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I. INTRODUCTION
By Peace Corps Ukraine Staff
What to expect 
You are embarking upon an exciting learning adventure. For some of you, this is your first experience with cross-cultural training. For others, it may be reinforcement. To make the best use of your time, this reader focuses on the essential information necessary for understanding Ukraine and Ukrainians and the skills you need for successful intercultural interactions. You will not find lists of do's and don'ts for Ukraine. Rather than that, we will show you that working and interacting with others across cultures is not common sense, and that developing cross-cultural interaction skills will be important to your success. This reader consists of a selection of articles from various sources. Many of them were written by Peace Corps Volunteers who served or are currently serving in Ukraine. We hope that these first-hand observations and experiences will help your adjustment to Ukrainian culture and your successful interactions with your Ukrainian counterparts. 
A Note on Generalizations… 
You will learn that culture is a generalization about groups of people's behaviors, and consequently, cross-cultural training is a generalized solution. Remember throughout the training that when we deal with generalizations there are always exceptions. The same way you may not represent your country's culture 100% of the time, people from different cultures may not represent theirs fully. The secret of cross-cultural success is AWARENESS. If you are aware of how culture influences thought and behavior, how people from other cultures may see you, and how your cultural background may influence how you see them - then the rest is easy. 

Good luck!
II. CULTURE: AN ICEBERG CONCEPT

What is Culture? Why does it matter? 

Culture has been defined in many different ways. Here are two of the most common definitions:  

"Culture is the shared set of assumptions, values, and beliefs of a group of people by which they organize their common life." Gary Wederspahn
"Culture is a people’s way of life, their design for living, their way of coping with biological, physical and social environment. It consists of learned, patterened assumptions (worldview), concepts and behavior, plus the resulting artifacts (material goods)." Charles H. Kraft
A major component of a culture is its systems of values, beliefs, and material products. First, culture includes belief systems that involve stories, or myths, the interpretation of which can give people insight into how they should feel, think, and/or behave. The most prominent systems of beliefs tend to be those associated with formal religions; however, any system of belief in which the interpretation of stories affects people’s behavior – a system of superstitions, for example – can contribute to a component of a given society’s culture. Second, culture includes value systems. Values are formed based on how we learned to think things ought to be or how people ought to behave, especially in terms of qualities such as honesty, integrity, and openness. Third, culture is also defined by material products such as food, clothing, and music.

An Iceberg Concept of Culture
Culture is often compared to an iceberg: you can see only a small portion of it, as most of it is hidden beneath the surface. The tip of the iceberg represents the visible aspects of culture, such as behavior and dress. The remaining much larger chunk of ice beneath the surface represents the invisible dimentions of culture, which include assumptions, values, and beliefs. Venturing into a different culture without adequate preparation can be just as dangerous as manoeuvring a ship through icy waters without charts, hoping to be lucky enough to avoid sharing the same fate as the Titanic! 
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The iceberg comparison illustrates an important point. It shows that people behave the way they do for a reason. Whatever you may think of that reason, you can go beyond simply reacting to that behavior and figure out how to work with it. Knowing where peoples’ behavior is coming from doesn’t mean that you have to like or accept it, but it should mean that you’re no longer surprised by it – and that is a considerable step toward successful interaction.
III. AMERICAN VALUES AND BELIEFS

Cross-cultural understanding also requires knowing one’s own culture as the essential starting point. It is important to know your own cultural constitution and how it can affect your choices, attitudes, and communication while you are overseas. This chapter will help you explore your own cultural makeup.
Values are an integral part of every culture. Along with beliefs and worldview assumptions, they generate behavior. Being part of a culture that shares a common core set of values creates expectations and predictability without which a culture would disintegrate and its members would lose their personal identity and sense of worth. Values tell people what is good, beneficial, important, useful, beautiful, desirable, appropriate...etc. They answer the question of why people do what they do. Values help people solve common human problems for survival. Over time, they become the roots of traditions that groups of people find important in their day to day lives. Values can be positive or negative; some are destructive. To understand people of other cultures, we must come to understand the values, beliefs and assumptions that motivate their behavior…

Wikipedia

List of American Cultural Beliefs 
By John Harmon McElroy

From “American Beliefs: What Keeps a Big Country and a Diverse People United” 
PRIMARY BELIEFS

Everyone Must Work

Persons Must Benefit From Their work

Manual Work Is Respectable

IMMIGRANT BELIEFS

Improvement Is Possible

Opportunities Must Be Imagined

Freedom Of Movement Is Needed For Success

FRONTIER BELIEFS

What Has To Be Done Will Teach You How To Do It

Each Person Is Responsible for His Own Well-Being

Helping Others Helps Yourself

Progress Requires Organization

RELIGIOUS AND MORAL BELIEFS

God Created Nature And Human Beings

God Created A Law of Right And wrong

Doing What Is Right Is Necessary For Happiness

God Gave Men The Same Birthrights

America Is A Chosen Country

SOCIAL BELIEFS

Society Is A Collection Of Individuals

Every Person’s Success Improves society

Achievement Determines Social Rank

POLITICAL BELIEFS

The People Are Sovereign

The Least Government Possible Is Best

A Written Constitution Is Essential To government

A Majority Decides

Worship Is A Matter Of Conscience

BELIEFS ON HUMAN NATURE

Almost All Human Beings Want To Do What Is Right

Human Beings Will Abuse Power Wnen They Have It

The Values Americans Live By 
By L. Robert Kohls

http://www.claremontmckenna.edu/math/alee/extra/American_values.html
Introduction
Most Americans would have a difficult time telling you, specifically, what the values are that Americans live by. They have never given the matter much thought. Even if Americans had considered this question, they would probably, in the end, decide not to answer in terms of a definitive list of values. The reason for this decision is itself one very American value—their belief that every individual is so unique that the same list of values could never be applied to all, or even most, of their fellow citizens.
 Although Americans may think of themselves as being more varied and unpredictable than they actually are, it is significant that they think they are. Americans tend to think they have been only slightly influenced by family, church or schools. In the end, each believes, "I personally chose which values I want to live my own life by." Despite this self-evaluation, a foreign anthropologist could observe Americans and produce a list of common values that would fit most Americans. The list of typically American values would stand in sharp contrast to the values commonly held by the people of many other countries.
 We, the staff of the Washington International Center, have been introducing thousands of international visitors to life in the United States for more than a third of a century. This has caused us to try to look at Americans through the eyes of our visitors. We feel confident that the values listed here describe most (but not all) Americans.
 The different behaviors of a people or a culture make sense only when seen through the basic beliefs, assumptions and values of that particular group. When you encounter an action, or hear a statement in the United States that surprises you, try to see it as an expression of one or more of the values listed here. For example, when you ask Americans for directions to get to a particular address in their own city, they may explain, in great detail, how you can get there on your own, but may never even consider walking two city blocks with you to lead you to the place. Some foreign visitors have interpreted this sort of action as showing Americans’ "unfriendliness." We would suggest, instead, that the self-help concept (value number 6 on our list), is so strong in Americans that they firmly believe that no adult would ever want, even temporarily, to be dependent on another. Also, their future orientation (value 8) makes Americans think it is better to prepare you to find other addresses on your own in the future.
   Before proceeding to the list itself, we should also point out that Americans see all of these values as very positive ones. They are not aware, for example, that the people in many Third World countries view change (value 2) as negative or threatening. In fact, all 13 of these American values are judged by many of the word’s citizens as negative and undesirable. Therefore, it is not enough simply to familiarize yourself with these values. You must also, so far as possible, consider them without the negative or derogatory connotation that they might have for you, based on your own experience and cultural identity.
1. Personal control over the environment
Americans no longer believe in the power of Fate, and they have come to look at people who do as being backward, primitive, or hopelessly naïve. To be call "fatalistic" is one of the worst criticisms one can receive in the American context; to an American, it means one is superstitious and lazy, unwilling to take any initiative in bringing about improvement.
In the United States, people consider it normal and right that Man should control Nature, rather than the other way around. More specifically, people believe every single individual should have control over whatever in the environment might potentially affect him or her. The problems of one’s life are not seen as having resulted from bad luck as much as having come from one’s laziness in pursuing a better life. Furthermore, it is considered normal that anyone should look out for his or her own self-interests first and foremost.   

Most Americans find it impossible to accept that there are some things that lie beyond the power of humans to achieve. Americans have literally gone to the moon, because they refused to accept earthly limitations. Americans seem to be challenged, even compelled, to do, by one means or another (and often at great cost) what seven-eighths of the world is certain cannot be done.
2. Change
In the American mind, change is seen as an indisputably good condition. Change is strongly linked to development, improvement, progress, and growth. Many older, more traditional cultures consider change as a disruptive, destructive force, to be avoided if at all possible. Instead of change, such societies value stability, continuity, tradition, and a rich and ancient heritage—none of which are valued very much in the United States.    
These first two values—the belief that we can do anything and the belief that any change is good—together with an American belief in the virtue of hard work and the belief that each individual has a responsibility to do the best he or she can do have helped Americans achieve some great accomplishments. So whether these beliefs are true is really irrelevant; what is important is that Americans have considered them to be true and have acted as if they were, thus, in effect, causing them to happen.
3. Time and its control
Time is, for the average American, of utmost importance. To the foreign visitor, Americans seem to be more concerned with getting things accomplished on time (according to a predetermined schedule) than they are with developing deep interpersonal relations. Schedules, for the American, are meant to be planned and then followed in the smallest detail. It may seem that most Americans are completely controlled by the little machines they wear on their wrists, cutting their discussions off abruptly to make it to their next appointment on time.  
Americans’ language is filled with references to time, giving a clear indication of how much it is valued. Time is something to be "on," to be "kept," "filled," "saved," "used," "spent," "wasted," "lost," "gained," "planned," "given," "made the most of," even "killed."  
The international visitor soon learns that it is considered very rude to be late—even by 10 minutes—for an appointment in the United States. (Whenever it is absolutely impossible to be on time, you should phone ahead and tell the person you have been unavoidably detained and will be a half hour—or whatever—late.)  
Time is so valued in America, because by considering time to be important one can clearly accomplish more that if one "wastes" time and does not keep busy. This philosophy has proven its worth. It has enabled Americans to be extremely productive, and productivity itself is highly valued in the United States. Many American proverbs stress the value in guarding our time, using it wisely, setting and working toward specific goals, and even expending our time and energy today so that the fruits of our labor may be enjoyed at a later time. (This latter concept is called "delayed gratification.")
4. Egality/ egalitarianism
Equality is, for Americans, one of their most cherished values. This concept is so important for Americans that they have even given it a religious basis. They say all people have been "created equal." Most Americans believe that God views all humans alike without regard to intelligence, physical condition or economic status. In secular terms this belief is translated into the assertion that all people have an equal opportunity to succeed in life. Americans differ in opinion about how to make this ideal into a reality. Yet virtually all agree that equality is an important civic and social goal.  
The equality concept often makes Americans seem strange to foreign visitors. Seven-eighths of the world feels quite differently. To them, rank and status and authority are seen as much more desirable considerations—even if they personally happen to find themselves near the bottom of the social order. Class and authority seem to give people in those other societies a sense of security and certainty. People outside the United States consider it reassuring to know, from birth, who they are and where they fit into the complex system called "society".  
Many highly-placed foreign visitors to the United States are insulted by the way they are treated by service personnel (such as waiters in restaurants, clerks in stores, taxi drivers, etc.). Americans have an aversion to treating people of high position in a deferential manner, and, conversely often treat lower class people as if they were very important. Newcomers to the United States should realize that no insult or personal indignity is intended by this lack of deference to rank or position in society. A foreigner should be prepared to be considered "just like anybody else" while in the country.
5. Individualism and privacy
The individualism that has been developed in the Western world since the Renaissance, beginning in the late 15th century, has taken its most exaggerated form in 20th century United States. Here, each individual is seen as completely and marvelously unique, that is, totally different from all other individuals and, therefore, particularly precious and wonderful. 

Americans think they are more individualist in their thoughts and actions than, in fact, they are. They resist being thought of as representatives of a homogenous group, whatever the group. They may, and do, join groups—in fact many groups—but somehow believe they’re just a little different, just a little unique, just a little special, from other members of the same group. And they tend to leave groups as easily as they enter them. 

Privacy, the ultimate result of individualism is perhaps even more difficult for the foreigner to comprehend. The word "privacy" does not even exist in many languages. If it does, it is likely to have a strongly negative connotation, suggesting loneliness or isolation from the group. In the United States, privacy is not only seen as a very positive condition, but it is also viewed as a requirement that all humans would find equally necessary, desirable and satisfying. It is not uncommon for Americans to say—and believe—such statements as "If I don’t have at least half an hour a day to myself, I will go stark raving mad."  
Individualism, as it exists in the United States, does mean that you will find a much greater variety of opinions (along with the absolute freedom to express them anywhere and anytime) here. Yet, in spite of this wide range of personal opinion, almost all Americans will ultimately vote for one of the two major political parties. That is what was meant by the statement made earlier that Americans take pride in crediting themselves with claiming more individualism than, in fact, they really have.
6. Self-help control
In the United States, a person can take credit only for what he or she has accomplished by himself or herself. Americans get no credit whatsoever for having been born into a rich family. (In the United States, that would be considered "an accident of birth.") Americans pride themselves in having been born poor and, through their own sacrifice and hard work, having climbed the difficult ladder of success to whatever level they have achieved—all by themselves. The American social system has, of course, made it possible for Americans to move, relatively easily, up the social ladder. 

Take a look in an English-language dictionary at the composite words that have "self" as a prefix. In the average desk dictionary, there will be more than 100 such words, words like self-confidence, self-conscious, self-control, self-criticism, self-deception, self-defeating, self-denial, self-discipline, self-esteem, self-expression, self-importance, self-improvement, self-interest, self-reliance, self-respect, self-restraint, self-sacrifice—the list goes on and on. The equivalent of these words cannot be found in most other languages. The list is perhaps the best indication of how seriously Americans take doing things for one’s self. The "self-made man or women" is still very much the ideal in 20th-century America.
7. Competition and free enterprise
Americans believe that competition brings out the best in any individual. They assert that it challenges or forces each person to produce the very best that is humanly possible. Consequently, the foreign visitor will see competition being fostered in the American home and in the American classroom, even on the youngest age level. Very young children, for instance, are encouraged to answer questions for which their classmates do not know the answer. 

You may find the competitive value disagreeable, especially if you come from a society that promotes cooperation rather than competition. But many U.S. Peace Corps volunteers teaching in Third World countries found the lack of competitiveness in a classroom situation equally distressing. They soon learned that what they thought to be one of the universal human characteristics represented only a peculiarly American (or Western) value. 

Americans, valuing competition, have devised an economic system to go with it—free enterprise. Americans feel strongly that a highly competitive economy will bring out the best in its people and, ultimately, that the society that fosters competition will progress most rapidly. If you look for it, you will see evidence in all areas—even in fields as diverse as medicine, the arts, education, and sports—that free enterprise is the approach most often preferred in America.
8. Future orientation
Valuing the future and the improvements Americans are sure the future will bring means that they devalue that past and are, to a large extent, unconscious of the present. Even a happy present goes largely unnoticed because, happy as it may be, Americans have traditionally been hopeful that the future would bring even greater happiness. Almost all energy is directed toward realizing that better future. At best, the present condition is seen as preparatory to a latter and greater event, which will eventually culminate in something even more worthwhile.
Since Americans have been taught (in value 1) to believe that Man, and not Fate, can and should be the one who controls the environment, this has made them very good at planning and executing short-term projects. This ability, in turn, has caused Americans to be invited to all corners of the earth to plan and achieve the miracles that their goal-setting can produce.
If you come from a culture such as those in the traditional Moslem world, where talking about or actively planning the future is felt to be a futile, even sinful, activity, you will have not only philosophical problems with this very American characteristic but religious objections as well. Yet it is something you will have to learn to live with, for all around you Americans will be looking toward the future and what it will bring.
9. Action/ work orientation
"Don’t just stand there," goes a typical bit of American advice, "do something!" This expression is normally used in a crisis situation, yet, in a sense, it describes most American’s entire waking life, where action—any action—is seen to be superior to inaction.
Americans routinely plan and schedule an extremely active day. Any relaxation must be limited in time, pre-planned, and aimed at "recreating" their ability to work harder and more productively once the recreation is over. Americans believe leisure activities should assume a relatively small portion of one’s total life. People think that it is "sinful" to "waste one’s time," "to sit around doing nothing," or just to "daydream."
Such a "no nonsense" attitude toward life has created many people who have come to be known as "workaholics," or people who are addicted to their work, who think constantly about their jobs and who are frustrated if they are kept away from them, even during their evening hours and weekends.
The workaholic syndrome, in turn, causes Americans to identify themselves wholly with their professions. The first question one American will ask another American when meeting for the first time is related to his or her work: "Where do you work?," or "Who (what company) are you with?"And when such a person finally goes on vacation, even the vacation will be carefully planned, very busy and active.
America may be one of the few countries in the world where it seems reasonable to speak about the "dignity of human labor," meaning by that, hard, physical labor. In America, even corporation presidents will engage in physical labor from time to time and gain, rather than lose, respect from others for such action.
10. Informality
If you come from a more formal society, you will likely find Americans to be extremely informal, and will probably feel that they are even disrespectful of those in authority. Americans are one of the most informal and casual people in the world, even when compared to their near relative—the Western European.
As one example of this informality, American bosses often urge their employees to call them by their first names and even feel uncomfortable if they are called by the title "Mr." or "Mrs."
Dress is another area where American informality will be most noticeable, perhaps even shocking. One can go to a symphony performance, for example, in any large American city nowadays and find some people in the audience dressed in blue jeans and tieless, short-sleeved shirts.
Informality is also apparent in American’s greetings. The more formal "How are you?" has largely been replaced with an informal "Hi." This is as likely to be used to one’s superior as to one’s best friend.
If you are a highly placed official in your own country, you will probably, at first, find such informality to be very unsettling. American, on the other hand, would consider such informality as a compliment! Certainly it is not intended as an insult and should not be taken as such.
11. Directness, openness and honesty
Many other countries have developed subtle, sometimes highly ritualistic, ways of informing other people of unpleasant information. Americans, however, have always preferred the first approach. They are likely to be completely honest in delivering their negative evaluations. If you come from a society that uses the indirect manner of conveying bad news or uncomplimentary evaluations, you will be shocked at Americans’ bluntness.
If you come from a country where saving face is important, be assured that Americans are not trying to make you lose face with their directness. It is important to realize that an American would not, in such case, lose face. The burden of adjustment, in all cases while you are in this country, will be on you. There is no way to soften the blow of such directness and openness if you are not used to it except to tell you that the rules have changed while you are here. Indeed, Americans are trying to urge their fellow countrymen to become even more open and direct. The large number of "assertiveness" training courses that appeared in the United States in the late 1970s reflects such a commitment.
Americans consider anything other than the most direct and open approach to be dishonest and insincere and will quickly lose confidence in and distrust anyone who hints at what is intended rather than saying it outright.
Anyone who, in the United States, chooses to use an intermediary to deliver that message will also be considered manipulative and untrustworthy.
12. Practicality and efficiency
Americans have a reputation of being an extremely realistic, practical and efficient people. The practical consideration is likely to be given highest priority in making any important decision in the United States. Americans pride themselves in not being very philosophically or theoretically oriented. If Americans would even admit to having a philosophy, it would probably be that of pragmatism.
Will it make any money? Will it "pay its own way?" What can I gain from this activity? These are the kinds of questions that Americans are likely to ask in their practical pursuit, not such questions as: Is it aesthetically pleasing? Will it be enjoyable?, or Will it advance the cause of knowledge?
This practical, pragmatic orientation has caused Americans to contribute more inventions to the world than any other country in human history. The love of "practicality" has also caused Americans to view some professions more favorably than others. Management and economics, for example, are much more popular in the United States than philosophy or anthropology, law and medicine more valued than the arts.
Another way in which this favoring of the practical makes itself felt in the United States, is a belittling of "emotional" and "subjective" evaluations in favor of "rational" and "objective" assessments. Americans try to avoid being too sentimental in making their decisions. They judge every situation "on its merits." The popular American "trail-and-error" approach to problem solving also reflects the practical. The approach suggests listing several possible solutions to any given problem, then trying them out, one-by-one, to see which is most effective.
13. Materialism/ acquisitiveness
Foreigners generally consider Americans much more materialistic than Americans are likely to consider themselves. Americans would like to think that their material objects are just the natural benefits that always result from hard work and serious intent—a reward, they think, that all people could enjoy were they as industrious and hard-working as Americans.
But by any standard, Americans are materialistic. This means that they value and collect more material objects than most people would ever dream of owning. It also means they give higher priority to obtaining, maintaining and protecting their material objects than they do in developing and enjoying interpersonal relationships.
The modern American typically owns:
· one or more color television sets, 

· an electric hair dryer, 

· an electronic calculator, 

· a tape recorder and a record player, 

· a clothes-washer and dryer, 

· a vacuum cleaner, 

· a powered lawn mower (for cutting grass), 

· a refrigerator, a stove, and a dishwasher, 

· one or more automobiles, 

· and a telephone. Many also own a personal computer. 

Since Americans value newness and innovation, they sell or throw away their possessions frequently and replace them with newer ones. A car may be kept for only two or three years, a house for five or six before trading it in for another one.
Summary
Now that we have discussed each of these 13 values separately, if all too briefly, let us look at them in list form (on the left) and then consider them paired with the counterpart values from a more traditional country (on the right):
	U.S. Values
	Some Other Countries' Values

	Personal Control over the Environment 
Change 
Time & Its Control 
Equality 
Individualism/Privacy 
Self-Help 
Competition 
Future Orientation 
Action/Work Orientation 
Informality
Directness/Openness/Honesty 
Practicality/Efficiency Materialism/Acquisitiveness 
	Fate
Tradition
Human Interaction
Hierarchy/Rank/Status
Group’s Welfare
Birthright Inheritance
Cooperation
Past Orientation
"Being" Orientation
Formality
Indirectness/Ritual/"Face"
Idealism
Spiritualism/Detachment


Which list more nearly represents the values of Ukraine?
IV. ABOUT UKRAINE AND UKRAINIANS

Introduction to Ukraine

https://www.cia.gov/cia/publications/factbook/geos/up.html#People

Background:

Ukraine was the center of the first eastern Slavic state, Kyivan Rus, which during the 10th and 11th centuries was the largest and most powerful state in Europe. Weakened by internecine quarrels and Mongol invasions, Kyivan Rus was incorporated into the Grand Duchy of Lithuania and eventually into the Polish-Lithuanian Commonwealth. The cultural and religious legacy of Kyivan Rus laid the foundation for Ukrainian nationalism through subsequent centuries. A new Ukrainian state, the Cossack Hetmanate, was established during the mid-17th century after an uprising against the Poles. Despite continuous Muscovite pressure, the Hetmanate managed to remain autonomous for well over 100 years. During the latter part of the 18th century, most Ukrainian ethnographic territory was absorbed by the Russian Empire. Following the collapse of czarist Russia in 1917, Ukraine was able to bring about a short-lived period of independence (1917-20), but was reconquered and forced to endure a brutal Soviet rule that engineered two artificial famines (1921-22 and 1932-33) in which over 8 million died. In World War II, German and Soviet armies were responsible for some 7 to 8 million more deaths. 
Although final independence for Ukraine was achieved in 1991 with the dissolution of the USSR, democracy remained elusive as the legacy of state control and endemic corruption stalled efforts at economic reform, privatization, and civil liberties. A peaceful mass protest "Orange Revolution" in the closing months of 2004 forced the authorities to overturn a rigged presidential election and to allow a new internationally monitored vote that swept into power a reformist slate under Viktor YUSHCHENKO. Subsequent internal squabbles in the YUSHCHENKO camp allowed his rival Viktor YANUKOVYCH to stage a comeback in parliamentary elections and become prime minister in August of 2006. An early legislative election, brought on by a political crisis in the spring of 2007, saw Yulia TYMOSHENKO, as head of an “Orange” coalition, installed as a new prime minister in December 2007.  YUSHCHENKO, TYMOSHENKO, and YANUKOVYCH have dominated Ukrainian politics in the last few years, and all competed in a presidential election in early 2010, which resulted in the victory of YANUKOVYCH.
Population: 45,700,395 (July 2009 est.)

	Age structure:
	0-14 years: 13.8% (male 3,238,280/female 3,066,594) 
15-64 years: 70.3% (male 15,399,488/female 16,742,612) 
65 years and over: 15.9% (male 2,422,311/female 4,831,110) (2009 est.) 

	Median age:
	total: 39.5 years 
male: 36.3 years 
female: 42.7 years (2009 est.) 

	Population growth rate:
	-0.632% (2009 est.) 

	Birth rate:
	9.6 births/1,000 population (2009 est.) 

	Death rate:
	15.81 deaths/1,000 population (2009 est.) 

	Net migration rate:
	-0.11 migrant(s)/1,000 population (2009 est.) 

	Urbanization 
	urban population:  68% of total population (2008)

rate of urbanization: -0.7% annual rate of change (2005-10 est.) 

	Sex ratio:
	at birth: 1.06 male(s)/female 
under 15 years: 1.06 male(s)/female 
15-64 years: 0.92 male(s)/female 
65 years and over: 0.5 male(s)/female 
total population: 0.86 male(s)/female (2009 est.) 

	Infant mortality rate:
	total: 8.98 deaths/1,000 live births 
male: 11.2 deaths/1,000 live births 
female: 6.61 deaths/1,000 live births (2009 est.) 

	Life expectancy at birth:
	total population: 68.25 years 
male: 62.37 years 
female: 74.5 years (2006 est.) 

	Total fertility rate:
	1.26 children born/woman (2009 est.) 

	HIV/AIDS - adult prevalence rate:
	1.6% (2007 est.) 

	HIV/AIDS - people living with HIV/AIDS:
	440,000 (2007 est.) 

	HIV/AIDS - deaths:
	19,000 (2007 est.) 

	Nationality:
	noun: Ukrainian(s) 
adjective: Ukrainian 

	Ethnic groups:
	Ukrainian 77.8%, Russian 17.3%, Belarusian 0.6%, Moldovan 0.5%, Crimean Tatar 0.5%, Bulgarian 0.4%, Hungarian 0.3%, Romanian 0.3%, Polish 0.3%, Jewish 0.2%, other 1.8% (2001 census) 

	Religions:
	Ukrainian Orthodox - Kyiv Patriarchate 50.4%, Ukrainian Orthodox - Moscow Patriarchate 26.1%, Ukrainian Greek Catholic 8%, Ukrainian Autocephalous Orthodox 7.2%, Roman Catholic 2.2%, Protestant 2.2%, Jewish 0.6%, other 3.2% (2004 est.) 

	Languages:
	Ukrainian (official) 67%, Russian 24%, small Romanian-, Polish-, and Hungarian-speaking minorities 

	Literacy:
	definition: age 15 and over can read and write 
total population: 99.4% 
male: 99.7% 
female: 99.2% (2001 census) 


Government and Political Conditions 
www.traveldocs.com/ua/govern.htm
Ukraine has a parliamentary-presidential system of government with separate executive, judicial, and legislative branches. The president nominates the defense and foreign ministers, and the Prosecutor General and Chief of the State Security Service (SBU), each of whom must be confirmed by the parliament. Beginning in 2006, a majority of deputies in the 450-member unicameral parliament (Supreme Rada) forms a coalition, which then names the prime minister, who in turn nominates other ministers. The Supreme Rada initiates legislation, ratifies international agreements, and approves the budget. Its members are elected to five-year terms. Following free elections held on December 1, 1991, Leonid M. Kravchuk, former chairman of the Ukrainian Rada, was elected for a five-year term, and became Ukraine's first president. At the same time, a referendum on independence was approved by more than 90% of the voters. Political groupings in Ukraine include former communists, socialists, agrarians, liberals, nationalists, and various centrist and independent forces. 

Shortly after becoming independent, Ukraine named a parliamentary commission to prepare a new constitution, adopted a multi-party system, and adopted legislative guarantees of civil and political rights for national minorities. A new, democratic constitution was adopted on June 28, 1996, which mandates a pluralistic political system with protection of basic human rights and liberties. Amendments that took effect January 1, 2006, shifted significant powers from the president to the prime minister and Supreme Rada. 

Freedom of religion is guaranteed by law, although religious organizations are required to register with local authorities and with the central government. Minority rights are respected in accordance with a 1991 law guaranteeing ethnic minorities the right to schools and cultural facilities and the use of national languages in conducting personal business. According to the constitution, Ukrainian is the only official state language. In Crimea and some parts of eastern Ukraine--areas with substantial ethnic Russian minorities--local and regional governments permit Russian as a language for local official correspondence. 

Freedom of speech and press are guaranteed by law and by the constitution, and authorities generally respect these rights. Prior to the "Orange Revolution," however, authorities sometimes interfered with the news media through intimidation and other forms of pressure. In particular, the failure of the government to conduct a thorough, credible, and transparent investigation into the 2000 disappearance and murder of independent journalist Heorhiy Gongadze, in which then-government officials have been credibly implicated, negatively affected Ukraine's international image. Freedom of the media and respect for citizens' rights have increased markedly since the government of President Yushchenko took office in January 2005. 

The Crimean peninsula is home to a number of pro-Russian political organizations that advocate secession of Crimea from Ukraine and annexation to Russia. Crimea was ceded by the RFSSR to the Ukrainian SSR in 1954, in recognition of historic links and for economic convenience, to mark the 300th anniversary of Ukraine's union with Russia. In July 1992, the Crimean and Ukrainian parliaments determined that Crimea would remain under Ukrainian jurisdiction while retaining significant political, economic, and cultural autonomy.

The campaign leading to the October 31, 2004 presidential election was characterized by widespread violations of democratic norms, including government intimidation of the opposition and of independent media, abuse of state administrative resources, highly skewed media coverage, and numerous provocations. The two major candidates--Prime Minister Viktor Yanukovych and opposition leader (and former Prime Minister) Viktor Yushchenko--each garnered between 39% and 40% of the vote and proceeded to a winner-take-all second round. The November 21 runoff election was marred by credible reports of widespread and significant violations, including illegal expulsion of opposition representatives from election commissions, multiple voting by busloads of people, abuse of absentee ballots, reports of coercion of votes in schools and prisons, and an abnormally high number of (easily manipulated) mobile ballot box votes. Hundreds of thousands of people took to the streets of Kyiv and other cities to protest electoral fraud and express support for Yushchenko, and conducted ongoing peaceful demonstrations during what came to be known as the "Orange Revolution."

The OSCE International Election Observation Mission found that the November 21 run-off election "did not meet a considerable number of OSCE commitments and Council of Europe and other European standards for democratic elections." Other independent observers were similarly critical. On November 24, the CEC declared Yanukovych the winner with 49.46% compared to 46.61% for Yushchenko. The U.S. and Europe refused to accept the result as legitimate due to the numerous, uninvestigated reports of fraud. On November 27, Ukraine's Supreme Rada passed a resolution declaring that the election results as announced did not represent the will of the people. On December 1, the Rada passed a vote of "no confidence" in the government. On December 3, Ukraine's Supreme Court invalidated the CEC's announced results and mandated a repeat of the second round vote to take place on December 26. An agreement mediated by European leaders resulted in new legislation being passed by the Rada and signed by the President December 8. The electoral law was reformed to close loopholes that had permitted pervasive electoral fraud. The constitution was amended to transfer power, especially with respect to appointment of ministers, from the president to the prime minister. 

The December 26 re-vote took place in an atmosphere of calm. While irregularities were noted, observers found no systemic or massive fraud. The OSCE Mission noted that " Ukraine's elections have moved substantially closer to meeting OSCE and other European standards." On January 10, 2005, after the CEC and the Supreme Court had considered and rejected numerous complaints and appeals filed by the Yanukovych campaign, the CEC certified the results: Yushchenko had won 51.99% of the votes, with 44.20% for Yanukovych. President Yushchenko was inaugurated January 23, 2005. 
Ukraine held parliamentary and local elections on March 26, 2006. International observers noted that conduct of the Rada election was in line with international standards for democratic elections, making this the most free and fair in Ukraine's history. Unlike the first rounds of the 2004 presidential election, candidates and parties were able to express themselves freely in a lively press and assembled without hindrance. There was no systemic abuse of administrative resources as there had been under the previous regime. The Party of Regions and the bloc of former Prime Minster Tymoshenko (BYuT), whose government the President dismissed in September 2005, finished ahead of the pro-presidential Our Ukraine bloc. Other parties passing the 3% threshold to enter parliament were the Socialist Party of Ukraine and the Communist Party of Ukraine. No party held the majority of Rada seats needed to form a government. Following four months of difficult negotiations, the Anti-Crisis Coalition was formed by Party of Regions, the Socialists, and the Communists. The new coalition formed a government, confirmed August 4, 2006, led by Prime Minister Yanukovych. This, the first government formed after the extensive constitutional amendments brokered as part of the Orange Revolution, saw the Prime Minister's influence and power growing, often at the expense of the President. 
President Yushchenko dissolved the Rada on April 3, 2007 and called for preterm elections. Months of political stalemate followed, with the Anti-Crisis Coalition continuing to hold Rada sessions, even after opposition parties Our Ukraine and BYuT resigned their seats and deprived the parliament of a constitutional quorum. On May 27, President Yushchenko, Prime Minister Yanukovych, and Rada Speaker Olexandr Moroz reached a political agreement on new elections that were held on September 30, 2007. International observers judged this vote to be in line with international democratic standards in an open and competitive environment. Party of Regions finished in first place with 34.3%, and ByuT came in second with 30.7%. BYuT and Our Ukraine, which came in a distant third (14.1%), garnered enough votes to form a thin three-seat majority. The Communist Party and Bloc Lytvyn, headed by Rada Speaker Volodymyr Lytvyn, also crossed the 3% threshold.
The new coalition formed on December 18, 2007 nominated Yuliya Tymoshenko as Prime Minister; she was confirmed December 18, 2007. The cabinet was split 50-50 between representatives from BYuT and Our Ukraine (which is now called Our Ukraine-People's Self Defense. For most of February 2008, there was a deadlock within the Rada due to objections by opposition leader Viktor Yanukovych and his Party of Regions to Ukraine’s request for a NATO Membership Action Plan (MAP). The Rada experienced a deadlock again during summer 2008 due to the defection of two BYuT members of parliament (MPs), resulting in the party’s loss of the majority. In July, Yuliya Tymoshenko’s government survived a vote of no confidence. In September 2008, the coalition between Tymoshenko and Yushchenko’s parties collapsed. A new coalition was formed between the former Orange allies, along with the Lytvyn Bloc, at the beginning of December; however, this new coalition has not resolved disagreements between the President and Prime Minister. The Presidental elections in early 2010 resulted in the victory of Victor Yanukovich, who was inaugurated as President on February 25, 2010. It will most likely lead to either a new coalition in parliament, or pre-term parliamentary elections.
After independence, Ukraine established its own military forces of about 780,000 from the troops and equipment inherited from the Soviet Union. Security forces are controlled by the president, although they are subject to investigation by a permanent parliamentary commission. Surveillance is permitted for reasons of national security. Under defense reform legislation passed in 2004, Ukraine is strengthening civilian control of the military, professionalizing its non-commissioned officer (NCO) corps, modernizing force structure to improve interoperability with NATO, and reducing troop numbers, all with an eye toward achieving NATO standards. Current force levels are approximately 150,000 (plus 50,000 civilian workers in the Ministry of Defense). Ukraine's stated national policy is Euro-Atlantic integration, including with both NATO and the European Union (EU). NATO offered Ukraine an "Intensified Dialogue on Membership Issues" in April 2005. Ukraine had previously signed an agreement with NATO on using Ukraine's strategic airlift capabilities and has been an active participant in Partnership for Peace exercises, in Balkans peacekeeping, and Coalition operations in Iraq. Ukrainian units have been serving in the U.S. sector in Kosovo, and served in the Polish-led division in Iraq and in Afghanistan. Currently, Ukraine participates in six United Nations peacekeeping missions and has up to 50 troops serving in supporting roles in Iraq. In January 2008 Ukraine formally requested a NATO Membership Action Plan, noting that a final decision on membership would be determined by a national referendum. In April 2008, NATO allies stated that Ukraine would eventually become a member of the alliance and that its request for MAP would be considered at some point in the future.
Miscellaneous Facts 
Ukraine's population peaked at 51 million and is now around 45 million due to emigration and low birthrates. 

As much as one percent of the population—primarily drug users—may be infected with the HIV/AIDS virus. 

Ukrainians are generally positive about the U.S. 

Kyiv is famous for being one of the greenest cities in Europe and having numerous cathedrals and historical landmarks. 

Kyiv has one of the highest percentages of computer programmers anywhere in the world. 

Kharkiv boasts Europe's largest central square—even larger than Moscow's Red Square. 

Kyiv's Hidropark island has an area with free-of-cost, open-air workout machines ingeniously welded out of old elevators, buses, and miscellaneous spare parts. 

99% of taxi drivers are men. 

American women are often surprised or even shocked by how Ukrainian women dress up. 

Ukraine has the highest percentage of women in its population of any country in the world, and they are notoriously attractive and "domestic" by U.S. standards (the men are often domestic, too, though). 

Black is still the fashion color of choice, especially in cool weather. 

It is now basically acceptable to swim in swimming trunks as opposed to the traditional speedo-cut swimsuits. 

Obesity in young people (up to age 30) is rare. 

Kyiv has its own official Ultimate Frisbee team. 

You can buy dental floss, contact lenses, anti-dandruff shampoo, Thousand Island dressing, Hershey's chocolate syrup, and peanut butter in Ukraine (if you know the right places), but you can't buy rubber scrapers, official-weight frisbees, or maple syrup. 

McDonald's has more than 50 restaurants in Ukraine. 

Imported sporting goods and clothing are usually more expensive than in the U.S. 

Pirated CDs and software are still the rule, not the exception. 

It is cheaper to buy movies on DVD or videocassette than to view them in a movie theater. 

Geography, Climate, Nature and Demographics

Location and Time Zone

Ukraine is situated between 44 and 52 degrees latitude in the continental temperate zone in Eastern Europe and has an area of 603,000 km2. It borders Belarus on the north, Poland, Slovakia, Hungary, Romania, and Moldova on the west, and Russia on the East. Ukraine's time zone is 2 hours ahead of London, 7 hours ahead of New York City, 10 hours ahead of Los Angeles, and 3 hours 40 minutes behind Kathmandu. 
Relief

Ukraine is a mostly flat or rolling country with mountains only on the Crimean peninsula in extreme southern Ukraine (rising to 1500 meters) and the extreme west (rising to 2000 meters in the Carpathians). The highest Carpathian peaks ("Hoverla" at 2061 m. and others) are barren and alpine. Ukraine has many rivers — the Dnipro (Dniepr), Pivdennyy Buh ("Southern Buh"), Dnister, Siverskyy Donets, Desna, Dunay (Danube), and many others — and its southern border is washed by the Black Sea, which connects to the Mediterranean Sea through Turkey. 

Precipitation

Yearly precipitation ranges from a semi-arid 350 mm in parts of Crimea and the extreme south to over 1500 mm on high Carpathian slopes. 90 percent of Ukraine receives between 450 and 700 mm a year, making it ideal for agriculture. Hours of sunlight per year are between 1600 and 2400, excepting the misty Carpathian peaks. 90 percent of Ukraine has snow on the ground between 40 and 100 days a year. Water temperatures at Black Sea beaches in summer months are between 18 and 24° C (64.4 - 75.2° F).

Temperatures and Weather

Average temperatures in January range from 0 degrees Celsius (32° F) on Crimea's South Shore to -8° C (17.6° F) on the northeast border with Russia and between 18 (64.4° F) and 23° C (73.4° F) in July. May and June when everything is in bloom and the sun isn't too hot and September when the temperatures are ideal and the leaves are changing are the most pleasant months in terms of the weather. Throughout most of Ukraine be prepared for heat with thunderstorms and brief downpours in July and August, frequent rain in October and November, snow December through March, and mud in April.

Flora

Around half of Ukraine is covered in chernozem soil ("black earth"), roughly corresponding to its steppe zone (short and long-grass prairies with intermittent woods). Ukraine is the famous historical "breadbasket of Europe." There is a belt of mixed pine and deciduous forest (some of it high in Chernobyl radiation) followed by broadleafed woods running through northwest Ukraine. Particularly scenic are the foggy Carpathian needle-leafed forests and the diverse and peculiar vegetation of Crimea. 

Pollution

Cook using water from the cold water tap, as hot water undergoes less treatment. It is recommended to drink boiled water or filtered or bottled water. Many neighborhoods have free public wells with water fit to drink. Radiation levels are back to relatively safe levels around most of Ukraine. Air quality in towns and cities can be poor, especially without enforced automobile pollution standards. However, there are areas of each town where the air is excellent and rural Ukraine has wonderful fresh air. 

Population

Ukraine has five cities with one million habitants or more: Kyiv (2.6 million), Kharkiv (1.5 million), Donetsk (1.1 million), Dnipropetrovsk (1.1 million), and Odesa (1.0 million). Western Ukraine has more densely populated rural areas, but its largest city, Lviv, has only 790 thousand habitants. Life expectancy for men is around 60-65 years, and for women 70-75 years. Low male life expectancy is tied mainly to alcohol and drug abuse and work accidents. Ukraine supposedly has the highest women to men ratio in the world. The population has dropped a few million since 1990 due to emigration and low birth rates, both due to economic instability. This situation is now improving, however.

Ethnic Makeup 

In pre-war and pre-Soviet times Ukraine was somewhat more ethnically diverse. Today the largest ethnic minority are Russians (22%). The divide between Russians and Ukrainians, though, is very often hazy, and friction between the two groups is very minimal. There are people that identify themselves as Ukrainians but prefer to speak Russian, as well as Russians that prefer Ukrainian. There is a growing population of Crimean tatars that Stalin had exiled to Central Asia at some point. In addition to the above groups, large cities have an increasing number of foreign student-age youth, especially from Asian and Arab countries, and traders from Turkey and China. On the whole, however, Ukraine is quite ethnically homogenous.
What's in a Name? (part 1)

Yale Richmond. From Da to Yes. Understanding the East Europeans. Yarmouth, Maine: Intercultural Press, INC., 1995

An overview of the origins of the name "Ukraine" summarizes aspects of Ukraine's changing borders and its self-perception as inferior to Russia, the world's largest country.

The name "Ukraine" or Ukraina (say ooCRYeena) originates from the Slavic word meaning "borderland”. From the 12th to 15th centuries, "Ukraine" meant "borderland," "bordering country," or "country”. Continuing into the 16th century, documents made refer​ences to various Ukraines (Galician Ukraine and Kyiv Ukraine, among others), but over time "Ukraine" came to mean the Cossack territory stretching along both sides of the Dnipro River, then part of the Polish Commonwealth. In the 17th century the concept of Ukraine was extended farther east to include not only eastern Ukraine but also territory of the Muscovite state of Slovidska Ukraine, which attracted Cossack settlers. After Hetman Bohdan Khmelnytsky's successful uprising against the Poles in the mid-17th century, "Ukraine" referred to the rise of a Cossack state in central Ukraine. This was not its official name, but the Hetman territory was usually known as Ukraine in both Ukrainian and Polish sources at this time.

The 1667 and 1668 partitions between Muscovy and Poland interrupted the evolution of Ukraine as a unifying concept. Indeed, this period sowed the seeds for much of the east vs. west conflict we encounter today in Left-Bank and Right-Bank Ukraine. The former, then a Muscovy protectorate, was transformed into a province of the Russian Empire; it became officially known in Russian as Malorossiya or Little Russia. It was also sometimes called Southern Russia.

The larger part of the Ukrainian territories was unified with the Russian Empire during the Partitions of Poland between 1772 and 1795. This paved the way for the concept of Ukraine as Ukrainian national territory as well as the emergence of Ukrainian nationalism in the 1840s. Only Ukraine's far western territory, the region around Lviv, was excluded; this went instead to the Hapsburg Empire.

Taras Shevchenko associated "Ukraine" with a proud Cossack past whereas "Malorossiya" reinforced national humiliation and colonial status. From the mid-19th century, "Ukraine" at last dis​placed all other names for this territory.

The years immediately following the Russian Revolution and World War I were chaotic and unstable, and civil war broke out and lasted until 1921 or 1922. This was really a prolongation of revolu​tion. In 1918, for example, there were at least thirty governments in what had been the Russian Empire. After 1920, parts of western Ukraine were divided between Poland, Romania, and Czechoslova​kia. In 1921, the Bolsheviks gave formal recognition to Ukraine's independence; then in 1922, Ukraine was seized and incorporated into the newly formed USSR as the Ukrainian Soviet Socialist Republic. The Communist Party had established its one-party rule.

Finally, in its 1991 declaration of independence, the new state adopted "Ukraine" as its official name. The name in English is not "the Ukraine" as it was formerly called in English. In fact, the articles "the" and "a" do not exist in the Ukrainian, Russian, or Belarusian languages. The larger issue, however, is that "the Ukraine" suggests to Ukrainians a geographical region, when in fact Ukraine is today an independent country.

What's in a Name? (part 2)

Call me what you will but make sure I get my money.

- Ukrainian proverb

Ukraine (which, you recall, means "borderland") has been known by several names during its long and turbulent his​tory. As early as the ninth century, the territory and its people were called Rus. One explanation for that name – and not the only one – is that the original Rus were Varangian warrior-merchants (known in the West as Norsemen or Vi​kings), who in 882 gained control of Kyiv and the waterways from the Baltic to the Black Sea at about the same time that other Norsemen were exploring and conquering the Atlantic shores of Western Europe and North America. From "Rus" we have the derivation Rusyn, the traditional name for west​ern Ukrainians. From "Rusyn" we have the Latin translation Rutheni (Ruthenians in English), a term still used in the West for Ukrainians who lived in the Austro-Hungarian Empire.

In the fourteenth century, when the rulers of Moscow began to call themselves "Princes of All the Rus" to distin​guish between the various branches of the Eastern Slavs, the terms "Great Russia" (Muscovy), "White Russia" (Belarus), and "Little Russia" (Ukraine) came into common usage. By the early eighteenth century, Ukraine was officially called "Little Russia" in Russian imperial decrees. The term, how​ever, gradually acquired a patronizing connotation and dropped into disuse at the end of the nineteenth century, although some Russians still use it today. Also passe is use of "the Ukraine," which is considered inappropriate for an inde​pendent state.

Tchaikovsky's Little Russian Symphony (No. 2) is neither little nor Russian but Ukrainian, based as it is on Ukrainian folk songs.

For those readers who by now have not become mired in the maze of border changes, let us now turn to the Ukrainian people and how they have been molded by their memories of the past.

The Ukrainian Psyche

The hardships experienced by the Ukrainian people since 1917 have left a deep imprint on their psyche.

- Oleksander Kulchytsky

Ukraine: A Concise Encyclopaedia

All East European nations have experienced a traumatic twentieth century but Ukraine's trials have been particularly tragic. During World War I, much of the Eastern Front com​bat took place on Ukrainian soil. From 1917 to 1920 Ukrai​nians fought and lost a war for independence. Under Soviet rule in the 1920s, many of Ukraine's artists and writers were killed or exiled and their works banned. The brutal collectiv​ization of agriculture, begun in 1928, was followed by a So​viet-made famine in 1933, when some six million Ukrainians starved to death in the countryside where collectivization was fiercely resisted. Also in the 1930s, Ukraine's intellectu​als and most of its native communist leadership were ex​ecuted in Stalin's Great Terror. Tens of thousands were ex​iled to Siberia.

During World War II, Ukraine was a battleground twice between German and Soviet armies as the Germans first advanced and then retreated in fierce fighting. Between these two campaigns, Ukraine bore the brutal brunt of Nazi occu​pation for three years during which more than three million Ukrainians perished and more than one million of Ukraine's Jews were executed in the Holocaust. After the war, more deportations and arrests followed in a Soviet campaign to suppress nationalism and dissent. Armed resistance to Soviet rule by Ukrainian insurgents lasted into the early 1950s. The psyche of Ukrainians, as Kulchytsky, an eminent Ukrainian psychologist, has pointed out, has been shaped by these shattering events, especially by the Bolshevik terror and oppres​sion, Soviet efforts to indoctrinate the people and industrial​ize the economy, and the widespread resistance to commu​nism.
It is to these traumatic experiences as well as the political subjugation and denial of their language that Kulchytsky attributes Ukrainian feelings of inferiority, tinged with a sense of injustice at the wrongs done to their country. The compensation, as he puts it, "...often takes the form of idyllic dreaming (reveries) about the coming of the reign of truth, brotherhood, and universal freedom. Ukrainian socialist and liberal political parties are full of these beliefs".

Dr. Jurij Savyckyj, an American psychiatrist who has stud​ied mental health in today's Ukraine, reports that some of the most resilient and courageous Ukrainians he has met suffer from deep-seated feelings of powerlessness and despair, stemming from years of insecurity and state terror. Savyckyj believes that their sense of victimization could inhibit demo​cratic and societal reforms for many years to come:
In older people...elements of Post-traumatic Stress Disorder are present in varying degrees. Many have responded by feel​ing helpless, apathetic, powerless and detached from events. Young people seemed especially cynical and indifferent. There was a sense that, although "free at last" from the Russian Communist yoke, each person carries a private burden they [sic] can not describe.... People casually mentioned the arbi​trary execution of parents, siblings, relatives and friends as they recounted life's milestones.... We must remind ourselves that these people have lost 20 million family members within the past three generations, in a different kind of holocaust. In [U.S.] terms, this would be the loss of 60 million Americans, especially those with any form of education or business initia​tive.
Chernobyl, with its nuclear fallout, is the most recent of Ukraine's traumas. By 1994, as many as eight thousand had died from illnesses caused by the 1986 blast and its aftermath, and that number is increasing rapidly. An area the size of Alabama has been contaminated, many thousands of inhab​itants have had to be resettled, and the long-term radiation cleanup costs consume 12 percent of Ukraine's annual bud​get. The toll on future generations is incalculable.

The traumas of the twentieth century have indeed left their mark on the Ukrainian psyche. In public – on streets and in the Metro – Ukrainians are quiet and reserved. They avoid eye contact with strangers, refrain from calling atten​tion to themselves, and mind their own business. On meeting a foreigner, they are likely at first to be suspicious and cau​tious, retreating behind a protective barrier. Smiles from foreigners, especially Americans, puzzle them. Ukrainians seem to be asking, "Why do Americans always smile at us?"

All this changes, however, once Ukrainians have decided that a foreigner is worth befriending and taking into their inner circle. How to get to that second stage, and into Ukrai​nian homes, is the challenge.

An Optimistic People

The forest-steppe, with its warmer, drier climate and greater sunshine brings about a more optimistic attitude to life.

- Oleksander Kulchytsky, 

Ukraine: A Concise Encyclopaedia

Ukrainians are an outgoing people, more genial than their Russian cousins and more fun to hang out with. Russians, it is said, sit, talk, drink, and brood; Ukrainians eat, drink, and sing, and their songs are mostly happy and romantic. Opti​mistic and undemanding, Ukrainians see the brighter side of life, and have a proverb that explains it all – "Things will sort themselves out somehow".

Kyiv (Kiev) is 375 miles to the south of Moscow and has a warmer and more moderate climate. As "southerners," Ukrainians have a more sunny disposition than Russians, and make friends more easily. When they get to know you, they have a great sense of humor, joke a lot, and laugh at their own troubles.

All this reflects the abundance of a fertile land. More than half of Ukraine's land is arable, and its rich black soil and mild climate have made it the breadbasket of Europe. Bread is a staple of life, and from time immemorial Ukrainians have been known as grain growers. Bread lovers will not be disap​pointed in the variety and quality, and Americans who have never tasted real bread will be in for a treat.

Attachment to the land permeates the culture of a people who have been farming for millennia. Ukrainians are close to the land and have a deep devotion to their native soil. They enjoy talking about nature and the beauties of their fertile homeland that has been fought over and subjugated by neigh​boring nations throughout its history.

That history, however, has several versions – Ukrainian, Polish, Russian, and Soviet. The Soviet version, moreover, was distorted by ideology, and during the Soviet years discus​sions on history were best avoided lest they create problems with the secret police.

Today, Ukrainians are showing a renewed interest in their history, which they are seeking to relearn. They will remind Americans that while Ukraine was absorbing the invasion of Genghis Khan's Golden Horde and the yearly incursions of other Asian nomadic tribes, it was also serving as a border​land barrier behind which Western civilization could de​velop and spread to the Americas.

Ukrainians

The Ukrainian view of the world is characterized by an optimism founded on metaphysics and ethics. In spite of the overwhelming catastrophes that have constantly shaken the historical existence of the people to its foun​dations, in spite of the terrible persecutions to which the heart of the nation, its peasantry, has been exposed for centuries, hope of a better future was never dead, and indeed it arose afresh at the very time when...there were practically no prospects of improvement.

- Ivan Marchuk, 

Ukraine and Its People

When Ukraine's Oksana Baiul won the gold medal in the 1994 Olympic women's figure skating competition, besting Ameri​can Nancy Kerrigan, it came as a slap in the face for the entire nation, Ukrainians say, that there was an unduly long interval before the Ukrainian national anthem was played after the gold medal had been placed on Baiul's bosom. For whatever reason, they were insulted that a tape of their national anthem was not readily available at Lillehammer.

Ukrainians are sensitive about their new independence, their place in Europe, and how others see them. An old nation but a new state, they are a proud people who want the world to acknowledge their existence, to take them seriously, to recognize them as a European nation, albeit a middle-sized one (like France, they say), and to know their blue and yellow flag and their national anthem. Above all, Ukraini​ans want the world to know that they are not Russians. If you know something about Russia but nothing about Ukraine, stay silent and let the Ukrainians lead the conversation. They will tell you that Ukraine is the second largest state in Europe, its population is Europe's fourth largest, and it has the second largest standing army in Europe. It also has a nuclear arsenal (which will be dismantled, however, as a consequence of Ukraine's accession to the Nuclear Nonproliferation Treaty in November 1994).

Although Ukraine has many problems, it is not a third-world country; and while there is little popular support for (or confidence in) the government, Ukrainians will proudly say "It's ours".

Ukrainians and Russians

Love, oh love, you dark-browed maidens, only not the Muscovite soldier. For the Russians are foreign people, who will bring you harm.

- Taras Shevchenko, 

Catherine

The second sensitivity of Ukrainians, after nationalism, is their relationship to Russians. The two languages are closely related (like Spanish and Portuguese or German and Dutch), the lifestyles are similar, the histories are intertwined, and they can truly be called Slavic cousins. But Ukrainians are culturally distinct from Russians, and the two peoples should not be equated. Moreover, the relationship has been that of an imperial power and its colony. The result, as Ukraine's national poet Taras Shevchenko has implied, is a love-hate relationship.

Kyiv is traditionally regarded by Russians as the "mother of all Russian cities”. (Ukrainians jokingly counter that the father is not yet known.) But that mother is more gentle and has less bustle and fewer hassles than Moscow. It is, more​over, cleaner, neater, and more pleasant, with tree-lined boulevards, stately statues, and green parks. Above the Dnipro River stand gold-domed churches, baroque buildings, schol​arly institutes and universities, museums, and theaters.

Khreshchatyk Boulevard, the main shopping street, is lined with chestnut trees and is a sight to see in spring. The Golden Gate of Kyiv, the formal entrance to the Old City memorial​ized in Mussorgsky's symphonic poem Pictures at an Exhibition, has been restored to its former splendor. Wealth differ​entiation is less visible in Kyiv than in Moscow; Ukrainians are less showy than Russians about their successes.

Ukrainian villages also differ from Russian. The Ukrainian villages are more tidy and orderly. The simplest peasant cot​tages are decorated on the outside with elaborate wood carv​ings and on the inside with colorful embroidered pillows and kylyms (wall hangings). Floors are spotless, and unclean shoes should be removed before entering. As a Ukrainian proverb cautions, "Don't enter another's house with dirty shoes or dirty words”.

Folk art is distinguished by bright colors, ornamental de​sign, and great attention to detail in the embroidery of women and the wood carving of men. In the countryside, common agricultural tools such as straw rakes and horse yokes are painstakingly carved with cross-hatching. Those ornamental Easter eggs that Americans know are Ukrainian, not Russian. In contrast to Russians, Ukrainians are not seekers of great-power status and have no need to impress others. Behavior is marked by moderation and caution. Patriots and nationalists have a "live and let live" outlook but no "God-given mission" that Russians seem to have as protectors of other Slavs and Orthodoxy. Rather, Ukrainians see themselves as a mid-level European power to be included in all European organizations. Relatively few Ukrainians, however, have traveled abroad, and they are less knowledgeable than Russians about the outside world.

Ukrainians also have a reputation for being more sensitive and gracious than Russians. The warm Ukrainian sense (heart) is often contrasted with the troubled Russian dusha (soul). The great Russian writer Gogol was Ukrainian, and his stories of Ukraine are lighter and have more color than his Petersburg stories.

One explanation for Ukrainian sensitivity has been pro​vided by M. P. Drahomanov, a Ukrainian historian and po​litical activist of the nineteenth century. Russians and Ukrai​nians, he wrote, have a basic difference in understanding the word Boh (God). For Russians, wrote Drahomanov, religion contains elements of fear and awe. Ukrainians, in describing their God, will use such terms as "merciful" and "kind". Moreover, as Hrushevsky has told us, in pagan times when the original Ukrainians worshipped several gods, each of their gods was called boh, which means "good" or "weal" and bestower of welfare.

The culture of Ukrainians has also been shaped by their historic form of agricultural production. In Ukraine, the tra​ditional agricultural unit was the hromada, a loose and volun​tary association of peasants, and later the khutir (homestead), a privately owned farm. Moreover, much of southern Ukraine, after its recovery from the Turks, was settled and farmed by free men. The Russian agricultural unit, by contrast, was the obshchina, a commune in which peasants lived in small vil​lages and farmed communal land together. To survive in their harsher, northern climate, Russians became more col​lectivist and more submissive to authority.

Ukrainians, with more favorable climatic conditions and the freedom of the open steppe, were less ready to submit to authority. They became more individualistic and developed an ethic of hard work, since, in their warmer climate, they were able to work the year round in agriculture. They re​spected private property and were economical and cautious about using their financial assets. These traits typify the kurkuls (kulaks in Russian), the more successful and wealthy peasants, as they were called before the Soviet collectiviza​tion of agriculture.

Ukraine was also less influenced by Asia than was Russia. The Mongol-Tatars ruled Russia for some two hundred years, intermarried with Russians, and left a lasting Tatar legacy in the development of Russian social life and governmental institutions. Ukrainians were under Mongol rule for a much shorter period of time and were less influenced by them. Serfdom, moreover, was imposed in Ukraine in the middle of the eighteenth century, much later than in Russia, and for a relatively short time, less than one hundred years.

And Ukrainians are not puzzled by that great Russian question, "Are we Asian or European?" For Ukrainians, espe​cially in the western part of the country, the question does not exist. They have always known that they are European. Russians, however, have not reconciled themselves to Ukraine's independence. Boris Yeltsin, in January 1994, de​scribed Russia's position in relation to other members of the Commonwealth of Independent States as "first among equals"; and Russian Foreign Minister Andrei Kozyrev, in summer 1993, called Ukraine "a mythical state”. Zbigniew Brzezinski writes of "...the widespread feeling in Moscow that Ukrai​nian independence is an abnormality as well as a threat to Russia's standing as a global power.

Economics, however, may determine history, even after the collapse of communism. In early 1994, the CIA forecast that if current economic trends continue, a significant mi​nority of Ukraine's population will favor unification with Russia and thereby divide Ukraine along ethnic and geo​graphic lines. Russian speakers in the east, said the study, will seek to rejoin Russia; Ukrainian speakers in the west will want to remain independent.

Despite their divergences, there is little likelihood of vio​lence between Ukrainians and Russians. They are two Slavic, mostly Orthodox people, whose leaders are successfully nego​tiating and defusing the issues that divide them. If the two countries can resolve their economic problems, they should be able to coexist peacefully.

Ukraine is not Russia

It is not possible to speak of Ukraine without addressing Russia at length, as their Slavic histories are inextricably linked. But these are today two distinct countries, and it is incorrect to lump Ukraine as a part of Russia. The third Eastern Slavic nation is Belarus, whose independence from Russia is much more tentative than Ukraine's.

On August 24, 1991, Ukraine's Supreme Rada (equivalent to Russia's Duma or Parliament) adopted a declaration of independ​ence; this was contingent upon a national referendum. December 1, 1991, saw an unprecedented voter turnout of 84% with some 90% voting for independence.

Ukraine, Russia, and Belarus all trace their origins to Kyiv, the "mother of Russian cities" that was once the capital of the great state of Kyivan Rus. All three countries have separate, but related, lan​guages, although Belarus recently scrapped Belarusian for Russian as its official language.

In Ukraine today, there are three primary churches, in addition to Protestant, Muslim, and Jewish minorities. The Ukrainian Orthodox Church is essentially the Russian Orthodox Church in Ukraine with allegiance to Moscow's patriarchate (and semi-autonomous author​ity in Kyiv). The Ukrainian Autocephalous Orthodox Church main​tains allegiance to the Ukrainian patriarchate in Kyiv, and the Uniate (or Ukrainian Catholic) Church is essentially a hybrid of Orthodoxy and Catholicism, recognizing papal authority in Rome. (Like the Chechens, Crimea's Tatars practice Islam.)

Despite shared elements of history and Slavic culture, many differences between Ukrainians and Russians are more subtle than church authority and language issues – and sometimes far more inflammatory. An understanding of Ukraine's history of colonization by Russians and Poles (and earlier Lithuanians) helps to explain the unique character of Ukrainians. For centuries, Ukrainians have viewed their country as the underdog, and this was naturally reinforced through the years of suppressing Ukrainian culture; in 1876 the Ukrainian language was banned in schools and in all publications. In more recent history, Stalin clearly targeted Ukrainians, but he didn't necessarily spare other Soviet peoples.

Two Ukraines, or Three?

Yale Richmond. From Da to Yes. Understanding the East Europeans. Yarmouth, Maine: Intercultural Press, INC., 1995

The dilemma of two Ukraines, or even three, confronts us today. One is Ukrainian-speaking; another is Russian, cultur​ally as well as linguistically; the third is Russian-speaking but culturally Ukrainian. Because of these three Ukraines, it is difficult to generalize about Ukrainians.

Western Ukraine – the seven okruhs (provinces) of Lviv, Ternopil, Ivano-Frankivsk, Volyn, Rivne, Zakarpattya, and Chernivitsi – is Western in more ways than geographic. The first three okruhs were part of the Polish-Lithuanian Com​monwealth for four hundred years, and under Austrian rule for another hundred forty-four years. Volyn and Rivne (Volhynia and Rovno) were also part of the Commonwealth but came under Russian rule in 1772; and between the two world wars, they were divided between Poland and the Soviet Union. Chernivitsi (Chernowitz) was acquired by Austria from the Ottomans in 1775 and remained under Austrian rule until the end of World War I, when it was awarded to Romania. Zakarpattya (Transcarpathia) was a part of Hungary for many centuries and of Czechoslovakia between the two world wars.

These western okruhs (with the exception of Volyn and Rivne) were never under tsarist rule, and were under Soviet rule for only forty-two years. Ethnically they are Ukrainian, but culturally they are more Western than the rest of Ukraine.

The most Western provinces, in a cultural and religious sense, are Lviv, Ternopil, and Ivano-Frankivsk, where the predominant church since 1596 has been the Ukrainian Greek Catholic Church, so named to distinguish it from the Roman Catholic Church. (It has also been known in the West as the Uniate Church because it practices the Byzantine rite but theologically is in union with Rome and acknowledges the primacy of the pope.) Greek Catholics in Ukraine number about five million, or 10 percent of the population.

In competition with the Greek Catholic Church in the western provinces is the Ukrainian Autocephalous Orthodox Church, an independent Orthodox church that was banned under communism but survived among emigres abroad and dissidents at home. Both churches boast unblemished nation​alist credentials, are unsullied by concessions to communism or Russians, and are contesting for followers.

As a result of the relatively benign rule of Poland and Austria, western Ukraine is distinguished by its nationalism, cultural ties to the West, and resistance to Russia. In the west, moreover, the Ukrainian language has been preserved, and the political emphasis is on building a unitary Ukrainian state. Although western Ukrainians number no more than 20 percent of Ukraine's population, they are the most vocal nationalists and have strong support among the enthusiastic and organized Ukrainian diaspora in North America and Europe.

1 The remainder of Ukraine, ruled by Russia for more than three hundred years and by the Soviet Union for another seventy, has been heavily Russified. There, in the mid-nine​teenth century, the tsarist government banned the teaching of Ukrainian in schools, the printing of popular books in Ukrainian, and even the use of a Ukrainian translation of the Bible. The Ukrainian language, however, has been preserved in the villages though Russian is spoken in most of the cities. The predominant religion is Orthodox but, as in western Ukraine, is divided between two churches. In 1991, the Ukrainian branch of the Russian Orthodox Church pro​claimed independence, a move fiercely opposed by the Rus​sian Church, which sees Kyiv as the birthplace of Slavic Orthodoxy.

Most of Ukraine's twelve million ethnic Russians live in the heavily industrial east and south where pro-Russian sen​timent is strongest and the political emphasis is on renewed ties to Russia and local autonomy within a loose Ukrainian federation. But intermarriage between Russians and Ukraini​ans has been high in the east, and language and nationalism are not the big issues that they are in the west.

The "third Ukraine" consists of ethnic Ukrainians who have been Russified linguistically but who still consider them​selves Ukrainians. This group is more difficult to define, since it shows both Ukrainian and Russian cultural traits.

Language: Ukrainian vs. Russian

Yale Richmond. From Da to Yes. Understanding the East Europeans. Yarmouth, Maine: Intercultural Press, INC., 1995

It has often been said that, just a few years ago, only peasants and intellectuals spoke Ukrainian. This is clearly changing, and Ukrain​ian is now the official language of Ukraine. However, the business language of Ukraine remains Russian, and in Ukraine's eastern and more populous half, Russian is more commonly spoken in homes. This is true even in the capital, although the city's preferred Western spelling has been changed to Kyiv (rather than the more familiar Russian "Kiev") to reflect its proper transliteration from Ukrainian.

The Ukrainian language is not a dialect of the Russian language as Soviets wanted the outside world to believe. Rather, each language penetrated and interacted with the other's syntax and vocabulary. Moreover, a mixed idiom is not uncommon.

Their similarities have been compared to those between German and Dutch, although there are considerably different dialects within the Ukrainian language, especially around Galicia (the capital of which is Lviv) and Volhyn. These are almost incomprehensible to heartland Russians. In the Western oblasts ethnic Russians are truly a minority: in Galicia, Volhyn, Rivne, and Transcarpathia, there are fewer than 350,000 ethnic Russians.

Compare this with Left-Bank Ukraine, where the majority of Crimea's population is Russian, as are one million of Kharkiv's 1.6 million residents. Another 4.5 million in Dnipropetrovsk, Donetsk, and Luhansk are Russian, with an additional million Russians in Odesa and Mykolayiv. Consequently, you will find that Left-Bank Ukrainian and Russian speakers understand each other. As stated earlier, a mixed idiom is quite common today in many parts.

Ukrainian is the more lyrical language; it is softer and less guttural than Russian. You'll notice that tak means "yes" in Ukrainian, while da is Russian; "no" is pronounced nee in Ukrainian in contrast to the world-familiar, and often emphatic, nyet. Even the untrained ear can reasonably distinguish Ukrainian and Russian, on television for example. Ukrainian also shares more similarities with Polish, a West Slavic language. The months are especially poetic; my favorite example is lystopad ("leaves are falling"), for November, although it would be more appropriate for October. Regardless, Ukrainian months are named for flowers, grasses, ice, and other seasonal features. Russian names for months are much closer to our Latin equivalents, for example Yanvar, Fevral, Mart, and easier to memorize.

The Eastern Slavic languages (Russian, Ukrainian, and Belarusian) are written in Cyrillic script in contrast to the Western Slavic tongues (Polish, Czech, Slovak, and Sorbian), which are written in Latin script. The Southern Slavic languages are split, reflecting the historic differences between Eastern Orthodoxy and Catholicism. Thus, Croatian and Slovenian are in Latin, whereas Serbian, Bulgar​ian, and Macedonian are in Cyrillic, as is Old Church Slavonic.

English speakers notice that several Russian or Ukrainian block letters resemble English ones, while some in script form resemble others; for example, d and t in script resemble Latin g and m (generally drawn with a line over it). The River Prut is one such example. In Cyrillic, it looks like Прут and in cursive, it is closer to прут While students are expected to exhibit good penmanship, there is little appreciation or tolerance for adding unconventional flourishes. Ukrainians also don't tend to use block letters much; cursive script is the norm.

In both languages, one can see influences from French, which was at one point the preference of the Imperial family and other nobles. Here's a sampling of these influences: bagazh (luggage or baggage); bilet (ticket); buro (bureau or office); dush (shower); passazh (pas​sageway); magazin (store); pliazh (beach); etazh (floor, level, or story). In biznes (say BEEZnes), you will recognize a lot of terms derived from their English equivalents. From German, there are fewer words. Buterbrod, meaning sandwich (or simply sandvich), is one of the more common ones.

The Orthodox Churches Today

The Ukrainian Orthodox Church was formerly called the Russian Orthodox Church in Ukraine. This name was officially changed in 1990, in part because the church was concerned that it was losing ground to the resurgent Catholics who were linked with the reviving of national consciousness in Ukraine's western region. Allegiance is to the Moscow patriarchate, although a fragmented group under Metropolitan Filaret claimed Kyiv authority in 1992.

The year 1990 also marked the second re-emergence of the Ukrainian Autocephalous Orthodox Church or UAOC. "Autocephalous" means self-governing. In 1686, the Ukrainian Orthodox Church was forced to recognize authority from the Russian Orthodox Church. In 1921 the UAOC emerged for the first time during a brief flowering of national identity following the Russian Revolution. By 1930, however, this autocephalous church was forced underground again. Today all services are in Ukrainian, and allegiance is to the Ukrainian patriarchate in Kyiv.

The third primary church in Ukraine is the Uniate (also called Ukrainian Catholic or Greek Catholic) Church, which follows Ortho​dox rituals but recognizes the Pope as its leader. (Uniate priests are the only Catholic priests allowed to marry.) This church principally exists in Ukraine's western, Polish-influenced half. In 1946, Stalin abol​ished the church and seized all of its property, handing over parts of it to the Russian Orthodox Church. Like the UAOC, the Uniate Church was thus forced underground and did not resurface until the late 1980s. This was when the independence movement was garner​ing support in Right-Bank Ukraine.

Soviet and Post-Independence Stereotypes

Old Soviet stereotypes included the nomenklatura, Communist Party apparatchiky, bureaucrats, the military, the proletariat, the intelli​gentsia, dissidents, babushky, and pensioners. Newer stereotypes emerging in the post-Soviet era include the New Rich, the mafia, entrepreneurs, and an emerging middle class.
In simplistic terms, the Soviets could be divided into the haves and have-nots. The nomenklatura or apparatchiky were the minority (some say 20%, but this seems generous) and clearly on the winning side; the proletariat (or working class) was a catchall for the rest. Only the highest ranking military officials fell into the privileged class. While these terms are used less today, for some the primary change is that many former communists are today's strongest advocates for democracy. This is because they were best poised to take advantage of so-called market reforms. While the West watched eagerly to see if and how reforms were being implemented, the Communist Party bosses managed to line their pockets by breaking up state monopolies and selling off chunks among themselves at fire-sale prices. The consensus today is that the super-rich in both Russia and Ukraine did not add any value when they usurped their present wealth; they merely redistributed their country's mineral resources among a select group of friends. To the have-nots, this talk of democracy is little more than perpetuating the glaring inequities of the totalitarian regime. Pessi​mistic observers remark that they have only succeeded in rearranging the deck chairs on the Titanic.

There are also diehard communists who are attempting to make a comeback. They are playing to the nostalgic sympathies of older voters who have been left behind and whose lives are so diminished. But these communists, like the voters they attract, are mostly older generation, in a country where youth has a decided advantage.

The intelligentsia of yore is largely disillusioned by society's reforms, and their struggles to survive are nearly as acute as for the pensioners. Some have turned to more entrepreneurial, if less palat-able, professions by default rather than desire; sadly, others have turned more to the bottle.

Where are the Soviet dissidents? Most dissidents were Jews, and because of Soviet and Ukrainian discriminatory practices, they continue to emigrate in record numbers. One American Jew reported that half of her Jewish Ukrainian friends had left in the last three years.

The lives of pensioners and babushky have been irrevocably altered due to the devaluation of their pensions amidst society's vast changes. Likewise, aging Soviet military heroes sometimes wear their uniforms and medals of honor, their stoic pride now tinged with sadness. The military no longer holds the prestige of the Soviet era, and in fact is racked today with brutal hazing rituals, bad morale, and stories of obsolete (or nonexistent) equipment and insufficient fuel supplies. Formerly the Cossack tradition was cited as good training pound for the military and contributed to very high percentages of Ukrainian officers in the Russian Army. Today, sons of career military are choosing career paths different from those of their fathers. This proud Cossack tradition may be permanently displaced by nostalgia.

Bureaucracy has expanded greatly since independence, in part because the power base has shifted (for Ukrainians) from Moscow to Kyiv. However, younger generations are much more likely to turn their backs on governmental careers, including military ones. Only time will tell how Ukrainian society will adapt during the next decade; some claim optimistically that the situation will improve once the current wave of bureaucrats retires.

The greater concern is the powerful grip of the mafia in post-Soviet countries. The New Rich, or New Russians, refers to the new breed of moneyed businessmen whose most defining characteristic is ostentatious spending habits. Many will tell you that the New Rich and the mafia are one and the same. You may hear the term krisha (say KREEsha), meaning "roof, the slang for mafia protection.

Privacy and Personal Space

Meredith Dalton. Culture Shock! Ukraine. Portland, Oregon, 2001

During the Soviet era, the unspoken idea was that if you needed privacy you were hiding something. There were no phone books to locate those lucky enough to have phones installed, so these people were also lucky in having privacy. There are still no pages for residential numbers, while the waiting list for a new phone remains tremendous. The popularity of cellular phones is understandable, even if those who have them often sport them in obnoxious ways. (A sign outside Kyiv' s Studio Restaurant asks patrons to kindly turn off their phones before entering.) Now as in Soviet times, you need to keep track of your friends and their phone numbers – and addresses, for it seems as if people are always changing apartments here!

Dark and dingy entrances to apartment buildings are overwhelm​ingly the norm; this tends to discourage people from wandering where they aren't invited, but it isn't the reason. In the Soviet days there was often a babushka (an old woman who wears a babushka or scarf) posted near the elevator (the lift – say left – and pay attention to whether it breaks down often); her job was to watch the comings and goings of people in the building. Today no one stands guard, and hallway lights burn out (or are stolen) and are not replaced. Some​times, in the hallways, you can't escape the smell of urine. (See Respect for Elders below for more about babushka.)
Front doors to apartments often hide a second door inside. The ones you'll see may be padded brown nawgahide and covered with buttons resembling a vertical mattress pad; others are wooden or steel. Most are uninviting. In noting down addresses, always ask your friends not only for their apartment and floor numbers, but also which building entrance to use, and whether there is a (working) front door code. Wandering in the dark can be creepy.

Another interesting phenomenon pertains, I can only surmise, to crowd control. Building entrances often have several sets of double doors. Naturally, in winter these should be closed to retain the heat. (Sometimes many windows are then opened because the heat is cranked too high and can't be adjusted.) But even at other times only one set of doors will be operable, and only one of the double doors will open. Traffic in both directions will thus use the same door. Even McDonald's on Kreshchatyk is guilty of this.

Metro stations stand apart with their separate entrance and exits; their heavy, dangerous swinging doors have been called "widow-makers”. Still, you rarely get the sense of people rushing to catch the metro, although there is shoving when standing in a line for some​thing. Maybe this is because they know a very long escalator ride (or two) separates them from the next train. It's much harder to pass through the tight crowds of people with their shopping bags in tow.

The invasion of personal space seizes the attention of many foreigners. First, there is the practice of standing close in lines or standing a bit too close when speaking to you. Cutting in lines and even shoving in crowds, while never personal, is common. Moreover, no one would ever apologize for this. (If you happen to, they'll know right away that you are foreign, but they probably already know.) For those with claustrophobic tendencies, the Kyiv and Kharkiv metros can be a harrowing experience. I personally dislike the metro when people start shopping for the holidays.

In Ukraine, I am most reminded of the luxury of privacy when the loudspeakers on Kreshchatyk fire up for holiday celebrations or a bit of political grandstanding (which is really the same thing). Both were part and parcel of the Soviet propaganda machine, and these loud​speakers never fail to transport me to another place in time. On overnight trains, too, if you're not already awake, a loud piped-in radio will serve as your alarm for the last hour before arrival.

One cold December night in 1995, I returned to the Hotel Rus after an exhausting trip. Once installed in my new room, I discovered that I was unable to turn off (or down) the hidden radio – the one which I heretofore didn't know existed. Exasperated, I tried unsuccessfully to pry it from behind the heater. I muffled it with an extra pillow and bedspread and even my overcoat but to no avail. Miserable, I conceded defeat and rode the elevator to the lobby where I demanded a change of room. The Soviet-schooled receptionist replied dispas​sionately that all the rooms were the same: they were testing the fire alarm and I needed to wait... for as many hours as it took.

This story seems foolishly minor in retrospect, but it is times like these – especially when you are as exhausted as I was (or maybe homesick) – that will test your ability to live in Ukraine. You will be assaulted frequently by things that seem incredible or inane. You will also hear expatriates ranting about Ukrainians and everyday absurdi​ties. Heed my warning above: Ukraine is not for the meek. That includes us.

Another cultural surprise for me were the screaming matches, replete with profanities, between Ukrainians in our office. Emotional outbursts and florid excesses (as in compliments, flowers, hospitality, and drinking) are not uncommon, while self-expression and alterna​tive lifestyles are not accepted. In Ukraine, you also need to be prepared for those times when racism or anti-Semitism rears its ugly head. Virulent stereotypes are ingrained, and this is where outside observers may wish to impose their world views. When provoked, remember that your views are not welcomed, and in any case, patronizing attitudes never help.

Many foreigners observe an abruptness in Ukrainian behavior. Cards are slammed on the table during a friendly card game, and nyet (meaning no) or the Ukrainian ni (say nee) is more emphatic than in English. Again, according to Western standards, people appear less courteous and less appreciative in part because niceties like "thank you," "you're welcome," and "please" are not spoken with the same frequency. It is not unusual when mis-dialing a residence to have the person hang up on you without a word, simply because he or she was not the person you were calling. (There are the occasional others who will want to talk even after you've discovered your error.) Service-without-a-smile is the norm, not the exception, although we are seeing a gradual change, in particular with businesses that are trying to adapt to Western models.

Humor as "Literal" Ice Breaker

Meredith Dalton. Culture Shock! Ukraine. Portland, Oregon, 2001

Bohdan, Ihor, and Vastly went fishing one cold winter day. Alongside its banks the Dnipro was starting to freeze, but it was still easy to navigate the small boat through the water. The three men were clearly more interested in drinking vodka than in fishing, and all three became drunk quite quickly.

"Pass the bottle, Bohdan," said Ihor. Bohdan thrust the bottle toward his friend, but his abrupt movement threw the boat off balance. In an effort to steady himself and the boat, Bohdan stood up. In his woozy state he toppled into the ice-cold water. Ihor and Vasily panicked as they watched their friend sink below the water's surface.

Being drunk themselves, each hoped the other would make the first move. At last Ihor exclaimed, "Well, we have to do something”. So he dipped his arms into the icy water, and shrieking from the cold, he flailed around trying to catch his friend's arm or leg. Vasily followed and with great relief he yelled, "I've got his jacket; help me drag him aboard”. The men hoisted the body into the boat with great effort, whereupon it became clear the man was not breathing. Ihor knew again that Vasily wouldn't make the first move, so he started to performmouth-to-mouthresuscitation. "Good God, "Ihor announced, "I didn't know what bad breath he had. " Vasily looked at the man's feet and said, "Yeah, and I didn't know he was wearing skates. "

Some contend that the best test of a foreigner's fluency in a given language is the ability to understand jokes and local humor. Few foreigners spending time in Ukraine will achieve the fluency or language skills necessary to comprehend fully or communicate via humor. Foreigners coming to Ukraine are mostly business people who do not have the time (or interest) to devote to language studies. But we are seeing increasing numbers of recent college graduates, many of whom majored in Russian, choosing to live abroad and use their skills. Entry-level jobs for them, if they are lucky enough to find them, typically don't pay well, but their language skills can partially make up for this. They can find cheaper housing away from the city center where there tend to be fewer English-speaking Ukrainians, and they can use the Russian they have studied.

Taking language lessons upon arrival in a foreign country is a good idea. However, for many of us, to achieve fluency might well take several years. You will have to weigh the practicality of studying Ukrainian or Russian depending on your personal circumstances. You should start with the basic niceties in both languages, then concentrate on learning one language better. Whichever language you decide to learn, exposure to local humor is always a good means toward understanding some of the subtleties of a different culture.

Common Themes

Meredith Dalton. Culture Shock! Ukraine. Portland, Oregon, 2001

Regional humor often reinforces, even perpetuates, cultural stereo​types. Today jokes pertaining to excessive alcohol intake, bureau​cratic inefficiencies and nonsense, the "New Rich," and the increasing roles of the mafia and corruption in post-communist life are among the most prevalent themes in Ukraine. While each of these will be addressed below, one of the remarkable features of humor in this post-communist era is, of course, the relaxed climate for jokes. Some argue that the characteristic biting sarcasm of the dissident era is no longer possible in the present (democratic-leaning) situation. Parallel arguments are sometimes advanced regarding the effects of these newly found freedoms in the realms of literature and the visual and performing arts.

Vodka

Jokes about vodka are legion and certainly not unique to Ukraine and Russia. (It also follows that some Ukrainians tell these jokes about Russians and vice versa, rather than simply about themselves.) Within the FSU, many countries share strong vodka traditions, although customs may be influenced regionally by Muslim traditions, for example in Kyrgyzstan, or by the celebrated viniculture of Georgia and Moldova. Crimea is also celebrated for its wines.

Outside the FSU, Scandinavia and Poland are leading vodka producers and share many of the Slavic traditions and, consequently, many of the jokes about overindulgence. Certainly, none of these places can claim exclusive rights on jokes about vodka – or alcohol in general. The following, for example, has been told as an Irish joke, substituting whiskey as the drink of choice:

A man was staggering home with a bottle of vodka in his pocket. He slipped and fell to the ground with a hard thud. Struggling to his feet, he felt something wet running down his leg. "Please, God," he begged, "let it be blood!"

In contrast to the deep sarcasm of the dissident jokes treated separately below, a host of silly, sometimes slapstick, jokes abound pertaining to excessive alcohol intake:

- Excuse me, what time is it?

- You know, I could use a drink too.

Alcohol often masks other issues or problems; below, we see the strained relationship between a (nagging) wife and her husband: Wife: You promised me you'd become a different man. Husband: I know, but he drinks too.
This contemporary (post-communist) joke evinces the bitter​sweet realities of inflation and hardships incurred as a result:

- With the rising cost of vodka, Daddy, it looks like you'll have less to drink.

- No, sonny, that's where you're wrong. You're going to have less to eat.

A final joke in this category assumes knowledge of the reference to 50 grams as a standard measurement for vodka.

- They say that life begins at 50.

- Yeah, but it's even better after a hundred or two.

While kiosks sell a variety of imported and domestic vodkas, local brands are often sealed with non-reusable caps made of thick foil. The Slavic tradition is that these bottles are drunk in one sitting. Hence, the hangover remedy calling for "the hair of the dog that bit you" takes on a different meaning here. Another drink as a hangover cure on the morning after implies that a new bottle must be opened and then finished. In this way, the hangover and its cure will be perpetuated.

Marriage, Infidelity, and In-laws

Common joke themes revolve around marriage difficulties and infi​delity. While neither is uniquely Ukrainian (or Soviet), the popularity of these themes is telling. Below is a sampling of these jokes:

- Honey, when we get married, I'll be there to share all your troubles and sorrows.

- But I don't have any, my love. – I said, when we get married...

- Masha! I didn't know you smoked. When did you start? – That night my husband came home early and found a cigarette butt in the ashtray.

A woman is admiring a fur coat in front of the mirror. "Mother, did Daddy buy that new coat for you?" asked her son. "No, my dear, if I relied on your father, I wouldn't have you, let alone this nice fur coat”.

The rest of the world has its in-law jokes, but in the former Soviet Union these jokes are especially popular. Similar in many respects to the jokes about strained marriages, in-law jokes are often attributed to many years of severely cramped living quarters, often shared by multiple generations and extended family members.

- Mr. Gorsky, do you have any children?

- Yes, I have three daughters.

- Do they live at home?

- No, they aren't married yet.

A mother tells her daughter, "Your boyfriend is such a jerk, I would be delighted to be his mother-in-law!" (Contrast this with the traditional Christmas toast to a man's mother-in-law: that her throat never becomes dry.)

A young woman tells her husband the bad news – that her once rich father is now bankrupt. The young man exclaims, "I knew that old miser would find some way to separate us!"

Nekulturni
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What does it mean to be nekulturniy (say neecoolTOURnee)! Literally, it means uncultured, and this is quite derogatory. An egregious error is not checking your coat at restaurants, nightclubs, or the opera. As they won't admit your coat inside the opera and most restaurants, you can generally avoid that damnation. If you worry about being cold in the restaurant, just remember that the other guests won't have their coats either. The travesty of centralized heating is that chances are just as likely that the heat will be higher than you'd like.

Many coats do not have loops for hanging them sewn into their lining. If you own such a coat, you may hear sighs of frustration when you check it at restaurants. With the increase of foreigners, coat-checkers will probably become better psychologically equipped to deal with the absence of loops. But beware the opera houses. The coat-checkers there can be downright mean! I've even read suggestions that international students traveling to the FSU sew in these loops in advance of a winter visit!

Other nekulturniy behavior includes sprawling or slumping in a chair. Sitting with your ankles crossed is a sign of unnecessary assertiveness or hostility, especially to older people.

TRANSPORT

How to Use Local and Short-Distance Marshrutkas

by Kathleen Wiley

Dubno, Rivnenska obl.
Recently, my well-travelled sister came to visit me in Ukraine.  She admired the beauty of L'viv, learned some Ukrainian and developed a borsch habit.  She was respectful of Ukrainians and showed great cultural sensitivity.  Despite all this, however, she began complaining loudly about marshrutkas within five minutes of arriving.

Marshrutkas are essentially jacked-up mini-vans or small school buses.  They are an integral part of the volunteer lifestyle.  They're stuffy, smelly, uncomfortable and ugly, but everyone has to learn to use them and many come to rely on them.  Most importantly, we have to make peace with them to preserve our sanity.

Local and short-distance marshrutkas (marshes in my lingo) are tricky to master.  There are many rules and even an unofficial code of etiquette.

First of all, these are the marshes that don't require tickets beforehand.  They could transport you around town or out to a nearby village.  They don't go very far and make frequent stops for anyone who hails them down from the side of the road.  The paying procedure can vary greatly.  In my town, we pay when we get on the city marshes.  In our oblast center, though, you pay when you get off.  If in doubt, do as the locals do and don't be afraid to ask the driver.  For short-distance marshes to villages or other towns, it is usually acceptable to take a seat when the driver isn't there.  He'll come through and collect fares before leaving.  Present your fare and clearly pronounce you destination.  If possible, use exact change.

Standing is normal on both local and short-distance marshrutkas.  For seats, however, there is a pecking order.  The first row behind the driver is clearly marked "for invalids and passengers with children".  If they are empty, you may sit in these, just be prepared to surrneder it without argument.  It is considered polite to offer any seat to a babusya (grandmother wearing the head scarf) or pregnant woman.  They initially decline, but you should firmly say "sidaite" and refuse to resume your seat.  You could encounter verbal abuse from a babusya who wants your seat if you don't first offer her this courtesy.  And the rest of the passengers will give you dirty looks.  So, just be polite and follow the pecking order.

During winter, avoid the window seats; it gets cold.  However, when crowded, the window seat provides more personal space and comfort.  In summer, beware of opening windows.  A breeze on a child or baby is considered very, very bad and the whole marsh would rather sweat than see that happen.

Exercise general safety procautions like stashing away valuables and clutching your purse tightly. Get to know the local geography near your site; your exact destination may not be listed on the placard.  Hail a marsh from the side of the road by sticking you arm out to your side, palm down.

When bringing large baggage, store it under the dashboard by the door you enter through.  If taking it to your seat, don't place it on the chair; stash it under your chair or by your feet instead.

Marshes do drive on ice.  Weather will rarely, rarely ever stop a marsh.  Or even slow them down.

Obviously, the back is bumpier.  When crowded, you are also more likely to get trapped in the back row and miss your stop.  In this case, don't hesitate to yell out "stop".

Finally, standing in the aisle may be unsafe and uncomfortable, but it builds an important Peace Corps skill:  marshrutka surfing.  Your balance and reflexes will never be better.

It happens gradually, but rest assured that marshrutkas will become second nature to you.  The times that are most trying become humorous stories for your friends and family back home.  Happy Trails!
Bus and Train Travel - Making the Journey More Bearable

by Lindsay Naggie
Long Distance Buses
Tickets:  When the bus pulls up to the station, immediately approach the driver or his/her assistant.  Show them your tickets and ask to stow your bags.  They will open a compartment below the bus and it is your responsibility to put your bags on as well as tell the driver when you need to take them off.  You should carry all valuables and necessities with you so that you do not need your bag(s) during the journey.  It is advisable to take a packet with you onboard to transport food, drinks, toiletries and entertainment items (unless you enjoy counting the number of staked down goats and moo cows as I do).  

If your destination is a place you have never been before (that isn’t the route end), you can ask the driver and/or assistant to tell you when you need to get off.  

Where to sit:  If you get on the bus at its origin and have a ticket with a seat number you may be able to sit in that seat.  However, people usually do not follow the seat numbers.  Two important words you should know are “free” and “busy”.  People are constantly getting on and off the bus and will ask you about seats near you.

Solo Female Travelers:  Many Ukrainian women travel alone on buses.  It’s acceptable to ask to sit next to another woman even if there are a number of pair seats open.  

The scenic window seat:  If it’s raining, you might as well keep your raincoat on as the window probably leaks.  When it is cold the part of your body that is next to the window will also be cold.  In case of bad weather, I carry an empty packet to cover the window where the body touches glass. 

In search of fresh air: In the summer months drivers do open windows.  Many of the buses have roof hatches which are used as vents.  Try to find an seat just behind an open vent.  If you get on the bus and do not see any windows open try to sit right behind the driver as he usually opens his own window.

Front vs. Back:  You should sit in the back if you are traveling with friends and want to chit chat.  Since the engine is usually in the back the noise will drown you out. However, it is usually hotter and sometimes the shock absorbers are in really bad shape.  Sit in the front if you want peace.  Sit in the middle if you don’t want to see the death defying attempts at passing other vehicles.  

I gotta go…to the bathroom:  Most stops last from 5-10 minutes.  If you didn’t hear the bus driver call out the time then you should ask when you exit.  Almost all stops have pay toilets.  Leave a packet or beverage to mark your seat.  If you see the bus starting up and the door closing…run, shout, and wave your hands until someone notices you.  If your bus leaves without you, you should hire a taxi to catch up with it.

Trains
Preference between coupe and platzcart seats varies between each volunteer.  Most of us have had negative and positive experiences on both, yet we like one class better than the other.  Anyone who has the unfortunate experience of riding 4th class will tell you to avoid it at all costs!  4th class is a platzcart wagon, seats are on a 1st come/1st serve basis.  There are no mattresses or linens.  There is no place for your valuables. There are many drunk and sketchy people.  There are 54 seats on a platzcart wagon.  The night I rode 4th class, over 100 people were crammed in.  The only free place was the shelf above the second bed where the mattresses usually lie.  That is where I laid for 8 hours, in the dust, 6 inches from the ceiling, with the cockroaches crawling around.  

Bathroom: Upon entering the bathroom, immediately roll up you pants to avoid whatever is on the floor.  The toilet seats are very wide which makes standing (then squatting) on them convenient for short women.  There are usually bars on the window which you can use to steady yourself.  Always take toilet paper and baby wipes with you (the train paper usually gets used up).  There is usually a posted schedule that tells when the bathroom will be closed (when the train stops at stations).

Items to have within in reach: water, snacks, reading material, earplugs, sleeping pills, your phone (to send text messages to your friends about the crazy cat lady or the potty- training 2 year-old you are riding with).  

Coupe Etiquette:  Under the bottom bench there is room for your luggage.  You should only take up half of the space.  It’s acceptable to put things under the table, but do not leave things in the aisle.  Your coupe mates may ask you to step out while they change their clothes. You may ask them to do the same for you.  You should also step out into the corridor when people are making their beds as it is a tight squeeze in the aisle.  

Bed/Seat sharing:  You can make up your bed as soon as the conductor brings your sheets.  If you are sleeping on the bottom bunk, the person with the top bunk will sit on your bunk until he/she is ready to go to bed.  If you don’t like sharing you should consider buying a top bunk seat.    

Tea or Coffee:  You may get tea or coffee from the conductor in the evening and/or morning.  Other volunteers (myself included) have never seen the coffee cups washed with soap.  They are only rinsed with cold train water.  If you are germ wary, you should provide the conductor with your own cup.

On Train Travel

by Lauren and Michael Warchol
We've gotten to be more-or-less used to taking the train to and from Kyiv. Sometimes, we ride "coupe" (second class), with two other people in a sleeping car. Generally, we take "platzcart" (third class), which is row after row of bunk beds in one wagon, including a set going horizontally down the corridor. It's the cheapest way to travel, but without any privacy at all -- there are probably 50 people in every wagon; we're talking changing-under-your-sheets lack of privacy. At least in coupe, you can ask your coupe mates to go out into the hallway, close the door, and change your clothes. 

Although most Ukrainians make conversation with strangers and even share food no matter which class they ride, we still find that a little bit strange so we usually keep to ourselves. But on a recent trip, we had no choice. We were sharing a space with the chattiest Ukrainian ladies ever, who wanted to know all about the popularity of Amway in Ukraine and kept inviting other passengers to sit in for an informal "Q&A" of sorts with "the Americans." At one point, we had eight people sitting in cramped quarters meant for four with one member of our audience sitting on the bed of a perfect stranger, who was trying to sleep – some days, you just feel like a rock star, as our country director always says. We didn't sign any autographs but we were asked for our cell phone numbers (which we made the mistake of giving – wouldn't recommend doing that)!

LANGUAGE
Hard Guy or Softy?
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By John Marone
http://www.ukraine-observer.com/articles/201/531

"Give passport, please!" or a similarly constructed phrase would not be unusual to hear from a Ukrainian border guard with a basic knowledge of English. 
Even though he is taking the trouble to speak your language in his country (because, presumably, you don't understand his language) to an English speaker his request may seem a bit direct, definitely awkward and possibly even rude. 
The request brings Cold War images of the stony-faced Soviet commissar, pedantic Communist ideologue or cigarillo-smoking femme fatale to mind. The border guard didn't smile when he said it and, given that your bright white sneakers and trendy backpack cost more than he (officially) earns in a month, you expect a little respect. Indeed, this guy may despise you for reasons known only to him (e.g.: he believes that real men don't board aircraft in shorts), or he may just be an example of the type of public servant or service industry worker that people in this part of the world learned to deal with a long time ago. 
But there is nothing in his speech that suggests either of these conclusions. The phrase quoted above sounds perfectly courteous in Russian: The word "Give" would be in the polite form, "daite" [дайте], instead of the familiar "Dai" [дай]." In addition, our Russian speaker has added the word "please" ("pozhaluysta" [*пожалуйста*]) for good measure. So what do you want, a welcome parade? True, the proper use of English articles (e.g. "the" and "a") wouldn't hurt, but he doesn't have any of these in his native language. He also could have added the pronoun "me" after "give," but that would have made his request sound less official - at least to his ear. 
There is, in addition, the issue of his less-than-friendly manner, which many foreigners note among people working behind counters or in uniform in Ukraine. We English speakers (particularly Americans) believe that courtesy, especially if we are spending our money somewhere, is part of the service. In theory, many Russian speakers wouldn't disagree, but they generally reserve their smiles for people they like or are at least are pretending to like. Indifference to customers or patrons is neither a policy nor a violation thereof. More often, it depends on the person or the mood he is in. 
In all fairness to Ukrainians, some English speakers have taken superficial civility and thinly disguised sarcastic language, topped off with a smile so stiff that it almost hurts, to the level of an art. Our ears hear "Thank you, sir!" but their eyes say, "Don't come back soon, clown." For that matter, just try to speak something other than English in the U.S., where, contrary to popular belief, there is no official language. Ukraine's linguistic efforts are laudable by comparison. 
But how about when you phone or visit an office in Kyiv, where a bilingual secretary is on hand? Phrases like, "Whom do you represent?" (instead of "May I ask who's calling?") and "Call later, please" (instead of "Can I have Mr. Petrenko get back to you?") or "Wait on line" (rather than "Please hold the line") give you the initial impression that the rest of your dealings with this company will be just as cold or awkward. 
Why do they talk like that? Well, first it must be acknowledged that secretaries, no less than border guards, can be a difficult breed just about anywhere. The West is no exception. Second, the person you are speaking to in Kyiv might really be cold and very representative of the firm she works for. Oddly enough, if the secretary is nice and makes a genuine effort to show you every tooth in her mouth in violation of every cultural norm that she and her compatriots cherish, our non-Russian speaker may still be put off by her choice of words. 
The reason for this is that English doesn't have straightforward polite forms (rendered in Russian as in many other European languages by using the second person plural - "Vy" [*Вы*] or "You all"). Instead we have all kinds of complicated structures that aren't all that easy to understand, much less to master by foreigners. "Could you," "Would you" and "If you don't mind" are just a few of the verbose ways we show people that we are attempting to be polite. Many a North American or Brit has probably never even considered why the future continuous tense in English sounds more courteous than the future simple. For example, "Will you be having coffee with your desert?" is more delicate than "Do you want coffee with your desert?" 
Just recall for a moment how many times you thought a young waiter was being cocky because he tried to tackle one of these complicated English structures but failed. He wanted to say "Will that be all this evening" but something like "Is that all you will eat this evening?" came out instead. And to make matters worse, Ukrainians and Russians are sometimes embarrassed to admit that they don't know English as well as they would like, occasionally even continuing to speak in English while you try your hand at Russian in a comical duel of reverse linguistic chauvinism. Usually you would just give them the benefit of the doubt, because their mistakes don't seem to be grammatical and they've come up with a couple of impressive, multi-syllabic words which you'd only heard a few times yourself. 
But don't be fooled. Russian, unlike English, is loaded with inflection, which means the endings and stems of the same word changes depending on the role the word plays in a given sentence. English is more likely to rely on syntax, prepositions or articles. A simple sentence in Russian is difficult to formulate without knowing the endings, while many can at least make themselves understood in English by just knowing the words. Nevertheless, when it comes to more complicated structures conveying mood, obligation, courtesy and respect, English turns into a swamp of confusion. In such cases, the Russian speaker's preference for grammar (at least in formal discourse) weighs him down with clumsy structure long discarded in English, and multi-syllabic words won't help him. 
Several hundred years ago, English had a lot more inflection and other features that Russian has retained. For example, instead of just "You," we had "thou" when talking to one person (e.g. thou art a villain) and "Ye" when addressing more than one (e.g. Hear ye! Hear ye!). Russian, like many European languages, retains this: "Ty" [Ты] (you singular) and "Vy" (you plural or polite). Languages like German, Spanish and French do the same. Russian, in fact, started using "Vy" as a polite form in imitation of European tongues. In the 15th century, for example, a peasant would address the Czar as "Ty". A few centuries later, he'd probably be beaten for talking that way to his lord. 
Today, knowing when one should use "Vy" instead of "Ty" is no easy task for the English-speaking student of Russian. Your average Russian textbook will tell you to use "Vy" with older people, adult strangers and as a general sign of respect. However, in my view, it's not just a matter of when you should, but when you want to use it. Using "Vy" creates a distance between speakers, as demonstrated by the fact that many Russian speakers address their parents using "Ty," but an irate customer in a shop would probably use "Vy" while putting a cocky and possibly even younger store clerk in his place - unless things get really nasty and insults start to fly. 
Not only is Russian invested with courtesy features, which unfortunately don't translate well into English, it also expresses a soft side of the people who speak it, which is rarely depicted in Hollywood stereotypes played by actors like Dolph Lundgren. For example, a Russian mother talking to her child can add endings to words that create a level of tenderness unachievable in English without the creation of entirely new words: "Pokazhika mamochke svoi malusenkiye pukhlenkiye nozhechki, Sashenka!" [*Покажи-ка мамочке свои малюсенькие пухленькие ножечки, Сашенька!*] might translate into English as "Show mommy your chubby little legs, little Alex." But half of the emotion from the original is lost. Diminutive endings like "ka" [*ка*], "ochka" [*очка*], "ik" [*ик*] and "chik" [*чик*] are also used between men and women or sometimes just to soften a command: "Dai mne stul," [*Дай мне стул*] (give me the chair) sounds harder than "Dai mne stul'chik" [*Дай мне стульчик*] (give me the little chair - or could you, would you, hand me that chair?). 
This isn't to say that English-speaking mothers or lovers also can't be gentle and sensitive. They just need to use more words or make up their own. I strongly suspect that pet names for babies and bedmates are more common in English (e.g. boo, pumpkin, baby cakes, honey bun) than in Russian, which seems to prefer to build on the word itself rather than coming up with a new one: Ivan, Vanya, Vanusha, Vaneshka, etc. 
Familiarity in Russian can, however, breed contempt. The same diminutives can be used quite subtly to express condescension and even ridicule. Just as "Vy" can signal respect and distance, "Ty" can show lack of respect as well as affection. Calling someone whom you've just met, for example, Vanya would be saucy. Just as a serious female journalist would probably prefer to be called ''Zhurnalist" [*журналист*] rather than "Zhurnalistka" [*журналистка*]. A short man referred to as a "chelovechik" [*человечек*] rather than simply "chelovek" [*человек*] might punch you in the nose. As always in such matters, it mostly depends on who is saying it and how he says it. In Russian, where the division between soft and hard dominates the alphabet, the choice is clear. In English, the distinction is lost.
Animal Farm
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By John Marone
http://www.ukraine-observer.com/articles/ 

 In George Orwell's satirical allegory of the Russian revolution, written in 1945, barnyard beasts are used to represent various classes or groups of people in early Soviet society. For example, the horse symbolizes the worker, and the hens speak for women. English and presumably Russian language readers have no trouble identifying who is who. 

 In reality, animal associations from everyday speech sometimes differ quite a bit between the two languages. As Orwell aptly illustrated, Russian speakers see the horse as industrious, but not only. In Russian, one can be said to drink like a horse and sweat like a horse, which, of course, could be considered characteristics common to workers of other countries, too. 

 Hens are also perceived more or less the same in both cultures, but here things get a little tricky. The male version of this bird, the cock, evokes equally strong but entirely different sentiments in Russian and English. In Russian prisons, the cock, or petukh (петух) is what they call men who provide sexual services to other inmates. In America, these guys are known as "sissies." Cock in vulgar English denotes, ironically, the ultimate in masculinity - i.e. the male sex organ - which is why we now use the word "rooster" in children's books. 

 Since many of the world's tongues still maintain the imprint of agricultural societies, one shouldn't be surprised to find coarse or indelicate human behavior compared to what is quite natural among domesticated animals. That having been said, Russian peasants apparently looked at the four-legged world from a different angle. 

 For example, the Russian word for goat, ”kozel” (козел), refers to someone who would stab you in the back. Incidentally, it is also part of the Russian prison culture, although one can commonly hear it used among irate motorists who've been cut off by another car. 

 Additionally, it is used in the phrase "old goat" or stariy kozel (старый козел). But you might get a strange look from a Russian speaker if you refer to yourself as such in frank admission that you are over the hill. Calling someone an old goat in English may not be a complement for an elderly man, but at worst it would mean that he is silly. In Russian, it's like calling him an old S.O.B. 

The only really nasty association with goats in English is largely directed at women and means that they are oversexed. In Russian, the word ”cat” or ”koshka” (кошка) might express something vaguely similar. Used in the right context, however, koshka could be a complement for a woman from either linguistic tradition. 

 If one wants to detract from a lady's physical appearance, the ways of doing so are probably innumerable in any language. Still, you might be surprised at the more common expressions chosen by Russians. Typically, the crocodile (крокодил) and porcupine (дикобраз) are favored for this purpose. In English, the dog or coyote are popular. For a stupid or clumsy girl, ”cow”, or ”korova” (корова) is the favorite in both tongues. 

 If a girl is good-looking, some Americans would call her a ”fox”. Russians would be confused. To them, a fox or ”lisa” (лиса) is just sly - a reputation it also has in English. Snakes too are considered sneaky in both cultures, but in Russian a snake is just as often considered wise. 
     Men may not be judged too harshly for their looks in the east or west, but that doesn't mean that they don't get compared to all kinds of critters. The word "pig" or "svinya" (свинья) is another one that crosses several international borders. Then there is the word ”Ass” or ”osel”(осел), which is biblical in vintage. In Russian, the traditional connotation has been preserved: "Ass" equals "stupid." In English, ass now more commonly refers to one's rear end, while ”donkey” is what they ride on in the third-world countryside. In any case, not many are likely to call you a stupid donkey in English. 

 Women may suffer from having their appearances crudely critiqued, but we men are often the butt of jokes aimed at our intellects. The favorite comparison in Russian is ”baran” (баран) or ram, as in the phrase: he had a stupid look on his face like a ram looking at a new fence. Calling someone a ”bull” or ”byk” (бык) amounts to the same. The English speaker who's been to the zoo a few times in the former Soviet Union may think he's received a complement. After all, rams are very masculine to us. Bulls, even more so, are powerful and impetuous. They also buy a lot of stock on Wall Street - unlike bears, who in Russian get the credit for being bold and powerful. 

 Bulls are in fact so strong that if one abuses his physical advantages to pick on others, he is referred to in English as a ”bully”, which doesn't translate into Russian at all. Furthermore, one who even exaggerates his abilities or anything else verbally is said to be talking bull. Russians also wouldn't deny the strength of the bovine beast, but first and foremost they consider him stupid. 
 Alas, even man's best friend, the dog, doesn't escape the mockery. In Russian, the canine is referred to as a ”sobaka” (собака) or a ”pyos” (пес). The first word has almost an eastern ring to it when used to insult someone - as if to say that he is less than human. The second one seems more Slavic, and it usually refers to body odor, as in the outdated phrase smerdyaschiy pyos (smelly pooch). 

 We English speakers speak even worse of the first animal ever domesticated, tagging it with all kinds of unpleasant names: mutt, mongrel, cur. In Russian the only equivalent that I know of is ”dvornyashka”, which simply means street dog. 

 However, not all animal names are offensive. In Russian, a favorite term of endearment is ”zaychik” (зайчик), which comes pretty close to ”bunny” in English, but is usually used by women when referring to "cute" men. Don't confuse this with the word ”krolik” (кролик), which is probably best translated as ”hare”, and usually means one is timid or even cowardly. 

 In Russian fairy tales, the lovesick maiden often calls her prince charming a sokol (сокол) or falcon. Now it's the name of an elite Ukrainian paramilitary group. A modern granny might call her grandson ”golubchik” (голубчик), or little pigeon. In English, this bird is usually associated with street droppings. In American slang, it means a sucker or someone to be easily fooled. 
     Birds in general seem to get more of their fair share of attention from many a culture, as illustrated by how many winged predators appear on national flags. The associations for such breeds are international. For other birds, perceptions vary. 

 In English, you have the "early bird." In Russian, you are either an ”owl” ”sova” (сова) i.e. night person) or a ”lark” (zhavronok) (Жавронок). In English, for some reason, we consider the lark happy, as in the phrase "happy as a lark." and the owl wise. But how can that be, given Ben Franklin's prediction that "early to bed and early to rise makes a man healthy, wealthy and wise," If you mix them up, you may look like a birdbrain. On the other hand, a bird in the hand is worth two in the bush. What bush? Russians say a chickadee in hand is worth a crane in the sky. 
Even insects come into play. For hard workers, in English, we have busy bees (not to mention beavers). It's not just alliteration here. These creatures really do work a lot. In Russian, bees are also honored, but male bees, or truten (трутень), are picked out for being lazy. Sometimes alliteration does take precedence over meaning in the use of animals for comparative phrases: e.g. English "drunk as a skunk." No Russian speaker would accuse a skunk of overdrinking. Then again, horses aren't usually keen on martinis either. 

Sometimes, English speakers even accuse fish of drinking too much, in a mad attempt to project our own vices on the animal kingdom. Though we do honor them for swimming well. In Russian, fish are known for keeping their mouths shut: "molchаt kak ryba" (молчать как рыба). 

But at the end of the day, people on both sides of the linguistic divide seem to have ambivalent feelings for their distant relatives along the evolutionary chain. Calling someone a ”beast” can be at once a complement or an insult - at least for men. In Russian the word here is ”zver” (зверь). If you use the synonym ”tvar” (тварь), however, the effect is definitely negative. 

The English word "animal" has the same root as the word "animation" or "being alive". Russian ”zhivotnoye ” (животное) shares the etymological stem zhivot (живот) or stomach. So mind your table manners and don't live it up too much if you don't want to be reminded of your animal roots.

Language Learning and TEFL Volunteers
by Abby Vogus

As a TEFL volunteer it can be very easy to forget about language learning after training. We are surrounded by English teachers who want to practice their English skills. We spend at least 18 hours a week teaching our students in English and even more hours at English Club. When we come home, we can always curl up with a nice English-language book or watch a DVD in English for entertainment. It’s very easy for us to get comfortable because our work does not demand that we have a command of Russian or Ukrainian. It requires us to know English! We need only the survival skills of how to buy something, ask directions and introduce ourselves. For things beyond these skills we usually have a large pool of English teachers and students who are willing to be our interpreters. If it is so easy for us to survive as English teachers at our site with only three months of language training, what motivation do we have to continue learning?

In my experience in my small town, learning the language has been my key to integrating better into my community, professionally and personally. Professionally, learning Russian better has helped me to better predict my students’ mistakes in class. It’s also has improved my classroom discipline because I can understand when they are cheating or saying bad words versus just asking what did I say.

More importantly than that though, has been the improvement to my personal relationships with my colleagues because I can now speak their native language. When I arrived, I could feel that my colleagues were nervous to speak with me, especially those who did know English. They were so timid because they weren’t sure how well they spoke and were afraid to embarrass themselves if we couldn’t communicate. And for the teachers who didn’t speak English, they ignored me altogether unless they saw someone who could interpret around. This of course added extra pressure to our English teachers to understand me. But when they learned that I could speak some Russian, those barricades of communications were demolished. Everyone wanted to speak to me and ask questions. Best of all, my English teachers didn’t feel so afraid to talk to me. They saw me in an awkward position as well. As a Russian speaker, I was just as uncomfortable as they were when they spoke English. It became clear that I would not judge their English because I understood what it was like to struggle as I spoke a foreign language. They began to open up to me and soon we were sitting around the table in the cafeteria gossiping and telling about the terrible days we had, sometimes in English, sometimes in Russian and sometimes both. I really began to feel more included in my community and like a part of the family because my colleagues, my friends, were able to confide in me and to understand how I felt. In the beginning, when they saw I was not my usual chipper self, they seemed afraid to ask because they couldn’t understand everything. But later, after our language breakthrough, they did ask me. And I could ask them. They now tell me all those things that they feel and go through, sometimes more than I want to know. Improving my language took away the intimidation of speaking a foreign language for them. They know that if I don’t understand their English it is possible to explain simply in Russian. They now look upon me as a confidant and I also see many of them in this way as well. There is no long any wondering how the other person is feeling. We can always express those feelings. This was the greatest thing that made me feel at home in this community. I found my family here who I could tell anything to and I knew that they also cared deeply about me. So I would encourage every TEFL volunteer to take advantage of that money we are allotted for language tutors. It’s the first step to developing a meaningful relationship with your colleagues and future friends.

Language Learning in Ukraine: What are They Saying, is it Russian or Ukrainian?
by Amy Heasley, Berdychiv
I am a group 27 TEFL volunteer living in Berdychiv, which is a city located in the southern part of Zhytomyr Oblast.  During my training period, I learned Ukrainian.  I should say I “learned” Ukrainian, because I was the worst in my cluster of four people when it came to Ukrainian pronunciation and grammar!  I struggled through the 12 weeks of language learning and I even spent extra time meeting with my LCF to try and improve my language skills before leaving for my permanent site.  During training I lived with a retired woman who only spoke Ukrainian with me.  It was a real challenge because I wasn’t exposed to the regular spoken interactions between family members.  If she was not speaking directly to me, I did not hear Ukrainian.  Well, nonetheless, I managed to “pass” the LPI exam with respectable results and off I went to my future site at the end of the training period.  I made some promises to myself when I arrived in Berdychiv; that I WAS going to get a grasp on the Ukrainian language and I was going to improve my language abilities so that I could communicate with people in my community.  

Upon arriving at my site, one of the best things I did was to inform my coordinator that Peace Corps Ukraine was willing to financially support continued language learning and that I needed to find a tutor.  She introduced me to one of her colleagues and after a cordial meeting; I decided that Valya would suit me fine as a tutor.  I had two requirements when selecting my tutor: 1) that she did not know English and 2) that we use the communicative method and Peace Corps manuals.  I purposely selected a tutor who did not speak English so that I would not have a “crutch” in my language learning and if I wanted to communicate something to Valya, I would have to rely on my Ukrainian skills.  

Well, as you can probably expect, I hit the ground running.  I spent an average of four hours per week meeting with Valya and I completed homework assignments in the Peace Corps manuals.  We started on page 1 of book 1 and we covered every exercise and every page of the manuals.  It took several months to complete the three manuals, but just as we were finishing, it was time for Peace Corps language refresher and I received another set of texts and practice materials!   At this point in time, my language skills were taking off like a rocket.  I could openly and freely communicate with my host family and Valya, but in the streets of Berdychiv, I seemed to have an impossible communication barrier.  I thought that I must have acquired some improvement in my language skills, but when I interacted with local people and I could not understand them and I had no idea what they were saying.  I would explain my frustration to Valya and she patiently explained that sometimes people spoke to me in Russian, but it was most likely Surjek.  I had heard other PCVs talk about Surjek, which is the mixing of Russian and Ukrainian, but it took me a very long time to understand spoken Surjek!!
For the first six months, I was completely irritated when I would speak to people and they would mix up the two languages into what seemed to me some indecipherable nonsense.  I was constantly reiterating to shopkeepers and sellers that Ukrainian and Russian are two distinct languages and as a Peace Corps volunteer, I arrived in Ukraine not knowing either language, but I managed to learn only one: Ukrainian!  People would just smile and tell me that Russian and Ukrainian practically the same language—and in Berdychiv they ARE mixed into one!  Well, I hated to break it to everyone but to a person unfamiliar with any Slavic languages—they are definitely distinct and should be spoken separately for the sanity of all foreigners and especially THIS Peace Corps Volunteer working in Ukraine!  Well, eventually, I did learn to understand spoken Surjek and even spoken Russian, but it took a long time and patience.

As trainees, I know that during your training you will focus heavily on learning either Ukrainian or Russian.  I would like to offer you a bit of advice.  First of all, Ukraine is a bi-lingual country.  Although there are some pockets of Ukraine where one language is exclusively spoken over the other, you will find it helpful to learn basic phrases in both languages once you arrive at your site and you can individually control your language-learning program.  If you are learning Ukrainian, you will definitely find it frustrating to travel in Kyiv and exclusively rely on Ukrainian.  If you are learning Russian, you will experience the same frustrations when traveling to L’viv, for example.  I know that Surjek will become a pain in your side if you learn either Ukrainian or Russian and you are sent to a site where the languages are mixed into a nearly incomprehensible mish-mash.  I almost lost my mind and patience over this problem, but I gave it time!  I concentrated first on learning one language well, Ukrainian, and then I studied basic phrases in Russian with my tutor.  You language tutor can be a saving grace once you move to your permanent site.  Mine certainly was!  There is one huge advantage that I now realize, to living in a site where Surjek is prevalent:  I can now understand spoken Ukrainian and Russian!  I continue to communicate in Ukrainian, but I can generally understand Ukrainian, Russian and Surjek equally.  This is a challenge in Ukraine.  Language learning here is a HUGE challenge, but it is one that the Peace Corps staff realizes.  They are very supportive of continued language learning at your permanent site and through In-Service Trainings.  Most importantly, I would like to emphasize that all Peace Corps Volunteers here face similar challenges, but with a positive attitude and a commitment to continued learning, the challenges of communicating in Ukrainian, Russian and even Surjek can be overcome.

Best wishes for continued language learning success!

Hey Stupid, Learning a New Language is Fun!
by Michael Truett, YD PCV 
If you have ever wanted to remember what it was like when you were a child, and I mean a baby, a real helpless baby, not being able to ask for milk or say you have to go to the bathroom, now is your chance.  I don’t care how smart you are, how articulate you are in English or Spanish or whatever you speak well--no more!  This is not learning a language in the calm safety of a classroom.  This is learning language in the living environment of the people who speak it daily.  If you don’t have a sense of humor, get one – now!  You’re going to need it.  

Ukrainian and Russian are both very rich and developed tongues.  And unless you have studied them before you arrived in Ukraine, get ready for a rollercoaster of crash-course, learning fun.  Oh, and for all you folks who have had some training in Ukrainian or Russian: don’t put your foot in the stirrup of that high horse just yet, this ain’t your professor’s textbook gibberish.  But don’t fear.  You can do it!  I am from Tennessee and many people don’t even think I speak English correctly, so, if the Peace Corps staff can teach me, you should have no trouble.  But be ready to laugh.  Why, you ask, do I keep saying that?  Well, I’m pleased as punch that you asked.  Here’s why:

Reason number 1 (actually, it’s the only reason): You will sound stupid sometimes.  It will get better, but be prepared to sound like a babbling infant with people looking askance at the very words you know you are saying correctly.  It happens.  Thick accent, weird word order, and very little understanding of slang, all of you will have at least one of these in some form or another.  Get ready and don’t be afraid.  It’s fun!  Let that self-consciousness go.  The more you talk the better you’ll be, and when you sound stupid and people laugh, just shrug your shoulders and say, “Sorry, from America.”  Please say it in the common language you’re learning, though.  Also, remember the phrase: “Ya Ne-pa-nee-mayo.” It means, “I don’t understand.”  You’ll hear it almost as much as you’ll say it.  Good luck.  (By the way that works both in Ukrainian and Russian.)

I guess you’re right, I hear you.  No, you’re right.  I’ve just been preaching.  You’ll find it out on your own.  You want a few stories to drive home the point?  Fair enough, I gave away my pride long ago in matters of language.  Let’s see, what’s a good one?  Oh, I know.  Try this:

I was at a café (you’ll find cafes are where you can achieve a maximum appearance of idiocy).  I wanted sausage.  Just the little hot-dogs I had seen everyone else getting; quite tasty looking, slathered with mustard, and steamy hot.  I knew how to say, “I want.”  I knew the word for “sausage,” for “hot,” for “mustard.”  No problem, right? Read on, dear friend. (By the way, “Hot-dog” is well understood here, just so you know.)  So: 

I beckoned the unsuspecting waitress, a quite attractive young lass eager to provide all she could to the obvious American waiting hungrily at the table.  Ah, now my language skills would leap to the forefront and I would dazzle her with my quick ability with this simple dialect.  

To her I said, in Russian, “I want sausage, please.  Hot sausage with mustard on it.”  Well done, I gloated to myself.  Yet, for some reason she recoiled in horror at my request.  The quizzical look upon her face proved to me that she didn’t understand the Russian language as well as I.  Again I said: “I want sausage.  Hot sausage with mustard, please.”  But, yet again, the strange look from a woman who should know her own language better than I.  “No,” she said in Russian, and firmly.  Now, I knew she understood me, but perhaps there was a cross-cultural revelation I was missing.  “Please,” I said.  “No,” she again responded.  

Now my patience was running thin with this woman.  It was time to put my foot down in typical, arrogant American fashion.  That would show her who knew what he was talking about.  Loudly, I said, ”Give new your sausage.  Hot, with a lot of mustard!  Now, please!”  “No! [then, Russian cursing, I now know]” responded the unrighteously offended woman and stormed off not to return.  

So, what could be the problem with this imputent woman?  Well, it turned out to be the mere omission of one syllable.  You see in Russian the word for sausage is: “sa-sees-kee”  That’s all well and good.  Unfortunately, I had been using the word: “sees-kee” That word is pretty much slang for a woman’s breasts.  Now go back to that dialog and insert your favorite slang term for a woman’s breasts every time I say “sausage” and it should become evident why she refused me service.  

One syllable!  What kind of language would do that?  We’ll English for one, but I’ll leave those comparisons to your vast knowledge.  Learn to laugh, I say.  And you know what?  I’ll never make that mistake again.  Learning is fun!

What’s that?  Oh, I’m just stupid, you say?  Yea, stupid like a fox!  Chew on this one:

My school was happy to have me.  They had invited some of the better contributors to meet the teachers.  I, being the new American, was to be the show pony.  Let it be, I thought.  Before the formal speeches, introductions were made. “Hello, my name is Michael.  I am from America.  I love Ukraine, etc, etc. {All the things I knew how to say},” I said.  Watching the awed faces, who knew I had studied Russian only three months, I could here in my mind the regal compliments being posited by those amazed by my linguistic skills.  Well done, I said to my self, well done.  

Well done, indeed.  My time came to speak and, through an interpreter, I gave not a bad presentation on what I would teach their children.  Oh, if only it had ended there!  Though, the Assistant Principal insisted I say a few lines in Russian to demonstrate the effects good teaching could have on an eager mind.  Why, of course, no problem.  I proceeded to explain my grammatical development over the past few months.  In Russian: “But since I have only studied for three months, I think, not bad,” I said to the gallery of nodding, smiling heads.  Well done, Michael, well done; if only I had shut up then.  

Yet, I had to continue this extravagant show of my skills noting how, at this point (again in Russian): “I could not write in Russian now, but soon I will be able to write excellently in Russian.”  The heads stopped nodding, scowls appeared, looks of bewilderment.  “Why?” I wondered.  I looked to my counterpart, her head buried in shame upon her chest.  “What?” My eyes beckoned.  Again, more people who couldn’t understand the basics of their own language, what a pity I must teach their children, I thought. 

But if you are looking around a room and don’t know who the fool is – it is probably you.  And it was me.  You see, each language has its own delicate intricacies, and Russian and Ukrainian are no different.  The word for “to write” and the word for (slang) “to urinate” are separated by merely an accent.  I had hit the wrong accent, piteously.  I learned this from my weeping coordinator, whose tears of laughter and shame flowed alike that night.  Oh well, live and learn.  

Later the parents joked with me about it.  What’s worse is I hadn’t only said I would (slang: urinate) IN Russian, but ON Russian.  You’ll get that dandy declination in chapter three of your language book, I think.  Note it well, when you find it, wherever.  Learn to laugh!  

Always know: You can do this.  Besides where else can one garner such stories, except through making a total and complete fool of oneself?

Hey, I heard that!  Oh, you think I didn’t study?  Oh, not as hard as you will?   Yea, I know you’ll study 43 hours a day.  I must not have put in the time, you say.  You’ll give it your all, listen to every word and sentence construction flowing over your rapt ears, it’ll be tough, but those mistakes are for rookies.  

I’m sorry.  Sell crazy somewhere else; I’m all stocked up here.  

I know you came here to learn a new language.  And guess what, you can! And you will!  But you’re going to have to talk to do it and you’re going to screw something up.  Maybe not as bad as me, but if you want the whole language: talk and don’t worry about what you look like.  It’ll come.  I promise--and you’ll be happy for those times when you feel as dumb as I felt in paragraphs five through 16.

If You Do the Hard Work, the Payoff will Inevitably Come
by Bonnie Robinson, TEFL PCV
The other day, some of us were out to lunch with a group of trainees.  As I ordered my meal and asked the waitress for a glass of tap water for the daffodil I’d bought on the street, the trainees stared at me in openmouthed amazement.  “How’d your language get so good?”  Without thinking, I gave them my standard answer: “I’ve been here for a very long time, and I’ve had great teachers along the way.”  But I realized that wasn’t completely fair: certainly, my language teachers and friends have taught me an incredible amount in the two and a half years I’ve been in Ukraine.  What I didn’t mention to the trainees was the amount of sheer hard work I put into studying Ukrainian (and then Russian).

For me, living in another country has always revolved around becoming proficient in the language people speak there.  I remember the first time I experienced that sense of wonder – the “I am the smartest person in the universe!” feeling – that comes with speaking a string of strange-sounding syllables to a person behind a counter, her nodding, and you getting the exact kind of ice cream you wanted (you all know that feeling by now).  I was in Florence, studying abroad during university, and I’d finally realized that if I wanted to be able to do the things I was used to doing in the US, I was going to have to stop my whining and do the hard work required to learn Italian.

And so it was with Ukrainian.  Only in this case, the work started before I’d even left the US.  I remember looking through the Ukrainian phrasebook I’d bought, along with my dad’s old copy of Russian for Beginners just for good measure, and trying to memorize the Cyrillic alphabet during the few weeks before I left. I repeated it over and over at home, doing laundry, packing my suitcases, brushing my teeth.  “А. Б. В. Д.”  Check the book – oops!  Forgot the Г.  I’m amazed my parents didn’t kill me.

When my group arrived in Ukraine in October 2002, we were whisked to Zhytomyr for ten days, and spent a few hours a day in Survival Ukrainian lessons.  At first, I figured it’d be no problem – I already spoke three languages, and I knew the Cyrillic alphabet.  Well, speaking three languages helps not at all when none of them is a Slavic language, and knowing the Cyrillic alphabet only got me through the first day of class.  My most humbling moment during Survival Ukrainian was the day we learned to introduce ourselves.  We went around the circle, asking each other “Як тебе звати?” and answering.  Lucky for me, I was nearly last; we got to my turn and I answered confidently, “Мене звати Бонні.”  But when I turned to the last person to ask her, I promptly forgot the phrase I’d just heard ten times in a row.

Thankfully, this was not a trend that continued for the remainder of my service.  As I switched from one tutor to another and finally found my amazing tutor and friend Ella in Cherkasy, my confidence grew and my retention improved.  Over two years, I progressed from repeating palatized Ls with my first tutor, a non-English speaking Ukrainian teacher (But, Halyna Kazymyrivna, I don’t care if I’m saying it right!  Will you please just check my grammar homework?) to reading fairy tales, watching TV, and dissecting puns with Ella.  Ella made me feel like my language really mattered, like I was learning something more than just how to buy things at the store.  Even when I felt like I was making no progress at all and wondered if I was wasting my time (Will I ever get good at this language?), I still dutifully did my homework and went to my Ukrainian lesson because I didn’t want to let Ella down.  Slowly, I learned how to feel comfortable in a language that, at one time, had seemed like gibberish to me.

The wonderful thing about language learning is that, if you do the hard work, the payoff will inevitably come.  The greatest language compliment I ever got was from one of the ladies at the bazaar in Cherkasy, as she called out to her friend, “Лена, слушай!  Девочка приехала из западной Украины!”  The women were amazed that anyone could speak such clean Ukrainian, and astonished when I told them I was not Ukrainian, nor even Polish, but American.

This past December, I went back to the US for the first time in two years and had a glimpse of how far I’ve come since those days when I repeated the Cyrillic alphabet like a mantra.  On the bulletin board in my room, there was an old yellowed sheet of notebook paper with the numbers from one to twenty written out, in both the Cyrillic and Latin alphabets.  I had to laugh, because I actually couldn’t remember what it had felt like to not know those numbers.  Even though speaking Ukrainian has become just another part of my everyday life, seeing that piece of paper in my room made me realize how hard I’ve worked at my language skills, and how vast the payoff has been.

FOOD

The Food of Ukraine: Through the Eyes and Mouth of a Volunteer

by Eric R Jacobs, CD PCV
Ukraine has much to offer a visitor, but one aspect of this old and diverse culture stands above all else, including the tall, slender beauty of the many domed churches and bell towers found across this vast nation. The food of Ukraine is fantastic! True, it is not as complex as French or Vietnamese, not as spicy as Mexican, Jamaican of Thai, not as meaty as English and not as sour as German or Czech. Ukrainian food is, however comforting, hearty and nutritious. Ukraine has long cold winters and moderate but sunny summers. Thus, it is land of two foods. Winter and summer each offer their own wonderful and colorful bounty.  

Ukrainian food is much more than the predictable words one reads in an outdated guide book or hears from culinary-challenged travelers. There are predictable aspects about Ukrainian food, but those descriptions in themselves are as diluted as the pickled beet soup passed off in the United States as borshch. Take the time to savor the wonderful bounty made up of the foods, drinks and accompanying traditions of Ukraine. 

Potatoes are a staple, but Ukraine also has a wonderful variety of rice. Both white and brown rice are available; short or fat grains with a wonderful sticky starchy like Arborio from Italy or paella rice from Spain. You can also find very long grains like Basmati and even American wild rice in some supermarkets. Rice dishes are plentiful in Ukraine, but the most famous is plof. Plof originated in the eastern steppes and is predominate in Crimea. The process of making it is almost as important as the finished product. It is often cooked outside in large iron skillets over fire pits, and the order in which ingredients are added is important. It is like Spanish paella in both preparation process and its yellow-orange color. Another delicious rice dish, coming again from Eastern (Siberia) origins, combines preserved cabbage and carrots with generous portions of sunflower oil and onions. It is very good for breakfast on a cold morning. Ukrainians are also very fond of using stocks or bouillon in preparing rice, which adds flavor and bit of protein. Rice is preferred a little more cooked than in the US, so it tends to be softer. There is even sweet rice, made with sugar and milk and served warm as a winter breakfast. This can be enhanced by adding eggs and baking it like a pie, which is served warm with honey or preserves. Rice can be combined with all available vegetable, herbs and meats. One of the most traditional of all Ukrainian dishes – holuptsy – is made of cabbage stuffed with rice and meat or vegetables. Thus, in Ukraine rice is a versatile and delicious starch.

The use of pasta is also common. A brief warning: Ukrainian pasta will go from al dente to mushy in 30 seconds, so you should be very attentive when preparing it!  Pasta is used regularly in soups and with meat and vegetable dishes much the same way it is in the US. However, you will not find many Italian-inspired pasta dishes in the Ukrainian kitchen. A favorite dish is one of macaroni noodles with shredded carrots and sunflower oil, served either hot or cold. Pasta made with Ukrainian salt-pickled tomatoes or with adjeka (a garlic vegetable sauce similar to salsa) is simple, delicious and nutritious. Sweet pasta, which is called labsha, is made with sugar and milk and also served warm for breakfast in the winter. If you want to make more traditional American-Italian dishes, it is easy enough as most of the common noodle types are available. Just remember that store-bought tomato sauces tend to be sweet, so consider making your own sauce or combining it with adjeka and fresh or canned tomatoes. 

The potato does rule the realm of starch in Ukraine, but it can be a benevolent ruler. Anyone who says a potato is just a potato has never had them fresh from the dacha lightly boiled then tossed in a little oil or butter and fresh garlic, onions and dill. Yes - these are summer candies, but there are plenty of other good ways to make this durable food throughout the year. Like all starches, it is an excellent pallet for whatever flavors you want to create. Meat or veggies are always willing partners. Boiled, pan fried, deep fried (French fries), mashed, pureed or the ever popular chips, whatever is called for the potato can do it. So if you are tired of boiled potatoes with butter, try spicing it up by adding almost anything you want. They can be used for derunay (potato pancakes), lezhney (stuffed mashed potato patties) and countless other tasty dishes. You can even stuff vareniky with them, make fresh gnocchi, and of course, where would borshch be without them? 

The trinity of starches is omnipresent in Ukraine, but don’t forget to try the many grain or kasha alternatives. There are buckwheats, wheat, rye, oatmeal, barley, millet, semolina, corn meal, grits and more. Kasha can be served sweet for breakfast, savory for lunch or dinner and even cold for a healthy snack. It is whole food at its best.

The seasons determine what fresh fruits and vegetables are available in Ukraine. The exception seems to be bananas, kiwi, oranges and lemons, which are available year-round but more expensive in winter. Many summer fruits are available in winter, but they are preserved as whole fruits, preserves, compote (juice) or dried. The winter vegetables are primarily the ubiquitous potato, beets, cabbage, carrots, garlic and onions. The winter selection may seem sparse, but Ukrainians are masters of variety with few ingredients. With winter vegetables and some imagination, one can expect at least a dozen different salads from vinaigrette (beets, potatoes, onions, carrots and pickles) to Korean carrots (carrots, garlic and spices) or cabbage salads with mayonnaise or oil, fresh or pickled, warm or cold. Don’t despair in winter. Instead, find variety and colorful combinations to get you through. And you can look forward to the summer, when you can gorge yourself on what is in harvest each week.

The summer fruit obsession begins with strawberries and wild strawberries (zimliky). They start coming in from the farms and dachas in late May. A kilogram can go for as little as 5 UAH. Sweet cherries will be followed by sour cherries, then raspberries, mulberries, gooseberries and red and black currants. People buy them by the kilograms and the next day buy more because they ate them all! The streets are covered with cherry pits in June and July, and you cannot find better ingredients for fresh pies. As summer progresses, the peaches come to market followed by plums and apricots. Late summer and fall brings in the pears and apples which if stored properly can last all winter. The long winter encourages people to preserve much of the fruit, and perhaps there is also just too much to eat in the summer. The same is true with vegetables and herbs. 
While radishes are often the first veggie of the spring or summer, the tomatoes are the kings of the summer veggies (or fruits). Along with their queens – cucumbers – you can expect to eat at least 20 salads a week with these two ingredients (breakfast, lunch and dinner). Add some fresh lettuce, cabbage, onion, parsley or dill for variety. No matter how they are prepared, it is quick, healthy and delicious. The tomatoes and cucumbers are so good you can eat them like apples: just wash and dry them and munch away. Most Volunteers claim the best tomatoes they ever had are found in Ukraine. Other summer vegetables include zucchini, yellow squash, peas, green onions and garlic, sorrel and several tasty lettuces. Corn will come later as the other grains are being harvested. As the cold weather creeps back pumpkin and squashes begin to show up. Ukrainians tend to eat them with kasha, typically rice, but that is about it. Try pumpkin or squash soup, pumpkin bread and save some for that thanksgiving pie. Weight loss in summer is common because people’s diet becomes primarily vegetables and fruits.

However, man or woman can not live on fruits and vegetables alone. That is why Ukrainians love cookies. In Ukraine you can expect to find perhaps a hundred or more different varieties. Cookies come in all forms from the basic tea cookies, to fruit (usually cherry or apricot) filled that are like small and crunchy fig newtons, longer delicate cookies stuffed with vanilla cream with the appropriate name bamboo, chocolate covered cookies, short bread cookies and the famous wafer cookies that come in at least ten varieties. There are fruit creams like strawberry; chocolate creams; white, dark or milk, butter creams, and vanilla creams. There are tiny pillow cookies and giant, hard bagel-like cookies. They are plain, covered in frosting, chocolate, sugar and poppy seeds. You can buy cookies in the prepackaged containers, but most are sold from giant boxes and you will pay by the weight. Cookies are important for every occasion and are eaten at most meals, especially tea time. If you like cookies you will find it a lot easier to have good day in Ukraine.
Some days it seems like everything in Ukraine is sweet. Ukraine is purportedly the largest producer of sugar in Europe and the locals enjoy this homegrown commodity. Coffee and tea are heavily sweetened. Chocolates, cookies and torts are very sweet and even fresh compote is made with copious amounts of the white crystals. Bakers beware, brown sugar is not readily available, though it has been suggested to use a bit of honey or a little extra vanilla. Ukrainians love sweet things, and you will usually find something sweet with every meal. 

Torts (cakes) come in many forms, but are usually round and cake-like with thin layers of cake, creams and frosting. Some have as many as twelve layers, and can be filled with creams, honey, nuts, fruit, candy, jellies, liquor and more. The most famous, and one of the sweetest, is the Kyiv tort with its distinctive white, green and red box. It has a unique texture of malted milk balls layered in sweet butter cream. While it is sold all over the country, it is extra special to bring one to someone when you are coming from Kyiv. 

Chocolate is also important in the local food culture. A box is a requisite gift for holidays, lunch parties, birthdays, picnics and just visiting with friends. It comes in bars, boxes and individual pieces that you can buy in bulk. You can find good local varieties, Western European, American and Russian varieties ranging from white to milk to very dark with more than 70% cocoa. Ukrainian chocolate tends to be sweeter than American, and more dark varieties are available. Chocolate’s depression-fighting endorphins may help in getting through the long winters. 
Meat can be expensive in Ukraine. The most affordable is usually chicken. The whole chicken is often used in the Ukrainian kitchen, so be prepared to be served the bones and fat. It is a source of protein and fat, which are important in the winter. The feet also make a very good broth for soups and rice. Chicken stands are everywhere and the eggs from these chickens are wonderful with very deep yellow to almost orange yokes. Pork and veal battle for the number two position in meat, while beef brings up the rear. Lamb and mutton are available, but more common in the Carpathians and Crimea. Other than chicken, it seems most people take their meat in the form of shashlik. This type of barbeque originates from the Caucasus, and is more than just meat grilled over open fires in the woods. It is a process where family and friends come together to eat delicious food, drink and socialize. If you are wondering what makes it so moist, the secret is mayonnaise, which is used in the meat marinade. 

In addition to cut meats, there are a plethora of sausages and other processed meats. Kielbasa is the generic term for harder sausages and bolognas. You can find an overwhelming variety, but they tend to have a little more fat than Italian, Spanish or America smoked sausages. As for hotdogs, they may take a little longer to get used to. The texture is softer than in the US or Western Europe, and they are usually prepared only by boiling. Perhaps try them Coney Island style (cut in half and pan fried) or grilled.

Family meals and holidays are the best way to enjoy the bounty of Ukraine. The more people the better, but even if you are eating for one the best foods will come from the gardens to the kitchen. Ukrainians take food very seriously, and when the occasion is right they will make generous amounts to share with family and friends. The common saying will be “The Table is Breaking” because so much food is put out. However, it is rarely wasted. 

Whether you are going to or hosting a birthday party, invited to a wedding or the many local holidays, be open to new things and appreciate the extraordinary food found in the bounty of this country. If you are willing to try new things, shop for fresh food and experiment in the kitchen, you will find the culinary experience of Ukraine gastronomically rewarding.

What Do You Like?
by Heron Greensmith, TEFL PCV
This weekend I took the marshrutka to Zaporizhia, the capitol of my region. I live about an hour away, in a small town, and I had been looking forward to spending some time with other volunteers, catching up, speaking English, talking about nothing important at all. After tea, and dinner, and beer, and conversation, we decided to meet up with some Ukrainians at a little party they were having at their apartment. A couple phone calls, another marshrutka, and we were being welcomed into the apartment of a newly married couple that my friend had grown close with. Ahh, more conversation, beer, chocolates, cookies, nuts, and the conversation turned to food. "So, you like urkainian food?" the host asked me. His English was excellent, but we had been talking in Russian, Ukrainian, English, and Sourzhik all night. "I love it," I said. "You like holodets?" I thought of the cold meat and fish jello my host father gobbled down with hot hot mustard. I made a face. "Well, no, not holodets." "And salo?" I thought of the little slices of pig fat on bread and shuddered. "Salo...not...well...no." "And our fish, you like our fish?" "Oh, I love the fish here, it's great!!" "Oh, anchovies?" "Anchovies, no." "And salted fish?" "Oh, is that the one that's kinda raw? Well... um... not that one." 

By now the whole table was looking at me. "What DO you like?" he finally asked. I sat back and blushed. Why had I said I liked Ukrainian food? I felt stupid and on the spot. Then I thought of the home-made borshch and freash bread that my host mother makes for me when I get back from school. And the heavenly mashed potaoes, and the carrot salad, and the ckaes, and pastries, and soup, and rice pilaf, and fresh juice, and chocolate, and then I just started listing things for them. I started in Ukrainian (borshch, hlib, salat) forgot some words, slipped into English (cookies, chicken soup, cabbage rolls, carrots) rememberd some more Ukrainian, started gesturing wildly, forgot again, looked to my friends for help. They started in, naming things I had missed. Then the whole table started. We talked about Ukrainian food, American food, Russian food, good food, bad food, drinks, desserts, breakfasts, the merits of the American sandwich versus the ukrainan. It was wonderful. I do love Ukrainian food, the freshness, the care, the attention to a full meal. Maybe not salo or holodets, but there's more to life than jello, that's what I say. 

ENVIRONMENT

A Positive Environment for Learning: An Insight into Environmental Living in Ukraine

by Ally Garcia, TEFL PCV

When I discovered that I would be spending my two years of Peace Corps service in a small Western Ukrainian village, my imagination soared with visions of adorable white thatch-roofed houses and slowly winding, tree-lined roads. As I walked through Duliby on that first day, I observed with contentment that my visualizations weren’t far from reality. I saw a place not only quintessentially Ukrainian, but also clearly well cared for, with elderly women waking early to sweep the streets and kitchen-gardens being vigilantly tended. The more time I spent in this place, the stronger I felt the connection between the people and the land to be. Though I had come to Ukraine believing that I would be there to educate and raise awareness on a variety of topics, over time I came to realize that I had as much to learn about environmentally-conscious living from Ukrainians as they did from me.

To begin with, this is a culture of incredible resourcefulness. It never ceases to amaze me how the women of Ukraine manage to cook elaborate meals from a seemingly miniscule supply of ingredients, most of which were grown in their very own gardens. Vegetables are industriously canned and stored away for winter consumption. I myself have been taught how to cook traditional holubtsi so as not to waste a single part of the cabbage. Leftovers are used either to compost or to feed various animals, from the dog lucky enough to receive a plate of meat to the pig that will himself one day become a source of food. Because of the cost of basic amenities such as electricity and gas, many Ukrainians are also surprisingly conscious of energy conservation. My landlady has been known to brush swiftly past me to turn off the light in a room that I have not yet even exited. Many families pass the cold winters spending the day together in one heated room instead of heating the entire house. Almost universally, the residents of my village are careful to turn off and unplug any appliance not in use. 

The reuse of containers and everyday items is also a noteworthy practice among Ukrainians. Plastic bags, or ‘packets’, are carried everywhere and all the time so that purchases can be transported home. I have often seen these packets treated with the same care that I would afford a favorite sweater, wiped clean and neatly folded before being put away. I have more than once considered tagging the glass jars used by local families in the same way that some animal populations are tagged in the wild, just to track their movements from bean-holder to tomato-container to watering-can. And although it creates a less-than-pleasing aesthetic in my apartment, my landlady recycles old skirts and t-shirts into mops-slash-floor coverings; I respect the resourcefulness of this practice, but I am always careful not to step directly on these “rugs” in my socks after one of her visits. It seems that the everyday life of many Ukrainians includes practices that serve to lighten the ecological footprint of the village.

This is not to say, however, that I live in an oasis of environmentally-friendly living. Too often, I walk along the Stryi River to see piles of garbage strewn carelessly into the water. I have also come to associate autumn with the smell of toxic, burning trash as the people in my village prepare for winter by ostensibly setting the entire world ablaze. With the poor quality of basic services like trash collection and recycling here, services that we take for granted in the States, I can't necessarily blame my friends and neighbors for their environmental missteps. But the point is that, as much as I have learned from the way of life in my village, I recognize that there are still ways in which I can contribute to the cross-cultural environmental dialogue. I distinctly remember receiving looks of skepticism a few weeks after I arrived when I announced that I had installed energy-saving light bulbs in my apartment. When the 'energy-saving' properties of these bulbs became evident, however, the looks turned from distrust to appreciation. For me, the most rewarding and slightly disconcerting feeling I get as volunteer is in educating my students about global environmental problems and seeing the looks of horror and astonishment on their faces. However whimsical our discussions may be on the possibility of flying cars and the disastrous consequences of a treeless world, I recognize that these conversations are an important step towards action. I came to Ukraine to be an educator, and it is in the classroom that I feel most comfortable taking opportunities to inform and discuss.

Over a year into my service, I'm still taken aback by the natural beauty of the birch trees and mountain views of my village. I'm still warmed by the parents who usher their children to school on sleds rather than in cars, and I am encouraged by my school director's admonitions not to turn on the lights unless absolutely necessary. And in my interactions with the members of my community, I continue to learn new tricks that make Mother Earth smile (who really needs to shower every single day?). As a Peace Corps volunteer, one of the most important things to bear in mind is that every topic and every action, from water conservation to mushroom-picking, is an opportunity for cross-cultural dialogue. So the next time a street-sweeping Babusya with her homemade twig broom offers me a kilo of apples for the walk home, I'll take the time to stop for a chat.

MISCELLANEOUS PIECES OF ADVICE

Gossiping, Gypsies, Weddings and Funerals
by Greta Schmidt

I have such pieces of advice:

The first is when a volunteer is placed in a very small community. Frequently people in the community tend to gossip more than people in cities. Small towns in America are like this as well, but I had never lived in a small town before. When I quit smoking here one person said "maybe she's pregnant." which turned into "Greta's pregnant." which turned into "Greta's pregnant and is giving birth soon." All of which made me cry. Mostly because I'd gained weight and took it as an indicator that I looked pregnant. I've been reassured that this isn't true but who knows. I have several other such examples of things that people have said about me that took me completely by surprise and I still can't figure out who even cares or why people talk. Fortunately it's not just me because I'm American. They talk about everyone equally and half of it is just gossip. Half the time it's really interesting too.

The second is Ukrainians views on Gypsies. This still takes me by surprise. I realize that many beggars/harrassers at the bazaar are gypsies but I doubt they really just are standing around to give people the evil eye. And so on regarding the gypsies.

Wedding and Funerals etiquette. Completely honest advice! I didn't know that at funerals it was necessary to throw dirt three times on the coffin and that you have to eat the lunch. I did neither of these at a funeral and it reflected very poorly on myself. And at weddings I didn't know that it was necessary to buy a present of 50 UHR per person (in the village) and that giving money is preferred.


7 Observations About Ukrainians
by Judi Davis

Don't know if I can add anything that you aren't already aware of but I'll offer a few things;

 1. How difficult it is to get kids to in my "green club" to ask and respond to questions. Everyone keeps telling me that they are used to being told what to do and I should just tell them what we are going to do or what the lesson for the day is. My perspective is that many years of being dictated to in many aspects of Ukrainian life have made people feel very insecure about contributing their knowledge. People, including kids, don't want to be seen as different or having an unusual idea so it is better to be quiet. My goal is to support them in feeling secure enough to question me... I want them to say, "Hey, Judi, I don't like that idea, I have one that I think will work better..." Will it every happen?
 2. The ongoing food issue. Having a second host family is driving me nuts. It is not because they are not wonderful people because they are awesome. However, food is forced on me. I have to hide it and give it to dogs down the street. I have emphatically said NO, NO, NO and am not listened to. So, what it feels like to me is that no one respects or cares about my needs. Now, I know that is not true--she gives me the food because she does care about me. But it really doesn't feel that way. She just laughs when I say I need to strong and fit. I tell her I can't eat before doing yoga and she will try to force me. I just wish she would listen to me! It feels like she thinks I am too stupid to know when I am hungry. Just because I don't speak well doesn't mean I am that stupid. I believe, and could be wrong, that having lived through many famines Ukrainians value a full stomach as a high priority. They don't ever want to be hungry again.
 3. I don't want to offend anyone... but I don't understand why women would wear, what looks to me to be, such uncomfortable shoes. It reminds me of Chinese foot binding so the woman will look more attractive for the man and it seems to unfair.
 4. I am surprised sometimes by the someone's intellectual abilities and their superstitions. I don't have an opinion about it... just surprise. I enjoy it.
 5. I get really frustrated at the drunkenness. I don't know how the woman put up with it. Time and time again I see a sober woman taking care of drunk man. I just wish they wouldn't put up with it. My hostess asks me what was one of the things I noticed first and didn't like about Ukraine. I told her "drunkenness." She said, "oh, its just like America." She doesn't even know that the rest of the world is not like Ukraine. Although, there is much addiction to many substances in American it is not accepted behavior. There is support for people who need to get away from family members. Sometimes, i wish all the woman in Ukraine would get up some morning and go to Poland (or anywhere) and let the men try to fend for themselves.
6. The laid back attitude at work seems to work for me....but I know I can't take it back to America....
 7. I love the way families work, live, and play together. I like the old and the young living together. From my perspective it can only add to a young person's development.

Living in a Small Village
by Thomas Winter, CD PCV
If you are interested in living/working at the rural level, here are some thoughts based on my experience.

· Work with the villagers. I found the quickest way to build up mutual respect, particularly with the language barrier (I am a painfully slow learner), is to pitch in with their chores. From my host family experience during training to staying at least a month at a time in the four villages that compose my site, I have dug up kitchen gardens;
 planted and harvested potatoes, vegetables, and fruits; and herded cows. I find it quickly breaks down the barrier from being an “honored guest” to being one of the family. It is a lot of fun too. The women often bring out two sumptuous picnics a day when we are in the fields. Several weeks after one experience I learned that a woman I had paired with for a few hours to harvest potatoes had been the ‘feared’ village mayor under the Soviet regime. She now teaches in the village school (so only the kids have to fear her!). 

· Develop a mental attitude of responding to spur of the moment opportunities. Often I am not alerted in advance to my host family activities, partially due to our language barrier. For example, on a Saturday four days after I had moved in with a new family, I had just settled down to a supposedly quiet rest day. Suddenly my hostess, as she was going out the door all bundled up (this past January), asked me if I wanted to join them. I did and found myself a quarter hour later with ten others in a trailer behind a tractor entering a forest. We began to chop down trees. Our purpose was to gather the vertical poles and saplings for a wattle fence, like those seen in pictures of old villages, around the houses and barnyards. My hostess wants to develop a tourist industry in their village. So one idea is to put up some of these wattle fences. I have worked on the project on three separate days now. We have eight sections completed. It’s a lot of work and makes one appreciate life in the old days. Another example of the benefits of responding quickly to impromptu opportunities resulted in two all-night fishing trips on the Dnipro.

· Walk. Not only is it good exercise (Linda, our nurse, will give you a hug for doing it), but walking is a means to readily meet others. Walks give one a feel for the area geography and activities, e.g., types of crops grown, local industries. It is a fun way to accrue experiences. One day I spotted a dome rising above the trees on a distant hill. Investigating, I found a church built in 1624 (in a village about 7 km from mine). Services are conducted on a weekly basis. On another occasion, I had stopped on an outcrop to enjoy the view of a valley. I must have been motionless for a few moments, as suddenly three wild pigs (they are big, up to my waist) appeared out of the woods about 50 meters away. Once they spotted me, they quickly disappeared. It was a good thing as my rapid search for a nearby tree to climb was a failure.

I am thoroughly enjoying my experience. One must adapt to the environment, e.g., live in a house (there are no apartment buildings in my villages; if you are interested is this type of an assignment, ask to live in a single family house during training to see how you like it); become one of the family (I try to spend at least ½ hour an evening with my family), forget about physical security (I don’t have valuable items such as a computer or a cell phone, but I find I trust my families and their neighbors as I would my own), live with little privacy (in one house my bed is in the entrance alcove to the only outside door; the family sleeps in the other two rooms, two in each); entertain myself, e.g., by reading and walking; and communicate by slow mail (none of my family phones have an outgoing long distance capability).

One comment a mayor made in introducing me to the student body and faculty of his village school struck home. He said that his and other generations prior to independence had been raised to look on Americans as their mortal enemies. He welcomed me as the first American to actually live with them. He challenged our audience with now having the opportunity to learn what Americans are really like. I only hope that I can contribute as much to the lives of my new friends by the end of my tour as they are to mine.

In addition, I would suggest you take advantage of your training period to see Kyiv (as many Sundays as possible), as most of you will have only infrequent opportunities to visit this amazing city once you are on site. I urge you to take full advantage of your present proximity. Kyiv is loaded with culture and history. In addition, such trips will provide a great opportunity to gain confidence in your abilities to navigate the train and metro systems, shop in urban environments, etc.

The Peace Corps Life Is Far from Easy, but…
by Vida Manavizadeh, TEFL PCV
Ukrainians love to feed people.  I have learned that saying “no thank you” gets you nowhere.  My host family is quintessentially Ukrainian when it comes to this.  I understand my host grandmother surprisingly well, considering she speaks only Russian has about one tooth.  Her new quest in life is to feed me.  Despite the huge quantities of food I attempt to consume, she still putters around the house shaking her head, muttering disapprovingly in Russian how little I eat.  If I do not drink at least five cups of tea everyday, my host family looks at me very strangely, and says, “Drink, drink. Why are you not drinking, are you ill?”  This would be fine except for the fact that the outhouse is located next to a cage of three rottweiler dogs that have been trained to kill.  I am not at all convinced that these dogs aren’t able to get out of their cage.  The dogs don’t seem to understand that I don’t want to steal the goats, I just want to pee.  Using the outhouse is a traumatic experience every time. 

Life in the Peace Corps is filled with obstacles, and this is exactly what I signed up for.  Some days are difficult and excruciatingly frustrating.  I’ve learned that those Volunteers who make it here have to just laugh in the face of adversity.  Life is exhilarating and challenging in a way that it could never have been if I had decided to stay home.  It was not too long ago that I filled out the application to join the Peace Corps.  I had always assumed that by the end of my undergraduate studies at Adelphi everything would be clear.  In reality I found that by senior year things were even more muddled than they had been when I entered college.  With time, sparkling clarity had not come, as I had assumed.  I applied to graduate school as many of my friends were doing, but I simultaneously applied to the Peace Corps.  I thought about the Peace Corps and a life of uncertainty.  I looked at the Peace Corps map of Third World countries, remembering how Henry David Thoreau once wrote that “The mass of men lead lives of quiet desperation and go to the grave with the song still in them.”  I realized that life is not just graduate school and life is not just law school.  The assumption that the Peace Corps is made up of starry-eyed twenty-two year old liberals is surprisingly not true.  Perhaps the most surprising of all is to see the range of ages of those serving as Peace Corps volunteers.  I’m learning that graduate school and cubicle jobs do not necessarily bring clarity either.

When I found out I was going to Ukraine, I wasn’t quite sure what to expect.  All I really knew was that it was very cold and there was a lot of vodka.  I left everything familiar without even knowing what language I would be learning.  Before I got off the airplane, someone told me that “da” is “yes” in Russian and that was the only word I knew.  Peace Corps service lasts for two years and three months, and the first three months consists entirely of language and professional training.  During training, I spent a couple of hours everyday trudging through the snow to get to a local school where I taught English and then later I had Russian class with three other Peace Corps Trainees.  I went to sleep the first night wondering if I’d ever learn enough Russian to say “thank you very much, but I don’t like liver and pig fat” and I woke up a few months later and I could read the once funny looking Russian letters and I found that I could have substantial conversations with people.

When I graduated from Adelphi, I felt bitter.  I didn’t want to be in school any longer and I was disillusioned with political science because I thought I couldn’t get a job with it.  I was tired of theories and I was tired of textbooks.  I came to what I thought was a quiet Eastern European country and I watched it explode politically.  Over a hundred thousand people marched on Kyiv, the capital, this past November and December and revolution was in the air as parts of Ukraine threatened to secede and claim independence.   The Peace Corps is an apolitical organization, but many of the countries they send volunteers to are struggling to define themselves internally and establish an identity among other nations.  When I was at home, NGOs and international organizations were the stuff of textbooks.  In the Peace Corps many of us come in contact with and work side by side with these organizations.  We apply for grants, we do HIV/AIDS training, we work on community development, we organize camps for young people, we build resource centers, among other things: in short, we work on the grassroots level and help citizens build their country.  I no longer read about technical assistance and grassroots development in books, now I have become a part of what I once read about in textbooks.  

My message is that there are opportunities beyond what you may see as open to you.  A year ago I sent in my application for the Peace Corps, and now I live in a village teaching English to children, most of whom cannot afford school books.  Soon I will have the opportunity to develop secondary projects of my own.  And I have the honor of doing all of this in a country whose people are struggling to find their own identity.  I was told before I came here that Ukrainians had no hope for the future.  But I have seen their hopes and I have witnessed their passion, and it is exhilarating to help people build a stronger sense of self in a country that has only had independence for 12 years.  The Peace Corps life is far from easy, but I think there is truth to what Ernest Hemingway once wrote: “The world breaks everyone and afterward many are strong at the broken places.”
More Observations About Ukrainians
by Regine Kennedy

Lying or not lying?: I have encountered many instances when people have said they would do something and then they don't do it. At first I thought they we're lying and the situations would be extremely maddening and frustrating. Then a friend of mine tried to explain by saying that these people really did want to help and to do what they said they would, but when the time came to actually follow through, they couldn't. It still happens, with certain people in particular, but I can anticipate it now and that relieves some of the frustration. 

For the most part, the people (HCNs) I have met have gone out of their way to be helpful, and I can't stress enough how central a role the friends I have made here have played for my overall happiness.

 Limited information exchange: In some work and social settings with my Ukrainian colleagues and friends, only partial information is imparted to me regarding situations I am supposed to be involved in. For example: if our NGO is hosting a seminar and they want me to participate I am told where to be and when, but often critical information such as the agenda and participants and what part I am to play are not revealed to me. Although I ask a fluent English speaker, she indicates that she does not know (which is doubtful because she is involved in planning events). Part of this may be my limited language abilities, but it can't all be explained as such. This also happens in social settings, such as when we are going to the forest and nobody can really tell me where or for how long or if I visit a village and somehow it never comes up that I will be sleeping there. At first these situations stressed me out!! I still get stressed because I am an information junkie and have always wanted to know as much as possible about any new situation I am in. I especially do not like to be asked for a decision before I have all of the pertinent information. However, I have become much more laid back and can roll with the punches much better than I could 14 months ago. I've also taken to packing a small 'over-night kit' whenever I leave the city and the travel arrangements are in the hands of someone not me (
 Food: No matter where, no matter when, food will be involved. Generally so will drinking - especially at work (which is very ironic for an American). I love most Ukrainian food, but I can never eat enough to satisfy anyone but myself. People have stopped trying to force me to eat and I simply refuse politely when I've had enough. As for the drinking, I am very comfortable with my work colleagues and only drink as much as I want to (when I first arrived, I tried to keep up with every toast and 'too the bottom', but I gave that up after 4 months and countless shots of somahone). I also do not like to be drunk and then have to navigate public transportation.

 Pace of Life: Where I live in Ukraine, the pace of life is generally slower than from where I lived in the States. I love that! People take time for families and friends and for taking care of the things that are important for them. I have taken to it myself in some degree, and hope that I never have to let my personal life be sacrificed to the timeclock in the future.

 Dependence: I don't know if this is a cross-cultural thing, but I have noticed that Ukrainians are generally more dependent on each other than the Americans I know. In America I am independent and self-reliant. In Ukraine it takes a team of well-tuned personnel to keep things moving! Of course, I am exaggerating, but early on, sometimes it felt like that. In Ukraine I've had to get used to being dependent on others or forces outside my control like public transportation and technical breaks. I have come a long way from my first Activity Report in which I stated that I didn't embrace being a 5 year old again. I still don't want to be that reliant on anything or anyone, but I am less of a control freak now. Learning the language helped immeasurably as did making friends I can trust and communicate well with. On a PC cultural note - I depended more on my RM and his judgment early on in my service, but now only call when it's a serious matter or its his birthday or something (
 Slippers: I love the tapachki culture!! I grew up in a take-your-shoes-off at-the-door family, but we didn't wear slippers or provide them for guests. I don't have many guests, but when I do - they have their own slippers:)

Practical Advice and How Even a Trip to the Outhouse Can Become a Cross-Cultural Experience
by Shelia Slemp, CD PCV

My friend Neil Patrick (Group 33) used to joke that he could access high-speed internet while sitting in his outhouse.  This may very well be your reality, as well, as you spend the next two to three years as a Ukrainian volunteer!  As this country evolves with the changes going on in the world around it, sometimes these vast differences among the ways in which people live can be a lesson for us in actual community development.   During my time with Peace Corps, I lived in a town with Western facilities, including indoor plumbing.  But, I often went to the village to visit my Ukrainian husband’s family (we met here) and stay with them through the holidays.  Here’s hoping you will be fortunate enough to visit and maybe even stay for a time in at least one Ukrainian village! 

I grew up on a farm in Virginia and when we would work in the fields during the summer, rather than risk the wrath of my mom by carrying in dirt from the field, we would simply make a quick trip to the outhouse and back to the field we ran.  Sometimes, for two or three weeks when we had no electricity in the winter, I remember trekking through the snow to our outhouse, quaintly painted with moons and stars.   You could see the light of day or the moon through the cracks, which hopefully gave you enough light to see what you were doing.  As a child, I distinctly remember fearing that I might fall in, although it was highly unlikely.  And so, I left the door cracked open and whenever I heard someone coming, I would call out “occupied” just as the Ukrainians announce, “zine-ya-to.”  The cracks allowed in the drafty cold in the winter and the pungent smell in the summer and so, it was a quick in and out visit for me, just as it is today in Ukraine!

I distinctly remember there was always a copy of, The Farmer’s Almanac hanging on a string from the ceiling.  To this day, they still punch a hole in that book; if you ever see one in the store, pick it up and you will notice it.  My father (an elementary school teacher and farmer) could simply read the prognosis for planting crops, the weather, whether or not it was a good day for his haircut, and he was ready for that day.  Then, he could simply tear out that page, and use it for his business and be on his way.  

I noticed, on my first visit to Neil Patrick’s outhouse, he had upgraded it from the old, drafty version and had sealed out the wind by covering the cracks with corrugated plastic panels he had somehow acquired from what seemed to be pharmaceutical company descriptions of the ingredients of common medicines (had it been in English, I still would not have been able to understand).  Over top of this he had plastered photos and pictures of his hometown.  His little dog would accompany me to the john and stand guard, warning me of any passing people or cows which got too close.   

My first visit to Neil Patrick’s outhouse in his Transcarpathian village of Tyria-Pasika and subsequent trips to the village brought with them a flood of wonderful memories from my childhood and one of my strongest feelings of being connected with the rural people of Ukraine.  

Outhouses 101

There are certain topics that are often as taboo in Ukraine as they are in the United States, one of which is using the toilet.  However, they need not be and so for this, and other, practical reasons, here is some advice I hope will be helpful.   

If you have never used an outhouse, the very idea may seem disconcerting.  Even worse, not every outhouse is the same and so you must be prepared.  They may range from a hole in the ground (often found at the smaller bus stops on long-distance travel) to a modern-looking toilet, complete with cushioned seat and tiled floors and walls.  However, the common denominator is that they do not have running water and a flush feature.  The waste simply sits either in a hole below ground or in a receptacle which can be removed.  The amenities may range from a door with a lock, toilet paper, newspaper, running water, soap, and a hand towel, to simply the hole in the ground and maybe two personal walls on either side of you within a communal building.

It is very important to understand that in some rural areas, outhouses are practical in many other ways than simply places to go to the bathroom.  The waste may be used as fertilizer in spring for the garden.  This means you should not put anything in the hole besides your natural waste and the paper that may be left for you to wipe.  Sometimes this may be newspaper, other times it is the brown toilet paper you see in most any Ukrainian bathrooms. This brown paper is simpler and lacks the plushness or scented varieties we have in the United States.  For this reason, it breaks down easier, quicker, and, as many Ukrainians will tell you, without the added chemicals which may be returned into their garden.  The same goes for the newspaper, plus it is recycled and saves money.  If there is a waste basket there, put your paper in the waste basket.  If not, you can assume it goes in the hole.   By the way, this also goes for toilets inside of houses.  Be sure to the waste is not obviously visible when you leave it in the waste basket.   

You may sometimes smell a sharp, astringent odor.  This may be caused by the waste as it is decomposing (including methane gas, a natural byproduct of waste).  But, it may also be caused by lime which may be added to keep down the smell and help with decomposition. Contrary to myth, you are unlikely to explode if you smoke and sit on the toilet.  But, just the same, you need not hide and smoke in Ukraine. 

Managing Menstruation in Ukraine

For women, the toilet can be a cause for distress.  But, the more you know they better prepared you will be and the less stressful it will be for you. 

Don’t put your tampons or pads in the toilet or your cigarette, for that matter.  If you do, they will likely know you were the one who left it since you may be the only Westerner they see in their home that year. These things do not easily decompose.  Wrap them (tampon, too) in a quarter piece of the newspaper that is left for you or which you bring along with you.  Take the wrapper, the rolled-up product, and anything else you bring with you with you as you leave and dispose of it in the nearest waste receptacle.  

Before going to the village where my Ukrainian husband’s family is from I pack a few extra things, especially if I know I am going to have my period.  I take along my own Kyiv Post.  It’s great to read on the bus and when I get there, I am ready to recycle it. When we go to various homes for hosting (especially around the holidays), I take one sheet of it, along with my tampons and/or pads, a small plastic bag (the kind they use for veggies and fruit at the bazaar), toilet paper (not the roll, I just make my own smaller roll or save used ones when they get small), a small package of the portage wet wipes, and a tiny bottle of hand sanitizer.  It might seem like a lot, but these are things most of us get used to toting around with us anyway and they will save you from some embarrassment.    

Wrap your tampons or pads into a quarter/square of the newspaper and put that in the plastic bag along with your wet-wipe which you use to clean wipe your hands.  You may want to have several bags to double-wrap things.   In places where there is a fire inside the house (and depending on my comfort level with the host), I will simply put my rolled up package in the stove as they do with their tampons and pads.  If there is a waste basket in the outhouse, feel free to leave the tampon/pad behind.  If not, take it with you and dispose of it later. 

I also sometimes use the newspaper to make myself a make-shift toilet seat by putting a quarter-square on the front part of the hole, overlapping the hole and the ledge.  This makes it easier to take care of any business there and not have to worry about any clean-up afterward or contamination by others who have used the toilet.  Then, you just simply push the paper into the hole. 

I sometimes ask Max (my husband) or my friend Oksana, with whom, I usually go to villages, about the facilities that will be there.  It is OK to ask your hosts for things as well.  Since personal hygiene products cost so much, I prefer not to have to ask my host for such things.  But, if you need toilet paper or newspaper, just ask for it.   When your language gets better, you will understand that in some villages, Ukrainians discuss such things as menstruation (including men) as they do the weather.  

 Learn the word, “zine-ya-to (in Ukrainian),” which means busy or, in this case, “occupied.”  You will need to announce this out loud as, in many places, there may be no stall doors or locks.  Of course, you can just say the same in English; they will get the picture.

If you are going to live in the village for a period of time, it’s a good idea to have two kinds of slippers with you: all-weather (e.g. flip-flops) for the outdoors and another pair of slippers for inside.  You can trade them out for each trip you make to the toilet or outside, leaving them outside the door or in a foyer usually reserved for this kind of thing.  As with anything, watch your host for how they handle such things.   Sometimes, they may give you slippers for this sort of thing. 

If you have an indoor toilet, please remember to clean the toilet bowl with the brush before you leave.  As for the outdoor toilet, do the same – don’t leave anything on or around the hole.  Clean-up after yourself.  Unlike in the US, Ukrainians would never leave the toilet bowl obviously dirty/stained and besides the toilet brush, which is ALWAYS available for an indoor toilet, usually there is air freshener as well.   You are expected to use both of these and a general assessment of your hygiene and cleanliness may be assumed by your use of them both!     

Here’s hoping you have a wonderful time in Ukraine and that your trips to the bathroom are simply a part of the experience.  

UKRAINIAN FAMILIES

At Home

In private... [Ukrainians] radiate warmth, humor, and legend​ary generosity. Rare is the visitor who doesn't leave with a few new friends, and memories of long nights spent feasting and drinking vodka around the kitchen table.
- Shailaigh Murray, 

The Prague Post

A Ukrainian who brings a visitor home is likely to say, "Let's go see what there is to eat in the kitchen". The kitchen is the center of social life and the most important room in a Ukrai​nian home. The second most important room, for apartment dwellers, is the glassed-in balcony that serves as a greenhouse for vegetables and a storage place for preserves. Many city dwellers have a weekend dacha or small garden plot in the suburbs that they faithfully farm.

Hospitality and generosity have roots in the Ukrainian agricultural past. The Roman chronicler Procopius, in an account of the original Ukrainians, described them as being kind to foreigners whom they received with hospitality and accompanied for a distance when they left lest any harm befall them. More recently, the eminent Ukrainian historian Michael Hrushevsky has told us that the early Ukrainians "...liked to make merry and amuse themselves, and celebrated all occasions with songs, dances, and games".

Reflecting their generous and sunny disposition, added Hrushevsky, the ancient Ukrainian law reveals "...there was no capital punishment or mutilation of the guilty, no cutting off of legs, ears, or noses, as was customary among the Byzantines and early Germans”. In later times, adds Hrushevsky, when the clergy attempted to introduce corporal and capital punishments,

...The people refused to accept them, preferring to sentence the condemned to pay fines, to imprisonment, or at worst to be surrendered into servitude so that the culprit might repay his crimes with labor, but they would not shed blood or deprive a man of his life.... (28-29).

The tradition of Ukrainian hospitality and generosity is still alive. Americans who make friends with Ukrainians can expect invitations to homes where the unwritten rule is "ev​erything for the guest”. In addition to good food and drink, served in plentiful portions, guests should expect after-dinner entertainment – songs and games – in which they will be expected to join. Ukrainians are a musical people, known for their many folk songs, and guests should be prepared to croon an American tune or two.

Alcohol, as in other Slavic states, is a lubricant of social interaction and conversation, and guests should be prepared to drain a few drams and more. Horilka (vodka) is the drink of choice, as in Poland and Russia. (In fact, much of the premium "Russian" vodka sold for export was, and still may be, produced in Ukraine.) But in Ukraine, fewer people "un​der the influence" are seen in public, and there is less brawl​ing associated with drinking than is the case in Russia. Visi​tors should be warned, though, that a bottle once opened will be drunk to the last drop and never recapped and put back on the shelf. Those who do not drink for whatever reasons should have their excuses ready.

Ukrainians, like Russians, stand close when conversing, often too close for Americans who may feel that their privacy is being invaded. They also give unsolicited advice about how you look and dress and the state of your health. Accept this advice in the spirit in which it is given – concern for your welfare.

Social life revolves around intimate groups emphasizing mutual self-help and comradeship, especially in times of need, a heritage of the peasant past when groups of people provided help to improvident neighbors. Family and friends will go to extremes to assist one another whenever help is required. Having a friend who knows someone in the right place can mean the difference between success and failure, such as gaining government approval for a petition or obtaining some​thing in short supply. Such friendships are often based on old school ties or other shared experiences.

Despite shortages that may exist, visitors with Ukrainian friends will not go hungry or thirsty. Limited resources will be shared, and visitors presented with small gifts of homemade preserves to sweeten their lives, home brews to raise their spirits, herbal teas to ward off colds, and pickled vegetables to tickle their palates. Ukrainians will not expect anything in return for their hospitality or the gifts they give, but if given a gift, they will present one in return. "In no place in the world," related one American, "have I made loyal and long-lasting friendships so quickly as in Ukraine”.

Women have a strong image in the matriarchal Ukrainian culture and are idealized in literature. Sexual roles are less strictly defined than in many other Eastern countries and, in contrast to Russians, authority in the Ukrainian home is shared by husband and wife. Historically, Ukrainian women have worked side by side with their men in the fields, and when the men were away performing military service during the growing season, the women did all the fieldwork and ran the households as well. Men's absences could be long because the draft period for the tsar's army was twenty-five years until 1861, when it was reduced to sixteen years, and in 1874 to only six years!

Today, women keep busy running households, raising chil​dren, standing in lines while shopping for food and goods, caring for their men, and working at jobs and professions. Men have the authority, though, and older men even more so; but women are recognized as the glue that holds the male-chauvinist society together.

Feminism is a nonissue. Certain professions are understood to be meant for women (such as medical doctors) and others for men, but Ukrainian women seem comfortable with such gender divisions. American women who have worked in Ukraine say that Ukrainian women put up with much less and stand up to men much more than do Russian women. Ukrainian women say there is little or no sexual harassment.

Miscellaneous Courtesies and Customs

www.accentonunderstanding.org
Ukrainians and other FSU inhabitants are very proud of their countries. Even if they joke around about the problems that exist there, do not join in and become part of the criticism.
Waiting in line is an everyday chore in the FSU, so be polite while you are in line, and NEVER cut in front of someone else in a line. However, bear in mind that the "line" is sometimes a misnomer.

Ukrainian personal space is much closer than what is usual in the West. Expect that there will be more physical contact.

Remember that most residents of the FSU are rather reserved in public. However, they are more expressive when they gather with family and close friends.

Don't EVER get off any public transportation without turning and offering your hand to the female in your company to help her from the vehicle. This courtesy applies to other women exiting as well.

Do not take a photograph of someone without first asking his or her permission.

When taking out a cigarette for yourself, be sure to offer one to those around you, and failing to light every woman's cigarette every time is a huge mistake.

When visiting a household it is proper to remove your shoes in the entryway. (To avoid bringing dirt into their homes, FSU citizens almost never wear their shoes inside.) You will be given slippers (tapochki) to wear while inside or else be given permission to track mud all over the parquet floor. There is usually an extra pair or two for guests near the front door. If they don't, simply take off your shoes and remain in your stocking feet (Note: because of this custom, you might want to pay careful attention to the socks you choose to wear!).

Also, remove your hat when indoors. In meetings, take off your suit coat only after asking if it is acceptable or after being invited to do so.

Always bring flowers or wine when invited to a Ukrainian home. Bring an odd number of flowers; even numbers are for funerals and are an omen for a death in the family.

Your Ukrainian host will also appreciate a gift of Western food or drink. These items are still exotic in spite of their increased presence in Ukraine.

Be careful if you refuse food or drink when visiting a Ukrainian home. They will likely take it as a slight or minor insult. You will probably encounter exceptional generosity even if your host cannot truly afford it.

Do not stuff yourself on the first few courses. There may be several more coming, and you will be expected to eat a portion of each.

Never pour wine backhanded; it is considered an insult toward the person for whom you are pouring.

The man should always do the pouring. This is an old custom but very deeply ingrained.
When at dinner or at a bar, always make sure that your lady's glass is full. If you forget to do this, she may think you have no table manners.

You shouldn't drink without a toast. Easter is the only day you may drink without a toast. On toasting: be sure to learn a few Ukrainian toasts. Often, the first toast is "Za myr" (to peace). Another simple one is "Za vashe zdorovie" (to your health). Traditionally, the third toast at an in-home dinner is made to the hostess – on her home, food, or hospitality, but NEVER to her beauty. Also traditionally, the host offers the first toast, and the honored guest is supposed to offer every other toast. A toast is traditionally a short speech, not simply "cheers." 
Having said all of that, don't drink too much alcohol. One of the main reasons FSU ladies are interested in Western men is that alcoholism runs as much as 50% among males in that part of the world, which causes them to be less than desirable husbands. Therefore, when it comes to drinking, you should always show moderation and self-control.

Ukrainian tea (chai) is drunk without milk and usually with a side dish of "varenye" which is similar to preserves. Eat it with a spoon while sipping your tea. Tea is better if it has "not crossed water" (imported), so you may want to consider local tea for a gift. On the other hand, they would probably also appreciate a good quality imported tea as well, so feel free to ignore this one.

Be very careful when complementing something in a Ukrainian host's home; they may try to give it to you.

While being entertained in someone's home, do not offer to help clear the table or to do kitchen duties; this will be regarded as a comment on the incompetence of the host.

Profane or rough language is frowned upon in educated society.

While strolling about, offer your lady your arm. Usually, men and women do not hold hands in the FSU when they walk together. Be sure you always offer your arm to your lady when you cross the street.

If you ride on a train, it is customary to offer to share your food with the people in the same car.

You are expected to check your coat or other outerwear at a theater, concert hall, restaurant, ballet, or other public building. You check it at a "garderob" (cloakroom) which can usually be found in the lobby/entryway. Tipping the attendant is not customary.

According to a Ukrainian woman, when a woman makes a mistake, the man must say, "I beg your pardon." Don't ask me why.

Eating a "picnic lunch" on a city park lawn is considered "nyekulturno."
Dress your best. FSU citizens do not share the "looks aren't important" mentality that has spread through the West. First impressions are very important to them. You will notice that on the street, people will look first at your clothes, then at your face. This is especially true if attending a concert, opera, or the ballet.

White socks - differing viewpoints here. One man heard something to the effect that a Russian man wears white socks twice - at his wedding and when he dies. Others said that white socks are not uncommon and are sometimes even worn with a suit.

In a courtship situation, women do not want to impose upon the man. Rather the woman wants the man to perceive her needs and respond without hesitation. Such action demonstrates that the man is closely watching, thinking, and caring about the woman allowing her to abandon dominant behavior and reveal the feminine nature within.

It is still an accepted Ukrainian custom to ask the woman's parents for her hand in marriage. If geographic distance is a problem, consider a telephone call. Your fiancée may not think this is important or even want you to ask her parents, but at least make the offer. Remember that if the woman still lives with her parents, you do not want to offend them by failing to respect a Ukrainian custom.

Do not whistle in public. It seems that whistling is a signal that there is some sort of disaster (fire, flood, etc.) occurring and there is danger. If you whistle and there is no fire, it is bad luck. When there is a public gathering, people signal their disapproval or disagreement by whistling. Do not whistle indoors either. In fact, just don't whistle at all!

Do not hand someone a knife from your own hand. Set it down, and let them pick it up.

When you finish your meal, the knife and fork should be placed at right angles in the 8:00 and 4:00 positions meeting in the center of the plate similar to the European tradition.

Families and Family Planning
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One solution for people wanting to move to the cities, but prohibited due to their propiska, has been to marry someone living in that city. This has led to marriages contracted on financial arrangements. There was even the occasional, if apocryphal, story of a rural couple that had married then divorced so they could remarry to move to the city, whereupon they were divorced in order to once again marry their original spouse. Along similar lines, I know of a medical doctor now living in the United States who wanted out of his marriage but was unable to get a separate apartment. He chose to take on a second job sweeping the streets for two hours each day; this was in addition to his medical post and lengthy commute. Yet the street-sweeping job entitled him to a separate apartment, and this is how he was finally able to move out.

Stories of birth control in the FSU are not pretty. Access to reliable and safe birth control has largely been denied to Ukrainian women. Abortions remain a common form of birth control, and I have heard both jokes and actual accounts where Soviet, industrial-strength condoms were rinsed and reused. The bigger issue is that men often refuse to wear condoms, and their partners have shrugged this off.

A Ukrainian now living in London tells the story of visiting her gynecologist who asked how many abortions she had undergone. When the woman said there had been none – that in twenty years she had given birth to only one child – the doctor chastised her for being dishonest with him about her medical history. In fact, there are accounts of women who have had as many as a dozen abortions; the Soviet average according to many sources was seven per woman during her child-bearing years!

One cynical view maintains that doctors have unethically per​petuated the practice of numerous abortions despite adverse effects to the woman's health. This was because abortions were technically illegal, and hence a higher fee could be charged. It is true that medical salaries are pitifully low. It is also true that the majority of doctors in Ukraine is female.

Ukraine currently has a negative birth rate, and people express fear of having children in the wake of Chornobyl and other environ​mental hazards.

An unwed mother is considered a disgrace, whereas a divorced mother raising children is almost expected. (As elsewhere, grand​mothers play a significant role in raising their grandchildren.)

Couples living together but not married are common and ac​cepted; the woman is often referred to as the zhena, meaning "wife" in Russian. In Ukrainian, zhynka means both "woman" and "wife". Until recently, marriage ceremonies were performed in "wedding palaces" in light of the Soviet dismissal and disapproval of religion. (Divorces were also easily obtained.) Today's so-called "church weddings" are increasing in popularity, just as attendance at church services is rising sharply.

An old Russian wedding tradition was that guests shouted "Gorko!" – meaning bitter, a reminder that life is hard; so the couple should kiss and make life easier.

One change in independent Ukraine is the increased difficulty in marrying a non-Ukrainian. One friend nearly abandoned the paper​work process for his Moldovan fiancee; obtaining proof that she was single turned out to be a bureaucratic nightmare. One irony is that the couple met while she was working (legally) in Ukraine. Now married, the wife is required to stay in Ukraine or the FSU for five years before she can obtain Ukrainian citizenship. Travel abroad is prohibited.

Raising children 

Grandparents play a greater role in raising children in Ukraine than in the West and especially the U.S. Parents tend to restrain their kids more in public and demand better behavior. There seem to be more overprotective parents than in the West, and children are brought up to do well in school and to keep out of trouble and avoid mistakes. 

Unfortunately, the vast majority (probably 95%) of school teachers are women, giving children disproportionately few male role models in an already female-dominated culture. Competitiveness and personal initiative are little encouraged in school and elsewhere. Since there are fewer extracurricular activities, children stay home more and generally lead a sheltered lifestyle. They get less experience organizing activities on their own without adult supervision. In addition to perpetuating Ukraine's pseudo-market economy where the concept of "fair competition" is virtually nonexistent, this protective environment helps make Ukrainians the wonderfully domestic and sharing people that so many of them are. 

Why Families Break Up

by Liudmyla Riabokon, The Day

“THEY DIDN’T GET ALONG.” BY THIS, EXPERTS MEAN THAT THE COUPLE WAS NOT PREPARED FOR FAMILY LIFE, WITH NEITHER THE HUSBAND NOR THE WIFE WILLING TO COMPROMISE THEIR HABITS AND PREFERENCES TO ACCOMMODATE EACH OTHER.

Government officials have submitted their analytical reports on family and child welfare in Ukraine to President Kuchma. They were presented and endorsed at a general meeting of interdisciplinary commissions for the protection of children and family policy. The well-being of Ukrainian families was analyzed in the period from 1991 to 2003, while child welfare was studied in terms of the problem of neglected and homeless children. 

What has happened to the family institution in Ukraine over the past decade? It appears that the total number of family households in Ukraine has declined. According to censuses, in 1989 there were over 14 million versus 13.5 million in 2001. Meanwhile, during the same period the number of single adults increased from 3 million to 4.7 million. Statistically, every year one out of 4,000 Ukrainians files for divorce, and the number of divorces in rural areas is rising fast. 

Scholars seeking to determine the causes of familial strife that lead to divorce have identified the primary cause as infidelity, followed by jealousy, bad living conditions, differences over the distribution of household chores, parental interference in the family life of the young couple, irresponsible attitudes toward the spouse, illnesses, and different approaches to raising children. Specialists tend to identify the general cause of family breakups as the married people’s unpreparedness for family life and unwillingness to give up their habits and preferences. As a result, nearly every third young family is incomplete – usually a single mother with a child. 

Today families tend to become fragmented more often: grandparents live apart from their children and grandchildren and take a less active part in the upbringing of the latter. The old traditions of families with many children are disappearing: in the last ten years the number of large families has shrunk threefold. The authors of the report claim that most families regulate the number of children and when to have them. This is one of the causes of today’s demographic crisis. The declining birth rate is also due to the fact that Ukrainians tend to marry at an older age: women are getting married after the age of 26 and young men marry at age 30 on average. Only one out of four young families does not put off having children. Experts believe that today young people are less maternal and paternal, as they strive for greater personal and professional success, which competes with their need to procreate. 

When they do have children, most families face financial difficulties. Ukraine ranks among countries with a very high level of social stratification in terms of welfare. The average level of material well- being of the ten richest Ukrainian households is six times higher than that of the ten poorest households. The most disadvantaged are families with more than one child under three years of age. As a rule, families with more children are poorer. In particular, 80% of families with more than five children are very poor. An average family can afford to spend a mere 2% of the family budget on the upbringing of its children. This clearly affects the quality of care and results in neglected and homeless children. 

Depending on their relationship with the family and institutions that replace it, street children are divided into four main categories: orphans; children whose parents are alive but have severed all ties with them; children who alternate between living on the street and with the family; and children who spend their nights at home but days on the street without positive adult supervision. Ukraine has no official statistics on the numbers of street children. We only know that in 2003 more than 24,000 children were detained for vagrancy and over 10,000 for panhandling. The criminal police removed nearly 6,000 children from their families, while 700 were lost or abandoned. Most street children suffer from serious health problems, developmental disabilities, some degree of retardation, and pathological disturbances in personality development. Most runaways are older than six, but 10% of all children in shelters are between three and seven years of age. Most children living in shelters are teenagers (63%), and 24% of all problem children are older than fifteen. Street children migrate from oblast to oblast. The majority of runaways come from Zakarpattia, Donetsk, Kyiv, and Kirovohrad oblasts, as well as the Crimea. Most children run away from home because of alcoholism in the family. Eighty percent of all street children have one alcoholic parent. Seven percent of children at shelters have never been to school, and nearly as many interrupted their schooling no earlier than one year ago. 

Rejection of the previous generations’ positive experiences, the absence of real ideals and prospects, and the lack of human affection and love are the factors that drive children from their families and onto the streets. Yet in each particular case such a decision is personally motivated. The main cause of the problem of street children is the crisis besetting the family institution. Experts note the decline of the authority of the Ukrainian family and its educational potential. 

Home Stay Experience
It's Spring!! 

Today feels like it is officially spring! It is April Fool's Day which is also recognized in Ukraine! The snow has melted and the April showers are beginning. I luckily only endured the tail end of Ukraine's harsh winter. It was not pleasant but certainly bearable. 

My home remedy experiences....

Besides this wheezing cough brought on by my allergies, I'm in good health. My host parents didn't know my cough was caused by my allergies and thought I was suffering from a cold so they tried all their Ukrainian home remedies on me. It seems as though they discourage the use of medicine here. They prefer take the natural route before defaulting to the medicine tablets. 

First, I had to eat raw garlic cloves and homemade raspberry preserves every morning with my yogurt and steaming hot whole milk. Yummy! Let me tell you...I love raspberries but the combination was a bit much. I've since replaced my chai tea intake with hot water and a spoonful of raspberry preserves. It's actually quite delicious! I have it at every meal. 

When the first home remedy didn't cure my cough, it was onto the next thing. I was in my bedroom doing my homework when Papa came in and handed me a note. He translated the entire Russian message in English using his English/Russian hand dictionary from 1967! It was so sweet! Btw, they do not speak English at all! The note instructed me to soak my feet in hot water to keep my body warm. 

Seemed harmless so I followed him downstairs to the kitchen where Mama had a shallow bucket filled with BOILING hot water and a teakettle next to it! I had no idea what I was in for!! But there was no turning back so off I go. They told me to slightly tap my feet in the water continuously until the water cools off. After the water cooled down, I thought it was over but NO! Mama started pouring more boiling water into the bucket! They explained to me the goal of this process is to have my feet turn red. Krosni nohi (red feet) they keep chanting! So I continued this for 15 minutes and my feet were indeed red! It wasn't bad. It felt kinda good after the initial shock of the actual ritual. 

Sputnik the dog?

I was sitting at the dinner table with my parents when Papa points at the window and says Sputnik. I thought he was pointing at their dog outside and was telling me his name is Sputnik. I was like ok- nice to know. Then he proceeds to say something along the lines of it speaking English and then I was totally confused. I was thinking maybe it could comprehend English. This conversation of pure confusion continued for 15 minutes before he finally found the remote control and turned on the TV and oohlala! We have satellite TV with English channels!!! He was apparently pointing to the satellite dish outside the window! I didn't care that the first channel he turned to was the gospel channel- I was so glad to hear English on TV! We have CNN, Bloomberg, BBC, the Discovery Channel, VH1, and several more. And apparently we have the ability to convert/dub the Russian channels into English. Now I can watch Oprah in English (yes everyone loves Oprah here too!).  Mama told me I should not make it a habit of watching English channels but how nice would it be to listen to CNN or BBC while sipping my black coffee (gone are the Starbuck days of cinnamon soy lattes) in the morning? 

Local Celebrities...

Since we've been in this town for a month, we have been on the front cover of the local newspaper several times and have been interviewed by the local TV news. I felt it was a bit odd they were giving us so much attention but I've since been informed this is the first time they've ever hosted Americans. They are fascinated with our presence and purpose. 

Paka!


A Note on Homestay Experience

I live in a village of 2,000 people, usually less, where 450 of those people are also my students.  The closest town and volunteer are thirty minutes by marshutka.  Today it is rainy, cloudy and utterly gloomy, Ukrainian weather at it’s best.

Although I am homesick some days, even after spending a year in Ukraine, and the gloomy weather outdoors can do nothing to cheer me, indoors the house is warm and cozy.  It’s Sunday and I awake to the smells of vareniki being prepared by my host mom.  She’s only ten years older then I, but she is my host mom.  We live in her country, in her village; a place she has known since birth and I am clueless to most of it’s secrets.  At twenty-seven years old I am not willing to be treated as a child so I don’t act like one.  Over time, however, I am very much willing to learn to become part of a family, this Ukrainian family, that helps me immensely everyday and accepts me into their lives.

As every volunteer, I daydreamed of my escape (a.k.a. my own apartment) upon arrival in country.  Cooking my own low-fat foods, waking up when I felt like it and walking around the house as I deemed appropriate were the most common desires.  Anxiously I awaited the three-month at site date to make the move out on my own.  But as is the case in many Ukrainian villages, no public housing.  Still I persisted, asking all the teachers for help in my search. I bought newspapers and made phone calls all to no avail.  Month three at site then month four and five passed and still there was no apartment.  Unknowingly, during those few extra months with my host family I had grown accustomed to life with them.  Also the details and many possible problems concerning living in Ukraine, especially in a village, had become more obvious to me in that time and the benefits of living with a caring family were glaring me in the face.

I came home and still do come home from school everyday with questions or stories for my host mom or sister.  As it turns out, my host family is the best information-explanation suppliers I could have asked for!  My need for information requires dialogues with them that also help improve my language and more importantly opens up our growing relationship.  They slowly but surely help me unlock the mysteries of this culture and along the way we learn about each other’s lives.

I have become a family member and I appreciate my host family’s efforts that previously seemed a violation of my “space”.  As a family member, I receive invitations to parties and weddings that I wouldn’t have even known about otherwise.  When I come home late at night I know someone’s still waiting to make sure I get in safely.  In a nutshell, I feel less lonely, less frustrated and more cared about living with my host family.  All those “annoying” things that the host family did have become endearing and appreciated beyond measure. It’s almost as if I grew out of my terrible teens and into the adult who recognizes my need for connection with other people. I have no regrets not pushing harder for my own apartment.  It scares me more to think of the laughs, genuine tears and lifelong relationships that would never have existed had I left before I knew how lucky I was.
A Few Additional Minor Adjustments 

by Nickolette Patrick, TEFL PCV 

To the PCT currently living with our family: 

Peace Corps tells us that during training, we can expect you to go through an acclimatization period during which you get used to life in Ukraine. To help with your transition, we have made a list of your most glaring defects:

1. The cat, dog, and hamster are pets; the chickens and rabbits are not. Feel free to name the bunnies, but we’ll be serving Fluffy for dinner on Thursday.

2. I don’t know how you do things in America, but here breakfast is what you had for dinner last night, and in the same quantities. Stop acting surprised when you find chicken-fried pork and pickles on your plate.

3. Please take better care of your reproductive organs. You exercise vigorously and sit on cold surfaces with abandon, and then have the audacity to believe your ovaries will function a decade from now, when you say you might finally be ready to have a baby. There are plenty of Ukrainian children up for adoption – would you like us to help you pre-select one? 

4. Peace Corps informed us that you are a female, and as far as we can tell you have two perfectly good legs. Why must you hide them in pants? Or is one of your legs wooden? 

5. Please have your special doctors in Kiev measure your stomach. YOU DO NOT EAT ENOUGH. “Oh, I can’t eat another bite,” you say. “My stomach is telling me to stop, it’s bothering me, it’s upset.” Your stomach has more emotions than a pubescent teenager. Tell me, what is your stomach upset about? I think it’s upset because you don’t give it enough food. Of course it will be mad at you if you only eat soup, potatoes, and a little piece of meat for dinner. Listen to your stomach and eat more food.

6. If you fail to eat a suitable amount of food, we reserve the right to mock you by playing the game, “Who eats more, our volunteer or our pet hamster?”

7. You may have noticed you’re mute and illiterate. We worry that when you leave our house alone, you will be unable to find your way back by asking for directions, reading street signs, or looking at a map. Please let one of your host brothers or sisters accompany you like a manservant – in addition to guiding you to the correct locations, they will also interact with the natives on your behalf and carry your belongings.

8. You do not spend enough time in front of mirrors. Cosmetics have been in use for thousands of years – please continue the trend. 

9. Here’s how it works: You drink cold water, your body gets colder, you get a cold, you die. Ukrainian tradition dictates that we have to leave your body in our house before the funeral – I guess we’ll put you on the kitchen table, but then where are we going to eat? Does Peace Corps have loaner tables available in case of volunteer death? 

10. You spend a lot of time studying and lesson planning, time you could spend sitting in the living room watching television. Your work ethic is not healthy. Why do you push yourself so hard? Will Peace Corps fire you? 

11. Your lace-up brown hiking boots are unpolishable, not to mention unfashionable. We will send your host sister to the market with you to supervise your purchase of a suitable pointy-toed model. 

12. Please gain at least ten pounds during your stay with us, or we will feel shame.

13. You told us you didn’t need help washing your clothes, but when we watch you do your washing, you appear to be giving your garments a bubble bath. As previously suggested, just turn your dirty clothes over to the woman of the house and in several days they’ll appear clean and freshly folded on your bed. 

14. After meals we put a sugar bowl on the table and place a basket of candies right in front of you. When we invite you to help yourself, you scrunch up your eyebrows and shake your head. Do you not understand what we’re saying? Sugar helps you think. Please consume more. You need all the help you can get.

15. Where are your high heels? Your translucent blouses? Your leather? Your clothes lack the fringe and tassels and frilly bits that make a woman feminine. You will never get a man, let alone keep one, with your American wardrobe. Do you want to live at home with your parents for the rest of your life? Please affix some decorative elements (feathers, sequins, rhinestones, etc.) to your garments. 

16. Repress your urge to shake hands, or people might suspect you are male cross-dresser. 

17. Since you never eat enough at meals (see #5), every morning we give you a plastic bag of snacks (apples, bread, cheese, sausage, cookies) in case you get hungry during the day. You put the bag in your backpack, and when you return home at night, the food is still in your backpack. We know it’s there – we can smell it. (You may have noticed that, like Americans, we have noses somewhere near the center of our faces.) I’m not sure what you do with food in your country, but here in Ukraine it’s customary to eat it.

18. If it’s cold outside, we may serve you an alcoholic beverage with your breakfast. You need to drink it, or else you will become chilled on your walk to work, get sick, and possibly die. (See #9) You say you feel conspicuous walking around intoxicated so early in the morning, but lots of people do it! 

19. Your constant smiling makes us uncomfortable. You smile at everyone, all the time, for no reason – salesclerks, bus drivers, people on the street. We worry this perpetual happiness is a sign of mental retardation. Would you go around screaming at people for no reason? No? Then please smile only with sufficient justification. 

20. You generate more garbage than the rest of the family combined. It’s a mystery how you do it, but if you don’t cut back the government will have to station a trash barge on the Dniper to cope with your output. 

We realize adjusting is a process that takes time. In light of this, we limited ourselves to the first twenty violations that flooded our head; we’ll save the list of your next twenty defects for Thursday. Peace Corps tells us you Americans are a timely people, so if you could resolve the above defects by Thursday, that would be greatly appreciated. 

With an abundance of love,

You host family

The Keeper of Looks

by Daniel Reynolds Riveiro, TEFL PCV
As anyone who comes to Ukraine no doubt notices, there’s something close to a obsession here with looking your best. On the street, it looks like fashion week in Milan as men and women walk around in pointy shoes, glossy leather jackets, and a variety of flared, sequined and skin-tight garments. 

The keeper of looks is the mothers, and at no time did this become more obvious than the first time I visited my new host family in Zhytomyr. I had just gotten back from a seminar at a small village in the country side. Getting there was an uncomfortable two hour bus ride, getting back was the same. I got back already running late to have dinner with the other volunteers in the city, a dinner I had informed Larissa, my Zhytomyr host mother, about the previous night. 

When I arrived at home, moving quickly and trying to get back out the door, she called to me and told me to come into the kitchen. She was preparing food. I told her in Ukrainian that I had to go, that I was going to a restaurant with friends. She was visibly upset that I wasn’t staying for dinner. She told me that I should have a glass of water with her, at least.

It was carbonated, of course, and she asked me about my day as I gulped it down, trying not to burp, trying to get out of there. I didn’t mean to offend her or rush out, it was just that every minute I was late was another minute the others were standing outside in the cold, as we were supposed to meet by the tank monument in the center of the city. 

I told her this, but while I was drinking the water, she had prepared a sandwich and offered it to me, saying I should eat it. I told her I had to go, that I would eat at the restaurant. “Ukrainian girls don’t like skinny men,” she told me in Ukrainian. “You must eat.”

As I had only known the woman for three days and didn’t know where the line should be drawn, I started to quickly eat the sandwich. While I was eating it, she prepared another sandwich, put it on a plate, and inched it towards me.

I looked at it, but didn’t pick it up. 

“I’m sorry, but I have to go,” I told her. I got up, and then she noticed a small discoloration on the front of my green turtleneck, from where I had dropped some food on it some days before. I had been living out of a backpack for days, had no other sweater and no way of washing it. Actually, had she not pointed to the spot, I never would have noticed it.

She followed me to the door, telling me I had to change my sweater, that I could not go out with this sweater. 

“I have to go,” I told her. She told me to go get one of her son’s sweaters. Had I not felt so pushed with the water and the sandwiches, I may well have, but I felt that at some point my boundaries had to be established.

“No,” I said, “I have to go.”

She then put herself between me and the door, arms out like the wings of an F-15, and said that I had to change my sweater.

I looked at her for a second, thinking of options. The resulting answer was: I’m late, I’m 25 years old, I have to spend three months living here, and I’m not going to be treated like a child, whether I act like one or not.

“No,” I told her firmly. “I am leaving.”

She looked a little hurt and I felt bad, but she moved away from the door. I pulled on my green Miami Dolphins ski cap and she picked up her son’s black cap, holding it out for me to wear instead. I shook my head no.

She reached up with her hands and straighten the cap on my head so the emblem was in the middle, and then began picking white lint out of it while it was still on my head. I bore this for about a minute more and then left.

I told the other volunteers. They were not surprised.

On the way home, I bought her a flower, hoping to make up. She was not happy. My host father got in on this, and all of us had a discussion. He was on my side. I was an adult. She, though, and she actually said this, “no, he is a child.” 

At which point I realized that I was not going to be her third son, despite her telling me that my first night in the house. We could be friends, but I was not going to have another mother. I didn’t say this, but my stance was clear. She shook my hand when I left the next day for Kiev, a turnaround from when she greeted me four days before with a huge hug.

I felt horrible. I didn’t want to hurt her feelings, but I didn’t want to spend three more months under a motherly microscope. I tried to explain this to my Regional Manager when I got back to Peace Corps office and was debrief. 

He looked at me and said: “why didn’t you just change the sweater?”

I tried to explain, and he said: “you just can’t expect them to change.”

And he was right. I came to Peace Corps expecting to change the way I acted, to conform to Ukrainian culture, but that lasted barely two weeks before I was back to dressing how I wanted to dress, acting how I wanted to act. Changing how you behave is a huge thing, hard, harder than I imagined it would be. It was very egocentric to think that Larissa would give up her ingrained behaviors on how to be a mother, behaviors that are very exact in Ukrainian culture, just because I was from America and didn’t want to be told how to dress. Ironically, my real mother would want me to dress that way: looking my best, no stains, no lint, no wrinkles, shiny shoes; she just doesn’t put herself between me and the door.

Welcome to the Family!

by Arnab Sinhna, CD PCV
I vividly remember riding the bus to meet my Host family, thinking that I am well equipped with the few Russian words provided by our Language Teacher & the super cool “Russian for Travelers” book. But, who are these people, and why do they want us anyways? Guess what? At the bus stop all the preparations just vaporized; it was just a rush - rush, get out of the cold & street situation. So, don’t worry about doing the whole introduction/ life story/ gifts right then. Give em a hug if you wanna, or shake hands with the male members and just follow them to your new home. Worth mentioning is by Slavic traditions only male members (any age group) shake each others hands. Do not try to impose by extending your hand to a lady, as you will be imposing a unwilling physical contact. Kissing cheeks is also not recommended at this time. Oh yeah, ask your teacher how much should the taxi (for your monstrous baggage) cost as you are the one supposed to be paying.

Okay, you are home and shown to your room. Wait! Not that fast! Male PCVs, you are the one supposed to carry the baggage to & fro taxi/apartment sharing the load with the other male members of the receiving party. It is one of the Gender Roles things; Host National Ladies don’t carry - period! However, if you are a female PCV, please do try to carry as much as you can (remember, you are not Ukranian). If the lift is too small for all of you & baggage, you are the one supposed to be left behind for the time being, specially if you are a male (age is inconsequential, gentlemen). Ah, you are through the door & you want to just take your stuff to the room? No, you won’t till you remove your nasty dirty shoes in the corridor. In Ukraine, most traveling is done by bus # 11 (by walking, I mean); trudging thru the mud, unpaved roads & everything else, rendering your shoes helplessly dirty. In all probability, your host will provide with some warm house slippers (tapichki) to wear around the house. Please accept them graciously even if you have some in your bag; it is a norm for all guests to be provided with them. I also, recommend to keep your socks on. One more thing, if you are greeted by a member on the doorstep, don’t try to shake hands over the threshold (it brings bad luck); wait till you step inside. You wanna wash up, go right on; cause after that would be the time to give them the gifts & show them the pictures. They will love the family photographs as this is how they are getting to know you. About gifts, you should ask your Language Teacher about the family members & their age groups to help in your decision making. Box of Chocolates are always a safe bet! Now would be also be a good time to tell them about your food preferences.

Next comes dinner. I remember refusing wine with my first meal with my new family, thinking in my mind not to set a precedence where I will be supplied with too much alcohol or I will be considered as alcohol lover. Boy, was I wrong! It is impolite to refuse wine as it is a welcoming gesture. If you don’t wanna drink it, just leave it in the glass. If you think that you will finish that glass so that you don’t have to drink any more; you would be wrong. By Ukranian customs, it is a sign of bad hospitality to have a empty glass on the table. Here we go again! Males are responsible to keep the wine glasses full; so if you are the only male on the table you know what to do, & if you are female, stop grabbing the darn bottle! If you don’t follow this custom, you will be easily forgiven. When the bottle has even a little wine in it, it always goes on the table (floors = dirty); but when empty goes only on the floor. It is superstitiously bad luck to have a empty bottle on the table. You wanna go a extra step to impress? Ask your hostess to blow in her wishes in the empty wine bottle and carefully seal it tightly with the cork & place it away from harms way. You don’t want it to have a accident & her wishes disappear, do ya?
V. HISTORY OF UKRAINE

A Brief History of Ukraine

www.ukrainepostalexpress.com

In the Beginning

Archeological finds show that the earliest inhabitants of Ukraine were Neolithic tribes in the Dnipro and Dniester valleys, who had settlements in the area of Kyiv 15,000 to 20,000 years ago. At that time, the area between the Black Sea and the glacial ice sheet of the last Ice Age was a level, fertile region with a cool, temperate climate: ideal for nomadic people and their flocks.

The first organized society in the region were the Scythians, who had tamed horses and used this mobility to rule most of the region north of the Black Sea. The Scythians flourished in the 8th to 1st century B.C. before succumbing to successive waves of migrating tribes sweeping in from the north and from Asia. In the 1st century BC to 6th century A.D. the region was overrun in turn by the Goths, Ostragoths, Visigoths, Huns, and Avars. The last such wave of migration were the Khazars, who ruled the region from the 7th to the 9th centuries. Their empire in turn started to crumble with the arrival of Kyivan Rus.

Rise of the Kyivan Rus

The origin of Ukraine and its people dates from the late 600s when a Nordic people known as the Rus (from which we get the term "Russian") first entered the region.

At first, the Rus were concerned mainly with reaching Constantinople (modern Istanbul, Turkey) along a network of rivers and portage roads reaching from the Baltic to the Black Sea. Down this route flowed furs, slaves and the priceless Baltic amber. In return, manufactured goods, wine, silks and gold flowed north.

To further this effort, the Rus established several small trading settlements along this "Amber Route"- notable among them being Kyiv (known as Kiev in the west); a point where several rivers meet.

The Rus settlers of Kyiv built their first citadel at the end of the 5th and the beginning of the 6th centuries on the steep right bank of the Dnipro River to protect themselves from the marauding nomadic tribes of the region. The evolution of Kyiv into a city was tied closely to the development of the Kyivan Rus feudal state. Later, Kyiv's Grand Princes built their palaces and churches on Starokievska Hill, while artisans and merchants built their houses next to the wharf on the Dnipro.

Although vastly outnumbered, the warlike Norsemen used a combination of discipline, diplomacy and ruthless aggression to establish a strong, and ultimately dominant, position along the Amber Route. Within a few centuries, the Rus had evolved into three separate and distinct cultures: the Baltic Rus in the north, the Rus proper in the midlands around what later became Moscovy, and the Kyivan Rus in the south.

By the end of the 9th century, the Kyivan Rus princes had united the scattered Slavic tribes, with Kyiv as the political center of the Eastern Slavs. Legends and historical documents describe courageous Kyivites defending their city over the ages against the Khazars and Pechenegs, Polovtsi, Mongols, Lithuanian and Polish feudal lords, the Duchy of Muscovy, and the Russian Empire.

The Kyivan Rus reached their peak during the reign of Prince Volodymir the Great (980-1015). In 988, intent on strengthening his position, Volodymir introduced Christianity to improve political and cultural relations with the Byzantine Empire, the Bulgarians, and other countries of Western Europe and the Near East. By the 11th century, Kyiv was one of the largest centers of civilization in the Christian World. It boasted over 400 churches, eight markets and nearly 50,000 inhabitants. By comparison, London, Hamburg and Gdansk each had around 20,000.

After the death of the great Kyivan Prince Vladimir Monomakh (1125), the Kyivan Rus became involved in a long period of feudal wars. Foreign powers were quick to take advantage of this situation and the various Kyivan princelings spent as much time battling foreign aggressors as each other. But it soon developed that the Kyivan Rus, along with the rest of Europe, had a common, more pressing problem: the Mongols.

The Scourge of the East

In the mid-13th century, the Golden Horde of Genghis Khan swept out of Asia like wildfire. The Mongols fielded an army only about 20,000 strong, but they were entirely highly trained horsemen who used tactics later copied by Heinz Gudaren and Erwin Rommel. Against the European's press-ganged peasant mobs, it was no contest. The Golden Horde routinely crushed armies ten times their size. Were it not for the untimely death of the Genghis Khan, all of Europe might have been overrun.

Against this overwhelming "blitzkrieg", not even the best defended cities could resist. In the autumn of 1240, the Mongols headed by Batu Khan, the grandson of Genghis Khan, finally captured Kyiv after a series of long and bloody battles. Thousands of people were killed and much of the city was razed. Kyiv fell into a prolonged period of decline. The Mongols (also known as the Tartars by westerners) ruled for almost a century.

Pawns of Empire

Despite foreign rule, Kyiv retained its artisan, trade, and cultural traditions of the ancient Kiyvan-Rus and remained an important political, commercial and cultural center. The furocious Mongols, ill suited for city life, soon began to assimilate and lose much of their former aggressiveness. As they melted into the local culture, a new political structure, the Galician-Volynian principality, grew from the blending of Rus and Mongol.

The late 14th century brought a growing threat from the northwest. The Kingdom of Lithuania (the Baltic Rus) and Poland began to enlarge their territory at the expense of their eastern neighbors. Soon the Poles were pressing into the western part of Ukraine while the Lithuanians helped themselves to the area just to the north (in modern Belarus). This was not a large scale invasion as such, but more a series of small scale actions in which various feudal nobles were overthrown and their lands occupied in a sort of creeping conquest. At the same time, to the south and southeast, the Turks were making similar moves into the Crimea and along the Sea of Azov.

Unfortunately, the Galician-Volynian principality had lost much of the warrior spirit of their ancestors and proved too weak and decentralized to organize an effective defense. While nobles and religious factions feuded among themselves, the rot settled deeper into the principality and the foreign armies grew ever closer to Kyiv.

At the beginning of the 16th century, a new force appeared on the scene: the Ukrainian Kozaks (Cossacks). The Kozaks started as semi-autonomous slavic tribes settled in various regions of Ukraine. As the authority of Kyiv waned, these tribes took increasing control of their own affairs and were soon forming loose knit alliances. As the Galician-Volynian principality fell apart, this alliance rallied under the Zaporozhyan Sich, which became the military and political organization of the Ukrainian Kozaks and thus of Ukraine. 

By the mid-17th century, the foreign erosion had taken over half of Ukraine, with the Poles finally occupying Kyiv itself. This led the Zaporozhyan Sich to war against Poland (in 1648-1654) to regain this lost territory. However, the Poles (then at the height of their military strength) proved to be too great a challenge. In desperation, Ukraine turned to their northern neighbor, the Duchy of Moscovy, for protection.

The Romanovs

Modern Russia came into being in the 1300s when a Rus Duke known as Ivan the Terrible began expanding his influence along the Amber Route from the Baltic to the Mediterranean. As part of this effort, he fortified the monastery at Moscovy (in Russian, the word Kremlin means "fortified city") and made it his formal capital.

The Russian Empire was ruled from first to last by the heirs of Ivan the Terrible: known as the Romanov Dynasty and originally styled as the "Tsars of All Russians". (The term "Tsar" is the Russian translation of "Caesar".) Later, as the nation state concept came into being, the Romanovs began to think of themselves as the Emperors of a group of subject states, and thus began calling themselves the "Tsars of All Russias".

In 1654, a treaty of political and military alliance was signed and Ukraine came under the influence of Moscovy for the first time. What had been supposed as a military alliance soon grew into Russian domination over Ukraine. For nearly a century, the Zaporozhyan Sich maintained a nominal, if increasingly fictional, sovereignty. In 1775, however, the Sich was finally suppressed by the Tsar and Ukraine became a vassal state.

Despite this, the Kozaks were not a force to be ignored. What emerged was something of a unique phenomenon: from the later 1700s until the Great War, the Kozaks held a special role as "overseers", a form of middle class, maintaining order among the serfs at the behest of the Romanov aristocracy.

As late as the beginning of the 20th century, the Tsar was a true despot, answerable to no one except the ever present risk of assassination.

The 20th Century

The last 100 years have been a time of turmoil for Ukraine, starting with an all but forgotten war in the far Orient.

Historically, whenever the Tsars lost a war, they were forced by public unrest to institute social reforms. (It was the disastrous showing of the Tsarist armies in the Crimean War that resulted in the freeing of the serfs in 1863.) The Russo-Japanese war of 1905-1906 was no exception. In short order, the bulk of the Tsarist navy was sunk and the Tsarist armies fought to a bloody stalemate in Mongolia. Even the peace imposed by western powers could not prevent a tidal wave of unrest from erupting into revolution.

In Ukraine, actual revolt was limited and sporadic, although the Ukrainians siezed on the opportunity to strengthen their national identity. To prevent yet another uprising in the south, the Tsar conceded a limited autonomy to a loose knit Ukrainian nationalist movement. Political and labor organizatons came into being and the ban on the Ukrainian language recended. It was enough to keep the lid on until the revolts in the north and west could be crushed.

This reprive for the Tsar was short lived, however. In the Great War of 1914-1918, the generalship of the Tsarist officer corps was abysmal. By 1917, the Tsarist armies had been bled white at battles such as Tannenburg- where over 500,000 Russians were killed in action. This time, the situation was beyond saving. The rising unrest and mounting battlefield losses were simply too much: the decayed Romanov aristocracy collapsed, plunging Russia into civil war.

When the Tsar abdicated in early 1917, Ukraine made its first tentative steps toward independence as a provisional government, the Central Rada, was formed. When the Bolsheviks staged their revolution late in the year, the Central Rada formally declared independence and Ukraine, after two centuries, finally became free.

Unfortunately, Ukraine was simply not ready for political independence. The country split in two, with the western part becoming a separate state

As a practical matter, Ukraine soon became a stronghold of the "White" (Tsarist) Russians during the civil wars of the 1920s. When they were finally suppressed, the "Reds" (Soviets) ruthlessly crushed any remaining nationalist tendencies in a series of purges that saw millions killed or sent into exile in Siberia. Notable among these were the Kozaks, who had fought fiercely for their traditional rulers, and the reminants of the Tartars.

The dream of an independent Ukraine ended with the triumph of the Bolsheviks and the founding of the Ukrainian Soviet Socialist Republic in 1922. In an attempt to stack the deck at the newly formed League of Nations, the new Soviet Empire was made up of supposedly separate states in a "Union of Soviet Socialist Republics". In reality, however, Ukraine was a conquered province ruled directly from Moscovy.

The 1930s, the purges begun by Lenin continued- and grew- under Joseph Stalin.

There were also any number of "Hero Projects"- public works programs which, though badly needed to modernize the USSR, relied heavily on slave labor. Throughout the Stalinist era (and later) the KGB spent much of its time rounding up supposed "enemies of the state" on the flimsiest of legal excuses (often fabricating testimony and evidence) to be sentenced for construction work in Siberia.

Ukraine, having long been a rebellious region, suffered more than the run of the mill Russians.

The Great Patriotic War of 1941-1945 saw Ukraine overrun by the Nazi armies. When the Germans first arrived, they were greeted by many Ukrainians as liberators (an error of perception that the SS and Gestapo soon rectified). In short order, the Ukrainian hinterland seethed with systematic guerella warfare and few Germans who wandered outside their fortified cities returned alive.

The German field commanders seemed perplexed at this tenacious resistance, wondering why anyone would fight to return to Stalin's rule. They would learn the hard way a lesson that all too many aggressors overlook: that a people will fight not for their dictators, but for their homes and families.

This truth would contribute to the Nazi downfall. The resistance that plagued the German rear areas drew away troops, consumed badly needed supplies and disrupted the rail lines, which had a direct impact on the fighting further to the east and led to the eventual distruction of an entire German Army Group at the battle of Stalingrad.

When the war ended, most Ukrainian cities - notably Kiev, Dnipropetrovs'k and Sevastopol - were in ruins. The Dnipro river was a major German defensive line prior to the general retreat of 1944, and these cities suffered prolonged sieges. 

Not only did the fighting cause great destruction, but both sides practiced scorched earth policies to deny resources to their foes. Just as the retreating Soviets had done in 1941, the retreating Germans in 1944 systematically wreaked the railroads and other infrustructure and stripped the region of all resources, leaving its population to starve. To this day, mention of the "Fascists" will produce a sharp reaction from most Ukrainians.

The returning Soviet Armies were ruthless with the remaining population. In the immediate postwar period, there was an upswell of Ukrainian nationalist sentiment. In the paranoia of Stalinist Moscovy, anyone who had not fled or died fighting could very well be collaborators. A key province such as Ukraine, flushed with victory after driving the Germans out and fielding a substantial army, was something that Stalin could not accept for a moment. (Further west, Yugoslavia was in a similar situation, although their tough and well equipped army was a more formidible proposition than the Ukrainian guerella bands.) Moscovy was quick

Postwar treaties enlarged the Ukraine at the expense of German allies Hungary and Romania.

The Rebirth of Ukraine

By 1990, the economic situation in the Soviet Union was so bad that even the KGB could no longer keep the lid on. With the coming of glasnost, Ukrainian nationalist and separatist sentiments were increasingly voiced.

The brief Kremlin revolt of 1991, a last ditch attempt by the hard liners to maintain the USSR, actually goaded several regions, including the Baltic States, Moldova, Belarus and Ukraine, into declaring independence.

Another headache Ukraine inherited was a sizable chunk of the Soviet military, including an enormous nuclear arsenal and the substantial Black Sea Fleet. Sensibly, they arranged for the nuclear missiles to be dismantled and returned to Russia (thus becoming the first nuclear power to voluntarily disarm). The brand new Ukrainian Navy took over most of the small craft (patrol boats, frigates and destroyers) of the Black Sea Fleet while Soviet land and air units (which were largely defunct due to mass desertions) were absorbed into the Ukrainian Army and Air Force.

The Crimean peninsula has a substantial ethnic Russian population due to their long standing military presence. The Russian navy still maintains a fleet base at Sevastopol and other military bases in the region. This fleet (cruisers, nuclear submarines and a small carrier) is largely rusted scrap and the military units demoralized and ill equipped due to Russia's financial straits. This, along with the traditional emnity Ukrainians feel for Russians has led to political tensions and social unrest in Crimea.

Ukraine has been extremely wary of Russia's influence in post-Soviet interrepublican affairs and has moved to limit its economic integration with the Russian-dominated CIS. (This break from the past and the ever closer relations being forged with the West have made Ukraine one of the few former regions of the USSR that is showing any sign of recovery.)

In the time since independence, Ukraine has passed several critical milestones in its evolution to a free society. Notable among these is the creation of a multiparty political system, an independent judiciary and the orderly election of a new President. Ukraine is also building close ties to the European Economic Union and has begun a series of economic reforms.

While there are still severe economic and social problems, including serious inflation, energy shortages, deteriorating infrastructure and high unemployment, Ukraine is the most stable and prosperous of the successor states of the former Soviet Union.

History of Ukraine

http://www.state.gov/

The first identifiable groups to populate what is now Ukraine were Cimmerians, Scythians, Sarmatians, and Goths, among other nomadic peoples who arrived throughout the first millennium B.C. These peoples were well known to colonists and traders in the ancient world, including Greeks and Romans, who established trading outposts that eventually became city-states. Slavic tribes occupied central and eastern Ukraine in the sixth century A.D. and played an important role in the establishment of Kiev. Kievan Rus Prince Volodymyr converted the Kievan nobility and most of the population to Christianity in 988. Situated on lucrative trade routes, Kiev quickly prospered as the center of the powerful state of Kievan Rus. In the 11th century, Kievan Rus was, geographically, the largest state in Europe. Conflict among the feudal lords led to decline in the 12th century. Mongol raiders razed Kiev in the 13th century. 

Most of the territory of what is modern Ukraine was annexed by Poland and Lithuania in the 14th century, but during that time, Ukrainians began to conceive of themselves as a distinct people, a feeling that survived subsequent partitioning by greater powers over the next centuries. Ukrainian peasants who fled the Polish effort to force them into servitude came to be known as Cossacks and earned a reputation for their fierce martial spirit and love of freedom. In 1667, Ukraine was partitioned between Poland and Russia. In 1793, when Poland was partitioned, much of modern-day Ukraine was integrated into the Russian Empire. 

The 19th century found the region largely agricultural, with a few cities and centers of trade and learning. The region was under the control of the Austro-Hungarian Empire in the extreme west and the Russian Empire elsewhere. Ukrainian writers and intellectuals were inspired by the nationalistic spirit stirring other European peoples existing under other imperial governments and were determined to revive Ukrainian linguistic and cultural traditions and reestablish a Ukrainian state. Taras Shevchenko (1814-1861), national hero of Ukraine, presented the intellectual maturity of the Ukrainian language and culture through his work as a poet and artist. Imperial Russia, however, imposed strict limits on attempts to elevate Ukrainian culture, even banning the use and study of the Ukrainian language. 

When World War I and the Russian revolution shattered the Habsburg and Russian empires, Ukrainians declared independent statehood. In 1917 the Central Rada proclaimed Ukrainian autonomy and in 1918, following the Bolshevik seizure of power in Petrograd, the Ukrainian National Republic declared independence under President Mykhaylo Hrushevsky. After three years of conflict and civil war, however, the western part of Ukrainian territory was incorporated into Poland, while the larger, central and eastern regions were incorporated into the Soviet Union in 1922 as the Ukrainian Soviet Socialist Republic. 

The Ukrainian national idea persevered during the twenties, but with Stalin’s rise to power and the campaign for collectivization, the Soviet leadership imposed a campaign of terror that ravaged the intellectual class. Stalin also created an artificial famine (called the Holodomor in Ukrainian) as part of his forced collectivization policies, which killed millions of previously independent peasants and others throughout the country. Estimates of deaths from the 1932-33 famine alone range from 3 million to 7 million. 

When the Nazis invaded the Soviet Union in 1941, some Ukrainians, particularly in the west, welcomed what they saw as liberation from Communist rule, but this did not last as they quickly came to understand the nature of Nazi rule. Nazi brutality was directed principally against Ukraine's Jews (of whom an estimated 1 million were killed), but also against many other Ukrainians. Babyn Yar in Kiev was the site of one of the most horrific Nazi massacres of Ukrainian Jews, ethnic Ukrainians, and many others. Kiev and other parts of the country were heavily damaged. 

After the Nazi and Soviet invasions of Poland in 1939, the western Ukrainian regions were incorporated into the Soviet Union. Armed resistance against Soviet authority continued as late as the 1950s. During periods of relative liberalization--as under Nikita Khrushchev from 1955 to 1964 and during the period of "perestroika" under Mikhail Gorbachev -- Ukrainian communists pursued nationalist objectives. The 1986 explosion at the Chornobyl (Chernobyl in Russian) nuclear power plant, located in the Ukrainian SSR, and the Soviet Government’s initial efforts to conceal the extent of the catastrophe from its own people and the world, was a watershed for many Ukrainians in exposing the severe problems of the Soviet system. Ukraine became an independent state on August 24, 1991, and was a co-founder of the Commonwealth of Independent States (CIS) following the dissolution of the Soviet Union, although it has not officially joined the organization. 

Ukraine and Europe

...Kievan Rus was a part of Europe, 

Moscow long remained the negation of Europe.

- Leo Tolstoy

Ukraine's origins are in Kyivan Rus, the vast medieval state that extended from the Gulf of Finland to the Black Sea and encompassed most of today's Ukraine, Belarus, and north-central Russia. When Muscovy (Moscow) was a little-known principality deep within the remote forests of the north, Kyivan Rus was the largest political entity in Europe and a major power in the east. Ukraine originally meant "border​land," which it actually was to the Christian world on whose eastern frontiers it lay, a buffer between Europe and the nomadic raiders of the Eurasian steppe.

Kyivan Rus converted to Christianity in 988, and Con​stantinople became its link to the Mediterranean and Eu​rope. A high degree of culture and prosperity was reached within the next century before its center, Kyiv, was subjected to raids by mounted marauders from Asia. The state gradually declined in power and was fragmented into principalities, the most important of which was Galicia-Volhynia on its western border.

The Mongol-Tatar conquest in 1240 marked the end of the Kyivan Rus state. Galicia became attached to Poland and Volhynia to Lithuania, and by 1370 Lithuania had replaced the Mongol-Tatars as ruler of much of the rest of Ukraine. In 1569, the Ukrainian lands under Lithuania became part of the Polish-Lithuanian Commonwealth. Scarcely a century later, however, in 1667, the city of Kyiv and the Ukrainian lands east of the Dnipro (Dnieper) River came under Russian rule while the western territories remained with Poland. When Poland was partitioned in the eighteenth century, its Galician lands came under Austrian rule for the next 144 years.

With the Bolshevik Revolution in 1917 and the defeat of Austria one year later, the hopes of Ukrainian nationalists for a unitary state appeared close to realization. Ukrainian republics were established in Galicia and in the east, and the two were merged in 1919. But the new republic became a battleground once more as Ukrainians, Poles, White Rus​sians, and Bolsheviks contended for the rich land. After bloody warfare, Galicia and Volhynia were once more annexed by a reconstituted Poland; an area on the southern slope of the Carpathian Mountains was joined with the new Czechoslovakia; the territories of Bukovina and Bessarabia in the southwest became a part of Romania; and the remainder of Ukraine became a "republic" within the Soviet Union. The victorious Allies were touting "self-determination" but Ukraine, without being consulted, had been partitioned among four neighboring states.

Following World War II, the western provinces were re​united once more with the rest of Ukraine, but under Soviet rule. Forty-five years later, in 1990, Ukraine declared sover​eignty and, in a 1991 referendum, more than 90 percent of the voters chose independence from Moscow. Vital economic ties with Russia were severed but the long-held dreams of Ukrainian nationalists had finally been realized, and without bloodshed or upheaval.

But the Ukrainian sense of nationalism remains fragile. Some twelve million of the fifty-two million Ukrainians are ethnic Russians, the largest minority group in Europe; and many of its ethnic Ukrainians have been so Russified that they no longer speak Ukrainian. Rather than the unitary state long envisioned, there appears to be more than one Ukraine.

Crimea

Jutting into the Black Sea, the Crimean peninsula is a valu​able piece of real estate and a big bone of contention between Ukraine and Russia. A prime vacation spot, with lush beaches and a Mediterranean climate, Crimea was the site of the 1945 Yalta conference between Roosevelt, Churchill, and Stalin. It is also the home base of the three-hundred-vessel former Soviet Black Sea Fleet whose control has been contested by Ukraine and Russia. Crimea was given to Ukraine by Nikita Khrushchev in 1954 to mark the three-hundredth anniver​sary of Ukraine's union with Russia. Most Russians regret that gift now that Ukraine is independent.

The Tatars, a Turkic people, arrived in Crimea in the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries. In the fifteenth century, they founded a state, the Crimean Khanate, which lasted until Russia annexed the peninsula in 1783. During the eigh​teenth century the peninsula was colonized by Russians, but Tatars continued to maintain their national culture despite Russian efforts at assimilation. With the fall of tsarist Russia, the Tatars were able to reestablish temporarily their own state, but in 1920 it came under Bolshevik control.

During World War II, the Tatars were suspected by Stalin of being German sympathizers and were exiled to Central Asia. In 1967, the charges were withdrawn by the Soviet government, the Tatars were rehabilitated and, in 1987, they began to return to their ancestral homeland in large numbers.

Today, however, 70 percent of Crimea's population of 2.7 million is ethnic Russian and only 10 percent is Tatar; and Crimea is the only Ukrainian okruh with a Russian majority. Plebiscites in 1993 and 1994 produced victories for the Rus​sians and raised fears that they might move to rejoin Russia.

Crimea's importance lies not in the territory itself but rather in its role as a symbol of Ukraine's sovereignty. If Ukraine should yield to Russia on Crimea, it fears similar concessions may have to be made on potential territorial disputes with Poland, Slovakia, Hungary, and Romania.

Cossacks

Cossacks were not a people;
 they were  a way of life.

- Adam Zamoyski, The Polish Way

Ukrainian Cossacks, according to mythologists as well as historians, were fierce fighters, frontiersmen and pioneers of the steppe, adventurers and fugitives, rebels and robbers, honorable mercenaries, a brotherhood of knights, self-gov​erning democrats, brutal pirates, Orthodox Christian sol​diers, defenders of an oppressed peasantry, heroes of Ukrai​nian nationalism, destroyers of the Polish-Lithuanian Com​monwealth, trusted troops of Russian tsars, and, to use a modern term, freedom fighters.

Which of these descriptions is true? Probably all of them and more, but at different times.

"Cossack" derives from a Tatar-Turkish word denoting a free soldier. The Zaporozhian Cossacks (the term comes from the Ukrainian za porohy, "beyond the rapids") began as a brotherhood of free soldiers whose principal purpose was pro​tection of Ukraine's southern frontier from incursions of the Crimean Tatars. From their sich (fortress) below the Dnipro rapids, some forty-five miles south of today's Dnipropetrovsk, Cossack cavalry raids repelled Tatar horsemen seeking to reclaim lands the Tatars regarded as their own.

Originally a breakaway group of Ukrainian peasants who had fled to the south, the Cossacks were joined by men of other nations who sought a free and adventurous existence, including, strange as it may seem, Tatars and even some Jews who had converted to Christianity.

 As free men, the Cossacks chafed when Ukrainian peas​ants increasingly came under domination by Polish landown​ers in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries and Poland consolidated its rule in Ukraine. In the seventeenth century, the Cossacks began a series of uprisings against the Poles, which eventually brought independence to Ukraine and sig​naled the start of Poland's decline. But Cossack hetman (leader) Bohdan Khmelnytsky, in a fateful decision reflecting lack of political vision, swore allegiance to the Tsar of Mus​covy in 1654, and Ukrainian independence was subsequently lost. Khmelnytsky is honored today as a Ukrainian warrior-hero but his "diplomacy" delivered Ukraine to Russia for the next three hundred years and made Russia the largest state in Europe.

Further uprisings against Russian rule failed, and Ukraine was absorbed within the expanding Russian Empire. Under Empress Catherine the Great, the Cossack fortress below the Dnipro rapids was destroyed, serfdom in Ukraine was strength​ened, and Russification intensified. The Cossacks became folk heroes, however, and even today they remain a symbol of Ukrainian nationalism and independence.

Soviet Myths: Live On in Memory

By Serhiy Kharchenko
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In 1991 the Soviet Union perished. 
Its legatees inherited an ideological minefield: well-hammered imperial myths, millions of compatriots poisoned with these myths and nostalgic radiation, which is, 
like nuclear radiation, invisible, omnipresent and perhaps even eternal. 

I lived under Stalin for twenty-five years. In the following thirty-eight years I witnessed one Kremlin coup (Khrushchev's forced resignation), the 1991 takeover, leading to the resignation of the first and the only Soviet president, burials of five powerful chairmen of the Communist Party and the collapse of this party, in which my member number was 14.994.940.  

I was a humble party member and did not influence the course of history. But I was a witness to many events. I saw the birth, rise and death of Soviet myths. Although my memory has not preserved the most fateful Soviet legends, they are material. My myths can be seen and touched.  

A Record That Was Not 

It was 1936. I was six years old. My father was carrying me on his shoulders along tiny potato plots, on which his colleagues, railroad mechanics, were working with choppers. Among those plots was our lot, which was often called "the oasis of individual labor" and "the burp of the capitalistic past."
I though I was flying in the sky, singing in excitement: "For the socialist competition,  for the five – year plan, / we will fulfill the task / of workers and peasants." The people smiled and commented on my song: "You are like a boss who fulfills the task, sitting on the shoulders of the worker."
I was not guilty, however, for children were not taught other songs in my kindergarten. My childish mind did not analyze anything but obvious things like a daily glass of milk, being unaware of what had happened a year before.
In 1935, coalminer Aleksey Stakhanov extracted 102 tons of coal with his hammer and thereby broke the world record by increasing the existing output by fourteen times. 
Thus a myth about the Soviet people building socialism according to the "more than others, faster than others" principle appeared. Newspapers were writing about how fast and brilliantly - just like Stakhanov - workers produced steel, engine drivers drove trains, farmers gathered crops and hairdressers cut hair.
Many years later, we discovered the truth and uncovered the deceit: Stakhanov did not work alone but with other workers.
Aleksey Stakhanov was not strong enough to accept his nationwide fame and resist the disdain of local miners toward him. He died a miserable alcoholic.
The Enemy of the People is Among Us 

It was 1937. My mother and I were visiting her elder sister, who I secretly called "my rich aunt." The aunt lived in Kyiv in an apartment beautifully named communal. I was soon very disappointed, for the aunt had only two rooms. There were five other families in her house. 
The aunt's husband came home. He worked as a chief accountant at a factory. My father was a modest metalworker that mended steam engines. The chief accountant was reading newspapers, exclaiming impolitely: Scoundrels! Rascals! Traitors! Villains! Enemies of the people! He was shouting violently and nearly pierced the paper with his finger. I saw a photograph. Gloomy people were sitting in a hall, raising their hands to vote. Other men with hopeless faces were sitting in a dock. I knew those men in the dock were the "enemies," desiring to steal factories and coalmines. I did not clearly understand what the word "people" meant. Borya, the chief accountant's son, who was in the fourth grade, told me the Soviet people would be voting for Stalin's constitution on December 21, 1937, to have rights and freedoms. 

One night, we all woke up, having heard loud steps in the corridor. We heard the sound of fallen books and broken glass behind the wall. Then the chief accountant and my aunt went out. Borya and I were sitting quietly in the corridor behind a huge box. Borya told me his parents had been invited as witnesses to the room of their neighbor. I again did not understand a thing. I looked at Borya's neighbor through the open door. He looked frightened, holding a suitcase in one hand and hugging his wife.

I remembered delicious lemon sweets this neighbor, Misha, had given me many times. Accompanied by four pairs of heavy boots, he left the apartment. I felt sorry for Misha and so asked my mother: "Is Misha also the enemy of the people?" My mother slapped my face so hard that I winced. She burst out sobbing hysterically. The chief accountant whispered furiously he would not tolerate little hooligans that spy and pose dangerous questions.

My mother decided to leave. Nobody stopped her. I was following her to the railway station, rubbing my swollen cheek. 

I Want to Live in the Movies   
It was 1938. An art palace with red velvet curtains and a huge painting on one of its walls was built in my town.  The painting was called "Stalin and Kaganovich by the Moscow River." Local boys knew these two men were our main leaders. Wearing long military coats, these men were both young and with black moustaches. 

The curtain was drawn back and the white screen displayed a cinematographic feast with happy people in Moscow's squares, vending machines with mineral water and automobiles moving agilely along asphalted roads. 

Our favorite actors starred in those movies, every time in a new role. Slender men with dazzling smiles were piloting airplanes, driving tanks and building factories. Wonderful actresses were operating dozens of weaving machines and professionally attaching milking devices to udders. 

After each such movie I was walking along dirty streets of my town, which had no cars and no vending machines. At home there were beds with no bedclothes, ugly gray coats on the hallstand and many rubber boots and galoshes by the door.  The blue primus stove was hissing coarsely in the kitchen. Some plain soup was cooked on it daily.
On my way home, I remembered my mother's other sister, who I called "my poor aunt." She lived in a village. Every night, she bathed her feet and hands in an herbal solution, for she always milked cows with her hands and never saw milking machines. Once she told me how her family had dug up mouse holes to find grains and seeds during the famine of 1932. 

I stopped. I really wanted to return to the cinema, where the screen was filled with the world's best songs. These rhymed myths were so adhesive that I still remember them. 

Stalin in his Looking-Glass
Many years later, when it became fashionable to publish sensational articles on the Soviet Union and explore weak points of the Kremlin leaders, I read a touching story in one of the newspapers. In Stalin's office there was a carpet above his sofa to which the Soviet dictator pinned cutouts from magazines. I realized that the aging Stalin, like me, had loved to peer into his magical looking glass. But his life was not similar to mine. His life was a nationwide, formidable bloodbath. 

Soviet Immortality 

In 1939, I was in the second grade and wore a red Pioneer tie. Previously, I had stood on the lowest step of the social ladder, being a mere oktyabrenok, one of many offspring of the 1917 October Socialist Revolution.
An older girl who was leader of all Pioneers in my school said our group would be named after Pavlik Morozov. Then she told us a sad story. During the 1933 famine, Pavlik Morozov showed the Red Army officers where his uncle and neighbor were hiding food. A few days later, the boy was found dead in the forest. His killers were executed. Pavlik was immortalized in the names of schools, ships and trains. A monument to this "fighter for the people's welfare" was even erected in Moscow.

A Withered Sprout of Communism 

It was 1940. A wooden rostrum wrapped in a red cloth was built in the central square of my town. Boys were sitting on trees overlooking the rostrum. A crowd of railroad workers was underneath. A few men in hats were standing on the rostrum, among them Lazar Kaganovich, one of the Soviet Union's most important chiefs. He was the man painted on the picture in the art palace. Mr. Kaganovich was in charge of all railroads then. I did not understand what drivers of steam engines were saying but remembered one phrase. A mechanized canteen that was soon opened in our town was called "the sprout of communism." Such "buds" were created in many 
railway stations to execute Kaganovich's order. 

The evil violet flame of the primus stove burned out. Every day, I went to that canteen and brought home two dinners. My mother seemed pleased: food was cheap and tasty and portions big.

Soon the sprout of Communism withered. Cooks began stealing products, reduced portions and raised prices. It became an ordinary Socialist canteen.       
Why My Father Did Not Love the Leader
It was 1948. I was in the tenth grade of school and had to learn a poem for kids by heart. I read out four stanzas to better memorize the words. We were warned at school that this poetic masterpiece must be recited impeccably and by all and pupils whose recitation is bad would have problems. A famous Ukrainian poet composed the poem. Being ideologically hesitant, he was asked by the KGB to either compose a poem about Stalin or go to a concentration camp. The poet was a wise man and described Stalin as the sun in his poem. 

My father never interfered in my studies. But suddenly, listening to this annoying poem, he said: "Remember, a human being cannot be the sun." My mother started waving a kitchen towel in front of his face, speaking about long tongues and prison beds. But I listened to my father and became a skeptic. My father did not like Stalin because, having issued a decree on criminal responsibility for being late for work, he did not renew roads. Our street was extremely bumpy because of many floods. When it rained, my dad had to scoop water with his boots to rush to his factory to repair trains. He scolded Stalin and local officials, who were incapable of renovating the road, quietly. 
The Internationale and Career 

In 1950, I was a student of Kyiv's university and a member of the Komsomol Communist Youth Organization. I was invited as a delegate to a Komsomol conference. Before the conference, its delegates were singing the Internationale, the most important Soviet myth. As an inveterate skeptic, I was pretending to sing, watching how the others performed this ritual. 

Written by Eugene Pottier, the Internationale forecast lots of troubles. Many of the disasters came true in the Soviet Union: the old world was ruined, the new world only being built. 

In the Internationale, there are words for career fanatics: "those who were nothing became everything." I was watching student Alex. He was standing by the table on the stage among other members of the conference presidium. Having no good ear for music, Alex was inspiringly singing the song, as if it was some aria. Soon he came very close to the point of "becoming everything": after graduation he was appointed the secretary of Ukraine's Komsomol. 

Accompanied by my skepticism, I went to Donbass as a provincial reporter to explore waste heaps and metallurgic pipes.   
Khrushchev's little unpleasant secret 

It was 1960. While Khrushchev was traveling around the country to promote American corn, I visited the Petrovka coalmine on the outskirts of Donetsk. In one of its workshops, where outdated equipment was repaired, I saw an old lathe with a bronze plaque. The plaque told me Nikita Khrushchev had operated this device in 1915. 

In 1960, old miners of Petrovka were sill alive. The country was enjoying the warm rays of Khrushchev's thaw, recovering after Stalin's terror. They humorously told me Khrushchev had never worked as a turner but was in charge of making others boost their output. 

Wet socks and the Lenin Prize 

All the commanders of the fourteen Soviet fronts had published their memoirs by 1977. Following their examples, commanders of divisions and detachments also offered their memories to the public. 

There were few editors in publishing houses. A decision was made to employ good reporters. I was given a manuscript written by a commander of one of the divisions participating in the Black Sea military campaign near Novorosiysk. 

The attack consisted of a number of navy raids. One of such raids was carried out in the Tsemesky bay. Bleeding sailors were fighting courageously. This place was later named Malaya Zemlya (Small Land). During the truce, the Soviet soldiers welcomed the head of the political department of the 18th Army, Colonel Leonid Brezhnev. 

When Brezhnev left the boat, he soaked his feet. I suggested that the author remove this paragraph from the book: I thought Brezhnev's wet socks were incompatible with the enormous losses of the army. 

The author reacted to my suggestion as if it was blasphemous. The district party committee agreed with him, reprimanding me for "political immaturity." 

In 1979, Leonid Brezhnev, USSR Secretary General, published his book Malaya Zemlya, in which he described himself as a participant of those heroic events. The book was awarded the Lenin Prize. 

This was one of the major Soviet myths. It differed from the others because it produced many jokes. 

"Young builders of Communism! Go forward, to new successes in labor and study!"
The Khrushchovkas
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By Serhiy Kharchenko
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Housing problems and food deficits plagued average Soviet citizens for years. They learned to live humbly with their legs half bent in a Neanderthal manner. Officials were always superior and could decide who would get a free apartment or a food ration by writing secret letters to influential people. 

The Soviet people experienced two great resettlements. After the 1917 October Revolution those living in basements and barracks moved to lavish bourgeois apartments, forcing their owners to share excess square meters. The noisy halls of such flats stank of cats and shared washtubs; psychological conflicts roared in shared kitchens and near shared bathrooms and toilets. 

The devastating war with Hitler's Germany deprived tens of millions of people of their homes. Stalin seemed not to care that one third of the population of Stalingrad was still living in huts and cabins in 1950. Unlike Stalin, Nikita Khrushchev wished his compatriots to have better. 

Massive construction lasted from the 1950s to the 1970s. Herds of four- and five-storied paneled houses with black roofs filled my city. These ugly boxes smelled of fresh paint and allured all of us with their private coziness and festive gas fire stoves. The people dubbed these twin houses the khrushchovkas to perpetuate the name of their creator.

We sincerely believed the party that promised that our generation "will soon build communism" and thus thought the khrushchovkas with their shared bathrooms were only temporary abodes. 

A privileged tenant

In the summer of 1964, almost all the people in my house were given new flats, so we had a merry group housewarming.

I saw men carry an oak cupboard, a big wardrobe and a leather sofa, things that obviously belonged to a privileged member of the Communist Party. Then I heard curses on the cramped narrow staircase of the house with no lift: the carriers were carrying a chest of drawers and a nickel-plated bed with a spring mattress. We all admired a sofa with attached tables and a wardrobe with a splendid bluish mirror. We had two bars of soap in our bags: brown laundry soap and a pale piece of wild strawberry soap. We also brought tin cans with sunflower oil, kettles and brass saucepans, stools and Soviet fiber suitcases.

There were three kinds of queues for those wishing to have a new flat: ordinary, privileged and extra privileged. I was in the second group as a young specialist. My wife and I were standing in front of our new house, looking pretty poor: we had only a few bundles of books, two suitcases with clothes, a table, two chairs and two convertible armchairs. 

The lifestyle evolution 

A new Soviet lifestyle gradually penetrated these flats. We left our pre-Revolutionary trunks, rich fur coats, samovars, leaden stewing dishes and grandmother's icons in the past. The Soviet lifestyle of the khrushchovkas was about families consisting of parents, their children and parents and living in a cramped flat with a fabric kitchen lamp. 

We covered our bookshelves and commodes with starched napkins and decorated them with porcelain ballerinas and papier mache coin banks shaped like cats. We kept buttons and gilded broaches in metal tea boxes.
In our corridors, there were usually fleets of Soviet footwear: women's shoes on the so-called Viennese heel, men's boots with buttons, children's and grandmother's felt boots with galoshes. There were also hats with earflaps and velvet or felt hats for women, "crewcut" fur coats, and gabardine raincoats.   

The Communist Party and Jesus Christ 

The Soviet Union's anemic production resulted in permanent deficits. However, the State Supplies Committee distributed goods so impractically that storehouses throughout the country were full of useless junk. The planned economy became an invincible chaos swarming with vices. 

The government authorized the Department to Prevent Thefts of State Socialist Property (DPTSSP) to eradicate these immoral practices. The ideological department of the Communist Party invented ten rules for communism builders to help the DPTSSP, which proved to have been plagiarized from Jesus Christ's commandments. 

However, the vices flourished and helped make profits, which was totally unacceptable and taboo. Our people gave witty nicknames to those "vicious guys." 

Deficit King 

Not only did he bring his luxurious leather sofa to our house but also his experience of covert speculation.  

Before moving to our khrushchovka, he was a big boss in the supplies department and lived in a house whose hall was decorated with chandeliers shaped like bears and had a red carpet on its parquet. 

The DPTSSP threw him down from Olympus and forced him to move to our poor house but did not confiscate his property. When he was still on the top, he was stealing things enthusiastically. Later, he was only helping his friends.  Deficit King was a very popular man. He could help buy refrigerators, tape recorders and television sets. His former colleagues told him beforehand where it would be possible to purchase furniture. He knew phone numbers to dial to buy a washing machine or a carpet. He modestly called his services a fee. 

Feeder 

Feeder went to Moscow for work to stand in lines to buy smoked sausage and other rare dainties. One could, of course, buy sausage in provincial shops but it was made of some parts of animals, paper and starch because there was not enough meat to produce food of high quality. The government decided that at least the capital of the Soviet Union, Moscow, should display socialist prosperity and abundance. Residents of the Soviet republics stormed Moscow's shops and then went back home in the so-called sausage trains. 

Feeder used all his physical strength to drag his forty-kilogram sack up to the fifth floor of our khrushchovka. Then he immediately phoned his customers to say he had brought "something delicious" and hear their reply, "You are my feeder, I owe you for your service." He also earned much money for his hard work. 

Seller of Spider Webs 

Shop assistants in department stores selling products of mass consumption were referred to as sellers of spider webs. These were usually arrogant and bold young men.
My wife wanted to buy some cotton fabric. One person could buy only five meters. A shop assistant asked her if she wanted to buy ten meters. She nodded. The guy asked his colleague to print a receipt for ten meters of cotton, a cowboy hat and a knife to open oysters. My wife lied - her husband already had a cowboy hat. So he replaced the hat with another unusable object, a metal iron rack.  

The kustars and their clients 

The most punishable of the vices was what the so-called kustar did. The kustars, or handicraftsmen, worked secretly in cellars, soldering, sewing and chiseling something. 

There were two such people in our house: a father and a son. 

The old man was a retired cutter. He spent all his savings to buy an old "Zinger" (Singer) sewing machine. He called himself an independent businessman and a rival of those working in fashion ateliers. He retailored old coats and unfashionable suits and sewed smart skirts and jumpers from sundresses.  

Neighbors knocking on his door used the password "client" when asked, "Who is this?"  

No clients came to his son, who was an engineer of a utility service. He found his clients in the black market, selling music hits by Russian emigrant singers and American jazz bands, secretly recorded on X-ray tapes, still bearing the forms of whitish human bones. His secret laboratory was in a basement of some residential house. 

Carriers 

Communism builders that stole at their factories to later make profits were called carriers. The most exotic carriers worked in the alcohol and meat industries. 

Ivan was always saluted with applause when he appeared at family celebrations. He opened his modest bag to produce the Soviet Union's assortment of vodka: a red-labeled bottle of Russian Vodka,  a green-labeled Moscow Vodka and Stolichnaya with a gray skyscraper on the label.

"Try it, I will not get poorer if you do," he encouraged his clients magnanimously.

Butcher Tikhon once got into an embarrassing situation. There were no carcasses at his factory for a few days, so he decided to take what could be stolen. He must have drunk too much, having nothing to do, and hid an udder in his pants. It was in a special bag attached to his belt. When he was in a tram, his pants got unzipped accidentally. An indecent teat fell out of his fly, scaring the shocked passengers. When Tikhon saw his fly unzipped, he tried to cram the nipple back but the udder was too tight to yield. Butchers always have a knife in their pocket. Tikhon cut the teat off and put in his pocket. He explained idiotically to the fainting women passengers that he had "more such things."

The Voice of America and yard sweepers 

The Communist Party made a huge mistake when it destroyed shared apartments, where there was almost no way to freely exchange views. Our khrushchovka kitchens immediately became territories of freethinking. The KGB decided to help the party by sponsoring yard sweepers.  

My neighbor, who I fully trusted, replaced some gadgets and lamps in my old radio set. He told me my Voice of America programs could be heard in the stairwell. What he said meant that KGB agents could learn what I was doing and stifle the radio signal. The neighbor helped me resolve the problem and I soon heard no interference but clear voices.
Unlike me, my radio neighbor was born in Kyiv. His father and grandfather grew old in one of the shared apartments in Kyiv's downtown. The dynasties of yard sweepers lived and grew old nearby. 

Even before the October Revolution men with brooms were paid to report to police about suspicious people in their house. In the Soviet Union, they were also made to spy, being afraid to be expelled from their flats. The neighbor told me our yard sweeper was a nephew of a sweeper that had worked and lived in his father's house. 

A leap to nowhere  

The Soviet lifestyle died out with its attributes: plain food, cheap but durable clothes, ascetic but strong shoes, and badly designed and less functional household appliances, which were heavier than their western counterparts but made of natural metal. 

Our products were only afraid of moths and time. Today's imported mass consumption goods make us allergic.
The Soviet Union's deficits and the vices they caused disappeared. Post-Soviet consumers suffer from abundance in shops and poverty in their pockets. Banks think their compatriots are all swindlers and so rarely risk giving big loans. But traffic jams signal great changes in the post-Soviet land.  

Only the khrushchovkas do not change. These gloomy, rusty and dilapidated houses cannot be restored. Having a weak economy, Ukraine has not saved enough money to build a shelter over Chornobyl's [burned-out fourth reactor] unit yet. It is an even more grandiose and impossible challenge for us to demolish the khrushchovkas and build new houses instead. 

The khrushchovkas were designed as a jumping-off place for building Communism but instead became a social sarcophagus for millions of people. 
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Teenagers are totally unpredictable: now laughing, then crying; now wishing to be an astronaut and then a banker; now flattering, then insulting. So is Ukraine, just turning fifteen. Its citizens are dazed and confused, unable to distinguish old thieves from new statesmen. Their leader was the President. Now the country is ruled by the Premier. Some citizens have had nervous breakdowns because of politics, even though everybody is supposed to be happy now that the President has declared the country’s reunion.

Alas, he is hardly able to help Ukrainians live and feel as one nation under God. There are two reasons. First, citizens are normally united by equal rights and responsibilities before the law. It is any political leadership’s duty to ensure such equality. The leadership headed by Viktor Yushchenko is unable to do this. Second, the Ukrainians are diverse, and the differences that divide them lie far deeper than grass roots.

The sociological service of the Razumkov Center has traditionally polled adult Ukrainians on the eve of Independence Day to find out their attitude to Ukraine’s independence and to independence anniversary celebrations.

Independence 
The majority of respondents said they valued Ukraine’s independence. Notably, their number has not changed since last year’s poll, although so many things have changed in this country.

Last year, 60% of respondents spoke for independence. This year the figure is 59%. 20% of respondents in both polls were against it, and 21% said they would ignore a referendum on independence, should it be announced now.

This year’s poll showed two significant differences. The first one is a higher level of awareness of personal gains/losses after independence: last year 28% of respondents said they had gained from independence, 37% said they had lost, and 35% were undecided. This time, 27% believe that independence has benefited them, but as many as 43% feel like losers. 30% are undecided. As we can see, the number of those who identify themselves as losers after 15 years of independence has grown.

The second difference is the reversed proportion of those who believe that Ukraine has actually become independent and those who have the opposite opinion. Last August, unlike August of 2004 or any previous year, 49% said that Ukraine had become independent and 37% said it had not. In his speech on the 14th anniversary of independence the President referred to this fact as testifying to the victory of democracy and freedom. Now, twelve months later, 35% of Ukrainians regard Ukraine as an independent country while as many as 52% believe that it is not. These returns are nearly the same as in 2001 (37% and 51% respectively).

It should be noted (as a weak consolation) that in Western Ukraine this balance is stably positive: 45% vs. 34%. But in the rest of the country it is negative: 43% vs. 48% in Central Ukraine, 27% vs. 57% in the Eastern regions and 24% vs. 68% in the South.

Two Banks of One River
The sociological service of the Razumkov Center has surveyed several characteristic features of Ukrainians’ self-identity in order to find out whether they feel as “one nation under God”.

The returns suggest three conclusions that are not totally unexpected.

First, we differ enough from one another and we are alien enough to one another.

Second, we are similar enough to happily share one country for a long time.

Third, we have big problems identifying ourselves as one nation.

Tell me where you live…
Our respondents were asked to identify themselves in terms of “place of residence – region of residence – Ukraine” as well as Soviet Union, Russia and Europe to indicate the degree of their ties with the cultural past (Soviet Union) and orientation for the major centers of attraction and irritation (Russia, Europe). 

Local identity or affiliation with the place of residence, the small Motherland, was found to be most common. 44% of Ukrainians associate themselves with it. 31% affiliate themselves with the large Motherland – Ukraine as a whole, 15% - with the region of residence. Three out of one hundred relate themselves to the Soviet Union, two out of one hundred to Russia and one out of one hundred to Europe. 

Local identity prevails throughout Ukraine except for the Western region, where 40% of the residents identify themselves with Ukraine. It is most prominent in the Center (50%) and in the South (49%). Apparently, this is due to Kyiv (which accounts for 17% of the population of the region) in the Center and Crimea in the South. 

The degree of general Ukrainian identity declines as we proceed from the West to the East and to the South (from 40 % to 26%). The percentage of identification with Russia and Soviet Union grows the other way: from 0.3% identification with Russia in the West to 2.4% in the South and from 0.6% identification with the Soviet Union in the West to 4.2% in the South. 

The degree of European identity neither grows nor decreases. In round figures, Europeans account for one out of one hundred in all regions! 

Regional identity is most common to the residents of the East (19%) and least common in the Center (10%). 

What does this mean? Nothing special, except for the fact that the residents of the Western Ukraine tend more to the big Motherland (Great Ukraine) than the other Ukrainians, who live and feel at home here. 

What Language do you speak and why…
The majority (52%) of the citizens of Ukraine consider Ukrainian to be their native language, almost one third (31%) consider it to be Russian. Every sixth regards both languages as their native tongue, and every ninth has another native language. 

Ukrainian as a native language dominates in the West and in the Center of Ukraine (90% and 72% appropriately), while in the East and in the South the majority of the population consider Russian their native language (54% and 52%) or is bilingual (24% and 17%). 

This percentage reflects ethnic composition of the population in the regions: ethnic Ukrainians dominate in the first two regions (93% of the Ukrainians and 3% of the Russians in the West and correspondently 92% and 7% in the Center). They also make up the majority in the East and South, existing side by side with large ethnic groups of Russians (in the East, 67% are the Ukrainians and 30% are the Russians, while in the South they are 58% and 32% correspondently). 

It is significant that people who speak Ukrainian fluently outnumber those who consider it to be their native language (58% and 52%). Considering those, who said that they have fair knowledge of Ukrainian, it turns out that 92% of the citizens of Ukraine either speak the state language fluently or have enough knowledge for communication. Only seven out of one hundred have problems with Ukrainian and only one out of one hundred said that he/she does not understand Ukrainian. 

Clearly, the level of knowledge of Ukrainian declines from the West, where 89% speak it fluently, to the East and South, where 37% and 36% speak it fluently (71% in the Center). 

However, much lesser people use Ukrainian in their everyday life, and in the East and South many fewer people use Ukrainian than consider it to be their native language. Ukrainian dominates in private lives of the residents of the Western region, where 89% of the citizens use exclusively or predominately Ukrainian; it also prevails in private lives of the residents of the Center (62%), but is of secondary importance in private lives of the residents of the East (16%) and South (21%), where Russian dominates (63% and 60% appropriately). 

There are three reasons for the choice of the languages of communication: natural (“I have been speaking this language since childhood”), pragmatic (“this language is mostly spoken in the location where I live”) and moral (“this is the language of the people, to which I belong, the language of my state, it is my duty to speak this language, this is the language of the state, which I consider to be my Motherland”). 

In all the regions the majority or relative majority of the people motivate their choice of the language by natural reason (47% in the West and 62% in the South). However, moral reason are peculiar to the Western region (43%), while in the center it accounts for 22%, in the East – 11% and in the South – 8%. 

The answer to the following question demonstrates the degree of affiliation of the citizens of Ukraine with the Russian-language culture. When asked, “If you want to read a book by a foreign author, which translation of the book would you prefer –into the Russian language or into the Ukrainian language?”, 37% answered that they would prefer the Russian translation, 29% would prefer the Ukrainian translation and 28% - whatever translation they get first. Yet the residents of the West would prefer the Ukrainian translation (68%), of the Center – whatever they get first (40%), of the East and South – the Russian translation (68% and 58% appropriately). 

What follows from this? First, for the residents of the Western Ukraine the Ukrainian language is more of a moral value, while for the residents of the Center, East and South it is rather a means of communication. Second, we have sufficient knowledge of the state language to use it as a means of international communication. Yet, the problem is that we also have sufficient knowledge of the Russian language…

To Which Culture Do You Belong …
Those surveyed were asked to identify themselves with the Ukrainian, Russian, Soviet or general European culture. The majority (56%) identified themselves with the Ukrainian culture, almost every sixth with the Soviet culture, and every ninth with the Russian culture. Almost seven out of one hundred identify themselves with the general European culture, which is seven times more than those who have identified themselves as Europeans in terms of place of residence. 

Now let us make a few comparisons. 

As we said, 31% relate themselves to Ukraine and 56% to Ukrainian culture; 2% relate themselves to Russia and 11% to Russian culture; 3% relate themselves to the Soviet Union and 16% to the Soviet culture; and finally, 1% relate themselves to Europe and 7% to the general European culture.

It is significant that more people relate themselves to the Ukrainian culture than consider Ukrainian their native language (56% and 52%) or use it in private life (46%). 

Moreover, every fifth (20%) of those who relate themselves to the Ukrainian culture speaks the Russian language, while every fourth (25%) of the adherents of the Soviet culture speak Ukrainian. This means that widespread stereotypes that those who speak Russian are the enemies of Ukrainian culture or those who speak Ukrainian belong to the Ukrainian culture do not correspond to the reality. Certainly, there is a correlation between the language and cultural identity but it is not an absolute one. 

As for prospects of the cultural traditions in Ukraine and its regions, those surveyed believe that in 20 – 25 years Ukrainian culture will prevail in Ukraine. Yet only 35% mentioned this tendency which is 21% less than those who currently identify themselves with the Ukrainian culture. 

22% believe that different cultures will dominate in different regions, 16% spoke in favor of general European culture and only three of one hundred believe that Russian culture will dominate. 

It is significant that belief in future domination of the Ukrainian culture was commonly expressed in the group of current adherents to the Soviet culture, while future prevalence of different cultures in different regions was supported in the group of adherents of the Russian culture. It is also significant that relative majority of the residents of the West and Center predict domination of the Ukrainian culture (45% and 47% correspondently), while residents of the East and South believe that different cultures will dominate in different regions. 

On one hand, this could mean that population perceives current cultural differences between the regions as long-term, on the other hand, the residents of the East and South do not reveal an impulse to seek domination of their culture throughout Ukraine. 

Yet there is also third side. As you remember, only 7% related themselves to the general European culture. However, when asked “Do you perceive yourself as a European?” 26% gave a positive answer (15% - unconditionally, 12% - rather yes). In other words, every fourth resident of Ukraine feels some association with Europe. The biggest number of the “Europeans” is in the West – 40%, while the smallest is in the East (18%). In the Center there are 25% and in the South – 30%. 

It is sad that the low standard of living chiefly prevents Ukrainians from perceiving themselves as Europeans – 73% of those who do not perceive themselves as Europeans cited this reason. And only every tenth cites as the reason “I perceive myself as a representative of a different culture.” 

In different research people were asked: “What should be the priority in the situation when there is a limited budget in Ukraine?” and proposed two possible answers: (1) state support to low income and disabled populations through the increase of financial assistance, subsidies, etc.; (2) state support to able-bodied citizens through the increase of salaries, creation of workplaces, support of small and medium businesses. 

In December 2003, 64% of the polled chose the first variant and 33% the second, in October 2004 this correlation was 48% and 33%, while in December 2005 – 33% and 64%. Almost two thirds of the citizens prefer to receive jobs from the state but not financial assistance. This is a very European feature. 

Then again, was it not for such European values as dignity, human rights, rule of law, political culture or the culture of political fight that people came out to the Maidan? 

16% see the prospects for the general European culture in Ukraine. Is it much or little? This is almost every sixth person. 

If we make a careful summary of the above we can assume that now Ukrainians have accepted Ukrainian culture and Ukrainian language to a different degree, which is however enough for a respectful attitude to it and at the same time they become more perceptive to the general European values and culture. 

If we don’t associate Ukrainian language only with patriarchal and ethnographic aspects, if we produce quality literatures in the Ukrainian languages, translate feature films and cartoons for children, etc., the Ukrainian language will easily become a part of the private life and culture of the citizens of Ukraine. One more thing, we should avoid constant reforming of the Ukrainian language. After all, to ensure a single identity, a standard language, comprehensible to all, is needed. 

 Do you consider Ukraine your Motherland?
Yes. This was the answer of 93% of the polled, or of an overwhelming majority in all regions of Ukraine varying from 98% in the West to 82% in the South. 

Yet this is only the perception of the Motherland as a country of residence, for only 70% of its citizens would have chosen Ukraine as their motherland if they had an opportunity to make such a choice. In the West and Center the overwhelming majority (79% and 76% correspondently) would have chosen Ukraine as their motherland, while in the East and South – simply majority (62% and 60%). Consequently, there are more of those who wouldn’t have made such a choice – 21% in the South and 18% in the East as compared with 7% in the West and 11% in the South. 

This does not necessarily mean that Ukrainians do not like their country as a motherland. This means that Motherland is not merely a country, it is also a state. We have a somewhat different perception of what being a citizen of Ukraine means. 

A relative majority (30%) believe that this means either an opportunity to feel concern of the government or to have proper social guarantees (24%) or a confidence that the Ukrainian government will protect its citizens if they appear in a difficult situation abroad (6%), which could be called a pragmatic attitude to the citizenship. 

More than every fifth (22%) revealed a purely formal understanding of the state, having reduced it to the citizenship and Ukrainian passport. 

At the same time, 20% base their attitude on values: for them citizenship means “feeling oneself a part of the single Ukrainian people, its culture and traditions.” The wish of 10% “to be proud of the achievements of our country and its representatives in different spheres – the economics, science, art, and sports” is very close to that. 

Similarly, for every tenth, citizenship means a possibility to take part in the state affairs, to influence government (to elect the president, parliament and local governments, to take in referendums). 

The attitude to the citizenship based on values is more typical to the residents of the West and Center revealed by the majority of the polled (36% and 24% correspondently). While in the East and South there are more of those who have a pragmatic attitude to the citizenship (32% and 33% correspondently). 

So if the citizens have chiefly a pragmatic attitude to the state, one should not be surprised at the fact that they are not satisfied with it and are ready to give up this citizenship and the state. Do they feel the concern of the government with the due social guarantees? Are they sure that in case of a problem abroad their government will protect them? 

That’s why they would have chosen a different Motherland. To take these words literally is the same as to take literally the words of a mother speaking to her teenage child.

Almost a half of Ukrainians (49%) would like to have a different citizenship, but only less than one fourth of this half are ready to give up Ukrainian citizenship for that. Only 18% of Ukrainians residing in the West, 20% in the Center, 26% in the East and 28% in the South would give up their Ukrainian citizenship. 

Where would they go, having received a different citizenship? The residents of the West would mostly go to the USA (11%), Canada (6%) and Russian (5%). The residence of the Center, East and South would chiefly go to Russia (12%, 32% and 31% correspondently), as well as to the USA, Germany and Canada. 

 Do you consider yourself a patriot of your country?
75% answered “certainly yes” or “rather yes, but”. Their number has somewhat increased as compared to the year 2000, where there were only 71% of patriots. It is interesting that most significantly their number increased in the South of Ukraine, where in 2000 only one fourth of the population considered themselves patriots, while now they account for almost one third (32%). There were 36% of “rather patriots”, now they make up 43%. That is the degree of patriotism in the South makes up 75%, which is similar to that in the Center. However the highest degree of patriotism is still in the West (88%) and the lowest is in the East (64%). 

The degree of readiness to protect Ukraine in case of a war is somewhat out of tune with the high level of patriotism. It has decreased from 66% to 53% for the period from 2000 to December 2005. This decrease is typical to all regions, except for the West, yet it is most significant in the East, were the degree of readiness to protect the state has dropped from 64% to 42%. This is the lowest percentage in Ukraine. Consequently the number of those who do not intend to protect their state has grown from 16% to 27% and is especially felt in the East (from 18% to 35%). It is quite possible that Ukrainians do not feel any threat of even a hypothetic war. 

Yet the unwillingness of Ukrainians to provide assistance to their state in case of a financial crisis, similar to the citizens of the Southern Korea, who gave their jewelry including their wedding rings to the National Bank, is quite understandable. Only 6% would do so. At the same time the number of such citizens has grown from 3% to 16% in the West as compared to 2000. However overwhelming majority of the citizens would have refused to help the state in such case. The dominating reason of their refusal is unbelief that their valuables would be indeed used for the strengthening of the national currency, and not stolen. 

To their credit there are no regional differences in the list of qualities which Ukrainians consider to be essential for a patriot. More than two thirds of the polled mentioned the following qualities (in descending order): labor for the sake of Ukraine, concern for the stable well-being of the family, the wish to bring up love of Ukraine in their children; respect for the law and governmental institutions; knowledge of the history and culture of Ukraine; aspiration to the equity of rights of all nationalities; readiness to struggle for civil rights and liberties, readiness to sacrifice ones’ life to protect Ukraine from enemies. 

As compared with 2000, people mentioned more often such qualities as aspiration for the equity of the nationalities and much less the use of Ukrainian language in private life, public places and state institutions. 

Such qualities as being against the rapprochement of Ukraine and Russia; belonging to the Ukrainian church; using of only Ukrainian language in private life, public places, and state institutions; being against the rapprochement with the USA; and being Ukrainian by origin are not important for a patriot (more than one third of the polled mentioned them as unimportant). 

All of the above testify to a civil understanding of patriotism, which in fact is free from any ethnic accents, but which naturally requires love of Ukraine, knowledge of its history and culture and respect for its people. And there are no problems with the language. 

Who do you feel akin to…
This section concerned the popular sentiment of social, cultural and psychological (emotional) kinship essential for the identification of the abovementioned “we” archetype. Respondents were asked to assess, on a scale of 1 through 10, the extent to which residents of other parts of Ukraine or neighbouring countries are close to them in terms of character, customs and traditions. 

The outcome is stunning: by and large, Ukrainian nationals feel closer to Russians and Belarusians than to their countrymen and countrywomen from the West of Ukraine: Volyn, Halychyna, Bukovyna and Trans-Carpathians. 

When broken up by regions, the picture looks like this: 

· residents of Western Ukraine feel equally related to the people living in Poland and in Donbass; 

· respondents from the Central regions feel closer to Russians than to their fellow citizens from Halychyna, Bukovyna and Trans-Carpathians;

· people in the East of Ukraine believe they have more in common with Russians than with Ukrainians living in the Crimea, other Southern regions and Kyiv; they feel closer to the residents of the two Eastern Slavic countries, Russia and Belarus, than to those of Volyn, Halychyna, Bukovyna and Trans-Carpathians; 

· our compatriots in the South feel more connected with Russian citizens than with the residents of Slobozhanshchyna, Kyiv and the Center of Ukraine, and closer to the citizens of Russia and Belarus than to people from Volyn, Halychyna, Bukovyna and Trans-Carpathians.

Oblast-wise, the overall picture gets more specific and detailed:

· residents of Ivano-Frankivsk Oblast feel more akin to Poles than to Ukrainians in Donbass and the Crimea;

· respondents from Trans-Carpathian Oblast have more in common with the citizens of Hungary than of Donbass; 

· inhabitants of Chernivtsi Oblast conceive of themselves as being more related to Moldavians and Romanians than to Donbass residents; 

· residents of Donetsk Oblast and the Crimea feel closer to Russians than to Ukrainians from all other oblasts of Ukraine; 

· respondents in Luhansk Oblast feel exactly the same, with the only exception for their Donbass neighbours, where people in Sevastopol make an exception to the Crimean residents. 

Thus, the East is not too fond of the South, the South does not care much for the North and both dislike Kyiv. What brings the four together is their mistrust of the West, which, albeit more loyal to Ukraine per se, still appears ambivalent, if Poles or Donbass residents are their kindred spirits.

I cannot say who you are…
…At least, not right away. 

Is it good or bad? Neither, it is just the situation as it is.

It was exactly the same 15 years ago, when we voted for the independence of the country that we considered our own and for the sovereignty of the state that we wanted to become ours. 

We know why we are so different. We have no common history, religion and culture. Too long we lived in different empires, went to different churches, spoke different languages, had different values. More than once in history, we have fought with one another for the interests of those empires and, sometimes, of those churches. “Rus destroys Rus” is a recurring theme of Ukrainian history. 

We do belong to different worlds: some remember the Austro-Hungarian emperors, others the Russian tsar, others still the Polish crown. Yet this is the reality of our today’s existence and we have to live with it.

Ukraine is not the only country to have striking regional differences. They are to be found in every part of the world where historical reasons exist, where the population is poly-ethnic and/or poly-confessional, where territories’ social and economic development is unbalanced and local communities have incompatible geo-cultural and geopolitical orientations. 

Those differences, in and of themselves, do not jeopardize either the country’s territorial integrity or the cohesiveness of the civil nation. The risk becomes imminent when these differences accumulate and concentrate regionally, growing into contradictions. 

Ukraine has all of the above types of differences, in their most dangerous combination and with clear geographical localization. That they are pregnant with conflict is evident from the fact that anything, from poly-ethnicity of the population to the time zone, can spark a social argument. What time do you use to celebrate the New Year? Some use Kyiv time, others use Moscow time. It is a potentially sensitive issue. Viewed as a cultural tradition or historical memory of those who remember the tsar, it contributes to the forming of “they” archetype, but perceived as a political demonstration, it brings in the notion of “aliens”. 

Unfortunately, as stated above, we lack common history and, therefore, vital nation-forming factors like a common historical myth, image, and hero. 

For people in the Western oblasts, “Ukraine is the only successor to the history and culture of Kievan Rus” (46%), while for the rest of Ukrainians “Ukrainian history is inseparable from that of a great Slavic nation, as well as the history of Russia and Belarus” (East – 54%, Center – 42%, South – 60%). 

People in Western oblasts, regard the war with the Nazis as World War II (41%), while the rest of Ukrainians perceive it as the Great Patriotic War (East and South – 64% each, Center – 59%). 

Notwithstanding the differences, we love our country, we call it our Motherland, we are patriotic enough and as patriots we believe we can contribute to its well-being by working hard, by teaching children to love their country, by knowing its history and culture. We speak Ukrainian. We want to be proud of our land, to respect its laws and public institutions. This is what most of us feel like, according to the survey results. 

Now we can say, or at least suggest, who we are: we are the people willing to become a civil nation. 

But are we too alien to one another to live in one indivisible country? 

Aliens 

Of course, there are many reasons for us to feel divided. Inter-regional economic ties are severed. The Soviet-style disproportions in the region’s economic development have not been ironed out over the last 15 years. On the contrary, they have intensified. In the West, industry has collapsed, while in the East the “large national capital” has been built up as a result of President Kuchma’s “economic reforms”. One telling example will suffice to illustrate the regional economic discrepancies. In 2005, export capacity of Ukrainian regions (calculated per capita) was as follows: USD 281 in the West, USD 1295 in the East (i.e. five times as large), USD 594 in the Center, and USD 360 in the South. 

The West and Center of the country have always been agrarian, while the East and South – industrial. Hence the difference in the ration of rural and urban population: In the West it is 53% to 47%, in the East – 16% to 84%, in the Center – 39% to 63%, and in the South – 34% to 66%. 

This, in turn, leads to disparity in employment and inequality in earnings: in 2005, average monthly salary in Ternopil Oblast was 2.4 times as low as in Kyiv, whereas unemployment was 15 times as high. 

That is why residents of the Western oblasts join the hordes of labour migrants to Europe and other remote countries, while those of the Eastern and Southern oblasts seek better employment opportunities in Russia. 

Inter-regional economic cooperation is almost non-existent. Industry in the East and South heavily depends on supplies, especially the supply of power, from Russia and works predominantly with Russian partners. In other regions, industrial enterprises cooperate with neighbouring oblasts or countries. 

And again, the situation has not changed since the disintegration of the USSR 15 years ago. 

We are still deprived of geographic mobility, or, put in plain language, we cannot travel freely throughout the country, meet and talk to one another. For one thing, it is too expensive for the majority of the population. For another, there is no residential housing market in place to stimulate and support internal labour migration. Nor are there sufficient vocational training opportunities for young people. In 2005, the volume of inter-city passenger traffic was half the volume of 1990; over this period of time, passenger traffic by rail reduced by 1.5 times, by river – decreased fivefold, and by road – dwindled fourfold. 

We still have no decent roads. You will remember that Roman roads created the Roman Empire. Over the last 15 years, the total mileage of transport routes decreased, with the only exception of motorways, the length of which grew by 1%. 

The same is true for most sectors of the national economy and most spheres of social life, ranging from the tourism and hotel business to a bizarre policy of “bringing higher education facilities to the young people’s places of residence”. 

What we have, in the final analysis, is alienation: we do not know one another; therefore we have difficulty understanding one another or sharing one another’s values. 

Helping us to find common interests and attitudes, to bridge the gap in developmental needs and capacities should be a top priority for politicians who care for this country. 

My nation
Our countrymen and countrywomen have a differing understanding of the Ukrainian nation:

· 43% of the surveyed believe it encompasses “all citizens of Ukraine irrespective of their ethnic origin, language they speak, national traditions they practice and teach their children to follow”; 

· 34% of respondents consider ethnic origin to be the key criterion of belonging to the Ukrainian nation, 14% of these consider the Ukrainian nation to refer to all ethnic Ukrainians regardless of their place of residence and citizenship; 

· 15% of respondents think citizenship of Ukraine, rather than ethnic origin, is the leading criterion, but they emphasize the need to speak Ukrainian, observe Ukrainian traditions and pass them over to the younger generations.

The ratio is 43% to 49%, within the sampling error, which, if extrapolated onto the living tissue of the society could loom large, since it affects values, feelings, identities and other sensitive matters. 

So we have two options to choose from: either we try to impose values on one another and run the risk of further alienation, or we negotiate and agree to live in peace as people willing to become a civil nation. 

To start with

What does it take to live in peace with one’s neighbours? Not much, in fact: trying not to flood with water those who live on the lower floor, keeping your cat away from the neighbours’ doorstep, avoiding loud rows (at least after 11 PM), trying not to choke the garbage chute. It is easy.

The situation becomes more complicated when the neighbours celebrate Easter on a different day, call it “Passover” and eat matzoth instead of Easter cake; or vice versa, when they eat Easter cake instead of matzoth. Examples are plenty. And all we have to do is respect the neighbours’ living space including, along with the place where they dwell, their customs and traditions, preferences and many other things collectively referred to as “culture”. 

Of course, we will never become a family, celebrate our holydays and sing folk songs together with eyes full of happy tears, just because we have different folk songs. This is not expected of us – we are neighbours, not relatives (who usually do not even live next door, by the way). 

The same rule applies to living in one country: citizens of the same state are not relatives, but they are compatriots. Happy and proud tears should well in their eyes when they watch fireworks on Independence Day, see their national flag go up on the flagpole, hear the national anthem, analyze the President’s (or the Cabinet’s) State of the Union speech and think of their common heritage and their common ownership. 

In this context, ownership is not about material wealth alone, which has been so shamelessly appropriated by a handful of clans. It is about the ownership of the country whose citizens we are. According to the survey data, 16% of Ukrainians feel this country belongs to them (not bad, given that the real “kings of the castle” are never surveyed). However, the overwhelming majority of respondents (76%) have no feeling of ownership whatsoever. 

It is also about people’s desire to live in this country and belief in their social prospects, or chances for self-accomplishment: only 19% of Ukrainian citizens think they have social prospects in this country, while 69% are absolutely pessimistic on this score. 

At the dawn of this administration, in February 2005, 36% of Ukrainians were confident of their social prospects; at the nadir of the previous regime, in July 2004, optimists were few (17%), just like today. 

On the eve of the 15th anniversary of Ukraine’s independence, most of its citizens see their country as a “European state of little consequence, in search of its place on the international arena”. One should not blame them for the lack of loyalty and devotion. As a nation-to-be, we (all of us, in all regions) hope that Ukraine will soon become a “highly developed, powerful and influential democratic European state” because, and I will repeat it emphatically, we want to be proud of our country. Every other Ukrainian needs this feeling of pride in their country (as much as one needs prosperity) to be happy. What do we want to be proud of? The vast majority of Ukrainians, with no regional variations, wish they could be proud of high living standards (74%) and advanced level of economic development (71%).

Alas, we cannot boast it today but we are, nonetheless, willing to hang out national flags on Independence Day, without any encouragement from the President. And we know how the country should move to where we want to see it.

First, Ukraine should ensure the rule of law, fair and universal in application. Only then will we become a single nation, unified by equal protection by the law and equal rights, rather than by ethnic origin. 

Second, Ukraine should gradually change the situation whereby a poor person is doomed to lifetime poverty; whereby nine individuals out of ten are sure they will never go from the category of respondents who “in general, earn enough for everyday life but not for purchasing durable goods”, to the category of those who “have a good income but cannot afford an apartment, a car and the like”. “Never” here does not imply eternity: ten years is enough. If a person knows that ten years of hard work will not buy him/her, say, an automobile, it is as bad and hopeless as “never”, no matter how old the person is. 

Third, Ukraine should, finally, get an administration that would live by the law, rather than dictate laws to the people. It should serve the people, not itself. It should be willing to live in a law-respecting state and work towards it, rather than pay it lip service for 15 years. 

And then we will be united. “Ukraine”, “Motherland”, “country, “state”, “nation” (perhaps, even “public institutions”) will merge in our mind into a unified notion. We will learn to respect and treasure them, as patriots should. 

And we will be proud of our country. There will be no need for the officials to call upon us to hang out the national flags from our windows: we will do it ourselves like millions of people in Denmark, Sweden, the USA, Germany, Finland, Portugal and a host of other unitary and federal states, monarchies and republics, presidential and parliamentary. 

Yet it is up to us to get the Ukrainian State and the public authorities to respect the rule of law. Nobody else can do it. The Pact of National Unity and other agreements between Viktor Yushchenko and Viktor Yanukovych cannot do it. Nor can the two men themselves. We know their capacities and limitations. They have both been Prime Ministers before. One of them has even been the President. 

  

The article relies on the findings of the Razumkov Center survey carried out in all regions of Ukraine on the following dates: December 20-27, 2005 (2,009 persons surveyed, sampling error being 2.3%); April 20 - May 12, 2006 (11,216 persons surveyed, sampling error being 1%); July 13-20, 2006 (2,011 persons surveyed with the sampling error of 2.3%). All respondents were ov 18 years of age. 
A Carrot Cake in a Revolution

by Christina O’Keeffe, CD PCV
It was brown with a white top. I’ll say that upfront. I wasn’t running around with a big orange tort. My carrot cake in no way had any political affiliations. It was an unbiased cake. Those of you who know carrot cake well, know that it is neither truly orange or blue and white. 

But it was still a problem. I mean, it was a revolution and there I was, cake in hand, making my way to the tramvai. That’s American nerve for you: celebrating an American-only holiday in the middle of someone else’s revolution. But it was Thanksgiving. To give it up would admit defeat, and as a Peace Corps volunteer, every small psychological battle won is a major accomplishment. The show would go on. And so would the revolution. 

No one could believe that the opposition would last that long in Freedom Square. But if the non-believers lived here and saw people waiting in line to buy train tickets, make transactions at a bank or pick up a package at a post office, they would understand the endurance of Ukrainian citizens. And that doesn’t even count the types of hardships the average person endured during communism. But even those of us with an understanding of Ukrainian stamina were impressed. But would the demonstrations, protests and blockades yield results? Surprisingly, they did. 

The first result was the international media attention. As a Peace Corps volunteer in Ukraine, the biggest complaint I had about friends and family back home was that they kept calling my country of service Russia. No matter how hard I tried, I somehow ended up in Russia, or worse yet, the Soviet Union. I mean, USSR? C’mon people. Work with me. A now-RPCV told me about a friend on the New York City subway who heard the name Ukraine and asked, “Is that upstate?” A comment like that manages to insult Ukrainians and upstate New Yorkers simultaneously but sometimes you just have to let it go. 

So, all it took was a major revolution to bring the Ukrainian nation into the spotlight. Covers of magazine featured stories about the “Orange Revolution.” Back in America, friends were hearing news updates about Ukraine on top 40 radio stations and the local evening news. PCVs and RPCVs everywhere were hailing the miracle that people would now recognize Ukraine. Pointing it out on the map? Well that was a separate promotional campaign. 

But the bigger story was the domestic media attention. Television stations that had followed the government mandates about what to broadcast, switched positions right on the air saying they would no longer tow the party line and now supported the oppositions efforts. Following months of news stories investigating the alleged murders of outspoken journalists, the action of those journalists who made public pronouncements was like a mini-revolution itself as efforts at unbiased reporting pervaded the airwaves. 

The second result of the mass demonstrations in Kyiv was the rallying of Ukrainian people. There was the physical rallying: physical movement to the capital to show support, the bringing of food and clothing to demonstrators by local Kyiv citizens and the strikes happening throughout the country. But there was the mental rallying as well. 

Ukrainian people were faced with some difficult realities about their nation, the most major being the cultural divide between the east and west, the Ukrainian and Russian speakers, the values of the old and the young. There were many convenient juxtapositions for the purposes of news stories but in the end, those differences were real. Yet, in Kyiv, amazing things were happening. Russian and Ukrainian speakers were gathering without qualms. Old and young stood together. Ukrainians were able to put aside those differences for the purposes of standing united. For the foreign observer, it was that type of mentality that was impressive. 

Further impressive were the actions of some organizations and schools to use the election as a catalyst to improve east-west relations. Round tables, dialogues, discussions and celebrations are now being organized to address the divide in the cultural identity and find areas of common ground. This type of cooperation was less shocking for outsiders who spent two weeks watching massive crowds stand in Freedom Square or in local town squares throughout Ukraine and not disintegrate into violent mobs. The politeness, respect and courtesy shown on television was only reiterated by witnesses who spent time in Kyiv and testified themselves that this was true. 

Why do I tell you all of this? I tell you this only to make you understand how possible it was to carry a carrot-cake through the streets of Lviv and onto a crowded tram in the middle of a revolution. It was the spirit of the time. People were motivated, enthusiastic but not aggressive or angry. A cake could be carefully carried through the crowd, down the street and onto the tram. People on the tram could make way and the cake could be safely transported to the site of our celebration. Yes, in the middle of a revolution. 

But I also tell you this because the cake not only could be, but had to be. In the midst of the demonstrations and political upheaval, in the midst of the enthusiasm, the disappointment, the opposing opinions, an American living here for two years had to be grateful. The political process, however scandalous, however rocky, however tentative, was taking place all around us. From freedom of speech to legal actions, the Ukrainian people were making motions in court and appealing those motions. They were protesting and counter-protesting. In each heart, there was hope for a different outcome. Some for Yushchenko. Some for Yanukovich. And some of us for carrot cake on Thanksgiving Day. 

Standing on the Wrong Side of the Revolution

by Breanne Oswill
Before I'd seen a democratic revolution, I thought I knew what they were all about. And then I moved to Ukraine. If you watched CNN's coverage of the Ukrainian revolution, it was pretty easy to figure out what to do. You cheered the good guy, Viktor Yushchenko, Ukraine's oppositional presidential candidate, whose young, orange-clad followers shoved flowers into rifle barrels. You booed stodgy Viktor Yanukovych, the old administration's main man, whose cronies stifled the people's will. And, when Yushchenko won, you celebrated. As they say, everyone loves a winner. 

But what if the losers are your friends? 

Last summer I returned to Ukraine, where I'd served as a Peace Corps volunteer from 2001-2003. Only I wasn't joining the students in solidarity or the wave of international elections observers. I was moving into the heartland of Yanukovych territory. 

In Sevastopol, no one was camping on the streets, you'd have been hard-pressed to find an orange ribbon, and only a close look would have revealed that an election took place, let alone a revolution. And there's a reason: Almost 90 percent of voters backed the "other guy." While pro-Yushchenko forces were celebrating in Kiev and western Ukraine, folks in Sevastopol were experiencing something different: what it feels like to be on the wrong side of a revolution. 

I asked Ihor Kozak, an international observer in Kiev, why so many people had supported Yanukovych. A Canadian of Ukrainian descent, he said, "People [in eastern Ukraine] are still brainwashed. There was a lot of propaganda, and people are still afraid." 

It's a common explanation but an incomplete one. 

Lost in the rhetoric of "freedom" and "democracy" was an irony of Ukrainian independence. The fact is that the victory of the "good guy" has sparked fears among millions of Russian-speakers. Anxious to forge a separate identity from its powerful neighbor, Ukraine has actively shaken off any ties to Russia, making Ukrainian the country's only official language – but at the expense of 35 percent of the population who claim Russian as their first. 

Watching CNN, it's hard to understand the dearth of orange in Sevastopol. But then, we haven't had our native language obliterated from official life. We haven't seen our streets renamed and old Soviet symbols replaced with new Ukrainian imagery. We haven't felt our flawed, grand country sink into corruption and obscurity. So we can't understand that for half of Ukraine -- 13 million voters -- Yushchenko represented enough of a threat that they supported a government they knew had bled them dry. 

For Igor Krutz, a Sevastopol native living in Kiev, the elections were straightforward: "It would be a betrayal to my city to vote for a Ukrainian-language candidate, especially one surrounded by Ukrainian nationalists." While they couldn't control theft in state budgets or industries sold off at a fraction of their worth, they could control one thing: their self-identity. And they feared that Yushchenko would drag them even further from their natural cultural and political alliance: Russia.
Krutz echoed this: "People are afraid that if the nationalists come into power, Ukraine will turn into another Latvia, where half the population is treated like second-class citizens." 

Roses in rifle barrels are powerful symbols. Rock concerts and smiling young children make sense. We recognize the images of a democratic revolution --any revolution -- and since it magnifies our own political philosophy, we don't question it. But while the revolution will be televised, the real question is, will anyone listen to the losers? Because it might be easier to assume that the losers in a democratic revolution are wrong, but it won't bring Ukraine any closer to democracy. 

Breanne Oswill is living in Portland again after completing an assignment with the American Councils for International Education in Ukraine.


A Tribute to The Bones of Berdichev

by Katie FitzSimons, TEFL PCV
I remember being expectant and excited, full of nervous energy the day I walked into Prolisok’s auditorium for my Group 29 training cluster announcement.  My LCF-to-be stood up and commented that Berdichev, in Zhytomir oblast, might be one of the clusters farthest away from Kiev, but it was “big and nice”, had an old fortress, 19 schools, a large park, Internet, and people with a unique sense of humor.  That’s all I knew, but what more could I need or want?  I felt lucky to get such a good training site.  More than two months into training, I still feel blessed to be here, but for reasons far outweighing access to the Internet.

Besides the little I learned at cluster announcement, I later found out that, at one time, Berdichev had been a bustling Jewish trade center, almost a second capital, offering Kiev some fierce competition.  Today, there are 400 Jews in Berdichev and two synagogues, referred to as the “old” one and the “new” one (although the old one looks newer than the new one).  When my cluster met the city’s mayor, we were told that modern-day Berdichev prides itself on being a peaceful intersection of four diverse cultural groups: Ukrainians, Russians, Poles, and Jews.  I crave multiculturalism, so everything sounded inspirational. 

Further research, conversations, and a visit to the only museum in town revealed that Josef Conrad was born in Berdichev, and Balzac was married here in a church where I had attended a lively children’s mass.  Isadora Duncan danced at the old town theatre when she came by on a tour.  The Broadway musical Fiddler on the Roof is based on the short stories of Sholem Aleichem, who lived in, and modeled his fictional city Anatevka on, Berdichev.  What a palace of culture!

What do the citizens of Berdichev have to say about their own city?  I was observing my clustermate, Jason Aliperti, when he had his students at Berdichev's Polytechnic College write a Haiku-inspired poem about their city.  The all-male group came up with the following description during their lesson on Machine Building: “Berdichev, small, old, walking, working, shopping, as small as my cat, friends.”  I think it rings true.

Now that I’ve settled in more to life in Berdichev, I like to go to Sunday mass at the “old fortress” (which is also a cathedral) my LCF first mentioned at my cluster site announcement.  Masses are held beneath the true church, underground in the catacombs actually, because the real fortress cathedral is presently being restored and renovated.  The Polish faithful flock to Berdichev’s fortress cathedral on an annual pilgrimage to revere a Madonna and Child image blessed by the late Pope John Paul II for the Polish people of Berdichev.   What an historic site to have the privilege of visiting on a weekly basis.

However, what I failed to learn during my “honeymoon” stage in Berdichev was the fact that, only months after the full force of Nazi invasion of Russia, Germans imprisoned 900 Jewish craftsmen and artisans in Berdichev’s fortress cathedral, in my new house of worship.  The Jews were forced to work until they were no longer needed, taken out back behind the fortress cathedral, and shot. A small memorial stands near the site, across the street from the Polytechnic College.  

But something bigger, more historically unforgettable, happened in Berdichev than the killing of 900 Jews, the marriage of an author, and the bestowment of a papal gift—something rarely remembered or discussed.  No one bothered to tell me what actually happened in Berdichev--no one except Group 27 PCVs Amy Heasley, and her “silent partner” Linh Tranh.  Amy and Linh are a year into their service in Berdichev and took me, and the others in my group 29 cluster under their wing.  

Amy gave me a book called The Bones of Berdichiv by historians John and Carol Garrard.  (This book wasn’t listed as Peace Corps recommended reading, but I hope it will be now.)  The main focus of the Garrards’ work was to elaborate on the life of Vasily Grossman, a native of Berdichev and extremely well known Jewish writer and combat correspondent during Soviet times, whose mother was killed by Germans in Berdichev. However, the Garrards’ book revealed more about the astonishing history of my temporary, yet incredibly memorable training site than it did about Grossman.  It made me scold myself for getting testy on an overcrowded marshrutka ride and realize I should really be getting passionate—feeling alive—about what happened here not that long ago.

Berdichev, a town of 60,000 in 1941, with a half-Jewish population became an important target early in the German invasion of Russia.  It had a developed train route from Poland and good highway leading to Zhytomir, which was a last stop and excellent base camp from which the Germans could plan attacks on Kiev.  On their way to Zhytomir, German troops rested on the banks of Berdichev’s Gnilopyat River near my host family’s house; they swam and sunbathed with their Ukrainian girlfriends.  Conveniently for the Germans, Berdichev was also a Jewish capital, a center for Jewish culture and religion, and ideal place for testing out their most efficient execution strategies.  

Few know that the massacre of the Jews of Europe, by German mandate, actually began in Berdichev and is said to be the largest mass shooting of Jews ever perpetrated up until that time.  According to historical record, mass killings commenced in Berdichev on September 15, 1941.  Within two days, an estimated 20,000 Jews were killed in Berdichev.  Before the time of gas chambers, Germans practiced the idea of shooting thousands of Jews in a single location, with the bodies subsequently falling into large pits.  The mass executions of Berdichev’s Jews therefore represented a sort-of German target practice that would set the stage for bigger executions to follow two weeks later on September 29-30 at Babi Yar outside of Kiev where 33,771 would be killed, and subsequently more fondly remembered in guidebooks than the Jewish dead of Berdichev.

Before their execution, Jews were forced to leave their homes, which were then raided, and were herded into a Berdichev ghetto located in a poor and unsanitary, old market area of the city, somewhere between the modern-day bazaar and my LCF’s house, where beatings, rapes, and murders were a given.  The Garrards’ write that, “Jews were required to wear the Star of David; they no longer had the right to use public transport, baths, parks, or cinemas; they were forbidden to use the sidewalks; they had to obey a strict curfew.” I vow to remember this the next time I complain about having to walk in the dirty slush on uneven sidewalks, the next time I pass the park or the banya.  I did remember this the first time I saw a movie at Berdichev’s cinema house; it was a privilege and not a right.

The Jews of Berdichev were only allowed to purchase goods after six in the evening, when most vendors were already packing up, and even then Jews “were forbidden to buy butter, eggs, milk, berries, white bread, meat or any vegetables other than potatoes.” I will remember this the next time I complain about how crowded the bazaar can get, or how dry the bread can taste here, or how many times a day I eat potatoes.  I will think of this in springtime as I enjoy bowls and bowls of sweet, fresh-picked strawberries.

But the Germans made one mistake in Berdichev they would not repeat at Babi Yar: they didn’t hide the evidence well.  Unlike at Babi Yar, bodies of Jews killed in Berdichev weren’t burned after they had been shot and fell into pits.  Therefore, the mass Berdichev graves are thought to be the last remaining sites where the intact skeletal remains of Jews killed during WWII can be found. As the Garrards state: “The pits of Berdichev, and of all the other Berdichevs, must be acknowledged.  They cannot ever be expiated; the crimes committed were simply too horrific.  But they must be remembered.”  This is a big deal; people can trace their ancestry to these skeletons, and these remains can speak the truth to prove the horror to which they succumbed.

The Bones of Berdichev was written ten years ago and when the authors visited Berdichev, they actually found the mass gravesites near the old military airport.  Today, Amy and Linh take up the authors’ cause, but fear the weeds have overgrown history.  The site of 20,000 Jews marching through Berdichev would have been hard to ignore, but no one seemed forthcoming with information when Amy asked about the location of the old airfield, which we at first thought was situated somewhere on the 10 minute road to my link group in an outskirt farming village.  

Every time I used to visit my link-mates for a Saturday Tech session, I would look out the bus or marshrutka window for hopeful, yet cheerless signs of an abandoned airstrip or a peculiar area of uneven farmland.  Amy, Linh, and I knew they were here, but we couldn’t see them.   “Perhaps in another 50 years, they, and the other nearby mounds will be level with the tuffs of grasses and weeds growing on the surrounding fields.  The bodies must have decomposed by now, but the bones are still here.  Bones last longer than memories,” write the Garrards. Bones speak when memories become silent, and when the living, who do remember, do not want to talk.

Amy and Linh inspired my curiosity to keep asking about the airstrip until finally, to my amazement, my host father admitted he knew where it was, brought out his map of Berdichev, indicated the site, and agreed to take us to see it.  So, finally, off we went in the packed blue Vada, sliding on icy roads, out of the warm car and into a white field where we saw, at last, the buildup of our search.  In my whirling subconscious, I imagined what 20,000 Jews would look like walking barefoot along the road on what I hoped was a balmy September day; I saw stars, lots and lots of stars.  The Garrards’ write: “All the Jews of the Berdichev ghetto were told to bring their documents – identification cards, certificates, passports – as they began their death march.  These bits of paper were then ordered thrown down, to be blown by the wind into oblivion.”  On the day we visited there was no wind, the trees stood still as sentinels.

How anticlimactic it was to stare out at an empty field.  No one wept; not one of us brought flowers to place on the mass grave.  Then again, not one of is Jewish.  I don’t really know what I expected to see there, but at least there was a stone and marble monument, dedicated not to the Jews that died there, but to the “Soviet citizens” that died there.  At the base of the monument, my host father wiped clean the snow from a map engraved on black marble that shows the approximate location of the graves stretched out before us.  It’s funny how snow has a way of making things look so clean.

Then again, this field was so alike to what Grossman himself described. As one of the first witnesses and recorders of the aftermath of the Holocaust in Ukraine, Grossman writes: “In none of the cities, hundreds of towns, or thousands of villages will you see the black, tear-filled eyes of little girls; you will not hear the sad voice of an old woman; you will not see the dark face of a hungry baby.  All is silence.  Everything is still.  A whole people have been brutally murdered.” Berdichev’s snowy field was filled with just that: an awkward, yet appropriate silence.  We had found what we were looking for, or had we?

After the Holocaust, the pits were opened and medical personnel did forensic work on the corpses, but only on the top layers, which they used to calculate an estimate of the total number of bodies that must be buried in Berdichev.  Witnesses were interrogated and a commission reported the findings.  According to the Garrards, the reports are sterile and make no mention of victim identification or ethnic origin.  Statistics related to pit dimensions, victims’ sex, manner of dress, and location of bullet wounds are recorded.  “The reports…confirm eyewitness accounts that babies and small children, and in some cases invalid adults or protestors, were not shot but thrown alive into the pits.”  And the earth squirmed and bled.  

When I read in the back of The Bones of Berdichev the partial list of the names of victims who died in Berdichiv those September days, I recognized the common last names of some of my family friends, schoolmates, and favorite teachers back home in America.  I recognized my connection to their past, my respect for their history, my duty to remember and retell. In the words of Grossman, “In the cruel and terrible time in which our generation has been condemned to live on this earth, we must never make peace with evil.  We must never become indifferent to others or undemanding of ourselves.” Amy and Linh are not indifferent, and because of their role in not becoming idle and not making peace with evil, they have taught me to be likewise demanding of myself.

My Peace Corps language training and teaching practice set here in Berdichev has comprised such a large and important, yet such an insignificant amount of what my time here has come to mean to me.  Nearing the close of PST training I am especially reflective.  Train travel always reminds me of the Holocaust, so even though I’ll be far away from Berdichev at my permanent site, it will be Berdichev’s history I remember whenever I take a train, especially the upcoming Christmas Day (also the first day of Chanukah) train to my permanent site.  

I hope you make a journey to Berdichev when you’re feeling down and dreary, when you need a good cry and need to be lifted up and renewed.  I hope you have the privilege of meeting Amy and Linh in Berdichev, as they continue their much-needed tribute to memory and the importance of discussing the past.  Watch them as they fulfill Grossman’s prophesy: “Are they [Germans] so mad as to hope thus to hide their evil traces that have been branded forever by the tears and the blood of Ukraine, branded so that it will burn brightly on the darkest night?”  Watch them in wonder as they help keep history alive.  

I have found sorrow and inspiration, anger and motivation in the history of Berdichev.  My training city has helped me to begin my Peace Corps journey in Ukraine in a very unique and humbling way.  The richness of Berdichev makes me want to be dedicated, makes me want to stay.  Perhaps Grossman best reflects the mission of the Peace Corps and Volunteers in Ukraine and around the world when he says, “I have this deep inner sense that one can only live by serving some cause, and by loving that cause.  There is no point in living just for oneself and a narrow circle of two or three friends.”  Grossman died on the eve of the 23rd anniversary of his mother’s death, when she was executed and her body fell into a pit, on a field in Berdichev, where I recently stood and took a photo of the snow.

This article is dedicated to Amy Heasley and Linh Tran, group 27, and to Jason Alperti, Bernadine and Ken Clark, and Jeffrey Lockwood of my group 29 training cluster.  May we never stop thinking of Berdichev.
VI. CULTURE SHOCK AND ADJUSTMENT

Culture shock and its symptoms
Source: Cross-Cultural Communication Module, 

International Institute for Sustainable Development, Canada 
The term culture shock was first introduced in the 1950s by Kalvero Oberg to describe the phenomena people might experience after moving to a new environment. Culture shock can be described as the feeling of disorientation experienced by a person suddenly subjected to an unfamiliar culture or way of life. Culture shock is difficult to identify. It does not appear suddenly; rather, it builds up slowly and is often a series of small events. For some people, culture shock can be brief and hardly noticeable. For others, it can bring intense physical and emotional discomfort.
Why do people experience culture shock? It could be attributed to communication barriers, moving out of a comfort zone, immobility (tighter control over movement), unrealistic expectations, a sense of time and pace of life, perceptions of culturally inappropriate behaviors, frustrations over lack of results, and so on.

No matter how prepared you are, or how open-minded, or how much you have travelled in the past, you can still experience culture shock. Culture shock is normal, and it doesn’t last forever!

Many people who experience culture shock are unaware what it is, or they attribute their sympthoms to something else. Culture shock has a wide range of symptoms, and being able to identify the sympthoms as culture shock can help make adjusting to overseas living easier. Culture shock may involve any of these symptoms:
· Sadness, loneliness, melancholy

· Preoccupation with health

· Insomnia, desire to sleep too much or too little

· Depression, feeling vulnerable, feeling powerless, change in temperament

· Anger, irritability, resentment, unwillingness to interact with others

· Identifying with the old culture or idealizing the old country

· Loss of identity

· Trying too hard to absorb everything in the new culture or country

· Unable to solve simple problems

· Lack of confidence

· Feelings of inadequacy or insecurity

· Excessive drinking

· Developing stereotypes about the new culture

· Developing obsessions, such as over-cleanliness

· Longing for family

· Feeling lost, overlooked, exploited, or abused

· A desire to go home, to partake of comfort food, to visit one’s relatives, to talk to people with whom it is easy to communicate

Stages of culture shock
As a result of many studies on culture shock, four stages have been identified.  

First stage: Known as the “honeymoon stage”, you first arrive to your destination and in spite of loss of sleep from travelling, issues with transportation, and language difficulties, everything seems great and new. The sites are interesting, the local people are helpful, and the food is tasty. This produces a feeling of euphoria: a desire to look around, experiment, and explore. This stage is normally brief, but it can last up to a month or more.
Symptoms: enthusiastic, positive attitude, excited, fascinated, energetic.

Second stage: Culture shock sets in. The novelty starts to wear off and one begins to criticize the country, the life, and the values of the people. At this stage, you begin to look for compatriots to discuss your symptoms and to criticize the country and people. You begin to be negative and start to speak of the people in the third person, using phrases such as “these people”. This is the critical stage of culture shock. This can last for a few days, weeks, or months. 
Symptoms: depressed, frustrated, confused, angry, sick, and critical of the host culture.

Third stage: Known as the “recovery stage”, you begin to understand some of the cultural cues and more of the language, and you start to feel less isolated. Your understanding of the local culture deepens. You begin to reflect on the past couple of weeks and laugh at your own mistakes.

Symptoms: accepts the host culture, less judgmental, sense of humor returns, energy is back

Fourth stage: This is the “adjustment stage”, where you begin to feel at home and enjoy living in the foreign country. You may not like all of the customs of the country, but you can live with them.

Symptoms: motivated, accepting things you cannot change, adapting and assimilating to the changes, and starting to explore, once again.

Cultural adaptation and awareness

As you go through the cycle of adjustment in a new culture, your understanding and knowledge of the host country increases. This awareness tends to progress through the stages described below.

Unconscious incompetence: At this stage, you are unaware of culture differences. It does not occur to you that you may be making mistakes or that you might be misinterpreting much of the behavior going on around you.  
Conscious incompetence: You now realize there are differences between how you and local people behave, though you understand very little about these differences, how numerous they might be, etc.

Conscious competence: You know cultural differences exist, you know what some of those differences are, and you adjust your behavior accordingly. You have to make a conscious effort to behave in a culturally appropriate ways.

Unconscious competence: You no longer have to think about what you’re doing in order to do the right thing. It takes little effort for you to be culturally sensitive.

Adapting to a new culture requires patience, flexibility, and cultural understanding. Remember, just because you adapt to your new host country doesn’t mean you become a person of that nationality. It does mean, however, that you are able to understand another culture and make the impact. Successful cultural adaptation will ensure that you’ll benefit from the rewards of your experience abroad for years to come.


Cultural Adjustments

by Jon Morris, CD PCV
One of the hardest cultural adaptations for me has been accepting the difference between Ukrainian and American attitudes towards health and medicine. For me, accepting new language, social customs, philosophical attitudes, etc. is a challenge to which I look forward. But when the focus turns to accepting new attitudes on health…to the detriment of my own beliefs on what my body needs…this is where one's skills of cultural adaptation are truly tested. While on a weekend trip to Kyiv, about two months after moving to site, I became sick. It was nothing serious, just about 24 hours of a headache and fever. By the time I returned home to my host family, I was feeling better and my fever had gone down. But I decided it would be best to stay home one day and rest, for fear of exacerbating whatever the problem was. I'm a healthy 22 year old who exercises, tries to eat healthy, and in general knows (in my opinion) a good deal about health and what my body needs. And I knew that my body just needed a day of relaxing after running around Kyiv, sleeping on friends' floors, and catching some bug. 

When I told my host family that I wasn't feeling well…well, this was huge news. To me, it was no big deal and the worst had passed. But to them, this was time to fly into action with various Ukrainian remedies and theories as to how their silly young American (who they are convinced has no experience or wisdom to take care of himself) got sick. First, they diagnosed the problem by questioning where I had been and what I had been doing. For them, conventional wisdom was that I had been stupid enough to be in a room with two open windows, where OF COURSE the cross-breeze was the root of all that ailed me. To me, and my American sensibilities of bacteria, viruses, and the like, this was complete nonsense. How can a window cause someone to be sick? And if they are such health hazards, why do people bother to build windows that can open? Still, they insisted they were correct, and shame on me for being so naive as to leave windows open! 

Next came the treatment. While I was lying in bed, drinking water and listening to a little music to relax and rest, my host mom barges in with a bottle of samagon and orders me to take of my shirt. Now, this is more that a little disconcerting. I politely decline, but she won't listen to me. I firmly say no, but nothing will get between her and my well-being. So begrudgingly I take off my shirt, after which she rubs samagon all over my back and chest, orders me to put on a sweatshirt and get under the covers, and leaves. The next hour was incredibly uncomfortable, spent sweating and stinking of alcohol. "This is horrible!" I thought to myself. I was just lying here, relaxing, doing what I know my body needed to recuperate, and now I'm covered in samagon, sweaty, uncomfortable, and feel that my personal space has been more than a little violated. The next day I assured my host family that I was 100% and made sure to leave for work bright and early ("See! The samagon worked!" they said). I felt a little angry at my host family for not listening to me and respecting my ideas of health (they still laugh at me for taking vitamins…"pills can't do anything!" they say.). 

My story might be funny or frustrating, depending on how you look at it, but I think it carries an important message about cross-cultural adaptation. First of all, adaptation is easy when you're healthy, well rested, and ready to face the world. However, it's one of the hardest things in the world when you're tired, sick, and want nothing more than to be left alone. As PCVs, we can't pick or choose when we face Ukrainian culture…it's around us every minute of every day. While it might seem difficult (and it is!), it's also the best way to get to know a culture. There are tough days for sure, but you have to try your hardest to always stay positive, be patient, and try to understand things from the Ukrainian point of view. I was angry because I felt like I was being treated like a child, not listened to, and forced to do something I didn't want. But they were more concerned with taking care of me in the best way that they knew. And while I was upset about the discomfort forced upon me, looking back now I appreciate and understand their care and concern. The other thing I want to mention is that health issues are tricky. It's important to be culturally sensitive, but you don't want to compromise your health. There is so much emphasis on being respectful of culture during training, it's important to remind PCVs and trainees that when it comes to their health and well being, each trainee should know that they should never feel obligated to put themselves in a dangerous situation for the sake of cultural respect. While it was uncomfortable, having samagon rubbed on my body was also relatively harmless. If it had been a different remedy, or something I thought might do more harm than good, I would have "drawn the line". Cross-cultural adaptation is a complex and tricky balancing act, and while Peace Corps tries to prepare volunteers as best they can, volunteers really just have to go out and experience Ukraine for themselves.

Finally, it would be good to remind trainees that they are on Ukrainian soil…they shouldn't expect Ukrainians to respect American culture in the same way that we should respect theirs. We are all like ambassadors here, and as such we must be respectful. I felt like their diagnoses and treatment of my illness was complete nonsense, but I accepted it as a guest of Ukraine and a guest in their home. And while I was upset that they didn't respect my ideas of health and medicine, I also understood that coming from California to a small town of 25,000 in Ukraine, I shouldn't expect the same level of deference for my thoughts and beliefs. This is not to say that Ukrainians in general or my host family in specific are disrespectful by any means. Except for a few exceptions, every Ukrainian I have met has been respectful and accepting. I mean to say that it is only natural for host families to want to take care of you how they think is best, not how Americans might think is best. That is an important lesson to learn when adjusting to a new culture and host family.

You Look Pensive
Ryan Murray,TEFL PCV 
Kremenchuk

No single Ukrainian cultural feature has succeeded in making the impression on me that the almost universal presence of fatalism has done. Not that I have been so adept at grasping many other aspects of Ukrainian culture. I remember one evening out with some colleagues, a few months back, when a particularly outspoken fellow teacher insisted at least four or five times during the outing that I had offended her. Most of these incidents involved the relative positions (and tasks) of men and women. It was offensive of me to suggest that women should know how to fix a toilet (which I “repaired” with a single shove of the plunger). It was offensive when I teased my friend that she’d had a bit to drink (“Never tell a woman she is tipsy!”) It was as if all of the prejudices, double-standards, and inequalities which had been carefully amputated from my brain by almost twenty years of education (by both schools and the media) were being flung back at me, and I didn’t know weather to dodge them or reattach them. Maybe I am a typical (or unusual, I don’t know) twenty-something American man. I have always thought that while men and women were certainly different, equality was a deserving goal and although I was never going to join protest marches or devote my life to it, I would give it my support and try in my own modest way to reach that ideal (having no clear idea, however, what equality means exactly). I never took it too far - I always secretly (and sometimes openly) chuckled at the the stubbornness of one college friend of mine, who insisted that men and women were exactly the same except for physical differences, and even those were probably social constructions. These are the sublime ideals that we are permitted to dwell on in college, and which usually end up on the back burner when we join society. I had (and still have) a few of my own. 

But I started by saying that fatalism had made a greater impression on me than any other Ukrainian trait and you might be fairly asking why I went into this muse about gender equality. It is precisely because I have found fatalism here so difficult to grasp that I have been so unsuccessful in understanding many of the other facets of Ukrainian culture. Everything here comes back to fatalism, much in the same way that everything in America can be traced back to our equally stubborn idealism. Men fix toilets and women cook. I cannot begin to call myself an expert on either the culture here or on feminist theory, but to me it seems that to Ukrainians, this is not a question of gender roles as much as it is a question of fate. I think this is why many PCVs, fresh out of university, find themselves frustrated by the indifference and even amusement of their Ukrainian friends and colleagues to our constant reference to our ideals. It is no easy or natural thing for an American to be a cultural relativist. The failure of our attempts can be summed up in the words of one journalist in the Kyiv Post, who sarcastically appeals, in response to an article critical of Women’s Day, “Oh, noble West that teaches us all the right values.... Help this poor, ignorant country. Bring it into the light of righteousness....” The mellow chuckle that is infused in this statement is not unlike that of a parent hearing their teenage child for the first time expressing an idea of how the world should be “if only...” It seems the inherent right of any culture older and more fatalistic than American (and most are) to point out the youth of our culture and compare it to the youthful idealism of an individual. They say: let them, in their luxury, in their ignorance of the bitterness of life, be idealists. It is cute, even enviable in its own way. Let them deride our myriad superstitions, our hypocritical chivalry, our grumpy shop assistants, and our bloated bureaucracy. Let them call us backward, fatalistic, even pessimistic. They don’t understand anything, and they wont any time soon. 

I don’t know if I am a cultural relativist and, at the risk of sounding un-American, I never like to insist that I know what is “right.” I always feel a bit disgusted with myself when I find myself arguing that I do, although always a bit jealous of those who are somehow permitted to live without questioning their values. But I am still a product of my environment, and as a result of being out of that environment, I struggle every day to understand the fatalism which surrounds me. 

Maybe there is no secret to understanding another culture, but if there is, I am sure it is neither in complete acceptance nor in categorical disapproval. In the first case you still find yourself constantly making comparisons. Look Ukrainians, we have grumpy postal clerks too! In my hometown we call ours “the wicked witch.” See, you’re just like us! Or like in the following conversation:


“Do you like our food?” asks a Ukrainian.


“Well, to be honest it is um... unimaginative... but uh... well, your bread is so much 
better than ours!” we say, embarrassed that we dared to criticize and desperately 
compensating.

Outright disapproval will no doubt lead to despair, also by constantly making comparisons. We say: you Ukrainians are so down on everything! Why doesn’t anyone smile? Why do all my ideas get rejected? How do the women stand it here? The proverbial snowball of negative thoughts tumbles down the mountain, swelling with each rotation, threatening to pulverize (or ET) us. 

We are always referencing home when we say these things, implying that we know better. Maybe we do, maybe not. Who can say? I am resigned to my own fate: that I will never know what it is to think like a Ukrainian, just like I will never know what it is to think like my grandmother, or my college friend, or a hedgehog. These days I would certainly make do with the sort of understanding I have of my grandmother. I cannot fully understand her and never will, but I believe I could make a fairly accurate list of her personality traits, and I might even be able to tell you what she’d say on most issues. If I’d spent all my childhood anxiously trying to decide if my grandmother were right or wrong in her view of life, I probably wouldn’t know a thing about her. If I’m right, this means being less serious about understanding the culture than I have been, but to be honest, it’s quite a load off. And I have the perfect litmus test: the less my colleague tells me I’ve offended her, the warmer I’m getting.

Comical Cultural Encounters
By Jason Cammarano, CD PCV 
The following are short excerpts taken from my experiences in Ukraine. They are meant for the entertainment of comical cultural misunderstandings I’ve made. These postings, by no means, represent an official statement of Peace Corps International.

- During our 5 day training at the Kyiv dormitory a couple volunteers and I were having lunch with one of the trainers.  At one point I asked in English, “Where are you from?”  She looked at me and said, “Ukraine.”  After a minute of speaking, her accent slipped out. 

- On the first night I was trying to make some introduction talk with me family. My initial info was a sparse note that had on it, “Mother, Father, and Daughter.”  I got picked, up by Sveta and Yulia. At first I had no idea who they where, and Yulia appeared to be younger.  I asked Sveta, “Is Yulia your daughter?” I got a look and a “no”. I asked, “Do you have a daughter?”  She looked at me and said, “No, I never married.”  I then realized that I was speaking to the REAL daughter. Yulia ended up being a friend of Sveta’s.

- During my first day in my training town, we were ordering in a cafe. I picked out my food, asked how much it cost. I heard something that ended in 68.  Cringingly, I reached into my pocked and began to pull out 68 Gribna (dollars).  The straight face of the clerk cracked a quick smile. The 68 was for kopecks (cents).

- I came home one day, beat. My father asked if I wanted to watch TV or listen to music. I chose music.  He plopped a CD in the player. After about 15 seconds, he said, “Oh…need to turn the lights on.”  I flipped a switch and some red strobe lights came on that were on top of the book shelves.  He said they were Sveta’s and for dancing.  I thought they were great!

- My father and I got into the rhythm of walking to and from classes, which has been a great bonding….except for it gave the trainers and other volunteers the impression I can’t navigate the town without help.  

- The grandson, Dima, came by to visit one weekend. Nadia fixed us breakfast. He was shy of me. I tried to get some chatting going. I asked how old he was and got 8 years old.  I then tried to say I’m 30 years old…stumbled with it, and he quickly said, “I don’t know English” in Russian.

- The first time I went to internet club, I needed the manager to show me where to type a web address on the Russian version of Internet Explorer.  Upon leaving, I needed the manager to show me how to open the door. It was slightly warped and sticks when shut.

- Nothing like accidentally walking into the wrong apartment entrance!

- My host parents are an older retired couple. As a training assignment, I had to ask them, what would make their life better in the town (development-wise).  My mother’s response was, “Oh, a new house would make life better.” 

- I was in town X, and buying bus ticket back to my training/residence town. I mustered-up my language ability and said, “I would like to buy a ticket to town X.”  I got a nice blank look from the ticket vendor.

- I walked into the Internet cafe.  The clerk asked in English, “You want to do Internet?”  I responded in Russian, “Thank you, your welcome.”  Midway, through that phrase I knew what I was doing wrong. The whole club was laughing, and the clerk said, “Aaah, you can not respond that way,” in English

- I walked out of a store at 5 pm. A young Ukrainian woman walked by and said, “Good Morning,” in English. I responded in kind as a knee-jerk. Then it dawned on me, what time it was.

- We visited a local artist who had antic collection. He said we could ask questions about his collection.  I saw what looked like a medieval war club, and asked what it was. It wasn’t a war club. It was a back massager. It also wasn’t an antic.

- I realized my language ability was returning to its normal strength, when I wanted to say, “My host mother enjoys cooking for me,” but instead said, “My host mother enjoys cooking me.” I got some laughs from my teacher.  The linguistic difference is between saying, “Minya” and “Mnye”.

- One day, I came home and was exhausted. I crashed on my bed.  Inga the cat came and sat on my chest. I was too beat to shove her off. In 10 minutes, my mother called me for dinner. I got up and went to the bathroom to wash my hands. I noticed a water stain on my shirt, smelled it….wasn’t water. Apparently, Ukrainian cats “mark there territory” like cats in the US.

- Just like in America, men should not just nod and say, ‘Da’ when speaking with a woman.  My ears are still ringing from the Russian words, “Yes??!!! What did you understand??!!” and I’m still sore from the beating Natasha gave to my arm.


Walk Like a Woman: A Story of Adaptation
by Jason Cammarano, CD PCV
When I arrived to my training village in 2006, it was the tail end of winter.  Weather was averaging between -1 and 1 degree Celsius (roughly 28 to 32 Fahrenheit).  Snow had been falling periodically.  It was normal to see the sidewalks completely covered in ice. 

It was the morning of my first day to begin training.  I put on my new boots that were “fashionable for a business environment, yet capable of withstanding the harsh climate.”  My host father and I set out for the training classroom.  Not far down the sidewalk, I learned that my boots had no traction…. Let me rephrase that…. I learned the hard way that my boots had no traction.  I learned that repeatedly throughout that first week. At one point, my host father became concerned about my safety and almost offered his arm, as a chivalrous gentleman would offer his arm to a woman.

A week later, our training group was heading to a café for lunch. It was snowing, and a light wind was blowing. The sidewalk had a small rising curve to it. None of us could get any traction, and we took turns bracing and pushing each other up this curve. 

At that moment I did a Tai Chi meditation and achieved a clarity.  I remembered a training session that went like this: 

“How is it possible for you [Ukrainian women] to walk on the ice in those stiletto heels, when I can’t even walk with my tennis shoes??!!!” said one of the women volunteers. “Well, it’s all in our stride. We are capable of driving our heels into the ice, like spikes if we begin to loose our balance,” said our trainer.
So there I was on that sidewalk, remembering that session. A mantra hit me, “Walk like a woman.” In some instinct, I changed my stride. I changed my stride to more of a march, where each foot landed flat on the ground. I soon discovered that if I had a foot slip out, on average, the other foot would be planted and the slipping was very minimal. I then looked at the physics behind the walk. My old stride the was a “heel-toe” stride, which shifts me center of gravity back and forth, and utilized less surface area on my feet.  No wonder I would fall so often. 

With that stride, I soon found myself moving from the very back of our group, to the front. We had also been stretched out almost a full block. Later that day, I was practicing a “near run” on the sidewalks, with no slipping, whatsoever.

The next day, my host father and I set out to the training class. We had gotten in a rhythm of walking, and chatting each day about life or just practicing my language. At one point we got to a very icy patch. He walked to a safer spot, motioned to me, and said in Russian, “Come here.”  I smiled, said, “No,” and briskly walked across the ice. I looked back at my father. He stood there looking at me, with his face beaming.

This all happened within my first two weeks in Ukraine. As fate would have it, the phrase, “Walk like a woman,” popped into my head the same week as International Women’s Day.


Standing in Line
by Abby Haddican, TEFL PCV 

In the United States, standing in line is a simple affair requiring little strategy, and it is governed by only two rules: "no cuts, no buts" and "move your feet, lose your seat."  The "no cuts, no buts" rule states that a person wishing to join a line must join it at the back, and that under no circumstances will this person be allowed to skip ahead to a more advanced position within the line, even if this person is "in a hurry", and even if his "wife is standing right up there," and even if it is "a matter of national security," and even if his armed bodyguards do threaten to rough you up.  Sorry, Mr. President, but you of all people should know that the rules are the rules.  The "move your feet, lose your seat rule" states that any person leaving the line at any time for any reason automatically forfeits his place in line; if he wishes to rejoin it, he will have to go to the back of the line.  (Once again, sir, I'm doing this for your own good: if the Chief Executive won't abide by the rules, who will?)  To break either of these rules is to be greeted with hostile foot tapping and angry glares from one’s fellow citizens, which is for many Americans a fate worse than death. 

Although it is possible for these rules to be learned later in life, most American children will have mastered them by the second grade, thanks to the extensive training offered by American elementary schools in a variety of line-standing scenarios, which include lining up before recess, lining up after recess, lining up to use the bathroom, lining up to wash hands, lining up for the drinking fountain, lining up for hot lunch, lining up for milk, lining up for the bus, lining up for fire drills, and lining up for scare-tactic anti-smoking assemblies featuring an cancer patient named Lois who chain-smokes through her tracheotomy hole.  Or maybe that was just at my school.  Regardless, by the time the average American reaches adulthood, he is an accomplished line-stander with a well-developed knowledge of and respect for the rules.  The American line is a thing of simplicity and functionality. Were the American line a cosmetic, it would be tasteful brown mascara.  Were it an item of clothing, it would be sweatpants.  Were it an alcoholic beverage, it would be white wine spritzer.   Were the American line a dance, it would be the bunny hop, easily learned but overall unremarkable.

Many of you work or have at least spent some time in Ukrainian schools, and you may have noticed a conspicuous absence of anything resembling a line in the classrooms, in the hallways, or on the playground.  This is not due to any negligence on the part of Ukrainian primary school teachers, as you might suspect.  Rather, it is due to the untamed character of the Ukrainian line, a complex institution governed by social interactions too complicated for any American to understand or for any would-be student to learn in the classroom.  Mastering Ukrainian lines requires intuition and confidence.  The Ukrainian line is sparkly blue eye shadow applied all the way to the brow line.  It is see-through white pants over a  lacy black thong.  It is homemade hooch in a rhinestone pocket flask.  The Ukrainian line, friends, is not a line at all.  It is a disco--a whirling twirling mass of bodies in which the tempo of the music and the faces of your neighbors are different from one song to the next, where only the girl with the boldest and most unpredictable moves has a chance of being crowned the dancing queen.  

I regret to say that I have spent the majority of my Peace Corps service not in awe of the Ukrainian line, but at odds with it.  A trip to the post office to buy stamps would leave me feeling powerless and confused.  Trying to buy train tickets would leave me trembling with unexpressed rage at the injustice of it all.  “Why can’t they just stand in a single file line like normal people?” I wondered.  “How could that woman have butted to the head of the line?  Couldn’t she see I was waiting?  How can the guy ‘in front of me’ wander around drinking a beer when I’m stuck here holding both of our places in line?  Doesn't he know the rules?"  I thought it was completely unfair that while I stood patiently in line at the produkti, other people would muscle their way to the front on the grounds that they were late for work, or that they were buying only one item.  (“No cuts, no buts!”)  I quietly seethed when the people in line with me would enter and leave the line at will to go to the bathroom or to use the ATM or to talk with a friend or to buy a snack or to do any number of what I considered to be frivolous things.  (“Move your feet, lose your seat!”)

But after many months of standing passively in lines--after many months of feeling like a pushover--I finally realized that my frustration with Ukrainian lines had nothing to do with Ukrainians.  I wasn’t upset because they weren’t following the “rules.”  What was upsetting me was my own timidity: I was holding myself to a pair of useless rules that no one else expected me to follow, and I was doing so because I was scared of losing my place in line, and scared of offending people, and scared that someone would yell at me, and, especially, scared of making myself stand out when all I wanted to do was blend in.  I was a wallflower, fading miserably into the background while all around me the disco was in full swing.  I was waiting for someone to ask me to dance, when I should have been strutting my stuff.  

And, so, I gave up my rigid expectations and I gave into the spirit of improvisation and give-and-take that is the Ukrainian Line-Standing Disco.  When I was in a hurry, I pushed my way to the front of the line.  When I felt like wandering around, I announced my intentions to the people standing around me, and then I wandered.  When I thought it would be to my advantage to stand in three lines at once, I stood in three lines at once.  And when other people wanted to do these things, I let them, and it has made all the difference.  Long lines are a simple fact of life in Ukraine, and if you can learn to negotiate them with the skill and nonchalance of the natives, your life will be much improved.  So, the next time you find yourself standing in a Ukrainian line, don't get mad--get down.  Paint your eyes like Cleopatra, toss on your most transparent pair of trousers, guzzle a quick sto gram for the road, throw the rulebook out the window, and get out on the floor.  It's time to disco.

Take it in bite size chunks…
I think the only thing I would say is - when it gets to be overwhelming - I try to take it in bite size chunks. Instead of looking at this as being 27 months - I sometimes say to myself - can I cope with this for 10 months? 5 Months? 1 month? 1 week? I keep making the time less in my head – until it's comfortable - and cope with the stresses that way! Sometimes it's just overwhelming to look at this as being for 27 months. But I know I can cope with anything for a week – or a month!


That Dog is a Survivor!!!

by Jason Cammarano,CD PCV
The following are short excerpts taken from my experiences in Ukraine. They are meant for the entertainment of comical cultural misunderstandings I’ve made. These postings, by no means, represent an official statement of Peace Corps International. Please refrain from forwarding this document without my permission.
On Sunday 17th, 2006, I attend a holiday for the local Baptist Church, which I think was celebrated by the other churches as well.  If my understanding was correct, it was a Thanksgiving Day.  It was held outdoors, with about 60 people showing-up, a lot of singing, speeches, sermons, and poems. I got through about 3 hours of it, and my language understanding handled about most of it.  Afterwards there was a big feast…bread, mash potatoes, gravy, pork, watermelon, salads, cheese, sausage, more and all tasty.  

After that and a series of other events beforehand, I was feeling a very peaceful mood on the following Monday.  It was a day off for me.  I walked the bazaar, center of town, hit internet, and did the usual rounds.  As I was returning to my home, I was having one of those Peace Corps “epiphanies”. I was having thoughts like, “You know, there’s such a life here, even though the economy barely crawls….”

Just as I had that thought, a car went speeding by from behind me.  I saw a scruffy, small, white dog off to the side of the road.  It saw the car, got started, ran further down the road, then veered left into road, right in front of the car…smack!

The dog rolled to the side of the road, and laid there breathing as the car continued without stopping.  I cringed terribly.  My mind raced.  Do I blab in coherent Russian to a neighbor?  The dog was dirty without a collar…probably a street dog. There’s no vet facilities here like home. I calmed eventually and decided to do nothing. What could I do?  I just wished the poor thing a safe journey and trusted the community to naturally take care of it.  Then I was home for a stress-relief evening.

The next morning I was walking to bazaar…a good 20 minute walk from the accident site.  Out of the corner of my eye, I saw a white, scruffy, dog go running by….with its spine curved and limping as it scurried.  

WOW! I was stunned and stood there gapping. It was the same dog.  Then I remember and event I saw during my first month.  I was sitting on a marshyuka (mini bus) as it rounded a corner near the bazaar.  I saw the same dog run out of the bazaar with a full dead chicken in its mouth...feathers and all.  The people on the marshyuka clapped and said, “Molodets (excellent)”.  

Yeah, there’s such an enduring life here, and this site never ceases to amaze me!

What’s Your Thing?

by Lerri Atwater, Youth Developer
Putyvl, Sumska obl., Ukraine

I’m not PC enough.  I am not Peace Corps enough to be in the Peace Corps.  At some point, the Host Country Peace Corps staff is going to find out and kick me out of the country.  

My problem is the toilets here.  I’ve always been a little bit of a clean-nut, and I cannot seem to use a Turkish toilet without feeling like I need a shower after.  Everyone else seems to do just fine.  “Yeah, I got used to it after the first week,” one volunteer told me.  Another said “When I backpacked across Europe, this was all we had.  It’s no big deal!”  Thanks.  “I think it’s cleaner than sitting on the same toilet everyone else sits on, you know…”  Not when you are piddling on your own shoes.  And most helpful:  “It’s a good thing you aren’t living in a mud hut somewhere you have to dig your own toilet, hahaha!”  Ha.  One of my fellow volunteers lost her language dictionary down a Turkish toilet when her hover technique failed her at a crucial moment.  Not a good day.  With the dictionary gone, she doesn’t know how to say “help, I’ve dropped my dictionary into your horrible septic system, can I get a refund?”

Oh, I’ve gotten all the hints:  roll up your pants legs, don’t squat too low, don’t squat too high, always carry toilet paper with you, don’t breathe too deeply (but don’t stop breathing entirely), hire a local to pee for you.  There’s little old ladies that can hit an 8 inch hole from three feet above and never splash a drop.  Small children bounce in and out of the stalls in 30 seconds, while I’m still deep-breathing over by the kiosk where you pay to go in.  I won’t even talk about what happens to me when I try to use the toilet on a moving train.

Go ahead, laugh!  It probably won’t be your problem.  One or two people out of your trainee group are going to go through this with me – you know who you are!  No, most of you will do just fine with the toilet system here.  But you know what?  You will have a problem and that’s why I don’t mind if you laugh at mine.  If we all laugh together, we get through the trials and take pride in the successes.

What is going to be your problem?  What’s that One Thing going to be that gets to you?  There will always be that One Thing.  For me it’s toilets.  For some of my friends, it has been the way you will be stared at constantly.  You will not blend in here.  You can dress like the locals, you can speak the language well, you can carry a plastic bag.  You will still not blend in and people will stare at you in the way that only very small children do in the United States:  openly and without any attempt to hide their opinion-- be it interest, disdain, suspicion, disgust, curiosity, friendliness, drunken lust, or any other expression.

Perhaps it will be living with host families who attempt to run your life in a way you haven’t experienced since third grade.  Maybe it will be the gossip grapevine that runs through your town so that when you make borsht at 6 pm on Sunday evening, everyone at school knows about it on Monday by 10 am (true story).

Other volunteers have a hard time adapting to lack of personal space in queues and on public transportation.  I’ve been pressed so close with people on a bus that I wanted a condom just to be safe.  Or maybe your problem will be the… flexibility of scheduling here.  No appointment is set in concrete, no time block is certain, until it has already occurred and is in the past.  One of my friends is simply stymied by dill.  She doesn’t like the spice, “and it’s in everything here” she whimpered to me once, after we broached the topic of being PC enough to be in the PC.   One of these issues might be your One Thing that gets to you, or it might be something else entirely.

There are countless cultural differences when you go to a new country.  Most of them will be easy to adapt to, especially if you hunger for new experiences and look at potential problems as “adventures.”  But you will run up against your One Thing sooner or later—the issue you find yourself seemingly unable to surmount, and you will start to doubt yourself like I did.  Like my fellow volunteers did.  Everyone does it at one time or another in their service, so I want you to keep that in mind when YOU finally do it, too.  Your One Thing turns cultural differences into culture shock.
When you find yourself up against your One Thing, don’t panic.  Remember this article!  Remember that you are good enough or strong enough or patient, funny, intelligent, resourceful, or stubborn enough to endure the problem.  Your One Thing is attempting to make you doubt yourself and your ability to serve here, but it won’t succeed.  You will find a way to fight back!  It sounds sort of trite when you are safe in a world where you have all the resources you need to address things that make you uncomfortable.  But you signed up for Peace Corps because you wanted to try new things in a new way, and here it comes.  

You’ll learn to adapt to things you never thought you could simply because you have to.  You’ll form bonds with people and learn to lean on them and trust them when times are tough.  Your One Thing will tap your creative side, your intelligence, your flexibility; you will find a way to work with it and live with it.  You are PC enough to be in the PC.  Expecting a little culture shock helps make it easier when it arrives.
Learn to laugh at your One Thing and it will be put in its proper place.  One game I like to play is imaging some of my local friends going to the United States and finding their own personal One Thing.  One of my teachers here told me that it took him a long time to get used to the way Americans smile unceasingly at anyone, friend or stranger, regardless of their inner mood, as they walk down the streets.  He said it looked a little insane sometimes. Imagine landing in a new world where everyone grins at you incessantly.  Maybe it would be the smog in my home town.  Would it be the way everyone speaks so loudly and yells across public spaces at their friends?  Or perhaps it’s the way my colleagues obsess over wardrobe and refuse to wear the same outfit twice in a row, even though it’s not dirty.

As for me, I have a personal list of Less Offensive Toilets in several cities.  I plan my travel schedule and drink less when needed.  I laugh at my One Thing and my friends have even published a gazette in the local language illustrating one of my more interesting experiences with toiletry on the road.  And, in an emergency, I also know two places where I can have a real shower with hot water.  Peace.

FIRST MONTHS IN UKRAINE


A day of life of a PCT

by Kristen Wasik, TEFL PCV
Every morning I wake up a little before seven and ask myself the same question. In fact, I’ve been asking myself the same question every morning for years now. Can I sleep for ten more minutes? Usually the answer is yes because I am, after all, a Peace Corps Trainee and even when I do decide to take a shower I’m only allowed to take about 3 minutes to do so. 

I eventually do get up shower and get dressed. I ready to walk out the door, but not quite yet. First I have to eat breakfast. I’m generally an advocate of a small breakfast. An apple really is enough for me, but Ukrainians know that breakfast is one of the most important meals of the day and an apple will not be enough. So I sit down and eat my egg, omelet, oatmeal or whatever else my host mom wants me to eat. Complete with an apple and a pear in a little plastic shopping bag to take to school with me, for when I get hungry. 

Really, I’ve had to develop a mental checklist of things that I need to do every morning to get out of the house without upsetting Mama. My hair must be dry. As another PCV joked, if you leave the house with wet hair, you will get sick and die. Then your host family will have to keep you on the kitchen table before the funeral, because of a Ukrainian tradition, and that is rather inconvenient. I already mentioned breakfast, but I forgot that I have to drink a cup of tea every morning. If it is cold outside, I have to have my jacket and scarf. I’m sure a hat will be added to that list once it is really cold. Then I have to put my shoes on and then step outside to brush them off. I don’t understand this habit at all. The second I take a step onto the dirt street my shoes will look exactly like they did before I brushed them off. Plus, as soon as I arrive at my teacher’s house, I will take my shoes off because they are so dirty. I don’t understand why I have to brush off my shoes before I get them dirty again, but it makes Mama happy, so I brush off my shoes.

Finally, I can leave the house. Megan is my neighbor, so I go to her house every morning to get her so that we can walk to school together. Her family has a crazy puppy named Dora. It isn’t Dora’s fault that she is a puppy, but it is very hard to walk while a small dog is running around your ankles trying to play. We sometimes have to resort to throwing something for her to chase and running toward the gate.

The walk to school has actually become quite mundane at this point. It takes about five minutes and the most memorable landmarks are the guard dogs that we pass on the way. There is the chained dog that only barks at cars. There is the huge German Shepard that doesn’t really care about anything and wanders in the street all the time. There is a stray on the corner. Then a really well trained dog that can get out of his yard, but he always goes back in to growl at you from under the fence. My personal favorite is the house that seems to have at least three very vicious sounding dogs that I have never actually seen because the fence is so high. They sound like they are huge aggressive dogs, but they are probably the size of little poodles. On a side note, dogs here are not pets. They guard the house and are never played with, from what I’ve seen. The strays are, in general, terrified of people but they are absolutely everywhere. 

Usually everyday starts in Valodja’s living room. He used to work in his bedroom, but I guess he wanted some privacy. Most days we have four hours of language instruction broken up into two blocks. The exact timing of the lessons really works around our time at the school. We observe lessons, attend classes on teaching techniques and next week we start teaching classes there. Usually we have about four hours of language and three hours at the school. 

At some point during the week we have to squeeze in an hour of one-on-one language tutoring and some time for reviewing our lesson plans with our technical teacher. My longest day so far ran from nine in the morning until nine at night, but that has not been the norm. Generally we finish around six. It’s still a long day, but definitely tolerable. 

After listening to Ukrainian all day at school, we get to go home to our Ukrainian families. My host family is absolutely amazing, but it is still horribly difficult for me to communicate with them. Every interaction is more work for me, in a good way, but it is still far from relaxing. In order to prepare for that mentally, I usually lock myself in my room for about an hour right after school and refuse to think in anything but English.

Once I am again ready to begin speaking Ukrainian, I rejoin the family. This could mean helping cook dinner, playing cards with Innja or watching Dr. House (as they call House) before dinner. Dinner is another opportunity for my family to tell me that I don’t eat enough. Luckily the food here is mostly very good, though I won’t be adding chicken liver to my list of favorite foods anytime soon. 

After dinner, I help with the dishes and hang out with the family. At some point we’ll also have some tea and cookies before bedtime. During all this free-time, I also have to sneak in my homework for the night, which is usually conjugating verbs, memorizing new vocabulary and making lesson plans. Whenever I can, I just keep my homework with me while I’m spending time with the family. I watch TV and work, play games and work, if any part of my mind can be made available to some homework, I’ll try it. I’m pretty sure if you asked my family to describe me, they would say that I love to do homework and I don’t eat nearly enough. 

After all that, I do eventually get to go to bed and start everything over. Thankfully, the weekends are less busy. Saturdays we only have cross-cultural classes and a technical session. The whole day lasts about 3 hours, so we are done around one. Sundays are what Peace Corps calls reflection days. I call them days off. It’s a nice time to visit friends and other family members, catch up on homework and try and get some errands/chores done. At the moment, we aren’t allowed to travel into Kiev, but in another week our travel restriction will be lifted and that will be another option for the weekends as well.

That is the best description of training that I can give you. We lead strange lives right now. Almost all the decisions about how our time will be spent are made for us. We eat when and what our families tell us to. We go to class, we practice Ukrainian and we go home. Everyone keeps asking us if we miss our families, but who has time to miss anyone? 


First impressions as a PCT

by Claire St. Amant, TEFL PCV
It’s funny how one week in a different country can teach you more about yourself than almost anything else. In a handful of days in Ukraine as a Peace Corps Trainee, I’ve learned that I love beet soup, I walk “like an American,” and I have an unusually small appetite.

Thus far, my most memorable experiences in the former Soviet Union have been about food.

For one, it is absolutely delicious, and two, there is an inordinate amount of it available at all times. I wake up to the smell of fresh eggs on the stove and the unbelievable notion that I should eat rice, oatmeal, sausage, bread and cheese along with my morning eggs and tea.

Before my stomach has the chance to make a peep, piping hot beet soup, borshch, is served for lunch. I have to control myself on borshch, the national dish of Ukraine, because it is only the first course of three at typical lunch or dinner. After polishing off a bowl and feeling pleased with myself, a plate full of meat, rice, and potatoes appeared before my ever-widening eyes. I’ve spent the better part of my time here mastering phrases to politely decline plates of food.

In between meals, I attend language, technical, and cultural classes in a small group of trainees. Mastering the Cyrillic alphabet is a tall order, but we are making progress everyday. Just as important as the language is our cultural literacy. The history of Ukraine is a tumultuous one. In the past 100 years, there have been cases of mass-starvation, occupation, and exile. Stories of the induced-famine in the 1930’s shed light on the hearty appetites of Ukrainians and the food-centered hospitality shown to guests.

The Soviet Union mentality of a collective life is as strong here as the feeling of independence and individuality is in America. In a cross-cultural session, I learned there is not a word in Ukrainian for “privacy.” It literally doesn’t exist. In America, the concept of privacy is closely guarded and respected. Before I can attempt to assimilate into a new culture, I have to first be aware of my own. The idea that personal privacy was a uniquely American—or at least Western—idea never occurred to me until I moved East. I live with a host family in a village of 5,000 in North Eastern Ukraine. When I walk down the street, I am treated like a celebrity. Despite my best efforts to blend in, I am undeniably American. With the help of hand gestures and a bit of charades, my host sister explained to me that I “walk like an American.” I don’t really know what that means, but I appreciated the insight.

Children proudly shout “hello” and “good morning” in English as I walk to school, and old men on bicycles slow down and tilt their heads at me. Of course, these looks are nothing compared to the attention going for a jog generates. I think people wondered what I was running from—or to—as several people looked behind and in front of me in anticipation.

If going hungry is the last thing I need to worry about here, going missing is the next to last. Our second day in the village we decided to get cell phones. Because we were four Americans with limited knowledge of Ukrainian and limited Ukrainian currency, the process took about three hours. I usually arrive home around 5 p.m. so midway into the phone procurement my language teacher called my host family to alert them of my late arrival.

When we finally headed home, the stars had been out for hours. We had barely begun our journey when I spotted my host sister on her bicycle, scouring the streets in her pajamas and an overcoat. The combination of relief and concern on her face mirrored that of my own family’s reaction to a missed curfew. The familiarity, however, ended there, as my host sister instructed me to sit on a small basket on the end of her bike. Before I could summon the vocabulary to say I’d rather walk, she had taken off on the unpaved, unlit road. I laughed a loud, American laugh all the way home.

As a twenty-three-year old female from Texas, I bring more than just youth and a Southern drawl to Ukraine. I’m here, most importantly, to promote world peace and share my life with Ukrainians. Through the vehicle of English education, I aspire to inspire Ukrainian students and teachers and be a voice of hope. As I learn about Ukraine, I become a more responsible world citizen. There’s never a bad time to share a positive image of America with a country halfway around the world, but now seems just right to me.


Everyday is Moving Day

by Claire St. Amant, TEFL PCV
Sometimes, I feel like I’m in a remake of the movie Groundhog Day, the one where Bill Murray keeps reliving one day over and over. For the past six months, it’s seemed as if I’m constantly packing up all I own, saying goodbye and moving pretty far away from everyone I know.

That normally would be hard criteria to meet repeatedly in such a small span of time, but I joined the Peace Corps so normalcy is out of the picture.

In May, I graduated from Baylor and moved away from my roommates and the apartment we shared for three years. In July, I left quite possibly the best rental agreement one could hope for: I lived in a furnished, garage apartment, paid zero rent, watched three mischievous children, and raided the family fridge. In late September, I took a whopping 100lbs of luggage and moved out of my parents’ house to start my two years of service in Ukraine.

I foolishly thought my moving days were behind me, but after 10 weeks of training, it was time yet again to leave a family, a community, and in my case an entire region of a country. My training site was in a village of less than 5,000 in the Northeast of Ukraine. My permanent site is a city about twice that size in the Southwest. Instead of predominately Russian, I have Ukrainian. Instead of the plains, I have the Carpathian Mountains. Instead of having a host family, I live alone, (although that’s a relative term when you’re the first American in town). Yesterday no less than five neighbors dropped by to see if I needed anything and to bring me food, curtains, and a teapot.

Needless to say, I’m in a continual state of adjustment. But it makes everyday an adventure. I haven’t been bored in 10 weeks and counting.

Living abroad is a sensory-rich existence. From the way the streets look to the way the kitchens smell, I am always taking in new sights and sounds.

My apartment is a playground for my insatiable curiosity about Ukraine. Today, I found a children’s book from the Soviet Era, a pair of numchucks, and a variety of antique teacups. My bookshelves are filled with Russian and Ukrainian literature and beautifully mismatched rugs cover my floors.

Ukraine is so surprisingly colorful. Before coming here, I imagined a drab palliate of grays, browns, and blacks. Oh contraire. My bedspread is flaming orange, my curtains satin gold, and my walls light blue.

Ukrainians love bright tapestries as much as Americans love beige houses and dessert colored walls.

The good think about joining the Peace Corps right after college is that you don’t have a lot of luxury in your memory bank. Not only is my apartment the biggest place I’ve ever had to myself, it’s also the first time I’ve ever lived “downtown.” Granted, downtown in a city of 10,000 isn’t exactly NYC, but it beats the dorms and the suburbs.

From my bedroom window I can see the beginning of the Carpathian Mountains, and from my kitchen I can see the golden domes of a traditional Eastern Orthodox Church. I’m a five-minute walk away from my school, and just about anywhere else I need to go. If I have a craving for peanut butter or avocadoes, I’m only a fifteen-minute bus-ride from Ivano-Frankievski, an Oblast Center (the Ukrainian word for biggest city in the region).

I’m the first volunteer in my city, and I’ve been welcomed like a celebrity. The principal of the school met me at the train station and drove me to town in her car. After settling in and meeting my neighbors, I was fed a delicious breakfast at school and introduced to everyone as “Our American.” Although the names and faces are a little jumbled in my head right now, I have never felt more appreciated of cared for by such a large group of strangers before.

After explaining a bit about my background in journalism and sports, the principal announced I would be in charge of a journalism club and a basketball team, neither of which exist at the moment. I chuckled to myself how perfectly those extracurricular activities suited me. In addition to sports and mass media responsibilities, I will teach second through tenth grade English as a Foreign Language.

I’m in a large school by any standards—900 students and nearly 100 teachers. I will be the ninth English teacher. Despite the hordes of people, I am anything but anonymous. When I ate lunch in the teacher’s section of the cafeteria, the children only sat on the side of the table facing me to see first hand how an American drank coffee and ate potatoes. I felt like I should’ve caught a grape in my mouth or juggled my cookies to merit such rapt attention, but I resisted the urge.

I had my first of many cross-cultural conversations with one of my colleagues after he asked me what time it was. Not wanting to get it wrong in Ukrainian, I showed him my watch. A look of concern swept over his face. I realized that, like a good little American, I had set my watch 10 minutes fast and he thought he was late. Through a hodge-podge of Ukrainian and English I explained my “strange” custom.

He laughed and said, “Oh, it’s American Time!”

I really am becoming more and more aware of just how American I am. I never really thought of myself as bleeding red, white, and blue, but I am undeniably a product of capitalism, individualism, and democracy.

SAFETY


Mugged

by Daniel Reynolds Riveiro

Peace Corps gave us several safety and security sessions. I paid attention. It’s a shame I didn’t listen.

The first rule I broke was not to stay out late. We emerged from the nightclub, David, Amy, Alexandra and I, at three in the morning. David was RPCV visiting his old site, Amy was a volunteer and Alexandra was a host country national. We stood there on the corner, discussing how to get everyone home and breaking another rule: don’t speak English loudly and call attention to yourselves. There were four men in their early twenties standing on the corner, and one turned towards us at the sound of our voices. He called to Dave, asked him if he spoke Russian. Dave said he did. The question wasn’t directed at me, but I answered that I spoke Ukrainian. The man said nothing more, but continued to glance at us. I noticed this, but was used to being looked at. In Obhiev, even when I shaved my face clean, shined my shoes, wore my leather jacket and carried a Babushka bag, people still watched me walk down the street. Something in my stance or walk or aura pegged me as a foreigner. 

We got Amy into a cab. We got Dave into a cab.

Alexandra wanted to take a cab, but not from the club. They were cheaper to take, she said, from nearer to my house. Maybe she wanted to spend more time talking to me. That was a nice thought.

We walked towards my house, maybe a mile from the club. I wasn’t following a third rule: look behind you. My attention was on Alexandra, concentrating on yanking Ukrainian words from my brain to keep the conversation going and have it be deeper than what’s your hobby?
On the outskirts of town, we found a cab and she got in. My house was only a ten minute walk from there It never even occurred to me to take a cab, because I walk home every day. That was rule four: if you do stay out late, take a cab home.

Walking home from there, the buildings disappeared and trees crowded in on either side of the road. On my right, the landscape dropped off into a valley. My house was at the bottom. Trees grew up and out of the valley, their tops level with me as I walked along the sidewalk. I heard footsteps behind me. I looked back and saw two men walking in my direction, walking quickly. My first instinct was that they were going to jump me, mug me, but I always have that feeling when someone walks up quickly from behind, and it’s proved false a hundred times.

They got closer. The thought occurred to hurry up, maybe to run, but I was at the side road that led down to my house, a muddy track that plunged downward at a steep angle, one that was now covered in ice and had to be walked down carefully.

The men got closer. One of them called to me. I thought I should head this off, and turned towards both of them. 

“You speak English?” asked one of them in English. It was the last English I would hear from either of them. It was the guy who had spoken to me outside the club. He and his friend had followed me. Dammit.

“Yes,” I said.

The one who had spoken was a little shorter than me, wearing black as most Ukrainian men do, with a few days of blonde growth on his face. He took two steps forward while his friend stayed still. With nothing but the tops of trees and the drop off into the valley behind me, they had me penned in.

The shorter one, who did all the talking, asked me for my phone in Russian. I thought it odd that he said “telephon” instead of “mobilke”. I told him I did not understand. I had been told, by another volunteer, that if you’re in trouble, don’t let them know how much language you know. He tried to get it into my head that he wanted my phone, saying it in a dozen different ways in Russian. He couldn’t have known I had a mobile; I hadn’t taken it out all night.

How do I get out of this? Sadly my only plan was that they would get frustrated and leave.

He demanded a couple more times for me to give him my phone. I shrugged in incomprehension. He looked down the steep path that led to the houses on the valley floor, then stuck his hand in his jacket, as if he was gripping a gun.

There was no pretense now. I was being mugged. 

I looked to his friend. His friend stood close, taller than me, at least six feet tall, with a dark beard. The facial hair was what struck me the most. Ukrainian men are usually clean shaven, fastidiously so. I told myself to remember their faces.

The friend unzipped his black jacket halfway, stuck his hand in to indicate he had a gun. Something about the way he did it made me realize that neither had guns, that they were winging this.

I can get out of this.

Give us your phone. 

“You need a phone?” I asked in English, mimicking with thumb and finger the universal sign for phone. I don’t know why, but it was obvious I couldn’t keep playing dumb when telephone was the same word in Russian and in English. 

“Da. Telephon. Telephon yest?” The shorter one, hand still in his jacket, reached forward and grabbed my sweater with his other, bunching it in his hand, threatening. I wasn’t threatened. I can get out of this, I thought. These guys don’t know what they’re doing. I knew that. I knew that if they were serious, they would have shown me a gun or a knife or just kicked the crap out of me and taken everything they wanted off my bleeding body. 

Do I say I have no phone? What if they try to pat me down? What if they feel my documents in my jacket pocket? My passport is in there. I don’t want them to get my passport.

I shrugged my shoulders to show I didn’t understand. 

Then my neck exploded in pain and I staggered a step. The other guy had punched me. Maybe he meant for my head, but it had connected with my neck. I had my hands out, heard myself saying “chill!”

Everything changed then. I was on automatic. I just took out my mobile phone and gave it to them. The shorter one put it in his pocket. Maybe it was because I knew they were serious enough to hurt me that I was honest enough with myself to know that I couldn’t fight both of them. The taller one rubbed his fingers together in a sign for money.

Fine. I took out my wallet, pulled out the bills in the front slot to give to them. The taller one took the money and then snatched the wallet out of my hand. There was another hundred hrivna in the second slot and he took that out as well. Then, for whatever reason, he put my wallet in his pocket.

“I want my wallet,” I said in Ukrainian. I was pissed. I had just handed over my cell phone and money without even a fight.

“What?” the taller one asked.

“You have my money, give me my wallet,” I said in Ukrainian.

He took it back out of his pocket. There was nothing of value in it. Originally it had been a dummy wallet, with nothing more than a few hrivna in it in case I was mugged. When I first came to Ukraine, I kept my money in one pocket, my wallet in another. But then I got comfortable, felt safe, went back to putting money in the wallet. In it, though, were pictures of family, of friends, of my students from Oklahoma City. I didn’t want them to have them. I wanted to regain some kind of control of the situation.

The taller one looked through it, unzipped an inner pouch, found 60 more hrivna in there, my emergency stash. I used to keep it in my boot, until I found out what being in a boot does to money, until I felt comfortable in Ukraine, felt safe, and had put it in my wallet.

The taller one seemed delighted in the find, and gave me my wallet back. They were jovial then. And why shouldn’t they be? They were amateurs. If they were pro, they would never have given me back my wallet, would not have let me stalled them for ten minutes on the street with my pretended confusion. They had just discovered that punching an American once would get them 750 hrivnas worth of loot and they were happy.

Grinning, they put out their hands for me to shake. I was beyond thought then. I shook their hands. I was being punked and I knew it.

“You’re a good man,” the shorter one said in Russian. I’ve learned that much Russian, at least, since coming to Zhytomyr. “We love you. You’re our Ukrainian.” It was condescending. I wanted to beat the crap out of them.

As they left, walking uphill back towards the city, they shorter one called back to me: “learn Russian.”

I walked down the icy path, not really thinking at all. I slipped, not paying attention, and landed on my butt. I picked myself off the ice, angrier than ever, crossed the bridge and arrived at my house. I used my key, but for the first time since I arrived in Zhytomyr, the chain was on the door. The night could not get any worse.

I pounded on the door until my host father opened it in his underwear. He was half awake, and heading back towards his room. I had to yell down the hall to him, at his retreating back: “I just got robbed.”

He seemed not to hear. So I sat in the kitchen for a long time. And then I called Peace Corps.

VII. AT WORKPLACE

The Workplace

My house stands to the side – I don't know anything.

- Ukrainian proverb

Ukrainian priorities, as seen in work habits, are a legacy of seventy years of Sovietization, which corrupted the tradi​tional work ethic. Americans value work, time, and money and spend more of their time on job-related activities and less on personal relationships.

The American obsession with jobs and careers, however, is alien to today's Ukrainians. Why work hard if jobs show no promise of advancing careers and bring in only money, which has little purchasing power? Office employees show up late for work or not at all. They take long lunches and leave work early. Breaks for chay (tea) are long and frequent.

More important than jobs and careers are family and friends. Personal relationships represent security against the dangers and difficulties of life, and they are long-lasting. Personal needs command time and attention, such as provid​ing the family's food for the next few days, obtaining good medical care and hard-to-find medications for family mem​bers, and putting up a supply of preserves for the coming winter. Survival is first on everyone's priority list; and cor​ruption, if necessary for survival, is an accepted evil.

Stealing from the state has been traditional in Ukraine (as in Russia), and under the Soviets it was intensified. Says an old Ukrainian proverb: "Those who jostle their way to the government trough know they will be able to eat their fill there”.

In the workplace, Ukrainians tend to be passive, without much motivation or initiative, reacting to others instead of presenting their own views. In the past, orders came from Moscow and were followed. This has produced a people who rely on inner resources and are constantly on the defensive against the outer world which they regard as dangerous. A question will be answered with a question rather than a straight answer. Don't stick your neck out, stand to the side, like the house in the Ukrainian proverb.

Problems that develop at lower levels of an enterprise are not likely to be brought to the attention of senior manage​ment. Politics is of little interest, and political parties even less so. More important is the price of kovbasa (sausage), which some refer to as the Dow Jones Average of the Ukrai​nian economy. Information received from the mass media is mistrusted and regarded as essentially biased in support of a predetermined position.

Much of this is due to the system of education inherited from the Soviets. The university system is highly structured.

Professors lecture while students take notes but rarely ask questions. There is little or no teacher-student dialogue.

Martha Bohachevsky-Chomiak, an American historian of Ukrainian descent who has taught at Kyiv University, reported that her students there were accustomed to accept only one answer as correct and had problems with questions of inter​pretation. Unaccustomed to writing term papers or express​ing their own views, they also had difficulty understanding the difference between polemics and debate.

Moreover, according to Bohachevsky-Chomiak, Ukraini​ans do not know how to debate but do know how to make long speeches. Attacks are frontal, without subtlety or gentle persuasion. Brevity is rare, and the simplest thoughts are often expressed in a long-winded, roundabout, and often unfocused manner. "Ukraine," she concludes, "has to move from communism into the twenty-first century, but so much of its educational system has yet to move from the nineteenth century to the twentieth”.

But when the educational system changes, so do student attitudes, says Oleh Havrylyshyn, a Canadian economist of Ukrainian descent who has taught at Kyiv-Mohyla Academy, a new and nontraditional institution much like an American liberal arts college. He reports that students at Kyiv-Mohyla are encouraged to argue the pros and cons of issues, partici​pate in open discussions, express their own views, and dis​agree with their professors.

Age is respected, and older people are disinclined to take advice from those younger, a particular disadvantage for American advisers who may be young. One American reports that she was called divchynka (young girl), a condescending term, by the men she was attempting to counsel. Younger Ukrainians are more open to change and more likely to accept advice.

What to do? How does an American improve the perfor​mance of Ukrainian employees on the job?

One American who has worked in Ukraine advises giving employees more responsibilities and showing them how to develop skills that will help them advance to better jobs with increased responsibilities and higher rewards. Set an ex​ample – work as hard yourself as you would want your em​ployees to work. Punctuality is not a Ukrainian virtue, and if you want them to be at work on time, be on time yourself and stay until closing time.

Hold staff meetings (a new concept for Ukrainians), sug​gests another. Go over office priorities, and ask each staffer to comment on his or her responsibilities. Teach them to keep lists of "things to do today”. Show them how to prepare budgets and to estimate costs realistically. If financial incen​tives are provided, such as payment in dollars to permit purchases with hard currency, job performance will improve. Relate rewards to performance.

Articulate your expectations at the start, advises another American who has worked in Ukraine. Make certain that each employee knows his or her area of responsibility and those other employees know it as well and respect it. Titles are valued, and each employee should have one. Give them chal​lenges. If they are interested in their work, they will perform. Good personal relations, however, are the greatest asset. Ukrainians will be fiercely loyal and trusting and will work hard for people they are bonded to.

In a phenomenon that never ceases to astonish visitors, Ukrainians, after taking it easy in the workplace for long spells, are capable of intense and sustained bursts of energy to complete an assigned task. If a job has to be done, it will be.

Ukraine's Business Culture

Source: www.tryukraine.com

Doing business in Ukraine is different from doing business in other countries, especially the U.S., England, Germany, and other northern and central European countries. Here we'll look at what foreign expatriates say about how Ukraine's business culture differs from other countries. Don't be surprised that most of the comments here are negative. Ukraine's culture is not by nature very production-oriented, and it may not be the easiest place to do business, but Ukraine has other virtues – for example, it is a great place to make friends, meet interesting people, and have fun. 

Punctuality and reliability in Ukraine 

Foreigners in Ukraine find that being late is the norm for Ukrainians. Arriving five minutes late to an appointment or meeting is usually seen as perfectly fine. This trait can cause aggravation between foreign and Ukrainian business partners. Foreigners usually adjust to the lack of punctuality over time, and eventually they end up on the other side of the fence and are late to a business meeting with a foreign partner themselves and are surprised at the other person's "profound irritation." This is a sign that cultural adaptation is well underway... 

In Ukraine, meetings are frequently rescheduled and cancelled, often at the last minute. Therefore, it's always a good idea to confirm meetings. On the other hand, by confirming a meeting, you're giving your business partner a convenient opportunity to reschedule. 

Ukrainians' sense of personal responsibility

A fundamental difference between Ukrainians' and westerners' mindset is that westerners tend to take on a greater amount of individual responsibility and rely somewhat less on groups, while the opposite is true in Ukraine. If doing business in Ukraine, you will likely get used to "outside forces" always getting in the way of partners' work and keeping them from fulfilling their responsibilities and meeting expectations. A common culprit are government bodies that drag out bureaucratic matters or unexpectedly demand additional paperwork and formalities. Often Ukrainian organizations foresee problems but hope for the best and don't warn their partners of possible difficulties until they are already underway. 

I don't know of any way to avoid this problem. My advice is to simply take initial promises and high hopes with a grain of salt, realizing that Ukrainian business and government are full of unexpected "nuances" that get in the way of doing things quickly and efficiently. 

How important are personal connections in Ukraine?
To manage one's affairs in a society that is always in a state of semi-disarray due to incomplete and illogical regulatory systems, Ukrainians rely on the power of personal contact. Contacts in government bodies are particularly prized, as relations between government and business are frequently antagonistic. In addition, Ukrainians prefer arranging meetings in person to discuss business and make joint decisions, whereas phone conferences and online discussions are now commonly used in the West. Perhaps Ukrainians are right in preferring meetings in person; only in person can one adequately judge others' intentions and trustworthiness and resolve concerns. Ukrainians pay more attention to emotional aspects of communication rather than excluding them from business as is the case in many western countries. Many foreigners find this a waste of time, but fun nonetheless!

Interaction with Ukrainian government bodies

The different kind of relationship between government and business in Ukraine is one of the biggest obstacles to greater western investment in the country. Of course, bureaucracy is bureaucracy in any country, but in Ukraine (as well as Russia and certain other countries) government and business play games with each other. Different government bodies often have overlapping spheres of responsibility and have conflicting instructions and policies. Controlling and regulating bodies often act unpredictably, based on rules that no one else is aware of. 

We often hear the word "non-transparent" with regards to Ukrainian governmental processes. What exactly does this mean? It means that the rules and principles government bodies adhere by in fulfilling their duties are poorly formulated and not available to the general public. This lack of official, set-in-stone information is maddening to many Ukrainian businessmen as well as foreigners. Even if the rules appear to be written down, "details" (or "nuances," as they like to say in Ukraine) such as bureaus' choice of office hours, the availability of necessary forms, and longer -than-expected lines can easily throw everything out of kilter. It seems that nothing is done to make the system work more smoothly and efficiently. Western businesspeople often know exactly what changes need to be made in the system to make everyone's lives easier, but they are never made. What is the reason? 

The immediate reason seems to be that all these inconsistencies, redundancies, and inconveniences allow government bodies to keep businesses and citizens in a state of uncertainty and submissiveness which they can exploit for their own gain if necessary. Historically, bribery of various types has flourished in Ukraine, and businesses are forced to seek out personal relationships with government officers for their own security and for access to information. In most western countries it is usually not crucial to the success of one's business to have good contacts in government bodies. In Ukraine it is. This state of affairs often seems threatening and risky to westerners, and it is hard indeed to adjust to. To effectively run a large business in Ukraine, you will have to adapt to the existing communication style to some degree, even if you feel like you are "compromising your principles." Remember – those principles come from your upbringing and may not be as absolute as you are used to thinking. 

Leadership styles in Ukraine 

Foreigners from the West will find somewhat different leadership styles in Ukrainian organizations. Ukrainians do not take on personal responsibility as easily as westerners, whose society prepares them for leadership roles from kindergarten up. After gaining a leadership position, many Ukrainians become rather authoritarian and change their attitude towards their coworkers, who themselves have an ingrained subservient attitude toward authority – a well-known trait of Ukrainians and especially Russians. 

Among western business managers, a democratic and egalitarian leadership style is definitely more common, and leaders are more likely to delegate authority. In Ukraine, leaders tend more to concentrate decision-making powers in their own hands and demand loyalty and subservience from their employees in addition to work-related skills. In the new capitalistic Ukraine, many employers resort to grueling and aggressive interviewing techniques designed to weed out "weak" potential employees who can't take the heat or dislike pressure. 

Job-seeking and discrimination in Ukraine

It is common for job vacancies in Ukraine to specify the age and sex of potential employees. Fortunately, this and other personal information such as marital status is supplied at the top of almost all Ukrainians' CVs. In the new economic realities of post-Soviet Ukraine, many people find it virtually impossible to find work after 45. In addition, job discrimination against young, married women is common, and sometimes women are even asked if they plan on having children soon in their job interviews. Of course, such questions are perfectly rational from an employer's point of view, but it grates with westerners' ethical sense and modern ideas of human rights. With Ukraine's more traditional values, discrimination is often not viewed with the same disgust as it is in the U.S. 

Western businesswomen often encounter interesting situations when they come over to Ukraine to do business. On the one hand, their business partners have to treat them as equals in order to perform the necessary tasks. On the other hand, social etiquette demands that they treat the woman "like a woman," with all the typical macho-type gestures or with a particular leniency and a more emotional attitude than usual. Effective businesswomen learn to use this to their advantage rather than take constant offense. If your business partners use what might be called "manipulative" tactics, you have every right to manipulate them in return, feigning supreme gratitude as they open doors for you and demonstrate fondness for you around their subordinates. 

Work relationships in Ukraine

Except for organizations with managers who tyrannize their employees, relationships between Ukrainians at work tend to be somewhat warmer and more openly emotional than in Protestant western countries where distance and formality are the norm. Employees usually celebrate their birthdays at work by treating coworkers to chocolates, champagne, cake, or even more elaborate buffets, and companies often allot money to be spent on birthday gifts for employees. Ukrainians tend to make emotional bonds easily and find moral support and comradery in their work relationships.

Dress and appearance
Fashion in Ukraine is underdeveloped and at times monotonous and copy-cattish. In more prosperous towns and cities occasional individuals have begun to develop a sense of personal style, but the majority of fashion is dictated by what petty vendors decide to import and sell at street bazaars. A holdover from Soviet days, Ukrainians' consumer culture is low but gradually improving as the choice of goods increases. There is a tendency to copy others rather than develop one's individual style and stick out. 

Dress tends to be more formal in Ukraine than in the rest of Europe. Young men walk around in black dress shoes and dark pants, and women wear high heels and skirts (not all, of course). Clothing is intended to create a necessary appearance, and not be comfortable and practical. Colorful casual dress that has been the norm in western Europe and the U.S. for years is just beginning to gain popularity. Just a few years ago all the men in Ukraine wore black, but now the color scheme has differentiated a bit (at least in the big cities). 

Men older than about 60 and sometimes younger tend to wear well-worn gray and brown suits, a holdover from the days when the Soviet Union stamped out individuality. This same tendency can be seen in some European countries that have a fascist past, for example, Spain. People who have come from small towns and cities to work in big cities like Kyiv typically look and dress differently and are noticeably "provincial." Men who engage in physical labor often have "buzz" haircuts and a sort of crude and brutish appearance, along with a completely different communication style than local well-educated folks. 

Among students in the big cities there is a growing tendency towards European-style democratic clothing and appearance. At the same time, other students demonstrate the traditional status and gender-oriented style (sexy dress for women and dark formal clothes for men). 

Business and Ukrainian Hospitality

Vodka, anyone?

As you head off to Ukraine on business, it may be helpful to know something in advance about eating and drinking in business settings in Ukraine. Though this aspect of Ukrainian culture may cause some difficulty for non-drinkers* (see below), evenings spent in bars or restaurants or the homes of business partners may well be some of the most memorable moments of your business trip. 

Ukrainians are very friendly towards guests (especially foreign guests) and generally go to great efforts to make sure you are fed well and get a chance to see the local sights. You can expect to be offered wine [vino'], vodka [vo'dka], or cognac [kanya'k] at most business meetings along with things like sandwiches [buterbro'dy], Ukrainian salads [sala'ty], slices of lard [sa'la], fruit [fru'kty], tea [chay], coffee [ko'fye], mineral water [minera'lnaya vada'], and cookies or wafers [peche'nye]. After work is over for the day, you may well be taken to a restaurant (paid for by your hosts) for a tasty dinner with drinks. Ukrainian cuisine is excellent and almost always sits well with foreigners. 

Any alcohol served in such settings is accompanied by toasts. Depending on the size of the group and the nature of the occasion, dinner may last from one and a half to four hours (!) and have from four to 20 or more toasts. During toasts among larger groups the speaker often rises to his feet. Expect witty toasts to successful cooperation, friendship, women (traditionally the third toast, during which all the men will stand), etc. The better the group knows each other, the warmer and more personal the toasts will be. There may even be truly touching moments. 

Though it may seem so at first, the purpose of these rituals is actually not to get drunk. Excessive drinking is usually seen as poor taste. Everyone except the very rare non-drinkers will get a little tipsy, but the group will sense when it has drunk enough and will gradually bring the night to a friendly close. Your business partners will usually want to demonstrate their best behavior. Sometimes there may be singing if there is a guitar around. 

What is the purpose of drinking among business partners? In Ukraine everything, it seems, is based on informal relationships – business included. Eating and drinking together lowers barriers and encourages partners to talk about themselves and share sentiments with the group. It is a chance to see what each participant is made of and evaluate their trustworthiness and conscientiousness. Ukrainians want to have a warm, somewhat emotional, working relationship with their business partners.

*NOTE! This article is directed at business people and officials, who, because of the formality of their work communication, have little choice but to participate in eating and drinking. If you are a non-drinker, make this known to your hosts in advance to avoid awkward misunderstandings. It is, of course, easier to turn down drinks in informal settings.

Business Card Formalities and Tips for Meetings

Arrive on time for all business meetings and dinners. As stated earlier, never shake hands across a threshold, and always remove your gloves first. Men will initiate handshakes with women. Kissing on alternate cheeks three times is not an uncommon greeting.

To all meetings, you will need to bring an abundance of business cards, printed in English on one side and in Ukrainian (or Russian if you insist) on the reverse. Do not underestimate the importance of the exchange of business cards; be respectful of this ceremony that officially kicks off most meetings. Even if you speak Russian in your meetings, Ukrainian is the politically correct language. Thus, if you are also doing business in Russia, why not carry two sets of business cards? Your company's name, address, contact numbers, and e-mail address should be standard on business cards. For Ukraine (and Russia), you should also include your degrees after your name, with your company title or position printed below in the standard manner.

Next, the person who called the meeting will proceed with summarizing the reasons for the meeting. There will probably be some small talk at the beginning, but unless you are meeting with established friends, don't expect more than perfunctory niceties. Don't ask personal questions or give any details about yourself or your family that seem to indicate any sort of problems. Moreover, you should be aware that, as you form closer alliances with your business contacts, some will feel responsible for your problems in-country, just as most of us hope that foreign visitors to our own country will have a good experience and depart with a favorable impression. Be careful not to overburden Ukrainian business acquaintances and friends with your problems.

Bring an ample supply of letterhead stationery, although some variant is easy enough to generate with all the fonts and formatting features available on today's word processors. (When writing letters in Ukrainian, the phrase "Respected" is used as opposed to "Dear". Envelopes are addressed in inverted form, beginning with the city, country, and zip code on the top line, followed by the address below, and finally, the recipient's name on the bottom line.)

In most cases you will be working through an interpreter, and this requires extra time and organization of your thoughts. You should probably begin the meeting by apologizing for not speaking Russian or Ukrainian, if appropriate. Then you should summarize your points before you go into specifics. To wrap up your meeting, you should reiterate your main points and suggest topics for future consideration. This will include, of course, any subjects that were inadequately resolved in the current meeting.

All this naturally takes longer than conducting meetings in a single language; in fact, it will take more than twice the time, given the need for both interpretation, repetition, and clarification. That your Ukrainian counterparts are often loathe to make decisions is another issue altogether.

Also, you may notice during your meeting that, like the people you encounter in the streets, your Ukrainian counterparts or hosts don't tend to smile much. Don't interpret this as a sign of anything. Joviality in meetings may be viewed as inappropriate and even insincere, although after a meeting people will lighten up.

It is never acceptable to call someone tovarish, meaning "Com​rade," and diminutives are discouraged in business situations where ideally patronymics are used. Rather, diminutives should be reserved for close friends. In all cases, it is inappropriate to adopt a diminutive for business associates without permission; this is simply too infor​mal. Standard protocol is that you show respect to age and rank.

Avoid a hard-selling technique as it will not be well received. You should stress your desire to make a contribution to Ukraine, rather than your desire to quickly repatriate profits. At the same time, don't be deceived: your Ukrainian counterparts want to work with you because of your foreign currency (as well as technical expertise).

Foreigners should expect excruciating delays: never expect to waltz into town, sign a contract in short order, then fly out. Negotiations are always lengthy. You will also encounter red tape that boggles the imagination – you'll wonder at the need for all the official stamps, bells, and whistles. Some foreign firms refuse to work in Ukraine for these reasons, but if you intend to stay here, you should accept the system, as it may not change any time soon.

Most Ukrainians are unaccustomed to playing the role of deci​sion-maker. Still, some of those you encounter will be dictatorial and authoritarian, and find admitting mistakes quite difficult. Ukrainians typically prefer to think as opposed to respond or act; better yet, they may try to pass you on to someone else. For this reason, you should always strive to work with the most senior person available to you. In theory, this should save your firm some time. Your company should also utilize its senior people whenever possible, as older businessmen (and I mean men) are considered more experienced and preferable. Sometimes the young whippersnappers put forward by consulting firms can be an affront to their Ukrainian counterparts. Relationships take time and Ukrainians want to work with a steady counterpart, rather than be shuffled among various consultants flying in and out of town; whoever is selected should not be changed mid-course if possible. It's a matter of respecting one another.

Ukrainian women are expected to be unassertive. They are still undervalued in Ukrainian society and in business relations. Foreign women are treated with considerable respect, but this might prove equally frustrating in light of the standard sexist treatment toward Ukrainian women. Equal pay doesn't exist in this male-dominated society, but there are increasing numbers of women in important roles. Today the vast majority of Ukrainian women work, although the wives of the New Rich do not.

In business situations Western men should not flirt with Ukrainian women, although Western women should be prepared for men who may flirt with them. Don't take this seriously if it happens. Also, because Ukrainian men are afraid to not be gentlemen, some foreign women might use their femininity to their advantage. In all cases, expect that your cigarettes will be lighted, your coat removed, and doors opened for you.

"Biznes", Ukrainian Style

Ukraine has two vast resources – the richness of its land and the education of its people. It must harness those resources to solve its own problems. How does an American, perceived as a rich outsider, make that point?

 - Randall R. Rader, 

"Memoirs of Ukraine"

Ukraine was on an emotional high after achieving indepen​dence in 1991. Rich in farmland, coal, and mineral deposits, it had both agriculture and heavy industry, Black Sea ports, proximity to Western Europe, an educated and skilled work force, and a developed infrastructure of scholarly and scien​tific institutions. With its important contributions to Soviet economic, scientific, and military power, it accounted for 18 percent of Soviet economic output and had the potential to be a strong and viable state.

Three years later, however, production had plummeted, inflation had skyrocketed, foreign reserves were negligible, living standards had fallen by half, foreign investment was down, the currency was nearly worthless, and there was no new constitution. Fields were rich with wheat but there were lines for bread in the cities, and there was no clear political mandate for reform.

Laws were enforced at times, and at other times not. There was little confidence in the judiciary, no effective banking system, and no system for judicial review of contractual ob​ligations. Huge industrial behemoths were being kept alive by state subsidies. Privatization had slowed, and most enter​prises still belonged to the state, run by former communists who had no incentive to institute reforms or earn profits as long as the subsidies continued. Managers who had made their careers in Moscow were poorly informed about the rest of the world and how to do business there. Energy was im​ported from Russia at close to world market prices but fuel was being guzzled without regard to cost.

Corruption and bribery were rampant, and the mafia was ubiquitous in both government and the private sector. Every transaction with a foreigner seemed to involve a kickback for some intermediary. "It is impossible to do business in Ukraine legally and make a profit," says Walter Kish, Seagram Company's manager in Kyiv.

Payoffs were the rule rather than the exception, as ex​plained by an American who was distributing humanitarian aid. To clear her ship containers through customs she would send an employee to the port armed with dollars. The first person' to be paid off was the old woman who controlled access to the customs building. Payments were then made to other customs employees up the line until all the necessary clearances had been obtained and the containers with the much needed humanitarian aid were released.

Biznes, moreover, has a bad connotation, a holdover from the Soviet period when socialism was good and capitalism was bad. Many Ukrainians still believe that if they actually reach agreement with a Western businessperson, then it is the Westerner who has gotten the better of the deal and it should be renegotiated.

For officials, time is not money, and everything takes longer. The Soviet system did not encourage speedy deci​sions, and today some refer to "a mentality of delay," since it is safer to say no and avoid responsibility. Detailed informa​tion is difficult to obtain, and instructions are not always accurate. Business cannot be done over the phone but re​quires a face-to-face meeting.

"In principle, it can be done”. This seemingly optimistic expression is often given in response to a visitor who asks if something is possible. But a gap exists between theoretical principle and realistic practice, and caution is advised.

A similar gap exists in language – what Ukrainians say and what they actually mean. One American, who speaks fluent Ukrainian, recalls her experiences interviewing Ukrainian organizations about placements for American volunteers. The Ukrainians, she reports, would talk about their work but provide few details. Branch offices were claimed in several cities but the cities were not named. Further probing revealed that offices were foreseen in those cities but were not yet open. When asked about a work plan, the Ukrainians would state what they hoped to do in the future rather than what they were actually doing. When asked how many staffers they had, they would reply "many" but give no numbers. An orga​nization with an impressive front office would have nothing to back it up. Annual budgets were said to exist but none were shown. In such meetings, there appeared to be no com​mon language although the interviews were conducted in Ukrainian. Words simply did not have the same meaning.

Such unfounded claims should not be seen as attempts to deceive. Rather, the Ukrainians were stating what they hoped to achieve in the future rather than what they were doing in the present. To get the facts, one should ask them specific questions, such as how many employees they now have full-time, how many projects have been completed, how much office space they have, and whether they can send a fax to the United States. A copy of the operating budget should be requested, as well as the sources of funding.

There is also a tendency to tell foreign visitors what Ukrai​nians believe they want to hear. Many visitors have come away from a three-hour dinner with prospective Ukrainian partners believing that they had an agreement. Only later did they learn that there was in fact no agreement – there were still questions the Ukrainians wanted answered, or they may have reconsidered the entire deal or wanted a better price. Beware of Potemkin villages – the staging of something to impress gullible visitors. The original Potemkin villages were named after a favorite of Russian Empress Catherine the Great, who, according to legend, constructed false village facades along the Empress's travel routes to show how well her people were living. The practice continues today, and visitors should try to get behind the facades.

High government officials are accessible but don't like to make appointments and be pinned down too far ahead of time. On the other hand, it is easy to get an appointment a few days in advance, or even on the same day as requested. If good personal rapport with the official can be maintained, access will be assured and deals can be done. (The difficulty in making advance appointments is a holdover from the Soviet era, when officials preferred to keep their future cal​endars clear so they would be immediately available when summoned by a higher-up.)

Find people you can trust and who trust you, advises an​other frequent visitor to Ukraine. Cooperate first on a trial basis, and expand your efforts as trust is built. Friendship in business is much more important than in the United States where "friends are friends but business is business”. Ukraini​ans will expect their friendships to extend to their business relationships as well, with the obligations and trust that friendships require.

As Thomas M. Claflin, a Boston-based venture-capital investor in Ukraine, advises:

Don't go to Ukraine with more money than you can afford to lose, and don't depend on their legal process or their account​ing. If you bring a lawyer, you can forget it. Business there depends on personal relationships and mutual trust.

Claflin advises foreign investors to understand the risks involved before taking them. He invests only in small, pri​vately-owned companies managed by young Ukrainians in their twenties and thirties who have demonstrated good managerial skills. Claflin looks to the future and points out that a younger generation is coming to the fore in Ukraine –  in business, government, and the parliament – who are less encumbered by the past and more receptive to change. And that change, he adds, is coming peacefully.

Foreign investors are advised to go for the long term. Ukraine has a huge market of fifty-two million, good human resources, low costs, and a central location in Europe. The potential is great but there are no guarantees of success.

Western assistance and advice can play a constructive role, but advisers and volunteers should be aware that West​ern ideas and practices will not always be applicable in Ukraine. The new state that is evolving will reflect Ukrai​nian culture, history, and values.

A new state has been born. The birth was painless but the weaning was sudden and premature and the growing pains protracted. The new state now must decide what it wants to be when it matures and work toward that goal.

Business Telephones, Hiring Local Staff, Protocol for Interpreters

Business Telephones

Get a cell phone, but don't expect to conduct any business by phone. All business must be done in person, but you'll need a phone because existing phone lines are insufficient and the quality of lines poor. Even if you can get through, oftentimes you'll reach a busy signal on the other end. With a mobile phone (mobilniy telefon), you can alert people when you are stranded in traffic, although you should always plan for delays. People give out their cell phone numbers and leave their phones on. It's not uncommon to be given home numbers, in which case it's okay to contact people there. This is partly done since it's sometimes hard to get through on the office phone lines.

Protocol for Interpreters

Always place your interpreter next to you, but look at your counter​part, not at your interpreter. Refrain from making statements such as "Please tell him...". Organize your comments in advance, and pause frequently to give your interpreter a chance to translate. Avoid slang and jargon, including sports analogies, which may be misinterpreted or simply translate poorly.

Never say anything in English that you don't want understood by everyone present; you might also assume that telephone lines are tapped. No paranoia here, but take necessary precautions.

When hiring interpreters, look for those who love languages and especially this career field. Many interpreters want to use their language skills as a springboard to other positions, especially in a Western company where salaries tend to be significantly higher. Over time some interpreters slip into their desire to speak for themselves, rather than serve as the mouthpiece for another person. I have encountered interpreters who, after repeated conversations, were eager to demonstrate their familiarity with the subject and sometimes pre-guessed what was about to be said. This is not the purpose of an interpreter and can only lead to inaccuracies; words will literally be put in your mouth, and if you don't speak the language well, you may never know it. As authoritarian as it may sound, one needs an interpreter who speaks only when spoken to and then translates as accurately as possible.

Some interpreters tend to sanitize more awkward conversations, and this is not desirable either. You may want to work with several interpreters to identify one with whom you have a better rapport.

There are some related cultural issues. I have encountered a few expatriate men who were uncomfortable traveling out of town with female interpreters. We have also had interpreters who were cowed by some of the frankly intimidating higher officials in the Ukrainian government. Your firm or team will not want to project an image of being easily intimidated.

My company initially decided against setting strict guidelines regarding interpreters imbibing alcohol at business functions. But excessive alcohol intake on several occasions resulted in a revised policy strongly discouraging interpreters from imbibing on the job. Finally, it is always a good idea to have someone in your party take notes of the meeting. Ideally, this will be someone who understands both languages and can monitor the accuracy of the translation.

Cultural Differences

Despite the influx of Western goods, media, ideas, and practices, business culture – and culture in general – remains distinctly Ukrainian. Employees tend to form closer relationships with each other than do Americans. At work employees know more about each other and share more jokes and personal experiences, creating an office subculture with its own set of rituals, parties, and socializing. By comparison American employees maintain a greater distance – both psychological and physical – and tend to be more formal and task-oriented at work. 

In America's individualistic culture each person's unique values and preferences must be carefully respected, and everyone is on his own to achieve his goals. This cultural value generally allows for more personal initiative and achievement but provides less emotional support and sense of group identity. In Ukraine's collectivist culture, your personal achievements and preferences are usually not emphasized, and you are expected to become part of the group and share in group experiences (that are often unrelated to work). There are many other cultural values which can be generalized and explained at length. As the advice to exchange students goes, "it's not better or worse; it's just different." 

An appropriate cultural symbol of the United States might be a suit and tie – representing one's professional qualities, honed manners, personal achievement, and outside image – while a symbol of Ukrainian culture might be the dinner table [stol] – representing the home, food and drink, shared experiences, and emotional intimacy. 

Negotiations

Whether you buy or not,

 you can still haggle.

- Ukrainian proverb

Other people, Ukrainians believe, do not take them seri​ously, especially Russians. Ukrainian sensitivity with regard to Russians may be exaggerated but it can spill over into negotiations with the West. In business and professional meetings, Ukrainians will be trying to decide, in their own minds, how negotiators on the other side of the table would be treating Russians in a similar situation.

At the start of negotiations, Ukrainians will dwell not on substance, but rather on their own place within the context of the issues under discussion. Their first priority will be to establish recognition of their role in the negotiations, and the initial pleasantries will be a part of that search for status.

Ukrainians, moreover, tend to see each negotiation as a confrontation in which one side must win and the other lose. They are only beginning to understand a "win-win" situation in which both sides gain something. Uppermost in their minds is whether they will be winners or losers and whether they will be treated as equal partners.

Americans new to Ukraine may not understand this jock​eying for position nor why the Ukrainians are not following the American step-by-step, substantive approach. What to do?

Let the Ukrainians take the lead in the initial pleasantries, advise experienced negotiators. Acknowledge their status and recognize them as equal partners. Agree with them, and make them feel comfortable. Make it appear as if they have estab​lished their role. When that point has been reached, proceed to the substantive negotiations.

,In contractual negotiations, Ukrainians may not under​stand the meaning of shared burdens and responsibilities as seen by their Western partners. Ukrainians seek shared secu​rity – one side comes to the rescue of the other if it goes under. Foreign partners should emphasize the shared respon​sibilities and put them down on paper – not only what each side brings to the partnership but what each is responsible for and obliged to do.

Initially, Ukrainians will try to establish some handicap or disadvantage on their side which they will later seek to trade off for a concession by the opposite side, a tactic they learned from the Russians. Try to understand their concerns and address them, but have two types of concessions of your own prepared in advance in the event they will be needed – one symbolic and the other substantive – and use them as neces​sary.

At the end of a meeting it is customary to sign a protokol (memorandum of understanding) describing what has been discussed. Westerners may question why they should sign such a statement if nothing has been agreed to formally. The protokol, however, does serve as a useful record of the discus​sions. It has no legal status but makes people feel good by having something to sign.

Business or Cross-Cultural Notes

by John Shryock, CD PCV 

1. Ukrainians, like all other cultures, are not different people, they just do things differently than you.

2. Much I say was told to me, and I reinforce those things.

3. Much of what I was taught, told, I have experienced.

4. You will find that your space is not as large as you have used in the past.

5. None of this is right or wrong, just different.

6. There are many cases when you are treated in a positive way.

7. You will find those shops that you use everyday, that get to know you. Even to the point that you wished they didn’t know as much about you.

8. They are friendly.

9. It is good to practice those safety tips that we are given. 

10. Keep these in your mind, look at the situations, know the risks. It is not difficult. It becomes habit.

11. I won’t take credit for this one – is remember being told “Get over the feeling that everyone is watching you – they are – just get over the feeling.

12. Learn to dress and handle yourself at least somewhat less American. Look at clothes, shoes, coats, the way you move.

13. It is not very difficult to change your appearance slightly.

14. When you put on a backpack, unless you are 20, you will stand as not likely Ukrainian. This is all right, just be aware of what you are doing.

15. Even then, you can be less obvious, especially traveling alone.

16. When you are on public transport- the absolutely less talking you do the better. You can catch up with the news with your fellow PCV’s at the lounge, or even restaurants once you get to where you are going. Don’t talk all the time. Metro will get you attention, and that is where things happen a lot. Especially crowded times.

17. Don’t let all the security training blow you away, and scare or intimidate you from doing and living. Just learn precautions. With someone is always, good, Help each other to get to and from.

18. Another I remember was - find whom you can put trust. In a very short time you should be able to trust your host families. There are those that PC doesn’t know as well, but you will find out. I was lucky to know may vary soon and could trust.

19. Then, when you don’t know exactly what is going on, just say yes and go with them. Do it. You will be surprised at the adventure you have. And you will enjoy the experience. You may never want to do it again, but you will remember it. They do have your interests at heart and want too show you their lives.

20. Take the time to learn the holiday, traditions, the history. It is all fascinating and rewarding. It should be a big reason of why you came over here.

21. Don’t get lost in all the “stuff” being thrown at you. You will get to do the things you came to do.

22. It can be frustrating that you will not likely get to do as much of the things you thought – primarily speaking of work assignments. But you need to keep at finding the fit of your attitude, tasks, that you are or can find something.

23. Remember, they had something in mind when they brought you in to the organization. It might not be quite as clear to you, as well as it might not be everything, or anything that you wanted to do. Compromise. Find out what they want, how you can help, both how you want and how you fill their need.

24. And if you must, there are other things and ways.

25. It is a living experience you likely came here for. Whatever your assignment, still you are living in a foreign country – learn to live it, carve out your own life. You likely will not have this same thing again, or much more in your life. If you become part of your own life here in-country.

26. Constantly observe. Learn to observe without gawking. You can be subtle about what you see. 

27. If you are curious about something, just about always, you can ask. It will help your language, it will help you learn about Ukraine. It will help you fit and be accepted. They are always going to know you are the crazy American, but they do have a respect.

28. Side note – for some time yet, you will be almost always be asked first about current US foreign polices. Use what you are taught in your reply. You can generally turn the conversation pretty quickly. More difficult are those on the train an clubs – who are more opinionated. But, being aware, and don/t get drug in. Almost always, if you must, just quite talking and don’t look.

29. I have had several situations that though not really difficult, but encounters with drunks, street bums, other less desirable – when very often. Other around – Ukrainians, who know that you are obviously not Ukrainian, a foreigner, probably know you are American will comment for them to back off. Get on out of here, otherwise help the situation by coming to my aid.

30. Work at the language always. There is always a learning moment. I am not very good, but I am better and keep doing so. I probably have some things to say about learning and using. 

31. Find what techniques of learning are good for you. You probably have to keep trying things, but hopefully you can figure what’s best for you soon.

32. There are many little things that one learns.

33. Most of the ways that you are used to doing things are not going to be the same. There is an opportunity for you to learn other ways of life.

34. Experience that everyone one else in the world is not American, and that there are other lifestyles that work. Other histories, cultures, family ties, a host of things that are just different.

35. The business environment is different. It is good to see that. Realize that everything in the US is not the only way. Realize there are things here that the way we do in the US will not work. 

36. There is a work ethic that in some ways has been lost in the US. Their are people who get paid to hand out flyers. They consciously give them to the right profile of person, they don’t just hand them out by the handful to get rid of them, or throw them in the trash. They consciously do the job for which they were paid.

37. They do take care of their business establishments. Yes, there is a lacking in toilet facilities and cleanness in many places. In the city, in the new establishments, workers keep their places clean. There is an attention that often in the US is not given.

38. There is a line-cutting that goes on. But there are many cases where other Ukrainians don’t put up with it either. Often, people are just trying to find out if they are in the correct window, or truly do have just a question and then return to the end. There are even lines at some marshuky stops.

39. Travel by train is a wonderful experience. Like Forrest Gump’s moma said “ life’s a box of chocolates, you never know what you are going to get” – don’t miss it. You will learn whether you want upper or lower, platz car or coupe, and such.

40. You will have to try the milk run buses. It is an experience.

41. There is just so much to do, see, observe, take part in, become – living in this country. And to be able to take it home.

42. Write in a journal.

43. Bring mostly money. There are many things that you just cannot carry in the weight limit. So be prepared to buy more clothes, especially winter gear. Money carries easy.
44. I have heard of some PCV’s who have access to check cards from states. These are Visa Electron I believe. Advantage – put money in from states, keep amount low – i.e. afford to lose, but can deposit in states without transfer fees and such. Fairly accessible in cities to withdraw cash.

45. You are very likely going to be cold. Often. Even in summer. It’s great.

46. You will learn to live differently. Period. Don’t miss the opportunity.


Just Another Workday

by Christina O’Keeffe, CD PCV
When my husband, Tom, and I arrived in Lviv, our city, our home for the following two years, our friend and fellow Peace Corps volunteer, Sam*, took us under his wing.  My husband was taking Sam’s role over at the Lviv Student Bank* and Sam stuck around a month to ease Tom into the role.  Well, that’s what we initially thought.  And then we got to know Sam.  

Sam was an easy-going guy.  He was young and bright but extremely laid back.  He didn’t seem to stress too much about anything.  He knew how to have fun.  He was surrounded by friends almost always and he seemed extremely pleased with his life in Ukraine while still happy to be heading back to America.  He gave Tom advice here and there about work but really he walked us through the restaurants of Lviv, the night life, the happy hours, the Ukrainian friends he had gathered along the way.  Sam’s last month in Ukraine was a good time for all who knew him.  Knowing Sam didn’t answer all my questions about life in Ukraine.  But somehow, it made things seem reasonable, possible.  

One tangible piece of advice Sam gave us was this:  “Go to work every day.  Even when it’s hard, even when it’s bad, just go.  If you can go to work every day, you’ve had a successful Peace Corps experience.”  I pondered this information heavily.  I thought back to Peace Corps correspondence I had received before service.  I thought about the ways I had been told to moderate what I had thought “success” in Ukraine meant.  It meant something different to everyone and truly sometimes the smallest thing could be a sign of success.  But, wasn’t “going to work every day” just a little too far down the list?  I wasn’t sure.  

When I told other volunteers about this, some were appalled.  “Who was this guy?”  “What a jerk?”  “If that’s what I came here for, well, then I’m going home.”  I felt bad because they didn’t know Sam.  They hadn’t known the spirit that he had given this advice. Yet, really, neither did I.  But for some reason, I didn’t want to dismiss it.  

And now, close to two years after Sam gave that advice, I sit here at my desk, in my organization’s office, and I think it was some of the best advice I have gotten in Ukraine.  Aside from “Don’t drink the water from the faucet,” “Don’t always assume its water – smell it first” and “Drink beer, it’s cheaper than water,” Sam’s pearl of wisdom has served me well throughout my two years but probably most through the recent election and subsequent “revolution” that has penetrated Ukraine for the past three months.  

When the election fever began, my first personal action plan was to leave the country before the primary election believing that outcome to be more emotional.  My husband and I went away for three weeks traveling through Romania, Bulgaria, Greece and Turkey.  We found it funny that we were warned by family and friends to take care because Turkey is a Muslim country only to return home and find ourselves sitting in the middle of a small-scale uprising.  

We arrived to our current home, the city of Lviv, the day before the run-off election between the government’s favorite, Yanukovich, and the opposition’s favorite, Yushchenko.  Peace Corps told us to stay indoors both Sunday, Election Day, and Monday to be sure that we stayed clear of any political situations.  Just returning from a vacation, I was not so upset to have two days off to unpack, clean my apartment, cook some meals and watch movies.  Other volunteers were grumbling and wanted to see history being made.  I did too.  But I was following orders…in my pajamas…watching Dirty Dancing for the tenth time.

Tuesday was our day to return to business as usual but I was hesitant to go into my office.  No one from work had called me and with news of protests happening all over Ukraine, I wasn’t even sure if anyone would be at work.  I was debating another day at home, “just to be safe” but at the same time I was curious to see what it was like on the streets.  I had the green light to go, so I went.  

When I got to work at the Lviv Youth Employment Center, I walked into a revolutionary information center.  Everyone was bubbling with excitement, telling me news updates and stories.  After being away for three weeks, I tried my best to kick my Ukrainian back into gear and absorb all that my colleagues were telling me about the current situation.  I heard people were taking to the streets to protest.  Schools were being closed.  I heard colleagues and their friends and relatives had taken any available form of transport to Kyiv to show their support in the capital.  Our colleague, Taras, had gone to Kyiv with his family.  So had Olya’s brother.  My centrally located office was now a base for local protesters and friends to come and use the toilet, drink tea and get warm before they returned to their posts on the streets.  So much for staying away from political situations.  

At work, we listened to the radio all day, following the updates and events of the other cities and waiting for some news, some updates or some progress in this cause for justice.  In the end, it was partially received in a Supreme Court mandate that called for a re-run of the run-off.  The crowds dispersed, to go home, to campaign and to prepare for the next vote.  

During that month, Lviv was very quiet.  My colleagues were vocal and continued to wear their orange ribbons, buttons and articles of clothing but there was an air of waiting, of anticipation.  They had won but nothing had been won yet.  That was yet to come.  

In the meantime, I came to work each day and followed the rules set forth by the political events:  when the news came on, we turned up the radio.  When anyone had any news, it was shared with the office to confirm or deny them.  Reading of any news, both internet and print, about Ukraine took top priority.  And, of course, our regular work was done but not in a way that it should interfere with the three previous rules.  

I think about how easy it would have been to stop coming to my job during this time.  My colleagues were so distracted, so impassioned by their politics, what role could I really have except to be the token American, sitting around, smiling at nothing?  He who laughs at nothing is a fool.  And yet, what would I have done if I had not been at work.  Milled about on the streets?  Sat at home and watched Dirty Dancing for the eleventh or twelfth time?  

I had come to work the day after I had a fight with my director about funding.  I had returned to the office when my language was made fun of and I was told it would be better to not answer the phone.  I came into work the morning after I found out my grandmother died and that there was no time or money to go home for the funeral.  All these days when it seemed impossible that I could go in there, when it seemed hopeless that I could face these people and sit there all day and make myself pretend to be happy and working, I did it.  And I always got through it.  

I learned that my director wasn’t holding a grudge so how could I.  I learned not to take my language so seriously and it slowly got better.  I learned that sitting at home alone missing my family wasn’t going to make me feel better but doing some work would help me take my mind off my troubles.   I learned a lot about myself those days I came into work.  I learned a lot about my coworkers too.  The things they said to me to cheer me up or make amends.  That’s how we got to know one another.  

And now, a revolution stirs in the hearts and minds of my colleagues.  Some are for it.  Some are impartial.  And I come to work to be with them just as they come to work to be with each other.  They come to share their ideas and opinions.  They come to talk about their nervousness and stress.  They come to speak about what they heard and whether or not they believe that to be true. 

It is the Ukrainian office.  It is the place where we come to our jobs, where we come to meet our colleagues, where we share news, share jokes, share food and share drinks.  It is the place where we bring our photographs to be seen.  It is the place where we show off new outfits and shoes.  It is the place where we lay down the events that happened after 6pm and before 10am.  

I know that during the revolution some PCVs mingled on the streets and watched the demonstrations.  I know some spent time with Ukrainian friends and families.  And I know some, like me, just kept going to work.  

I think back on the different things that I could have been doing during this time, during all those times that I did not want to come into the office. And I realize with great certainty that coming to work each day is all I could have done.  And somehow, through that small action, I have found my own small success here.  

Thanks, Sam.  

* names were changed to protect the innocent.


Kava + Shuba = Kashuba

Article for the Pennsylvania Gazette

by Christina O’Keeffe, CD PCV
I live and work in Ukraine as a Peace Corps volunteer. Formerly part of the Soviet block (although my grandmother still doesn’t believe that Ukraine is a separate country), Peace Corps was invited to Ukraine to teach English and assist in environmental and business development efforts. I am a business development volunteer for the next two years. 

I came to Ukraine with my husband of 5 months expecting to be sent to the eastern part of Ukraine, perhaps one of the bigger cities such as Donetsk, and learn Russian. Instead, our site assignment surprised us. We were sent to the west, to the Ukrainian-speaking city of Lviv. 

We had no idea before we arrived in Lviv what to expect. We imagined that from the reaction of those we told, the eyes lighting up, the telling of fond memories, restaurant recommendations, that it was a good place to be. 

It was true. Lviv is a beautiful and old city. This is a standard response given in Ukrainian when people talk about Lviv. But there is so much more to it than that. On a day like today, when it is cold but the sun is shining, the buildings shine in their faded glory. Their renaissance architecture subdued under the blackened soot of pollution, broken statues and cracked plaster all revealing a subtle, hidden charm that is slowly emerging as the city begins to grow economically.

In the city center, amid the new construction sites and repairs being done to this UNESCO World Heritage Site, I walk to work. On the way, I pass a myriad of cafés and coffeehouses. A different life exists in this realm. The cafés don’t even open until 10 a.m. I envy the patrons who drink coffee or “kava” and smoke throughout the day: in the summer out on the street at umbrella-covered tables; during the colder months, in a small, crowded interior. But I need to be at work at the Lviv Youth Employment Center. 

I turn off of the main street in Lviv, down a small, blocked-off side street and turn into the building. I open the first of two wooden doors. Before I open the second, I hesitate: what will I find there today? 

To preface, my center is an all-Ukrainian office. I do have a translator for important communications but I spend most of my day listening and trying to speak in my beginner-level Ukrainian language. Every day is an adventure in communication and culture with lessons in bureaucracy and the way to get things done versus how they should be done. This is what I’m here to help change. 

But I am constantly at battle with the language. It is a constant war I wage with sometimes unforeseen understanding and other times complete misunderstanding. The word that echoes in my ears today with no meaning will be a revelation tomorrow. And so it goes. 

One day I came in to discover my colleague, Halya, whom I was supposed to meet, gone. I asked, “To where?” The answer was long, involving another colleague, Valentina, and the word “shuba.” In Ukrainian, a fur coat. I imagined that Halya accompanied Valentina to buy a fur coat. It was August but perhaps coats are cheaper then. Ukrainians, like Russians, have not been touched by the idea of animal rights and furs remain quite popular here. I was told in the winter it is needed and that is rationale enough. 

Upon their return, I asked were the coat was and got some hysterical laughter. Well, they didn’t go to buy a “shuba” but to see “Kashuba” to get permission for a new project at my center. I now understood Kashuba to be the title of someone who heads an administrative department. 

I realized a week later that my other colleague, who was pregnant, had the last name of Kashuba. I suddenly realized why she doesn’t do any work for our center but has a desk and computer here: she’s Kashuba’s wife. Kashuba isn’t a title. It’s a last name.

Last week, I came in to find out Kashuba’s wife had a baby girl. Today I came in to find her desk, one other desk and a conference table missing. I asked why. I was told that Kashuba owned them and that Kashuba wanted them back. My director had tried to buy the furniture from him but was unable because Kashuba was asking a high price. Basically, Kashuba took back his long-term loans to our center because his wife was no longer working here. Kashuba has that power.

So, I count my blessings: Kashuba didn’t own my computer or my desk. I’m safe for now. I turn it on and get to work. Tomorrow I am giving a talk on my work here to try to get businesses to invest in our programs. 

On the way home, I pass a lovely coffee house that has managed, New York style, to have outdoor heating. Women sit in their shubas, sip and talk. Sometimes, I sit and order a small kava and try to absorb this life. It’s a beautiful old city with cobblestone streets and small statuettes high up on buildings you can only see when you sit in the café and stare out. Was it designed this way? 

I only met Kashuba once, on an overnight train to the capital, Kyiv. I had a fever and couldn’t partake in the vodka drinking. All Kashuba wanted to know was whether I eat McDonald’s everyday. Why? Because I’m an American. That’s what we do. 

Kashuba is not a bad guy, just a Ukrainian with preconceived notions about me. And a man who has the power to take away someone’s desk, cancel an upcoming conference and give or take away money. In our office, when the phone rings, all you need to say is “Kashuba” and the place goes quiet. Our director comes running. Kashuba has that power. 

After my kava, I walk home. My husband shows me the Ukrainian newspaper with an article full of quotes from Kashuba. Kashuba is everywhere in my life. That is Lviv, a city of 800,000 residents but with the feeling of a small town. It is the kind of place where people like Kashuba have a lot of power. 

But we can’t dwell on Kashubas or shubas. We have to keep looking beyond the miscommunications and bureaucracy. It’s easy here to get caught looking straight ahead all the time, running for the phone, fighting the daily battles. Perhaps the answer is the kava. In Lviv, the cafés are not just recreation but a reminder to a city to stop once in a while and see what is beyond the first story. Lviv is a living lesson in looking not just forward, but up. There are greater things for Ukraine.  


My experience of a journalism camp and lessons learned
by Megan Tetrick, TEFL PCV
Sometime in February I decided that I would like to have a small journalism summer camp in my town. I went to my coordinator and director with the idea, and they were very enthusiastic. My director immediately rattled off his proposals, barely pausing for a breath. It would be a day camp, with 30 or 40 students from schools in our region, and there would be free lunch, sports activities, psychology groups, and other small sessions during the day. I started to ask a few questions, trying to fill in the gaps on my list of must-know-info that I had prepared. I got a quick answer to one question, and the meeting was over. I was shuttled out the door with compliments on my enthusiasm and proposals so early in my service (I got to my site at the end of December). The director would work out the details and get back to me, I was promised. 

For the next few weeks, I asked my coordinator frequently if the director had resolved anything, emphasizing the fact that I needed time to gather materials and to find other volunteers to help me. Each time she told me that the director was very busy with this or that, and didn't I understand? Of course, of course. Well, in March I became busy with plans for a regional seminar, and then in April I was preparing to move into my own place. At least once a week or so, I asked my coordinator about the progress. Always, the director was busy preparing for this visit by the administration or this conference with teachers or something. I made a few preliminary inquiries about getting materials, but got no responses. My coordinator told me that the camp would probably begin the last week of June, so I figured that I would have time to pull everything together in June when school let out. 

Weeks passed, I moved, and the end of school was only a week away. A neighboring volunteer and his director came to visit my school and exchange ideas. While my director bragged about our school, my friend and I ran out for pizza. We came back just in time for the exchange of invitations for future visits, and my coordinator mentioned how I would be having a journalism camp. I didn't question her then, but waited until our guests had driven away. 

"So something has been decided?" I asked in Ukrainian (my coordinator is not very confident in speaking English, and I discovered that it is much more effective and efficient to speak to her in Ukrainian. I know it is counter to my role as a TEFL volunteer, but I would never know what was going on or be able to accomplish anything through our strained, awkward English conversations.) "Oh, yes," she said. "The camp will begin the first of June."

"The first?" I said, trying to control the pitch of my voice and the expression on my face. I failed miserably, as my friend and colleague later told me. "But that's in a week and a half!! How will I possibly finish teaching and find materials and volunteers and prepare everything?" 

"Well ..." said my coordinator, half-smiling and raising her eyebrows while looking off to the side in that way she has that I interpret as "I can't do anything about it. Tough luck."

I asked for a day to think it over and then we would discuss the details and see if it would be possible. I left school fuming, and spent the next two hours venting to my friend and planning how to explain to my coordinator that she must tell me these things sooner. (This was not the first time she had sprung something on me at the last minute, and I know it will not be the last.) Nevertheless, I decided that I would scrape something together for this camp, to get it going anyway, and hope that next year would be better. 

When I spoke with my coordinator the next day, I discovered that about the only element of the proposal that had not changed from what we orginally discussed was the fact that the camp theme would be journalism, and there would be free lunch. The decisions had been made in the "white house," and there was nothing that could be changed. I was deeply disappointed, extremely frustrated, and offended. I had been left out of the planning and decision-making process completely. I had no control over how things had turned out, and now I was going to be responsible for conducting a two-week, two-hour a day camp under conditions that were not at all to my liking. I had another venting session with my friend, and then settled down to make the best of the situation and try to plan something interesting and useful. 

I cannot say that the camp was a success by my standards, though no one made any complaints about my part in it. Hey, we were even on the regional TV channel. Still, I learned a pretty important lesson about trying organize a project within the educational system. Decisions come from the top, and the people on the ground have little say. The authoritarian system is a hangover from Soviet days, and though no one seems to like it, there isn't much movement for change. Don't expect to have a nice planning session where all the necessary people sit down together and discuss options for a project and then all agree to a plan. There isn't that kind of exchange of ideas that leads to a decision made by consensus. The system isn't likely to change drastically during my term of service, so I, like all Ukrainians, have to learn to work it. 

I can't offer a concrete, fail-proof guide to successfully implementing a project within the Ukrainian educational system. Every coordinator, director, and army of administrators in the "white house" is different, with different characters and personalities. I offer my experience as a lesson, and a few suggestions that comprise my current strategy. 

No. 1 (and you have already heard this and will hear it 500 times more) -- Be patient. If you are a results-oriented, on-the-move person who hates committee meetings in the U.S., your fuse will burn out very quickly here. Find a pillow to punch, drink some chai, and do as much as you can on your own while you wait.

No. 2 -- Be a pest. (Yes, this seems counter to No. 1. You have to be patient internally, to keep your sanity. Don't expect much and don't expect it to be quick.) Keep asking for answers or for a meeting. Ask every day until you get an answer. Perservere. The tortoise won the race because he didn't stop. He kept taking slow, steady steps.

No. 3 -- Be prepared. Have your list of questions ready and know what it is you want and what you need to know. There won't be a brainstorming session, so have your ideas ready and lay them on the table in black and white. Asking them what they want usually leads to lots of blank stares (especially if you are the first volunteer in a town). It goes back to the authoritarian system. One teacher told me point-blank that they would rather have someone tell them what to do, when to do it, and how. We're used to that, she said.

No. 4 -- Be firm. Be willing to compromise, but take charge and don't wait for suggestions or proposals. Make the first move, even if you have no idea if it's in the right direction. The responses will guide you the right way. Keep tossing ideas and plans out there until something gets caught. 


Personal relationships come first…
by Christina O’Keeffe, CD PCV
I think that overall PCTs in Ukraine are given a broad sense of the Ukrainian culture in training.  However, I think what was lacking was specific examples that really demonstrate how those cultural ideas and beliefs can effect the work of a volunteer.  

As a trainee I was told that personal relationships come first in almost all spheres.  That people choose those they know over strangers even if it appears to not be professional.  Verbally, this idea makes sense and as Americans we relate to our own culture where people often get jobs through friends/family.  What I didn't really understand was that by not cooperating within this "system," a volunteer can be perceived as being disloyal.  

Here is my example:  My director wanted a camp and last summer (2003) I planned one with very little time, no experience and no money and found the experience completely negative.  She requested a camp again for 2004 and also a club along the same theme (leadership/english language) so I sat down and wrote out a comprehensive plan to create a training program for university students to prepare them to work as volunteers at our camp and club.  

The training was a great success and we selected the best volunteers to work at our camp.  Two grants (SPA and Partnership) would cover the costs of food and lodging for our selected volunteers, one person from our center, myself and 4 Peace Corps volunteers PLUS scholarships for children who could not afford the camp ("scholarship kids").  Other children would have to pay to attend the camp.

When my center lagged in finding children (both who would pay for the camp or scholarship children) I accepted applications from children in a neighboring town who were interested in going to the camp but could not afford it.  (These children were from a town where my husband held an English club through his organization).  I made a list for my director of these children which she approved two weeks prior to the camp.  

The day before the camp was to start, my director tried to take back those scholarships.  I had to fight to keep 3 out of the 4 children at the camp.  During that disagreement, I was told to "remember who I worked for" and was asked why they should let these children go to the camp when "no one knew who they were."  Later I learned from someone else at my organization that she tried to decline my scholarship children because she had made an error about the lodging (we had reserved 40 spots which my director assumed we would not have to pay for but which the owner of the camp said we did have to pay for).  She was trying to free up my scholarship money to cover the cost of extra spots which would not be filled by paying children. 

After the initial disagreement over the scholarships, more slots became available due to cancellations and more scholarship children were recruited by my husband with the agreement from my director.  Why did she agree to this?  I do not know.  I do know that even though she did agree, she was not happy to do so and sent the accountant of my organization to the camp to speak with me.  During that conversation, I was told to remember that my organization pays for my lodging in Lviv (where I live) and to also remember who my employer is when I do "favors" for others.  I was told that there were plenty of children that my organization could give these slots to.  

In the end, my organization awarded one more full scholarship to a child whom I had selected as a scholarship recipient.  The other slots were given to the children and friends of residents of Lviv who, in my opinion, are certainly not in need of scholarships.  One was the son of the director of the Lviv Credit Union and the other my own landlady.  

The camp is now over.  My understanding is that I was deemed disloyal because I wanted to give scholarships to children who really needed them and not to help my organization repay favors to people they know.  

I am trying to maintain my perspective that this was a cultural misunderstanding and that the ill-feelings of the incident will be put behind us over time.  But my trust and confidence in my organization, specifically my director who made several false statements and accused me and my counterpart of lying, tried to take scholarships away from children after they were already awarded and seems to have given scholarship funds to people who did not need them, has been undermined and I'm not sure it will ever return.  

I tried to think of various plans of action for the future but the only reasonable plan seems to be to stay the course because my program is not over yet and I feel that it is effective and has changed the lives of the volunteers and children who have taken part so far.  For me to quit would be to walk away from that.  I have debated confronting my director on all this in a frank and honest way but I believe that she sees this situation from a completely opposite standpoint and instead of changing her mind I will only damage our already tentative relationship since this incident occurs.

It dawned on me that I originally thought my work here was to help my coworkers improve their work, projects and help them obtain goals.  I now realize that many people at my organization are firmly set in their ways and that my real chance for change and impact is to focus on the young people I've already made contact with and have worked with.  That is what I plan to do.  

Grading and cheating…
by Barbara Schlieper, TEFL PCV
In our pilot group (and from other kids I have talked to) these are the biggest cultural issues around teaching and schools:

For TEFL volunteers, it is essential that they understand grading - or non grading. They need to understand that the Ukrainian teachers have already decided the grades for the students, depending on who parents are, past history, etc. This is inflexible, impossible to change, and incredibly frustrating to American kids - a student does not attend class AT ALL for an entire semester, the American teacher fails her, the cooperating teacher gives her an 11 because "she is always a strong student." Another student works hard, turns in all the assignments, and gets an 8 because "he is not a strong student." TEFL volunteers must understand that except in unusual unusual cases, any grades they assign are "advisory" and not real.  This has caused our TEFLers to gnash teeth, pull hair, shriek in frustration, throw things... perhaps if they are told from the outset, they will be better prepared and able to find a way to cope with it.  

Students come late. There is nothing you can do about it. They often do not come at all, and you have no control over that either. There is no such thing as detention, inschool suspension, etc. If you try to punish the students for coming late, their parents will come to school, complain to the cooperating teacher, and you will get in trouble. 

Directors and teachers are hired and fired for reasons that have nothing to do with their competence or diligence. This spring, fourteen of our directors were fired for no reason. No grievance procedure. No appeals.  No walk outs or demonstrations or even complaints on the part of staff.  "Its political. There's an election coming up." Yes, directors can tell their teachers how to vote. 

Students cheat. They copy one another's homework, essays, etc. They plagiarize. They have no understanding what that means. They sit in double desks so it is impossible to seat them as it is in America so they can be isolated from one another. Also it is culturally perfectly all right to copy someone else's work, and to give your work to someone to copy. In fact, our student who came in second in the national Olympiad in English last winter gave a speech in prelims in which he defended the importance of helping your friends and said that he could not imagine not giving whatever assistance a friend wanted, including essays, tests, etc. .. he does not see it as cheating. Nor do any of his fellow students. 

My recommendation has been to try to see the collaboration as a strength and use cooperative strategies when possible.  Give two versions of the test, so at least the kids at the same desk have different forms. Accept that for these kids writing research is brand new and runs counter to what they have been taught to write as Ukrainians, which is to support every word with references, poems, quotations, etc. and never never to write anything original or personal...if they understand at all that they are reporting based on something they have read, heard or seen - they are doing really really well! I find that personal writing - memoirs, biographies, etc. - produces less cheating and much more interesting results.  For grading, and for tardiness, explain at the beginning of the year that Ukraine is moving towards a Western European approach to schooling and business, and that promptness, self reliance and transparency in grading and evaluation is essential in the Western World. So while your grades may not "count", you will evaluate them (and explain your grading) as though they were American students. You will expect them to attend on time, with materials, as though they were American students. You will always explain to them what makes their work acceptable or unacceptable by American standards and why.  You must explain the cultural bases of YOUR grading, and expectations and show how these lead to the business and work world of Western Europe and America. Explicit works.  


More lessons learned…
1) I gave the host family a $1 bill as a souvenir. When I traveled in Western Europe before, they hadn't seen American money. I had no idea how much people here deal in American dollars. They didn't say anything at the time.

 

2) I once got terribly drunk at work - my boss thought it was cool - I was fitting in. But, I got terribly sick and no one was home to help me. They said "Better that your husband not be there to see you so drunk." To me, it would have been better for him to be there to help me. Or, better yet, to have passed on the vodka (I did not drink very much, so I am guessing that it was bad bottle of vodka - everyone was completely drunk after just a little bit). The reaction was quite different from what I would have experienced in America.

How I Learned to Stop Worrying and Love Co-Teaching
by Lerri Atwater, YD PCV

I am a Youth Developer and I’ve been in Ukraine for about a year.  I am the first Volunteer in my town, and indeed the first American most of its residents have ever seen.  My primary site is a regular Ukrainian school, “School Number 1,” and I teach kids in the 8th through 11th forms.  I’ve been co-teaching Youth Development lesson plans since I arrived in my small town, and so I’ve been asked to write about how and why I do it. 
I sure didn’t start out planning to co-teach!  Like many of you reading this, when I first heard about teaching with a Ukrainian teacher, I was less than enthusiastic.  There were several reasons why.  The school I was training in wasn’t excited about volunteers; I was just learning the language and my colleagues spoke no English; I had observed several lessons taught “Ukrainian-style” and I thought most of them were boring; and also there was a feeling of being watched.  I thought I would feel more comfortable teaching alone.  

Things changed when I arrived at my permanent site.  As many Youth Developers who have come before me experienced, I discovered that my school was very interested in having me help teach English to students.  I’m not a TEFL volunteer and I told them so.  But I also realized that I could use this angle to my advantage.  

Let me explain.  My Russian skills are just fine for day to day living, but to really teach my Youth Development topics in depth, I knew I’d need years more experience in the language just to develop the depth of vocabulary needed to convey shades of meaning, ask and answer spontaneous questions, and relate to students on more than a casual level.  I just didn’t have the language experience I needed to teach say, Civil Rights, to my students.  We all face this hurdle—training gives us a solid base in the language, but we need time and practice to really build an effective vocabulary.  

Since I could only teach at most about 50% of my lesson competently in Russian, I needed to figure something else out if I wanted to be effective at all.

“I’m not an English Teacher, but I teach in English”

I told my Director that we could work together and have our goals meet in the middle:  I would teach the health, wellness, prevention, social-issue type topics favored by the overall Peace Corps Youth Development Project Goals, but teach them within the school’s English classes.  The kids would be learning about my topics while they gained more English skills and the chance to work with a native speaker.  This ended up being a great marriage of goals in even more ways than it first appears (more on that later).  So the deal we made was that I would not try to be an English teacher, but that I would teach in English.  I was assigned four classes per week, with three different Ukrainian English teachers.  Because the Director’s goal of English instruction was being met, I was left free to teach any topic in the Youth Development Curriculum that I fancied.

Here is what I did:  My first lesson with each form was devoted to introductory games and rule-setting.  This gave me time to meet the teachers I would be working with and plan lessons in advance with them.  Using lesson plans I constructed during training, I met with each teacher for about 10 to 15 minutes.  At this point my goal was to not be dead-weight for these teachers who were assigned to work with me.  I tried to make everything as easy as possible.  I gave the teachers a copy of the lesson plan for the next week and explained the games, activities, props, and so on that we would be using.  We then divided up parts of the lesson plan—who would teach what.  When the next week arrived we taught the lesson together and after that we met to discuss the lesson plan for the week after that.  

That is all it takes to co-teach:  15 minutes the week before to go over a lesson plan with your colleague.

In a typical lesson plan, I start with an introductory activity.  My colleague then presents the “new information” section of the lesson plan, and we then do the main activity together.  This is because the new information section often has concepts the kids have never heard before and it goes more quickly, smoothly, and effectively to have the new topic presented in Russian or Ukrainian.  This is very flexible though, and each of us usually helps the other during presentation.  Finally, Ukrainian English teachers always love to give some homework, so typically they handle that part of the lesson.  That’s fine with me because then the kids can moan at someone else for their homework.  This structure, however, is not set in stone.  Depending on the teacher and our comfort level, we can be very spontaneous in passing control of the lesson back and forth and at times we even teach at the same time.

Extra Benefits
Some of the extra benefits of co-teaching that I alluded to earlier have now begun to show up at my school.  My colleagues have started to implement games, activities, and new teaching styles into their own regular English lessons.   This directly affects sustainability—that magic goal for which all PCV’s hunger.  Communicative teaching methods have entered my little town and are there to stay!  Teachers who work with me comment that their own lessons are more entertaining for the kids and interesting for themselves since incorporating the new activities they have been doing in the lessons we teach together.

Because I am teaching with a Ukrainian, I have the trust of my school administration and my town’s parents.  Everyone is curious about the American and some are suspicious of my motivations.  Why would I leave the USA and come and teach here for free?  Is it politics?  Illegal activities?  Financial gain?  Everyone in town is free to talk to the teachers I work with and after a few months of people consistently seeing me do… nothing but what I said I wanted to do, Ukrainians don’t doubt me anymore.  This quiet benefit manifests in many areas:  I run clubs alone without interference or suspicion, new ideas are greeted with open minds instead of questioning my motivation, and controversial or “scary” topics like HIV/AIDS education are easily introduced into the curriculum because no one is afraid of what “the American” is doing with their kids.

Another terrific benefit of co-teaching is getting help with lesson plans.  When I ran out of the lesson plans I made in Pre-Service Training, I began to  build lesson plans with my co-teachers.  I took them my YD binders and asked which topics sounded interesting.  When teachers help choose topics and plan lessons, they are more invested and involved in the outcome.  As well, I asked for advice about how deep to take each topic with each form level (for example, my lesson on self-esteem changes from 8th form to 11th form because of the developmental stage the students are in changes from age to age).  My co-teachers are rich resources because they have worked with the same kids since the 1st form.  They know which vocabulary words the kids already know (or should know), which new ones are good to teach at their current level, and which will need explanation and translation.  

A final, unexpected benefit is that I now have a ready-made group of teachers to attend Seminars.  Remember that Youth Development goal of teaching seminars to other teachers?  In my town, all of the English teachers from the schools in town and in nearby villages meet regularly every few months.  Because I’ve been co-teaching lessons with Ukrainian teachers, they have become enthusiastic to present these new methods to other teachers.  With my colleagues backing me up and spreading the news, I got a free “good reputation.”  My reception at my first seminar was warm and curious rather than being greeted with suspicion and irritation.  

The co-teaching has worked so well and is so vital to my job that now I won’t teach classes without a Ukrainian teacher.  

Nobody Said It Was Perfect

Struggles of Co-Teaching

I work with three Ukrainian teachers in my school right now, and when I first met them they exhibited a wide range of attitudes toward working with an American.  This is probably the biggest issue you will face when co-teaching:  working with different and distinct personality types.  The rest is just details.

One teacher was interested and engaged in the project from day one.  One teacher was shy not confident as a teacher.  In addition, she was frightened of working with me, worried that I would judge her English skills.  She participated very little at first and would not help me with ideas and guidance during the lesson.  The third teacher was teaching English because political upheaval had removed him from a Director’s position.  Not only was he uninterested in teaching, but having to work with an American was just a pain in the arse for him as you might imagine.  There were also some elements of chauvinism apparent with this teacher.  

You are likely to run into a range of personalities and propensities like this.  Adapt your plans to fit your situation.  

For example, the interested and enthusiastic teacher is the one with which I plan most new lessons.  It would be foolish and counter-productive to expect the teacher who is annoyed to be saddled with a volunteer to help me prepare lessons.  The shy teacher is the one for whom I go out of my way to accommodate and show respect for her skills so that she is now more relaxed about teaching with me.  In dealing with the annoyed ex-director, I’ve set expectations about his attendance and participation and refused to teach classes when we have not prepared together or when he has been absent.  

As a result of this commitment to co-teaching, the enthusiastic teacher has opened doors for me to be involved with other teachers in other schools and with grade levels younger than I usually teach.  The shy teacher is becoming more confident during our lessons and with her English skills.  The annoyed teacher has warmed up and become slightly more enthusiastic about our shared lessons.  This is in part because the kids complain if he causes our weekly lesson to be missed due to not planning with me in advance.  The results have been encouraging.  During the last class before winter break, the ex-director even lead one of our silly games and played the role of a cheerleader when he was not speaking.  

Lessons Learned


Setting  Expectations:

For example, the interested and enthusiastic teacher is the one with which I plan most new lessons.  It would be foolish and counter-productive to expect the teacher who is annoyed to be saddled with a volunteer to help me prepare lessons.  The shy teacher is the one for whom I go out of my way to accommodate and show respect for her skills so that she is now more relaxed about teaching with me.  In dealing with the annoyed ex-director, I’ve set expectations about his attendance and participation and refused to teach classes when we have not prepared together or when he has been absent.  

It’s not always comfortable to be firm with professional Ukrainian teachers when you feel like the “new” volunteer in town and in school, or if you are new to teaching and are doubting yourself because of it.  But it is necessary.  Remember this and take it to heart:  With each limit that was tested, when I held firm there were no further attempts on that limit.  You will most likely experience the same results.


Building Lesson Plans:

Since the lesson plans and activities we learned to make in training are very different from the lesson plans most of my teachers have ever seen, I usually do most of the actual written plan.  My style is to work with a teacher to get an idea of what topic sounds interesting to tackle, and estimate how many lessons we want to devote to it (Civil rights got three weeks, HIV/AIDS is planned for five, debate was two, etc.).  We then discuss how much the kids may already know (or not) and if any of the concepts are too difficult for the age group.  At this point in my service I am still the one to think of most of the interactive parts of the lesson plan because this is such a new idea for the teachers I work with.  But I can already see the concepts starting to sink in and the teachers are beginning to contribute activity ideas of their own.

Next I take my plan home and put it into the standard lesson plan format.  Then I get translation assistance from my teachers for vocabulary lists or activities we feel would be best explained in the native language.

These activities are outside of and in addition to the 10 to 15 minute planning session I have with a teacher the week before a class.  Building lesson plans with Ukrainian teachers takes a little longer than doing it alone but the benefits are tremendous:  lessons are more interesting and fit well with the students when the teacher who knows them so well helps make the plan.  The teachers are more invested and involved.  The teachers learn these new tools and can use them in their future lessons if they want to (sustainability).  And best of all:  FREE and EASY translation!


Adapting Lesson Plans:

I teach four classes a week, one to each form 8th through 11th.  I use one lesson plan for all forms by adapting it to the age level I’m teaching.  To do this, I start with a lesson plan made for my oldest kids (in this case, the 11th form).  As I move to younger kids I leave out harder concepts or age-inappropriate topics, and I translate more words into Russian or Ukrainian.  I use my co-teachers extensively to help decide what to teach.  All of this occurs during the 10 to 15 minute preparation meeting I have with my co-teacher the week before.  I present the lesson and we decide which activities are best or what topics we may need to leave out to be appropriate for the students’ developmental level.

My oldest kids are the also the same ones I teach with my most enthusiastic co-teacher and this provides a different benefit:  I try out new lesson plans in this class first.  Here I have the most support from my Ukrainian colleague and the kids are at the highest ability level that I will see in my school.  Therefore, if a lesson isn’t working with them, I know for sure it won’t work with my other classes and I can adapt the lesson before I try it in the other classes.  

Either of these methods can be used for adapting lesson plans:  try new lessons on your most supportive teacher/class or try new lessons on your oldest kids and move down from there.  If you are lucky enough to have your oldest kids also be your most supportive class you will have the best of both worlds.

You Can Do This!

Benefits of Co-Teaching

· The full topic of the lesson is taught.  Lack of complete fluency in Russian or Ukrainian will not hinder your efforts to teach complicated ideas or in-depth issues.

· Ukrainian teachers learn new teaching tools to add to their repertoires, ensuring sustainability after you leave.

· It’s the easiest way for Ukrainians to get to know you and trust you with their children.

· Your co-teachers become your reputation-makers and best supporters.

· You get insight into your students’ development level, language skills, and backgrounds by working with the people who have taught them for the last 7 to 10 years.

· You no longer have to make lesson plans by yourself!

VIII. GENDER ISSUES 

On Dating and Aging

If you're female, your coat will be removed for you, your cigarette will be lit for you (and you won't be treated as a pariah for this nasty habit), and frequently your bar tab will be paid for you. If you're single, you'll probably date some of the expatriate men and then become bitter because they prefer to date the local women. One young man explained, "It's weird, it's like dating your mother or someone from the 1950s, but Ukrainian women are really supportive in what you do”. Along these lines, young Ukrainian girls, when asked what they want to be when they grow up, often respond, "I want to be really beautiful so I can marry a rich man”.

Ukrainian women are extremely attractive and many have stolen a Westerner's heart. You rarely see the converse: few expatriate women date local men, although one of them talked of women she knew who came to Ukraine in search of men. A distinguishing feature here is fluency. Those who speak the language have a very different experience; they also tend to survive longer in Ukraine.

Age is highly appreciated in Slavic cultures. A lot of middle-aged foreign men come to Ukraine and attract younger, beautiful, and devoted wives. A cynical joke reads: "A foreigner is not just a future spouse, but a means of transportation”.

A 67-year-old consultant told me one reason that he lives in Ukraine now is ageism in America. At his age, he couldn't find a challenging job in America, whereas in Ukraine he is appreciated for his age and expertise. Graying hair is a positive attribute. The average Ukrainian bureaucrat these days is around 50, or so it seems, since the younger generation jumped ship. These bureaucrats prefer to work with someone closer to their own age when possible, as opposed to the 20- and 30-somethings offered especially by the larger consulting firms. Along these lines, a former Peace Corps volunteer said the Corps most heavily scrutinizes recruits in their 30s and 40s, because often they are running away from something, whereas younger or older volunteers typically have other motivations.

Respect for Elders

English dictionaries give "a woman's scarf as one definition for babushka (say BAbooshka). When you hear the term, in all probabil​ity the speaker is talking about "grandmother" or simply the ubiqui​tous older woman who often wears such a scarf knotted below her chin. Babushky (plural of babushka) often come across as humorless and dour. (I generally assume that most are widows and struggling to survive on paltry pensions.) They view themselves as a mouthpiece for morality and have no qualms about scolding a stranger. For example, Ukrainian babies are well wrapped, even suffocatingly so, despite the heat. Lo and behold the mother whose baby's legs are exposed to a passing babushka!
Respect for elders is very much a part of Ukrainian life. My Ukrainian assistant once told me that we could not easily reprimand the office housekeeper for poor performance, as she was older than we were. I had to politely disagree with this. (For the record, this housekeeper was not a pensioner nor especially old.)

My assistant voiced similar concerns when I complained to my landlady that removing furniture from my apartment without giving me prior notice was not acceptable. I certainly had no intention of being disrespectful, but I also wanted to make a point that we had a signed contract, including clauses about what furniture would be provided and how much advance warning (72 hours according to our lease) the landlady would give me before entering the premises. The larger issue for me was that any unplanned disappearance of furniture from my apartment might be construed as theft.

Women and Dating

Source: www.geocities.com
Don't EVER get off any public transportation without turning and offering your hand to the female in your company to help her from the vehicle.
Bring flowers. Flowers play a much more important role in the FSU than they do in the West. Floral kiosks are located on just about every street corner there. Flowers are expected, and their absence is viewed as an insult. Such an absence indicates you really do not care about the woman or perhaps think she is cheap. A single rose is appropriate for a first date. If you meet your lady's family, be sure to bring flowers to her mother.
Always buy an odd number of flowers; even numbers are considered bad luck.
Also, never buy yellow roses as this can signal a decrease in feelings or the end of a relationship.
Don't greet your lady with an expensive present. Doing so will probably create the opposite effect than you're seeking. Even the poorest FSU citizens have a great deal of pride and resent any action that makes them feel like they are being "bought." However, ladies will greatly appreciate small gifts, especially if they are from Western countries – cosmetics, inexpensive jewelry, souvenirs from your hometown, cassettes or CDs, etc.
While strolling about, offer your lady your arm. Usually, men and women do not hold hands in the FSU when they walk together. Be sure you always offer your arm to your lady when you cross the street.
In a courtship situation, Ukrainian women do not want to impose upon the man. Rather the woman wants the man to perceive her needs and respond without hesitation. Such action demonstrates that the man is closely watching, thinking, and caring about the woman allowing her to abandon dominant behavior and reveal the feminine nature within.
Bring a handkerchief with you when out walking around with a woman. Use it to clean a seat or bench before she sits down on it.
It is still an accepted Ukrainian custom to ask the woman's parents for her hand in marriage. If geographic distance is a problem, consider a telephone call. Your fiancée may not think this is important or even want you to ask her parents, but at least make the offer. Remember that, if the woman still lives with her parents, you do not want to offend them by failing to respect a Ukrainian custom.

Discovering the Difference in Ukrainian Women

by Valerie Wright

http://www.ukraine-observer.com/articles/

Genetics have been kind to Ukrainian women.  Who, of either gender or orientation, can cease to be amazed at their beauty, casually on parade in the living catwalk of Ukraine?  Ah, yes, and the summer dress code, unencumbered by puritanical sensibilities.  Miles and miles of skin.  I recall my foreign male comrades many moons ago confused, wondering whether that gorgeous, provocatively clad creature was riveting eyeballs on her loveliness in a kind of professional sense? Those heart stopping shear lacy blouses and "ace bandage" skirts over stiletto heels.  My first thought was, poor girls, they are given only these gaudy garments to wear, linen sheaths and sensible shoes denied by five-year production plans.  But as fashion boutiques sprouted with better economic days, it was apparent that this was the choice of dress for many from schoolgirl to grandmother.  The wardrobe is about attracting male attention, but in a "Look But Don't Touch Unless Invited" fashion. 

Their mash of genetic inheritance has made a potent mix for Ukrainian women.  Behold the lean lines of the first millennia Scandinavian ruling class and the cat-like grace of the Asian hoards imposed on the succulent Slavic country girl chromosome.  Scarlet grits her teeth with envy.  When I came to Ukraine, I knew little more than the line from the Beatles' song, "Back in the USSR." Little did I know that that small phrase would be so meaningful.  No wonder the Ukraine girls even knocked out the jaded Fab Four.  And, how did they know, anyway?  This secret, more powerful than the location of missile silos pointed at NATO Europe, was withheld from the west for so long.  

Genes are less a blessing to the men, from the standpoint of beauty.  Like my native Texas, where the gals are "mighty purty," the men are less renowned as "lookers".  I remember walking Khreshchatyk with my pal Ty in the mid-90s, enduring his ogling and drooling.  For the hundredth time he uttered his praise for the cornucopia of feminine beauty.  I asked him, "Have you every noticed all the gorgeous Ukrainian women on the arms of really dorky looking guys?"  He perked his head up and asked without irony, "Who looks at the guys?"  Some days later, after taking a wider view, he agreed with me.  
When it all came unraveled, Ukraine was found a poor country, dirty, shabby, and neglected.  People wanted desperately to escape the hopelessness.  Waiting in line at the train ticket window in Uzhgorod during the years of inebriated inflation, I heard a smart but angry young lady next to me spitting with venom in heavily accented English, "I would do anything to leave this horrible country."  But, where to procure that ticket out?  For untold thousands of Ukraine girls, hope sprang from union with western men.  The dorkiest western male died and came to heaven in those days, raptured with a bevy of unimaginable beauties vying for his affection.  He was the ticket to freedom, financial security and respect.   In exchange, she offered beauty and a pledge to love, honor and obey to an extent not seen in the west since Betty burned her bra.    

But let us get clear on one thing.  The Ukrainian woman is much more that the simple allure of her surface beauty.   Her attractiveness comes from deep within.  It is a secret weapon called khytrist.  

While English may be the most expressive language with its acres of synonyms expressing subtle shades of meaning, there are just some words that can't be translated.  Khytrist is like that.  You have to experience it in vivo to get it.  Roll together the concepts of wily, sly, manipulative and cloak them in a complementary vestment. You are getting close.  It is not attributed only to women, but it is their treasure to nurture and propagate.  I saw it in action before I put the behavior together with the commonly used word.  Not without a bit of envy, I had to ask, whence this seamless art of getting what you want while leaving your victim in velvet intoxication? 

First I talked to girl friends.  Mostly they had to think about it before answering.  It is like an auxiliary to women's intuition a la something very specific in Ukrainian culture.  It is taken for granted, passed from mother to daughter through the ether.  It is used for many things, not just attracting men. I know of one recent case when a happily engaged woman talked her happily married boss into letting her work from home in provIncia as co-workers agonized with the morning commute of Kyiv.  Oh, that is so khytra, goes the water cooler gossip. 

Pursuing the question, sensing it had some kind of tangible origin, I spoke with a female cultural psychologist.  What she told me was demystifying and concrete, a lesson in the hard history of a land pressed between empires.  Her thesis was that khytrist is a tool in the competition for scarce resources.  No need to look back further than the last century.  Ukraine: the primary eastern front of the first world war followed by fighting between armies red, white and blue/yellow.  Between wars, annihilation of the landed class of kulaks, artificial famine, and political purge by death and exile.  The main front of the Great Patriotic War, Nazis grinding across Ukraine, Red Army grinding back.  While no one escaped unfathomable suffering, it seems, in particular, Ukraine has been plagued by the periodic slaughter of its men folk.  

And what of the surviving men who made it home?  It doesn't take a session with a psychologist to understand that men have suffered psychological trauma for generation upon generation.  My friend's father was just a child during the Great Patriotic War.  Now retired, he won't speak of his post-war job in the state security service. Something there is not right any more.  He won't speak much at all to his family, but meets occasionally with former colleagues to talk about secrets too heavy to shoulder alone.  Another male friend, a leading clinical psychologist, says that the military continues to ruin Ukraine's men, to make them hard, barbaric, angry and prone to drink. 

"You see," said the lady cultural psychologist, "Ukrainian women had to become very competitive to get a good man.  We know what men like, how they like to be treated.  We know all about their fragile egos and how to manipulate them.  This includes the way that we dress.  Unlike other kinds of animals, the human female should be the one beautifully adorned.  And savvy in psychological manipulation in order to catch the good man."  This is not to paint a portrait of Ukrainian women as subservient fluff.  In the United States, after World War II, women left the ball bearing factory for a suburbia newly furnished with war-technology cum modern household appliances. Top-loading clothes washers - avocado or gold? - and upright Hoovers for all!  Because so many of their men did not come home, Ukrainian women never left the factories and continued to run the household with the same technology used by generations past:  hard physical labor.  I too learned to do my laundry in the bathtub.  Wringing jeans and towels by hand is great for building Madonna-like sculpted arms.  When exchange student Alex brought his pediatrician host mom Nadia a potato peeler in 1993, she demurred. Any kitchen with an axe for hacking off chicken heads had no room for fancy gadgetry.  

I lived in Lviv with its restricted water supply.  I remember watching women flying home after work in time to catch two hours of water.  They fixed dinner from the rawest of raw ingredients, washed the kids, dishes then the laundry in the bathtub.  One night I fixed dinner for my friend Misha.  After we ate, he laid upon the couch with his newspaper.  "Misha," I said, "Did you know that in the United States, men help out with the dishes after the meal?" He asked with complete sincerity, "What do the women do?"  His astonishment astounded me.  Another fellow once told me, after returning from a Muskie Fellowship, that he observed that American men are shvabry, literally mops.  To be fair, this fellow had attended a top graduate school wherein the women were, no doubt, assertive.  I don't think American men consider themselves mops, but they have been cornered into helping out in ways that their forefathers eschewed.  As they used to say in Texas and still do in Ukraine, there's women work, and there's men's work.  Women do the housework and take care of the family; men do not. 

What is a gal to do?  For thousands, the answer is to go western if not west.  The pairing of a Ukrainian woman with a western man has elements of a match made in heaven, an enthusiastic move to the middle on both sides.  Ukrainian women find a fellow willing to do more than just take out the trash and fix a broken kalonka, a man who might make the dinner and/or wash the dishes, who wouldn't think of whacking her upside the head during a drinking binge.  Men find a woman full of magic, sexuality, tenderness and tendency to follow their lead.  Bedazzled and beguiled, judging from the number of successful alliances, western men are on an eastward crusade for love and respect.  They too have fallen under the spell of the Khytra Zhinka. 

Valerie Wright was a member of the first group of Peace Corps volunteers in the former Soviet Union in 1992, and has lived and worked in Ukraine continuously since that time. After many years in Kyiv, this transplanted Texan now calls Ivano-Frankivsk home.
The Facts of Z.A.G.S.

by Nickolette Patrick, TEFL PCV
Before I came to Ukraine, my 92-year-old grandmother would call me up on Saturday afternoons and ask when I was going to get married. When told my answer was “not in the foreseeable future,” she would emit a disappointed grunt before leaving me with her standard matrimonial advice, “Catch ‘em while they’re jumping!” 

When I retold this conversation to my parents over dinner, they were quick to remind me that grandma was senile. “Besides, you’re only 23,” they said, as if I was unaware of my own age. “There’s no reason for you to get married anytime soon. You should wait until you finish graduate school, and have a stable job, and a reliable method of transportation, and also enough for a down payment on a house,” they added, trying to think of as many hurdles as possible, hoping I’d get discouraged and avoid marriage altogether. 

When I arrived in Ukraine I learned a disturbing fact: Something is wrong with me. I’m not married yet. That was the second question people asked me, right after where I was from; sometimes they were so interested in my private life that they skipped the country of origin bit altogether. 

I’m used to a certain level of privacy when it comes to my romantic life, a level the people of my small town do their best to lower. “It’s not healthy to live without a man,” advised my gas meter-reader on one of his monthly meter-reading visits. The marshrutka drivers see me lugging a suitcase to Kiev and tell me that I might want to get a husband so in the future I don’t have to carry baggage myself. The taxi drivers tell me they’re single, too, and not just so we can commiserate. The plumber who came to install my hot water heater this fall told me my apartment would stay warmer if there was someone else living with me, while the babushka who sells me milk suggested I might want to hurry and get married but failed to state why. I never faced this situation in America, but then again my milk also came in a carton.
 

Having reluctantly discussed my love life with a significant portion of the Ukrainian nation, I feel able to divide them into two groups:

1. Ukrainians who want me to get married 

2. Ukrainians who do not want me to get married 

Membership in the second category is very small, so far consisting of my second host mother and the babushka who lives next door. The latter checks on my marital status every time I see her in the hallway; when she finds out I haven’t gotten married in the last four days, she heaves a sigh of relief and says, “Good. Stay that way.” Note that the third category, Ukrainians who don’t care, has 0% membership. In America, conversations about my love life usually end with the phrase, “Whatever works for you.” I have no idea how one would go about saying that phrase in Russian, because I’ve never heard it. 

After explaining repeatedly why I and many other Americans wait to get married, I decided it was time to turn the tables: Why are Ukrainians getting married so young? I did some top-notch research on this question, first consulting my coworkers and some students, many of whom claimed to be authorities on the subject by virtue of being married or divorced or (in the case of an 11th former) spending most of a class period alternately doodling hearts and staring off dreamy-eyed into space. Then I consulted websites ending in .gov and .edu. This was boring, and after a while I turned to the real experts on Ukrainian matrimony: marriage agencies. 

While not a complete list, the following factors help account for why many young Ukrainians head to Z.A.G.S:

1. Fertility: From the sheer number of baby carriages and toddlers dressed in the winter like inflatable starfish, you’ve probably gathered that children are cherished in Ukraine. Like a pizza without mayonnaise, no Ukrainian family could possibly be complete without a child. 

One man confronting this mindset is an American named Rob, who tells his story on the Kiev Connections Marriage Agency Message Board: “I came to Kiev to work at age 52, divorced, with two nearly grown children back in the states, and posted an advert on a free dating site…. To my surprise I got a letter from a beautiful girl of 23. I let her know from the start that I had children and have had a vasectomy. She did not regard this as a problem. We have lived together happily in Kiev for over a year, but lately I have realized that this is because she envisions artificial semination [sic]
 when she is ready to have a child. This is a cloud on the distant horizon,”
 but Rob is still concerned enough to write for guidance.

The good folks at Experience Ukraine Marriage Agency instruct their clientele, “Your chance of finding a traditional Ukrainian woman who is childless and wishes to remain so is negligible.” Or as Brienna Perelli-Harris, a social scientist who never dreamt she’d be quoted in the same article as a marriage agency, puts it, “Although Ukraine has undergone immense political and economic transformations in the past decade, it has maintained a young age at first birth and nearly universal childbearing.”

The “young age at first birth” part is best explained by a pervasive cultural belief that pregnancy is best left to younger women. This is because 1) older women usually cannot become pregnant, 2) if an older woman does become pregnant, there’s a strong chance the baby will not be healthy, and 3) the mother’s health will most likely be damaged from the pregnancy. Now most cultures will agree with these three statements if the “older women” in question are, say, above 50. But the Ukrainian definition is much, much lower. One of the teachers at the famed School #3 here in Kakhovka cited “Ukrainian expert doctors” as saying that “it’s most healthy for women aged 20-25 to have children.”
 I said that in America, couples frequently think of their emotional and financial preparedness in addition to health concerns before they have a child. The teacher replied that granny was always there to help out. 

2. Supply and Demand: According to marriage agencies, Ukraine’s borders are bursting with beautiful women. According to demographers, the marriage agencies are right. A broadcast on Radio Ukraine International stated “Approximate figures show that about one out of every 20 young or middle-aged women turn to a dating agency hoping to find a soul mate outside the country.”
 The United Nations calculated that there are only 86.7 men per 100 women, with about 900,000 more women than men in the 15-59 age group.
 (The demographers lumped them all into one age group, not me.) From these figures, I drew a conclusion that the United Nations overlooked: If you’re female, you’d better look fast for a spouse. 

How do these numbers influence Ukrainian culture? Let’s take last New Years, right after I arrived at site, when I went to the restaurant/disco multipurpose venue with four young female teachers from my school. Pretty soon, men were coming up and asking us to dance. Some were young, some were old, some smelled like vodka or cologne while others were odor-free. They asked various females at my table to dance, and regardless of whether the man was a pimply-faced boy of 17 or a gold-toothed grandpa of 57 the woman agreed. 

Soon a man came over, a man my sinuses instantly found offensive due to his cologne. He was also wearing a velour shirt and the pointy shoes favored by elves and unmarried people of both genders, but my nose was not concerned with these trivialities. Extending his hand, he asked me if I wanted to dance. I felt a particularly moist sneeze coming on, and I shook my head no, hoping I wouldn’t discharge nasal secretions onto his hand. He stood there, apparently not understanding that I had turned him down, and so I reinforced my body gestures with words: “Thank you, I’m talking to my friends now. Maybe later.” 

As soon as he left, my co-teachers informed me that I was acting bizarrely. When I turned down a second man a bit later, this time because I really was engaged in an interesting conversation, one of the teachers told me, “You need to dance with the men.” It turns out I’m not supposed to turn down guys, maybe because there are fewer men than women or maybe it’s a culture thing--judging by my co-teacher’s expression I don’t think the reason particularly mattered to her. 

Some people might argue it’s culturally impolite to turn down a man. It’s also impolite to turn down a shot of vodka. If you want drink and dance, marvelous! But if I felt compelled to go along with everything offered to me, I’d already be married and dead from alcohol poisoning. Ukrainians want you to feel comfortable, and sometimes you just need to tell or show them how to do that. 

Statistically, there are plenty of other women for the men to dance with, or as my aquatic-metaphor-loving grandmother would put it, “The ocean is a big place.” 

3. Housing (and Help): While no marriage agency specifically cited housing as a reason why Ukrainian women would be interested in marrying a foreign man, no website mentioned that a woman came with a house or apartment. There’s not a lot of extra housing in this country, as most of us noticed when our sites tried to find a place for us to live after our second host family. There’s also not a lot of extra income to pay for extra housing, and so unless they’re at university or have found a job in a different city, unmarried adult children often end up living at home. 

My parents would not be very happy if I told them I would live with them until I found a husband; I haven’t asked them specifically, but I’m pretty sure they would consider both me and the idea unhealthy and suggest I take up residence in a mental hospital instead. In America, we’re fortunate that we have plenty of places to live and usually enough money to pay for one. In the words of one of my students, American parents’ desire for their children to move out after school is “not nice, like your parents hate you.” At the time, I was too busy packing my bags to think of this. 

All this means that unlike Americans, Ukrainians need a good excuse to move away from home, and getting married is frequently it. But wait a minute: Why don’t Ukrainians move out and live with their friends until they get married? The Russian Brides Cyber Guide explains that “Western people prefer to be independent; Russian people [a term the Russian Brides Cyber Guide carelessly uses to refer to all Slavs] prefer and feel more comfortable/secure being dependent.”
 Not just emotional dependence or financial dependence, but also dependence on the other gender to perform certain duties. 
For example, unless you’re living in a cardboard box,
 your house is filled with breakable things like faucets and light fixtures and door locks. The Russian Brides Cyber Guide has this to say on the subject of breakables: “There are no services that will repair a chair or hammer a nail in a wall: she [a woman living without men] has to ask one of her male friends/relatives, or do it herself. Other services that are available (such as tiling or painting) she most often cannot afford, and again has to do it herself, or ask some man for help. It does not seem to be a huge problem but if you cannot afford to buy a new thing when the old one is broken (and as you know earlier or later things break), it becomes tiresome. The same is applicable to men: lack of kitchen utilities (they are not affordable for an average man) makes housekeeping a daunting task, and it's easier when there is a woman to take care of it.” 

One day I called my landlord here in Ukraine and told him I wanted to repaint my hallway floor purple; not to worry, I’d pay for the paint and do everything myself. He was shocked--not because I wanted a purple floor, but because I was going to wield a paintbrush. Sounding worried, he suggested he come over and paint it himself, or that he hire someone to come over and paint it for me. “Girls usually don’t paint,” he told me. Perhaps he worried that my fragile feminine disposition would be overcome by the fumes and faint, or that with all that crouching my ovaries would be precariously close to the concrete floor. When I insisted on doing it myself, he asked if I knew when I was doing, I told him I did, and then he proceeded to give me detailed instructions before telling me to be sure to call him if I had a painting emergency.

One of the funniest articles I’ve come across about Ukrainian gender co-dependence discusses the growing trend of women working abroad so they can send money back to their families.
 Included is the story of Mykola Kosbev, whose mother went to work in Italy when Mykola was a tender young 23 years of age. Little Mykola developed stomach ulcers because “he wasn’t used to cooking.” This tragedy is the fault of his evil, greedy mother, who abandoned her helpless son while she went off and earned money. She should have been there to take care of him until he had another female to do the job. But that’s not the end of misfortune in our poor Mykola’s life: “Kosbev is now 27 and married. His wife has gone to Japan on a six-month work contract. To cope, Kosbev has joined the 'Men's Adaptation Centre', an NGO in Ternopil that helps men in crises and, among other things, organizes cooking lessons for them.” We can only hope that Mykola’s crisis has passed and he has learned to feed himself.

Sadly, a similar tragedy happened to my father. For several years he lived alone, without a single pot, not knowing how to boil water or that it involved the use of a pot. His evil mother (my aforementioned 92-year-old grandmother) left him to basically starve to death, but he managed to survive on prepackaged snack foods until he met his future wife. She demonstrated basic cooking techniques, and in gratitude my father did the dishes and then proposed.
 My father’s plight attracted relatively little media attention, but I hope someday the major broadcast networks will pick it up and he’ll become the Mykola of America. 

In the same article, journalist Vasyl Kizka from Lviv laments, "There are streets and villages where there are only men, children and the elderly left. Men are not real men anymore. They are a cross between a woman and a man at best." Real men don’t cook. Real men don’t clean. Real men are dependent on women. (Kizka fails to comment on whether single mothers who know how to use a hammer can still be considered real women.) 

4. Cultural Pressure: Apart from any concrete reason, in Ukraine there’s a societal expectation that young people will marry. At Coordinator’s Conference, one of the first things my coordinator told me was, “You’ll like Kate, one of our other English teachers. She’s unmarried, too!” Our relationship was to be built on the absence of something in both our lives, which seemed like a strange idea. What were we going to do? Talk about our lack of domestic problems? Make posters listing all the reasons why we weren’t ready for marriage? Perhaps I could show Kate how to use a hammer. My plans fell apart when I met the real Kate, who was almost married to not one but two men – she just couldn’t make up her mind between them. 

Talking about women in America one day, I asked my students if they wanted to have a bank account separate from their spouse’s after they were married. One girl replied, “I want to have my own bank account so that when I get divorced, I can just leave my husband.” 

“If you get divorced, right?” I prompted, trying to get her to use the conditional.

“No, I plan on getting divorced,” she replied. This was a surprising statement to hear from a 10th former, but I decided to go along with it, and asked her if she knew when she’ll get divorced. “When my kids are in the fifth form,” she said. Clearly she had thought this out. “I think it’s better to just leave him than keep fighting with him,” she added with a weary sigh, as if her imagined marital struggles had already taken their toll. 

While a happy marriage seemed literally unimaginable, she still felt compelled to tie the knot. As my 10th formers told me, if a woman remains unmarried,
 people will think there is something wrong with her. Who wants to be considered defective?

5. Beauty: “YOUNG BEAUTIFUL UKRAINIAN GIRLS!!!!” is a fairly representative quote from the marriage agencies. I did not find a marriage agency specializing in old, beautiful Ukrainian women, possibly because it was mixed in with the pornography. Google spat out when I typed in “Ukrainian Marriage Agency,” but more likely due to the fact that an agency specializing in babushkii doesn’t exist.

What the websites don’t say but we all know is that unless you’re Sean Connery, society’s going to think you’re uglier the older you are. “A 25- to 26-year old girl who hasn’t yet been married is considered almost an old maid,” explains Experience Ukraine Marriage Agency. “It is not [an] infrequent occurrence that mothers bring their 18-20 year old daughters to the agency; some came here even with fathers,” says Zoya Petrovna Savelyeva, owner of the dating agency BogDana. (The average age of men seeking wives through agencies is 41.)
 To the men who’d prefer their bride wasn’t young enough to be their daughter, they give hope with the statement, “In the big cities of Ukraine it is possible to meet women of 30 and older who have never been married.” 

Brett Ousley, owner of Kiev Connections Marriage Agency, has this to say: “Ukrainian women do not hate men. They act like ladies, they use cosmetics, they wear high heels, they wear dresses. They do not wear baggy clothes, they do not look gaudy. They do not hate men.”
 According to Brett, my and other American women’s “feminism and independence often border on detestation of men.”
 This might explain why I’m in no rush to get married. It might also explain why Brett is divorced. But it most certainly brings us to an interesting point: In America, feminists are frequently viewed as man-haters, while in Ukraine feminists are frequently viewed as just plain manly.
 They wear pants, shun makeup, and are more forward in their dealings with people. And, of course, they’re not married – who would marry her?

Do these factors also exist in America? Of course. My ovaries will slowly shrivel no matter which country I reside in or how much concrete I sit on, but in America we’ve got sperm banks and egg donors and surrogate mothers in case of malfunction. There are fewer single men every day I wait, but Americans are highly mobile and I’m an optimist – it’s just a matter of remaining optimistic until the right man moves to the right place at the right time. I have no idea how to fix a leaky faucet, but I’ll borrow a wrench and look up instructions on the internet, and if that fails I have the yellow pages. My grandmother really, really wants me to get married before (in her words) she “goes to swim with the fishies;” while I may be sick of her metaphors, I think I can hold her off. Unless I become an astronaut and spend a lot of time in space, I’ll age at the same rate as anyone else; hopefully the abovementioned right man in the right place at the right time also believes that contents are more important than packaging. Assuming the right place is not Ukraine and the right time is not within the next year, I’ll return home unwed. 

The marriage agencies say business is booming, and more Ukrainian women than ever are marrying and moving abroad. What if there comes a day when there are more men than women here in Ukraine? I might be tempted to return and start the Pretty Boy Marriage Agency, which will help American women – especially those who have decided they are ready for marriage despite their feminism and independence – to find the men of their dreams. We’ll have a wide selection of traditional young men (it will not be an infrequent occurrence that fathers bring in the 18-20 year old sons to the agency; some will even come there with mothers) who make excellent husbands, skilled hammer operators, and dress up in tight jeans and black leather. Perhaps Mykola will also be divorced and looking for a better wife, a wife who won’t move to Japan and leave him to fend for himself in the kitchen. These men will be ready for marriage, but be warned: Your chance of finding a traditional Ukrainian man who is childless and wishes to remain so will be negligible. I’ll dedicate myself, like Brett Ousley of Kiev Connections Marriage Agency, to “believing in true love and seeking to help other people find it.”
 Or maybe Brett and I will rise above our ideological differences and marry each other. 

Regardless of how old you are, it’s important to find a good person. “Your house is your fortress,” says the Uk’Reine International Marriage Agency. Staff it well.

Valuing Women Through Inclusive Language

by Emma Griffis, TEFL PCV

I hear it all the time. In English classes. During Peace Corps working group meetings. Among friends. "Hey, guys!" "Listen up, you guys!"  "Come on, guys, calm down."  

No problem, right? Well, not when addressing a group of actual guys - males. The problem comes in when talking to a group of both males and females, or even just females. This one little word, which seems so innocent, actually has a negative effect on the status of women. With one small, incredibly easy lifestyle change - taking this one word out of your vocabulary - you have the power to improve the position of women and girls around the globe.

I know you're probably thinking, "what's wrong with using the word guys? It's come to mean everyone these days, not just males." Well, that's part of the problem. It has become so normalized that most people don't even realize that they're leaving out half of the population when using the term "guys" to apply to men and women, boys and girls.

Imagine if you said "hey, ladies" when walking up to a mixed-sex group. The men would look at you as if you were crazy. Some might even get offended.  In fact, it's a commonly used putdown to refer to a man as a woman. "Come on, ladies, let's go." "You throw like a girl." Remember Arnold Schwarzenegger’s infamous “girlie-men" comment? 

 Why is it such a bad thing to be seen as a woman? Because women, as a whole, are less powerful in society, less valued, more often put down.

Of course, calling everyone a lady would never become normalized, since women aren't the group in power. This is my point. Because one group, men, are more dominant, they can get the less dominant group, women, to unconsciously accept their terminology. Often, women even find this flattering. "I'm just one of the guys!" Men, on the other hand, would rarely consider it acceptable to be "one of the girls."

It's not hard to find a better option than "guys" when talking to a mixed-sex group. "You" is perfectly acceptable in the plural form.  What about using "everyone?" As a southerner, I also like "you all," "y'all," and "folks." Or go with something more fun like "peeps."  During lessons, you could yell out "hey, class" or "listen up, 7B!"  "What's up, campers," during summer camp.

Of course, using inclusive language doesn't have to apply only to the term "guys." Many professions that were traditionally male-dominated are now mixed. The word policeman can be police officer, mailman can be mail carrier, fireman can be fire fighter, etc. Even a word like freshman can become first-year student. Instead of gendered terms that diminish women, like stewardess and waitress, go with more general words such as flight attendant and server.

So, why is using inclusive language important? Many girls and women don't identify with the word "guys." They don't feel included when someone refers to them as such. Non-native English speakers/learners may be confused when women and girls are referred to as “guys.” In English classes female students may not understand that they, too, can be police officers one day, if all they ever hear is the term "policeman."  

We know how important it is to work for gender equality, and language is an easy place to start. It's extraordinarily difficult to change gender norms, reduce the rate of violence against women, or persuade large companies to value women's work as much as men's; but it's so simple to make a minor change in your speaking habits.

This is where you can play a huge role as a Peace Corps Volunteer.  In your English classes, in your English clubs, during summer camps, even when casually talking with locals on the street in English, use inclusive language. By teaching these new English speakers to include both women and men in their speech, you are normalizing the idea that women are just as important, just as valuable as men.  

Then, take it a step further. Use inclusive language at home, with your friends, with your native English speaking acquaintances. As people begin to hear women and men treated equally in language, they will begin to think of them on more equal terms. By doing something this simple, you can help work for acceptance and the inclusion of women throughout the world.

IX. DIVERSITY ISSUES

Who is a Ukrainian?

A political nation is now being formed in Ukraine, and... the distinction between ethnic and political identity does not make much sense.

- Roman Szporluk, 

"The Ukrainian Identity Today"

You don't have to speak Ukrainian to be a Ukrainian. Prior to independence in 1991, Ukrainian was a symbol of nation​alism but Russian was the language of government, industry, science, and education. Since independence, Ukrainian has become the official language of government but not all Ukrai​nians can speak it, and it is no longer the symbol of nation​alism it once was.

Ukrainian, Russian, and Belarusian, as members of the East Slavic group of Indo-European languages, all have com​mon roots in the language of the medieval Kyivan state. Although today they are three distinct languages, they have a high degree of mutual intelligibility despite differences in pronunciation, vocabulary, and orthography, a result of po​litical and religious changes over the years. The most obvious Ukrainian difference from Russian is that g in Ukrainian is pronounced as h. Ukrainian also has fewer borrowings from Old Church Slavonic than modern Russian but more borrow​ings from West European languages by way of Polish. The spoken language has regional variations, but today's literary Ukrainian is based on the language spoken in the middle Dnipro region around Kyiv.

In Kyiv government offices, Ukrainian is spoken, although not always correctly. Russian, however, is still heard on the streets of Kyiv and in the workplace. Moreover, if you add the 22 percent of Ukrainian citizens who are ethnic Russians to the 12 percent of ethnic Ukrainians who speak Russian as their first language, you will find that at least one-third of Ukrainians are Russophone, although in many areas the Russian they speak is an amalgam of Russian and Ukrainian.

Language, however, is not always an indicator of national​ity. Many Ukrainians use Russian as the language of their profession and Ukrainian as the language of social interac​tion. The language issue in Ukraine, writes Elehie Natalie Skoczylas, "...appears analogous to the medieval times when Latin, the language of science and philosophy, competed with Italian, the language of song and sentimentality”.

The closeness of the Ukrainian and Russian languages and cultures creates problems in ethnicity. Intermarriage between Ukrainians and Russians is common, and many Ukrainians are bilingual but with only passive fluency in Ukrainian. In the east, moreover, many Ukrainian children go to Russian-language schools and watch Moscow TV at home. Once beyond childhood it is difficult for them to learn to speak Ukrainian.

Russian is still the lingua franca of the region, the language Ukrainians use to talk with Russians, Baits, Moldovans, and Central Asians. English is not as widely spoken in Kyiv as in Moscow, but German is.

Half of the 25 million Russians who live outside Russia – what Russians call "the near abroad" – are in Ukraine. They are concentrated mainly in the east and south, especially in the Donbas, the industrial heart of Ukraine where half the population is non-Ukrainian. If living standards continue to deteriorate, they are a potential source of unrest.

Jews have lived in Ukraine since the founding of the Kyivan state. In the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries they were brought to Ukraine in large numbers by Polish landowners to serve as stewards of estates, artisans, merchants, petty traders, innkeepers, and rent collectors. Jews were seen by Ukrainians as agents of the Polish Catholic nobles, as aliens and infidels, and their occupations as rent collectors and estate managers for absentee landlords made them particularly resented by the local peasants. The Poles, it was said, brought Jews and Jesuits to Ukraine.

Anti-Semitism intensified after the partitions of Poland when Jews lost the protection provided by the Polish nobles. Moreover, Jews were forbidden to live in Central Russia without special permission and were forced to reside in the Pale of Settlement, Russia's newly acquired western territo​ries that included parts of Ukraine, Poland, Belarus, and Lithuania. Prohibited from owning land, they lived mostly in small towns and villages, the shtetls, where they were the indispensable but maligned middlemen in an agricultural society composed of a small number of landowners at the top and large numbers of peasants at the bottom.

Ukrainian-Jewish relations historically have been marred by conflict and discord. This is not surprising, as Jack Nusan Porter writes,

...given that these two peoples have inhabited the same ter​ritory, aligned themselves with different powers, and lived in a land which has seen more than its share of famine, revolu​tion, civil war, world war, and anarchy. Much of the problem stems from the fact that the Ukrainians have rarely been masters of their own country but continually subjugated by Poles, Russians, Austrians, and Germans.

By the end of the nineteenth century some three million Jews lived in Ukraine, the highest concentration of Jews in the world. Because the Jews are traditionally an urban people, it was not surprising, as Canadian historian Orest Subtelny notes, that "...over 33 percent of the urban inhabitants of Ukraine were Jewish, and in the shtetls of the [Dnipro] Right Bank the percentage reached as high as 70-80”.

The Jewish question in Ukraine, therefore, can also be seen as an urban-rural problem. At the turn of the century, Kyiv was the third largest Jewish city in the world. Sholem Aleichem's Tevye stories, on which Fiddler on the Roof is based, were written in Kyiv, and his fictitious village of Anatevka is Ukrainian. His memory was honored by the city of Kyiv in a Sholem Aleichem memorial week celebrated in 1994.

The Holocaust and World War II decimated the Jewish community, which still numbered three million on the eve of the war. In western Ukraine, only 2 percent of the Jews sur​vived. In Kyiv, up to 100,000 Jews, Gypsies, and Ukrainians were executed by the Germans and buried at Babi Yar, a ravine in the northwest part of the city, including 33,771 Jews (by German count) who were systematically slaughtered there during a two-day "action" in 1941. Babi Yar is commemorated in a poem by Yevgeny Yevtushenko that was set to music by Dmitri Shostakovich in his Thirteenth Symphony.
In 1994, an estimated 500,000 Jews remain in Ukraine, more than half of them older than forty. Some 100,000 live in Kyiv, and there are also active communities in Kharkiv, Dnipropetrovsk, and Odessa. Emigration is high, however, as well as assimilation and intermarriage with Ukrainians and Russians, and the Jewish community is dwindling.

Latent anti-Semitism still exists though, especially in rural areas and among the less educated. But despite the history of ethnic strife and the new spirit of nationalism, anti-Semitism has been condemned by the Ukrainian government and Rukh (the democratic opposition). Moreover, it is on the margins of social and political life and has not been marked by vio​lence. The government has encouraged the rebirth of Ukraine's Jewish community, giving official support for Jew​ish newspapers, schools, and Hebrew studies in universities. According to a report of the Ukraine Bureau of the Union of Councils, a major U.S. Jewish organization:

State anti-Semitism has receded, in no small part due to efforts of prominent Ukrainians...including [former] Presi​dent Kravchuk who...has condemned anti-Semitism. How​ever, the state anti-Semitism of the past has been absorbed by the Ukrainian "new right" – the national-radicals... [who] ar​ticulate xenophobic policies [and] advocate against ethnic Russians and Jews, whom they hold responsible for Ukraine's problems.

Still, as Jewish activist Oleksander Z. Burakovsky points out, "....it's easier to be a Jew in an independent Ukraine" now that the "elder Soviet brother that oppressed many Jews, just the first in the chain, is gone”. "Ukrainians," adds Burakovsky, "don't have a pathological anti-Semitism," but were manipulated by anti-Semitism "from above”.

Tatars: A Brief Introduction

by Sam Kendall PCV

My host brothers are named what? During the first month at site, I chose to live in a homestay with a mother and her twin boys. As I shook their hands, one stepped up and said, in Russian, “Hello, my name is Islam, and this is my brother Muslim.” I’ve just gotten used to Ukrainian names (kind of), and now this? Their older brother, Er-Egypt (goes by Erik), was dating Fatima who was sister of Zaire and Zakir.  Their cousins Unoose and Kemal came over almost every day, as did their other cousins Mohamed and Esma. Was I still living in Ukraine?  

Tatars are Muslims, and have been converted for almost a thousand years. But after being released from the communist rule against religion, Tatars have taken their faith back in many ways. Namimg their children seems to top the list. Quotes from the Koran are displayed in marshrutkas and taxis throughout Crimea. There are more women wearing the hajib. The call to prayer can be heard in some streets.  

My Tatar friends follow their religion – to a point. Yes, marriage ceremonies are still in Arabic as it is in all Muslim communities, but the attendies drink alcohol. Many have never read the Koran (in any language), and only a few attend mosque regularly.
The little house on the hill: Tatar houses are small, have no doors, and no glass in the windows. These houses bleed out from Simferopol and go south to wash upon the shores of unclaimed land in Southern Crimea. These houses were the first beginnings of the Tatars’ move back, after their deportation to Central Asia.
Tatars, who had been a major part of the Crimean peninsula since before the 1300s, were deported in 1944 under false allegations that they supported the Nazis. They were finally allowed to return in 1990. By that time, all of the property they had possessed was gone, taken over by other people. The Tatars began building small houses where they could, on land that no one owned.

In 1994, the Simferopol City Council was the first in Crimea to legalize four of these new micro-regions, of which three more have been added by the end of 2010. After that first decision, some other towns in Crimea followed suit.

My first memory: There is still tension between Russians, Ukrainians and Tatars which bubbles up in vandalism, fights, and even murder. 
There are signs of healing, though. The “Tatar University”, the Crimean Engineering and Pedagogical University, is slowly becoming the best school in Crimea for its language teacher program (even in Russian and Ukrainian). This university was set up to help train Tatar teachers in their native language and history in hopes of keeping the Tatar culture alive. To me, the most heart-warming reassuarance is that all children in my school know how to say “hello” and “thank you” no matter what their ethnicity.
The sadness felt by the returning deportees, though, is always just below the surface. A few days ago my barber, a man of 69, told me about his first memory.

“I was four, sitting on the train,” he said. “It was filled with many people, but the only person I could see was an old woman in front of me, dying from the heat and no water. I went to sleep, and when I woke, she was gone. My mother said she was thrown off when we had stopped.” He let out a deep sigh and went back to cutting my hair.

To many Russians, the Tatars are still traitors, to Ukrainians they are a historical enemy, and Turks see them as their ethnic brothers. But to me Tatars showcase something few people outside (and even inside) this country think of when they hear “Ukraine”. The Tatars show me the diversity of Ukrainian history and culture.

Attitudes Toward Westerners

One overwhelming perception is that all Westerners are rich. Some Ukrainians will try to exploit and overcharge them, for example. There are also those gracious souls who would never overcharge because they honor Westerners as guests in their homeland. Most Ukrainians lie somewhere in between; some are looking for green cards, some for English tutors and friends, and some simply want Western business contacts. Westerners need to be prepared for those who aim to exploit them and be worthy of those who honor them.

An Englishman in Kyiv ventured provocatively that the British (as well as the Dutch) were probably better suited for living in Ukraine than Americans because of the Empire's colonial traditions, includ​ing recent experiences in Africa and India. It's an interesting concept to Americans, and one that might easily make Ukrainians chomp at the bit, given their recent break from centuries of outside domination.

Americans do have cultural traits that can be exploited as weak-nesses, especially in situations abroad. Americans tend to be sociable, and they place high importance on candor and trust. They often exhibit a superior attitude toward others, and their emphasis on money and materialism as a measure of one's success is at variance with Ukrainians who regard spirituality as the more noble pursuit. The need for professional recognition and ambition is a common American trait; contrast their individualism with the collective men​tality of Ukrainians who never truly appreciated the free thinking encouraged by the Renaissance.

For all foreigners abroad, the absence of friends and family can lead to isolation and loneliness; Americans are especially vulnerable to people offering friendship and flattery, whereas Europeans are considered more reserved.

Racism and Discrimination

On several occasions, I overheard staff members voice prejudices against Jews without batting an eye. Racism against dark-skinned individuals appears equally ingrained. A common claim is that much of the current criminal element hails from Central Asia, where skin color is darker than in Ukraine. Other Asians also tend to be suspect.

Technically speaking, Ukrainians must carry their documents with them at all times. Likewise, foreigners are advised to have their passports on them, although I would suggest a xeroxed copy is safer than the passport itself. The following anecdotes seem to indicate that it is a good idea to carry a copy of your passport with you at all times.

A US Army recruit told me about spending three weeks in Kyiv on a training course. Because he is African-American, he was repeatedly stopped by the transit police demanding to see his docu​ments. In a single day, he was stopped three times in precisely the same spot, just as he was entering or leaving a central metro station. A friend had advised him only to show his passport but never to hand it over, or he might be forced to pay a bribe to get it back.

One night a very close friend, a bronze-skinned Englishman whose father is from Delhi, was harassed by the police. He didn't have his documents on him, so they took him to the station where they detained him for some twenty minutes. One officer even hit him in the face for no apparent reason. It is not surprising that he is always skittish around militsia after this.

Finally, another close friend, a man from Ecuador with a proud Inca heritage, came to study at the University of Kyiv on full scholarship at age 17. I met him after he had finished his bachelor's and master's equivalents, but he remained in Ukraine, in part because he had a young son there. The son had asthma problems. Also the marriage had failed. Willie's dark skin presented him with chal​lenges, but none was insuperable. There was a brief period when his Ukrainian visa wasn't in order, and he was between student and business visas. His solution during this period was to walk about the sheets wearing only business suits; he said he was less likely to be stopped if he dressed professionally. That he is fluent in Russian was a valuable, even necessary, skill for his long-term success. (He has also learned to drop the names of powerful allies when necessary – a useful technique in this society where connections truly matter.)

I cite the above stories about these expat friends because foreign​ers need to recognize that some will have a harder time than others. For some it will not be worth the hassle.


Don’t Hide

by Andrea Manning, TEFL PCV
During the first few months in country, it feels like most PCTs/PCVs are try hard to fit in and act like a Ukrainian. During training we are told to immerse ourselves in our communities and try not to stand out. PC explains that our successful integration will keep us safe, and that bending in is important especially if you are in kyiv or out at night. However, the reality is that this is a cultural exchange and most Ukrainians can tell that you are not a Ukrainian and you shouldn’t always try to hide it. There are 3 things that make me stand out from a typical Ukrainian; I love smiling in public, I am a vegetarian and I am Jewish. 

One of the first things we are told during training is that Ukrainians are not loud in public, and they do not smile at every stranger who walks by. This made me cringe. I am a loud person with a loud laugh, and I love smiling. “Oh no!” I thought to myself. “How will I be able to teach myself to not smile at strangers?” During training I had to constantly remind myself to stare at the ground so I wouldn’t look at anyone and accidentally smile. However, after being at my site for a few weeks, I started to relax. I moved to a small town, 8 thousand people and everyone in town knew that I am American. So I started smiling and saying “Privit!” to every stranger I walked past. Soon people started smiling when they saw me! Yes! It is contagious! I would walk into the local magazine and everyone would break out giant smiles and say “Privit Andrea!” I understand that this advice might only pertain to smaller communities, but I think it's worth a try!

I have been a vegetarian for over 9 years now. I knew that it would be difficult but I am too stubborn to change, and decided that unless my decision to be a vegetarian was affecting my health I would try to maintain this lifestyle in Ukraine. I make sure to take multi vitamins and eat well, which is hard during the winter months. When I arrived in country I was really worried about offending my host family, thankfully they were told ahead of time. My host mom made delicious food and even said to me once (said it? or was?) that she will be a vegetarian the 3 months I am there. I know that a lot of people don’t understand it and think I am a weirdo, but I believe that it is part of who I am. I do not think that I should change my eating habits so people would stop thinking I am strange. There are tons of cultural reasons for people to think I’m weird and being a vegetarian is only one of them.

I do not tell a lot of people that I am Jewish. I have heard that there is a lot of anti-Semitism in Ukraine but I can say that I have not experienced it personally. During training I was nervous about talking with my host mom about my religion, but I wanted help finding a local synagogue. She said, “Oh! Shabbat Shalom!” and was able to get in touch with the local Rabbi. She had lived in the US for a year and the family she babysat for was Jewish. Ukraine used to have a very large Jewish community, but unfortunately there are not many Jews left. Although the Jewish population has diminished, I have been able to find a community near my site. There is a town called Konotop in the Sumska oblast that used to have the biggest Jewish community in the region. Now there is about 100 Jews left. I met an older man who told me about the history of the town. On Holocaust Memorial Day, I went with the Jewish community in Konotop  along with two other PCVs to a monument where the Jews in Konotop were taken out to a field and shot during the Holocaust. In only minutes, 280 families from Konotop were killed at this location.  The man I was speaking with survived because his family, along with a lot of other people in their town, went to Russia when they heard that the Nazis were coming. I celebrated Passover with them and helped when they planted seeds in their community garden. Services are led in Hebrew, so even if a Jew is halfway across the world, they can walk into a synagogue and follow along. Being with the Jewish community brings a sense of familiarity and a piece of home. When my host family breaks out into song I can’t always follow along but when the Jewish community starts singing, I am able to join in and sing the songs I learned when I was in grade school. 

When I am walking with other Americans, I try to keep a low voice or if it’s dark I try not to make myself too noticeable. Those are basic safety concerns and it is something that as Americans in a foreign country we need to think about. However, in our day-to-day lives at site, I say we should shine. Show our true personalities. I also understand that not everyone has the dietary restrictions that I do and it's true that not every volunteer will be able to find the religious services of his/her choosing, but that doesn’t mean that you must keep that part of your identity locked away.
Faces and Places

by Myron B. Kuropas

Ukraine's Cultural Divide

One doesn't have to visit Ukraine often before one realizes that "their Ukraine" is different from "our Ukraine."

It's bad enough in western Ukraine where at least some people speak Ukrainian. In eastern Ukraine, it's often difficult to find anyone who will speak the official language, even if they're fluent.

We were brought up with a romanticized version of Ukraine. Ukrainians, we wanted to believe, were God-fearing, hard-working, honest people yearning to be free. We were convinced that once Ukrainians were in command of their national destiny, our people would flourish. 

Scum like Ukraine's former prime minister Pavlo Lazarenko, sitting today in a California jail accused of extortion, wire fraud, money laundering and sundry other crimes, were unthinkable. 

Those of us who were born or raised in North America were taught to revere our Western traditions and values. We wanted to share our way of life with the world, but especially with Ukraine.

The very idea that a president of an independent Ukraine could be implicated in extortion, contract murders, lies, theft of state property and a melange of other violations of presidential power, was beyond our imagination.

That learning and speaking Ukrainian in "their Ukraine" is not a priority shocks us. So does their cynical indifference to the rule of law, free enterprise, private property, a transparent system of education and respect for rights guaranteed by their constitution. 

While all of this hurts, what rankles many of us even more is the attitude that we in "our Ukraine" are philistines, provincial, woefully behind the times. Ukrainians tell us that we read, write and speak a brand of Ukrainian that is obsolete. Our songs and dances are quaint at best, retrograde at worst. We don't understand their mentality, their reticence to become involved, their lack of enthusiasm, because we didn't live under Soviet rule for 40 or more years. Quite simply, we haven't walked in their shoes. "Our way" is not "their way."

Add to this mix the perception Ukrainians have of an America predicated on hubris, moral decadence and materialism, and we can appreciate their reticence to adopt "our way."

While some of our differences can be attributed to the Soviet legacy - as well as to a misreading of what the American way truly offers - the cultural divide that exists between "them" and "us" has deeper historical roots. It is, suggests Prof. Samuel P. Huntington, a conflict that has been evolving for centuries.

In his 1996 book "The Clash of Civilizations: Remaking of World Order," Dr. Huntington, a Harvard professor and director of the John M. Olin Institute for Strategic Studies, predicted that: "The dangerous clashes of the future are likely to arise from the interaction of Western arrogance, Islamic intolerance, and Sinic (Chinese) assertiveness." The outcome of such a conflict is unclear. "Will the global institutions, the distribution of power, and the politics and economies of nations in the 21st century primarily reflect Western values and interests," asks Dr. Huntington, "or will they be shaped primarily by those of Islam and China?" 

Given world events since the fall of the USSR - China's disdain for religious rights combined with a bullying attitude towards other countries, the Islamic world's persecution of Christians and Jews, but especially the September 11 attack on our civilization by Islamic terrorists - Dr. Huntington's predictions are almost surreal in their prescience. 

The central theme of Dr. Huntington's book is that "culture and cultural identities are shaping the patterns of cohesion, disintegration and conflict in the post-Cold War world." In this world, "The most important distinctions among peoples are not ideological, political or economic. They are cultural. Peoples and nations are attempting to answer the most basic question people can face: Who are we?"

Dr. Huntington divides the world into "the West and the rest." For him, Europe's eastern boundary begins along the eastern borders of Finland and the Baltic countries, continues south through Belarus and Ukraine (separating the Uniate west from the Orthodox east) and ends up dividing Catholic Croatia from Orthodox Serbia.

"Ukraine," writes Dr. Huntington, "is a cleft country with two distinct cultures. The civilizational fault line between the west and Orthodoxy runs through its heart and has done so for centuries." This split emerged again during the 1994 elections when Leonid Kravchuk, who presented himself as a Ukrainian patriot, carried the 13 western provinces of Ukraine, while Leonid Kuchma, who took Ukrainian speech lessons during the campaign and preached closer ties to Russia, won the 13 eastern provinces. 

Is there a possibility that western Ukraine will declare its independence and secede from eastern Ukraine? Such a republic could be viable if the West provided strong assistance but, as Dr. Huntington points out, such support is "likely to be forthcoming only if relations between the West and Russia deteriorate," an unlikely scenario if President George W. Bush's current barbecue diplomacy with President Vladimir Putin evolves into a meaningful geopolitical relationship.

A more likely scenario "is that Ukraine will remain united, remain cleft, remain independent and generally cooperate with Russia." This, at least, is what Dr. Huntington believes. 

In approximately four months Ukrainian voters will go to the polls to elect a new Parliament. Viktor Yuschenko has cobbled together a coalition of nationalist-oriented political parties - appropriately called Our Ukraine - which appears to be developing a coherent national focus.

Come March, will Ukrainian voters vote for the West or the rest? Regardless of the vote, I believe that the cultural fog that separates "our Ukraine" from "their Ukraine" will remain for the foreseeable future. The fog will lift occasionally in western Ukraine, revealing a rainbow on the horizon; in the far reaches of eastern Ukraine, however, where the breath of the Russian Orthodox bear is veritable and persistent, the fog will prevail. It's time we in "our Ukraine" realized that "their Ukraine" is, well, their Ukraine. And there is precious little we can do about it.

VOLUNTEER REPORTED MULTICULTURAL EXPERIENCES IN UKRAINE
Contributed by Multicultural Awareness Council (MAC)

The Multicultural Awareness Council (MAC) has compiled responses from currently serving volunteers in Ukraine based on their experience as an ethnic or religious minority.  These responses are here to help give incoming volunteers an understanding of the reactions and situations they might encounter in this homogenous society.  These responses do not represent a generalization of foreigners in Ukraine, simply a small selection of stories and perspectives based on experiences so far.  We at MAC hope this sheds a little bit of light on views towards multiculturism in Ukraine. 

Volunteers were asked to share experiences they have encountered due to their minority status and this is what they said:


        Sam’s Story
By Samuel Choi, YD PCV: 
As an ethnic minority, it's a simple fact that we stick out more than our Caucasian countrymen and countrywomen. Whereas with Caucasian PCVs, one can be given the benefit of the doubt of whether said person is a foreigner or not until they open their mouth to speak, we don't have that cushion. As soon as we are noticed, it is evident that we are foreigners. Here are two quick anecdotes to illustrate my point.  

One of the first days that I got to site, I went to the electronics store, which was on the second floor of a two-story building. As I went up the steps, a woman that was passing by me stopped and said to me, "you're Sam!". She continued and explained to me that her daughter, a student at the school that I work at, had told her about me. At this point I realized a few things. The first is that news travels fast. The other thing is that because everyone knew that an American had arrived in their small town of 7,000 people, it didn't take a lot to connect the fact that as the obvious foreigner, I must be the American volunteer. Or maybe her daughter had just told her that, "Sam is Asian". In any case, I can't hide that fact. It turns out, not even under the cover of night in a place where there are no streetlamps. 
Another time I was walking around town and a student passing by on a moped honked at me from about 10 meters away to get my attention as he yelled, "Hello Sam!". The thing is, he was 10 meters behind me. With straight, jet-black hair, you are identified from all 360 degrees. 
If there is anything to learn from these anecdotes, it is that because we are that much more easily distinguishable, it is all the more incumbent that we tread carefully as ambassadors and guests.

        But Where Are You Originally From?

By Alisha Armas, TEFL PCV 
My answers here are going to cover more "situations faced due to being an ethnic minority" rather than outright discrimination. A lot of my experiences have been a result of curiosity, stubbornness/persistence, and a different concept of identity.
I get asked a lot (randomly) where I'm from: this can be with people on the train (they're usually more accepting of the answer American since they can see that I’m reading an English book), when I'm getting off the train, just walking around, sitting on a bus, etc. Sometimes the person gets more insistent, especially after I say that I’m American. "But where are you originally from?" or "Where are your parents from?" (If I answer that I was born in America). Sometimes they accept that I’m American but with Japanese/Mexican roots (as was the situation with my host family) or they are insistent that there is NO WAY that I'm American. Sometimes they say that I live in America BUT I'm Japanese or Mexican. Once I was on a marshrutka with two other PCVs and one of the other passengers was insistent that one of my friends was Crimean Tatar, and when she said no, all three of us are American, he only believed that my blond friend is American. He insisted for the entire ride that my other friend was Crimean Tatar and I was Japanese and we couldn't be American.
I also get stared at and sometimes followed.
I'm also expected/assumed to be an expert on my ethnic heritage, including speaking the language. Once, instead of asking me if I spoke Japanese, my counterpart turned to me (after one of her students asked her if Japanese was a hard language) and said: Ask Alisha.  She then seemed very surprised and almost offended that I don't speak any Japanese.
None of the situations I have faced have ever been dangerous. A lot of it is curiosity, though sometimes when they get overly insistent and refuse to admit they're wrong, it can be annoying. Mostly, take the situations as a change to teach/show Ukrainians what it means to be American: that not all Americans are white, blond and blue-eyed; that America isn't a homogeneous society; that what they learn in their textbooks for what Americans do or how they celebrate holidays isn't always what all Americans do (e.g. I don't eat turkey on Thanksgiving; I have a traditional Mexican Christmas dinner and have no clue what "normal" Americans eat for Christmas), etc. A lot of times, you're just going to have to ignore things: the staring, the laughing, talking about you behind your back (though some of this might be because you're American rather than an ethnic minority).
Also, things are different at site versus when I visit other places in Ukraine. At my site, people know that I'm American and I feel that I’m treated more as an American rather than an ethnic minority.
One of the things that I have also learned, which might explain why Ukrainians have such a hard time accepting that I'm American, is that they tend to identify themselves primarily by their ethnic heritage rather than citizenship/place of birth or permanent residence. For example, the girl who explained this to me is Crimean Tatar. She lives in Ukraine (and considers it to be her home), and said that she would call herself "Crimean Tatar" rather than Ukrainian, even though that's her citizenship. She also said this was the same of Russians, who may have even been born in Ukraine. My counterpart also says that she's "Korean" (and not Ukrainian/Russian/etc) even though she was born in Kazakhstan, lives in Ukraine and barely speaks Korean. She would never say that she is Ukrainian and the concept of hyphenated Ukrainians (or Americans) doesn't exist here. Part of the reason they may have a hard time accepting/saying that I'm American, is that they're identifying me in the same way that they identify themselves: ethnically.

        Any Volunteer Will Feel at Home Here

By Avital Muth, TEFL PCV
My spiritual and religious journey has been completely supported by the city of Dnepropetrovsk.  I grew up in a Jewish community my entire life - filled with camps and schools and synagogues and weekend trips - and I have always felt that there was a place to go and feel comfortable.  I was expecting that my arrival in Ukraine would not fully satisfy my Jewish soul, however, I was proven wrong just in the first few moments of service.  Here, I have met the Chief Rabbi and have been welcomed into his family as one of their own.  I go to Shabbat dinners every week, and feel comfortable enough to bring my own friends, both Jewish and non-Jewish, and try to spend time during the week with the family.  I have a place I can go to when I need time to think, or talk, or even just get out of my house.

As for my interaction with the whole community of Dnepropetrovsk, I have never felt that I have had to conceal my Jewish identity.  Students at school know that I am Jewish, and few have also shared their own experiences of Judaism with me.  I live in a very special city where the Jewish community is extremely active and helpful, and this has been beneficial for my stay.  Any volunteer, Jewish or not, who comes here will feel at home.


 A Latina in the Western Part of Ukraine…
By Janira Romero, TEFL PCV

Here goes my mini experience as a Latina living out in the Western part of Ukraine...

For the most part, I'm told by my Ukrainian friends that I blend in with the rest of the Ukrainians that I'm probably from up north or central Ukraine because there, in those areas, are more "ethnic" looking Ukrainians. And perhaps living in a small community where everyone knows who I am, I don't get stared at a lot for looking different... just American. Of course not the light skinned, light colored eyed American, but I always explain that I'm Latin American. 

When I travel around it's kind of a different story. I still don't get stared at, unless I open my mouth and am asked if I'm from Romania or Slovakia because of my thick accent. What was interesting though was one time (2 weeks ago in Kiev) I was waiting for someone at the McDonalds near the train station and when I got off the phone with my friend, the girl sitting across from me (who was alone) asked me (in Russian) if I was Arabic. I told her I didn't understand Russian and she repeated her question in English. I smiled because it's not the first time I've gotten that sort of question. After briefly talking to her and explain the diversity that exists in the US, I realized the stereotype that all people abroad (who has never encountered an American) have about Americans.


   Any Volunteer Will Feel at Home Here

By Meredith Maynard, TEFL PCV

I have recently become friends with the Christian Orthodox priest in my village.  We went to a dinner at one of his friends’ house and got into a conversation about yoga and meditation, I also told them that I believed in Buddhist principles.  I was then told by the priest’s wife that when someone is meditation they are speaking with the devil and that yoga can only be practiced as a religion.  While yoga technically is a religion, I tried to explain to them that it can also be practiced simply as a physical activity.  I teach yoga classes for my student s at school and I had to go into detail and tell them that I do not meditate with the kids and that if their kids wanted to come to class we would not be meditating at school.  I also tried to tell them that meditation is about clearing the mind and focusing on breathing, but I don’t think they believed me.  I have never faced negative feedback for my yoga practices although most people think it’s either a little unusual and/or are really interested in it.  But I’ve found that once they try it, most of the kids and some of the adults enjoy it.


 A Story of an Asian (Hmong) American

By Linda Lee, TEFL PCV

Here is my experience while servicing in Ukraine as an Asian (Hmong) American. 

I had thought that my host family would think of me a different when I arrived for PST. But they didn’t treat me any different than any of the other Americans. In fact, my host family has always treated me as I was one of their own. They never questioned me about my ethnic background, only about what my life in America was. I found that it was best to open up to them about being Hmong. And to that extend, that has been my experience in Ukrainian. People here are more thrilled by you just being an American.
However, when you do open up to others about your cultural backgrounds, people will be very interested. Ukrainians are very curious and the more information you can give them the better. At site for my older pupils, I designed a presentation to them about my culture, its history, custom and traditions.  It was received very well by my pupils and sparked up conversations that spilled over into the next day’s lessons. 
Outside the people that you associated with, things have been quite normal. People will always stare at you, and you just don’t know if it’s because you’re American or a minority. However strangers on the street have never made comments about me being Asian. They always just ask me about my nationality, which I am also happy to say, I’m American. As long as you keep to yourself, others will do the same. Just know that when you’re in the Kharkiv region, it’s been known that if you are a minority, you will most likely get carded. It was my only experience in which I was asked to show my passport. Just a quick check and you’re on your way. 

Overall, my experience here in Ukraine have been good and I don’t feel like I am being treated different because I am Asian. However, I have noticed from some Ukrainians (mind you a small percentage) that have some misconceptions of African Americans. This may be due to the fact of what they see in movies or some other venue, but I find it best to educate them about proper words and phrasing of questions. In all honesty, most of them are just more curious and don’t know how to interact with people who are different from them. Spreading awareness is the most important thing.  

Ukraine isn’t ethnically diverse, but with time and education, I believe many of them will soon realize the importance of getting to know people from different countries, cultures and races. 


 Ukraine Is on the Way to Understand Diversity

By Jasmin Lafradez, TEFL PCV

As a minority in Ukraine, I have been luckily received well.  I haven't had to deal with any forward racism or being mistreated.  There was one incident when I first arrived at site, and I was shopping.  The shop clerk asked me if I was from India.  I told her I was from America and that I am an English teacher in Ukraine.  She was very polite and just curious.  I feel that I am one of the luckier ones though; because I have 6 other volunteers that I can go to if I do feel uncomfortable.  Also, I usually hang out with another American, and when they see two Americans together, they approach us in a curious way. 

Also, there are international students in my town that attend the flight academy, from whom I've heard stories of racism.  Most of them, that we meet, are from Africa.  One of our friends, Mohammed, has expressed how he is a victim of racism.  He has told me of accounts where Ukrainians avoid the places that they go, and also say things like "chornaya cobaka," calling them "black dog."

I feel that this country still has a long way to go to understand diversity, and multiple cultures.  From my experiences, I feel the younger generations are very open-minded to these things.

 Don’t Be Afraid to Say How You Feel
By Jeremy Borovitz, YD PCV

My director has and continues to be a huge ally for me. He helps me with my projects, defends me to those who doubt my prowess, and encourages me to succeed. When I was having trouble with my landlords, he again came to my rescue. They wanted more money from me, and rather than pay, my director found me another house. They said some obscenities about me, claiming I had used too much electricity, etc. After, my director said to me: Jeremy, you are a Jew, a Yivrei, but they are Zhids. Zhid is a very offensive word for the money grubbing Jewish stereotype. Another time, my director (he was a little drunk) asked me why all Jews are either angels or demons. Stereotypes exist in these countries, even in the most and most tolerant of Ukrainians. But don’t be afraid to say how you feel, and to speak your mind. Most importantly, do everything you can to show the stereotypes are wrong. Tell them you are a Jew----and then show them what that means to you.


 Advice from an Asian American

By Rich Villanueva, CD PCV

1. As an Asian male, I'm constantly being called Jacky Chan. These are mostly young males or drunken males. Along with this, being called Chinese or Japanese is also frequent. It's annoying, especially when I am approached and that's all they talk about. Worse, is when the cops that stopped me in Kyiv, even after looking at my Pink Card, they still call me Jacky Chan.

2. A drunken guy in my training village did not believe I am American and kept on doing the squinty eyes and pointing his fingers on his eyes.
3. During a technical session in PST, a PC staff compared the cultural similarities in "oriental" culture to Ukrainian culture. I was surprised that even a PC staff, who is higher in the hierarchy ladder, still is unaware and had mentioned this.
4. When stopped by police, despite my American passport, she still was insistent as to "what I really am".
5. Coming out of Poland, going into Ukraine, despite my American passport, the customs person questioned, since my place of birth is not the USA...I need to have a visa.

Advice: 
1. In public, if possible, be with a Ukrainian always.
 2. Of course since that's always not possible, do not be easily friendly with strangers. This applies more with males, most of the time young ones. Definitely avoid the drunks. If you are in a situation and you realized the person is drunk, find a quick way to walk away.
3. Most, if not all, situations are more annoying than personally devastating, so they are best ignored and not taken personally. 

4. Be active with the MAC support group so you have someone to talk to, vent, and find a sympathetic ear.


 What Is It Like to Be Black in Ukraine?

By Eboni Farmer, TEFL PCV

I have been in Ukraine for nearly a year. I have never felt threatened because of the color my skin. If anything the color my skin has enhanced my experience as Peace Corps volunteer. I like to believe it is one of the reasons I was sent here. I have to admit that I was nervous about coming to Ukraine because of fears that I would be harassed because I am African-American. I will say that Ukrainians don’t know much about African Americans, and I didn’t know much about Ukrainians before I came here. So we are learning together. I have learned that Ukrainians are by nature a kind people. They will embrace you if you embrace them. It might take some time, but they will. 

I often get asked by my fellow Peace Corps volunteers, what it is like to be Black in Ukraine? It’s an easy question to answer. I just live my life like any other volunteer. I know that there is racism in Ukraine. I may not have blatantly experienced it, but I know it is out there. My Ukrainian friends have told me that they know people who do not like people of African descent. I have heard the N- word more times than I would have liked to, three times to be exact. On one occasion a friend of mine said she went to a ‘N-word party’. I told her that it is a very offensive word and she should never say it. What she meant to say was that she went a party hosted by students from Africa. It was clear to me that her saying the word did not come from an evil place, but she still needed to know. Although it is always hurtful and shocking to hear the word, I have an understanding of its history. I know that here I have to deal with it a little differently than I would in the United States. 

I expect Ukrainians to ask me questions about who I am and where I am from. Some people assume that I am from Africa. I want them to ask so that I can tell them that yes I have African ancestors, but I am still American. It is apart of our job to answer these questions and to help people understand one of The United States greatest assets, diversity. Many Ukrainians are interested in the world and people who are different from them. People stare at me because they are perplexed at seeing me. I stick out like sore thumb there is nothing I can do about that. Some people will ask if they can touch my dreadlocks. I do not ever say no. I actually encourage them to touch my hair if they are curious.  At the end of day, being African-American is important, but I try not to take it too seriously or get offended too easily. 

I believe that it is important for all volunteers’ to be able understand the differences we have with Ukrainians but not focus solely on those differences. If all we do is focus on what is different, whether it racial or cultural we will not be able to see that we have so much in common with the people of this country. Hopefully, we are able to learn and grow from the challenges we face here. That is what I want for myself. 

ATTITUDE TOWARD HOMOSEXUALITY

Contributed by PCVs

Give it to Me Straight! The History of Homosexuality in Ukraine
“…Sex was not something one simply judged: 
it was a thing one administered.”

Michel Foucault, "The History of Sexuality: Introduction"

Nearly a century of public hatred toward homosexuality in Ukraine—resulting in criminalization and later, the hospitalization of victims—has turned same-sex relationships into "love that dare not to speak its name," but to recognize the root of this “backwardness” will aid us in understanding the nature of modern concepts that reinforce or deconstruct Ukrainian beliefs.  

The criminalization of “sodomy” dates back to the tsarist era. In 1716, in an attempt to impose new forms of social control in Russia, Peter the Great criminalized same-sex relationships in the army and navy. This legislation eventually extended to everyday life; however, with the Bolshevik revolution in 1917, political discourses acquired more liberal and secular stances. The decriminalization of homosexuality in the 1920s is due in large part to the process of building Soviet states, simply in opposition to the tsar. Thus, repealing laws against homosexuality were regarded as a sign of progressive Bolshevik politics.

In 1934, Stalin took a step backwards and re-criminalized homosexuality. In fact, Ukraine was the first soviet republic to adopt the anti-homosexuality law on Jan.11, 1934. Stalin’s political reasoning involved such issues as espionage, propaganda of counterrevolutionary aims, remnants of bourgeois morality and even Fascism—“Destroy the homosexuals – Fascism will disappear." Accordingly, in Soviet penal codes, male homosexuality was represented as either a drawback of modernization and referred to as a sex crime (Ukraine, Belorussian SSR codes) or a sign of cultural backwardness, a customary crime (Uzbek and Tadzhik codes). 

On the contrary, the legislation remained silent on female homosexuality. This was because the subculture of female homosexuality was not as publicly evident as male homosexuality; therefore, female homosexuality was not regarded as endemic to Soviet society In the context of profound prenatal politics, and the forceful promotion of motherhood, a woman’s biology was strongly believed to serve as safeguarding a woman's "normalcy" and a reminder of the "true" purpose of their sexuality. Nonetheless, the rarely discovered cases of female homosexuality were to undergo compulsory medical treatment.

During the years of rebellion against Stalin, homosexual repression peaked. From 1961 to 1981, about 22,000 people were imprisoned under the anti-homosexuality statute of the USSR compared to the 500 to 1000 people who were accused from 1934 to 1950.

 The increase of repression directed at male homosexuals was largely connected to the public’s concern of the "infectious" nature of imprisoned homosexuals who were to be released back into society. Female homosexual "perversion" continued to be cured by means of drugs and psychotherapy.

With the collapse of the Soviet Union, post-Soviet reconstruction often relied heavily on anti-Soviet discourses targeting democratization and a new wave of modernization. Ukraine was the first post-Soviet state to decriminalize homosexuality in 1991, yet, the historical heritage of heterosexism and homophobia, however, is fueled by sharp economic decline and proliferation of some religious sects. Today, there is no official position on the issue of homosexuality and although public officials predominantly avoid making political statements on their personal opinions, apparently, portions of legislation preserve special rights for heterosexual citizens. 

Ukraine’s President, Victor Yushchenko, when asked, expressed his outlook on the issue as "complicated."

Transgressing the Limits: The Right to Love and Live in Ukraine 

Silence itself – the thing one declines to say, or is forbidden to name, the discretion that is required between different speakers – is less the absolute limit of discourse…than an element that functions alongside the things said.

Michel Foucault, "The History of Sexuality: Introduction.”
Silence is one of the most oppressive techniques of power and to impose a regime of silence is to abuse the regime of power. To impose silence on the voices of subjects involved in an experience is to devoid any existing discourse, and once deprived from the right to speak, the experience becomes prone to being twisted and exploited. 

The disruption of the politically imposed silence on the issue of homosexuality in Ukraine, however, is not that easy to reach. The fable of Slavic sexual purity, and in contrast sexual perversion as endemic to the West, is still a strong belief of even educated and intelligent people. The labeling of the "non-traditional" sexual orientation—also described as improper, perverted or alien—the fears surrounding it and the ostracism connected to it are still widespread in the society.  On one hand, Ukrainian society, aiming toward European standards, speaks of tolerance towards homosexuals. On the other hand, it still struggles to sustain the myth about its sexual "chastity."

Today in Ukraine, the rebuilding of an independent nation relies heavily on heterosexual familial politics and strives for demographic growth. In this context, the majority of state institutions can hardly be expected to assist Gay, Lesbian, Bisexual and Transgender people, whose relations are often viewed as, at least, "nonproductive," and demoralizing" for the society.

The decriminalization of homosexuality, however, brought about the freer formation of GLBT Non-governmental organizations throughout the country. The NGOs often rely on foreign experience and donations, yet, tend to adapt their agenda to local contexts. The agendas vary from promoting GLBT rights and providing legal and psychological counseling to creating safe spaces for socializing, discussions and doing arts, etc. The majority of the organizations are situated in big cities. If not a member, the easiest way to get in touch with them is through the Internet. Both geographical and technical factors make it quite difficult, however, for GLBT people in non-urban areas to find their "communities," and by doing that, "negate their uniqueness." 

Unlike in the West, there are little studies done on GLBT life in Ukraine. Most of them are sponsored from abroad and done by local NGOs yet the information is not largely promoted among the general public.  Consequently, it is quite difficult to find serious literature relevant to the issue of sexuality in Ukraine; any study or academic literature on sexuality would be a silent taboo. Of course, sexual pleasure is being commercialized today and access to print and video material for entertainment purposes are made quite easy. Predominantly, television and printed media hold the prerogative to shape a queer subject one would suggest, but more often then not, they tend to perpetuate hackneyed stereotypes on GLBT life.

Nonetheless, it has already been "proven" that GLBT people exist in Ukraine and they are not as few as one imagines. Queer people very often do not stand out in the crowd and live similar lives to the life of their heterosexual others. What makes them different, though, are their feelings, which are strong enough to transgress the social limits imposed on both their love and sex. Daring to love to transgress those limits is quite a courageous thing to do; yet, their claims for right to live and love are often muted by heterosexism. 

Raising awareness concerning the issue of homosexuality and fighting myths by giving voices to the experiences of people involved in same-sex relationships is crucial today. The importance of creating safe spaces for GLBT people to socialize and receive assistance can hardly be overestimated as well. It is important to make the silence speak with the voices of people who are doomed to public non-existence and ostracism, because once shared, the silence has the power to shatter the system and transgress the limits of homophobic discourse.

True Life: I’m Homosexual in a Homophobic World

by Shari Wiltshire, PCV

“It’s extremely difficult to denounce, even the smallest part of yourself,

 long after you’ve accepted who you are.”
Ian Reese, PCV Ukraine

How much of ourselves, as individuals, do we discard as Peace Corps volunteers living in Ukraine?  

Print and video media has branded a stereotypical image of American people in the minds of the locals who we live and work with, and it’s believed that around every corner in America—and in every Peace Corps volunteer’s life—there are mansions, maids, Hollywood celebrities and fast cars. 

They assume we live nonchalantly and luxuriously, but how many of us tell our real stories? 

How many of us reveal that we were once orphans, or that our parents were once living illegally in the country? How many of us explain the reality of living in government housing, receiving government assistance or having to postpone high school education? How many of us have alcoholic relatives or know someone living with HIV/AIDS or who has died from domestic violence? 

How much of this do we hide, and in choosing to do so, do we limit the potential of our service? 

Ian Reese had lived 19 years, ‘in the closet,’ hiding his homosexuality from family and friends in America.  Once he learned that he’d be serving as a volunteer in a rural area in Eastern Europe he took heed to warnings of being pushed back into the darkness.  

“People thought I was crazy for consciously imposing those restrictions on myself again. I thought I could handle it; [after 19 years] what’s two more?” 

Reese arrived in Ukraine apprehensive, as most volunteers do, but the reality of the lack of tolerance for homosexuality became clearer, and uglier, than he had expected. 

“I had not imagined homosexuals beaten and exiled from their villages or even killed, but this is a reality in most parts of the world,” said Reese. “The same spiteful arguments exist in the states about homosexuals teaching about homosexuality, and tolerance, only to “recruit” children to be homosexuals.”

How much do I reveal? How will I be received? Do I even care? These were the questions Reese asked himself.  He battled the pros and cons of coming out to his community and co-workers, and while long talks with his Language Communications Facilitator helped him understand Ukrainians better, he remained unsure of what to do. 

“No volunteer would be able to be his or herself fully because that's part of the exchange for living in another culture,” began Reese, “but to live among those people whom I would serve with only partial offering of myself seemed to be only partial service.”

 However, Reese understood that to live openly as a gay man in his community could be compromising, not to mention life threatening, as most Ukrainians lack exposure to other cultures and beliefs.  In addition, it was difficult for Reese to hear some of the disparaging comments that came from the mouths of locals. 

“Most conversations rarely concerned homosexuality as a topic directly, but alluded to it through my pressing questions of prejudice and hatred of other groups of people who are not as able to hide their differences.” 

Reese lived in the Kharkivska Oblast, in the town Zmiv, for his two-year service. He worked as a Youth Developer with the local orphanage and with the Center of Social Services for Youth. In two years Reese had written and received funding for two grants. A PEPFAR grant funded teacher seminars and a peer-education program aimed at increasing awareness among locals of the HIV/AIDS epidemic. A SPA grant funded an informational resource center where trainings in informational technology are being held for students and for teachers. 

In a city center, like Kharkiv, Reese believes that an openly gay man or woman can easily blend among its two million residents (in fact, a Ukrainian Gay, Lesbian, Bisexual, Transgender organization exists in Kharkiv and Reese was able to meet its members during a community outreach event); however, village life is a bit more claustrophobic. Reese said, eventually, it didn’t feel as important to have to reveal his sexuality to the Zmiv community. 

“Foreigners can only do so much.  Having tolerant opinions and being willing to discuss said opinions is an opportunity for change; however, for real acceptance to occur in Ukrainian society Ukrainian homosexuals must live openly, bear the rejection and fight for their civil rights and place in society,” said Reese. 

He spoke of one of his proudest moments, in which he directly influenced the future leaders of Ukraine.  During a ten-day summer camp, Reese was able to teach students about homosexuality. 

“The importance of exposing Ukrainians to homosexuality lies in the inherent value that comes with experiencing new people, places and things. To hear the children speak of tolerance for someone different, or for them to rethink their long-held notions, became one of the best points of my service.”

Before Reese’s service ended, he and a few other “ally-volunteers” created a manual, which consists of lesson plans for a training program, to combat homophobia.  

“Is it necessary for Ukrainians to be accepting? Well, that is their right—to accept or not to accept.  But [perhaps acceptance should be considered] for the percentage of Ukrainian children that will grow up in a culture that despises, if even acknowledges, their existence. It is irresponsible to let sleeping dogs lie.” 

Fortunately, being “set-up” with local girls and female co-workers never became an issue for Reese as it is for other male volunteers.  

“The question of marriage—ever-present in Ukraine—is hardly evaded without a bit of self-contempt when explaining to someone that you just don't want to be married, and not just because you wouldn't be allowed to marry the one you loved.  But for the longest time my organization thought that I wasn't allowed to date Ukrainians, like it was against Peace Corps rules or something, so I rode that notion as long as I could until it was eventually forgotten,” laughed Reese. 

Reese said the two years he spent in Ukraine has “of course” changed him, as he believes it impossible for anyone to live amongst a culture so different from his or her own without it having an affect. 

“The general lessons of patience, understanding, and quiescence are common among volunteers, but I guess I’ve learned that leading by example and holding true to your convictions, without arrogance or obstinacy, will change others.”

X. COMMUNICATION STYLES

Gestures and Body Language

Source: www.geocities.com
There are 15 diverse republics within the FSU; thus, certain body gestures may be influenced by local flavor.

Correct position is more important than is correct posture. For example:

Never put your feet up on furniture not explicitly designed for them, just as you should not sit on a table or on the floor.

Do not show the bottom of the soles of your shoes.

Never cross your legs in the American style (ankle resting on knee) as this is considered rude, especially if the sole of your shoe or foot is visible.

Do not sit at the corner of a table.

Joining your hands at the back of your head is too relaxed, so is draping your arm over the back of a chair.

You should also keep your hands away from your face.

Women should avoid sitting cross-legged in public: the position is seen as vaguely suggestive at worst and sloppy at best.

Any position that even suggests aiming one's rump at someone else is offensive.

Face the people in the theater row as you enter or exit.

If you must bend over to serve someone who is seated, make sure your bottom is not aiming in someone else's direction, or excuse yourself if it is.

While eating, keep both hands in view and out of your lap (as is the custom in many European countries).

Do not stand with your hands in your pockets.

The "O.K. sign" is interpreted as a vulgar gesture in some parts of the FSU.

To show disagreement and anger, raise your fist and shake it.

To show approval, give the "thumbs up" sign.

Never gesture with your thumb between your first two fingers; in Russia, this is an obscene gesture.

Avoid pointing with your index finger; use your whole hand or resort to explaining rather than pointing.

The hitchhiking gesture, arm out/thumb up, is close to an obscene gesture in FSU. If you are there and want a gypsy taxi to pick you up, hold your hand in a fist with your arm on an angle down toward the street.

Gestures

Ukrainians are not particularly known for their hand gestures. But there are a few worth mentioning. One is the way in which Ukrainians count using their fingers. A clever story, surely apocryphal, was that one way to catch spies in the old days was to watch their use of fingers.

My favorite gesture is that of flicking one's neck for a drink. There is the story about a man who saved Peter the Great's life (or did some great favor for him). In return, the tsar gave the man a document that stipulated free drinks for life. The man needed only to present this at a tavern or inn to receive his drink. Perhaps after a night of excessive booze, the document was misplaced, whereupon the man had his neck tattooed with the tsar's decree. Thereafter, when he desired a drink, he merely flicked this tattoo. Today, minus tattoo, the gesture of flicking one's neck is still related to drinking. Often it is the response to a question; for example, in response to "Where were you last night?" a flick would mean "I was out drinking" or "I drank too much". Flicking one's neck can also mean, "Let's go have a drink".

A Swede once asked me the meaning of a Russian painting entitled "Waiting for a Third”. It showed two men on a park bench with a bottle of vodka. While the subject was Russian, it could have been Ukrainian. The title refers to the tradition that vodka be drunk in groups. Na TROikh means "for three”. A gesture that relates to this entails holding the middle and index fingers together horizontally. This indicates that the person is waiting (or looking) for a third.

Two fingers over your shoulder (indicating military stripes) means a KGB man. Pointing to an imaginary chandelier means this room is bugged. A curved index finger as eyebrow symbolized Brezhnev, noted for his bushy brows.

Finally, don't put your thumb between your index and middle fingers. This is a particularly rude gesture.

Customs and Courtesies

Greeting Someone

Source: www.geocities.com
A firm handshake with direct eye contact is the common greeting in the republics of the former Soviet Union. However, among close friends, many residents greet good friends with a "bearhug", which is to hug someone heartily and then kiss the person two or three times on alternating cheeks, sometimes with a final kiss directly on the lips. This is behavior accepted towards both men and women.

However, in Uzbekistan, to add a kiss would be inappropriate.

As three is a lucky number, close friends may kiss each other three times.

Do not reach for a woman's hand to shake it. Allow her to extend her hand first. Women in the FSU do not consider it feminine to shake hands when they meet. However, the Westernization of the FSU countries has changed this custom somewhat.

People who wear thick gloves should take them off for a handshake. Men have no choice – they have to take the gloves off. Women have a choice. If a lady wears thin gloves, she may choose to keep them on for a handshake, but she should take her mittens off.

Never shake hands over a threshold. It is rude and a violation of superstitions.

Although reserved, Ukrainians will often discuss details of their personal lives with relative strangers. They may also ask personal questions. It is not unusual to be asked how many children you have, how much money you make, or how much your house payment/rent is. If you ask a Ukrainian "How ya doin'?" ("Yak spravy?"), they may give you details of their day, or they may just say "Normal’no."

Ukrainians and public behavior 

Ukrainians in public tend to demonstrate restraint and avoid attracting attention to themselves. In small towns where everyone knows each other this is less noticeable. Ukrainians usually speak quietly in the presence of strangers. Loud foreigners who are oblivious to their surroundings always draw smiles. 

Despite the concern with standing out, in Ukraine it is more customary to show negative emotions in public than in western countries that are obsessed with always being positive. Strangers bond by sharing indignation (about packed public transportation, for example) or by making sarcastic remarks. Drivers yell at each other freely. Don't let this rudeness and indifference fool you, however. Ukrainians tend to be warmer in their personal relationships than is typical of most western countries.
Fashion Sense

While Ukrainian women strive to dress well, their business attire is not always appropriate by Western standards. For example, they may wear jeans and a nice sweater to a meeting where a skirt or dress (you won't see many local women in suits or tailored pants) would have been a better choice. On other occasions, someone will select a dress more befitting a cocktail party. Youthful inexperience or limited wardrobes may account for such choices. Among young Ukrainian women, however, there is an appreciation for current fashions that is generally neglected by the older women.

Business attire for Ukrainian males ranges from fancy, Western-tailored suits to modest, mouse-colored suits, and from standard, military uniforms to jeans and casual attire. For some, flashy colors are favored, with burgundy blazers especially popular. Shiny, nylon running suits are also popular, with open collars revealing gold chains and a little chest hair. Men huddle on street corners, in entrances, and at restaurant tables; sometimes hiding behind sunglasses, they dangle cigarettes from their lips, and look dour. You will wonder at times who is an entrepreneur and who is mafia. Still, you won't find all the men with the bodyguards that populate Moscow, yet there are plenty of fancy, Western cars driven by personal drivers; this is a necessity in Ukraine where there is zero tolerance for drinking and driving. Parking and having someone to watch your car are other issues.

Men sporting mustaches, and big bushy ones at that, are docu​mented as a Ukrainian folk type. Hetman Bohdan Khmelnytsky and Taras Shevchenko were both mustachioed. In the old days, spectacles frequently distinguished the wearer as a foreigner, but this is begin​ning to change as the number of optika stores rise. Some swear by shoes, just as surely as the man wearing socks with his sandals is more likely German or Ukrainian than American. Also, men here rarely wear shorts, whereas foreign men might when the weather warms up. Gold teeth were once viewed as a sign of status, and gold crosses are increasingly worn by Ukrainians rediscovering religion. (Crosses and religious symbols dangling from rear-view mirrors are also common.) Although attitudes may be changing, tattoos to most Ukrainians are considered in poor taste and often an indication that the wearer spent time in prison. Their designs certainly look crude. Wearing cologne is rising in popularity with the younger and entre​preneurial set, whereas deodorant is used sparingly. I am reminded of a story about a woman trying to buy bread, tampax, and deodorant in a hyper-inflationary environment. Deodorant was the first to go.

Far more offensive to me is the combined smell of domestic cigarettes and alcohol. Most Ukrainian smokers prefer imported cigarettes to so-called domestic (i.e., Russian) ones, which are high in tar and produced from Russian or Zimbabwean tobacco. These are decidedly foul-smelling and an unmistakable affront to fresh air.

Friendship and making acquaintances 

www.tryukraine.com
The word "friend" in Ukrainian or Russian implies a closer relationship than in most other European languages. One has one or two "friends" and many "acquaintances" – quite the opposite of the U.S., where many people have dozens of "friends" but often have no really close friends. In Ukraine, it seems, such aloofness is unheard of. The tendency to form informal relationships easily is part of the national character. 

Many foreigners note that it is easier to form friendships and relationships in Ukraine. In the U.S., for example, it is easy to get an invitation to do things like play volleyball, go see a movie, go waterskiing, etc., but hard to become someone's friend. In Ukraine people will get together to talk about things that are important to them personally. Westerners often find their emotional needs are met better in Ukraine. 

At the same time, clubs and hobby groups and other "collectives" in Ukraine tend to become closed to the outside world because of their emotional attachments and informal relationships. I have seen biking clubs who seem to enjoy hanging out together more than biking and mountaineering clubs with complex rituals and traditions that have nothing to do with mountain climbing. In Ukraine it may be harder to keep focused on one's individual goals because of this emotional collectivism. 

Dos and Don’ts to Save Face

by Diana Groves, TEFL PCV
Do:
· Compliment people all the time (food and appearance).  They will most likely be complimenting you often as well.  It is a very friendly society in that sense.

· Take your shoes off when entering anyone’s home.  Even if you are not asked to do it, do it.  Cleaning up from the dirt left behind when walking around the house or entry room in shoes is a time-consuming and strenuous task.

· Polish your shoes.  People look all the time.

· Dress formally whenever possible, even when running to the store for a second.

· Iron your clothes

· PAY ATTENTION TO YOUR APPEARANCE (when in public).  Your appearance does matter to other people on several levels, including respect, seriousness, dependability, etc.  Remember that first impressions are important.

· Address people formally.  It tells them that you are making an effort to respect them.

· Bring small gifts/ candies/ wine/ something when visiting people or going to a dinner etc.

· Return all greetings even if you don’t know the person or have no time to talk.  

· Spend time talking to people whenever possible.

· Try to visit all stores, especially if you are in a smaller community.  People are excited to see you and talk to you.  They are also proud to have you as a customer.  In addition, you won’t seem biased against anyone/ any family/ any business-even if you hadn’t thought about it.

· Help out around the house.  If your family doesn’t let you, keep trying.  The gesture is much appreciated.

· Just walk into a store, say a greeting, and then ask for whatever it is you may desire.  There are no lines.  This seems awkward, but others will come in after you, speak up, and be helped.  So SPEAK UP!

· Say hello when entering buildings, stores, and especially when entering “official”/ governmental establishments.  Even if you don’t know anyone.  It is custom around here and not doing so may be viewed as an insult.  Remember, not when you walk up to the counter, but when you open the door!

· Know several toasts.  Somehow it is fascinating to hear us make toasts in broken language.  Even if you are not drinking anymore, they will ask you.

· Ask for help.  People are usually more than willing to help you out.  (If you are in a larger community maybe ask someone who is in a store.)

· Face people when entering or exiting an aisle.  It is considered rude to show anyone your butt.  Pay attention to this when writing on the chalkboard as well.  If you hear kids snickering in the background, then your butt is probably protruding a little too much. (
· Say blah, blah, blah.  Apparently it sounds much like some foul language here.

· Get to know your colleagues on a personal level…foot in the door.

· BE PERSISTENT!  You might be uncomfortable with incessantly harping on people, but that is how things get done.  Just be personable while you are doing it.  Besides, people are used to being continuously pressed for things.

· Pay attention to your eye contact and smiling.  Try not to leave yourself open to being read the wrong way…

· BE STRAIGHTFORWARD.  You most likely won’t be hurting anyone’s feelings and you will save yourself and others time and headache.  This includes food, advances, polite demands from school etc.

· Say no in a firm tone and repeatedly.  The more direct you are the better for you.

· Offer your BARE hand to any man older than you for a handshake.  It tells the other man that you respect him.  The younger man should always offer his hand first.  Shake hands when greeting and when departing.

· Check your coat at a restaurant, club, or opera house.  Just make sure that you empty your pockets before you check it.
Don’t:
· THROW AWAY BREAD!  Even if it is bad/ moldy/ crumbs from the table.  Bread became pretty much sacred after the famine, orchestrated by the former Soviet Union.  Feed what you cannot eat to the animals on the street.

· Shake hands with gloves on.  This is utterly disrespectful.  Even if unintentional, you may not be forgiven.

· Whistle in the house.  It brings bad luck.  Another superstition right…people will get very upset.

· Do anything over the threshold-bad luck again.

· Step over someone.  If you do, step-back across them and then go around and ask them to move.

· Block a walkway-on the same note as above.

· Give anyone flowers unless you really know the complicated flower giving system here.  You could be saying something you didn’t intend or want to say.

· Wear your hat indoors.  Take it off upon entering the building.  

· Talk loudly.  Not only is it a safety threat as you have probably already heard, but also it is considered rude, especially and curiously if you are in a public place.  

· Show people the bottom of your shoe.  Pay attention to this one while in transport-crossing your legs on the train etc.  This goes back to the difficulty of cleaning.  Washing by hand is exhausting.  You will probably find this out.  People also pride themselves on being pristine in appearance.  They don’t want to get anything from the bottom of your shoe on any part of their person.  (It doesn’t matter that getting dirty is inevitable, especially in winter.)

· Eat in public unless you don’t mind being thought of as a child. 

· Leave an empty bottle on the table.

· Hang your clothes out to dry on Sundays in the West.

· Be alarmed when your new household members walk around in their underwear-so long as everyone in the house doesn’t mind it.  It is awkward at first, but whatever.

· Cheers with everyone and then not drink.  Back in the day when people drank with strangers and enemies, they toasted so that some of their beverage would enter the glasses of others.  If everyone drank, then no one put poison in anyone’s drink…Just put the glass to your mouth even if you don’t drink anything.  People will be happy and you will somehow get closer to them.

· Refuse drinking unless you are 100% confident that you can withstand the pressure to drink.  Once you say no, you will be the object of everyone else’s efforts.  They will do everything possible to get you to drink.  If you don’t want to drink, cheers, put the glass to your mouth and don’t drink out of it.  (This subject is of course left up to your discretion, but I find this strategy to be much less exhausting.)

· Sit on or rest against a table.  This goes back to paying attention to where your butt is at all times.

· Sprawl out when sitting

· Cross your legs-some say this can be offensive to older people and some say that it can be an invitation to be hit on…I personally find that the habit is hard to break and do it anyway, but just a heads up.

· Be so trusting.  You truly have to gain people’s trust here.  Friendliness and politeness are custom.  Don’t read into that too much, and Don’t abuse it either.

· Forget about yourself!

Nuances, they’ll get you.  We are only human.  I can only hope that this list will help you out.  As you run into bumps along the road, take note of them and add them to this list.  It will be most appreciated by others.  
Introductions
by Rosa Werthwein, CD PCV
When I am out with a Ukrainian friend or in the office speaking with a colleague, someone will join us that I have never met before. I generally say hello and wait for an introduction that never comes. When they leave or I leave, we usually say goodbye to each other. Somewhere in the middle, there is usually some smiling, nodding and giggling. After the person leaves, my Ukrainian friend or colleague will then tell me who that person was and what they talked about (if I didn't understand). People seem surprised when I do my normal American introduction routine, "Sveta, this is my friend Julia. Julia hosts our English club at the library where she works. Julia, Sveta is my tutor." Sveta has been around enough Americans now, she handles this pretty well. But the new person always seems surprised and doesn't seem to know what to say.

To me, introductions like this and including both people in our conversation seems polite but I am rarely introduced to new people by the Ukrainians I know unless I have been specifically invited so I can meet them. I don't know if they think I am not interested or if it just isn't my business to meet this person but it is one of those small cultural differences that I have noticed.

XI. NATIONAL SYMBOLS

The Trident, the Flag, the National Anthem

The Trident

Whereas the troika (with its three horses abreast) has long been associated with Mother Russia, the trident or tryzub is the official coat of arms of Ukraine. It is seen on state buildings and on currency notes. During the Soviet era, it was outlawed as a nationalist sym​bol – and immediately reintroduced after independence.

The tryzub has its roots in Kyivan Rus, and there are various theories about its origins. One theory is that the trident is a symbol of Poseidon, the Greek god of the sea. The oldest examples found on Ukrainian soil date to the first century a.d.; it was later stamped on the coins issued by Volodymyr, who may have inherited this symbol from his ancestors. Later rulers chose a bident as their coat of arms, and in the 12th century, the state emblem was the Archangel Michael, but the trident continued in usage as a dynastic coat of arms until the 15th century. It was also used as a religious symbol.

Nearly 200 variations on the medieval trident have been uncov​ered. Prince Volodymyr's was adopted by the short-lived Ukrainian National Republic. In February 1992, the Verkhovna Rada selected the trident as the chief element in the state's coat of arms.

Various versions of the trident are used today, for example, by the Ukrainian Catholic Church and other nationalist organizations.

The Flag

The Ukrainian flag is divided into two equal horizontal bands. The top is azure and the bottom is golden yellow. Most believe that the top band represents a blue sky, and the yellow represents Ukrainian wheat or sunflowers. In the past, however, these colors have been reversed.

Flags became popular with the inception of heraldry in medieval Europe. The standard flag in Kyivan Rus was predominantly red with a golden trident or bident, but there were others. One flag of the Galician-Volhynian period in western Ukraine was azure with a golden lion. (The symbol of Lviv is the lion, from which its name is also derived.)

There were many banners and variants on flags within the Ukrain​ian territories. Archangel Michael appeared on Kyiv flags of the Lithuanian-Polish period; a two-headed eagle is another symbol of this period. In the Cossack period, there were two hetman standards: one was the Archangel Michael; the other had the coat of arms of the individual hetman. Red was the predominant color for both.

With the annexation of central and western Ukraine by Russia and Austria, the various flags disappeared. The Russian Empire had no territorial flags, whereas western Ukraine had three: a golden lion on azure, horizontally striped yellow-azure, or azure-yellow. The order of colors was then not fixed. (There was also a Soviet Ukrainian flag with a hammer and sickle, a five-pointed star, and Cyrillic initials.)

The National Anthem

Before delving into some of the Ukrainian stereotypes, it is note​worthy that Ukraine's national anthem is entitled Ukraine is Not Yet Dead. The above overview of select points in Ukrainian history helps to put this title in perspective. The anthem evokes a mixture of hope and desperation; it is poignant and befitting for this nation that has collectively suffered and labored hard for independence. Not only is Ukraine not yet dead, it proclaims, but neither is its glory nor its freedom. "Luck will still smile on us brother-Ukrainians”.

Not unlike the trident above, this anthem was adopted by the short-lived Ukrainian National Republic. This was naturally replaced during the Soviet era and again adopted after Ukraine's independence in 1991.

Ukraine's National Heroes

Taras Shevchenko is the beloved national hero of Ukraine. While the fate of so many Lenin statues throughout Ukraine is uncertain, Shevchenko's monuments are secure. The man who distinguished himself equally as a great artist and poet was born into serfdom in 1814. The prominent artist Karl Bruillov, whom Shevchenko met and impressed in St. Petersburg, helped Shevchenko purchase his free​dom. Shevchenko then became a leader in the fight against serfdom. After his arrest in 1847, he spent ten years in internal exile. He was released in 1857 but never returned to Kyiv. He was frail in his last years and died in 1861 at 47. His home in Kyiv is now a museum filled with drawings, paintings, and manuscripts.

Both Shevchenko and Bohdan Khmelnytsky are recognized as Ukrainian national heroes, although the latter is far more controver​sial. Shevchenko criticized the hetman for bringing Ukraine into Russia's sphere, while others have credited him with uniting a disparate and unruly group. They argue that Khmelnytsky instilled both the pride and identity necessary for the further development of the concept of Ukrainian statehood. Some people claim that the proximity of Sholem Aleichem's home in central Kyiv to Bohdan Khmelnytsky's imposing equestrian monument just a few blocks away betrays a fragile balance in contemporary Ukraine. This juxta​position of Jewish and Cossack experience is a reminder of trenchant ethnic conflicts of the past amidst today's rapidly dwindling Jewish population.

XII. UKRAINIAN HOLIDAYS

Ukrainian Holidays (part 1)

www.bogdana.net

There are many holidays celebrated in Ukraine. They can be divided in three groups: all-national, political and religious ones. Some of them have an ancient origin and others appeared in Ukrainian calendars quite recently. All official holidays are marked with red in Russian calendars and are days-off (excepting for our Service!)

Here is the list of main Ukrainian holidays and some comments.

January 1. New Year. This is everybody's favourite holiday. Decorating the Christmas tree, going to New Year's parties, getting presents, — we love all this and impatiently wait for New Year's eve to come. This is a nice chance to give your lady a present and prove her that she is really very important to you.

January 6. Orthodox Christmas. A great deal of old Ukrainian customs that go back to centuries ago are connected with Christmas. They are fortune telling, singing Christmas carols, cooking traditional Ukrainian Christmas dishes, going to church.

January 25.Tatyana's Day – the greatest students' holiday of the former USSR!
 Tatyana's Day is a kind and cheerful holiday connected with the best, the brightest, and the most carefree years in the life of every student. On this day, all of us who studied 05-10-20 years ago tend to grow nostalgic, and recall our fellow students, deans and principals who were so strict at tests and exams; we recall the "nights before" exams, dusty credit books and crumpled notebooks….and many, many other things. And it seems to us that all the examinations are a minor thing, for there is Tatyana's Day - the day when every student is the top of his/her class and every tutor has fallen "ill".

On this day, University tutors congratulate students on the holiday (maybe some of them will forget that an exam is scheduled for this day (!), and students greet tutors (maybe some will remember that an exam or test is appointed for today (!)). There is a feeling that everybody is equal on this day…

The holiday's origin goes far into the history.

It happened on the 12th of January according to the Old Calendar (Jan 25 according to the New Calendar) of 1775, on the day of Maiden Tatyana the Martyr, when Empress Elisabeth Petrovna signed the regulation "About foundation of Moscow University." The regulation's text was written by the empress's favorite, Lomonosov's friend, Ivan Shuvalov. This is Lomonosov who insisted on opening the University exactly in Moscow. He spoke about Moscow's tutors of the day, "…the majority of them themselves cannot really teach sciences, and don't even seem to have anything to do with science, and this is the only reason why the best years of students' lives and their passion for studying are in vain sometimes."

A three-storeyed building on the Red Square, near the Sunday Gate, was donated to Moscow University. In late 1790s, a separate University's building on Mokhovaya street was finished, in which a special church in the name of Tatyana the Martyr was erected.
 January 12 (according to the Old Calendar) became a holiday of Universities and students – an academic year finished on that day. In the 18th and at the beginning of the 19th centuries, this day was celebrated in the University's church as "The Day of Foundation of Moscow University"

In the second part of the 19th century, this day became Tatyana's Day – the unofficial students' holiday, now celebrated not only by students, but also by "adult people". Moreover, it is celebrated by not only those who graduated from Moscow University, but also by all other kinds of educational establishments of our vast motherland.

February 14. St. Valentine's Day. St Valentine's Day is a holiday that is very popular in the countries of Europe and America. However, in Ukraine and other countries of the former USSR this holiday began to be celebrated not more than 5 years ago. Anyway, we loved this holiday very much!

 March 8. International Women's Day. March 08… the greatest women's holiday in the countries of the former CIS! On this day you will hardly see a woman on the street, at work or home, without a bouquet of flowers in her hands.

Many of us do not know the history of the holiday, which we celebrate so gladly every year on March 08.

Everything started this way…

Back in Ancient Rome, there existed a women's day, celebrated by matrons. On that day, matrons (married women born in freedom) received presents from their husbands and were showered by love and care. Slaves would also receive gifts. Moreover, a landlady would allow her slaves to rest on that day. Dressed in their best garments and wearing fragrant garlands on their heads, women of Rome would come to a temple of Goddess Vesta - keeper of the family hearth. Much time passed by. Women decided to change their life, to fight for equal rights with men.

On March 08, 1857, textile workers of New York marched along the city streets protesting against low salaries and bad working conditions.

In 1908, on this day, it was their granddaughters who demanded children's labor be banned, labor conditions at factories be improved, and the right of vote be given to women. Next year, the Social Party of America proclaimed the last Sunday of February as National Women's Day. In 1910, at the International Conference of Women in Copenhagen, Klara Tsetkin suggested International Women's Day be celebrated yearly on March 08 - in memory of the events in New York which had taken place a long time before.

In Russia, this day has been celebrated since 1913, and it has become a great holiday, though some countries don't consider it as such. By the way, it is not a day-off in all countries either.

Women of Rome have been the luckiest - a wonderful day of Love, Beauty and Spring, dedicated to women, has been a holiday for many centuries there.

Perhaps one should count how many of such days men owe to Russian women, and how many gifts women have not received!..

The orthodox holiday of easter. Easter is one of the greatest Orthodox holidays – the holiday of Resurrection of Christ.

Easter is one of a few holidays which dates are flexible. Its date is determined by special rules.

Long years of the Soviet power brought us to an unusual paradox: today people rushed to church, but even older people, not to mention the younger generation, do not know how to behave in church, what can be done and what cannot be done, what precedes a holiday and how to prepare for it.

The week before Easter week is dedicated to the preparations for the holiday.
For the first 3 weeks, believers take communion, listen to sermons in churches. In families, these days are days of fasting, abstinence from fat food, as well as from fish.

Before the Great Thursday (three days before Easter) everything must be cleaned at home, and this day is called Clean Thursday. Exactly on this day, eggs should be painted, dough should be prepared, and Easter bread should be baked. An ancient tradition to paint eggs in “spots”: wet eggs are plunged in dry rice, tightly wrapped in gauze and boiled in onion peel, and only then – painted.

Great Passionate Friday is a day of spring fasting. They say that that nothing must be done around the home on this day. Those people who strictly follow restrictions will not even take a bath on this day. In churches, sermons about the Savior are read.

On the morning of the Great Saturday, there is a service in church, after which Easter food is blessed: kulich, eggs, Easter bread, water, etc. These things are present in each home on Easter, on a beautifully laid table.

Kulich is the main decoration of each Easter table. Kulich is baked from sweet yeast, dough, is of different sizes, but high and round in shape. On top of a kulich, there is a cross made of dough. The shroud of Jesus Christ buried according to Jewish traditions is said to have been of the round shape, so this is the explanation of the round shape of a kulich. Also, it must be high because Easter is in spring, and everything in nature is reaching for the sky in spring. The more successful and beautiful a kulich is, the more successful the whole year will be.
 Easter eggs are the main symbol of Easter. As people say, to eat blessed Easter eggs means strong health for the whole year. If one has a headache, one must press a blessed egg against their head, and the egg will take away the pain. Water for washing in which an egg is plunged brings beauty and health.

The morning service on Easter begins at 11.30 PM, and lasts until 4AM.
 After the sermon, the priest proclaims "Christ has risen!" "Christ has truly risen" – answer the believers. With these words they kiss each other three times, greeting each other this way. According to church traditions, a woman can kiss only a woman, and a man can kiss a man.

They say that the more gifts you give on Easter, the happier you will be. Priests, however, claim that a number of gifts have nothing to do with it. Anyway, there is something that everyone can do on Easter: give something to a beggar, meet their relatives, acquaintances and friends.

June 6. Ivan Kupala Day. Ivan Kupala Day stands out among other summer holidays for it is one of the most important and beloved by everyone celebrations, having pagan roots of our ancestors beliefs. The 7th of JULY is a day of birth of St. John the Baptist, Ivan's Day, as it's called here. The night from July 6 to 7 is believed to posses some magic opportunities, unique for this night only. On Saint John's day sorceresses collect some herbs that are said to possess certain magic powers. It is believed that the fern blossomed on the night before acquire magical properties and people become invisible to his enemies and find all treasures buried in the ground. Picking the flower was quite a challenge as it was thought to be guarded by devils. The day yet has another name Ivan Kupala, after a god from pre-Christian mythology that had to do with water; and that's why this night was feted with particular cleaning rites, using two elements – fire and water.

Kupala night is a special night. Not only for it being the most mysterious, enigmatic and yet the most dissolute night of the year. Witches are considered having a feast of their own at this night my intriguing against people. Werewolves, water-nymphs, house-spirits, water-spirits and wood-goblins are believed to have special powers on this night.

Most characteristic of this night are multiply customs and rites which have to do with herbs. Herbs picked at that night considered to have the strongest healing properties. All night through people keep Kupala bonfires, leap over the flames, cleaning themselves of ill and bad luck. The remnants of the big fire is thrown around, or taken at home, to protect it against evil forces. Another custom - mothers burn shirts of ill children in Kupala fire; illnesses are believed to burn away with it. The culmination of rituals is "destroying a witch". Some thing symbolizing a witch (like scarecrow, the scull of the horse, old shoes) are burnt, floated or thrown away to some dust-heap, ditch or bog.

At the sun rise young unmarried girls weaved garlands of flowers, took omens for their fortune, and thrown them floating to water - whose garland floats faster down the stream, that girl would faster meet her intended husband…

And fern is believed to bloom at midnight. The person who succeeds in searching for this bloom and would take it into his possession would possess a power over everything: it is said to open treasure troves and has many other magic properties. Go searching for a fern bloom!

May 9. The Victory Day. There is hardly a Russian family which would not suffer from Nazis in the Great Patriotic war 1941-1945. There is always a military parade involving all the people who took part in World War II. All the old uniforms are worn with the original medals. Their family and friends give these old soldiers flowers and congratulations.

 August 24. Independence Day. In 1991 independence was proclaimed and Ukraine became a Sovereign state. A very important holiday.

Ukrainian Holidays (part 2)

Ukrainian Independence Day is celebrated on August 24. The year 2001 will mark the tenth anniversary of independence. August is generally good weather for outdoor celebrations. The Soviet tradition to appease workers on selected holidays continues today, and prob​ably entirely too much state money is spent on Independence and Labor Day (May 1) celebrations.

The other big celebration during Soviet times was October Revo​lution Day, celebrated on November 7, according to the Julian (or old) calendar. It is hard to say whether this will be celebrated in a given year. Technically, it is not observed now, but it still is by many, and the state doesn't know how to treat it. I have been in independent Ukraine when it was celebrated and when it was not.

Officially recognized holidays include New Year's Day. (From the communists' anti-religious standpoint, January 1 was the most important holiday, and this is when gifts were exchanged.) "Old New Year's" is unofficially observed by some on January 14, or more likely the celebration of Old New Year's Eve. In general, expect no work in Ukraine from our Christmas (I've heard it derogatorily called "Catholic Christmas") until after Ukrainian or Orthodox Christmas, celebrated on January 7.

Early May is also filled with holidays. May Day is Labor Day (International Workers Day), followed by another holiday on May 2. (It is quite common for Ukrainian holidays to last two days instead of one.) This second day was explained to me as a day to recuperate from the previous day's drinking, but in reality it often became a day to continue to binge, carouse, and play. May 9 is Victory Day, very important in the FSU where so many lives were lost in the Great Patriotic War.

It is also not uncommon for the government to start a holiday weekend early, for example, Friday and Saturday may be declared the official weekend to follow a Thursday holiday; then it's business as usual on Sunday!

March 8 is International Women's Day, which is treated as a sort of egalitarian Mother's Day; the difference is that the custom is to congratulate all women, not just mothers. This day is a public holiday, and there will be parties with flowers, champagne, fruit, and choco​lates. Traditionally, men give flowers to women.

Flowers are also given, on a much smaller scale, on March 1, which is considered the (unofficial) first day of spring. Other seasons start at the beginning of their respective months.

April 1 is April Fools' Day in Ukraine. With its milder, seaside climate, Odesa has a longstanding reputation as the Ukrainian center of humor and fun, and is known for its April 1st festivities. April 1 is not one of the officially recognized holidays, but there is a joke that May Day in Ukraine is International Workers April Fools' Day.

The New Year and a Little about Ourselves
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To children, it’s a holiday of dreams and an undying belief in miracles. It’s snow falling in the night and shimmering candlelight… It’s garlands on New Year trees, and the warmth behind windows of others’ homes. You are walking by, knowing that you have yours at your home. It’s the smell of pine needles and mandarin peels. It’s the breath of mystery and whispered secrets, and delicacies cooked by Mother.

It’s the quiet of the old year’s last evening. Fairies are wandering the streets, and from somewhere out there comes Santa… And the Tin Soldier is just about to open his heart to the beautiful Ballerina… And the Mermaid can’t die of her love for the ungrateful Prince.

To grown-ups, this holiday marks yet another new page of their life. Or a new life. The belief in miracles grows weaker, though. But there is still a hope that as soon as the clock strikes twelve, everything will be all right. Now…

Tell me what you celebrate…

Throughout this year the Sociological Service of the Razumkov Center has been disturbing Ukrainians with questions about holidays. What is your attitude to this one? That one? Will you celebrate this one? If you celebrate both, then… Ukrainians again demonstrated their commendable patience, answering all those questions. As it turns out, the greatest and most celebrated holiday in Ukraine is New Year’s day.

Of course, we celebrate whatever is declared a holiday or believed to be worth celebrating, especially now that holidays are multiplying like rabbits - from Day of the Lawyer to Day of the Attorney.

If we were to choose only one out of a great number of official and unofficial, religious and secular holidays celebrated in this country, 37.3% of us would choose New Year. Christmas would be mentioned by 25.3% and Easter - by 19.5%.

To 7.8% of Ukrainians, the most important holiday is V-Day, May 9. To 2.3% it is March 8, International Women’s Day.

All other holidays have collected less than 1%.

Only 0.9% of Ukrainians state Independence Day as the most important holiday.

…and I’ll tell you in which region of this country you live…

New Year is the favorite holiday in the eastern, central and southern regions of Ukraine (49.3%, 39.6% and 38.5% of respondents respectively). In West Ukraine, however, only 10.6% of people regard it as the most important holiday. The greatest holiday there is [the Orthodox] Christmas, celebrated on January 7 (56.0%); the second greatest is Easter (25.2%). In East Ukraine it’s vice versa: Christmas is regarded as the main holiday by 13.3%; the most important (after New Year) holiday to them is Easter (17.7%).

…your age…

Children don’t count, which is clear. New Year remains the best holiday for 50.4% of Ukrainians aged between 18 and 29. It is followed by Christmas (22.7%) and the Easter (16.7%). Among the top five are March 8 (2.6%) and Independence Day (1.8%). Victory Day is noted as the most important holiday by 1.2% of young Ukrainians.

With years, this love of New Year subsides. No wonder: firstly, since at a certain age each next year seems to come sooner and sooner, and you can’t make out if these fir trees are from the past holiday or for another one… Secondly, winters are no longer like they used to be… Only 23.4% of Ukrainians over 60 still love New Year, while Christmas has become the most important (26.1%). Easter is the third most important holiday to them (21.1%). For natural and sad reasons, older Ukrainians place V-Day fourth (18.1%), March 8 - fifth (1.2%). Independence Day is marked by 0.6%.

…your gender…

New Year is the best holiday for men - 40.3% call it their main one, while only 34.8% of the fair sex love it. Women and years, you know… At the same time, Christmas is called the greatest holiday by 21.1% of men and 27.9% of women; Easter - by 15.8% and 22.5% respectively.

Victory Day is the most important holiday to every ninth Ukrainian man (11.1%) and only 5% of women, although more of those who survived WW II are women who live longer than men. But most of them survived that war, having lost their husbands and sons before May 9, 1945…

To 2.9% of Ukrainian women, March 8 is still the best holiday, while only 1.6% of men are admirers of that holiday of spring and female beauty.

Independence Day is considered to be the main holiday by 1.3% of men and 0.5% of women.

…what country you live in

In a different country. If we should paint portraits of those who celebrate the five most important and favorite holidays (and separately - Independence Day), they would be as follows.

The one who celebrates New Year’s Day is most probably a man aged between 18 and 29 who resides in the East of the country. He, like his contemporary from Central Ukraine, celebrates Independence Day. But New Year is celebrated by every third young Ukrainian man, and Independence Day - by thirty times fewer young men.

Christmas is celebrated by a woman aged 30-39, residing in West Ukraine. Easter - by an older West-Ukrainian woman (50-59).

V-Day - by a man over 60, residing in the South.

March 8 - by a woman aged 50-59, residing in the East.

In other words, there are holidays that seem to be loved by all. But at a closer look it turns out that no matter what parades, festive gatherings, Europe’s tallest fir-trees in the capital city and other consolidating accessories, we celebrate different holidays… Is this good or bad? It depends. If we all want to be alike, if we want him and her and everyone to be alike, it’s bad. And something has to be done about it - people have to be taught to respect state holidays, even if it must be at gunpoint. But if we recognize once and for all that we are all different and so can interest one another, then nothing is bad. On the contrary, it is very good.

Tell me how you want to celebrate…

New Year’s day is the greatest day of the year, as it was during our childhood. At home, sweet home, with a fir tree, gifts and all that fairy stuff. Maybe even with snow…

At home. Two-thirds of us (67.5%) are going to celebrate this New Year at home, for it’s a “family holiday”. Every eighth (12.7%) is going to celebrate it at friends’; 2.4% will be at work. Three out of two hundred (1.6%) will go to restaurants, nightclubs or other places of that kind; three out of one thousand (0.3%) are going to listen to the New Year’s first chimes at tourist bases in this country. No one will go abroad! We must have asked the wrong people.

With a fir tree. Almost three quarters (72.5%) of Ukrainians said they were going to put up a Christmas tree at home - live (58.1%) or plastic (14.4%). Every fifth respondent (22.6%) didn’t have such plans, and every twentieth (4.9%) wasn’t certain.

With gifts. The overwhelming majority of respondents (74.6%) are going to give New Year presents to their relatives and friends, which is good; every fifth Ukrainian (20.3%) won’t give any presents, which is bad; and every twentieth (5.1%) is uncertain.

The fairy stuff. We, adults, don’t believe in Santa anymore, but we still act it all out before our children and grandchildren. At the same time, 47.2% of us earnestly believe that “as you see the new year in, so you shall spend it”. Of course, women believe in presages more than men do, but not by much (50.2% vs. 43.4%).

This augury is more popular with those who haven’t grown too old and wise yet (56% of respondents aged 18-29); only 37% of elderly Ukrainians still believe in this last refuge and resort of miracle. 

…and I’ll tell you what shouldn’t be told

Should not, because it’s New Year, it’s a holiday, and not the right time to talk of bad things. But the sad fact is, the reason why every fifth Ukrainian won’t buy a fir tree or New Year presents is not that this holiday is unimportant to them. Nor is it the reason why every twentieth respondent hasn’t made up his or her mind. Such people make up a quarter of this country’s population; only slightly more than half of them (52.1%) think that Christmas trees and gifts are more important than New Year’s. The rest have one common reason: “low income”. On New Year’s eve, they will be walking past other homes, warm and lit by garlands, and they will know that there’s nothing like that in their own homes.

It’s not the gift that matters…

This old saying fits the Ukrainian character like no other. Three quarters of us are going to spend $13 on presents. The good thing about it is that Ukrainians spend twice as much money on New Year presents than UK citizens spend on Christmas presents. 

According to surveys, each citizen of the UK is going to spend $6 on presents. To their pets… The most popular of such presents are antlers with lights that could be worn by dogs or cats and collars with bells. Also in great demand are special tubs with showers for dogs and fishing rods for cats. All-in-all, British ladies and gentlemen are going to spend $42M on their pets. OK. Let their cats wear antlers…

What do we want to get…and what will we get?

It’s different in this country. Considering the above-mentioned sum, the first gifts of the year 2003 are going to be rather modest. But unlike their antlers and bells, they are going to be sweet (58.0% of respondents prefer buying confectionery); possibly unexpected - (47.9% said they would buy small souvenirs) or smelling fine (24.3% - perfumes and makeup).

The problem is, we will get more sweets, perfumes and souvenirs than we’d really like to. Only 11% of us are expecting sweet presents, but they are being prepared for 47.9%; 15.5% want to be surprised with souvenirs, but twice more (37.2%) will actually be surprised; 13.8% are dreaming of perfumes and makeup, and 18.7% are supposed to get them.

But if you want to get something else, you’d better be satisfied with the very fact that attention is being paid to you. Every eighth of us (13.7%) would be quite content with cash as a New Year present, but only every twentieth (5.2%) will get it (possibly); 12.2% want durable consumer goods, and 1.3% will get them; 7.6% are expecting small home appliances, and they will be presented to 4.0%. And even tickets to theaters and other places of entertainment won’t be given to all those who would like to get such a present: 1.3% vs. 3%.

Books are an inexplicable exclusion: 5.8% of Ukrainians dream of a book, and 5.4% will actually get it. But who says it will be exactly the desired book? Anyway, Ukrainians won’t celebrate this New Year without their gifts, by and large. Apparently, they believe that everything is going to be all right in Ukraine in general. But not in their own city.

Digression, a kind of Christmas tale

An anonymous respondent who was positive that the economic situation in Ukraine has improved added his own assessment: “Yes in Ukraine as a whole, but not in my city, where it has got a lot worse”.

Nice man, really. His own material status “has got a lot worse”, his family’s income is “very low”, this year has been “unsuccessful” for him, he would buy a fir tree “if he could afford it”, he is going to spend UAH 40 ($7.5) on sweets, perfumes and “the like”, he expects to be given money, durable goods and home appliances as New Year presents. At 35 he is unemployed and his utmost dream is to earn $500 a month. But he is convinced that things will get better in 2003 - Ukraine’s economy, democracy and international image… By and large. Except, maybe, for his own little town in the East. One of the hundreds of such towns across this country, where TV viewers can receive only the national Channel 1 and earnestly believe that everything is fine in Ukraine, by and large…

The highest greeting

This is going to be the ninth New Year greeting by President Leonid Kuchma. I enjoy listening to him in the last minutes of the outgoing year. He is never so eloquent as in such minutes. Dante would look like a junior grader beside him. My President sounds as pathetic as a sophomore reciting her own ode at a language exam. Who else but Kuchma could call New Year’s night “the highest point of annual being” or “a greatly unique moment”?

And his compliments! Year after year my President keeps declaring his love of my capacity (or diligence, as a variant). Next come perseverance, tenacity, wisdom and patience. These are sometimes accompanied by the adjectives “age-long” or “imperishable”, which sort of jar my self-esteem. On one occasion my President mentioned my human dignity, and every time he reiterates my right to decent living. It’s so comforting!

It’s difficult to discern a sensible thought amidst this ineffably lofty and ample verbiage. But from his eight years, two ideas stand out clearly. Number one: we need political stability; number two: political stability ought to be embodied in my President’s face on my TV screen on each New Year’s night. I don’t mind - after all, I’m used to him, and God only knows who may come to take his place.

But there’s something confusing about my President’s New Year speeches. Hearing them, I always recall what he wished and promised me in his previous speech. And that’s where we have controversies. Not many - just three.

The first controversy: what must be strengthened

The President asks me again to “further safeguard, uphold and strengthen our State”. That’s not exactly what I’d like to hear, and not exactly what I want to do.

Firstly, in his New Year greeting to the nation on the eve of 1995, the newly re-elected President urged me to “further strengthen and consolidate Ukraine”. See any difference?

Secondly, the President and I have ad different understanding of what the State means. To my mind, the state exists solely in order to help me, its citizen and taxpayer.

In a normal bourgeois and liberal country, as soon as the government finds unemployment exceeding 5%, all its ministers immediately start racking their brains, trying all possible means to provide more jobs, making the investment climate more attractive, cutting the working day, even asking or pressing bankers to give preferential credits.

As soon as the government sees that the citizens start dying out like flies without accessible medical aid, it tries to deliver free aid to every home. Even at the cost of disfranchising those who can afford medical treatment.

As soon as the government finds out that the younger citizens are poor at grammar, reading or counting, it immediately sets out on a hunt for unpaid taxes to fund education…

Having done all this, the government heaves a sigh of relief and then looks around for others who may need help. If it doesn’t find any, it focuses on the rich, thinking of what else it could do for them. 

Nothing like that is going to be done in the country my President has been building for so many years.

That’s why I don’t understand what I am supposed to safeguard, uphold and strengthen in what my President calls “the State”. Why I should consolidate his “vertical line of power”, which is already safeguarded by our one million-strong law enforcement, upheld by a quarter of a million public servants and strengthened by the inflatable parliamentary majority.

The second controversy: Fate

This subject is eternal and inexhaustible, like Sisyphus’ toil.

It has been present in Kuchma’s New Year speeches since 1998. In his latest, it was mentioned twice.

First, while Kuchma was recounting the previous year’s achievements. There were three achievements, according to him: a) we attained a record-high economic growth rate (among the post-Soviet countries, but there are also African countries to be compared with…); b) a record-high harvest of grain; c) UAH 11 billion more than in the previous year was paid in wages, nearly UAH 2 billion of wage arrears was cleared. Being mercantile, I am keen on this point. 11 billion divided by 22 million employed Ukrainians makes UAH 500. That is, the working Ukrainians got $93 richer last year (or $8 a month plus some $1 of repaid back wages).

According to the President, these tremendous achievements were not just good luck or manna from heaven. “This is not a gift from the Fate. This is a result of our labor, will and perseverance”, he said. OK, good or bad luck may have nothing to do with it. But there’s no way of escaping it.

“My heart is aching’, said my President, ‘for those who are bereft, and for those who can not afford a fine fir tree and a rich table tonight.” This must mean that achievements, however chaotic, are gained by our will and industry. And our poverty is the fault of “Fate”, not our will, industry or the President himself.

I have a different idea of Fate, and the President has nothing at all to do with it. Yes, I’m superstitious, and I’ll break my back trying to celebrate the coming of the next year the way I want to live it. Yes, my best virtues are diligence, patience, endurance and tenacity. But I don’t want the stone I’m rolling up the hill to roll down because the hill is wrong. In short, I want my President to bear the responsibility for this nation, instead of hiding behind “Fate”.

Just as my favorite topic is salary, the President’s is responsibility. My responsibility. So I report: I haven’t coped with it.

But my President, in his eighth year of office, finally took personal control over the fight against poverty, over pensions, education and health care reforms. “All these will be in the zone of my personal responsibility as a politician and a man.” Well, he already set the goal of making 2001 “a year of breakthrough in the social sector”. And that year was declared “Year of Health” [in Ukraine]. Did anyone notice that?

The third controversy: the face, mind and voice

We’re always on the move. For many years my President has been telling us that we are moving toward Europe, that we are going to join the EU. But we haven’t been let in there so far… And we still don’t know where we are going. But we are told to keep our quick and resolute pace, never stopping, turning around or thinking…

And the President told us in his previous speech that “we remain open to the world… to the goodwill, help and support from the international community”.

“At the same time,’ frowned the President, ‘we will have our own face in this community. We will use our own mind and speak with our own voice.” I wish he hadn’t uttered these words…

I only wonder: why should we “use our own mind”, moving along the road which has already been successfully covered by others? And why should the “road to a new, prosperous and civilized life” lie through survival? And what is “own mind”? If it’s what I think, then we’d better not do it…

So we’ve been talking about the holiday, and a little about ourselves. It’s three days before the New Year’s day. Dressed in our best at family tables, we will clink our glasses to the first chimes of the new year. And the President will be telling us good tales…

Easter

Contemporary Practices and Holy Days 

LENT 
Forty day period preceding Easter Sunday, initiated on Ash Wednesday. Fasting (no meat eaten on Fridays) and abstinence (no dancing) were and to a great degree continue to be part of the traditional observation of Lent. Religious observances include rituals following the Stations of the Cross. It a time for soul cleansing and penitence. 

PALM (WILLOW) SUNDAY (Shutkova Nedilia) 

Commemorates Christ’s entry into Jerusalem. The willows (used in place of palms) represent the scourging of Christ, and give rise to a practice among Ukrainians to tap each other with the willows and say: 

	Лоза б'є, 
Я не б'ю, 
від нині за тиждень, 
буде Великдень 
	Loza b’ye, 
ya ne b’yu, 
vid nyni za tyzhden’, 
bude Velykden’ 
	The willow is hitting, 
I’m not hitting, 
one week from today, 
it will be Easter 


HOLY WEEK 

The week preceding Easter when preparations for the holy day are done: housecleaning, cooking, baking, making Easter eggs (pysanky), etc. 

HOLY THURSDAY 

Also known as "Passion Thursday" (Velykyi Chetver, Strasty Khrysta) when the Passion of Chirst is commemorated. 

GOOD FRIDAY 

The Crucifixion of Christ. Churches provide a "plashchenytsia" representing the tomb of Christ for worshippers to pray. Meat (and formerly dairy products as well) is not eaten on this day. 

HOLY SATURDAY 

A visit to the "plashchenytsia" is de riguer on Holy Saturday, usually just before or after one has the Easter basket (see below) blessed in a special ceremony. 

EASTER SUNDAY 

The church ceremonies include a ritual procession with the "plashchenytsia" followed by a joyful Mass celebrating the Resurrection of Christ. After Easter Mass, or the next morning if you attended Midnight Mass, families share the foods that were blessed the day before. On this day, "hahilky-vesnianky" dances and special Easter games are enjoyed by all. 

EASTER SUNDAY and EASTER MONDAY 

Religious observances continue for two more days after Easter Sunday.

Easter Basket 

The Easter basket is the pride and joy of the family. People judge the mistress of the house according to the way her Easter basket looks, what it contains, and how it is decorated.

The basket should be lined with a newly embroidered serviette or with a white napkin. An embroidered serviette should be used to cover the basket. Very ambitious housewives have two embroidered serviettes - one for lining the basket and one for covering it.

Remember, the basket should contain only a sampling of the foods you are going to eat at Eastertime not the entire contents of the refrigerator.

The Easter basket should contain:

	PASKA
	Place a candle into the center of the paska and light it when the priest begins the blessing ceremony. 

	BABKA
	 

	PYSANKY
	Easter eggs, new ones every year 

	KRASHANKY
	dyed eggs - variety of colors, but there must be a red one 

	EGGS
	hard boiled and peeled 

	SALT
	a small amount 

	BUTTER
	should be nicely shaped and decorated with whole cloves and placed on a small dish or on top of the cheese 

	CHEESE
	sweet cheese: mix farmer cheese with confectionery sugar, raisins, cinnamon, cloves and nutmeg. Place on a dish and on top you can place the butter. 

	HORSERADISH
	a piece of the root or prepared horseradish with beets 

	KOVBASA
	sausage - a small ring 


Tie a few willow branches to the handle of the basket with a red ribbon. Spring flowers and periwinkle can also be added. Do not use plastic flowers.

Pysanky (Ukrainian Easter Eggs) 

Easter egg, pysanka, decorating is one of the most interesting expressions of Ukrainian folk art. This tradition is very old and its beginnings reach back to antiquity, when in attempting to understand creation, ancient people developed myths in which the egg was perceived as the source of life, the sun and the universe. Although such similar myths are found in many cultures of the word, Ukrainians today are one of the few groups of people who still strongly adhere to many of the ancient traditions associated with the egg. 

Decorations for the Top of the Paska

INCANTATIONS for a successful paska. Upon placing the paska into the oven say: "Holy paska, be as grand and beautiful as the sun, because we are baking you for the sun. Let all members of our family be healthy. Let our children grow up as quickly as you grow. "Come out as beautiful as you go in!" 

DO'S and DONT'S

· When preparing paska dough and during the kneading, think only good thoughts, shoo away all evil ones. 

· Don't let any of your neighbors or worse – strangers – come into the house when you are preparing the paska. They might put an evil eye on your paska and it will not rise as it should. Don't make any sudden noises while the paska is rising or while it is in the oven baking. Also, don't sit down while the paska is in the oven or it will become flat. 

· If you carefully follow all of the above instructions, the paska will be light, airy and tasty. 

· If not – the paska will come out hard and dense. Then the people will say: "Even thunder and lightning will not break this paska". 

XIII. UKRAINIAN TRADITIONS

The Best Ukrainian Custom

What is the best Ukrainian custom?
by Dana Liss, Kyiv Post Staff Writer

The word "custom" leaves a lot of room for interpretation. And sure enough many of our readers took advantage of that room. Snot rockets, not shaking hands over the threshold and sex on the first date all fell into the realm of Ukrainian customs in the eyes of our readers.
But at the end of the day, all of these worthy pursuits fell well short of what the vast majority of our readers said was the greatest Ukrainian custom of them all: home-grown Ukrainian hospitality.
Ukrainians are indeed famed for their hospitality. They love to invite people over and stuff them with food and drink. As one reader gushed, "This custom of generous hospitality extends beyond the constraints of time or economy. This norm of behavior is by far the best example of the true Ukrainian character."
Not surprisingly, the remaining votes centered around Ukrainian vodka and Ukrainian women. One popular answer involved both of them: the so-called "third toast," which in Ukraine is traditionally reserved for the women. Hey, what is there not to love about a bunch of drunk men standing up, gesturing madly and belching out slurred lines about their loved ones?
Another popular toast mentioned by one reader is the toast "na konya." Literally "on the horses," the expression is the Ukrainian equivalent of "One for the road." In Ukraine it traditionally consists of a fair-sized glass of horilka or moonshine. Many hosts and Ukrainian restaurants offer it to their departing guests at the end of a long night of celebrating. Our reader points out that many guests who drink na konya will "instantly drop down and fall asleep on the spot."
Lastly, a couple of readers pointed to the Ukrainian custom of celebrating every holiday. That custom has, of course, been taken advantage of by the Kuchma administration, which has been treating the most useless holidays as massive celebrations lately, knowing full well that people will respond by partying themselves into oblivion, and hence forget his crimes.

Results:

1. Hospitality

2. Kissing three times

(tie) Celebrating every holiday

(tie) Third toast to the women

Others receiving votes: na konya, women marrying at 18 and starting to date again at 19, jet skirts, snot rockets, no shaking hands over the threshold, borshch and pampushki, monuments for everything, honoring members and veterans of the military, full banquet table, sex on the first date, no empty bottles on the table, family values, drinking vodka.

Tanya Stachniw and Koko Rakowsky’s Wedding 

by Koko Rakowsky 

This "FAQ" of the traditional Ukrainian wedding was compiled by Tanya and Koko mainly for the benefit of the non-Ukrainian guests attending their big event. It gives you a pretty fair idea of how a contemporary Ukrainian-style wedding is conducted – the questions below are approached with humor and aplomb, and their personal touch is evident throughout the text. We thank them both for sharing this very useful information with the readers of Brama. Welcome to Tanya and Koko’s wedding! 

This is my first Ukrainian wedding. What should I expect? 

The Ukrainian marriage ceremony is rich with traditions that have their origins both in Eastern Rite Christianity and in Ukraine’s ancient pagan past. Many of the rituals you will see are steeped in mystery, and can be quite bewildering. 

Plus, following a Ukrainian wedding can be even more difficult if you don’t know the language. (Out of respect for our families, our ancestors and our culture, Ukrainian will be the official language of most of today’s festivities.) So we’ve put together this little guide to help clue you in. And should you find yourself sitting at a table full of Ukrainians, have no fear. They all speak English and they’re all nice people. So don’t be afraid to ask them questions if you get lost. 

So what did I miss? 

Unless you are a close family member, chances are that you didn’t get to see a significant portion of today’s festivities. A couple hours before the actual ceremony, the bride, the groom and their families gather at the home of the bride’s parents for the Blahoslovenya – or "blessing." At the Blahoslovenya, the parents of the bride and groom convey their formal approval and good wishes to the young couple. It is here that the two families officially become one. 

Isn’t it bad luck for the groom to see the bride before the wedding? 

We think not. Ukrainians don’t usually fall for superstitions like that. We also walk under ladders, smash mirrors, and step on cracks in the sidewalk. In fact, in Ukraine, people often stand on the street all day waiting for a black cat to cross their path. This alone may explain the country’s perpetually stagnant economy. 

Why doesn’t the bride’s father walk her down the aisle? 

Unlike most western marriage ceremonies, in which the father of the bride "gives away" his daughter, the Ukrainian bride and groom enter the church together. There are two reasons for this. First, the father of the bride has already given his blessing at the Blahoslovenya, held earlier that day. Second, it is tradition that the bride and groom enter the church arm in arm – as equal partners. This spirit of teamwork and equality has always been at the heart of Ukrainian marriage. 

Why does it take so long for the couple to make it down the aisle? 

The first part of the Ukrainian wedding ceremony, the Betrothal, takes place in the rear vestibule of the church. During the Betrothel, the bride and groom affirm that they are both entering this union freely and as equals. It is at this point that the priest blesses the wedding bands and places them on the fingers of the bride and groom. 

Who are those two people carrying the icons? 

The starosty are two friends or family members (one from each side) who preside over the wedding as official witnesses and masters of ceremony. Back in the days of arranged marriages, the starosty acted as matchmakers and were solely responsible for negotiating the union. Today, the starosty’s responsibilities are far more limited. They lead the wedding procession and carry the icons of Jesus and the Virgin Mary into the church. These icons will eventually hold a prominent place in the home of the married couple, and will serve as the spiritual center of the household. At the reception, the starosty’s responsibilities include hosting the ceremony, offering the first toast, and repeatedly begging the guests not to clink their glasses with silverware. 

Why are they singing everything? 

St. Augustine once said that those who sing pray twice – a statement Ukrainians have taken to heart. The entire ceremony, with the exception of the sermon, will be sung rather than spoken. 

What happens after the bride and groom finally walk down the aisle? 

The front of the church is the scene of the final, most sacred portion of a Ukrainian wedding ceremony – the Crowning. It is during the Crowning that the bride and groom place their right hands on the gospel, exchange their vows and become married in the eyes of God. 

What’s with those wreaths on their heads? 

A Crowning just isn’t a Crowning without – crowns. These wreaths are usually woven from myrtle – a symbol of love, purity and fertility. They are placed on the heads of the bride and groom to signify the dawn of a new kingdom to be ruled by the couple – side by side. They also remind the newlyweds that their marriage is a partnership in Christ, and that they owe it to God and to each other to live a life of honor and love. 

Why does the priest bind the young couple’s hands? 

The hands of the bride and groom are joined with an embroidered cloth, or rushnyk, to signify their newly forged union. Once bound to one another, the couple circles the tetrapod (small altar) three times. This procession is called the "Dance of Isaiah," which reminds us that marriage is a never-ending journey. 

These are the first steps the young couple takes as husband and wife, so it is only fitting that they walk around the tetrapod – a symbol of Christ. 

Why do the bride and groom drink wine during the ceremony? 

The couple drinks wine three times to acknowledge the importance of the Holy Trinity and to remind us of Christ’s first miracle at the wedding at Cana. The wine also symbolizes the sweetness of the love that flows from God. 

Did you bring enough wine for everybody? 

No. 

Where is the priest going with the bride? 

Toward the end of the ceremony, the priest escorts the bride to the icon of Mary in the corner of the church. As the priest offers up prayers on her behalf, the bride kneels in front of the Virgin Mary and presents her with a bouquet of flowers.. 

As an alternative to rice, will the guests throw birdseed as the newlyweds exit the church? 

Have you seen the size of the pigeons in Passaic? Thanks, but we’ll throw flower petals instead. 

So when does the party start? 

Champagne and strawberries at six o’clock. Cocktails at six-thirty. 

The reception has just begun, and already there’s some big family reunion going on in the middle of the dance floor. May I ask why? 

Ukrainian wedding receptions begin with a ceremony welcoming the bride and groom into the community. With all guests present, the parents and starosty meet the newlyweds at the door. They offer the young couple gifts of bread, salt, honey and wine. Bread represents nature’s bounty, salt is a necessity of life, and honey and wine stand for prosperity. The newly-formed family then joins in a toast. In accordance with tradition, the father of the bride will drink the most wine out of the group, because it is usually at this point that he realizes just how much this whole thing is costing him. 

What’s the deal with that big loaf of bread?And where’s the wedding cake? 

The korovai is a traditional wedding bread that symbolizes community, and it takes the place of wedding cake at a Ukrainian reception. In pre-Christian times, it was baked by the entire village as an expression of support for the newlyweds. The korovai is adorned with ornaments of baked dough: two birds to represent the couple, and other ornaments to represent family and friends. In the center of the korovai is a hiltse, or "tree of life," signifying life, fertility, and the building of a new nest. The entire arrangement is surrounded with a wreath of periwinkle, a symbol of love and purity. 

What is that song everybody keeps singing, and why do we keep having to stand up? 

"Mnohaya Lita." Get used to this song of good wishes, because you will hear it a lot over the course of the evening. "Mnohaya Lita" means "many years." (Its true meaning, of course, is "many happy years." The middle word, however, was deleted after it was decided that no song containing the word "happy" could truly call itself Ukrainian.) It is certain that you will be asked to stand up and sing "Mnohaya Lita" several times at a Ukrainian wedding. (Only the theme from "Rawhide" gets more airtime.) As a result of this frequent up and down motion, it is common for guests at a Ukrainian wedding to suffer from a bout with the bends. There is, however, no need for concern. At most Ukrainian weddings, there are more than enough doctors in attendance to treat the afflicted. And yes, all their Ukrainian mothers are very proud. 

What is the band playing and why is everybody stampeding the dance floor? 

At some point during this evening’s festivities, the band will roll into a few bars of a new song, and a funny thing will happen. Ukrainians will actually leave the bar. They’ll suddenly swarm the dance floor to form a large circle. 

The shorter members of the throng will bring chairs onto the floor to get a better view of the action. And many of the male guests will calmly finish their drinks and take off their jackets (otherwise a big no-no at a Ukrainian reception). 

All this activity is a sure sign that the kolomeyka has begun. The kolomeyka is a traditional Ukrainian dance that features a medley of leaps, kicks, and spins. 

First timers at a Ukrainian wedding will note that the kolomeyka bears a striking resemblance to breakdancing. But unlike breakdancing, the kolomeyka has retained it’s coolness long after the end of the first Reagan administration. 

One last question. Is there anything I can do to help Tanya and Corey on this, their most special day? 

Yes. If it’s not too much trouble, the bride and groom ask that you take a moment to reassure both their mothers that the bright red trolley in which they arrived, the song to which they'll enter the reception hall, and the wedding program that you are currently reading – are not "weird." 

Ukrainian Wedding Traditions

 www.bogdana.net

 Ukrainian wedding traditions have a long history. Unfortunately, at the present times, fewer and fewer of ancient wedding customs and traditions take place at a contemporary Ukrainian wedding. However, the most interesting traditions have remained.

We will describe a contemporary Ukrainian wedding, and employees of our agency will demonstrate to you some customs and traditions. Some photos presented on this webpage are already 15 years old, and some are rather new – less than 2 years.

So, the wedding ceremony begins 30-40 days before the wedding itself. The bridegroom, his parents and friends must ask the bride's parents for her hand. The bridegroom's parents come with a Ukrainian round loaf (homemade, round, big bread beautifully decorated). The round loaf is delivered on an embroidered towel made by the bridegroom's mother, and on top of the bread there is some salt.

The bridegroom's father and friends ask for "bride's hand". Usually, her father gives an answer, after asking his daughter about her decision – whether she wants to marry the young man or not. If the bride wishes to take this guy as her future life partner, the bridegroom's and bride's parents discuss the time and place of the wedding party. But…if the girl does not wish to marry the guy, she gives him a pumpkin!

 The wedding day… Dressing a bride is a special ritual. Bride's friends have been with her since early morning. They put a gown on her, make a hair-do and put on a bridal veil…

The bridegroom comes to his bride in a car decorated with flowers, ribbons and balloons. Sometimes, a doll dressed like a bride is placed on the car's hood. When the car (or cars) comes up to the house of the bride, they start to honk. 

It means that the bridegroom and his relatives are ready to take the bride, her parents and friends to the church and city hall, to get married and register their marriage. When the bridegroom and bride walk out of the bride's house, the bride's mother throws seeds (symbol of wellbeing) onto their heads, as well as roseleaves (symbol of prosperity and health) and coins (symbol of financial stability in a family).

The official registration of marriage in the City Hall starts with the sound of fanfares. A Ukrainian embroidered towel is spread at the feet of the couple, they stand on it and the ceremony begins. In fact, at this place, the bridegroom and bride become husband and wife. Exactly, in the City Hall, the long awaited phrase "Zoya, do you agree to take Oleg as your husband, to be with him in sadness and grief, to be faithful until death separates you?" is pronounced.

After the ceremony, the spouses receive congratulations from friends and relatives. The "newly-made" husband takes his wife from the City Hall in his arms.

The next stage – getting married in church. The most touching and important moment to the couple, their parents, friends and relatives. The priest blesses the new family for happiness, health, luck, faithfulness, understanding, love and respect for one another.

God's blessing is the most serious blessing for the new family. There are many prejudices connected with the ceremony in church. They say that if the bride's dress catches the fire from a candle, it means that the marriage is doomed. So it is quite understandable that the bride's mother is always very careful in church, and does her best to prevent any of such things.

The third stage – celebration. The most joyful, surprising and unexpected things may happen this evening. The party takes place in a restaurant, cafй or at the home of the bridegroom or bride. All the guests come with gifts. In Ukraine, ordinary things can be presents at a wedding, which first of all, will be necessary in a young family: kitchen utensils, linen, home appliances, etc.

The party starts with congratulations from relatives and friends. After each toast, the guests shout "Gorka! Gorka! Gorka!" It means that the guests want to see the married couple kiss one another. One must note that the number of kisses at the wedding, as some bridegrooms have noticed, exceed the number of kisses received throughout the whole period of dating.
 When the guests have paid enough attention to the married couple, their attention goes to the bride's and bridegroom's best friends. To be the best friends of the couple at the wedding is a very honorable and responsible task. The bride chooses her best friend (unmarried girl) who helps the bride with all pre-wedding preparations. It is she who puts down her signature in the document certifying the marriage.

So, what is the role of the bridegroom's and the bride's best friend? They are called "witnesses". When the guests shout "Gorko" to the witnesses, it means that the guests want to see them kiss, too! At one of international weddings which took place in our city, there was a funny thing. The guests were shouting "Gorko" to the witnesses. The bridegroom's best friend spoke no Russian, so he was not really paying attention the shouts and continued to enjoy the delicious meal from his plate. When the interpreter explained to him what was required, the guy blushed. Anyway, he did not refuse from a kiss from the bride's best friend. Later on, at the end of the evening, he asked the guests to shout "Gorko" to the witnesses again.

During the party, dancing is a must. Everybody dances – the guests, the parents, the newly-married couple. But…a dance between the bridegroom and his mother-in-law and between the bride and her father-in-law is a must at each wedding party. Moreover, the bridegroom must prove that he will take good care not only of his wife, but also of his mother-in-law. In the presence of all the guests, the bridegroom declares that he will also be kind to his mother-in-law, and as a sign of his attention, he presents her with a pair of boots, which he puts on her!

However… a trial is expecting the bridegroom. It may happen that the bride may be stolen, and the guests will ask the bridegroom to pay 50-500 grivnas (10-100$) for her shoes, or even for the bride herself – even a bigger sum.

All guests are sure that the newly married couple will be the happiest family. But it stirs everyone's curiosity – who will be the head of the family - He or She? National tradition helps to clear up this issue. The newly married are given traditional bread and they try to break it apart. The head of the family will be the person who has got a larger part of it left in the hands! This ritual is more like a joke on the wedding party, but as time goes by it becomes obvious that traditional ceremonies are telling truth!

At the end of the party the custom of turning the bride into wife takes place. The bride is dancing waltz with all the young, unmarried girls present at the party. This is a sign that every young girl has the right for happiness, family and children. However, which of the present young girls will be the first one to get married depends on who catches the bouquet thrown by the bride backwards, over her left shoulder!

After the bride says "good bye" to her friends (young girls), a bride's mother's friend brings the round loaf to the bride and uncovers her bridal veil. Instead, a Ukrainian national kerchief is placed on her head. A young bride has turned into a married woman!

The wedding is over! Long live a new family! 

As our foreign witness once said, "We enjoyed the Ukrainian wedding very much! We'll come again".

Traditional Ukrainian Wedding Rituals

 Collected in Central Ukraine, 1998
by Natalie Kononenko 

 www.brama.com

The traditional Ukrainian village wedding is a complex affair with many important functions. It cements the union between the bride and the groom, establishing them as a new unit, which will help perpetuate, not only their respective families, but the whole village. The wedding contains fertility symbols to insure that the couple will bear children. It serves to honor the parents who reared the young people about to wed. There is solemn religious expression in the wedding. And there is a great deal of frivolity and merry-making that serves to balance both the solemnity of the serious part of the wedding and the rigors of farming, bringing all participants, which often means a good part of the village, closer together. 

I collected materials in Central Ukraine, specifically the Cherkas'ka oblast and the Kyivs'ka oblast, in the summer and fall of 1998. For their help with collecting, I thank Halyna Kornienko and Natalia Havryliuk. I also used the archival resources of the Institute of Folklore, Ethnomusicology, and Folk Art in Kyiv and for her guidance in using this archive, I thank Halyna Dovzhenok. The description of the wedding which follows is based primarily on my collecting and one should realize that there is a great deal of variation. There was variation from village to village when I did my work. Variation between oblasts and between regions is greater still. Even with the variation, there is a certain basic structure to the wedding. I am giving a rather full version of the wedding below. Some older people complained that today's youth fail to perform all of the steps of the wedding. By the same token, I saw great interest in reviving tradition, in performing the wedding in its full form, including wearing traditional Ukrainian dress (vyshyvka) instead of the western-style white gown with veil. An interesting compromise is to wear the white gown and veil for the civil part of the wedding, the registration of the marriage contract, and to wear Ukrainian dress for all of the parts of the wedding celebrated in the home. 

The traditional wedding in Central Ukraine starts with a formal engagement. The groom and several respected elders, usually two older, married men called starosty, visit the home of the bride and make a request to her parents for her hand in marriage. This visit, variously called dohliadyny, domovyny, and other terms, involves an exchange of gifts. The groom's side provides a bottle of horilka and the bride drapes the starosty with ritual towels or rushnyky. Both parties give a loaf of bread to the other side. Many people have heard that a bride could reject her suitors by giving them a pumpkin (harbuz) instead of a loaf of bread. In real life, this seldom occurs because the young man and young woman had already courted and agreed to wed before the formal domovyny with their elders. 

The length of the engagement varies, the minimum being one week, the amount of time necessary for cooking and other preparations. 

The ritual part of the marriage process begins on the Thursday or Friday before the actual wedding with the baking of a special bread called a korovai. 

On Saturday, or on Friday and Saturday morning, if there are many guests, the bride and groom, often accompanied by a friend, the druzhka in the case of the bride and the boiaryn in the case of the groom, walk the village with another ritual bread, the shyshka, each summoning his and her respective wedding guests. Friday evening is usually devich vechir, a party during which the bride bids farewell to her friends 

and she and they make the hiltse, a ritual tree which graces the table during the wedding. Saturday is the day for signing the civil marriage contract. 

Sunday is the day for the church service, if there is one. The main ritual, whether the civil or the church ceremony, is followed by a separation of the couple and the fetching of the bride by the groom's wedding train. In most cases, the groom takes the bride back to her own home and leaves her there, returning with his friends and family to his own house. A meal is served at each house, after which the mother of the groom dispatches him and a special train (poizd) to the home of the bride. 

This train is met with mock resistance, especially at the gates of the bride's house, and the groom has to pay a ransom, usually horilka and small amounts of money. After the ritual resistance, the groom's wedding train is admitted, and after further demands for payment from the groom, permitted to join the bride's family at the table. 

A more elaborate meal is served and the bride's wedding cake (korovai) is cut and distributed, with the guests offering gifts in exchange for horilka and pieces of the cake. After the meal, the party, now bride and groom together, travels to his home for more food, drink and dancing. 

Often, this trip back includes the ceremonial delivery of the bride's wedding chest, called a sunduk or skrynia, and a ritual procession with a special pair of icons, draped in rushnyky. A final meal at the groom's house is the occasion of the cutting the groom's korovai and its distribution among the guests, along with horilka, speeches, and more gift-giving. 

The morning after, there is a ceremonial breakfast for the bridal couple, sometimes accompanied by remnants of proofs of virginity. 

The solemn part of the wedding is followed by a period of frivolity, variously called kury, tsyhani, tsyhanshchyna, vechirky. It can take the form of a period of general thievery and mischief, where wedding guests steal chickens and other small food stuffs throughout the village, bring them to the house of the groom, and prepare and consume them. Sometimes wedding guests "attack" all those who chose to return to normal life instead of continuing the wedding celebration. They visit their homes, take gates off of hinges, hide equipment, and commit other pranks. The most popular form of post-wedding license is the tsyhanshchyna like the one I witnessed in Hrechkivka, Smilians'kyi raion, Cherkas'ka oblast on August 23, 1998. We were driving down the street when we noticed people in costume. At the door of one of the houses was a man dressed as a doctor. Since the water was shallow where the cart was dumped, several men attacked the couple, especially the father, dousing him, trying to push him into deeper water, or trying to get him to fall so that he would get completely wet. The dunking of the parents was soon followed by general pushing and shoving, attempts to get people into the water with as much of their attire on as possible. Many people, the children especially, simply disrobed to their underwear and went swimming. Several were dressed in rags or simply had on extravagant makeup. As this procession headed down the street, the cart was intentionally bounced up and down or pulled over the roughest available terrain. Every-so-often, the men/horses would "rear up" and need to be given a drink of water/horilka. When they encountered anyone on the street who was not part of the wedding party, one of the costumed revelers would offer the bystanders food and horilka and receive a small gift for the bridal couple in return. The procession headed down to the river. The cart was actually pulled down the bank and into the water, where it was overturned, dumping the bride's parents into the stream. The groom, we were told, was an orphan. If this had not been the case, his parents, would have been the first to suffer a cart ride. The cart and the men/horses were accompanied by a large procession, many of whom were in costume at this point. Some were dressed as gypsies, the source of the term tsyhanshchyna. Several were cross-dressed. Inside the yard were many people, a few in costume, and many quite inebriated. A meal was served which we did not attend. We joined the party several hours later. At this point they were walking down the street. Several young men were pulling a decorated cart in which were seated the parents of the bride. He would administer medical "aid" to anyone entering and collect a fee. The "aid" consisted of taking the guest's temperature with a broom handle "thermometer", "injecting" him or her with water, and then applying iodine/lipstick, thus marking all who had been subjected to the entrance ritual. 
The tsyhanshchyna may seem silly and, during Soviet times, authorities exerted great pressure on people not to include it in weddings, objecting especially to things like the leading tractor driver of the village cavorting in drag. Nonetheless, it is an important and necessary part of the wedding. For one thing, a period of frivolity exists in all meaningful ritual, providing tension release and balance, sealing the serious rite with the magic of laughter. For another, there are many not-so-silly components to the tsyhanshchyna. The fact that the parents are "sacrificed" means that they are considered precious and this perpetuates honor for elders. Water magic, namely dunking the parents in the river and alternatives I heard in other villages, such as lowering them down the well, means that there is an element of weather and crop fertility magic to the tsyhanshchyna. In the tsyhanshchyna, Ukrainian villages have preserved elements of an ancient ritual of deep meaning.

What's Up with All Those Ukrainian Folk Remedies?

by Olena Bearden, 

Kyiv Post Staff Writer

Some like their vitamins in pill and capsule form, while others like them (so to speak) straight, with no chaser: packed into a piece of fruit, fresh from the dacha garden. Guess which alternative Ukrainians prefer?

Western and Ukrainian assumptions about medical treatment differ a lot. Anglo-Americans tend to find it a cute, but ridiculous, idea that a cold could be treated with honey, lemon and hot tea; or that hurting feet could be soothed by immersion in a hot water and mustard solution; or that a sore throat could be salved by pressing a cloth soaked in warm water and cognac against it. To the pragmatic Westerner, such remedies are nothing but folk medicine, offering placebo effects at best. 

Folk medicine is an organic part of Ukraine, a country whose identity has always been bound up with its rural peasantry, among whom pagan healing traditions stayed around after the coming of Christianity. While you would have to visit some of Ukraine’s most secret, rural places to find people still practicing pagan rituals, even urban Ukrainians follow many bits of folk medicine.

For the record, here are some other folk remedies we’ve come across. For a stuffed nose: chop up some garlic and boil it in a pan, then stand over it and breathe in the fumes. 

For hiccups: rub mustard, vinegar or something else acidic on your tongue, and try to hold it in your mouth for ten minutes without spitting it out.

For chest congestion: prepare a poultice of mustard and onions, place on the bare skin, and keep it there overnight. 

For ulcers: mix a shot of hard liquor with a raw egg and shoot the mixture.

For a fever: stand before bedtime in ankle-deep hot water while drinking tea spiked with honey and vodka.

In addition, a shot of hard liquor is considered a fine cure for an upset stomach. 

Ukrainians simply aren’t as fascinated by pills and pharmaceutical remedies as Westerners are. Did you, dear Western reader, just sneeze? Take some antibiotics. Cough? Take some more. And if the antibiotics start to wear down your liver, take something for that, too. After that, undergo another course of treatment to restore your immune system and metabolism. Then you’ll want to go for a check-up within three months to make sure you don’t relapse. 

This course of action can be no more healthful, ultimately, than sticking a ribwort in your ear to keep your teeth from rotting, or burying a halved apple to keep yourself from getting warts.

In the opinion of many cynical Ukrainians, Western medicine sometimes seems set up to exploit people’s insecurities about their health, to keep the pharmaceutical industry going and provide work for doctors. As Hippocrates said, “Everything in excess is opposed to nature.” This can be true of both eating honey or taking antibiotics, so the trick is to find the golden mean.

Oh, and don’t forget to wear warm socks, if you’re female you should never sit on cold concrete, and don’t drink anything cold – it can be bad for your throat.

“God creates the cure and the physician earns the fee for it.” 

On Generosity and Etiquette

As stated above, Ukrainians are very generous and hospitable. (Chap​ter Four explores the nature of Ukrainian hospitality and discusses traditional foods and drinking customs.) General rules of etiquette dictate that you should always offer to share snacks and cigarettes with those around you, including strangers. You'll find that fellow travelers in your train compartment will offer you bread, sausages, bottled water, and vodka – whatever they have with them. Sometimes it's hard to refuse. An elderly woman on the train absolutely insisted on making my bed for me; she then instructed that a man in our compartment, a high-ranking military official whose driver was meeting him, give me a ride once we reached our destination. He was on a tight schedule, but she was his elder, so he said yes.
Like whistling indoors, standing with your hands in your pockets when meeting someone is impolite, because you are supposed to shake hands. Keeping your hands in your pockets is a form of disrespect, although close friends won't mind.

In Orthodox churches, skirts are more appropriate for women, but traditions are changing. Women should at least cover their head with a scarf or hat, and men should remove their hat. I once made the mistake of forgetting my scarf when throngs of people congregated for the all-night Easter service bearing baskets of foods to be blessed. Traditionally, even non-practicing Ukrainians attend this service, and everyone carries a white candle. Like all Orthodox services, there is standing room only, and the scent of incense is pervasive. Imagine my surprise when I discovered that a foul burning smell was actually my hair on fire!

Never shake hands across the threshold of a door; this is very bad luck as it forecasts a quarrel. Remember this in all business and personal introductions. Also, always take off your gloves before shaking hands. Expect to check your coat, umbrella, briefcase, and baggage at the entrance of upscale restaurants and the like.

Universal rules of etiquette dictate that on public transportation you should give your seat to the elderly and handicapped, as well as to pregnant women and mothers with small children. Never place your feet on train seats or on tables. Chewing gum in public is not considered polite, but neither is spitting, which is nonetheless more common than you are probably used to seeing.

Why do Flowers Mean so Much More to Ukrainians?

by Olena Bearden, 

Kyiv Post Staff Writer

In Ukraine, giving flowers can be a culture trap for those unaware of the practice’s dos and don’ts.

In Ukraine, giving flowers can be a culture trap for those unaware of the practice’s dos and don’ts. While choosing a bouquet for your significant other (remember that Ukrainian men are more used to giving flowers than receiving them – getting them is considered unmanly), three things should be taken into consideration: color; the type of flower; and how many you’re giving.

Colors have long been associated with different emotions. The problem is that different cultures feel differently about various colors. For example, mourning is expressed with red in South Africa, but with blue in Iran, purple in Thailand, white in China and yellow in Egypt. In Ukraine and North American countries, blue is the traditional color for boys and pink for girls. But in China, blue is for little girls and black is for boys. 

Most contemporary societies have let the symbolism of flowers and their colors fade away, but Ukraine is not one of them, and the different associations that attend different flowers can be burdensome for foreigners to keep track of. 

If you are not sure about your feelings for someone, be careful about giving them red flowers. That color denotes passion. Giving red roses will pack more of a message than it would in the U.S. or in Canada. White, pink or any other color except yellow is a much better option. Yellow is a color that in Ukraine is still associated with a certain potentially traumatic message. It means “Goodbye!”

For a long time, before greenhouses became common or the flower market developed, flowers were a seasonal thing in Ukraine. Daffodils and tulips were for spring; roses and gladioluses were for summer; chrysanthemums and asters came in autumn; and winter was mostly about, well, chocolate, given that it was so hard to make any flowers grow here in the cold months at all. The only flower given year-round was the carnation, brought to Ukraine by those fraternal Georgians, who apparently cared more about stimulating a year-round Ukrainian floral market than did the locals themselves.

Carnations, however, have a pretty heavy political association. They were always favored by the Communist Party and government officials. No parade, meeting, or ceremony in front of a Lenin memorial was complete without this frilly flower. Many people still identify the red carnation with Communist officialdom, which can make that particular flower a touchy gift.

If the guidelines about the color and type seem strict, there’s absolutely no margin of error when it comes to how many flowers you should give. An even number of flowers should be given at funerals only. At all other times it should be an odd number. If you want to follow the example of the popular song and present your girlfriend with a million scarlet roses, you’ll probably be forgiven. But otherwise this is a rule to be taken seriously. Flower vendors probably won’t even sell you an even number unless they’re sure that someone you know has died.

Meanwhile, 13 of anything is out of question for obvious reasons, so make up a conventional bouquet of three, five, seven or nine. On the other hand, one is always nice, too. But remember that giving more than nine flowers indicates serious romantic feelings and intentions.

According to another numerical tradition, you should present a birthday girl with as many flowers as she has years, but subtract or add one to make the number odd, if necessary. 

Finally, foreign men take heed: not presenting a bouquet to your Ukrainian significant other on March 8 – International Women’s Day – is a deadly sin that can never be redeemed. Make sure you toe the line. 

Gift-giving in Ukraine

by Olena Bearden

Kyiv Post Staff Writer

The thing is, to Ukrainians practical gifts don't mean you're cheap or trying to insult the other person. It means they want you to save your money so you can buy what you really like. Now that's thoughtful.

March 8 fever has finally passed, and gifters and giftees are undergoing a recovery period. In particular, some ex-pats who experienced the cheerful chaos of International Women’s Day for the first time are recovering from their shock over the Ukrainian culture of gift-giving.

A young Canadian living in Kyiv says she received a set of cosmetics from the Ukrainian administration of the business venture she works for. The set included a shower gel, shampoo and a deodorant.

“I could have put up with a shower gel as a present. But a deodorant and a shampoo for oily hair was too much,” the lady complained. She perceived the gift as a message that screamed: “Use me because you need it!”

Naturally, the gift didn’t put the Canadian in a festive mood; blame it on cultural differences. Only after a lengthy explanation from her native coworkers, and assurances that no one was trying to insult her, did she cheer up some.

The major difference in gift-giving between Ukrainian and Anglo-American cultures is that Ukrainians tend to give gifts they consider practical and necessary, while Anglo-Americans think good gifts should be exactly the opposite: artsy, precious, aesthetic and often completely extraneous to household needs.

The Ukrainian gift-giving logic comes especially into play when presents are given to acquaintances rather than friends. The chances are quite small that you’ll guess what your acquaintances might like. In giving practical things, you free up your recipients’ money so they can buy what they really want.

On the other hand, it can get a little more complicated than that. It’s hard to go amiss with alcohol when you’re gifting men, as only a committed teetotaler will refuse a bottle of good liquor in this country. As to female gifts, beauty-conscious Ukrainian women have always been keen on cosmetics.

Beauty products in the USSR (a rarity) were divided into three categories. Local stuff was naturally the least desirable. The Baltic brand Dzintars represented a significant step up in status. Anything French was unquestionably elite, and was the pinnacle of commodity success for every self-respecting woman. The object of unquenchable desire was the elusive bottle of French perfume, the price for which could easily equal an average Soviet engineer’s monthly salary. 

Indeed, the words “Made in France” on the box were enough to make a certain perfume precious. Women old enough to remember the sort of brand “variety” that existed in the USSR still appreciate items with foreign names prominent on the box. It seems they’ve also taught their daughters to appreciate the “right,” that is, foreign, brands.

According to a Kiev International Institute of Sociology poll of 1,986 Ukrainian women on the eve of March 8, 2003, perfume and other cosmetics still top the list of desirable presents. (By comparison, a similar survey conducted by American psychologist Jennifer Wynn shows that perfume occupies only sixth place in the imaginations of American women, who dream of more significant gifts.) Besides cosmetics Ukrainian women also fancy romantic dinners (second place) and clothes (third). Jewelry comes fourth, tourist packages fell into eighth place and money in ninth.

The most extreme “present” – a baby – bottoms the list. A mere 0.2% of women consider it to be the most desirable present to get; on the other hand, 0.5% of men consider it the most desirable present to give.

Naturally you don’t have to follow common stereotypes in gift-giving; healthy surprises are most welcome. But remember, there is such a thing as precedent, and don’t be offended when someone presents you with a bottle of shampoo. It’s just tradition.

It's My Party...

If it is your birthday, you will be expected to pay for the party. Traditionally, name days were celebrated, and to some, were more important than the actual birthday; however, Soviet attitudes altered this practice. Formerly, a child at baptism was given the name of a saint, often one whose saint's day was closest to the child's birthday. It was hoped that the child would emulate the best qualities of the particular patron saint.

Birthday cards are generally reserved for people who are far away and with whom you cannot celebrate the event. Hallmark might have some trouble here. Wrapping gifts is not such an important tradition either. At birthday celebrations, the first toast is always to the honoree; the second should be to the parents.

It is never good form to congratulate someone early, and this includes bestowing birthday wishes in advance. You will be con​gratulated on the various holidays, including your own country's (such as American Independence Day for me), but only on or after the day has passed. Along these lines, never ask expectant parents if they have a name selected for the baby.

Dining Etiquette

It's patently obvious, but wait to eat with your host. (On the other hand, in restaurants, sometimes it's best for people to eat when their dish arrives, since not all dishes will arrive at the same time.) You should not leave until the guest of honor has, and if you are lucky enough to be that guest, don't linger too long. The oldest or the honored guest may be seated at the head of the table. Ukrainians strive hard to live up to the tradition of gracious hospitality as expressed in the Ukrainian saying, "Guest in the home, God in the home".

In serving yourself, take moderate portions. Again, obvious? Yes, but there is also the tradition that the hostess will offer you more helpings several times during the meal. It is your duty to praise the food and its variety, and to compliment the hosts on their gracious-ness, as stinginess or carelessness convey a disregard for hospitality. The hostess will nonetheless humbly apologize for the meager presentation. You may honor your hostess by leaving a small portion of food on your plate, indicating that your hunger was satisfied.

It's not considered polite at a formal dinner to pick over an assorted platter to get only the items you want. It is acceptable to reach across in front of others.

Eating is continental style: this means, hold your fork in your left hand and your knife in your right. When you have finished, place your knife and fork, tines up and side by side, on your plate at a clock position of 5:25. Sweets are eaten with a spoon.

The Things We Do...

by Orysia Paszczak Tracz

The Ukrainian Weekly 

We have to deal with this topic sooner or later, whether we want to or not. Debates on euthanasia, life support, going home to die, living wills, Dr. Kevorkian, etc. all show us that we are beginning to deal with death, or trying to.

The way people all over the world deal with death in their rituals and customs indicates that most probably - psychologically and emotionally - they deal with it better than most North Americans.

For Ukrainians, both in Ukraine and in the diaspora, death is not necessarily the cold, lonely end to life that it has become in many contemporary societies. Of course, the person aware that he/she is dying usually still regrets having to leave this world; the ones left behind do mourn his or her loss. But the traditions and rituals of death and the funeral help make this last stage of life more bearable. 

Long before the coming of Christianity, the Ukrainian worldview held that the family (i.e., also clan and nation) is composed of three parts: those living, those "departed," and those not yet born. Taras Shevchenko titled one of his longer works "To the dead, the living, and the unborn countrymen of mine, living in and outside of Ukraine, my friendly epistle" (1845).

After death, the ancestors of the family and clan were believed to reside in the fields and in their crops, in the orchards and forests, and in the skies.They helped ensure that the harvest was good. At the feast of obzhynky (harvest), the best grain stalks were gathered into a special sheaf, which was brought home from the field with much ritual. This is the sheaf (the didukh) that at Christmas Eve was ceremoniously carried into the house and placed in the pokuttia, the special corner for the duration of the holidays. It was believed that the ancestors who had resided in the fields during the summer entered the home in that didukh.

The empty place setting at the Christmas Eve table is for the souls of the ancestors who come to celebrate with the family. In his work "Hutsulshchyna" (1899), Volodymyr Shukhevych notes that it was considered a terrible sin to remove any food from the ancestors' plate before Christmas morning. There were so many souls in the house for that evening that before sitting down to the special meatless, non-dairy, 12-course meal, family members would blow upon and brush their chair or bench seat, in order not to sit on a soul. I remember doing this as a child in New Jersey.

When the carollers came around, specific koliadky (carols) were sung not only for each member of the family, but also for those who had "departed" during that year. 

At Easter, right after the Resurrection services, the family would first stop at the graves of parents, to greet them with "Khrystos Voskres" (Christ is Risen), before heading home for Easter breakfast. At a specific date after Easter, the community would gather at the village cemetery for provody (literally, accompanying someone, as if on a walk or journey). This would begin with the religious service of panakhyda at each grave, and end with a picnic of traditional Easter food. Pysanky, Easter breads and liquor were left on the graves, and horilka was poured on the grave, so that the departed could share in the feast. 

There was even a special Easter just for the dead, called Rakhmanskyi Velykden (Easter for the Rakhmans - righteous Christians). Eggshells from Easter breakfast were tossed into the streams because it was believed that the shells floated down the rivers to the seas and oceans to the place where the souls lived. When the eggshells reached the souls, it was time for them to celebrate Easter. 

The above traditions, while not directly related to death and funerals, illustrate how throughout the year Ukrainians would be - and are - aware of those who died, and how they would honor their memory. While there is sadness, there is neither morbidity nor avoidance in remembering the dead. 

It was most important for a person to have a "good death," writes Yevhen Onatskyi.

For the Hutsuls, as Shukhevych notes: "The righteous death is only one from which a person dies in bed; there are another 11 'faulted' ones: when man angers God, then God sends a misfortune as a result of which a man either drowns, or someone kills him, or he burns to death, or dies from a fall, or hangs himself, or is killed by a [falling] tree, or shoots himself, or poisons himself, or someone stabs him, or drinks so much that he never gets up again." (1908)

"Normal" death was accepted as inevitable, also as a great equalizer, since "that's all the truth there is in the world, death doesn't know who is rich and who is poor."

But accidental or sudden death was greatly feared, because then one could not prepare to meet it properly by settling affairs with family and neighbors, asking them for forgiveness for any misunderstandings or transgressions.

A solitary death was considered a terrible misfortune, because then there would be no one to light the candle (held by the dying person), or to hear his or her last words and wishes. "May God prevent a death without people!" and "May God prevent a sudden death!" are two common exclamations. My mother-in-law, well into her 80s and physically not well, feared being alone for longer than a few hours. It turned out that she was afraid that if both of us left for a vacation together, she may die alone. For the last few years of her life, someone was always with her. 

While a deeply religious woman, my mother-in-law was a living example of the continuity of Ukrainian dualism: the pre-Christian and Christian beliefs combined. In the spring of 1984, pigeons started using our roof as a meeting place. Certain birds were considered messengers from the world of the departed. One evening, as she was going back inside from the back yard, my mother-in-law motioned towards them, and very matter-of-factly said, "Those pigeons are waiting for my death." She died in July of that year. 

It was also believed that the righteous died easy deaths, while evil people, or those who were familiar with the "unclean spirit," died in agony and took a long time to go. This is certainly a cruel, wrong and unfair way of looking at life, but in peasant societies very much was "black and white." Windows and doors were opened to let the soul leave faster; sometimes the person was bathed with certain flowers or herbs to be more comfortable in dying, and to speed the process. 

In North America, in large urban and rural centers of concentration, Ukrainians have their own funeral directors who understand the rituals required. The night before the funeral itself, there is a fairly short service for the dead called the panakhyda. If a large crowd is expected, the service is held in the church from which the funeral will take place. If not, it is held in the funeral chapel. This sung service permits the friends and members of community to pay respects, especially those unable to attend the funeral itself. 

The funeral, usually held in the morning, begins with the liturgy, after which the panakhyda is repeated. If it is a large funeral, usually there is a male choir singing the responses instead of just the mourners. By tradition, male voices and special mournful melodies combine for a rich, emotional service (in contrast to the female wailers of the past).

At the end of the evening panakhyda, at the funeral services in church and at the cemetery, the song "Vichnaia Pamiat" is sung by all. These two words (meaning "eternal memory," i.e., the deceased will remain with us in memory forever) are repeated over and over in the lovely melody, which itself is repeated two or three times. It has a cathartic effect, and brings tears to the eyes even of those who have no relation to the departed.

At least in North America, there no longer is a wake, with someone sitting up all night with the body. Ritual lamenting or wailing songs by female family members or hired wailers are no longer practiced. In these songs, among the most ancient of oral folklore, the wife, sister, mother or child would talk to the dead relative, asking: what I do now, who will do all the things for me that you did, etc.

Viktor Petrov writes that, "The laments/wailing (holosinnia) ... have preserved all properties typical of ideological folklore, i.e., folklore in that stage of its historic development when folklore was still social ideology and social ideology was folklore, in the complete identification [of both]." 

At a funeral in Winnipeg (1990) of a young man who had died trying to save a friend from drowning in a snowmobile accident up north, his still young mother reached to touch the casket as it was being carried out of church, and called out her son's name. I had the feeling she wanted to say more, but some relative's hand touched her shoulder to stop her. The modern "proprieties" of even a traditional family stopped this mother from expressing her grief naturally.

In "Facing Death," John Updike wrote: "... As a domestic reality, at least in the Western world, dying has been eased out the door - sent off to the hospital or the nursing home, and the corpse dispatched straight to the mortician, who is handsomely paid for performing his magic out of sight. Open-coffin funerals, the norm in my boyhood, have all but vanished in Protestant middle-class circles. Men and women not involved in mortuary, medical or police work can now lead full, long lives without ever having to see, let alone touch a corpse."

In Ukrainian funerals, the casket remains open for the viewing and the funeral, unless the circumstances of death require that it be closed. In Ukraine, the open casket would be carried by pallbearers or on a horsedrawn wagon to the cemetery, with special pallbearers carrying the top of the casket separately. A remnant of ancient burial practices was that of taking the coffin to the cemetery on a horse-drawn sleigh, regardless of the season. When Patriarch Slipyi wrote his will in 1984, he began it with the phrase, "As I get ready to be taken away by the sleigh ..."

Another example of what present-day North Americans would consider morbid is the normality of photographing the funeral and the deceased - especially if there are relatives living far away. I remember my parents receiving a number of photographs from funerals in Ukraine over the years. During my father's funeral in 1978, photographs were taken to send to his family in Ukraine. My mother still has the sepia photograph of her first baby in a flower-surrounded tiny white casket. The baby had died at 14 months of age during World War II. 

In general, while at North American funerals, it is common for the family to leave the cemetery with the casket still above ground, left for the undertaking staff to lower it later, in Ukrainian funerals everyone waits until it is lowered into the ground, with the priest and mourners tossing earth into the grave. This is changing based on cemetery staff arrangements. 

Because the dead are considered to be merely "departed" and are aware of their surroundings, even today in obituaries one of the phrases used is "May the earth be [as light as] a feather for [over] him/her." An illustration of the intense relationship of Ukrainians outside of Ukraine to their homeland is the frequent practice of tossing a handful of soil from Ukraine onto the grave. If the soil is from the deceased's own village, this is considered even more comforting. 

In contrast to "English" North American customs, during the Ukrainian Catholic and Orthodox funeral services, only the priest gives the eulogy. There is always a meal served after the funeral to those attending. This is held in the church hall, community hall, or in the home (if the funeral is very small). At the pomynky (root word, pomianuty: to remember or reminisce) or tryzna (origin: 8th-11th century funeral feast), hot food and alcoholic drinks are served at a sit-down meal. Here, family and friends reminisce about the departed. 

An ancient pre-Christian dish still served by some families at the pomynky is kolyvo, a porridge of cooked wheat grains and honey. The only difference between this and kutia, served at Christmas Eve, is that the latter contains poppy seeds, a symbol of fertility. Understandably, a dead person no longer has any use for that.

Where even a few decades ago remembrance services in church were held on each of three days after the funeral, and on the 10th, 30th and 40th days, now the panakhyda is celebrated on the 40th day and on every anniversary of the death; during Lent, requiem services called sorokousty (root word: "forty") are celebrated for each departed member of a family. This is yet another example of how the family joins in remembering those departed on various occasions during the year. Announcements of such death anniversary services are published in Ukrainian newspapers, often with services being held in many cities at the same time, depending upon where relatives live.

As generations of Ukrainians blend into either the mosaic of North America, they can be comforted in knowing that when it's time to go, the way will be so much easier because of remaining ancient Ukrainian funeral traditions.


Bonding in the Banya

by Daniel Reynolds Riveiro, TEFL PCV
I am naked except for a pair of sandals and the brown felt version of Gilligan’s hat. My host brother, Kiril, back from Cadet School for the holidays, is unadorned in the exact same manner. Oh, he’s also beating me with birch branches. 

I’m told this is a Ukrainian tradition. 

I probably shouldn’t have told my host mother, Larissa, that I had a sore throat, because she had been making me gargle five times a day with a mixture of water, salt and iodine. Stranger still, she thought that the perfect cure for me was a visit to the neighbor’s banya. 

The banya, or bath house, is a 2,000 year old Slavic tradition that goes like this: you sit in a sauna for a while, then you go into a steam room, then you get beaten with a bundle of leave-covered birch branches, then you go dive into an ice cold pool, and then you repeat. This is from a culture where my host mother yells at me if I go out into the cold with wet hair.

I asked Kiril, as we walked to the banya, how this was supposed to make me feel better. “It is supposed to rid you of evil spirits,” he replied. 

If I was an evil spirit having to go through all that, I wouldn’t stick around, either.

Have I mentioned before that Ukraine is the country where Leopold von Sacher-Masoch was born? It is from his name and his writings that we get the concept of “masochism.”

The banya was a stand-alone structure that had been hand-built by the neighbor out of mortared white brick. It was fifteen feet long and four feet wide. A wide pipe jutting out of the corrugated metal roof leaked ashy smoke into the sky. This should be interesting, I thought. Walking across a plank to its door, we opened it and stepped inside. 

Directly in front of us was the banya’s heart: a massive iron stove burning hunks of scrap wood. To the left was the room with the steam room, shower and pool. To our right was the sauna, and in it were three teenage boys sitting and relaxing in their underwear. Good, I thought, I get to keep my underwear on.

After introductions, the teenagers moved into the steam room to let us have the sauna, but not before stripping off their underwear. 

Okay, so I don’t get to wear my underwear. 

Kiril and I took off all our clothes, put on our sandals and hats, and then sat in the dry heat to talk. Ten minutes later, we were in the banya’s other room. One quarter of the room was taken up by a wooden enclosure, the steam room. I could hear the three boys beating each other in there with the birches, loud painful-sounding thwacks. 

I was not looking forward to getting beat with branches.

The “pool” was on the left, a hole in the ground lined with cement, barely four feet deep, two feet wide and six feet long. It also had no water in it. Between the pool and the steam room, a showerhead jutted out of the wall.

We waited for a minute before the three teenagers came spilling out of the wooden room, thick plumes of steam following them. Kiril and I went in, him holding a big cup of water and a bunch of birch branches covered in wide, flat leaves. The door closed, I sat on a wooden bench while Kiril put the birch branches in a pot of water to soak. He then poured water from the cup into the upturned mouth of a piece of pipe running to the furnace.

Steam filled the room. I was informed the steam was over 200 degrees Fahrenheit, and I believe it. The skin on my face was burning. After a minute it was simply too hot for me to take, and I had to leave the room for a minute before returning, keeping my head down and out of the steam rising to the ceiling. Kiril sat upright, eyes closed, head in the steam, ski cap on his head (“to keep in the heat”).

Sweat poured out of me, off of me, running down me and pooling in the plastic sandals on my feet. Kiril and I talked, sucking in huge breaths between sentences, the air heavy and thick and burning my lungs. We talked about language and Ukraine and America and places we’d been and places we wanted to see. And then, fifteen minutes later, we exited the steam room, panting.

The birch branches, Kiril said, would come later. 

The next step was a quick shower in tepid water before going back to the sauna. The teenagers were always one step in the process ahead of us, and so were going back into the steam room as we were moving into the sauna. They left behind on a table some salo, three empty bottles of water, an empty bottle of vodka, and lemon rinds.

We repeated the sauna/steam room/shower process two more times. By the third time we were in the steam room, I could run my hand down my arm and dead skin would be pushed ahead of it, gathering into white gunk.

Finally, Kiril reached for the branches. Taking them out of the pot of water, he held them over the steam rising out of the upturned pipe, and then told me to turn around. I did, and he began hitting my back and butt with them. They didn’t hurt, just gave my back a pleasant tingling sensation. Every ten hits or so, Kiril would push the whole bunch against me and run it down my back, as if trying to scrape the evil spirits off me. 

He told me to turn around and then told me to cover my groin with one hand and my heart with the other. I did, and he began beating my stomach and chest, my face turned up and to the side, eyes closed. By the time we were done, the floor of the steam room was littered with leaves.

We went out for another shower, and then back into the steam room, where I commenced to beat him with the birch branches. He then hit me again with them for good measure.

At this point, I still didn’t understand how this was an experience that could enthrall an entire culture for over two millennia. Gasping for breath from swinging the birch branches over and over in the steam filled room, lungs feeling char-broiled, I think I possibly felt worse than when I came in.

We left the banya, and Kiril switched on a nozzle in the pool. High pressured water shot out as if from a fire hose. Kiril stepped into the pool, directly in the path of the spraying water, one hand over his genitals, the other over his heart. He rotated around, lifting his legs to get them into the spray, and then he hurried out of the pool.

When I stepped into the spray, the water was so cold that my chest seized. The freezing water felt like a thousand pricking needles on my steam-cooked skin. I could feel every spot where the birch branches had hit, a mental image of overlapping lines, glowing red and etched over the length of my body. I did a few quick rotations in the spray, lifted my legs as Kiril had done, and then hurried out.

We went back into the steam room and sat, gasping for breath, steam expanding lungs that had seemingly shrunk and disappeared moments before. I felt light-headed and near to passing out. And then I did feel it: a sort of full body high, skin tingling as feeling returned to it. My head cleared out and I felt very awake, aware, serene. And in that moment was the secret of the banya.

We weren’t finished: the last step was to exit the steam room, soap up and do some serious exfoliation with a sort of plastic Brillo pad. There was shampooing involved, and then we were done. We got dressed and stepped out of the banya. I was surprised to see ice-covered asphalt outside, had forgotten that it was still the middle of a Ukrainian winter. 

Maybe that’s why what the purpose of a banya is. 

Kiril took a home-canned jar of pickled peppers to the neighbor as thanks for letting us use the banya, and then we went home. After a banya session, you’re supposed to eat a filling dinner and then go straight to bed. I did this, feeling on the edge of exhaustion after gulping down the food and three glasses of water.

When I woke up the next day, I felt as great as they said I would.

A Sad Independence
by Michael Truett, YD PCV
There are many things in this life that are universal to all humanity.  As you approach your service do not think that all will be the colorful happiness which you have envisioned.  Though, even through sadness, it will be.  I beg you to approach Peace Corps service with the open mind and independence that it will take to encompass all that it is.  

I had been at my site about six weeks.  I was close to my coordinator.  We were friends.  Not the type of friends one makes in the States, but a friendship bonded by necessity and common devotion to a cause.  Yet, a friendship burgeoning with endless potential and the promise of lasting connectivity.  We had found in each other the bonds necessary to forge a profitable relationship between ourselves and our organizations.

Though we were close, we had not seen each other for many weeks.  I had been at camp, as had she, and we had only had sporadic conversations, since I had arrived six weeks before.  Yet, all was normal; all was as it should be.  All was as the normal development which camaraderie must take.

It was time for my independence.  We had been told it was time to find our own place to live, apart from the loving and caring families with which we had been placed.  As an American I was eager for this independence.  Eager to begin or-- more flatly--enrich the life I had been given in Ukraine, but, of course, I needed her help.  How else was I to navigate the local customs, the language (with which I had only a nominal command), and the intricacies needed for the tasks and necessities ahead.  I could not go it alone.  And I would not.  Yet...

Six weeks after I had been at site my coordinator’s father passed away.   I had not known, until I received a text message at 6am on the train returning from IST in Kyiv.  What should I do?  What does this mean?  First, obviously, and foremost was her grief and the comfort we as people must give to one another.  For no matter the garb each culture puts upon its people, the figure of common humanity remains under those delicacies.  But, now, with this pain upon her, how was I to do all that I needed?  That which I needed would have to wait.  

If you have never been to a Ukrainian funeral, I do not advise you seek it out.  Not because the customs or the activities or emotions will be so different from that which you have seen in America, but because the sadness of the loss of any life transcends all cultures–and bearing the pain with any family is nothing to be taken lightly.  

I arrived at my coordinator’s apartment, when all others did.  The body of the man I had never met awaited me up three flights of stairs.  It was hot.  The middle of July.  I wondered how anyone, dead or alive, could stand the oppressive heat–and I am from the Mississippi Delta!  Throngs of people shuffled up and down the stairs, only a testament of how many people the life of this man had touched.  I did not know him.  But soon I would know him--and closer than many with whom I had spent considerable time with in my home across the ocean.

I sweated; the stench of people and flowers impregnated the room.  It was as it should be.  His cold body, cold for the heat of the day, lay in a velvet casket before me.  I had not known this man, but for his daughter, except for all she had given me, I knew him through her.  There I stood and I felt a trusting reliance that I was not an intruder into this solemn affair.  He had, without his knowing, given far more to me than he could have imagined in the medals upon his unbreathing chest or the motionless flowers about his feet.  He and I had never met, but in his life we–or I–had found the connection between two diverse cultures.  We were two places and many people that knew not of each other–but knew all what there was to know about each other.  His wife, who did not know me, his sister, who did not know me, and all others who did not know me, saw this upon my face, as I read it upon theirs.  We were one in our recognition of what this man had brought before us: the commonality of humanity.  

And there I stood, after proceeding down the steps to await his body in the courtyard.  I stood, sweltering in the heat with so many others.  Musicians gathered, people talked, seemingly in disrecognition of the import of the moment, but I was caught in the moment, and they were seeing off a friend.  And here the band played; a brass band.  Three trumpets, a trombone, and a tuba.  Another Ukrainian friend remarked how she thought this type of band was out of place–so to speak--an affront to the regal life following their procession.  Yet, I found it oddly different.  It was like New Orleans. The band, however, played not with the verve and revel of a Cajun Homegoing, but with more solemnity.  I found it refreshing, though, different.   

As I stood in the courtyard, watching others talk and wait as the body was brought down the difficultly of stairs, I wondered at my place and the places of us all in the world.  Soon, the grieving widow arrived and, shortly after that, the casket bearing that cold and strange body was laid in the courtyard of the thousand buildings that looked just like one another.  Just as we will all look lying snugly in our last bed.  It all held a unique anonymity of which all would hope their passing holds.  It was a different reverence from what I had seen in the States, a different way of expressing that grief, though the emotions scaled would have weighed the same on any fulcrum.


The band played more.  People watched, as the casket was set upon three stools.  The grieving widow followed and, overcome with grief, threw herself onto the man she had loved for 35 years.  She wailed in Russian, I understood little that wasn’t said in the tears and emotions wrought upon her face.  Through the clamor, though, “Spasiba, tibya! Spasiba, tibya!” I understood.  “Thank you,” the old widow screeched, using the familiar declination one reserves for relatives, close friends, and lovers.  It was a moving moment.  A moment I wished to end, but for her could not last long enough, catching the fading glimpses of the man she’d know so unfathomably long.  Her children pried her hands from the body, then from the casket, and the pallbearers did their necessarily grim duty.  The body was laid in a hertz, and we all filed into buses to the cemetery, which were late in typical Ukrainian fashion.  Many seemed surprised at this rudeness, but I had come to expect it.  I suspect, however, tardiness in this event is an affront in any culture.


The graveyard was windy, blowing the lace and frills of the open casket playfully.  A preacher, maybe a friend, said the parting words, followed by the last, final, tearful goodbyes of the family.  Each member taking their own time to part with the man who had helped shepard them through their lives.  Then the cover was closed forever on this man, this stranger.  He was lowered into the earth and the workers began shoveling an earthen roof atop him.  People passed, grabbing handfuls of dirt to throw upon him, their last aid on a life’s voyage.  I cried.  I threw in my own meaningless handful and trudged to the bus.  We ate at a café and went home.  No toasts were made, it was bad form.

But as with any death, it leaves behind only memories and the living.  We were all still alive and until our time must do the unremarkables about which life is built.  Mine was to find an apartment.  Yet, how could I do that?  I surely could not ask for my grief-stricken coordinator’s help.  Certainly not!  Time had come for my independence.  A full independence that required me to acknowledge my need for reliance.  

I walked the streets, talking to babushkas, looking for hints of apartment.  I lingered in cafes looking for the same, chatting incompetently with locals.  Finally, I found a man.  A decent fellow, younger than I, who it seemed could be trusted.  His girlfriend was readying to move and, perhaps, her apartment would do.  We walked to the flat, talked with the landlady, and, after a quick viewing, my was made.  

A stranger’s death had forced me to find another stranger upon who I had to place my independence.  I thank the first for the coordinator and friend he gave me, as well as the opportune necessity of meeting the second.  The second I thank for his spontaneous kindness and the opportunity of finding that which I needed–an apartment and my independence.

About Memorial Day in Ukraine

by Werner, P Jay, CD PCV
I just returned from the most beautiful cemetery I have ever seen.  The second weekend in May Ukrainians celebrate Memorial Day.  This morning my hostess and I got up early and started cooking and making open-faced sandwiches.  She fried fish and made a delicious mushroom salad.  There was smoked salmon, sausage, cheese, salami, green salad, herring, pickles, baguettes and lots of cognac, beer and vodka.  We packed all this food up and set out for what turned out to be the cemetery.  Her husband died 7 years ago at the age of 54.  He was a Lt. Col. in the Soviet military.  The cemetery was huge and it was swarming with people.  Almost every grave was marked with a beautiful black granite headstone, with a laser picture of the deceased.  The headstone was contained within an ornate black wrought iron fence, which marked an area of maybe 12 x 20 feet.  A garden was planted inside the fence and around each headstone.  There were tulips, daisies, pansies and bluebells.  Artificial flowers were mixed in with the real.  Next to each grave was a picnic table and benches.  In a few minutes, two Orthodox priests arrived, one in gold brocade and one in silver, with their long beards and flowing manes, carrying incense censors.  Candles were for sale and the mostly widows gathered around the priests with their lit candles.  Chanting and singing followed.  After the religious service, the picnic began.  Family and friends joined Galina – her son and grandson and old friends of her husband’s.  I noticed her son placing a lit cigarette at the foot of the grave.  Then came a shot glass and a boiled egg and pieces of candy.  Other friends visited the grave and left either flowers or candy as well.  The custom is to prepare the loved one’s favorite foods and share it.  Each child received candy from the family so that going to the cemetery was a pleasure for the kids.  Pretty soon a brass trio arrived, a French horn and 2 trumpets.  They went from grave to grave playing favorite songs of the deceased.  After 3 hours of visiting and eating, we gathered our things and came home.  It was a lovely way to remember her husband and a wonderful Ukrainian tradition.  I have decided I want to be buried in Ukraine.

XIV. TABOOS AND SUPERSTITIONS
Background and Beliefs

Ukrainians have always been highly superstitious, especially about rites of passage such as traveling, marriage and death. One recurring theme is the "jinx." Acting as if you expect success in an endeavor is to invite disaster, and this basic concept pops up all over.

One pagan belief that has survived among a smaller circle of the superstitious is the danger of "the evil eye" and an ill-intending person's ability to cast it. Those who believe in the power of a hateful glance to summon misfortune "disinfect" themselves by passing a candle three times before an icon.

As another example, before a long trip, it is traditional for everyone in the household to sit in perfect silence for a few minutes while seated on their luggage, the couch, or a bed. One view is that this presents the appearance that nothing important is happening, and evil spirits get bored and wander off to make mischief elsewhere. Another opinion on this superstition is that it allows the soul to re-enter the body as it may be lounging around the house.
It is thought that invisible ghosts and evil spirits are visible in mirrors.
This explains the following two items:

1. One of the most widely held superstitions is that coming back into a home to fetch a forgotten object will bring danger on the resumed journey unless the forgetful one glances in the mirror before going out again. Some insist you must stick out your tongue at the mirror or at least make an ugly face to scare off evil spirits lurking in the nether world beyond the glass. When a person leaves home, it is believed they are followed by a guardian angel. If they return, the angel will be waiting alone on the roadside and unavailable to protect the forgetful one. Glancing in the mirror brings the angel back to restart the sojourn. It is also said that looking in the mirror is to be sure that the devil is not behind you.

2. When there is a death in the family, all the mirrors in the house are covered. Perhaps this is to avoid seeing the soul of the departed still floating in the house, and also to free the soul of the deceased so that it can leave the house and go on to heaven. Alternately, do not to obstruct the bedroom mirror with open closet doors or discarded clothing as this will block the journey of a recently departed spirit to the next world.

Breaking a mirror is reputed to herald the alienation of a close friend or loved one, and looking at one's reflection in a broken mirror is considered even more perilous. Catching a mirror image lighted by candles also is supposed to bring bad luck; eating in front of a mirror is thought to inflict permanent damage on the diner's physical appearance.

As with mirrors, thresholds are the dwelling place of spirits. Ukrainian fairy tales are replete with the figure of the domovoi, a temperamental brownie who protects the household. The threshold is where the domovoi lives. Shaking hands or kissing over the threshold is an invasion of his territory and might offend him. He also doesn't appreciate anyone sitting or sleeping too close to his space.

The domovoi is supposed to follow the head of a household if the family moves. There are elaborate rituals for attracting free domovois to newly established households after a marriage. Most involve cats, which are the only creatures who can communicate with the brownies. Rather than carrying a bride over the threshold into a new home, the post-nuptial rite in Russia calls for letting a cat into the house to summon a domovoi.

When the soviet Mir space station and the U.S. space shuttle Atlantis linked up in the cosmos in June 1995, Mir commander Vladimir Dezhurov hesitated fretfully for several seconds after Atlantis commander Robert L. "Hoot" Gibson extended his hand in greeting through the portal linking the spacecraft. Dezhurov eventually threw cultural caution to the wind and shook the hand of his counterpart ignoring the threshold taboo (and look what happened to Mir).

A story about an American man – he was negotiating with a university professor about renting a room or a flat. They were getting to the end of the conversation when the American man said, "I will probably take the place if I am alive. Who knows? I may be dead tomorrow!" The Ukrainian man went to removing the curse that the AM had placed on himself. He spit over his shoulder, convulsed, and really put on a good show for about ten seconds. The professor cautioned the American in a stern voice not to do that again! He was very serious.

If you accidentally spill salt, you are in for some bad luck. To stop it, pick up some salt, throw it over your left shoulder, spit three times in the same direction and say, "Tfu-tfu-tfu tri raza - ne moya zaraza." This action, held to chase away the devil that sits on a person's left shoulder looking for ways to spoil the future, is a close approximation of the Western idea of knocking on wood.

Colors and figures have strong associations with luck or the lack of it. Yellow flowers and red hair are particularly suspect. The former is associated with sadness, and the latter is mistrusted because redheads are so rare in Ukraine.

Unlike in many Western cultures, the number 13 holds little meaning for Ukrainians. Friday the 13th is nothing to worry about, and hotels have floors and rooms numbered 13. However, even numbers are widely considered omens of bad luck. A dozen roses, or any other even quantity of any flower, would be appropriate only at a funeral.

Mythology
Source:

http://www.encyclopediaofukraine.com/
A body of myths or stories dealing with the gods, demigods, and heroes of a given people. The earliest historical record of pre-Christian religious beliefs in Ukrainian territory belongs to the 6th-century Byzantine historian Procopius of Caesarea. According to him the Sclaveni and Antes were monotheist. They believed in a god of lightning and thunder and sacrificed cattle and other animals to him. Procopius does not give the god's name. Mykhailo Hrushevsky and other scholars assumed it was Svaroh. These peoples also venerated rivers, water nymphs, and other spirits, offered sacrifices to them, and foretold the future from the offerings.

Two periods are distinguished in the evolution of eastern Slavic mythology: an earlier one, marked by Svaroh's supremacy, and a later one, dominated by Perun. The legends about the Scythians as having originated from one father and three sons and about the founding of Kyiv by the three brothers Kyi, Shchek, and Khoryv, as well as 12th-century data on the pagan pantheon of Kyivan Rus’, suggest that the chief god of the Sclaveni and Antes was named Troian, which in Ukrainian suggests ‘father of three sons.’ A reference to the deity in Slovo o polku Ihorevi has led some scholars to the conclusion that Troian was at one time the ruling god of Rus’. In the 12th-century apocryphal work ‘Khozhdeniie Bohorodytsi po mukakh’ (The Mother of God's Journey through the Agony) Troian is listed first among the deities and is followed by Khors, Veles, and Perun. The grouping of father and three sons was observed in the pantheon of Volodymyr the Great, in which Perun was elevated to first place and was followed by Khors, Dazhboh, and Stryboh. By function and importance Svaroh or Troian corresponds to Sviatovyt (Svitovyt), the god of the sun and later of war and plenty in the western Slavic pantheon.

The main deities of the early period of Kyivan Rus’ were Perun, the god of rain, lightning, and thunder, and Veles (Volos), the god of livestock. As the tribal society evolved into a more organized state, the functions of both deities expanded: Perun became the god of war, and Veles, the god of prosperity and commerce, and they were adopted by the prince as the official gods of the state. At first Volodymyr the Great tried to create a unified state religion by incorporating all common and tribal deities of his realm into one pantheon. According to the Primary Chronicle (for 980 AD) Volodymyr set up idols of Perun, Khors, Dazhboh, Stryboh, Symarhl, and Mokosh outside the palace at Berestove. The chief god in this pantheon was Perun. Khors, a sun god borrowed from the Persians, was second in rank. Dazhboh's functions were similar to Khors's. Some scholars held that the two names referred to the same god. Next in rank was Stryboh, the god of wind and water. The nature of Symarhl has been the subject of much speculation. Some scholars identify Mokosh with Marena, the Slavic goddess of spring and water; others define her as a goddess of birth. Volodymyr's pantheon was short-lived; in 988 Christianity became the state religion (see Christianization of Ukraine).

The cults of Kupalo (see Kupalo festival), Koliada (see Koliada), Tur, Yarylo, Kostrub, Lada, and Marena of the early Slavic period and Princely era survived for several centuries after the introduction of Christianity and then were absorbed into Christian folk customs and rites. Their memory lingers in popular superstition and folklore. Mythological figures such as Lado, Lel, Polel, and Podaha, who appear in 16th- and 17th-century monuments and later literature, are mostly of literary origin.

The mythological figures of Rod and the rozhanytsi, who are mentioned in many literary monuments, date back to prehistoric times. The rozhanytsi are similar in function to the Roman Parcae, whose name is derived from the Latin parcere ‘to give birth.’ The names Rod and rozhanytsia are related to the Ukrainian (and Slavic) words rid ‘clan,’ narod ‘people,’ rodyty ‘to give birth,’ and pryroda ‘nature.’ The belief in Rod and the rozhanytsi influenced folk ideas of death, the dead, and the afterworld and folk wedding and birth rituals. The church struggled for many centuries against the cults of these deities.

During Christian times the ancient mythology of Ukraine's inhabitants survived to some extent in the folklore and demonology of the Ukrainian people. Many elements of ancient religious belief were absorbed also by church rites and ritual.
Assorted One-Liners

If there are many dishes accidentally breaking in your house, you live in a happy home.

It is bad luck to look back when you are beginning a trip.

If you whistle indoors, you will whistle your money away.

It is considered bad luck to shake hands, kiss, or pass something through a doorway.

If a woman carrying empty buckets (or a bag) crosses your path, it's bad luck. Full buckets denote good luck. People will cross the street to avoid following a woman with an empty bag.

Unmarried women who sit at the corner of a table will not marry for seven years.

If you step on someone's foot, you should let them step on yours in return (hopefully the person is not wearing cleats). I've read that this applies only to children, but I've also read it applies to adults as well.

For children – if you are standing in between two people who have the same first name (which happens quite frequently as seventy percent of the population is named Natasha or Sasha), make a wish and spin around on your left leg three times for the wish to come true.

If you call someone familiar on the telephone and they do not recognize your voice, it means you will soon be rich.

A black cat crossing your path is a bad omen that Ukrainians take very seriously.

Never light a cigarette from a candle. It will bring you bad luck.

If you leave something behind when departing Ukraine, it is a good sign. It means that you will be returning. This is also said to be true for leaving a coin behind.

Do not step over someone. If you do by mistake, step back over them in the opposite direction.

If a man drops a fork, it means a lady will soon be coming to visit him. If he doesn't want this lady to visit, then he must knock three times on the floor next to the fork. If a woman drops a knife, it means the same thing, except that a man is coming to visit her, and she needs to knock on the floor three times to keep him away.

Never pick up money found on the street. You will end up poor.

Never cut your child's hair in his or her first year.

Do not cut the mother's hair in first year after birth.

Do not clean crumbs from the table with your hand. It means you will be poor.

You should not bathe completely on a Monday (which is why the public saunas are closed).

Never be a witness at more than two weddings, or you will end up single.

Never touch a needle with black thread found unexpectedly.

Never give a knife as a present. It must be sold for some small coin.

Future mothers do not go out and buy baby equipment until the very last minute for fear that doing so might bring harm to the newborn.

If a death occurs at home, all the mirrors and the chandelier in the house of the deceased are covered. All clocks in the house are stopped. The dead person's clothes are thrown out.

On examination day, don't make your bed, don't wear anything new, and don't cut your fingernails.

If someone is going on a long trip, do not clean up or sweep out the person's room immediately, or you will sweep out good luck (udacha) with the dirt, and harm will come to the person who has just left.

One traditional present for a newborn baby is a teaspoon made of silver or gold. You put it in the newborn's mouth, and it's supposed to make him or her rich.

Some families (even non-religious) assign a godfather or a godmother for a child. In addition, they usually have a party as late as possible so the child gets stronger and does not catch any infection from the guests.

If you put your shirt or sweater on inside out, cast it to the floor and step on it before putting it on the right way.

If you have a bad dream and you don't want it to come true, you have to get rid of it first thing in the morning by retelling it to running water from the faucet so that it goes down the drain.

Do not return something borrowed after nightfall.

Mending a hem or button while wearing the damaged garment has long been shunned by most Ukrainians in the belief that this action tempts misfortune.

When getting out of bed, touch the floor with your right foot first to ward off a day filled with troubles.

If you cut a loaf of bread upside-down (the bread, not you), turn it upright when you're through, or things will go upside-down for you as well.

Precipitation is a good luck sign on a day of departure.

It's bad luck if the FSB knocks on your door late at night, even if it's raining, and especially if the bread is upside-down. . . or maybe you just didn't touch your right foot to the floor when you got up in the morning!

Superstitions Galore

Ukraine is marked (as elsewhere) by its own blend of superstitions, health concerns, home remedies, and rules of etiquette. For example, sitting on cold stone steps is considered bad for one's health and also inappropriate behavior. As a rule of thumb, follow the example of locals in unknown situations. The phrase "when in Rome “... tells only part of the story; the Slavic spin is the accurate one here; "In private do as you wish but in public do as you are told”.

An open window in my office was often an invitation for unsolic​ited comments from staff members: that the window was open explained why my back hurt or I had the remnant of a cold. There are strong beliefs that sitting on cold surfaces or drinking from cold cans will cause colds. Leaving the house with wet hair or exposure to any sort of draft (including close proximity to an open window) is considered an invitation to catch colds. If you already have one, you will be reminded endlessly not to touch a glass of cold juice, for example. Tea, never coffee, is imperative in the recuperative stage. Garlic is well known for its magical and medicinal values; it has even earned the nickname "Russian (or Ukrainian) penicillin”.

According to some, superstitions help to explain life's inequalities and unpredictability, including the randomness and capriciousness that marked the Soviet era, particularly under Stalin. Yet the superstitious nature of the Eastern Slavs was entrenched long before the communists arrived; rural communities have long been marked by the popularity of folk wisdom, home remedies, and superstitions. The popular Russian saying, "Khuzhe bivaet," translates as "It (or things) could be worse”. There is a resigned quality to Ukrainians that boggles and frustrates foreigners, but this too is about survival.

One popular superstition pertains to women sitting at the corner of the table (I must have done this too many times): it means not getting married for seven years. Whistle inside a building, and you will whistle away your money. Knocking on wood for good luck (or as a preventative) appears universal, just as a black cat crossing your path never bodes well. Ukrainians will also symbolically spit over their left shoulder, the same one over which they will toss three pinches of salt if they spill some. This is because the devil sits over your left shoulder, an angel over your right.

Borshch made on a Thursday signals that the devil himself will bathe in it, and a pot left unattended on the stove can mean trouble for your whole family. If you count varenyky (dumplings) as you make them, they will overcook and their fillings will seep out. An empty bottle on the table could mean depleted food reserves, so move it just to be safe. If a knife falls to the floor, a male will visit; a spoon, a female; and if a coal falls from the stove, expect a guest from far away. If you want to catch a witch, wrap a piece of cheese in a cloth and tie it to your shirt during Lent. On the Saturday before Easter, witches will appear and beg for the cheese.

The cat must be the first to enter a new house, so death will take the cat and not your grandmother. If you put your clothes on wrong, adjust them immediately or people will beat you. A cultural statement could be inferred from this last one, but it's probably better not to read too much into superstitions.

If you leave something behind unintentionally, this means you will come back. For example, a foreigner who leaves a pair of shoes will eventually return. For shorter journeys, one should sit awhile before leaving the house. If you forget something when you leave, you should not go back for it. However, if you must, look into the mirror (or don't). If some superstitions sound a bit contradictory, they are. This is the great thing about them!

XV. MONEY ISSUES
Greasing Palms

Ukrainians also need a technique for surviving their country's red tape, in addition to the bribery, corruption, and crime that were rising during the late Brezhnev era and have escalated since independence. (Only during Stalin's reign was bribery less of a problem, and that was out of fear.) The Soviet concept of blat roughly translates as "access, pull, or connections" that is always more powerful than currency, which in any case you can only spend once. A related term is svyazy meaning "connections and strings," which is not the same as vzyatka, meaning "kickback or bribe." Today, blat and svyazy remain enor-mously valuable and vzyatka, enormously pervasive. 

Ukrainians have a strong tradition of helping friends and family.

Skeptics argue that even family members can never be fully trusted, but this is a perception from Stalinist days when the system encour​aged people to turn in family and friends for actions against the state. There is the famous story of Pavlik Morozov, the 14-year-old Ukrain​ian who denounced his own father for hoarding grain in the early 1930s. Many Soviet monuments were erected to this little hero-martyr whom the villagers had killed for his betrayal. Recent evidence shows that Stalin privately thought him "a little swine" for denouncing his father, but turned his example into a useful political weapon. Today it is comforting to be able to rely on others to help you get what you need, information or otherwise. Even more so than in Soviet times, many Ukrainians remain perpetually financially strapped while their costs for food and apartments have rocketed.

Although, unlike vzyatka, blat and svyazy do not involve the exchange of money or bribes, small gifts may be given. Blat is what I sometimes call "tipping in advance." People talk about the value of a bottle of beer or a box of chocolates in easing a sticky relationship, or as a show of kindness or gratitude. (An old folk saying: "If you don't oil, you cannot start your journey.") One English friend in Moscow remarked that the occasional packet of cigarettes to the parking attendant meant his car didn't get nicks – in contrast to the unhappy experiences of his friend, who assiduously refused to play the game. There's a joke that when blat dies there will be no funeral; where would we find the coffin or nails?

While younger and good bureaucrats have largely jumped ship, the older bureaucrats in place tend to abuse their position and demand bribes to supplement their paltry income. The old Soviet curse, "May he live on his salary!" applied equally to governmental officials and ordinary citizens, only the latter opted to moonlight to supplement their incomes. (You will find that many of the kiosk vendors and street sellers of books and postcards were trained as engineers or earned doctorates; they turned to selling because they needed more money.) Some argue that in another decade these corrupt officials will be retired, and a younger generation, eager to emulate the West, will not tolerate the current rampant abuses in the system.

Sometimes Europeans single out Americans for their "puritani​cal" views toward petty corruption, but none will dismiss the detrimental impact of coming into contact with Ukraine's mafia. The world is clearly watching to see how the Ukrainian government will rein in this accelerating problem. The allegation that the police is involved with the mafia's activities is especially disheartening to ordinary, law-abiding citizens.

Tipping

The word for "tip" (in Ukrainian and Russian) comes from chai, meaning "tea". In the past a tip was nominal – the idea was that it covered the price of a cup of tea for the waiter. Today tipping is expected, especially of foreigners; people tend to tip better in the expat hangouts, and the servers in the local places might benefit even more from your generosity.

Always check first to see if a service charge was included in your bill. (Useful words for receipt, bill, or check are kvitansiya, schot, rakhunok, or chek, respectively.) A standard tip is 10% to 15%; again, remember to check to see that you weren't overcharged. Note that the cost of bread is often added to your bill, even if you didn't eat the bread that you didn't order that was brought to you. If you don't want it, refuse it when they bring it to you, not when the bill arrives.

In the Soviet era, people had to request a chisty stol (literally, "clean table") when they dined out; otherwise, an assortment of zakusky were brought to the table – and naturally added to the bill.

If you pay by credit card, leave the tip on the table in cash, or your server will never see it.

Ukrainian Middle Class on Holiday
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Ludmila Shangina
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 www.mw.ua
Summer is at its height. Employees are going on holidays with the dream and the goal of a good rest. In the civilized world employees mostly represent the middle class, which is the pillar of democracy and guarantor of prosperity. So what are the dreams, plans and the actual holidays of the middle class a la Ukraine, that is the middle class by the self-definition of its representatives since there are no other features of the middle class in Ukraine? This is already the second year when the sociological service of the Razumkov Center asks Ukrainians, who identify themselves with the middle class, about the way they spend their summer holidays. This summer the poll was conducted on June 1 - 8 in all regions of Ukraine among 2011 potential holiday-makers older than 18. 

The results allow for the following three deductions. 

First, the percentage of the middle class in Ukraine has increased. Thus 47% of Ukrainians identified themselves as middle class in December 2000, whereas this June their number reached 56.2%. It is too early to make any valid scientific conclusions regarding the improvement of living standards in Ukraine, yet it is evident that more Ukrainians identify themselves with the middle class in summer than in winter. Probably in summer they are less concerned with poor heating and lack of hot water or probably the readily available food is beneficial to their class self-determination, or probably they just got used to this life. 

Second, the dreams and plans of Ukrainians for their summer holidays are constant and unchangeable. Last year 6.1 % dreamed of a holiday in a village, this year the percentage is the same. 20.2% wanted a foreign tour last year, 20.8% want it now. This is true about practically all options. Maybe this is what long-awaited satiability is. 

Third, poll results testify that the Ukrainian middle class dream according to their status, plan within reason and spend holidays within their budget. 

What they dream of

Ukrainian middle class dream about holidays that would comply with their status. In short they would like to have a holiday as in the films about the middle class. 

Almost half of those polled (48.4%) dream about a comfortable and wholesome holiday - they are attracted by the Ukrainian sea seen from the window of a resort hotel, lodging house or at a health resort. Almost one quarter (23.5%) picture themselves on a foreign tour somewhere in Venice or Brussels. More than one fifth (21.8%) want to spend their holiday in a foreign resort. A tourist camp in the Ukrainian forest, on the bank of a Ukrainian river, campfire, fish-soup, guitar, mosquitoes and other insects rank fourth among the preferences of Ukrainian middle class (21.2%). 

These are only dreams, however. 

What they plan for

Planning somewhat changes the whole picture. The middle class in Ukraine plans their holiday not according to their status but upon a careful calculation of all their savings. Having made an estimates, less than half of those dreaming about the sea or a sixth (16.6%) actually plans to go there. Only one in twenty or 13 in a thousand (1.3%) plans for a foreign tour, and only one in 36 dreaming actually plans to go to a foreign resort. Even with the tourist camp in forest on the river bank with mosquitoes things do not work out well for everybody: only half of the romantic dreamers (9.5%) actually plan to eat fish-soup cooked over a campfire. 

This is only mental work however. 

What they can afford

On the Friday night preceding Monday morning, on which the holiday begins, the Ukrainian middle class stops dreaming and planning, and takes out all their available cash, carefully counts it and … goes not on a dream or planned holiday but on an affordable one. 

In other words, judging from the previous summer 30 % of the middle class Ukrainians do not go anywhere at all since their money is enough only for a holiday at home (incidentally, only about four in one hundred of them like spending holiday at home). 13 % of the middle class most likely will go to a village, whereas about the same percentage will not have holidays at all. 10.6% will spend their holidays at their summer cottage, which is a dream holiday of 5.4% or twice as less respondents. 

Only one in five middle class Ukrainians will implement their plans (do not confuse them with the dreams): 11.5% will spend their holidays in a resort hotel, lodging house or at health resort by the sea and 10% will camp at the sea shore in Crimea. As for the Crimea, which used to be a national health resort in Soviet times, 30.6% of Ukrainians spent a holiday there more than 10 years ago, whereas 40.4% have never been there at all. 

Our Road to Europe

As for the dreams… Venice, Paris, Pompeii. Less than one in a hundred middle class Ukrainians (0.9%) will see these places; whereas only 0.7% of them will actually go to the Canary islands or Cyprus. 

Indeed, it is no use hanging about in Europe. Firstly, large-scale arrivals of our fellow countrymen into Europe have always had a bad ending. We should not forget the Russian hussars and dragoons entering Paris in 1812. What happened next? The Decembrists, slogans of “down with autocracy”, “we need reforms”… Oh no, let them stay at home. 

Moreover and secondly, they can get to Europe without having to leave their native village, as it was written down on big billboards in support of the program of their dear government or the political reform of their dearest President. It’s a pity the billboards were taken down, they looked so superior rising from above the weeds… 

Thirdly, we go to Europe and abroad but not to spend holidays there. We go there to work. Let us make calculation. About 21 million adult Ukrainians identified themselves as middle class. As we said above, only 1.6% of them or about 300 thousand people will go abroad for a holiday. Whereas according to the varying data either two or seven million Ukrainians work there. Even if we take two million as the valid number this would mean that there are seven Ukrainian workers per each Ukrainian holiday maker abroad and they would hardly come back home with the slogans “down with…” and “we need reforms”. In fact, certain reforms and voting are easier to carry out “with the help” of those working abroad. After all, these are either two or seven million additional votes…

Fourthly, foreign tycoons of the tourist business are unlikely to suffer any significant losses from the not-arrival of middle class Ukrainians to their seaside, resorts and other places of interest and recreation. One quarter (25.5%) of the middle class can afford to spend only 100 Ukrainian hryvnias per family member during their holiday and don’t think that this is a typo, we really mean Ukrainian hryvnias and not US dollars. As for dollars, $100 is the limit for about 40% of the middle class Ukrainians and about $ 200 for 13.6%. This amount is not enough for Europe, but it can be sufficient for Turkey or Egypt. According to statistics this is where Ukrainians mostly chose to spend their holiday. 3.4% can afford to spend about $ 400 and only 0.8% will be able to spend more than this, whereas 17.6% found it difficult to answer this question. 

Since spending a holiday in a resort hotel, lodging house or at health resort in Ukraine costs about 900 hryvnias per person, this type of holiday is unaffordable for the majority of the Ukrainian middle class. 

Sad Reflections 

37.9% or about 14.5 million grown up Ukrainians identify themselves with the lower class. They dream about basically the same things as the middle class. 42.6% want to spend holiday at Ukrainian seaside in a civilized way, 17.8% would go on a tour abroad, 17.1% would have a rest at a foreign resort, 15.6% would go to a tourist camp in a forest on the river bank with the mosquitoes. 

However these people do not plan to spend their holidays in the way they dream to. Only 4.4% of the representatives of the lower class dare to plan for the holidays at the seaside, 0.5% - for a foreign tour, 0.4% - for a foreign resort, and 4% -for camping in a Ukrainian forest at the river bank. 

As a practical matter, only about three (2.8%) in a hundred of those who identified themselves with the lower class spent their holidays at the seaside last year; only four in three hundred (1.3%) went to the tourist camp in a forest, almost four of one hundred (3.7%) went camping to the seaside and three of one hundred (3.1) went camping to a river or lake. Zero went on a foreign tour or to a foreign resort. 

However 46.9% made their holiday at home, 13.8% in a village, and 9.7% at their summer cottage. Every seventh (14.7%) did not have a holiday. 

What can the lower class afford in terms of expenses? Almost half of it (46.2%) can spend up to 100 hryvnias [less than $20] per family member, 19.7% - up to 500 hryvnias [less than $100] and 2.8% - up to 1 000 hryvnias [less than $200]. One third (30.4%) found it difficult to answer this question. 

42% of these people are senior citizens. We can put it in a different way, 65% of senior Ukrainians identified themselves with the lower class. 

In the Upshot 

In short, a significant percentage of Ukrainians (32-36%) will spend their holidays at home. Almost two thirds of them can afford to spend either up to 100 hryvnias per family member for the entire holiday or less than a dollar a day (34%), or up to 500 hryvnias per holiday or about four dollars a day (31%). 

How shall we work, study, take care of our children, grandchildren each other and our dear state, having returned from a holiday where we had a rest for those few dollars a day? 

Are our employers and our state as our social partners worried about this situation? They aren’t as there are still many of us, employees, so many that there is nothing to worry about. Are we ourselves worried about this? Judging by the way we stand up for our rights for labor and rest, we are not. We are ready to work for three dollars a day (this is how much our daily earning is based on a monthly average wage of 376 hryvnias) and to have a rest for one dollar a day…

However if we earn that much for our work and we spend that much on our rest, the number of workplaces instead of increasing will decrease due to the low purchasing power of the population, which is the vehicle of the economy. 

One more thing, rest is the other side of work. Work created man, work creates wealth and progress and work ensures the fulfillment of another governmental program and other goods. Rest does not and must not perform all of those functions. It is just that without rest there is no good work, good relations and a good life… 

How to Teach Bribe Takers to Curb Their Appetites

by Vitaly Kniazhansky, The Day
It is difficult to imagine a more noble goal than the one Viktor Yushchenko and Yuliya Tymoshenko have set themselves under the influence of the Orange Revolution – to eliminate the corruption that has become ingrained in the flesh and blood of our society and state. Sleaze will have to be banished from business as well as from all individuals, who have in fact resigned themselves to the “corruption tax” on the roads, in hospitals, schools, colleges, and in public administration agencies. The new government says it is going to separate itself from business and will let civil servants live solely on their salaries instead of trying to have their itchy palms greased by ordinary people or lobbying related businesses to their own advantage. 

It would be very good if these supposedly honest intentions are carried out. But are those who have made these declarations fully aware of what they are saying? Do they understand that they will encounter resistance, even within their own far from business-unfriendly ranks? Are these projects serious? Here is a recent example from Lviv, one of the strongholds of the Orange Revolution. Mayor Liubomyr Buniak is denying corruption charges made by People’s Deputy Oleksandr Hudyma and says he is not resigning despite demands from the Ukrainian National Party’s regional branch. “Yes, a relative of mine is the founder of the Enerhoinvest Company, but there’s nothing illegal in that: everything is in compliance with the current law,” says Mr. Buniak, rebuffing attacks on his mother-in-law. 

“Look, if I am the mayor, do my relatives have to be seventh- generation hobos?” the astonished city boss recently commented. (Incidentally, at one time Mr. Buniak was the CEO of the Druzhba Oil Pipeline and is now vying for the post of president of Naftohaz Ukrayiny, a company with a billion-dollar turnover.) 

If, let’s say, ex-businessmen Yevhen Chervonenko and David Zhvaniya, who are now the heads of the transport and emergencies ministries, respectively, should only be living on their official salaries, how high should these salaries be? Although I will not cast aspersions on anybody, I must say the problem is so obvious and serious that it should not be hushed up anymore. 

Can the people who went from the sphere of Ukrainian business, which is far from ideal or law-abiding, to assume public office resist “going on the take?” Can a bureaucrat not be susceptible to corruption if he manages millions and billions of dollars’ worth in financial flows but earns only 2,000 hryvnias? Officials’ salaries must be raised. Below is a very interesting table that shows the relationship between the prime minister’s salary and his country’s corruption ranking (the higher the ranking, the more susceptible a state is to corruption a state). 

The table clearly shows that the less the prime minister costs taxpayers, the more vulnerable a state is to corruption. Naturally, Ukrainian voters will hardly accept the idea that our prime minister earns as much as his German or British counterpart. Yet, it is counterproductive to pay him less than his counterparts pull down in Latvia, Poland, or Russia. After all, an underappreciated bureaucrat who comes cheaply ends up looking for a better “feeding trough”. 

Ukraine’s new leadership must honestly admit this, while society should not stint itself. The real problem is where to get this money, because everyone – from deputy-prime ministers to traffic policemen – should have their pay increased. But how – by slashing the bureaucratic apparatus so that the remaining staff has enough funds to live a decent life? This is dangerous because it can set off the time-tested Parkinson’s Law that says, “The number of people in any working group tends to increase regardless of the amount of work to be done.” One of the consequences of this law is that, no matter how much you reduce the apparatus, it is bound to increase. A classic example that confirms this law is Italy’s Prime Minister Silvio Berlusconi. On coming to power in 2001, he suspended all decisions related to increasing the number of civil servants. He was surprised to find in early 2004, however, that since then the bureaucratic machine had engulfed another 150,000 people. So I suggest that our civil servants wait for a year and then have their salaries boosted – not because they’re wonderful people but for the sake of obtaining a concrete result, for example, a higher GDP and low inflation. This could be a performance yardstick for the Cabinet and governors, while other types of officials could have their work assessed by some lesser criteria based on the main figures of this formula. 

But is it enough just to raise salaries? World experience shows that corruption scandals also occur in places where bureaucrats have enough money to buy not just a one-way ticket to North America. In the late 1990s the World Bank and the European Bank for Reconstruction and Development conducted a study on corruption in 20 transition-economy countries. The authors of the report divided sleaze into administrative corruption and corruption linked to “capturing” the state. A classic example of administrative corruption is a small-time trader who has to bribe an endless string of inspectors, local administration bosses, law-enforcement officials, and all kinds of criminal “protectors,” etc. 

In CIS countries, payments related to administrative corruption amounted to an estimated average 3.7% of a large company’s gross annual earnings. A similar index for small companies was almost three times as low. A classic example of “capturing a state” is the case of former Prime Minister Pavlo Lazarenko, now on trial in the US. 

The temptation to do business by relying on one’s official connections is still too great. What, then, is the answer? Naturally, it would be naive to expect an absolute victory by relying on mere slogans. We can and must apply the experience of other civilized states that have achieved some progress in this matter. For instance, Britain has been focusing on changing the overall culture of public administration in order to reorient the civil service toward the “consumer.” 

One of the key elements of the British concept of public administration is devolution of a large number of official services from the central government to the lower links of this chain. The U.K. recently adopted the Charter of the Individual, a framework law that is supposed to defend the rights of consumers of governmental services. Bureaucrats are now dependent on the evaluation of their work by individuals who are no longer their hostages. Then legislative acts were passed to modernize the public administration sector and reform the civil service, thus laying the groundwork for an administrative reform. Interestingly, the Russian administrative reform has in fact become unstuck, as has the attempt to carry out a similar reform in Ukraine not too long ago. The same applies to efforts to carry out a fiscal amnesty that were supposed to help legalize a considerable segment of the economy. Will we see the current leadership continuing these reforms? The Day’s experts harbor no particular illusions about this. 
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� Typical rural area families own three different types of land: 1) around their house – their kitchen garden (for fresh vegetables and fruits), 2) a separate plot within ~2km (typically less than a hectare (1 hectare = 2.49 acres) usually for potatoes, melons, and other crops that can be stored over the winter), and 3), if a family member had worked on a former Soviet collective farm, an interest in that farm land (typically ~4 hectares) and property. Until recently that interest entitled one to the profits only. But now owners’ interests are being converted to specific plots (the location is specified on back of ownership title). Private rural area land (awarded after independence from the former Communist holdings) cannot be sold until January 1, 2008. This necessitates large farming operations leasing their land, not purchasing it. Hence, they are frequently capital-starved. They have little collateral to offer for loans.


� The only question my milk carton ever asked me was whether I’d seen the missing child on the back.


� I haven’t covered more universal reasons why people get married, like love, money, and accidental impregnation, because they happen in America.


� One can surmise that Rob has not done much research into this procedure.


� http://www.kievconnections.com/forum/index.php. Posted 12/10/04 at 11:18 pm.


� The Path to Lowest Low Fertility in Ukraine as published in Eastern Europe and Eurasia: A Comparative Report, http://www.measuredhs.com/pubs/pdf/OD28/03Chapter03.pdf


� As stated during an in-class activity performed on Wednesday, February 9th, 2005 in English classroom #1at the Kakhovka Gymnasium as part of a Practical Project Seminar. The speaker, while not nameless, will remain unnamed. 


� Broadcast on February 28, 2001.


� http://www.un.org/esa/population/publications/worldageing19502050/pdf/203ukrai.pdf


� http://www.womenrussia.com/topfaq.htm Check it out!


� Or a tent, as one PCV is rumored to have done when he moved to his site in Crimea at the end of training and was unable to find housing for three months. 


� Ironically, I did have a painting emergency when I washed my paintbrush out in the sink and then, my hands covered with oil-based heavy-duty floor paint, realized I’d forgotten to purchase paint thinner.


� By Oksana Dugert, http://www.independent-bangladesh.com/news/nov/05/05112004wo.htm 


� Unlike Mykola’s wife, my mother has never lived away from my father, except for one weekend when she went on a business trip, leaving father to care not only for himself, but also for my young brother and I. Fortunately my father is very cunning--he simply looked at the Domino’s magnet on the refrigerator, dialed the number 30 minutes before each meal, and asked them to bring us nourishment. If mother’s business trip had been for six months, I could easily see all of us developing stomach ulcers like Mykola.


� One marriage agency used the term “remain unclaimed,” which sounds suspiciously like an airline talking about suitcases.


� As stated in an interview on “33rd Channel” with Zoya Savelyeva, owner of the dating agency BogDana, on February 27, 2002. 


� Bearden, Olena, “Lunch with…unmatched match-maker Brett Ousley,” Kiev Post, July 31, 2003. 


� I get the feeling that at some point in his life Brett was hated and detested by American women. Some might speculate that’s still the case.


� The good gentlemen of 17th century England coined the word misogynist but did not create a corresponding word for a man-hater, because the idea to them was unthinkable. Brett would have enjoyed life back then. 


� Bearden, Olena, “Lunch with…unmatched match-maker Brett Ousley,” Kiev Post, July 31, 2003.
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