






































































BATTLE AT KONOTOP 
Poem 

By P. Karpenko-Krynycia 
 

Translated by V. Hruszkewycz 
 
Narrator: 
When Mother-night whispers in the elms 
And Konotop, and the roads fall asleep, 
The guelder-rose begins to bloom at midnight 
And a longing takes hold, though no sadness is felt. 
It is then that from a ruined old barrow arises 
A gray-haired old Cossack. He moves through the fields 
Like the echoes of battles that thundered long ago— 
Tearing the sky with red battle glare. 
He can’t sleep—for the guelder-rose is grieving— 
He plays on his Kobza, singing the story 
Of Konotop’s siege; of the glorious battle 
In which Ukraine crushed the Muscovite horde. 
 
Kobzar (Bandurist): 
I am weary, my descendant, traveling 
To you the long hard way from the past; 
From the blue-skied days when Cossack power ruled, 
Days of valor and glory and bravery untold. 
I grew up then, and rode in the campaigns 
And not till my old age was I cut down 
By a cursed bullet that came like reaper— 
And this at Konotop, great-great-grandson. 
Those are not black storm clouds shaking with thunder, 
Nor wolves—gray brethren howling with rage, 
But Muscovite armies led by Trubetskoy 
Besieging Konotop. 
They came to get drunk upon Cossack blood. 
And thus they taunted Colonel Hulianytskyj: 
 
Chorus: 
“Hey, Colonel of Nizhyn and Chernihiv— 
We are here in number as the stars in the clear midnight sky— 
We are here like the stalks in a rolling wheat field— 
And you? But four thousand is all of your army: 
Surrender! 
Surrender!!” 
 
Kobzar: 
To this Colonel Hulianytskyj and his Cossacks 



Loaded rifles and cannons 
And poured fire down on the Muscovite horde. 
 
Colonel Hulianytskyj and Cossacks (Chorus): 
“We are here to the death. 
We will die, one and all, 
But we’ll never surrender the town, 
No! 
Never!” 
 
Narrator: 
Full seventy days and sleepless nights 
From April of 1659, 
Four thousand besieged Cossacks 
Fought off Trubetskoy’s forty thousand 
They were tortured by hunger, parched by thirst, 
Bullets pierced the hearts of many. 
Led by Colonel Hryhory Hulianytskyj, the brave Cossacks, 
Though desperately weakened, 
Did not yield the town! 
 
Kobzar: 
Those are not hawks coming to welcome the sunrise, 
Nor eagles wheeling high in the sky— 
That is the army of Hetman Vyhovskyj 
Speeding to rescue besieged Konotop. 
Coming to defend the freedom of Cossacks! 
 
Hetman (Sovereign) Vyhovskyj: 
My commanders! My brethren Cossacks! 
Did not we wage war on the Tartars and Turks! 
And capture the cities of Trabzon and Kaffa! 
To the very walls of Constantinople stand! 
And summer and winter 
Did we not sweep 
Like rubbish 
The Jesuit Poles 
From our Cossack land? 
Hey, brave Cossacks—be alert-- 
Guard well your freedom and Orthodox faith! 
Smash to the last the Muscovite horsemen! 
May God give us his blessing this hour— 
Begin! 
 
Cossacks (Chorus): Zaporozhian marching song 
 



Narrator: 
The once bright day darkened; 
The enemy cavalry 
Measured its strength 
Against Cossacks on foot! 
On the eight of July, 1659 
A full thirty thousand of the enemy troops 
Lay dead on the banks of the river Sosnivka. 
An uncounted number—including the leaders Pozharsky and Lvov— 
Captured by Cossacks 
Bemoaned their fate. 
A small number hastily fled with Trubetskoy, 
Abandoning their cannons, flags, standards and drums. 
Moscow went numb 
With fear at the news  
That the army of Hetman Ivan Vyhovskyj 
Was moving relentlessly 
Against the Tsar’s Capital! 
 
Kobzar: 
Then know you this, my descendent, 
By that time I already lay 
Dead on the field of that famous siege 
Pierced by that fatal bullet 
My face turned toward you… 
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