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EDITORIAL NOTE

This is an editio minor of the dumy. The complete edition, with textual
variants, scholarly introductions, and full annotations, will be published by
the Harvard Ukrainian Research Institute. The editio minor, intended as
a college text, contains a brief introduction, the Ukrainian texts of the thirty-
two dumy, and very brief bibliographical references, which appear as foot-
notes to the introduction. For those interested in hearing a duma we recom-
mend the record of Zinoviy Shtokalko issued by Surma Music Co., 11 East
7th Street, New York City. Thanks are due to Roman Senkus and Sophia
Yurkevich for their assistance in preparing the volume for publication, and
to Nicolae Pavliuc for proofreading the Ukrainian text. We gratefully

acknowledge a subsidy from the Ontario Ministry of Culture and Recreation.



TRANSLATORS’ FOREWORD

This volume contains translations of most of the known dumy (not count-
ing the modern imitations). With two exceptions, all of the originals of the
translated dumy appear in Kateryna Hrushevska’s Korpus. The exceptions
are “Duma About the Death of a Cossack Banduryst” and “Duma About
Ivan Bohun,” which have been taken from the book Dumy, published in
Kiev in 1959. The first of these, although one of its versions dates back to
1853, was apparently not included by Hrushevska in her work because it
is suspected of being of literary origin (nonetheless, we felt that its quality
warranted our including it in the present volume); the second one was
recorded only in 1928, and apparently Hrushevska did not know about the
existence of this version, for the one she includes in the Korpus is only
a brief fragment.

Most of the dumy exist in the original in multiple versions. In this
volume, however, only one version of each duma has been translated. In all
cases, our choice of the particular version was based on the literary merit
of the work rather than on such scholarly (folkloric) criteria as age or
completeness (number of motifs). But, since judgments of literary merit
are largely subjective, it is possible that our choices may be criticized not
only from the academic point of view but even from the poetic one. Yet,
we feel that in many cases the versions we chose so obviously outshone the
remaining ones that another choice could hardly have been made; and it was
interesting to note that in many of these cases the poetic and scholarly
criteria seemed to coincide.

The translations are presented in the book in the order in which they
occur in the Korpus. In each case, the duma and version number, volume
and page number are given in parentheses at the end of the translation.
“Duma about the Death of a Cossack Banduryst” is placed right after
“Duma about the Death of a Cossack in the Kodyma Valley,” where it
belongs topically.

Now a few words about the approach we have followed in our trans-
lations. First of all, we have tried to stay away from any persistent attempts
at rendering the prosodic characteristics of the originals—as is invariably
the case in practice, this could have been achieved only at the expense of
the semantics, and we felt that, in the dumy, the latter (images) plays a
much greater role (is much more interesting from the literary standpoint)
than the former. There are a few exceptions to this rule, as for instance the
“Duma about the Battle of Korsun,” which is quite interesting prosodically,
but usually the meter in a duma does not exhibit any regular discernible
pattern, and rhyming, when it occurs, is quite primitive (usually verb- or
feminine rhymes).



As far as rendering semantics, our approach was a poetic one rather
than scholarly, that is, we have tried above all to produce results that
sounded valid (were poetry) in English. So, in theory, we chose beauty
above fidelity. But, on the other hand, in many cases we took the liberty
of being quite literal in our translations, feeling that, although some of the
expressions we produced may sound unusual to someone not acquainted
with the dumy, the reader could, and would, eventually get used to them,
so much so that, in the end, he could even appreciate and grow fond of
them, considering them to be stylistic peculiarities of the dumy. In other
words, we tried to introduce poetic and linguistic customs and expressions
into English which, although they have not existed there until now, could
have arisen just as well as they had in Ukrainian. The primary reason why
we did this was because we felt that much of the poetic quality of the dumy
lies in these customs and expressions, and to leave them out (for in most
cases they would have had to be left out, since they have no English counter-
part) would have made the translations flat and ineffective. We felt espe-
cially justified in doing this since most of these expressions do not appear
in modern everyday Ukrainian, and are typical either only of the dumy or,
less frequently, of Ukrainian folk poetry in general. These are expressions,
such as “begin to..., speak with words..., see with eyes..., curse with curses...,
take great care,” etc. Occasionally this attitude has led us to be literal with
expressions that did find their way into everyday Ukrainian, but whose
original image, we felt, played an important part in the duma. Instances
of this are “piatamy nakyvaty” which we translated as “show one’s heels”
rather than “to flee,” which the expression means; and ‘“hrechkosii,” trans-
lated as “buckwheat sower” rather than its simpler, everyday meaning,
“peasant.” Occasionally, of course, there were times when it was impossible
to be literal and still produce the desired effect. In such cases, we permitted
ourselves some freedom, such as translating “vovky siromantsi”’ as “gray-
maned wolves” instead of simply “gray wolves,” which would have been
more correct. But these instances should be few in number. One of the more
apparent instances where we were not literal was in the rendering of the
tenses of verbs, which in the dumy jump freely from the past to the present.
After considerable hesitation, we standardized these, using one tense only
in the narrative part of the duma—usually the past tense. Likewise we
omitted most exclamations, such as “hey!”, that could be considered part
of the singer’s interpretation instead of the text, or requirements of the
musical structure.

In general, we tended to be quite modern and colloquial in the selection
of our vocabulary, first, because we feel that the style of the dumy is not
“high epic” in the sense that it is in most of the known epos, but tends to
be quite colloquial; and secondly because we did not want to make our
translation sound archaic and stilted, but as modern as possible.
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In translating proper and geographical names, we have usually adhered
to the original, rendering the phonetic equivalent in English. In the case
of geographical names, however, we tried to use the English form wherever
it existed, e.g., “Dnieper” instead of “Dnipro,” “Kiev” instead of “Kyiv,”
“Ukraine” instead of “Ukraina,” and so on.

In the case of titles, we did not always use those that occurred in the
original, which frequently are different for different versions, but, rather,
gave the translations the broader name under which all versions are usually
known. Also, in every case we prefixed that name by the expression “Duma
about” to stress the membership of all the works in this genre.

We wish to express our thanks to Professors Omeljan Pritsak and Albert
Lord of Harvard University for their encouragement and suggestions, many
of which we accepted; but we wish likewise to absolve them of any guilt in
the shortcomings of our approach—in this we are the sole stubborn culprits.

Patricia Kilina

George Tarnawsky

White Plains, New York
May 3, 1970.



UKRAINIAN DUMY-INTRODUCTION
Content

Ukrainian dumy, the folk heroic epics of Cossack Ukraine, speak ot
glorious deeds in battle. They tell of heroes who conquer three hundred,
six hundred, and even nine hundred of the Tatar enemy single-handedly.
They describe loyalty to comrades and self-sacrifice for the good of others
and for the prosperity of Ukraine. They tell of men who endure enormous
pain and still keep fighting for the sake of their homeland. They convey
a simple, down-to-earth ethic of recognizing a person for what he is, rather
than for the money, fine clothes, or social status he possesses. They extol
the virtues of freedom and eloquently proclaim that it is the most desirable
thing on earth. Yet, through the majority of these narratives, there runs a
current of pessimism and tragedy. Ivan Konovchenko, the brave youth who
volunteers for the Cossack army, is killed even though he has proven his
ability to overcome hundreds of the enemy with no assistance. Marusia
Bohuslavka frees all of the Cossacks being held in Turkish captivity. But she
stays behind and, although the duma does not actually recount this, there
is no doubt that what she has done will be discovered and that she will be
punished for her valor by a cruel and painful death. The three brothers
escaping from Azov all die. The two elder brothers, who are on horseback,
leave behind their youngest sibling, who is on foot, so that they themselves
will be able to ride faster. But they do not escape and, just as they are
about to cross the river into Christian territory, they are ambushed and
killed. Many of the dumy are actually called laments. They mourn the op-
pression of Tatar bondage, the pain of a mother, wife, or sister separated
from her man, and, of course, they lament death, as in the duma of the
three brothers who call out to each other across the field asking for water,
only to discover that each is mortally wounded. Even the few dumy that
have a happy ending often manage to introduce a pessimistic note. Instead
of concluding with the positive outcome of the sequence of events narrated,
they add a closing refrain which reminds the audience that the hero of the
duma did die, but his memory will live forever. Even though the mention
of the living memory offers some consolation, the mention of the hero’s
death is a touch of gloom not motivated by the plot.

The element of tragedy and death in the Ukrainian dumy has occa-
sioned much comment. Some have attempted a historical periodization of
the narratives on the basis of this trait, separating the few that have a
happy ending from the many that do not, and assigning either the happy
ones or the tragic ones to an earlier period." Some have claimed that the
tragic quality of the Ukrainian epic is a feature unique to that tradition.
Some have even blamed the dumy for fostering a defeatist attitude and con-
tributing to the sad situation of the Ukrainian nation itself.
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If we examine other epic traditions, it soon becomes clear that the
element of tragedy is not uniquely Ukrainian, but characteristic of the genre
of epic as a whole. Dumy should not be criticized for talking of defeat and
death. The only difference between dumy and other epic traditions is the
poignancy with which the tragedy is expressed, the lyric effectiveness of the
duma poetry. In the great medieval classics, for example, we find that
Roland does not survive to the end of the song bearing his name. It is true
that he is not slain by the enemy, but kills himself by literally blowing his
brains out, blowing on his horn Oliphant so hard that his temples burst. It
is also true that his death is amply avenged by his liege Charlemagne.
Nevertheless, Roland does die. Furthermore, his entire retinue is ambushed
and slaughtered, twenty thousand stout Frenchmen, including the twelve
peers of Charlemagne. Siegfried, the hero of the Nibelungenlied, lives through
barely one-third of this great German epic before he is treacherously mur-
dered by Hagen. Siegfried’s wife Kriemhild does avenge his death, but her
revenge can hardly be called sweet. She herself dies; she is forced to sacrifice
her son; her actions destroy the Nibelungs to a man. Beowulf is killed by
a fire-breathing dragon. His death could have been portrayed as the noble
end of a glorious dragon-fighting career, because, after all, Beowulf is very
old when he undertakes this final conquest, and he does destroy the dragon
before he himself perishes. Instead, the epic concentrates on telling how
Beowulf’s death presages the downfall of all his people, the Geats.? Amidst
the modern traditions, we find that the brave and wise Turkish bandit-hero
Koéroglu dies and that his death, too, has wide-ranging implications, spelling
the end of the Heroic Age. The modern Armenian cycle of the Daredevils of
Sassoun ends with Meherr, the final hero in the line, imprisoned forever in
a cave and the Armenians left leaderless and championless. In the few epics
that have survived from the ancient period, we see the same element of
pessimism and tragedy. The battle of Troy is a victorious one for the Greeks,
but it is a victory hardly worth savoring. Achilles dies, as do Hector, Ajax,
and innumerable other champions. Of those who survive the battle, Aga-
memnon returns home only to meet death there. Odysseus arrives in Ithaca
and is successfully reunited with his family, but his journey home is one of
torture and agony, and he is the only one of all his men to survive it. The
examples could be multiplied manyfold, but the point is clear: wherever
we look, whether to ancient epic traditions, or medieval, or modern ones,
the element of tragedy and death is glaringly present.

The negative element of death in epic, however, is always counter-
balanced by the positive element of heroism. It is no coincidence that the
adjective “heroic” is so consistently applied to epic.® The only quirk
of fate is that most scholars studying Western epics have emphasized the
heroic, while most scholars studying dumy have emphasized the tragic,
whereas, in reality, both elements are present in all epic traditions.* Going
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back to the examples already used: in spite of all of the havoc Roland’s
stand at Roncesvalles may cause, Roland is very much a hero. His insistence
on standing his ground with only the relatively small rear-guard contingent
assigned to him and his refusal to summon help, even when Oliver informs
him of the number of Paynims gathering for the attack on the French, is
much more appealing and admirable than Oliver’s prudence. Oliver, of
course, is no coward, but Roland’s determination to follow the rules of
chivalry, even when he is very unchivalrously ambushed, is true heroism.
Beowulf offers an excellent example of heroism. The king of the Geats, as
he contemplates his forthcoming battle with the dragon, realizes that he is
old and that, if he sets forth on this quest, “Body and soul/Might part
here: his blood might be spilled,/His spirit torn from his flesh.” Yet, aware
of the danger to which he will be exposing himself, Beowulf does not hesitate
for a moment and goes bravely to the horrible death he meets, singed, and
poisoned by the bite of the dragon on his neck. The modern Turkish hero
Koroglu had been shown how destructive firearms can be. Nevertheless,
because he believes that a “piece of iron with a hole through it” cannot kill
a man, that only a man can take a fellow human being’s life, he exposes his
own magnificent chest to prove his point and is felled with one bullet.

The same is true of the Ukrainian material. Although mortally wounded,
Ivan Konovchenko still expresses concern for his mother’s feelings and, with
his dying breath, instructs his comrades to tell her that he is not dead, but
married to a foreign princess. He is noble enough to voice no bitterness at the
curse she uttered, which contributed to his demise. Marusia Bohuslavka cer-
tainly knows how her Turkish masters will react to her freeing the Cossacks.
In some versions she tells the men she liberates to instruct her father not
to amass money for her ransom because she has converted to the infidel
faith. Many scholars have taken this statement of hers literally, but this
is incorrect. If she were so thoroughly converted to Islam, there would be
no reason for her to free the Cossacks on the eve of Easter. Like Ivan
Konovchenko’s message to his mother, this is a kind way of telling her
parents that she will die. In Slavic folklore, and in many other traditions,
accepting anything foreign is a symbolic expression of accepting death.
Although Marusia realizes that death will be the consequence of her actions,
she, like Beowulf, does not hesitate for a moment. Khvedir, although his
heart is pierced and his body drained of its life blood, still summons the
strength to pass on his clothing, horse, and armor to his servant so that
someone might continue the fight for the cause. Oleksii Popovych offers to
sacrifice his life so that the seas might be calmed and his comrades carry
on their mission. Here, too, the list of examples could be expanded con-
siderably.

Ukrainian dumy, then, and the epic genre in general, are characterized
by a combination of heroism and tragedy. In other words, they speak of
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heroism in the face of defeat. This is the supreme form of heroism. It is not
all that difficult to be courageous when things are going well, when there
is every chance that one’s own side will win, that one will remain alive and
able to bask in glory. It is a very different thing to continue fighting, to
exert all one’s strength with the knowledge that death waits close at hand.
To give a somewhat distorted quotation from the World War II general, Omar
Bradley, real courage is not to be oblivious to fear, but to know fear and
act in spite of it. The element of tragedy and death in the Ukrainian
material, to the extent that it is more apparent than in other epic traditions,
serves to emphasize the high degree of courage of the duma’s Cossack heroes.

There is another very interesting side to the tragic component of the
dumy. A great many of the narratives speak of the pathos of the impossible
choice. Whichever choice one makes, the result will be intolerable loss, and
therein lies the tragedy. As in other epic traditions, the decision is often
between loyalty and duty to kin and allegiance and service to country. If
one chooses to serve the country, one must neglect one’s family, and it is
ostensibly for the sake of the family that one defends the homeland. If one
decides to stay at home, then one is a do-nothing buckwheat sower, and the
loss is one’s social standing and honor. Many of the dumy about women
speak of the sad plight of the Cossack’s family.

Oh, it is easy to recognize a Cossack’s house,
Even among ten houses—

It is not thatched with straw,

It does not have a clay stoop around it,
There is not a stick of wood in the shed.

And in this house there sits a Cossack’s wife,
Oh, it is easy to recognize a Cossack’s wife—
She walks around barefoot even in winter,

She has to carry water in a pot,

And ladle it out to the children instead of soup.

Dumy like this express the dilemma of the entire society. The Cossacks, its
heroes, champions, defenders, the epitome of Ukrainian manhood, instead
of prospering, are the members of society who fare worst.

The dumy about Ivan Konovchenko and the three brothers who escape
from Azov form an interesting pair. One seems to advocate service to the
country, the other, loyalty to kin; but both present death and destruction
as the result. Ivan Konovchenko wants to volunteer for the Cossack army.
His mother does not wish him to do so because he is the only man left in
the family and she wants to keep him at home, for both practical and
emotional reasons. She hides his father’s armor to prevent him from joining
the Cossack ranks. However, depending on the version, the youth either
leaves unequipped, or finds the weapons while his mother is in church, and
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hurries off to join Colonel Hnyda and his troops. The mother returns
home from the church service, finds her son gone, and curses him, an action
that she almost immediately regrets. But a mother’s curse is very powerful,
and although there are a number of factors contributing to Ivan’s death,
the curse is certainly one of them. Like all oral literature, the duma about
Ivan Konovchenko is a complex narrative with a variety of subtle meanings.
But one of the messages is that the mother should have understood Ivan’s
desire to fight for his country and that she should have blessed, rather than
cursed, him to protect him in battle. She should have accepted the prece-
dence of service to homeland over family ties.

In the duma about the three brothers who escape from Azov, the
message seems to be just the opposite. The two older brothers are on horse-
back, the youngest is on foot. As they flee from Turkish captivity, the young-
est begs his older siblings to give him a ride because his feet are bloody, his
clothes are torn, and he simply cannot run fast enough to keep up with the
horses. The two elder brothers refuse, explaining that, should they do so,
all three would perish, whereas this way at least two of them will have
a chance to survive and live to serve their country in the future. The two
elder brothers choose what is, from the point of view of military tactics, the
more prudent option. But they are not rewarded for this choice. In fact, the
duma has the wrath of God punish them, and they are ambushed and killed
just as they are about to cross into Christian territory. The narrative’s
message is, then, that the brothers should have chosen loyalty to kin over
the option that is militarily more desirable. Even in the version where the
two elder brothers do reach home safely, they are punished and become
useless members of the social group. They are either cursed by their parents
and exiled or, unable to bear their guilt, they sentence themselves to a life
of wandering and begging for alms.

In expressing the dilemma of choosing between family ties and social
obligations, the dumy are again very much like the other great epics of the
Europe-Middle East-Central Asia cultural continuum. All of the events in
the Chanson de Roland are precipitated by Roland’s being oblivious to his
family obligations to his stepfather Ganelon. He proposes Ganelon as the
envoy to Marsile’s camp because this is best for the French, but, in doing
so, he ignores what is best for Ganelon, a person for whom he should have
special concern because Ganelon is a relative. Kriemhild chooses the option
of avenging Siegfried’s death and thus gives preference to family loyalty.
But by the end of the Nibelungenlied, it is difficult to say whether the
sympathy of the audience is with her or with Hagen because of the havoc
her decision causes the social group. Even Hagen’s murder of Siegfried can
be explained by loyalty to his sovereign, Gunther, and his desire to protect
Gunther’s honor. The Irish epic, The Tain, is a particularly striking example
of the conflict between personal and social demands. In a poignant and
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tragic scene, Cuchulainn is forced to kill his best friend Ferdia because
political ties place them on opposite sides in a military conflict.

In this introduction we have examined the tragic component of the
dumy, demonstrated how this is a feature shared with other great epic
traditions, and shown how this element makes the actions of duma characters
all the more heroic. Certainly there is a great deal more to be said about
duma content. Each text has a depth and subtlety suitable for very complex
interpretation. Since this is out of the question in a short introduction, the
reader is asked to check the footnotes for some additional sources.

Performers and Performance

Dumy are oral literature. Oral literature as a special form was described
by Lord and Parry only around the middle of the current century.’ Because
the concepts of the oral theory are so new and not widely known and be-
cause we most often encounter dumy in the form of printed texts, the
phenomenon of orality is difficult to conceive. As oral literature, dumy are
performed orally, they are learned orally, and they are transmitted to other
singers orally. Writing does not enter the process at any stage. It was long
believed that dumy, and other epic traditions, originated as written texts
that were memorized and then transmitted from mouth to mouth. Scholars
postulated that an apprentice learning from a master might sometimes
memorize from a master’s performance, but they held writing, the way we
now create literature, to be the origin of epic. The work of Lord and Parry
in Yugoslavia proved that this is not the case. They demonstrated further
that memorization is not part of the oral process. Instead of memorizing the
performances of masters verbatim, singers learn a poetic language suitable
to their genre and use this language to compose, to tell the story in verse
as they perform it. For singers, lines and half-lines of poetry function much
like the words of ordinary speech, with the parts of the line, the nouns,
verbs, adjectives, adverbs, acting much like the morphemes of the type of
language most people employ. A duma, like other epics, is created in verse
at the moment of performance, and every singing is a unique text.

Mastering such a language of poetry requires a special talent and special
training. As a result, the performers of most epic traditions form a special
professional or semi-professional group. This is true of the kobzari, the per-
formers of Ukrainian dumy. Before becoming a kobzar, a novice would be
apprenticed to a recognized master, usually someone he himself selected,
although sometimes parents would turn a boy over to a kobzar of their
choosing. The apprentice would work as the master minstrel’s servant and
be paid for his labors by being taught the minstrel’s art. The process of
training, as far as we know, would consist of several stages: first, simply
listening to the master perform, then singing tirades, a compositional unit
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of the duma that will be explained in the next section, then performing
entire epics. The period of apprenticeship would last anywhere from three
or four to ten or fifteen years, and certain masters are attested to have had
“schools” of several apprentices in different stages of training. When the
master and the apprentice both judged the novice to be ready, he would
be subjected to an initiatory test. He would appear before a group of min-
strels and other elders knowledgeable in duma art and be allowed to perform.
The dumy he sang would not be of the novice’s own choosing, but requested
of him by his audience. If his repertory and artistry were sufficient to satisfy
this “examining board,” the novice would be proclaimed a kobzar and often
rewarded with his own bandura, the musical instrument used to accompany
duma singing. Because of this system of apprenticeship and initiation into
the profession, the kobzarstvo was a kind of guild system that restricted
its ranks to those recognized by people already in the profession.

The question of talent is a very interesting one in connection with both
the kobzari and the performers of other epic traditions. Although the kobzari
were obviously talented, it seems that talent, or a literary inclination, was
not the primary reason for choosing this profession. As with other profes-
sional epic traditions, minstrelsy was neither a glamorous nor a desirable
occupation and was often accepted as a matter of necessity rather than
selected as a matter of choice. From the available data, it seems that kobzari
were often physically disabled, old, or injured and unable to support them-
selves in the usual manner, farming. As early as the nineteenth century,
scholars noticed the connection between the kobzari and church “hospitals,”
which were a kind of welfare agency for the poor and disabled.* Men who
entered the profession at an early age were often the youngest sons of poor
families whose parents turned them over to a master minstrel because they
were unable to support the children themselves. Although the old belief
that a physical disability fosters talent is a myth, it is true that a great
many singers, from the days of the blind Homer to the present, have been
marked by a physical impairment. Part of the reason for this connection
is that the disability was often interpreted as a brand of God, a visible sign
that the divine forces had chosen that particular person to be the chalice
for poetic inspiration. As an interesting corollary, some less than talented,
but disabled, people were permitted to perform and were paid because they
were considered divinely marked and because they had no other means of
livelihood.

Not much is known about the circumstances in which the kobzari per-
formed. They were certainly mendicants, travelling from town to town over
a fairly large region. This wandering lifestyle, which pretty well precluded
having a family and tending a farm, was one of the reasons that the profes-
sion was not desirable and was avoided if possible. In his travels, when a
kobzar would enter a village, he would be housed at the home of one of its
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wealthier inhabitants, who would give him food and lodging and often
supplies for the journey to his next stop. In addition, kobzari would be paid
during performance. They would receive payment in a general collection
among the audience, and anyone who requested a particular duma, or one
of the psalms or songs also characteristic of a kobzar repertory, would offer
additional payment. Kobzari are known to have performed at fairs and
marketplaces where there was a ready-made large audience with money
from their business transactions. It should be noted that kobzari were often
paid not with money, but in kind, that is, by being given gifts of food,
clothing, or other necessities. Most kobzari had a fairly well established cir-
cuit of marketplaces and villages where they knew they would be welcome.
As they would travel this circuit from year to year, they would recruit
young men to become their apprentices.

Verse Structure

Dumy are composed of irregular lines of verse, the number of syllables
per line ranging from as few as three to as many as sixteen, although the
average line length, as with other Slavic epic traditions, tends to be eight
to eleven syllables. The lines are arranged in groups called tirades or periods,
very similar to the laisse structure of French epic. Within a tirade, all the
lines rhyme, making the tirades appear to be an intermediate form between
the stychic, line-by-line arrangement of most Slavic epics and the stanza
arrangement of ballads and songs. The tirades, however, are not stanzas and,
like duma lines, they are of irregular length, consisting of anywhere from
two to ten or fifteen lines. The dumy are performed in what is called a re-
citative style, with musical interludes often marking the breaks between
tirades.”

The tirade structure of duma verse and the relatively short length of
each narrative are traits that make dumy appear to be a kind of transi-
tional form between the genres of epic and ballad. Ballads are distinguished
from epics by their shorter length, by the stanzaic rather than stychic
structure of their verse, and by rhyme, among other features. If scholars
like MacEdward Leach are correct and ballads are a genre that developed
out of epic by a process of condensation to the most emotionally effective
scenes, then the existence of a transitional form between these two genres
would be a logical corollary.® Dumy might be seen as such a transitional
form on the basis of their verse structure and length, on the basis of their
heightened emotional power, and on the basis of their tragic content, al-
ready discussed. There are a great many ballads that are tragic and elegiac:
“Lord Randall,” “Barbara Allen,” “Sir Patrick Spens,” ‘“John Henry,”
“Frankie and Johnny,” to name but a few of the best known English and
American ones.
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The musical accompaniment of the dumy and its effect on duma verse
is an interesting problem that has yet to be solved. Traditionally, dumy
should be performed to the accompaniment of the bandura. However, field-
work data indicates that by the late nineteenth or early twentieth century
this was not always the case. There are many possible reasons for this, one
being that, after Russian edicts banning the Ukrainian language were issued
in the 1870s, kobzari refused to carry a bandura, such an obvious trademark
of their profession, and learned to sing without it. It seems that the bandura
itself underwent a transformation right around this time and switched from
being a plucked instrument to one with a different string arrangement that
was both strummed and plucked. Musical accompaniment, or lack of it,
has the potential for influencing verse structure. Whether this occurred with
dumy will be difficult to ascertain because the collecting done in the early
part of the nineteenth century was less than reliable. Still, this is a problem
very much worth tackling.

Duma Scholarship

The history of duma scholarship pretty much parallels epic scholarship
in other Slavic countries and in Europe. The very first collections were made
in the early nineteenth century under the impetus of the Romantic move-
ment. The next significant period came in the late nineteenth century with
the populists. Finally there was an upsurge of important work in the early
twentieth century after the 1917 Revolution.

The first published collection of dumy was Mykola Tsertelev’s Opyt
sobraniia malorossiiskikh pesnei, which appeared in 1819.° It has been
claimed that the motivation for this work came from Sbornik Kirshy Dani-
lova, the first published collection of Russian epic, but this need not neces-
sarily be the case.’® As mentioned above, the Romantic movement inspired
a great deal of interest in folk art, not only in the Slavic areas, but through-
out Europe. The general atmosphere could have prompted Tsertelev to
undertake his collection as much as any specific event, such as the publica-
tion of the Sbornik. Furthermore, there is some evidence that dumy collect-
ing had been done before the Sbornik even appeared in print. Vasyl Lomy-
kovsky’s manuscript, Povesti malorossiiskiia, is dated 1805.* Whether the
date is correct is difficult to ascertain because the manuscript passed through
several hands before it was finally published in the late nineteenth century,
and the date could have been supplied by one of the manuscript’s later
owners, rather than its collector.

Besides Tsertelev and Lomykovsky, who vie for the honor of being the
first to collect dumy, important early scholars include Mykhailo Maksymo-
vych, who published duma texts and was the first to attempt a definition of
the term “duma,”*? and Izmail Sreznevsky, who also published texts and
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offered some influential theories on the dumy, their nature, and their origin.
Like many scholars of the nineteenth century, Sreznevsky believed that
contemporary folklore material was a corruption of earlier, more perfect
texts. He further advocated the restoration of these ideal dumy and offered
his own attepts at such corrected texts in Zaporozhskaia Starina (1833—
38).1* Sreznevsky’s theories influenced Maksymovych, who reprinted Srez-
nevsky’s work and attempted some restored texts of his own.'* It should be
pointed out that, while Sreznevsky and, later, Maksymovych altered their
material for theoretical reasons, the dumy in Tsertelev’s and Lomykovsky’s
collections were probably also “cleaned up,” only with no explicit statement
to this effect. Early nineteenth-century scholars, including the Brothers
Grimm, simply did not publish their material as they found it, considering
it inappropriate to sophisticated literary tastes.

The middle of the nineteenth century can best be characterized as a
period of collecting. A number of scholars enriched the fund of known duma
texts. Unfortunately, all of them cannot be given credit in an introduction
of this length. Three who do deserve special mention because they affected
the development of the field of duma scholarship are Hryhorii Bazylevych,
Mykola Bilozersky, and Mykola Kostomarov. Bazylevych is noteworthy be-
cause he was the first to break from the old notion of the mass folk mind
and study an individual kobzar as artist. His contribution is biographical
data on, as well as a recording from, the singer Andrii Shut.”* Bilozersky
is important as the first man to write about collecting methodology.'¢ As
for Kostomarov, he was the first to demonstrate that some of the dumy
appearing in the, by that time, old and established collections were total
fabrications.?’

The next giant in duma scholarship was Panteleimon Kulish. His
first work, Ukraina (1843), was pretty much in the Sreznevsky mold of
reworked texts, but his second, Zapiski o iuzhnoi Rusi (1856-57) was a
major new effort containing the results of Kulish’s own field work: texts
and background information on the kobzari.* Kulish’s notes on his field-
work speak of instances where he helped singers “recall” dumy they did
not know. This is the first documented instance of scholars influencing the
living folk tradition. Kulish affected the living tradition in another way as
well. Some of the reworked texts published in his Istoriia vozsoedineniia
Rust (1874-77) are known to have been very popular among the kobzari
and to have entered their repertories.'®

The year 1874 saw a major event in the publication of dumy. In that
year, two monumental works sponsored by the Southwestern Division of
the Imperial Geographical Society appeared. The first was volume five of
the collected works of Pavlo Chubynsky,? which presented dumy with a
moralistic content; the second was Antonovych and Drahomanov’s Isto-
richeskiia pesni malorusskago naroda, which was to present all known dumy

17



with historical subject matter.? These two works together were the first
attempt at a full scholarly edition of the dumy. This was to be the first
edition with variants: not just a single text for each duma, but all the ver-
sions ever recorded. The purpose of these volumes was to serve as a source
work where all of this material could be readily found. Although the works
have many shotrtcomings, including a system for saving space that partially
defeated the purpose of presenting all known variants, the intent to compile
an exhaustive scholarly edition itself demonstrates that duma scholarship
had become established as a serious discipline.

The closing several decades of the nineteenth century were another lull
in duma scholarship. Work continued to be done, but there was nothing
that significantly affected the course of the field’s development. Most of the
studies that appeared were either collections of several texts or data on the
performers. One scholar of this period who should be mentioned singly is
Porfyrii Martynovych. He had been an apprentice to a master kobzar and was
thus able to provide the kind of information inaccessible to most scholars.?
Unfortunately for our purposes, Martynovych’s interests later shifted from
dumy to folktales. We should also draw attention to Volodymyr Naumenko
and Mytrofan Andriievsky, who were the first to study a single duma text
rather than making general pronouncements about the genre as a whole.?

Almost at the turn of the century (1893) Pavlo Zhytetsky’s Mysli
o malorusskikh narodnykh dumakh appeared.** Two basic theses were pre-
sented in this work: that dumy are dedicated to matriarchal authority and
that dumy are strongly influenced by written church literature. The first
was soon discounted, but the second finds a number of supporters even
today and is one of the two basic alternate explanations for the origin of
dumy. Since Zhytetsky’s theory was a complex one that stressed the com-
bination of literary and folk elements in dumy, and since he did not resort
to explaining everything with written texts and the errors of faulty memory,
a simplistic interpretation that has plagued even as old a field as Homeric
scholarship, this theory does deserve the consideration it has received.

With the start of the twentieth century, we find the beginnings of
modern folklore scholarship, in terms of both the technology being used
and the questions being asked. As part of the Twelfth Archeological Con-
vention (1902), we get Mykola Sumtsov’s article on the methodology of
investigating individual kobzari*® and Opanas Slastion’s work with the singer
Mykhailo Kravchenko, including the description of Kravchenko’s creation
of a new duma based on traditional duma structure.2¢ Of approximately the
same date, though not connected to the Convention, is Mykhailo Speran-
sky’s work investigating the entire repertories of singers, the psalms and
satirical songs as well as the dumy.>” This period also saw an upsurge in
publishing activity and the appearance of the first two studies of the history

18



of duma scholarship: Tkachenko-Petrenko’s bibliography of scholarly ar-
ticles on dumy and Ivan Ierofeiv’s history of the publishing of duma texts.>®

The next big organized effort was the work of the Musico-Ethnographic
Commission, which yielded phonograph recordings of dumy, and the monu-
mental work of Filiaret Kolessa, Melodii ukrainskikh narodnikh dum (1910—
13).2® This study is very important not only as a collection of musical and
verbal texts, but also as a major theoretical contribution. Kolessa’s defini-
tion of dumy, based primarily on form rather than content, is still the one
most widely recognized today. Kolessa’s hypothesis on the origin of dumy
in folk lament is, along with Zhytetsky’s, the major theory on this subject.
In all the work done since Kolessa, scholars have sided with either him or
Zhytetsky and offered little beyond refinements of their two approaches.

The productivity of the early twentieth century culminated in the work
of Kateryna Hrushevska.*® Her goal, like Antonovych’s and Drahomanov’s,
was to present the definitive scholarly edition of all duma texts. She in-
tended to draw on all possible sources—earlier publications, manuscripts
buried in archives, and the living tradition—to compile a source work that
would indeed make available every known variant of each duma. To make
this a compendium that would meet virtually all of the needs of a scholar
who chose to work on dumy, she planned to include musical texts, a general
introduction giving the history of duma scholarship, and introductions to
each set of variants, giving information on the source and authenticity of
each text, on the geographical distribution of each duma, on earlier studies
of that narrative, and much more. Had this work been completed, it would
indeed have been the definitive source for further duma study. Unfortu-
nately, Hrushevska had some legal trouble, and only volumes one and two
were published (1927 and 1931). In these two books we find the survey
of the history of duma scholarship and the majority of the verbal texts in-
tended to appear in the completed work. The rest of the items that Hru-
shevska had planned to make available are lost. What makes the whole
situation doubly unfortunate is that the number of extant copies of volumes
one and two is so small that even the material in them is virtually inac-
cessible.

In the most recent period of duma scholarship, there have been a num-
ber of editions of duma texts, but none of the dimensions of Hrushevska’s
work. Most of these include only one variant for each duma, and even the
editions that give multiple versions, like the Dumy volume of the Biblioteka
poeta, edited by H. A. Nudha (1969), do not approach the scope of Hru-
shevska’s project.** In this most recent period there has been a proliferation
of general survey articles, many as the introductions to the collections of
duma texts just mentioned and many as encyclopedia entries. But the major
event of the second half of the twentieth century has so far been the publi-
cation of Boris P. Kirdan’s two-volume study of dumy: Ukrainskie narodnye
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dumy (1962) and Ukrainskii narodnyi epos (1965).32 Although Kirdan’s
work can be criticized on a number of points, it is the most extensive study
available, dealing with virtually all of the questions ever raised by duma
scholarship: structure, content, relationship to historical events, performers,
and so on. It is currently the definitive study of Ukrainian dumy.

Even with the publication of Kirdan’s study, much remains to be done.
Folklore as a discipline has made enormous strides in the West in the last
several decades. It is high time that some of the theoretical achieve-
ments made in this period of rapid growth be applied to dumy. We need a
formulaic analysis in the manner of the oral theory.®* We need an analysis
of psychological function. We need to compare dumy not just to other
Slavic epics, the Russian byliny and the Serbo-Croatian junacke pesme, but
to all epic traditions.?>* We need a structuralist analysis of the plots of dumy.
The list could be expanded considerably. Furthermore, the scholarly work
begun on dumy in the past remains to be completed. The definitive edition
of all duma texts, envisioned by Hrushevska, has not been published. Some
of the old questions, such as the relationship of duma subject matter to
historical events, have not been answered satisfactorily.** It is hoped that
the present edition will inspire some of this much needed further investiga-
tion. The reader is again referred to the footnotes for a start in this endeavor.

Natalie Kononenko Moyle
University of Virginia
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JAYMA IIPO IUVIAY HEBIIbHUKIB

Y cBaATY HeRino He cH3i OpPJIM 3aKJIEKOTAJIH,

Ax To GinHi HEeBONBHUKH Y TAKKIH HeBOJI 3aIJIaKaJIH,

Vropy pyku migoiiMaJu, kafimaHaMu 3a0paKYIaIH,

Tocrrofia MHJIOCEPAHOrO IMPOXaJH Ta GJarajiu:

“TIopmai#t mam, 'ocniogw, 3 HeOa apiGeH MOIIUK,

A 3 Hu3y GyiHu# BiTep!

Xoua#t 6u un He Berasia Ha JopHOMY MoOpio GHCTpasA XBHJA,
Xouait 61 He NOBUPHBAJIA JKOPIiB 3 TypelnbKoi KaTOpru!

Ta yKe ¢ HaM TypenbKa-0yCypMeHChKa KaTOpra Hamoina,
Kafizann-3a51i30 HOr'H HOBPHBAJIO,

Biste Tiyo Ko3ansKe MoJIO#ENbKe KOJIO JKOBTOI KOCTH NOMMYTJAa0!”
Bama TypenpKuil 6ycypMeHCLKHI,

HenoBipoOK XpPHCTHAHCHKHIE,

Ilo punKy nmoxomxae,

Bin cam moGpe Tee 3a4yBae,

Ha cayru cBoi, Ha TypKH-AHMYApH 30-3J1a I'yKae:

“Kaxy g sam Typku-aanyapu, nobpe Bu pbaiire,

I3 pany mo pAny 3axomKariTe,

ITo Tpy DyYKW TepHHHH i YepPBOHOI TABOJITH HaGHpamTe.
BigHoro HeBOJIbHHKA TIO-Tpudi B OfHiM micui 3aTwraiite!”

To Ti cayru Typru-aaudapu nobpe nbaiy,

I3 pany mo pany 3axomKaJjiu,

ITo Tpu my4YKH TepHHHH 1 YepBOHOI TABOJIH y PYKH HaOHpaiH,
ITo-Tpuui B omuim micni GiXZHOrO HEBOJILHWKA 3aTHHAJIH,

Tiso 6ime Ko3alpKe MOJIOTENbKe KOJIO XOBTOI KOCTH OGBHMBAJIH,
KpoB XpHCTHAHCHLKY HETIOBHHHO NMPOJIHBAJIH.

Crasmn GigHi HEBOJILHHKH Ha c001 KPOB XPHCTHAHCHKY 306a4aTH,
Crayu 3eMJIIO TYPEUbKY, Bipy OYCYPMEHCHKY KJISACTH IMPOKJIWHATH |
“Tu 3eMJye TypeLlbKa, Bipo GyCcypMeHCHKA,

TH pPO3NYKO XPHCTUAHCHKA !

He opnoro e possyuusa 3 oTueM, 3 MaTip'ro,

Abo 6paTa 3 cecTpoio,

AGo my:xa 3 BIpHOIO KOHOIO!

Bussouns, I'ocnmogu, BeiX GimHHX HEBiJIBHUKIB

3 TAKKOI HEBOJII TYpPeubKOi,

3 karopru O6ycypMeHCHKOi!

Ha ruxi Bogy,

Ha scHi 30pi,

Y Kpai Becesnii,

Y mup XpelieHuni,

B ropopa xpuctusuepki!”
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DUMA ABOUT THE LAMENT OF THE CAPTIVES

On the holy day of Sunday, it wasn’t the grey eagles screaming,
But the poor captives weeping in bitter slavery,

Raising their arms, shaking their chains,

Begging and imploring the merciful Lord:

“Send us, O Lord, a fine rain from the sky

And wild wind from the Dnieper steppe!

Maybe a swift wave will rise on the Black Sea,

Maybe it will break the Turkish galley loose from its anchor!
Oh, we have had enough of this accursed Turkish slavery;

The iron chains have dug into our legs,

They have cut our white young Cossack flesh to the yellow bone.”
The infidel Turkish pasha,

The renegade Christian,

Walked through the marketplace,

Heard this well,

And shouted angrily at his servants, at his Turkish Janissaries:
“I order you, Turkish Janissaries, to take great care,

To go from row to row,

To take three bunches of thorns and red osier,

To slash the poor captives three times in the same place!”

So the servants, the Turkish Janissaries, took great care,
They went from row to row,

They took three bunches of thorns and red osier in their hands,
And slashed the poor captives three times in the same place,
They cut the white young Cossack flesh to the yellow bone,
They spilled innocent Christian blood.

The poor captives began to see Christian blood on their bodies,
They began to curse the Turkish land, and the infidel faith:

“O Turkish land, O infidel faith,

O separation from fellow Christians,

You have parted many from their fathers and mothers,
Brothers from their sisters,

Husbands from their faithful wives!

Liberate, O Lord, all the poor captives

From bitter Turkish slavery,

From infidel captivity!

Let them reach the quiet waters,

The bright stars,

The merry homeland,

The Christian people,

The Christian cities!”
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Haii Boxxe, MUpY LIapCHKOMY,
Hapopy XpHCTHAHCEKOMY,
CaaBy Ha MHOrii JiTa!
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Give, O God, to the Tsar’s men,
And to the Christian people,
Glory from this day on forever.

(1A; L, p. 5)
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JVMA ITPO IUTIAY HEBIJIbHHKA

IToxknousaersesa GimHME HEeBIILHHK

I3 3emyi Typennkoi, i3 Bipu 6ycypmeHCHKOI

¥ ropopmd XpUHCTHAHCHKII, IO oTUA, KO MaTyCi,
IITo ne Moske BiH IM IOKJIOHHTHCH,

TinTbKY IMOKJIOHAETHCS TOJYOOHHKOM CHBEHBKHM :
“Oift TH, rOJTyGOHBKY CHBEHBKHH,

Tu pasexo Jjitaem, TH najieko GyBaem,
Tlosenn TH B ropoaa XPUCTHSIHCBHKIT,

o orng moro, mo Maryeci,

Cans-nany Ha noABip’T oTHiBCHKIM,

Kani6HeHbKO 3aryRH,

O6 wmoiii mpuroai Ko3albKifl npunom’sHH,
Hexaii otens i MmaTyes

Mozo mpurony Ko3albKyr0 3HAIOTH,

CraTky, MacTKH 30yBaIoTh,

Benmki crapbu cobuparoTh,

T'0510BOHBKY KO3aIBKYIO i3 TAMKKOI HEBOJIi BH3BOJIAIOTH.
Bo ak crane YopHe MOpe corpaBarTH,

To He 3HaTHME OTeIlL, JTUOOHL MATH

Y xoropifi kaTop3i mykaru:

Yu y nmpucrani Ko3noeeekif,

Yu y ropopi ITap-rpazni ma 6a3zapi.

Bynyts ymkasn, Typxku-aanuapu Habirata

3a UepBoHe MoOpe yV apabGChbKY 3€MJIIO 3aNPONATH,
Bynyrts 32 HUX cpebpo, 3J71aTO, He JlidYayH,

Cyxna mopori, mocraBaMu He Mipsa4H,

3a mux 6patn’. '

Topni manacda GiTHOMY HEBIJIBHHKY

TsxKasd HeBOJIA Ho6Gpe 3HATH:

Kafinanu pyku i Horu moz’inasy,

Cupas cHPHISA A0 KOBTOI KOCTi

Tiso Ko3ambKee mpoinaJa.

To GigHil HeBITEPHUKM Ha KPOB, Ha TiJIO NOTJIANAJIH,
O6 Bipi XpHCTUAHCBKIH rapmasu,

3eMJII0 TYpPenbKY, Bipy OYyCYPMEHCHKY TIPOKJIMHAJIN ;
“Tu 3emJie TypenbKasd, Bipo 6ycypMeHChKad,

Tu ecTh HANOJHEHA CpeGpOM, 3JIATOM

I goporumu HanmMTKAMH:

Tineskn GigHOMY HeBIJILHHKY Ha CBIiTi He BijibHO,
ITTo Ginmuii HeBiTEHUK y TeGe IpoOyBas,
IIpaznuka Piznea uu 10 BockpecinHA He 3HaE”.
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DUMA ABOUT THE LAMENT OF A CAPTIVE

A poor captive sent his greetings

From the Turkish land, from the infidel faith,

To the Christian cities, to his father and mother.
He could not greet them himself,

But sent his greetings by grey dove:

“0O grey dove!

You fly far, you see distant lands—

Fly to the Christian cities,

Alight in my parents’ yard,

Coo mournfully,

Tell them about my Cossack misfortune.

May my father and mother

Know about my Cossack misfortune.

May they gather goods and riches,

May they amass a great fortune,

And liberate my Cossack head from bitter slavery,
For when the Black Sea will begin to play,

Then neither my father nor my mother

Will know where to look for me:

Whether in the port of Kozlov,

Or in the marketplace in Constantinople.

The bandits, the Turks and the Janissaries, will raid them,
They will take them beyond the Red Sea, to the Arab land,
They will sell them

For countless silver and gold coins,

For endless rolls of fine cloth.”

Then the poor captive

Began to feel his terrible slavery:

The chains chafed his arms and legs,

The raw leather thongs cut the Cossack flesh

To the yellow bone,

The poor captives looked at the blood and the flesh,
They thought about the Christian faith,

They cursed the Turkish land and the infidel faith:
“Q Turkish land, O infidel faith!

You are rich with silver and gold

And with fine liquors,

But poor captives do not have their freedom.

When a poor captive lives in this land

He celebrates neither Christmas nor Easter.”
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Bce y HeBOJII IPOKJIATIH, Ha KaTOP3i TypenbKi,

Ha Yopnim mMopi mpoOyBaloTs,

3eMJII0 TYpEUbKYIO, Bipy 6yCYpPMEHCHKYIO MPOKJIMHAIOTH :
“Tm 3emiie TypenbKa, Bipo GyCcypMeHCBHKa,

TH pO3JIYKO XPUCTUAHCHKA!

Ve 6o TH pozjyumsa He OJHOrO 3a ciM JjiT BifiHOIO,
My:xa 3 K0HOIO, 6paTa 3 CeCTpOIo,

JIiTOK MaJieHBKHX 3 OTIEM i MaTKOIO.

Busposis, Boxke, GiqHHX HEBIJILHUKIB

Ha ceaTOpychKHiT Geper,

Ha xpait Becesnii, Mixx Hapoj XpeireHuii!”

28



They spent all their time in accursed captivity, on a Turkish galley,
On the Black Sea,
They cursed the Turkish land, the infidel faith.
“Q Turkish land, O infidel faith,
O separation from fellow Christians!
You have separated many in the seven years of war:
Husbands from their wives, brothers from their sisters,
Little children from their fathers and mothers.
Liberate the poor captives, O Lord,
Permit them to reach the holy Ruthenian shores,
The happy land, the Christian people!”
(2A; I, p. 11)
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JAVMA ITPO IBAHA BOI'YCJIABIISI

B ropoxi Koasosi crossa TeMHHIS KaMiHHAA,

CiM ca)KeHb B 3€MJII0 BMYpPOBaHAH;

Y rifi remuuIi npoOyBaJsio CiMCOT KO3aKiB,

Bigaux HeBOMBLHHKIB.

Me:x HnMu Ge3 CTAPIIUHHE KO3aIBKOI He GyRaJI0 —
Bys onmn crapmuii crapmuuoo Isan Borycnageis,
TeTbMaH 3aMOPO3LKHM.

Boun pecars gt npoOyBaJiu B HEBOJII.

To Isan Borycisagens, cuad cobi, Aymae Ta ranae,
Jo Ko3akiB cjI0BaMM IIPOMOBJISE :

“Ko3aky, maHOBE-MOJIONI !

ITTo y mac croronHi 3a newb — Besmkaa Cy6ora,
3asTpa Gyne cBATUN NeHL — BelwKeHb,

Bynyrh Hami oTHi paHO BCTaBaTH,

Jo Boxoro oMy HNpHCTYIIATH,

Bosxee cioBo BuCIyXaTH,

Hac, 6imHHX HEBOJNLHUKIB, TOMUHATH .

To Bci HEBOJILHUKH Te€ 3aYyBaJIH,

JpobHuMu capo3amMu 00JIMBAJIIH,

Irana BorycsaBud J1asIH-IIPOKJIMHAJIH @

“Bopmai tr co6i, Isanent Borycsasens, macrd i mosi He MaB,
ITTo Tv HaM cell Mpa3HHUK OAKa3as”.

Isan Boryciaselnp Tee 3a4yBas,

CJiioBaMH IIPOMOBJIAE:

“He .srafite MeHe, GpaTni, He IPOKJINHAHTE,

Mozxe, nam, 6paTiii, Bor Munocepnuuil 6ypme nomarary,
Yu He OyneM MH 3 HeBOJII BuCTynmaTH ?”’

To B Hemiso paHO-TIOPAHEHBKO

AnkaH-TamieBa TypelbKas Of My»Ka 30CTABAJA,
CBoro My»xa IIOXOBaJa,

Jlo TeMHHIII IPHXOIKAJIA.

TeMHUIIIO OOMHKAJIA,

TTome:x HEBOJILHUKAMH IIOXOMKaJa,

Irannsa BorycioaBna 3a Ginyroo pyky Opada,

IITe coroBaMu IPOMOBJIAJIA :

“Isanue Borycaague!

Koy 6 TH CBOIO Bipy XpPHCTUAHCLKY NOJIAMAB,

A nHamy 6ycypMeHCBEKY Ha cebe Gpas,

Yaxe 6 tu B roponi Kozaosi namysag.

51 6 TBOiX HeBOJILHMKIB BCiX i3 TeMHHIi BHIyCcKaJsa,
B 3eMir0 XpHCTHAHCHKYIO XOPOMIEHBKO IIPOBOMIKAJIA .
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DUMA ABOUT IVAN BOHUSLAVETS

In the city of Kozlov there stood a prison of stone
Dug fifty feet deep in the ground,

And in that prison there languished seven hundred Cossacks,
Seven hundred poor captives.

They were not without leaders,

And the highest among them was Ivan Bohuslavets,
A Zaporozhian hetman.

For ten years they languished in the prison,

And Ivan Bohuslavets sat and pondered,

Then he spoke to the Cossacks with words:
“Cossacks, my brave lords,

Do you know what day it is today in our land—it is Holy Saturday,
And tomorrow will be the holy day of Easter.
Tomorrow our fathers will arise early,

They will go to the House of the Lord,

They will hear the Holy Scriptures,

And will remember us, poor captives.”

When all the captives heard that,

Their faces streamed with fine tears,

They cursed and scolded Ivan Bohuslavets:

“May you have neither luck nor good fortune, Ivan Bohuslavets,
For you have reminded us of this holiday.”

Ivan Bohuslavets heard this

And spoke with words:

“Do not curse me, brothers, do not scold me,

Maybe the merciful Lord will give us help,

Maybe we will soon be liberated from this captivity.”
Very early on Sunday morning,

Alkan Pasha’s Turkish wife became a widow.

She buried her husband,

And then went to the prison,

She unlocked the prison door,

And went among the captives,

She took Ivan Bohuslavets by his white hand,

And spoke with words:

“Ivan Bohuslavets,

If you would renounce your Christian beliefs

And take our Moslem faith,

You would rule in the city of Kozlov,

And I would free all of your fellow captives from the prison,
I would see them safely off to the Christian land.”
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Iramens BoryciaBenp Tee 3a4yBac,

CoioBaMHE IIPOMOBIISIE:

“AJKaH-IaIeBa, Magi MoJiogasd!

fAx He Oymem T MeHi XpPHCTHAHCHKOIO BipoXo ypikaTw,
Byny a TeGe 3a XOHy Ao cebGe Gpatu!”

To Bxe ANKaH-TIaNIeBa, TaHi MOJIOnad,

CiM Hepise XMeJr0 He 3a)KHBAJIA,

XpHCTHAHCHKOIO BipOIo He ypikaJa,

Bcix HeBOJILHHUKIB i3 TeMHHII BUITyCKaJa,

B 3eMIII0 XPHCTUAHCHKYIO XOPOUIEHBKO IIPOBOMMKAJIIA.
Sk craya Ha BOCHMIHM Hemisi XMijnb 3aKHBaTH,

Crajla 3 MOJIORMMH TYPEULKHMH NaHAMH I'yJIATH,
Craja Isanuesi BoryciiapneBi XpHCTHSIHCBEKOIO BipOIO ypikaTwm:
“JIuBiTBHCA, TAHOBE,

Axwmit y MeHe My:K IpeKpacHui!

Ta BiH y Hac no0ycypMeHHBCS IJIA PO3KOIII TYPEIBKOI”.
IBanent Borycsasenp Te€ 3a4yBac,

Jlo YopHOro Mopsa MEBUAECHBKO IpHbirae,

B sgopkry cinae,

Kozakir cepen YopHOro Mops AoraHe,

Jlo xo3akiB B cyqHO BCTyIIAE.

Ankan-namena, naHi Mosaonad, fo YopHOro Mopsa NPHXOIKIE,
Irannsa Borycoaenda B cynni 3o06adas,

Jpi6ErME cib03aMH OOJIHBAE:

“Isanue BorycisaBue!

Bonait TeGe IN'ociops Musiocepnuuil Ha ciM cBiTi i36aBuB,
SK TH MeHe, MOJIOJIEHBKY, 3pagus!”

To mie AK cTajia TeMHadA HiIUKa HACTYIATH,

Cramu ko3aku o ropopa Kossopa Hazan npubysarth,
Cranm Ha TYpKiB, Ha cOHHUX, HabirarTu,

Cranm ix py6aTH,

Topox Ko3noB orHeM-MeueM BOIOBATH,

Crasm TypelbKil JJb0XH po3busaTH,

Cpebpo-351aTO, ROPOTYIO OfEKY 3a6HpaTH,

Crap IBanens BorycnaBenp AJKaH-IANieBYIO, TAHIO MOJIOAYIO, pyOaTH,
Crajiz of mpHCTaHi KO3JIO0BCHKOI IMOCHIiMIATH

I e o crita go ropopa Ciui npuGyBarn,

B ropogi Ciui coxpoBuina rypenekii posginaru,

Crasm Bixe KO3aKH CJIOBAMH IIPOMOBJISATH :

“IBanue Borycsagde, reTbMaHe 3aII0PO3bKHUI!

Hecars JiT TH B HeBOJIi IpOGYBaE,

Hi opnoro kosaka He yrepsas!”
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Ivan Bohuslavets heard this

And spoke with words:

“0O young wife of Alkan Pasha,

If you will not reproach me for my Christian faith,

I will take you for my wife.”

So then the wife of Alkan Pasha, the young woman,

Did not drink wine for seven weeks,

And did not reproach him for his Christian faith,

She freed from the prison all of the captives,

And saw them safely off to the Christian land.

When she began to drink wine on the eighth week,

She began to make merry with the young Turkish lords,

She began to reproach Ivan Bohuslavets for his Christian faith:

“Look, my lords,

What a handsome husband I have,

He has become Moslem for the sake of our Turkish riches.”

Ivan Bohuslavets heard this,

He rushed to the Black Sea,

He got into a boat,

And caught up with the other Cossacks on the Black Sea,

He joined them in their galley.

The wife of Alkan Pasha, the young woman, went to the Black Sea,

Her face streaming with tears,

She saw Ivan Bohuslavets in the galley:

“Ivan Bohuslavets,

May the merciful Lord punish you in this world

For having deserted me, a young woman!”

Then the dark night began to fall,

And the Cossacks began to return to the city of Kozlov.

They began to fall upon the sleeping Turks,

They began to slash them,

To scourge the city of Kozlov with fire and sword,

They began to break open Turkish cellars,

To take out gold and silver and fine clothes,

And Ivan Bohuslavets began to slash with his sword the wife of Alkan Pasha,
the young woman,

Then the Cossacks sailed away from the port of Kozlov,

They arrived at the Sich before dawn,

They divided up the Turkish treasure at the Sich,

And then spoke with words:

“0 Ivan Bohuslavets, Zaporozhian hetman,

You languished ten years in captivity,

But you did not lose a single Cossack!”
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Buzgoas, I'ocionu, HeBOJBHHKIB i3 HeBOJII
Ha xpaii Becemuf,
MeRRy MUDP XPHCTHAHCHKHH XpeLIeHUH.
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Liberate the captives from slavery O Lord,
Let them reach the merry land,
And the Christian people.

(3A; 1, p. 20)
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JAYMA IIPO MAPYCHO BOI'YCJIABKY

IITo na YopHOMY MoOpi,

Ha kawmeni 6ijeHbKOMY,

TaM crodja TEMHHIA KaM SHA.

ITTo y Ti#i TO TemHHUNI MPOoGyBaJa0 CiMCOT KO3aKiB,
Binnux HEeBOJILHHUKIB.

To BOHH TPHAIATH JT y HeBoJI IpoGyBalOTh,

Boxoro cBiTy, coHia mpaBeqHoro y Biui cobi He BHAAIOTSH.
To mo ix pmiBka-GpaHKa,

Mapyca, nomisga Boryciagka,

ITpuxopsxae,

CioBaMH IIPOMOBJISAE:

“T'el1, KO3aKH,

Bu, 6ignil HeBiTEHUKHT!

Yrapafite, mo B Hamrif 3eMili XpHCTUSIHCHKIH 3a HeHb Temepa ?”
ITTo Toni GixHi HeBiTBPHUKY 3a4yBaJIH,

HiBky-OpaHKY,

Mapycro, monieay Borycioaeky,

TIo pivax mozmaBaJy,

CyioBaMH TPOMOBJIAJIH :

“Te#i, niBKO-6panKoO,

Mapycro, noniero Boryciagko!

Tlounm MM MOYKEM 3HATH,

IITo B mami#i 3eMJi XpUCTHUSHCHKIH 3a HeHb Temepa ?
IITo Tpupuare jir y HepoJi mpobGyBaeMm,

Booxkoro criTy, coHIg mpaBenHOro y Biui coGi He BUmaEM,
To Mu He MOXXEMO 3HATH,

IITo B Hamif 3eMJIi XpHCTUAHCHKIA 3a meHDb Temepa’.
Topi mieka-6paHka,

Mapycsa, noniBna Boryecnaska,

Tee 3auyBae,

Jlo Ko3aKiB cI0BAMH NMPOMOBJIAE:

“O#t Ko3akwH,

Bu, 6ignii HeBibEUKH!

ITTo croropwi y Hami#i 3emui xpucTuancekifi Besukoguaa Cy6Gora,
A 3aBTpa CBATHMI NPa3HUK, POKOBHI feHb BemuxmeHs’.
To Toxi Ti KO3aKM Tee 3auymasy,

Binum nunem po ewpoi 3emai nmpunajgaJin,
JiBKy-OpaHKY,

Mapycro, nonieny Borycmasry,

Knamu-rpoxkanHamn
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DUMA ABOUT MARUSIA FROM BOHUSLAV

On the Black Sea,

On a white rock,

There stood a dungeon of stone,

In this dungeon there lived seven hundred Cossacks,

Poor captives,

They had languished in captivity for thirty years,

And they saw neither the Lord’s daylight nor the righteous sun.
Then the slave-girl Marusia,

Priest’s daughter from Bohuslav,

Came to them

And spoke with words:

“0 Cossacks,

You poor captives,

Do you know what day it is today in our Christian land?”’
And the poor captives heard that,

They recognized the slave-girl Marusia,

Priest’s daughter from Bohuslav,

By her speech.

And they spoke with words:

“Q slave-girl Marusia,

Priest’s daughter from Bohuslav,

How can we know what day it is today

In our Christian land?

For it has already been thirty years since we were captured,
And we do not see the Lord’s daylight and the righteous sun.
So we cannot know

What day it is today in our Christian land.”

Then the slave-girl Marusia,

Priest’s daughter from Bohuslav,

Heard this,

And spoke to the Cossacks with words:

“0O Cossacks,

You poor captives,

Today is Holy Saturday in our Christian land, -

And tomorrow will be the holy day, the annual feast of Easter!”
When the Cossacks heard that,

They fell with their white faces to the cold earth

And with curses they cursed

The slave-girl Marusia,

Priest’s daughter from Bohuslav.
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“Ta Goma# TH, KiBKO-GPaHKO,

Mapycro, noniBHo Boryesasko,

IITacTs i noJi cobi He MaJga,

Sk TH HaM CBATHI Ipa3HWK, POKOBHIH JleHb BesmkaeHp ckasasa!”
To Toni niBka-GpaHKa,

Mapyecsa, noniBHa BoryciaBka,

Tee 3auyBaja,

CioBaMH IPOMOBJIAJIA :

“Oif KO3aKH,

Bu, 6iguii neBisHuKH!

Ta He JafiTe MeHe, He MPOKJIHHAHTE,

To ax Oyme HaII IaH TYpPeUbKUH HO MedeTi Biy'IKmKaTH,
To 6ynme meHi, giBui-OpaHi,

Mapyeci, monieui Borycsasii,

Ha pyxu kmoui BinmaBaTH;

To Gyny A KO TEMHMIII IPHXOMKATH,

TeMHHITIO BiTMHUKATH,

Bac Bcix, 6igHNX HeBiJILHHKIB, Ha BOJIIO BHIIyCKaTH’ .
To Ha CBATHH NMPAa3HUK, POKOBHH JeHL BeJIHKJEHb,
CraB nmaH TYpelbKHH 10 Mederi Big TKKaTH,

CraB pgiemi-OpaHui,

Mapyci, nonisui Borycsagui,

Ha pyxu xiroui BigmaBarh.

Toni niBka-OpaHKa,

Mapyca, noniera BoryciaBka,

Ilobpe nbae —

o TemMHuIII mpHXOAKAE,

TeMHHUIIO BiTMHEKAE,

Bcix Ko3aKkis,

BigHrx HEBiNBbHUKIB,

Ha Boiio BHITyCKaE

I csioBaMu MPOMOBJIAE :

“Oi KO3aKH,

Bu, Gignii HeBitbHEKHK!

Kaxy s BaMm, noGpe mGaiite,

B ropopu XpHCTHAHCHKI yTikafiTe,

Tinbku mpomy g Bac, OZHOro ropona BorycsaBa He MuHaiiTe,
Moemy GaThbKy ¥ MaTepi 3HATH KaBaHTE:

Ta Hexail miit 6aTbK0o moGpe mbae,

T'pynris, BeIuKHX Ma€TKiB Hexail He 36yBae,
Besmmxux ckapbiB He 30upas,

Ta Hexall MeHe, JiBKH-GpaHKH,

Mapyci, monieau BoryciaBkg,
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“0O slave-gir] Marusia,

Priest’s daughter from Bohuslav,

May you never have good fate and good fortune
Because you have told us about the holy day, the annual feast of Easter.”
So when the slave-girl Marusia,

Priest’s daughter from Bohuslav,

Heard this,

She spoke with words:

“0O Cossacks,

You poor captives,

Do not scold me and do not curse me,

For when the Turkish lord goes to the mosque,
He will give me, the slave-girl Marusia,
Priest’s daughter from Bohuslav,

His keys to hold in my keeping;

Then I will come to the dungeon

And I will open it,

I will set all of you poor captives free!”

So on the holy day, on the annual feast of Easter,
The Turkish lord started out for the mosque
And he gave to the slave-girl Marusia,

Priest’s daughter from Bohuslav,

His keys to hold in her keeping.

Then the slave-girl Marusia,

Priest’s daughter from Bohuslav,

Took great care,

She came to the dungeon,

And opened it,

She set all the Cossacks,

The poor captives, free,

She spoke with words:

“0O Cossacks,

You poor captives,

I tell you, take great care,

Flee to the Christian cities.

But I ask you, do not bypass the city of Bohuslav,
Go there and give a message to my father and mother.
Let my father be careful,

Let him not sell his lands and his estates,

Let him not amass great riches,

Let him not ransom me from captivity,

Me, the slave-girl Marusia,

Priest’s daughter from Bohuslav,
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3 HeBoJIi He BHKYIAE,

Bo mixe f moTypYmiach, HOGYCYypPMEHHIACH
J1a po3komi TypeubKoi,

Jna maxomeTsa HemacHoro!”

Oit Bu3BoJIH, Boske, Hac Beix, GifHHUX HEBINLHHKIB,
3 TsaKKOI HEBOJII,

3 Bipu GycypMeHCHKOI,

Ha scHi 30pi,

Ha Texi BOmH,

¥ kpait Becenui,

YV mup xpemenuii!

Bucayxai#i, Boxe, y npocs6ax mupux,

Y HemjacHHX MOJIUTBAX

Hac, 6inHEX HeBiNBLHUKIB!
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Because I have turned Turkish and infidel
For the sake of Turkish luxury,

And because of miserable greed!”
Liberate all of us poor captives, O Lord,
From bitter captivity,

From infidel faith.

Let us reach the bright stars,

The quiet waters,

The merry land,

The Christian people.

Grant, O Lord, the earnest petitions,
The miserable prayers,

Of us, poor captives.

(4A; 1, p. 24)
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AYMA ITPO COKLJI I COKOJIA

YV mepinmro 6ap3e paHO-IOPAHEHBKY

HaJerinu cokxosnu 3 wyxkoi qajiekoi CTOpOHH,

Ha cinu-ymasnu y Jici

Ha npeynob6HOMY Zepesi, Ha opici,

Jla 3Busu cobi rHizgo mapJiaTHes,

3Hecau Aie KeMUYIKHEE,

Ha i cnoroguau co6i gura —

BespnosnrsHee, 6e3pOiHEE COKOJIA.

Ax moseTiB siceH COKin y yucTee moJie

JKuBHoCTi mocraBaTH;

Oif nma XHBHOCTI He JOCTaB,

A coxonsa cBoe, 6e3mosibHe, 6e3poHE OUTA, YTEPSB.
To cokin npuiitae —

Ak HOro COKOJIATH HEMAE;

To cokin JiTae

To opJia muTae:

“Opae-6pare! Uu He 6aYWB TH MOT'O COKOJISITH,
Besponuoro, 6e300JILHOTO TUTATH ?

Yu Horo CHJILHI JOIIi 33 TOITHJIH,

Yu OyiHi BiTpu 3aHOCHIH ?”

“CokoJie-6paTe! TBOI'O COKOJIATH

Hi cusbHi o He 3aTOIHIIH,

Hi 6yiini BiTpH He 3aHOCHIIH

A fimau crpimbui-6ynaxisimi,

Ta ¥ HaGauuJIKH TBOE THI3NO IIApJIATHES,

Ta B3AJIH TBOE COKOJISA, Oe3[0IbHE, Oe3pORHe BUTH,
Ta y cpi6Hi nyTa 3amyTaJu,

JKemuyxbio ovi 3aBimaJy,

Ta norecsan y roporn y Ilapuropop

o Irana BorocJsosng.

A Tsau BorociioBens 0 pUHKY XORHUTD,

TBoe coxoJsia 6e3ponHe, 6e30JIbHE HA PYIi HOCHUTH;
Ta sx 6u TH, cCOKOJIe-OpaTe, noOpe mbOaB,

Ta ua ropox Ha Ilapuropon HaJiTaB, Ta Ha BaJy cimas,
Ta axkbu TH KaJiOGHO KBHUJIUB i NMPOKBHUJIAB,

ITTo6 TBOE COKOJIA 32UyBAJIO

Ta CMYTHO €S MaJIO, i TOJIOBKY CKJIOHSJIO, i KpHJIeUKa OIIyCKAJIO,
Oif To yu He Mmir 6u IBaH Borocjosens

Besimkoro mmiiocepgia matw,

Yu He 3BeJiiB 6M BiH 3 HoOro Hir

Cpi6uHux myTiB IO3HiMAaTH,
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DUMA ABOUT THE FALCON AND THE FALCON-CHILD

Very early on a Sunday morning,

Two falcons came flying from a distant foreign land,

And they swooped down and lighted in the forest on a fine nut tree.
They built themselves a scarlet nest,

They laid a pearly egg,

And had a young one,

A hapless, homeless falcon-child.

When the bright falcon flew into the open field

To hunt for food,

He did not find food,

But lost his falcon-child, his hapless, homeless young one.

The falcon came flying back,

But his little falcon was gone,

So the falcon flew on

And asked the eagle:

“Eagle, my brother, have you seen my little falcon,

My hapless, homeless falcon-child?

Did the strong rains drown it,

Or did the wild winds sweep it away?”’

“Falcon, my brother,

The strong rains did not drown your little falcon,

Nor did the wild winds sweep it away.

Hunters and poachers came,

They saw your scarlet nest,

And they took away your falcon-child, your hapless, homeless young one.
They put it in silver chains,

They covered its eyes with pearls,

And they took it to the city of Constantinople,

To Ivan Bohuslavets.

Now Ivan Bohuslavets walks in the marketplace,

He carries your hapless, homeless young one on his wrist,

But if you, falcon, brother, would take great care,

If you would fly to the city of Constantinople and alight on the ramparts,
If you would sorrowfully cry and wail

So that your falcon-child would hear,

So that it would sadden, would hang down its head, would droop its wings,
Maybe then Ivan Bohuslavets

Would take great pity,

Would order the silver chains

To be loosened from its legs,
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Koo oueft :xemuy:xi mo36upatn;

Ta uu He 3BeJie GH BiH HOro Ha BaJ BHHOMATH ?”’
Tak coxos moOpe mbGas,

I Ha ropop ITapuropon HamiTas,

I Ha BaJjy cigas, aJji6HO KBHJIAB-IPOKBHJIIAB.
To cokomns 3a49yBaJio,

CMmyTHO ¢ MaJio,

T'osioBKY ckIIOHATIO

I KpHJIEUKH OIYCKaJIo.

E#1, Tox-ro BiH, IBaH Borocsosens,
Besruke mumiocepnie Mas,

CpibHi nmyTa 3 Hir nosxHimar

I xemMuyr KoJI0 o4eHl NMO3HIMAEB;

Ta i 3BeJiB HOro Ha BaJl BUHOIIATH :
“To sk Oynme BOHO yTiKaTH,

Tak s BeJIro HOr0o 3HOB 3a0HpaTH

Ta no meHe mpuHOmaTu!”

A cokin majsiTas, Ta Ha KpHJa B3gB,

Ta Ha BHCOKY-BHCOKY ropy MifHONIAB:
“E#, cokosa Moe, Ge3nonnHe, GesponHe!
JIygye Mu GyguM IIO IOJIIO JITATH

Ta cobi »xHBHOCTI HOCTABATH,

Anix y Taxkik HeBoIi

V nanie mpo:xuBaTH.

Ei, TOX-TO y MaHIB €CTH 1[0 IHTH i icTH,
Ta TiTbKM He BOJIEH CBIiT 110 CBiTY moxopmuTh’.
Eii, ak To 6’eThea TSI 06 NITHIT,

A ponuna 06 popuHi,

Eii, To TaK TO 6’€ThCsT OTElh i MaTH

06 cBoOi#t KpeBHifl ouTHHI.

Hai, Boxke, Ha 370poB’e Ha MHOIi JiiTa
Bcim npaBocsiaBHEM XPHCTHAHAM,

Ha muori jita

Jlo kiuis Bixa!
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Would take the pearls away from its eyes,

Would order it to be set on the ramparts.”

So the falcon took great care,

He flew to the city of Constantinople,

He lighted on the ramparts and sorrowfully cried and wailed.
Then the falcon-child heard him,

It saddened,

It hung down its head,

And drooped its wings.

Then Ivan Bohuslavets

Took great pity,

He loosed the silver chains from its legs,

And took the pearls away from its eyes,

And ordered it to be set on the ramparts, saying:
“If it tries to flee,

Then take it

And bring it back to me!”

Then the falcon flew down and took the falcon-child on his wings,
And he carried it to a high mountain.

“O my falcon-child, my hapless, homeless young one,
Better that we fly over the fields

And gather our food,

Than live in bitter captivity

With great lords.

Oh, there is plenty to eat and drink with the lords,
But one cannot go about freely.”

As a bird will defend another bird,

And a family one of its members,

So a father and mother

Will fight for their blood child.

Give health and long life, O Lord,

To orthodox Christians,

For many years

And from now on forever.

(5B; 1, p. 32)
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OAYMA ITPO CAMIMJIA KIIIIKY

011 i3 ropona i3 Tpame3oHTa BHCTyIaJa rajepa,
Tproma 1BiTAMH IIpoIEBiTAHA, MAJILOBAHA.

Ofi mepBHM UBiTOM mponBiTaHA —
31aTO-CHHIMA KUHAAKaMH IT000HBAHA ;

A gpyrum 1BiTom nmpomneitaHa —

TapmaTaMu apemmTOBaHA;

Tperim 1BiTOM nponBiTaHa —

Typenpkoio 6iy1010 raboi MOKPOBEHA.

To B Tift rasiepi AJkaH-mama,
Tpame30HTChKeE KHAXKA, T'yJIIE.

Mase co6i i36panoro srony:

CimcoT TYpKiB, SHUYAD IITHPUCTA

Jla GigHOrO HEBOJILPHHKA IiBUBapTacTa

Bes crapmuHy BifiCLKOROI.

TMeppui crapmuil Mix HUMU npoﬁyBae

Kimka Camiiio, reTsMaH 3aI0pO3bKUI;
Jpyruit — Mapko Pynauii, cyaast BOHNCKOBHH;
Tperift — Myci#t I'pay, Bofickosuil Tpembay;
Yerpepruit — JIax ByTypaak, KJIIOUHEK I'aJlepCbKHH,
COTHHK TepescJIABCbKHH,

Henosipok XpHCTUAHCHKHIA,

ITlo 6yB TpUANATE JIIT Y HEBOJI,

JIBaquATh MITHPH, TK CTAB II0 BOJI,
ITorypuuBcs, TO0YCYpMaHUBCSI

JIJ1 maHCTBa, BEJIMKOTO,

Jlna jrakoMeTBa HellacHoro!..

B rift rajsiepi o mpucTaHi JaJIeKO OAIIYCKAaJIH,
YopHUM MOPEM [aJIEKO T'YJIAIH,

ITporu Kadu-ropona mpucraBaiu,

TaM co6i BeJIMKHHA g2 JOBTHH CIIOYHHOK MAJIH.
To mpepcTaBATHLCA AJIKAH-ITAMIATI,
Tpane30HTCLKOMY KHAXKATI, MOJIOTOMY MaHATI,
CoH nuBeH, 6ap30 IUBEH, HAIPOUYH...

To ArnkaH-TIama, TPAIe30HTChKEE KHAKA,

Ha rypkie-gunuap, Ha GiTHEX HEBOJBHHKIB IOKJIUKAE:
“Typru, — Kaske, — TYPKHU-THHYAPU

I Bu, Ginuii HeBOJIEHUKHK !

Koropuit 61 Mir TypurH-AHHYAp Cell COH ORTAnaATH,
Mir 6u fiomy Tpu Tpanm TypenbKil nmapysaTH,
A xorpuii 6u Mir GigHNE HEBOJILHHK OATaNAaTH,
Mir 6u HoMy JIMCTH BH3BOJLHI MHCATH,

ITTo6 He Mir mime HixTo 3auimaTu!”
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DUMA ABOUT SAMIILO KISHKA

From the city of Trebizond a galley came sailing forth,
Painted and blooming with three flowers.

She bloomed with the first flower—

She was hung with blue and gold cotton cloths;

She bloomed with the second flower—

She was armed with cannons;

She bloomed with the third flower—

She was topped with fine white Turkish cloth.

And on that galley Alkan Pasha,

The prince of Trebizond, made merry;

With him were his chosen men:

Seven hundred Turks, four hundred Janissaries,

And three hundred fifty poor captives,

Not counting their military leaders.

The first leader among them

Was Samiilo Kishka, the Zaporozhian hetman.

The second was Marko Rudy, the justice of the army.
The third was Musii Hrach, the army trumpeter.

The fourth was Liakh Buturlak, the jailer on the galley,
A captain from Pereiaslav,

A traitorous Christian,

Who had been in captivity thirty years,

And since then twenty-four years a free man,

Who had turned Turk and Moslem

In order to become a big lord and to satisfy his base greed.
In that galley they sailed far from the port,

They sallied far over the Black Sea:

They anchored outside the city of Kafa,

And there they rested long and well.

Then Alkan Pasha,

The prince of Trebizond, the young lord,

Had a strange dream, very strange and marvelous.
Alkan Pasha, the prince of Trebizond,

Called to the Turks and Janissaries, and to the poor captives:
“You Turks,” he said, “Turks and Janissaries,

And you, poor captives!

Whichever Turk or Janissary can interpret this dream,
I will give him three Turkish cities,

And whichever poor captive can interpret this dream,
I will give him a letter setting him free,

So that no one can molest him anywhere!”
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Cee TYpKH 3a4yBaJiH, HIYOT'O HE CKA3aJIH,

Binui HeBosbHMKH, X04 J0o6pe 3HAJH, COOI IPOMOBYAJIH.
Tineku 06iz3BeTHCS MiXK TYPKIB

JIax ByTypJaK, KJIOYHUK rajJepChbKHH,

CoTHHK mepedcsaBCbKHH,

HenoBipoK XpHCTHAHCHKHI :

“fIK xe, — Kaxxe, — AJIKaHe-mamo, TBifl COH OfrajgaTH,
ITlo T He MoKeIl HaM moBimaTH ?”’

“Takuii MeHi, HeG0XKaTa, COH ITPUCHUBCSH,

Bopaiil mikosm He ABUBCA:

BupuTthess — Mos raJjiepa IBiTKOBaHa, MaJbOBAaHA,
CraJja Bea obigpaHa, Ha NMOMXKAapi CIyCKaHA ;

Bupgurhes: Mol TypKH-AHHYADH

Cranu Bci BreHb mopy6ani;

A BunuTLCcsT — MOI 6igHi HEBOJIPHHKH,

Kotopii 6ysu y meroui,

To Bci eTaJu Mo BOJI;

Buputhesa: meHe rersman Kimka

Ha Tpu uacrti po3sras,

B Yopnee mMope momeras...”

To ckopo Toe Jlax ByrypJaak 3auyBas,

K HemMy croBaMH IIPOMOBJIAB:

“ANKaHe-maNmIO, TPAIIe30HTCHKUY KHAKATY,

Mosonuit nanHary!

Ceti T06i coH He Gynme HiMaJIO 3avinaTH,

Cxasky MeHi mosyyye GigHOrO HEBOJIBHWKA JOTJISNATH,
3 pARy .0 PARY CamIKaTH,

ITo gBa, mo Tpu crapii kafnanu i HOBIl icnpasisarTy,
Ha pykmn, Ha HOru HajiBaTH, 3 PARY 70 PANY CANKATH,
YepBOHOIO TABOJITOIO IO NBa pyOusa Gparw,

ITo mmax 3aTHHATH, KPOB XPHCTHSHCBKY HA 3€MJIIO IpoJimBaTu!”
CKopo TO cee 3auyBaJiH,

Opn nmpucTaHi rajepy JaJjeKo ORITYCKAJIH.

Toni 6imHUX HEBOJILHUKIB JO ONAYMH PYKAMM IIPHIIMAJIH,
IITuporinbokoi MOPCHKOI BOAH AOCTaBaJIH.

Ckopo To cee 3auyBaJiH,

Op nprcraHi rajepy JaJjleKO OONMYCKAaJIH,

Jo ropoga Kosnosa,

Jo nieknr CaumKaKiBHE Ha 3aJILOTH IIOCHIIIAJIH.

To mo ropoga Kosnosa npuGysaJu,

Jiska CapmxakiBHa HaBCTpiuy BHXOIKAE,
Anxana-mamy B ropon Koziios
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The Turks heard this, but they said nothing,

The poor captives, though they knew well what to say, kept it to themselves.

The only one among the Turks who spoke was Liakh Buturlak,

The galley’s jailer,

The captain from Pereiaslav,

The traitorous Christian.

“Alkan Pasha,” he said, “how can we interpret your dream,

If you do not tell us what it is!”

“I dreamed such a dream, my children,

Would I had never dreamed it.

I saw my blooming and painted galley

Sacked and set aflame.

I saw my Turks and Janissaries

Cut to pieces.

I saw my poor captives,

Who had been in slavery,

All set free,

And I saw Hetman Kishka

Cut me in three parts

And throw me into the Black Sea!”

As soon as Liakh Buturlak heard this,

He spoke to him with words:

“Alkan Pasha, young prince of Trebizond,

Young lord,

This dream will bring you no harm at all.

Order me to guard the poor captives more carefully,

To transfer them from row to row,

To make ready two or three sets of chains, old and new,

To put them on the captives’ hands and feet, to transfer them from row
to row,

To take two bundles of red osier,

To slash them over the necks, to spill the Christian blood on the ground.”

As soon as they heard this,

They sailed the galley far from the port.

They drove the poor captives to the heavy oars,

They made them reach for the deep sea water.

As soon as they heard this,

They sailed the galley far from the port

To the city of Kozlov,

They hurried to court the girl Sandzhakivna.

When they came to the city of Kozlov,

The girl Sandzhakivha came out to meet them,

She invited Alkan Pasha into the city of Kozlov
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30 Bcim BificbKOM 3aTdraJia,

Asnkana 3a Oiny pyky Opada,

VY cBitsmi-KkaM AHHUIII BU3WBAJIA,

3a Gimy ckam’io cajpraJa,

JIopoTHMMH HATIMTKAMH HAIYBAJIA,

A BificbKO cepes PHHKY cajxaiia.

To AskaH-namma, TPale30HTCHKEE KHAMS,

He 6ap30 moporii HATUTKYU B}KHUBAE,

fx 1m0 rajiepu ABOX TYPUUHIB HA MiACJIYXH IIOCUJIAE,
11106 me mir JIax Byrypaak Kimky Camifina ogMuKaTH,
Ynopyu cebe camkaTH.

To cxopo csa Tii gBa TypYHHH

o rasiepu npuOyBaJIH...

To Kimrka Camiiiyio, reTbMad 3aI0pO3bLKHH,
CoBaMH IPOMOBJIAE

“Air, JIame Byrypnaue, GpaTe cTapeceHbKUH!
Kosner i T 6yB y Takift HeBoIi,

Ax Mu Temepa,

Jlo6po HAM BYHHH,

Xou Hac, CTAPIIMHY, OAIMKHH —

Xati 6u i Mu y ropoui nmoGysau,

TIanchke Becisnna poGpe 3HaH”.

Kasxe JIax Byrtypaak:

“Oit Kimxko Cawmiiisie, reTbmMane 3al0po3bKHi,
Batbky kozaupkwuii! J[oGpo TH BUHHU:

Bipy xpucrusaHchKy nipx Ho3i migromuwn,

Xpect Ha cobi mosaMHH.

Ame Gynem Bipy XpHCTHAHCHKY Iifl HO3i TOITATH,
Bypenr y Hamoro maHa MOJIOZOTO

3a pigHoro Gpara nmpobysaru!”

To cropo Kimka Camifisto 3a4yBag,

CnoBaMH IIPOMOBJIARB:

“Oi JIame Byrypiaue,

COTHUKY ItepesicJIABCHKUH,

HenoBipKy XpHCTHIHCHKUH !

Bopmai e TH TOro He AiKIAB,

1106 a Bipy XpHCTHAHCLKY mij HO3i TomTaB!
Xou 6yny mo cMmepri 6igy j1a HeBOJIIO IPHAMATH,
A 6yny B 3eMJi KO3aIbKifl TOJIOBY XpHCTHAHCHKY IOKJIANATH;
Bama Bipa morasa,

3eMya npoksaaTa!”’

Cropo JIax ByrypJsak Tee 3a4yBae,

Kimky Cawmifisia y IoKy 3aTHHAE:
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With all his army,

She took Alkan Pasha by his white hand,

She led him into her great halls,

She seated him on a white bench,

She gave him fine liquors to drink,

And she quartered the army in the marketplace.

Alkan Pasha, the prince of Trebizond,

Had little use for the fine liquors,

He sent two Turkish spies to the galley,

So that Liakh Buturlak would not unshackle Samiilo Kishka,
And would not set him at his side.

As soon as the two Turkish spies

Came to the galley,

Samiilo Kishka, the Zaporozhian hetman,

Spoke with words:

“0, Liakh Buturlak, my old brother!

At one time you used to be a captive

Like we are now.

Do us a favor,

Unchain us, at least the officers,

So that we, too, may go to the city

And see the Pasha’s wedding.”

Then Liakh Buturlak said:

“0, Samiilo Kishka, Zaporozhian hetman,

Leader of the Cossacks, do this wise deed:

Trample the Christian faith underfoot,

Break the Cross with your hands.

If you will trample the Christian faith underfoot,

You will be like a brother

To our young pasha!”

As soon as Samiilo Kishka heard this, he spoke with words:
“Q Liakh Buturlak, captain from Pereiaslav, traitorous Christian!
You will not live to see me

Trample the Christian faith underfoot!

Were I to suffer misery and captivity until my death,

My head will be Christian when it rests in the Cossack soil!
Your faith is infidel

And your land is accursed!”

As soon as Liakh Buturlak heard this,

He struck Samiilo Kishka across the face:
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“Of, — raxe, — Kimxo Cawmiiiie, rerrMase 3a10pO3bKHH,
Bynem Tu MeHe B Bipi XpHCTHAHCBKINI yKOpATH —

Byny Tebe made BCiX HEBOJILHHKIB NOTVIANATH,

Crapii i HOBii KalijaHu HampaBJIATH,

JlaHmoramMu 3a momnepex BTpoe Gyny Oparu!”

To Ti fBa TYpUYHHHU Te€ 3a4yBaJIH,

Jo Ankana-mami npuOyBaJin:

“AJIKaH-TIAIIO0, TPATIe30HTChKee KH KA ! Be3nevyno ryJai:
Jo6poro i BipHOTO KJIFOYHMKA Ma€ll;

Kimky Cawmiiina B IJOKY 3aTHHAE,

B Typeurky Bipy BBepTac!”

To AJKaH-TIamma, TPANE30HTCHKEE KHIK A, BEJIMKYIO PAfOCTs MAJIo,
IMTomosiam moporii HATUTKH PO3AIIANIO0,

TTosroBHHY Ha raJjiepy OACHJIAJIO,

ITonosuny 3 aiBkor0 CaHAKIBKOIO Y KHUBAJIO.

Crap JIax Byrypaak goporii HaTUTKY ITHTH-NiANHBATH,
Crajii YMHCJIH KO3AIbKY TOJIOBY KJIIOUHHKA pPO3OHBATH:
“Tocrronn, €cTh y MeHe 1o i emuTH i icxopguTu.

Tinbku Hi 3 KUM 06 Bipi XpHCTHAHCHKIH po3roBopuTH’.

o Kimku Cawmifina mpuGysae,

ITopyu cebGe camxase,

Zlopororo HamHTKa MeTae,

ITo mea, 0 Tpu KyOKM B PYKH HAJIHUBAE.

To Cawmiitnno Kimka mo fiBa, no Tpu KyOKu B pyKu Gpas,
To y pykaBa, TO B Ia3yXy, Kpi3b TPeTIO XyCTy IOAOJIY IYCKaB.
JIax ByrypJjiak II0 €IHHOMY BHIIUBAR,

To Tar HamuBed,

IITo 3 HIir 3BaJguBCA.

To Kimka Camifizto ma yragas:

JIaxa Byrypiraka [0 JIi)KKa BMICTO ZUTATH CIIATH KJIAB,
Cam BiciMpeear yoTupy KJIO4i 3-Tif roJiie BUHMAaB.

Ha n’ati 4osoBiK o KJII0YY HaBaB:

“Koszaku-niaHoBe, no6pe Mafite,

OnuH ApyTroro OgMHUKANTE,

Kafiganm i3 Hir, i3 pyx #e Kupgaiire,

ITosryHouHOI romuuu OoxHpalite!”

Toxi Ko3aKu OAHH APYroro OAMHKAJIH,

Kafinanu i3 pyk i i3 Hir He KupgasH,

ITorysouHOI roguHu 0XMAAIIH,

A Kimxa Camifisro yorocs moranas,

3a GigHOro HeBOJILHHMKA JIAHIIOTaMH BTPOE cebe NpHAHAB,
ITonynouHOi TOXUHM OXKHAB.
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“0 Samiilo Kishka,” he said, ‘“Zaporozhian hetman,

If you praise the Christian faith in front of me,

I will guard you more closely than the other captives,

I will make ready old and new chains,

I will wind them three times around your body!”

The two Turkish spies heard this,

And they went to Alkan Pasha:

“0O Alkan Pasha, young prince of Trebizond, make merry without care:

You have a good and trusty keeper,

He struck Samiilo Kishka on the cheek,

And he tried to convert him to the Turkish faith!”

Then Alkan Pasha, the young prince of Trebizond, was very happy,

He divided the fine liquors in half,

He sent half of them to the galley,

And the other half he drank with the girl Sandzhakivna.

When Liakh Buturlak began to drink the fine liquors,

Thoughts began to trouble the keeper’s Cossack head:

“0 Lord, I have enough liquors to drink and enough clothes to wear,

But I have no one to talk to about the Christian faith.”

He went to Samiilo Kishka,

He made him sit down beside him,

He offered him fine liquors,

Two or three cups at a time.

So Samiilo Kishka took two or three cups at a time,

But he poured them down his sleeve, down his shirt, or on the floor along
a scarf.

Liakh Buturlak drank alone,

And he got so drunk

He could not stand up.

When Samiilo Kishka saw this,

He put Liakh Buturlak to bed like a baby.

He took eighty-four keys from under his pillow,

And gave one key to every five men:

“Cossacks, my lords, take good care,

Unlock one another’s chains,

But do not take them off your hands and feet,

Wait for the midnight hour!”

Then the Cossacks unlocked one another’s chains,

But did not take them off their hands and feet,

They waited for the midnight hour.

Samiilo Kishka had something else in mind,

He put three sets of chains on himself, as on a poor captive,

And waited for the midnight hour.
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Crajyia osIyHOYHAA IOJWHA HACTYIIATH,

Crap AsikaH-Tama 3 BifiCbKOM [0 raJiepu npuGyBaTH,
To mo rajsepu MpuOyBaB, CJIOBAMH IIPOMOBJIAB:
“Bu, TYpKU-IHHYAPH, [IOMAJICHBKY TUiTe,
Motioro BipHOTO KIIOYHHKA He 30ypiTe!

Cawmi sxe n06pe moMix pAmaMu mpoxomxalTe,
Besakoro 4osioBika ocMmoTpsaiiTe,

Bo Tenepa Bin miarymsas,

ITo6u xomy mineru He maB”.

To Typru-gHHYapPH CBidui y pyku OpaJu.

TTomixx psmiB mpoxomKan,

Bearoro vosioBika ocmoTpsaH,

Bor nomir — 3a 3aMOK pyKaMH He NpHAMAJIH!
“AnkaHe-mamo, 0e3IIeYHo MOYMBait!

Jlo6poro i BIpHOTO KJIIOYHMKA MAEI:

Bin 6igHOT0 HEBOJIFPHHKA 3 PARY OO PARY IOCAIKaB,
ITo Tpu, no mBa crapil kafmanu i HOBIl nmocmpasias,
A Kimky Camiiiya JIaHI[IOTaMi YTPOE NMPHHHAB".
Toxi TypKu-IHHYAPH Y rajiepy BXOMKAJIIH,
BeaneyHo cnaTu mossaragy,

A kotpil xmMensHI 6yBaJsiu, Ha COH 3HEMAraJiH,
Koo mpmerani Ko3noBscsKol caTy IoJiaradin...
Toxni Kimka CaMifisio mosiyHOYHOI TOTHHE TOKAAB,
Cam Mik KO3aKiB ycTaB.

Katinanu i3 pyk, i3 mHir y YopHee Mope MOpOHSAE;
YV ranepy BXOMmKa€, KO3aKiB TOOYIKAE.

Cabusi 6ynaTHil Ha BuGip BUGHpAE,

o xos3akiBr mpoMoBJIAE:

“Bwu, maHOBe-MOJIONNI, KafitaHaMK He CTyUiTe,
fcuru we BUHHITE,

Hikotporo Typumna B raJjepi He 36ymire...”

To ko3aku moOpe 3a4yBaJIH,

Cami 3 cefe KaliaHM CKHNAJIH,

Y Yopuee MOpe KHIAJH,

Hi opmoro TypumHa He 30yIHIIN.

Toni Kimxka Camifisio o KO3aKiB IPOMOBJIAE :
“Bu KO3aKH-MOJIOAI, mobpe, Gpartie, MaiiTe,

On ropona Kozjoea 3abiraiire,

Typkis-gaunuap pydaite,

Koropux xusnem y YopHee Mope Gpocatite!”
Toni ko3aku ox ropoga Kossosa 3abiramn,
TypkiB-aunuapis yneHn py6asu,

Kotopux xusux y Hopree Mmope Gpocaiiu.
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When the midnight hour drew near,

Alkan Pasha and his soldiers returned to the galley.
When Alkan Pasha arrived at the galley, he spoke saying:
“O you Turks and Janissaries, make very little noise,

Do not awaken my trusted keeper!

Walk carefully between the rows of captives,

Examine every man,

Because my jailer has now made merry

And he may have eased the chains on some of them.”

So the Turks and Janissaries took candles in their hands,
They walked between the rows of captives,

They examined every man,

But God helped the Cossacks: they did not touch the locks with their hands!
“Rest peacefully, O Alkan Pasha!

You have a good and trusty keeper.

He has moved the poor captives from one row to another,
He has got ready two or three sets of chains, old and new,
And he has shackled Samiilo Kishka with three chains.”
Then the Turks and Janissaries went below,

They went to sleep peacefully,

And those that were tipsy and longed for sleep

Lay down to sleep in the port of Kozlov.

Samiilo Kishka waited till the midnight hour,

He went among the Cossacks,

He took the chains off his hands and feet and threw them into the Black Sea.
He went below and awoke the Cossacks,

He picked out swords of tempered steel,

And he spoke to the Cossacks:

“Do not rattle your chains, my brave lords,

Do not make any noise,

Do not awaken any of the Turks on the galley!”

The Cossacks heeded this well,

They took off the chains

And threw them into the Black Sea,

And they did not awaken a single Turk.

Then Samiilo Kishka spoke to the Cossacks:

“O my brave Cossacks and brothers, take great care,
Attack from the side of the city of Kozlov,

Cut down some of the Turks and Janissaries,

But throw the rest into the Black Sea alive!”

Then the Cossacks attacked from the side of the city of Kozlov,
They cut down some of the Turks and Janissaries,

And the rest they threw into the Black Sea.
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A Kimxka Camiitno AnkaHa-anry i3 jiskka B34B

Ha Tpu uacri po3tas, y YopHee Mope 1moGpocas,

Jo xo3akiB MPOMOBJIAB:

“ITanose-momoni! Mobpe nGaitre,

Beix y Yopree mope Gpocaiire,

Tineku JIaxa ByrypJsaka He py6aiire,

Mixxno BifichKOM AJI TIOPARKY

3a sApu3sy eifickkoBOTO 3acTaBiudAiiTe!”

Toni ko3aku KobOpe MaJH,

Bcix TypkiB y YopHee MOpe oMeTaiy,

Tineku JIaxa Byrypiaka He 3py6admy,

Misxno BificbKOM IS TOPSAKY

3a apusy BiiCLKOBOT'O 30CTaBJIAIIH.

Topni rajsepy of IpHCTaHI ONIIYCKAJIH;

Cawmi YopHuM MOpeM AaJIEKO TYJIATH...

Ha me y Hexinro 6ap30 paHO-IIOPaHEHLKY

He cupa 303yna 3akysaJa,

Ax piska CaHmKaKiBHA KOJIO IIPUCTAHI ITOXOIKAJIA.
Ja 6ini pyku somaJja, CJIOBaMHM IIPOMOBJISJIA. :
“AJNKAaH-IIAINO, TPAIIE30HTChKEE KHIKATY,

Haimo Tu ma MeHe TaKee BeJIMKeE Iepecephie maemr,
ITTo on MeHe crorofHi 6ap30 paHO BHiNKIKaem ?
Korpa 6u G6ysa o otud i maryci

Copoma i Hapyru npuiHAIA,

3 To6o10 X0u €RMHY Hiu neperovysaal..”

Cropo cd Tee IPOMOBJIIAJH,

Tanepy opm mprcTani OFIyCKaJIH,

Cami YopHuM MOpeM fjajieKo T'YyJIAJIH.

A 1me y HemiNeHbKY Y NMOJYOEHHY # FORUHY

JIax ByTypJsak of cHa NMpoGymxae,

ITo rajepi morsuAnmae, M0 Hi €AHHOrO TYpYHHA Yy raJjiepi HeMae.
Topi JIax ByTrypsak i3 JiKka BcTaBae,

Jo Kimku Cawmitisia mpu6yBae, y HOTH BIIajiac:

“Oit Kimgo Cawiiisre, reTbMaHe 3aIOpPO3LKHEH, 0ATHKY KO3AILKHM!
He 6ynpb e TH Ha MeHe,

fAx a 6y HaocTaHui Bika MoHoro Ha Tebe!

Bor 106i nomir Henpuarena nmobiguTH,

Jla He yMiTHMeIn y 3eMJII0 XPHCTHAHCHKYIO BXOMUTH !
JcOpe TH YyYHHH: IIOJIOBHHY KO3aKiB y OKOBH IO ONaYMH IIOCATH,
A mOJIOBHHY Y TypellbKee Noporee IJIATTS HAPANH,
Bo me 6ynemo ox ropomga Kosznoga

Ho ropoga Haperpana rynaru,

Bynyrs i3 ropopa ITaperpajma mBaHAAUATH raJjiep BUOIraTHy,

56



Samiilo Kishka pulled Alkan Pasha out of bed,

He cut him into three parts and threw him into the Black Sea,
And he said to the Cossacks:

“O my brave lords, take great care,

Throw everyone into the Black Sea,

Only do not kill Liakh Buturlak,

Make him an officer

To keep order in the army.”

The Cossacks did the right thing,

They threw all the Turks into the Black Sea,

But they did not kill Liakh Buturlak,

They made him an officer

To keep order in the army.

Then they sailed the galley out of port,

And sallied far over the Black Sea...

But on Sunday very early in the morning,

It was not a gray cuckoo cooing,

It was the girl Sandzhakivna walking along the harbor,
Wringing her white hands and saying with words:

“0O Alkan Pasha, young prince of Trebizond,

Why are you so angry with me,

That you leave me today, so early in the morning?

If only I had borne the shame and dishonor

That my mother and father would heap on me,

And had spent at least one night with you...”

No sooner had she said this,

Than the galley sailed out of the harbor,

And sallied far across the Black Sea.

And on Sunday, at the noon hour,

Liakh Buturlak woke from his dream,

He looked around the galley, and he saw not a single Turk.
Then Liakh Buturlak got out of bed,

He came to Samiilo Kishka, fell at his feet:

“Q Samiilo Kishka, Zaporozhian hetman, Father of the Cossacks,
Do not treat me

As I treated you these last years.

The Lord has helped you to overcome the enemy,

But you will not know how to get to the Christian land!
Act wisely: Chain one half of the Cossacks at the oars,
And dress the other half in rich Turkish clothes,
Because we will be going from the city of Kozlov

To the city of Constantinople,

And twelve galleys will come sailing forth from the city of Constantinople,
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Bynyrs Ankana-namy 3 piBkoro CaHKaKiBHOIO
ITo 3anpoTax MO3gpPAaBIATH,

To ak Oynmem oTsiT ompaBaTh ?”’

Ax JIax Byrypiak Hay4dus,

Tak Kimka Camifiio, reTbMaH 3aII0pO3bKHH YUMHMUB:
ITosroBHHY KO3aKiB O OMAYWH Y OKOBH IIOCAJIHB,

A MOJIOBHHY Y TypeUbKeE AOpOTee IJIATTI HAPSAAUB.
Crasu on ropona Kozsosa no ropona Ilaperpana rysaary,
Crasm i3 Ilaperpasa nqBaHaAmUATH rajiep Bubiratu

I rasepy i3 rapmaTtu TOpKaTH,

Cranun Ankan-namy 3 gaiBkoro CaumxaKiBHOIO

ITo 3a7pOTaxX MO3APABJIATH.

To JIax Byrypiiak 4orock morajyag,

Cam Ha uyepak BHCTYNAB,

Typenskum 6iJTeHEKHUM 33BHBAJIOM MAaXaB;

Pa3 TO MOBHTL IO-TPEIbKH,

Yapyre — no-typenbku.

Kaxe: “Bu, TypKH-SHUYAPH, TOMAJIEHBKY, Oparid, Auire,
On raJsepu oxBepHiTe.

Bo remnepa BiH migrysnas, Ha yIIOKOI MOYHBAE,

Ha moxwmingi 3memarae,

Jlo Bac He BCTaHe, I'OJIOBU HEe 3BeNe,

Kazap: “Sfk Gyny Hasan rynary,

To ne Oyny Bamoi muJiocti i nosik 3abysarm!”

Toxi TYypkU-THHYAPH O TaJIepH OJBEPTAJIH,

Ho ropona ITaperpanma y6iraum,

I3 ABaHAUATH MITYK rapMaT IPHMAaJIH,

ey BospapaJim.

Topi xozaxu cobi noGpe nbaw,

CiM mTyk rapmar cobi apemTyBaJIH,

ey Bo3zmamam,

Ha JIuman-piky icmamasm,

K Muinpy-CnaByTi HU3€HBKO YKJIOHSIJIN :

“Xpagum T4, T"ocnogw, i 6s1arogapum!

Byau n’aTgecAT mTHPH TOOH Y HEBOJI,

A Temepa uu He macTh Ham Bor Ha uyac mo BoJi!”

A y Tenppogi-octpori Cemen Ckanosyb

3 BIHCHKOM Ha 3aCTaBi CTOAB

Ja Ha Tyi0 rajepy IIOTJISHas,

Jlo Ko3aKiB IIpOMOBJIAB:

“Ko3zakn, manoe-mogonui! ITfo cia rasepa — uu O6JaymauTsh,
Yu cBiTOM HYIUTS,

Yy MHOTO JIIONY HAPCHLKOI'O Mas,
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And they will congratulate Alkan Pasha and the girl Sandzhakivna
On their betrothal.

What kind of answer will you give them?”’

So Samiilo Kishka, the Zaporozhian hetman,

Acted as Liakh Buturlak advised:

He chained half the Cossacks to the oars,

And he dressed the other half in rich Turkish clothes.

They sailed from the city of Kozlov to the city of Constantinople,
And twelve galleys came sailing forth from the city of Constantinople,
And they fired salutes from their cannons,

And congratulated Alkan Pasha and the girl Sandzhakivna

On their betrothal.

Then Liakh Buturlak thought of something,

He went out on deck,

And waved with a white Turkish veil.

He spoke first in Greek,

And then in Turkish,

Saying: “O you Turks and Janissaries, make little noise, brothers,
Sail away from the galley,

Because Alkan Pasha has made merry and is now resting,

He is weak with a hangover,

He cannot get up for you, cannot lift his head,

He says ‘When 1 return,

I will not forget your kindness!’ ”

Then the Turks and Janissaries turned away from the galley,
Sailed for the city of Constantinople,

And fired twelve cannons,

Paying their respects.

Then the Cossacks took great care;

They fired seven cannons,

Paying their respects.

Then they came to the mouth of the Dnieper River,

And they bowed deeply to the river:

“We praise you and thank you, O Lord:

We have been fifty-four years in captivity

And now, with God’s help, we are one hour from freedom!”
And on the island of Tendrive, Semen Skalozub

Stood watch with his army,

And he saw that galley,

And spoke to the Cossacks with words:

“Hey Cossacks, my brave lords! What galley is this, is it lost,
Is it bored with the world?

Is it carrying many of the Tsar’s people,
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Yu 33 BeJHUKOIO MOOHYYIO raHse?

To Bu p0Gpe Mafire,

IIo nBi mTykH rapmaT HaGupaiiTe,

Tyio rajepy i3 rpissoi rapmaTu mpueiTaiite,
Tocrunug it gafire!

€cii TypKU-AHMYAPH — TO yIIeHb pyOamTe!
€cai 6inHi HEBOJIBHUKM — TO TIOMOYi maire!”
Toni KO3aKH NMPOMOBJISJIH:

“Cemene CkaJyo3yle, TeTbMaHe 3alOPO3bKUH,
BaTteky KO3anbBKuMH!

Jecr T cam Ooimes

T Hac, Ko3akKiB, cTpamumics,

€crhb cig rajepa He GIYOUTE,

Hi ceiToM Hy#uTS,

Hi MHOro 108y 1IapCBKOTO MAas,

Hi 3a BeJMKOIO AOOHYYIO raHdae,

Ce, Moike, € maBHIN GimHMIE HEBOJLHUK,

I3 HeBoui yrikae”.

“Bu Bipu He goiimaiiTe,

Xou mo api rapmatu Habupaiite,

Tyio raJjepy i3 rpo3uoi rapmaTtu mpusiTaiire,
Tocturna i nasre!

AK TYypKH-GHUYAPH — TO yIeHbL pybaiiTe,
€EcJi GigHMI HEeBOJBLHUK — TO IIOMO4i mafite!”
Toni KO3aKH, AK QiTH, He rapa3]] MTOYHHAJIH,
ITo pBi mTyku rapmMaT HaGHpaJIH,

Tyo raJjiepy i3 rpizHol rapmaTu npusiraJn,
Tpu KOCKH Y CyAHi BUOUBAJIH,

Bonu nHimpoBCHKOI HAITYyCKAJIH...

Toxi Kimka CaMmiiiyio, reTbMaH 3am0pPO3LKHIH,
Yoroch oAraziaB, caM Ha 4YepAaK BHCTYIIAB,
Yepsowil, xpemaTii faBHil Xoporeu i3 kumeni BUHIMAB,
Posnyerus,

JIo BOIH IOXHJIHB,

CaM HH3EHBKO YKJIOHHB:

“Ko3zaku, manoe-moJiogui! Cia ranepa He GiIymuTh,
Hi cgitom BynuTSH,

Hi mMHOroO Jiofy 1apchbKOro Mae,

Hi 3a Besukoro gobuuvio rausge —

Ce ccTh gaBHil GigHME HEBOJBHHK

Kimxa Cawmiitsio i3 HeBouli yTiKae;

Bynn m’arpecAT mTHPH TORNH Y HEBOJI,

Tenep uu He gacThk Bor XoTh Ha vac 1o BOJI...”
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Or is it after great booty?

So take great care,

Take a pair of cannon,

And greet this galley with them,

Send her a present!

If it’s Turks and Janissaries, then cut them down!
If it’s the poor captives, then give them aid!”
Then the Cossacks spoke:

“0 Semen Skalozub, Zaporozhian hetman,

Father of the Cossacks,

You must be afraid

And you are trying to frighten us Cossacks.

If this galley is not lost,

Or if it is not bored with the world,

And does not carry many of the Tsar’s people,
And is not after great booty,

Then maybe those are some poor old captives
Fleeing from captivity.”

“Do not trust your eyes,

But take at least a pair of cannon,

And greet this galley with them,

Send her a present!

If it’s Turks and Janissaries, then cut them down!
If it’s the poor captives, then give them aid!”
Then the Cossacks, like children, did not do the right thing,
They took a pair of cannon,

And greeted the galley with them.

They broke three of the ship’s planks,

Letting in the waters of the Dnieper. ..

Then Samiilo Kishka, the Zaporozhian hetman,
Thought of something and came out on deck,

He took old red flags with crosses on them out of his pocket,
He unfurled them,

He bent low over the water

And made a deep bow:

“0O Cossacks, my brave lords! This galley is not lost,
It is not bored with the world,

And it is not carrying many of the Tsar’s people,
And it is not after great booty—

It is a poor old captive,

Samiilo Kishka, fleeing from captivity.

We have been fifty-four years in captivity,

But now, with God’s help, we are only an hour away from freedom...”
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Toxi Ko3aKH y KalOKH CKaKaJH,

Tyio rajiepy 3a MaJIbOBaHi 00JIaBKM GpaJiy,

Ja Ha nmpHCTaHbL CTATAJH,

On ny6a mo my6a

Ha Cemena CkaJjio3y6a NaroBaJiH,

Tyro rajiepy Ha NPHUCTAHbL CTATAJIH.

Tomi: 37aTo-cHHIl KHHIAKHN — HA KO3aKH,
3yaTornaBH — Ha OTAMAaHH,

Typenbkyro Ginyio raby — Ha KO3akH, Ha GlIAKH.
A rajsilepy Ha TOMKap CIIyCKAJIH,

A cpebpo, 3/1aT0 — HA TPH YaACTi HAIOBAJIH:
Ilepryio yacTe 6GpaJid, Ha IEPKBH HAKJIANAJIH,
Ha cBsToro MesKHTOpPCHKOTO craca,

Ha TpexTeMupiBCLKUHA MOHACTHD,

Ha Cgaryro CiuoByro ITokpoBy mapaJjiy,
Koropy maeHiM Ko3anskuMm ckapbom OynyBasiy,
IITo6 3a ix, BeTaBarOUH i JIAraIouH,
Musocepnaoro Bora 6saradm;

A npyryio 4acTs MOMiX co00I0 IaIOBAJIH;

A TpeTio gacTs GpaJin,

Ouepramu cigasm,

ITunu Ta rynanu,

I3 ceMun’sIAHUX MHINAJIEH IPHMAJIH,

Kimky Camifisia 1o BoJi MO300POBIATH @
“3mopos, — KaxXyTb, — 310poB, Kimko Cawmifise,
Terbmane 3amopospkuil! He 3arnHyB €cH y HeBOI,
He zarunem i3 HamMu, KO3aKaMH, 110 BOJi!”
ITpasna, manose, nosarsaa Kimku Camifizia rosoea
B Kuepi — Kanegi-monacrtwHpi...

CnaBa He ympe, He nojadxe!

Byne ciasa ciaBHa

Tlomixx Ko3akKaMmmH,

ITomixx mpy3amu,

Iomixx punmapsamu,

ITomixx moGpumu MosoguaMu!

VrBepnu, Boxe, JIIOOY HAapCHKOTO,

Hapony XpHCTHSHCBHKOTO,

Bificbka 3amopo3sKOro,

JIloHCBKOTO

3 yciero 4epHIO AHITPOBOIO,

Hu3zsosgoro,

Ha wmHOria Jjita

JIo KiHmA Bika!
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Then the Cossacks jumped into their kaiuks,

They took that galley by its painted sides

And towed it into the port.

To each dub of Semen Skalozub

They gave its part.

When they had brought the galley into the port,
They gave the blue and gold cotton cloths to the Cossacks,
The golden coats to the Otamans,

And the white Turkish cloth to the youngest Cossacks,
Then they set the galley on fire,

They divided the silver and gold into three parts:
They took the first part, and they allotted it to the churches,
To the Holy Mezhyhirskyi Spas,

To the Trekhtemyrivskyi Monastery,

To the Holy Cathedral of the Sich,

All of which were built by Cossack offerings

So that, day and night,

They could pray to the merciful Lord for them.

The second part they divided among themselves,
And they took the third part,

Sat down in a circle

And drank and made merry,

They fired their seven-foot muskets,

And congratulated Samiilo Kishka on his liberation:
“Welcome,” they said, “welcome, o Samiilo Kishka, Zaporozhian hetman!
You did not perish in captivity,

You will not perish with us Cossacks in freedom!”

It is true, my lords, that Samiilo Kishka died

In a monastery near Kiev,

But his glory will not die or perish!

His glory will live on,

Among the Cossacks,

Among their friends,

Among the chivalrous,

Among brave young men!

Give, O Lord, long life

To the Tsar’s men,

To the Christian people,

To the Zaporozhian army, to the Don Cossacks,

And to all the people of

The lower Dnieper

From now on forever.

(6B; 1, p. 44)
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JYMA TIPO ITUPATHHCBKOI'O OJIEKCIA ITOIIOBHUYA

Ha Yopnim mopi,

Ha 6iniMm xameHi,

Cupgurh ACEH COKOJI,
KBuiuTh, Ay’Ke NMPOKBHIIAET,

Ha YopHoe¢ MOpe iCcIIHJIHA MOrJIAAET,
IITo Ha YopniM mMopi HemoOpe MOYMHAET:
Ha cearim me6i Bei 3Bizgm mompaunso,
ITosroBuHA, MicAlA B THbMY BCTYIHJIO,
I3 uncroro nosig GyeH BiTep mosiBaer,
Ha YopuiM MOpi cyIpOTHBHY BaJIeYHY XBHJIIO i3pHBAET...
CKOpO CYTIPOTHBHYIO BAJIEYHY XBHJIIO COPBAJIO,
Ko3zaupKoe CyqHO Ha TpH YacTi po3OHBaJo,
ITepByto yacTs oTGHIIO,
B nyHafickkoe THPJIO 3a6HUII0,
A ppyryro yactb oTOHIIO,
B ApancrKyo 3eMJII0 3aHOCHJIO,
TpeTro0 4acTh ceper YOpHOro MOpSA MOTOMHJIO. .
Ha Tift yacTi moTomaeT TpHUCTa I'ATAECAT KO32KIB,
Mix mumMu Ge3 cTapIIMHE KO3albKOH He O6HBaJIO,
Tinbko 6yB ofEH crapmul cTapmuHoio I'punbko 360POBCHKHI.
Tersman 3anoposskuii KosromieHKO,
A npyruit 6ys crapmwunono OJjekciii, TONOBKY ITHPATHHCHLKHIH,
Kozak Bificbronwuii,
ITrcap JeficTpoBHE.
To AK CTaJI0 CYOHO IIOTONATH,
Crap I'punibko 360POBCHKUH Ha, YepHaK BUXOMKATH,
CtaB CcJI0BaMM HMPOMOBJIATH
“Kosaku, mamose-MoJionmi!
Koropuit misk Bamu ko3ak HaibGinemuit rpix cobi mae,
Mozxke, yepe3 TOro Hamle CYJHO KO3aIlbKe MOTOIAE,
To noGpe Bw, Gparusd, nbaire,
Musocepnaomy Bory, i YoproMy Mopro,
I Bcwomy Bilickky Jninposomy, i Mewni,
OraMaHy KOIIOBOMY, I'pix cBiff Bigkpusaitre:
Hexafl Bu Gynere oquH B MOpi TIOTOMATH,
3a co6or0 BificbKa KO03aIBKOTr0 3aImopisbKOro He 3aHamamaTth!”’
To BCi K03aKH 3aMOBYAJIH,
Bo =i oguH B rpixax He uyBaJy,
Tinbke 00i3BeThca oguH OJseKcil, TOIOBUY MHPATHHCHLKUI,
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DUMA ABOUT OLEKSII POPOVYCH FROM PYRIATYN

On the Black Sea,

On a white rock,

There sat a bright falcon,

And he mewed and cried mournfully,

And looked alertly at the Black Sea,

Because something bad was starting to happen on the Black Sea:

In the holy sky all the stars grew dim,

Half the moon entered the darkness:

From the open steppe a wild wind began to blow,

It raised a long and hostile wave on the Black Sea.

As soon as the long and hostile wave had risen,

It broke the Cossack fleet into three parts.

It separated the first part,

And carried it to the mouth of the Danube.

It separated the second part,

And carried it to the Arab land.

And it sank the third part in the Black Sea.

In that part three hundred and fifty Cossacks were drowning,

And they were not without leaders,

The highest leader among them was Hrytsko Zborovsky,

The Zaporozhian hetman Kolomiienko,

Another leader was Oleksii Popovych from Pyriatyn,

A registered Cossack,

The secretary of the Cossack Host.

When the ships began to sink,

Hrytsko Zborovsky went out on deck,

And began to speak with words:

“Cossacks, my brave lords,

Who among you carries the gravest sin on his soul?

Maybe it is because of him that the whole Cossack fleet is drowning!

So, take great care, brothers,

Confess your sin to the merciful Lord, to the Black Sea, to the whole
Cossack brotherhood,

And to me, the otaman of the Cossack Host!

It is better that one of you drown in the sea,

Than the whole Zaporozhian Cossack army perish because of you!”

Then all the Cossacks remained silent,

For none of them felt any sins on his soul.

Only Oleksii Popovych from Pyriatyn,



Koszax BificbkoBmit,
Iucap JiefiCTPOBHH :
“ITobpe BH, GpaTii, n6Gafre,
I3 MOTO TYroro JiyKa IIOBKOBYIO TETHBY i3HiMafiTe,
Hazapg MeHi pyKu Ko3anbKii 3aB’sxiTe,
Jo mul TSKKAA KaMiHb IpUB’sSKiTe,
YopHHM OKCAMHTOM MeHi oui 3aB’dxire,
Ta B YopHe MOpe yIyCTHTE:
Hexa#t s 6yny B YopHiM MoOpi moromaTH,
3a cobor0 BifichKa K03aI[bKOrO He 3aHaNallaTH’.
Toni KO3aKH TOE 3a4yBaJIH,
C10BaMH IIPOMOBJIAJIH @
“QureKcito, IOMOBHYY HUPATHHCHKHUI !
Tu Cearee ITuchbMO UHTAEMI,
Hac, npocTux Jirofei, Ha Bce foOpe HAYYaEII:
Ha mio co6i Bemkuit Takui rpix y:xe maem?”’
OuJteKcifi MOIOBUY TOE 3a4yBAE,
CioBaMu NmpOMOBJIAE:
“Xou a Cearee ITucsmo uuraro
I Bac, mpocTux srofeH, Ha Bee qoGpe HAyvalo,
$1 co6i HafbGinpmmit Beix Bac rpix Maro:
IITo a Bim oTia cBoro, BiM MaHIMATKH
Iz ropopa ITupaTuHa B OXOTHOE BiHCHKO BHIKIIKAB,
§1 3 oTueM i mamHiMaTKOIO IIPONIEHisE He IPUHAMAB,
S ora cBoro i mamiMaTKy cTpeMeHaAMH B T'PyAH Bin cefe opnuxas,
Crapmoro csoiioro 6paTa 3HeBaXKAB,
Crapmyio CBOIO CECTPY CHJBHO IPOKJIMHAB, —
ITo s, maHOBe, camM HeqoOpe ITOYHHAB,
IITo KpPOB XPHUCTHAHCHKYIO GE3HEBMHHO IIPOJIMBAB,
ITo ropony ITupaTuHy IOLXKIKAB, NiTOK MaJeHbKIX JOOPHM KOHeM PO30HEAB:
Ot TiMm Mene Tocriopk MuIIOCepAHUH Ha BeJIMKiH moTpebi mokapas”.
To I'puubxo 360POBCHKHI TOE 324YBAE,
CJyroBaMH TIPOMOBJISE:
“KosaKu, maHoBe-MOJIONIT,
Jo6pe BH, GpaTnsd, ndaiite,
Omekcid, monopuYa MHPATHHCHKOr0, Ha 4ePAaK BHBOJITE,
3 npaBoOH PYyKH MaJbLA-Mi3HHLA ypyOaiirte,
Xpuctuancerroi kKpoBi B YopHOE MOpe BIycKaiiTe:
Sk 6yme YopHee MOpe KPOB XPHCTUAHCHKY ITOMKUPATH,
To 6yne Ha YopHiM MOpi CYyIIpOTHBHA BaJIeYHa, XBHJIA YTHXATH .
Toni xKo3aku moOpe nbaiw,
OJrekcid, monopHya NMUPATHHCHKOI'O, Ha YePHAK BUBOAHJIH,
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A registered Cossack,

The secretary of the Cossack Host, spoke:

“Take great care, brothers,

Take the silken cord from my taut bow,

Tie my Cossack bands behind my back,

Tie a heavy stone to my neck,

Darken my Cossack eyes with black velvet cloth,
And throw me into the Black Sea—

It is better that I drown in the Black Sea

Than that the Cossack army perish because of me!”
‘When the Cossacks heard this,

They spoke with words:

“0 Oleksii Popovych from Pyriatyn,

You read the Holy Scriptures,

You teach us, ordinary people, to do the right things,
So how can you have such a grave sin upon your soul?”’
Oleksii Popovych heard this,

And spoke with words:

“Although I read the Holy Scriptures,

And teach you, ordinary people, to do the right things,
I have the gravest sin upon my soul:

When I was leaving my father and mother, when I was departing from the

city of Pyriatyn to join the volunteer army,
I did not ask forgiveness of my father and mother,

I pushed my father and mother in the chest with my stirrups,

I did not respect my elder brother,

And I cursed my elder sister terribly,

And I also did not act rightly, my lords,
Because I spilled innocent Christian blood—

Riding through the city of Pyriatyn, I ran down small children with my

horse.

This is why the merciful Lord is punishing me in this grave way.”

Then Hrytsko Zborovsky heard this,

And spoke with words:

“Cossacks, my brave lords,

Take great care, brothers!

Lead Oleksii Popovych from Pyriatyn onto the deck,
Cut the little finger from his right hand,

And let his Christian blood flow into the Black Sea!
When the Black Sea starts devouring Christian blood,
The long and hostile wave will subside.”

Then the Cossacks took great care,

They led Oleksii Popovych from Pyriatyn onto the deck,
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3 nmpaBoi pyKH NaJbIA-Mi3MHIA ypyoOaJiy,

XpucTuAHCHKYIO KpOB B YOpHOE MOpe BIIyCKAJIH...

CraJjio YopHoEe MOpe KPOB XPHUCTHSIHCHKYIO ITOXKHPATH,

CraJa Ha YopHIM MOpi CynpoTHBHAS BaJle9Had XBHJA YTHXATH,
CraJjio cymHO Ko3albKe, HiOM pykaMH Ha Oeper BUKHAATH,
CraJim K03aKH i3 cyfiHa HA HiCOK BHXOJNHTH,

Crajiu B YOTHPH DPSAH Ha IiCKy CTaHOBHTH,

CraB Osekciii, monmoBuY MUPATHHCHKUE, MiXK BciMa KO3aKaMH IIPOXONIKATH,
CraB [0 KO3aKiB €JIOBAMH IIPOMOBJIATH :

“IITacommBui TO Y0JI0BiK B CBiTi GyBae,

OTieBoH-TaHIMATYMHON MOJIHTBH IIOYHTAE,

Orna i MmaTepi MostuTBa i30 AHA MODPA AYIIy BHHHMAE,

Bin rpixis cymepTBeHHHX OKYIJIAE,

ITepen nmpaBegHuUM cyZi€ro OCTaBJIAE...”
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They cut the little finger from his right hand,

And let Christian blood flow into the Black Sea.

When the Black Sea began to devour the Christian blood,

The long and hostile wave began to subside,

And the sea began to throw the Cossack boats onto the beach, as if with
hands,

And the Cossacks stepped out of their boats onto the sand,

They stood in four rows on the sand,

And Oleksii Popovych from Pyriatyn began to walk among the Cossacks,

And to speak to the Cossacks with words:

“Happy is the man

Who respects the prayers of his father and mother.

The prayers of one’s father and mother will save one’s soul from the bottom
of the sea,

It will redeem one’s soul from mortal sins,
It will bring one before the True Judge...”

(7A; 1, p. 62)
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AYMA ITPO BYPIO HA YOPHOMY MOPI

Oit Ha YopHOMY MOpi,

Ha 6imomy kaMeni,

Oii TaM CHIOUTH SICEH COKiJI-Gistosipers,
HuseHBKO I'OJIORY CKJIOHHB,

Ta xaJ1i6HO KBHIINTL-IIPOKBUJIAE

Ta Ha cBare HeOO,

Ha Yopuee mope

Iecnnopaa noriiapae.

ITTo Ha cBATOMY HEGI,

Ha Yopromy Mopi He rapasp NOUMHAE:

Ha crBaromy HeGi yei 3Bizgu nmorsMapuio,
ITosioBuHA MicAnd y TbMy YCTYIHJIO;

Ha YoprHOoMy MOpi He rapasf NOYHHAE:
I30 mHa MOpSA CHJIBHO XBHJIA BCTABAE,
CynHa Ko3aIbKi-MoJIoneIbKi Ha TpH YacTi po3busae.
IlepBy 4yacTh onGHBAJIO —

Y ruxuit JyHa# 3aHO0ImAalo;

Jpyry 4acts onbuBajIo —

¥ zemutro I'pabebKyro

Ha kaTopry TypeLlbKy 3aHOIIAJO;

TpeTro yacTh onOUBAJIO —

Ha na YopHOMY MOpi 3aTONJIAIO.

To To:xe mpu Tiif wacti ABa GpaTiku pinHEHBKI,
fAx ronyGOHLKH CHBEHBKI,

To BoHM morTonaJu,

IToparyuky cobi HiBinKing He majm.

Jla BOHM ONHH IO ONHOTO IPHIIJIHBAJIH,
CynoBaMM ITPOMOBJISITH,

Tipko pupannm —

ITpomenia momarasu,

ITepen I'ocriomoM MHJIOCEpAHUM T'pixXM CBOI CIIOBimaJIM.
Ol MeXXy HUMH TPETIH, YyKUH-UYIKEeHUI,
Beapinpauit, Gespigunit i 6e3n0MOUTHUH, OTOMAE,
ITopsaTynky co6i HiBifgkine He Mae.

To BiH g0 Ix mpunianUBas,

CroBaMu TPOMOBJISE,

T'ipro capo3amMu pHUAaE —

IIpomenisa momarase,

ITepen T"ocmogoM MuIOCEPHHHM

I'pixu cBoi crioBimae.

To Ti 6paTH TPOMOBJIATH CJIOBAMH,
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DUMA ABOUT THE STORM ON THE BLACK SEA

On the Black Sea,

On a white rock,

There sat a bright and clear-eyed falcon,
Hanging his head down,

And he cried and wailed mournfully,

He looked alertly

At the holy sky

And at the Black Sea,

For in the holy sky

And upon the Black Sea all was not well:

In the holy sky all the stars had grown dim,
Half the moon had entered into darkness.
And upon the Black Sea all was not well:
From the depths of the sea a strong wave arose,

It broke the fleet of the brave young Cossacks’ boats into three parts.

It separated the first part,

And carried it to the quiet Danube.

It separated the second part,

And carried it to the Arab land,

Into Turkish slavery.

It separated the third part,

And sank it in the Black Sea.

In that third part there were two brothers,
Two grey doves,

They were drowning,

And had nowhere to turn for salvation.

So they swam toward each other,

They spoke with words,

They wept bitterly,

They asked for forgiveness,

They confessed their sins to the merciful Lord.
With them there was a third one, a stranger,
Without strength, without kin, without help,
And he also had nowhere to turn for salvation,
And swam toward them,

He spoke with words,

He wept bitter tears,

He asked forgiveness,

And he confessed his sins

To the merciful Lord.

Then the brothers spoke with words,
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OGinroThed TipKO CIIBO3aMH :

“Ce & TO Hac, OpaTTda, He CHJIbHA MOPCHKA XBHJIA 3ATOILISAE —
Ce 10 OTIIEBA MOJIMTBa, i MaTepuHa

Hae, Bugumo, xapas:

IITo Aax MH y OXOTHe BifiCEKO BHPAMKAJIHACH,

To ox oTudA, Of MAaTKH HpPOIIEHIA He IPpUAMAJIH
Ja crapyio maTycio Mu of cefe a i CTpeMeHaMH ONIINXaJIu
To Toxxe Mu cobi IpeBeaNKY I'OpPAiCTE MaJIH:
Crapmoro 6para y ceGe 3a GpaTa He MaJu;
CecTpy CepeRyJBIIYy MapHE 3HEBASKAJH,
Baunssromy cycini xni6a # cousi i36asianmy;

Toxxe Mu €0bi TIpeBeSIHKY TOPRICTH MaJId:

ITporn Boxux 11epKOB DRIXKAIH,

InuaKy i3 roJoB He 3gifiMaJIH,

Ha cBoe Jsimite XpecTa, He KJIAJH,

Mmusocepgaoro TBopua Ha noMid4 He IIPH3UBAJIH,
Ja mo ynunax xiHEMM BHIpaBajy

Ja npoTtu ceGe HiKOTO He CTpivan;

JiTox Masux KiHBMH pO3GHBAJIH,

KpoB XpHCTHAHCHKY HA CHPY 3€MJII0 IIPOJIHBAJIH!
E#, xosm 6 To Hac, GparTrs,

Morua oTnesa i MaTUMHA MOJIMTBA BifiCiiis BH3BOJIATH,
To Hexall xxe 6 MM MOI'JIM BXe 3HATH,

SIx oTHeBy i MaTYMHY MOJINTBY INTUTH-IIOBAMKATH
I crapmoro 6para 3a pigHoro 6aTbKa MaTH,
CecTpy CepeRyJIbIIyIO MITHTHU-TIOBAKATH,
Bausbroro eyciny y cebe 3a pigmoro 6para maTu!”
To AK CTAJH CJIOBAMH IIPOMOBJIATH,

OT1ieBY i MaTYMHY MOJIUTBY CIOMHHATH, —

Crae Tocrions Musiocepmumii iM moMaraTH,

CraJjio YopHe MOpe YTHXATH

To Tak TO yTHXJIO,

Hi6u He Tynao.

To crasu Ti aBa 6parTu K Gepery NpHUIJIMBATH,
Cranu 3a Ginuit kamius pyyenskamu GpaTtu

Ja Ha Kpall BUXOIKATH,

Ha xpaii Becenni,

Mexny Mup XpemeHui,

¥ roponma xpHCTHAHCHKIT

Ta mo oTud, 70 MaTKH B rocri puGyBaTH.

To Toxe OTEIb-MaTH HABIPOTH CHHIB BHXOJMKAJIH,
Cunis nmuraju:
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Their faces streaming with bitter tears:

“Oh, brothers, it is not a strong sea wave which is drowning us,
But our father’s and mother’s prayer

Which is surely punishing us:

For when we were setting out for the volunteer army,

We did not ask forgiveness from our father or mother,
And we pushed our old mother away with our stirrups,
And we were also very proud,

We did not treat our older brother as a brother,

We treated our middle sister with contempt,

And we refused our closest neighbors bread and salt.

We were very proud,

We rode past the holy churches,

We did not take off our Cossack caps,

And we did not cross ourselves,

We did not ask the merciful Creator for help.

We pranced our horses through the streets,

And did not stop for anyone in our path,

We rode down small children with our horses,

We spilled Christian blood on the cold earth!

If only, brothers, our father’s and mother’s prayer would help us out of here,
Oh, then we would know

How to honor and respect our father’s and mother’s prayer,
And to treat our older brother like a father,

And to honor and respect our middle sister,

And to treat our closest neighbors like our own brothers!
When they began to speak with words,

To remember their father’s and mother’s prayer,

The merciful Lord began to help them,

The Black Sea began to grow calm.

And it grew as calm

As if it had never made merry.

Then the two brothers began to reach the shore,

They began to clutch at a white rock with their hands,

And to wade out onto the shore,

Onto the merry land,

Among the Christian people,

To the Christian cities,

And to arrive as guests at their father’s and mother’s home.
Then the father and mother went out to welcome their sons,
And asked the sons:
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“Oi CUHH, ITAHH-MOJIOLI!

Yu go6Gpe BaMm y Joposi noyunHano ?”’

“JTo6pe, oTens i maru, HaM Oysno Ha YOpHOMY MOpi I'yJIsTH,
Tinbxku HemoOpe 6yJio, oTens i MarTh,
Yy;xoMy-uy:xeHnni Ha YopHOMYy MOpi HOTOIIATH:
Viomy mpolleHida Hi off KOro NpHHHATH

I ma wyxwuHI nOpATYHKY gaTH!”

Ha yecaumu, I'ocniops, y nIpock6ax, y MOJIUTBaX
JIroRy 1apchKOMY,

Hapony XpHCTHAHCEKOMY

I ycim rosoBam ciayxaimum

Ha muoras aita

Jlo xoH1a Bika!
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“Oh our sons, our brave young lords!

Has all been well for you on your journey?”’

“It was good, father and mother, to make merry on the Black Sea,
But it was not good, father and mother,

When a stranger, who was with us, drowned in the Black Sea:
He had no one from whom to receive forgiveness

And no one to give him aid far from home!”

Hear, O Lord, the prayers and supplications

Of the Tsar’s men,

Of the Christian people,

And of all who have heard this,

Grant them long lives

From this day on forever.

(8B; I, p. 83)
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JAYMA ITPO POSMOBY JHIIIPA 3 JYHAEM

IMuraerbea duinp TuxOoro JlyHalo:

“Tuxuit JyHaio,

IITo a cvoix K03aKiB Ha TOGI He BHHa0?

Yu TBOE AYHAMCHLKEE CHPJIO MOIX KO3aKiB moxKepso, —
Ynu rBos JlyHaii-Boma Moix Ko3akie 3abpaJa ?”
IIpomonnsae Tuxui Jlynait no Juinpa-CraByTu:
“ITuinp-6aTery, CaaByTo!

Cam co6i mymalo Ta rapmalo,

ITIo TBOIX KO3akKiB y cebe He BHIAIO:

Vixe uBepTE rofma, TpH MicaAid, BHOUBaE,

Sk TBOIX KO3aKIB y MeHe HeMag,

Hi moe gyHalicbKee M'HPJIO TBOIX KO3aKIiB He MOMKEPJIO,
Hi mos gyHafickkas BOHma TBOIX KO3aKiB He 3a0paJia,
Ix Typru He mocrpissny, He mMopy6aiw,

Jlo ropona-naps B IOJIOH He 3a0paJjiy.

Bei moi xBiTH syrosii i Hu3osii norupinmy,

ITTo TBOIX KO3aKiB y cebe He BHAIiNIH.

Trol Ko3aKku Ha UYepKechKiit ropi npoSyBaoTs,
Xosonuol Bogu B Gapuvia HAGHPAIOTH,

HInaxu i goporu samivagu,

Topoxn 6ycypMeHCHK ILTIOHAPYBAJIH,
Oraem-meueM BOIOBaJIH,

Cpebpa-3y1aTa ITo gocraTkax HaGHpaJIH,

Ho piuku XopTHni npubysaju,

Besnky nepenpaBy co6i mauim,

Ho crapomaruboi Ciui mocmimaJuu,

YV crapopagwiit Ciui ouepToro cigaJm,

Cpe6po i 371aT0 TypensKe Ha TPH 4acCTi MAIOBAJIH,
Men i OKOBHTY rOpinIKy IIOAIIHBAJIH,

3a Beck mup I'ocnioma mpoxadm...”

Korpii ko3axu uncTHM 11071€M T'YJAAIH,

Piukwu Hu30Bii, nomiununi pHinposii, go6pe 3HAIH.
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DUMA ABOUT A CONVERSATION BETWEEN THE DNIEPER
AND THE DANUBE

The Dnieper asks the quiet Danube:

“Quiet Danube,

Why don’t I see my Cossacks upon you?

Has your Danube mouth swallowed my Cossacks?

Has your Danube water carried my Cossacks away?”’

The quiet Danube answers the Dnieper-Slavuta:
“Dnieper-father, Slavuta,

I myself think and wonder,

Why I don’t see your Cossacks upon me.

A quarter of a year, three months, have already passed

Since your Cossacks were here,

And my Danube mouth has not swallowed your Cossacks,
And my Danube water has not carried your Cossacks away;
The Turks have not shot them or cut them to pieces,

And they have not taken them as captives to Constantinople.
All my steppe flowers have withered

Because they have not seen your Cossacks,

Your Cossacks are camping on the Circassian mountain,
They are filling their casks with cold water,

They marked the trails and the roads,

They plundered the Moslem cities,

They waged war with fire and sword,

They seized plenty of silver and gold,

They journeyed to the river Khortytsia,

They made a great crossing.

To the ancient Sich they hurried,

In the ancient Sich they sat down in a circle,

They divided the silver and the Turkish treasure into three parts,
They drank mead and fine liquor,

They prayed to the Lord for the whole world . ..”

Those Cossacks who galloped in the open fields

Knew well the steppe rivers, the tributaries of the Dnieper. ..

(9A; 1, p. 87)
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JVMA IIPO BTEUY TPLOX BPATIB 3 A30BA

Oit To He IUJIH, TO IHUJINJIIH,

He Tymanu BcTaBasIn, —

Ax i3 3emuti Typenbkoi,

I3 Bipm GycypmeHCHKOI,

3 ropona A30Ba, 3 TAKKOI HeBOJI Tpu OpaTiKM BTIKAJIH.
Oii niBa KiHHHUMH, TpeTill MimME-TIimeHNuId,
Ax 61 TOH UYKWUH-YYIKEHUII.

3a kimnuMu Gparamu GikuTh BiH, Hmigbirae,
06 cupi xopiHHA, 06 Gini kamiHHA

Bini HixxKu cBOl KO3aIlbKi TOCiKaE,
Kpor’to exifu 3asuBac.

Ot mo kimHuEx GpaTtiB nobirae,

Kowneii 3a cTpemena xamas,

CrizsMu moJsinBag,

CJyioBaMH NPOMOBJIAE

“Bparikm Mol pigHeHBKIl,

K rosyGOHBKH CHBEHBKIi,

CraubTe KOHIB momnacire,

Mene obixpuTe,

Iz coGoro BisnMmTE,

o ropojiB XpHCTHSIHCHKHX, X04 MaJlo, mifBesere”.
Tii 6paru Tee 3a4yBaJIH,

CioBaMu ITPOMOBJIAJIHN :

“BpaTiky TH Ham pigHUi,

fx ronyGOHBKY CHBUIT!

Teii, mu i cami He BTeueMmo,

I Tebe He BizpMeMO.

Byne 3 ropoga A30Ba IIOTOHS BCTABATH,
Tebe, GpaTiky, MmuHaTH,

Bynyts B TepHax nga B 6afipakax

Ha cmoymHKax MUHATH,

A mac 6ygyTh, KIHHUX, MOTaHSATH,
Crpinaru, pybarn

Ao xuBIleM B Tipmy HeBOJIIO 3aBepraTH’.
Tee npomoBany,

Onrine mobiraw.

Hatimenmuii GpaTens mimuii-mixoTHHeNhL
3a xigHuMu GpaTaMu yrause,

Koni 3a crtpemenu Gepe, xanae,

HpibHumMu cabozamu o6GJIuBaE,
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DUMA ABOUT THE FLIGHT OF THREE BROTHERS
FROM THE CITY OF AZOV

Oh, it was not dust swirling,

And it was not fog rising,

But from the Turkish land,

From the infidel faith,

From the city of Azov, from bitter slavery, three brothers were fleeing:
Two mounted, the third on foot,

Running behind his mounted brothers

As if he were a stranger,

Cutting his white Cossack feet

On the rough roots, on the white stones,
Drenching his tracks with blood.

He caught up with his mounted brothers,
He seized the horses by the stirrups,

His face streamed with tears,

And he spoke with words:

“My own brothers,

My grey doves,

Wait a while, graze your horses,

Wait for me,

Take me with you,

Carry me at least a little ways toward the Christian cities.”
The brothers heard this,

And spoke with words:

“O our blood brother,

Our grey dove!

We will not be able to escape

If we take you with us.

Pursuers will come from the city of Azov,
They will pass you by, brother,

They will pass you by while you rest

In the thorn thickets and ravines,

They will catch us, the mounted ones,
They will shoot us and slash us,

Or return us alive to more bitter slavery.”
When they had spoken,

They started off again.

The youngest brother, the one on foot,
Ran after the mounted brothers,

He caught the horses by the stirrups, he seized them,
His face streamed with tears,
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CoBaMH IIPOMOBJISAE

“Bpariku Mol pigHEHBKI,

TonyGOHBKH CHBEHBKI,

He xoyeTre Bu MeHe 3 coboro 6paTu, —

Hasan xouell 3aBeprafire,

I3 nixoB rocrpi maGesbky BHEMARTE,

Memni 3 niy rosiBoHBEKY 37ifimMaliTe,

Tino moe nopyGatiTe,

¥ yuerim mosi moxosaiiTe,

3Bipy ma nTuii, TypKam Ha IIOTAJy He IopaiTe”.
Tii 6paTu Tee 3a4yBaJIH,

Ha3zan koHel 3aBepTaJy,

CoBaMH IPOMOBJIAIIH

“BpaTiky TH HAII MHJIHH,

TosyGoHBKY CHBHI,

o e ™1 kasxemr,

Hamte cepue HOMKeM MOB NMpOOHBAEII.

Pyku Hami Ha TeGe He 3MIAMyTHCH,

I mabeslbKH HA ABAHANIATH YACTEH PO3CHUILIIIOTHCA,
I pymia Hama rpixiB mo BiKy BiYHOTO He BIIKYIIHTHCA:
3pony, 6paTiky, ChOTO He YyBaJIH,

IITo6 pigHOIO KpOB’I0 mabJi MPOMEBAIH

AGo roctpum cmucom obpouieHie GpaJim’.
“IIpomry sKe Bac, 6paTTH,

XoTa X BU JI0O MeHe OJHO MHUJIOCEPHi€ MaiTe —
Bynere B TepHH Aa B Galipaxku B'LEmKaTH,

B 3anmii TepHOBe BEpXOBITTA cTHHaMHTe,

Ha popory moxupaiite:

A mexai e a Oyny 3HATH,

Kynm 3a Bamu, kinnumu OpaTtamu, Tikatu’.
Ve nBa KiHHI KO3aKH

B Tepuu na B Gafipaku BIKIKANHA;
Cepenyasmuii 6GpaTenb MHIOCEPHIE MAE:

B 3amusi TepHOBE BEpXOBITTA CTHHAE,

Ha gopory nmoxupas,

Haiimenmomy 6paTy IPH3HAKIB 30CTABJIAE:

“A Hexall e i Bin 6ynme 3HaTH,

Kynau 3a HamMu 1o otng, Ko Marepi, 1o pony BrikaTu’.
3 repHiB #a GafipaKiB BUDKIKAIOTD,

Ha noniBky B36irarors,

Ha crenu BHCOKIJ,

Ha muaxwu mupoki,

Ha goporu po3xuJbHIi.
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He spoke with words:

“My blood brothers,

My grey doves,

You do not want to take me with you,

So turn back your horses,

Take your sharp sabers from their scabbards,

Cut my head off my shoulders,

Cut up my body,

Bury me in the open field,

Do not leave me to the mercy of beasts, birds and Turks.”
The brothers heard that

And turned back their horses,

They spoke with words:

“Our beloved brother,

Our grey dove,

What are you saying?

Your words pierce our hearts like a knife!

Our arms could not rise against you

For our sabers would break into twelve pieces,

And our souls could never be cleansed of sin;

Never in our lives, brother, have we heard such a thing:
To wash sabers in the blood of kin,

Or take farewell with a sharp spear.”

“Then I beg you, brothers,

Do me at least one favor:

When you ride through the thorn thickets and ravines,
Amid the billowing dust cut down the tops of the thorn bushes,
Throw them along the way,

So that I may know

Whither to run after you, my mounted brothers.”

The two mounted Cossacks

Had already reached the thorn thickets and ravines,
The middle brother took pity,

Amid the billowing dust he cut down the tops of the thorn bushes,
He threw them along the way,

He left signs for the youngest brother:

“This way he will know

Whither to run after us, to our father, our mother, our family.
They rode out of the thorn thickets and ravines,

They came out onto the fields,

Onto the high steppe,

Onto the wide ways,

Onto the dividing roads.
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Toni cepenypminii GpaTellh BeJIHKe MHJIIOCEPTiE Mae,
Jlo cTapmioro cJIoBaMH IPOMOBJISE:

“IIlo Tu, OpaT, 3HA€m, — JaBail MU 3 ce0e CHHI JKynaHH CKHATH,
YepBoHY A9 JKOBTY KHTAHKY BHIUPATH,

Ha goposi nokupatu,

Hatimenmomy OpaTy HpH3HAKIB 30CTABJIATH:

A Hexail xe i Bim Gyne 3HaTH,

Kynw 32 Hamu, kingumu O6patamu, TikaTa'.
Crapmuit Gparers i3ropna CjI0BaMH TPOMOBJIAE:
“IITo meHi 3a BOOOCTBO CBOE TypelbKe J0OpO Ha IIMATKHU PBATH
Ta mo maAaxy po3KHUOATH,

Hafimenmomy 06paTy TpH3HAKIB 30CTaBJIATH ?

BiH i :xuB i 3mopor 6yzxe,

Tak 6e3 BCAKUX NMPHU3HAKIB momomy mpubyne”.
Cepenyssmuii GpaTellh BeJIMKe MHUJIOCEPNIE Mae,
YV cefe yepBOHY Ta KOBTY KHTAHKY BUAUPAE,

Ha pmopory crejie-IIOCTHIIAE,

Hajimenmomy 6paTy IpH3HAKIB 30CTABIAE:
“Hexa#i ke Bim Gyme 3HATH,

Kynu 3a HamMu go oTid, no matepi, 1o pony Brikatm!”
Toni 3 TO cepeRyJbIINi GpaTens MuIocepaie MaB
Jo crapmoro 6paTa CJI0BaMH IIPOMOBJIAB:

“Tyr, GpaTe, BOOH IIOTOXKi, TpaBM Xopomi,
Ouepern BROOHI,

CraHnMO0, KOHIB momacimo,

MaJto-HeMHOro o6iKxiMo,

Yu me npuiifie K0 Hac mimui-nixoTuHens 7"
Crapmmuii GpaTenp isropga cJI0BaMH IIPOMOBJIAC:
“Uu mre Tobi TypelbKa KaTopra He yBipuiacd,
Cupa cupunda B pyKu He B’igajacs.

Oro ax Oynernr Haiimenmroro 6paTa MigKHUAATH,
Byne 3 roposa A30Ba BeJIHKa TIOTOHSA BCTaBAaTH,
Horo Gynme mimmoro Ha CNOYHHKAX MUHATH,

A Hac Gyzme, KiHHUX, JOTaHATH,

Ha tpyr mrtyku pybaru

AGo xuBIeM y ripmy HeBOJIIO 3aBepTaTH’.
Hativenmuit Gparens, mMmud miXoTHHEIS,

Y Tepum ma B Gafipaxu yoGirae,

TepHOBe BepXOBITTA i3HAXOMKAE,

Bepe B pyku, xamae,

Jpi6HuME cipo3amMu 06JIHBAE,

JIo cepnd K03aIbKOTO MOJIONELbKOr0 MPUKJIAAE
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Then the middle brother took great pity,

He spoke to the oldest one with words:

“Do you know what, brother—let us take off our blue coats,
Tear out the red and yellow Chinese silk lining,

And scatter it along the way,

Leaving signs for our youngest brother,

So that he will know

How to follow us, his mounted brothers.”

The oldest brother spoke scornfully with words:

“Why should I tear my Turkish goods to rags

And scatter them over the road

To leave signs for our youngest brother?

He will stay alive and healthy,

And he will get home without any signs.”

The middle brother took great pity,

He ripped the red and yellow Chinese silk out of his clothes,
He spread it wide along the road,

He left signs for the youngest brother.

“So he knows

Whither to run after us, to our father, our mother, our family.”

Then the middle brother took pity,

He spoke to the oldest brother with words:
“Brother, the water is quiet here, the grass is good,
The reeds are thick,

Let us stop and graze our horses,

Let us wait just a little while,

Maybe our brother who is on foot will come to us.”
The oldest brother spoke scornfully with words:
“Have you not had enough of Turkish servitude?
Did not the raw leather thongs scar your wrists enough?
If you wait for our youngest brother,

Many pursuers will come from the city of Azov,
And since he is on foot, they will pass him by while he rests,
They will catch up with us, the mounted ones,
They will cut each of us in three pieces,

Or return us alive to more bitter slavery.”

The youngest brother, the one on foot,

Came to the thorn thickets and ravines,

He found the thorn branches,

He took them in his hand, he grasped them,

He covered them with his fine tears,

He pressed them to his brave Cossack heart:

83



“Of TyT xe Mol GpaTikm mpolxmxasn,
Besvke Ha MeHe MHJIOCEDJii€ MaJiH,

Meni va mopory nmprsHakiB HokmpaJsn’.
BikuTh Bin, nindirae,

I3 TepHiB Ta Gafipakis, i3 MemiociB BHGirae,
Ha nonieky 36irae:

Hewma =i TepHiB, Hi Galipakis

Ja HiFKHX IpH3HaKiB,

Tinpkwe moJie JeJie,

Ha fiomy TpaBa 3ejieHie.

BixxuTk BiH, minfirae Ha cTemm BHCOKI,

Ha muaxu mmpoki,

Ha pmoporn po3xuJbHi,

YepBOHY Ta JKOBTY KHUTAHKY 3HAXOMIKAE,
Bepe B pykH, xamae,

JpiéHuMu capo3amMu 06GJIMBAE,

Jo ceprs KO3aInbKOTO MOJOAENHLKOT0 MPHKJIanac,
CJI0BaMH IIPOMOBJISIE:

“HenypHO cad KHTaHKa II0 OUJIAXY BaJIAE,

A BupHO, MOix OparTiB JKUBUX Ha CBiTI HEMAE,
BuzHO, 3 A30Ba BeJIMKA ITOTOHS BCTABAJIA,
Mexe B TepHax na Gaffpakax Ha CHOYMHKAX MHUHAJA,
A wmoix GpaTiB moramdia,

Ha Tpu mTyku py6aJja

Yy KHBMX Y TipIIy HEBOJIIO 3aBepraJa!

Oit ax6u mir 6 A 3HATH,

Yu moix 6partie nmocrpinsguo, uu mopy6aHo,
Yy XHBUX y PYKH 3a0paTo, —

Teit! JJa mimoB 6u a1 mo crenax GJIyKaTH,
Tina KO3aIBKOTO MOJIONELHKOTO IIYKATH,
Tino ko3ambKe MOJIOTlENIbKE i3HAXOMMKATH,

B uueriMm moJii moxosaTH,

3pipy ma nTHIi Ha MOTAJy He mopmaTH’.
BixwuTs BiH, minGirae,

Asx Tineku cBoix OpaTiB cainournu 3abauvae.
TIo6nso Ko3aKa B moJii

Pa3oMm Tpu HemoJIi:

ITepBas Hemona — Ge3BOALE,

Jpyra Hepnona — 6e3xiib’e,

A Tpera — OyitHuil BiTep i3 HiXKOK BaJife.
o CaByp-MOrHJIH JOXOAXKAE,

Ha CaByp-moruii Ge3meyHo ogauxarh JArae,
I3 HeGa BOOHM I IOTORH AEB’ATOrO [HA HNOMKHAAE.

84



“My brothers have journeyed this way,

They have taken great pity upon me,

They have left these signs to guide me.”

He ran, he strode on,

He came out of the thorn thickets and ravines, and away from the river Mius,
He came out onto the fields:

There were no thorn thickets, no ravines,

And there were no signs,

Only the fields loomed around him,

And on them the grass grew green.

He ran, he strode onto the high steppes,

Onto the wide ways,

Onto the dividing roads,

He found the red and yellow Chinese silk,

He took it in his hand, he grasped it,

He soaked it with fine tears,

He pressed it to his brave Cossack heart,

He spoke with words:

“No wonder this Chinese silk is strewn all over the way,
Apparently my brothers are no longer alive.

Apparently many pursuers came from the city of Azov,

And while I was resting in the thorn thickets and ravines they passed me,
And they caught up with my brothers,

And they cut each of them in three pieces,

Or returned them alive into more bitter slavery.

Oh, if only I could know

Whether my brothers were shot or slashed to death,

Or taken alive,

Then I would go and wander in the steppes,

And I would go and look for the brave Cossack bodies,

And T would find the brave Cossack bodies,

And I would bury them in the open field,

And I would not leave them to the mercy of beasts and birds.”
He ran and pressed on,

But saw only the signs left by his brothers.

In the steppes the Cossack was plagued

By three misfortunes at once:

The first misfortune was lack of water,

The second misfortune was lack of bread,

And the third misfortune—a wild wind that blew him off his feet.
He came to the gravemound of Savur,

He lay safely down to rest on the gravemound of Savur,

On the ninth day he asked the sky for water and fine weather.



ITTo Tyma mo HOTo BOBKH-CIpOMAHIN JKOXOMMKAJIH,
OpJIu-4OPHOKPUJIIBIL HAJITAJIH,

¥ rojsioBkax cimaJrm,

Xorisnm 3a3M€eroaa KHBOTA,

TeMHi ITOXOPOHU OIIIPABJIATH.

Bix Ha ix coruapgae,

CJioBaMH IIPOMOBJIAE:
“BoBku-cipomasiri,
OpJiIH-CH30KPUJIBLI,

TocTi Mol muJi,

Mano-EemMHOTO 060KiTe,

ITokinp pymia 3 TijloM pPoO3JIydUHTHCA,
Topi 6ymere Mo MeHe HAXOMMKATH,
Tinmo Moe XBaKOBATH,

JKoBTy KicTe mo 6aJKax PO3HOIIATH,
TTomin 3eneHUMU STBOPKAME XOBATH,
Komumamnu ykpuBaTu’.

Ot HOraM¥u He mmine i pykamu He Bi3bMe,
fAcuo ounma Ha HeOO He B3TJISHE.
Bin Ha HeGO corignae,

CJyioBaMH NPOMOBJISE

“T'ostoRa MOA KO3aIBKA,

TosioBa. Moa MoJIOfenbKa !

Tu npobGyBaJjia B 3eMIIX TYPeUbKHX,
B Bipax 6ycypMeHCHKUX!

HeB’aTh el ¥ yeTax xJiba-coJii He Mato,
Ha Gezpomgai morutaio’.

To & He XMapH HACTYIAJIH,

He ppi6ui pomi Hakpanay,

fAx myma Ko3albKa MOJIONEIbKA,

I3 rijom pozsyumIack.

IITo Toxi mo #oro BOBKH-CipOMaHI HOXOIKAIIH,
Bisne Tijo xBakoBaJu,
OpyTH-4YOpPHOKPUIBNI HaJsiTaIH,

¥V rosioBrax cigasm,

Ha uopni Kynpi HacTymaiy,

3-nip 51062 Kapi oui BHCMUKAIIH;

A me 303y7i HamdiTasw,

¥ ronosax cigaiu,

Ak pinHi cecTpu, KyKyBaJH;

A e gpi6Ha nTHIE HaJiTaNa,

Kouso xoBTOi KOCTi TistTo 066upaJia;
BoBKH-cipoMaHII HAXOMMKAJH,
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Then the grey-maned wolves came to him,
And the black-winged eagles flew down
And sat around his head,

They wanted to celebrate before its time
The dark funeral of life.

He looked at them,

And he spoke with words:

“0 you grey-maned wolves,

And you grey-winged eagles,

My beloved guests,

Wait just a little while,

Wait until the soul parts from my body.
Then you can fall upon me,

And gnaw my body,

And strew my yellow bones in the gorges,
And bury them under the green plane trees,
And cover them with reeds.”

Now his legs could no longer walk, nor his hands hold anything,
His eyes could not see the sky clearly,

He just stared at the sky

And spoke with words:

“O my Cossack head,

O my brave head,

You have been in the Turkish lands,
Among the infidels!

For nine days I have not had bread or salt in my mouth,
And I am dying of thirst.”

It was not a cloud coming,

Nor fine rain falling,

But the brave Cossack soul

Departing from the body.

Then the grey-maned wolves came to him,
And they chewed the white flesh,

And the black-winged eagles flew down,
And sat around his head,

They fell upon the black curls,

They tore the brown eyes out from under the forehead.
The cuckoos also flew down

And sat around his head,

They wailed like his own sisters.

Small birds also flew down

And picked flesh off the yellow bones.

The grey-maned wolves came,
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JKoBTy KicTh Mo 6aJKax PO3HOINAJH,

Tlomip 3eJleHMMH ABOPAMH XOBAJIH,

Komumamu yxpusaduy,

JKaniGHEeHBKO KBHJIMJIH-TIPOKBUJIIAJIIH |

To X BOHH TEMHHU IIOXOPOH ONIMPABJIAJIH.

Ve gBa KinHi Ko3aKu

Jo piukn Camapku craiu BHGIraTH,

Craja ix TemHa Hiuka obifimMarm.

Toni x To crapmuii 6paTeldb CIOBAMH IPOMOBJAE:
“OtyTr Bopm moroski i TpaBm xopommi,

Ouepern ynoGHi # MOrusii BHCOKI.

CranpMO, KOHI nomacimo,

ITokine coHie o6irpie,

Yu He npubyje IO HAC HAII MiMMHHA-TIXOTHHEND.
Tenep A Ha HOT0 BeJHKE MMJIOCEPHic MAIO:

Vero nobuu i3 cebe ckumaro,

Horo Mixkno xoHeH xBaTaro”.

“ByJo, 6paTens, Tonl XBaTaTh, AK A Ka34B,

A remep y)Xe jqeB’ATh JeHb, AK XJiG-ciip iB, —
Jloci ua cBiti memae”.

Koueil mycToman monycKaJsim,

Kyns6aku min cebe ciasw,

Py:xixa 1m0 KOMHIIAX XOBAJIH,

BesneyHo OAaHXaTh IOJIATAJIH,

Cearol 30pi moxumaJsy.

dx crae Boxuil ceiT ocitaTH,

CraJin KO3aKH Ha KOHEH cimaTH,

Yepes piuky CaMapKy y 3eMJjii XpHUCTHAHCHKI ITPOLXmKaTH.
Crapmuil 6paTens TPOMOBJISE CJAOBAMH :

“sIk 6ynmemo, 6pare, ROOOMY, MO OTIA, JO MaTepi MOXOMKATH,
fAx 6ymem im mpasay kaszaTwm?

Bynem mu iMm npaBRy Ka3aTH,

Jlax 6yAyTs HaC OTENb-MATH

Jo BiKy BiYHOI'O IPOKJIMHATH.

A 6ymemo mMm mepeq iMu JraTH,

Ta 6yne Hac Bor Bimomo i HeBizoMo KapaTH.

A Tak, 6paT, CKayKeMO: He Y OJHOr0 IIaHa IPOoOyBaJIH,
He opun xmni6-cink inum;

Hounoi no6u 3 Tsxxoi HeBOJi BTiKaJIH,

Jak Mu [0o HOTro 3alKmKaJIn:

“Vecrasaii, GpaTens, 3 HAMH, — Ka3aJd, — 3 TAIKKOI HEBOJi BTiKaTh”.
Jlaxk BiH HaM GYATO TaK CKa3aB:
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And they strewed the yellow bones throughout the gorges,
They buried them under the green plane trees,

And covered them with reeds,

And they cried and wailed mournfully:

Thus they celebrated the dark funeral.

The two mounted Cossacks

Were reaching the river Samarka,

When dark night enveloped them.

The oldest brother spoke with words:

“The water is quiet here, the grass is good,

The reeds are thick, and the gravemounds are tall.

Let us stop and graze our horses

Until the sun grows warm,

And maybe our brother who is on foot will come to join us.
I have great pity for him now:

I will throw down all my booty

And take him on my horse.”

“Brother, you should have taken him when I told you to,
For nine days have passed since he has eaten bread and salt,
He must no longer be alive.”

They turned the horses loose to graze,

They put their saddles down for pillows,

They hid their arms in the reeds,

They lay safely down to rest,

And waited for the morning star.

When God’s world began to grow light,

The Cossacks mounted their horses

To cross the river Samarka and to enter the Christian land.
The oldest brother spoke with words:

“Brother, when we come home to our father and mother,
How will we tell them the truth?

If we tell them the truth,

Then Father and Mother

Will curse us forever.

But if we lie to them,

Then the Lord will punish us in known and unknown ways.
So, brother, let us say this: We were not under the same master,
We did not eat the same bread and salt;

We were escaping from the bitter slavery during the night,
We went to him,

And we said: ‘Get up, brother, and flee with us from bitter slavery.’
So he, supposedly, said to us:
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“¥YrikatiTe BH, OpaTnd,

A 7 6yny TyT ocraBaThCH,

Yyu He Gyny Jyddoro macTa i goui cobi maTu”.
Crapuit oTens-MaTH IOMPYTh,

Hak Gyaem HaNoJy rPYHTH-XYyR00y HaloBaTH,
He Gyne Tpetiit mixx HaMu Mimarta”.

Tee TPOMOBJIAIIH,

BinTine molmmxasin.

To i He OPJIH-YOPHOKPHUIIBIL 3aKJIEKOTAJIH,

Ax IX TYpKH-AHAYAPH 3-33 MOTHJI HAaIaJIH,
ITocrpinanu, nopy6aiy,

Koueii, 3no0uuy nazaj 32BEPTAIH.

ITonsrsa ABOX Ko3aKiB rojosa Buie piukm CaMapkw,
A tpera — y CaByp~MOTrHJIL.

A cjasa cge, — He YMpPe i He moJAxe

Op =uHi i mo Bika;

Hapy#, Boxe, BaM, rocrnopa,

Beim caymanium Ha MHOTadA JiTa.
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‘You flee, brothers,

But I will remain here.

Maybe I will find better fate and luck.’

When our old father and mother die,

We will divide the land and the cattle in half,

And a third one will not be in our way.”

After they had spoken,

They rode away.

But those were not black-winged eagles screaming,

They were the Turkish Janissaries charging them from behind the
gravemounds.

They shot them and slashed them,

And took back the horses and the booty.

The two Cossacks lost their lives above the river Samarka,

And the third on the gravemound of Savur.

But their fame shines—it will neither die nor perish

From this day on forever.

May God grant long lives

To all you who have heard this.

(10H; I, p. 125)

91



JYMA IIPO TPHOX BPATIB CAMAPCBKHX

Y piuku Camapkn,

Y kpuunni Casarasky,

Tam yci mossa caMapchKi IToKapaMH TOropinw,
TinbKH He ropisio ABa TepHHU NpiGHEHBKUX,

JBa Gafipaxa 3eJIeHeHBKHX,

Bo ram monuti ix sierkasio Tpu GpaTH PimHEHBKI:

To BoHHM, moCTpingHi,

TTopy6aHni,

Ha panu cmeprenbHii 3HEMOraJH,

ITTo ix pamu pyOanil KpoB'ro i3ikmiu,

A crpinanil no cepna npuiuLIN,

IIpomoBuTE cTapImuil GPaT A0 CEPefyJIbIIOrO CIOBAMH,
Ob6inyeTnca ApiOHUMU CIILO33aMU:

“Komu 6 Tu, GparTiky, modpe n6as,

ITTo6 TH Ha HOrH KO3allbKii BCTaBas,

36aHOK KO3aIFKHH y PyKH Opas,

Jo kpuruni CanTaHKH IIPHXOJKAB,

XonopHol Bomu HaOUPAE,

Hami 6 panm xo3arnpkii cmMeprensHii mpomusas”.
Cepepynpmuii 6paT Tee 3a4yBas,

CioRaMu IIPOMOBJISIE:

“fk e Meni, OpaTe, Ha HOTH KO03aUbKil BecTaBaTH ?
IITo y MeHe HOTH KO3albKil nmopybaHi,

Pyxu xoszanekii mocrpinsasi,

TosoBa ko3zanpkas mod mobura, —

ITonpocuMo Mu ¢Boro MeHmIOoro GpaTa,

Hexail Ham HaliMeHmui OpaT Ha HOI'M KO3allbKil BeTapae,
¥ rouxkii BificbkoBil cypeMkn 3airpae,

To 6ynyTh KO3aKH UUCTHM IIOJIEM I'yJIATH,

ByayTs fioro irpu Kosanbkii 3auyparn,

ByayTb BOHE [0 HAC MPUIKIKATH,

Bynem mMu molOpe nbarth,

OriieBi i MaTepi B 3eMJII0 XpPUCTHAHCHKYIO TIOKJIOH IlepenaBaTH,
IITo6 mac orens i MaTu 700pe 3HAIH,

Bonu 6 no Hac mpuikmKamy,

BoHu 6 Hac XOPOMIEHHKO ITOXOBAJIH’.

Menmuii Gpar Tee 3a4yBae,

CioBaMH IIPOMOBJISIE:

“Bpatn M0i Muiii,

Ak ronyOboHbKHM cusii!

Yu He Ti & MeHe mabui Typenbki nopy6aJu, mo i Bac?
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DUMA ABOUT THE THREE BROTHERS OF SAMARKA

By the river Samarka,

By the Saltanka well,

The whole steppe was raging with fire.

Only two small thorn thickets, two green ravines,
Were not burning.

For there, near them, three brothers were lying,
Shot,

Slashed,

Weak with mortal wounds.

Their saber wounds had bled dry,

And their arrow wounds had reached their hearts.
The eldest brother spoke to the middle brother, saying with words,
His face streaming with fine tears:

“Could you, brother, take great care,

Get up on your Cossack feet,

Take the pitcher in your hands,

Go to the Saltanka well,

Fill the pitcher with cold water,

And bathe our mortal wounds?”

The middle brother heard this

And spoke with words:

“How, O brother, can I get up on my Cossack feet,
When my Cossack legs have been slashed by sabers,
And my Cossack arms have been pierced by arrows,
And my Cossack head has been broken?

Let us ask our younger brother,

Let our youngest brother get up on his Cossack feet,
And blow his thin-stemmed Cossack trumpet,

So that Cossacks who ride through the open steppe
Will hear his Cossack playing,

And will come to us.

Then we will take great care,

And will send our greetings to our father and mother in the Christian land,
So that our father and mother will know of our fate
And will come for us

And will bury us properly.”

The youngest brother heard this

And spoke with words:

“My dear brothers,

My gray doves,

Did not the same Turkish sabers slash me as you?
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Yu He Ti X MeHe CTPIIKH-SHHYAPKH IOCTPifsau 1o i Bac?
Sk BaMm, GpaTiid, He MOMKHA Ha HOTH KO3albKil BcTaBaTH,
Taxk e i meHi.

Xou 1, Oparng, 6yAy B TOHKIl cypeMky >KkaJliOHEHBKO irparH,
To 6yRyTb TypKH-gHHYapH, 6€300:KHI OyCypMeHH, YHCTUM IIOJIEM I'YJIATH,
Bynyrs Hami irpu kosanekii 3a4yyBary,

ByayTtes mo Hac IpHIKIKATH,

Bynyre HaM 3XKHBHAOM KaTOPry 3aBIaBaTH.

JIyuue HaM, OpaTud, OTYT B YHCTIM IIOJI TIOMHpPATH,

Orug, i magiMaTKy, i pOXUHM ceplleyHO] B O4i He BHEaTH”.
Crajsrta yopHada Xmapa Ha Hebi HacTymaTH,

CraJyii KO3aKH B YHCTIM IIOJI TOMHpATH,

Crasu cBoi rosioBu Ko3aubKii B piuni Camapri nmokmranaTa...
Yum tasg Camapka crajia CjIaBHA ——

ITTo BOHA MHOrO BifichbKa KO3aIIPKOI'O y ceGe BHAAJA.
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Did not the same Janissary arrows pierce me as you?

If you, brothers, cannot get up on your Cossack feet,

I cannot do so either.

Brothers, even if I could play mournfully on my thin-stemmed trumpet,

The Turkish Janissaries, the godless infidels, who ride through the open
steppe,

Would hear my Cossack playing,

And would come to us,

And take us into captivity alive.

It is better for us, brothers, to die here in the open steppe,

Without having seen our father, our mother, and our dear family.”

A black cloud began to form in the sky,

The Cossacks began to die in the open steppe,

They began to lay down their Cossack heads by the river Samarka.

Why has the river Samarka become famous?

It is famous because it has seen the death of so many Cossacks!

(11A; 1, p. 141)
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JAVYMA ITPO CMEPTH KO3AKA HA JOJIMHI KOJHIMI

Ha y36ouui gosmau, 6i719 MBOX COKOPIiB KO3AaIBKUX,
TaM KO03aK, ITOCTPLIAHUY, TOpPyGaHUl, HA PAHH CMEPTEJIbHI 3HEMArae
I mpaBegHOro cyniro 3 Heba Oaixae,

IIpu cobi oTIA-HEHBKH He Mae.

Panm moctpisiani xpor’ro 3ifmn,

ITopyGani — K cepIio mpuiman.

Toni ko3ak gonuuy Kommmy TproMa KJIATHOaMH IPOKJIHUHAE:
“Boma#t Tu, gosruHo Komumo,

Mxamu, GoJtoTaMH 3amajgajia,

1ITo6 y Becny Bowxy HikOIM He 30paAsa, He MO30pAJa,
ITTo a na TOGI TpeTilt pa3 rysso,

B re6e Ko3ambpKoi 3700u4i cobi HiIKOI He Maro;
TTepBuii pa3 ryjifgB — KOHS BOPOHOT'O BTEPHB,
Jpyruit pas TyjsaB — TOBAPUIIY CEPIEYHOrC BTEPAB,
Tperift pa3 ryidio — caM I'oJIOBY KO3aIllbKYIO IIOKJajan”’.
OpJIH-4OPHOKPHIIBLI],

Kozanpkii gozipni,

Ha.tiTarors,

Kozanpkyo gymy ROTJISAaiOTh.

To BiKe K03aK MOJIOAUH OTUS ¥ HEHBKY CIIOMMHAE:
“TIoMOMKH MeHi, OTIeBa ¥ MaTYHHA MOJIUTBA, HA KOJIHI[AX CTATH,
CeMun’sqHYI0 MHINAJIL ¥ PYKH JOCTATH,

ITo Tpu mipui mopoxy migcuimarh,

ITo Tpu KyJbKH CBHHIIEBUX HAOHBATH,
OpJs1aM-4OpPHOKPHUJIIBIIAM,

Ko3anskum posipisam,

Besinkuii MoRapyHOK IMOCHJIATH .

To B}e KO03aK MOJIOAHH,

Topapum BOHCHLKOBHI,

ITo Tpu mipmi migcunas,

IIo Tpu kyJbKu HabuBas,

OpJIaM-4OPHOKPHUJIIBIIAM,

Kozanpkum mo3sipam,

Besiukuii mofapyHOK TIOCHJIAE...

CaMm Ha cefe B 3eMJII0 IUPHM CEPIEM BIIANAE,
TucA4y IMUINAJb Ha KOJIHIIT ONKHIAE,

IITe # Ha Mope IOTJIARAE.

IITo mope TphroMa UBiTAMH NPOIBITAE:

ITepBuM nBiTOM — OCTpPOBaMH,

Jdpyrum nBiToM — Kopabisamuy,

TpeTiM 1BiTOM — MOJIOTUMH KO3aKaMH.
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DUMA ABOUT THE DEATH OF A COSSACK
IN THE KODYMA VALLEY

On the slope of the valley, beside two black poplars,

A Cossack lay mortally wounded by bullets and sabers,
And he begged for just judgment from the sky.

He had no father or mother beside him.

The bullet wounds had bled dry,

The saber wound had reached to his heart.

Then the Cossack cursed the Kodyma valley with three curses:
“May you, Kodyma valley, be covered with mosses and marshes,
So that you not blossom in spring,

Because this is the third time that I ventured into you,
And I found no bounty in you.

The first time I ventured, I lost my dearest friend,

The second time I ventured, I lost my dearest friend,
The third time I ventured, I lost my Cossack life.”

The black-winged eagles,

The Cossacks’ guardians,

Flew down

And watched over the Cossack’s soul.

Then the young Cossack remembered his father and mother:
“Oh, prayers of my parents, help me get up on my knees,
Take my seven-foot musket in my hand,

Pour three charges of powder,

Load three lead balls,

And give a great gift

To the black-winged eagles,

To the Cossacks’ guardians.”

Then the young Cossack,

One of the Cossack brotherhood,

Poured three charges of powder,

Loaded three lead balls,

And sent a great gift

To the black-winged eagles,

To the Cossacks’ guardians.

Then he fell down, his fine heart against the earth,

He threw away the seven-foot musket,

And looked at the sea,

The sea was blooming with three flowers:

The first flower was isiands,

The second flower was ships,

The third flower—young Cossacks.
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IITo xo3akm, RoOpi MosroAIi,

Ha posmmny Kopumy npubysaiim,

Cpibna-zsmora MHOrO Habupasu,

Kozaka mocTpisiaHoro, mopy6asHoro 3HaXOMKaJIH,
IMTa6amu, HaginkaMu AMY KOIAJIH,

B cemurr’agHy nuinaJjip IpO3BOHHIIH,

CiaBy KO3albKy YYHHHJIH,

ITankamMy, DTPUITOJIAMH CEMHKINIHY BHCHIIAJIH,
Ha mormii mpanopok ycrpoMmim,

CiaBy K03alpbKy YYHHHIIH.
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Then the Cossacks, the brave young men,
Came to the Kodyma valley,
Taking much gold and silver,
They found the Cossack shot and slashed,
They dug a grave with their sabers and their daggers,
They rang their seven-foot muskets,
And saluted the Cossack’s glory,
With their caps and their coats they carried earth for a tall grave,
They stood a pennon upon the gravemound,
Thus saluting the Cossack glory.
(12A;; 1, p. 147)
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AYMA IIPO CMEPTH KO3AKA BAHIAYPHUCTA

Ha tarapcrkux mosax

Ta H2 KO03alIbKHX IIJIAXaX

To xk He BOBKH-CipoMaHIi

KBuiars Ta IpOKBHIIAIOTH,

He opian-4opHOKPHIIBI KJIEKOYYTh,

ITomig weGecamu JriTaloTh, —

To X CHOWUTL HA MOTHUJI

Kozak crapeceHbKHH,

Ax ronyGoHBKO CHBECEHBKHH,

Ta Ha OaHAYpPY I'pac-BHI'DABAE,

TMostocHo skas1iGHO cmiBae.

Tenr, i kinw e 6inma foro

TlocTpinauuit Ta mopyOaHuH,

I parwuia moJsramasi,

I B yrajiBauni — Hi ‘gHiceHBKOr0 Ha60IO,

I mixBu — 6e3 mab6ai 6yJs1aTHOI,

TineKM ocTajiacs K03aKOBi 6aHIypa NMONOPOKHA,
Ta B ryiuGoKifi KUIIeHi TIOTIOH NMiBNANYOIKH,
Ta mronbKa-0ypyJIbKa.

Teii, cuguTh xe K0O3ap Ha MOTHJII

I sroseuky morArae,

I Ha GaHpypi rpae-BUrpaBas,

I rosiocHO XaJibHO cniBae:

“Te¥1, MaHOBE-MOJIONII],

Kozaku 3amoposxini!

O# e 3 TO BH mpoOysaere ?

Yu no Ciui-martepi mpuixmaxaere,

Yu s1axiB-BOPOTiE KHAMH IOKJIANAETE,

Yu raTap-6acypman

Majsaxasamu, K 4epery, B IJIH 3aBepracTe ?
Teft, Kouru 6 e mMeri Bor momir

Crapi HOr'H pPO3NMPaBIATH

Ta # 3a BaMH IOCIIIIATH,

Xou 6u 7 Ha OCTaHKY BiKy BaM 3airpar

Ta roJsiocHO kaJjiGHO 3acmiBasb.

Teii, y»xe x, BUAHO, MeHi 0e3 GaHAYpH TIpONANATH,
Vixe He 3qy:Kal0 10 CTENAX S YBAJIATH,
Bynyrb MeHe BOBKH-CipoMaHI 3ycTpivyaTn

I mimom 3a 006imoM KOHsS moro 3aigarw...”
CupuTh KO3aK Ha MOIrHJI,
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DUMA ABOUT THE DEATH OF A COSSACK BANDURIST

On the Tatar fields

And on the Cossack roads,

It is not the grey-maned wolves

Howling and crying,

Nor the black-winged eagles-screaming

And flying high in the heavens,

But it is an old Cossack

Sitting on a gravemound,

Like a grey dove,

Playing his bandura on and on,

And singing loudly and sorrowfully.

Beside him lies his horse,

Shot and slashed,

And his spear is broken,

And in his pouch there is not a single bullet,

And in his scabbard there is no sword of tempered steel.

For the Cossack there remains only his bandura, his companion on many
wanderings,

Half a pouch of tobacco in his deep pocket

And his old pipe.

The Kobzar sits on the gravemound,

He sucks his pipe,

He plays his bandura on and on,

And loudly and mournfully he sings:

“O my brave lords,

Zaporozhian Cossacks!

Oh, where are you now?

Are you going to the mother Sich,

Are you beating the Polish enemies with clubs,

Or are you driving herds of infidel Tatars

Into captivity with whips?

Oh, if God would help

My old legs to straighten out

And to hurry after you,

Then, in my last days, I would play for you,

And would sing loudly and mournfully.

It is clear that I’ll be left without my bandura soon enough.

I will not be strong enough to gallop across the steppes.

The grey-maned wolves will meet me

And they will surely eat my horse.”

The Cossack sits on the gravemound,
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Ha ko0063i rpae-BurpaBae,

JKajibHo cmiBae:

“Tefi, K0630 MO,

JpyxAHO MOS.

Bannypo mos maJjnoeaHa!

Je % MeHi TeGe miTH:

A 4u B YHCTOMY CTeILy CHAJIHTH

A momislens Ha BiTep IYCTHTH,

A up Ha MOTHJI NOJIOXKUTH ?

A 6ynayTe OyfiHi BiTpu mo creny mpoJitaTy,
TBoi cTpyHU 3auinaTn

I ;xaJi6HO BHUTpaBATH,

I 6yayThk KO3aKH HOROPOKHI MPOIKKATH,
I TBifl rosoc 3auyBaTHy,

I mo mormyu GyAyTs NIpHBEPTATH...”
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He plays his kobza on and on,

And sorrowfully he sings:

“0O my kobza,

My wife,

My painted bandura!

What am I to do with you?

Shall I burn you in the open steppe,

And throw the ashes to the winds,

Or shall I leave you on the gravemound?

Then the wild winds will fly across the steppe,
They will touch your strings,

And will play mournfully,

And the wandering Cossacks will ride by,

And they will hear your voice,

And they will be drawn to the gravemound ...”

(Dumy, Kiev, 1959, p. 84)
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AYMA ITPO IIVIAY 303YJII

¥ Hepiso 6ap30 paHO-NMOPAHY, 30PAMH ITOPAHEHBKY
CuBa 303yJid HaJlTaja,

Ha mormJi cimaJa,

JKani6HEeHPKO 3aKyBaJIa :

“T"0Ji10BO KO3aIllbKa, IOJIOBO MOJIOAENLKA !
Ywu ¢ B Tebe Ha Pyci orenn, a6o maTH,
AGo cecrpa HafimMmenmas ?’

Ax6u otens a60 MaTH BHAAJIH, —

Biny xomrysio Ha cMepTh OH TBOIO IIPHCHJIIAJM,
A6o cecTpa HaliMeHINasa BHUAAJA,

To B Hefinao 6 paHO-PAHEHBKO YCTABAJIA,
JKaniGHEHBKO OIIJIaKAJIA,

Tax, ax Ou 303yJId OKyBaJa’.

T"oJsi0BO KO3allhbKa, I'OJIOBO MOJIONEIHKA !
Ty IO YYyKHUX 3eMJIIX IpoOyBaJa,
Jloporumu KiHbME TpeOyBaJa,

A Temep He moTpebyem Hi maT KOPOTHX,
Hi xoHell BOPOHHX,

A TinpkO nTOTpebyem craceHHd 3 Heba!
Oit nomep Ko3ak!

CnaBa Ko3anbKa He BMpe, He IIOJIIKE
Opn vuHi 10 BiKa.
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DUMA ABOUT THE LAMENT OF THE CUCKOO

Very early on a Sunday morning through the morning stars,
A grey cuckoo came flying.

She lighted on a gravemound,

She sorrowfully cooed:

“0O Cossack head, O young fighter’s head,

In your home in Rus’ do you have a father or mother,
Or a youngest sister?

If your father or mother knew,

They would send a white shirt for your death,

Or if your youngest sister knew,

She would rise early on a Sunday morning,

And would mourn sorrowfully,

She would coo like a cuckoo.

O Cossack head, O young fighter’s head,

You journeyed in strange lands,

You rode fine horses,

But now you need neither fine clothes

Nor raven-black horses—

All you need is salvation sent from heaven!”

Oh, the Cossack is dead!

But the Cossack’s glory will neither die nor perish,
From today on forever.

(13A;; I, p. 149)
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IVMA ITIPO KO3AKA T'O/IOTY

O#t monem, mosteMm KuaniMesKHM,

To musaxoM GHTHM OPAHHCHKHM,

O Tam rynas Kosak Iosora,

He 6Goitbea Hi orudA, Hi Meua, Hi TpeThoro 60J0TA.
ITpaBga, Ha KO3aKOBi maTH JOporii —

Tpu cemupasi ymuxii:

Onna HemoOpa, ApPyTa HEroxa,

A Tpersa # Ha XJiB HE3TOXKA.

A 1ite, mpaBga, Ha KO3aKOBi IIOCTOJIM B’SI30Bi,
A ownyui KurafiuaHi —

ITTupi xigoUbLKi pagHsaHI;

BoJsioku moBKOBi —

VnBoe, sxinonski 11upi BasoBi.

ITpaBna, Ha KO3aKOBi mamnka-OHpKA,

3Bepxa aipka,

TpaBorO IIOMIHNTA,

Birpom nigbura,

Kynu Bi€, Tynu &t nposiBae,

Ko3aka MOIOROro mIpoxosonKae.

To rynse kozak I'osora, moryJse,

Hi ropona, Hi ceyra He 3aiimMae, —

Ha ropox Kunuro norsanae.

Y ropopai Kusui Tarapus cuputs GopomaTHil,
ITo ripHHUIAX MOXOMIKAE,

JIo TaTapKu CJIOBAMH IIPOMOBJIAE:
“TaTapKo, TaTapKo'

Oft yu TH JyMaed Te, U0 I Kymaro ?

Ot yu Ty Gauwm Te, w0 1 Oauy ?”’

Kasxe: “Tarapune, oit cigumit, GopopaTuii!

S tinekn 6auy, IO TH IIepel0 MHOIO IO TipHHUIAX IOXOIKAEII,
A me 3HalO, 110 TH AyMaecM Ja rapaem’.
Kawxe: “Tarapxo!

S Te Gauy: B 4HCTIM IIOJIi He OpeJt JiiTae:
To xo3ak IN'osoTa mOOpHM KOHEM TyJIfe.

S fioro Xouy KHUBIIEM B PYKH B3ATH

a B ropoxg Kunuro 3ampoparty,

Tmie % HUM nepel BeJIMKUMH MaHAMU-GAIIAMHE BHUXBAJISATH,
3a #oro MHOrO YepBOHHX He Jlivayu GpaTH
Hoporii cykHa He MipaYH mOIIUTATH .

To Tee IPOMOBJISE — AOPOre IJIATTA HAJiBae,
Yob6otu o0yBae,
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DUMA ABOUT COSSACK HOLOTA

In the fields, the Kylyian fields,

On the beaten roads of the Horde,

Cossack Holota was prancing his horse,

And he was not afraid of fire, or sword, or even mire.

It is true that the Cossack wore fine clothes:

Three ragged suits of hemp—

One bad, one worthless,

And the third not fit for a pigsty.

And it is also true that the Cossack had on a pair of elm-bark shoes,
And foot-rags of China silk:

Made of a woman’s pure hemp skirts;

Silken shoelaces,

Double-thick woman’s laces of homespun yarn.

It is true that the Cossack wore a sheepskin cap

With a hole in the top,

Sewn with grass,

And lined with wind,

And where the wind blew, there the draft went,

Cooling the young Cossack.

And so Cossack Holota pranced around and pranced some more,
He did not enter a town or village,

He kept looking at the city of Kylyia.

In the city of Kylyia there sat a bearded Tatar.

He walked through his rooms,

And spoke to his Tatar woman with words:

“0 Tatar woman, Tatar woman,

Do you think what I think?

Do you see what I see?”

She answered: “O Tatar, O gray-haired and bearded one,

All T see is that you walk before me through the rooms,

I do not know what you think and ponder!”

He said: “O Tatar woman,

This is what I see: It is not an eagle flying over the open fields—
It is Cossack Holota riding his fine horse!

I want to capture him alive,

And sell him in the city of Kylyia,

And I want to show him off before the great lords, the pashas,
And I want to get so many gold coins for him that I couldn’t count them,
And collect so many expensive cloths that I couldn’t measure them.”
Saying this, he donned expensive clothes,

He pulled on his boots,
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ITnuk GapxaTHHH HA CBOIO T'OJIOBY HAMIBAE,
Ha xous cigae,

Besneuno 3a ko3akom I'oJsioToI0 raHsAe.

Ta ro3ak Iostora nobpe KO3aUbKUE 3BHYAH 3HAE, —
Of, Ha TaTapuHA CKPWBA, K BOBK, HOIVIANAE,
Kasxe: “Tarapune, Tatapune!

Ha Bimo » T BasKuII:

Yu Ha MOIO SICHEHBKYIO 30poIo,

Uy Ha MOT0 KOHS BOPOHOTO,

Yu Ha MeHe, KO3aKa MoJiomoro ?”’

“s1, — raxe, — BayKy Ha TBOIO ACHEHBKYIO 30pOIO,
A 1r1e Jyydye Ha TBOrO KOHS BOPOHOTO,

A e Jgiygde Ha Tebe, KO3aKa MOJIOHOro!

1 TeGe X0ouy JKHMBIEM YV PYKHU B3ATH,

B ropop Kusuro 3ampopaTh,

Ilepen BeIMKHMMH NMaHaMHU-0alIaMU BHXBAJIATH
I mHOTO YepROHMX Jivaum HaGpaTH,

Joporii cykra we mipaum momuraTH’”.

To xozak INosrota, moOpe 3BHYAl KO3aIbKUI 3HAE,
O¥, Ha TaTapuHA CKPHUBA, K BOBK, IOTJIANAE.
“OH, — KasKe, — TaTapuHe, Of ciguil ke TH, GopomaTuii!
JIuGons, Ke TH Ha PO3YM He GaraTwii:

ITTe ™1 ko3aKa y PYKH He B3MB,

A Bixe 3a Horo i rpouri nomutas!

A 1mre ™1 mix Kozaxamu He OYBaB,

Kozaupkoi kami e imas

I Ko3anpKHUX 3BHYAIB He 3HAB!”

To Tee MpOMOBJIAB,

Ha npucimkax cras,

Be3 mipu nopoxy mincunae,

TaTapuHy TOCTHHIIA B I'DYAU IIOCHUJIAE.

Oii we KO3aK He NpPUMIPUBCH,

A Tarapus ik Jguxilt maTepl 3 KOHA IMOKOTHUBCH.
Bin fiomy BipH He RoHIMas,

o ¥oro mpubyeae,

Kenerom mMexu miedi rpumas,

Koau 3 orsiegurhcsa — aiK y HOro Ayxy HeMae.
Bin Toxi noGpe n6as:

Yobotr TaTapechKi icraras,

Ha cBoi xo3anpki Horu o6yBag;

Opexy icTaras,

Ha cBoi xo3annki nieui Hapnisas;

BapxaTHuil mMaHK i3gifiMae,
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He put a velvet cap on his head,

Mounted his horse,

And without fear he went after Cossack Holota.

But Cossack Holota knew the Cossack customs well—
He looked at the Tatar from the corner of his eyes like a wolf.
And he said: “O Tatar, Tatar,

What are you after:

Is it my bright arms,

Or my raven-black horse,

Or me, the young Cossack?”’

“I,” he said, “am after your bright arms,

But even more after your raven-black horse,

And still more after you, young Cossack.

I want to capture you alive,

To sell you in the city of Kylyia,

Show you off before the big lords, the pashas,

To get so many gold coins that I couldn’t count them,
And to collect so many expensive cloths that I couldn’t measure them.”
But Cossack Holota knew the Cossack customs well—
He looked at the Tatar from the corner of his eyes like a wolf.
He said: “Tatar, gray-haired and bearded one!

You must not have much sense:

You have not yet captured the Cossack,

Yet you have already counted his price.

You have not been among the Cossacks,

You have not eaten Cossack porridge,

And you do not know the Cossack customs.”

While saying this,

He rose in his stirrups,

Poured a large charge of powder,

And sent a lead gift into the Tatar’s chest.

The Cossack had scarcely taken aim

When the Tatar fell dead off his horse.

But the Cossack did not believe his eyes,

He came to the Tatar,

He smote him between the shoulders with his mace,
And then he noticed that his soul was gone.

He then took great care,

Pulled off the Tatar’s boots,

And put them on his Cossack feet;

He tore off the clothes,

And placed them on his Cossack shoulders;

He took off the velvet cap,
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Ha cBoro K03alIbKy T'OJIOBY HafiBae.

Kona TarapcbKoro 3a moBoAu B3fB,

¥ ropop Ciui npunag;

Tam cobi m’e-rymuse,

ITosie KusmmiMchbke XBaJINTL-BHXBAJIAE:

“Of noste Knytnimerke!

Bopaii ke TH JiTO # 3UMYy 3eJ€HiN0,

Sk TH MeHe npH HelacaUBiH ropuHi cromoduso!
Haii :xe, Boxe, o6 KO3aKKM MUIX T4 IYJIAIHY,
Xopomi mucai mMaJgn,

On Mene Ginpmy pob6uuy Opasu

] menpuarena nixg Horu romrasm!”’

CiaBa He BMpe, He MOJIAXKe,

Op HuHI DOBIKY!

Hapy#, Boxe, Ha MHOrIi Jirta!
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And placed it on his Cossack head;

He took the Tatar’s horse by the reins,

And reached the city of Sich.

There he drank and made merry,

And praised the Kylyian fields endlessly:
“0 Kylyian fields,

May you stay green in summer and winter,
For you have helped me in an unhappy hour!
May the Lord let the Cossacks drink and make merry,
Think fine thoughts,

Take booty bigger than mine,

And trample their enemies underfoot!”

Fame will neither die nor perish

From this day on forever!

Grant us, O Lord, long life!

(14; II, p. 9)
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AYMA IIPO IBAHA KOHOBYEHKA

B coasuim micti Konuerpuni

Tam npoxxkueasia 6abycsa cTapeHbKa,

Mama cuna emquHHYKa,

Iracsa KouoBueHKaA.

Ot 3-3a ropwH, 3-3a KPYTOl

Byiauii BiTep morisae,

YopHa XMapa HACTYIAE,

JlpiGern moumuk HaKpalae.

Tam mpeBesMKUH MOJKOBHEUK I'Hupa
KosakiB Ha 0XOTYy BU3HBAE:

“On 30upafiTec BUHHUKH, GPOBAPHHUKH,
TpeTi MaliTaHHUKY,

Toni BaM mo3a miy4io JIeXKATH,

T'oni Bam GepecT gpartH,

Xopim 3 HaMu Ha YepKec JOJIHHY
ITpokyaTHX TaTap BOIOBATH,

Ceoei mpaBociasHoi BipH He maBaTm!”

A Ipack KoHOBYEHKO, TUTSA MOJIOHEE,

B moJsti Ha cuBHX BOJIIB T'YKa€,

o fioro Kosax minbirae,

3 cof6o10 miTMOBJIAE.

“Tomi To6i, Isacio KOHOBYEHKY, MTUTA MOJIOJIEE,
¥ moJii Ha CHBHX BOJIIB TyKaTH,

YeproEMMH YOOITHMH CHPY 3€MJIIO TONTATH.
Of xofiM 3 HAMH KO3aKaMH

Ha Yepkec MOruy npoKJIATHX TaTap BOIOBATH,
CBoei mpaBocnaBHOi Bipu He maBaTu!”
Isacy KoHOBUEHKO, MUTA MOJIONEE,

Y noxni cuBuX BOJIIB ITOKHIAE,

Ho crapoi marepi mpubirae,
BiarocjoBeHHS TTUTAE:

“Oft mo3BoJIL MeHi, cTapa MaTH,

3 KO3aKaMH IIOIXaTH,

Ha Yeprec mormiy, Ha CaBpaHCBKY MOTHJIY
ITpornaTux TaTrap BOIOBATH,

Cpoei mpaBocsiaBHOI Bipu He paBaTtu!”
Horo crapa MarH Jiae, 1ie H PO3BAMKAE:
“Cuny wmifi, Isacio €IMHUYKY, TUTA MOJIOZEE,
Yu HeMa y Tebe 4oro icTH, 4Oro IIHTH,

Un HeMa B YOMY XOJHUTH,

Yu Tebe denAnb He 3HAE,
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DUMA ABOUT IVAN KONOVCHENKO

In the famous city of Kopystryn,

There lived an old woman,

She had an only son,

Ivas Konovchenko.

From beyond a mountain, a steep one,

A strong wind was blowing,

A black cloud was coming,

Fine rain was falling.

There the mighty colonel Hnyda

Called the Cossacks to the volunteer army:

“Gather together, O you wine-makers and brewers,
And you tar-makers,

You have lain behind the stove long enough,

You have stripped enough bark for making tar,

Come with us to the valley of Cherkess,

To fight the accursed Tatars,

To defend our orthodox faith!”

And Ivas Konovchenko, a young child,

Was in the field yelling at the grey oxen,

And a Cossack came running after him,

And tempted him to go along.

“0 Ivas Konovchenko, you young child,

You have been yelling at the grey oxen in the field long enough,
You have trampled the cold earth with your red boots long enough,
Come with us Cossacks

To the gravemound of Cherkess to fight the accursed Tatars,
To defend our orthodox faith!”

Ivas Konovchenko, the young child,

Left the grey oxen in the field,

He ran to his old mother,

He asked for her blessing:

“Oh, let me, my old mother,

Go with the Cossacks,

To fight the accursed Tatars,

On the gravemound of Cherkess, on the Savransky gravemound,
To defend our orthodox faith!”

His old mother scolded him and tried to dissuade him:
“O my only son, Ivas, my young child,

Do you not have enough to eat and drink,

Do you not have clothes to wear,

Do the servants not know who you are—
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Yn 33 oraMaHa He Mae!”

A Bim i1 Bignosinac:

“Xou € oo icTH, 110 ITHTH

I B yomy xopmuTH,

Xou MeHe YeJAanb 3HaE, 33 0TaMaHa Mae;
Sk a He moigy TaTap BOIOBATH,

Bynyrs mMeHe miuKypoM HpasKHMTH,
Manaem 3BaTu!”

Tex TO misysoch B cyGOTY, a B IMOHENIJIOK BpPaHI
MaTu [0 IepKBH BHXOXKAE,

Cpi6HUMH KJIIOYaMH XaTy 3aMHKAaE;
Matu B nepksi Bory mosuThed,

A roro He 3Ha€, 10 B ii JoMmi TBOpHTHCA.
Oii Iracr KOHOBYEHKO, TUTA MOJIOZES,
o nomy npuGirae,

Bes kirouie xaTy OfMHKAE,

BaTbKOBY PYXUHY Ko OOKy uinsise,

Ta XOTh MiIXOTOIO KO3aKiB

Ha geaHagngars MHIb BOTAHAE.

Ol mpufimnia MaTH [0 KOMY,

Ta ryane Ha CTiHY:

“Hema My3bKOi pYKHHH,

“Hema, ¥ Moel quTuHH'!"

ITowaJsia MaTH mJIaKaTH, PHEATH,

I cBoro cuna IBaca €XUHMYKA IPOKJIMHATH :
“Bopall TH, CHHKY, 3 KOHHKa yIaB,

Of1 pyuky # HiNKKYy 370MaB,

IITo6 Tebe mepmia KyJisa He MUHYJA,

A 11e mpu HemjacTi JIMXaA TOAWHOHBKA OropHyJa!”
O mrakajyia MaTH, Ta BiKe IEpPECTaIa,
3aHAIa YOTHPH BOJIH IIOJIOBIi,

Ilornana mo opeHpapsa JleiiOu:
“Openpgapio Jlefibo, Ha TOGi YOTHPHU BOJH MOJIOBII
Jaf MeHi KOHS BOPOHOTO,

ITocamxy Ko3aKa MoJOmOrO”.

Ol He 6aralbKo KO3aK JeHCTpOBUE Gir,
Sk Tpu ropmumu,

Jlirmae K03aKiB-OXOTHHKIB

Ha siciMaanmuariii muii.

Cras Isaca po3BaKaTH,

ITTeft ;o moMy 3aBepTaTH:

“Oi BepHuch, IBacio KoHOBYEHKY,

TeGe maTu Jae!”
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Do they not obey your orders?”

He answered her:

“Although I have enough to eat and drink,
Although I have clothes to wear,

Although the servants know me and obey my orders,
If I do not go to fight the Tatars

They will say that I like just to lie on the stove,
They will call me mother’s little boy.”

This happened on Saturday, and Monday morning
The mother went to church,

She locked the door with silver keys.

In the church the mother prayed to God,

And did not know what was happening in her home.
Ivas Konovchenko, the young child,

Came running home,

He opened the door without a key,

He girded his father’s sword at his side,

And, although he was on foot,

He caught up with the Cossacks twelve miles away.
The mother came home

And looked at the wall:

“My husband’s sword is gone,

And so is my son!”

The mother began to cry and wail,

And to curse her only son Ivan:

“May you, my son, fall from your horse,

May you break an arm and a leg,

May the first bullet not miss you,

And may evil fortune befall you!”

The mother cried, but then she stopped,

She rounded up four dun-colored ozen,

And drove them to the tavern-keeper Leiba:

“Q Leiba, tavern-keeper, take these four dun-colored oxen,
And give me a raven-black horse,

So that I may set a young Cossack upon it.”

The registered Cossack did not ride very far,

Only three hours,

And he caught up with the volunteer Cossacks
After eighteen miles.

He began to argue with Ivas,

And to try and convince him to go home:

“Come back, Ivas Konovchenko,

Your mother is cursing you!”
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A Bin fiomy Bigmosimae:

“IITo meHe cTapa MAaTH JAae,

ITpoTe BOHA PO MeHe nbae,

Ko3aKOM MOJIONHM KOHS BOPOHOTO IIPHUCHIIAE”.
Oif mpuixaJii KO3aKH-OXOTHHKH

Ha Yepxec gonnny, Ha CaBpaHCHKY MOTHIY,
He Bemisin HaMeT MOHANHWHATH,

BixnTrs IBack KOHOBYEHKO MO MOJIKOBHHKA 'HunM:
“II03BOJIL MEHi IPEBEJIMKUH TIOJIKOBHHKY I'Humo,
ITo3ROJIb MOIXaTh MPOKJIATHX TATAP BOIOBATH
Ceoei npaBocaBHOI Bipu He gaBaTH”.

Bim #iomy Bimnmosimae:

“Oni Isacro KOHOBYEHKY, HUTS MOJIOTEE,

Tu Mixx KO3aKaMH He OyBaeI,

Tu x03aIbKOI CJIaBH He 3HAEMI,

Yoro Tu nomnepeq Bifickka BHUrpasacm ?”’
Isacy KoHOBYeHKO, IUTA MOJIOTES,
IToakoBHuKa I'HMAH He mMHUTAE,

Mixx TaTap moizmkae.

He 6aranbko Iacs KoHOBYEeHKO rynds,

A Bixe ciM THCAY Y KOITH CKJIaB,

A 1’aTs THCAY y NMOJIOH 3aTHAB.

He 6aranbko 30€TajI0Ch, AK TPH THUCAYI YOJIOBIK.
Tox TO missoch y cybory,

A y HepineHBKY BpaHIi, A0 cXinx coHnd,
Isacy KoHOBUEeHKO BeTae,

Jo TpaKTHpPYy IPHUI3AKaE,

ITTTupy mrody ropiJIKM BUIUBAE,

JInGoub Horo HefijleHbKa IIOKAPAE.

O ofHH TaTapHH Ha BKOJIHHII BHAJAE,

A npyruil TaTapuH HOro IHTAE:

“Ipacto KoHOBUEHKY, JUTS MOJIOZES,

Yu 6yB y Tebe OTens Ta MaTH,

ITTo6 morutu TO6i Taky Jurapiro maru!”

A Bin fiomy Bigmorigae:

“ByB y MeHe OTellb i € y MEHe MaTH,

Morsa MeHi Jsunapiio maTH.

ITTe »x MeHi XOpTyHa He CJIYKHUTH,

KoJsiz Mos cTapa MaTH IOMa TYXKHUTH.

Ol onuH TaTapHH HA BKOJIIHIT BIIadae,

A npyruii Tatapus Horo 3a6aBise,

A TpeTill TaTapHH 3 IUTiY TOJIOBY 3/ifiMac.
TaM KO3aKH-OXOTHHKHU
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But Ivan answered him,

“Although my old mother is cursing me,

She still cares for me,

She has sent, with your help, a raven-black horse.”

The volunteer Cossacks arrived

In the valley of Cherkess, at the Savransky gravemound,
They had hardly had time to pitch their tents,

When Ivas Konovchenko came running to Colonel Hnyda.
“Give me permission, great Colonel Hnyda,

Give me permission to go and fight the accursed Tatars,
To defend our orthodox faith.”

Colonel Hnyda answered him:

“O Ivas Konovchenko, young child,

You have not been among the Cossacks,

You do not know the Cossack customs,

Why do you go riding out in front of the rest of the army?”’
Ivas Konovchenko, the young child,

Did not wait for Colonel Hnyda’s permission,

He rode in among the Tatars.

Ivas Konovchenko did not make merry for very long,
Before he managed to stack seven thousand of them like hay,
And to take five thousand prisoners,

And there weren’t many of them left, only three thousand men.
This took place on a Saturday,

And on Sunday morning, before the sun rose,

Ivas Konovchenko got up,

He came riding up to an inn,

There he drank four quarts of horilka.

It looked as if Sunday was to punish him.

One Tatar fell on his knees before Ivan,

And another Tatar asked him:

“0 Ivas Konovchenko, you young child,

Was it your father and your mother

Who gave you such a fine knight’s outfit?”’

And he answered the Tatar:

“I had a father, and I have a mother,

And she could have given me a fine knight’s outfit,

But luck is not with me

Because my old mother is grieving back home.”

One Tatar fell down on his knees before him,

A second Tatar drew his attention,

And a third Tatar cut his head off his shoulders.

The volunteer Cossacks
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Tpu pui i TpH HOUI

I3 KoHeH He 3cimaJiH,

Xiba-cosu He BXKWBAJIH,

Kozaku IBaceBy rojiopy Misk TaTapChbKHM TPYIIOM Ii3HAJIH,
Tam fiomy AiM KomaJw,

Binmum uacToxosioM 0GeTaBIIANH,
3esieHUM TepHOM OOKJIANAJIH,

Jlo cTapoi MATKH TIOKJIH ITOMAJIH,

ITTe #i 3arafky 3arajgajin:

“Of He mJIad, MaTH, He JKYPHUCH,

Trifi cuH y BidCBKY OKEeHHBCH,

Bzas cobi kiKY cuasHO npebarary,
T'pomeii 6araTo mMae, ix JiKy He 3Hae,
B deproHiM OKCaMHTI XORHTSH,
ITapro-KOpPOJIIO TOJIOBKHM HE CKJIOHUTH’ .
Matu n'e, TyJAE, BECEIHUTHCA

“Joro MeHi NJIaKaTH, PHOATH,

Kouu midt cuH y BifickKky O)xeHHBCA,
Bzas cobi xiBEKY cuibHO mpebarary,
T'pomeft 6aralibko Mag, ix JIKY He 3HAE,
B ueproHiM OKCaMHUTI XORUTH,
ITapro-KOpoJII0 TOJIBKH HEe CKJIOHUTH.
Maru n'e, TyJIS6; CHRAYNN KO3aK YCMiXa6ThCA :
“Tu, crapa MaTH, MiXX KO3aKaMM He TyJIAEII,
Ty KO3aIbKHX 3araJOK He 3HACHI,

Teiil cuH y BificbKy BMep,

Tam fioMy miM KomaJIu,

BistuM 4acTOKOJIOM OGCTABJISIIH,
3esleHEM TEpPHOM OOKJIANAIIH,

Ta T006i, cTapa MaTH, NOKJIiH NOJABAJIH,
IIle # 3arajxKy Taky saranaJm’.
TTouasia MaTH IJIAKATH, PUAATH,
IIpeBeTUKOrO MOJIKOBHUKA NMPOKJIHHATH :
“Bopaii, noMKOBHUKY I'HupO,

Ha cTpamHuii cyn BCTAE,

Ax Tu Moro cuHa, IBaHa €OUHYMKA

3 cob6oro migMoBIaAB”.

Ilrakajia MaTH Ta B¥e IepecTatia,
ITimsa y 1aBKU Ta movyaJa

Kpamui niaTky KymyBaTH,

Ta JsipHHKaM FaBaTH,

11106 IBacsa emWHYMKA IIOMHHATH.

Xou Irarn KoHOBYEHKO BMeD,
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Did not get off their horses

For three days and three nights,

And they ate neither salt nor bread,

They recognized the head of Ivas among the Tatar corpses,
They dug him a home there,

They surrounded it with a white palisade,

They laid green sod around it,

And they sent greetings to his old mother,

And in addition they gave her a riddle:

“Do not cry, Mother, do not grieve,

Your son got married in the army,

He took a very rich wife,

She has so much money that it cannot be counted,

She wears red velvet dresses,

And she bows her head neither before a tsar nor a king.”
The mother drank and was gay and merry:

“Why should I cry and wail

Since my son got married in the army?

He took a very rich wife.

She has so much money that it cannot be counted,

She wears red velvet dresses,

And she bows her head neither before a tsar nor a king.”

The mother drank and made merry, and the sitting Cossack smiled:

“You have not been among the Cossacks, old Mother,
You do not know the Cossacks’ riddles.

Your son was killed in the army,

They have dug him a home there,

They have surrounded it with a white palisade,
They have laid green sod around it,

They have sent you their greetings, old mother,
And in addition they have sent this riddle.”

The mother began to cry and wail,

She began to curse the great colonel:

“May you, Colonel Hnyda,

Be severely judged on Judgment Day

Since you have talked my only son Ivan

Into going with you.”

The mother cried, but then she stopped,

She went from stall to stall in the marketplace,
She began to buy kerchiefs,

And to give them to lira players

So that they would sing about her only son Ivas.
Although Ivan Konovchenko is dead,
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Ta HOro ciaBa He BMepJa.
IBanori KonoBueHKy Ha BiKM BiKiB,
A HaM, IpaBOC/IABHUM XPHCTHAHAM, Ha MHOTII JiTa.
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His fame lives.
May Ivan Konovchenko’s fame live eternally,
May we orthodox Christians live for many years.

(15K; VII, p. 53)
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AYMA ITPO XBEJOPA BE3PITHOI'O

Oft o noTpe6i, mo morpe6i 6ap30 IMapChKii,

TaM To MHOTO BifiChKa NIOMHAJYKEHO, 3 Yepe3 Med IIOJIOXKEHO,
Jla He €qUHOrO Tiyla K03aI[bKOI0, MOJIOHEIBKOTO JKUBOTO HE OCTAHOBJIEHO,
Tinbky DoMikao THM TpynoMm Xeenip BeapmonbHuit
TTociuenu#i na mopyOaHUi, [a Ha PaHU CMEPTEJIbHI HE HE3Marae,
A xoJio fioro mxypa fpema mpomemikae!

Ta Xsenip 6e3g0/bHEH, 6e3pigHUI IPOMOBJIISE CJIOBAMH,
Ta o6inJieTsesa TipKO CIBO3aAMH:

“Tlet mexypo Apemo,

To napyro s Tob6i Mo cmepTi CBOIH

Konsa Bopoxoro,

A gpyroro Gismorpusoro,

I rarensa yeproHii,

Op misn mo xomipa 30JI0TOM ranTOBaHi,

I mabmio 6ysnaTHYIO,

ITumans cemunr’ssmEyio!

Oi, Ta moGpe & TH n6ai,

Ta Ha KOHA cinaf,

Ta mepexo MHON TOBEPTAH,

Ta nexa#l 1 Oyqy 3HATH,

Yy ypoben TH Gypem IMOMiXK KO3akaMHu IpoOyBaTH”.

To mxypa fdpema Ta mobpe nbae,

Ta Ha KoHA cinmae,

Ta mepeps HUM IIOBEPTAE,

To Xeenip Ge3gonbHuit, Ge3pigHui

Ta mpoMOBJAE CIIOBAMH,

Ta obinyerses TipKo CILO3aMH:

“Ta 6marogapio Tebe, I"'ocrioga MusocepgHoro,

IITo we Jsiegait KoMy

Mos xympoba 6yme mocTaBaTH,

To Bin Oyze 3a meHe "'ocrmofna MuJIOCEPAHOTO IPOXATH,
Eii mxypo dpemo,

Ta moGpe & TH AGai,

Ta Ha KOHA cimaH,

Ta inp monax siyrom-6a3asyrom ta nouan ninpom-CiaByroro,
To AK ymKaJia I'yoyTh, TO TH CXOPOHHCH,

A sk yebeni s4aTh, TO TH 030BHCA,

A ax kozaku HnyTts duinpom-CiaByTolo,

To T o6’siBHCH,

Ta mINUYOK Ha KOMIiIo icKJIajgaH,

Ta caM HH3eHbBKO YKJIAHAH
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DUMA ABOUT KHVEDIR, THE ONE WITHOUT KIN

It was for a great cause, the Tsar’s cause,

That many Cossacks had fallen, had been cut down by the sword,
And that not a single Cossack had been left alive.

There lay among the bodies only Khvedir, the Luckless,
Slashed and stabbed, weak with mortal wounds,

And his page Iarema watched over him!

And Khvedir the Luckless, the one without kin, spoke with words,
And cried bitter tears:

“Oh, my page Iarema,

I give you at death

My raven-black horse,

And another horse, a white-maned one,

And also my red coat,

Embroidered with gold from hem to collar,

And my tempered-steel sword,

And my seven-foot musket!

Now take great care,

Mount the horse

And ride before me,

So that I may see

If you will do well among the Cossacks.”

Then the page Iarema took great care,

He mounted the horse

And rode before him.

Then Khvedir the Luckless, the one without kin,

Spoke with words

And cried bitter tears:

“O Merciful Lord, I thank you,

That a fine person

Will take charge of my horses,

And will pray to You, the Merciful Lord, for my soul.

O my page Iarema,

Take great care,

Mount the horse,

And ride through the Bazaluh steppe, along the Dnieper-Slavuta.
If the Turkish bandits are making noise, then take cover,
If the swans are wailing, then call in your Cossack voice,
If the Cossacks are sailing up the Dnieper-Slavuta,

Then come out,

Raise your Cossack hat on a spear,

And make a deep bow,
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Ho nepen I'ocnony Bory

I 6aThKOBI KOMOBOMY,

OraMaHy BifCEKOBOMY

I BceMy TOBapHCTBY KPEBHOMY, CEPAEHIHOMY .
O no6pe x To Biu mbac,

Ta Ha xoHA cigae,

Ta noHap ayrom-6a3aJiyroM Ipoi3mxkae,
ITonan Jdainpom-CiaByToro

Ta xo3akKiB cTpiuas,

Ta mMJIAYOK HA KONIiI0 CKJIANAE,

A caM HU3BKO YKJAQHAE,

Hanepen 6aTbKOBI KOIMOBOMY,

OramaHy BiiCHKOBOMY

I BceMy TOBapHCTBY KpPeBHOMY i CeprenrHOMY.
To 6aTHKO KOIIOBUH

OramaH BiCHLKOBUH

ITpomoRsiAe caoBaMu:

“Eit mxypo fpemo,

Ta me cBoOiMU K TH KIHBMH T'yJIsS€mI

I we cBoi TATEs A 4YepBOHIi,

On min ;o Komipa ramTomaHi,

I He cBoro mabiro 6yJIaTHYIO,

He croro nmumiaJsb CeMHUIrSOHYIO MAEMHI.

A meck TH cBOrO MaHa y6uB abo icTpebuB,
A6o x TH MoJomoro mymIi i36aBHB”.

“Oit 6aThbKy KOIIOBHI,

Oramane BiHCHLKOBHH,

&1 cBoro nmana

Hi B6us, Hi cTpedHs,

A=xi Mosomoro gymi g He 36aBUB.

Mi#t maH JeXUTh y Jy3i,

¥ Baszauysi,

TTocTpinanuii,

Tlopy6auuit,

I na pann cmepTenbHi He3Marae.

Ta mpomy A Bac BCEHHKAIOIIE

Y ayr-6azaayr npubyearH,

Ta TiJIo KO3aIlbKee MOJIOTEUbKEE

IToxoBaTH,

Ta 3Bipy, nTHni

Ha mortaJsy He matu
To 6aThbKO KOITTOBWH,
OraMaH BifiCBKOBHH,

19
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First before the Holy Lord,

Then before the hetman,

The otaman of the Cossack Host,

And then before the whole Cossack brotherhood.”
Then the page Iarema took great care,

He mounted the horse,

And rode through the Bazaluh steppe,

And along the Dnieper-Slavuta.

There he came upon Cossacks,

He raised his Cossack hat on a spear,

And made a deep bow,

First before the hetman,

The otaman of the Cossack Host,

And then before the whole Cossack brotherhood.
Then the hetman,

The otaman of the Cossack Host,

Spoke with words:

“O page Iarema,

That is not your horse that you are riding,

And that is not your red Cossack coat,
Embroidered with gold from hem to collar, that you are wearing,
And that is not your tempered-steel sword

Nor your seven-foot musket that you are carrying.
You must have killed or murdered your master
And sent his young soul to the other world!”
“QO hetman,

Otaman of the Cossack Host,

I neither killed nor murdered my master,

And I did not send his young soul to the other world.
My master lies in the steppe,

In Bazaluh,

Shot

And slashed,

Weak with mortal wounds.

I beg you most humbly

Come to the Bazaluh steppe,

And bury

His brave Cossack body,

Do not leave it as prey

For beasts and birds!”

Then the hetman,

The otaman of the Cossack Host,
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Ta pmobGpe BiH nb6aB

Ta B cy6oTy i3 ceMmcoT II'ATHECAT KO3aKiB BHOHpAB,
Ta B cybory mporu Hemii,

Y wersepTifi nonyHOuHIE ropguHi

Y nyr-6azaJsyr Ko3akiB BHCHJIAB.

To sBouu mpubysaJy,

Ta Tisio Ko3aIBLKee, MOJIOTELILKEE

3uaxoxaiu,

Ha uepBOHY KHUTAHKY KJAJIH

Timo Ko3albKe, MOJIOZIEIIbKEe OOJIMBAJIH,

A ma6iaMu cyXomoJi KOIaJH, 4 MANKAMH T4 NPUIIOJIAMHU IE€PCT HOCHUJIH,
Ta BHCOKY MOruIy BHCHIIAJIN

I mpamipok y rosoBax yCTPOMHIIH,

Ta mpeMyApoMy JIHI[APIO

Cnapy yyunuiIm,

A TuM HOro MOMMHAJIH,

o B ceGe mMaau —

ITseitenpKuMU BIICHKOBHMH CyXapamu!

Yenumu Tocnopu y mpocbGax, ¥ MOJHTBAX

JIrony napchKOMy, HAPORY XPHCTHAHCBKOMY i BCIM IOJIOBaM CIIYXaI0UHM,
Ha muorii gita,

Ho kinmsa Bixa!
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Took great care

And gathered on Saturday seven hundred fifty Cossacks,

And very early on Sunday,

At the fourth hour after midnight,

He sent the Cossacks to the Bazaluh steppe.

They arrived there,

They found

The brave Cossack body,

They laid it on red Chinese silk,

They washed the brave Cossack body,

They dug the earth with their swords and carried the soil with their hats
and the skirts of their coats.

They raised a tall grave,

And planted a flag at the head of the grave,

They saluted

The wise Cossack.

They made a funeral feast

With what they had—

Moldy Cossack dried bread!

Hear, O Lord, the prayers and supplications

Of the Tsar’s men, the Christian people, and of all those who have heard this,

And grant them a long life

From this day on forever.

(164; II, p. 117)
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JYMA IIPO BJOBY CIPKA IBAHA

B ropopni Mepedi xuna Bhosa,

CrapeHBKas KOHA,

Cipunxa-IBaHuxa,

Bora cim Jit npoGysaJa,

Cipka IBana B oui He BupaJa.

Tinbku co6i JBOX CHHIB MaJa:

IlepBoro cuna — Cipuenxa Iletpa,

Jpyroro cuna — Cipuenrka Pomana.

Bona, ix 10 3pocTy nmep:kaJa,

I1Te ox HuX cjaBH-IaM’sTi MO cMepTi cnofiBaa.

Ak crae Cipuernko IleTpo BupocTaTH,

CraB cBO6I MaTH CTAPEHBKOI ITMTATH:

“Maru Mod, crapasd JKOHO,

Ckinbku 51 y Tebe nepeGyraro,

Orusa ceoro, Cipka Isana, B oui He Buparo:

Hexait 61 g Mir 3HaTH,

He eBoro orug, Cipka Isana, mykatu”.

Bnosa crapa npomosnsana:

“ITimoR TBi#l oTens g0 cTapomaBHLOro Topy mpobyBaTH,
Tam craB BiH CBOIO I'OJIOBY KO3aIlbKYIO IOKJIAnaTH” .
To B:xe Cipuenko Iletpo Tee 3auyBas,

ITunnna MepedigHeskoro 3 co6or0 MigMOBIISAE,
Tosry6a BoJsiommuna 33 MKypy y cebe mae.

CraJiin BOHH [I0 CTapPORaBHLOrO TOpy IpHIKEKATH,
Oramaza Topepkoro, Anpka JICXBHIILKOTO, Ni3HABATH
OtamaH TopchKuH, SupKo JIOXBULLKHI, 13 KypeHs BHXOMNIKAE,
CJioBaMu IIPOMOBJISE,

Cipuenka IleTpa mosnasae:

“Cipuenky IleTpe, 4oro TH CIOOH NIPHIKIIKAEHI,

Hecs Ta cBoro orua Isana mykaeur?”’

Cipuerxko IleTpo cjioBaMM IPOMOBJIAE:

“Ortamane TopchKuH, dnpko JIOXBUIILKHIA,

51 cim ropg mpoGygato,

Ora ceoro, Cipka IsaHa, B oui He BHmaI0”.

To Bxe Cipuenko Ilerpo 3 K03aKaMu onpolieHiec NpuHiMae,
1o Tprox 3esieHuMX Galipakie mpuGysae.

Koszaku no Cipuenka Ilerpa csioBaMu IIPOMOBJISAIIH :
“Cipuenkry Ilerpe, neGesneuno cebe Maii,

Koneli cBoix Ko3anbkux off cebe He myckail”.
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DUMA ABOUT THE WIDOW OF IVAN SIRKO

In the city of Merefa there lived an old woman,

The widow

Of Ivan Sirko.

She had lived for seven years

Without seeing Ivan Sirko.

She had two sons.

The first son was young Petro Sirko.

The second son was young Roman Sirko.

She reared them to manhood,

She was hoping that they would cherish her memory after her death.

When young Petro Sirko began to grow up,

He began to ask his old mother:

“My mother, O you old woman,

I have been with you for a long time,

But I have not set eyes upon my father, Ivan Sirko.

If only I knew

Where to look for my father, Ivan Sirko.”

The old widow spoke:

“Your father went to the old fortress of Tor.

It was there that he lay down his Cossack head.”

So as soon as young Petro Sirko heard this,

He persuaded Pylyp from Merefa to go along,

And took Holub Voloshyn with him as his page.

They came to the ancient fortress of Tor,

They found the otaman of the fortress, Iatsko Lokhvytsky.

The otaman of the fortress of Tor, Iatsko Lokhvytsky, walked out of the
kurin,

Recognized young Petro Sirko

And spoke with words:

“Young Petro Sirko, why do you come here?

Are you looking for your father, Ivan?”’

Young Petro Sirko spoke with words:

“Otaman of the fortress of Tor, Iatsko Lokhvytsky,

I have lived for seven years,

Without seeing my father, Ivan.”

Then young Petro Sirko and the Cossacks said farewell to one another,

And they came to three green ravines.

The Cossacks spoke to young Petro Sirko with words:

“Young Petro Sirko, do not act too confidently,

Do not let your Cossack horses out of your hands.”
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A Cipuenko ITerpo Ha Tee He NIOBipdE,

Ilin TepHamMu-GafipakaMu JIATa6-CIIOYHMBAE,

Komi cBoi KO3aIbKi gajieKo ofi cebe IIYCKAaE,

Tinsku Fosy6a Bosiomuua K0 KOHEH MOCHJIAE.
Typrxu Tee 3abayaiy,

I3 repHis, i3 Gafipakis BuGirasu,

Tosry6a BosommHa y 1oJioH jo0 cebe GpadH,

Tmre coroBaMu MPOMOBJIIAJIH

“T'ony6e Bosomune! He xoueM mMu Hi TBOIX KOHEH BOPOHHX,
Xouem MH nmo0pe 3HATH,

I1ITo6 TBOTO MaHa MoJomoro ispybartm”.

T'osry6 BosiommH CJI0BaMH IIPOMOBJIAE:

“Typxu!

Kosu moxkere BH MeHe of ceGe IMYyCKAaTH,

Moy g cam HOMY 3 ILJIed TOJIOBKY 3HATH.

Typxu TOro NO3HAIH,

Tony6a Bosommua on cebe myckaJIH.

Tony6 Bonomun go Cipuenka Ilerpa mpubysae,
CrnoeaMu NPOMOBJIAE :

“Cipuenry Ilerpe, mane mosonuii,

Ha mo6poro koHa cimai,

Mex Typkamu mocrimaii!”’

He ycnir Cipuenko Ilerpo mixx TypKH-fHHUYapu BOIiraTh,
Mir #iomy IN'osty6 BosomuH 3 mj1e4 T'OJIOBKY 3HSTH.
Toni Typku ITnnuna MepehigHCbKOr0 OKpYT CTYIIANH,
3 nJed roJIOBKY KO3aIbKy 3HIMaJIH,

Kozamnpske Tisio mocikam-mopy6aiiu.

Kozaku craponaruii Toe 3a6auaiin,

Ha po6pii koHi cinany,

Typok moGimxmaau,

Kozanbke Tismo mo3Gupasy,

Jlo cTaponaBHLOr0 KYpEeHsS MPHBO3UJIIH,

Cyxomost mabJIaMH KOIAJIH,

ITTankamy, IPUNIOJAMHE 3€MJII0 HOCHJIH,

Kozanrkee Tino exopoumin.

OramaH Topchbkui, Aubko JIOXBUIEKMI, TOE 3a4yBaE,
Ho BooBu crapeHbKoi, Cipunxu-Isanuxu,

B ropon y Mepedy muCEMO IOCHIIAE.
Cipuyuxa-IBaHNXa IUCHMO YHTAE,

CoBaMH IPOMOBJISIE,

K cupifi 3emisi kpmxeM ynanae:

“ITTo B:xe Temep Ha MOIiH roJioBi TpH meuasi mpobysac:
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But young Petro Sirko did not heed this,

He lay down to rest under the thorn bushes,

He let his Cossack horses roam far away from him,

And he sent only Holub Voloshyn after the horses.

The Turks saw this,

They ran out of the thorn bushes and out of the ravines,

They took Holub Voloshyn into captivity,

And spoke with words:

“0 Holub Voloshyn, we do not want your raven-black horses,

We want to know

Where to find your young master, so we can cut him down.”

Holub Voloshyn spoke with words:

“O Turks,

If you would set me free,

I would cut his head from his shoulders myself.”

The Turks believed this,

They set Holub Voloshyn free,

Holub Voloshyn came to young Petro Sirko,

And spoke with words:

“Oh young Petro Sirko, my young master,

Mount a good horse,

Ride in among the Turks.”

Young Petro Sirko had not managed to ride in among the Turkish
Janissaries,

When Holub Voloshyn cut his head from his shoulders.

Then the Turks surrounded Pylyp of Merefa from all sides,

They cut off his Cossack head,

And cut his Cossack body to pieces.

The old Cossacks saw this,

They mounted good horses,

And defeated the Turks,

They gathered the Cossacks’ bodies,

They brought them to the old kurin,

They dug the ground with their sabers,

They carried the earth in their caps and the skirts of their coats,

And they buried the Cossack bodies.

The otaman of the fortress of Tor, Iatsko Lokhvytsky, heard this,

He sent a letter to the city of Merefa, to Ivan Sirko’s old widow.

The old widow of Ivan Sirko read the letter,

And fell like a cross upon the cold ground,

And spoke with words:

“Now I carry three sorrows in my heart—
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ITepBasa mewasib, — 10 A ciM rop mpoOyBada,

Cipxa IBana B 0oui He BHpaJa,

Hpyrasa negauas, — mo Cipuenka ITerpa Ha cBiTi XHBOro HeMae,
Tpera nevaiss, — mo Cipuenko Poman ymupae”.
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The first sorrow is that I have lived seven years

Without having seen Ivan Sirko.

The second sorrow is that young Petro Sirko is no longer alive.
And the third sorrow is that young Roman Sirko is dying.”

(17A; 11, p. 124)
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JYMA TIPO OTAMAHA MATAIIIA CTAPOI'O

Ha yeri Camapu-Bory,

CemeHOBa K03aIIbKOTO POTY,

¥ei mosa camapcebKil nmoskapamMu moropinm.

Tineku ABa TepHH-GapaKK He ropiimy,

IITo mim co6Goro rocTeir BEeIMKMX iMiJIm:

Tam mpoOyBaJio KFBAaHANUATHL KO3aKiB OpaBocC/aBIiB-He0YBaJBIIIB,
Mesx HumMHa O6yB oTamaH Maram cTapeHbKUI.

CraJim KO3aKH BeUOpa AOKUAATH,

Crajiu TepHOBII OrHI pPO3KJIARATH,

Crasu 110 4HCTOMY IIOJIIO KOHi KO3aIbKil myckaTH,

Craau Ko3aubKil cigna on cebe maJjieKo OOKHUIATH,

Cranu Ko3anubkil cemun’aanil mumasi moza KyLiaMH XOBATH.
OramaH Maranr cTapeHBKHE TOE 3a4YyBae,

CrroBaMHM TIPOMOBJIAE :

“Ko3axu, maHoBe-MOJIOMII]!

He6e3meune Bu ManTe,

Kozanpknx xoHell i3 npumnona He myimaiiTe,

Cigya xo3aupKii Iix rojIoBH IOKJIafauTe,

Bo ce monuua Kafinapcnkas,

Hemaneue TyT 3eMya TaTapchKag’.

Tomi Ko3aku 3 oTaMaHa MaTamia HaCMIXaJiu:

“Ilech TH, oTaMaHe MaTsIly cTapeHbKHH, MiXX KO3aKamu He OyBaB,
Jech TH KO3aIlbKOI KaImli He imas,

Jlech TH KO3aIlPKMX 3BHUYAiB He 3HAB,

IITo T HaM, KO3aKaM-GpaBOCAaBIAM, BEJIMKHI CTpax 3a1aB’.
Toni oraman MaTsm of HHUX [aJIEKO ORCTYIAB,

TepHOBUI OT'OHEL PO3KJIANAE,

Kous ¢Boro xo3alnsKoro cigmias,

Bina cebe mpunuHaB.

To came BHOYI 30:KAaB MaJyIO TONHHKY,

Hegesiuky 4acuHKY,

Ax xe Gyiuil BiTpu moBiBAIM, —

Ak TYpPKU-AHUYAPH 3 YKCTOTO IOJIA B HAOJHHY IIPHITAJIH,
JBaHaauats Ko3akie 6paBocsaBIiB-HeOYBaJIbLIB B ITOJIOH 3a0paJiu.
Oraman Matam crapeHbKHUH Ha JOOPOro KOHA cifae,

ITictes THCAY TYpOK-AHHYAD NOGIXKAAE,
BpasocsaBuiB-HeOyBaJIBIIB i3 MOJOHY OXOHBAE,

IIle # cooBaMHM TPOMOBJISIE:

“Koszaku, 6paBociyaBii-HeOyBabIi!

Ha xoHi xozanpkii cigaiire,

MHi, erapomy, momoui pasatite!”
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DUMA ABOUT THE OLD OTAMAN MATIASH

Where the rivers Samara and Boh meet,

At the Horn of Cossack Semen,

There a great fire had ravaged the Samara steppe.

Only two thorn thickets had not burned,

Because great guests were camping in them—

Twelve young Cossacks from the city of Bratslav.

And the old Otaman Matiash was among them.

The Cossacks waited for evening,

Then they began to make fires with thorn branches,

They began to let their Cossack horses graze in the open field,
They began to cast their Cossack saddles far away from themselves,
They began to hide their seven-foot Cossack muskets in the bushes.
Old Otaman Matiash saw this,

And spoke with words:

“0O Cossacks, my brave lords,

You are doing dangerous things!

Do not untether your Cossack horses,

Lay your Cossack saddles under your heads,

Because this is the Kainar valley,

And the Tatar land is not far from here.”

Then the Cossacks laughed at Otaman Matiash:

“It looks as if you, old Otaman Matiash, have not lived among the Cossacks,
It looks as if you have not eaten Cossack porridge,

It looks as if you have not learned the Cossack customs,

Giving us, the Cossacks from Bratslav, such a terrible scare!”

Then Otaman Matiash went far away from them,

He made a fire with thorn branches,

He saddled his Cossack horse,

And tethered it close by.

Then night fell, and not even an hour had passed

When, from the field into the valley, there came not the wild winds blowing,
But the Turkish Janissaries charging,

And they captured the twelve young Cossacks from the city of Bratslav.
The old Otaman Matiash mounted his fine horse,

Routed six thousand Turkish Janissaries,

He liberated the twelve young Cossacks from the city of Bratslav,
And then spoke with words:

“0O you young Cossacks from the city of Bratslav,

Mount your Cossack horses,

Come and help me, an old man!”

135



Toni Ko3aKH Ha KOHI cigaJu,

Yorupu THCAUi 6e300:KHUX OyCcypMaHiB nobixkmay,
Cpebpo i 371070 TypelnbKee of HUX 3a0HpaJiu.

Ho ropona Ciui Geaneuno cebe MaJjn,

Cpebpo i 3J10T0 TypelbKee Mek0 CoO0I0 PO3TiJIAJIH,
3a oramana Marama I"octrona Bora mpoxasm:
“Jlece TBOA MaTH B Heli pecBATHJIACEH,

IITo Tebe, Juniaps, Za IIOPONHUJIA,

IITo Tu B 4yueriM moJii mpoGyBaB

I3 mac, GpaBocaaBuiB-HeOYBaJBIIIB,

Hi ognoro xo3aka i3 BofichbKa He yTepsaB”.
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Then the Cossacks mounted their horses,

They routed four thousand godless infidels,
They captured Turkish gold and silver,

They hurried to the Sich.

In the safety of the Sich,

They divided Turkish gold and silver among themselves,
And they prayed to the Lord for Otaman Matiash:
“Your mother must be a saint in heaven now,

For giving birth to you, a brave Cossack!

You have led us through the wild steppe

And you have not lost even one of us,

Cossacks from Bratslav!”

(18A; II, p. 127)
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JYMA ITPO XBECBKA TAHXY AHIOVBEPA

Oif mosieM, moJieM KHJIHIMCHKHM,

BuTuM OUIIXOM OPHHIHCHEKHM,

Efi, rysas, ryJsisgs Ko3ak, 6iguuit jerara, cim rox i worupwy,
Jla moTepss 3-mif cebe TPH KOHI BOPOHIi.

Ha xo3aky, GigHOMY J1eTs3i,

Tpu cupomsasi,

OnanyvHa, POroXKOBad,

TTosscuHa XMeIbOBaS;

Ha xozaky, 6iguomy Jierszi, cam’aHni —

Bunui m’aru i maasi,

Je erynurhs — 6ocoi HOTH cJif muime,

A 1re Ha KO03aKy, GigHOMYy JeTaA3i, uianka-Oupka,
3Bepxy mipKa,

ITToBKOM IMHUTA,

By#iauMm BiTpoM minbura,

A okosmuiyi maBHO HeMae.

Tme % TO KO3aK, 6iguui jerara, go ropoga Kuil mpmubysae,
Ta He nuTacThLCA, Ie 0 TO CTATH

Kona nmomacrn,

A nuTaeTned, Je KOPUYMa HOBAA,

IMTuakapka MoJsonad,

Hacra xaGayuna:

“Tas Ha Hac, Ha GiMHUX JIeTAT, X0U 3J1a, Aa # obauna’.
Topomom Kunueio ine,

Cayxae-mpHCayxaeThed,

Yu He pamUTLCA XTO HA CJIaBHe 3aIlOpiKIKeE TYJIIATH.
A TINBKH PanATLCA-IIOPAKAIOTHCI

Tpu gyku-cpeCpaHuKH

Ha xabax itu

Meny Ta OKOBMTOI IOPiJIKM ITONIMBATH.

Togi-to Ko3ak mobpe nbas,

Tlomepeny co6i y kabarky KBaTepy 3aHMas,

Kpaii rpy6u cinae,

IIseqi cBoi kozanpki mpurpiBae.

Toxi nyku-cpeGpaHuKH y KabaK yXOmKaiy,

¥ crona cizainu,

ITo neGpy Meny, OKOBHTOI TOPiJIKM NOCTAHOBJIAJIHN.
Tlepruil nyKa-cpeGpaHuKa —

T"aBpusio JIOBromosieHKO IEpPesCIaBChbKHH,

A ppyruii — BOHTEHKO HiXKHHCBHKUI,

138



DUMA ABOUT KHVESKO HANZHA ANDYBER

In the field, the Kylyian field,

And on the beaten road of the Horde,

There a Cossack, a poor vagabond, made merry for seven years and then four,

And he squandered away from under his saddle three raven-black horses.

The Cossack, the poor vagabond,

Wore three suits of hemp,

Bast matting for a coat

And a hopvine for a belt.

The Cossack, the poor vagabond, wore Morocco leather boots:

His heels and toes showed through

And wherever he went, he left tracks of his bare feet.

The Cossack, the poor vagabond, wore a sheepskin cap:

With a hole on top,

It was sewn with silk,

Lined with wind

And its sides had long disappeared.

The Cossack, the poor vagabond, came to the city of Kylyia,

He did not ask where he could stop

And graze his horse,

Rather he asked about a new tavern,

About a young barmaid,

About the waitress Nastia:

“That one, although she is hot-tempered, she has an eye for us poor
vagabonds.”

He went through the city of Kylyia,

He harkened and listened

To learn whether anyone was setting out to make merry at the glorious
Zaporizhzhia.

But all he heard

Was three great gentlemen

Getting ready to go to a tavern,

To drink mead and fine liquor.

Then the Cossack took great care,

He quickly rented a room at the inn,

He sat down by the stove,

And warmed his Cossack back.

Then the great gentlemen entered the inn,

Sat at a table,

And ordered a bucket of mead and one of fine liquor for themselves.

The first great gentleman was Havrylo Dovhopolenko from Pereiaslav,

And the second one, Voitenko from Nizhyn,
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Tperiit — 30JI0TAPEHKO YepPHIriBCHLKHE.

Tife 3% GiTHOrO KO3aKa-JIETATH He BiTarOThH

Hi memqoM MIKJIAHKOIO,

Hi ropinku uapkoro.

To Kosak, Gigaul JieTdra, Ha AYKiB-cpeOpaHUKIB CKOCa MOTrJIANAE,
To oxgun AyKa-cpeGpaHuka 6yB 00auHUE, —

Taspusio JIOBromoJIeHKO IepesacIaBChbKIM, —

I3 xapmaHna JIOJCHKY JEHEKKY BHIMAB,

Hacri xaGauniii o pyk go0pe OniaBas,

A 1mie cTuxa CcJI0BaMH NPOMOBJISAB:

“Eii, — KaKe, — TH, IITHKaPKO MoJIona, TH, Hacre kabauHa!
Tn, — Kaske, — 70 cuX OigHMX KO3aKiB-JieTAT X04 3Jad, fa # ofauHa:
Kosiz 6 ™1 moGpe pbadia,

Cio leHEXKY 00 PYK IpHHMaJa,

Jlo morpeba ogxonuJa,

Xo04 HOPIIOBOTO NHBA YTOYHUJIA,

CroMy KO3aKy, GimHOMY JeTaA3i,

Ha moxmisisie RuBIiT Horo Ko3anbKu# ckpinuia”.
Oroni-ro Hacra kabauyHa NEeHEXKKY NPHIMAJIA,

Jo morpeba ogxopnuia,

Meny Ta OKOBHTOI I'OpiJIKH BTOYMJIA,

Kozaky, GimHoMy JieTd3i, KOHOBKY B PpYKH BTepeOHJIa.
OTtoni ko3ak, GigHHUIL JleTAra, sIK Y3518 KOHOBKY 34 YXO,
Oraamursca — ak i B mHI cyxo,

Oroxi-To xo3aK, Giguuii JeTara,

Ak craB y co6i XMinph KO3anbKUH 3a4yBaTH,

CraB KOHOBKOIO II0 MOCTY NOTPHMATH, —

Crann B gykiB-cpeOpaHUKIB

I3 cTosta wapKy H MIKJIAHKH JITATH.

Oroni & TO Ko3aK, OiqHUEA seTAra,

Sk cTaB y co6i Ginpmuil XmisIs 3auyBaTH,

Cras 3-mif omaHYMHU POT'OKOBOI,

3-Ii MOACHHE XMeJILOBOI,

IITuposmoTHUA O6YIIOK BHHAMATH,

Crap muHKApLIi MOJIORIH 3a 1ebep Meny 3aCTAHOBJIATH
Cranu pyru-cpeGpaHuKU

OnuH 70 OOHOrO CTHXA CJIOBAMH IIPOMOBJIATH :

“Efl, IPHKAPKO MOJIOAA,

Hacra kabauna!

Hexaii ceii ko3ak, GigHuil jerara,

He maerbca B Tebe ceil 3aCTaBUIMHHE BHKYILJISATH,

Hawm, nykam-cpeGpaHEKaM,
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And the third one, Zolotarenko from Chernihiv,

They did not offer the poor vagabond Cossack

Either a cup of mead

Or a glass of liquor.

So the Cossack, the poor vagabond, watched the fine gentlemen from the
corner of his eye.

But one great gentleman, Havrylo Dovhopolenko from Pereiaslav,

Was cautious,

He took a small coin from his pocket,

He put it into the hand of the waitress Nastia,

And spoke in a low voice:

“Young barmaid, waitress Nastia!

Although you are hot-tempered, you have an eye for these vagabond
Cossacks.

Why not take great care,

Take this small coin,

Go to the cellar,

And tap some green beer

For this Cossack, this poor vagabond—

May he put some spirits in his Cossack belly!”

Then the waitress Nastia took the small coin,

Went to the cellar,

Tapped some mead and fine liquor,

And put the mug into the Cossack’s hands.

Then the Cossack, the poor vagabond, took the mug by the handle,

He turned it upside down and there was nothing left on the bottom.

Then the Cossack, the poor vagabond,

Began to feel the liquor go to his Cossack head,

And he began to pound on the floor with the mug,

So that the cups and the glasses

Began to jump off the great gentlemen’s table.

Then the liquor began to go even more

To the head of the Cossack, the poor vagabond,

He took out a hammer of pure gold

From under his bast-matting coat,

From under his hopvine belt,

And he began to pawn it to the young barmaid for a bucket of mead.

Then the great gentlemen

Began to speak in low voices:

“0 young barmaid,

Waitress Nastia,

Do not take the pawn

From this Cossack, this poor vagabond!
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Hexait He 3apixaeThcsA BOJIH IOTaHATH,
A T06i, Hacri kaGaysiit, rpy0 Tomurm!”
Oromi-To Ko3aK, GigHHH JieTdra,

AX cra® cil cioBa 3a4yBaATH,

Tak BiH cTas II0 KOHELb CTOJIA cimaTH,
CraB yepecoK BHHIMATH,

Crar WIMHKApI{ MOJIORIH,

Hacri KabauHii,

VBech cTisT YepBIHIAMH YCTHJIATH.
Toni nykn-cpeOpaHuKH,

Ak crasu B HOro 4YepBIiHI 30TJIdfaTH,
Toxmi ctanu Horo BiTaTu

MenoM IIKJIAHKOIO

T ropinku uyapkKoro.

Toni # mMUHKAPKA MOJOJA,

Hacta xabauHa,

Icruxa cioBaMH HIPOMOBIISE:

“Hif1, Ko3aye, — Kaxe, — Kozaue!
Ywu cHigaB TH chOronHi, yu obigas?
XonH 30 MHOIO IO KiMHATH,

Cagem mMu 3 TOGOI0 MOCHITaeM

Yu noobimaem”.

Toxi-Tro Ko3akK, Oiguui Jierara,

IIo KabaKy MOXOIKAE,

Ksatupy omuunse,

Ha Ouctpil piku morasapnae,

Kuuye, nobpe IOKJIHUKAE:

“Of1 pikn, — Kaxe, — BH, piKH HHU30BIl,
TTomomuuni paimposii!

AGo meni momoui pafire,

A60 meHe 3 co6oro Bizpmire!”

Oropi onuu Ko3ax ine,

ITTaTu moporii Hece,

Ha fioro xo3zalbKi nieui Hajgic;
Jpyruil Ko3ak ime,

Boru can’sHOBI Hece,

Ha fioro Ko3ampKi Hory Hajie;
TpeTifi K0O3akK ixe,

IIInu4YoK KO3aubKHH Hece,

Ha fioro xo3ainpKy riaBy majie.
Toxi nyku-cpeGpaHuKu

Cruxa cjgoBaMH IPOMOBJIAJIN
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Let him instead be obliged to drive the oxen
For us great gentlemen,

And tend the stove for you, waitress Nastia!”
So then the Cossack, the poor vagabond,
When he heard these words,

Sat down at the end of a table,

Took out a purse,

And began to cover the table with gold coins
For the young barmaid,

For the waitress Nastia.

Then the great gentlemen

When they saw his gold coins,

Began to offer him

Cups of mead

And glasses of liquor.

And then also the young barmaid,

The waitress Nastia,

Spoke to him in a low voice:

“Hey, Cossack,” she said, “Hey, Cossack,
Did you eat anything today for breakfast or for lunch?
Come with me into your chamber,

Let us sit down together and have breakfast
Or lunch.”

Then the Cossack, the poor vagabond,
Walked through the inn,

Opened a window,

Looked at the swift-flowing rivers,

And called in a loud voice:

“Q you rivers,” he said, “you steppe rivers!
O you helpers of the Dnieper!

Either come to my aid,

Or carry me away with you!”

At that moment there appeared a Cossack,
Carrying fine clothes,

And he put them on his Cossack shoulders.
Then a second Cossack appeared,

Carrying Morocco leather boots,

And he put them on his Cossack feet.

Then a third Cossack appeared,

Carrying a Cossack cap,

And he placed it on his Cossack head.

Then the great gentlemen

Spoke in low voices:
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“Eii, He eCTh ke ce, OpaTimi,

Ko3ak GimHuil Jietdra,

A ectn ce XBecrko Mamxa Axpnubep,
TeTbMaH 3aMOpPO3LKUH!

TIpucyHbCA TH [0 HAC, — KaXyTh, — OJIMKUE,
IToxsoHuMOCHL MH TOOI HUIKYE;

Bynem papuThed,

Yu rapasn-no6pe Ha clIaBHiH Ykpaidi mpoxxupaTh’.
Topni cTasu fioro BitaTu

Menom mMKJIAHKOIO

I ropinku wyapkoro.

To BiH Tee of MYKiB-CPeOPAHUKIB IPHIMAB,
CaM He BHIIHBAB,

A Bce Ha cBOi maTu IIPOJIMBAB:

“E#, maty mMoi, maTtH!

ITutiTe, rynstire:

He meHe manHyrOTBH,

A Bac moBa)karoTh;

Ax A Bac Ha cobi He MaB,

HixTo MeHe i reTbMaHOM He IOYUTAB”.
Toni-to XBecbko Mamxka Angutep,
TeTbMaH 3anOpPO3BKHH,

Cruxa CJI0BaM¥ IIPOMOBJISB:

“Hi#, Ko3aKH, — KaKe, — HiTH, Apy3i-mosonwi!
TIpomy s Bac, noGpe abaiire,

Cux nykis-cpeGpaHukin

3a J106, Haue BOJIB, i3-33 CTOJA BHBOJKAHTE,
Ilepen oxmamu mokJajamre,

Y Tpm Gepesuuu morAraire!”

Toni 3 TO KO3aKm, HXiTH, ApYy3i-MoJonui,
HHobpe nbaam —

Cux pykiB-cpeGpaHuKIB 3a J106 Opajiu,
I3-3a crosia, Hade BOJIiB, BHBONKAJIH,
ITepen oxkHaM#u MOKJIARAJIH,

Y Tpu Gepe3MHH IIOTATAJIH,

A me cTHxa cJIoBaMY IPOMOBJIISIIIH @

“Ef, IyKH, — KaXyTh, — BH, TyKHU!

3a Bamu Bei ayru i JyKH, —

Hige mamomy Opary, KO3aKy-jeTasi, ctaTh
I xkorna nmomactu!”

Toni-to XBecsko I'anxa AHmuGep,
leTbMaH 3aN0PO3BKHI,

Xoya mowmep,
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“Hey, brothers, this is not

A poor vagabond Cossack,

This is Khvesko Hanzha Andyber,

The Zaporozhian hetman!”

“Move a little closer to us,” they said,

“And we will pay you even more respect!

Let us consider together,

If life in glorious Ukraine is good and fine.”

Then they began to offer him

Cups of mead

And glasses of liquor.

He accepted these from the great gentlemen,

But did not drink them himself,

He only poured them on his clothes:

“0O my clothes, my fine clothes,

Drink and make merry!

It is not I who is being honored,

It is you who have earned this respect!

When I did not have you on me,

No one called me a hetman.”

Then Khvesko Hanzha Andyber,

The Zaporozhian hetman,

Spoke in a low voice:

“O Cossacks,” he said, “my children, my brave companions,
I ask you, take great care,

Take these great gentlemen by the hair,

Lead them like oxen outside the windows,

And give them a fine flogging with three birch rods!”
Then the Cossacks, his children, his brave young companions,
Took great care,

They took the great gentlemen by the hair,

They led them like oxen away from the table,

They laid them down outside the windows,

They gave them a fine flogging with three birch rods,
And they spoke in low voices:

“0 you great gentlemen,” they said, “O you great gentlemen,
You own all the meadows and pastures,

And there is no place for us poor vagabonds to stop,
And to graze our horses!”

Although Khvesko Hanzha Andyber,

The Zaporozhian hetman,

Is dead,
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Jlak cjiaBa HOro KO3allbKa He BMpe, He IMOJIdxKe!
TenepemHpOro 4acy,

Tocnoan, yTBepau # migmepsku

JIrony 1apchbKOro,

Hapony xpucrusHcbKOro

Ha muoras Jira.
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His Cossack fame will not die nor perish!
On this day,

Help, O Lord,

The Tsar’s men,

The Christian people,

And grant them long life!

(204A; II, p. 135)
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JAYMA ITPO XMEJIBHHUITEKOI'O I FAPABAIITA

Eii 3 neHb-rOOWHN 3YXHHJINCH BeJIMKI BifiHM Ha BipaiHi,
Hixro & To He Mmir o6i0parscs,

3a Bipy XpHCTHAHCBHKY AOCTOHHO-TIPABEJHO CTATH,

Tinekn Mir 06i6paThesa

Bapabam Ta Xmensuaunbkuii Ta Knuma BinonepkiBehKui.
Topai nan Bapabam He 0aranpKko reTbMaHYBaB,

A man XmenbHUOBKUHE y ropofi UHrupuHi ITOJTKOBHHYHM,

A Kiuma Binonepkiscbkuii B Binift I{epkBi nucapeM BificEKOBHM.
Toxi nan Bapa6am He 6arallbKo reTbMaHYBaB,

Ta Bke man XMeJbHUIBKUH 0 cebe KYMOM 3a3MBaB,

A me goporuMH HAIDHUTKAMH BUTAB

I cTuxa CJIOBAMH IIPOMOBJISAB:

“E#, KyMe, — Kaxe, — Kyme!

Yu me moray 6 MH 3 TOG0I0 KOPOJIIBCHBKHMX JIMCTIB IIPOYHTATH,
A KO03aKaM KO3aILKHX NOPSAKIB JOfaBaTH,

3a Bipy XpHCTHAHCHKY HOCTOHHO-TIPaBeNHO cTaTH ?”’

Ta Bixe Toxi maH Bapa6am, reTbMaH MOJIOTHUH,

Hexopomi mucai cobi mae,

I cruxa ciaoBaMH IIPOMOBIIAE:

“Eii, Kyme, — Kaxxe, — Kyme!

Hamo HaM KOPOJIIBCHKI JIMCTH uuTaTH,

Hairo HaM, KO3aKaM, KO3aIbKi mopamku fnaBaTu ?

Hamo HaM 3a Bipy XpHCTHAHCHKY NOCTOHHO-IIPABENHO CTOATH?
JIyuyge Ham 3 JIaxamMu, 3 MOCTHBHMHU ITaHAMH,

X1i6-cinp 3 ynokoem BiuHHE yac BXKHBATH .

Ta BKe maH XMEJbHHI[BKHUI O CBOro KyMa IIi ¢JIoBa 3a4yBac,
Tak imje Jyyde CBOr0 KyMa HAITUTKAMU BHTAE.

Ta Bxxe naH Bapa6ai, reTbMaH MOJIOTUH,

¥ cBoro kyma XMeJBHHIIBKOTO IOPOTOr0 HAIIMTKY HAIIHBCA,
¥ fioro momi cnaTh MOBAJIMBCA.

Ta Bxxe man XMedbHUIBKAH 006pi Muci cobi MaB:

¥V cBoro kyma 3 JiiBoi KHITeHi KJI04i BHHIMAB,

A 3-nix nosica OIOBKOBHIl IIJIATOK BHCMHKAB,

A 3 Mi3UHHOTO NAJIBIA IUPO30JIOTH TEPCTEHb 3HIMAB,

Ha cBoro ciay:xuTesa nobpe KJINKAB-TIOKJIHKAB:

“Coy:RuTeiio Mifl BipHHH,

Beuro T06i 3HaYKW off Moix pyk 3abpaTH,

Camomy Ha 70o6poro KoHs cigaTtn

Ta 10 roposa YepKachbKOrO CKOPHM YPEMHAM, TEMHOIO I'ONHHOIO MpUOyBaTH,
BapabamceKifi mani HU3BKHHE NOKJIIH IOKJIACTH,

Uy K mMoryia 6 BOHA TaM IOKATYJIH 3 KOPOJIBCAKMMH JIMCTAMH BigmaTu ?”
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DUMA ABOUT KHMELNYTSKY AND BARABASH

Suddenly one day, at a certain hour, a great war started in Ukraine.
Nobody dared to rise up

To steadfastly defend the Christian faith,

Only Barabash and Khmelnytsky and Klysh from Bila Tserkva
Dared arise.

At that time Barabash was a hetman in the city of Cherkasy,

Pan Khmelnytsky was colonel in the city of Chyhyryn,

And Klysh from Bila Tserkva was the secretary of the Host.

Pan Barabash had not been hetman very long,

When Pan Khmelnytsky asked him to be godfather of his child,

He offered Barabash costly liquors,

And he spoke with quiet words:

“O my friend,” he said, “friend,

Could you and I not read the king’s letters,

And give the Cossacks the proper orders

To steadfastly defend the Christian faith?”

But Pan Barabash, the young hetman,

Thought bad thoughts,

“O my friend,” he said, “my friend,

Why should we read the king’s letters,

Why should we give the Cossacks the proper orders?

Why should we steadfastly defend the Christian faith?

It would be better for us to eat bread and salt

In peace and forever with the great Polish lords.”

So as soon as Pan Khmelnytsky heard these words from his child’s godfather,
He offered his child’s godfather even more liquor.

Pan Barabash, the young hetman,

Accepted the costly liquor from his host Khmelnytsky

And fell asleep in his host’s house.

Then Pan Khmelnytsky thought good thoughts—

He took the keys out of the left pocket of his child’s godfather,

He pulled a silk handkerchief out from under Barabash’s belt,

He took a pure gold ring from Barabash’s little finger,

And he called to his servant:

“My faithful servant,

I charge you to take these tokens,

To mount a good horse,

And to go to the city of Cherkasy as soon as possible, while it’s still dark,
To bow low before Pan Barabash’s wife.

And to ask her if she could give us the casket containing the king’s letters.”
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Cay:xuresnsb Ha No6Gporo KOHA cinas,

o ropona UepKacbKOr0 CKOPDHM YPEMHAM, TEMHOIO TONHHOIO MpHOYyBas,
Y cineuku BBifIIOB, i3 cebe mMIUYOK izHiMAaB,

A B cBiTsmIIO BBIHMOB — HMU3€CEeHBKHH IMOKJIH IicJas,

A Tii 3HaYKK Ha cKaM'l IOKJaB:

“Ei, nadi reTbMaHIIg MOJIONAL,

Beunis To6i man Bapafam, reTbMaH MOJIORMH,

IIxaTysy 3 KOPOJIIBCHKUMH JIICTAMH BigmaTw,

Yu He mMoriiu 6 BOHH 3 KYMOM Y IBOX IIPOYHTATH ?”’

Ta Bxe Toni nani Bapabamepa Sk yaapuTbca 06 MOJIH PyKaMH,

SIk 0GinJieTHCA rapAYUMH CJIHO3AMH:

“Hamio im koposiBebki suetn uutaTH: ?

Hamo xo3akaM KO3albKi IOPANKH AaBaTH ?

Haio im 3a Bipy XpHCTHAHCHKY JOCTOHHO-TIPABENHO CTOATH ?

JIyuue 6 iM 3 JIaxaMu, 3 MOCTUBHMH ITaHAMH,

Xni6-cinb 3 ymoxkoem BiYHWI Yac BIKUBATH.

Besro T06i, coyxuresro, 10 BOPOT ONXONUTH

I mxaTysy 3 KOPOJIiBCHbKHMHM JIUCTAMM i3 3eMJIi BUHMATH,

Camomy Ha HOGpPOTO KOHA cimaTu

I mo ropoma YurmpuHa CKOpHM YpPEeMHAM, TEMHOKIC TOOUHOIO, mpuOyBaTH’.
Ta Bike TORi CIYKHUTETH OO BOPIT OAXOIUE,

ITkaryny i3 3emui BuiiMag,

Cam Ha moOporo KoHA cinas,

o ropona YurupwHa CKOPHM YPEMHSM, TEMHOIO IOJHMHOIO, MpHOYBAaB,
CpoeMy maHy XMeJLHUIILKOMY MIKATYJIY 3 KOPOJIBCHKUMH JIMCTaMU
Jo pyx mobpe Bimmas.

Bapabami, TeTbMaH MOJIONHI, O] CHA TMPOCIABCH

I craB y cBOro KymMa XMeJIBHHIILKOTO KOPOJIIBCHKI JIMCTH B PYKaX NOTJIARATH.
Ta B:Ke TORI He CTAB KOPOrOro HATIUTKY MiANIHBATH,

A craB o CBOTO KyMa CTHXa CJIOBAMH IIPOMOBJIATH :

“B#, Kyme, — Kaxe, — Kyme!

Haio wam KoposiBerki stuern unrary ?

Hamio mam Ko3akaM KO3albKi MOPARKN MaBATH ?

Haimo maM 3a Bipy XpHUCTHAHCHKY JOCTOHHO-TIPABENHO CTOATH ?
JIyude HaM 3 JIaxamu, 3 MOCTUBHMH NaHAMH,

Xii6-cisib 3 YIIOKOEM BiYHHMI uyac BiKHBATH.

Ta Bxe man XMeNbHHILKHH Off CBOr0 KyMa Ci CJIOBa 3a4yBag,

Ta 10 cBOro KyMa 3 FOPAICTIO BXKE Ci CJI0BA IIPOMOBJIAE:

“Ei#f, xyme, Bapa6Gamy, reTbMane MOJIomuil!

Ax 6ymemn TH MeHi CHMH CJIOBAMH JIOCAKIATH,

Ta Bae a1 % He 3apikarock TOOI 3 IJIiY AK TFaJKy T'OJIOBY 3HATH,
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The servant mounted a good horse,

He reached the city of Cherkasy as soon as possible, while it was still dark,

He entered the hall and took off his cap.

He entered the room and bowed low,

And he put the tokens on a bench.

“O young wife of Pan Hetman,

Pan Barabash, the young hetman, commands you

To give me the casket containing the king’s letters,

So that he and Pan Khmelnytsky can read them together.”

The young wife of Pan Barabash

Slapped her hands against the skirts of her coat,

And cried hot tears:

“Why do they want to read the king’s letters?

Why should they want to give the Cossacks the proper orders?

Why should they steadfastly defend the Christian faith?

It would be better if they ate bread and salt

In peace and forever with the great Polish lords.

I charge you, servant, to go to the gate,

To dig the casket containing the king’s letters out of the ground,

To mount a good horse,

And to go to the city of Chyhyryn as soon as possible, while it’s still dark.”

The servant went to the gate,

He dug the casket out of the ground,

He mounted a good horse,

He reached the city of Chyhyryn as soon as possible, while it was still dark,

And he gave into the very hands of his master, Pan Khmelnytsky,

The casket containing the King’s letters.

Barabash, the young hetman, woke up from his sleep,

And saw the king’s letters in the hands of his host Khmelnytsky.

This time he did not start to drink costly liquors,

But started to speak to his host with quiet words:

“O my friend,” he said, “my friend,

Why should we read the king’s letters?

Why should we give the Cossacks the proper orders?

Why should we steadfastly defend the Christian faith?

It would be better for us to eat bread and salt

In peace and forever with the great Polish lords.”

As soon as Pan Khmelnytsky heard this from his child’s godfather,

He haughtily said these words:

“Q friend Barabash, you young hetman,

If you reproach me thus,

I cannot promise you that I will not chase your head off your shoulders like
a blackbird,
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JKoHY TBOI 3 HiTbMH KHBIEeM 3a6paTH,

TypcbKOMY CaJITAHY B MOJAPYHKY Oficyatu”.

Ta Bke maH Bapabami, reTbMas MOJIORHE, OFf CBOI'O KyMa Ci CJIOBa 3a4yBas,
Ta cTuxa i3 JBOpa BHUI3MKAE

I ma cBoro crapocry KprnueBCHKOIO KJIHYE-TIOKJINKAE

“BEi#i crapocro KpuueBchruii!

Yu He moxxHa 6 Meni mana XmeJbrHHIBKOrO 3a0paTH,

Ta TypeObKOMY CAJITAHY B IOZAPYHKY SKUBIleM oficiaTu ?
Ta mo6 Hac JIgxwu, MocTHBHI MaHH, 33 6is1030piB mounTas u”.
Toni noixaB maxH Bapaba nyTeM-0pororko,

A nap XMeJIBHULIBKHH JIYTOM I103a JIYTOM.

I cnyunsiock nany XMeJIbHUIIBKOMY 3 IIPaBOi CTOPOHU YOTHPH TOJKOBHHKH
OnuH moskoBHUK — Maprur OJIBIIaHCHKHI,

A ppyruit — Makcum ITosrTaBerKuH,

Tperifi nonkoBHUK — IBan Boryns,

A yeTBepTHil — Martsifi BopoxoBuu.

Ta BKe TOAi BOHM Ha JAACHKii Tabopu BHI3mM™aIn

I no xo3akiB i cTHXa CJIOBAMH IIPOMOBJIAJIH

“Eit rozakH, qpy3i-moJsonii, xoOpe noatire,

Pycekuii oTYyeHAIn yuTaiiTe,

JIaxie y nens pyoatire,

KpoB ix J1gACHKY 3 KOBTHM IlicKOM Mimaiire,

A Bipu xpucTHAHCHLKOI Ha MOTAJy B BiuHME 4ac He mopaiite!”
Ta. B:Ke TOHi KO3aKH, ApY3i-mosonii, nobpe nbaJsiy,

Pycbkuil oTYeHAII YHTAJH,

JIaxiB, MOCTHBHX NaHIB, B NeHb Py0aJIH,

Bipu xpucTHAHCHKOI Ha MOTaJLy B BiYHHE yac He IONAJIH.
Ta B:xe naH Bapabami, rerbMaH MOJIOTHIH,

Tme {0 CBOrO KyMa CTHX4 CJIOBAMU IIPOMOBJIAC:

“E#, Kyme, — KaxKe, — Kyme!

Haio maM KopoJsiBebKi smetn yuTaTH ?

Haro HaM K03aKaM KO3allbKi MOPAIKY JaBaTH ?

Hamio uam 3a Bipy XpHCTHAHCHLKY [OCTOHHO-IIPABEJHO CTATH ?
JIyuge Ham 3 JIaxamu, 3 MOCTHBHMM IIAHAMH,

Xni6-cizb 3 YNOKOEM BiUHHI yac BKHBATH .

Ta B:xe nan XMeNTLHHIBKHI O] CBOI'O KyMa Ci ¢JI0Ba 3aUyEaE,
Ta 1o ¢BOro KyMma 3 TOPJICTIO BiKe Ci cJI0Ba IIPOMOBJIAE:

“E# xyme Bapabamy, rerbMaHe MOJIOTUEH !

SIx Gynmem TH MEHi CHMM CJIOBaMH JOCAXKIATH,

Ta A B:Ke He 3apikarock TO6i 3 IJIiY AK TaJIKy I'OJIOBY 3HATH,
JKony TBOIO 3 AITHMH KHBLEeM 3a0paTH,

TypCcbKOMY CAJITAaHY B HOJAPYHKY oficiaTH’.
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Take your wife and children alive,

And sent them as presents to the Turkish sultan.”

As soon as Pan Barabash, the young hetman, heard these words from his host,

He rode quietly out of the estate

And called out to his governor, Krychevsky:

“0O Governor Krychevsky,

Do you think I could seize Pan Khmelnytsky

And send him alive to the Turkish sultan as a present,

So that the great Polish lords would think that we are sharp-eyed as falcons?”

Then Pan Barabash went riding down the highway

And Pan Khmelnytsky along the meadows,

And four colonels from the right bank joined Khmelnytsky—

The first colonel was Martyn from Olshana,

And the second one was Maksym from Poltava,

The third colonel was Ivan Bohunia,

And the fourth one was Matvii Borokhovych.

They headed for the Polish camps,

And spoke to the Cossacks with quiet words:

“0 Cossacks, comrades, brave young men, take great care,

Recite the Ruthenian Lord’s Prayer,

Cut down the Poles,

Mix their Polish blood with the yellow sand.

Do not let the Christian faith be abused forever.”

So the Cossacks, the comrades, the brave young men, took great care,

They recited the Ruthenian Lord’s Prayer,

They cut down the great Polish lords,

They did not let the Christian faith be abused forever.

Then Pan Barabash, the young hetman,

Still spoke to Khmelnytsky with quiet words:

“0O my friend,” he said, “my friend,

Why should we read the king’s letters?

Why should we give the Cossacks the proper orders?

Why should we steadfastly defend the Christian faith?

It would be better for us to eat bread and salt

In peace and forever with the great Polish lords.”

As soon as Pan Khmelnytsky heard this from his child’s godfather,

He haughtily said these words:

“O friend Barabash, you young hetman,

If you reproach me with these words,

I cannot promise you that I will not chase your head off your shoulders
like a blackbird,

Take your wife and children alive,

And send them as presents to the Turkish sultan.”
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Ak To 3roBopuB, TO GapKme KoOpe i BUMHUEB:

Croemy xymy Bapabamy, reTbMaHy MOJIOZOMY,

I3 myiig roJsioBy, K rajIKy, i3HAB,

Kouy #oro i3 piTemu KHBHEeM 3a6paB,

TypcrKrOMYy cajiTany B NOJAPYHKY OFiciaas.

Ta Bxe Toni maH XMeJbHUNLKHI IeThbMaHOM CTaB,

Ta BaKe KO3aKH, Opysi-mosopni, nobpe néamnau

I eTuxa cioBaMH TPOMOBJIAJIN :

“Ef maHe XmensHuitbkuii, borgane, 3iHogi0,

Ham 6aTbKy, MTOJIKOBHUKY YHTHPUHCHKHII !

Jat Tocnonw, m06 MU 32 TBO6i I'OJIOBH IHJIH H yJIAIH,

A mgempuaTena nif HO31 TOnTANY,

A Bipu XpuCTHAHCHKOI Ha NoTaay B BiuHMIE uyac He momaJm!”
Ta BiKe TOMI BOHH IIOMEPJIH,

A ix cyaBa He noMmpe H He ITOJITKeE.

Yreepnu, TNocriony, JIOAY IIapChHKOIO, iMIIEPATOPCHLKOTO,

I camonepxkua imnepaTopa Hamoro Osekcanfpa Mukosiaesuya,
I BciM enymamum nomuu, Boxe, MHOTO JIiT.
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Even as he said this, he acted as well—

Like a blackbird, he chased the head off the shoulders
Of his child’s godfather, Barabash, the young hetman.
He seized his wife and children alive

And sent them as presents to the Turkish sultan.
Then Pan Khmelnytsky became hetman,

And the Cossacks, the comrades, the brave young men, took great care,

And spoke with quiet words:

“O Pan Khmelnytsky, Bohdan Zynovii,

Father of us all, Colonel from Chyhyryn,

May the Lord let us drink and make merry during your reign,
Trample the enemy underfoot,

And not let the Christian faith be abused forever.

Now they are dead,

But their fame will neither die nor perish.

Give, O Lord, long life

To the Tsar’s imperial people,

To the monarch, our emperor, Alexander Mykolaievych,
And all those who have heard this.

(21B; II, p. 159)
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AYMA ITPO ITEPEMOI'Y IIIJT KOPCYHEM

Oi1, o6i3BeThea MaH XMeJILHUIBKUMH,

OtaMaH-GaTbKO UHrHpHHCHKUH ;

“Teit, mpy3i-mMosopui,

Bparra xo3aku 3amopoxii!

HoGpe n6afite, 6ap3o rapaire,

I3 1AXaMy IHBO BapHUTH 3a4MHAKNTE:

JIamebKui COJION, KO3aITbKa, BOJA,

JIapceki ppoBa, Ko3aubKi Tpyma!”

Oi#i, 3 TOro nuBa

Spobusiu KO3aKH 3 JIIXaMH IPEBEeJIHKEE MUBO!

ITig ropogom KopcyHeM BOHH CTAHOM CTAJIH,

IIin CrebsieBOM BOHH COJIOJ 3aMOYHJIH,

ITTe # nuBa He 3BapHJIH,

A Bxe K03aKH XMEJBHUNBKOTO 3 JAXaM#u 6ap30 IIOCBAPHIIH.
3a Ty0 GpaKKy

SYNHHUIN KO3aKH 3 JIIXaMH BeJINKY OPauKY;

3a Toii MOoJIOT

3pobuiIH JIIXH 3 KO3aKAMH IIPEBEJIMKHI KOJIOT;

A 3a TO¥ He 3HATH AKUH KBac

He opnoro naxa xosak, k06U CKYpBOT'O CHHA, 32 1yba CTpsAC.
JIgxy 4orochk mHOrafaJiuch —

Bip xo3akiB yoroch yrikaim,

A Ko3aKH Ha JIAXiB HapikaJu:

“O#f BH, JIIXOBE,

ITecpki cunOBe!

YoM BHU HE JIOKHAACTE,

Harmmoro nmuBa He ponusaeTe ?”

Toni Ko3aKu JIAXiB mOraHAIH,

ITana IToTonbKOTrO MAMAJIH,

Ik Gapana, 3B’A32JIH

Ta nmepen XMeJbHHAIILKEM I'eTbMaHa IIPHUMYAJIH :
“Tef1, mane IToToubKuii!

Yom y Tebe & moci po3ym xiHOUBKMEH ?

He BmiB ™1 ecu B Kam'saucepkim IToginbni mpobyBaTw,
ITeyenoro mopocaTH, KypHIli 3 IepleM Ta 3 IMAIPAHOM YKHUBATH,
A Temep He 3yMiem TH 3 HaMH, KO3aKaMH, BOXOBATH,
I :xuTHBOI cOJIOMaxXu 3 TYJIY3KOM YIJIiTaTH,

Xi6a Bemo TeGe M0 PYK KPHMCHKOMY XaHY NATH,
I1To6 HaBuyasu Tebe KPUMCHKi Haral cupoi KOOMJIMHH JKOBaTH!”
Toxi saxu 4Orocr AOrafaJIucCh,

Ha xupis Hapikam:
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DUMA ABOUT THE BATTLE OF KORSUN

Said Pan Khmelnytsky,

The Otaman Father from Chyhyryn,

“O my comrades, brave young men,

Brothers, Zaporozhian Cossacks,

Take great care, think hard,

Start brewing beer with the Poles.

Use Polish malt and Cossack water,

Polish firewood and Cossack toil.”

And so this beer

Caused the Cossacks to do strange things to the Poles.
They made camp near the city of Korsun,

And they watered the malt near the city of Stebliv.
The beer was not through brewing yet

When Khmelnytsky’s Cossacks had a great quarrel with the Poles.
Because of this mash,

The Cossacks and the Poles had a big fight.

Because of the sediment,

The Poles and the Cossacks had a great falling-out.
And finally, because of the ferment,

Many a Cossack shook a whoreson Pole by the hair.
The Poles finally got wise,

They started fleeing from the Cossacks,

And the Cossacks complained to the Poles:

“0 you Poles, you sons of bitches,

Why do you not wait

And finish drinking your beer?”

Then the Cossacks caught up with the Poles,

They caught Pan Potocki,

They trussed him up like a ram,

They took him on horseback to Hetman Khmelnytsky.
“0O Pan Potocki,

Why do you still have a woman’s mind?

You did not have sense enough to stay in Kamianets Podilskyi
And eat roast suckling pig

And chicken with pepper and saffron,

And now you do not know how to fight us Cossacks,
And how to eat rye porridge with fish stock.

I think I will hand you over to the Crimean khan
So that the Crimean whips can teach you how to chew raw mare’s meat.”
Then the Poles conceived of an idea—

They blamed the Jews:
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“Tefl BH, KHUIOBE,

TTorancexi cunoge!

Hamo 10 B BeJIMKHE GYHT, TPHBOTH 3PHBAJIH,
Ha mutio o Tpu KOPUMH CTAHOBUIIH,
Bemnukii muta Gpanu:

Bix BozoBoro

ITo miszoJioToro,

Bip nmimoro — mo aBa rpomi,

A mie He MHHAJIH ¥ CEPRENMIHOIO CTAPIA —
Bini6pasu nmoxo Ta sina!

A tenep Bu Tii ckapOm 36mpaiite;

Ta XMeNsHHUIBPKOTO €gHAHTE;

A 1o ax He 6ynere XMeJbHUIIBKOTO €IHATH,
To He 3apirafiTech 3a piuky Bueny no ITosonHoro npyako Tikarm!”
JKupmoee yoroch OOragajIuch,

Ha piuky Coyuy Tikajm.

Korpi Tikasu pgo piuku Corywi,

To morybusu 4o60TH ¥ OHYyUi;

A xotpi go Ilpyra,

To 6yina Bix xo3akiB XMeIbHHIIBKOTO OPisKeHbKA 6ap30 KpyTa.
Ha piuni Coryui

O6yomuin Mier imyudn,

3aTomuiu yci KiedrOMH

I Bci napceki 6yOHH;

Koropi 6irsau go piukm Poci,

To 3ocranuca roai # 6oci.

OGizBeTbes mepBHHA Kup I'muuk

Ta ¥ xanaeThes 3a OHYHK;

O6izserbea ppyrui sxupy Ilnsoma:

“Of, a x mak He Oyny Ha cabac goma!”
Tperiii xup o30BeTbess OBpam:

“Y MeHe HeBeJIMKMH KpaMm —

IIInuabpku, TOJIKH,

Kpeminnsa, sronvku;

Taxk g cBifi Kpam

Y xopoOKy criaB

Ta Ko3aKaM N'ITaMM HaKHBaB”.
OGizBeTbCsA YETBEPTHH XU JIaBHIKO:

“Ott Gpare JlefiGo! yxxe 3 mak i3-3a ropu KO3albKi KOporsu BumHO!”
O6iseeThea n’atu wux FOQKO:

“Hymo mo IToJIOHHOIO yTiKaTH mpyaKo!”
Topi xup Jleiba GisxuTs,
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“0 you Jews,

You children of pagan parents,

Why did you raise such rebellion and alarums,

Why did you build three taverns per mile?

Why did you collect such high tolls—

From every wagon

Half a golden coin,

From every man on foot, two small coins.

You did not leave even the poor beggars alone,

But took away their millet and eggs!

So now gather all these riches,

And appease Khmelnytsky with them.

Because if you do not appease Khmelnytsky,

Then do not think that you will not have to flee beyond the Vistula River
to the city of Polonne.”

The Jews got an idea,

They fled toward the River Slucha.

Those that fled toward the River Slucha

Lost their foot-rags and boots.

Those that fled toward the River Prut

Had tough going because of Khmelnytsky’s Cossacks.

On the River Slucha

The bridge collapsed beneath them,

All of their jewels sank,

And along with them the Polish drums.

Those that fled toward the river Ros

Wound up barefoot and naked.

A Jew named Hychyk spoke,

Grabbing his whip.

Another Jew named Shloma spoke,

“Q, it looks like I will not make it home by the Sabbath!”

A third Jew named Ovram spoke:

“T traded in small items,

Just pins and needles,

Flints and pipes.

So I put my goods

In a little box,

And all the Cossacks could see were my heels.”

A fourth Jew named Davydko said,

“QO brother Leiba, you can already see Cossack flags beyond the mountain!”

A fifth Jew named Iudko said,

“Let us flee as fast as we can to the city of Polonne!”

Then the Jew named Leiba ran
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AJK JKHBIT IPHIKUTE;

Ax Ha mKxosy moriisHe,

Horo cepre »xKuaiscbke 3iB’sHE:

‘B, mMKOJIO ¥ MO, HIKOJO MypOBaHA !

Tenep TeGe Hi B Ma3yxy B3ATH,

Hi B Kumenio ¢xoBaTH,

Ane x moBemeTbcas XMeJPHHIBKOTO KO3aKaM Ha €pad, Ha 0aJakd
nokugaTu!”’

Orce, nanose-mosonni, Haj IToJIOHHMM He YOpHA XMapa BCTAJIA;

He opna maHi JAmKa yIOBOIO 30CTAJIACE.

O3o0BeThCA OHA NaHi JIAMKA:

“Hema moro maua fIna!

Hech fioro 3B’s13ay1u K03aKH, AK O6u Gapana,

Ta moBesim [0 CBOro reTbmana!”

OsoBeTbea pyra NaHi JIAMKA:

“Hema moro nmana Kappamia !

Hecs froro XMeJbHUIILKOTO KO3aKH IIOBEJIM O CBOrO KOma!”

O3zoBeThCA TPETA MAHI JIAMIKA :

“Hema moro nana fky6a!

Jecy yzamn XmensHHIBKOIO KO3aKH T2, THOOHDL, HOBICHIIH HOI'O Nech
Ha ny6a!”

160



So fast that his stomach jiggled.
When he saw the school,
His Jewish heart wilted:
“O my school, my school of stone,
Now I cannot hide you either in my bosom
Or in my pocket,
I will have to leave you to Khmelnytsky’s Cossacks to shit and gossip in!”
But, my brave lords, it was not a black cloud rising over the city of Polonne;
Instead many a Polish lady was left a widow.
One Polish lady said,
“I can no longer see my husband Jan,
The Cossacks must have trussed him like a ram
And taken him to their hetman.”
Another Polish lady said,
“I do not see my husband Kardasz,
Khmelnytsky’s Cossacks must have taken him to their camp.”
A third Polish lady said,
“I do not see my husband Jakub.
Khmelnytsky’s Cossacks must have taken him and hanged him from an oak
tree.”
(22B; II, p. 167)
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JAYMA ITPO YTHCKH OPEH/IAPIB

Ax Bixg KymiBmuan no XMeIrHUYYHHH,

Ax Big XmespbHUYYHHE Ta KO0 Bpaxmuxmy,

Ax Big Bpanimuey Ta I 00 CHOTO 3K TO JIHA,

Sk y 3emyi KopoJtiBCBKiH Ta mo6Gpa He GyJio:

Ak xugu-paEgapi

Bei misxu xo3anbKii Ta 3a0peHgyBaJy,

IITo ma omgmiZ muri

Ta 1o TpH IDHHKYU CTAHOBHJIM.

CraHOBUJIM IMMHKYU IIO NOJIMHAX,

3BOHJIN IOTJIM IO BHCOKHX MOTHJIAX.

Ime & TO UAU-paHOapi y TOMY He IIepecTalia:

Ha coraBHi# Ykpaini Bei Ko3anpKki Topru 3aopeHnysasu;
Ta Gpayii MHTO-IIPOMHTO:

Bim BO3HOTO IIO0 MiB30JIOTOTO,

Bin mimoro-nimeHwuIi Mo Tpu JeHEeXKKH MHTa GpaJiH,
Bin neGopaka crapna

Bpajau Kypu Ta S#ndg,

Ta ime murae:

“ITm HeMa, KOTHK, ciie 1oro?”’

Ime x TO MHAM-PaHAapi y TOMy He HepeCcTaJtIH:

Ha, coiaBHill YKpaini Bci KO3aIbKi IIEpKBH 32a0peHYyBaJIH.
Koropomy 6 To Ko3aky ayis00 MYKHKY JaB Bor AUTHHY IIOSBHTH,
To He HaM @O 1oma 6J1aroCJOBUTECH,

Ta migu go KuAa-paHKapa Ta NOJOXK IMIOCTAK,

IITo6 103BOJIUB LIEPKBY OAYHHHTH,

Ty IUTHHY OXPECTHUTH.

Imje 3% TO KOTOpOMY 6 TO KO3aKy aJib60 MyKHKY OaB Bor AUTHHY OgpyKUTH,
To He ¥y N0 nona GJaroCIOBUTHCH,

Ta mingw mo KuAa-paHAapa Ta IOJIOXK OUTHI TaJAp,
ITTo6 mo3BOJINB LEPKBY OJYMHHUTH,

Ty AHTHHY OLPY KHTH.

Ime s TO KUAM-paHAApPl Y TOMY He ITepecTaJty,

Ha coaBHi#i Ykpaini Bei ko3anbki piku 3aopeHAyBasn:
IIepra nHa Camapi,

Hpyra Ha Cakcawi,

Tpers Ha I'unomii,

Yersepra Ha ITpoGoiHii,

IT’ara nHa piuni Kygecmi.

Korpuit 6u TO K03aK aJIb00 MYKHMK 3aXOTiB pUOHM JIOBUTH,
JKiHKy cBOIO 3 OiTEMM IIOKOPMHTH,

To He ¥AuM [0 moma GJIATOCIOBUTHCH,
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DUMA ABOUT
THE OPPRESSION OF UKRAINE BY JEWISH MERCHANTS

From the time of the Kumeiky battle until Khmelnytsky’s uprising,
And from Khmelnytsky’s uprising until the partition of Poland,
And from the partition of Poland until this very day,

There has been no goodness in the king’s land.

The Jewish merchants

Rented all the Cossack roads,

And for every mile

They built three inns.

They built inns in each valley,

They erected masts on the tall gravemounds.

But the Jewish merchants did not stop there.

They rented all the Cossack markets in glorious Ukraine,

And they demanded as tax

Half a gold coin from each wagon,

And from a man on foot they took three small coins,

From a poor beggar they took chickens and eggs,

And then they asked,

“Dear fellow, do you not have anything else?”’

But the Jewish merchants

Did not stop at that--

They rented all the Cossack churches in glorious Ukraine.
When God sent a child to a Cossack or a peasant,

The father could not go to the priest for a blessing,

But had to go to a Jewish merchant and give him six small coins
To open the church,

So that his child could be baptized.

And if the Lord willed that a Cossack or a peasant give his child in marriage,
The father could not go to the priest for a blessing,

But had to go to a Jewish merchant and give him a stamped thaler
To open the church,

So that his child could be married.

But the Jewish merchants did not stop there—

They rented all the Cossack rivers in glorious Ukraine:

The first one was the river Samara,

The second, the river Saksahan,

The third, the river Hnyla,

The fourth, the river Proboinia,

The fifth, the river Kudeska.

When a Cossack or a peasant wanted to catch some fish

To feed his wife and children,

He could not go to the priest for a blessing,
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Ta migy 10 KUAa-paHgapa Ta IOCTYYH HOMY 4acTh OHJaTh,
1106 mo3rOJKB Ha piunmi pubH BIIOBUTH,

XKinky cBoro 3 OiTEMH IOKOPMHTH.

Toni 3k TO OMHH KO3aK MHMO KabaKa ifme,

3a nieuynMa MYIIKET Hece,

Xoue Ha piuni yra BOUTH,

JKIiHKY CBOIO 3 HiTBMHK ITOKOPMHTH.

To »xup-paugap y KBATHPKY IOTJISAAAE,

Ha, sXugiBKy CBOIO CTHXa CJIOBAMH IPOMOBJIAC:

“Ei1, »uOiBOYKO K Mog Pacsa!

ITTo ceft Ko3ak AyMae, 1O BiH y KabaKk He BCTYIIHTD,
3a AeHEXKY TOPIJIKM He KYIHTS,

Mene, Kuma-paHIapa, He IEePeNpOCUTb,

11106 mo3BosMB oMy Ha piunli yra BOUTH,

JKinky cBoro 3 HiThbMH IIOKOpMHTH ?”

Togi-To KHO-PAHNAP CTHXa MiAXOMKAE,

Kozaka 3a matam XBaTae.

To KO03aK Ha JXUIa-paHAapa cKoca, AK BeIMifb, NOrJgaae,
Ime xupma-paHnapa MOCTHBHM IIaHOM Y3HBAE:

“Eif, »KuUXy, — KaKe, — JKHIY-PaHTIApe,

MocTusuii nane!

ITozBostb MeHi Ha piuni yra ybury,

JKinky cBoro 3 fiTbMuE IToxopMuTH!”

Toxi-To Kunp-paHzAap y KabaK yXoJiKae,

Ha xupgiBky ctmxa cjoBaMH IIPOMOBJISE:

“Eft, uAiBOYKO XK ModA Paca!

Byts meni Tenep y Bini#i ITepksi HacTaBHEM paBoOM:
Haz3raB MeHe K03aK MocTHBHEM naHoM!”

Toxi-To ¥ cBATHI G0KECTBEHHUH [EHbL Y YETBEPOK,

fAx xunu-pangapi y Biny IlepkBy Ha cefim 36upaJiucs,
OnuH [0 OBHOrO CTHUXA HPOMOBJIAJIH:

“Ef, }KUAM K BY, JKHUANU-paHaapi!

IITo Temep y Bac Ha cyaBHi#l Yxpaini caummo ?”’
“CiumeH, — Tr'OBOPHTE, — TeNep Y HAC TeThbMAH XMeJILHUILKHH !
Sk Big Binoi IlepkBu Ta [0 CIABHOTO 3amOpisKiKsa

He Takxa croite kumischka cropoxa!”

Toni o6isBeThea omuH xkug OBpaMm

(Y Toro 6yB HeBeJIMUKHH KpaMm, —

TiNPKM IMIUJIBKH TA TOJIKH,

ITTo xopue mo3a JTHINIPOM Ta AYPHB KO3aLbKi KiHKH) :
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But would have to go to the Jewish merchant and promise him a part of the
catch,

So that the merchant would let him fish in the river

To feed his wife and children.

At that time a Cossack was walking past an inn,

He was carrying a musket across his back,

He wanted to shoot duckling by the river

To feed his wife and children.

A Jewish merchant was looking out the window,

And he spoke to his wife with quiet words,

“O my Jewish wife Rasia!

What can this Cossack be thinking that he does not stop at the inn

To buy a small coin’s worth of horilka,

And to ask me, the Jewish merchant, for permission

To kill duckling on the river

And feed his wife and children?”’

Then the Jewish merchant crept quietly up to the Cossack,

And grabbed the Cossack by his curls.

The Cossack looked out of the corner of his eye, like a bear, at the Jewish
merchant,

And, in addition, he called the Jewish merchant ‘“great lord”:

“Hey, you Jew,” he said, “you Jewish merchant,

O you great lord,

Let me kill duckling on the river

To feed my wife and my children.”

Then the Jewish merchant walked back to the inn

And spoke to his Jewish wife with quiet words:

“O Rasia, my Jewish wife,

I should have been the chief rabbi in Bila Tserkva—

The Cossack called me ‘great lord.” ”

On the Lord’s holy day of Thursday,

The Jewish merchants gathered a council in Bila Tserkva,

They spoke to each other with quiet words:

“Oh, Jews, Jewish merchants,

What do you hear now in glorious Ukraine?”’

“Everyone talks nowadays,” they said, “about Hetman Khmelnytsky.

From Bila Tserkva to the famous Zaporizhzhia,

There aren’t many Jewish sentries.”

Then spoke a Jew named Ovram

(He was a dealer in small items,

Only pins and needles,

He peddled merchandise along the other bank of the Dnieper River and
cheated the Cossacks’ wives):
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“Fi1, KUK K BH, KHUAU-paHaapi!

Ax i3 Husy Tuxui BiTep NoBHHE,

Bea xupiBchka cToposka morune!”

Topi X TO AK y CBATHH AeHL GOKECTBEHHUH y BIBTOPOK
TersMan XMeJIPHHIBKHI KO3aKiB IO CXOAY COHIA Y ITOXOJN BHIIPABJIAE,
IcTuxa cooBaMu IIPOMOBJIAB:

“E¥, KO3aKH BH, TiTH-IpY3i!

IIpomy Bac — goGpe mGaiire,

Bing cuy BcrapafiTe,

Pycbkuii OTueHaIm 4uTamTe,

Ha cyasry Ykpainy npuGysaiite,

JKunis-panmapis ynens pyoaiite,

KpoB ix KuAiBCBKY y IOJIi 3 JKOBTHUM ITiCKOM MmimafiTe,
Bipu cBo€l XpHCTHAHCHKOI y HOPYry He NOpaiTe,
JKupieceromy mabamy He mosbryiirte!”

OrTogi-TO KUAM-paHAapi gorajnusi Gysaiu,

Vei go ropona ITosoHHOTO TIOBTIKAJIH.

Toxi-ro XMeabHUILKUE HA cJIaBHY YKpaiHy npuGyBas,
Hi opnoro xupa-panmapa He 3aCTaBaB.

Topi-To XMeNbHUILKUHE He NUIIHWA GYBAaB,

Ho ropopa ITosonHoro npubygBas,

Bix cBoix pyk JsimcTH mHCcaB,

¥ ropopn IlosoHHOrO MOAABAB,

A B JmcTax IPONHCYBAB:

“Ei, I0oJIOHAHEe, IOJIOHIHCHKA rpoMayna.’

Koanu 6 Bu moOpe nmbauiw,

JKupis-pannapie MeHi 1o pyk nmopasu!”

Toxi TO HOMYy IIOJIOHAHHU BifNMKUCAJIN:

“TIane rerpMane XMeJLHHUILKHAN !

XoTp OyjeM OQHH IO OXHOMY JIATATH,

A me moxxeM TOOI xuIiB-paHIapiB Oo pyk momaTtu!”
Orrogi-To XMeJLHUILKEA y IPYTHA pa3 JIUCTH IHCAE,
¥ ropopn INosioHHOTO IIOKABaB:

“OH OJIOHAHE, TOJIOHAHCHKA TPOMaja,

Hexopomra Bama paga!

€erh y MeHe onHa nymka “Cupora” —

OnumHATHCA Bami 3aJi3Hi mupoki Bopora!”

Toni-To AK y CBATHI NeHb, 60KECTBEHHHH YeTBEPOK,
XMeJILHHLBKHAR OO0 CXOMY COHIlA YCTABAaB,

ITig ropop ITosronHOE GiHKyYe MpHOYBAB,

IIymky “Cupory”’ BliepeRy IOCTaHOBJIAB,

¥V ropop ITos10HHOTO MOCTHHIA IIOJaBAB.

Togi-To ugu-paHRapi TiPKHM roJ0COM 3aBOJIAJIH
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“Oh, Jews, Jewish merchants,

If a faint breeze comes blowing from the Dnieper lowlands,
All your Jewish sentries will die.”

On Tuesday, the Lord’s holy day,

Before sunrise, Hetman Khmelnytsky was sending Cossacks to war,
And he spoke with quiet words:

“0 Cossacks, my children, my comrades,

I beg you, take great care,

Arise from your sleep,

Recite the Ruthenian Lord’s Prayer.

Go to glorious Ukraine,

Cut the Jewish merchants down,

Mix their Jewish blood with the yellow sand of the fields,
Do not let your Christian faith be insulted,

Do not honor the Jewish sabbath.”

But all the Jewish merchants were very clever,

They all hid in the city of Polonne.

When Khmelnytsky came to glorious Ukraine,

He did not find a single Jewish merchant.

But Khmelnytsky was not very proud,

He went on to the city of Polonne,

He wrote letters with his own hand,

He sent them to the city of Polonne,

And he wrote in these letters:

“Q people, citizens of Polonne,

It would be good if you took great care

And handed the Jewish merchants over to me.”

Then the citizens of Polonne wrote back to him:

“Pan Hetman Khmelnytsky,

Even if we were to fall slain, one upon the other,

We would not turn the Jewish merchants over to you.”
Then Khmelnytsky wrote letters a second time,

And sent them to the city of Polonne:

“Q people, citizens of Polonne,

I do not like your reply.

I have a cannon called Orphan,

It will open your wide iron gate.”

On the Lord’s holy day of Thursday,

Khmelnytsky got up before sunrise,

He advanced closer to the city of Polonne.

He put the cannon Orphan out in front,

And he sent the city of Polonne a present.

Then the Jewish merchants called out in grave voices:
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“Eii, moJIoHAHe, ITOJIOHAHCHKA rpoMana !

Koan 6 Bu noGpe pbaun,

Big ITossini BopoTa BigOmBaJiw,

Ta Hac 32 Bicay-piuky XoTh y OGHHX COPOYKAX IMYCKaJH!

To mu 6 3a piukoro Bicsoro npobysaJiu,

Ta co6i miTeir goxumaiy,

Ta ix moOpHMH JijJaMH HAy4aJIH,

ITTo6 Ha kKo3anbKy YKpaiHy 1 KpEUBHM OKOM He morJsapaju!”

OtTomi-ro Ko3akaM y ropopni IlosloHHOMY JaHa BOJIS HA TPU 4aca
3 IOJIOBHHOIO:

“ITufiTe-rynatite,

Koo :xupiB-pargapiB cobi 3106y xopomry maiite!”

Topi-ro ko3aku y ropopni ITosloHHOMY NHJIH-TYJIAJIH,

3no6y xopomry cobi KoJ10 KUIIB-paHAapiB MaJiH;

OO0paTHO Ha cJaBHY YKpainy npubysasiu,

OueperoMm cigaJiy,

Cpebpo, 3J1aTO HA TPH 4YacCTi MAIOBAJIH:

ITepByto wacth Ha ITokpoBy CiyoByrio Ta Ha Criaca MeXHIOpCHKOTO OAFaJIH,

JIpyTy 4acTh Ha MeAy Ta Ha OKOBHTiH ropinui mpomnupaJiy,

TpeTio YacTh Mid €00010, KO3aKaMH, IAIOBAJIH,

Togi-To He ogWH KO3aK 33 IIaHA reTbMaHa XMeJbHHILKOrO Bora mpocus,

ITo He OmuH KUAIBCLKUH JKYIIaH 3HOCHB.
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“O people, citizens of Polonne,

Take great care,

Unbolt the gate on the Polish side,

And let us go across the river Vistula, if only with the shirts on our backs.

We will live beyond the river Vistula,

And we will raise children there.

We will teach them to do good deeds,

So that they will not cast even a glance at Cossack Ukraine.”

Then the Cossacks were allowed three and a half hours in the city of
Polonne:

“Drink and make merry,

Take great booty from the Jewish merchants.”

The Cossacks drank and made merry in the city of Polonne,

And took great booty from the Jewish merchants;

They returned to glorious Ukraine,

They sat down in a circle,

They divided the gold and silver into three parts,

The first part they gave away to the Virgin Protectress of the Sich and the
Mezhyhirskyi Spas Monastery,

The second part they spent on mead and horilka,

The third part they divided among themselves.

Then many a Cossack prayed to the Lord for Pan Hetman Khmelnytsky,

To thank him for the many Jewish coats he had worn.

(23B; 11, p. 174)
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JAYMA ITPO XMEJIbHUITBKOI'O TA BACHJIA MOJIJABCBKOI'O

Ak i3 Hu3y i3 JnicTpa THXHH BiTep moeiBae,
Bor ceatufi 3uae, Bor cBatuit i Bigae,

ITTo XMeABHUIBLKUH OyMac-Tagac.

Tomi 3 TO He MOIJIM 3HATH Hi COTHHKH, Hi ITOJIKOBHHKH,
Hi mxyps KosalbKii,

Hi myxi rpomajucskii,

ITJo mam maH reTbMaH XMeIbHHIBKUH,
Baro 3uHOB-BornaHy YMIpHHCHKUH

¥ roponi Yurpusni 3agymas Bixe i 3arajas:
JlBaHa AT, HMap NymioK Bmepeq cebe ogicioas,
A e cam 3 ropona Yurpuua pymaB;

3a HUM KO3aKH HIYTh,

fxo apas myosa, I'yRyTh;

Korpuit ko3ak He mie B cebe mabui 6yIaTHOI,
ITumagi ceMur’ AoHOI,

Toit Ko3aK KMH Ha NJledi 3a6Hpac,

3a reTsMaHOM XMEJLHHIIBKHM VB OXOTHE BiCHKO mocmimac!
Oroni *x TO, gK jo piuxkm JwicTpa npubysas,.
Ha Tpu vacti Ko3aKiB IlepenpaBJiss,

A me pmo ropopa Copoxu nmpuGyBas,

ITig ropomom Copoxoro HmIaHIli KOmas,

Y maHngx KypeHeM CTOSB,

A 11e of cBOIX PYK JIMCTH IIHCAB,

Jo Bacuiia MoJsmaBCLKOTO IIOCHJIAB.

A B JimcTax mpunucysas;

“E#1, Bacuito MoJinaBchbKHi,

Tocniopapio BOJIOCHKMI !

ITTo Temep Gymern gymary i rafgarth:

Yu 6ymemt 30 MHOIO OHTBHCA,

Yu mupursed ?

Yu ropoxna cBOI BOJIOCHKI ycTymaTH,

Yu 4epBiHIAMH ITOJIYMHCKHU CIIOBHATH ?

Yu 6ymem reTbMaHa XMeJbHHIBKOrO Oyrarat ?”’
Toai % To Bacuiiit MoanascbKui,

Tocriogap BOJIOCHKHH,

JIuctu uyurae,

Hazanx oxcuiiae,

A B jucTax npuUmHCYE:

“TIane reTsMaHe XMeJIbHUAILKUH,

Bateky 3unos-Borfany YurpHHCHKHI !

He 6yny s 3 To6oto Hi 6UTHCA,
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DUMA ABOUT KHMELNYTSKY AND VASYLITI OF MOLDAVIA

From the meadow, from the river Dniester, a quiet breeze was blowing,
And only the good Lord knew, only the good Lord was aware of
What Khmelnytsky was thinking about.

Neither captains nor colonels,

Nor Cossack pages,

Nor famous statesmen could know

What our Pan Hetman Khmelnytsky,

Father Zynovii Bohdan from Chyhyryn,

Had in mind while he was in the city of Chyhyryn.

Before he set out from the city of Chyhyryn

He sent ahead twelve pair of cannons,

And Cossacks followed him

Humming like young bees.

Any Cossack who did not have a sword of tempered steel
Or a seven-foot musket,

Carried a club on his shoulder,

And followed Hetman Khmelnytsky in the volunteer army!
When Khmelnytsky came to the river Dniester,

He commanded the Cossacks to ford the river in three groups,
Then he came to the city of Soroka,

He dug trenches around the city of Soroka,

And he made camp in the trenches,

Then wrote letters with his own hand,

And sent them to Vasylii of Moldavia.

He wrote in the letters:

“0 Vasylii of Moldavia,

Hospodar of Wallachia,

What do you plan to do now?

Are you going to fight with me

Or to make peace?

Are you going to cede your Wallachian cities to me,

Or are you going to fill platters with gold coins?

Or are you going to beg Hetman Khmelnytsky for mercy?”
After Vasylii of Moldavia,

Hospodar of Wallachia,

Read the letters,

He sent his own letters,

And in these letters he wrote:

“Pan Hetman Khmelnytsky,

Father Zynovii Bohdan from Chyhyryn,

I am not going to fight with you,
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Hi mupurses,

Hi ropogis T06i cBOIX BOJIOCBKHUX YCTYINaTH,

Hi yepBiHIAMK HOJIYMHCKIB CIIOBHATH :

He syuue 6 T0oGi TOKOPHUTHCA MEHIIOMY,

Heny:xai meni To6i, crapmomy ?”’

Oropi % To XMeJbHUILKUH, SIK Cii cJI0BA 3a4YyBaB,
Tax BiH caM Ha J0o6Gporo KOHS cifas,

Kono ropoga Copoxu moixkxas,

Ha ropox Copoky norasnas

T 11e C¢THXa CJIOBAMM IIPOMOBJISB:

“Ei, ropoxne, ropone Copoko!

IITe T MOIM KO3aKaM-TIiTAM He 3aII0JI10Xa,

Byny s Tebe mocraBaTH,

Byny a 3 Tebe Benukii ckapOu mMaTH,

CBO10 TOJIOTY HAIIOBHATH,

ITo GuToMy TapeJiio Ha MiCAIb JKAJIOBAHHA [aBaTH' .
Oropi-To XMeJILHANLKUH SK NOXBAJIUECH,

Tak rapa3sf-no6pe ¥ yYHHUB:

Topon Copoxry y Hepinio paHO 3HaNOGiNE B34B,
Ha purky 06ix moobigas,

K mosrynni#i rogusni no ropona CivaBmu npunas,
Topopn CiwaBy OrHem 3amaJjiiB

I meuem icmirroHZpPYBaEB.

Oropi-To inni civaBni rerrmMana XMeJLHHUIIBKOTO y Bidi He BHAasH,
¥eci no roponpa Slccu nmoBTikKagH,

Jo Bacumiias MoJaBCEKOrO CTHXA CJIOBAMHY IIPOMOBJISJIH :
“E#, Bacuaro MosmaBehbKHI,

Tocnogapro HaIm BOJIOCHKMI!

Yu Oygmeln 3a Hac OMHOCTANHE CTOATH,

Bygem T06i rosmoaTH.

Kosu :xe Tv He OGymem 3a HAC OJHOCTAHHO CTOSATH,
Bynem immomy nmaHy KpOB’I0 BiKe T'OJIHOBATH .
Oroni-ro Bacuiiit Mosmasenkuii,

Toctiomap BoOJIOCHKHI,

ITapy KOHell y KOJsACY 3aKJIANIARB,

Jlo ropoma XoruHi o’ iKIKaB,

Y XBuienbKoro-KamitTaHa CTaI[i€l0 CTOSB.

Toxi # TO OO CBOIX PYK JIHCTH IIHCAB,

Jlo Isana IloTonpKOro, KpoJisd MOJILCHKOTO, IIOCHJIAB
“Ei, Isany IloTouskuil,

Kpouro noascekuii!

Tu & 60 TO Ha claBHIX YKpaiHi I'em-ryJsen,
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Nor to make peace.

Neither will I cede to you my Wallachian cities,

Nor will T fill platters with gold coins.

Would it not be better if you, who are younger,

Give in, than I, who am older?”

When Khmelnytsky heard these words,

He mounted a good horse,

And rode around the city of Soroka,

He looked at the city of Soroka,

And spoke with quiet words:

“O city, city of Soroka,

You cannot scare my Cossack children away.

I will take you,

I will plunder you of your great riches,

I will feed them to my ragged army,

I will give every man a stamped thaler a month.”

Then Khmelnytsky

Lived up to his boasts

He took the city of Soroka on a Sunday morning, before noon,

He had his noonday meal in the marketplace,

And arrived at the city of Suchava by midday,

He set fire to the city of Suchava,

And he scourged it with his sword.

But the citizens of Suchava did not get a chance to see Hetman
Khmelnytsky—

They all fled to the city of Iassy,

And spoke with quiet words to Vasylii of Moldavia:

“0O Vasylii of Moldavia,

Hospodar of Wallachia,

If you are going to defend us steadfastly,

We will pay you tribute.

If you will not defend us steadfastly,

We will pay tribute with our blood to another sovereign.”

So then Vasylii of Moldavia,

Hospodar of Wallachia,

Hitched a pair of horses to a carriage,

Drove to the city of Khotyn,

Took refuge with Captain Khvyletsky.

From there he wrote letters with his own hand,

And he sent them to Iwan Potocki, the King of Poland.

“0O Iwan Potocki,

King of Poland,

You drink and make merry in glorious Ukraine,
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A 06 moiii T8 mpuropi Hivoro He 3HAEII;

I1To s TO B HaC reTbMaH XMeEJbLHUILKUH, PYCHH,
Bcro Moo 3eMJTI0O BOJIOCBKY OGPYIIIHB,

Bce moe mosie kom’em isopas,

Vcim mMoiM BoJsioxaM, K rajikam,

3 iy roJIOBKH IIO3HIMaB;

e Oysu B MOJI CTEHKU-TOPIKKH, —
BoJ10CBKEMH I'OJIOBKAMH ITOBHMOIIYBAR,

e 6yau B moji rau0okil monunau, —
Bo0J10CBKOI0 KPOB’I0 IIOBHIIOBHIOBAB’ .

Oropi-to Iean IToronsKui,

Kpoap mosisehrni,

JIuecTu yuTae,

Hazang omcmaae,

A B JHCTaxX MPHIHCYE:

“Eit, Bacuiairo MoJgaBcbKHUH,

Tocnogapro BOJIOCHKMI!

Kouu »x T X0TiB Ha, cBOill YKpaiHi mpoKHUBaTH,
Byso To6i XMeabHHIBKOTO y BiuHil yacH He 3aiimMarTh,
Bo pmaBcs meHi reTbMaH XMeJLHHUIBKUE rapasf-nobpe 3HATH:
Y mnepsiit BolHI —

Ha KosTiit Bogi —

I'atHapuars Moix simnapis crpiuas,
Heseauukuii iMm oaBiT ognas —

Bcim, ax raakam, 3 i roJIOBKH MO3MilMAaB,
TproxX CHHIB MOIX KHBIEM y34B,

TypcbKrOMYy CasTaHy B IORApPYHKY Oficias,
Memne, Usana ITororpKoro,

Kponsa mosserkoro,

Tpu nHi Ha TPHKOBI Kpal NMYymMKH NepiKaB,

Awni nuTh MeHi, Hi icTH He maB.

To faBcs MeHi reTbMaH XMeJbHHILKHUE rapasf-noGpe 3HATH,
Byny #oro Boeik Biunmi mam’araru!”

Oropni-ro XMeJILHUILKHUI IIOMED,

A cnaBa fioro Kosanbka He BMpe, He MOJAKe!
Tenepimuporo 4yacy, I'oconu, yrBepnu i momepixu
JIropy mapchKoro,

I Bcim corymammm,

I BcimM mpaBOCIIABHEM XPHCTHAHAM.

CromMy momopepKaBIlio,

Xazainy & xazafmi

ITomait, Boxe, Ha MHOrasd Jiita!
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And you know nothing of what has happened to me.

That Hetman Khmelnytsky, a Ruthenian,

Has turned my Wallachian land upside down,

He has plowed my fields with his spear,

He has chased the heads off my Wallachians’ shoulders

As if they were blackbirds.

All the paths and the roads in the fields

He has paved with Wallachian heads,

Every ravine that he found in the fields

He has filled with Wallachian blood.”

So then Iwan Potocki,

King of Poland,

Read the letters,

And sent his own letters,

And in these letters he wrote:

“0 Vasylii of Moldavia,

Hospodar of Wallachia,

If you had wanted to live in your country,

You should never have started fighting with Khmelnytsky,

Because I myself have had enough of Khmelnytsky—

During the first war,

At the battle of Zhovti Vody,

He met fifteen of my knights,

He did not greet them very politely—

He chased every one of their heads off their shoulders as if they were
blackbirds.

He took three of my sons into captivity alive,

And sent them as presents to the Turkish sultan,

And as for me, Iwan Potocki,

The King of Poland,

He had me chained to a cannon for three days,

And did not give me anything to eat or drink,

So I have had enough of Hetman Khmelnytsky,

And I will remember him as long as I live!”

Khmelnytsky has died,

But his Cossack fame will neither die nor perish!

And send, O Lord, on this day,

To the Tsar’s people,

To all who have heard this,

To all orthodox Christians,

To the lord of this house,

The host and hostess,

Happiness and long life! (24B; 11, p. 189)
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AYMA ITPO IIOJIECBLKE ITOHEBOJ/IEHHSA YKPATHH
IIICJ/IA YT'OO4H BIVJIOIMEPKIBCHKOI

Off un no6pe nan XMeJLHUILKHY ITOYWHAE,

Sk i3 BepecTenbKOro poKy

Beix JIaxir-maHiB Ha YKpaiHy Ha YOTHPH MicAlll BHCHIIAB,

I BesiB manam-JIaxaM Ha YKpaini yorupu Micani crosarw,

Ani K03aKy aHI MYXKUKY $KaJHOI KPUBIH ITOYHHATH.

Ha Bxe x nanu-JIaxu Ha YKpaiHi Tpu micani croanw,

CraJjio Ha YeTBEPTHH MiCAIlh IOBEPTATH,

Cranu nanu-JIaxu cnocié nmpubuparty,

On KO3aIbKHUX, O] MYXKHIBKHUX KOMOP KJIIOYi og0HpaTH,

Hapn xozanbkuM, HAJ MYKHIBKHM JOOpPOM TOCIOAapaMy 3HAXOMKATHCE.

To y:xe me GigHHE KO3aK po3rayiac II'ATak,

To HiNB3A WO yJIUIli TiTH, IOOYATH,

o6 y xopumi m’ATaK NpoOTryJIATH.

To BiKe K OOWH KO3aK, JOOPOro KJIHYa 1 JIy44ol pyKH OfHH IIOCTaK
po3ranag,

Jla 1 Toit K KaToBifl MaTepi y Kopumi nmporyJssas.

To Bixe x Jlax micToMm ife,

Sx cBura yxoMm Befe,

To JIax mo KOpUMH IPUXOIIKAE,

fAK cBUHA yXO [0 KOPUMH NPHKJIANAE,

A cioyxae JIax, mo Ko3ak npo JIaxie po3mosiuse.

To JIax y xopumy BOirae i ko3aka 3a 4y0 x3arae.

To Ko03aK KO3aIbKHH 3BHYAH 3HAE:

To 6ynTo mo JIaxa MeqoM i OKOBHMTOIO T'OPiJIKOIO IIPHIINBAE,

A tyt Jlaxa 3a wy6 xXBaTae.

I ckaaHunero MexxHu o4i MOpCKae,

I xesnenom 1o pe6Gpax TOpKae.

He nyuue 6 T006i, Jlame, nmpeBpakuii CUHY,

Ha Vkpaini 3 Ko3anpKoio KiHKOIO claTy,

A HIXX B KOpUMY BXOmKaTH ?

Ja Bike K Ha YKpaiHi He OffHa KiHKa KYypKy 3roTOBaJja,

Tebe JIaxa, Kyp4oro cuHa, Ha Hid yekaJa!

To y:ke K KO3aKH i MYyXKHUKH

V¥ mepinro paHo, Bory noMoauBImINCh, JIMCTH IIHCAJIH

I B tmerax noOpe gokIaganu

I mo mana Xwmesapuuiibkoro y Ilonornne nocunasm:

“Teif nage XMeIbHHIBKHH,

Oramane YUrHpuHCHKAH,

BaTsKy KO3anbKhii!

3Besiu HaM mig MockaJiiB TiKaTH,
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DUMA ABOUT THE POLISH OPPRESSION OF UKRAINE
AFTER THE TREATY OF BILA TSERKVA

Did Pan Khmelnytsky do right

When, after the battle of Berestechko,

He sent all the Polish lords to Ukraine for four months,

And told the Polish lords to stay in Ukraine for four months,

But not do any harm to either Cossack or peasant?

The Polish lords stayed in Ukraine for three months,

But when the fourth month began,

The Polish lords began to act unjustly,

They began to take away the storehouse keys from Cossacks and peasants,

To act like the legal owners of Cossacks’ and peasants’ goods.

If a poor Cossack happened to have five small coins,

He could not walk down the street having a good time,

He could not go to an inn and spend those five coins.

So one Cossack, good in name and even better in deeds, somehow got six
small coins,

And spent them all to hell in an inn.

But a Pole came walking through the city,

Moving his ears like a pig.

This Pole came to the inn,

And, like a pig, he put his ear to the wall,

He heard the Cossack talking about Poles.

The Pole rushed into the inn and grabbed the Cossack by the hair.

But the Cossack knew the Cossack custom well—

He pretended to offer the Pole mead and horilka,

And then he grabbed the Pole by the hair,

And hit him between the eyes with his glass,

And smote him on the ribs with his mace.

“Would it not have been better for you, you Pole, you son of a bitch,

To sleep with a Cossack’s wife while in Ukraine

Than to have rushed into this inn?

There is many a wife in Ukraine that has cooked a chicken

And is waiting for you, Polish whoreson, to spend the night with her.”

The Cossacks and the peasants,

Having prayed to the Lord, wrote letters,

They explained everything in the letters,

And they sent the letters to Pan Khmelnytsky in the city of Polonne:

“0O Pan Khmelnytsky,

Otaman of Chyhyryn,

Father of the Cossacks,

Either tell us to flee to the Muscovites,
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AGo 3Besu HaM 3 JIaxoM BeJMKHH OYHT 3puBaTh!”

To XMeIbHULILKHIH JINCTH YHUTAE,

Jlo Ko3aKiB cJIOBAMH IPOMOBJISAE:

“Telt crifite, miTH, Jany xxaire!

He 6narocyosisaro BaM Hi mig Mockansa TikaTh,

Hi 3 JIaxamu Besukoro GyHTy 3pHBaTH.

To B:xe K XMEJHLHHIBKUE N0 KO3aKiB mpHisxae,

CrnoBaMu IPOMOBJISE:

“Teii HyTe, HiTH, IO TPH IO YOTHPH 3 KYPEHIB BCTaBaiiTe,

I no gproukiB i mo oryioGesnb XBaTaiiTe,

I JIaxis-naHiB y HiUKYy, Yy YeTBepTeHbKY, AK KabaHiB 3araHsiite!”
Ta yxe % i3 KypeHIB 11O TPH IO YOTHPH BCTABAJH,

o aproukis i go orsiobess XBaTasu

I JIaxip-naniB, AK KaGaHIB y HiYKY B YeTBEPTEHbKY 3araHAJIH.
To yxe ¥ OJUH KO3aK JIYyIoM OIKHTB,

Kosn muBHTHCA Ha KYII, aX KYII APOXKHUTH,

Koum puBnThCAa ¥ KyII, i B Ky JIGX AK KJIYKTO JIEKHUTD,
To KO3aK KO3allbKHH 3BHYal 3HAE, i3 KOHA BCTAaBAE,

I JIaxa 3a uy6 xBaTae i Kejenom 1o pe6pax TOpKae.

To JIax mo Ko3aKa CJIOBaAMH IIPOMOBJISAE:

“JIyuue 6 Moryim Mol OYi Ha TOTHJIHIII CTATH,

Tak 6u g mir i33a piuxku Bucam nHa YVKpainy nmoriapartm’!
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Or tell us to rise up against the Poles!”

Khmelnytsky read the letters,

And spoke to the Cossacks with words:

“Wait, my children, keep order,

I advise you neither to flee to the Muscovites,

Nor to rise up against the Poles.”

Khmelnytsky came riding to the Cossacks,

And spoke with words:

“O my children, rise up three or four of you from each kurin,
Grab a stick or a wagon shaft,

And on the fourth night round up the Polish lords like pigs.”
The Cossacks rose up in groups of three and four to each kurin,
They grabbed sticks and wagon shafts,

And on the fourth night they rounded up the Polish lords like pigs.
One Cossack came running across a meadow,

He looked at a bush and saw the bush trembling.

He looked in the bush and saw a Pole lying there like a barrel.
The Cossack knew the Cossack custom, he got off his horse,
He grabbed the Pole by the hair and smote him on the ribs with his mace.
So the Pole spoke to the Cossack with words:

“0 Cossack, may my eyes appear on the back of my head,

If I ever look at Ukraine from across the river Vistula.”

(25A; II, p. 196)
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JIYMA TIPO IBAHA BOI'YHA

Y Bimuuni Ha rpaHuLi,

Ilig mMorusoro Haxg Byrom-pikoo —
Tam croas Ieax Borys BiabHHIBKUK
ITix o6uTesIeM-MOHACTHPEM KAJILHHIIBKHM.
TTig xKaJIpHHIPKOIO OOHTEJIIIO

Boryn crosas,

Iz Typramu-nmamamn,

Kpysmepcbkumu maxamu,

Kamiunskuvu KuA3AMH

Borysn BoioBas!

Cuny BiH naxiB, TYpKiB cTpinas,

I maGenskamu pyGas,

Ha apkan 3abupas,

B piuky Byr ix yromidas.

A sscbKuE KpyJib

I rypenprui KoHOIg-nama,

Hexpemierna gyma,

Cuuty Bifichka 36HpaJiH,

IBama Boryna i fioro Bifickko

Xwmapow 6ycypMaHCHKO OOGCTYIAJIH.
Becesmmminer 1gxm, TYpKH,

Kpyar i kuase papinn,

ITo o6soxumnu Boryna

Ha nosri memini.

O6crynunm Jiaxu, TYPKH,

Kpyrom obmosxnmm,

Koszauennkis BOoryHOBHX I'OJIOIOM MOPHJIH.
Tpu Tsaxki Henimi

Boryn 3 BificbKOM

Y Taxkift 0651031 GyBas...

Oxn cBoro yma 6imuMu pyKaMu
XMeILHUIIBKOMY JIHCTa ITHCAB,

Borys y XMeIsHHILKOTO GaTEKIBCHKOI IIopajgu muras
Ta co6i migmoru 3 UurupHHA IPOXaB:
“IIpocio Bora it TeGe,

Haf momoui, nopagp i moeecesn Hac!..
FBo ke Hac JaxXH ¥ TYpKH 0GCTYIAIOTh,
Kpyrom 3HameHaMu CBOIMH OOKHJAIOTh,
I xpyrom nac 0614raroTs,

I nysxe cuapHO MOGLKAAIOTL” .

Ak XmeabHHUUBKUH I1€€ 3a4yBas,
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DUMA ABOUT IVAN BOHUN

In Vinnytsia, on the border,

At the foot of a gravemound, on the bank of the Buh River,
Under the walls of the Kalnytsky charterhouse,
Ivan Bohun from Vinnytsia made camp.
Bohun made camp

Under the walls of the Kalnytsky charterhouse,
And he made war

On the Turkish pashas,

On the Polish royalists,

And on the Kamlytsky princes.

He shot many Poles and Turks,

He slashed them with his sword,

He caught them with a lasso,

And he drowned them in the river Buh.

Then the Polish king

And the Turkish horse-eating pasha,

The pagan infidel,

Gathered a large army,

And surrounded Ivan Bohun and his host

Like an infidel cloud.

The Poles and the Turks made merry,

The king and the prince were overjoyed

That they had Bohun surrounded.

For many weeks,

The Poles and the Turks surrounded Bohun’s Cossacks,
They encircled them from all sides,

And they made them weak with hunger.

Three long weeks

Bohun and his army

Withstood the terrible siege...

With his white hand Bohun wrote his own thoughts
In a letter to Khmelnytsky.

Bohun asked for advice from Khmelnytsky as from his own father,
And begged for help from Chyhyryn:

“I ask the Lord as well as you,

Give us help and advice, give us comfort!

We have been surrounded by Poles and Turks,
They are throwing lances at us from all sides,
They have fenced us in all around,

And they have been defeating us constantly.”
When Khmelnytsky heard this,
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Mo Birnuni 3a mTupu nobu nmpubyrae.

Horo BilicbKO reTEMaHCBLKEE MOPEM HAXJIHMHAE,
TypenbKO-TI0JIbChKEe KPYJbChKe BIfICbKO 3HHYTOMKAE.
Boryxa 3 Ko3aKaM# 3 HEBOJIi BH3BOJIAE.

A cam XMeIbHUIBKUAHR

Jo Boryna mig’i:xmixae

I croBaMu mpomoBJIsAe:

“He cam Bor Bac cracaB —

I 1 He Menmre momaras!”

IBan Borys BigMoBJseE:

“Canasa Bory i xBajyia reresmany,

IITo He maB Hac y HeBOJIIO, JIAXaM Ha moTaJy!”
Bce kozanrso

I BosanTBO

Y papu crasaJio,

Ha Bci rosocu Kpuuadio,

ITpomosaaio,

A ko63api rpasn,

B cTpyHuM ZOoTHHAIH

Ta Borpana i3 BoryHom

Ilicramu xBajanm!
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He arrived at Vinnytsia in four days.

His Cossack army rushed down like the sea,
It drowned the Turkish and the Polish armies,
It liberated Bohun and his Cossacks from the siege.
Then Khmelnytsky himself

Rode up to Bohun

And spoke with words:

“It was not God alone who saved you—

I too helped more than a little!”

Ivan Bohun answered:

“Glory to God and praise to the hetman,

For they have saved us from captivity, from being overrun by the Poles.

All the Cossacks

And soldiers

Stood in ranks,

And shouted with all their might,

And as they spoke,

The kobzars were playing,

They were plucking their strings,

And with their songs they were praising
Bohdan and Bohun.

(Dumy, Kiev, 1959, p. 118)

’»”
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JAYMA TTIPO XMEJIBHUIIBKOI'O BOTJAHA CMEPTS,
IIPO €BPACA XMEJIBHHIIEKOI'O TA ITABJIA TETEPEHKA

Eifi, 3a:Kypurbcd, 3aKJI0NI0YETHCS
XMenpHULBKOIO CTapas roJioBa, —

IITo mpu fiomy TO He OyJ0 Hi COTHHKIB, Hi IIOJIKOBHMKIB HeMa,
Tineku npoGyBaB npu oMy Ian JIyroschbkuii,
ITucap BificbKOBHH,

Kozak neunctposuit.

Topi-To cranu y pani,

Ax manii gitu,

On cBoix pyk JIMCTH IHCAJH, —

ITo ropogax mo MOJNKOBHX, IO COTEHHUX DPO3CHJIAIIH,
A [0 KO03aKiB y JIHCTAX TMPUIIHCYBAJIH:

“E#, Ko3aKH, miTH, apysi,

ITpomy Bac, mobpe mGaiite —

BopomHo 3cunaiire,

Jlo 3arpeGesbsHol MOruju npuGysaiiTe,

Mene, XMeabHUIIBKOrO, K c0o6i Ha mopapny osxupmafite!”
Oroni & TO Ko3aKku fo6pe nbaJH,

Bopomuo 3cumnany,

o 3arpebensHOl Moruau npubyBaJH,
Bockpecenis XpHcTOBOTO NOXKHAAIN —
XMeJIbHUIIBKOTO B Biui He BMIaJIM,

Bozzeceniss XpucTOBOro FOMKHAAIH —
XMeTLHHIBKOTO B Biui He BUaJH;
Jyxa-rpoini mosxumain —

XMeJIbHUIIBKOrO B Bidui He BHIAJIH

IleTpa ¥ ITaBsia mokumasym —

XMeJBPHUOBKOTO B Biui He BHUaJH;
Inji-popoka JOoKu#aIn —

XMeapHHILKOTO B Biui He BHOaJIH.

Toni sk TO KO3aKHW CTaJH y paji,

Ax madii miTwm:

“XBaJIMBCA HAM reTbMAaH XMEJLHHILKHH,
Batio 3uHoB, Borjany YHrHpHHCHKHI,

¥ roponi Cy6GoroBi

Ha Cnaca-IIpeoOpakeHie SpMapoK 3aKJIHUKATH''.
Togi ® To Ko3aKM nobpe nbasm —

Ho ropopa CyGorora npubyBaJn,
XMeJILHUIBLKOTO CTpiuaiii,

ITITHKY ¥y CYXORiJN CTPOMJIAINH,

IInuku i3 ceGe cKkumaIH, —
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DUMA ABOUT THE DEATH OF BOHDAN KHMELNYTSKY, ABOUT
YOUNG IEVRAS KHMELNYTSKY AND PAVLO TETERENKO

Khmelnytsky began to worry and trouble his old head
That there were neither captains nor colonels by his side.
Only Ivan Luhovsky,

Secretary of the host, a registered Cossack,

Was beside him.

He and Ivan Luhovsky began to deliberate with each other
Like little children,

They wrote letters with their own hands,

They sent them to the company and to the brigade cities,
And in these letters they wrote to the Cossacks:

“0 Cossacks, our children, our comrades,

We ask you, take great care,

Pour all your flour into one mound,

Come to the Zahrebelna gravemound,

And wait for Khmelnytsky to come and counsel you.”
The Cossacks took great care,

They poured the flour into one mound,

They came to the Zahrebelna gravemound,

They waited for the feast of the Resurrection,

But they did not get to see Khmelnytsky.

They waited for the feast of the Ascension,

But they did not see Khmelnytsky.

They waited for the feast of the Holy Trinity,

But they did not see Khmelnytsky.

They waited for the feast of Saints Peter and Paul,

But they did not see Khmelnytsky.

They waited for the feast of Elijah the Prophet,

But they did not see Khmelnytsky.

The Cossacks began to deliberate among themselves,
Like little children:

“Hetman Khmelnytsky,

Father Zynovii Bohdan from Chyhyhyn,

Promised to hold a market on the feast of the Transfiguration
In the city of Subotiv.”

So the Cossacks took great care,

They came to the city of Subotiv,

There they met Khmelnytsky,

They stuck their swords into the ground,

They took their caps off,
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XMeJIbHHAIIBKOMY HH3BLKHH ITOKJIOH TMOCJIAJIH

“TIame rersMaHe XMEILHHILKUMH,

Batio 3uHOB HAII YHTHPHHCHKHIMA!

Hampo t1 Hac norpebyem ?”

Toni )& To XMeNIbHHIBKHUE CTHXA CJIOBAMH IIPOMOBJIAE:
“BEi, Ko3aKu, OiTH Apys3i!

IIpomy # Bac: moGpe mGafite —

Co6i rersmMana HacTAHOBJIAHTE!

Un HeMa MIXIO HAMM KOTOPOr'O KO3aKa CTAPHUHHOIO,
OramaHa KypinHOrO?

B:xe % g yac o7 4acy XBOpito —

Mixx0 BamM¥u TeTHbMAHYBATH He 370JIi10, —

To Bejiro s1 BaC MiXIO co60I0 KO3aKa Ha reTbMaHCTBO O0HpaTH —
Byne mixpo BaMH reTbMaHYBaTH,

BaMm Kosaubki mopagku gasatu!”

Toni-To KO3aKH CTHXa CJIOBAMHE IIPOMOBIISJIH

“ITare reThMaHe XMeJILHHUIBKUH,

Barro 3uHOB HAaMI YHTHPUHCHKHI!

He moixem mu cami Miskmo coboro, Ko3aKkaMH, TeThbMaHa 00i6paTH,
A XejtaeM o Bamioi MUJIOCTI MOCAHXATH .

Oroni & To XMeNbHUOLKUH CTHXA CJIOBAMH IIPOMOBJIAE:
“E#, Ko3axu, miTH, apy3i!

IIpomy g Bac: goGpe nGaiite —

€crb y Mene IBan JIyroechbkwii,

Kotpuit y Merne mBamuaTs JiT 3a Mxypy npoOyBas,

Bei Mol ro3anpKi 3suyai mo3uas,

Byne mixkpmo BaMu, K03aKaMH, TeThbMaHYBaTH,

Byne BaM Ko3aibKi IOpAXKH AaBaTH’.

Topni-To K03aKM CJIOBAMH CTHXA ITPOMOBJISJIH

“TIane rerTsMaHe XMeEJLHUIBKUH,

Bario 3MHOB HAIl YHTHPUHCHKUI!

He xouem mu IBana JIyroecwroro, —

IBan JIyroecpKkuil GJIM3BKO JIAXiB, MOCTHBHX IaHIB, JKHMBE —
Byne 3 n1axaM#, MOCTUBUMH NaHAMH, HAKJIAJaTH,

Bypme Hac, Ko3akiB, 3a Hesimo matu!”

Toni-ro XmMenabHUNLKUA CTHXA CJIOBaAMM IPOMOBJISE:
“E#, xo3aku, miTH, Apy3i!

Kosu He xouere IBana JIyroBCHKOTO,

Ccrnp y Mene ITapesr Tereperko”.

“He xouem mu ITaBna Terepenka!”

“JTak CKaJXiTe, — COBOPHUTH, — KOT'O BH Kejyaere ?!”
“Mmu, — KaKYTh, — XeJjlaeM €Bpaxa XMeJbHHYEHKA’ .
“IIfe &, — Kake, — MoHOoMy €Bpaxy XMeJbHHUEHKY
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And they bowed low before Khmelnytsky:
“Pan Hetman Khmelnytsky,

Our Father Zynovii from Chyhyryn,

Why did you summon us?”

Then Khmelnytsky spoke with quiet words:
“0 Cossacks, my children, my comrades,

I ask you, take great care,

Elect a hetman to rule over you,

Maybe there is some old Cossack among you,
The otaman of a kurin,

I have been sick from time to time,

I can no longer act as hetman over you,
Therefore I command you to elect another Cossack as hetman.
He will command you,

He will give you Cossack orders!”

Then the Cossacks spoke with quiet words:
“Pan Hetman Khmelnytsky,

Father Zynovii from Chyhyryn,

We cannot elect a hetman by ourselves,

We want to hear your advice.”

Then Khmelnytsky spoke with quiet words:
“0 Cossacks, my children, my comrades,

I ask you, take great care,

There is Ivan Luhovsky,

He has served me as a squire for twenty years.
He knows all my Cossack customs,

Let him be hetman over you Cossacks,

Let him give you Cossack orders.”

So then the Cossacks spoke with quiet words:
“Pan Hetman Khmelnytsky,

Father Zynovii from Chyhyryn,

We do not want Ivan Luhovsky,

Ivan Luhovsky is friendly with great Polish lords,
He will fraternize with the great Polish lords,
He will treat us Cossacks like dirt.”

Then Khmelnytsky spoke with quiet words:
“Q Cossacks, my children, my comrades,

If you do not want Ivan Luhovsky,

Then there is Pavel Teterenko.”

“We do not want Pavel Teterenko!”

“Then tell me,” he said, “whom you want?”
“We want,” they said, “young Ievras Khmelnytsky.”
“My young Ievras Khmelnytsky,” he answered,
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TinbKH BCHLOTO NBAHANUATE JIT OF PORY, —

I1Te Bin BO3pacTOM — MaJI, PO3YMOM — He Hidmuui!”
“ByneM, — T'OBOPATL, — IIOILJIiY HOT'0 NBAaHANIATEL NMapPCOH CAMIKATH, —
BynyTh #oro noGpumu NinamMu HAYIATH,

Byne mixkgo HaMH, KO3aKaMH, TeTbMaHYBaTH

Ham nopanku pmasatn’.

Oroni-To Ko3aku mobGpe p6asm —

Bynuyk-0y1aBy HOJOMKHIIH,

€rpaca XMeJIbHHYEHKA HA I'eThbMAaHCTBO HACTaAHOBMJIH.
Toni i3 pisHMX NIHINAJF TOTPUMAJIH, —

XMesbHUYEeHKa I'eThMAaHOM IIO3AO0POBJIAIIH.

Oromi XMeJabHUOLKHH, AK 6JarocjioBeHie CHHOBI 37aB,
Tak i B oM oxnpaBHBCA

I ckazas fiomy:

“T'stapy 2K, — TOBOPHTH, — CHHY Mii!

Ax 6ymem HemMHOro TamIIHKOM-PiKOIO I'yJIATH,

Ha 6y0HHu, Ha cypeMKH BUrpaBaTH —

Jax Oyment OTIS JKUBOT'O 3aCTABATH,

A sk 6ygem maOro TamMKOM-piKoIO TYJIATH,

Ha GyGHH, Ha CypeMKH BHI'DaBATH —

Hak He GygeIn oTLA XKHUBOr'O 3aCTaBaTH .

Tomi X TO €Bpack, TeThbMaH MOJIOTHIA,

TamJiuKOM-piKOI0 AOBrO I'yJIAB,

Ha 6y0Hu, Ha CypeMKH BHUI'PABaB,

Hopomy mpuixkmKaB, —

I ot xHMBOTO He 3aCTaBaB.

Togni-To BeaiB y IIITOMHHOM-BODI,

Ha Bucokiil ropi,

T'po6 komarw.

Togi X TO KO3aKH INTHXaMH CYXOJiJ KOIIAJIH,

HInuxaMu 3eMJI0 BUHOCHJIH, —

XMeNTbHUIBKOTO MOXOPOHUIIN ;

I3 pizHux nmumaJk NO3BOHUIH, —

ITo XmMepHUIIPKOMY HOXOPOH 3YMHMJIM.

Togi kX TO KO3aKH, IIOKH CTAPYIO F'OJIOBY XMeJIbHUIILKOTO 3a4yBaJIH,
Iloru i €Bpaca XMeNbHHYEHKA 33 IeTbMAaHa MOYHTAJIH!
A gk He cTasn cTapoi rosioBu XMEJbHUIBLKOIO 33a4yBaTH,
He crasnu i €Bpaca XmenbHHYEHKA 33 FeTbMaHA ITOYHTATH!
“Efi, €Bpacio XMeJLHHYEHKY, TeThMaHe MOJIORUEH!

He nopmo6asio 6 T06i Hamy HaMu, KO3aKaMH, TeTbMaHYBATH,
A mopo6ano 6 T06i — Hammi kKo3anupkii Kypeni migmitaTm!”
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“Is only twelve years old,

He is still short in stature and not ripe in mind.”

“We will seat twelve persons beside him,” they said,
“They will teach him good deeds.

He will be hetman over us Cossacks,

He will give us the orders.”

So the Cossacks took great care,

They laid down the hetman’s scepter and bunchuk,

They elected young Ievras Khmelnytsky as hetman.
Then they fired numerous firearms,

And congratulated young Khmelnytsky on becoming hetman.
When Khmelnytsky had blessed his son,

He entered his house,

And said to his son:

“Listen my son,

If you remain on the river Tashlyk

For a short while playing drums and trumpets,

Then you will find your father still alive when you return home.
But if you stay on the river Tashlyk

Playing drums and trumpets for a long time,

Then you will not find your father alive when you return.”
But Ievras, the young hetman,

Stayed on the Tashlyk river,

Playing drums and trumpets for a long time.

And when he returned home,

He did not find his father alive.

He commanded that a grave be dug

On a tall mountain,

In the Shtomyn fields,

The Cossacks dug the ground with their swords,

They carried the soil in their caps,

And they buried Khmelnytsky.

They fired numerous firearms instead of ringing bells,
Thus they celebrated Khmelnytsky’s funeral.

While the Cossacks had Khmelnytsky alive among them,
They respected young Ievras Khmelnytsky as hetman.
But when Khmelnytsky was no longer alive and among them,
They no longer respected young Ievras Khmelnytsky as hetman.
“0O Ievras Khmelnytsky, young hetman,

You are not fit to be hetman over us Cossacks,

You are fit only to sweep out our Cossack kurins.”

(27A; 11, p. 203)
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AYMA ITPO KO3AIBKE XHUTTSA

He opmu Ko3ak caMm cobi IIKORY IIKOAHB,

ITTo Bim MoJsomoi KiHKM Y BiiCBKO XOIUB.

Horo xiHKa KJIAJIa-IPOKJIAHAJIA:

“Bopaii Te6Ge, K03a4e-cipoMaxo, MOOHIIO B YHCTOMY IIOJI
Tpu HemoJi:

ITepma Hemossa — mo6 mif ToGor0 KOOPHH KiHB HPHCTAB;
Jpyra Henojsa — 1100 TH KO3aKiB He JIOTHAaB;
Tpersa Hemoada — o6 Tebe KO3aKH He 3JIIO0OHIIH
I B kypinb we mycruiun!”

A ko3ak poGpe nbas,

Ha xinxy He morypas,

HKiuui Bipu He gifimae,

Komnegi 4acTeHLKO 3eJIeHOro cina migxiapnae,
JKopToro BiBca mimcumae,

X0JIOgHOI0 KPUHHUYHOIO BOAOIO KOHA HAIIYBaE,
¥V noxop Bucrynae,

I‘ocnom, HoMy maB,

ITo mip wHuMm poGpui KiHb He npnc'ran,

Bin kosakis jjoraHas;

ITIo itoro xo3aKku 3JIIOGHIIH,

Ho cebe B KypiHb mycTHIH,

IIle #i oTaMaHOM HACTAHOBHJIH.

Toxni Ko3ak y BilickKy mpoOyBae,

CBoOI0 HOBHHY K03aKaM OIIOBifac:

“CayxaiiTe, TaHOBE-MOJIONIL,

SIk-To xKiHOIBbKA KJIATH0A OYPHO HAe,

Tak, AK MHMO CyXe JlepeBO BiTep ryne;
JKiHoupki citb03u — AypHi, AK BOma Tede”.
JKinka B Kopumi musa Ta rysana

Ta momiBKM He 3HAJIA,

Mog ii xaTa K HeuucTiii MaTepi MyCTKOIO 3aBOHAJA.
CKOpoO cTaJia KO3aKa 3 IOXOMRY CIIOiBaTHCH,
Crajya 10 [OMIBKY NPHXOIIKATH,

CraJjia B mmeyi poO3TOIIIATH,

Craja TOH GOpII| KUCJIHIH,

OCKOMHCTHH, YOPT3HA-KOJIHIIHIHA

I3-mipx s1aBM BHUCTABIIATH,

CraJia mo medi IpHCTaBIIATH,

Ot TuM GopllleM XOTijia KO3aKa IIPHBITATH.
Cropo craB KO03aK 3 moxony npubyBaTH,

CTaB 0 HOBHX BODiT, OO JIaMaHHX, OODKAMKATH;
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DUMA ABOUT COSSACK LIFE

Many a Cossack did himself harm

By leaving his young wife behind and joining the army,

And his wife would curse him with curses.

“May you, o miserable Cossack, be plagued

By three misfortunes while in the open field—

May the first misfortune be that your fine horse fall dead beneath you,
May the second misfortune be that you do not catch up with the Cossacks,
And may the third misfortune be that the Cossacks do not like you
And do not let you join the kurin.”

But the Cossack took great care,

He did not heed his wife,

He did not believe his wife,

He gave a lot of green hay to his horse to eat,

He poured him yellow oats,

He gave him cold water from the well to drink,

And he set out for the campaign.

The Lord willed it

That his fine horse did not fall dead beneath him,

That he caught up with the Cossacks,

That the Cossacks liked him,

That they let him join the kurin,

And that they made him their otaman in addition.

The Cossack stayed in the army,

And told his story to the other Cossacks:

“Listen, my brave lords,

And see how a woman’s curse can have no effect—

Her curse is like a wind blowing through the branches of a dead tree.
A woman’s tears have no value, they are like water running.”

At this time the wife was drinking and making merry at the inn,

And did not visit her home,

Her home began to reek of emptiness.

But as soon as she began to expect the Cossack back from the campaign,
She began to return home,

She began to make fire in the oven,

She began to pull a pot of sour borshch

From under a bench,

This borshch was inedible, God knows how old,

She began to put it close to the fire,

For she wanted to welcome the Cossack with this borshch.

When the Cossack returned from the campaign,

He arrived at the new gate already broken down.
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Biu 3 KOHA He BCTaBae,

Kesrertom HoBi-j1aMaHi BOpoTa BifuHHSAE,
Kozanpkum rosocom ryxae.

Cropo cTasa K03a4Ka KO3aLbKHH T'0JIOC 33a4yBATH,
Ta BOHA He CTAJa HPOTHB HLOI'O NBEPMH BHXOIMKATH,
CraJjia, MOB CHBOIO I'OJTyOKOIO, B BIKHO BHMJIITATH.
Topi xo3ak gobpe nbae,

XopomeHBKO 1i KJIeIOM 10 TjleYax IIPHUBITaE,
Kapbauem nmo crnuni 3aTHHAE.

Toni xo3ayka y XaTy BGirasa,

Bymim HexoTa TOH GOpII MOJIHOM IITHPKHYJA,
Hy fioro k HeuwmcTifi maTepi!

Y miu obeprada,

Hoguii 60pii; YHOB BAPUTH 33 YHHAJIA ;

Ho ckpuHi Tarma,

He npocToro — njIgHOro HOJIOTHA TPHUAUATH JIOKTIB Y34,
Jlo mIMHKApKH TATJIA,

Tpu KBapTH He IIPOCTOI I'OPIJIKKA — OKOBUTH y3:JIa,
3 MenoM Ta IlepiieM po3orpisaJa,

OT TEM KO3aKa YacTyBaJjia Ta BiraJa.

OTo BHiIIIa KO3a4Ka Ha IPYTHH JEeHbL 33 BOPOTA,
Ak cupguTh KIHOK IIpeBeSIMKad poTa.

A ckazaHO: KIHKH, K COPOKH, —

OpHa Ha OfHY 3TJIANAJIH

Ta # K03a4YKY OCYIKaJIH,

Ta i1 ko334l He Ka3aJId.

OnHa Taku cTapymika He BTepIIija

I ko3auni ckasaJja:

“Teif, KO3aYKO, KO3a4YKO!

Jech TBifi KO3aK HepaHO 3 NOXOARY HPHGYBAB,
Io monin oumma moOpi rocTuHIl TOgaBaB’.

To ko3auka [obpe goaJa,

ITo-crofiomy KO3aKa IOKpHBAJA:

“Uy BH K TO, KIHOUKH-TOJIYOOUKH, HE 3HAETE,
IITo mift Ko3ak HepaHO 3 Moxony NpuOyBaB,
3acTaBUB MeHE B Il€Yi IIOTOIIUTH,

Beuepsaru Bapurtu.

A #a mima 1o gposa,

Ta He BTpammja II0 ApPOBAa,

A BTpammia mo JIy4uHY,

ITonmigGuBaJjia cobi 04i Ha KJIIOYHHY.

Po6uro 3% g TAKH Te PeMeCcTBO-CHHHUJIO,

Tak BoHO MeHI f00pe B3HAKHU HAJIOCH :
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He did not get off his horse,

He opened with his mace the new gate already broken down,

And he called out in his Cossack voice.

As soon as the Cossack wife heard the Cossack’s voice,

She did not merely walk out of the door to greet him,

But, like a gray dove, she flew out through the window.

Then the Cossack took great care,

He welcomed her nicely by hitting her on the shoulders with his mace,

He slashed her across the back with his whip.

The Cossack’s wife ran back into the house.

While putting wood on the fire, she knocked over the pot of borshch as if
by accident

So that there was not a drop of borshch left.

Then she went back to the oven and started cooking new borshch.

She went to the chest

And took out thirty ells of linen cloth, not the ordinary kind,

She went to the inn,

And bought three quarts of the finest horilka, not the cheap kind,

She heated it with honey and with black pepper,

And with this she welcomed and feasted her husband.

The next day the Cossack’s wife went out into the street,

And saw the company of women sitting there.

As the saying goes, women are like magpies—

They looked at each other,

And they gossiped about the Cossack’s wife,

But they did not tell her about it.

Finally one old woman could not keep still,

And said to the Cossack’s wife:

“Q you Cossack’s wife,

Your Cossack must have come home from the campaign late,

For he has brought you such blue circles for under your eyes as a present.”

The Cossack’s wife took great care,

She covered up for him in her own way:

“O women, my doves, do you not know

That my Cossack has come back late from the campaign?

He made me make a fire in the oven,

To fix his supper.

I went to fetch some firewood,

But I found my way not to where the wood was,

But in among the kindling,

And I ran into a pole.

Then I had to mix some bluing,

It was taking such a long time,
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fx a #foro mimiasia, TaK BOHO MeHi 3a oui B3aJyoca”.
A KO3aK CHAMTBL y KODPUMi Ta Mef-BHHO KpYiKae,
Kopumy coxpaJse:

“T'eff, KOPYMO, KOPUMO-KHATHHE !

Yom To B TOOI KO3aIBKOr0 foOpa OaraTo rume ?

I cama ecu HeOImATHO XOIHII

I nac, Ko3aK-HeTAT, Iix cory4al 6e3 CBHTOK BOIHIILL.
3HaTH, 3HATH KO3aIbKy XaTy,

Cxkpizp pmecary:

Bona €0JI0MOX0 He IIOKpHTA,

IIpucmoro He ocumaHa,

Komso gBopa mHeumcra-ma i Kouia,

Ha npositHi gpoB Hi mosiHa.

Cupure B Hill KO3albKa, KiHKa, OKOJIiia.

3HaTH, 3HATH KO3albKY JKiHKY,

ITTo Bcro 3uMy 60ca XORHTS,

T'opmixoM BOZY HOCHUTS,

ITosioruKOM pitm HamyBae!
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But I kept mixing it and mixing it until I got blue circles under my eyes.”
The Cossack sat in the inn drinking mead and wine,

Singing praise to the inn.

“O you inn, princess of an inn,

Why do so many Cossack riches vanish in you?

You are not dressed very well,

And we poor Cossacks who go around with you frequently do not own a coat.
Oh, it is easy to recognize a Cossack’s house,

Even among ten houses—

It is not thatched with straw,

It does not have a clay stoop around it,

There is not a single fence post beside it,

And there is not a stick of wood in the shed.

And in this house there sits a Cossack’s wife, all cold,

Oh, it is easy to tell a Cossack’s wife—

She walks around barefoot even in winter,

She has to carry water in a pot,

And to ladle it out for the children instead of soup.”

(28A; II, p. 212)
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AYMA ITPO BLI'i3J] KO3AKA

B Hepninro paHO-NOPaHEHBKO

He B0 BCi A3BOHH 3aJ13BOHEHO,

Ak v kpafiHOMY JOMY I'OBOPEHO,

Orenb i MATH CHHA CBOT'0 Yy YY3KY CTOPOHY BHIIPOBAIIKAE,
CrnoBaM# TTPOMORBJIAE :

“Inu TH, CHHY, B UY)KYI0 CTOPOHOHBKY M uy:xil Jrromu,
Yu me gy4yue tam T0bi 6yme ?”

TIpoMOBHTE CHH CJIOBAMH:

“He xoTiyoch MeHi, MaTH,

B uyxif cTopoHi mpoGysartH,

ITTo 6yxyTh MEHEe MPHUIIEJIHIEM HAZHBATH .

Ak craB Ko3ak i3 qBOpa i3xomkarw,

Crano Tpu cecTpuili pigHeHBKI HOr0 BHIIPOBAMIKATH.
Crapmaa cecTpa BHXOAMJIA,

Kous 3a moBogm xBaTaJjia,

Cepenysipmasd cecTpa BUXOOMIIA,

ITpomenia mpoxaJia,

Menina cecTpa BHXOAMIA,

Bpara xasni6HeHbKO mMUTAJIA :

“Bpate Milt Muiani,

SAx ronyGOHBKO cuBHi!

Kouu & T 6ymem no Hac B rocri npubysaTu ?

Binkinsa, Te6e 6paTe, BUIIIARATH,

Yu i3 4HCTOro mMOJId,

Yu on YopHOro mMopd,

Yu i3 cjaBHOTO JOAY — 3anoposxd ?”’

BpaTt T0€ 3auyBae,

CioBaMu IIPOMOBJISE

“CecTpHuile MOd pigHeHbKAA,

fx 303yJieHbKa CUBeHBKAA!

Toni a 6yny, cecTpo, o Bac B rocTi npubyBaTH,

Sk 6yme Ha 6isTOMy KaMeHi JKOBTHH IIiCOK CXOJKATH,
Byne cunim nsitTom mporsitaTn,

Xpemartum GapBiHKOM B 4OTHPH pAnu Ginmi kaMiHb ycTHiaTH,
Byne, cecrpo, B PoxkpecTBi uepBOHa KaJIMHA IIPOIBITATH,
Byne 06 Hogim roxi, 06 cearom Bacuuiiro aromu 3pomxaTH,
BynyTts, cectpo, o Ilerpi piknu 3amep3arty,

Toni a 6yny, cectpo, Ko Bac B rocri mpubGysaTn”.
Cecrpa TO€ 3a4yBas,

Jo 6paTa cJIOBAMH IIPOMOBJIAE:
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DUMA ABOUT A COSSACK SAYING FAREWELL TO HIS FAMILY

Early on a Sunday morning

Before all the bells had started to ring,

People were talking in the last house of the village,

It was a father and mother sending their son off to a foreign land,
And they spoke with words:

“Go, son, to a foreign land, among foreign people,

Maybe you will find better fortune there.”

The son spoke with words:

“I do not want, mother,

To live in a foreign land,

They will call me a stranger.”

As the Cossack began to leave the yard

His three sisters began to see him off.

The eldest sister came out

And held the horse by the reins.

The middle sister came out

And asked his forgiveness,

The youngest sister came out

And asked her brother mournfully:

“O my dear brother,

My gray dove,

When will you come back and pay us a visit?

From which direction will you come—

From the open field,

From the Black Sea,

Or from among the brave men—the Zaporozhian Cossacks?”
The brother heard this

And spoke with words:

“My own sister,

My gray cuckoo bird,

I will come back to pay you a visit,

When yellow sand sprouts on white rock,

When it blooms with blue flowers,

When it covers the white rock with four rows of periwinkles,
When the red holly tree blooms at Christmastime,

When, at New Year’s, on the eve of St. Basil, the holly bears berries,
When, on the feast of St. Peter, the rivers freeze up—
Then, sister, will I pay you a visit.”

The sister heard this,

And spoke to her brother with words:
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“Bpate Mid MuIui,

Ax rony6oHBKO cHBHIL!

fAxa A Ha ceiri craJga,

IITo a on crapux Jromell cero He YyBaJia,

ITTo y:xe xoBTOMY micKy Ha 6iIOMy KaMeHi He CXOMKaTH,
CuniM nBiTOM He mpousiTaTH,

XpemaTum 6apBiHKOM B YOTHUPH PARH He BCTHJIATH,
B Poxxpectri uepBoHilt KaynnHi He nponsiTaTH,
O6 Hogim ropi Arig He 3pomKaTH.

Tax T06i, 6paTe, [Oo Hac B rocTi He OyBaTH,
3HaTh Tebe, OpaTe, HAM B O4Yi He BHAATH,

Twu, O6pare, cero He rHiBHCH,

Hazapn 3aBepHHCH,

OTuesi coitomy i mami-mMaTHi B HO'H YKJIOHHCH,
Bynem TH, OpaTe, Ha UyKill cTopoHi mpo6yRaTH,
Bypne To6i, 6paTe, 'ocnogs momaraTu’.

Bo sk TpyaHO-HYRHO

TAXKKO Ta BaXKKO HEJOJYIOMY YOJIOBIiKY
IIpoTuB cuiy BasKKWH KaMiHb 3HATH,

Taxse TPyAHO Ha 4Uyxilt cTopoHI

Be3 popuHu cepreniHOi MOMHPATH.
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“My dear brother,

My gray dove,

As long as I have lived in this world,

I have never heard even the old people say

That yellow sand can sprout on white rock,

That it can bloom with blue flowers,

That it can cover the rock with four rows of periwinkles,
That, at Christmastime, red holly trees can bloom,
That berries can grow at New Year’s—

So you, brother, will never come back to pay us a visit,
This means, brother, that we will never see you again.
Do not be angry, brother,

Turn back,

Fall at our father’s and mother’s feet,

If you do so, brother, then while you live in the foreign land,
The Lord will help you...”

For, just as it is hard and difficult

For a weak man

To lift a heavy stone,

So it is just as difficult

To die in a foreign land without one’s family.

(29A; 11, p. 219)
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JAYMA TIPO IIOBEPHEHHA YJOBHYEHKA JO MATEPI
(IIOBOPOT CHHA 3 YYJKIHII)

B Hepino paHHBOIO 30per0 0 BOXKUX 1IepKOB 3aM3BOHEHO, —
Sk y HOBiM JiBOpi paHilI TOro rOBOPEHO,

Sk wysuil oTellb, BTOpHH, HA3BAHAMH, Yy)Ke MUTA KIISTHE-IPOKJINHAE,
Jouro floro KozalbKy MOJIONENBKY 3HEBAJKAE,

3a xJi6, 3a cinbk Hapikae, 3 GOMiBKY 3raHsde!

Horo martn crapa xkaJjocyiuBa 6yJa, CJIOBAMU IIPOMOBJIANA
“Of cuHy Mill, yIOBHYeHKY, 6e300NbHuH, Ge31acHmii !

He Besto 4 TO6i 30 BTOPHM OTIIEM JKUTH-IIPOKUBATH —
Hexaii He Gynie TeGe crapuil oTens, HE3BAHUH, KIIACTH-IPOKJIAHATH,
JloJ10 TBOIO KO3aUbKYIO 3HEBAKATH,

3a xJ1i0, 3a cijp HapikaTH, 3 MOMIBKH 3TaHATH;

A Bejro g T06i B 4yiKy CTOPOHY Of'TEmxaTH”.

To BiH 3 CBOEIO MaTip’to OIpOIIEHi€ IPHEMAE —

Y 4yxy CTOPOHY of 'ixmxKae

Ta y uy:xifl cCTOpOHi »KUBe-IIPOIKUBAE,

Hikoro nepen co6oro B Bidui BUOM He BHNA€, —

Hi orns, mi marepi, Hi poguHH KpeBHOI, cepredHoOi.

TinbKM Ma€ POAHMHY KPEBHY, CEPAEYHYy — KIHKY-IpYKHHY!
To BiH cJIOBAMH IIPOMOBJISE:

“JIpyKUHO KpeBHA, cepAeyHa !

Ha uy:xuni, Ha cBOIfl cTOPOHI — MaTH cTapad!

Yu meHi miTH, yu nmoixaTwH ii oxgeimaTu!”’

To ximka 3a4yBas,

CJioBaMH IIPOMOBJISE:

“Tu Te 3HaAEI, Te H Bigaem!”

To CKOpPO CTaB YIOBHYEHKO 3 ABOPA 3’TKIIKATH,

Ilin HUM KOHHMK CHITKHETLCS, —

To yOOBHYEHKO IIPOMOBUTEL CJIOBAMH, CIbO3aMH OOiJIIETHCA:
“He 3Halo, uu OyAy & CBOIO MAaTip JKHUBY 3acTaBaTH’.

To cKOpO CTaB YOBHYEHKO, YeTBEPTOl HEHiJIeHBKH,

Mo BTOpOro, Ha3BaHOI'O, OTI{ IPUOYBaTH, —

CraB BTOpPHI OTENb, HA3BAHUH, HA3YCTPiU HOT'0 BUXOIKATH
“O1sxe, TO, IAHOBE-MOJIOALI, AK ke I'ocnofgb 40JIOBiKOBI IIPHEIB,
ITTo 3 uyxoi CTOPOHH AaJieKoi IIpuOyBaB,

Ceoro MaTip crapyio Ipu cmepTi 3acrapaB!”

Cropo #oro MaTu crapad Ha Boskiii mocresi Bampina, —

Ha cBoe JiHIle XpHCTHUSHCBbKEE XpecT cobi mosokuia:

“Yoro x A OaxxkaJjia, Toro i giskmana'! —

Cuna cBOro npu cMmepTi B Biui mosugasa!'”
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DUMA ABOUT A STEPFATHER AND A WIDOW’S SON

On a Sunday, before the morning star had set, bells were ringing in the holy
churches,

But in a new homestead, people were talking even before that hour.

It was a stepfather, a widow’s second husband, cursing her son with curses,

Insulting his young Cossack fate,

Begrudging him bread and salt, chasing him out of the house!

His old mother took great pity upon him; she spoke with words:

“O my son, my fatherless, hapless, luckless son,

I advise you not to live with your second father.

May your old stepfather not curse you with curses,

May he not insult your Cossack fate,

May he not begrudge you bread and salt, and chase you out of the house.

I advise you to ride off into a foreign land.”

The son said farewell to his mother,

He rode off into a foreign land.

He lived there

And he did not see a familiar face before him,

Neither father nor mother, nor any blood relative.

His only relative was his wedded wife.

So he spoke with words:

“My wedded wife, my dear one,

Far away in my homeland is my old mother—

Should I walk or ride to go and see her?”

When his wife heard this,

She spoke with words:

“You know what is best!”

The widow’s son began to mount a horse,

He began to leave the yard.

His horse stumbled beneath him,

Then the widow’s son spoke with words, his face streaming with tears:

“I do not know if I will find my mother alive.”

On the fourth Sunday, the widow’s son

Came to his second father, his stepfather,

And his second father, his stepfather, went out to meet him:

“See, brave young lords, it was God’s message

That made this man return from a far distant land,

To find his old mother on her deathbed.”

As soon as the old woman saw her son from her death-bed,

She made the sign of the cross over her face:

“What I wanted, I have gotten—

Before dying, I have seen my son!” (304; II, p. 229)
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JAYMA ITPO COH

Y Hepiio CBATYIO CHUBCA-NIPHCHUBCA BIOBHYEHKY
Bap3o npeuyneH cor Ta mie Ay:Ke ¥ IpeqUBEH.

Ckopo BiH 3 €cBOro cHY po306ym:xae,

CBOro CHy KO3aILKOI'O HE Brajiae —

Marepi cTapifi cioBaMH IPOMOBJIAE:

“Martu Moa crapeHbKa'! TH JIIORAM Brafyel, MaJIuM QiTKaM ITOMaraecnl,
Bramai meni, maTH, ceil COH,

IITo BHAUTHCA: Ha OTHIBCLKOMY JBOpi, Ha MoeMy,
Tpu ropu xkam’aHii mponsirasnu, —

ITepsa ropa mpongiTajia KpacHUM I[BiTOM BMHOBasg .
“Keyae 3a TeOe My KHAA KOHA Ha CTOPOHY MaHAPYBATH, —
He 6ynmemnI T 3 Helo HIAKOro MPOMENIKAHIA MATH —
Hacts T06i INocmops gixparu Pizpgsa Xpuerosa
Anp6o Halimade cBiTsioro Bockpecenia, —

To BoHa OyJe KBapTHPKY OJCYBATH,

ITo puHKY morJiAnaTH, —

Yu He Hae My NEpBHH APYKHUHU IDyKaTH!”

“JIpyra ropa mpolBiTaJa 3eJeHUM IBiTOM BHHOBaA .
“XKemae 3a TeGe BOOBa Oarara, roppasd,

He Besro T06i, cuny, il 6patn —

He OGymemr Tm 3 Hero macTa i [0J MaTH, —

Hacte T006i IN'ocniogp Pizgea Xpucroea

Anp6o HaBinaue npecsiTsioro BockpeceHia mixpmarn —
BynyTte 0o Hel xyMu-noOpatumMu HalXKIKATH,

Byayre nuTtu Ta ryJigTH,

Bypem i y mopora CTOATH,

BynyTs Tebe HafiMuTOM HapikaTH,

BynyTs Tebe me # Ha cmix mipifimaTm!”

“Tpera ropa mporngitaJa Oimum uBiTOoM Kam'sHAHR.
“enae 3a Tebe cupora OesmacHa, Oe3pigHa, AiBYHHA MOJIONAA, —
Beutro a To6i, cuny, ii 6patn —

Bymem Tu 3 Hero mjacTa i JosTr0 MaTH.

Jle MyX 3 MKOHOIO JKMBe-IIPOJKHBAE,

Tam caruii MukoJlail Ha pajficTb yxomxkae”.
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DUMA ABOUT A DREAM

On a holy Sunday, a widow’s son

Had a very strange and very marvelous dream.

Soon he awoke from his dream,

But he could not interpret this Cossack dream.

So he spoke to his old mother with words:

“O my old mother, you tell people their fortunes and you help little children,

Interpret this dream for me, mother.

It seems that, in father’s yard by our house,

Three stone mountains had bloomed—

The first mountain, covered with grapevines, was blooming with red
blossoms.”

“A married woman wants to run off with you—

But you should not settle down with her.

The Lord will grant you a peaceful life until the holy Christmastime,

Or at the most, until the luminous feast of Easter.

Then she will open the window a little,

And will look out into the marketplace

To see if her first husband is looking for her.”

“The second mountain, covered with grapevines, was blooming with green
blossoms.”

“A widow, rich and haughty, is after you,

But I do not advise you, my son, to take her for your wife.

You will not find peace and happiness with her—

The Lord will grant you a peaceful life until the holy Christmastime,

Or, at the most, until the luminous feast of Easter—

Then her friends and relatives will come to visit her.

They will drink and make merry,

But you will stand by the door,

They will speak to you as if to a servant,

And will make fun of you in addition!”

“The third mountain, covered with stones, was blooming with white
blossoms.”

“A poor young orphan girl, without family and without fortune, wants to
marry you.

I advise you, my son, to take her for your wife.

You will find happiness with her.

When a man and a woman live together,

St. Nicholas comes and brings them happiness.”

(31A; II, p. 230)
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AYMA ITPO BAOBY I TPBOX CHHIB

Oit y cBATYIO HEJiJIEHbKY
Pano-mopaneHBKY

Oii He y 6Opy COCHa 3amyMina,
He cuBag 303yna Kysada,

He ppibna nramka imeberasa, —
To 6igHa ymoBa Y CBOEMY HOMi
3 CBOIMH JITHMH PO3MOBJIAJIA.
Bona x pyukamu-myuxkamu
Xib-cins ogpodisana,

Ja Bce cuHiB rogysaJa,

Ha y maiiMmu He ITycKaJia,

Ha noraay me maBaja

I Bce bora-Teopusa npoxaJa:
“IIomoxxku meni, Boxe,

CuniB noropysaTh,

Jlo posyMy momoBORuUTH,

I noma moctpoiry,

I ix noppyxuru!..”

To ckopo Gigxas ynoBa

Ix BO3pOCTHIA

I rpamoTn moyuuJa,

Jo po3ymy momoBopmia,

Jloma mocTpoiia

I ix mogpysxuia.

Cramu Ti cMHE yROBHYEHKH
JKuTn-npo:xuBaTH,

CraJsn BoHH y ceGe

Piznyio momery marTh,

Cranmu cobi MoJsionux KHATHHB 3apydaTH,
CraJjiu BOHH CBOIO MaTip,
HemacHy ymnoBuifio, 3 nonsip’a 3cuiaru:
“Of igm TH, igw,

Hama maTtu crapad,

IIpeu i3 Hamoro 6araToro KBOpPY,
Bo ™1 HaM HeBHOOHA,

Jina pobutu HecrocoOHA;

Ioni Tebe, Hama MaTH cTapad,
HITuTH-IOBAXKATH,

Croix KOH CTpaxaTH,

Masnux piTeln oGixaTH.

Inu Tu, Hama maTH cTapas,
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DUMA ABOUT A POOR WIDOW AND HER THREE SONS

On a holy Sunday,

Early in the morning,

It was not a pine tree soughing in the forest,
It was not a gray cuckoo cooing,

It was not a tiny bird singing—

It was a poor widow in her home
Speaking to her children.

With the tips of her fingers she would
Take bread and salt

And feed her sons with it,

For she did not want to let them work as servants,
Or to let them perish.

And she kept praying to the holy Lord:
“Help me, O God,

To rear my sons,

To teach them wisdom,

To build them houses,

And to find them wives.”

So the poor widow

Reared her sons to manhood

And schooled them in letters,

And taught them wisdom,

And built them houses,

And found them wives.

The widow’s sons

Started to live well,

They started to have

Great amounts of money.

They started to get engaged to young princesses.
And they started to chase their mother,
The poor widow, out of their yard.
“Oh, go away, go away,

0Old mother,

Go away from our fancy yard,

Because we do not want you.

You cannot do anything any more,

We cannot, old mother,

Honor and respect you any longer,
We cannot frighten our wives with you any longer,
Or insult our little children.

Go away, go away, old mother,
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Ilpeu i3 mHamoro 6araToro gBOpy —
Bynyrs mo mac

Tocri-nmanose HalmxmKaTH,

Byzyrs y nac ouro-rynsry,

Tyt T06i, HaIIa MaTH,

Cnoxkoro ne Gyne”.

ITe 6iguas BHOBa 3a4yBae,

Jpi6Hi csp03u nposnEBaE,

IITo moBuTsL ca0BaMH,

OGiseTsea TIpKUMH CIILO3aMH
“Ax To & Bac, CHHU, rOAyBaJa,

JAx kamine raomaga,

A renepa 4goro g of Bac cobi mosKmaIa —~—
IIo #itk Ha 4YyKe MOABIP’S NPOKHUBATH..,
51 6yny B mpyriét kimuaTi cupiry,
Bamux pitox roiamiTa”.

“Inu Tu, ign, Hama MaTH CTapad,
Ilpey iz mamoro Gararoro gBopy —
Bygyrts y Hac rocri HalixmxaTn

Y cnnix KanraHaXx,

Y KuTa€BHX ImMTaHIX,

A 1y Gymem DpOMIXKEO HAC XOIHUTH,
Paw’am tpycurn —

Hae, monogux 4esaguuiB, crpaMuth’.
Y cBaAryio HeHieHBKY
Pano-nmopaneHbKy

He yci To n3BOHM A3BOHATE,

A 1o Tii TpH GpaTn

CBoro mMaTycro, HEIACHY YAOBHIIIO,
3 nopgsip’s i3roHATE.

Hajficrapmuii 6par

Ilig pyui suBom:KaE,

Cepenyapmuii 6par

Y normiunio BUOUBAE,
Hafimenmmit Gpar

Bopirevra oxgunnses,

1i, 6igHy, KIIeHe-IPOKIHHAE:

“Inu, 6igHaa ymosa,

Ha, uy:;xe moppip’a mposxusaTh,

Bo tu mam sHeBnoGHA —

PoGuru pina mecmocobua,

One s T06i mIAX-gopora

lupoxa i gosra”.
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Go away from our fancy yard.

Rich guests

Will be coming to see us,

They will drink and make merry,
And then you, mother,

Will have no peace.”

The poor widow heard this

And shed fine tears.

Every time she said a word,

She covered her face with bitter tears:
“When I was feeding you, my sons,
It was like swallowing stones.

And this is what I get in return—
Exile to life in somebody else’s yard.

I will sit in another room

And look after your children.”

“Go away, go away, old mother,

Go away from our fancy yard.

Our guests will be coming,

Dressed in blue coats,

In trousers of Chinese silk,

You will walk among us,

And your shoulders will shake,

You will make us young men feel ashamed.”
On a holy Sunday,

Early in the morning,

It was not all the bells ringing

But those three brothers

Chasing their mother, a hapless widow,
Out of their yard.

The oldest brother

Was holding her under the arms,

The middle brother

Was hitting her on the back of the neck,
And the youngest brother

Opened the gate,

And cursed the poor soul with curses:
“Go, you poor widow,

To live in somebody else’s yard,
Because we do not want you.

You cannot do anything any longer.
Here is the road for you—

It is wide and it is long.”
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ITimra, 6igHa BHEOBa, nJaye,

Crexxeuknu He Oaue,

CroTuKaeThesd,

A cumuThr HAUMEHIMHE CHH

Kpait BikoHeuka, HacMixXaeThes:

“Oft muBiTHCA, XJIONIi, ITAHOBE-MOJIOIH,
Sk TO Hama mMaTH Ha crapicTh —

Yu BOHA HATHBAETLCH,

Yu yma JIHIIAETHCA,

IITo momip THHaAMH XHJIAETHLCA.
O03anyMaB cepenyabINuil CHH,

ITlo maTH HaIa Hi BUHA HE HANHBAJIACh,
Hi yma ne numaJsacs,

Hi nig TuHOM He BaJAJIaACH,

A BOHa Hac ropysaJjia

I coBepmeHHnX JIiT OXKHAAJIA,

JlymaJsa mpu CHMHAX [0 CTApPOCTi MOKHBATH;
Mu :x ii 3 cBOro momBip’sa 30THAJH

I mepen Borowm, i nepey nronbMu
CuisiTHeAa craJm.

Ilimuna 6iguas ymosa,

Ilmayge, crioTHKAETHLCA,

Ine mporu Hel uyKaA-dyIKaHHHA,
Mosogas uenaguHa,

ITutaeTnca:

“Yoro TH, 6ifHa BOBO, MIavem ?”’
“BispMH MeHe, 4y»Kad-4yKaHUHO,
Mosonaa uyenaguHo,

Ha cBoe mopsip’s mposxuBaTH,

Byny T006i cinn-xaty BHMiTaTH,

Byny masux miteft morsspmaru’.
Yy:kaA-4yKaHUHA, MOJIOJad YeJIIUHA,
Bopireuka opumHse,

Bigayro BIoBy nio cebe 3a3HWBaE:

“Imu TH, 6igHa BROBO, O MEHE IPOXKUBATH,
He Gynemn MeHi Hi ciHe#-xaTu BHMiTaTH,
Bynem TinpKHM MaJIux WIiTOK

Y xari gormamatu

I MeHi, MoJIOnif YeJIIMUHI,

TITopanox masaTH;

Byny Tebe 3a pifHYI0 HEHBKY NOYHTATH
I mo emeprTi rogyeaTH, i O KUTTA TOXYBATH,
Tinbpxu Oynem y MeHe IOBiK IMPOKHUBATH .
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The poor widow went away crying,

She did not see the path before her and stumbled.
The youngest son sat at a window

And he laughed:

“Look, boys, brave young lords,

What is the matter with our mother in her old age?

Is she drunk,

Or is she touched in the head,

That she is reeling along the fences?”’

The middle son remembered

That their mother had not drunk any wine,
And that she was not touched in the head,
And that she had not fallen under a fence,
But that she had reared them,

Had waited for their manhood,

Hoping to spend her old age with her sons.
And they had chased her out of their yard,
Had made fun of her

Before God and before other people.

The poor widow went away,

She cried and she stumbled,

She came across a stranger,

A young person who asked:

“Why do you cry, O poor widow?”’

“Take me, stranger,

O young man,

To live in your yard.

I will sweep your hall and your rooms,

I will look after your little children.”

The young man, the stranger,

Opened the gate,

Invited the poor widow in:

“Come to live in my house, O poor widow,
You will not have to sweep the hall and the rooms.
You will only

Look after my little children,

And will teach me, a young man,

To do the right thing.

I will treat you like my own mother,

I will feed you during your life and until your death,
If you will always stay with me.”
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Binuaa ynmopa y 4yKoOi-4y:KaHHHH,

Y mosonoi yenaauEA nposKkuBaJIa,
TpuHARIATE IO IPOXKUBAJIA,

Ha yorupHaguaruii rox

CraJim XypTOBHHH HACTYIATH,

CraJii BIOBHYEHKIB MOOHBATH :

ITTo mepBad XypTOBHHA — JIOMA, IIONAJINIIA,
Jpyraa XypToBHUHA — Yy IOJI i ¥ JKoMi MOpoHMINA,
Tperda XypTOBHHA — CKOTHHY IIOMOPHJIA

I Hivoro BOOBHYEHKAM HEe OCTAHOBHJIA.
Crajiu BIOBHYEHKH KHTH-IIOXKUBATH,
Higoro y cebe He crasnu marty,

Crasu ripKo IIPOMKHBATH.

Y cBaTyio HeAiNeHBKY,

Pano-nopaHeHbKy,

Tox He yci I3BOHH J3BOHATEH,

To npo yHOBUYEHKIB yce JIIONH I'OBOPATD.
INocri-maHOBe MUJIH-TYJISAIH,

3a ABip BHDXIKAJHN YIOBHUYEHKIB OCMisiIm:
“IITo Bxe, MaOyTh, B yOBHUYEHKIB
Xniba-coi He cTaJgo,

IITo BOHM GimHyI0 YAOBY

3 cBoro noasip’a 3ocnaiu’.

ITfo y cBATYIO HERiTEeHBKY
Pano-mopaHEHBKY

To He cu3ii opsiu 3aKJEKOTaJH,

fAx Tpu GpaTikM OF CHa ycCTaBaJIH,

Bini smana nmpomuBagiu,

Bosxux MOJIUTOB IIPOMOBJIAJIH,

IITo MOBNIATH CJIOBAMHM —

O6inmorbea ApiOHUMM CIIBO3aMH.

Crap crapmuil CHH

Bparam cBOIM IIPOMOBJIATH:

“Bparte Mill cepeqysbuiunii, 6pare HafiMeHmMuH,
Herapuo mu Bci yTprox izpobnin,

I1To Mu CBOXO HEHBKY, YIOBY CTAPEHBLKY,

I3 cBoro monRBip’A MPOrHAJIH.

Xonim Temepa nepen Borom, mepex Jo0gbMu
Tpix-cTpaM norepmiMo

I cBOIO HEHBKY, YIOBY CTapeHBKY,

Ha cBoe moasip’s Bo3pMiMO;

Bynemo npoxartu,

Yu me mepecraHe Hac [Nocroas
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The poor widow lived

At the strange young man’s house,

She lived there thirteen years.

In the fourteenth year

Storms began to gather,

They started to punish the widow’s sons.

The first storm burned down their houses.

The second storm brought havoc to their fields and homes,
The third storm starved their cattle

And did not leave a thing for the widow’s sons,
So the widow’s sons began to live

Without any possessions.

They began to suffer very hard times.

On a holy Sunday, early in the morning,

It was not all the bells ringing,

But people talking about the widow’s sons.

The rich guests drank and made merry,

But when they left the yard, they laughed at the widow’s sons:
“What is this?—it looks as if the widow’s sons
Do not have any bread and salt left

Since they have chased the poor widow

Out of their yard.”

On a holy Sunday,

Early in the morning,

It was not steel-grey eagles screaming

But the three brothers awaking from their sleep,
Washing their faces,

And saying the Lord’s Prayer.

Every time they said a word,

Their faces streamed with fine tears.

The elder brother began to speak

To his brothers:

“0O my middle brother and my youngest brother,
We did not act rightly, the three of us,

When we chased our mother, an old widow,
Out of our yard.

Let us go now and repent our sin

Before the Lord and before the people,

And take our mother, an old widow,

Back into our yard.

We will pray,

And maybe the Lord will stop
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XoTs MaJIo-HEMHOTO KapaTu?”’

Cropo manku y pykn 3abpasu

I Ha KOJIIHA yHaJIH,

CBOI0O HEHBKY, YIAOBY CTapEHBKY,

Ha cBoe nmopgip’a mpoxadm:

“Imm, HEHBKO, YIOOBO CTapad,

J1lo Hac mpo:xuBaTH,

Bynem miTeit moyuaTH,

A MOJIOfMX JKOH CIIMHSATH,

I Tebe 3a pinHYyI0O HEHBKY ITOYHUTATH,

Yu me nmepecrare Hac ['oenoxgs xapaTu ?”
Binnad BROBa Ha CNILO3M HE BRAPAJA,
CnoBaMHu mPOMOBJIAJIA:

“fk TO A Bac, CHHH, T'ORYBaJIA,

Ax xamiab roomaina!

A Temepa 4oro of BaC IOKAAJIL —

IITo Ha wy:xoMy monBip'i mpormBalo,

Ja Bxxe U OyRy Ha Uy:KOMY HOAEIp’T mpoxuBaTH.
ITpocits Bora i Beernmuroro Teopnd,
11106 mepecTaB Bac KapaTH,

A #a 6yny Ha uyxomy monBip'i mommpaTn”.
Bipgnaa ypoa Ha 4y:KOMY NOABIpT # moMepJia;
Ii cnasa, 1i mam’aTe

TafiHO He IIPOHAE;

A Tinekm ii cioasa,

i mam’saTe mpofimia

Mixngo MopaAMH, MiKAO 3e€MJISIMH,

Mixpo mpaBOCJIABHUMH XPHCTHSIHAMH.
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Punishing us, if only a little.”

As soon as they took their caps off their heads
And fell on their knees,

They asked their mother, the old widow,

To come back to their yard:

“Come, mother, you old widow,

Come to live with us.

We will teach our children,

And restrain our young wives,

We will treat you like our own mother.

Then maybe the Lord will stop punishing us.”
The poor widow did not heed their tears,
And she spoke with words:

“When I was feeding you, my sons,

It was like swallowing stones!

And now this is what I have received in return—
Life in somebody else’s yard.

Therefore I will go on living in somebody else’s yard.

Pray to the Lord, the Creator on high,
That he may stop punishing you,

For I will die in somebody else’s yard.”
The old widow died in somebody else’s yard,
But her fame and her memory

Will not pass unnoticed.

Her fame and her memory

Have spread

Across the seas and throughout the lands,
Among the orthodox Christians.

(32P; II, p. 255)
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JAYMA TIPO CECTPY TA BPATA

O#f y cBaTy Hepmiiio

To He cuBa 303yJd 3aKyBaJia,

Hi pgpo6uasa nramka B cagy ileberasa, —
Sk cectpa ;o Opara

3 4yXKOoi CTOpOHH

Y panekii ropogu

Jluctn nmcaJa,

IToks0H mocunana,

BpaTika pigHeHbKOrO,

Tlosry60oBBKa CHBEHBKOTO,

¥ rocti mpoxadJa:

“BpaTiky pinHeHLKHH,

TosnyGOHBKY CHBEHBKHI !

ITpubyns po MeHe,

Oxsinai MeHe,

Bezpoarenyto,

W 6e3popuyro,

W 6esnyieMeHHYIO,

Ha uyysxih gyxuHi

ITpu HemracHiE MOl XypTOBHHI.

O 4¥ 5 JKHUBY, YU S MPOKUBAIO,

S ma wykii ay:RuHI

Binsmiee roproBaHHA €00l IpHHIMAalo.
ITTo s Ha 4y:kill wy:KKHi 3aBROBiJAa,
3 MaJIeHbKHMH JiTKaMH OCHPOTiJa.

I sk To, GpaTiKy, TAXKKO Ta BAXKKO
BesgoJsHil, Ge3pogHil,
Besnnemennii

Ha uyxift ay»xuni
JKutu-nmpoxkuBaTH,

To Tak TO, OpaTiKy, TAXKKO Ta BayXKKO,
He mo cuJii 4oJ0BiKOBi

I3 cupoi zemui

Baxkuil KaMinp miggaTn”.

“CecTpo M0dA pigHEHBKA,
T'os1y00HBEKO CHBEHBKA!

Papx 6u a mo Tebe y rocri mpubysaTH,
Ta He 3HalO, Ae Tebe MIYKATH BXKe H MaTH.
Of 1110 TH KMBeI 33, BUCOKHMH JIiCAMH,
3a GucTpuMHu pikamwu,

3a BeJIUKHMH Topojamu”.
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DUMA ABOUT A BROTHER AND SISTER

On a holy Sunday,

It was not a grey cuckoo cooing,

And it was not a tiny bird singing in the orchard,
But it was a sister

From a distant foreign land

Writing letters to her brother

In distant cities.

She was sending her greetings,

She was asking her own brother,

A grey dove,

To pay her a visit:

“0O my brother,

O grey dove,

Come to me,

Pay me a visit,

Me, the hapless one,

Me, the one without kith,

Me, the one without kin,

In a distant foreign land,

In the midst of a terrible storm.

Oh, whether I live or just make time pass,

In this distant foreign land,

All T bring myself is sorrow.

I have become a widow in this distant foreign land,
I have become just as much an orphan as my little children,
And it is so difficult, so hard, O my brother,
For a hapless woman,

A woman without kith or kin,

To live

In a distant foreign land.

And it is as hard and difficult, O my brother,
As it is for a man

To lift a heavy stone

Off the cold earth.”

“O my sister,

O grey dove,

I would like to come and visit you,

But I do not even know where to look for you.
You live beyond the tall forests,

Beyond swift-flowing rivers,

Beyond great cities.”
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“JTobpe, OpaTiky, y4uHH,

Yepes3 BHCOKII Jtick

SlcHUM COKOJIOM HEpEesIVHH,

Yepes Oucrpii pixkm

Binum s1e6eJ0HBKOM IT€PEIIHBH,

Yepes Besukii ropoga

CuBHM TOJIyOOHBEKOM IIEPEJIETH,

Mor mMoe cepliie Tyry po3Baskae.

I ak To, GpaTiKy, TAMKKO Ta BaXKKO

Ha cearuil neHr Ha BeJHKIeHL

Anp6Go Ha KOTOpUIl MPAa3HUK POKOBUH MOJIeOHMIA,
ITTo sromu @O IEepKBH HAYTH,

Sk Omskosm TygyTh,

A 3 nepkBHu HAYTH, K MaK IIPOIBITAE;
ITosia 3 mMoOJIOI0 YepKAETHCA,

Bpar 3 cecTporo He IIPOIAETHCH,

Oifi nyede 3 MjeYeM TOPKAE,

OpuH ONHOTO 3 IMPA3HHKOM IO3OpPOBJISE;
Ilneye 3 myeyeM TOPKAE,

Onun opgHOrO Ha XJi6 Ha cinb, HA GeHKeT 3a3HUBAaE, —
51 s croro, nmpebigHa CHPOTHHA,

Ot HiXTO MeHe He IIPHUBITAE...

Asr60 1o oruesi, 1i6o o Marepi,

Haue BOHO M€He B)Ke i He 3HAE.

Tu x i cam, Opare, fo6pe 3HaemMI,

Sk y Hamoro orid, Ji6o y martepi,

Byso njo nute asxbbo 3'ictH —

I Toxi Hi cBiT Hi TEMa

B xary Berymadu,

Kymamu, cBaramm,

Pigaumu GpaTaMu HA3HWBAJIH.

Sk mpumubiaa Xyja, HelllacJauBa XyPTOBHHA,
Binpekmacsa 1 ycsa HazBaHAd PORUHA,

I Toxi Hema Hi KyMma, Hi mo6Gparuma,
HixoMy B xXaTy BCTynuTH,

Jo6puM 3H0pOB’sIM HaBicTHTH,

Hi 3 xum craTy,

3a 3g0poR’d icuraTH.

Tineku migy g KO CBATOI LIEPKBH,

o Boxoro gomy,

Bory nomoutiocs,

Ha cBarocti nogusirocs,

He pa3, He gBa ApOOHEMH CIBO3aMM OOIiJIJIIOCH.
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“Do this good deed, O my brother,

Fly over the tall forests,

Like a bright falcon.

Swim across the swift-flowing rivers,

Like a white swan.

Fly over the great cities,

Like a grey dove.

Chase the sorrow out of my heart.

And it is so hard, O my brother, so difficult,
When, on the holy day of Easter,

Or some other church feast,

People go to the church

Humming like bees,

And, walking out of the church, they look like poppies blooming,
And one coat skirt caresses another coat skirt,
And a brother does not say goodbye to his sister,
And a shoulder touches another shoulder,

And they invite each other to share bread and salt and go to a banquet,
And I, a poor orphan, stand alone,

And nobody greets me,

Neither on my father’s nor on my mother’s side,
As if no one knew me.

You yourself, my brother, know well

That at our father’s and mother’s home
There was plenty to eat and drink.

Then neither light nor darkness

Entered the house,

They did not call us their friends,

Their brothers and sisters.

When this cold terrible storm blew in,

Even my husband’s family left me.

And now I have no friends, no relatives,

No one comes to my house

To ask if I am in good health,

I have no one to chat with,

No one to ask about his health,

ANl T can do is go to the holy church,

To our Lord’s home,

And pray to the Lord,

To look at the holy things,

Covering my face with fine tears many a time.

217



OTosx y MeHe pigHuil oTeldb 1 MaTycs.
IITo Buiizy g 3 IepKBH,

I'many — Bropy BHCOKO,

I B 3emi0 — rauboKo,

I B 4y:Ky CTOpPOHYy —

JIo popuHH Bxe H JaJIeKo”.

Hat ke, Boxe, MHDPY IIapCEKOMY,
Hapony XpuCTHAHCBKOMY

Op croromui BciM Ha 37paBid,

Ha mHorasa Jira,

Mnorasa Jira.
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My tears are now my father and mother.
When I leave the church,

I look up and the heavens are very far above,
I look down and the earth is very deep.

I look toward my family—

And they are very far away from the foreign land.”
Give, O Lord, to the Tsar’s men,

To the Christian people,

From this day on good health

And long,

Long life.

(334; 11, p. 287)
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