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Hepkacbkoi Micbkoi paau

3AJIYYEHHS MOJNIOA]l A0
HALIIOHAJIbHOI KYNIbTYPU HA
OCHOBI AHIJIINCbKOI MOBM

Y cyyacHux ymoBax pepani 3pumillor cTae
HeOoOXiaHICTb 3anyvyeHHs Monogi 40 HauioHanbHOT
KYNbTYpU Ha OCHOBi aHrMiNCbKoi MOBW. TBOPYICTb
BENMKOro ykpaiHCbKOro noeta i rymaHicra
T.I". LLeB4yeHka cTae B Harofi skHarnkpaLmm YAHOM A58
BUKOPUCTaAHHSA Ha ypokax aHrniicbkoi moeu y 8-10-x
Kracax Ta B No3akracHin pobori.

INTRODUCTION

THE GREAT HUMANIST

Taras Shevchenko has become to be the
Ukrainian people’s Homer by virtue of the epic quality
of his work so intensely in harmony with his people’s
thoughts, hopes and aspirations for freedom.

It seems next to impossible to try and portray the
entire magnitude of this manyfaceted perconality. As
a citizen,a poet, an artist, a fighter, Taras Shevchenko
has no substitute in Ukrainian literature. A son of a sert
and himself deprived of all rights, to the extent that he
was almost a slave, he grew up into a summit visible
to all tribes and nations the world over.

The American artist Rockwell Kent pointed out that
outstanding critics compared Shevchenko's writings to
the works of such great poets and writers as Goethe,
Byron and Hugo....

Taras Shevchenko was not only a famous poet but
also a great artist and revolutionary democrat whose
works were permeated with the ideals of humanism.

Owing to his brilliant talent and although born a
serf, Shevchenko overcame all obstacles in making
his way into the world of literature and art.

Taras Shevchenko was born on March 9, 1814
in the village of Morintsy, near Kiev. Even as a boy,
Shevchenko already showed that he was gifted in
drawing.

When his master, Baron Engelgardt, took him
to Petersburg with the other servants Shevchenko
made the acquaintance of the outstanding Russian
artist Karl Bryullov, the noted poet Zhukovsky and
other representatives of literature and art. His friends
could not help noticing the talent of young serf for
whom painting was a true calling. Bryullov, the author
of the famous picture The Last Day of Pompeii,
painted Zhukovsky's portrait which was raffled off for
2,500 rubles, and with this they bought Shevchenko's
freedom.

This took place on April 22, 1838.

Shevchenko received not only his freedom but the
opportunity to study at the Petersburg Academy of Arts.
He pained all his life wherever he went- in Petersburg,
while travelling in his native Ukraine or when in exile.
His album of etchings Picturesque Ukraine (1844)
brought him fame as the founder of critical realism
in Ukrainian pictorial art. A year before he died,
Shevchenko was awarded the title of Academician of
Engraving by the Academy.

While studying in Petersburg, Shevchenko began
to write poetry, and to this new passion he devoted his
whole life. In 1840 the young poet published his first
collection of verse entitled Kobzar (The Bard). The

book opened with the poem Oh Thoughts of Mine...
which contained the aesthetic programme of a people's
poet. lvan Franko, Shevchenko's follower, wrote:”This
small book immediately opened a new world of poetry
which was like a spring of clear, fresh water. It radiated
a lucid, simple and "graceful style previously unknown
in Ukrainian literature."

The first edition of Kobzar also included one of
Shevchenko's best poems Katerina, a moving and
tragic story of a peasant girl whose love was betrayed
by an army officer. This theme appealed to Shevchenko
so much that he later did an oil painting of Katerina. The
suffering of women became one of the leading themes
in his poetry (e.g.the poems Marina,The Housemaid,
Mary, The Princess). In 1841 Shevchenko's longest
historical poem Haidamaki was published. As a great
humanist.

Shevchenko described the bloody events of the
past with a heart full of pain. Haidamaki also showed
the poet's internationalist feelings: "May the Slavic
land, covered with rye and with wheat as though
with gold, remain forever without borders from sea
unto sea." The poet dreamed of the unity of all Slavic
peoples, of all peoples of the Russian Empire, and
towards the end of his life, of all working people of
the world.

Already in his early works Shevchenko proved
himself a brilliant, genuine people's poet not only
because he wrote in simple words easily grasped by
ordinary man, but also because he expressed the
interests and aspirations of the broad masses of his
people.

In 1843, after an absence of fourteen years,
Shevchenko returned to Ukraine.The social and national
oppression which he saw there shocked him. By that
time Shevchenko's views had changed considerably.
While in Petersburg, he knew democratically-minded
people and got acquainted with the history of certain
revolutionary movements (the Decemobrists, the Polish
national-liberation movement). This is why his outlook
shifted towards revolutionary democracy.

As 1. Franko pointed out, his poetry assumed
political tones. Whereas Shevchenko was a
revolutionary romantic in his early works, now his
method was that of critical realism, though elements
of romanticism still remained in his writings.

A Dream (1844) was the first poem of a political
character written by Shevchenko. The poem showed
him to be an outspoken enemy of czarism and serfdom
and of all the evils they brought the working people.
The poet exposed not only the individual drawbacks of
the unjust social order but the whole autocratic system,
not excluding the emperor himself.Another poem of
the same type was The Caucasus (1845) , which
Shevchenko wrote upon receiving news that his friend
de Balmen had been killed during the war against the
mountaineers of that region. As a matter of fact, it was
a lyrical epic of invective aimed at the whole autocratic
serf-ridden system and all its institutions. Hand-written
copies of the poem were passed among the people and
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phrases from it became slogans: "Keep fighting - you
are sure to win.”

"All silent are in all their tongues because such
great contentment reigns" - these were quoted by
outstanding Ukrainian revolutionary democrats.
The Caucasus showed Shevchenko to be a great
internationalist.He railed his voice not only for the
liberation of the Ukrainian people but of all the peoples
in czarist Russia. It was not by chance that Shevchenko
sent a personal hand-written copy of The Caucasus
to the outstanding Polish poet Adam Mickiewicz then
in Paris.

Also belonging to political poetry is verse When |
Am Dead , Then Bury Me...,which the people called My
Testament.The verse testifies to a class character of
Shevchenko's humanism. Unlike many great humanists
of the world, the poet affirms a revolution as the only
way for the oppressed to gain real freedom:

Oh bury me, then rise ye up

And break your heavy chains

And water with the tyrants' blood

The freedom you have gained.

In the closing lines of My Testament he expressed
the hope that after the revolution the people would
unite into one big, free family and would remember
the poet who struggled for the liberation of all peoples
of the world:

And in the great new family,

The family of the free,

With softly spoken, kindly word

Remember also me.

Now these words are engraved in golden
letters on many monuments to the great poet, while
My Testament has been translated into almost all
languages of the world.

For a long time it was impossible to publish My
Testament.

In his poem The Heretic, based on many historical
sources, Shevchenko created an original image of the
Czech patriot Jan Hus, portraying him not only as a
religious reformer but also as a fighter for his people's
freedom. Later on, the poet inserted an additional
stanza and dedicated the poem to Safarik, the great
Czech-Slovak Slavist, whose works he was familiar
with. He sent Safarik a hand-writen copy of the opening
lines of the poem and new stanza, a strong appeal for
Slavic unity on democratic principles.

Shevchenko did not limit himself to expressing
revolutionary-democratic ideas later joined the secret
anti-serfdom Society of Cyril and Mechodius. In 1847
the Society was exposed and all its members were
arrested. Shevchenko's membership was never
proved, but he was given the heaviest sentence
because of his revolutionary poems A Dream, The
Caucasus, The Heretic and others) which contained
sharp lines against the emperor and the empress.
Shevchenko was exiled to serve as a soldier in distant
Orenburg.

Approving the cruel verdict, Nicholas | added in his
own hand: "Forbidden to write or to paint." Service in
the army in those times was an obligatory twenty-five
years. Physically, Shevchenko would have hardly lived
through such a long exile. In this way czarism strove
to get rid of a dangerous poet and artist.

From Orenburg Shevchenko was sent still farther,
to one of the line battalions in Orsk. Today Orsk is a
big industrial centre, but then it was a small fortress
in the barren steppe.

Even before exile, in a Petersburg prison,
Shevchenko continued writing poetry (the cycle In
Prison). Among his lyrics of that time was the masterpiece
Beside the Cottage. The exile did not break the poet's will:
"l am tormented, | suffer, but 1 do not repent." Violating
the czar's prohibition Shevchenko went on writing. He

made miniature note-books, wrote his poetry in them
and kept them in the sides of his boots.

Shevchenko called his poetry of the exile period
the "prisoner's muse".

In his poem The Princess and The Outlaw he
condemned serfdom and created types of cruel
landowners. New themes and characters appeared
in his poetry. For instance, in Marina and The Outlaw
he presented images of the peoples avengers.

Shevchenko's cycle Kings is a sharp revolutionary
criticism of monarchies of all time and nations.In this
cycle the poet used as images the Biblical King David
and the church-canonized Grand Prince VIadimir of
Kiev. The general conclusion in the last part of the
cycle is clearly political in character:

May they be hanged, the bloody butchers,

And cursed...!

While in exile, Shevchenko was cut off from life,
and lost touch with what was going on. This explains
why he wrote many lyrical masterpieces at this time,
including autobiographical verse : | Was Thirteen,
Young Masters, If You Only Knew..., The Lights Are
Blazing..., to mention a few. He also composed many
songs in the folk-tradition.

In his native land, he became a legend and a
champion of the people, whom even the tsar feared.
llliterate peasants knew almost the whole of his «Kobzar»
by heart. Now the poet's birthday, March, 9, is marked by
the whole of the country. It has become a holiday for our
friends in many countries throughout the world.

A slave, he grew up into a summit visible to all
tribes and nations the world over.

This is not a mere figure of speech. Shevchenko's
poems have been translated into almost a hundred
languages in our country and abroad and nearly four
hundred monuments have been put up by grateful
people to this courageous champion of truth and a
happy future.

Taras Shevchenko

THE MIGHTY DNIEPER

("Prychynna" / "Reve ta stohne Dnipr shyrokyi")
Translated by John Weir

The mighty Dnieper roars and bellows,
The wind in anger howls and raves,
Down to the ground it bends the willows,
And mountain-high lifts up the waves.

The pale-faced moon picked out this moment
To peek out from behind a cloud,

Like a canoe upon the ocean

It first tips up, and then dips down.

The cocks don't crow to wake the morning,
There's not as yet a sound of man,

The owls in glades call out their warnings,
And ash trees creak and creak again.

Tapac LlleeyeHKO
"Mpu4yuHHa"/ "Pese ma cmozHe [Hinp wupokui”

PeBe Ta ctorHe [Hinp wnpokui
CepaguTun BiTEp 3aBuBa,
Dopony Bepbu rHe BUCOKI,
[opamun xBunio niginma.

| Gnignn micsiub Ha Ty nopy

I3 xmMapu ge-ge Burnagas, —
HeHaue 4oBeH B cMHiIM MoOpto,
To BMpuHaB, To NoToNas.

LLle TpeTi niBHi He cniBanu,
HixTo Hige He romMoHiB,

Cwuudi B rato nepeknmkanmchb,
Ta aceHb pas-y-pa3s cKpunis.




"Zapovit" / “lak umru, to pokhovaite”

Translated by John Weir

When | am dead, then bury me

In my beloved Ukraine, My tomb upon a grave
mound high

Amid the spreading plain,

So that the fields, the boundless steppes,

The Dnieper's plunging shore

My eyes could see, my ears could hear

The mighty river roar.

When from Ukraine the Dnieper bears
Into the deep blue sea

The blood of foes ... then will | leave
These hills and fertile fields —

I'll leave them all and fly away

To the abode of God,

And then I'll pray .... But till that day

| nothing know of God.

Oh bury me, then rise ye up
And break your heavy chains
And water with the tyrants' blood
The freedom you have gained.
And in the great new family,

The family of the free,

With softly spoken, kindly word
Remember also me.

3anoeim” / "5k ympy, mo noxoeatime"”
Ak ympy, To noxoBanTe
MeHe Ha moruni

Cepep cTeny LUMPOKOro
Ha BkpaiHi munin,

o6 naHu wupokononi,
| AHinpo, i kpyui

Byno BuaHo, Oyno uyTw,
Ak peBe peByymn.

Ak noHece 3 YkpaiHu

Y cunHee mope

KpoB Bopoxy... oTongi s
| nanu i ropyn —

Bce nokuHy, i nonuny
[o camoro bora
MonuTucs... a go Toro
A He 3Hato bora.
[NoxoBanTe Ta BcTaBaunTe,
KanpaHu nopsite

| Bpaxoto 3roto KpoB'io
Bonto okponiTe.

| MeHe B ceM’T Benukin,
B cem’i BonbHil, HOBIN,
He 3abynbte noM’siHyTH
He3num TuxmMm cnoeom.

Taras Shevchenko

BESIDE THE HUT THE CHERRIES ARE IN
BLOOM

("Sadok vyshnevyj kolo khaty")

Translated by Irina Zheleznova.

Beside the hut the cherries are in bloom,

And May bugs over them dance.... The peasants
from

The fields return with weary step.... This late....

The young maids as they go sing songs.... At
home

The tables have been laid, and supper waits.

A family at table sit without....

Dusk slowly comes, the evening stars are out.

The daughter serves, but seems to take too long;

The mother is impatient and about

To scold, when lo! — a bird bursts into song.

The darkness cloaks the heavens overhead...

Beside the hut her little ones to bed

The mother puts, and then, afraid that they’ll
Not sleep, lies down nearby....

The world seems dead;

All’s still save for the maids and nightingale.

«Cadok euwHeegul KOJI0O xamu»
Cafok BULLHEBMI KOO XaTw,
XpyLi Hag BULLHAMU ryayThb,
MnyraTapi 3 nnyramu ngyThb,
CnisatoTb igy4m gisyara,

A maTtepi BeuepsaTb XAy Thb.
Cim’st Beueps kono xatu,
BeuipH4a 3ipoHbka BCTaE.
Houka BevepsaTb nogae,

A MaTu xoue HayyaTu,

Tak conoBenko He Jae.
Moknana maTtn Kono xaTtu
ManeHbKux OiTo4oK CBOIX;
Cama 3acHyna Kono ix.
3aTuxno Bce, TiNbKo AiByaTta
Ta conoBenKo He 3aTux.

Taras Shevchenko

THOUGHTS OF MINE,

O THOUGHTS OF MINE

("Dumy moji, dumy moji,

Lykho meni z vamy!”)

Translated by Irina Zheleznova

Thoughts of mine, O thoughts of mine,

You plague and torment me!

On paper you throng, thoughts,

By dark anguish sent me.

Why did wind not disperse you?

Why were you not smothered

While still in the cradle

By sorrow, your mother?...

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

Tears rained down in torrents — why did they
not drown you

In the sea or merge you with the steppeland
waters?...

None would then have wondered why | suffer,
none

Would have asked why curse | destiny or
sought to

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

Jestingly....

Come, tell me, children mine, my cherished

Blooms - is there a heart, dears, anywhere like
this

Aching heart of mine, dears, one on salt tears
nourished,

That will weep like mine does.... Let us hope
there is!

It a maid’s heart and a pair of

Brown eyes over you

Weep, my thoughts, I'll ask for nothing

More: a tear or two

From those eyes, and | am king of

Kings upon this earth!

Thoughts of mine, O thoughts of mine,

'Tis sorrow gave you birth.

Ah, those eyes so brown and sparkling,

And those brows so dark!...

It is they my heart awaken,

Make it pound, and — hark!

Translated by Gladys Evans
Thoughts of mine, thoughts of mine,
My one and only stay,

You at least do not abandon

Me these bitter days.
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From the broad and distant Dnieper
Fly to me, my homing

Pigeons, on your blue-grey pinions,
Through the steppe go roaming
With the poor forsaken Kirghiz.
Long have they gone naked,

Long been paupers... yet still free to
Worship God as sacred.

Come then, dearest thoughts of mine,
| shall greet you ever

As my children, with soft words, and
We shall weep together.

«gQymu moi, dymu moi...»

Oymu moi, gymu moti,

Jlnxo meHi 3 Bamu!

Hawo ctanu Ha nanepi

CyMHUMU pagamn?..

Yowm Bac BiTep He po3BiaB

B cteny, Sk nununy?

Yom Bac nuxo He npucnarno,

Ak cBoto ANTUHY?..

Bo Bac nunxo Ha CBIT Ha CMix nopoauno,
MNonueanu cnbo3un... Yom He 3aTonunu,
He BunHecnu B Mope, He po3Munu B noni?
He nutanu 6 niogu, Wwo B MeHe 6onuThb,
He nutanu 6, 3a Wo npoknuHatw 4onto,
Yoro Hyxy cBiToM? «Hivoro pobutb», —
He ckasanu 6 Ha cmiX...

KBitn moi, gitn!

Haulo Bac koxaB €, Halwlo gornagas?
Yun 3annadve cepue OAHO Ha BCiM CBITi,
Ak a 3 Bamu nnakaB?.. Moxe, i Bragas...
Moxe, HangeTbca aisoye

Cepue, kapi oui,

Lo 3annayyTb Ha Ci gymun —

A Binblie He xouy...

OpaHy cnbo3y 3 o4en Kapux —

|... naH Hag naHamu!..

Oymu moi, gymu moi!

Jlnxo meHi 3 Bamu!

3a kapii oueHsTa,

3a yopHii 6poBu

Cepue pBanocs, cMianoco,

Bunueano mosy,

Bunueano, gk ymino,

3a TeMHii Houi,

3a BULLHEBWIA cap, 3eNeHunn,

3a nacku giBoui...

Oymu moi, gymu moi

Bu moi eguHi,

He knganTte xo4 B meHe
Mpwn nNuxin roguHi.
MpunitanTte, cnsokpuni
Moi rony6’aTa,

I13-3a Hinpa wupokoro,
Y cTen norynsatu

3 kmprusamu y6orumu.
BoHu Bxe ybori,

Yxe roni...Ta Ha Boni
LLle monsiTbes Gory.
MpunitaiTe x, Mmoi ntobi,
Tuxumu pevyamum
MpusiTato Bac, sik AiToOK,
| 3annayy 3 Bamu.

Taras Shevchenko

Young masters, if you only knew
("Yakby vy znaly, panychi" -

"Akbu eu 3Hanu, naHu4i")

Translated by John Weir

Young masters, if you only knew

How people weep there all life through,

You’d not compose your rhapsodies,
And God for nothing you’d not praise,
Nor mock our tears by twisting truth.
That tranquil cottage in the grove
You call a paradise - | know.

In such a cottage once | dwelt,

It was there my first hot tears were spilt,
My early tears! | know no vice,

No wrong or ill, however rare,

That’s not found in that cottage fair....
And yet they call it paradise!

| do not call that little house

In a small village, by a copse,

A very paradise on earth....

«5Ik 6u eu 3Hanu NaHudyi....»
AxkOu BM 3HanNU, naHwuui,

[e noge nnavyTb XUBY4H,

To BuM 6 enerii He TBOPWIHN

Ta mapHe bora 6 He xBanunu,
Ha Hawi cnbo3un CMitYuncs.
3a 1o, He 3Halo, Ha3nBalTb
XaTuHy B rai TUX1UM paem.

£ B XaTi My4YnBCS KONUCh,
Moi Tam cnbo3u Nponunnch,
Hannepwi cnbosu; s He 3Halo,
YUun ecTb y Bora niote 3no!

Lllo 6 y Tin xaTi He xnno?

A xaTty paem HasuBaioTb!

He Ha3uBato ii paem,

Tii xaTuHO4KM y rai

Hag ynctum ctaBom Kpan cena.
MeHe Tam maT nosuna

|, noBuBatouu, cnisana,

CBolo Hyabry nepenueana

B cBoto agnTuHy... B Tim rato,

Y Ti xaTuHi, y pao...

ASSIGNMENTS

Imagine you're self responsible for a party at
school to celebrate Taras Shevchenko's birthday.

What would you suggest that your schoolmates
should do?

Write a programme.

Find the song from on the Internet. Listen to it and
sing.Write answers.

1.Who sings this song?

2. Whatdoesits tittle mean?

3.Whatis the music type of this song?

4.Do you like this song? What can you say about
it?

5.What is your favorite song?

6.Who singsit?

7.Make a list of your favourite song and singer
or bands.

CMNMUCOK BUKOPUCTAHUX OXKEPEN

1. [HopouweHko €. . Cnoeo npo Benukoro Kob3saps
[TekcT] /KaTtepuHa OopoweHko. Kuie: Monoab, 1965.156
[4] c. [bibnioTeka I. M. BnaceHkal].

2. Kpacuubkui [l. KOHicTb Tapaca. Kuis: Becerka,
1967. 159c.

3. Pwunbcbkun M., feny O. Tapac LUeByeHko:
GiorpadiyHmin Hapuc. Odepx. BUA-BO xy4. niT., 1964. 82 c.

4. Tapac Wep4yeHko. Xnutta i TBOpYiCTb Yy
nopTpeTax, inocTpadiax, gokymeHTax /ynopag. KocsH
B. X., Kpacuubkun . ®., Manamapuyk I". 1., Yymak K. B.
Knie: PagsHcbka wkona. 1964r. 508c.

5. T.T. lleByeHko B TBOpax i kapTuHax [TekcT] /
[peakon.: . M. bBinoyc, E. A. JleBuubka, 0. A. HYabaHeHko].
Yepkacu : [Bugaseupb HO. A. YabaHeHko], 2008. 152 c. :
coToin.




