, ie COHLE HOYYE.
oro Ha CiM CBITi HiXTO He npwuiiMa.

OauH BiH MiXX HHMMH, SIK COHLIE BMCOKE.
HMoro 3naioTh noge, 60 HOCUTDL 3emas;
A AKk6M MOYyJH, IO BiH, OJMHOKUH,
CniBa Ha Moruji, 3 MopeM pO3MOBJISA,—
Ha 6oxe€ c/10BO BOHM 6 HacMisiauCh,
HypHum 6u Ha3Basum, on cebe 6 nmporHanm.
«Hexait nonag mMopeM,— ckasanu 6,— ryas!»

Hobpe ecu, Mii kob3apio,

Hobpe, 6aTbKy, pobuu,

Illo cniBaTH, po3MOBAsATH

Ha moruny xoauuu!

Xoau co6i, Miit ronyGe,

IMoku He 3acHyJ0

TBoe cepue, Ta BHUCHIBYi,

o6 aloge He uyau.

A w06 Tebe He Lypanuch,

Motypaii im, Gpare!

Ckaum, Bpaxe, fIK MaH Kaxe:

Ha Te BiH Gararwii.

Ortakwuit-to TlepeGenas,
Crapuit Ta XMMepHHit!
3acniBa€ BecCiJIbHOI,
A Ha xypOy 3BepHe.

(1839,
C.-ITerep6yp:]



Like eagles in the blue they soar o'erhead
Till with their wings the very sky is churned;
They rest upon the sun and ask where it
Retires at night, how rises in the morn;
They listen as the sea its tale unfolds;
“Why are you mute?” they ask the mountain top,
Then back to the sky, for earth’s full of woe,
In all the wide, wide world there’s not a spot
For him who all things knows and hears and sees —
The secrets of the sun, and sea, and fields —
No one to bid him welcome with his heart.
He’s all alone, as is the sun alone.
The people know him and they let him be....
But if they learned how he, alone, intones
Songs in the steppe, converses with the sea —
They would make sport of words that are divine,
And call him mad and from their midst they’d drive
Him off to die. “Go to the sea!” they'd say.
You’re doing right, my minstrel friend,
You’re doing right, I know,
That to the grave mound in the steppe
To talk and sing you go!
Keep going there, my hearty one,
Until the day your heart
Falls fast asleep, and sing your songs
Where you will not be heard.
And that the people shouldn’t shy
You must indulge them, friend!...
So dance the way the master says —
The money’s his to spend.

So that’s what Perebendya’s like,
Capricious in old age:

He'll sing a wedding song and then
To one of grief he’ll change.

[St. Petersburg,
1839]

Translated,
by John Weir



TANIAMAKHU '

Bce iige, Bce MMHae — i Kpaio HeMae,
Kyau X BoHO aimtocb? Bigkins B3suioch?
I aypeHb, i Myapuii HiYoro He 3Hae.
KuBe... yMHpa€... OAHO 3aLBiIO,

A apyre 3aB’su10, HaBiKM 3aB’sU10...
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HAIDAMAKI !

All flows and all passes — this goes on forever....

Yet where does it vanish? And whence did it come?

The fool does not know, and the sage knows no better.
There’s life... then there’s death.... As here blossoms a one,

Another there withers beyond a returning....
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[ IMCTA NOXOBKJE BITPU PO3HECTH

A COHeYKOo BCTaHe, K neplue BCTaBaso,

I 30pi yepBOHi, sIK nmepLIEe MIWIH,
MonauByTh i MOTIM, i TH, Ginoanuu,

Mo cuHboMy HeOy BHiAELI MOryJATb,
Buitgeiws NOAMBUTBLCS B JKOJOGOK, KPUHHLIIO
I B Mope 6e3kpae, i Gynew cisThb,

Sk naa BasinoHoMm, Hapg #oro cagamu

I Hag TvM, wo Oyde 3 HaWIMMKU CHHAMHU.
Tu Biuuuit 6e3 kpaio!.. n106JI0 PO3MOBIATD,
sIk 3 6paToM, 3 CecTpOlO, PO3MOBAATbL 3 TOGOIO,
CrniBath TOGi AyMy, WO TH X HalIeNnTaB.
MMopaii MeHi we pa3, fe AITUCH 3 XypGow?
S He OOMHOKHUH, I HE CUpOTa,—

€cTb y MeHe IiTH, Ta Ae ix momitu?
3axoBaTb 3 c06010? — rpix, Aywa >Xupa!
A Moxe, it nerwe 6yge Ha TiM CBiTi,

SIK XTO MPOYMTAE Ti CIBO3U-CJIOBA,

Lllo Tak BOHa WMPO KOJMCb BU/IMBaJa,
Illo Tak BOHa HMIIKOM HajJ HUMHU puiaia.
Hi, He 3axoBalo, 60 aywa Xxusa.

SIk HeGo GnakuTHe — HeMa HOMY Kpaio,
Tak ayuwi nMoynHy i Kpalo HeMae.

A ne BoHa 6yne? xumepHi ciosa!

3ragai Xe XTO-HeOyab il Ha ciM cBiTi,—
Be3csiaBHOMY TSAXKO ceit CBIT MOKMAATh,
3rapaitte, aiByata,— Bam Tpeba 3ragathb!
Bona Bac sno6uaa, poxesii KBiTH,

I npo Bawy posio ymo6una cnieath.

IMoku coHle BcTaHe, criouMBaiiTe, AITH,

A s NoOMipKyl0o, BaTaxKa € B3ATb.

Cuum Moi, raimgamaxu!

CBIT 1LIMPOKHUH, BOJA,—
Ipitb, cuHHU, moryasiiTte,
IMowykaiiTe goui.

CHHM MO1 HeBeJHMKi,
Hepo3ymni aiti,

XTto Bac wmpo 6e3 Matepi
INpusitae B cBiTi?

Cunm moi! opaun moi!

JletitTh B YKpainy,—

Xou i MX0 3ycTpiHEeThCHA,
Tak He Ha YyXHHI.

Tam HaitpeTbcs aOywa wWMpa,
He pactb norubary,

A TyT.. a TYT... TAXKO, AiTu!
Kosn nycrsats B xaty,

To, 3ycTpiBLUK, HACMIIOTbCH,—
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Its yellow leaves fall, to pe green never more.
But still the bright sun will come up in the morning,
At nightfall the stars will come out as befo!'e

To swim in the heavens, and then, gentle sister,

You too, silver moon, will come out for a stroll,
You'll glance as you pass into puddles and cisterns,
And sparkle the oceans — you’ll shine as of old

You shone over Babylon’s fabulous gardens,

And as ages from now you will still be regarding
What haps to our children. Forever you’ll glow!

I tell you my notions, my heart I unburden,

And sing you the muses inspired by yourself.

Oh, what shall I do with my onerous burden?
Advise me, for I am not just by myself,

I've children: what am I to do with my offspring?
To bury them with me? That would be a crime —
The soul is alive. Its ordeal may be softened

If somegne will read these word-teardrops of mine,
The tears that were shed in the night, in seclusion,
The tears that were poured from the heart in profusion.
I'll not have them buried, for they are alive!

And as the blue sky overhead has no limit,

There’s also no start and no end to the spirit.

And where does the soul stay? Those words are but guile!!
May it on some heart here on earth leave an imprint —
Because it is hard unremembered to die.

Oh; girls, to remember you first are obliged!

For it always loved you, my roses, sincerely,

And tenderly strove your sad lot to describe.

So rest ye in peace until daybreak, my children,
The while I consider who should be your guide.

My sons, my Haidamaki brave!

The world is free and wide!

Go forth my sons, and make your way —
Perhaps you'll fortune find.

My sons, my simple-minded brood,

When you go forth to roam,

Who will receive my orphans poor

With warmth into his home?

So fly, my fledgling falcons, fly

To far Ukraine, my lads —

At least, if there you hardship find,
'Twon’t be in foreign lands.
Good-hearted folks will rally 'round

And they won't let you die;

While here.... Well, here... it’s hard, my sons!
If you’re allowed inside

The house, it’s only to be jeered —
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Taki, 6aure, J0au:

Bce nucbMeHHi, APYKOBaHi,
CoHue HaBiTh TyOATb:

«He BiaTing,— Kaxe,— CXOOHMTb,
Ta He Tak i CBiTMTb;

OTtak,— Kaxe,— 6yj0 6 TpebGa...»
Illo maem pobutu?

Tpeba ciyxaTb, MOXe, i CrpaBAi
He Tak COHLE CXOAMTb,

SIK MUCbMEHHI HaYUTaJIM...
PosymHi, Ta i roai!

A WO X Ha Bac BOHH CKaXxyTb?
3Halo Bauy cJaBy!

IMorny3yoTh, MOKENKYyIOTb

Ta it KMHYTb MifA JNaBy.
«Hexait,— cKaxyTb,— CIOYHUBAIOTD,
IMoku GaTbKO BCTaHe

Ta po3kaxe Mo-HaLIOMY

ITpo cBoOi reTbMaHH.

A TO AypeHb po3Ka3sye
MeprBumMu cnoBaMu

Ta skorocb-To SIpemy

Bene nmepea Hamu

Y noctonax. JypeHb! aypeHb!
Buan, a He BuMan.

Opn Ko3auTBa, OT reTbMaHCTBa
Bucoki mMormim —

Bisibi HiYOro He oCTaNOCh,

Ta it Ti po3puBaIOTH;

A BiH xoue, W06 cayxanm,

Sk crapui cniBalOTb.

Mapma npaus, naue-6pare:
Konu xouew rpouei,

Ta e it cJ1aBH, TOro AMBA,
CniBait npo Martpboury,

ITpo Ha?amy, pagocTh Hauly,
CyJraH “, mapkeT, WIMOPH,—

Ot pe caasalll a To cniBa:
«I'pae cuHe Mope»,

A cam miave, 3a To6oIO

I TBOA rpomapa

Y cipsakax!.» IIpasna, Mympi!
Cnacu6i 3a pany.

Temnmit KOXYX, TUIbKO LIKOAA —
He Ha meHe wuTHIi,

A po3ymHe Bauie CJOBO
BpexHelo migfure.

BubGauaiiTe... KpuyiTh cooi,

S cnyxatb He Gyay,
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You see, they are so wise,

So literate and so well-read,

» The sun they even chide:

“It does not rise the proper way,

Nor shine the way it should;

Now, here’s the way it should be done....’
So what is one to do?

You must pay heed, perhaps indeed,
The sun’s not rising right,

The way they read it should in books....
Oh, they are brainy, quite!

About you, then, what will they say?

I know what fate is yours!

They will poke fun and laugh their fill,
Then throw you out of doors.

“Let them stay there,” they’ll say, “until
Their father will get wise

And in our language tell his tale,

His hetmans old describe.

The fool, instead, is holding forth

In language obsolete,

And a Yarema in bast shoes

Brings out for us to see.

The fool! He hasn’t learned a thing
Though he was soundly caned.

Of Cossacks, hetmans there’s no trace —
Their graves alone survive,

And now they’re even digging up

The mounds wherein they lie.

And he wants us to listen to

What the old minstrels say.

Your labour’s lost, sir: if you aim

To make yourself a mint

Of money, and a lot of fame,

Then of Matryosha sing,

And of Parasha, charming witch,
Parquet, gold braid and spurs.

Then you’ll make good!! But here he sings,
‘The wide blue sea's disturbed’,

And weeps the while; your rabble, too,
Behind you come on stage

In shabby coats....” My thanks to you
For your advice so sage!

The coat is warm, but I'm afraid

It’s not cut to my size,

And your advice, perhaps, is wise,

But it is lined with lies.

Excuse me, pleasel... Go on and shout,
But I will pay no heed,
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Ta it 5o cebe He MOKJINUY:
Bu po3ymHi moau —

A s aypeHb; oanH cobi

VY Moiit xaTuHi

3acmiBalo, 3apuaalo,

Sk Mana gUTHHA.
3acmiBalo,— Mope rpae,
Bitep nosiBae,

Crten yopHie€, i Moruia

3 BITpOM pO3MOBISE.
3acniBaio,— po3BepHyJach
Bucoka Moruia,

AX 10 MOpsi 3amoOpoXLi
Cten WHMPOKHIA KPUIH.
OTaMaHM Ha BOPOHMX
IMepen G6yHuyykamu
BurpaBaioTb... a noporu
Mex oueperammu

PeByTb, CTOTHYTb — PO3CEPAUJIHUCD,
lock cTpaiiHe ChiBalOTh.
IMocnyxato, moxypiocs,

Y crapux cnuraio:

«Yoro, 6aTbkH, cymyere?»
«HeBeceso, cuny!

JIHinpo Ha Hac po3cepamuscs,
IThaye YkpaiHa..»

I 1 wrauy! a TMM 4yacom
IMumuuMu pagamu
BuctynaioTh oTamaHm,
COTHHMKHM 3 MaHamu

I rereMaHu; BCi B 30510Ti

Y Moo XaTuHy

[Npuitiuny, ciam Kogo MeHe
I npo Ykpainy .
Po3MOBAAIOT, PO3Ka3yIOTh,
Sk Ciu Gyaysanu,

SIk Ko3aku Ha.6aitmakax
IToporn muhHam,

SIK ryJsAaM MO CHUHBOMY,
[pinucs B Ckyrapi 3

Ta 5K, JIOJbKK 3aKypHBILK
B IMosbwi Ha nosxapi,

B VkpaiHy Bepraimucs,

SIk 6eHKeTyBasH.

«I'paii, ko63apro, /uit, WHHKApPIO» —
Ko3aku rykanu.

Iluukap 3Hae€, HanuBac

I He cxameHeTbCs;

Ko63ap BuikBapus, a ko3aku —
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And I won’t ask you to my house,
Because you're wise, you see,

And I'm a fool; all by myself

In my wee house I'll hide

To sing my songs and shed my tears
Just like a little child.

I sing — and waves dance on the sea,
The winds blow strong and free,

The steppe grows dark, and grave mounds talk
Of things that used to be.

I sing — and from the grave mounds step
The Cossacks with their steeds,

And soon they throng the boundless steppes
As far as eye can see;

Atamans ? on their raven mounts

With maces lifted high

Before the Cossack columns prance....
Beyond the reeds nearby

The angry rapids groan and roar,
They tell of tidings dire.

I listen and my heart is sore.

Of oldsters I inquire:

My fathers, tell me why you mourn?
“No cause is there for cheer!

The Dnieper’s angry with us, son,
Ukraine is all in tears....”

And I weep too; then they come forth,
A glorious parade,

Atamans, sotniks, > men of worth,

And hetmans, all arrayed

In gold; into my humble home

I welcome them, and they

Get seated and to me unfold

The story of Ukraine,

How long ago the Sich was built,

The fortress on the isle,

How Cossacks in their stout canoes
Once crossed the rapids wild,

How sailed upon the open sea

And how Skutari * burned,

From fires in Poland lit their pipes
And to Ukraine returned

Their daring deeds to celebrate,

To feast and to carouse.

“Innkeeper, pour! Play, minstrel, play!”
The Cossacks blithely shout.

The liquor flows round after round,
There’s no restraint this day;

The minstrel plays a tune to rouse
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Ax XopTuus rHerbcsa —

MeTtennui Ta romaka

I'yprom opaupaloTh;

Kyxo/ib X0auTh, NEPEXOAUTD,

Tak i Bucuxae.

«Cynsi, nane, _6e3 )KynaHa,

Tynsii, BiTpe, NoJjem;

Ipait, k063apio, auit, IWHMHKAPIO,

ITokn BcTaHe #OAsA».

B3sBluKuch B GOKM, HaBIOPUCIAKM

Mapy6ku 3 pigamu.

«Otak, aitu! gobpe, airu!

Bynere maHamu».

OraMaHH Ha 6GeHKeTi,

Henaue Ha papij,

IMoxopxxaoTh, pO3MOBIAIOTD;

BenbMoOXHaA rpomana

He Brepnina, ymapuna

Crapumm Horammu.

A s AMBIIOCH, MOIMAAAIO,

CMmilocs C/IbO3aMH.
Husniocsi, cMilocs, apibui ytupaio,—
S He OOMHOKHMI, € 3 KHM B CBIiTi XHTBb;
VY Moiit xaTuHi, AK B cTeny Ge3kpaim,
Ko3autso rysse, 6aitpak roMOHMTD;
¥ Moili xaTHHI CHHE Mope rpae,
Moruna cymye, TONOJA IWYMHUTb,
Tuxecewbko I' p u 1 51 aiBuMHA cniBa€,—
S He OAMHOKMIA, € 3 KUM BIiK JOXMTb.

Ot me moe mo6po, rpoui.

OT e Mos cJaaBa,

A 3a paay cnacubi Bam,

3a pany JsykasBy.

Byne 3 MeHe, MOKHM XXHBY,

I mMeprBOro ciosa,

11106 BuaMBaTL XYpOy, C1bO3M.

ByBaiitTe 310poBi!

Iigy cuHiB BUIPOBOAXATH

B pmanexy mopory.

Hexait inyTh,— MOXe, HaiayTb

Ko3saka craporo,

Illo npuBiTa MOIX &iTOK

CrapuMH CJIb0O3aMM.

Byne 3 Mene. Ckaxy 1ue pas:

ITaH s Hag maHamu.

Orak, cuas B KiHLi cTona,

Mipkyio, ragaio:
Koro nmpocuts? xto moseae?
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The dead — the island shakes

As Cossacks dance the wild hopak

With all their might and main;

The jug no sooner is filled up

Than it is dry again.

“Make merry, coatless gentlemen,

As free as wind at play!

Let’s have more music, more to drink,

Make merry while we may!”

Both youths and oldsters join the dance,

Their feet like lightning fly.

“Ah, that’s the way! Go to it, sons!

You’ll make good bye-and-bye!”

At first the men of higher ranks

With dignity just pace

As though it is not meet to dance

For persons in their place....

Then their feet too begin to prance

Despite their weighty years.

I watch the dashing Cossack dance

And laugh through brimming tears.
I look on with laughter, my eyes overbrimming....
I'm lonely no longer, I've friends at my side!
In my modest dwelling the Cossacks make merry,
The rushes are rustling, the steppe stretches wide;
In my little cottage the blue sea is sounding,
A poplar-tree whispers, a grave mound complains,
A maiden sings softly of love in the springtime —
I'm lonely no longer, I've plenty of friends!

That’s where my gold, my wealth I find,

That’s where my glory lies!

As for your counsel — you’re too kind!

Thanks for your false advice.

That language obsolete will do,

So long as I'm alive,

To tell my troubles in, my rue.

So I bid you good-bye!

I'll go to see my children off,

They must be on their way.

Perhaps somewhere they’ll come across

A Cossack old and grey,

Who'll open up his arms to them,

Greet them with trembling tears.

And as for me, I say I am

A peer above all peers!

Thus, seated at the table’s end,
I think: Whom should I ask?
Who will agree to guide my sons?
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Hapgopi cBitae;

IMorac MicsAupb, ropuTh COHLE.
Taiipamaku BcTaH,
TMomoanaucy, OOsArInUCH,
Kpyrom Mene ctanu,

CyMHO, CYMHO, IK CHMpOTH,
MOBUYKH MOXHUJIHJINCH.
«Bnarocs0Bu,— KaxyTb,— 0aTbKy,
Mok Maem cuiy;
Bnaroc/oBU 1yKaTh LOJIO
Ha wmpokim cBiTi».
«IlocTpuBaiiTe... CBIT — He XaTa,
A BM Mani OiTH,

Hepo3ymui. XT0 BaTaXKoM
Iline nepen Bammy,

XT1o nposene? JIuxo, AiTH,
JInxo MeHi 3 Bamu!

BukoxaB Bac, BUrOAyBas,
Bupocau uuMmani,

Mpere B moan, a Tam Tenep
Bce nucbMeHHe cTaso.
Bu6auaiiTe, 10 HE BUBYMB,
Bo it MeHe x04 Gum,

Io6pe 6umm, a Hararo
Hdeyomy HaBumn!

Twma, MHa * 3Hal0, a okcilo °
He BTHY Taku # goci.

Illo X BaM ckaxyTb? XofiM, CHHH,
Xoagimo, monpocum.

€cTh y MeHe wmupuii 6aTbKo °
(Pignoro Hemae) —

Hactb BiH MeHi pagy 3 BaMH,
Bo caM 310poB 3Hag,

Ak To TAXKO 6aykaThb B CBiTi
Cupori 6e3 poay;

A o Toro — ayuma I1Mpa,
Koaaupkoro poay,

He oguypasch TOro ciosa,
Ilo MaTu cniBana,

SIk Masioro noBMBaia,

3 MajJuM pO3MOBJISIA;

He oauypasch TOro caoBa,
Ilo npo YkpaiHy

Cninuii cTapeub, CyMyIOUH,
CniBa€ nig THHOM.

Jliobute ii, ayMy npasawu,
Ko3zaupkyio caasy,

Jiobuts ii! XoaiM, cuHH,

Ha pany nackasy.
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The new day dawns at last;

The moon retires, the sun is red.

My Haidamaki wake,

They say their prayers, then they dress
And, standing 'round me, wait

Like orphans who are leaving home
To face the world alone:

“Give us your blessing, father, for
Our time has come to go....

So wish that fortune we may find

As o’er the earth we roam.”

But wait... You're sure to lose your way —
The earth is not a room

And you are young and simple lads.
Who'll show you where to go?

Who'll guide you? Who will walk ahead?
My sons, I'm worried so!

I nursed you, fed you, fondly cared,
And now that you are grown

You're off into the world, but there
All folks are lettered now.

Forgive me that you were not trained
To be so bookish wise —

They tried to teach me with the cane,
I learned... but otherwise!

I know the alphabet, of course,

But not the things they prize.

What will they think of you, my sons?
Come, let us find your guide!

I have a foster-father fine °

(My own has passed away) —

I know he’ll be a perfect guide

For he himself’s aware

Of what it's like to be alone,

An orphan on the earth;

And also he’s a worthy soul,

Himself of Cossack birth!...

He has not spurned the tender song
His mother, as she rocked

His cradle, sang to him — the tongue
She taught him first to talk.

He has not spurned the stirring song
A minstrel blind and grey

Sings by the road in mournful tone
About our own Ukraine.

He loves those songs, those truthful lays
Of Cossack fame of old,

With all his heart! So let us make
Our way to his abode.
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SIk6u He BiH cmiTKaB MeHe
Mpyu aunxiit roaui,

HdaBHo 6 moci 3axoBany

B cHiry Ha uyXwuHi,
3axoBagu 6 Ta ¥ CKa3ajm:
«Tak... fikecb Jeaaio...»
THKKO, BaXKO HYOUTb CBITOM,
He 3Hamoouu 3a 1o.
MuHyaocs, Wo6 He CHUJIOCH!..
Xogimo, xjaom’sita!

Konu MeHi Ha yyXuHi

He naB norubarw,

To it Bac npuiiMe, MpPUBITaE,
SIK CBOIO OHTHUHY.

A o #oro, NOMOJIMBLIKC,
laitga B Ykpainyl»
HobpuaeHb Xxe, Taty, B XaTty!
Ha tBOiM mopory

Bnarocnosn Moix AiTOK

B maneky mopory.

C.-TMetepGypr
1841, anpens 7

IHTPOOYKLIISA 7

Byna xosmuch LUIsAAXETYHHA,
BesnbMoikHasi maHi;
Mipsisacsa 3 MOCKaIsIMH,

3 opaolo, 3 CYJATaHOM,

3 HiMOTOW... By/10 KOAKCh...
Ta wo He MuHae?

Byno, uuisxra, 3Hai, YBaHUTbCH,
Henb i Hiu rynse

Ta koposieM KOBep3ye...

He xaxy Crenanom 8

A6o SAnom Cobiecbkum °:

Ti nBa He3BMuaiiHi,—

A iHnwumu. He6opaku
MoBuku naHysam.

CeiiMH, celiMUKM peBLIH,
Cycige MoBuyasu.

HNuBuamncs, AK Koposi

I3 Monbwi BTikawTs, '

Ta cayxanu, sfiK ULISAXETCTBO
HasicHe rykae.

«Nie pozwalam! nie pozwalam!» '' —
IIlnsxTa penerye,
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If he had not met me by chance
When fortune brought me low,

I'd have been buried long, long since
Beneath the foreign snow;

They would have buried me and said:
“Some good-for-nothing died....”

Oh, it is difficult indeed

To suffer, not know why.

That’s past and gone, so let it bel...
Let’s go to him, my lads!

He did not then abandon me

To die in foreign lands,

So he’ll take you, too, to his heart
As though you were his own.

And then, a prayer, and you start —
Off to Ukraine you go!

Good morning, father, to your door
I've brought my manly brood,

So bless them as they sally forth
Upon their distant road!

St. Petersburg,
April 7, 1841

INTRODUCTION

The nobles once ruled Poland’s roost,

A very haughty lot;

With Muscovites they measured swords,
The Turk and Tatar fought,

And Germans too.... Yes, once ’'twas so..:.
But all things pass away.

The high-born braggarts used to strut,
And drink both night and day,

And with their kings play ducks and drakes....
Not with Sobieski Jan, °

Nor yet Batory: ' those two were

Not of the common run —

But with the rest. And they, poor souls,
In fear and trembling ruled.

The conclaves, big and little, fumed,
And Poland’s neighbours viewed

A spectacle — how Polish kings

The Polish kingdom fled, *

And listened how the noble mob

The sejms brought to an end.

“Nie pozwalam! Nie pozwalam!” °

The haughty nobles roared,
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A MarHaTM naiaaTh XaTH,
111a6ebKM TapTyIOThb.
JloBro Take TBOpWJOCH,
IToku He B Bapasi
3anaHyBaB Haj, JIIXaMH
TTOHATOBCEKMIt'2 XKBaBMi1.
3anaHyBaB, Ta i AymMaB LUISIXTY
Ipu6opKaTh TPOLIKH... HE 3yMiB!
Hdobpa xoriB, fiK AiTAM MaTH,
A MoXe, ¥ LIe YOro XOTiB.
€aMHe CJI0BO «nie pozwalam»
Y uuisxTd AymaB oAibpaTb,
A norim... [Toabwa 3ananana,
IMauku ckaswincs... Kpuuars:
«Tonopy cnoo '3, napma npaus!
INoraHeup, HAMMUT MOCKaasl»
Ha rsanrt Iynascekoro i IMana '*
BcTae uuisixercbkas 3emis,
I — pa3om cTo koudenepauiit '°.
Po36penuch koHdpeaepaTu
ITo Monpwi, Bonuxi,
ITo JIntei, mo MongasaHax
I no YkpaiHi;
Pos6pesncs Ta it 3a6ynu
Bosito psATyBarH,
IMonuranucsa 3 Xugamu
Ta it Hy pyiHyBaTH.
PyitnyBanu, MOpAyBasH,
LlepkBamMu TOMWIM...
A THM yacoM raigaMakHu
Hoxi ocsaTwin.

TUTAP '¢

«Y raio, ram
Bitpy HeMmac;
Micsup BHCOKO,
3ipOHbKHM CAIOTH.
Buiigu, cepaeHbKO,—
S Burnapao;

Xou Ha roauHy,
Mos pubuunol
Burasus, rony6ko,
Ta nosBopkyem,
Ta nocymyem;

Bo s pmaneko

Cio Hiu Mauapyro.
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While the big magnates stoked up fires
And tempered well their swords.
This lasted for a lengthy time
Until to Warsaw-town
The lively Poniatowski ' came
To occupy the throne
And undertook to some degree
The noble breed to squelch....
He failed! He wanted what was best,
Or maybe something else.
Only their veto — that one phrase
To take from them he sought.
And then... All Poland burst in flames,
The gentry ran amok....
“The king’s a villain, scoundrel vile,
A Moscow tool!” they cry.
At Pac’s appeal, Putaski’s '
The Polish nobles rise.
A hundred leagues — Confederates '2 —
All Poland they inflamed,
Lithuania they overran,
Moldavia,
Ukraine;
They scattered wide and they forgot
That freedom was their aim —
They joined with Jews in compact foul
To rob and devastate.
They ran mad riot through the land,
They churches set ablaze....
The Haidamaki then began
To sanctify their blades.

call

THE CHURCHWARDEN

“The grove is silent,
The wind is quiet,

The moon is sailing,
The stars are sparkling,
Come out — I'm waiting
For you, my darling;
Come out and meet me
Tonight, my sweetling!
My dear, I'm pleading,
Come to your lover,
We’ll hold each other,
For I am leaving

This night to wander.
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BurasiHp ke, NTAaLIKO,
Moe cepaeHbKO,
IMokn 6au3eHBbKO,

Ta nmoBOpKY€EM...

OX, TS)XKO, BaXKol»

Orak, XOAs MOMij raem,
Spema crmiBae,
Burasizae; a Okcanu
Hemae, HeMae.

3opi csl0Th; cepen Heba
Toputb 6inonuumii;
Bep6a ciyxa conoBeiika,
JMBUTBbCA B KPHUHHULIO;
Ha xanuHi, Hag BOAOIO,
Tak i BunuBae,

HeHaue 3Ha, w0 AiBYMHY
Ko3ak Burispac.

A Slpema no ponuHi
Jlense-nense xoauTh,

He pguBurbCcs, He cayxae...

«Hawo MeHi Bpoaa,
Kosu HeMa mosi, HeMa TanaHy!
Jlitra Mosoaii MapHO mponaayThb.
OnvH s Ha cBiti 6e3 poay, i gons —
CrebnMHa-6M/IMHA Ha Yy)KOMY MOJIi.
C1e6nuHy-OUIMHY BITPH PO3HECYTb;
Tak i MeHe J04e He 3HAIOTh, A€ HIiTH.
3a wo X oauypammch? WO s cuporta?
OgHo 6ysio cepue, OOHO Ha BCIM CBiTi,
OaHa aywa wupa, Ta Gady, 1o i Ta,
o # Ta oauypanach».

I xauHyau cabosm.

INoniakaB cepaera, yTep pykasoMm.
«OcTaBaiicpb 3mopoBa. B panekiit mopo3i
Haiiny a6o mosio, a6o 3a IHinpoM
JIsXy rojsoBoi0... A TM He 3amavell,
A Tv He mobauuil, SIK BOPOH KJIIOE
Ti kapii oui, Ti oui Ko3aui,
IIlo T¥ uinyBana, cepaeHbKO MOE!
3a6yap MOi C/1b03M, 3a6yAb CHPOTHHY,
3a6yap, WO KIsIAcA; APYTOTO LIyKaii;
Sl 1061 He napa: s B Cipili cBUTHHI,
A ™ TtHTapiBHa. Kpaworo Bitait,—
Biraii, xoro 3Hacm... Taka Mos JOJs.
3abynp MeHe, nTawko, 3a6yab, He XYPHC.
A KoM mouyewl, L0 Ha 4yyXiM moni
IMossir ros10BOI0,— HULIKOM MOMOJHUCH.
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Come out, my darling,
We’ll share our sorrow,
Dream of tomorrow,
Cling to each other....
How sad is parting!”

Yarema sadly sang this song
While strolling by the grove;

He waited for Oksana long —
Until he gave up hope.

The stars came out; a silver ball,
The moon shone in the sky;

The willow gazed into the well
And listened as nearby

A nightingale gave all he had

In heart-entrancing trill,

As though he knew the Cossack lad
Was waiting for his girl.

But poor Yarema’s heart was sore,
He barely dragged his feet

And did not look or listen more....

“What- use are looks to me,

When only misfortune, no luck have I got?
The years of my youth flit away all for naught.
Alone in the world, I've no kinfolk or home —
A straw in the field that’s blown hither and yon.
The wild winds soon carry away the lone straw:
And that’s how by people I'm buffeted too.
Why do they thus treat me? Because I'm alone.
There was but one heart on the earth that was true,
One person that loved me, now that too is gone,
She too has forsaken me.”

Tears filled his eyes.
The poor fellow wept there alone in the grove,
Then said his farewells. “Oh my darling, good-bye.
Out on the big highway my lot I'll improve,
Or else I will perish.... And you will not cry,
You won’t know about it, and you will not see
How ravens are pecking these brown Cossack eyes,
The eyes which you fondly once kissed, oh my sweet!
Forget this poor orphan — and seek someone new!
Forget that you promised that you would be mine —
For I, a poor vagrant, am no match for you,
A churchwarden’s daughter. A better you’'ll find....
So take whom you will.... And, my darling, don’t fret,
Don’t worry about me... for such is my fate.
But if you hear tidings that I’'ve met my death,
Go off by yourself then and quietly pray.
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OgnHa, ceplue, Ha BCiM CBiTi
Xouy TH moMoaucsl»
Ta it 3am1akaB cipoMmaxa,
Ha kuii MOXWIMBIUKCD.
ILiaye cobi TMXECEHBKO...
IlenécT!.. KoM TIsIHE:
IMonix raeM, MOB JIacOuKa,
Kpaperbcsi OKcaHa.
3abys; mobir; o6HsUIUCS.
«Cepuel» — Ta it 30MaLIH.
I oBro-goBro TLIBKO — «Cepue»,
Ta it 3HOBY HiMUIM...
«oai, nramkol»
«llle TpouIeykH,

IIle... wie... CU3OKpWIHIA!
BuitmMu ayumnyl.. me pas... e pas...
Ox, fIK 51 BTOMWIaChl»
«OamnounHb, MO TH 30pe!
Tu 3 Heba 3neTinal»
IMocnaB cBUTKY. SIK sicOouka,
VceMmixHynace, cina.
«Cigaii e i TH KOJO MEHe».
CiB, Ta it oOHsUIHCS.
«Cepue Moe, 30pe Mos,
HOe ue ™ 30pina?»
«S cporomHi 3abapunacs:
BaTbko 3aHeayKaB;
Koo itoro Bce mopanach...»
«A MeHe 1 Gaiigyxe?»
«Skuit-60 TH, €l ke Goryl
I cnbo3u GAMCHYIH.
«He mnau, cepue, s XapTyio».
«Xaprul»

YcMixHynach.
Ipuxuinnach rosoBKoOIO
Ta i Hibu 3achHyia.
«Bau, OkcaHo, s XapTyio,
A TH ¥ cnpaBai IUlayenl.
Hy He mwiau xe, Ir/isHb Ha MEHe:
3aBTpa He moGauwmiw.
3aprpa Oyay s ganeko.
Haneko, OkcaHo...
3aptpa BHoOui y Yurpuni '’
Casuenuit '® gocrany.
HOactb BiH MeHi cpibno-3a0TO,
HOacTbh BiH MeHi ClaBy;
OnsirHy Tebe, 06yio,
IMocapxy, AK naBy,—
Ha p3wurauky, sik reTpMaHmy,
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Just you in all the world, my dear,
Just you for me will pray!”
He bowed his head and heavy tears
Came coursing down his face.
He leaned despondent on his staff....
A rustle!... And he peered:
Like some woods creature slipping past
The trees, Oksana neared.
He forgot everything and raced....
“My sweetheart!” both exclaimed.
Hearts overbrimming, they embraced
Again and yet again.
“Enough, my sweet!”
“A wee bit more....

Some more, my turtle-dove!
Oh, hold me to your heart; my own....
How tired I am, my love!”
“Sit down and rest, my shining star
That dropped down from the sky!”
He spread his cloak upon the ground.
With star-lit eyes she smiled.
“Then you must sit beside me too.”
They held each other tight.
“My shining star, my sweetheart true,
What held you up tonight?”
“Tonight I couldn’t come on time:
My father’s ill, you see —
I had to nurse him all this while....”
“And didn’t think of me?”
“How can you speak about me so!”
And tears came to her eyes.
“Don’t cry, my dear, I only joked.”
“A joke!”

Again she smiled.
She laid her head upon his breast
And seemed to fall asleep.
“You see, Oksana, I just teased
And you began to weep.
Now don’t you cry, and look at me,
Whom long you will not see.
Tomorrow I'll be far from here,
Oksana, far away....
At Chihirin '* tomorrow night
I'll get my blesséd blade. '*
With it I'll silver gain, and gold,
And fame will be my prize;
I'll dress you rich from head to toe
Like bird of paradise,
And seat you on a tripod stool
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Ta it guBuTHCH OyAy;
IMokn He BMpY, AMBHUTHMYCb».
«A MoOXe, i 3a6ymem?
Posb6arariew, y Kuis
IMoigem 3 maHamwu,
Haitgem coGi LUIAXTSHOUKY,
3abyaew OkcaHyl»
«Xiba xpawa € 3a Tebe?»
«Moxe, i1 €,— He 3HaIO».
«TuiBum 6ora, Moe cepue:
Kpamoi Hemae
Hi na Hebi, Hi 3a HeGoM;
Hi 3a cuHiM Mopem
Hema kpawioi 3a tebel»
«Ilo ce Tu roBopui?
CxameHucsl»
«IIpaBny, pubKOl»

Ta i1 3HOBY, Ta i 3HOBY.
JloBro BOHM, AK GauuTe,
MexX MOBH-PO3MOBH
LlinyBanuch, o6HiMaIMCh
3 yciei cuiy;
To mw1akaim, To GOXWIHCH,
To me pa3 GOXWINCD.
it pema poska3ysas,
SIK XuUTb BOHU GyayTb
VYKymouui, K 30JI0TO
1 momo pobyxe,
SIK BHpiIXYTb raiiiaMmaKku
JIaxiB B YkpaiHi,
Sk BiH Gyme mauyBaTw,
Konu He 3arune.
AXx obpumio ciayxaioum,
I ane6i, miBuara!
«OTo skuitl MOB i cripaBai
O6pupiol»

A matu
AGo 6aTbko sK mobayatb,
Illo B, MoOi M0Gi,
Take AuBO YMTa€ETE,—
I'pixa Ha BClO ry6y!
Topi, ToAi... Ta UYp iomy,
A nyxe uikase!
A HaaTo BaM po3Ka3aTb O,
SK KO3aK YOPHABHIA
Ilix Bep6olo, Haa BOAOIO,
OGHSBIIMCH, CYMYE;
A OkcaHa, sik roayOka,
Bopkye, uinye;
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Just like a Hetman’s wife,
And look at you... My whole life through
On you I'll feast my eyes.”
“Ah, but perhaps you will forget?
When rich, in Kiev-town
Yourself a high-born bride you’ll get,
Oksana you'll disown!...”
“Is there one lovelier than you?”
“I do not know. Perhaps....”
“Don’t anger God, because, in truth,
All beauties you surpass!
Not in the sky, beyond the sky,
Nor yet across the sea
Can one find beauty such as thine!”
“Oh hush! You must not say
Such crazy things!”
“But that’s a fact!”
Thus, far into the night
Yarema and Oksana talked,
And only stopped to plight
Their love with ardent, sweet caress;
Sometimes they wept with pain
That they must part, and then embraced
And pledged their love again.
How they would live, Yarema told,
When home again he came, .
How he’d obtain a lot of gold,
How fortune he would gain,
How Haidamaki planned to slay
All Poles in the Ukraine,
How he’d be master, not a slave,
If he alive remained.
Oh girls, he talked till one was bored
To hear him talk that way!
“Go on with you! As though we could
Be bored!”
So you may say,
But if your dad or mother should
By chance find that you read
Such sinful tales, I'm sure they would
Tell you what’s what, indeed!
Well then... but no, it’s such a tale
We cannot help but read!
I know, you’d like me to relate
How ’neath a willow-tree,
Beside a pool, a handsome lad
Tells of his hopes and love,
How they embrace, how he is sad
And she, a turtle-dove,
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To 3amsaye, TO 30MJIE,

T 0JI0BOHbKY CXWJIUTB:
«Cepue Moe, gons Mos!
Coxone Miit Muauil

Miiil..» — ax BepGM HaruHajIMCh
Cnyxarb TYIO MOBY.

Oto moBa! He po3kaxy,
Moi uopHoOpoOBi,

He po3kaxy MpOTHB Houi,

A TO 1He MPUCHUTBCA.
Hexaii cobi posiitayTbest
Tak, sK i 3ifuvmcs,—
THXeCEeHbKO, rapHeCeHbKO,
11106 HixTO He Gauus

Hi gisoui apibHi cabo3w,

Hi wupi ko3aui.

Hexait co6i... Moxe, we pa3s
BoHu Ha ciM CBiTi
3yCTPiHyTbCS... M06aYMMO...

A THUM 4YacoM CBITMTb
3 ycix BIKOH y THTapsl.
IIlo To Tam TBOpUTBLCA?
Tpeba rAsiHyTb Ta pO3Ka3aTh...
Bopait He aMBUTBHCA!
Bopait He AMBMTHCH, Oofait He Ka3aru!
Bo 3a mopeit copoM, 60 cepue 60mUTDb.
I'1siHbTe, MOAMBITBCA: TO KoHdemepaTu '°,
Jhope, wo 3i6panuch BoMO GOPOHUTH.
BopoHsTb, npokisATi... Byap mpoksista mary,
I neHb, i rogMHa, KOJIM MOHeECIA,
Konu mopoauna, Ha CBIiT npuBeJial
IuBiTbCsl, WO POOAATH y TUTApsi B Xari
INexenbHii giTH.
VY neui nana
OroHb i CBITUTb Ha BCIO Xary,
B KyTKy c06aKol APUXHUTH
IpoxasTuii xXua; KoHdeneparu
Kpunuats g0 taTaps: «Xou XHUTh?
Ckaxu, ae rpowi?»
Toit MOBYUMTB.
HanurayeM ckpyTwiu pYyKH,
06 3eMJI0 BOapwid — HeMa,
Hema Hi csioBa.
«Mano myku!
HaBaiiTe mpucky! ge cMona?
Kponu jioro! orak! xonone?
Mepiwiii xe MPUCKOM MoOCHMaiA!
LIo? ckaxew, menasMo?.. I He cTorHe!
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Smooths out his brow, the while she feels
As though her heart will break.

“My dear, you're everything to me!

You are my love, my fate!

My alll... The willows, even, bent

The things they said to hear.

Now there was talk! But I won’t tell
Those things to you, my dears,
Especially since night is nigh —

You’d dream about them yet.

We'll let the lovers say good-bye

The same way that they met —

With quiet-spoken gentle words

That nobody could hear,

And none could see the stricken girl’s
And sad lad’s parting tears.

Leave them alone.... Perhaps they’ll meet
Again while they’re alive

Upon this earth.... Well, we shall see....

But meanwhile, what'’s the light
That makes all windows bright
In the churchwarden’'s home?
Let's take a look inside....
Oh would we had not known!
I wish we’d not seen it, did not have to tell!
Because the heart’s burning for humans with shame.
Those are the confederates '>* — look at them well —
Who banded together, with freedom their aim.
Look how they are serving in fair freedom’s cause....
May they all be damned, and their mothers be cursed
Because they gave birth to such monsters on earth!
Look what they are at in the churchwarden’s house,
The hounds from hell.
The roaring fire in the hearth
The entire house lit up.
Backed in the corner, Leiba shrank
And cowered like a pup.
The Poles roared: “Tell us where’s the gold,
Or die!”
The warden never told.
They tied his hands tight with a rope,
Then threw him to the floor —
But not a word.
“Bring red-hot coals!
And bring some boiling tar!
Drip tar on him! So! Are you cold?
The coals now let him have!
You rascal, will you tell or no?
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3aB3sita Gectisal cTpusail»
Hacunanu B xaasBu Xapy...
«Y TiM’s UBALIOK 3aKaTait
He ButepniB cBATOI KapH,
Vnas cepaera. Ilponanai,
Hywa, 6e3 crosifi cBATOI!
«OkcaHo, AouKol» — Ta i ymep.
JIsaxu 3agymanucsi CTos,
Xou i 3anexui. «Ilo x Temep?
IMauose, pagu! ITomipkyem,
Tenep 3 HUM Hi4Oro poGUTb,
3anaauM UepKBY!»

«I'sant! psryiire!
XTto B Gora Bipyel» — KpUUUTB
Hapasopi rosoc o € cuim.
Jisixu 3omninu. «XTO Takuii?»
Okcana B asepi: «B6uan! Bouanl»
Ta # naga xpuxem. A cTapuui
MaxHyB pykoio Ha rpoMany.
IToHypa uuisixTa, MOB XOpTH,
3a pasepi BuituLia. CaM nosany
Bepe 3omuinyo...
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Oh, he’s a stubborn knave!”
They poured some coals into his boots....
“Drive nails into his head!”
He stood all torture that he could,
The warden then fell dead
Without the holy sacrament!
“Oksana...]” and he died.
The frenzy of the Poles then ebbed.
“What now? Let us decide
What we’re to do now, gentlemen,
That he’s out of our reach!
Let’s burn the church down!”
“People, help!”

Like some unearthly screech
The sudden cry fell on their ears.
The Poles were petrified.
Oksana at the door appeared.
“They’ve murdered him!” she cried
And senseless fell.

The leader waved
His hand, and they slunk out
Like downcast hounds.
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e X T,
Apemo, ge T™? noguMBHUCA!
A BiH, MaHIpYIOYM, CMiBa,
Ik Hanupaitko ?° 3 nsxom GuBcs.
JIsxu nponanu; HeXHuBa
IMponana 3 HuMK i OKkcaHa.
Cobaku ae-ge no Binbwaniit 2'
3araBkaloTb Ta i1 3aMOBYaTbh.
Binie Micsaupb; JIOAe CIUIATD,
I Tarap cnutb... He paHo BcTaHe:
Hasiku, npaBenHuii, 3acHyB 22,
Topino cBitno, moracano,
Ioracso... MepTBuii MOB 3[pHUrHYB.
I cyMHO-cyMHO B XxaTi crtaJo.

TPETI IIBHI %

Llle neHp YKpaitHy KaTyBaju
JIAxu ckaxkeHi; Lie OAMH,
OpuH, OCTaHHiii, cymyBan

I VkpaiHa, i Uurpus.

I Toit MuHYB — aeHb Makosis,
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And then the maid
He lifted, left the house....
Yarema! But he nothing knows,
And tramping, sings a song
Of Nalivaiko’s '® fight with Poles.
The gentry soon were gone,
And took Oksana, still aswoon.
The dogs barked some, but soon they too
In silence their night vigil kept.
The moon turned pale; the people slept,
The warden too.... He won’t rise soon:
He’s gone to his -eternal rest. '’
The fire died down, then flickered out....
The warden’s body seemed to move,
Then dismal sadness reigned throughout.

THE THIRD COCK-CROW!'®

The frenzied gentry one more day
Spread terror through Ukraine;
Just one more day the country lay
In torture and in pain.

And then the Day of Maccabees,
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Besnke cBATO B YKpaiHi.
MuHyB — i 15X, i XHIOBUH
Topinky, KpoBi yNUBAIUCh,
Kasum cxu3mara 2, posnuuanu,
Knsiam, 10 Hi4oro BXe B3STb.
A raijaMakum MOBYKH XXJAJIH,
[MokM MoraHui JIAXYyTb CHaTh.
JIsrnu, i B roJioBM He KJIajw,
IIlo BXxe iM 3aBTpa He BCTaBaTh.
JIaxu 3acHyau, a iyau

Ille aiyaTh rpouwi yHoui,

Be3 cBitsa sivath Gapwuii,
11{o6 He noGaumnm, Gau, Joge.
I Ti Ha 30510TO JAArAM

I cHomM HeumcTHM 3agpimanu.

Ipimalors... HaBiku Gopaii 3agpimann!

A THM 4acoM MiCsilb IUIMBE OrJAaTh

I Hebo, i 30pi, i 3emnio, i Mope

Ta risiHyTb Ha JIIOJe, L0 BOHH MOTOPSATD,
1Ilo6 Gorosi BpaHili MPO Te PO3Ka3aTb.
CsiTuth 6inosIMUMIA Ha BClo YKpaiHy,
CBiTUTb... @ yn GauUTb MOIO CHPOTHHY,
OkcaHy 3 Binbwauu, Moio cupory?

e ii MopayioTb, fie BOHa BOPKYy€E?

Uu 3Hae Spema? Um 3Hae, uu uye?
IMoGauumo noTiM, a Tenep He Ty,

He Tty 3acmiBalo, iHwoi 3arpaio;

JInxo — He AiByaTa — 6ylde TaHLIOBATb.
Hepomo cniBaio ko3aubkoro Kpaio;
Cayxaiite X, W06 AiTAM MOTIM pO3Ka3aTh,
IL{06 i miTM 3HaIM, BHyKaM po3Ka3aiu,
SIK KO3aKM LUIAXTY TSXKKO NMOKapaau

3a Te, WO He BMia B Jo6pi maHyBaThb.

I'omoHina Ykpaina,

JoBro romoHina,

JloBro, KOBro KpoB cTenamm
Texna-uepBoHisa.

Texna, Texsna Ta i BUCOXJIA.
Crenu 3eeHIOTH;

Jigu nexaTb, a Haj, HUMH
Moruwmu cuHIIOTB.

Ta wo 3 Toro, w0 BUCOKI?
HixTo ix He 3Hag,

HixTo wmpo He 3amiaue,
HixTo He 3rapae.

Tinbko BiTep TUXECEHBKO
INoBie Hag HuMH,

Tinbko pocu paHeceHbKO
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A saint-day in Ukraine,

Was past.... The Pole and Jew at feasts
With blood their liquor drained,
Complained the plunder was too poor,
Schismatics '° they condemned.

The Haidamaki waited for

Their foes to go to bed.

At last they went — nor dreamed that ere
The dawn they would be dead.

The Poles soon slept, but Jews
Remained awake, without a light

To count their profits in the night,

Out of the public view.

Their heads, then, pillowed on their gold,
They too dropped off to sleep.

And so they slept.... Forever may they sleep!
And then the moon came out to make a tour —
The sky and stars to see, the earth and seas,

To watch the people and observe their deeds,
And tell it all to God when night is o’er.

The silver moon shines over all Ukraine,

But does it see my hapless orphan maid,
Oksana, snatched from her Vilshana *° home?
Where does she languish, where in anguish weep?
And does Yarema know? Well, we shall see,
We’ll find out later, but I now propose

Another song to sing and tune to play;
Malevolence will dance — not maidens gay.

I sing the Cossack country’s sorry fate;

Now listen closely, later to relate

It to your children, they to theirs, so they
Should know how Cossacks made the gentry pay
For their misrule, when Polish lords held sway.

A long, long time the clamour dread
Resounded through Ukraine,

A long, long time the blood ran red
In streams across the plains.

It ran in rivers, then it dried.

The steppes are green again;

In Cossack graves our grand-dads lie,
Their grave mounds dot the plain.
What of it that smounds are high?
Nobody knows they’re there,

Or whose the bones that ’neath them lie,
Nobody sheds a tear.

As it blows through, the wind alone
A gentle greeting says,

The dew alone at break of dawn
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Crnbo3amm gpiGHUMK

Ix ymwuiors. 3iiige coHue,
OcCywwunTb, MpUrpie;

A ynyxku? iM Gaitoyxe,
ITaHaM XXHMTO CilOTb.
Bararo ix, a XTO CKaxe,
He Tontu % Moruna,
MyueHnka npaBegHOro

Hde noxopoHwiu?

e 3anizusak %, qyma wupa,
He opnoyusae?

Tsaxko! Baxko! Kar nanye,
A 1X He 3rajaioTb.

IoMoHina YkpaiHa,

J1oBro roMoHina,

JoBro, AOBro KpoB CTenamu
Tekna-uepBoHiia.

I peHb i Hiu, rBasT, rapmaru;
3eMs CTOrHe, FHETHCH;
CyMHO, CTpallHO, a 3rajaeum —
Cepue yCMiXHeTbCH.

Micsuio Mmiit sicHuit! 3 Bucokoro He6a

CxoBaiicsi 3a ropy, 60 cBity He Tpe6a;
CrpamHo T06i 6yae, xou TH it 6auus Pocs,
I Anbty, i Ceny ¥, i Tam po3nmnocs,

He 3HaTh 3a w0, KPOBi LIMPOKEE Mope.

A Ttenep wo Gyne! CxoBaiics X 3a ropy;
CxoBaiicst, Miit apyxe, 106 He AOBEIOCH
Ha crapicTh 3amiakarsb...

CyMHO, CyMHO cepep Heba
Csie Ginoauumii.

IMonan AHinpoM Ko3ak ize,
Moxe, 3 BeuipHHL.

Ime cMyTHMIA, HeBecesuH,
JlenBe HecyTb HOrM.
Moxe, AiBuMHA He JIOOUTH
3a Te, mo y6orwuit?

I niBuMHa ioro JIIOOUTB,
Xou sata Ha Jari.
YopHoOpUBHMIi, a He 3THHe,
To Gyne it GaraTwit.

Yoro x cMyTHHH, HeBeceJui
Ime — uyTh He maue?
SKyCh TAXKY HELOJIEHbKY
Bimye ko3aye,

Yye cepue, Ta He CKaxe,
SIke smxo Gyne.
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With tender teardrops laves.

The sun then turns its rays on them,

It dries and makes them warm;

Their grandsons? Oh, they’re not concerned —
For lords they’re growing corn!
They’re numerous, but ask if one
Knows where is Gonta's*' grave —
Where did the tortured martyr’s bones
His faithful comrades lay?

Where’s Zaliznyak,?? that splendid soul,
Where sleeps that manly heart?

It’s hard to bear! The hangman rules,
While they forgotten are.

A long, long time the clamour dread
Resounded through Ukraine,

A long, long time the blood ran red
In streams across the plains.

O’er all the earth it cast a pall;
This horror day and night

Was ghastly, yet when we recall
Those deeds, the heart is light.

Oh bright-shining moon! Climb down from the sky
And hide behind hills, don’t give us your light;
For you’ll be appalled, although you have seen

At Alta and Ros, and also the Seine **

Whole oceans of blood, spilled no one knows why.
But what will be now! My friend, leave the sky
And hide behing hills, for viewing that scene

E’en you’d have to cry.

High in the sky the silver moon
Sheds melancholy light.

Beside the Dnieper, a young man

Is walking in the night,

It may be from a party gay.

But why is he so sad?

Perhaps he’s poor and so the maid
Will not give him her hand?

Oh no, she pledged she’d be his bride
Though he is dressed in rags.

Why then, with such heart-rending sighs
His feet he barely drags?

The Cossack feels that all’s not well,
That some ill-fortune waits.

The heart can feel but cannot tell
What’s held in store by fate.
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Muse snuxo... Kpyrom ioro
MoB BuMepsH JIOAE.

AHi miBHs, Hi cobaku;
Tinbko i3-3a raio

Iech ganeko cipomMaHLi
BoBKM 3aBMBAIOTh.

Baiinyxe! ine SApema,

Ta He po OkcaHu,

He B BinbluaHy Ha AOCBITKH,—
Jo AsAxiB MoraHux

Y Uepkacu. A TaM TpeTiit
IMiseHp 3acniBae...

A TaM... a Tam... Mge Spema,
Ha [duinp noraspae.

«Oit [ Hinpe Mii, [Hinpe, wWMpoKuiA Ta AyXHH!
Barato TH, 6aTbKy, y MOpe HOCHB

Ko3aupKoi KpoBi; Lie MmoHecell, Apyxe!
YepBOHHUB TH CHHE, Ta He HaMoiB;

A cio Hiu yn'ewics. IlekenbHee cBATO

Mo Bciit YkpaiHi cio Hiu 3apese;

Moteue 6arato, 6arato, 6araro
HInsxercekoi kposi. Ko3ak oxwuse;
OXUBYTb reTbMaHU B 30JIOTIM XKYMaHi;
IMpokMHETbCA A0As; KO3aK 3acmiBa:

«Hi xuaa, Hi asxa», a B crenax YKpanHu —
O 6oxe Miit Muamit — GaucHe Gynasal»

Tak aymas, ifyuu B J1aTaHiii CBUTHHI,
Cepnera SIpeMa 3 CBsiueHMM B pyKax.
A [IHinp MOB miac/iyXxaB: LUMPOKHI Ta CHHIM,
ITigHsiB ropu-xBWii; a B ouepeTax

PeBe, cTorHe, 3aBuBac,

Jlo3n HaruHae;

Ipim roroye, a 6auckaBKa

XMmapy po3aupae.

Ige cob6i Ham SlpeMa,

Hivoro He Gauuthb;

OnHa OyMKa yCMiXHeTbCH,

A ngpyra 3amiave.

«Tam OkcaHa, TaM BeceJso

I B cipiit cBUTHHI;

A-TyT... a TyT... wo we 6yae?

Moxe, 1we 3aruHy».

A TuM uyacoMm i3 Gaiipaky

ITiBeHb — KYyKypiKy!

«A, Yepkacu!.. 6oxe mMuamii!

He Bkoporu Biky!»
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The country 'round seemed not asleep
But wholly desolate,

As though no human life remained.
Not even dogs or birds:

Just from the woods, a mournful strain —
The howl of wolves — is heard.

No matter! For Yarema walks

Not to Oksana’s gate,

Not to Vilshana for a talk —

But for a bloody date

In the Cherkasy. There the cock

Will crow three times this night....
And then... and then.... Yarema walks
And to the stream confides:

“Oh Dnieper, my Dnieper, you're wide and you’re deep!
Much red Cossack blood to the sea you have borne;
More yet will you carry! You coloured the sea

With crimson, and yet the blue sea thirsts for more;
This night, my old friend, you’ll be sated with blood.

A revel from hell will be held through Ukraine;

The blood of the gentry will flow like a flood;
The Cossacks of old will arise once again;

The hetmans will rise with their cloaks all in gold;
Good fortune will smile to the Cossack refrain:
‘No Jews and no Poles!” And — oh God, to behold! —
The mace of the hetman will flash once again!”

So, walking in his tattered coat, Yarema dreamed,
And fondly in his hand caressed his blessed blade.
The Dnieper seemed to hear him, for the mighty stream
The waves upon its back like lofty mountains raised;

Its teeth the wind in anger gnashed,

The trees bent to the ground;

The thunder rumbled, lightning flashed,

And rents showed in the cloud.

Yarema did not see a thing,

He just kept marching on;

One thought would come and smile at him,

Another come and frown:

“QOksana’s there, and, though in rags,

I had a happy time;

While here... who knows what yet will hap?

Here, maybe, I will die.”

And then the crowing of a cock

Was heard from the ravine.

“Ah, it's Cherkasy!... Oh dear God!

Let me alive remain!”
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YEPBOHUN BEHKET

3aA3BOHWIN B yCi A3BOHM
Io Bciit YKpaiHi;

3akpuyanu ranfaMaku:
«'MHe uL1siXTa, ruHe!

I'une wwisixtal moryasieM

Ta xmapy Harpiemb
Baitnsiaca CMingHLIMHA,
XMapa 4epBOHiE.

A Hainepma MeaseaiBka
HeGo HarpiBae.

Toputb Cmina, CMinsHIMHA
Kpos'io nigrmBae.

T'oputs KopcyHs, roputs Kahis,
YurupuH, Yepkacwu;

YopHUM LLISIXOM 3anasajo,
I kpoB mosawnacs

Ax y Bonuns. ITo IMonicci
Ionra GeHkeTye.

A 3anisusk B CMUIAHILMHI
I omaxy? raprye,

Y Yepkacax, ae i Spema,
IMpobye cBsiueHMI.

«Orak, orak! pobpe, aiTH,
MopayiiTe cKaxeHuXx!
Iobpe, xyonuil» — Ha 6a3api
3ani3HsAK rykae.

Kpyrom nexsio; raitiaMmaku
ITo nekay ryjasiioThb.

A SlpemMa — CTpaLUHO TIJISAHYTb,—
ITo Tpu, mo yorupu

Tak i ki1age. «dobpe, cuHy,
Marepi ix xups!

Mopayii, Mopayit, B paio Gyaewt
AGo ecaysioMm.

Cyasii, cuny! HyTe, mitul»

I piTn MaiHyaH

ITo ropuiax, Mo KoMopax,
Ilo nboxax, ycioau;

Bcix yknanu, Bce 3alpanu.
«Tenep, xsonui, Gyae!
YTOMWINCD, OATIOUYUHBTEY.
Vauui, 6azapu

Kpwince TpymoMm, manmau Kpos'o.
«Maso kisaTUM Kapwu!

Ille pa3s Tpeba nepeMyuuTsb,
1Ilo6 He moBcTaBaiau.
HexpeuteHi, k1ATi aywi».
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THE RED BANQUET

Throughout Ukraine the clang of bells
Proclaim the day of doom;

The Haidamaki fiercely yell:

“The gentry’s end has come!

The gentry’s finished! We shall set

A fire to sear the sky!”

The very clouds are painted red —
The province is on fire.

Medvedivka’s the first to burn

And heat the clouds above.

Smila is next, the country 'round
Well-nigh aflood with blood.

Korsun and Kaniv are ablaze,
Cherkasy, Chihirin;

Along the highway spread the flames
As far as the Volyn,

And blood flows freely. Gonta's made
Polissya his domain,

While near Smila bold Zaliznyak
Tests his Damascus blade —

In old Cherkasy, where his dirk

That has been sanctified

Yarema, too, tries out. “Good work!
The mad dogs all must die!

Good work, my lads!” so Zaliznyak
Shouts in the market-place

Which now’s a hell; and through that hell
The Haidamaki race.

‘Yarema — a blood-curdling sight —

In battle-frenzy fells

Three-four at once. “Good work, my boy!
Their souls be damned to hell!

Kill, kill! You’'ll either win high rank,
Or go to paradise!

Now children, ferret out the rats!”
The rebels in a trice

Spread out to cellars, attics, nooks

To search for hiding foes;

They killed them all, all goods they took.
“Now you may stop, my boys!

You've tired yourselves, now rest a bit.”
The market squares and lanes,

With corpses strewn, are flowing red.
“More vengeance yet we claim!

Go over them a second time

To make sure, doubly sure,

That the vile dogs will never rise,
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Ha 6a3ap 30upauunch
Taitmamakun. e Spema,
3ani3HsAK rykae:
«Uyew, xsgonye? xoam cioau!
He 6iiich, He 3JIAKaIO».
«He 6omwocsl» 3HABIWIN WIANKy,
CraB, MOB mepej, MaHOM.
«BigKinsg TM? XTO TH TaKui?»
«$1, nane, 3 BinbwaHuy.
«3 BinbluaHoi, fe TUTaps
Ilcu 3amopayBanu?»
«de? sikoro?»

«Y BinbluaHiit;
I KaxyTp, WO BKpaan

Hdouky #oro, KoJu 3Ha€L».
«douky, y Birbmaniin?»

«Y THTaps, KOoJM 3HaBaB».
«OkcaHo, OkcaHol» —

Jlense BUMOBUB Spema

Ta i ynaB poposny.

«Ere! och mo... llIkoga xsomnus,
IMpoBiTpu, Mukosol»
MposiTpuscs. «BaTbky! Gpate!
YoM s He CTOpYKH#?

Jlaiite HOXa, JaiTe cuiy,
Myku asixam, MyKu!

MyKM CTpamHoi, 1wob nekio
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And never plague us more!”
The Haidamaki after that
Assemble in the square.
Yarema on the outskirts stands.
“Come closer, don’t be scared,”
Shouts Zaliznyak. “I’'m not afraid!”
With cap in handa he comes
Up to the chief. “Where from, my lad?”
“Vilshana is my home.”
“Vilshana? Where the villains slew
The warden of the church?”
“What’s that? They slew?”
“His daughter, too,
According to reports,
They carried off. You knew them well?”

“They took some girl away?

“The warden’s daughter, so they tell.”
“Oksana!” Just the name

Yarema whispered and he fell
Unconscious where he stood.

“Oho! So that’s what.... The poor lad!
Mikola, bring him to!”

Mikola brought him to. He cried:

“A hundred hands I need,

A blade in each, to extirpate

The Polish gentry breed!

Revenge, such terrible revenge

"Twill put hell in the shade!”
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Tpsacnocs Ta mainol»
«dobpe, cuHy, HOXi OyayTb
Ha cBstee aino.
Xoaim 3 Hamu y JIucsAHKY
Hoxi raprysatul»
«Xoaim, xoaiMm, oTaMaHe,
BaTtbky Tu Miii, OpaTe,
Mii eanHunit! Ha kpait cBita
IMoneuy, poctany,
3 mekJsia BUPBY, OTaMaHe...
Ha kpait cBita, naHe...
Ha kpa# cBita, Ta He Haiiay,
He Haiiny Oxcauu!»
«Moxe, i Haitgew. A sk Tebe
3oByTb? S He 3HalO».
«Spemoio».
«A mnpi3Bue?»
«Ipi3Buwa HeMmael»
«Xi6a 6Gaiictpiok? Be3 npizsuia —
3anuwm, Mukono,
Y peectp. Hexaii Gyge...
Hexait 6yne [onuii,
Tak i nuwmnl»
«Hi, norano!»
«Hy, xi6a Bigow?»
«I me He Tak».
«CTpuBail, JULLEHD,
Muwnu Canaiigoo» .
3anucanu.
«Hy, Tanaitno,
IMoineM rynsaTu.
Haiipews poso... a He Haipeul...
PywaiiTe, xnon’sta».
I dpemi panu koHs
3aiiBoro 3 0603y.
YcMixHyBCsi Ha BOPOHIM
Ta i 3HOBY y cabO3M.
Buixanu 3a uapuny *,
IManarots Yepkacu...
«Uu Bci, aitu?»
«Yci, 6aTbky!»
«Canga»
IMpocTsarnacs
Tlo aibposi noHap HHinpom
Kosaupka Batara.
A 3a H¥mu k063ap Bonox
ITepeBaru-Baru
Illkanan6Gae Ha KOHMKY,
Ko3zakam cniBae:
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“Well said, my lad, to keep that pledge
There’ll be no lack of blades.
Come with us to Lisyanka now,
We'll temper there our steel!”
“Oh father, quickly let us go!
I'll follow where you lead,
I'll follow to the ends of earth
I'd go to hell below
To tear her from the devils, sir!
To the earth’s end I'd go....
But I'll not find her anywhere,
I'll never see her more!”
“Perhaps you will. Don’t give up hope.
Now tell us what’s your name?”
“Yarema.”
“And your surname, boy?”
“I have none!”
“No surname?
Were you a bastard? In the lists,
Mikola, put him down
As... let us find a name that fits —
How does Hasnothing sound?
Let’s name him that!”
“No, that’s not it!”

“Is Hardluck better, friend?”
“No, that won’t do.”

“Here, wait a bit,
Halaida, ?* that’s the name!”
They wrote it down.

“Halaida, lad,
Now we’ll go out to play
You’ll find good fortune... maybe, bad....
Well, boys, let’s on our way!”
From extra horses in the camp
They gave one to the lad.
He laughed as on his horse he leapt,
And then again was sad.
Outside the town gates they rode;
Cherkasy was in flames....
“All here, my sons?”

“Yes, every one!”
“Let’s go then!”

Like a chain

Along the Dnieper’s wooded banks
The Cossack column winds.
Behind them on a little nag
“Wallachian”, minstrel, rides,
And as from side to side he sways,
He sings a new-born lay:
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«anpaMaky, rangamaku,
3ani3HAK ryase».

IMoixanu... a Yepkacu
ManatoTsh, ManaioThb.
Baiinyxe, HIXTO i He IisHe.
CMiloTbcA Ta JIalOTh

Kasity uusaxty. Xto 6anaka,
Xrto k063aps cayxa.

A 3ani3HsaK nonepeay,
Hawopoums yxa;

1ae co6i, J0nbKYy KypuTb,
Hikomy Hi csioBa.

A 3a HMM Himuit Spema.
3eneHa aibposa,

I TemHumii rait, i JHinp gyxwi,
I Bucoki ropu,

He6o, 30pi, go6po, moae

I noree rope —

Bce npomnano, Bce! Hiuoro
He 3Hae, He 6auuTh,

Sk youtuit. Taxko iomy,
Tsaxko, a He niave.

Hi, He muave: 3Mmis JoTa,
XaaHa BunuBae

Moro cabosu, aasuts aymy,
Cepue posaupac.

«Oit BM, c1b03M, APiOHI cabo3m!
Bu 3muere rope;

3mmiite Horo... TsKKo! HyaHO!
I cuHporo Mops,

I Ouinpa, mo6 BUIMTH JIIOTE,
I [IHinpa He cTaHe.
3aHanacTuTb Xiba Ayury?
OxcaHo, OkcaHo!

Me T4, ge T™M? NMOAUBMUCH,
Mos TH eauHa,

IMoauBucs Ha Spemy.

HOe t™a? Moxe, ruHe,

Moxe, TAXKO KJIeHe A0I0,
Kneue, ymupae

AGo B maHa y KaiimaHax

Y ckieny KoHae.

Moxe, 3raagye SApemy,
3ranye Binbuiany,

Kinue jioro: «Cepue Mog,
OGHiMu Okcany!
O6HIMeMOCh, Miii cokosne!
Hasiku 30Maiem.

128



“Oh, Zaliznyak his Cossacks brave
Leads for an outing gay!”

Cherkasy’s left behind, the flames
Still leaping to the cloud.

No one looks back. Nobody cares!
They only laugh aloud

And curse the gentry vile. Some talk,
Some listen to the song

The minstrel sings. While Zaliznyak
Rides at the head alone,

With glowing pipe, his ears alert

To any night surprise;

Yarema, too, without a word

Behind his leader rides.

The green groves and the darker woods,
The Dnieper and the hills,

The sky, the stars, the people, goods,
And his o’erwhelming ills —

All disappeared, all are no more!

He nothing knows or sees —

Just like a corpse. His heart is sore
And yet he does not weep.

He does not weep: the vicious snake
That’s coiled within his breast

Drinks up his tears, his heart that aches
It tears to tiny shreds.

Oh, soothing tears! Oh, healing tears!
You wash away all woes;

Wash mine away.... I cannot bear
This ache that’s in my soul!

Not all the water in the sea

Or in the Dnieper wide

Can calm my heart and drown my grief;
Is nought but suicide

Then left for me? Oksana, dear!
Oksana, oh my own!

Where have they taken you? I fear....
Perhaps the beasts have thrown

Her in a dungeon where in chains
She lies awaiting death,

The gentry cursing and her fate
With her last, dying breath.

Perhaps Yarema she recalls,
Vilshana, and her home,

Perhaps in thought to him she calls:
“Yarema, darling, come,

Take your Oksana in your arms!
Thus we'll together sleep
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Hexait nsxu 3HyWAOTbCSA,—
He nouyem!..» Bie,

Bie Bitep 3-3a JInmany,
I'He Tomosio B nmosi,—

I miBuMHA MOXMANTBLCH,
Kyau rHe Hemoas.
Ilocymye, MOXYypHUTBCS,
3abyge... i, Moxe...

VY xynaHi, cama naHi;

A nsx... 6oxe, 6oxe!
Kapait nexiom Mmoo aywmy,
Bwmit Myku mope,
Po36uit Kapy Hago MHOIO,
Ta He TakuM ropem
Kapait cepue: po3sipBeTbcs,
Xou 6u Gyn0 KaMeHb.
Hone mos! Cepue Moe!
OkcaHo, OkcaHo!

Je T™n ginacs-noainach?»

I xaMHYy/IM cabO3M;

I piGHi-api6Hi moanaucs.
Jle BOHM B3sucs!

A 3ani3HsK raigaMmakam
Kaxe onMHUTHCE:

«Y nic, xyonui! BXe CBiTae,
I xoHi mpucranu:
IMonaceMo»,— i TUXEHbBKO
VY jici cxoBauCh.

TF'YIIAJIBIIUHA

3iifu1o coHue; YkpaiHa —

Je nanana, 1ina,

A [e nuisxrta, 3aneplmcs,

VY GyauMHKax Miina.

Ckpi3b no cenax wuGeHui;
HasiwaHo Tpyny —

Tinbko cTaplMX, a TaK LUUIAXTa —
Kynoio Ha Kkymi.

Ha ynamusx, Ha po3myTTsx
Co6aku, BOPOHH

I'pu3yTh MUIAXTY, KIIOIOTH Oui;
HixTo He 60pOHHUTB.

Ta it HikOMy: ocTanucs

Hitn Ta cobakn,—

XiHKM HaBiThb 3 porayamu
IMinn B raiimamakw.
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Forever. Let them work their harm —
We’ll be beyond their reach, we’ll bel...”
The wind blows from beyond Liman

And bends the poplar low —

A maiden also may be bent

Beneath misfortune’s blows.

She’ll grieve awhile, but time will pass
And all may be forgot....

Maybe... a lady, richly dressed,

She with some Pole.... O God!

The worst of tortures ever planned

In hell for sinful souls

I'll suffer, but I could not stand

That final fiendish blow:

“My heart would break though it were stone
If ever that came true!

Oksana, darling! Oh, my own!

Where have they taken you?

Where are you held, where are you hid?”
Then tears began to flow

In torrents like a summer rain

Or like a springtime flood.

Then came the dawn. Zaliznyak reined
His horse beside a wood:

“Here’s where we turn off from the road
And turn our horses free!”

The Cossacks rode into the grove

And soon were hid by trees.

HUPALIVSHCHINA

The rising sun found all Ukraine

In ashes or in flames,

Just here and there behind locked doors
The gentry trembling waits.

Each village has its gallows-trees
With corpses thickly hung —

Just of the bigwigs, smaller fry

Are piled in heaps like dung.

At cross-roads and along the streets
The dogs and ravens feed

On human flesh and pecked-out eyes;
And no one pays them heed.

There’s no one left, only the dogs
And groups of children roam —

The women, too, took oven-prongs,
And Haidamaki joined.
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Orake-To 6y/n10 Aux0

ITo Bciit Ykpaini!

Tipwe nekna.. A 3a BilLo,

3a wo Jsioae rMHyTh?

Toro X 6aTbka, Taki X AiTH,—
Xutn 6 Ta Gpararbcs.

Hi, He BMLIH, He XOTinm,

Tpeba po3’eanathces!

Tpeba kpoBi, 6para Kposi,

Bo 3a3gpo, wo B 6para

€ B KOMOPpi i Ha ABopi,

I Becesio B xarti!

«Y6'eM Gparal cnanum xaty» —
Ckasanm, i crajgoch.

Bce 6, 3maeTbes; Hi, Ha Kapy
CHpoTH OCTaJINCh.

B cnbo3ax pocau, Ta i BUPOCJIH;
3aMmyueHi pyku

Po3s’'sa3anuch — i KpoB 3a KpOB,
I mykn 3a myku!

Boautp cepue, siK 3rajaei:
Crapux CJIOB’AIH HiTH

Brnuwiuce KpoB'l0. A XTO BMHEH?
KcboHasu, e3yitu >,

ManapyBanu raiigamaku
Jlicamn, sipamm,

A 3a Humu i lanaiiga

3 apiGHMMHK ClBO3aMHu.

Bixe mMuHynu BopoHisky,
BepGisky; B Binbiuany
INMpuixanu. «Xi6a cnurats,
Cnurate npo OkcaHy?

He cnurtalo, wob6 He 3Hanm,
3a wo npomnagaio».

A TUM yacoM ranaaMaku

M Binbmany MHHaIOTBH.
Iuraerbca y xsionyuka:
«Hlo, TuTaps B6MAM?»>

«Ba Hi, gagbKy; 6aTbko Ka3as,
Lo #oro cmanwiu

OTi NAXH, L0 TaM JIeXaTb,

I OkcaHy BKpasu.

A TuTaps Ha UBHMHTapi

Buopa moxoBanu».

He pocnyxas... «Hecu, koHiol» —
I moBoAM KHHYB.

«YoM 5 BYOpa, MOKH He 3HaB,
Buopa He 3arunys!
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Such evil 'twas that then engulfed

The whole of the Ukraine!

'Twas worse than hell.... And yet, what for?
For what were people slain?

They’re so alike, one father’s sons —
They should as brothers be.

But no, they could or else would not,
They had to disagree!

Blood had to flow, fraternal blood,

For one’s with envy filled

Because his brother’s bin is full,

His fields give handsome yield!

“Let’s Kill our brother! Burn his home!”
No sooner said then done.

And all was over! But not quite,

For there were orphan sons.

They grew in tears — but they grew up;
Their toil-worn hands they freed

And turned to vengeance — blood for blood
And hurt for hurt their creed!

The heart is sore when you reflect

That sons of Slavs like beasts

Got drunk with blood. Who was to blame?
The Jesuits, the priests! ?°

The Haidamaki through ravines
And forests made their way,
Halaida riding in their midst,

His heart in constant pain.
Voronivka, Verbivka, too,

Already are behind,

And here’s Vilshana. “What to do?
Shall I stop and inquire

About Oksana? Better not,

So no one knows my woe.”

The Haidamaki meanwhile trot
Along the village road

Without a halt. Halaida hailed
One of the little lads:

“Is’t true the warden here was slain?”
“Why no, my father says

The Polish lords burned him to death —
The ones that lie out there.
Oksana, too, was carried off,

My father says, somewhere.

The funeral...” He did not wait,
But gave his horse the spur.

“Why did I not die yesterday
Before I ever heard!
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A CcbOrogHi, KOJM M yMpy,
3 AOMOBHMHM BCTaHy
JIaxis Myuntb. Cepue moe!
Okcano! OkcaHo!
HOe t™?»
3aMoBK, 3aXKypMBCH,

IMoixaB xomoro.
TsXKO-BaXKo cipoMmaci
BopoTHch 3 HyABroOIO.
HornaB cBoix. Boposukis
Bixe XyTip MHUHAIOTb.
Kopuma Traie 3 croponoio,
A Jleitbu HeMae.
YcMixHyBcsa Miit Spema,
THAXKO YCMiXHYBCS.
OTyT, OTYT MoO3aByopa
Ilepen xumpoMm rHyscs,
A CbOrofHi... Ta ¥ Xaib CTaso,
Ilo nnxo MuHYyJIO.
laiigamakyu moHan sipoM
3 uUIsAXy MOBEpHYJIM.
Harausiotb nisnapy6ka.
Xnoneup y CBUTHHI
IMonarasiit, y mocronax;
Ha nneyax Top6uHa.
«eit, crapueHs! cTpuBaii JnILIEHb!»
«51 He crapeup, nase!
S, sk Gaute, raiiiamaxkar.
«SIkuii ke nmoraHui!»
«Bigkinsa Td?»

«3 Kepenisku» 32,
«A Byauma ** 3naew?
I o3epo kono Byauiu?»
«I o3epo 3Halo,
OTaM BOHO, OLUM SIPOM
Brpanurte mo ioro».
«Illo, cvoroaHi asxiB 6aunB?»
«Hirme Hi ogHoOro;
A Buyopa Gyno 6araro.
Bipkn He cBsTHAM:
He paan nsXM NPOKJSATI.
3are X ix i 6un,
I 51, i 6GaTbKO CBSITUM HOXeEM;
A MaTH He3dyXa,
A To it BOHa 6».
«do6pe, xsonye.
Ocb Ha X TOGi, Apyxe,
Lleit aykaumk >, Ta He 3ry6u».
V3sB 3010TOrO,
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If I should die today, I know
I'd rise up from the grave
To take revenge upon the Poles.
Oksana! where did they
Take you, my own?”
He bowed his head

And let his horse walk free.
Oh, it is hard for a poor lad
To hold in check his grief.
He catches up. The place they pass
Where inn and stables stood —
There’s nothing now but smoking ash,
And Leiba is gone, too.
Yarema smiled — a mirthless grin
That fearful was to view.
Two days ago here he had been
A slavey to the Jew,
And now.... His heart began to pine
For those bad days of old.
The rebel band passed the ravine
And turned off from the road.
They came upon a stripling lad —
A patched coat on his back.
His shoes were bast, he also packed
Upon his back a sack,
“Hey, wait a minute, beggar boy!”
“I am no beggar, sir,
The Haidamaki I have joined!”
“A sight you are, for sure!”
“From where, young scarecrow, do you hail?”
“From Kerelivka ** way.”
“D’you know Budishcha ¥ and the lake?”
“Of course I know the place —
Go down that gully, it will lead
You to Budishcha lake.”
“Are any gentry to be seen?”
“There’s not a one today,
Though yesterday were quite a few.
We couldn’t bless our wreaths —
The Poles would not allow us to.
That’s why we killed the beasts!
My dad and I used blessed blades,
While mother’s sick in bed,
Or else she too...”

“Fine, that’s the way!
Here’s something for you, friend,
A ducat, 2 which you must not lose.”
He took the golden coin,
Inspected it, then said, “Thank you!”
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Monusnecs: «Cnacu6i Baml»
«Hy, xsionui, B gopory!
Ta uyere? Ge3 romoHy.
Tanaitpo, 3a MHOIO!
B ouiM sApy € o3epo
M nic nmonia ropoio,
A B 7nici ckap6. SIk npuinem,
To wo6 Kpyrom ctanm,
Ckaxu xjaonusaM. Moxe, nb0xu
Crepertu ocTajnach
SIka noraHb».

IMpnixanu,
Cranmn KpYrom Jica;
JAuBAATBCA — HEMa HiKOro...
«Ty ix poctobical
ki rpymi ypoawin!
36uBaiite, xJom Aral
IlIBupye! wBuaue! Orak! orakh» —
I xoHdenepaTh
IMocunanucs aopony,
Tpywi rHuno60Ki.
IMo36uBanm, ynopanuce;
Ko3akam HiBpoky,
Haituwm boxu, ckap6 3abpainu,
V asaAxiB KuLIeHi
IToTpycwiu Ta i MOTArIU
Kaparn Mep3eHHux
Y JMucsuky >

TOHTA B YMAHI *

Xeanunucs zaiidamaxu,

Ha Ymanv idyuu:

«Bydem Oparu, nane-6pare,
3 xuraiiku 37 onyui» .

MuHaloTh OHi, MHHAE JIiTO,

A YkpaiHa, 3Haii, rOpHUTb;

ITo cenax roni maauyTh gitm —
BartbkiB Hemae. lllenecturn
IMoXxoBKJEe AUCTA MO AIGPOBi;
T'yasiioTb XMapH; COHLEe CIHUTh;
Hirge He yyThb JI0ACBHKOI MOBH;
3Bip TiABKO BME MO cedy,
I'pusyun tpynu. He xoanm,
BoBkiB JisixaMu ropyBaiu,

AX THOKM CHIroM 3aHecso
OrpusKu BOBUL...

He cnuHmna xyproBuHa
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“Well, let’s get going, boys!
But don’t make any noise, d’ye hear?
Halaida, follow me!
Beside this lake in the ravine
There is a clump of trees
In which a Polish treasure’s found.
When we come to the wood
We will surround it without sound
In case some Poles still should
Be left on guard.”

When they arrived,
They stood about the wood
And looked — but saw no sign of life....
“Oho, the devil’s brood
Is here all right! What pears I see
Up there among the leaves!
They must be ripe! Just shake the trees!”
Like rotten pears, indeed,
The Poles came tumbling to the ground
To meet the penal blade.
The Cossacks scoured till all were found
And not one live remained,
Then found where treasure chests were hid
And took away the gold,
Ransacked the pockets of the dead,
And on their mission rode
On to Lisyanka. %

GONTA IN UMAN

As to Uman they made their way,
The Haidamaki bragged:

Their silks and satins we will take
To make ourselves foot-rags!>'

The days go by, the summer wanes,
And the Ukraine is still ablaze;

In hamlets hungry children wail —
Their parents gone. The yellow leaves
Of autumn rustle in the trees;

The clouds roll by; the sun is glazed;
No sound is heard of human speech;
In villages the beasts that feed

On human corpses howl. The Poles
Were left unburied, food for wolves,
Until the heavy winter snows
Concealed their bones....

The raging snow-storms did not stop
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INekenpHOI Kapu:

JIsaxu Mep3sM, a KO3aKH
I'pinncy Ha moxapi.

Bcrajna #i BeCHa, YOPHY 3eMJIIO
CoHnHy po36yauna,
YKkBiTYana ii pscToM,
BapsinkoM ykpuia;

I Ha moJi )XaiABOPOHOK,
Conoseitko B rai

3emio, y6paHy BeCHOIO,
BpaHui 3ycTpi4aioThb...

Pait, Ta i rogil A aas koro?
Ansa mopei. A moae?

He XOTATh Ha Oro i IJISAHYTD,
A rISIHYTh — OTYISTh.
Tpeba KpoB'l0 AOManbOBaTh,
OCBITUTb MOXXapoMm;

CoHus Mano, psACTy maJo,

I 6araTo xmapwu.

IMexna manol.. Jloage, mope!
Konn-to 3 Bac 6yae

Toro mobpa, wo Maere?
Yyaui, yyaHi mope!

He cnuHwia BecHa KpOBI,

Hi 3nocti moacekoi.

TsAXKO MsAHYTb; a 3raflaeM —
Tak 6ya0 i B Tpoi.
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The vengeance worse than hell:

The Poles froze, while beside the fires
The Cossacks warmed themselves.
Spring came and woke the sleepy earth
From its deep winter sleep:

With primroses it was adorned

And periwinkles sweet;

The larks in fields and nightingales

In groves each morning sing

Their sweetest songs in joyful praise
Of earth adorned by spring....

A heaven truly! And for whom?

For people. Yes, but they?

They do not even want to look,

Or that it’s poor, they say.

They want it tinted up with blood
And brightened with a blaze;

The sun and blooms aren’t bright enough,
And clouds cast too much shade.
What they mean is: too little hell!

Oh people! Will you e'er

Be satisfied with what you have?

Oh, people, you are queer!

The blood and human savagery
Spring did not bring a halt.

It’s terrible.... Yet 'twas the same
In ancient Troy, recall,
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Tak i Gyae.

Taitpamakn
I'yasiioTh, KapaoTh;
e npoinyTb — 3eMJsl TOPHUTb,
Kpos'io nianauBae.
IMpun6ae Makcum cobi cuHa
Ha Bcio Ykpainy.
Xou He pigHuii cuH Spema,
A wmupa AUTHHA.
Makcum pixe, a Spema
He pixe — morye:
3 HOXeM B pyKax, Ha mo)apax
I gHIOE i HoOuye.
He munye, He MuHae,
Hirge Hi ogHoro:
3a TuTapsa JAsAXaM IUIaTHUTh,
3a 6aTbka CBATOrO,
3a OkcaHy... Ta ¥ 30MJI€,
3ragaBmu OkcaHy.
A 3anisusak: «lyasi, cuny,
IToku pons BcTaHe!
IToryaseml»

IMorynsnum —

Kynoio Ha kymi
On KueBa po YmaHi
JIsaram asxu Tpymom.

Sk Ta XxMapa, raiigaMmaku
VMaHb o6cTynmiun

OniBHOYI; A0 CXiA COHUSA
VYMaHp 3aTonwiy;

3aronwin, 3aKpHyaiIn;
«Kapait nsixa 3HOBYyl»
MokoTwuces no 6asapy
Kinni narodowi %%
IMokorwiucy Maii AiTH

I kaniku XBOpi.

I'sant i ranac. Ha 6asapi,
Sk mocepen Mopsi
KposaBoro, ctoite I'oHra

3 MakcuMoM 3aB3ATHM.
Kpuuats yasox: «do6pe, mitu!
OrTak iX, NpOKAATHX!»

AX ocb BeAyThb raijgaMaku
KcboHasa-e3yita

I aBox xuonuiB. «[onrto, I'onurto!
Oue TBOI aiTH.

Ty Hac pixew — 3apix i ix:
BoHHM KaToIMKH.
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And will be in the future, too.
The Haidamaki rode —
And where they went the earth was scorched
And washed with human blood.
Maxim acquired a worthy son,
Renowned throughout Ukraine;
Yarema, though adopted, is
His true son just the same.
While Zaliznyak is well content
To smite the Poles and slay,
Yarema rages — he would spend
In carnage night and day.
He shows no mercy, does not spare
Or miss a single Pole —
For the churchwarden’s death he makes
Them pay a hundredfold,
And for Oksana.... At the thought
Of her his heart grows faint.
“Go to it, son!” cries Zaliznyak,
“We’ll dance until our fate
Wills otherwise!”

And so they did:
Along the entire way
From Kiev to Uman the dead
In heaping piles were laid.

The Haidamaki on Uman

Like heavy clouds converge

At midnight. Ere the night is done

The whole town is submerged.

The Haidamaki take the town

With shouts: “The Poles shall pay!”
Dragoons 32 are downed, their bodies roll
Around the market-place;

The ill, the cripples, children too,

All die, no one is spared.

Wild cries and screams. 'Mid streams of blood
Stands Gonta on the square

With Zaliznyak together, they

Urge on the rebel band:

“Good work, stout lads! There, that’s the way
To punish them, the damned!”

And then the rebels brought to him

A Jesuit, a monk,

With two young boys. “Look, Gonta, look!
These youngsters are your sons!

They’re Catholics: since you Kkill all,

Can you leave them alone?
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Yoro X TH cTaB? YoM He pixew?
ITokn HeBenwMKi,

3apix i ix, 60 BUPOCTYTb,

To tebe 3apixyTh...»
«Youitte ncal a cobavar
CBocio 3apixy.

Kiuu rpomany. IlpusHasaiitecs,
Illo Bu KaTronukul»
«Karonuku... 60 Hac MaTH...»
«Boxe Miit Besmkwmit!
MoBuyiTb, MOBYITBH! 3Hal0, 3HAIO»
3i6panace rpomana.

«Moi aiTM — KaTOJIHKH...
Illo6 He Gyno 3pagwm,

1106 He Gyno morosopy,
ITaHoBe rpomapo!

S npucsiraB, 6paB CBAYEHMIt
Pi3aTh Karo/imka.

CuHM MoOi, CMHM MOi!

YoM BH He BeJIMKi?

YoM BM nsixa He pixere?..»
«Bynem pi3atb, Tatyh

«He 6ynere! He Gynere!

Byap npokssita MaTH,

Ta npoxjiATa KaTOJHUKA,

Illo Bac mopoawial

YoM BOHA Bac A0 CXia COHUA
Byna He Bromwia?

Menme 6 rpixa: Bu 6 ymepan
He karonukamu;

A CbOroaHi, CHHM MOi,

I'ope Meni 3 Bamu!
Iouinyitte MeHe, AmiTH,

Bo He s BOGMBaIO,

A npucsra». MaxHyB HOXXeM —
I piteit Hemael **

IMonaganu 3api3aHi.

«Taty! — 6enbKoranu,—
Tary, TaTy... MM He Jasxu!
Mu..» — Ta it 3aMOBYAIH.
«IToxoBaTb xi6a?»

«He Tpebal

BoHM KaTOJHKM.

CHHM MOi, CHHM MOil

YoM BM He BeMKi?

YoM Bopora He pizaaun?

YoM Marip He BOWIH,

Ty npoiIATY KaTOJIHUKY,

Mo Bac mopoxamna?...
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Why are you waiting? Kill them now,
Before your sons are grown,
For if you don’t, when they grow up
They’ll find you and they’ll kill....”
“Cut the cur’s throat! As for the pups,
I'll finish them myself.
Let the assembly be convened.
Confess — you're Catholics!”
“We’re Catholics.... Our mother made...”
“Be silent! Close your lips!
Oh God! I know!” The Cossacks stood
Assembled in the square.
“My sons are Catholics.... I vowed
No Catholic to spare.
Esteemed assembly!... That there should
Be no doubt anywhere,
No talk that I don’t keep my word,
Or that I spare my own....
My sons, my sons! Why are you small?
My sons, why aren’t you grown?
Why aren’t you with us killing Poles?”
“We will, we’ll kill them, dad!”
“You never willl You never will!
Your mother’s soul be damned,
That thrice-accursed Catholic,
The bitch that gave you birth!
She should have drowned you ere you saw
The light of day on earth!
As Catholics you’d not have died —
The sin would smaller be;
Such woe, my sons, today is mine
As cannot be conceived!
My children, kiss me, for not I
Am Kkilling you today —
It is my oath!”

He flashed his knife
And the two lads were slain. *
They fell to earth, still bubbling words:
“0O dad! we are not Poles!
We... we...” And then they spoke no more,
Their bodies growing cold.
“Perhaps they should be buried, what?”
“No need! They’re Catholic.
My sons! why did you not grow up?
My sons, why weren’t you big?
Why did you not war ’gainst the foes
With me as Cossacks brave?
Your mother, Catholic accursed,
Oh why did you not slay?...
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XoaiMm, G6patel»
B3siB Makcuma,
Miuwvn B3gosx 6a3zapy
I o6bupBa 3aKpuyanu:
«Kapu naxam, kapul»
I Kapanu: CTpaUIHO, CTPALIHO
YMaHb 3anajnana.
Hi B OyauHKy, Hi B KOCTbOJI,
Hirpe He ocTanoch,—
Bci monsrau. Toro sanxa
He Gysn0 Hikomu,
Illo B YMaHi pobuwiocs.
Ba3wiian wkony *',
He yuwmncep I'oHTH #ity,
Cam TI'oHra pyitnye.
«Tun noina moix aiTok! —
I'ykae, morye.—
Tu noina HeBeJIHKHX,
Ho6py He HaBumnal..
Banite criHul
Taitpamaku
CtiHn possanwiu,—
Po3Bannwin, 00 KaMiHHS
KcboHa3is po3busanm,
A IIKOJSAPIB Y KPUHULI
XKuBux noxosaiu.
o camoi Houi JsAXiB MoOpAyBam;
Hywi He octasock. A T'OHTa KPpHUMTB:
«[de BHU, Mmopoiau? ae BM NOXOBAIUCH?
3’'iMM MOiX AITOK,— TSXKO MEHi >XHUTh!
TsxXKo MeHi nuiakaTbh! Hi 3 KMM rOBOPHUTB!
Cunn Moi 1106i, Moi yopHOGpPOBi!
He Bu nmoxoBanucb? Kposi MeHi, kpoBi!
LInsXeTCbKOI KPOBi, 60 XOUETbCS MUTh,
XoueTbCcsl AMBUTHCH, SIK BOHA YOPHiE,
XoueTbcst HamUTHCh... YoM BiTep He Bie,
JIaxiB He HaBi€?.. TAXKO MeHi XHTb!
Tsxko MeHi muakars! IIpaBeanii 30pil
CxoBaiiTech 3a XMapy: si Bac He 3aiiMas,
S nireit 3api3asl.. ['ope MeHi, rope!
He s npuxwmoca?»
Tak I'oHTa KpHuas,
Mo Ymani 6iras. A cepen 6a3zapy,
B kpoBi, raifiamMaku CTaBHUJIM CTOJIM;
e wo 3anonaiM, CTPaBU HaHEC/H
I cinm BeuepsaTh. OcraTHAs Kapa,
OcrarHsi Beyeps!
«Cynsite, cuumn!
MniiTe, MOKM M'eTbCs, GHiiTe, MOKK 6’eTbCsA! —

148



Let’s go, my brother!”
With Maxim

Across the square he treads;

They cry together: “Punish them

Till every Pole is dead!”

And awesome was their punishment....

Uman went up in flames.

No house, no church, but had been searched,

And not a Pole remained —

They all were dead. Such carnage cruel

As at Uman that day

Had ne’er been seen. St. Basil’s schoo

Where Gonta’s sons had stayed,

Was razed down to the very ground

By Gonta, raging wild.

“Twas you that ruined my little sons!”

With every blow he cried,

“You swallowed them when they were small,

You taught them evil lore

And not the good!... Tear down the walls!”

The Haidamaki tore

The walls to pieces. 'Gainst the stones

They bashed the heads of priests,

And the young pupils still alive

They threw in water wells.
Until late at night they slaughtered the Poles;
Not one was let live. Yet Gonta still raved:
“Oh monsters, come out! Crawl out from your holes!
My sons you’ve destroyed — oh, cruel’s my fate!
I've nobody now! For nothing to wait!
My sons, whom I loved, so handsome and good,
You’re gone from me now. I'm thirsty for blood!
I want in the blood of the gentry to wade,
To drink it, and watch how it flows and turns black....
Oh winds, as ye blow, why waft ye not back
Some Poles for our blades?... Oh cruel’s my fate!
And yet I can’t weep! Ye stars in the sky,
Please leave me alone and hide behind clouds.
I murdered my sons!l... My heart is wrung dry!
Where will I find peace?...”

l, 34

So Gonta cried loud;

And then in the square big tables were laid
Amid the debris, ’'mid corpses and blood,
And loaded with looted liqueurs and fine food —
The rebels sat down. It was their last raid,
Their last supper too!

“Make merry, my brood!
We’'ll drink while we may, and fight while we may!”
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3ani3HAk rykae.— AHY, HaBiCHUH,
YwKBap HaM wo-HeOyAb, HeXail 3eMasi THeThCH,
Hexaii moryasiioTb Moi Ko3aku!»

I Ko63ap ywKBapHB:

«A Miit 6aTbKO OpaHaap,
Yoborap;

Mos Mmaru npsixa
Ta cBaxa;

Bparu moi, cokonm,
IIpusenu

I xopoBy i3 mi6poBH,

I HaMHMCTa HaHec M.

A s co6i Xpucts
B HaMmucri,

A Ha JHMIWITBI JUCTA
Ta aucrs,

I yo6orH, i MiAKOBH.

Buiiny BpaHui A0 KOpOBH,

S KopoBy Hamnoio,
IMoporo,

3 napobkaMu MOCTOI0,
ITocToio».

«Oi rom mo Beuepi,
3amukaitte, AiTH, ABepi,
A TH, cTapa, He XYypHUCb
Ta g0 MeHe NMPUrOpHUCH!»

Bci rynsiore. A ge x Ionta?
YoM BiH He ryase?
Yomy He m’e 3 ko3akaMu?
Yomy He cniBae?
Hema itoro; Tenep iiomy,
MaGyTb, He g0 Hei,
He no cmiBm.

A XxTO TaKuit
Y vopHiii kupei
Yepes 6a3ap nepexoauTb?
Cras; po3puBa Kyny
JIsAxiB MepTBUX: 1IyKa KOroCh.
HarHnyscs, aBa tpynu
HeBesankux B3siB Ha mwieui
I, no3ag, 6asapy,
Yepe3 MepTBUX MepecTymna,
Kpuersca B noxapi
3a KocTboIOM. XTO X L€ TaKHit?
I'oHTa, ropem Gutwii,
Hece gireit noxosatn,
3eMsIel0 HaKpHUTH,
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Old Zaliznyak cried. “We’ll frolic, my lads!

Fast music, minstrell Let earth really shake

Tonight in Uman when my Cossacks dance!”
And the minstrel played:

“My father’s an innkeeper,
Shoemaker too;

My mother is a spinner,
Matchmaker too;

My brothers are brave fellows
They roam the woods,

A cow found in the forest,
Rich necklace too.

And I'm Khristya, a maiden
With beads so fine,

My needlework is made in
A leaf design.

With red boots my feet adorning,

I go milking in the morning —

I water the cow, I do,
And milk her too,

With the lads I stop to spoon,
I stop to spoon.”

“Heigh-ho! Supper’s o’er,
Hey, children, lock the door,
Old woman, don’t you fret,
Sidle up to me, my pet!”

The Cossacks dance. But one is gone....
Why does not Gonta dance?

Why joins he not in merry song,

Nor drinks he with the lads?

He is not there; his heart won’t let

Him sing and dance and joke.

But who is he who silent flits

In black loose-hanging cloak

About the square? See, there he stops
And 'mong the dead he digs

As though he’s searching. Then he stoops,
Two little bodies picks

And lifts them gently on his back

And carries them away

Behind the blazing church, where black
He fades into the shades

Of summer night. Who can that be?

It’s Gonta, and his load —

His sons — he bears some place where he
Can cover them with sod,
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LLlo6 ko3aubke Mane Ti1O
Cobaku He iam.

I TeMHuMH yauUAMH,

e meHuwe ropino,

IMouic Tonra aire# cBoix,
1Ilo6 HixTO He Gauus,

Hde BiH CHHIB MoXoBa€

I ax ToHTa rave.

BuHic B nosie, reThb Of, LUIAXY,
CBsiueHHUi BUIMae

I cBsiueHMM Koma sMy.

A YmMaHb nanae,

Csitute Tonti fo poboru
I Ha JiTeit CBITHTB.
HeHaue cruisaTh OasirHeHi.
Yoro x cTpaiwHi aitu?
Yoro onra Hibu Kpage
A60 ckap6 xoBae?

AX Tpycurbcsa. I3 YmaHi
Hde-pe 4yTh — ryKaloTb
ToBapuuui-raifiamaku;
I'oHTa MOB He uye,
CuHaM xaTy cepep cremy
Caunboky Gyaye.

Ta it 30ynysas. Bepe cuHis,
Knane B TeMHy XxaTy

M ue mmBuTBCA, HiGHM uye:
«Mwu He nsixm, Taryl»
IMokaas 060x; i3 KHLIEH]
Kwuraiiky Buiimac;
IMouinyBaB MepTBUX B Oui,
XpecTuTb, HaKpUBa€
YepBOHOIO KHTAHKOIO
T'onoBu ko3aui.

Po3kpuB, e pa3 NOAUBUBCH...
TsXKO-BaXKoO IUIaye:
«CrHM MoOi, cuHU Moi!

Ha Ty Ykpainy

JusBitecsi: BM 3a Hei

M s 3a Hei runy.

A XTO MeHe noxoBag?

Ha yyxomy noni

XTo 3amiaye Hago MHOK?
Hone mos, pone!

Hone Mosi Hewlac/mBa!
o T4 Hapobuia?

Hauo MeHi aireir nana?
YoM MeHe He BOWna?
Hexait BoHn 6 moxoBaiu,
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So that the youthful Cossack flesh
Should not be food for dogs.

Down darker lanes, where fires are less,
And smoke serves as a fog

To screen him from all prying eyes,
The Cossack bends his steps,

So none should see how Gonta cries
Or where his children rest.

Out in a field, far from the road,

He lays them; takes his knife

And with the bless’d blade digs a hole.
Uman supplies the light

So he can see the work he does

And the two lads who lie

As though asleep still in their clothes....
Why do they fear inspire?

Why is it Gonta seems to hide

As though he were a thief?

Why does he shake? From time to time
The wind bears to the chief

The sounds of Cossack revelry;

He does not heed the noise —

A fine deep house amid the fields
He’s building for his boys.

It’s done at last. He lays his sons

Into their home, the hole,

His ears still ringing with the sound:
“Oh dad, we are not Poles!”

Then Gonta from his pocket takes

A crimson silken cloth,

The dead eyes kisses, then he makes
The sign of sacred cross,

And covers the young Cossack heads.
Then lifts the cloth again,

To gaze once more upon his dead....
The tears then gush like rain:

“My children! Open up your eyes,
Look at Ukraine, my boys:

For her, my sons, you gave your lives
And I, too, am destroyed.

Who will there be to bury me?

In some far foreign field

Who will there be to weep o’er me?
My fate is black indeed!

The most unfortunate of men,

I'm left alone, in pain!

Why was I granted children, then?

Or why was I not slain?

They would have laid me in the earth —
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A TO 51 XOBalo».
INouinysaB, nepexpecTHs,
IMokpus, 3acumnae:
«CnouuBaitTe, CHHU MOI,

B raubokii ocei!

Cyka Matu He npupbaia
Hosoi nocTeni.

Be3 BacwibkiB i 6e3 pyTn
CnouuBaiTe, AiTH.

Ta 6naraitte, npocite 6ora,
Hexait Ha ciM cBiTi

MeHe 3a Bac mokapae,

3a rpix ceil BeJMKHIA.
IMpocitb, cuHu! f npoiuaio,
IIlo BM KaTOJMKU».
3piBHAB 3eMJIIO, TOKPHUB [AE€PHOM,
11106 HixTo He 6auus,

e nonsarnau I'outn aity,
I'onoBu ko3aui.
«CnoyuBaiiTe, BUIJIsiiaiTe,
S mBuako npubyny.
VYKOpPOTHB 51 BaM BiKYy,

I meHi Te Gyne.

1 mMeHe BG’IOTb... Koau 6 mBUaYE!
Ta xTo moxosae€?
laitmamaku!.. Iligy e pas.
Lle pa3 noryasol..»

IMimwos 'oHTa MOXWIKMBLIKCE;
Ipe, cnoTMKHeTBCH,

INoxap cBiTuTh; I'oHTa risiHe,
I'nsiHe — ycMixHeTbCs.
CTpawHo, CTpalIHO yCMiXaBcCH,
Ha cren orsusipaBcs.

YTep oui... TiIbKO Mpie

B mgumy, Ta # cxoBaBCH.

EINuIior

HdaBHO Te MUHYJIO, K, Majla AUTHHA,
CupoTa B pAOHMHI, 1 KOJIUCh GiiyKaB

Be3 cBuTh, 6e3 xsi6a no Tii YKpaiHi,

He 3ani3usik, ['oHTa 3 CBsYEHMM TyJIsB.
JlaBHO Te MHHYJIO, SIK TUMH LLISIXaMH,

Hde ¥duuiM raigamaky,— MajJMMM HOramMu
XopuB s, Ta IUlakaB, Ta JIIOAEH LIYKaB,
1106 po6py HaBuwau. SI Tenep 3rapmas,
3ragas, Ta i Xalb CTaI0, WO JUXO0 MHHYJIO.
Mononee nuxo! sikGM TH BEPHYIOCH,
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I bury them instead.”

Again he kissed them, made the cross,
The cloth drew o’er their heads,

And earth he then began to pile:
“Rest in your hole, my sons,

Your mother, bitch, did not provide
Fine beds to lie upon.

Without corn-flower wreaths and rue,
My sons, you'll have to sleep.

Please pray to God, I beg of you,
That he should punish me

Yet on this earth for what I did,

For this most awful crime.

Forgive me, sons! You I forgive

That Catholics you died.”

He levelled off the earth and laid
Green sod upon the grave,

So none could tell where Gonta made
His sons’ last resting place.

“Sleep well, my lads, and wait for me,
I will not tarry long.

My knife cut short your span of life,
The same will be my lot.

They’ll kill me, too.... May it be soon!
But who will bury me?

The Haidamaki! Just once more

I'll join them on a spreel...”

So Gonta went; his shoulders sagged,

He tripped as though were blind.

The burning town lit his path;

He raised his eyes and smiled —

A smile most awful to behold.

He looked back on the field,

And wiped his eyes.... And then by smoke
The Cossack was concealed.

EPILOGUE

Much time has gone by, since a child, a poor orphan,

In sacking and coatless, without any bread,

I roamed that Ukraine where Zaliznyak and Gonta

With sanctified sabres had wreaked vengeance dread.
Much time has gone by since, along those same highways
Where rode Haidamaki, exhausted and sore

I tramped through the country, its high roads and byways,
And weeping, sought people to teach me good lore.

As now I recall them, my youthful misfortunes,

I grieve that they’re past! I would trade present fortune
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MpominsB 6u moso, WO Maio Temep.
3ragaio Te JMXo0, cTenu Ti Geskpai,

I GaTbka, i miga cTaporo 3rajaio...
Hinych we rynse, a 6aTeko BxXe BMep.
Bysano, B Heailo, 3aKpUBLIM MiHEIO 2,
IMo yapui 3 cyciioM BHMIMBIUM Ti€i,
BaTbKo Aiga Mpocuthb, W06 TOM po3Ka3as
Mpo KoniiBuuHy, sk KOJMCh OyBaso,

Ak 3ani3usk, 'oHTa AsAxiB Mokapas.
CroniTHii ouyi, AK 30pi, cisnm,

A CJIOBO 3a CJIOBOM CMislIOCh, JIMJIOCH:
Sk naxu koHanu, Ak CMila ropina.
Cycian op cTpaxy, oA >Kajio HIMLIH.

I MeHni, MasioMy, He pa3 [d0BeJOCH

3a TuTaps maakatb. I HiXTO He Gauwus,
IIlo Masla AMTHHA y KYTOUKy IUIaye.
Cnacubi, aigycio, o TH 3axoBaB

B rosoBi cToniTHIi Ty ciaBy Ko3auy:

S 1i oHykaM Temep po3Ka3as.

Bubavaiite, aoae 106pi,
Illo xo3aubKy ciaBy
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If only those days could be brought back again.
Those evils, the steppes that seem stretching forever,
My father and grandfather old I remember....

My father is gone, but my granddad remains.

On Sundays, on closing the book of the saints

And drinking a glass with the neighbours, my father
Would beg of my granddad to tell us the story

Of the Haidamaki revolt long ago,

How Gonta, Zaliznyak once punishment gory
Inflicted on Poles. And the ancient eyes glowed
Like stars in the night as the old man related

How gentry folk perished and how Smila burned....
The neighbours from horror and pity near fainted.
And I, a wee fellow, the churchwarden mourned,
Yet, nobody noticed, all gripped by the horror,

The child that was weeping alone in the corner.

I thank you, my granddad, ’twas you that preserved
The story I've told of the old Cossack glory:

And by the grandchildren it now will be heard.

I beg your pardon, readers dear,
That artlessly I spin
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Tak HaBMaHHS po3Ka3sylio,
Be3 KHMXHOI cnpaBu.

Tak Aig Koauch po3Ka3yBas,
Hexaii 3gopoB Gyae!

A s 3a HuM. He 3HaB crapmii,
Illo nUCbMEHHI J0ae

Tii peui NPOYNTAIOTD.
Bubauait, aigycio,—

Hexaii n1a10Th; a A MOKK

Ho cBoix BepHycs

Ta poBeny Bxe A0 Kpalo,
JoBeny — CHOUMHY

Ta xou Kpi3b COH MOAMBJIIOCH
Ha Ty ¥Ykpainy,

Je xoawnu raigaMaku

3 CBATUMM HOXXaMH,—

Ha 1i wnsxu, wo s Mipss
Manumu Horamm.

IMorynsim raipamakm,
Ho6pe norymsuin:

Tpoxu He piK LLIAXETCbKOIO
Kpos'io HanyBaiu

VkpaiHy, Ta ¥ 3aMOBKJIM —
Hoxi nowep6uin.

Hema I'oHTH; Hema oMy
XpecTa, Hi MOTWIH.

Byiini BiTpH po3maxammu
INonin raitpamakw,

I HiKOMy MOMOJIUTHCb,
HixoMy 3amiakatsb.

OpuH TifbKO OpaT Ha3BaHMii
OcTaBcb Ha CiM CBITIi,

Ta i Toif — nouyB, 10 TaK CTPALIHO
IMekenbHii gitn

Moro 6para 3amyumm,
3asi3HAK 3ams1akaB

Bnepuie 3poay; cibo3u He BTep,
YMep HeGopaka.

Hynbra itoro 3amaBuia

Ha uy>xomy noumni,

B yyxy 3ems10 mosoxxuna:
Taka #oro pons!
CyMHO-CYMHO raiigamaku
3ani3Hyio cuay

IToxoBasu; Hacumanu
Bucoky Moruy;

3annakanu, po3iduLINCH,
Bigkina B3simcs.
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This yarn of bygone Cossack feats,
Without the bookish skill.

I’'m just repeating granddad’s tale —
Good health to him! — and he

Ne’er dreamed that there would come a day
When learned folk would read

His narrative. Now don’t be hurt,

Old granddad — let them rant.

And in the meantime I'll return

To my small rebel band,

And when I've led them to the end,
I'll rest — and then again,

At least in dreams, my eyes shall look
Upon that fair Ukraine

Where once the Haidamaki roved
And awful vengeance wreaked,
Whose roads I measured years ago
With blistered naked feet.

The Haidamaki had a spree,

Made merry unrestrained:

With gentry’s blood almost a year
They watered the Ukraine,

Then were no more — their dented blades
Were put away to rust

And Gonta’s gone: no cross or grave
To mark his place of rest.

O’er all the steppe the wild wind swept
The Cossack dust away,

No one was left to mourn his death
Or for his soul to pray.

A foster-brother yet remained

Alive upon the earth;

But when he learned the fiendish fate
The devils had reserved

For Gonta, how his brother died —
For the first time in life

Old Zaliznyak began to cry.

He did not wipe his eyes,

But pined away, and soon was dead;
He died in foreign parts,

In foreign earth his bones were laid:
So hapless was his lot!

Their iron chief with deepest grief
The Haidamaki bore

To bury in a foreign field;

They built a mound, and mourned
Awhile, then brushed their tears away
And went back whence they came.
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OauH TiAbKO MiK Spema

Ha kuit noxwimscH,

CrosnB poBro. «CnounHb, 6aTbKy,
Ha uyxomy mnoui,

Bo Ha cBOiM HeMa Micus,

Hema micus BoJi...

Cnun, Ko3aue, Aywma wupal
XT0-Hebyab 3ragac».

IMimoB cTenoM cipomaxa,
Cnbo3u yTHpae.

JLoBro, A0Bro orjsgaBcs,
Ta # He BMAKO CTano.
OnHa yopHa cepep cTemny
Moruna ocrtanach.

IMocisn raitgamaku

B VYkpaiHi xwuro,

Ta He BOHM HOro Xasw,
Illo Mycum poGutu?

Hema npaBau, He BUpOCa;
KpuBaa noBusae...
Posiituuincs raitpamakw,
Kyau sikuit 3Hae:

XTo momomy, XTo B AiGpoBy,
3 HOXEM y XaifBi,

Xunis kinyate. Taka i goci
OcTtanacs caasa *°.

A TMM Y4acOM CTapoOAaBHIO
Ciu pospyiiHyBanu:

Xto Ha Ky6aub, xTo 3a [dyHail,
TifbKO i OCTaNUCD,

Illo moporu cepen cremy.
PeByTb-3aBMBaIOTh:
«IToxoBanu AiTeit HawMX

I Hac po3puBaIOTH».

PeByTb C0Gi it peBiTUMYTb —
Ix none Munynu;

A VYkpaiHa HaBikny,

HaBiku 3acHyna.

3 Toro yacy B YKpaiHi
Xuro 3eneHie;

He uytb nnauy, Hi rapmaru,
Tineko BiTep Big,

Harunae Bep6m B rai,

A THpcy Ha mosi.
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Yarema, leaning on his staff,

Long stood beside the grave.
“Rest, father, in this foreign place,
For in our native land

No longer is there any space,

Nor freedom to be had....

Sleep soundly, honest Cossack soul!
You won’t forgotten be.”

Across the steppe Yarema went,

His tears still flowing free,

And he kept always looking back,

Till he was lost to sight.

Then just the grave mound in the steppe
Was dark against the sky.

By Haidamaki with good seed
Ukraine had then been sown,

The harvest, though, they did not reap.
So. what is to be done?

The seeds of justice did not sprout;
Instead, injustice grew....

The Haidamaki all dispersed,

Each chose what he would do:

Some just went home, but others took
To forests with their blades

To prey on merchants. This repute
To our own days remains. 3

The ancient Cossack fortress, Sich,
Then later was laid waste:

Some Cossacks ’cross the Danube fled,
Some to Kuban escaped;

That’s all that’s left — except the plaint
The Dnieper rapids howl:

“They finished off our sons, and aim
To pulverise us now!”

But people, passing by, don’t heed
The rapids’ angry roar;

And the Ukraine is fast asleep,

Asleep for evermore.

Since those grim years the grain grows green
And lush across Ukraine;

No screams are heard, no carnage seen;

The winds blow ’'cross the plains,

They bend the willows in the wood

And grasses on the lea.
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Bce 3amoBkJs10. Hexait MOBUMTB:
Taka 60a Bons.

Tinbko yacoM yBeuepi
IMonaa AHinpoM, raem
InyTh cTapi raiinamakm,
Inyuu cniBaloTh:

«A B Haworo I'anaitgu xata Ha mMoMmocTi.
I'paii, mope! mobpe, mope!
Hobpe 6yae, lanaiigal»

[Kaitens —
aucronad 1841)



Now silence reigns. That is what God
Has willed. So let it be.

But sometime, when the day is done,
And all is warm with spring,

Old Haidamaki walk along

The Dnieper’s banks and sing:

“Our good Halaida’s house has floors.
Let the sea surge! Let the sea swelll
Halaida, all will yet be well!”

[April-November
1841]

Translated
by John Weir



MEPEAMOBA

Mo moBi — nepeamoBa. MoxHa i 6e3 Hei, Tak ocb Gaure
wo: Bce, w0 s 6ayuB HaAPyKOBaHOro,— TiILKO 6auus,

a npouuTasB Ayxe He6araTo,— BCIOAM € MEPEACIOBO,

a B MeHe HeMma. SIk6u s He apykysaB cBoix «Iaipamaxis»,
To BOHO 6 He Tpeba i mepeAMOBH. A KO/M BXe MycKaio
B Jloamn, To Tpeba i 3 uuM, o6 He cMisUcb

Ha 00ipBaHLiB, W06 He ckazanu: «Or skwill xiba mian
Ta 6aTbK¥ AypHiwi Gysau, wWo He MycKanu B J0AMU
HaBiTb rpaMaTku 6e3 npeaucnoBis». Tak, nane6i, Tax,
pubauaiite, Tpe6a npeaucnosie. Tak sk xe ioro
CKOMMOHOBaTh? wob, 3HaeTe, He Gya0 i Kpusay,

wo6 He Gysno i mpaBau, a Tak, K BCi MPEAMC/IOBiA
KOMMOHYIOTbCA. X0y ybuii, He BMilo; Tpeba 6 xBaauTb,
TaK COpOM, a ryauTb He xoueTbcsi. HauHem xe y xe
Ha4yaao KHUTHU CHL e Beceao MOAUBUTBCA Ha
cninoro ko63aps, sK BiH cuauTb cobi 3 xJslonuem,
cainui, Mig TUHOM, 1 Becesi0 MOC/IyXaTh iOro, fK BiH
3acniBa€ AyMy npo Te, WO AaBHO Ais10Cb, ik Goponucs
JIIXM 3 KO3aKaMu; Beceno... a Bce-Taku ckaxew: «Cnasa
6ory, WO MUHYNI0»,— a HAATO SIK 3rafla€w, WO MU OAHOT
MaTepi aiTv, wo BCi mMu caap’sive. Cepue 601uThb,

a po3ka3yBaTb TpeGa: Hexai 6ayaTb CHHM i BHYKM, WO
6aThKM iX MOMWIANNCH, HeXal GpaTalTbCA 3HOBY 3 CBOIMHU
soporamu. Hexail XMTOM-NLIEHMLIEIO, IK 30JI0TOM, MOKPHUTa,
HEepO3MEeXXOBaHOI0 OCTaHeThCA HaBiKM O MOps i 10
Mops — cJaB'aHcbkas 3emas. [Ipo Te, wo pisnocs Ha
Vkpaini 1768 poky, po3ka3ylo Tak, AK 4yB OA CTapmx
JI0AeH; HaAPYKOBAHOro i KPUTUKOBAHOTO HIiYOro He
unras, 60, 3maeTbCcsA, i HeMa Hivoro. Tanaipa BnonoBuHY
BUAYMaHMii, a CMepPTb BLIBIIAHCBKOrO TUTAps MpaBAMBA,
60 we € aoau, KoTpi ioro 3Hanu. Fonra i 3anisusk,
OTaMaHH TOro KpPOBaBOTO Aila, MOXe, BUBEAEHI B MeHe
He TakK, sIk BOHM Oysiu,— 3a ue He pyuatoch. Hin i,
Hexait 310poB Gyae, KOJM 3ayuHa Po3Ka3yBaTb
wo-Hebyab Take, wo He cam 6aums, a 4yB, TO crepiy
ckaxe: «Konn crapi ntoau GpewryTs, TO it 51 3 HUMMY,

T. LlleBueHko
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FOREWORD

After the word comes the foreword; although it could have
been done without. But, you see, here’s what: everything
that I have seen in print — only seen, since I've not read
very much — has a foreword, and I haven’t got one; if I
weren't printing my Haidamaki, there would be no need

of a foreword either. But once I'm sending them out into the
world, they should have something to go with, so people
shouldn’t jeer at the ragamuffins and say: “See what he’s
like! Can it be that our grandfathers and fathers were more
foolish than he, since they didn’t put out even a grammar
textbook without a foreword?” Yes, indeed, it’s so, I beg your
pardon, a foreword is needed. But how should it be
composed? — you know, that it shouldn’t contain
falsehoods, nor should it contain the truth, but be the way
all forewords are composed. Even though you kill me, I
don’t know how to do it; I'm ashamed to give praise, and

I don’t want to disparage. But let us at last begin the
beginning of this book: it is a pleasure to look on a blind
kobzar as he sits there, sightless, with a boy, beside a
hedge, and it is a pleasure to listen to him, as he sings a
ballad about what took place long ago, how the Poles and
Cossacks fought — it is a pleasure... and yet you'll say:
“Thank God that it’s past”, the more so when you recall
that we are one mother’s sons, that we are all Slavs. The
heart is sore, but it must be told: let the sons and grandsons
see that their parents erred, let them fraternize again with
their enemies. May the Slavic land, covered with rye and
with wheat as though with gold, remain forever without
borders from sea unto sea. I am relating what happened

in the Ukraine in 1768 the way I heard it from old people;

I haven’t read anything about it that has been printed and
criticized because, it seems, there is nothing of the kind to
read. Halaida is semi-invented, but the death of the Vilshana
churchwarden is true, because there are still people alive
who knew him. Perhaps Gonta and Zaliznyak, the atamans
of that bloody affair, are depicted by me not as they were —
I do not guarantee that. My grandfather, may he stay hale,
whenever he begins to relate something which he hadn’t
seen himself, but heard from others, starts by saying: “If the
old folks are lying, I'll lie along with them.”

T. Shevchenko
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CAMAJIIS !

«Oit Hema, HEMa Hi BiTpYy, Hi XBHJi
I3 Hawoi Ykpainu!

Yy TaM paay pajsTh, K Ha TypKa CTaTH,
He uyeMo Ha 4yXXHHi.

O nosii, MOBiM, BiTpe, yepe3 Mope
Ta 3 Benukoro Jlyry ?,

Cywu Hauwi cJbO3M, 3arJylid KaijgaHH,
Po3siii Hawy TyTy.

O#i 3arpait, 3arpaif, cHHeCeHbke Mope,
Ta mig TuMu Gaitnakamu,

Illo maMBYTh KO3aKH, Ti/IbKO MPilOTh LIANKH,
Ta Ha ceit 6ik 3a Hamu.

Oit 60xe Haw, 6oxe, X04 i HE 3a HaMH,
Hecu ™1 ix 3 YkpaiHu:

IMouyeMo cnaBy, K03aLbKYIO CJIaBy,
ITouyemo, Ta ¥ 3aruHem».

Orak y CkyTapi Ko3aku cCHiBajy;
CniBanu, cepaery, a Cl1b03U JIWIHCh;
JInnucs Ko3saupbki, TYTy JOMOBJISUIH.
Bocgop ax 3arpsiccs, 60 3poay He uyB
Ko3zaupbkoro nsjayy; 3acTOorHaB IUMPOKWIA,
I wKypolo, cipuit Gyraii, cTpeneHys,
I xBWIIO, peByuH, AajieKo-AajeKo
Y cuHee Mope Ha pebpax mocias.
I mope pesBHyno Bocdoposy Mosy,
Y Jluman norHano, a Jluman dHinposi
Tyio Xyp6y-MoBy Ha XBWIi MOAaB.
3aperoraBcs Aig Hawl AYXHH,
AX miHa 3 yca morekJa.
«Yu cnum, yu uyew, Gpate Jlyxe?
XopTtuue! cecTpo?»
3aryaa
«Xopruusa ° 3 Jlyrom: «Uyro! uyrol»
I Ouinp ykpuau Gaitpaxw,
I 3acniBasiu- KO3aKu:

3

«Y TypkeHi, no TimMm Goui,
Xara Ha MOMOCTi.
Taii, rait! mope, rpai,
PeBu, ckeni namait!
INoigeMo B rocri.
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HAMALIYA '

“Oh, the winds are mute, the tides do not carry
Good tidings to us from Ukraine!

Do the Cossacks meet, the Turk plan to harry?
For news we are waiting in vain.

Blow, ye north wind, blow across the blue water
From Luh,? from the fields of Ukraine,

Dry our bitter tears and drown our chains’ clatter,
And ease the poor prisoners’ pain.

Roll, oh roll, ye sea, as hither you’re bearing
The bold Cossacks’ boats from Ukraine,

When they sail to save their unhappy brethren
Who languish in Tutkey in chains.

Even, O God, if they come not to free us,
Still send them across from Ukraine;

Word of their exploits will reach us in prison
And light our last days with their fame.”

"Twas thus in Skutari that Cossacks were singing,
Unfortunate captives, their tears running free,
The tears of the Cossacks, their woe overbrimming.
The Bosphorus shook, for it never before
Had heard Cossacks weeping; the grey bull in anguish
The hide on his back ’gan to shake with a roar
And sent the blue waves down his ribs with the message
Of Cossack misfortune full-speed to the sea.
The sea heard the tidings which Bosphorus bellowed
And passed the sore plaint on to Liman, which trembled
And told it in ripples to Dnieper’s deep stream.

With foam upon his hoary whiskers,

Our mighty grand-dad thunder-roared:

“Hey, brother Luh, Khortitsya 3 sister!

D’ye hear? What are you waiting for!”

“We hear, we hear!” they promptly answered.

The Dnieper soon with boats was thronged,

And Cossack voices rose in song:

“Ho, the Turk’s across the water
Where the surf is pounding.
Hey, hey! Pound, ye waves,
Wear the rocks all away!
Visitors are coming.
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VY TypKeHi y KHILUEeHi
Tanspwu *-gykaru.
He xuweHi TPYCHTb,
Inem pizatb, naauTh,
BpartiB BU3BOJATH.

Y TypkeHi siHM4apu
I 6ama Ha nasi.
Toit ru, Boporu!
Mu He maem Barm!
Hawa Bons i cnaaBal»

IauByTh cob6i cniBaioun,
Mope BiTep uye;
IMonepeay I'amanin
Baiinakom kepye.
Iamanilo, cepue miie:
Ckaswiocst mMope.

He 3nsxae! — i cxoBanuch
3a xBuai — 3a ropm.

Hpimae B rapeMi — B paio Bi3zauris 5
1 Cxyrap apimae; Bocdop knekoruts,
HeHaue ckaXxeHwmii: TO CTOrHe, TO BHE:
Momy BizanTiio xoueTbcst 36yauTh.
«He 6yau, Bocdope: 6yne T06i rope,
Tsoi 6ur1i peGpa mickoM 3aHecy,
¥ mya noxosaiwo! (Pese cuHe Mmope).
Xifa Tn He 3Haell, AKMX S HeCy
Iocreit po cynrana?»

Tak Mope cnuHsUIO
(JIio6uno 3aB3sATHX uybaTux cnas'siH).
Bocdop cxameHyBcsi. Typkeus apimana,
ApimaB y rapemi Jlejauuii CysTaH.
Tineko y CkyTapi, B ckyeny, He ApiMalOThb
Ko3zaku cepoern. Yoro Bouu xayTtb?
IMo-cBoemy Gora B KaitgaHax 6GnaraioTb,
A xBuni Ha ToM 6ik imyTh Ta peByTb.

«O Mumit 6oxe Ykpainu!
He pa¥t nponactu Ha uyXuHi,
B HeBoJi. BO/IbHMM Ko3aKam!
I copom 1yT, 1 copom Tam —
BcraBaTh 3 uyxoi goMOBMHH,
Ha cyn TBiit npaBeaumit npuiity,
B 3anisax pykd npunectn
I nepex BciMu y kaitgaHax
CraTb K03aKkoBi...»

«Pix i Gwit!
Mopnyit HeBipy Gycypmanal» —
Kpunuatb 3a mypom. XTo Takwmii?
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“Ho, the Turk has roomy pockets
Full of gold and silver.

Not for pelf do we sail,

But for the foe to assail,
Brethren to deliver.

“Ho, the Turkish janissaries,
Pasha, too, are snoring.
Ha, ho! Tremble, foe!
We'll not temper the blow!
Liberty and glory!”

So, singing free, they set asea;

Oh, the sea’s unruly.

In the lead boat Hamaliya

Steers his vessel truly.

Hamaliya, the heart falters:

The sea’s gone a-rocker!

They don’t take fright! — Soon they’re hidden
By the surging water.

In luxury pillowed, Byzantium ‘ drowses

At ease in his harem, Skutar’ at his side.

The Bosphorus clamours, intent on arousing

The Turk from his slumber, to thwart the surprise.
The sea roared in fury: “I swear that I'll bury
You, Bosphorus Strait, beneath mountains of sand
Unless you are silent!... D’ye see whom I'm bearing
To visit the sultan?... Be still, I command!”

The Bosphorus quaked at the sea’s angry thunder
(The sea loved those resolute, long-whiskered Slavs)
And stopped its commotion. And so the Turks slumbered.
At ease in his harem the sultan relaxed.

Only in Skutari the captives weren'’t sleeping

In their dreadful dungeon. For what do they wait?
God's help in their trouble they are beseeching,
While waves on the outside keep pounding away.

“Do not permit, God of Ukraine,

That freedom-loving Cossacks perish

In foreign prisons, clad in chains!

A blot today, ’twill be black shame

If we, who liberty so cherish,

Will rise up from a foreign grave

On that, the final Judgement Day,

And face the hosts in shameful shackles....”
Then from behind the walls a cry

Rang through the night, “On, on to battle!
The Moslem pagans smite and slay!”
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Tamanio, cepue Mi€:

Ckyrap ckaxeHie!

«Pixre! Guiitel» — Ha dopreni
Kpuuure Tamanis.

Pese rapmatamn CkyTapa,
PeByTb, JIIOTYIOTb BOPOIH;
K o3aurso nperbcsi 6e3 Baru —
1 MOKOTWJIMCH SIHMYapH.
Famania no Ckyrapi —
Mo nekay ryase,
Cam xypaury ® po36usae,
Kaitgpanu snamae:
«BuuiTtaiite, cipi nraxm,
Ha 6azap go naiol»
CTpeneHyJnCb COKOJIATA,
Bo paBHO He uyau
XpeiueHoi Tii MOBHM.
I Hiu cTpenenynach:
He 6aunna crapa maru
Ko3zaupbkoi nnatu.
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Oh, the very blood is blazing.
Skutari goes crazy.

“Kill them! Slay them!” Hamaliya
The fortress is razing.

The cannon of Skutari thundered,

And yet the Turks could not survive

The daring of the Cossack drive —

The janissary guards went under.
Hamaliya through Skutari —
Through Hades — is racing;

First into the prison breaking,

He knocks off the bracelets.

“Fly free, birds of falcon feather,
Join the merry-making!”

The grey falcons aroused themselves,
For long had they waited

To hear good Christian speech again.
The night, too, awakened;

Dear old mother, she had never
Seen how Cossacks settle
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He nskaiics, noguBucs

Ha 6GeHkeT Ko3aumii.

TeMHO BCIOAM, fAK Y GYyAeHb,
A cBsTO uMMase.

He 3noaii 3 Famaniem
InsaTh MoOBUKM cano

Be3 mauunka. «3acsirumol»
Ho camoi xMapu

3 WomMCcTMMN KopabasiMu
IManae Ckyrapa.

BizauTisi npobypkanacs,
Burpimae oui,

IMeperumBa Ha momory,
3ybamu ckperoye.

PeBe, motye BizaHTin:
Pykamu Geper gocrae;
Jdocrana, 3UKHyJa, BCTa€ —

I Ha HoXax B KpoOBi HiMie.
CkyTap, MOB MeKJIO Te, MaJac;
Yepes Ga3zapu KpoB Teue,
Bocdop mupokuit gonmsae.
Henaue nraxu 4opHi B rai,
Ko3aurso cmisimBo Jirtae.
HixTo Ha cBiTi He BTeue!
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Accounts with foes. Have no terror,
Watch the Cossack revel.

Why should Cossacks feast in darkness
At a celebration! —

They’re not robbers that in the night
They should eat raw bacon

Without a fire. “Let us have light!”
Soon the clouds were scorching —
Skutari burned and the galleys

Were turned into torches.

Byzantium at last awoke

And beheld the slaughter,

Gnashing his teeth, to the rescue

He swam ’cross the water.

Byzantium in frenzy rages

And clutches madly at’ the shore,

Takes hold, rears up — then, laved with gore,
Sinks down beneath the Cossack sabres.

Like hell-fire all Skutari blazes;

The Bosphorus is filled with blood

Which gushes from the market-places.

Like blackbirds flitting through a wood

The Cossacks comb the raging Hades

To see that none escape the sword!
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OroHb 3amekaux He meue.
PyitHyloTb MypH, cpi6o-310TO
HecyTp mamnkamMu KO3akKu

I HacunaoTb Gaiigaku.

TFopurb CkyTap, cTUXa pobora,
[ xsionui CXOAATbCS; 3IMLIIUCD,
JItonbku 3 MOXKapy 3aKypHIIH,
Ha Gaitpaku — Ta i NOTATAH,
PByun uepBOHi ropu-XBHIIi.
IMauByTh coBi HIOU 3 mOMmYy,
Tak OyuiM rynsioTb,

Ta, 3BuyaiiHe 3aMOpPOXLUi,
[MauByuYn CMiBalOTh:

«Haw oraman I'amanis,
OTtaMaH 3aB3ATHIA:

3abpaB xJ0NUIB Ta il noixas
ITo mopio ryasrw,

[To Mopio ryasTu,

Cnasu n06yBaTu,

I3 TypeupKkoi HeBo.i
Bparis BU3BOAATH.

Oit npuixaB amanis

Ax y ty Ckyrapy,—
Cuasatb OpaTH-3amopoXKLi,
M oXugaoTb Kapu.

Oi sk kpukHyB 'amanisi:
«Bpartu, 6yaem xutu,
Byaem )XXWTH, BUHO MHUTH,
SluMyapa 6uTH,

A KypeHi KMJIMMaMH,
OkcaMHUTOM KpUTHU!»
Busitann 3anoposxui

Ha nan XxuTo Xatw;
JKuTo Xasu, B KOMHU KjIajH,
T'yprom 3acmiBanu:
«Cnasa T06i, F'amanie,

Ha BBecb CBIT BeJMKHIf,—
Ha BBech CBIT BeJIMKMH,
Ha Bcio Ykpainy,

Llo He maB T TOBapUCTBY
3ruHyTb Ha 4yXXHUHil»

ITniuByTh crniBalouM; IJMBe
To3an 3aB3siTui Tamanisn:
Open opasAT MOB CTepeXe;
I3 [appaunesuniB BiTep Bie,
A He XeHeTbcs BizaHris:
BoHa 6oiTbcs, mo6 YepHeun ’
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Fire holds no terror for this brood.
They raze the fortress; then they carry
The gold and silver in their caps

Back to their boats. And now the task
Is done. There is no need to tarry.
The lads assembled at the shore.

Their pipes with burning brands they started,
Boarded their boats, took to the oars —
The crimson waves before them parted.
More like coming from an outing

Than from war returning,

With rousing songs, Cossack fashion
'Cross the sea they journey:

“Our ataman Hamaliya

Is a chieftain daring,

His good crew he took acruising
Asea for an airing;

Asea for an airing,

Fame and fortune sharing,
Freeing brothers from the prison
Where they were despairing.

To Skutari Hamaliya

Boldly went afaring.

There our Cossack lads in irons
Sat for death preparing.
‘Brothers!” called out Hamaliya,
The lads liberating,

‘Life awaits you, celebrating,
Turks exterminating,

Our Cossack camps with tapestries
And silks decorating!’

Swiftly came the Cossacks flying
The harvest to gather;

Stoutly reaping, corpses heaping,
They sang all together:

“Glory to you, Hamaliya,

O’er Ukraine’s wide spaces,

O’er Ukraine’s wide spaces

Your name will be cherished
That you didn’t let the Cossacks
In slavery perish.””

So sail the Cossacks home with song;
Behind, the doughty Hamaliya

Keeps watch — the eagle guards his young;
From Dardanelles the wind blows freely,
Yet not a sign of Turk flotilla;

The Turk’s afraid the Monk ® again
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He 3acsituB I'anaty ® 3HOBY

AGo retbman Ipan ITigkosa °

He winkHyB B Mope Ha paieup '’
IManByTh c0Gi, a 3-3a xBuni
CoHlle XBWIIO YEPBOHMTB;

Ilepen HuMn Mope muie
TOMOHUTb i KJIEKOTHTb.

Tamanie, BiTep Bie,
Ocb-ocb Haule Mope!

I cxoBannucsa 3a xBuai —
3a poxesi ropm.

[XKoereno —
nepwa nonosuna
aucronada 1842)



May build a bonfire at Galata, °
Or that a new Pidkova ’ wrathful
Will call to battle on the main.
Soon the morning sun, arising,
Crimson tints the dancing waves;
Stretching out to the horizon
Friendly seas embrace the brave.

Hamaliya, feel the breezes....

Our home seas are pounding!...
Then the Cossack boats are hidden
By billows like mountains.

[October — first half
of November, 1842)

Translated
by John Weir



COH

Komedis

Ayx uctunbl, eco xe mup
He MOXeT NnpustTu,
AKO He eudur ezo,
HUXKe 3HaeT ezo.
Hoanna, znasa 14,
crux 17

Y BcsAKOro cBOsi A0S

[ CBifl WASIX LWIMPOKHMI:
Toit mypye, To¥ pyHHye,
To# HecuTUM OKOM

3a kpait cBiTa 3a3upae —
Yu HeMa KpaiHH,

11106 3arap6aTth i 3 co6oro
B3sitb y nomoBuny,

To# Ty3amu obupae
Csara B #oro xari,

A TON HHULIKOM Yy KYTOUYKY
TFocTputb HiX Ha Gpara.
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A DREAM

A Comedy

Even the spirit of truth;
whom the world cannot receive,
because it seeth him not,
neither knoweth him.
John, Chapter 14,
Verse 17

Each man on earth has his own fate,
Each one his highway wide:

This one builds up, that one lays waste,
And that casts greedy eyes

O’er all the globe, to find somewhere
A land not yet enslaved,

Which he could conquer and then bear
With him into the grave.

This fellow in his neighbour’s home
His host cleans out at cards,

While that one in a corner hones

A blade for brother’s heart.
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A TOIf, TAXMIA Ta TBepe3uM,
Boro6os3nusuii,

Sk kiweuka, MiaKpageTbCs,
Buixae HellacJuBUMH

VY TeGe uac Ta it 3amycTHUTh
IMa3ypi B nevyiHKku,—

I He Onaraii: He BUMOJATb
Hi gitn, Hi XiHka.

A TO¥, LWeapHii Ta PO3KOLIHMH,
Bce xpamu Mypye;

Ta OTeyecTBO TaK JIOOUTD,
Tak 3a HMM GifKye,

Tak i3 #oro, cepaeLIHOro,
KpoB, fik Boay, TOYMTB!..

A Gparisi MOBYMTb COOi,
Butpiwusiumn oui!

Sk srusara: «Hexan,— kaxe,—
Moxe, Tak i TpeGa».

Tak i Tpe6a! 60 Hemae
Tocnoga Ha Hebi!

A Bu B fApMi magaere

Ta sikoroch pao

Ha Ttim cBiti Osaraere?
Hemace! Hemae!

Illkoaa i mpaui. CxameHiTbCs:
¥Yci Ha ciM cBiTi —

I uapsra i crapuara —
AJaMoBi JiTH.

I To#... i TOM... a IO X TO A?!
Ocb o, Ao6pi Joan:

S ryasiio, GeHkeTylo

B ueaino i B 6yaeHb.

A BaM HygnHoO! xankyere!
€i-6ory, He uylo,

I ne kpuuits! S cBoo m'io,
A He KpOB JIIOJCBKYIO.

Orak iAyun MOmiATUHHIO

3 GeHKeTy I'sIHMM yHOUi,

S mipkyBas cobi iayuu,

ITokM AOIUIEHTABCb A0 XAaTHMHH,

A B MeHe aiTM He KpH4aTh
I xiHka He nae,
Tuxo, sk y pai,

Ycoan 6oxa 6aarogath —
I B cepui, i B xari.
OTOX s Jir cnaTu.

A BXe Mianuaui siK 3acHe,

To xou KOTH rapMmar,
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Then there’s the sober citizen,

The worthy, pious kind,

Who'll creep up like a cat and then
Bide patiently his time

Until with hardship you’re beset,

And then he’ll pounce! — Don’t plead:
The tears your wife and children shed
Won’t save you from his teeth.

And that one, generous and grand,

A fervent patriot,

So deeply loves his native land,

So worries o’er its lot,

As from his country’s heart he sucks
The blood as though ’twas water!...
The brethren meanwhile sit and look,
Their eyes agape like saucers!

And bleat like lambs: “Perhaps it was
Ordained thus from on high.”

That’s how ’twas meant to be! Because
There’s no God in the sky!

You pull your yoke until your breath
Gives out and you are done,

Yet pray for heaven after death?

In vain! There’s none! There’s none!
Your labour’s lost. Come to! Come to!
In this world everyone —

The princes, and the beggars, too,—
They all are Adam’s sons.

Both he... and he.... What'’s this I prate?
What is it all about?

I banquet every single day,

Carouse day in, day out,

While you with envy burn and hate!
Don’t scold: 'Twill do no good —

I'm deaf to you! I drink my own,
And not the people’s blood!

Such thoughts went flitting through my head

As tipsy from a merry feast
In dead of night, on reeling feet,
I made my way to home and bed.
No bawling child or nagging spouse —
Have I to spoil my rest —
With perfect peace I'm blest
Both in my mind and in my house.
I climbed into my bed
And soon slept like the dead.
And when a man has had a few,
Though cannon roar he still will snore,
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I ycom He MoprHe.

Ta it coH Xe, COH, Hanmpouya AVUBHHM,

MeHi npMcHUBCS —
Haitteepesimuit 61 ynuscs,
Ckynmit Xugiora aas 6M IpUBHIO,
11[06 no3upHyTb Ha Ti AMBa.

Ta yopra 3 gsa!
Nusmocs: Tak OyuimMm cosa
Jletutb siyramm, Oeperamu, Ta HETPSIMH,

Ta raun6Gokumu sipam,

Ta WHMPOKUMH CTemnamu,

Ta 6aitpakamu.

A 5 3a Helw, Ta 3a Helo,
Jleuy # mpowamocs 3 3eMieio:
«[Tpowai, cBite, npouiai, zeme,
Henpusaaumii kpaio,
Moi Myku, Moi JIOTi
B xmapi 3axosaro.
A T™H, Mos1 YKpaiHo,
BesrananHa BaOBO,
S po tebe niratumy
3 Xxmapu Ha poO3MOBY.
Ha po3moBy THXOCyMmHY,
Ha paagy 3 To6oio;
OniBHOuYI magaTUMy
PsicHoto pocoio.
IMopagumock, nmocymyem,
IToku coHue BcTane;
IToku TBOI Mani airu
Ha Bopora ctanyTts.
IMpowait xe T, MOsA HeHe,
Ynoso ueboro,
Tomy# piTok; XuBa npaBaa
V rocnoga 6oral»

Jletum. [dusniocs, ax CBiTae,
Kpait ne6a nanae,
ConoBeiiko B TeMHIM rai
CoHue 3ycTpivae.
TuxeceHbko Bitep Bi€,
Ctenu, 1aHU MPpIlOTb,

Mex sipamu Hapg cTaBamu
Bep6u 3e/€HIIOTD.

Cagy psICHI MOXHIMJIUCH,
Tonousi mo Boni

Crosith C0Gi, MOB CTOpOXa,
Po3MoBasioTs 3 nmosem.

I Bce TO Te, BCA Kpaiua,
IloBuTa Kkpacoio,
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Whatever you may do.
Oh, what a vision rare I saw
In sleep that night:
A staunch abstainer would get tight,
A tightwad would a coin bestow,
If they could only get a glance
At what I saw.
But not a chance!
I dreamed: high in the air’s expanse
It seemed an owl was flying fast
Over meadows, over valleys,
Over river banks and gulleys,
Over woods and over steppes.
And in its wake I flew as well
And bid the earth below farewell:
“Farewell, O world, farewell, O earth,
Unfriendly land, good-bye!
My tortures cruel, my searing pain
Above the clouds I'll hide.
And as for you, my dear Ukraine,
I'll leave the clouds and sky
To fall with dew and talk with you,
Poor widow-country mine.
I'll come at midnight when the dew
Falls heavy on the fields;
And softly, sadly we will talk
Of what the future yields.
Until the rising of the sun
We’ll talk about your woes,
Until your infant sons are grown
And rise against the foes.
Good-bye, my lovely, poor Ukraine,
O widow-land of mine!
Your children rear unto the day
For justice is divine!”

We fly.... I look — the dawn arrives,
The sky’s edge bursts ablaze;

In shady glades the nightingales
Sing out the new sun’s praise.

The breezes softly, lightly wake

The steppelands from their dreams;
In the lush valleys, by the lakes
The willows shimmer green.

The orchards, heavy laden, bow;
The poplars stand at ease

Like sentinels when all is well,

And gossip with the fields.

And all about, the whole land gleams
With nature’s warmest hues,
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Yoro mapHe naaveuu,
Yoro t06i wkona? xib6a tv He Gaumi,
Xi6a TM He uyew JOACBKOro naauy?
To rasiHb, NOAUBUCA: a A NoOJievy
Bucoko, BUCOKO 3a cHHIi XMapwu;
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Why do you vainly weep?
Whom is it you pity? Alas, can’t you see?
And cannot you hear how the multitudes cry?
So go, take a good look! And meantime I'll fly
Into the blue sky, above the grey clouds;
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Hemae Tam BnacTi, HEeMa€e TaM Kapw,
Tam cMixy JIOACBKOrO i IL1ayy He 4yTb.
OH rasinb,— y TiM pai, O TH NMOKUAAEL,
JlaTaHy CBUTHMHY 3 KaJslikM 3HIMalOTb,
3 mKypolo 3HiMaloTb, 60 HiuMM 06yTb
KHsaXaT HEIOPOC/IMX; a OH PO3MUHAIOTH
Brosy 3a mopylliHe, a CMHa KYIOTb,
€AMHOrO CHUHA, EAUHY AUTHHY,
€anHy Hafjlo! B BiliCbKO 0QJalOTD!
Bo itoro, 6Gau, Tpoxu! a OHAe MiA THHOM
OnyxJsia AUTHHA — TOJIOAHEE Mpe,
A MaTH MILIEHWULIO HAa MaHIUMHI XKHe.

A oH 6aunm? oui! oui!

Haiwo Bu 3manucs,

YoM BM 3MasIKy He BUCOXJIH,

CnizbMu He 3auaucs?

To nokpuTKa, MOMiATUHHIO

3 GaiicTpsAM wKaHAMOGaE,

BaTbko 1 MaTH OALypaJMCh,

M uyxi He npuitmaoTh!

Crapui HaBiTh LypaloTbcsll

A mnaHuy He 3Hae,

3 OBaAuATOIO, HEOOJITOK,

Hywi nponupae!’

Yu Gor Gauuth i3-3a XxMapu

Hawi cabo3u, rope?

Moxe, it 6aunTb, Ta momara,

Sk i oTi ropu

INpeaxoBiyHi, w0 moauTi

Kposio moacekorol..

Hyuwe mos yGoras!

JInweHbko 3 TOGOIO.

Yr'eMocs oTpyTolo,

B kpu3i asixem cnartu,

IMouutem aymy ax o 6ora:

Moro posmurary,

Yu posro ure Ha ciM CBiTi

Karam nanyBaTtu?
Jletu X, MOsL ZyMO, MOSL JIIOTa MYKO,
3abepu 3 coboro Bci smxa, BCi 31a,
CBO€E TOBapMCTBO — TH 3 HUMM pOCIa,
Ty 3 HMUMM KOXasach, iX TAXKKil pyku
Te6e nosusanu. Bepu x ix, jsetu
Ta no BcboMy HeOy opay po3nycCTH.

Hexait yopsie, yepBoHie,

ITonyM’siM moBie,

Hexait 3HOBy pura 3mii,
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Where there are no rulers, no prisons or knouts,
No jeers of contempt and no people’s lament.
Go, closer look: in the same Eden which you flee,
His tattered shirt from a poor cripple’s back they tear
With skin and all — because his hide they need
To shoe their princelings with. And over there
A widow’s crucified for taxes, while they drive
Her only son — her only hope! — in chains
Into the army. And there — more dead than live,
A starving babe beside a hedge awaits
Its mother from the feudal lord’s estate.

And there, d’you see? My eyes! My eyes!

While I was yet a child

Why did you not along with tears

Flow out and leave me blind?

An unwed mother with her babe

Is shuffling down the lane —

Her parents drove her from the house,

And none will take her in!

E’en beggars chase her from their midst!

Young master pays no mind:

He’s had some twenty maidens since,

To while away the time!

Does God look from behind a cloud

And see our woes and ills?

Perhaps He does, but helps as much

As do these ancient hills

Which mute and motionless endure

While washed with human gore!

My soul! My miserable soul!

I cannot suffer more.

We shall drink down a poison draught

And sink into the snow,

And send a thought right up to God

And ask if He will tell:

Will hangmen still much longer rule,

And turn earth into hell?
Then leave me, my thoughts, my torment, my pain,
And take away with you all evils, all woes —
Your constant companions! Together you've grown
And clung to each other; by woe were you trained
From earliest childhood. So take them and fly,
Unleash angry riot all over the sky.

Let it turn black, let it turn red,

Let conflagration spread,

Let once again the dragon’s breath

Pile mound on mound of dead.
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TpynoM 3emai0 KpHE.

A Ge3 Tebe s me-HeOyab
Cepue 3axosalo

Ta TuM uyacoM MOLIYyKalo
Ha kpaii cBiTa paio.

I 3HOB Jieuy MOHAJ 3eMJIEI0
I 3HOB npouwlalocs si 3 HeElo.
TsaXKo MaTip MOKMAATH
Y 6Ge3Bepxii xari,
A we ripwe auBuTHCA
Ha cabo3u Ta natm.

Jleuy, sneuy, a BiTep Bi€,
[Mepeno MHOWO cHir 6inie,
Kpyrom Gopu Ta Gosora,
TyMmaH, TymMaH i mycrora.
Jliopeit He 4yTb, He 3HaTh i caigy
JoacbKOi CTpaLIHOI HOrM.
I Boporu it He BOpoOrH,
IpoiaitTe, B rocti He 1puiny!

Ynusaitech, GeHkeTyiiTe —

S1 BXe He Mouylio,

Oaunn cobi HaBik-Biku

B cHiry 3aHouyo.

I noku BM HO3HAETECH,

o we € kpaiHa,

He nmoaurta cabosbmu, Kpos'io,

To s omnouuny...
OAnoumHy... ax CAyxamo —
3arysimn kaipgaHu
Mig 3emnero... 2 Moausmocs...
O mope noraxmii!

Ie th B3sBCA? WO TM POOHIL?

Yoro TH mykaer

Mig 3emnero? Hi, Bxe, mabyTb,

S He 3ax0BalOCh

I na He6il.. 3a wo X Kapa,
3a wo MeHi Myku?

Komy s uio 3anogisis!

Yui TAXKI pyku

B Tini aywy 3akysaim,
Cepue 3anaanimn

I rasmmui cuny —

HOymu posnyctuan??

3a wo, He 3HaIO, a KapawcChb,
I TsXKO Kapaloch!

I konm s cnokyTyio,

198 /199









And meanwhile, I will hide my heart
And go far, far away

And find somewhere a blesséd place,
Where Eden still holds sway.

Again above the earth I fly.

Again I tell the earth good-bye.
It’s hard to leave your mother dear,
No roof above her head,
But harder yet to watch her tears,
Her rags, her lack of bread.

I fly, I fly, the north winds blow;

Before lie endless leagues of snow,

Of swamps and woods, a fog-bound land,

A wilderness untouched by man.

Here not a sound, not e’en a track

Is seen of fearful human feet.

To foe and friend alike I speak:

Farewell! I'm never coming back!
Carouse, make merry all you like!
I'll never hear you now —
All by myself I'll sink to sleep
Forever in the snow.
And till the day comes when you find
There is a corner yet

That’s not been drenched in blood and tears

I’ll take a little rest....

I'll rest a bit.... What’s this I hear?
The clanging sound of chains '
Beneath the earth.... I'll take a look....
Oh, evil human race!

Where have you come from? And what for?

What is it that you seek

Beneath the earth? No! I’'m afraid
There’ll be no rest for me

In heaven too!... What have I done?
For what am I to blame?

To whom and how have I done wrong?
Whose heavy hands have chained

My soul within this searing breast

And set my heart on fire?

And who let loose these clam’ring crows —

These carping thoughts of mine?
Why do I suffer? I don’t know
Why I'm tormented so!

Oh, when will I my sins atone
And pay the debt I owe?
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Konu pixay xpaio,
He Gauy it He 3Haio!!

3apopywnaacs MyCTUHS.

Mos i3 TicHOI AOMOBWHM

Ha Toit ocTaHHiil CTpawHuii cys

MepTBuUi 3a NpaBAOIO BCTAIOTh.
To He BMepJi, He yburi,
He cyna npocurn!
Hi, To noau, xuBi moam,
B kaiiiaHuM 3aauTi.
I3 HOp 30/10TO BUHOCATD,
LL[06 neabky 3anvTu
Hecutomy!.. To KaToOpxHi.
A 3a wo? Te 3Hae...
BcenepxuTenb... a MOXe, LIE
M Bin HenoGauae.

OHpe 3/104ii LITEMMNOBAHNI
Kaitganu BOJIOUMTD;

Ou po36OMHMK KaTOBaHMM
3y6aMu ckperoue,

Hepoburka ToBapuiia
3apizatu xoue!

A MeX HUMM, 3arneKJuMM,

B kaiiganu yOpaHmi,

Lap BcecsiTHiit! uap Boai, uap,
LlTeMnom yBiH4aHwmii!

B Myui, B KaTop3i He MpOCHUTb,
He nnaue, He cTorHe!

Pa3s pobpom Harpire cepue
Bik He mpoxosoHe!

A pge X TBOi AymH, poXeBii KBiTH,
HNornsapaHi, cMijii, BUKOXaHi AiTH,

Komy Tu ix, apyxe, komy nepeaa?

Yy, mMoxxe, HaBikKM B cepli Moxosas?

O, He XoOBaii, 6paTe! po3cun ix, po3kuaaii!
3iitayTh, i pOCTUMYTb, i y Jloau BUAAYTb!

Yy we mutapctBo? uM Bxe Gyne?
Byne, 6yne, 60 xonoaHo,
Mopo3 po3ym Gyautb.

I 3HOB sieuy. 3emns yopHie,
Ipimae po3ym, cepue Miie.
JAuBniocs: XaT¥ Haj LLISAXaMH
Ta ropoai 3 cToma LEepKBaMH,
A B ropoaax, MOB XXypasii,
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When will this dreadful nightmare end? —
I neither see nor know!

Then suddenly the wasteland shook.

As though their coffins they forsook

On that, the final Judgement Day,

The dead arise to justice claim.
No, these are not the dead at all,
And not to judgement claim!
They’re people, living mortal men
In heavy irons chained.
Deep from the bowels of the earth
The gold they daily bring
To fill his hollow coffers with!...
They're convicts!... Why in chains?
Go ask the tsar.... And even he,
Perhaps, cannot explain.

See, there a branded bandit drags

His ball and chain behind;

And there, fresh from the torture rack,
His teeth an outlaw grinds —

To kill his barely-breathing pal

Is topmost in his mind!

And there, amid those wretched dregs,
In iron chains he stands:

The king of freedom!? World-wide king,
Crowned with a convict’s brand!

In prison dread he does not groan,

He does not quail or weep!

A heart that once with good was warmed
Will warm forever keep!

Oh, where are the thoughts you so lovingly nurtured,

Your beautiful blossoms, those dreams of the future —

To whom did you pass them, my friend, oh to whom?

Or will they lie buried with you in the tomb?

Don’t bury them, brother! Scatter them surely!

They’ll sprout and they’ll grow, and will soon be maturing!

Enough? Or must I undergo
Still more? Enough, the brain
Is wakened by the cold.

Again I fly. The land turns dark.

My mind is drowsing, faint my heart.
Big towns I see as I look down.

A hundred churches in each town,

I see their squares and streets are filled
With soldiers busy at their drills;
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3amywTpysaau MoOCKani;
HaropoBaui, o6yTi
I kaiipaHaMu OKYyTi,
Mywrpyfotbca... Jani rasny:
VY nonuHi, MOB y sMi,
Ha 6Garumuti ropon Mpie *,
Hag HMM XMapolo YOpHie
TymaH TsXKWi... lonitalo —

To ropoa 6e3kpaiit.

Yu TO TypeubKmii,

Yy TO HiMeLbKHH,

A Moxe, Te, IO ¥ MOCKOBCBKHH.

LlepkBu, Ta nanaartm,

Ta nauu ny3ari,

I Hi oaHiciHbKOi xaTH.

CMepKasiocsi... OTOHb OrHEM

Kpyrom 3ananano,—

AX 3nsKaBcs f... «Ypa! ypa!

Ypal» — 3akpuuanm.

«y-uy, aypHi! cxameHiTbcs!

Yoro ce Bu pagi!

Hlo ropute?» — «Jkoii xoxon!

He 3Haet napapy.

Y uac napan! cam ® U3BOJIMT

Cerognu rynstub»

«Ta pe X BOHa, Tasm UAUAT»

«BoH BMAMIIbL — ManaTbi».

IItoBxaloch f; aX 3eMJISAYOK,

Cnacubi, npn3Hascs,

3 UMHOBUMM TyA3UKAMHU:

«[le Thl 3gech y3saaca?»

«3 Ykpainn».— Tak K e Tbl
rOBOpPbITb HE BMMELL

IMo-3pewHemy?» — «ba Hi,— Kaxy,—

CoBoputs ymiio,

Ta He xouy».— «JKo# uypak!

S Bcu BXOAbl 3HAIO,

S TYyT cayxy, KOJaM Xxoudel,

B nBopewn nonbiTamoch

BeecTbl Tebe. Tonbko, 3Haell,

Msi, 6paT, NMPOCBULIEHHBI,

He nockynuch moJaTHMHKOIO...»

Llyp T06i, Mep3eHHHMii

Kanamapio... I 3po6uscs

S1 3HOBY He3pnMmmit

Ta it nponxascst y majiaTw.

Boxe Miit eanuunin!!!

Tak ot ge paii! yxe Hauo
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Supplied with boots and clothes and food,
And given heavy chains to boot,
They’re training.... But what’s that ahead?
A swampy, boggy lowland spreads,
And in that slough a city stands;®
A heavy cloud above it hangs,
A cloud of fog.... Up close I fly —
It’s of enormous size.
Perhaps in Turkey,
Or in Germany,
Or, maybe, even in Muscovy:
Churches, palaces galore,
With plenty of pot-bellied lords,
And not a solitary home!

The night was falling....
Bonfires flared....

With torchlights, on all sides
The throngs pressed so that I was scared!...
“Hurrah! Hurrah!” they cried.

“Come to your senses, you poor fools!
What do you celebrate?

Why all the fuss?” “What a Khokhol. *
Can’t see it’s a parade!

His Majesty himself has deigned

This day to promenade!”

“So where’s that marvel to be seen?”
“There — through the palace gate.”

I pushed my way; a countryman

With buttons made of brass

Elected to acknowledge me:

“Where are you from?” he asked.

“I’'m from Ukraine.” “How comes it that
You do not even know

To talk the way they do up here?”

I answered, “That’s not so —

I know, but do not choose to.” “Queer!
Well, I'm in service here,

I know the ins and outs, and so

I'll lead you, if you care,

Into the palace. But, you know,

We’re educated folk,

So don’t be stingy with the tip....”

Oh loathsome scribbler, go

Away from me.... I made myself
Invisible again

And to the chambers made my way.
Oh God, what I saw then!

Now there was heaven! In those halls
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30s10TOM 00/MTI

Baogoansu: ax ocb i cam,
Bucokwuii, cepauTui,
Bucrynae; 060k iforo
Llapnus HeGora,

MoOB OneHbOK 3aCyLIeHHUH,
ToHka, A0BroHora,

Ta we Ha AMX0, cepAellHe,
XuTta rososoio.

Tak oue-To Ta Goruus!
JIvieHbKo 3 TOGOI.

A s, OypHwii, He GauMBILM
Tebe, usue, i pasy,

Ta i noBipMB TYNOopHuaAMNM
Tsoim BipwioMa3sam.

Oro aypuwmit! a we i GuTuit!
Ha kBuTOK nosipus
Mockanesi. Ot i uuTai,

I #iMmu T im BipH!

3a 6oraMM — MaHCTBa, MaHCTBA
B cepe6pi Ta 3nari!

MoB kabGaHu rogoBaHi —
IMukari, nmy3aril..

AX MOTIIOTb, Ta TOBIUIATLCS,
1106 TOo 6aMXue cTaTH

Kono ¢ aMu x: Moxe, BAapaTb
AGo pymo patu
BaroBosATL; X04 MaJIeHbKY,
Xou, miBaysi, abu TinbKO

IMig camyio muKky.

I Bci y pan mocraBau,

Hi6n 6e3’s13uKki —

Anitenenn. Llap 1BeHbKae;

A auBO-uapHus,

MoB Ta uyansi MeX ITaxaMu,
Ckaue, 6aabOpUTbCA.
JloBreHbko BABOX TMOXOJKaJH,
MoB cuui HapyTi,

Ta Wwoch HUIIKOM PO3MOBJISIIM —
3paneka He YyyTH —

O oreyecTBi, 3a€ThCA,

Ta HOBUX e TAML A X,

Ta o mywTpax e HOBiWUX!.
A nortiM uapuus

Cina MOBYKM Ha A3UTJIUKY.
JAuBniock, Lap NiAXOOUTb

Ho HaiicTapuioro... Ta B MHUKY
Moro sk 3aTonuts!..
O6smn3aBcsi HeGopaka
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The very cuspidors

Are gold-encrusted! Scowling, tall,
Here comes himself, the tsar,

To stretch his legs; and at his side
His empress struts and preens,

All wrinkled like a dried-up prune
And like a beanpole lean,

While every time she steps, her head
Goes jiggling on her neck.

Is this the goddess whom they praise?!
Poor thing, you are a wreck!

And silly I, not having seen

You once with my own eyes,
Accepted what your scribblers wrote,
Believed your poets’ lies.

Oh, what a fool! I took for cash

A Moscow pledge to pay.

How can I after this believe

The things they write again!

Behind the gods came gentlefolk

In gold and silver dressed,

With heavy jowl and portly paunch —
Of well-fed hogs the best!...

They sweat, but closer, closer press
Around the august thing:

Perhaps he’ll deign to slap a face
Or show a royal fig,

Or even half a fig to show,

Or maybe tweak a nose —

If but with his own hand.

Then all line up in one long row
And “at attention” stand.

The tsar-god jabbers; and his spouse,
That royal marvel rare,

Just like a heron among birds

Hops briskly here and there.

They walked about a goodly while,
A pair of puffed-up owls,

And talked in whispers all the time —
We couldn’t hear at all —

About the fatherland, I think,

The officers’ new pips,

And still more drills for army men!...
And then the empress sits

In silence on a tabouret.

I watch: the tsar comes close

To him who is of highest rank

And whops him on the nosel...

Poor fellow, he just licked his lips,

207



Ta MeHIIOro B My30 —

Ax 3arynol.. a Toit coGi
Ille MeHwOoro ty3a

Mexxu TIedi; TOH MEHILLOro,
A MEHILUMH MaJoro,

A Toit api6Hux, a apiGHOTa
Ve 3a noporom

K KUHETbCs MO YJULAX,
Ta i gaBait MicUTH
HepmoOuTKiB MpaBOC/aBHUX,
A Ti rosocuTH;

Ta BepeliaTh; Ta K PEBHYTb:
«yns, Haw GaTiowKka, ryJs!
VYpal.. ypal. ypa! a, a, a..»
3aperoraBcs s, Ta i roai;
A ¥ MeHe paBHYJM

Taku pobpe. Ilepea cBiTtom
¥Yce Te 3acHyJo;

Tinbkn age-ge NpaBoOC/aaBHi
ITo yrnax crTorHaam

Ta, cTOorHyum, 3a 6aTIOLIKY
Tocnopga Gaaranm.

Cwmix i cabo3u! OT miuioB s
I'opox o3uparm.

TaMm Hiu, Ik geHb. [AuBaiocs:
ITanatu, nanatu

IMoHag THUXOIO PiKOIO;

A 6eper ymmTuii

¥YBech kameHeM. [IMBYIOCh,
MoB HecaMoBuTHiA!

SIk To BOHO 3pobuaoCs

3 kamoxi Takoi

Take AMBO... OTYT KpOBi
IIpoauto moacbkoi —

I 6e3 Hoxa. ITo Tim Goui
Teepanus it a3BiHMLA °,
MoB Ta wBaiika 3arocTpeHa,
AX 4YyIHO OUBUTLCS,

I n3urapi TesieHbKaIOTh.

OT s nosepraloCch —

AX KiHb JIETUTb, KOMTUTAaMH
Ckemo po36uBae!

A Ha KOHi CHMAWTB OXJIsAMN,
Y c¢BUTI — He CBHTI,

I 6e3 manku. SIKUMCb JIMCTOM
I'onoBa nosura.

Kiu 6acye, oT-0T piuky,
OT... OT... MePeCKOYHTb.

A BiH pyKy mpocTsrae,
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And then poked in the pot

The next in linel.. That one then gave
A smaller ace a clout;

That one punched still a smaller fish,
And he — still smaller fry,

Until the smallest at the end

Got theirs and opened wide

The palace gates, and poured outside
Into the city streets

To put the boots to common folks;
Then those began to screech

And holler fit to wake the dead:

“Our royal father deigns to play!
“Hoorah, hoorah, hoorah, ’'ray, 'ray!”

I laughed most heartily and left;

I own, in the mélée

I too got banged. 'Twas nearing dawn,
The city was asleep;

Just here and there some pious folk
Stood groaning on the street,

And moaning, prayed the Lord their tsar
In best of health to keep.

I laughed through tears! Then sauntered forth
The city’s sights to see.

The night was bright as day. I look:
Beside the sluggish stream

Rich mansions, palaces abound,

The river banks are seamed —

Shored up with stone. I look about

As though I were entranced!

What magic wrought such marvels here
Where once was a morass?...

What quantities of human blood

Upon this spot were shed —

Without a knife! Across the way
There looms a fortress dread, °

Its steeple rising like an awl —

A comic sight to see.

The tower clock ticked off the time.

I turned — and saw a steed
Agalloping, his flying hooves

The granite seemed to cleave!

The rider, bare-back on the horse,

In something like a cloak,

Was hatless, his bare head adorned
With leaves, perhaps of oak.

The steed reared up as though it meant
To leap across the sea.

And he held out his arm as though
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MoB cBiT yBechb Xxoue
3arap6atu. XTO X Le Takui?
Ot cobi ¥ uuTalo,

[llo Ha cKesi HAaKOBaHO:
MMepsomMy —Bropasn’
Take OMBO HacTaBuja.
Tenep xe s 3Halo:

Lle To# Il e p B M if, WO po3nuHAB
Hawy Ykpainy,

A BTopas gokoHana
BnoBy cupoTHHY.

Katu! katu! mogoiamn!
Haiauck 060€,

Hakpanucs; a wo B3saun
Ha Toit cBiT 3 coboto?
TsAXKO, TAXKO MEHI CTaJo,
Tak, MOB s1 yuTalO

IcTopito Ykpainu.

Crolo, 3aMupalo...

A TMM YyacoM — THXO, TMXO
Ta cymHo cniBae

Illock Takee HeBMANME:

«I3 roposa i3 Iryxosa ®
IMonku BMCTYnaau

3 3acTymamu Ha JiHilo,

A MeHe mnocJiasmn

Ha crosuuio 3 Ko3akamu
Haka3uum retbmanom! °

O 6Goxe Haw Mmuiaocepamit!
O uapio noraHui,

Llapio npoknsTHi, JlyKaBHuH,
Acnnae HecuUTui!

o T 3poBus 3 Ko3akamu?
Bonora 3acunas
BaaropoaHuMu KOCTSMH;
IMocTaBuB CTOMHULIIO

Ha ix Tpynax kaToBaHux!
I B TeMHii# TeMHHUI

MeHe, BOJIBHOrO reTbMaHa,
TonogoM 3aMyuuB

Y kaitpanax. Llapio! uapio!
I 6or He poanyuutsb

Hac 3 To6orw. Kaitnanamu
CKOBaHMi1 30 MHOIO
Hasik-Biku. TsXXKO MeHi
ButaTth Hag Hesolo.
Ykpainu panexoi,

Moxe, BXe HeMae.
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He coveted to seize

The world entire. Who is that man?

I read the message terse

Inscribed upon the mound of stone:
“The Second to the First.”®
I understood right well what’s meant
By those laconic words:

The First was he who crucified
Unfortunate Ukraine,

The Second— she who finished off
Whatever yet remained.

Oh, butchers! butchers! cannibals!

And did you gorge and loot

Enough when ’live? And when you died
What did you take with you?

A heavy weight pressed on my heart.

It was as though engraved

Upon that granite I could read

The story of Ukraine.

I stood.... And then I faintly heard

A melancholy strain,

From ghostly lips a mournful song:

“From Glukhiv-town ’ at break of dawn
The regiments withdrew

To build abutments on the line.

I, with a Cossack crew,

As acting Hetman of Ukraine &

Due northward took my course —
Up to the capital. Oh God!

Oh wicked tsar, accurst!

Oh crafty, evil, grasping tsar,

Oh viper poison-fanged!

What did you with the Cossacks do?
Their noble bones you sank

In the morass and on them raised
Your capital-to-be,

Their tortured bodies at its base
And me, a hetman free,

You threw into a dungeon dark
And left in chains to die

Of hunger.... Tsar! We’'ll never part.
We are forever tied

Together by those heavy chains.
E’en God cannot untie

Those bonds between us. Oh, it’s hard
Eternally to bide

Beside the Neva! Far Ukraine
Exists, perhaps, no more.
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MoneriB 61, MoAUBUBCH,
Tak 6or He mycKae.

Moxe, MockBa Bunanauia

I Ouinpo cnycTuna

B cunHe Mope, po3komnania
Bucoki moruam —

Hawy cnasy. Boxe munui,
3Kanbcs, 60xKe MHAMI».
Ta 1 3aMOBKJIO; AMBJIOCS £
Binra xmapa Kpue

Cipe He6o. A B Tiit xMapi
MosB 3Bip B rai BHE.

To He xMapa — 6ina mTawka
XMapolo crnycTwiach

Hapg uapeM TMM MYCSIHI)KOBMM
I 3aronocwuna:

«I MU ckoBaHi 3 T060IO,
Jlopoige, 3miio!

Ha crpawHomy Ha cyauui
Mu Gora 3akpueM

Op, oueit TBOiX HECUTHX.
Tu Hac 3 Ykpainu

3arHaB, roJIMX i TOJOAHMX,
Y CHir Ha 4yXaHy

Ta it mopizaB: a 3 WIKyp HalMX
Co6i Garpsnuuo '°

ITowMB XUiaMU TBEPAUMU
I 3aksiaB cTO/MHLIIO

B HoBiii psaci. [Togusucs:
IlepkBu Ta nanath!
Becenucs, MOTHIA KaTe,
IMpoxknsartuit! Ipoxnsaruil»

Po3neTinmch, po3CHNANUCh,
CoHeyko BCTaBaJIO.
A s cTOsB, AMBYBaBCH,
Ta ax crTpalHoO cTa’o.
Vxe BOOri BOPYILWIHCD,
Ha tpya mocmimam,
I Mockasi Ha po3nmyTTsx
¥Yxe MylITpyBaJIUCh.
ITokpaif yauup nocmimam
3acnani aiByara,
Ta ne 3 npomy, a pomomy!
IMocunana matu
Ha uity Hiu mpauwioBaTh,
Ha xni6 3apo6asTy.
A A CTOW0, MOXHUJIMBLINCH,
Hymalo, ragaio,
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I'd fly to see if she’s still there,

But God won’t let me go.

It may be Moscow’s razed the land,
And emptied to the sea

Our Dnieper, and our lofty mounds
Dug up — so none may see

The relics of our former fame.

Oh, God please pity me.”

Then silence fell again. I look:
Across the leaden sky

A white cloud like a sheet was drawn
And from it rose a cry,

A dismal howl. No, not a cloud —

A flock of snowy birds

Soared like a cloud above the tsar
And wailed a mournful dirge:

“We’re chained together with you too,
Inhuman monster vile!

When Judgement Day comes we’ll screen God
From your rapacious eye.

*Twas you that drove us from Ukraine —
A hungry, tattered lot —

Into these far-off snows to toil,

And here our throats you cut;

Our bloodied skins you used as cloth
To make your purple robe,

You used our sinews as the thread
With which the robe to sew.

Your new throne-city thus you built
Of temples, mansions grand!

Make merry, wicked, vicious tsar!

Be damned! Be damned! Be damned!”

They flew away, they all dispersed.
The morning sun appeared.
I still stood fascinated there,
With mounting sense of fear.
The poor were hurrying to work
Though it was early still,
And soldiers, lined up in the squares,
Were busy at their drills.
Young drowsy girls came scurrying
Along the sidewalk’s edge,
But homeward, not away from home,
They bent their weary tread!...
Their mothers sent them out all night
To earn a crust of bread.
I stood there with a heavy heart
And bowed my aching head
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SK TO TAXKKO TOM HACyLIHHIA
Jliopn 3apo6asioTh.

Or i 6parisa cunHysa

Y ceHat nucatv

Ta nignucyBaTb — Ta JApaTH

I 3 Garbka, i 6para,

A MeX HUMH i 3eMIAYKH
He-ae nporasiaaoTh.
IMo-MOCKOBCBKiif Tak i piXyTb,
CMiloTbcsl Ta JIAIOTh

BaTrbKiB CBOiX, 110 3MaJIeyKy
LIBeHbKaTh HE HABYMJIU
IMo-HiMelpbKiit,— a TO Tenep
I kucHu B yopHuaax!

IT’siBku! m’siBku! Moxe, 6aTbko
OcTaTHIO KOpOBY

XKXupam npogas, MOKH BUBUMB
MockoBcbKkOi MOBH.

YkpaiHo! YkpaiHo!

Oue TBOiI aiTH,

TBoi kBiTH MoOJOAI,
YopHuaoM nosuri,
MOCKOBCBKOIO 6/1€KOTOI0

B HiMeLbKHX TEemIMuAX
3arayweHil.. ITnau, YkpaitHo!
BezaiTHa BaoBuLe!

ITiTv JMIIEHb MOAMBUTBLCS

Ho uaps B nmanaru,

o Tam pobutbcs. IMpuxomxy:
CrapumMHa ny3ara

Croitb psimom; come, Xxpore,
Ta nonapyBanoch,

SIk iHguMKku, i Ha gBepi

Koco norasigano.

AX OCb BOHHM i OJUMHWJIKCD.
Henaue 3 Gepnoru

Menginb !' Bunis, nexse-nense
IMepeHocuTb Horw;

Ta opyTuit, ax MOCHHIB:
IMoxmiLia mpoxnsTe

Moro myumno. Ak kpukue

Ha camux nysatux —

Bci mysari go 6amoro

B 3emmo npoBanmuiauce!

Bin Buaynus G6aHbku 3 n06a —
I Bce 3aTpycusocs,

o ocTanock; MOB CKaXXeHMH,
Ha mMenumx rykae —
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And thought how hard must people toil
To earn their daily bread.

The horde of clerks then hastened next,
Each to his office nook,

To scribble — and the folks to rob

Of everything they could.

Among them here and there I saw

My fellow-countrymen.

They chattered in the Russian tongue
And bitterly condemned

Their parents that when they were small
They didn’t teach them how

To jabber German — so they can’t

Get big promotions now!

Oh leeches, leeches! It may be

Your father sadly sold

His last remaining cow that you

The Moscow tongue should know.

My poor Ukraine! My poor Ukraine!
These are your hapless sons,

Your youthful blossoms, splashed with ink,
In German hot-house grown,

On Moscow’s silly-potions fed

Until they are inanel...

Oh weep, my childless widow-land!
Unfortunate Ukraine!

And then I turned my steps again
Towards the palace hall

To see what’s doing there. I came —
The lords were standing, all

Panting, snorting, short of breath,
Big-bellied, puffed with pride

Like turkey gobblers, and each one
Askance the doorway eyed.

And then the waited second struck —
The portals swung ajar

And like a bear from his dark den
He shambled out — the tsar;

All bloated and his face tinged green:
His hang-over was bad.

He roared at those who stood out front —
The fattest of the fat —

And instantly they disappeared,

Just vanished into air!

With bulging eyes he looked around
And all were struck with fear.

As though he’d gone clean off his head,
At smaller fish he roared —
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I i B 3emnio; BiH g0 ApiOHUX —
I Ti nponapaioTs!

BiH go yensai — i yensiab,

1 yensgp nponana;

J1o MOCKaJliB — MOCKAJIUKH,
Tinbko 3acTorHano,

MMium B 3eMJII0; AUBO AMBHE
Cranocsa Ha CBiTi.

HduBniocs s1, wWo ganbi Gyne,
lllo 6yae po6utu

Miit measeank! Ctoith cobi,
T'onoBy noHypus

Cipomaxa. [le x ainacs
Mensesxxa Hatypa?

MoB KouleHs, TakUi UYyAHHUA.
S ax 3acmisBcs.

BiH i mouys, Ta Sk 3MKHE,—
S1 nepensikaBc,

Ta it npokuHyBcb... OTake-To
IIpucHunocs aueo.

YynHe sikechl.. Take TiIbKO
CHUTbCA IOPOAUBHUM

Ta n’sumusam. He 3pusyiite,
Bpatu n06i, mMuani,

Illo He cBoe po3ka3aB BaM,
A Te, 1O MPUCHHUJIOCH.

8 itons 1844
C.-Tletepbypr



They disappeared. Then at the fry —
They too were there no more!

To servants next he turned — and they
Were also whisked away.

Then to the soldiers — they dissolved
And didn’t leave a trace

Upon the earth. Oh what a sight —
A miracle for fair!

I looked to see what else would be,
What next my little bear

Would do! But he kept standing still
With hanging head. And lo,

What happened to the raging beast
He was a while ago?

Meek as a kitten now — how droll!...
I laughed to see the sight.

He heard and cast a glance at me —
I froze from sudden fright

And woke from sleep.... Such was my rare
And truly wondrous dream!

How odd it wasl... 'Tis but by loons
And drunks such dreams are seen.
Don’t be astonished at this tale,

My well-beloved friends,

I did not tell you what I'd seen,

But only what I dreamt.

St. Petersburg,
July 8, 1844

Translated
by John Weir



€PETUK '
(Ll agapuxosi) °

Banaawm y cyciga

Hosy po6py xary

3ai cycigm; Harpiimcs

M nonsiranu cnarw,

1 3abysu cipuit nonin

Mo BiTpy pO3BiATb.
JlexxuTb nonin Ha po3mMyTTi,
A B nomneni Tiaie

Ickpa orHio BeJMKOro,
Tnie, He Bracae,

Xpe nignany, K TOH MECHHMK,
Yacy poxupae,

3noro yacy. Taina ickpa,
Tnina, poxugana

Ha po3nyTTti mmpokomy,
Ta # racHyTH crana.

Orak HiMOTa 3anajuia
Besnuky xaty. I cim’io,
CiM’10 cnas’siH po3’€IMHMIA,
I Tuxo, TMXO ymycTuna
Ycobuuy JIOTYI0 3Milo.

Moaunucs piku Kposi,
IToxap 3aracuiu.

A HIMUMKM no’Kapuiue

M cupéT posginnam.
Bupocranmn y KaitpaHax
Cnas’siHCcbKil aiT

1 3abynu y Hesoni,

Illo BoHM Ha CBiTi!

A Ha naBHiM moxxapuuii
Ickpa 6parcTBa Taina,
HOorniBana, poxuaana

PyK TBepAaMX Ta CMiIMX,—
1 poxpanacek... [Tpo3piB ecu
B noneni ri6oko

Oroub m06pHit CMiMM cepuem,
CMinuM opniMm okom!

1 3acsirus, ao6omyape,
CsiTou npasay, BOJI...

I cnap’siH ciM’i0 BEeMKY

Bo TbMi i HeBoJi
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THE HERETIC'
(To Safafik) ?

Bad neighbours came and sat afire
Their neighbour’s good new house:
They warmed themselves and then retired
To sleep, and failed to douse

The smoking ashes from the fire,
And sow them to the winds.

The ashes at the cross-roads lay,
Grown cold, and yet within

A tiny spark alive remained,

And waited for the day

It would be blown into a blaze,

Like an avenger waits

The hour to strike! A long, long time
Still glowed that living spark

And waited where the highways meet,
And then it, too, was dark.

"Twas thus the Germans to the torch
The Slavic mansion put, and rent
The family of Slavs apart,

And slyly planted in their hearts
The savage serpent of dissent.

The blood, in rivers streaming, quenched
The embers that yet glowed.

The fire site and the orphans then

The German neighbours stole.

And so the children of the Slavs

Grew up in slavery;

In shackles fettered, they forgot

Their very history!

But there, where once the fire had burned,
Of brotherhood a brand

Still glowed — still waited to be picked
By strong and steady hand.

"Twas not in vain.... For you looked deep
Where cold the ashes lie,

And found the ember with your heart
And with your eagle eye!

You shone the torch of truth, O Sage,
The light of liberty....

And in the darkness and in chains

The large Slav family

222 453



IMepeniuyuB no oaHoro,
IMepeniuus Tpynu,

A He cnaB’'sH. I craB ecun
Ha Besmkux kynax,

Ha po3nyTTi BcecBiTHbOMY
Iezekiinem °,

I — o pguBO! — Tpynu BcTanm
I oui poskpuinm,

I 6par 3 6parom O6HsAUCH
I mporosopuiu

CnoBo Tux0i n060BI
Hasiku i Biku!

I morexnn B ogHe Mope
Cnas’stHcbKii piku!

Cnasa T06i, 11060Myape,
Yexy-csaB’siHUHe!

IIlo He gaB T NMOTOHYTH
B HiMeupkiit nyuuHi
Hawiit npaeai. TBoe Mope
Cnap’siHcbKee, HOBe!
3atoro Bxe Oyae MosHe,

I monsiMBe 4yoBeH

3 WIMPOKHUMH BiTPpHIAMHU

I 3 1oGpuM KopMHJIOM,
IMonMBe Ha BOJILHIM MoOpi,
Ha wupokux xBuasX.
CnaBa 106i, lladapuky,
Bosiku i Biku!

IITo 3BiB €cu B oAHO Mope
CnaB’siHChKil pikul

Ipusirait xe B cBOiif ciaBi
I mor0 y6ory

Jlenty-nymy Hemygnpyio
IIpo uexa cBsiToro,
Besnukoro myuenuka,

ITpo caaBHoro Iycal
IIpuitMu, otue. A s THXO
Bory nomoniocs,

L1106 yci cnas’sive cranm

I obpumu GpaTamu,

I cuHamu coHus npasam,

I epetukamu,

Orakumu, sk KoHcraHubkui
€petux Benmkwmii!l!

Mup MupoBi mopapywoTb

I cnaBy BoBikwu!

22 HoaGpa 1845
B [lepescnasi
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You counted, naming every one,
Although no longer Slavs

But corpses of the Slavs you named.
And high upon a crag —

Upon the cross-roads of the world —
You stood like seer of old.

A miracle! — The corpses rose

And opened up their eyes;

The brothers at each other gazed
And fondly recognised,

Clasped hands in love, and warmly vowed
Forever friends to be!

And all the Slavic rivers flowed

Into a common sea!

Glory to you, sage and prophet,
O Czech, Slavic brother,

That you didn’t let our justice
And our truth be smothered,

In the German flood to perish!
The sea you discovered,

The new Slavic sea of freedom,
I see filled with water,

On this sea will sail a vessel

Full speed, sheets distended,

At the wheel a trusted helmsman,
Will steer steady-handed.

May your fame endure, Safafik,
Forever and ever,

For, into one sea you gathered
All the Slavic rivers!

So, among your many laurels

This mite, too accept —

My elegy, poor and artless,

To the saintly Czech,

To Jan Hus, exalted martyr

And great patriot!

Please accept this tribute, father,
While I pray to God

That all Slavs as faithful brothers,
As one man should stand,

True sons of the sun of justice
And heretics grand,

Such as was the deathless martyr °
That at Constanz * flamed!

They’ll bring peace to all the nations,
And eternal fame!

Pereyaslav,
November 22, 1845
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Kamenv, ezo xe nebpezowa
3uxdywsuu, ceti GbiCTb

@8 2naey yzaa: or zocnoda
6biCcTb cell, u ecTb Oueex
80 ouecex Hauwux.

Mcanom 117, crux 22-23

«Kpyrom Hemnpasaa i HeBoss,
Hapoa 3aMyuyeHMit MOBYMTbD.
I Ha anocTrosbcbkiM npecTosi
YepHellb rOgOBaHMit CHINTD °.
JII0ACBHKOIO KPOBIlO IIMHKYE
I pait y Halimn onpae!
HeGecHuit uapwo! cya TBiit Bcye 5
I Bcye uapctBie TBOE.
P 0360itHKKH, J0A0ian,
Mpasay noGoposu,
OcMisnn TBOIO CJaBy,
I cuny, i Bomo.
3ems rulavye y KaWpgaHax,
K 3a aiTbMM MarTw.
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The stone which the builders rejected
Is become the head of the corner.
This is the Lord’s doing;
It is marvellous in our eyes.
Psalm 118, Verses 22-23

“With stark injustice all around

The shackled people silent wait,

While on the apostolic throne

There sits a fatted monk ® in state.

He wholesale trades in human blood

And rents out heaven for a price!

Thy reign’s a mockery, O God,

Thy words of truth transformed to lies.
Despoilers, cannibals, O Lord,
Are trampling justice ’neath their heels,
They mock Thy glory and Thy word,
They mock Thy power and Thy will!
The very earth in bondage cries,
As cries a mother for her young:
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Hema KoMy po3KyBaTH,
OpaHocTaliHe CTaTH

3a eBaHreji€ npasaw,

3a TemHii moae!

Hema xomy! Goxe! Goxe!
Yu 1o X i He Gyne?

Hi, HacTaHe 4ac BeJIMKUH
HeGecHoi kapu.
Po3nanyTbcsi TpU KOPOHHM
Ha ropaiit Tiapi! '
Po3naaytbcs! Baarocnosu
Ha MecTb i Ha MyK#,
Baarocnosu Moi, 60xe,
HertBepaii pykul»

Orak y KeJii mpaBauBHit

Isan 'yc aymaB po3sipBaTh
Okosu aposil.. i auBo,

CasiTe€ AMBO MOKa3aTb

Ouam HespswmMm. «ITo6oprochk...
3a Mene 6orl.. na coeepluuTbCsl»
I B BijnieMchbkyio karmmmo
MiwoB mMoautbcsa pobpwmit Tyc.

«Bo iM'st rocnoga Xpwucra,

3a Hac po3n’sATOro Ha Apesi,

I Bcix amocToniB CBATHX,

IMetpa i MMasna ocobnuse,

Mu po3piaemo rpixu

Caarolo Gysutomwo ° cieo

Pabuui 6oxiit...»

«OTiit caMmii,

Ilo Boan/iM no BYJMUAX

B Ilpa3i no3aBuopa;

Oriit camiit, WO XuUaAnach

IMo wMHKaX, MO CTaWHAX,

ITo yepHeunx mepexoaax,

IMo xenisax n’saxal

Ora cama 3apobuna —

Ta Gysuty Kynuna —

Tenep csaTtal.. Boxe! 60xe!

Benukas cuiol
Benukas cnaBo! 3rafAHbCA Ha Jiloaeit!
OnnoynHb O Kapu y CBiTAOMY pail
3a o nponaaaloTs? 3a WO TH Kapaell
CBOiX i NMOKOPHHUX, i HOGpUX aiTeii?

3a wo 3akpuB ix Aobpi oui

I BosbHMIT po3yM OKyBaB

Kaiipanamu nmxoi Houi!..
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Are there none, then, prepared to rise
To challenge slavery and wrong,

The gospel of the truth defend,

Direct the unenlightened throng?

Are there not now such righteous men,
O Lord, and never will be none?

Oh no! The day of wrath will come,
The day of Heaven's vengeance just!
And then the papal triple-crown °

Will come down tumbling to the dust!
It will come tumbling down! To brave
Dire punishment and death

Bless these frail hands of mine, I pray,
O Lord, please give me strength!”

*Twas thus that in his simple cell

Jan Hus, the righteous, took the vow

To break the chains of helll... To eyes
That were bereft of sight to show

A miracle! “To battle, then!

God’s will be donel... Let come what may!”
And to the Chapel Bethlehem '

The good man went to preach and pray.

“In Jesus’ holy name, who died

Upon the cross to save us all,

And in the twelve apostles’ name,

Of Peter specially, and Paul,

By virtue of this sacred bull ®

This woman, servant of the Lord,

Is hereby cleansed of all her sins,

And is absolved...”

“Who is? This whore?

The same who just two days ago

Solicited on Praha’s streets.

The same who drunken reeled and rolled

In taverns, in the market-place,

And also on monastic cot!

She paid some money from her gains,

An absolution bull she bought,

Now she’s as pure as any saint!...

Almighty God!
Have mercy on people! In Thy serene heaven
From wreaking relentless revenge take a rest!
Why dost Thou condemn Thy good, loyal children
To punishment ruthless? Take pity! Desist!

Why didst Thou blind their eyes to light,

Their common sense, their reason free

Imprison in the darkest night!...
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IMpoapirte, ntoaM, AeHb HacTas!
PosnpaBre pyKH, 3MMiiTe JYAY.
IMpokuHbTECH, YeXH, OyapTe J0am,
A He nocMiwmiie YeHUAM!
Po0360itHMKH, KaTH B Tiapax

Bce noronwau, Bce B3sUH,

MoB y Mockosii Tarape,

I HaMm, cninum, nepemanu

CBoi pormatu!.. KpoB, MOXXapH,
Bci 3n1a Ha cBiTi, BOiiHM, uBapH,
IMexkeabHUX Myk Ge3kpaiil psn...

1 nosen Pum GaitcTpsaT!

Or ix gormartu i iX cnasa.
To sBHa cnaBa.. A Tenep
OTHM MOJIOKEHO KOHINIaBOM '
XT1o0 Ge3 cBaToi Gy/wm BMep —

Y neKkno npocTo; XTO X 3alaTUTh
3a 6ysuty BaBOoE — pik xou Opara,
Okpome manu i yeHus,

I B pait ian! KoHeup koHLsAM!

VY 3s04ia Bxe 3j04ii Kpaze,

Ta we i y uepksi. ['apu! ragu!
Yy Hanuaucs BM, UM Hi

Joacekoi ‘kposi?.. He MeHi,
Benmkuit rocnoau, npocTomy,
Cyautb Besukii aiia

Teoei Boni. Jllora 31a

He picmwr 6e3 BUHM HiKOMY.
Moniocs: rocnoayn, noMwIyi,
Cnacu TM Hac, CBSITasi CHJIO,

S3BM A3MK Miit 3a XyJH,

Ta sa3Bu Mupa i3uiu.

He pait 3HywaTUCs JiyKaBuM

I Hag TBOEW BiYHO-C/IABOM,

M nan namu, npoctumu moabmul..»

0,

I mnakae 'yc, MoauTBy Zis,
I tsxko nnakas. Jllog MoByaB
I auByBaBcsi: L0 BiH Ai€,
Ha koro pyky niaiiimal

«[duBiThbes, moge: ocbae Gymna,
Mo s uwuras..»— i mokasas
IMepen napoaom. Bcei 3ppornyam:
IBan Tyc 6ysuty posigpas!!

I3 Bigpniemcbkoi kamauui

AX [0 BcecBiTHBOI cTosmmui''
JlyHa, rorouyuu, Hecaach.
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Oh people, look — the dawn is here!
Awake, O Czechs, from your deep sleep.
Cast off all cant, rise to your feet,

Be men, not butt for priestly jeers!

The robber princes of the church

Have trampled, plundered us, and raped
Our land, as Tatars put the torch

To Muscovy and then they gave

Their dogmas to us!... Fire and sword,
All that is evil, squabbles, war,

And endless misery and woes....

And Rome with bastards overflows!
Such are their dogmas, such the fame
Which they have earned!... Now all who die,
The holy conclave 9 has proclaimed,
And did not absolution buy,

Go straight to helll But he who pays

A double price is free to slay

All but the Pope or priest, and then
Goes straight to heaven! It’s the end!
Now thieves from one another steal
Right in the church. Oh, serpent’s seed!
Have you not drunk your fill of blood?...
O Lord Almighty, it is not

For me, a commeon man, fo judge

The wondrous deeds that by Thy will
Are done on earth. Without a cause
Thou wouldst not work the people ill.
Have mercy on us, Lord, I pray,
Deliver us from evil days!

For blasphemy corrupt my tongue,

But cure the earth of what is wrong.
Do not permit a priesthood vile

Thy glory and Thy name defile

And mock the common human throng!”

And Hus, as thus he prayed to God,
Wept bitterly. “What does he plan?”
The people in amazement thought,
“’Gainst whom dares he to raise his hand!”

“Look, people, look! It's the decree
I read to you....” He lifted it

So all could see. The people reeled:
Hus tore the papal bull to bits!!
The echo of his action rolled

Like thunder, till the news was told
In the world capital, in Rome.
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YeHui xoBawTbcs... MoB kapa,
JlyHa B KOHrz1aBi opjanacb,—
I noxunnnacs Tiapal

3awmnisiM, MOB rajioKH,
Yenui B BartikaHi,
IllenoyeThcs ABiHbitona '?

3 pUMCBKMMH ueHLAMH,
LLIenoqy'rbca anTMnanu '

AX CTiHM TpACYTbCA

Op wenory. Kapaunanm,

Sk ragioku, B'IOTbCA

Kpyr tiapn. Ta Huieukom,
MoB kxoTH, rpu3yTbhcs

3a muweHs... Ta 1 Ak naku?
OpHiei wKypu

Taka cuna... a M’scusalll

AKX 3APMTHYJH MYPH,

Sk 3ragasnu, wo 3/ Ipasi
3arenkanu rycu

Ta 3 opnamu jeTATh GUThCA... '°
Kournas cxameHnyBcs,
3i6pas pany. Monoxuau
OpHocTaiiHe craTu

IMporus I'yca. I B Kouc'ramu
Bcix BopoH cksmkatu! '®

Ta ctepertn sikomora

I 3Bepxy, i 3a0ny,

1106 He BTEKna cipa nTaxa
Ha cnas’siHcbKe none.

Sk Ta rajMy noJie Kpuna —
YeHui moBanuau
o KoHcTaHLsA: CTEMNH, LUIAXH,
Mos capaHa, m(pmm
BapoHu, repuor i Jioku '
TMcapi, reponeay '%, Lum-u(apl,
I Tpy6aaypu (xo63api),
I u1AXoM BIiiCbKO, MOB TafIlOKH.
3a repUOrHHAMH HIMOTa;
XTO 3 COKONMaMM Ha pyKax,
XTO mMiLIKK, BEpXM HA Oocaax —
Tak ax KuWMTB! Bce Ha OXOTY,
MosB rapg y ipiit, nocniwa!
O uyexy! ne TBOA Aywa??
IuBUCb, LIO CHJIM MOBAJIUJIO —
Mos capauuna '° BoloBaTh
AGo Besmkoro ATTiay! 2
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The monks sought hide-outs.... Terror gripped
The hierarchy — fear of doom:
The proud tiara ’gan to slip!!

A serpent-pit, the Vatican

With hissing monks is filled,

The monks of Rome and Avignon '°
Conspire in whispers shrill,

The anti-popes ' together buzz —
This all-pervading hiss

E’en shakes the walls. The cardinals
’Bout the tiara twist

Like serpents. And like alley cats
Over a mouse they spit

And at each other snarl.... Of course,
They have good reason to:

There’s fur, and hides... and meat galore!!!
The very walls shook, too,

With grim foreboding when the geese '2
In Praha ’gan to honk

And flew the eagles '* to engage

In battle.... Then the monks
Bestirred themselves, in council met
And ’gainst Jan Hus resolved

To take stern steps. In Constanz they
A ravens’ rally called! "

They undertook to closely watch
And all precautions take

Lest to the spacious Slavic plains
The grey-winged fowl escape.

As ravens cover black a field,
So monks converged in mighty throngs
On Constanz city from all sides;
Like hungry locusts, all around
The dukes and barons are encamped
With heralds, minstrel-troubadours
And squires and servants by the score,
While on the highways soldiers tramp
In snake-like columns. Noble dames
Are followed by the German herd,
Some riding asses, some afoot,
And some with falcons — all inflamed
With fever of the hunt, to kill!
O Czech! D’ye hold your courage still??
Look at the might that's here arrayed
As though to bar Attila's '° horde
Or else to start a new Crusade!
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Y Ilpasi riyxo roMOHATb

I uecaps 2', i Bauecnasa

I Toit cobop THUcCAYOIIABHIt

Yronoc narots! He xorats

IMyckate B KoHcranu IBana I'ycal

«XKus 6or! xuBa ayma Mos!

Bpath, s cMepti He Gorocsil

S [0KaXxy OTHM 3MisM,

S BupBy ix HecuTe xasol.»

I yexu I'yca npoBogxkam,
MoB aitv 6aTbKa...

3ap3sonwmm y KoHcranui
PaHo B yci A3BOHM.
36upanncs KapauHaIM,
Tnapki Ta 4yepBoHi,

Mos Gyrai B 3aropoay,

I npenaris naBa.

I Tpu nanu, i 6apoHcTBO,

I BiHuaHi rnasu;
3i6panucs, MoB iyau

Ha cyn HeuecTuBwmit
IMporus Xpucra. Capu, roMmiH,
To pese, TO BHE,

SIx Ta opna y Tabopi

AGO XHUAM B LIKOJi...

I — BcimM pa3om 3auinuiol..

MoB keap cepen noas
JluBancpKkorp,— y Kaiganax
CraB I'yc mepex Humu!

I okuHYB HeuecTHUBHX
OpnimMu ounma.
3arpycunuch, nobuly,
MoBukHu o3upasn
Myuenunka. «Yoro MmeHe —
Yu Ha npio nospaan?

Yu guBuTBCA Ha KaiaaHu??»
«MoBuH, yewe cMUTHMR...» —
lapiokoo 3awmmiam,
3BipoM 3apeBiiu.

«Tu epetuk! T eperuk!

Twu ciew po3kosu!
Ycobuua possisaen,
Casriitoi Bom —

He npuiimaew!..» — «OpHo caoBol»
«Tu GoroM npoxasiTHii!

Tu epétuk! T epeTuk!..—
PeBinn npenatu.—
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In Praha angry rumblings grow

The thousand-headed synod’s damned,
Both king and emperor '® condemned
On every side! Hus must not go

To Constanz! But Jan Hus replied,
“God’s with me still! I do not quake!
My brothers, I don’t fear to die!

I'll teach a lesson to those snakes!

I'll tear the poison fangs away!”

The Czechs then saw him on his way
Like loving sons their father kind....

All bells that morn together tolled

In Constanz for the meet.

The cardinals in crimson robes
Foregathered, fat and sleek

Like prize bulls in a cattle pen.

The prelates took their seats,

Three Popes, some kings, and noblemen
Of various degrees;

Like Judases, in court unjust

They had assembled there

To judgement pass on Jesus Christ.
A clamour filled the air

Like in a Tatar camp, or when

A Jewish school is on.... And then —

The din stopped dead and all were hushed!...

Straight, like a cypress on a plain

In Lebanon — encased in chains,

He calmly stood before them: Hus!
He swept the whole assembly base
With eagle eye from face to face.
With limbs atremble, pallid cheeks,
His judges at the martyr gazed

In heavy silence. “Did you seek

My presence here for a debate?

Or did you wish my chains to see??”
“Be silent, brazen Czech...” They hissed
Like vipers stirred up in their nest,
Then roared like frenzied beasts:

“A heretic! A heretic!

You sow dissension’s evil seed!

You seek to foster schisms and splits!
God’s holy will you do not heed!...”

“Pray, let me speak one word!” cried Hus.

“A heretic! You're damned by God!
A heretic! A heretic!...”
The prelates in a frenzy roared,
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Tu yco6Huk!l..» — «OgHO C.10BO».
«Tn BcimMa npoxasATHil..»
Toaususcs T'yc Ha nmanu

Ta i BuiiwoB 3 nasarul..
«IToGopoau! noGoponul» —

Mos o6eneHin.

«Astogade! aBromadel.» > —
I'ypToM 3apeBiim.

I uiny Hiy GenkeToBaim

YeHui, 6apoHu... Bci nuau

I, n’aui, Tyca npoknnHanu,

AX TOKM A3BOHM 3aryJjiM.

I cBit Hacras... ImyTb MomMTBCA
Yenui 3a I'yca. 3-3a ropu

YepBoHe COHLIE aX TFOpPHUTD.

I coHue xouye MOAMBHTBLCS,

Illo 6yayTh 3 nMpaBeAHHMM TBOPUTH?!

3aa3BOHMIN B YCi A3BOHM,

I nosesm I'yca

Ha Tonrody 2° y kaitnanax.
I He cTpeneHyscsl...

IMepen orHem; cTaB Ha HOMY
I MosnutBy nie:

«O rocnoaM MwWIOCepami,
Illo s 3anoaisiB

Oumm moasaM? TBOIM soasm!
3a o MeHe cyaAaThb!

3a 1o MeHe PO3MMHAIOTH?
Jioau! po6pi moau!
Monirtecs!.. HeNOBUHHI —

1 3 Bamu Te Gyzne!
Mouitecs! moTi 3Bipi
INpuitum B OBHIX mIKypax

I ma3ypi posnmycruam...

Hi ropu, ni mypn

He cxoBatots. Po3iiterbcs
YepsoHee mope

Kposi! kpoBi 3 giteit Bammx.
O rope! o rope!

OHge BOHM! B SICHUX pHU3aX.
Ix morii oui...

¥Yxe KkpoBi..» — «Ilann! naaul..»
«KpoBi! kpoBi xouyTb!
Kposi Bawoi!..» — i gumom
INpaBeanoro BkpuJo.
«Mouniteca! monirecs!
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“A trouble-maker!...” “Just one word!”

“You are condemned! You're damned by alll...
Jan Hus looked hard at the three Popes

And walked out of the palace halll...

“We've brought him down! We've brought him down!...
Restraint had long gone overboard.

“Auto-da-fé! Auto-da-fé!” '’

The synod all together roared.

”

”

The whole night long the monks and dukes
Their triumph féted... feasted, drank,

And drunkenly they railed at Hus,

Until the matin church bells rang.

The dawn..,. The monks retired to pray
For Hus. The sun, a ball of fire,

Rose o’er the mountain. Did it, too,

That morning want to watch what they

To this most righteous man would do?...

In Constanz all the bells were tolled

As Hus in chains was led

Along his own Golgotha road....

He showed no sign of dread

But, climbing on the faggot pile,

He turned and prayed aloud:

“O God of mercy, what's my crime?
What have I done, O Lord,

To these, Thy people? Men of God!

Why do they want my blood?

Why am I nailed upon the cross?

Oh listen, people! Pray!

Oh pray, ye guiltless ones, because

You, too, will end this way!

For savage beasts into the fold

Have crept as sheep disguised,

And now their wolfish claws they show....
You’'ll find no place to hide,

No shelter from their greedy fangs.

A sea of blood will flow!

The blood from your own children’s veins....
Oh woe, my people, woe!

There, there in crimson robes attired
They stand! Their eyes are mad

With lust.... It’s blood....”

“Set fire! Set fire!”

“It’s blood that they demand!

They want your blood...!"” Then clouds of smoke
Concealed Jan Hus from view.

“Pray, people!” still the good man spoke,
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I'ocnoau, nomunyii,

IMpoctu T™v iM, 60 He 3HaIOTBL..»
Ta i1 He uyTH cTtano!

MoB cobakH, KOJIO OTHIO
Kpyrom ueHui cramm —
Bosinucs, wo6 He B3
TapuHoO 3 Xapy

Ta He MOBUC Ha KOPOHi

A60 Ha Tiapi.

ITorac oroub, ayHyB BiTep
I nonin possiss.
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“They know not what they do!

Forgive them, Lord....” No further sound
Came from the martyr’s pyre!

With eyes intent, the monks like hounds
Were clustered 'round the fire.

They feared he’d snake out from the coals
And slip along the ground

To the tiara of the Pope

Or to a royal crown.

The fire died down. The wind blew free
The ashes o’er the ground.
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I 6aunnn Ha Tiapi

YepBoHOro 3mis

IMpocTti mope. IMiuwm yeHui
Te Deum? cniBaamn,

Posiituuincs no tpanesax

I Tpane3sysanu

I genb i Hi4, aXX nomyxam.

Maujioo ciM’ero

3iAUIMCh YexH, B3N 3eMIi

3-nig KocTpa i 3 Helo

IMiuu B IMpary. Orak I'yca

YeHui ocyawnu,

3anaauau... Ta 60Xxo0ro

CnoBa He CnaJiniM,

He Braganm, wo BuaeTHTH

Open i3-3a xMapu

3aMicTh ryca i po3kioe

Bucoky Tiapy.

Baiiayxe iM, po3sieTinuce,

MoB Tii BopoHH,

3 KpoBaBOro TOro CBATa.

Yeuui i 6aponn

Po3BepHyancs y GyanHkax

I ragku He MalOThb —
BeHKeTyIOTb Ta iHKOAU

T e D e u m cniBaioTh.

Bce 3po6uan... [TocTpusaiite!
OH Haj rosioBoio

Crapmit Xnxka 3 TaGoposa 2°
Maxuys Gynasoio.

10 okTa6ps 1845
c. MapbuHuckoe



And yet the common folk could see

A red snake wrapped around

The triple-crown. The monks retired

Te Deum for to sing,

Then to the festive boards they hied

To gorge themselves and drink

Till they were bloated fit to burst.

With heavy hearts and sore,

A group of Czechs came, scraped some earth
From where he died, and bore

That dust to Praha. It was thus

The monks condemned to die

And at the stake burned good Jan Hus....
And yet God’s truth defies

Their bonfire. From behind the clouds
An eagle, not a goose,

Shall swoop, the triple-crown to claw —
And they don’t even guess!

Without a care, the monks and lords
Dispersed each to his nest

From that red feast, like carrion crows.

In idleness they rest

And roister in their castle dens.
And as they feast and drink

And chant Te Deum now and then,
Their skins are save, they think.
The danger is no more.... But wait!
Old ZiZka in Tabor '

Above his hoary head has raised
And flashed the mace for war.

Village Maryinske,
October 10, 1845

Translated
by John Weir



HAVMHUYKA
npoJjior

Y Heninio BpaHuUi-paHO
ITone xpuaocs TyMaHOM;
Y TyMmaHi, Ha MoruJi,

Ak ToOnoAsA, MOXWIWIAacCh
Monoauus monopas.
Iloch a0 JIOHa NpUroprae
Ta 3 TymMaHOM pO3MOBJSE:

«Oi TymaHe, TymaHe —

" Miit natanunit Tanaue!
Yomy MeHe He CXOBa€Ll
OryT cepea nany?

Yomy MeHe He 3ajaBuil,
Y 3emuio He BaaBuii?
Yomy MeHi 37101 podi,

YoM Biky He 306aBuiu?

Hi, He paBu, TymMaHOuKy!
CxoBaii TiJibKO B noi,
1106 HiXTO He 3HaB, He 6auus
Moei Henoani!..

S He ofHAa,— €CTb Y MeHe
I 6aTbko, i MaTH...

€CcTb y MeHe... TYMaHOUKY,
TyMaHOuKy, Gpare!..

Ontst Mo€! Miii CMHOUYKY!
Hexpeuennii cuny!

He s Te6Ge xpecTuTumy
Ha nuxy roauny.

Yyxi 10O XpECTUTHMYTb,
SI He Gyny 3Hath,

SIK i 30ByTb... [IuTa Mo€!
s 6yna 6Garara...

He nait MeHe; MOAMTHUMYCb,
I3 camoro Heba

Honio BUILIauy C/AbO3aMH

I mouutio go tebe».

Miuta noseM puaaioum,

B tymaHi xoBanach

Ta kpi3b c/IbO3M TUXECEHBKO
IIpo BooBy cniBana,
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THE SERVANT WOMAN
PROLOGUE

Early on a Sabbath day

Wrapped in mist the country lay.
On a mound, in mist enfolded,

To her breast a bundle holding,
Stood a woman, young and wistful
Like a poplar, in a whisper
Talking sadly to the mist:

“Mist, oh mist, do hear my plea,
Pity me in my ordeal!

Oh, why don’t you bury me,

Hide me in this lonely field!

Oh, why don’t you smother me,
Crush me so I would not breathe,
And my days of suffering

Thus make mercifully brief!

No, mist, no, don’t smother me,
With your cloak just cover me,
Hide me so my misery

None should know and none should see!
I’'m not alone, I’ve left behind

My father and my mother....

I also have... I have, besides,

Oh mist! There is one other...

I have a son, a tiny child,

A soul unnamed and unbaptized!
It's not I who will baptize you,
To my bitter, bitter woe,

It is strangers who'll baptize you,
I will never even know

-What they’ve called you, where to find you....
Oh, my son, my very own!

Do not curse me! I'll be praying,
God will hear a mother’s prayer,
Happiness He’ll send from heaven,
Fortune kind will be your share.”

Bowed in grief, she walked away
Through the mist with footsteps slow,
Singing tearfully a lay

Of a widow’s bitter woe

244 445



Sk ynoBa B [lyHaesi
CuHiB noxoBasa:

«O# y noni Morunia;
Tam ynoBa xoauia,
Tam xoauna-rynsna,
TpyTu-3iJu1s. Wykana.
TpyTu-3iJU1s He HaiuLia,
Ta cuHiB ABOX NpuBesa,
B kuTaeuky nosuna

I na JyHai oguecna:
«Tunxnit, Tuxuit JdyHait!
Moix aitok 3abaBnsiii.
Tn, >KOBTEHbKMIA MiCOK,
Haronyit mMoix AiTok;

I ckynait, i crnoBuit,

I co6orwo ykpwiil»

I

Bys co6i ain ra 6aba.
3 maBHbOro-gaBHa y rai Haj CTaBOM
YaBox cobi Ha XyTopi XuJH,
K AiTO4OK ABOE,—
Ycionn oboe.
Ille 3Ma/ieuKy yABOX SITHATA MAaCJH,
A noriM noGpanucs,
Xynobu nixxpanucs,
Mpuadaan xyTip, cTaB i MJMH,
Capok y rai posBesu
I naciky unmany —
Bcboro Hagdasnm.
Ta giTouok y ix 6irma,
A cMepTh 3 KOCOI0 3a IIeYuMa.

XTO X iX cTapicTb mpHBirae,
3a auTnHy craHe?

XTo 3annaue, moxosae?
XTo aywy crnom’siHe?

XTo nmoxuse 106po uecHO,
B noGpyio roaumsy,

I 3rapae psikymwoum,

Sk cBos autuHal..

TsxKo aiteit rooyBaTH

VY GesBepxiit xari,

A e ripuie cTapitics

VY 6iamMx nanarax,—
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As she buried her two babes
In the Danube long ago:

“There's a grave mound on the plain,
There a widow came one day,
Poison grass she came to find,
Poison grass she did not find,
And her time was coming nigh.
In the field she had to lie,

Her two boys in cloth to bind,
Take them to the Danube wide.
‘River, river, take my babes,
Rock them gently on your waves!
Yellow sand, with soft caress,
Feed my babies at your breast,
Sing to them a lullaby,

Cover them in peace to lie!"”

Beside the grove lived all their life
A kind old man and his good wife
In their nice cottage near the pond,
Like children ever,
Always together.
They’d tended lambs as children young,
Grew up and married later on.
They bought a cow, and built a home,
A water mill then came to own,
An orchard planted by the grove,
And beehives not a few they got —
Of everything they had a lot.
But in their home there was no child,
And Death was nearing with his scythe!

Who'll cherish them when they are old,
Who'll be a loving son to them?

Who'll say a prayer for their souls,
Who'll mourn their passing, weep for them?
Who other than their flesh and blood

In time their legacy will share

And think of them with gratitude,
Recall how good and kind they were?
It’s hard to rear a brood of young
When you’ve no home to call your own,
But harder still to age alone

In mansion splendid, but forlorn.
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Crapitucs, yMMpaTH,

M o6po mokuaaTh

Yy XUM JIOAM, YY)KHM AiTAM
Ha cmix, Ha po3rpary!

II

I ain, i 6a6a y Healmo

Ha npu3b6i BaBox cobi cuaim
lapHeHbKO, B 6LIMX COpOYKaX.
Cisio coHue, B HebGecax

AHi XMapMHOYKH, Ta THXO,

Ta 060, sk y pai.
CxoBajiocst y cepui JMXO,

Sk 3Bip y TeMHIM rai.

B rakim pai uoro 6, 6aucs,
Crapum cymysaTtu?

Yu TO AABHE sIKE JIMXO
IMpokuHysnock B XarTi?

Yy BYyOpallUHE, 3aJaBjieHe
3HOB MOBOPYLIMJIOCH,

Yy e TiZIbKO 3aKJIIOHYJIOCH
I pait 3anannno?

He 3Hnato, mo i micas yoro
Crapi cymyiotb. Moxe, Bxe
Oue 36upaloTbesi A0 Gora,
Ta xT0o B manekyw gopory
Im po6pe koueit 3anpsixe?

«A xTo Hac, Hacre, nmoxoBae,
Ak nompemo?»

«Cama He 3Haro!
S Bce oue MipkyBaia,
Ta ax cymHO cTaso:
OauHOKiI 30CTapinnChk...
Komy nonagGanu
Hobpa uporo?..»

«CTpuBaii JMLIEeHb!

Uu yyem? wmwoch riaue
3a BOpiTbMH... MOB AMTHHA!
MMo6iximM nuw!.. Baunm?
S srapgysas, wo WOCh Gyael»

I pa30M CXOMNHJIUCDh

Ta no Bopirt... [Ipubiraiots,
MOBUYKH 3yNUHWIHCD.
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To grow infirm and leave this world,
Your property bequeathed to none,
So utter strangers squander all,
Ungratefully, in careless fun.

I

The couple, on the day of rest,

Were sitting in their Sunday best
Upon a bench beneath the trees.

The sup was shining. Not a breeze,
No wisp of cloud the blue disturbed,
"Twas like a paradise on earth.

But like a beast in forest murk

Deep in their hearts a sadness lurked.

Why sorrow in this heaven fair,

What more could these good people want?
Perhaps some grief of yester-year

Had ’wakened now their peace to haunt?
Was it some hurt of long ago

That stirred again their hearts to pain?
Or some new trouble just arose

This paradise to set aflame?

What is the cause of their despair?
Perhaps they grieve because they know
That soon to God they must repair
And there is nobody to care,

To hitch their horses for the road....

“Oh, who will lay us in our graves?”
And Nastya answered: “I can’t say.

It’s had me worried all my days,

It hurts to think we’ve reached old age
And we’ve no one our hearts to cheer....
For whom then did we scrape and save
All this.... But listen, do you hear?
There’s someone crying, seems to me....
Sounds like a baby.... It's quite near!
Let’s go and see what it can be,

Come on, let’s hurry. Hear it? Hear?”

And off they hurried to the gate
Whence came the piteous, plaintive sound.
And there they stopped and silent gazed.
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IMepen camMuM Mepesa3oM
OutnHa crnosuta —

Ta it He TYro, 1 HOBEHbKOIO
CBUTHHOIO BKpHUTa;

Bo To MaTH crnoBuBaja —

I nitoM ykpuna

OCTaHHbOIO CBMUTHHOIO!..

OuBUANCH, MOJIMJIUCH
Crapi Moi. A cepaelliHe
Henaue 6aarae:
Bunpyuyano pyuyeHsita
M po ix mpocTsrae
MaHI0CiHBKI... i 3aMOBKJIO,
Henaue He nnaue,
Tinbku nxwuka.

«A mo, Hacre?
s i ka3aB! Ot Gaunm?
Ot i TanaH, oT i mons,
I He oauHoOKi!
Bepn x suiieHb Ta cnoBuBa...
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A baby lay upon the ground

Beside the fence. The bundle wee
Was loosely wrapped, but o’er it lay
A new warm coat. 'Twas clear to see
It was the mother who had laid

Her baby here, and lovingly

Had o’er it spread her only coat....

Trokhim and Nastya stood bedazed
And whispered prayers, while the babe,
As though ’twas pleading for their care,
Had freed its tiny arms and stretched
Them up towards the ageing pair....
And now the mite no longer cried,
Just gave a whimper, soft and weak.
“Wake up, Nastya, can’t you speak?
Here’s our answer, don’t you see?
Here’s our fortune and delight,

You and I have got a son!
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Au sike, HiBpOKY!

Hecn X B xaTy, a fi BEPXH
KuHycp 3a KymMaMu

B Topoamiue...»

YyaHo sAKOCH
lieTbcsa MiX Hammu!
OJMH CHHAa MPOKJIMHAE,
3 XaTH BHUraHse,
I pyruit cBiYeuKy, CepACLIHUH,
IMoTom 3apo6nsic
Ta, puaapouyn, CTaHOBHTb
IMepen o6pazamn —
Hema piteitl.. UyaHo sikoch
HieTbcsa MiX Hamu!

111

AX TpY mapu Ha pajoliax
KyMiB Ha36upanu,

Ta BBeuepi i1 oxpecTuiy,

I Mapkom Ha3Basm.

Pocte Mapko. Crapi moi
He 3HaoTh, ae AiTH,

Ie nmocaautp, A€ TMOJIOXHTh
I wo 3 HuM poduTu.
Munae pik. Pocte Mapko —
I piitna kopoBa

Y po3skolli Kynaerbcs.

AX ocb yopHOOGpoBa

Ta monopna, 6inonmus
[puitiuna monoanus

Ha Toit xyrip 6aaropaTHwui
Y HaliMM NpPOCHTbCH.

«A WO X,— Kaxe,— Bo3bMiM, HacTe».
«Bo3bmimo, Tpoxume,

Bo Mu cTapi, He3nyxaem,

Ta Takm U AUTHHA,

Xoua BOHO BXe ¥ MiapocJo,
Ta Bce X Taku Tpeba

Koo itoro miknyBaTucb».

«Ta BoHO-TO TpebGa.

Bo it s cBOIO BXe 4acTOYKY
Mpoxus, cnasa Gory,—
MigrontaBcsa. Tak wo X Tenep,
Illo Bisbmew, Hedoro?

3a pik, uu ak?»
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Take the baby, mother him....
Hope the day’s a lucky one.
Take him home, and I will go
And invite the sponsors....”

Verily, how strange the things

That occur among us!

Here one curses his own son,
Driving him from house and home;
Others, parenthood denied,

Work their fingers to the bone
Candles for the church to buy,

Day and night they pray the saints —
All in vainl... Indeed the things
Happening on this earth are strange!

I

Not just two but six godparents
Gladly to the christening came.
That same night the child was christened,
Marko was his given name.
Marko grew. Trokhim and Nastya
Simply doted on the boy,

Fussing over him and bustling

In anxiety and joy.

In a year the child drew lusty,
And the milch cow for his sake
Lived in clover, as we say.

Then, a woman came one day,
Very young and full of grace,
Dark of brow and fair of face,
Seeking work as housemaid

In this happy blessed place.

“Nastya, should we take her, eh?”
“Yes, Trokhim, I think we should.
We are old and often ail,

Then there’s little Marko, too.
True, the baby’s big and strong,
Still he needs an able nurse,

He wants care the whole day long.”
“Yes, indeed, our Marko does.
Also, I have trod the earth

Long enough, I think. And now,
Daughter, let us come to terms.
You’ll want yearly pay, or how?”
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«A Wo pacre».

«E, Hi! Tpeba 3HaTh,
Tpeba, O04KO, JiUMTH TJIATY,
3apobaeHy miary,

Bo cka3aHO: XTO He JIiUHTbh,
To ToM i He Mae.

Tak orak xi6a, HeGoro:

Hi T Hac He 3HaeL,

Hi mu tebe. A noxwusel,
Po3auBuuica B Xxari,

Ta it mu tebe mobaunmo,—
Orogi # 3a ruary,

Yu Tak, gouko?»
«dobpe, asabKy».
«ITpocumo X y xarty».

IMoeananncs. Moaoanus
Paga Ta Becena,

Hi6u 3 nanoM mosiHuanace,
3akynuaa cena.
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“I'll take anything you say.”
“No, my girl, that’s not the way!
You must care about your pay,
It’s your honest, hard-earned pay.
Those who don’t will always stay
With a sadly empty purse.

Do it this way: try it out,

And we’ll all see how it works.
You don’t know us or our ways,
We don’t know you and can’t tell
If we're suited. Of your wage

We shall talk another time.
All right, daughter?” “Very well.”
“We're agreed then. Come inside.”

That settled it. The housemaid
Was so excited and elate

That one would think a prince she’d wed

Or come into a rich estate.
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I y xari, i Ha aBoOpi,

I KO0 CKOTHHH,
VYBeyepi i BAOCBiTa;

A KO0JIO IMTHHH

Tak i maga, Hi6u matu;
B 6yaeHb i B Heaimo
I'onoBOHBKY HOMY 3MHE,

M copoueuxy 6iny

Lo meHp GoXuit HamiBae€.
I'paetbes, cniBae,

POGUTb BO3MKHM, a B CBATO —
To i 3 pyk He cmyckae.
HOuByloTbca cTapi Moi

Ta monsaTbcs Gory.

A HaWiMMYKa HEBCHMYyLLa
Iloseuip, He6ora,

CBOIO 0JII0 MPOKJIMHAE,
TsAKKO-BaXKO IUI1aue;
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Working hard from dawn till dark,

In the house and the yard,

She sang as happy as a lark.

To mind the child she never tired,
With motherly and loving care

She washed and combed his silky hair,

And dressed him up each blesséd day

As if it were a holiday.

She played with him, and made him toys,
And sang him songs. It was her joy

On holidays, the whole day long,

To fuss around the darling boy.

Trokhim and Nastya watched her ways
And blessed the day she came to stay.
They could not know that their poor maid,
To anguished sleepless nights condemned,
Was cursing her misfortune cruel

As she lay sobbing in her bed.

258/259



I HiIXTO TOro He yye,

He 3Hac i1 He GauuThb,
Onpiu Mapka MaJIeHbKOTO.
Tak BOHO He 3Hae,

Yoro Ha¥MHUUKa CJIbO3aMH
Moro ymusae.

He 3na Mapko, 4oro BoHa
Tak iforo uinye,

Cama He 3'icThb i He HOITE,
HMoro Haromye.

He 31a Mapko, sk B KoJMCLi
Yacom cepen Houi
IMpoKMHeTbCs, BOPYXHETbCS —
To BOHa BXe€ CKOYMTb,

I ykpue, i1 nepexpecTurhb,
Tuxo 3akonuiie,—

Bona uye 3 Tii xaTy,

Sk aMTMHA auLe.

BpaHui Mapko g0 HaltMUUYKH
Pyuku mpocTtsrae

I MamMo10 HeBcumylLy

I'aHHy Besnuac...

He 31Ha Mapko, pocre cobi.
Pocre, BupocTae.

v

YuMaso JT nepeBepHYIOCH,
Boau uumasio ytekso;

I B xyrip sMx0 3aBepHyJoO,

I cni3 ynmano npunecso.
Ba6ycio Hactio noxosanam

I nenpe-nenBe omonanu
Tpoxuma-giga. IIporyno
IMpokssTe JMXO0 Ta M 3acCHYJIO.
Ha xyrip 3HoBy 6naroaartb
3-3a ralo TEMHOro BepHyJach
o piga B XaTy CMOYMBATbD.

Yxe Mapko uymakye

I BoceHn He Houye

Hi nig xatoro, Hi B Xari...
Koro-ueGyap TpeGa cBartaTb.
«Koro x 6u TyT?» — CcTapuit Ayma
I npocute nopagu

VY HaiimMuuku. A HaiiMHUYKa

Ho uapiBuu 6 paga

Cnarb crapoctu: «Tpeba Mapka
Camoro cruraTtu».
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No one heard it, no one knew it,

No one saw the tears she shed,

No one but the little babe.

The little one he could not know
Why 'twas his nurse, their housemaid,
So wept in anguish over him.

Nor could he know, of course, what made
Her kiss him so and fondle him,

And why the sweetest bits she laid
With loving care aside for him,

Nor why, if in the dead of night

He stirred in sleep or even turned,
At once she’d be there at his side
With truly motherly concern

To bless him, put his covers right,
And lull him with a gentle croon.
Why ’twas she heard his breathing light
While sleeping in another room.

And Marko, waking in the morn,

His baby arms stretched out to her,
And called her Mother, needing her,
His Hannah who was always there....
He did not know. Thus Marko grew
To man’s estate without a care.

1v

The years rolled ever on and on,
Much water ’neath the bridge had run,
Death also visited this home,

And sorrow brought to everyone.

Old Nastya’s fatefull end had come,
And poor Trokhim all but succumbed.
Accurst misfortune took its own,

And then it left them well alone.

And blessedness once more returned
From ’'yond the woods where it had flown,
To settle down it Trokhim’s home.

Marko drives a cart to town,

Autumn nights he never now

Spends at home, asleep in bed....

It was time the lad was wed.

“Whom should we take?” thought old Trokhim,
And then asked Hannah, faithful maid,

For her advice. She’d have been glad

To pick for Marko as a mate

A princess royal! “Let’s ask him,

Let Marko tell us whom he’'d wed.”
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«[06pe, AOYKO, CMUTAEMO,
Ta i1 6GyaeMo cBaTaTh».

Po3nurtanu, nopaanancs,

Ta 1 3a crapocTamun

Miwos Mapko. BepHyancs
Jliope 3 pylIHMKaMH,

3 cBATHM xJ1i60M O6MiHEHMM.
IMauHy y XymnaHi,

Taky Kpaso BUCBaTaM,

Illo xou 3a reTbMaHa,

To He copoM. Orake-To
OuBo 3anonaju!

«Cnacubi Bam! — cTapmil Kaxe.—
Tenep, wo6 Bu 3HanM,
Tpeba kpaio HOBOAMUTH,

Kosu i1 pe BiHuaTh,

Ta it Beciina. Ta we och wWo:
XTo B Hac 6yae mMaTtn?

He noxwnaa mos Hacrtal.» —
Ta # 3aJMBCh CJIbO3aMM.

A HaiiMMuka y nopory
Bxomnunace pykamm

3a oxsipok Ta i 3omiina.
Tuxo ctano B xari;

Tinbko HaliMHMYKa LIeNTasa:
«Matu... Matu... Mmatul»

v

Yepes TvxaeHb MOJIOAMHI
Koposait micuan

Ha xytopi. Crapmit 6aTbko

3 yciei cwm

3 MOJOAMLUAMHU TaHLIOE,

Ta pBip BuMiTae,

Ta npoxoxux, MpoiXKAXKAUMX
Y nBip 3akimkae,

Ta BapeHolo yacTye,

Ha Becimns npocurs.

3uait, 6irae, a camoro

JlenBe HOrM HOCATD.

CKpi3b rapMuep Ta peroTs,
B xari i HagBopi.

I )x0n06m BUKOTHIIN

3 HOBOI KOMOpH.

CKpi3b MOpaHHs: MeyyTb, BapATb,
BuMitaioTb, MHMIOTb...

Ta Bce uyxi. [le X HaiiMMuKa?
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*“So be it. Let us speak to him,
And after that we'll go ahead.”

And so they did. A fitting match

For Marko had to be arranged.
Matchmakers went and soon came back
And brought the bread they had exchanged
With parents of the bride-to-be.

She was both young and dignified,
And beautiful, and dressed so fine

A hetman surely wouldn’t mind

To be her groom. She was indeed

A very wonder of a bride!

“I thank you kindly,” said Trokhim.
“And now the date we must release,
Tell all the folks so they will know
Just when the wedding feast will be.
There’s only one thing worries me:
Who will our Marko’s mother be?

My Nastya hasn’t lived to see....”
Trokhim could not go on for tears.
And in the doorway Hannah stood,
Their servant woman all these years,
The door-post gripping lest she swoon,
She could not make a move or speak,
And only whispered brokenly:

“Ah, who, who’ll Marko’s mother be?”

A

Very soon the matrons came

To Trokhim’s to bake the cake

For the wedding. Old Trokhim,
Bravely mastering the shakes,

Danced with all the fair young wives,
Laughed and joked, then went outside,
Swept the yard and gladly hailed

All those walking past his gate

To come in and taste his ale,

At the wedding be his guests.
Though unsteady on his legs,

On he bustled, none the less.

All were laughing, noisy, gay,

Both inside the house and out.

From the cellars where they lay
Kegs of wine came rolling out.

All were busy cooking, baking,
Scrubbing, cleaning all around...
Strangers all. But where is Hannah?
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Ha npowy y Kuis
Miwna Fauxa. Bnaras crapwit,
A Mapko ax ILiakas,
1106 Gyna BoHa 3a Matip.
«Hi, Mapky, Hifiko
Meni MaTip'io cuaiTi:
To 6arari aoae,
A s HalMHuKa... Wie ¥ 3 TeGe
Cmiatucs GyayTh.
Hexaii 6or Bam momarae!
IMiay momoutocs
VYcim csatum y Kuesi,
Ta ¥ 3HOBY BepHycs
B Bawy xaty, sik npuiimere.
IToku Maio cum,
TpyauTumycs...»
Yuctum cepuem

[Mo6aarocnosuna
Csoro Mapka... 3amakana

miuyia 3a Bopora.

Po3BepHynocs Becuuis.
My3ukam po6ora
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Hannah’s gone to Kiev town,
Though Trokhim had begged her stay;
In his mother’s place to sit
Tearfully had Marko prayed.
“Marko, no, it isn’t fit

That I take your mother’s place.
All your friends are well-to-do,
And I'm just a housemaid,

They would only laugh at you.
May the Lord guard over you!

To the shrines in Kiev town

I must go and pray the saints.
Then I will return to you,

If you’ll have me back again.
While I've strength left in my limbs
I shall work...” with feeling deep
She told Marko, blessing him

From her heart. Her tears ran free
As she left him at the gate.

The wedding feast was in full swing,
Musicians played, heels tapped away,
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I minkosam. BapeHoto

Crosm # naBM MHIOTb.

A HaliMuuka wkaHaubae,
Mocniwae B Kuis.

IMpuiiwna B Knip — He cnouuna,
Y MiuwaHku craina,

HaiinsAnacss HOCHUTbL BOZLY,

Bo rpowueit He ctasno

Ha mone6crtaie Bapsapi.
Hocuna-Hocuna,

Kin i3 Bicim 3apobuna

M Mapkosi kynuna

CBsTy 1AaNoOuYKy B Meliepax

Y HNBana cesitoro,

11lo6 ronoBa He Gosina

B Mapka mosionoro;

I nepcrenuk y Bapsapu
HesicTui aocrana,

I, BCIiM CBATMM MOKJIOHMBILKCD,
Honomy Beprajach.

Bepnynacs. Karepuna
I Mapko 3ycTpinm
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All hard at work. The tables groaned
With food and wine and home-brewed ale.
While Hannah, footsore, hurried on

To Kiev at the shrines to pray.

She got to town and straightaway,
Before she stopped to rest or sleep,

She sought a place where she could stay
And fetching water earn her keep,
Saving from her meagre pay

For St. Barbara's holy day.

Pail she carried after pail,

And some kopecks eight she saved.

At the shrine of John the Martyr

In the ancient Kiev caves

Hannah bought a cap for Marko

So his head should never ache;

At St. Barbara’s shrine she bought
Marko’s wife a ring to wear.

Then she prayed the saints once more,
Crossed herself, and home repaired.

Marko and his lovely bride
Hurried out to meet her
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3a BOpiTbMH, BBEJIM B XaTy
M 3a ctin nocaguau;
HanyBanu # rogysanm,
IMpo KwuiB nuranm,
I B kimHaTi Karepuna
OanoyuTbs nocnaasa.
«3a o BOHU MEHE JKIONATH?
3a WO MoBaxawTb?
O 6Goxe Miit MuIOCepAHHMit!
Moxe, BOHM 3HAIOTh...
Moxe, BOHM AOrajajmch...
Hi, He moraganuce;
Bouu po6pi...»

i HaliMHUyYKa
Tsxko 3apuaana.

VI

Tpuui Kpura 3amep3aina,
Tpuui po3rasaia,

Tpuui Haiimuuky y Kuis
Kartpst npoBoaxana

Tak, sik MaTip, i B yeTBepTHit
Iposena HeGory

AX y mosne, 10 MOTWJIH,

I monuna Gora,

Lllo6 wBMAEeHBKO BepTanacs,
Bo 6e3 Hei B xari

sSIkocb CyMHO, Hi6M MaTu
IMokuHyna xaty.

ITichsa nmpeuucToi B Hegimo,

Ta nicnsa nmepwoi, Tpoxum
Crapwmit cuaiB B copouui 6iiit,

B 6puni Ha npu3b6i. [epen HuUM
3 co06ako OHY4OK rpascs,

A BHYUYKa B IONIKY OAAr/Iach

Y Katpuny i HiOu iiuwa

HOo pima B rocti. 3acMisiBCb
Crapuit i BHyuKy NpuBiTaB,
Henaue cnpasai mosoamiyio:

«A e X T Aii1a najassHuuio?
Yu, Moxe, B Jici XTo OoaHsAB?
Yu nmonpocty — 3abyna B3ATH?..
Yu, Moxe, e i He Haneksaa?

E, copom, copom, snencbka maTu'»
AX 3upK — i HaifMMuKa BBiifuUIa
Ha asip. IToGir cTpiuatu
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At the gate, took her inside,
At the table seated,
Pressing food on her, the while
Listening to Hannah'’s tale.
And when night came, Katerina
Bade her in the front room stay.
“No, I don’t deserve such love.
Why do they respect me so?
Oh my Lord in Heav'n above,
Surely it can’t be they know?
Have they guessed perhaps, and they...
No, they haven’t, they’re just kind,
They’re just good....”

The hired maid
Wept and tossed all through the night.

VI

Thrice the pond was frozen tight,
Thrice again it melted down,
Thrice Kat'rina saw old Hannah
Off to holy Kiev town

Like a daughter. And again

She saw Hannah on the way

For the fourth time; to the mound
Walked with her, and begged and prayed
That she should not tarry long,
'Cause their happy, blessed home
Would seem cheerless and forlorn
With their loving mother gone.

One Sunday, following Assumption,
Trokhim dressed in his best white shirt
Was basking in the pleasant sunshine

In great content. Before him romped

His little grandson with his pup,

There, too, his baby sister now,

All dressed up in her mother’s skirt,

Came calling on Grandpa. She bowed

As matrons do. Trokhim played up

And welcomed her with face kept straight:
“What happened to the loaf you'd baked?
P’raps in the forest you were robbed,

Or else forgotten it at home?

Or never had one baked to bring?

Oh shame, oh shamel... But look who’s come!”
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3 oHykamu cBoio 'aHHy.

«A Mapko B popo3i?» —

FanHa aiga nuranacs.

«B pmopo3i we i goci».

«A s nease popubana

o Bawoi xartw,

He xorizoch Ha 4yXuHi

OpnHit ymuparn!

Koan 6 Mapka aixpaTucs...

Tak WWOCh TAXKO CTajo»!

I BHyuaTaMm i3 KJIyHOYKa

IocTnHUi BuitMana:

I xpecTHkH, 1 AyKauyMkw,
HaMHUCTa pa3040K

SpuHouli, i yepBOHMI

3 ¢oabrun 06pa3ouok,

A Kapnosi conoseiika

Ta koHuKiB mapy,

I yeTBepTHit yXe nepcTeHb

Cssroi Bapsapu

Karepuni, a aiposi

I3 Bocky cBsiTOro

Tpu cBiueuku, a Mapkosi

I co6i nivoro

He npunecna: He xynuia,

Bo rpomeit He craso,

A 3apobuth He 3ayxana.

«A OChb e OCTajJoCh

IiBGyGanukal»

" no mmarouky

HitsaM posainnna.

VII

Bgiituuia B xaty. Karepuna
1it Horn ymuna
M nonymHoBaTh mocamuia.
He nuna i He ina
Crapa I'aHHa.
«Karepuno!

Konu B Hac Hepina?»
«[TicnsazasTpa».

«Tpeba Gyne
AkadicT HalHATH
Mukosa€Bi CBATOMY
M ua uvactouky parm,
Bo wocb Mapko 3aGapuscsi...
Moxe, ne B poposi
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Why, it was Hannah walking in!

The two young children and Trokhim
All ran to meet her at the gate.
“Where’s Marko? Is he not yet home?”
She asked in great anxiety.

Trokhim replied: “He still is gone.”
And Hannah said: “I thought my feet
Would never, never get me home.

I didn’t want to die out there,

In strange surroundings, all alone.

If T could last till he comes back....

My heart’s so heavy and so grieved!”
And then she took out of her bag

The gifts she brought for them from Kiev:
Little crosses, holy medals,

A string of beads for young Irene,

An icon framed in silver foil,

The nicest icon ever seen.

She had a whistle for the boy,

Toy horses too, a jolly pair;

For Marko’s wife a ring once more,
Kat’rina’s fourth that she’d bought there
In Kiev’s shrines; and last of all

Three slender candles for Trokhim
Blessed at the church. And as for Marko,
This time there was no gift for him

Or for herself: her money spent,

She had no strength more pails to fetch,
She felt so ill, and home she went.
“Here’s half a roll that I have left,
Come, share it, children,” Hannah said,
And gave a little piece to each.

VII

In they went, and Katerina

Bathed old Hannah’s weary feet,
And invited her to dinner,

But she couldn’t drink or eat.

She said: “Tell me, Katerina,

When is Sunday, I forget.”

“This is Friday”. “Then, my dear one,
Sunday have a service sung

To St. Nicholas the healer,

Just in case there’s something wrong.
Why does Marko take so long!

God forbid that he should sicken
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3aHenyxas, coxpaHb Goxel
M nokanamm cabosu
3 crapux oueil 3aMyueHHX,
Jlense-neaBe BcTasa
I3-3a crona.
«Karepuno!
He Ta BXe s crana:
3nepautisia, He 3AYyXKawO
I Ha HOrM BCTaTH.
Tsxko, Karpe, ymuparu
B uyxiit Terutiit xartil»

3anenyxasia Hebora.

Yke ¥ npuyaiuamm,

M macnocesTie cyxuau,—
Hi, He momaraJo.

Crapmit TpoxuM Mo Hajgip'10
MoB yOUTHI XOOMTD.
Karepuna x 3 6omsuioi

I oueit He 3BOAMUTD;
KatepuHa xono Hei

I gHioE # HOuye.

A THM yacoM cH4i BHOUI
Hepmobpe Biwyotsb

Ha xomopi. Boasimas
loaeHp, WIOroAnHa,

JlegBe uyTH, MUTAETHCA:
«doHio Karepuno!

Yu we Mapko He npuixa?
Ox, KoM 51 3Hana,

1o mixaycs, wo mnobauy,
To we 6 migoxxzaaal

VIII

Ine Mapko 3 uymakamu.
Inyun, cnisae,

He nocmimia go rocnogm —
Boau nmomacae.

Beze Mapko Karepuni
CykHa mopororo,

A 6aTbKOBi WKTHI MosC
LlIoBKYy yepBOHOTrO,

A HaiiMuuli Ha 04imokK
IMapui 3o050T0i

I yepBony moGpy XyCTKY
3 Ginoro raGotro!

A aiToukam qepesmu(u,
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On a distant road somewhere....”

And the servant, old and stricken,

Burst out crying in despair.

Slowly, on the table leaning,

Hannah got up to her feet.

“I am ailing, Katerina.

I'm unwell, I feel so weak,

I can hardly stand alone....

It’s bitter dying in a home

That’s blest and warm, but not your own....”

She felt very, very bad,

Though the Eucharist she took,
Extreme unction, too, she had,
Nothing seemed to do her good.
Old Trokhim about the place
Like a lost soul wandered,

And a daughter couldn’t be
Than Kat'rina fonder.

Day and night she hovered near,
Always there at Hannah’s side.
But the hooting of the barn owls
Ir the silence of the night
Boded grief to come. And Hannah
Fretted every waking hour,
Every minute of the day.

“Oh, my daughter Katerina,
Why is Marko still away?

If I knew that it was fated

That I'd see him if I waited,

I would wait until he came.”

VI

With the ox-cart drivers’ train
Homeward bound is Marko now.
Leisurely they make their way,
Resting while the oxen browse.
Marko’s gift for Katerina

Is a length of splendid cloth,

And a red silk sash he’s bringing

For his dad to cut a swath.

For 'their faithful housemaid

There’s a white-fringed shawl to wear,
And a piece of gold brocade

For a cap to hide her hair.

Fancy boots he’s bought the children,
Lots of figs and raisins sweet,
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®ir Ta BUHOrpaay,

A BCiM BKyni — 4YepBOHOrO
Buna 3 Llaperpany

Binep 3 Tpoe y Gapuni,

I xaB'sipy ° 3 JloHy —
Bcboro Be3e, Ta He 3HaAE€,
Mo mierbcsa gomal

Ine Mapko, He >XypHTbCS.
Mpwuitwos — csnasa Gory!

I Bopora opumHse,

I MonuTbea 6Gory.

«Yu uyew tH, Karepuno?
Bixu 3ycTpivaTu!

Ve npuiwos! Bixu msuaye!
IlIBuaue Bean B Xxaty!.
Cnasa T06i, Xpucre-6oxe!
Hacunay gixpanal»

I OTue Haw TMXO-THXO,
MoB kpi3b COH, uMTana.

Crapuii Bosm BUMpsArace,
3aHO3M XOBa€
MepexaHi, a Karpycs
Mapka orssinae.
«A pe x T'anna, Karepuno?
S nak i Gainayxe!
Yu He BMepna?»

«Hi, He BMepna,
A nyxe He3snyxa.
XoaiMm smieHs B Majy Xary,
IMoku Bunpsrae
Bosu 6aTbKo: BoHa Tebe,
Mapky, noxunaae».

BsiitimoB Mapko B MaJjy xaTty
I craB y nopory...

AX 3nakaBcsA. [aHHa wenue:
«Cnaa... cnaBa 6ory!

Xoam cioaM, He JsAKaKCA...
Buitau, Katpe, 3 xaru:

S wock Malo PO3MUTATH,
Hewo po3ka3aTh».

Buitina 3 xatn KarepuHa,
A Mapko cxumBcs

[ o HaiMUYKK Y rOJIOBM.
«Mapky! noauBucs,
IMoauBucs T™M Ha MeHe:
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And some good old wine in Tsargrad
All of them to give a treat.

There’s a barrel of it there,

And some caviar from the Don.
Gifts he’s bringing, unaware

Things are what they are at home.

On he drives without a care.

Thank the Lord he has arrived!

At the gate he says a prayer,

Opens it and throws it wide.
“Katerina, I could swear

I heard somebody arrive!

Marko’s come. Go quickly, daughter,
Hurry, bring him right inside!

Thank Thee, Jesus Christ Our Saviour,
That my tryst I've lived to keep!”
And she whispered the Lord’s Prayer,
Softly, softly, as in sleep.

Old Trokhim unhitched the oxen,
Put away the shaft and pin,
While Kat'rina welcomed Marko,
Feasted loving eyes on him.
“Where is Hannah, Katerina?
She’s not dead now, surely?”
“She’s not dead, but very near it,
Hannah’s very poorly.

While your father’s busy here
With the oxen, Marko,

Let us go to her, my dear,

Ease her awful heartache.”

Marko walked into the room,

On the threshold stopped, aghast.
Hannah whispered in the gloom:
“Thank the Lord, he’s here at last!
Come close, Marko, don’t be frightened.
Leave us two, my daughter dear,

There is something I must ask him,
Something Marko’s got to hear.”

Softly walked out Katerina.

Marko, grieved and smitten,

Bent down close to Hannah's pillow.
“Marko,” she said, “listen.

Look at me, look very closely,

See how near the end I've come....
I am not your servant, Marko,
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Bau, sk s 3MmapHina?
S ue I'anHa, He HaiiMMuKa,
A.» —

Ta it oHiMina.
Mapko mni1akaB, OUMBYBaBCS.
3HOB Oui oakpuia,
IMnibHO, MMJIBHO NOAMBWIACH —
Cabo3M MOKOTHIINCH.,
«[Ipoctu mene! d kapanace
Bech Bik B uyxiil xarTi...
IMpocTu MeHe, Miil cCHHOUKY!
... 1 TBOA MaTH».
Ta it 3amoBKIa...

3omiis Mapko,

N 3emna sappuxana.
IIpokuHyBCSA... 10 Marepi —
A maTtu BXe cnana!

13 HonGps 1845
B Iepesacnasi



I'm...” But she could not go on.
Marko gazed at her and wondered.
Hannah raised her eyes again,
At his face she looked intently,
Then to sobs and tears gave way.
“Please forgive me! How I suffered
All my life... no home my own....
Please forgive, forgive me, Marko!
I'm your mother.... Marko... son.”
She fell silent.

. He stood swaying
As the whole world heaved.
He came to.... “Oh mother, mother!”
She no longer breathed.

Pereyaslav,
November 13, 1845

Translated
by Olga Shartse



KABKA3

Hckpennemy moemy
Axosy de Banvmeny '

Kro dact znase moeii 600y,

H ouecem mMOum UCTOYHUK Cae3,
H nnauycsa u OeHb, u HoOwd

0 NOGUEHHUbIX...

Hepemuu znasa 9, crux 12

3a ropamMu ropu, XMapoio MoBHTI,
3acisiHi ropeM, KpoOBilO MOJMTI.
Cnoxkounsiky IIpomeTtes
Tam open kapae,
Ilo penp Goxwmit mobpi pebpa
M cepue posbupae.
Po306uBae, Ta He BUIT'E
XKusyuoi Kposi,—
BoHo 3HOBY OXHBae
I cmieTbcst 3HOBY.
He BMupae aywa Hawa,
He BMmupae Boas.
I Hecutnit He BHOpe
Ha gni mMops mose.
He ckye mywi xusoi
I cnoBa xusoro.
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THE CAUCASUS

To My True Friend,
Yakiv de Balmen '

O that my head were waters,

And mine eyes a fountain of tears,
That 1 might weep day and night
For the slain....

Jeremiah, Chapter 9, Verse 1

Mighty mountains, row on row, blanketed with cloud,
Planted thick with human woe, laved with human blood.

Chained to a rock, age after age

Prometheus there bears

Eternal punishment — each day

His breast the eagle tears.

It rends the heart but cannot drain

The life-blood from his veins —

Each day the heart revives again

And once again is gay.

Our spirit never can be downed,

Our striving to be free.

The sateless one will never plow

The bottom of the sea.

The vital spirit he can’t chain,

Or jail the living truth.
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He nomnece cnasu 6ora,
Benukoro Gora.

He Ham Ha mpio® 3 To6oo cTaTu!

He Ham aina tBOi cyauTs!

Ham TinbKM IU1akaTh, [L1aKaTh, IUIAKaTh,

1 x1i6 HacywHuil 3aMicHTb

KpoBaBuM notoM i cibo3amu.

Karu 3Hywaotbcst Hag Hamu,

A npaBga Hawa Im'sitHa CNUTD.
Konu BOHa mpokuHeTbcA?
Konu oanouutu
JIsaxew, 60xe yromneHui?

I Ham pacu xuru!

Mu Bipyem TBoOiit cuni

I pgyxy >xusomy.

Bcrane npaBaa! BctaHe BoJs!
I T06i oanémMy

IMoMonaTbCcA BCi A3IUKHK
BoBiku i Biku.
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He cannot dim the sacred flame,
The great god’s fame on earth.

"Tis not for us to duel with Thee!
Not ours the right to judge Thy deeds!
Ours but to weep and weep, and weeping,
To knead the daily bread we eat
With tears and sweat and blood unending.
We groan beneath the yoke of hangmen,
While drunken justice sodden sleeps.
Oh, when will justice rise at last?
And God, when wilt Thou give
Thyself from all Thy toil a rest? —
And let the people live!
Yet we believe in Thy great might
And in the living soul.
There shall be liberty and right!
And then to Thee alone
All tongues will pray, all heads will bow
For ever and ever.
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A NOKM WO TeuyTb PiKH,
Kposasii pikn!

3a ropamu ropu, XmMapoio MoBHTi,
BacisiHi ropeM, KpOBilO MOJIUTI.
OTaM-TO MHJIOCTHBIi MU
HenarogoBaHy i roay
3acTykaau cepiellHy BOJIIO
Ta # upkyemo. JIsarno KocTbMu
Jliopeit MylITPOBAHMX YMMAJIO.
A csb03, a KpOBi? HanoiTh
Bcix iMneparopis 6u crano
3 [iTbMHM i BHYKamH, BTOMUTb
B cibo3ax ymos'ix. A giBoumx,
IMpoanTux TaiHO cepel Houi!
A MaTepHiX rapsuyuMx ciabo3!
A 6GaTbKOBMX, CTapUX, KPOBaBHX,
He piku — Mope po3zausioch,
Oruénne mope! Cnasa! cnasal
XopraM, i roHuuM, i ncapsm,
I HawmM GaTiowKaM-LapsM
Cnasa!
I Bam cnaBa, cuHi ropm,
Kpuroo okyrTi.
I Bam, auuapi Beauki,
Borom He 3abyri.
Bopitecss — noGopere,
Bam Gor nomarae!
3a Bac npaBga, 3a BaC CJlaBa
I Bonsa cBaATasn!

YUypek® i cakasa® — Bce TBOE;
BoHO He mpolueHe, He AaHe,
HixTo i He BO3bMe 3a CBOE,

He nosege Tebe B KaligaHax.

A B Hacl.. Ha Te nucbMeHHi My,
Yuraem 6oxii raaroau!..

I ox rm6okoi TIopMH

Ta po BHCOKOro mpecrosa —

¥Yci mu B 3040Ti i roui.

Hdo Hac B HayKy! MM HaBuMM,
Mouomy x7i6 i cisb mouim!

Mu xpucTHUsiHe; XpaMH, LLKOJH,
VYce pobpo, cam 6or y Hacl

Ham Tinbko c ak 1 s oui Koae;
Yoro BoHa cTOiTh y Bac,

He Hamu paHa; yoM MM Bam
Yypek Xe Ball Ta BaM HE KHMHEM,
Sk Tiit cobaui! yom BM HaM
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But in the meantime, rivers flow,
The blood of men in rivers!

Mighty mountains, row on row, blanketed with cloud,
Planted thick with human woe, laved with human blood.
"Twas there that We, the Gracious, > found
Poor freedom hiding 'mid the crags
(A hungry thing, and all in rags),
And sick’d our dogs to drag her down.
A host of soldiers on those hills
Gave up their lives. And as for blood!?
All emperors could drink their fill,
In widows’ tears alone they could
Be drowned together with their seed!
The sweetheart’s tears, in secret shed!
Unsolaceable mothers’ tears!
The heavy tears of fathers hoary!
Not streams, but veritable seas
Of blazing tears! So — Glory! Glory!
To hounds, and keepers of the hounds,
And to our rulers golden-crowned
Glory!
And glory, mountains blue, to you,
In ageless ice encased!
And glory, freedom’s knights, to you,
Whom God will not forsake.
Keep fighting — you are sure to win!
God helps you in your fight!
For fame and freedom march with you,
And right is on your side!

A hut, a crust — but all your own,

Not granted by a master’s grace,

No lord to claim them for his own,

No lord to drive you off in chains.

With us, it’s different! We can read,

The Gospel of the Lord we know!...

And from the dankest dungeon deep

Up to the most exalted throne —

We're all in gold and nakedness.

Come, learn from us! We’ll teach you what
The price of bread is, and of salt!

We’re Christian folk: with shrines we're blest,
We’ve schools, and wealth, and we have God!
Just one thing does not give us rest:

How is it that your hut you've got

Without our leave; how is it we

To you, as to a dog a bone,

Your crust don’t toss! How can it be
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[MnatuTh 3a COHLIE HE MOBMHHI! —
Ta i1 TibkO X TO! MU He TMoraHe,
M#u HacToslli XPHUCTHSIHE.

Mu Maaum curtil.. A 3are!

SKOu BUM 3 HAMM TOAPY KMJH,
Barato 6 geuoMy HaBYMJIMCb!

Y Hac Xe ¥ CBiTa fIK Ha Te —
Opana Cubip Heicxomuma,

A TiopMm! a mroay... o # mivuKTs!
On monpoBaHuHa a0 diHHA

Ha Bcix si3ukax BCe MOBUMTb,

Bo 6aarogencteye! Y Hac
Casarylo 6i6sio unTae

CBATHIT yepHellb i Hayuyae,

Illo uap sAKUACH-TO CBUHI mac

Ta ApyXHIO XIHKY B3siB 40 ceOe,
A gpyra B6us. Tenep Ha HeOi.

Ot 6auute, siki y Hac
Cugsatb Ha Hebi! Bu we Temsi,
CBATMM XpecTOM He MpPOCBIlLEeHHi,
Y Hac HaBuiThcs!l.. B Hac gepw,
Jepu Ta gam,
I mpocrto B pai,
Xou i pigHio Bcio 3a6epwu!
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That you don’t pay us for the sun!

And that is alll We’re Christian folk,

We are not heathens — here below

We want but littlel... You would gain!

If only you'd make friends with us,
There’s much that you would learn from us!
Just look at all our vast domains —
Boundless Siberia alone!

And prisons — myriads! Peoples — throngs!
From the Moldavian to the Finn

All silent are in all their tongues

Because such great contentment reigns!
With us, a priest the Bible reads

And then to teach the flock proceeds
About a king of ancient times, 3

Who took to bed his best friend’s bride,
And slew the friend he wronged besides....

Now he’s in heaven! See the kind

We send to heaven! You're denied,

As yet, our holy Christian light!

Come, learn from us! With us, it’s loot,
But pay the shot,
And straight to God,

And take your family to boot!



Y Hac! 4oro-to Mu He BMiem?
I 30pi Jiuum, rpeuky ciem,
®dpanuysis n1aem. [Ipogaem
AGO y KapTH NporpaeM
Jliogeit... HE HErpiB... a TaKUX
Taku XpelLIeHUX... HO MPOCTH X.
Mu He rimmanu ', kpuit Hac Goxe,
11106 KpageHe nepekynathb,
Sk Ti Xuagu. Mu no 3akonyl.
ITo 3akOHy anocToJ/ia
Bu mobute Gparal
CyecioBu, suiiemipu,
TocnoaoM MpoKIATI.
Bu mobute Ha GpaToBi
IlIkypy, a He myuy!
Ta it aynuTe MO 3aKOHY:
Hdoyui Ha KOXYIIOK,
BaiicTpIOKOBiI Ha NpUAaHe,
XKiHui Ha MaTHHKH.
Co6i X Ha Te, O HEe 3HAIOTHb
Hi gitv, Hi xiHka!

3a KOro X TH posin’sBcs,
Xpucre, cuHe 60xui?
3a Hac g06pHX, UM 3a CJIOBO
IcTHHU... yH, MOXe,
Ill06 Mu 3 Tebe HacmisuuCh?
BoHo X Tak i cTajochk.
Xpamy, Kammui, i iKOHH,
I craBuuky ®, i mupu ° aum,
I nepex oGpa3om TBOIM
HeyTOMJIEeHHHE MOKJIOHH.
3a Kkpaxy, 3a BOWHY, 3a KpOB,
IL[o6 GpaTHIO KpOB MpOJMUTH, NPOCATb
I norim B gap T06i MpUHOCATH
3 noxxapy BKpajeHMii MOKpoB!!
IpocsiTuauce! Ta 1we i xouem
Jpyrux mpocCBiTHTH,
CoHLle npaBAM MOKa3aTH
Cninum, 6aumiu, gitsaml..
Bce nokaxem! TizbKO paiiTe
Cebe B pyKku B3sTH.
K i TIOpMM MypOBaTH,
Kaiipanu KyBaty,
Sk i HOCHTB!.. i AK IUIECTH
KHyTH y3aoBati,—
BcboMy HaBuMM; TiJIbKO Jaiite
CBoi cuHi ropu
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Just look at us! What don’t we know?
We count the stars, and flax we grow,
And curse the French. We trade or sell,
And sometimes lose in cards as well,
Live souls... not Negroes... our own stock,
And Christians, too... but common folk.
We don’t steal slaves! No, God forbid!
We do not trade in stolen goods.
We act according to the rules!...
You love your brother as is writ
Within the Golden Rule?!
O damned by God, O hypocrites,
O sacrilegious ghouls!
Not for your brother’s soul you care,
But for your brother’s hide!
And off your brother’s back you tear:
Rich furs for daughter’s pride.
A dowry for your bastard child,
And slippers for your spouse.
And for yourself, things that your wife
Won’t even know about!

For whom, O Jesus, Son of God,
Then wert Thou crucified?
For us good folks, or for the word
Of truth.... Or to provide
A spectacle at which to laugh?
That’s what has come to pass.
Temples and chapels, icons and shrines,
And candlesticks, and myrrh * incense,
And genuflexion, countless times
Before Thy image, giving thanks
For war and loot and rape and blood,—
To bless the fratricide they beg Thee,
Then gifts of stolen goods they bring Thee,
From gutted homes part of the loot!...
We're civilised! And we set forth
To enlighten others,
To make them see the sun of truth....
Our blind, simple brothers!!
We'll show you everything! If but
Yourselves to us you'll yield.
The grimmest prisons how to build,
How shackles forge of steel,
And how to wear them!... How to pleat
The cruellest knouts! — Oh yes, we’ll teach
You everything! If but to us
Your mountains blue you’ll cede,
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OcTtaTHii... 60 BXe B3N
I none, i mope.

I TeGe 3arHanu, Miii ApyXe €OMHMIA,
Miit Skose noGpwmii! He 3a Ykpainy,
A 3a 1i kaTta AOBeJIOCh NPOJUTH
KpoB n06py, He 4opHy. JloBeNOCH 3aMMTb
3 MOCKOBCBKOI Yalli MOCKOBCbKY OTpYTY!
O apyxe Miit 1o6puit! apyxe He3abyTwiil
XKusoio aywelo B YkpaiiHi BuTai,
Jlitait 3 ko3akamu nmoHag Geperam,
Po3puti Moruamn B cTemy Hasupail.
3amiay 3 K03akaMu APIOHUMHU CAbO3aMH
I MeHe 3 HeBoJi B CTenmy BMIVIAHAU.

A noku wo Mmoi aymu,

Moe more rope

CisTuMy,— Hexait pOCTYTb

Ta 3 BiITpOM roBOpATSH.

Bitep Tuxwuii 3 YkpaiHu

IloHece 3 pocoio

Moi aymm ax go TeGe...

BpaTHbOI0 C/IB030I0

Twu ix, Apyxe, npusiTaeul,

Tuxo npouMracl...

I moruan, crenu, Mope,

I MeHe 3rapaem.

18 Hona6pn 1845
B Ilepescnasi



The last... because your seas and fields
We have already seized.

And you, my good Yakiv, you also were driven
To die in those mountains! Your life you have given
For your country’s hangmen, and not for Ukraine,
Your life clean and blameless. 'Twas your fate to drain
The Muscovite goblet, the full, fatal draught!
Oh friend good and noble, who'll be never forgot!
Now wander, free spirit, all over Ukraine
And with the brave Cossacks soar over her coast,
Keep watch o’er the grave mounds on her spreading plains,
And weep with the Cossacks o’er all of her woes,
And wait till from prison I come home again,

And in the meantime — I shall sow

My thoughts, my bitter tears,

My words of wrath. Oh, let them grow

And whisper with the breeze.

The gentle breezes from Ukraine

Will lift them up with dew

And carry them to you, my friend!...

And when they come to you,

You'll welcome them with tender tears

And read each heartfelt line...

The mounds, the steppes, the sea and me

They’ll bring back to your mind.

Pereyaslav,
November 18, 1845

Translated
by John Weir



* *
*

MuHaIOTh AHI, MMHAIOTb HOUi,
Munae nito. lllenecTurn
TT0)XOBKJIE JIUCTSA, TaCHYTh Oui,
3acHyJM AyMH, ceple CIHUTh,

I Bce 3acHyno, i He 3Halo,

Yu s XKUBY, Y4 A0XXMBAIO,

Yu Tak MO CBIiTYy BOJIOUYCH,

Bo BXxe He maudy i He CMIIOCh...
HOone, ne ™! done, ge TH?
Hema Hisikoi!

Koau po6poi xanb, 60xe,
To mait 3s0i! 310il

He pait cnatu xopsiuomy,
CepuieM 3aMupaTH

I ruuno KosoaoK

ITo cBiTy BanATHCH.

A pait XXUTH, CepUEM >XUTH
I mopei n06UTH,

A KOJH Hi... TO NPOKJIMHATb
I cBiT 3anaauTul!

CTpalllHO BnacTv y KaiiaHu,
YMmupaTh B HeBOJI,

A 1e ripuie — cmaTd, CrnartH,
I cmatu Ha BoOJIi —

I 3acHyTH HaBik-BikH,

I cnigy He KMHYTh
Hisikoro, ogHakoBo,

Yu XuB UM 3arvHyB!

Hone, ne ta! done, ne t™?
Hema Hisikoi!

Konu go6poi xanb, 6oxe,
To pmai 3n0i! 370i!

21 pexabps 1845
BbioHua
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* %
*
The days go by, the nights go by,
The summer’s passing; yellow leaves
Are rustling; light deserts the eye,
Thoughts fade away, emotions sleep —
All falls asleep. And I don’t know
If I'm alive or barely so,
Just floundering about the earth,
For I know neither rue nor mirth....
Where art thou, Fate? Where art thou, Fate?
No fate have I at all!
If You grudge me good fortune, Lord,
Let evil fortune falll
Don’t let me walk about asleep,
A dead heart in my breast,
A rotten log upon the road —
A hindrance to the rest.
Oh, let me live, live with my heart,
And love the human race,
Or if not that... then let me curse
And set the world ablaze!
It’s terrible to lie in chains
And rot in dungeon deep,
But it’s still worse, when you are free,
To sleep and sleep and sleep —
And then forever close your eyes
And leave not e’en a trace,
So whether you have lived or died
No whit of difference makes!
Where art thou, Fate? Where art thou, Fate?
No fate have I at alll
If you grudge me good fortune, Lord,
Let evil fate befall!

Vyunishcha,
December, 21, 1845

Translated
by John Weir
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[3ATIOBIT] '

SIK ympy, TO moxoBaiiTe
Mene Ha Moruii,
Cepep cTemy LLIMPOKOro,
Ha Bkpaini Muniit,
{06 saHu WMpOKOMoJ,
I Ouinpo, i kpyui

Byso Buamo, 6yno uyTH,
SIk peBe peByumMi. '

Sk noHece 3 YKpaiHu
Y cuHee Mope

KpoB BOpOXY... oToiiai s
I naum, i ropy —

Bce MokuHy i MoJMHY
o camoro 6ora
MosuTHCA... a B0 TOro
S He 3Haio Gora.
IToxoBaiiTe Ta BCTaBaiTe,
Kaiipanu mopsire

I Bpaxxoio 3y1010 KpoB'I0
Bomo okpormire.

I mMeHe B ceM’l BejuKii,
B ceM'i BOJbHIN, HOBI,
He 3abyabre moM’sHyTH
HesnuM TMXHMM cioBOM.

25 pexabps 1845
B [lepesacnasi
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[MY TESTAMENT] '

When I am dead, then bury me

In my beloved Ukraine,

My tomb upon a grave mound high
Amid the spreading plain,

So that the fields, the boundless steppes,
The Dnieper’s plunging shore

My eyes could see, my ears could hear
The mighty river roar.

When from Ukraine the Dnieper bears
Into the deep blue sea

The blood of foes... then will I leave
These hills and fertile fields —

I'll leave them all and fly away

To the abode of God,

And then I'll pray.... But till that day
I nothing know of God.

Oh bury me, then rise ye up

And break your heavy chains

And water with the tyrants’ blood

The freedom you have gained. -
And in the great new family,

The family of the free,

With softly spoken, kindly word
Remember also me.

Pereyaslav,
December 25, 1845

Translated
by John Weir

310 444



JIIEA

«3a wo MeHe, AK pocaa i,
Jlioge He nobuan?

3a wo MeHe, Ik BUpOCJA,
Monoayio B6unn?

3a 10 BOHM Temep MeHe
B nanarax BiTalOTb,
LapiBHol0 Ha3UBaIOTh,
Ouelt He cmycKaloTb

3 moro ugity? JIuByIOTbCH,
He 3Haiotb, ge aitu!
Ckaxu MeHi, Miit 6paTuky,
Koponeswii usite»

«51 He 3Halo, MOsl CECTpO».
I LiBiT koponesmit

CXWJIMB CBOIO T'OJIOBOHBKY
YepBOHO-POXKEBY

Ho 6inoro mouukaoro
JInuyenbka Jlinei.

1 3amnakana Jlines
Pocolo-cnb0o3010...
3annakana i ckasana:
«Bpare miit, 3 To6oW0
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THE LILY

“Why did to me from childhood days
The people bear ill-will?

And why was I when but a maid
By those same people killed?

And yet today why do they prize
My presence in their rooms,

Call me a queen, can’t feast their eyes
Enough upon my blooms?

Why do they now my praises sing
And hold me in esteem?

Pray tell me, flower-of-the-king,
What can the reason be?”

“Alas, my sister, I don’t know,”
Said flower-of-the-king,

As tenderly to her he bowed

His head of rose-and-pink

To touch the Lily’s pallid cheek,
A crumb of comfort bring.

And then the Lily ’gan to weep,
Her tears the purest dew....

She softly wept, and then she said:
“My brother, I and you
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Mu paBHO BXE€ KOXAEMOCh,
A s ¥ He cKasaja,

sik 6yna s JIOAMHOIO,

sk s mMopayBsanach.

Mosi MaTH... 4Oro BOHa,
BoHa Bce XXypHJach,

I Ha MeHe, Ha OUTHHY,
JAuBunacb, JUBUIACD,

I mnakana. 51 He 3Halo,
Miit 6pare equHwmit!

XT10 11 Amxo 3anopiss?
S 6yna aMTHHA,

sl rpanacs, 3abaBnsnach,
A BOHa Bce B’sila

Ta nHaworo 370ro naHa
Knsana-npoxksinnana.

Ta it ymepna.. A MeHe naH
B3saB gorogysaTH.

S BMpocsia, BUKOXaJaCch
VY 6iaux nanarax.

Sl ue 3Hana, wo GaiicTpa 1,
Ilo ioro guTHHa.

Ilan noixaB gech paseko,
A MeHe TMOKHHYB.

I npoknsan #oro moae,
ByauMHOK cnaauam...

A MeHe, He 3HalO 3a UIO,
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Have loved each other long, yet I
Have never told you, friend,
The story of my human life,
The woes I suffered then....

Why did my mother always grieve
And sorrow over me?

When looking at me, why did she
So sadly sigh and weep?

The reason then I did not know,
My brother, why she cried,

Or who it was had wrong’d her so.
I was a little child

And child-like busily I played,
Quite happy at my games,

While she grew weaker day by day
And cursed our master’s name.
She died. The master took me then
Into his manor hall.

And so I spent my youth within
Those stately mansion walls.

There I grew up, yet did not guess
I was his bastard child.

And then abroad the master went,
While I was left behind.

The people cursed him, and they came,
The manor set afire....

And me... they did not kill or maim,
But — I can’t fathom why —

317



Y6utn — He BOUIH,
Tintbko MOI AOBri Kocu
OCTpHIiN, HaKPHIH
OcTpuKeHy raH4ipKolo.
Ta e i perorajamchb.
JXuau HaBiThb HEUUCTIl
Ha meHe rumioBasm.
Orake-To, Miit GpaTuky,
Byno MeHi B cBiTi.
MoJsiogoro, KOpoTKoro

He panu poxutu

Jope Biky. SI ymepna
3HUMOI0 i THHOM,

A BecHoOIO mpouBita st
LiBiTOM npu aoauHi,
LsiToM 6inuM, sk cHir, 6iaum!
AX rai 3Becesauia.
3uMor0 moae... 6oxe Miit!
B xaty He myctmam.

A BecHOl0, MOB Ha [MBO,
Ha MeHe AMBHJIHCH.

A pgiByaTa 3akBiTyaJMCh

I nouanu 3BaTH
Jlineeo-cHirousiTom;

I s npousitatu

Crana B rai, i B Terumuyi,
I B 6inux manatax.
Ckaxu X MeHi, Miit 6paTuky,
Koponesmii upite:

Hamo meHe 6or mocTaBHB
LIsiToM Ha cim cBiTi?
Ilo6 mopeit s Beceamna,
Tux camux, wo BOMIHM
Mene ¥ Martip?.. Muiocepauii,
CBaTHit 60xxe, MUIHit»

I 3annakana Jlines,

A LIBiT KOpoJseBwmii
CXWJIMB CBOIO TOJIOBOHBKY
YepBOHO-POXEBY

Ha 6inee moumxiee
JInuennbko Jlinei.

(25 nunns 1846
Kuis]



Cut off my braids, my tresses fair
That were my joy and pride,

And on my head, now shorn of hair,
A dirty rag they tied.

All jeered. E’'en Jews spat in my face,
Although themselves despised.

Such were the ills I underwent

In life, my brother dear.

The people did not let me spend

In peace my youthful years,

They hounded me to death. I died
In winter by the road,

But in the spring time came alive
With petals white as snow,

A flower growing in the downs!

I brightened up the grove.

The previous winter... oh my God!
The people, jeering, drove

Me from their midst. But in the spring
With wonder and with love

They looked at me. My snow-white blooms
The girls in garlands twined

And called me lily-of-the-snows;

And I began to thrive

In hot-houses and palace rooms

As well as I grew wild.

Oh flower-of-the-king, explain,

My brother dear, pray tell:

For what was I by God ordained

A flower here to dwell?

To please the very people who
Detested me and killed,

And killed my gentle mother too?
Dear God! Is that Your will?”

Again the Lily ’gan to weep.

The flower-of-the-king

With tenderness and pity deep

His head of rose-and-pink

Bent to the Lily’s pallid face

And brushed her tearful cheek.

[Kiev,
July 25, 1846]

Translated
by John Weir



*

Meni oaHakoso, un Oyay
Sl xuTb B YKpaiHi, uM Hi.
Yu xTo 3ragae€, um 3abyae
MeHe B CHiry Ha yy>XuHi —
OnHAKOBICIHBKO MeEHi.
B HeBOJi BUpIC MeX Uy>XXUMH,
I,He oruiakaHuil CBOIMH,
B HeBoOJi Muauyyuu, yMmpy,
I Bce 3 cobow 3abepy,
Masnoro ciainy He MOKUHY
Ha Hawiit cnaBHii Ykpaii,
Ha nawiit — He cBOIi 3emui.
I He moM'siHe 6aTbKO 3 CHUHOM,
He ckaxe cuHOBi: «MonuCh.
Mosnmcs, cuHy: 3a Bkpainy
Moro samyumnu koauch».
MeHi oaHakoBo, uu 6yae
Toit CHMH MOJUTHCSA, YM Hi...
Ta He OAHAKOBO MeHi,
Ak Ykpainy 3aii aioae
IIpucmisaTe, Aykasi, i B orui
1i, okpamenyio, 36yasTh...
OXx, He OAHAKOBO MEHI.

[Mix 17 xeitha
i 19 tpasus 1847
C.-Merep6ypz]
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*

I care not if 'tis in Ukraine
Or far from her I live and die;
I care not if 'neath alien sky
Remembered or forgotten by
Her and her people I remain.
In slavery, midst alien folk
Grow up I did, and ’'neath the yoke
Of slavery I'll die unmourned,
Far from the land that is our own
And yet is not — I'll leave fore’er
Our sweet Ukraine, and no trace there
Of me, an exile, will be left.
And father will not say to son:
“In prayer our voices let us lift
For one who suffered martyrdom
For our Ukraine....” I care not if
They ever pray for me or not,
To me this matters little.... But
If Evil lulls my hapless land
To sleep by ruse and cunning, and
She wakes in flames and robbed — if such,
As fear I, is to be her lot —
To me this matters... very much.

[St. Petersburg,
between April 17
and May 19, 1847\]

Translated
by Irina Zheleznova
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Cagok BMIUIHEBUM KOJIO XaTH,

Xpyuti Haa BUIIHAMM FyayTh,
[Mayratapi 3 ryramu ayTh,
CniBaloTh iayun aiByara,

A MaTtepi BeuyepsATb XKAYTb.

CeM'si Beuepsi KOJIO XaTH,
BeuipHs 3ipoHbKa BCTae€.
Jouka BeyepsATb MoAac,

A MaTH Xoue HayyaTH,
Tak cosioBedKO He Aae.

IMoknana MaTU KOO XaTu
ManeHbKMX OITOYOK CBOIX;
Cama 3acHysa KoJo iX.
3aTUXJ10 BCe, TLIbKO AiBYaTa
Ta conoBeKko He 3aTHX.

Mix 19 i 30 tpasnsa 1847
C.-llerepbype]
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Beside the hut the cherries are in bloom,
And May bugs o’er them dance.... The peasants from
The field return with weary step.... 'Tis late....
The young maids as they go sing songs.... At home
The tables have been laid, and supper waits.

A family at table sit without....
Dusk slowly comes, the evening stars are out.
The daughter serves, but seems to take too long;
The mother is impatient and about
To scold, when lo! — a bird bursts into song.

The darkness cloaks the heavens overhead....
Beside the hut her little ones to bed
The mother puts, and then, afraid that they’ll
Not sleep, lies down nearby.... The world seems dead;
All's still save for the maids and nightingale.

[St. Petersburg,
between May 19 and 30,
1847)

Translated
by Irina Zheleznova
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B HeBOJi TSI)XKO, X0oua i BOJI,
Cka3saTh no npasgj, He Gyno.
Ta Bce-TakH SIKOCb XXMJIOCh,
XOoTb Ha Yy)XXOMYy, Ta Ha MOJIi...
Tenep xe 3710i Toi Ao,

Sk Oora, XAaTH IOBEJOCH.

I xay Ti, i Buraspgaio,

Jypuuit cBiif po3yM npokJMHalo,
IIlo paBcsA AYpHAM OAYpPHUTb,

B KajoXi BOJIO YyTOMHUTD.
XosioHe cepuge, K 3rajaro,

Lo He B YkKpaiiHi MOXOBaIOTh,
Lo He B YKpaiiHi Oymy XHTb,
Jlopeit i rocnioga JIOGMTD.

[Mix 19 i 30
Tpaenn 1847
C.-Ilerepbyp:]









*

Hard is a captive’s lot — aye, even
For one who never freedom knew.
A stranger’s field 1 ploughed, 'tis true,
Yet ’twas a field, and now I'm driven
To such straits that as though ’twere Heaven,
So thirst I to embrace anew
That poor and wretched life.... A curse on
This foolish head of mine! No person
Of sense would let fools make a fool
Of him and in a dirty pool
His freedom drown.... O thought most hated!
What if to live my life out fated
Am I far from my native sod —
To live... and love both men and God!

[St. Petersburg, between
May 19 and 30, 1847]

Translated
by Irina Zheleznova

328 499



*

Adymu Moi, AymMH Moi,
Bu Moi eamni,
He xupaiiTe xou BU MeHe
Ipu auxiit roauHi.
IpunitaiiTe, cCM30KpUIi
Moi rony6’sira,
I3-3a [IHinpa wMpokoro
Y cren noryasitu
3 kupruzamu yGorumu.
Bouu BXxe y6ori,
VY xe roni... Ta Ha Boni
Lle monatbcs Gory.
IMpunitaiite X, Moi 106,
Tuxumu peuyamu
[Ipusitaio Bac, sK AiTOK,
I 3annavy 3 Bamu.

[Apyeza nonosuna 1847
Opcbka kpinocts)
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*

Thoughts of mine, thoughts of mine,
My one and only stay,
You at least do not abandon
Me these bitter days.
From the broad and distant Dnieper
Fly to me, my homing
Pigeons, on your blue-grey pinions,
Through the steppe go roaming
With the poor forsaken Khirgiz.
Long have they gone naked,
Long been paupers... yet still free to
Worship God as sacred.
Come then, dearest thoughts of mine,
I shall greet you ever
As my children, with soft words, and
We shall weep together.

[Orsk Fortress,
second half of 1847]

Translated
by Gladys Evans
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KHSKHA

Ioema

30pe MG BeuipHsas,
3iitaM Hap ropoio,
IToroBopMM THXECEHBKO
B ueBosi 3 T060I0.
Po3kaxwu, sk 3a ropoio
CoHeuko cipae,

Sk y HOuinpa Becesouka
Boay nosuuae.

SK WMpoKa COKOpHHa
Biti posnyctuia...

A Hapg caMol0 BOAOIO
Bepba noxuaunach;

AX no Boai posicaana
3eneHii BiTH,

A Ha BiTax roigaloTbscs
Hexpeweni mitn.

Sk y mosi Ha Moruai
BoBkysiak Houye,

A cny B Jici Ta Ha crTpici
Hepomo Bimye.

SIK coH-TpaBa npu AONMHI
BHoui posusirae...
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THE PRINCESS

My Evening Star, rise in the sky
Above the mountain lofty,

And talk to me in my exile,

Quietly and softly.

Tell me how beyond that mountain
Crimson sunsets glow and fade,
How the rainbow dips for water

In the Dnieper far away,

How the poplars, tall and slender,
Throw their leafy branches wide,
How the willow droops in sadness,
Weeping by the river’s side,

Arms spread wide upon the water —
In those green and tender arms
Little babies nightly rocking,

Babes that had not been baptized....
How the werewolf lurks till morning
By a lone, forgotten grave,

And the screech-owl wails its warning,
Grief and trouble to presage.

How the dream-flower in the valley
Opens in the summer night....
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A npo mogei... Ta nexan im.
q ix, mobpux, 3Haio.

Ho6pe 3ua. 3ope Mos!

Miit gpyxe eamHui!

I XTO 3Hae€, WO AieTbCsA

B Hac Ha YkpaiHi?

A 5 3Hato. I po3kaxy

Tobi; it cnaTb He AsXY.

A TH 3aBTpa TMXECEHbKO
Borosi po3kaxeu.

Ceno! i cepue oanouunHe.
Cesio Ha Howiin YkpaiHi —
Henaue nucaHka ceJo,
3e/IeHMM raemM MopocJio.
LsiTyTs cagu; GiniloTb xaTu,
A Ha ropi CTOsTb MajarH,
Henaue guBo. A xpyrom
unpokoaucrii Tonoui,

A TaM i nic, i aic, i nmone,
I cusi ropu 3a [IHinpom.
CaM 0OOr BMTa€ Haj CeJioM.

Ceno! Ceno! Becesi xatu!
Beceni 3panexka nanaru,
Bopait Bn TepHoM nopocau!
o6 nroamn ¥ caigy He HaiuLim,
{06 i He 3HanM, A€ lIyKaTH.
B ToMmy rocnoaHboMy cedi,
Ha wawii cnasniit Ykpaini,—
He 3Hato, ge BOHM B3sUINCb,—
[Mpubnyaa kus3b. Byna i KHArMHA.
Llle monoai coBi Gysm,
Xwnnn cami. Bynn Garari:
Bucoki Ha ropi majary,
Uumanuit y sipy CTaBoOK,
3enenuit no ropi camok,

I Bep6wm, i Tomoni,

I BiTpsiKM Ha moui,
I ponom retb cobi cesno,
IMoHan BoaoIO MPOCTArIOCH.

Koauch Tam Becesno 6yJo.
Bysano, nitoM i 3umoio
My3uka THe, BUHO DiKOIO
I'ocTelt HECUTUX Ha/MBa...

A KHA3b a)X CHHIH MOXOdXaE,
Ta camM HecMUIMX HaJIMBaE,
Ta we it nokpukye «sisath '.
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As for people.... Never mind them.
Them I know, I know all right.
Know them well. My Evening Star!
You’re my one and only friend!
Ah, who knows how matters are
Now at home in our Ukraine?

I do know. And I will tell you,
Sleep tonight shall be forgot,

And tomorrow you shall whisper
Everything I've said to God.

Our village! It’s a joy indeed
A village in Ukraine to see!
A painted Easter egg, no less,
Amid the greenery it rests.
White houses peep through trees in bloom,
And on the hill a mansion looms,
A perfect marvel. On all sides
Grow tall and stately poplar trees,
Then forests green, and rolling fields,
Beyond the Dnieper mountains rise,
And God seems smiling from the skies!

Ah, village mine! Those homes are gay!
The mansion, too, from far away —
May nettles choke the curséd place,
May from the earth it be erased,
So people never find its trace!
Once to this village, blest and fair,
In our Ukraine for beauty famed,
There came — I do not know from where —
A prince. With him his princess came.
They were not old, a youngish pair.
They lived in wealth, the owners sole
Of that great mansion on the knoll,
The shaded pool in the ravine,
The sloping gardens in between,
The poplars, too, and willow trees,
And windmills flapping in the breeze,
And, following the river’s bend,
Our village stretching without end.

Once ’twas a place of merriment.
In summer and in winter both
There would be music, wine would flow
In streams to slake the bibbers’ drought.
The prince among his guests would ply,
Fill up the glasses of the shy,
And cheer them with a loud “Vivat!”
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Tysasie KHA3b, TYASAIOTb [OCTI;

I MOKOTH/IUCh HA TOMOCTI...

A 3aBTpa 3HOBY OJXKMBa,

1 3HOBY '€, i 3HOB ryjse;

I Tak 3a AHAMM JeHb MHMHaE,

My>XMUBKiI Ayl ax MULLATb.

Cynosuku 6saraiotb 6ora...

IT siumui, 3Hai cobi, KpUuaThb:

«I nmarpior! i 6pat y6orux!
Ham cnaBuuit KHA3b! BiBaT!

BisaTt!»
A mnarpior, y6orux 6par...
Houky i TeaMuKy ogHiMae
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They’d shout and sing and drink some more,
Till they collapsed upon the floor.

Next morning they’'d revive to start

Their round of revelry again,

And so it went on every day.

The prince’s peasants moaned and groaned,
The stewards, meanwhile, blessed their lot.
The drunks, uncaring, shouted on:

“Our glorious prince! The patriot!

Good brother to the poor! Vivat!”

This brother to the poor, whereat,

The poor man’s daughter and his cow
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VY MyxHKa... I 6or He 3Hag,
A MoOXe, 1 3Ha€, Ta MOBYMTD.

KHsrMHs B3anepri CUAMTH.
1i i B cinn He myckae
Y6orux Gpar. A wo X pobuts?
Cama BTekn2 i MoBiHYaJaCh.
I 6aTbKoO, H MaTH He MycKaJu,
Ka3zanu: «Bropy He 3ana3sb».
Tak Hi, 3a kHA3A. OT i KHA3b!
Ot i nuwaich Tenep, KHsArnHe!

3aruHewl, CepaeHbKo, 3aruMHell,
MoOB psICT BECHOIO YHOUI.
3acxHell, He 3HaTUMEN HiYoro,
He 3HaTumell, ik XBajasATb Oora,
SIK J0ge MOGAATD KUBYUH.
A XWTb Tak, rocrnojaM, XoTioch!
XoTi1och 100MTH
XOTb rogO40K, XOTb YaCOYOK
Ha cBiT noavBMTHCh.
He posenock, a Bce Gyso,
Bcboro nonaabana
Ctapa matn. Camy Tebe
MoB HamanioBana,
Xou Moauch nepen To6oIO,
MoE nepen cBATOM...
Kpaco Mos monopas,
TopeHbKo 3 TOGOMW!
Xutb 61, XUTb Ta cJaBUTb Oora
I no6po TBOPHMTH,
Ta 60X010 KpacoTow
Jliopei BecennTH.
Tak xe Hi. A Moaoaii
Ta kapii oui
LI1o6 MapHiIM B CaMOTHHi...
Moxe, 6or Tak xoue?
Boxe! boxe! Haem BosO
I po3ym Ha cBiTi,
Kpacy paewm, cepue uucre...
Ta He pa€w XUTH.
He paew Ha pait Becesmii,
Ha cBiT TBil BeJUKUi
HaauBuTncb, HAaMOJIUTUCH
I 3acCHyTb HaBikM.

Hesecesio Ha CBITi XUTb,
Koau Hema koro Jo0UTb.
Orak i 1M, oxHiii-€aunHIN,
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Takes for his own. God doesn’t know,
Or does, perhaps, but holds His peace.

The princess in her room he keeps,
The door is locked, he has the key,
This glorious prince. Where help to seek?
She ran away and married him,
Her parents’ words she would not heed,
They said to her: “Don’t reach so far,”
A prince she'd have. And there you are!
A princess now, to her distress.

You’ll die, dear heart, in loneliness,
A primrose in the night in spring.
You’ll wither ’ere you know a thing,
The Maker’s praises how to sing,
How love can be a lovely thing....
O God, she wanted so to live!
She wanted to be loved and love,
If only for a year, an hour,
Move in the bright and splendid world.
'Twas not to be.... Yet she’d had all,
All things a mother could provide
Were by her mother given her.
In beauty rare she’d clothed her child,
And like a painted saint you were,
To gaze upon and to adore....
Ah, my princess young and fair,
Heavy is my heart and sore!
You should live the Lord to bless,
Kindly deeds performing,
With your angel’s loveliness
Hearts around you warming.
But alas! It seems your shining,
Starry eyes were fated
To grow dim in lonely pining.
Did the Lord dictate it?
Lord, O Lord! Both will and wisdom
On this earth to us You give,
Virtue, too, and also beauty....
But You will not let us live,
You won’t let us long admire
This your earthly paradise,
Gaze our fill, say all our prayers
Ere in sleep we close our eyes.

It’s dreary living in this world
If you have nobody to love.
My princess young, her fate unblest,

343



Ille mosoAiit MOI KHATHHI,
Kpacy i cepue 3acymmrb

I mMapHe 3rMHYTb B CaMOTHHi

AX cTpawHol.. A BOHa MOJWIach

I xuTh y rocrnosa mpocunach,
Bo 6yame BXe KOro JioGUTb.
BoHa Bxe MaTip’io xoawia,

VY xe numanach i aobuna

CBoe auta. 1 gaB DOXHUTH

Tocnoap it pagocTi Ha CBITI.

V3pitb #ioro, mouinysatb

CBo€ e€auMHee OUTA

I nepmmit Kpuk Horo MouyrH...

Ox, aitn! Oitn! Hitn!

Beauka 6oxa 6iaroaats!
C/ibo3u BUCOXJIH, MpONaJM,
CoHle npocisno.

I KHATMHA 3 AUTUHOIO

He Tielo crana.

Hi6u Ha cBiT Hapoaunach —
I'panace, Beceamnacs...

I kHAXKHI CBOIil MaJjeHbKii
Copoueyku wwuna.

I ManeHbki pykaBuata
IlloBkoM BumMBana,
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Seemed doomed to pine in loneliness,
Her beauty wilted, heart grown cold,
To perish slowly, comfortless.

An awful thought! She prayed the Lord,

To longer let her live implored,
For now she had someone to love:
She was to be a mother soon,
And loved the baby in her womb.
The Maker granted her to know
A woman’s greatest happiness,
To see her child and Kkiss its face,
Her first-born tenderly caress,
And nurse the darling at her breast...
Oh children, by you we are blest!
How truly infinite God’s grace!
Tears dried up, they were no more,
Radiantly shone the sun,
My young princess was transformed,
Now she had her little one.
Born anew she seemed to be,
Gay and laughing happily.
For the lovely princess wee
Stitching tiny cambric vests
And embroidering the sleeves
With the finest silken threads.
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I xynana, 1 konauxana,
Cama # roaysana.
Bo KHATUHI TiAbKO BMIlOTb
[puBecTn AUTHUHY.
A roayBaTb Ta IOr/sAaTh
He BMilOTb KHATMHI.
A nortim oxa: «3abysae
Mene Mmiit Tloab a6o ®inat)»
3a wo X BOHO TebGe 3ranae?
3a Te xi6a, wo npusena?
A MOSI CBOIO AUTHHY
Cama porasigana.
A n’AHOro CBOro KHA3s
I He ponyckana.
MoB s6/1yuko y cagouky,
Koxanach autuna.
I rosoputh yxe crajo,
I BuMia KHArMHSA
Tinbko «MamMO» BUMOBJIAITH,
A «TaTo» He BuMJa...
I KHMXKEYOK 3 KYHIUTHKaMM >
B Pomui Hakynuia.
3abaBasina, po3MoBJsiaa,
I 60ry MOJMTHCD,
I a3byky no KyHLITHKax
3axoaunaacb BUMTH.
I wo 6oXxwuit aeHb Kynana,
PaHo cnatu knana
I nuanHoukM Ha Hel
BnacTtu He paBana.
I BCclo HiYeHbKY Haj Helo
Burtana, He cnasa.
Haausnsinace, awobysanach
KHAXHOIO CBOENW...
I xeHuxa it eaHana,
I papina 3 ueio,
I nnakana; poBri Kocu
Yxe posmiitana
I, NIMIIEeHbKO, CBOro KHs3s
IT'aHoro 3rapana —
Y myHampi. Ta it 3akpusa
3amnakaHi oui.
A avTvHI HiIOM cHMTbCH,
MoB BUMOBHUTb XOue:
«He mnau, mamo, He po3smiTait
Moi nposri kocu —
IMocivyTbes...» o aeHb Goxwuii
Papocti npuHocuTh
CBoiit MaTepi wWacaMBIit
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And herself she bathed the girl,
Rocked and fed her at her breast,
Most great ladies in the world
Only bear their babies,
Nursing, bathing, and the rest
Being not for ladies!
Then they moan: “I've been forsaken
By my Paul!” or, say, Filat.
All you did for him was bear him,
Must he love you just for that?
My princess was a model mother,
Herself her little girl she reared,
She kept away her drunkard husband,
And never let him interfere.
Like a tender little stalk
Grew the baby in her care.
She had now begun to talk,
Mother taught her words to say,
“Mummy” was the word she taught,
As for “Daddy” — she did not...
Coloured picture books she bought
In the Romny village shop,
Told the baby fairy-tales,
Taught her how to say her prayers,
And her ABC in play
From those coloured pictures gay.
Every blesséd night she bathed
And to sleep she rocked her babe,
Not a speck of dust she’'d let
Fall upon the little saint.
Hovering o’er the baby’s bed,
Wakefully the mother stayed,
With her tender, loving gaze
On the sweetly sleeping face,
Dreaming of the match she’d make
For the angel, bless her fate,
Sorrowing that when she wed
Her long hair she must unplait...
Here, the memory of her prince,
Drunk, in uniform arrayed,
Came to her. She closed her eyes,
Filled with bitter, scalding tears.
Baby murmured in her sleep
And the princess seemed to hear:
“Don’t cry, Mummy dear, don’t cry,
Don’t unplait my long, long hair,
It is better in the braid....”
Ah, this child, so sweet and fair,
Made her mother’s every day
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Houka ypoaausa.

MoB TOMOJS, BUPOCTAE
CBiTOBI Ha OMBO.
Bupocrae... Ta HemoBro
Byae BeceauTu

Csoto Marip. Bor kapae
KHSArMHIO Ha CBiTi...

A 3a Biwo? YyaHo mopsM,
Bo mope He 3HAIOTH,
Yomy pobpe, ymupae,
3ne€ oxuBae?
3aHeayXaJjia KHATHHSA,
I kHA3b CXaMEHYBCH.
3a 6abaMu-3HaXypKaMu
Ilo cenax MeTHyBCs.
Haixanu... 3axoauamcse.
Jliunnm, aiumin...

IToxu ii, Ge3Tanauny,

B TpyHy monoxwiu.

He ctano Ha ceJsii KHATMHI,
I rycna 3HOBY 3aryam.
A cupora ii B cei,
11 ennnas gurtuna!
Mos ogipBanach oA riuii,
Henarogosane i Goce,
Copoueuky A0 3HOCY HOCHTb.
Cneksiocs, GigHe, Ha Xapy.
Jlonyupku icTh, CTAaBOYKH raTUTh
B kamoxax 3 AiTbMH y fpy.
VYwmuiics, cepaenbko! Bo matn
OH AMBUTBCS ¥ HE Mi3HAE
MeXu AiTbMM AMTS CBOE.
I nymae: Tebe He craso...
YmMuiics, cepue, o6 misHana
Tebe, €IMHYIO CBOIO...
I rocnopa 6 6sarocnoBisiia
3a poaw no6pylo TBOIO.
Ymunaca. A pobpi moge
Ipubpann, B Kuis onse3snu
YV i"ctutyT. A Tam wo Oyzne,
TMo6auum. Cycna 3arysm,
T'ynsie KHA3b, TYJIAIOTH TOCTi,
PeByTh nanaTu Ha MOMOCTI,
A ronop cTOrHe Ha cei.

I cTorne BiH, cTOrHe mo BCil YkpaiHi.
Kapa rocnogésa. TucsiuaMu TMHYTH
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Each a joyful holiday!

Tall and winsome like a poplar,
Miracle of beauty rare,

Grew the child... But not much longer
Was the princess to delight

In her fortune. For God punished
Our good saint. But why? But why?
For what sin? It puzzles people,
Worries them, for they don’t know
Why does virtue die while evil

Ever comes alive once more?

The princess, ailing, took to bed.

This sobered up the husband.

To nearby villages he sped

And all the leeches summoned.

The leeches came. Her blood they drew,
And many remedies they tried.

They treated her with every cure,
Until the luckless princess died.

She was no more. And once again
The music rang in wild abandon.
An orphan, in the village stranded,
Her one and only child remained!
A winnowed leaf upon the ground,
A barefoot waif, uncared, unfed,
Her clothes in dirt and tattered shreds,
Out in the sun she stayed all day,
Dug in the sand and nibbled grass,
In puddles with the urchins played.
Dear heart, go bathe your face! Alas,
Your mother’d never know you now,
Her only child, among the crowd.
She’d think that you had died as well
Go bathe your face so she could tell
The lovely child she left behind,
So she could bless and thank the Lord
For sending you this fortune kind.
She bathed her face. Some kindly friends
Took her to boarding-school in town,
In Kiev. And what happened then
We'll live and see.

The music rang,

The prince made merry, food galore,
The mansion shook with drunken roars,
While famine mowed the people down.

The famine was raging all over Ukraine.
God’s punishment. Thousands to hunger succumbed,
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FonopHii ftoge. A CKMPTHU THHUIOTH.
A maHM ¥ MOJIOBY )XHAAM MPOAAIOTH.
Ta ronony paai, Ta 6ora 6naralTb,
Ll[o6 we XO0Y rogo4yok xjiGeup He poxxas.
Toiai 6 i B [Tapuxi, i inomy kpai
Haw 6pat xyTopsiuuH ce6e nokasas.
A Gor kyHsie. Bo ce 6ysn0 6 auso,
I1[06 uyT i 6auuTb — i He MoKaparTk.
A6O BXe aX HaaTO HOJroTepIeTUBHIt...

MuHawTh JiTa; AK0AE THHYTD,

Jiotye ronoa B YkpaiHi,

JIiIoTy€E B KHAXOMY ceJi.

CKHMPTH BXe KHSKi MOTHWIH.

A BiH Gaiinyxe — r’e, rysse

Ta Xuga 3 rpiliMM BUIJIAJAE.

Hema xupka... Xui6u siiuwm,

Pagilots mope, 6ora npocsArb...

AX och i3 Knesa npuo3ats

KHusixHy. MoB coHeuko 3iifiuuio

Hap o6ikpagenum ceoMm.

Yopuobpusa, Kapooka,

Bunuras matu.

Tinbko cMyTHa, HeBecea...

Yoro 6 cymysatu?

AGo, MOoXe, BXe TaKoIo

Bouo i ypoannocb?

AGo, Moxe, Mosionee

Yu He noawobuno

Koro-He6yap? Hi, Hikoro.

Becena ryasna,

MoB nacouka 3 kybeseuka,

Ha cBit Buraspgana

3 Toro Kuesa. Ax moku

IMo6aunna cena

3HiBeueni. 3 Toro uacy

Crana HeBecena.

MoB cu3as roay6oHbKa,
Ceno obnerina.
VY Bcix 6yna, Bcix 6Gaumna,
Bci noseceninu.
Tam cnosaMu mpHBiTana,
Tam Haroaysaja...
Illo peHb GoXuit o6xoamna
Ceno. IMTomarana
Ycsakomy. A cuporu
o Hel B mokoi
Ipuxomuan. 1 marip’io
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While still in the ricks rotted noblemen’s grain
They even sold chaff to the merchants for gain.
They welcomed the famine, and heavens they prayed
For only a couple more years of this dearth,
And then they'd show Paris and lands far away
What their sort of noblemen-farmers were worth!
And God was asleep. For indeed, 'twould be strange
If He saw it all, yet from anger refrained.
Or else He's too patient, too patient by far....

The years went by, and many died

As famine raged throughout Ukraine.

Of prince’s serfs it took its toll,

The hoarded grain had rotted all.

He drank and revelled as before,

Awaiting Jews to buy his stores

In vain... Again the corn grew tall,

The grateful people thanked the Lord,

And then the princess young wa¢ brought

From Kiev home. It was as though

The sun above the village rose.

Her mother’s image she’d become

With hazel eyes and fine dark brows,

But she was always pensive, sad....

Why did she brood? Why did she frown?

Had she been born that way, perhaps?

Was it her nature to be glum?

Or could it be that her young heart

Already knew the pain of love

And separation? No, not that.

She had been like a swallow gay,

Untroubled in her Kiev school,

The whole wide world when she surveyed

By peeping from a nest secure,

Until the country destitute

On coming home she saw. 'Twas then

That she began to sigh and brood.

Like a gentle little dove
She flew about from home to home,
Everywhere she brought her love,
Called on all, saw everyone.
Some she cheered with kindly words,
And to others carried food.
She devoted all her days
To the needy, doing good,
Helping all. Her loving care
She gave orphans more than others,
Brought them home with her, and they
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CBO€IO CBATOIO

i 3Baau. I Bce ceno

3a Hei MOJWIOCh...

A THUM yacoM Xuau B ceni
3 rpiliMHU MOSBMIIUCH.
Papie kHs3b, 3anpoaye
3 M0JIOBOKO XKHUTO.

I MoOTHTb BUraHsie
Jlopeit HegobUTHX.
3MOJIOTH/IM, HIBPOKY iM,
3a ogHy roauHy

I 3 KAyHelo NpoBisAau...
KHA3b i He cnounHyB,
Ha moéropunu 3akiukae,
Ta n’e, Ta ryase,

AXx y rai.. Bo B nmokosix
Houka cnoumBae.

Tapmuaep, ranac, ram y rai,
CpamoTHi cniBU. AX JIALUTH
XiHounit peror. 3aBMBaE,

PeBe xa3siH: «Byaem nutb,
AJK TNOKM Halla JOHSI CIUTb!»

A poHs B3anepri CMAMTH
B cBOEMY CYMHOMY MOKOI
I guBUTBCA, SIK Hag ropoio
YepBoHHUI1 MicsLb aX rOpUTH,
3-3a XMapu TMXO BUCTYMaE€.
I HiOM ropu 0XHBaIOTb.
Iy6u 3 ai6posu, MOB auBa,
Y nose TMXO OAXOAXKAKTh.
I myrau nyra, i coBa
3-nig cTpixu B moJsie BWIITAE,
A Xabu KpsKawTb, TydyTb.
HOusitech, oui Moaoaii,
SIx 30pi 6oxii BCTaOTh,
SIK cxoauThb MicsiLb, YEPBOHIE...
HuBiTecs, MOKM Bac rpie,
A 30pi cnaTu He AAIOThb.
I'osoBolo Mosnoapoio
Ha pyky cxuanaacs,
Hdo niBHOUi HeBecena
Ha 3opi auBuaace
KHsixxHa mos. [usuniacsi...
Ta # nnakaTu crana.
Moxe, cepue sike JUXO
Tuxo npowenrtano?
Ta 6aitnyxe. [Monsiakana
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Called her mother, sainted mother.
All the village folk adored her,

And the Lord to keep her prayed....
In the meantime, to the prince
Jewish dealers came to trade,

And he gladly sold for cash

All he had of grain and chaff.

Out the peasants went to thrash,

Men whom famine had not claimed.
Strength, praise be, they still retained
Thrashing took them two-three hours,
Then they winnowed all the grain.
That same night a great carouse,
Celebrating his good yield,

Held the prince. They had their spree
In the grove, not in the house:
There his daughter lay asleep.

The noise, the yells, the songs obscene,
The drunken bawling! Tipsy jades
With bawdy laughter shrieked and screamed.
The host called out: “Let’s merry be,
The while my daughter lies asleep!”

The daughter had not gone to sleep,
But locked fast in her darkened room,
She gazed up at the crimson moon,
As it appeared from shadows deep
To glow above the mountains high
And stir them, fancied she, to life.
The oaks like silent ghosts came out
Into the open from the woods,
And then an owl without a sound
Flew to the field from ’neath the roof,
And frogs croaked loudly on the lawn....
Look on and marvel, feast your eyes
Upon God’s starry world till dawn,
Upon the cloudless, peaceful skies...
Look on, while moonlight gives you warmth
And stars deny you sleep — look on!
Gazing at the splendid moonglow,
Well until the midnight hour,
Drooping low before the window,
Leaning sadly on her arm,
Sat my princess, watched the glowing....
Softly then began to cry,
Did her heart, perhaps, give warning
That her evil hour was nigh?
We can’t know. She stemmed her tears,
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TpouiKH, YyCMiXHYJ1ach,

IMomoauaack Ta i cnatb JsAria.

I Tuxo 3acHyna.
B raio Bce NMOKOTOM Jie)Kajao —
Tasiwky¥ i rocTi, Ae 1O BMaJo,
Tam i octanoch. Cam He Bnas,
OCTaTHIO KaIUIIO JOMMWBaB,
Ta i Ty ponus. Bcrae, He napa,
Ine B nokoi... CkBepHmit rage!
Kyau T nizews? CxaMeHHUCH!
He cxaMeHyBCs, KJIIOY BHIMaE,
IMpwitwos, i aBepi oaMMKaE,

I nize po mouku. [IpokMHbCH!
IMpokuHbcs, ynuctas! CXONHUCH,
Y6uii ragioky, mokycae!
Y6uit, i 6or He mokapael!

Ak Tas Yenuio * kommch
V6una 6aTbka-KapaMHaia

I CaBaoda * ue 3nskanac.
Hi, He mpokuHysnacs, CUTb,
A Gor xou 6aunTb, Ta MOBYMTD,
I'pixaM BesiMKUM moTypae.

He uytb Hiuoro. Yac muHae.
A MOTIM KpHMK, a MOTIM rBajT,
I nnay nouyau i3 majar —
IMouyau cosu. IToTimM 3HOBY
He uyTb Hiuoro. I B To# uac
CKMpTH | KJIYHs 3allHAIMCA,

I 30pi 3unkin. Xou 6u cnoBo,
Xou 61 ae ronoc o6i3BaBCh.
[laHu B raio He BOPYLIMJIKCD,
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Smiled a little smile — why weep?
Left the window, said her prayers,
And was very soon asleep.
The drunkards sprawled upon the ground
Amid their bottles. All were down,
Dead to the world. All but our host.
He drained his glass and went indoors.
He kept his feet, he did not fall.
His walk was steady. Dirty swine!
Where to? What's on your evil mind?
And treading softly on the floor
He turned the key, unlocked the door,

And stole up to his child. Wake up!
Wake up, pure dove, wake up, wake up!
And Kkill the snake before he bites!

Just kill him, God is on your side!

As Beatrice Cenci' plunged her knife
And killed the Cardinal, her sire,

The Maker’s punishment defying.

But no, she did not wake, she slept.
God saw it all but silent kept,
Condoning such atrocious acts....

No sound was heard. The minutes passed.
Then suddenly a shriek, a cry,

Then sobs that in the dark of night

But owls could hear. Then, not a stir,
No sound again. And all at once

The hayricks went up in a blaze.

The stars were dimmed. But not a word
Was heard, and not a voice was raised.
The nobles snored on unaware,
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A nioge 36iranch Ta AMBHUIIKCSH,
Sk auM po Heba migiitMasCh.

[MpokuHyAUCH BpaHLi rocTi,
AX 0auaTb, LIO JIUXO,
I[ToKMHY/IN CBOrO KHA35A

Ta 1060 Ta THXO.

Tak i M# HOro NOKHHEM,
Tak i 6or mokuHe.

Tebe TLIBKO HE MOKMHE
JIluxasa roguHa —

KusixHo Mosi Ge3TanaHHa,
3HiBeueHwmii LBiTE.

Tu we Gyaemw NMoKyToBaThb
I'pixu Ha ciM cBiTi,

Ipixu Gatbkosi. O gose!
JlykaBas nose!

ITokuHB i XOTb Ha cTapicTh,
XoTb Ha uyyxim noni

Ha Gesmonni. He nokuuewt,
IMoBegewr go xpato,

o caMoOi JOMOBMHH,

Cama moxoBaelil.

B ceni He Gauunu i He uyam,
Ile BoHa mojisachk.
Iymanu, Ha noxapuuii
He6ora sropina.

Croitb cesio. HeBecesno.
Ha ropi nanatu
MoyopHinu. Kua3b xupie,
He 3ayxae BcTatw,

A nigBecTM HeMa KOMY,—
HixTo i1 He 3arasHe

Io rpiwHoro 6oasworo
B 6yauHKM morasi.

Jlione TPOXH OYyHsJH,
Tocnoga 6saraioTh,

1106 kHsIXHa A0 iX BepHYJach.
A 1i HeMae

I He 6yne BXe, CBATOI...
Je x BoHa mopinace?

¥ Kuesi npecBsaromy

B uepHMUi mocTpuraace.

Poawnach HA CBIT XWTb, JIIOGUTS,
CisiTb rocnogHe Kpacolo,
Butath Hag rpilulHUMU CBATOIO

I Bcsikomy mo6Gpo TBOPHTb.
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While crowds of people came and stared
As smoke to heaven wove its way....

The guests awoke next day at dawn,
That things were really bad they saw,
And promptly left the prince alone,
Without regret or second thought.
Thus let us leave the reprobate,

And God will, too, forsake him.

Only you won’t be forsaken

Or released by wicked fate!

You crushed and broken little bloom!
Your father’s sins to expiate
Forevermore you will be doomed.
Her father’s sins! Oh wicked fate!

Oh cruel, oh relentless fate!

At least forsake her in old age,

Or even in a country strange,

Or in a wilderness. But nay,

You’ll grimly follow everywhere,
You'll stalk her to her very grave,
You'll kill her and you’ll bury her.

No one knew, none could explain
Where the princess could have gone.
Must have perished in the flames
On that night, thought everyone.

The village was in mourning plunged.
The lofty mansion on the hill —
The prince now deadly ill — looked glum.
He could not move, he was so ill,
But no one cared the prince to nurse,
And no one ever came to call
As he lay all alone and curst
In his dark and evil hall.
The village folks, recovering,
Together prayed and begged the Lord
To bring their princess back to them.
But nought of her was ever heard,
And she would never come again....
Where had she gone, where was she now?
She was a nun, she took the veil,
In holy Kiev made her vows.

To live and love she had been born,
‘A saint with loveliness divine

Above the sinful world to shine
And solace bring to everyone.
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A cTasoch OCb fIK. Y YepHMUAX
3ananactuaocs 4o6po...

Baykatoun mo YkpaiHi,
Mpubusch AKOCHL | B Ynrupus,
I B MOHacTHp OTOIt AiBOuMiA,
Illo 3a mickamu Ha Gonori

Y n03ax caMOTHI# CTOITb.
OTtaMm MeHi | po3ka3ana
Crapa uyepHULS HOBHHY,

LIlo B MOHacTMp g0 ix 3anuuia
KHusixkHa skach i3-3a [IHinpa
IMo3aTopik. OanouuBana,

Ta # Oory aywy oaaana...
«BoHa 6ysia wie Mos104010;

I npexopowas co6ofo.

Ha coHui ayxe 3aneknacb

Ta # 3aHenyxana. Jlexana
HenoBro wock, ceaMuwi ® 3 Tpw,
I Bce no kpuxTu poskasana...
Meni i Kcenii cecrpi.

I Bmepna B Hac. I ge xopuna,
B sikMx TO mpaBegHUX MicTax,
A B Hac, cepjelliHa, Onoyuja.
Oue ii cBsATa Moruia...

Llle He mocTaBUJIM XpecTa».

[Apyza nonosuna 1847
Opcuvka Kpinoctes)
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But fate ruled otherwise. A nun,
She’d waste away the years to come....

One day, my ramblings in Ukraine
Brought me to ancient Chihirin,
Where on the moor beyond the sands
A lonely monastery stands

With willow bushes overgrown.

And it was there that one old nun
Told me that once, some time ago,

A princess knocked upon their gate,
She’d come from somewhere far away
Beyond the Dnieper. Here she stayed
With them, and here she passed away.
“A woman still quite young she died,
And very beautiful besides.

The sun was hot, she’d walked for days,
It made her ill. And she grew worse.
She lingered for about three weeks,
And everything she told to us,

To sister Xenia and me....

What pilgrimages she had made!

She had been nearly everywhere.

And here the poor soul passed away.
Her sacred grave is over there....

The cross has not as yet been placed....’

’

[Orsk Fortress,
second half of l847\|

Translated
by Olga Shartse



N. N.

MeHni TpMHaguATHIA MHMHaO.
S nmac sArdHsTa 3a CesIoM.

Yy TO TaK COHEYKO Ciso,
Yu tak MeHi yoro 6yso?
Meni Tak mo6o, n06o crano,
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N. N.

I was thirteen. I herded lambs
Beyond the village on the lea.
The magic of the sun, perhaps,
Or what was it affected me?

I felt with joy all overcome,
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Henaue B Gora. . . . . ..
Y ke npokaukaau 10 nato,
A 2 cobi y Oyp'sini
Mouatocs 6ory... | He 3Haio,
Yoro MaseHbKOMY MeHi
Toitai Tak NPUA3HO MOJNIOCH,
Yoro Tak Beceso Gyno?
TocnoaHe Hebo, i ceno,
SITHA, 30a€THCS, BeCeanaoch!
I coHue rpino, He nekso!
Ta HemoBro coHue rpizo,
Hepnosro moaunoce...
3aneks10, MOYEPBOHIIO
I paii 3anaauno.
MoB npokuHyBCsl, AMBIIOCS:
Ceno noyopHino,
Boxe He6o ronybee
I Te momapHino.
IMornsiHyB s Ha srHATa —
He moi sirnsita!
OGepHyBCsl 1 Ha XaTh —
Hema B meHe xatu!
He pas meni 6or Hiuoro!..
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As though with God....
The time for lunch had long passed by,
And still among the weeds I lay
And prayed to God.... I know not why
It was so pleasant then to pray
For me, an orphan peasant boy,
Or why such bliss so filled me there?
The sky seemed bright, the village fair,
The very lambs seemed to rejoice!
The sun’s rays warmed but did not sear!
But not for long the sun stayed kind,
Not long in bliss I prayed....
It turned into a ball of fire
And set the world ablaze.
As though just wakened up, I gaze:
The hamlet’s drab and poor,
And God’s blue heavens — even they
Are glorious no more.
I look upon the lambs I tend —
Those lambs are not my own!
I eye the hut wherein I dwell —
I do not have a home!
God gave me nothing, naught at all....
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I xauHyam cabo3sm,

Tsaxki cabo3ul.. A aiBunMHa
IMpu camiit goposi
Hepaneko ko0 MeHe
IMnockiub BMGMpana,

Ta i noyyna, wWo s niauy,
IMpwiiuia, npusitana,
YTupana mMoi cJabo3u

I mouinysana. . . ... ..

Henaue coHue 3acisisio,
HeHaue Bce Ha CBiTi cTano
Moe... nanm, rai, caau!..

I MM, XapTyoum, NorHaam
Yyxi ArHATa OO0 BOAH.

Bpuansl.. a i goci, ik 3ragaio,
To cepue mnaave Ta GOAMTD,
YoMy rocnoab He AaB JOXHTb
Masoro Biky y TiM palo.
VMep 6Gu, opiouM Ha HuBI,
Hiuoro 6 Ha cBiTi He 3HaB.
He Oys 6u B cBiTi IOpOAMBUM,
Jlogeii i 6ora ue NpokasB!

[Apyza nonosuna 1847
Opcbka Kpinocts)



I bowed my head and wept

Such bitter tears.... And then a lass
Who had been sorting hemp

Not far from there, down by the path,
Heard my lament and came

Across the field to comfort me;

She spoke a soothing phrase

And gently dried my weeping eyes
And kissed my tear-wet face....

It was as though the sun had smiled,

As though all things on earth were mine,
My own... the orchards, fields and grovesl!...
And, laughing merrily the while,

The master’s lambs to drink we drove.

Oh, how disgusting!... Yet, when I
Recall those days, my heart is sore
That there my brief life’s span the Lord
Did not grant me to live and die.
There, plowing, I'd have passed away,
With ignorance my life-long lot,

I'd not an outcast be today,
I'd not be cursing Man and God!

[Orsk Fortress,
second half of 1847]

Translated
by John Weir



BAPHAK'

THHSAIOUM HA YYXKHHI

[ounan Enekom %, ctpiB a nima
Beabmu ctaporo. Ham 3emasik
I HemoMyueHHIt BapHak
Crapuii Toit 6yB. Ta y Heaito
SIKoch y moai MU 3yCTpinCh
Ta 1 3abanakanuch. Crapwmii
3ragas cBoo BoanHb cBATYIO
I BosIIO-mHOJ1I0 MONIOAYIO,
Csoio GysanbuuHy. I mMu
B Tpasi 3a BasioM nociganu
[ po3moBisiM, CNOBigAINCh
Opuu gpyromy. «Josruit Bik! —
Crapwmii npomoBus.— Bce og Gora!
Op Gora Bce! A caM Hiuoro
HypHuit He BAai€ 4OJIOBIK!
S cam, sik Oauuiu, MapHe, BCYE,
4 cam 3aHiBeuMB CBiii BIK,
I Hi Ha KOro He XaJKylo,
I Hi y Koro He mpouy s,
Hiuoro He mpomy. Orak,
Miit cuHy, Apyxe Miil equHMIA,
Tak i 3arMHy Ha 4yXXHHi
B neBouii». I crapuit BapHak
3annakas HumkoM. Cusmit Gpare!
IMoky XHBe HaAis B Xari,
Hexait xuBe, He BUIraHsAM.

Hexaii mycTKy HETOIJIEHY

Inoni Harpie.

I moTeuyTb 3 ouei crapux

Cabo3u MmoJoaii,

I ymutee cabozamu

Cepue oamnoyuHe

I nosmHe i3 4yXXHHH

Ha cBoio kpaiHy.

«BbaraTto gedoro He cTajo,—
Ckasas crapuii.— Boau unmano
I3 IkBu ® B MOpe yrekJo...

Hap Iksow 6ysn0 ceno,

VY tim ceni Ha 6e3TanaHHs

Ta Ha norubesb BUpIC 5.
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THE OUTLAW '

Upon my wond’rings far from home
Down Yelek 2 way I came across
A countryman. An old, old man,
A tortured convict with a brand
Upon his brow. One Sunday ’twas
I met him walking all alone
Across a field. We ’gan to talk.
His blessed Volyn he recalled,
His youth when he was free and bold,
His life entire. We sat and talked
Behind a rise out in the field,
Each told his past, our sins revealed
To one another. “Ah, that’s life,”
He said to me. “It’s all God’s will.
God’s willl What man can do is nil,
For all his vain and foolish strife!
Just look at me, myself 1 wrecked,
Myself 1 ruined my whole life.
But I blame no one, neither help
Nor sympathy do I expect.
I ask for nothing. Thus I'll die,
My son, my one and only friend,
Away from home in this strange land,
An outlaw.” And the convict sighed
And dropped a tear. Oh, brother mine!
While there is hope don’t let it die,
Let it remain, don’t drive it olt,
And let it warm your home betimes,
The chilly walls will slowly thaw,
And from your old and weary eyes
Your pent-up tears will freely pour.
These youthful tears will purify
And ease your aching, tortured heart,
And like a bird from foreign climes
Home it will fly, to native parts.

“So much is gone,” he said to me,
“No little water to the sea

The Ikva's ® carried in these years....
There was a village by the stream,
'Twas in that village to my sad

And sorry lot that I grew up.
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JInxas poneHbka mosl.
Y Hawoi cTapoi naHi
Manii naunui 6yam;
Taxku OJHOJITKM 30 MHOIO.
Bona ii Gepe MeHe B MOKOi
CunkaM Ha Burpaiuky. Pocaw,
Pocsn nmaHsATa, BUpOCTA/H,
Ak Ti weHsaTa. [Tokycanmn
He ogHoro meHe Maui.
OTOX i BYMTH Mmoyaamn
MucbMy naust. Ha Gesronos’s
I s yuycs. Cnizbmu! Kpos'io!
IMucemo Te moaunocs... Hac!
JlewieBIIMX MaHCbKOi coOakH,
IuceMy yuuntn?
Moautuceh Gory
Ta 3a pajioM CNOTUKaTHUCD,
A 6inble Hivyoro

He noBuHeH 3HaTb HEBOJIbHUK,—

Taka #oro posas.
OToX i BUBUYMBCA 1, BUpIC,
IMpowy co6i Boni,—
He pae. I B mockauni,
IIpoknsita, HE rOAUTH.
Lo TyT Ha cBiTi po6uTH?
MiwoB s no pana...
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Oh, what a bitter, bitter cup!...
Our lady of the manor had
Two little sons, both of my age,
She took me in to be their page,
It really meant that for those lads
I was a sort of whipping boy.
The years went by and those two grew
Like savage pups, and many knew
Their vicious bite, not only I.
When tutors came, I studied too
All they were taught, and paid the cost
With tears, with blood itself, because
How dare we learn, slaves that we are,
Much cheaper than the master’s dog?
We’d dare to read?! Just pray to God,
And meekly trudge behind the plough.
And that is all. The peasant’s lot.
That’s all a serf’s supposed to know,
Such is his sorry destiny.
My studies finished, boyhood done,
I begged the mistress set me free.
But no, she would not let me go,
Nor to the army would agree
To send me. What was I to do?

All that remained for me — the plough....
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A naHMuiB y raapaito
IMoonpeainsna...

I'oguHa TsAXXKasi HacTaJjal
Hactanu TsXkkii aita!
OTOXX mpauol s 3a pajoMm.
s1 6ys y6oruii cupota.
A y cyciza BupocTana
VY Haiimax gipyuHa. I ...
O pone! HoseHbko mos!
O 6oxe Mii! O miit equumi!
BoHo Toiiai Oys0 AWTHHA,
Bono... He Ham TBOI aina
CyauTb, 0 GOXe Hall BeJMKHH!
OTOX BOHA MeHi Ha JIUXO
Ta na noru6enb migpocua.
He moBesioch i HAAMBUTHC,
A 51 BXe AyMaB OIPYXHUTHCH,
[ BecennTHCS, 1 XUTb,
Jlioaeit i rocnoga XBaJUTh...
A posesocsl...

Hakynuan
I kpamy, i1 nuBa HaBapu/m,
He poBenocsi TiJIbLKO MUTb.
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While her own sons, the lordlings two,
Enrolled in the Imperial Guards.

The years ahead were grim and hard,
Years full of grief and bitter woe.
I plodded on behind the plough,
I had no folks at all, you know.
A servant girl the neighbour had,
He’d brought her up. And I, and I....
Oh fate, that awful fate of mine!
She was a child, a child, no more,
She was.... But no, Thy ways divine
Are not for us to judge, O Lord!
So to my ruin she grew up,
For evil was my fate’s design.
Our love, alas, was not to be,
I thought that she would marry me,
We'd live in joy and happiness,
The people and the Lord to bless!
What came to pass....

A lot of food
Was cooked, and ale was brewed,
But never served our wedding guests.
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Crapoi nasi 6axyp cuBHii

OxpaB To#t kpam. Po3nue Te nuBo,
IMyctuB nokpurkoro... apma.
Munyno, rogi... He go Jaany
Tenep i 3raaysatb. Hema,
Hema, MHHyJ/10Cs, nponaJo...
TToKMHYB HMBY 51 1 paso,
IMokuHyB xaty i ropon,

Yce nokuHyB. UopT Hapaaus.
[MiwoB s B nucapi B rpomapgy.
To cAK, TO TaKk MMHa€E rof.
Muwy co6i, 3 J0abMU OpaTanCch
Ta poGpux xJsonuis AoGupaw.
Munys i gpyruii. IMannui

Ha tperte niTO Mo3’iXaKaauchk,
Vxe 3acBartani. XKunam

B nBopi, ryssau, B KapTH rpajy,
CBoro BeciL1isi 10OXHMIaIN

Ta monoaux AiBYaT B CeJi,
Mos Gyrai, nepeGupanu.
3Buuajine, nanuui. Xaemo,
I My Xaemo TOro Becinis.
OTOX y KJeyasbHy HeAuTIo
Ix i mosiHuaHO 060X,
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Our lady’s spouse, that ageing stud,
Ransacked our stores and spilled the ale,
Seduced my girl, made sport of her....
"Twas long ago, so why describe

Or recollect. I'll say no more.

It’'s over, finished, done with, gone...

I left the fields, I left my home,

I left the village and my plough,

My all. The devil prompted me

To go to town and be a scribe.

And so a year went by somehow.

I scribed in town, good friends I made,
And picked a gang of trusty blades.
Another year went by. At last,

The two young masters came to stay.
Both were engaged. The days they passed
In feasting, cards and other play,
Carousing ere their wedding-day.

They pounced on every village lass

Like two young bulls. You know the way
Of gentlemen. We waited too.

We waited for their wedding-day.

Came Trinity at last, and they

Those fine and noble brides and grooms
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Taku B JOMaUIHBOMY KOCTbOJIi.
Bouu asaxu 6ysan. Hikoau
Hivoro kpaworo cam 6or

He 6auuB Ha 3eMJli BEJIHMKIM,
slk monogaii Ti 6yam...
3arpasia Becesio My3HMKa...

Ix i3 KocTboNy noBenn

B B0300GHOBJ/IEHHIT MOKOI.

A MM i 3ycTpinu ix, i Bcix —
KHsixaT, naHAT i MOJIOANX,—
Bcix nepepizanu. Pyporio
Becisuis BMuaocsa. He BTik
Hixe eauHmii KaTOJMK,

Bci moasirnn, MOB MOpOCsATa
B 6arHi cmepasiuoMmy. A mu,
YnopaBiuKch, NiLJIM LIYKATH
HoBoi xaTH, i Haituum
3eneHy xaty i KiMHaTy

Y rai temHomy. B nyrax,
B cremax wupokux, B Gaipakax
Kpyrtux, rmnbokux. Beioau xara.
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Were wedded in their private church,
For they were Poles. You’d have to search
The world to find their match in looks.
The Lord Himself had never yet

Seen bridal couples fair as they.

And then the band began to play,

The couples from the church were led
To their apartments where we lay

In wait for them. We stabbed them dead,
Those masters, princelings, newlyweds.
We killed them all. Their wedding gay
Became a bloodbath. None escaped,

No Catholic remained unscathed.

All swam in gore, in stinking slime,

Like slaughtered pigs. Our business done,
We started out for us to find

A new abode, a home our own.

And find we did, in green confines

Of forest dark and gullies deep,
In rolling fields, on hillsides steep,
In spreading meadows. All was home,
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Bysio ge B xaTi noryJasTu
I oamountn ge Gyno.
MeHe rocnépapem obpanu.
Cem’'ss MOs 1MOAEHb pocaa
I BXe OO0 COTHi gopocTana.
MosB nopocsiua, KpoB JIMJIaCh,
sl pizaB BCe, LIO MaHOM 3BaJiOCh,
Be3 muaocepaisn i 3na,
A pizaB Tak. | cam He 3Halo,
Yoro XoTinbcsa MeHi?
Xoaus Tpu roga s 3 HOXamm,
HeHnaue n’sAHMil TOM pi3HMK.
o cnabo3, 4o KPOBi, A0 MOXXapy,
Hdo BCbOro, BCbOro s NPUBHK.
Byno, MoB xaby Ty, Ha cnuci
Cnpsixew AMTHHY Ha OrHi
A60 naHsHKy 6inonuuo
PosinHew rony Ha KoHi
Ta % nyctuil B cTem,—
Bceboro, Bcboro Toiai 6ysano,
I Bce OOKYy4MJIO MeHi...
OnypiB f, TAXKO CTano
Y BepTemax XHTH.
HdymaBs cam ceGe 3api3aTh,
LLo6 He HyauTb CBiTOM.
I 3apizaB 6mu, Ta aMBO,
JMBO OAMBHE CTaJIOCh
Hago MHol0, HexoJI0a0M...
Bxe Ha CBIiT 3aiMasoch,
BuiiioB A 3 HOXXEM B XajsBi
3 Bposapcbkoro Jicy *,
L[o6 3apizaTbca. dusarocs,
MoB Ha Hebi BUCUTH
Cearuit KuiB Hawn Besnkui,
CBATHM OMBOM CHAIOTb
Xpamu Goxi, HiOM 3 camum
BoroM po3MOBJSAIOTbH.
OuBmocsa s, a caM MIIIO.
THX0 3aa3BOHMUIIH
Y KueBi, MOB Ha HeGi...
O 6oxe Mii Muami!
SAxuit guBHUI TH. 5 naakas,
HOo nosynHs naakas,
Ta tak MeHi 11060 cTano:
I manoro 3Haky
Hyapru T1ii He ocrtanocs,
Mos nepepoamscsi...
IMoguBuBCcs Kpyrom cebe
I, mepexpecTUBLUKC,
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With room to give ourselves some fun,

But never to relax or sleep.

The gang elected me their head.

My fam’ly grew by days and hours,

Close on a hundred men I led.

Blood flowed as freely as a sow’s,

I murdered all of masters’ bred,

By neither wrath nor pity roused.

I simply slaughtered. Can’t explain

Myself what drove me on and on.

A full three years I used my knives,

A drunken butcher, that was me.

I got quite used to weeping wives,

To blood, to fires, to everything.

I'd spike a baby like a toad

And roast it o’er a blazing fire,

Or catch a lady, strip her clothes,

Then to a horse’s back I'd tie her

And send her flying through the steppe....

All that we did and even more,

Till I grew sick of it and tired....
Hiding out became a torment,
I felt spent, down in the mouth,
And to cut my throat I wanted,
Not to drag the misery out.
But a miracle so wondrous
Was to happen to me then,
Me, too vile to be called human....
Dawn was breaking as I came
Out of darksome Brovar’ * forest,
In my boot my trusty knife
For the deed and, startled, halted:
There, up in the roseate sky,
Holy Kiev seemed suspended.
Golden domes appeared alight,
Bathed in awesome glory splendid,
Talking with the Lord on high.
Moved to tears, I gazed astound.
Tolling Kiev bells I heard,
Heaven-born the gentle sound.
O my Lord, my Lord, my Lord!
Thou art marvellous! I wept.
Overwhelmed, I stood and wept....
And there welled up in my breast
Such relief! Away was swept
All despair, all my distress.
Like a man reborn I breathed.
Once again I looked at Kiev,
Crossed myself three times and then
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IMiwos cob6i Tuxo B Kuie
CBATUM NOMOJIMTUCH
Ta cyma, cyaa J0ACbKOro
Y nogei nmpocUTH».

[MTepwa nonosuna
1848
Opcvka kpinocts]

Slowly there my way I wended —
There to pray at ancient shrines,
And to face the people’s verdict,
Beg them judge me for my crimes.’

[Orsk Fortress,
first half of 1848]

Translated
by Olga Shartse
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[LAPI] '

CrapeHbka cecTpo AMOJUIOHA 2,
SIKGM BM 4acoM XOu Ha 4ac
Mpuaubanu-Takn A0 Hac
Ta, sk 6yBano BO OHi OHH,
Bossucunu 6 cBiit 60xuil riac
HJo oau NMUIIHO YenmypHOI,

Ta it 3axoauwnucsa 6 o6oe

LlapiB aGoo BoCmiBaThb.

Bo sik mo mpaBai BaM cKa3aTb,
To ayxe Bxe i MeHi caMOMy
O6pnasn Tii My>XHUKH,

Ta naHuyi, Ta MOKPUTKH.
Xorizocst 6 30rHaTh OCKOMY

Ha kopoHOBaHMX Ii1aBax,

Ha tix momazaHukax GOXHX...
Tak o X, He BTHY, a K MOMOXKeLl
Ta sk nmokaxeil, ik THX MTax
Cky6yTb i maTpaioTb, TO, MOXe,

I Mu 6 nogepxanu B pykax
CBATONOMAa3aHy YyNpHHY.
TlokuHbTe X cBiit cBaTuit MMapHac 3,
IMpuaubaiite Xou Ha roauHy

Ta xou crapeHbKHil GOXMil riac
BosBucbte, asauHo. Ta nagoM,
Ta no6puUM CKIagOM XOTb Ha yYac,
XoTb Ha roaOMHOYKY Y Hac

Ty BiHLUEHOCHYIO rpoMajay
ITokaxeMm cnepeay i 33amy
Hespsiuum smiopsim. B no6pwmii yac
3axoaMMOCh, MOsI TIOpajo.

He BuaHo Hikoro B lepycanumi,

Bpara Ha 3anopi, HeHaue yyma

B HdaBuaoBiM rpagi, rocnoaoM XpaHHMMIM,
3acina na crornax®. Hi, uymu Hema;

A ripuwia sMxasi Ta J0Ta rogvHa
IMoxpuna I3paine: uapeBa BoiiHa!

IlapeBi kHA3I, i BCi cuam,
I oTpokw, i Becb Hapon,
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[KINGS] '

If- you, Apollo’s aged sister, 2
As was your wont in ancient days,
Should chance to visit us and stay
To lift your godly voice and utter
A grand and lofty ode, I may
My modest self be sorely tempted,
Though from such tedious rite exempted,
To sing the praises of the tsars.
For I admit to you that, far
From being pleased with, I am weary
Of all my poor, dishonoured maids,
My lords and peasants, and would fain,
No more of word or sentence chary,
Pour out my boredom and disgust
And write of tsars and reigning princes,
By God anointed.... So intense is
My nausea that write I must....
Teach me to pluck them, and the chances
Are that I'll flay these most august
And honoured folk of skin and feathers....
So leave Parnassus ® and descend
To earth, I beg you, ancient mother,
And let your feeble voice ascend
To saintly heights.... Let us together
To caesars and such like attend,
And for a worthy moment bend
Our efforts to the task of peeling
Their mantles off, and so reveating
The sorry contents.... Come, dear friend,
Begin, no part of truth concealing.

Jerusalem lies hushed and nigh deserted,

Its gates are bolted.... Is’t the plague that holds
The city in its grip?... Nay, worse.... 'Tis parted
From God’s own mercy, ne’er before withheld.
War has King David * in his wisdom started,
And Israel is orphaned, and it bleeds!

The whole of Israel’s weakly host,
Young, beardless lads included, all
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3aMKHYBILIM B ropofi KiBOT,

VY none BUALUIM, XYAOCHJI,

Y noni GwiKuch, CMPOTHIU

MasnieHbKHMX AITOYOK CBOIX.

A B ropoai Mnaaii B1oBu

B CBOiX CBITAMUSX, 4OPHOGPOBI,

3aneplunch, MWIayyTh, Ha MajJnX

Hireit B3npaioun. ITpopoka,

CBoro HecuToro uaps,

Kneuyts MlaBuaa 5-cniomaps °.

A BiH c06i, y3saBIHKCh B 60KH,

Mo xpoBnai KempoBMX manat

B uepsJieHiil pu3i moxomxae,

Ta MOB KOTIOra rno3upae

Ha cano, Ha 3esneHuit cam

Cycigu Typis . A B capi,

B cBOiM BeceJiiM BepTOrpapi,
Bipcasis ® xynanacs,
Mos y pai €Ba,
Moapyxie I'ypieso,
Pabuns uape.a.

Kynanacs co6i 3 6orom,
Jlono 6ine muia,

I napsi cBoro cBATOrO
Y nypHi nowmunia.
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Its manhood rally to the call,
The princes too.... No time is lost;
They lock away the scrolls and haste
To fight King David’s foe and leave
Their children fatherless.... The town
Is still and empty, save alone
For fair young widows who do grieve
To see their helpless orphaned babes,
And curse the prophet king.... Meanwhile,
He walks, does David, with a smile
Upon the palace roof, in robes
Of crimson clad, and lets his eye,
As oily as a cat’s when lard
Lies within reach, with soft regard
Stray o’er the house of neighbourly
Uriah.... In the garden there
He sees the lovely form and bare
Of Uriah’s beauteous partner,
Bathsheba ° by name,
Who is bathing by a fountain,
Lost, like Eve, to shame.

She caresses now her bosom,
Now her milk-white arms,

And the sovereign falls a victim
To her earthly charms.
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Happopi Bxxe cMepKJO, i, TbMOIO MOBUTHH,
Hpimae, cymye lepycanum.
B kempoBuX najaTax, MOB HECaMOBMTHH,
JlaBug moXomkae i, 0 Lap HECHUTHH,
CaMm co6i rosopursb: «Sl... Mu nosenum!
S nap Hag Goxiim Hapoaom!
I cam s Gor B Moiil 3emi!
4 Bcel.» A TpPOXHU 3roaoM
Pabu Beuepio MpUHECaH
I kiuBy ° mo6poro cukepy...'’
I nap ckasas, o6 Ha Beuepio
Pabu — pabGuHIO npuBeH,
Taku Bipcasilo. HiBpoky,
Hdo 6oxoro uaps-nmpopoka
Cama Bipcasis npuiiuuia,
I noBeuepsina, W cukepy
3 mpopoKOM BUNWJIa, W miuuIa
CrioyuT¥ TPOXM IO Bedyepi
3 cBoim uapem. I T'ypiit cnas.
Nomy, cepaemnomy, it He CHMJIOCH,
Illo AOMa HMLIEYKOM POGUIOCH,
IIlo 3 momy mHap Horo ykpas
He 3050710, He cepebpo,
A nyyuee ioro go6po,
Moro Bipcasiio,— ykpas.
A 06 He 3HaB BiH Tii WIKOAH,
To uap y6us ioro, Ta i rogi.
A 1moTiM Lap nepea HapoaoM
3annakaB TpOXH, OAYpPHB
INcanmom craporo AHadaHa...
I, 3HOB Becesui, 3HOBY I’ SIHHUH,
Koso paGuni 3axoaMBCh.

HdaBup, cBATHMIA MpPopok i wuap,
He pyxe 6yB GnaroyecTuswmii.
Byna pouka B ioro ®amap
I cun AmoH. I ce He auBo.
ByBaioTb AiTH i B CBATHX,
Ta He Taki, AIK y NpOCTHX,

A ocpb fiKi. AMOH 1LacC/IMBUH,
BpopsiiBuii nepBeHeun ioro!
JlexuTb, He3y’)Ka€ 4yoroch.
HaBup cTeHae Ta puiae,
Barpsiny pusy po3aupae

I cunsie momis1 Ha raaBy.
«Be3 Tebe s He MOXMBY

I gus eguHoro, Miii CuHy,
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Dusk has descended, fitful sleep embraces
Jerusalem.... Within his palace hid,
King David (how his eye lascivious blazes!)
The royal chambers in a frenzy paces
And whispers hoarsely: “I... Nay, we so bid!
I am the ruler of this land,
The chosen people’s God and king,
Their all in all!” At his command
The slaves a bounteous supper bring
And wine to cheer him in the night.
He next instructs them to invite
Uriah’s spouse.... Aside she flings,
Does Bathsheba, convention’s stays,
And comes, as she was bid, to grace
The monarch’s board.... With him she whiles
Full many an hour away, is dined
And wined, slave though she is, in style,
And later shares the prophet’s bed
With sweet compliance.... And the poor,
Betrayed Uriah calmly sleeps
And never knows that in the deep
Of night the wily king has lured
His wife from him, has robbed him of
The one possession that above
All else he holds.... And to ensure
That it may never reach his ear
What does the king but engineer
Uriah’s speedy death.... His tears
And words of penitence deceive
Old Nathan, ® and as drunk and gay
As ever, David spends his days
In revels with his lovely slave.

II

King David’s piety was not
Extreme.... Like many saints, a son
And daughter too he had begot.
In this, as most of you will own,
There’s nothing very strange.... But stay!
I'll tell you all, and then you may
Judge for yourselves.... A handsome one
Was Amnon, David’s son.... To see
So blithe and sweet a youth as he
Take of a sudden to his bed
Rends David’s heart.... He strews his head
With ashes, tears his crimson gown,
And weeps to hear poor Amnon moan.
“My son!” he cries, “limb of my limb!
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Mos HaiKkpawas AUTHHO!

Be3 TeGe coHuA He y3pio,

Be3 TeGe s ympy! ympyh»

I iipe, puparouu, A0 CHUHa.

AX TIONA€, HEMOB GiXKHUTD.

A Toii, 6yrai cobi 3x0poBHit,

VYV xpamuHi cBOiit KeApOBii

JleXXUTb, a)X CTOrHe, Ta JIEXHUTb,

Kenkye 3 aypHsi. AX rOJIOCUTb,

AX niaye, 6iaHui, 6aTbka NPOCHTD,

11106 Ta ®amap cecTpa mpuiiuuia:

«dparuit Miit otue i Mmiif wapio!

Besn cectpi moiit Pamapi,

11106 kOp>XMKa MeHi creksaa

Ta wo6 cama i npuHecna,

To s, BKyCHB HOro, BO3CTaHy

3 oppa Heayru». BpaHui-paHo

damap cnekaa i npuHecsa

OnpicHok 6paToBi. 3a pyky

AMoH Gepe ii, Beae

Y TeMHY XpaMuHY, Kjaje

CecTpy Ha Jixko. Jlamne pyku.

Cectpa pupae. I, pByuucs,

Kpuuntb po 6para: «CxaMeHHUCh,

AMmoHe, Gpate Miii Jaykasuit!

€auHnit 6parte miii! S! !

Cectpa eanHasi TBOs!

He niHychb s, me AiHy caaBy,

I rpix, i ctua? Tebe camoro

I 6or, i noAe NPoKAEHYTb...»

He nomoruyio-Taku Hiuoro.

OTtak LapeBHYi )XHUBYTb,
IMycTyioun Ha cBiTi.

Husitech, JIOACBKI AiTH.

111

I noxuse daBup Ha CBITI
He mani sira,

Oapsix cTapuil, i MOKpUBaIU
MHorimMn pusamu ioro,
A Bce-TakM He HarpiBaju
Koriory 6ayaHoro csoro.
OT OTpOKM i AOMipKyBaIuCh
(Hatypy BoBuy mo6pe 3Hanu),
To, wo6 HarpitTe HOro, B3siH,
IlapeBeH maue KpacoTolo,
HiByaT CTapoMy HaBeH.
Ha rpiroTh KpOB'I0 MOJIOLOIO
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My heart is sore, my sight bedimmed....
Do not thy father’s plea deny,

Leave thou not me, or I must die!”

And with a cry he runs to him

Or hobbles, rather. And Amnon lies,
Strong as a bull and just as sound,
Stretched on his couch, and groans aloud
And heaves the most despondent sighs,
And, laughing up his sleeve, implores
The king to let his most adored,

His lovely sister Tamar come

And visit him.... With streaming eyes

So does he speak: “O thou most wise
And gracious king, I am become

Weak, and am plunged in awful gloom....
Let Tamar bake a cake for me

And bring it here, for then, 'tmay be,

I shall be healed....” And Tamar from
Her chamber to her brother’s hastes,
Come morning, and with her she takes
A cake that she herself has baked.

He forthwith grabs her by the waist
And forces her onto the bed.

Poor Tamar cries: “My brother, led

Art thou by evil.... Mercy!... Spare

Thy sister own!...” She wrings her hands
And cries again: “By God and man

Wilt thcu be curs’t, and I shall ne’er

Live down my shame.... Stay thou thy lust....
Come, let me bel...” But, sad to tell,
This he will not. So do the princes,

The just, the wondrous wise, the puissant,
In truth, like to amuse themselves....
Good people, mark it welll

King David reached a vast old age,
Like many a sage,

But ran to seed and so declined
That though they heaped his robes on him
The lecher shivered still and pined
For warmth in every bone and limb.
His slaves and lackeys then opined
(His wolfish nature well they knew)
That nothing else was there to do
But find some young and lovely maids
To keep him warm.... A bevy soon
Is ’fore his senile gaze displayed....
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Csoro uapsi. I posiituuiucs,
3amkHyBLIM JBEPi 32 c0GoIO.

06113aBCh CTapUi KOTIOra,
I po3nycTuB CauHH,

I na3sypi npocrsrae

o CaMaHTsHMHM '2,

Bo 6yaa cobi Ha anxo
Haiikpauia MeX HHMH,

Mex aiByaTaMu; MOB KPHUH TOH
Cenbuuit '* npu monmni —
Mex usitamu. OTOX BOHa

I rpina coborw

Llaps cBoro, a AiByaTta
Ipanrcs Mex co6oro
Toniciubki. Ik Tam BoHa
I'pina, s1 He 3Halo,

3Hal0 TLIBKO, WO Lap rpiBcs
I... i He nmo3Ha 10 '*,

1v

ITo aBOpYy TMXO MmoOXoaXKae
Crapuit Becenuii Porsonogn '°.
JApyXuHa, OTPOKH, Hapox
Kpyrom ioro Bo 31ati CAIOTb.
Y KHA35 CBATO: BUIISIAAE
I3 JIATBM KHA3A-)KEHMXa
3a pywnukamu ao Porwigm 'S

Mepen 6oramu Jlens i Jago '’
Oroub Porsiga posBeia;
HOparum eneem noauia
I cunana B orHMile snagaH.
Mos Ti Baabkipii '%, kpyr Hei
TaHuwIOTh, TPalOThCs AiBuaTa
I npucniByioTs:

«loit, ros, ros!
Hosgii nmokoi

Hymo auum kBiTuatw,
Tocreit cnoaiBaTUCh».

3a IlosoupkoM, HeHaue xMapa,
Yopxie kypsiBa. Bixarb
I orpokw, it crapi 6osipa
I3 JInTBH KHA3s 3ycTpiuaTh.
Cama Porniga 3 Porsosogom

Iliua 3 piByaTamu, 3 HapogOM.
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The slaves withdraw, the old buffoon
Having been served and thus obeyed.

v

Licks his lips, does old King David,
And by lust possessed,

Slobbering, his hands he stretches
Toward the loveliest

Of them all — a lily, tender

“As the morning bright,

Abishag, a sweet-faced virgin,

Born a Shummanite. ’

With her body does she warm him
While the others play

Noisy games, and, stripped of raiment,
Wax uncommon gay.

How she warmed her senile ruler

I, forsooth, know not,

I but know that though she warmed him,
He... he knew her not.

Prince Rogvolod &, a jolly old soul,

Strolls o’er his courtyard with measured gait,
While, standing near, his henchmen wait,
And too his warriors in gold

And shining silver clad.... Theg/ all

Expect the prince, Rogneda’s ° groom,

And in his honour hold a féte....

"Fore Lel and Lado, '° godheads two,

Rogneda lights a fire; the flames
Lick at the oil, a strong perfume
Of incense fills the air.... Like true
Valkyrias, '' around the fire
Rogneda’s lovely playmates dance

And chant this song:

Ho, flames, leap higher,
We do so desire

To add full measure
To our guests’ pleasure.

Beyond the town of Polotsk rise

Thick clouds of dust. Both young and old
Go forth in haste to meet the prince,
Rogneda’s wooer.... And there, behold,

Is Rogvolod, and with him fair

Rogneda, mid the welcomers.
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He i3 JInTBu iae KHs3b CNOAiBaHUIA,
Llle He 3HaeMuit, JaBHO >XadaHWM;

A i3 Kuesa typom-6yiiBosom

Ine Benpuwem 3a Poruigoro
Bosoaumup '*-kHA3b O KUAHAMM.

IMpuituuiy, i ropoa o6cTynuau
Kpyrom, i ropoa 3ananum.
BnaauMup-KHS3b nepes Hapoaom
Y6us craporo Porsosona,
Mots * uapon, KHsXHY mos >',
OTuae B BOJIOCTI CBOS,

Otupge 3 wymoM. I pactai Io,
Ty Poruiny monoayio.

I nmpoxeHe 10, i KHSIXHa
Baykae no cBiTy oaHa,

Hivoro 3 Boporom He Baie.
Tak orakii-To cBATIi

Ori wnapi.

\'

Bopaii kaTtu iX MOCTHHaH,
OTux uapis, KaTiB JIOACHKHUX.
Mopoka 3 HUMM, OO BH 3HAH,
MoB aypeHb, X0auLI Kpyrom ix,
He 3Hae€w, Ha siky W CTynuTH.
Tak WO X MeHi Ternep poouUTH
3 umumu noraHusmu? Ckaxw,
Haiikpawa cectpo AnoJ/uioHa,
HaBuwu, rony6ko, moMoxu
IMosa3uTh TPOXHU KOO TPOHa;
Hamucreuko, ik 3apobio,
To6i K BEIMKOAHIO KYMLIIO.
IMocTpuxemocs x y smakei
Ta peBHOCHO B HOBIit JiBpei
3ax0aMMoch UapiB JIOOHTD.
LlIkoxa i oMBO TYNMUTH.

Bo ge Hema cBATOI BOJI,

He Oyme tam mo6pa Hikonu.
Hawmo x cebe Taku ayputb?
XoaiMo B cenuiia, TaM JIOAE,

A Tam, pe swoae, nobpe Oyae,
Tam GyaeM XWTb, JIOAEH JTIOOUTD,
CBSATOro rocrnojga XBajuTh.

[Apyea noaosuna
1848
Kocapan]



Toward them comes, alas, not Lithuania’s prince,
He Rogneda chose for to be her mate.

With his men-at-arms, like a savage boar,

Like a maddened boar or an aurochs fierce,
Prince Volodimir '? comes of Kiev-town.

Not to woo he comes, but to hunt and slay.

The town, by walls and ramparts bounded,
Is by the enemy surrounded,

And set afire.... Old Rogvolod

Is put to death.... Rogneda’s led,

In chains, to Kiev with the rest,

And there deflowered.... At the behest
Of Kiev’s ruler she’s sent to roam

The world, forsaken and alone,

Poor maid.... Sad is her plight.... For who
Is there to help her?... Nonel.. So do
Disport themselves our reverenced tsars,
They that by God appointed are

To rule on earth.

v

May they be hanged, the bloody butchers,
And cursed!... A most unholy fuss
Over these sceptre-wielding wretches
Is made, methinks.... One’s at a loss
How best to deal with them, or even
How to approach them... I am driven
To seek your counsel.... Tell me, now,
Apollo’s sister, O most civil
And courteous of ladies, how,

Think you, am I to learn to grovel
Before the throne?... For Easter day,
If but some coppers come my way,

I’ll buy you, lass, a necklace.... Truly,
Let’s put our minds to it, and coolly
Turn into lackeys, you and I,

And serve the tsars until we die....
But stay!... 'Tis waste of ink and paper
So to go on.... Good cannot prosper
Where freedom is in fetters... We
Shall to the village, O my goddess,
Repair, where men reside in goodness.
Amongst them we in peace shall live,
And to the Lord our praises give.

[Kosaral, Translated
second half of 1848] by Irina Zheleznova



*

I He6GO HeaMuTe, | 3acnaHi XBuWII;
I noHap, Geperom reTb-reThb
HeHaue n’siHui ouyeper

Be3 BiTpy rHetbcs. Boxe muamii!
Yy posro Gyae uie MeHi

B ouiit He3aMKHYTIi TiopMi,
[ToHaa ouMM HiIKYEMHHUM MOpeM
Hyantn csitom? He roBopuTb,
MoBuYNTb | THETbCSI, MOB XXHUBa,
B cTeny no)xoBkiasi Tpasa;

He xoue mpaBaOHbKM CKa3aTb,

A OisbLie Hi B KOro CMMTaThb.

|4pyza noaoguna
1848
Kocapan]
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*

Thick, torpid waves, skies dull and sightless....
On shores that wear a veil of haze,

Tall reeds, though no wind with them plays,
Sway as if drunk. O God Almighty!

Beside this wretched sea and far,

In this lone prison without bars,

Am I intended long to languish

In endless pain and endless anguish?...

As if alive, the parched and dry

Grass stirs, but, mute, makes no reply....
"Twill not disclose the truth, alas,

And there is no one else to ask!

[Kosaral,
second half of 1848]

Translated
by Irina Zheleznova
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SAkOun Bn 3HaaM, NaHMui,

He nioan naayyTh XHUBYYH,
To Bu G eseriit He TBOpUJIM
Ta mapHe 6Gora 6 He XxBanuawu,
Ha Hawi cib03u cMilouncCh.
3a wo, He 3Halo, Ha3UBaIOTh
XaTuHy B rai TMXUM paem.

S1 B xaTi MY4YMBCSl KOJINCb,
Moi Tam c/ibO3M NPOMIUCD,
Haiinepwi cabo3un. S1 He 3Haio,
Yu ectb y 6ora siote 370,
Lo 6 y Tiit xaTi He xuao?

A xaTy paeM Ha3MBalOThb!

He Ha3uBaro ii paewm,
Tii xaTUHOUKHM y rai
Hapg unctum ctaBoMm Kpaii cena.
MeHe TaM mMaTu noBuia
I, nosuBaioun, cniBana,
CBOI0 HyOBry mepeJyBasia
B cBoo auTuHy... B TiM raio,
VY Ti# xaTHHi, y papo,
SI 6aumuB nekso... Tam HeBoss,
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*

Young masters, if you only knew

How people weep there all life through,
You'd not compose your rhapsodies,
And God for nothing you’d not praise,
Nor mock our tears by twisting truth.
That tranquil cottage in the grove

You call a paradise — I know.

In such a cottage once I dwelt,

"Twas there my first hot tears were spilt,
My early tears! I know no vice,

No wrong or ill, however rare,

That's not found in that cottage fair....
And yet they call it paradise!

I do not call that little house
In a small village, by a copse,
A very paradise on earth.
"Twas there my mother gave me birth
And, singing as her child she nursed,
She passed her pain to me.... "'Twas there,
In that wee house, that Eden fair,
That I saw hell.... There people slave
Without a let-up night and day,
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PoGoTa TsaXKasi, Hikoau

I NOMOJUTHUCH He AaloTh.

Tam matip ao6pywo Moo,

Llle monoayio — y MOruay
Hyxpaa Ta npaus MoJIoXuia.
Tam 6aTbKO, nMaauyyu 3 AiTbMH
(A Mu mani 6ynu Ta roai),

He Burepnis auxoi poi,

YMep Ha nmaHwmHil.. A MM
Po3ai3/MCcsA MeXH JI0AbBMH,
Mo mumensita. I go wkoau —
Hocutu BoAy WIKOJSIpaM.
BpaTtu Ha MaHWMHY XONMJIH,
IMoku n06u iM norosmau!

A cectpn! Cectpu! I'ope Bam,
Moi rony6ku monoaii,

Ilns Koro B CBiTi XHBeTe?

Bu B HaiiMax BHpOC/IM uyXii,
VY HaitMax KOocHM MOOLIIOTH,

VY Ha#max, cecTpm, it ympere!

Meni ax cTpalliHo, siK 3ragalo
Oty xaTMHYy Kpa# cena!
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Not even having time to pray.

In that same village to her grave

My gentle mother, young in years,
Was laid by toil and want and cares.
There father weeping with his brood
(We were but tiny, tattered tots),
Could not withstand his bitter lot
And died at work in servitudel...

And we — we scattered where we could
Like little field mice. I to school —
To carry water for the class.

My brothers slaved on the estate

And then, conscripted, marched away!
And you, my sisters! Fortune has
Reserved for you the cruellest fate!
What is the purpose of your life?
Your youth in service slipped away,
Your locks in servitude turn grey,

In service, sisters, you will die!

My blood runs cold when I recall
That cottage in the village fair!
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Takii, 60Xxe Haw, aina

Mu TBOpMMO y HawiM pail

Ha npaseaHiit TBOi# 3eMail
Mu B pai nekso posseu,

A B Tebe mpyroro 6aaraem,

3 6paTaMM THUXO >XHMBEMO,
Jlann GpatamMmu opeMo

I ix cabo3aMu nmosunBaeM.

A MoXxe, U Te LIe... Hi, He 3Halo,
A Tak 3Ja€TbcA... CaM €CH...
(Bo 6e3 TBoe€i, 60xe, BOJI

Mu 6 He Hyaumnuchb B pai roni).
A MoOXe, i1 caM Ha Hebecu
Cwmieuucs, 6aTeuky, Haj HamMH
Ta, MOXe, paguuics 3 MaHaMH,
Sk npasutb mupom! Bo auBuch:
OH rai 3esieHUI NMOXUJUBCH,

A OH 3-3a ralo BUIIsjgae
CraBOK, HeHaue MOJIOTHO,

A Bep6u reTb MoHaj CTaBdM
TuxeceHbKo c00i KymaoThb
3eneni BiTu... [lpasaa, pait?

A nogMBHUCA Ta CIHUTaH!

IIlo TaM TBOpUTBCS y TiM pail
3BHyaiiHe, pagoCcTb Ta XBasa!
To6i, exMHOMY, CBATOMY,

3a auBHil TBOI ainal

Otum-60 i 6al XBanm Hikomy,
A KpoB, Ta C/lbO3M, Ta XyJa,
Xyna Bcbomy! Hi, Hi, Hiuoro
Hema cBATOro Ha 3emii...
MeHni 3paeTbes, Wo i camMoro
TeGe BXe J0aM MPOKJIAIM!

[Tepwa nonosuna
1850
Openbype)



Such deeds, O God, do we do there
Where piety rules over all

And all in paradise should dwell!

Of heaven we have made a hell,

Yet for another heaven call.

We with our brothers live in peace,
We with our brothers plough the fields,
And water them with brothers’ tears.
And also, maybe.... Nay, I fear,

But so it seems... perhaps, O God
(Because without Thy will divine
We’d not in nakedness repine

In paradise), perhaps You mock

Us also, Father, from the sky

And with the masters You conspire
On how to rule us here below.

For look: there smiles a verdant grove,
And from behind the grove a pool
Peeps shyly out, behind it stands

A row of willows washing hands,
Their branches, in the waters cool....
Is this not truly paradise?

Look once again until your eyes

See what has made this heaven cruel!
Will you see gladness, hear but praise
Of God for all that He has done,

For all the marvels He has made?
No, not a bit! There’s praise for none!
Just blasphemy and blood and wails —
All things are curst, all is blasphemed!
There’s nothing sacred left on earth....
And even Thee, it seems to me,

The people have already cursed!

[Orenburg,
first half of 1850]

Translated
by John Weir



*

OrHi ropsaTh, My3fka rpae,
My3ika njaue, 3aBMBac;
Anmazom no6puMm, oOpOrum
CisitoTb o4i Mosoaii;

Burtae pagocTb i Hagis

B ouax Beceaux; 1060 iMm,

OuaM HErpilIHUM, MOJIOAUM.

I Bci perouyTbcs, CMIIOTbCHA,

I Bci TaHuwiorh. Tinbko 1,
HeHaue 3aknsTuil, AMBIOCA

I HuWKOM nuavy, njavy s.

Yoro x s naayy? MaGyTb, wkoaa,
Lo 6e3 npuroau, MOB Heroaa,
Muuyna mosiogicTb Mos.

|Tepwa nonosuna
1850
Openbype)
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*

The lights are blazing, music’s playing,
The music’s weeping, sobbing, wailing;
Like jewels gleaming in the night
The eyes of youth are shining gaily,
Alight with hope, with pleasure flaming;
Their eyes are bright, for to the sight
Of innocence all things seem right.

So all are laughing, all are jolly,

And all are dancing. Only I,

As though accursed, in melancholy
Look on and wipe a mournful eye.
Why do I weep? Perhaps the reason’s
That dreary, like the rainy season,
My youth has joylessly slipped by.

[Orenburg,
first half of 1850)

Translated
by John Weir
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IOPOIUBUI'

Bo aHi denbadebens-uaps
Kanpan aspunosuu Bespykwii *
Ta yutep nm’siuuit {oaropykwii *
Vkpaitny npasuau. [Jobpa

Taku yuMano HaTBOpHUIM,
Unmasno sroay oroaunu

Oui carpanu-yHaipa,

A HapTo cTpuxeHun [aBpuany
3 cBOIM edpeiTOpoM Maaum ’
Ta XBaBUM, HA JINXO JIMXHUM,
Jlo TOro a4 AOMYLUTPpYBaIu,
lo cam denbadebens auByBaanch
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THE HALF-WIT '

"Twas in Tsar Sergeant-Major’s * reign
That close-cropped Corporal One-Arm *
And drink-besotted Long-of-Arm,’

Two N.C.O.s, ruled the Ukraine.

They did things grandly, truth to tell.
They robbed the people very well,

Those non-commissioned satraps twain,
One-Arm especially excelled

With his lance-corp’ral’s” help — that lad
Was lively, vicious, wholly bad.

They drilled the folks such wondrous ways
The Sergeant-Major were amazed
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I mMapMpoBKOIO, i BCiM,

I «6narock/aoHHI npebusanu
Bcerga k edpeiiTopaM CBOIM».
A MM OUBWJIHCBH, Ta MOBYaJIH,
Ta MOBUKM yyXanau uyou.
Himii, nognii pa6wu,

ITigHiXXKK wapchKii, nakel
Kanpana n’sHoro! He Bawm,
He Bam, B MepexaHiii JiBpei
HoHowukH i dapucei,

3a npaBay NpecBATYIO CTaTb

I 3a cBo6ony. PosnuHars,

A He n06MTH BU BuMJMCH Gparal
O pope cyeTHu#, NPOKJIATHM,
Koau ™ BupoxHew? Koau
Mu pixapemocss BamiHrrona

3 HOBMM i MpaBeHUM 3aKOHOM?
A [iXIEeMOCb-TaKM KOJUCH!
He coTHi Bac, a MitioHH
MonsH, ayne6is i apeBnsH
I'aBpuMy rHyB BO BpeMsi OHO;
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To see such drills, and very glad,

And told the N.C.O.:s “our praise

And favour” at all times they had.
While we in craven silence gazed

Like dummies, only scratched our pates.
Oh fawning, cringing, dastard slaves,
The footstools of the tsar and tools

Of the drunk corporal! Ye aides

And lackeys of the men who rule,
Informers, philistines, not you

For truth and freedom can arise.

Not how to love, but crucify

Your brothers is your venal creed!

Oh treacherous, accursed breed,

When will you pass? When will we greet
Our own George Washington at last
With the new law of righteousness?
Oh, there’s no doubt that day we’ll see!
Not hundreds, millions of you,

Sons of the ancient Slavic tribes

Of the Ukraine, the corp’ral ruled;
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A Bac, MOiX CBATMX KMSsIH,

I BalIMX yemypHUX KHUAHOK
Opnas cBoim npadocam ® o'stHum
Y HallMMUYKH caTpan-kanpaJ.

Bam i Gaiigyxxe. A Mex BaMH
Ha#iiuoBch-Tak1 SIKUACh MPOSBa,
SIkuiich OypHMIt OpuriHa,

Lo B MOpAy 3aTOMNMB Karpania ',
Ta e i y uepksi, i mponaJo,
sIk Ha cobaui.

(Toni, aypHi, i Bam Gys0 6

Ha #ioro BuiiTH 3 porayamm,

A BU 3nsIKanMCA...*) * Li psgku
Tak-1T0 Tak! 3aKpecJieHi
HajtioBcb-Takm OJAUMH KO3akK aBTOpPOM

I3 minioHa cBMHOMACIB, y pykonuci.

Lo uapcTBO BCE OroJOCHB:
Carpana B Mopay 3aTOIMB.
A BH, IODOAMBI, TUM YacoMm,
IToxn He3nyxae kamnpadj,
Bu orsacwiu 10poavBUM
Cesitoro nuuaps! a GusHil
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And you, my blessed Kievites,

With your neat women-folk were nought
But servants at the beck and call

Of his drunk latrine-cleaning squads.

You didn’t seem to mind at all.
And yet among you one queer duck,
One freak was found in all the lot,
Who smashed the satrap in the mug ® —
Right in the church — a hefty slug,
And there it ended.
(Then you, fools, should have risen too
To fight against him — ah, but you...
You were afraid....) *

That was the case!
Among a million swineherds base
There proved to be one Cossack true
Who set the empire all abuzz:
He gave the satrap’s snout a bust.
And then what did you, half-wits, do:
While yet the corp’ral lay abed,
The saintly knight, who laid him there,
To be a half-wit you declared!
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®enbadebenb Baw, Capaananal,
ITocnaB Ha kaTopry CBSATOro;
A 10 noburoro craporo
Carpana «HaBcerga oCTaBCh
IMpe6aarockJOHHUM». Biabi Hivoro
He Bukpoisocs, i aApamy
I'nyxumMu, TeMHUMHU 3aaaMM
Ha cMiTHUK BuMHecaH, a 1...
O 30pe sicHasa Mos!
Bexewr MeHe 3 TIOPMH, 3 HeBOJi
SIkpa3 Ha cMiTHUYOK MuKosH,
I cBiTMW, i ropuml Hag HUM
OrHeM HEBHAWMHM, CBATHM,
JKHMBOTBOpALIMM, a i3 THOIO
BCcTaloTh CTOBNOM MEpefo MHOIO
Moro 6e36oxHii aina...
Be36oxHuit uapo! TBopue 3.al
IpaBay rOHUTEJIO >KECTOKHUM!
Yoro HakoiB Ha 3emui!

A TH, BCEBUASLIEE OKO!
Yu Tv DUBHJIIOCHA 3BHUCOKA,
SIK COTHAAMM B KaljaHax rHaJiu
B Cub6ip HeBOJBLHHMKIB CBATHX °,
SIk mMopayBasH, pO3MHMHAJIH,
I Biwmann. A TH He 3HanO?
I T™v guMBWUIOCA Ha HUX .
I He ocainno. Oko, oko!
He ayxe 6aunm i rium6oko!
Tv cnmm B KioTi, a yapi...
Ta uyp iM, THM,uapsM noraHum!
Hexait Bep3yTbcs iM KaiaaHHu,
A s nosuHy Ha Cubip,
Ax 3a Baiikan; 3arisiHy B ropw,
B Beprenu TeMHii i B HOpH
Bes pgHa ram6okii, i Bac,
Cno6GopHUKH CBATOI BOJI,
I3 TbMH, i3 cMpaga i 3 HeBoJi
Lapsam i nioasam Hanokas
Ha cBiT Bac BuMBeoy Hapaji
Psinamn poBrumMu B KaiiaHax...

[Fpydenv 1857
Huxnii Hoszopod)



The tyrant Sergeant-Major sent

The saint to penal servitude;

And said with great solicitude

That he his battered satrap old

“Eternally” with favour viewed.

And nothing else at all transpired:

By back lanes to the garbage pile

They took the drama. Well, and I....

My shining star! My steps you guide

From prison and from exile far

Straight to the cesspool of the tsar,

And shine upon it, glowing bright

With an unearthly, holy light —

Life-giving light, and from the cess

His godless acts of wickedness

Rise up before me row on row....

Oh tsar of wickedness and woe,

And persecutor of the right!

Oh, what you’ve done upon the earth!
And as for You, All-Seeing Eye!

As You looked down, did You not spy

How throngs of saints in chains’ they drove

Into Siberia’s frozen wastes,

How tortured them ’'mid ice and snow,

And crucified! You did not know?

On all those doings You could gaze

And not be blinded?! Eye, O Eye!

You don’t see deep, though look from high!

You sleep in icons, while the tsars....

But faugh on them, the rulers base!

May they be haunted by those chains,

While I fly to Siberia, far

Beyond the Lake Baikal: and there

Into the mountain dungeon lairs

And pits abysmal I will probe,

And I'll lead out, encased in chains,

The saints, who freedom’s cause maintain,

Into the light of day, to show

To tsar and people — a parade

Of endless columns, clanking chains....

[Nizhni Novgorod,
December, 1857)

Translated
by John Weir



aoas

TH He JIyKaBWIa 30 MHOIO,
Tu apyroMm, 6paToM i cecTpoio
Cipomi crana. Tu B3siia
MeHe, MaJIeHbKOrO, 3a pyKy
I B wkoay xJsonus onseja
Ho nm’siHOro Asika B Hayky.
«YuHcs, CepaeHbKO, KOJIUCh
3 Hac 6yayTb Jiofe»,— TH CKa3aja.
A s ¥ mocjyxas, i y4MBCb,

I BuBuMBCs. A TH 36pexana.
ki 3 Hac moge? Ta mapmal
Mu He aykasuwau 3 TO6OIO,

M#u npocTo HULUIM; Y HAc HeMa
3epHa Hempasau 3a cobol0.
XoaiMo XX, J0NEeHBKO Mos!

Miii apyxe BGorwuii, HesyKaBwii!
XogziMo panbulie, Jajblie C1aBa,
A cnaBa — 3anoBigb Mosl.

[9 awrozo 1858
Huxnia Hoszopod]
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FATE

You never played me false, O Fate,
You’ve been my closest friend always,
My brother and my sister too. -
When I was yet a little tot
You took me to the sexton’s school
To learn my letters from the sot.
“Just study hard, my boy,” you said,
“And you’ll be somebody in time!”

I listened, studied, forged ahead,

Got educated. But you lied.

What am I now? Yet never mind!

We’ve walked the straight path, you and I,
We've never cheated, compromised,

Or lived the very slightest lie.

So let’s march on, dear Fate of mine,

My humble, truthful, faithful friend!

Let us march on: there glory lies,

And glory is my testament.

[Nizhni Novgorod,
February 9, 1858)

Translated
by John Weir

438/439



COH
Mapky Bosuky'

Ha naHwuHI MeHWUo Xxana,
Bromunacs; He crnouMBaThb
Mimna B cHonM, nowkaHaubana
IBaHa cMHa rogyBaTb.

BoHo cnoBuTe€E Kpuuaio

Y X0/10004Ky 3a CHOMOM.
Posnosuna, HaroayBana,
Tlonectunna; i HiIGKM CHOM,

Hag cuHOM cuas, 3aapimana.

I cHuTbCA 11 TOM cHMH IBaH

1 yponauBuii, i Garatmii,

He oauHOKHMIA, a )KOHaTUM

Ha BonbHii, 6aunTbecs, 60 i cam
Vxe He maHCbKMI, a Ha BOJI;
Ta Ha cBOiM BecesiM MoJi
CBOIO-TakM MIUEHULIO )XHYTb,
A [iTOYKHM 06ix HecyTb.

I ycmixHynacs HeGora,
IMpocHynacs — Hema Hiyoro...
Ha cuna rnsnyna, B3sna

Moro Tuxenbko cnosuia

Ta, mo6 mAoXaThb A0 1aHOBOT O,
Llle komy moXMHATH MilUIa.

[13 aunna 1858
C.-Mlerepbype)
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A DREAM
To Marko Vovchok '

Out in the field she laboured, reaping
The master’s wheat; then, wearied, went
To where she’d left her baby sleeping
Beside a stack. O’er him she bent

And cradled in her arms the crying
And whimpering bundle. Lovingly

She changed and fed him, pacifying
Her son with lullaby. When he

Slept, on her knee untroubled lying,
She dozed, and in her dream she saw
Ivan, her son, a babe no longer,

But fully grown. Tall, handsome, strong he
And rich appeared, a man; what’s more,
A free man, not a serf, and wedded

To one free like himself. Attended

By wife and children, in the field,

His own, he toiled. She saw him wield
A scythe and smiled.... All of a sudden
There was she wide awake and under
A haystack sitting.... Heavens!... Tightly
Her child she swaddled, and in haste
Went off to reap — the steward, might he
Not come upon her, angry-faced!...

[St. Petersburg,
July 13, 1858]

Translated
by Irina Zheleznova
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S He He3ayxkalo, HiBpOKY,
A 1OChb Takee 6ayuThb OKO,
I cepue xae yorocb. Boauts,
Boautsb, i iade, i He CNUTD,
MoB HerogoBaHa AWTHHA.
JInxoi, TAXKOI rOgUHM,
Ma6yTb, ™1 xaewm? obpa He Xiu,
He xau cnoaiBaHOi BOMI —
BoHa 3acHyJsia: uap Mmukona
1i npucnas. A wo6 36yautb
XwupeHHy BoJio, TpeGa MHUPOM,
I'poMagoro 06yx CTanuTh;
Ta no6pe BMUrOCTPUTH COKHPY —
Ta it 3aX0AUTbCA BXEe OYAHTD.
A TO npocnuTb cobi HebGora
Ho cyay 60xo0ro cTpauHoro!
A naHcTBO Oyme KOJMXaTh,
Xpamu, nasatu MypoBarTh,
Jo6uth uapst cBoro m’sHoro,
Ta Bi3auTiiicTBo' NMpoc/iaBAATH,
Ta # Ginbiue, 6auuThCSA, HiYOro.

1858, 22 HoaGps
|C.-Merep6ype)
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*

I'm not unwell, it’s just that I
Some things that loom ahead espy,
And that my heart for something waits.
It weeps and whimpers, sobs and aches,
Just like a child that’s not been fed.
Perhaps it senses nought ahead
But still more ills? Await no good,
Expected freedom don’t await —

It is asleep: Tsar Nicholas

Lulled it to sleep. But if you’d wake
This sickly freedom, all the folk

Must in their hands sledge-hammers take
And axes sharp — and then all go
That sleeping freedom to awake.

If not, the wretched thing will stay
Asleep right up to Judgement Day!
The masters will not let it rise,

They’ll build more palaces and shrines,
Their drunken tsar they will adore,
And worship the Byzantian rites ' —
And, as I see it, nothing more.

[St. Petersburg,)
November 22, 1858

Translated
by John Weir
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ICAIA '. TJIABA 35
(IModpaxanic)

Papyiica, HuBo Henmosurtas!
Papnyiicsi, 3emsie, HenoBUTas
KBiTyacTum 31akom! PosmycTuch,
PoXeBMM KPHMHOM NpOLBiTH!

[ mpougsitew, noseneHieu,
Mos lopaaHoBi cBsATHE

Jlyru 3eneni, 6eperu'

I uecTh Kapmnosa, i cnasa
JliBaHoBa °, a He J1yKaBa,
Tebe ykpue moporum,
30JI0OTOTKAHUM, XHUTPO LLUUTHUM,
Hdo6pom Ta Bonelo n|n6n1'uM,
CBATHM omod)opom CBOIM.
I noge TemHii, He3psui,
HduBa rocnoaHii nobayatb.

I cnouMHyTh HEBObHUYI
YToMJIeHI pyKH,

I KoniHa oAMOYUHYTb,
Kaiinanamu KkyTi!
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ISATAH. CHAPTER 35

An Imitation

Rejoice o desert, arid wilderness!
Rejoice, o barren land, whose nakedness
No raiment knows of golden grain!

Let blossoms bright bedeck your plain!
Lo, like the banks of holy Jordan
With gardens lush and meadows verdant
You'll flourish in the days to be!

And then the honour and the glory
Of Lebanon and Carmel ' hoary,

Not crafty cant, will mantle thee

In priestly vestment, sewn so finely,
Goodwill and freedom for their living,
With golden thread on silken sheen.
And then the people blind and witless
A miracle divine shall witness.

The toil-worn, weary bondsmen’s hands
That day will rest at ease,

And from their iron fetter-bands

Their legs will be released!
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Paayittecs, BGoroayxi,
He nskaititecb auBa,—
Ce 60r cyauTb, BU3BOJIAE
JloaroTepneanBux

Bac, y6orux. I Bo3nae
3noaisam 3a 3aas!

Toiai, ik, rOCMoAH, cCBATast
Ha 3emsii0 npaBja NpuieTUTb
X0y Ha rOAMHOYKY CMOYMTD,
He3psiyi npO3psTb, a KPUBHE,
MoB capHa 3 ralo, MOMaiHyTb.
HimMuMm oTBep3yTbcs ycTa;
IIpopBeTbCcs CJIOBO, SIK BOAA.
1 ne6pb-NyCTHHS HENo/NTa,
3uiaoLol0 BOAOI BMHUTA,
IMpokuHeTbCs; i MOTEUyTh
Beceni piku, a o3epa

KpyroM rasiMu nopoctyTs,
BecesiMM MTacTBOM OXXHUBYTb.

OXuBYTb cTENH, 03epa,
I He BepcTBOBI,

A BOJIBHIl, WIMPOKIT
CKpi3b wAsXu CBATII
IMpocrenaTecs; i He HaHAYTb
LnaxiB THX BJAAUKH,
A pabu TMMH WISXaMHU
Be3 rBaaty i KpuKy
IMo3ixoasATbCA AOKYMH,
Pani Ta Becei.

I nycTuHIO OnaHyKOTb
Becenii cena.

25 mapra 1859
[C.-ITerepbype)



Rejoice, ye poor, take heart, ye meek —
'Tis Judgement Day on Earth,

And God has come to set you free,
Who chains have borne since birth.
And to ill-doers He will mete
According to their crimes!

When sacred justice, Lord, arrives

If only for a fleeting hour

To rest upon this Earth of ours....

The blind will open up their eyes,

The halt like startled stags will run.
The dumb will find their voice once more;
And like a flood the words will pour
Until this parched and sterile plain

Is watered with reviving rain

And comes to life; gay streams will flow
Through fertile fields, and shady trees
About the silver lakes will grow,

While song-birds make all Nature glow.

Then land and lake with life will teem,
In place of narrow roads of old

On every side there will unfold

New highways, broad and sacred roads
Of freedom: and the rulers won’t
Those new roads discover,

But all the slaves will tread those ways
Without fuss or bother

To come together, brothers free,

In gay celebration.

And where the desert was, will be
Happy habitations.

[St. Petersburg,)
March 25, 1859

Translated
by John Weir



N. N.'

Taka, siKk TH, KOJIUCh JiLies
Ha lopaauni npousina
I BomsioTHAIA, TIpOHECA
CBsiTee CJI0BO Haj, 3eMJ€I0.
Sk6u-to i TH, [HicTpoBMil UBiTE...
Hi, ui! Kpwuit 6oxe! Po3inHyTb.
B Cubip B KaifgaHax MoBeAyTb.
I T, Miii. UBiTe HEYKPHUTHIA...
He BumoBII0O...

Becenmit pait

IMouwn ii, rocnogu, mopai!
IMopaii it gono Ha ciM CBITI
I 6inbm HiyOro He Aasai.
Ta He Gepm ii BecHOW0O
B cBiit paii HeGecHuit, He Gepu,
A paif TBOEID KpacoTOIo
HapuByBaTHCh Ha 3eMili.

19 anpens 1859
[C.-MTerepbypz)
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N. N.!

A lily of as tender beauty
As yours once bloomed on Jordan’s shore
And o’er the earth the Holy Word
She spread defiantly.... If duty
You too should bid — No, no, O Dniester’s
Sweet bloom! They’ll crucify you, they
Will lead you, their defenceless pray,
Off to Siberia in fetters.
I can’t go on....

O God, have mercy

And make, for this thou canst, her lot
A happy one; let her on earth here
Know paradise, I pray.... Do not
Remove her to thy Heaven.... Better
That she stay here, God.... In the sight
Of all thy earthly wonders let her
Take endless relish and delight!

[St. Petersburg,]
April 19, 1859

Translated
by Irina Zheleznova
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CECTPI'

MuHalouu ybori cesa
[MoHapaHINpPsSIHCBKI HeBecedi,
S1 nymas: «[le X s MPUXUIIOCH?
I ge nopiHycst Ha CBiTi?»

I CHMUTBCSL COH MeEHi: AMBJIOCH,
B camouky, KBiTaMHU MOBHUTA,
Ha npuropi coBi cTOiTh,
Henaue niBuMHa, XaTHHa,
IHinpo retb-retb cobi pO3KMHYBCH!
Cisic 6aTbKO Ta ropuTb!

[ MBAIOCh, Y TEMHOMY Cafou4Ky,
Ilig BMILIHEIO y XOJIOAOYKY,
Mos eauHas cecrpal
MHorocTpaganuus cBsitas!
Henaue B pai, cnouuBae

Ta 3-3a wupokoro [Hinpa
MeHe, Hebora, BUrAsAac.

I i1 3paeTbcss — BUpHHAE
3-3a XBWJII YOBEH, [AOIMJIMBA...
I B XxBWIi YOBEeH MOpHHa.
«Miit 6patuky! Mosi Tu moneh
I mu npokunyaucs. Twu...

Ha nauumuHi, a s B HeBoJtil..
OTak HaM JOBeJIOCS UTHU

Ille 3maneyky KoJiouy HuBY!
Mounucs, cectpo! GyaeM XHBsi,
To 6or momMoxe MepeHTH.

20 itona [1859]
Yepkacu
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TO MY SISTER'

As on the Dnieper shore I wandered
Past joyless villages and pondered
My lot, I asked myself where I
Would refuge find.... Then, later, slumber
Came to me 'neath the open sky,
And in my dream I saw a humble
Hut, bloom-entwined, on hillock stand....
A pretty lass it looked.... Below it,
In sunlight shimmering and glowing,
The mighty Dnieper swiftly ran.
Beside the hut, her sweet face shaded
By cherry blossoms, sat a maiden,
My sister own, a martyr she
And saintly sufferer! An Eden
The garden seemed, where, partly hidden
From sight, she waited patiently
For me, the helpless one, and sought to
Descry a boat upon the water....
There comes it now: a wave leaps high
And hurls it up.... I hear her cry:
“O woe is me! My life! My brotherl...”
1 wake: slaves are we both, and sad
Our fate has ever been, another
We’ve never known. From birth we tread
A field of thorns, by all forsaken.
Pray, sister! If we live, the Maker
Will help us cross it. Pray! Be glad.

Cherkasy,
July 20, [1859]

Translated
by Irina Zheleznova
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MAPIS
Moema

Padyiica, Tvl 60 o6rosuna

€cu 3a4arvisi CTYOHO.
Axagict npeceartiii
60z0poduyi. Ixoc 10

Bce ynoBaHie Moe€

Ha Ttebe, Mmiii npecBiT/mMit paro,
Ha mmiocepaie TBoe,

Bce ynoBaHie Mo€

Ha tebe, maTh, BO3Jjaraio.
CesiTasi CHJIO BCiX CBATHX,
IpeHenopouHasi, 6iaras!
Moutocsi, iauy i pugaio:
Bo33pu, npeuncras, Ha ix,
OTHX OKpajeHHUX, CJAIMUX
HeBosbhukiB. Mogait iM cuny
TBoit6ro MyyeHuka cHHa,
IIlo6 xpecT-KaigaHu JOHECU
HOo camoro, caMOro Kpalo.
HocroiHoniTas! 6narao!
Llapuue He6a i 3emni!

Boumu ' ix cromy i mouumm
Baaruit KoHeupb, 0 Bcebaaras!
A 5, He37100HMI, BOCIIOIO

Six mpousiTyTh yGori cena,
IcaaMoM i THXHUM, i Becesum
CBSITYIO JOJIEHbKY TBOIO.

A HMHI miauy, i ckop6, i cabo3u
Hywi y6oroi — y6oriit
OCTaHHIO JIENTY > NOAAL.

V HNocuna, y Tecaspa

Yy 6oHaaps TOro CBATOrO,
Mapis B HalilMMuKax pocJia.
Pigns 6yna. Otox Hebora
Y Ke uMMana migHsIach,
Pocsa cobi Ta BMpocTaia

I Ha nopi Mapis crana...
PosxeBUM KBiTOM pO3LBijIa
B y6oriit i uyxiit xaTusi,

B cBaToMy THxoMy palo.
Tecnsip Ha HaUMHUYKY CBOIO,
HeHaue Ha cBOIO AWUTHHY,
Tecay, 6yJ0, i CTPYr NoKuHe
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MARY

Rejoice, for thou didst put new life
into them that in shame were begat.

Song of Praise to the
Holy Virgin, Canto 10

All of my hopes I place in thee,

O saintly queen of paradise,

O spirit robed in chastity....

All of my hopes I place in thee

Sweet mother mine. Thou that art wise
And merciful, I pray thee gaze

Upon these blind and wretched slaves
And with thy tears, O loved one, lave
Their festering wounds.... Thus wilt thou raise
Thy children from the dust, whose days
Are agony.... O give them, do,

The strength that did thy son sustain
Throughout his martyrdom: unto

The very grave do not disdain

Their awful cross to help them bear.

On thee I call, O sovereign of

Both earth and heaven, on the love
That fills thy heart — let not despair
Consume them, heed their moans and send
A clement and a kindly end

To them, I beg of thee! And I,

If e'er these hamlets thrive, shall try

To praise thy fate in psalm serene,

Thy holy fate.... Alas, supreme

Grief reigneth round us, and I lift

My voice to speak of it... Sweet friend,
To thee I humbly recommend

My humble soul’s last humble gift.

From early childhood, Mary lived

In Joseph’s house. The old man was
A carpenter, I do believe,

Or cooper; she, dear, sweet-faced lass,
His servant.... Time is known to fly,
And so it did. The maiden flowered
Out into womanhood, her bower
The lowly hut where lovely as

A rose she blossomed. A haven true
Was that poor hut to man and maid.
The carpenter would lay aside

His tools to gaze at her who grew
Daily more lovely, and forget
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Ta it OMBUTBCS; i yac MHUHe,

A BiH | OKOM He MHrHe,

I nymae: «AHi poauHm!

AHi XaTMHOUKHM HeMa,

OnHa-ogHicinbka!,. Xi6a...

Ille x cMepTh MOs He 3a mJeunma?..»

A Ta cToiTh c06i nig THHOM

Ta BoBHY 6isnylo mpsge

Ha Toit 6ypHyc * itoMy cBsATewHmit

A60 Ha Geper noseae

Ko3y 3 KO3ATOYKOM cepAeliHUM

I nomacTi, i HanoiTh.

Xou i ganeko. Tak mobuna x

BoHna Toit THxmit GOXHIl CcTaB,

IlIupokyio Tisepiany *,

I papa, ax cmietbcs, paaa,

Lllo Mocun cupsiuu MoBuas,

He 60poHMB iif, HE CNMHSIB

Ha craB itu; ime, cMieTbes,

A BiH CMOMTH Ta BCe CHAMTbD,

3a cTpyr, cepaera, He GepeThbCHl...

Ko3a Han’eTrbcs Ta # maceTncs.

A niBuMHa cobi cTOITh

Henaue BkomaHa mig raem

I cMyTHO, CyMHO mo3upae

Ha Toi#t wupokuit Goxuil cTas.

I moBuna: «TiBepiago!

Iupokuit napio o3zepam!

Ckaxu MeHi, Mosi nopagno!

fxas pons Bu¥ge Ham

3 crapum locudpom? O pone! —

I noxuaunacb, MOB TOMOJS

Opn BiTpYy XWIMTbCSL B SIpY.—
OMy sl CTaHy 3a JUTHHY.

ITneumMn MoOiMH MOJIOAUMH

Moro crapii migonpy»

I xuHyna kpyrom oumma,

AX iCKpM CHNHYAM 3 Oyeid.

A 3 10obpux MosoauX Ieden

Xiton ° monaraumit pomony

Tuxenbko 3cyHyscs. Hikonm

Takoi 60xo0i kpacu

HixTo He y3putb! 3nas X moas

Kosounm TepHoM mnposesna,

3Hywanacs Hajg Kpacoroio!

O ponenbko! — IMoHag BoaOIO

Xopnoo THUXOIO miuua.

Jlonyx kpa# Gepera Haiuuia,

Jlonyx 3opBana i HakpuJa,
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To ply his trade, so full of wonder

Would he become.... Did Heaven send her
To be his child, or wife?... Regret

Seized him at times.... His youth had flown,
While she, poor orphan, was alone

In all the world.... Such were the thoughts
That oft would come to him, unsought.
And Mary, sitting by the fence,

Spun clouds of snowy yarn to make

A cape for him, or hurried thence

With goat and kid down to the lake
Where grazed the two for hours on end.
A good way off it was, but she

Did love the holy waters of

The broad Tiberias,' and there

Was always willing to repair,

Laughing in glee, glad that no move

Was made by Joseph to reprove

Her who was but a servant for

Roaming the countryside.... Bemused,

He'd sit there idly, while she used

The hours to stand upon the shore

And stare, like one bewitched, upon

The quiet waters, an orison

Filling her heart, her brilliant eye
Clouded with thought... Thus did she speak:
“Tiberias, thou mighty sea,

Thou king of lakes, of thee I seek

An answer.... Tell me, what’s to be

My fate and Joseph’s?...” And so saying,
One fateful day, she stood there swaying,
A lonely poplar in the wind.

“The old man’s burden I will shoulder,
I'll be a child to him, a daughter....

Aye, in my youth a prop he’ll find.”

She smiled at this, her eye glowed brighter,
She stirred, her chiton ? softly slipped
From off her pearl-white shoulder, kept
Hidden beneath its ragged folds,

And beauty dazzling to behold

Was thus revealed, such as man’s eye

Had never seen.... But destiny’s cold

And evil hand her steps did guide

Along a thorny path, delighting

In mocking her, poor maiden!.... Lightly
She ran along the shore, beside

The tranquil lake, and soon espied

A burdock growing there.... She stopped,
And, plucking it, atop her head
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Henaue GpUAMKOM, CBOIO,
CBOIO FOJIOBOHBKY CMYTHYIO,
CBOIO TOJIOBOHbKY CBATYIO.

I 3HMKJIa B TEMHOMY raio.

O cBiTe Haw He3axoauMHuit!

O TH, mpeuncTasi B >KeHax!
BiaroyxaHHMii ceJbHUI KpUHe!
B skux rasx? B sAkux spax,
B sIKMX He3HaEMHMX BepTemax
Tu 3axoBa€lCs OA CMEKH
OrHenasuMoi Tii,

Lo cepue 6e3 OTHIO PO3TONHTH
I 6e3 Bogu npopse, MOTOMMUTH
CBsATIi AYMOHBKH TBOI?

e t™ cxoBacumcsa? Hirge!
OroHb 3aKJIIOHYBCS BXe, rofi!
Ve posxespiscs. I mkoaa,
HdapeMHe cuia mpomage.

Hdo kposi niiige, 4o KocTi
OroHb TOI JIIOTHH, HEraCUMMH,
I, HemoOMTasA, 3a CUHOM
IMosuxHa Gypewn nepeiTty
OroHp nekesibHUi! Bxe npopouuTs,
Tobi Bxe 3a3upae B oui

Tsoe rpsapywee. He 3pu!
Capbo3y nmpopouyio yTpu!
3aksiTyaii ros0By AiBOYy
JlinesiMU Ta TMM PACHUM
YepBouum Makom. Ta 3acHu
ITig, sIBOpOM y XOJIOHOYKY,
IMoku wo 6Gyzne.

VYBeuepi, MOB 30ps Tas,
Mapisa 3 ralo BUXOIXKae€
3aksituana. dasop-ropa °,
HeHaue 3 3nara-cepeGpa,
Jlaneko, BUCOKO Cisi€,

AX cainuth oui. IligHsna

Ha Toit ®aBop cBOi CBATHE
Oumnui kpotkie Mapis

Ta ¥ ycmixHysnach. 3aifHsiia
Ko3y 3 K03STOYKOM 3-Mij, raio
I 3acmiBana:

«Paro! paro!

TeMHwmit ramol

Yu s, Mosiogas,

Musnit 60xe, B TBOiM pai
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Perched it, that head so young, that saintly,
That lovely head.... Then, sighing faintly,
She vanished in the grove ahead.

O sun, o light that never wanes,

O maid as pure as thou art fair,

O tender lily of the plains,

In what dark forest, in what rare

And secret spot canst thou find shelter
From that remorseless ray, that bitter
And scorching blaze which, without flame,
Will soon reduce thy heart to cinders,
Will flood thy soul, and helpless render
Thy being?... Nowherel!... It will claim
All of thyself.... 'Tis kindled, aye,

That all-consuming fire, ’tis raging,

Its fearful victory presaging

Qver thy youth and over thy

Chaste loveliness.... 'Twill permeate

Thy blood, and eat into thy marrow,
And lay the stamp of darkest sorrow
Upon thy brow; 'twill lick thy feet

As in thine own son’s wake thou’lt go
Across Gehenna.... See — the glow

Of that devouring, deadly blaze —

It is reflected in thy gaze,

It is thy future, lass.... But nol...

Avert thine eyes from sight so cruel,
Into thy tresses twine yonder cool

And fragrant blooms, and in the shade
Sleep while there’s time....

At even, out the twilit grove
She stole, did Mary.... Up above
The moon shone bright. Mount Tabor 3 gleamed
As though of gold and silver made,
Blinding the sight.... With humble love,
Her eyes, those radiant eyes and starry,
The maiden shyly, meekly raised
And at its magic beauty gazed,
Smiling in sudden joy, then hurried
To lead the goat and kid away,
Pausing to sing:

O forest, hear me,
Not long, I fear me,
Will 1, so fair,
Without a care
Stroll here among
Beauty unsung,
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Yu s norynsio,
Haryasiocs?»

Ta ¥ 3aMoBKJa.
Kpyr ce6Ge cyMHO 03MpHYJach,
Ha pyku ko3eHs B3su1a
I BeceneHbkas miuuia
Ha xytip GoupapiB y6orwuii.
A iinyum, Ko3eHs HeGora,
Hi6n ouTuHy, Ha pykax
Xwurana, 6aBuna, roigana,
Hdo noHa TMXO NpUropraia
I uinyBana. Kosens,
Henauye Tee KomeHs,
I He nmpyyasoch, He KpHuaso,
Ha noni nectuiocs, rpaaoch.
Muap 30 aBi 11060 3 KO3EHAM
Tpoxu, TPOXHU He TaHLIOBaja
I ne Bromunachb. Burssga
C'rafmﬁ, CYMYIOUM MiJi THHOM,
IIaBHEHBKO B)XX€ CBOIO AUTHHY.
3ycTpis ii, i mpusiTas,
I Tuxo MoBuB: «Jle T™M B 6ora
3arasnach, Mos HeGoro?
XogaiMo B Kyly, OMouMi,
Ta noBeyepsieMo BKymi
3 BECEIMM rocTeM MOJIOAMM;
XoaiMo, TOHEHBbKO».— «SAKHi?
SIkuit ce rocte?» — «I3 Hazapera ’,
3aiwoB y Hac MigHOYYBaTb.
I xaxe: «Boxa 6aarogaTb
Ha Berxylo €iaucasery
Yyopa paHo npoawiack:
Yyopa,—- Kaxxe,— MpHBeJIa
HAutnHy-cuHa. A 3axapiif
Crapuit Hapek #Horo IBaHoM».
«Tak Gaumu wol» A rocTb po33yTHH,
YMUTHIl 3 Kylli BUXOIXKaB
B oagHomy GinoMy XiTOHi,
MoB HamanbOBaHMH, CisiB,
I craB BesMYHO Ha MOpPoO3i,
I, ykJIoHMBIIKCS, BiTaB
Mapiio thxo. Tit, HeGo3i,
AX auBHO, uyyaHo. ['ocTh cTOsAB
I Hi6n cnpasai 3aciss.
Mapis Ha iforo 3upHyJsa
I crpenenynaco. [IpuropHynace,
HeHnaue 3nsikaHe aMTs,
Io Mocuna csoro craporo,
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God’s wondrous treasures,
'Thout end or measure!

She silent fell.

Then, looking round her, took the kid
Up in her arms, her pensive mood
Broken, and, leaving the shady wood
And lake behind her, gaily tripped
Along the winding path that led
To Joseph’s hut. As if it were
A babe, the kid she hugged and petted
And to her bosom pressed, and let it
Lick at her hands, and kissed its nose,
And like a kitten it nestled close
And playful waxed, and did not bleat
But seemed to like it so. Her feet
Dancing along the road, the maid
Went on without a pause, a fleet
And graceful figure....

Beside the gate
Old Joseph, anxious-hearted, waited
For her return. He hesitated,
Then said: “My child, but thou art late,
What hath been keeping thee so long?...
'Tis dark outside. But run along
And rest a bit, thou fidget, that we
May later supper take with our
Young guest.” “A guest?” “Aye, and the hour
Is late, so rest, and then thou’lt see
The man, my pet.” “Where hails he from?”
“From Nazareth. With us this night
He’'ll pass... If 1 did hear aright,
He says that Zacharias’ home
The Lord has blessed: but yester-morn
Elisabeth was of a son
Delivered, and the couple called him
John....” As he spake, behold him! —
Their guest appeared, clad in a white
Chiton that flowed down to his bare,
Sandalless feet, his presence a light
Casting on all, tall, with an air
Of majesty about him.... On
The step he paused, and bowed at sight
Of Mary looking pale and wan
All of a sudden to see the bright
Halo circling his head, and lighting
The air about him... Her breath she caught,
And touched old Joseph’s arm, and sought
To calm herself, a frightened child,
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A MNoTiM rocTsi MOJIOAOro
IMpocnaa, Hi6K moBesna

Ouuma B kywy. [IpunHecna
Boau noroxoi 3 KpuHuui,

I MosI0KO, i cHp KO3/MUi

Im Ha Beuepio nopana.

Cama X He isa it He nuia.

B KyTOYKy MOBUYKHM MPUXHINJIACH
Ta nuByBanacsi, AMBMAACH

I cnyxana, sik mMosoauii
JAMBOYHHMI TOCTb TOW I'OBOPMB.
I cnoBeca ioro cBATHE

Ha cepue maganu Mapii,

I cepue Mep3so i meksoch!

«Bo lynei He 6yn0,—
ITpoMOBHMB rocTb,— TOro HiKOJIH,
Lllo HuHi y3puThcs. Passi! ®
PaBBi BeJMKOro rjarosin
Ha HuBi CiloTbcs HOBIiA!

I BupoCTYTB, i MOXHEMO,
I B XuTHULIO cobepemo
3epHo cBsTee. S Meciio
Iny Hapoay BO3BiCTUTDB».
I nomonmnacs Mapis
INepen amocTtosioMm.
I'oputh
OroHb TMXEHbKO Ha Kabuui °,
A Mocun npaseanuit cuauTh
Ta aymae. Yxe 3ipHuus
Ha He6i sBHO 3aiiHssach.
Mapis Bctasa Ta # miuuvia
3 rsiekoM MO BOAY AO KPUHHULI.
I rocTb 3a Helo, i B APOUKY
HoruaB Mapiio...
X 0/10A04YKOM
o cxopy COHUsA MpOBean
Hdo camoi TiBepiagu
Baarosictutens. I paai,
Pagiciubki co6i npuinuim
Honomy.
Xape ioro Mapis
I xayun mague, Monopii
Jlanity, oui’i ycra
Mapsilots 3puMo. «TH He Ta,
He ta Tenep, Mapie, crana!
LBiT 3eabHMit, Haia Kpacora! —
Ipomosus Mocun.— JInso cranoch
3 T060I0, NOHEHbKO MOS!
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No more, no less.... Into the arbour
She bade them come, and fetched some water,
A jug of milk, a head of cheese,
The simple fare she knew would please
Both host and guest; then, as they ate,
Apart from them she silent sat
And could not bring herself to try
A morsel even. Muffling a sigh,
And then, she knew not why, another,
She huddled in the farthest corner
And hearkened to the holy words
Their strange young guest did speak....
She heard
His voice alone, it touched a string
Deep in her heart, and, shivering,
As in a fever Mary burned!
“Hear me,” he now was saying, “and learn
That never such as we shall see
Was in Judea heretofore
Witnessed or known.... The Rabbi, ! he
Whom we do worship and adore,
Spake, and the words he uttered fell
Upon a freshly furrowed field,
And rich shall be the crop thereof.
I go to herald to the world
Messiah’s coming....”
Filled with a love

That rent her spirit, Mary kneeled
'Fore the apostle, and she prayed.
The bonfire burned with steady flame.
Old Joseph to his God appealed
In silence, and his thoughts were grave.
Time passed. The fire was burning still
When dawn’s first ray, remote and chill,
Crept up the sky.... Then Mary rose,
And took a jug and off she went
For water to the spring; the task
Was one she liked. And in her wake
Went the apostle. 'Twas in the vale
He overtook her....

The sky was pale
And still unlit, when for the lake
The three of them together started,
Mary and Joseph, happy-hearted,
Guiding their guest.... They left him there
And then returned.

Numb with despair,
Her glowing beauty marred by tears,
Mary awaited him. She grew
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XoniMm, Mapi€, noBiH4aiMocCh,

A To..— W ne BMMOBMB: y6'i10Tb
Ha yaunui.— I 3axoBaiimoch

B cBoim oa3suci». I B nyTh
Mapisi HawBuaky 36upanace,
Ta TAXKO niakaja, puaana.

OTOX BOHM cO6i ioyTh,
Hece 3 TOpOMHOIO Ha mJjeyax
HoBy KOHOBOYKY CTapuH.
CnponaTb 6M TO Ta MoJOAIM
KynuTe XyCTHHOUKY [0 peui,
Ta i 3a nNoBiHYaHHA O4AATb.

O ctapue npaseamwuii, Gararwmii!
He on Ciona 6;1aropatb,
A 3 TMXOi TBO€i xaTu
Ham BosBictTunacs. SIk6u
IpeuncTiit i He gaB TH pyKy —
Pa6amu 6 GigHue pabu
I noci mMepan 6u. O myko!
O TsxKaf Ayun nevanb!
He Bac MeHi, cepaeliHuX, KaJb,
Caini i Majane ayuwolo,
A THX, o GayaTbh Haj cobolo
CoKHpy, MOJIOT i KYIOTb
Kaitnauu HoBue. YO0'10Tb,
3apixyTb Bac, ayuwey6iiwi,
I i3 kpoBaBOi KpHMHMLI
CoGak HamnosATb.

e x nopisch
JAMBOYHMIT TOCTH OTOM JIyKaBHii?
Xou 6u NpUALIOB Ta MOAMBUBCH
Ha 6pak Toit cnaBHMil i mpeciaBHuUM!
Ha 6pak okpageHuit! He uyTb,
He uyTb aHi #oro, aHi Mecii,
A nroge XOYTh 4Orochb i XAyTh,
Yoroce HeneBHOro. Mapie!
Tu, G6e3TanaHHas, yoro
I xpgew, i xparumew op Gora
I on niopeir #oro? Hiuoro,
Hixe anoctona tord
Tenep He xau. Tecasp yGornuii
TeGe noBiHuaHy Beae
B cBow y6oryio xaTuHy.
Mosnucsa " asikyi, L0 HE KMHYB,
Illo Ha po3nyTTs He MpPOrHasB.
A TO 6 uerMHOW yOMAM —
SIk6u He BKpMB, HE 3aXOBaB!
B €pycanumi rosopuau

476



Daily more white and gaunt, a queer
Faintness beset her. Joseph knew

A gnawing fear. “What ails thee, child?”
He asked. “We'd best, I trow, be wed.
Else will they....” — Nay, his Mary dead,
Slain by the mob— the vision held
Blank, haunting horror.... Sobbing loudly,
His counsel Mary heeded.

Sadly
They left their home, and side by side
Set out for town. The old man carried
A basket with some wares of his
Which he did mean to sell, for this
Would give him coin wherewith to marry
And buy his bride a gift....
O pious,
O godly patriarch, ’tis from
Thy poor and unassuming home
And not from Zion that true bliss
Doth shine on us.... For hadst thou not
Stretched out a helping hand to her
Who is so pure, then would our lot
Have been the lot of sufferers,
Of slaves that slaves must die.
O sorrow,
O deepest woe, what bring the morrow
To such as — Nay, I do not speak
Of ye, the blind of heart, and meek
Of spirit, but of such as see
The axe suspended mightily
Over their heads, but forge new fetters....
They shall, I know it well, be slaughtered,
And of their blood the hounds will drink!
But where is he whose fate is linked
With thine and Mary’s? Where is your sly
And cunning visitor, and why
Hath he not deigned to look upon
Your pure and holy marriage?... None
Have heard of him or the Messiah,
Yet do they, hopeless, wait, relying
On empty dreams.
Thy trust reposeth
In God, O Mary. Wherefore, lass,
Art thou so gullible?... Alas,
Deaf to thy tearful pleas He chooseth
To stay; await no boons of Him
Or of his messenger, that dim
And transient figure. Be thou grateful
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TuxeHbKO JilOIE, WO CTSAIN
Y ropoai Tisepiani
Yu TO AKOroch po3m’suim
MpoBo3sicTUTENs Mecil.
«HMorol» — npomosuna Mapis
I BeceneceHbka mimuia
Y Haszaper. I BiH pagie,
Illo HaiiMMuyka HOro HecJsa
B yrpo6i mpaBenHyio ayuy
3a BOJIIO PO3M’ATOro Myxa.

OTo BOHM cOBi iayTb,
Mpwitiuan pogomy. I xuByTh
IMoBiHuaHi, Ta He BeceJi.
Tecnsip KonMcouky aebeny
MaiicTpye B CiHAX. A BOHa,
IMpenenopoyHass Mapis,
Cuautb cobi Kosn0 BiKkHa,
I B none auBuTbCA, i WIKE
MasieceHbKe COpOUYEHs —
Komycb-TO 11e?

«Xa3siH goma? —

HagBsopi kpukHys0.— Yka3
Opn kecaps, i#oro camoro,
[Ilo6 BM cboroaHi, ceit xe yac!
Bu Ha pesi3ilo y ropop,
¥ ropoa Bidseem iwun».
I 3HMK, nponaB TOM TSXKHHA roJoc.
Tinbko pyHa B sipy ryja.

Mapis 3apa3 3axoausiach
IMektu onpicHoku '°. Cnexna,
B TOpGMHY MOBYKM M0JI0XHJIA
[ MoBuKM 3a cTapuM miuuia
V¥ Bigaeem. «Csitast cuno!
Cnacu MeHe, Miit 60Xe MUaMii» —
Tinbkyu i npomosuna. IayTs,
Cymyioumn coGi o6oe.
I, BOorii, nepen co6oio
Ko3y 3 K03ATOYKOM XeHyTb,
Bo noma Hi Ha KOro KMHYTb.
A Moxe, 6or nouuie JUTUHY
B pmoposi; ot i Mosoko
CeppewuHiit marepi. CKkOoTMHa
.Ine nacyuucs, psaakom
InyTb 3a Hewo 6aTbko M MaTH
I nounHalOTh pO3MOBJAATH
IMoBosi, Txo. «CeMioH
Ipotonpecsitep,— Mocun mosus,—
Takee-To mpopoue CJIOBO
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To fate that thou art Joseph’s lawful,
His wedded wife, that he hath not
Cast thee from him, that on the road
Thou liest not stoned and dead, forgot
By all good folk, that his abode,
However poor, is thine!
While in
Jerusalem, they heard the rumour
('Twas whispered in the streets and inns)
That at Tiberias had died
A someone who had prophesied
Messiah’s coming. On the cross
He’d met his end.
“Tis hel..” the bride
Of Joseph uttered. She was lost
In joyous wonder, and it brought
A smile to her young lips. The thought
That this young maid bore in her womb
A righteous soul, dispelled the gloom
Of Joseph somewhat. Aye, ’twas true,
The prophet’s parting word!...
The two
To Nazareth now made their way
And to their house.
Their wedded life
Was from the outset far from gay.
With thread and needle, the virgin wife
Sat stitching tiny garments, while
Her husband fashioned for the child
A wooden cradle....
At the door
There came a rap.... “The Caesar’s will
Is that you go this very hour
To Bethlehem, the census there
Is to be held!...” The voice boomed out,
Seeming to jar upon their senses....
It died, and all was still without.

In haste did Mary set to baking
Some flat-cakes, and when this was done,
She put them in a basket, making
No fuss and saying little. On
Their way they started, with a prayer
To God to keep them safe, and spare
Them suffering.

The day was near
Of her confinement, and to have
Milk when they needed it, they drove
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Cka3aB MeHi: «CBATHI 3aKOH!
I ABpaama, i Moiices!
Bo306HOBAATL MyXi ecei''.—
I kaxe: — ITotu He ympy,
IToku Meciio He y3piol»
Yu uyewr tH, Mo Mapie?
Mecis npuitne».— «Bxe npwuiiwos,
I Mu Bxe Gaumau meciiol» —
Mapis MoBuia.

HaiiwoB
Onpicuok HMlocun y Top6uHi.
Hae ta 1 kaxe: «Ha, Mmoss auTnHo,
IMoku wo 6yxe, yKpinuco,
Ho Bidneema He 6M3eHBKO;
Ta it 2 criounHy. YTOMHUBCb».
Ta # ciiM Ha WUISAXY FapHEHbKO —
IMonyaHoBaTb. OTOX CHAATH,
A coHle npaBeiHe WWIBUAEHBKO
Honony kotutbcs. I rasap!
CxoBaJsiocsi, i CMepKJIO B MOJ.
I auBo aMBHee! HikOM
HixTo He 6auuB i He uyB
Takoro auBa. AX 3JApPUTHYB
Cesaruit Tecasp. Mitia 3 BocToky
Hap camum Bigneemom, 6okom,
Mitia orHenHas 3iiiwna '’
I cren, i ropu ocisina.
Mapis 3 uisixy He BCTaBaia,
Mapisi cuHa npusena.
€IMHYIO TYIO AUTHHY,
IIlo Hac ox karopru cnacja!
I, npecBsiTasi, HENOBMHHA,
3a Hac, JlykaBuX, po3n’siiach!
A HeJaneko Kpail Aoporu
Orapy rHaau yaGauu
Ta # ix no6aunan. HeGory,
1i i1 auTATOUKO B3sAIM
I y BepTen cBiii npuHecn,
I yabaum iioro y6ori
EmManyinom “ Hapexsn.

Hdo cxopy COHUs, paHO-paHO!
VY Bidseemi Ha MaiigaHi
3iAOBCA JIIOA | LIEMOTHUTD,
Llo moch HemeBHe 3 JIOABMU Oyae
Bo lIynei. oMoHuUTB
I TuxHe moa. «O mogu! noau! —
YabaH siKMiiCb GIXKHUTb, KPHUHUTb.—
IMpopouectBo Iepemis,
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The goat and kid before them, stopping
To rest now and again, and hoping
All would be well.

In bloom the land
Around them lay as they did bend
Their steps toward Bethlehem, in low
Though earnest tones conversing, so
That none might hear. “Old Simeon
Hath said to me that the Essenes, °
And this have others too foreseen,”
Said Joseph, “will, I take it, soon
The law of Moses reinstate,
And Abraham.... He doth await,
Doth Simeon, Messiah’s coming.
The day, the happy day is nearing!”
She shook her head. “He was among us,
And we did see him.” On the ground
His basket Joseph carefully
Set down beside a moss-grown mound,
And taking out a cake, to Mary
He proffered it, for he was weary,
And so was she, and hungry too.
Upon the grass beside the road
They sat.... "Twas midday, and the blue
Of sky was bright and seemed to bode
A mellow day. But lo! The scene
Changed suddenly. The sun still glowed,
But seemed to shrink in size, its beam
No longer brilliant; then, from sight
It sank, behold!... The dark of night
Obscured the field. No eye had e’er
Observed its like. The carpenter
Started in awe, and gave a cry,
For in the black and ominous sky
Just over Bethlehem appeared
A fiery, bushy-headed spear, °
A streak of flame that bathed the vales
And hills in light, and slowly blazed
Its way across the heavens.... Dazed
Did Mary watch, and, turning pale,
Knew that her time had come.... A son
Was born to her, the saintly being
Who did for all our sins atone
By dying on the cross and freeing
Those held in chains... Some shepherds were
Grazing their flock not far from where
Lay Mary and her child. To her
At once they hastened, and to their tent
The babe and mother took, content
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Icais 36ys0ch! 36yn0CH!
Y Hac, y nactupei, mecis
Poauscs Buopal» 3aryno
Y Bidaeemi na maiigani:
«Mecis! licyc! Ocaunnal»

I nioa po3xoauscs.
Yepes uvac

Yu yepe3 aBa nMpuHLIOB yKa3
I nerion 3 €pycanuma,
Op toro Ipoga. Hespume

HeuyTe CTaJocs TOWMAI.

Llle aiToukM cnoBMUTI cnajw,
Le kymiap rpismn Matepi,

Hamapue rpinu: He kynamm
ManeHbkHX AiTOUOK CBOIX!
Hoxi conpgatn crjonockanu
B autsauiit npaBeaHii Kposi!
Takee-To Ha cBiTi cTanocs!

484 435









To have them there... Emmanuel ’
They named the boy.

No rousing knell

Announced the gathering at dawn
Of white-lipped, anxious men upon
The square of Bethlehem. 'Twas whispered
And passed from mouth to mouth in fright
That very soon a fresh disaster
Would on them all descend and blight
Their very lives....

“Good folk, rejoice!”
Panting, the man ran up, his voice
Broken and hoarse. “The prophecy
Of Jeremiah and Isaiah
Hath now come true at last, for he,
For yesterday the true Messiah
Was born, and we are saved for aye.”
The shout went up: “O blessed day!...
Hosanna!... ® Jesusl... The Messiah!...”

And now the crowd, the women crying
In joy, dispersed.
Within the hour
King Herod’s legion was dispatched
To Bethlehem. It was empowered
To do what must remain unmatched
In history.
In their cribs sleeping
The babes lay, and the mothers were
Up and about and busy heating
Water to bathe them in, when on
The town the soldiers did descend,
And in the blood of innocents
Their knives they bathed.
The ray of dawn
Did see the murdered babies lie,
By swords pierced ruthlessly....
Upon
The deeds of tyrants gaze, and ne’er
Forget, O mothers!...

Mary fared
Better than most: her baby son
Was saved.
For this, our thanks to you
We owe, kind shepherds, that did true
Compassion show, and so our saviour
Delivered from an early death.
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HOusitecsa X, o! Mmarepi!
Lo po6asTh ipoau uapi!

Mapis HaBiTb He XxOBasach
3 cBoim MmaageHueM. CnaBa BaM,
Y6orum moasm, yabanam,
Lillo mpuBiTanu, 3axoBaiu
I HaM cnacuTtens cnacau
Opn Ipoma. Haropysanm,
I Hamoinm, i ganm
Koxyx i cButy Ha gopory,
I, ne6opaku, goganu
Ocauugo aiitHy. I HeGory
3 ii AUTATOUKOM MAJIUM
I nmocaauau, i npoBeJn
BHoui TaiiHAMKM MaHIBUAMH
Ha usax Memdicbkuii '3, A miTna,
Mitna orHeHHasi cBiTuia,
HeHaue coHue, i AMBUIACH
Ha 1y ocaunulo, mwo Hecsa
B €runer kporkyio Mapiio
I HapoxaeHHoro Mecito.

Sk6u ge Ha CBIiTi XOTb pa3
Llapuus cisa Ha ocauio,
To cnapa 6 cTasa Npo LAPULIO
I Mpo BEJMKYIO OCAMLIO
ITo BceoMmy cBity. Cs1 X Hecsa
Xusoro ictuHHoro 6ora.
Tebe X, cepaewHy, Kont '® yGoruii
Xoris y Mocuna xynuts,
Ta 3goxna tv. MaGyTsb, gopora
Taku 3aBagnia T06i?

Y Hini ckynaHee, cnutb
B nenromkax poni, nig Bep6oio,
JAUTATOUKO. A MEX JI03010
3 J103M KOJIMCOYKY MIeTe
Ta nnaue npaBegHast MaTH,
Koaucky tyio maetryum.
A Hocun 3axomuscs xaty
I3 ouepery 6yaysaru,
1106 x0u yKpUTHCS BHOUI.
3-3a Hiny cdinkcu, MoB cHui,
CTpaliH¥MM MEpPTBHMH OuMMa
Ha Tee auBasitbcsA. 3a HUMHU
Ha rosnomy micky ctosTh
Mo wHypy nipamign B pan,
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You gave the virgin food and shelter,
And, braving Herod’s awful wrath,
Did along hidden pathways guide
The holy family unto
The Memphis road ° which ran beside
A range of jutting hills. With rare
And tender sympathy you shared
Your all with them, and, knowing need
Yourselves, an ass as parting gift
To Mary gave.

Night had descended,
And still the blazing spearhead wended
Its way across the sky, and lit
The winding road, and watched the flight
Of Mary and the young Messiah
To Egypt.

There is no denying
That had a queen astride an ass,
If such could ever come to pass,
Been seen to ride, the ass’s fame
Would spread throughout. And this one carried
A living deity, and Mary!
And yet none knew the beast by name
Or thought to say a kindly word
In praise of it... 'Twas later heard
That some poor Copt '° had offered to
Buy it of Joseph, but withdrew
His offer, for the ass fell dead
Upon the road....

A mellow ray
Of sunlight touched the baby’s face
As ’'neath a willow-tree he lay,
Asleep. Beside the Nile, a pace
Or two away, the mother sat,
And, weeping o’er their hapless fate,
A crib of rods and grasses plaited,
While Joseph, fearing if he waited
The darkness would engulf them, was
Building a tent of rushes. As
For night’s approach they thus prepared,
With sightless eyes the Sphinxes stared
Like owls at them. Beyond the Nile,
The Pyramids upon the sands,
As though the Pharaohs’ stern commands
Obeying, stood in single file,
Like sentinels, and seemed to warn
Their sovereigns great to be on guard,
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MoB ¢dapaoHoBa cTopOxa,

I HiGn dapaoHam 3HaTh

Bouu gawTb, wo npasga G6oxa
BcTae Bxe, BCTana Ha 3eMmJi.
1106 ¢dapaoHn cTeperaucs.

Mapis HaiiHsnacsa NpsAcTH
Y konTa BOBHY. A CBATHI
Iocud B3sBCHL OTapy nacTi,
[1l06 xo4 KO3y Ty 3apoOuTH
Ha Mos0k0 Maniin AUTHHI.
Munae pik. Kosno xatunm
B nosiTouui cBoii manii
Toi GoHpap npaBeaHMit, CBATHHM,
I ragku, npaBeaHuni, He Mae,
Bapuno ¥ 6ouky HaGuBae,
Ta we " KypHukae. A Tn?
He nsnayew Tv i He cniBaew,
lapaew, aymaew-ragae,
SIKk HOro BYUMTH, HABECTH
Ha nyTb cBATHMI cBATOrO CHHa
I six roro ox 30n cnactu?
Op 6yp XHMTeACbKMX oaBecTH?

lle pik Munys. Kosno xatuuu
Ko3a nacerbcs; a AuTHHA
I HeBesnuke KO3eHs
VY ciHfix rpaioTecsa. A maTu
Cuautb Ha npu3bbi KOO XaTu
Ta BOBHY 3 KyXXens npspe.
AX ocb i caMm cTapuit ige
3 WiMOYKOM TUXO NOMif THHOM:
HocuB y ropoa wananyok
Mponats. Momy measinnuok,
A i1 HeMyapylO XYCTHHY,
Cob6i X Hece Ha NOCTO/IM
Pemenio no6poro. CriounHys
Ta it kaxe: «[lOHIO, HE XYPHCh.
Llaps Bxe Ipoma He crasno.
Yoroch yBeuepi HaiBCh,
Ta Tak HaiBcs, WO i ONpirch,—
Takee-To MeHi cka3au.
Xopimo,— Kaxxe,— y cBiit rai,
V cBiit MaJIeHbKMI1 TUXMIi paii!
XoaiM J0AOMOHBKY, OUTHHOY.
«XomiM»,— cKa3ana Ta i mimia
Ha Hin copoueHsTa npatu
B popory cuuosi. ITacaace
Ko3a 3 KO3ATKOM KOJIO XaTH,
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For o'er the Earth the Truth of God
Was rising....

Early in the morn

To tend some sheep would Joseph go
(Thus did their busy day begin)
While Mary helped a Copt to spin
His yarn. In wearing toil their woe
Was oft forgot. If but they could
Save up a little coin and buy
Themselves a goat!...

A year passed by.
The old man sat in solitude
And out of blocks of seasoned wood
Made stools and tables, and hummed the while
He worked.... And thou, whose heart no guile
Hath e’er contained, thou holy one,
Thou didst not weep, but o’er thy son
Stayed lost in deep and troubled thought:
For how is a child to be taught
The ways of good, how kept away
From evil in a time and day
With evil fraught!...

Another year
Slips past.... A goat is grazing near
The house, and in the entrance-way
A kid is frolicking, the boy
Watching it gleefully. Her joy
Mingling with sadness, Mary gazeth
Adoringly at him, and praiseth
God for his mercy....

Up the hill
Old Joseph cometh, panting. He
Hath sold some wares of his, and see! —
Brought gifts from town: this kerchief will
Become the youthful wife, this cake
Delight the boy, these straps of leather
Hold up his own worn sandals.

“Mother,”

Saith he to Mary, “we can make
For home at last! King Herod’s dead
He feasted much too well, ’tis said,
And died of it. Let us not tarry,
But leave at once. Our quiet haven
Awaiteth us, dear heart. At even
We’d best be off.” To this did Mary
Agree at once, and off she went
To wash the baby’s things. The goats

491



A Mocun cuna 3a6aBass,
Ha npu3sbbi cuas, Moku maTu
Ha piyui npana Ti Mani
Copoueuku. A moTiM B xari
[Momopiue go6pe mocTonu
Cob6i B mopory. Ta it 3HsAMMCH
o cxoay CoHUs, Mo TOpOUHi
Ha nneui B3ABILM, @ AUTHHY
YABOX B KOJHUCOULi HECJH.
To c¢sK, TO TaKk NpUALUIK AOAOMY.
Bonait He [0BeaOCh HIKOMY
V3pith Takee. Bnarogartb!
lTaitoyok THXMI cepep mnoss,
OpHa-eauHas iX A0as
Oroit raitouok! I He 3HaTh,
Ile BiH koxaBcs. I xaTuHa,
Bce, Bce crnoHApoBaHO. B pyiHi
IM moBenocsi HouyBaTh.
B sipok Mapisi 10 KpUHMLI
IBnaenbko kuHynaacs. Tam
Koauce-To 3 Hero sACHOAMLUMA
3ycTpiBCcs rocTb cBATHH. Byp’'sH,
Byasik Kon04Mii 3 KpOMUBOIO
Kono kpuHuui nopocan.
Mapie! Topenbko 3 T060OMO!
Mounucs, cepaeHbKO, MOJHUCH!
Oky# CBOIO CBATYIO CHIY...
HonrorepniHieM OKy#,
B cabo3ax kpoBaBux 3arapryiil.
Hebora Tpoxu He BTOMMJACh
Y Tiit kpunuui. F'ope Ham
Byso 6, ickynsieHnum pabam!
HOutnHa 6 Tasi BUpocTana
Be3 marepi, i My 6 He 3HaMU
I moci mpasau Ha 3emui!
Cesatoi Bosi! CxameHysiach
I TSXKO, BaXXKO yCMixHy/ach,
Ta i 3apupana. [Moauauch
Ha usiMpuHy cBATHE C/IbO3H
Ta # Bucoxau. A iii, He6O3i,
Monerwano.

€nucasera,
Crapa BpoBa, y Hazaperi
3 MaJuM CHHKOM CBOiM XXHJa,
Taku 3 IBacem. Ta i Gyna
SIkacp pigHs iM. BpaHui-paHo
Csolo autuHy, Ge3TanaHHa,
Haropysana, opsirna
I 3a cBATUM CBOIM miuuia
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Were browsing near, and in the tent
The boy was playing. Joseph bent
To pick him up, and on his knee
He rocked him gently. Hastily
The mother in the yellow Nile
Her washing scrubbed and rinsed, and while
"Twas drying, she helped Joseph make
His sandals....
Taking up the child
And lifting, each, a heavy sack,
They started on their journey back.
"Twas sorry going, but at last
They reached their ancient home....
Alas!
May none set eye upon a sight
So desolate, so grim. A waste,
A wilderness.... The grass-grown glade
Where once had stood the house, a bright
Though modest dwelling, was no more.
As for the house, the heart went sore
To see the ugly mass of clay
And scattered heaps of stone.
Dismay
Filled Mary’s soul, and to the spring
With burning cheeks she made her way....
"Twas here their saintly visitor
She had encountered.... Overgrown
With weeds the spring now was, and wore
A most neglected look.
O lone,
O stricken heart, thine agony
Dissolve in tears... O Mary, pray,
Pray, and be patient, sweet one.... Stay!
Drown not thyself, for 'tis through thee
That we, poor slaves, can be redeemed,
Through thee alone, for not a gleam
Of simplest hope can we retain
Should this young son of thine remain
A helpless orphan, nor ever know
What justice is or truth.... But no,
A sob escapeth thee, another,
A third.... Thou findest solace, Mother,
In tears, the pain that gripped thy heart
Hath lifted, we are saved!..
In parts
Not far removed, at Nazareth,
Their widowed friend Elisabeth
Lived with her son. She was related
To them, and so, in truth, ’twas fated
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Y Hasapet Toit 10 BaOBMLI
B cyciay, B HaiMHUuKy MPOCUTHCB!

JAuTATOuKO COBi pocio,
3 IBaceM yAOBEHKOM rpajoch.
Y ke uMmasie miapocJo.
sikocb BOHM COB1 ryJsiu
YaBOX Ha yauui, 3HAWLLIU
[Bi nanvuku Ta i NMOHeC/H
HomoMy MaTepsiM Ha OpoBa.
3Buuaitdi aitoukn! InyTe
I BeceneHbKi, i 340poBi,
AX 11060 TISAHYTh, 5K iAyTb!
OToX BOHO, Majie, B3sU10
Opyryio nanuuxky y Meacs —
IBachb y KOHMKHM irpaBcsi,—
3pobuao XpecTHK Ta i Hecso
HOopomy, 6auTe, mokasaTH,
Illo ¥ BiH yMmie MaiicTpyBaTH.
Mapisi ue 3a BOpiTbMHM
Hiteit 3ycTpina, i 3omiiia,
I Tpynom nana, sk y3pina
Toit xpecTHK-mmMGenunuky . «3mit!
Hepo6pwit 40/M0BiK, TUXHH
HaBuuB TeGe, MOsi OUTHHO,
3pobuts oue! IMokuub! [MokuHb
A BiH, MaJIeHbKU#, HEMOBUHHMM,
CBATYI0 IIMOEHUUKY KHUHYB
I 3apugas, i npoauauch
Ille B mepwuii pa3 MJaeHui CAbO3U
Ha nono matepne. He6osi
Hi6u nonerwano. B3sna
Y xon0p040K 3aBeia,
B 6yp’siH, B cagok, mouinyBaia
Ta KOp)KMKOM moOroaysana,
CBiXeHbKMM KOp>XMKOM. BoHo x
IMonecTnaoch cobi, morpanochb
Ta i cnaToHbKH, MaJje, JISTJI0
Taku X y Hei Ha KoJiiHaX.
Otox i cnuTh cobi AUTHMHA,
MoB aHrejsiTOYko B palo.
I Ha eguHyI0 CBOIO
Ta matu AMBUTBCA i MUaye
TuxeHbKO-TUXO. AHIeJ CIHUTh,
To wo6 Horo To He 36yaUTb.
Ta # He pornepina. Henaue
Okpomny Karsi, sik OrOHb,
Ha iioro Bmana, i BOHO
IMpokunynock. LIBMAEHBKO C/IbO3M
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That in this hour of need they should
Seek help of her who was a good
And kindly soul. The family

Now go to Nazareth to see

The widow, and to ask for shelter
And work as well.

What could a better,
More gainly sight present than two
Young, sprightly lads absorbed in play!...
On mat and floor, like bear-cubs true,
They rolled, or ran about, or strayed
Behind the house, and, finding there
Two sticks, rushed back in glee to share
These riches with their mothers, eager
To have them use the sticks for wood
To heat the stove. Their health and vigour
Was good to see. In kindly mood
The mothers watched.... The younger boy
Took both the sticks (John had been skipping
About the yard on his and whipping
His hobbyhorse with shouts of joy)
And formed a cross '' of them, and carried
The cross triumphantly to Mary
To show her that at carpentry
He matched his father. And Mary, spying
The gallows in his hands, came flying
From out the house — more pale was she
Than death itself. “What rogue is he,
What evil-hearted wretch that taught
My child to make the like!” she cried,
And, running wildly to his side,
She pulled it from his grasp, and caught
The boy up in her arms, and sought
To soothe him, for a fount of tears
Rushed from his eyes. To quell his fears,
She took him to a shady nook
Behind the house, while still he shook
With sobs, and held him tight, and gave
A sweet to him. And in her love
The boy found comfort, and was soon
Engaged in play.... The afternoon
Wore on, and in his mother’s lap
He slept at last, and looked a very
Angel from paradise, and Mary
Looked down at him, and o’er his sleep
Kept loving watch. She smiled, but deep
Within her heart there lurked a pain
That brought on tears. Hot, burning ones,
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Mapis BTepaa cmiiouuch,

06 BiH He Gauus. I HeGo3i
He posenocsi oayputb
Manoro cuna. [MoauBunocn
I 3apuaano.

3apobuaa
Yu TO no3uuusa BAOBA
IMiBkonu Ty Ha GykBap.
Cama 6 yuuna, Tak He 3Hazna X
Bona nuceMa Toro. B3sna
Ta B wkoay xJionust oaBena,
VY iecencebky. Horasgana x
Cama 1oro, caMa 1 HaBuyaja
Io6py i posymy. IBach,
Taku BOOBEHKO, B HOro BAABCh,
To BaBOX coOOi 1 XOAMAM B LUKOAY,
I Bunaucek Bkynouui. Hikosn
AHi morpaeTbcsi 3 OiTbMH,
Ani nobirae; cammit,
OauH-oaHICIHBKHH, GyBaso,
Cuantb co6i y Gyp’siHi
Ta knenky rewe. IMTomarano
CaToMy 6aTbKOBi B Tpyaax.
SKOCbh MO CbOMOMY T'OZOYKY,—
Manuit Bxe no6pe MmaiicTpyBaB,—
OanouyMBalO4YM B KYTOUKY,
Crapuit Ha CMHa AMBYBaBChb,
Skuii-To 3 ioro MaiicTep 6yne!
SIki To soau 3 ioro GyayTb!
Ta, B3ABWIM Bimep, KaHmiiok '8,
I 6aTbKo, it MaTH, i BOHO
IMiwiM Ha sipMapok y camwii-
Camicinbkuii €pycanum.
Xou i ganeko, Tak crpoaaTtu
Hoporuwe moxHa, OT nmpuifum,
Po3arawyBanuch. BaTbko i mMaTn
Cupatb cobi Ta MpoaawTh
Ho6po cBoe. A ae X ONTHHA?
IMo6irno gecw. lllykae cuHa
Ta nnaue matn. I He uyTh,
He pinocsa. Y cunarory
3aitmwna 6narate Gnaroro Gora,
11106 cHH Ti HaWOBCh. AX TAAIb,
Mesxu paBBiHaMM OUTHHA,
Ti xnonm’saTouko, cuauThb
I Hayuyae, HenoBHHHe,
K B CBiTi XWUTb, NI0AENH NIOGUTD,
3a npaBay cTaTbh! 3a npaBay 3rMHYTH!
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They gushed.... For fear she wake her son
She did not wipe them, but in vain

To check their fall attempted. They
Rolled down her cheeks, and though she stayed
Quite still, onto the sleeper’s face

Fell fast.... Like drops of liquid flame
They stung him. With a start he came
Awake.... The mother’s warm embrace,
Her smile were there for him, but he,
Young as he was, her agony

Sensed with his heart, and at her breast
Wept bitterly.

Out of her earnings
(Herself, the mother had no learning,
But wanted him to have the best
Of everything) she bought a grammar,
And sent him in his seventh summer
To school. The boy, though young, was keen
On study, and the strict Essenes
Were pleased. And as for wisdom, that
He learnt from her, and kindness too,
And goodness.

John was e’er his true,
His one close friend. At school, they sat
Together always, and were never
Seen far apart for long. A lover
Of solitude, Emmanuel,
In truth, liked nothing quite so well
As sitting in some quiet corner
All by himself and thoughtfully
Hewing a stave. From other boys
He kept aloof and in their joys
But seldom joined. Such industry,
And in a lad but just turned seven,
Delighted Joseph who was driven
To prideful speculation on
The youngster’s future, for his son,
He saw, was craftsman born....

One morning,
At break of day, they started for
Jerusalem. All three with wares
Were loaded to the full, the father
Hoping that they could get a fair
Price for them there, for to no other
In size could this old city be
Compared, or wealth.
A lively trade

Was soon in progress.... Suddenly,
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Be3 npasau rope! «['ope Bam,
Yuureni apxiepeil»

1 nuByBanucek capucei

I KHM)XHMKM HOro peuam.

A papgoctb Martepi Mapii
Heispeuennas. Meciio,
Camoro Gora Ha 3emJi

BoHa Bxe 3pina.

Cnpopanucs,
Bo xpami nomonunuce 6ory
I BecesieHbKi y mopory
HoapoMy pyuwmnau BHOUi
ITo xonomouky.

Bupocrtanu
I BKyni BYMJINCH, POCTYUH,
Cssarue aitouku. [Mumanucn
CssaTue Tii Marepi
Coimu aitkamu. I3 wkosnu
IlyreM TepHOBMM pO3idLLINCH
O6uasa. Boxii rnaronm,
CsaATylo npaBay Ha 3emiii
I npopexsn, i po3n’siauce
3a BOJIEHbKY, CBATYIO BOJIIO!

IBaH miwoB co6i B nycTHHIO,
A TBiil MeX JIOAM. A 3a HHM,
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The mother looked, and was dismayed
To find Emmanuel was gone....
Where could he be?...
To find her son

Was now her only thought. She held
Her tears in check and rushed about
In frightened search of him, impelled
By some strange force. A horrid doubt
Had seized her....

In a synagogue
She found him, midst the rabbis. He
Was preaching God’s own truth to them,
The sages of Jerusalem,
Telling these haughty Pharisees
To love all men, and fight for truth,
Aye, and for justice, unto death!...
They listened, wondering.... And Mary
Was full of gladness, she was carried
Into a transport of delight,
For was not God before her!...

Night
Was coming on when they at last
Made off for home.

Emmanuel

And John, the widow’s son, were fast
Approaching manhood. They were well
Versed in their trade, and scholarly,
And both did proudly choose to tread
The thorny path of life.

They spread
The Word of God, and fearlessly
Upon the cross for freedom died,
For sacred freedom!...

John denied
Himself, and as a hermit spent
His days. As for thy son, he went,
O Mary, amongst men, and sought
All o’er the earth to propagate
His Teaching.... Thou didst leave thy mate,
Old Joseph, and, thyself untaught,
Didst follow him, thine own sweet son,
And never faltered.... On and on
Thy pathway stretched, remote and weary.
And thou didst trudge along it, till
Before thee, Golgotha, O Mary,
Lay beckoning.... It put a chill
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3a CMHOM MpaBeJHUM CBOIM,
I Tv nmiwwna. B crapiit xaTuHi
B yyxiit mokuHyna iioro,
Ceatoro Mocuna csoro!
[Miusa TUHATHCH MOMIATUHHIO,
AX MOKH, MOKM He AiduLia
Ax po Tonrodmu.

Bo 3a cuHOM
CesiTast MaT¥ BCIOAM MuLna,
Moro cnosa, itoro gina —
Bce uyna, i 6aumna, i maina,
I MOBUKM TpemneTHO paaina,
Ha cuHa auBasiuuch. A BiH
Cuautb, 6y0, Ha €neoni '°.
OamnouyuBa. €pycannm
Po3knHYyBCb ropao mepei HuM,
Cisie B 30J10TiM BiCOHI
I3painbcbkuit apxiepei
PomaHchbkuit 3050THit niebeit! 22
I yac i ABa MHMHe, He BCTaHe,
Ha marip HaBiTb He norysHe,
Ta ax 3anaaue, AUBASIYUCH
Ha iyme#icbkylo cToamuio.
M Bona 3annaue, igyuu
VY sp mo BOAYy A0 KPUHHLY,
Tuxecenbko. I npuHece
Boau noroxoi, i BMHe
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YTOMJIEHI CTOMH CBATHE,
I nutn pacte, i oTpsce,
Onye npax 3 HOro XxiToHa,
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Into thy heart, and yet thy will,
O holy one, remained unbroken.
Thou didst with soaring spirit hearken
To every word thy son did speak.
Thou wert beside him even while
He sat and gazed with thoughtful smile
Upon Jerusalem, awake
To its proud beauty. He, thy child,
Took in the temple where Israel’s own
High Priest ' was seen to walk alone,
Rome’s golden pleb, ' in robes of gold
Attired.

A most uncanny hold
The city had on him. He’d sit
For hours upon Mount Olivet,
And gaze on it, thyself forgot....
But, Mary, thou didst mind it not.
The holy city's splendour brought
Tears to thine eyes, and, weeping, thou
Didst to the spring for water go,
And, seeing thy son still rapt in thought,
To all his needs didst minister,
However small. Thou didst repair
His chiton, and his thirst appease,
And bathe his feet, and tenderly
Watch o’er his sleep....

"Twas good to see
The children run to him, well pleased
To climb the slope and be with one
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3awue Aipoyky Ta 3HOBY

IMix cmokBy mige. I cuauth,

I puBUTBCSA, O BCecBATas!

SIK CHMH TOI CKOPOHHIT CroyMBae.

AX ocb i giTBopa GiXuUTb

I3 ropoma. Moro no6uam

Ceatue pitoukun. Craigxom

3a HUM MO yIMUAX XOQHJH,

A iHogzi i .Ha €neoH

Ho i#oro 6iranu manii,

Orox npubirau. «O caaATii

INpenenopouHune! — ckas3as,

Sk y3piB gitok. [Ipusitas

I uinysaB 6narocnoBnss,

IMorpascsi 3 HUMM, MOB MaJIeHBKHIA,

Hagis 6ypuyc. 1 Becenenbkuit

3 cBOIMHM IiTKamMM MmiloB

B €pycanum Ha cioBo HoBe,

IMonic siykaBUM NpaBAM CJIOBO!

He BHsun csoBy! Posn’suin!

Sk po3nmMHaThb WOro BeJH,

Tu Ha po3nyTii cTosuia

3 Manumu ‘miTbMu. Myxuku,

Moro 6partu, yuenuku,

IMepensikanuchb, MOBTiKaAH.

«Hexaii ime! Hexait ige!

Orak i Bac BiH moBegel» —

Cka3sana gitam. I ynana

Ha 3emio Tpynom.
Posn’sinace

TBos eguHass auTHHA!
A TH, CIOYMHYBIUU MiJ THHOM,
Y Has3sapet oroii niuwal
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They loved, and follow him where’er
He went. And he, thy grown-up son,
In all their games did gladly share.
Whene’er they came, his smile caressed
These smudge-faced angels, and he blessed
And kissed them, saying: “O pure of soul,
O innocent of heart, my all
Would I in gladness give to you!”
So always doth he speak, this true
Child of God....
As full of glee
As are his youthful playmates, he
Leaveth Mount Olivet behind him
And entereth Jerusalem,
And to the false of heart and crafty
Doth humbly strive to bring God’s lofty
And burning Word of Truth.
Alas!

They heed the prophet not. “The cross!
The cross for him!” they, jeering, cry,
And lead him off....

And thou, surrounded

By sobbing children, dost stand dumbfounded
Beside the cross and watch him die.
And his disciples — full of fright
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BooBy gaBHO BXe MOXOBalu

B uyxiif, no3uueHii TpyHi
Yyxii moae. A IsaHa

{i 3apizanu B TiOpMi.

I Mocuna TBOro He crano.

I ™1, AK maneup TOM, ocTajsach
OpHa-opHicinbka! Takuit
Tanau TBiK naTauwuii, He6oro!
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They flee from him.

“For ye the light
Will shine if but ye follow him!”
Thou dost cry out, but dark and dim
The world now groweth, and to the ground
Thou fallest ’thout another sound.
The days pass by.... Thou goest, bowed
With sorrow, back to Nazareth.
Thy kindly friend, Elisabeth,
Hath died and been by strangers laid
To rest, poor soul. John too is dead,
In dungeon murdered. And thy spouse,
Old Joseph, is no more....

Thou art

Alone in all the world, dear heart!...
They that the teaching did espouse
Of Jesus while he lived have fled
From punishment, the cowards, wed
To basest fear....

And thou, thou learnest
Where they are hiding, and with earnest
And loving words, by Heaven led,
Summonest them to join thee, leaving
Their fears behind them.
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Bpartu itoro, y4eHukH,
HeTtsepaii, aymey6ori,

KaTtaM Ha MyKy He AaJIMCh,
CxoBanuch, NOTiM pO3iALLINCD,
I ™1 ix Mycuna 36upari...
OTOX BOHM SIKOCh 3iMLLIUCH
Buoui kpyr TeGe cymoBaru.

I Tu, BesMKkasi B )xeHax!

I ix yHuHig, 1 cTpax

PosBisL1a, MOB Ty MOJIOBY,
CBOIM CBSITUM OTHEHHUM CJIOBOM!
Tu pyx cBATHH CBiif MpoHecsaa
B ix aywi B6oriil XBasa!

I noxpana t06i, Mapie!

MyXi BOCHpPSIHYJIM CBSITHE,

ITo BcboMy CBiTY po3iiiuuIUCh.
I iMmeHeM TBO#Oro cuHa,

Teo€i cKOpOHOI ANUTHHH,
JIo60B i mpaBay po3Hecau

ITo Bcbomy cBity. Tu X mig TUHOM,
Cymyioun, y 6yp’sHi
YMepaa 3 rosony. AMiHb.

A NOTIM 4YeHLi OAATIH
Te6e B mopdipy ». 1 inuam,
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Thus, believing

In him who was thy son, the breath
Didst thou of firm and selfless faith
Instil into their souls, O Mary,
Their weakling souls.

May Heaven’s glory
Forevermore be thine, forever
May thou be blessed. Through thine endeavour
These pious men from sleep arose
And, born anew, to lift they chose
Thy martyred son’s own standard, bearing
His flaming Word of Love and Truth
To all the corners of the earth
And to all hearts, themselves declaring
To be his servants. As for thee,
Thou didst in want and poverty

Live out thy days, and die of hunger,
Hid from the avid sight of men,
Beneath a crumbling wall. Amenl...

And then the monks, when thou wert dead,
Arrayed thee in a crimson gown,
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Sk Ty papuigo... Posn’sin

Tebe, AK cuHa. HanmoBanu
Ha Ttebe, uucTyIO, KaTw;
Postanau kpotkyio! a Tu...
MoB 30710TO B TOMY TOpHMJI,
B nroackkii aywi BO306HOBUJACH,
B aywi HeBosbHMUiif, Maii,
B aywi ckop6siweit i y6orii.

[27 xo6Tha —
11 aucronada
1859
C.-Mlerepbype]



And on thine head a golden crown
They placed, and to a cross

Did nail thee in their cruelty.
They spat upon thy purity

And sullied it! But, clean as gold
Upon the hearth, thou didst anew
Rise to the souls of men, the true
And faithful and unblemished souls
Of humble serfs and sufferers.

(St. Petersburg,
October 27 —
November 11, 1859)

Translated
by Irina Zheleznova



I Apximen, i Taninent

BuHa it He Gaunaun. €nein
[loTik y yepeBO uepHeue!

A BHM, CBATHE MpeaoTeui,

ITo BcbOMy cBiTY posiitiuce

I kpuxTty xs1ib6a noHecau
Uapsm y6orum. Byne Gute
LlapsiMu cisiHe€ uTO!

A Jn01e BUPOCTYTb. YMPYTb
Lle He 3auyaTve uapsTa...

I Ha oHOBAEHiN 3eMJi
Bpara He Oyae, cynocTara,
A Oyae cuH, | Oyae matm,

[ OynyTb ntoge Ha 3eMii.

24 cenTadps

11860
C -Merep6ype|
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Wine was a potion Galileo

And Archimedes never drank;

Into the paunches of the monks
Streamed holy oil.... You, prophets, freely
Spread o’er the world and bags of grain

Gave to its wretched kings.... No gain

The corn the kings have sown will bring them,
For beaten down by hailstorms stinging

"Twill be.... Before they are conceived

The princelings they will die, and leave

The earth reborn, with its inhuman,

Brute foes of man for ever gone.

But mothers there will be, and sons —

Aye, here on earth there will be humans!

|St. Petershurg,| Transluted
September 24, [1860] by Irina Zheleznova
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He napikaio s Ha 6Gora,
He Hapikalo Hi Ha Koro.
SI cam cebe, aypHui, Aypio,
Ta we i# cniBaioyn. Opio
Csiit mepeJir — y6ory HuBy!

Ta cito caoso. obpi xHitBa
Konucb-To 6ynyts. 1 aypro!
Cebe-taku, cede camoro,

A 6inblue, 6aunThbes, Hikoro?

Opucs X TH, MOl HHMBO,
JonoMm Ta ropoio!

Ta 3aciiics, yopHa HMBO,
Bonelo sicHoio!

Opucst X TH, PO3BEPHHUCH,
IMonem poscrenncs!
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It’s not that I'm of God complaining
Or any other person bilaming.
I just deceive myself, I trow,
And even sing the while I plow
My pauper field forlorn and fallow!

I sow the word. Good crops will follow
In days to come. Yet will they? No!
Myself alone, I have the feeling,

And no one else am I deceiving....

Unfold, my field, fold in furrows,
Black earth set for seeding!

Hill and valley plowed in furrows,
Sown with seeds of freedom!
Unfold, my field, cultivated,
Green with verdure covered,
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Ta nociiicsas 106pUM XHUTOM,
Honero nonwuiics!

Po3sBepHucsi X Ha BCi Gokw,
HuBo-gecaruno!

Ta nociiicst He cnoBamu,

A po3yMOM, HHMBO!

BuitnyTe snoge XHUTO XKaTH...
Becenii xuiBal..

Po3BepHucst X, po3cTennucs x,
Y6orasi HuBO!!!

Yu He Aypro ceGe si 3HOBY
CBOiM XMMEPHMUM A06PUM CJOBOM?
HOypio! Bo nyuyue oaypuTh
Cebe-Taku, cebe camoro,

Hixx 3 BoporoM mno mpasai XHUTb
I Bcye HapikaTb Ha 6ora!

5 okTabps
[1860
C.-Iletepbype)



With gold grain inseminated,
With good fortune watered!
So unfold in all directions,
Spread, my fertile meadow,
Seeded not with empty gestures
But with wisdom mellow!
Folks will come the crop to garner....
Oh harvest of plenty!...
So unfold, with green be covered,
My field poor and scanty!!
But am I not myself deceiving
With fancies of my own conceiving?
I am! Because it's better so,
To strive, though it should be but vainly,
Than make my peace with bitter foes
And idly keep of God complaining!

[St. Petersburg,]
October 5, [1860]

Translated
by John Weir
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I neub ige, i Hiu ige.

I, ro0By CXOMMBILM B PYKH,
OuByeuicsi, YoMy He iae
AnocTton npaBay i Hayku?

5 HoA6ps
[1860
C.-MTerepbype)
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The days go by, the nights go by....

I clutch my head and seek an answer.
“Why comes he not — ,” dismayed I cry,
“Of truth and knowledge the apostle?”

[St. Petersburg,]
November §, [1860]

Translated by
Irina Zheleznova
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Teue Bopa 3-mia siBOpa
SipoM Ha OOJIMHY.
[Mnwaerbcss HaL BOAOIKO
YepBoHa KaiuHa.
[MniaeTbcsi KaNMHOHBbKA,
sIBop Monoaie,

A kpyroM ix Bep6on03u
M nosu 3eneHioThb.

Teue Boma i3-3a raio
Ta nomnig ropotlo.
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By a spring a sycamore
On the hilltop grows.
Down the hill into the vale
Swift the water flows.

Soft of hue, a guelder rose
Blossoms on the green,
And a leafy willow tree
Weeps beside the stream.

Round a wood the streamlet runs,
And its voice is gay.
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XmonouwyTecsi KayaTouka
IToMex ocokoro.

A Kaueuka BUIUIMBAE

3 kayypoM 3a HHUMH,
JIoBUTb pACKY, PO3MOBJISIE
3 miTkaMu CBOIMM.

Teue Boma kpait ropoga.

Bona craBoMm crana.

[puitio aisua Boay 6patH,
Bpano, 3acnisano.

Buitiin 3 xatu 6aTbhKo i MaTH
B cagok moryasartu,
[Mopagutuck, koro 6 To iM
CBoiM 3siTeM 3BaTHu?

7 HoaGps
[1860
C.-lMerep6ype]



Near the bank, amid the sedge,
Ducklings splash and play.
Mother Duck and Father Duck
Swim beside their brood.

Mother Duck the ducklings shows
How to look for food.

To the stream a maiden comes,
Two bright pails she brings.

To the stream a maiden comes
And a song she sings.

To her side her parents haste;
There she sits, the lass.

“Tell us who our child will wed!”
Of the stream they ask.

[St. Petersburg,]
November 7, [/860)

Translated
by Irina Zheleznova
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NPUMITKH

KATEPHUHA

X yxoecvxuii Bacunv Andpitiosuu
(1783—1852) — pociiicbkHii
noeT i mepexnaaady, OAMH i3
OCHOBOITOJIOXKHHKIB POCiiHCBKOro
pomanTu3my. Bpas Ge3nocepeaHio
yyacThb B OpraHisauii BMKymy
T. LlleBuenka 3 kpinaursa. Ha
nam’AiTh NpO AeHb BUKYNy —
22 kBiTHA (cT.cT.) 1838 p.—
MOET NPUCBATHB HOMY MoeMy
«Karepunay.
Mockane — TyT: odiuep uapcbkoi
apwmii. Haluactile Mockansamu
B yacu T. IlleBuenka Ha3uBanu
BCiX, XTO CJIy>KMB Y LAPChKii
apMii, He3aJ1eKHO Bifl YMHY i
HaLiOHAJIBHOCTI.
...3acnieae I'puys — HApOAHY
nicHio «Oj¥i He xoau, Ipuuo...».
1i T. LLleBueHKo yacTo 3ragyBas
y cBOiX moesisx.
Kere — paiire, nopatire.
Ilaz — ppi6ua MoHerta: rpiuw,
MiBKOMIHKH.
Terbmanwuna — Hanipodiuiitna
Ha3Ba JIiBoGepexHoi Ykpainn
pa3om 3 M. Kuesom (B oiuifinnx
akrax uapcbkoi Pocii
FeTbMaHWMHA Ha3uBasach
Manopocielo), sikoio 3 1667 p. mo
1764 p. ynpasnss rerbmaH. Lle#
TepMiH T. llleBueHKo BXHBa€ y
Pi3HMX 3HAYEHHAX: AK CYCNIbHO-
MONITUYHUIA N1aj | IK TEPUTOPiN;
TYT BXUTO Y MEPIIOMY 3HAYEHHi.
Iokorbono — pepes’siHa AuTsAYa
irpawka, wo Mae ¢popmy obpyua.
Kap6ienuwuii — nicHuK, TOH, WO
pobuthb (kapbye) 3apy6ku
(no3Hayk1) Ha aepeBax.
...Icyca cnisae — 106TO pesiriiiny
MiCHIO («rcanbMy» ), ii cniBaau
crapui # ko63api.

Bepaun — cTapoBHHHA Kapera.

«AYMH MOI, IYMU MOI...»

bynasa — nanuus 3 Kya1sacTum
MOTOBLIEHHAM Ha KiHui. Tyt —
CHMBOJI T€TbMaHCBKOI BJIaJH.

Bynuyz (6ynuyx) — 6ynaBa 3
METaJIEBOIO KY/IbKOIO Ha KiHUi i
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NOTES

KATERINA

Zhukovsky, Vasily (1783—1852),
Russian poet and translator, one
of the founders of Russian
romanticism. He took an active
part in freeing Shevchenko from
serfdom. In memory of the day
when he was ransomed,
Shevchenko dedicated his long
poem Katerina to Zhukovsky.
Muscovite (in Ukrainian moskal),
here an officer in the czarist
army. In Shevchenko’s times the
term was used for anybody who
served in the czarist army,
irrespective of his rank or
nationality.

“THOUGHTS OF MINE...”

Mace, symbol of authority used
by the hetman — the Commander-
in-Chief in the Cossack army.
Bunchuk, a staff embellished with
a horse’s tail and a small
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NpPHKPacoIO-KUTHLIEIO 3 KiIHCBKOro
ponocy. Tyt — o3Haka
reTbMaHCbKOi BJIafu.

NMEPEBEHOS

Mepebends — mopuna, wo sMic '
BeceJo, A0TEMHO PO3MOBIJATH i
cnisatu. Ty — ko63ap.

Yanuii Casa (7—1741) —
MOJIKOBHUK Ha/IBipHOTO BiiicbKa
marHaris [Toroupkux. desxkuit 2
vac Gys Ha 3anopoabkiit Ciui,
nic/1s BTeyi 3 sAIKOi CJy)XUB
COTHHKOM Y MOAbLCBKMX MarHatis 3
YerepruHcbkux. Ilin uac
ralaMaLbKoro MoBCTaHHs

1734 p. nepeifwo Ha Gik
MOBCTaHLIB, a MicJAsA HOro
NPUAYIIEHHS CK1aB MPUCATY

Ha BIPHICTb MOJMIBCHLKO-
IWAAXETCBKOMY ypsay, 3a wwo 6ys
CTpayeHuii raiilaMmakaMm 3aroHy
I'nara Fonoro. Tyt 3raayerbcs
icTopuuHa micHA nmpo 3pany

C. Yanoro i #oro mokapaHHs.
T'opruys — moxauso, ue
XapTtiBnuBa nicus «O# netina
rop;amMus 4yepes caa» abo nicHs
«O# piBYMHA-TOP/IMLIA A0 KO3aKa
FOPHETLC 51>,

Cepbun — mpeacTaBHUK
NiBAEHHOC/IOB STHCLKOI  HAPOJHOCTI,
o xuse B FOrocaasii. Cep6u
6paTamcst i3 CXiZHUMM CI0B’SIHAMH
y 60porb6i NpoTH 30BHiLIHIX
Boporis, 6yBanu Ha YkpaiHi, ae
NPO HUX CKJIAJIOCh Ki/IbKA MiCeHb.
I Bi 3 HUX BMiLIEHO y 36.

M. MakcumoBuua «YKpauHckue
Hapoambie necHu» (1834): «Oii
cep6une, cepGuHe! MOKUHb
cepboBaTy...» i «Oi cepbune,
cepbuHOUKY, cBaTail MeHe,
AiBUNHOUKY». OfIHY 3 TaKMX
niceHb i BUKOHYBaB

MepeGenas.

Llunkapxa — Bigoma B GaraTbox
BapiaHTaXx MiCHA NPO WMHKAPKY,
AKY KO3aKM MiAMOBWIH iXaTH 3
HUMHM, a MOTIM y6nu.

M po Tronoaro — nicHs npo 31y
CBEKpYXY, fIka YyapaMM MepeTBopwia
HEBICTKY B TOMOJIO.
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metallic ball at the end. Here a
symbol of the hetman’s
authority.

PEREBENDYA

Perebendya, an engaging
story-teller and singer. Here a
kobzar, i. e. a bard playing a
national Ukrainian stringed
instrument, kob:za.

Of Lazarus, i. e. a song based

on the biblical parable of the
rich man and the beggar.

How the Sich was razed, the
Zaporozhian Sich, which means
fortifications (sichi) below the
rapids (porohi). The Sich was
founded in the early 16th c. on
the lower Dnieper in the course of
the struggle of the Ukrainian
popular masses against serfdom
bondage and national oppression
as well as against the Turkish and
Tartar invaders. In 1775 the Sich
was destroyed on the order of the
Russian Empress Catherine II

as a stronghold of antifeudal
movement. Here a reference to
historical songs based on this
event.
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¥V a0 — micHs Mpo Te, K CHH 3a
HaMOBOIO MaTepi yOUB CBOIO JKIHKY.
Mpo Jlazaps — nicHA, y AKii
BMKOPUCTAHO €BAHTEJIbCbKY
JIereHAy Mpo roJOAHOro CTapus
Jlazaps i 6aratis Jlazaps.

..Ax Ciu pyunysanu.— B xopni
60poTb6M yKpPaiHCHKUX HAPOAHMX
Mac npoTtu ¢eoganbHoO-
KPINOCHULBKOTO i HaLliOHAJILHOTO
THITY, @ TAKOX MPOTH TYPeLUbKUX
i TaTapcbKUX Hama/iB Ha MOYaTKy
XVI ct. y nonu3ssi duinpa 6ysa
ctBopeHa 3anopo3bka Ciu.
Posaraspgatoun Ciy siIK BOTHMILE
aHTH(deoaanbHoi 60poTbbH,
Karepuna Il y 1775 p. Bupana
Hakas npo ii 3pyiHyBaHHsA. TyT
IAeTBCA MPO ICTOPHYHI MiCHI,
MoB’A3aHi 3 Wi€lo mofieo.

TANIAMAKHU

Tagdamaku — y4acHUKH
HapOAHO-BU3BOJILHOTO PyXy
(nepeBa)xHO CeJITHM) MPOTH
¢eoaanbHO-KPiMmOCHULBKOTO,
HaLOHA/IbHOTO i PeJiriifHOro rHiTy
Ha [paBo6epexHiit YkpaiHi, sika
1o Kinua X VIII ct. nepeGysana
nig BAdaoK uusxercbkoi TTosbii.
[pizHuM BMGYXOM rait1aMaupkoro
pyxy 6yno noscrauns 1768 p.,
oyosieHe 3anizusakoM i ['oHTOIO
(Bigome mia Haspow KoniiBugma),
sike i crasio Temoio llleByeHkoBoro
tBOpY. Buctynw raitnamakis
JKOPCTOKO TPHUAYLIYBAINCh
uisxetTcbkoto IMoabuieo npu
NiATPUMLI LApCBKOro ypsay.
Cyaran — TyT: 030062 3 nip’s um
KiHCBKOrO BOJIOCY Ha MapajH1X
rooBHMX y6opax  BiCBKOBMX.
Ckyrapi — nepepMictst Llapropozaa,
Jle 3HaXOOMBCA Masial Cy/ITaHa,
6araro Meuereil, 6a3apy i cknaau,
a TaKoX TIOpMa, B siKiil nepeGyBasm
noaoHeHi Ko3aku. Llapropoa —
JlaBHA CJIOB'AHCbKa Ha3Ba
Koucrautunonons (Crambyna),
KoMMmHbOI cTonuui Typedyuunhu.
Tma, mHa — TPUIITEPHI CK1aau
B LIEPKOBHOCJIOB STHCbKOMY GykBapi.
Okcisi — HaApAAKOBUH 3HAYOK B
ePKOBHOCJIOB' SIHCBKMX KHMrax,
LLIO O3HAYa€ HaroJIoc HajJ CKJIaJoOM.
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HAIDAMAKI

This long poem is given
incomplete. Haidamaki, a term
used for members of a popular
liberation movement (mostly
peasants) against

serfdom bondage, national

and religious oppression

in the Right-Bank Ukraine (west
of the Dnieper River), which until
the end of the 18th c. was under
the rule of feudal Poland. The
most powerful uprising of the
Haidamaki (known as
Koliyivshchina and led by
Zaliznyak and Gonta) was that
of 1768, which Shevchenko made
the theme of his poem. The
Haidamaki actions were cruelly
suppressed by feudal Poland
supported by the czarist
government of Russia.

Ataman (in Ukrainian Otaman),
a Cossack headman.

Sotnik, commander of a military
unit in the Cossack army (from
sotnya, i. e. a hundred).
Skutari, a suburb of Tsargrad,
with a sultan’s palace, numerous
mosques, markets and
storehouses, as well as a prison

in which captured Cossacks
were held. Tsargrad is an old
Slavic name of Constantinople



& Iupuii 6arbxo — I'puropdsuy
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Bacwib IBaHOBHY (1786 —1865),

POCIiCBKHIt iCTOPUK MHUCTELTBA,
cekperap ToBapucTsa
3a0X0YyBaHHSA Xy OXXHHKIB y

Metep6yp3i, KoHdepeHI-cEKpeTap
Akapemii mucteurs (1829—1859),

CMPHUAB PO3BUTKOBI MHCTELIbKOI

ocBiTH Ha YkpaiHi. Bpas aisuibHy

yuacTb y Bukymni T. IlleBueHka 3
kpinaursa. Ha 3raaky npo aenb

pukyny T. llleBueHKo npucBATHB

oMy noemy «I"aitnamaku».

InTpodyxyis — BCTyN 0 BEJIMKOrO
My3uuHOro abo XyHOXHBOrO TBOPY.

Ockinbku B noemi 6yB yxe
nipnunuit Bctyn, T. LlleBuenko
Ha3BaB TYT iCTOPMYHHMIi BCTYN
«IHTPOAYKLI€IO».

Crenan — Credan Baropii,
koponb IMonbwi 3 1576-ro
no 1586 p.

. An Cobiecokuii — S

Cobecbkuit, koponb IMosbiii
B 1674—1696 pp.

Jueunucs, sx koponi i3 [Nonowi

erikarote...— Ilicas cMepri

kopoas Curismynaa Il Asrycra B

Monbuwii CKiHYWIACh AMHACTIA
SIresuloHiB i Koposiem 6yJ10
obpano I'enpixa Banya, 6para

¢paHuy3bkoro koposst Kapna 1X.
3BUKHYBIUM 40 aGCOMIOTUCTCBKUX

nopsaakis y Ppanuii, I'enpix

Ba.rlya He 3Ba)XaB Ha LUIAXETCbKY

KOHCTUTYLiIO, BHACJiA0K 4Oro
MiX HUM i LUIAXTOIO MOYajuCs
uapu. ITicas cmepri Kapaa IX
lenpix Banya nosepHyBcsa 10
®Dpanuii.

Nie pozwalam! (ITon.) — He
[03BOJIAI0! — MpaBO BETO
(3a6opoHu), sike MaB y
XVII—XVIII cT. KOXeH wieH
MONBLCBKOro ceimy. 3a uum
MpPaBOM roJIOC JMLIE OJHOTO
JlenyTaTa Mir 3ipBaTH yXBaJy
ceitmy.

Honaroscokuii Cranicaas Aszyct

(1732—1798) — ocraHHi#H
koposb [Moabwi. [TpoBoaus
MOJIITUKY, WO BiAnoBigasa
iHTepecam MOJbCbKMX MarHatis
Ta uapcbkoro ypsiny Pocii. [lpu
HboMmy [Tosbuwia BTpaTia cBoio
JleP)KaBHICTb.
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(Istanbul), the former capital
of Turkey.

A foster-father fine, Vasil
Hrihorovich (1786—1865),
Russian art historian, secretary
of the Society for the
Encouragement of Artists in
St. Petersburg,
conference-secretary of the
Academy of Fine Arts (1829—
1859), promoted art education
in Ukraine. Was active in
ransoming Shevchenko from
serfdom. In memory of the day
when it happened, Shevchenko
dedicated his Haidamaki to
Hrihorovich.

Sobieski, Jan Sobieski, king of
Poland from 1674 to 1696.
Batory, Stefan Batory, king
of Poland from 1576 to 1586.
How Polish kings the Polish
kingdom fled. The Polish King
Zygmunt II August was the last
of the Jagielto dynasty. After
his death, Henry of Valois,
brother of Charles IX
of France, was elected king
of Poland (1573). Following
the traditions of the French
absolute monarchy, Henry
disregarded the constitution,
which caused conflicts between
him and the Polish nobility.
On the death of Charles IX,
King Henry returned to France.
Nie pozwalam! (Polish),i.e.
I do not permit it. Veto power,
which every member of the
Polish Sejm (parliament) had
in the 17th— 18th centuries.
If but one voice shouted
“Nie pozwalam!”, the subject
under consideration was
dropped.
Poniatowski, Stanislaw 11
August Poniatowski (1732—
1798), the last king of Poland,
whose policy was in the interests
of the Polish magnates and the
czarist government of Russia
and under whom Poland lost
its sovereignty.
Pufaski, Pac, Kazimierz
Putaski and Jan Michat Pac,
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lonopy cn06o — cnoBo yecTi.
ITynascexui, Ilay — nonwbebki
MAarHaTH, WO OYOJII0BAJIH
ono3uuio nporn [MousaToBcbKOroO,
KepiBHMKM LIAXETCHKOro
MOBCTaHHs, sike 6y0 NpuayweHe
3a IOMOMOrOI0 LIAPChKOro BiChKa.
Kongpedepayii — TyT: TUMuacosi
BiliCbKOBO-MONITHYHI 06’ €aHaHHSA
peakuifHOi 4aCThyM MONbCbKOL
LUIAXTH W KaTOJNMLBKOroO
AYXiBHULTBA, METOIO SIKUX Gys10
36epeXeHHs1 HEOOMEXEHUX
MPHBLIEIB UUIAXTH ¥ KaTOMULBKOI
uepksu. HaiiBizomiworo
KoHenepauicio 6yna Bapcobka,
crBopeHa 1768 p. Ha 3'i3ai
nonbcbkoi wsixTh B M. Bapi
(tenep MicTo BiHHMLpKOI oBnacTi).
Ha Ykpaiuni kondeneparn
JKOPCTOKO 3HYLUAMUCA 3 HApOAy.
KoniiBumHa 6yna signosigaio
YKpaiHCbKOr0 Hapoay Ha ui
3HywmanHs. Y 1772 p. Bapceka
KOHdeepalis po3nanacs.
Turap (KTHTOpP) — UEPKOBHUM
cTapocTa.

Yuzupun — MoBiTOBE MiCTO
(Tenep paiOHHHI LEHTP
Yepxacbkoi obnacri). MMig vac
BH3BOJIBHOI BiHHM YKPaiHCBKOrO
napoay 1648—1654 pp. 6y10
pesuaeHuicio rerbMaHa Boraana
XMenbuuubkoro. Y ciudi 1653 p.
B YurnpuHi sinbynacs
CTapLUMHCbKA paja, AKa
NMPUAHANA YXBaly MPOAOBXYBATH
60poTb0y MPOTH WLIAXETCHKOT
Monbuwi i go6uBaTUCA
BO33’€lHaHHA YKpainu 3 Pociero.
Ceésauenut — HiX, 3a Nepekasam,
OCBSIYEHHUH Ay XiBHMI(TBOM
MOTpPOHMHCBKOTO MOHAcTHUPSA
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(no6:m3y Ynrupuna) Ha posnpaBy

raiilamakis i3 WAAXTOIW.
...NO0UBITHLCA: TO
xongedeparu...— «Ilpo
KOH(eaepaTiB Tak po3Ka3yloTb
J0AM, KOTPi iX 6aunnm; i He
auBHO, 60 To Gyna Bce wsXTa
z honorem, 6e3 aucummninm;
poBUTb HE XOueThCs, a icTH
Tpe6a». (Mpumir. T. LlleBuenka).
Z honorem — 3 roHopom, 3
AHUXOI0.

534

15

Polish magnates who led the
opposition against Poniatowski
and a rebellion of the gentry,
which was suppressed with
the assistance of the czarist
army.

Confederates, members of
confederacies, here temporary
military and political alliances
of the reactionary Polish
nobility and Roman Catholic
clergy to protect the unlimited
privileges of the nobility and
the Roman Catholic Church.
The most widely known was
the Bar Confederacy

set up at a congress of the
Polish nobility in 1768 in the
town of Bar (now in Vinnitsya
Region, Ukraine). The
confederates were notorious for
their atrocities against the
Ukrainian population, whose
uprising called Koliyivshchina
was provoked by these
atrocities. In 1772 the Bar
Confederacy broke up.
Chihirin, a district centre, now
in Cherkasy Region, the
residence of Hetman Bohdan
Khmelnitsky during the War
of Liberation led by

the Ukrainian people in
1648—1654 against the
dominancy of feudal Poland.
In January 1653 a council
of the senior officers held

in Chihirin took a decision

to continue fighting and seek
reunification with

Russia.

Blesséd blade, a legendary knife
which the clergy of

St. Motrona’s Monastery near
Chihirin blessed to be used
by the Haidamaki to
avenge the cruelty of the
Polish nobility.

Those are the confederates.
“That’'s what witnesses say
about the confederates. It is
no wonder, because those
nobles were haughty and knew
no discipline; they were too
lazy to work, but they still
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Hanusaiixo Cesepun — KepiBHUK
aHTH(EOAATBHOTO CEJIAHCHKO-
KO3aLbKOro MOBCTaHHA
1594—1596 pp. Ha YkpaiHi i B
Binopycii mpoTy rHiTy NoJALCHKHUX,
JINTOBCbKHMX, YKPaiHCBKHX |
6in0opycekux ¢eonanis, Gpas
yyacTb Yy MOXOAAaX 3amnopoXLiB
MPOTH TYPKiB i KPUMCBKHMX TaTap.
ByB BuaaHuit Bepxiskoio
KO3aLbKOI CTapLIMHU MOJBbCHKIii
UUIAXTi i cTpayeHnit y Bapuasi
1597 p. 3 iM’sam Hanmsaiika
MOB’A3aHO GaraTo HapoAHMX
nmiceHb i Neresa.

Binvwana — «Binbana, abo
Onbluana,— Micreyko Kuiscbkoi
ry6epHii, 3BeHMrOPOACHKOrO
nosity». (IIpumir. T. LlleBuenka).
Haegixu, npasednuii, 3achys.—
«AHaxpoOHi3M: THTaps JIAXH
3aMy4ywIu 3UMOIO, a He JIITOM».
(IMpymir. T. LlleByenka). Lis
noAis cranacs (TyT BiITBOpEHO
CrpaBxKHi# PakT) 3a ABa POKH A0
KoniiBumuan — 1766 p.

Tperi nigni — «Tperi niBHi —
CHTHAJT; PO3Ka3yioTh, WO 3ai3HsAKa
ecayJ1, He AiKAABLUN TPETiX MiBHiB,
3ananuB MeaseniBky — MicTeuko
MiX YurpuHoM i 3BEHUTOPOAKOIO».
(Mpumirt. T. LlleByenka).
Cxu3smaru — «HeyniatiB naxu
Ha3uBanu cxusmaTamu». ([Ipumir.
T. llleBueHka).

Tontra Isan (?—1768) — cOTHHMK
HaBIPHMX KO3aKiB B YMaHi, 1o
cnyxwiu npu asopi IToroupkoro,
OAMH 3 KEePiBHHKIB HapOAHOTO
noectanHs 1768 p. ITig uac
HACTyNy raiaamaupKoro Bificbka
nig npoBogoM 3anizusaka I'oxra
Pa3oM 3 HaJBIPHUMM KO3aKaMH
nepeioB Ha 6ik NoBcTaHUiB.
Micas 3p06yrrs Ymani Coury
MPOroJIOIIEHO YMaHCHhKHM
noskoBHUKOM. Kosu mnoBcraHHs
6ys10 npuAyweHe, MONbCbKa
ULUIAXTa MpPH MiATPHMIL
LApChKOro BiliCbKa HELAAHO
po3npaBwiacs 3 HOro
yuacimkamy. Tonra 6yB miacrymHo
CXOIUIeHMiH LapChbKMM BilCbKOM,
BUAAHUI MOJBCHKIN LUIAXTI i
MICJIA IIOTUX TOPTYP CTPaueHHit
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had to eat.” (A note by
Shevchenko).

Nalivaiko, Severin Nalivaiko,
leader of the peasant-Cossack
uprising of 1594—1596 in
Ukraine and Byelorussia against
the oppression of the Polish,
Lithuanian, Ukrainian and
Byelorussian

feudals, took part in Zaporozhian
Cossack campaigns against the
Turks and Crimean Tartars. The
high-ranking Cossack officers
gave him up to the Polish
nobility, who had him

executed in Warsaw in 1597.
Nalivaiko’s name figures
prominently in many folk songs
and legends.

He's gone to his eternal rest.
“This is an anachronism: the Poles
tortured the churchwarden to
death in winter, not in summer.”
(A note by Shevchenko). This
happened (the author used a real
fact) two years before the
Koliyivshchina uprising, in 1766.
The third cock-crow. “The third
cock-crow was to be used as

a signal. People say that
Zaliznyak’s aid, without waiting
for the third cock-crow, set fire
to Medvedivka, a small town
between Chihirin and
Zvenigorodka.” (A note by
Shevchenko).

Schismatics. “The Poles called
non-Uniates schismatics.” (A note
by Shevchenko.).

Vilshana. “Vilshana or Olshana,
is a small town in Kiev
Province, Zvenigorodka District.”
(A note by Shevchenko).
Gonta, Ivan (? — 1768), a sotnik
of the Uman court Cossacks in the
service of the Polish magnate
Potocki, one of the leaders of the
popular uprising of 1768. As the
Haidamaki under Zaliznyak
advanced on Uman, Gonta and the
Cossacks under his command -
went over to the rebels. When
Uman was taken, Gonta was
promoted to the Colonel of Uman.
After the uprising was suppressed,
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y ceni Cepbax (Tenep ceno
lonriska) na [Toaini.
3aniznusxk Maxcum —
3anopo3bKUM KO3aK, OOMH 3
KkepiBHukiB  KoniiBwmHm.
OpranisyBas y XosnogHomy SIpy
(nig YUrMpuHOM) MOBCTAHCbKUM
3ariH raiiaMakiB i NpuBiB i oro
nig YMaHb — MicTo, 1o
HaJIeXao TOAI MOJbCbKOMY
marHaToBi [Toroubkomy,— ne
3’€AHABCA 3 MOBCTAIMMM KO3aKaMH
nig nposogom outu. Bys
No-3pafiHULBKOMY CXOIUJIEHHH
uapcbkuM MosnkoBHukom [yp’esum
i micast XopcToKOI Kapu 6aToramu
3aCJ/IaHuit Ha JOBIYHY KaTOpPry Ao
Cubipy.
Pocb i Anbra — piukm, Ha
Geperax sakux sigGysanmucs 601
MOBCTAJIMX CENSIH 3 BIHCbKOM
wasxtu. 3rapyoun Ceny,
T. llleBueHko Mac Ha yBasi
BapdonomiiBcbKy Hiu — Hiu 3
23-ro Ha 24 cepnua 1572 p.
(npotn aHs cB. Bapdosomis),
y Ky B [Tapuxi KaTOAMKH
3HUUMAN 6an3bko 30 THCAY
ryreHoTiB.
JMomaxa — wabnsi 3 pamacbkoi
cTani.
Tanaiida — Ge3pomumit Gypnaka.
Lapuna — Bopota npu B'i3ai B
ceno.
A xt0 unen? Kcvondsu,
e3yitu.— «Jlo yHii Ko3akn 3
NIIXaMM MUPHUIINCH, i AKOK He
€3yiTH, To, MOXe 6, i He pisanncs;
e3yit [ToceBiH, 1erat nancebkuit,
nepluMi Hayas yHil0 B YKpaiHi».
(Mpumirt. T. LlleBuenka).
Jlerat — TyT: yNmOBHOBa)K€HMM
nanu B KpaiHi, WO He Mae
OMIJIOMATHYHUX BiAHOCHH 3
BarikaHom.
3 Kepenieku — «KepeniBka, abo
Kupunoska,— ceno
3BEeHUropoACHbKOro MoBiTy.
YepBoHelp, 110 AaB 3ami3HAK
XJI0MLEB, i OCI ECTb y CHHA TOrO
xJi0nus, KOTopoMy OyB Aanmit,— °
s cam Joro 6aums». (ITpumir.
T. LlleBuyeHka).
Byduwa.— «Ceno Bynuue,
Hepasieko opn KepeniBky; B sipy
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the Polish nobility, supported by
the czarist troops, punished its
participants mercilessly. The
czarist troops seized Gonta
treacherously and gave him up
to the Polish nobility. After
inhuman tortures he was executed
in the village of Serbi (now
Gontivka) in Podolia.
Zaliznyak, Maxim, a Zaporozhian
Cossack, one of the leaders of
the Koliyivshchina uprising. He
formed a group of rebels in
Kholodny Yar (Cold Ravine,
near Chihirin) and led it to
Uman — a town which then
belonged to the Polish magnate
Potocki — where the rebellious
Cossacks under Gonta joined him.
Zaliznyak was treacherously
seized by the czarist colonel
Guryev, and after a cruel
whipping was exiled for life for
hard labour in Siberia.

Alta and Ros, the rivers on which
battles between the Ukrainian
peasant-rebels and the troops of
the Polish nobility took place.
Referring to the Seine,
Shevchenko had in mind the
slaughter of the Huguenots
(nearly 30,000 killed) by the
Catholics in Paris, known as

the St. Bartholomew’s massacre
(August 23—24, 1572).
Halaida, a vagrant.

The Jesuits, the priests! *Before
the union the Cossacks and

the Poles lived in peace, and if it
were not for the Jesuits,
perhaps they wouldn’t fight at all.
The Jesuit Possevino, the Pope’s
legate, was the first to introduce
the union in Ukraine.” (A note
by Shevchenko). Legate here
means an envoy of the Pope in a
country that does not maintain
diplomatic relations with the
Vatican. The union is a reference
to the Uniate Church.
Kerelivka. “Kerelivka, or
Kirilovka, is a village in
Zvenigorodka District. The son of
the boy, to whom Zaliznyak had
given a gold coin, still keeps it,
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03€epo i Hajl 03epOM JIiC HEBEJIMKHIA,
30BeTbes I'ynaniBuuHoW0 32 Te,
wo Tam 3ai3HAK 36MBaB JAXiB
3 gepesa. JIoxu, ae 6yB
3aXO0BaHMIi LUIAXETCbKUIi CKapb,
i 0Ci BUAKO, TLIBKO BXe
po3py¥iiHoBaHi». (IIpumir.
T. LlleBuenka).
HAyxauux — pykar, cpibua,
ni3Hilue 30J10Ta MOHeETA, AKY
KapOyBasu B psiai Kpain 3axigHoi
€sponu. Ha YkpaiHi BiH 3BaBcst
«4E€PBOHHMM 30JI0TOM». 3a yaciB
KoniiBimHu MaB BapTicTs B
3—3,5 xp6.
Y Jucsanky — JIucsiHka —
MiCTeuko 3BEHMrOpOACHKOro
nosity, Hag piukoio I'Huium
Tiknuem. TyT 3ifiuvmmcsa Iodra
3 3ani3HAKOM i po3pyHHyBaJM
CTapoOCBITCbKHMI GYAMHOK,
Boraanom HibuTo GymoBaHMii».
(ITpumir. T. LlleBuenka). Enizon
npo 3ycrpiu y JlucsiHui
no6yaoBaHHUIi Ha OCHOBI
HapoJHUX TepeKas3is.
Hacnpaeai x I'onra
3’¢nHaBCs 3 3ali3HAKOM mig
YMaHHI0.
«Y Manb — ropop, MoBiTOBMIA
ry6Gepnii Kuiscbkoi». (IIpumir.
T. LlleBuenka). Tenep paitoHHwmi
ueHTp Yepkacbkoi o6aacTi.
Kuraiixa — cuna a6o yepBoHa
6aBOBHsHA TKaHMHa.
Lleit enirpad T. IlleBuenko
BJIaCHOPYYHO BHIC y TEKCT OAHOr0
3 NPUMIPHHUKIB BUSAHHS
«Ko63apsa» 1860 p. Enirpad
B35ITHI 3 HAPOAHOI MiCHi Mpo
IIBauky. IllBayka Mmukura —
-3aMopo3bKMi KO3aK, Mif 4ac
KoniiBIuMHK BaTaxxok
rafaMalbkoro 3aroHy, sKMu
AifB y paitoHi Binoi Llepksu,
®dactoBa, Bacuwibkosa. Ilicas
Mopa3KM MOBCTaHHA 3acJaHuil 10
Cubipy. B Hapoanux micHsx
IlIBauka ocmiBYETbCA AK repoif i
3aXMCHUK [OKPilayeHoro
cenancrea. T. LlleByeHko 3
AUTHHCTBA OyB 3HalOMMIl 3
nicusimu npo LlIBauxy, oguy 3
HUX — «O# MOiXKAXKAaE Mo
YkpaiHi Ta K03a4€HbKO
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I saw it myself.” (A note by
Shevchenko).

Budishcha. “The village of
Budishche, not far from Kerelivka.
There is a lake there in a ravine,
and by the lake there is a small
forest called Hupalivshchina
because Zaliznyak once knocked
Poles off a tree there. The
cellars where the Polish nobles’
treasures were hidden can still

be seen, only they are in ruins
now.” (A note by Shevchenko).
Hupalivshchina derives from the
verb hupati, which means to fall
with a thud.

Ducat, asilver, later gold, coin
issued in a number of countries in
the Western Europe of the time.
In Ukraine this coin was called
“red gold” and was worth 3 to
3.5 rubles in the times of the
Koliyivshchina uprising.
Lisyanka. “Lisyanka is a small
town in Zvenigorodka District,
on the Hnily Tikich River.

This is the place where Gonta
and Zaliznyak met and ruined

an old-style house, which is said to
have been built by Bohdan
[Khmelnitsky].”

(A note by Shevchenko). The
episode about the meeting in
Lisyanka is based on legends.

In reality Gonta joined Zaliznyak
at Uman.

“Uman, a district centre in Kiev
Province.” (A note by
Shevchenko). Now the town is in
Cherkasy Region.

This epigraph Taras Shevchenko
inserted in his own hand in a copy
of the 1860 edition of his Kobzar
(The Bard). The epigraph is
borrowed from a folk song about
Mikita Shvachka. He was a
Zaporozhian Cossack, who,
during the Koliyivshchina
uprising, led a group of rebels
which operated in the vicinity

of Bila Tserkva, Fastiv

and Vasilkiv. After the defeat of
the uprising he was exiled

to Siberia. Folk songs celebrate
Shvachka as a hero and defender
of the serf-peasants. Taras
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LlIBauka» — MOeT Ha3BaB y
WOAEHHUKY «ya1001€HOIO»,
Kinni narodowi... (Ilon.) —
«Kawalerja narodowa» — tak
3BaJIMChb MOJIBCbKI AparyHu; ix
toai 6yno B Ymani 3000, i Bci
6ysnM noGUTI rainaamakammu».
(Mpumit. T. LlleBuenka).
Maxnys noxem — i diteu
nemae! — «B Ymani loxta y6us
AiTe# CBOIX 3a Te, 1O iX MaTHU-
KaTOJIMYKa MOMorsa €3yiTam
nepeBecTH iX B KaTOJIMKH.
MnapaHoBHY, TOBapyLI CUHIB
Contu, 6aunB 3 A3BiHMLI, K BOHU
yMepaM i SIK LKOAApPIB
6a3W1iaHCbK Ol KO NOTONMB
Toura B kpuuuui. Bid 6arato
Hanucas 06 aigamayumni, ane
HaJPyKOBaHOTO HEMa Hi4Oro».
(Mpumit. T. LllesyeHka).
Hacnpasai x I'oHTa He B6uBaB
cBoix aiteit. HaBiTh cnHosi
yMaHcbkoro ry6epHartopa
MnaganoBuuya, skoMy Toai 6yao
7 pokiB, BiH 36epir XuTTa.3rogom
MnapaHoB1uY BUCTYNHB i3
cnoragamu npo KoniiBumny, ane
npo B6uscTBO 'OHTOIO CBOIX AiTelt
He 3rajye.

Ba3unianu — yeHUi yHIaTCbKOro
opaeHy cB. Bacunia. B Ymaui
6azuniann Manu wWKoay ANs
WASAXETCbKUX AIiTeH.

Minei — Yetbi-Minei (3 rp. —
LWOMICAYHI YUTAHHS), LEPKOBHO-
peniriiidi 36ipHUKK B ABaHAAUATH
YaCTHHAX, WO MICTHIN «KHTIf
CBATHX», MOBYAHHA TOLO,
yKJIageHi BiAMOBIAHO A0 KOXHOTO
MicAus poKy.

..0Ocranaca caaéa.— «3noniu,
po3GoiHuk aGo raitnamaka —
TakMMM OCTaNMUCs railaMaku no
KosaiiswuHi. Takumn ix 3HaoTb
i moci». (ITpumit. T. LlleBuenka).
Tyt, ouesnguo, T. llleBuenko
roBOPUTb MPO MOrAAAM, WO iX
NOTpUMYyBajacsi TOMILUHS
peakuiitHa icTopiorpadis.

Y uapogHiit naM’aTi raiaamakm
KHUAM K MECHMKH — 3aXUCHHUKH
inTepeciB HapoaHuX Mac. Y noemi
T. LlleBueHKO OCYAXYyE
HaUiOHaNbHY BOPOXKHeuy i
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Shevchenko had known songs
about Shvachka since his
childhood. One of them the poet
described in his diary as his
favorite.

Dragoons. “The Polish dragoons
were called kawalerja narodowa
(national cavalry). There were
3000 of them in Uman, and all
were killed by Haidamaki.”

(A note by Shevchenko).

And the two lads were slain.
“In Uman Gonta killed his
children because their mother,
who was a Catholic, helped the
Jesuits to convert them to
Catholicism. Mladanovich, a
friend of Gonta's sons, saw from a
belfry how they died and watched
Gonta drowning pupils of

St. Basil’s school in a well.

. Mladanovich wrote much about

the Haidamaki uprising, but no
published materials are available.’
(A note by Shevchenko). In
reality Gonta did not kill his
children. He even saved the life
of the son of the governor of
Uman Mladanovich, who was
seven then. Later Mladanovich
published his reminiscences
about the Koliyivshchina
uprising, but there was no
mention of Gonta killing his
children.

St. Basil's school. The Uniate
order of St. Basil had a school
for the Polish gentry's children
in the Ukrainian town of Uman.
This repute /To our own days
remains. “A thief, robber or
Haidamaka — that’s the
Haidamaki image after the
Koliyivshchina uprising. And
that's what we know about them
today.” (A note by Shevchenko)-
Shevchenko probably meant the
view of the reactionary
historiography of the time. In
people’s memory Haidamaki
lived as their avengers who
defended the interests of the
masses. In his poem Taras
Shevchenko condemned national
enmity and called for the unity

y



3aKJIMKAE CJIOB'SIHCBKI HApOAM [0
enHaHHsA. Lli AymMKu noer Bupa3Ho
BMCJIOBHB Y MepeaMOBi 0 TBOpY.

TAMANIA

Tamanis — llleyenkis Famanin '

ocoba He icTopMuHa; ue
y3arasibHeHUit 06pa3 Ko3aubkoro
BaTaxxa. B ykpaiHcbkii icTopii,
nouunxaiouu 3 XVII cr., Bigomo
Kinbka Tamaniit; 3rapyrorscs

BOHM i B «cTopum pycos» cepea
KO3aLbKOi CTapLIMHHU

XVII—XVIII cT., npoTe >XoaeH

3 HUX HE OYOJIOBaB MOPCBKHUX
noxois.

Benuxuit /1yz — nasHs Ha3Ba 2
MicueBocTi Ha siBoMy Gepesi

I ninpa, BKpPUTOI JlicoM, 3

o3epaMH, IUMaHaMH, Je

3aMopoXLi MOTIOBAJIH i JIOBUIH
puoGy.

Xopruys — octpiB Ha JIHinpi. 3
BajxmBuit OMOPHMIT MYHKT
3anoposbkoi Ciui.

Tanap — cpibHa MoHera,

Bizantisa — CxigHo-PuMcbka 4
iMnepis; TYT WAETLCA MPO

M. Ctambyn (KoHcTaHTHHOMOAD),
skmit go 1453 p. 6yB cTonnuero
Bizamurii.

Xypouza — TiopMa. 5
Yepreyv — Ilerpo KoHamesmny-
Caranpaunmit  (7—1622),—
reTbMaH YKpaiHCbKOro

PEECTpOBOro KO3aLTBa, Hanexas

10 YyrogOBCbKOI CTapluMHy i n6aB
npo 1i intepecu. Hacnpasai Bin
yeHueM He 6yB. YcaBuBCs
noxoaamu npotu Kpumcekoro
XaHCTBA i CY/JTaHCBKOT

Typeuunnu. B 1620 p. nocaas go

M OCKBHM NOCONBLCTBO 3 MPOXAHHAM
NPUIHATH KO3aKiB Ha C1yxXOy.

B 1621 p. kOMaHAYBaB KO3aUbKHM
BilicbkOM y GUTBi MpoTH TYpKiB

nig XorunoM. ITomep Bia TAXKKOT
paHu, Ky AICTaB y uiit GuTBI.
IMoxosanuit y Kueo-Bpatcbkomy
MoHacTupi. Y CcBOiX TBOpax

T. LlleByeHko 3raayBas

I1. CaraitpauHoro sik BUZaTHOro

i TaJaHOBMUTOrO MOJIKOBO/LIS.
Tanara — nepeamicts CramGyna. ©

539

of the Slavic peoples. This idea
can be clearly seen in the
foreword.

HAMALIYA

Hamaliya. Shevchenko's
Hamaliya is not a historical
figure. This is a generalized
character of a Cossack leader.
Since the 17th c. there had been
several Hamaliyas in Ukrainian
history. They are also mentioned
in the anonymous History of the
Russes among the senior Cossack
officers, but none of them headed
sea campaigns.

Luh, Veliky Luh (The Great
Meadow), an old name of the
place on the left bank of the
Dnieper, with a forest, lakes and
lagoons where the Zaporozhian
Cossacks hunted and fished.
Khortitsya, an island in the
Dnieper River, an important
stronghold of the Zaporozhian
Sich.

Byzantium, the Eastern Roman
Empire. Here Istanbul, which
before 1453 was the capital of
Byzantium and whose name then
was Constzantinople.

Monk, Petro
Konashevich-Sahaidachny

(? — 1622), hetman of the part
of Ukrainian Cossacks who were
in the service of the Polish
government. He came from the
conciliatory senior officers and he
showed concern about their
interests. He was not a monk.
Sahaidachny was famous for his
campaigns against the Crimean
khanate and Turkish sultanate.
In 1620 he sent his ambassadors
to Moscow to seek military
service there. In 1621 he was in
command of the Cossack force
which took part in the battle of
Khotin against the Turks.
Sahaidachny died of a wound
which he received in this battle.
Taras Shevchenko praised him as
an outstanding general.

Galata, a suburb of Istanbul.
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Midxosa lean (?—1578) —3a '

MOXOMKEHHSAM MOJAABaHUH, 10
1577 p. 6yB 3anopo3bKuUM
KO03aKOM, a notiM (1577—1578)
MOaBCbKMM FOCMOAApEM; OAUH
3 KepiBHMKIB BM3BOJIbHOI
60poTbOK MONIABCBKOrO HAapoay
MpOTH TypeubKHUX i TaTapCbKUX
3arap6nukis. [Ipo itoro yuacts

y MOPCbKHX MOXOAAX BiAOMOCTeEH
Hemae. T[ocnopap — TuTya
npasuteniB Bonowmnuu i Mongasii
y XIV—XIX cT.

Paneyv — nopapyHok (TyT
BXXNTO B NEPEHOCHOMY 3HAu€HHi).

COH
(«Y BCAKOro cBost
JONA...»)

JAywi nponusae! — IlponvBanHs
Kpinakis i nporpasaHHs ix y
KapTH 6y/10 MOWMNPEHUM ABUILEM

cepel KpiMOCHMKIB. 2

...Jazyau Kaudanu niod 3emneo...—
Mnerbcs npo 3akyTux y KaigaHu
KaTOP)KHMKIB, L0 MpaLioBaIM

B pyasukax Cubipy.

...l{ap eoni, yap, wremnom
yeinuanuii! — O6pa3 3acnaHus-
peBostouiotepa. KaropixHukis
TOAI TaBpyBaJsH. 4
...Ha 6aznuwyi zopod mpie...—
To6T0 IMerepbypr, 3acHoBaHmii 5
1703 p., 3a uyacis Iletpa I
(1672—1725), Ha 6onoTHCTOMY
6epe3i @iHCBKOI 3aTOKHM.
Cronuueto IerepGypr cras

1712 p.

Cam — nap Muxkona I.

Teepouns i 036inuys —
INMerponaBnoBcbka dopreus 3
co6opom npoTn 3umMoBOro nanauy
Ha oaHoMmy 3 ocTposiB Hesu.

1i cnopyaxeHno ns 06opoHn
micra IletrepGypra, ane 3a
nNpU3HayeHHAM BOHA He
BMKOPUCTOBYBanach. 3 KiHus
XVIII c1. 6yna 8’'sa3unueio ans
MONITMYHMX BOPOTiB

camoaep KaBCTBa.

Mepeomy — Bropas..— Ha
nam’saTHuky [lerposi I,
nocrasneHomy 1782 p. 3a

Haka3oM Karepunu 11, Hanucano
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Pidkova, Ivan (? — 1578), of
Moldavian origin, until 1577 was
a Zaporozhian Cossack, later
(1577—1578) Moldavian hospodar
(title of the rulers of Wallachia
and Moldavia in the 14th—19th
centuries). One of the leaders

in the struggle of the Moldavian
people against the Turkish

and Tartar invaders. There are
no data of Pidkova’s taking part
in sea campaigns.

A DREAM
(“Each man on earth
has his own fate...””)

The clanging sound of chains,
reference to the shackled
convicts working in the

mines of Siberia.

The king of freedom, the exiled
revolutionary.,

And in that slough a city stands,
St. Petersburg, founded in 1703
by Peter the Great (1672—1725)
in the marshes on the Gulf of
Finland. St. Petersburg became
the capital of Russia in 1712.
Khokhol, a derogatory name for
Ukrainians in czarist Russia.
There looms a fortress dread,
the Peter and Paul Fortress
with a basilica, on an island in
the Neva River opposite the
Winter Palace. The fortress was
to defend the city, but it never
played that role. As it lost its
military importance, it was
transformed into a prison (late
18th c.) for political enemies of
the Russian autocracy.

“The Second to the First.” On
the monument to Peter the Great,
put up on the order of Catherine II
in 1782, there is a dedication

in Russian and Latin: “To Peter
the First — Catherine the
Second.”

Hlukhiv, a district centre in .
Chernihiv Province (now in Sumi
Region), was the residency of



JIBOMa MOBaMM — POCiHCbKOIO
i natuHcbkolo: «Ilerpy
IMepsomy — Ekartepuna
Bropas».

I'nyxié — noBiToBe MicTO
YepairiBcbkoi rybepHii (temep
paitonnmit ueHTp CyMmcbkoi
obnacti). Byno peaunenuieio
YKPaiHCBbKMX TeTbMaHiB y
1708—1722,1727—1734 i
1750—1764 pp.

...Haxasnum zeromanom! —
Posnosinp BeaeTbes Bid iMeHi
YepHIriBCbKOro MOJKOBHUKA
Magena Mony6orka (1660—1723),
sikoro 6ys10 npusHayeHo 1722 p.
HaKa3HUM (TUMYaCOBHUM)
rerbMaHoM JliBoGepesxHOi
Vkpaiuu. YKpaiHcbki
JBOPAHCBHKO-OYpXKya3Hi icTOpUKH
300paXxyBajsm MOro 3aXMCHHUKOM
HapOOHUX iHTepeciB, IO He
MaJIo Hi4oro CrijbHOro 3
peanbHolo ocobow Momy6orka.
Bazpsanuys — [OBruit BEPXHii
OAAT 3 JOPOroi TKaHWHKU
6arpsiHOro Ko/bopy, AKHii y
CTapoOBUHY HOCWIM MOHApXH.
Medeidb.—MaeTbcs Ha yBasi
uap Mukona I.

€PETHUK

€perux — NI0AMHA, sKa
BiACTYNWIaCh Bifi AOrM MaHiBHOI
penirii. KaTonmupka uepksa
OroJIOCWI1a €peTMKaMu CBOIX
ileAHUX NPOTHBHUKIB —
BuaaTHUX dinocodis i BueHNX

I xopaano BpyHo, Kamnauenny,
Tanines Ta in. Epetnkom 6yB
OroJIOLIeHHH TaKOX ifieosor
yecbkoi Pedopmauii, npodecop
IMpa3bkoro yHiBepcHUTeTy i
nponosigauk An Tyc (1371—
1415), skuit rocTpO BUKPHUBAB y
CBOIX TBOpax, JIEKUiAX i Ka3aHHAX
KaTOJMUbKE AYXIBHMLTBO i
HiMeupknx (eopanis.
Hlagpapux IMasen Hoceg
(1795—1861) — uecbkuit i
cnoBaubkui ¢inosor, iCTOpHK,
Jisiy 4eChbKOro i CJ0BaLbKOro
BigpopxeHus. Ipuxnabuo
CTaBMBCSL [0 YKpaiHCbKOi
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Ukrainian hetmans in
1708—1722, 1727—1734, and
1750—1764.

Acting Hetman of Ukraine. The
story is told by Colonel of
Chernihiv Pavlo Polubotok
(1660—1723), who in 1722 was
appointed Acting Hetman of
Left-Bank Ukraine (east of the
Dnieper River). Historians who
expressed the views of the nobility
and bourgeoisie showed him as a
defender of the people’s
interests, which had nothing in
common with reality.

THE HERETIC

Heretic, a person who departed
from the orthodox dogma of a
church. The Roman Catholic
Church condemned as heretics all
its ideological enemies, among
them the outstanding
philosophers and scientists
Giordano Bruno, Campanella
and Galileo. The ideologist of
the Czech Reformation, Professor
of Prague University and
preacher Jan Hus (1371—1415),
who exposed the dominancy of the
Catholic clergy and German
feudals in his works, lectures

and preachings, had also been
condemned as a heretic.

Safafik, Pavel Josef (1795—
1861), Czech and Slovak
philologist, historian, prominent
figure in the Czech and Slovak
Renaissance. He approved the



KyJbTypH. Y CBOiX npausax
nponaryBaB igei €IHOCTi
CNOB'SIHCbKMX HapoziB.

lesekiinb — 6i6niitHMit  MPOpoOK,
JIeTeHapHHii aBTOp OAHI€T 3 KHUT
6i6aii («KHura Iesexiing»).
Koncranybruii eperux eeauxuiis —
SH I'yc. KoHcTaHl — niBoeHHO-
HiMelbke MICTO, 3aCHOBaHe 3a
vaciB Pumcbkoi iMnepii, Tam
BiaGyBCcs uepKoBHMIi co6op, Ha
sikomy SIHa Iyca 6yn0 oronoweHo
€PETHKOM i CMajleHO Ha BOTHMLI
3a BUCTYN NPOTH PUMCBHKOrO
nanu.

...4epneywv z0008anui cuduro.—
T. LlleBueHKO MaB Ha yBa3i
PMMCBKOrO mnamy.

Bcye (uepk.-canoB.) — MapHo,
HOapeMHo.

Tiapa — ronoBuui yGip
PMMCBKOTO nanu, O3Haka Bnagmn. °
Bigpniemcoka xanauys —Ha3Ba
kamunui B Ipasi, y sakii SIu T'yc
BUCTYNaB i3 CBOIMM PONOBiAAMHY. '
Bynna — rpaMoTa puMCBKOro
nanu.

Konznae (xoHknaB) — TyT:
3i6paHHa KapaMHaniB, sKi
obupanu nan.

...AX 0o éceceiTnboi cToUYI...—
T06TO KO PuMa.

ABiHBIfOH — MiCTO Ha MiBAHI
®dpaHuii, nanceka cToaMLsA 3
1308-ro no 1377 p. B yacu SIna
I'yca Boporyioui xaToauubki
yTpynoBaHHsi obnpaau Ha
nancbKMM MPECTosI CBOIX marn. "
B Asinbitoni nepe6ysaB oauH

i3 TakMx nan-cynepHHKiB.
PuMcbKi i aBiHBMOHCBKI nammn
BEM MiX co6010 3anekay
6oporsby 3a cepu BIMBY, O
6y/10 BUSBOM BHYTPIlHBLOi KPU3H
KaTOJMLDBKOI LIEPKBH.

AnTunanu — T06TO nanu, sKi
iCHyBaJIM OXHOYACHO 3 PUMCBKMM
nanoio i BOpOryBaim Mix coboio.
JIuwe oauH 3 HUX BU3HaBaBCA
3aKOHHMM, a iHILI OroJIoLyBaIuCS
aHtunanamu. Tak, Hanpukinui
X1V c1. oauux nana cuais y Pumi,
apyruit — B ABiHbioHI. Ha
nouatky XV cr. 060x nan
CKHHYTO W 0OpaHO TPeTboro.
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development of Ukrainian culture
and was a proponent of the unity
of the Slavic peoples.

The deathless martyr, Jan Hus.
Constanz, a city in the south of
Germany (now in West
Germany), founded in the times
of the Roman Empire. The synod
of the Roman Catholic Church
in Constanz condemned Jan Hus
as a heretic and burned him for
his attitude against the

Pope.

Monk. Shevchenko refers to the
Pope.

The papal triple-crown, a
headpiece worn by the Pope and
a symbol of his authority.

The Chapel Bethlehem, a chapel
in Prague where Hus preached.
Bull, a decree from the Pope.
Conclave, the assembly of the
cardinals for the election of a
a pope.

Avignon, a city in S France,

the Pope’s capital in 1308—
1377. In the times of Jan Hus
there were several Catholic rival
groups, and each of them elected
its own pope. One of them had
his residency in Avignon.
Between popes in Rome and
Avignon there was a bitter
struggle for spheres of influence,
which evidenced an internal
crisis in the Roman Catholic
Church.

Anti-popes, pretenders to the
papal throne who were in
constant struggle with each other.
Only one of them was legal, the
others were denounced as
anti-popes. Thus, in the late
14th c. one pope was in Rome,
another at the same time in
Avignon. In the early 15th c.
both of them were dethroned and
a third pope was elected. Soon
this one was also deposed and
replaced by a fourth.

Geese, a play on words. In
Ukrainian plurals of the name
Hus and the word goose are the
same. Shevchenko meant the
followers of Hus.
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3ronom 6yno ckuHyTO # wporo '3

nany i o6paHoO uyeTBepTOro.
...Jazeakanu zycu..— Mosa iiae
npo npuxwibHukiB SHa Tyca.
3 opramu nerarv 6uroca...—
TOGTO 3 NpubiuHMKaMu
PHMCBKOrO MNar.

..Bcix eopon ckauxaru! —
ﬁne'rbca npo co6op KapauHaIiB
y M. KoHcraHui.

HAwoku (¢dp.) — repuormu.
Tepoavdu — ocobu, mwo
ONOoBilLAIM KOPOJIIBCbKiI HaKa3M,
npo YPOYMCTi LEpPeMOHii Towo.
Capayunu — TaK Ha3MBalM B
JlaBHi yacu apa6iB Ta iHuIi Hapogn
Baunsbkoro Cxoapy, wo
cnosigyBasu icnam. 3 Meroio
3aBOIOBaHHA KpaiH Bim3bkoro
Cxopy nanm i €BpONEACHKI xoponi
opramsonysanu Tak 3BaHi
XpecTOBi MOXOAM MpOTH apabis.
AtTina — BOXAb KOYOBHX
IUIEMEH — CyHHIB, BiJOMHIt
CNyCTOUUITMBUMH NMOXOAMH i
3aBoloBaHHAMHM KpaiH IliBgeHHOI
€pponu.

Iecap.— Ypetbcst mpo
iMnepaTopa TOAILIHBLOI
cBsAeHHoi PuMcekoi iMnepii
Curisamynga (1368—1437).
Bsavecnas (1361 —1419) — jtoro
6paT, KOMMIIHIA HiMeLbKHi
iMnepaTop, TOroyacHu 4eCbKUM
Kkopoab Baunas IV.

Aerodagpe (ayropade) (icm.

i mopryr., 6ykB.: aKT Bipu) —
OroJIOlIEHHS! 1 BUKOHAHHA
BHUPOKIB CepefHbOBIYHOI
iHKBi3MLil, 30KpeMa NpWIIOAHE
CnajieHHsl 3acyJUKeHMX Ha
BOTHHIL.

Tonzogpa — ropa nobausy
€pycanuma. Ha Hiii, 3a
€BaHIeJIbCbKOIO JIET€HIO0IO0,
posim’saro Xpucra. Tyt — micue
crpatu Sna I'yca. (Odus.

MpUMIT. 4).

Te Deum laudamus (natvH.).—
Tebe, Goxe, XBaIUMO —
KaTO/MLbKA MOJIMTBA.

...Crapuii Xuxxa 3
Tab6oposa...— An XKuxka
(1360—1424), HauioHaJbHMHA
repoi UYexii, Aisfiy ryCUTCBKOrO
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The eagles, the supporters of the
Pope.

A ravens’ rally called, the author
implies the council of the
cardinals in Constanz.

Attila, king of the Huns (nomadic
Turkic tribes) from A. D. 434,
Ravaged a number of Asian and
European countries.

King and emperor, the Holy
Roman Emperor Sigismund
(1368—1437) and his brother
Vaclav (1361—1419), the king of
Czechia (Bohemia).

Auto-da-fe (Port.), the public
ceremony in which the
Inquisition passed sentence on
those tried as heretics; the
execution of the sentence thus
passed, esp. the burning of the
condemned. _

Old Zizka in Tabor, Jan Ziika
(1360—1424), national hero

of Czechia, member of the
Hussite revolutionary movement.
Leader of the democratic wing of
the Hussites with the centre in
the town of Tabor. After the
burning of Jan Hus in 1419,

led the liberation war of

the Czech popular masses against
the social and national oppression
of the German feudals and the
higher ranks of the Roman
Catholic Church.
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peBoniouifiHoro pyxy. KepisHuk
[IEMOKPaTHUYHOTO KPWJIa TyCHTIB,
ueutpom sixoro 6yno m. TaGop.
IMicns cnanenns Sua Iyca 1419 p.
0YO/IMB BM3BOJIBHY BiifHy YeCbKHX
HapOAHMUX MAac MPOTH COL{iAJIBHOTO
i HaLiOHAJILHOIO THITY HIMELbKUX
¢eonaniB i BepXiBKM PHMCBKO-
KaTONMLIbKOI LIEPKBH.

HANMHNUKA

Taba — Gine Typeupbke CYKHO,
TYT — O6AsAMIBKA XYCTKH.

Kaé'sp — conona pu6’'siua ikpa.

KABKA3

He Banvbmen Axie Ilerposuy
(1813—1845) — ykpaiHcbkHii
XYAOXHHK-aMaTop, odiuep,
6aM3bKUIT  3HANOMHUIA

T. LlleByenka. 3arunyB y 60i0

Ha Kaskasi.

lepemisa — 6i6niitHui MPOpOK.
Ips (uepk.-ci0B.) — cynepeuka.
Yypek — HeCOJ0HMIA XAi6 y
BUIJIAI BEJMKOrO KOpXa,
creyeHuit 0COGIMBUM CMOCOGOM.
Cakas — XWTIO y KaBKa3bKMUX

ropuis.
.o yap saxuiico-to céuni
nac...— Ipetbcs npo 6i6aifHoro

uaps Jdasupa, akui y IOHaLUbKi
poku OyB macTyxom.

Tiwnanu — icnauui, B JaHoMy
TEKCTi — 3aBOHOBHHUKH.
CrasHuk — UEpPKOBHUIA CBIYHMK.
Mupo (uepk.-ci0B.) — naxyuda
CMoOJa, BUKOPDHMCTOBYBANacCh MiJ
4yac UEepPKOBHOI BiAMpaBu.

[3ATTIOBIT]

B aBTorpaci 3aronoBka HeMae.
Y Bupanni «Ko63aps» 1867 p.
Bipw HaJPYKOBaHO MiA
PeAakuifHOI0 Ha3BoOIO «3amnoBiT»,
sika CTajla TPaJHLiHHOI0.

KHSAXHA

Biear! (Jlatun.) — Xai xwuse!
TyT: 3a3apaBHMit BUryK.
KyHwruku — TyT: Bi3epyHKH,
NpUKpacH.
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THE CAUCASUS

Balmen, Yakiv de (1813—1845),
Ukrainian amateur artist and

a czarist army officer,

a close friend of

Shevchenko, was killed in action
in the Caucasus. * ,

We, the Gracious, the Russian
czar.

A king of ancient times, reference
to the biblical King David, who
in his young years was a
shepherd.

Myrrh, a fragrant gum used in
some religious ceremonies.

[MY TESTAMENT]

There is no title in the
manuscript. In the 1867 Kobzar
(The Bard) the poem appeared
under the title “My Testament”,
which later became traditional.

THE PRINCESS

Beatrice Cenci, daughter of the
Roman noble Francesco Cenci,
lived in the second half of the

16th c. She is said to have killed



~

Yenyio — Beatpiue YeHui, xuna
B Apyriit nonosuui XVI cT.,
MO4YKAa PUMCBKOro BeJIBMOXi
®panyecko Yenui. 3a
nepeka3amu, B6usia csoro 6aTbka,
AKKIA XOTiB Ti 36e3uecTuTH.
Casaogh — Gor, 3a Gibnieio,
rpi3HMi, MCTHMBHI Cyaas.
Cedmuysn — ciM ROHIB, THXXAEHD.

BAPHAK

Baprax — «kseiiMeHHMik
KaTopXHuk». ([Ipumir.

T. LlleByenka). KaTopxHukam
craBuwiH TaBpo. TyT BapHak —
Kpinak-MecHHK.

Enex (lnek) — «toroGiyHa
HeBeJINYKa Piuka ypasibChKa,
BJIMBAa€ETBCA B YpaJ, Mex
OpeHbyprom Ta YpanabCbKOM».
(Mpumir. T. LleBuenka).

Ixéa — npaBa MpHUTOKA PiyKH
Ctup Ha Boausi.
Bposapcokuii aic — nic Ha
niBoMy Gepesi duinpa 6ins

M. BpoBapis, Hemanexo Big
Knesa.

[LIAPI]

(«CTapeHbka cecTpo
AnoJuUIOHA...»)

B asrorpadi TBip 3aronosxka He '
mae. Bnepuie noemy HaapykoBaHO
B «Ko63api» 1876 p. nin
peaaxkTopcekoo Ha3gow «Llapi»,
fika CTaja TPagMLiMHOIO.

Anoanon — 3a rpeubkoro

midosorieio, cun 3esca, Gor 2
mucteyrsa. CecTpa Ano/UIoHa — 3
My3a.

Mapnac — ropa B I'pewti; 3a
rpeupkoio midonorieio, onve 3
Micub nepe6yBaHHs AMOJLIOHA

i my3.

Croznu (UEpK.-CJIOB.) — MaWIaHH.
Jlaeud — paBHbOEBPEWCBKUI LAp
(1012—972 pp. no H. e.). s
Cnodap — rocnopap.

Lypii (Ypisa XeTeAHUH) —
BOEHAYANbHUK i3PaLIbCBKOrO
BiMCbKa, XiHKa AKOro
cnogobanacsa uapesi [JaBuny.
LLl06 ycyHyTu cynepHuka, [dasua
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her father when the latter
attempted to violate her.

THE OUTLAW

Outlaw, “a branded convict.”
(A note by Shevchenko).
Convicts were branded at

the time. Here the outlaw is

a serf-avenger.

Yelek (llek), “a short river
flowing into the Ural between
Orenburg and Uralsk.” (A note by
Shevchenko).

Ikva, a right tributary of the Stir
in Volhynia.

Brovar’ forest, Brovari forest on
the left bank of the Dnieper
near the town of Brovari

which is not far from Kiev.

[KINGS)

(“If you, Apollo’s
aged sister...”)

There is no title in the
manuscript. The poem first
appeared in the 1876 edition of
Kobzar (The Bard) under the
title Kings, which later became
traditional.

Apollo’s aged sister, muse.
Parnassus, Mt. Parnassus in
Greece, was one of the chief
seats of Apollo and the Muses.
King David, king of Israel
(1012—972 B. C.). He arranged
for Uriah, one of his army
officers, to die in battle and
made Uriah’s wife his concubine.
Bathsheba, the wife of Uriah
and afterwards of King David,
by whom she had a son, the future
King Solomon.

Nathan, a prophet who rebuked
David for the death of Uriah.
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B oiHOMY 3 60iB nmocsas Ypiio 7

Ha BipHY CMepTb.

Bipcasia — ppyxuna VYpii,

a norim [laBuaa, BiJ AKOro BOHa
Hapoawia uaps ConoMoHa,
BiIOMOr0 CBOEK MYZIPICTIO.
Kinea — Benvkmii nepep’siHuii
KYXOJIb.

Cuxep — XMiNbHUI Hamiii.
Anagan — 6i6niiinnii npopok;
kapras [laBuna 3a BOUBCTBO
Ypii.

Camanranuna — ABicara
CyHaMiTsIHKa, [iBYMHA 3 IUIEMEHi
CYHaMITsIH — CTapOJaBHbOrO
Hapoay, wo xuB y I[lanectuni.
Kpun Toii cenvruii — nonbosa
nines.

KO (uepk.-caoB.) — ii.

P 0260100 — MOJOLUBKUIA KHA3D
(mpyra nonosuHa X CT.).
Poznida — nouka Porsonona,
6ys1a nocBaTaHa 3a KHiBCBKOTO
KHA3a Sponoika, ane Bonogummp,
TOAI Lie HOBrOpPOAChKUMH KHA3D,
Hanas Ha IMonoupk, yous
PorBosioaa i cam ofpyXHBCs 3
Porxigoio.

Jlado — 3a CTapoCJIOB’AHCbKOIO
Miconorielo, GoruHst BeCHU i
KoxaHHA. Jlenb — i cHH.
Banvkipii — 3a
[aBHbOCKAHiHaBCbK OO
Miconorieio, BoOHOBHHUYI
aiBu-GoruHi, siKi AonoMaraam
reposaM y 6osx.

Bonodumup — Benukuit KHA3b
KuiBcbkuit Bonoaumup (7—1015),
BBiB Ha Pyci XpUCTHAHCTBO, 3a
WO LiepKBa OroJiocwia 1Horo
ceatum. 3a Bonoaumupa
KuiBcbka Pycb pocsirna 3HauHoi
MOMITUYHOI MOTYTHOCTI.

Mors (uepk-cnoB.) — nopi3as,
no6us.

ITos (uepk.-cnoB.) — B3AB (y
JaHOMY Ppa3i — B HaJIOKHMLI).

10

12

IOPOOIUBUN

Tsip He 3aKkiHYEHHH, OUEBUAHO,
ue BCTYMN A0 MOEMM, AKY

T. llleByeHKO AyMaB Ha3BaTH
«CaTpan u gepBHID» i HamucaTn
POCIfiCbKOIO MOBOIO.
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A Shummanite, Abishag of the
Shunammites, a girl of the
ancient Palestinian people of the
Shunammites.

Rogvolod, prince of Polotsk in
the second half of the 10th c.
Rogneda, daughter of Rogvolod.
She was betrothed to Prince
Yaropolk of Kiev, but Vladimir,
then prince of Novgorod, attacked
Polotsk, killed Rogvolod and
himself married Rogneda.

Lel and Lado, in Old Slavic
mythology Lado was the goddess
of spring and love, Lel was her
son.

Valkyrias, in Norse mythology
war-maidens.

Volodimir, grand prince of Kiev
(?—1015), introduced
Christianity in Kiev Rus, for
which he was canonized. Under
Volodimir Kiev Rus reached the
peak of its political might.

THE HALF-WIT

This work is unfinished. What we
have is probably an introduction
to the long poem which Taras
Shevchenko planned to entitle
The Satrap and the Dervish and



Bo 0xi genvigpebens-yapsa...—
3a uapioBaHHs Mukomm I
Kanpan Taepunoeuu

Fe3pyxuii — Bi6ikos.

VY 1837—1852 pp.— KHUIBChKHIi
BilicbKOBMIi ryGepHarop,
KHIBCbKHH, MOAUIBCBKHH i
BOJIMHCBKMIi reHepas-ryGepHaTop.
Peakuionep i camonyp. Bpas
yuactb y po3rpomi Kupwro-
MedoniiBcbkoro ToBapucTBa.
Honzopykuit — KHA3b
JL0/IropyKoB, 4YEpHIriBCbKHi,
MOJATaBCbKUH, XapPKiBChKHIA
reHepasi-ry6epnarop y 1840—
1847 pp. IlpoBoauB peaxkuiitHy
MOJNITUKY UAapu3My Ha YKpaiHi.
Egpeiirop manuii — INucapes,
npaBuTeNb KaHUeNApii reHepas-
ry6epuatopa Bi6ikosa.

Mpagoc — y pociicekiit apmii
XVIHI—XIX cT. conpar a6o
yHTep-odiuep, B 060B’A30K AKOro
BXOAWIO NPUGMPAHHA Ka3apm,
Harjsj 3a apelTOBaHUMM i
BUKOHAHHS TUIECHUX MOKapaHb;
TYT — MEP30THHK.

...8 Mopdy 3aronué kanpand...—
Takui BUNAfIOK CTABCA HE 3
Bi6ikosum, a 3 [Mucapesum y
ITerpo3aBoAckKy, KOJH TOi
3aiiMaB NMocajly OJIOHELbKOro
LUMBLIBHOTO rybepHaTopa.

Busuii (UepK.~CJI0B.) — KOJMILHIL
...B Cubip nesonvruxie ceéarux...—
Inetbcs mpo aekaGpucris.

COH

4

o

to write in the Russian language.
Sergeant-Major, the Czar
Nicholas I.

Corporal One-Arm, Bibikov.
Governor-general of Kiev, Podolia
and Volhynia provinces in 1837—
1852, a stupid, self-confident and
reactionary person. Took part in
the crushing of the antiserfdom
Society of Cyril and Methodius.
Long-of-Arm, Prince Dolgorukov,
governor-general of Chernihiv,
Poltava and Kharkiv provinces
in 1840—1847. Pursued the
reactionary policy of the Russian
autocracy in Ukraine. Dolgorukov
means long-armed.
Lance-corp'ral, Pisarev,
Bibikov’s bailiff for Kiev
Province.

Smashed the satrap in the mug.
This happened not to Bibikov,
but to Pisarev in Petrozavodsk,
when he was the governor of the
Olonetsk Territory (NW of
European Russia).

Saints in chains, reference to
Decembrists.

A DREAM

(«Ha nanmuui mmueHuMuio Xxana..») (“Out in the field...”)

Mapko Boeuox — nitepaTypHuii
ncepAoHiM Mapii OsiekcaHApiBHK
BiniHcbkoi-MapkoBuy
(1833—1907), ykpaiHcbkoi i
POCiiCBKOI MUCbMEHHMLI
PEBOJIOLiHO-IEMOKPATHYHOTO
Hanpsmy.

«4 HE HE3OYXAIO, HIBPOKY

Bizanriiictéo — TyT BXUTO B
3HayeHH HalpeakUiHiLIKNX
3acaji CaMOZIEPXKaBHOro JIafdy,
wo GepyTb CBiif MOYaTOK Bif
npaBocaaBHoi BizaHTii.
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Marko Vovchok (1833—1907),
pen-name of Maria Vilinska-
Markovich, Ukrainian and
Russian fiction writer of _
revolutionary-democratic views.

“I'M NOT UNWELL...”

The Byzantian rites, here the
reactionary principles of the
autocratic system, stemming from
the Byzantian Orthodox Church.



ICAIA. TJIABA 35

Icaia — 6i6niitHuit POPOK.
Kapmin — ropa B [Nanectui,
JMisan — y JliBaHi.

Omoghop — HapaMeHHHMK,
YacTHHA KYJIBTOBOTO OArY
BHULLIOTO [PaBOC/JAaBHOrO
AyXiBHULTBA.

N. N.
(«Taka, sik TH,
KOJIUCh JIines...»)

3a cBigueHHsaM llleByeHKOBOro
npusTens, YKpaiHCbKOro
xypoxHuka I'puropis
Muxaitniosuya YecTaxiBCbKOro
(1820—1893), Bipiu mpucBsMEHMIH
pouui cBsiueHHuKa 3 IMoainns
Kpynuupkiit, siKy noer no6auus
Ha CTYOEHTCbKOMY Bedopi B
Meauko-xipypriuHiit akagemii

B IMerepbyps3i.

CECTPI

. - . ]
Bipw mpucBsiueHuit cecTpi moera

Spuni Cpuropisxi LlleBueHko
(1816—1865), 3a yosnoBikoM
Boiiko, BipHiit TOBapHMLuLi
AuTs4MX ait noeta. L{a npusAsHb
3aIMIIMIach Ha BCce XHUTTA. Bipw
HaMMCaHWM Mix CBiXKUM
BPa)XKEHHSIM Bill 3ycTpiui

3 cectpoio B cesi Kupunisui
BaiTky 1859 p.

MAPIA

Bonmu (uepk.-cnoB.) —
nocayxa#, nmpucayxancs.

Jlenta — ppi6ua monera B lypei.
TyYT — NOCHNAbHHUI BHECOK Y
6ynb-siky crpasy.

Bypnyc — BepxHiit opsr

y HapogiB Cxony.

Tisepiada — micueBicTb 6ins
Tisepiaacbkoro osepa B aminei
(ManecTuHa).

Xiton — oAfAr y CTapopaBHiX
rpekiB i e€BpeiB.

®asop — ropa B aninei Hap
TiBepiaACbKHM 03€poM.
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ISAIAH. CHAPTER 35

Lebanon and Carmel, mountains
in Palestine (Carmel) and
Lebanon.

N. N.
(“A lily of
as tender beauty...”)

According to Shevchenko’s friend,
Ukrainian artist Hrihory
Chestakhivsky (1820—1893), the
poem is dedicated to a daughter
of a priest from Podolia,
Krupitska, whom the poet saw at
a students’s evening at the
Academy of Medical Surgery in
St. Petersburg.

TO MY SISTER

The poem is dedicated to the
poet’s sister Yarina Shevchenko
(1816—1865), who changed her
surname after marriage to Boiko.
She was his true friend in
childhood, and this friendship
they carried throughout their
lives. The poem was written
under Shevchenko’s fresh
impressions of his meeting with
his sister in the village of
Kirilivka in the summer of 1859.

MARY

Tiberias, Sea of Tiberias in
Galilee (Palestine).

Chiton, a garment worn by the
ancient Greeks and Jews.
Mount Tabor, a mountain in
Galilee, overlooking the Sea of
Tiberias.

Rabbi (Heb.), teacher.
Essenes, members of an ancient
Jewish sect, whose teachings
had some common features with
the early Christianity.

A fiery, bushy-headed spear,

a comet.



20

21

23

Hasaper — micro B Taninei.
Passi (cTapoeBp.) — yuuTenp,
HacTaBHHK.

Kabuys — poruuwe B ciuax a6o
HaJBOpi, Ha AKOMY TrOTYETbCA
ixa.

Onpicrox — npicHmiA, 9
He3aKBallleHHit XJ1i6.

€cei — uieH iyneicbkoi CexTH,
BYEHHS AKOi MaJIO AeAKi CIUIBHI 1o
PHCH 3 DaHHIM XPHUCTHSIHCTBOM. |,
..Mitaa oznennas 3idwna —
KOMeTa.

Emmanyin (crapoesp.) — 12
3 Hamu Gor — GifuTiiHa Ha3Ba Mecii.
Ocanna! (Crapoesp.) —

BpsiTyit! — MOAMTOBHMIA BUryK. ;
W nax Memgicokuii — uuisx, mwo
BiB 10 Memdica — KOAMWHBOT
crommui €runeTchbkoro LApCTBa.
Kontu — ermnTAHN-XpUCTHUSIHHU,
Xpecrux-wubenuuxa.— Ha
XpecTax y cTapoaaBHi yacu
PO3MHHANN 3aCYy[UKEHUX Ha
CMepTb.

Kandiiixa — mncka 3 yBirHytMun
BIHLIAMM.

€neon (Eneon) — ropa nobansy
€pycanuma.

Bicon — popora BoBHsiHa

TKaHHHA.

...I3painbcokuii apxiepeii! —
IneTbcs npo Epycanum, akui

Toai 6yB peiritHUM LEHTPOM
I3paimo.

Pomancekuii 3on0tuii naebei! —
Tak T. IlleByeHKo iMeHYy€E
Iepycanum, wo Hanexas a0
poJsiofinb Pumcekoi (PomaHCBKO1)
imMnepii, sika 6pana 3 Hboro

nogaTKu 30J710TOM.

Mopgipa — vapcbka MaHTis
MyprypoBOro KoJbopy.

Emmanuel (Heb.), i. e. God with
us, the Messiah.

Hosanna (Heb.), i. e. Save, we
pray! An exclamation of praise
to God used by the ancient
Jews and Christians.

The Memphis road, the road
which led to Memphis, the capital
of ancient Egypt.

Copts, Egyptian Christians.

A cross. In ancient times convicted
persons were put to death upon a
cross.

High Priest, reference to
Jerusalem, which then was a
religious centre of Israel.

Rome’s golden pleb. Taras
Shevchenko refers to Jerusalem,
which was among Rome’s
imperial possessions and had to
pay taxes to Rome in gold.



CITUCOK
UIIOCTPALIINA
LIST OF
ILLUSTRA-
TIONS

crop.— 3 — page
Tonons. Etion.
Oaniseydb. [1839]
Poplar. Study.
Pencil. [1839]

15
VY3nicca.
Oniseydb, axaapens.
[1845—1846]

Edge of Forest.
Detail.

Pencil and water-
colour. [1845— 1846)

17

Karepuna.
Onin. 1842
Katerina.

Oil. 1842

18
KarepuHa. ®parMenr.
Onin. 1842
Katerina. Detail.

Oil. 1842

28
CensiHCbKa
Erion.
Oaniseysb. [1843)
Peasant Family.
Study.

Pencil. [1843]

29

Mocrari ceasn.
®parment. Hauepk.
Oniseydb. [1846]
Peasants.
Detail. Sketch.
Pencil. [1846]

32—33
Cinbcbke ki1agosuue.
®Dparmeur.
Axaapennv. [1845)
Village Graveyard.
Detail.
Water-colour.
[1845]

47
Karepuna. ®parMmenr.
Onin. 1842
Katerina. Detail.
Oil. 1842

48

Karepuna.

Hauepk xapTuumu.
Oniseyb, YOPHUNO.
1843
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®parMenr.

poauHa.

Katerina.
Sketch for
a painting.
Pencil and ink.
1843

50
Karepuna. Hauepk.
Ouniseyb. [1842]
Katerina. Sketch.
Pencil. [1842]

51
Baiirywi nix BikHOM
(«[depxaBuuit
KyJ1aK»).
®parMeHT.
Cenisn. [1855—1856]
Kazakh
Beggar-Children
at the Window
or “The Ruling
Fist”. Detail.
Sepia. [1855—1856]

52
IMouaisceka snaBpa
3i cxopy. ®parMeHr.
Axeapenv. [1846]
View of the Pochaiv
Lavra from the East.
Detail.
Water-colour.
[1846]

53
Mocrari censn.
®parmenr. Hauepk.
Oniseyd. [1846]
Peasants.
Detail. Sketch.
Pencil. [1846]

56
Kypinp Crpiouka.
Onigeyb. [1843]
Stryuchok’s Hut.
Pencil. [1843)

57
BorpanoBa uepksa
B Cy6orosi.
®parMmeHrT.
Axeapenv. [1845]
Bohdan Khmelnitsky's
Church in Subotiv.
Detail. Water-colour.
[1845]

61
Xnoneup 3 rpabnamu.
Hauepk.
Onieeyb. [1846]
Boy with Rake.
Sketch.
Pencil. [1846])

63

Ko3aupknii GeHker.
®parMeHT.

Oniseyv. 1838
Cossacks Feasting.
Detail.
Pencil. 1838

4

ABTONOPTpET.
Tyw. 1843
Self-Portrait.
India ink. 1843

71
Hauepkn Ha 6Geperax
PYKOMHCY MoeMH
«Map’sHa-yepHULSA».
Yopruno, nepo.
1841—1842
Sketches on a
manuscript page
from the long poem
“Maryana the Nun”.
Pen and ink.
1841—1842

72
HBi AiBYUMHH.
DparMeHr.
Ogpopr, axearumnra.
[1858]
Two Girls.
Detail.
Etching,
aquatint. [1858)

74
Censtuu.
®parment. Hauepk.
Oaniseyo. [1846]
Peasants.
Detail. Sketch.
Pencil. [1846]

75
CenstHuH
3 MiAHATOI0 PYKOIO.
Hauepk.
Onieeyv. [1846]
Peasant with
a Raised Hand.
Sketch.
Pencil. [1846]

78

ABTOnOpTpET
3 cBiukolo. DparMmeHT.
Ogopr, axearuura.
1860
Candle-Light
Self-Portrait. Detail.
Etching, aquatint.
1860

79
«Cninunit»
(«HeBonbuuk»).
@Dparmenr.
Cenia. 1843
“Blind Man” or
“The Captive”.



Detail.
Sepia. 1843
80

ABTONOpPTpET.

@parMeHr.

Oanin. [1840]

Self-Portrait.

Detail.

Oil. [1840]
81

KaMm'sani xpectu
B Cy6oroBi.
Cenia. [1845]
Stone Crosses
in Subotiv.
Sepia. [1845]

90—91
Ko3auskuii GeHker.
DparMeHr.
Onieeyb. 1838
Cossacks Feasting.
Detail.
Pencil. 1838

97
[y6. ®parmenr.
Og¢opr, axearunura,
1860.
3a pHCYHKOM
A. 1. Mewmepcpkoro
Oak Tree. Detail.
Etching, aquatint.
1860.
Copy of drawing by
A. Meshchersky

98
Y B’onuuwi.
®DparMeHT.
Cenia. [1845]
In Vyunishche.
Detail.
Sepia. [1845]

103

Ipi piBYMHK.
®parmenr. Ogopr,
axearunra. 1858
Two Girls.
Detail. Etching,
aquatint. 1858
104
Ko3aukuii GeHker.
@parMeHr.
Oniseyb. 1838
Cossacks Feasting.
Detail.
Pencil. 1838
110—111
Hapuuc. ®parmenr.
Ecki3 Ta eTtion.
Ouniseyb.
[1840—1841)
Narcissus. Detail.
Sketch and study.
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Pencil. [1840—1841]

112—113
HepeBo. IMocrats
cenanunnHa. Hauepku.
Oanieeyb. [1843]
Tree and
Peasant. Sketches.
Pencil. [1843]

122
ConoBa censinuna.
Hauepk.
Onigeyb. [1846)
Head of a Peasant.
Sketch.
Pencil. [1846]

123
ACKOJIBIOBA MOruia.
®parMeHr.
Axeapenv. [1846]
Askold’s Tomb.
Detail.
Water-colour. [1846]

124
Karepuna. ®parmenr.
Onin. 1842
Katerina. Detail.
Oil. 1842

125
Censinu. ®parment.
Hauepk.
Onieeyw. [1846)
Peasants.
Detail. Sketch.
Pencil. [1846]

138

Koni. ®parmenr.
Hauepknu.
Oanieeyv. [1848]
Horses.
Detail. Sketches.
Pencil. [1848]
139
Harypmuku.
®parMenr.
TonosaHnuili nanip,
ayzinb, xpeuda.
[1840)
Models. Detail.
Charcoal and white
chalk on toned
paper. [1840]
140

Crapeub

Ha KJafO0BHILi.

®parMeHr.

Cenin. 1859

Beggar

in Graveyard.

Detail.

Sepia. 1859
141

KoHi.

®parment. Hauepk.
Oniseyw. [1848)
Horses.
Detail. Sketch.
Pencil. (1848)

145
HNapn B Ynrpuni
1649 poky.
®parmenr.
Tyw. [1844]
Presentation of
Gifts in Chihrin
in 1649. Detail.
India ink. [1844]

146
Karepuna. ®parmenr.
Oanin. 1842
Katerina. Detail.
Oil. 1842

151
ABTOmnoprper
3 CBi4KOI0.
®dparmeHT.
Ogopr, akearunra.
1860
Candle-Light
Self-Portrait.
Detail.
Etching, aquatint.
1860

152
ABTOnOpTpET.
®parmenr.
Oanin. [1861]
Self-Portrait.
Detail.
Oil. [1861)

158

Bwio.
Onieeyw. [1845)
Bell

Pencil. [1845]
159

Censanu Ta iHwWi
Havepku. Dparmenr.
Oaniseyn. [1843]
Peasants and other
sketches. Detail.
Pencil. [1843)

167
Asrorpad sipwa N. N.
(«O aymu moi!
0 caaBo 3nasl»).
[1847]
Poem N. N.
(“O thoughts
of mine!
O evil glory”).
MS. [1847]

168
HioreH. ®parMenr.
Cenis, 6bictp.



[1856]
Diogenes. Detail.
Sepia and bister.
[1856]
171
B rapewmi.
Onieeyb. [1858])
In a Harem.
Pencil. [1858]
172
3 cepii MaJIoOHKiB
«[lputua npo
6AyaHOro CHHa».
Y B'a3Huui.
®parMeHT.
Tyw, 6icrp. [1857]
From the series of
drawings
The Parable of the
Prodigal Son.
In Prison. Detail.
India ink and
bister. [1857]
176
Xmapn. Hauepku.
Oniseyb.
[1848—1849]
Clouds. Sketches.
Pencil. [1848—1849]
177
«Cainui»
(«HeBoAbHHUK»).
Ecki3.
Oniseyb. [1843)
“Blind Man” or
“The Captive”.
Sketch.
Pencil. [1843]
178
Apxubair. ®parmeHr.
Oniseysb. [1848)
Ajibai. Detail.
Pencil. [1848)
184—185
3 cepii ManoOHKIB
«[Tputya npo
6ayaHOro cuHa».
Ha xnaposuimi.
®DparMeHTH.
Tyw, 6ictp. [1857]
From the series
of drawings
The Parable
of the Prodigal Son.
In the Graveyard.
Details. India ink
and bister. [1857]
187

YacTuna aBrorpaga
pipwa «[oronio».
Yopruano, onieeyb.
1844
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Excerpt from the

poem “To Gogol”. MS.

Ink and pencil. 1844
188

3 cepii MaawOHKiB

«[pntya mpo

61yAHOro CHHa».

Kapa konoakxoio.

®parMenr.

Tyw, Gicrp. [1857]

From the series of

drawings

The Parable

of the Prodigal

Son. Punishment:

Tied and Gagged.

Detail.

India ink

and bister. [1857)
192—193

Crinka.

Oniseyb. [1845]

Stinka.

Pencil. [1845)
194

BpoBuna xarta

Ha YKkpaiHi.

®parMeHT.

Oanieeyb. [1845]

Widow’s Hut

in Ukraine. Detail.

Pencil. [1845]
195

Hauepku Ha cropinui

pyKkonucHoi 36ipku

«Tpu nita».

®DparmenT.

Oniseyb. [1846]

Sketches on a page

from the poetry

collection “Three

Years”, in MS.

Detail.

Pencil. [1846]
199

Linran. ®parmesr.

Cenin. [1851]

Gypsy. Detail.

Sepia. [1851]
200

3 cepii MaoHKiB

«[lputya mpo

GAYAHOrO CHHA».

Y B’A3nnUI.

DparMenr.

Tyw, 6icrp. [1857]

From the series

of drawings

The Parable of

the Prodigal Son.

In Prison. Detail.

India ink

and bister. [1857)
211

HOapn B Ynrpusi
1649 poky. ®parmesnr.
Tyw. [1844)
Presentation of
Gifts in Chihrin
in 1649. Detail.
India ink. [1844)

212
Luran. Mparmenr.
Cenia. [1851]
Gypsy. Detail.
Sepia. [1851)

221
Hatypuuk y nosi
Mapcis. ®parMenr.
Oanin. [1840)
Model Posing As
Marsyas. Detail.
Oil. [1840])

222

CrapocTn. ®parmenr.
Oanieeyb, cenia.
[1844])
Match-Makers.
Detail.
Pencil and sepia.
[1844)
226
Kammaka. ®parMent.
Cenis. [1845])
Chapel. Detail.
Sepia. [1845)
227
Tisa ay6a.
ETion no xapTunu
«Katepuna».
Oaniseyv. [1842]
Oak Branches.
Study for the
painting Katerina.
Pencil. [1842])
238
COHSIHHUK.
Hauepk.
Oanieeyw. [1854]
Sunflower. Sketcht
Pencil. [1854)
239
Cs. Cebacrian. Ecki3.
Oanieeyb. [1856]
St. Sebastian.
Sketch.
Pencil. [1856]
243

Ha naciui.

Oanin. [1843)

The Apiary.

Oil. [1843)
244

Ha naciui. ®parment.



Onia. [1843)
The Apiary. Detail.
Oil. [1843)

250
CensiHCBKa pOAMHA.
Hauepkn cinbcbkux
6yniseab. Oparment.
Oniseyb. [1843)
Peasant Family.
Sketches of village
buildings.
Detail.
Pencil. [1843)

251

Ce/IAHNH 3 JI0XKKOIO.
Hauepk.
Oanieeyv. [1846)
Peasant with Spoon.
Sketch.
Pencil. [1846]
254
IMocTaTh XiHKH.
Hauepk.
Onieeyb. [1843)
Woman. Sketch.
Pencil. [1843]
255
CensiHCbKe TNOABIP’A.
Hauepk.
Oniseyv. [1845)
Peasant Barnyard.
Sketch.
Pencil. [1845]
256
MaTtu Mue ONTHHY.
Eckis.
Oniseyb, axeapend.
[1840— 1842]
Mother Bathing
Her Child. Sketch.
Pencil and
water-colour.
[1840—1842])
257
MonutBa Marepi.
®parMeHT.
Cenia. [1853]
Mother, at Prayer.
Detail.
Sepia. [1853)
258

Y Bacuaibui.
®DparMeHr.
Axeapenv. [1845)
In Vasilivka. Detail.
Water-colour. [1845]
259
Bo3aBuXeHCbKHIt
monactup y IMonTasi.
Cenia, akeapenb,
Tyw. [1845]
The Exaltation
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Monastery

in Poltava.

Sepia, water-colour
and India ink.
[1845]

262—263
Crapoctn. ®DparMenT.
Ouniseyw, cenia.
[1844]

Match-Makers. Detail.

Pencil and sepia.
[1844])
266
CinbCbKi MY3HKH.
Hauepk.
Oniseyb.
[1846— 1847]
Village Musicians.
Sketch.
Pencil.
[1846—1847]
268
Y Cennesi.
Cenia. [1846]
In Sedniv.
Sepia. [1846]
269

LlepkBa Bcix cBATHX
y Kneso-ITeuepcobkiit
naspi.
®DparMenr.
Cenia. [1846]
The Church of All
the Saints at the
Kiev Cave Lavra.
Detail.
Sepia. [1846]

270

Koctbon y Kuesi.
®parmenr.
Axeapenv. 1846
Polish
Roman-Catholic
Church in Kiev.
Detail.
Water-colour. 1846
271
Lepksa IMokpoeu
B Ilepescaasi.
Axeapens. [1845]
The Protection

Church in Pereyaslav.

Water-colour. [1845)
275
CensiHCbKa POAMHA.
®parment. Eckis.
Oniseyv. [1843]
Peasant Family.
Detail. Sketch.
Pencil. [1843]
276

Anapymii. DparMeHr.
Cenin. [1845)
Andrushi. Detail.
Sepia. [1845]
281
CensHcbka poaMHa.
®parment. Eckia.
Oniseyb. [1843)
Peasant Family.
Detail. Sketch.
Pencil. [1843)
282
¥ Kuesi.
®parment. ETion.
Onieeyw. [1843)
In Kiev.
Detail. Study.
Pencil. [1843)
286
Yupkanartay.
®parment.
Oanieeyv. [1851]
Chirkalatau.
Detail.
Pencil. [1851)
287

Kyayk-Kwtum.
®parmesr.
Oanieeyv. [1851)
Kuduk-Kshtim. Detail.
Pencil. [1851)

288
TaHok Ha
nany6i WXyHM.
Hauepk komnoamuii.
Onigeyv. [1848)
Dancing ‘on
a Schooner Deck.
Sketch for
a composition.
Pencil. [1848]

289

.YoBeH 3 BiTPMAOM.

IlIxynn Gina Gepera.
Hauepkn.
Oniseyw. [1849]
Boat under Sail
and Schooners
by the Shore.
Sketches.
Pencil. [1849)

291

3 cepii ManioHkiB
«IIpntya npo
6ayaHOro cvHa».
Cepen po3biitHukis.
®Dparmenr.

Tyw, 6ictp. [1857)
From the series

of drawings

The Parable of the
Prodigal Son.



Among Robbers.

Detail. India ink

and bister. [1857]
292

3 cepil MaJIOHKiB

«Iputya mpo

6ayaHOro CHHa».

Kapa wniupyreHamu.

®parMenT.

Tyw, 6icrp. [1857]

From the series

of drawings

The Parable of the

Prodigal Son.

Running

the Gauntlet. Detail.

India ink

and bister. [1857]
294

3 cepii ManioHKiB
«Iputya npo
6ayaHOro CHMHa».
Y B’A3HuLI.
Tyw, 6ictp. [1857]
From the series
of drawings
The Parable of the
Prodigal Son.
In Prison. India ink
and bister. [1857)
295
Minon KpoToncbkmii.
@DparMenr.
Cenin. [1856]
Milo of Crotona.
Detail.
Sepia. [1856]
296

CensHcbKe MOABip’A.
®parmeHT.
Axeapens. [1845)
Peasant Barnyard.
Detail.
Water-colour.
[1845]
297
BartbkiBcbka xaTa
B c¢. Kupunisui.
Onieeyb. [1843]
Cottage of Taras
Shevchenko’s
Parents in the
Village
of Kirilivka.
Pencil. [1843]
300—301
Kasapma.
Cenin. (1856—1857]
Barrack-Room.
Sepia. [1856—1857]
305
AckonbaoBa Moruna.
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®parmeHr.
Cenis, axeapenv.
[1846]
Askold’s Tomb.
Detail.
Sepia and water-colour.
[1846]

306
Moptper
I. I. 3akpeBcbkoi.
®parmenr.
Onin. 1843
Portrait of
Hanna Zakrewska.
Detail.
Oil. 1843

308

IlIxyHa nig BiTpuaamMu.
Hauepk.
Oniseyp.
[1848—1849])
Schooner
under Sail. Sketch.
Pencil. [1848—1849]

309
TMopTper HeBimomoi.
@parMeHT.
Axeapens.
[1849— 1850])
Portrait of an
Unknown Woman.
Detail.
Water-colour.
[1849—1850)

310
Kono Ceanesa.
®parMeHr.
Cenis, axaapenv.
[1846]
Near Sedniv. Detail.
Sepia and water-
colour. [1846]

312
JlararTsa. Hauepk.
Onigeydb. [1859]
Water-Lilies.
Sketch.
Pencil. [1859]

313

Ha Opesni. ®parmenr.
Oanigeysb. [1845)
View of the Orel
River. Detail.
Pencil. [1845)

314
Pycankn. ®parmenr.
Cenia, Giauno.
[1859]
Nymphs. Detail.
Sepia and white.
[1859]

315

Ha naciui.
®parment. Eckis.
Ouniseyw. [1843]
The Apiary.
Detail. Sketch.
Pencil. [1843]

316
Pycanku.

Cenis, 6inuno.
[1859]

Nymphs.

Sepia and white.
[1859]

321
B Yepkacax.
®parMeHr.
Oniseyb, Tyw,
nepo. [1859]

In Cherkasy. Detail.
Pencil, pen and
India ink. [1859]

322
Xnonuuk 3 cobakoio
B nici. OparMenr.
Cenisn. [1840]

Boy with Dog in
a Forest. Detail.
Sepia. [1840]

324
ABTONOpTpET.
Cenin. [1850]
Self-Portrait.
Sepia. [1850)

325
Kono kami.
Oniseys. [1846)
Around the Porridge-
Pot. Pencil. [1846]

327
Bua Ha okonuui
3 Tepacu
IMouaiBcbkoi J1aBpH.
®parmenr.
Akeapenv. [1846]
View from the
Terrace at the
Pochaiv Lavra.
Detail.
Water-colour. [1846]

328
B Mexwupiui.
®parmenr.

Tyw, nepo. [1859]
In Mezhirich.
Detail.

Pen and India ink.
[1859]

330
Axk-Kyayk. ®parmeHT.
Oanieeys. [1848)
Ak-Kuduk. Detail.



Pencil. 1848]

331
Baiirymi. ®parmenr.
Cenis. [1853]
Kazakh Beggar-
Children. Detail.
Sepia. [1853]

332
Xara 6ins piuxn.
DparMeHT.

Oniseydb. [1843)
Cottage on the
Riverside. Detail.
Pencil. (1843)

334
Mocrati yonosika
i XiHKM 3 AHTHHOIO.
DparMeHr.

Oniseydb. [1843)
Man and Woman with
a Child. Detail.
Pencil. [1843]

335
B PeweTunisui.
®parmenT. Tyw, cenis,
axeapenv. [1845]

In Reshetilivka.
Detail.

India ink, sepia
and water-colour.
[1845]

336
Bo3asuxeHcbKuit
MoHacTup y IToarasi.
®parMenr.

Cenis, axeapenn,
Tyw. [1845)

The Exaltation
Monastery in

Poltava. Detail.
Sepia, water-colour
and India ink. [1845]

337
Oueper. Ertion.
Onieeyv. [1856]
Bulrushes. Study.
Pencil. [1856)

340
Cenena ta Engimion.
Hauepk. Ouaieeyb.
[1848—1849)

Selene and Endymion.

Sketch. Pencil.
[1848—1849]

340
Cenena ta Expgimion.
Hauepk.
Oniseyb. [1856)
Selene and Endymion.
Sketch.
Pencil. [1856]

341
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MocTtath XiHkK.
Tyw, nepo. [1858)
Woman. Pen and
India ink. [1858]
341
B rapewmi. Etion.
Oniseyv. [1858)
In a Harem. Study.
Pencil. [1858]
344
Cnnsya Xiunka.
Oniseys.
[1839— 1840)
Sleeping Woman.
Pencil. [1839—1840]
345
Ecki3 komMno3uuii.
®parmenr.
Onieeys. [1841]
Sketch for a
Composition.
Detail.
Pencil. [1841]
349
Kpaesup 3 piukorio.
®parmenr.
Oniseyb. [1843)
River Scene. Detail.
Pencil. [1843]
350
AHapywi. ®parMeHr.
Cenin. [1845]
Andrushi. Detail.
Sepia. [1845]
356
3 cepii Manioukis
«Ipurtua npo
6nyaHOro CHHa».
Kapa wniupyTenamu.
®parmeHr.
Tyw, 6ictp. [1857)
From the series
of drawings The
Parable of the
Prodigal Son.
Running
the Gauntlet.
Detail. India ink
and bister. [1857)
357

Okcana. Eckis
aBToLTIOCTpaUii
[0 moeMu
«Cnenas» (7).
Tyw, onieeyb.
[1841—1842)
Oksana. Sketch for
Shevchenko’s
illustration to
the long poem
“The Blind
Woman"” (?).

India ink and
pencil. [1841—1842]

358
Yymaku cepea Morui.
®parmenr. Cenis,
onieeyb. [1846)
Waggoners amidst
Grave Mounds.
Detail. Sepia and
pencil. [1846]

359
Jlonyxm.

Oniseyb, Tyw, nepo.
[1858—1859]
Burdocks.

Pencil, pen

and India ink.
[1858—1859)

362
Buay6eubknii
MOHAaCTHP.
Oniseyb. [1843)
Vidubetsky
Monastery.

Pencil. [1843)

364—365
Ha Openi (ceno).
®parmenr.
Oniseyv. [1845)
View of Village on
the Orel River.
Detail.

Pencil. [1845]

366

Hdouka XxiocbKoro
ronuapa. Eckis.
Oniseyv. [1849)
Daughter of a
Potter from Khios.
Sketch.
Pencil. [1849]

371
Ha nacini. ®parmenr.
Onin. [1843)
The Apiary. Detail.
Oil. [1843]

372
KpaeBna 3 kam'sHUMH
6a6amu. ®parMeHr.
Oanieeyv. [1845)
Landscape with
Ancient Stone
Images. Detail.
Pencil. [1845)

374
TMoppip'a Ha ceni.
Onigeyb. 1845
Peasant Barnyard.
Pencil. 1845

376
Hauepk Ha cropinui
PyKONMUCHOI 36ipku



noe3siit «Tpu aita».
Onigeysb. [1846]
Sketch on a page
from the poetry
collection “Three
Years”, in MS
Pencil. (1846])
377
«Cnenas». Eckis.
Oniseyb.
[1841—1842]

“The Blind Woman”.

Sketch.
Pencil. [1841—1842]
378

Ha naciui. ®parmeHr.

Onia. [1843]
The Apiary. Detail.
Oil. [1843]
379
Bina KpuHuui.
Eckis.
Oniseydb. [1843)
Scene with a
Water Well. Sketch.
Pencil. [1843]
380
Bosu. Hauepknu.
Oniseyb. [1848)
Oxen. Sketches.
Pencil. [1848]
381
B Yepkacax.
Oniseyd, Tyw,
nepo. [1959]
In Cherkasy.
Pencil, pen and
India ink. [1859)
382
Mocrari ceasx.
®parment. Hauepk.
Oniseysb. [1846)
Peasants.
Detail. Sketch.
Pencil. [1846]
383
LlepkBa 3 a3BiHMuero.
Hauepk.
Oanieeyb. [1846])
Church with Belfry.
Sketch.
Pencil. [1846]
384—385
Yanices.
Oaniseydb, Tyw, nepo.
[1859])
Edge of Forest.
Pencil, pen and
India ink. [1859]
388—389
Knie 3-3a IOninpa
Ta iHWi Hayepku.
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Oniseydb. [1843]
Kiev from Across
the Dnieper and
other sketches.
Pencil. [1843]
391
ABTONOpPTpET.
®DparMeHT.
Itaniiicokuii ra
6inuii onieeyv. 1858
Self-Portrait.
Detail.
Black and
white chalk. 1858
392
AsTorpacd Bipma
N. N. («Taka,
AK TH, KOJNMCH
nined...»).
1859
Poem N. N. (“A
lily of as tender
beauty...”). MS.
1859
394
Cama co6i B
cBOiit rocmoai.
Eckis.
Oniseydb. [1858]
In a House of
Her Own. Sketch.
Pencil. [1858]
395
Hatypunus.
®DparMeHT.
Axeapenv, 6pon3a.

Model. Detail.

Water-colour

and bronze. 1840
396

Cama co6i B cBoOi#
rocnoni. ®parmeHT.
Cenin. 1858
In a House of
Her Own. Detail.
Sepia. 1858
397
Bakxanka. Eckis.
Onieeyb.
[1843— 1844]
Bacchante. Sketch.
Pencil. [1843—1844]
399
Bakxanka. Ecki3n.
Oniéeyb.
[1843— 1844]
Bacchante. Sketches.
Pencil.
[1843— 1844)
400
Bairywi nin BikHOM

(«[epxaBuui
KyJaaKk»).
®parmenr.
Cenin. (1855—1856)
Kazakh Beggar-
Children at the
Window or
“The Ruling Fist”.
Detail. Sepia.
[1855—1856)
408
Cypr ceasn.
®parMeHr.
Hauepk.
Onieeyo. [1843)
Peasants.
Detail. Sketch.
Pencil. [1843)
409
Buay6eubkuit
moHacTup y Kuesi.
®parMesr.
Oghopr. 1844
Vidubetsky
Monastery in
Kiev. Detail.
Etching. 1844.
410

B PemetwniBui.
®Dparmenr.
Tyw, cenis,
axeapenw. [1845]
In Reshetilivka.
Detail.
India ink, sepia
and water-colour.
[1845]
412
CensincbKe Mmoamip’s.
Hauepk.
Ounieeyv. [1845]
Peasant Barnyard.
Sketch.
Pencil. [1845)
414
Censinu.
®parment. Hauepkn.
Onieeyv. [1846]
Peasants.
Detail. Sketches.
Pencil. [1846]
415
Hepeso.
Tyw, nepo. [1859)
Tree.
Pen and India ink.
[1859])
416
Xytip Ha YkpaiHi.
®parment. Oaiseyb,
axeapenw. [1845])
Small Village in



Ukraine. Detail.

Pencil and water-
colour. [1845)
417
Y Kuesi. Etion.
Oniseydb. [1843]
In Kiev. Study.
Pencil. [1843]
421—422
AsBTOnopTper
y Wanmi Ta Koxyci.
Ogopr. 1860.
Ha nuuesii
i 3BOpOTHi#
CTOpOHi upboOro
BiAbuTKa, Bnepme
ony6nikoBaHoro
1985 poky, asrorpad
OCTaHHBOrO Bipwa
noera
«Y¥ He MOKMHYTBH
HaM, HeGoro...».
[1861]
Self-Portrait
in a Fur Hat and
a Sheepskin Coat.
Etching. 1860.
The obverse and
reverse sides
of the plate, first
printed in 1985,
show Shevchenko’s
last poem “I think
it's time, my poor
neighbour...” MS.
[1861]
424—425
3 cepii mManioHKiB
«[lputya mpo
6ayaHOro cuHa».
VY B’s3uuui.
®parMeHTH.
Tyw, 6icrp. [1857]
From the series of
drawings The
Parable of the
Prodigal Son.
In Prison. Details.
India ink
and bister. [1857]
426

HapanTaxeni
pep6aroau.
Onieeyb. [1848]
Loaded Camels.
Pencil. [1848]
427
Cropinka asTorpada
noeMu «Beaukuit
nbox», 1845,
3 PYKOMMUCHOI
36ipkn noesiit
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«Tpu nira»,
1843—1845
Page from the long
poem “The Big
Cellar”, 1845,
which Shevchenko
included in his
collection of poetry
“Three Years”,
1843—1845, in MS
428
3 cepii ManoHKiB
«[purya npo
6yaHOro CuHa».
Ha xnaposuwi.
@parmesr.
Tyw, 6ictp. [1857]
From the series of
drawings The
Parable of the
Prodigal Son.
In the Graveyard.
Detail.
India ink )
and bister. [1857]
429

CeasHum.
®parmenr. Hauepk.
Oanieeyw. [1846]
Peasants.

Detail. Sketch.
Pencil. [1846]

430
Cypr ceasn.
®parmenr. Hauepk.
Onieeyw. [1843]
Peasants.

Detail. Sketch.
Pencil. [1843]

431
ABTOMOpTpET.
®parmenr.

Cenin. 1848—1849
Self-Portrait.
Detail.

Sepia. 1848— 1849

432
Oanicmen-Myana-
Aynsbe.
®parmeHr.
Axeapenw. [1851)
The Grave of St.
Dalismen. Detail.
Water-colour. [1851)

433

Cenuie cepep ctemy.

Kinb. ®parmenr.
Hauepk.

Oniseyb.

[1848— 1849]
Village in the
Steppe and Horse.

Detail. Sketch.
Pencil. [1848—1849)
436
Censu,
®parmenr. Hauepk.
Oniseyv. [1845]
Peasants.
Detail. Sketch.
Pencil. [1845)
437
Kpaesup 3
Kam’'aHuMu 6aGamu.
®Dparmenr.
Oniseys. [1845)
Landscape with
Ancient Stone
Images. Detail.
Pencil. [1845]
438
«Cainnit»
(«HeBonbHMK») .
®parmenr. Eckis.
Oaniseyb. [1843]
“Blind Man” or
“The Captive”.
Detail. Sketch.
Pencil. [1843]
439
Ko63ap 3 xsiomuukoM.
Hauepk.
Oniseyv. [1845)
Kobzar (minstrel)
with Boy. Sketch.
Pencil. [1845]
440
KpaeBua 3 uepksoio.
Hayepk.
Oanieeyv. [1843]
Landscape with
a Church. Sketch.
Pencil. [1843]
441
HMapu B Uurpuni
1649 poky.
dparmeHr.
Ogopr. 1844
Presentation of
Gifts in Chihrin
in 1649. Detail.
Etching. 1844
442
Yurpun 3
cy6oTiscbkoro
masaxy. OparMenr.
Axeapenw. [1845]
Chihrin Viewed from
the Subotiv Road.
Detail.
Water-colour.
[1845]
443
CamapHTsHKa.



Hauepxk.
Onieeyb. [1856]
Samaritan Woman.
Sketch.
Pencil. [1856]

445
B Yepkacax.
®DparmeHr.
Oniseyb, Tyws, nepo.
[1859])
In Cherkasy. Detail.
Pencil, pen
and India ink.
[1859]

446
OanH 3 TpbOX
36epexeHnx
aBrorpadis Bipma
«3anosiT»
(«SIk ympy, TO
noxosaiTe...»). 1845
One of the three
preserved manuscript
variants of
Shevchenko’s poem
“My Testament”
(“When I am dead,
then bury me...”).

45

448
Censun. Hauepk.
Onieeyb. [1846]
Peasants. Sketch.
Pencil. [1846)
449
CensaHcbka poaMHa.
®parmeHT.
Oanin. [1843]
Peasant Family.
Detail. Oil. [1843]
450

«Cninni»
(«HeBonbHMK») .
®parmeHT.
Cenisn. (1843)
“Blind Man” or
“The Captive”.
Detail. Sepia. [1843)
451

Censancbka poauHa.

Onin. [1843—1845]

Peasant Family.

Oil. [1843—1845]
454

«YTomnena». Eckis.

Ouniseyb.

[1840—1841)

“The Drowned

Woman".

Sketch.

Pencil. [1840—1841)
455

558

Tenemak Ha OCTpPOBi
Kaninco. ®parmeHT.
Cenin. [1856)
Telemachus on
Calypso Island.
Detail.
Sepia. [1856]

456

Ha Openi. ®parmenr.

Oniseydb. [1845]
View of the Orel
River. Detail.
Pencil. [1845)
457
Bua Hwuxuboro
Hosroponaa.
®parmeHr.
Oanieeyv. [1857]
View of Nizhni
Novgorod. Detail.
Pencil. [1857]
458
Yososiui mocrarti.
Hauepkn.
Oniseyb.
[1841—1842]
Men. Sketches.
Pencil. [1841—1842)
459
Xara 6ias piuku.
DparMenr.
Onieeydb. [1843]
Cottage on the
Riverside. Detail.
Pencil. [1843]
460
Xytip Ha YkpaiHni.
@parMeHr.
Onieeyb, akeapend.
[1845]
Small Village in
Ukraine. Detail.
Pencil and water-
colour. [1845]
463
CpaTa poanHa.
®parMeHT.
Ogopr, axearunra.
1858.
3a osniitHoO
KapTuHoio Mypinbito
The Holy Family.
Detail.
Etching, aquatint.
1858.
Copy of oil
painting by Murillo
464

Censncbka poauHa.
®parmMeHT.

Onin. [1843—1845]
Peasant Family.

Detail.
Oil. [1843—1845)
467

Linranka BOPOXHTL
niBuuHi. OparMenr.
Axeapenv. [1841]
Gypsy Telling
a Girl Her Fortune.
Detail. Water-
colour. [1841]
468
Liuranka BOpOXWTH
RiBuMHI.
Axeapenw. [1841)
Cypsy Telling
a Girl Her Fortune.
Water-colour. [1841)
479
Asrtorpad sipwa
JI. («ITocraBaio
XaTy i KiMHaTy...»).
[1860]
Poem JI.
(English “L%)
(“I'll build
a house of my
own...”). MS. [1860]
480
YpuBok aBTorpada
noemu «Heodirn».
1857
Excerpt from the
long poem “The
Neophytes”. MS.
1857
484
Moctate. Hauepk.
Onieeyv. [1843]
Figure. Sketch.
Pencil. [1843)
485
Cropinka  asTtorpada
noemu «Heoditn».
1857
Page from
the long poem
“The Neophytes”. MS.
1857

486
CrapocTn. ®parmenr.
Oniseysb, cenis.
[1844)
Match-Makers.
Detail.
Pencil and sepia.
[1844]

498
Ckeni. ®parmenr.
Onieeyo. [1851]
Rocks. Detail.
Pencil. [1851)

500



Censanka. Hauepk.
Oniseyb. [1843)
Peasant Woman.
Sketch.
Pencil. [1843]
501
Hauepx KomMnoamuii.
Oniseydb. [1842)
Sketch for
a Composition.
Pencil. (1842]
502
IMocTaTh XiHKH.
Hauepk.
Ouniseysb. [1854)
Woman. Sketch.
Pencil. [1854)
503
Po3n’arra.
®parmeHnT. Eckia.
Cenia. [1850)
Crucifix.
Detail. Sketch.
Sepia. [1850]
504
Poan’arra.
®parment. Eckis.
Cenia. [1850]
Crucifix.
Detail. Sketch.
Sepia. [1850)
505
Poauunnnit noprper.
ABTOnopTper.
®parment. Hauepk.
Onieeyb.
[1848— 1850)
Family Group
and Self-Portrait.
Detail. Sketch.
Pencil. [1848—1850]
506
3 cepii manoHKiB
«IIputya mpo
6yAHOrO CHHa».
VYV B’A3uuui.
Tyw, 6Gicrp. [1857]
From the series of
drawings The
Parable of
the Prodigal Son.
In Prison.
India ink
and bister. [1857]
507

Y p’A3unui.

®Dparmenr.

Tyw, 6ictp. [1857]

In Prison. Detail.

India ink

and bister. [1857]
508

Ymupaiounit
raagiatop.
Cenia. [1856)
Dying Gladiator.
Sepia. [1856)

509
Hauepk Ha cTopiHui
PYKONMCHOI 36ipkn
«Tpu nita».
Oanigeyv. [1846]
Sketch on a page
from the collection
of poetry

“Three Years”, in MS.

Pencil. [1846]
510
Kocap. Havepk.
Cenia, tyw. [1845)
Scytheman. Sketch.
Sepia and India ink.
[1845]
511
«Cnenas». Hauepk.
Onieeys, cenisa,
Tyw. [1841—1842]
“The Blind Woman".
etch.
Pencil, sepia
and India ink.
[1841—1842)
514
Anocton Iletpo.
Cenin. [1851)
The Apostle Peter.
Sepia. [1851)
515
Ny6. Eton.
Oniseyv, Tyw, nepo.
[1859]
Oak Tree. Study.
Pencil, pen and
India ink. [1859])
516
CensHnH cnyxae
6anpypucra.
Cenena ta EHpimion.
®parment. Eckis.
Onieeys.
(1848—1850]
Peasant Listening
to Bandura Player
and Selene
and Endymion.
Detail. Sketch.
Pencil. [1848—1850]
517
TMarop6u B cTeny.
®parmenr.
Onieeyb.
[1848— 1849)
Hills in the Steppe.
Detail.

Pencil. [1848—1849)
519

AsTonoprpeTt

PemGpanara

3 wabnero.

Ogopr. [1858)

Rembrandt: Self-

Portrait with a

Sabre.
Etching. [1858)
520—521

Kamosapu. Hauepk.
Oniseyb. [1845)
Making Porridge.
Sketch.
Pencil. [1845]
522
«Cninwit»
(«HeBonbuuk»).
Cenis. 1843
*Blind Man” or
“The Captive”.
Sepia. 1843
523
CensiHCbKa poaMHa.
®Dparmenr.
Onin. [1843—1845]
Peasant Family.
Detail.
Oil. [1843—1845]
524

ABTorpag Bipwa
«Mapky Bosuky».
1859
Poem “To Marko
Vovchok”. MS.
1859
525
Oy6.
Oniseys.
[1845—1846]
Oak Tree.
Pencil. [1845— 1846)
526
Crapoctn. Etion.
Oniseyb. [1843)
Match-Makers.
Study.
Pencil. [1843)
527
Kono Kanesa.
Oniseyb, Tyw,
nepo. [1859]
Near Kaniv.
Pencil, pen and
India ink. [1859]
529
Hepesa. ETon.
Tyw, nepo. [1859]
Trees. Study.
Pen and India ink.
[1859]



JIUTEPATYPHO-XYIOXECTBEHHOE U3AHHUE

IIEBYEHKO TAPAC 'PUTOPbEBHY
HU3BPAHHBIE CTUXOTBOPEHUS

Iepesod

C YKDAuHCK02z0
Ax. Bupa,

H. Xene3nosoi,
O. llapye

u I'. 3sanc
Cocrasnenue
UANIOCT PATUBHOZO
Mmarepuana,
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ogdopmnenue

u maxer

B. H. Opuuwuna
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3am. 8—2274
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Pedaxrop

B. C. Pyxuybkuii
Xydoxniii
pedaxrop

C. I1. Casuybxuii
Texniuni
pedaxropu

T. M. Mayanypa,
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Kopexrop
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Kuie,
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252601, Kuis-MCII,
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