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A BIOGRAPHICAL NOTE ON
BOHDAN-IHOR ANTONYCH

The remarkable Ukrainian poet and literary critic Bohdan-Ihor Antonych
(1909-1937) lived for only a brief 28 years. Originally from the
mountainous Lemko region in Poland, where a variant of the Ukrainian
language is spoken, he was home-schooled for the first eleven years of
his life until 1920 when he entered the Queen Sophia State Gymnasium in
Syanok, which he completed eight years later. Antonych then matriculated
at Lviv University. Lviv then, as it is now, was the cultural hub of Western
Ukraine, which in Antonych’s lifetime was under Polish rule. During his
study of Ukrainian philology at the university, Antonych adopted Ukrainian
as his literary language, and he also became extremely active in the literary
and intellectual life of the multi-cultural city of Lviv, a city that he grew to
love dearly. Antonych served as a kind of cultural bridge between Polish
and Ukrainian literary circles, which at the time did not mix to any great
degree. He died in 1937 of complications from pneumonia after an operation
for appendicitis, just a few short months before his planned wedding to
Olha Oliynyk. His premature death occurred at the height of his creative
talent, when he already had emerged as a poet of extraordinary maturity
and erudition.

In the brief span of his life, Antonych proved to have been an
exceptionally innovative poet and an accomplished essayist. As Lidia
Stefanowska observes in her book on the poet, Antonych: Antonomii
(Kyiv: Krytyka Publishers, 2006), Antonych was greatly influenced by
Polish avant-garde poetry of the 1920s and was one of the first literary
critics to note the talent of the then young future Nobel Prize winner
Czeslaw Milosz. Antonych’s poetry was a breath of fresh air for Ukrainian
poetry in the 1930s, and as happens with many great poets, he was
perceived in different ways by his reading public. He has been described
as an imagist, a mystic, a symbolist, and a pantheist. While these labels



may fit certain moments in his poetry, they do not individually convey the
totality of his oeuvre. His relatively small corpus of published works has
been extraordinarily influential on a number of Ukrainian poets for
generations to come, especially during the periods of the 1960s and 1980s,
which were particularly trying times for Ukrainian society under Soviet
repression. Antonych’s poetry explores a number of themes from the
mundane, the joy of life in little things, to the profoundly metaphysical, to
nature and man’s place in it, to urban themes, to an impending sense of
apocalypse, which, regrettably, came true with the Nazi invasion. As
opposed to the patriotic tendencies of a number of Western Ukrainian
poets in his time, Antonych’s approach was an art for art’s sake one with
high-minded aesthetic principles. His published collections include: A
Greeting to Life (Pryvitannia zhyttia; 1931), Three Rings (Try persteni;
1934), The Book of the Lion (Knyha Leva; 1936), The Green Gospel
(Zelena Ievanheliia; 1938), and Rotations (Rotatsii; 1938). The latter two
books were published posthumously. The Grand Harmony (Velyka
harmoniia), a collection of poems on religious themes written in 1932
and 1933, is a subtle and supple examination of the journey along the
razor’s edge of personal faith, with all its concomitant revelatory verities
and self-questioning. None of the poems from the book were republished
in Soviet Ukraine until 1989 because of their religious content. It first
appeared in its entirety in Ukrainian in 1967 in a one-volume collected
works edition in New York by Antonych’s contemporary colleague and
friend Sviatoslav Hordynsky — a noted poet, translator, and later icon
painter — and émigré poet and literary critic Bohdan Rubchak. The most
complete edition of Antonych’s works to appear in Ukraine is the edition
edited by Dmytro Pavlychko with an introduction by Mykola Ilnytsky:
Bohdan-Thor Antonych, Poezii (Kyiv: Radians’kyi pys’mennyk, 1989).
Additionally the New York Group poet Bohdan Boychuk has published a
well-received book of Antonych’s selected poetry in the English translations
of various American poets under the title A Square of Angels (Ann Arbor:
Ardis Publishers, 1977). Nearly all the poems of The Grand Harmony are
appearing here for the first time in English.



ANTONYCH WRITING GOD IN 7THE GRAND HARMONY

The term metaphysical poetry has no clear-cut substantive definition in
the criticism, but rather approximations and sometimes ad hoc generali-
zations. Its ineluctability should come as no surprise, since by its very
nature it ought to be intuited and unquantifiable. Metaphysical poetry
often attempts to be mimetic of the mystical experience. The reader intu-
its the metaphysical by co-experiencing the process of mystical trans-
port with the poet. The central paradox lies in the question of how one
can manage to describe the unknowable and the unseen within the limita-
tions of human language in a three-dimensional world. Try as they did,
the Symbolists, many of them beginning with or lapsing into decadence,
never resolved this issue. As astute an observer and practitioner of the
metaphysical arts as T.S. Eliot has admitted the monumental difficulty
and perhaps impossibility of the task. Donning the hat of critic in dis-
cussing the disparate works of the 17th century English Metaphysical
Poets, Eliot once declared that “not only is it difficult to define metaphys-
ical poetry, but difficult to decide what poets practise it and in which of
their verses.”! He further remarks, that “it is difficult to find any precise
use of metaphor, simile, or other conceit, which is common to all the
poets and at the same time important enough as an element of style to
isolate these poets as a group.”

Bohdan Thor Antonych’s second collection of poetry The Grand Har-
mony (1932-1933), which the poet did not publish in his lifespan, openly
follows the quest by the twenty-two year old poet to come to a deeper
understanding of the nature of God as well as define his personal and
poetic relationship to Him. The collection fits into the rich tradition of
Ukrainian religious poetry and, in fact, echoes certain elements of Ukrai-
nian philosopher-poet Hryhory Skovoroda’s Garden of Divine Songs as
'T. S. Eliot, “The Metaphysical Poets,” in The Metaphysical Poets, Frank Kermode,

ed. (Greenwich, CT: Fawcett, 1966), 126.
2Eliot, 127.
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well as imagery from some of the early religious-toned poetry of Pavlo
Tychyna. The poems of The Grand Harmony, however, do not share the
highly structured order of other religious mystical poetry such as that of
St. Theresa of Avila and St. John of the Cross, whose poetry has a
typical meditative sequence consisting of 1) meditative quiet; 2) darkness
and terror; 3) mystic transport; and 4) revelation. Antonych’s poems in
his collection are more personal and intellectual, and largely about the
poet’s traversal between faith and doubt within the symbolic system of
organized religion (the church and the Mass), the Bible, other religious
writings, and most importantly for Antonych — the art of poetry and the
perception of inspiration as divine. The collection to a great degree is an
attempt at synthesis of personal religious belief with the metaphysics of
poetry and poetic inspiration.

Before examining the collection in greater detail, I should make cer-
tain observations regarding a few problematic issues. First, the collection
was never published in Antonych’s lifetime and existed only in manu-
script form before Sviatoslav Hordynsky and Bohdan Rubchak first pub-
lished it in 1967.3 Therefore its incompleteness in Antonych’s mind and
tentative structure can only be taken as only partially indicative of Ant-
onych’s aesthetic design — although the order of its components may
very well have been very close to his final poetic intent. Seven of the
poems were published individually in separate issues of the Catholic jour-
nal Dzvony — six in 1932 and one in 1933. In speculating on why Ant-
onych may not have chosen to publish the collection, one might intuit its
incompleteness as the primary reason and possibly the fact that he con-
sidered his collections Three Rings (1934) and Book of the Lion (1936)
as well as his posthumously published collections The Green Gospel
(1938) and Rorations (1938) poetically much more advanced. While this
certainly may be true, The Grand Harmony does represent a remarkable
maturation and development in Antonych’s poetics from his first collec-
tion of juvenilia A Greeting to Life (1931). Antonych’s self-perception of
the collection’s transitional nature within his poetics thus may have addi-
tionally contributed to him not publishing it. I might add that his later
poetry also engaged a more subtle poetics and took a turn from the kind
of intense saturation of traditional religious imagery found in The Grand

3 Bohdan Thor Antonych. Zibrani tvory. Ed. Sviatoslav Hordynsky and Bohdan Rub-
chak. New York and Winnepeg: Slovo, 1967.



1
Harmony. The simplest explanation, however, might simply be that Ant-
onych’s constant ill health along with the turbulent times of the mid-to-
late 1930s may have kept him from publishing it — as happened with his
two other posthumous collections.

At this point I would like to turn my attention to certain structural
aspects of the collection. Its title The Grand Harmony echoes elements
of ancient philosophy as well as the Enlightenment religious tradition.
The modifier “velykyi” (great or grand) is a standard way to describe
God as well as personages of high status such as princes and kings. The
notion of harmony in the title suggests the Pythagorean idea of the har-
mony or the music of the spheres, which Aristotle describes as follows:
“... all things seemed to be modeled on numbers, and numbers seemed to
be the first things in the whole of nature, they supposed the elements of
number to be the elements of all things, and the whole heaven to be a
musical scale and a number.”*Plato was later to use this idea in his Re-
public when he wrote the following about the cosmos: “...Upon each of
its circles stood a siren who was carried round with its movements,
uttering the concords of a single scale...”® And Johannes Kepler in his
Harmonice Mundi (1619), in linking mathematics and astronomy with
God, observed that he intends “to erect the magnificent edifice of the
harmonic system of the musical scale ... as God, the Creator Himself,
has expressed it in harmonizing the heavenly motions.” Thus the notion
of the harmony of the cosmos and the link of that notion with God cer-
tainly long preceded Antonych’s title. The idea additionally has a lengthy
lineage in its literary manifestations from Dante and later Milton to the
present day. One should also point out the fact that Antonych received
considerable musical training on the violin, and, one would surmise, in
choral music as the son of a rural priest in the Lemko region and at the
gymnasium he attended in Syanok, which he completed in 1928.” Thus,
given the poet’s strong classical background in Greek and Latin, which he
began to study while being home-schooled during a childhood beset by
4 <http://www.dartmouth.edw/~matc/math5.geometry/unit3/unit3.html>
3 Ibid.

S Ibid.
7 In his introduction to the Zibrani tvory edition, Sviatoslav Hordynsky observes that
Antonych played well enough to perform solo on the violin at a Shevchenko concert

and penned several musical compositions, including a march sung by his entire gymna-
sium cohort (9).
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iliness, and his passion for music, the concept of harmony seems to have
naturally become a particular point of intense concentration for the poet.
The poems in the collection are dated largely between March 23-June 3,
1932 with a few penned between March 24-26, 1933. The dates mostly
correspond to the Lenten Fast and Easter season. Easter, according to
the Gregorian calendar, was May 1 in 1932 and April 16 in 1933. Ac-
cording to the Julian calendar, it was April 18 in 1932 and on April 3 in
1933. Thus the approaching Easter holiday, with its focus on Christ’s
death and resurrection as well as the source for human salvation, provid-
ed the stimulus during those two years for Antonych to write his medita-
tions on God. When one examines the titles of the 45 poems in the collec-
tion, 38 of them appear in Latin or Greek and 7 in Ukrainian. A number of
the Latin titles come from elements of the Roman Catholic Latin mass, a
tradition in which Antonych grew up in the Lemko region as the son of a
rural Catholic priest Vasyl Kit, who changed the family name to Antonych.
The sequence in the Latin mass of the five invariable hymns consists of: 1)
Kyrie Eleison, 2) Gloria in Excelsis, 3) Credo, 4) Sanctus, and 5) Agnus
Dei. All five of these hymns comprise titles in the collection, though in a
different order than found in the mass. Most strikingly, the Greek Gregori-
an chant Kyrie Eleison (Lord Have Mercy) is located toward the end of the
collection, followed by three poems — “Magnificat,” “Ars poetica” and
“Salve Regina.” The Grand Harmony, in fact, is saturated with imagery
from the Latin mass including prayers, psalms, and songs, especially Gre-
gorian chant, the latter of which was prevalent in the Tridentine liturgy
until the reforms of Vatican II. Note titles such as “Veni Sancta Spiritus,”
“Amen,” “Deus Magnificus,” “Te Deum Laudamus,” “Veni Creator,” “Con-
fiteor,” “Mater Dolorosa,” “Credo,” “Mater Gloriosa,” and “Salve Regina.”
Thus a considerable part of the collection is focused on liturgical musical
forms that provide a point of departure for Antonych’s meditations.
Musical metaphors also abound in the collection. For the sake of brevi-
ty I will give just a few examples. In the poem “Musica Noctis,” Anto-
nych’s persona writes: “The distance echoes with just barely audible
harps,/wind tunes the night by the tuning fork of God (lines 7-8).” At the
end of the poem he likens God to a great pianist: “Let us listen to the great
concert in the evening as/God places his hands on the piano of the world”
(15-16). In “Deus Magnificus,” whose title comes from Psalm 18 of the
Latin Bible (“quantum Deus sit magnificus” — “the firmament shows us
how magnificent God is”), Antonych ends with the following quatrain:
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He gives melody to every thing.

He is harmony, He is a musical chord,
He is the tuning fork tuning your heart,
He is Perfect, Majestic Sound. (13-16)

The poet throughout the collection is an instrument played by God —
whether a violin, a harp, a lyre, zithern, or a voice inspired to sing God’s
praises. In the poem “Magnificat” Antonych writes:

O heart, sing a psalm of praise to Him,

He is the indivisible Great God.

The wind of inspiration bends the palm tree of my soul.
In everything He is a musical chord. (13-16)

These comprise but a very few examples of the musical metaphors with
which the entire collection is pregnant. Antonych’s psalms of praise com-
prise entreaties for faith in light of human frailty and consciousness of
one’s own mortality.

I want to point out one other issue regarding the collection, particularly
focusing on the thirty-second poem “Triangulum” and the image of the triangle
of faith, hope and love that provides a subtitle. The triangle, of course, is a
common representation of trinity. The image, too, is quite prominent in a
series of eleven paintings under the title of “The Triumph of Progress” de-
signed by Polish artist Jan Matejko in the 1880s that are located in the As-
sembly Hall of Lviv Polytechnic University. There is no question, of course,
that during the time Antonych studied and lived in Lviv, he would have seen
them. The paintings fuse Christian Biblical allegory with"ancient mythology
and may have provided a source of inspiration for the poem “Triangulum” in
particular and Antonych’s collection in general. The Grand Harmony quite
closely mirrors many elements in the design and plan of Matejko’s paintings.
The “Trinity” painting is one of the most prominent in the Matejko paintings
with its bright yellow inverted sunny triangle on the background of a patched
white cloudy and blue sky. With Christ in profile to the left holding a crown
of thorns in his right hand and the white-bearded God the Father to the right
in profile, the image of the Holy Spirit is foregrounded and central to the
painting: it is embodied in the image of a young man with a burning torch in
his brow. The image of the triangle also occurs in another of Matejko’s
paintings entitled “Faith, Hope and Love,” in which the three great virtues of
Christianity are represented as female figures inspiring human genius. The
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fusion of the theme of poetic inspiration with the divine appears in the paint-
ing “Divine Inspiration,” in which an angel descending from the heavens
with the Word of God and a burning torch in her right hand touches the
forehead of an old man sitting on a shore with the fingers of her left hand that
hold the Holy Book. The painting entitled “Poetry, Music and History” that
depicts three female figures standing and forming a triangle in their poses
echoes aspects of themes prominent for Antonych in The Grand Harmony,
in which he fuses poetry, music and art with the notion of the divine in his
emerging adult world view. And the role that the Mother of God plays in
Antonych’s collection, particularly in the pivotal last poem “Salve Regina,” is
mirrored in Matejko’s painting ‘“The Mother of God Consoles Believers.”
Thus one can posit either an independent mutual source of inspiration through
common catechetical education of the artist and poet in the Catholic tradi-
tion — or a subconscious or conscious appropriation by Antonych into his
poetics of Matejko’s visual representations.

My essential conclusions regarding the collection include the following.
Most likely the word “metaphysical” only partly describes one aspect of
the nature of Antonych’s collection. His poems are really personal intellec-
tual meditations on the imagery and articles of faith of the Bible, the Mass,
and church doctrine. The poet is not trying to reach a mystical, intuitive,
emotional transcendence in his poems. Rather, his collection is more about
defining God, about singing psalms, songs of praise to Him for creating such
a beautiful and wondrous universe, and also about reconciling himself with
gnawing intellectual doubts about his own mortality that in moments of hu-
man frailty serve to subvert an intuitive understanding of God and the divine
harmony of the universe. That may be why he ends the collection with the
poem “Salve Regina,” which is the title of a Marian hymn sung in the West-
e church. It also comprises the last prayer uttered in the Latin rosary. The
poet needs that mercy, petitioned for in his entreaty to Mary, to keep him
continually on the path of faith “in the dust-covered, accursed home” of his
heart, as he puts it, in the way he ends the poem and the collection.

The grand harmony for a person of today in the globalized world has
become a myth. Everyone in their own way seeks harmony with himself
or herself, with the world, with God. Antonych’s collection is one of
those paths that can lead toward achieving that harmony.

Michael M. Naydan



BIOTPA®IYHNIA 3APUC
NPO BOrAAHA-IFOPA AHTOHUYA

HaxseuuaiiHo nikaswii noer ta jiteparypHuii kputHk bornan-Irop An-
tormd (1909-1937) npoxus mume 28 pokis. Hapoauscs BiH Ha JlemkiB-
mHi, 70 11 pokiB HaByaBcs BOoMa, a 1920 poxy Berynus mo JepxaBHol
riMHasii koponeBu Codii y CaHOKy, axy 3akinuus 1928 poky, noTiM 310-
OyBas ocBity y JIsBiBCEKOMY yHiBepcuTerTi. JIbBIB TOAI, AK i Temep, Oys
KyJIETYPHHM IIEHTPOM 3axiZiHol YKpaiHH, fKka 3a )KUTTA AHTOHHYA repedy-
Bayia mig [Tomsmeto. Bupuaroun B yHiBepcHTeTI YKpaiHCEKY (inomoriio,
AnTOHHY 00paB yKpalHCBKY MOBOIO CBOE1 TBOPYOCTH it aKTHBHO JOIY-
YHUBCS [0 JiTEPATyPHOTO T2 iHTENEeKTYaNnbHOTO XUTTA 0araToKyaIsTypPHOTO
JIpBoBa — MicTa, sKe BiH IHpo nomoOus. [loeT cTaB Havue KYABTYPHHM
MiCTKOM HOMiX YKPaiHCLKMMMU Ta IONECHKUMH JIITEpaTypHHMH KOJIAMH,
AKi TOZ1 He 0COOMBO MisK COOO0I0 CIIUIKYBAIHCA.

Tomep Anronmy 1937 poky (MaB yCKIaJHEHHS BiJ THEBMOHIT Mmicis
omnepailii Ha aneHALUT), THOIE 32 AEKLTBEKA MiCSI[iB JO IUIAHOBAHOTO OJI-
pyxenns 3 Onsroro Oniitruk. [TepeayacHa cMePTH CITiTKasa HOro Ha 311eTi
TBOPYOTO TAJIAHTY, KOJIH BiH PO3KPHBCH SK MOET HAA3BHYANHOI 3pUIOCTH i
epyau1ii. 3a CBO€ KOPOTKe MUTTA AHTOHHY ITOKa3aB cebe BHHATKOBO HO-
BaTOPCHKMM ITOETOM Ta oOfapoBaHuM myOmimucToM. SIk 3ayBaxye Jlinis
CredaHoBCcbKa y KHIDKII ITpo noeta (AntoHnd. AnTuHoMil. Kuis: Kpuru-
Kka, 2006), rHa AHTOHNYA MHOOKO BIUTHHY/IA TOIGChKA aBaHTapIHa oesisa
1920-x pokiB. Bix OyB OZHHM 3 HEPHINX JITEPaTyPHHX KPHTHKIB, SKi 110~
MITHJIM TaJIaHT Mojioforo Yecnasa Minoma, MaiOyTaHsoro HobGemiBehko-
ro naBpeara. AHTOHHYEBa TBOPUICTh Oyna KOBTKOM CBIXKOTO HOBITPA B
ykpaincbkili moesii 1930-x, i, K e 9acTo TpamiIse€ThCs 3 BETUKUMHE 110-
eTaMH, YHTadi CIpritMany #oro Jyxe mo-pisHoMy. Moro HasuBamy i iMa-
KHUCTOM, 1 MICTHKOM, i CHMBOIIICTOM, i HAHTEICTOM. X0Y MU APIIUKAMH
H MOXKHA 03HaYHTH OKPEMi HOro moesii, cami co6010 BOHH He CIIPOMOXKHI
nepenaTH Beiel mpuponu foro gopo6ky. [Tonpu Te, o AHTOHHYEBHX HO-
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e3iit Gyno oryOnixoBaHoO BiTHOCHO HeGararo, OfHaK BOHM MaJIH IIOMIiTHI
BIUTHB Ha YKPalHCHKUX ITOETiB IPUHEIIHIX IOKONiHB, 30KpeMa y mepion
Bix 1960- no 1980-x pokiB, T06T0 y yac 0co6IHBO BaXKKUX IS YKPalH-
CBKOT'O CYCIiJIbCTBA BUNPOOYBaHb PafgsHCBKHM PEKUMOM. AHTOHHYEBA
H0€e3isl OXOTUTIOE IIMPOKHHA [iana3oH TeM: TaKUX K PaJiCTh XUTTA BiJ Haif-
MeHHINX ApiGHALE, 10 DIMOHHHO MeTadi3uYHNX, TEM IPHUPOTH 1 MicLs B
Hii IFonvHY, ypOaHICTHIHNX TEM, BITTyTTA HABUCIIOTO JINXA, IKE, Ha XaJb,
CTAJIO PEaJIbHICTIO Y Yac HalIMCTCHKOTO BTopruenns. Ha nporusary marpio-
THYHMM MOTHBaM Y TBOPYOCTi 6ararbox 3aXiTHOyKpaiHCHKHX IIO€TIB TOro-
qaccs, AHTOHHY KEPYBaBCs pa/lie MPUHLHIIIOM “MHCTEITBA 3apaJiil MUC-
TeNTBa”, BACOKUMH eCTETHIHUMH igeaniamu. Cepen foro omybmikoBaHux
36ipok: “TIpupitanrs xurta” (1931), “Tpu nepereni” (1934), “Kuaura nesa”
(1936), “3enena €panrenis” (1938) Ta “Poranii” (1938). OcranHi aBi Oyno
BHJ@HO MOCMEPTHO. “Benka rapMoHisa”, 36ipka BipIlIiB Ha peniriini TeMu,
Hanucana 1932-1933, — e TOHKHIA i BUITyKaHWI OITUC TIOJOPOXKi J1e30M
6puTBH 0cOOUCTO] BipH, 3 yCiMa CYIyTHIMH OJKPOBSHHIMH, iCTHHAMM Ta
camoananizoM. JXoaeH Bipii i3 ni€i 36ipku He OyB ory6nikoBanuii y Pa-
ISTHCBKIH YipaiHi o 1989 poxy, iboMy 3aBanuB ii pemirifuanii sMict. Briep-
1€ TIOBHE BHJIAHHA 30ipKU YKPaiHCHKOI0 MOBOIO — O{HOTOMHHK BHOPaHHX
npaue — 3aificHmmm 1967 poxy B Hero-Hopky cyuachux, xonera i apyr
Antonnya CearocnaB ['opauHCEKHM — 3HAHMH NIOET, IEpeKiIaaad, a 3ro-
JIOM iKOHOITMCELLB, Ta TOET-EMIIPaHT 1 JIiTepaTypHuil KpuTHK boraad Py6-
yak. B Vkpaiui naiinorHiiie Buaanus noesii AnToHNda Buinuio 1989 poxy
(boraan-Irop Antonwny. [Toesii / Berynna crarrst M. M. InbHuIBKOTO; YIIO-
pAnKyBaHHA, NpUMITKH i cioBHuK J[. B. ITasmuuxa. Kuis: Pag. nucemen-
ek, 1989). IToer Helo-Hopxerkoi rpymi Bornan Boitayk BHIaB KHIKKY
BHOpaHux moe3iit AHToRKYA. 1[I0 KHIKKY Iepexiany aHnIiHChKO0 Mo-
BOIO pi3Hi aMepHKaHChKI OETH i 3aronoBkoM A Square of Angels (ITnoma
sigronis) (Ann Arbor: Ardis Publishers, 1977), unradi xyxe TEILIo CIpuii-
HSUIH [Ie BUJAHHA.

V 36ipui, axy Bu TpuMacre y pykax, Biepiie omy6TikoBaHo Bei Bipii
Awntonndenoi “Benukoi rapMoHil” aHIIHCEKOI0 MOBOIO.



MALLYYUN BOTA...

Y KpHTHII HEMa€ 9iTKOTO 1 IPyHTOBHOIO BH3HAYEHHA TEPMiHA “MeTa-
{isnyHa 1oesis”, 30e0iNbIIOro HATPAIUILEMO Ha TIPHONH3HI, ICKOIIM CUTY-
aTHBHI y3aranbHeHHA. I{e i He AMBHO, amKe 3a CBOEIO NMPHPOAOIO Taka
oe3is HeBUMIPIOBaJIBHA, 11 CIIif Hi3HaBaTH iHTYiTHBHO. YacTo Meradizuy-
Ha NO€3i1 HaMaraeTsCA epenaTi MicTuaHHUH JocBig. Uuray iHTYITHBHO
OXOILTIOE MiCTHYHICTE, Pa30M 3 II0€TOM CITiBIHEPEKHUBA0YH ITPOLEC MiCTHY-
Horo nepeHeceHHsa. OCHOBHHMH I1apafoKe IOJIATAE B TOMY, IK MOYKHA OITH-
CaTH HEi3HABAHE Ta HEBHANME 0OMEIKEHOIO JIFONCHKOIO MOBOIO Y TPHBH-
MipHoMy cBiTi. 1Ito nmpobremy Hamaranucs po3s’sA3aTd CUMBONICTH, 3a-
3BHYal MTOYHHAIOUH 3 AeKalaHcy abo XK JOXOMIYH 10 HEOTO 3TONOM, OA-
Hak Iie iM He Banocd. Tomac CrepHe EnioT, NpOHUKINBHIA JOCTITHUK i
KPHTHK MeTa)i3HIHOTO MHCTELITBA, BU3HAB HEHMOBIPHY CKIIaIHICTD, 360
# HEMOXJIMBICTH TaKOTO 3aBAaHHA. SIK KPUTHK TBODIB aHIMIHCEKUX MO~
eriB-meradisukiB XVII ct., Enior axoch 3a3uadus, mo “meradizuuny mno-
€3i10 He JHIIE CKIAHO OKPECTHTH, HelerKo HaBiTh BH3HAYUTH, Y AKHX
10€eTiB i B AKMX caMe Bipmax ii mpeactasneno”!. Jlani Bin 3ayBaxye, o
“CKI1aJiHO 3HANTH AKMHCH KOHKPETHHI BU BUKOPHCTaHHSA METapOpH, TIO-
PiBHSHHA 49X 00pasy, CIIIBHAH IS BCIX MOETIB, 1 BOAHOYAC JOCHTE BaX-
JIMBHH AK €JIEMEHT CTHIIO, IO AaB OH 3MOry BHOKPEMHTH LIHX IOETIiB B
OKpeMy rpymy””.

Hpyra 36ipka noesili boraana-Irops Auronuda “Benuka rapmonis’
BIZIKPHTO IEMOHCTPY€E NPAarHEHHS JBAAISTHIBOPIYHOTO MoeTa mnbme
3po3yMiry cyTHicTs Bora, a TakoX IOeTHYHO BHCIOBATH CBOE CTaBJICHHS
Zo Hroro. I1s 36ipka — nponorkeHns 6araroi Tpauilii ykpaiHchkol pemiriii-
HOi noesii; y Hii, GakTiiHo, BiTyHIOOTH OKpeMi exemenTH “Cajry 60xecT-
BEHHUX TiceHs” I puropis CkoBOpoIH, a TAKOXK 00pa3HiCTh AEAKHX PaHHIX
peniriitno 3a6apenerux rexctiB ITasna Truunu. OnHaxk Bipiam “Bernukoi

i

I'T. S. Eliot, “The Metaphysical Poets”, in The Metaphysical Poets, Frank Kermode,
ed. (Greenwich, CT: Fawcett, 1966), 126.
% Tam camo. C. 127.
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rapMOHIT” He BIaCTHBME YiTKO CTPYKTYpPOBaHMH Jax iHIUMX peliriiino-
MICTHUHHX moe3ilt, Hanpukia, Tepesn ABinbcekoi a6o cs. oana Xpec-
Ta, 411 TBOPH MAIOTh THIIOBY MEAUTATHRHY HU3KY KOMIIOHEHTIB: 1) Meau-
TaTHBHHUH CIOKif; 2) TeMpsBa Ta Xxax; 3) MiCTHUHE IepeHeceHHd; 4) o~
KpOBeHHA. AHTOHMYEBI BipIi y 1ii 36ipni pamue ocobucTi i iHTENneKTy-
AJTBHI, Y HUX TIEPEBAKHO HAETHCA IIPO IIOSTOBI BaraHHA MiJX BipOIO Ta CyM-
HiBaMH B MeXaX CHMBOJIYHOI cHcTeMH opraHizoBanoi penirii (Ilepxsu Ta
Crnyx6n Boxori), mpo Bibmito Ta inmi peniriiini mucaHHs, a Takox (i me
6y110 0COONMBO BaXUIMBO U1 AHTOHHMYA) IIPO MOSTHYIHE MUCTELTBO i CIIpHIA-
HATTA HATXHEHHs K GoxecTBeHHOTO Hapy. barato B woMmy 1 36ipka €
cnpo6OI0 CHHTE3YBAaTH 0COOHCTI peniriliHi mepeKoHaHHA 3 METa(i3HKO0
noesii Ta HOeTHIHOr0 HaTXHEHHS.

Iepen TuM sIK JoKIagHiIIe aHaNi3yBaTH “Benuky rapMoniio”, BapTo
3po0uTH NesAKi 3ayBaXKeHHA IOJI0 HU3KH MpobneMHuX rmarans. Io-nepiue,
1 36ipKa Tak i He BUIfIIIa APYKOM 3a XHTTSI AHTOHMYA, BOHA Oyia Jinie
B pyXonuci, gonoxu 1967 poxy ii Bumanu Cearocnae [opauucrkuii i bor-
Ian PyGaak®. Otox il He3akiHueHICTs B AHTOHIMEeBOMY OadenHi Ta HpoGHy
CTPYKTYPY CIHif CpuiiMaTH SK TaKi, IO JHIIE YaCTKOBO BifoOpaxaroTs
eCTEeTHYHHI 3aTyM aBTOpa, XOUa MOPAROK Ii yacTHH Moxe 6yTH mywxe
6nu3skui Ko ocrarouHoro BapianTa. Cim BipmiiB 6yino omy0mikoBaHO T0-
OIMHII B OKPEMHX BHITYCKaX KaTONHIILKOTO KypHaly “JI3BiH” — micTh
1932 poky i oguH — 1933. SIkimo B34TH X0 yBary, Mo AHTOHHY YOMYCh
BUPIIINB He BUAABATH 36ipKH, TO MOXKHA [IPUITYCTHUTH, 10 TOJOBHOIO ITPH-
yrHO Oyna caMme il He3aKIHYEHICTh, & TAKOXK T€, 10 BiH BBaXKaB 30ipKu
“Tpu nepcreni” (1934), “3enena €ranrenisa” (1938) ta “Poranii” (1938)
MOETHYHO NOBepIIeHIMMMY. MOXIHBO, I AyMKa ¥ CIyIIHA, OMHAK Y
“Bennkiii rapMOHIT” TaKu IIOMITHHI BATOMHH TOCTYTI i 3pLTiCTh NOPiBHAHO
3 IOETHKOIO neproi 36ipku ioro roHaNBKKX BipitiB “TIpuBiTaHas XUTTA”
(1931). llle onEMM YMHHUKOM TOTO, YoMy AHTOHHMY He BUIaB “Bermukoi
rapMoHii” MoImo OyTH HOro cpHitHATTA 11 AK HOroch nepexigHoro. Mox-
Ha JOJATH, o HOTo oAbl TBOPYOCTi BIACTHBA BUTOHUCHINIA IOCTH-
Ka, aBTOP BiIXOMUTH BiJl Ti€] iIHTEHCUBHOI HACHYIEHOCTH TPAAMIIIHHOO Peti-
riifHor0 06pa3HicTIo, fka XapakrepHa s “Bemukoi rapMoHil”. YTiM omy6-
JiKyBaHHIO 30ipKu, MabyTh, IIPOCTO 3aBajHiIy i AHTOHHYEBE cllabKe 310-

3 Borman-Irop Anronny. 3iGpani Teopu / Ynopsaz. Cesrocnas l'opauncskuii Ta Bor-
nau PyGuak. Heio-Hopk; Binniner: Cnoso, 1967.
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poB’s, i 6ypemai gacu apyroi nonosuaH 1930-x pokiB — caMe Tak CTaNoO-
¢4 3 JBOMA NEPIINMH IIOCMEPTHHUMH 30ipKaMH.

Bapto 3BepHYyTH yBary Ha AesKi CTpYKTYpHI aciekTH Iiiei 36ipku. V il
3arosoBKy — “Bennxa rapMoHis™ — BiIUTYHIOKOT €JIEMEHTH aHTUYHOI (ino-
codil, a Takok IPOCBITHHUIBKO]I peniriiinol Tpaguuil. Emiter ¢enuxui Tpa-
IULiFHO YXKHBAIOTh Ha 03Ha4eHHA bora Ta BUCOKMX 0Ci0, CKaXiMO, KHA3IB
uu kopojiB. [IoHATTA 2apmonii’ y 3aronoBKy moB’ 13aHe 3 iTaropifcbkoo
izeero rapMoHii abo My3uku ciep, Ky ApUCTOTEINb OMKCYE Tak: “...BCE
PEIITa 33 CBOEK0 MPHPOJIO0 SBHO MOXKHA YIIOAIOHUTH 1O YHCelI i 110 YHC-
Jia— nepiie y BCidl IPHPOZI, OTOX BOHH IIPUILYCTHIIM, WO eIEMEHTH THCeN
CYTB €lleMeHTH BCHOTO CYIIOTO i 1o BCe HebOo - e TapMOHis 1 aucmo™.
ITro mymky 3romoM BukopHcrtas IlnatoH y cBoiil “PeciryOmini”, muuryqu
po kocMoc: “Bropi Ha KOKHOMY 13 Kpy»Kai CHIAMTS 1o oxHii CupeHi, Axi
KPYTATHCS Pa3oM 3 Kpy>KajlaMH, i KO)KHa 3 HUX BHJA€ JHIIE OJMH 3BYK
omHOrO i Toro % ToRy”™. A Horann Kernep y nparii “Harmonice Mundi”
(1619), noB’s3y104u MaTeMaTHKy i acTpoHOMiIo 3 BoroMm, 3ayBaus, mo
BiH Ma€ HaMip 3BECTH BEINUHY CIIOPYAY FapMOHiHHOI CHCTEMH My3HYHO-
r0 Jandy... K 1e 3poduB bor, caM TBopeup, rapMoHi3yBaBImu HeOeCHi
pyxn’.

Tema rapMoHil xocMmocy Ta ii 3B’s13ky 3 boroM, Ge3cyMHiBHO, Ma€
JIaBHIO 1 6araTy iCTOpHYHY TpauLiio, i 30KpeMa NiTepaTypHy — Big Jaute
Ta MiBTOHA HO CydacHUX aBTOpiB. CltiJi HATOIOCHTH, IO AHTOHHY BITPaB-
HO IpaB HA CKPHIILI, i, MOXHA NPHITYCTUTH, IO SK CHH CBAIICHHKA 3
JleMKiBIIHHY, CTIiBaB y XOpi. My3#KyBaB BiH TakoX y riMHasii B CsHOKY'.
" Orox, 3BXAI0UH Ha Te, 0 AHTOHHY J06pe 3HaB IPELbKY Ta TATHHCHKY
MOBH, SIKi IOYaB BUBYATH LIe B IUTHHCTBI, a TAKOK HA HOTO 3aXOIUTEHHS
MY3HKOI0, IPHPOIHO, IO KOHIIENIs rapMOHil cTana [is TioeTa npeaMe-
TOM MPHCTPACHOTO 3aI[iKABICHHS.

4 Apucrorens. Counnennsi: B 4 1. Mocksa: Mricns, 1975. C. 76.

$ Inaron. Jlepxasa / [Tepeknan J3Binku Kopans. Kuis: Ocrosw, 2000. C. 323.

¢ <http://www.dartmouth.edu/~matc/mathS.geometry/unit3/unit3.html>

7Y serymi mo BujaHHA “3i6pani TBopu” Cearocnas [opauHCHKHIA 3ayBaxye, 10
AnTOHNY JOCUHTH A06pE rpas, 06 BUKOHYBaTH CKPUIIKOBE couio Ha IlleBueHKiBChKO-
My KOHLEPTI i HarHcaB JeKiNpKa My3HIHHX KOMIIO3HMIIIH, CEpel HIX MapLl, sKui CIiiBa-
110 Bee #oro riMHa3siiiHe ToBapucTso (c. 9).


http://www.dartmouth.edu/~matc/math5%5e%d0%b5%d0%be%d1%82%d0%b5%d0%b9%d1%83/%d0%b8%d0%bf%d0%ba%d0%97/%d0%b8%d0%bf%d0%ba%d0%97.1%d1%96%d1%97%d1%821
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Bipmi 3 “Benuxoi rapMoRii” naroBaHi 3me6insimoro nepiogoM six 23
Oepesns no 3 yepBHa 1932 poky, a meski 6yno HanucaHo 24~26 GepesHs
1933. Hi parn npubmu3Ho 36irarorses 3 Bemixum nmoctoM Ta BenukopuivMu
CBATaMH. 3a rPUrOpiaHCHKUM KaneHaapeM, Bennkaens 1932 poky mpu-
naxas Ha 1 TpaBHA, a 1933 — Ha 16 kBiTHA. 3a 0TaHCEKHM JITOYHCIIEH-
HaM, 1e Oyio BiamoBinHo 18 Ta 3 xBiTHA. binspki Bennkonri cesta, mo-
B’s13aHi 31 CMEPTIO Ta BOCKPECIHHAM XPHCTa Ta JDKEPesIOM CIIaciHHA JIA
Jroneii, 1Ba POKH MOCIILIb HaAUXanH AHTOHHYA TUCATH CBOI PO3LYMHU PO
Bora. I3 45 BipmiB uiei 36ipku 38 MarOTh 3aroNOBKH JIATHHCHKOIO 200
TPELBKOI0 MOBaMH 1 uie 7 — ykpalHchkoro. UAMalto TaTHHCEKUX 3aro-
JIOBKIB B34TO i3 pHMO-KaTOJIHIbKO1 JaTHHChKoi Ciryx6u bosxoi ~ came y
11i# Tpanumii 3pocTaB AHTOHUY, CHH CiJIBCHKOTO CBAIIEHNKa 3 JIeMKiBImu-
uu Bacuis Kora, sxuii 3MiHHB CBO€ Tipi3BHINe Ha AHTOHKY. JIarHHCEKA
Cyx6a Boxka oxormroe HU3Ky 3 I’ s#Ti HeaMiHHUX TiMHiB: 1) Kyrie Eleison,
2) Gloria in Excelsis, 3) Credo, 4) Sanctus, 5) Agnus Dei. Li n’st6 riMHIB
JlaJI¥ 3aroJIOBOK BipiiaM 30ipKH, X0Y I B iHINOMY MOPSAKY, Hi’K BOHH 3’ 4B~
nsoteest y Ciryx6i Boxiii. HaiiGinbsine Bpaxae Te, 10 TPHTOPIaHCHKHIL
cris Kyrie Eleison (Tocriony, noMuminyi) BMIIEHO HampHKiHIN 36ipKu —
mmicnst Hhoro Maemo nuie Tpu Bipmi (“Magnificat”, “Ars poetica” Ta “Salve
Regina”). “Benuka rapMoHis”, GakTH4HO, HACHYeHa 00pa3aMH i3 TaTHH-
crxoi Ciyx0H, a TakoXK 3 MOJIMTOB, IIiCEHB, IICAJIMIB, 30KpeMa I'pHTopi-
aHCBKMX CIiBiB, fKi IepeBaXaTH Y JIATHHCHKIH miTyprii xo pedopm Jpy-
roro Batukancrkoro cobopy. 3BepHIMO yBary Ha 3aronoBk: “Veni Sancta
Spiritus”, “Amen”, “Deus Magnificus”, “Te Deum Laudamus”, “Veni
Creator”, “Confiteor”, “Mater Dolorosa”, “Credo”, “Mater Gloriosa” ta
“Salve Regina”. BinsmicTs BipimiB i3 miel 30ipku 30cepemKeHi Ha TiTyprii-
HHUX My3HUHHX $opMaXx, AKi i Jjany MomTOBX AHTOHIYEBUM PO3MIPKOBY-
BaHHSAM.

V 36ip1i € urmano My3ugaux Metadop. Jlo mpuknany, y Bipmi “Musica
Noctis” AHToHMYIB JIipHyHUi repoii mume: “/laneu o63MBaeThCA Neb-
nienb uyTHUMH apdamu,/ Bitep cTpoiTe Hid mij boxuii kamepToH” (psaaku
7-8). Hanpukinui Bipima BiH yroxi6Hioe Bora no Bemikoro mianicra: “Ciry-
XaiiMO BEJHKOTO KOHIEpPTY, sk yBeuopi/ Ha ¢opremnisHo cBiTy — Kiazge
nomoni Bor” (15-16). ¥ Bipuni “Deus Magnificus”, 3aroloBox skoro
IOXONMTS i3 18 ncanma natuHckkoi Bibnii (quantum Deus sit magnificus —
nebeca N0Ka3y1oTh, HACKINbKU BenmuHuit [ocrons), AHTOHNY 3aKiHUye
TaKUM KaTPEHOM:
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Bin ~ xoxHiit pedi Menoaio gae,
Bin — rapmosis, Bin — akopa My3naHui,
BiH — KaMepTOH, 110 CTPOITh CEpIIE TBOE,
BiH - 3Byk Jokonauwuii, Bemuaumit. (13-16)

Ioer y Bciit 36ipLi — Have iHCTPyMEHT, Ha sKoMY rpae Bor: au To ckpun-
Ka, apda, nipa, Tycila, 4M rojioc, HaTXHEeHHHWI Benn4aTH # ociiByBaTH
Tocnona. Y sipmi “Magnificat” AHTOHHY IHIITE:

O cepue, 3acmiBait oMy moxsaneHy ncansmy.
Bin eaunnit bor Benwranmii.

Harxsenns BiTep THE AyLIi MOE] TANBMY.

BiH € B yciM axopa My3uunmit. (13~16)

Ocp nviie AexinpKa NPUKIANiB My3imIHIX MeTadop, Ha sKi Taka Oara-
Ta I 30ipka. AHTOHMYEB1 XBaneGHi ICATMA HAIOBHEH] 3aKIMKaMH IO BipH
Y CBIiTHi JIIOACHKOI MHHYIIOCTH T4 YCBIJOMIIEHHA BAaCHOI CMEPTHOCTH.

Xorinocs 6 mpUBEPHYTH YBary [0 Hie OXHOTO THTAHHI, IIOB’I3aHOTO 3
1i€ero 30ipkoro, 30KpeMa PO3IIAHYBINM TPUALATS Apyruii Bipmr “Triangulum”
(TpukyTHYK) Ta 00pa3 TPHKYTHUKA BipH, HaAil i TFOGOBH, 10 BUBEIEHUI y
ITi13aronoBKy. TpUKYTHUK —~ 1€, 3BiCHO, TpaauuiitHa penpesenTanis Tpifiui.
ITeit 06pa3 Takox AOBOII BiTOMHIA i3 cepii 3 onuHANIATH KapTHH “Tpiymb
nporpecy” 1880-x pokiB, 1110 CIIPOEKTYBAB MOMLCHKUI XyH0XHUK STH Ma-
TEHKO, SKi HPUKPAMIAIOTE aKTOBY 3a1y JIbBiBchKkoi [loniTexHiki. AHTOHMY,
HaBYAIO4YHCh Ta MeIIKaiouH Y JIbBOBi, Oe3cyMHiBHO, OaunB ix. Ha mux
TMIOJIOTHAX XPUCTHAHCHKI 6i6iiliHi aneropii moeaHaHo 3 aHTHHHOO MITOJO-
ri€lo, BOHM MOIIH CTAaTH [KEPENIOM HATXHEHHS y CTBOPEHHI Bipiia
“Triangulum” 30kpeMa Ta Beiel 36ipku 3aranom. “Bemuka rapMoHis” J0-
BOJIi TOYHO BiA3EPKANIOE YUMANIO €IEMEHTIB 3aIyMy Ta BUKOHAHHS Kap-
TiH Mateiika. OnHiM i3 HaMBIZOMIIIAX ITOIOTEH I(HOTO MUY € “CBaTa
Tpifins” 3 i COHTIHO-KOBTHM IEPEBEPHYTHM TPUKYTHHKOM Ha Tii Gra-
KATHOTO Heba 3 6UnrMu xMapuHKaMu. XprcTa Ha KapTHHI 306pakeHo JiBo-
py4, y npasuili Bin TpuMae TepHOBOTO BiHLA, TIpaBopyd — Bor Oreus,
Csatuit [lyx mocinae LeHTpalibHe MicIe, BHXOAUTH Ha NMepe/IHil miaH B
00pa3i roHaka 3 manayuM cBiToueM Ha goiri. O6pa3 TpuKyTHHKA 6aunMo
i1 Ha iHIOMy ToNoTHI Mateiika — “Bipa, Hanis Ta JIro60B”, fie Tpy ronoBHi
XPHCTHSHCHK] YECHOTH IIOCTAIOTh AK KIHKH, 0 HANMXAIOTh JIOACHKOTO
reHis. 3TUTTa TeMu 60XECTBEHHOTO Ta IOETHYHOTO OCSISTHHS 3’ ABIIAETECA
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i Ha kapTHHi “BoXkecTBeHHE HATXHEHHs, JIe aHrell B )KIHOYiH inocraci
cxoauTh 3 Hebec i3 CrioBoM BoxuM, TpUMAaOu CMOJIOCKHII y TIpaBii py1i,
Iy4YKaMH K JIIBOT PyKH, B siKiii BiH TpumMae CaTy Kuury, BiH TOpKa€eThCs
YoJ1a JITHHOTO Y0JIOBIKa, II0 CHAUTE Ha y36epesxoki. [TonorHo “Iloesis,
My3HKa Ta icTopis”, 1e 300paXkeHo TPH KiHOYi MOCTaTi, IKi YyTBOPIOIOTh
TPUKYTHHK, BiJUTYHIO€ IeIKHIMH TEMaMH, BIIaCTUBUMU AHTOHHYEBIH “Be-
JIMKii rapMOHii”, Jie B HOBOC(OPMOBAHOMY 3piJIOMY CBITOIVISJI aBTOpa
H0€e3i10, My3HKy Ta MHCTEL[TBO IIOETHAHO 3 TIOHATTAM 00)KECTBEHHOTO. A
o6pa3 Marepi Boxoi y 36ipii AHTOHHYA, 30KpeMa B i 0CTaHHBEOMY BipIiIi
“Salve Regina”, neperykyerbcs 3 MarteiikoBoro kapTuro “Maru boxa
BTilIa€ BipHUX . MO)KHa IPUITYCTUTH, 110 260 ITOET i MUTELb HE3aJIEKHO
3HAMIUIH €IMHE JPKepesio HATXHEHHS 3aBIISKU OXHAKOBiH KaTeXHTHYHIMH
OCBITI B KaTOJMIbKIH Tpaauiii, a00 k AHTOHHY CBiJOMO YH HECBIIOMO
neperiaBuB MareikoBi Bi3yalibHi pepe3eHTaIlii y CBOO OETHKY.

OT1xe, MO)KEMO BUCHYBAaTH, IO CIIOBOM “MeTadizuuHa”, yBid, MOXKHA
TI03HAYMTH JIMILE OMH 3 aCIEeKTiB ii mpupoau. Hacmpasxi wi Bipmi — oco-
OuCTi iHTENeKTyanbHi po3AyMH PO 0Opa3HiCTh Ta KaHOHHM BipH, bibii,
JITYprii i IEpKOBHUX JOKTPHH. Y IIHX TBOPAX ITOET HEe HAMAraeThCs HOCAT-
TH MICTHYHOI, iHTYITHBHO1, EMOLIIHOT TPaHCIIEHEHIIii, a paJiiie 03HaYHTH
Bora, ocriiBat Moro i moxskyBsati oMy 3a CTBOPEHHS TaKOTO YyIOBO-
IO, MPEKPACHOTO BCECBITY, @ TAKOXK IPHMHUPHUTH JIFOAUHY 3 HEIIOTaMOBHH-
MH iHTeNIeKTyaJbHUMH CYMHiBaMH IIOZI0 BIACHOI CMEPTHOCTH, IO B XBH-
TMHY cIabKOCTH TYXXaThCs MiATOYUTH iHTYITHBHE po3yMiHHSA Bora Ta 60-
JKEeCTBEHHOI rapMoHii BcecBiTy. Came ToMY, MOXJINBO, AHTOHHY 3aKiHIy€
110 36ipKy BipmeM “Salve Regina”, 3aronoBok sSKOro B3sTO 3 MapiHCHKO-
IO TiMHY, SIKHH CITiBaIOTh B 3aXiJHHX LepKBaxX. BiH TAKOK OXOIUTIOE OCTaH-
HIO MOJIMTBY JIAaTHHCBKO1 BepBHili. IToet Gnarae I{apumio HebecHy mpo
MHIIOCEp/s, SIKe MOTpiOHe oMy, 06 TpUMATHCs CTEXKKH BipH y “KypHiH,
HPOKJIATIH. . .XaTi” CBOTO CepIi, K KaXe BiH Y IPUKIHIEBHX PSIKaX IbO-
ro Bipma i yciei 36ipku.

Benuka rapMoHist 4715 Cy9acHOI JTIOOMHH B I17100a71130BaHOMY CBITi CTa-
na MitoM. KoxkeH 1mo-cBoeMy Imykae rapMoHii 3 co6oto, 3i cBiToM, 3 bo-
roM. 36ipka AHTOHHYA € OJHUM i3 IIUISXiB JOCATHEHHS TaKol TapMOHii.

Muxaiino Hatioan

Ilepexnana 3 aneniticoxoi I'anuna be3yx
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UT IN OMNIBUS GLORIFICETUR DEUS
Xan y Bcbomy npocnasntsca bor

TH OKJIAaB MEHi Ha ITIedi — CTPaNiHKH TArap,
JBHraTH HOro s MyIITy, MyIIIy KOHYE,
Iacnusimi MepTsi pevi — 3 yeix Caxap
HaifcTpanHime nanuTs 1ack Toix moxap.
Tu moKnaB MeHi Ha TIEYi — COHIIE.

IToxa3aB MOiM HIMEM OYaM — JKOPCTOKY LiIb,
IypHYpPOBE COHIIE B CHHil CKpHHi Heba,

aJjie rpoOMY TH HE 3B yCTaM — JIHII ITyM TOILIb,
IO POCTYTh CaMiTHi cepex THXHX Iilb,

a MeHi JoKoHYe rpoMoBoi MOBH Tpeba.

S MizepHwmii, HIenIeAABUH, TUXUIA ITOET,

AK ke X BHUCKaxy TBoe BceicHyBaHHA

6e3 BenuuHMX cHiB, 6e3 casu? Ha Miif xpebet
KHHYB HalTIOTINIy 3 yciX keber,

00 MOBYaHHA YCT BiJl JIiT 3apaHHS.

Xo4 mify Ha po3AOPINIKS, Ha HKOBTY 0DONOHB,
TOBOPHTHMY 3 POXOXKUM KOXHHM, Haue 3 OpaToM:
ciryxaii, Ipyxe, MycHY 30Dx0xs # 40JI0 B 3a/{yMi CKIOHB!
cipux IHiB MaHzpiBde, 6o ciais Moro nonoHs

ITOBHHIA IIiTHIT BCECBIT, HOBHMI KOXHHIT aTOM.
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UT IN OMNIBUS GLORIFICETUR DEUS
That in all things God may be Glorified

You’ve placed a dreadful burden on my shoulders,
and I must carry it, without fail I must.

Dead things are the happiest — of all Saharan deserts
the fire of Your grace burns most intensely.

You’ve placed the sun on my shoulders.

You’ve shown my mute eyes a forbidding goal,

a violet sun in the blue treasure chest of the heavens,

but you have failed to give thunder to my lips — just the rustle
of poplars growing solitarily amid quiet fields,

but I categorically need the language of thunder.

I am a miserable, lisping, worthless poet,

how can I utter Your omnipresence

without grand words or praise? You’ve tossed
the severest of all faculties onto my back,
‘ahead of time because of the silence of lips.

Though I’'m walking to the crossroads, to the yellow of the fields,

I will speak with each passer by as though with a brother: listen, friend,
brush against the stalks of grain and bow your forehead in thought:
wanderer of dreary days, for the entire universe

is filled with the imprints of His palms, every atom filled.
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VENI SANCTE SPIRITUS!
Mpunan, Ceatun Byxy!

Ipwitau, mputinu no Mene, lony6e Cearuit,
SCHAMU KPUJIaMH 3arpait IoHaZ MOIM CTOJIOM,
HaMOBHM CepLE IACTAM THTOJIECHKOI TIOBHOTH
Ta XOpOHN MEHE Tepe]] 6€3CHILIA 31I0M.

VYropy ronoBy NOXHieHY B yTOMi

3-HaJ| )KOBTHX (OMisMHTIB, 3-Ha/| aTiepiB miaHecy.
V ceprii, Haue y HepraMeHTOBIM TOMI,

panTOBO BiYMTAIO BOTHAHY TBOIO Kpacy.

Be3Mmenoxs BilayTTSM HaNHi yIIepTh, A0 KParo

MOIO NPH3EMHY IYIIY, BKPUTY [HJIOM, MOB JIOpOTa.

Ta He Gaxaro nepeAciHHs paro, 60 i 3Ha:

CTpalllHa, CTpAIllHa LIe Piv )KMBHM YIIacTH B pyku bora.

Benuxuit Xenue dyni, Tu cepniom 3010THM

i3 MoOTO CcepIis CyMHiBiB Oyp’SH Ta XONTY BUTHH,

o6 mepe . OKOM Bi4YHOCTH CTOSB, MOB HEITOXHUTHHIA THH,
s TOpAWi Ta TBEPAMit, MOB KpHIL, TUUap TBii GnakuTHHIA.



VENI SANCTE SPIRITUS
Come, Holy Spirit!

Come, come to me, Holy Dove,

begin to play above my desk with bright wings,
fill my heart with the joy of the plenitude of angels
and protect me before the evil of weakness.

I will raise up my downcast head in weariness
from above yellowed folios and papers.

In my heart, as though in a parchment volume,
I will suddenly decipher Your fiery beauty.

Pour out the feeling of boundlessness to the brim,

my earth-bound soul to the very end, covered with dust like the road.
I do not desire the vestibule of paradise, for I know:

how terrifying it is to fall into the arms of God alive.

- Grand Reaper of Souls, with your golden scythe

Cut away the weeds of doubts from my heart and taunts,

so that I stand before the eye of eternity like a steadfast wall,
proud and firm as steel, Your azure knight.
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MUSICA NOCTIS
My3aunka Houi

3anany Ha HeO1 CMOJIOCKHUIT OJIIOTO MiCSIs,
30pAMH TEMHOTY HOYi IIPOCBITH,

Xall cepIid, o XBOPI€ i3 CAaMOTH, MOTIlAThCH,
AK 11o0ayars THCsuHi TBoi cBiTH.

B cepui, o CIIOBHTE THXOTO CITOKOXO MaphaMu,
MHJIO3BYIHHUH, TapMOHIHHUI KOXEH TOH.

Janeq o03uBa€eThCA NeAb-Nes YyTHUMH apdamu,
BiTep CTPOITH Hiy 1ix Boxxuii kamepToH.

Have rapHe, cTHIIIE JIITO HA BECIHHIH TOBOAI,

y Iymi qo3pinia cIijia moBHOTA.

31nerka ThMsiHI, CHBi OapBH, TLUTBIIN BIATHHI, HA OBHII,
COHIIA, HIO 3aXOANUTH, OaHd 30JI0Ta.

JIiTHA, TeTINA HiY yropy Ha Hepel, KuJepu
IMifHECEThCA TaXOMIaMH KBiTiB 6araTbox.
CnyxaiiM0 BEITMKOTO KOHIIEPTY, SIK YBe4opi
Ha GOpTemistHO CBiTY — Kiaje xonosi bor.

23 bepesus 1932
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MUSICA NOCTIS
Music of the Night

Light up the torch of the pale moon in the sky,
illuminate the darkness of the night with stars,

let hearts that are sick with loneliness take comfort
when they see thousands of Your worlds.

In a heart wrapped in the scarves of quiet peace,
melodious, harmonious is every tone.

The distance echoes with just barely audible harps,
wind tunes the night with the tuning fork of God.

Like beautiful, full-grown summer on spring’s bridle,
a ripe fullness has matured in your soul.
Slightly darkened gray colors, just on the horizon

in the distance, the golden cupola of the setting sun.

The warm summer night high on mountain crests,
wooded peaks rise up in the fragrances of many flowers.
Let us listen to the great concert in the evening as

God places his hands on the piano of the world.

March 23, 1932
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DE MORTE, |
MNMpo cmepTo, |

AKX KOJHCH MOXUITIOCS B 33yMi
HaJl piKOIO XKHTTH, IO MUHYIIO,
Ta IOMISHY B HIMIM, THXIM CyMi
HAa PyCI1o, MO MOKPUTE HaMYIIOM,

A KOJIICBH, aX 3a JiT, MOXKE, COPOK,
OJMHHILIA JIHXa, CipHii 6par,
JKHTTBOBHI CTPYHIYBaTHMY ITOPOX

13 OEPTUX MAJOMHHITBKHX IIIAT,

A KOIIHCH, X 3a JIT, MOXE, COPOK,
nepeciuna, 3BHYaifHa JIIOOUHA,

mie nmofady s npasAy Kpi3b MOPOK

i BiIKHHY reTs kuii nimirpuMa.

Ipuitne sHTOMN i IPHCYR MEIEM

Ha OJIaKUTHIM Hamwmie nanepi,
npHitae cMepTh i CpibNACTHM KII04eEM
BilIMKHE MEHi BIYHOCTH BEpi.

23 bepesnn 1932



DE MORTE, |
On Death, |

Only later I will bow my head in thought
above the river of life that has passed
and gaze in mute, quiet sorrow

at the river-bed covered with silt.

Only later, perhaps, in forty years or so,
when I am a miserable man, expressionless,
will I shake life’s dust

from my torn pilgrim’s vestments.

Only later, perhaps, in forty years or so,
an everyday average person, :
will I see truth through the gloom

and cast aside my pilgrim’s staff.

An angel will appear and write

the judgment on azure paper with his sword,
death will come and with a silver key

unlock the door of eternity for me.

March 23, 1932
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GLORIA IN EXCELSIS
CnaBa BO BULWIHiX

O06uary Beix monei

3 BEJIMKO1, ACHO1 pafOCTH,
IO BCIX TyKaTH: rei!
Cuiarucsa 6e3xypHO, pazo.

HewmoB maite quTe,

IUIECKATH Y JOJIOHI TOJIOCHO, 310pOBO.
Croroaui 6e3 myTr4,

chOromHi Bei Ge3rmysai, Bci 000B’I3KOBO.

CroropHi roaTsca BCi paHH,
CBOTOZHI BCMiXHEHi BCi JIFOIH.
Crasaiite B X0p, Bliepe]l, CONPaHH,
Xaii SHrox AupUIeHToM byne.

Xaii rpae micHa cepej repus,
00 1e HajibinpIma 3 mepeMor.
V sx0mo6i MOHOro cepis
croroHi Hapoauscs bor.

23 bepesun 1932
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GLORIA IN EXCELSIS
Glory in the Highest

To embrace all people

with great, bright joy,

to shout “hey” to everyone!
To laugh carefree, happily.

To clap in your palm

Like a little child, loudly, robustly.
Today is without purpose,

today everyone is raucous, without fail.

Today all wounds heal,

all the people smile.

Join the choir, sopranos to the front,
Let an angel be the choir’s conductor.

Let a song play during the contest,
For this is the greatest of victories.
Today the Lord was born
in the stream of my heart.

March 23, 1932
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DE MORTE, IV
Mpo cmepTs, IV

S e crokifinuii, Haye THILA HA BOI,
s MAlO [IOCHTH, JOCHTH CHIIH,

o6 He GOATHCH HABITH i TOAI,

KOJIH 3arjIAHE B OYi KK,

Sk 3aTpinode KpHIaMH Hall MHOIO

i BXAIUTH 3ip, HATHTHIH KPOB'10 BILEPTH,
TO Gyzie MOBOIO HIMOIO

OJTHE-OJIHICBKE CIIOBO — CMEPTh.

Bo HaBiTh NpHUBH YOPHUIL CMEPTH
IyIi MO€I He pOSCTPOITh CTPYH.

O Boxe, Aaii, o0 HaBiTh BIEPTHit
MeHe HiKOJIM He 3irHyB GypyH.

O Boxe, naii, mo6 s B 3MaraHsi
CTOSB, MOB CKEJIfi, IPOTH OPH,
06 cMepTh Mo Oy/1a — OCTaHHi
rapMOHii akopX.

24 bepesns 1932



DE MORTE, IV
On Death, IV

I am calm as silence on the water.
I have more than enough strength
Not to be fearful even if

a bat looks me straight in the eye.

When its wings begin to tremble above me
and vision filled entirely with blood stings,
a single solitary word will be

a mute language — death.

For even the black specter of death

Does not put the strings of my soul out of tune.

O Lord, grant that even a stubborn wave
Will never be able to bend me.

O Lord, grant that I withstand the contest
like a cliff against the hordes,

That my death be the last

chord of harmony.

March 24, 1932

39|
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DE MORTE, I
Mpo cmepTy, 11

He BMito cka3aTy Hikomy,

Jie BOHA, A€ BOHA, ne?

Moxe, 3a KOXXHMM POTOM JOMY
Ha MEHE XKJIe.

He BMit0 CKa3aTH TOYHO,

JI€ € BOHA.

A’ BpemTi, MOB 30MTOYHHK,
BHII’€ MEHE, Haue KeJIMX BUHA.

Koxnuii i3 Hac — XHUTTIO € 6par,

HIXTO He X04e BMEPTH,

XK HiY 3aILIATHTH MiCALb — 30JI0THH TyKarT,
3aBJIATOK CMEPTH.

3Haro, o AHi € BCce Tipii,
mo GyANTH Hac MIOCH MO HOYaX.
Xaif 1ikoM Ha CMepTI XKax

OymyTS Hi Bipii.

24 bepesnn 1933



DE MORTE, I
On Death, Il

I don’t know how to ask anyone:

where is she,! where is she, where?
Perhaps she is waiting for me just around
every corner on my way home.

I don’t know how to say

exactly where she is.

Until like a prankster she finally
drinks me up like a goblet of wine.

Each of us is a brother to life,

No one wants to die,

till the night pays the moon a golden ducat,
the deposit of death.

I know the days are all worse,
That something wakes us at night.
Let these poems be the cure

for the dread of death.

March 24, 1933

! Death (smert’) is grammatically feminine in Ukrainian.
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DUAE VIAE
Asi poporu

Janexkumu muiaxamu a myxas TeGe, miit Boxe,
BITpIB MUTABCS PBYYHX, IMBHAKOKPWIHX: 1€ € BiH?
JlapeMHO ayMaB, O Ha TYTY MYJPIiCTh KHHUT IIOMOXE,
IO 3aCIOKOITH, 110 BAOBOJINTE CIIPAIIHii cepns TiH.

IMurases 3a To6010 BCAKHX CTPiHYTHX JIIOAEH,
onuade Bci BoHM MeHi Tebe He mokasanmy;

mykaB TeGe B HU3MHAX, B ropax, Ha IIIWIAX HeIe,
B KypHill My)KHIIbKil XaTi i B Imajkiit Ganesiit 3ani.

V TEMSHHX CYTiHKAaX 3aMIeBRX 6ibmorek,

y AMBHHX OyKBax HEYITKHX cTaporo ¢oiisia,

B CJIOBaX, IO iX HMHCaB KOJIHMCh MOHAX, YUYEHHH IDeEK,
OHaYe B HUX JIUII MEPTBA IBITb MUHYJIOTO ApiMaa.

I He 3uaiimoB Tebe, fapMa MIyKaB, X0 TiNBKH 3MOTH,
mo6u moGayur ToK npucyTHICTS. Beroan TeMHo.

He 3HaB, 10 pO3MHHYIHCH IOPYY cebe ABi HOpOTH:
TH TEX IIyKaB MEHE — y MOIM cepii. Tex JapeMHo.

24 bepe3nn 1932
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DUAE VIAE
Two Roads

I've searched for you, Lord, on long roads,

I’ve asked the whipping quick-winged winds: where is He?

I've thought in vain that the wisdom of books will help against the longing,
that it will calm down the thirsting race of my heart, that it will gratify me.

I’ve asked all kinds of people I’ve met about You,

but all of them have failed to show You to me; I've looked for you
in the lowlands, on mountains, on the spires of mountain crests,
in a peasant’s smoky hut and on a lacquered ballroom floor.

In the dark gloom of dusty libraries,

in the strange vague letters of an old folio,

in words written once by a learned Greek monk,

but only the inert mold of the past has been dozing in them.

And I have failed to find You, I searched in vain, at least for the possibility,
of seeing Your presence. It is dark all around.

I did not know that the two roads right next to each other had failed to cross:
that you also had been searching for me — in my heart. But also in vain.

March 24, 1932
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ARS POETICA, 11, 1

MucTtewrso noesii, i, 1

S 3suuatinmii miita,

KOXXHHI MEHE 3aXOILIIOE JEHb.
He posywmito cBita,

He PO3yMilo BJJACHHX IliCEHb.

ITuTu 3axBar 10 Kparo. ..

Tonoc Ge3xypHHii, HEMOB LIBipKYHa,
oT Tax cobi criBaro,

TiNBKHY I3BEHUTH Ha TOpax JIyHa.

3axoIuIeHHs IOYaTOoK,
penirii i CoHeTiB,;
3aXOILICHHS HAM POIUTH
aroCTOMIB i TOETIB.

He Bwmiro ncatH Bipmiis,
CMitOCs 3 IIPABHUII i BUMOL.
J1sa MeHe ToeTHKY
cKkinanae caM bor.

Yemeep, 24 bepesna 1932
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ARS POETICA, 1|, 1
The Art of Poetry, I, 1

I am an ordinary poet,

each day fascinates me.

I do not understand the world,

I do not understand my own songs.

To drink ecstasy to the brim...

A carefree voice like a cricket,

this is the way I sing,

just the echo still ringing in the mountains.

The beginning of rapture,
of religion and sonnets;
rapture gives birth to our
apostles and poets.

I do not know how to write poems,
I scoff at the rules and standards.
For me it is God Himself

who formulates my poetics.

Thursday, March 24, 1932



AMEN
AMiHb

3akiHueHHiT KOHOEPT,
JIMII BiATOMIH — OMaHa.
Kinems ycboro — cMepTs,
Ta€MHA T4 HE3HaHA.

I papicue it cymue
MHHA€, MOB IIpUMapa.
Bxe bor xi1ane mene,”

MOB CKpHIIKY, 0 $yTispa.

3axiHyeHuil BXKe CIIiB,
yKE CTPYHA He IPa€.
Hecka3sane nux ciiB
Xaii cepiie JJocIiBae.

HIo6 cepue nocmiBaio,
HOT0 TH IepeMiHb,
o macra Tpeba Mano:
TapMoOHil.

AMiHb,

24 bepesnn 1932



AMEN

The concert is over,

just the echo is deceptive.

The end of everything is death,
mysterious and unknown.

Both the joyous and sad
pass like a specter.

God is already placing me
in a case like a violin.

The singing is over,

the string is no longer playing.

Let the heart finish singing

what is left unsaid of these words.

You must change your heart
For it to finish singing
You need very little to reach happiness:
Just some harmony.
Amen.

March 24, 1932



VINEA DIVINA
FocnoaHin BUHOrpagHuK

O >XWTTA BCe Ma€ THCAYI IPUHA],
HAaBiTh i TOMI, KONK CyMHE i TBepae,
Ta 3aTe

B KOXHIi# panocTi xoBae 6e3niy 3pan.

O XuTTS, pi3HOMaHITHE B OJHHHI,

0 JKHTTH, THCAY00apBHE B CipHHi,

Ta 3aTe B HaiOinbIIiM mMacTi € Ha JAHi
JIFHI TIOJTHH.,

O noesie mMOAEHHNX HAINX CTPaB,

0 POMaHTHKO 3BHYaifHUX TIOACHKHX NPaB,
Ta 3aTe HYbIH i TipkoTH Habpae

KEeJINX BHH.

O XKHUTTA BCE Ma€E THCAYI IPUHAJ,
HaBiTh i TOAI, fK cipe i CyMHe;

JIHIII OfTHE:

B Boxiit BuREHMII 36MpaTH BUHOTpAS.

IT smnuys, 25 Gepesna 1932



VINEA DIVINA
The Lord’s Vineyard

O, life has thousands of enticements,
even when it’s sad and hard,

though

infinite betrayals hide in each joy.

O life, so varied in its singularity,

O life, thousand-colored in gray,

though lying at the base of most happiness
there is just bitter wormwood.

O, poetry of our everyday affairs,

O, romanticism of our ordinary human rights,
yet a goblet of wine has gathered up
weariness and bitterness.

0O, life has thousands of enticements,
but even when it is sad and hard,

there is only one:

to pick the grapes in the Lord’s vineyard.

Friday, March 25, 1932

ol



DEUS MAGNIFICUS
Benuknin lMocnoab

Ha nafisumiit Heeli rip — € Bin,

Ha Hairmu6mimM Mops iHi — € Bin,

Ha He0i, ramasel rip — € BiH,

B KOXHif HOYi, B KOKHIM JHI — € BiH.

Moro 4yt B myMi BiTpy Ta MOPCBKHX GYPX/IMBHX IIiH,
BCIOOH, BCIONHU € — Benukmii Ta €nunmit;

Ta Ha#Ginsmit Bin cepen y6orux crin

1 B MOJIUTBi IUTHHH.

Komu kmuuem monodi — BiH €,
Koy xnuuen momoui — BiH e,
KOJIM IIykaeni — BiH €,

Yoro Bxe Maem, 60 B T06i — €.

Bin — koxHiit peui Menoniro aae,

BiH — rapMoHis, BiH — akopA My3u4H#i,
BiH — kamMepTOH, IO CTPOITH Ceplie TBOE,
Bin - 3Byk Jloxonanuii, Bemranuii,

IT amnuysa, 25 Gepesna 1932
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DEUS MAGNIFICUS
God Magnificent

On the highest crests of mountains — is He,

on the deepest bottom of the sea — is He,

in the sky, in the chambers of mountains — is He,
in every night, in every day — is He.

You hear Him in the rustle of wind and the gurgling foam of the sea,
everywhere, He is everywhere — Great and Indivisible.

Yet He is greatest inside the most desolate walls

and in a child’s prayer.

When you call in the night — He is there,
when you call for help — He is there,
when you search — He is there,

you already have Him for He is within.

He gives melody to every thing.

He is harmony, He is a musical chord,
He is the tuning fork tuning your heart,
He is Perfect, Majestic Sound.

Friday, March 25, 1932



TE DEUM LAUDAMUS, |
Xsanumo Tebe, Nocnogm, |

3emiist — ap¢a MiINEHOHHOCTPYHHA, ap(da 3IT0TOCTpyHHa,
3eMii — mapda MinsiioHHOpyHHA, apda 3eTeHOCTPYHHA,
3eMJIs — CKpUIIKa ApiOHOTOHHA, CKPHIIKa CPiOHOA3BOHHA,
3eMiis — Oyps HEBTOMOHHa, Oyps BceOypyHHa.

Koxuuii AeHb — BiyHa MoauTBa 0o Tebe,
KOJKHa Hid — BiyHmit 10 TeOe mcaiom,
KOKHHM JISHE — TyTa JIIOIVHH 33 HeO0M,
KOXKHa Hig — 60porsba 100pa 31 3moM.

He60 — Hax 3emiteto cCHHIH aax,
He0O0 — BIYHHUI 3HAK IIUTAHH,

He0Oo — CHHE, K HEBHHHICTH y 04aXx,
He0O — TYTH I[iTb OCTaHHA.

3emus — 30moToCTpyHHA apta TBoel cnasw,
ZleHb 1 Hi1 — MOJTUTBA TyTH i OaXkaHHS,

He00 — MOACHKA I{UJIb OCTaHHA,

BCE pa30M — BEJIMKa rapMoHis Tebe cnaBHTh.

25 Gepesnn 1932



TE DEUM LAUDAMUS, |
We Praise Thee, O Lord, |

The earth is a million-stringed, golden-stringed harp,
the earth is a million-fleeced, green-fleeced sash,
the earth is a tiny-toned, silver-pealing violin,

the earth is an unstoppable, all-billowing storm.

Each day is an eternal prayer to You,
each night an eternal psalm to You,
each day is human yearning for the sky,
each night a battle of good and evil.

The sky is a blue roof above the earth,
the sky is an eternal question mark,

the sky is blue like the naivete in eyes,
the sky is the ultimate aim of yearning.

The earth is a golden-stringed harp of Your glory,
day and night — a prayer of longing and hope,

the sky is the ultimate human goal,

all together — the grand harmony glorifies You.

March 25, 1932
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ADVOCATUS DIABOLI
ObopoHeub AnaBoOna

Sk crady nepen BorHsaHuM TBOIM nuueMm,
CroKiiiHuii, 6e3 moxopw,

Ha NepenaKaHuii CBOTO XKHUTTA KiHIEM,

JIO KaATTS He CKOPHIA,

MHTaTHMELI MEHE PO BCi Mol Kina,
CKa)Ky, HEMOB TeTiep Le:

“Mos gyma NOIUISMIICHA )XUTTSM i 371,
ajie NOTJISIHB Ha ceple’.

Toni Tu moxnanem Ha Tepe3u Bark

MOIO BCIO TOPAICTE, BCIO IF060B,
mAIiTEMY 6e3 JIAKY, X049 He OyB IJIOXHid,
60 ceplie mepeBaKUTH 3HOB.

Onuaye nepeaJacHa pagicTh € MO,

i HeTpHMBaNa, i OMaHCHKa,

60 pamrToM po3yM 3amienode, MOB 3Mist;
“TBos nr060B Oyna oraHcHKa”.

IT amnuyn, 25 bepesns 1932



ADVOCATUS DIABOLI
The Devil’'s Advocate

When I stand before Your fiery face
peaceful, unyielding,

not fearful for the end of my life,
not quick to repentance,

you’ll query me about all my actions,

I'll say something like this:

“My soul has been stained by life and evil,
but look into my heart.”

Then you’ll place all my pride,

all my love, on the scales,

I'll look without fear, though I wasn’t timid,
for my heart will prevail again.

But prefnature joy is mine,
not very long lasting and illusory,

for suddenly reason will whisper like a snake:

“Your love was vile.”

Friday, March 25, 1933

al
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RESURECTIO
BockpeceHHs

JI3BOHH IpaloTs 3apaHHs, 60 30ps CXOAWUTH pPaHHH,
JI3BOHH IPAIOTh, BITAKOTh, 00 301 € ACHA,

J3BOHH I'PalOTh 3apaHHs, BiJl CAMOTO CBITAHHA,
I3BOHH IPAIOTh, BiTAIOTH, BOCKpECAE BECHA.

J3BoHM 6’roTh O3 yrany, 6’10Ts Ha paficTh, Ha CaBY,
I3BOHH 0’I0Th B II’AHIM Tepii, X0U 3aMOBK/IH, 6 10Th 3HOB,
I3BOHH 6’10TH 6e3 yraBy, OynaTs THIILY iMJIaBY,

Z3BOHH 0°10Th, 60 y ceplli BOCKpecae j1000B.

JI3BoHH 6’ 10TH HEB[AMOBHO, KIIMIYTh IyI0 MiCTepil,
[3BOHHM §’10Th CPiGHOTOHHO, CTPYMiHb PafiCHHX CIiB,
I3B0HH 0’F0TH CaMOJ3BOHHO, 00 1€ ayXa if MaTepii,
I3BOHH 0°10Th, TapMOHIHHUN BOCKpecae IBOCIIIB.

J{3BOHH rparoTh IOBKOBO, OCAHHO, 6apOKKOBO,
I3BOHH I'PalOTh, BCA 3€MIIA Ha IIPHBIT MOCMHiINa,
JI3BOHH I'paloTh MOBKOBO, O6yasTs Consune CroBo,
I3BOHH I'PalOTh, 60 MOS BOCKpecae IyIla.

Il amnuys, 25 6epesna 1933
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RESURECTIO
The Resurrection

Bells peal in early morning for the morning sun rises
bells peal, they welcome, for the sun is clear,

bells peal in early morning, from the very dawn,
bells peal, they welcome, spring is rising...

Bells peal without pause, for joy, for glory,

bells peal in a drunken joust, though now grown silent, they peal again,
bells peal without pause, they awaken dark silence,

bells peal, for love is rising in the heart.

Bells peal inconsolably, they summon the miracle of mystery,
bells peal in silver tones, a stream of joyful words,

bells peal selfpealingly, for this is of the spirit and matter,
bells peal, a harmonic duet is rising.

Bells peal silkily, brilliantly, baroquely,

bells peal, the entire earth rushes to give greeting,
bells peal silkily, they awaken the Sun’s Word,
bells peal, for my soul is rising,.

Friday, March 25, 1933



MOMENTUM CUM DEO
XBunuHa 3 borom

SIK BaXKO, K BaXKO, K BaXKO
3HaUTH X04 €IUHY XBHIIHHY,
100 MOXKHa 3a0yTH IONEHHICTS,
o0 JAyX Yy BEpXiB’s NOIHHYB.

Bo BabUTH, 60 MaHKTH, GO HAJHUTS,
60 BigHO 3aiiMac B MOJIOH

JHUTTA, IOBHE Yapy, PHHAIH,
OMMIATE i3 3paIIMBHX 3aCNOH.

JKurts pisHobapsHe, manexe,
BCE pi3HE, BCE iHIIE, HOBE,
MPHXOIUTE PAMDKHO JI0 MEHe,
3aXOILTIOE, TYPHUTb i pBE,

SK BaXKO, AK BAXKO, K BaXKKO
3a0yTH IIOACHHICTh HaM,

€IUHY KOPOTKY XBHITHHY
ryroput 3 BoroM... cam Ha caMm.

ITsmunuys, 25 6epesnn 1933



MOMENTUM CUM DEO
A Moment with God

How hard, how hard, how hard it is
to find just a single moment

so you can forget everyday life,

so your spirit can fly to the treetops.

For it allures, it entices, it charms,
for life eternally takes prisoners,

a life filled with allure and charm
glitters from false curtains.

Many-colored, frenzied life,
all various, different, and new,
it comes to me rapaciously,

it enraptures me, deludes me, and tears.

How hard, how hard, how hard it is
for us to forget everyday life,

a single brief moment

to converse with God — one on one.

Friday, March 25, 1933
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LITANIA
Monutsa

Boxe, un Ty 3nacm, AK HaM Bipu Tpeba —
Giiblie, AK HACYIHOrO, Y4epCTBOro Xiiba,
yy TH 3HACII HANLYy TYTy BBHII, J0 Heba,
AK TDKHTH IOICHIUHH KOIHOa.

Ax Tpeba ycmixy Totioro,

AK PaJOCTH CEpLAM,

AK 00OPOHH BiJl YCHOTO 3JI0TO,
K COHAYHOI BipH Tpeba HaM.

STk OnaxuTHOL KBITKY HAMIT,

SIK BEJINKOI TIPaBIU-COHIIS YHOMI,

AK 30JI0TOi piBHOBArH XifCHOCTH i Mpii,
SIK TAPMOHIT aymmi.

Bosxe, Ham OG’aBneHHA TpeGa 3HOBY,
HAac CidyTb OCiHHI CYMHIBY JOIIIi.

Xait nogyemo mu Iloaym’ sHy Moy
B TOPIOYiM KYIIIi.

Cyboma, 26 bepesnn 1932



LITANIA
A Prayer

Lord, do You know how much we need faith
More than our stale daily bread,

do You know our sadness all the way up in heaven,
how the hovel of daily life burdens us?

How we need Your smile,
joy for our hearts,
deliverance from all evil,
how we need sunny faith.

The azure flower of hope,

the great truth-sun at night,

the golden equilibrium of reality and dreams,
the harmony of the soul.

Lord, we need Revelations again,
the autumn rains of doubt lash us.

Let us hear the Tongues of Flame
once again in a burning bush.

Saturday, March 26, 1932

ol



MOJIUTBA

MonutBa TIONCHKA €, HEHAaYe JINM,
KpYJISi€ Hax cesioM, MOB Giuit nebinn,
ak cTOBOYpOM KYAPSABHM, 30JI0THM
PO3BIETHCS MO KPUIUTATIEBIM HEDI.

MonnTBa MoIChKa — It TOTHIIBKA BEXa,
10 BUCTPYHEHa HABCTOPY y OJIaKHTh,
IO 3aXBaT MaticTpa # 61k il Mepexus —
Hajl raMOpOM 0pOH HiMa MOBYHUTD.

MonuTBa JIOACEKA €, HEMOB TOIIONIA,
Ha He0O TUBHTECS HaJf TJAHOM JKHT,
CTpyHKa, TOHKa, CaMiTHa CepeJl oI
XMUTAETHCS Bif BITPY Ta JPHXUT.

MonuTBa MI0AChKA €, HEMOB OpeENn,
HaJ{ XMapH BHIETHTH 3 3¢MJIi IOpOra,
K 3aIpIDKATh, HeHAqe Hiepenell:
no6a4yuts BorusaHe oonugysa bora.

Cyboma, 26 bepesns 1933
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A PRAYER

A mortal’s prayer is like smoke,

it circles above a village like a white swan,
it blows along the crystal sky

like a curly-haired golden stem.

A mortal’s prayer is a Gothic tower

that rises up straight into the azure,

that the rapture of the maestro and pain have embroidered ~
the mute prayer is silent above the bustle of the throng.

A mortal’s prayer is like a poplar tree,
it looks at the sky above a field of rye,
slim, thin, alone amid the field,

it sways from the wind and quivers.

A mortal’s prayer is like an eagle,

above the clouds it flies out from the earth’s threshold,
and begins to quiver like a quail:

it catches sight of the fiery face of God.

Saturday, March 26, 1933



BYAEHDb

B romuHi 1’ siii pano
3ipBaTHCH KBABO 3 JIIXKKA.
Tak pagicHoO, BeCHsHO!
Jlesana, Jic, mopixka.

T'oguua ceoMa paHo,
BEPTaTHCH 4ac J0IOMY.
X0116 KMTHIH HA CHIAAHOK,
HalLTiIIHit ik Ha BTOMY.

Jlens, CoHlle B IOBHi# CHIIi
Ta HeGa CHHA TaId.

IoBoni NIMHYTE XBILI;
3BHYaiiHa, cipa mpars.

Jus MoBkHYTE audipambu,
HiY FaCUTh COHIIA POXKY.
Tenep Ha xBamy Boxy
CKNIaJIaTH NIpOCTi AMOH.,

Cy6oma, 26 b6epe3ns 1932



- A WEEKDAY

At five o’clock in the morning

to tear yourself so spiritedly from bed.
It’s so joyful, spring-like!

a meadow, a forest, a trail.

It is seven in the morning,
time to go home.

Rye bread for breakfast,

the best cure for weary bones.

The day, the sun at full strength
and the blue platter of the sky.
Waves float slowly;

the usual, gray work.

The dithrambs of the day grow silent,

The night snuffs out the rose of the sun.

Now I will compose my simple iambs
to give glory to God.

Saturday, March 26, 1932
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CBATA NMPOCTOTA

Benmuxuii CBiT, IIMpOKUiA,
JIOBKOJIa Kpyriuii o0piii.
0, K e gyxe nobpe
YOTHPH MaTH pOKH!

CBiT tpae MEpEXTIHBO,
Ge3kpalif, Jyxuit CBIT.
O, 6e3 KiHIA 11acaHBO
JIHII BaANATE MATH JIiT.

Bemnxa npocrora —
HalBHIIA JOCKOHATICTE.
HaiBHiCTh € cBfTa,
JOBEPIICHHIM € MJIiCTB.

IlacnuBa s AI00HHA,
scHa ii fopora:
HaiBHO, MOB IUTHHA,
MomuThCA 0 bora!

Cyboma, 26 6epesns 1932



SACRED SIMPLICITY

The world is great and wide,
a circular horizon all around.
O, how it is so wonderful
Just to be four years old!

The world plays glimmering,
a boundless, robust world.
O, how infinitely happy it is
Just to be twenty years old.

Grand simplicity is

the highest perfection.
Naivete is sacred,
Smallness is the crowning.

This kind of a person is happy.

His road is clear:
like a child
In naivete he prays to God!

Saturday, March 26, 1932



HATBHICTb

o ne xoro Typb6ye,
IO A CKJIAZAIo Bipmri?
Yu no6pi €, uu ripmii,
ne Gaitmysxe Momy e.

110 11e KOro WiKABHUTS,
Mo g cKianaw smou?
Oxue cxasas s BaM Ou:
ana Boxoi Bce caaBH.

Mani 5o m1acTH ABEPINi:
3aXOIUICHHA Ta Heba,
rapMoHii y cepuii —
Hivoro 6inbI He Tpeba.

Yu nobpi aHi, uM ripom,
JIYMKH CIIOKifiHi, piBHI.
Ha xpamy Boxy Bipui
naury cobi HaiBHI.

Cyboma, 26 bepesna 1932



NATVETE

Whom does it trouble

that I write poems?

Whether they’re good or bad,
It is all the same to Him.

Who is interested

that I write verse?

I would say just one thing to you:
all is for the glory of God.

The door to happiness is small:
rapture and the heavens,
harmony in your heart —

you do not need anything more.

Whether the days are good or bad,
The thoughts are peaceful, noble.
I write my naive poems

for the glory of God.

Saturday, March 26, 1932

ol



ARS POETICA, I, 4
Mwucreurso noesii, Il, 4

3axoImeHui AiTBAK,
3aXOIUIeHHH Kpacolo,
OIMH 13 THX Oyprnak,
AKi JKHBYTH POCOIO.

3axomieHu# A0 Kparo,

MoB Gapsa B poXi 3rycna.
Hivoro 6insn1 He Maro,
JIMIIEHH KeJPOBi Tycna.

Mg Heoro xouy rpary,
PYKOIO B rycia 6UTH.

Cro cTpyH, MOB Ccpi0Hi IpaTH,
110 HUMH KeJp OOBHTHIL.

Yac 3a13BEHUTD y TPYHY,
npuropae bor mexe

i BUCITYX€EHY CTPYHY
KOCOIO IIEpETHE.

Cyboma, 26 bepe3sus 1932



ARS POETICA, I, 4
The Art of Poetry, II, 4

A captivated full-grown child,
captivated by beauty,

one of those vagrants

who nourishes himself with the dew.

Captivated to the brim,

like the color condensed in a rose.
I have nothing more,

just a cedar dulcimer.

I want to play for Him,

to strum the dulcimer with my hand.
A hundred strings, like silver grating,
with which the cedar is strung.

Time to begin to ring the goblet,
God will embrace me

and will cut the string that was used
with a scythe.

Saturday, March 26, 1932



VENI CREATOR!
Teopue, npunan!

TBopde CoTHI MicsIliB, MiNbiioHa 3ip,

MaiicTpe ocsiHOT My3UKH ETEDY,

MPOMEHSMH COHLIS CXOXUTH TBil cCHIOKiHHWMIA 3ip

B HaiiuopHiIy Aynry i B Hal4OpHIIy 3 BCIX medepy.
ITaxe Tumi it pey Oyp, Hactpoiinuxy mus i Hodi,
Cownstanoi IIpaBay He nizHaeMO Hikomu Bxke?

Mu nignocuMo Ha He0O HeCTIOKiiHI ovi,

Ta BOHO MOBYHTS 1 3a3/Ip0 TAEMHHILi CTEPEXKE.

ITarne Gaps i 3ByKiB, 3aI1axy KBITOK I ITyMy XBHIb,

B xoxHiit peqi Tu Kanararis, T Jo6po i Kpaca,

Uit yeporo Tu MeTa, HalOLIbIIM, HEJOCHKHUIM TIITHIIb,

o mpuiiay, BeecunpHuit TBopye, 3IMHB 10 Hac, HEMOB poca.

Tu axopx kocMi4HOI rapMOHil JOBKOJa,
5 — eHrapMOHiHHUIA — cepell XBUJIb GOPOTHCH My1Ly;
Ta KoM 6 Mos Aymia yHH3 yIlalna KBOna,
MHCOHAHC 3ariyll i rpoMoM BOuit Gescuiny aymy. .

Hedina, 27 bepesnn 1932
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VENI CREATOR!
Come, Creator!

Creator of thousands of moons, millions of stars,
Maestro of the radiant music of the ether,

Your peaceful gaze rises in rays of sun

Into the blackest soul and into the blackest of all caves.

Lord of silence and the roar of storms, the Tuner of day and night,
will we no longer be able to recognize the Sunny Truth?

We raise our troubled eyes to the sky,

But it keeps silent and guards its secrets enviously.

Master of colors and sounds, the fragrance of flowers and the noise of waves,
in every thing You are Kalokagathia,! You are Goodness and Beauty,

You are the purpose for everything, the greatest, unreachable spire,

O come, Almighty Creator, descend to us like the dew.

You are the chord of cosmic harmony all around,

I am enharmonic — forced to struggle among the waves:

and when my weak soul should fall downward,

muffle the dissonance and smite a helpless soul with thunder.

Sunday, March 27, 1932
! From the Greek meaning beauty and goodness. It is the ideal striven for by the

Greeks, the harmony between body and spirit. I am grateful to Yuri Andrukhovych for
enlightening me regarding this.
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CONFITEOR
BusHalw

51 6oposca i3 borom 3aB3AToO,

HeE XOTiB IIOXHJIATH CTPYHKOTO YOIa.

O XUTTA MOTO Iepa po3TpaTo!
IMnmmsa ropaicts MeHe 3a co6oI0 Bena.

IIumHa ropaicTs, 3yxBaia Ta cMina,
MOJIOHMIA MEHE, OOiiHAIA B KITilI.

S cniBaB GOroTBOpEHHS TiNa

Ta 6naras Horo: Bu3BoML MeHe Bix Ay,

JIum Ha BIacHiM Oe3yMCTBi OLIEpTHIA,

51 OakaB yBeCh IIIAX HEPEHTH TLIBKH CaM.
Be3 xutanns B HabmnKeHHI CMEPTH

HAaBiTh HEGO BiAMITOBXYBaB, 11’ AHHUI JKUTTAM.

A cporoai g CIIinMii, MOB JIITOM,
TIOKIHYUEB MOJIOAEYi INTYKApCTBA T4 Tepili,
noroauscs i3 Borom Ta cBiToM

i 3HaIIOB JOCKOHATY TapMOHIIO B CEpILi.

Heoins, 27 bepesnn 1932



CONFITEOR
I confess

I have fought with God intently and did not
want to bow my prideful brow...

O abundant squandering of my life!
Haughty pride has led me behind it.

Haughty pride, nimble and bold,

has kept me captive, clasped me in its claws.
I sang of God’s creation of the body

and appeal to Him: liberate me from my soul...

Propping myself against my own madness,
I hoped to cross the entire path alone.
Without wavering in the approach of death

You’ve even pushed away the sky, drunken with life.

But today I am ripe as in the summer,

I am done with my youthful pranks and jousting,
I have made my peace with God and the world,
and have found perfect harmony in my heart.

Sunday, March 27, 1932



MATER DOLOROSA
CrpaganbHa Matn

B temHYy, YOpHY Hi4
BISUIH BiTpH.
Cpi6Hux 3ip He 1i4;
MEPEXTSTh JIMII TPH.

Tpu camiTHi 30pi,
Haye CIbO3HU TPH,
Ha'e NepJIH B MOpi,
BisUTH BiTpH.

YopHa IaxTa Hodi
HaBKPYTH IDaTPOM.
Y mro 6avars odi?
Marw fige nuaxom.

TeMpsBH roauHa,
30pi JKOBTHM 3epHOM.
Mne i3 cepuem Cuna,
1o IpOOHUTE TEPHOM.

Hedins, 27 Gepesnn 1932



MATER DOLOROSA
The Sorrowful Mother

The wind was blowing into the dark,
black night.

Do not count the silver stars;

just three of them are glimmering.

Three lonely stars,
like three tears,

like pearls in the sea,
the wind was blowing.

The black shawl of night

All around like a tent.

But what do your eyes see?

A mother walking along a path.

The hour of darkness,

stars are like yellow grain.

She’s walking with her Son’s heart
that is pierced by thorns.

Sunday, March 27, 1932



LIBER PEREGRINORUM, 3
KHura npouat, 3
(Epycanvm)

Hopora O0BTa il HOraMH,
6naxuTHE HeOO MOHAM HAMH.
Iny HesHaHMMH MINIAXaMH.
JIronuHa — BiYHUH NiTirpuM.

Tyxy 3a cMiXoM i BeCHOIO,
CITiBAIOTH MITAXH TOHA MHOIO,
J3BiHKI TiCHI IUTHBYTH ACOIO
repe;| NanoMHHKOM HIMHM.

Ha nneuax caiii Hecy TaTap,

y cuHit ckpusi boxwuii ap,
XOY IAJIUTH CIIEKH JIOTHIA JKap,
X04 GaToroM OUIye 31IMM.

I Tak MaHIpYIO O3 ynumHy,

MOB YOTKH, IIXal0 KOXKHY JHHHY,
i ax TOA} 31 BiAIOYHHY,

KONH Aifixy B €pycanum.

Heoins, 27 bepesna 1932



LIBER PEREGRINORUM, 3
Book of Pilgrims, 3
(Jerusalem)

The yellow road beneath my feet,
the blue sky above us.

I walk along unknown paths.
Man is an eternal pilgrim...

I miss laughter and spring,

the birds are singing above me,
ringing songs soar in a din
before this mute pilgrim.

I carry a burden on my shoulders,

the gift of God in a blue treasure chest,
though the fierce heat of the swelter burns,
though it whips with a vicious lash..

And so I wander without stopping,

I push along every day like rosary beads,
and I will rest only when

I reach Jerusalem.

Sunday, March 27, 1932



AVE MARIA
Papyitca, Mapie!

3apaHHs COHAYHOIO JHS — A Memo4y TBo€E A3BiHKE iM’s
IPHIMHB, MOB CIIiB, MOB PaHHifl JIETIT, MOB XeMJY>KHA Mpif,
HOPWINHB i3 EPIIUM PO3LBITOM APiGHUX TETHOCTOK POX,
Bramyii eHrapMOHIHNX CTPYH Ha apdi cepiis Apox.

Ave Maria.

Mos myma — ne 6uTHil LUISX HAa HEBiIOMUX HiHCHOCTH TIONAX,
JHUTTEBUIA BiTEP IIOPOXY Ha HOTO B)KE HABIsB,

Ipunuus, [Ipedrncra, nonan 6iTHAM cepIieM THXO CTaHB,
JIOJIOHEI BraMyii eHrapMOHIHHICTB IUX APHKAHb.

Ave Maria.

TBos mosBa — paficbKHii COH, KOJIM i/ien Kpi3b raif IyMHHX COCOH,
SICHA, MaiiINBa, HiXKHA, MEPEXTIINBa, MOB JEif.

ITpunuHs i IIPHUHECH IITIOLIHHA JTIiK B OOpHI BaXKKii,
€HrapMOHIHHHMI CKperiT apdu cepiis 3acIokii.

Ave Maria.

3apanns i BBeyepi woaHA B 3aayMi wenody TBoe iM’s
IMeHHS — NiCHA COHSYHA, TapMOHis, HaIid.

Ipunuus, BecenenopoyHa, it BiKEHH BiJ MeHe 3110,
SICHY JOJIOHIO IOKJIAH Ha MOJIOZE 90710,

Ave Maria.

Heoins, 27 Gepesna 1932
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AVE MARIA
Rejoice, Maria!

I whisper Your resounding name in the morning on a sunny day,

fly to me like song, like an early gentle breeze, like a pearl dream,

fly to me with the first blossoming of the tiny petals of a rose,

tame the quivering of the enharmonic strings of the harp of the heart.
Ave Maria.

My soul is a trodden path on the unknown fields of reality.

the wind of life has already blown dust onto it.

Fly to me, Immaculate Virgin, quietly stand above a poor heart,
With your hand halt the enharmony of this trembling.

Ave Maria.

Your appearance is a dream of paradise, when you walk through
a rustling pme grove,
clear, May-like, tender, glittering, like a lily.
Soar and bring a healing cure in a hard struggle,
calm the enharmonic gnashing of the harp of the heart.
Ave Maria.

Every day in the morning and evening I pensively whisper Your name.
The name is the song of the sun, harmony, hope.

Fly to me, Most-Immaculate Virgin, and drive away evil from me,
place your palm onto a young brow.

Ave Maria.

Sunday, March 27, 1932
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3ENEHI CBATA

Croroui € 3eneni Casra,
3eJIeHa BXKe TpaBa.

Mos pymia Gyna po3m’siTa,
CHOrO/IHI 3HOB KHBA.

Vei 1o HepKBH MOCIHIIITS!
Biit, Terummii Bitpe, moBiBait!
Ha nBepsx BiacHoi xymi

s Bijaro 3eneHuii Maii.

Ycronu macTi, paicTs, CMixy,
MOB IOHICTH Bi9HO € 111€.
3maetbed, mo cam Bor 3 yrixu
cob1 B JONOHI IIeLe.

Bce xa3Kk010 CTa€ IPOXKOroM,
He BHIHO CBiTOBOIO Opyny.
B nononi nneckaru i3 borom
i % co6i Tex Oymy.

TTonedinox, 28 bepesns 1932
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THE GREEN HOLY DAY

Today is the Green Holy Day,

the grass has already turned green.
My soul has been crucified,

today it’s alive again.

Everyone rush off to church!
Blow, warm wind, flutter!

I hang green May

on the door of my own soul.

Happiness everywhere, joy, laughter,

like youth it’s still eternal.

It seems God Himself is clapping his hands
from satisfaction.

Everything moves headlong like a fairytale, -
you don’t see the world’s grime.

I’'m also going to clap my hands

along with God.

Monday, March 28, 1932

! The “Green Holidays” occur during the seventh Sunday after Easter in the
Eastern Church and lasts two days. They coincide with the celebration of the
Descent of the Holy Spirit to the apostles on the fiftieth day after the Resurrec-
tion of Christ — known as Pentecost in the West. The Spirit appeared to the
apostles in the form of fiery tongues to inspire them with the task of spreading
the Gospels to the people. In the Ukrainian tradition, churches and the doorways
of homes are adorned with branches of leafy trees. Graves of the departed are also
adormed with green things to symbolize resurrection. It is also traditional in
Ukraine for the house to undergo a major spring cleaning to prepare for the
holiday. The holiday’s link to nature has its source in ancient pagan rites and a

belief in the sacredness of trees and their ability to keep away evil spirits.
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DE MORTE, Il
Mpo cmepTs, I
PekBiem

Boke ONOHS AHrONa TOPKHYIACh TOPAOTO 4O,
TH CITOYMB, Miif ApyiKe, y MOTTUII.

Bixe mis Tebe He icHye cynepeyrocTy Aobpa i 371a,
He iCHYIOTh pedi 311 Ta M.

BiunocTi TH nepeas, 10 BiYHE, a 3¢MIi, IO 3EMHE,

13 )KHTTAM paxyHKH NOKiHIHB.

Bo>xHii miciiaHens AOKJIaAHO IIOYUCIIUB, 110 ACHE i TEMHE
y aymri Oyno i TH BXe IaciuB.

Bina TiHb TBOS BiKe 3HA€E 3 BCiX HAaHOINBIIY TAEMHHILIO,
OeHKeTyE cepe/] BiYHHX Oecin.

Cepiie Bigilinno B 4OPHO3EM, MOXKE, BUPOCIIO B MILIEHHAIIIO,
a TeIep TBOIM € TiJIOM BCECBIT.

Cranys vac — ue bor ciuHUB TBOT rpsaydyi AHI.
S migy Heb6aBoM 3a T060I0,

Ta Temep IIyKaro 11[e TapMOHil XKUTTA i GopHi —
TH 7K 3HAHIIOB rapMOHIIO CIIOKOO.

Bismopok, 29 6epesun 1932



ol

DE MORTE, lli
On Death, Il
Requiem

Already the hand of an angel has touched your proud brow,

you’re sleeping, my friend, in your grave.

For you the contradictions of good and evil already no longer exist,
things evil and things beloved no longer exist.

You have given to eternity what is eternal, and to the earth what is earthly,
and have settled accounts with life.

The Lord’s emissary has listed in detail what was bright and dark

in the soul, and you already are happy.

Your white shadow already knows the greatest mystery of all,

it is feasting among eternal conversations.

The heart has gone into the black earth, perhaps, grown into wheat,
and now the universe is your body.

Time has halted — this is God, who has ended your future days.
I’'ll go right behind you without delay,

And still seek the harmony of life and struggle now —

you already have found the harmony of peace.

Tuesday, March 29, 1932



ARS POETICA, I, 2
Mucrteyrso noesii, Il, 2 -

CmiBati nipo xary
Maiy, Hebarary,

Ie nobpe € Gpary,
Jie pagiCHO JKMTb.

CniBaTi npo BeCHY,
IIaJeHy, YyAeCHY,
3eleHy, HeGecHy,
PO COHAYHY MHTb.

Cnisatu npo rope,
K paficTs mobope
oro, xo4 MOB MOpE;
IpO CMiX IepeMor.

Ta me npo XBHIHHY,
HalBHLIY, €AUHY,
KOJTH Li€ JIFOXUHY
Bigsigye bor.

Bismopox, 29 6epesns 1932



ARS POETICA, II, 2
The Art of Poetry, Il, 2

To sing of a house
little and poor,

where it’s nice for your brother,

where it’s joyful to live.

To sing of spring,

wild and wondrous,
heavenly, green,

about a sunny moment.

To sing of sorrow,

as joy overcomes

it, though like a sea;

of the seas of victories.

And also of a moment,

the very highest, the only one,
when God visits

someone.

Tuesday, March 29, 1932
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ARS POETICA, I, 3
Mucrteureo noesii, II, 3

Jlns MeHe neHs,
o Ge3 miceHs,
1€ YOpHa HiY
JUIA IOHHX Bid.

Jlns MeHe neHb,
mo 0e3 mcens,

€ Hade rpid,

IO CMEpPTH 3acTib.

s MeHe neHsb,
mo Oe3 miceHb,
€ MOB TYMaH
OniaMX OMaH.

I'mapita BBHIE —
1€ 3HATH JIMOL
Tax B bora geHp —
OyKeT 3 ImiCEHb.

Bismopox, 29 6epesns 1932



ARS POETICA, 11, 3
The Art of Poetry, I, 3

For me a day
without songs
is black night
for young eyes.

For me a day

without songs

is like a coffin

that death has clasped.

For me a day
without songs

is like the fog

of pale deceptions.

Look up -
this is just to know:
that God has a day —

a bouquet made of songs.

Tuesday March 29, 1932
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TRIANGULUM
TpUKyTHUK
(Bipa, Haais, nio6oB)

Baxaemn, mé He3HaHe,
o HeBiTOME
3 TYTOI0 CEpIA APHKHUTD.

BrnaxkuTHEI IBIT 3iB’ AHE,
yrmb HOTOHe,
Oibilie He XOUEIII BXKE JKUTS.

3abuTuii CTPiIOI0 CMYTOK
Ta 61Nk IMHOOKUiA,
Bip i Hazi¥ics 3HOB.

Bo n1acts — e TpUKyTHHK,
a B HiM TpH Goxu:

Bipa, HaJis, ;mo6oB.

Bismopox, 29 6epesns 1932



TRIANGULUM
A Triangle
(Faith, Hope, Love)

You desire what is unknown
what is strange
the heart trembles with longing.

The azure flower will fade,
it will drown in the depth,

you don’t even want to live anymore.

Kill sorrow and profound pain
with an arrow,
have faith and hope again.

For happiness is a triangle,
and it has three sides:
faith, hope, and love.

Tuesday, March 29, 1932

ol



PYBAY, M. 2

O yopH™mil myravy, He Kps4,
IO BCIOZH JTHIN Kypba €,
60 € me pagicHuit pybad,
IO JpOBa 3 MiCHEIO pyodae.

1lle € Becemuit apoBopyoO,

BeJie 3 )KUTTAM HEBIMHHO PYKONAIIHKIA Oif,
3apKIM Becenuit, Have Ay6.

IMoerte YopHEX PyK, MOTiXH 3€pHO Cii!

Bo npwuiine, npuiie HArOpoaH J€Hb
TEPIUIAINM, MHIIOCEPIHHM i X0poOpHM.
He 3HaTHMeI yXe CyMHHX ITiCeHb.
Haii6inpme macrs — 6yTH 106puM.

IMoxecTn pagicrs i moGoB

10 GiTHHX, 10 TIOXHIIEHHX, HYXTAPCHKHX XaT
1 cTinBKM HapyOaTH JpoB,

06 6inplire He 6y/I0 HETOIUIEHHMX KiMHAT.

Biemopox, 29 bepesna 1932



THE WOODCUTTER, Part 2

O black screech owl, don’t howl
about there being only sorrow everywhere,
for there is a joyful woodcutter
chopping his wood with a song.

There is also a cheerful firewood splitter,
incessantly battling with life,

he is always cheerful like the oak.

Poet of black hands, sow the seed of joy!

For the day of reward will come, it will come
to the patient, the merciful and the brave.

. You no longer will know sad songs.
The greatest happiness is to be good.

To carry joy and love

to poor, to humble, to wretched homes
and to chop so much wood

no homes would be left unheated.

Tuesday, March 29, 1932



YETBEPTUMA KYT
(Bipa, Hapis, niobos, 2)

O, BiYHO TY>KaTh JIOACHKI Jymi,
4ac NpHHECce opasKy.

Xaii HaM 1ieroye SHrol B YIi
HOBY IIOBKOBY Ka3Ky.

Ipunwune cpiGHuI AHTON YHOUI,
MpUMapa HEBUIHMa,

a)x 6aTHKIBIIHHY OCSIHY CIUIAYH
moGayuI HaJl OIHMa.

ITi3HaTi 3HOB €MHE ¥ BAXKHE,
TIOYYTH 3HOB 3a0yTe,

Ta OCATHYTH HEJOCKHE,
3100yTH HE3mO0YTE.

Je Bix 3emiti 1o BIYHOCTH € CKPYT,
CKaXXH MeHi, Miii mome!

B TpHKyTHHKY 3HaHTH YETBEPTHH KyT
Benuke Hesimome.

Bismopox, 29 b6epesnn 1932



THE FOURTH ANGLE
(Faith, Hope, Love, 2)

O, human souls eternally yearn,

time will bring defeat.

Let an angel whisper a new silken fairytale
into our ears. ‘

A silver angel, an unseen specter,
will descend in the night,

above your eyes you’ll even see
your shining homeland.

To recognize again the single, most important thing,
to hear the forgotten once again,

and to reach the unreachable,

to attain the unattainable.

Where is the turn to eternity from earth,
tell me, my home!

To find the fourth angle in a triangle is
The Great Unknown.

Tuesday, March 29, 1932

|



CREDO
Bipyio
(Bipa, Hagis, nio6os, 3)

Crpyn uumaio
3aIpHKAIIO0
Ha cepiid IHi.
Bipio y BiTHOBY AyXa B KyTIieJli HaJlii BECHAHIH.

TI'parots mipH,
3€pHO BipH
B Cepli JymI.
Bipro y BiTHOBY Jyxa Kpi3b FOpIOYHii KyIII.

CrpyH 6arato
NIEpeTATO,
0 ceplie, HHH,
Bipro, o Haziiine AeHs HOBOTO 00’ ABICHHSA BOTHAHHMIA,

CrpyH uumMalio
3aAPHKAIO,
3arpajid BCi.
Bipio y BeNHKY HECIIOAIBAHKY IYILH.

Bismopok, 29 bepesna 1932
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CREDO
The Creed
(Faith, Hope, Love, 3)

Many strings
began to strum
at the bottom of my heart. .
I believe in the renewal of the spirit in the spring bath of hope.

Lyres play,
Husk the seed of faith
in the heart.
I believe in the renewal of the spirit through the burning bush.

Many strings
are cut,
o heart, lament.
I believe that a fiery day of new revelation will come.

Many strings
began to strum
all of them began to play.
I believe in the great surprise of the soul.

Tuesday, March 29, 1932
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SPES
- Hapia
(Bipa, Hapis, nio6os, 4)

Komnu JoBKona Hid € YOpHa,
JKHTTA BaXKKe, HEHaYe JKOpHa,
a ceplue 3 GOMI0 MIIIE,
DPHXOIHIL TH,

Haie.

IIpuHOCHDI ACHUIE yCMIX Joui,
xBopo06a roiThCs MoBoi,
o0HoBa B cepli CImi€.

O HaMm cBiTH,

Hajie.

Komu posmedeni B Hac yona,
JyIa OTPy€EHA Ta KBOJA,
TBiM CBIXHI XONOX Bi€.

Jlo Hac meTu,

HaJi€.

Ine Ha MaHiBUi Jopora,

He GauuIn COHIIA 3-3a IIOpOra,
3HeBipa B CepIi TIie,
TIPHXOJIHIII TH,

Hamie,

Jouko-Bora!

Biemopoxk, 29 6epesnn 1932



SPES
Hope
(Faith, Hope, Love, 4)

‘When all around night is black,
life is hard, like a grinder,
but the heart feels faint from the pain,
you come,
hope.

You bring bright laughter to fate,
the illness is slowly cured,
renewal ripens in the heart.

O, hope,

give light to us.

When our brows are burning up,
our soul is poisoned and weak,
your fresh cold blows,

Soar to us,

hope.

The road meanders, you don’t see the sun

from behind the doorstep,
despair smolders in the heart,
you come,

hope,
the daughter of God!

Tuesday, March 29, 1932

ol
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AGNUS DEI
Boxun ArHeub

Tu He ropaui open CH30KPHIHIA,
IO 3aCIOHIOE KPUIIaMY COHIIE, MOB XMapa B 04aXx,
TH He XHXKHUI 3Bip, JIEB IOBEH CHIH,
10 JOBKONIA KyOla JIIOTUM peBOM BHKIIHKYE XKax.
A 3naro npyre TBoe iM’1:
Boxe Arus.

Tu me ruis, Ty He TpiM, TH He kapa,
TINBKH CIiB, THIBKH AiM TOOPOTH Ta IpoOaueHHs 3BYK.
Tu He Med, He BOTOHb, HE IpUMapa,
Jlaif MeHi B ceplis JHi BiT4uTaTH IMcbMo TBOIX pyK.
S xnay no Tebe 1wonHa:
Boxe Srns.

Tu He Hig, T He TeMiHb 11 HaC.
Tu 04 Biy BiuHe CBITIIO, IO TEMPABI paHHS IIPOCBITA.
Tu He CKperiT i He AUCOHAHC,
Tu axopa A3BIHKON3BOHHHUI, €AWHA TApMOHis CBiTa,
T 1micHA COHIIA i ACHOTO OHA:
boxe SIrus.

Tu He 6ib, TH He Milb, IO TPH3E.
Tu m060B, TH HaM 3HOB JI0 Ayl pafmicTs Juient, roopuii boxe.
Tu moTixa, TH JIiK Ha BCe 3JI€.
A AK BUTPHMATH JIOICHKE ceplie Y 3MUIHAX He MOXKeE,
B TeMHOTI KJIHY€E OTHE iM’ A
Boxe Srus.

ITonedinox, 11 keimns 1932
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AGNUS DEI
Lamb of God -

You are not a proud gray-winged eagle
that blocks the sun in your eyes with its wings like a cloud,
You are not a beast of prey, a lion full of strength,
that evokes terror with its fierce roar all around its den.
1 know Your other name:
Lamb of God.

You are not wrath, You are not thunder, You are not punishment,
but just a hymn, just a house of goodness and the sound of forgiveness.
You are not a sword, or fire, or a specter,
allow me to read the word of Your hands in the bottom of my heart:
I call to You every day:
Lamb of God.

You are not night for us, You are not darkness.

You are the light for eternity, the early morning shine in the gloom.

You are not gnashing or dissonance,

You are a bell-pealing chord, the single harmony of the world,
You are the song of the sun and the bright day:
Lamb of God.

You are not pain, You are not gnawing moths.
You are love, again you pour joy in our hearts, good Lord.
You are comfort, You are the cure for all evil.
And if the human heart can not endure in poverty,
It calls a single name in the darkness:
Lamb of God.

Monday, April 11, 1932
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MATER GLORIOSA
MNpocnasneHa maTtun

T'paiire, apdu, rpaiire, nipn, rpaiite, qoTHI, rpaiite, rycna,
panicTs nuitte, )kypOy 3MuiiTe, rope BKpHiiTe BECHAHUM IUIAIIEM.
Xaii po3KillIHO IUIeIyTh CPiGHOXBHIM, ApiGHONMI pycia,

3 HeOa porki 3amamsi # Giuckydi mepiu Boxi 3om0THM JomeM.

I'paiire, aptdu, rpaiire, mipu, rpaiite, rycia, rpaiTe, JOTHI,
OuiiTe I3BOHH, THIHTE TOHH COHAYHI H MOTYTHI,

60 Buxoauth Boxka Maru 3 HeOa CHHBOT 11aIaTH,

BOpana B ceMHOapBHOI BECEIIKH 3NIOTOTKAHI ATH.

TI'paiire, apdwu, rpaiite, nipw, rpaiire, ToTHI cpibHMII CIiB,
panyiics, o paxyiics, o panyiicsa, Mapie!

O sKpX MeHi 3HalTH NMaJKHX | MIJIO3BYYHHX CIHB,

100 1Ie BUCIOBWTH #i BUCTIIBATH, IIO B HAC cepiie Mpie?

T'paiite, apdwu, rpaiite, rycia, rpaiire, T10THi, rpaiTe, JipH.
O AKEM BEJTMYHHUM, HEOOCSKHIM, 60XKECTBEHHUM TOHOM
BHCIIOBITIO MOHOTO CepIiA PaficTh s — CAMOTHiH, cipuit?

O po3kpuii Moi mpu3eMHi 04i TaCKH i HOOPOTH XiTOHOM!

30, 31 mpasna 1932
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MATER GLORIOSA
Glorious Mother

Play, harps, play, lyres, play lutes, play zitherns,

pour out joy, wash away cares, shroud grief with the mantle of spring.

Let the silver-waved, tiny-grained river beds abundantly splash,

fragrant roses and lustrous pearls of the Lord in golden rain from the heavens.

Play, harps, play, lyres, play zitherns, play lutes,

ring bells, pour out sunny and mighty tones,

for the Mother of God is coming out of her blue palace in the sky,

she is dressed in the golden-threaded garments of a seven-colored rainbow.

Play, harps, play, lyres, play, lutes, silvery song,

rejoice, o rejoice, o rejoice, Mary!

O, how can I find the spirited and sweet-sounding words
to express this and sing out what appears in our heart?

Play, harps, play, zitherns, play, lutes, play, lyres.

O, with what grand, heaven-reaching, divine tone

will I - alone and gray — be able to express the joy of my heart?

O, open up my earth-bound eyes with the chiton of grace and goodness!

May 30-31, 1932
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ASCENSIO
Bo3HeceHHs

3aMkHynuCH HeOa aBepi,
3aMKHYNHCH Heba cpibHi GpamMm,
TH BiIifiTHOR B eTepi,

Hima xyp0a aummnacs 3 HaMH.

O, TH 3HEBipH TEPHE,

IO PaHHIN Hally AyIOy romy!
Komnn, xonn HaM BepHe

3 rary3koro Hafii [omy6?

YUuTaeMO MUCHMO,

CIIOBa PO3CHINAHI Ha TPy,
BO3HECECHHA XKIEMO

NPH3EMHKX, O1XHIX HAIIHX OyIL.

Mos mope B gac mpuboro

i3 Oeperis Tika€ kpyra,
monxeHHO 32 To6o10

JETHTH 10 HeOa MIONChKa TyTa,



ASCENSIO
The Ascension

Closed are the doors of heaven,
closed are the silver gates.

You have emerged into the ether,
Mute sorrow has remained with us.

O you, thorn of despair

that wounds our bare soul!
When, when will the Dove return
hope with a twig to us?

We have read the writ,

words are scattered in rubble,

we wait for the ascension

of our impoverished, earthly souls.

The way the sea during a heavy surf
runs from the ring of the shores,
every day human yearning for You
soars toward the sky.

105 I
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APAGE SATANAS!
FeTb, caTaHo!

IepeGuparo HOUI it {Hi, MOB YOTKH, IIOOAUHIL],
HIEN0Ye THXO IOCh 10 BYX, MOB IITYM JIMCTKiB Kamel.
Lle sxrost BUrHAHU#H HA KPUIITAJIEBiii KaTepHHIT
COJIOAKY MIiCHIO Ipa€ MiJ BIKHOM JyITi MOEI.

“Xomu, xomu!” — KpHYHTH 3€JIeHA 1 IpKa mamyra. —
“Xomu, Xoo¥ — TYT PO3KIIN JKJie, IIaJieHa Ta rapsda’.
CoBa I'yraaBa BiA3UBA€THCA IIMYMJIMBO 3 JyTa.
XonomHi ickpu. O4i BXe Hivoro 6insI He 6adaTs.

A IIeTiT THHE Aati, IOBEH TYTH, 600, JIIKY:

“41, Ak 1 TH, cCaMOTHIiH, HelacIMBuiA”. KpsaayTs KpyKH.
“TIpuiimMu, IpUAMY B CBilt AiM ManIpiBL i BiuHOTO Gypraxy,
NpHIiMH, TPHAMH moeTa OYHTY, po3Koli # PO3ITyKH.

51 HapHCYIO TAEMHHMII] 3HAK HA TBOIX ABEPIIAX,
xaii Oylie APYKHiif JOTOBip MiXK MHOIO i To6010”.
Buxomky nepea xary i nopir Moitoro ceprs
3IIMBAIO BCEILIION[OI0, CBAYEHOIO BOIO0.

1 yepensn 1932
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APAGE SATANAS!
Be gone, satan!

I finger the nights and days like rosary beads, one at a time,
something quietly whispers in my ears, like the rustle of cameo petals.
This is the banished angel on a crystal barrel-organ

playing a sweet song beneath the window of my soul.

“Come, come!” A bright green parrot screams.
“Come, come — here pleasures await, wild and hot.”
A nasal owl sarcastically responds from the meadow.
Cold sparks. Eyes already no longer see.

And the whisper floats further, full of sorrow, pain, and fear:
“TI, like you, am lonely, unhappy.” Ravens caw.

“Take, take a wanderer and eternal journeyman into your home,
take, take a poet of rebellion, pleasure and despair.

I will draw a secret sign on your door,

let there be a friendly pact between you and me.”
I step out in front of my house and I sprinkle

the threshold of my heart with healing, holy water.

June 1, 1932
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TE DEUM LAUDAMUS, Il
Xsanumo Tebe, MNocrioam, i

g Tebe Mope rpae ocsitnuil, naakui ncanom,
1na TeGe BiTep rpoMOBI, TyHKI ITiCHi CITiBa,

quis TeGe mrotuit Gypesiit MOPCEKHM XBHITIOE JHOM,
1t TeGe nierroToM MOBKOBUM LIETECTHTH TPaBa.

IIpo Tebe mic po3ka3ye 4yA0BY, TUBHY, THXY IIOBiCTb,
npo TeGe BiUHO MaM’ATar0Th He3a0yAKH CHHI,

npo Tebe conrne cropimae [Tomym’ sy HosicTs,

mpo TeGe AHTON Ka3Ky IENOTHUTE A0 ByX AUTHHI.

Jlna TeGe csie 30510TO CTPIMKHX, BUCOKHX OaHb,
i TebGe nagaHoM TOPATH KEMIYXKHI BiBTapi,

11 TeGe CIUIaIyIOTH TOETH CJIiB HATXHCHHHX JaHb,
1isi TeGe 6°10Th y CpiOHi cTpyHH Bimti rycispi.

IIpo Tebe 06’ ABMTiHHA XAAIH KPi3b BiKH IIOr'aHH,

mpo TeGe HaM rOBOPHUTH Ka3Kka AaBHiX JIIT Terep e,
nipo Te6e TyMKy HOCHTB HaBiTh JyXory0 noranmii,
mpo Tebe, noOpuii boxe, Mpie koxHe JITOICEKE ceplie.

2 yepana 1932
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TE DEUM LAUDAMUS, II
Let_ Us Praise the Lord, Il

For You the sea plays a radiant, spirited psalm,

for You the wind sings echoing, thunderous songs, _
for You the fierce storm disturbs the bottom of the sea,
for You the grass stirs in a silken whisper.

About You the forest tells a quiet, strange, wonderful tale,
about You blue forget-me-nots remember forever,

about You the sun tells of Fiery Newness,

about You an angel whispers a fairytale to a child’s ears.

“For You the gold of tall, steep cupolas shines,

for You pearl altars burn with incense,

for You poets pay the tribute of inspired words,

for You prophetic zithern players strike silver strings.

About You pagans have waited for revelation through the ages,
about You now the fairytale of distant years still speaks to us,
about You a base lost soul still carries a thought,

about You, good Lord, every human heart dreams.

June 2, 1932
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KYRIE ELEISON!
Focnogu, nomunyn!

B HiMiM 3aXOIUIEHH] MiJHONTY BrOpy pyKH,
HiMHM 3aXOILICHHAM GJIIATh MPHMEPKIIi 04i.
Moim ycram BuMoBy faii mia Tebe mury.
Tocnoau mommyit
Bil MOBYaHHA HOYi.

TamkuM 3aXOIIEHHSIM TOPATh IPH3EMHI 04i,

B IMAJIKiM 3aXOIUIEHHI IIiJBOIDKY BIropy pPyKH.

MoiM ycram HarxHeHHs boxoro mait cury.
Tocnoau moMuyit

BiJl TaBpa PO3MyKH.

Mos nymia cTae CHOKiifHa Ta 310pOBa,
Jiepy 09MMa TEMHY Jiajied HEMpo30py.
Moim ycTtam maii rocTpy MOBY JIETKOKpHITY!
T'ocnoau nommnyit
BiJI TEMHOTH 30DY.

OurMa aned THy HE3HaHY, HETIPO30pY,

Mos IyIoa B)ke 3HOB CIIOKiiHa Ta 3q0poBa.
MoiM ycram gaif MOBY TBOPHY, BUIBHY, CITiTy!
Tocnionu moMuityit
Bix 6e3cwy cioBa.

2 yepenn 1932



KYRIE ELEISON
Lord Have Mercy!

I lift up my hands in mute ecstasy,
Darkened eyes shine with it.
Give sweet utterance to my lips for You.
Lord have mercy
from the silence of night.

With spirited ecstasy earthly eyes burn,

in spirited ecstasy I lift up my hands.

Give the power of the Lord’s inspiration to my lips.
Lord have mercy :
from the mark of despair.

My soul is becoming peaceful and well,

I tear the dark, opaque distance with my eyes.

Give sharp, light-winged language to my lips!
Lord have mercy '
from the darkness of sight.

I tear the unknown, opaque distance with my eyes,
my soul again is already peaceful and healthy,
Give creative, free, ripe language to my lips!

Lord have mercy

from the helplessness of the word.

June 2, 1932

m I
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MAGNIFICAT
BenuyaHHsa

CiBaif, nyme Mos, I0XBalbHy ncaaeMy bory,
CIIOBaMH-30pSIMH, CIIOBaMHU-TIEPIaMH JIyHai 1 MEpeXTH,
CmiBaii, Iye, ICHOTO COHIIS IIEPEMOTY,

CIIOBaMH-POXKaMH, CIIOBAMH-ICKPAMH TOPUTH BOT'OHb CBATHH.

CriBaii, Tyme Mos, MOTYTHIO ITicHI0 Bory,

anetH Ha MeHe Tony06-Jlyx i KpunaMu 3aKpHi,
HaTXHEHHHH 3MiCT HalMii y MeHe B hopmy BOOry,
Hexail rOpHTh B 09aX 3aXOIUICHHS BOTOHE CBATHI.

CmiBaid, yme Mosl, IPEIHCTy IiCHIO bory,
O panyitcs, o Becenucs Bes!

Brasku 3axorutenum ouam TBoro mopory,
xaif apgoro TBoero cTany 1.

O cepue, 3acmiBait oMy noxsansHy ncanpmy.
Bin equnwnii Bor Benwanuit.

HarxueHns BiTep rHe Xynii MO€i TaIbEMy.

BiH € B ycim akop My3HYHHUIA.

3 uepann 1932



13 I

MAGNIFICAT
Glorification

Sing, my soul, a praiseful psalm to the Lord,

with word-stars, word-pearls, echo and glimmer,
sing, soul, the victory of the bright sun,

with word-roses, word-sparks the holy fire burns.

Sing, my soul, a mighty song to the Lord,

descend to me, Dove-Spirit, and cover me with your wings,
pour the inspired contents into me into my wretched form,
let the holy fire of ecstasy burn in my eyes.

Sing, my soul, an immaculate song to the Lord,
O be joytul, o rejoice!

Point Your path to ecstatic eyes,

let me become Your harp.

O heart, sing a psalm of praise to Him,

He is the indivisible Great God.

The wind of inspiration bends the palm tree of my soul.
In everything He is a musical chord.

June 3, 1932
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ARS POETICA
MucreuTBo noesii

I'ex3amerpH, Tpoxei.
OypXxJI1Bi aHANIECTH —

1Ie Ma€ OJIHCK KaMel,

1€ ByXa [IIOBKOM II€CTHTB,

I'mu0oki acOHaHCH,
COHETIB THIIHUH CITiB

i MIITO3BYYHI CTaHCH —
1I€ € anTeKa CIiB.

e 3anammi napdymy,
1Ie € OMUCKITOK KpaM.
Ix y HaTxnenns mymi
[OETH THYTH IIA aM.

S 3Haro iHmi Bipmmi;

XO0Y HE JOIEP>KYIOTh BHMOT,
BOHH BiJ] THX H€ TipmIi:
MiCHI, mo ix aukrye bor.



ARS POETICA
The Art of Poetry

Hexameters, trochees,
stormy anapests —

this has the luster of a cameo,
it caresses the ear with silk.

Deep assonances,

the refined refrain of sonnets,
and sweet-sounding stanzas —
this is an apothecary of words.

These are fragrant perfumes,
these are wares of glitter.
Poets shape them for women
In the rustle of inspiration.

I know other poems;

though they fail to keep to provisions,
they are no worse than those:

the songs God dictates.

15 I
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SALVE REGINA
Biran, Llapuue!

Salve Regina!

Bynurscs cepre Ta 6’°¢,

OymUTHCS JIIONCHKA AYIIA i3 IPU3EMHMX IIENIIOX,
3JI0TOBOJIOCI XKHTA NaIyTh Ha KOJIiHA,

o0piit 3aifiMae 3 Tip COHIle, HEMOB 3 T'OJIOBH Kalleliox,
Ha rpuBiTaHHsa TBOE,

Salve Regina!

ITepen ToGoro nMBYTH

COHAYHI XBHIII TA AHTOJI-OKIHNYHHK,

nepen Toboro naxomi poxi, Gisuok Ta cBiXkOroO CiHa,
nepen; To60r0 Hami cepiid i3 CBOEIO XKypOOIO JIMHYTh.

Salve Regina!

Ha He6a cuHIM 1m1aio

e TpyXx1eM 30JI0TOI0 KapyLelo B YOTHPH KOHi,

Oini, MOB CHII, MOB IUTS4a JyIIa, MOB HA MODi MiHa,
SICHOBOJIOCH# Bi3HUK — Ky4epABHIT AHIOJl — TPHMAE BiXKKH B JOJIOHI.
CpibHocTpyHHI aphu rparoTs.

Salve Regina!

Kynoro nepeinen — Benuka nepeMina,
KyZJOIO Iepeinent — JXUTTS CMieThe,

a Ha HouiBmo Tu npuinem B HeGarary,
KypHY, IPOKIATY

MoHoro cepu xary.

24 6epesnn 1932
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SALVE REGINA
Hail, Holy Queen!

Salve Regina!

The heart awakens and beats,

The human soul awakens from earthly swaddling clothes,
golden-haired rye grains fall to their knees,

the horizon takes the sun from the mountains like a hat from your head,
to greet You.

Salve Regina!

Before You

Sunny waves and an angel-herald stream,
before You fragrant roses, violets and fresh hay,
before You our hearts with their sorrow stream.

Salve Regina!

On the blue path of the sky

you ride in a trot in a four-horse carriage,

white as snow, like a child’s soul, like sea foam,

a bright-haired coachman — a curly-haired angel — holds the reins in his hand.
Silver-stringed harps play.

Salve Regina!

Where you ride through — great change,
Where you ride through — life laughs,

and You will arrive at a meager night lodging,
the dust-covered, accursed

* home of my heart.

March 24, 1932
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noAsKA

Bucnosiroro Bistanicts JIinii CredanoBebKiit 3a mtiiHy CITiBIPALIO I1iT
yac poOOTH Haj KHIDKKOIO. JIsKyto Takox Muxkoni ITonro3i 3a nmiHHI opa-
IM Ta KoMeHTapi 1o nepexnaais. Ocobnuso Basyamit Mupocnasi [Ipu-
XO[Ii, fiKa oToMarana J0JIaT TPYAHOLII Iepekiany Ta AaBaja 3ayBart 10
yKpaiHCHKOTO Iepekiamy nepeaMoBy. Benuke ciacu6i Bormanosi Py6ua-
Ky, Auapiesi Cozomopi, Muxoni InbHuiskoMy, A ipiaHoBi Banuepy, Mu-
xaitnoBi KomapaunskoMy Ta Mapii 3yOpuibkiii 3a oIoMory Ha OCTaHHiH
CTaii MiAroTOBKM KHIKKH J0 JPYKY. 3BUYaHO, 3 OyIb-sAKi IIOMUJIKH YU
IPOITYCKH BiIIIOBINAI0 5 CaM.

Oco6nuBa nogsika Onekci Ta Ianuni BockoOiifHuKaM i Beiit ponuHi
BockoOiiHukiB 3a 3acHyBanHs POHIY YKpaiHCHKUX CTYZii mpu YHiBep-
cureTi mraty [leHCHIbBaHis, 10 YMOXXIMBUB BUIAaHHS KHIKKH.

Jlsixyemo BiaBHHUITBY HarionansHoro yHiBepcurety “JIbBiBChKA IO~
TeXHiKa” 3a Mo0’A3HO HaJjaHi LTIoCTparii 3 IMKITy MamoHKiB “TpiyMd mpo-
rpecy” (3a mpoexramu SIna Mareiika, 1880-Ti pp., AkToBa 3ana JIbBiBCBKOI
TTOJTITEXHIKH).



Casita Tpiiius
The Holy Trinity



Bipa, Hanis, Jlio6oB
Faith, Hope and Love



[Toesist, my3uka, icTopis
Poetry, Music and History



Boxxe narxHeHHst
Divine Inspiration



Maru boxa Briinae BipHUX
The Mother of God Consoles Believers



Baau mroncrsa
Vices of Mankind



Tpiymd caranu
Satan’s Triumph



CxynbIITypa, MaIsiPCTBO, APXiTEKTypa
Sculpture, Painting and Architecture



Bornan-Irop AsTonnu
BEJIMKA TAPMOHIA
Ilepexnao, nepedmosa ¢io0 nepexnadaya i npumimru
Muxaiisia Haiizana '

Bohdan-Thor Antonych
THE GRAND HARMONY
Translated from Ukrainian

with an introduction and notes
by Michael M. Naydan

VKpalHCBKOIO i aHTCHKOI0 MOBOTO

JlirepatypHuuii pegakrop
Mupocnasa IIpuxoda
XymoKHBO-TEXHiYHHI peAaKTop
Muxaiino Mockano
Komn’rorepua BepcTka
Anopin Bacunisa
Kopekrop
3opana JTewuwun

Bunpasauurso «/Iimonucy
Byn. Koctiomka, 2,
79000 M. JIpBiB
Ten./paxc (0322) 721571
kms@litech.net, litera@city-adm.lviv.ua
www.litopys.lviv.ua
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