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Józef Piłsudski arrives at Warsaw’s Central Railway Station on 11 November 1918. Piłsudski had just been freed from

German captivity, and his arrival in Warsaw marked the founding of the Second Polish Republic. On16 November a

provisional government was formed in Polish lands, and the first parliamentary election was set up for 26 January 1919.
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OUR TAKE

Local Elections in Poland

O n 20 November 2010,

elections to local self-

governments took place in Poland.

Mayors, members of the local

parliaments (Sejmiki), and

councilmen were elected and often

reelected. Good news: PO and PiS

are still the largest parties, and this

means that Poland is moving toward

a two-party system. The

postcommunist SLD and the

curiously colorless PSL still get a

two-digit support, but PSL is

increasingly becoming a no-

commitment party that one joins as

the first step in one’s career without

committing oneself to any program

or views.

  With less than half the eligible

voters participating, there were no

surprises. Overall, the Civic

Platform (PO) won with 32 percent

of the vote; Law and Justice (PiS)

got 23 percent. For reasons that

remain unclear, a large percentage

of the ballots (3 million) were

invalidated.

    The elections were preceded by

a political murder.  On 19 October

2010 Marek Rosiak, aide to EU MP

Janusz Wojciechowski (member of

PiS), was murdered in the PiS office

in Łódê. The assailant, Ryszard C.,

had a history of expressing his

hatred of PiS and shouted anti-PiS

invectives. He shot and killed

Rosiak, then wounded Paweł

Kowalski, an aide to PiS MP

Jarosław Jagiełło, with a knife. The

choice of victims seems to be

accidental—what is not accidental

is that the assailant chose the office

of PiS and not that of any other

party. Ryszad C. was arrested and

is presently under psychiatric

observation. Nothing like

attributing a political murder to

mental derangement—see a

pertinent commentary in Polish at

<http://knappestoper.salon24.pl/

242071,racjonalnosc-zbrodni-

ryszarda-c>. As the commentator

noted, this incident doubtless

persuaded some people to not vote

for PiS—it might be dangerous to

their health!

   Bottom line: the elections did not

bring change. PiS predictably lost;

PO gained, but not significantly.

The real fight will come in 2011

when elections to the Sejm will take

place.  ◊
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Sarmatian Review Data
Are our media biased?
Amount of money 1,160 employees of the big three networks (ABC, CBS, NBC) gave to Democratic candi-
dates and campaign committees in 2008: 1.02 million dollars.
Amount of money 193 employees of the same networks gave to Republican candidates and campaign commit-
tees: 142.863 dollars.
Amount of money given by these employees directly to the Obama campaign: 461,898 dollars; to John McCain
campaign, 26,926 dollars.
Number of White House correspondents who in 1988 voted for Democratic candidate for president: 12; for
Republican candidate: one.
Number of Washington Bureau chiefs and congressional correspondents who in 1992 voted for the Democratic
candidate for president: 89 percent; for the Republican candidate, 7 percent; for Independent Ross Perot, 2
percent.
Percentage of journalists (sample size, 300 journalists) who in 2004 voted for Democratic candidate for presi-
dent: 52 percent; for Republican candidate: 19 percent; percentage of journalists who refused to say for whom
they voted: 21 percent.

Source: “Media Bias: The Chasm Widens,” Investors Business Daily, 10 September 2010, p. A13.
Western Europeans lecture Eastern Europeans on human rights
Number of Roma individuals expelled from France in  2010: about 8,000.
Number of Roma expelled back to Romania from  Denmark and Sweden in July 2010: 23 and 50, respectively.
Number of Roma paid by Germans to return to Romania in 2009: over 100.

Source: Antoine Blua and Robert Tait, “Roma’s Expulsions Challenge Europe’s Benevolent Self-Image,”
Radio Free Europe/Radio Liberty (www.rferl.org/content/

Roma_Expulsions_Challenge_Europes_Benevolent_SelfImage_/2163231.html), 20 September 2010
(accessed 20 September 2010).

Number of copies sold of Thilo Sarrazin’s book Deutschland schafft sich ab (in which Sarrazin made disparag-
ing comments about Jews and Muslims), released 30 August 2010: 1.1 million, as of 30 September 2010.

Source: “Thilo Sarrazin im F.A.Z.-Interview,” Frankfurter Allgemeine Zeitung, 30 September 2010
 (accessed 30 September 2010).

Quality of life in contemporary Poland
Ranking of Poland (score: 0.56) in the uSwitch Quality of Life Index assembled in September 2010: fifth out of
nine, after France (score: 6.94), Spain, Denmark, and Germany, and before Netherlands, Italy, Sweden, UK and
Ireland (score: -7.97).
Reasons for low ranking of the developed western Euroepan countries: late retirement age, long working hours.

Source: <http://www.uswitch.com/news/money/uk-worst-place-to-live-in-europe-uswitch-quality-of-life-index>,
21 September 2010 (accessed 23 September 2010).

The Polish Republican tradition thrives in spite of poverty
Number of Poles who in 2009 supported civil society organizations with 1 percent of their annual income tax:
7.3 million (over two million more than the year before).
Progressive increase in total donations: from 2.8 million dollars in 2004 to 127 million dollars in 2009.
. . . but sometimes it falters
Between 2009 and 2010, a decline in scores for judicial independence, corruption, and  overall democracy
occurred: from 2.25 to 2.50 for judicial independence, from 2.75 to 3.25 for corruption, and from 2.25 to 2.32
for democracy.
Scale: from one (the higest and best) to seven (the lowest and worst).
Reasons for the deterioration of democracy scores: inability of the judicial system to successfully prosecute the
Olewnik Case (detailed in the Report), involvement of the top Tusk government officials in corruption scan-
dals, controversial court decisions involving freedom of the press (Adam Michnik suing his political opponent
and public critic Professor Andrzej Zybertowicz for a periodical article and winning in court).

Source:  2009 Freedom House Report for Poland (www.freedomhouse.hu/images/.../NIT-2010-Poland-final.pdf),
accessed 14 October 2010.
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The wealth of philosophers

Plato’s wealth (as ennumerated by his Last Will and Testament preserved by Diogenes Laertius (4th century

B.C.): two parcels of land, four slaves, and eight mins (or 800 drachms, an equivalent of $160). A slave cost 150

drachms.

Source: Zbigniew Herbert, Labirynt nad morzem (Warsaw: Fundacja Zeszytów Literackich, 2000), p. 101;

John M. Dillon, The Heirs of Plato (Oxford Univ. Press, 2003),  pp. 30–1.

Price of colonial subjugation

Number of soldiers of Polish nationality drafted into the armies of Russia, Prussia, and Austria in partitioned

Poland in 1840: 320,000.

Source: Trzeci Maj (Polish émigré periodical published in Paris), 31 March 1840 (as quoted in Jan Kucharzewski,

Maurycy Mochnacki (Warsaw-Kraków: Gebethner, 1910), p. 454.

Job prospects in journalism in 2010

Number of newspaper jobs lost between January 2008 and June 2010: 32,578.

Source: Lisa Anderson, “After the Storm,” Columbia Journalism Review, July-August 2010, 45.

Polish public opinion about in vitro method of countering infertility

Percentage of Poles opposed to in vitro method: 74 percent.

Percentage of Poles supporting in vitro method and requesting full reimbursement of cost by the state: 15

percent.

Percentage of Poles willing to tolerate in vitro and partial reimbursement of cost by the state: 6 percent.

Percentage of Poles willing to tolerate in vitro but opposed to any reimbursement by the state: 5 percent.

Number of persons participating in the survey: 19,003.

Source: Online survey by Gazeta Wyborcza, 21 October 2010 (http://wyborcza.pl/

1,76842,8526553,Wyklete_in_vitro.html), accessed 21 October 2010.

Ecology: perception vs. reality

Estimated number of birds killed by the Gulf of Mexico oil spill in 2010: 1,300.

Estimated yearly worldwide bird kill due to wind turbines that are now touted as a “clean” energy source:

between 75,000 and 275,000.

Source: Matt Ridley, “Studying the Biases of Bureaucrats,” Wall Street Journal, Section C4, 23–24 October 2010.

US government spending: rhetoric vs. reality

Last time federal spending fell: 1965.

Size of fall: 0.25 percent.
Source: Loren Steffy, “Fiscal truth is a no-show,” Houston Chronicle, 5 November 2010.

The economy is bad, Ricky. . .

Polish national debt as of December  2010: 55.4 percent of GNP.

Current account deficit in 2010: 7.9 percent.
Source: Lena Białkowska in Donosy, no. 5133 (25 October 2010).

Gazprom’s increasing monopoly in the Polish gas market

Percentage of natural gas Poland purchased from Russia before and after signing the new agreement on 29

October 2010: 60–65 percent and 80 percent, respectively.

Source: Aleksei Topalov, “Gazprom ne ustupil Pol’she,” gazeta.ru

(http://www.gazeta.ru/financial/2010/10/29/3432845.shtml), 31 October 2010 (accessed 31 October 2010).

Details of the agreement: Gazprom prolongs its transit monopoly through the Polish section of the Yamal-

Europe pipeline until 2019 (the line has a capacity of 33 billion cubic meters per year, most of that volume is

sold in Germany; Poland has agreed to a formula establishing Gazprom’s transit fees; Poland will be receiv-

ing10.5 bcm of gas in 2011 and 11 bcm from 2012 until 2022.

Poland’s present annual consumption of gas: 14 bcm per year, of which 4.3 bcm are produced internally while

the rest is imported from Gazprom.

Results of the signing of the Gazprom agreement: Polish interest in diversification of imports could diminish;

plans to build a liquefied natural gas import terminal in ÂwinoujÊcie by 2014 could be postponed, as could

efforts to increase domestic production.

Source: Vladimir Socor, “Russian-Polish Gas Agreement Leaves Key Questions Unanswered,”

Eurasia Daily Monitor, vol. 7, no. 198 (2 November 2010).
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Polish Election 2010
Possible Political and Economic Implications

(an optimistic scenario)

Richard J. Hunter, Jr.

and Leo V. Ryan, C.S.V.

B
ronisław Komorowski, the candidate of the

Civic Platform Party (Platforma

Obywatelska) was inaugurated as the

president of Poland on August 6, 2010.  His election

on July 4, 2010 (he succeeded President Lech

Kaczyƒski who perished in the Smolensk air

catastrophe on April 10, 2010) will doubtless

influence the political course Poland will take in the

forthcoming years.  Komorowski won in a run-off

with former prime minister Jarosław Kaczyƒski. In

the first election Komorowski received 41.54 percent

of the votes to Kaczyƒski’s 36.46 percent. Grzegorz

Napieralski, representing the Democratic Left

Alliance, garnered 13.68 percent in the first round.

Other eliminated candidates included Waldemar

Pawlak of the PSL (1.75 percent), former Minister

of both Foreign Affairs and Finance Andrzej

Olechowski  (1.44 percent), and Andrzej Lepper of

Samoobrona (1.28 percent). In the second round of

voting, Komorowski received 53.01 percent of the

vote, while Kaczyƒski got 46.99 percent.

Although a representative of a center-right party with

ties to the Solidarity labor movement (he spent one

month in jail in 1980), Komorowski is perceived as

less conservative than his opponent who heads the Law

and Justice Party (Prawo i SprawiedliwoÊç).

Komorowski represents a party that bills itself as pro-

business, opening him up to criticism that he has

abandoned his proworker Solidarity roots.  In contrast,

Kaczyƒski was supported by the Solidarity Workers’

Union and officially endorsed by its president, Janusz

Âniadek. Kaczyƒski also received much  support in the

rural parts of Poland, especially in the south and

southeast. The parties that these two candidates

represented had formerly been partners in the coalition

government with Jarosław Kaczyƒski as prime minister.

The coalition fell apart when PiS lost the parliamentary

election on November 5, 2007.  As a result, Donald

Tusk, who was defeated in his run for president by the

late president Lech Kaczyƒski, became prime minister,

a position he holds to this day.

Between 1977–80 Komorowski worked for Słowo

Powszechne, a daily published by the communist-

approved Catholic organization called PAX. He also

cooperated with Antoni Macierewicz (now a strong

right-winger and Komorowski’s political opponent)

on the underground monthly Głos. A historian by

profession, between 1981–89 he taught at the Lower

Seminary in Niepokalanów founded by St.

Maximilian Kolbe.

Komorowski was elected to the Sejm in 1991 and

has been in and out of government ever since. In his

run for presidential candidacy of the PO he defeated

foreign minister Radosław Sikorski. His victory over

Jarosław Kaczyƒski, brother of the deceased president,

has been interpreted as a victory for “Europe.”

Komorowski is generally regarded as a Euroenthusiast

advocating stronger integration of Poland into the

European Union on both economic and political

levels.[1] Komorowski has exhibited strong

international credentials, desiring Poland to be directly

involved in the workings of various international

organizations. Shortly after the presidential election,

Komorowski announced his intention to visit Paris,

Brussels, and Berlin and to seek further “reconciliation”

with Russia. In December 2010 he visited the United

States and met with President Barack Obama.

The continuance of Foreign Minister Sikorski in his

position was expected to bring a further period of

stability to Polish relations with its major neighbors

on both its Eastern and Western borders and to its

relations with the United States.[2] The visit of US

Secretary of State Hilary Clinton to Kraków in July

2010 to attend a series of events marking the ten-year

anniversary of the Community of Democracies

reaffirmed Poland’s position as a major ally of the

United States on the continent of Europe.  However,

Komorowski, whose limited constitutional powers

include the right to veto laws and to serve as the lead

in matters of foreign affairs and military matters, has

made it clear that he foresees an end to the Polish

military contingent of 2,500 personnel in the

International Security Assistance Force in Afghanistan

at an early date.  Unlike the defeated Jarosław

Kaczyƒski, who was an eager ally of the United

States while voicing skepticism of Poland’s relations

with Germany and Russia, Komorowski pledged a

new era of cooperation on mutually agreed upon

principles with both of these nations.[3] The election

of Kaczyƒski would have been seen by some as a

period of further destabilization of Polish political
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relations with Russia and Germany, potentially

impacting economic relation as well.[4]

On the economic front, Komorowski pledged to

continue the  budget policies and priorities adopted by

Prime Minister Tusk, a close ally and partner of the

new president—policies that have resulted in Poland

being the only member of the European Union to have

successfully weathered the recent worldwide downturn

by achieving a positive growth rate in GDP in 2009.[5]

Poland’s GDP grew by +3% in 2009, and through the

second quarter in 2010 Poland’s GDP grew at a rate of

+3.5 percent, with industrial production climbing by

an impressive +10.4 percent.[6] Unlike the Kaczyƒski

brothers who have not expressed strong confidence in

the privatization process and who adopted a populist

approach to solving economic problems, opposing

privatization of vital sectors of the Polish economy,

Komorowski has been a strong supporter of further

privatization efforts.[7]  The Privatization Plan for

2000–2011, prepared by the Ministry of Treasury and

approved by the Council of Ministers in April 2008

provides for the privatization of 802 companies.  The

program has been underway for the last eighteen

months and is based on the government’s decision to

increase the pace of privatization considerably.  The

Ministry of Treasury selected fifty-eight key

companies to be privatized in the years 2009–2010;

nineteen companies by the end of 2009; and the

remaining thirty-nine companies in 2010.  In 2009

Poland took in 14.3 billion zlotys from its

privatization efforts. This figure was expected to rise

to 25 billion in 2010. [8]  Unlike PiS, Komorowski

is not philosophically opposed to privatization in

strategic sectors such as energy infrastructure, or

companies and institutions that fulfill important

public roles  such as public television and radio, but

is willing to evaluate privatization opportunities on

a case-by-case basis.

One other recent event looms as important—the

selection of former Minister of Finance (1997, 2001–

2002) and Prime Minister (May 2004-October 2005)

Marek Belka, as governor (president) of Poland’s

Central Bank in the wake of the death of Sławomir

Skrzypek who died in the April 10 air disaster.  As a

professional economist, Belka had also served as head

of the International Coordination Council in Iraq, which

resulted in the formation of an interim government and

the creation of a new banking system.   Belka also

served as executive secretary of the United Nations

Economic Commission for Europe and Director of the

European Department of the International Fund.  He is

a supporter of Poland’s adoption of the euro[9] but has

opposed setting a firm date for its adoption, although

2015 looks realistic at this point. However, Belka does

favor National Bank interventions in order to counteract

any excessive volatility of the zloty. The drop in the

value of the zloty has contributed to a rise in Polish

exports. Professor Witold Orłowski of

PricewaterhouseCoopers stated that Belka is expected

to administer Poland’s monetary policy in a “consistent,

reasonable, cautions and professional manner.”

    With parliamentary elections scheduled for fall 2011,

the patience of the Polish voting population will once

again be tested.  The Tusk government, now partnered

with the presidency of Bronisław Komorowski, faces

a major challenge in reducing debt from 6.9 percent to

3 percent of GDP by the end of 2012 or 2013 at the

latest.  The task is daunting since Poland has been

forced to tap international capital markets in the past

twelve months for more than 100 billion zlotys (nearly

33 billion dollars).[10] Forcing spending cuts on

popular domestic programs such as health care or

pensions may offer an opportunity for opposition

parties to make a comeback on the Polish political

scene.      ◊

NOTES

[1] Dietmar Nietan, “Poland’s Future: Thriving in the

European Union,” 2 August  2010, at http://www.cepa.org/

ced/view.

[2] Anna Wontorczyk, “Komorowski Gets Down to

Business,” www.krakowpost.com/article/2215, 7 July 2010.

[3] “New Polish President might boost relations with

Russia,” RIANovosti at en.rian/ru.

[4] On the other hand, it was on Komorowski’s and Tusks’s

watch that a representative of the Polish government

Waldemar Pawlak was ready to sign a gas delivery treaty
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gas deliveries for thirty-seven years. A representative of the

European Union intervened and further negotiations were

ongoing  as of October 2010.  Vladimir Socor, “Warsaw

Wavers Between Brussels and Gazprom,”  Eurasia Daily

Monitor, vol. 7, no. 178 (4 October 2010).

[5] Total growth in 2009 was 1.9 percent.  The economy

grew by 3.3 percent in the fourth quarter of 2009 and 3.0

percent in the first quarter  of 2010.  GDP per capita stood

at $18,072; unemployment was in the range of 9 percent
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in the second quarter of 2010, as consumer prices also grew
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Sciences held in Milwaukee, Wisconsin.  According to the
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privatization plans while hoping for a quick recovery.”

“Poland Tackles Its Deficit With Privatization Spree,”

online.wsj.com/article/SB125417294156447369.html.

[9] Richard J. Hunter, Jr. and Leo V. Ryan, “Poland, the

European Union, and the Euro: Poland’s Long Journey

to Full European Integration,” Global Economy Journal,

vol. 9, no.  2 (2009),  Article 6. Originally 2012 had been

targeted as the year for Poland’s adoption of the euro as

its currency.

[10] Paweł Jabłoƒski, “Polska tonie w morzu długów”

[Poland is drowning in a sea of debt], http://blog.rp.pl/2010/

09/12.  Reuters reports that aggregate Polish debt will not

exceed the GDP “safety level”  of 55 percent. See

www.reuters.com/article/idUSWAR01139920100208.

The Two Lives

of Ludwik Gumplowicz

Dwa žycia Ludwika Gumplowicza. Wybór tekstów.

Selection and introduction by Jan Surman i Gerard

Mozeliã. Warsaw: Oficyna Naukowa, 2010. 533 pages.

Index and bibliography. ISBN 978-83-7459-090-7.

Hardcover. In Polish.

Joanna Rostropowicz Clark

When the communist regime in Soviet-occupied

Poland abolished sociology as an academic

subject (it was restored in 1956), fired its professors,

and banned books, Ludwik Gumplowicz (1838–1909)

would have been among the first to correctly explain

this particular anathema. One of the founders of

sociology as a distinct branch of science, he was an

incisive critic of Marxism on two grounds: that it was

utopian to believe in disappearance of conflicts under

any social system; and that not binary social classes of

the exploiters and the exploited, but multiple groups—

with their diverse interests, conflicts, and loyalties—

determine the dynamics within every larger human

collective such as nation or state. “Communism,”

Gumplowicz wrote in an article for the sociopolitical

weekly Prawda in 1883, “proposes to take away from

those who have and to give  to those who don’t have,”

a program that arises from “the same natural instinct

that prompts one savage tribe to rob another.”

The article “Komunizm, socjalizm i antysemityzm”

appears in a handsomely produced volume of

Gumplowicz’s academic and journalistic works,

selected, edited, and introduced in the extensive

biographical and analytical essay “Ludwik

Gumplowicz i jego socjologia” by Jan Surman and

Gerald Mozeliã with valuable contribution from a

German scholar, Reinhard Müller. Their names alone

would please Gumplowicz, as reminiscent of his

multicultural Galician backround that influenced his

theoretical concepts and his controversial opinions. If

as he claimed, individual personalities are indeed

formed in the process of the interactions of their original

social groups, his own complex personality and ideas

may well reflect the fact that, as Jerzy Szacki noted in

his Historia myÊli społecznej, he lived in a uniquely

diverse, multiethnic society—“the experience unknown

to the French, English, even German sociologists.”

As Surman’s and Mozeliã’s introduction reminds us,

it was a steaming cauldron of diversity, a pot that was

beginning to melt with a loud sizzle at the top, yet

stayed stuck at its bulk in which every ethnic and class

cluster, Polish, German and Yiddish-speaking, resisted

reform. Gumplowicz was born a Kraków Jew to an

upwardly mobile family in the year when his father, a

devotee of the German Enlightenment and its Jewish

offshoot Haskalah, obtained citizenship rights—still a

rarity in Austrian-occupied Kraków. Gumplowicz

attended the St. Ann’s Gymnasium where he made

lasting friendships with boys from similar assimilating

families (Michał Bałucki, among others), as well as

with Polish Catholic students. He then studied law at

the Jagiellonian University, but eventually graduated

from the University of Vienna. He returned to Kraków

to practice law, was elected to the city council, and

contributed articles to progressive press in the Polish

language. But he failed to receive a habilitation degree

from Jagiellonian University: his dissertation about the

legal history of  Jews in Poland was rejected as—in

the majority opinion of reviewers—too prejudicial

toward the Catholic Church. Not for the first or the

last time, Gumplowicz’s criticism of organized

religions, including Judaism, would get him in trouble.

Although disappointed and hurt, he looked into other

opportunities in Kraków and found a truly stimulating

one in editing and writing for the liberal Kraj founded
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in 1869 by the “red prince” Adam Sapieha in opposition

to the conservative Czas.

Ten of Gumplowicz’s Kraj articles are included in

this volume, and the reader who may already be familiar

with the sociological output of the founder of group

theory, or is not too keenly interested in the history of

sociology cannot fail to find them fascinating, both as

documents of the ideological turmoil of the period and

because of their application to our contemporary

discourse on ethnocentrism (a term coined by

Gumplowicz), patriotism, reform of education and, to

quote the titles of two articles, “religion and nationality”

and “federalism and autonomy”. His style here is  witty,

free from the intellectual complexities of the theoretical

works that he wrote in German. In “O dêwiganiu

oÊwiaty ludowej” he writes that “the masses don’t like

to fast, the masses don’t put their cents into any noble

political or national causes. Happy are those who

believe in such dreams; we are not among them.” On

patriotism: “Also, we believe that it is harmful and

perilous to promote patriotism by means of

advertisement; to print in front page articles names of

ladies and maidens who pledged their tokens in order

to encourage others.”  On “Polish blood” in the article

praising the Polish Caucus in the Vienna parliament

for its decree giving full discretion to its members in

matters of religious conviction: “This blood does not

have one religion. It flows in the veins of righteous

Catholics and masons—it flows in the blood of

adherents of all religions nourished by the same Polish

soil.”

After Kraj folded in 1874 (Sapieha lost interest,

money dried up), Gumplowicz accepted the offer to

teach at Graz University where he defended his

habilitation dissertation on Robert von Mohl and his

philosopy of state. His professorial career in Graz was

slow and arduous; he had prominent adverasaries on

the mostly conservative faculty, and it took almost

twenty years before he received full professorship in

1893. Although his teaching assignments were erratic,

he was more successful at publishing his seminal books

on legal, political, and theoretical sociology. His

Grundrifl der Sociologie  and Soziologie und Politik

brought him international recognition. He became one

of the first members of the Institut International de

Sociologie in Paris; his articles were published in

Rivista italiana di sociologia and American Journal of

Sociology. Some of his German works were translated

into Polish (System socjologii was published in Warsaw

in 1887), and he continued to contribute to Polish

periodicals in Kraków and in Warsaw.

While reading Dwa žycia Ludwika Gumplowicza

one wishes for yet another book: his biography. Not

two biographies (one about his Polish side, the other

about his German side) but one, recording an

amazing life. Given that he was a “typical professor

with an umbrella,” as he joked, his life was marked

by extraordinary turmoil and personal tragedies.

Always concerned about the situation of Jews—their

poverty, backwardness and, of course, anti–Semitism

more acute at the time in Austria proper than in

Polish Kraków—he saw no solution in either

Zionism (see his letter to Theodore Herzl in this

collection) or socialism. His views on the matter can

be viewed as integrationist and assimilationist: Jews

ought to maintain their specificity while becoming

fully integrated into the nation state they inhabit.

Gumplowicz seems to have been happily married

to the beautiful Franciszka Goldman (the book

includes photographs). They had three sons, of whom

the middle one died at age fourteen. The oldest,

Maksimilian, studied law and history, but while

working as a lecturer in Polish in Vienna he fell in

love with Polish poet Maria Konopnicka and,

rejected, shot himself at her doorstep. The youngest,

Ignacy Władysław,  already a doctor of medicine,

became involed with a group of anarchists and to

his parents’ despair was incarcerated in a Berlin

prison. Later, however, he worked for Polish patriotic

causes and in independent Poland embarked on an

academic career at several universities. Active in the

Polish Underground during the Second World War,

he died in 1942, like his father a convert to the

Reformed Evangelical Church. We know more about

the death of his parents. In the summer of 1909

Ludwik and Franciszka Gumplowicz, both in

drastically failing health, committed suicide together

by taking cyanide. In one of his last articles

Gumplowicz argued on behalf of euthanasia for the

suffering sick. Always scrupulous, he left two letters:

to the police, and to his son with instructions for an

unceremonious funeral and for distribution of his

valuable library.

There is much in this book that informs and

provokes questions, and much that inspires the

imagination. We put it down grateful for what we

have learned and yearning to learn more about its

subjects,  including the love life of Maria

Konopnicka.     ◊
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The Intelligentsia, Empire, and

Civilization

in the Nineteenth and

Twentieth Centuries

(Inteligencja, imperium i cywilizacje w XIX i XX

wieku), edited by Jan Kieniewicz. Warsaw: Institute

of Interdisciplinary Research “Artes Liberales,”

University of Warsaw, 2008. 309 pages. ISBN 978-

83-923482-9-0. In Polish, Russian, and English.

Agnieszka Gutthy

The articles in this book focus on a plethora of

experiences that the intelligentsia (a distinctly

Eastern European invention) underwent from the

beginning of the nineteenth century to the second half

of the twentieh century. Organized into three thematic

groups, the articles discuss the intelligentsia’s activities

as well as its silence in the context of imperial

expansion. The examined countries range from the

small nations subjected to the imperial domination of

first Russia and then the Soviet Union, to those under

colonial domination in Africa or Asia.

   The first group of papers, “Talking and Keeping

Silent,” concentrates on Polish and Czech

experiences. It opens with a theoretical article by

Joanna Kurczewska,who outlines three sociological

approaches to the problem. Daniel Beauvois then

describes the position of the Polish intelligentsia,

which was all but silent until the liquidation of the

Vilnius educational district in 1831, then regained

its voice between the November and January

uprisings and continued to speak up after the January

1863 uprising and during the First World War.

Beauvois argues that the “colonial” perspective is

not appropriate for defining the condition of Polish

society in the nineteenth century. Maria Krisaƒ traces

the development of the peasant intelligentsia in the

Kingdom of Poland between the 1880s and the

beginning of the First World War. Margarita

Boronova examines the development of the Buryat

intelligentsia before the 1917 Revolution. This

intelligentsia created the sense of ethnic and cultural

Buryat identity and took active part in the fight for

national self-determination, for which it paid dearly

while the communist regime was in power. Andrzej

Tymowski examines the cases of the Polish and

Czechoslovak experience. He argues that it is a mistake

to assume a simple duality of verbal activity versus

silence of the intelligentsia, meaning verbally active

intelligentsia who fulfill its mission versus silent

intelligentsia who betray it.

   The second group of articles examines the

experiences of the intelligentsia on the empire’s

periphery. The first three papers in this section trace

the formation and development of the local

intelligentsia on the periphery of Russia and later

the Soviet Union. Anton Ivanescu presents the

isolation of the intelligentsia in northern Caucasus,

Zoja Morochojeva discusses the silent intelligentsia

and Russification of ethnic cultures in Central Asia,

and Igor Antonov describes the discrimination of

Yakut intelligentsia circles. Education obtained in

schools where Russian is the language of instruction

brought emancipation and modernization to these

groups, but also dependence and subordination.

Similar things can be said about the Buryat

intelligentsia discussed in Boronova’s essay. As a

rule, the Soviet authorities tried to eliminate  or

prevent the appearance of ethnically-conscious local

intelligentsia. Barbara St∏pniewska-Holzer traces the

formation and the processes of acculturation and

assimilation of nineteenth-century Jewish

intelligentsia in the territories that  belonged to the

Polish-Lithuanian Commonwealth before the

partitions. Jan Kieniewicz considers the situation of

the Polish intelligentsia in the Russian Empire.

   The third part of the book looks at how empires

influence the formation and profile of the intelligentsia.

Julia Sineokaya examines the intellectual elite’s search

for Russian identity, its situation at the turn of the

century, its role in history, and its relationship to power.

Andrzej Nowak looks at the post-Soviet Russian

intelligentsia and attempts to interpret it from the

perspective of Messianism as an intellectual stance. The

three articles that follow deal with the problem of

colonial domination in other parts of the world. Ewa

Łukaszyk examines the evolution of discourses about

Africa produced by the Portuguese and describes the

rise of native African intelligentsia. This essay points

to the importance of the new African intelligentsia and

its function as a creator of a new African culture.

Krzysztof Iwanek examines the formation of India’s

national consciousness and the role that students

educated at British universities played in this process.

Duc Ha Nguyen describes the condition of the

Vietnamese educated elite. In the final essay Jan

Kieniewicz presents his interpretation of colonialism.
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  The book poses interesting questions about the role

and responsibility of the intelligentsia in the face of

colonial or totalitarian domination. The authors of the

essays are historians, philosophers, sociologists, or

philologists. Seven of the articles are written in Polish,

four in Russian, and five in English. The only blemish

I can point to is that only seven out of sixteen essays

are accompanied by summaries in English. This

thought-provoking book invites further discussion.  ◊

The Ice Road: An Epic Journey

from the Stalinist Labor Camps

to Freedom

By Stefan Waydenfeld.   Los Angeles, CA and

Uckfield, UK: Aquila Polonica Publishing, 2010. x +

406 pages.  Photographs. ISBN 978-1-60772-002-7.

Cloth. $28.95.

Katherine Jolluck

In his memoir The Ice Road: An Epic Journey from

the Stalinist Labor Camps to Freedom, Stefan

Waydenfeld details his experiences from the eve of the

Nazi and Soviet invasions of Poland in September 1939

to his arrival in Iran in August 1942.  During these

three years Waydenfeld, age fourteen when the Second

World War began, experienced traumas and trials

shared by hundreds of thousands of Poles who lived in

or fled to the eastern part of their newly divided country:

incorporation into the USSR, the struggle to reunite

family members, the loss of a relative in the Katyƒ

massacre, deportation to the Soviet Far North, forced

labor in the forests, hunger, disease, vermin, and a

tortuous odyssey to freedom.  These ordeals remain

practically unknown to Americans, for whom this

edition of Waydenfeld’s original 1999 publication was

prepared.  The volume includes useful and enlightening

supplementary materials: family and historical

photographs, an epilogue by his wife that discusses their

postwar lives, a report providing the historical context

to Waydenfeld’s experiences (not using, however, the

most up-to-date sources), and a brief interview of the

author by his daughter.

   Before the war Waydenfeld lived with his family in

Otwock, a health resort located near Warsaw.  The child

of a physician-father and a pathologist-mother, he

enjoyed the fortunate life of the middle class.  Although

their world was destroyed in autumn 1939, their status,

skills, and possessions served them well in the ordeals

to come, ultimately enabling them to survive Soviet

exile and ensure their evacuation to Iran with the Anders

Army (Polish Army in the East).

   Soon after the Nazis reached Warsaw, the young

Waydenfeld fled eastward, planning to join his father,

a doctor in the Polish army.  Several months later father,

son, and mother were reunited in the city of Piƒsk, now

under Soviet occupation.  Hoping to wait the war out

back in Otwock, they applied for repatriation to

German-occupied Poland. In June 1940 Soviet agents

came in the middle of the night, ostensibly to transport

them to Warsaw; instead, they were deported to the

northern reaches of the USSR.  Deposited in the

settlement of Kvasha, near the town of Kotlas,

Waydenfeld and the other deportees were forced to

perform hard labor in the forest, otherwise they would

not eat.  It is from this part of his odyssey that

Waydenfeld takes the title of his memoirs.  For more

than six months of the brutal winter of 1940–41, he

worked to maintain a road on the compacted snow over

which horses could draw a sledge loaded with trees

felled by the deportees.  In the dark of night, in

temperatures lower than minus 40 degrees (Celsius and

Fahrenheit), he walked over thirteen miles, pouring

water fetched from holes he bored in the frozen river

over parallel icy grooves, making sure that they were

smooth.  Waydenfeld writes that this ice road “has

remained forever my idea of purgatory” (131).

   The calamity of the Nazi invasion of the USSR in

June 1941 led the Soviets to seek temporary amends

with the Polish government-in-exile, located in London.

The resulting Sikorski-Maiskii Pact of July 1941

granted–“amnesty” to all the deported and arrested

Poles, and allowed them to form an army to help fight

the Germans.  This treaty allowed Waydenfeld and the

other deportees to leave Kvasha.  Over the next year

he journeyed thousands of miles to a series of

destinations in southern Russia and Soviet Central Asia,

using every available means of transportation:

homemade rafts, trains, lorries, ships, donkeys, and on

foot.  At times the Waydenfelds’ fortunes improved,

such as when his father obtained work as a doctor in a

new hospital near Samarkand.  Often they endured

horrendous conditions: confined to a meadow for weeks

without shelter; days of transport with no food;

infestations of lice and bedbugs; battles with typhus

and pneumonia.  The damaging effects that life in the

USSR had on them can best be seen in the startling
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juxtaposition of photos of his father from 1938 and

1941 included in the book.

   Waydenfeld and his parents survived these ordeals

through ingenuity, resourcefulness, pure hard work, and

a certain amount of luck.  Using their possessions

brought from home and money from their labor, they

grew adept at working the Soviet system through

bribery to obtain food, medicine, or a place on a train.

Waydenfeld describes these experiences with intriguing

detail and honesty that make for lively and compelling

reading.  He discusses his foibles as well as his

accomplishments, and admits that because of his youth

and strength, life in the forest settlement was not all

bad for him—a rare statement for Polish deportees (93).

Unlike many Polish survivors of Soviet exile,

Waydenfeld recalls his experiences without pathos, in

a matter-of-fact tone that does not seek pity. He

understands the evils of the Soviet system, but does

not treat Soviet citizens with contempt; rather, he

evinces sympathy for their plight and their lack of hope.

Is this the result of writing sixty years after the events?

His personality?  Or perhaps his origins and

upbringing?  Waydenfeld’s parents were both Jewish—

a fact one learns late in the book, first from the copy of

the family’s release certificates from the Soviet

settlement, and then from his recounting of the

discrimination he faced from Polish soldiers on the eve

of evacuation from the USSR.  Only then, he writes,

did he feel like a stranger among the Poles (357).

Waydenfeld states only that he is an atheist.  His Jewish

origins hold no apparent meaning for him; he considers

himself a Pole and a patriot.  But he does not espouse

the fervent Polish nationalism that typically included

deeply felt Catholicism and anti-Russian sentiments.

Unlike many other Polish memoirists of the

deportations to the USSR, Waydenfeld does not

attribute his survival to faith in God and nation; instead,

he states, “people soon realized that they would perish

unless they helped each other” (404).  It may be that

the lack of attachment to the spiritual aspects of the

experience that so often shape Poles’ accounts of their

ordeals allows Waydenfeld to see and recall with a

clarity and level of detail that illuminates more of the

everyday existence and hard work of survival of Polish

exiles in the Soviet Union.     ◊

Body. Gender. Concentration

Camps

Ciało. SeksualnoÊç. Obozy zagłady, by Božena

Karwowska. Kraków: Universitas, 2009. 216 pages.

Bibliography, index of names, English summary.

ISBN: 97883-242-1344-3. Softcover. In Polish.

Joanna Nižyƒska

The task of analyzing camp literature presents a

particular set of challenges, the greatest of which

is that it requires the scholar to occupy the positions of

explorer and witness simultaneously. Such

positionalities may at times become mutally exclusive

when the ethics of witnessing clashes with the drive to

explore. Božena Karwowska’s recent book Ciało.

SeksualnoÊç. Obozy zagłady (Body. Gender.

Concentration Camps), published in the Universitas

series “Modernizm w Polsce,” exemplifies the tactful

negotiation of ethical complexities and the analytical

approach demanded by the book’s grueling subject

matter.

The opening chapter, “The Body in the Concentration

Camp: The Experience of Stanisław Grzesiuk,” focuses

on Grzesiuk’s memoir Pi∏ç lat kacetu (Five Years in

Concentration Camps, 1958). In her discussion of

Grzesiuk’s treatment of the body and the theme of

homosexuality, Karwowska proposes reading

Grzesiuk’s memoir via hermeneutic tools offered by

feminist critics focusing on slavery in the United States.

She adopts a racial discourse of slavery and its notions

of bodily hierarchies to discuss a collective of white

males striving for survival in the concentration camp

universe. Karwowska’s employment of the notion of

“the theft of the body” as an operative mechanism both

of slavery and of the camps allows for a nuanced

reading of the typology of the body and its function as

an exchange value and a medium of communication in

the reality Grzesiuk represents. At the same time, the

author shows that reading camp literature through the

language of gender and of the body differs from reading

it through other transnational categories that,

paradoxically, simultaneously universalize and Other

the experience. The category of the victim, after all,

trumps all other categories, often turning the victim

into the body deprived of its idiosyncratic qualities such

as ethnicity, gender, and sexuality. Karwowska’s book

reclaims gender and sexuality as operative categories

to offer new, valuable readings of a broad range of texts,
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some less well known than others, pertaining to the

wartime, the Holocaust and, broadly speaking, camp

experience. Avoiding the pitfalls of Holocaust studies

that often suffer from an overcautious treatment of the

topic, the author skillfully balances her provocative

interpretations with respect for her topic.

Books such as this are needed in Polish scholarship.

Although generations of Poles have been schooled on

the canonic works of the camps and Holocaust literature

(e.g., Nałkowska, Szmaglewska, Borowski), it is

important to remember that the institutionalization of

memory during the communist regime left a heritage

of reception that discouraged readings that pluralized

experience and subject positions, whether from the

ethnic, national, or ethical perspective. Such reception

was characterized by the tendency to preserve the

totality of victimization (thus the problem with the

victim entering the hierarchy of power and survival

and the transgressive character of works such as

Borowski’s); it avoided, at all cost, the risk of being

perceived as relativizing Nazi guilt, and, as Karwowska

addresses in the book’s introduction, it operated

according to the “external” (i.e., from outside the

barbed wire) morality, which simply could not

accommodate the conditions of the camp life.

   The book is divided into three parts (whose

argumentative trajectory would benefit from titles),

which progress from texts that demonstrate the

potential and limitations of approaching testimonial

writings (with the case studies of Stanisław Grzesiuk,

Zofia Romanowiczowa, Seweryna Szmaglewska) in

the framework of feminist, gender, and sexuality

studies; to texts demonstrating the importance of

narratorial positionality for this framework (Maria

Dàbrowska, Tadeusz Borowski, Zofia Posmysz); and

finally to texts that employ the category of bodily

experience in the light of posttraumatic cultural traces.

This last part is characterized by a broader perspective

of the postmemorial generation and employs a variety

of canonic and noncanonic literary and visual works

(e.g., Ewa Stachniak, Edward Munk, the memoirs of

women from Gdaƒsk/Danzig) in order to show how

the notions of, for example, rape and prostitution

employed in the representation of the wartime

situations interact with these notions’ “everyday”

semantics. The coherence of such grouping is blurred

by the discussion of Maria Dàbrowska’s experience of

widowhood in her Diary from the interwar period in

Part Two. Although the author explains in the

introduction that her discussion of Dàbrowska

illustrates the process of the sexualization of the

narrator’s position in the context of representation of

death and loss, the discussion of Dàbrowska’s process

of mourning stands out awkwardly in a book focusing

on extreme wartime experiences. On the other hand,

the same problematics of positionality make perfect

sense in Karwowska’s poignant and innovative

interpretation of Borowski’s “letters to Maria” as works

“written from the perspective of a man in love.”

The title of the book in Polish is misleading, since it

suggests that the book focuses on “death camps” and

thus operates in the framework of Holocaust studies,

while in fact Karwowska tests her analytical apparatus

against representations of several categories of

traumatic experiences (e.g., death camps, concentration

camps, labor camps, wartime rapes of women and men

who were not necessarily Jewish). Although it is clear

for the reader that the main authorial intention lies in

opening up new interpretative horizons by employing

the framework of body, gender, and sexuality to discuss

the self-contained community of the (broadly

understood) camps, it would be helpful to signal

differentiation between the various traumatic

communities she discusses and the influence of these

differentiations on the treatment of gender and

sexuality. In fact, in the English summary of the

argument that concludes the book, the notion of“obozy

zagłady” is translated as “concentration camps,” which

is more appropriate to the content of the book but

misleading in relation to the historical distinction

between concentration and death camps.

The entire book, however, indicates a scholar who

thinks palimpsestically and whose initial interpretative

intuition resurfaces in a layered and complex

engagement with her subjects. The palimpsestic nature

of camp writing (in the chapter “Text on the Shoah as

Palimpsest”) is addressed on the basis of a case study

of The Woman Passenger (Pasažerka, 1963), an

acclaimed film directed by Andrzej Munk. The very

same film becomes intertwined in the broader analysis

of the treatment of German women in postwar Polish

literature (“Antagonistic ‘National’ Identities and

Female Memories. German Women in Polish Postwar

Literature”) where it becomes a counterpart to the

Canadian novel Necessary Lies (2000), by the Polish

émigré writer Ewa Stachniak. The introduction of

Stachniak’s book enables Karwowska to expand her

earlier analysis of the palimpsestic strategies of

focalizing memory through the German and Polish

main characters of Munk’s classic film into the notions

of postmemory and generational transference in

Stachniak’s contemporary novel.
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Overall, Ciało. SeksualnoÊç. Obozy zagłady is a

theory-rich book, informed by such critics as J.

Kristeva, T. Moi, E. Kosofsky Sedgwick, b. hooks, G.

Agamben, R. Barthes, F. Ankersmit, J. Derrida, and G.

Genette, and it puts close readings and theoretical

reflections in dialogue with each other. It provides  a

new perspective on issues pertaining to the gendering

of radical experience and its representation. I can

imagine this book as a useful pedagogical tool

particularly in seminars that emphasize comparative

approaches to literature and war writing. I can also

imagine that Karwowska’s findings on camp literature

may be further developed in a growing Polish

scholarship on the problematics of gender and sexuality

in the context of ethnicity and nationality. What I value

most about Božena Karwowska’s work is her ability

to resist redemptive interpretations and to unsettle her

reader while maintaining an empathetic relationship

with the texts she discusses.      ◊

Primeval and Other Times

By Olga Tokarczuk.  Translated by Antonia Lloyd-

Jones.  Prague:  Twisted Spoon Press

(info@twistedspoon.com), 2010.  248 pages.  ISBN

978-80-86264-35-6.  Paper. $15.50.

Chad Heltzel

Late in Olga Tokarczuk’s novel Primeval and Other

Times (Prawiek i inne czasy, 1996), one of its

primary characters, while inspecting a family tomb,

reads aloud words inscribed over the graveyard’s exit:

“God sees.  Time escapes.  Death pursues.  Eternity

waits.”  This terse message (a quote form a seventeenth-

century religious poem) aptly encapsulates the novel’s

themes.  As characters in a Polish village called

Primeval experience simple everyday pleasures

alongside major struggles and tragedies of the twentieth

century, many begin to question God’s place in their

lives.  While the characters generally don’t question

His existence, they do wonder about His role in human

life after creation.  He sees, but does He intervene?

Does He cause tragedies to happen?  Or are humans

alone responsible for their fate?  All we can know for

sure is that time marches inexorably on, and the mystery

of the afterlife awaits.  While this may seem

existentialist, the novel is much more expansive.  The

questions about our existence are explored more with

wonder than with negativist resignation.  Ultimately,

Tokarczuk is interested in the ways humans become

connected to each other and to their world, and it is

this idea that informs Primeval and Other Times.

Philosophical questions regarding God’s role play

out most significantly in chapters explaining The Game,

a sort of elaborate board game given to Squire Popielski

who “hadn’t stopped believing in God, but God and

all the rest of it were becoming rather flat and

expressionless” (36).  After playing The Game, he

becomes obsessed with its intricate rules and unraveling

the cryptic book that accompanies it.  Subsequent

chapters devoted to the text of the game provide

different possibilities for why God created the world

and His subsequent relation to His creation.  By

drawing attention to the process of creation and whether

God has abandoned his work or retains control of it,

Tokarczuk emphasizes the passage of time.  Certainly

the novel privileges temporality as an organizing

construct.  Chapter titles like “The Time of Misia” (one

of the novel’s main characters) direct attention to

characters’ actions and behavior as they affect

subsequent events in the novel (emphasizing a

continuous and timeless chain of actions), rather than

focusing on elaborate character studies that might

anchor actions to a specific time and place.  Even places

and objects (“The Time of Primeval,” “The Time of

the House”) are introduced temporally and implicitly

as concepts that are well established and whose ideas

still remain significant.

One must also take into account Tokarczuk’s own

training and interest in Jungian psychology that moves

away from purely theological or philosophical

discussions of existence to arguing the existence of

archetypal patterns.  A Jungian interest in the collective

unconscious allows Tokarczuk to explore whether

characters can truly share experiences.  Certainly, in a

world wracked by wars and economic and political

struggles, and one where God may be absent, people

are likely to feel isolated.  At one point a character is

described “[lying] on his back in the rough, elusive

present, and [feeling] that with every passing second

he was dissolving into non-existence” (173).  Later, as

characters approach death, they worry about how they

can leave lasting impressions:  “What they feared most

was that in the fervor of dying, the separating of the

soul from the body or the fading of the biological

structure of the brain, Misia Boska would be gone

forever, all her recipes would be gone. . . and finally,

her thoughts, her words, the events she had taken part

in, as ordinary as her life” (234–35).  The passage of

time and death’s inevitability seemingly render
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irrelevant the self and the actions we have created while

alive.

While such questions may suggest that any

impression we can leave is transitory, a proper Jungian

would likely believe otherwise. Brokenness and

disconnection are merely parts of the life process:

“Like every person, Misia was born broken into pieces,

incomplete, in bits. Everything in her was separate—

looking, hearing, understanding, feeling, sensing, and

experiencing.  Misia’s entire future life would depend

on putting it all together into a single whole, and then

letting it fall apart” (42).  A life’s work then consists of

the building of an identity, making an indelible mark

on the world. Even if that whole identity breaks apart—

in death, for example—those pieces will later be picked

up by someone else.

It is also important to note the attention paid to

sensory information here and throughout the novel.  A

short while later, for example, Misia’s father gives her

a coffee grinder that is described in detail from its

manufacture through its passage into Misia’s hands,

“absorb[ing] all the world’s confusion” along the way

(44).  Ultimately “the grinder, Misia and the whole

world were united by the odor of freshly ground coffee”

(45).  The sensory, a means of taking in the world

personally and physically, thus becomes one possible

method for sharing experience.

Tokarczuk explores shared experience in

emotional and literal terms.  In the course of the

novel grass bleeds, a woman experiences touch

vicariously, a house has a soul, clothes have memory,

mushrooms are described as possessing time, and

animals dream in images.  One could certainly argue

that these constructs are merely figurative

personifications or the conventions of magical

realism, but Tokarczuk’s insistence on connecting

the experiences of flora, fauna, and even inanimate

objects to the human experience, never privileging

one over the other, indicates a desire to unify all

experience in a way vital to the novel’s themes. These

constructs are inherently empathetic.  Tokarczuk

ultimately argues that sharing experience among all

worldly things is a prerequisite for living.  In fact, if

we cannot know the nature of  God or if he is an

illusion or may have taken leave from us, we are

left with our attachments, physical and emotional,

to this world.  Primeval shows us that in the past

century’s turbulence experience itself may be the

only means left for us to share with others, and the

only trace we leave in the world.     ◊

A Postcard From The Volcano

By Lucy Beckett. San Francisco, CA: Ignatius Press

(Ignatius.com), 2009. 520 pages. ISBN 978-15861-

72695. Paper. $16.95 (plus postage) from the

publisher.

Raymond Gawronski, SJ

A ncient Poland, like Ireland, had five main

geographical divisions. The westernmost,

Pomerania and Silesia, were subject to a centuries-long

cultural penetration by the German Empire to the West

such that by the High Middle Ages, the two provinces

were well on their way to becoming the German

provinces they eventually were. Silesia, with its capital

of Breslau (Wrocław) was especially rich culturally and

materially. It is perhaps best known for its spiritual

children Angelus Silesius, Eichendorff, and St. Edith

Stein. With its ancient Slavic place names and bishopric

of Vratislava, with a residual Slavic presence in its

villages—gradually increasing toward the east until

Upper Silesia itself opted to join prewar Poland—

Silesia was variously Polish and Czech, Austrian,

Prussian, German, and, after the Second World War,

Polish again. Vast shifts of population followed the war

here as in the rest of East Central Europe, such that

today Silesia is a Polish province with its capital

Wrocław.

The hatred of the [Catholic] Poles that this book

betrays is astounding, and it feeds the monumental

Polonophobia that is woven into the social and

cultural fabric of American society. . . . It is a

mystery why the premier Catholic press in America

should publish a book that. . . is venomous and

manifestly unfair in its treatment of the one nation

in Europe that. . . produced more martyrs than any

other for saving Jewish people during the Second

World War, and that itself walked through a Via

Dolorosa, producing more saints—and sainted

priests—than any of its richer neighbors.

English scholar Lucy Beckett selects Silesia as the

stage for her very interesting if seriously flawed novel,

A Postcard from the Volcano. The novel begins in 1914

and continues to just before the Second World War.

The story follows the life of a young Prussian count,

Max von Hofmannswaldau, from an ancient Silesian

family. Very soon in the story we learn that Max’s

mother’s family, Protestants for several generations—
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his grandfather a famous physician—are in fact

converted Jews. This sets the stage for the central

question of the novel: how did it happen that Germany,

with its tremendous civilization, should turn against

its Jews who were very assimilated? This is the central

meditation, for as Dr. Beckett points out the Jews had

long idolized everything German and aspired to be full

members of that society, and yet it was precisely that

society that turned against them.

The novel shows a good understanding of German

Silesian culture as well as European culture in general,

and of the views of the various ethnic groups

concerning each other. Toward the middle of reading

the book, however, I began to become increasingly

disquieted, and only resolved to finish reading the book

because the area is of great interest to me.  I began to

see this as a very tendentious piece of literary

propaganda, written by a strongly prejudiced woman

for her grandchildren “Isabel and Harry Rosenbaum.”

Virtually every portrayal of Jews is extremely

sympathetic. Although there is in fact a promiscuous

secular Jewish daughter of an abortionist physician

father—a concession to the image of Jews in Christian

society—time and again, Jews are brilliant, especially

gifted, sympathetic people up against a brute Gentile

society.  Any notion that Jewish involvement in

communist movements had profoundly threatened and

in fact betrayed their Gentile neighbors is simply pooh-

poohed by Beckett, dismissed out of hand (270–71,

418, 421). Instead, according to Beckett, Jews

everywhere are disliked because their less gifted

neighbors are too lazy or stupid to compete with them

and so resent them (60–61, 170).

Particularly prejudiced is Dr. Beckett’s portrayal of

Poles. In this, she is simply outrageously bigoted. There

are, to be sure, lovable and pious Polish Catholic

nannies and peasants who serve on the Silesian estate.

Max’s best friend, Adam Zapolski, is the son of a

deceased Polish Galician war hero and a Viennese

German mother. Subtly implying that Poles tended to

collaborate with Nazis—a manifest absurdity given

Nazi practice—the widow Zapolski takes to sporting a

diamond studded swastika. What German woman who

would wear a swastika would have married a Pole,

count or not? Or vice versa? It is absurd.

There is the Polish maid of loose morals,

incongruously named Katya (a bit like a British servant

named Helmut). There is a small army of drunks and

hobos, all of whom are Poles (347, 407). And, of course,

we are told, time and again, that “the Poles hate the

Jews.” There is a certain intelligence in how Beckett

states this, because she insists that the Poles “hate the

Jews” because they are Catholics, whereas the Germans

have taken a new tack, a racial tack.

Yet it is this assertion, stated time and again in the

book, that is particularly obnoxious (57, 84, 124, 240,

271, 272, 274, 276, 277, 390, 441). Behind it is the

effort to discredit the Poles as a Catholic nation.  In the

beginning of the book we are told that Count Max, who

eventually becomes a Catholic, is buried by a “good

Irish priest” (this will certainly please perhaps many

of Ignatius’s readers and editors).  When Adam

Zapolski, now an ordained priest at Kraków’s Wawel

Cathedral (shades of Wojtyła) returns to his family

estate with the visiting Count Max, it is to visit a Jewish

village. There we learn that Jewish villages are more

sober and prone to educating their children than the

Polish villages that (of course) are full of illiterate

drunks (82–83, 456).

Ms. Beckett hardly misses a chance to take a shot at

the Poles.  She greatly admires the Czechs over the

Poles as having worked economic wonders—

completely ignoring the vastly different histories and

religious commitments of the two nations. One wonders

if Ignatius Press really prefers an atheist nation to a

Catholic nation because the values of the atheist nation

are more congenial to contemporary Americans,

ostensibly Catholic or not. In the end, the religious hero

of the story is a Rhineland Catholic intellectual (pari

passu, anticipation of Ratzinger). As to Poland, we are

left with a nation of illiterate drunken Catholics who

hate the Jews, with the occasional gallant nobleman.

I long puzzled over this book. My parents were Polish

Catholics who greatly admired Jews and who sent me

to a Yeshiva Day Camp one summer. They supported

my cousin Teresa who broke with custom—on every

side—and married a Jewish man; on the day we

celebrated their wedding, his family held a funeral

service for him. Who hated whom? (cf. 351) The only

hatred I have encountered of Jews among people from

that part of the world is invariably tied into the role of

Jewish people as  statistically more likely to collaborate

with the Soviet occupiers, and even then most people

had some fond memory of particular Jewish people with

whom they lived amicably. The hatred of the Poles that

this book betrays is astounding, and it feeds the

monumental Polonophobia that is woven into the social

and cultural fabric of American society.

It is an interesting thing, and quite understandable,

that a scholar with strong personal ties to the Jewish

people and a strong interest in German civilization

should write a book for her grandchildren lionizing the
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virtues of her people. It is a mystery why the premier

Catholic press in America should publish a book that,

among other good things, is venomous and manifestly

unfair in its treatment of the one nation in Europe that

gave the Jewish people a home for many centuries,

that produced more martyrs than any other for saving

Jewish people during the Second World War, and that

itself walked through a Via Dolorosa, producing more

saints—and sainted priests—than any of its richer

neighbors who however produced massive doses of

insanity and unprecedented genocide.

In effect, the book simply discounts Polish

Catholicism in the end as irrelevant to the modern West,

and as such discredits the lives and witness of an army

of Polish priests, nuns, and dedicated lay people who

on every continent are bearing witness to the Catholic

faith even as I write. A very interesting study of the

oddly symbiotic relation of Germans and Jews, this is

also a fairly intelligent example of Polonophobia in

which “the Other”, the Pole, is simply created out of

whole cloth, given Russian names, portrayed as a

caricature. Dr. Beckett is capable of considerable

subtlety in some areas, but in others she is brutally

unfair.  How unfortunate, since this is an interesting

book but one in which ideology trumps the complexity

and subtlety of truth.  In this story Dr. Beckett has

created a myth for her grandchildren in which they can

be proud, but she has created it at the expense of other

peoples’ grandchildren who are once again stigmatized

by great untruths. It is a shame that Dr. Beckett and

Ignatius Press have furthered a “big lie” mixed in, as

is sometimes the case, with much perceptive truth.

Some careful, intelligent, and knowledgeable editing

would have helped make this book a tool for mutual

understanding. As it stands, it is largely the same old

treatment of Polish Catholics, myths created by

comfortable and ignorant people thousands of miles

away.     ◊

Bulletin of the Institute

of National Remembrance

No. 4 (111), April 2010 (Topic: Katyƒ). Warsaw:

Institute of National Remembrance (<http://

www.ipn.gov.pl/>www.ipn.gov.pl). ISSN1641 – 9561.

In Polish.

Paweł Styrna

This issue opens with Barbara Polak’s interview

with historians Sławomir Kalbarczyk and Witold

Wasilewski discussing the 1940 Soviet murder of

25,700 Polish military personnel. While historians

know more about Katyƒ now than twenty years ago,

Kalbarczyk rightly observes that “it is difficult to

ascertain whether the current state of our knowledge is

complete and which conclusions can be considered

definitive. We will only gain that knowledge when the

files of the Russian investigation are finally made

accessible. We are only familiar with the contents of

some of the files. The sixty-seven files granted us by

the Russians have not in the least contributed to the

state of our knowledge because the documents are

irrelevant.” The historians also express concern over

the fact that most publications on the Katyƒ Forest

Massacre appearing in post-Soviet Russia are of a

revisionist nature. These range from Yuri Mukhin’s

outright denial of Soviet guilt to more nuanced and

sophisticated “scholarly” attempts to whitewash and

rationalize Bolshevik culpability. These disturbing

trends do not bode well for Polish-Russian

reconciliation in the near future.

Much like the Nazis who told their Jewish victims

that the death trains would merely “deport” them

to the “East,” the Soviets ensured that their Polish

victims would be oblivious to their fate until the very

end.

This is followed by Witold Wasilewski’s article about

Western attitudes toward Katyƒ. These, the historian

argues, have been a function of politics. As the Second

World War raged, the Western Allies refused to accept

Soviet culpability for the crime, and they castigated

Poles for allegedly jeopardizing the unity of the anti-

Axis alliance. However, Western delegates to the

Nurenberg trials defeated the Soviet attempt to pin the

blame on the Germans. During the cold war the political

climate shifted in favor of exposing the truth about

Katyƒ. In 1951–52 the U.S. House of Representatives

launched a Congressional Commission (the Madden

Commission) to investigate the communist atrocity.

The Western Right generally favored commemorating

and publicizing the truth about the massacre. On the

other hand, the Left eschewed the subject for fear of

straining relations with the communist world and

handing political ammunition to the anticommunist

Right. Yet in spite of the fact that not every Westerner

wished to hear the truth about Katyƒ, the West

nevertheless provided a venue to speak the truth freely.

Another article by Wasilewski analyzes the

disinformation techniques employed by the Soviet
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NKVD against their Polish captives. The objective was

to prevent thousands of men slated for execution from

anticipating the Soviet plan, rebelling and/or escaping.

To this end the Bolsheviks disseminated rumors about

possible shipments to Germany, France, or neutral

countries. The Poles were even asked about their

knowledge of foreign languages. The men were also

vaccinated. Toward the end the Poles were also isolated

from lower-level Soviet personnel to avoid leaks. Much

like the Nazis who told their Jewish victims that the

death trains would merely “deport” them to the “East,”

the Soviets ensured that their Polish victims would be

oblivious to their fate until the very end.

 Krzysztof Persak provides a detailed description of

the exhumation work performed during the years 1991–

96 at Katyƒ, Mednoye, and Kharkiv, the three sites

containing the remains of Polish and other victims of

the communists, while Sławomir Kalbarczyk writes

about the so-called Ukrainian List of Katyƒ victims.

This document lists the names of 3,435 Polish citizens

massacred in the Ukrainian SSR in 1940, and it was

presented to the Poles by the Ukrainian Security Service

(Sluzhba Bezpeky) in 1994. Aleksandra Pietrowicz

from the Poznaƒ branch of the IPN emphasizes that

the province of Greater Poland (Wielkopolska) was also

impacted by the mass killing of Polish officers, some

of whom were natives of the region. Marek Klecel tells

the story of the three Polish writers Józef Mackiewicz,

Ferdynand Goetel, and Jan Emil Skiwski who

participated in the German-organized delegation to

Katyƒ in April/May 1943.

Krzysztof Sychowicz describes a resurgent zeal to

commemorate the Katyƒ Forest Massacre in

communist-ruled Poland and the countermeasures

undertaken by the secret police. The effort to preserve

historical memory consisted of two main elements:

services held by Catholic priests and illegal leaflets

disseminated by such organizations as the

Confederation for Independent Poland (KPN) and the

Movement for the Defense of Civic and Human Rights

(ROPCiO). This “reawakening” began in April/May

1980, thereby predating the birth of the Solidarity

movement and undoubtedly paving the road for its rise.

Monika Komaniecka devotes an article to François

Naville, professor of forensic medicine at the

University of Geneva in Switzerland who represented

a neutral state at the German-organized International

Physicians’ Commission in 1943. Afterward he also

testified in front of the Madden Commission in the

United States. Naville was propelled both by a desire

to defend the truth and sympathy for Poland as a

country torn between two powerful and rapacious

neighbors. Grzegorz Kaczorowski, in turn, relates the

testimony of Teofil Rubasiƒski (b. Teofil Dolata), a

forced laborer on a German railroad repair crew

(Bauzug no. 2005), who claims to have discovered the

bodies of Polish officers buried at Katyƒ as early as

1942. Last but not least, Leszek Rysak describes the

International Motorcycle Ride between various burial

sites in Ukraine, Belarus, and the Russian Federation.

Such an event, the author argues, provides a wonderful

opportunity to popularize Katyƒ commemoration.

The April 2010 issue is a helpful resource concerning

the Katyƒ Forest Massacre. The implosion of the Soviet

system helped in discovering more about it. Filling in

the remaining lacunae requires more cooperation from

the governments in Moscow and Minsk. In Poland of

2010 the current governing party is vary of IPN’s

autonomy and fears  that the Kremlin may consider it

provocative. In post-Soviet Russia a neoimperial

obstinacy and a postcommunist version of the

Stockholm Syndrome complement each other. Official

“historical policy” reflects little desire to address the

crimes of communism or to come to grips with wounds

inflicted on the states neighboring the USSR.           ◊
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303 Squadron
The Legendary Battle of Britain

Fighter Squadron

By Arkady Fiedler [1942]. Translated by Jarek

Garlinski, Los Angeles, CA: Aquila Polonica, 2010.

368 pages. Numerous Second World War photographs.

Nine appendices. ISBN 978-1-60772-005-8. Paper.

$21.95.

Adam R. Seipp

There is something endurably and indelibly compelling

about the Battle of Britain.  Despite all of the necessary

historical revision that has punctured and deflated the headier

myths about “The Few” and their role in the course of the

Second World War, the air battles over southern England in

the summer and fall of 1940 retain much of their totemic

power in the history of the twentieth century. If nothing else,

the failure of the German assault on Britain convinced the

British people and a great many onlookers that the Nazi tide

could be turned.

   A considerable number of pilots who flew in British

fighters came from elsewhere.  Britain in 1940 began to

resemble a catchment area for those displaced and exiled
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by the war.  For the more than 1,500 Polish Air Force

personnel who found themselves in Britain, this was

complicated even further by the uncomfortable reality that

they owed their flight to the dual occupation of their country

by the Germans and the Soviets, dictatorships then linked

in a bond of suspicion-laden convenience and later becoming

enemies.

  One of the Poles in Britain during that extraordinary

summer was the noted travel writer Arkady Fiedler. Working

with the government-in-exile Fiedler spent time with a

remarkable squadron of primarily Polish fliers then engaged

in regular and fierce combat against the Luftwaffe.  The result

was Dywizjon 303, published in English in 1943 as Squadron

303. The book was airdropped into Poland late in the war to

be read by partisan detachments, has had a long and

successful history in Poland and is still widely read there.

   Now a new edition and translation of 303 Squadron has

been released by Aquila Polonica.  This new press is

committed to publishing fiction and nonfiction related to

Poland’s experience in the Second World War.  The volume

they produced along with the translator Jarek Garlinski does

a terrific job bringing to life an extraordinary moment in

the history of the war and of Europe’s complex and violent

twentieth century.

   The subject of this book is air combat.  Fiedler was clearly

an avid listener and keen interrogator, speaking to pilots

who were themselves running on little sleep and in constant

danger of death from enemy fire, accidents, and strikes

against their bases.  At the heart of the book lies the crucial

two-week period in early September 1940 when heavy losses

among German bombers finally convinced the Luftwaffe to

switch to less effective nighttime bombing and Hitler to

indefinitely postpone the anticipated invasion of Britain.

   The book’s greatest strength is its account of the war in

air.  The twenty short chapters are mostly self-contained

vignettes about incidents during those difficult weeks.

These stories brim with keen insight into the psychology

and bravery of inveterate risk takers.  “The Cloud,” a story

of a young pilot trying to conceal himself from a German

patrol, is a vivid portrait of the chaos, confusion, terror,

and pain of dogfights in the air above England.

   The political context of the book is never far from the

surface.  In English translation Fiedler clearly intended

his work to convince Britons that Poles were a worthy

ally against Germany, “that [Poles], just as they, believe

in the existence of great human moral values—and that

[they] will neither break [their] word, nor give birth to

Quislings” (199).  This can become a bit overwrought,

as when he describes a pilot as “that unbowed lad from

the Vistula.  .  .  .  He is a symbol of something

indestructible.  His pain and scars, and his sunlit eyes

and smile, are indeed symbols of his victorious, if

wounded, nation” (83).

   The portraits of the pilots are fascinating by themselves.

In the 1943 edition pilots’ names remained concealed for

fear of reprisals against families in Poland. This edition

includes extensive biographical information about a number

of these fliers.  Their birthplaces and early careers tell a

fascinating story about the changing borders of Poland

in the early twentieth century and interwar creation of a

Polish military establishment.  The capsule biographies

at the end of this edition also provide a sobering reminder

of the terrible toll of air combat and training accidents.

Those who survived scattered after the war, some

returning to Poland while others sought new lives in

emigration.  The highest scoring ace of the unit, Witold

Urbanowicz, l ived long enough to return to

postcommunist Poland from the United States to take an

honorary rank in the Polish Air Force.

  This new edition is slightly revised from the 1943

translation and is based on later Polish language editions.

Garlinski deserves great credit for rendering the text into

the kind of spare and muscular English that the military

prose demands.  I also commend Aquila Polonica for the

exceptionally high quality of the book’s production.  They

have included a number of maps and photos that nicely

complement the text and have done so while still making

the book available at a very reasonable price.  Anyone

interested in Poland’s journey through the Second World

War or in the Battle of Britain would do well to add this

to their bookshelf.  I hope that it receives a warm welcome

from the broader reading public who are interested in the

history of airpower and air combat.

   That said, I wish I could recommend this book for

classroom use. It would seem to be an appropriate

supplementary text for undergraduate courses on the Second

World War or Modern Eastern Europe.  However, the volume

badly needs a thorough introductory essay that situates the

story of 303 Squadron  in the broader narrative of the Battle

of Britain, introduces technical issues about aircraft to a

nonspecialist reader, and provides more than a cursory

introduction to the complexities of Polish history during the

interwar period.  Instead, appendices deal with topics like

the “Song of the 303 Squadron” and the history of the Polish

Air Force Colors that are likely of marginal interest to anyone

but enthusiasts.       ◊

More BOOKS
Reflections on the Polish notion of liberty in the works

of Krzysztof Warszewicki and Anonymous  (Krzysztofa

Warszewickiego i Anonima uwagi o wolnoÊci

szlacheckiej) [1587–1598], edited by Krzysztof

Koehler. Latin texts translated by Krzysztof Nowak,

Anonymous text edited by Łukasz Cybulski.

Kraków: Ignatianum-Wydawnictwo WAM

(www.wydawnictwowam.pl), 2010. Humanitas Studia

Kulturoznawcze Series, 7. 448 pages.  Index of names.

ISBN 978-83-7614-073-5 (Ignatianium),  978-83-

7505-675-4 (WAM).  Paper. In Polish.

This book is one of the key political texts of the

sixteenth century. What is the Polish understanding
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of liberty? From today’s perspective, one can say that

it is related to Athenian republicanism and the notion

of a free republic envisaged in The Federalist Papers.

The anonymous author points out that while France,

Italy, or England are richer in material goods than

Poland, they are poorer as regards individual liberty:

what in those countries passes for free living would be

considered slavery in Poland. Indeed, while in England

the monarch decided what religion should prevail in

his country, in Poland such a royal decision would be

impossible to implement owing to the fact that the noble

class (numbering one million people, i.e., not a small

group of privileged aristocrats) had rights and privileges

written into the law. Famously, King Sigismund

Augustus said in his speech to the Sejm in the sixteenth

century: “I am not the king of your consciences.” A

Polish noble could not be arrested at the royal whim,

he could not be persecuted for his religion (Catholic or

Protestant), and he could not be taxed without the

consent of the Sejm or the legislative body.  His

property could not be taken away without legal

warrants.

    The much-longer treatise by Warszewicki shows the

Polish writer’s familiarity with the writings of

Macchiavelli and his ultimate rejection of the Italian’s

vision of the state. The Thomistic vision of liberty

prevailed in Poland during the Renaissance, and it

remains one of the elements of Polish history that Poles

can pridefully remember. Nor does this vision belong

entirely to the past: its core has survived centuries of

political turmoil and is now being returned to—as this

volume amply demonstrates.

The Muscovite Carol (Kol∏da Moskiewska) by Paweł

Palczowski. Edited by Grzegorz Franczak. Warsaw:

Neriton (www.neriton.apnet.edu), 2010. 146 pages.

Index. ISBN 978-83-7543-142-1. Paper. In Polish.

This book is volume 6 of a series of reprints of Old

Polish popular literature edited by Drs. Roman

Krzywy and Radosław GrzeÊkowiak. The series is

meant to acquaint the contemporary reader with the

“second tier” of literary activity in the sixteenth and

seventeenth centuries—works written for entertainment

or those composed for some political occasion. This

“Muscovite Carol” was a lobbying device: it was

written to persuade delegates to the Polish Sejm

(Parliament) that gathered in January 1609 to support

King Sigismund III’s expedition to Moscow. As the

editor of the series states in the preface, the text

promotes colonialism—Polish rather than Russian. The

author tries to convince the MPs that Muscovy is a

great place for Polish colonization and that the time is

right.  While the mission did take place and Poles

occupied Moscow for a while, they clearly did not

anticipate long-term consequences. Eventually they

lost, and the Muscovites took their revenge by a

thousandfold.

    Paweł Palczowski (1570–1609) perished during

King Sigismund’s Muscovy expedition. He was a

courtier and a traveler, and his treatise on the Republic

of Venice testifies to the interest and sympathy the

Polish educated classes felt toward the republican

system of government.

The Diary of Maryna Mniszek’s Guardian as He

Escorted Her to Prince Dmitrii in 1606 (Diariusz drogi

spisanej i róžnych przypadków pociesznych i

žalosnych prowadzàc córk∏ Jerzego Mniszka,

Maryn∏, Dymitrowi Iwanowiczowi w roku 1606), by

Stanisław Niemojewski.  Edited by Roman Krzywy.

Warsaw: Oficyna Wydawnicza Losgraf, 2006. 394

pages.  In Polish.

The Polish-Muscovite confrontation in the early

sixteenth century seen by a simple man who

escorted Dmitrii’s fiancée Maryna Mniszek to Moscow.

OpowieÊci “skolonizowanego/kolonizatora”. W kr∏gu

studiów  postzaležnoÊciowych nad literaturà polskà

XX i XXI wieku (The stories of the colonized/the

colonizer: postcolonial studies in Polish literature of

the twentieth and twenty-first century), by Hanna

Gosk. Kraków: Universitas (www.universitas.com.pl),

2010. 266 pages.  Bibliography, index of of names,

index of topics. Summary in English. ISBN 97883-242-

0911-8. Softcover.

An eminent specialist in contemporary Polish

literature takes on the question that fascinates a

number of scholars in postcommunist Poland: what

methodology should one adopt while speaking of recent

Polish cultural history? This complex book draws on

postmodern works while analyzing the novels of

Tadeusz Konwicki and other texts written under

communism.

Unpredictable past: selected passages from

correspondence with friends (Nepredskazujemoe

proshloe. Vybrannye mesta iz perepiski s druz’iami),

by Semyon Reznik. Sankt-Peterburg: Aleteia, 2010.

399 pages. Index of names. ISBN 978-5-91419-299-

7. Hardcover. In Russian.

The intrepid Russian dissident Semyon Reznik

offers his interpretation of Russian literary life in

the Soviet period and afterward. He demonstrates the

hypocrisy of many Soviet writers starting with Kataev
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and ending with Solzhenitsyn.  He takes on left-wing

journalists and periodicals in the United States, starting

with The Nation and Christopher Hitchens, and ending

with another Russian expatriate (and American

intellectual) Yuri Slezkine. The book incorporates

letters written by the author in response to other

intellectuals’ books and articles. Altogether, Reznik

provides a fascinating and very personal view of select

twentieth-century cultural happenings in the USSR and

the United States.

Raj doczesny komunistów. Dzieje Rosji w XX wieku

(The communist paradise in this world: A history of

Russia in the twentieth century), by Adam

Krzyžanowski.  Introduction by Stanisław Górka,

edited by Stanisław Górka and Mateusz

Matyszkowicz. Kraków: OÊrodek MyÊli Politycznej,

2006. xxviii + 441 pages. Index.  ISBN 978-83-7188-

592-1. In Polish.

Secretly written in the 1950s, this insightful tome

shows that it was possible to correctly assess Soviet

Russia even when all the archives were closed and

critical writing was strictly forbidden. Adam

Krzyzanowski, one of the few survivors of prewar

Polish intelligentsia and a former Sachsenhausen

prisoner, died in 1963. This is the first edition of his

unorthodox work that, we predict, will soon become a

bibliographical rarity.

Adam Mickiewicz’s birthplace in Zaosie (presently

Belarus), as presented in a drawing by Napoleon Orda

(1807–1883). This modest house was owned by

Mickiewicz’s uncle, then bought by the Stypułkowski

family who were expropriated from it by the Russian

government for the family’s participation in the

November 1831 rising.

Pan Tadeusz
by

Adam Mickiewicz (1798–1855)

Book Six
The Genry Village

Argument:
First intimations of the armed foray.

Protazy’s errand.
Robak and the Judge hold counsel on the commonweal.

Protazy’s vain errand continued.
A digression on hemp.

The gentry village of Dobrzyn.
A portrait of Matthias Dobrzynski and his household.

Translated by Christopher A. Zakrzewski

Forlorn of her rosy hue, Dawn crept imperceptibly
out of the raw murk; on her skirts hung the
morning—dim of eye. Day had long since broken,

yet the light was ever so feeble. Fog overhung the earth
like the straw roof of a humble Lithuanian cottage. From
the whiter glow on the eastern horizon, you could tell
where the risen sun was beginning his journey across the
earth; but his march was joyless, and he slumbered on
his way.

Following the sky’s example, life on earth was slow in
stirring. Driven tardily to pasture, the herd caught the
wild hare at their belated breakfast. At the peep of day
the hare usually make for the trees. Today, in the gloom
of the mist, they still nibbled at the chickweed or scraped
holes in the sand in pairs, intent on enjoying the open
air. But with the arrival of the cattle, they scampered back
to the woods.
  Silence reigned in the forest. A bird stirred; yet it piped
no song. Shaking the dew from its plumage, it huddled
closer to the tree, then, tucking its head into its shoulders,
shut its eyes again and waited for the sun. Somewhere by
the edge of a pool there clacked a stork. Crows, drenched
in mist, roosted on the hayricks. Throats agape, they plied
their raucous chatter—a sound as irksome to the farmer
as the prospect of wet weather.
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The field folk had long been astir. The reaper women
struck up their wonted song, dull, plaintive, and dreary
as a rainy day, the more dismal, as the thick fog muted its
strains. The reaping hooks clinked; the meadow clinked
back. A line of mowers, whistling their tune, swished
through the after-grass. At the end of each verse, they
halted to sharpen their blades, beating their mallets in
time. Hidden in the mist they reaped. Only their songs,
scythes, and sickles told of their presence—like an
invisible music.
The overseer sat bored on a sheaf among the harvesters.
Paying no attention to the reaping, he kept turning his
head and looked down at the crossroads where
extraordinary goings-on had drawn his attention.

Since daybreak the highway and roads had been the
scene of unusual traffic. A peasant’s creaking trap flew
past like a post-chase. A britzka rattled by at a full gallop.
Another passed it coming the other way, then another.
From the left, an errand-bound rider sped by. A dozen
more riders thundered up from the right. Everyone was
in a hurry and heading in different directions. What could
this mean? The overseer rose to his feet. He would take a
closer look and find out. Long he stood by the roadside.
But he called out in vain. No one stopped. He could
recognize no one in the fog. Like phantoms the riders
flitted by. Time after time, the thud of iron hoofs and—
stranger still—the rattle of sabers fell upon his ears. All
this both gladdened and terrified the overseer. Though
Lithuania was still at peace, dull rumors of war had long
been circulating—rumors about the French, Dbrowski,
and Napoleon. Could these armed riders be harbingers
of war? Full of expectant hope and eager for news, the
overseer hurried off to report these happenings to the
Judge.

After last night’s quarrel, the manor inmates and guests
had risen in low despondent spirits. In vain the Chief
Steward’s daughter offered to read the women’s fortunes.
Vain her attempts to engage the men in a round of
marriage. No one was in the mood for cards or
amusement. All brooded quietly in their corners. The
men sucked at their pipes. The women plied their knitting
needles. Even the houseflies drowsed.
The Steward, oppressed by this silence, threw down his
flapper and sought out the servants in the kitchen. There
the shouts of housekeeper, the threats and smacks of the
cook, and the din of the kitchen boys better satisfied his
craving for noise. Gradually the steady roll of the roasting
spits lulled him into a pleasant state of drowsiness.

Since early morning the Judge had been busy writing
in his study. All the while, Protazy sat waiting for him on
the grass embankment under the window. At length,
having drafted his writ of summons, the Judge called him
in and read out his complaint against the Count. He
detailed the outrage the latter had perpetrated upon his
honor and the scurrilous words he had used. Against
Gerwazy he laid charges of wanton destruction and bodily
harm. Both men he cited before the magistrates’ court
for their insults and the cost of the legal action. The
summons had to be served this very day, in person, by
word of mouth, before the sun went down.
On seeing the document the Sergeant at Arms pricked
up his ears and stretched out his hand. His demeanor
was solemn; and though he rose to his feet slowly, his
elation was such that he could have leapt for joy. The
very thought of forensic action set his blood astir. He
recalled the old days when, on the promise of a generous
retainer, he would brave bruises to serve a summons. So,
after a lifetime of fighting wars, a legless veteran lies in
his hospital bed. But let him hear the sound of a distant
bugle or drum and, starting up, he cries out with a sleepy
yell, “Thrash the Muscovites!” then peg-legs it out of the
ward so fast that a youth is hard put to keep up with
him.

Protazy hastened to put on his dress. Neither robe nor
tunic would do today; that garb was strictly for solemn
sessions of the court. Errands such as this called for a
different get-up altogether: loose riding breeches, a coat
with skirts that could be buttoned up or lowered to the
knees, and a cap with folding ear-flaps tied over the head
by a string—worn up in good, and down in dirty weather.
Thus appareled, he seized a cane and set out on foot. A
Sergeant at Arms before a lawsuit is like a scout before a
battle; circumstances force him to go about in a variety
of costumes and guises.
It was just as well that he had hurried off, for he would
have taken brief comfort in the summons. Already a new
strategy was being plotted at the Manor. A preoccupied
Father Robak suddenly dropped in on the Judge.

“Judge,” he said, “this mistress aunt of ours, this giddy-
brained flirt, Telemena, spells trouble. When Jacek
confided our poor little Sophie to her care, it was with
the understanding that she was a worthy woman who
knew the ways of the world. But all she seems to do is
muddy the waters and engage in intrigues. She is making
eyes at Tadeusz. (I keep a close watch on her.) Perhaps
she has designs on the Count as well, or even both at
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once. We must think how to remove her, for her actions
may lead to all manner of gossip, bad blood, and strife
among our youngsters, which in turn may hinder your
legal deliberations.”

“Deliberations?” exclaimed the Judge with unwonted
passion. “Enough of deliberations! I have finished with
them; broken off all parley.”

“What? Have you taken leave of your senses? Where is
your head? What are you babbling about? Not another
quarrel?”

“No fault of mine,” rejoined the Judge, “as will come
to light in due course. That pompous fool of a Count
and his scoundrel Gerwazy were the cause of it. But that
is for the court to decide. Too bad you did not dine with
us at the castle or I should be calling on you as a witness
to the gross affront he dealt me.”

“Why in God’s name did you go there!” exclaimed
Robak. “You know I cannot abide that place. Never will
I set foot in those ruins again! Another quarrel! God
forgive us! Tell me what happened. The matter will have
to be put right. As if I had not enough of this silliness.
Weightier affairs rest on my shoulders than appeasing
squabbling parties. But once again I shall bring you to
terms.”

“Terms!” broke in the Judge, stamping his foot. “What
do you mean? You and your terms can go to the devil!
The nerve of the monk! Treat him nicely and he thinks
he can lead you by the nose. A Soplica, sir, does not take
kindly to terms. We sue to win. Many a time we sat out
a lawsuit only to win it after six generations. I was foolish
enough to follow your advice and file a third appeal with
the boundary court. No more arbitration. No more, I
say! No, sir! No, sir! No, sir! (And pacing the floor, he
punctuated each shout with a stamp of his foot.) “Besides,
after last night’s outrages, the Count must either beg my
pardon or grant me satisfaction!”

“But my dear Judge! Think of poor Jacek when he hears
of this. Why, he will be driven to despair! Have the
Soplicas not caused enough grief in the castle? My dear
brother! The very thought of that awful incident wrings
my heart. You know yourself how, after Targowica, they
seized a portion of the castle grounds and awarded it to
your brother; and how he, repenting of his sin, had to
pledge upon condition of absolution to make full
reparation. To this end, he took it upon himself to raise
and educate poor little Sophie, the Horeszko heiress. Dear
has it cost him! To wed Sophie with Tadeusz has been his
abiding dream—to unite the disaffected houses and so
to restore with honor what the Soplicas plundered.”

    “I had nothing to do with it!” retorted the Judge hotly.
“I never knew Jacek, or so much as laid eyes on him. I
know almost nothing of his freebooting days, for I was
still learning rhetoric at the Jesuit school at the time. Later,
while serving as the Governor’s page, I was awarded the
estate. I accepted it without question. Jacek bade me take
Sophie in. I took her, reared her, fretted over her future.
. . But enough of this woman’s talk. And then, to crown
all, this Count shows up from God knows where. And
with what claim to the castle? Why, you know yourself,
my friend, that he has barely a drop of Horeszko blood
in his veins. And he is to insult me? And I am to talk
terms with him?”

“Come now, brother,” rejoined the priest, “there are
compelling reasons! Remember how Jacek was all set to
have the lad go for a soldier and then kept him back in
Lithuania? Why? Because he reckoned Tadeusz would be
of greater service to our country at home! You must have
heard the rumors of which I have frequently been the
principal initiator. Well, now is the time to make it all
plain. The hour has come! Momentous things, dear
brother! War is upon us. The war for Poland, my brother!
We shall be Poles again! War is certain! When I set out
on my secret mission here, the army advance posts already
stood on the banks of the Niemen. At this very moment
Bonaparte is mustering the largest array the world has
ever seen or history recorded. The entire Polish army is
marching with the French. Our Poniatowski, our
Dabrowski, and our white eagle standards! Even now they
are on the move. Napoleon has merely to give the word
and they will cross the Niemen, and our country, dear
brother, rises out of the ashes!”

Without a word the Judge removed his glasses, folded
them, then stared at the monk. Tears welled up in his
eyes. And heaving a heavy sigh, he flung himself on the
Bernadine’s neck.

“My good Robak!” he cried. “Can it really be true? My
good Robak,” he said again. “Can it really be true? All
those dashed hopes! Do you remember? ‘Bonaparte’s on
the move!’ they tell us. And we wait for him. ‘He has
reached the Kingdom!’ they say. ‘He has beaten the
Prussian. He is coming!’ And what does he do? Sign the
Treaty of Tilsit! So, can it really be true? Are you not
imagining it?”

“As God is in Heaven it is true.”
“Then blest the lips that bear these tidings!” cried the

Judge, raising his hands. “You shall not regret your errand,
Robak; neither shall your abbey. Two hundred of my
choice muttons are now at its disposal. Yesterday you took
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a shine to my chestnut mare and praised my bay. This
very day they shall stand in your quester’s wagon. Ask
whatever you please this day. I will refuse nothing! Only
please, touching this whole affair with the Count, say no
more. He slighted my honor. I have served him a
summons. It wouldn’t do to back out now.”

The astonished monk wrung his hands and stared
fixedly at the Judge.

“So,” he replied, shrugging his shoulders, “while
Napoleon brings freedom to Lithuania and the world
trembles in its boots, you still have lawsuits on your mind?
After all I have told you, you are going to sit idly by,
arms folded, when action is called for?”

“Action?” queried the Judge. “What kind of action?”
“Have you not read it in my eyes? Still no promptings

in your heart? Oh, my brother! If you have a drop of
Soplica blood in your veins, consider but this. The French
strike from the front? Well, suppose we stir up a popular
insurrection in the rear. What say you to that? Let
Lithuania’s heraldic charger snort again. Let the Bear of
Zhmudz roar once more! Oh! Were but a thousand
men—nay, five hundred!—to attack the Muscovite from
behind, an uprising would spread through Lithuania like
wildfire. What if we seized Moscow’s guns and standards
and went as victors to meet our country’s deliverers? We’d
march up, and Bonaparte, seeing our lances, would ask,
‘Whose troops are these?’—‘Insurrectionists, Your
Imperial Highness! Lithuania’s militia!’ we’d yell back—
‘Who leads you?’ he’d ask. ‘Judge Soplica!’ we’d say. Oh,
who then would breathe a word of Targowica! As long as
the Ponary Heights stand and the Niemen flows, so long
shall the people of Lithuania exalt the bearer of the Soplica
name! Every son and grandson of Jagiello’s city will point
and say, ‘There goes Soplica of that noble family that
fathered the Uprising!’”

“Never mind what people will say!” rejoined the Judge.
“The world’s praise means nothing to me. God knows I
am innocent of my brother’s sins. I was never one to
meddle in politics. I work in my study and till my acres.
Still, I am a nobleman and should be glad to clear my
family’s name. And, being a Pole, I should be equally
glad to serve my country—cost it my very life.
Swordsmanship has never been my forte, though I have
thrashed a few in my time. Everyone knows how, during
Poland’s last gathering of the diets, I challenged and
wounded the two Buzwik brothers, who. . . but let that
pass! So what think you? Do we take the field? Mustering
riflemen will be no trouble. We have no shortage of
powder. Our parish priest keeps a field-piece or two in

the rectory. I recall Jankiel saying that he keeps lance-
heads in store at the tavern and that we were welcome to
use them in time of need. Whole crates of them he
smuggled in from Königsberg! All ready for mounting! I
shall go now and fetch them. We’ll whittle up shafts in a
jiffy. Of swords we have plenty. Our noblemen will mount
up; and with my nephew and myself at the head—well,
we will do our best!”

“O noble Polish blood!” cried the Bernardine, deeply
moved, throwing his arms around the Judge’s shoulders.
“O worthy son of the Soplicas! God charges you with
the task of wiping clean your errant brother’s sins. I have
always esteemed you highly, but from this moment I love
you like a brother. We shall make every preparation, aye,
but now is not the time to take the field. I myself shall
inform you of the hour and place. This I know: the Czar
has dispatched emissaries to Napoleon to sue for peace.
War has not yet been declared, but Prince Joseph has
heard from Monsieur Bignon (a member of Napoleon’s
Imperial Council) that nothing will come of these talks,
and that war is certain. So the Prince sent me here to
scout out the land with orders that, upon Napoleon’s
arrival, Lithuania should stand ready to declare her wish
to be reunited with her sister, the Crown—that the
Commonwealth may be restored.

“In the meantime, my brother, we must come to terms
with the Count. I know! He is a strange soul, a bit of a
dreamer, but he is young and honest and an honorable
Pole. We need such men as he. Dreamers can be very
useful in revolutionary times. I know this from experience.
Even fools are useful so long as they are honest souls and
led by men of prudence. The Count enjoys respect among
the nobility. If he were to rise, he would stir up the entire
district. Knowing how rich he is, every gentleman will
say, ‘It is a sure thing, since even the lords are up in arms.
Where do I sign up?’”

“Let him come to me first!” rejoined the Judge. “Let
him come here. Let him beg for my pardon. I am his
senior in years and hold an office! As to the lawsuit, the
court of arbitration—”

The Bernardine slammed the door behind him.
“Pleasant journey!” called out the Judge after him.
The priest leapt into his wagon, cracked his whip, stung

the horses’ haunches with the traces; the wagon started
forward and vanished into the fog. Now and then a grey
cowl could be seen above the mist like a vulture soaring
over the clouds.
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Meanwhile the Sergeant at Arms had already reached
the Count’s estate. As a wily fox, lured by the smell of
bacon fat, pads swiftly toward his goal, but, mindful of
the huntsman’s ruses, halts every few steps, sits up, and,
lofting his brush in the air, waves it like a fan over his
nostrils as though inquiring of the breeze if the meat is
poisoned; so Protazy swung off the road, circled the
meadow around the mansion and, twirling his cane in
his hand, halted periodically, as if spying a cow in distress.
Thus maneuvering, he came to a halt at the garden. Then,
stooping down, he made a sudden dash forward as if
pursuing a corncrake and, having cleared the fence, dived
into the hemp.

Both man and beast find a measure of security in this
dense, odorous patch of vegetation encircling the house.
Wild hare, sprung from the cabbage patch, take refuge
in the hemp, for hemp provides safer cover than a copse.
Once ensconced in this thick and pungent herbage, the
hare fears no greyhound; nor can the bloodhound sniff
him out. In the hemp the house servant can escape the
lash or fist and lie low until his master simmers down.
Even the peasantry, fleeing the draft, find refuge in the
hemp, while the government officials go combing the
forest after them. That is why, during a battle, or a raid,
or a requisition drive, both sides take such great pains to
occupy the hemp ground, for it stretches right up to the
front of the house; while, in the rear, it often extends to
where the hop begins. Thus the hemp ground provides
the warring parties with suitable cover for an attack or
retreat.

Protazy, brave soul though he was, was not altogether
without fear. The scent of the hemp brought back
memories of his many previous excursions. In every case,
the hemp patch had borne witness to his pains. Like the
time the nobleman from Telsz (Dzindolet by name) put
a pistol to his, Protazy’s, breast and bade him crawl under
the table and bark out the served summons like a dog.
That was one time Protazy had had to leg it into the
hemp. Then there was the time the proud and insolent
Wolodkowicz—scourge of the regional diets and disrupter
of court sessions—seized the writ from his hand, tore it
to shreds, then, stationing two cudgel-bearing haiduks
at the door, poised his naked rapier over Protazy’s head
and roared, “Either I run you through or you eat these
scraps!” Being the prudent soul that he was, Protazy went
through the motions of chewing, inched his way toward
the window, then took a header into the hemp.

True, greeting a summons with a sword or whip was
no longer customary in Lithuania (indeed, only rarely

had the Sergeant of Arms been so abused); but Protazy
could not have known of this change of custom, for he
had not served a writ in a good many years. Although he
was always keen to go and constantly pressed the Judge
to send him, he was always refused out of regard for his
advanced years. Today, the matter being urgent, the Judge
had accepted his offer to deliver the summons.

Protazy looked around and listened intently. Not a
sound to be heard. Cautiously he thrust his arms into
the hemp, parted the thicket of stalks and, like a fisherman
diving into the water, plunged unseen through the
vegetation. He raised his head. Not a sound. He crept up
to the windows. Still no sound. He took a peep inside
the mansion. Not a soul about. Heart a-flutter, he stepped
onto the veranda and pushed the door open. Like an
enchanted castle the house stood empty. Seizing the
moment, Protazy whipped out the summons and with a
loud voice proceeded to read out its burden. A footfall
fell on his ear. His heart leapt to his mouth. He was all
set to make a dash for it, when, to his great relief, the
familiar figure of Robak appeared in the doorway. Both
men stood there greatly surprised.

Clearly the Count and his entire retinue had left the
house—and in a hurry too, for the door was ajar. You
could see the Count had been busy collecting arms.
Double-barreled shotguns and sporting pieces lay
scattered over the floor. All around lay ramrods and gun-
cocks, locksmith’s tools for mending firearms and powder
and paper for making cartridges. Could he have taken
his entire household on a hunting expedition? But then
why the side arms? For here lay a rusty hiltless saber, there,
a sword minus its knot. Evidently they had been choosing
weapons from this pile of  junk and even dipped into
their store of obsolete arms. Robak took a moment to
examine the harquebuses and broadswords then went off
to reconnoiter the grounds, to seek out the servants and
discover the Count’s whereabouts. Eventually he found
two old women in the deserted farmyard. They informed
him that the Count and his men had ridden out, heavily
armed, to the village of Dobrzyn.

Now Dobrzyn was famed throughout Lithuania for
the courage of its men and comeliness of its womenfolk.
At one time it had been a thriving, populous village.
When King Jan Sobieski mustered the general militia
“under the twigs,” the Ensign-Keeper supplied His
Majesty with six hundred fully armed knights from
Dobrzyn alone. Now the clan had shrunk and grown
poor. In former days they had prospered well, biding in
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the manors of lords, serving in the army, mounting raids,
and taking part in the regional diets. Now they were
forced to shift for themselves, toiling like indentured serfs;
only they never wore the peasant’s caftan, wearing instead
a black-striped capote and, on Sundays, the broad-sleeved
nobleman’s robe. Even the poorest of their women wore
distinctive garb. Eschewing the peasant woman’s beaded
vest, they went about in drill or percale. When grazing
their cattle, they wore leather, not birch-bast, shoes, and
when reaping, and even spinning, they always wore gloves.

The people of Dobrzyn differed from their Lithuanian
brethren in their language, stature, and physiognomy.
Pure Polish blood ran in their veins. All had raven-black
hair, high foreheads, dark eyes, and aquiline noses. This
ancient clan hailed from the region of Dobrzyn in
Mazovia; and though they had put down roots in
Lithuania four centuries ago, they still preserved their
Mazovian speech and manners. When christening their
young, they invariably chose the name of one of the
Crown’s patron saints, Bartholomew or Matthias. The
son of Matthias was baptized Bartholomew, the son of
Bartholomew, Matthias. The women were christened
either Catherine or Maryna. To distinguish one from the
other, men and women resorted to nicknames deriving
from some attribute or defect. Sometimes, as a token of
his fellows’ scorn or esteem, a man received more than
one nickname. The same gentleman might go by one
name in Dobrzyn and another in the neighboring village.
Other minor noblemen of the district would take after
the Dobrzynskis and resort to nicknames as well; only
they called them bynames. Almost every clan makes use
of nicknames now, and few are aware that the custom
began in Dobrzyn. But there the usage served a purpose,
while in the rest of the country the custom arose out of
silly imitation.

Thus, Matthias Dobrzynski, the chieftain of the clan,
had originally been styled Cock o’ the Steeple. Later, during
the rising of seventeen-ninety-four, they christened him
Hipsmiter. Among his own folk he went by the appellation
of Little King, while the Lithuanian gentry called him
Matthias of Matthiases.

As Matthias presided over the people of Dobrzyn, so
his cottage, standing between the tavern and the church,
presided over the village. You could tell that it was rarely
visited and that impoverished gentry folk dwelt there.
There was no gate. The garden stood unfenced. Unsowed
by hand, it was overgrown with birch saplings. Yet the
cottage had every appearance of being the village capital,
for it was better constructed than the other cottages, and
more sprawling. The right wing, housing the parlor, was

built of brick. Hard by stood the lumber house, the
granary, barn, cowshed, and stables—all clustered
together as was common among our minor gentry.
Everything looked extraordinarily old and dilapidated.
The cottage roof shone green, as if sheeted with tin; in
fact, it was overgrown with moss and grasses as rank as
prairie herbage. The straw roofs of the granaries looked
like hanging gardens. All kinds of plant life flourished
there: stinging nettle, crimson crocus, yellow mullein,
and the gaudy-brushed amaranth. Birds of every kind
nested there: pigeons in the loft, swallows in the windows;
and in the untrodden grass by the front door, tame rabbits
scratched and frisked about. In a word, the cottage had
every appearance of a rambling birdcage or rabbit hutch.

And yet the place had once been the scene of battles!
Everywhere you could see signs of the frequent fierce
attacks that had been mounted there. An old cannonball
the size of a child’s head lay rusting in the grass by the
gate—a relic of the Swedish Wars. Once it had taken the
place of a rock to keep the gate-leaf open. In the yard, on
unhallowed ground, among the weeds and wormwood,
there moldered a dozen wooden crosses: grim reminders
that there lay buried men who had been visited by a
sudden and violent death. Anyone caring to look closely
at the cottage, lumber house or granary would see that
the walls were riddled from top to bottom with what
looked like insect boreholes. Ensconced in each of these
little cavities was a bullet—like a black bee slumbering
in its earthy cell.
    The knobs, studs, and hooks of every door had been
severed off or gouged by a sword-stroke. Evidently the
temper of Sigismund steel had been tested here: steel so
hard you could smite the head off a nail with ease or cut
through a hook without nicking the blade. Mounted over
the lintel, partially obscured by shelves of cheeses and
plastered up with swallows’ nests, stood the Dobrzyn coat
of arms.

Like ancient arsenals, the house, stable, and coach-
house were filled with pieces of armor of every description.
From the cottage roof hung four prodigious helmets—
formerly adornments of martial brows, now home to
Aphrodite’s birds, the doves. Here the purring pigeon fed
his unfledged squabs. In the stable, over the manger, there
hung an enormous open hauberk and a ring-mail corselet.
These articles served as a fodder-rack from which the
stable boy forked clover to the young colts. In the kitchen
lay several rapiers, tempered in the hearth by the impious
maid who used them as roasting spits. A horsetail
ensign—booty plundered from the Turk at Vienna—
served as a besom for sweeping the grain. In a word, Mars
had ceded the field to frugal Ceres. Together with
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Pomona, Flora, and Vortumnus, she presided over
Matthias’s house, stable, and granary. Alas! Today these
deities must yield sway again. Mars had returned.

At the crack of dawn a dispatch bearer galloped into
Dobrzyn. He rode from house to house, as if rousing the
villagers for their turn of statute labor. The gentry brethren
rose from their beds and poured out into the streets. The
tavern rang with shouts, the rectory window blazed with
candlelight. Everywhere people ran about. What could
this mean? they wondered. The elders held council; the
youth saddled their horses. The women held tightly to
their boys. The youngsters struggled to break free. All
were raring to up and fight without the slightest notion
of whom they were to fight or for what. Like it or not,
stay home they must. A long, crowded, and terribly unruly
meeting took place in the rectory. At last, unable to come
to any agreement, they decided to refer the entire matter
to their old patriarch, Matthias.

Matthias had seen three-score summers and twelve; He
was a sprightly old man of small stature—a former Bar
Confederate. Friend and foe knew him for his curved
saber of damascene steel with which he could chop up a
pike or bayonet like chaff. This prodigious weapon he
had jokingly christened The Switch. He quit the
Confederates and, siding with the Crown, stood with
Tyzenhaus, Lithuania’s Under-Treasurer; but when the
King took Targowica’s part, he deserted the royal cause.
Thus, his changing allegiances gave rise to the nickname
Cock o’ the Steeple. Like a weathervane he turned his
standard to the wind. There was no fathoming his
turncoat ways. Perhaps he was over-fond of war. Defeated
on one side, he sought his fortunes on the other. Or
perhaps he was merely a shrewd observer of the spirit of
the times, crossing to whichever side he saw as tending
to the advantage of his country. Who knew? One thing
was certain. He was never swayed by a desire for personal
glory or paltry gain; nor did he ever side with the Czarist
cause. The very sight of a Muscovite made him foam and
froth at the mouth. After the last partition of his country,
he kept out of sight, biding at home like a bear sucking
on his paw in his den.

The last action he had seen was with Oginski in Wilno,
where both had served under Jasinski. There he and
Switch performed wondrous feats of valor. Everyone knew
how he alone had leapt off Praga’s ramparts to go to the
aid of Pociej, who, having received twenty-three wounds,
had been left on the battlefield. All of Lithuania gave
them up for lost. But the pair returned, their bodies
pierced through like sieves. Pociej, an upright man, sought

to reward Dobrzynski handsomely after the war. He
offered him a farmstead with five houses for life along
with an annuity of a thousand zBotys in gold. But
Matthias wrote back to him, saying, “Let Pociej be
Matthias’s debtor, not Matthias Pociej’s!” He refused the
farmstead, declined the gold, and went home to toil by
the sweat of his brow. There he built beehives, concocted
potions for the cattle, snared partridge for the county
fair, and hunted for game.

    Dobrzyn was home to many wise elders versed in Latin
and jurisprudence. Many of these sages were far better
off than Matthias. Yet of the entire clan, Matthias—a
poor, simple old man—was the most highly respected,
not only as the celebrated wielder of The Switch, but also
as a man of good sense and solid views. He was conversant
with his nation’s history and his clan’s traditions, held his
own in law, was skilled in husbandry, and knew the
hunter’s and apothecary’s craft. Folk even ascribed to him
knowledge of extraordinary and supernatural events
(which the parish priest sternly disclaimed). At the very
least, he was keenly attuned to atmospheric changes and
could predict the weather better than any farmer’s
almanac. Small wonder that when it came to matters such
as when to sow the crops, or dispatch the barges, or harvest
the corn, whether to launch an court action or seek
terms—none of this was undertaken in Dobrzyn without
first seeking Matthias’s advice. Not that the old timer
actively sought out such influence; indeed, he would
dearly be rid of it. He would huff at his clients. Most
times he would say nothing and push them out the door.
He seldom imparted advice, and then not just to anyone.
Only when it came to settling the most pressing disputes
and disagreements did he express his opinion when
asked—and then only in the most laconic terms.

All counted on Matthias to take the matter in hand
today. They felt sure he would place himself at the head
of an armed foray, for since his youth he had loved a
good brawl; and he was a sworn foe of theMuscovite race.

At this moment Matthias was shuffling about his
deserted yard, humming snatches of When Early Breaks
the Dawn. He was glad the day was clearing. The fog,
not lifting in the usual manner and forming clouds, was
actually sinking to the earth. A faint breeze reached out
its hand and, stroking the mist, smoothed and spread it
out over the fields. Meanwhile, the sun broke through
from above with a thousand rays, enduing the mist with
tints of gold, silver, and crimson. So a pair of masters
fashion the gold-fibered sashes of Sluck: a maid sits under
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the web, threading silk on the looms and smoothing the
surface with her hand, while the weaver lowers down
strands of purple, silver, and gold, creating brilliant flower
motifs; even so the breeze wove its web of vapors over
the earth, while the sun embroidered it.

Matthias stood warming himself in the sun. He had
said his prayers and was setting about his domestic chores.
Gathering an armful of grass and leaves, he sat down in
front of his house and whistled. At once a host of rabbits
leapt from their holes. Their long ears, like white daffodils
springing up from the grass, shone white; their eyes
glistened like blood-red rubies beading the velvet green
cushion of the sward. Cocking their ears they sat up and
looked about. At last, lured by the cabbage leaves, the
entire little flock of furballs scampered toward Matthias.
To his very feet they hopped, then up on his lap and
shoulders. The old man—himself as white as a rabbit—
loved to have them flock around him. And so, stroking
their warm furry bodies with one hand and scooping up
millet seed from his hat with the other, he scattered the
grain over the grass for the sparrows. At once a noisy
throng dropped from the cottage eaves.

The old man was thus taking pleasure in their banquet,
when the rabbits suddenly bolted for their holes; with a
flutter of wings the startled birds returned to the eaves. A
party of new guests walked smartly into the yard. A
delegation had arrived from the rectory to seek Matthias’s
advice.
     “Praised be the Lord Jesus Christ!” they greeted him
from a distance with low bows.

“Now and forever, amen” came Matthias’s reply.
On learning of the party’s pressing business, he ushered

them into his cottage. They filed in and seated themselves
on the bench. The leading delegate stood up among them
and began to present the matter. Meanwhile, more and
more of the nobility arrived. Most of them were Dobrzyn-
folk, but there were also a good many neighbors from
the surrounding villages. Some were armed, some not.
Some arrived in traps, some in britzkas. Others came
mounted, still others on foot. They drew up their carts,
hitched their rigs to the young birch trees and, burning
with curiosity over the progress of the talks, began to
mill about the house. The parlor being now filled, they
crowded into the entranceway. Others, thrusting their
heads through the open window, listened intently.

(to be continued in the next issue)
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Announcements and Notes
The Długosz Prize

The Rev. Jan Długosz (1415–80) wrote Annals or

Chronicles of the Famous Kingdom of Poland and

many other works.The University of Gdaƒsk profes-

sor of history, Mieczysław Nurek, received the annual

Jan Długosz Prize this year. The Prize consists of a

small bronze stature of King Bolesław Chrobry and a

check for Zl30,000 (ca. $12,000). It was awarded in

Kraków for Nurek’s book Gorycz zwyci∏stwa. Los

polskich Sił Zbrojnych na Zachodzie po drugiej wojnie

Êwiatowej, 1945–1949 (The bitterness of victory: the

fate of the Polish armed forces in western Europe,1945–

1949). The book was published by the University of

Gdaƒsk Press.
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Summer Study in Poland

The University of Wisconsin-Milwaukee announces its

2011 annual Summer Study program in Poland at the

John Paul II Catholic University of Lublin. The five-

week Polish language course (July 2-August 8) includes

100 hours of instruction at beginning, intermediate or

advanced lavers, plus lectures of Polish culture and

sightseeing.  Cost estimate: $2,686, including tuition,

room, and board, and 5 UWM credits, plus round air

trip transportation Chicago-Warsaw-Chicago.  The

program is open to students and the general public.

   Also being offered are two, three, and four-week

courses as well as two, three, four, and five-week

intensive and highly intensive courses of Polish

language in July and August.

   For information and application materials contact

Professor Michael J. Mikos, Department of Foreign

Languages and Literatures, University of Wisconsin-

Milwaukee, Milwaukee, WI 53201 (414) 229-4151 or

4948, fax (414) 229-2741,  e-mail: mikos@uwm.edu,

or see   <www.lrc.uwm.edu/tour/>.
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