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Sarmatian Review Data
The role of Polish forests in CO2 absorption
Size of Polish forests: 9 million hectares or 22.2 million acres.
Amount of CO2 absorbed by Polish forests in 1990–2005: 330 million tons.
Amount by which CO2 in Poland was to be reduced between 2005–2012 according to Kyoto Protocols:
170 million tons.
Estimated fulfillment of this protocol in Poland in 2005–2012: Poland overfulfilled the Kyoto Protocols
in spite of using coal in its electric power stations.
Source: “Szczyt klimatyczny w Paryżu: dla Polski szansą lasy, zasoby geotermalne i biomasa,” Portal
<wgospodarce.pl>, 1 December 2015 <http://wgospodarce.pl/informacje/21993-szczyt-klimatyczny-w-paryzu-dlapolski-szansa-lasy-zasoby-geotermalne-i-biomasa>, accessed 4 December 2015.
Estimated percentage of European coal located on Polish territory: 90 percent.
Source: “Prezydent Andrzej Duda: węgiel równa się suwerenności Polski!” Portal <wgospodarce.pl>,
4 December 2015, <http://wgospodarce.pl/informacje/22026-prezydent-andrzej-duda-wegiel-rowna-siesuwerennosc-polski>, accessed on the same day.

Facts and figures about Polish agriculture
Percentage of Polish territory that consists of agricultural land and forests: 59 percent and 31 percent,
respectively.
Land used for agriculture in figures: arable land 73 percent; permanent pastures 21 percent, orchards 2
percent.
Increase of ecologically certified agricultural land: fourfold since 2000, from 9,000 hectares to 37,000
hectares.
Greatest polluters of the Baltic Sea due to use of artificial fertilizers that are then carried by rivers to the
Baltic Sea: 1. Germany 2. Finland 3. Poland.
Source: Polish Statistical Office (GUS), as reported by Portal <wgospodarce.pl>, 25 December 2015
(accessed 5 January 2016).

Multiculturalism in practice
Percentage of EU inhabitants who hold foreign passports (i.e., passports of countries other than the
country of residence): 7 percent, or 34 million persons.
The most mobile EU nation: Poland; in 10 EU countries Poles are in the first five groups holding foreign
passports.
Percentage of Poles among immigrants in Ireland 22 percent; Great Britain 15 percent; Holland 11
percent; Denmark 7 percent.
Number of Poles in the UK: 748,000.
Other countries to which Poles have emigrated in considerable numbers: Germany, Sweden, Slovakia,
Lithuania.
Other nationals with high mobility within the EU: Germans, Italians, and Romanians.
Nations outside the EU that most frequently emigrate to EU: Ukrainians, Turks, Russians.
Source: Eurostat statistics <	
  http://ec.europa.eu/eurostat/statisticsexplained/index.php/Migration_and_migrant_population_statistics>, accessed 5 January 2016.

Media subscription orders for 2016 inherited by PiS government from PO government
The Administration Ministry found the following subscription orders in its books: Gazeta Wyborcza
(postcommunist left daily), 17 copies; Polityka (postcommunist left weekly), 14 copies; Newsweek (leftleaning weekly ), 11 copies; Nasz Dziennik (clerical rightist daily), 1 copy.
Prime Minister’s Office: Gazeta Wyborcza, 25 copies; Polityka, 14 copies; Newsweek, 9 copies, Nasz
Dziennik, 1 copy; Gazeta Polska Codziennie (rightist daily), 1 copy; Do Rzeczy (conservative weekly), 3
copies, wSieci (right wing weekly), 2 copies.
Source: “Tak urabiano urzędników,” Portal <wpolityce.pl>, http://wpolityce.pl/polityka/273646-tak-urabianourzednikow-kolacja-po-psl-faworyzowala-sprzyjajaca-jej-prase-w-resortach-prenumerowano-gazete-michnikatygodnik-lisa-inna-prase-traktowano-po-macoszemu, 1 December 2015, accessed 11 February 2016.
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Gradual increase in vodka production in Soviet Russia
Number of decaliters (1 decaliter=10 liters, or approximately 10 quarts) of vodka produced in Soviet
Russia in 1924 and 1952, respectively: 30 million and 81 million.
Source: Andrei Kolesnikov, “Khlev, kartoshka, vodka,” <gazeta.ru>
http://www.gazeta.ru/comments/column/kolesnikov/8015735.shtml, 13 January 2016, accessed on the same day.

Russian trade with the European Union
Value of Russian trade with the European Union in 2014 (before Western sanctions for invading Ukraine
were imposed): 501 billion dollars at 2016 exchange rate.
Value of Russian-EU trade in 2015 (after sanctions were imposed): 242 billion.
Source: Vladimir Socor, “Munich Security Conference Debates Russia’s War in Ukraine,
Eurasia Daily Monitor, vol. 13, no. 31, accessed February 16, 2016.

Polish wages in 2014 (the most recent figures available)
Number of persons whose wages per month amount to Zl 1,680 before taxes, or Zl 1,237 after taxes and
other fees: 1.36 million.
Exchange rate in 2014: ca. $1=Zl 3.90.
Median wages in Poland in 2014: Zl 3,291 before taxes, or Zl 2,359 after taxes and other fees.
Spelling out the obvious: half of the working population of Poland makes less than $600 per month, or
less than the sum assigned to migrants in wealthy European Union countries.
Source: Portal Bankier.pl <http://bankier.pl/wiadomosc/Polowa-Polakow-zarabia-do-2359-zl-netto>, 11 December
2015, accessed on the same day.

Losses of Polish museums in the Second World War
Number of items from Polish museums destroyed or stolen by Germans or Russians during the Second
World War: 63,000 items.
Losses of paintings: 7,000 paintings by Polish painters including 47 paintings by Aleksander Gierymski,
39 by Jan Matejko, 59 by Jacek Malczewski, 29 by Stanisław Wyspiański, and 130 by the brothers
Kossak. Among paintings by foreign painters, those of Rubens, Rembrandt and Dürer are particularly
valuable.
Recently recovered museum objects: a rococo lady’s desk from mid-eighteenth century and a Chinesestyle cabinet from the early eighteenth century.
Details of recovery: the items were displayed in a Dresden museum and recently identified as stolen from
the Wilanów Palace in Warsaw.
Source: “Zrabowane przez Niemców meble wróciły do Wilanowa,” http://wpolityce.pl/spoleczenstwo/282032zrabowane-przez-niemcow-meble-wrocily-do-palacu-w-wilanowie-zobacz-zdjecia?strona=1, 13 February 2016,
accessed on the same day.

Media ownership in Poland and Germany
Percentage of Polish press titles owned by the three German press concerns Bauer, RASP, and Polska
Press: 64 percent.
Percentage of German press titles owed by foreign capital: practically zero.
Titles of some of the most popular dailies, weeklies, and portals in Poland owned by German firms: Fakt,
the largest Polish daily; Newsweek, one of the most popular weeklies; Portal onet.pl, ranked #6 in Poland
by <alexa.com>.
Source: “Osa nadaje: największy wydawca niemieckich mediów dla Polaków rozpoczyna cykl pogadanek z
dziennikarzami,” Portal <wpolityce.pl>, <http://wpolityce.pl/media/282798-osa-nadaje-najwiekszy-wydawcaniemieckich-mediow-dla-polakow-rozpoczyna-cykl-pogadanek-z-dziennikarzami-przekaz-prosty-pis-najwiekszymwrogiem>, 23 February 2016, accessed on the same day.

The Eastern European countries in which Americans can live most cheaply
The cheapest country of the 50 cheapest countries to live in: Belarus.
The ranking of Poland in this survey #38, ahead of Bosnia-Hercegovina, Macedonia, and Czech Republic,
but behind Moldova and Bulgaria.
Source: Elyssa Kirkham, “50 Cheapest Countries to Live or Retire,” Portal GoBankingRates.com
<http://www.gobankingrates.com/retirement/50-cheapest-countries-live-retire/>, 18 February 2016,
accessed 23 February 2016.
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Letter
Responding to comments in the American
media about Polish election
January 10, 2016
am writing this letter because, in my
opinion, it is vital that we, the free citizens
of Poland, reassure you that in spite of what the
alarmist postcommunist commentators say,
democracy is doing well in Poland today. The
megamedia in the West, taking cues from some
in the Polish press and from persons having ties
to the former government (recently ejected from
office by democratic vote), continue to criticize
the current government and deliver untrue
accounts of what has been going on. The “spin”
is meant to obfuscate the truth about the last
eight years and “poison the well” for those
elected with the largest democratic mandate in
modern Polish history. The PiS government is
the first government elected with a mandate
to govern without coalition partners. Attacks
on this government continue from those who
cannot claim objectivity because they are
personally, professionally, and financially
connected to those who lost the election. No one
in Poland denies that a free people are endowed
with a right to public protest. This is self-evident
in a modern democracy. However, Western
press accounts suggest that these protests are
massive (they are not) and that they defend vital
social rights (they do not, because no social
rights are endangered). Those who protest had
good salaries and now they do not have these
salaries. This is the heart of the matter.

I

During the last eight years when PO ruled the
country, democratic ideals were not always
upheld. During the rule of the Civic Platform
and its coalition partner the Polish People’s
Party (PO-PSL), these standards were frequently
and brazenly violated. For the record, here are
some examples of what transpired during the
coalition years:
1. Independent journalists were repeatedly harassed
by security agencies. The staff of the daily
Gazeta Polska Codziennie (GPC) had their
homes searched. In May 2011 at 6:00 a.m., the
Internal Security Agency entered the apartment
of an Internet user who operated a satirical
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Website lampooning then-president Bronisław
Komorowski.
2. Independent journalists lost their jobs when they
pressed for a transparent investigation of the
2010 Smolensk air catastrophe. Tomasz
Sakiewicz and Anita Gargas lost their jobs in the
public media. Cezary Gmyz was dismissed from
the editorial staff of Rzeczpospolita for
publishing information indicating that traces of
explosives were found on the wreck of the plane.
This information was later confirmed by
prosecutors leading the investigation.
3. In June 2014 agents of the Internal Security
Agency raided the headquarters of the magazine
Wprost after it published transcripts of recorded
conversations held by PO politicians in one of
Warsaw’s most expensive restaurants. During
the raid the agents attempted to confiscate
computers and data storage devices belonging to
journalists. The so-called “tape scandal” (afera
taśmowa) that erupted upon publication of the
content of these tapes provided evidence of
scandalous and criminal behavior of people at
the highest level of the government. These tapes
revealed that state-owned companies subsidized
those media that presented government
propaganda as objective truth. The large-scale
mainstream media, sympathetic to the ruling
coalition and keeping mum about governmental
corruption scandals, were recipients of lucrative
advertising contracts from Poland’s largest
companies, partly state-owned enterprises with
large discretionary budgets. Independent media
did not receive these monies, whichamounted to
government subsidies.
4. In December 2014 two journalists, Tomasz Gzela
of the Polish Press Agency and Jan Pawlicki of
Telewizja Republika, were arrested. They were
covering protests held at the headquarters of the
National Electoral Commission after local
elections. For a week after the election the
Commission would not certify election results,
upon which local inhabitants forcibly occupied
the premises of the Commission in protest,
demanding electoral transparency and oversight.
The journalists were arrested even though they
possessed press passes and were doing their job.
They also had to face a lawsuit. All this was
going on against the backdrop of the highestlevel PO politicians, such as the then-president
Komorowski and mayor of Warsaw Waltz,
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making public comments to the effect that it was
an act of treason to question electoral processes
and the alleged lack of transparency. Likewise,
the head of the Constitutional Tribunal Andrzej
Rzepliński publicly stated that there were no
grounds to question the results of the election.
To this day, the results of this local election
remain questionable. An example of opacity is
the fact that the Peasant Party (PSL) received ten
times more votes than expected in the region of
Gdynia, where they have had little historical
support. This tenfold increase in the number of
votes cast for PSL allowed the ruling party (PO)
and its coalition member (PSL) to stay in power.
5. During the last eight years the PO government
kept journalists and citizens under surveillance
as a routine practice. In 2014, secret services
applied for permission to access 2,177,000
telephone bills. As far as I know, permission
was granted. This level of prying into ordinary
citizens’ lives is unprecedented in Europe. The
District Public Prosecutor's Office in Warsaw is
currently leading an investigation into the
wiretapping of independent journalists under the
PO government.
6. In May 2015, after President Bronisław
Komorowski was voted out of office, the POPSL coalition violated the constitution by
appointing five new members of the
Constitutional Tribunal before the other justices’
terms were up. The politicians of the departing
coalition wanted to appropriate the Tribunal by
limiting the victorious party’s (PiS) opportunity
to elect judges of their choice. Today, after
reforms implemented by the democratically
elected Law and Justice Party, the judges elected
by the Civic Platform still constitute the
majority in the Constitutional Tribunal. They
occupy nine of fifteen seats.

preferential tax treatment for allies and
supporters. Nationalization of the pension
system, hitherto kept separate from government
supervision, was still another major illegal act
by the previous government. An example of
major corruption is the pyramid scheme known
in Poland as “Amber Gold” in which thousands
of Poles lost their savings while the politically
connected head of the National Bank said
nothing despite having been aware of the
scheme, as revealed in the so-called “tapes
scandal.” All of this took place while the
government-sponsored media kept mum about
institutionalized lawlessness. On October 25,
2015, Poles said enough in a democratic
election, with not a single allegation of
irregularities. The PO-PSL coalition was finally
removed from power.
Democracy in Poland is the healthiest it has
been in twenty-five years and certainly as
compared to the eight years under the previous
government. The reforms begin now and Poles
are optimistic despite what is being printed in
the New York Times and Washington Post.
Dorota Heck, University of Wrocław

The Wonder and Woe
of Translating
Leonard Kress

S

ome time ago I decided to do something
serious. This was the age Donald Hall’s
Poetry and Ambition (“I see no reason to spend
your life writing poems unless your goal is to
write
great
poems,”
<https://www.poets.org/poetsorg/text/poetryand-ambition>), and his dismissal of much MFA
poetry and the ubiquitous, drab, standardized
“McPoem.” Since I was also translating Polish
poetry, I thought I would reach for the stars—
and translate the nineteenth-century Polish
Romantic epic Pan Tadeusz by Adam
Mickiewicz. I would not waste my time with
more publishable translations of works by
Wisława Szymborska or Zbigniew Herbert or
Stanisław Barańczak; no, I would go for a work

These examples indicate that the PO government
often acted in an authoritarian and unlawful
way. Violations of civil liberties were frequent,
but went unreported by pliant media directly or
indirectly on the PO government’s payroll. The
number of corruption scandals that occurred
under the auspices of the PO-PSL coalition is
staggering. They range from small bribes (one
minster received an expensive watch), to
patronage, bogus unbid contracts, selfdistribution of bonuses and pensions, and
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that not only was not contemporary or free verse
but about 10,000 rhymed couplets written in
Polish alexandrines (thirteen-syllable lines with
a caesura between syllables seven and eight), a
poetic diction closer to Byron or Wordsworth
than Phil Levine or Louise Gluck.

sentence, and the vocative case involves direct
address, as when I call to my daughter Anya and
say “Anyuśku.” There seems to be no equivalent
in English unless you resort to the archaic “O,”
as in Whitman’s “O Captain! my Captain! our
fearful trip is done.” Note: This is different from
the similar archaic “Oh,” as in Browning’s “Oh,
to be in England / Now that April 's there.” Then
there’s the modern American way of directly
addressing a nation, as in Ginsberg’s: “America
I've given you all and now I'm nothing.”

So, where to begin? The title itself is a
translator’s nightmare. The word “Pan” can
mean sir, mister, lord, Lord, or even “you” in
second person singular archaic Polish. Nothing
from this list seemed to work, especially since
the “Pan” of the title is a young, privileged
nobleman, called home from his university
studies to his family estate. Can you imagine
“Mr. Hamlet,” “Sir Hamlet,” or “Lord Hamlet?”
And “Tadeusz”—well, its English equivalent is
Thaddeus. Enough said—Thaddeus Stevens the
Civil War era abolitionist? Thad Jones, the jazz
trumpeter? Thaddeus Plotz from the kids TV
show Animaniacs? I had no choice but to leave
it as Pan Tadeusz.

My choices are clearly laid out in front of me.
On to the second word, “Ojczyzno.” Such a
strange word—clearly derived from the word for
father, “ojciec,” not the pronunciation nightmare
you might think, but pronounced something like
oy-chets. The fascinating thing is that even
though one clear translation would be
“fatherland,” it has a feminine ending—the noun
form of the word ending in “a.” However, in the
poem Mickiewicz continues with the vocative
case of addressing this homeland or native land
or homeland (with a feminine ending).
“Motherland?” Well, which is it? “Fatherland,”
no way, keep the Nazis out of this poem—the
Germans are already painfully present in it,
though often mocked, as are the French with the
exception of Napoleon. “Homeland?” I began
this long before the Department of Homeland
Security came into being, but even way back
then it had ominous overtones. “Motherland?”
Wouldn’t that be Russia, the great devouring
bear? And Russia and Russians play a huge part
in the epic as the oppressing, occupying, enemy.
“Native Land”—in these days of migrants and
undocumented workers and nativism of all
sorts?

Now, on to the first line—or perhaps the first
three words of the first line:
Litwo! Ojczyzno moja!
Let us skip all those exclamation points for now.
“Litwa” is the Polish name for Lithuania. OK, so
this is a Polish national epic, and yet it begins
with Lithuania! Imagine a long poem about New
York that begins with Jersey City or Hoboken
and remains there for the entire poem. (Maybe
Kenneth Koch or Frank O’Hara or some New
York School poet could.) But how many
Americans even know where Lithuania is? Are
there famous Lithuanians? Oh yes, tennis star
Vitas Gerulaitis, Baltimore Colts Hall of Fame
QB Johny Unitas, and perhaps you remember
reading about Jurgis Rudkus in Upton Sinclair’s
muckraking slaughterhouse novel The Jungle.

In the end I made these choices, though I could
be persuaded otherwise:

So should I use “Lithuania,” which might only
confuse a reader wanting to discover old
Poland? I certainly can’t use “Lietuva,” which is
what the natives call their own country. To be
accurate, the opening “Litwo” is actually the
vocative case in Polish for the proper noun of its
Polish name, “Litwa.” In case the whole caseending thing is baffling—and it certainly is—it
should be mentioned that Polish has seven case
endings, depending on how the word is used in a

O Lithuania, my native land,
you are like health--so valued when lost
beyond recovery; let these words now stand
_______________________________________
(to be continued)
Editor’s note: Professor Kress has joined the select
group of humanists who have tried to wrestle out of
Pan Tadeusz a comparably great narrative in English.
In the January 2016 issue of SR we completed
printing Christopher Zakrzewski’s prose translation
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of Mickiewicz’s masterpiece. The challenge of Pan
Tadeusz appears to be inexhaustible.

Poland and whose recognition at home may also
be limited, especially in comparison with their
famous predecessors or the poets who matured
in the middle of the past century and have been
entered into the canon of not only Polish but
world literature. Hence the first major challenge
to the author of the anthology: how to choose
from a very crowded, ceaselessly growing field
of names and their prolific output, in the absence
of a general consensus which, in our time, is
seldom granted to the living artists. With his
commendable knowledge of the evolving
panorama of Polish poetry, Mikoś could well
follow his own advice––and, while mindful of
critical opinions from a variety of aesthetic
viewpoints, “[he] focused here,” in the words of
Andrzej Niewiadomski’s introduction, “not on
what is ostensibly the most effective or what the
poets themselves advanced to the fore, but rather
on a more private, intimate side of their work.”
Private and intimate, it seems agreed, are key
attributes that contrast the generation of poets
who did not experienced the Second Word War
and the worst postwar waves of communist
oppression from those who did and had been
bound to give witness to the cataclysms suffered
by the entire nation. The contrast––if not
between the historic background but between
individual poets of these
consecutive
generations––is perhaps more fluid than such
generalized
distinctions. One would need
extreme force to place, for example, Różewicz,
Herbert, Hartwig, and Szymborska, within the
same bracket. Similarily, the poets anthologized
in Mikoś’s City of Memory would bristle at any
attempt to be affixed under a singular banner.
Yet in reading them side by side a certan sense
of their affinity to each other does emerge. “If
we tried––in spite of everything,” Andrzej
Niewiadomski writes, “to find a common ground
for all of the newest Polish poetry, we would
have to talk about a quest for creative freedom.”
And further: “It is a poetry of incessant
astonishment and distanced analysis of changes
(it is not an accident that the title of one
anthology published in Great Britain is
translated as Altered State), and at the same time
of escape to autonomous territories, from where
more can be seen and where various, sometimes
surprising, forms of sensitivity reign.”

City of Memory
A Bilingual Anthology of Contemporary
Polish Poetry
Edited and translated by Michael J. Mikoś.
Introduction by Andrzej Niewiadomski.
Bloomington, IN: Slavica Publishers, 2015. 227
pages. ISBN 078-0-89357-444-4.

Joanna Rostropowicz Clark

T

he word “anthology” comes, of course,
from the Greek and it means gathering of
flowers. The meaning is particularly evocative
when applied to anthologies of poetry: no Polish
reader needs to be reminded of Julian Tuwim’s
book of poems Polish Flowers (Kwiaty polskie)
or Juliusz Słowacki’s line “there every flower
will tell Zosia poems” (tam każdy kwiatek powie
wiersze Zosi). And Baudelaire’s Les Fleurs du
mal also come to mind. Michael J. Mikoś, a
professor of foreign languages and linguistics at
University of Wisconsin-Milwaukee has for
several decades cultivated his devotion to Polish
poetry in several bilingual anthologies,
indispensable for scholars and readers interested
in Poland’s literature but unable to read it in the
original. They are: Polish Literature from the
Middle Ages to the End of the Eighteenth
Cenury: A Bilingual Anthology; The Virgin
Mary’s Crown: A Bilingual Anthology of
Medieval Polish Marian Poetry; Polish
Romantic Literature: An Anthology; and Polish
Literature from 1864 to 1918: An Anthology. In
all these impressive volumes Mikoś provided his
own translations, a task that is both daring and
respectful and, high literary criteria aside,
serving its significant purpose. He has continued
in this outstanding project with yet another A
Bilingual Anthology of Contemporary Polish
Poetry, and it is a daunting effort.
What makes this latest anthology different, at
least from the perspective of its readers in the
Polish diaspora, is that here Mikoś introduduces
works by poets who are not yet known outside
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Unfettered freedom from a call of variously
understood public duty apparently does set
roadside traps. The twenty-one poets presented
in City of Memory––the oldest, Janusz Szuber
born in 1947, the youngest, Przemysław
Dakowicz, in 1977—seem to all be marked by a
sense of belateness, of living in time suddenly
bent, to borrow a metaphor from Wojciech
Bronowicz’s (b. 1967) “A Flying Hero.” In
poem after poem, their themes, their landscapes
appear almost uniformly bleak, their horizons
devoid of hope. Turning pages, the reader’s eye
falls on the knives of streets that cut a city at
dusk opening to a vast space for dreams about
dictatorship
(Marcin
Baran,
“Before
Nighttime”); then, in two moving poems by
Przemysław Dakowicz, on lines about his
grandfather who as he falls in the hail of clay
bricks / he will see/ units in iron helmets /
marching east and west; and about his
grandmothers, one with the diseased heart and
swollen legs, the other with the diseased
backbone. In one of my favorite poems here,
Mariusz Grzebalski (b. 1969)
ends his
description of a thunderstorm (“August”) with
the sadly ironic This tomato landing / is now our
whole reason for existence. Less ironic is his
“Graffitti” about a boy who drowned on the
way to church on Chrismas night.

Anglophone poetry, but are almost apocalyptic
in their vision of life’s incomprehensibility and
futility. Janusz Szuber is too well known to
Polish and international readers to need a
reminder of the wonders of his achievement, but
his poems included here offer little consolation
as we encounter The homeless under a viaduct
on beds of newspapers (“David”), or Her later
history is of a modest clerk / her only son’s
tuberculosis, life at the brink of poverty (“A
One-Day Princess”). Yet the language of his
dazzling attention to the minutiae of reality
provides uplifting counterpoint to notes of
despair. Marcin Świetlicki (b. 1961, Kościelskis
prize 1996) differs from the other poets here in
also being an author of crime fiction and a
vocalist in popular rock groups. As a poet he has
the reputation of a rebel: he is against the
primacy of political or ideological rhetoric at the
expense of purely personal expression. In his
notoriously polemical “Do Jana Polkowskiego“
(not included here) he criticizes patriotic pathos
in the works of the older, highly acclaimed poet
Jan Polkowski (b. 1953, Kościelskis prize 1983),
who is represented in City of Memory by seven,
indeed deeply patriotic, anticommunist poems,
several of which contain tributes to Wierzyński,
Lechoń, Wat, and Wittlin. In Świetlicki’s lyrics
the voice of disaffection does sound more postmodern and playful, if Puddles full of whale oil
and blood (“Jonah”) could encourage
participation. Soon / mud will fall down is the
ending line of the short “The Beginning.” No
less depressive is the voice of Eugeniusz
Tkaczyszyn-Dycki (b. 1962) who has often been
declared
the most original and most
recognizeable of the poets of the middle-aged
and young generations. Among other prestigious
awards, he won the Nike prize in 2009, and is
the subject of many critical studies pointing to
his sources in the borderline of Polish and
Ukrainian culture, or to his affinity for Baroque
poetry and its motifs of “death, bones, coffin,
skeletons,” as listed by the critic Krzysztof
Karasek. In volume after volume he returns to
the subject of his mother’s mental illness and
death––a clearly defined (unlike elswhere in this
anthology) cause of trauma. A small sample of
this magnificently funereal oeuvre in Mikoś’s
selection testifies to the poet’s fame.

For lack of space, not because they are less
exemplary, I cannot quote from all the poets in
this alphabetic array. Among them is Wojciech
Kudyba (b. 1965), affiliated with various
Catholic academic institutions, whose poem
“Kowaniec” (Something that is silence /
Something that gives voice) I pick as a sublime
rose to take home. I cannot resist Tomasz
Różycki’s (b. 1970, Kościelskis prize 2004)
“Vaterland” for its one line that should be
quoted in the original: gdzieś w lasach, wśród
szwargotów hożych cór Germanii / sowich
okrzyków. All of his poems included here stand
out for their passionate irony and formal
playfulness, with references to old masters of
Polish––he also translates from the French––
poetry. The mood darkens as we move to “S,”
“T,” and “W.” Andrzej Sosnowski (b. 1959) is a
lecturer in American literature at Warsaw
University. His very original, somewhat
confessional poems may be informed by modern
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The only (why?) woman included, Marzanna
Kielar (b. 1963) teaches philosophy at the
Department of Education of Christian
Theological Academy in Warsaw, and is the
author of five volumes of poetry for which she
received numerous prizes (Kościelskis 1993)
and critical accolades. On the Polish culture
portal she is credited with acceptance of
existence, tenderness toward the world, and love
for those worthy of love. In the garden of one of
her untitled poems here you can see smoke,
Father bustling around / rake in hand. At last,
love and eros––both rather absent from poems
by her somber male colleagues. Why? Must the
personal be so depressed? Has the native soil
been depleted of its more wholesome nutrients
by the poets who plowed it before? Does
memory suffice as a default source of
inspiration? Must mud fall?

and has been the role of theater in sustaining or
interrogating Polish identity? Given the hoary
maxim that all Polish plays are about Poland,
readers of these translations may fruitfully
ponder what these plays might say to audiences
in Poland. However, plays are written to be
staged, and that raises a different set of
considerations.
The number of productions on American
professional theater stages of foreign plays in
translation has declined precipitously over the
last few decades. We still see Molière, Ibsen,
Feydeau, and Chekhov, but only rarely does a
new play from abroad find a substantial
American theater audience. For those who are
open to new plays, the market is flooded by the
work of young American playwrights being
developed in regional theater workshops or
produced by companies devoted to emerging
writers. With notable exceptions such as
Manhattan’s La MaMa and New York Theatre
Workshop, there are few professional outlets for
contemporary plays of foreign origin. Often it is
the enterprising translator, who loved the play
enough to wrestle with the text while expecting
little return on the effort, who peddles the play
to a small independent company or an academic
theater. It is heartening that this anthology and a
companion volume from Seagull Books,
(A)pollonia: Twenty-first Century Polish Drama
and Texts for the Stage, stimulated a 2013
festival of readings of new Polish plays at New
York Theatre Workshop. Moreover, three of
these translations had been tested in production
at a 2008 festival of post-2000 Polish plays
presented by the Polish Cultural Institute at
59E59 Theaters in Manhattan.

Michael Mikoś‘s translations are, rake in
practised hand, a labor of love, a valiant effort to
inform regarding what is happening in Polish
poetry today; to help readers in both languages
to have their own selection that they can reflect
on and––although with melancholy––treasure.

Loose Screws
Nine New Plays from Poland
Edited by Dominika Laster. London: Seagull
Books (www.seagullbooks.org), distributed by
the University of Chicago Press, 2015. In
Performance series edited by Carol Martin.
xxxiv + 426 pages. ISBN 978-0-85742-1777.
Paperback. $40.00.

Felicia Hardison Londré

The nine plays are grouped into three categories:
Past Revisited and Revised, Rehearsing
Domesticity, and Unmaking Poland. Most
powerfully reexamining the past is a
documentary drama collectively created by Teatr
Osmego Dnia (Theater of the Eighth Day), The
Files (2007), with a performance text excerpted
from secret police reports on the Poznań
company members’ activities. Those files from
the 1970s became available in 1998, and the
now-mature performers intersperse them with
snippets from their own youthful letters and
quotations from writers like Solzhenitsyn,

S

ix different translators deliver nine recent
Polish plays to English-language readers,
along with a few production photos and an
excellent introduction by editor Dominika
Laster. For readers, the value of cultural
awareness transmitted by these plays is
incalculable. What do most Americans know of
life in the post-Soviet Eastern Bloc nations?
How does Poland simultaneously grapple with
its defining history of foreign oppression and
with the culture shock of Western influences on
its still-new independent nationhood? What is
2000
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Dostoevsky, and Stanisław Brzozowski. The
files reveal that the idealistic student theater
group was infiltrated by an informer, and that
certain actors were targeted for harassment: an
apartment searched and books confiscated, an
actor’s
movie-employment
opportunity
withdrawn; and planted evidence of “criminal
offenses or violations of ethical and/or moral
standards” (31). Five actors on tour with a
production were beaten by police, detained for
thirty hours, and then accused of having
assaulted the police. The docudrama ends in
1980, a year before the imposition of martial
law, having already shown the limits of human
endurance and yet somehow finding the capacity
for “inner freedom” (35). Bill Johnston’s fluent
translation hits the right stylistic note for each of
the various sources.

conjures associations with Wyspiański’s 1901
allegorical drama Wesele (Wedding).
In the three domestic dramas and in the three
treatments of floundering for a footing in the
new society since 2000, a number of themes and
tropes recur: family friction including loveless
marriage, generational differences (recalling
Witkiewicz’s The Water Hen or Mrożek’s
Tango), abortion, inattentiveness to children,
mindless television, dehumanizing architecture
from the Soviet era, foreign pop culture and
consumer products, Polish poetry, food,
alcoholic drink, drugs, money, sex. Two plays
include sequences of vomiting, two show a
character hanged, and three have scenes that
occur in cars on the road. The experimentation
with form in several plays produces a
disorienting effect, as if the boundaries between
reality, fantasy, memory, and dream are blurred.
Their episodic construction and numerous
locales cry out for inventive staging, or perhaps
a radio-drama approach, and indeed the
photographs indicate minimalist presentations.
In Let’s Talk About Life and Death (2001) by
Krzysztof Bizio, the father, mother, and son
communicate almost exclusively by telephone;
this play benefits from the collection’s most
readable and most playable translation, the work
of Mira Rosenthal. Other plays categorized
under Rehearsing Domesticity and Unmaking
Poland are Daily Soup (2007) by Amanita
Muskaria, First Time (2005) by Michał
Walczak, A Couple of Poor Polish-Speaking
Romanians (2006) by Dorota Masłowska, and
Loose Screws (2006) by Małgorzata SikorskaMiszczuk.

Taking an entirely different approach to the past,
Eat the Heart of Your Enemy by Michał Bajer,
translated by Benjamin Paloff (who also
translated three other plays in the volume), is a
grotesque fantasia set in Frédéric Chopin’s Paris
apartment in 1849, where the composer’s corpse
is laid out so that, apparently according to his
wishes, his heart can by extracted and sent back
to Poland. Into this scene come some historical
and some fictional figures, often spouting
anachronisms, each with his or her own agenda,
springing surprises that make it difficult to know
who is an infiltrator and who might be authentic.
Chopin certainly represents Poland while
everyone else is out to exploit the remains or the
legacy. The third exploration of the past,
Helver’s Night (1999) by Ingmar Villqist,
translated by Philip Boehm, may be variously
interpreted. The 1930s elements in the kitchen
setting––while sounds of violence are heard in
the street and later in the stairwell––certainly
call to mind the fateful year of 1939 with its
successive brutalities perpetrated by Nazis and
Soviets. Only late in the play does it become
clear that Helver is retarded, and this perhaps
evokes Poland’s retarded cultural development
in the wake of the partitions that the country
endured. His caretaker Karla embodies elements
of the motherland, the Church, Poland’s
supposed allies in Europe, the arts—even
incorporating allusions to her wedding, which

The surprise gem of the anthology is a play that
reads like an impossible-to-stage screenplay:
Made in Poland (2004) by Przemysław
Wojcieszek, translated by Dominika Laster. The
nineteen-year-old disaffected youth and wouldbe revolutionary Boguś expresses the alienation
he feels by having “FUCK OFF” tattooed on his
forehead. He smashes cars, repudiates the priest
he has assisted as altar boy for five years, finds
no respite in drugs or television or drink, visits
and insults his alcoholic former teacher, recruits
a wheelchair-bound parking attendant to his
revolution, and runs afoul of some thuggish
gangsters seeking payment for a smashed car.
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Somehow, out of all this comes a plausible
redemption. Despite vulgarity, the play brims
with vitality and heart. Apparently Polish
audiences have warmed to the play, since both a
2011 film version and a 2005 staging can be
seen on YouTube.

Guzlowski’s
book
consists
of
poems
interspersed with short prose pieces detailing
biographies not fully outlined in the poems. The
villains in Guzlowski’s book are Germans, not
Soviets as in Shalamov’s. German soldiers who
came to the village in which the nineteen-yearold future Tekla Guzlowski lived, raped her and
her sister, killed her sister and grandmother, and
kicked the sister’s baby to death. Then came
years of slave labor in a camp in Germany
where, as Guzlowski’s mother told him, even
more terrible things were taking place. We are
spared the details of something so terrible that
Tekla refused to verbalize it in front of her son.
This “something” happened just before the
camp’s liberation––days before Americans
came. In Tekla’s words, what the guards did to
young girls in the camp was so horrible it had to
remain unsaid.

Loose Screws: Nine New Plays from Poland is a
beautifully produced book on good quality
paper, with wide margins for note taking. I
detected only one typo in the 460 pages: Ingmar
Berman for Ingmar Bergman (xix). While the
introduction
incorporates
biographical
information about the playwrights, some
background on the translators would also be
welcome. Whether or not these plays win stage
productions, their availability on the page is a
major contribution to our understanding of
contemporary Polish theater and life.

The author’s parents met in a DP camp in
Germany. The father’s fate was likewise etched
in by the gods of cruelty: he emerged out of the
slave camp in Germany one eyed. They started
at the very bottom after they emigrated to
America. Guzlowski was born in a DP camp in
Germany.

Echoes of Tattered Tongues
Memory Unfolded
By John Z. Guzlowski. Foreword by Charles
Adès Fishman. Los Angeles, CA: Aquila
Polonica (www.AquilaPolonica.com), 2015. xx
+ 155 pages. Photographs. ISBN 978-1-60772021-8 (cloth). $21.95.

The free-verse poems recount fates that seem too
ghastly to be real. Surely, a reader might tell
herself, this did not happen. It is impossible that
one family should go through so much horror.
Then comes a protest: I do not want to know this
story, there should be a respite from it, where is
the ray of hope? Family photographs indicate
that the author’s parents reached peace, we see
them smiling, their faces free of the tension that
must have accompanied them in their youth. Yet
the author assures us that this was make-believe,
that they carried within indelible traces of the
terror, humiliation, hunger, and pain imposed on
them for more than a thousand days of their
lives. Again, revolt: “I do not want to read about
this, I do not want to know that these things
happened, please take this cup away from me.”
The cup, in the form of a book, remains and eyes
continue to move from page to page. Is there a
closure?

Sally Boss

A

s soon as I started reading Guzlowski’s
book, I knew it would be hard reading. It
is, hands down, a most accurate presentation of
war and its aftermath. The aftermath is
important because, as the author notes, war does
not end on a particular date, nor does the
aftermath consist of crowds of people kissing
each other and throwing flowers at maimed
soldiers. As the author’s mother (quoted in an
epigraph) said: “When the war started, we did
not know what war meant.” By comparison to
Guzlowski’s book, many other survivors’
narcissistic narratives look like grimaces in front
of a mirror. The only writer who has succeeded
in showing similar gloom and doom is Gulag
survivor Varlaam Shalamov, but even in
Shalamov one occasionally finds an “iota of
hope.” Not in Guzlowski. This is the book’s
greatest fault, and also its greatest claim to
originality.

Yes, there is a kind of closure: a childlike poem
about heaven. But does the author believe in his
childlike vision of a happy reunion? “Did you
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miss us and was the road hard?” A few more
rays of sun are badly needed for a proper
closure. Surely the author’s childhood and the
parents’ parenting produced many bright
moments. While looking for these moments, the
reader realizes that they cannot appear because
the book is devised to be a great outcry of pain,
a piercing “why,” an attempt to reach the deaf
world that has reduced the Second World War to
what it was not. The hero of this book is the
Polish peasant who suffered beyond measure
and whose suffering has not been acknowledged
by the world.

However, I remain in disagreement with the
author.

Rising Hope
Warsaw Rising Trilogy, vol. 1
By Marie Sontag. Book design by Lawrence
Knorr. Cover by Daniel Sontag. Edited by
Amanda Shrawder. Mechanicsburg, PA:
Sunbury Press (www. Sunburypress.com), 2015.
220 pages. Maps, bibliography. ISBN 978-162006-556-3. Paper.

Harry Louis Roddy

The author’s parents certainly brush shoulders
with the heroic; the same cannot be said about
the author. What struck me very unpleasantly
was a remark in one of his prose texts that for
him the Polish language had all kinds of
unpleasant connotations. This remark is then
repeated in extenso by the nonentity who wrote
the preface to Guzlowski’s book and who
apparently wished to confirm it. Guzlowski
seems to classically represent the Stockholm
syndrome, the “blame the victim” syndrome in
which unpleasant associations stick to the victim
rather than to the torturer. It was Germans and
not Poles who created hell on earth for
Guzlowski’s parents, yet he symbolically blames
the language of the victims. Through his verse
his parents admit that their childhood in Poland
was serene, even though they were peasants with
scarce means; it was the German invasion on 1
September 1939 that created hell, hunger, pain,
humiliation. But Guzlowski symbolically rejects
these facts. Snapshots of his parents show an
elderly couple satisfied with life, yet Guzlowski
conveys none of this satisfaction in his poems.
Guzlowski’s poems are poignant and the story
he tells is extremely powerful, the best
presentation of the German occupation of
Poland I have ever read. It is marred by the
author’s inability to come to terms with the
country and culture that made his parents and so
many others into individuals who did not hurt
others and who faced the world with a clear
conscience.

R

ising Hope is a thrilling young adult novel
that tells the story of the Polish Scouts’
involvement in the Warsaw Rising against the
Nazi occupation of Poland in 1944. Although
the action of the novel revolves around a
fictional set of characters, Sontag weaves
historical figures into her narrative. This allows
her to be as historically accurate as possible
while telling a fast-paced and thrilling story.
The narrative centers around the fictional
Dąbrowski family: Tadzio Dąbrowski, his older
sister Magdalena, and younger brother Henio.
The story begins in September 1939 with the
Nazi invasion of Poland. Professor Handelsman,
a historical figure but one who is given the
fictional role of scoutmaster over all the Scouts
in Warsaw, issues a challenge to his young
charges: to give their all to the defense of Poland
in the resistance against Nazi occupation.
Although all the other Scouts eagerly sign on,
Tadzio begs off since his father recently left on a
mission. Thirteen-year-old Tadzio uses the need
to take care of his family as an excuse not to join
the effort. A sensitive, intellectual, and artistic
youth, Tadzio does not feel that he is cut out for
combat and risk. However, upon searching his
feelings, he realizes he will not be able to live
with his own cowardice, and soon joins in the
effort.
Sontag uses this central figure of Tadzio to tell
the story of the extraordinary bravery of the
Scouts as they work to sabotage the Nazi
aggressors, finally taking the fight directly to
their enemies. Sontag populates her book with a
cast of engaging characters who fight alongside

At the risk of weakening my argument with a
“should be,” I have to assert that without
Guzlowski’s book anyone’s knowledge of the
Second World War remains incomplete.
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historical Scout leaders, such as Andrzej
Romocki (“Anoda”) and Tadeusz Zawadzki
(“Zośka”). As the novel develops, the reader is
able to watch Tadzio grow into a brave and
competent young man who becomes an integral
figure in the Scout resistance.

scholarly analysis of Stanisławska’s poetic
narrative in the context of early modern
literature in Poland and abroad.
There is no other work of early modern Polish
literature (medieval, Renaissance, or baroque,
until the beginning of the eighteenth century)
that can compare with Stanisławska’s rhymed
account of her life. What is more, no woman in
Polish literature published such a sincere and
artistically valuable confession until the early
twentieth century. From this perspective,
Orphan Girl is a unique work. A poet in his own
right, Keane has an exceptional talent to render
the beauty of old poetry into English, and his
translations are excellent poems in the target
language. The same can be said about
Stanisławska’s book. The translation reads
smoothly as a poem in English, and at the same
time is faithful to the original text. It is quite
simply a gem. Rarely has poetry in translation
been given such lively treatment:

This is an important novel that tells a somewhat
neglected story with aplomb. Although it is
written in a literary style that will appeal most to
young adults, its story will be engaging to
readers of all ages interested in this particular
historical period and in a balanced narrative on
this subject. Sontag tells the story with great
sympathy for the Polish people as well as a high
degree of sensitivity for her subject matter. I
recommend Rising Hope to all readers who
enjoy a tale of stirring heroism in the face of
overwhelming odds, where the lines between
good and evil are clearly demarcated.

Orphan Girl

He fancies himself as a nurse

A Transaction, or an Account of the
Entire Life of an Orphan Girl by Way of
Plaintful Threnodies in the Year 1685.
The Aesop Episode

With an apothecary of cures.
But he then shouts out my bedroom
Window: “How great is our alarm
At the state of our listless patient!”

By Anna Stanisławska. Verse translation,
introduction, and commentary by Barry
Keane. Toronto, Ontario, & Arizona Center for
Medieval and Renaissance Studies, Tempe,
Arizona: Iter Academic Press, 2016. 291 pages.
ISBN 978-0-86698-5475. Paper.

He ambles over to the bed
And screams right into my ear:
“It’s high time you perked up, my dear!” (stanza
143)
Stanisławska was not an exceptional poet; I
would say that in his translation Barry Keane is
a better poet than she. His efforts to “emulate
the metrical and rhyming scheme of the poem
and also to accentuate its rhetorical and
performative potential” result in a very
successful work. Last but not least, Polish
historical and literary background is important to
an understanding of Orphan Girl, and Barry
Keane has framed the translation with an
introduction and commentary that throw
fascinating light on the times in which
Stanisławska lived. From several perspectives
this is a landmark work.

Piotr Wilczek

A

nna Stanisławska’s work was unavailable
to readers and historians of literature for a
long time. Fragments of Orphan Girl were
published in 1893, but a full scholarly edition of
this late seventeenth-century narrative only
appeared in 1935. In spite of this edition’s
existence, this exceptional example of women’s
writing was not mentioned in textbooks of
Polish or world literature until recently. The
only book on the author and her work appeared
in 2004, authored by Professor Dariusz Rott of
the University of Silesia. However, Rott’s book
is intended for the general reader, whereas the
present edition contains a comprehensive and

2004

THE SARMATIAN REVIEW

April 2016

alienation and desire to grow spiritual roots in
the new country, while the other discusses
Śmieja’s book of conversations with other
émigré poets, writers, editors, and literature
historians.

Literatura polska obu Ameryk
Studia i szkice––Seria pierwsza
Edited by Beata Nowacka and Bożena
Szałasta-Rogowska. Katowice-Toronto: Silesia
University Press (www.wydawnictwo.us.edu.pl)
and the Polish Publication Fund in Canada
(www.polskifunduszwydawniczy.ca), 2014. 651
pages. Index, bibliography. ISBN 978-83-2262264-3. Hardcover. In Polish.

Marian Kisiel analyzes similarities between
Bogdan Czaykowski’s views on the teleology of
fate and Emil Cioran’s idea of existence as
plagiarism. Agata Paliwoda examines the ways
in which melancholy is expressed in the poetry
of Danuta Irena Bieńkowska and points to
tension between melancholy and hope. Two
essays deal with Grażyna Zambrzycka’s poetry:
Alicja Jakubowska Ożóg examines the motif of
journey in Zambrzycka’s verse, whereas Bożena
Szałasta-Rogowska writes about the volume Bóg
miodu: Notatnik jukatański (The God of Honey:
A Yucatán Notebook). Violetta Wejs-Milewska
writes on Marek Kusiba, poet, journalist, and
columnist of New York’s Przegląd Polski. The
final essay deals with Roman Sabo’s, Stanisław
Barańczak’s,
and
Magdalena
Heydel’s
translations of Seamus Heaney.

T

he book is divided into six parts, each
comprising several articles. The first part,
“Go West,” opens with an essay on Jacek
Jezierski, who translated and published in 1789
William Robertson’s The History of America.
The essay offers historical background and
biographical information on Jezierski and the
Scottish historian Robertson. This essay
originally appeared as an introduction to
Jezierski’s translation Historyja odkrycia
Ameryki przez Kolumba, wynalezienia i podbicia
Meksyku przez Cortésa, pobicia Peru przez
Pizarra (The History of Discovery of America
by Columbus, Discovery and Conquest of
Mexico by Cortés, Conquest of Peru by Pizarro).
Beata
Nowacka’s
essay
on
Melchior
Wańkowicz’s travels in America in the footsteps
of Sienkiewicz summarizes a record of a failed
search for inspiration. Anna Jamrożek-Sowa
presents Eva Hoffman’s memoir Lost in
Translation describing the plight of a Polish
adolescent living between two cultures. Jerzy
Kossek follows the development of a secondgeneration poet and fiction writer Stuart Dybek.
Andrzej Busza offers a Saidean look at the
group of Polish writers in London in the 1950s
and ‘60s known as Kontynenty. The final essay
examines the Solidarity emigration of the 1980s
and their disappointment with America and the
West.

On to the third part. First, poet Józef Wittlin’s
war experiences are examined, then Barbara
Czarnecka looks at the essay on America by Jan
Lechoń, Polish poet, literary and theater critic
who like Wittlin died in New York, then Anna
Kasperek examines the poetry of Kazimierz
Wierzyński. Beata Mytych-Forajter turns to the
letters of Jarosław Iwaszkiewicz sent from
Argentina and Chile. The final essay deals with
Antoni Słonimski’s account of his visit to
America.
The next part, “Liryczne Stany?” (The Lyric
USA?) comprises five essays. The first deals
with Julia Hartwig’s Dziennik amerykański
(American
Journal)
and
her
Wiersze
amerykańskie (American Poems), the second
with Tymoteusz Karpowicz’s texts, the third by
Katarzyna Mulet examines the poetry of
Stanisław Barańczak as it reflects the experience
of American immigration and trauma of
alienation. Then Mariusz Jochemczyk examines
Jacek Podsiadło’s work. Jochemczyk probes the
links between Podsiadło and American literary
tradition. Finally, Beata Hebzda-Sołogub studies
the poetry of Adam Lizakowski, a representative

The second part, “Poetycka Kanada,” (Poetic
Canada) comprises articles on Polish poets,
newspaper
columnists,
translators,
and
playwrights living and writing about Canada.
Jan Wolski presents theatrical activities of the
Polish émigré community in Toronto and
discusses Wacław Iwaniuk’s unpublished play
“Dom” (Home). Two essays are dedicated to
poet Florian Śmieja: one explores Śmieja’s
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of the Solidarity wave of immigrants, and his
portrayals of the United States.

between works by exiled Polish writers living in
the Americas, those who only visit and comment
on their American experience, and Polish
translators of books written in English about
America.

The fifth part is titled “Inne Stany” (A Different
United States). The first two essays record the
image of America in Polish non-fictional
literature and in the Soviet-inspired “social
realist” journalism. The remaining articles
likewise deal with the image of America in
Polish prose and drama. Barbara Fride reads Jan
Józef Szczepański’s text, Koniec westernu (The
End of the Western) through the lens of
postcolonial theory. Barbara Gutkowska
analyzes Sławomir Mrożek’s journals and
explores the role of the United States and
Mexico in shaping the writer’s worldview.
Barbara Dutka examines Andrzej Kijowski’s
text, Podróż na najdalszy Zachód (Journey to
the Farthest West) and the writer’s opinion of
America. Aleksandra Zug offers yet another
vision of America as experienced by the
protagonist of Feliks Netz’s novel. Ewa Bartos
looks at the image of America in Stanisław
Dygat’s prose. Iwona Puchalska examines a
selection of Lilian Saymour-Tułasiewicz novels
focusing on national identity, culture, and
tradition. The last essay briefly explores Andrzej
Bobkowski’s portrayal of the United States.

MORE BOOKS
Uncaptive Minds: A Publication of the Institute
for Democracy in Eastern Europe. Special
issue commemorating 25 years after 1989:
Reflections on the Unfinished Revolutions.
Edited by Eric Chenoweth and Irena Lasota.
Cover design by Małgorzata Flis. Washington,
DC: IDEE (1718 M Street, No. 147,
Washington, DC 20036. 184 pages. ISSN 08979669.

T

his worthy periodical was one of the best,
if not the best English-language serial
informing the world about the struggle for
liberty in Soviet-occupied countries in the
1980s. A quarter century after the Soviet army
moved out of Eastern Europe (this took place as
late as 1991 in Poland), activists from the area
gathered to assess how much had been achieved
and what was still missing.

Finally, “W rytmie latino” (In Latin Rhythms)
offers portrayals of Central and South America.
Piotr Millati analyzes Andrzej Bobkowski’s
attitudes towards Latinos, Jerzy Paszek looks for
links between Argentine literature and Witold
Gombrowicz’s novel Trans-Atlantyk, and
Radosław Sioma analyzes Gombrowicz’s
Pornografia. Jolanta Pasterska writes about the
portrayal of Argentina in three Polish women
writers:
Janina
Surynowa-Wyczółkowska,
Józefa Radzymińska, and Zofia Chądzyńska.
Piotr Garliński-Kucik looks at the Mexican
period in Teodor Parnicki’s life and writing.

It is not surprising that seminar participants saw
the situation in many post-Soviet countries in
terms of an “unfinished revolution.” Corruption,
Russian pressure, economic ruin, and primitive
selfishness have been all too visible everywhere.
It is encouraging, however, that so many
participants offer superb analyses of their
country’s’ situation. With such elites, one can
remain hopeful about the future.
Many speakers use the terminology of
independence and liberty rather than democracy
and pluralism, testifying to the view that
democracy is secondary to liberty, and that
without liberty there is no democracy. In
practice, this means that national sovereignty has
to be achieved before democracy can be built.
Speakers such as Vincuk Viačorka and Ales
Bialiatski from Belarus, or Tunne Kelam from
Estonia emphasize that each country has to work
out its own model of democracy. Such has been
the case in Western Europe where some
countries built their democracy on the

The title of Polish Literature of Both Americas:
Vol. 1 encompasses a large geographical area.
As the title indicates, the editors intend to
continue exploring the topic. It should be
pointed out that the thirty-nine essays collected
in the book deal mostly with those Polish writers
who live in, travel to, and write about the North
American continent. Quite a few essays are
reprints. The editors do not make a distinction
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foundation of monarchy and its traditions,
whereas others have placed abolition of
monarchy at the center. Eastern European
countries likewise need to adjust their traditions
to democracy rather than doing away with
tradition on the assumption that democracy can
be built in a tradition-free society. If the party
that wins the election takes as much power as
possible, it does not mean that democracy is in
danger.

doprowadzila-do-obalenia-rzadu-ktoryrozpoczal-oczyszczanie-panstwa-dzis-ichpogrobowcy-probuja-zablokowac-odbudowepanstwa). Yes, we are talking of the same
Antoni Macierewicz who is hated by the Polish
postcommunist Left even more that Jarosław
Kaczyński himself. Lasota and Macierewicz
touch on a problem of primary importance in
Central Europe: some former dissidents have
come to the conclusion that the state structures
of communism only need slight modifications
and should not be totally discarded. They
fiercely oppose lustration, or vetting of state
officials, and have allowed former communist
functionaries to morph into social democrats.
The party that lost the election in Poland in
October 2015 subscribed to this view, thus
causing much damage to civil society. Without
vetting, the judicial system in particular remains
prone to corruption. Recent revelations about
Lech Wałęsa’s past confirm this opinion.

Not all texts sound convincing, however.
Smaranda Enache of Romania opines that the
main reason for the weakening of civil society in
Romania is the shrinkage of funds. While a lack
of money is a legitimate problem, the analyst
relies excessively on Soviet-engendered ways of
thinking about socety: withdraw the carrot and
interest ceases, offer the carrot and you have
crowds coming to meetings and demonstrations.
This view is poles apart from what really
occurred in Eastern and Central Europe.
Likewise, Gabor Demszky from Hungary uses
the IDEE podium to campaign against Victor
Orban, accusing him of dictatorial moves. What
made me wary of his accusations was an
invocation of Hungarian journalist and EU
Parliament member Zoltan Simon, a declared
socialist who published in Bloomberg News an
article accusing Orban of authoritarianism and
opined that Orban “disregards the rule of law”
(60). For Demszky this serves Demszky as proof
that the Western media condemn Orban. Exactly
the same method has been used in Poland lately:
disgruntled supporters of the party that lost the
election wrote articles for Bloomberg and
Reuters accusing the winning party of sins
against democracy. These articles were then
declared to represent public opinion in the West
and used to shame the winning party into
timidity whe executing reforms. Demszky was
rightly rebuked by Maciej Strzembosz.

One of the small but important features of this
collection of essays and speeches is the correct
spelling of nouns and adjectives pertaining to the
ethnic background of people who had been
subsumed under the misleading name of
“Soviets” or, even worse, “Russians.” The
Soviet-introduced
names
for
various
nationalities of the USSR still appear in articles
and books written by otherwise respectable
specialists in first-world countries, but members
of various ethnicities prefer their own names and
spelling. The most glaring example is Belarus
and the Belarusan people. Uncaptive Minds
spells this noun and adjective correctly (my
computer’s spell check wants me to return to
“Belarusian” or “Belarussian”).
Irena Lasota and Eric Chenoweth deserve praise
for allowing this group of social activists to meet
and exchange news and views. Such meetings
remind the world that countries of Central and
Eastern Europe are by no means as safe and
secure as those of Western Europe, and that their
security and liberty are important not only for
them but also for the more general cause of
European peace. (SB)

Irena Lasota’s excellent presentations included a
mention of the Olszewski government in Poland
“deposed by parliamentary coup” in 1992 (79).
Interestingly, a similar comment was made a
month and a half later by Polish Minister of
Defense
Antoni
Macierewicz
(http://wpolityce.pl/polityka/273225macierewicz-u-pospieszalskiego-koalicjawalesy-komunistow-i-innych-grupek-

The Soviet-Polish Peace of 1921 and the
Creation of Interwar Europe, by Jerzy
Borzęcki. New Haven and London: Yale Univ.
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401 pages. Index,
978-0-300-12121-6.

Strzelecki's involvement with Irish relief began
in 1847 and continued until 1850. From early
1847 to the third quarter of 1848, he volunteered
for the British Relief Commission where he
oversaw distribution of clothing and one meal
daily to 200,000 children, including more than
55,000 in hard-hit western Ireland. In 1849 he
returned to Ireland to disburse “pitifully small”
relief monies collected by private charity (the
British Government adopted a laissez-faire,
hands-off approach to the humanitarian crisis),
and also gave testimony before Parliament about
the “Imperial calamity” the Poor Laws could not
address in Ireland. He made his last relief trip to
Ireland in 1850, “seemingly . . . on his own
initiative.”

I

t is with some melancholy that one looks at
this excellently written book about the Peace
of Riga that ended the Polish-Soviet war and
established the eastern borders of the Polish
state. The text of the agreement details the
border between the two states forever and ever,
yet in less than one generation it was broken by
the Soviet invader. In 1921 Poland was too
exhausted to keep fighting the gigantic
communist state, and she agreed to a partition of
Belarus and Ukraine. This spared Western
Ukrainians the Holodomor during which
millions of their eastern brethren perished, but it
did not allow them to develop and practice their
national identity in peace. The lack of awareness
on the part of the Polish educated classes that the
time had long passed for polonization of
Ukrainians caused major mistakes in policy
toward Ukrainians during the interwar period.

While British political and economic philosophy
declared a hands-off approach to Irish starvation,
Strzelecki did what he could on a human level to
ameliorate
the
humanitarian
disaster.
Recognized for his efforts at the time but since
forgotten, Strzelecki's memory has been revived
by Kinealy, who wants to erect a monument in
Ireland honoring his labor. Her first step is this
lengthy article, documenting Strzelecki's work to
relieve starvation in the Emerald Isle. (John M.
Grondelski)

The book is a definitive study of the
circumstances surrounding the Peace of Riga,
and of the major points of the agreement and
their implementation. This is one of those
scholarly works that are limited in scope but
perfectly executed.

O senatorze doskonałym studia: Prace
upamiętniające postać i twórczość Wawrzyńca
Goślickiego,
edited
by
Aleksander
Stępkowski. Warsaw: Senate Chancery, 2009.
227 pages. ISBN 978-83-60995-44-0. In Polish.

A Polish Count in County Mayo. Paul de
Strzelecki and the Great Famine (Mayo:
History and Society Series), edited by Gerard
Moran and Nollaig O Muraile.
Dublin:
Geography
Publications
(www.geographypublications.com), 2014. 944
pages. Bibliography. ISBN 978-0-906602-683.
Hardbound.

A

collection of esssays on Wawrzyniec
Goślicki (1530–1601),
Bishop of
Poznań, philosopher, and senator, author of De
Optimo Senatore, or O senatorze doskonałym
(1568), twice translated into English.
Particularly valuable is Professor Stępkowski’s
essay on Goślicki’s interpretation of Aristotle’s
Politics.

P

aweł Strzelecki is best known for his
nineteenth-century
explorations
of
Australia, including discovery of Mount
Kościuszko (Sarmatian Review, January 2012),
but Quinnipiac University professor Christine
Kinealy has documented a different side of
Strzelecki: his relief work in Ireland during its
Great Hunger. Kinealy, whose scholarly focus
is Ireland's nineteenth-century Famine (she is
director of the Ireland Great Hunger Institute at
Quinnipiac), contributed a chapter (pp. 415–430)
to the Mayo volume of History and Society
series treating individual Irish counties.

A Question of Balance: A Study of Legal
Equality and State Neutrality in the United
States, France, and the Netherlands, by
Brenda J. Norton. Lanham, MD: Rowman &
Littlefield (www.rowman.com), 2016. vii + 167
pages. Bibliography, index. 978-1498-523967.
Hardcover.
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of the adjacent courtyards. The place was clean
and quite large, surrounded by tall brick buildings
on all sides. The building farthest from the street
was the smallest, yet its large windows and wide
entrance, set off by a handsome porch, suggested
that the dwelling inside was comfortable and
attractively decorated.

his work is a dissertation. It is well written,
but its point of view is so thoroughly secular
that it does not allow any historical memory.
The author’s argument about legal equality and
state neutrality takes for granted that in the long
run the United States and European countries
can exist without an underlying network of
customs, habits, and modes of behavior that are
rooted in their Christian past (and, in some
cases, present). No set of secular laws and no
imaginary social contract could make life
bearable, let alone pleasant, for citizens if they
do not continuously hear echoes of those ancient
teachings about loving one’s neighbor as
oneself. Of course most of us do not do it, but
we are constrained in our behavior and in our
laws by this powerful echo. Without it, why
even bother to make our neighbor’s life
bearable?

A young woman with a pale face, dressed in
mourning, stood on the porch. She was not
wringing her hands, but they dangled helplessly, as
if she were profoundly sad and distressed. A fouryear-old girl, equally pale and also in mourning,
clung to them.
Over the wide and clean stairs leading to the
upper floors of the building, people in heavy
clothes, and heavy and dusty shoes descended
continuously. They were porters carrying
furnishings from a residence that was not large or
lavish, but certainly pleasant and tastefully
appointed. There were mahogany beds, couches
and armchairs covered in crimson woolen damask,
graceful wardrobes and chests, even several
consoles inlaid with marble, a few large mirrors,
two enormous oleander trees in pots, and a datura
on whose branches a few white blossoms still
hung like chalices. The porters carried all these
things down the stairs, passing the woman on the
porch. They arranged them on the pavement of
the courtyard, placed them in the two wagons
standing near the gate, or carried them out to the
street. The woman stood motionless, glancing at
every piece of furniture that was being taken from
her. It was clear that the objects she was leaving
behind had not only material value for her; she
parted with them as with the still-visible signs of
the vanished and irretrievable past, the mute
witnesses of lost happiness. The pale, dark-eyed
child pulled harder at her mother’s dress.

Martha [1873]
Eliza Orzeszkowa’s
(excerpts)

roman

à

thèse

Translated by Anna Gąsienica Byrcyn
and Stephanie Kraft
Editor’s Note: Martha (Marta) is Eliza Orzeszkowa’s
most didactic novel. From the point of view of
twenty-first-century skepticism, it may sound like a
caricature: surely no one is so unable to take care of
oneself as Martha, the novel’s heroine. She is left
penniless after her husband’s sudden death.
Orzeszkowa was a passionate spokesperson for the
rights of women––not just the right to vote, but the
right to be treated seriously in the public sphere and
the right of women to utilize education as offering the
means to compete for a job, should it become
necessary. Her novel uses abbreviations and shorcuts
as well as a very peculiar omniscient narrator in order
to persuade the reader that the problem of single
women with children in urbanized society is urgent
and requires instant remedies.

“Mama!” she whispered. “Look! Papa’s desk!”
The porters carried a large, “masculine” desk
down the stairs and put it on a wagon. It was
handsomely carved, adorned with a gallery back,
with the top covered in green cloth. The woman
in mourning looked for a long time at the piece of
furniture to which the child pointed with a thin
finger.

O

n a beautiful autumn day not many
years ago the Graniczna Street, a lively
thoroughfare in Warsaw, was filled
with people. They were walking and riding,
hurrying as business or pleasure dictated, without
glancing to the left or the right—without paying
any attention at all to what was happening in one

“Mama!” whispered the girl. “Do you see that big
black stain on father’s desk? I remember how it
got there. Father was sitting in front of the desk

2009

April 2016

THE SARMATIAN REVIEW

holding me on his knees, and you, mama, came in
and wanted to take me away from him. He
laughed and did not hand me to you. I was playing
and and spilled the ink. Father was not angry. He
was good. He was never angry at me or at you.”
The child whispered these words with her face
hidden in the folds of her mother’s mourning
dress and her tiny body huddling up to the
woman’s knees. It was evident that memories
were exerting their power over her heart,
wrenching it with pain of which she was not fully
aware. Two large tears fell from the woman’s
eyes, which had been dry until now; her child’s
words had evoked the memory of a moment once
lost among millions of similar everyday moments.
Now she smiled at the unhappy child—smiled
with a mixture of delight and bitterness at the
thought of that lost paradise. It may even have
occurred to her that the freedom and joy of that
moment were being paid for today with the last
crumbs of bread that were left for her and her
child, and would be paid for tomorrow with
hunger; the ink stain that had appeared amid the
laughter of the child and the kisses of her parents
would lower the value of the desk by more than a
dozen złoties.

A young woman in a coat and hat came down the
stairs and stood in front of the woman in
mourning.

After the desk, a Krall piano appeared in the
courtyard, but the woman in mourning looked at
it indifferently. Probably she was not a musician,
and the instrument awakened few regrets and
memories. But when a small mahogany bed with a
colorful yarn quilt was taken out of the house and
put on a wagon, her eyes were riveted to it, and
the child burst into tears.

A quarter of an hour later the two women and the
child got out of the cab in front of a building on
Piwna Street. The three-story house was narrow
in front, but tall. It looked old and sad. Little Jasia
stared at its walls and windows with wide eyes.

“Madam,” she said, “I took care of everything. I
paid those who were supposed to be paid. Here is
the rest of the money.”
And she handed the woman a small roll of
banknotes.
The woman slowly turned her head toward her.
“Thank you, Zofia,” she said quietly. “You have
been very good to me.”
“Madame, you were always good to me!” the girl
cried. “I’ve worked for you for four years and no
place was ever better, or ever will be better, than
with you.”
She rubbed her wet eyes with a hand on which the
marks of the needle and the iron were visible, but
the woman seized her rough hand and pressed it
firmly between her own small white ones.
“And now, Sophy,” she said, “be well.”
“Madame, I will go with you to the new
apartment,” the girl exclaimed. “I will call a cab.”

“Mama, will we live here?”
“Here, my child,” the woman in mourning replied
in a voice that was always quiet. She turned to the
concierge who was standing in the gateway.

“My bed, mama!” she cried. “Those people are
taking my bed and the coverlet you made for me! I
do not want them to take it! Mama, take my bed
and my coverlet back from them!”

“Please give me the key to the apartment that I
rented two days ago.”
“Ah! In the attic, surely,” the concierge replied.
“Please follow me upstairs, madame. I will open it
right away.”

The woman’s only reply was to press the head of
the crying child more firmly to her knees. Her
beautiful black, deep-set eyes were dry again and
her pale, delicate lips were pursed and silent.

The small, square courtyard was surrounded by a
blind wall of brick red on two sides and, on the
other two, by old woodsheds and granaries. The
woman and the child went into the building and
started up the narrow, dark, and dirty stairs. The
younger woman took the child in her arms and
went ahead; the woman in mourning followed her.

The child’s pretty bed was the last piece of
furniture to be taken out. The gate was open wide;
the wagons filled with furniture were driven out
into the street, followed by porters carrying the
remaining items on their shoulders. Behind the
windows of neighboring houses the heads of
people who had been looking curiously at the
courtyard vanished.

The room whose door the concierge opened was
quite large, but low and dark, and poorly lit by one
2010
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small window in the roof. The walls, which
smelled of dampness from a fresh covering of
whitewash, seemed to contract under the slanted
ceiling.

“You must go Sophy,” she repeated. “Indeed you
must.” Glancing through the window, she added,
“It is growing dark. You will be afraid to walk
through the city at night.”

In the corner next to the simple brick cooking
stove was a small chimney. A chest of drawers of
modest size stood in front of one wall. There was
a bed without a frame, a couch covered with torn
calico, a table painted black, and several yellow
chairs with sagging rush seats that were partly
ripped away.

“Oh, no, my dear lady!” the girl exclaimed. “I
would walk to the end of the world in the darkest
night for you. But my new employers leave
Warsaw very early in the morning, and they
ordered me to return before nightfall. I have to go
because they will need me this evening.” With
those words the young servant bent down, took
the woman’s pale hand and would have raised it to
her lips. But the woman suddenly rose and threw
both her arms around the girl’s neck. They wept.
The child also burst into tears and seized the
servant’s linen coat.

The woman in mourning stopped for a moment
on the threshold, surveyed the room with a long,
slow glance, then took a few steps forward and
sank down on the couch. The child stood
motionless and pale next to her mother, and gazed
around with surprise and fear in her eyes.

“Do not go, Sophy!” she wailed. “Do not go! It is
so horrible here! It is so dreary!”

The younger woman dismissed the driver, who
had brought two small bundles from the carriage.
She bustled about, taking things out of the
bundles and arranging them. There were not many
things, and it took only a short time to put them
in order. Without taking off her coat and hat, she
put a few dresses and some underclothing in one
of the bundles, then moved the other one, which
was empty, to the corner of the room. She made
the bed with two pillows and a woolen coverlet
and hung a white curtain on the window. She put
several plates and cups, a clay water pitcher and a
large bowl, a brass candleholder and a small
samovar into the cupboard. Then she took a
bundle of wood from behind the stove and made
a cheerful fire in the fireplace.

The girl kissed her former employer’s hands and
cuddled the child to her breast.
“I must go. I must!” she repeated, sobbing. “My
mother is poor and I have little sisters. I have to
work for them.”
The woman in mourning raised her white face and
straightened her thin figure.
“Sophy, I will also work,” she said in a more
assured voice than before. “I have a child and I
should work for her.”
“May God not abandon you, and may He bless
you, dear, kind lady!” the servant girl cried, once
again kissing the hands of the mother and the
tearful face of the child. She ran out of the room
without looking back.

“Ah, yes,” she said, rising from her knees and
turning her face, which was rosy from starting the
fire, to the motionless woman. “I have made the
fire and you will soon have warmth and light in
here. Behind the stove you will find enough wood
for about two weeks.
The dresses and
underclothes are in the bundle. The kitchen
crockery and dining dishes are in the cupboard,
and a candle in a holder is there as well.”

After the girl’s departure, a deep silence filled the
room. It was interrupted only by the crackling of
the fire and the dull, indistinct street noise that
reached the attic. The woman in mourning sat on
the couch. The child cried at first, then nestled
quietly on the mother’s bosom and fell asleep.
The woman rested her head on her hand; her arm
embraced the tiny figure sleeping on her knees
and her motionless eyes stared at the flickering
light of the flame.

The honest servant forced herself to speak
cheerfully, but the smile was vanishing from her
lips and her eyes were filling with tears.

Now that her faithful, devoted servant had
departed, she would not see again the face of the
last human being who had been a witness to her
past—the last support that had remained for her
after the disappearance of everything that had

“And now” – she said more quietly, folding her
hands – “and now, my dear lady, I must go!”
The woman in mourning lifted her head.
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sustained her, that furnished her with help and
comfort. Now she was alone, subject to the
power of fate and the hardships of a lonely
destiny, dependent on the strength of her own
hands and brain. Her only companion was this
small, weak being who found rest on no bosom
but hers, demanded kisses from her lips, and
expected nourishment from her hand. Her house,
which her loving husband had once provided for
her and which she had now been forced to
abandon, was welcoming new residents within its
walls. The kind, beloved man who had surrounded
her with love and prosperity was resting in his
grave.

She went to the courtyard and looked around.
“And why is madame looking around?” someone
said in a hoarse, unpleasant voice very near her.
The widow saw a woman whom she could not
recognize in the darkness standing before a low
door near the gate. A short skirt, a large linen cap
and a thick scarf thrown askew on her back,
together with the sound of her voice and the tone
of her speech, showed that she was a woman from
the countryside. The widow guessed that she was
the concierge’s wife.
“My kind lady,” she said, “will I find anyone here
who would bring me milk and rolls?”

Everything had passed: love, prosperity, peace, the
joy of life. The only traces of this unhappy
woman’s past, now vanishing like a dream, were
her painful memories and this pale, thin child who
now opened her eyes after a short sleep, threw her
arms around the woman’s neck and, touching her
face with her little lips, whispered:

The woman thought for a moment.
“On which floor do you live?” she asked.
“Somehow I do not know you.”
“I moved to the attic today.”
“To the attic! Then why is my ladybird babbling
about bringing her something? Can you not go to
town yourself?””

“Mama! Give me something to eat!”
Her request did not yet arouse fear or sadness in
the mother’s heart. The widow reached into her
pocket and took out a purse containing several
banknotes—the only fortune left to the mother
and her daughter. She threw a shawl around her
shoulders, told the child to wait calmly for her
return, and left the room.

“I would pay someone for the trouble,” whispered
the widow, but the concierge’s wife did not hear,
or pretended not to. She wrapped her scarf more
snugly around her and vanished behind the small
door.
The widow stood motionless for a moment, not
knowing what to do or whom to turn to. She
sighed and let her hands fall helplessly. After a
while, however, she raised her head, approached
the gateway and opened the wicket leading to the
street.

Halfway down the stairs she met the concierge,
who was carrying a bundle of wood to one of the
apartments on the second floor.
“Dear sir,” the widow said politely and timidly,
“could you bring some milk and rolls for my child
from a nearby store?”

It was not late evening yet, but it was quite dark.
The narrow thoroughfare, filled with crowds of
people, was poorly lit by a few street lamps. Wide
spaces on the sidewalks lay in total darkness. A
wave of chilly autumn wind blew into the gateway
through the open wicket, flying into the widow’s
face and rippling the ends of her black shawl. The
rumble of carriages and the clamor of mingled
conversations deafened her; the shadows filling
the sidewalks frightened her. She took a few steps
back in through the gate and stood there for a
while with her head down.

The concierge listened without stopping, then
turned his head and replied with barely concealed
unwillingness:
“And who has the time now to go for milk and
rolls? It is not my job here to bring food to the
tenants.”
He vanished behind the curve of the wall. The
widow made her way down the stairs.
“He did not want to help me,” she thought,
“because he thinks I’m poor. He was carrying a
heavy load of wood to those he expected to pay
him for it.”

Suddenly she stood up straight and walked
forward. Perhaps she remembered her child, who
was waiting for the food; perhaps she was
conscious that she must now muster her will and
2012
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courage to obtain what previously had been freely
available to her every day and hour. She threw her
scarf over her head and walked through the gate.
She did not know which direction to take to find a
grocery store. She walked a long way, looking
carefully at window displays; she passed a few
cigar distributors, a café and a fabric store, and
then turned back, not daring to go further or ask
for information.

calmed down, wiped away her tears and kissed the
child. As she stirred up the fire, she said:
“I have brought you some rolls, Jasia, and now I
will set out the samovar and make some tea.”
She took the clay pitcher from the cabinet and,
ordering the child to be careful of the fire, went
down to the well in the courtyard. Soon she
returned breathless and exhausted, with one arm
bent from the weight of the pitcher filled with
water. But without resting even for a moment,
she began to set out the samovar.

She went in a different direction. After a quarter
of an hour she returned, carrying several rolls in a
white handkerchief. She brought no milk, for
there was none at the store where she found the
rolls. She did not want to go on searching; she
could not look for a shop any longer. She was
worried about her child. She returned quickly,
almost running. She was few steps from the gate
when she heard a man’s voice behind her, singing
a song:

She was doing this for the first time in her life,
and with great difficulty. In less than an hour,
however, the tea was drunk and Jasia was
undressed and asleep. Her quiet, even breath
showed that she was sleeping peacefully. The
traces of tears shed abundantly all day had
vanished from her face.
But the young mother did not sleep. She sat
motionless before the fading fire in her mourning
dress, her hair falling in loose black braids. She
was resting her head on her hand, thinking.

“Stop, wait, my dear—from where have you
marched on your pretty little feet?”
She tried to convince herself that he was not
singing to her. She walked faster and her hand
was on the gate when the singing changed to
speaking:

At first, her white forehead was wrinkled deeply
with pain. Her eyes were filled with tears and her
bosom rose with a heavy sigh. After a while,
however, she shook her head as if to chase away
her overwhelming sorrows and fears. She rose,
stood erect and said quietly:

“Where are you going so quickly? Where to? The
evening is so lovely! Perhaps we could go for a
stroll!”
Breathless and shaking with fear and indignation,
the young widow darted through the gate and
slammed it behind her. A few minutes later Jasia
saw her entering the room. She ran toward her
and nestled in her embrace.

“A new life!”
Indeed, this woman, young, beautiful, with white
hands and a slender waist, was entering a new life.
For her this day was the beginning of a future as
yet unknown.

“You did not return for so long, mama!” she
cried. Suddenly she went quiet and looked at her
mother. “Mama,” she said, “you are crying again,
and you look the way you looked when they
carried father in the coffin from our house.”

What had her past been like? Martha Świcka’s past
was short because of her age and simple because
of events. Martha was born in a manor house that
was neither splendid nor very affluent, but
charming and comfortable. Her father’s estate was
several miles away from Warsaw, and it comprised
a couple of hundred acres of fertile land,
meadows, a lovely birch grove that furnished
wood for the winter and room for romantic strolls
during the summer, a large orchard, and an
attractive house with six front windows looking
out on a circular lawn. It had cheerful-looking
green blinds and a porch with lavender morning
glory. Beans with scarlet blossoms entwined its
four columns.

Indeed the young woman was trembling all over,
and large tears were running down her flushed
cheeks. She was shaken deeply by her short
excursion into town—by her struggle with her
own fear, her rapid walk over slippery streets amid
crowds and cold winds, and, above all, the insult
of being accosted by an unknown man for the
first time in her life. But she evidently made up
her mind to overcome her feelings, for she quickly
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Over Martha’s cradle larks sang and old lindens
waved with dignified gravity. Roses blossomed
and ripening wheat formed waves of gold. The
lovely face of her mother leaned over her and her
little head, with its black hair, was covered with
kisses. Martha’s mother was a beautiful and kind
woman, and her father was a good man with a fine
education. She grew up as an only child amid
people who doted on her. The first pain that
darkened the cloudless life of the beautiful,
cheerful, blooming girl was the loss of her mother.
Martha was sixteen years old at the time. She
despaired for a while; she yearned for her mother
for a long time, but youth placed a healing balm
on the first wound of her heart. Her face regained
its rosy color, and joy, hope, and dreams returned.

Jan Świcki worked hard and successfully. He
received a good salary, sufficient to surround the
wife he loved with everything she was used to
from her cradle, everything that lent charm to
every moment and peace to each coming day. To
each? No, only to the next. Jan Świcki did not
have the foresight to think of the distant future at
the expense of the present. Young, strong, hardworking, he counted on his youth, strength, and
industriousness, never dreaming that these
treasures would be depleted. But they were, and
too quickly. He was taken with a sudden, serious
illness from which neither his doctors’ advice nor
his frantic wife’s efforts could save him. He died.
His death not only put an end to Martha’s
domestic happiness, but pulled from under her the
base of her material welfare. Thus the marriage
altar did not render the young woman forever
immune to the misery of loneliness and the
hazards of poverty. The axiom, old as the world,
which states that there is nothing permanent in
the world proved itself all too true in her case.

But other calamities soon followed. Martha’s
father, partly because of his own imprudence but
mainly owing to economic changes that had taken
place in the country, found himself in danger of
losing his estate. His health weakened and he saw
that he was facing both the collapse of his fortune
and the rapid approach of death. At that moment,
however, Martha’s future seemed to be secure: she
met a man she loved and was loved back.

Everything that comes to a person from the
outside passes by, changing him or her a bit.
Thousands of currents become entangled as they
move forward, currents in which social
relationships and laws take form. All these are
subject to frequent intervention of what is the
most terrible force of all, because it is
unpredictable and impossible to figure into one’s
calculations: blind chance. Yet man’s destiny on
this earth would indeed be regrettable if all his
strength, his inner riches and his truth resided only
in those external influences, changeable and
fleeting as waves governed by wind. Indeed, there
is nothing permanent on this earth besides what a
man possesses in his heart and head: knowledge
that shows him his paths and how to walk in
them, work that brightens solitude and keeps
poverty at bay, experience that teaches him, and
elevated feelings that shelter him from evil. This
permanence is often relative and may be broken
by the sullen, unyielding power of illness and
death. But as long as the process of movement,
thought and feeling called life continues and
develops soundly and durably, a human being
does not lose himself but provides for himself,
helps himself, supports himself with what he
managed to accumulate in the past. It serves him
as a weapon in his struggle with the complications

Jan Świcki, a young official occupying a high
position in one of Warsaw’s administrative offices,
fell in love with the beautiful dark-eyed girl, and
awakened in her similar feelings of respect and
love. Martha’s wedding took place only a few
weeks before her father’s death. The ruined
aristocrat, who perhaps once dreamed of a
splendid future for his only daughter, joyfully
placed her hand in that of a man with no fortune
but with a capacity for hard work. He died
peacefully, believing that at the altar Martha’s
future had been thoroughly safeguarded from the
unhappiness of a lonely life and the danger of
poverty.
For the second time in her life Martha
experienced great pain, but this time she was not
only healed by her youth, but by her affection for
her husband and, in time, their child. Her beautiful
family estate had been lost forever and passed to
the hands of strangers, but her beloved and loving
husband created a soft, warm, comfortable nest
amid the hubbub of the city. The silvery voice of a
child added to the charm of his home. Five years
passed happily and quickly for the young woman
amid the comforts and duties of family life.

2014

THE SARMATIAN REVIEW

April 2016

of life, the fickleness of fate, and the cruelty of
reality.

She thought about this as she sat on a low wooden
stool by the glowing coals in the fire. Her eyes,
filled with a look of unspeakable love, were fixed
on the face of her child, who was sleeping
peacefully among white pillows. “For her, she said
after a while, “for myself, for bread, peace and a
roof over our heads, I will work!”

All the external forces that had befriended and
sheltered Martha until now had failed her, leaving
her abandoned. But her fate was not altogether
exceptional. Her misfortune was not caused by
some bizarre adventure or astonishing disaster
rare in the annals of human history. Financial ruin
and death had destroyed her peace and happiness.
What is more common everywhere in our society
than the first? What is more inevitable, more
frequent and inescapable–– than the second?

She stood in front of the window. The night was
dark. She did not see anything: neither the steep
roofs bristling below the high attic with all its
stairs and landings, nor the dark smoke-stained
chimneys on the protruding roofs, nor the street
lanterns whose blurred light did not reach her little
window. She did not even see the sky because it
was covered with clouds and no star was shining.
But the noise of the great city reached her ears
incessantly; even the nocturnal noise was
deafening, though it was muffled by distance. It
was not late; on the wide, splendid boulevards and
in the narrow, dark alleys people still walked,
drove, and ran about in the pursuit of pleasure or
the search for profit—ran where curiosity, some
desire of the heart or hope of gain called them.
Martha lowered her head onto her clasped hands
and closed her eyes. She listened to the thousand
voices merged into one enormous voice that was
unclear and monotonous and yet full of feverish
outbursts, sudden silences, dull shouts, and
mysterious murmurs. In her imagination the great
city assumed the form of a huge hive in which a
multitude of human beings moved, surging with
life and joining in the chase. Each one had his
own place for work and for rest, his own goals to
reach, and his own tools to forge a way through
the crowd. What sort of place for work and rest
would there be for her, a woman who was poor
and lost at a boundless sea of loneliness? Where
would tools be found to pave the way for a
penniless woman? How would those human
beings treat her, those people who chatted
endlessly on the streets, who exhaled this feverish
murmur, rising and falling like waves, in which she
immersed her hearing? Would they be just or
cruel to her, compassionate or merciful? Would
those tightly closed phalanxes that were crowding
toward happiness and wealth open before her? Or
would they shut even more tightly, so the
newcomer’s arrival would not leave less room for
others, would not forestall them in this strenuous
race?

Martha had found herself face to face with what
happens to millions of people, millions of women.
Who has not met, many times in life, people
weeping by the waters of Babylon in which the
ruins of a lost fortune are floating? Who counts
how many times he has seen widows’ mourning
clothes, pale faces, and orphans’ eyes wearied with
tears?
Everything that had been part of the young
woman’s life had been taken from her, had
disappeared, but she still had herself. Who could
she be just for herself? What had she managed to
accumulate for herself in the past? What tools of
knowledge, will power, and experience could serve
her in the struggle with complicated social issues,
poverty, chance, and loneliness? Among these
questions lay the enigma of her future, the issue of
her life and death—and not only hers, but her
child’s. The young mother had no material wealth,
or almost none. Her entire fortune consisted of a
few hundred zlotys from the sale of her furniture
after the payment of some small debts and the
costs of her husband’s funeral, some linen, and a
few dresses. She has never had any expensive
jewelry, and what she had she sold during her
husband’s illness to pay for worthless medical
advice and equally worthless medicines. Even the
cheap furniture that filled her new residence did
not belong to her. She rented it together with the
room in the attic, and was obliged to pay for it on
the first of each month. Such was the sad,
unvarnished reality of the present; but it was
clearly defined. The future remained undefined.
One had to take possession of it—almost to
create it. Did the young, beautiful woman with
white hands and silky raven hair have the strength
to conquer? Had she taken anything from her
past that would enable her to create her future?
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Which laws and customs would be favorable to
her, and which would be adverse? Would there
be more of the former or the latter? Above, all,
would she be able to overcome hostile elements
and exploit friendly ones every moment, with
every heartbeat, with every passing thought?
Would she be able to consolidate every vibrant
fiber of her being into wise, persevering, steady
strength that would ward off poverty, preserve her
dignity in the face of humiliation, and shield her
from fruitless pain, despair, and starvation?

philosophical negation of the West, which in the
meantime has become a specter itself. Liberal
democracy is void of any ontological foundation,
and hence cannot provide legitimacy to a societal
organization, whether to a state or to its laws. By
the same token, the term “the democratic state of
law” is an oxymoron. Those who claim that liberal
democracy can refer to, or find its foundation in, a
Christian order (or any other order, for that
matter) are “good-natured idiots” – regardless of
whether the claim has its origin in their goodwill
or alleged cleverness in fooling the liberal system.
Interestingly and importantly, their IQs may be
the highest: decades ago, such were those eminent
and honest scientists and philosophers who, like
Professor Andrzej Grzegorczyk or Rev. Józef
Tischner in Poland, encouraged dialogue with
Marxism and communism. Today, they include
some Catholic researchers who urge democracy to
Christianize itself, i.e., make democracy accept
Christianity as its founding principle.

Martha’s soul was fixed on these questions.
Memories that were both delightful and agonizing,
memories of a woman who had once been a
carefree, radiant girl walking lightly through the
fresh grass and colorful flowers of her family’s
rural home, then spent joyful days, free of worry
and sadness, at her beloved husband’s side, and
now stood in a widow’s gown near a small
window in this attic with her pale forehead
lowered onto her tightly clasped hands—through
all this day these memories had been swarming
around her like phantoms ready to leave her torn
and bleeding. Now they flew away before the
stern, mysterious, but tangible reality of the
present. This reality absorbed her thoughts, but
did not seem to frighten her.
Did she draw
courage from the maternal love that filled her
heart? Did she have the pride that despises fear?
Or was she ignorant of the world and herself?

It is the task of the elite and of the university to be
the medium that transmits a sense of order, but
the elite and the university have opted for a
revolutionary way to change society, starting with
the Enlightenment and the ensuing progressivism.
And so they died, along with their belief in
Enlightenment and progress. On its deathbed,
whether by a deliberate decision or through
naiveté, the elite accepted the philosophy of the
end of history. In this way they brought death to
themselves and to the university.

She was not afraid. When she lifted her face,
there were traces of tears shed profusely for
several days, and there was a look of sorrow and
longing, but there was no fear or doubt.

Western Catholicism has no place to develop and
grow. This is why Pope Benedict XVI resigned.
While he does not have to explain the situation to
the knowledgeable Remnant, he has no common
ground with the contemporary West at large. The
West does not understand his language any more.

Visions

The West and the Rest
A brief account

This is not the end of the world: Catholicism will
survive, but it will be a new Catholicism, a “preWestern” one, the one of non-Western peoples,
mostly pagan until their recent conversion. Pope
Francis is the first pope of that new Catholicism.
It is not unlikely that the new Catholicism will be
professed almost all over the world in a matter of
a hundred or a few hundred years.

Jacek Koronacki

T

he West as a social entity that accepts its
intellectual Christian heritage does not exist
anymore.
The West as a sociopolitical entity based on the
ideology of liberal democracy is a specter; see
Alain Besançon's analysis of Russia and its lack of
any ontological foundation (just like evil which is
the absence of good) It was founded on

Politically, we are at a turning point. It is a time of
changing and uncertain alliances; local wars,
whether hot, cold, or hybrid; rebuilding the
Middle East and the Arab world; flooding Europe
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with Muslims; uncertainty about Russia, who
could fall, but could instead move further West;
rivalry for the heartland between the United States
and China (and Russia). Major powers are vying
for dominance in the Arctic and in space; China
has begun challenging U.S. dominance over the
South China Sea. Needless to say, the emergence
of China as a superpower has tremendously
changed and complicated the global economic and
geopolitical picture. The so-called war on terror is
slowly heading for the dustbin of history, and
rightly so – Muslim terrorism was never a serious
threat to any state; the ISIL/ISIS/Daesh
phenomenon is an element of the global
geopolitical game.1

This sketched-out demise of the West is
compounded by a prophesied posthuman or
transhuman technofuture. Logos is being replaced
by techne––we are told that what is technologically
feasible is good. In the foreseeable future,
breakthroughs in biotechnology and information
technology may bring not only genetically
engineered babies but also humans with greatly
enhanced capabilities achieved, for instance,
through neuroprosthetic devices in their brains.
Hopefully Peter Augustine Lawler and Marc D.
Guerra are right when they claim that the best way to
“feel good” will always necessarily require human beings to
be good or to act well. The much-prophesied time “after
virtue,” heralded by various liberationist ideologies from
Marxism to transhumanism, will never come. Human
beings as human beings are destined to live in a world
where virtue will always be needed and will always be
recognized as such.

The Western Remnant has to conclude that
among those who run the global game no side or
faction is seriously committed to the defense of
Christianity. The Christian West has died, and
those who are in charge of the Western side of the
game have completely different goals. These goals
seem diverse and sometimes in competition with
one another, depending on the domain of activity
(e.g., business and finance vs. politics). Simply put,
more often than not those in power in the West
are hostile to Christianity.

None of the above should have any impact on the
Western Remnant’s duty to stand behind the
Truth and proclaim the Truth. In this way, the
Remnant will influence what will be built on the
ruins of the West.
Warsaw, February 2016
Editor’s Note: The Polish version of this article appeared
in Plus Minus (Rzeczpospolita) on 19 March 2016.
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Uniwersytet Sląski runs a School of Polish
Language and Culture (Szkoła Języka i Kultury
Polskiej) that has functioned for several decades
now. Those interested can look up
www.sjikp.us.edu.pl for more information.
Summer courses are often given in an attractive
mountain location in Cieszyn.
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