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…. ABOUT THIS ISSUE …. 
 

Issue #23 follows on from Issue #22 in setting down a chronicle of those from our community and 
parish who have passed away since 20 September 2015 – another 7 people who are no longer 
amongst us, but are in the hearts and minds of family and friends who mourn their passing.  
 
Even though the Christmas-Rizdvo season is upon us with all its joyful activities, it is still family and 
life that is at its core. So it is fitting when we come together at this time to include memories of the 
lives of members no longer present. We go beyond sadness …  
 
In the Ukrainian Christmas-Rizdvo tradition we celebrate the joy of new 
life … and yet we at the same time acknowledge, with uplifted spirits, the 
continuity of life through the lives of family that came before us through 
the generations.  It is this thought which is embodied in the stalks of wheat 
that are bundled into a small sheath (the didukh) and form part of the 
Rizdvo celebrations – for it symbolises the continuity of life from the past 
to the present with full hope for the future through by cherishing and 
nurturing the values that matter … 
 
The thoughts expressed by family and friends are shared in the Eulogies 
that have been made available here. Though all their life experiences 
cannot be fitted into the reflections shared, they do at least give a glimpse of moments and events 
cherished by family and friends. 
 
It is difficult in dealing with mourning and grief about the losses felt - the lives that are no more a part 
of this, our world. And yet, the life of families and communities continue … as they should, for life is 
the legacy of those who have lived before us …    
 
Our belief in the fundamental values of life, reflected in the way we live them moment by moment 
through night and day, matter … and matter especially, for life is the reality of our mortality. How we 
live it … is the measure of our humanity.  
 

*    * * 
 
The names of the people whom the community has lost are set out in alphabetical order (by surname) 
as a matter of convenience. Separately, the names of the people are also set out in chronological 
order according to date of death.  
 
Language can at times raise dilemmas when dealing with personal and place names. Personal 
names in English are as given though not in all cases do they reflect a direct translation from the 
original Ukrainian as would be done in this day and age. 
 
Most of the persons about whom a Eulogy was given were brought to Australia as immigrants 
(displaced persons) after WWII and were born of Ukrainian ancestry; one was of Australian ancestry.  
On the map on the last page of this Issue the birthplace of most of those with Ukrainian ancestry is 
indicated where possible. 
 

*    * * 
 

 
Most photos are from families or are archival; some photos are from local people. 
Selected graphic images are from the public domain on the internet. 
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SLOVO - WORD 
from the book by C. S. Lewis, "Mere Christianity", book 4, chapter 5 - The Obstinate Toy 
Soldiers. 
 
What God did about us was this. The Second Person in God, the Son, became 
human Himself: was born into the world as an actual man - a real man of a 
particular height, with hair of a particular colour, speaking a particular 
language, weighing so many stone.  
 

The Eternal Being, who knows everything and who created the whole universe, 
became not only a man but (before that) a baby, and before that a foetus 
inside a Woman's body. 

The result of this was that you now had one man who really was what all men 
were intended to be: one man in whom the created life, derived from his 
Mother, allowed itself to be completely and perfectly turned into the begotten 
life. The natural human creature in Him was taken up fully into the divine 
Son.  

Thus in one instance humanity had, so to speak, arrived: had passed into the 
life of Christ.  

And because the whole difficulty for us is that the natural life has to be, in a 
sense, "killed," He chose an earthly career which involved the killing of His 
human desires at every turn - poverty, misunderstanding from His own family, 
betrayal by one of His intimate friends, being jeered at and manhandled by 
the Police, and execution by torture.  

And then, after being thus killed - killed every day in a sense - the human 
creature in Him, because it was united to the divine Son, came to life again. 
The Man in Christ rose again: not only the God. That is the whole point. For 
the first time we saw a real man.  

In the case of real toy soldiers or statues, if one came to life, it would 
obviously make no difference to the rest. They are all separate. But human 
beings are not. 

They look separate because you see diem walking about separately. But then, 
we are so made that we can see only the present moment. If we could see the 
past, then of course it would look different.  

For there was a time when every man was part of his mother, and (earlier 
still) part of his father as well: and when they were part of his grandparents.  

If you could see humanity spread out in time, as God sees it, it would not look 
like a lot of separate things dotted about. It would look like one single growing 
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thing - rather like a very complicated tree. Every individual would appear 
connected with every other.  

And not only that. Individuals are not really separate from God any more than 
from one another. Every man, woman, and child all over the world is feeling 
and breathing at this moment only because God, so to speak, is "keeping him 
going." 

 
 

WE WISH YOU A HOLY AND BLESSED CHRISTMAS AND NEW 
YEAR! 

------------------------------------------ 

The above should provide you with some thought provoking 
challenges as we embrace this season that we call Christmas. 

Please, do not merely read it - re-read, reflect, meditate. 
----------------------------------------- 

Fr. Paul Berezniuk 
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AS YEARS GO BY … 
 

There are a number of people from our community and parish whose health has 
given way to the point that they are limited in what they can do, and where they can go. An 
increasing number are now in Aged Care Homes and hospitals and they are not able to 
participate in community life in the usual way. 

 
 Everyone is encouraged to contact them to wish 

them well.  As a gesture of goodwill send them a card and 
even visit them to say hello and cheer them up a little so 
that they know that they are not forgotten, especially 
during this Christmas Season and with the coming of the 
New Year.  

Let us not forget that they are the pioneering 
generation who settled in this region (and some outside 
this region) some 66 years ago. 

 
The Parish expresses best wishes to each of these people – for better health, and 
comfortable convalescence. We also wish the families of these people strength and 
good health in all that they do.  
 

Taras MELENEWYCZ 
C A Brown  Nursing Home & Hostel 
Pilgrim Lodge 
87 Toronto Road,  
Booragul NSW 2284                               tel. 02 4958 0000 

 
Olha GONTARUK 
C A Brown  Nursing Home & Hostel 
Frith section 
87 Toronto Road,  
Booragul NSW 2284                               tel. 02 4958 0000 

 
Levko DZUS              
Maroba Manor 
Age Care Centre 
58 Edith St  2298 
Waratah      NSW                           tel. 4935 0300 

 
Anna STANKEWYCZ    
High Care 
Lindsay Gardens Aged Care Facility 
137a Lindsay Street, 
Hamilton NSW 2303     tel 4969 8222 
           Note - there is also an entry from Percy Street, Hamilton. 
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Mrs Anna CHOMYN 
Mayfield Aged Care 
115 Crebert St., 
Mayfield. NSW 2304          Tel. 4967 1060 
 
Mrs Eugenia DUMA  [not to be mistaken for Kateryna Duma] 
St. Joseph’s Nursing Home 
St Vincent Ward 
240 Maitland Rd 
Sandgate, NSW, 2304          Tel. 4967 0600 
 
Natalia Van De LOOS    (originally from Sydney) 
Level 3      Avondale Adventist Aged Care Facility 
10 Central Road 
Cooranbong  NSW 2265         Tel: 4977 0000 
 
Cory MOOY 
Calvary Retirement Community Cessnock 
19 Wine Country Drive 
Cessnock NSW 2325                 tel (02) 4993 9000 
 
Mrs Anna PYNIW 
Domain Macquarie Place 
Boyd Section 
60 Northlakes Drive 
Cameron Park, NSW, 2285                                  tel. 4944 1300 

 
Mrs Anna VADORI 
St Francis Village 
12 Gleeson Street 
Eleebana NSW 2282     tel: 4946 8543 

 
Alexander ALEXANDROFF 
The Whiddon Group Aged Care Service 
120 Redhead Road 
Redhead NSW 2290     tel. 4942 6436 
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                  GET WELL wishes … 

 
To all the people from the parish and community who are not well 
and some who are in hospital and those that have been and are 
now convalescing and recovering, in particular Rosalie and Ihor 

….  
 

the Parish wishes that you regain your 

health and strength quickly and without 

setbacks and remain in good spirits!… 
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SOCIAL MILESTONES … 
MANY MORE Birthday People in the parish-community –  
 

Many birthdays of people we know in the community and parish have 

been celebrated over the past three months, too many to list here in this 

Issue. Nevertheless,  

Birthday Greetings and Best wishes to each and all of you! … 

Pozdorovlyayemo Vas ! … Поздоровляємо Вас з днем народження! 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The Parish expresses its hearty congratulations and best wishes to all with 

many bouquets of flowers, and a glass of wine raised to your good health 

for many, many more years to come …! 
 

… AND  MANY,  MANY  MORE  HAPPY  BIRTHDAYS …. 

 

Mnohiyi lita,   Mnohiyi Lita, ….   Mnohiyi Lita…. .! 

Многії літ а, многії літ а ... многії літ аааа ... ! 

AND 

…  special, special congratulations to the parents 

Mark and Emma Konik (in Canberra) 
who have welcomed into this world on 30 October 2015 a ‘bundle of joy’ –  

a daughter whom they have named Maggie Lillian … 

To both sets of grandparents hearty congratulations in being enriched with another 

grandchild … and one that now shares the same birthday as proud grandmother 

 Irene Konik …!!! 
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ВІЧНАЯ ПАМ’ЯТЬ 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

IN MEMORIAM 
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     IN MEMORIAM        ВІЧНАЯ ПАМ’ЯТЬ 

 
 

 
 

 
Colin Graham ARMITAGE  

 
 27 October 1930, Australia   

†  28 October 2015, Newcastle,  Australia 
 
 

Memorial Service held at North Chapel, 
Newcastle Memorial Park, Beresfield 

2 November 2015 at 10am 
 
 

The Ukrainian Parish and Community expresses sympathy to the families and 
relatives of Colin Graham ARMITAGE for their loss. 

 
Vichnaya Pam’yat      IN MEMORIAM 
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EULOGY 
for 

Colin Graham ARMITAGE 
 
Better known to most as “Tiny”.  Tiny was never one for too much fuss and ceremony, so I 
won’t go on for too long. 
 
Tiny was my step–father. He married my mother, Dorothy (Evdokia Slobodniuk nee Dumiak), 
in July 1967, and together they lived in Medowie their entire married life until Dorothy’s death 
3 years ago (23/3/2012). 
 
Tiny did not have biological children of his own, but embraced Dorothy's 5 children and 
offered all of us his ongoing support to his best ability. In his healthy days, he was always 
available to fulfil any request for assistance asked of him. The time of day or night these 
requests were made was not an issue for Tiny. In fact, he was always willing to help his 
entire family, friends or a casual acquaintance with any job. Nothing was too much trouble 
for him.  He expected and usually got nothing in return. He was reliable, kind and generous. 
 
I recall on one occasion Tiny asking me in his usual nonchalant way, for an extra mobile 
phone. He said he needed a “spare,“  so I can take it down with me when I am 6 foot under 
and everyone can all call me out when they want something done”  he told me. 
 
Tiny was a ‘jack of all trades’. He could fix anything from a semi -trailer to a sewing machine. 
He was very versatile in the home improvement department for he could turn his hand in a 
professional manner to tasks that would leave many perplexed. He could build a house, 
weld a trailer, turn wood to construct tables, baby cradles and other bits and pieces. And 
under Dorothy's strict supervision, he could even do what he was told to a relatively 
acceptable standard around their orchard and garden (and the gardening in a nursing home) 
 
The flippant bravado of his personality often overshadowed his softer side that was more 
evident when he interacted with the aged, children and animals. I recall seeing his green 
Sigma towing a trailer-load of wood on its way to Newcastle to restock supplies of firewood 
for mum’s elderly widowed friends.  On one occasion he arrived at my brother’s (Eugene) 
home in the early hours of one morning distressed and very emotional at discovering his 
dog Butch was missing, saying “he was there when I got up to change his hot water bottle 
at 2 in the morning.” 
 
Tiny had a special place for all of his grandchildren (as he referred to them). He was proud 
of their achievements and when the opportunity presented, would boast about them to 
whoever would listen. He very proudly accompanied those that lived nearby to various 
sporting events, school functions and medical appointments, offering comforting support in 
his own relaxed way. 
 
Tiny was a man of simple needs. He was content with what he had. He was sociable, and 
his jovial character endeared him to many. He was never judgemental, and liked people for 
who they were and loved nothing more than spending time in his “tinny” fishing with a mate 
or prawning with anyone who was up for the adventure. (Eugene has some humorous 
stories to tell of the times spent with Tiny prawning in Lake Macquarie). I don’t however, 
have a recollection of him ever bringing home too many fish or prawns on any of these 
excursions. 
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 Sadly, our brother Raymond could not be here today, as he struggles with his own medical 
condition in intensive Care. However, he asked me to mention the following. 
 
On mum and Tiny’s decision to marry - our mother, being a traditionalist, felt inclined to ask 
Ray (as the eldest of her children) if she had his blessing with this decision. She was 
sensitive not to offend the memory of our father John. Ray was happy to welcome Tiny into 
our family and it was the continued respect that Tiny showed for our father’s memory that 
Ray remained grateful for. 
 
Tiny often made the trip to Sandgate Cemetery with flowers from mum’s garden to place on 
the grave of our father and other deceased relatives. Depending on mum’s health at the 
time, sometimes doing so on his own. 
 
Unfortunately, the last years of Tiny’s life were less than kind to him. Watching Dorothy’s 
health deteriorate during her illness put an enormous burden on the carefree life he had 
been accustomed to, and so his own health and overall resilience deteriorated quite rapidly. 
 
Tiny survived Dorothy for only 3 short years. That does not surprise me. As Tiny was devoted 
to his life in Medowie, the security it brought him for close to 48yrs could not be replaced 
when Dorothy died. 
 
We are left today with many fond memories of Tiny. He will be missed with sadness by those 
that new him well. 
 
 

ВІЧНАЯ   ПАМ'ЯТЬ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

NEVER  FORGOTTEN 
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     IN MEMORIAM        ВІЧНАЯ ПАМ’ЯТЬ 

 
 

 
 

 
Irena BUGIR   Ірина БУГІР 

 
 16 August 1933, Ustianova, Ukraine 

†  22 September 2015, Newcastle,  Australia 
 
 

The Funeral Service took place at 10:30am on 29 September 2015 at the 
St. Joseph’s Catholic Church 

 East Maitland 
 

Interred at Sandgate Cemetery, Ukrainian section 
 

The Ukrainian Parish and Community expresses sympathy to the families and 
relatives of Irena BUGIR for their loss. 

 
Vichnaya Pam’yat      IN MEMORIAM 

 

Ірина БУГІР  
Нар: 16 серпня 1933, Україна 

  + 22 вересня 2015,   Нюкастль, Австралія 
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EULOGY  
for Irena BUGIR 

given by son Taras 
 
The song you just heard is called zhurawli, or the cranes. It tells how the souls of departed brethren 
and friends are migrating back in a single grey thread to their homeland despite having died in foreign 
lands. They’ll get there, despite wearing out their wings if they have to. 

It underscores inextricable connections that we have with our roots, of our history. 

The lives of people cannot be done justice in a few moments. Words, or pictures of thousands of 
words, cannot adequately describe the totality of one’s existence. Such attempts are a futile exercise. 

The best we can do is focus on a few events in Irena’s life. Seminal events which defined her 
essence. Your individual memories and experiences of her will add personal colour to the bouquet 
of her life. 

When the Second World War broke out in September of 1939, Irena was six years and one month 
old. She was stuck right in the middle of the fluid front line on the border of Ukraine and Poland. The 
line of conflict between two extremes of totalitarian brutality, between Hitler and Stalin, on the edge 
of conflict between two duplicitous friends that had helped each other to build an Everlasting 
Germany and New Russia. The Ukrainian people, whose culture had inhabited these lands, and who 
got in the way were simply resources to be exploited or extinguished. Undisputedly, this was the 
most savage and horrific theatre of the entire war. 

Against this backdrop of terror, Irena grew up very quickly.  

Survival was the most important life lesson. The first really big lesson.  

She had seen death’s callous hand. She had witnessed the slaughter of innocent village neighbours. 
She had lived through the destruction of homes, livelihoods and families, including hers – all through 
the lens of a child. The memory of these images - the screams, the suffering, the anguish and evoked 
emotions, left an indelible mark upon her. 

Suffering was an integral part of life. This was the second lesson. 

Her father Jozef, was a Pole living in the traditional lands of Ukraine. He was unequivocally accepted 
within the community despite his ethnicity. He was a worldly man by local standards – having worked 
in France in a coalmine, where he’d lost an arm in a mining accident. However, he’d received 
sufficient compensation, such that upon his return he was able to buy one of the larger properties in 
the village and quite literally, single-handedly, proceeded to work the land with the family. He was 
well respected, and by all accounts, often the source of wisdom, advice and help for neighbours and 
strangers alike. 

At great personal risk our family hid and cared for a family of Jews when the village was under Nazi 
occupation. As the front moved and the Soviets arrived, they hid and cared for Ukrainian Insurgents 
who were fighting both the Nazis and the Soviets in their bid to bring independence to Ukraine.  

Why so? Why risk your life and that of your family? When my grandmother shared her concern, 
“Jozef, we don’t even have enough for our own family”, he responded with “…they have less, and 
need it more”. Doubtless Irena heard and remembered. 

Lesson three – do things because they are right and just. Help and don’t do harm.  

As the Nazis retreated, sequestering livestock, food and war treasures for their failing adventure, the 
Soviets finally arrived as self-professed liberators, basking in their chauvinistic glory, ready to build 
Communism and change the world forever. As one of the larger landholders, Irena’s family were 
targeted for resettlement. You see, everyone was now equal, admittedly some more than others – 
especially Russians and party members. But certainly those who were perceived to have been better 
off than others previously, were now deemed to be the equivalent of bourgeois enemies of 
Communism. If that logic sounds twisted, it’s because it was…  

One evening a group of Russian soldiers who were so-called liberating Ukraine, forced entry into the 
family house, ordering everyone outside. And with this one simple act of brutality, our family was 
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suddenly liberated of all of their possessions. They forbade my grandmother from re-entering the 
house to take some just-baked bread for the journey ahead. Her reward was a rifle butt between her 
shoulders. Again, Irena’s eye witnessed this brutality. It always brought tears to her eyes when she 
recounted this story. 

Grandfather had prepared for this inevitability. He’d hidden all of the family’s valuables, whatever 
money, gold and jewellery, in a cache under the runoff from the pig sty. Much later during the night 
he was able to sneak back and retrieve the stash for the difficult journey ahead. Turns out it didn’t 
help much. In the days ahead, rampant speculation meant that the best a gold wedding ring could 
buy was five small bread rolls. According to my mother, they were the best the family had ever 
shared. Hunger does strange things to people. The Soviets knew this, they’d refined this technique 
to build subservience several times before. 

Lesson four – one minute you have something, and in an instant it is gone, so always prepare for 
the worst. 

Years passed. Her sister Helena, who’d been taken to Germany for work during the war was now 
living in Australia with her family, and had reconnected with Irena. 

In 1958 Irena arrived in Australia with my four year old brother Richard to start a new chapter. 
Leaving the anguish of a war-torn Poland, her father and her family was an uncertainty for a young 
25 year-old. Learning the language, making friends, getting married, having another child, getting 
divorced, raising two children in the 60’s as a divorced single mother, building a house - starting with 
digging the foundations manually by shovel, suffering various health conditions including cancer, 
surviving that, delighting in her youngest son’s education and marriage, witnessing the birth of two 
grandchildren, burying her eldest son, caring for her sister in her last days, caring for her brother-in-
law, all the while sending money and care packages to what was left of the family in Poland and 
Ukraine, and finally… being diagnosed terminal with lung-cancer and reliving the brutality of Russian 
aggression against innocent Australians with MH17. 

The final lesson. Five. You can always start again. Never give up. 

“I came to this country with only five fingers”, she’d often say. I now understand that those five fingers 
were representative of her father’s only hand. And, just as her father, they defined her strength of 
character – the ability to do with one hand what takes many to do with two. And they were symbolic 
of the five big life lessons that defined the very essence of her being. This is the gift she leaves us, 
family and friends alike.  Because to her, friends were family.   

Did she follow these lessons always and with everyone?  

No, of course not. Just as each of us have failings, so it was with my Mother. Just as each of us go 
about our daily lives, so did she - trying her best in her own way. But, I am convinced that these life 
episodes defined her very essence. They punctuated her life, and they charted her course to the 
very end. Survive, deal with suffering, do no harm, prepare for the worst and pick yourself up to start 
again. 

Today she starts on her latest episode. She’s heading on her journey over the rainbow. I am sure it 
will be filled with joy, peace and happiness. We saw her that way in her final state at the funeral 
home.  

May the colours of her life, combined with the colours of your memories of her, chart this final journey. 
Irena loved people, she loved community, she loved life, and she loved to celebrate.  

Dear family (and friends, because you too are family), thank you for being here with us, 
today. Thank you for your love and support. Please join us for refreshments in her 
honour at East Maitland Bowling Club – one of my mother’s favourite places for 
celebrations. We’ll gather there after the internment at Sandgate. 
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EULOGY  
for Irena BUGIR 

given by Deborah HOLT 
Dearest Irena, 
 
It has been a privilege to be counted as one of your friends – over many years.  I first met 
you, when I lived in the Enright’s lovely house, for three months in 1978.   You were looking 
after the house then, and I was so impressed with your work ethic and fantastic cleaning 
skills, that you also started to look after our house.  So, you were there, before I had my 
children, Alexandra and Thomas, and you have watched them grow up. 
 
You have watched many children grow up over the years, and these children have all kept 
in touch with you, even though they have left Maitland and have gone far away.  In fact, the 
children of these children still keep in touch. 
 
I have seen the many lovely cards and the flowers that you have received these past few 
months.  
For many friends and family, there has been the opportunity to say goodbye, thank you and 
I love you. 
 
Over the years, you have been a tireless worker – honest and sincere.   No-one cleans any 
house like you do and you have been the topic of many conversations.   So many of my 
family and friends have benefited from your help. 
 
Your love for our children is strong.  You taught my Alexandra and Thomas to cook – I am 
so glad that you did. 
 
I have often said that you can tell much about a person by the friends they have.  And, you 
have had so many good, loyal and supportive friends.   Our paths have crossed many times 
over the years. 
 
They love you, and they do not forget what a loyal and kind friend you have been to them.  
Be happy knowing of their love. 
 
You brought up two boys, showed them the value of hard work, honesty and determination.   
I have seen your pride in their achievements, and I have seen your happiness when Taras 
married Ola, then I have seen your pride and deep love for your two grandchildren, 
Cassandra and Stefan.   They have all added to the richness of your life.   Irena you have 
been so stoic this past year – you have remained positive, and appreciative of anything that 
your friends and neighbours have done for you. 
 
I have enjoyed our conversations, even when interrupted by Judge Judy. 
Your life is a full, colourful adventure, and your memory will stay 
with us.  
 
I love you  
Ya tebe lyublyu 
 
Deborah Holt 
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     IN MEMORIAM        ВІЧНАЯ ПАМ’ЯТЬ 

 
 
 

 
 

Kateryna DUMA   Катерина ДУМА 
 

  25 November 1925, Svydnytsya, Ukraine 
†  2 October 2015, Newcastle,  Australia 

 
 

The Funeral Service took place at 1:30pm on 7 October 2015 at the 
Ukrainian Catholic Church Pokrova, 

Adamstown 
 

Interred at Sandgate Cemetery (Ukrainian Section) 
 

The Ukrainian Parish and Community expresses sympathy to the daughters of 
Kateryna DUMA, Maria and Anna, for their loss. 

 
Vichnaya Pam’yat      IN MEMORIAM 

 

Катерина ДУМА 
Нар: 25 листопада 1925, Свидниця, Україна 

  + 2 жовтня 2015,   Нюкастль, Австралія 
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EULOGY 
for Kateryna DUMA 

delivered by Tanya McPhee 
 
On behalf of Maria and Anna thank you to all who have travelled to attend today’s service 
for their mother Kateryna Duma. It is a great honour that I have been asked to share the 
treasured memories of their dear mother Kateryna. My grandparents, parents and extended 
family have always shared a close relationship with the Duma family, Kateryna Duma was 
my Aunty Irene’s godmother or Хресна.  
 
Kateryna Duma was a dear and close friend to many, a sister, an aunty - but most 
importantly a caring and very proud mother to Maria and Anna.   
 
Kateryna was born on the 25th of November 1925. Kateryna was the 3rd eldest child from a 
family of 9 children: 7 girls and 2 boys. She was born in the village of Svydnytsya (Ві́нниця) 
(near Yavoriv in the far west of Ukraine). Her parent’s were Anna and Yuri Kobzyak. The 
family moved to the village of Vidnyky, a neighbouring village of Stare Selo which lies south-
east of Lviv, when she was very young.  
 
Life for the family of 11, in Ukraine, in the early 1900s, during these turbulent years was very 
difficult.  
 

At 15 years of age Kateryna volunteered to take her sister's place, as she was ill, to go as 
forced labour by the Germans to work in an ammunitions factory in Seigen (mid-western 
part of Germany). There, with 25 other Ukrainian women of similar age, Kateryna worked 
every day from 6am to 6pm and lived in nearby army barracks. They were given uniforms 
as their work clothes; and food, being scarce, was measured out for each - two slices of 
bread: one for breakfast, and one for lunch. 
 
Kateryna continued working there until after the war ended and it is in the camps of Germany 
that she met her husband to be, Teodor. 
 
They were soon married and were part of the more than 1,000,000 displaced Ukrainians in 
West Germany after the war. It was a difficult time and for them to return to their families still 
in Ukraine was unsafe so they made the brave decision to migrate to Australia for the 
opportunity of a new life. This was possible under a scheme where the Australian 
government provided passage to Australia but it was conditional that the adults work a two 
two year work contract on jobs chosen by the government.  
 
On 29 October 1948 Kateryna and Teodor arrived in Sydney on the ship Svalbard. They 
were were some of the earliest Ukrainians to arrive in Australia. Upon arriving were 
immediately transported to the Bathurst Migrant camp.   
 
In the next month, November, Kateryna and Teodor were assigned work in Newcastle. They 
arrived the day after her 23rd birthday after an overnight train journey from Bathurst. On 
arrival Kateryna was assigned to work as a domestic with the Drinkwater family who lived in 
New Lambton Heights. 
 
Kateryna would say that: "We were accepted just like family, they were very nice people’. 
They continued to be lifelong friends and she would often talk of a special fondness for the 
Drinkwater family. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ukraine
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Anna and Maria related the story that when their Mum was working for Mary Drinkwater, the 
fruiterer came around in a truck to the homes. Their mum had to buy some potatoes and the 
fruiterer asked if she wanted spuds and she said no, she wanted potatoes - not spuds. There 
was some discussion between them until Mum understood that potatoes were indeed spuds.  
 
After her two-year contract ended Mrs Duma continued working for the Drinkwater’s while 
her husband continued working at Tubemakers, and the couple settled in their Cardiff home. 
 
In May 1950 Kateryna and Teodor welcomed twin daughters, Maria and Anna. As a young 
family they settled into their home and enjoyed life living in Newcastle and enjoyed the 
friendliness of the people. 
 
Maria and Anna related the story about how the local butcher back in the days loved to tease 
and joke with their mother. Once on Melbourne Cup day Kateryna was asked if she wanted 
to go into the sweep for the Melbourne Cup. She didn't understand what it was but handed 
over some money anyway. When next she went to the butcher he handed her, her winnings 
of the first prize but then he also had to explain to her why and what the sweep actually was. 
Kateryna and Teodor were founding members of the Ukrainian Catholic Church in 
Newcastle. This community in the early days comprised of young Ukrainian families that 
spent many days socialising and supporting each other in their new life in Newcastle.  
 
During their life Kateryna and Teodor continued to be longstanding actively supportive 
members of the Newcastle Ukrainian community. They were members of the Ukrainian choir 
and represented the Ukrainian community in such events as Newcastle Mattara, and other 
performances at local and wider public events. Not only did they participate consistently in 
community events over the years but Kateryna also undertook a variety of responsibilities in 
different capacities within the community:  
Kateryna was the parish leader of Ukrainian Catholic Parish Women’s Auxiliary (1963-64; 
1981-2000), and became the inaugural Head of the newly created Parish Council (Sept 
2001) that was the single representative body of the Parish for the Newcastle-Hunter region. 
 
Kateryna was also one of the founding members of the Ukrainian Women’s Association 
(UWA) for Newcastle and the Hunter region (1987 – 2013). The activities of the Ukrainian 
Women’s Association UWA focused on the interaction of the Ukrainian community with 
the wider community in a number of areas including welfare.  
 
In 1995 the NSW State government recognised her contribution to the local community by 
presenting her the Premiers Award in appreciation for all her work within the Ukrainian 
community. Kateryna continued to play an active role in supporting her community (both her 
parish and beyond) despite the constraints of age-related health issues.  
 
The Ukrainian community was always important to her and she continued to attend church 
and each Thursday the Pensioners’  Social Day at the Ukrainian Parish Hall. Even when her 
health was deteriorating and she was unfortunately too ill to attend she always wanted to 
know what was happening. 
 
In the late 1990s her sister Genia visited from Ukraine. Kateryna was so happy and excited 
that her sister was able to visit her in Australia. 
 
Kateryna was extremely skilled in crocheting, sewing, embroidery and knitting. I remember 
visiting their home in Cardiff with my family and Kateryna would always be embroidering, 
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sewing, knitting or crocheting something quite beautiful and intricate. As with her needlecraft 
Kateryna also enjoyed her garden which was equally as stunning and beautifully maintained.  
 
After her husband Teodor unfortunately passed away in August 2009 Kateryna continued to 
live on her own in the family home at Macquarie Road Cardiff. Kateryna and Teodor's first 
house was next door to Betty and Merv Cowden and their 2 daughters, Colleen and Narelle. 
 
The special friendship with Narelle (as she said often - her third daughter) continued until 
the end. After Teodor died Kateryna enjoyed her Tuesday outings with Narelle. They would 
have visited every shopping centre and virtually all the coffee shops in Newcastle, perhaps 
not all, but quite a few. 
 
Maria and Anna would like to say that Kateryna was very appreciative of all the help and 
support she received from many over the years.  Particularly Alexandra Bojcun, Andrij 
Melenewycz and my parents Olga and Victor Bazalej - my dad Victor would often drop by to 
see how she was going and if he could help.  Maria and Anna said she looked forward to   
their visits at home and later at the nursing home. 
 
Kateryna Duma spent the greater majority of her life living and working in the Newcastle 
region. She was a constant supportive member of the community contributing what she 
could. She was committed to community work - despite having been taken from her family 
and homeland Ukraine at a young age, put to work in Germany during the war years and 
having survived those circumstances and conditions. Having arrived in this country with 
nothing she settled, raised a family and actively devoted time and effort to supporting the 
community.  
 
Kateryna Duma was a beautiful lady who will be sadly missed by her two daughters Anna 
and Maria, her sister Genia and family in Ukraine, family, and her friends within the Ukrainian 
community in Newcastle. 
 
Maria and Anna would like to thank everyone who visited their mother in her home, in 
hospital and while she was in the nursing home at Booragul.  
 

Vichnaya  Pam'yat.   
Rest in peace  

Kateryna Duma  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



21 
 

A   WORD 
in memory of  

KATERYNA and TEODOR DUMA 
 
Both were home proud – they were the typical Ukrainian hospodynnya and hospodar 
(essentially good managers or masters of their domain). Always neat and tidy within and 
outside the house – something they did throughout their life. Any visitor could not help but 
notice the well-kept orderliness and tidiness all around. 
 
Both Kateryna and Teodor Duma were associated with the Parish from its early years and 
in time had come to be ‘part of the furniture’ – constantly present, reliable and helpful, and 
only really noticed when not there. They were loyal to their beliefs and faith and helped 
where they could in their way. They contributed steadily in a variety of ways over the years 
and this is mentioned by others elsewhere. One interesting example concerns the religious 
Services of the Parish at its newly built frugal hall-Church premises. 
 
The photo from the archives shows an internal view (facing west toward the altar area) within 
the new centre for the Ukrainian Catholic Parish and Community in Newcastle. This was the 
newly completed Ukrainian Catholic Church-Hall at 105 Gosford Rd, Adamstown that was 
blessed 11 June 1961.  The photo is from part of the sermon during the Liturgy conducted 
by Bishop Ivan Prasko, most probably 21 Dec 1961 (on his journey to Brisbane). 
 

The ’western-style’ religious images draped in Ukrainian ceremonial embroidery were 
provided by Kateryna and Teodor Duma. The images (The Sacred Heart of Jesus, and The 
sacred Heart of Mary) were purchased by Teodor and Kataryna while still in Germany and 
brought with them on their journey from Europe to Australia on the immigrant ship 
SVALBARD.  After settling in the Newcastle region Teodor made the frames for the images 
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and donated them to the Ukrainian Parish and community. They were hung in the 
Community Hall premises which at the same time served as Church for some eight years. 
These religious pictures were used as ‘icons’ for the Ukrainian Liturgies. 
 
Later they were relocated to the Church, as soon as it was built (August 1969) because the 
Parish at that time did not have the traditional style ‘icons’ (as can be seen on the photo 
below). There was only a basic altar with no typical Ukrainian rite features ready at the time 
other than for the traditional embroidered ceremonial cloths. Eventually the internal features 
were completed during the 1970’s and the religious images were replaced with other 
religious paintings. Much later typical icons were created by icon writers and set in place 
(proper icons are not painted but ‘written’.) These religious images were transferred to the 
Ukrainian Catholic Chapel in Greta where they adorned the interior of the Chapel until the 
Chapel was de-consecrated a number of years ago. 
 

 (Photo from the archives): 
The Duma family were ever hospitable hosting visiting priests, guests and Bishops. In 1993 
they hosted Bishop P. Stasiuk, the newly appointed Head of the Ukrainian Catholic Church 
in Australia, and Fr. Paul Berezniuk.  
 

*    * * 
 
About half of Teodor’s and Kataryna’s extensive backyard had been devoted to a vegetable 
garden from the time they settled there. This was nothing out of the ordinary for Ukrainian 
immigrants most of whom had their origins in rural villages and towns – yet here in an urban 
setting it was something unusual. Their beloved plants and greenery were tended with care 
no matter the weather, nor the season. Both took much pride in understanding how to 
cultivate and grow vegetables and various plants. This was a necessity in those early years 
not only for them, but also their fellow countrymen, because the vegetable garden provided 
fresh food for everyday meals and saved their money for other necessary things.   
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A variety of vegetables were grown through the seasons – cucumbers, tomatoes, potatoes, 
garlic, other herbs, onions, cabbage, and much other - a veritable grocery store of fresh 
vegetables.  As well there were carefully nurtured fruit trees.  Even in the last years of 
Kateryna’s life the two plum trees were flowering and full of ripe, unpicked fruit because she 
was no longer able to look after them. Although the size of the vegetable garden had shrunk 
to a more manageable size and the variety of vegetables became smaller after her husband 
passed away, Kateryna nevertheless continued always growing something. There was now 
more lawn, even so, its height was regularly kept in check.  In the latter decades Kateryna 
took an increasing interest in growing flowers and decorative bushes in pots and all along 
the periphery of her property - and shared them with many.  Kateryna also shared her 
interest in nature and desire for hospdarstvo (orderliness) with the Parish.  
 
One of the more recent examples is from the past 3 years and is worth remembering. It is 
about Kateryna’s role in rejuvenating the garden areas of the Parish. 
 
She had little tolerance for weeds in the garden and the neglect of flowers and shrubs. 
Kateryna sought out various members of the parish and enlisted them to help her tidy up 
the garden beds, and rejuvenate the plants - in a word, to improve the appearance of the 
gardens and bring a cared for order to the surroundings. She wanted the Parish property to 
at all times look neat, tidy and naturally attractive.   To this task she gave of herself willingly 
… her time, effort and whatever skills and experience she could apply. 

 
(left) Kateryna … revelling in her element … 
In September 2009, Kateryna, thoroughly pleased to 
be making progress on her project of rejuvenating 
the front rose garden to bloom in all its natural 
colours and beauty … she understood the way of 
plants and the environment constantly tending to her 
beloved garden and plants at home and at the 
Parish.  
 
 
 
The Parish community has perhaps not been aware 
of the cumulative debt it owes to her efforts and 
concern (along with others) in this area. For it is easy 
to not notice the unseen efforts that are made that 
lead in time, when the season comes, to noticeable 
improvements – the flowers that bloom, the shrubs 
that are greener and flowering, the tidiness of the 
weedless garden beds – which altogether present a 

pleasant and natural attractive setting befitting the Church - a sense that all is in order, as it 
should be. 
 

The Garden ... people would have noticed the small decorative garden at the front of the 

Parish-community Hall next to the Church.  It has taken on a better appearance when 
compared to what was there earlier when nothing but large weeds grew around a sickly 
myrtle-bush. In fact the two people who initiated the creation of this garden area are Taras 
Malenewych, and Kateryna Duma. They are both of the generation who arrived and settled 
here as migrants from Europe in the late 1940’s (what we refer to as the pioneering Ukrainian 
immigration to this area).  
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Taras Melenewych as well as Kateryna Duma, on seeing how the area had dried out and 
had become over the years overgrown with weeds and long grass, took the initiative of trying 
to clean it up and make a little garden area there. The task was quite challenging. 
The soil had not been turned over for many years, was so dried out that it was like rock and 
very hard to break up. The longstanding myrtle tree growing there was stunted and 
diseased, it was having a very hard time surviving at all. The soil had little to no nutrients. 
Kateryna Duma encouraged Taras’ efforts and tried to get others interested to do something 
about it – clear it out and plant some attractive flowers and bushes. 
 
Taras managed to at least clear most of the grass and weeds, before, unfortunately, towards 
the end of 2012, he suffered a stroke at home, and was since incapacitated. 
 
Although this was a setback, Kateryna offered her plants and was willing to continue with 
the work – to create a neat and pleasant to the eye a little garden area. She, together with 
help from a couple of other sympathisers, cleared up the area, turned the soil over, added 
some nutrient-rich soil and eventually planted a selection of flowers, fragrant small bushes, 
and decorative border plants. It should be noted that Fr Paul was enlisted as well. He was 
particularly active in monitoring the health of the myrtle tree to rid it of its disease and to 
keep the plants well-watered so as to give them a chance, particularly through the dry-spells.  
 
And now it is pleasing to see that the myrtle tree is flourishing with green growth and is free 
of disease – it is doing so well that it has flowered all over.    All the other plants survived 
the summers and are also doing 
very well. The two small white 
camellia plants have not stopped 
flowering since they were 
planted! The star of the small 
bushes is a plant provided by 
Mrs Kateryna Duma (which she 
named as vasylko). When 
planted it looked like a knee-high 
dried out stick that did not have 
a hope of surviving let alone 
growing. Kateryna was insistent 
that it be planted and that it 
would flourish, because she 
knew …!  How right she was!  
Her dried out ‘stick’ has since 
grown so rapidly that it couldn’t 
carry its own weight (some 
branches split) and had to be 
pruned quite strongly. And what 
a very pleasant fragrance it 
produces - better than many of 
the perfumes in shops!. The little 
area has come to be referred to 
by some as Kateryna’s Corner. 
 
[photo]  Kateryna’s Corner 29 Nov 
2014  - her fragrant ‘vasylko’ 
growing luxuriantly in front of  the 
hall ….  
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Kateryna was good-natured in character, friendly and sociable. A decent person, 
straightforward with no airs of pretensions nor malice, appreciating honesty and fairness in 
people. At times she would be persistent and insistent when doing things that needed to be 
done. She did not tolerate doing nothing. Her dependable assistance with the variety of 
beneficial parish and community activities is missed.  
 
Kateryna had come to find satisfaction and fulfilment in the ordinary and simple things in her 
life here – neatness, cleanliness, tidiness, and a practical sense of orderliness that was 
connected with nature – in growing things.  
 
She was ordinary in so many ways, but yet not ordinary in her devotion to family, home, 
productive daily routine, and selfless constant contribution to her Parish-community of which 
it can be said, she truly gave something of herself. 
 
May she gently rest within the embrace of the earth wherein she lies … her example is 
followed by others … to continue doing what needs to be done … neat, tidy and pleasant to 
the eye. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

                                                          ВІЧНА ЇЙ ПАМ'ЯТЬ 
 

 
 

 
  

  29-11-2014: 
the myrtle in Kateryna’s Corner  
flowering with full new blooms... 

the wonder of life  …. 
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     IN MEMORIAM        ВІЧНАЯ ПАМ’ЯТЬ 

 
 

 
 

Fenia  KOPKO (nee Harahuc)   Феня  КОПКО 
 

 9 December 1927, Wislock, Poland 
†  24 September 2015, Newcastle,  Australia 

 
 

The Funeral Service took place at 10:00am on 6 October 2015 at the 
Ukrainian Catholic Church Pokrova, 

Adamstown 
 

Interred at Sandgate (Lawn) Cemetery 
 

The Ukrainian Parish and Community expresses sympathy to the families and 
relatives of Fenia KOPKO for their loss. 

 
Vichnaya Pam’yat      IN MEMORIAM 

 

Феня  КОПКО (дів. Гарагуц) 
Нар: 9-12-1927, Вислік, Польща 

  + 24 вересня 2015,   Нюкастль, Австралія 
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EULOGY 
for Fenia KOPKO 

by daughter Stephanie Zidar 
 

Mum was born in Wyslok in the Sanok area of the Halychyna region of Ukraine, on 9th 
December 1927 to parents Ivan and Ksenia. 

Mum lived with her loving Grandparents. The farm consisting of sheep, cows, horses, 
chickens. Wheat was also grown there. Mum had a favourite horse and talked about it until 
she died. She had a great love of dogs including 2 of her own, Michael’s dog, 2 of mine, 

John Paul’s and father Paul’s.  

When father Paul came to visit Mum and Dad at home, Mum invited the dog and fed and 
watered it before father. Mum knew how to prioritize. 

Mum’s health started to deteriorate from the age of 5 years when she was run over by a cart 
full of rocks, and only got worse every year until she died. 

Mum’s grandfather (who taught her all about seasons, herbs, plants and geography) died in 
1941.  In 1942 her brother was born and on the 1st February 1942 she was forcibly taken by 
soldiers to work in Germany, and always talked about the crying her baby brother made. 

During the war she worked on farms. 
Because of the bad working conditions she 

complained to the soldiers and eventually 
was put on a farm where the farmer treated 
her properly. 

This got her ready for jobs in Australia. 
If the bosses treated her unfairly (and lots of 

bosses, especially in the cleaning industry, 
treated New Australians unfairly) she told 
them off and told them to do the jobs 

themselves and walked out: and she didn’t 
go back when they asked her again. 

At the end of the war, the Americans came 

and took Mum to a house with 30 other 
people for 6-7 months. Then Mum and 5 

other people escaped from a truck which 
was taking them to Siberia, and landed in a 
Polish camp at Fallingsbostel [80kms east 

of Bremen]. 

Dad came to the same camp 6 months later.  

Then Mum went to Munster Lager (camp) 

and slept with a knife for protection. 

In 1946 Mum and Dad (Mychaylo) married 

[in Munster, Germany], she was about 20 
years of age while Mychaylo was about 24 
at the time.   

(Picture of Fenia and Mychaylo from their 
time in Germany) 
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I was born in 1947. We came to Sydney, Australia, on the ship the General Sturgis on 21 

May 1949. At first they were sent to the Bathurst migrant camp and very soon after were 
transferred to the Greta camp while Dad had to work in Sydney for 2 years, but ‘escaped’ 

and came to work at BHP. 

Finally they bought the House in Mayfield in 1952 and lived there until over 2 years ago 
when they both went to St Joseph’s Nursing home. 

In 1954 Michael was born, and John was born in 1955. Mum was always sick but her loving 
and protective instincts grew.   I never knew a mother who couldn’t wait for the holidays to 

spend time with her children.   We went everywhere as a family - by foot. To the beach, to 
visit friends in Shortland, to the Newcastle show. Mum and Dad have never owned a car. 

In 1978 Mum and Dad nearly lost John in an accident at BHP. Mum nursed him back to 

health. But, Mum and Dad were devastated when their other son, Michael, died in 1997. 

She loved her grandchildren and great grandchildren. Mum loved knitting and crocheting 

and crocheted a blanket for all the children and grandchildren. I would like to thank Yzabella, 

Zachery and Zavier for coming to the nursing home every Sunday for the last two years and 
colouring in, doing puzzles and playing dominos with nanna and  helping to feed pop. 

Mum loved cooking and it came out in the taste of her food. Chips, soup, varennyky 
(Ukrainian dumplings) and holubtsi (Ukrainian style cabbage rolls).  Delicious. She also loved 

feeding people, and heaven help you if you didn’t want to eat.  Just ask John, Paul, Anna 

and Joseph. 

Mum loved and prayed to God.   And she believed in angels, especially our neighbour 

PATRICIA.  Whenever Mum needed help and I wasn’t there, Patricia turned up (and still 
does.) Bless you Pat. 

Mum and Dad loved socializing and dancing. Our friends, Margaret and Bay, taught Mum 

and Dad 29 dances in 1993, and they relived the memories for many years and even in the 
HOME. 

Everyone here has their own memories, knowledge and feelings about Mum. 

She wasn’t perfect …….. None of us are … 

Mum could make you happy, sad and angry.   She also gave the best smiles and hugs. 

It is written somewhere that we all bring and leave something of ourselves. We all know 
what that is for us, and it is different for all of us. 

In two years at the home I am sure Mum has taught the carer’s patience and achievement 

(a private joke) and the love she has for Dad.  She wouldn’t let some carer’s go near Dad. 

Most friends of Mum and Dad have already died.  But I would like to thank Patricia and Kevin 

and Maria for always visiting Mum and Dad at St Joseph’s.  

Mum….Dad misses you and loves you … 

 as he did all your life. 

Mum … we all love you. 

You are no longer in pain. 

God be with you. 

Vichnaya Pamyat’  
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     IN MEMORIAM        ВІЧНАЯ ПАМ’ЯТЬ 

 
 

 
 

Mychaylo KOPKO   Михайло КОПКО 
 

 2 November 1923, Worotne, Ukraine 
†  16 December  2015, Newcastle,  Australia 

 
 

The Funeral Service took place at 10:00am on 22 December 2015 at the 
Ukrainian Catholic Church Pokrova, 

Adamstown 
 

Interred at Sandgate (Lawn) Cemetery 
 

The Ukrainian Parish and Community expresses sympathy to the families and 
relatives of Mychaylo KOPKO for their loss. 

 
Vichnaya Pam’yat      IN MEMORIAM 

 

Михайло КОПКО 
Нар: 2-листопада-1923, Воротня, Україна 
  + 16 грудня 2015,   Нюкастль, Австралія 
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EULOGY 

For Mychaylo KOPKO - 
by daughter Stephanie Zidar 

 

Dad was born on a farm in Worotna on the periphery of the town of Nemyriv in Ukraine to Kateryna 
and Theodore on the 2nd November 1923. He was their 1st child. 
 
The farmhouse was large and he lived there with his parents, grandparents: 2 uncles and an auntie 
from his father’s side and his sister (Raisa) who was born in 1924. 
 
The farm consisted of the farmhouse: a barn for haystacking, horse stables, pig sty, cow shed and 
plenty of spaces for the cows, horses, chooks, ducks and any other farm animals they might have 
had, as well as an orchard. 
 
The land used for farming was about four to five miles away from the farmhouse, and all the other 
farmers went and farmed their land together with Dad’s father. They would pack lunches and either 
go by horse or horse and cart to their fields and plant and harvest or just tend to the fields. They 
started out early and arrived home late at night to be welcomed by candles or kerosene lamps. 
 
As a child he stayed home with the grandparents and milked cows, fed the animals and played. 
There were no sports then, as we have now. There was a river nearby and a well was used for 
drinking water and cooking.  As he grew older, he cleaned out the stables 
 
As Dad and his sister grew up, there was no radio on the farm and they made their own music. 
He learnt how to play the mouth organ, violin, tap 2 spoons together on his knees, and played 
music on the washing board. He remembers he learnt to pray a lot. When Dad came to Australia 
he and his wife could say all the prayers in Ukrainian - even though they didn't have much 
schooling in other subjects. 
 
Dad went to school in the city of Nemyriv (in the Vinnytsya oblast of Ukraine) was a walk 
of more than 4 miles to and from, a  d a i l y  w a l k  o f  about an 8 miles walk a day. But, he 
only went once or twice a week if lucky. All the children in the suburb used to go together and 
climbed trees, ran and played on the way. His lunch consisted mainly of pork crackling and 
bread. 
 
At school Dad had to listen and remember. He received 1 sheet of paper which had to last 
about 3 months and every bit had to be covered in writing. Dad said if you could see any white 
space on the paper, his teacher and father would hit him for waste. The trouble was though, that 
because everything was jam packed on the page, eventually he couldn't even read it himself 
 
Dad told me how he learnt to patch the roof. Two bundles of straw were twisted together and 
turned into a loop and one put on top of another so no rain or snow came through. He used his 
skills when he got to Australia. 
 
When he bought the Mayfield house the roof was leaky. I mean really leaky.  We had about 15 pots 
up the hallway catching the water and the noise it made kept you awake. He used to bring some tar 
from BHP climb up on the roof, and try and fill the holes. It took a couple of years before he could 
afford some iron. 
 
His memories of childhood and teenage years are happy ones. Skating on the river with good 
shoes, steel tips on toes and heels. These tips were put on to protect them and make them 
last longer.  But he and many others who couldn't afford ice skates used their good shoes. He 
says damaging the shoes was worth the belting he got when he came home. He also used 
sleds and cardboard and anything else to slide down hills in winter. 
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In the summer he would slide with other children down the same hills only this time on branches 
and leaves and bark of the trees, and he said he received many splinters in his 'you know where', 
but this was worth it. He would also swing from trees and play in the fields. 
 
Dad made walking sticks from saplings. He used to bend the tops of young trees and tie them 
down, and when they grew they did so in the shape of handles and didn't break. 
 
Dad’s family were devout Catholics, and every Sunday he had to walk to a church to the top of 
a large hill (or i t  could have been a mountain) . Most of the time they walked up, but if they 
were lucky they used the horse and cart. During the month of May (the Feast of Our Lady) 
and June (the Feast of Jesus), all the children had to go to church every day. 
 
Families got together for dances. At about the age of 15, he was the drummer for those dances. 
Growing up, Dad played the violin for our birthday parties. As a teenager he learnt to make and 
mend shoes. In Australia, Dad also used his skills. He mended our shoes (and put little steel bits on 
toes and heels and glued leather on the soles until you couldn’t buy the bits anymore, and the shoes 
were made with rubber soles and were thrown away. 
 
Two devastating things happened to him during his life in Europe 
The first that affected him deeply was seeing his home and suburb burnt down in 1938. The animals 
were not hurt, but all the houses, farms and possessions were burnt. The reason for the fire was 
that in the suburb everyone used to pool the ashes together and use them for planting seeds. This 
particular day, one lady put hot ashes on the pile but forgot to cover it and the wind spread the ashes 
all over her house and barn and from there the suburb was burnt. His family moved across the river 
to live with a married uncle. In 1940, his second sister named Stephanie, was born. 
 
The second devastating thing that happened was when the German Army conscripted him to a 
German labour camp on the 10th July 1942. He always remembered his father’s words “Don’t steal 
and don’t pick anything up off the ground that is not yours. It could be an explosive”, and he did as 
his father said and survived. 
 
In the labour camps his clothes were taken from him and he was given striped pyjamas and made 
to work in a factory. Dad and the other men were given pieces of steel to work with and were not 
allowed to handle the finished product. If it was not up to standard, a person was never seen again 
in the factory. He and the other men were not fed well or given much to drink. 
 
In 1943 Dad had to work in an Aeroplane factory with 7 Russian men. Then he realized the reason 
for all the work he had done the previous year. He had to help make 1 wing per day. In 1944, the 
factory was bombed and in the October he ran away, but the Germans made him dig trenches and 
in 1945 the Yankees came and the war was over. He was taken to a camp in the town of Leibich 
and survived the Russian attacks on the camp. 
 
Dad ran away and arrived at the Munster camp (Lager) in 1945 where he met Mum (Fenia). They 
both lived in special barracks in camps for men and women and about fifty persons lived in each 
barrack.  They married in Munster on 27/10/1946.  Dad worked as a night patrol policeman and 
wore a black band on his sleeve to signify this. He had the same job when he went to Italy and on 
the ship to Australia. 
 
Dad and Mum and myself spent Easter in Zidorf in Italy, then boarded a ship called the ‘General 
Sturgis” and travelled for 28 days before reaching Sydney on the 21st May 1949. 
 
They took us to a camp in Bathurst and Dad had to leave Mum and me and work in a factory in 
Villawood for 2 years. This was the deal with immigrants at the time. Mum was in Australia one day 
when she was rushed to hospital with appendicitis, and Dad was left alone with me. 
 
Then Mum and myself were taken to Greta camp and Dad had to stay in Sydney. Dad couldn’t eat 
what they fed him in Sydney and he asked to be transferred somewhere else. They told him he 
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would be sent back to Europe or the sugar cane fields in Queensland. He didn’t know what sugar 
canes were so he ran away to Newcastle to find the BHP that other people talked about. He applied 
for work and they told him he could start that night. He was introduced to some workers and to his 
amazement he found some friends from Europe who had also ran away. They offered him lodgings 
at a boarding house in Tourle St. Newcastle and he brought Mum and myself to stay with him. 
 
From that day Dad started as an operator and went on to be a certified crane chaser and rigger and 
stayed at BHP till 1982 when all the retrenchments started. After that Dad and Mum boarded at 
Wallsend and Carrington and he caught buses to work.  Finally, Dad and Mum bought the house in 
Mayfield on 28th February 1952 and stayed there for the rest of their life, apart for the 2 years and a 
couple of months when Dad and Mum resided at St. Joseph’s Nursing Home. 
 
To help pay for the house at Mayfield, Dad rented rooms to boarders. One room for Dad, Mum and 
myself; one room for a married couple and one room with 2 single men. Mum did the washing and 
cooking for all. 
When Michael was born in 1954, Dad and Mum no longer took in boarders. It was officially the 
Kopko House. Dad used to smoke, but decided one day to give it up. He burnt the packet of tobacco 
and never touched the stuff again. 
 
In 1955, John was born and it was also the year of the Maitland floods. Our backyard was knee 
deep in water and Dad’s chickens were sitting on the highest perch in the chicken coup. The BHP 
paid its workers fortnightly and the shopkeeper across the road was always there to help if Dad 
couldn’t pay straight away. The car park at BHP used to be packed with young paper boys selling 
papers from their carts. Also there were HAWKERS selling toys, rubber snakes, spiders and many 
other nick-nacks.  
 
Dad would hide things in the cupboard every fortnight. Usually it frightened Mum or me. The boys 
didn’t get as frightened.. Dad continued to frighten us until his eyesight went.  In 1965 he was hit by 
a car in Ingall St. on his way home from work. His bike was fixed. Two weeks later he went to work 
and his bike was stolen. He walked to work from that day on until he retired. And after that he just 
walked wherever. In 1968 he started extentions on his house and finally had a bathroom with a 
heater that didn’t nearly blow your head off and singe your arm and eyebrows. The 10th of July1971 
was my wedding day and I was leaving him and Mum..  
 
Dad was sad because it was the 10th of July when he left his father. 
Dad and Mum’s first Grandson, Joseph, was born in 1973, followed by Anna in 1974. 
 
Then Michael got married and had three children, Hayley, Stacey and Michael. In the Easter of 
1978, Dad and Mum were devastated by a horrific near tragic accident at the BHP, of John. aged 
22 at the time. Miraculously, he survived the accident and had four children, John Paul, Michael, 
Ben and Daniel. I think the shock of the accident was worse than the war experience. Their health 
was never the same. 
 
In 1988 Dad became a Pensioner. In 1989 the earthquake shook them again. The chimney was 
damaged and after fighting the Insurance Company for two years they repaired it. Then in 1991 
Mum had a cancer operation and this upset Dad as he had never been without her since he left 
Europe (except when she had the children.) 
 
Then in 1997, his first son Michael died. 
Dad has always been a gardener and tinkerer (handyman) around the house. He always made 
things like furniture, tables and toys out from leftover wood or discarded pieces of old furniture. One 
year he made helicopters for the children. 
 
Dad was a very loving man. He loved his wife absolutely. He loved his children, grandchildren and 
great grandchildren. He kissed us children and Mum before he went to work and when he came 
home from work, remembering he did 3 shifts at the BHP.  He loved spending time with them and 
getting on the ground and playing with their toys with them (right until he couldn’t see.)  He loved 
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working at the BHP. He thanked God for this privilege. He whistled walking to and from work. He 
loved working in the garden, painting the house, mowing the lawn. He whistled doing all these things. 
He didn’t wear hats. He always wore a man-sized handkerchief that was tied on all four corners, on 
his head. He stopped whistling over 15 years ago when he became blind. It upset the family a lot 
because it meant he was sad. 
 
An elderly lady, (Mrs Taylor) used to sit on her verandah at midnight just to hear him whistle, and 
another neighbor recently told me she still misses his whistling. He enjoyed shopping for groceries 
with Mum and shopping for clothes. The ladies in Peggy Lee and Margo’s dress shops had never 
had a man so interested in helping a wife choose her clothes. He would sit and enjoy himself. 
Nothing phased him. 
 
Mum and Dad were Ying and Yang. Mum would cook, Dad would wash. Mum would wash clothes 
and Dad was there to help hang them and take them off the line. Mum would cook and Dad would 
eat.  Dad would mow the lawn and Mum swept and hosed afterwards. 
 
Another thing. Dad would never complain. Even in the nursing home where for over two years he 
couldn’t walk or see, he thanked people for just calling him by his name, or visiting him, or giving 
him a drink or a tablet. And he always told visitors to DRIVE home carefully.  Dad was a very grateful 
and calm man.  
 
Dad was a very accepting man.  He accepted the war, the floods, the children and their problems. 
Whatever happened to Dad he just accepted it and never looked back to the past to hold a grudge 
He was a ’TAKE the good when you get it and be grateful’ type of man. Dad loved joking and telling 
jokes and watching   comedy and cowboy films especially ‘I love Lucy’ and ‘Get Smart.’  Mum didn’t. 
 
Before TV, Mum and Dad listened to the radio, played I spy with us as kids, told stories, played the 
violin and sung along together. We visited friends by train in Sydney. He chopped wood for the fuel 
stove, loved listening to Elvis and Marty Robbins records, watching the football and wrestling on TV 
when it came. 
 
His social life consisted of playing cards or dominos every day with Mum, family or visitors. I 
continued this with Mum at the home (because Dad couldn’t see). 
 
Dad had never owned a car, or a telephone or video. Had never had a honeymoon. But, he was a 
romantic. Every year on their Wedding anniversary, he would buy Mum a card (with the most 
lovely words in it). Dad was a caring, sharing man, not letting things get him down, knowing his 
limitations and being satisfied with what he had, his faith in God and the love of his wife and family 
and special friends, have got him through the awful moments in his life. 
 
I am sure if he could, he would be saying thank you for coming and drive home safely. 
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     IN MEMORIAM        ВІЧНАЯ ПАМ’ЯТЬ 

 
 

 
 

 
Maria SYDOR   Марія СИДОР 

 
  23 October 1921, Białobrzegi, Poland 

†  7 November 2015, Newcastle,  Australia 
formerly of Maryville, Newcastle 

 
Funeral conducted by Pettigrew Funerals on 13 November 2015 

 
Interred at Sandgate Cemetery, Ukrainian Section 

 

The Ukrainian Parish and Community expresses sympathy to the sons of  
Maria SYDOR, Colin and Roman, and their families for their loss. 

 
Vichnaya Pam’yat      IN MEMORIAM 

 

Марія СИДОР  
Нар: 23 жовтня 1921, Бялобжеґі, Польща 

  + 7 листопада 2015,   Нюкастль, Австралія 
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A WORD 
for Maria SYDOR 

 

Maria had come to Australia from Europe as a migrant on the ship Castel Bianco which 
reached Newcastle port on 23 May 1950. The trip had been challenging as she felt quite 
sick throughout the 28 day journey. From the ship she was transferred with everyone else 
to the Greta Migrant camp. 

Mrs Maria Sydor, at kitchen window of a hut in the ‘Chocolate city’ section of Greta camp, 1951.  
Source: http://www.anvilcreek.com/campgreta/gal/images/522/pos=3 
 

Maria married Dmytro Sydor whom she met when living in the Greta migrant camp. The 
wedding took place in St. Anthony’s Chapel at the Greta camp in the early 1950s. They 
raised a family of two sons, Colin and Roman.  
 
Both Maria and her husband actively supported the development of the Ukrainian Catholic 
parish with donations and their efforts throughout the years. Notably during the period of 
the construction of the Parish Hall-Church in 1961-62 they voluntarily contributed many 
hours of hard work on the construction site in building the premises.  
 
Maria was also a member of the Ukrainian Catholic Parish Womens Auxiliary (Sestrytstvo) 
for some time. 
 
They lived their lives in the Newcastle region. 

http://www.anvilcreek.com/campgreta/gal/images/522/pos=3


36 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Both photos taken 1951; from archives): Maria and 

Dmytro Sydor on their wedding day on the step of the 
St Anthony’s Catholic Chapel at Greta migrant camp. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
People from the camp who attended the wedding of Dmytro and Maria Sydor (1951) – standing in 
front of St. Anthony’s Catholic Chapel at Greta camp.   

 
On 7 November 2015 Maria Sydor passed away aged 94. (Her 

husband Dmytro had pre-deceased her.) 
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     IN MEMORIAM        ВІЧНАЯ ПАМ’ЯТЬ 

 
 

 
 

Ivan TURKOWSKY   Іван ТУРКОВСЬКИЙ 
 

 20 June1922, Pryluky, Ukraine 
†  4 November 2015, Newcastle,  Australia 

 
 

The Funeral Service took place at 9:00am on 10 November 2015 
 at the Ukrainian Orthodox Church 

 Islington, Newcastle 
 

Interred at Sandgate Cemetery, Ukrainian Section 
 

The Ukrainian Parish and Community expresses sympathy to the families and 
relatives of TURKOWSKY and close friend Euhen Filiptschuk for their loss. 

 
Vichnaya Pam’yat      IN MEMORIAM 

 

Іван  ТУРКОВСЬКИЙ 
Нар:  20-6-1922, Прилуки,  східна  Україна 

  + 4 листопада 2015,   Нюкастль, Австралія 
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HISTORICAL NOTE: As a matter of interest 

In the Newcastle Herald as well as the Maitland Mercury a Funeral Notice appeared about 
the passing of Katharina Emele WOLTSCHENKO who resided in Greta. Katharina was the 
wife of the late Boris Alexander Woltschenko who originates from Ukrainian territory. Out of 
historical interest to people of this Parish community the details of the passing of Katharina 
Woltschenko are presented here even though the family was not a part of this Parish. 
 

Funeral notice 
 

Katharina Emele WOLTSCHENKO 
Aged 95 years of Greta 

  

Beloved wife of BORIS (dec'd,)  
cherished mother and mother-in-law to HELGA and KURT, MICHAEL and ANNA, adoring 
Oma to TONY (dec'd), VIVIENNE and KEVIN, REBECCA, DAVID and AMIE, and Amama 

to TANYA and LUKE. 
 

Family and friends attended the Liturgy Service for KATHARINA at St Catherine's Catholic 
Church, Branxton Street, Greta, on FRIDAY 18th December 2015 at 9am.  

Burial followed at the Greta Catholic Cemetery. 
 

[Published in The Newcastle Herald, and Maitland Mercury on Dec. 16 2015.] 
 

The parish-community expresses its condolences and sympathies to the Woltschenko 
family on the passing of Katharina Emele WOLTSCHENKO 

 
 

NOTE: The following observations are offered in consideration of people who may be 
interested in the future in researching migration to Australia from Eastern Europe. 
 
The basic public details about Boris Alexander Woltschenko [in Ukrainian either Волщенко 
or Волченко] show that he was born on 1-9-1910 in Stalino, Russia (and can be seen on 
his tombstone). He passed away (in the Hunter Valley) 20 November 1983.  
It needs to be kept in mind that the city in which Boris Woltschenko was born was not at the 
time named Stalino. The city’s location is in Eastern Ukraine, which at the time was ruled by 
Tsarist Russia (as was a large part of eastern Polish territory) as part of its empire. 
 
The city’s official name in 1910 was Yuzovka, a name that was given to it in 1869 in place 
of its original name, Aleksandrovka, which the city had officially been given earlier in 1779. 
 
Yuzovka was renamed as Stalino only in 1924 well after WWI (during which the Tsarist 
Russian empire shrunk and was then replaced by Bolshevik (Soviet) communism). The city 
was named after Josep Stalin who was one of the key leaders of Soviet communism. 
Consequently, it was not possible for anyone to have been born in a city named Stalino in 
1910.  
 
Years later still, after WWII, in 1961, Stalino was renamed as Donetsk and the city carries 
that name to this day and is a large city within Ukraine. 
[For more details see also:  https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Donetsk ] 

 
The M. Woltschenko family have confirmed that the original documents show the city’s name 
as Yuzovka (spelled in various ways e.g Jusowka). Also it shows the date of birth as  
15-9-1910. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Donetsk
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“Man is equally incapable of seeing the nothingness from which he emerges  
and the infinity in which he is engulfed” 

Blaise Pascal,  Pensées     
a French mathematician, physicist, inventor, writer and Christian philosopher of the 17th century. (+ aged 39) 
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Ustianova 

Białobrzegi  
(south of Warsaw, Poland) 

Wyslok
k 

Svydnytsya 

Places of birth of those people who have passed away and are of Ukrainian ancestry that are listed in this Issue.  
The names of the locations are boxed with an arrow indicating the approximate area within the present-day borders of Ukraine 
(since 1991). Ukrainian ethnic territory extends beyond these present-day borders.  

Pryluky Worotne, 
Nemyriv 


