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The crumbling of the humanities

In the summer 2010 issue of

Modern Age, its editor R.V.

Young notes that over the lifetime

of humanities professors now

approaching retirement, humanities

at American universities evolved

from being a treasure house of

memory to a means of weakening

communal memory. Novels and

poems used to be read as records of

times past and verbal expressions of

human passions and desires. Works

of history were treated as attempts

to find out wie es eigentlich

gewesen, although Ranke himself

could be contested in his brutally

biased account of Teutonic dealings

with Germany‘s eastern neighbors.

Nevertheless, the principles and

assumed goals of research were

clear and sources could be rationally

contested.  Practically anyone could

understand texts of even the most

prominent teachers of history and

literature.

   Today scholarly texts are written

in a language understandable only

to a handful of readers who have

mastered the same “secret

knowledge.” The focus of research

has likewise shifted—certain

minorities became almost central to

the study of humanities, while

mainstream society, its struggles

and achievements, its glories and

tragedies faded from view. “Men’s

history” has largely been replaced

by “women’s history” as if the two

genders had little in common. The

social margin has been pushed to the

center of research, while the

previous center faded from view.

The acknowledged masters of

literature are not taught, while

contemporary writers with a

“correct” ideological agenda are.

Thus both the change of topics and

the new language conspire to make

humanistic studies more and more

irrelevant to the student eager to

imbibe memory of the past. Our

observations indicate that to recruit

one major in gender studies or

minority studies takes several times

more  money than it used to take to

recruit a major in the masterpieces

of European literature.

  Economically, 2011 is a tough

year. Cuts in salaries, employment,

and grants are evident everywhere,

including the humanities. Entire

departments and schools are losing

funding. The outcry of those who

are affected is loud and clear:

professors know how to complain

if their jobs are being eliminated.

They start nationwide campaigns to

save their chairs.

  However, as one looks at the

courses these professors have taught

or publications that paved their way

to the top, one wonders whether

they made a real contribution to the

common good. Perhaps their

disappearance is necessary in order

for the new humanities to be born?Δ

Our Take
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Sarmatian Review

Literary Award

<Staropolska.pl>, an e-library for Old Polish Lit-

erature, offers access to works ranging from the

Middle Ages through Renaissance to Baroque. It

is updated on a weekly basis. All genres are repre-

sented.  A sizeable section consists of English trans-

lations. The spiritus movens behind Staropolska.pl

is Professor Roman Mazurkiewicz of Kraków

Pedagogical University, a remarkable scholar in

his own right and author of many books on medi-

eval and Renaissance topics. He is the winner of

the 2011 Sarmatian Review Literary Award. The

award consists of a wooden plaque and a check

for $1,000.00. The inscription on the plaque reads:

2011

Sarmatian Review

Literary Award

is given to

Professor Roman Mazurkiewicz

of Kraków Pedagogical University

for scholarly excellence

in founding and  developing the website

Staropolska.pl  (Polish literature of the Middle

Ages, Renaissance, and Baroque)

Polish Institute of Houston

More on <Staropolska.pl>

<Staropolska.pl> is an academic and educational

project on early Polish literature. The main part of

the project comprises an e-library of classical Pol-

ish writings and a collection of scholarly studies

on the subject. The Contexts section includes texts

and commentaries on history, philosophy, religion,

and art in Poland from the eleventh to the eigh-

teenth centuries. In the Tradition section readers

will find a selection of materials on Ancient and

Biblical culture, the European Middle Ages, the

Renaissance, and the Baroque. The Links section

provides access to the most important libraries and

Web sites worldwide dealing with related issues.

The Translation section presents translations of Old

Polish writings. The Bibliography section lists re-

cent publications on Old Polish literature, and the

Events section provides information on academic

conferences and meetings. An integral part of the

undertaking is the ongoing project of the Old Pol-

ish Dictionary presently comprising 3,500 entries

and the only online lexicon of Old Polish to date.

<Staropolska.pl> was created in April 2000 in

Kraków as a private project designed by Dr. Ro-

man Mazurkiewicz and Mariusz Górniak, M.A. It

is a nonprofit enterprise. Its goal is to promote and

provide access to the canon of early Polish cul-

ture, presented in the context of Ancient, Biblical,

and European tradition. The e-library contains texts

that are often unavailable in smaller libraries, even

though they are essential to the teaching of Polish

culture in secondary schools and in humanities

departments of universities. The Staropolska Web

site is used by scholars worldwide, as attested by

entries in the visitors’ book and by reviews, refer-

ences, and notes on related foreign Web sites, e.g.,

Oxford University’s Humbul or the Italian Reti

Medievali. The textual resources of the project are

referred to in Bibliotheca Augustana <http://

www.fh-augsburg .de /~harsch /po lon ica /

p_auxil.html>, while transcriptions of medieval

texts included in Staropolska have been used in

the Italian project Intra Text Digital Library <http:/

/www.intratext.com/>. All materials included in the

Staropolska project are protected by copyright.

With the authors’ permission, they may be copied

and used for academic and educational purposes.

Contemporary Poland has a great need of precisely

the kind of initiative displayed by Professor

Mazurkiewicz. He is also the kind of scholar for

whom the Sarmatian Review Award seems to have

been custom made: a scholar who does not need

government grants to create works of value. The

worldwide success of <Staropolska.pl> shows

that perseverance and dedication do pay.
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Sarmatian Review Data
Increase in bureaucracy and indebtedness under the Civic Platform (PO) government in Poland

Increase in the number of public employees in various offices of the Tusk government, as compared to the

previous (Kaczyƒski) government: 60,000 persons.

Public debt size as of December 2010: 755 billion zloties.

The cost of servicing the public debt (i.e., interest paid to lenders) vs. the total amount of taxes paid by privately

owned enterprises and industries in Poland: the first is larger than the second.

Anticipated results during 2011 elections to the Sejm: businessmen will cease to vote for PO who turned out to

be unfriendly to business, and will instead vote for SLD (postcommunist party that has a proven record of

friendliness to business) or Polska Jest Najwažniejsza (a splinter group from Jarosław Kaczyƒski’s PiS).
Source: Marek Goliszewski, President of the Business Centre Club in Poland, in an interview titled

 “Biznes nie chce juž głosowaç na PO,” Rzeczpospolita, 26 December 2010.

Increase in Polish GDP in 2010

Growth of Polish GDP in 2010: 3.8 percent, or 0.8 percent more than the state budget  had anticipated and 0.5

percent more than the National Bank of Poland anticipated.

Source: Michał Pawlak in Donosy, no. 5168 (28 January 2011).

Poland and the United States in an OECD education test

Ranking of Poland and the United States in Science: Poland, 19 (508 points), United States, 23 (502 points);

Reading: Poland, 15 (500), United States, 17 (500); Math: Poland, 26 (495 points), United States, 32 (487

points).

Winners in Science: Shanghai, China (575 points); Reading: Shanghai, China (556 points); Math: Shanghai,

China (600 points).

Number of countries ranked: 65.

Source: New York Times, 7 December 2010 (http://www.nytimes.com/imagepages/2010/12/07/education/07edu),

accessed 7 December 2010.

Overproduction of doctorates?

Number of doctorates in all fields produced yearly at American universities: 64,000, or double that produced in

1970.

Number of academic openings at professorial level in the United States between 2005–2009: 16,000.

Number of doctorates produced in Canada in 2007: 4,800; number of professorial job openings in 2007: 2,616.

Percentage of world students enrolled in the United States: 12 percent.

Estimated number of foreign-born PhD students in the United States: 48 percent.

Countries in which the production of doctorates sped up most dramatically: Mexico, Portugal, Italy, Slovakia.

Percentage of PhD graduates who were still on temporary contracts five years after completing the degree: 60

percent in Slovakia, 45 percent in Belgium, the Czech Republic, Germany, and Spain.
Source: Economist, 16 December 2010 (http://www.economist.com/node/17723223, accessed 19 December 20100).

Some little-known realities of German occupation of Poland during the Second World War

Food allotment to Catholic Poles in German-occupied Warsaw in 1941: 669 calories per person.

Source: Richard Lukas, The Forgotten Holocaust [1986] (New York: Hippocrene, 1990), p. 30.

Number of days during the Warsaw Rising (1 August 1944–2 October 1944) when the inhabitants of Warsaw did

not see corpses lying in the streets: zero.

Place where fierce fighting between Poles and Germans left a particularly large number of corpses in August

1944: 50 Długa Street [now part of the Old Town, Ed.].

What happened to these corpses: they could not be buried because of fighting, so they remained in the street for

days and fell victim to criminals seeking valuables and clothing.

Source: Rafał Jabłoƒski, “Cegła ze złota,” Zycie Warszawy, 3 February 2011
(http://www.zyciewarszawy.pl/artykul/1,563448.html, accessed 3 February 2011).

Unity of church and state in Russia
Names of Russian Orthodox Church clergy who ran for political posts in 2010 and won: Metropolitan Agafangel

in Odessa and Archbishop Pavel in Kyiv.
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The Catholic Church and AIDS

Percentage of AIDS patients who are cared for in Catholic hospitals and institutions: 25 percent.
Source: Peter Seewald, author of Light of the World: The Pope, the Church and the Signs of the Times

(Ignatius Press, 2010), in a conversation with Ewa K. Czaczkowska, Rzeczpospolita, Plus-Minus, 22 January 2011.

Russia and AIDS: an ongoing story

Estimated number of intravenous drug users in Russia (pop. 139 million in 2010): 1.8 million.

Of these, estimated percentage of those living with AIDS: 37 percent.

Estimated number of AIDS/HIV infection as of 2007 (no more recent data is available): 940,000.

Action Russia takes to curb the spread of AIDS: placing intravenous drug users in jail.
Source: IRIN PlusNews, 28 January 2011; CIA World Factbook (2011).

A view from Asia of European and American media

Reasons for hiding the sorry state of affairs in political and economic life, as practiced by the major media: “The

biggest cognitive bias of them all. . . that newspapers need optimistic headlines to sell more papers and get more

advertising budgets allocated to them. That is also not frequently commented upon, but is very much the el-

ephant in the room when it comes to readers wanting to better understand the process of writing headlines in the

mainstream media.”

Source: Chan Akya, “Ostrich investing,” Asia Times Online (www.atimes.com), 29 January 2011,

accessed 5 February 2011.

Postcolonial spells invisible

Number of days Polish kayaker Aleksander Doba spent crossing the Atlantic alone (he rowed from Dakar,

Senegal, to Acarau, Brazil): 99.

Number of times this extraordinary feat was mentioned in the English-language, large print run press (like the

NYT) in the United States and elsewhere: none, as indicated by Google Search.

Source: Michał Jankowski in Donosy, no. 5170 (2 February 2011).

but here are some data

Maker of kayak: a small private Polish shipyard in Szczecin

Designers: Rafał Głodek, Michał Klimek, and Radosław Zygmunt

Length: 7 meters

Width: 1 meter

Immersion: 0.30 (0.88) meters

Weight including provisions: 550 kg (1,210 lbs)

Covered distance: 5,500 km

Kayaker’s age: 64.

Kaykaker’s diary online: <www.aleksanderdoba.pl>.

Source: “Po 99 dobach Doba dobił,” Portal Rebelya, 3 February 2011 (http://rebelya.pl/discussion/18179/po-99-dobach-

doba-dobil/#Item_0), accessed 3 February 2011; Grzegorz Kaêmierczak, “Wiosłował sto dni przez Atlantyk,”

Rzeczpospolita, 4 February 2011 (www.rzeczpospolita.pl, accessed 4 February 2011).
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Letter to Miłosz

Raymond Gawronski,  SJ

24 December 2010

Crestone, Colorado

A
 dense fog covered the high desert this morn-

ing, stunted pines standing out from the fog as

I have seen them do in the places that were

native to you. I have just read your poem “From the

Rising of the Sun” and I found myself back in that

world from which you came, for half of my ancestors

were also from ancient Litwa.  When we met in Berke-

ley in the early 1980s, you knew the name of their town,

and you lit up—briefly—at the memory because you

had once been there.

  The names used for the places today do not corre-

spond with the realities of the soul that you inhaled

from your native realm. You are the writer who would

understand those things. I do not think you understood

or cared to understand the world of Greenpoint or

Passaic or Chicago: you were spared those places, and

moved from Paris to Washington to Berkeley. But we

did link up in Berkeley, for I studied there and was

adopted by a professor there, and it too became my

home.

   But who can understand the people we came from

(if from different spheres)? Your writing is largely a

search for this identity and I understand it. My par-

ents’ marriage was the Union of Lublin reenacted in

Brooklyn, my father’s people (Stanisław) from the an-

cient Polish heartland, my mother’s people (Kazimierz,

Witold) from another place, more Polish than the Pol-

ish because her parents “still spoke Lithuanian.” They

also spoke a jargon that is something like Belarusan,

and had learned to write Russian in school (and learned

to write Polish in Minnesota). In our family, as per-

haps in history, the dark eyes of the Polish overwhelmed

the pale blue eyes of the northern forest.  “Stamm’ aus

Lituaen – bin echt deutsch.” How could Eliot have

known? And they were mostly from that peculiar, lost

class who were not simply peasants, of the earth, though

they lived in a village and were of the earth, nor yet

did they have manor houses and French tutors. Our

collection of log houses is called Bojary—indeed,

Wielkie—Bol’shie, Duže Bojary—to distinguish it from

the smaller collection of log houses across the marshy

meadow (Małe Bojary). The name, the copy of

Mickiewicz in my grandfather’s house and his picture

of Piłsudski, my mother’s tribal memories of the Teu-

tonic Knights raiding the forests for slaves, even as

their spiritual progeny would take her west in 1941—

these speak of that other world.  My cousin Kazimierz

in Oxford has a photo of his grandfather raking hay:

he could be a twin of my own grandfather, a distinc-

tive look that is unlike people from anywhere else.

Bojars are a dying breed, especially those from the vil-

lage.

   I met you at your office at the University of Califor-

nia; my school of theology was on “Holy Hill” up the

way.  A Polish friend who served as your assistant sug-

gested we meet—she said you were lonely and needed

a friend.  We referred to you as the niedêwiedê [bear]

because of your bushy eyebrows, and she told me that

when one goes “to meet the great man” one brings

vodka, which I did. You were cordial, moved by our

shared roots—we are, after all, Landsleute—and later

met my “surrogate father,” a professor at Berkeley, and

his wife. You were interested in this Jesuit because you

had theological questions. You suggested we write.

   That summer—1984—I traveled to the ancient home-

land for the first time. I had been to Poland before, but

I had never been “there”—that word said with a ges-

ture east. And what should we call that place? Russia?

The Soviet Union?  No longer Polska, long since not

Litwa.  Belarus least of all. I went “there.” Brezhnev

was reigning. I later went there many times, and I came

to see that this piece of “Russia” was not Russia (as I

imagined it) at all but a nightmare, the hell of the So-

viet Union.  Ancient Rus’ in some sense perhaps, relics

of Byzantine chapels at the edges of civilization. And

then Gedimin’s fortress and base in Lida, our big town.

Nearer there were the small palaces, the local “fami-

lies” were Tyzenhausen and Radziwiłł, and the large

neoclassical churches with their windows made in

Wilno. For that was the capital, Wilno, and then Kowno,

Nowogródek. Those regions of Mickiewicz.

  I came to know and love what it all meant as I came

to see the contrast with everything the Soviets had done,

which was to destroy anything of beauty: it showed in

the horrors of the architecture, as if the Orcs had in-

deed taken over the Shire. The remains of the Polish

gentry, the gracious homes, the ancient villages, had a

loveliness to them that spoke of human centuries and
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the Catholic faith, while the Soviets built monstrosi-

ties that one could only call subhuman. I do not dare

write of the Gulag, nor even approach it. All I saw of

that hell were the public bathrooms where you would

wade in human excrement ankle deep to get to your

hole. The whole place had been turned into a hole.  That

world only saw the dark face of modernity. Cloaca

mundi.

   You had moved on when that all began; your way

did not lead to the partisans in the forest nor the Ger-

man camp to which my mother was sent (after she re-

fused marriage to the Polish collaborator who ran the

Lida jail), and I do not know what you did in Warsaw,

though you are clearly troubled by that. She also re-

turned to dwell in its rubble, for she had fought with

those heroic, romantic fools you gladly sent to do the

battle you were too smart to fight.  I understand why

you do well to apologize for riding the ferris wheel

while the Ghetto burned—but why did you never apolo-

gize to those like my mother, who were themselves in

camps at the time, bearing the letter “P,” a letter you

would not bear? Though you did take up and bear the

cross of the language, the language of the vanquished.

  Yet she survived as well, and what that took I can

only guess. She survived to go back through the new

border, spending only one night in her village after four

years in Germany, having been warned on arrival that

she could either escape back into Poland and “the

West” or go to Siberia at the command of Comrade

Stalin. She fled back the next morning, but did not take

her American-born younger sister who wanted to come

because she did not think they could both make it. And

she was right, for she was caught crossing, and escaped

only by grabbing and hurling a kerosene lamp inside

the border post where she was taken. Her sister went

on to become a “Hero of Soviet Labor” watching the

cows in the meadow and forest at the end of the vil-

lage, praying endless rosaries there—who knows, sav-

ing all our souls.

  It is memory of which you write, looking with a gaze

“blank and pitiless as the sun” it sometimes seems. I

can see why you are so drawn to Robinson Jeffers, for

your eye for the “beauty of things” is insatiable, yet

you were too Christian to write—as he did—that

“things are the god.” How you got from the ruins of

Warsaw to Paris and Berkeley perhaps cost you your

soul, and you have the decency to admit it, like Jeffers’

hawk “too proud for pity”—though you cannot sup-

press the compassion that at times peeks through.  You

love to flirt with heresy, but you are a Catholic.

  In 1984 I discovered Poland too, my first time there

as a Jesuit, and so I came now as a son of that culture

that had been saved for the Catholic faith by my spiri-

tual ancestors. I fell in love with Poland, and a few

years later, after another visit to Poland, I wrote to you

a letter from Assisi. It was glowing, because I had dis-

covered a love. You did not know the humiliations of

our people [the Poles] in this country; you were safely

distanced from them. The Embassy in Washington was

very far from the stockyards of the Midwest and the

coalmines of Pennsylvania, and then Berkeley—the

promised land of California—was a continent away

from their struggles. We had been assigned the place

of the vanquished, as you recognized in writing in the

language of the vanquished, and I will not begrudge

you your status. But was it so hard for you to under-

stand the joy of discovering that we were not, after all,

a race of hopeless Neanderthals, a subhuman mongrel

group of proles with nothing but drunkenness and anti-

Semitism to commend them? Was it so foolish to have

Chopin in our ears as our eyes were lifted to oil refin-

eries, and not to the San Francisco Bay?

   And when the mouthpieces of the rich West pro-

claimed for all the world to hear the stupidity of our

Catholic nation that never submitted to the religion of

Marx, you joined your voice to theirs and were quick

to throw stones.

   You did not answer my letter.

   I left California for Rome. I know you continued to

meet my surrogate parents at Berkeley for some years,

but I never met you again. I was translating at a Synod

of Bishops—German into Russian—when a Polish

bishop approached me with a gift. It was your book,

Rok myÊliwego. And there I found the answer to my

letter. You wrote of a young American Jesuit of Polish

ancestry who had just been there, and described a Po-

land of golden grain fields and cherubic altar boys. Flat-

teringly, you placed me in the company of John Paul II

and Cyprian Norwid, though God knows I make an

unlikely companion to them. A specimen of that Pol-

ish something you so despised. Romanticism—what

St. Augustine would have called “that lethal sweet-

ness,” rooted in sensual love. Romantic, dreamy at

worst, yet in their cases at least something other, some-

thing simply good at the heart.
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   But I was the romantic, and I thank you for your pu-

rifying words, and for your purifying vision. Twenty

years later I stand corrected, if not entirely purified.

That romanticism can be a deadly sickness, yet is the

answer to highlight only the twisted and the perverted,

the odd creations of monstrous human fate that fasci-

nate you as a jaded Mandarin, the fallen priests that

hold center stage? Bonzais are beautiful because they

are tortured. Must we surrender heart and deny the hope

of simple goodness, the beauty yes of children with

their garlands for Our Lady, the dead son raised and

returned to his widowed mother? Must all our spiritual

lives be focused on getting Judas into Heaven?

  I think of the last of our Bojary, those Polish-speak-

ing Lithuanians whose hero was Piłsudski, who in the

1980s were singing songs of Piłsudski’s Legion when

the Soviet village doctor was not around. The last son

of that race greeted me in my grandfather’s home when

I was last there.  A handsome blonde youth—his fam-

ily had the features of KoÊciuszko, the high upper lip,

the turned-up nose—he would sit at the huge cross at

the village’s edge—you know them well, or at least

remember them—and ask Jesus why his three best

friends were killed in Afghanistan. He was a good

soldat, pije pije i płacze, not russki at all in the end, but

a poljak from a noble race, ground into the dust by

history. Ostatni Mazur, ostatni Bojar. . . Buried at

our church whose belfry the Swedes burnt, near the

road where Napoleon’s Grande Armée passed on its

way to winter.

  And so I too hope for that apokatastasis you believe

in, when all the forms are restored, those forms you so

beautifully articulate. I love your understanding of

Robinson Jeffers, and though you would never quite

admit it (why do you have to be such a tough guy?)

your love for your native land.  Gute Nacht, Gute Nacht,

bis Alles wacht. . .

   But I am puzzled that you should have begrudged a

child of the shattered immigrant East Coast the pro-

found joy of discovering that he was also the grand-

child of that same ancestral world you carried in your

bosom across half the planet. I look forward to meet-

ing you on that morning when “the fog rises early.” I

will not demand any explanation, and we will not need

vodka (though you might apologize to my mother for

riding that ferris wheel while she was standing at

Appell). Meanwhile, I remember you at the altar quia

laetificat juventutem meam.     Δ
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The Origins
of Modern Polish Democracy

Edited by M. B. B. Biskupski, James S. Pula, and

Piotr J. Wrobel (Athens, Ohio: Ohio University Press,

2010). xvii + 351 pages. ISBN 13-978-0-8314-1892-

5.  Index, bibliography. Paper.

Andrzej Nowak

P
oland is not infrequently identified as a “new

democracy” in American and Western European

publications. Is democracy in Poland after 1989

really a creatio ex nihilo or a purely imported good? Is

it “new” in comparison to the period of communist rule

(1944–1989), or  a new phenomenon in Polish history

in general? Any serious publication answering these

questions seems to be worth both praise and attention:

praise for dealing with a subject so vital and important

to both Poland and Europe, and attention to the way it

deals with the subject.

    The Origins of Modern Polish Democracy is this

kind of publication. A collection of essays written by

the prominent Polish and American historians is

announced by the publisher as “the only single-volume

English-language history of  modern democratic

thought and parliamentary systems [in Poland].”

Actually, it continues the historical narrative of Polish

democratic thought presented in an earlier volume,

Polish Democratic Thought from the Renaissance to

the Great Emigration, published twenty years earlier

and edited by the same scholars who prepared The

Origins of Modern Polish Democracy: M. B. B.

Biskupski and James S. Pula.  The new volume, with a

change in its title (as compared with the first one),

suggests not just a chronological continuation, but also

a slightly different perspective. The origins of modern

Polish democracy obviously are not formed exclusively

by Polish democratic thought, but also by practices (and

sometimes malpractices) of modern political systems

from 1863 till 2005. Are they covered with equal

attention in the new volume? We shall return to this

question later. First, it is necessary to comment in some

detail on the contributions to the volume.

   A systematic narrative of the volume begins with

chapters 2–4 that present the formative years of modern

Polish politics, still during the partitions, between 1863

and 1918. Both Stanislaus Blejwas who authored

chapter 2 on “A Transition toward Popular Participation

in Politics, 1863–90” and Robert Blobaum, the author
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of chapter 3 on “The Rise of Political Parties” offer

not only chronicles of  events that conditioned Polish

political discourse of the era, but also interesting

insights into challenges and paradoxes of these

discourses. Blejwas openly proclaims an evident

antidemocratic tendency of the Kraków conservatives

(“Staƒczycy”); this opinion, however, seems to clash

with the more recent uses of the thought of the Kraków

historians. When they began to be looked up to as a

model for Polish contemporary politics, the latest re-

edition of  Teka Staƒczyka—Staƒczyk’s Portfolio—was

recommended by Adam Michnik, generally associated

with nonconservative political trends. On the other

hand, Blobaum, who criticizes sharply the ethnic

policies of the early National Democrats, indirectly

admits that their political effectiveness was one of the

main vehicles of modern democratic politics,

broadening decisively democratic participation in

Polish society against the elitist position of the

conservatives (69–70, 78, 85).

    For many representatives of the leftist intellectual

circles in the opposition movement. . . the main

enemy was not communism but the Polish right. . .

Friszke’s warning of the “domestic authoritarian

tendencies”. . .  offers a model of democracy that is

devoid of pluralism.

   After Włodzimierz Suleja‘s short but highly

competent presentation of Polish democratic thought

during the First World War comes the chapter on “The

Rise and Fall of Parliamentary Democracy in Interwar

Poland” by Piotr J. Wrobel. Like the three previous

chapters written by the leading specialists in

contemporary Polish historiography, this text is

organized in a competent and balanced way. It enables

the author to present accurately a highly complicated

picture of the construction of Polish independent

democratic politics, as well as social, ethnic, and

political conditions which influenced its crisis under

Józef Piłsudski’s authoritarian rule.

   Among four subsequent chapters only Rafał

Habielski (who writes about Polish political emigration

between 1939–89) presents democratic thought along

with political actions and institutions. The other three

authors concentrate almost exclusively on selected

aspects of democratic theorizing: in Poland under

German and Soviet occupations, 1939–45 (Andrzej

Friszke); under communist rule, 1945–69 (Andrzej

Paczkowski) and between 1968–89 (Jan Skórzyƒski).

Especially the two chapters dealing with the period of

communist rule seem to lack a perspective from which

questions could have been posed concerning the

influence of various communist institutions and

practices on the prospects of Polish democracy, as well

as consequences of the different forms of political

opposition and fight for civil and national liberties. All

these “post-1939” chapters understate the influence of

the imposed Soviet model, as well as terror and

propaganda brought with it, on the prospects for

democracy in Poland between 1944–1989 and beyond.

    Skórzyƒski and Paczkowski . . . chose to write

only about the political thought in the narrow

meaning of the term [which leads] to such

absurdities as the total silence about the role of

Stefan Cardinal Wyszyƒski who led the fight  for

human rights for thirty years [yet] is not even

mentioned in this book. John Paul II is mentioned

only once. . . as an accidental aside.

   Sometimes this brings such risky generalizations as

the one that ends Andrzej Friszke’s chapter, where the

author tries to persuade the reader that “the chief

defenders of democratic ideal were the leftist and

centrist parties,” and that “a threat to Polish democracy

was posed not only by external factors, especially the

Soviet Union, but also by powerful domestic

authoritarian tendencies” (185). Side by side with such

statements it would have been advisable to inform the

reader how a large part of the leftist intelligentsia paved

the way for totalitarian communist control over Polish

society after 1948.  And in what way were the “domestic

authoritarian tendencies” able to shape the political and

social environment in Poland after it had been

overwhelmed completely by the communist party and

army? Who  ruled Poland after 1945? Were it the

continuators of the Piłsudskiyte regime and the

National Democrats, or Polish communists installed

with the decisive power of Soviet tanks and backed

intellectually by a substantial part of the leftist

intelligentsia? After 1945 the first two groups, the

Piłsudskiytes and the National Democrats, were driven

underground and most of their active representatives

were either physically eliminated or jailed by the

communist regime.  So much for their “authoritarian

tendencies.”

  Friszke’s warning about the “domestic authoritarian

tendencies” and “the threat” they presumably posed in

1945 should be assessed side by side with the material

presented by Jan Skórzyƒski in his chapter on the years

1969–89. Skórzyƒski repeats the thesis that the leftist
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intellectual circles formed the only important source

of political opposition in that period, but at the same

time he acknowledges a certain paradox: for many

representatives of these circles the main “threat” or

“enemy” were not the communist party but those

political tendencies that were to the right of them, even

if they would have represented the majority of Polish

society.  This obsession formed “a model of democracy

that was in fact devoid of pluralism,” as Skórzyƒski

observes pointing at the example of Juliusz

Mieroszewski, one of the main political thinkers who

influenced Polish political thought in the 1970s (241).

One could describe such a tendency as antidemocratic

and elitist, in the same way in which the Kraków

conservatives in 1860s were elitist and afraid of giving

voice to the people. Skórzyƒski tries to soften the

problem by suggesting that the socialist-leftist

tendencies he describes in his chapter were “shared by

the broad and important circles of Polish society” (243).

How “broad” were they?  This chapter offers no

evidence; neither can we find an answer to the question

of how to determine which circles in society are not

“important” from the standpoint of democratic ideals.

Is it peasants? Is it workers?

   There is no mention of the crucial importance of

the first visit of John Paul II to Poland in 1979. . . .

The Catholic Church is portrayed as one of the most

important obstacles on the way of Polish society

towards “mature” democracy.

  In order to put history into the frames of a

preconceived paradigm, Skórzyƒski denigrates the

differences between the various groups of political

opposition (e.g. between KOR and ROPCiO; and he

even does not mention KPN), making a profoundly

erroneous suggestion that all of them were more or less

socialist. This is fundamentally untrue. It would have

been valuable to contrast this tendency  to minimize

nonsocialist opposition with a debate between Andrzej

Friszke (who shares the position of Skórzyƒski) and

the late Professor Tomasz Strzembosz, who eloquently

spoke on behalf of many nonsocialist groups and forms

of opposition that strove for more democracy and

fought for human and political rights against the ruling

communist party  (see T. Strzembosz, “Polacy w PRL:

sprzeciw, opozycja, opór,” Arcana 5/2000; A. Friszke,

“Odpowiedê prof. T. Strzemboszowi” and T.

Strzembosz, “Odpowiedê p. doc. A. Friszke,” Arcana

2/2001). By far the most important role in this struggle

for democracy was played by the Catholic Church and

the “broad and important circles” connected to it. The

fact that neither Skórzyƒski nor Paczkowski chose to

focus on the political and social struggle that paved

the way to democracy in Poland, and instead chose to

write only about the political thought in the narrow

meaning of the term leads to such  absurdities as, for

example, the total silence about the role of Stefan

Cardinal Wyszyƒski who led this fight  for human rights

for thirty years. Yet he is not even mentioned in this

book! John Paul II is mentioned only once, but only as

an accidental aside: Skórzyƒski says that “the general

goals of Solidarity were summed up. . . shortly before the

arrival of Pope John Paul II in Poland [in 1987]” (264).

    Skórzyƒski denigrates the differences between the

various groups of political opposition (e.g. between

KOR and ROPCiO). . . making a profoundly

erroneous suggestion that they all were more or less

socialist. . . . [Solidarity] has not been presented in the

book either—probably the greatest lacuna of all.

  Is that it? Not a word is said about the highest

importance of the public sermons delivered by Karol

Cardinal Wojtyła while he was  archbishop of Kraków,

the sermons delivered on behalf of the persecuted

workers and their civil rights—sermons in Nowa Huta,

in Piekary Âlàskie, on the St. Stanislaus and Corpus

Christi feasts. There is no mention of contacts between

the so-called democratic opposition and Wojtyła

(among others, KOR representatives met clandestinely

with Karol Wojtyła in Warsaw in September 1977).

There is no mention of the crucial importance of the

first visit of John Paul II to Poland in 1979. That visit

marked a revival of democratic and civic identity of

the Polish masses. And, what is really astounding, there

is no mention of the movement for the Free  Trade

Unions that began in Pomerania and Silesia in 1979,

the movement that led to the great experience of

Solidarity in 1980–81. The latter has not been presented

in the book either—probably the greatest lacuna of all.

There was arguably no single more  important

phenomenon for the development of the experience of

democracy than the endless meetings, ballots, and

discussions of ten million Solidarity members between

August 1980 and December 1981, when General

Jaruzelski put a brutal stop to this democratic

experiment and the first experience of liberty in Poland

since 1944. There is nothing on this subject in the entire

volume.

   Such omissions seriously distort the history presented

in this book.
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  The consequences of such a wanton collage of

omissions are visible in the narrative of the last chapter

written by Piotr Wrobel. He deals with the

postcommunist period. In his generally balanced and

well informed description of the most important

political events in Poland between 1989 and 2004, there

appear striking mistakes such as calling Porozumienie

Centrum “Wał∏sa’s party” in 1992 elections (283).

Porozumienie Centrum was  formed by the brothers

Kaczyƒski and at that time, it was already in open

conflict with Lech Wał∏sa. The chapter also displays a

fundamental misunderstanding of the “affirmative

action” concept, as used in Terry Martin’s book on the

Soviet nationality policies (272).  Calling Tadeusz

Mazowiecki “a lifelong dissident” (280) marks another

historical error that erases Mazowiecki’s role as the

right hand of Bolesław Piasecki’s Stalinist pseudo-

Catholic  PAX organisation, and then several years

spent by Mazowiecki in the Sejm as an MP of the

communist state under Władysław Gomułka. And what

to do with a statement on page 302 where Jarosław

Kaczyƒski is wrongly identified as the new and popular

minister of justice in Jerzy Buzek’s government (it was

Lech Kaczyƒski that was a member of the Buzek

govrnement, and this nomination was an important step

in his bid for presidency five years later). A key question

that has not been answered in the last chapter is the

one formulated in the introduction by Daniel Stone:

what was “the contributions that Communists made to

Polish democracy?” (17). Professor Stone deplores the

fact that Andrzej Paczkowski and other authors of the

volume “disregarded” these contributions (which he

apparently assesses as positive). He suggests that

without the communists there would have been no

“universal education” and no “opportunities for

peasants and workers” in Poland (16). This absurd

suggestion, reminiscent of the worst years of

communist propaganda, was rejected by Polish youth

and workers when a crushing majority of Polish citizens

rebelled against the communist system in 1956, 1968,

1970, and 1980.

  Thus a disregard for the negative consequences of

communist rule in post-1989 Poland cripples the

analysis presented by Piotr Wrobel in the last chapter.

It is hardly possible to analyze the real problems of

Polish democracy after 1989 without paying attention

to the phenomenon of postcommunism and political

capitalism honeycombed with corruption introduced

into the reemerging democratic institutions; the key

study here is Jadwiga Staniszkis’s Post-Communism:

the Emerging Enigma (1999). It is hardly possible not

to mention the influence of the former totalitarian

political police and of the informal groups and lobbies

that insinuated themselves into the new political parties;

an important study here is Maria ŁoÊ and Andrzej

Zybertowicz, Privatizing the Police State: The Case

of Poland (2000). It is hardly advisable to ignore

completely the perspective offered by postcolonial

studies while dealing with the “new democracy” on

the former empire’s periphery (see, for example, studies

by Ewa Thompson or Jan Kieniewicz).

   Of course it is possible to ignore all these aspects of

the postcommunist state, but the consequences are

harmful. These consequences are illustrated by a

statement toward the end of the last chapter, where the

Catholic Church is portrayed as one of the most

important obstacles on the way of Polish society

towards “mature” democracy. Piotr Wrobel states the

following: “the Church was considerably strengthened.

. . by the policies of General Jaruzelski who granted

various favors to the Catholics”  (312). In a book where

there is not one mention of the numerous priests killed

under the Jaruzelski regime because of their

engagement in the fight for civil liberties such a

statement sounds grotesque. This kind of statement

negates the realities of communism and its disastrous

heritage. The interpretation of reality offered in this

chapter falsifies the real problems and facts of history,

and makes mockery of the Polish struggle for liberty

on the one hand, and Polish piety on the other. It is

greatly to be regretted that such a bizarre ending is given

to this volume, otherwise interesting and informative.Δ

Adam Mickiewicz
The Life of a Romantic

By Roman Koropeckyj.  Ithaca and London: Cornell

University Press (www.cornellpress.cornell.edu), 2008.

xvii+ 549 pages. Bibliography, index.  ISBN 978-0-

8014-4471-5. Hardcover. $45.00.

David Goldfarb

It is remarkable that in the history of Polish studies

in the English-speaking world we have waited until

2008 for a basic, modern, standard, book-length

biography of Poland’s major national poet, a staple of

any curriculum in Polish literature and a central figure

in any history of Polish literature. We also understand

how daunting this task would be for any literary

biographer at this late date, in confronting the mountain
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of scholarship on Mickiewicz in Polish and in various

other languages. Roman Koropeckyj has been climbing

that mountain for a good many years now, and Adam

Mickiewicz:  The Life of a Romantic is a marvelous

testament to his dedication, thoroughness, and excellent

scholarship.

   “Mickiewicz’s political program, if one can call it

that,” Koropeckyj argues, “was nothing less, nor

more, than an articulation of a revolutionist

imagination, a product of affect rather than political

reasoning, an arational, intuitive politics of one.”

  Acknowledging the Romantic proposition that the

persona of the artist is a creation unto itself, and in the

interest of keeping this volume to a modest (considering

the subject) 560 pages, Koropeckyj maintains a sharp

focus on the life as the object of study and

interpretation, rather than accepting a particular version

of “the life” as fact and using it to interpret

Mickiewicz’s poetry and other creative work.  He also

makes few claims beyond those that can be

demonstrated directly by reference to well-documented

sources such as letters, diaries, accounts of

contemporaries, and occasionally literary works,

thereby avoiding getting too caught up in such

ideological quagmires as the question of Mickiewicz’s

Jewish ancestry (4, 288, 450).  Of course, it is not

possible to discuss the life of a poet without addressing

the poetry to the extent that it illuminates the life—

such as the way that the characterization of the hero of

Konrad Wallenrod marks a key moment in the evolution

of Mickiewicz’s self-conception as a poet (97), or the

way the poetry illuminates the era—such as a reading

of the “Ode to Youth” as an expression of the essence

of Polish Romanticism (22–24), or demonstrating the

unpopularity of Mickiewicz’s most popular work, Pan

Tadeusz, in its own day (219). A student of Mickiewicz

wishing to draw connections between a particular work

and the bard’s personal experience can begin to explore

such associations from references in the biography, the

index of Mickiewicz’s works (542–43), and

Koropeckyj’s precise and extensive documentation, but

in this study issues of the poet’s work are always

subservient to the life.

   One feature that might be useful in a future edition

of the biography would be a basic chronology of a few

pages, the kind usually included in the Norton Critical

Editions of literary works, listing the key events in

Mickiewicz’s life, his travels that trace the state of the

Polish exile community in Europe (185–88), and the

dates of his major works.

   If the biography has an overarching narrative theme,

it is Koropeckyj’s attention to Mickiewicz’s “intuitive

openness to the supernatural” (28) that can be seen as

his poetic inspiration—the belief in the divine source

of improvisation (92)—and perhaps the origin of his

ill-fated attempts at politics and his encounter with

Towianism.  On the latter issues, Koropeckyj at times

reveals a sense of exasperation at his subject and

sympathy for the more practical politics of Prince Adam

Czartoryski’s camp at the Hôtel Lambert, for whom

Towiaƒski was an embarrassment and who pitied

Mickiewicz for his tendency toward mysticism (291)

and messianism, which coalesced as a spiritual-political

ideology during his lectures at the Sorbonne in 1841

(277).  Mickiewicz eventually distanced himself from

Towiaƒski, but had a relapse as he prepared to embark

from Rome in 1848 with his First Polish Detachment.

Koropeckyj describes this group as “a little band of

misfits” (388–89) who “‘marched’ by train and carriage

and on foot. . . ‘bivouacking’ in hotels” (391),

attempting to distinguish where he can between

Mickiewicz’s characterization of the detachment and

the “bare facts” (390) insofar as they are discernible.

“Mickiewicz’s political program, if one can call it that,”

Koropeckyj argues, “was nothing less, nor more, than

an articulation of a revolutionist imagination, a product

of affect rather than political reasoning, an arational,

intuitive politics of one” (414).

   Another important thread in the biography is the idea

that for Mickiewicz poetry is a substitute for loss (130),

and that the construction of his life likely reflected a

measure of guilt about being less than fully engaged in

the cause of Polish freedom at crucial moments when

he might have entered the fray.  For instance, in his

discussion of Mickiewicz’s travels around the uprising

of 1831, Koropeckyj notes that he seems to be tarrying

along the way to Warsaw, becoming desperate at missed

opportunities to travel, ultimately feeling stuck in

Poznaƒ as Warsaw fell in September 1831 (ch. 4–5).

Koropeckyj leaves the cause of this delay unresolved

because there is no real evidence on that question, but

he sees a “cycle of guilt and atonement” (218) as a

recurring theme in works such as “The Pilgrim’s

Litany” (205), in letters that Mickiewicz wrote during

the composition of Pan Tadeusz (204), and in

Forefather’s Eve, part III (218).

   Koropeckyj’s postscript examines the creation of the

twentieth-century Mickiewicz myth in the reinterment

of his body in the Wawel Castle in Kraków. As always,
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the argument is clear but understated, made by

presenting the evidence rather than by direct assertion.

At Mickiewicz’s original funeral of 1855, he was

regarded by friends and enemies alike as a major

cultural figure and an important poet on the world stage,

even if they did not all support his political activities

or his association with the Towianists.  The Mickiewicz

of 1890 was domesticated and Catholicized to fit the

national narrative of the day, and as a consequence was

transformed into a “‘minor’ Slavic” figure. There were

no official delegations from Russia, Germany, Italy,

France, or Switzerland (473), though these were all

countries where Mickiewicz had spent time during his

life and where he was revered as a major European

nationalist and poet.     Δ

The Collected Prose: 1948–1998

By Zbigniew Herbert. New York: Ecco books, 2010.

708 pages. Edited by Alissa Valles. Preface by Charles

Simic. Notes.  ISBN: 10-0060723823. ISBN: 13-978-

0060723828. Hardcover.

James E. Reid

T
he Collected Prose 1948–1998 complements the

2007 publication of Zbigniew Herbert’s Collected

Poems 1956–1998. The prose collection reprints the

1985 English edition of Barbarian in the Garden

(Barbarzyƒca w ogrodzie), translated by Michael

March and Jarosław Anders in 1965 and originally

published in Poland in 1962 after the post-Stalinist thaw

that followed Khrushchev’s speech denouncing Stalin

to the 1956 Congress of the Communist Party of the

Soviet Union. Nevertheless, in the early 1960s Poland

was still occupied by a Soviet-installed communist

government, operating under its censorship, lies, and

fear, and where a life could be destroyed or saved by a

scrap of evidence:

our fear

is a scrap of paper

found in a pocket

“warn Wójcik

the place on Długa Street is hot”

Found, of course, during a body search by the occupiers

or their quislings. The lines are from “Our Fear” in

Herbert’s poetry collection Study of the Object (1961),

published a year before Barbarian in the Garden. Now

that Herbert’s prose and poetry have both been

collected, this type of cross-referencing allows us to

follow the arc of his writing career. John and Bogdana

Carpenter’s fine translations of Still Life With a Bridle

(Martwa natura z w∏dzidłem, 1991) and The King of

the Ants (Król mrówek, 1999) are also reprinted in this

collection. The originality and perceptiveness of

Herbert’s mind in these three books is still fresh today.

A fourth book is also included in a new translation by

Alissa Valles: Labyrinth on the Sea (Labirynt nad

morzem, 2000). Some of these essays have been out of

print for years, and difficult or impossible to find.

There is an irony in the title Barbarian in the Garden.

In reality, Herbert writes as a civilized man on leave

from a once-rich cultural outpost now occupied by

barbarity. He is on leave from a country still recovering

from an invasion of the corrupted offspring of German

ostforschung (research on the East), “research” that

scholars bent to Nazi purposes. Post-Stalinist thaw or

not, Poland is still living behind the curtain of endemic

Soviet oppression. In the gardens to the west, Herbert

is a man who drinks deep at the wellsprings of

democracy, and from the gifts at Lascaux, Paestum,

Arles, and much of the rest of Europe. His relief and

critical appreciation is also apparent in Still Life with

Bridle, in the immediacy of his response to the Dutch

masterpieces.

Two small cavils about this important collection. The

1965 translation of Barbarian in the Garden contained

a significant number of typographical errors. It appears

that the copyeditor for The Collected Prose did not

correct these errors when the original text was scanned

and reformatted for this edition. For example, in the

opening lines of “Siena,” the longest essay in Barbarian

in the Garden, the phrase “car excrement” has not been

corrected to “cat excrement.” Although tedious, this

kind of editing should have been completed before

these errors were reprinted in The Collected Prose. In

“Memories of Valois” from the same collection, Herbert

writes of “putting your face to walls to catch their

smells,” just one of many references in his prose to the

importance of odors in his experience of a place.

One last picayune comment. In a note to the last

paragraph of “Among the Dorians,” Valles states that

Herbert has “slightly misquoted a phrase from Virgil.”

Given the purposeful and measured flow of the rhythms

that conclude this paragraph, it appears that Herbert

has deliberately changed biferique rosaria Paesti to

biferi rosaria Paesti, by removing the now unnecessary

suffix que. Here he follows a long Western literary

tradition of taking up the classics and reworking them,

so that once again “they spring into presence and stand
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there, blinking and lashing their tails,” as Czeslaw

Miłosz said of poetry. Elsewhere, Valles’s extensive

notes provide welcome background for readers whose

familiarity with the classics may not be as extensive as

hers.

   This collection also includes unfinished or abandoned

and previously unpublished pieces from The King of

the Ants, Herbert’s fascinating reinvigoration of many

Greek and Roman myths. The conclusion of

“Sacrifice—Dionysus” is less than one page long, yet

it manages to loudly echo the devastating response of

creation and the ancient gods to the death of Pan. Valles

has also included more than one hundred pages of

previously unavailable pieces of short prose dating

from 1948 to 1998. One of these, “Hamlet on the Border

of Silence,” recalls Herbert’s signal achievement in

“Elegy of Fortinbras” included in his Selected Poems

in the Miłosz and Peter Dale Scott translation that

introduced him to the West. In the latter poem,

Fortinbras eulogizes Hamlet as someone who “knew

no human thing you did not even know how to breathe.”

In the former, Herbert “understood that Elsinore means

everywhere, that it is a nameless space, a flat table on

which fate throws its dice.”

Alissa Valles has provided two remarkable

companions, two gifts for everyone who enjoys

Herbert’s work.     Δ

Rome’s Most Faithful Daughter
The Catholic Church and Independent Poland,

1914–1939

By Neal Pease. Athens, OH: Ohio University Press,

2009. xvii + 288 pages. Index, bibliography, notes.

ISBN 13-978-0-8214-1856-7. Paper.

Mark Edward Ruff

The title of Neal Pease’s beautifully written study

on the Roman Catholic Church in interwar Poland

is deliberately misleading.  Labeling the Polish church

“Rome’s most faithful daughter,” as did a 1932

newspaper article, fails to do justice to the complex

relationship between the Second Republic and the

Church. As much as Polish patriots extolled an idealized

harmony between church and state, the often-secular

leadership of the Second Republic frequently found

itself at odds with the Catholic Church in Poland and

the Polish church was often at loggerheads with the

Vatican. But as Pease compellingly shows, the myth

of a pious Poland is also not devoid of truth. Such

ambiguity serves as the core for his extremely cogent

and highly nuanced analysis of Polish church-state

relations.

That the Church would have difficulties in steering

a smooth course with the Second Republic should have

come as no surprise to those familiar with the Church’s

relationship with the national movement during the

years of partition. During these years, in which the

Church suffered severe repression in the Russian and

Prussian zones, the doctrine of

Polak-katolik took shape; this was centered on “the

conviction that to be Polish was to be Catholic, and,

just as important, not to be Catholic was not to be

genuinely Polish” (7). Yet the Church also tended to

keep its distance from the Polish national movement.

The Vatican feared that open support would only lead

to further oppression from the Russian and German

governments. In addition, the church often looked

askance at the Polish intelligentsia. These keepers of

the national flame had imbued the same anticlerical

and skeptical spirit that had informed movements like

the Freemasons, traditional ideological foes of the

Church. As a result, the Church functioned like a prison

chaplain, “a solace to the inmate, to be sure, but also

an accessory to the jailor” (8).

Complicating matters were rifts within the national

movement, fissures that church leaders had to negotiate

throughout the first two decades of Polish

independence. One reason for these fissures was

demographics.  Twenty-five percent of the population

of the new Polish state were not Western Latin rite

Catholics. It included German Protestants (who do not

feature in this study), the most substantial Jewish

minority in Europe, Eastern Rite Catholics, and the

Eastern Orthodox Christians in the regions on the

eastern frontier that were home to Ukrainians,

Belarusans, and Lithuanians. On one side stood Roman

Dmowski, the leader of the patriotic Right whose

movement for national democracy promised a national

Poland that excluded or disenfranchised these

minorities. On the other side loomed Józef Piłsudski,

who aimed to resurrect the older vision of a tolerant,

multicultural Poland. Both leaders posed special

problems for the Church. While Dmowski’s strident

antisocialism found many supporters in the ranks of

the Church, his movement strikingly resembled that of

Charles Maurras’ Action Française, the target of

occasional papal condemnation.  Piłsudski kept

company with Freemasons and socialists; his private

life was scandalous. Yet he also clung to the Marian
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piety of his native Lithuania and was surprisingly open

to the entreaties of individual Church leaders.

Many chapters serve as case studies of how leaders

from church and state negotiated this difficult terrain

with mixed ease and success. Paving the way was the

unlikely friendship and partnership forged between

Piłsudski and Achille Ambrogoio Damiano Ratti. The

bookish prefect of the Vatican library with a fiery

temper, Ratti was plucked from obscurity by Pope

Benedict XV to head the Vatican embassy to Poland

and then to serve as the full nuncio to the newly

independent nation.  In Piłsudski the nuncio saw a

Polish Garibaldi, a great man of action, however flawed

personally.  Ratti was ignominiously sent back to Rome

in 1921, having earned the enmity of Polish nationalists

for not siding more strongly with Poland in the Silesian

border dispute with Germany. His warm relations with

Piłsudski nonetheless continued and had a bearing on

future Vatican relations, once Ratti—“Il Papa Polacco”

as he was dubbed—assumed the papal throne as Pope

Pius XI. Under Pius’s aegis, the Vatican and the Second

Republic painstakingly worked out the terms of the

concordat, a legal document that spelled out the

relationship between church and state. The negotiations

were prolonged by thorny issues including land reform

(potentially involving church properties) and the

drawing of diocesan borders to coincide with national

borders, a question that threatened to unsettle Poland’s

relations with its neighbors.

Notably ill-fated were the forays into the religious

affairs of Poland’s religious minorities and neighbors.

The appointment of the Marian General, Father Jerzy

Matulewicz, member of a Polonized minority in

Lithuania, to the bishopric of Wilno (now Vilnius)

triggered an ongoing row. In a city whose ownership

had changed seven times since his arrival in October

1920, Matulewicz’s moderate course pleased no one.

The Polish government requested his removal

numerous times (139), and he was eventually given a

new assignment as the apostolic visitor to Lithuania

shortly before his death in 1927.  Moreover, influential

voices in both Poland and the Vatican hoped to bring

the Orthodox back to the Roman fold. Conversions,

some hoped, would pave the way for Belarusans and

Ukrainians into the Polish nation state. However, these

efforts quickly foundered, so much so that the number

of conversions from Orthodoxy was less than those

from Uniate Catholicism to Orthodoxy. With support

from the Vatican, the Warsaw government attempted

to create an autocephalous Polish Orthodox church,

which opened up a wedge between its adherents and

the “true” Orthodox (149).

Pease’s chapters on the friends and enemies of

Catholic Poland and on Pius XII and the onset of the

Second World War will no doubt be of the greatest

interest to lay readers. “The interwar Polish Church

has earned few commendations from historians for its

words and deeds concerning the Jews, and by modern

light it deserves none,” he writes; Catholic publicists

“dished out crude anti-Semitic invective, pure and

simple” (118–119). But, he adds, “the record is not

entirely abysmal,” noting that the Polish Church was

also home to advocates of toleration who sought to

protect this “vulnerable minority.” Pease anchors these

anti-Jewish attitudes within the Church’s larger

antipathy towards modernity, whose agents within the

intelligentsia included Jews, Masons, communists, and

socialists. Addressing Pius XII’s refusal to censure

Hitler for his invasion of Poland and his unwillingness

to take sides in the conflict, Pease notes that “it is trite,

but true, that above all Pope Pacelli sought the keeping

of the peace nearly to the exclusion of any other end”

(206). Pius was the last of the “popes of the old style”—

men of diplomacy, inapproachability, and external

reserve.

In sum, Pease’s concise work is a first-rate work,

one that eschews polemic for balance and nuance.

Drawing on an impressive array of archival sources in

Poland, London, the United States, and the Vatican,

this work deserves to become the standard word on

the subject.     Δ

Bundist Countercultue
in Interwar Poland

By Jack Jacobs. Syracuse, NY: Syracuse University

Press, 2009. Notes, bibliography, index. 185 pages.

ISBN 978-0-8156-3226-9. Hardcover.

James R. Thompson

On my first reading of this book I tended to agree

with the contentions of Bernard Johnpoll and

Antony Polonsky that the politics of the Bund were

“the politics of futility” (101). True, the Bund did

provide some medical care for very poor Jews, but as

a political force it did not seem to make a difference.

One has to do a bit of head scratching to see its lasting

political and cultural contributions. The Bundists were

strongly Marxist secular Jews who had no intention of
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leaving Poland, but were very keen to change Poland

and its culture. We note that “during the Polish-Russian

War of 1920–21, the Polish government hounded the

Tsukunft [a youth group closely tied to the Bund],

which opposed that war” (9). Inasmuch as it was the

Soviet Union who invaded Poland during that war (we

remember Trotsky’s famous outcry that “the struggle

with Poland . . . must become the most important,

fundamental and leading task for all Workers’ and

Peasants’ Russia”), one must suppose that those in

Poland who “opposed that war” were in favor of letting

Trotsky’s Red Army simply march across Poland

unopposed. Some might interpret such “opposition”

as support for the Soviets and write it down as high

treason. Indeed, in 1920 the Bund tried to join the

Comintern, but were unwilling to accept the Soviet

conditions for doing so (9).   Professor Jacobs does not

tell us what the conditions were, but the desire of the

Bund to maintain its Jewish identity would seem to be

a possibility.

Professor Jacobs importantly notes that the founder

of the Second Polish Republic, Józef Piłsudski and his

government opposed anti-Semitism even after all the

Bundist attempts to favor the Soviet invasion of Poland

(37) and Bundist support for the Comintern after that

failed invasion. The Bundists regarded the Zionist

organizations as organizations of the rich and used to

tear down Stars of David from their holiday

decorations. The Bund was Yiddishist, Marxist, and

secular (51). It had minimal political clout and seemed

to never win elections beyond a few municipal ones.

This is the reason, one supposes, for the opinions

restated in the first paragraph of this review.

The really great disappointment with the Jacobs book

is that it is very sparse in information about what the

Bundists did during the Second World War and

afterward. Certainly a great many of them were

murdered by the Germans, but there was a significant

number of survivors. What happened to them?  On p.

149 we read, concerning the period after the war, that

“the Bund in Poland was forced to liquidate itself as a

result of pressure put on it by Communists.”  What

became of the Bundists?

According to Professor Andrzej Paczkowski, the

former Director of the Institute of National Memory in

Poland, the proportion of Jews in the security apparatus

leadership positions of “People’s Poland” was

approximately 30 percent (Paczkowski, “Zydzi w

UB—próba weryfikacji  sterotypu,”  in Komunizm:

ideologia, system, ludzie, edited by Tomasz Szarota,

Warsaw: Institute of History of the Polish Academy of

Sciences, 2001, p. 197). There were approximately

24,000,000 Polish Catholics in Poland in 1945. In that

same year there were approximately a quarter million

Jews in Poland (Grzegorz Berendt, “Zydzi w w Polsce

Ludowej lat 1944–1970,”  Biuletyn Instytutu Pami∏ci

Narodowej, no. 4 (1987), April 2008, p. 69). The

probability that a survivor of Jewish background would

be a member of the “security apparatus” was at least

42 times greater than a person of Catholic background

being so employed.

Is it possible that many of those clasped to the bosom

of the Jakub Berman-Bolesław Bierut leadership were

in fact former Bundists? Berman’s favorable treatment

of the Zegota member Zofia Kossak Szczucka (Irene

Tomaszewski and Tecia Werbowski, Zegota: The

Rescue of Jews in Wartime Poland, Montreal, Canada:

Price Patterson 1994, p. 104) indicates that Berman

had nothing against Jewish communists maintaining

their Jewish identity (Berman’s brother was a

prominent Zionist). It would appear that a Bundist

would be an ideal candidate for Berman’s decision-

making circles and secret police. Bundists did not want

to go to Israel or indeed any place other than Poland,

and they keenly wanted to change the nature of Polish

society. The postwar Polish communist party would

appear to be just what the Bundist doctor ordered.

As to who supervised the “Polish People’s Republic”

for the Soviets, this has been an unasked and

unanswered question. The invocation of the Jakub

Berman-Bolesław Bierut team is a mantra that does

not disclose the real workings of the secret police

apparatus. I personally saw few Russians in my many

trips to Poland during the Soviet control days. The

Americans and the British conveniently forget that after

the Nazi defeat Poland passed from Nazi control to

Soviet control, with all implications of such control.

For Polish Catholics, the Soviet control was actually

even more dreadful than that of the Nazis (see Jan

Tomasz Gross’s Revolution from Abroad, Princeton:

Princeton Univ. Press, 1st ed., 1988, p. 229), and it

lasted for fifty years. Is it possible that the Bund

provided a fair number of those who ran “People’s

Poland” in the first two decades of its existence?  This

is a question that Professor Jacobs neither asks nor

answers.
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Wybór wierszy/ Selected

Poems

By Andrzej Bursa.  Translated by Kevin

Christianson and Halina Ablamowicz. Kraków: Art-

Park Publishers (artpark@poczta.onet.pl), 2008. 303

pages. Index of poems. ISBN 978-83-928008-1-1.

Paper. Bilingual in English and Polish.

Beata Tarnowska

Andrzej Bursa (1932–1957), one of the poets of the

“WspółczesnoÊç” generation of Polish poetry, was

acknowledged by his contemporaries as the most

authentic of the poets who created their works in the

atmosphere of physical and spiritual desolation brought

about by war and Stalinist terror. His untimely death

prevented him from leaving a large literary legacy, but

his poems, though not numerous, exerted a significant

influence on his contemporaries.  This bilingual,

attractively designed collection is the first attempt to

launch Bursa’s opus in English. His poems previously

appeared in the anthologies of Polish poetry by Celina

Wieniewska (Polish Writing Today, Penguin 1967) and

Adam Czerniawski (The Burning Forest: An Anthology

of Modern Polish Poetry, Newcastle 1988). The

publication of the volume under review coincided with

the fiftieth anniversary of Bursa’s death. It includes a

biographical note and an introduction by Kevin

Christianson. The photographs reproduced in the

volume display the poet while evoking the romantic

atmosphere of Kraków where Bursa lived and worked.

The title of the introduction, “‘A madman is the

person who saw’: Andrzej Bursa and the Voice of

Witness,” which contains a line from the last poem in

Bursa’s poetic sequence A Lunatic Artwork, implies

that entanglement in politics is still the most crucial

aspect of the reception of Polish poetry in the West.

Therefore the formula of “poetry as a witness,” as well

as “poetry of the oppressed” or “poetry of survival”

established in Western literary criticism, imply that the

main role of poetry is to give testimony. However, the

focus on political commitment, being largely a

consequence of the readers’ presumed expectations, is

juxtaposed with presenting Bursa as “a rebel without a

cause.” In order to present the poet to English-speaking

readers in a more familiar context, Kevin Christianson

compares him to, among others, “the angry young men”

of Great Britain and the Beats of the United States (17).

It is good that a political perspective does not fully

cover up the image of the poet: Bursa’s being at odds

with the whole world is of Romantic origin and not

solely political.

Bursa, who died at the age of twenty-five, is the

author of two posthumously published volumes of

poetry: Wiersze (Poems, 1958) and Utwory wierszem i

prozà (Writings in verse and prose, 1969). The

translators decided against arranging his poems

chronologically but instead interspersed the earlier with

the later ones. Such a scheme disrupts the reception of

the poems somewhat in that it does not fully correspond

to the process of transformation that Bursa’s poetry

underwent: from the lyrical and sentimental poems in

which he shows himself as the spiritual heir of such

Romantics as Juliusz Słowacki and Mikhail Lermontov,

employing traditional means such as rhyme and rhythm

(“Fiƒski nóž” /“The Sheath Knife”; “Jesieƒ” /

“Autumn”; “Chory synek” / “Sick Son”); through a

derisive and anti-lyrical verse, often of a dialogic

character (“J∏zyki obce” / “Foreign Languages”;

“Rankiem w parku”/ “Morning in the Park”;  “Mój

dzieƒ” / “My Day”); to a new poetic tone, being a

synthesis of the earlier quest (“Piosenka chorego na

raka podlewajàcego pelargonie” / “Song of the Cancer

Patient Watering Geraniums”). It is understandable that

the poems employing a simple syntax and informal,

sometimes even vulgar language are easier to translate

than the intricate poems based on rhyme and rhythm.

The translator has to make a decision whether to focus

on formal features and reconstruct the rhyme but

slightly transform the semantic layer, or to sacrifice

rhyming and melody in order to render the essence of

the poem more accurately. It seems to me that Bursa’s

poems, especially the earlier ones, are difficult to

translate. The semantic import of these poems, the

elaborate web of rhymes and bouncy rhythms are not

always evident in Kevin Christianson’s versions. For

example, in “The Sheath Knife” Christianson tries to

create the rhyme (“thick” /“stick”) only to give up his

attempts a stanza later (220). Moreover, the translation

occasionally tends to be too literal and overly

descriptive (“Szmer obcy w krwi zat∏tnił”—“Strange

murmurs throbbed in my blood”; “I mi∏dzy bajki

wkładam”—“And I put it in the books of fairytales”),

and sometimes overinterpreted and unnecessary

(“Pi∏tnastoletnich głupich ust / UÊciski wÊród brzóz

mokrych”—“Of a teenage girl’s stupid mouth / Cuddles

and kisses among wet lilacs”; “W kàcikach flechtów

wieczór juž”—“Now in the corners of my flesh Night”).

The intricate design of the knife—the whorl—(Bursa

1587



     SARMATIAN REVIEW                  April  2011

uses the abstruse word “flechty”) is mistakenly

rendered as “flesh”.

Similarly, in “Wisielec” / “The Hanged Man” the

translator loses the dominant feature: the grotesquely

ironic tension emerging from a clash between the light,

lively pace of the verse and a macabre subject. While

the Polish text reads “I klaszcze w takt stopy fryzjera /

Bowiem hak mocno trzyma ciało / Ponad zdumionym

łbem ratlera,”  in English it is rendered as “And the

barber’s feet tap in time quicker / For the hook has a

firm grip on his body / Above the astonished head of

his rat-terrier” (71). Christianson changes the metaphor

“klaszczà stopy” (in the original: “feet clap”) by

rendering it as “feet tap,” ignoring the mimetic aspect

of “tapping.”  If the “hanged man” is suspended above

the ground, how could he tap his feet? Similarly, the

English phrase “the hook has a firm grip on his body”

does not convey all aspects of the Polish phrase “hak

mocno trzyma ciało.” The last line is unnecessarily long

and devoid of rhyme (“quicker” /“rat-terrier” is in no

way equivalent to “fryzjera”/“ratlera”). It also lacks

the bouncy rhythm characteristic of the original.

In spite of these possibly inevitable shortcomings,

the book offers an English-speaking reader a glimpse

of one of the most fascinating poets of postwar Poland,

thus rounding out the image of Polish postwar poetry

in English translation. This book on Andrzej Bursa, “a

poet of rebellion and lyricism,” is most welcome.   Δ

A Thousand Peaceful Cities

By Jerzy Pilch. Translated by David Frick.

Rochester, NY: University of Rochester, Open Letter

Publishers, 2010. 144 pages. ISBN 978-1-934824-27-

6.  Paper. $14.95.

Sally Boss

In the largely left-wing literary press in Poland, Pilch

usually passes for a first-cabin author. He pens

columns for the “progressive” weekly Tygodnik

Powszechny and occasionally publishes novels. He is

a talented and acerbic writer. If a Polish version of

Saturday Night Live or Monty Python existed, he might

successfully write for these shows. Incidentally, both

are popular in Poland.

We laugh at the Saturday Night Live satire of

American politicians and American lifestyle, and we

love the parody of Britishness in Monty Python. This

hearty laughter is possible because another version of

Americanism and Britishness is firmly embedded in

our minds as well, a version that makes Americans and

Britishers proud. They know that they are viewed in

the world with respect. This “proud” version is

unsullied by a string of defeats that made the nationals

of most countries in the world so angry in their

powerlessness, from Tunisia to Tibet. The fiercely

satirical and exaggerated presentations of American and

British foibles provide a welcome relaxation to those

who know the other image as well, and they do not

undermine or destroy that other image. They focus on

the specks of dust behind which loom Thomas Jefferson

and the Declaration of Independence, Shakespeare and

the Magna Carta and, most importantly, the

Nietzschean Kraft—victories in conquering the weaker

continents and peoples.

The same is not true of Asia and Africa, Latin

America or vast swathes of Europe. The countries there

are perceived by the power-wielding circles as the

“Versailles’ bastards” or equivalents thereof, even if

such opinion is not directly expressed. The power-

wielding circles have often perceived the losers as

upstart entities with no proven right to exist. I am

talking of deeply embedded taxonomies here, not of

the official statements at UN meetings.  Citizens of

those less-fortunate countries have their deeply

embedded intuitions about how they are perceived by

the winners. They know that their Jeffersons and

Shakespeares are universally unknown, therefore they

react with nervousness to satirical presentations of their

countries and peoples.

Enter Jerzy Pilch and his novels and feuilletons. He

slashes mercilessly at the holy of holiest of his own

nation. He ridicules its virtues and its shortcomings;

he spares neither hero nor villain. But wait, quite a few

villains remain intact, while Catholic pieties are

subjected to chopping and squeezing. These pieties are

among the few possessions his fellow Poles have. One

would expect that a Polish-language writer would

approach them gingerly. Pilch behaves like a bull in a

china shop. Anything associated with the man in the

street is fodder for his satirical appetite. He might

defend himself by saying that he also criticizes

communism in its Gomułkean variety—the action of

his novel takes place in the 1950s when First Secretary

of the Communist Party, Władysław Gomułka, was

Moscow’s man in Warsaw. But to ridicule something

that has long disintegrated requires no courage.

Significantly, there are no allusions in Pilch’s novel to

those who wield power today.

Pilch’s first-person narrative revolves around a

drunkard in a small Polish town who decides to
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assassinate First Secretary Gomułka. His drinking,

philosophizing, and a trip to Warsaw with a friend and

the friend’s son (the narrator) provide the canvas on

which Pilch paints grotesque pictures of small-town

life and ridicules the strivings of the little people. The

real problem, i.e., communism and its numbing effect

on millions of these little people, fades away from view;

what is left is the grotesque powerlessness of those who

lost.

The ill-conceived conspiracy does not work out and,

toward the end of the novel, the narrator dives into

fantastic realism. All this is supposed to be funny, and

it is, up to a point. My point materialized somewhere

in the first one-third of the book—I read the remainder

with yawns punctuating the pages.  The novel seems

designed to derail anger at communism into a feeling

of inferiority among those who lived under

communism. We are told that they are irredeemable

trash even though their lives are circumscribed by

communist laws and police. Communism is made light

of in this novel, while the small foibles of individual

people are presented as monumental. There is no

redemption—no Magna Carta or Shakespeare, no Joan

of Arc, no George Washington. No victories are allowed

to balance the present state of virtual nonbeing.  Pilch

seems to say that except for a small elite, his fellow

citizens are trash and so they should so remain.

Communism served them right—too bad it fell.

I invite the reader to ponder the puzzle of Pilch’s

popularity. Why should a third-rate work of fiction

receive so much attention as to attract an English

translator? Pilch is a feasible candidate for a writer of

sketches in Saturday Night Live, but as a presenter of

Polish life he is a caricature.   Δ

Thank You Note
We are grateful to those readers and subscribers who

support us financially over and above the price of

subscription. Here is the list of recent donors:

Mr. Stan Garczynski; Mr. & Mrs. Chester and
Krystyna Kurk; Mr. Kenneth W. Walpuck; Dr.
Zbigniew Wojciechowski, Honorary Consul of the
Republic of Poland in Houston, and Mrs. Grazyna
Wojciechowski.

Pan Tadeusz

by

Adam Mickiewicz (1798–1855)

Book Seven

The Council

Argument:
The salutary advice of Bartholomew styled the

Prussian. The martial views of Matthias Baptist. The
political views of Mr. Buchman. Jankiel’s conciliatory

plea cut short by Pocketknife. Gerwazy’s speech
demonstrates the efficacy of parliamentary eloquence.
Old Matthias’s protestations. The sudden appearance
of armed reinforcements breaks up the deliberations.

Harrow! Hang Soplica!

Translated by Christopher A. Zakrzewski

It was the turn of the delegate Bartholomew
Dobrzynski (the one who regularly plied the
waterways to Königsberg) to say his piece. His

fellow clansmen jokingly styled him “The Prussian”
because he loathed the Prussians and yet loved to
talk about them. He was well on in years and had
seen much of the world in his travels. An avid reader
of the newspapers, and a canny politician besides,
he was able to shed a good deal of light on the
discussions.
  “So, my brother Matthias, friend and father to us
all,” he concluded, “their aid is not to be sneezed at.
In wartime I should count on the French as on four
aces in the hand. Valiant folk, the French! Not since
Kosciuszko’s day has the world seen a military genius
of the caliber of Emperor Bonaparte.
  “I remember when the French crossed the River
Warta in the year of grace Eighteen hundred and six.
I was biding abroad then, engaged in trading ventures
in Gdansk. Having many kinsmen in the province
of Poznan, I would ride down for a visit and hunt
small game with Joseph Grabowski. (He is colonel
of a regiment now, but at the time he was still living
on his estate near Obiezierze.) Great Poland was still

1589



     SARMATIAN REVIEW                  April  2011

at peace even as Lithuania is now. Then word came
of a terrible battle. Mr. Todwen dispatched a runner
to us. ‘Jena! Jena!’ yelled Grabowski, on reading the
letter. ‘They have beaten the Prussians! We’ve won!’
Down I leapt from my horse and, falling on my knees,
offered thanks to God.

  “We rode into the city as if we had business there
and were none the wiser. What do we see? Every
hofrath, landrath, commissar, and son of a bitch
bowing and scraping before us, all of them pale and
trembling like cockroaches soaked in boiling water.
We laugh and rub our hands. Then, all cap-in-hand-
like, we ask for news. So what’s the word from—
Jena? You should have seen them start! They were
astounded we already knew about it. Ach, Hairy Gott!
O vey! they cried. And hanging their heads in shame,
they ran home to gather their belongings, and fled.
Oh, it was bedlam I tell you! Every highway and
byway in Great Poland thronged with fleeing
Germans. Like a swarm of ants they crawled along,
dragging their conveyances behind them. (‘Vagens’
and’‘fornagels’ they call them there.) Men and women
with teakettles and tobacco pipes, lugging chests and
featherbeds, all decamped as best they could.’

   “Meanwhile, we hold a secret council. Harrow! To
horse! Snarl up Fritz’s retreat! Clobber the landraths,
make schnitzel of the hofraths, pull the Hair Offiziers
by their pigtails! General Dabrowski enters Poznan
and proclaims the Emperor’s command. Poles! Rise
up! Within a week our people have thrashed the
Germans and driven them out. Not a blessed Prussian
as far as the eye can see!
   “Now suppose we in Lithuania went it with the
same verve and panache and gave the Muscovites the
same kind of drubbing? Eh? What say you to that,
Matthias? If Moscow decides to have it out with
Bonaparte, it will be no ordinary fight. Napoleon is
the world’s number-one hero; he commands troops
past telling. Eh? What say you, Matthias, Little
King?”
   He had had his say. Everyone waited for Matthias’s
reply. Matthias raised neither his head nor eyes. He
slapped his hip several times with his hand, as if
reaching for a sword. (Since the partition of his
country he had sworn off wearing one; but the very
mention of Moscow still stirred up his old habit of

slapping his left side. No doubt he was feeling for
his Switch, whence his other byname, Matthias
Hipsmiter.) At last he raised his head, and a deep
hush fell over the room. But Matthias merely beetled
his eyebrows and dropped his head again, dashing
their expectations. At long last, he spoke, slowly and
emphatically, punctuating each phrase with a nod of
this head.
   “Silence!” he said. “Whence comes this intelligence?
How close are the French? Who leads them? Have
they launched an attack on Moscow? If so, where
and why? Who knows their line of march? What is
their strength? What foot? What horse? Who will
answer these questions? Speak!”
   The nobility eyed one another in silence.

   “I say we wait for the Bernardine Robak,” said
Bartholomew the Prussian, “for it is he who brought
us the news; in the meantime, we should send spies
to reconnoiter the border and quietly arm the whole
district. Until then we must proceed with all due
caution and not betray our plans to the Muscovite.”
  “What? Wait! Prate! Delay!” broke in another
Matthias. He was styled The Baptist after the
prodigious mace he carried and called his Sprinkling
Brush. He had brought the weapon with him and
was now leaning on it, arms draped over the ball,
chin on his wrist.
   “Wait! Prate! Debate!” he bellowed.”“Hem, hum,
haw, and then scram. Is that it? I have never been to
Prussia. Königsberg logic may be good for the
Prussian, but I rely on our noblemen’s sense. I say
who wants to fight, let him grab his Sprinkler; who
wants to die, let him call the priest—and that’s it! As
for me, I aim to live and fight! What need have we of
the Bernardine? Are we schoolboys? Eh? What is
Robak to me! Shall we be worms boring our way to
Moscow?  Spies! Reconnoitering! Hem! Haw! You
know what that means! Why, that you’re gaffers and
dodderers! Eh, brothers? The pointer’s job is to sniff
and point, the Bernardine’s to quest for alms, and
mine—to soak and douse. Soak ’em! Douse ’em!—
and that’s it!” And saying this, he stroked his club,
while the entire assembly took up after him,
“Soak“’em! Douse ’em!”
  Another Bartholomew took Baptist’s part, the one
called Razor after the slender blade he wielded; and
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still another Matthias styled Watering Can after the
blunderbuss he carried: it had a muzzle so wide that
buckshot poured out of it like water from a watering
can. Both men yelled out, “Long live Baptist and his
Sprinkling Brush!” The Prussian tried to speak, but
could not make himself heard over the din and
laughter. “Down with the cowardly Prussians!” they
shouted. “Let the cowards among us hide under the
Bernardine’s habit!”

   Once again old Matthias raised his head. The noise
died down. “Do not make fun of Robak!” he said. “I
know him. A jack-priest, aye, but a crafty one! This
little maggot has gnawed tougher nuts than you. I
met him only once and was on to his little game the
moment I laid eyes on him. He turned his gaze from
me. Afraid I would ask him for his confession. But
that is not my business. I could say a lot on that
score. Anyhow, he will not come here. No use calling
the Bernardine. If all this news comes from him, then
who knows to what purpose? Robak is one devil of a
cleric! If this is all you know, then why come to me?
What do you want?”
   “It’s war we want!” they yelled.
   “What war?” he asked.
   “War on Moscow!” they roared. “A fight! Thrash
the Muscovites!”
   All this time Bartholomew the Prussian had been
at pains to make himself heard. At last, thanks in
part to his numerous bows and the stridency of his
high-pitched voice, he succeeded in winning a
hearing.
   “I too want to fight,” he shouted, thumping his
chest with his fist. “I may not wield Baptist’s
Sprinkler, but I did give a proper christening to four
Prussians with a barge pole the day I had a few too
many and they tried to drown me in the Pregel.”
 “That’s the spirit, Bartholomew!” roared
Baptist.”“Douse ’em I say!”
   “But, for the love of Jesus,” Bartholomew went on,
“first we must know who it is we are fighting, and
why? The world must know; otherwise, how will the
people follow us? Where will they go, if we ourselves
have no idea when or where to go? Fellow noblemen!
Gentlemen! All this has to be carefully considered.
Gentlemen! We need order and organization here. If
it is war we want, then let us form a confederacy and

think the matter through: where to raise our banner,
under whose staff to ride. That is the way we do it in
Great Poland. We see the Prussian in full retreat, and
what do we do? We hold a secret council, arm the
peasants and the nobility, and wait for Dabrowski’s
order. Then harrow! we take to horse and rise up as
one man!”

    “I beg the floor!” spoke up the overseer from Kleck,
a good-looking young man attired after the German
fashion. Though his name was Buchman, he was of
Polish stock and born in Poland. No one knew if he
was of noble blood and no one cared to ask. Everyone
respected him for the fact that he served a great lord,
loved his country, had a good deal of learning (he
had taught himself the science of husbandry from
foreign books), and ran his master’s estate in an
orderly manner. What is more, he could weave sound
political arguments, write a flawless hand, and speak
with great eloquence. Thus, when he began to speak,
everyone stopped to listen.
   “I beg the floor!” he repeated, twice clearing his
throat; then bowing, he addressed the assembly in a
sonorous voice.
    “Our foregoing eloquent speakers have touched
on all the salient, essential points. They have raised
the discussion to a higher level. All that remains is to
bring into focus all the cogent thoughts and
arguments thus far presented. In this way I propose
to reconcile the contradictory views. Our discussion,
I note, runs along two distinct lines. Since the lines
have been drawn, I shall pursue them accordingly.
First, why undertake an insurrection and in what
spirit? This first question is of paramount importance.
The second touches the matter of revolutionary
prerogative. The lines have been aptly drawn; only I
wish to reverse the order. Begin first with the question
of prerogative. When once we have grasped what that
constitutes, we can then proceed to deduce the
essence, spirit, and aim of the insurrection. So let us
begin with the issue of  prerogative.

   “When we survey the history of mankind, what
do we see? The human race scattered throughout the
forests in a state of savagery. So men begin to band
together and unite for the purpose of common
defense. They begin to consult with one another. That
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is your primordial council. Next, they agree to lay
aside a part of their individual rights for the common
good. That is your first statute from which all the
other rules of law derive. We can see, then, that
government is founded on man’s consensus, not on
Divine Will, as some mistakenly claim. Thus,
government rests on a social contract, whence the
division of rights follows as a necessary
consequence—”
   “Contracts, you say!” broke in old Matthias. “Do
you mean the ones in Kiev or Minsk? There’s Babin
government for you! Mr. Buchman! Whether it was
God or the devil who imposed the Czar on us, I am
not prepared to argue. But pray tell us how best to
be rid of him.”
   “Aye, there’s the nub!” bellowed the Baptist. “If I
could mount his throne and anoint him with my
Sprinkler here, he would never be back, not for any
transaction in Kiev or Minsk or any of Buchman’s
contracts. And no archpriest, nor even the great Arch-
Fiend himself, would raise him back to life. Buchman!
Give me Sprinklers any day! Silver-tongued you may
be, but talking is so much hem and haw. Soaking’s
the thing!”
    “That’s it! That’s it!” squeaked Bartholomew Razor,
running back and forth between Baptist and old
Matthias like a shuttle from one side of the loom to
the other. “If both you Matthiases—you with your
Switch and you with your Sprinkler—were to come
together on this, then by God, we should make
mincemeat of the Muscovites. Razor here awaits The
Switch’s orders!”
   “Orders are for parade drills!” broke in Baptist.
“Our old Kowno brigade had but one kind of order.
Short and with knobs on. Strike terror and never
flinch. Into the fray and never give ground. Wade in
often and lay ’em on thick. Slam-bang!”
  “Now you’re talking!” squealed Bartholomew
Razor.”“There’s an order for me! What need have
we of treaties? Why waste ink? Do we need a
confederacy? Is that what the fuss is about? Matthias
is our Marshal; his Switch, our rallying staff!”
  “Long live our Cock o’ the Steeple!” roared
Baptist.”“Long live the Dousers!” returned the
nobility.
   But now, murmurings—vigorously suppressed in
the middle of the room—could be heard from the

far corners; evidently, the deliberations were resolving
into two factions.
  “I do not approve of agreements!” shouted
Buchman. “That is my philosophy!”
   “Veto!” cried another. “I forbid it!””

    Others chimed in from the corners. Suddenly the
deep voice of the newly arrived Skoluba broke upon
their ears.

   “Gentlemen of Dobrzyn! What is all this? Some
pretty mischief in the wind? And we deprived of our
say? When the invitation arrived at our village (it
was the Warden, Gerwazy Rebajlo, who summoned
us), they told us great events were at hand: events
involving not just Dobrzyn-folk but the entire
district, every man jack of us gentlefolk! Robak hinted
as much, but could never quite get it out, for he was
always stammering and never fully making sense.
Anyhow, after dispatching runners to all our
neighbors, here we are at last. You are not alone, men
of Dobrzyn. Ten score men we have mustered from
the other villages. So let us all confer together. If we
need a marshal, then we shall all vote together. One
man, one vote. Long live equality!”
   “Long live equality!” yelled both Terajewiczes, the
four Stypulkowskis, and the three Mickiewicz
brothers. Meanwhile, Buchman, who stood behind
Skoluba, shouted, “Agreement will be the ruin of us!”
  “Then we shall get by without you!” bellowed
Baptist. “Long live our Marshal, Matthias of
Matthiases! Rally to his staff!”
   “Throw in with us!” cried the Dobrzyn nobility.
   “Veto!” yelled the outsiders.

   The assembly broke up into two parties. Two
clusters of heads waved in contrary directions, one
shouting, “I forbid it!” the other, “Side with us!”
   All the while old Matthias sat silent among them.
His head remained stubbornly immobile. Across
from him stood the Baptist, arms draped over his
club, head swinging this way and that like a gourd
impaled on a tall stake. “Douse ’em! Douse ’em!” he
roared tirelessly. Nimble Razor darted back and forth
between him and Matthias’s bench, while Watering
Can paced the room between the Dobrzynskis to
the nobility from the other villages, as if seeking to
reconcile the two. “Shave ’em!” yelled the one.
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“Soak“’em!” cried the other. Matthias held his peace,
but he was clearly losing his patience.
   For a quarter of an hour the uproar raged on.
Suddenly a flashing shaft shot up above the heads of
the raucous crowd. It was a rapier, a fathom long
and a hand-span wide, double-edged—clearly a
Teutonic blade cast of Nuremberg steel. All gazed
with silent awe at the weapon. Its bearer stood
concealed in the throng, but they guessed who it was
at once.
   “That’s Pocketknife! Long live Pocketknife!” they
roared. “Long live Pocketknife, emblem of the
Rebajlos! Long live Rebajlo! The Old Boy! Scarpate!
Half-Goat!”
   Pushing his way through the crowd to the center
of the room, Gerwazy (for it was indeed he)
flourished his gleaming Pocketknife in the air, then
lowered the point before Matthias as a sign of
greeting.
   “Pocketknife salutes The Switch!” he said. “Fellow
noblemen of Dobrzyn! Far be it for me to tell you
what to do. I came only to inform you why I
summoned this assembly. What to do and how to
go about it is for you to decide. No doubt you are
aware of the rumors going about the villages. Great
events are at hand. Father Robak has talked about it,
so you must know something, right?”
   “We know!” they roared.
   “Right, then!” he went on, eyeing them sharply.
“Now a clever head needs but a few words to the
wise, right?”
   “Right!” they answered.
   “Right, then!” continued the Warden. “When the
French Emperor moves east and the Russian Czar
west, it’s war, see? Czar against emperor, king against
king. They’ll battle it out. That is what monarchs
do. Meantime shall we sit idly by? When the bigwigs
go at it hammer and tongs, how say we have it out
with the small fry? To each his own. A  brawl at both
ends. Great against great, small against small. We
shall start such a swinging match that this entire piece
of roguery will come crashing down; and so our
Commonwealth will flourish again and happiness
return, right?”
   “Right!” they roared. “He puts it to a nicety.”
   “You said it, brother!” roared Baptist. “It’s whack,
thwack, and that’s it!”

   “My barber’s shop is always open for business!”
echoed Razor.
   “But first, Baptist and Matthias, you must agree
on who is to lead us,” begged Watering Can politely.
   “Agreement is for fools!” broke in Buchman.
  “But debate never harms matters of the
commonweal. Silence, gentlemen! Let us listen. We
may even profit from it. The Warden sees the matter
from a fresh point of view.”
   “Not at all! cried the Warden. “There is nothing
new in my approach. Great matters are for the great
to decide. For such things we have emperors, kings,
senates, and parliaments. Such matters are decided
in Cracow or Warsaw, not here in the village of
Dobrzyn. Acts of Confederation are not writ in chalk
on the mantelpiece or aboard a trading wherry, but
on parchment scrolls. Writs are not for us. For that,
we have our clerks of the Crown and the Duchy. My
business is to slash with my Pocketknife.”
   “And mine to splash with my Sprinkler!” roared
Baptist.
  “And mine to pierce with my Awl!” added
Bartholomew Awl, drawing his rapier.
   “I take you all as witnesses!” concluded Gerwazy.
“Did Robak not tell us to clean house before inviting
Napoleon in? All of you heard him. But did you take
his meaning? Who is the scum of our district? Who
is the traitor who slew the best Pole among us? Who
robbed him and looted his castle and even now would
seize what is left from his rightful heir? Who, I say?
Need I tell you?”
  “Why, Soplica! He’s the rascal’” roared Watering
Can.
   “Aye, the taskmaster!” squealed Razor.
   “Then douse ’im!” roared Baptist.
   “If he is a traitor, then to the gallows with him!”
shouted Buchman.
   “Harrow!” roared the throng. “Harrow! Hang
Soplica!”

   But the Prussian stood up in the Judge’s defense.
Raising his arms, he called out to his brethren:
   “Noblemen! Dear, oh, dear! God’s wounds! What
next? Warden, have you gone mad? Is this what we
are talking about? Someone has a madman or an
outlaw for a brother. So what? Punish a man for his
brother’s crimes? Does that sound like Christian
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charity? Something tells me the Count had a hand
in this. The Judge heavy-fisted with the nobility? Not
true, by thunder! Why, you are the ones suing him,
while he would make terms with you. He waives his
rights and even pays the fees. So he takes the Count
to court. What of it? They are both rich. Let lord
have it out with lord. What is that to us?

   “The Judge a taskmaster?” he pursued.”“But he was
the first to forbid his peasants to bow before him.
He said it was a sin. Many times I have seen a crowd
of peasant-folk sitting around his table. He pays the
village taxes. You will not see that in Kleck, Mr.
Buchman, for all that German overseeing of yours.
The Judge a traitor? Why, we have known him since
he was a schoolboy! He was honest then, and so he is
now. He loves Poland more dearly than anything else.
He preserves the Polish ways and brooks no
Muscovite inroads. Whenever I return from Prussia
and need to wash myself of German contamination,
I go to Soplica Manor as if it were the very heart of
Poland. There a man can drink in and catch a whiff
of his country! Men of Dobrzyn! I am your brother,
but so help me I will see no harm done to the Judge.
Nothing good will come of it. This is not the way
they did it in Great Poland, my brothers. What spirit!
What harmony! The very thought of it warms my
heart! No one there would think of troubling a
council with such trifles.”
  “It is no trifle to hang a knave!” roared back the
Warden.

   The murmurs grew louder. Jankiel sought a
hearing. Leaping on a bench, he drew himself up.
His waist-length beard hung like a truss of straw over
their heads. Removing his fox-fur cap with one hand
and righting his skullcap with the other, he thrust
his left hand under his belt and, bowing low with a
flourish of his hat, addressed them.
   “Now, gentlemen of Dobrzyn, I am but a poor
Jew. The Judge is neither kith nor kin to me. I respect
the Soplicas as my good lords and squires. But I also
respect you Matthiases and Bartholomews as my
good neighbors and patrons. Here is what I think. If
you mean to do harm to the Judge, that is not a
good thing. You will come to blows and there will be
bloodshed. Men will die. And what about the

assessors, the constable—the dungeons? A horde of
soldiers stand billeted in the village, yagers every one!
The Assessor bides at the manor house. He has only
to whistle and the whole troop will come marching
up as ordered. Then see what happens! And if you
are counting on the French, they still have a fair piece
to come.

   “I am a Jew,” he went on.”“War is not in my line,
but I have been to Bielica and talked to my co-
religionists on the border. They tell me the French
stand massed on the banks of the Lososna and that
if war breaks out, it will not be until the spring. So I
say wait. Soplica Manor is not a market-booth you
can take apart and cart off as you please. It will still
be here in the spring. As for the Judge, he is not a
tenant publican. He will not run away. You will still
find him in the spring. So I say disperse. No more
carrying on about what is past, for this is idle talk!
Come, my noble sirs, who will do me the honor?
My Sarah has just given birth to a little Jankiel. Today
I will stand you all to a round of drinks. We shall
make loud music! I shall bring in a couple of fiddlers,
a doodle sack, and a bass viol. My friend Matthias
here is fond of old linden mead and new mazurkas. I
have new mazurkas! Are not my brats fine little
singers, eh? I taught them myself.”
   Jankiel’s words went straight to their hearts, so
much did they love him. Joyous shouts and applause
broke out. A murmur of assent was already spreading
beyond the confines of the house, when Gerwazy
pointed his Pocketknife at Jankiel. The Jew leapt
down and melted into the crowd.
   “Begone, Jew!” roared the Warden. “Keep your nose
out of this. It doesn’t concern you! And you, old boy,”
he said, turning to the Prussian, “so now that you
run a pair of wretched barges for the Judge, you think
you can speak for him? Have you forgotten your
father used to float twenty Horeszko wherries down
to Prussia? That’s how he and his family came into
their fortune. And not just he. All of you Dobrzynskis
stand in his debt. The old timers among you cannot
have forgotten and you youngsters must surely have
heard what a friend and patron he was to you all.
Whom did he appoint as bailiff of his Pinsk estate?
A Dobrzynski! Who kept his books? Dobrzynskis!
Who were his stewards? Whom did he entrust with
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the charge of his pantry? None but Dobrzynskis! His
household was full of Dobrzynskis. It was he who
advanced your causes in court and secured pensions
for you from the King. It was your children he
boarded in the Piarist schools, paying out of his own
pocket for their togs and victuals, then securing their
preferments at his own expense. Why did he do this?
Because he was your neighbor! And now the Judge’s
boundaries encroach on your land. What good has
he ever done you?”
  “Not a blessed thing!” piped up Watering Can.
“That’s because he’s nothing but an upstart swell.
And when he huffs, it’s all pshaw! pshaw! nose in the
air! Remember the time I invited him to my
daughter’s wedding? I pledge him in a drink. He turns
me down, saying, ‘I cannot keep up with you,
gentlemen. You swill like bitterns.’ There’s a nob for
you! A mollycoddle kneaded out of Marymont flour!
He wouldn’t drink with us, so we pour one down his
throat. ‘An outrage!’ he cries. Just you wait, I’ll pour
him an outrage.”

  “The rogue!” roared Baptist. “I too have a reason
to soak him one. My son used to have his wits about
him. Now he’s grown so daft they call him Nonny—
all on account of Soplica. ‘What do you want to go
to the Manor for?’ I ask the boy. ‘God help you if I
catch you there again!’ So what does he do but dash
right back to see Sophie. I catch him lurking in the
hemp. I grab him by the ear and swat ’im one. He
blubbers and bawls like a baby. ‘Father, beat me if
you will, but I must go there,’ he sobs. ‘What’s the
matter with you, lad?’ I ask him. He says he’s in love
with Sophie! Wants to sneek a peek at her! So, feeling
sorry for the young wretch, I say to Soplica, ‘Judge,
let Sophie wed my Nonny!’ ‘She is still too young,’
he replies. ‘Wait three years; then she can decide for
herself.’ The knave lied. He already had someone else
in mind, as I have since learned. Just you wait! I’ll
invite myself to the wedding and anoint their nuptial
bed with my Sprinkler.”
  “Is such a knave to lord it over us?” cried the
Warden. “Is he to ruin our ancient lords—men far
better than he? Meanwhile the Horeszko name and
its memory perish? Oh, where is there gratitude in
this world! Certainly none in Dobrzyn. Brothers! You
wish to do battle with the Russian Czar, yet you fear

to make war on Soplica Manor? Afraid of dungeons?
Is it for brigandage I summoned you? God forbid!
Fellow noblemen! I have right on my side. The Count
has won the case. Several awards of court have been
made in his favor. All that remains is to execute them.
That is how we did it in the old days. The court
issued its decree; the nobility carried it out. Who
exactly? Why, you men of Dobrzyn! That is how your
name became famous throughout Lithuania. Was it
not Dobrzynskis who, at Mysz, mounted the foray
against General Voinilovich and his Muscovites; aye,
and that scoundrel friend of his, Mr. Wolk of
Logomowicz? Remember? We took Wolk captive. We
were on the point of hanging him from the barn
rafters for abusing the peasantry and serving the
Muscovites, when the stupid peasants took pity on
him. (One of these days I shall roast him alive on my
Pocketknife.) I will not recall all the other great forays
we took part in. Always we came away with booty,
general acclaim, and glory, as befits noblemen! Why
bother to recall them! The Count, your neighbor,
wastes his time with lawsuits and winning decrees.
No one will come to the poor orphan’s aid! The heir
to the Pantler, the one who helped to put bread on
your tables, now finds himself friendless. Except for
me, his Warden, and my trusty Pocketknife!”

   “And my Sprinkler!” chimed in Baptist. “Where
you go, dear Gerwazy, there I go too. So long as I
have an arm to swing, I will make it go splish! splash!
If it is just the two of us, then so much the better. By
thunder! You have your sword, dear Gerwazy, and I,
my Sprinkler. By thunder! You’ll slash and I’ll splash;
and between the two of us we shall beat ’em. Splish!
Splash! Let the others prattle!”
   “You will not exclude Bartholomew, eh, brothers?”
said Bartholomew Razor. “You just provide the lather,
and I’ll do the shaving.”
    “I’ll ride with you too,” cried Watering Can, “since
we cannot seem to settle on a marshal. Voting and
ballots mean nothing to me. I have another sort of
ballot—lead!” (And drawing a fistful of shot from
his pocket, he rattled it in his hand.) “Here’s my kind
of ballot!” he roared. “Every one of these is for the
Judge!”
   “We’ll join with you!” bellowed Skoluba.
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   “Where you go, we go!” yelled the nobility. “Long
live Horeszko! Long live Half-Goat! Long live
Warden Rebajlo! Harrow! Hang Soplica!”

    Thus did the eloquent Gerwazy twist his audience
around his little finger. Everyone had his own
grievance against the Judge as neighbors often do:
some over an injury done, others over timber rights,
still others over a boundary dispute. Anger goaded
some, jealousy, others; hatred united them all. And
raising their swords and clubs, they pressed up to
the Warden.

    At last Matthias, who had sat dour and motionless
all this time, rose from his bench. Stepping slowly
into the middle of the room, he set his hands on his
hips and, looking directly in front of him, shook his
head and addressed the assembly. Each word he
uttered with deliberation, between emphatic pauses.
“You stupid, stupid fools! You fools! Pay the piper,
face the music. So when the restoration of Poland—
the Commonwealth—is in question, you—fools!—
are all at loggerheads. You cannot hold a proper
debate—fools!—or bring it to order, or even—stupid
fools!—settle on a man to lead you. You fools! But
the moment someone raises a private grievance,
you—stupid fools!—are all in agreement! Begone
from my sight! As sure as my name is Matthias, I
will see you all to hell. And may a hundred million
barrel-loads of devils go with you!”
    They fell silent, as if struck by a lighting bolt. But
at that moment a tremendous clamor went up outside
the house.
    “Long live the Count!”
    The Count had just ridden into the village with
ten armed jockeys. Armed and suited in black, he
sat astride a restive charger. Draped over his shoulders
was a walnut-colored cloak of Italian cut, broad and
sleeveless, fastened by a clasp at the throat. He wore
a round plumed hat and held a sword in his hand.
Wheeling about, he greeted the throng with a flourish
of his blade.
“Long live the Count!” they yelled. “With him we
live and die!”
The nobility looked out of the cottage window, then
pressed toward the door on the heels of the Warden.
Gerwazy ran out, the crowd tumbled out of the house

behind him. The rest, Matthias drove out and
slammed the door shut behind them; then, opening
the window, he stuck out his head and called out,
“Stupid fools!” one last time.
  Meanwhile, the nobility swarmed around the
Count. They repaired to the tavern. There, recalling
the old days, Gerwazy appealed to the nobility for
their belts. With these they hoisted three casks out
of the cellar, one containing vodka, another honey
mead, and the third, ale. He drew the stoppers. Three
rills—one silvery white, the other carnelian red, the
third golden yellow—gushed out with a hiss. A
tricolored bow arced forth and fell gurgling into a
hundred goblets and cups. The nobility milled
around, some drinking, others pledging the Count
four score and ten. “Harrow!” they yelled. “Hang
Soplica!”

    Jankiel mounted an unsaddled horse and galloped
off. The Prussian, ignored by the crowd despite his
eloquent protestations, also tried to steal away. With
a cry of “Traitor!” the nobility went after him.
Meanwhile Mickiewicz held aloof; he had said
nothing and offered no counsel, but from his
expression they guessed he was up to no good. They
drew their swords. Up and at him! He broke away,
falling back. He was bleeding. Already he had his
back to the fence; but then Zan and three Czeczots
arrived in the nick of time. The nobility fell back;
but in the skirmish two men received cuts to their
hands, another, to the ear. The rest were already
mounting their horses.
   Marshaling their troops, the Count and Gerwazy
began to hand out arms and issue orders; at last, the
entire host started down the long village street at a
gallop.
   “Harrow!” they shouted. “Hang Soplica!””

1596

The Radziwiłł Castle in NieÊwiež, Lithuania. A drawing by

Napoleon Orda (1807–1883).
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Laboratorium, by Anna Frajlich. Graphics by

Janusz Kapusta. Szczecin: Wydawnictwo Forma

(www.forma.eu), 2010. 89 pages. ISBN 978-83-60881-

61-3. Paper. In Polish.

This tiny book consists of vignettes of life in Soviet-

controlled Warsaw and in New York in the 1960s

and 70s (the author moved to New York in 1969).

Perhaps following Witold Gombrowicz’s lead, she

frequently uses her own name while referring to the first-

person heroine of her miniature stories. One should,

however, distinguish between the author and her heroine.

   Albert Camus once said that a work of fiction contains

much more than the author consciously and

intentionally put into it. Frajlich’s vignettes are no

exception.  What struck me in her Warsaw stories was

the background of indescribable poverty she alludes

to. Even in today’s Poland where people suffer from a

lack of security (in Poland capital accumulation in

families and institutions amounted to zero during the

lifespan of two generations), this kind of want is not

typical. Yet except for the nomenklatura and the

communist-approved elites in big cities, this is how

the Polish population lived. In a story titled “Doormat”

(“Wycieraczka”), after much consideration the heroine

buys a doormat for her newly acquired apartment. To

her intense sorrow, the doormat disappears the very

next day after being lovingly laid out in front of her

apartment door. As she learns later, all doormats in that

particular section of the apartment building were stolen

by a thief who made his way from the top floor down,

taking every single doormat.

   What kind of impoverishment does it take to notice

the existence of doormats to begin with, and steal used

doormats from state housing? This kind of poverty is

similar to that encountered in the photographs of

homeless children rummaging through garbage piles

in India or Africa.  Perhaps the most significant problem

the author refers to in her characteristically lyrical way

is the peculiarity of the destitution that communism

generated. Few understand the communist crime of

literally forcing the population into penury by denying

people the right to build their own homes (even if they

would be shacks) or start their own businesses (even if

they would amount to selling parsley on street corners).

The communist mania to control and interpret made

people into virtual quadriplegics dependent on the state

for food, shelter, and opinion, and unable to move in

any direction without permission. Seeking better

fortunes abroad was not an option—it was a privilege

to get a passport or permit to emigrate. The communist

“laboratorium” Anna Frajlich describes should not be

allowed to fade from memory, for without a memory

of communist realities the present state of Poland would

remain incomprehensible.(SB)
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027-620. Photographs. Paper.

As usual, this yearly publication contains scholarly

articles on a range of topics, information about

members, and a list of members. Among the articles

one should mention the survey of assistance that Polish

organizations abroad extended to Poles in Soviet-

occupied Poland and an article on Ukrainian society

from the standpoint of the psychology of politics.
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Seminaria lucieƒskie 2006–2007 and Seminaria

lucieƒskie 2008–2009  (2 vols.), sponsored by the

president of Poland Lech Kaczyƒski. Edited by Lena

Dàbkowska-Cichocka, Katarzyna Janaszek, and Jerzy

Urbaƒski. Warsaw: Chancery of the President of

Poland. Photographs of participants and reproductions

of sixteenth-century Polish drawings. 197 pages and

167 pages. Softcover. In Polish.

These two volumes record the famous Lucieƒ

Seminars sponsored by Lech Kaczyƒski and

involving the best humanistic minds in Poland on the

left (Aleksander Smolar, Paweł Âpiewak, and

Moscow’s voice in Poland Andrzej de Lazari) and the

right (Andrzej Nowak, Zdzisław Krasnod∏bski,

Ryszard Legutko). Altogether, several dozen scholars

presented papers and discussed issues in the spirit of

the Polish sixteenth-century debates on political and

religious matters. Virtually all participants had

distinguished scholarly careers and taught at Polish and

foreign universities.

   It is characteristic of the Polish Right (as represented

by the late President Kaczyƒski) that it is open to points

of view that are very much unlike its own. The

neosarmatian tolerance of a broad spectrum of views

characterized these Lucieƒ debates. These volumes will

probably become bibliographical rarities: published on

fine paper and beautifully edited, they represent the

spirit of Polish debates on Europe’s heritage,

democracy, European identity, the Fourth Estate, and

Poland’s neighbors Russia and Germany. One would

imagine that every Polish family would want to have

these books in their library. They embody Polish

intellectual life at its best.

LII Rocznik Polskiego Towarzystwa Naukowego na

Obczyênie (2008/2009), edited by Krzysztof

Rowiƒski.  London: PTNO (238-246 King Street,
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