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PREFACE

MRS. Marion Moore Coleman became interested in
Slavic matters through her husband, Arthur Prudden Coleman,
for twenty years (1928-48) a member of the Department of
Slavonic and East European Languages at Columbia University.
A native of Brooklyn, New York, she is a descendant of Thomas
Halsey, one of the founders of Southhampton, Long Island, on
her father’s side; on her mother’s side, a descendant of Nathaniel
Merrill, an early settler of Newburyport, Massachusetts.

While at Columbia, Mrs. Coleman worked with her husband
and the Stetkewicz family on the preparation of the pioneer
Survey of Ukrainian Literature which was published by the
Ukrainian University Society in 1936.

In 1943 Mrs. Coleman founded the Bulletin of the Ameri-
can Association of Teachers of Slavic and East European Lan-
guages and for five years produced it single-handed. The Bulletin
is now the Journal of the AATSEEL organization.

At Alliance College, Cambridge Springs, Pa., where for
twelve years her husband was President, Mrs. Coleman produced
a journal devoted to Slavic matters, Alliance Journal, in ten
annual issues (1951-1961) and also a quarterly Polish Folklore,
in seven volumes, 1956-62.

Besides the above, Mrs. Coleman has translated many works
from the Polish and written many articles on Slavic and Slavic-
American matters, alone or in collaboration with her husband.
Her major work is a biography of the Polish poet Adam Mickie-
wicz, Young Mickiewicz (1956). Also of major scope is her
translation of the long topographical poem Flis, (The Boatman),
by Sebastjan Fabjan Klonowicz (Alliance College, 1958).

Mrs. Coleman is a distinguished scholar among American
Slavicists. We are honored to publish her paper Klonowicz and
Ukraine, as an introduction to the poem “Roxolania.”






for the Sarmatian origin of the Croats, but the theory of the
same descent of the Serbs is questioned.®.

The recorded history of the Roxolans Isidore Nahayewsky
sums up:

At the beginning of the new era the Sarmatians were defeated
by the Alans, also Roxolans or Rosomans (as they are called
by Jordanes). The Roxolans (Iranian: rughs=light, and Alani,
it means the “Light-Alani”) settled down near the Azov Sea,
as it can be seen from the map, prepared by Claudios Ptolemy
of the second century A.D. The Roxolans challenged the power
and authority of the Bosporan kings and especially the power-
ful King Mithridates VI Eupator (113 B.C.) who extended his
influence to the northern shores of the Black Sea in order to
gain access to the riches of South Ukraine. He was defeated by
the Romans and committed suicide (62 B.C.) and South
Ukraine was partially brought under the control of the Roman
emperors.”

The Roxolans are often mentioned by classical writers like
Strabo, Claudios Ptolemaios, Jordanes.®

The Iranians had a profound cultural influence on the Slavs,
on their religious conceptions, burial practices, and language;
also a whole series of Slavic deities were of Iranian origin.®

April 15, 1963 Roman Smal-Stocki, Ph.D.
Director, Slavic Institute



KLONOWICZ AND UKRAINE
An Introduction to the Poem Roxolania

AMONG the famous topographical poems of all time
are to be found two, at least, from the Middle Zone of Europe
to which AATSEEL is dedicated. Both were written in the great
century of topographical poems, the sixteenth, and both were
by the same man, Sebastjan Fabjan Klonowicz (ca. 1545-1602),
a Polish public official and educator as well as poet. Of the two
poems, one is in Polish and takes us on a leisurely boatman’s
voyage down the Vistula to Danzig and back; the other, in Latin,
carries us in imagination over the rolling steppeland and wooded
hills of the border region lying between the Polish city of Lublin
and Kiev, “seat, in the olden time, of the Dukes.” Known to us
as Ukraine, the region has from time immemorial been referred
to by poets as Roxolania, from one tribe of its most ancient in-
habitants who dwelt in the marshy region just north of the Sea
of Azov, and who were called by the Romans and others Roxo-
lani.

The Vistula poem, Flis (The Boatman), published in Kra-
kéw in 1595, has been translated into English; unfortunately,
Roxolania—this rich, nuggety poem in praise of the Ukrainian
land—still remains hidden from most of us by the forbidding
cloak of its Latin. Someday, perhaps, we shall ourselves translate
the poem, line by line. For the moment, however, a look into
its riches will have to suffice. This will be a step in advance
toward acquaintance with the work, at any rate. Up to now not
even a copy of it in the original existed or was known to exist
in the United States; we ourselves had to get the copy we have
used by photostat from the British Museum.

The author of Roxolania was not a son of the borderland
he extols but a convert to Ukraine and Ukrainianism. Actually
he was from the extreme outermost part of the Polish Common-
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There is no division into stanzas, as in Flis, or into cantos, as
you would think from the Polish translation made in 1851-52 by
Ludwik Kondratowicz, who cuts it up into thirty-five, oddly
divided sections. The lines are unrhymed, and the rhythm is ir-
regular. The poem was published in 1584, probably around
twenty years, as we have indicated, after the poet had seen the
land of which he still dreamed.

In Roxolania Klonowicz uses two terms for the people who
dwell in the country described, calling them indiscriminately the
“Russi,” and the “Rutheni.” We have kept his Ruthenian term,
but for “Russi” have used the more correct appelation, “the
people of Rus’,” Rus’ being the term generally accepted for the
border region between strictly Polish lands and Kiev on the
Dnieper.

Coming at last to the poem itself, we find Roxolania open-
ing with a burst of eloquence in praise of the region concerned,
and with the warmest of invitations to the Muses to come there
and dwell. “Sing, O Muses,” it begins, “the fertile pastures of

the people of Rus’,”

The fields, well-favored and blest, of the land.

Sing of the meadows, rich with abundant grain,

The fields ploughed deep, that fail not of ample harvest.

Nor silent, O Muses, remain, the forests in praising,

Forests that everywhere yield magnificent bounty:

Honey, that’s hid all about in the hollow trunk,

That flows in a golden flood, along with the acorn, forth
from the oak.

Tell of the cities of Rus’, toward the Arctic inclining,

Cities high Helice passes across in his winding circuit . . .

Sacred Leopolis sing, and the customs Ruthenian,

The fatness of four-footed beasts, and flocks without
blemish. . ..

Come, O ye Pierides chaste, and with trembling reed

Open for me, I implore, the wasteland long hidden.

Charm such as bound thee of old to the Argolides’ land

Here’s to be met with no less, in our fruited realm:

Springs that will gush into life, as >neath Pegasus’ hoof,

Dulcet as ever the waters of Bellerophon loosed.

Living currents are here, and fountains life-giving,
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Thus, the poet declares, Roxolania is the perfect site for a
northern Parnassus, and the more so as in Lublin it has the
ideal Muses’ Hill, topping a most charming city. Come, he in-
vites Clio, come and bring with you the others of the Nine,

Down where the stream Bystrzyca, with placid wave,

Flows, there marshes creating, and ponds, and bogs,

Down where Bystrzyca, captive, courses the city around,

Lublin encircling, bringing it watery sustenance, gentle and
sweet.

Splitting in twain, the stream, with one of its arms,

Laps 'round the bastion, then onward flows, to enter a lake.

Admitted by copper piping straight to the city’s heart,

It spouts in a fountain free-flowing, as circles it round.

The bank to the right, see covered with drooping willows,

The left one rising replete with fir trees and pines.

Bulrushes dense, the river steeps in its tide,

While yonder’s a meadow, soggy, bursting with bloom,

And further, a bank all dry and greening with turf.

Thither, Pierides, come, thou chorus virginal, chaste. . . .

And so on, for lines on end of invitation to the Muses to
settle in Lublin.

If this were all in Roxolania, Muses and gods and the like,
the poem would be of slight importance to us today, but it is
not all. Soon we have a most interesting exposition as to who
the people of Rus’ were, and where they came from. Apollo is
speaking, and he says in fine, sonorous words, “In the beginning
were the forests, cities had not been, the forests held all in their
sway, man had not been born here, but the forests had.”

Then in time men came into the region,

Men came, chosen scions of Japhet,

Whether you call them by the ancient name of Bastarnae,

Or Sarmatians, Illyrians, call them as you will,

Or perchance you may give them the name Hamaxobii,

People, that is, Yoked to Rude Wagons, — I shall not linger
to hear your vote.

By whatever name you know them, the tribe bears today
the name

Of the people of Rus’, which posterity recognizes now and
approves.
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by the way, for whom both here and in Flis Klonowicz expresses
the lowest esteem. Also from the forest comes the remarkable
plant known as the mistletoe, so useful to the farmer in providing
a perfect snare for birds. Klonowicz tells us how the mistletoe
is produced; it springs up in the droppings of the fieldfare, a kind
of thrush which eats the berries. From the branch on which the
birds rest you have, in time “a second forest, of pale green leaves
and light yellow berries,” he exclaims, astounded.

But the greatest of all the forest products in Roxolania and
the most valuable in her economy is the honey from its bees. So
precious is the bee that its protection is guaranteed by the most
rigid and elaborate of rules. One violating these rules is subject
to the punishment of disembowelment, publicly, at the scene of
the crime and the girdling of the violated bee-tree with the thief’s
own entrails.

As to honey, it is in truth the peasant’s one and only source
of joy: sweetening his food, lighting his way in the dark and pro-
viding him with tapers for his worship (thanks to the waxy cas-
ing in which it is contained), and granting him those all-too-few
moments of ecstasy that punctuate his hard life, through the
heavenly wine—mead. “Italy has its wine,” Klonowicz exclaims,
“the land of Rus’ its nectar.”

Earth proffers wine from the rich moisture of the earth,

Jove himself in heaven distils our mead.

Bacchus is the author of the vineyard, Jupiter of honey.

For if wine is born of the earth, then is mead born of heaven,
None can deny it to be a dew celestial.

Other beverages the Ruthenian may enjoy—beer, for ex-
ample, made with the help of the remarkable hop vine, which
Klonowicz describes at length. And beer is helpful to the Ruthen-
ian, easing his burden of pain, calming his worry. But the bever-
age supreme of the Roxolanian land is its mead, and for the
honey to make it the peasant will risk anything, even, as one did
in a yarn which Klonowicz repeats, his very life.

The story is the familiar one of “The Man in the Bee Tree,”
who, when he found himself slowly sinking to his death inside a
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same time, of the woeful life ahead. Then she carries the child
to the Pop, that shaggy-haired, long-bearded priest who with
his wife and noisy brood of children so astounds Klonowicz.
The priest baptizes the babe, and he is given a name selected
by augury, after which he is returned to his mother for the
first feeding. Thenceforth he is subjected to a training that is
indeed Spartan and all his games are designed to train him in
the fighting art. Thus as soon as he can walk he is given a strong
stick to ride about on, as if it were a horse. Mounted on his
steed, he plays a realistic game with his companions, using sticks
for weapons, but conducting himself in a warlike manner.

Most of the lads of Roxolania become shepherds or cow-
herds, often in pastures far from home, perhaps on top of some
hill surrounded by forest. The young man learns to console him-
self with the music of the willow pipe, which he fashions while
he watches his herds, eternally vigilant lest some serpent attack
his herd and suck the milk from his cows. For the great enemy
of the cow is the snake, according to Klonowicz, and if a lad
notices that one of his flock is giving less milk than it should,
he knows there must be a snake somewhere about, which he must
find and kill.

The herdsman learns also to make cheese, particularly the
prized brinza (bryndza), which is made of goat’s milk. Klono-
wicz devotes a long section to this, telling us how first the milk
is allowed to settle until it thickens somewhat and then is poured,
slowly and carefully, into a goat skin that has been thoroughly
cleaned and prepared for the purpose, all possible holes stopped
up. The goat skin is then hung up, and the curd within is allowed
to ripen. After a time it is salted. And then, in good season, some-
thing remarkable happens to the contents of the skin. “From
the fruit of one herd,” Klonowicz says, “an entirely other herd is
produced. Hundreds, even thousands, of tiny worms appear with-
in the skin and do a great work of ‘cheese-making’ upon the
now thickened curd.” As to feeling any resentment against the
worms, or any horror or nausea at thought of them, the Ruthen-
ian feels nothing of the sort. He delights in the work of the tiny
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top to bottom of the social scale, is enslaved to them. Although
far from being a xenophobe, as we can see from his admiration
for the Armenians and his tolerant attitude toward the Ruthen-
ians, he is anti-Jew. Everything about them annoys him, for one
thing the noisy way in which worship is conducted in their syna-
gogues. Religiously he has no prejudice against any group, as
we see in his treatment of the Orthodox Ruthenians, with their
marrying priests, whom he tolerantly accepts, and so his attitude
toward the Jews is surprising.

Klonowicz concludes his apostrophe to Leontopolis with
lines about the city clock, which was evidently a fine one, beating
out the hours for this pleasant and orderly, spirited yet devout
city and reminding all, as he says, of how swiftly the day is gone,
how “precious a thing time is.”

Coming from Leontopolis to Zamos’c’, which Klonowicz
was to know exceedingly well in the years following his trip to
Ukraine, as he helped organize the Academy there, we find noth-
ing special noted beyond a catalogue of the gods who partici-
pated in the creation and ultimate glory of the city. All were
there, apparently, and all blessed the town, but Zamos’c’s peculiar
mission, in Klonowicz’s view, seems not to have been the one in
which he himself was involved, namely education, but war. Lying
on the frontier, its job, as he saw it, was to hold off the tribes
of the East, and for doing this, the poet praises it.

Kiev next, and here Klonowicz finds nothing, as some have
found, to remind him of ancient Troy: no River Zanthus, no
Idalian fount, no Simonian waters. But what Kiev does remind
him of, on the other hand, are the Tatars, and here he goes into
a long reflection on this brutal race, describing them as they cross
“the ocean-like waters of the Borysthenes [Dnieper], bare and
without hair except for the long braid flying in the wind, a sight
to terrify the wits out of the Ruthenian farmer and to bring him
to the state of being a bloody meal for the foe.” For all “Black
Rus’,” Klonowicz notes, Kiev is what Rome is to his own home
country: the City of Christ, an object of universal pilgrimage.
And here he breaks into a long dissertation on the fabulous
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Pecherska Lawra of Kiev. “Who cut these caves in the ground?”
he asks. Some ancient stream, he concludes, some long-lost
Acheron that flowed here, changing its direction from time to
time underground and slowly, through the centuries, gouging
out these wonders. The reference in the Kieven section to “Black
Rus’ ” is interesting and somewhat surprising, as Black Rus’ is
the northern part of the eastern borderland, the portion belonging
to the Lithuanian orbit. It is odd our poet should mention this far-
away region as looking Kiev-ward, and if what he says is true,
it is mute testimony to the persistent strength of Orthodoxy in
a region the Polish Republic had long cultivated. Truly, a Skarga
was needed if the Roman faith were to prevail here.

From Kiev, Klonowicz takes us back by way of the great
rocky fortress of Kamieniec (Kamyanets Podilskyi), on the
border of Podolia, a city, as he says, “not made by human hands,
but born.” “Man did not make you,” the poet exclaims, “nor
will man destroy you. Only the One who made you can bring
about your end, and this will happen all in a single moment,
if happen it is destined to do. For Kamieniec is the bastion of
the borderland, and no human art can ever take it.” A religious
shrine also, as Klonowicz points out, Kamieniec has its high
priest and its cathedral. Luck, he says, may outrival Kamieniec
in the eyes of the Muses, but Kamieniec outstrips its rival in its
priests.

Leaving Kamieniec, we have brief mention of a number of
lesser points of interest: first of all Busk, “embraced by the
waters of the Bug, in double stream;” then Sokal, famous for its
“temples of the Divine Parent who, in her chaste virginity, gave
birth to God;” after this Horodel, which “has begotten cranes
in the slimy sod of its marshes, and nourished numerous birds
in the cold Strymon;” Belz comes next, “surrounded by muddy
swamps, a place renowned that has given its name to the whole
voivody.” Larger than any of these and more famous, is the
“City of Prometheus,” as Klonowicz calls Przemysl. “You do not
have to be hymned by me,” he says, “for your walls the San
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laps, with its sweet-flowing waters, and in you is to be found the
two-fold cathedral of the high priests.”

Now in Rus’, Konowicz goes on, there are a great many
salt-producing springs, and of these the foremost is that which
fortunate Drohobycz calls its own, supplying salt to all Rus’.
How little did the poet know of the other treasure lying beneath
Drohobycz’s soil in those precious deposits of oil! As for Chelm,
it shines white from afar, for here much chalk is to be found.
Old Chelm was the seat of the faith, but now there is nothing
left save the name, for in the course of time Krasnystaw has
robbed her rival of the metropolitan’s seat. They say that in the
region around here if you cut a pine tree it turns to stone, Klono-
wicz tells us, but never having seen it happen, he can not say
for sure as to this. He does know, however, that for walls the
town of Krasnystaw has the river Wieprz, and that the name
of the site is from the lake which in the course of time the river
has made here, a great stagnant lake which is full to overflowing
with fish that are free to anyone who can net them. God has
given man fish, let no one deny him their bounty, warns the poet.

Following his tour of the cities and towns of Rus’, Klonowicz
arrives at last at the most important by far of all his explora-
tions. The last section of all, commencing with line 1447 and
concluding only with the end of the poem itself, line 1808, might
well be entitled “Faith and Magic in Ukraine,” and it is full of
interest today, almost four hundred years after.

Klonowicz was a Protestant, but most of his friends were
Catholics, and he was on the closest possible terms with de-
voutly religious communities of the Roman faith, in particular
the Bernardine Monks of Sieciechdéw, whose agent for the sale
of grain in Danzig, he was. He was always interested in religion
and respectful of the religious faith of others. In his comments
on the land of Rus’ he never misses an opportunity to speak of
the habits of worship of his hosts. He notes in particular how
strict they are in the Greek faith and all its observances, espe-
cially fasts, and while the marriage of the lower clergy seems
odd to him, he accepts it, explaining that it is in reality a very
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pure and holy matter, since a priest can not marry but once, and
that once may not take to wife a woman who has already been
deflowered. Close to a religious rite is the oath of brotherhood
about which Klonowicz learns among the Ukrainians. A brother
taken by oath seems, he finds, to be much more rigidly and much
more permanently bound to one than a mere blood brother—
a reference, of course, to the ancient Slavic rite of pobratymstwo,
so common in the Balkans.

But there is much superstition in Roxolania, Klonowicz
notes, and this leads him to one of the good stories to be found
in the poem, the tale of poor love-maddened Theodora and her
wandering Theodore. It is the old theme that Biirger used in
Lenora, Mickiewicz in Ucieczka (The Flight), and dozens of
others in various poems, including Zhukovsky in Svetlana.

The Roxolanian Theodora is in love with a village lad
named Theodore. But Theodore, for some reason, is away from
home and shows no signs of returning to his one-time love, either
now or ever. Consumed with love, Theodora is at her wits” end.
She has prayed to God for the lad’s return, but to no avail.
Heaven has failed her, so she turns to Hell.

Carrying presents, Theodora goes to a witch and pours out
her woe in the old woman’s ear. The witch promises to bring
the lad back but warns Theodora she must be patient. “Wait till
the moon rises,” she says, “then come back. In the meantime I
shall be gathering various herbs. These I shall mix with millet
and place in an earthern pot. I shall set this mixture boiling and
a magic potion will be brewed. The potion will have the power
to call up spectres and apparitions, and your Theodore will be
restored to you.”

Theodora followed the old woman’s instructions and soon,
sure enough, out of the cauldron rose, in the darkness, the form
of a massive, shaggy goat. The girl was frightened half out of
her wits and would have called on God to protect her, but the
old woman had warned her,

Never, never speak once the word God, ’tis the Manes helping.
Let God be abandoned this night.
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For never does God with the Devil work jointly,
Nor ever the Fiend with the Holy combine.

The goat mumbles something, evidently inquiring of the
witch how he could help her. “Go and find this maiden’s lover,”
she commands. “No matter where he may be, on land or sea
or in the air, find him and bring him back.”

The goat departs and Theodora goes home, to toss in sleep-
less agony on her bed. It is pitch dark now and there is no sound
to be heard anywhere, save the barking of dogs in the distance
and the screeching of an owl.

Meanwhile our wandering lad has just started home from
a night of revelry. All remembrance of Theodora is gone and
there is another, “light” love in his life. He has arrived at the
gate of his dwelling and is about to enter. A form, shaggy and
huge, blocks his way. Some stray goat, Theodore supposes, and
bumps against him again. But the goat does not budge. Instead
he picks Theodore up and places him across his back. The lad
tries to get to his feet, but it is too late. Already he has a sense
of being in the air, flying somewhere. He looks around. He is
flying, on the back of the goat, above mountain ranges and rivers,
high over land and sea. For a long time Theodore has no idea
where he is. Then a familiar silhouette appears: the outline of
his own village against the sky. The goat sets the lad down.
Theodora rises before his eyes, and—but here the poet stops.
“Who knows,” he asks, “what happened? Let each one say for
himself; the Muses refuse to do so.”

But the Muses are happy indeed to tell us at length of the
funeral customs of the Ruthenians. First to be noted is the custom
of employing old women to weep at funerals for the dead, thus
relieving the relatives of any obligation in this direction.

No sooner has the last short breath been uttered

From the living being’s mouth,

No sooner has the vital heat left the members cold,

Than an old woman groans lamentations,

A woman hired for the very purpose.

For the woman so hired does not weep for her own husband,
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