








That Side of Agony

By OSYP TURIANSKY

A Condensed Version—Translated from the Ukrainlan
By ADAM and PAMELA HNIDJ
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And on the wings of this
song of the spirit, they flew
over the mountains to recapt-
ure the spring and happiness
which would never. be theirs
aguin, It seemed that the violin
of the blind man sang the song
of eternity: it bade farewell to
life, spoke to them and wept:
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In the boundless seeret
Kingdom,

O bewitched, enchanted
stillness,

terious
tremors,
Surging, flows the sea of Time.

Hearts perceive mys

In the sunlight, in the distance,
Ringing, sings a voice of silver.,

i By its fecbleness disheartened,

(8)

What looms there, so bleakly
rising,
Portals of eternity?

Large forbidding, mighty
boulders,
Will ensnare the spirit's
flight,
Yonder, on the other sithy
Plays the everlasting fount.

And in vain the human spirit, |

Through the ages has attempt-

, od.
To possess the fount of being,
To uncover truth and joy.

Overcome by disappointment,

It succumbs, it plummets
downward,

A pure child’s supernal air,

From the early days of yore. |

|

The bells’ chimes send forth
an_echo,
To the nearby hills and valleys, |
Like a dreamy vision, gietly, I
Floating on the sunshine's
path,

Easter bells eall out in
greeting,
To the héaven's deep azure:
“Come and join us in the
cheer,
“On our planct’s floral sward!™

To the enrth the sky sonds
kisses,
Golden rays in salutation,
To mankind and all ereation,
Hugging the unending blue.

Infant-like is people’s prayer,
Love and joy in their smile,
Like a crown of springtime
lilacs,
They surround the ancient
church,

Murky gloom by light is
vanqguished,
devout, |
: imposing, |
Rings in unison, proclniming.'
“Christ is risen" to the world.

And the song,

“—Like “w=plover o’er the rushes,

Sadly whimpering, complain-
ing, |

Mother is her 'son.oquipping, |

To depart for foreign lands.

And his relatives alfection,
Flows to him in parting token,
Nature's quict words unspoken,
Sadly bid him: “Fare you
well.”

Like the lark in lenten
splendour,

Surging up, to kiss the
heavens,
Thus his heart the blue air
pierces
In its zealous, cager flight.

On the sunny dise it settles,
To repose in contemplation,
And its bold imagination,
Reaches for the dazzling
stars,

On the sea of boundless spaces, |
Lies elernity’'s horizon,

| Has the world in gloom en-

| Pinds the sun his dearest

“I'll dispell the world-wide

' But alas! The dawning light,

Dropping its ‘majestic wings.

Malice laughs in savage
J triumph,

+ shrouded,
and greed are
rampant,
Knives are sharpened for the
kill.

Selfishness

Hills and vales with groans
resound,
Blood and tears.pour in
a stream,
No ideal lights the gloom,
But the bloody fire of guns.

Millions of hapless victims,
To the carnage fall a prey,
Their kin's despairing cry,
Pounds in vain on heaven's

door.

Where's the deathless. human
spirit,
Look, the gods have us
forsaken,
The black clouds with thunders
shaking,
They deride humanity,

The proud wings start up in

motion,
And in their mighty whirling,
Thus proclaims the titan-spirit,
In his modern testament;

“Through' the vale of tears
and sorrow,
Leads the road to revelation,
He who [lights in life's dark
stations,

dream.

darkness,
Open up the fount of being,
From the evil deity seizing,
Truth and happiness for you.

“I'll tear down mendacious
temples,

Ruin Paradise and Hades,

Building up another Zion,
A new Eden for this earth.”

Yonder, in the glimm'ring
distafice,

Glorious shines the future
bright ;

Will not brighten my dead
eyes.
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Who will show t6o me my
mother,
And the smile of my sweet-
heart,
Nevermore may 1 regard them,
With my blind, unseeing eyes.

Do you hear, my dearest

brethren?
Somcone taps us on the

shoulders,
Hugs our nccks and . softly

whispers,

“I am come! Let's go!"

“Into starless gloom unbroken,

To. the darkness, black and
fearful,

On the sea of calim eternal,

1 shall lead you on and on.

{ "Neither God, nor man shall

ever,
Know the grave with your
remains,
To embelish your domain,
No springs violets will bloom.

“And on tear shall once bedew
} them,
And no monument adorn them,
And no man will write in
mourning,
On a leaning cross of stone:

“Here have gone to rest
forewer,
Of ill fortune poor exiles,
Who the torment of hell-fire,
Have already borne in life,

“You shall always keep on
dying,
Yet, the peace of death will
y shun
Black despair, forever new,
Will attend your endless tour.

“Vainly will the boundless
void,
Quake with your despairing
sobbing,
Neither God, nor any being,
Can it hear, — except your
death,

“Strong am I. But ‘tis beyond
me,

To causé your despair to - -

vanish,
No eternal’ thing can perish,
Eternal as T — your-death.”

The song died away.

Like the petrifying breath
of death, it froze the human
shadows. Their souls had not
yet returned from the long
voyage to the infinity beyond.
They roamed over its road-
less, sleepy, barren wilds and
vearned and wept over their
wasted lives.

But no one heard the voice
of their agony.

. —

Suddenly, Stranzinger took
my hand, pressed it and, lean-
ing towards me, whispered in
a voice, like the mysterious
whirring of the wings of &
messenger from beyond, like
the gentle, dreamy, joyous
sighting of a sleeping child,
before awakening:

“There i8 sunshine in life."”
_They all looked ‘with won-
derment, admiration and es-
teem at their blind friend. —
Their silent glances as though
spoke: 3

“Your soul, worn otit by
such terrible agony, as no one
else's in the world, sees sun-
shine... Your eyes, which shall
[orever behold only dark night,
sce the sun,."”

And their blind friend, the
silent, petrified by pain live
image of wretchedness of .ex-
istence, ceased at this moment
to be the most insignificant

—
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speck of dust among them,
the most miserable worm
squashed up by fate. They
scnsed that something mysteri-
ous and powerful emanated
from the dark pits of his eyes,
Something brighter than light,

stronger than the blind power:

of the mad elements, more
sacred than all the gods. Some

“immortal power of the human

soul. Some mighty human
spirit which, through the
misery of the present moment,
through the stream of blood,
through churchyard crosses,
through the dreamy spaces be-
yond, through the murk of
boundless universes, saw the
light, saw the sun of the
future generations... And the
man, possessing this strange
bright and mighty spirit at the
hour of his death, will rejoice
in the sun which must rise on
day... :

And it seemed to them that
their blind felt now neither
hunger nor pain, nor cold, nor
yearning and had no wish to
converse. For his soul was now
living in the new sunny world
seen by his blind eyes, and in-
visible and unheard to those
wha could ‘see and hear... For
a long while, they looked at
him in silence, in unspoken re-
spect,

Suddenly Dobrowsky looked
at each one of them, and then,
pointing with his eyes at the
blind man, whispered:

“He is happier than
are...”

And the five wretches, an-
nihilated by fate, looked in
solemn trepidation at the hap-
piness of their blind friend and
envied him...

we

1 open my eyes, and a ery
of horror escapes from my
throat: around me, 1 sce
corpses clothed in snow-white
Wraps...

All the corpses are sitting,
and yet moving... to and fro...

I am insane...

No... it's a dream... Only the
dead have such dreams...

No... The dead have no
dreams...

The dead rest in peace...

I am alive... b

Thousands of. icy’ needles|

pierce through my heart and
brain... and they sting, sting,
sting... 1 sce corpses.. The
corpses are dancing...

I am mad...

.

Suddenly, I see with a pleas-
ant start: The mother and
child, who until now had stood
in the snow nearby as though
riveted to the spot, also began
to move...

I call out, as loud as I ecan:

*She is coming to us! She
is coming to us!”

But the very next moment,
I shout to her in despair:

“Don’'t come here! You'ii
perish here!”

Having uttered that, I hear
a voice:

“You are alive... my friend...”

It's Dobrowsky.

I look at him in terror.

He takes me by the hand
and, pointing at our friends,
says:

“They'are all alive...
Przyluski is dead...”

The terrifying movement of
corpses ends and I begin to
recognize everyone. They are
all wrapped up in the white,
thin apparel of snow. The body
of our blind friend shakes,
trembling unceasingly. He is
not dead... Nikolic's eves are
closed. He also trembling... He
is alive...

Only

L]

With his eyes still closed,
Nikolic begins to speak:
“I want to live.. Who has

buried me alive... T won't stay ||

Y¥BATA! FPOMAJSTHIL!

DUNLEY HAT SHOP |
14 Saint Mark's Place |
NEW YORK, N. Y.'
mna na cwanyl HOBI KA-
NEJWXH no nofiunscdi
winl, coaomanl, sla
SL.83, mropy Ta o5 pamas

"JUNE 6, 1058 '

After the canticles came
the “Dumy”, sung by the blind
Kobzar, telling of Kozak
deeds and adventures. Then
the Treaty of Andrusiw, re-
peating the old story of parti-
tion, resulted, during the
seventeenth  and  eighteenth
centuries, in the songs of the
adventurous, roving bands of
“Haydamaky”. There is in-
finite joy in the ballad “The
Kozak Maksim Zaliznak", a8
though the singer sensed victo-
ry very near. For a brief pe-
riod, the sucesses of Khmel-
nitsky scemed to justify this
new note of joy. But the Battle
of Poltava ended another era
in the history of the- Kozak
people. Lastly, and most re-
cently, have come the “Sitch”
, songs, composed by the sol-
(diers who took part in U-
'kraine’s fight for independence
at the close of the first world
*\mr.

I Speaking of these songs,
Gogol wrote: "“They reveal
more clearly gone-by'life and
 gone-by men,” than “the
bloodless chronicles 1 pore
over.,” Gogol is himself an
outstanding example of the U-
krainian's musicality which he
praised: he presented Russian
prose with its gift of music.

was putting the aspirations
and history of  his people in
bell-like, trisyllabic = rhymes.
In the latter half of the nine-
teenth century came that rare
moment when the potentiali-:

actuality, as they did when the
compositions of Tchaikowsky
appeared. Never had the folk
songs of any people found
such eloquent expression. His
fourth Symphony in F Minor
mey be considered an cpic of
the musieal spirit. His Second
Symphony and his opera “Mn-
zeppa" raised Ukrainian
themes onto the highest plane.
A .auarter century after the
death of Tchaikovsky . came
s, scattering the seeds of a
millenium’s harvest over the
approving Morld. In

3
¥

wide,

‘in my coffin... My soul Tecls
;lﬂ.d in the grave.. I want to
live... My dear brethren, let's
Jeave this cold grave... Stran-
zinger, show us the sun!"

This very moment, lightning
strikes something nearby and
Nikolic’s last words are lost
in the thundering.

Szabo clenches his fists, —
looks at the lightning with
savage contempt, raises his
fists and, in voice overflowing
with anger and indignation,
his eyes raised upward and
burning with mad fury, he
.shouts:

*You, who are sprawling up
there,

and strike!., You cruel coward!
| Have a look at the blind man,
have a look at the mountains

Shevchenko at the same limci

in the black clouds!':
Thunder and strike!.. Thunder

poet has described the quality

character thus:

“Rich is the yield of this land,
For it's nurtured on song-
=

drew."”
III1 :
Three traditional virtues
stand, like three beacons,

ready to light the way for the
Ukrainians and their descend-
ants into the future, Writing
of these virtues is not a case
of bringing to life, out of
nothing, admirable character-
istics and fine values, It is a
case of locating, not planting
these roots. To the reader who
would inquire into the history
of these people, there are pre-
sent traditions ‘worth a whole-
hearted effort to preserve. For
the past two decades, the
status of Ukraine has com-
pelled most Ukrainians to regi-
ment varioys fields of know-
ledge, including history, into
a force that sceks, before all,
the achievement of indendence.
But there is a real danger that
in the process of this general
call to the colors, certain va-
lues may be disregarded or
ignored, values that require
the stimulant of continued re-
collection and discussion in
order to live on,

If our aim in life is the full
ripening of our potential abili-
ties, this ripening can only be
achieved by supplying them
with as many forms of vital
nourishment as -“possible. A

ties of a people pass into | knowledge of the noble tradi-

tions inherited from our fore-
Inthers is one of the indispens-
able forms. The love of free-
dom, the spirit of courage, the
Ukrainian musicality — these
are three roots which cannot
be allowed to wither and dis-
appear from the character of
a nation that can elaim de-
scendants of Kozaks in its

population. (End).
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you have thrown together for
your own enjoyment. The most
miserable maggot, Szabo, calls
.to you in derision: Thunder;
and strike!.. Thunder and
strike!”

(To be continued)
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House Committee on Un-
American Activities to attack
the clergy for communist sym-
pathies and activities. It is a
delicate subject, for it impinges
on one of the most intimate
prerogatives of the individual
citizen, the relationship of that
individual to God.

But there is another side to
the question. We must honest-
ly ask ourselves: “Has the gov-
ernment the right to investi-
gate the ordinary citizen and
not be permitted to question
ministers, rabbis and priests?
Are members of the clergy
exempt from laws thal require
other citizens to recognize their
duties to their country and
forbid them from. commiting
trary to the and- life of
their country? When a cltizen
is ordained as the minister of
a church is he thercby relcas-
ed from his duties and respon-
sibilities as a citizen?

The question is not difficult
to answer. The right-minded
clergy, and théy are legion,
will be first to declare .that
all citizens are subject to the
laws of their country and that
the government must treat
them all alike, be they lawyers,
lecturers, business men or
ministers, Congress is well
within its rights and sphere of
duty in questioning even
clergymen  regarding com-
munist. activity.

We recognize and respect the

obligations of an ordained
minister to his Creator and his
" church, his high calling of
_bringing redemption to men.
. If the relationship of a man
} with his doctor or his wife
merits respect for its confiden-
tial nature, surely the rela-
tionship of a man with his
priest, rabbi or minister is
i entitled to no less,

the sole activity of a clergy-
|man. He eats, sleeps, buys a

newspaper, takes a ride in al

public conveyance, plays golf
and in hundreds of ways be-
haves as does any ordinary
citizen of our country. Surely
he cannot claim  exemption
from his duties and respon-
sibilities of citizenship because
of special activities in prayer
and religious counsel, To take
such a position would be to
permit murder with impunity
if committed in the name and
under the aegis of religion.
But there is perhaps a bet-
ter reason for clergymen wel-
coming any investigation that
may be initiated in search of

Srared Pio!

acts, open or-subvefsive, con-|

But, being a minister is not |™

LiBérty or License |

(¥

By Dr. Alfred P. Haake

Considerable heat is generat- lars of the very temple of the
ing over alleged intent of thel Constitution under whose roof

he claims protegction against
investigation, It is not really
freedom of religion that is at
stake in such an inquiry. And
the honest man .does not de-
mand for himself a cloak he
does not need and which can
be used to hide'a rascal.

_One remembers the furor or
protest against even question-
ing the loyalty of one Alger
Hiss and the violent denuncia-
tions of those who sought the
truth concerning his-activities,
One notices that those who
subsequently have actually
been found guilty ‘of subver-
sive and digloyal activities were
loud in their protests against
‘alleged violation, of their cons
‘“;:f‘”‘"“"‘"*dﬁ W
. det e s of the - clergy
examine themaelves, ek out
{nny possible, errors in_unders
standing ‘and  presentation,
mistaken sympgthieu and
loyalties, and, .correct any
faults on their ‘'own initiative.
‘This would be better than in-
sisting on a privileged exemp-
tion from obédiénce to their
country’s laws and the enjoy-
ment of treatment not accord-
ed to the ordinary citizen. Un-
doubtedly, the. vast majority
of clergymen agree that reli-
gion should and: can be free,
but not that liberty should be-
come license without adequate
responsibility to'¢heir fellow
-citizens  and g:ﬂre.rnmem, as
well as to God. '

(Ukrainian Gook Buok

76 Traditional Recipes 4
for TODAY'S LIVING

Price $1.50.
Get your copy from

“SVOBODA" i
P. 0. Bpx 346
Jersey Citaf,s'. N. J.

IBAH BYHBbRO

NYEP. NOPREBHM K
rpoasn

Japaxye no
150

o winl Tax wosxik §
Obcayrs weena | maflxpama

ng
JOHN BUNKDO
Licensed Undertakor
& Embalmer

Dignified h:m as low as

437 EAST 5i STREET
New Yobk City
Telephane: {lnlme(cy. . 7-7661.

‘. . . 0

METPO SPEMA

-

communist activities among

Aagumne npHragyeMo, uto Macmo piaaian MYEKECLKOI ra-
JHHTEPH, a cawe: AKOCTH COPOMKH, 3 KOPOTKHMH
pywanasw, suamol mapkm: “JAYSON" nix $1.30 sropy ma ao-
uyrnnxn, — [pocuso apdire S Hpo Ly
marepinay ™ umnsky abpu l.tiuy! Fonopuso o yxpainessn.

Cayxafite waii oronowenns no pajnio- nporpami n. Mens-

HA CHJIAII €
Spianntonl geperenl,
:- P mobnl neperenl o sepnoworo

M HH3IBKI

JHOMY BHEOPI:
, ADNMIVOMEN, .
saroio 1418 kaparia

oiHH.

mamy paglonepraawy n mealal nlx 8 xo 9 panxy.
B m'symumo nix 7 10 8 new. Iepegasl F.M in

seranuain,

the elergy. The man whose

He whose conscience is. clear

hands are clean does not mind!
lifting” them above the table.|

YKP. IOFPEDHIE
Janpmacreon '
B BRONX, BROOKLY ;
YORK 1 ﬂmllil'll‘mm -
Ko N
"Typa. Mojieppa yanmimen

1

rr:nm ,co:mwl wenlni Mk 7-8 rop. pano na xwuanx 1480, (cTan-
:‘):n:mlih:l)léxmn Ao 8:30 sew., m waramnl | cyGorn xo 10:00,
DUNLEY HAT SHOP
14 SAINT MARK'S PLACE, NEW YORK CITY
(Ict 8. oya., Between 2nd & 3rd Avenues!

in sckvice of God and his fel-
low-man has nothing really to!
relvr from being asked whether
" or not he is a member of the
. Communist party and commit-
. ted to destruction of the pil,

Kysesom. Bin nanenwo nopdae, uo6 pame chyrpo, 2
Jjuxaxer i konnip Oyam apobiieni no uaﬁunaimm{@
chaconaM, COJIHO TA 3 HANKPAIUX MaTepianin, D))
Ilismn npuerynui,
Indpopmanii sa Tenedon: Plaza 9-4238.

EPNY NN NI A !

MO YWRTRY Jnpom,
PETER JAREMA
129 EAST 7th STREET,
New York/D.N. Y.
Tel.: ORchard 4-2568 |

el

B cyGory nix 1 20 2 Aun ua cvasuii WHOM 1

Poamoranemo no-yrpaincsxomy,

Bamaoms, yel rosapl sipogniorien un cnaary o 18 sicauin.
3 » X0 1, {)xnllﬂlapl BPAHJITA.
Bewo npaio nukonycso s uamdit poSirnl na siond

480 xc,

ANENENENENEMEMAEMEMEMENENE @V @
)

O




