
 

V    Thoughts on the Ukraine     V   

I 

The following unfinished thoughts are written experimentally and at 4 in the morning in the style of Turgenew. 
 

 

COME sweet reader!! Though I be a dull companion take my hand and let us 

ramble through the great step. Let us look down the steep banks onto ancient many domed 

monasteries reflected in the black water of the mighty sleeper: the Dnister; Behind him the hills fade 

away into the limitless grey of the step. Though she wails the death of her sons and puts on the 

mourning garment of deep November, do not forget that she is not dead yet. The thin mist of the 

morning will once again be guilt by the summer sun as she blossoms out in all her glory!  

At the beginning of the revolution in the Donbas there was an intoxicating sense of freedom, 

of an anarchy pregnant with new life. Idealism, patriotism, hatred of the oppressive and foolish 

leaders, the victory of the common man! (Did I show you that news report by the magnificent Simon 

Ostrowski? It captures the excitement and chaos of the moment really superbly. (link))  

But as you know that pregnant anarchy gave birth not to life but to death. First to the death 

of war. But then to another death that I just learned of from an article in the daily Beast (link). After 

the tragic and most unfortunate accident of the Malaysian passenger plane. The head of the Donetsk 

Republic after a visit (probably a vacation) to Moscow decided to resign. That moment signaled the 

death of ragtag revolutionary government. Obviously it had crossed the border of O.K.ness it had to 

be substituted by a professional bureaucracy by the apparatchiks of Janukowitsch. Grey soviet 

slavery, death.  But do let’s sit down here! Look down on the Dnister across there. One could imagine the guns of the 

Tsar or of those nouveau Russians shooting; little flames spouting from the muzzles… too far to be heard… But that’s 

all romantic drivel, of course you would hear them. Guns are so horridly loud…  



The events in the Ukraine fill the heart with sadness. The old wounds are torn open. Most 

tragically the unity, not of Europe, but of the very body of Christ is destroyed by hatred. We tremble 

and pray: spare us Oh Lord! Hospodij Pomiluj! And yet, if we compare the revolution first in Kiev 

and then in Donetzk to the great revolutions that we read of in old books or on Wikipedia we must 

admit: little blood has been shed. I know that’s a horrid thing to think but it is true. The Paris 

commune of 1848 killed.lll 

Shall we walk down to the shore? 

Sweet moments of revolution when the floodgates of hatred are opened are moments for 

guillotines and gutters running with warm blood. Though I have no doubt that a certain amount of 

violence and lynching has happened  (much less well documented in Donetzk than in Kiev where you 

will remember the ‘trash bucket challenge’). But of course no guillotines have been erected on the 

Maidan no rivers run red (admittedly the price for red food coloring sufficient to make this little 

stream run red would be prohibitive even for the chocolate king)… 

Why so little blood? Why is the western epicure, slowly shriveling away with ennui, lightened 

only by the death of 4000 soldiers? Why is he not given the pleasure of reading of the spectacular, 

brutal, (obviously tragic) execution of innumerable masses?  

I think there are two kinds of reasons for this. 

First general reasons: world has changed much in the last 166 years. Despite everything 

violence in the Ukraine was tempered by Christianity and common civility. This common civility 

which is connected with the changes in the spirit of man that took place in the 166 that separate us 

from 1848 and in the 93 years since 1917 is one of the things I am particularly interested in exploring 

on this ramble. (as the reader will see this part of the essay is still missing.) 

But don’t let me exaggerate the importance of the changes in the spirit of man, first let’s take a look 

at the particular reasons for the relative bloodlessness of the Donbas rebellion. 

Like the French revolutionaries the Donbasers (Donbassians? Donbaskovites?) were rebelling 

against injustice hunger and a sense of impotence. But who where they rebelling against? A mist… In 

the popular imagination, for the French, the oppressor (i.e. those in power) where flesh and blood: 

the aristocrats. I suppose most of the Parisian rabble recognized, or even new, quite a few of the 

aristocrats. But for the people of the Donbas who is the oppressor? A government 600 km. away in 

Kiev. Imaginary fascist Zionists. The Nato, Barak Obama the Pope of Rome and Oprah Winfrey! So 

naturally not terribly much blood was spilt! The revolutionaries intelligent enough to know that the 

Oligarchs were flesh-and-blood-real-enemies were at most able to do a bit of vandalizing. No doubt 

the revolution and above all the war allowed for a few personal differences to be settled in a 

satisfactory manner, but not too many since without general bloodshed one cannot hide so well. 



Behind the chaos and glamor of revolution the true enemies of the people, the apparatchiks and 

cronies of the big boss Janu moved everything along. Now as the Beast article point out they are back 

in control. The poor souls will remain with the happy illusion of freedom fighting against the evils of 

Nato and fascism bearing greatest hardship in obedience and serving their old masters.  

Shall we walk back up the bank? It will soon be dark… 

      A  H  a                    

 

As we walk up the bank we talk about the general reasons for the relatively small loss of life in the 

Donbas.  

The horses of Plato. Peace is because the world is guided not by the honorable horse but by the 

sensuous horse which is less violent than Plato thought. This goes along with Tocqueville’s ideas 

about equality and aristocracy.  

Is the Islamic world since it is more violent also more aristocratic? Violence obviously is not the 

monopoly of the aristocratic world equality has its own specific kind of violence: state violence 

Auschwitz. 

Now from the top of the river bank with our backs to the river we look on a desolate broken-down 

communist factory. 

Perhaps to end the essay we become we see hope coming from the middle east. We turn away from 

the factory and look back over the river, suddenly a bit of sunlight falls on the golden cross of a 

church, the cross (as is typical in some parts of the Russian world) stands on the moon as a symbol of  

the triumph of Christianity over Mohamadan Arianism.  

The reader should note that the walk down to the Dnister and back up have a meaning. At the 

beginning we look over the Dnister toward the east. We come back up walking toward the west 

(death) and look to the north west to the dead factory. Then turning around again, perhaps not 

turning away from the ugly factory but rather away from the glorious setting sun in the south west, 

we turn toward the south east  toward the Russian and Islamic horror we see the cross lit up by the 

sun. 


