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Sarmatian Review Data 

 
Monetary value of Gazprom in 2008 and 2015 
360 billion dollars and 55 billion dollars, respectively. 

Source: “Why Putin is losing,” RFE/RL, 10 August 2015  <http://www.rferl.org/content/why-putin-is-
losing/27181633.html>, accessed on the same day. 

Russian trade with China 
Percentage drop in Russian trade with China in 2015 (as compared to 2014): 31 percent. 
Percentage drop in Chinese investment in Russia in 2015 (as compared to 2014): 20 percent. 

Source: Matt Olchawa, “Vladimir Putin Has Been Skipping His Leg Days and It Has Been Duly Noted by Chinese 
Leadership,” Huffington Post, 10 September 2015 <www.huffingtonpost.com/matt-olchawa/vladimir-putin-

china_b_8106778.html>, accessed on the same day. 
Population change in the Russian Far East 
Population of territories east of the Lake Baikal in 1991, 2003, and 2010:  8.1 million, 6.6 million, 6 
million, with an increasing share of non-Russians. 
Anticipated number of inhabitants in the Russian-held Far East in 2020: five million, with the share of 
Russians falling to 50 percent or less. 
Reasons for the departure of Russians: lack of transportation routes, shortage of workers (they have to be 
imported from China or Central Asia, which gives Russians an additional incentive to leave), and Russian 
government’s economic policy favoring large monopolies rather than small companies. 

Source: Paul Goble, “Russian Flight From Russian Far East Again Increasing,” Eurasia Daily Monitor,  
vol. 12, no. 200 (4 November 2015). 

Level of GDP per capita and productivity in the world 
GDP per hour worked in 2014 (last stats available) in Poland: 29.7 dollars; Israel, 37.3 dollars; Hungary, 

31.6 dollars; Germany, 62.3 dollars; Russia, 25.9 dollars. 
Source: OECD statistics, <http://stats.oecd.org/Index.aspx?DataSetCode=PDB_LV>, accessed 19 August 2015. 

Jewish and Arab population increase in historic Palestine 
Increase in the number of people in Israel in the past 12 months (data from September 2015): 1.9 percent, 
to 8.4 million. 
Increase in Jewish immigration to Israel in this period of time: 35 percent. 
Percentage of Israeli population that is Jewish: 74.9 percent. 
Percentage of Israeli population that are Arab Palestinians, both Muslims and Christians: 20.7 percent. 
The remainder: mostly non-Arab Christians. 
Palestinian population of the West Bank and East Jerusalem (under Israeli occupation):  2.79 million in 
2014. 
Palestinian population of Gaza (controlled by Israelis): 1.76 million. 
Total Arab population in areas controlled by Israelis:  6.3 million, or equal to the number of Jews in the 
area. 
Political consequences: if Israel wants to remain Jewish, a one-state solution will be impossible to 
achieve. A two-state solution seems inevitable. 
Source: Luke Baker, “Population parity in historic Palestine raises hard questions for Israel,” Reuters, 10 September 

2015 <http://news.yahoo.com/population-parity-historic-palestine-raises-hard-questions-israel-151215215.html, 
accessed on the same day. 

Immigration to and emigration from Poland 
Number of foreign citizens residing in Poland: 111,000.  
Status of the remainder: students, businessmen, others. 
Amount of money spent by the Polish government on each refugee: 1380 Zl, or ca. $400 per month. 
Number of Syrians presently living in Poland: ca. 800, or less than half of those sent to Poland by EU. 
The remainder moved further west where monthly payments are three or four times higher and jobs are 
easier to find. 

Source: Izabela Kacprzak, “Syryjczycy nie chcą do Polski,” Rzeczpospolita, 15 September 2015 
<http://www4.rp.pl/Uchodzcy/309159793-Syryjczycy-nie-chca-do-Polski.html>, accessed 16 September 2015. 
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Distribution of retirement pension wealth among countries 
Countries that have accumulated the largest pension wealth in the world: 1. United States (38 percent), 2. 
Japan (12 percent), 3. the Netherlands (7 percent), 4. Norway (6 percent), 5. Canada (6 percent). 

Source: “The World’s 300 largest pension funds – year end 2014,” Towers Watson portal, September 2015, 
<https://www.towerswatson.com/en/Insights/IC-Types/Survey-Research-Results/2015/09/The-worlds-300-largest-

pension-funds-year-end-2014N>, accessed 14 September 2015. 
Occupation of Poland by the Soviet army, 1944–1991 
Number of Soviet soldiers stationed in Poland in the 1940s: 400,000. 
Size of the Polish army at that time: 140,000. 
Percentage of Polish GNP in 1949–1954 spent on maintenance of the Soviet occupier in Poland: 15 
percent. 
Soviet army divisions stationed in Poland: 4 heavy artillery corps, 30 infantry divisions, 12 airborne 
divisions, and 10 artillery divisions occupying 59 military centers, 13 airports, 6 polygons, and 1 sea base.  
Soviet nuclear arms warehoused in Poland: 178 nuclear warheads. 
Number of Polish cities in which the Soviet army was stationed throughout the period: 65, including 
Warsaw, Kraków, Gdańsk, Łódź, Poznań, Wrocław, Kielce, Częstochowa, Łomża, Lublin, Białystok, 
Swinoujście, Legnica  (one-third of Legnica was cordoned off for Soviet army use).  
Number of Soviet soldiers in Poland in 1990: 65,000, plus 7,500 support personnel and 40,000 family 
members––all maintained at the expense of the Polish GDP.  
Date and circumstances of removal of Soviet army from Poland: the withdrawal of the Soviet army from 
Poland was agreed upon on 21 May 1992 by Boris Yeltsin and Lech Wałęsa during a meeting in Moscow. 
The withdrawal lasted 17 months. The last Soviet soldier left Poland on 18 September 1993. 

Source: Michał Rżysko, “Sowieckie  wojska w Polsce: Jak to było?” Teologia  Polityczna, 
<http://www.teologiapolityczna.pl/sowieckie-wojska-w-polsce/>, accessed 3 October 2015. 

Poverty in Poland 
Percentage of Polish households living below the poverty line: 40 percent. 
1,793.60 per month  (ca. 480 dollars per month) for a family of two; Zl. 2,661.36 per month for a family 
of three; Zl. 3437.68 per month for a family of four; Zl. 4,216.00 per month for a family of five. 
Exchange rate as of 24 September 2015: 1 dollar=3.77 Zl. 

Source: Janina Blikowska and Joanna Cwiek, “Wegetacja nasza codzienna,” Rzeczpospolita, 24 September 2015  
<http://www4.rp.pl/Spoleczenstwo/309239776-Wegetacja-nasza-codzienna.html>, accessed on the same day. 

Number of people in Poland who live in dire poverty (assessed as having a disposable income of 540 Zl 
or lower––ca. 150 dollars per month––per person per month): nearly three million. 

Source: Ewelina Pietryga, “Naga polska bieda,” Rzeczpospolita-Plus Minus, 18 September 2015 
<http://www4.rp.pl/Plus-Minus/309189997-Naga-polska-bieda.html>, accessed 24 September 2015. 

How the poor sleep 
Percentage of Poles who sleep in a frame bed with a mattress: 25 percent. 
Percentage of Poles who sleep on sofas, fold-in beds, armchairs, or other pieces of furniture that serve 
other purposes during the day: 55 percent. 
Reason for scarcity of proper beds: small apartment size and lack of funds. 
Health results: spine problems, lack of sleep. 

Source:  “Uważaj jak śpisz!”, Tygodnik ABC, 11 October 2015 <http://abctygodnik.pl/artykuly/1184-uwazaj-jak-
spisz>, accessed on the same day. 

Civic Platform Party policy toward in-vitro fertilization 
Amount of money the PO minister of health Bartosz Arłukowicz gave to private clinics specializing in in-
vitro fertilization prior to 2015: 150 million zloties, or ca. 43 million dollars. 
On November 2, 2015 (the last day of PO rule in Poland), amount of money PO minister of health Marian 
Zembala  gave as subsidy to private clinics specializing in in-vitro fertilization: Zl 300 million.  
Number of couples who participated for two years in the in-vitro program sponsored in part by the Polish 
ministry of health: 17, 016. 
Number of Polish children born as a result of in-vitro fertilization: 3,627. 
Until 2015, cost of creating one child by means of in-vitro fertilization: 41,000 Zl. 
Number of persons in Poland trying to overcome infertility: 1.5 million. 

Source: Marzena Nykiel, “Lewicowa Platforma dopycha kolanem własne interesy,” Portal <wpolityce.pl>,  
1 November 2015, accessed on the same day. 
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Pan Tadeusz 
by 

Adam Mickiewicz (1798–1855) 
(continued from September 2015 issue) 

Book Twelve 

 Let Us Love One Another! 
 

 
Argument: The last banquet in the grand old Polish style. 
The centerpiece. An explanation of its figures. Its 
transformations. Dąbrowski receives a gift. More of 
Penknife. Kniaziewicz receives a gift. Tadeusz’s first 
official act upon receiving his inheritance. Gerwazy’s 
observations. The Concert of Concerts. The Polonaise. Let 
us love one another! 
 

 Translated by Christopher A. 
Zakrzewski 

 

t last the doors of the great hall flew open 
with a crash, and in strode the Chief 
Steward, head capped and erect. He 

greeted no one, nor did he take his place at the 
table, for today he appeared in the new role of 
Marshal of the Court. Using his mace of office as 
a pointer, he proceeded, as master of ceremonies, 
to usher each guest to his seat. The Chamberlain-
Marshal, being the highest authority in the 
province, took the post of honor, a velvet chair 
with ivory armrests; next to him, on the right, sat 
General Dąbrowski, on the left, Kniaziewicz, 
Patz, and Małachowski. The Chamberlain’s wife 
took her seat among them; after her came the 
other ladies, officers, magnates, local gentry and 
landowners. All took their places, men and 
women alternately, in the order of precedence 
indicated by the Steward. 

The Judge, after bowing to his guests, withdrew 
from the banquet hall and repaired to the 
courtyard where he was fêting a large number of 
his village folk. Assembling them around a table 
some eighty yards long, he seated the parish priest 
at one end and himself at the other. Sophy and 
Tadeusz did not sit down; they were busy waiting 
on the peasantry and ate on the fly. Such was the 
ancient custom, the new heirs did the honors of 
the table at their first banquet.  

Meanwhile, the guests awaited dinner in the great 
hall; with wonder they gazed at the table upon 
which stood an enormous exquisitely wrought 
centerpiece made of a precious metal to match. 
Prince Radziwiłł styled the Orphan was said to 
have had it crafted in Venice but with a Polish 
ornamental touch of his own devising. Pillaged 
during the Swedish wars, the article had passed, 
God knows how, to the Manor; and now, 
retrieved from the lumber house, it lay in a mighty 
circle like a carriage wheel on the table.  

The centerpiece was coated from rim to rim with 
froth and sugar icing, the result being a marvelous 
simulation of a winter landscape. In the center 
stood a forest made from fruit preserves; clustered 
around it, covered not with hoarfrost but with 
sugar frosting, stood a number of cottages 
suggesting peasant hamlets and noble villages; and 
all around the rim of the vessel stood tiny blown-
porcelain figurines in Polish costumes. Like stage 
actors they appeared to be playing out some 
momentous event. Their gestures were skillfully 
portrayed, their colors striking; but for the lack of 
voices you would have sworn they were alive. 

But what did they represent? the guests were 
curious to know. At this the Chief Steward raised 
his mace and addressed the assembly:  

“By your leave, most highly honored guests! (Here 
they partook of vodka.) All these figurines you see 
before you are acting out the history of our 
regional diets, the voting, the upsets, and the 
quarrels. I surmised the scene myself; so allow me 
to explain it all to you.  

“Here on the right you see a large crowd of the 
nobility. Evidently they have been invited to the 
inaugural banquet, for a table stands set. No one 
has yet seated the guests; they stand around in 
little knots. Each group holds council. Notice the 
man in the center of each group. By his open 
mouth, wide-eyed stare and busy hands, you can 
tell he is a speaker making his point. He traces 
something with his finger on the palm of his hand. 
The speakers are pushing their candidates, with 
mixed results as you can readily tell by the 
expressions of their fellow noblemen. 

“True, in this second group the nobility listens 
intently. Look at this fellow with his hands under 
his belt. See him straining to hear? And this one 
here, cupping his hand to his ear, twirling his 

A 
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mustache in silence? No doubt he is collecting the 
pearls of eloquence and threading them upon his 
memory. The speaker looks pleased; clearly, he 
has won them over. He rubs his pockets, for he 
knows he has their vote in his pocket. 

“But what a difference in this third group here! 
The speaker has to seize his listeners by the belt. 
See them pulling away, averting their heads? 
Observe this listener bridling with anger. See? He 
raises his arm, threatens the speaker, stopping his 
mouth with his hand. He cannot bear to hear his 
rival praised; and observe this other fellow 
lowering his head like a bull as if to toss him. 
Some reach for their swords, others take to their 
heels. 

“One man stands silent, apart from the groups; 
clearly, he hasn’t thrown in with either side. He is 
fearful, he hesitates. He hasn’t a clue who to vote 
for. In his struggle with himself, he leaves it all to 
chance. He raises his hands, puts out his thumbs 
and, shutting his eyes, tries to align his nails; 
clearly, he has entrusted his vote to fate. If the 
thumbs meet, it is, ‘yea,’ if not, ‘nay.’  

“On the left we observe yet another scene. The 
nobility have converted the cloister’s refectory 
into an electoral hall. The older men sit on 
benches arranged in rows. The youth stand 
behind, peering over their heads into the center of 
the hall. There stands the Marshal with the ballot 
urn in his hand. He counts out the votes, the 
nobility watch with eager eyes. He has just shaken 
out the last one. The ushers raise their hand and 
announce the elected official.  

“One of the nobles refuses to abide by the 
common will. See him poking his head through 
the kitchen window? Observe that insolent, wide-
eyed stare of his. His mouth gapes open, as if he 
would swallow up the entire room. Easy to guess 
what he is shouting, Veto! – I say no! And now see 
how this voice of discord sends the throng 
charging through the door. Heading for the 
kitchen, I’ll warrant. Their blades are drawn. Oh, 
there will be bloodshed, I shouldn’t wonder.  

“But here in the corridor, ladies and gentlemen, 
you will mark a priest in a chasuble—the old prior 
bearing a monstrance with the Blessed Sacrament. 
A surpliced altar boy clears his way with a bell. 
The nobility sheathe their sabers, bless themselves, 
and genuflect. The priest turns to where the clash 

of steel persists; soon he will have the whole lot 
hushed and reconciled. 

“Ah! But you youngsters have no recollection of 
how famously our self-governing nobility, armed 
and unruly as they were, got along without the 
benefit of a police force. So long as the true faith 
flourished, we respected our laws. We enjoyed 
liberty with order, glory with prosperity. Other 
countries, I am told, keep bands of ruffians at 
hand—all manner of law officers, gendarmes, and 
constables. But if it takes the sword alone to guard 
the public security, then I will not believe true 
liberty exists in those lands.”  

Here the Chamberlain broke in, rapping on his 
snuffbox. “Come, Mr Steward,” said he, “put off 
these stories of yours. Granted, our regional diets 
are of great interest, but we are famished. Have 
them bring in the dinner!”  

But the Steward merely lowered his mace to the 
floor.  

“Your Excellency, grant me this pleasure,” he 
replied. “Allow me a moment to explain this final 
scene. Here you see the newly elected Marshal 
leaving the refectory on the shoulders of his 
supporters. See the nobility tossing their caps in 
the air? Their mouths are open. ‘Vivat! A long 
life!’ they shout.’ And there, opposite, broods the 
beaten contender. He stands apart, cap pulled 
down over his brow; meanwhile, in front of their 
house, his wife stands waiting. She has guessed, 
poor thing. She swoons in her chambermaid’s 
arms. Poor thing! She has been counting on the 
title Right Honorable, and now it’s another three 
years of just plain Honorable!”  

With that the Chief Steward ended his 
commentary and waved his mace. Upon this 
signal, the footmen began filing in two by two 
with the dinner. The opening dish was barche royale. 
Next came an old-Polish broth prepared with 
masterly skill. To the marvelous secrets of its 
preparation the Steward had added the measure of 
throwing in a few pearls and a coin. (The broth 
was said to purify the blood and fortify the 
health.) The rest of the dishes followed. Who 
could tell them all? And even if one could, who 
could make head or tail of specialties no longer 
known today—kontuz, arkas, and blemas; or dishes 
containing ingredients such as burbot meat, 
forcemeat, civet, deer musk, gum dragon, pine 
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nut, and sloeberry? And the varieties of fish! Dried 
huchen from the Danube, flounder, white 
sturgeon, caviar (Venetian and Turkish), large 
pike, medium-size pike (eighteen inchers at least), 
large carp, noble carp! And, to crown all, the 
chef’s great secret, an entire fish, uncut, fried at 
the head, baked in the middle, and the tail 
marinating in a sauce.  

But the guests took no interest in the names of the 
dishes nor did they take time to probe the 
mysteries of the fish. They dispatched the repast 
with military gusto, washing it down with ample 
drafts of Hungarian wine.  

Meanwhile, the grand centerpiece was changing 
color. Stripped of its covering of snow, it was 
beginning to show green. Warmed by the summer 
heat, the light froth of sugar icing melted by 
degrees to uncover what had so far been hidden 
from the eye. A new season transformed the 
landscape. Spring emerged with her burst of 
greenery and many hues. Numerous varieties of 
grain sprang up as if leavened with yeast: gold-
spiked wheat dusted with saffron, rye silvered with 
painter’s vermeil, buckwheat skillfully fashioned 
from chocolate, and blossoming orchards of apple 
and pear.  

 But the guests had little time to taste the fruits of 
summer. They begged the Steward to stay their 
passing. No use! Like a planet governed by her 
ineluctable motions, the centerpiece changed 
season again. Already the gilded grainfields were 
soaking up the warmth of the hall. The grass 
yellowed, the leaves reddened and began to fall as 
if autumn winds were blowing. Now the trees, 
gorgeous a moment ago, stood stark and leafless, 
as if blasted by wind and frost. These bare trees 
were cinnamon sticks; and what looked like pine-
trees were actually sprigs of laurel sprinkled with 
caraway seeds, to simulate pine needles.  

Sipping their wine, the guests fell to breaking off 
and nibbling on the branches, roots, and stumps; 
meanwhile, circling the centerpiece, the Steward 
beamed, casting triumphant glances at his guests. 

“My dear Steward!” said Henry Dąbrowski, 
feigning great amazement. “Is this a shadow play 
before me? Or has Pinetti placed his demons at 
your disposal? Do such centerpieces still exist 
among us in Lithuania? Do the people still feast in 

this grand old way? Tell me, for I have spent the 
best part of my life abroad.”  

“No, General!” replied the Chief Steward with a 
bow. “No godless arts these, but rather a harking 
back to those grand old banquets held in the halls 
of our forefathers when Poland was happy and 
strong. What I have done, I learned from this 
book. As to the custom being observed in the rest 
of Lithuania, alas! new fashions are making 
inroads even here. Many a young squire balks at 
such excesses. He eats like a Jew, begrudges his 
guests food and drink, and stints his Hungarian 
wine, while draining drafts of that infernal bogus 
champagne from Moscow, which is all the rage. 
Then in the evening he loses as much gold at 
cards as it would take to feed a hundred fellow 
noblemen. Even the Chamberlain—and here I 
shall be quite candid, trusting His Excellency will 
not take it amiss—even the Chamberlain scoffed 
on seeing me haul this centerpiece from the 
lumber room. A tiresome old contraption whose 
day was done; that is what he said. A child’s 
bauble! said he. Not fit for such illustrious folk. 
Yes, my dear Judge, even you thought it would 
pall on our company. And yet judging by the awed 
expressions of you gentlemen here, I see it is a 
beautiful object eminently worthy of being 
displayed. Who knows if Soplica Manor will ever 
again have the fortune of fêting such a 
distinguished body of guests. General, I see you 
have a discerning eye for banquets. Please accept 
this little tome. May it serve you well when you 
come to throw banquets for a company of foreign 
monarchs, aye, even Bonaparte himself! But 
before I dedicate this book to you, allow me to 
relate the manner in which it came into my 
possession.”  

A sudden noise broke out at the door. A chorus 
of voices cried out, “Long live Cock o’ the 
Steeple!” The throng burst into the hall with 
Matthias Dobrzyński being thrust to the forefront. 
The Judge seized him by the arm and, leading him 
to the table, seated him prominently among the 
generals. 

“Matthias!” said he. “How unneighborly of you to 
turn up so late Dinner is almost over.” 

“I dine early,” replied Dobrzyński. “It is not for 
the victuals I came. A lively curiosity seized me to 
have a closer look at our army. One could say a lot 
on that score. Hard to make out just what it is. 
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The nobility spotted me and fetched me in by 
force. And now you have seated me, for which I 
thank you, good neighbor.”  

With that he turned over his plate as a sign that he 
would not be eating, and sat there in moody 
silence.  

“Dobrzyński?” said General Dąbrowski, turning 
to him. “So you are that celebrated hewer of men 
of Kościuszko times—that Matthias styled ‘The 
Switch’? I know you by reputation. Why, look at 
you! So hale! So spry! Yet how many years is it 
now? See how I have aged! Look at Kniaziewicz’s 
grizzled locks! Yet here you are still able to hold 
your own among the youngsters. I’ll wager your 
Switch buds forth as always. I hear you recently 
gave the Muscovites a sound thrashing. But where 
are your brethren? I‘d give my right eye to see 
those Penknives and Razors of yours, those last 
shining examples of old Lithuania.”  

“General!” said the Judge. “After our victorious 
battle, almost all the Dobrzyńskis sought refuge in 
the Kingdom. No doubt they have joined one or 
other of the legions.”  

“Indeed!” said a youthful squadron commander. 
“I have in my second company a whiskered ogre 
of a fellow by the name of Sergeant Major 
Dobrzyński. He calls himself Sprinkler, but the 
Mazovians refer to him as the Lithuanian bear. 
Upon your command, General, I could have him 
brought in.” 

“There are several other Lithuanian-born men in 
our ranks,” added a lieutenant. “I know one they 
nickname Razor and still another who rides with 
the flankers bearing a blunderbuss. We also have 
two Dobrzyński riflemen serving with the 
grenadiers.” 

“Aye!” exclaimed the General. “But what about 
their leader? I wish to hear of the one called 
Penknife of whom the Steward has told me so 
many wonders. A veritable giant of fabled times!” 

“Penknife did not seek refuge across the border,” 
the Steward replied, “but, fearing the investigation, 
kept out of sight of the Muscovites. The poor 
fellow spent the whole winter roaming the forests 
and has only just emerged. In martial times such 
as these, he may be of service to you, for he is a 
valiant knight; though, alas, the years are 

beginning to weigh heavily on him. But look, here 
he comes now!”  

The Steward pointed to the entrance hall where 
the servants and rustic folk stood pressed 
together. A shining bald skull rose high above 
them like a full moon. Thrice it rose, and thrice it 
vanished in a cloud of heads; it was Gerwazy, 
bowing as he made his way through the press. 

“Your Excellency the Hetman of the Crown, or is 
it General?” said the Warden, breaking free from 
the crowd. “Whatever the title! Rębajło at your 
service; aye, and this my Penknife, whose fame 
derives not from its hilt or chasing but from the 
temper of its steel, so that even Your Excellency 
has heard of it. Could this blade but speak, 
perchance it would put in a word for this ancient 
arm of mine, which, by God’s grace, has long and 
faithfully served our land and the family of my 
Horeszko lords whose name lives on in the 
memory of men. Rare the accountant, my boy, 
who trims his goose quill as deftly as Penknife 
docks a man’s neck. Some reckoning that would 
take! As for the number of ears and noses lopped 
off—past telling! Yet the steel is clean of nicks. 
No murderous deed has ever imbrued it. Nothing 
but open warfare and duels. Alas, but once—may 
the Lord grant him rest—but once, I say, did it 
snuff out the life of an unarmed man. But there, 
as God is my witness, it was pro publico bono!” 

“Show me that penknife!” cried out Dąbrowski 
with a laugh. “Oh, what a beauty! A true 
headsman’s sword!”  

And running an awed eye over the prodigious 
rapier, he showed it to his fellow officers. All of 
them tried it in turn, but few were able to raise it 
above their head. They said Dembiński of the 
brawny arm could have hoisted it, but he was not 
present. Of those who were present, only 
Squadron Leader Dwernicki and Platoon 
Commander Lieutenant Różycki succeeded in 
swinging the bar of steel; and so the rapier passed 
from hand to hand for trial.  

It turned out that General Kniaziewicz, the most 
strapping fellow among them, also had the 
strongest arm. Seizing the rapier as effortlessly as 
if it were a mere fencing foil, he raised it aloft and 
executed a series of lightning-fast flourishes over 
the heads of the guests. He recalled the maneuvers 
of Polish swordsmanship: the horizontal cut, the 
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circular, the diagonal, the cleaving stroke, the counter 
thrust, the counter-time, and tierce—maneuvers he 
had learned as a cadet in military college.  

While Kniaziewicz laughed and swung, Gerwazy, 
tears in his eyes, knelt down and clasped him by 
the knees.  

“Splendid, sir!” he moaned at every sweep of the 
blade. “So! were you in the Confederacy too? 
Splendid! Marvelous! That’s the Pułaski thrust! 
Dzierżanowski bore himself in that manner. That 
is Sawa’s thrust. Who could have trained your arm 
in that fashion except Matthias Dobrzyński? And 
that one, I’ll be bound! I will not brag, but it is my 
invention, a cut known only to us Rębajłos. It is 
named after me—The Old Boy’s cut. Who taught 
you that? It is my cut, mine!” 

And rising to his feet, he embraced the General.  

“Now may I die in peace,” said he. “Here stands 
one who will take my darling child to his bosom. 
For years the thought has plagued me day and 
night that my rapier will rust away after I am gone. 
Now it shall not rust away. Your Excellency! Sir! 
General! Forgive me, but have nothing to do with 
those little skewers, those flimsy little German 
foils. A nobleman’s child wouldn’t stoop to carry 
such a twig. Bear a sword worthy of Polish 
nobility. See! I lay my Penknife, the dearest thing I 
own, at your feet. I never had a wife, I never had a 
child, but it has been both wife and child to me. 
For years I never let it out of my embrace. From 
dawn to dusk I caressed it. At night it slept at my 
side. But now that I have grown old, it hangs like 
the Jew’s Decalogue on the wall over my bed. I 
thought I should be buried with it clasped in my 
hand. But now I have found an heir. Long may 
my Penknife serve you!”  

“Comrade!” replied Kniaziewicz, half laughing 
and half moved with emotion. “If you give away 
your wife and child, you will be left old and alone, 
childless and widowed, for the remainder of your 
days. What can I offer you in return for such a 
precious gift? Tell me how I may sweeten your 
orphaned and widowed state!” 

“Am I Cybulski,” dolefully rejoined the Warden, 
“who, as the ditty says, gamed away his wife at a 
round of marriage with the Muscovite? It is 
enough to know that my Penknife will flash 
before the world in a hand such as yours. Only be 
sure to give it ample strap, well let out, for it’s a 

bit on the long side. When cutting, always swing it 
with both hands from the left ear down. This way 
it will unseam your foe from crown to gut.” 

The General accepted the rapier, but, as it was so 
long, he was unable to wear it. His servants 
stowed it away in the baggage wagon. As to the 
fate of the weapon, several accounts made the 
rounds, but the fact is that no one knew for 
certain, either then or later.  

“Come now, comrade,” said Dąbrowski, turning 
to Matthias. “You seem unhappy with our arrival. 
Why so sour and silent? How can your heart not 
leap at the sight of our gold and silver eagles, with 
our buglers trumpeting Kościuszko’s reveille so 
close to your ear? Come, Matthias! I took you for 
a better fighting man. If you will not take up the 
sword or mount a horse, then at least join your 
comrades in a merry pledge to Napoleon’s health 
and the hopes of Poland!” 

“Hah!” snorted Matthias. “I have heard and seen 
for myself what’s up. Two eagles, sir, do not share 
a nest. God’s favor, Hetman, rides a paint horse. 
The Emperor a great hero? One could say a lot on 
that score. I recall what my comrades, the 
Puławskis, said on seeing the great Dumouriez. 
Poland needs a Polish hero, they said, not a 
Frenchman, nor yet an Italian. What she needs is a 
Piast, a Jan, a Joseph, a Matthias—basta! They call 
it a Polish army, but look at these fusiliers, these 
sappers, these cannoneers and grenadiers! I hear more 
German styles among them than native ones. Who 
can sort it out? No doubt there will be Tartars and 
Turks among you, schismatics even, who care 
nothing for God or the faith. With my own eyes I 
have seen our village lasses raped, passers-by 
robbed, churches looted. The Emperor makes for 
Moscow. That is quite a march for an emperor 
who sets out without God’s blessing. They tell me 
he has fallen under the Bishop’s ban. What a farce! 
But then he can kiss my—”  

And dipping his bread in the soup, Matthias ate, 
leaving the last word unuttered. 

Matthias’ words were hardly to the Chamberlain’s 
taste. The youth began to murmur among 
themselves, but the Judge cut off the squabbling 
by announcing the arrival of the third betrothal 
party.  

It was the Notary. Though he announced himself, 
no one recognized him. Until now he had always 
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dressed in the Polish fashion, but in one of the 
clauses of their nuptial articles, his plighted lady, 
Telimena, had made him renounce the slit-sleeved 
Polish robe. Like it or not, he had to dress up like 
a Frenchman. Evidently, the frock coat robbed 
him of half his soul, for he walked like a crane, 
stiff and erect as if he had swallowed a stick—
loath to look to the right or the left. Despite his 
composed expression, he was clearly in torments, 
unable to bow, at a loss what to do with his 
hands—he who was so very fond of gestures. He 
placed his hands under his belt, but there was no 
belt; so he proceeded to stroke his belly. Realizing 
his gaffe, he grew flustered and, blushing like a 
lobster, thrust both hands into the same pocket of 
his frock coat. Like one running the gauntlet, he 
endured the murmurs and sneers, as ashamed of 
the coat as of some discreditable deed; but then 
catching sight of Matthias’ stare, he fairly 
blenched. 

Until this moment, the two men had enjoyed a 
great friendship. Now Matthias shot the Notary so 
fierce, so withering a look that the latter turned 
white as parchment. He began to clutch at his 
buttons as if Matthias’ gaze would strip him of his 
coat. Dobrzyński merely repeated the word 
“stupid!” twice. So much did the change of dress 
appall him that he rose at once from the table, 
slipped out of the hall without excusing himself 
and, mounting up, returned to his village.  

 Meanwhile, decked out from top to toe in the 
very latest style, the Notary’s comely sweetheart, 
Telimena, was spreading her splendor all round. 
Vain to set down in words the manner of gown 
she wore and the arrangement of her hair; no pen 
could express it. Only the painter’s brush could 
limn those laces, tulles, muslins, cashmeres, pearls, 
and precious stones; and her lively glances; and 
her rosy cheeks! 

The Count recognized her at once. Paling with 
astonishment, he rose from the table and felt 
about for his sword. 

“So it is you!” he cried. “Do my eyes deceive me? 
You! Clasping another’s hand in my presence? O 
faithless creature! Perfidious soul! And you hide 
not your face in the earth for shame? Can you be 
so forgetful of your vow so recently made? And I 
so easily gulled? Why ever did I wear this bow? 
Woe to my rival who treats me with such disdain! 
Over my dead body shall he mount to the altar!” 

The guests rose to their feet. The Notary was 
horribly put out. But the Chamberlain hastened to 
reconcile the rivals; meanwhile, Telimena took the 
Count aside. 

“I’m not yet the Notary’s bride,” she whispered. 
“If you have anything against our marriage, then 
tell me this; and let your answer be brief and to 
the point. Do you love me? Does your heart still 
hold the same affection? Are you ready to wed me 
on the spot, right away, today? If so, I will 
renounce the Notary.”  

“Unfathomable woman!” replied the Count. 
“Your sentiments once struck me as poetic, but 
now they seem quite prosaic. What are these 
marriages of yours if not chains that bind hands 
and not souls? Believe me, there are ways of 
avowing one’s love without declarations, ways of 
being bound without plighting one’s troth. Two 
flaming hearts at Earth’s antipodes can converse 
in the tongues of the glimmering stars. Who 
knows, perhaps that is why the earth finds itself so 
drawn to the sun, and why the earth is ever the 
object of the moon’s desire. Perhaps that is why 
they gaze eternally upon each other; why they 
come together by the shortest route, and yet never 
unite!” 

“Enough of this!” said Telimena. “I’m not a 
planet, thank heaven. Enough, I say! I am a 
woman. I see where this is tending, so you can 
stop your twattle. Now heed my warning. If you 
should breathe so much as a word against my 
marriage, then as sure as God’s in heaven, I shall 
fly at you with these nails of mine and tear—” 

“Madam,” protested the Count, “I shall not stand 
in the way of your happiness.”  

And so with his eyes filled with sadness and 
disdain, the Count turned away; but to punish his 
faithless sweetheart, he took, as the object of his 
eternal flame, the Chamberlain’s daughter. 

Seeking by wise examples to reconcile the 
youngsters, the Steward resumed his story of the 
boar of Naliboka Forest and Reytan’s quarrel with 
the Prince de Nassau, but by now the guests had 
eaten their ices and were filing out into the 
courtyard, to enjoy the fresh air.  

The village folk had finished their feast. Jugs of 
mead made the rounds. The musicians tuned their 
instruments and called the folk to dance. They 
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sought out Tadeusz who was standing to one side 
whispering something of pressing moment to his 
future bride. 

“Sophy” said he. “I must consult with you on an 
important matter. I have discussed it with my 
uncle, and he is not opposed. You know that most 
of the villages of which I am to take possession 
belong by right of inheritance to you. These 
peasants are your subjects, not mine; and I should 
be loath to dispose of their affairs against their 
lady’s will. Now that we have our beloved country 
restored, will this happy circumstance mean 
nothing more to our peasantry than a change of 
masters? True, we have always ruled them with 
kindness, but God knows to whom I should will 
them after my death. I am a soldier, and we both 
must die. Being a man, I fear my human caprices. 
I should do better to renounce my rights and 
entrust the fate of the peasants to the care of the 
law. Since we are free, let us enfranchise our 
peasantry. Let us grant them title to the land they 
were born on, the land they have earned by blood 
and toil, and thanks to which they feed us all and 
make us prosper. But I must caution you that by 
giving up these lands we shall be earning a smaller 
income. We shall be forced to live on slenderer 
means. Now I, from my youth, am quite used to 
frugal living. But you, Sophy, come from a noble 
family. You spent your early years in the capital 
city. Can you see yourself living in the country, far 
from high society, like a common country girl?” 

“I am a woman,” replied Sophy modestly. 
“Governing is not in my line; you will be the 
husband. I am too young to give counsel here. 
Whatever you decide I shall agree to with all my 
heart; and if you should be the poorer for freeing 
the peasants, then you, Tadeusz, will be all the 
dearer to my heart. I know little about my family 
and do not bother myself about it. This much I 
know—that I was an orphan in need, and that the 
Soplicas took me like a daughter into their home. 
Under their roof I was raised and given away in 
marriage. I do not fear country living. If I lived in 
the great city, it was long ago, and I have long 
since put it out of mind. But I have always loved 
the country. Believe me, my hens and roosters 
amuse me far more than any Petersburg you 
would care to imagine. If I felt drawn to the 
amusements and the people there, it was mere 
childishness on my part. I know now that the city 
bores me. This winter, after my brief stay in 

Wilno, I realized I was born for country living. 
Despite the city’s amusements, I longed once 
more for the Manor. Nor do I fear manual labor, 
for I am young and strong. I know how to mind 
the household and bear the keys. You will see how 
I shall learn to keep house!”  

Even as Sophy uttered these last words, a 
surprised and sour-faced Gerwazy approached the 
couple.  

“I know all about it,” he said. “The Judge has 
already talked of this liberty. But how it concerns 
the peasantry, I cannot fathom. I fear there may 
be something of the German in this. Why, 
freedom’s a matter for the nobility, not the 
peasantry! True, we are all sons of Adam, but I 
was taught the peasants sprang from Ham, the 
Jews from Japheth, and we, the nobility, from 
Shem. Therefore, as elder brothers, we lord it over 
the other two. But our parish priest preaches 
otherwise from the pulpit. Such was the case 
under the Old Covenant, he says. Ever since 
Christ Our Lord, of royal blood, was born of the 
Jews in a peasant’s stable, he has put all estates on 
an equal footing and made them one. So let it be, 
since it cannot be otherwise; the more so, as I hear 
that even my Gracious Lady Sophia has consented 
to it. Hers to command, mine to obey! Authority 
belongs to her alone. But see that we do not grant 
them an empty freedom, in word only, like that 
under the Muscovites. When the late Mr Karp 
freed his serfs, the Muscovites reduced them to 
starvation by burdening them with a triple tax. So 
my advice is to turn to ancient custom, ennoble 
our peasants, and let it be known that we have 
conferred upon them our blazon. My mistress will 
bestow the Half Goat on some villages, and my 
master, his Star and Crescent on others. Then 
even Rębajło will recognize the peasant as his 
equal when he sees in him an honorable 
gentleman with a coat of arms; indeed, Parliament 
will ratify it! 

“And now, my lady, let not your husband fret that 
he will impoverish you sorely by giving up your 
lands. God forbid that I should see the hands of a 
nobleman’s daughter calloused by domestic toil. I 
have a remedy for this. I know of a treasure chest 
in the castle containing the table service of the 
Horeszko family along with all manner of rings, 
necklaces, bracelets, rich plumes, caparisons, and 
prodigious swords. It is my lord Pantler’s buried 
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trove, kept safe from the hands of pillagers. By 
rights it belongs to the heiress, my lady Sophia. All 
this time I have guarded this hoard like the apple 
of my eye against the Muscovites and you, Soplica 
folk. What is more, I have a hefty purse of my 
own thalers saved up from past services rendered 
and sundry gifts I received from my former 
master. I had hoped to spend the odd penny in 
repairing the walls once the castle were restored to 
us. But now it seems the new master and mistress 
will have need of it. And so, Master Soplica, I shall 
settle into your house, live on my lady’s bounty, 
and rock the cradle of a third generation of 
Horeszkos. If it be a son, I shall train milady’s 
child in the use of Pocketknife. But a son it will 
be! Wars loom ahead, and wartime always begets 
sons.”  

Gerwazy had scarcely uttered these words when 
Protazy approached with a solemn air. Bowing 
before the couple, he plunged his hand deep into 
his robe and withdrew a great panegyric two-and-
a-half sheets long. The piece had been composed 
in rhyme by a young subaltern who had enjoyed 
fame in the capital for his splendid odes. Later, he 
joined the army where he continued to cultivate 
the literary arts. After declaiming three hundred of 
his lines, the Usher reached the part of the poem 
that went as follows:  

    

   O you! whose charms 

Rouse torments exquisite and cruel delights, 

Whose lovely glance, when turned on Bellon’s host, 

Shivers the spear-shafts, breaks the serried shields, 

Do you oust Mars this day, bid Hymen in, 

And tear the snakes from Strife’s Medusan head! 

 

Tadeusz and Sophy clapped continuously as if in 
applause, though in truth they had heard enough. 
At last, at the Judge’s behest, the parish priest 
mounted the table and announced Tadeusz’s 
decision to the villagers. Upon hearing this news, 
the peasantry ran up to their young master and fell 
at the feet of their lady.  

“Our patrons’ health!” they shouted with tears in 
their eyes.  

“And yours, fellow citizens!” replied Tadeusz. 
“Fellow Poles, equal and free!” 

“A toast to the common folk!” proposed 
Dąbrowski. 

 “Long live the generals!” shouted the peasantry. 
“Long live the army! The people! All the estates!”  

A thousand voices thundered out the toasts in 
turn. Only Buchman refused to share in the 
common rejoicing. He endorsed the idea in 
principle, but he would suggest certain 
amendments: first, appoint a legal commission, 
then—; but there was little time, and Buchman’s 
advice was promptly relegated to the shelf.  

Already the pairs were lining up in the courtyard, 
officers and ladies, privates and village girls.  

“The Polonaise!” they called out with one voice.  

The officers brought in the military band; but the 
Judge whispered into Dąbrowski’s ear:  

“Pray hold off your bandsmen a while. You know 
it is my nephew’s betrothal day. We have an 
ancient family custom of betrothing and marrying 
to the strains of our village music. Look there! 
The dulcimer player, the fiddler, and the pipers 
stand waiting. Honest musicians. See? the fiddler 
bridles, the piper bobs his head, imploring us with 
his eyes. If I send them away, the poor fellows will 
be sure to cry. Our peasantry knows no other 
music to skip to. So let our boys go first. Allow 
the folk to have their fun. Then we can listen to 
your splendid band.”  

And he gave the signal.  

The fiddler tucked up the sleeve of his coat then 
seizing his instrument firmly by the neck, thrust 
the chin-rest under his jaw and sent the bow over 
the strings like a racehorse. Upon this signal, the 
two pipers next to him blew into their bags, filled 
their cheeks with air, and like birds beating their 
wings, worked the bladders with their arms; you’d 
swear the pair would fly off on the breeze— like 
Boreas’ full-cheeked babes. But where was the 
dulcimer?  

There were many players of the dulcimer, but 
none would dream of playing in Jankiel’s presence. 
(Where Jankiel had spent the winter was a 
mystery; now he had suddenly turned up in the 
company of the General Staff.) No one disputed 
his supremacy in the art of dulcimer playing, his 
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consummate skill, taste, and talent. They entreated 
him to play and brought over the dulcimer. But 
the Jew begged off. His hands had grown stiff, he 
protested; he was out of practice and dared not 
play; the distinguished guests embarrassed him; 
and making a bow, he tried to slip away. Seeing 
this, Sophy ran to the Maestro, holding out on her 
snow-white hand the hammers with which he was 
accustomed to strike the strings; then stroking the 
old man’s silver beard with her other hand, she 
said with a curtsey:  

“Dear Jankiel, be so good as to play! This is my 
betrothal day. Did you not always promise to play 
at my wedding?”  

Now Jankiel was immensely fond of Sophy; he 
nodded assent with his beard. They led him into 
the midst of the guests, seated him on a chair and, 
bringing forth the dulcimer, set it on his lap. With 
pride and delight he eyed the instrument. He 
reminded one of an old campaigner recalled to 
active service when his grandsons heave down his 
sword from the wall; and though he has not held 
the weapon for years, he smiles, confident his 
hand will not betray it. Two of Jankiel’s pupils 
knelt down by the dulcimer. They tuned the 
strings to pitch, twanging and testing them; 
meanwhile, Jankiel sat silent, eyes half-closed, the 
hammers resting motionless in his hands.  

He brought them down. First he beat a triumphal 
measure; then he smote the strings more briskly 
until the hammers fell like a torrential rain. The 
guests were astounded, but this was only a test, for 
he broke off abruptly, poising the hammers in the 
air. Again he brought them down. This time the 
hammers struck with light tremulous movements, 
brushing the strings like a fly’s wing and 
producing a scarcely audible hum. All the while, 
the Maestro gazed aloft, waiting for the moment 
of inspiration. Then, gazing proudly down at his 
instrument, he raised both arms and let them fall. 
Both hammers crashed down at once, astounding 
the listeners.  

A mighty sound burst forth from many strings at 
once, as if an entire orchestra of janissaries [23] 
had struck up with bells, zils, and pounding 
drums. The Polonaise of the Third of May! [24] The 
lively notes breathed joy, brought joy to the ear. 
The girls itched to dance; the boys could scarcely 
stand still. Among the elders the strains brought 
back memories of times past. They recalled the 

happy days following that momentous third day of 
May, when, assembled in the town hall, the Senate 
and Deputies had fêted the King now formally 
reconciled with his nation; when they had danced 
and chanted, “Long live our beloved King! 
Parliament! The people! All the estates!”  

The Maestro kept quickening the time, swelling 
the sound. Suddenly he struck a false chord that 
sounded like the hiss of a snake, like iron grating 
on glass. A collective shudder ran through the 
guests, a dark foreboding infected their joy. 
Saddened and alarmed, the listeners wondered if 
the instrument were out of tune or the player’s 
hand had erred. But a master never errs! He had a 
reason for striking that perfidious string and 
marring the tune. Louder and louder he harped on 
that sullen chord which conspired against the 
commonwealth of tones. At last the Warden 
understood the Maestro’s purpose. Clapping his 
hand to his face, he cried out, “Why, I know that 
sound! It is Targowica.” And with a loud twang 
the sinister string snapped. Without skipping a 
beat, the player turned to the trebles then breaking 
up and blurring the measure, dropped the trebles 
and crossed over to the bass.  

 A thousand tumultuous sounds broke forth with 
increasing intensity: the beat of a march, war, a 
charge, an assault, gunshots, children’s cries, and 
mothers’ sobs. So expertly did the artist convey 
the horror of the attack that the peasant women 
shuddered, recalling with tears of anguish the 
Massacre of Praga of which they had heard in 
stories and songs. Great was their relief when at 
last, after causing every string to crash like 
thunder, the Maestro stifled the sounds as if 
pressing them into the very ground. 

Scarcely had the audience time to recover from 
their wonder when the music changed again. Once 
more the first notes were light and hushed. A few 
thin strings whined shrilly like houseflies 
struggling in the spider’s toils. But the strings grew 
in number, the scattered notes rallied, grouping 
with legions of chords, until at last they marched 
in time and harmony, resolving themselves into 
the mournful strains of that famous song about 
the poor trooper who wandered aimlessly through 
holt and wood. Hunger and hardship often laid 
him low, until one day he fell at the feet of his 
trusty mount; and over his body the pony pawed 
the dust.  
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An old song so dear to the Polish soldier’s heart! 
The men recognized it at once. The rank and file 
gathered round the Maestro to listen, recalling that 
terrible time when they had crooned the song over 
their country’s grave then marched hence into the 
wide world. Their thoughts ran on those long 
years of their wanderings by land and by sea, over 
burning sands and frost, among foreign peoples, 
where oft in camp this song had cheered and 
warmed their hearts. And so, reminiscing sadly, 
they bowed their heads.  

But they soon raised them again, for now the 
Maestro was striking higher notes with swelling 
force, changing time and heralding another theme. 
Once again his lofty eye ranged over the strings; 
then joining his hands, he brought both hammers 
down at once. The resulting blow was so 
powerful, so deftly executed that the strings rang 
out like brass trumpets; and from these horns 
issued forth and aloft the famous triumphal 
march, Poland Is Not Yet Lost! Onward to Poland, 
Dąbrowski! And the guests, applauding, sang out 
the refrain, “Onward, Dąbrowski!”  

The musician seemed astounded by his own 
playing. He let go of the hammers and flung up 
his arms; his fox-skin hat slipped to his shoulders, 
and his uplifted beard wagged solemnly. A strange 
ruddiness blotched his cheeks. A youthful fire 
blazed in his inspired eyes. Turning to Dąbrowski, 
the old man covered his face, and a torrent of 
tears flowed from under his hands.  

“General!” said he. “Long has our Lithuania 
awaited you; aye, even so have we Jews awaited 
our Messiah. For years the bards prophesied you 
to the people. Heaven heralded your coming with 
a sign. Now live on and wage war, o you our—”  

And as he uttered these words, the tears streamed 
from his eyes, for the honest Jew loved his 
homeland as passionately as any Pole. Dąbrowski 
put out his hand and thanked him; and Jankiel, 
doffing his cap, kissed the General’s hand. 

It was time to begin the polonaise. With a flick of 
his flowing sleeve and a twirl of his moustache, 
the Chamberlain stepped forward, offered Sophy 
his hand and, bowing courteously, besought the 
top of the dance. The other couples formed a line 
behind them. Upon the signal, the stately 
promenade began.  

The Chamberlain led the train. His red boots 
flashed on the greensward, the sunlight beat on 
his saber. His lavishly wrought belt glittered. 
Though he moved slowly, with seeming 
indifference, you could read the dancer’s 
engagement of purpose in his every step and 
gesture. He stopped as if to inquire of his lady, 
then leaned toward her as though to whisper in 
her ear. Abashed, the lady looked away, refusing 
to listen. He doffed his cap and bowed 
courteously. The lady returned his glance, yet still 
she vouchsafed no answer. He slackened his pace; 
followed her glance with his eye. At last, he 
laughed out, clearly delighted by the lady’s reply. 
Quickening his pace, he looked down at his rivals, 
pulled his egret-plumed cap over his eyes then 
tossed it back on his head; then cocking it rakishly 
and curling his moustache, he marched forth. The 
guests followed jealously on his heels. He seemed 
intent on stealing his lady away. Now he would 
mark time, raise his hand politely, and beg them to 
pass him by, now he would contrive to step 
nimbly aside and change direction as if only too 
glad to confound the dancers; but they pursued 
him doggedly with swift steps and encircled him in 
the evolutions of the dance. Growing angry, he 
clapped his hand to his sword-hilt as if to say, “I 
care not; a plague upon your jealous eyes!” With 
pride written on his brow, defiance in his eyes, he 
made an about-face and bore down on the throng. 
Loath to stand in his way, the dancers stepped 
aside, regrouped then set off again in hot pursuit; 
meanwhile, shouts rang out on all sides, “Ah, he 
may be the last! Look on, you youngsters, look on! 
He may be the last to lead the dance in this way.” 

And so, boisterous and merry, ladies, nobility and 
soldiers swept by, pair after pair. Round and 
round they went, untwisting and twisting anew 
like the thousand coils of a giant snake. The 
speckled polychrome of their costumes 
shimmered like scales, gilded by the beams of the 
westering sun and enhanced by the dark pillow of 
the sward. Round and round they danced. The 
music played. The plaudits! The pledges! 

Only Corporal Sack Dobrzyński held aloof; he 
neither listened to the music, nor danced, nor 
partook in the general merriment. Standing 
sullenly aside with his hands behind his back, he 
recalled the days of his courtship of Sophy. He 
recalled the gifts of flowers and bird’s eggs he 
used to bring her, the baskets he had woven for 
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her, the earrings he had carved for her. The little 
ingrate! Though he had lavished those lovely gifts 
on her in vain; though she used to run from his 
sight, and his father forbade him to see her, yet 
still, despite all this, he loved her dearly. How 
many times had he sat on the fence so as to catch 
a glimpse of her in the window! How many times 
had he stolen into the hemp to watch her weed 
the garden, harvest her cucumbers, or fatten her 
capons! Aye, the little ingrate! He lowered his 
head; then whistling out a mazurka, he rammed 
his vizored cap over his eyes and made for the 
camp where the watch stood sentinel over the 
artillery. To distract himself, he struck up a game 
of canasta with a few old campaigners, sweetening 
his grief with a cup. Such was the constancy of 
Sack Dobrzyński’s feelings for Sophy. 

Meanwhile, Sophy danced blithely on. Though she 
led the dance, you could scarcely make her out 
from afar in that vast overgrown courtyard. Clad 
in her green skirt, dressed with garlands and 
chapleted with flowers, she ranged unseen over 
the grass and blooms, governing the dance even as 
an angel presides over the roll of the stars. Only 
by the eyes turned her way, by the arms stretched 
out toward her and the bustle of bodies around 
her, could one divine where she was. In vain did 
the Chamberlain cling to her side; already his rival 
had snatched her away! Nor did the lucky 
Dąbrowski have time to savor his triumph; he had 
to yield her to another. A third ran up, but he too 
was obliged to pass her up and walk away without 
hope of a reprise. At last, Sophy passed back to 
Tadeusz; and here, weary of dancing, fearing 
another change of partners, and wishing to be 
with her betrothed husband, she ended the dance; 
and returning to the table, she began to pour wine 
for the guests. 

The sun was setting. The evening was warm and 
still. Puffs of cloud dotted the dome of the sky; 
overhead it was still blue, to the westward, rosy. 
The cloudlets, airy and bright, promised fair 
weather: there, like a flock on the green, they 
drowsed; over yonder, of smaller size, they 
suggested a flight of teal. In the west hung a larger 
cloud like a sheer lace curtain—translucent, amply 
folded, pearly white on the outside, gilded around 
the marges and mauve in the center. Still it glowed 
and flamed in the ebbing light until at last, turning 
yellow, it grew pale and gray; then lowering his 
head, the sun drew the drapes of the cloud and, 

with one last warm and wafting sigh, drifted off to 
sleep. 

And all the while the nobility drank on, toasting 
Bonaparte, the Generals, Sophy, and Tadeusz. 
Next they pledged all three betrothed couples in 
turn, then all the invited guests both absent and 
present, then all those friends remembered among 
the living, and last—all those of sainted memory. 

And I too was a guest on that occasion. I drank 
the mead and the wine, and all I saw and heard I 
have set down in this book.             ∆ 

NOTE:  The full text of Pan Tadeusz in Christopher 
Adam Zakrzewski’s translation can be purchased on 
Kindle for $1.99. 
 
 

Testimony and Literature  
The Prose of Józef Mackiewicz 
 
Adam Fitas  
 

n his well-known essay on Józef Mackiewicz, 
Czesław Miłosz pays special attention to 

Mackiewicz’s postwar reports on communist 
and Nazi crimes. Miłosz places particular 
emphasis on the fact that these commentaries are 
strongly rooted in real life, and stresses their 
documentary and eyewitness character:  
Józef Mackiewicz saw the graves of Katyń and wrote 
what he saw. By chance, he also witnessed the 
murder of Jews condemned by the Germans in 
Ponary, and also left behind a factual report. As long 
as Polish literature exists, these two records of the 
horror of the twentieth century will always be 
remembered, and will provide necessary balance in 
case literature moves too far away from reality.1 

Shortly after writing this essay Miłosz 
commented on all of Mackiewicz’s prose 
writings and opined that Mackiewicz was an 
old-fashioned realist writer, one who “used 
language as a tool, not allowing his style to 
become independent and take precedence over 
the hand that wrote it.” Leaving aside for the 
moment the polemic on Mackiewicz’s realism 
and the traditional or modern documentary-like 
aspect of his writing, I concentrate on Miłosz’s 
deliberate uniting of the two core testimonies of 
Mackiewicz’s. In fact, both Ponary––“Baza” 
(Ponary––“the Base”), as well as Dymy nad 

I 
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Katyniem (1947, Smoke over Katyń)––or,  if we 
wish to cover crimes committed not by 
totalitarian states but also by democratic ones 
Zbrodnia w dolinie rzeki Drawy (1955, Crime in 
the Valley of the River Drava)2––are not only 
excellent testimonies and literary masterpieces, 
but also characteristic samples of the writer’s 
entire literary output. In other words, 
Mackiewicz’s style, the world presented, and 
textual composition are repeated in similar 
layouts and arrangements in all of his prose. 
Taken together, they form a coherent and 
consistent vision of reality and the worldview of 
the writer, as well as of the poetics in harmony 
with them.3  

I explore this regularity using as my first 
example one of his great literary works (but also 
one that is among the most terrible), i.e., his 
report on a fraction of the Holocaust 
titled Ponary––“the Base.”4    

COMPOSITION, OR FROM TESTIMONY TO 
PARABOLA 

The retelling of the murders committed by the 
Nazis against the Jews in Ponary begins with a 
long descriptive sequence presenting the past of 
the place that was to become the setting for the 
events of October 1943. At the end of this 
description, the author leaves no doubt that he 
intends to primarily give witness to the cruel 
truth of a genocide, the truth that “to this day . . .  
has not yet permeated the entire world.” This 
was written in 1945, when awareness of the 
Holocaust was still fragmentary. However, 
this description is not limited to localized 
comments necessary to describe in detail the site 
of the crime, but is a more ambitious 
presentation of space and suggests other 
functions the retelling of the massacre. Other 
than those related to testimony. A picture of the 
past appears here that is dramatically different 
from the present. Its significant feature is the 
symbiosis of city and nature, as described in the 
initial sentences: “Not long ago, the forest 
wedged its way into the city of Wilno. That is to 
say, into this spot of the railway junction from 
which its two southern branches issue: toward 
Lida and toward Grodno. It had grown on the 
hills here until it was thinned out after the 
previous Great War, with just the oaks left” (17). 

The urban population gradually changed the area 
at the expense of nature, but until the Second 
World War Ponary was associated with 
recreation and relaxation in the so-called “womb 
of nature.” It was here, in accordance with the 
bucolic past of the terrain, that “a garden city” 
was built in the inter-war period, an inviting 
place for youth excursions, including those by 
students from the nearby Stefan Batory 
University in Wilno (now Vilnius). For the 
narrator, this place represents not only itself, i.e., 
a suburban district of Wilno, but it also becomes 
a pars pro toto of a much-larger territory. That 
territory is/was a country that was created by 
shared geographical and climactic conditions, as 
well as by tradition and cultural history. The 
author evokes these by referring to Adam 
Mickiewicz’s Pan Tadeusz5 and to the 1830 
November Rising. Regarding climate and nature, 
he adds that the big pines were thinned down 
“by numerous wars and forays (fifteen since 
1914),” but still “you can smell resin all year 
round, and in the autumn, mushrooms, and a 
cold and strong wind brings freshness from 
every part of the countryside” (17). In common 
with the rest of the country, Ponary also is 
possessed of a brooding aspect (“sadness”), 
supported by, among other things, “the rusty 
monotone of tree trunks, early fogs, and infinite 
remoteness of the horizon.” Thus the description 
that opens Mackiewicz’s narrative offers a 
synthetic image of the land that became a place 
to live not only for people from Ponary, but also 
those from the more broadly understood 
“country.” From this description we can 
conclude that Ponary and its inhabitants were 
characterized by the symbiosis of man and 
nature, the breadth of vision, dense network of 
intersecting roads that spread out “like fingers 
on a hand,” and by characteristic smells and 
moods.  

In this space the narrator places the people of his 
past and––not by accident, but with a specific 
writer’s intent––accentuates selected events 
from their fate, such as honorable duels in 
accordance with the Polish Code of Honor (that, 
as he puts it, a squirrel and a woodpecker 
observed from above with some surprise), or a 
certain brutal crime committed in the interwar 
period that became such a sensation that “the 
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whole country went into a state of shock” (18). 
In this way the reader’s attention is drawn 
toward the “noble tradition” of the Polish gentry, 
the culture of the First Republic (Pan 
Tadeusz and the Code of Honor can be 
considered its continuation), and social issues 
that were at the center of attention before the 
Soviets and Germans came. The crimes 
committed within that tradition, however brutal 
and horrific, were universal crimes occurring in 
every tradition and among all peoples. The 
shock that they caused was a sign of health of 
the tradition that was poised to punish them and 
reject them. The narrator concludes with a 
nostalgic “Those were the days,” so that in the 
next paragraph he can begin with a qualitative 
change in the events described: “All of this once 
was, but all this is gone. The enjoyment of a 
summer resort, the beauty of the neighborhood, 
the blue of the horizon, sports, duels, and the 
shocking crimes of peacetime, have now been 
stored in memory never to return and can only 
be beheld as if by a beggar who gazes at jewels 
through the glass shop window” (18). 

The end of his report is the total opposite of this 
initial overture. What we get at the end is a 
witness’s commentary, the commentary that 
presents the immediacy of the events that 
occurred and confirms their authenticity by the 
narrator’s experience: “People said later that a 
few dozen Jews managed to escape. The others 
were taken to the “Baza.” People also said that 
some seven transports arrived during that month. 
It was said, furthermore, that special means of 
escort were used to prevent events similar to that 
of which I was a witness.” The narrator’s 
authenticity vouchsafes the realization that a 
qualitative change has occurred in the world: 
The driver, seeing a crowd of people on the rails, 
sounded the whistle furiously from afar and one 
could see that he was braking. But a uniformed 
Gestapo man standing at the approach to the station, 
waved his arm vigorously that he should not stop. 
The driver released steam on each side of the engine, 
and the hissing white billows obstructed the view 
momentarily. Then he went over the corpses and the 
wounded, cutting through torsos, limbs and heads, 
and when the train was disappearing into the tunnel 
and the steam dispersed, there remained only huge 
pools of blood and the dark stains of shapeless 
bodies, suitcases, and bundles; they were lying there, 

motionless and resembling each other. And only one 
head, cut off at the neck, which had rolled to the 
centre between the rails, looked clearly like a human 
head (24-25). 

Instead of the symbiosis between man and 
nature, the breadth of the horizon, the fragrant, 
wild, and natural landscape, the culture of duels 
or the extremely violent but intermittent and 
perennial crime, the picture here is of people 
massacred by execution and by trains, people 
who are now only “pools of blood and the dark 
stains of shapeless bodies.” There is a qualitative 
change here. Something has happened that had 
never happened before. A new world has begun. 
People have become one great mass, crushed by 
unimaginable criminals. They present 
themselves as motionless objects, but not 
yet letting us forget their true status of human 
beings. In fact, for Mackiewicz, in this final 
image of the massacre the Jews are not of this or 
that nation (Jews of various nationalities were 
murdered at Ponary) but first and foremost 
simply like us, like other people and their 
murder appears to be not only a genocide by the 
Nazis, but also a collective suicide of humanity. 

Owing to such images, Mackiewicz’s report 
gains psychological weight and begins to exceed 
the dimensions of simply “bearing witness.” The 
composition of the text suggests that what 
occurred amounts to an unimaginable and 
thorough destruction of the tradition of a 
territorially unified country once called the 
Grand Duchy of Lithuania. From this point on, 
this once-serene country becomes a 
fountainhead of recollections replete with 
woe.6 It has been transformed into a story 
imitating the medieval morality play about the 
qualitative change in a serene and normal 
territory.  It also becomes a metaphor for the 
entire human world. 

The model of reality presented here repeats itself 
often in Mackiewicz’s prose. The model is 
contained in the composition of the report about 
Ponary––“Baza,” which attempts to foreground 
a tectonic shift since the nineteenth century 
toward a new era of the previously unimaginable 
events in the former Grand Duchy of Lithuania 
and, more broadly, in Europe in its entirety and 
even at a global level. It is a model marked most 
strongly by the totalitarianism of the last 
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century, by genocide of various peoples (with 
the Holocaust of the Jews being the foremost 
example), and by other crimes on an 
unprecedented scale (committed among other by 
democratic countries, but at a fair distance from 
those countries). Mackiewicz’s novels about the 
first part of the twentieth century have similar 
beginnings and endings; if one puts them in a 
chronological order, one notices that they aspire 
to illustrate the historical panorama of Eastern 
Europe, from the beginning of its history to the 
1940s.7 And, as emphasized previously, Eastern 
Europe is made into a symbol of the entire 
world. 

The novel that best illustrates this vast 
perspective is Sprawa pułkownika Miasojedowa 
(Colonel Myasoedov Affair) published in 
London in 1962. The novel’s first sentence 
narrates events taking place in 1903; its final 
paragraph refers to the bombing of Dresden by 
the Allies in 1945. The plot clearly shows the 
qualitative change: it first presents the 
nineteenth-century world order, with life 
following the well-trodden paths known from 
European history, and then it shows a new world 
in which extraordinary things are happening, 
thus suggesting that a qualitative change has 
occurred in human relations. One of the great 
images in this novel is placed in Königsberg in 
1940. It is the reaction of one of the main 
protagonists, Klara Myasoedova, to the sight of 
an older man walking along the footpath with a 
yellow star bearing the word “Jude” sewn onto 
his jacket: 
It was a particular shock she experienced. A shock 
different from all previous ones. Those shocks were 
normally related to the horrors taking place outside 
the normal way of life. This here intruded into that 
most normal way of life, that which flowed along the 
pavements of the city. As if nothing had 
happened. Further on stood the Gothic town 
hall. Overhead there were clouds in the sky. Pigeons 
took wing. A man with a grey beard passed by and 
then she saw that, on the shoulder of his coat, was 
sewn something like a star. As if she finally began to 
understand that which she couldn’t understand from 
her husband’s talks on the topic: the changing times, 
people having only a collective passport, people 
compartmentalized.8   

The events in The Colonel Myasoedov Affair 
take place between the dates in which 
Mackiewicz situated the plots of his other novels 
constructed in a similar manner: Lewa wolna 
(Let Them Pass on the Left) (London, 1965), a 
novel about the Polish-Bolshevik war of 1919–
20; the fictional duology Droga donikąd (1955) 
translated by L. Sapieha as The Road to 
Nowhere  (London, 1963); and Nie trzeba 
głośno mówić (No Need to Speak Out Loud) 
(Paris, 1969). These works of fiction show the 
tragic fate and dramatic invader-caused 
disintegration of communities in the lands of the 
former Grand Duchy of Lithuania under German 
and, especially, Soviet occupation. Similarly, 
Kontra (Contra) (Paris, 1957) is an epic tale 
about the fate of the Don Cossacks delivered by 
the Allies into the hands of the Soviets in 
Austria in the spring of 1945. All these 
narratives are based on the same logic of 
“changing times” that Mackiewicz observed 
with a reporter’s eye when he was analyzing the 
beginning and the end of the crimes in 
Ponary. The titles Let Them Pass on the Left 
or Contra suggest that he saw the main reason 
for these changes in communism and its various 
mutations.9  Mackiewicz strongly believed that 
communism and the radical dispossession of 
property and beliefs for which it has striven 
signal a new level of evil in the world, perhaps 
more malignant than anything that has been seen 
before.  

The composition of Mackiewicz’s fictional and 
nonfictional writings suggests that his writing is 
parabolic i.e., that he leans toward telling 
parables as a strategy of informing the reader of 
the facts he observed. He writes in defense of 
the inherent nature of man (and, more generally, 
of the world)  and against the ideologies and 
doctrines that falsify reality founded on the 
“natural” relationship between man and the 
physical world.  Mackiewicz denies the positive 
value of progress, and his writings contain one 
of the early warnings that experiments 
with human nature performed by various 
philosophers and ideologists and ostensibly 
directed toward the improvement of the world 
and humanity are not only bound to fail but will 
bring unimaginable disasters. In one of his texts 
he describes himself as a follower of “physical 
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anthropology,” that is, a form of human 
coexistence with the world as established by the 
reality of Ponary (and by his native country, the 
Grand Duchy of Lithuania) as it existed before 
the Holocaust. He was also a staunch opponent 
of all nationalisms and totalitarianisms, as well 
as of each and every ideological falsehood. He 
strongly believed that the most far-reaching and 
tragic effect of philosophers inventing a better 
world was the fate of the Jews in Ponary, 
followed by crimes committed against other 
nations and communities in the name of various 
doctrines––including those that ostensibly were 
at war with each other, such as Nazism and 
communism.  

HISTORY AND PLOT, OR TWO FACES OF THE 
PRESENTED WORLD  

Two introductions precede the real action of the 
report Ponary––“the Base.” One of them is 
descriptive and is devoted to the wonderful 
recreation facilities available at Ponary before 
the Germans and Russians came, the recreation 
that we analyzed above. The second, much 
shorter, reads as follows: 

At Ponary, in 1940 the Bolsheviks established an 
uncalled-for “state company” in an illegally 
requisitioned area of forest and land taken from the 
residents. As was their habit, they surrounded this 
site with a strong fence and barbed wire.10 In 1941, 
Germans made use of this site as a place of 
execution, and established there one of the largest 
slaughterhouses of Jews in Europe. No one knows 
why, or in fact who, named this place the “baza” [a 
base of operations]. Trucks and, later, transport 
trains brought thousands of Jews to Ponary to be 
killed (18). 

We are dealing here with a typical historical 
narrative whose ostensible purpose is only to 
provide information.  The writer outlines the 
factual background into which his own story will 
be written.  It is worth noting that his personal 
narrative could successfully begin right here, 
with this type of introduction, if he only wished 
to present his own personal experiences and not 
include them in the greater structure of a story 
about the whole country or, even more broadly, 
the entire world. 

In the quote at the beginning of this article 
Miłosz called this type of realism “old-

fashioned” and generalized that Mackiewicz 
could not break away from the level of real 
events and immerse himself in the autonomy of 
fictional creations. Indeed, except for some short 
stories and one that was expanded into a novella 
titled Karierowicz (The Careerist) (London, 
1955), all of Mackiewicz’s fiction is saturated 
with information, documentation, quotes or 
paraphrases of authentic history, although often 
virtually unknown and forgotten history. In each 
novel we encounter a great deal of factual 
information and factographic journalistic 
narrative. Parts of Mackiewicz’s novels have 
been written as if the author were a publicist 
rather than novelist. In this regard, Mackiewicz 
resembles the 2015 Noble Prize winner 
Svyatlana Aleksieva, whose writings straddle 
the fence between fiction and reportage. 
However, it should be immediately added that 
this device of mixing genres constitutes only one 
layer of Mackiewicz’s prose. A personal account 
of the eyewitness also appears. Ponary––“the 
Base” contains the author’s personal experience. 
By the accident of residing in the area, he 
eyewitnessed the murder of the Jews and 
exposed himself to the danger of sharing their 
fate. This part of the text takes on the form of a 
much more literarily creative story in which the 
vividly presented unfolding of events takes 
center stage.11 The most important element of 
the story is not information or opinion, but a 
string of concrete incidents that engage the 
reader and build tension. The reporter’s voice 
fades away, and raw examples of what men are 
capable of doing to other men appear instead:  

I move beyond the wire fence which, at this point, 
separated the dead end siding. . . . “P” as in Paweł. . 
. “Ponary” on its own means nothing, an empty 
sound; and at this moment, the sounds coming from 
the train––a buzz, at first like a beehive aroused in 
the morning; then something begins to wheeze there, 
the scraping behind the sealed doors grows stronger, 
as if caused by thousands of rats, then a commotion, 
a terrible hubbub turns into a roar, scream, howl. . . . 
Panes break, struck with fists; some doors crack, 
crack and then break under the force of the surge. . . . 
The policemen swarmed, multiplied instantly, they 
rushed, gesticulating and grabbing rifles carried on 
their shoulders. The metallic crack of the locks could 
be heard along with the policemen’s wild, terrifying 
roar, in response to the roar of the people shut in the 
train (22). 
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In the report Ponary––“the Base,” as happens in 
all of Mackiewicz’s historical prose, every 
historical report is linked to another, often 
accompanied by quoted sources and original 
documents. In addition to these there appear 
passages of a classic fictional narrative, 
conjuring up real heroes in the life without 
heroes that goes on around him. The first-person 
narrative morphs into an omniscient one, and 
both are grounded in a compilation of many 
reports and authentic retellings, not only 
autobiographical but also related by others and 
concerning large groups of 
people. Mackiewicz’s motto as a writer––“Only 
truth is worthy of our curiosity”––reveals the 
two modes in the poetics of his prose: 
macrohistorical, that is, reconstructing historical 
events by providing general information and 
description of events, and microhistorical, of a 
literary and existential character. 

I posit the existence of two types of plots in the 
books of the Contra author: one concerns 
historical events, and the other tells the story of 
private people. They both appear simultaneously 
in Mackiewicz’s novels. Other researchers have 
confirmed my interpretation.12 What 
characterizes Mackiewicz is not the old-
fashioned realism, as Miłosz suggested, but 
rather a modern, avant-garde one, one that uses 
original documentation as a background to both 
historical narrative and journalistic 
essay.13 Miłosz and some other commentators 
consider such innovative writing a weakness of 
Mackiewicz’s work, but in my opinion they are 
not correct. They do not appreciate the tension 
that arises out of the clash of these diverse 
modes of writing, the tension that makes 
Mackiewicz’s prose incredibly poignant. 
Mackiewicz’s oeuvre draws its energy not so 
much from the development of some single plot 
as from the multiple and unexpected 
intersections of the paths of both large (official) 
and small (private) histories, from that which the 
writer himself called “the knot of human lives” 
placed against the background of the tragic 
history of Central and Eastern Europe in the first 
half century of the twentieth century. In addition 
to being powerful, such prose discreetly warns 
us of the dangers that come from the blending of 
great politics and history with our own little 

private world. If I had to name this unique 
feature of Mackiewicz’s poetics, I would call it 
documentary realism. I gladly assign to 
Mackiewicz the title of the creator of the 
historical documentary novel.  

TWO STYLES OF WRITING: INFORMATION 
AND EVOCATION 

The presence of two different ways of 
representing the world goes hand in hand with 
two different styles Mackiewicz uses in his 
prose. The first relates to the cognitive function 
of language and presents sequences of concrete 
historical events. Here the factual aspect 
dominates. Stories are often supported by 
citations of documents, as well as polemics 
against conventional wisdom: 
How many Jews were murdered in Ponary before 
that time [October 1943] and afterward? Some 
people thought that it was “only” eighty thousand. 
Others said it was two hundred or up to three 
hundred thousand. Of course, these numbers are not 
credible. Three hundred thousand people! People!!! 
This is easily said. . . but these numbers seem 
incredible not so much because they are large, but 
because of the fact that no one has been able to verify 
them in a reliable manner. It is known that all of the 
Jewish inhabitants of the city of Wilno were 
murdered there; there must have been some forty 
thousand of these. In addition, Jews were transported 
there from the larger and smaller towns of the 
occupied country [Lithuania], probably from the 
entire “Ostland,” as the Baltic area was officially 
called by Germans. Families were brought from 
ghettoes or from seasonal hard labor sites. When 
they finished their work at these sites, they did not go 
back to the ghetto but went straight to their deaths 
(20). 

Let us take note of Mackiewicz’s use of literary 
language to express “mere” information. 
Repetition, question marks, exclamations, the 
unexpected placing of emphasis on a word, 
sometimes even irony––these are elements of 
style that break the usually monotonous and 
factual flow of the report. They bring to bear the 
emotional and almost-palpable features of 
language as used in novels. Owing to this style 
of writing, the documentary tone of the narrative 
veers toward its existential underpinning and 
begins to not only inform us about events, but 
also evoke their tragic aura. Another example is 
the passage where Mackiewicz digresses and 
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speaks about the Soviet lies concerning Katyń: 
“The counter-offensive of Soviet propaganda 
left a question mark in the poisoned air above 
the disturbed graves. A sinister question mark it 
was, not quite like the usual printed sign, 
because the dot beneath it seemed to be caused 
by the blood as it dripped from the bodies of the 
dead.”14    

But back to the report on Ponary. Not only are 
messages conveyed in a way that transcends the 
usual format for simple information; sentences 
also develop into images that serve not so much 
to convey information as to visualize events and 
transmit their emotional aura:  

During this war, Ponary became a symbol of dread 
unheard of before. People were terrified by the sound 
of this six-letter word ending in ‘y’. Since 1941, its 
dreary, hideous notoriety oozed slowly, like sticky 
human blood, wider and wider across the country, 
and from country to country, but to this day it has not 
spread throughout the entire world (18). 

After 1942, when mass transports of the condemned 
began to arrive at Ponary, the Jews who escaped 
from the convoy guards were scuttling around the 
forest, just as wounded animals do. They roamed, 
leaving behind a trail of blood––bloody moss and 
leaves beneath, no shrewder than a wild animal who 
is also unable to cover its tracks (19).   

The sentence that at first seemed to convey mere 
information mutates into metaphors and similes 
that, in turn, lead to more and more complex 
literary imagery. Such a mutation of a historian 
and publicist into a novelist is very typical of 
Mackiewicz’s prose. As a result, the historical 
and factual statement becomes a literary 
statement. Examples of this kind of mutation 
and blending are frequent in Mackiewicz’s 
works. He displays a perpetual desire to add to 
the historical layer an existential casing as it 
were, to translate what is a dry commentary into 
sensual reality. As a result, what he narrates is 
not just a fragment of history but its truest 
evocation.15 Mackiewicz is capable of 
mobilizing all available means of the writer’s 
craft:  

I remember that the sun was beginning to go down, 
and precisely on the western side, the Ponary side of 
my garden, there stood a broad rowan tree. It was 
late autumn. One could see puddles left by the 
morning rain. A flock of bullfinches descended on the 

rowan tree, and from there, from their red breasts, 
from the red berries and the red sun above the forest 
(all of the things arranged themselves symbolically) 
unending shots could be heard, driven into the ears 
as methodically as nails (19). 

In this passage yet another characteristic of 
Mackiewicz’s prose is evident. His expository 
prose uses the literary means of expression, yet 
even in the strictly fictional parts his prose 
retains the accuracy and objectivity of a police 
report. All of Mackiewicz is to be found in these 
minute details of the landscape that could come 
together only in late autumn––the bullfinches, 
the red rowan tree and the dark red sun––in the 
dry announcement of murders, and in the final 
semantic counterpoint involving the 
conventional picture of the sunset. Mackiewicz 
creates the image of the crime rather than merely 
reporting it. This is the most unique 
characteristic of the Ponary––“the Base” text. It 
not only gives testimony, but is also transferred 
into a pictorial equivalent, a verbalized raw 
experience at the sight of which we feel sick.  
We need to take a break from reading it because 
we cannot bear it. We almost feel that we are 
observing real slaughter:   
Someone was jumping across a ditch but, shot 
between the shoulder blades, he or she fell into it like 
a dark bird with arms spread out like wings. 
Someone was moving on all fours between the rails. . 
. . An old Jew with his beard upwards and his arms 
outstretched towards the sky, as in a biblical picture–
–and suddenly blood gushed out of his head, and 
pieces of brain. . . some Latvian lifted a butt of his 
rifle over the disheveled hair, held with a piece of rag 
made into a bow on her temple and. . .  I shut my eyes 
and it seemed to me that a bell rang. Yes, it did; the 
railwayman who was clutching the handle bar of my 
bicycle convulsively, dug his fingers into the bell, 
involuntarily pulled it hard, bent forwards and threw 
up: he is throwing up on the gravel of the platform, 
on the tire of the front wheel, on his hands, on my 
boots; he is throwing up and his jerks are similar to 
the convulsions in which those on the rails are dying 
(23–24). 

Mackiewicz is well aware that what he 
experienced personally “no symbol invented by 
people will be able to emulate.” Perhaps this is 
why his texts are so successful in expressing 
what the Holocaust was like in reality. It was not 
two-dimensional; it was not neat and sanitized. 
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To my knowledge, no one else has been able to 
capture the physical, three-dimensional process 
of dying in pain and fear, in the apocalyptic 
atmosphere of that unimaginable night in 
Ponary.  

Although it deals with a different subject matter, 
The Road to Nowhere contains a similar series 
of images. It is a similarly successful evocation 
and visualization of the Soviet occupation of 
Lithuania.  No Need to Speak Out Loud deals 
with all of Eastern Europe; Let Them Pass on the 
Left records the Polish-Bolshevik War; Contra 
takes on the fate of the Don Cossacks during the 
Second World War; and The Colonel 
Myasoedov Affair unfolds the great changes that 
took place between the nineteenth and twentieth 
centuries in the territory that was Mackiewicz’s 
homeland. The duality of purpose––being a 
historian of events and a fictional writer who 
tries to conjure up emotions and sensitivity 
about the events––are essential  characteristics 
of Józef Mackiewicz’s creative prose. 

Mackiewicz was of the opinion that belles-
lettres may differ from historical and journalistic 
discourse, but he also believed that there is room 
for combining the two. Works written in this 
“double mode” are a necessary component of 
full truth about reality. As he put it himself, in 
his famous polemic with another Polish émigré 
writer Włodzimierz Odojewski:  
Why, then, I hear, do you not limit yourself to just 
recording a testimony? Why use the form of the novel 
as a crutch? It seems to me that you do this in order 
to present truth in its wholeness. For how could one 
present not only things, but also the spiritual realm 
(Geist), emotion-laden past events that are not only 
the second half of documentary truth, but sometimes 
appear even more important than mere facts.  Even 
the most precisely conveyed set of facts remains 
incomplete if this other layer of reality is not added 
to it.  It seems to me that I am right when I say that 
the novel goes deeper than a description or a 
report. . . . In my opinion, the form of the novel has 
been invented to complement and never distort the 
truth.16  

 CONCLUSIONS 

Mackiewicz’s prose has as its subject matter the 
major and qualitative change that occurred in 
Europe, and in Lithuania in particular, between 
the First World War and the fall of communism. 

The change was due to the invasion of Europe 
by Nazism, communism, and their various 
mutations. Mackiewicz’s prose combines the 
characteristics of historical, journalistic, and 
fictional texts.  The clash between the three 
poetics that these genres have featured creates 
unexpected results and leads to a peculiar 
blending of “official” history and of small and 
private histories.  Mackiewicz’s prose gives us a 
lesson in the history of the first half of the 
twentieth century in a way that has not been 
done by anyone else, east or west. Mackiewicz 
can be called an epic writer because of the 
broadness of his literary canvas;  at the same 
time, he is a documentary writer because he 
gives testimony to individual experience. His 
texts are a historical source, but they are also 
“experienced history”17 that interacts in a 
personal and existential way with the reader.    ∆ 

 

NOTES 

                                                
1 Czesław Miłosz, “Koniec Wielkiego Xięstwa. (O 
Józefie Mackiewiczu),” Kultura 1989, no. 5, 114.  
2 The first edition of the Ponary report was published 
in Orzeł Biały (1945, no. 35); the report from Katyń 
came out in Lwów i Wilno (1947, nos. 10 and 11); 
and the report of the crime in the Drava Valley 
appeared in the London Wiadomości (1955, no. 
43). The three texts have been reprinted in a 
collection of reports and journalistic texts by Józef 
Mackiewicz titled Fakty, przyroda i ludzie (London: 
Kontra, 1984).  
3 The English-speaking reader wishing to get to know 
the writer can refer to the following recently 
published texts: The Exile and Return of Writers from 
East-Central Europe. A Compendium, edited by J. 
Neubauer and B. Török (Berlin–New York: Walter 
De Gruyter, 2009), 33–34; J. Neubauer and W. 
Bolecki, “Two Regionalists of the Interwar 
Period: Józef Mackiewicz and Maria Berde” 
in History of the Literary Cultures of East-Central 
Europe. Junctures and Disjunctures in the 19th and 
20th Centuries, vol. 4 (Types and Stereotypes), edited 
by M. Cornis-Pope and J. Neubauer (Amsterdam: 
John Benjamins, 2010), 539–48. Online access: 
<http://bolecki.eu/sites/default/files/cck_attachment/r
egionalists.pdf>.  
4 J. Mackiewicz, Fakty, przyroda i ludzie, preface by 
B. Toporska (London, 1984), 17–25. In the following 
quotations I provide the number of the cited page in 
parethenses. When referring to the text itself, I use 
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Nina Karsov’s translation (I most sincerely thank her 
for allowing me to use her unpublished work). For a 
comparison, see the translations by J. Bussgang of 
the fragments of Mackiewicz’s report in the book Żyd 
polski – żołnierz polski (1939–1945) (Polish Jew – 
Polish Soldier) (Warsaw: The Emanuel Ringelblum 
Jewish Historical Institute, 2010), 127–34.  
5 Ponary appears several times in Mickiewicz’s 
works, but the most memorable is the beginning of 
Book IV of Pan Tadeusz, when “the height of 
Ponary” and the trees of Ponary are invoked as 
related to the beginnings of the Grand Duchy of 
Lithuania, and appear next to the “great Mindowe / 
and Giedymin.” In a similar context, Ponary also 
appears as one of the symbols of Lithuania in Book 
VI of Pan Tadeusz, in a speech by Father Robak to 
the Judge: “Brother, while Ponary stands, the Niemen 
flows, / the name of the Soplicas will be celebrated in 
Lithuania.” See Słownik języka Adama Mickiewicza, 
vol. 6 (Wrocław: Ossolineum, 1969), 394. 
6 Regarding Mackiewicz’s relationship with his 
homeland and his own professed “national idea” of 
the territorial state, M. Zadencka has recently written 
an interesting book titled Obrazy suwerenności. O 
wyobraźni politycznej w literaturze polskiej XIX i XX 
wieku (Warsaw: IBL, 2007), 106–108. 
7 Jacek Trznadel, Powieści Mackiewicza o historii i 
wojnie in Zmagania z historią. Życie i twórczość 
Józefa Mackiewicza i Barbary Topolskiej. Papers 
from the conference in the Polish Museum in 
Rapperswil from the series “Spiritual Sources of the 
New Europe,” Rapperswil Castle, 26–28 September 
2006, edited by Nina Kozłowska and Margaret 
Ptasińska (Warszawa: IPN, 2011), 91.  
8 J. Mackiewicz, Sprawa pułkownika Miasojedowa 
(London: Kontra, 1989), 628–29.  
9 On the subject of communism as a key experience 
that shaped Mackiewicz’s worldview see the outline 
by K. Bałżewska, “Anticommunism as a Paradigm of 
Thinking. On the Works of Józef Mackiewicz,” The 
Sarmatian Review, January 2014, 1799–1811. 
10 We note in passing how many suggestions about 
Soviet totalitarianism (experienced during the Soviet 
occupation) the writer manages to fit into a single 
paragraph, although the paragraph itself is merely 
informative, telling the reader that the communists 
progress “mindlessly” against nature; that they are 
ready to take another’s property in order to create a 
factory no one needs; that it is their habit to enslave 
what they can, enclosing it with barbed 
wire. Although the text is about Nazi crimes, 
Mackiewicz concisely signals the dark side of the 
other totalitarianism, symbolized by red rather than 
black. His novel Road to Nowhere is largely devoted 
to a comparison of the two systems, while all of his 

                                                                       
reports and his book about Katyń are devoted to 
communist crimes.  
11 This can be seen when we compare Mackiewicz’s 
reports with the most famous testimony of the 
murders committed in Ponary: Kazimierz Sakowicz’s 
Diary. The entries by the Polish journalist who lived 
next to the place of execution are devoid of literary 
qualities, but they confirm full authenticity of the 
nature of the murder as described by 
Mackiewicz. See K. Sakowicz, Ponary Diary, 1941–
1943. A Bystander's Account of a Mass Murder, 
edited by Yitzhak Arad, trans. Laurence Weinbaum 
(Yale: Yale University Press, 2012).  
12 J. Trznadel, Powieści Mackiewicza, 100.  
13 For more on this topic see the section Literatura 
jako relacja prawdomówna in W. Bolecki, Ptasznik z 
Wilna. O Józefie Mackiewiczu (zarys monograficzny) 
(Kraków: Arcana, 2007), 731–45. 
14 J. Mackiewicz, The Katyn Wood Murders, 
foreword by A. B. Lane (London: The World Affairs 
Book Club, 1951), 122. 
15 Evocation as the essence of literary language was 
most strongly emphasized by Stefan Sawicki in his 
essay “Czym jest poezja?” in Wartość – Sacrum – 
Norwid. Studia i szkice aksjologicznoliterackie 
(Lublin: RW KUL, 1994), 7–17. 
16 J. Mackiewicz, Literatura contra faktologia, 
Kultura 1973, nos. 7-8, 183 (emphasis J.M.).  
17 Jerzy Jedlicki’s term. See J. Jedlicki, “Dzieje 
doświadczone i dzieje zaświadczone in Dzieło 
literackie jako źródło historyczne,” edited by Z. 
Stefanowska and J. Sławiński (Warszawa: Czytelnik, 
1978), 344–71. 
 
 

BOOK REVIEWS 
Ideologies of Eastness in Central and Eastern 
Europe, by Tomasz Zarycki. London: 
Routledge, 2014. ISBN-13 978-0415625890. 
xiii + 308 pages. Hardcover. $109.03 (Kindle 
edition: $19.85). 

One of the finest books on sociology Routledge 
has ever published––and that is saying a lot, 
since Routledge specializes in the social 
sciences. The book explores the attempts of 
Eastern and Central European countries 
(formerly under Moscow’s military occupation 
and therefore communist at that time) to 
articulate their identities vis-à-vis the West and 
the East. Not surprisingly, the countries in 
question draw on their historical experiences 
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with the East; in particular, this is true of Poland, 
which held vast eastern territories in a quasi-
colonial embrace (due to dynastic arrangements, 
however, as opposed to military conquest). On 
the other hand, Ukraine and Lithuania, whom 
Poland dominated for four centuries position 
themselves as far from Poland as possible while 
at the same time declaring their “Otherness” vis-
à-vis “eastern” Russia. Zarycki employs the 
concept of Orientalism in the sense given by 
Edward Said in defining and probing these 
various “categories of eastness.” Anyone 
wishing to understand Eastern Europe needs to 
read Zarycki’s book.  It abounds in ideas that 
could generate numerous dissertations in history 
and the social sciences. 

Spotkania Dunajowskie 2014/Дунаївські 
зустрічі 2014/Meetings in Dunayiv 2014, 
edited by Rev. Józef Kuc. Wrocław: Argi, 
2015. 211 pages. Illustrations and photographs. 
ISBN 978-83-64358-93-7. Paper. In Ukrainian 
and Polish. 

Dunayiv (Dunajów in Polish) is a town in the 
Ternopil (Tarnopol) district of Ukraine. Its 
mixed population––Ukrainian, Polish, other––
has experienced a large share of wars and 
disasters. One of the Polish expellees from this 
region, who resettled in Kudowa, Poland, 
Bronisław M. J. Kamiński took it upon himself 
to bring together the former and present 
inhabitants of Dunayiv by organizing there a 
series of conversations on historical and social 
themes. These Dunayiv encounters are modeled 
on  the original “Dunajów debates” held in 
1470–1472 in the archbishop’s palace in 
Dunajów, under the patronage of Polish scholar 
Grzegorz from Sanok. After nearly six centuries, 
the Dunayiv encounters have resumed. They can 
serve as a model of how to repair what human 
greed and hatred managed to destroy.  

The volume  consists of about a dozen papers 
delivered at the conference by Ukrainian and 
Polish scholars, including Mr. Kamiński. They 
are truly a model of friendly conversation and a 
voice against the “dehumanization” (Mr. 
Kamiński’s words) of contemporary intellectual 
discourse.  

                                                                       
Interestingly, on a national scale a similar 
dialogic approach is present in Krzysztof 
Szczerski’s recent book, Dialogi o naprawie 
Rzeczypospolitej  (Dialogues about improving 
Res Publica) published in September 2015, in 
which Messrs. Szczerski and Sosnowski debate 
the best course for Poland in the coming years. 
Szczerski invokes the sixteenth-century political 
dialogist Stanisław Orzechowski, famous for his 
published polemics with another statesman 
named Rotundus. In the September 2015 issue 
of Sarmatian Review we reviewed a book of 
dialogues conducted at Warsaw University’s 
Artes Liberales Department: they too illustrate 
Polish preference for public dialogue in matters 
scholarly, social, and political 
(www.ruf.rice.edu/~sarmatia/915/morebooks). It 
appears that the Polish political tradition has 
favored dialogue from its inception, and that 
after several centuries of interruption (partitions 
of Poland), the dialogic genre has returned to 
Polish public life. What a topic for a PhD 
dissertation. 

Bellum iustum versus bellum sacrum: 
Uniwersalny spór w refleksji średniowiecznej. 
Konstancja 1414–1418 (The just war versus the 
holy war: Medieval debates about the just war, 
Synod of Constance, 1414–1418), edited by 
Zbigniew Rau and Tomasz Tulejski. Toruń: 
Wydawnictwo Adam Marszałek 
(marketing@marszalek.com.pl), 2014. 451 
pages. ISBN 978-83-8019-031-3. Bibliography, 
notes. Softcover. In Polish. 

This book is more than a report on the medieval 
disputes about which wars are just and which are 
not; it carries us into the present and probes how 
medieval foundations weigh in on the 
resolutions of the UN Security Council  and  the 
European Union.  

The text is divided into two parts. The first 
contains eight essays by contemporary Polish 
scholars who interpret Christian roots of the 
concept of the just war in European political 
discourse. Special attention is paid to the Synod 
of Constance during which Polish Bishop Paweł 
Włodkovic  crossed sabers (metaphorically 
speaking) with Western European bishops, 
whose sense of tolerance was much less 
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developed. Włodkowic argued that pagans also 
had the right to live in peace and should be 
allowed to do so if they do not initiate a military 
confrontation. Western Catholic bishops had not 
yet reached the level of sophistication necessary 
to understand this obvious (to us) precept of 
Christianity; Włodkovic was the first to present 
this view––taken for granted today, but not in 
medieval times. Another significant element of 
these papers is their insistence on the connection 
between Europe’s conceptions of law and order, 
and medieval articulations of the order given to 
humanity by the unchangeable God. 

The second part consists of thirty-seven original 
documents on which the preceding 
contemporary essays have been based. These 
texts start with excerpts from the Old and New 
Testaments, St. Augustine, Thomas Aquinas, 
and other medieval writers. They include the 
permission given by Polish prince Konrad 
Mazowiecki to the Knights of the Cross to settle 
in what today is central Poland  in exchange for 
their pledge of perpetual fidelity to the prince 
and participation in the struggle against pagans 
in the east.  Since Western European historians 
know this dispute only from German sources, 
scholarship would profit  from taking the Polish 
presentation into account. The volume ends with 
contemporary documents related to the 
formation of the United Nations, the 
International Justice Tribunal in the Hague, and 
EU documents. 

Across the Atlantic: The Adamowicz Brothers, 
Polish Aviation Pioneers, by Zofia Reklewska-
Braun and Kazimierz Braun. Los Angeles, 
CA Moonrise Press (www.moonrisepress.com), 
2015. xxi + 218 pages. Index, bibliography, 
photographs, and drawings. ISBN 978-0-
9963981-2-1.  Paper. $20.00 from the publisher. 

The book presents the story of the two brothers 
Adamowicz, the first aviators to fly from New 
York City to Warsaw in 1934. For comparison, 
Charles Lindbergh flew over the Atlantic from 
Garden City, NY, to Paris only seven years 
earlier. Charles Lindbergh received worldwide 
acclaim and entered history. The brothers 
Adamowicz were speedily forgotten. This book 
explains why. 

                                                                       
The authors suggest that there were two basic 
reasons. The first was the discovery of an illegal 
still of considerable size on their property, the 
subsequent two trials (one of them illegal, by 
today’s legal standards), and the guilty sentence 
issued swiftly and without a reasonable chance 
for appeal. The second was plain old prejudice 
against Polish Catholic immigrants to this 
country, in full display in the 1930s and ’40s.  

The Adamowiczes fell in love with flying 
shortly after they arrived in the United States, 
and partly financed the purchase of an airplane 
by running a soda pop factory. They apparently 
also ran, or collaborated in running, an illegal 
whisky still that supplied the considerable funds 
necessary for engaging in so costly an enterprise 
as an attempt to fly across the ocean. These were 
Prohibition times and the production of illegal 
alcohol was strictly forbidden. Someone 
informed the authorities. The Adamowiczes 
defended themselves by saying that they rented 
part of their property to an individual named 
Jack Schwartz, but no such individual has ever 
been called to responsibility and no investigation 
was launched. While the first trial resulted in a 
hung jury and should have put an end to the 
prosecution of the two brothers, the legal 
authorities decided to retry them. We do not 
know how this was possible, nor do the authors 
of the book supply the information. It was, we 
assume, one of the innumerable and mostly 
invisible  acts of bias that hurt certain minorities 
in the United States and continue to hurt them. 
The second trial ended in a conviction. Judge 
Grover M. Moskovitz personally congratulated 
the jury after they reached the guilty verdict. The 
newspapers had a feast: two Polish Americans 
who aspired to join the refined club of 
pioneering American aviators were pushed back 
to where they belonged. Whatever was left of 
their property was confiscated and the brothers 
spent several years in jail. Upon their release, 
they never returned to their previous fascination 
with flying. Gone was their love of aviation, 
their courage and willingness to achieve. They 
were broken men. Family troubles ensued. From 
one-time heroes who were greeted in Warsaw by 
the president of the Polish Republic, they 
became residents of skid row. 
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Undoubtedly the brothers Adamowicz engaged 
in illegal activities; they may have been solely 
responsible for running a moonshine factory, but 
no one else was ever investigated in their case. 
There must have been people who drove trucks 
with illegal alcohol, distributed, and sold it. The 
legal authorities in the state of New York were 
not interested in the circumstances. Only the 
Polish brothers were stigmatized, ridiculed, and 
incarcerated. There has never been any 
“reevaluation,”  as so often happens with 
African Americans, no mercy shown to two 
people who managed to fly over the Atlantic at 
the time when it was considered a feat. The 
Adamowiczes’ love of airplanes, the sacrifices 
necessary to build a plane and cover its costs 
(even if the plane were financed by illegal 
income), their enthusiasm and success were 
dropped in the memory hole. Indeed, as a recent 
article states: “Slavic but not Russian: Invisible 
and Mute.”   

This book is well documented and edited. It is 
written in a simple and dispassionate language, 
perhaps too dispassionate to make a difference. 
The authors are obviously aware of the injustice 
that the Adamowiczes and others experienced 
while trying to realize their dreams, but they 
choose not to say, with Emile Zola, “J’accuse!” 
Instead, they merely lay out facts as 
scrupulously as possible, perhaps hoping that 
someone with a more pugnacious temperament 
will pick up where they left off. (SB) 

Chekhov for the 21st Century, edited by Carol 
Apollonio and Angela Brintlinger. 
Introduction by the editors. Bloomington, IN: 
Slavica, 2012. ix + 374 pages. Bibliography, 
notes. ISBN 978-089357-392-8. Paper. 

The product of a conference held at Ohio State 
University in 2010, this exceptionally solid 
volume consists of twenty-one essays by 
American and Russian scholars reevaluating 
Chekhov’s stories and plays in the light of the 
postulates advanced by contemporary literary 
theorists. The notorious difficulty in reviewing 
books of such a broad scope is somewhat 
alleviated by the editors, who divided the essays 
into several thematic groups and provided a 
meaningful introduction. We start with an 

                                                                       
analysis of space and time in Chekhov’s stories; 
move on to his treatment of characters; take a 
detour into the more technical aspects of his 
works such as the choice of tone, sound, and 
vocabulary (discussed, among others, by 
Radislav Lapushin); and finally arrive at 
“transpositions,” where Chekhov’s plays are 
discussed with emphasis on their translatability 
and untranslatability. Here I note Carol 
Apollonio’s analysis (supported by painstaking 
evidence) that in some cases, at least––“The 
Lady with a Dog” being a prime example––
Chekhov gains rather than loses from translation 
into English. I have always felt that Chekhov 
and Tolstoi are easy to translate, whereas 
Dostoevskii always and inevitably slips out of 
the translator’s hand. It was nice to find a 
confirmation of my intuition. 

Several essays struck me as particularly 
noteworthy. With great finesse and considerable 
knowledge of territories beyond Russian 
literature, Cathy Popkin explores the space “in-
between” the well-defined positions and 
ideologies. Her fine distinction between “space 
and place” (20) is loaded with implications, of 
which only some are explored in the essay. I 
also found Popkin’s hesitation between 
nominalism (which she ultimately adopts) and 
realism to be a way of placing her essay firmly 
in the twenty-first century. Edyta Bojanowska’s 
analysis of “The Duel” (with mentions of 
Chekhov’s nonfictional text on Sakhalin) is very 
perceptive, but I would take issue with her 
forgiving assessment of Chekhov’s trip to 
Sakhalin that I analyzed in an article of my own, 
coming to the conclusion that even the gentle 
Chekhov turns out to be substantially blind to 
the evils of colonialism. Jeremy Katsell 
harnesses together Chekhov, Nabokov, and 
Shakespeare to demonstrate the uncertainty 
principle in literature and life; he navigates 
smoothly in the waters of the contemporary 
literary world. Angela Brintlinger takes on the 
topic of “recycling” Chekhov in the works of 
Galina Shcherbakova; this author’s Yashka’s 
Children (2008) draws on the repulsive lackey in 
Cherry Orchard whose progeny now populate 
postcommunist Russia. The idea of taking a 
character from a nineteenth-century literary 



THE SARMATIAN REVIEW                                                                                                                        January 2016 
 

 1989 

                                                                       
work and reinterpreting him or her in a 
twentieth- or twenty-first-century text has gained 
popularity lately, to mention only Wide 
Sargasso Sea. Brintlinger does an excellent job 
delineating the ugly and hopeless world of 
Yasha’s descendants.  

Chekhov was a gentle writer who eschewed 
posing the grand questions, preferring instead to 
sketch out vignettes of ordinary life. This book, 
published well over a hundred years after the 
writer’s demise, is proof that Chekhov’s 
seemingly lightweight stories are loaded with 
messages, and that these messages are being 
rediscovered by new generations of readers. 
(ET) 

Spogląd: Opowiadania i miniatury, by Jacek 
Pankiewicz. Brzezia Łąka: Wydawnictwo 
Poligraf, 2015. 123 pages. ISBN 978-83-7856-
340-2. Paper. In Polish. 

A book of aphorisms and reflections of the kind 
that one person tells another over a glass of 
wine. The book to read when you feel very 
lonely.  

Love for Family, Friends, and Books, by 
Aleksandra Ziółkowska-Boehm. Lanham-
Boulder: Rowman & Littlefield, 2015. viii + 352 
pages. Notes, index of names.  ISBN 978-0-
7618-6568-1. Paper. 

One of those books authors write when they 
signal farewell to their writing careers. 
Ziółkowska-Boehm is a prolific writer, and it is 
to be hoped that she will not quit at a relatively 
young age. The book is a chatty autobiography 
that involves Poland, the United States, and 
dozens of famous and not-so-famous people 
with whom the author maintained close or not-
so-close relations. A good book to read by the 
fireplace, with a cup of tea in hand.  

Orzeł i półksiężyc. 600 lat polskiej publicystyki 
poświęconej Turcji (Six hundred years of Polish 
writings about Turkey), edited by Dariusz 
Kołodziejczyk. Warsaw: Ministry of Foreign 
Affairs, 2014. 416 pages. Illustrations, notes. 
ISBN 978-83-63743-37-6.  Hardcover. In 
Polish. 

                                                                       
A beautifully assembled collection of Polish 
writings about Turkey starting with chronicler 
Jan Długosz (fifteenth century), through court 
documents, travelogues, and literary works, to 
the present time. The authors include such 
important personalities as Kallimach, Andrzej 
Frycz-Modrzewski, and King Jan III Sobieski.  
It is useful to have such a collection handy if one 
is a Polish ambassador to Turkey, but otherwise 
the effort and cost seem to be under a question 
mark. Do Poles really need this book? Would it 
not have been better to spend the considerable 
money involved on public relations concerning 
those moments in history when Polish and 
Turkish interests coincided, or just public 
relations on behalf of Poland in Turkey?  It is 
unlikely that this Polish-language book will be 
read in Turkey.  

 
SUMMER STUDY IN POLAND 
 
The University of Wisconsin-Milwaukee 
announces its 2016 annual Summer Study 
program in Poland at the John Paul II Catholic 
University of Lublin. 
The five-week Polish language course (July 4-
August 6) includes 100 hours of instruction at 
beginning, intermediate, and advanced levels, 
plus lectures of Polish culture and sightseeing.  
Cost estimate: $2,975 including tuition, room 
and board, and 5 UWM credits, plus round air 
trip transportation Chicago-Warsaw-Chicago. 
The program is open to students and the general 
public. 
Also being offered are two, three, four, five, six, 
seven, and eight-week courses as well as two, 
three, four, five, six, seven, eight-week intensive 
and highly intensive courses of Polish language 
in July and August. 
For information and application materials 
contact 
Professor Michael J. Mikoś  
Department of Foreign Languages and 
Literature   
University of Wisconsin-Milwaukee  
Milwaukee, WI 53201  
(414) 229-4151 or 4949, fax (414) 229-2741  
e-mail: mikos@uwm.edu   
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THE KOSCIUSZKO FOUNDATION 
VISITING PROFESSORSHIP 
AT THE UNIVERSITY OF WARSAW 
Academic Year 2016/17 
 
The Dean of the Faculty of “Artes Liberales,” 
University of Warsaw, in cooperation with the 
President of the Kosciuszko Foundation invite 
applications for the position of the Kosciuszko 
Foundation Visiting Professor at the University 
of Warsaw.  The position is co-sponsored by the 
Kosciuszko Foundation, Inc. and the University 
of Warsaw. Founded in 1925, the Kosciuszko 
Foundation promotes closer ties between Poland 
and the United States through educational, 
scientific, and cultural exchanges. It awards 
fellowships and grants to graduate students, 
scholars, scientists, professionals, and artists, 
and promotes Polish culture in America. 
 
The appointment will be for five months in the 
academic year 2016/17, either in Fall (from 
October 1, 2016 to February 28, 2017) or in 
Spring (from February 1, 2017 – June 30, 2017). 
The professorship is open to American senior 
scholars from U.S. universities with 
accomplishments in humanities, social 
sciences, or natural sciences. No knowledge of 
Polish is required. The visiting professor will 
be appointed in the Collegium Artes Liberales 
that offers courses to all students of the 
University of Warsaw. The Collegium has 
developed a unique program inspired among 
others by the curricula of American colleges of 
liberal arts and sciences. It seeks to restore 
awareness of the affinities between the 
humanities, social sciences, and natural sciences, 
and to nurture creative thinking and civic 
responsibility.  
 
The teaching load is 90 hours (3 courses) a 
semester (6 hours a week). Office hours––at 
least 2 hours a week. Courses will be taught in 
English. The appointee is expected to give at 
least two public lectures and participate in 
academic life of the Collegium and the 
University. The visiting professor is expected to 
be in residence in the Warsaw area during the 
semester throughout the term of professorship. 

                                                                       
 
Qualifications 
 
PhD in any discipline of the humanities, social 
sciences or natural sciences, substantial research 
and teaching experience. 
 
Required documents 

1. letter of application 
2. curriculum vitae  
3. copy of the PhD diploma 
4. two letters of reference 

 
The letter of application should include the 
candidate’s stated preference of one or two 
semesters, short descriptions of possible courses 
that the candidate might teach, and a description 
of the candidate’s current research interests.  
The University of Warsaw offers a competitive 
salary. Employment is for five months. 
Accommodation is not provided and travel 
expenses are not covered by the University. 
 
For inquiries about the position please 
contact Professor Piotr Wilczek, Director of the 
Collegium “Artes Liberales” 
(piotr.wilczek@al.uw.edu.pl) 

Please submit all materials by email as PDF files 
to the following two addresses: 

kolegium@al.uw.edu.pl 

and 

warsaw@thekf.org 

Letters of recommendation should be emailed 
separately by their authors to the same email 
addresses as scanned PDF files. NOTE: Dual 
citizens (United States and Poland) are not 
eligible. There are no exceptions to this 
requirement. 

Application deadline: January 31, 2016, 4:00 
PM EST. All candidates will be informed 
about the results of their application by 
February 15, 2016. 
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