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Moim Mamepi ma Bambkosi, ycim pigHmnm — 6Ansbkum i ganekum, i mmm,
Xmo Topyy, i cnounanm y Bosi... Yeim, xmo kpisb poku iwos cmexkamu uporo
CBIMMY, He CTIMHAIOUNCD, abn a CbOTOAHL MIT MUAYBAMUCA XUMMAM. YCiM, XITO

AOTIOMATAE MEHL TIPOTAMM Mill BAACHUM WAAX...

Tomy Mom and Dad, to all Relatives — close and distant, and to those who
are near, and to fallen asleep in the Lord... To those who have been going along the
paths of this world through the years without stopping so 1 will be able to admire
the Life of today. To everyone who helps me go my own way ...



it 36ipui AOBeAOCS TIpoAexamu AeKiAbka POKIB Y MuuL Moix

BaraHb Ma Tiepecmopor. MKumms TIAKMAAAO U0Ch HOBe i
HeouiKyBaHe Wopazy, AK 3ABAAAOC GaKaHHA TIOAMITIACA Heto 3 (HWMMML.
] MMM camuM 3MyLLLYBAAO 3AMMCAMITIACA: & WL He BApMo Tlepenucamn 60-
pait paaox? Ta aropom Butyxaan Gypiy MOpi poAMHHOTO XUMIMLA, 3apocmana
KOpO10 3paHeHa Y HEBUAIKOBHUX BIMpamax Aylua, yNnoBiAbHIOBAAO CBI 11a-
ACHWIA CTILYKITM. ceplie, PO3MPUBOXEHE TIOAIMUYHUMI Bimpamu... Hapewmi,
CMOAUM Ha TMOMY X PO3AOPDKOKE BaraHb Ma MEPecmopor, Myuty 3pooummn
Kpok ynepea. He 6yay mpuxoBysamm — ui MoemuuHi pospymMu 3aBAAKM
Yacosi cmaan iHwmmn. Hi, Bon He 3MmiHnancsa amicmosHo. OcmaHHi AHi
MOTO Ta 1, HaTleBHe, BALLOTO TIOBCAKACHHS 3aTIAAN B OAUH BIHOK MMM i
CMepTb, BiftHy i MU [ 3po6UAI MOT MOETIMHI POSMUCAN pearbHILMMIL, luie
30060AeHHINMI — TIPUHATIMHL, AN MEHe camoTo.

f'l'%is collection had to lie for several years in silence of my doubts
and warnings. The [ife tossed something new and unexpected
whenever 1 had the desire to share it with others. And thus it forced me
to be lost in thoughts: should 1 vewrite even the line? And then the storms
at sea of family [fe abated; the soul, wounded in incurable losses, was
overgrowing with the bark; and the heart, pertw’oed by the po[iﬁcal winds,
was slowing its frantic thumping... Finally, standing at the same crossroads
of hesitation and precautions 1 must take a step forward. Twon't hide — these
poetic Veﬂecﬁons have changed due to the time. No, they have not changed
substanﬁa”y. The last days of my and probab[y your being twined in a
single wreath life and death, war and peace, and made my poetic thoughts

plausible and even more topical — at least for me.



Tos i GyAbme pockoHaaumm sk pockoHaanit Omeub Baw Hebecrmit. Be ye therefore perfect, even as your Father which is in heaven is perfect.

Mamsis 5:48 Matthew 5:48
P — By B, Y10 6ner Goxecri You're Dazhboh’s grandchildren, pets of divine,
L6 . and gods almost hold Vight hands on your wooden
i 6OTM MaA0 He AeCHULL MpPUMAIOMb Ha pasax
_— ploughs.

The Book of Vel
Beaecosa kHnra e boo Of eles



POAOBIATIOBIAHICTb XKUTTA

THE KIN-ACCORDANCE OF LIFE



Mn uioaHs MpuLBUALLYEMO TeMTL BAACHOTO Xumms. Mu  cmaemo
3aKoXaHLy et WaAeHUI ATTL, UACTTLO He TAAbMYIOUM HA UePTOBOMY TLOBOPOTTLL.
Y HecamoBIUMIi 3MiHi TLOAT Ma iMeH, 06A1H ma Tet3axiB 3piaka pooumo 3y-
TIMHKY { TIocMixaemocs. | He Mae 3HaUEeHHsL, KOMY TIOCMIXaeMOCA: 3MOPEHOMY
cobi Y A3€pKaAi, 3aKAOTLOMAHNUM PIAHUM, TLOBECEALAOMY UYLEHAML y 3eAeHiit
MpaBi Un 3AUBOBAHNM HaLLOW WMpicTio Tiepexoknum. Aas uiel mocmitkm
MW 4acImo 3aHaATMo TepenoBHeri pinocodiero «xor0aHOTO PosyMy», iparma-
MU3MY Ta KOPUCTILL.

«Oxonoan» posymom i cepuem mu pasHo. llle y wacu lcaka Huro-
TMOHA AIOAW CUABHIlLE TIEPEKOHAAUCA, UL0 3AATTHI KOHMPOAIOBAMU CBIM
npupopn. Lle smanHa cmaao Ham crokycoto. Bowo mouano uie wBupuLe
PpyAHyBamMN 3paBHEHI KAHOHW CTLBXUMIMSL AAMHU 71 cBimy. 3 pokammn
«3aKOXaHICTIb» Y BAACHY CUAY AMLle 3POCTaAa | PO3BA3yBaA HAM PYKI AASL
«BEAUUHMX CTipaB». Mu noBepmaan Hasycmim piku, 3amonAoBaAn 1o BiHua
AOAMHM, 3PIBHIOBAAN 3 3eMACI0 TOPU Ta «po3BiHuyBaan» bora Ha 3emHiit
op6imi. Ta y MpomixkKy MK yciMa UMW TiepeMoramu MpanAsancs. peu,
BiA IKMX BSHYAM yCi AABPOBI BIHKM Ha TOAOBAX «TLePeMOXLYB HaA CBIMOM».
HesbaaranHi xsuai cimox MOPIB & HEBIABOPOTIIHI 3eMAETIPYCU BUMUPAAN
3 ANLA 3eMAL 3AMOXKHI MiCTTa; He3po3yMIAL enigeMil sMimaan, HeHate Kpnx-
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very day we speed up the pace of our lives. We become passionate
Ein this frenetic rate, oﬁen without slowing down at the next turn.
We stop and smile very occasiona“y in ﬁranﬁcaﬂy changing of events and
names, of faces and landscapes. And it doesn’t matter whom we smile to:
to the tived ourselves in the mirror, to the solicitous relatives, to thejoxfu[
puppy in the green grass or to the passers-by surprised by our sincerity.
We're often too overfull with the philosophy of the “cold reason”, pragmatism
and se[f-inteves’c for this smile.
We “cooled” our minds and hearts long ago. Already at the time of
Isaac Newton people became even more convinced in their ability to control
the natural world. This know[edge turned into our temptation. It started to
destroy the deep-rooted canons of coexistence of man and the world even
faster. Over the years, the “love” to our own strength was only growing and
was untying our hands for the “grand affairs”. We were turning the rivers
backwards; we were flooding up the valleys to their top; we were leveling
mountains with the ground and were “uncrowning” God on our Earth’s
orbit. And in between all these victories the ’ch'mgs that faded all laurel
wreaths on the heads of “winners over the world” came across. Inexorable

waves of the seven seas and inevitable earthquakes wiped wealthy cities from



T 3 BEAUUE3HOTO CTMOAA icmopii, mucaui aAtoacbkux xummis. Assoru Hop-
HO6MAL Ta ToTtiA XipociMun HarapyBaan «Uapesi PUPOAN», U0 yci KOPOAL
JPAHO UM TU3HO, AOBPOBIABHO UM TIO3A BAACHOI0 BOAETO, TA 3ABEPLLYBAAI CBOE
TpaBAiHHS. CAMHe, 10 3aAMILAAOCS THCASL KOXKHOTO HAWIOTO MAAHHA — Ue
CBIIM HABKOAO HAC — 3paHEeHWit, SMIHEHW, aAe TOMOBUIL MPUMAMN y CBOII
TMeNAI Nasyci HOBUX | HOBUX AtoAei

Tax »1Bemo i 3apas, HaBIMb He MUCATUI 0BWMpaMU TAaHEeMM, &
Ppo3AMBAStoumnCh Anule Beecsim BaacHoro xumms. HYomych anle mnicas Be-
Aanknx Gig i Hewacmb Mu TLO-HOBOMY, HaUe AUMM, BUMMOCA TLOMIMATIN TTie, AK
3aCHDKEHWI CBITM, HeHae BiA TlIoMaxy UapiBHOL TAAUKMN, TIPOKMAAETLCA BiA
AomopKy bGepesteBoro corus. Yomych MiAbKM TCAS TiPKIX yMpaim Ham cmae
TMaxk TMemnAo BiA MOTo, 10 mmpo1<o6o1<i TIOAS, HAAMBUIUCD TNEMAOM BIA Tapsl-
WAX TIOL{AYHKIB UepBHL, 6'10TMbCsL CBOIMM KOWMOBHUMM XBUAAMM Y GAaKINTD
BUAHOKpato. Homych came TicAs MPUBOT [ posnady TIOUMHAEMO LiHyBamm
Ty MUTb, KOAW 3MOPEHL Tal 6es KPATAMHM CKYNOCTIL TIPOULATOTMbCA 3L CBOEKD
BUPI3bOAEHOT0 TLOZ0AOTTLON T KOAUCKOBY AMCTONAAOBUX AOLLB.

1 miabkn BmMpammBwM Bipy, o6naAnBwmch 06 BOTOMb 3pagn ma
6&17my>i<ocmi, MM BIAKMAAEMO YCE «HAYKOBE» TMa «PaL|iOHAAbHE» [ TIOUNHAEMO
numamu cebe: «3BiAKM y Ux TaiB maka cuabHa Bipa y e, 110 TicAs 3UMOBO-
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the face of the Earth; unexplained epidemics swept thousands of lives like
crumbs ﬁrom the huge table of the his’cory. Bells of Chemoby[ and the ashes
of Hiroshima reminded “the king of nature” that all rulers, sooner or later,
voluntarily or out of their own will, but completed their rule. The only thing
that remained after each our fa” — was the world around us — wounded,
modiﬁed, but Veady to keep new and new peop[e in its warm bosom.

Sowe are living now, not even thinking with the expanse of the planet,
but on[y [ooking at the universe of our own [ife. For some reason, on[y aﬁer
great troubles and misfortunes, we learn to notice in a new way, as children,
how the snowed up word, as f by magic wound’s wave, awakens from the
touch of the March sun. For some reason, on[y aﬁer bitter losses we fee[ S0
warm ﬁrom the fact that wide-sided ﬁe[ds, having V'qoened with heat ﬁom
hot kisses of June, are beating with their precious waves in the blue skyline.
Somehow it is only aﬁer the alarm and despa'uf that we begin to appreciate
the moment when the weary woods without a partic[e of avarice say goooone
to its graven gold to the lullaby of November rains.

And on[y when the fai’ch is lost, when we are burnt with the ﬂame of
’oetraya[ and indiﬁévence, we reject all “scienﬁﬁc” and “rational” and start

asking ourselves, “From where do these woods get such strong faith in the



TO CHy BOHM 3HOBY 3amaiiopsimb Hebecam seneHaBum riaaam? Lo xusums i
3 POKY B pik, 3i cmoAimmsa B cmoaimma?»

Ls, axuio xoueme, Bipa y BiuHicTL cmBepaXyembes xHboto TTPU-
POAHICTIO: opBirHmm nepebysartram npu Pogj, y Bumokax, y HeBipemHomy
3BI3KY BCbOTO CYMHbBOTO 3 ycim itoro omouytounm. Lle epnna rapmois
CBITI, fIKA TMPUMAE HAC YCIX Y EAUHOMY 3BYHAHHL. Ta, 3paembes, B ocmaHHi
ACCATUALTUTIA. HAWLL KAMEPTIOHW TelMb He AOBAATDL CTLAbHOL Bucomu. Aast
OAHIX Ul «BLAMIHHICTIL 3BYKY €AHOCTL» Tlepepocmae y KoHPAIKIL 3 omo-
UYIOUMMI Y TIOMOKOBL WOACHHMX 00pa3 Uepe3 HEmopo3yMiHHs. IHumm
CTMae PoKAMM «XOAOAHOL BiltHI» MK PiAHMMM 7T GanabKkMu. Aas mpemix
BUPOCTIAE Y CTIPABXKHE KPOBOTIPOAUTITHE TUPOTIACTIOAHHSL.

YoMy MM cmaant TAyXUMM A0 L4bOTO «A3BOHY eaHocTli»? Horo max 6a-
ramo XNOHNX WASXIB PO3CIMEANAA Tlepes HAMU AOAS, & MU 1Uie 71 YreBHeHO
naemo Humn? Ha naaHemi HaBimb HaMyApIWUI He HA3Be EAUHOL Memu
A Beix. Mu 3aBasemocs y cBim, abn TPONMNCH Y HIM CBOIM BAACHUM ASL-
xom. CriabHa  y Hac Miabkit Gopma mMoro, Ak MU BILAIOEMO XUTTEBY
mermy. Hac eatae mBopenta cimy B Ato60Bi. Anmuna, krura, Aim, possaru,
TAMYpPKIL npoc[)eciﬁm/tx BeX — YCe Ue TMBOPHICIb, BCE Ue Mpis, BIlliAeHa B
sxummsa. KoxHa pitt i3 uboro nepeaiy € npossom \1060Bi: A1060Bi 40 -
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fact that after winter sleep they will flap the heaven again with their greeny
branches? What feeds it from year to year, ﬁfom century to century?”

This, gf you wish, beﬁef in the eternity is aﬂ[vmed loy their Nature,
eternal stay in the origins, in the integral connection of all relativity of being
with all others. This is a unique harmony of the world that keeps usall ina
sing[e sound. And, it seems, in recent decades our tuning forks do not catch
a common height. For some of us this “difference of sound unity” results in
the flow of daily abuse. For another it turns in the years of “cold war” between
fami[y and ﬁ'iends. For others it grows in a real b[oody conﬁontation.

Why have we become deaf to this “bell of unity”? Why has the fate
spread so many fa[se paths before us, and we are conﬁdenﬂy going a[ong
them? Even the wisest on the planet won't name the common goal for all. We
emerge into the world to walk our own way in it. The mutual one is only the
form of how we imp[emen’c our [ife goa[. We're united by the creation of the
world in Love. The ’oaloy, the book, the house, entertainment and foundaﬁons
of professional towers — each of those is a creative work, each one is a dream
brought to [ife. Everything on this list is a manifestaﬁon of Love: love fov [ife,
love to the Word, to ’oeauty, to ourselves, to the peop[e or to the nature. And
any love is possible only when there is at least some connection between us



M, A CAOBa, AO KpacH, Ao cebe, Ao Atopeil umn a0 ipupoan. A Gyab-axa Ato-
60B MOXAMBA AMLLe TOAL, KOAI iCHye Xoua 6 AKMiich 3BA30K MK Hamu 1
o6exmom 3akoxaHocmi, abu TiepeAaBAMN 1 OTMPUMYBATIIN ([ HAB3AEM.
Koancb yci mu Buitwan 3 opHoro sepHa. 13 mux uacis mu Bei 06egHari
Hespummm AaruoxkoM. CrokoHBiKy et 3830k cam o cobi Aaa Hac
6yB cBAwweHHMM 0beperom, wo cmpumyBas y pisHosasi Beecsim. Octosa
CTUBXMIMIMA 30 CBIMOM TioAsTaAa B waHyBaHHI Poay. Bumokom uiel wann
Popy Gyno MiHyae, cama x BoHa Gyaa obepHera B paneke mandymms. Y Him
Halll POAOCAABHUIL Kpail 3 PACUBUX TIOKOAIHD UepTaB HATMXHEHHS 1 ChAY.
Y popoLIaHYBAHHI LiAWIA CBIM CMAaBaB MBOIM — (3 UyXOTO Ma HIUMIAHOTO
TlepemBOpIoBABCL HA PIAHMIL Ta BAACHWIL. A 110 yXKe CMaAo MBoiM — e
uiHyew i naekaew Hag yee. Lle He peairis, He micmuka, He TIOAIMIUUHUI ipean.
Lle i e moit cniiabHWIA KaMEPTNOH, Tie TIPABUAO, SIKe TLO CyMi CMaBAA0 KaHBO,
Ha sKiit ranmyBaanca robeaern icmopii. Cpo6yitme noropmamu cmopiHkm

CBOEL BAACHOL POAOBIATIOBLAHOCTILE He KBATASUMC, 60 B Hel Hemae Hacy.

e~

and the object of our amorousness to transmit and receive it in return.
Once we all came from a sing[e grain. Since that time we all have
been united by the invisible chain. For centuries, this relationship itself was a
sacred talisman for us that restrained the universe in equilibrium. The basis
of coexistence with the world was in the reverence of the Kin. The origins
of this reverence were in past, and this reverence itself was turned into a
distant future. Our kin-praising land drew inspiration and strength in it
from the immemorial generations. The whole world became yours in the
Kin-reverence — ﬁom a strange and nobody’s it twrned into a native and
own. And what has already become yours — that one you appreciate and
cherish above all. 1t's not a Ve[igion, not a mystic and not a po[iﬁca[ ideal.
This is a common tuning fork, the rule that essenﬁa”y became a canvas on
which the tapestry of history was embroidered. Try to look through the pages

of your own Kin-accordance s[ow[y, because it has no time.



Sl cxazas: B1t 6oru, i curn Beenuitboro Bu. 1 have said, Ye are gods; and all of you are children of the most High.
Tecaamuyp 82:6 Psalm 82:6



APEBO POAY

FAMILY TREE



BUTOKN POAOWAHYBAHHA

N BCL TIOUMHAEMO TLZHABAMN POAOBIATIOBIAHICTIL XWUMMA 3

anoro. Tak, came 3 MaAoTO: 3 MaAOTO BiKy, KOAW TABKU-HO

TMemnAL py4eHama NOMATANCS. A0 COHAUHOTO CBIMAA y Heo3opiit baakumi; 3

MaAOTO CBITMY, U0 CKAETLHHAM PIAHOTO CBOAOKY 3IM1LOBCS HaA KOAMUCKOK i

uepes SKUTACh Uac yMUTIb BUOYXHYB Geamexokam Kocmocy y 30paHiit Buumi

3a 0AMbKIBCHKMM TIOPOTOM; (3 MAAOTO TLOMYIMUMIS, W0 3aKOAOCUAOCS Y Cepu,

KOAIL Yrepliie PiAHMI TOAOC 3AULETOMIB TIPOTAXHO-MMAO: «S| Atobato mebe,
AUITIATIKO MOE...»

Haw pia — pig mux, xmo 3apas 3pamer npounmamn ui psaaku es
Tepekaapaua, xmo xuse Mix CaHom ma AoHOM, — TloUaB KBIMHYmM Ha
3eMASLX, 140 HUHI 3BYMbCsL YKPalHOtW, y TipapaBHi uacu. | nomopxay namams
PO Le CMepexyMb Kapnamcbki CMexku, 3arybaeHi TOMDK cMepeKoBUX
XOPOBOA(B, | MABPINCHKL KypraHu, 3aKoAMXaHI MAKUMN KoBuAamMu. Kyabmy-
pa HalOTO POAY, HUHI 3aTiAeNeHa Y Bi3epyHKM BULIMBAHOK TNa 3aK0A0BaHA
Y TICbMeHa UapiBHWX UcaHOK, GyAa HapogkeHa Oe3AIMHIO erox, 10 KOAICh
nounHaamnca it raciyan 06abiu Ainpa.

Hawirt poposiit nam'ami poBeaocst mportmu GypemHmit wasx, sxmit
TLeperopoAKyBaAL, HibW 3acikamu, UY>KUHCBKL BIAHM, TIPOARKHL TaMaHUL
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THE ORIGINS OF KIN-REVERENCE

We all start understanding Kin-accordance of our lives from the
small. Yes, exacﬂy ﬁrom the small: from the small age when
warm little hands havejust stretched to the sun[ight in the vast azure; ﬁrom
the small world, that convevged above the cradle in a native vaulted beam
and aﬁer some time sudden[y exp[oded with the vastness of the cosmos in
the stellar height behind parents’ threshold; from a small feeling that spiked
up in the heart when the native voice whispered k'mdly and draw[y for the
first time, “1 love you, my baby...”

Our kin — the kin of those who is able to read these lines without an
interpreter, who lives between the San and the Don rivers — ’oegan to blossom
in the lands now called Ukraine, in ancient times. And the wizened memory
of this fact is pveserved loy the Carpathian trails, lost among round dances
of silver firs, and Tauric mounds lulled by the soft feather grass. The culture
of our kin, now braided in patterns of embroidered shirts and encoded in
writings of magica[ Easter eggs, was born ’oy many epochs, once begun and
declined on the both sides of the Dnieper.

Our ancestral memory had to go through tempestuous path that
was blocked, as with tree entang[emen’cs, by alien wars, cowupted wallets
of intrigants, and by the ashes of Veligions and languages. In the wh'u*[poo[
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[HMpPUTAHIB, TIOTleANLIA Bip A MOB. Y KOAOBOPOTAX 3MiH A0 BAAAM UACTILO
TIPUXOAMAN UYXKUHLLL, SIKi AACO TIOUMHAAN TIEPEKPOIOBAITIN Halll CBIMOTAAA,
Ta, K He AUBHO, 3TOAOM i cami BOHWU — BUHMLULyBaUi 1 Kapameai — Tpury-
6A10BAAIL MyAPOCTILE TN CMAM HAWLOTO WaHYBaHHs poay. | Hacmo cmasaan
JPEBHUMM XPAHWUITEAAMMN TTLOTO, 3 UMM KOAUCD (LA HA TLPTO.

A\aHUI0XKOK HALLOTO POAY TMATHETLCSL Y TAUOUHY COTMeHD TIACSH POKIB.
3a ui uacn M HaauBaan cebe PIZHUMU IMEHAMU, XOAUAIL HA TLOKAOHU AO
JPIBHUX CMOANUD | HABIMb TIATOBAAN Y bix pisHnx Boporis. Tpome maemHmue
HETLOPYLIHUM 3aAUILAAOCS PO3YMIHHSL POAOBOTO 3B3KY Midk Hamu. Hanes-
He, UM He HaACKpaBille BOHO CMAAAXHYAO Y T 4aCK, KOAU Hall piA HA3UBAB
cebe pycuuamn. Le yeBigomaenHa npormnsano Haw csimorass, nobym, Bu-
AVIAOCAL Y CTUABHOCTILL BIACKOBOL 3BUITLATM, EAHOCTILL AYXOBHOL CUAMW, [, IK He

TIPUKPO, Y TOTLOXKHOCTILL TOPA 1 HeTapasAB.

PIA SK TBOPEUD

‘L_'VLM 6yB Ara pycuuis cam pip? Hi, Bin 6y He ipocmum pasom
KPOBHOCTLOPiAHEHIX POAMMUIB, SIK Lie 3amcaHe HIHL y barambox
nippyuHnkax i caoBHmkax. Bumokom atoacbkoro popy — 6ye cam Teopeup.
Oppte 3 Vloro timersb Y Hawiit AaBHIN kyabmypi maxk i 3By4ano — Pip (Pop). Y

e~

of changes the strangers who avidly started to redraw our worldview often
came to power. And, fov a wonder, aﬁer a while even they themselves —
destroyers and suppressers — took a sip of wisdom and strength from our
Kin-reverence. And they often became zealous guardians of what they had
fough’c before.

Our family chain extends to depths of hundreds of thousands of years.
For these times we've called ourselves various names, went to bow to dgﬁrerent
capitals and even spat towards different enemies. But the understanding
of the ancestral connection between us remained mysterlous[y unshakable.
Probably it flamed the most blazingly in the days when our kin called itself
the Russ. This awareness transfused our worldview and mode of ly%; it
resulted in the community of the mi[itary victory, in the unity of the sp'u'ituta[
strength, and, sadly, in the identity of grief and hardships.

KIN AS CREATOR

hat was the Kin 'Ltse[f to the Russ? No, it was not Jjust a series
of consanguine relatives as recorded today in many textbooks
and dictionaries. The Creator Himself was the origin of the human race. One
of His names in our ancient culture sounded as “Rid” (“Rod” — “Kin”). There



Voro pykax He 6yno ani kapatouol GAnCKaBILL, aHi BOMOBHUUOT MiAHOTOAOCOT
CypMU, 10 HaKasyBaAd 3HUULYBATIN HAPOAU HA Moro uecmb. Bin 6ys Teop-
uem i Bambkom, Obeperom i Mamip'io. Pip 6ys uianum caimom, axnit Cam xe i
CBOPUB AAS AIOAMHM AK AA CBOTO EAMHOPOAHOTO AUMATIA.

AlognHa Anxana posyMiHHAM cBOel boxecmBserHocmi. | ye nepexo-
HAHHSY CBOTO Uepry BIAKPUBAAO Ge3MENKs AN MPITL, TpUOUPaA0 TiepernoHn
AASLTIBOPHOCTILL | BIHUAAO PO3YM CepTiaHKOM YCBiAOMAeHOTO 000B3KY Tiepes
Beecsimom. Kyam noainocs e posymiHHa AtoacbKol 6OXECTIBEHHOCTL HUHI?
YoMy  3apas, 3aAMBALIOUNCh Ha cebe Y A3epKano, MU PaAlle TOMOBL T0-
6auUNMM He CTIaAKOEMLLiB Teopu, a HawaAKiB HAMBMABTN, SKY BUEHi TPO-
pouamb Ham y npapognti? Y akiit cmopoHi 3ary6uaoca posyMiHHA Hawo-
TO 3BA3KY 3 TBOpLEM, U0 MU B HATLB3PYItHOBAHOMY CBIMi TOMOBI CKopille
cmamm Ha KoAiHa i baaramu po cnokymy i pomomory y kaitpaHax pabis i
CAYT, aHDK BIABHO PO3TPABAAIIN TIAEUL 11 3HOB TMBOPUINN CBIIM Y TAAUIAHNLL
BiAbHUX | GakaHmx pimeit?

Opnn {3 3amoBIMIB  POAOUEHMPU3MY TIPOCTIUIA: 1UAHYM  CBOTO
6odKeCTIBEHHICTTb,

Ularysamu GoronopibHicmb atoagun... Yu e y ubomy rpix? Opun i3
CBSIMMUX OTML{B HAa3BaB e CTIOKYCO10. | CipaBA, KOAU TOBOPUILL TIPO AIOACKY
6oronogiGHicTb, Mo Tiepes o4amIt 0Apa3y NOCTAIONb TO30A0UEH] MAPMypOBL

was neither punishing iightning nor militant copper—voiced horn in His
hands that ordered to destroy the peoptes in His honor. He was the Creator
and Father, the Amulet and Mother. The Kin was the whole world that He
had created for aman as for His oniy child.

The man breathed with the understanding of his divinity. And
this toeiief in turn opened the vastness to the dreams, removed barriers to
creativity and crowned conscious mind with the muslin of the duty to the
universe. Where has this understanding of human divinity disappeared
today? Wi/iy now, iooking at ourselves in the mirror, are we more wiiiing
to see not the heirs of the Creator, but the offspring of a half-monkey,
which scientists foreteti as our progenitor? Where is the understanding of
our connection with the Creator lost that we are more willing to kneel and
beg for redemption and assistance in the bonds of slaves and servants in a
diiapidated world, rather than ﬁ'eety straigt/iten shoulders and create the
world again in a shroud of free and desired children?

One of Kin-centrism’s behests is simpte: honor your own divinity.

Respect the godlikeness of the Man... Is there a sin in it? One of the
hoty fathers named it a temptation. Indeed, when taiking about human
godiikeness, giided marble giants of Caesars rise to view or marmoreal idols



Benemui Lezapis un Buanbatoms rincosi 6osBarn xumpooknx Aemiis. A
Mam yxe Aech TopyH «oumncHe MeciaHcmso» Agoabga Timaepa. Ta Bee ue He
e, Bee e Tycme 1 HasiaHe. LLlana GoronoaiGHocmi AtopnHI — He Tpix i He
cnokyca. Kpisb COmHi pokiB A0 HAC ATAWAN 3aTIOBIMM, U0 EAHAIOMD AOA-
CTMBO HE3aAeXHO SIKOCTI Big Bipn ma KoAbopy wkipu. TlpocsimaeHi ymm ma
UNCTTL AYULL PI3HUX €NOoX Ta HAPOAIB He OMUHAAW TNOTO, abu Harapamum Ato-
psm: «ULlanyit Gambka cBoro i mamip cBoto...». | Ge3 el wann He Mucamaocs
iCHyBaHHA Ha 3eMAL

Lo > ompumyemo mu, Hexmytoun cBoeto GoronopibHicmio? Lle Hex-
TyBaHHA bambkom i mamipio. Lle me, 3a ujo MopaabHWMiL ocya cycniabcmBa
uacimo Hasucae Hag AIMbMI 7 HUHI, koA i 3abysatomb bambkis. OpHax
MU XUBEMO 3 UMM HEBUCAOBACHUM HikmUM ocyaoM. Ha miampumky BaacHol
Gaitayxocmi BUrapaan Gesnit AUBHIX TOSCHeHb. 3-TLOMDK HUX MadocHi
CAOBA «€BOAIOLLiSL», «MyMalisly ma 6eaniu iHIWMX «-alif» ma «i3miB». dxun-
MUCb «-3MaMW» YNEBHEHO MAYMaUUMO, AK AIOACbKE Ceplie 3AaTHe HaPOoA-
XYBaTm My3UKY; TIOSICHIOEMO, SIK ATOACbKA AYMKA CTIBOPIOE CBIMU POMAHIB
i TLOAOTTHMIYA KAPTMUH. Yee BUAAETILCA 30BHL CMPYHKUM, AOTIUHUM, Tip-
KpaUIeHUM He3PYLIHUMI HAYKOBUMU BUCHOBKaMU. Ta panmom mpanumbcs
U0 Y XU, ciparal Bycma y muiumHi sawernovuyms: «Omue Haut..» Wocb
YCepeAUHI 3aBOPYLNTLCSL HA Uux cAoBax: sakuwo Omeup, mo Ae waHa Ao
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of sly-eyed Lenins spring up. And somewhere near there’s the “purifying
messianism” of Ado[f Hitler. But all of it is not what it is, all is empty and
induced. Theveneration of Man’s godlikeness is neither a sin nor temptation.
Thvough hundreds of years the precepts that unite humanity Vegard[ess of
faith and skin color have got to us. Enlightened minds and pure souls of
diﬂérent ages and nations did not leave behind Yeminding people: “Honor
thy fathev and ’chy mother..”. And being on Earth was not imagined without
this respect.

What dowe get, ignoring our godﬁkeness? Thisisa neg[ect of parents.
That's because of what the moral disapprova[ of society often is hanged
over the children even now when they forget their parents. However, we
live with this condemnation unspoken by anyone. We have invented many
bizarre explanations in support of our own indifference. Among them are
pretentious words “evolution”, “mutation”» and many other “-ations” and
“-isms”. With some “-isms” we confidently interpret the way how the human
heart is capable to give birth to music; explain how the human mind creates
the world of the novels and canvases of paintings. Everyth'mg seems slender;
logical and decorated with indissoluble scientific conclusions from outside.
And suddenly it happens in life, that thirsty mouth whispers in silence: “Our
Father who art in heaven...” Something budges inside on these words: if the
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Noro cnaaky? Anuie Ha XBUABKY Bigtyemo cebe Aimbmu. A nomim, koan xou
Ha TpaM TLOAETLIAE KAMiHb Ha Ayllli, 3HOBY XOBAEMOCA 3a Mypamu Herepe-
GOPHUX «-i3MiB» Ma «-alyiit».

Hi, ue He ueprosa mponosigb AAl 0BepHEMHA «y CBOWO Bipy».
CnpaB>XHil poAOLEHMPU3M He Ma€e HaBiMmb TPUCMaKy peairiiHocmi. Y
HbOMY HeMae OAHOMAHITMHOTO KYABIY, 3apPO3YMIAMX TIOCEPEAHUKIB Ul
060B3K0BIX 3260pOH. PopoLeHMPU3M MpUMaeTbesl He B Aekaaorax. Bin
BIPYHMOBAHMUI HA 3aTaAbHIN Bipi 1 wani. Bipa y BaacHuit 3830k i3 Borom
BUMArae Big Hac WaHW A0 BAACHOL GoxkecBEHHOCTLL Aniue waryloun Haw
3B430K, 36epira}owt 11070, SIK (CKOPKY Y TOPHAMKY B 6ypeB {11, M1 MOXKEMO He
Gostmucs TOBOpUIMK, 10 My Almu cBoro Bambka.

Munaromb AHi, poxkn, cmoaimmst. Ha Hawmx 3emasx 3sMiHoembes BAa-
A s 3eMHa, Mak i AyxoBHa. OpHaK He BUMaAnmm barammamm iHKkBiznui, He
BUTIEKTTIN MeTMaAaMM 3aCTTLHKIB, He poary61/mm HA ]PO3A0PKIKL TLACBIAOMOTO
TIOMATY A0 BUIMOKIB, AC KOPiHb POAY A€ A0 CUBUX AHIB, KOAM HATXHEHHI
pykn Bora mopxkHyanch cBirmy, 30yAMBLM 3-TLOMDK LLETLOMY LWOBKOBOL MpaBu
AIOACbKE HeBIPUMHE ceplie.

Father, sowhere is the respect to His [egacy? Let’s feel ourselves Children on[y

for amoment. And then, after the rock at heart lightens at least on a gram,
we hide again behind the walls of insurmountable “-isms” and “-ations”.

No, this is not another sermon for conversion in “someone’s faith”.
True Kin-centrism does not have even a taste of Veﬁgiosity. There is no
monotonous cult, arrogant intermediaries or mandatovy restrictions. Kin-
centered worldview vests not into the Deca[ogue. It bases on general fai‘dﬂ
and veneration. Faith in our own relationship with God requires respecting
our own divinity. Only venerating our connection, keeping it as a spark in
a pot in the storm, we can’t be aﬁraid of saying that we are children of our
Father.

Days, years and centuries go by. Earthy and spiritua[ powers have
been changing in our land. But no fires of the Inquisition can singe off,
no metals of dungeons can burn out, and at no crossroads can be lost our
subconscious aspiration for sources, where the root of the Kin goes down to
the gray days when inspired hands of God touched the world waking up the

rampant human heart among the whisper of the silk grass.



PIA AKYYUTEADL 1 YHEHD

TYpPMYIOUM e XUITUTA, MU TIOBCAKHYAC He TIOMIUAEMO, 10

TOTIPU. WKOAW TNa YHIBEpCUIemu, TIOTPpU icumu ma. Topun
ALMepaTypu, (CTMUHHE 3HAHHA, U0 HACTIPABAL AOTIOMATAE HAM TUZ3HAM Ta
3MIHWUIMN CBITM, M1 OTIPUMYEMO He (3 3aTIMACHUX TLOANLLb, & 3 BYCTL L Al MUX,
Xmo Becb uac 6yB Topyd. | uacmo mpanasembes, Wo NOYiHOBYBAMM Taki
YPOKIL MU TLOUMHAEMO BXKe TOAL KOAM HAWLMX YUUITeA(B HeMae 3 Ham, abu
UeproBot0 NOPaAoto oMM HECTLOKi po3BypxaHnx AyMOK.

HeujopaBHO MeHi AOBeAOCS TIOHYMU, K MOAOAR ABUMHA y 3amaal
PO3MOBI 3a4BIAR, 10 HIXTO He MOXe BUUIM MOAOAb XUmumo. i cmapuia
CTUBPO3MOBHULIA HE BIATIOBIAA HIUOTO, AlLIE OTLYCIUAA 0L 11y HE3TOAL TLOXM-
MaAa roA0BO10, TIOKM OAHOALTIKM MOAOAML TUATpUMAAN {{ ToAoCHWMI webem.
Bonn yci positiuianca koxkHa i3 BAacHo10 gyMKoto. B ayuii ogHol urykas npas-
AV BOTOHb MOAOAOCTILL, B AYMKAX [H1LOL — WETIOTIB TIPO TipaBAY TIOTLA POKIB.
A POAOBIATIOBIAHICTI, SIKA MoTAQ 6 OYMM KAMEPTMOHOM AAA TLOPOZYMIHHS,
MPOMOBHAAA B LXHIX CepUAX.

BessarnepeuHa MUCAUOAITHA iCmMUHa: cmapiue TOKOAHHSL yxke ak-
TMOM CamoOL TIOABU Y CBITTL TLOTIepeA, HIMX TOKAMKAHE AN YUUTTIeAeM AASL
MuX, Xmo npuitae nicas Hboro. Ta BoHo came mae Gymu BiAKpUmmm aas Ha-

KIN AS ATEACHER AND STUDENT
Azsaui’cing this iife, we aiways faii to notice that desp ite the schools

nd universities, despite the exams and mountains of literature,
true knowiedge, which reaiiy heips us understand and change the world, is
not got ioy us ﬁom the dusty shelves, but is iorough’c out ioy the words and
actions of those who were near all the time. And it often ha]opens that we
start vaiuing such lessons aiready when our teachers are not with us to calm
the anxiety of the troubled thoughts with another advice.

Tve heard a young giri recentiy stating in the heat of the conversation
that no one can teach young peopie to live. Her older collocutor answered
noihing, Just looked down and shook her head in disagreement, while
the coevals of a young woman supported her with loud chirping. They all
dropped away, each with own thougiats. The ﬁre of youtii sovigh‘c truth in the
heart of the one, and the ashes of years whispered about the truth in mind
of another. And Kin-accordance that could have been the tuning fork for the
understanding, said nothing in their hearts.

There is an unquestioning millennial truth: the elder generation
is intended to be the teacher for those who will come after it already by a
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BUaHHA. B iHulomy Bunaaky — 3petiiae, okpuimne Moxom pokiB ma Heroso-
JPOTMKNM AOCBIAOM, — 3HUKHe Ge3Bicmu, Gyae BUKMHYMe Ha 3aABIpKM CBIMIB
TPUAACIIHIMI CepUAMMN e AO TLOTO, AK OCTAHHIA TIOANX «CTMAapiimMH»
3nemumb A0 Hebec.

Tomy MoHOTIOATO HA MYAPICTIL Y POAOUEHTPUHHOMY CBUTOTASAL
He mpumae Hixmo. BoHa cniabHa pas Beix — piment i popocanx. | nepuii B
6iABLLOCTILE BUTIAAKIB € KPAUMMN yUUIIEAIMU He TILABKI AAsL 0AHOAITKIB. He
ARPEMHO X HAPOA He OAHY COTIIHIO POKIB TOBOpUTIL: «He Bum opaa Aimamu,
a CcoAOB'L CTiiBammu». MKUMMs HAMOBHIOE KOKHOTO 3 HAC YCIM 3HAHHAM
CBITMy TI0 BIHL BXe 3 MOMEHTIY HalOl TIOSBU B MATTLEPUHCbKOMY AOHL. Lls
“6ibniomexa” moanueHa y Hac Giablie HiX ABAALAMbBMA MUCSUAMU TeHiB,
A0 pedi, CriAbHUMM Maike 3 ycim XmuBum Beecsimom. fxkujo sanumaeme,
HOMY TTe 3HAHHA He TIPOPOLLYEMbCA B HAC OAPA3Y 3 TIEPIUUM TIOAUXOM, 3Ta-
Aanme BuwHio. AepeBo He nmmae, sk itomy pocmu. BoHo, popopxkyembes
i3 3epHUHN, Y AKiIL MpUmMae cBOO Mamamb. Tak i MM — TipopoAXKyeMocs,
PO3BUBAEMOCS, TLZHAEMO, OCATAEMO [ TMBOPUMO CBIT 33 BAACHUM KOAOM,
AKUIL AN HAC POSUNPPOBYE (HIMYIMUBHA MBOPUICTb A HAC HALLOTO XWUITL-
ma. Mu — xuBa 6i6aiomexa 3HAHHS, TPOCTTLO ie He 3MOTAI POSMAYMAUNITIA
YMOBHI TMUBHUK TLO [{ (f)OHAax.

fact of its appearance in the world ahead of others. But it itself is to be

opened to [eaming. Otherwise — putrid, covered with moss of years and with
clumsy experience — it will disappear without a trace, it will be thrown into
the backyard of the worlds by the next hearts even before the last breath of
“eldlers” flies up to heaven.

Therefore no-one holds a monopoly on wisdom in Kin-centered
outlook. 1t is common to all — to children and adults. And the first ones are
the best teachers not on[y for their peers in most cases. No wonder that the
fo(k has been saying for hundreds of years: “Do not teach an eag[e to ﬂy and
the nighﬁnga[e to sing”. Life brims each of us with all the knowledge in the
world from the moment of our appearance in mother’s womb. This “library”
is [eft in us as more than twenty thousand genes, by the way, common with
almost all the [iving universe. lf you are wondering why this knowledge
does not germinate in us immediate[y with the ﬁrst breath, remember the
cherry. The tree doesn’t ask how to grow. 1t arises ﬁrom a seed, which keeps
its memory. So do we —we arise, deve[op, learn, master and create the world
according to our own code that is decoded to us by the intuitive creative work
and our [UTe time. We are a ﬁv'mg [i’orary of know(edge, but we just have not
been able to explain fully the guide to its funds.
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3rapaiine, 110 KaXKymMb Y HAC TPO TLOBEATHKY AAMHMU: €10 CTape, L0
1 mane». Hacmo 3Bepmaemoca A0 Ujiel CeHMeHUl, koA XoueMo o6pa3mmm
Koroch. Y Hawiit yasi i nepwa, i gpyra — icmoma HemiuHa i uacom 6earo-
pasHa. Ta MoTAsHbINE HA 110 AABHIO TIPUKA3KY 3 TIO3ULLT POAOLEHTPU3MY:
MDK MaAMM [ CTapnmM MOXHA TLOCMABUMI 3HAK PIBHOCTL, 60 B HIX YNOBHI
poskpusaembes myapicmb Popy. B opgHomy — BoHa e He lompotopkeHa Ka-
HOHaMM { TipaBMAaMI, UMCa 7t pocma. B iHwoMy — BoHa Bxe 30arateHa
XKUTMAM, 110 YCi 3aCMOPOTH 11 KOPAOHU MIPSLE 3 BUCOTIIA TIPOXKMUITIUX ALTTL.

Ta iHKOAM LS «BUCOMA TIPOXKMINOTO» BUCHAKYE CIMApLe TIOKOATHHS.
Sk 4acmo MeHi AOBOAMAOCS Haunmu, K TIOCUBIAL POANHL — Hawwui HatbAvKui
BUMITICAL — TIOCYMAEHO OTyCKaAn PyKm 7 BIAXOAMAM BiA CBINY Y MOPOK
camomHoci. Tam, y NoAOHi cuBUHI Ma 3a6yMImaL, BOHM He HecAr MyApoCT
Almam ma oykam, a uekaan (6a Giablie — BUMaraam) Bia HuX xaato ma myp-
Gomu. Yexaan mmaocmuHi, 3abyBatoun, wo im Gyro AapoBaHe He MeHLLe Cua,
Hix aimam. Hi, He $piznurmnx cua, 6o Xxmo cnepeuammmemnbea 3 OHALBKUM
rapmom Tip o6piem xumma? Ta cua AyXoBHUX 3 poKaMIL MAE ALLE TPU-
Gysamu. Myapicmb posy TOBUHHA TOBOPUMM KPi3b CMaplie TOKOAHHS,
HaBITMb AKILO HOXEHATA YXKe He MAaK YNeBHEeHO HOCATb 11070 Tlo 3eMAL Tomy
TOBOPIMb 3 OHyKaMM L AIMbMU — (M nompi6Ha nopasa. M uacmo npocmo

Remember what is said about human behavior, “the old as the small”.
We often Vefer to this maxim, when we want to o_ﬂénd someone. In our view
the first one and the second are the feeble and sometimes helpless beings.
But look at this old adage from Kin-centered position: we can equate small
and old one because they fuﬂy disclosed the wisdom of Kin. In one it is not
vitiated by the canons and rules, it is pure and simple. In another it has
enriched by the life that measures all precautions and the boundaries from
the height of past years.

But sometimes this “height of past” exhausts the older generation.
How often 1 have seen gray haired velatives — our closest teachers — who
lost heart sowowfu“y and vetreated ﬁfom the world into the darkness
of loneliness. There, in captivity of grey hair and slumber, they were not
bear'mg any wisdom to children and grandchi[dren, butwere waiting (even
more — Vequiring) compassion and care ﬁfom them. They were waiting for
alms, forgetting that they were given not least power than children were.
No, not physical strength, for who can argue with youthful grit near the
horizon of [ife? But sp iritual strength has on[y to increase over the years.
The wisdom of Kin should talk through the elder generation, even Lf fee’c no
longer hold them on the ground so confidently. So talk with children and

’ i

-

(1

{4
-

S

%
I

»

¥

F



Nompi6Ho, abu MyApicmb CMapunX TPOMOBUAAR, BUCAYXOBYIOUM, KOAUL
HAPOAXKYEMbCs. MyApicTb Moroanx. He 3amukaitme MOBYAHKOI0 CBOE 3HAH-
Hs1, 60 Be3 Bac WASX A0 MYAPOCTILL AfTeit cmae AOBWMM He Ha Mempu, a Ha
POKN.

3 iHutoro 601<y PiA BUMITb HAC K A3EPKAA0 — HA BiAGUMMI Hawmx
BAACHMX XWmmiB. Sk uacmo cam GyB CBiAKOM MOT0, 0 cmapuLi He ToMiMaAn
YPOKiB y Alsix BAacHux Aimeit? Tlomim, posraeaisum, BiaBepmanncs, He ba-
KU MATT LboMy Biph. THULLE PeBHO 3acyAKyBaAn HAWAAKIB 3a HeaTpaOHi
pilleHHa ma piski caoBa. A 3a uo kapmaan? Buxopnao, miabkn 3a me,
wo Aimu Gyan Anile BIpaBHUMI YUHAMM HAc cammx. A TLOMM Kpisb cBoi
BUWHKM TIOKa3yBaAM Ham camum Bei Hawi Bagn. Bo came max — Goatoue it
HampleBille — pia y4nmb HAC, K A3EPKANO.

3aranom ke MyApicTb poAy — pit pocma. BoHa y mim, 10 pig Hikoan,
Hi B Ky MUITb He 3YMUHAEMbCA HABUAMUCA B camoro cebe. Bi Bummbea
Ha BAACHUX TOMMAKAX, 60 {HaKlle He MABUMLL HABUAEMbCA Ha (XHbOMY
BUTpaBAeHHI, 60 TAnOule He TZHAMM CBiMy; OCBIMYEMbCA HA HABUAHHI
iHwmx, 60 Kpalle He 3aCBOLUL Cam; TUPOCBUTAIOEMbCA Ha CTIOTAAAAHHI CBITY
ma Atopeit, 60 iHaKuLe He OLHMIL TAMGUHM CBOLX HaabaHb 11 Geamexoka cBimy,

110 Ule BAPTUIA TUSHAHHSL

grandchi[dren - ’chey need advice. They oftenjust need the elder wisdom
keep silence, [istening, when the wisdom of young is being bvough‘c into
the world. Do not bolt your know[edge with the silence, because without
you children’s way to the wisdom becomes longer not for feet but for years.

On the other hand fami[y teaches us as a mirror — with the Vgﬂecﬁon of
our own lives. How oﬁen lwitnessed that seniors did not notice the lessons in the
actions of their childven? Then, having pevceived, they turned away, not wanting
to have this know[edge. Others zea[ously dispvaised descendants ﬁ)r c[umsy
decisions and harsh words. And what did they scourge for? It turned out that
they did it just for the fact that children were only skillful students of themselves.
And then, thvough their actions, showed us all our fau[’cs. For the Kin teaches us
like a mirror — painfully and the most effectively.

Onthewhole Kinswisdom s something simple. 1t is in that the family never,
inno moment, stops [eaming ﬁ'om i’cself It learns ﬁ'om its own mistakes, because
otherwise you can't teach; it keeps s’tudy'mg on the corrections of its mistakes for
thereisno deeperway to understand theworld; it educates in ’ceaching others, for
you can't master the skills better; it en[igh’cens in contemp lation of the world and
people otherwise you can not appreciate the depth of your own heritage and the



PIA 4K AIOAMHA

Niw%amm e wo. Tlounemo 3 cefe: 3a3upHIMb Y A3epkano, y
AmbuHy cBoix oueit. LLlo moxHa mam nobaunmu? £ spazy ba-
unB anwe cebe. Opax i3 wacom Gaunwt mpbox: cebe, bambka it mamip. A
pani — biaviie, Tanbiue. Y Geamexxa e KOPIHHSA CTIOTAIAQHHS POAY B cobi.
ThpuHaltmMHI, ciM BeAUUHMX TIOKOAIHL MOXYMb TIOCTATM Tiepes Hamu. A
le WOAKHANMEHILE 127 BIAOMUX 0cib — 6ambKiB i MamepiB, 1o Kpisb poxn
HeCAM HaM. He TAbKI CBOIO TAMBUHY oueil i 1oBK cBoTo BoAoccsl. Born Hec-
AL caMe XWITMSL, 3HAHHS To HboTo, Bipy B Hboro i Ato6oB. Bo 6es peupui

/\}0603.[ HE MOTAN 6 SPOCTIIN TIAPOCTIKN XKUITUTLAL.

PIA K HAPOA

Aia/xi u0? HeB>Xe 0AHUM MaACHBKUM AQHLIIOXKKOM YCiX TipauLypis
iA Mamepi g0 6ambka y TanbuHy Bikis ine Haw pia? Hacnpasaj,
Hi. 3rapaitmo, ckiabku pasis mu uyan sarmmu: «Slkoro Gyaewt poay-naemei?»
Cxiabkn pasiB xop HAM HACTLBYBAB, 1|0 <KO3ALKOMY POAY HeMa TlepeBoAy»?

Hauta popoBiaTOBiAHICTL — 1ie YCBIAOMAGHHSL TOTO, 1110 YBeCh HAPOA —

KIN ASA MAN

nd there is what to cognize. Start with yourse[f: take a look in

he mirror, into the depths of your eyes. What can we see there?

Once | saw on[y myse[f However, over time you see the three: yowfse[f: your
father and mother. And then — even more and deeper. The contemplation of
a Kin inside youis rooted in the vastness. At least seven majestic generations
may face us. These are at least 127 known peop le — fathers and mothers who
through the years carried us not only their depths of eyes and silk of their
hair. They carried [ife itse[ﬁ the know[edge of it, and the ’oe[ief in it and in
Love. For the sprouts of [ife would not have grown without a ﬁfaction of Love.

KIN ASPEOPLE

nd then what? Does our kin go back in centuries as one small

hain of all ancestors from mother to father? Actually, no.

Remember how many times we have heard queries: “What Kin or tribe are

you from?” How many times has the choir sung to us that “Cossack’s kin has
no squander”?

Our Kin-accordance is a realization that all the folk is a single



epHe Ujae. ] 7ioro 3B33ye 10ch Habararmo Ginble, aHix criiAbHi KopaoHM. YepBoHi
AIHI{ Ha LIKIABHIX KAPIMAX BUSHAUAIONb AMLLLe YMOBHI Mexi. 1, stk 61 ykpaiuesi
He 6oAin0 yymmn Bia pociaH, wo Pocia saxiHuyembes mam, ae 3aKiHUyembes
pociiicbka MoBa, aae ak BoHO i €. OcniBaHWit oAHUMM TA TIPOKASITII (HILUMMI
«pyccKiit Mip» He Mae TreorpapitHmX KOPAOHIB.

OpHaxk, me > came MM MOXEMO TOBOPUTIA i Tipo YkpaiHy. i KpaiiHio
mouky He Bumipsamu Horom un mucom Capurt. Mexy ykpaiHcbkoro Hapoay
He TIPOBECTN TLO TUPAAM PiK UM TIO HeXopkeHUM Aicam. Hac egnae Bryni He
Kkopaor. Hac searye momoxHicmb moBy, ipeanis i kyabmypu. Hac o6eanamn
MoAMMBY { 326060HM, TOBOPY Ma MPUMOBKM, TyMOp i Tleuanb. Hac o6eamamn
BI3EPYHKN BUILMBAHOK, TIAEMUBA UAPIBHUX TIMCAHOK, MEAOAIL KOASAOK i
BOTHI KyNaAbCbKUX BEHOPIB. Hac o6’eAHa/u/L CAbO3U MaImnepis, GambKiBCcbka
KPOB i AIAIBCHKMIA T, 10 3poutyBaan HUBK i AaHn. Hac Beix egHae criiabHe
rope it cniabHe wacma. | ue He TPOCTIO UeproBuit baHaAbHIIT oemmUUHIit
peBepaHc. Y Hac, B yKpaiHLiB, € e, U0 BiApi3HSE HAC Bia pociaH i 6 inopycis,
TLOASIKB, HIMUB i 60Arap. BoHo —y Hac camux i, sk ievamka, iae Big bambka
i poo cuHa — Hawa cymiwt AHK, saxy B ykpaiHcbkuit Hapoa, aK Y aemHmnue

3lAAS, 3MILLYBAAW UIAL CTIOAUTUTLL.

whole. And it is bound with much more than with a common border. Red
lines on school maps state on[y conventional limits. And even Lf it hurts
Ukrainian to hear from the Russians that Russia ends where Russian
[anguage ends, but this is the way it is. Praised by some and cursed by
others “Russkiy Mir — Russian world” has no geographical boundaries.
However, the same can be said about Ukraine. 1ts extreme point
can not be measured with the city of Chop or with Cape Sarych. The
limit of Ukrainian peop[e can’t be marked by the mouths of the rivers or
with untrodden forests. We are united together not with a border. We are
connected ]oy the idenﬁty of [anguage, culture and ideals. We are united
with prayers and superstitions, with dialects and bywords, with humor
and sadness. We are J'oined with the patterns of embroidered shirts, curls
of magical Easter eggs, with melodies of Christmas carols and with fires of
midsummer evenings. We are all united loy the tears of mothers, patema[
blood and grandfathers’ sweat that watered the grain fields. We are all
bound by common sorrow and common happiness. This is not just another
banal poetic nod. We, the Ukrainians, have something that differs us from
the Russians and Belarusians, Poles, Germans and Bu[garians. Itis in us
and, as the seal, passes down ﬁ'om fa’cher to son — it's our DNA mixture, that
centuries compounded in the Ukrainian foUz as in the mysterious potion.
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PIA AK CBIT

a He BapImo imu GiAm cBIMOM, BIUCOKO TUAHABLIN TOAOBY Uepes
CBOK «OKPEMIUIHICTIIb», WAHYIOUN AWlie CBOE — yKpalHCbke —
ecmBo, BigmiHHe Big yeix. OpgnH y TIOAL He BOIH, & BCHOTO AM1LLe TIOAOPOXKHITA.
Haw Hapoy, iae WNPOKUM WASXOM TIAIM-0-TIAIY 3 (HWMMU MAHAPIBHUKAMMI
Kpi3b pocmopu 1 uacu. PopoBIATIOBIAHICTIL CBIMOTASAY TIPOAOBXKYETILCSL Y
PO3YMIHHI Ta WaHyBAHHI POAUHHMX 3BS3KIB MIX yCiMa ATOABMI TIARHEMMMN.
Mwn Bci — 3epHama opHOTO KoAOCA.
Oppasy sayBakme, 10 Tym HeMae XOAHOL KPATAMHU TLOATIMKU.
Yei AepXKaBHUUBKL TIAAHWU TIO CMBOPEHHIO «EAVHNX HAPOAIB» AYCHYAM, SIK
MuAbHI Gyabkun. OcmaHHift TYUHWI TPoeKTM T CMBOPEHHIO «EAUHOTO Pa-
AHCHKOTO HAPOAY» 3aTYPKOTILB TliA 3eMAI0 Pa3oM (3 MPYHO0 CBOTO iAeoAoTa
M\eoHipa BpexHesa, posBaatorounch Ha wmamku pasom i3 camum Corosom
PCP. Tlopi6Hunx Marinyasuyjit 3 Hawlolo eaHicmio B icmopil ykpaiHcbkoro Ha-
popy Byao Garamo. Y Topruai icmopii pasom i3 Pociiicbkoto iMmnepieto 3HUK-
AV WY BTtk TLPO HETOAIABHICTTL TPHOX CAOBAHCHKUX HapoaiB. Pasom
i3 PapHCHKMM COM030M 3aipXaBiAM KOAILIAMKA (ACOAOTIMHOL MALMHY, AKa

CiBaAa TPO CTUABHY KOAMCKY AASL YKpaTHUB, pocia ma binopycis. Tloaimuuri

KIN AS THE WORLD

‘Bu’c we should go in the wide world craning our necks because
of our “distinctiveness”, esteeming only our own — Ukrainian —
nature, diﬂerent ﬁfom all. The Engﬁsh say that no man is an island. The
Ukrainians add that a man in the ﬁe[d is not a warrior Ioutjust the traveller.
Our nation is going a[ong the wide highway side—loy—side with other travelers
through space and time. Kin-accordance of outlook continues within the
understanding and veneration of the relationships between all people on
the planet. We all are the grains of one ear.

1mmedia’ce[y note that there is no drop of po[iﬁcs. All etatist p[ans to
create “one folk” burst like soap bubbles. The last great project of creating
a “single Soviet folk” fell through the ground along with the coffin of its
'Ldeo[ogist Leonid Brezhnev, Ioveaking to pieces together with the Soviet
Union. There were many examples of such manipulation with our unity in
the his‘cory of the Ukrainian peop le. Avtiﬁcia[ fab les of the 'mdivisibiﬁty of the
three Slavic nations disappeaved in the crucible of history with the Russian
Empire. The wheels of the ideological machine singing about the joint cradle
of the Ukrainians, Russians and Belarusians rusted together with the Soviet
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iael «HapoAiB-clamebkix GANSHIOKIB» TUHYAI TA HAPOAKYBAAUCS 3HOBY TLO
BoAl ipaBumenis. Tak, nepute pecamuaimma XX] cmoaimma Bigpoanao mo-
pybaHy Ha WMATKM | 342BAA0CS YXKe TIOMEPAY TiAPY IMIEPCHKIX 3aMauiok
Pocii. 3 Bycm ykpaiHCbKMX HAYKOBUIB HAMBUILOTO PAHTY TLOUAAW AYHATIU
cmapi KPeMAIBCHKI [CTMUHN TIPO «CAOBSTHCBKY €AHicTb». A Tiicas PeBoatouit
rigHocTi B YKpaiHi MW 3HOBY TIOAMBMANCS B 06AMMUA «A06pOTO CMApIoro
Gpamar, AKuit Kpaie 3HaB, K CAiA UM <MOAOAWLITE cecmpi».

OpHak, ipaBAy Hige AIMM: y UNX TOATMUHHMX baitkax e AOASL iCUHMN.
Lla icmuHa HikoAn He 3anexamume Bia HeTlocmiitHol oAl npasumenis. Boa
He 3MiHMMbCA Bip Tpumx igeonoris. Boa Gyse cmanoto xoua 6 momy, wo
He 3MoXe Oyt TlepericaHa 3ampoAaHIMI ICTIOPUKAMM TLiA ANKITIOBKY aB-
TMOPUMAPHNX BOXKA[B, 60 B OCHOBI il He MiHAMBI cAoBa. lemuHa Tpo Hauty
egricmb — y nawiit AHK. Bip 6ambka 40 cuma, Big mamepi Ao AoHbKI iae
HeTIepePBHUIN AQHLIHOKOK ichopmaui'L'. Y HboMy 3aKk0p0OBaHA OCHOBA HALLOTO
Xumms. Y HboMy K TOAOBHUI AOKA3 POAOBIATIOBIAHOCTILL HALLOTO CHYBAHHSL.

Hayui cborogeHHsa cmano Aerko BIAPOAUTIN 3BOPOTIHIN 1ASLX KOXKHO-
TO A0 cTiAbHOTO Tipabambka. TeHemmka A03BOAMAA TLOUHATII KPOK 38 KPOKOM,

TLOKOAIHHS 38 TLOKOAIHHAM CTLyckamuca Branb icmopil Beix Hac. Y cBoix MaH-

Union. Political ideas of “peoples-Siamese twins” died and were born by the
will of the rulers again and again. Thus, the ﬁrst decade of the XXI century
revived chopped into pieces and seemed a[ready dead hydra of 'meeria[
habits of Russia. The old Kremlin cannons about the “Slavic unity” started
to flow from the lips of the highest-ranking Ukrainian scientists. After the
Revolution of Dignity in Ukraine, we again looked into the face of the “good
big brother” who knew better how “younger sister” had to live.

However, the truth has nowhere to hide: these political fables have

a bit of truth. This truth will never depend on variable the fate of rulers.
1t won't change because of whims of ideologists. 1t will be stable at least
because 90 can not be rewritten by sold out historians under the dictation of
authoritarian leaders, because it is not based on changing words. The truth
about our unity is in our DNA. Continuous chain of information goes from
father to son, ﬁom mother to daughter. It codes foundaﬁon of our lives. It is

our main proof of our life’s Kin-accordance.

It has become easy to modern science to restore the back way to
common ancestor. Genetics allowed to descend step by step, generation by

generation deeper into the history of all of us. In their wanderings in the



Apax y TlA3EMEAASL ATOACBKOTO ECTTBA HAYKOBLL HUHI MOXYMb CMIAMBO TOBO-
PWITIA, 10 3HAIOT TIPAOTTLA BCIX HAPOALB ymm6 BIKIB U He AO 140 TMcau
POKiB A0 Hawlol epu. Bia HboTO €gMHOTO, UMt Pig CTIPOMITCSL BUKMUIMMN TOAL
3-TIOMDK AECSIMKIB (HUNX, THLAN BCL MU. Noro KPOB Tneue y KOXXHOMY 3 Hac.
3BICHO, 1110 3 POKAMM POANHHE AePEBO TIOTO TIPABIUHOTO Ajama Po3pocAocsL.
3 opHoTO CMOBGYpa BUPOCAI 18 TLOMYXKHUX POAIB — BEAUHESHIX TeHEmMUU-
HUX TPYI, SKi TLOPO3CEASANCA TLO CBITTY. Ae 6 M He XUAN HUHI, Bl Mt — A~
CTMOYKM Ha 18 BEAUKMUX TiAKAX AepeBa, 0 KOAUCH HAPOAMAOCA i3 AAaMOBOL
3ePHIHM 140 MUCAY POKiB oMy B Adpuui.

KoppoHn pepxas mantoe pyka TIOAIMMUKA, a 3aKpiTAIE TIepCT uacy.
Y UnX KOpAOHAX y MYKAX PEBOAIOUIN Ta BIMPAT HAPOAXKYIOMbC Halyi.
Ane BcepeAnHL HaBIMb opHiel okpemol Halil (HOAL UIyMYe BeAnUe3He Mope.
TopmBimbes Ha amepuKaHLiB. EAMHI y KOPAOHAX, CTLABHI Y MPIAX, TTOTMOMHI
y cnoco6i sxumma. Tlpome ixHa Hauis — ye icmopuuHa Mosaika, sxy 3ibpaan
He 3 OAHiEL TeHemuUyuHOL Tpynu. Ykpaina He BUHATOK. M XunBemo Ha opHO-
MY 3 HalBIABIAYBAHIMX CBUTLOBUX TIEpeXpectb 3a BCIO LCMOPIH0 AIOACTIBA.
Hui ykpaiHcbkmit Hapoa TOpAO CIMOIMb i, KOBIMO-6AAKUITHUM TPATLOPOM.
Ta Hawa KPoB TOBOPUD, 10 HACTIPABAL 3-TLOMIXK HAC KUBYITLb AIOAM LOHAT-
MeHILLe ACCATIN PIBHNX TEHEMUUHNX POALB.
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dungeons of human nature, scientists can bo[d[y say now that ’chey know the
forefa’ther of all peoples ever deeper into almost 140 thousand years bce. We
allwent from him — the one whose kin managed to survive among dozens of
others. His blood flows in all of us. Of course, over the years, the family tree
of that immemorial Adam en[arged. E'Lghteen powe}ful famiﬁes rose on the
one stem — they are the vast genetic groups that settled the world. Wherever
we live today, all of us are just the leaves on the 18 large branches of the tree
that once was born of the Adamic seed in Africa 140 thousand years ago.
Borders of states are drawn by the hand of politicians and are
consolidated ’oy the ﬁnger of the time. Inside these borders, in the throes of
revolution and losses, nations are born. But the vast sea foams even within a
sing[e nation sometimes. Look at the Americans. United in borders, common
in dreams, identical in the [ifesty[e. However, their nation is a historical
mosaic, which is ga‘thered not ﬁ'om the same genetic group. Ukraine is not
an exception. We live on one of the most visited g[oloa[ crossroads in human
history. Today the Ukrainian nation stands proudly under the yellow-blue
flag. But our blood says that in fact at least ten different genetic families live

anOYlg our peop [e.
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Tomy 71 0cHOBY PoAOBIATLOBIAHOCTILE hopMye PO3yMiHHS, Wo AtoanHa €
He Aullie TIPOSBOM Bora, He miabkn A3EPKANOM HAPOAY, & 1 KPOBHO 3piAHEHA
(He noemuHo, He 06pasHo), a TEHEMUUHO, HEPOSPUBHO 3BAZAHA UACTIMHKA

cBimy Beix Atoaeit. | He AMlLe XMBUX, TIPO W0 He cAig HikoAn 3a6yBamu.

POAOBIA

03BoAbme 3ammmamu Bac, un 3naeme Bu waax csoro popy,

AKUM O KPi3b POKM [OB A0 1bOTO AHA? Y1 3Haeme, Kpisb

ulo MpowAn Bei Bawi npautypn, 06 HuHi But maam wanc amsummca y

Ayuty cBimy, uykaioun 3-lomix Hebechnx 3ip cBoto? Yn moxerme HazBamm

i AOPOTM, AKUMU AOAA TipUBeAa Beix Bawmx mamepis, Gambkis, wo comi

TMVKHIB, MUCAUL MPUBAANX AHIB TIPUMaAn posnovamy Borom ecmagemy,
106 y npuaHaHmit uac nepegamn it Bam?

Koanc i st cmostB Hap BoAaMI Okeary BAACHOTO 3a0yMums, TipsmMytoun

Ao cBoro axepeaa. Poxu i BAaan, iaeonorii ma Bipn 3p06MAM BCEe MOXAUBE,

abu BipipBamu ykpaiHuis Bia Haworo kopiHHs. AG1 HearpabHO «BUTOAOTIA»

Hallll POAN, HAC KMAAAW B ACILATNA ACCATIKIB BOEH: UYXUX, He HALIUX, TNUX,

KL B CBOIM BOTHL KOBIMAAN 1M HE HANKPALLL AYULL 32 TIPUMAPHL [ CMOPOHHL

e~

Therefore the basis of Kin-accordance forms the understanding that
man is not on[y a man'gpes’ca’cion of God, not Just a mirror of the fo[k, but
also intimately linked (not poetically, not figuratively), but genetically closely
connected particle of the world of all people. And not only of alive ones, what
should never be forgotten.

ANCESTRY

et me ask you, do you know a way of your fam[[y which led it

’chrough the years to this day? Do you know what your ancestors
went through for you to have a chance to look into the soul of the world
now, searching for your star among the heaven[y bodies? Can you name
those roads by what the fate brought all your mothers and fathers, who, for
hundreds of weeks, fov thousands of [ong days, had been keep'mg the torch
of the race, started by God, to be able to hand it to you in the appointed
time?

Once and 1 was standing over the waters of the ocean of own
forgegfu[ness, heading to my source. Years and powers, ideo[ogies and
faiths did everything possib[e to detach the Ukrainians ﬁrom our roots. To
“weed” [ubberly our families, we were thrown in a vises of dozens of wars —



inmepecu. Hawi pogunu posgiaaan racaamm Beaukmx GyAIBHILYTB: KicmKku
OAHMX MocTMAM T OpykiBky Tlemporpagy, Boalo iHIWMX AMWaAM Mixk
cuBipCbKol maiirut, XepimoBHiCTb Mpermix BMypoByBan y GemoHHi cmiHu
TPOMUCAOBUX TiraHmiB. | y makuit cnoci6 comHammu pokis BigpuBaan Hac
Big, PIAHUX CTILH, Big PIAHOTO TIOPOTY, PO30PSAM POAOBE THI3A0. Y TlouLyKax
4OTOCb HOBOTO | Kpalloro MU TIIKAAW 3a TPU CBIMM, U0 HUHL PIAKO XMO
MO>Ke HaBLUMb cKa3aImn, 3BiAKI e kATOUEM KpuHuua xuboro Poay. Ta, Mox-
AMBO, CaMe 3appa3 HACIMaB oM Uac, KOAW BapITo rouamu nouryk. Tum nave,
U0 AASL LHOTO HeMae TIepeLrko. SHANATL TPOXM Hacy, po3numanime cBoix
CMApeHbKINX, 10 HIHL PUBOXHO Gepexxymb namamb nokoaiHb. Tlosipme,
BOHM 3MOXYTb PO3KA3AMU He 0AHY OeHmexHy icmopito MuHyBwmHm Bauto-
TO popy. A AaAl MaHApYitme A0 apXiBy i TIOpUHBbIE Y mm6vmy AHIB, KOAN 3i
CMOPIHOK TipapaBHIX KHUT A0 Bac mouxymsb wenomimu rorocu npautypis,
3pajpiANX, WO X 3rapaAn HAWAAKN.

Xmoch 3ayBa>kumb, 110 e Anlie AAHUHA MOAI, 60 HUHI cmaAo 3BUY-
HUM 3aitMamucs TeHeaAoTiel, WyKAMW MaHiB ma 6oap 3-OMiX CBOLX
poantis. HoBoMOHi 326aBKI WBUAKO MUHAIOMb, 1K MUHAE YCe, 10 HeTpn-
THSIMHE AASL AFAMHU. 3AAUIIUMO HYKUHCbKE CAOBO «TEHEAAOTIs» AASL TUX,

XIMO GaUMITb B LbOMY XOAOAHY PYKy Hayki. AAs HAC Kpi3b MyMaHu AHIB 30e-

another’s, not ours, swanwing in their heat the best souls for the ghost[y
and foveign interests. Our fami[ies were sepavated with the s[ogans of the
great construction projects: the bones of ones were paved under the roadway
n Petrograd, thewill of otherswas [eft amid the Siberian taiga, the sacrU{cia[
lives of the thirds were immured in the concrete walls of the industrial
giants. And thus for hundreds of years we have been torn from our native
walls, from native threshold and thus the family nest was ruined. Looking
for some’ching new and better, we ran to the ends of the earth, so now hard[y
anyone can even say where the spring of his Kin wells up. And, perhaps, now
is the time to start the search. Moreover, there are no intevferences for that.
Find some time, ask you dear old ones, who anxiously cherish the memory
of generations. Believe me, they will be able to tell not one moving story ﬁfom
your family’s past. Then travel to archive and dive into the depths of the days
when the voices of ancestors, g[ad having been mentioned by descendants,
start whispermg toyou from the pages of ancient books.

Someone will note that this is Just a fad of fashion, because it has
become customary to be engaged n genealogy now, to look for lovds and
boyars among your relatives. Fashioned entertainment passes quickly as
everything that is unaccep’ca’o[e to the man passes. Let’s leave the foreign
word “genealogy” for those who see the cold hand of science in it. Through
the mists of days, the Ukrainian “Rodovid” (word for “Kin knowledge”)
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pernocs caoBo POAO-BIA. Baxkko BigHammn kpaily HasBy AL 3HAHHA —
BIAAHHL Pogy.

Huni 2 BEAY caiit PIA. Beay, 60 iloro septo mpopocao B Ui AHL y
MeHi; [ cam 5L Malo CIMamm KOAOCOM, 10 AOSBOAMTIL POAY 7t Hapaai Gysisimm
nip coruem. 1 BEAY aimorume POAY, 6o He anvmmb poay Bummuces. wyxiit
MYAPOCTILL. Y KOXKHOTO oAy BOHA CBOsL i cmiabHa opHouacHo. Koan ¢ pia
TIOUMHAE XU PO3YMOM CYCiAQ, T10TO Bepe BXe 30BCIM [HIMI TIPOBOAUP.
Kineup xinuem, s Beay popo-sia BIA-POAY, Big Topus. A kpim HamxHeHHs
lie MeHi Aae 060B30K He 3ary6mmm HUITIKY poAy [ He 3BeCTu HaHIBeUpb 10T0
Kkpacn. B moeMy popoBomy pepeBi Bxe Giablie Mucadi Atoaei, Wwo Houi i AHi
BeAU Mt pia. TTpruHaimHi mpn cmoAimms iMeH Wenomsmb A0 MeHe 3 Bim
POAOBOTO AepeBa, 3aTIACTIEHOTO BisepyHKaMI CimMen i3 30pi 1700-X Pokis. £
He ULyKato 3-TIOMIK HUX UapiB, 605110, MaHiB ( 6ypromicmpi3. Bo rpiw uina
TMOMY TIPOBOAUPIO, LU0 BeAe PiA AMiLe AAS KopUCTL. | Hexait Xmoch, Aocariim
BAAAM, TOPAO MAATOE 3aBL KOPOHU Y CBOLX POAOBIX rep6&x, TLOKI Hy>KL PYKIL
BIPABHO 3aTUCYHOTb CMOPIHKM 1OTO POAOBOTO ALTMOTIUCY.

S1k 3akAMKal0 BaC pOOWITIA Lie caMIM, UiHYBAIMM | AloOUIMM TipauLypis

He 3aAeXHO HL Big Horo.

survived to us. Hard to find a better name for the real knowledge of your
famﬂy.

Now 1 lead my Kin. 1 lead it, because its seed has sprouted in me these
days 51 myseUf have to become a sp ike thatwill let the Kin continue ﬂourishing
under the sun. 1 historify the days of Kin, because it’s not proper for a Fami[y
to learn somebody else’s wisdom. 1t’s own for each Kin and common at the
same time. When the fami[y ]oegins to live accord'mg to neighloor’s mind,
then quite another guide leads it. Finally, 1 descend from the Kin, from the
Creator. And besides inspiration it gives me duty not to lose the thread of
the Kin and not to bring to noth'mg its beau’cy. There is over a thousand of
people in my family tree who have been guiding my Family for nights and
days. At least three centuries of names whisper to me ﬁrom the branches of
my family tree, braided into patterns of families from the dawn of 1700%. 1
do not seek for k'mgs and boyavs, lords and bwgomasters among them. For
the price of apennytoa leaderwho is guidmg the Kin to the fami[y beneﬁts.
And let someone, having reached power, proud(y draw extra crowns in his
fami[y coat of arms, while the stranger’s hands deﬁ[y record the pages of his
family chronicle.

1 urge you to do it loy yourse[ves, appreciate and love the ancestors

regardless of anything.



BIPA POAY

PvoueHmpmsm cBiMoOTAsiAy 3000BA3ye A0 WaHU TMOTO, Wo MU
maan. CBim mocmiitho obepmaembcs. HaBkoAo camoro  cebe:
TOBepmMaembes. MOAQ, MOBa, Bipa. Bee, 110 koAnch 3aBASAOCS Ha HeBoCxXMAL
ATOACBKOL yBaTU, 3 HaCOM 3HOBY 6yAe BigpopxkeHe, Kk PeHikce, i3 BAACHOTO T10-
neay 3abymms.

kol > Bipn Mint pia? fxoi > Bipn Baw? fxuio s cmas Ha wasx
Popy, aixoto cmedxkkoto Bipu imu meHi ao bora? Aecb y mopoui BikiB, mem-
HIX He CBOEI0 HETPAMOTHICTIIO, & HAWMM 6e3NamsumCIBoM, Pykun Moix
MamepiB MOAMIIOBHO ckAapaAncs A0 Heba i semai y caasi Bepernmi-Aapi.
MuHaan pHi, AoAOHI iHWMX MamepiB moro i Baioro HeckiHueHoro poay 3
Hajieto 3acBivyBaAn cBiukn iHuliit beperuni, wo y cim mpunecaa Hemos-
As, ipoBiBUM A0 Xpecma i BosHecinHs. Cmoaimms 3miHtoBaancs, a 3 HUMm
TlepeiHAKULYBAAOCA 11 yce: 3aMiCTb POAOBOTO Tato Ma TIUCAHUX (KOH, Miit pia
OMpPUMAaB HulL oGepem — UEPBOHI CMATW, Bipy B PO3yM it MpyA. A HUHI —
3HOBY 3aBEPMIAOCH KOACCO XML

Y xonoBopomi 3miH Hacmas vac cnumamu: «Xmo a?» £l — 3epHo cBoro
poay. | & He Maro TipaBa 3acypKyBaMM TIPALLYPIB 33 HAIBHICTILL, TIPOCTILOTNY,
obMexeHicmb ma Hepaaekicmb. Bo NpuitAe AeHb, [ MI AAAEKUIL CUH TaK
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FAITH OF THE KIN

'l <in—centered worldview commits to respect what we had. The

world constanﬂy revolves around itse[f: fashion, language and
faith come back. All that has ever appeared on the horizon of human’s
attention will be reborn again over time like a Phoenix ﬁom the ashes of its
own oblivion.

What is my family’s faith? What faith is yours? If Tve made a step on
the way of my Kin, which path of faith am 1 to follow to God? Somewhere in
the darkness of ages, dark not because of their 'L[ﬁteracy, but because of our
unconsciousness, the hands of my mother were fo[ded in prayer to heaven
and earth in glory to Berehynya—Lada. Days passed, pa[ms of other mothers
of my and your infinite Kin lit candles in hope to another Berehynya-
guardian who bore a Baby to the world, having fo”owed to the Cross and
to Ascension. Centuries changed, and everything altered with them: instead
of fami[y groves and painted icons my fami[y got other charms — ved ﬂags,
the belief in mind and labour. And now the wheel of life is spinning again.

In the whirlpool of change it is time to ask: “Who am 1?” 1 am a
grain of my Kin. And 1 have no right to condemn ancestors for innocence,
simpﬁci’cy, limitations and naivety. For the day will come, and my distant son



camo Ha y36iuui AHIB IoAMBUMbCA Hazay | 3awenove: «HeBxe mu Bipns B
ue, M1 AQBHIN 6amb1<y?»

Tomy Hawa Bipa — Wupwa 3a Mexi kamsaHoro xpamy, ranbua 3a
MyApiCTib OAHiEl KM, AaBHIWA 33 HaltnowepbAeHiL Hacom ckpyoKaaL.
Bona maaa nouamox i in He 6yAe kiHug. 1 Bei Mot bambku i mamepi, 10 KAa-
an mpebn Benecy i CaBaodyy, oAHAKOBO BeAHHO MOXYMb TOBOPUITL TPO
TpaBeAHICTIb [ PABOCAABHICTL CBOEL BIPU.

£l pasom i3 HUMU TIOKAOHIOCA TIOATO, B AIKIM Cmpm6o>l<i BiMpu cmepe-
XYyMb Ham BoAto. £l pasom i3 HUMM cxnatocst iepes, amkom Mamepi 3 Aumsam,
U0 y TIPOCBIMACHII c1<op60mi CImeperan CMOAIMIMAMU AYXOBHY UUCTLONLY
UnX 3eMeAb. £l pasom i3 HUMM 3AIICHIO KPOK Yrepes 3a PO3yMOM, 110 AOTLO-
Moxe ocarHymu csim. Bo saxk6u B moitoro Poay He Gyao xoua 6 opHoro AHs Ge3
Bip1 y wo-HebyAb, Mo 4 6 He cmpiaB cbOrOAHI cam CBOtO 30pto.

Beepeanni Hac camux He miabku Bipa poay. ¥ Hac 1ioro Haais, ioro
A10608, iioro criokyma i TpouieHHs camoro cebe.

KoxHoro pasy, posnoumHatoun CBill AeHb, Tipuragyitme, uo Bu
1100 TIoUaAN He Autile AAS cebe. Pazom i3 Bamu BiH nouasca paa besmedoks
TOKOAiHD, 1o ecmademoto xumma giitwan po Bac. Bu — uniwna Hagia

poay. Ha Bac BiH mokAapas yci cBoi koaniuHi cnopiBaHHsL. [Tpusisium Bac y
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at the side of days will look back and whisper: “Didn’t you believe in that,
my old father?”

Therefore, our faith is wider than borders of the stone church, deeper
than the wisdom of a one book, older than the most notched scrolls. 1t had
the beginning and it'll have no end. And all my fathers and mothers who
oﬁéred prayers to Veles and Lord Savaot, can equa“y may'esticauy speak of
righteousness and orthodoxy of their faith.

Tll bow with them to the ﬁe[d, wherein Stry’ooh’s winds keep us ﬁ'ee.
V'l kneel with them before the face of the Motherwith the Child who has kept
the sp'u‘i’cua[ purity of this land in enﬁghtened Sorrow fov centuries. 'l step
up with them for the mind that will help understand the world. For if my Kin
had had even one day without ’oe[ief in something by now, 1 wouldn’t have
met my own dawn today.

There is not on[y faith of the Kin inside of us. We are its Hope, its
Love, its atonement and forgiveness of itself.

Whenever starting your day, remember that you have not started it
only for yourselves. Together with you, it was started for the immensity of
generations coming to you in the race of [ife. You are the current Hope of
your Family. 1t pinned all its previous expectations on you. Having led you to
theworld, your Kin thus maintained the hope that eventua“y you’d comp lete



cBim, Baw pig mum camum cmBepppkyBaB Hajio, 1o 3 uacom Bu posepuun-
TMe CBoe TIOKAMKaHHs Ha Uit 3emai. fAke? Cyanmu kokHomy okpemo. Pig He
HaB'A3ye Memy, a MiAbku 30epirae HaAllo Ha Halle camosBepuieHHsL. Kpoky-
10N KUIIMAM, WoAeHHO BiguyBarime, wo Bu — Awo6os yevoro Poay. Sx6u
He ua A1060B, Mo Tiaka 6 Posy BUCOXAQ Ha APEBi BCEAEHCHKOTO XU, He
nopoamnsum Bac.

Tlpoxopaum Kpisb MepeHn BCiX AHIB, MpuUMaitme PoyMiHHS, o Yy
Bac >xuBe criokyma poay. Bawt uianit pia — yBecb >xuBuit, Bech TipaBeAHWMIA,
Bech TpilHMi — menep xuse y Bac ycim cBoim ecmsom. Bu Hasuewi itoro
CTMOAITTHIMM BaKKUMM TIOMUAKAMU. Bu HaBuUeHI 110To pajaBHiMK TIopaja-
M. Bam ynpoaosk cBoro kummsa 3a Uiani pig npuiigembes ocaramu i
YPOKU, U0 BiH He 6yB Y 3MO3L 3pO3yMimu, aXK TIOKN Bu choroaHi He 3aBnancs
Ha CBITL

Tomy He 3aimbes Ha cBilt pia 3a me, wo Bam poBognmbes mpoanmu
cAboaW: Bt mounHaeme yunmues 3a HbOTO i AASL HOTO, 106 Bawmm pimam
6yno aerute y xummi. Bo Bu — e npocmo e crokyma poay, Bu — ttoro npo-

leHHA 32 BAACH{ TIOMUAKM [ BiAb.

your calling on this earth. Which one? 1t’s to be judged individually. Kin does
not impose a goa[, but on[y retains the hope for our se[f- accornpﬁshrnent.
Stepping in the life, feel every day that you are the Love of the whole Kin. If
not that Love, the branch of the farni[y would have withered on the tree of the
universal life, not having begotten you.

Passing througn the thorns of all days, keep the understanding
that atonement of the Kin lives in you. Your whole kin — all alive, all godly,
all sinﬁd — s now ﬁving in you with all its ’oeing. You are trained by its
centenary painful mistakes. You are taught by its ancient advice. You will
have to comprehend for all your ['Lfe n p[ace of the whole kin the lessons that
it hadn't been able to understand until you were born today.

So do not be angry with your Kin for the tears you have to shed: you
begin to studly in its stead and for it; for your children to have easier life
because you are not just a redernpﬁon of the Kin, you are its forgiveness for
its own mistakes and pain.
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IN THE NECKLACE OF FATE

Hands of my forefathers
Smell with bread and grain,
Brows of my forefathers —
Crowned with the Sun.

In the brume and smothers,
They could have restrained
Storms, and, world for others,

Could have hold, as one.

Fate of my forefathers

Tied in ﬂorid laces

For my freedom, passes

Into crown of thorn;

After all morasses,

1ts in stellar spaces, —

Blood and sweat in trusses —
Glitters, though fovewom.

Y mortoro poay

BixonomHe sepHo,

Biunoro noxopy
Beskoneuna mymb,

1 pognHHy Bpopy

B npucmpacmsax xumepHux
A nosixy-3poay

Cam He pam 3a6ymb.
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Seed of my forefath §

Is antique and roo*f

Its infinite pathes

Merge in endless wa ‘.
And Twon't slathevI 4'4' >
My ancestral beauity “"

Il keep it, Vather =
Yield to passmns sw/ J h
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THCHA POAY

]

Koancae simep Bpopy —
Tlo6iniai YK TAOAY,

Topre po HebecHol Tymi;

3 3UM y AIMHIO HACOAOAY
Biombes cmexkkm Moro poay —
TopHi, nigHebecHi i cBami.

Ha aimownim Derim miai
AQHUIOKKI CAIAIB 3paBHIAL
Hposeaymsb panexo y Biku,
Llo6u cmaan sposymiai
Txi PaHI OMOXITUAL
Hayskpait sxummesol pixu.

Criexxiy mpasu obiiimatonb,
Ay HNX BIKM ApiMatomb,
Cmepexymb M0itoro poay COoH.

SONG OF THE KIN

1

Plaﬁu[ breezes dandle beauty —
Whitened hands of haw, once sooty,
Hoping to reach the skyey way;

My kin wintered on — so broodly,
My kin summered, singing ﬂuty,
On its tracks above and earthly stay.

Chains of old weathered traces
On the ancient trails-laces

Guide me deep in time from fash and strife,

To perceive with all my paces
Their gashes — mossed in races —

On the bank of twisty stream of ['Lfe.

In the pa’chway, hugged by grasses,
Ages nap without fusses,
Guavding s[eep of kin in orison.

"
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3Hatomb, 10 y piAHIM Kpal
BixopasHs kpoB 3arpae,
3acniBae 3 HUMW B YHICOH.

1l

Y naaxnx uiayHkax ante

Bianm kemsarom xaanHa

Y 6raxumrooky Bucomy.
Onyurycs > Ha KoAiHa,
TaemumBo BiKiB HemAiHHe

Ha ckprkansx cepus BigHatiay.
He wy»xux camunx canpani
Lnx kpais cxopnan paai,

A Miit pia Bce 3mipsB GOCOMIX.
He npuitpeurrix mos kpuimaai
ConoBamu webemann,

A MITt pig: WOBECHM — MO TYYHilLL

He Bip rpowosoro 6ancky
Tlpunapaan sopi HuabKo,
A Bip, MATMEPUHCHKIX MOALTIOB.

And when someone there glasses;
Blood will break through wide crevasses,
Singing for the truth in unison:

1l

Guelder-rose snogs in passion
Blue-eyed welkin, gifting taction

Of its blossom in amorous art:

So 1 bow in aﬂecﬁon,

As imperishable caption

Is vetrieved on tablets of my heart.
Those lands are all gone round

Not by holymen inbound,

But my kin has crossed them barefoot
No s’crangevs’ tongues resound,
Twitting in the holts around,

But my kin, with nighﬁngales, has cooed:

Stars have nestled very low
Not by means of money glow,

But ’[)CC&MSE ofpvayers ofmy mom.
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Not ﬁom lust and lucre ﬂow
Cradles in a child blow,

But when Love in sacrament has come.

1

Shedding honeyed blossom crown,
Whitened cherries bowed down

Right before Almighty’s skyey Throne,
Dressing in the mi[ky gown

Kin's remote joy and ﬁown

By the highway 1 tread on my own.

Twill carry, as monition,

Mom’s and dad’s prophetic vision

From the doovste]o of the native hut:
“Weigh in heart each your decision

Till your way leads to ﬁfuiﬁon -

Truth of kin and heart don’t live apart...”
Let my children not be haughty,

Bear light in days, so naughty,

Cherish love in every deed and word.

ST
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A ak 3atipe BiuHicmb B Xamy,
Cam noury moanmsysammn

B xyuepasux Buwmax po Teopus:

«[licHi pogy anmucn 6e3 KiHug..»

%@%JOOE

1will pray — heartfelt and dough (

In the curly cherries to my Lovc{‘:i
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‘ S ' DESTINY HAS PLAITED More th D
> ) HAEAACﬂ AOAL Tlpury6usum BBOAT0 ore than many spring ys 3
Becer po cHaru, Sipped 1 under skies,
' Barm,e/\am Ao Fate of mine — is plaiting Ulasxosi po3BOAIO To allow my pathways
4 KBimom B pyutHiku, Of embroidered cloth; Bumunch 3-nip Horn Wind without ties
‘ pOKiB po3A0nAs Every day is weighting Y xpai xpewami, To the herbs grovelling,
’ <1y a‘E HaBprl"l/l Midst my lifetime swath. Y poxu mani, To the infancy,
< Vi Apocrm Tievai Wisdom in its signets Aey pianin xami Where fates in dwelling
‘ TﬂbC$l Ha 1oAl, Twines on wrinkly brow, Aoaiy menai. Basked on oversee...
u oil 2!( Henouami But the dreams, as magnets,
(',}// \ w‘“ KTt Ha SeMAL Keep on earth for now. Bimpom cepea moast With the w’wzd 1 count
" \ Mipsio Bixn, Days in motley grass,
.'h D) pisb wyxi ceamuii Amid foreign grails Tpwxnastio o Bending all way down
\\ Ki THCHI And some other’s chant, MaxiB Tieatocmk. Poppies to the path.
out COAOB Hi Nights with nightinga[es Te, w0 Bemur novamu, All what 1 have started
U ' CHMAVLCFL MEH. In my dreams extant. He 3rHme BBi MAL: Won't decay in haze: \
‘ "' ki puan In the dusk and morrows Pia cmae Ha vamu Kin of minewill guard it
5”“"’”‘” e On the foreign shores 3 Bipoto B kpuaL. On the wings with faith.
AR U AMMHI Tieuanl, Parents’ love and sorrows
' “i amaBa A1060B. Ave forever yours.
() ()
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PARADE OF MEMORY
|

As ﬂowery crewel,

The gardens stand in May;
The lilac trees bejewel

The yards in odour sway.
Each tuﬁp isa jewel

In the ﬂamboyant crewel
With lilac scent in duel

n ﬂowery array.

The pigeons, cooing sprightly,
n passion shoot upwarfs,

And medals gﬁttev ['Lgh’dy

n g[eam of old woes.

All medals burnish bright[y,
Afforming so uprightly

Great deeds, surpassing knightly
Above the old woes.




Tpucnis

AHIB MUHYAUX HIMI TIPaBAOMOBLLL
Moavmsytoms y Biunim BoTHi;

1 6avams Ha TLOCYMAEHIM COH
3HOBY CABO3U HA CTIOMWH BITHL.

I neuymucs Heroicmi paHu,

biaa 6pameK1/lx MOTUA CTUTHE KPOB,
Lo, HeMoBOU TpapaBHIL KypraHu,
y6vqoa}ombc51 KBIMaMn 3HOB.

1l

AasHo MoBUamb rapMammn
B ocnaai Beuopm.

He wymn xanonaan

18 irpax pimsopn.

He uymn xanonagn,

A XBimHymb nasicaan,

Ik oxopoHui aapy

Y irpax aimsopn.

é‘ 76 ;
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Chorus

The truth-tellers of past pray in silence
Through Eternal memorial flame;
And, remembering martial violence,
Tears gleam in lamentable fame.

Wounds unhealed bake on heart when it pa nds
At the mass graves that curd seething b[odd,l.a “
And, as gC prehistorical mounds, = [

Roll in colors when flowers bud.
1

The guns are whist and quiet
n s[eepy eventides.

The gunshots’ loud riot

In boyish games subsides.

The cannonry riot

By kids is not admired,

But yards are all attived

Wita blossom — rich and pied.
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| maxu HeBeAnUKi
Ksimuatomb, ax BOTHL,
HenepemoxHi cmpivukmn
Y ui mpasHesi gHi.

| maxn HeBeAnUKi
Tlanaromb, Haue CBIUKK,
1 HamoBnm-TIomMiuKN
Kpimuatomb, gax BOTHL.

Tpucnis

TlocmymHiai Himi TpaBAOMOBLL
Llenomamb y cBAMOMY BOTHi.

1 BubAMCKytomb B 30A0M COHLA
I3 MeparamMm cAbO3U CYMHI.

I neuymb mpunokoeni paxn,

Biag Gpamcbkux morua cmurHe Kpos,
Lo, Henave BeAnuHi KypraHu,
Youpatombes kBimamm 3HOB.

OxuBatomb omuilieHi paHn
Tlip opxecmpy meAoAil 3HOB.
1, ax paBHI cBAMI, BemepaHn
Tlosepmatomb mix atoan A1060B.
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Each flamy poppy glisters,
Embellishing lapels

With ribbons of the victors,
Throughout festal spells.
And little poppies ;ﬁtten
As holy candles, jitter

In crowds, that all pitter
As if loquacious wells.

Chorus

And the truth—te[[ing woe susurration
Can be heard in memorial ﬂame;
And, the medals with no de-nigration,
Gleam with tears in sun in the%ame.

Cured wounds bake on heart when it pounds
At the mass graves that curd seething blood
And, as old magnifical mounds,

Roll in colors when flowers bud.

To the orchestra’s marvelous sound
Closed woundings are hurting again.
And the vets, like the saints around,
Bring back Love as if something arcane.
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ECTAGETA XKUTTA
Oab3i Boromoneupb

3a KOXeH KoK s BIATIOBiAb Hecy

He po Cypai Ha xmapHomy ipecmoi,
Lo B>kmpae peBHO A0 Uacy

I3 c])OALaHmOM CXMBACHOT AOAIL

3a KOXeH AeHD Ay 6opry y mnx,
Xmo Tlpomemeamu motioro poay
Boroub sxumms, manapyroun, 36e*p ir
I nepepas mei orHucTty Bpopy.

Al HacAiAK WOACHHMX YCPeMAIHD
He mipsio Bepuikom cBoel AHnHm —
/A1 TIOABUTOM MUHYAMX TIOKOAHD
1 AOKOPOM MaIBYmHBOT AUTUHM.

Ha uiit 3emai meri BignoBipamb

3a KOXHY MU, o Komumbea y Aemy,
At mum, KoMy cnopobAtoch Tiepepary
Liboro xmnmms HamxHeHHy ecmadery.
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RELAY RACE OF LIFE
To Olha Bohomolets

1 am respons ible fov every st
Before nojudge on throne above the cloud,
Awaiting me with unexplained pep

With folio of [ife-way 1 have ploughed.

For every day 1 owe each of those

Who, wandering through ['Lfe, fu[ﬁﬂed the duty
And, like Prometheus with ﬂame, uprose
Transmitting me my kin’s impassioned beauty. N '

1 \
=

The outcomes of all attempts 1 mete
Not with my days that are from fragments suture
But on[y with genevaﬁons’ feat :
And with reproach of children in my future.

-

1 am to answer on my earth[y path

For all the instants roll in Lethe’s vortex,
Before the one to whom 1 have to pass
This re[ay race of ['gfe on wov[aﬂy vertex.



AITYPT1A

CAbo3n B ovax
Y moAmmBy BriAima

Aoas, posbuma B ApysKI.

Maie cBiua
Ha sikoHui 6aisa,
MoB Ha Bimpy korockn.

TMavsms xusa
Monnmsye 3 koaiH

3a onycmiAi ABOpU —
A\Aombes cAoBa,

Hibn komumibea A3BiH
3aynoxiitHoi rpu...

Bumepsanit cap

Y pospumim cHiry,

Ax nmatuenam, cmepexe
/A BOX HeMOBASM,

o nomartumm «Ary!»
Csim He opapamb yxe.

LITURGY

Tears in eyes

Into prayer entwines
Destiny, crashed into sp[its.
Trembles, as spikes

Under rainstorm brines,
Candle, on window sill [it.

Witnesses still

Oﬁév di[igent prays

For the abandoned farmsteads —
Whisperings spiu

As if church bell dismays

For the repose of the dead.

Killed by the frost,

Orchard in the kowtow

Guards, as gC chicks in the snow,
Infants, being lost,

Who will never endow

World with the sacred “Aah-Oh!”.

Tvwa Hima

Be 6apB'LHOK 3a TUH;
Ty6umbca mamepi caip;:
Buitwiaa — 1 Hema...
Uo6u BrxmB X0U cum

B nowecmi 3ry6Aeme AT

B auny psopi

Tlo 06aepmiit kopi
3AMBU BeAymb uacy Aik:
Pykn cmapi
OniBHiuHiit opi
Cmucan ikoHy HaBik.

Tuepes uac,

Yepes rpix sabymms,
Crmuxai B ToAOAHMX poKax,
Moasmsb 3a Hac

Ao cBamux 3a xumms

13 xorocKamm B pyKax.

Quietly creep

Periwinkles to fence,

Hide mother’s prints from beehive:
Under the steep

In the time of oﬂénce

For at least son could survive.

Downpour rite

Keeps the track of decades

On the barked boles of the limes:
During midnight

Wrinkled hands grasped for-aid

lcon for durable times.

In the days sway,

Through the sin of disdain,
Fallen in famishment ga[e
Heaven[y pray,

Ho[ding ears of grain,
Keep all of us ﬁ'om travail,

(2.
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BUTOKN

Ha cepui cxpecaa pagicmb, Haue kpura,
Big piaHnx cAiB 3-Tiip paBHBOL pyKI

B cmapin aywi nosuupinoi kHuru,

B kit Bikammn naxHymb cmopiHku.

Tlomixx wmmma cmoaimHix epeit 1 smei,
3 TIOMIX iMeH, HeuyBaHUX AABHO,

3 pocuBnx AHIB y3pimu OyB 2 papnit
CBoitoro pogy 3paBHilHe 3epHo.

Topexyam it He BUAHO ampameHTy —
Y Hacy cBiit — Haitkpaumit — karamap:
I namamb sampotop>kye pouieHmy
Bypxansux AHIB BOTHEHHWIT KaneHAAD.

TlpapaBHixX KHUT UNTAt0 OAKPOBEHHS,
Lo v miit 3pmBOBaHO 3amMmye CyciA:
«fl He 36amy, HaBilo (XHe MMeHHA?
3a HUMM BXe TIOBIKY 3TUHYB CAIA...»

Hi, He sropimb M B Xepaax pesoatovin,
He Busicmu 6e3BicHo A0 OCHOB,

Tlokn B moemy cepuji peHo 6'iombest

Ix Bipa, ix Haais, ix A1060B.

aF N
( L
[ 841
A 4

THE ORIGINS

The joy broke up in heart, as ice on shoal,
From native words on old standing page
Left by one’s hand in volume’s fadeor soul
That smells with old destinies and age.

Among the old written letters sewing,

Among the names not heard for lon ago,

On godsend fact my heart was wawvﬁy glowing —
Since grizzled days the seed of Kin has grown.

Sometimes it’s hard to read the ink handwri‘c'mg -
lnkpot of time was a[ways used to mar

The memory till its entire smiting

In stormy agys of ﬁre calendar.

I'm Veading book as old revelation,

That even neigh’oor asks me in surprise:

“Why do you search for names an fav relation?
They all are gone as never had to rise...”

No, they won’t burn in the revolution craters,
The{ won't fade, forgotten to the base
Till last heart-beat 1 [zea[ous[y cater

To their hope, their love and their faith.
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FROM THE PALMS OF KIN

From the palms of Ukrainian peop le
Ages Drink

Heat of love through the years, and tipp[e
Cool of brink.

Bygone days once again drown in blossom
To the world,

When in old days whispering bosom

Has been swirled;

When the dreams are enthralled by the tales
In the dusk,

For Pelasgians told them to dales

With the husk;

When the [errty breathes with ﬁre
Through the haze,

Being preserved by the Scyths with admire
To these days;

d“ ‘.h

5861,

Koan cepuie smaHixeHo BiHe
Bia nicens,

LLlo eniBaan poraaHo cAoBAHN
B sacet petb.

Tuporo pkepena uncrmy Bopy

Y meni

He po3BoAto Manaoxknmu 3poay,
Tloxn Blombes Mix A0AL Hapoay
1 MOT HeBOM AiueHi AHI.

?Q%@%OE

When the heart faints in admmsiﬂo
From the songs
Sung by Slavs with the deep ad
All days [ong

Welling up in my soul crystal W te
Of that spring V i \
Twill not let dishonor or a[ter :
While walking without a tottef ‘
Between people throughout my bein .



BIPYIO

Y muumHy mBoix rais
Bipyro.

B nicHi 3aat06HMx conoB'B
3 Bupito;

B xynaabcbky marito BorHis
Bpopkeny;

B cnoxiitiy mpocmoponb AaHiB
3pouleHy;

B posrpimomianit HeGokpait,
B Hiu sichy,

B cepnankosi aeaeunx srpait
B niposechy;

B me, w0 He 3aiunut y posmait

1 BELIEVE

1 believe. (. |
In songs of little mghtmga[es
Amid leaves; \~ -

In ﬁres of midsummer mght
old and new;

All in dew;

n tempests roanng in the daﬁel,
Over ryes, ot J’f '

Bluish sktes,

To all that has no measwemenf B

Mipoto: Staying cleave,

Y mebe, oAy piaHmnit kpait, In'you, my native Motherland\

Bipyo. 1 believe. '
&)
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A Mamitko cama,

V‘ om@opimu,e,

- « MiTi pig,
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”} A\,'wmy wa TL]DOCMAaCb Y MOAITT.

CONVERSATIONS WITH HEAVENS
]

Sp[endid and together,

Sun was spreading feathers,
B[essing all the world with ho[y ﬁght.
My gray—haired mommy,

Praying, felt so palmy —

Even soul was asking for the ﬂight.

Chorus:

Over go[den ryes
Evening rolls,

Blackish ploughed trace
Goes to verge...

Mother Mary, rise

Over dole,

Save my kin in grace
From the dirge.
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€ Ha cBimi xpamu,
Bumumi cabozamu,

3 BikomoMH1M 0beperom CiH.

Sk Ha cnoMmH Mamn
Tlonip o6pazamn
3 Hebom p036ecip,y|oc1) OAMH.

Tpucnis:

B toHb BecHu Aima
Tlpocambes,

Cunae upimom raip,
Ao Bopn.

Maminko cBama,
Boropoguue,

Bip 6ign miit pig
Biasean.

1l

World is ﬁt[l of shrines | «
Washed with hearty brinés,, N
With defence of old wa“s of stone. .
Near icon shine, A

With mom in my mind, ’.:.f 'f‘”"

1 will talk to Heavens all al&

Chorus:

Ages seek the youth
Of the springs, -t
Hawthorn blossom falls |
In the ﬂows.

Mother Mary, soothe
All my stings

From severe squaﬂs
And the woes.
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Bisaro, w0 HuHi,
B pox usnaronanHHi,

He snavtmu, uum Afmam pokopume:

Y Moiit popnHi
B HapBeuip cune
MoAnmoBsHa cBirka 3a30puUme.

Tlpnenis:

Crirom samima
Bcto oxoaniyo,
AX POKiB ToAim
Ty6mmb AfK.
Mamirko cBama,
Boropoaute,
Moanmsyit 3a pia
M nosix.

m

Onmy [ifetime stairs,

After fleeting years,

There’s not a th'mg my kids to chide.

Now 1 am aware:
Candle for the prayer
In the bluish evening will giﬁ ﬁght.

Chorus:

Snow hides away

All the neighbourhood,
Even years cast

Track in ﬂight.

Holy Mother, pray

For my k'mship good
That can ever last

Through the spite.

HA PO3AOPTXK] MUPY 1 BIMHN

Age Tipuamb noanHn

B cmenosiit kypssi —
HenosmopHi y uiromy csimi,
Tam bambkut i cuHM

B noxosmiaint mpasi
Henopyuwernum cHom omosumi.

YHopHokpuaa siitna

AX TI0 cAABHY BecHy

Y cBOe TIoTY>KiAE TIMCAHHS
Ix cBami imena
Kap6ysana Ges cry

Tlip 3papamBe CBOE KOAUCAHHSL.

3aryouBum AHAM AiK,
Boaourkosi noas

Nno CbOTOAHL ACALTOTD YKAIHHO
3a ycix, xmo cBiit Bik

3ary6us B koBUAAX

3a AUMUHY, POANHY T KpaiHy...

AT THE CROSSROADS
OF PEACE AND WAR

Where wormwoods in dust —
Unrepeatably dun —

Bitter on the remarkable movnd,
Amid steppes — dry and grassed —
Both fathers and sons

Are on nonchalant s[eep wound around,

Black-winged scriber of war,

Until spring glory days,

Had been cﬁasing n wailfu[ carving —+
Every day more and more <

Their sainﬂy names

To the spacious tune of its [u”ing.

The blue-bonnets in ﬁe[ds,

Having lost track of time,

Ave still gleaming for each one of those =
Who lies dead, as gC shields,

For the vast harried clime,

For the child and kin fromthe foes.



MOAUTBOCAOB

#lx coHue mpomeHem acHUM
Toxy6umb rait 3-3a BUAHOKpaIO,
Becb bianit cim a0 Heba pae,

1 . moatocs pazom 3 HUM

Baarocaosime, Hebeca,

Yeix weapom xumms icnumu,
1 xan ceppeup AtoAcbKMX Kpaca
He samporopmmbest y caimi.

Sk Byuro romoHamb Aowi,
Cmakkamo 6'tomb y BiuHi Kpuuyj,
1 MoanmBytomb GanCKaBULY,

1 a2 Moaroca y ayui.

Baarocaosime, Hebeca,

Hecmun y cim 406po HemaitHe,
LLlo6 He spewina us kpaca
Tlepea rpowmma Ha KoAiHax.

Baarocaosime, Hebeca,
BesnosopomHnit wasx Mix atoan,
1 oxn poas He 3raca,

He sigamu, xpim Bora, cyay.

-,a-;‘.“i!; :
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WORD OF PRAYER

The sun with lovight and tender beams
Canoodles groves beyond horizon,
The voice of whole world is rising,
And 1 appeal to Lord in dreams.

Oh, bless, the Lord in holy skies,
To taste all bounties o l'w'mg.
And let the charm of souls rise
Without spoiling by deceiv'mg.

Staccato on the steel and stone —
The rain is vigorous [y p[aying,

And thunderbolts are ﬁery praying,
And 1 am kneeling all‘alone.

Oh, bless, the Lord in ho[y sky,

To carry good to world invow,
Don't let this beauty Eutrq‘}/
In ﬁfont of money in kowtow.

Oh, bless, the Lord in holy sky,

To walk with no retuwrn mid peop le,
To meet no judge or no try
But God until my lifetime ripple

AT
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PIAHU AIM

NATIVE HOME



0 6 i3 HaM1 He mpanuaoca — AoGpe W AXe — MU 3aBXAU
3HAEMO, 140 AeCb 000BAZKOBO 3MOXYMb PO3AIANTI 3 HAMM YCi
Paaowyi 1 Heroan. Y maki momeHmmn Gopait AyMKaMU BepImaelics y e Micue,
WASX AO IKOTO TIAM'AMAIONL Cami Ante HOTI, a6y iM 6yA0 AaHO BoATo TiMK 3a
mpu cBimn Ge3 Hacmaros. LLLo  y cBimi Hacmibkn uapiBHe, W0 BepHe Hauwi

AyMKI A0 cebe kpisb poku?

MOAEADL BCECBITY

PiAHmZ pim. Wo Bir pas Hac? Havinepuie came Bir i 6yB Ans An-
muHK yocobaeHHam uiroro Beecsimy, sxnit wekas ii 3a noporom
6ambiBebkot ooumeni. Huti Bce MeHie 11 MeH1LLe Aloaeit MOXYMb i3 ToppicTio
Ma WAHOI0 3TaAATIU XaTmy, Y AKil Brieplile CMyMUAN Ha 3yCTpit XUIMIMEBOMY
okeaHosi. Tlepwl 3a Bce momy, 10 7 camol Xamu AK MakKol yxe i 3Hanmu
BaKKO, OKPIM K Y 6e3 TipuMeHUeHHs He30arHeHNX CBOEI AOBTOBIMHICIILIO
cerax. Tam, y cBamint ceamux 6a6ycmmx Ma AlAYCEBUX AL [ BECeH, OHY-
KU WWje MOPKAI0Mbest AIMOWHIX cmiH y GironivHomy ysimi mpasHa. Tam iue
NaXmuUIMb A0GPOM i TMenAoM Tpy6Ka, y Ky HaBTepeMiHKy 3 HOPHIUM BYriAAIM

CMapeHbKi Pykn Tigkuaatomb naxydi pgposa. Tam, y ceai, koan 3 Gepera

hatever happens to us — good or bad — we always know that

all our joys and sorrows will be shared somewhere. At such
moments, even in thoughts, you come back to the p[ace, way to which is
remembered by feet, if they just were given the freedom to go beyond the
three worlds without instructions. What in the world is so charming that
turns our thoughts to itself through the years?

THE MODEL OF THE UNIVERSE

Naﬁve home. Whatisittous? At ﬁrst exacﬂy itwas apersoniﬁcaﬁon
of the universe, that was waiting for a child outside the door of
the patema[ abode. Today, fewer and fewer peop[e can remeber with proud
and honor the hut in which they first set foot in meeting life’s ocean. First
of all, because it’s ahfeady hard to ﬁnd the hut itse[ﬁ except in the vanges
without underestimation incompvehensib le in their [ongevity. There, in the
Holy of holies of grandparents’ years and springs, grandchildren still touch
advanced in years walls in the white-foamed blossom of May. There still is
a ﬁne smell of good and warmth from the stove in which old hand tossed
black charcoal alternately with fragrant wood. There, in the village, when the



BpaHIWHIA MyMaH TUACTyNae TiiA BIKHA Xamu, posymiell, 1o Ha ([ Topo3si
CTIMPAEMbCA MexXa MiX CcBimom pomauwHiM i Beecsimom. Tam pocmamHbo
BUIIMI 32 BOpoma i nepeitmu kaMSHICILy AOpiKKY, abn bambkiBebkuit cap
BUPpICY cap 3eMHUIL | BOTHUKI AaMTIAAKI T CBIUOK Y HATLIBIMEMPABL TLOKYMi
HE3PUMOI0 CUAOT0 3AMATOMb YBepX HE3AIMEHOI0 KiAbKICTIO HebeCHNX 3ip.

LixaBo, ane 3a AQBHIMM HAPOAHUMM TiepeKasamu Tieplly Xammy 3po-
6B yarobaennit arron Boxatit y mepwi X AHi cBimMOmBopeHHs, iMa akomy
6yro Camanain. OpHave, Bin mpumas y cobi HesposyMiny obpasy Ha Bambra
i 3ropoM, Biapikumceb, nocmas pomu Hvoro. CamaHaia He 3Mir cmBopummn
1oTOCh AOBEpLLEHOTO: 1oTo BUMBip OyB memHuit ma Henpusabanswit. Lo
TMiAbKN He POOUB BiH, 861t 3yKPACUIT 1100, CKIALKIL He HOCUB XMEHAMU CO-
HSAUHE CBIMAO, KaXKe HAPOA, & TNaK L He 3MIT OCBLTMITIA TieplLy Xanty. 1 moai
Teopeub nopapysas Xxami mpun BikHa, Kpisb AKi i HUHIL TIPUXOAUTIL A0 HAC
6raropaimHe CBIMAO AHSL.

Xama — He Tpocmmo uommpn cminm, ye — papyHok bora, posecHmk
cBimy, 1loro cuMBOAiHe BiaoOpaxkeHHs. B ykpaiHcbkiit xami naxao xusum
pisHOMpaBaM He TMIAbKM HA 3eAeHi cBAma. Y Hill came XUMMs CMaBaAo
YMOBHI X1BUM, cnipaBxHim. LLkopa aniie, 10 HUHI 1o cipaBXHicTb Mpo-
10AWMDb HEeBMaMOBYBaHa pokamu xara Micma. Boro nopoamnao csiit spasox
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morning mist rises under the windows of the hut from the river bank, you
understand that the line between home world and the universe is erased on
the threshold. 1t’s enough to go out ﬁ'om the gate and cross the Yocky path to
see how the fatherly garden is growing in the earthly garden. And the lights
of an icon [amp and candles in the twiﬁgh’c of the corner of honouwr under
the invisible force fly up in the countless number of heavenly stars.

]n’ceresﬁngly, but according to old fo[k tales the ﬁrst hut was made
by the favorite angel of God in the early days of world creation, whose name
was Satanael. However, he was keep ing an incomprehens ible grudge against
Father and aﬁev a while, having renounced, rose against Him. Satanael
wasn't able to create some’ching pevfect: his work was dark and uninviting.
He did so many things to beautify it: many times he carries handfuls of
sun[ight, as people say, but he could not ﬁght the ﬁvst house. Then the
Creator gave three windows to the first hut through which the blessed light
of day comes to us even now.

A hut is not just four walls, it is the gift of God, the contemporary of
the world, its symboﬁc representation. The Ukrainian hut had a ﬁne smell
of living grasses not only on Whitsun. The life itself became fully alive and
real init. 1ts a pity that now this au’chenﬁcity isvitiated by the vmsuppressed
by years thirst for the City. It has created its own sample of home. It shrunk
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piaroro pomy. Bin cmuchysca a0 mex kBapmmpu, a 3 UMM 3MEHIIMBCA i
BcecBim atopnHm. 3a MAACTMKOBUMI BIKHAMI TN GPOHBOBAHUMM ABEpUMA
3AAUIINANCA 3aMaXN | 3BYKM, 32 WOACHHUMU CTIpaBamMn OTIUHUAUCA ATOAN §
came Xumms. Ta cBiM 3MiHI0eMbCS, L HilL0 He Mae AUATIIACS TIAKUM CaMUM,
6o iHaKuue 3HUKHE y KOAOBOpOML XummsL. AloAHa Xou | cmaaa 3amKHeHa
Y HOMMUPBOX CMiHAX KBAPTMP Ma BAACHIUX TPobAeM, TIpoTTe Bee OAHO He
BMpamuAa siguymma pigHoro pomy. Tlopir micbkoi kBapmupn cmas mexero,
10 BipAiAfe HAC Bip Hemicbkoro cBimy. Ta AlM | HUHI 3aAMILaembCa AAL HAC
3paskom Beecsimy. Bupicum y Hbomy, mu cnipuitmammmemo Bechb CBim Kpisb
TIPU3MY 3aKOHIB BAACHOL OCEAi | 3rOAOM OyAyBaTIMEMO YaKe CBilt ManeHbKII

BCECBITN HA MUX caMUX MPUHUNTIAX, A0 AKNX 3BUKAN 3 AUTIIUHCITIBA.

YU BCI APOTU BEAYTb AO PUMY?

yAaBHix pumaaH yei waaxu Bepmaan a0 Pumy.  Aoporn
TPaBOBIPHUX PIBHNX Bip KOAUCH Ta 1 cxopambea Y Meuui un
B Epycaanmi... Ta mompun 3MiHy emox ma Hacmpois, MOMpPU BigMIHHICTL
HAWNX 3BUMAT | CMAIMKIB, Mpiil Ma TPiXiB € Tymb, AKa BiAOMA BCIM — lie
nymb aopomy. Koanch came popora — 3aMaHAUBa, BEPTKA, HeHAYE AyKaBUit
3Mit, TIoKkAMKaAA 3 00010 ToHAUBKI Aywi i cepus. | M, okpuaeHi Geamexokam
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to the limits of the apartment, and the universe of a man decreased with
this, too. Smells and sounds were [eﬁ behind p[asﬁc windows and armored
doors, people found themselves behind the daily chores as well as life itself.
But the world is changing, and nothing must remain the same, otherwise
it disappears in the whirlpool of life. Though man was locked in four walls
of apartments and his own pro’o[ems, but still has not lost a sense of native
home. The threshold of the city apartment became the border that separates
us from not-urban world. But the house still remains amodel of the universe
forus. Having grown up in it, we will apprehend the world through the prism
of our own home’s laws and then we will build alreacy our own little universe
on the same principles we've got used to since childhood.

DO ALL ROADS LEAD TO ROME?

or the ancient Romans all paths led to Rome. The roads of true-
believers of different faiths once but meet in Mecca or Jerusalem...
But despi‘ce the change of eras and moods, despi‘ce the diﬁverence of our
victories and fortume, dreams and sins there is a way, which is known to
all — it's a way home. Once it was exactly the way — tempting, brisk like the
roguish serpent, — that called youthful hearts and souls to stride on it. And



BcecBimy 3a 6ambKiBcbkUM TOPOTOM, TIOPUHYAM B 3aTlAelieHe MepeXUBO
Aopir. Koan cBim ynepuie BUCTEANB HaM TliA HOTW KOAIOUL TepeHm, M1 To-
Bepman i3 Goaem y Aywii B pigHuit gim sHaviommnmu wasxom. Koan ueit ca-
MWt CBUTML ynepiiie Ham TIOCTIEANB 3eA0M AOPOTY, MU 3 TIPETIeTNom i pasolamm
3HOBY 1AM A0AOMY. HesAiteHi pas3u Tpowaanca i3 Lum Toporom i Miian, B
OCMAHHE AMBASUMNCD HA PIAHL BIKHA 1 MaAicaA, N maxux pasiB — oCmaHHix
[ TPOWAABHIX — Ha HALLIN TaMami He MeHuwe, HiX 3ip Y MeMHim HebL. Bo
He AQPEeMHO 3aTOBIB HAPOA: AO 6ambKOBOT Xamu He Ti3HO it oTiBHOUI. Bona
3aBXAN BIAKPUE ABEPI AN AlTTLEH.

TLOPYUHOBAHE THI3AO

"I-a TMiAbKI BHIKae 0AHA Tpobaema: un € kyan Bepmamuch? Yn
€ Micug, y AKOMY BiAUyBaell cebe PiaHMM; Micue, aKke A mebe
camoro € 6amabkum? Aag Giavuocmi 3 Hac Hum e Hale piaHe Micmo un
piarerbke Micmeuxo. Tlpome, «kBapmupHe TUMAaHHS», TPOpOUe TUAHITE
Byaraxosum y cBoemy pomani «Maiicmep i Maprapumar, cnpasai noncysa-
A0 Atoaeit. Ypbarisauia aminmnaa He ante mary Ykpaiiin, Bora Biabuaaca Ha
0bAMyUAX A Yy Aywax camux ykpaiHuis. Ha nouamky XX cmoaimms micmo

we, winged by the vastness of the universe behind the parential threshold,
p[unged into the bone lace of roads. When the world spread prick[y thorns
under our feet for the ﬁrst time, we returned to our native home with a pain
in our hearts by the familiar way. When this very world for the first time
laid the soft greens on our way we went home again with thrill of joy. We
said goooone to this threshold countless times and went away, [ooking at the
native windows and paﬁsade as for the last. And there are at least as many
of those times — the last and farewe“ — in our minds as the stars in the dark
sky. For the folks bequeathed to some purpose: it is not too late to father’s
house even at midnight 1t a[ways opens the door for children.

THE RUINED NEST

‘But only one problem arises: is there anywhere to come back? 1s
there a p[ace where you fee[ like family; a p[ace that is intimate
to you? For most of us it is our native City or our little home town. However,
the “housing problem” prophetically raised by Mikhail Bulgakov in his novel
“The Master and Margarita” really has spoilt people. The urbanization has
changed not on[y the map of Ukraine, it has Veﬂected on the faces and in
the hearts of the very Ukrainians. n the eav[y twentieth century, the city
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TIPUIATYBAAO, SIK MATHITL, ATOAeT 3 YeiX KiHUIB. A paAl CTIOKYCUAO TX XKum-
mam y kamarmnx dpopmeuax. Ceno y 6anmarHi micbknx aixmapis kpisb my-
Maru npaorounx Ppabpnk nobaunao caiit npucmepk.

Ta 3apas, Ha noposi cmoaimma XXI, Hikomy 3 Hac yxe He Tiomp i6Hmit
UeproBUil «naau ApocAaBHU» Hag PytHaMU OCUPOTTLANX ci. 3alBUMM € 1
TOAOCIHHSL Ha Mavike BUKOTIHUMI PewmKkamu GiA0CTiHHIX TyCIMOK Ha 3a-
KkuHymux xymopax. LLlo apobaero me spobaero. Koneco sxumma nepesepty-
AocsL. TlocamOTHITE MOEMUUHWIA CIMOTiH Ha 3aTMOAMI POAOBUMM THIZAGMMN
TipnHece AMlle UePTOBy AO3y PO3APATYBaHHA y 3axonAeHy ypbaHizauieto
pyuty. Tomy HIH Kpauwpm Gyae OUIHUIMM Ma 3PO3yMIMIL e, W0 MAEMO, aHDK
BepImamm e, HoMy yxe HaBpsA U Gymu.

Tlpobaema 3pyitHyBaHHs THI3AR 3ABMAACA He TMOAL KOAM ALTIA TLOHaAR
3aanwamm GambKiB cammx y ixHix oceasx i xumu okpemo. Tax Gyno zaBxan
i Ue MpaBrAbHO, 60 CBIM oAHiel AToANHM, K pitKa, TOUNHAEMbCA (3 AXKepena
i BIUHO Y CBOEMY AXKEPEAL XU He MOXKe. ]/lomy nompi6Ha Boas, o6 Bupo-
CTIL Y MOTYMHIO TeUito, W06 noAoHMmu coboto wmnpouitb. Tax camo 1 almn,
oAMULAtoUM BAMbKIBCbKY XaTTy, Y SKOAHIM Pasi He NanAtoXamb i wncmomn.
He papemto atoam 3a Biku nigmimman: «l B pigHoro mama He cBOsL xamax.
Hecyun y cobi sepHo popy, AloAMHA MyCUITb BIAKPUITIA POAY HOBE AXepeAo, 3
AKOTO MOt Mir 61 3HOBY | 3HOBY HaryBamu cebe poxamun.

(’-—-.
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attracted people from all over like a magnet. And then the dwelling in the
stone fortresses seduced them. The vi”age saw its twiﬁgh’c in the ﬂashing city
['Lghts ’chrough the fog of working factories.

And now, on the eve of the XXI century, none of us needs another
“crying of Yaroslavna” over the ruins of the orphaned villages. Needless is
the lamentation over almost fossilized white-walled deserted houses on
abandoned hamlets. What is done is done. Wheel of [ife has turned. The
lone poetic moan for the dead family nests will only bring another dose of
irritation in the soul inspired by urbanization. So now the best is to estimate
and to understand what we have rather than to return what has not [ike[y
to be.

The problem of the ruined nest didn't appear when the children
began to leave the parents alone in their homes and started living separately.
1t was a[ways so and it is V'Lght, because a Man, as the river, begins with
the source and can not live in the source fovever. He needs the will to grow
into a mighty stream to capture the breadth. Similar[y the children, leaving
parents’” house, in no way abuse its purity. No wonder that people noticed
for centuries: “Even own father’s house is not native”. Carrying the seed of
kin, the man is to open to the Fami[y anew source ﬁom which it could give
a drink to itself again and again for years.



HanesHe, npo6/\ema 3BUAACA TNOAL, KOAM TLOUAAA 3aTHUBAMU MO-
panb. Toal AtoanHa nouana ry6mrm 3BI30K 3 PIAHMM AXKepeAoM, KOAN TIPaBO
MPUHAUAHHS 3 HbOTO TUAMIHMAOCS TIPABOM BAACHOCTILL Ha KBAAPATIHI Me-
mpn. Tomy Habaramo BaxAMBilLle 366permm AKILO He TIOCTNUHY, BIKOTIOMHY
cbopmy PIAHOTO AOMY, A0 AKOTO HABECHI TpuALMan 6 AQCTILIBKM, 3aAMBAIO-
YNUCh TUCHAMM TLA CTPIX010, TNO X0oHa 6 camy 110TO CYMHICITb, CBATICITL Ma
TPUSHAYUCHHS.

AXEPEAO POAOBOI TIAMAT]

ﬂke X TIpUBHAUEHHA Y piaHoro pomy? Haiinepuie noasrae y momy,
1110 came B HbOMY TLOUMHAE GUmmca cAabocuabHe Ha Tepwmit mo-
TASLA APKEpeno TaMami poay. | ue Bapmo posymimu sk OykBaAbHO, Max i B
cumsoaiuHo. Le po nepumx aecammaims XX cmoaimma Ha YxpaiHi nopexy-
Aw 30epiraBcs 3BUUAT 3yKpalLATMu PisboAeHUMN Bi3epyHKaMW OABIpKM Xar,
MAAI0IOUN Be3KOHe He AepeBo xxumms. bapsiHkn Bupisaan Ha KiHOU AIHiL,
SICHI 30pi — HA UOAOBIUIN. 3 KOXKHUM HEMOBASM Y POAMHI HA TaKy TIiAOUKY
popy cmaaro Giablie, i 3aBUBar0Ca AepeBo paai. Koan x BiaxoAus xmoch
A0 TipauLypis, nobiag itoro KBIMKN-30pi 39BASBCA piab6/\eH1/u7L xpecm. Taxa
xama 6yAa ciipaBXHIM Almoncom poy.

G~

Perhaps the problem appeared when morality started to rot. Then
people began to lose touch with the family source when the right to
receive holy communion from it was replaced by the fight of ownership of
square meters. So it is much more important to preserve, if not poetic and
memorable form of the native home, to which the swallow would ﬂow in
the spring, bursﬁng with songs under the roof, but at least its very nature,
sanctity and purpose.

SOURCE OF THE ANCESTRAL MEMORY

hat is the purpose of the native home? Firstly, seemingly

weak source of the family memory starts beating there. This
should be understood as literally as well as symbolically. Even before the
first decades of the twentieth century it was still the custom in some places
in Ukraine to decorate door-houses with carved patterns, drawing infinite
tree of [ife. Periwinkles were cut on the fema[e line, and ’mfight stars — on
the male one. They added one branch more with every baby in the family;
and tree of life clambered further in time. When someone passed away to



Ane gKepeao TeHemuuHol namami 6 y pigHoMy AOMOBL He anute y
cumBoAax Ma obpazax. 3ragky Tipo Te, 10 Balll pia TPOXWBAB Y Uil MicunHi
36epexcymb y cobi BalLLi TeHw, i Uepes COMHI i MUCSUE POKIB BaLLL AOHBKI UM
CUHM HeCcUMYMb Y cobi indopMatyito Tpo e, Ae KOAUCH A0BeAoCs 3pobuImmn
3YNMUHKY (XHbOMY POAOBI, TIOUAINKY WAAXY AKOTO He BUAHO, AK He BUAHO i
1oro KiHug. Huhi HaykoBui y>ke B 3M03i pocAiAKyBATM, KYAM § KOAM TLLAK
Hauti rqoa6amb1<m TUCAUL POKIB TMOMY, A€ OCEAMANCE, 3BIAKM BUWAN, 60
AQHITIPO Le A0 ACCATIKIB POKIB BKAIOUHO TOMOHATIb Y HAC CAMUX Y KOAYBAHHL
AHK. Ulkopa anuie, 1o xHiit TOAOC MU MOXEMO TLOUYMMU HUHI TAbKM 32
/OTLOMOTO10 MALLIH TTA TPUCTTPOLB, BUMKHYBLL UM, MOXKe, 3a0yBIIN K BMIL-

Kamun HaAOCKOHAAIUINI (3 HUX — HAC cCaMUX.

AXEPEAO AECATUTUCAYHOT CUAK

CKiAme pasiB BamM AOBOAMAOCS UHyMU A i CAMUM TIPOMOBAATIN
cmapy, ax cBim, icmuHy: «Yaoma i cminu poniomaratomb»? Ha-
nesHo, 6esniu. Came MOMY HaMm i nomp iben PIAHWIA AIM, 60 BiH A2€ HAM Mil[b,
i He AmuLe AyXOBHY. |3 HbOTO, 1K 3 HeCKIHUEHHOL KPUHILi, M1 Uepriaemo cobi

CcBRKMX cuA. Ae e mak CnUmbes, SK 'y AoMa Y pigHol HeHbkn? Ae we max
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ancestors the carved cross appeared just near the flower-star. This house was
a true chronicle of the fami[y.

But the source of genetic memory wells up in the native home not only
n symbo[s and images. Your genes retain in conﬁdence the mention of the
fac’c that your fami[y lived in this [ocaﬁty; and aﬁer hundreds of thousands
of years your daughters or sons will carry the information about where their
kin had ever had to make a stop on its way, which beg'mn'mg is not seen as
not seen its end. Today scientists are already able to track where and when
our ancestors walked thousands of years ago, where they settled, whence
came, because the data about it — inc[ud'mg to decades — boils inside of us
in the DNA coding. It's a pity that we are able to hear their voices nowadays
on[y with the he[p of machines and devices, having turned oﬁ or perhaps

having forgotten how to turn on the most perfect of them — us ourselves.

SOURCE OF THE INNUMERABLE POWER

}_{sz many times have you heard and told yourselves the truth
old as the world: “Even walls help when at home™? Probably
a lot. That is why we need native home, because it gives us strength, and
not just spiritual. We draw up fresh forces from it as from the endless well.
Where else do we sleep as good as at dear mother’s home? Where else do



HETLOMITTHO TIPOMMHAIONB AHI, K Y Xamiy pigHoro mama? Ae uie max cmae
CTLOKIAHO Ha AYLi, KOAW TLOUMHAELL TOHYMU Y BUPL MOTNOPOLHNX TIepexXU-
BaHb Ma Tiepecmopor?

A yBimb, ckitbkn cnan Gyae y AOMY, K010 BiH MOXe TIOAIAMINCEL 3
KOPKHMM BUKOXAHWUM Y HbOMY AMTILAM, KOA B 10TO CTILHAX CBOE Tieplie «Ary!»
A0 CBIMTY cKaxe He OAHE TIOKOATHHA LbOTO 3K POAY? 3BUUATIHO, 10 AM TOA
6yAe PiAHIM, KOA y HBOMY XMBYMb PIAHL AToAI. | MOXe 3aamucs, o Hemae
PIBHNL, KyAV TIPUIBAUTIL AO OCBIMAEHOL BECHAHUM MOAOAMM COHLIEM Xammu
3 PI3HUM TIAAICAAOM UM AO KBAPTUPU, TLA BIKHAMM SKOL POCTTE 1OBKOKOCA
Gepizka. | ue npaspa, 3a yMoBU, 1o AiM He 3miHioBaan uacmo. Bo moai Bin
cmae He AOBTOBIMHIM obeperom, a 3aco60M 3aA0BOAEHHS TMUMUACOBIX TLO-
mpe6. Cminn He Bemuratomb 3anamsamamu PUMM cepus CBOIX BAACHUKIB.
A BAACHMKM HABIMb He HAMATAIOMbLCA BiAHY MM 330K 3i CBOEIO AOMIBKOHO.

Tpurapaitme cmapopaBHi, AK CBIM, OTOBIAKM TIPO AOMOBUKIB. £ il
HIHL 3ragyio, ik AOBIUMM AIMHIMM Bewopamu 6adyci 3 yciel ipacmoaimboi
BYAMLL AQBHbBOTO CeAa CIAAAN Ha OAHY (3 AABOK 6inst BUCOKMX 3a60piB i moun-
HaAM CBOL crloTaAn-po3moBu. | He 6y/\o L pasy, 1106 KoAMCH po3mMoBa He 3aituil-

AZ TIPO AOMOBUX AYXIB, AKX XIMOCh M 11 6aUWB Ha BAACHL OUi Lie y AWMU

the days pass as unnoticed as in the house of the own father? Where else
does it become so quiet in mind when you start to drown in the maelstrom
of terrible experiences and wamings?

And imagine how much fovce that can be shared with each child
brought up in it, the house will have when several generations of the same
kin tell the ﬁvst sound to the world inside its walls? Of course, the house
will be native when close peop[e live there. And it may seem that there is
no difference where to come back: to the hut with carved palisade it by the
young spring sun or to the apartment, with a si[k—plai’ced birch under its
windows. And it’s true, on conditions that the house was not changed very
often. For then it becomes not a durable talisman, but a means of meeting
temporary needs. Walls do not have time to remember the heart Vhythm of
their owners. And the owners do not even tryto fee[ connected to their home.

Recall old as the world stories about brownies. 1 also remember now
how grandmothers ﬁ'om across the old centenary street of the ancien’cvi“age
sat on one of the benches near the high fences on [ong summer evenings and
began their talk in memories. And there was no time the talking skipped
the house spirits someone had seen with her own eyes as far back as in
childhood, and even more — as feed'mg them at the request of aged relatives.



POKM, MAAO TNOTO, TLATOAOBYHOUMN iX HA TIPOXAHHS TIPUCTIAPKYBATIUX POANUIB.
1 Tyasa y MeHe AyMKM, TIOpUHAtoUn y Mope panmasiit, i nigaakysaan ogHa
OAHI 6a6yci, 3rapyoHn uoch ToAiBHe i3 BAACHOTO XUmmSL

Hasimb sakuHymnit BAAaCHUKaMU, AIM, Y AKOMY ACCATIUAITIMAMM XUB
pia, We mpumas itoro namamb. BiH uie Bipasxysas HebaxaHnx Tocmeit He-
TLOACHEHIUMM PyXaMU Y TAUBUHI TLyCIX BIKOH, 1Lie TIOAOXAB TIepexoMIX ANB-
HUMM 3UMXAHHAMW Y TIMWIHE BIAKPUMUX ABepeit, pobiraloun XoAoAKoM
0 CTIMHAM BUTIAAKOBUM 3a1AaM Y HABMUCHE UM 3@ BOACKO AOAL TIOKMHYML
ABOPU.

La cnaa, wio 1T papye pigHuit Aim, popOBa Xama, POAUHHE AXKEPEAO,
TIPOSBASLEMTbCSL He AMLLLe Y TIeMAMX CHaX, Y TapHux 06iaax, y AaBHIX nepeka-
3ax. Ii iHol He ToscHUMM HiumMm, Bapmo Antle Biguymu. Ha noaBip’t ogHoro
3 MOIX ABOPIB, Y IKOMY CYAMAOCS TIOUVHATTA XUITUTLEL HE OAHOMY TLIOKOATHHTO
MOTO POAY, pocme Ba3. Huni yKe 71 Hanlcmapilli nampiapxu MoTo poAy He
NaMAMAloNb, XMO i KOAW TIOCAAMB 1OTO, AUBYIOUMCD, 110 BiH yXe B POKM
(XHbOTO AUTTIMHCITIBA 6yB Ha UupoMy > Micui. MeHi > BiAOMO AOCKOHAAO OAHeE.
Koan cmoiut no6ias Hboro, AnBULLCS, SIK TAMGOKO Brpysae y 3eMAl0 10ro Tlo-

KpyueHe pokamu KOPiHH, TIOUMHAELL PO3YMIMU, WO [ pia MBI mak camo
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And thoughts were walking in me, plunging into the sea of fantasy; and
grannies said ditto to each other; Vemembering something similar ﬁ'om their
own lives.

Even abandoned by owners, the house, in which the family had lived
for decades, kep’c its memory. It scared oﬂ unwanted guests with unexpla'med
movements in the depth of the empty windows, still frightened away passers
by with strange sighs in the silence of the open door, running with the
chill down the spines of random newcomers in the yavds of abandoned
intentionally or by fate estates.

The power given by the native home, by kin's hut, and by a family
source becomes apparent not on[y in warm dreams, in a good dinner and
in ancient [egends. Sometimes it can’t be exp[ained on anything, you need
just to feel it. The elm grows in the yard of one of my houses, in which more
than one generation of my fami[y was bound to start ['Lving. Today even the
oldest patriarchs of my family do not remember when and who planted it,
wondering what it has already been at the same place in the days of their
childhood. But 1 know pe}fecﬂy one th'mg. When you stand near it, when
you look how its roots, crooked ’oy years, stuck deep[y into the ground, you
begin to realize that your family holds the land just the same way: deeply,



TMPUMAETbCEL UlEl 3eMAL TAn6oKO, wmpoxko, mitgHo. Hexatt Bcuxae aech iioro
CaMOTITHA TIAKA, IPUMAPHO KUAQIOUN THb HA EUIMWit WA, 0AHaK, 1l0Bec-
HIL GAM3bKO 7 B ARANHI BUPOCTIAIOb HOBI A€peBa, 10 B ciMeHi cBoeMy Tipo-

AOBXYBATMUMYMb BIUHWI PiA.

AXXEPEAO TBOPYOCTI

Bykpa'L'HCbKoro HapoAy € e oAHa icmHa: «] HanbiAbLLL AtoAN MaAK
maay koancky». Came pigHuit AiM Aae AUMIHI Kpuaa, Ha Ski (it
cyAMAocs cmamu 3a 11oro moporom. Tym, y samuuuky it myp6omi, B YUiHHI
6e3 TLOBUAHb AWMIMMHA AOAYHAENbCS A0 MAiHCmBa cniBmBopeHHs. Hiaxa
CUKIABHA HAYKA» UM «aKaAeMIUHE CBIITAO» He TIOKXKYMb ATAUHL, K MBOPU-
M, KOAMY PIAHIM AOMI BOHA He baumAa MOTO, 1[0 AIOAN MATOTb | TIAGKAIOTH
pap sbaratysamu Beecsim Gykemom mpirt i nowymmis. 1 He Bapmo roBopn-
MK, WO BaXKKO 3HAMMM y KoxHiit xami LLlesuenxis, AmceHkis, un maneHn-
Knx KomaapeBcbkux, 140 BIPaBHO OTICPYIOTb TIeH3AEM, HOTLAMM UM CAOBOM.
TBopumu MoxHa BCe: CIMENHMIA AaA, AyXOBHWIL CBIM, AOMawHiit noGym.
3BUUATTHO, HABUMITIUCA LibOMY He BKKO 71 TLO SKWITUTIHO, KOAM 3 TLOUATIIKOM
]POAY XMOCh i He MaB y COHMML{ 3HAHHA MaKUX MaraHmis. AloguHa x-60
AK PiuKa, CTPOMOXKHA HaTlyBaN cebe 3 ycix 3ycmpiuHux it axxepea. Tlpome,
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broadly and solidly. Let alone branch dry somewhere, ghostly casting a
shadow on the trodden highway, but every spring new trees grow near and
in the distance continuing eternal fami[y in their seed.

SOURCE OF CREATIVITY

krainian peop[e have another truth: “Even the greatest people

uhad a little cradle”. 1t is the native home that gives the child the

wings to ﬂy behind its threshold. Here, in the comfort and care, in [eam'mg
without ediﬁcaﬁon the chi[djoins the sacrament of co-creation. No “school
science” or “academic light” can show the man how to create when he did not
see in his parents’ house that peop[e have and cherish the gift of enviching
the universe with bouquet of dreams and fee[ings. And do not say that it is
difficult to find in every house Shevchenkos, Lysenkos or small Kotlyarevskyys
that ski“fu“y operate the brush, notes or words. You can create everything:
fami[y order, the sp iritual world or home life. Of course, this is not d'dﬁcu(t to
master it during lifetime when somebodly hasn't had such knowledge in the
bunch of talents since the begmning of his kin. For a man, as a river, is able

to water himse[f ﬁfom all oncom'mg sources. However, it would have been



BoHa 6 GyAa CUABHILLOM0, MIL{HiLLOO B CTTLOKpa, KoAM 6 (i TiepBIHHE Axkepeno
B cobi MicmuAo xoua 6 A0AT0 TOT CUA, 10 Ha6yBae piuKa y CBO HeCTpUMHIit
Tmeuil.

BIAPOAXEHHS

0 Bippopxysamn?» — sanmmaeme Bu. — «Hibumo yce max

camo: i AiM, i 6ambku, i AImu... A 3 Humu i opBiMHI poBAeMm
poanHm. Biapoakysammu mMoxHa Anule e, ulo 3aHenano». Ta Hacmpasi €
wo. Baamum xoua 6 came cmaBAeHHA A0 PIAHOL AOMIBKM — Micug, Y KO-
My BigA3epKaaloembes He anite Beecsim, a 7 mn cami. 3 xpecmomamii o
Xpecmomarii, 3 TUAPYYHUKA A0 TUAPYUHUKA XOAWTbL UMIMama BiAOMOTO
HIMeUbKOTO MaHApPIBHMKA Norana Teopra Koas. 1 mym — y aecame vt come —
He ByAe 3a1BUM 3BEpHEHHA A0 cAiB, ckasarnx y XIX cmoaimmi. Manapytoun
HalWMMUN 3eMASAMU, HiMelb HOTYBaB: «YKpalHLi XUBYMb B 0XaIHUX, 3aBlle
TUATPUMYBAHIX Y UUCTOMI Xamax, aki Hauebmo ycmixaiombes Ao Tebe.
TocoANHi He 3aA0BOABHSIONBCS MMM, W0 KOXHOL Cy6OMmu MUIOMb iX, K Le
POBASITL TOAARHALL, ane e 71 pas Ha ABa TWOKHI Giasmb xumao. Big moro
xamu B YKpaiHi BUTASAAIOMb BeAbMU HeTlypHUMU, HeMOB CB ipxoBubineHe To-
AOTITHO>.
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stronger, more vigorous in a hundred times, gf its primary source contains in
'L‘tse[f at least the piece of that force that the river getsinits unrestrained ﬂow.

REVIVAL

hat is to revive?”, you can ask. “Aueged[y all is the same: the

house, the parents and the kids... And with them the eternal
problem of the family. You can revive only what has declined”. But there
is nothing to rebirth for real. Take the attitude towards the native home —
towards the p[ace in which not on[y the universe is Veﬂected, but also we
ourselves. From reader to reader, from textbook to textbook goes the quote of
a famous German traveuevjohann Georg Kohl. And here — in the tenth and
in the hundredth time — it will not be supevﬂuous to appea[ to the words
spoken in the nineteenth century. Traveling across our lands, the German
noted: “Ukrainians live in neat, a[ways supported in the cleanliness houses,
which seem to smile to you. Housewives are not saﬁsﬁed with the fact that
every Saturday they wash them, as the Dutch do, but also once in two weeks
they whitewash their dwe“ings. Because of that the houses in Ukraine look
very neat as freshly bleached linen”.



Uo Bu wuni yasuan? Tlpo uo nopymaan? MeHe KoxHOTO po3y
MOpPKAE A0 TAMGUHM AYLLLL KOXHE CAOBO bOTO TIMCbMEHHIKA: HOTO X HIHI
ocUNaembes y TIOXOBKAY MpaBy OirocHikHA Bpopa piarmnx xam? Ae uie
CTLOATL TLOOAMHOKMM BOIHAMM 3 HUACOM Ui MaAbOBaHL 6yAmu<m, TLOKM [XH
cnaakoeMui Tiepebpaanca y micHi noxmypi 6aramonosepxiskn? 1 HeBxe Ha
BOCbMOMY Wt HAAUAIIOMY TlOBepci Aerlie TMOPKHymuca Heba, aHiDX TMOAL,
KOAM BOHO YCIMA BUAUMUMM CepeA HIUHOL HOPHOTU 30PAMI LiAYe CTpiXy
oTmHoTo AOMY?

Hacnpasgi, He miabkn y camiit xami npobaema BigpopkerHa. Ae
TLOAIAMCA UL MOTMOPHI, CTIPaBHI, CParAL A0 A2AY TOCTIOAMHL, U0 TABKU-HO
6auman nocynaety xary, Gpaancs Ao aiaa i pobuan it owamoto, cBixoto, i
MOAOAIAM Pa3oM i3 Heto? SHAMMM BaXKO. A 3HATIOBLUN — liie BaxKue BITPU-
Mamm nopy.

AHUHL: M AIM — MOSL (bopmeu,ﬂ. Tax, cbopmeu,ﬂy TIEPBUHHOMY CBOEMY
3HaUeHHi: BOHA 3aMIKa€ HaC Big CBiy, BOHa AOBiKy B 00A03i, ma it cama ua-
CITO TIepeXXNBAE BIACLKOBUI CTMAH BCEPeANHL cebe. Aniiie TIOOAMHOKI Ta3AMHI
we TpobypKylomb y cobi paBHio Hauty Gorurio Aagy, i Bepwamb AnBa,
OTUIKYIOUMCH AOMALLHIM BOTHMLLEM. THLLL XX PEBHO KMARIOTILCA Y «HOAOBIUMWIL>
CBITM, 3aBAAIOUM, 140 B 3MO3i BEPUINTIM «HOAOBIUL» CTIPaBU He Tiplie 3a ca-
MMX H0AOBIKIB. A y Ut uac y Xami y maxot «<3myxHinoi Geperti» npus'sae

cam AyX PiAHOTO AOMY.

What have you imagined just right now? What have you thought
about? Each word of this writer touches me deep[y every time: why is the
snow-white beauty of family houses falling down in the yellowed grass now?
Where else are these pa'm‘ted houses standing as lone ﬁgh‘cers with time
while their heirs had moved into tight dark flats? And is it easier to touch
the sky on the eighth ﬂoor, than when it kisses the Vooﬁng of father’s house
with all stars visible in the night blackness?

In fac’c, the revival problem is not on[y in the house 'L’cse[f Where did
these prompt, skilful and eager to keeping the house mistresses disappear,
those ones who, hav'mgjust seen dolorous hut, got down to business and
made it elegant and fresh and grew young again with it? They are hard to
ﬁnd. And hav'mg found — it is even more d@[ﬁcu[t to keep them near.

And now my house is my fortress. Yes, the stronghold of its original
meaning: it locks us out of the world, it is in the siege forever, and it oﬁen
experiences martial law within itself. Only a few mistress still awaken our
ancient goddess Lada in themselves, and make wonders, ’cak'mg care of the
hearth. Others zea[ous[y rush in the “male” world, saying that they are able
to manage “male” affairs better than most men. And at this specific time the
spirit of native home fades in the house of such mistress who “has reached

manhood”.



Hi, He Bapmo gymamu, 10y Bcix Herapaspax, Have y Camomy ncbmi,
BUHyBama 3HOBY iHka. Hasnaxu, y mumanHi 30epexxerHs cBamocmi Aomy
BOHA HamuiHHiwa. YoA0BiK Mpumammume 110T0 y CBIiMi MamepiaAbHOMY,
cAiaKyloUM 33 M, abn XBOPOOU Uacy He 3aMpPoIOANAN AOMIBKIL; abu 3a-
Blile y HboMy OyA0 MeTAo i samuuiHo, cumHo i Geaneuro. OpHade, 6es xiHkn
uei Aim 6yAe AMlLLE TIPUMAPOTO, 1110 6op03H1/LmVLM€ OKeaMmn POKIB 6e3 AL
ToBopsm Tpo pim, came xitka pae itomy ayury. Came BoHa pobums itoro o-
BHOATOAHUM [ BeceAnM, MiclieM, Y sike TIoBepmatomb Bei wasxu. He papemto
B YKpaiHi ToBOpAmb: «£lK TIompe mamu, p036ira}ombcsl AT 3 Xamu, 6ambko
X He 3AepKNTTb.

Tomy, MouaBLIM PO3MOBY TIPO BIAPOAXKEHHSL YKPATHCHKOTO AOMY, Yrep-
1€ TOBOPIO (3 XKIHKOMW0: 6e3 o6pa3y He 6yAe i ecmsa. CmBopimb 110T0 y BAACHIM
cepui, y Mpisx, y AyMKax, i HAAMXHIMb LM 06pasom moro, xmo Gyae mopy-.

bo 663 HAMXHEHHA Y 3BEACHNX TIaAaImax He 6yAe aHi Kparneabkin ,AyLLll

No, do not think that all troubles, as in the Bible, are the gui[’c of
a woman again. In contrast, she is the most valuable in the preservation
of the sanctity of the house. Man keeps it in the material world watching
the diseases of time not to harm the house; so it will always be warm and
cozy, sa’cisﬁed and saﬁe. However, without woman, this house will be on[y a
phantom fwrowing the oceans of years without a soul. Speak'mg of home,
this is the woman who gives it a soul. She makes it crowded and joyful,
she makes it a p[ace to which all the ways turn back. That is why peop[e
in Ukraine say: “When mother dies, children run away ﬁrom home, father
won't keep them off”.

So, having started ta[king about the revival of Ukrainian home, 1
am talking to a woman firstly: there won't be any substance without image.
Create one in your own heart, in your dreams, in your thoughts and inspire
with this image the one who'll be near to you. For without an inspiration

there'll be no drop of soul in the erected palace.



AO AXEPEA

€ y xpuruui uncme gxepeno,

Y mmaxa e THi3A0 y piAHIM Kpal,
Kyan wopoxy, cmasuim Ha kpuao,
HanposecHi BiH 3HOBY TIOBepmae.

I miabkn Mu y mourykax cBAMuHbL —
Big nipamia po 6aHb 30A0MOUOAUX —
Tpuxoppramm Adkaem pAanedib,

He TLPMT)/6VLB1.LLVL CBSTNOCTILL HABKOAO.

~ Poxn igeit, HemAounx BOXAB,

HoBo6ya0Bu 1oHocmi HoBimHi
Tlosunpocmann kpnaa MoAoaL,
Ta 3amean pprepeaa npacmoAimHi.
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TO THE SOURCES 9.7

Each well has clean and ﬁ'esh[y cold spring, o/ |
The bird has nest in native clime, to where - -
It does return, just having stood on wing,
Again with the springtime every year.

“Eternal” chiefs in reddish party glow,
Constructions, that once used to be romantic,,__‘g :
Had spread young wings, but covered vmder‘ er
The old wells — so deep and so authentic. -
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Hyxa mopaab y camocmi cBoiit

B oxpemiurnocmi koxHOTO Big BCboTO
AoBepuuye AaBHo novamuit 6iit

3i cBamicmio 6ambKiBCLKOTO nopory.
He mak paBHO peuncme, npecsame,
Ipocme menao mpocsimaeHoro pomy
Beno aimeit, sk coHue 3oA0Tme,

AaBaAO CnAn, BmamyBaBLIn BIMOMY.

Y 6ucmpnx pix e 1 HIHi gepeno,
Bepmatombea 11 nmaxu B csoi neHamu;
I miabkn Mu, nocmasium Ha KpuAo,

He 3Haemo, kyAn Ham TioBepmamum...

Morality, controlled by selfish blight

When everyone is separate from others,
Comp letes the long ago started ﬁght oJ |
With holiness of threshold of thy farthers. i\
Not long before, as if the holy sun, ] ;,;?
The simple warmth of the enlightened dwe[[’iﬁ{g :
Led kids through lfe, and, when ’chey were too spu
1t gave them strength and old fears’ quelling. /|~

Each rapid river still has vivifying spring,
The birds return to their hearth and home; 5
And on[y we, just having stood on wing,
Don't know where to return from roam...

127 1



AOPOTA AOAOMY

Kpait cmexurn usim xpewammin
Tait 6e3 imeri,

Aomobineroi xamu
Hposean mere,

Ae uinoBarnit Becb cas
Ppomom-aanBamu,

Ae Garye ysimonas

Fonia cansamu,

Ae Bimpelb 0AMH cKpunumDL
B ayuty xsipmouxu,

3BiAKI Giabllie He BXOTIATD
AHI 3BICTIOUKM...

Oit mm, pp iber 3eneH KBUM
Kpatt popixeHbKu,

- TlpoBean Kpisb Uianit cBim
Ap mopixeHbKa,

Ae pogrybump y byskax
Conue npomeni,
Aepo3ksimHe HaTiAKax
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THE WAY HOME

Nameless blossom near lane
With the cross-shaped leaves,
Bring me to white-walled domain
Where 1 used to live;

Where gardens stand still numb,
Kissed by downpours;

And the blossom ﬁ'om the plums
Falls oﬂ like the hoars;

Where only breezes creak

In the wicket’s soul:

Where 1 should never seek

Any news at all...

Oh, you little greeny grass

Near way of mine,

Lead a[ong the wov[dly path

To the threshold line,

Where sun has lost its rays

In the lilac trees,

And this warmth on branches sways

Lnm menaom mei,

Ae poxiB Moix neuams

B 30pax minnmbes,

3BiAKM B>Xe HIXmMO cmpiuamb
Ta 71 He K1HembCAL...

Tlposean  mu, 3eAeH-KBim,
Mete B poBry TIYm®D,,

B ranbuny gumaunx aim,
Ae AnuL cHU XUBYMb,

Ae y pisbbneHim BikHi
Casiueuxa Gyﬂ,

Ae B panexi Mmai AHL
TlocmixaBces ...

Biast cHiDKHO-6iAMX CTIiH,
Have xpait cBamuHs,
TasHy cymHoO i3 KoAIH

B Heba roay6it,

Mosato B manHint mumHi
B xopi cusux aim:
«Hagikun npocmimb meHi
Ao0Bruit Milt TLOXIA...»

¥ on &
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In the purple seas;
Wherein my [ifeﬁme seal
Glitters with the star,
Where nobody will

Meet at door ajar...

Take me, little grass ﬁ'om wood,
For the pa’ch is side,

Into depth of childhood,

Where dreams abide.

Where candle blinks thvough night
On the window-sill,

Where laugh of little mite

Used to overspill...

Near walls — as white as snow —
Like a[ongside shrines,

1will reverently bow

Praying to the skies,

1 will tell in secret calm

With the voice of days:

“Please, forgive that cause of qualin
1 held off my way...”
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THE WAY

Doorstep of mine...
Peonies shed coruscating dew
To the hemline

Of grassy dress in nostalgic stew.

Way is direct,

Endlessly winds through the greyish fog,
Nea’dy bedecked

By periwink[es a[ong the walk.

Prophetic heart,
Watered by voice of my [oving dad,

Spoke so smart
Send'mg me oﬁ to the worlds as lad:

Your way will o,
Covered Iay God with the [ovages,
To ﬁna[ goa[

By the hill of years’ apogee.
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B Boai atopchkiit

Nmn PIHOMpPABAM HeX0oAKEHUM
Aosri poxn,

Ta onmHamucs 3HOB Ha HiM.

B panb ocaitmy
AHIB MOAOAMX 03UpatOUNCD,
He6y UIETIHY,

3 BM6OPOM He BVl6a‘{aTO‘{MCbZ

«/Aoai cmesa

PiBHa, y Mamax omuuieHa...
lemuna X Best

B poBrix baykaHHax noaneHa...»

()

Sure, you can —
Tread all yourway through the motley g
But thvough [fespan ‘ ::E

You will be put on assigned paﬂ"t_'.’ [

No regret
Feeling for each day and every

1t will be said ,
By me to Skies in a low voice: /| -

“Our path ﬁ
Can be direct and inlaid with min
But truth for us
Hides in the travel with vital h
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CcaAQUKy TlaxHe Mama
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A 6e3 cymmiBy 30yBaanch
ph Ha 3eMad,

_ AU COMLIE KOAUXANOCD
5‘1‘\rycmim TiAAL

U x/u6om TLAXAO B Xami

GRANDMA’S ORCHARD

Garden has a smell of plain
Mint in morning gaze,

And the tramp led down lane
Winds in babyish days.
There is, as ﬁom Genesis,
Oold App[e tree —

Twill pick its golden laces —
Leaves with ﬁ[igree.

Apple tree, not felled by gale

Of the days of crime,

Still is marvelous and hale
Guarding the foretime,

When whatever you were dreaming
Came true all to drop.

When the sun was gamely swinging
In the branchy top,

When the SW[C” of’oreadﬁ'om house

Charmed the forenoon,

Koan xmapn Boroxami
Cynnancw 3 Topu,

Koan Bei cycigebki rpyui
Have mep, 6y/m,

1 Beceaxm i3 kantOXKi
Moanoaicmb nan...

..OpauBina, ax namams, Mama,

Y saxypi cag,..

1 cmexuhky, Bimpom m'smy,
Kamerye rpag...

1 cmapa, HeHaue 3 pato,
S6ayra pocme, —

Xait MeHi kpisb 3AnBY pae
Tlpo xumma mpocme...

‘.’ o ':'\&
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When the proud shaggy clouds
Knit the brows in moon, "'
Neighbor’s pears to boys’ hudd[es
Tasted so sweet, ™~
Rainbows ﬁfom the puddles
Drunk the youth with greed

.Mint has ﬁnished Io[owing ﬁfesH
Garden is in grieve... | &
And the hails feverishly
Whlp the path in eve..
There’s, as from Heavens glovy, \, \
Old Apple tree — =t
Let it tell the [ fettme story T
Innocent and ﬁ'ee
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OLD-ESTABLISHED SHRINE

1

Wherein the Dnipro

S[eeps between the isles,
Mother told me to sow

Good without guiles.

Dust ﬁom mansions and slums
Covers ways behind,

But the words of my mum
Blossom in my mind.

Chorus

The ways under heavenly dome
Entice to the journeys not once,
But wisdom of motherly home
Keeps love to console all of us.
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Ae Mepexxumb BecHa
Lsimom maeui capy,
Kpisb pokn poanna
Tamosa nopaaa:

«Xait B 3amemax obpas
Mae xumms cmexxua,
3a 406po Beaxmit pas
Caimy paxyit, cuy...»

TMpucnis

Tpusor B 6iaim cBimi baramo,
Lo cepperbKo MO A0 OCHOB,
Ta myppicmb bambKiBCbKOL Xammn
V wani naexae Ao60s.

I

)
Through the days breezes ’ovﬁ‘{i | .
Dad’s advice as trove: e |

“lfthe snowstorm of snub gau|
Hides the guide and you miss, —
Dear son, cheer up, (>

"

Thanking for all goodness..” @

Chorus
Alerts under heavenly dome ~/
Rend hearts into pieces not once,
But wisdom of fatherly home



) 061 awum Gucmpuio
: or éubkmt CTaH,
Jnosisae MaeMHMLIO
"’-‘i eyl mymaH.

s LK

bC 53%;cj_rle>t<ettka TMOHeHbKA

—-@ ‘ per 3-Tii BOpiIm.
(’y/ﬁ‘)@ (4 BOP

o

@)
D

"A . Fl6AyHbKa CTI'La.'pCHbKa
‘| d ol Mae ‘I“/UA,

e :’ u-‘ EAeHVlM 6aPBlHKOM

X

ﬁi & b(;;l capox,

aBpyKa TOAy6 A3BIHKO
‘!A.. 300X | ALmOK.
be3 TTpmcyAHoro Hakazy

v ".: e60M 06abiu
~J 5 wn{yAu BeAYMb 1lopasy
C\AS

ke

(5 FUOPHIAY HiM.
Q -

0/

O /U/(@ \ :

Qa—
/

0
) & ~
ce®

SOURCE

Fog embraces Vapid river,
Ho[d'mg slender waist,

Shriving secrets with the quiver
In the youthful haste.

Narrow pa’ch in noontime g[ave
Runs to stream from gate.
App[e—tree embraces there
Hawthorn as a mate;

Garden boasts of the dankly
Periwinkle lace,

And the dove is cooing frankly
To the chicks with grace.

1 am lead with no compulsion
To this magic side

By the magical impulsion

Of the dreams at night.

1 3 GambkiBCcbKOL KPUHNL,
13 anmaunx aim,
Habupae cepue mi

Y HoBUI TIOALTL.

Adkepeno He 3amynie
Caimy Ha 6ipy:
Hamnysamu 3 Hboro mpit
A 3 pimbmu nipuitAy.

And my life becomes st so cagel
To prolong its spin,
When 1 gain endless wg Ya
From the well of kin.

1will keep that sprihg'd 50
From thevile silt: _"/
So 1 can on tranquil soil
Water kids ﬁ'om it. (
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CEPEHAAA TTAMATI SERENADE OF MEMORY

1 1

TloHap Beuip ckpunka naave, Fiddle weeps — the tunes spe“loind,\:
3aAmBaembCs cmpyHa — String suffuses in the eve ~— f’» Z
Tlosepma y aHi ganmsaui Childhood is called to mind

Ti myauka cymma. By the music full of grief:

Bci mutyaoro npossn Through the mists of total silence ' -
Kpisb mymaru sabymmsa Troubled octaves call to being ' -
PozmpusoxeHi okmasmn Both happiness and violence ~

3HOBY KAMMYMIb AO XKML Every memorable thing.

TTpucnis Chorus

N p036omo, cepue, He TyXu, — Do not grieve, my heart, remain wholg'v: ;
Y mutyaoro Hema meuaai. Old days concealed each smarting sorr W, >
ToaocHilue Tpait MeHi, ckpunaato, P[ay me, ﬁdd[ev, Vight until the morrc;‘tyg '
Tloku KBimHe CIOMUH y Ayl For recall is blooming in my soul: i
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s 56@)\10, ceplie, He Tyxu, —

Y MuHyAoro Hema Teuani.

OAOCHINLE Tpait MeHi, cKpUnaaio,

1l

Ways turn back ﬁ'om each direction
To the native ho ly side,

Where parents in affection

For your fau[ts will never chide;
Where all oﬁénces vanish

Amid sensual floodplain,

And two hearts forevev banish
Fears, pardoning the pain.

Chorus

Do not grieve, my heart, remain whole —
Old days concealed each smarting sorrow.
P[ay me, ﬁdd[er, V'Lght until the morrow

While 1 am shriving in my soul.
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Buanbae i3-3i rato

Hiv y Bumkanin imai,

1 paina koanxae

Micsup, ax B pokn maai.

Ae x Bu, mamo? Ae x Bu, mamy?
aimo 3opi noaivmms!..

Cxpunte xBipmka BUHYBATMO,

W 3HOBY ckpunka 3a3ByUnb. ..

Tpucnis

N p0360/uo, ceplie, He Ty, —

Y MUHYAOTO Hema TieHaAi.
ToaocHiule Tpait MeHi, ckpunaao,

Tlokn muxo mpiembea Ayuii.
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Night is rising from the grove ||
In the mellow woven haze,
Trees are swinging so slow 4
Moon as in the infant days.. =
Where are you, Mom and Dado&i =

\
)

Come with me to count starsl,| |

Chorus o
Do ot grieve, my heart, remain whole -
Old days concealed each smarting S0 oMy
Play me, fiddler, right until the morrow

LT O
While 1 am dreaming inmy -souf.j ‘
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CTEXUHA AUTUHCTBA

1

Hpomeni rpartansi
B 30n0mim meay
Obirtmatomb rpuBI
CoHsxis B capy.
HaanHae muxo,
[pnnapa B aarn

W uebperamn anxa
Bimep 3 paantn.
kB comiaxy niaave,
Piruxa B xomm,

W cnoraam gnmsai
Criasms y cnopyi.

Tlpucnis
Y capox kpait piku,
Y Anmsaui poxn

TlpoBepimb Mere, A0BTL goporu,

Cnams B mpasi ropianup,
Faamu 30pi 3 kprHuUp,

TlokAoHnmumCca 5[6/\}/Hb1<aM B HOTI.

PATHWAY OF CHILDHOOD

1

Beams, like go[den rain,
Nourish with a joy
Sunflower’s mane

With a secret ploy.

Wind from farther passes,
Bveathing with the thyme,
Falls in meadow grasses,
In the morning time.
River weeps with passion,
As gC a ﬂu’ce, in reeds;
Child recollections

Sleep in green knotweeds.

Chorus

In the orchard by flow,

In the childhood g[ow,

Lead me, ways, from all over around
To kip backwards in the grass,

To sip water with stars,

Bowing to app[e—trees to the ground.

Y
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1l

Burpasatomsb sansn
Mysuxky npocmy,
Tlaave 6os3A1BO
Mamay capy.

Tym pouyi 3aiuman,
Taauyun B Tai,

B cnopruax cnounai
Cnoraan mot.
3anaima ix B kocu
3paBHiwa Bepba,

1 B cBami nokocn

3 Heba ane Xypba...

Tpucnis

Hebo, aatt, Ak koamce,

Awut ral posusimuce,
TloBepHymu Ha piaHi poporu,
LLlo6 B capox kpait piku
3HoBy BUitwAN Gambkit.
TlokAaoHIOCSL IM 3eMHO Y HOTU.

1

Rain is p[aying drear
Tune above the g[ade,
Mint is shedding tears
In the garden’s shade.
Downpours has noted,
Crying in the wood,
Sleeping in the knotweed
Dreams of childhood,
Willow in the mowrning
Braids them in the cloth,
While sky is pouring
Grief in ho[y swath...

Chorus

When the groves again

Are in blossoming rain,

Turn me, Skies, ﬁ'om all over around,
So my parents can meet

Me in yard at bystreet.

1will bow them right to the ground.

(143 )
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OUNHAOHUN TOBOPUTTIN TIPO ]OOAOBi TlpO6/\€MVl, 0Apasy 3rapy€embCs

L6ambko. Big Hboro M1 Hecemo Y BIKI Npi3BULLE, BiH MPUMAE HAC
KOAL XOAMMO GOCOHDK BiA KOAUCKM AO TLOPOTY, BiH yMpuMye Hac, AOTIOKI
MU He B 3MO03i 6yAeM0 TMPUMATINCA CaMi HA BAACHOMY KPUAL | HaBIMb MOAL
6ambKo He CMOIMb OCTMOPOHDb YCbOTO HAWOTO XUmms. Bi He Hacmiabku
TPUCYMHIN Y HbOMY, K MATIN. Tt Y CBOEMY XML M1 6aUNMO UOAHS, 1110X-
BUAMHI, WOCEKYHAM, sk ToAyOKy B Hebi. Bambko x Hasnaku sasasembes y
HaWMX CTOTaAaX | AOAL SIKOCH He Tak TIOBCAKACHHO. BiH paauie cokia, w0
3aBXAN Ha CIMOPOXKi, aHDK TOAYD, AKMIE TL0GIASL HAC UaTTLye KOXKHY MWD,

Slka X poab y bambka — mama, marmycs, mameyka, MAMOHbKA... —
y TMOTO, KOMy Hapos AAB le Ge3nit Pi3HIX TECTAMBUX | BEAMMAALHUX
osHak? He papemHo x roBopamb: «Cims Ges bambka ax xama bes aaxys.
MamepuHebKin AOAL 338 MUCAUOAIMITIEL TIPUCBAMMAN He AMlle Bipuwi ma
TLCHI, aAe 71 HAYKOBI TNpaKMamu Ma TOAIMUYHI Tacaa. Ta koan posmosa 3a-
XOAMITL TPO POAb bambKa, BCi i3 cepitosHUMM 06ANUMAMMN TOBOPATb, W0 Lie
i max 3po3ymino, 6o bambko € 6ambKo: ToAyBaAbHMK Ma 0xopoHelpb. Ta He-
BXe e Bce? Hede Ha 1poMy [ BUMEPTLYEMbCs Usl «3aTaAbHOBIAOMA-i-BCiM-
3po3ymina» micia mama? HanesHe, w0 Hi. | HaBimb mym mn Anile 4acmKoBo
3BEPHEMOCA A0 Hel, K AMLLLE YACTIKOBO 3MOXeMO TOPKHYMMCSL yeix TAnOmH

YKPaIHCbKOTO POAOLEHTTPUSMY.

tarting to talk about generic problems, the father comes back to

my mind straight away. We bear our last name ﬁfom him through
the centuries, he is holding us when we are wa[king ﬁrom the cradle to the
threshold barefoot, he keeps us unless we are able to keep ourselves going
on our own wings. And even then fa‘ther does not stand apart of all our [@fe.
He is present in it not as much as mother is. We see her every day, every
minute, every second in our [ife, as a dove in the sky. The fa’cher, on the
contrary, appears somehow not so daily in our memories and fate. He is
rather a fa[con that is a[ways on the lookout than a dove that is on guard
near us every moment.

What is the role of the father — of dad, daddy, papa, baba, pap... — of
that one to whom the fo[k has given great number of dgffevent honouv'mg
and caressing characteristics? No wonder that people say: “Family without
a father is as a_house without a Voof ”. Not on[y poems and songs but also
scien’cd"lc treatises and po[iﬁcal slogans have been dedicated to Mother’s
destiny for millenniums. But when it comes to the role of father, all say with
serious faces that it's obvious, because the father isa fa‘cher: a breadwinner
and a guard. But is it all? Can't it be the end of this “well-known-and-
clear-to-all” dad’s mission? Probably, no. And even here we'll turn to it
only partiaﬂy as we'll be able to touch all depths of Ukrainian kin-centered
worldview only partially as well.
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BATbKO AAE AYULY

/\}BC)AMHa — lcmoma He TPOCIo MUCAAMA, BOHA (CTMOMA OAyXOT-
opeHa. Hasimb HaiAOMIULL 32XUCHUKI HAYKI TIPOAOBXKYBAA
Gepermu Bipy y Bora, B icHysartra TlopsaKy CBIMOMBOpPeHHS, y IKOMY HeMae
micua HenpoaymaHocmi. Yu sHaeme Bu, sixy neputy meaerpamy Bianpasus
Cemioen Mopse y 1844 poui BuHaiaeroto Hum wmndporpamoto? «/AnsHi aina
Tsot, Tocrioan!».

MoxAnBo, grs koroch Lie byao cyOexmmUBHUM BIAKPUITUTLAM, & XMOCh
3HaB Tipo e i paniwe. OpgHak i neputi, i ocmaHHi 3anumaromb: «Akum un-
HOM lie CTOCYembesl BUSHAUeHHA pol Gambra»? HaitbesnocepeaHiwumm.
Bignosiaato Ha ue e iouymms, wjo Hapoananca y Bac: noaus un HenpuitHam-
M, CyMHIB UM pasicmb. Bon sasampuance y ayuii:y momy, 10 Aicmaaocsa Bia
bambka. Tak, came Big bambka. Mu e Hacaigkom A1060Bi ABOX, B SKiit Hemae
Tlepumnx i OCMaHHIX: € AnlLle B3AEMOAOTIOBHIONOU] TLOAOBIHKM. | 3 6ambkom
HAC TOBA3Ye 3HAUHO biAblile, aHDK TeHemuuHa iHdopMaLis, uo BUsHAUAE
Halll KOALp OUel Y CUAY PYK.

Bambko aae aumuni ayury. Kpisb Biku y Beix Kyabmypax ma Bipax
Hebecrmit Omeup cxoans po 3emrot Mamepi, i kpizb Ayx aapysas csimao

FATHER GIVES SOUL

T he Man is not Just a thinkmg being, he is a spiri’cua[ ’oeing, too.
Even the worst defenders of science continued to keep the faith

in God, in the Order of worldcreation [eaving no p[ace to unreasoned ’chings

in it. Do you know what was the ﬁrst te[egram sent loy Samuel Morse in 1844
with the help of encrypted message invented by him? “Marvellous are Thy
works, Lord!”

Perhaps for some it was a subjective discovery and someone had
known about it before. But the ﬁrs’c, and the last will ask: “How does this
relate to the deﬁniﬁon of the role of the father?” In the most direct way. The
answer to this is a feeﬁng that was born in you: rejection of surprise, doubt
or joy. They flamed in the soul: in the particle that was inherited from our
father ]oy us. Yes, exact[y ﬁrom the father. We are the result of Love of two, in
which there are no ﬁrst and no last, but are on[y comp lementary halves. And
there is much more than Just the genetic infovmation, determining our eye
color or s‘crength of our hands, that binds us with our father.

The fa’cher gives the soul to his baby. Through the ages and in all
cultures and reﬁgions, Heaven[y Father descended to the Earth[y Mother,



scummst. 3a Voro TIPUKAZAOM TIAK UMHUITIL KOKeH Y0A0BiK. BiH He Ttpocmo
3aUnHae AN, BiH Ade TIOMY CUAY § BOAIO A0 SKMUTTMA, U0 BUABAAETLCS B
aywi. Y XX cmoaimmi peairistiunit pinocod Tasao Propercbkmit, posaymyto-
WL Ha CMUCAOM POAHM, TLOPiBHIOBAB 6ambka i cuta 3 Hacom, 1o Bmianses
Y TIOCAIAOBHOCTILL TIOKOAIHDB. A Hac | € HaamamepiaAbHUM, UM, A0 HOTO He
MOXAMBO TMOPKHYMUCA, OAHAK, UNIO «TIpalilo» HaA CBIMOM BiAHYBAEMO MU
yei. Tak camo i 6ambko: M He B cMAaX TOPKHYMUCS pyKaMu Ayli, Ky Y
Hallle iAo BKAAAAE TATNOBA PyKa, OAHAK, MU MOXKEMO BIAUYITIU OV 3B30K.
3rapanime, KOAM AUMA Y MATMEPUHCbKIM AOHI TIOUMHAE BOPYLINTINACE, TIO-
UyBWM ToAOC 6aMbKa, BiAUyBLM 10T BeAnky Tenay poaoHto. Boto He mae 3
HIM €AMHOTO TILiAR, Ik BOHO Mae 3 Mamipio, ma 3 6ambkoM y AU eAHAa
AyW, W0 TNPUMAE X HABIKN OANH n06iAs opHOTO. Tomy 11 cmymox Big cAiB ma
BUMHKIB bambka 3aBlue TAnbiLe, HiK CMYMLOK, 3aBAaHMI Mamipto. Lle aaBHo
nigMimuan y Hapoai: «BambkoBa aaiika gyxua 3a mamepuy 6iriky». HYomy

max? Bignosigb npocma. Mamu — onikye miao, 6ambko omikye ayury.

and through the Spirit gifted the light of life. By His example so does every
man. He not on[y conceives a child, he gives it the strength and the will fov
life, which is manifested in the soul. In the twentieth century the religious
philosopher Pavel Florensky, reflecting on the meaning of the family,
compaved father and son with the time that is embodied in the sequence
of generations. And time is over matter, something that can’t be touched,
but whose “work” over the world we all feel. Similarly, the father: we can not
touch with our hands the soul, put in our bodies with dad’s hand, however,
we can ﬁ:e[ that connection. Remember when the child in maternal bosom
begins to move, having heard the voice of its father, having felt his big warm
thenar. 1t doesn’t have one bodywith him, as it haswith its mother, but fathev
and child have a common soul that keeps them near each other forever.
Thevefore, the sadness ﬁom thewords and deeds of father are a[ways deeper
than the grief caused by mother. 1t has [ong been noticed by the peop[e:
“Father’s wrangle is harder than mother’s beating”. Why is it so? The answer
is simple. Mother protects the body, the father protects the soul.



BE3 AETKOBAXKHOCT1

Ta Wit TOBOPUMb Ue Tpo Te, 1o bambko Mae cmamu iKoHoto,
AKIN cAig BRAOHATIMCA woaHA? HasepHe, 1o Hi. Bo MOKAOHIHHA
nepeabavae me, wo xmocb Oyae BigdyBamu cebe BUHHUM Y HOMYCb, GOpX-
HUKOM, a [HWWit 3ry6mmb CBOIO (CTMUHHY CBATMICTIL 32 TIOKPOBOM LUTMY4HOL
BeAHL.

Ik BOpoHsAUA 3rpas, A0 HAC CYHYMb UHHOCTILL WMYYHO CTMBOPEHO-
TO CBIIMY, U0 TIOTIPAB TMPAANLTO barambox HAPOALB HOTAMU 3aBONOBHUKIB
ma BmikauiB. Y Uit TiceBAO-Mpapuuii Aerko cmamu Gambkom y KUIumi
mamepiaAbHOMY, He CTaBUIN bambKom y aywi. Ule aerwie spocmumn pimett,
Y WICTHAAUAITD POKIB BIATTYCTMTUBILN (X HA BIAbHI xAi6u. 13 AnBHOW CTparoto
MOAOAE YKpalHCbKe TIOKOATHHS TUE 3 1{bOMY 3aMYACHOTO AxKepeAa icmuHn. A
Uepes ACAKUIL HAC He PO3YMIE, HOTO X OTMPUMYE Y CBOLIA POANHI CTIABKM TIPO-
6AeM, 1140 TLOCTAIOMb TlepeA Heto HEMOAYKHOMO CILIHOTO.

V wkonax ma yHiBepcuimemax BRpaBHO KOHCTEKTylOmb OyAOBY
ATOACBKOTO TNiAR, BUBUAIOMb Ge3Ait XBOPOD, 10 TepeAatombes CMameBUM
wasxom. OpHax, monpu Bce PIBHOMAHIMIMA HATMCAHOTO A HAMAAbOBA-

HOT'O HE HaB4aroTb AL]TLGﬁ TOAOBHOMY: He TPOCIMo <<6€3Tl€“lHO>> cmasammn

e~

WITHOUT FRIVOLITY

But doest it mean that father has to become an icon that should be
worshiped daily? Perhaps, no. For worship implies that someone
would fee[ himse[f gu'd’cy of something, the debtor, and the other would lose
his true holiness above the cover of arﬁﬁcia( greatness.

As crow flock, the values of artificially created world that trampled
down the tradition of many peop[es with feet of invaders and reﬁtgees are
thronging to us. 1t is easy to become a father in the material [ife without
becoming a father in soul according to this pseudo-tradition. It's even easier
to bv'mg up children, [etting them go fov winning their daﬂy bread when
they are sixteen. And the young generation of the Ukrainians drinks ﬁom
this muddy source of truth with a strange desire. And after a while they do
not understand why ’chey get so many prob[ems in their famiﬁes that arise
before them as insurmountable wall.

People skillfully note the structure of the human body at schools and
universities, study'mg great number of diseases that are transmitted sexua“y.
However, despi’ce the diversity of written and drawn we do not teach children
the main ’ching: not just to become parents “safe[y”, but to fee[ the need and



Gambkamn, a BiguyBamu nompedy i Beauw bambkiBemsa. k61 3i wkinbHOL
AZBU KOXEH XAOTELb PO3YMIB, 0 32 HUM € 110Ch Oiablie, OKpiM aru ma
TUPUCTIPACTIL, TNO 7 SKUTTUMA AAS HOTO MAAO TPOXH (HWIMIA BigmiHok. SKk6u
3 PIAHOTO TIOPOTY T1OMY TIOACHIOBAA, U0 T10TO AyLLA, AYMK [ TIparHeHHs ue-
pe3 POKI TIPUBEAYIMIL Y CBIML HOBE XMITMSL, TNO e 6 UMM PO3NOYMHAA0CS
mopi He Bunagkoso. Toai 6 6on BCe MeHlle i MeHlle MuX Beciab, TlA Hac
AKNX BIHUAIOTLCA He ABL AyLLL, & lie 7 Tpems, U0 CAABHOT0 TIOABOI0 TIPUMY-

cnaa 6ambKiB TLPMCKOPCHO TlOC]Tl}/KaTTlVL y ABC}O.[ XP&M}/ A/\fl B.[HLlaHHﬂ.
TIOPAAHMK

yKpalHcbkomy cbomﬂ(/\opi € uikase npucais’sa: «He cayxas mama
— Tocayxaeur kama». [lorposamse, oAHaK, BOHO Aomomarae
3PO3YMIMM TIOKAMKaHHA Gambka: 6ymu mopapHukom. Tak, came mokAn-
KaHHa, He 060BA30k. Ham HuHi Bapmo Biglitmu Bis cmepeomunis npo
bambKiBcbkuit 0608130k, 110 TLepemBOpPIOE bambka 3 mamipio Ha paG'LB
AWITUAHIL TiPO 06OB30K TLKAYBATMCA TIPO BambKiB, Wo HaBiku TIPUB3ye

Almeit A0 poAndiB. YeiAaKi 3aKOHM Ta TPUTIMCU AWLlEe KOHCTIATIYHOTb
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the greatness of fatherhood. If every boy understood from school that there
was something more than lust and passion in him, the ['Lfe would have a
little bit different hue for him. If he were explained from the native threshold
that his soul, thoughts and aspirations through the years would bring a new
[gce into the world, that [ife wouldn't be started accident[y thereaﬁer. Then
there would have been fewer and fewer weddings during which not only two
souls were married, but also the third one that forced parents with its fine

emergence knock rap id[y on the door of the church for the wedding.

ADVISER

"l"’/\ere is an interesting saying in the Ukrainian folklore: “Haven't
listened to dad — you’” listen to the hangman”. Itis threatening,
but it helps to understand father’s mission — to be an advisor. Yes, it is exactly
a mission, not a duty. We now should move away ﬁ‘OWl the stereotypes of
parenta[ duty, transforming father and mother into child’s slaves; move away
from the duty to take care of parents that binds children to relatives for ages.
All sorts of laws and Vegu[ations on[y state the fac’cs without [ooking into the
depths of human Ve[aﬁonships. There isno-one ob[igated or disenﬁ'anchised
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Paxmu, He AMBAUUCH Y TAUOUHY ATOACLKUX B3aeMuH. Y pPoAL Hemae
3060Ba3aHMx un GeanpasHnx. Y poai pisHi Bei. Tomy i piBHe TOKAMKAHHA
KOKHOTO CAMO3AINCHUMUCA Y TROMY POAI, B AKOMY HUHI MU TIPUIALLAN B Ui
cBim. Tomy y Tourykax 6ambKiBebKOTo TOKAMKAHHS, Havinepute Gaumnut Gamb-

Ka K TIopapgHUKA.

BE3 AVUKTATY

Tak, K TIOPaAHMKE, & He K AMKIMAIIOpA, 10 HABA3YE CBOIO BOA
i CBIM CBIMOTASIA. Y CMHOBL € Ti X cami TeHu, o iy GambKOB,
{ HaBimb Giablie — 36araueHi mamepuHebkumn. Hapop He o6aypnut «He
Mot 6ambKo, 10 POAUB, & TMOTL, U0 A0 YMA AOMIB». AL MOAL, KoAu GambKo
3ppo3yMi€, 10 BiH He 3aKOHOTMBOPEUb Y POAUHL, & MOXANBUN (He eanrnit!)
3PA30K AAR HACAIAYBAHHS, BiH ycBisoMUITb cebe Ak nopagrnka. Noro auma
TIPUXOAUTIL Y CBITM AASL BAACHOTO SKMUTMTMSL, AASL BAACHUX MYK [ PapolLiB, AAsL
BAACHUX TNPYAHOLLB TNa YCTXiB U0AHS. | 3a1BUMMN ypoKamu, TIOBUAHHAMM
UN CXOAACTIUHHUMM MOPAALHUMM YpOoKamu BiH He AoTiomarae mopysamun
WAAX AO CAMO3AIICHEHHA HOBII Aywi, iy npuBis y caim. Voro croso To-
BUHHO MAIMW Bary depes MyApICTb Ta TAMOUHY, ane He TIPOCTIO Uepes e,

(0 BiH bambKo.

in the family. Everyone is equal in the kin. Therefore, everyone’s calling for
se[f-veaﬁzation in the kin in which he has come to thisworld, is equa[, too. So

n searching of parenta[ vocation, you ﬁrst see father as an adviser.

WITHOUT DICTATE

es, as an adviser, not as a dictator, who thrusts his will and his
You’dook. The son has the same genes as his father, and even

more — enriched with his mother’s ones. The folk can’t be fooled: “It's not
the father, who bore, but it's the one who got you into shape”. Only when
the fa’cher realizes that he is not lawmaker in the fami[y but a possib[e (not
the sole!) examp[e for imitation, he will realize himse[f as an adviser. His
child comes into the world for its own life, for own sufferings and joys, for
its own diﬁqcu[ties and success of every day. And he does not he[p the new
soul, which he has led to the world, pave the way to its se[f—reaﬁzaﬁon with
redundant lessons, ediﬁcaﬁons or scholastic moral lessons. His word should
carry weight because of the wisdom and depth, but not just because of be'mg

the father.



AYXIBHUK

Bo OKpIM BCbOTO [(HILOTO — BiH 1 | CPaBXHI AYXIBHUK POAU-
. Vlomy, He Meruite HiX Mamepi, Mycamb Biguysamu nompedy
Bigkpumu ayuty Aimu. bo, nopapysasum ii, Xmo ax He BiH 3MOXe 3apasmu
yeim Gipam? Yu, moxe, HesBUUHO Uymu nopibHe mpo Gambka? uoroBika?
Tlpo moro, xmo 3a ycima akciomamu ma TMeopemamn Mae Oymu BiaAaAeHUM
Bi/\ CCHMUMEHTIB Ma TepexkxnBaHb? Ane X BiH — He MAILNHA, CIBOPEeHa AAS
BUBUEHHS cBimy. BiH — iioro mBopeub. A MBopeub He MOXe BiACTIOPOHEHO
AVBUIIUCH Ha Tleuaal it papouli cBoro MBOpiHHA ToBikK. He papemHo, y
PpiBHMX Bapiayiax 3ycmpiHaembcsl TOCepes ANAEH Tpukaska Tpo CUAY
6AMbKIBCHKIX MOAWIIOB, Y AKiil AOAEHOCHY CMAy Bpydaiomb mo Mamepi,
mo 6ambKoBi HaBrepeMiHkI: «BambkoBa MOAUTBA 3 MOPSL BUKMAGE, & TIPO-
KASUTUTLAL | B KAATOXI TLOTONASUTB>. A yXOBHUK POAMHM — He TIIAbKM OUi AASL
BUCTIOBLAHHS, He AMLLLe ceplie AA po3boato. Bik wie 11 MiLjHWIT MOAMMOBHMK
3a pimeniiepep borom. 170ro ayxoBHa uncmoma ma Bipa Biaa3eprantotombes
B Aimax. Bo un Gype uncmoto Boaa B AOAOHI, AKWL0 Hepniaan i 3 KaraMymHOTO

pokepena?

e~

CONFESSOR

or among other things he is also a true confessor of the fami[y.

Childven should fee[ the need to open the soul to him not less
than to the mother. As having given the soul, gC not he than who can give
good advice for all the troubles? Or, perhaps, is it unusual to hear such
things about father? man? About the one who must be removed ﬁom the
sentiments and feelings by all axioms and theorems? But he is not amachine
designed to exp[ore the world. He is its creator. And the creator can’t look
'mdiﬁrerent[y 0N SOYrows andjoys of his creations fov ever. Nowonder, a saying
about parental power of prayer is found in different variations among people
where the fa’cefu( power is handed either to mother or to the fathev by turns:
“The father’s prayer throws ﬁfom the sea, and the curse drowns even in the
puddle”. The confessor of the family means not on[y the eyes fo*r confession,
not on[y the heart heaﬁng the wounds. He is also a strong prayer for the
children before God. And his spiritua[ purity and faith Veﬂect in childven.

For can the water be clean in hands when it was drown from the turbid well?



BE3 KABAAU

Ta, MPUMAIOUN AYXOBHUI 3B¥30K, bambko Mae po3ymimu, 1o
1ioro Bipa Mae 6yrrm nosbaBAeHa pa6cmBa TMa TyCmoro CTiiBaHHA
ncaamis. Bipa B 6ambka noBHUMbCA He MiAbkI 1oro 400pnumn ginamn. He
AAPEMHO X Y HapoAl ToBOpsAMb: «bambko HAWKOAMB, & AIMW B OABIMI». |
CTpaBa He Anliey 60prax ma HeAO]OO6A€HVlX cnpasax. 3 TAMOUHI npacuBnx
BIKIB AMHYMb A0 HAC TiepeKasu, y AKUX HANAIOTILMUM TIPOKABOHOM Kamam
ma 3anaam 6ym/t TIPOKABOHM POAY A0 CboMOTO KoAiHA. Tax uepes bambka Ha
Almeint asiraB marap crokymu. | 3 poBiaHMKa Ayiia BiH Ay>Ke AeTKO TIepermBo-
proBaBca Ha [ okmpaya.

Ao moro x, 6yAyLm AYXOBHMKOM POAUHM, BIH He 6yAe A3 B AyULy
3 BUrapKamu Ta POosTUIMyBAHHAMMN, o6 nomim HATOPOAUTIN HYePTOBOT0
TLOPUEI0 YPOKIB, KL UACTIO BUHOCUB CaM Y TPYAHOWAX i Goasix. Moro moanm-
Ba 3a AlMeNn — e He WOHMHMUIL PUTTyaA KOAIHOTIPEKAOHIHHA. Lle uoaeHHi Al
ma AYMKU, CAOBA i HABIMb BUACHe i A0papAMBe MoBUaHHA. bambkiscbka Bipa
He BuiMae baramo cua. Born nompi6Hi AV AA TIOTO, abn TpUMycumm

cebe NoBipNIMI y cuAy 6ambKiBCbKOL Bipy | B HACAIAKM GambKIBCLKIX CALB.

e~

WITHOUT KABALA

nd, ho[ding sphfi’cua( connection, the father has to understand

hat his faith should be deprived of the slavery and the shallow
singing of Psalms. Be[ief in father is ﬁﬂed not on[y with his good deeds. No
wonder that the peop e say, “Father has done much harm, and children are
in the account fov him”. And matter is not only in debts and unﬁnished
business. From the depths of grey—haired centuries, [egends ﬂow to us,
in which the worst curse for strangers and executioners was the curse to
seventh generation, this way the burden of redemption fell on children from
their fa‘cher. And he turned into the soul devourer ﬁ'om its guide.

Moreover, as a conﬁ:ssor of the fami[y, he won't intrude into the soul
with fables and questioning to reward soon after with regular portion of
lessons oﬁen received in dijﬁcu[ﬁes and pains by himse[f. His prayer for
children is not a nigh‘dy ritual of genuﬂecﬁon. These are daily actions and
thoughts, words and even well-timed and sage silence. Father’s faith doesn't
require a lot of energy. Itis needed on[y in order to force yourse[f’co believe in

the power of father’s faith and in the effect of parental words.



TIOMIYHUK

'l_tmeBHe, Hatbinblie 32 Bee B CydacHiM CBImi 6ambko poskpuBae
ebe ax momiwrmk ammunn. OpHak, i ue AoBoAi uacmo
PO3LHIOEMbCA HenpaBUAbHO | 3BepxHbo. Llo sHaunmb Gambkosi pomo-
MOTMIM AUMMHL y XWmmi? 3 0AHOTO GOKY, HAPOA TIPAMO Kadke Ham: «YMiB
GambkyBamu, ymiit roaysamu». Hauebmo, yca gonomora Ha anye. Haroay-
Bamu, MpUXMcTAmM, o6irpimu, mamepiaabHo 3a0esneunmu i BuBecmu y
cBim. Sxuwjo ouert nepenix Baw — utykartmo B Hbomy xuby. Tlia uac nopi6Hmx
«AOTLOMOT» GBI B CObL AOBOAL UACTO BiAUyBatOMb Henepe6opHm7L cmpax
i HeobTpyHmoBaHy nepecmopory: «Uu amoxy 3abesneunmu ycim?». 1 pono-
MOTY ALTLAM Y XU TUAMIHIOKOTb TMPOXM HE CMOMHUMM TIOABUTAMU 3 TLO-

6yaoBu xumms pimeit. Ta un nompi6Ha maka 6ambkoBa Aomiomora Aimam?

BE3 TIPUMYCY

BOHa Mae unHummea bambkom bes npumycy, 6e3 HamsAryBaHHA Ha
HDbOTO APMA MOPAALHUX KAHOHIB TNa 6e3 HaBNCAOTO Haa Hum Ao-
MOKAOBOTO Meua 3aKOHOAABUUX aKmiiB. Y POAMHI HIXITO HIKOMY HIUMM He

3060B'a3aHMit: bambKn TPUBEAN AUTINHY B CBIITL AASL 3AINCHEHHSA LI Memu,
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ASSISTANT
Perhaps, fa’cher reveals himse[f as child’s assistant most of all in

today’sworld. However, and even this is often considered incorrect
and scomfu[. What does it mean for father to he[p his child in [ife? On the
one hand, the folk d'ufec’dy tells us, “Was able to become a farther, be able to
feed”. As if all help is clear. Feed, shelter, warm, secure financially and bring
to the world. 1f this list is yours — look for defect in it. During these “aids”
parents often feel a compelling fear and unsubstantiated warning: “Will 1
be able to provide with that all?». And we substitute helping children in life
with almost stoic feats of ’oui[d'mg lives of children. But is there a need in
such father’s care for children?

WITHOUT ENFORCEMENT

‘l t must be undertaken by father without coercion, without pulling
on him the yoke of moral canons and without Damocles’ sword of
laws hanging over him. No-one is obliged to no-one in the family: parents

brought the child into the world to fulfill its purpose; they learn from it



BOHU HABUAIOMbCA Y Hel He MeHLe, aHDK AUTTA HABUAETbCA Y CBIMY 1Y HUX.
Tlpaspy saxapbysara HapopHa Myapicmb: «He xaayit bambka B Haitmax:
HallHABCA — Xau Tiponaaax. | e He maan ao Ait agimam. Lie — nepecmopo-
ra GambKam, 10 NOKAAARIONL XUITITS 3apaAr AUTMUHI. ANIMA — cBAMIHS,
aAe He MeH1Ia 32 Hux camux. TTpuBiBWM AUmuHy y CBim, M1 He #AeMO Ha
BAACHE 3aKAAHHA 3apaan Heto. M 1i4eMo Tiopyd. {3 HAWAAKOM, | KOAUCH Hallli
AOPOTU TUAYMDb Y PI3HI CTMOPOHU, TIEPETMUHAIOUNC AUILLE TOAL, KOAM Ha e
6yae mokank cepug. Ha unx wasxax 6ambko gomomarae Ham BIAbHO cma-
MM Ha ToBeH 3picm i 3pobumn nepumit kpok. Koan x Bin Gyse nocmistHo
Topy4, 7oTo AOTIOMOTA MOXKe HAGPUAHYMM Wi HABMAKI CIMATM BCIOANCY-
woto, BeesaminHoto. A pani — npipsa ana 06ox. Yomy? Bo «bambkis xai6 He
HaBUNIb, K mpe6a XUMb». Amun UiHytomb MiALKK e, 10 3Ao6y/\m cami.
BoHu ycBigomatotomb AniLe e, 10 TiZHAAI Hepe3 BAACH nomMmaxiL. | Garmb-
KO TITIm MOe AUl BKA3AMMN WAAX, TIOCTABUIMU Ha HbOTO, aAe He AUKTYBA-
MW e, KyAW L CKIAbKI po6mmm 0 HboMy KpokiB. Tomy, Basratouncy y pacy
TOMIMHIKA, TNAIMO Ma€ PO3yMiMM, 1o #oro AoTomMora Mae Gymu A0TomMOoroto
6e3 npumycy. Bin He 3myurye cebe poromaramm Uepes CUAy L He CUAYE Aiment
TPUAMATIIN L0 AOTIOMOT'Y.
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not less than a child learns from the world and from them. Truth is carved
in foUe proverb: “Do not fee[ sorry for your fa’cher in hire, gc he went into
service — let him perish”. And this is not a plan for action for children. This
is warning for parents laying lives for their child. Child is sacred, but not less
than they are. Having given birth to a child, we do not go to own immo lation
for its sake. We go along with the descendant, and one day our roads will
go in different directions, crossing only when there is a call of heart for
it. Father he[ps us to draw ourselves up and to take the ﬁrst step on these
routes. When he is a[ways there, his he[p can bother or, on the contrary, can
become ubiquitous and omnivorous. And then there is a gap for both. Why?
Because “Father’s bread can not teach how to live”. Children appreciate
on[y what they have got themselves. They realize on[y what they have learnt
through their own mistakes. And farther can only point the way, put on
it, but can not dictate where and how many steps make on it. Therefore,
dvess'mg in robes of assistant, dad has to understand that his advice should
be the helping without coercion. He does not force himself to helping and
doesn't obﬁge children to accept this he[p.



OXOPOHEL|b

am Bor BeaiB wonoBiky Gymu oxopoHuem poanHi. Bin cmepexe i
He AMILLE Big AOLLY | XOAOAY, CTIPATI TNA TOAOAY. [HKOAN AOBOAWTTIL-
ca Gopormu it { Big AtognHy, wo nosbyaacs Boxol ickpu y aywi i 3pobnaa
KPOK A0 TeMpABU Tpixa. AKLLO TIPO 1410 HOAOBIUY PUCY, 3ABATUYIOUN BilTHAM
{ HABaAaM, OPAAM TNa BIACbKAM MOXHA | He TOBOPUITIM WNPOKO i KPacHO, Mo

CA.LA Harapamm AL ipo 0AHeE.

BE3 CBABOAI

‘BiﬁCbKOBi AQMU MO OYMMU CKMHYMI 33 MeXaMU POAMHMI il
Aomy. Ha me 7 BiH oxopoHeup, 106 oro pyKa 3BoAMAaCs Anuie
Ha BOPOTA, a He Ha BAACHY TIAOTD i KPOB, HA TMUX, i3 KUM AIAMTIILCA | KPOB,
Dka, i ocmiab. Yacom 6ambriBebka A0AOHA OyBae 3MICMOBHILLON 32 YCi KHIL-
rit. Ta, SIK KaXKYMb ATOAM, «T10-0aMbKIBCbKN 106 E, T10-6aMbKIBCLKI TOMUAYE>.
Ane CKIABKIL AOBOAWITILCA UYMW PO3MOB, KOAW TIAKUM He3rpabHUM yuue-
Aem 6y/Lo TIOPYLLEHO He3pUMY TpaHb. Y Maki MOMEHMN | AIMK, i APYXUHI

MAtoTMb TIOBHE TIPaBO HEXMyBamu 3aTnoBiAAI0 TipeaKiB: «bambka nokuHe —

GUARDIAN

od Himse[f commanded the man to be the guardian of the
| family. He keeps it not only from the rain and cold, thirst and
hvmgev. Sometimes he has to defend it ﬁ'om the person who lost the spark
of God in the soul and stepped into the darkness of sin. If this masculine
trait can’t be spoken well and e[oquent about thanks to wars and invasions,

hordes and armies, we should recall on[y one th'mg.

WITHOUT TYRANNY

iﬁtary armour should be taken oﬁﬂ outside the fami[y and

Mhome. That is why he is the bodyguard for his hand to be raised

only on the enemy and not on his own flesh and blood, on those with whom
shelter; food and bedding are shared. Sometimes father’s hand can be more
meaningful than all books. But, as people say, he “beats in a fatherly way,
forgives ina fatherly way”. However, how many times we hear these awkward
teachers have crossed invisible edge. At such moments, children and wives

have all rights to ignore the commandment of ancestors: “If you leave father



cam 3aruHeut», 60 Big 6ambka y HbOro 3aAnwaenbes miabku nopoba. Ecmso
X TIPOTHUBAE HACKPI3D.

Tomy, 3apnBASIOUnCH HA cebe Y ASEPKAA0 AUTTAUMX OUEHATTL, SHANA(TD
mam moro, koro i Bu xomian 6 6aunmm cami aas cebe: npoBigHMKa, cymym-
H1Ka, nopaarka. Toro, KoTo Aimm He KUHYMb He uepes 06oBA30k ma Gopr,
a uepes \1060B i wary.

Un, moske, Bam kpatue nobaimmm y HIX, 10 3BepXHICTI0 Haa AIMbMIL
Bu uac Big uacy xoBaeme npm6/LyAHoro Y CBIIT, IOMEPMNI | 3AKNHYMUI AO-

pOTOBKA3 MA 1lje OAHOTO Y PAAY POSYMHUKIB, 10 MAK HIKOAW He HABUMUTbCA
Ha BAACHMIX TLOMMAKAX?
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alone — you’[( perish yourself ” because he vetains on(y likeness of fa’cher
And the essence rots to the core.

Therefore, Ioeing lost in contemp[aﬁon of yourselves in the mirror of
children’s eyes, find there the one you would like to see for yourselves: the
guide, the satellite, the adviser. The one who can’t be abandoned by children
because of the obligaﬁon and duty, but because of Love and respect.

Or, maybe, youd better see there that behind the supremacy over
children you occasiona”y hide someone lost in the world, shabby and
abandoned pointer and another one in a series of sharp wits, who will never
learn from his mistakes?



BATDBKIB WWAAX

Bia, 6ambKiBchKimx A0AOHD,

Lo menaa Ha6mpa/m B CBUMAHHL,
Big mamycuHmx cais,

LLlo cnpapasHa y mpasax usimymb,
Big ybinernx ckporb

B 3arycmiaim parkosim mymani
Cepep kBimuaHmx cans

Tpoasraa y sxumma mos Tymb.

3-TIOMi>K TLOLLLYKY AMB,

V obirtmax A1060Bi 71 nevaai,
Cepep BmpaveHmx Ayt

| wekaHHAM cniaceHHMX Atoaeit
AHi i HOUl X0AUB,

Y pokax BuMipsioun Aaai,

1 kpoxyto ummay,

Tloxu 6ambkiBebka cmexka Beae.
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FATHER’S WAY

From the hands of my dad [ J S
Which were gathering warmth ﬁ'om the dawns, ¢
From the words of my mom A
Which have bloomed in the grasses fov [ong, N\
From the temples — so greyed — ‘
In the fog thick[y [ying on lawns
Among blossoming plums

My way led me in journey through throng. - \/

Praising shrines —Vight and wrong, —
In embraces of passions and sorrows,
Among lost sinful souls,

Among saved for the aﬁer[ife day,
T'was going on, S
Meeting nights and long hoped-for morrows
And 1 stride to the goal -
Till 1 am on my faml[y’s way.

{7}
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Kypasoto popir

Mos poast TiocpibaeHa wmpo;

3 mucauamu ceppelib
3anaeaacs, MOB KBilT y BIHKY;
LLlo He micaub, mo pik

3 XypaBAsmMuU Kypande y BUpIi,
1 He T1ay HaBTpoCTCL D

3HOBY 11 3HOB Ha CBOEMY BiKY.

Bxe i s Ha nopi

Cepep, cuBux 36iaianx mymaHis
Aimam cam 3amnoBim

He utykamm Hamaerwmx popir,

1 30peto Bropi

36epexy ix M AOAb-OKeaHiB
Biurum caimaom, akum

Mete GambkiBcbkuit roaoc Gepir.

My exceptional fate
Is in silver of dust of my lanes;
It has twined into wreathe

With the hundreds of hearts in the strife; ) y

Life is speeding its gait,

Sadly c[anging in skies with the cranes. v”

So 1 frankly confess:

1 have never gone straight nmy life.

It’s already my turn

Among mists of my grey-haired living = ‘;

To bequeath to my kid

Not to look for the easiest way,
And as f star, to warn

Him mid oceans of the misgiving,
As my dad used to lead

Me when 1 was so sure to stray.
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AR k}f»mme aBopAma,
" e‘u,gnne momvac,
' ”. Mmeruu Ppykn mama

\Iﬁam/t Hac?

IN THE BLACKBERRY NIGHT

Night in blackberry adornment
Grieves with golden stars,

Thvowing ligh’c with some wonderment
On the lone path.

lam soﬁtary staying

In the pa[isade,

With the milky moon[ight swaying
Dreams that were to fade.

Oh you, dreams, take ojjr all veils,
Tell the way to days

When my dad was sharing tales
In the starry haze?

Show me, sycamores by road,
Path to distant lands
Where speedy minutes slowed,

Warmed in daddy’s hands.

L2 ..\n
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Bu, xamuHu 6irocTiHHi,
Aaitme cBiit omsim,

Ae x me 6ambkoBe mepriHHa
13 ToHaubkmx Aim?

Ta moBuamb xamu 3-3a MUHyY,
ABOPU CYMH...

1 >xaxmie Hiv oXKUHHA

B 30psHim BOTHL...

Whitened huts loemg blessed WLﬂréen
Tell me on[y truth: V'

From my days of youth?

Sadly sycamores aspire,
Huts are standing quiet... |
Night in b[ack]oewy attire
Burns in starry riot...
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FATHER’S POPLARS

Poplars towered, swaying
Sunny osculations

On the branchy netting
In paternal yard,

Stormy sky allaying
With a titillation,

Gales of life combating —
As my sacred guard.

You were deeply planted
By my loving father

As 90 charm for youngster
Towards evening fall.

You and 1 are parted -

And you shed white feathers,

As if lone spinster
Throw'mg ojjr the shawl.

Tamosa moanimsa

3 BamMu LLenomiag,
Ty6/\5umc1: y Hebi

3 KAMHOM >KypaBASIL.
Bke pokis ronnmsa
B Bac BigroMoHiAQ.
Bxe 11 camomy m]oe6a

Aoragpamu cag...

Buiigy Ha cBimanHi,
TlokAoHIOCH HU3EHBKO
3a cBamy omiky,

Lo y Hux xue.

1B Tycmim mymani

Ximoch uenHe 6An3eHbKo:

«Xait wacmumb A0BIKY,
Anmamko moe...»

Father’s words of praying
Faded in the clouds <~
Flyingwithablow
Aﬁer crane Yow. ' ,j L
Rush of days is slaying "J
All what youwere proud. =
So 1 have to grow 629
Garden of my own... :

On the ruddy dawning,__:"r y c W
Twill earthly bow

For the ho[y care
Still in their rind.
Under skyey awning .
Fog will float low, /=5

Bringing words — somere: 71



AHTOAMN-OXOPOHUI GUARDIAN ANGELS

1 ]

BizepyHramn AHiB Life is tidily knit

3aTineaocst XUIMMs. MUMOBOAL, In the patterns of days under moonhgl'& 7
Y mepexusi Mpiit There is blackish spill (A4
TlouopHasi posansm poanyk; Of the partings in laces of dreams;
06 xwmmesi BorHi We're accustomed to flit i
Obnexanca He pas Hawi poai, When the fate singed the wings in the [ongﬂ ght,—
3abaykaBum BB MAL Strolling amid the chill

Mix 06pas i Heroicmux myk. Of offences and painful screams.

Tlpuenis: Chorus:

3opamu barame Nightly sky is steady

He6o B BULMHL. At the starry berth.

Maminxa i mamo — Dear mom and daddy —

AHToAM 3eMH. Angels on the earth.

Bu 6aarocaosuan, Whispering to Heavens,

TpoBean B cBimu. Guided in the life.

Aait Bam Boxe cuan Lord, allow my parents

B aimax posupicmu. In the kids to thrive.
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Sk BOCKPECHYIMb CaAlt

Ticas aoBrOL 3MMHDBOL AtOTTL,

| HaAATOTMIbCSL TIEeTIAOM

H€O3OPVDC H€6€C 6€p€ﬂ/[,

Thpuneyuy s myan,

Ae nepapocmi 6}/Alelb 3a6ymi,

3a POAVHHUM CITLOAOM

Keanx cmoraais mumb Ao cHarut.

Tpucnis:
BepecHesi wamn

B 30n0mim BoTH.
Maminka i mamo —
SIHTOAM 3eMHI.

B 3a nac moanan
3opstHi CBIm.

Aaii Bam Boxke cran
Hopy4 Hac imn.

(180}
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When the gardens arise

Aﬁer durable wintery fwy,

When the boundless brinks

Of the skieswill be powed with the warmth,
Seasoned heart there flies

Where 1 can forget my penury,

Being so Veady to drink

From my family’s memory source.

Chorus:

Holts have been already
Twined with golden girth.
Dear mom and daddy -
Angels on the earth.

You have prayed the Heavens
Full of blinking stars.

Lord, 1 want my parents

Go next to us.

m

VY >xumimi noromis,

Cepep kpokiB HearpabHux i Goato,

Myape caoso cnace

CuBnHOI0 3-Tiip 6aMbKOBUX CKPOHD.

W aabipnrmamu pHiB

Mu MaHAPYEMO 3HOBY TlOBOAi,

Bo Haato Hece

Ham Tpaanb mamepuHcebKIx AOAOHD.

TTpucnis:

He6o BUHYBAITO
Taave B BUIWNHI.
Maminxa i mamo —
SlHroAM 3eMHL.

Bu 6aarosicmuan

B cim po6po Hecmu.
Aait Bam boxe cnan
Ksimuymn saBxam.

m

We can get the relief

In the [um’oering steps and ﬁfom pain
In the worldly-wise word

From the gray-haired temples of dad.
We can't lose the beﬁef

Crossing maze under troublesome rain
Until hope toworld

Is in Grail of mo’cher[y hand.

Chorus:

Sky is crying sad[y,
Losing sigh’c of mirth.
Dear mom and daddy —
Ange[s on the earth.

You bred us transparent,
Preached to carry good.
Lord, 1 want my parents
Bloom as [ong as should.

(18 %
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OTYMM TIOPIT

|

BHOBY Gauy CHIL AmAUi,
Lo He crmance Geaaiu Aim,
T gywa y pyasx naade,
Hibn TIPOCUTMBLCSL B TIOALTTL,
A6 3HoBY posrapamu
AuBHe TiAemmBO AOpIT,

1 Becmut myam, ae mamo
Buiipe cmpimu Ha nopir.

Tpuenis

M 3 mo6010 TIOpy4, Taimo,
Teperiwan yce xumms —
Tlpomaitiyno aHis baramo,
IMtemae Bopomma.

Aait po mebe npuroptycs,
Tloujiayio, K KoAMCD.

Hy amu meni, mamycio,

A BAWIMUHCTBL, TIOCMIXHNCD.

(182}
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FATHER’S THRESHOLD

1

Child dreams are back again,
Once been lost in lunar ['Lgh’c,
And the soul weeps ﬁrom pain,
As if asking for the flight

To unriddle weird puzz[e

Of my ways, entang[ing more,
Leading me to where father
Comes to meet me at the door.

Chorus

Daddy, with a thread between us
We have crossed the lifelong track —
Many days have flashed before eyes,
They will scarcely come back.

Let me snuggle to you, daddy,

Let me kiss you as before.

1 just want you to be Veady

For a smile from days of yore.

I

Tym iwe Ha AHI KprHUL
Ymusatombes 3ipxn,

Tym we Bepbu-xani6Hmui
Taauymb Hayskpait pikin.
Tym menaom yce Gararme,
He cmapie koxeH pixk,
Tlokun BUrAsianae mamo
Hac y rocmi Ha nopir.

Tpucnis

T 3aBxan OyB TopyH, mary —
B ami wacansi, B uac 6ign,
KoxHy a mBoto nopaay

Byay B cepui Gepermu.

Aait po mebe npuropHycs,
Tlouiayto, K KoAnCE.

Hy a mu meHi, mamycto,

K B AWMMUHCMBL, TTOCMIXHUCD.

o\
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1

Stars are careful[y washing

At the bottom of the spring,
Grievous willows are still sloshing
In the streams to which they cling.
Every trinket is creating

Here warmth with magic skill,
While father is awaiting

Us to come to his doorsill.

Chorus

Daddy, you were a[ways near; —

In the days of plight and fun,

Your advice — well-timed and clear=
Twill keep thvough [ife[ong run.

Let me snuggle to you, daddy,

Let me kiss you as before.

1 just want you to be ready

For a smile from days of yore.



il

B omuiim cepuyi; axx a0 kpato,
e m/\y6mmbcn BecHa,
Tiabkn cepue moe kpae
AkBapenb PokiB CyMHa,

Lo Aarae Buysamo

Ha BoAocca, Have cHir,
Toxu cepriem toHMI Mamo
Hac uexae Ha nopir.

Tpucnis

Aai 3 moboto Topy4, Many,
Beuip cayxamn nigy,

lnig abayito xpncaarmy
Capemy cmapim capy.

Aait a0 mebe TpUropHycs,
Toujinyro, ax koamcn.

140 bora nomoarocs,

Sl bmm 32 Hac MOAUBCD.

A
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Springtime is in sme“'mg blossom
In the heart of [oving dad,

But my heart is torn in bosom

By the ghost[y and sad
Water-colours, guilty fading

On the hair like the rime,

While fathev is awaiting

Near threshold through the time.

Chorus

Daddy, we will both hearten
Listening the evening glee,
Sitting in the old garden
Under branchy app le-tree.
Let me snugg[e to you, daddy,
Let me kiss you as before.

1 am now for praying ready

As }/OM,VC beenﬁfom days OfyOVC.

OBEAICKUTIAM'ATI

1

Ocoxopn i CTPYHKL 6epi31<m,
Hi6n obepern Bip 6ign,
Bucouitoms, Have obeaicku,
Kpait pqoporn cmasuim y psaau.

Taauymb 3 Bimpom mmxo Tpomm Houl,
1 GeHmexxamb pocamu mpasy,

B nam’ami Bepmazomb Heoxoue

AL, sK1X Hemae HasBy...

1l

.32 TLOPOTOM BECeANAOCD ATNO,
AzBiHKoKpUAMI XaitBip webemas,
1 6rarocaoBeHHe 10He XUMO
bampbwo, Have HeHbKy, TpuUTOpMAaB.

| MaAeHbKi pyueHama cuHa

3 6ambKoBUMM THYAUCH A0 3eMAL:
«Y 3epHUHI, cuHY, — Ykpaina,
TloBcakpeHHI papocTi MaL...»

OBELISKS OF MEMORY

1

Slender birches and the pop lar candles
Stand like charms ﬁfom omnipresent woes,
Rise above as obelisks and dandle

By the road, stand'mg in the rows.

va'mg with the wind in somber darkl'mg,
And embarrass grass with ﬁmpid dew,
Back—ward[y return the faded marking
Of the days that won't repeat anew...

1l

..Summer was rejoicing in the blossom
Tinkling lark was tweeting inthe sky,
While dad was c[asping to the bosom,
As his wife, young blessed golden rye.

And with father’s hands the little twain
Of the son was Veach'mg to the Earth:
“There is Ukraine in the grain,

Every dai[y unconstrained mirth.”

A
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32 TI0POTOM BECeANAOCH ALTTIO,

ASBiHKOKpUAIL XalBip webemas.

] Anmuta nputawasach ceimy
Cepep Heba, nma i omas.

i

[loHap aicom uopHoKpuAa xMapa
Chosiujaaa mpo BceaeHCbKIA Tpix,
A3 Xamn HeHbKa, K ipumMapa,
Bamuka npososkana sa nopir.

ImaneHbKi pydeHsma cuHa

Beaia msrHyAnch bambrosiit xopi:
«B Hawit BoAL, cuHy, — YkpaiHa,

| mBot veKaHHs MOAOAL...»

" ToHag aicom uopHokpuaa xmapa
CrioBiuiana npo BceAeHCLKMIA Tpix
1 gnmi Gesnpurnnriy kapy
pisro BilyBasa 3a ycix.

(186 1
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..Summer was rejoicing in the blossom
Tink[ing lark was tweeting in the sky,
Kid received the Eucharist in bosom
Among heaven, after—grass and rye.

m

B[ack—winged cloud over the fores’c
Notified of universal sin,

And the mother, as Lf moumful ghost,
Guided silent father to the sill.

After father’s step the little twain

Of the hands of son was reaching trace:

“Freedom is the grain of Ukraine
And the [ooking-for of youth[y race...”

Black—winged cloud over the forest
No’ciﬁed of universal sin,
Prophesy'mg to little kid the sourest
Sip of causeless punishment for kin.

A%

bira HeponaneHol xamn
Maxkn uiaysan 6umy mymb —
Aecb Aanexo HopHi pykn kama
Bambka He 3a6yan omuHyme.

| MaAeHbKi pydeHama cuHa
AomoprHyanch cepaeHbka ypas:
«B xpanai kposi, cumy, — Yrpaina,
1l He Bm6op0mb {3 HAC..»

bira HepomaneHol xamm

Maxn uinysaan Gumy mymo.

| gmuHa HenocuabHy ATy
Bigaana, 06 3HoBy cBimy Gymb.

187 %
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Poppies kissed the trodden path around

Blackish walls of burnt but living hut —
Mauler’s hand and shrilling bullet’s sounct
Didn't go round fa’cher’s heart.

In the stated moment little twain

Of the hands has touched the heart at once;
“In the drop of blood is the Ukraine,

No-one can tear it ﬁ'om uss

Poppies kissed the trodden path around
Blackish walls of burnt but living hut:
And the child paid the priceless pound
For the world to rise back from apart:

LT
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Townan raem 3HoBy Tpano Aimo,
I 3nimaan B HeBo roay6u.

| empiuamm 3or0mase Xumo
Buitiwan paro ABoe 6es xypou.

| oHyKka pykm koAo cuHa

/NOEKOTIAAD XKUTMNO, AK KOAUCH:

«Mu ~ xmBi. A 3 Hamu — YkpaiHa...
32 ue, cnHoUKy, IOMOAKCD...»

Vi

Tpomarttyan gni — He HaspoTHAMY,
Ule menanmbea pech cmapeHbKa ni,
' praatoms pocamu kpait xammn
Maikn camocisi 'y Hiv.

J;-stKk GambKOBi-CBSMICHHL 06eAickm,
Obemyrnan mpusabymy mymnb
Qcoxopu i cmpyHki bepizkn

| cBAlleHHY HaM b CIMePeXyb...

(188 1
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..Holts were once again in the blossom
Doves were taking wings in clear sky,
And the two with no grief in bosom

At the dawn were greeting golden rye.

Grandson's hands with son's work-weary twain
Tickled sp ikes in morning scarlet ray:
“We're alive — and so is Ukraine,

That's what for we both are to pray...”

Vi

Lots cf days, that can’t be caught, have ﬂown,
Oven has been smo[deving till now,
Evening dews are fauing ﬁrom se[f-sown
Poppies in inviolable vow.

Slender birches and the pop lar candles
Rise a[ong forgo’cten grassy path.
Stand as fa’chev’s obelisks and dandle

Keeping sacred memory for us...

HA AEAEYUNX KPUAAX

]

Yxke mi AHL Aanexo,

“lx B poBecHiAN Yac
3akoxaHi Aenekn
Kpyxasan nonap Hac.

1 Ha naeuax y mama

B tutx 6aums pigHmit kpait,
Koan naean 3aB3smo

Hap xamoto cBint pait.

Tpucnis

B 3arycmiaim xonoAHIM TymaHi
Tloneaitomb BOTHI AOCBIMUAHL.

Tam pecb Bembes cmeXuHa npumama
Y ceno moe poanHkysame,

Ae o Heba mopkaBca kpisb cmpax

‘1 Ha mamoBMX AyXMX TIACUAX.

ON STORK’S WINGS

]

This time is so remote

From nowadays when 1
Observed the storks to float
Above me in the sky.

1 saw the land of mine

On shoulders of dad
Whenever watch them twine
God'’s country in the nest.

Chorus

Morning [igh‘cs dim[y shimmerand g[ow
In the fog, st'gﬁqy ﬂoa’cing low.

Trodden path runs as if from the tale
To my village in blossoming dale,
Where dabbing sky, fe[t ) glad,

On the shoulders of [oving dad.

’189:'._;
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OKOIAN 3aBXAMN.
Crmasas i Gyaerb cBamom,
1Ky posmal aim

33 AVBAABCA 3 MATTIOM
Ha 3BabHui1 (x moaim.

W,

"C A0 MOE AOAUHKYBATTLE,
(7T ) A .
: > BUMMAAA 13 cepAeHbKa cmpax
eHi mamoBa Bipa B ouax.
<

A

' Aech MiXK HILX € CTeXMHA ipUMama

1

We all in ﬂood of woes,
Anxiety and sins

Were covered ﬁrom all those
By blackish-whitish wings.
Each day was so fes’ca[,
When ever in the height
We gazed at their vestal
And captivating ﬂigh’c.

Chorus

Losing years, the destinies roam

In the vast bushy ﬁe[d under dome.
There pa’ch runs as Lf from the tale
To my viﬂage n b[ossoming dale,
Where heart was no longer afraid

Sipping faith ﬁ'om the eyes qf my dad.

£TLm
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Bxe ckpoHi, cpi6/\0M WAL
B cuBuHax 3aupiancy,

| miabkun B omuimM cBimi
VYce, HeMOB KOAUCH.
Uiaytomb aeaeuama
KpaﬁHeGa Ha AbOTTTY.

1 ocb yxe o mama

OmykiB 5 Beay.
Tpucnis

Y ocnaaim BedipHim mymani
3anAimarombcs AOAL He3HAH.

€ B omaax cmexxnHa npumama
Y ceno moe poanHkysame,

Ae Bepbuui kpait ABOpy MOBUATb,
| Aeaexn TIOCYMHO suamb...

m

The silver on my temple -
As gift from what is passed,
But father’s clime is ample
And calm as in the past. |-
The little storks are kissing
Horizon on the ﬂy.

1 come where 1 was missing

To show dad kids of mine:

Chorus

In the drowsy eventide hazes.|
Path in after-grass runs as ﬁom‘fag
To my village in blossoming dale, """

Where willows keep silence till now,

o N
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MOTHER



Y CBITML ATOAMHA, A0 AKOL AMHeLL y papocmi 7 niedani. Bona saxxan

TIOPYH, HABIIMb TNOAL, KOAU BAC POAIAAIOTL KIAOMEIPU AOPIT Tha
pecsimim Aim. Lle mama. 1 w0 6 He kazaan Ham y poby obBaxHianx GisHec-
ACAL MaIN € OAHi€10 3 imocmaceit cBamot XKiHku, opgHiel 3l ckaapoBux IT Ayuli.
Xmo BoHa aas Hac? HaiiroaoBHile — nopameabKa SUTTLSL

MATU AAE TIAO

"I-a'[Ha 3aPOAXKEHHS AUTMUHU TPUXOBAHA Y HAMAOCKOHAAILLOMY
KOBUETOBI 3amoBimy, akuit miabkn mir npuaymamn Tocnogb —y
iHouomy miai. Came mam, nig MamepUHIM cepuem, Ayla, ociaHa bamb-
KOM, OTpUMYe TIAOTTLL. KoKeH MaMUH TIOANX CIMAE HALIUM TIOAMXOM, KOXKEH
il KpoK TepemBoOplOeMbCa Ha Haull Kpoku y caimi. Bee, unm chmums i xuse,
unm Mpie i Anxae, iepeAaembest AUMUHL. XIo 3MOXKe CKasammu TIPOTIACK-
He? 1 xmo Ticas HapopkeHHs AnmmHn PKiHKOW0 MOXKe He Bipumu y me, aK
Bor 3 Hivoro smir cmsopumu Bce, Mal0un KOAUCH TIABLKI camy Allie Mpito,
o Aana Vlomy TLOWMOBX A0 mMBOpUocmi. Mamu pae atopguHi mino. 1 Big Hel
-1 cnoco6y KU, CHIAQHKIB TNa 00 (A(B, AYMOK TNa TLOUYMUTLB, MpUCTILpa-

cmeit ma Baj, — 3aASKUITb TNe, AKOK y UboMy CBIMi 6&‘{MH1VLM€ C€6€ Ayua,
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ere is a person in the world, to which you rush in joy and sorrow.

She is a[ways near, even when you are divided by kilometers of

roads and decades. This is mom. And what would not have been told to us in

the days of heavy business women, mother is one of the incarnations of the

Holy Woman, one of the components of her soul. Who is she for us? Most
'meortant[y she is the giver of [ife.

MOTHER GIVES BODY
T/\e mystery of the birth of the child is hidden in the most pe}fec’c
a

rk of the covenant, which could be created ’oy God — in woman'’s

body. 1t is there, under the maternal heart, the soul, sown by the father, gets

flesh. Every mother’s breath becomes our breath, her every step turns into our
steps into the world. Everythmg what she dreams about and what she lives

for, what she faﬂs into reverie for and what she devotes herse[f to transmits to
the child. Who can say the reverse? And who, after the childbirth by Woman,

can't believe in God being able to create all from nothing once having only

the mere dream that gave Him the impetus to creativity. Mother gives body
toman. And it depends on her — her way of ﬁfe, her breakfasts and dinners,



akoto I 3HamMMUMymb AloAW. Ta yacmo rope-mamepi TOUMHAIOMDL Po3yMiemu
e BXe 3r0AOM, KOAU AYPMaH Bij CUTAPETHOTO AUMY PO3BIEMLC Pa3oM i3
AAKOTOAEM, {0 YKe HELAAHO CTIOTIeAMAL CBEITIAHIO MATEPUHCHKOTO TTLAA.
AoAM He AapeMHO TIOMITIMAK CTIAAKOBY AYXOBHY [ TLACCHY CTLABHICTID
MDK AUTIBMU A Mamip’to: MoMy 1 MAEMO He TAbKI 3araAbHOBIAOME «SIKMI
Ay6 — MaKWI TUH, SIKWIT BATMbKO — TaKWA CUH», & e 1 «AKa KAETIKA — Tnaka
fouka, aKa Mamm — maxa it AOUKa»; A HaBiMb Biblie, «IKa BOAQ — TAKWIL
MAMH, SKa MAmuU — Makuit cuH». Tlamams mpo e, 10 Halle mino papo-
BaHe HamM Mamol0 MaKUM, K BOHA MaAa 110T0 cama, MPUMAETbC AOBIKY Y
TeHEMUUHI namami AtoAMHN. HUHI yUeHi Aerko BULLYKYIOTb CTLABHY AAsL
Hac ycix mpamamip, Wit iHpopMayitHIiL TeHETIMUHILIA KOA Tlepeaaebest i
cuHaM, i AooHbKam. Bin 3B3ye iX y eANHY POAMHY, a3 AO TIep1Lol HUHI Bigomol
CTLABHOL AASL MIABAPALB ATOACT MAMM, 1110 KMAR 140 TIACAY POKiB momy. HuHi
— BOHA EAMHA, TIPO AKY 3HAHO AOCTIIEMEHHO, 1|0 BiA Hel KOAUCH HapoanAnca
Almu, axi 3aceanan upo 3emato. Ane i BoHa 6y/\a He TIepuLOt0, TNOMY TLOULYKI
TMPUBAIOTD, &, SHAUNTTD, MPUBAE | 3aHYPEHHA Y BIUHICTL ATOACLKOTO POAY.
1 ua 6 Biuricmb He Gyaa MoxanBa bes, 3paBar0cs 6, MAIHHOTO TAZ, U0 HaM

Adpye mamm.

e~

itself in the world and what people will know it for. But often bad mothers
start undevstanding it a[ready later, when narcotic form the cigarette smoke
vanishes with alcohol hav'mg merci[ess[y ashed the sanctuary of mother’s
body.

People not without purpose mentioned hereditary spiritual and
bodily sameness between mother and children: that’s why we have not on[y
the proverbia[ “What the oak is — the same a paﬁng is, what father is — the
same a son is” but also “what the stave is — the same a barrel is, what mother
is — the same daughter is”; and even more, “what water is — the same a
mill is, what mother is — the same a son is”. The memory about the fact
that our body is given to us by our mother as she had it herse[f, is kept in
genetic memory of aman forever. Now scientists easi[y ﬁno{ the ﬁrst mother
for all of us whose genetic code is transmitted to sons and daughters. 1t
binds them into a s'mg[e fam'dy, down to the ﬁrst present[y known common
mother fov billions of people, who lived 140 thousand years ago. Now she is
the one known exact[y to have born children who inhabited this Earth. But
she was not the ﬁrst, so the search continues, and, therefore, continues the
immersion into the eternity of the humanity. And this eternity would not
have been possib[e without the seeming[y ﬁ'ai[ body that mother gives us.



BE3 TIPABA BAACHOCTI

PUBIBLM Y Uit CBIM HOBY AlopMHY, Mamu Gepe Ha cebe ponb

LHe miabkn mopamennkn sxummsL. Tid, ax mir, wo Bxe npoitwa
Hammnepui IoBOPOTMM Ha XUTMEBOMY LAAXY, CAMOIO AOACH HATIMCAHO AOTLO-
MOTMM HOBI AYILL CTIYNMIMM Ha 1o Ttymb. Ta AOBOAL HACTIO MaTM HAPOAKYE
AWITISL HE AASL TIOTO XKUITUTLAL, He AASL IOTO YMIAEHHA 1 MPOCBIMAEHHA Y CBIMM,
a pocmo «pas cebe». HameBhe, cMymok Bia HepeaisoBarnx BracHux Ga-
XaHb ma Mpiit noBepmae (i Hasap, y AUTMUHCITIBO, KOAU, TPAIOUUCh Y AOHBKU-
Mamepi, MOXHa GyA0 KepyBATMM KUTUTLAM MAAEHBKUX ASABOK | BOHM HIUOTO
He Ka3aAn Y BIATIOBIAb. AAe B peaabHOMY XU yce He Tak, K Ha ACKpaBim
KUAUMKOBL Y piAHIM Tiaaicaal

Mamn BipkpuBae ABepi y cBm He 3abaByi um AsAblj, BoHa ix
BIAKPUBAE HOBI ATOAMHL, AKA YXKe MAE CBOE TIPUSHAUEHHS, OAHAK, AASL 1OTO
YCBIAOMACHHSL (71 We TompiHe uac. | Ueit uac Mamm NoBUHHA TLoAAPYBATM

WIMMHI, & He BKPaCTN 110T0 HAAYMaHUM ‘TipaBoM BAACHOCT Ha AWTTSL.
)

WITHOUT PROPERTY RIGHTS

aving Iorought a new man into this world, mother takes on the

Hro[e of not only giver of life. 1t is assigned by the very fate to

mother, like to the one that has ah’eady passed the very ﬁrst turns in ﬁfe, to
help new souls to make a step on this way. But quite often mother gives birth
to a child not for its own living, not for its incarnation and enlightenment
in the world but just “for herself”. Perhaps the sadness from own unrealized
desires and dreams turn her back to childhood when, p[aying in the
daugh’cers—and—mothers, she could control the lives of little dolls and they
said nothing inrep [y. But it is not the same in real ['Lfe asitwasonaco [owfu[
rug in the native palisade.

Mother opens the door to a world not for a toy or a doll, she opens it
for a new man, who ahfeady has his mission, however, he needs some time
for its understanding. And mother should give this time to her child, but
should not steal it with the ﬁfivo lous “property rignts” on the baby.



«COo15»

1 [CTMUHA BITUAIOETLCAL TMOAL, KOAM AUTIA MOXYITb baummm y

mamepi Myapicmb popy. Came myppicmb, He posym. Bo aroan
BU3HAUNAN A0 Hac: <0 AloAeL IO po3yM, A0 Mamepi 1o cepue». BoHa mae
CIMamI KPUHNLENO, 3 KO AWITISL 3MOXKe HATIAIUCA PO3YMiHHS GerHmexHocmi
un papowis Ha Ayuti. Mama moxe 3aBXAN 3HAUMM, U0 CKA3AMM AUTTIHL.
A K0AM cAOBA 3VBI, TIPOCTILO TUPUITyATI AO Cee. i MYApICTb — CTLOKIMHA
[ CTOTASIAAABHA — BIAMIHHA Bip MYAPOCTL bambka — BOABLOBOL Ta Ai€BOL.
Koancb-maku, ma nosepHembca y6ik mMamepi Anmsua roAiBoHbKa, Xai yxe
1 cama 3 TLOCUBIAUMM CKPOHAMMN. | TOAL, HA PO3AOPIKIKL XUITUTLA, AUTIUHA
TpuiiAe 3a TIOPAAOI0, PO3YMITOUM iCmUHY AT0AChKY: «Tiabku B cBIMi npaBaK,
10 piaHaa Mamu». | Mo (i Myapicmb cmarHe HacyLHO0 AASL AlTei.

BE3 YPOKIB

I ; 0 HarOAOBHiI1A Prca MATMEPUHCHKOL MYAPOCTLLY TOMY, 110 BOHA
He Hece y cobL ToBUaHb. AWMIHI MOXKHA AMILLE 3aTpOTIOHYBaII

3HAHHSL, aAe He HaBa3yBamu ix. Mamu Moxe Amlile BUCAOBUIIA AYMKY, ane

“SOPHIA”
Tnis truth is embodied when the children can see the wisdom
0

n mother’s nature. It is VeaUy the wisdom, not the inte“igence.
For people had determined way before us: “Go to people for mind, go to
mother for heart”. She has to become a well ﬁ'om which the child can drink
the understanding of troubles or joys in the soul. Mom can always find
some’ching to say to the child. And when words are supevﬂuous, — she can
just press to herself. Her wisdom — quiet and contemplative — is different
ﬁfom the wisdom of father’s one — resolute and active. Some day or other, but
child’s head turns towards mother, even if she herself is already with grizzled
temp[es. And then, at the crossroads of [ife, the child will come for advice,
knowing human truth: “There is no truth in the world but own mother”.
And ’chereafter her wisdom becomes urgent for children.

NO EDIFICATION

For the main featwe of mother’s wisdom is that it does not bear
ediﬁcaﬁon. You can on[y oﬁev know[edge to the child, but can not
impose it. The mother can only express an opinion, but can not pledge to



He 3acmaBWIMM PoOUIMI MaK, Ak BoHA e xoue bawnmu. Bo moit, koro ysech
Yac ToBUAIOMb | HACTABAAIONL MOXKE TNaK | 3AAMILUTIUCD YUHEM, He 3Aa-
HUM npo6yAmmm y cobi ydanmeast. Ay upomy Bei 6ym/t HAPOAKEHL PIBHUMM:
i Almun, © AOPOCAL, 110 KOAMUCH TAK CAMO TLOUNHAAN CBIN YUUTMEAbCHKUMN WAAX
(3 MAMEPUHUX PYK.

" vacmo poBoagmaocs Bam cammum Ha MamMUHI AOPaAAMBL cAOBA Ka-
3amu, o 1 cami 3Ha€Te, K TIPABUABHO BUMHUMNY | cAaBa MUM Mammepsam,
U0 He CUAYIOTb AlITei, He 3MYULYIOTb TIAZYaMU 1 TOAOCIHHAMMU BUUHATIN
no-ixHboMy. bo B Aimsax uienoue ToA0C XUMU BAACHUM XUIMMAM — He Ma-
MWHUM, He TNAMOBUM, — y IKOMY € i TLOBUHHO Gymu Micue Ha nommaky. Bo
AMLe BUMPABASIOUM {l MW OTMPUMAEMO WWAHC He BUMHUMM (L Bapyre. | 3HO-
By-TNakM1 — TIAbKM UWAHC He TIOBMOopumn L, 60 KOAM XWIMMSL A0 KiHUA He
HABUMAO ATOAMHY, BOHO ByAe 3MylueHe MoAaImu i iHwmit ypok. A wyxuit po-
3yM — Xall HaBiMb MAMEPUHCbKNI, — He 3po6mmb 110 AOPOTY AETILOW; BiH
miabkn 3acmepeke. A HyXuUin AOCBiA — XOU i HEHbUMH, — He YHEMOXAMBUTID
6oAt0 Bip MaAHHA Ha KAMAHUCTY TyMb; BiH MiAbKM N036aBUMb posnavy
camomrocmi. Tomy i MamepuHa Myapicmb mae Gymu HeHaBa3AMBOI0, abn
He BIALLTOBXHYMM CBOEW TAMOUHOMO (HULY TAUGUHY — Ge3MeXK ANMAUOTO

CBImY.
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do as she wants. For those ones who are always taught and instructed may
well remain a student, unable to awake a teacher in himse[f And we all were
born equal in this world: both children and adults who once started their
teacher’s way samely from maternal hand.

How oﬁen did you have to answer on mother’s sage words, that you
knew by yourse[fhow toact proper[y? And glovy to those motherswho donot
force children act as they wish with weeping and lamentations. For there is a
voice in children whispering about ['Lving their one lives — not mother’s, not
father’s — in which there should be a p[ace for error. Because on[y correcting
it, we get a chance not to do it again. And once more — on[y a chance not
to repeat it, because when [ife has not fuﬂy taugh’c the man, it will be forced
to give him another lesson. And someone’s mind — even if mother’s —won't
make this journey easier; it will only warn. And the experience of others —
even 'Lfmom’s — won't keep ﬁ’om pain caused by fa“'mg on the stony pa’ch;
it will on[y relieve ﬁ'om despair of loneliness. That is why maternal wisdom
must be unobtrusive so as not to alienate with its depth another one — the
vastness of child’s world.



BEPETUHA

am Anuie 06pas Mamm TICHO 3aNAIMaembea y Hac y iamami 3 Ge-

peritero Hawoi A0AL. Y koroch BOHa Mocmae AaBHbOW boTiHero
3 TUAHECEHUMW Y MOAUITBL AO Heba pykamn. Y iHumx — BoHa aiticHa bo-
ropgnua-Opanma, HaltMILHIWA HepyXOMa CTiHA Y UMM KOXKHOTO 3 HAC.
Mamn Hece y cobi cBama i GyaHi pigHoro pomy, 60 cokoHBiKy cepep Atopeil
XUBE 3HAHHSL, 10 XIHKA TPUMAE Xary 3a PN Kymun, a YOAOBIK 32 HemBep-
muit. Tt AoBri 6e3coHHi Houi He 3Hatomb Aiky, 1T pocBimkoBa poboma uacmo
He TloMiuaembes AimbMu. Ade e He 3YNUHSE il ceplisl, HABTAKM, AN AQE
oMY CMAML AO XML | TyM HANTOAOBHILE LiHYBATN He CTLAbKM TTe, U0
POOUMb AASL AUTUHIL MK, & T, WO BOHA TLOPYY, W0 BOHA TypOyembCs.
1 He HexmyBamu yjeto myp6omoto, 60 Mpuitae uac, koan Big uiel Aacku 3a-
AVIUIUTTIBCS TLABKI TIOCYMHIAA TIAM'AMMb, & BAACHL AIMM TAK camo CATO He
TOMIMQIMUMYMb  HAGAVKUOTO COHUS, WO CBIMWITIAME 3 MAEPUHCBKUX

TpyAet.

BE3 3YPOYEHHA

f l A, MAOUN CUAY PATTYBAI Big OiAM, MamepuHe CAOBO {acom
cuabHiwe 3a yci 36poi caimy. Haw myapuit Hapop 3posymis ue
Bikn momy Hasap: «Kyas MuHe, a MaMMHe cAOBO — Hi». | B upomy Tepe-
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GUARDIAN
"'I'T\e very image of mother is c[ose[y p[aited with the guavdian of
0

ur destiny in our memory. To someone she appears as ancient
goddess with hands raised in prayer to heaven. For others she is a real
Mother Mary-Orans, the strongest indissoluble wall in the lives of each of
us. Mother bears the holidays and workdays of native home, because there is
know[edge among peop le ['Lving fov centuries and stating that woman holds
the house for three corners and the man holds for the fourth one. Her [ong
sleepless nights are innumerable, her pre-dawn work is often unnoticeable
by children. But that does not stop her heart, on the contrary, it on[y gives
it strength to live. And the most important thing here is to appreciate not
so much what mother does for a child, but the fact that she is near, that she
worries. And not ignore this concern, because the time will come when on[y
wistfu[ memory is [eft from this kindness and own children don’t b[mdly

take a notice of the nearest sun shining from mother’s chest.

WITHOUT EVIL EYE

‘Bu‘c, having the power to save from harm, maternal word is
sometimes stronger than all the weapons of the world. Our
wise peop[e realized that centuries ago: “The bullet will pass round, but



TIACANCSL HUITIKU MYAPOCTILE: { Bipa Y HAATPUPOAHL CUAK, | 3HAHHS ATOACHKOL
nenxoaorii.  HariempawHimmmn  BBaXKaAncs MamepUHChKL  TIPOKALOHMU,
HaitboAoULMMN — MATePUHCBKI CAbO3U, TIPOANTILL Uepe3 Aiment. A o
HUHI? Y Bmpammuan Mmu posyMiHHsL 3B13KY MiXK MAMUHWUM CAOBOM Ta Ha-
wmnm xummam? MoxAnBo, posymiHHa | pUMynmnAocs, 0AHaK, He 3MEHILNB-
cs cam BNAMB. fK i pailue, o6pa>|<eni Mamepl y Cepusx TpopoUanb AT
CBOIM wmbaiironoBaM, a TOMIM He B CUAAX POTaAAIA AUBHE TIACTIUEO
AOAL, U0 TAK MILHO 3amAeAa Tyru ma >aal y xumms ixHix giment. Came
TMOMY CTLOKOHBIKY MaIMy, HeHaue CMapoaaBHa Gorua Makou, Bumepesxy-
BaAQ Hailkpalyy AOAI0 HEMOBASITIAM Y CBOLX KOAMCKOBIX, 60 koXHe il cA0BoO,

CTIOBHEHE XXMBUM TIOHYMUTLAM, HYAO H€60, faKe, AaK i mamm, 3aBXAn 6}/A€ AeCb

TIopyH.

3ACTYITHUUA

] <Loim (HUIOTO, MM | TABKM BOHA AAE TIPUXMCITIOK TNOAL, KOAM Y
bOMy BigMoBAste Uiawit cBim. Bona He anwe pospagxye Goai
Ma Meuani, BoHa AagHa 3acynuimu coboto Big Tpasy BOPOXKUX TIOTASALB Ta

anxocAiB’s. Tlpurapaitme, ckiabku pasis BoHa pamysana Bac Bia moro uacy,
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mother’s word won't”. The threads of wisdom intertwined in this phrase:
the be[i@f in supernatwa[ powers and the know[edge of human psychology.
Maternal curses were considered the worst thing, motherboards tears shed
because of children were the most painful. And what now? Have we lost
the understanding of the connection between mother’s word and our lives?
Perhaps understanding has become blunted, however, the impact itself
hasn't reduced. As before, offended mothers foretell destiny to theirmadcaps
in hot blood, and then they are unable to solve a strange web of fa’ce that
plaited anguish and sorrows so hard in the lives of their children. That is
why mother for centuries, like the ancient goddess Makosh, embroidered the
best fortune to the babe in its cradle fov her every word, ﬁt“ of alive fee[ing,
was heard by the Sky that, like mother, would always be somewhere nearby.

PROTECTOR

A;nong other things, mother and she alone gives shelter gC you
re refused in it by the whole world. She doesn’t only calm pains
and sorrows, she is wi“ing to shield you from a hail of hostile g[ares and

Vna[ignant gossips. Think about how many times she has saved you ﬁfom



ax Bu, ocmynusumeb posbusaan y kpos HoxeHama o6 piHysamy semaio?
1 ckiabkn pasis Bu gakyaan (i 3a me, 1110, KUHYBILN BCe, BOHA TIPUXOAMARA
Bam Ha nopamyHok?

A ax uacmo Mu mpocmo He nomivaemo il obepexoi cuan? Bo
BOHA TLIKAYEMbCA HABUMb MOAL KOAM HaCOM Cama UbOTO OAPa3y He B CUAL
yesigomumu. Hasimb koan 3 HabiAblMM aas cebe THiBOM cynumb 6]001314,
mo ponmb e Anllle 3 OAHOK METOt0: He AOTyCTUMM 6inbioi 6iam, 60 «Ma-

MEPUH THIB 4K BECHAHWI CHIT: PACHO BTAAE, TNA WBUAKO PO3TAHEe».
ol

BE3 TPAT

AAe sacmynummn Big Oign He 03HAUAE 3aCTYMAMM AWMUHY Big
yeboro cBimy. Hopi oaibHe Mameputcbke obepexHe cmaBaeH-
HSL A0 CBOTO HEMOBAATIU 3 HACOM TIepemBOpIoe ([ Ha BAPMOBOTO, 10 uamye
6inst BOpIM HauiHHIWOL y CBIMi ckapOHIL, He TlycKaloum TMyAr HiKoTo 3i
cmepmHmx. Mameputcbka myp6oma cimae MamepuHCbKIUM TOAOHOM, KWL
AMTMHA Hacom He B cuAi TokHymu, Tiokn HeBo He posimkHe Ui kaitaarn
HanboAtoHiLmM, OAHAK, HanbiabuL ALEBUM KAIOUEM, HABIKM PO3AYUMBUIN

Mamun 3 AUmnHoto. 1 MoAl y Hepo3yMiHHI xoaamb omouytoui: «£k? 3a uio?
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the time that you, having stumbled, smashed in blood little feet about the
petrous way. And how many times have you thanked her for that she came
to the rescue of yours having thrown everything away?

And how often we just do not notice her protecting force? Because she
cares even 'Lfshe is sometimes unable to realize that by herse[f Even when
she knits her brows in the greatest anger she does it with the only purpose:
to prevent bigger trouble, because “mother’s anger is as spring snow: falls

p[enﬂfuﬂy but melts quick[y”.

WITHOUT GRATING
But to shade ﬁom harm doesn’t mean to shield the child ﬁom all

over the world. Sometimes this maternal protecting attitude to
her Ioaby, ayfter some time, turns her in the gatekeeper, watchlng at the gates
of the world’s most precious treasury, not [e’cting in anyone mortal. Maternal
care turns into maternal captivity which her child is unable to leave in time
until the Heavens break these manacles with the most painful but the most
eﬂecﬂve key, separating mother ﬁ'om child fovever. And then those around
one wander in misundevstand'mg: “How come? What for? But she was such



Apke BoHa Gyra makoto TMyp6omAnBoto Mamip'io: 3aBXAM TOPYH, 3KAN TO-
mosa obirpimn i ybepermu! A mym maka HecripaBeAAUBICTIb: AWMUHA 3a-
anumaaca 6es HaBIpHIlLOl TMa HANBIAAAHILLOT ATOAUHMN...».
A Hacnpasai X Aoas Tipocmo ybeperaa amms Bia Giablworo anxa
— KUMW y BIMHOMY TOAOHI TLOWymms, wo Bmpamuao 3BaHHs A1o0oBi,
36ep irum miabku ioro iMa. 3rapaiimo, ax y Ceamomy Inucbmi onBHo, uacom
He3poayMino i Boasue Aast AtobasoTo cepu 3Bydamb caoBa Xpuema: «I no-
TASIHYBLUW HA TUX, XMO CMAIB HaBkoao Huoro, Toopums: «Ocb mamu Mos
ma 6pamu Mo, 60 xmo Gyse BukoHyBamu Boato Boxy, moit Meni 6pam i
cecmpa i mamip» (M. 12:49-50). Bo koxHoro 3 Hac obearye uioch biabiue
3a CTiAbHe MiCle TPOXKUBAHHA TMa TIOOAMHOKL 3yCTpiUi HaA TIePenoBHEeHNX
Byanuax. Te, uio koanch mporoaocuaa Bipa, HA3BABLN YCiX 6pamamm ma
cecTipamu, UyKalouwn MarmepiB ma GambkiB He AnlLe Y MeXax opHiel poan-
HU, TIOCTIYMOBO AOBOAMITL HAyKa. Buitluosuum 3 0AHOTO AOHA MMCSUL POKIB
MOMY MW | HUHI TIOEAHAHI 1jiel0 He3pUMOI0 HUMKOW. [HOAL Lie PosyMiHHA
BAXKAMBIILE He TIABKW AWTMHI, U0 Mae pocmu y po3ymiHHi Posy B ycbomy
HABKOAMLLHBOMY, GaUMIMU PIAHOTO Y KOXKHOMY TIepexoxkoMy, a paatiie 6An3b-
KUM A PIAHUM, 110 MAIOTb AUBUIMUCA HA AWTIEL He TILABKM SIK HA CBOTO,
PIAHOTO, & SIK HA CYMPOBOAXKYIOHOTO (X Ha XKUITITIEBOMY LAAXY.
'.',:':21 o\‘;';-
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a caring mother: she was always near, always ready to warm up and to save!
And here is such an injustice: the child is [eft without the most faithﬁd and
most dedicated person...”.

And in fact, the fate has prevented a child from greater disaster —
ﬁom ﬁving n pevpetua[ captivity of feeﬁng that lost the title of Love, hav'mg
retained only its name. Remember how oddly, sometimes incomprehensibly
and painﬁ,t”y the words of Christ ﬁom the Bible sound for a [oving heart:
“And [ooking at those who sat around him, said: “Behold My mother and
My brothers! For whoever does the will of My Father who is in heaven,
he is My brother and sister and mother”. (Matt. 12:49-50). For something
more than a common residence and solitary meetings in crowded streets
bv'mgs each of us together. What once fai’ch proc[aimed, having called all
brothers and sisters, searching for mothers and fathers not only within one
family, science proves slowly. Having come out the one womb thousand years
ago, we are connected with this invisible thread even now. Sometimes this
understandmg is more important not on[y to the child that has to grow in
the understanding of the Kin in the whole surrounding world, has to see
the native one in every passerby, but rather fov intimate and native ones
who have to look at the child not only as at theirs and own one, but as at
accompanying them along their [ife way.
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Mamepi Baxkko BigTycmumm pyKy i AQmu AVTMUHL BiALymu wnpormty
SKUITUMEBOTO WASLXY, BBAXAIOWN, W0 32 MaAbOBaHOl0 Gpamoto (i mypbomu
AVITA BiAUyBaMUME cebe Kkpaue, HixX cepep CBIy AOpIT ma Bm6opy. Tax i3
uacom bpama cmae rpamamu, Mypboma ANKMATMOM, & Xara A0 BAACHOTO
KUITUTLA 3KaT010 BITLAMMM MamepuHcbki Mpil. Tomy 1 mamu mae baummmn y
CBOIIL KPOBL { AOT He MiAbKM TIPOAOBXKEHHS cee, a 11 OKpeMy, IOBHOUHHY i
CaMOAOCTIATTIHIO ATOAUHY, SIKY BOHA MAE TMIABKM BUBECTIU Y CBITM AASL TLOULLYKY

moro WASXY, & He BeCTn CBOIMI 6Vlﬂ1VLMM-ﬂ€p€XOA>K€HMMVl CIMeXKaMun.

3B’A30K OKOATHb

ame XXiHUi BromoBaHa aoAt Oymm 3BA3KOM MK ycima

TIOKOATHHAMW PpoAy. BoHa mpusiasye Hac A0 HawmMxX BUIMOKIB
He AMlle MepexXuBOM BULWUMUX PYWHUKIB. Myapuit eBpeiicbknil Ha-
POA He AapeMHO Beae POAOBLA came T0 MAMeEPUHCbKIN AlHIL i KpoB, 1l
TeHn o6epira}omb HANCMAaPOAABHILNIA AZHLIOXKOK, U0 TIOEAHYE ATOAUHY 3
HalpaBHIWMM (il ipepkom. MpiianBi ma BOMOBHUUL YOAOBIKM TIPUXOANAL
Ha HOBI 3eMAL Ma BIAXOAMAW Y CBUMM, TIOAUWLAIOUN CBOL T€HW, AK TIAPOCTIKL, Y

TeHemMUUHIN namami Hapoay. Came HOAOBIKI PIAHMAN | PO3BOAMAN ATOACBKI
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1t is difficult for mother to release child’s hand and let child feel the
sense of the width of [ife’s way, be[[ev'mg that child will fee[ better behind

hand-drawn gate of her care than in the world of roads and choice. So over
time the gate turns into grating, care — into dictates, and thirst for own
life — into thirst of implementation of mother’s dreams. Therefore, mother
should see not on[y the continuation of herse[f in her ﬂesh and blood, but
a separate, full value and self-sufficient man whom she has only to bring to
the world for the ﬁnding of his way, and doesn’t have to lead a[ong her own
beaten and trodden paths.

BOND OF GENERATIONS

t is the woman to whom the fate is prepared to be a bond between

] all generations of the fami[y. She binds us to our origins not on[y

with the lace of embroidered towels. Wise Jewish people knowingly lead their
[ineage through the maternal line. Her blood, her genes protect the oldest
string that connects a person with his the most ancient ancestor. Dreamy
and warlike men came to the new land and went for good, [eaving their

genes as sprouts in genetic memory of the people. These were the men who



POAM, A0 CTMAPOTO BIKOBOTO 3iAAsl TEHIB A0AatouM it BAAcHi. Ta cBoe 3epHo
BOHM 3aCiBAAN Y BIUHWUI TPYHTTL — XKIHOUE AOHO.

Huniwma yrpaitcebka gywa ysibpana Big cBoix 6ambkiB Mpumiabebki
ma apiicbki TeHM, (3 MAmOBOW KPOBHO OMPUMAAL BAAUY KeAbTLB ma
HopMaHiB. Y Hac i3 BaMn kaexode kpoB 3 Apasii ma cnekomtoi Appuxn,
p3Berumb Bimpamun Tlpubasmuxmn ma kpaitivoi TlisHoui. Honosiku 3a
TMUCAUOAITUTA. «HABAPUAN» CTIPABXKHIN TeHemuuHmnit kasaH mixk CsaHom i
AoHom.

Tlporme, iepes MMM Ha X 3eMASX Mak camo Byaa xiHka, axa sbeper-
Aa 'y cBoiit mimoxoHapiaabHiit AHK yBecb BikoBuit wASX HAPOAY, AABHIILOTO
3a MpuiAbebki MaaboBaHi Topumkm. Tomy came xiHka Hacpasai 6 Mycnaa
Gymu MM, 32 KM CAiA LKamMu TPUBAZaHICTb A0 cBOel 3emai. Yonosiua
BAAUA KMAAAA TIOTO Y MAHAPU, 3MYLLYBAAA 3HAXOAMNTIIN | 3aCEAATIN HOBL TIPO-
cmopu. KiHka X ynokowsara MaHApiBHMKA. KoAn uepes COMHI Aim HOBI
MaHAPIBHUKN TIOAOHUAM CEPLA TIYMELIHIX XIHOK, TeHeMUYHA TIAAITpa POAY
HacuuyBaaacs HoBUMM reHamm. OpHax, MamepuHCbKUIN ANLIABCS M. ca-
Mum. Yepes e bambko Moxke AATI HaM TIPI3BULLE — TIAOUKY HA AEPEBi POAY,
AIKy BiH TLOPOAMB W SIKil AQB TIPOAOBXKeHHS. Ta KopiHHS UboTo AepeBa Oyae
y Mamepi. Bora npwitrana Ha cebe He opHy maxy 6ambkiBebky Tiaouky 3a
TUCAML ALTTL, TIPUPOCTIUBUIN [ HEBIAAIALHO A0 POAOBOL AOAL
214.
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made related and }ouﬂed apart human fami[ies, adding their own ones to
the old potion of genes. But they p[anted their corn into ever[ast'mg soil —
the female womb.

The current Ukrainian soul absorbed the Trypilian and the Aryan
genes ﬁrom its parents, got nature of the Celts and the Normans with dads’
blood. The blood of Arabia and hot Aﬁfica boils inside of us, rings with
the winds of the Baltic and the Far North. Men had “boiled” true genetic
cauldron between the San and the Don rivers for centuries.

However, there was the woman in these lands Ioefore them who kept
in her mitochondrial DNA all ancient ways of the fo[k, older than Tryp ilian
painted pots. Therefore, it is the woman who really has to be the one through
who we need search the connection to own land. Male temper threw him in
the Journey, forced to ﬁnd and colonize new spaces. The woman calmed the
traveler. When in hundreds of years new travelers captwred the hearts of
local women, genetic pa[ette of the kin engrained with new genes. Though,
mothers remained the same. For this reason, fa’cher can give us last name —
atwigon the tree of the kin, which he has created orwhich he has continued.
Yet, the roots of the tree are in mother. She took over more than one such
father’s branch for thousands of years having rooted it to the ancestral
desﬁny.
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Tomy, HaBimb He 3HAIOUM TIPO CBOWO «TEHEMUUHY MICit0», XKiHKa Ua-
cmo 06eAHye TLOKOATHHS OAHOTO POAY TLA OAHIM AQXOM, 32 OAHMM CTLOAOM,
B OAHi namami. 1t micis MPUMATN YCIX HAEHL POAUHU [XHBOTO EAMHOTO
KOPIHHA.

BE3 KAMAAHIB

Ta Lie He 03HAUAE TlepemBOpUIMM iX y pabis popy. Aimm —HoBe ranys-
351 HA POAOBOMY AepeBi — i € Memoto poay. KopiHHa mpumaembes
3eMAl, a0 Ha Tiroukax GysHiA0 TIOBeCHI 3eneHe AnCTa, a He Hasnaku. Tax i
B poanHi. DKiHKa MycUTb HAMYBAIMN PoAMHY TIAMATITIIO PoAy, 36araysamn
i, a He obepmamu yce UMMM HAWAAKIB HA CAYXIHHS TPPUMAPHIIL POAOBIit
caasi. Caasa pogy B 10TO HECKIHUEHHOCT Ta MHOXUHHOCTIL. TloKAOHIHHA
Tiepes [KOHOW TIEpLIOTO TIPeAKA, CAYXKIHHA BY3bKUM POAUHHUM LM
3HeocobAI0e AToANHY [ NAtoHApYe (i popoBiaToBiAHicb. Tomy came xiHKa, K
TAPMOBAHUIL AAHUIOKOK POAOBOL TAMAMLL, MYCUTTL BAPTMYBATIM 1410 MEXY.
Bona Mycumb Hagmxamu pimeit s6arattyBamm ckapOHULI0 POAY, TPUHOCAUI
A0 Hel HOBL KOWMOBHOCTIL, 3MANCTPOBAHI BAACHUMM AOASIMU | MaAAHMA-

M. EAMHIIT 060B'A30K ANMUHM Tiepes PoAOM — 11aHa. A BOHA He TNOTMOXHA

ar w,
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So, even without knowing about her “genetic mission”, woman often
binds generations of one kin under one Voof, at the same table and in the
same memory. Her mission is to keep all family members near their single
root.

WITHOUT CHAINS

But that does not mean to turn them into slaves of kin. Children
are new branches on the fami[y tree and are the very purpose
of the Kin. The roots hold the land fov green leaves to thrive on twigs in
spring, but not the reverse. The same is in the fami[y. A woman should water
family with the memories of the kin, should enrich it, but should not turn
all oﬁspvings’ lives into the service to the ghosﬂy ancestral g[ory. The g[ory
of kin is in its 'mﬁnity and its p[waﬁty. Adoration before the icon of the
ﬁrs’c ancestor and serving to narrow fami(y goals dehumanize people and
spoi[ their Kin-accordance. Thevefore, it is the woman, as a hardened chain
of ancestral memory, who must be on the watch of this limit. She has to
inspire children to enrich the treasury of kin, bringing into it new jewellery
contrived on their own destinies and talents. The on[y duty of a child befove
the Fami[y is the vespect. But it is not identical to the service.



TIPUAVNHBTE, BITPU

3anpollly Bimpu s Nomij TaHok
Ha ocairmia 3o0psHMM wampom,
Ae cmpivamm MOAOANIA CBIMAHOK
Mamun Hayunaa i3 gobpom.

Kpisb pokn ogni nobias mycmxn,
3 KPUUMAAAMU Cepus Kpait ok,
Touiayto-AarigHo B TieAtCTKI

Y Maaim capouKy HarigKI.

He {i, a Bimposi goAoHi

Bucisaan ix nia Heba cumb,
Fayiia Big namami xonome,
Hibw i KyMaAbCbKoL pOCu.

On, mpuanbme, Bimpm, Ha it TaHoK,
Ag 30piiomb 3paBHI HaTiAKN,
AKNX AYUWIEBHWIL CBIM CBUMAHOK

““Mamu noAnimaa Ha Biku.

1 kpait xamu B mpenemi 3i MHO0

Xail cxuAnmbes Balla TOAOBA,

Bo yHux HepyuiHoto cmiHoto
BiKaMIA MATMIHKA XUBA...

COME, YOU, WINDS

T will call the winds for uiet sitting
Under starry tent on old bench,

Where mother taught me kind greetin,
Of the dawn a[ong with passion quench.

1 will kiss the marigo[ds in peta[s

In the little garden, being alone

By deserteoﬁnouse, dinging vestal

Crys’ca[s onmy cheeks through days bygone.

Not my mom’s, but hands o[f subtle breezes
Sowed them beneath the s ey blue,
And the troubled soul deepﬁf freezes

In the recollections as ﬁfom dew.

Come, you, winds, to feast your eyes at sole
Mavigo[ds that here used to ﬂaunt,
Wherein my mother left the soul

From her dawn thvoug out ﬁfe[ong Jaunt.

Twould like your giddy head to bow
Near house in the overawe,

For the bloom, that ﬂickers so low,
Lets my mom live ever overall.

TPO3U CTIOKYTU
]
Buumsanky Hiuny
¥ Herogy byury
Hagp moasmn possiutye aimo.
Y ponoHi omas
TlepepsBorom okmas
Taawymb Bep6u, gowamm ymumi.

YHom pupaeme su

Y xocuui mpasu?

Ulo xapGyrormb B nimbmi Ganckasuy?
Xmo i3 BaMu He cnnmb

B sanexasny mumb

I ipopoB>Kye cmmxa MoAMTILCS?

Tlip xonoaHUM AoULEM
Hepospapansnit uiem
O6nixae HapocnaabLi TpyAn.
1 cmoimb, sk Mapa, —
Monopa i cmapa, —

1 6aarae y Heba criokymu...

STORMS OF REDEMPTION

]

Summer puts on the trees

Night embroidered chemise

During gale above golden grains.
Willows cry in the pa[ms

Of the dried after-grass

With the ring of octaves of the rains.

Tell me, why do you cry

In the grass, wet and shy?

What are [ightnings engraving in blackness?
Who is staying awake

In a sensual quake

And continues praying for ﬁ'ankness?

Under shrill cold rain

The incurable pain

Burns the chest washing out deception.
Stands like shadow — all dun,

Young and old in one —

Calling heavens for hoped redémyption...
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A 6yBaAo K KOAUCD,

At rai sanmHaAuceh
Bypiimunamn HaB3axoamn conus,
B 3aBecHiniit kpaci

o xonoaHin poci

Buraspana koroch i3 BikoHUgL.

A Gyan x Bevopn,

Big cepaeuHot npn

ConoB'l 3amoBKam pouacy...
Big UiayHKiB pscHmnx

Bianit usim, Have cHir,

Onapas Big BULHEBOTO BaAbCY.

Yom ocmepraa aywia

~<lyxe nocniwa

Craacmu pykn Ha cmomaeHi Tpyan?
Tuomy il 6inb

Hebeca FO/Ly6 i

He npwitmatoms 3a wmpy croxymy?

1

When the groves used to blaze

In the afterglow rays

Spilling amber on trees in amazement,
She was pretty and young

Peeking for a someone

Walking on cold dews to her casement.

Evenings were so [ong —

Nightingale stopped the song

Seeing the game of the hearts in the garden.
Blossom fe[t as f snow

To the chewy waltz slow

When the kisses were torrid and sudden.

Why is heart so harsh,

Why is she in a rush

To cross hands on the chest feeﬁng tired?
Why does heavens reject

All her hurt and neglect

As Vedemption as it is desired?

220}
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1

Haatobuaach B xxummi,

1 B Aima monoai

HemoBaam 06,A,apOBaHa cmaaa.
Ta He paga Gyaa:

Lle, moBASB, He XuAa,

Y po3mait Haryasaaca mano.

B cmopoHi Big Atopeit,

Ax xarpaH po Tpyaeit,

Sk pabura HesBarHoTO AMXa,
Tpummnckana gnma,

be3 BuHn it kaamma

LLlenomiaa npusBicanBo cmuxa:

«Oi1, B cAbo3n Mot
3a 3eaeHiral

Ao6ep {IMbCSL TeH-TeH A0 6mcmpmu,i...

HepontobaeHas,
3amporopxkeHa s,
Tlosakypamaa A0As KOCUU...»

11

She had love in her past,

And was giﬁed at last

Little kid as a present and riddle:

But she wasn't so glad:

Thought she hadn’t lived yet,

And had had merry time for too'little.

And, sides’cepp ing the rest,

As Lf bonds to her chest,

As in thrall of the trouble depression;
Pressed the ’ooy with a wheeze;

In the hope[essness

Whispered crossly without compassion:

“Let my eye-water flow

Far loeyond greenish grove

To the fathom[ess ovevfa“’s chalice...

1 am not ﬁAUy loved,

lam tota“y marred,

Fate has tousled braids in themalice...

)
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l-cmmnexkana miyHiut

B omymanery myu
HemoBas, i tomy roBopuaa:
«Albopait, bicis cuH,

Cepea, iHILMX BpaskH

T i3 MeHe He B Mol CMA...

Taak6m » M nponas,

LLI,06 Heunemmi y3as,

HOrmx aim moix BiuHe npokasmmst...»
Tak ian micau...

Kypasai, ax rinu,

OQcirman 3 Hebec ciroxami,

YmuBaroum Aic

<L aumpoxnia noxic,

LLeapwit Bepecers cmykas y wnoky.

T ocmyskeHa kpos

3maricmpysaa A060s

B mamepurcbkomy cepaeHbky wmnbKo.

(222}
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She intensive(y squeezed

In the silence and mist

Little baby, and said in her throes:
“l'wish you, devil’s son,

Had no pleasure and fun

Drinking strength from my heart with my woes...

Wish, the curse of my youth,

You were taken by deuce,

For I've spent all my life in the shadow...”
So months quick[y passed...

From the heavenly vast

Crane flocks overshadowed the meadows.

Washing forest not less
Than the vastness of meth,

Fmﬁfu[ autumn has knocked on the pane.

Girlish blood has cooled off
And has sown tender love
Into heart of young mom as 'Lfgrain.

Vv

Y samemucmy Hiv

Bxke Hamonatoe niy,

A6u minbkn gnmsa obirpimn.
flx B poamait posksima,
Twenouyms yema:

«IloujayHox Hebec — Hawi AMM..»

Ta B 3acHidKeHnI1 Hac
3-nomix 6ig ma o6pas

Tlip ixoHaMm cBiuka 3ropia.
1 3amepxaiit piui

Hebeca HasarmHu

Y mymaroBiit MAL ToBOpUAN:

«[lomonimoca mun

Mk HiuHol mimbmu

Y HeaAiueHi 30paHi KBimu,

Bo y Heba Bropi

O niBHiuHi nopi

Bxxe opHoi 30pi He 3aiummu...»

L
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During nights with a snow

Mother stokes the stove

Warming child when snowstorm hisses.
And she blooms as in spring,

Lips are now whispering:

“All the kids are like God-blessed kisses...”

But in snowed up eve

Among troubles and grieve

Under icons, the candle burnt down.

In the deep eavthly bow

To ice-coated flow

Heaven spoke though thick fogey gown:

“Let us pray, you and 1,

In the darkness of night

Into countless stars in the blossom.
lam mournﬁd and dun

For we miss little one

That we've lost in the eve, cold and darksome...”

’ 3 | Y
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Vi

Yumemo i sipHo 6yAo...

1 xonoaHe Hono

Llinysaaun enoroxai ryou...

| p036mma Ayuia,

Hibu cB imy uyska,

Bee Gaarana B Hebec cobi aryou:

«Slx ke Oymm meni?

i poporu 3emmi

Ta i1 6e3 mebe, AumuHKo, monmamu?
Ba kil alna

Tebe A0BrO KAAAQ,

Hepaansa, nponaua a mamn?»

1 iomopxA0 HoAo,

Hibun Bxe 11 He 1BiA0
Yoxpaci i ronybaenin Bpoai.
He cmpivxn, a Aima

Bimep B kocu Bnaima

Flo cBoiit ioBubiaeHi Mopi.

VI

1t was starry above...

Lips in pain and love

Kissed the cold forehead of a child...
Startled motherly heart,

Fee['mg broken apart,

Begged the Skies for perdition so wild:

“Oh, my little Ioaby,

Tell me, how should 1 be?

Tell me, how should 1 trample the paths?

1 don’t know what for

Mother cursed you and swore,
Good-for-nothing from all earthly mothers?”

And the brow shrank in woe,

As has not bloomed before

In the beauty canoodled a while.
Wind unceasingly plaits

Years into her braids

As gf ribbons in its whitened sty[e.

X
_1:?24:;‘

Vil

Ha mpasy y capy

Tlis BepGy monopy

3HOBY il 3HOB IPUTIAAAE Y TIAQUL.
1 uiaye, ax 3Haxk,

Camociaruit max,

Hibw Bycmotbka necmmmb Anmsaui.

Bxe 3pewina BoHa,
Cmpyxassiaa 4o AHa,
Kamettye cebe y pokopi.
A poxn Bee igymb

1 omy>xeHy mymb

Bee TIOBIMOPIOHOTL HIKEHBKU KBOAL

Ak B panexi poxu,

Kpait manoi pikun

3a npoxkasmms brarae CTLOKYMMU.
Ta aromye Tpo3a,

1 MoBuUamb Hebeca,

Koan 3Himymsb 3 Aywii it nyma...

Vi

Wishing heart to be ﬁfee,

Under young willow tree,

She is crying again in the grasses:
She is kissing spellbound

Se[f-sown poppies around,

As if lips of the child caresses.

She has alveady aged,

Putreﬁed in her cage,

But is stoning herself in exception.
Years huwy away,

And she treads mowrnful way

On the feeble feet in self-deception.

Near small watercourse,

Through the ages, implores

For the penance for curse all alone,
But the storms erossly yell,

And the sky doesn't tell

When the bands of her soul can'be throwx... /
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KOHI-CHU

Aecb aabapnancs Ao mee
KoHi MpuBOXKHOTO CHY:
uy camomuboro kaeHa
Cmaan cmpiuamn BecHy?

Butiay muxenbko i3 xamn
Ha cropmti-knanmu,

3a HebocxuA BUrAsAammn
Cepen rycmoi nimbmn.

He6o moxuanmsca rpisHo
B wopHi o6ivimn Bogm.

Ae X T, MamycuHa micHe,
o cHm Bepmana 3aBxan?

Hom He omummur mu cepue
/\OTOPKOM TMenAnX A0AOHB? —
Crionaa amieto 3aBembest

bina nocpi6/\eHMx CKPOHb.

(226}

DAPPLES-DREAMS

Anxious overnight dapples
Lingered to my sleepy clime:

Could they, by lonesome maple,
Stop short for greeting springtime?

Twill go silenﬂy out

On the soft rug of knotweeds,
Looking above gloomy cloud
For the intangib[e steeds.

Havens will sloop through the smother
In the black river's embrace.

Where’s a song of my mother

That gave back dreams after days?

Why don’t your palms soothe my soul
With their fondness and warmth? —
The recollection will crawl

Snake-like to temples so close.

O, He xunaime B meuaal,
Bimponbku, mpasu B razo.
Kpaue ckaxximb, un cmpivain
B cBimi pecb mamy moto?

Ae 6yae mas cmexuHa

Ao il npaBepHnx Hir? —

W cymro simxa uepemumma
Lsimom Ha piaHuit Topir.

Aait nomoatock mobi, Hewe,
B zopary Heba kpacy,
Tloku kpait BiuHOTO KACHA
CHu, Haue KoHi, Tiacy...

Winds, don’t you bow in the regret,
Grasses in holt and in wold.

Yould better tell 90 you had met

My dear mom in the world?

Where is sacred and awesome
Path to the feet of my mom? <
Bird chewy sighs with a blossom
By native threshold so g[um.

Mother, 1 want to be able
To pray to you in star g[aze,
While, ’oy age—o[d map le,
Dreams like the dapp[es are grazed...

v A
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MOTHER’S LULLABY

Cryptic calmness spi“s

Music of the bliss

Into blooms with its seductive soughs;
Over window-sills,

Night in starry wreath

Bends with m{gful tarry blackish brows.

Willow at the gate,

Don't bewail end,

Do not scare mother’s brittle dreams,
Better venerate

Calm of tender hands

Fond[ing you in spring as solar beams!

Panky, nouarmyi

Ha mexi cBimis

Ha cBoemy 6iAomy KOHL,
3 HeBom Towiaryit

it poai cnis,

Ulo B cobi 6aaTocA0BASE AHiL.

Hiuko, 3-monip, cmiH,

3auekai, He 1AW,

Aait oA HeHI CTIOKO10 Uile MU,
Tlopapyit ykain

Ans ceppeHbka mu,

LLlo B myp6omax npaBeaHIX WeMUTTD.

Dawn on whitish steed,

1 just beg you, wait
At the verge of variable worldg N7
Show respect as meed
To her singing fate ,
Blessing days with its me[odtv ‘

Darkness, do not go
Far from walls of hut,
Give her some more time for | lashy
Gift your earthly bow NE
To her tender heart



AK CTEXKEYKA AO XPAMY

|

1Llo6 posimonmib cepaeub XoroAHWI Aip,
romontoch: Hexait MeHi HacHUIMbCs
Y6paria nepaamymmpom AOBrux Aim
PosnAemena mamycnHa Kocuus.

Tpucnis:

Kpisbycimeuaai y xumimi,

£k 3enera cmexeuka A0 xpamy,
XaitBepymb AOPIKEHbKMN Tipoci
A0 Bopim, Ae HaC Yekae Mama.

il

£l ulesHymb HepospapUBi Xaali,
Ha'rebeca TIOTASHY no6aqy:

B moanmsi, ax B aima mol maal,

3 Aouamit pech MOSL rOAy61<a nAaue.

(230

AS LITTLE PATH TO THE TEMPLE

1

To melt the ice of hearts, 1 better pray:

1 want to fa” asleep and have a vision —
Adorned with timeless nacre mother’s p[ai’c,

Unbraided by the hand of some magician.

Chorus:

Through the sorrows out of the gates
By the greeny path, as to the fane,
We are led to where mom awaits

At the wicket in the end of lane.

1l

When irremediable sorrows pass away,
I'll take a look at heavens having vision:
My little dove, as in my infant day,

Is praying with the rain in monition.

Mpucnis:

Kpisb yci mpusorun y xxummi,
Haue civka cepea mui xpamy,
Xait Bege HaC AOBTO TLO Tymi

Te BikHO, B AKIM Uekae mama.

m
AL posipBy kaiipann cma popir,

Hexai meHe uekatomb B UiAiM CBIML.

A moaedy Ha MamepuH Topir,
Tloxn BoHa, K cap, Matoe B UBLMLL

Mpucnis:

Kpisb yce sanaymare xumms,
Ak Ha ipouy Ao cBAMOTO Xpamy,
3 AAAMHU 3HATAY A BOPOTUMA,
Y xpal, Ae Hac Uekae Mama.

Chorus:

Through the worries out of the gates,
As a candle in the peace of fane,

We are led to where mom awaits

By the guiding [ight o_f native pane.

1M

T'll break the shackles of the hundred ways
Without asking anyone's permission,

Till mother’s heart is blooming as-in May,
F[y to hersill discarding indecision.

Chorus:

Through my ’cang[ed ['Lfe behind gates,
As if in the pilgrimage to fane,

Native clime in where mom awaits

1 attend again and again.



TIEPBOLIBITOBA CTIOBIAb

1

Y cagly Kpait Hiumel xamu,
Lo 3 pokamn Burpaaa siiy,
TlepBouBimiB cuHi oueHAma
AvBaambes y Heba ranbuHy:

Buraspatoms kpuaa r0/\y6MHi

B Heozopint uncmin BuumHi,

'8 cBOIit MpitAnBi rozxy6 (Hi
Htomb A0CBIMHI pocnt 3anailHi.

UloBecHm A0 conua AnHymb KBimu
T wexatomb: 3 xammu BuiiaAe Xmoch,
[Toxn i ovam nocoroBimMM

»Y TOHUIMBI 3 4ACOM He TIPUITLLIAOCD.

Tal pamo v 3HOBY IoCyMHIMMI,
Bo nixmo e emynums y capox...
| puparomsn pocamu, ax Aimu,

3 CUHIX TIOTLYKIAMX TIeATOCTTLOK.

PRIMROSE CONFESSION

1

In the garden near no-one’s dwelling,
That has won the war with rush of days,
Bluish eyes of primulas with knelling
Gaze in the abysmal welkin’s depth:

They just feat the eyes with pigeons winging
In the clear spanless height of blue;

And are so used to dreamy drinking

Of sweet-smelling cold morning dew.

Reaching sunny springtime skyey sp here,
They await someone to come from hut
Till the rush of time makes so blear

Their eyes when fa“ is near heart.

Its predicted them to grieve again

cause no-one will step in garden’s shade...

And they weep like children with the rain

__ Dropping dews from petals mid the gladle.

{232}
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Tlokn AOCBIMKOBUIL TIPOMIHD AMHE
B 06ympiay Gepests kpacy,

Tlepep HuMm cmaHy Ha KoAiHa,
Xait BUCTIOBiAATOMb Ceplis CyM.

1l

..CoHue y aima pAaBHeKOANIIHI
Y paHKoBiM MpucmpacHim BOTHL
Lixysano moHkomnaeui BUILHI
B6 iAOMY KBITTy{OMY PYHI.

Hayaxpait nobiaerot xamn
ﬂpo6 {raAo TIPOMEHEM ACHUM.
1 B MoAMMBI MUXI TOHA MamI

AeHb HOBUIL cTpiiaAa pasoMm 3 HUM.

OBpoBiAM ceppeHbKO i poAst
Tlicast ocopy>kHOl BitH1 —

Big mornan cmexxka cepea noast
Tlpubirara wacmo B it cru:

As long as uprising beam is spilling
Into morning beauty of this March
1will find moment for the kneeling,
Letting them confess ﬁrom tender toueh:

1

.Sunwas kissing slender-shouldered cherries
With the warm auroral fervid blaze,
Petting whitish fleece of their wears

In the lost, forgotten old days.

Near whitewashed walls of little house
Clear sunbeam ran and closeby
Youthﬁd mother in embroidered blouse
Met the new day praying to the sky.

And her heart was giﬁed fate of widow
After end of war that was so grim —
Path from grave in field van to her wiridow

Winding S0 oﬁen into dreams:
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Ta akmmn 6 avcamu He cHIAR,
3 mpiteMakom MuHyAoi Gian

Aerb [ Hiv UyKae B CBIMi cuan,
1Llo6 gnma y Hboro npusecmu.

I'HepouinoBaH AOAOHI

Y MoAMmBI BAOCBIMA CKAAR,
[loxn 3 Heto pasom Ha iKOHI
Moanmsye Mamixka ceama.

m

3anAyman TPOMEHi y MM,
Y maxyuint 111 y caaky,

A BimMpu sMaHKeHi, kpuaami
Obirtmaiomb CTTLeXKEUKY TUHKY.

~Bucouiromn ﬂ6AyHi Ha yamax,
CoHuje koamxaromb y Fiaai.

A Tia HAMI TieMHOoKoca Mammn
Koancae aimonbkn maai.

And no matter what she dreamt about
Tasting woeful memories perforce,
Dai[y, night[y, dissipaﬁng doubts
Looks for strength to bring a child forth.

And her hands, not kissed enough, again
Have been folded ear[y at cockcrow,
Insofar as Holy Mother’s praying

In the icon with her earth[y bow.

11

Rays got lost in greenish mints abound
In the fragrant youth in palisade,

And the feathered boyish winds around
Are embracing scented pa’ch to g[ade.

Apple trees are swaying sun on branches
Standing still on their [asting guard.
And dark-braided mother after [unches
Lulls her little childven in the yard.

TlpoBoaxae 30pi TeH 3a pikn,
3ycmpiua cBimaHoK y mpyaax,
Ulo6 gnmamam spoay i 40 Bixy
He 6aykamb wyxmumu no caimax:

Bupocmaiime, pimu-aeaevama,

Y BuwHeBiM 6ambkiBebkim kpato,
Bo pas Bac B popixxeuxy xpewamy
Mammn poato cisiaa cBoto.

1 32 ue HampypKeHi AOAOHI

Y MOAMMBI 3HOBY 11 3HOB CKAAAQ,
Tlokn HemoBASUTIKO Ha iKOH
Obiitmae Mamirka ceama.

v

3aanian 516/\yl<a UepBOHi,
3aKoMUANCH B CKOLLEHY MPaBY;
TlpoxonoaHi BepecHA AOAOHL
Tlepep comLiem Xmapammn NAMBYMb.
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She escorts the stars beyond the rivers;
Meets the dawns in toil every time;

For her kids with such a great contriver
Shouldn’t rove in the stranger’s clime:

Grow up, you, kids, as storks in nesting,
In parenta[ chewy—b[ossomed land,

For your dear mom without resting
Sowed her fate in your way to the end.

And her little strained hands again
Have been fo [ded with the rising sun,
Insofar as Holy Mother’s praying

In the icon clasping infant Son.

1A%

Scarlet apples turned so ipe and sightly,
Fa”'mg into grasses fee['mg shy;

Cool September hands are grasping tightly
Tired sun with clouds ﬂy'mg by.



OparHyses caa B bapHaBi wamn,
3ycmpiuae oceHi oA

A'i3 capjom mocnBiaa Mammn
Burasiaae Atmox kpait Bopim.

Baunms X Bia micaigio i Ao poxky,
T wopasy Giablae yeit cmpox,
Hibw B wrmii ry6umbea popora
Vil sampistiit capoxk.

Ta manapyme, AImoHbKM, cBimammn
laurykaitme poai midk atopeit,

bo Hemae kpaiuoro pns mamn

32 YCMIlKY papicHnX Almei.

| xvmmam noxpecaeHi AOAOHL
Y MOAWITBL CIMMXA 3HOB CKAAA],

Tlokn Haa MokpoBoM Ha (KOHL

3'Heto pae Maminka cBama.

Garden wore Veﬁned brown dresses,
Meeting fascinaﬁng autumn gait.

And with garden mom with grayish tresses
Is awaiting children by the gate.

They come once per month — concermed and sudden,
Term is growing — time is going by,

As if path to mother’s dreamy garden

Has been lost in go[den ﬁe[d of rye.

But, my little kids, just travel farther,
Look'mg for the fa’ce above the sea,

That's because for frankly loving mother
Child smile is best of all to see.

And her crossed by [ifeﬂme hands again
Have been folded early at sunrise,
]nsofar as Ho [y Mother’s praying

With Protecting Veil above us.

V

HagiaBeuip coHue 3akomuaoch,
3ary6VLBLuVLCb B CUHIN AQAWHI,

1 yekae cBim, mo6 o6ymp inocb
Y BuUIHeBOANKII CTOPOHL.

Ta pesymb rpomu, HemoB Tapmamu,
1 pouti puaatomb HAB3AOTIH —

Baxe He Buitae Ha ToABIp'S mamun
3ycmpivanmb TMalLMHWIA TiepeA3BiH.

Tlepexsimysaaa il Bpopa,
Ousiant i cnan MmoaoL.

1 kpaca piBoua, i cBobopa
3anAeAmnch B AUTUOMY SKUTUTLL.

Have nmaxu, aimmn posaemiancy,

He TPWITLLAI T TUPOCTIATIIACh HABIKIA...

Tuyii cAbo31 AOBTO AMAMCD

Hap xpecmom camomHim kpait piku.
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Sun set down in the nighgfau mourning,
Having lost its way in bluish height,
And the world is waiting for the moming
In the scented chewy—b[ossomed side.

As yf guns, the thunders grow[ in tension,
Rainfa“s are weeping aﬁerwards —
Mother won’t come from old mansion
Listening the voices of the birds:

Her attraction shed its fragrant blossom,
Youthful strength has faded like the weeds:
And gir[’s Ioeauty, ﬁeedom of her bosom
Plaited in the lives of dear kids:

As gp birds, the children, having ﬂown,
Didn't even come to say good]oye...
And the strangers’ tears by alone
Wooden cross were shed inmowrnful éry.



“Ta yeex HAMOAEHL AOAOH
IHepea borom 3a pimeit ckaaa...

Y capy kpait Hirnel xamu,

Lo B A1060Bi Brtrpasa xumms,

epBOUBITILB CUHI OueHsma

) éﬁéme AUBASITUGCSL LATIUTLAL.

\Q\!’a P SoTRERie) rgiom,
k: Tlip BIKHOM 3abymuit nanicap,

‘ €BO(i HEBIHHOCTILL TTPUMATOTTID

4

BiAQtmMech HUHI, iepBouBimm!
10BlA@IIMeCh CMmXa Ha Bech CBIM,

Even then the hands for kids in praying
Folds ’oefore Creators wistfu[ face...
...Ho[y Mother cries without saying

In the old icon full of grace...

VI

In the garden near no-one’s dweﬂing,
That has won the [ife n last'mg love,
Bluish eyes of primulas with kne“ing
Gaze in the welkin’s sewing up above:

Their dews are washing [e_:ft and g[ooming
Palisade with old narrow trace,
Keeping in the innocence of Io[oom'mg
Real treasure of maternal fai’ch,

Primulas, confess ﬁrom now and ever!
For it is the time for you to shrive

For the kidls in cherry land should never
Know such a sin in mortal [y‘"e.

Fkk

TpasHio kiHeup.

bianit BiHeupb

Toppo BaATAA TOpO6GUHA.
B uopHint xoci

B muxiit kpaci

HenbunHi xB (MHYMb CUBUHN.

Sk a xomiB

Tlonia poxis

Y noujiayrkax cxosamn!
Cansu x B ABOpL

3HoB Ha nopi

Cunaan kBim BUHyBamO.

With guilty heart
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Last springtime days.
Rowan sways

Proud[y its whitish crown. - -

My mother’s grays
In quiet grace

Twish 1 could

Hide hoary—hued

Ashes of time in'my kisses!
Plums in the yard

Shed their blow under breeze

g/ 7]

Bloom in her plait ﬂowing down a



Hay "'10H1.l,'l,
v-’-;\j '.fnomra/m Kpan xamm.

Wish 1 could plait
Into her braid

Scent of the herbs with a dotage!

But thymes at once,
As little ones,
All fell asleep near cottage.

Kissing your face,

Let me embrace

Your little head, oh my dear,
For 1 want so

You, mom, to go

Throug ,(1 years SOWlCWh@Y € near.

LTI
X
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MATUN CUH
Caimaiit namami Aumona Ipuuas

1

Tpuxnanaack roHa mamn
Ueapoi BecHn

Ao cBoMOTO HEMOBASTI
luamye cHu:

«Xait MUHaTb AHL { HOU,
Ax wacansa mumb,

Bo mob6i & Hanpopouy

V A1060Bi XuMMb.
Tlonpouty y bora xpuaa,

B Heba — Bucomu,

LLlo6un ponervra Bigkpuaa
Bce, u10 xouew mu...»

1
TTpoaimaan pHi 3a gHAMM —
Bupocmas cuHok.

MOTHERAND SON

In memoriam Anton Hry

1 \ e
Young light-hearted mother wh o
During lavish prime,
Bending to her little chil, ‘
Fending dreamy time: | | |
“Days and nights will pa;és-:"[‘j '
As Lf happy trice, f '/ﬁ ,
1 foretell you life in [oving*-.\v -
And without sighs. : \ :
Heavens, give my child hig ne
Give him mighty wing,
Let his fate develop toughne =
Giving anything...” dall

I S 4
Days unfolded as if drama y
Son grew full of pep. i



Ocb.i3 HuM 3a pyuxy mama
Pobnmb TIePUINIL KPOK;
Hepuie cA0B0 3 HUM 1ienove...
I mamye Binb,

Koan cepue mpomm Houi

TTe A1060BHMIL XMiAb.

T'y sopary ropny

Koancae stios:

«Bce MuHe, Mmost AumuHo,

Wle mpnitae A10608B...»

m

Panmom sapesan rapmammn —
Hebeca apvokarns.

Buituina nocymuina mamn
CuHa npoBoakamb:
~«Sb{rona mo6i B popory

Y cBoim Kpato.

Xait mposopumb Bia Mopory
W 6epexe 8 6oto...»

Hebo cHirom onapae

With alittle baby, mamma

Takes the timid step;

Whispers words in starry winking...
She’s the first to treat

Youthful heart when it is drinking
First amorous mead.

When at night son’s heart trespasses —
Lulls to soothe its pain:

“Everything, believe me, passes,

Love will come again..”

m

Guns resounded with bellow,
Shuddering the skies.

Sadden mother led her callow
Son with faded eyes:

“Tread uneasy way with angel
Through your native side

To protect you from the danger
In severe fight...”

Heavens scatter ﬂuﬁy Snow,

| moBUMmb 3ropu.
Mamu cuna Buraspae
3UMHOL TIOPN...

%
Moanmsye cmuxa mammn
N He6eCHy CUHDb —

Mpocymsb Bora 3a conpama:

«Xam BepHembCa CUH...
Xait 1ioro Tamboki oui

He mymanum chir,
Kpaue Bycmonbka aioui
Xait uinyroms ix.

Xait naake 1010 cepAeHbKO
Bepexe A1060B..» —
Moanmsye Tipro HeHbKa,
AX X0AOHE KPOB...

Vv

He 6yAa ToYyma Mamu,
bo rayxa siitHa.

Staying mute and grey.
Motherwaits her son to show
During winter days...

1%

Mom is praying in the silence
Into skyey dome —

Shie[d'mg soldier ﬁom violence:
“Let my son come home...

Do not let the snow obscure
Eyes with their deep.

They would better know the luve
Of the girlish lips.

1 want love to give protection

To his heart ﬁ'om thud...” -
Mom is pleading with affection,
Curdl'mg even blood...

Vv
Mother wasn't heard, as oﬁen 7a
War is deaf toall.




O Lyaxsimax ana coapama
_Tlomona mpyra.

—

-f*'s“‘Bycmp {Uaomb Ha KOAIHAX
 Aopn toHaxka...
Jlamamb BoiHa — HemAiHHa,

Aoaerbka X — TipKa...

~ Ha ouax cabosa.
) i1 Hemae, o ckasamu.
 Tlaaume, Hebecal..

~ Bxke moBummb 01<op6omHo Maimn.

And young soldier’s varnished coffn
Wraps in ﬂower shawl.

Peop[e kneel, as in the fab[e,
Meeting fallen lad...

Memory’s - imperisha’o le,

Bitter is his fa’ce...

Mom is dolefully wordless.

Tears are in eyes.

Lack cf words and no more worries.

Weep, abysmal skies!..




BABYCUHA OCIHb

Tpumy>ciny ancmonaposy comniaky
Y npearopax mpunoxoian poui.
| camomHbo y MpapaBHBOTO PUUIAKY

Crnmmb cmexmHa, Bes 110 BIHUA B CILOPULLL

3aCmOoAIMHI 3aHeXasHi MOToAL
Tpuuaiancy, nowkapybaeni xummam,
Lo 1y cepuyji samuckaembea Big Goato,

Koan Bimep aemeHnms ipo kasmms

Tpuemynatoca Ha 3sMapHine PO3AOPIKKA,
Kyam 3Bicmouka nopiako poaima.
1 40 mebe 06i3Byca cepe muwL,

106 Ha cepui sHiuMAACH camoma.

Cusi kocu npunaay npuaackyBamm —

B Hux uekarHs Giarm 1BIMOM 3amiekAnCh,
1,"!‘.-‘-.“
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GRANDMA’S AUTUMN

Preludes of November cold drizzling rain

Calmed the mournful reed-pipe of the drowsy faﬂf’r“f-- . 3 LA

Sinking in the knotweed, there lies a lane -—, “:‘*?
- S 25

In profound sleeping by the old wall. =y \
AY h

Pop[avs are in h'wﬁng, long ago forsaken, ’ @...

AAA (3
Coarsened so roughly by the long lifespan, ' f/ ((.;:‘A\{\
Clenching in the bosom, heart is sharply aching G: St

N

When the wind’s [ ti npain. \ 2R
en the wind's lamenting for remorse in paln_.. 5\( @_ i’ /

1will step on withered faraway crossroad

Where even ﬁdings Vave[y can reach.

Calling you from silence where time has slowed «{)' ‘\@'::..‘

W'Lshing the conﬁnement in your heart to b[each._ k ~ V «7 3
b - '
1 will nestle close coddhng graylsh hair — | 4 ) R &
Your unspoken waiting blooms in whitish lace, -~ sj‘ \ N )
‘.f.'-“'-:-‘_\\. i \ M
4 247,}; YR e> '
NG




- O6irpato noujiayHrom pydeHama,

- o npnato6bHo mere HXMAM KOAUCD.

.. Xail Ha CKPOHSX XUMOPOANUTIL 3aBiploxa,
~ TlocmixHeuics i3 cAbO3aMM HA UIOL...
~ o6 TPUB’IA Y TNBOEMY CepLi Tyra,

~ Tlomoatoca i3 mM0o6010 HAB3TMHL.

Twill warm with kissing little wrinkled p

Of your hands that fondled me in olddg

5 0
Let the ruthless blizzard twiddle on y '- <
Smile with the tears shimmering on cheek
For your grief to whither, though to he& tits
Kneel with me for praying getting frank and me e




AVTOLBITHI AHI

3HOB CPyHKa, TLO30A0TIA],
Haxe na mopt,

Mepoupimom sanaxmiaa
Aunay ABopi.

I nosabutoe iz gomy
YroAniy my
Tlomorwmb nomskHy BmOMy

Yryemim meay.

Cap y naxoujax nomote,
Cepue sauiemnms, —

A nocmasato ABa ocroHm
B miocoroaky mums.

Have nip’a anxiryen,
3poHummb AMna UBim:
Tlpusabyab Ha mums, Gadycro,
XypimoBuHy aim.

LINDEN-BLOSSOMED DAYS

Slim and gilt as fretted altar
By some magic art,

Linden spi“s its honey odour
Over the yard.

Beckons me to come from house
With a silent spell

To immerse fatigue and drowse
In the honey smell.

Tender heart in bosom wrenches,
Garden sinks in scent, —

Twill put two little benches

For this moment.

As if geese drop their feather,
Lime sheds blowing shawl:
Leave behind, my grandmo’chev,
Years’ snow squall.

Aait B orpitaAnBi A0AOHL
Pyuenbku cBami:

Tx 3MOPUAN, AK L CKPOHI,
Xoaoan B ummi.

A A0 HMX Tip UBiMOM AMnm
Tpuxunato vono;

Tloujinyto: naxHymb xnibom,
Sk koamch GyAo...

Aait MTOCUAMMO TMXEHBKO
Topyu —mn i 4,
CuBoxoca Mos HEHbKO,
Topanue mos.

«Xan 3a Hac cymye Bimep,
A A106A10 MBI CMiX..» —
| HaBTIOMAT cABLO3W BUNEp,
18 3apymi cmumx.

Put your little hands of saint

In my warming pa[m:

Frosts of life have made them faint,
1 want give them balm.

1will bend to them in fancy
Under ’olowing lime;

Kiss and fee[ bread-like ﬁagrancy
As in old time...

Let us sit abreast toge’cher
With a sky above,
My grey-braided tender mother,

Dear turtledove.

“Let the wind grieve ﬁ'om the ﬁears,
For1 love your [augh...” -

On the quiet, wiped the tears,
Ceasing with the sough.




TYTA TIES

Lixysaan sopi >xumo Kissing rye, stars seemed to rabbit< 7
Tlig iGposoto. To the grove grass. e
He nyckana mamm xumn Mother didn’t let cohabit ,
3 wopHobpoBoto. With black-browed lass.

O6irtmaanca 6rasamn Centauries embraced each other

Ta it Ges cnokoto. Swelling with the pride,

He nyckaaa maxuioBammn 1 was not let by my mother

3 kapookoto. Dance with hazel-eyed:

3anaeanca y popory Dews on poppies g[ittered nicer.>
Maxu 3 pocamn. Hiding by the bench. |

He cmpiuana po nopory Mother J’Ldn”c greet me either

3 pycokocumu: With blond-brown wench:

«Ta cxyna, a ma cmapa; “One is chavy, one — o[d—aged;

Ta — umywas... Next is soaker..

Ta — cmpawma, Hemos Mapa One s a\aful as umbrage,
Tpoxkasmyuias...» Dratted croaker...”

l§m6vqoae, Haue Kpam, She selects as if some goods,

W npumoprosye... Haggling dZor the sum...

CuH e 71 poci xopanmb cam Son is walking nearwoods

Tlig ai6poBoto... Feeling lonesome...

LT
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Bembca B Geper CIMEXEUKA TMOHEHbKA,
Bes'y posmuuiHinim 6ypﬂHL

Hyto Tonoe pigrmit... Y mo Herbka
3panexy 03Banacs MeHi?

Bumwaa TLOT‘O/\y6VL]le MamioAn,
3Ha0uM, 1O CKOPO TUATIAY?
Fckomuancs abayka popony

Y MPUmUXAIM MAMUHIM capy.

..Ta BOTOHB y rpy6i 3HOBY TpickKa,
[losepma moBoAi A0 >xumms,

VL p0symito 4, 110 Mo Bimpuchko
3HOB KeTikye AeCh 6e3 kasmms.

kkk

Slender path is running to the river,
Vested in the rampant couch grass.
Sudden[y the voice in silence quivers...
Is it mother canng me ﬁ'om pass?

Knowing that 1 will come around,
Has she come to fond[e evening stocks?
And the apples tumbled to the ground

Frommy mother’s gavden’s autumn ﬁrock.

..But the ﬁve rattles in the stove,
Twning to the real vital game,
And 1 realize that wind ﬁ'om grove
Is just kidding me without shame.

BABYCUHI AHI

Tlpoaimatoms AHi, Aebia0K 3rpas,
1 Ha kocu Tybasmb Gianit uim,
Ay cepui nocoroako Tpae
Mysuka 3 AaBHO MUHYAMX Al

3a BIKHOM BeCHa AASL [HLLIMX KBITTIHE,
Tlponickamm poskotye maa -
Monoamm e B cBimi He TioMimHe
Te, 110 MOATOOUIMI T 3MOTAR.

Bei sxummsam nocistvi mpusoru
Opocuaa 3onomom ayui

I mportuna HesaiveHi pooporn
Tam, ae He cmeananch criopmi.

Tlpurybuaa 3 keanxy KoxaHHs,
3Hana 6oai it pagocmi pimei,
AHiTMAQ 5K BriepLLe; K B OCTIAHHE
N myp6omi HDKMAQ AtoAeT.

GRANDMA'S DAYS

Days are flying as if swans inwild,

Losing whitish blossom on your plaits,
And your heart is playing sweet and miel
Music from the scores of bygone dates.

Spring is now b[oom'mg fov some others,
Bluebells are a“uring from the haze
Youthhead haven't seen with their fuzzes
What you've loved ah‘eady with amaze;

You have watered with the go d of soul
All the worries sown by [asﬂng [ife,
Passing tens of roads to the goal
Where knotweed’s never used to rife.

You have tasted love ﬁrom its g[assware,
Feeling joy and hurt of every kid,
Sipping days like taking someone’s dare;
Helping men without any meed.

{255 )
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b AHI, Aebipox 3rpas,
6A§5mb_ 6ianit usim,
0B e]g,u,t He 3ropae

a | AacKa CUBUX AlTTL.
Sl

Let your days still call as swans in wild,

Let them lose white blossom on your plaits,
Above all, your heart is warmed by mild
Kindness of your gray—haired dates.

kkk

HeHaue xBuai, komambcea Alma,
A na Bycmax orpiitanBa yemiluka
Tenaom BecHm Bip WwaCMA PosKBimMa,
AX ciueHb 3irpiBae 32 0OHIKKOM.
A\eneua BipHicmb cuam Ham pae

1 Mmoammsun PO3BUAHIOKOTTTL AOPOTI.

Al cepuem nosepmaio, pe M €,
AxHyokde prxnAnmmes y Horu.

(257}
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The days are rolling as g“"i ' “E
Your lips are warmed by the ca ;’tﬂ :
That blooms in joy for love in /ﬂ%ﬂ Ve (\
And warms the world with;m { f'rg en g i
Your faithfulness gives cheri %’*{wﬁ@&ﬁ: o
And prayers clear all untrodden roads
1 turn my heart to you from {'g’v\.{,.-_

To bend as low as can WL neavy o3 7




a BIKHOM [PO3TOCTNAACA HiY,

{HO10 XAIOTIONE TLiA HOTI.

1A0 B CYMiHKAX XeBpie Mid,

gia_esma B MoAnmBi A0 bora.

>Ké AZBHO B rpy6i xapy Hema,

- Bigpuaaau nobiaeni cmirm,

’.) uﬁ‘m TAMATIL AUTSHA TPUMA

“7 “Te, uto B CBIMi 3HMKAE HEBTIMHHO.
IDPS

Al Xycmu, HeHave cBama,

I VLyCMLxHeHa { MOBUYA3AMBA,

o3nalLiAIt BOTOHD BUMASAQ,

KA T 30PAMU AUBO.

- ahe MaK y TpanamsmHuin Hac
bianit caim paBHi Goru meopuan,
pycyruBLI Ges cymy it 0bpas
[ X eroBa po Hebec rosopnan.

FOREMOTHER’S BREAD

N'Lght is guesting again outward
Lapping right to the fee’c with a secret.
Oven ﬂame, warming darkness, is blurred,

As if candle to God from the thicket.

There haven’t been embers in stove,
Whiten walls have bewailed a[veady,
But the memory doesn’t let go

What is vanishing, be'mg S0 unsteady.

In a white shawl, my granny, at once
Smiled and taciturn, like some hallow,

She is looking for blushed fire dance,

Calﬁng marvel beneath starry halo.

That is how old gods have commenced
Universal majestic creation,
Having started without o_ﬂénce,

Saying same words with anticipation.

BipbuBaanca B umbkax BorHi,
Ha cmini sanaimaancs miHi,

1 MoAmancs oul acHi,

Sk 3 papaBHix uacis y Gorui.

Windowpanes reﬂected the light, N
Shadows plaited on walls fleeing from sto
Clear eyes prayed to Heavens through ni

As of goddess from far long ago. 1 <=

LT

v Y
1259 1
LT
i



CHILDREN



I )i TpopoBXKye cebe y AWMMHI, BuBUae cebe, PO3BUBAETILCA,
CMBEPAXKYEMbCA Y (I HEBUHHOCTTL TNa BIAKPWITIOCTILL CBIMY; came
uepes Auma Bir HaBuae camoro cebe. OpHaxk, un Bemurae Pia nepepamu wo

MyApiciitb caMomy cobi, BIAKpUBAIOWI Wopa3y il o-HOBOMY Y KOXHOMY Ho-

2 BOMY TLOKOAIHH?

TEHETUYHA TIAM’ATD

SKOAHOMY CAOBHMKY CBITTLy M He TLOGaUMMO, 3 YCTTL KOAHOTO MIAC-
AAYOTO TICUXOAOTA UM TIEAATOTA HE TLOUYEMO TNOYHOTO BUSHAUEH-
Hel cA0Ba « AUmMUHCTBO». Bo 1jiel Mexi Tpocmo He icHye Y HAUIOMY KWL

~Xmo e pumam? Koxer 3 Hac. /o cBOro ocmaHHbOro MoAMXy Hauii 6ambku

3 AYUIEBHUM 1LeMOM KAMKATIUMYMb HAC AIMbMU, A0 CBOTO OCTAHHbLOTO TLO-
AVXY MU Y MOAMITIBAX 3Bepmamumemocs Ao bora ak ao bambka. To un e ma
MexXa, 10 BIAAIASE HAC BiA BeAntHOTO 3BaHHS AnmuHn?.. 3aanummo ue nn-
TAHHA BIAKPUTUM AL KOXKHOTO 3 Hac.

3aamummo, 6o Bei BiATOBIAL Ha Ue 3akop0BaMi y Hac camux. |
TIOUMHAETTbLCA Lie KOAYBAHHSA 3 TIOTO, 140 AWNMSL Hece Y CoBL KAIOUL A TEHemuH-
HOTO KOAY TIPUHANMHI ABOX ATOAETA, 110, 3YCTPIBUNCD TiiA HebOM, TLOKOXaA
OAIEH OAHOTO [ BIAKPUMAN il CBIM AAS HOBOTO Xumms. A0 HAPOAXKEHOTO y
POAL AN GAraImo XMo 3BUK CMABUITIACH K AO TYCITLOTLOPOKHBOTO TOP-

T he Kin continues itself in a child, it studies itself, develops,

establishes ﬁrmly in child’s innocence and openness to the world;
the kin teaches itself precisely through the child. But does Kin manage to
pass this wisdom to itself; opening it every time in a new way in each new
generation?

GENETIC MEMORY

We won't see in any dictionary of the world, we won't hear from
any think'mg psycho[ogist or teacher the exact deﬁniﬂon of
the word “Childhood”. Because this limit does not exist in our lives. Who
is the child? Each of us. Our parents with mental anguish will have been
ca“ing us ‘children’ until their last breath, we will have been addressing God
as Father in our prayers till our last breath, too. So is there the line separating
us from the grand title of Child?.. Let’s leave this question open to everyone.

Let’s leave, because all the answers to this are coded in us ourselves.
And this cod'mg starts ﬁfom the fact that the child is the key to the genetic
code of at least two peoplewho, having met under the Heavens, fell in love with
each other and opened the world to the new [ife. Many of us are accustomed
to treat a child born in fami[y as an empty pot, which is to be ﬁ”ed with all



WyKa, KW BApIMO HATIOBHUIMM YCiM HEOOXIAHUM, OUMILEHNM Bij TIOAOBU
peBHUMN UeH30pamn ma HaHbkamu. Hacnpasai ) agnmuna e Kosuerom
3anosimy, y axomy Bor 36epirae yce sHaHHs cBimy, Beio 1oro myapicmb ma
(CTOp 0 BiA HACLB 110TO MEPUIOTBOPEHHA.

3B’A30K TLOKOATHL MUHYAUX 1 TIPUMAEWIHIX

AMU TIPOAOBXKYE AYWEBHWIA AQHLIOXKOK TLOKOAIHb, Oambko
MAapye HesHuweHHicmb ayxy. Aiayci i 6abyci Hecymb y cobi
icmuHy myppocmi Pogy. Ta anie y anmuni Bci BoHM ymBepaXytombes y
CBOUI BIYHOCTIL, 30AATAI0UNCH Y MATTEPIaAbHL WA TAA. Y AUTAUMX ouax
TIAOMEH € BOTOHb, 3aTIAAEHUIT KOAMCb AAACKUMU TIpALLYpamMm; MaKUt caMui,
akuit TOpiB y ouax 1oro npanpagiais, Anute sbaraueHmnit AOCBiAOM HOBUX
xummis. Kum e auma aas uinoro Poay? Yn anue vioro mamepiaabHum npo-
AOBXEHHAM, U0 He AA€E TIAOUL|i OTO PUBHYMN Ha CBITLOBOMY AepeBi?

MATEPIAAI30BAHA MP1

nmmnHa € YMMOoCb 3Ha4HO 6 i/\bLLU/LM, aHK TPOCTMUM «AaPYHKOM»
KOXAHHA YN BUTIAAKOBUM «TLPOAYKITIOM» TlleCTﬂp&ClTl[. fx 3€pHO

the necessary, is to be puriﬁed ﬁ'om the chaﬁr by zealous censors and nurses.
n fact, the child is the Ark of the Covenant in which God saves all knowledge
of the world, all its wisdom and history ﬁrom the time of its creation.

THE LINK BETWEEN PAST AND FUTURE GENERATIONS

other continues mental chain of generations, the father gives

Mthe indestructibility to the spirit. Grandparents carry the truth

of Kin’s wisdom. And they strengthen themselves in their eternity on[y in

child, ﬁtﬁng on the material raiment of body. The ﬁve, lit once by distant

ancestors, blazes in child’s eyes, it is the same that flamed once in the eyes

of child’s great—grandfathevs, but enriched with the experience of new lives.

Who is the child fov a whole Kin? s it just its material continuation, that
doesn’t let its branch wither on the world tree?

MATERIALIZED DREAM

Achi[d is much more than a simple “gift” of love or a casual
“product” of passion. As grain decides where and when it



BUpilllye, Ae | KoAr oMy 3imu, mak i Aums — 30psHa sepHuHa Beecsimy,
nociaHa y Hesanamamii uacu Borom y pocmopu Geamexka — obupae ae i
KOAM yrepuiie TIOAMBUIMIMCA Ha Uei CBIM ounma HOBOHapoAkeHoTo. Kaxkymb,
wo Gambkis He obuparomb. OpHak, Ue MOAL AOKOPIHHO 3aTleperye Haury
BOAIO, SIKy MU OMpUMaAn cBoro uacy Big Tsopua. Aums, Bumpiae gBoma
AOBATUMMIL CepUAMM, BUpILLLYe, YN HAPOAUUCA TIOMY Y T POAMHI, W0
MaK TiAeKae Mpilo TPo 10T0 HapoaXkeHHA. M Bei TIoeAHAHI AaHLIOKKOM
Popy — KoxeH 3 Hac mpumae y cobi uacmuHky Big nepumx Tama it Mammn.
Tomy i pfmu we Ao moro, ax ynepuie o6i33ymbcn CBITMY, € PIAHUMM AASL BCIX.
/At MiABKI 3TOAMBUINCH BCTYMUIMU A0 OKpeMoTo Poay, 30AsTHYBIIN Ayliry
y wamn d)iswmoro TmiAa, omMpUMYIOTIL BOHU i AoAto moro Pogy, y axuit npu-
TUIAN AOTLOMATATMU OAVKHIM [ BUMIMICS caMi.

Kum e anma? Haitnepuie — ue mamepiaizoBara mpis ABox 6ambKis,
1[0 320X0MiAN 6AUMMM BiHELb CBOTO KOXAHHS, YMUAEHWIA Y BIUHIN TBOpHOCT
UMM

Kum e anma? Ue — npoaykm xummemsopuocri Poay, 1110 TIOKOAIHHS
3 TLOKOATHHAM AOAABAB KOAOPUIY camoMy cobi, IPOPOAXKYIOUNCh 3HOBY Tt
3HOB Y AlMAX.

Kum e auma? Bono — yummenb 11 yueHb, TIOBOANP Ta TLOAOPOXKYH0-
UNIt, TMMAHHA | BIATIOBIAL BOHO — uianit Beecsim, cmucHymuit g0 cymmn
oYy MImiB.
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sprouts, the same the child — starry seed of the Universe sown by God into
the amp[eness of immensity in immemorial times — that chooses when and
where to look first at the world through the eyes of a newborn. They say that
we do not choose parents. However, then it complete[y denies our ﬁeedom
which we have received ﬁom the Creator in our time. The child, inverted on
two loving hearts, decides whether to be born in the family, that cherish the
dream of its birth so much. We are all connected with a chain of Kin — each
of us keeps a little part from the first Mom and Dad. That's why children are
own to all even Ioefore they ﬁrst Vespond to a call of the world. Suve[y Just
having agreed to join a separate Family, having dressed the soul in garments
of physica[ body, ’chey receive the fate of the kin in which they came to he[p
and learn for themselves.

Who is the child? Firstly it is a materialized dream of two parents
who wanted to see the crown of their love embodied in the eternal creativity
of life.

Who is the child? This is a produc’c of [ife—[ong creative work of the
Kin, that generation aﬁer generation added color to itselﬁ regenerating in
children again and again.

Who is a child? 1t is a teacher and a student, a traveler and a guide,
questions and answers, it is the whole universe compressed to the sum of
the senses.



MYAPICTb BE3 BIKY

Tak, came A0 CyMM TLOHYMUTLB, 60 gnmaua MYAPICTIIL — 1ie MyApICTTb
cepug, AKy e He BCIMUTHYB TIOMPYImu MapHUMU Po3AyMaMmn
ma BaraHHamu posym. [lpurasyeme cmape, ax csim, npucaisa: <o cma-
pe, wo mane»? Boo e rapHum npukaagom Hawol opHobokocmi y baveHHi
csimy. Tax, paHo um Ti3HO TPUXOANTIL UAC, KOAW HAM TIOTMP i6Ha AoTiomora,
K L B MaAi poxn, abu Tobaunmu 3axia CoH1A CBOIX Aim Y MUpL Ta 3AaroAL.
OpHaue, MyaApUit HapoA 3AANUB U0 HACTIAHOBY He ALK 3aAAA TIOBUAH-
HSL CBOIM Hawaakam. AWIma, NpuxoAS«n y cBim, mae moit cammit Habip
TeHETIUHOL TIAM'ATML, 10 71 CUBOMOAMIA AiAYCh, AKWIL ByAe KOAMXAMI OHyKa
y xoancui. €EqnHe, 10 iX PIBHUMD OAMH BiA OAHOTO — lie XWITUMEBNIA AOCBIA,
HaKoTMUeHNI oMopxAnm Tipabambkom. OgHak, B yeboMy (HILOMY KOXHA
KAIMMHOUKA TMIAA Y HUX TIaKa caMa, KOXeH TLOPYX cepus CTLOBHEeHMIt Tmux
CAMUX CTIOAIBAHD, KOKEH TIOTASA HA CBIM Hece Ty > MyApicmb. [oroBHe —
TOKA3AMMU AUMUHL, K POSKPUII Y COBL Lie 3HAHHS, BUIYCTMBLUW TOTO 3

T‘/U/L6VLH cepua Ao ]003}/1\/[}/.

AGELESS WISDOM

Yes, it is the sum of feelings because children’s wisdom is wisdom
of the heart that has not been poisoned by reason with useless
thoughts and hesitation. Remember the old as the world saying: “The old
and the small ones are the same”? It is a good example of our one-sided
vision of the world. Yes, sooner or later but time comes when we need he[p,
aswell as in sma“yeavs, to be able to see the sunset of our lives in peace and
harmony. However, wise people left this lesson not just as edification for their
descendants. The child, coming into the world, has the same set of genetic
memory as the gray—ha[red grandfather who will [ull the grandson in the
cradle. The only thing that differs them from each other is life experience
gained by wrinkled ancestor. However, in other respects each little cell of
their bodies is the same, every movement of their hearts is fuﬂ of the same
hopes, every look at the world carries the same wisdom. The main ’ching isto
show your child how to reveal in 'Ltselfthis know[edge, re[easing it fvom the
dep’chs of the heart to the mind.



HABYAHHA BE3 TIOBYAHHA

’Itm He eANHO TIPaBUAbHE PIlleHHSL — TIOKA3ATK, AK PO3KOAYBATN
MYAPICTTLb CTOAITD, & He Hamaramucs yuumu. [lpuragyeme, sk Ha-
pop kake: «He Bun opaa Aimammu, a conos’s cnisamm»? Tomy i mym aie momt
camwit puHumn. AnmmHa yxe Bmie pobumu see. OpHak, BoHa Tpo ue uie
He 3p0raayembea. | cnpasa 6ammbKiB, 10 BoACIO AOAL caAm it TPOBOAUPAMM
Yy CBimi, nokasamu, aK ponmm wock. AOBri TOBUAHHS AIMAM, MOHOTMOHHL
ACKUT, HYAHI ypoKM AMlle MapHYlOmMb Aumady ayuty. Aomoku pykm He
BIi3bMYMb TIEH3AS, AOTIOKM TOAOC He Bi3bMe HOmu, yci posmosn mycmi. Ao
MUX Tiip, TOKN AUMMUHY 3aKPUBAIOTD Y HOMMPN CTIHU, A0 TUX Tiip, TIOKN
( PUMYLLYIOTIb YU TIUABKA T, 110 o6pa/\a AepxaBa AAsL d)opM}/BaHHﬂ
«romp i6HOTO 111 TPOMAAAHMHAY, YCL CTIOAIBAHHS HA MYAPVX TIPABUITIEALB TNa
BIPHUX 32 TIOKAUKOM Cepligl, & He 3a TIPUMYCOM LACOAOTIL TPOMAAAH € Map-

HUMWN.

HE BECTW, A TUABOAUTU

ﬁ l K XKe X TMOAL HaBUamMn AlMeit, KOAW WKIAbHL CTHU TIPOAOBXKY-

TMb BUCOUIMM HAA ANTIAUUMU AYLIAMU, & APATTLBAUBL ASBOHUKI
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LEARNING WITHOUT EDIFICATION

nd maybe the on[y V'Lght decision is to show how to decode

he wisdom of centuries, rather than trying to teach. Do you

remember people saying, “Do not teach an eagle to fly and the nightingale to
sing”? So the same principle works here. The child alveady knows how to do
everything. However, it has no clue about it still. And these are the parents,
having become its guides in the world by the will of fate, who are to show
how to do something. Long ’ceach'mgs to children, monotonous lectures and
bor'mg lessons only waste child’s soul. Not till the hand has taken the brush,
not before the voice has pitched a note, all conversations are empty. As long
as the child is locked in four walls, as long asitis forced to learn on[y what
the government has chosen to fown the “correct citizen”, all expectations for
the wise rulers and citizens faithful by the call of their hearts, but not by

compu[sion of 'Ldeology, are useless.

NOT TO DIRECT BUT TO BRING UP TO
]__lzw should we teach children then when school walls still tower

ver children’s souls, and annoying bells continue to measure
(”r,'.. \‘\.
[ e ]
T
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TIPOAOBXKYIOTIb BUMIPATIA AO3YBAHHSA OTMpUMaHHs 3HaHHA? OpnH y ToAL He
BOIH, Ma 71 yCiel cucmemm, Ha AKy TPaLoBaAN TPOTATOM COTMeEHb POKIB yps-
AV [ peAiTiiiHi yemaHoBY, He 3pyWnmu oApasy 3 (i 3BuuHoro micus. Ta it He
mpeba Uboro pobUIMK, Kpalle Ui CMAM TIOARPYBATMM CBOIM AlMAaM, 60 v ax
HilLO (e TIomp iber... Haw npukaaa,. Hiio mak He BUNMDb, AK HAUL BUMHKMN.
Ao moTo K Halli BUNHKM, BigA3ePKAACHI Y TIOBEATHUL HAWMX Almeit, € i Ha-
wnm ypokom. Tax M ocaraemo, 1o AIMM MPUALLAN A0 HAC SK yUUTTeAL, a He
TPOCITO AK YHHL.

3 ycix uepKoBHIX Kadeap AYHAIOMb 3aKAMKI TPO Tie, U0 KOAUCH
Bor aapysas cBoboay Bubopy atoanii. OpHak, Mi BipGupaemo 1o cBobopy
Y Hawmx Almeit, TPOTIOHYIOUMN (M 6e3a/\bmepnamnBHi 3HAHHA MpO CBIMm,
Ges3acmepexHi TpaBUAA TLOBEAIHKI, SKMX camiy IXHII e TpncymHocmi ua-
coM He pompumyemocsl. bambku, a 33 HUMM 11 yunmeai, TIOBUHHI TligBecmm
AUIMHY A0 WAAXY TUSHAHHSA, HA SAKiM AWM Mae came 3poOvimm mepuimit
KpOXK.

Sk Uacmo My He 3HAXOAUMO Miclis cobi Bia MOT0, 1110 HaLL AMM 30BCiM
TO-{HUIOMY CTMABASMbCA A0 HABUAHHS, 30BCIM [(HaKlle UHYIOMb 3HAHH,
Hixx M. Topl MouMHaeMo KoHmMpoAtoBAMM (X, HAHOBO PA3OM i3 HUMM OCA-

ramu Nporpamu WKOAN, TIPOANBAEMO TipPKi CAbO3U Pa3oM i3 AIMbMU Hap

e~

the dosage of obtaining the know[edge? No man is an island, and the entire
system, forwhich governments and Ve[igious institutions have been working
for hundreds of years, can not be moved immediate[y ﬁ'om its usual p[ace.
And there is no need to do that; it is better to give these forces to your own
childven because they need... our examp le more than anything else. Nothing
teaches better than our actions. Moreover, our actions, Veﬂec’ted in the
behavior of our children, are our lesson, too. Thus we learn that children
have come to us as teachers, not Just as students.

The calls that God once gave man ﬁ'eedom of choice are ’oeing heard
from all the pulpits. But we deprive this freedom from our children offering
them non-competitive knowledge of the world, undisputed rules of conduct
which are not foﬂowed ’oy ourselves in their presence sometimes. Parents
and teachers after them should bring the child up to the path of knowledge
on which the kid has to make the ﬁrst step by i’cse[f.

How often do we ﬁnd no solace when our children have complete[y
distinct attitude to learning and value knowledge very differently from us.
Then we begin to control them, start comprehending the school program
with them like new, and then we shed bitter tears with children over school
textbooks’ madness. And we do this because we measure our children from



GoMeBIAAIM WIKIABHIX TLAPYUHIKIB. | pobumo e, 60 Mipsemo ix 3 Bucomu
BAACHOT A3BiHML, 3a0yBUK, W0 Bor pas iM make x npaso Bubopy, Ak i Ham. A
MM HeXIyeMO M, HAMAraloHnCh Mammn nobias cebe xonito cammx cebe, iHoAL
HABIMb WIMYUHUI «Kpawmit BapiaHm» Hac camux. | pobumo ue, 6o Mpiemo,
W0 AL AIMM MATOTb XU AiTlLLLE 38 HAC, &, OTTKe, MYCAITb 3pobvmu e,
10 M1 He 3pobuan. Ta Ue Auiie TIOTAHUTb Hallle BAACHE XUTTTLA: TPAmuca
Y ASIALKIL — OAHE, & TIpUBeCTn Y CBIM AIoANHY 3 BAACHUM XUITIMEBUM 1AS-
XOM — U 30BCiM iHule. Tomy iHKOAM Tak XOUeTbCsl CKa3ammu axX 3aHAATO
3amnekAum mamycam: «3ynuHimbeal Y BaacHin myp60mi He TIATHITb AUMN-
Hy cBoim xummam! Aaitme it xoua 6 cnpobysamn 3pobumn kpok Baac-
Hoto Aoporoto. Kpauye nigmpumaiime, Koan BoHa Briepiile ynaje Ha HboMy,
AHDK PaHo UM T3HO 3aX0ue 3 BAUIOTO ASXY AU Ha CBill, Ma He 3MOoMe,
nokaaiteHa mypbomoto...».

Ham Baxkko 3posymimu, U0 AUMUHI He BApIMO AABATU TOTMOBOTO
3HAHHA. 3aHAATO MU 3BUKAW, WO iCTIMHU TIEPEAATOLCA YNOBHI i 6e3 3a-
nmanb. A Mol 7 BUpoCMatoNb TOKOAIHHA TAX, X HeCBiAoMO pobummb
Bm6ip, KOTO BeAYb, HABIMb He CTIMMAaBLI TIPo 1100 3roay. bo, Bupouieri Ha

axciomax, BOHU | He CIIMAOMb TIPO MOXAUBY XnOHICTb TPOBOAMPIB.
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the height of our own bell tower, having forgotten that God gave them the
same V'Lght to choose as we were given. But we ignore it, trying to have a copy
of ourselves somewhere near, and sometimes even avﬁﬁcia[ “better version”
of ourselves. And we do this because we dream that our children should live
better than us, and thevefore must do what we haven’t done. But this on[y
spoi[s our own lives: p[ay'mg with dolls is one ’th'mg and bring'mg aMan with
his own lifeway into the world is something another. So once in a way 1 want
to say to over-inveterate mothers: “Stop! Don’t pull the child along your own
life in your own care! At least let it try to make a step on its own way. Better
support the baby when it falls down for the first time, rather than sooner or
later it desires to step on its own path but won't be able to do that, cripp[ed
by care...”

It is difficult for us to understand that the child should not be given
Veady~made know[edge. We've been accustomed too much to the fact that
truisms are transmitted fuﬂy and without questions. And then there is
grown the generation of those who determine unconsciously, who are led
without even asking their permission. Because, grown on axioms, they won't

even ask about the possi’ole errancy of leaders.



BOAA BE3 CBABOAI

Ta U1 03HAUAE TTe, 10 ANTIA TLIOBUHHE MATT BOAKO Y TUBHAHHI CBiMY,
110 BOHO AaAHEe YMHWUN Yce, ulo 3aBrogHo? OAHOZHAUHO, 10 Hi.
PopoueHmpnaM Xnmms B ouax Hasnpomu baunms Bora, akuit kpisb comi
TIOKOAIHb TIPAULYPIB YMIAMBCS HA UbOMY CBIMi AAsL camomisHaHHA. Lle 3Ha-
WA, WO AUTMMHA Ma€ KOXKHY Ail0 3BaXKYBATMM He AMLLLE BAACHWUMM Nompeba-
MU Ma iHmepecamu. A e BXKe CLeTbCsl Y Aylly KPidb HACAIAYBAHHI TIOBEATHKI
TMUX, XIMo 6yB i IoBOAMpPEM Y UbOMY CBITI: bambKis, YUWITEAIB L APY3iB.

He Moy oMuHymu i moro, W06 3amnmarmu: U MoXHa Kymummn An-
may Boato? Yu MoxkHa kynumn il mepninna? uac? GaxarHs Bunmuca? Ga-
xaHHs ponomaramu 6ambkam? Moxna. Oamax, un ompumaeme Bu xireus-
KiHUeM MaknMmn «Aapamn AQHamnLiB» me, 4o Horo nparHyan? lepes ounma
He OAMH TIPUKAAA TIOTO, K CTaHmMeAnteHi 6ambku umaan Gyab-axot To-
Paam, 3aryGUBLMCD Y TeHeMmax BAACHUX {rop y kyniBato uboro csimy. Bo, ky-
TLYIOUM BOATO AUITIMHU, BOHU TIOPOAXKYBAAM Y Hill Biguymma cBaBoAL. Bipsaun,
10 Bee KyMyemmbes i TPOAAEMbCS, AUMUHA 3a0yBaAa TPO CBATICTIL AOAUHIL
HATPOTIA, LiHYIOUM AMLLLE BAACH] BabKaHHAL.

1 mopi, sk HikoAM, 3Tapyell MyApUit HAPOA, 10 Ka3aB: «YUn AUTIHY,
TIOKM AEXUTIb TIOTIEPEK AABKW...», | 3TOAXKYELLCA, 10 HA XBUABKY MOKPA AO-
3UHKA Kpallla 33 TIOCTIAHO MOKpI bambKiBCbKi OUi Ha Cmapicmb Aim.
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FREEDOM WITHOUT ARBITRARINESS

‘But does that mean that the child should have the freedom in
getting to know the world, that it is apt to do anything it p[eases?
D@‘{nite[y not. Kin-centrism of [ife in the opposite eyes sees God who
embodied in this world for sebf—know[edge through hundreds of generations
of ancestors. This means that the child should weigh every action not
only with its own needs and interests. And it is sown in the soul through
imitation of behavior of those who had led it in this world: parents, teachers
and ﬁriends.

1 can not avoid asking if it is possible to buy baby’s will? Can we buy
its patience? time? wiﬂingness to learn? desire to help parents? Yes, we
can. However, would you ultimately get what you wanted with such “gifts of
Denyen”? There is not one examp[e of confused parents ask'mg any advice,
having strolled in a net of own games of purchasing this world. For, buying
the will of the child, they raised a sense of arbitrariness. Beﬁeving that
evevything is bought and sold, the child was forgotten about the sanctity of
human across, va[uing on[y its own desires.

And then you remember the wise foUz having said: “Teach the child
while it is lying across the bench...” and you agree that wet birch fora moment
is better than cons’can’dy wet parenta[ eyes for retirement years.
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ANTAYI CHU

Tuxo...

Tnxo Hiv yinye B piukax sopi.
Anxa...

Avxa Bimpom B 30psHi ysopu.

Kpuaa...

Kpnaa posnpasase coH Ha aaBi.
Bxpuaa...

Bxpraa muut roaiBkm kydepasi.

Cnoxint...
Croxiit BXe 1jinye pyueHsma.
Kpoxn...

Kpoxu uymb apimomu cepes xamu.

YypHo...
UyAHO MaAbBU AUBASTTILCA KPi3b Wnbky.
Yymmo...

1"'_}/ITIHO, AK CepAeHbKa 6’10mbC$l 1LlVl6KO.
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CHILDREN DREAMS

Kissing...

Quiet night is kissing stars in rivers.
Breathing... | &
Breathing with the wind in stellar shivevs,?_f

Bedding... S
Sleep is spreading wings in cozy bedding. X _
Shedding... =
Silence dimpled heads in starlit shedding.

Calm s smooch'mg hands of kids in drow:. {
Mooching...
Nap is mooch'mg all around house.

Smooching... =

Greeting...
Mallow’s greeting dreams through window‘}} ne
Beating... \
Hearts are beating sheltered from the paifr};:‘;x

Y
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o 0—-&.@\%{6 Hebo 30pamu 6es Aiky.
- Mpii...

~ Mpit 06KBIMUaAN BAM TLOBIKIL.
g

A,

Sky is twinkling in the starry splasil
Sprinkling ... o
Night is sprink[ing dreams on kids

)
A

Twinkling... 5

Sleeping...
Twill guard your s[eeping while praying
Children, ‘




MOAMTBA 3A AITEN

Hebeca posAnAmnCH
Ha womupn 6ok —
3a ral seaeni,

Sl 3a Geperu.

Aimn posaeminncy
Y eimit wmpoxi,
Mpiamn HamxHeHHL
Y wanki poxu.

B, 3eaeni mpasu,
B/6epimb Aoporiu,
Cmeasuucs xpeuiamo,
Aimam Hanopi.

Y XBUANHI cAaBU,

Y uacu mpusoru,
Xait ix Tpie cBaAmMO
Conax y ABopi.

Becrani nomoxn,
Bmwtme 3 Hux myp6omu,
Lo +e 3Hatomb kpato

PRAYER FOR CHILDREN

Heavens ovevﬂowed

In the spaceless distance —
Over the groves,

As if their strands.

Adult children strode
Righ’c without hindrance
To the treasure troves

Of the dreamy lands.

Grasses — young and hoary —~
He[p my kids to amble

Creep ing with your greenness
Wherever they go.

In the days of glory,
In the times 0)§ trouble,

They should warm at furnace
Of sunﬂower’s blow.

Springtime speedy ﬂows,
Rinse from them all cares,
Endless complications

Y 3aatomi AHi.

1 anxi ypoxn,

M keanxu Kypbomn
Xait B cobi xoBatomb
Kpurnui Ha AHI.

Tei1 Bu, >kaBopama,
Aimouxam y cMymxy
TlicHto cmoronocy

B cepue nigraxims!
K Bip HeHi 71 mama
3ry6mmbca i uymka,
Xait im unemi pocn
Tlomaratomb »umb.

Hebo posanaoca

Ha womupn 6ok —
3aral seaeHi,

Haue B 6epem.
CmpiBuim Moto ociHb,
VlAymb, K BUAHO TIOKM,
TloBecHial poai

V cBol waaxu...

In severe days.
Wells, conceal all woes
In the cut glassware

With ediﬁcaﬁons
In your co ld depth.

Larks in b[uey dome,
Prompt your bright and loud
Song in hundrej voices
When kids are in grieve!
When ’chey lose way home

In the face[ess crowed,

Dews, keep in the poise

Way they are to live.

Bluish skyey bottom
Flooded in the distance
Over the grove,

As if their strands.
Having met my autumn,
Kids, without hindrance,
Go ﬁ'om native cove

To the dreamy lands.



BECIAbHUM BAATOBICT

Aotiio,

[pvropHiach Ao MeHe, K B OCMAHHE,
Mopapyro aacky A0 KiHL,

Bo.yske obaroan caimams

AOAL ABL: 3 KOAUCKM 71 3-TliA BIHUA.

[Llosecrn kaanmose Becinns
3ycmpiuaaa mu y Hac B capy.

Bike 14 mebe ~ MarKky Big ANBO-3iAA —
Yoxumma 8 KoxarHi iposeay.

Llosnmm 3abineri mornoai
O6itMana TyHO Kpail AOpiT.
He CYMYA 3K€ HUHI MUMOBOAL,
ToHa poAl KB, & He CHIT.

Xai B A106oBi cepuie He cxonoHe
Tlonpn Bel aoporu HempocTi...
Tpuropruch Ao meHe, Mos poHe,
Byab nosik-uacansa y xummi.

R
oy

WEDDING CHURCH-GOING BELL

Daughter,

Nestle up tome to calm your fa[tev,

1will give my fondling to the end,

For two fates — ﬁfom cradle and ﬁfom altar —
Both sides of the dawn, — already stand.

Every spring you met with pure notion
Guelder-rose wedding in the yard.

Now 1 lead you —charmed with loving potion —
Into ﬁfe in Love with open heart.

Every winter, you embraced in sorrow
Whitened poplars by the native gate.
Don't be sad today of your tomorrow —
That's not snow but blossom on your fate.

1 don't want your heart to die ﬁom cold
Despite all the hardships on your ways...
Daughter, nestle up as ﬁ'om of old,

Be forever happy in your days.

hkk

Cuny,

B petib sicHmit abo B Gyury Heroay
Tamamait nipo mux, xmo nopy4 6ys,
3 KMM {1LOB T y BOTOHb i B BOAY,
Xmo meGe y marapax He 3a6ys.

Tlamamait, xoan Ha cepuyi myra,

1 KoAn B Aywii mMBOII MeTAO,
Hesabymtbo cimanit 06pas apyra,
13 axum nozamuuo Gyao.

Tlamamait moro, i3 Kum mpuBsora
He paBana B cnokol npoxum,

1 una noxpydena popora,

13 mBo€IO CiAemeHa BIKUTD. ..

B aerb sicHwit a6o B Gyury Heropy
Tamamart ipo mux, xmo nopy4 6ys.
Tamamait ipo apyx6u Haropopy,
LLlo6 mebe Hixmo y cBimi 3poay,
Crorapom 3irpiBum, He 3a0ys..

Fokk

Son,

In the calm or storms of ( felon waiders
Keep in mind those who were close, :
Helping you to come through flames anéd waters,:: :
Not forgettmg you mid vital prose. :

Keep in mind, when your heart is grieving;
When your soul’s filled with warmth and calw,
Lightsome friend who was the first in giving

Comfort to your heart in every qua[m.

Keep in mind one, with whom! the worries
Didn't let you live a quiet day, J’
Whose meandering path through worldly slories -
Runs, being interwoven with your way... -

In the calm or storms on [Q‘é[ong vessel
Keep in mind those who were close,
Keep in mind friendship as a handsel
Not to be forgotten under tinsel

Of the day-to-day vexation clothes.
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CECTPUYYUH TTOKPOB

Hion piueuka- 6mcmpvm,ﬂ
Tpoasran mixk Hac aima,
1 myri mBoi kocuui
HikHa toHicmb posnaima.

Tinvkn BuOpa i3 moboto
ByB Y CTieKy 1 3amMemiAb...
Hy a HuHi B>¢e mp601o

Biombea xaonui, Have xmiab.

Caimaooka, ‘{O]OHO6pOBa -
VIAM YA, He Tai kpacu!
A \10608 Most TIOKPOBOM
Byae Ha yciuacn.

\ :? ,,
SISTER’S VEIL OF INTERCESSI ON f‘f?'/

-
Eely days are separating N,
Us like crysta[ rvap id ﬂow.
Ticklish youthhead (S unp[ait'mg
Taut braids not going slow.

You and 1 were as onewhole

In the swelter, under snow..
Now, aﬁer each your so le,

Lads, like ho]os, are creeping low.

Do not waste black-browed beauty —
It's you springtime, go on spree! @
For my Love will be on duty
While you are careﬁee.



ANTAYA MYAPICTD

Muaytoca mo6oto s, AmmHo,
Motioro poay KBime MoAOAWIL.
Hagun it mere cmiamucs Ges synuty,
Y CBIM AUMUHCTBA 3HOBY TIPOBEAN.

HaBun mere — 6e3 miHi it TIepPCTeKMmUBU —
B ABa koAbOpU HAMXHEHHO MaAtOBATTb.
HaBun meHe miceHHI nepeansmn

bes copomy i3 cepua Buansam.

Hasum meHe atobumm 6e3 omarn,
Hagun meHe npouamu vepes MUMD...
Hasun mene! Bo BueHocmi mymarn
CxoBaan me, ax B CBiML mpe6a KU,

CHILD WISDOM

1 feast my eyes upon you, little child
Young blossom of my kin’s eternal root. 1\
Teach me to Yepﬁcate your non-stop smile, 7

Take me again to my childhood.

With no prospective, but with inspiration, { /4
Teach me to draw bicolor shadeless game. 4

Teach me to pour the songs with modu[at_ioﬁé_ ‘ j
From adult heart without any shame. S

Teach me to love without se[f—delusion, .
Teach to forgive ’oetraya[s in a trice... \
Teach me! For haughty scholarship’s illusions
Have hidden how to live be'mg tm[y wise. A



; OPENAAOBA MOAUTBA

. '.6 oAWLﬁﬁoa HOXeHama
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\\»0 éuu AL racnytm cBiuamm,

METEORS’ PRAYER

Summer stars have strolled all over places
Barefoot
Close and remote dveamy traces,

All bedewed.

Ro“ing down in the midnight hazes
In a shine,

They were looking in the human faces
For a sign.

As 'Lfcand[es, they were dying out
During nights:

«30pi, HOM AMIUMAN CBOTL WamK,
Sk nmaxu?

Un Habpupno Boxi sykpawamu
Bam waaxu?

Yn sabyan: Biwicmb obiugan
Bapmysamb
1 pimeit Bip 3a3ppouLiB, onaan
Yipusamb?»

Tay Bopn 30pi nopuHatomsb
3HOB [ 3HOB:
«Bauii gimn 3a 6ambKiB He 3HaIOMDb

000/

“Tell me, stars, why are youl owImigra
As if birds? 0 &
May be, you ave tired decor ng "A

Godly worlds?

<

’ '“ far*
Or you have forgotten stay qﬁ; : g"z’
From your helght = ’,;
Shielding kids and showmg r /' ording ﬁ

Ina plight?” A (A oS

(cf‘}gm
But the stars again lmmerse 1 “ ers i\\_é_“_'
More and more:

“Kids don't pray for km i ste

gy k VX “Oh, we ken, how parents prayed about Moanmos...» As inyore...
« SHae $LK MOAMACS. HOUaMI You to us!
;j'fr- = bl
0': /¢ 'i‘ . We have heard them asking your long [iving
AR L AK npocwm AfmAM BPoAK, To be bright,
V ‘*ﬂ mm’ Foul weather not to cover with deceiving
1'1, Hegfampow AMAR HeTOAR Children’s flight...”
Q,- /\LTI"I\:,?\»
r, “‘- :..‘u '/““_;\“
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KOAOBOPOT XKUTTA

CropaiBaHHamMm HamXHeH,
Mumitian 3a mpu ceimu;

1 B rHizpeuKy 6ins Hemi
AniiL opHa, cecmpuue, mu.
Tu li BecHa 11 ymixa,

T TE mpnBOXHUIL A3BIH,
1'3a/mebe B acms it B Anxo
He miigBoAWITIBCS 3 KOAIH.

Hpomaitvymp aima, ax mmuui,
Ve zuyetica cama,
Caimaooxa, Giroantiis,

o rorauprmx 6ia Hema,

110 camiit Bxe ramumysammn
Tpeba A0AT0 A ATLOK.

1 momoanuica 3a mamip,

Bo momy nacmane cmpox.

(292}

CIRCULATION OF LIFE

Winged ’oy hopes, fee[ing wholesome,
Seeking new worlds, we have strayed;
In the nest by mother’s bosom

Only you, my sis, have stayed.

You're her spring and consolation,
You are her a[arming bell,

That's for you in tribulation

And in happiness she’s knelt.

Days will fly as birds, 1 swear
You'll not notice them ﬂow,

My ’oright—eyed white-faced fa'uf,
Taking every youthful woe,

And your turn will come, my ladly,
To embroider children’s fate.

And you'll pray for mom alveady
For the time will come for that.

CTIOKYTA

1

Posiitwaach gHimpoBa xBuAs,
Ulo mani it Gepern,

Hi6n TPO30Be BeCiAAsL
XassitHye HaBKpyru:

Bey rpomosi unmbann,
Tparomsb ckpunku 6AnCKaBULDb,
1 peByms Bimpu xopaan,
Bxraasuum mpasu ropianiib.

1 cmoimb cyxa ocuka

Kpait 3a6ymot nymi

| Ha mepexoxmnx 3upka,
3AynAaBiBuUIM B cAaMOTIL.

bBias el B uinim aysi

He pocmyms i cnopuuui:

Xmo ige — cxuanmbea B myai,
Tae — Moanmbes B AyuL.

{2093}
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PENANCE

1

Dnipro wave has flown in temper;
Even banks are small for it,
Tempest dins with thunder clapper
As gf getting now married:

Beating thunderstorm cembalos;
P[aying lightning violins,

Winds are roaring the chorales,
Having put backwards the greeyts.

Withered aspen moans and groans
By the way afar ﬁrom eyes;
Hollowed out all alone,

Glances at the passers-by.

Even knotweed doesn’t grow

All around in the field:

Bows in yearn whoever goes,

Prays in soul nearit.



A Boma aimxte y 6ypi,

CxuHe Kpyka i3 TiAAs,

3aBepe TLCHI oXMypi,
Womouytoms i3 panst:

«él OAHL TIPOKABOHM 3HAAR,
Ta'He kpuBAXYCH Hi HA MU,
Bo opHa s cuan mana

Tpix AtoACHKMIL B cOGL MAimb...»

11

= PO3AMBAAI TLCHIO A3BIHKO
ConoBerikiy capy.

I naxyua mamepurxa

Csim kynaaa y mepy.

Marmu, ciBuin Ha 0CoHHL

3 HEeMOBASM B HeAIAbHWIA uac,
Kyuepamm Bkpumi ckpoHi

Lliaysana paz'y pas.

lpianpaca aywero,
Ak kopmumaa HemoBAS,

Asp will sigh in lightnings’ winking,
Shaking raven from the branch,
Starting quiet dismal singing

That is heard through frightful crunch:
“For the years | have wallowed

In the curses now and then,

1 had strength to hide in hollowed

Bole toxic sin of man...”

1

Ringing nightingales’ sopranos
Covered garden in the tweet.

And the fragrant oreganos
Bathed the world in honey sweet.
Mom was Vock'mg little child,
Sitting in the warming sun

On the weekend, glad and smiled,
Kissing cur[y head of Son.

She was sharing her soul

Feed'mg baby ﬁrom her breasts

Ak (3 coHuem 3a mexero
Caimaom pianmbes 3emas.
YHac npoxoans oHimiami,
Bigmipsioun poxn.

Pyuai saromonian

Y aeainnax po piku.

AtobyBamu nepBouBimu

3 HeHeto auma ie,
Aobpomoto onosumn
PisHompas’a monope.

Mamn pepxe, Haue nmauiky,
PyueHamonbka Maal,

Bo lomy cmynamm Baxxko
Tlo HexopKeHIN 3eMAL.

Xou npyuaembca AUMIUHA,
Tyna: «byay cam imn!>,

Ta He 3anmmbes: mamm cuHa
3a yce pocmumb 3aBXAMN...

{295}
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As if sun gives light to soil

By the bound where rests.
Speechless time was swyft[y winging;
Counting the endless days.
Watercourses started ringing
Running to the Ioays and quays.

Baby with his Mommy goes
R'Lght a[ong the mild pass

To admire the primrose

Mid the springtime mot[ey grass.
Mom is ho[ding S0 gent[y,

As 'Lf’ohfd, his little hands;

For it’s hard to step intently

For her sun in nameless lands!

Son is stamping in the wild
“Dwill go without you!”,
There’s no anger to the child:
Mother will forgive anew...



HI

XKypasai xpecmmnan Hebo

Y moaumsi go 3ipox.
YacTiporiuios, — i xaomuyo mpeba
Ha pywrnx spobumm kpox.

VY pykax mpemmums ikoHa,
XvAanmb Aok B nosicn,

I 8iA wacmsa cepue cmorke
Aiamarmammn cAbo3n.

. 12y AOAL CBOSL BOASL.
Yacom, cKinbki He baarait,
Babuykaell cepep noas,

He ainutoBuin B 3eaeH-rait.
Aimbmu ix He opapnan
Poku, KuHyBILIN TIeUaAD,

Ly maromax amopuan

Y ayui oobpa kpyuimaab.

Byaa Muaa — cmana 6uma,
I, naneste, Ha Biku,

1l

Cranes were baptizing hallow

Sky in praying overhead.

Time has come for handsome fellow,
Having met his love, to wed.

Tcon in her hands is ’oending

Kids to kowtow in the bliss,

And her mother’s heart is shedding

Diamonds in the happiness.

..But the fate has plans of own.
Sometimes even gf you pray,

You'll be lost in freshly mown

Field on short and sure way.

They were not blessed by the Ioa’oy,
Fee[ing lonesome and hard,

And the hardships made them crabby,
Rotting crysta[s of the heart.

Wifewas loved — but soon was beaten
In the quiet of the house,

Bo ompyma-okosuma
3ampotognaa AyMKU.
Cam-opnH y ankint repui
3a cBimu Mimu He 3mir —
Tenae mamepurcbke cepue
3anpocnao Ha nopir.

I MoAmAacs uoHo UL

B 30n0masi 06]03314,
BoaouikoBo-cuHi oui
Bunaaxasum Ao cAbo3n...

vV

Posiitwiaach gHimpoBa xBuAs,
Lo mani it Geperu.

Bugno, rposose Beciana
Batysano HaBkpyrit..

THIBHO TynHyBUIM ABepUMA
N 3a6yn1m71 Borom uac,

Cun, npumapamu kopummit,
Lo i poci momue pacm,

- P
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For the poison of the drinking
Spoilt mind of her spouse.

Rage to wife was harsh; to ﬁgh‘c it
He had no strength and will =
Warm maternal heart invited
Him to dwell by native sill.

Praying, averting the doudbt,
Mother spent her s[eep less nights.
So bit by bit sobbed out

Her profound bluet eyes...

)%

Dnipro wave had flown in temper,
Even banks are small for it,
Tempest dins with thunder clapper,
Maybe, getting then married...
Having slammed door to doorpost
In the godfovsaken time,

Son, reproached by the ghos‘cs

For his [ife in s'mfu[ crime,



Kuyses, sk 6anckasuug,
Ao mamyci B MoANTBAX.

| Henpoutena npasnis
Tlosabyaa Bosxwit cmpax...

TpomoBi unmbain A3BitKo
Ulenim ry6 KOBITIAAN BMUITLb;
«3ayce Mpouiao, CUHKY...
TeGe Hi B HOMY KOPUMb...»

A AK TIOCUHIAL pyKMI,
Hlo'xoBara Bia ycix,
Onycmuanes Big mykn

3a He3po3yMIAMI Tpix,

Cun, mprxopsumn A0 mamu,
Kpurnys: «<Maminxo, He cHu!..»
Ta cnoximHmit roaoc mammn
He o03BaBca 3 muimHmn...

v

Llo6u smumb caign y6ori
Bia xamutn 3a ceao,

Rushed like [ightnmg with a holler
To his praying mom in calm,
Unforgiven hand of mauler

Had forgotten sacred qualm...

Thunder cymba[ with a sneer
Swallowed whisper of the dame:
“ forgive you all, my dear...

You are not the one to blame...”
When her bluish hands, that years
She was cloacking from all,

Fell with ringing crysta[ tears
For unclear mother’s fau[t,

Child pulled himself together,
Crying: “Mammy, do not s[eep...”
But the quiet voice of mother
Didn't answer to his weep...

V
Washing out poor trails
From the vi“age to the ﬁe[d,

Cepep moxpol goporn
He6o caboan npoanao;
Tlonockaan AuBo-3ians
A 0Bro 3AMB1 HABCKOCH,
Bignpasastoun Beciaast
HecnoxiitHol rposn.

| anwie cmapa ocuka
KypHo mpasam i noasm
Aonomiaa 3 Bimpom cmuxa,
Koanxaroun riaaam:
«/\toAi-A10AL, CUHY MUAMIA...

Cnamb HepywHUM cHOM TOGL...

Mamitka mebe TpOCMuAR,
Lok MBI Tpix BisbMY cobL..»

1 cmoimsb cyxa ocuka
Kpait 3a6ymot nymi

1 Ha uianit Beecsim supka
Y oaBiMHIM KasmML...

299}
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Sky was crying with the gales
After thunder rage had pealed;
Showers were rinsing out
Wonder-herbs without stop,
Winds were maundering about
On the wedding of the storm.

Old aspen under rains

Whispered to the grass in ﬁe[d
Having taken someone’s pain,
Shaking branches over it:

“S[eep, my son, | will enliven

Your dreams to the Judgment Day...
Mom a[ready has forgiven,

Twill take your sin away...”

Withered aspen moans and groans
By the way afar from eyes;

Glances at the world alone,

In the penance through the sighs.



30PAHI TIOPAAN

Tprxnanses Beuip y A0AOHI,
B 30psiit 030061 Hebeca.
Ay npuronybaeHot AoHi
Posnaeaach oxunHoBa koca.

Ha ounuax cabosn, ax pocn,

| moBuams npumaero Bycma,
Wo i micaup xoue npuxmanmbea,
Tlokm poas kocu posniaima...

Aait MeHi CBOO PEeMMAUBY PYKY, —

Tlpvmom}o BUXOpU AYMOK,
OCOAO,AyBaTﬂy TNBOMO MYKY
BMBQA}/ 3 cepusa XoH Ha Kpok.

Hag moGoto soparoro kpamy

Hanopowms micaub-4apiBHUK,
He my»kn 3a tonmmm aimamn —
Monoanmn pobumsb Hac He Bik.

STELLAR ADVICE

Night has leant in hands above the gate,
Heavens are in stellar ornament.
And my daughter’s bramb [e-loewy plait

Has unbraided just to that moment.

Tears shine as dews in eyes again, ;j‘ﬁ ’@

And the lips keep silence as in fright, (6 @i"‘

Even moon bends down, loeing on wane, \(¥ ((.:"%\\\L\\\‘\)
'@\ T

While fate’s unbvaiding p[aits at night...

<
-
s

|
A Y
\/ /

Give your tremb [ing hand in such a moment, — ]
1will calm the whirlpool of your thoughts,

&
YW
1will take from your heart honeyed torment Eé%/

Twill try to br'mg it to the nought.

Pl Sl
TR
Wizard-Moon has scattered right above you = & ! TR
Starry goods in constellation cage, N:.';/ V‘v
Do not grieve that youth hides from your side—viewi‘ﬂ | 4 )‘\'
~3 )& )
0

0

We are young not just because of age.

AT
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B moai xopourytombea mymannu,
Muromie piuka ge-He-pe...

He cmpawmes itmu y HenisHawe,
Bo iHakuie myapicmb He npuiige.

Micsuem nocepebpine xnmo

B xBuaax Have psepkano Boan —
Tpurnmn nocoaoako myxummn
'y wacma uacy e xpaan.

O6xkBimuanoch 30pammn be3 AiKy
Tpumemine Bevopa wmmmsl.
3aBmpa mu Bip HUHL i AOBIKY
Cmanewt Gepervme}o SKUIMIMAL

302}

Fogs repose on grasses freshly mown, o /o/
River blinks in moon[ight shiny thrum... ol
Do not dread to wander to unknown,
Otherwise the wisdom won't come.

Silvered ryes are wavering like rivers
Under Moon that crumbles [ight beneath,t
Stop to grieve so sweet with weird quiver,
Do not steal the time from happiness.

The dressmaker-nightfall is so clever — 2
She has made the stellar sewing thrive. "‘T '
Know, tomorrow you from now and forever

Will become a guardian of [iﬁe.

303 )



CTEXXUHA MYAPOCTI

Apms 3a Bce ipocmumb —

He modxe He mpowamu.

Y Hboro y Ayuii Uie CoHLle He 3attuino.
A cBimoBi kopmumb

3amucHymun Aewjama

1 BUMecn 3 p0pir popasamBe 3eno.

Awms 3a Bce ipocmumb —

He moxe He atobumu:

Y Hboro y ayuii uie Maimbes BecHa.
A ATOAV TIepeBUNTID,

Toxpaamu, smiHumn

I Mpit ocywmmb Baryombes A0 AHA.

Auma npocmums 3a Bce —
Henasucmi He 3Hae:

Y Hboro y Aywi roayGumbea AoGpo.
| cBimoBl Hece,

Yee, w0 B cepui mae,

A TipaBOAOMHWIL CBIM po3xKapioe maBspo.

THE PATH OF WISDOM

Kid will forgive for all —
For it can not keep dander.
The sun in child soul has not set down in haze.
But world is used to maul,
To vice right from the sander, 3
To broom soft greeny grass from our life-ways. '

Kid will forgive for all —

For love is in its essence:

The spring in child soul is still in flowering.
But people want to thrall

Reshaping heart and presence,

To drain infant dreams right to the bed of spring... { ‘
N

=N
Kid will forg[ve for all — / ’-I:\a’l .‘4‘
For hatred is unknown: o
The good in child’s heart is so ﬁ'esh and grand. 1\
Kid brings into the world &
All what inside is grown, —
But universe for child is incandescing brand.

AT,
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“Koan > Hacmare mumb,

B :Eﬁ(}/ L A0 Anmunn

TIOXMAEHUM UHOAOM AOPOCAMT TlipiTiAe,

3MO>Ke 3PO3YMIMD,

[0 Myapocmi cmexuHa

pi3b BueHocmi TMbMY B AUMAUMI cBim Bepe?

When will we see moment
When, hid'mg no cunning, )
The adult with head bent can come to little
For he will understand 4
That wisdom path is running |
Into the child world through gloom of s




oMjT_nBo'[ OUMLL B My3i,
Aoneuxo mana?
=5 Bipbyaaa ipa B Apysis?
—_“Ha ayuii imna?

- eimykaﬁ y TROMY 3pasy

) ) Le epait dywil

}P// “")A &ﬁOKB fm{aHoTo cany
"%//“2" Tlipemo mepuyiit!

| = N

eAeTTUATILh A0 Hebokpato
TR n&ﬁiﬁuaﬁmpy.
mBinﬁ_G iAl 3apaio,
Ai30HbKY ompy.

ﬁime MBOE NMUMAHHS
an/fmakmﬁ OmBi:

ny Apy>|<6 L L KoXaHHL
‘ ff%‘a'emo CBIIT.

DAYS-WIZARDS
He cymyit, ujo apysHi wamm

Why are you in sadness, dear, Bxpana gnis nimbma:

Tell me ﬁom the start? OanH opHOTO HaBUATIN
Maybe, faded trust to peers? B>ke uoro Hema.
Is the mist in heart?

Kpymumbea skummese kono,
There’s no betraya[ there, Aino monope.
Do not tease your soul! Tlpocmo He Bmpauait HikoAn
Let’s go out to fresh air Bipn y nopeit.
For a garden stroll!

TloBCsaKUACHO BUMCH ArOOUIMI
M nonpu cymy xminv!

AHL X, 9K AaBHI Bopo>K6vmm,
3autenouyms Binb...

Leaves are singing to sky[ine
With a windy sough.
1will ease your troubled mind

Wiping tears oﬁr.

Listen, child, even though
Question is untold:

“Love and friendsh'qo hdp to know
Perishable world.”

s
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Friend[y garments in the smothes
Vanished as in theft: =
And for teaching one another |
There’s nothing left. ‘
Streams of youth don't stop to
Twrning wheel of being. T -
Never lose belief in peop[e-—', 3
That's a main thing.
Learn to love all people’s V'Lzakdis :
Love despite regret! o
And the days, like old wizard.s",f ]
Will enchant your fret... .\ | |
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(AOMY- BUXOPL MAPATL ABOPU

[IAYHKAX BECHN.

S.3opsie NAemnBO Mipa 3ropn
Lil.:_[jepeMxOB'L CHI.

e/ MEABAHO-COAOAKILX aAeit

CAUSLTOBHA TleUaTTIb.

0 {1 KOXaHHSL — MaAWI 10BiA€il —

< “Bpopameoa - maita. He Buna,
*Ilﬁt oMy 6 3a Kpait.

{e nocniwait e Aop0My ogHa,
/“Hautenomimues paii.

epui LIAYHOK Ha T0HMX Bycmax
OM €BOIM OCTHMITL.

0 0
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BIRD CHERRY TREE DREAMS

Yards dream in whirlwind of white-feathered love,
Kissing with peta[s skyrim.

Weaving of stars measures ﬁ'om the above
Bird cherry trees’ whitish dream.

Nightingales sing in the al[eys with g[ee
Under the full seal of moon.
Week of her Love — small and ﬁrst jubi[ee —

Sister will meet very soon.

Beauty’s enigma. And it is all right
That fee[ings gush over brim.
Don’t hurry home alone that night,
Take time to whispev with him.

Let evening stocks in the gardens in gloom
Bless you in passionate grips,

Hallow with fragrant and colouvfud bloom
First kiss on your youthful lips.

{‘.". A\
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Aait posmpnBoXEHOMY COAOB'HO
Cepue nouymm msoe, —

1 3HoBy, HeHave y ToHicTb MOTO,
Tvoxnit capox oxxne!

Mipsit, cecmpuue, cBol Bewopn
Y nouiayrrax pscHux,

Tloxn koAnuLymb Ham 30pi 3ropu
biai uepemxoBi cHu.

Let night'mga[e, that feels SO Muse
Hear your heart when you shrive,
And once again, as ’Lfin my youﬂ?t;-\
Garden will come back to lifel

W

L
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Measure, my sister, your mindful nigh
n plenty kissing in dim, :
While stars are lulling from their heig
Bird cherry trees' whitish dream..
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A\ " o0x L‘ Vle éepGM HUSbKO,
.- A" epen e6a micaib bancka,
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G ‘-m KH M cmapa Gepizka

Ky ClTle/U/lTl'lb T10 BOAL
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@” OambK \J\\/lOB 3HOBY MOAOAL.
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,a AW B CepLi MK,
" ach mmyra vepes Kpait,
‘ ammb 3MOpXAL pyKkn

KO wkam OHyKVL,

' cma enoqymb «Baro-6ait...»
J ll 1[,. =

YOUNG AGAIN

Willow trees have bent down low,

Skies are ﬁ“ed with moonﬁght g[ow,

Spreading path on waters amid cane.

By the window in the bow
Old birch tree begs to show

Cradle at my parents’, young again.

Now it seems, there’s no meaning
For the partings ‘cause of leaving;
Seems, no yearn was walking closeby,
For the wrinkled hands are swinging
Two grandchildren — bloom of living,
And the lips are singing lullaby..

f3123
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Ax maneui He paaimm,

Bo 'y Hiit Biamoaopimu

3HOB 3MoTAA OmMLLeHa Aywa?!

Xait cnounHymb BAOMA Aimu;

M — Gesconnsa X Hipe Almu:
«Baro-6ait... Xait perb He Tocmiuia...»

4'a- T
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As if under temple’s dome, >= "
Souls turn young on the léam

Of the toddles dreams undekth starl<~ *
Let the kids have rest at ho J"%""

J

Parents are so used to roa 2

In the vigil: “Sleep... The da n.



HEXYPUCb

YHom,.cecmpnuie, ogHa?
Hom TiocynaeHa HHi?
Hom He wymum meni
Teoro ronocy A3BiH,
Hibn rope po ara
Haanuaa B camommHHi?
T >xummsa He ToHU

Ao Badxkkux Tiepemin!

Tu cobi He XKYypUCh,
Lo pokis Hebaramo

T ugo marHymbes AHi,

1 noBuatomsb Bei 3HOB.
Toxn yac e, ropHuch
Tam, Ae mama L mamo,
Ae mypGomi oaHi
Avute Bpopa it A1060B.

Y
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DON'T BE SAD

Why are you, sis, alone?

Why are you downcast?

Why can't your ringing voice
Be heard now any more,

As if heavy headstone

Has pressed your known past?
Do not rush time of choice

To your half open door!

Do not worry, my sis,

That you are just young lady,
That the days are long—drawn,
Everyone ediﬁes.

Till you have time for this,
Snugg[e to Mom and Daddy,
Where only concern

Is you love and bright eyes.

APIMAUBI BEHOPU

Anckomumb B cepriaHKy Houi
3onomuit Borocoxap

1 naaxi Bycma aisoui
TloBHumb BipAnckamm vap.

Marmmb cepaeHbKo Tyasmmn
Y apimansi Bevopn.

Ta un Bumycmams i3 xamn
Tlomemninoi mopn?

Bke pywia, ax mmax y xaimi,
Be xpuaamu, rorocums,
Tlpave cabozu Herpoanmi,
Xou i papa ix TpoAnmb.

Tlipiviay i opyu capy:

MHom enamut cymma it 6aiga?
Bauns 4, obiag capy

Tebe xaomelb BUTASAA...

DREAMY EVENINGS

Golden Pleiades are b[azing

In the haze of velvet dark

Filling girl’s lips with amazing
Ardent gleam of charming mark.

Young heat tempts to saunter slow
In the dreamy eventides:

But will you be now let go

In the darkness for a stride?

Like in Ioirdcage, tender soul
Beats its wings, cries fee[ing sad,
Hiding unshed tears though

It is so glad to shed.

V'l sit by you in awaiting:
“Why are you in woeful fit?

1 have seen that lad fov daﬁng
Has been waiting you a bit...



He mapmiit y mysi, poe,
1 e kamu A0 cebe MU,
Koan cepue oxonoHe

1 3a 1M nepeboAmTb.

3a 10608 He BUHyBAMIID,
A A1006WTiV Matomb Bei.
Wam BECHY TIPOBIKyBaMMN
B monopiit cBoiit kpaci.

Tt uinyHxis Haconopy,

Tloxu y Ayuii posmait.
Tiavxmvecme i ceamicmb Poay
Mapysamb He nocniuiait...»

Do not fade in anguish, daughter,
Do not call to you the time

When your torrid heart turns colder
Outgrowing lov'mg crime.

You are not to blame for passion —
You are to be loved for that.
Meet you spring anticipation

In young glory — nice and glad.

Drink the pleasure of the kisses
Till there’s b[ooming time inside.
But remember, dear, this is

Good till chasti’cy you pride...”

A3EPKAAA COBICTI

Yucemiwe 3a kpruimaai,
Ceamiute 3a ckprxaai,

Ans papowyis i kasmms
Havtkpaue pzepkano sxnmms —
Hezampotopxkere guma.

Yoro 6pa1<ye y Ayui,

Lo cepue kpae, MOB HOXi,
O6pasm AMXOCAIBHL,

3 unm cosicmb Oembes HIH,
Tociembes B AUMUHIL

He maitme Ha aimeit 06pas,

A an srapaitme KoXeH pas,

X kpoB cxunmammume, s PImymb,
LLlo max Born cebe Beaymb,

Bo mu Bkazaam im 1o Tymp.
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MIRRORS OF CONSCIENCE

What's purer than diamond,
All holies ever found,

Reveaﬁng joy mid sorrow’s grit,
As glass to show what's unfit? —
That’s kid being so immaculate.

What's missing now in your life,
What hurts your heart as if the knife,
Insults that made us riled,

What we ﬁgh’c being reviled,

Allwill be sown in child.

Don't keep offense for child “crime” —
And Jjust remember every time

When blood, as mercury, is hot, —
They act the way which we have taught
With every action, word and thought..
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DON'T KEEP THE GRIEF

Nigh’c shawl is growing black...

And sister’s eyes, prqfound
As wells in native ground,
Are hiding sorrow’s wreck.

The stars wove in the knots...
Her guilty eyebrow strings,
As swallow’s slender wings,
Came close in the thoughts.

The sky is dreaming sweet...
Her thin and tender ﬁps —
Once loud as March drips —
Keep one untold secret.

Like in the warm shawl, 1
Will tuck my sis in cuddle,

And sipping her grief s fuddle,

Tl wipe her tears dry:

«Posksiman aixmapi —
Tlimbma (x He Bkpase.
TTpo rope monope

He 6itics, TOBOPN...

He Beuopyit Ges cHy,
A mBiit pospasxy cym,
bo B cepui cam Hecy

1 3umn, i BecHy...»

“The lanterns bloom wii%h?
They can’t be rapt ’ay ni
And you have no ﬁtght"}— "

Don't have the sleep[essrﬁléa
V'l take ou grief in who[é” |
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YOUTH OF KIN

Fate hasn’t roved about

Your sma“ palm, my dear,

Sky is Yeach'mg down

To your bluet eyes.

April sun through cloud
Pets with no fear

Curls, as go[d as crown,

Under w'mdy sighs

Feet are mincing swiftly
On the narrow trail,
Finely adoming
Sewing of you life.

Let your angel sweet[y
Sing you in the ga[e,
Over you pouring

Kindness and love.

Ak mBot poAOHL

Ta 11 noope poas,

1 rAnboxi oui
HeGeca B6epymb,
Toai cvry 1 pomi
Aait a10608i BBOATO
1 MmoAmch woHoul
3a ix AOBTY TIymb.

AT
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When your [i fetlme ol /

And your palms, ﬁ‘&é ( .

When your-eyes m l "'.

Heavens May by N @y, "N@

n paternal hovus_e @ I’ >

Having sunset near JI

But still fee[mg ha

Pray for kids’ long W 5 %
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BAATOBICT Y XUTTA

3aKOoMMAOCH COHEUKO,
BxxeAopocaa poHevKa.

3aBIMpa BiATYYCKATM Y XU
Pywrrmkmn nosywummi

Cmaan ayuty miwmmm.

3anAemy 7 MOAWIBY Y WNITMA:

Xail POKM, HEMOB HAMMUCTIIOM,

3ykpauiatombes,

Xadtaliasxu nig Hebom uncmmm

He ckirvarombes.

Xait koxarHs besaitt Aim

Tlopy4 mirmmibes,

HemoBagam cim’a, ax B kBim,
F3A0AIHETbCL.

Xaji- papyromsb Hebeca

MouiayHox cBiit,

Tanw papocmi cabosa

Banckomums 3-nig Bint.
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CHURCH-GOING BELL
INTO THE LIFE

Tired sun has set at last,

Daughtev’s grown up so fast.

Right tomorrow she’ll become a wife.
And embroidered towels

Soothe my soul so well.

Twill p[ait my prayer for her [ife:

Let [ong years, as a necklace,
Bloom in native land,

Let your ways — discreet and reckless —
Never meet the end.

Let your love fov many days
Glow in your street,

Let your kin, as bloom in vase,
Cherish restless kid.

Let these deep and endless skies
Give you ’olessing kiss,

And let tear shine at eyes

On[y in bliss.

30PAHA KOAUCAHKA

bBaimb 3eaeH-rait:
«Cnamonbkn aarait...»
3asmpa Gyse peHb
AN HOBUX TLiCeHD.

3HOBY 3aTyAslembCa,
Tiabkn poscsimaembces,
Hy a 3apas — crn.

Hy a 3apas — cnu.

Uenuymb cnopuiwi:
«Oui 3anaroum...»
Xait y cHax MuHa
Hiuenbka acHa.

I micaup Hampiembes,
CoHuje poaxespiembes,
Hy a 3apas — cnu.

Hy a 3apas — crn.
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STELLAR LULLABY

Green holt’s singing light:
“Sleep, my child, tight...”
Morrow will be day

For new songs and play.

You will p[ay at-once,
When the sunrise comes,
But for now — s[eep.
But for now — s[eep.

Knotweed’s whispering:
“Sleep, my little thing...”
For the night time seems
Short in placid dreams.

Moon will wither slow,
And the Sun will glow,
But for now — s[eep.
But for now — sleep.




Piaeuka aeanmo:
«Xall AWITISUTIKO CTIATTD...

A@Hb yoxe MIHYB,

Hac imu a0 cHy».

Parkom poul 3ynuHumbes,
3HOBY POTOAUHUITILCA,
Hy a 3apas — crn.

Hy a sapas— crn.

«Oit, uakAyHKo Hiu,

T Ham cHmn npukany,
Y ocnaannt asip

3 KPULIMAACBUX 3ip...»

Txriit 6anck Jposciembces,
Panox posnmuiHiembes,
Hy a3apas — cnn.
Hy a sapas — crn.

Flow calls from the deep:
“Let the child sleep...
Sunny day has fled,

It is time to bed”.

Morrow God will stop the rain,
1t will clear up again,

But fov now — s[eep.

But for now — sleep.

“Oh, night-magus,
Call the dreams to us,
Bring the stellar part
In the s[eepy yard...”

Their shine will vanish soon,

With the morning sp lendid tune.

But for now — sleep.
But for now — sleep.

BUHO MAM’ATI

Micsume 36inine anuko
3asnpae y BikHO.

Tlpury6imo BABOX, cecmpuxo,
Tam’ami mivHe BuHo.

Tloropmaemo anbbomm:

3 HNX AyHA AUTAUMI CMIX.
Tlopyu mama, mamo Baoma,
Mu top6oto 3-ToMix HMX.

Haue maxu, msot 6aHmu,
1 6a6ycv1He TMeTAO.

| 3akoxaHi MpPosSHAN...
Sk HepaBHO Ue 6y/\o...

Tlpurapaitmo Bei obpasn,
3a yce pocmmimo 3HoB,

Sk pobuan ye wopasy,
Koan 6iab mpotoAns kpos.

Aait po mebe TIPUITLYAMTTIBCA,
O6iitHamM 71 wenomim:
« aro6ato mebe, cecmpue,

WINE OF MEMORY

Ml[ky face of Moon is peeping
Thvough the g[eaming window glass.
Sister, sit by me for sipping

Of the heady wine of past.

Let’s ook through the albums, dear:
Child [aughtev chimes so brigh’c.
Dad’s at home, Mom is near,

And we are by parents’ side.

And your bows are like poppies,
Granny’s warmth we used to know.
And pvesented [oving roses...

That all was not [ong ago...

Let’s vecall now each resentment,
Let’s forgive them once again,
Aswe a wags did each moment

When the blood was banned by pain.

Let me snuggle to you [ongev,
Let me hug you, whispering:
“Sis, my love is getting stronger

Ule cnuabHiw B NoaiGHY MUMb...» Every time from such a thing...”

A
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EATKCUP XKUTTA

He raiime uac Ha B'ipansi o6pasn,

He nomivantme samnycmi crosa,
MKumma ogre, w06 naakamm wopasy,
Koan xmocb pyury 6pysom noansa.

He rartme uac Ha mux, xmo He uiHye
Baut yenix, Bauty aacky i menao.
laimb Big TMX, XMO HIXKHO He Uinye
3a e, 1,0 3 BAMM 3aTMULIHO 6on.

He raitme uac Ha cyM mocepep aima,
AKumma iae — { wacms miabku B HIM.
laimb Ao mux, xmo 3moxe Bac AloOUmMMn
Y conue it poul, y creky iy Tpim.

3a Heobaymare Atogelt Tipouwsaitme,
Bo ixHe caoBo ix po AHA Tieve.
06pa3m TI0 XKUITIITIHO He TloMivaiime,
bBo e 3aBxam pec BipHe Bam naeue.

LTI
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ELIXIR OF LIFE

Don’t waste your time on poignant offences,
Don't notice all words without sense, N
L'Lfe’s one to cry each time when someone prances -
By you and muds your heart not just by chance.

Don't waste your time on those who don’t value
Your kindness, your warmth and YOUr success.
Forsake all those ones who never tell you
With kisses that you've silenced their stress.

Don’t waste your time on sorrow dur'mg summer, | M :
L'Lfe’s going on — and that’s your happiness. ™
And go to those who can fill you rummer

With love in heat and under blizzard’s hiss.

Forgive menfolk for thoughtless deeds and saying,

For they will feel how their word can ﬁ'y. ? “
Don’t notice oﬁénces and betraying -/
For trusty shoulder is always near’oy.

LT



AOBOB

LOVE



oI, € y CBIML cuAa, sika 3eAHye Pia Ha oMy piBHI, Ha sKomy He

LMOPKeE 3MILHUITI TA0TO HABITMb KPOB. | 3LieMeHMOoBYe BOHA 100 TMak
W{ABHO, W0 HACOM i He 36arHeuy, 1o 3a o BiH Mpumaembes. Mosa ise ripo Ato-
60B.

P14, — UE KOAUCKA AIOBOBI

ynpaAaBHi Hacu He TPUCTPACTIb, TlaAloua | HempuBka, AK BO-
TOHb GAMCKABULL, 3MyCUAR ABOX ATOAEI TOAMWIMMIA MAHAPH
cBiMoM 3apaan moro, abn 3aBxan bymu opHmm yiamm. Hexait y mosemmx
KHVKKAX MACTIATIL HAYKOBUL LYKATMUMYMb BUTMOKIB POAVUHI y eKOHOMILL 1
mamepiaabHoMmy cBimi. [Tporme, >kummesa mpakmuka BKOTpe AOBOAUITLD, 140
TPOLLL He B CUAAX YMPUMATIN ABA CepLs Pa3oM, IKMMM 6 BEAUKUMI BOHN He
6y/m. Ba 6iabuie, came «ekoHOMiKa PoAMHI» BUIAGE U 3cepeAMHI Hacile,
aHDK Bmpama KoxaHHs. He papemHo X y Hapoal kaxkymb: «Xou «0x», a
BABOX>.

iitwosumn Ao aropmHm, Ao6oB cmasa mpopocmammn y cBimi y
AOTNOPKOBI AOAOHBL 3akoxaHux. BoHa samaimasach y >xummsa aropent y
MEpPEeXUBL TIPOXUITINX TIOPYU POKIB i CKA3AHUX OAMH OAHOMY CAiB. KoxaH-
HSL 3aUBIA0 Y ATOACBKOMY POAL Aimbmit. Pig cmas mum micuem, pe Ao6os,
KA 3IMLAR Y CBIT y IPAAABHL 4aCK, HAPOAXKYBAAACA 3HOBY | 3HOBY. Tt nepe-
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But there is a force in the world that binds Kin at the level on which
even blood can’t strengthen it. And it cements Kin so ﬁghﬂy that
sometimes you do not know what it holds onto. The question is about Love.

FAMILY 1S THE CRADLE OF LOVE

nancient times, it was not passion, ﬂam'mg and ﬁ'agi[e as ﬁVC of the

lightning, that forced the two to leave off travels round the world in
order a[ways to be a sing[e whole. Let venerable scholars seek the origins of
the fami[y in the economy and the material world writing their thick books.
However, life practice once again proves that money can not keep two hearts
together, no matter how big the sum is. Moreover, it is “hosehold economy”
that eats the inside of the fami[y more oﬁen than the loss of love. No wonder
that the people said, “Even if “oh” but the two together”.

Having descended to a man, Love started shoot'mg in the world in
the touch of hands of peop[e in love. 1t has been plaiﬁng in lives of peop(e
in laces of years lived next to each other and words spoken to each other.
Love has bloomed in the human race with children. Kin became the p[ace

where Love was born again and again, hav'mg alit into the world in ancient
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POAKEHHA 3HAMeHyBaA Tlouamok HoBol ciM’i. Ti cnanaxn sigbusaanca Ha
BeciabHMX pywHnkax. Ao6oB pyxara mamip’to, Koan ma cigana Ao ranmy-
BaHHs obepexxHol Buwmmoi copoukn aimam. Came Awobos Bucisanacs y
TPOCTILp Kpi3b CBIMAO y MAIMOBUX 04aX, KOAMU TOW MANCTPYBaB AOAAAHY
TOTMAQAKY Y POAIOUOMY Capy. A\10608B cxopmaa pas3om i3 yxknum XAiBOM, KMt
(3 AABHIMI MoAMMBaMM cuBa 6abycs, sk CBAMUHIO, CMABUAA AO Tieui. Bona
X 3AAMAAACA MM KPUAAMU 32 TIACUMMA, KOAM AIAYCh TLAXOTIAIOBAB mebe
Ha PyKu, HibW NigHOCUB A0 Hebec, Hekatoun Kpart AOporu TMBOTO TPU3AY, Ak
TLOSBU CBSITLOTO...

A1060B wopasy HapopkyBaaaca y poi. | He Bumpana. Bona saanwa-
AACA HABIMb MOAL KOAM OCTILAHHIIL TLOAVX 3AIMAB 3 ByCIM HAWMX GANSBKILX.
A1060B cmasana iHwor. Came Y Maki XBUAVHN 1 YCBIAOMAIOBAAN UL BIMHICTTID,

aKy He nomivaan oapasy. Pia koancas At060B i3 TIOKOAIHHA A0 TIOKOAIHHA.

KOXAHHA K KOAUCKA POAY

f l a 11 KoxaHHsl, Bunaexane Pojom, HacripaBai came 6on 70T KO-
anckoto. TOpKHYBUIMCH Y He3amamamHi Hacn ABOX AOAb, BOHO

00eAHAND X TliA 0AHMM paxom. A Tiomim MPUMAA0 TIOPYH, AKIIO AWlie

times. Its rebirths marked the beginning of a new family. 1t flashes reflected
on wedding embroidered towels. Love moved mother when she sat down
to embroider the guarding shirts for children. 1t was Love that self-sowed
in space through light in the eyes of the farther, when he was making fine
swing in the fertile garden. Love brairded with puffy bread that was put into
the oven as a sanctuary with the ancient prayers by gray grandmother. And
it was it too that rose up with the wings behind when you were taken up by
grandpa, as 90 he ﬁfted you to the sky, waiting for your arrival at the wayside
as the appearance of the saint...

Love was born in family each time. And it was not dying. It remained
even when the last breath flew from the lips of our loved ones. Love became
different. 1t was at such moments that we understood its eternity which we
did not notice right away. Kin lulled the Love from generation to generation.

LOVE AS THE CRADLE OF KIN
A::d Love itself, fostered by Kin, actually was its cradle. Having

ouched two fa’ces in ancient times, it united them under one

Voof. And then was keep'mg near, gC on[y they agreed to stick together. For



aroppkyBaAncs mpumamucs pazom. Bo Ges atoacbkoi Boai Ato6oB Gescnaa
KBUMHYMU B cepusx ABox. A1060B He Tiae 3 HAWLOTO XUIMUMA, He ToArLIAE
poanHm. A\ropgnHa Bupiutye Biamycmumm ii, sk maxa, y cBimu.

CaoBa «£l Giabluie He koxato..», ki Hacmo pyitHytomb ciM’i, pasue e
NpUHIHOT0, aHiK Hacaigkom Bmpamu A1o6oBi y poanni. Pisnka Harapye po
Ue: HULLO HI3BIAKI He 6epembc51, Hilo HiKyAn He aiBaembea. Hauw Bm6ip AaB
HaM Wwacmsa npuitHamu exeprito Ao6oBi y cepue, abu BoHa cmana Koamca-
mu Haw pia. Haw e Bubip i Bigrarsae il Big uiel koanckn. Tlpome, BoHa He
A€, a ueKae, KoAU HAPELLT XMoch (HWNIA 3TOANTILCA AO3BOAUITIN A1060oBi
norovipamu Pia. Tomy max HeobXxiAHO He XoBAmI CBOE cepye MicAs Moro,
ax Bor a6o wmnpoxwit cim mpukankas Ao cebe Bauty apyry noaosuty. Avo-
60B A0 HMX OmpUMAE Y Bawomy cepyi HoBy Toaoby. KoxarHs x saamwm-
Aocst Tlopyd i3 Bamnt i uekae, sk 3rorocuimech 3HOBY CAYXammu 10TO TLCeHD.
Bigxpusarime itomy cepue 3HOBY il 3HOBY, 60 He AOCAYXAIMNCS A0 ABPYKAHHS
M1060Bi — icmuHHit Tpix. Bo Giabwmit Tpix Mol koA AMMSL He AOSBOASE
Mamepi oricas cMepTi 6ambKa MoKOXamu 3 HOBOK CUAOT0, HiK «OCKBEpHIL-
MW» AMSATTb KOXaHOTO.

1 Mamu uacmo cmae A0 uboro rpixa: «Sl Gyay Kumu sapagu Aumn-
Hi...». Ta Ato60B He BuMarae noxepms. BoHa e kpuaamu, sxi sHocamb Hag
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Love is powerless to blossom in the hearts of the two without human will.
Love does not go out of our lives, it doesn’t leave the fami[y. A man decides to
release it as a bird into the world.

The words “1 do not love you any more..”, that often destroy the
famiﬁes, are the cause rather than a consequence of the loss of love in the
fami[y. Physics recalls about it: noth'mg comes ﬁ'om nowhere, noth'mg
disappears into nowhere. Our choice gave us energy to accepted happiness
of Love in our heart for it start [uuing our Kin. And it is our choice that drives
it away ﬁom this cradle. However, it does not leave but waits when someone
else finally assents to let Love lull the Kin. Therefore, it is so necessary not to
hide your heart aﬁer God or the wide world had called to them your other
half. Affection to them will gain a new image in your heart. As to Love is left
around you and waiting your agreement to listen to its songs once more.
Openyour heart to it again and again, because not ['Lstening to cooing of Love
is a true sin. For it is greater sin 90 a child does not allow the mother to fa” in
love with a new force after the death of its father rather than “desecrate” the
memory of the bellowed one.

And mother oﬁen agrees to this sin: “1 will live for the sake of the

G n A child...”. But Love does not require sacrifices. It is the wings that lift up over
AN .
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xepmoBHukom. Tlokoxaitme 3HOBY, i BoHa TigHece Hap Tipobaemamm. «S1
6yAy pauoBamm Ha ABox pobomax, abu ympumamu aums... Hemae uacy
Ha KoXaHHs»... \1060B He BUMarae muaocmuHi. Bona x 6o e pykoto, o pae.
Bigkpuitme cepue pnq koxaHHA. 1 y XWmmi 3HOBY, OkpimM Tpouient, 3aa3Be-
Humb Baw emix. Avwe 6 Bu nopyx kpua roay6a Koxarmsa He cnaymaan 3
MEPEXIMIHHAM KpUAELDb METMEANKA TIPUCTIPACTILL.

A1060B mpumae pip. AtoboB mpumaembes y poai... Tomy mpumaitmecs

i, abu Ato6oB ympumysana Bac y upomy csimi.

(%)

L

e

the altar. Fall in love once again, and it can raise you over the problems. “Tll
work on twojobs to keep the baloy...There is no time fov love...” Love does
not need alms. 1t is the same hand that gives. Open the heart to love. And,
again in your life, your laughter will tingle excepting money. If only you not
confuse the wings’ stroke of a dove of Love with wings’ shimmer of buﬂzelﬂy
of passion.

Love keeps the family. Love is kept in the Kin... So hold to it for Love
to kep’c you in this world.
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PILGRIMAGE

You
Captivated soul,
Dragging to the soil

My free wings from reachless skyey blue.

Thus,
During nights and days, 1,
As Lf charmed by bed eye,

Fantasize couage about us.

Lone,

I am meeting mornings
Hiding souls’ mournings

In a prayer — quiet in the tone.

But,

Harking as y‘"last time

Story of my [ove—prime,

Sky is looking down mouth shut...

‘fl’ -,

e

Aow

Ymusae kimu:

Lo > meHi pobumm?

Age urykamu cnoxoio mix mpou?..»

<<Vlmvt,

Ae vexae muaa,

Tloku bype cnaa,

Kpisb yci kaanHoBi Mocmm...»

{10}
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Rain
Is washing vivid b[ow

“Where should 1 go?
Into pllgnmage to soothe ('-

“Rove i i
Where sweetheart’s wai 3:’ Fﬂ
Knowing no baiting, A ‘

Cross all ’ondges over li _Jf ﬁ @“ @\

"\\\"
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AG 1 Mobi Ges ocmpaxy Biakpummn
3

i myri AMBHY maiHy.

BéAb MeHi Ao mebe enomimu,

oY ﬁinxomﬂpvmm posbypxani rpomu,
Ak M*'eHL i3 ceplisl Hipe Aimu,
Bianown ey cimi nawe M|

s
0/ MeHE MOBUATTM TLOpYH Tebe,

LET ME...

Oh, let me have a talk with you, my dear,
And let me celebrate some time by you,
For 1 want to reveal you with no fear

Odd secret of my grief of vivid hue.

Oh, let me whisper fond[y in you eat,

And let me calm the raging thunderstorm
In vestless heart that has been roaring near
Since our “WE” is keeping souls warm!

Oh, let me be so silent when you’ve close,
And let me kiss reposing dome of skies
That have come down despite all vital prose
For resting in your deep blue-bonnet eyes.

XAMBOPOHKMU

3azupaey pikn
HebecHa baakumb.

Ae 3Hatmu MeHi Aikn,
Abn p03/uo6mmb?

Cepep uncmoro moas
Crnumato omas,

Sk nosbymuca Goato
TpvBoxHMX oxmas?

«Bignyemumun i xumn...»
Aoanym caosa.
Hasxpyru x miabku >umo
1 xaitsip cnisa.

Yepes AHI WBUAKOTIAUHHI
Ao moas puitay,
V itoro bearomiti

ULykamu aapy.

LARKS

Sky is searching for pure
Inawroral dew. /" |
Where is secret cure, \
To cease love to you? i ,

Mid the boundless p['aﬁn'e ( =
Tll ask after-grass’, |~ \ Lo A
How to get rid Qf pain ,‘:’1133 G

That hardly can pass?' 7
“Leave it and live on aﬁer v
T'll hear the sigh N 2T
And resounding laughter

Of lark in the rye. il

-7

After life’s flown with fastn
T'll come to the ﬁe[d, >
Seeking in silent vastnes's/_,
Some peace to be healed:



l0BIAA10 3HOB,

AOAVHYIMDb CAOBA.
QY UL AL Bimep
1Bip criiBa.

J

Amid my expectations

1'll tell it again

How embawassing passion
Besots blood and brain.

“Learn to love for life passes...”
I'll hear the sigh

Of the wind in the grasses
And lark in the rye.
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TIPUMILAA BECHA

Tpwitwaa BecHa Ha ByAnwi ocipi,
1y Hebec 3aBuAaCh TAMOUHA.

YHomy > cranut y samicHin ksapmupi
3ampisHa, 3apyMAnBa, cymHa?

TlpomiHHs menae reH i3 AoMy kAU,
Boto 11 mBoro BikOHL He MItHe.

T 3akBimuan yomiwkoio obanuus,
Hexart i1 3a3ppumb coHlie BecHaAHe.

Tomytombea cagm 3ausimysamm,
TlpormHymbes; xait poviae miAbkn M|
T x Bimpy Aait 6es cnnry uinysammn
Teoro Boaoccs HXKHUIL OKcamnTL.

Tn — Borom nouinosana. Tn — xiHxka,
TTanka ompyma B keAnxy BUHa,

Sxy s AapeH umu Ges 3ynuHky,
Henave sauapoBanmit, A0 AHA.

I see you sit in close ﬂat and da[[y .
So drreamy, thoughtful, sorrowful in va
Warm sunshine’s caﬂmgymfowa”zaﬂeast’a whil
1t won't skirt your window from its height: (‘

Just beautify your face with merry §Yiﬁe, ( "

The yards will wear soonwhite blossom 1
They will wake up; just give some time ﬁ) r "'%
Let gentle wind blow its elusive kisses

p—

On your dark hear — mild as ve[véf,,;“i & )
You're kissed by God. You are a ]meyfé’;i:’c‘c it
As if spellbound, 1 am truly ready " | 4 4

To drink you to the bottom being all t 1ine
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TBOU AOAOHI, HiKHICTIHO Garami,
Cyneprurut ycix cBammx AecHNLb,
Baarocaoserti cepipo papysamu,

Kpim crtokoro, i ipnempacrs 6anckasuLp.

T — BivHa tym, Ae HoAOBIuA cMAQ,
Henave xBuas B ckeabHi 6epem,
Hpunante HesponaHHo, i beacnaa,
Ommnuena; asrae Ao Horu.

' — rebom mipuronybaera. T — xirxa,
Taivt cmix roviaae sopsHi cBimn,

1 HaBimb mmia ToMOH e A3BIHKO,
Koan moBumiL: nomaitHo mopy4 mu.

V 1110 BecHy HaBuMCh cebe nrobummn
FeBimoBi Hecmum cBoOto Kpacy.
Bokoan usim Bnase Ha HopHi Bimmn
Tobi B AoAOHAX ceplie TIpuHecy.

Your tender palms, being S0 scyct and kind,
Competing with the skyey saints’ swarm,

Are blessed to give my never resting mind,
Along with peace, the passion of the storm.

You are the path towhich all male’s vigour,
As gc the wave towards the Vocky shores,
Rolls with the fury, powerful and eager,
And pacified falls to the feet of yours.

You're fondled by the sky. You are the lady,
Your laughter rocks the starry universe,
And even silence sounds so thready,
When you just smile saying no words.

Just learn to love youvse[fthis prime, my pretty,

And learn to bring your beauty to the world.
V'l bring my heart to you with no pity
When blossom falls on gardens after cold.

o N
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BIY-HA-BIY

TTpunapae Beuip Ha KoAiHa,
Hi6u Y MOAUTBL, AO 3eMAL.

3 HUM [ 1 BUNPOLLYIO XBUALHY,
Bo meHi it ropgnHn 3amaal,
Tloxm, Have coHUS, ABL AOAOHL
Lliavit Beecsim apamHi obirpims,
Panmom 11oro cepuie oxoaoHe,

36&17[,Ay>|<i€ Y TLOTILYXKHY MUTID.

3anaimaromb B minax 6iai cminm
CBiukm y IOAOHI yB iMAN.

Sk monroca Hebecam HeBruAHHo,
Llo6 xBnanHm BivHmmu Gyan,
Tloxm nouiayHkamm Ha cKpoHi
Moxy onapamu, Haue uBim;

He mpumamu cepuie Ha mpunoHi,
A 6rarocroBAATIA Y TLOAITL.

(345
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FACE TO FACE

Evening kneels, as praying for infinite
Mercy of my Lord, Y'Lght to the earth.
And 1 beg with it for just a minute —
And accuse the fleeting time of dearth,
As long as two pa[ms, like sun, are able
To warm whole universe above

]fits heart gets icy as in fable,

Grows indgﬁrerent to every man in love.

Candles are criss-crossing walls in darkness
With the shadows in amazing view.

1 am praying to the Skies for snugness
Of eternal minutes near you

Till 1 can faﬂ down on your temp les

With my kissing as white blow from height;
Keeping heart unleashed for there’s ample
Time and vastness for the blessing ﬂight




- Buumi ybepymbca GinoninHo

- TloHag parox kBimom y Tiaai.
@ Bipyio, 3aBtombes HEOAMIHHO
~ Toaybu Hap HaMn Ha KpUAL
My a i npuroprmes, mnaa,

Tloku 3a BIKHOM BOPOXUIL HiM.

- Tosopn 3i MHoI0, TIOKM CUAQ,

] MOBUM HAMXHEHHO Biu-HA-BIU...

Cherries under morning deep azure
Soon will dress the branches in white frothg)
1 believe, that doves will whirl for sure
On the wings in heavens aboveus.
But for now cuddle up, my precious,i # ‘
While night is conjuring in space.
Talk to me for] am too [oquac[ous, L0
Keep 'mspired silence face—to—face... :
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Tosopu 3i MHot0, TOBOPU!

Y MoiM MOBUQHHI cMITCSL ABBIHKO
Sk aumst: Ges cmpaxy, 6es 3ynuHky.
Tosopu 3i MHot0, TOBOPU!

O6irimait TMPUBOXHO, 0birimart!
Tpuropmarica HixXHO, K TMAIINHA,
Tloxn HivKka MemMHa, 9K 0KUHA,
O6irimait TMPUBOXHO, 0biriman!

Llenoun nomarixo, wenovn!
O6nikait ByCIMa Mol Tapaui,

Tloku Hac At Micaup 3 Heba baunmb,
Llenoun nomarixo, wenovn!

LLenoun, TopHncs, roBopn

Bes omarn i Gesnepecmariy,
Y obiitmax 4o camoro parky
LLenoun, TopHucs, TOBOPU...

kkk

Press to me as bird on blowing cherry, -/
While night is dark as bramble-beﬁry;: v
And embrace me anxiously, embrgéé‘} s
Whisper secretly to my disquiet heart!h—
Burn my lips with kisses — cool and bléz’ :
Till just moon from sky is curiously gazi
Whisper secretly to my disquiet heaﬂ:T <\

Whisper, nestle up tome and speake=~
With no fallacy, non stop and no sdv'rg )
In my arms until the earlymorrow 4.

Whisper, nestle up to me and speék;:.-‘}'

~—
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MY SECRET

Night's pitchy braids are entwined
With tiny stars as with pearls.

You come to mind

Each time 1 find

Green ribbon ﬁfom siUzy curls.

Spring’s casting spells near blackened
Silen’cly resting skyrim:

Temp le so ﬁagrant,

Palms soﬁ as velvet,

Have overstayed nmy dream.

Last star is slowly dying,
Memory brings back again
Dawn with the sighing,
Long time goodbying

And your sweet lips under rain.

CoHug orpiianBa cBivka
TloHap cBimun BUpnHa.
Ta HeBeanuka

3eneHa cmpiuka

Cepue crilaHmaa 4o AHa.
3eneHa cmpiuka

1 6ine ko

Huri mos maiHa.

Candle of Sun — warm :
Rises above the sky[me ‘
But green and flossy /
Small ribbon of thee 2L "A

My heart besotted as wine l"q..
Ribbon — so ﬂossy, B
White face and rosy

; ,4/
Lips are now secret ‘Zf mine



TMOBICTb CEPAELIb

Ak xynaabebki unemi pocn
Ha nomopeni noxocn

Y mepy,

Y mocoAoBiAnit Beuip
TouiayHkamm Ha naeui

Ynagy.

YMuUBaKomL 30pi AnKo,

I aBpyKka cmuxa Hivka

Bes kinug,

Tloxn y roanHy myto
TlompnsosxHo mosicytoms
B Hac cepuis.

lwacanso, it BuHyBamo

Hawmx noanxis cmakkamo
Paz-y-pas

Xait A3Bermb B 06iiiMax muii,
ok micaup kasky nuule

Ay ppseHac.
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THE NOVELETTE OF HEARTS

As midsummer dews in shadows
On the tired mowed meadows,
]fyou ask,

T'll descend with ardent kisses
On your shoulders, my missis,

In the dusk.

Stars are washing their faces,
Nigh’c is cooing in embraces

Of the dark,

As long as two hearts are telling
Secret dreams in balmy smelling

Of the park.

Let staccato of the breath'mg
In the mixture of the seething
Joy and sin

Ring in calm as nightingale
Till Just we can hear tale

Of Moon sheen.

TMEPEXPECTA

3a BikHOM Apiber pouy
O6my>KVLB,

Hi6n ums

Ha pepeBax nocymaeHi cabosn.

Cepea maiHcms i npouy
Toavums,

Tepexns

1 BecHy, i loAtomi MOpO3U.

Aymas paai imu:

B poBry mtyms

Mpit abHymp,

Heozopicrmio 6 ombes y Horu.
Ta 3aBnaaca mu:

He 3a6ymb,

He murym.

1y meme yxe ABL goporu.

{353}

CROSSROADS

Drizzﬁng rain outside

Stopped to moan,

Having sewn

Dreary tears on trees as some treasure.
In my pilgrimage ride,

All alone,

1 have gone

Through the spring blow and. frosts of the pleasurei > 11\

Though’c of going on:

Reveries

Want to whizz

In the long journey 'Lf] allow.

But you came as a dawn:

Hard to miss,

Hard to p[ease.

And 1 have two unlike ways from now:
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Drizz[ing rain outside

Stopped to moan,

Having sewn

Rainbows above all earthly traces.
End'mg pilgrimage ride,

Cut to shred

All what had,

And ’'m hunting your smile amid faces.

Fkk

Ha poaoHi cunae cHir —
Y 3UMI CbOTOAHIL CBAITLO.

Buiiam nomig cuir kpyxasamu,
Tlokn cBim Bmeue 3-Tiip HiT..

Caim 6ansbkuit A0 TipKOmMI:
Tpasu,cHirom poomomkaHi,

B mpoxonopHomy uekamHi
CHamb BecHO10, sK L MU.

TliaHebecHa TanbuHa —
3arycmiaa, bGinoniHHa, —
fx i mun, HemOB AUMUHa,
TloBHa Mpismu A0 AHA.

Ha poaoHi cunae cHir.

Y aumn it y mebe cBamo.
TlocmixHues X HUHL papo —
Bo atobwmm cBim He rpix.

kkk

Snow is fa”ing nmy haf d\— ".' ‘
Winter has a ga[a show. ( ’AA p
Go whtrlmg under snow, I' S
Till your feet can feel th Tz,’

World is close to bltteme
Grasses under snowy. p@ ting

In the static coo[mgwat ng. .t \ﬂ\“

Dream of spring as yoyl, my Q,C‘,{ = \\"

Reachless overground’ epti ’/

Creamy, foamy and mtf
As youl like/ Dile chltg[ﬂ ‘

1s full of the dreams to bas -l
i \t"“
.“
Snow is fa“mg inmy hand AR
Winter has a Jubtla’cton
Smile in the conso[atton,\?s /
Love to peop[e isn't ’oanmg .
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€ 3aCHYMMU MeHi cepea HoMi:

YCTIUAN MEPEXNBO CHY.

Tuxuii roaoc i 30paHi oui

N A P ’
[loBepHysium y Aty BecHy.

MPUBO3I OUiKyto Beuip,

WY M dAmmBax BUTPOLLYIO MUTTLb,

OV 3MOXKY Y CYMIHKaX TiAeqi

“Y-0biitmax cBOIX TIOAOHWb,

SN

»,0 HeBecrHsio menaom ax y Kpait...
n“_ N\

: !’ l{{(ﬂ cepue He Buimpmuma nyma —

AU 3MOXKY HATIOBHUIIU TPYAN

ouAAR {10 TIOMATIHYI0 TPy MM —

V. HeBoai 11oro He TIOKpait.

THE GAME

1 am sleepless at night: quiet sound

Of your voice and your eyes full of gleam,
Turning spring back to my timid mind,
Have undone magic knitting of dream.

Worrying, | am awaiting the nighgcaﬂ,
Praying, | beg the Skies for the time
When your e[egant shoulders can faﬂ
Inmy arms in the Jpassionate crime;
When 1 can fill the smallest corpuscle

With the warmth that can’t give even spring...
..You have started this gameas a puzz[e -

1 allow you, my dear, to win.

But my heart won't stand all that tussle —
Do not harm it in your catchy gin.

BUWIHEBUM AEHD

Bucmease cim BecHa
3eaeHo,
Monopiembes

Heba ranbuna,
TlouinyHkm pomizHa
Beaeto,

Tloxn mpiembces,
Tlumn 3 Bycm Ao AHA.

Y kBimueBy 3amemiab
Conopxo

Buurhi 6e3 a3umn
3acHibkuanca.

Y capry Ha camomi,
3oaomko,

Cam-Ha cam i Mun
3aamumanca.

THE CHERRY DAY

Spring is covering the earth
With the green, <\
Depth of heaven is

Getting young again.
Drain kisses in the mirth |
From her sheen ]
Dreaming right beneath E‘l (‘
Starry evening’s mane. ,‘_’1133 |

April cherries, smelling sweet
White as bone,
Are as aﬁer storm,

Even winter’s passed. ..
In the b[oom'mg garden; we.
Are alone, 5
Far from city swarm
And the fuss at last.



Sun is grieving: “Where are you?” ok ok
Ro“ing Yight B>xe nosHums Bimep Beuopa Bimpuaa, The wind’s mﬂa’cmg velvet evenmg
Over the world, HexBanHo micaub nanHe A0 3ipoxk, The Moon is flowing leisurely to stars
Gazing straight on us. A T MeHi Ha TtpoBecHi BigkprAa And you've revealed me, as some old tale
Cherries, bent in loving cue Ty icmuny, axy it cmapwit ipopok The truth, that old prophet ﬁom af j?’ -
From your height Y mipoBeaiHHAX CTIOMITILCA WyKamu, Will tire to look for in revelations
Hide us with your curled He sHatoun, K B cepui Bembes Kpos, Not knowmg how the heart is bumt b_y
Blossom all at once. He Bip ckop6omu, 6oato, He Bip kama, Not ‘cause of sorrow, pain of stag a i

A Bip XBUAMH, 110 Ham Aae A1060B... But ‘cause of time in Love and tmté(a
Let me taste the heady wine N
Of her kiss, Bxxe mosHumsb Bimep Beuopa simpuaa, The wind’s inﬂat'mg velvet evening sai
Let the world around Hexganto micaup ansumeea 8 Aninpo.  The Moon s looking in the Dnieper’ss
Stop its hectic run, £l AsIKyI0, 140 T MeHi BigKpMAa 1 thank for raising enigmatic veil |
Till the nighﬁngales divine Coitoro cepug aacky i AoGpo... For me to show the kindness quour soul...
Being in bliss, Y
And the yards are crowned
With the foaming crown.
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Y semHomy xummi

Tn — epuHmit mint Tpix,

LLio Aywi sarninaio HaBiki.
bo 1ioro B xaqmmi

16 3ry6mmm He 3Mir —
Birompyma mos, BiH i Aiknt...

VY Moemy xummi

T — eBammnHs oaHa,

Axiit a mompu Bei pexanoru,
Moanmsu npecssmi,

Hawe kBimmn BecHa,

Ha wiasixy poscmeasio nig Horu.

Y 6ymuna moro A
T~ npobyakeHH MU,

KummepaitHa, sk poBecH1 BOAN...

Y KoXaHHI MeHi
Aait xou TIOpaA 30pimmb,
| mBoei He pyuntmb cBOGOAMN...

*ksk

You're my on[y sin

Of these long earthly days,

That my heart will keep ever for sure.
And it won't have been

Lost with penance by death —

1t’s my poison, and it is my cure.

You're my on[y shrine

Of these [ong earth[y days,

To which 1 — despi‘te all deca[ogues -
Spread the prayers of mine

Under your fee’c on ways,

As Lf spring spveads the bloom in the fogs.

You're awakening time

In the days of my be'mg,

As life-giving as spring watercourses...
Let me shine in love prime

Near your ca[m'mg wing,

Not constricting your ﬁreedom in corsets...
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PosBeno xumims A0porn, po3seno;
Ha monbGepmi nowymmis aexarb eckiau,
A pylia, Hekaioun penpusm,

Aecb y crioragax uarmye Ha menao,
Hi6n poscmasartsa it He Gyno..

Truwii AtoAm 3 HamMM IOy 3HOBY 11 3HOB,
3a BIKHOM BilLIOTIb Pi3HY HAM TLOTOAY.
Hy a cepue, mpitoun npo kopy,
Posnikaey Hapii kpos,

106 y Hvomy xepina A1060oB.

B paanni npoxopamb Hai AHi,

B By max sanaeancs, Mabyms, 3opi.
Moxke, Aecb B UiM 30paHiM y30pi,
3HOB 3arpa KOXaHHS HA CTPYHL...

Ta 3ipxn moBuamb y maiHi.
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Complicated life has pulled apart all ways;»
Sketches of the feelings lie on dusted easel;

But the soul’s waiting your epistle,

As reprise, ab iding back all warming rays,

As if no separation was these days...

Other people are by us for once again,

And forecasts predict us so matchless weather:
Wiaiting coda, heart, being [ight as feather,
Makes my blood red=hot as 'Lf'msane,
Warming bygone love as tiny grain.

Days and nights are spent in fav away,
Maybe, stars have plaited thatway in the heaven:
Maybe somewhere in stellar pattern,

String of Love is going to p[ay...

But the stars are silent in dismay.
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TEH YKPATHCTBA

PvoueHmpwmmZ CBIMOTASlA YKpaiHU{B (POpMyBaBCs He AeHb
i He gBa. Bin ob6pamaioBaBca 4acom, AWACKKMMM Alamu ma
HaBKOAUILUHIMU TIOAISIMM.

3pewrmoto, PoAOLLEHMPU3M HAILOL AYLLL TIOASTAE He ANlLLe Y WaHyBAHHL
Popy, siBAeHOTO Y Hawmx Tipauypax i imax. Haw popouenmpuam B ocoban-
BOMy cmaBAeHHi 40 npupoan. Bin y dinocodii cepus. Bin y cneundiyi Ha-
woTo BYAEHHOTO XUIMMS, Y HAWOMY MAyMaueHHi Boai. PopoueHmpuam — y
HalLi TPUBA3AHOCTILE A0 3eMAL T AYXOBHOTO 3BA3KY i3 PIAHMM Kpaem Mixk
Carom i AoHom. Lle — popsurka ykpaiHcbkoro MeHmaAimenty.

Y mawiit KpoBi UyMye AaBHICMb HapoAy, AKOMY MU AaAM M
MPUTLABUIB. | BXe HIXTO He 3MOXKe BUCMIATIM Halll He AWlle AYXOBHWIA, ae
11 KPOBHIIL 3B30K i3 nepummu semaepobamn €sporut. Hawi cepug rorsms
TMIAOM KOB apiiB, AKi 3MIHIOBAAN Lel CBIMM 4,5 MNUCAUL POKIB TNOMY, | Halle
apiitcmBo He Gyae CAloHApoBaHe iaeonoTiel0 3BepXHOCTILL. Y HAC AOAOTMITLD
TOAOC HAUIMX GATBKIB-BIKiHTIB Ta TPEAKIB-KEABTTLB, AKi TPUXOANAL CIOAN Y
Pi3Hi uacu i OAMILIAAN CBOE €CTIBO Y HAUIMX PpoAnHAX. Mu Maemo crinbHmMx
GambkiB 3 apabamu, Aki OpyAyBAAM HA 3eMAAX CydacHol Ykpaiu y uacu
pruxasy pomu Xozapebkoro karanamy. Hawi 6ambku pigHamb Hac 3 6a-
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THE GENE OF THE UKRAINIANISM

e Kin-centered worldview of the Ukrainians has fowned for nota
day or two. It was put in a frame by the time, by human activities
and the swrounding events.

FinaUy, Kin-centrism of our soul is not on[y in reverence of Kin,
revealed in our ancestors and children. Our Kin-centrism is in a specia[
attitude to nature. 1t is the philosophy of the heart. It is in the specifics
of our everyday lives, in our interpretation of the will and ﬁ'eedom. Kin-
centrism is in our attachment to the land and to spiritua[ connection with
the homeland between the San and the Don. This is the peculiarity of the
Ukrainian mentaﬁty.

The remoteness of folk we named Tryp'tﬂians spumes in our blood.
And no-one can make fun of our not only spiritual, but also blood ties with
the ﬁrs’c farmers in Europe. Our hearts pumps the blood of Aryans who
changed the world 4.5 thousand years ago, and our Aryanism won't be
devastated by the ideology of superiority. The voice of our parents-Vikings
and ancestors-Celts, who came here in d@ﬁrevent times and left their nature
in our families, whispers in us. We have a common parent with the Arabs,
who wielded in the lands of modern Ukraine at the time of J thad against
the Khazar Khanate. Our parents bving us close with many nations of the
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rambma Hapopamu csimy. OgHak, Halli Mamepi mpuMaromb Hac Uiel 3emai
0Cb YK€ 40 TUCAH POKIB, PO ULO TOBOPAMD IXHL TEHMN.

Tlpome, saamwaembes iHule TIUMAHHS: Ae X TOAL 3-TLOMIK TeHiB
TMPUTLABLIB, apilB, KeAbIB, BIKIHTIB, apaGiB mMa [HWUX HAPOAIB «TeH
yKpaiHua»?

Hayka kadke, ujo moro — epgnHoro — He icHye. OpgHak, BoHa BUBUae B
OCHOBHOMY TTe, {0 MO>Ke TlepeBIpUIMM Aocaigamm. YkpaiHuamMu Hac poburb
peuto Giablue 3a Habip GiAkiB. AAs MeHe YKpatHCTBO — Ue AyXOBHMIA TeH. Mu
HABIMb CHOTOAHI He B CMAAX AO KiHUA POSLIUPPYBAMM TEHI MATTepIanbH.
OpHaK, CPOMOXKHI BiAUyBaMU AOMOPK TeHIB AyXOBHMX. TeH ykpaiHcmsa
CBIMUIMbCA B 04aX MOAOAUX AIOACI, KOAM BOHU MAYMb, TIPUMAOUUCH 3a
PYKW, y BULIMBAHKAX. Ten YKPalHCMBA AYHAE Y Cepli, KOAN CAYXAEUL MEAOAL
TliceHb, U0 X CTiiBae XOp HAMXHEHHMUX TOAOCIB. TeH ykpaiHcmsa uienoue,
KOAM CTLOTASIAELL, SIK BepOa POHMITL AUCTISL Y AHIMPOBY XBUAIO Ha CBIMAHKY.

Ten ykpaincmsa mopKaembcsl HALLOTO €CMBa e B ympo6i mamepi
nia i KoAnckoBy. Ta it HaBIMb MOAL KOAU MU BUPOCAM, He TUZHABLIM 1OTO
6raropami Y AV AHL, BIH He oMmuHe Hac. BiH Bce opHO Tociembea y ayuty
Kpi3b POKM XUMMA HA Ui 3eMAL TOAOBHE AMlLIe TIOAUBATIN TPYHITL HALLOTO
cBimoTAAY, b1 3epHO YKpaiHCTIBA TPOPOCAO KPi3b HHOTO | TPOPOAUAOCS Y
cBimi 6y17LHVLM KBIITLOM.

world. However, our mothers have been ho[ding us to that soil fov a[ready 40
thousand years, as indicated by their genes.

However, another question remains: Where is, then, among genes
of the Trypillians, the Aryans, the Celts, the Vikings, the Arabs and other
peoples’ genes the Ukrainian one?”

Science says that it — the sole one — does not exist. However, scholars
main[y study what they can test experimenta“y. There is something more
than Just a set of proteins that makes us the Ukrainians. As for me,
“Ukrainianism” is a spiritual gene. We even now are unable to decipher fully
the material genes. However, we are able to feel the touch of spiritual genes.
The Gene of Ukrainianism is shining in the eyes of young people when they
are going hand in hand in embroidered shirts. Gene of Ukrainianism is
sounding in the heart when listening to the melodies of songs being sung by
chorus of inspired voices. Gene of Ukrainianism is whispering when you are
contemp[aﬁng how willow is shedd'mg leaves in the Dnipro wave at dawn.

The Gene of Ukrainianism affects our being in the womb during
mother’s luﬂaby. And even when we grew up not having got to know its
grace in the days of childhood, it doesn’t omit us. 1t still will sow in the soul
through the years of life in this land. The main thing is only to water the soil
of our worldview for the grain of Ukranianism to sprout through it and to

spring up in the world with luxuriant blossom.
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3aciBaitme cepuie Ayxom Ykpaiuu,
3aciBaitime AyMu TOAOCOM i
Bo B Ayl IOPOXKHIN MeMHOL XBUAMHI

Tpopocmymb kBanANBO 3epHa HecBoL.

LLlo6 He 1tmm npmmapHo Ha 3eMHi OKAOHM
Ao kol xamm, A0 UySKUHCHKIX HiT,
Bvwmitme Ha cepui HopHum i HepBoHUM

Teny ykpaincmsa BiuHmit o6ep ir.

Sow your heart with blissful spirit of Ukraine,

Sow your thoughts with voices of its charming grace.

For, in times cf darkness, someone else’s grain,

In the empty soul, germinates apace.

To avoid the sneaking in a strangling ascot
To another’s house, to the foreign feet,

Do embyvoider soul with eternal mascot —

Gene flow of Ukraine reddish-blackish mete.




3MICT

POAOBIATIOBIAHICTD SKUTTEL e
THE KIN-ACCORDANCE OF LIFE
APEBO POAY. e 25
FAMILY TREE........ i sviiissssssisssssssssssssssssssssssnssssssssssssssssssssssssssssassssssssssnses 25
BUITOKM POAOULAHYBAHH L ecvvvvreevresverssssssssessasssssssssssesssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssessssseens 26
The OVigINS of KIN-TEVEIENCE.....vcccvrccrrsvessrsssresscsssrsssesssesssessssssssiss s s 27
Pia ax Teopeup
KN QS CrEALOV-..vvvrevveerirevisseses st sss s ssss s sss s sss s sss s nsees 29

Pip K YUMITCAD L YUCHD c.cooonevvvvvvvvissiisssseessssssssssssssssessssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssses
Kin as a teacher and student....
PLA SR ATOAMHA vttt ssseeen
PiA K HAPOA ovvvvvvverriiennnseecsvsvvisssissssss e sssvisssssss s ssssssssssss s ssssssssss s
Kin as a man

Kin as people

PLA SR CBIIML ettt bbbt

Kin as the world

POAOBLA ettt

ANCESEIY..oovvvvveiriesen v s 55

BUPAPOAY.ovvvvvvverriiisnnsseee v s s s 60

Faith 0f the Killevoeveeeeeereierssmersesinssssesssssessssmesssssessssisssssssssssssssssisssssssssssissssssissons 61
"';370.

Y HAMICTIL AOAL v vveomivvirnrvionceeiiseseiisssesisseeesises s ssssssssiassss s ssisssssisnesssssesssisnsceses 66
11 the NECRIACE Of fALe....ccvvvcerserrscrrsrrsiersrssessssessesssssssss s 66
THCHS POAY.ovvvvvvsmsrmsssmmssssmmssisssssssssssssssssssss s ssssssssssssssssssssssssssssnnnns 68
R YN T 68
SATIACALCI O vvvvvrmriervvensseesessesssessesessssssssssess s ssss s esssssss s st enessssssssssnns 72
I T P O 72
TTAPAA TAMITLL c.oovooevveeevvvenesmsmssssssssssisisssssssssssssssssssssssssssss s sssssssssssssssssnnnes 74
PAFAAE Of TNEINOTY.c..vrrrrrrresceseesssssesssss s s 74
ECTIADETA KUITUTSL orrvrevrrsenesssessessessessssssssessesssssssssssesssss s sssess s sssees 8o
Relay 78C€ Of lIfe ..cocvvevrcrescescesscecsesssrssesssiessissses s 81
AITLYPTIS L coorrvrvvvvvvssvssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss st 82
LIUYEY .t 82
BUITLOKM ittt bttt 84
TRE OVIGINS...vrrerrerrieriiessesssissssiessesssesssss st siss s 85
13 AOAOHD POAY.ccvvvvirrrrvvvviemsiisssssssssssssasssisssssssssssssssssss s ssssssssssssss s ssssssssansss s 86
From the Palims of Rin.........c.cceccerscssessessesssssssesssssssesssssssssssssssieess 86
BUIYI0. ettt 89
TDCLEVC. ..o menssssssss s ssssssssssssseeeess s ssssssssssssseeeeee 89
POBMOBA 3 HEBOM..ocoeseerrrermvvrvsseneeeeessssssssssssssssassssssssssesessssssssssssssssssssssssssseeeesssssssssssss 90
Conversations With NEAVENS............cvvvvvvereecececscicercevseeeeeeeeesessssssssssmmmssssssssseeesssssssssssons 90
Ha po3A0PIKKE MUPY UBIAHVL ccvvvvevvaaeeccsssscssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssesssssssssesneessssssssssssssses 93
{“371‘



R e Y 95
PIAHUIL AIM c.oooeeeeeeeeeeeessseessessssessssesssessssessssssssessssssssessssessssssssessssesssessssessroes 97
INATIVE HOME ......oooeervriiiecreriinseseeesinssssesssissssssssissssssssssnsssssssessssssessssnssssssessnsssssssnmsssssssnnns

MOACAD BCCCBITILY ..ovvvvvervvvvvvvssssiisssseesssssssssssssssssesssssssssssass s ssssssssssssss s sssssssssssssssssssess

The model of the universe

Yu Bei APOTI BEAYMID AO PUMY? ..ooovvvvvvvvevvvvvessssssssssssssssssssssssassssmsnsisssssssssssssssssssssssses 102

Do all roads lead 10 ROME? ......ccooovvroeeeverersivevrnessssssesse s ssssssssssss s 103

TLOPYAHOBAHE THIBAO ovvvvvvvvvssissineersssvvessssissssssesssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssees 104

TRE TUINEA MESL v 105

AKEPEAD POAOBOL TLAMATL..vvvvvvvevvevsvsesssssssssssssssssssssssssssssamssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssse 108

Source of the ancestral MEMOTY......cccvvvceerecievrssersssirsssissssesssssssssesssssssssiesees

Apxxepeno pecamuUmmucaUHol cuan

Source of the innumerable power

AKEPCAD THBOPUOCTILL.....crvvvvverrssiieersssvssssssssssssessssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss e 16

SOUTCE O CLEALIVILY w.vvvvvvvrrsvrressserssersssisssssissssisssssissssessssissssesssssissssssssssssssssiess ny

BIAPDOAKEHHA .oooovvveiisseee s n8

REVIVAL wovvvvvvreivveveessss s ssssssss s sssss s ssssssss s sssssssse s ssssss s 19

QL0 AKCPCA v 124
{372}

To the sources

DOPOTA AOAOMY ..oovvvrervvvviisssiisssssessesssssiiss s 128
TRE WY ROMNE ..o sesesssses s ssess s sssess s sssiss e 128

3aBiuHA CBATTMAHA ...

Oldd-eStablished ShTINE c.ooooooeoeoeeeeeeeeeeeeeereeeeeseeesssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssnnsnnns
AKEPCAD e
SOUVCE c.vvvvvvrrvirssies s
CePEHAAR TIAMSITLL oo ssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssns
SEreNAUE Of INEMOTY w.covvvvvvrcverrevrsssierssssessssisssssies s sssiss s sssiss s sesisssssieses

CmexnHa anmmHcemsa

Pathway of childhood....

BAIMBKO AAE AYLLY v sssssvisssssss s sssssisss s
FALRET GIVES SOUL ..o

B3 ACTKOBAKHOCTILL ...vovvovevveo ettt sttt sas s sanses

Without ﬁivo[ity ....................................................................................................................




TLOPAAHUK e 154
AVISE oo sssssssssees s sasssssssesssssssssssessssssssssssens 155
Be3 AUKINATTLY «.....oovooooo e 156
WILROULE QICLALE c.ceeeeoeeeeeeeeeeeeseeeess s ssssssssssssssseseeesses e 157
AYXIBHUK s sssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss s 158
COMESSOT vrrverriressssesesssessssiesssssessssssss e ees s e s i 159
B3 KABAAN e sssss s s 160
WIROUE RADAA......oocceecs s 161
TomivHnx........
Bes npumycy
ASSISEANL covvve v sesii s sssis st
WILROUL @NfOTCEMENL ....cocoeeevecerseiersssessssens s ssess s ssiss s siss s 163
Oxoporenp
Bes cBaBoai
GUATAIAN cooos oo ssesssseens s 167
WIEROUL EYFINY c.correvercerssiensssnsssiesessesssssess s ssess s 167
DAMBKIB LAY .eoovvveererieneeeesceieeccesesesessssesesssesssssscsesssesssssssssssnesesssessssssssesssesssssnesees 170
FAERET'S WAY . sessssessessssissssss s ssss s sssss s sses e 171
B HIM OKUHHY c.ooccvvvvervvsvesssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss s 174
11 the blackberry MGht.......oevoevccersirrsrrssrssessrsssssesssrssesssssssisssssssinss 174
BAMBKOBL TTOTIOAL. ..o veeereeeinceiesceiisesesiss s sassssesseesessscsssase s esssessesanesees 176
374 )

L T e S 176

FHTOAM-OXOPOHUL s eesssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssns 179
GUATEIAN ANEELS oo 179
OTMUIIL TIOPIT rrrrennesessssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssnssssssssssss s 182
FALNEE'S th1eSNOIA ....vvoooe oot ssssnsssseensens 182
OBCAICKI TLAMAITLL 1.vvvvrvvvvverssvvesssssessssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss s s ssssssssssns 185
ObeliSks Of TNEMOTY ....ovoovrreirecciercssressrs s sssessssiss st sssess s siss s 185
HA ACACHUNX KPUARX: .vvvvvvvvevvsvesmsmsssssssssssssssassssmasssssiissssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss 189
On stork’s wings
HEHDBKA .ottt et
IMOTHER .ottt essss st sss e
AT ABE TILAD ... vvvveereervvierneeniessessesiissssssssssssssssasnessssssssnessssssssesssssssssesssssessnassseses
Mother gives body
Be3 MPABA BAACHOCTILL ......vvooovveeerceesvveeeissseee s 198
Without property Vights ..................................................................................................... 199
QCOPU vvrreereeeessiessssses s ses e e 200
B3 YPOKIB s 200
ESOPRIA ..ovseerverer s ssses s s 201
NO CAPICAION wevrvrevrerrsersirs s ssessssessssss s ssiess 201
BEPETUHSL s 204
B3 BYPOUCHHA .ovvott s 204



GUATAIAN covvvoerveeceeseeess s sssssss s s 205

WILROUE @VIL € ....corseerreceeieressnersessssssessssssssssessssesssssssssssess s sssessesisssssiesss 205
BACTILYITHULS covvvvvveeessssssssssssssssassssssssssssasssssssssssssssssssss s ssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssns 206
PHOTECEOT v seviiiseessssiesessssiissesssssissss s sessissesssesisnssssessasssssssesnssssnns 207
Bes pam ... ..208
WIEROUE GFALING c.rorrvrirrsirsssies s sssiss s ssssssssissessess s sssess s 209
BBABOK TLOKOATHD w.cvvvvvvveeessssnesesssesssssessssssssssssssssssssssnsssssssssssssssssssnssssssssssssssssnmnsssssssssssees 212
BONA Of GENETALIONS ...covvverrevrescerrssirsssirsssiss s sssiss s sesisssssisssssiss s ssseessess 213
Bes kanpaHis.......

Without chains

THPUANHBIIG, BUTUPL oo essssssssssssssss s 218
Come, you, Y7 218
TIPOBUL CTLOKYMM.....ovoooevteseessvvvenssissss s ssssssssss s 219
SEOTINS Of TEACTPLION .cvvrr e sssiersssensssess s ssiess s ssiesses 219
OHE-CHIL cvveerveetn st sss s ess s sss st sss s 226
DAPPLES-AIEAMS ...vccvr et ses st 226
IMAMMHA KOAMCAHKR c.vovrevrvvveennecevriesnmssssiesmssssssessnssssssessessssssssmasssssssmmssesssssmesesssssnnssies 228
MOLREF’S [ULLADY ......ovcerceeererer s ssiensess 228
K CINEKEUKA O XPAMY w..ererereereennsssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssnnnns 230
As little path to the temple ......vrccerccrrcserssresscessseesssessssessssessssiesses 230
T1EPBOUBIMOBA CTLOBIAD ...vvvvvvirevvvvvsessssssseeesssssissssssssssesssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssnes 232

{376}

PUMEOSE COMPESSION ..vvrrrvrrrirrsiersssersssessssissssessssessssesssssessssess s ssssss s 232
KTPABHIO KIHELD..o» vvvvvveesiiissssvsssiasssssnsssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss s sssssssssssssssssssssssnns 239
«Last SPTINGHINE AAYS..3 cevvverrrerrserrsrsssirssesssesssissssesssss s ssiss s 239
IMATTIL T CUH.veoivsiesiissessss s ssssss s ssss s ssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssnns 241
MOEREE AN SO mssnsssssssseeses s sssssmnssssssosen 241
BAGYCUHA OCHHD vvvreevrserrirssserssesssesssesssssssssssssesssisssessssesssessssess s sssssissss 246
Grandma’s QUEUINN .......ovcveveeeceeeeeeeeesececccceeveeeeee s ssmmssssssssesssssss s sssnnssssssee 247
AMTLOUBIITUHE AHL o evnevvrceiseeeiseecsssesesesseessssessssseesss s sss s ssssss st sssssssssssnseees 250

Linden-blossomed days....

BAOYCHHI AHirevvvrenerrnessssessessesssssssssssessssssssssssss s sssesssssssssssssssssssssssssssssens 255
GrANAMA'S AAYS 1o sseesss 255
«HeHaUe XBUAL, KOTIATTIBC AL .5 vovvrvvrervrnresssesssssssessssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssnees 257
<The days are rolling as if CUrly WaVes...> ...cccccovrrcsrressrresiersssrssssessssisssssessese 257
TIPAMAIEPUHCHKIIL XAUG .vrrverreerrrseersnressiesesesssssesssssssssssessssssssssssssssssssssessesnes 258
FOYEMOtNEY'S DYEA.....ocveeeeveee s 258
AITUL s 261
CHILDREN ..ottt ssessseessssessessssssssssssssssss st sssssss st ssssasssssssssssssnsssssssssssssnsees 261
4377}



TEHETMUHA TLAMATIID ..o ssse s ssss s ssssssssssesssesssssssssssssssesssnsnas 262

T T o) RO 263
3B'130K TLOKOATHD MUHYANX L TPUIAACUIHIX cocovvvvvnvvnvvvvsseneessssssssssssssssnnsssssssssssssssss 264
MamEPIAABOBAHA MPIAL...coorreereerererereeeeeeeeeeeeessssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssasssssassnanns 264
The link between past and future generations ............oeevreseesccrcssrssreen 265
MALEFIALZEA DYCAM ... eeesesececsessssssseeeee s sssnsssssssseeesesssssssssssssnens 265
MYAPLCTIID B3 BIKY cvvvrevrcerrsersiressesssvsssissssesssissssessasssssissssesssiessssss e sess s 268
AGLESS WISAOM .ot 269
HABUAHHS 003 TIOBUAHHS ..vvvvvvvveveveeeeeeessssssssssssssssssssssseessesssssssssssssssssssssssseesessssssssssssees 270
He BECTIIA, & TUABOAITIM ..vvccvevreveonericceie i siiseessises i ssisesssssessssessssesiseees 270
Learning Without €dliflcation...............eeeeeseessrrssrssrssssssissssesssssssesssesssinss 271
Not to direct but to bring UP t0......eeccervreseessressrssnessesssesssesssissssesssssssines 271

BoAst €3 CBABOAL v,

Freedom without arbitrariness

AMITUIUE CHIL oo sssssssssssssssssssssessssesssssessnssssons
Childyen dreams ........ooovveevveeerersscresssssessssisss s
Moanmsa 3a pimeri....

Prayer fOr CRIlAIEN ..o

BeciabHuit baarosicm
Wedding church-going bell..............oveecevcccsiesseessersesseesssseesssssesssisee 284
CCUHY..0 covvvvvvvveessssssssssssssssssssss s sssssssssssssssssssssssnnes 285

1378}

W,

CEOTL sttt s 285
COCTIPUMUMH TLOKPOB....cccrvrrvvrversvessssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssmsassnsassssssssss 287
SiSter’s Veil Of INEEVCESSION ..vvovvvvrsrvvrrsvrrssiirrssersssiesssssessssssssssessesissssseessssssssssiesss 287
ANITAUA MYADICTID oo ssssssssssssssss s sssssssssssssssssssssssnsssssss s 288
Child wisdom

BOPETLAAOBA MOAMITIBR w.ccvvvvveaasaissssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssses 290
MEEOTS' PYAYT .t ssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssanes 290
KOAOBOPOTI SRUTIIITISL 1. ssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssnsnes 292
CIPCUREON Of lIfe cocvvrrerreceercesirrssier s ssies s esisss s ssssssssssssesnes 292
CTIOKYIMAL v vevvvvvvvessssssssssssssssssssmsssssasssssssssssss s sssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssnes 293
PIANCE......ooonveirrrcveievie et 203
BOPAHL TLOPAANL eovvvvvvvsmsrimiaasiiissssssssssssssssssssssssssss s sssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssnes 300
SEEllAr ACVICE ...vvvvrrrvvvvvreriesevss s sssssss s 301
CIMEKIHA MYAPOCTUL s ssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssnnes 304
The Path of WISAOM .....cccevccevrecerrssirsssirsesirssserssssisssssessssisssssssssssissssssssssessesnes 305
A HIEBOPOKOUIIA e vrieresesssssess s sssesssssisssssesssssess s asssss e 308
I O 308
YHEPEMXOBL CHUL c.covvvviareesvvvecsssisssse s sssvvassssssssss s sssssssssss s 310
Bird cherry tree dreams........ceecceeeesceercsiesssersssiirsssessssissssssssssessssessssssssssessoss 310
BHOBY MOAOA L vvvvvvvvvvsssesssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssassssmasissssssssssssssssssss s 312
YOUNG AGAMN..ccoovorvrrvrvrvvvrvrvssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss s 312

'379\'



He xypuc.....

Don't be sad

APIMANBL BEUOPUL.....ccovvvveoerinnesssvsvvvesssisnssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssenns 315

DYCAIMY @VENINGS...ovvvvvverrrsssccicciiiriisssssssneessssssssssssssssisssssssssssss s sssssssssssssssssssss s 315

ABCPKANA COBICTILL .ovvvvvnnrvvvvvvessssiineeessssssssssssisssssessssssssssssasssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssees 317

IMFTOTS Of CONMSCIENCE vvvvrvverrivrrssiersessessasissssssessesssssssesssesssss s ssssss s 317

He mpumait nevaan

Don't keep the grief-

MOAOAICTILL POAY cvvvvvvvrriiarnnenersvvvsmmssssissssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssss s ssssssssssssanns

YOULR Of RINLcrrererrecesserssscss s sssess s sssessssssss s ssiss s sssissssssesss

BAATOBICTIL Y SKUTTUTUL .ovovovorvvvvveenssisesssssssisssansss e ssssssssssssssss s ssssssssssssss s ssssssssnnsns 322

ChUrch-GOING Dell ...t 322

Lo Y I OSSOSO 322

BOPAHA KOAMCAHKE vvvvvvvvvvvvveeeeesssssssssssssssssssssssssesssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssses 323

Stellar lullaby....

BUHO TIAMSATL c.ooovovoeveveessianssimainiissssssssssssssssssssssssssss s ssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssnes

WINE Of TEINOTY w.cvrtvrrverivrsiesssssessssisssssssssasiss s ssess s sess s 325

EAKCUD KUTMITUL c.covvvvovvvvnensvvvvnesssisnseesssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssnns 326

Bl Of [ vovvvvreirersicrresnersssieressiessesissssssessssisssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssesssns 327
INHOBOB ..oooit s est st 329
LOVE ..ottt sttt 329

Pig — ue xoancka A1060Bi ...

Family is the cradle 0f Love.......mmrrieressirresierssiessssisssssisssssisssssissssssssssisssse
KOXAHHS K KOAUCKA POAY wecvvvvrerrersesscrssisssessnsssssessesssssssssessessses st
Love as the cradle of Kit........uerrmerrmrrrsersssesssssssssesssssssssssssssess s

THPUIILUAR BECHAL ..ovvvvvvvreriecevvvvveesssissnsessssssssnsssssss s ssssssssssss s sssssssssssssssssssssssssssnsans
TRe SPYING RAS COME ....covoveresrrsresesseessessssssss s
BIUAHABIM covvvvaeviveirinreieesscseissiscseissssssssss s sssssss s ssss s
FACE 0 FACE.vvrtrerreirrrsirrcsssesssiss s ssiss s
«ToBopn 3i MHO10, TOBOPUL > ... .. 349
«Speak tome, 1 beg, my dear, speak.’..» ........................................................................... 349
IMLOSLTTLATHA ... sessssssiss s 350
MY SECTL ...vvooott e s s 350
TLOBICTIID CEPACLD cvvvvvvvvvvvvmmmsssmssssssssssssssssmssssssssssssssssss s sssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssnnes 352
The novelette of REATES.......ccccvvcevrvseeresceresrscsessssrsessessssiss s essiesssesssssiss s 352
TLCPCXPCCTIISL .vvvvveeevevvvvessisssesese s 353

] -381‘::,1

Y



CYOSSTOAUS orrrereerevvvveeeeeee s ssmmmssssssseeseeesss s ssssmsssssssssseessss s sssnssssssssssssseeee 353
CHE AOAOHL CUTIAC CHIT...% covvoeeeonceerceeseeeeiee e ess e essss s ssss s 355
«Snow is falling in My hand... ... sssisssssinsens 355
TP 356
TRE GAINE ..o ssiss s 356
BULHEBUIT ABHD coovvevrvvvermmeceeriimmeeesiamesesesssnesssessesssssssssssssesssssessnssssssssnessssssssmssesssssnnens 357
TRE CRETTY AaY oo 357
«Bxe moBHum®b Bimep Beuopa BimMpuaa...» ...
The wind’s inflating velvet evening sail..» .....ccecevrrccrrscrssesssrssesssrssiesssns 359
€Y BEMHOMY SKUTTUTLL .03 covovvviaereevsvvvsssssisssssseessssssssssssss s sssssssssssssssssssssssssssss s sssssnes 360
QYOUTE TNY ONLY SU.ob vt 360
«P03BEAO KUTTUTLA AOPOTH, POBBEAD...5 .ccveevrrrreeeereeeesressssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssnses 3061
<<Comp[icated [ife has pu“ed apart all WAYS..3 covvsissssssmsssssssssssessssssssssssssssssssssssssssons 361
TEH YKPATHCTBA «..ooooosveeevvesssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssoe 363
THE GENE OF THE UKRAINTANISM....ocvvervvrvimenririenecereiiesesesisssesssesssessssessannessssssssnne 363
TEH YKPATHCITIBA oo sssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssnsssss 364
The gene of the URFAIIANISIN c.oooccvovv e 365
«3aCiBANINE CEPUE AYXOM YKPATHVL.Y covverrrrrerreeeerreeeeeeeesssessssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssnnes 368
«Sow your heart with blissful spirit of URTaine...» w....cceeervsrresrrscrssvrsirssnns 368

TEH YKPATHCTBA

AimepamypHo-XyA0KHE BUAAHHS
AYKHEHKO Onexcarap Bixmoposuu

Pinocodia Popowarysara
TloemuuHi posaymu

YKp. ma aHTA. MOBU

Pepaxmop — P. LleBuerxo
XyaoxHin pepaxmop — C. AeHncerko
Amzaitn ma kommiomepHa Bepemka — B. Aexuncerko
Xypoxuk — K. Aamanuerko
Pomoxypoxrmk — O. Temnnx
Kopexmop A. Aeitna

3aaHo Ao Ha6opy: 21.06.2015. Tlignucaro po Apyky: 2015. opmam: 60x84/24. Tlanip kpertpaHmit.
TapHimypa . Apyk odeemmmit. Ym. gpyk. apk. Bug. Ne**. Hakaap 500 npum.

Bupaseup: T LleBuerko PB.

1383}

N



