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Generalities 
 
1 
When the Artist breathes in the spring of life 
Like a butterfly imbibing pure Life 
He is only permitted to say, 
“The Earth –– is round –– it is spherical.” 
 
2 
But when the later trembling chills 
Upset the tree and blow away the flowers, 
Then it is necessary to add 
“At the poles ––the Sphere –– is a bit flattened.” 
 
3 
Above all your beauties 
O Poetry and you, Oratory, 
There is one  –– above all others: 
To give to things–– the proper Word. 
 

Cyprian Kamil  Norwid (1821–1883) 
transl.  SB 
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Sarmatian Review Data 

 
Social pedagogy in the Polish Ministry of Education under Prime Minister Donald Tusk 
Number of signatures on a petition against the Ministry’s arbitrary rule that children should begin school 
at age 6 instead of 7, as has been the case until now: 1 million. 
Amount of money spent by the Ministry on advertising intended to persuade Polish society that 6 is the 
right age to begin schooling: 5 million zlotys (ca. $1.7 million dollars). 

Source: Portal <wsumie.pl>, 28 November 2013 <http://wsumie.pl/polityka-i-biznes/76107-jak-men-do-szkoly-
maluchy-wysylal> (accessed on the same day). 

Bureaucracy under Prime Minister Tusk 
Number of persons employed in various Polish ministries under Tusk: 41,000. 
Increase in the number of government officials under Tusk: 30,000 persons. 
Amount of money spent on salaries for government officials: 3 billion zlotys, or 110 zlotys per each 
citizen of Poland. 

Source: Portal http://wpolityce.pl/wydarzenia/69110-tanie-panstwo-donalda-tuska-za-rzadow-po-psl-przybylo-w-
polsce-30-tys-urzednikow (accessed 9 December 2013). 

Total number of persons employed in government bureaucracy in 2013: 1.9 million. 
Amount of money spent on their salaries: 88 billion zlotys, or ca. 30 billion dollars. 
Percentage of Poles who make less than the average salary of government employees: 70 percent. 

Source: Wynagrodzenia w administracji publicznej. Raport Fundacji Republikańskiej (December 2013) 
http://cafr.pl/analiza-wynagrodzen-w-sektorze-publicznym/ (accessed 13 December 2013). 

19 chauffeurs in one ministry 
Number limousine chauffeurs the Polish Labor Minister Zenon Kosiniak-Kamysz has at his disposal: 19. 
Number of deputy ministers in Polish Labor Ministry: six. 
Number of unemployed in Poland in December 2013: 2 million. 

Source: “Ministra pracy wozi aż 19 kierowców!” Fakt, 16 December 2013 http://www.fakt.pl/ministra-pracy-
wladyslawa-kosiniaka-kamysza-wozi-az-19-kierowcow-,artykuly,434511,1.html (accessed 16 December 2013). 

Gender experiments in Polish kindergartens 
Number of kindergartens in Poland where “gender classes” have been introduced (consisting among other 
things of dressing boys like girls and girls like boys): 83. 
Who knew and who did not know about the introduction of these programs: they were introduced with the 
knowledge and approval of the Ministry of Education but without consulting the parents of the children 
involved. 

Source: Polish MP Beata Kempa, who received this information by querying the Ministry of Education, as reported 
in <http://wpolityce.pl/artykuly/70174-faceci-w-rajtuzach-nalecz-wyznaje-ze-chodzi-w-rajstopkach-kiedy-brakuje-

argumentow-najlatwiej-udawac-glupiego > (23 December 2013), accessed on the same day. 
Illicit financial flows from developing European countries 
The largest exporters of illicit capital in Europe: Poland, Belarus, Russia, and Serbia. Illicit outflows from 
developing Europe amount to 21.5 percent of total illicit world outflows. 
Ranking of Poland among top exporters of illicit capital in the last ten years: 18. 
Estimated amount of capital exported: US $49.39 billion. 

Source: “Illicit Financial Flows from Developing Countries: 2002–2011,” Global Financial Integrity 
<http://iff.gfintegrity.org/iff2013/2013report.html> (accessed 26 December 2013). 

The budding outsourcing industry in Poland 
Number of people in Poland employed by foreign firms in the business services industry: ca. 140,000. 
By comparison, the number of people in the public sector (employed by the government): ca.  4 million. 
Percentage of Poles 25 to 34 years old who have university degrees: 39 percent, or second in Europe after 
Norway. 

Source: Jack Ewing, “Midsize cities in Poland Develop as Service Hubs for outsourcing Industry,” NYT,  
22 December 2013 <nytimes.com/2013/12/23/business/international/midsize-cities-in-poland-develop-as-service-

hubs-for-outsourcing-industry.html?pagewanted=1&_r=0> (accessed 7 January 2014). 
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Cost vs. quality of education in the United States 
Increase in the price of higher education since 1985: 538 percent. 
Increase in medical costs and in the consumer price index, respectively, in the same period: 286 percent 
and 121 percent. 
Status of core curriculum at 29 colleges and universities considered the best in the nation: three require 
U.S. government or history, two require economics, and five have no requirements at all––all courses are 
freely chosen by the student. 
An example of a course that may be taken instead of basic history or government: “Mad Men and Mad 
Women” at Middlebury College, an examination of masculinity and femininity in mid-twentieth-century 
America based on TV show “Mad Men.” 
Administrative budgets versus funds spent on instruction: in 22 out of 29 top schools, more than one-third 
of the presidents earn an administrative salary greater than that of the president of the United States 
($400,000), even though some of these elite schools have fewer than 2,000 students. 

Source: American Council of Trustees and Alumni study, 
http://www.goacta.org/publications/education_or_reputation, accessed 30 January 2014; Kathleen Parker, “As cost 

of college rises, education quality slips,” Houston Chronicle, 30 January 2014. 
Recently exhumed victims of Soviet rule in Poland 
Estimated number of Polish citizens (a crushing majority of them Roman Catholics) who disappeared 
without a trace from prisons in the Białystok region of eastern Poland after the Red Army “liberated” 
Poland from the Germans in 1945: 150,200. 
Number of executions of political prisoners who have been identified: 330. 
Estimated number of political prisoners who died under torture in various localities in the Białystok 
region: several hundred. 

Source: Institute of National Memory-Podlasie region, as reported by Marek Kozubal, “Pokażmy ubeckie 
katownie,” Rzeczpospolita, 10 February 2014  

<http://www.rp.pl/artykul/153227,1085831-Pokazmy-ubeckie-katownie.html> (accessed 10 February 2014). 
Poles in the USSR before the Second World War 
Estimated number of persons of Polish nationality inhabiting the USSR before the Second World War: 1 
million. 
Number of Poles executed by the NKVD for being Polish “spies” during the “Polish Operation” begun on 
20 August 1937:  ca. 600,000, or two out of three persons of Polish nationality in the USSR. 

Source: Jacek Borkowicz, “Co trzeci Polak,” Rzeczpospolita Plus-Minus, 22 November 2013  
(accessed 28 November 2013). 

Ranking of  opinion-making media in Poland, from the most influential to the least 
Internet portals: onet.pl; sportowefakty.pl; gazeta.pl; wpolityce.pl; tvn24.pl; wp.pl; wirtualnemedia.pl; 
money.pl; newsweek.pl; niezalezna.pl. 
Newspapers: Rzeczpospolita (ranked number one among 9,000 titles monitored). 
Radio: RMF FM (number one among 67 radio stations monitored). 
Television: TVN24 (number one among 36 stations monitored). 

Source: Instytut Monitorowania Mediów <www.instytut.com.pl/raporty> (accessed 10 February 2014). 
Results of police interrogation in Russian-controlled Tatarstan in 2013 
Number of suicides in Tatarstan jails after interrogation by security forces: 11. 
Age of the youngest Tatar suicide: 17. 
The main reason for suicide, as stated in a note of another 2013 suicide: torture during interrogation. 

Source: Tatyana Kolchina, „Nochnye doprosy doveli do suicida,” <gazeta.ru>, 27 February 2014  
(accessed on the same day). 

Russia and economic crime 
Ranking of Russia in economic crime, according to a survey by PricewaterhouseCoopers: number one in 
the world (58 percent of polled companies reported bribery, with the global average being 37 percent).  
Typical fraudster profile: a man aged between 31 and 40 who joined his company more than three years 
ago and has a university diploma. 

Source: “Russia Leads in Economic Crime, PwC Says,” Wall Street Journal, 20 February 2014 
<http://blogs.wsj.com/emergingeurope/2014/02/20/ (accessed 1 March 2014). 
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We Are Not Alone 
 
Krzysztof Koehler 
 
I saw a Guardian Angel who commanded me to follow him. In a 
split second I found myself in a foggy and fiery place filled with a 
great mass of suffering souls. They prayed fervently, but their 
prayers could not help them; only we on earth could usher in help. 
The flames that burned them were touching me too.  My 
Guardian Angel kept close to me all the time. I asked these 
souls, what hurts them most? They all gave the same answer: the 
longing for God. I saw the Mother of God visiting these purgatory 
souls; they called her “Star of the Sea.” Her presence brought 
some respite. . . .  
 At a certain time of night I was visited by a Sister who died 
two months earlier.  She was from an upper-class family. I saw 
her in a terrible state: she was burning all over and her face was 
distorted by a painful grimace. She stayed with me for a short 
while and then disappeared. I shuddered, because I did not know 
whether she came from hell or from purgatory, and I increased my 
prayers for her. The following night she came again looking even 
worse. The flames were more terrible and her face reflected total 
despair. I was surprised that after all the prayers I offered for her 
there was no relief. I therefore asked, have my prayers not helped 
you? She answered that they have not and will not. I asked again 
whether the prayers the entire Congregation of Sisters offered for 
her helped her. She again said that they were of no help to her but 
that they helped other souls. I said: “If my prayers do not help 
you, please do not come to me again.” She immediately 
disappeared. . . . 
 As soon as I lay down I fell asleep, but around 11 o’clock the 
devil upset my bed. I woke up immediately and began to pray to 
my Guardian Angel. Then suddenly I saw souls in the 
purgatory: they were like shadows, and among them I saw many 
devils. One of them shaped like a cat tried to provoke me by 
throwing himself onto my bed and on my feet, and he seemed to 
weigh hundreds of pounds. . . . 

S. Faustina Kowalska, Diary [1938] 
 

he reason for these lengthy quotations 
from St. Faustina is that she is a guide 
and an authority concerning the 

ceremonial of dziady, or ritual commemoration 
of one’s ancestors celebrated in the Eastern 
European countryside for centuries. It involves 
placating the spirits by offering them food and 
invoking the souls of the deceased. The ritual I 
wish to describe is not identical to the one 
described in Adam Mickiewicz’s drama Dziady 
Part II [1823]. That is to say, the ceremonies of 
the ritual are the same but the goal is different. 
One might say that the goal is more spiritual and 
less material but nonetheless very real, perhaps 

even more real than the physical ceremonies 
invoked by the poet in Dziady Part II. 
 Mickiewicz presented dziady as a yearly ritual 
taking place somewhere in Belarusian provinces 
(then regarded as eastern Poland), officiated by 
the Spiritual Man. As Mickiewicz states in his 
introduction to Dziady Part II, dziady was a 
ritual rooted in paganism, one already pushed to 
the margins of society in his time. But the poet 
considerably enlarged its moral and spiritual 
meaning in later works, particularly in Dziady 
Part III [1832].  As a result, our perception of 
dziady is more serious; it points to something 
deeply rooted and essential to our being since as 
long as we live we can bargain with the eternal 
enemy of man and wrest away from him his not-
so-innocent victims. The greatest works of 
Polish literature and the spirituality of its 
greatest master, Adam Mickiewicz, provide us 
with the courage necessary to undertake these 
daring forays. 
 
2 
On January 4, 1842, Mickiewicz lectured at 
Collège de France on the Polish moral epic, or 
the Memoirs of Augustyn Kordecki, Paulist 
Father and Abbot of the Sanctuary of Jasna Góra 
at the time when the Swedes laid siege to it. 
Mickiewicz sarcastically remarked that in the 
“enlightened” nineteenth century few people 
might want to read the memoirs of a mere priest 
from the remote past. Toward the end of his 
lecture, when his hoarse voice and unsteady gait 
indicated fatigue, Mickiewicz delved into the 
question of what would have happened if Jasna 
Góra had fallen to the Lutheran Swedes, that is 
if someone (and such attempts continue to be 
made today) managed to extirpate Catholicism 
from Poland. Mickiewicz comments thus: 
 

Let us reflect on the possible influence of 
Protestantism on Poland. Let us first look at some 
European countries that either shed off 
Catholicism or where its influence has been 
weakened. Great Britain managed to marry 
Protestantism to its feudal structures, and she 
survived intact as a nation and state. Likewise, the 
Roman legal structures, so strongly rooted in 
France, would have made France survive as a 
nation and state if it went fully Protestant. 
Germany is strongly rooted in its pagan past which 
could carry the country forward in case of a loss of 

T 
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Catholic belief.  But in Poland a blow to 
Catholicism has always acted to weaken the state. 
All Polish structures and social customs, military 
and civilian, are based on a strong belief in direct 
ties between this world and the transcendent one. 
Poles believe in miracles that are visible signs of 
that connection. The entire moral and political 
strength of the Polish state organism is grounded 
in that belief. One has to appeal to that faith 
whenever it is necessary to bring forth the nation’s 
power, either to resist or to lunge forth at the 
enemies. 
 

I posit that Mickiewicz’s Dziady Part III is best 
interpreted as a realization, visualization, and 
application of the belief in the closeness of the 
two worlds, material and spiritual. I also think 
that it is the greatest work ever written by a 
Polish author.  
 
3 
Yet it is difficult to talk about Dziady Part III 
not because an entire library of scholarly texts 
has been written about this unusual drama, but 
because––such is my deepest conviction––this 
work is more than just literature. This “more” 
springs at us whenever we reread the play or see 
it performed onstage.  
 Dziady Part III is a ritual. The Spiritual Man 
who presides over the ritual is the author 
himself, and the participants are those who read 
his work. Adam Mickiewicz’s Dziady Part III is 
a remarkable spiritual ceremony, and each 
rereading of this drama––if it is reread properly–
–equals participation in a ritual during which the 
reader––please do not fear the language––
participates in an invocation of a spiritual entity. 
Dziady Part III is related to the same ritual as 
Dziady Part II, but the spiritual entity invoked in 
each drama is not the same. The two spiritual 
entities speak in different voices, and the reader 
is trying to be of assistance to an entirely 
different spiritual world in Part III than in Part 
II. 
 What entities do I have in mind? I will try to 
describe them.  
 
4 
Dziady Part III presents various human 
characters in extremis. Those unjustly 
imprisoned, Father Peter, the Romantic poet 
Conrad, those who frequent Warsaw’s best 

drawing rooms, Mrs. Rollison, Senator 
Novosiltsev, Pelican, the doctor, ladies, 
gentlemen, and young people at the Vilnius ball; 
Eve from a country manor “near Lviv” who 
prays for the imprisoned poet. Banal as it may 
sound, these characters are formulas into which 
the poet tries to lock the Polish fate––traitors, 
heroes, suffering mothers, those who want to 
remain part of the elite at any price, career men, 
virgins from country manors praying for the 
persecuted in front of pictures of the Virgin 
Mary. Mickiewicz is the only Polish writer who 
ever succeeded in committing to paper these 
Polish archetypes and who tried to hold up a 
mirror to the typical characters of Polish history 
but by holding up this mirror he also reinforced 
certain features of the Polish fate. A mother 
worried about her son imprisoned by ruthless 
persecutors? How many such mothers preceded 
Mrs. Rollison and how many succeeded her! 
The same can be said about her son and those 
like him who spent Christmas Eve in prison 
cells. For centuries they have been subject to 
black humor covering up despair. Was it not 
likewise during the 1944 Warsaw Rising, or  the 
1970 massacre of workers on the Baltic coast, or 
during the 1863 Rising when hundreds of Eves 
in country manors were praying for their 
beloveds languishing in Russian jails. Their 
silent tragedies were later presented on canvas 
by painter Artur Grottger. Unfortunately, not all 
of these characters are positive, innocent, and 
worthy of our sympathy. The sculptor of Polish 
fate, Adam Mickiewicz, also presents those who 
could not care less about sacrifice and 
righteousness. As stated above, he was a 
reinforcer of the Polish ways of dealing with 
adversity. Was he the author of the curse of 
Polish fate? The creator of a mirror in which 
consecutive generations saw themselves and 
from which they could not escape? 
 Look at the Warsaw drawing rooms in the 
1830s frequented by the elites. The fog of 
intellectual discussions envelops them; the 
worried elites and littérateurs who know better 
distance themselves with repulsion and fear 
from what they see in the streets. I have to 
confess that I had a vision of these salons when I 
stood––part of the mob––in front of Warsaw’s 
Presidential Palace in 2010 when I listened to 
highbrow radio and salon discussions 



THE SARMATIAN REVIEW                                                                                                                           April  2014 
 

 1829 
 

imperceptibly aligned with fear of the street. . . 
of the mob. 
 For who are the flatterers and refined 
individuals gathered around Senator Novosiltsev 
in Vilnius in 1830? They are the sort that, when 
pictures are being taken, always try to stand as 
close to Power as possible. Those who fish for 
party invitations and sail skillfully to find 
themselves––together with others like them and 
with a glass of wine in hand––near those who 
wield Power that they gladly address just at the 
moment when the camera flashes to get that 
flash on one’s face at any price. They do not do 
so in vain and they do not do it for free. It so 
happens that after April 2010 I was in both 
places, with people in the streets––when the 
awakened Spirit was moving the crowd––and 
also, briefly, among the elite. I experienced 
firsthand the alienation of those who tried to 
ingratiate themselves with the authorities and 
those in the streets who expressed their fidelity 
to the deceased president.  I was in the mob and 
also among the intellectuals. It was in April 
2010.  
 Please do not misunderstand me: I am 
presenting here my perception of reality, one 
indebted to Dziady Part III, because this work 
suggests certain ways of perceiving reality, of 
assuming a position, of listening to the echo. It 
foretells what will be multiplied a thousandfold 
in Polish history. 
 And what about Russia? In Dziady Russian 
rule is presented as the major enemy of Poland, 
not only in “Ustęp” (which is an exceptionally 
penetrating poetic description of the system of 
Russian rule that remains constant in spite of 
governmental and political changes), but also in 
the introduction, the prosaic and historical 
introduction to the text; and also in the 
characters (Senator Novosiltsev and his dream, 
Novosiltsev and his cynical manipulation of 
Mrs. Rollison). The Russian party of power, 
motivated by some kind of cynical fascination, 
simply wishes to wipe out Polishness from the 
face of the earth––wipe out, humiliate, make it 
sink forever. But characteristically, Mickiewicz 
also presents those Russians who are victims of 
the party of power, and as such are potential 
allies since they too are persecuted. I am 
therefore not at all surprised by the decision of 
the party of power in Soviet-occupied Poland to 

forbid the performance of Dziady Part III in 
1968. They understood well the meaning of the 
play. 
 After Smolensk 2010, we can further ponder 
the role of Russians as the subject matter of 
Dziady. We can see the sacrifice, but we also 
perceive the imperial power that manifests itself 
in arrogance and has built a system based on 
police informers. Indeed, Dziady Part III is a 
revolutionary work. As long as it is read it will 
exercise an influence on Polishness; it will 
conceive of Polishness as a project, a vision 
outlined by the greatest Polish poet. 

But there is more. 
 
5  
If it were not for the fact that Dziady Part III is 
part of what was described at the beginning of 
this article as “the foundation of Polishness” and 
is the best articulation of this foundation––it 
would have remained a magnificent text that 
dealt with Polishness and reflected on it 
poetically, but would not have deserved the 
place in Polish consciousness I have ascribed to 
it.  I am not referring here to the New Age-style 
of acting  demonstrated by Krzysztof Majchrzak 
who played the Spiritual Man in a television 
performance a few years ago, but rather to the 
foundational (how else can I call it?) perception 
by Mickiewicz, followed by an ability to 
articulate the truth about the spiritual nature of 
reality and inscribing this constant into the 
narrative called Poland.  
 As befits an epic story, Dziady Part III unveils 
what is commonly called “reality;” it shows 
people who act, think, make choices, argue 
rationally or emotionally, and so on. But above 
this reality, or perhaps preceding it, the play also 
articulates a spiritual reality. Throughout it there 
appear references to the spirits of darkness and 
light that surround physical reality, make 
suggestions, pass judgments, and mislead or 
protect the human characters. The permanent 
presence of that other (spiritual) dimension 
manifests itself in the characters’ dreams––
Conrad’s and Eva’s dreams, Father Peter’s 
vision, Senator Novosiltsev’s dream. Sometimes 
this transcendent reality descends to the stage 
and mingles with physical characters (angels and 
spirits become elements of the plot). In one of 
the key moments the double nature of reality 
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makes itself known through exorcisms. Watch 
this scene! Father Peter, who exorcises Conrad, 
also heads the investigation team concerning 
Mrs. Rollison’s son! 
 The spiritual and the physical spheres are so 
intermingled in Dziady that it is impossible to 
decide which one is more “real.” Continuity or, 
better said, unity between the two spheres is 
incessantly proclaimed. I know that traditional 
criticism sees Mickiewicz’s drama through the 
lens of literary conventions rather than through 
an awareness of spiritual realities. The run-of-
the-mill Polonists have been afraid to face that 
other dimension of humanity, and they are 
adamantly opposed to admitting that the learned 
and great poet Adam Mickiewicz looked at 
things differently. They have created a 
methodological cage guarding them from 
looking into the abyss. They toy with the worry 
beads of various symbolic forms, eruditely 
discuss associations, show off their 
hermeneutical skills, all in order to protect 
themselves––and us––from the striking fact that 
Mickiewicz did not begin Dziady Part III with a 
“literary prologue” (Juliusz Słowacki tried to 
assert its literariness without understanding 
anything; he was the first to mislead us!), but 
rather with an introduction to the atmosphere 
that was to prevail in the drama, a hint about the 
kind of reality in which the dramatic ritual was 
to unfold. The key scene first presents the 
Guardian Angel, and then the dark spirits 
tormenting the young Poet’s undecided soul. 
The Angel––who soon will engage in a battle 
with the spirits of darkness for the Poet’s soul––
pronounces these words: 
 

Unkind and unfeeling child! 
Your mother’s earthly accomplishments 
And her supplications in the other world 
Defended your youth from temptation and 
misadventure 
For quite a long while . . . 

 
These words, spoken at the beginning of the 
drama, proclaim the most important dimension 
of the two realities, earthly and spiritual. The 
poet’s mother’s virtues and her entreaties to God 
in the other world support her son in this world. 
These worlds reveal the deepest sense of 
Mickiewicz’s drama, its central idea: that of 

intercession, of links between the two realities 
established through prayer for one another.  
 St. Faustina Kowalska writes about Satan’s 
anger toward and his hatred of the idea of 
prayerful intercession. She personally 
experienced this, whereas Mickiewicz merely 
described it (perhaps he experienced it too, we 
do not know). The power of intercessional 
prayer is revealed in the monologue of the Spirit 
at the end of the Prologue: 
 

Men! Each of you could erect and destroy thrones 
Through your thought and faith, even if you were 
alone and in prison. 

 
The characters in Dziady Part III are thus 
protected by their mutual prayer and sacrifice. 
This network restrains the Enemy and drains 
away his power. Conrad and Father Peter, the 
two key characters in Dziady, meet only twice: 
first during the exorcism ceremony when Father 
Peter exorcises the Poet who has surrendered to 
Evil; and in the last scene when the jailed 
Conrad is led away for an investigation and 
encounters the priest on his way. At that moment 
Conrad does not recognize Father Peter, 
although he vaguely feels that he had met him 
somewhere before. He then makes a certain 
gesture that is crucial to the meaning of the play 
(until then Conrad did not participate in the 
network of mutual spiritual support, did not see 
or understand it, possessed as he was by 
selfishness and pride that obliterated his ability 
to perceive the world in its truth): 
 

Conrad: Please, take this ring and sell it; and give 
half of the proceeds to the poor  
Use the other half to arrange for a Mass for those 
suffering in purgatory 
I know how they suffer; if purgatory means 
unfreedom–– 
Who knows whether I will ever be allowed to be 
present at Mass 
Father Peter: You will be. 

 
The exalted, sublime, and lonely Romantic Poet, 
having experienced help from the network of 
prayer (his deceased mother prays for him in the 
other world, and he is also a beneficiary of 
prayers by Eva who reads his poetry), becomes 
part of this network and hears the words of 
prophetic comfort from Father Peter.  



THE SARMATIAN REVIEW                                                                                                                           April  2014 
 

 1831 
 

 It is my opinion that the strength of 
Mickiewicz’s drama, its uniqueness in our 
literature, consists not only in that Poland’s fate 
is inscribed in it, but also, and primarily, in that 
Mickiewicz confirms here the existence and 
operation of the Polish principle: the community 
of the living and the dead and their experience. 
Until the time of Karol Wojtyła, no one in Polish 
culture had presented so courageous and soul-
stirring a vision of Polishness. 
 
6 
How do I know that the vision is true and 
correct? Obviously what is transcends the mere 
senses and mere human mind. The being of the 
world is deeper than the three-dimensional 
world. We bear witness to that in Poland when 
we visit the graves of those who have died, even 
if these visits sometimes become, like our Faith, 
a mere tradition and an empty ritual because 
rituals never fully die. As long as we straighten 
out candles on the graves and clean the 
gravestones, we witness to that Polish principle 
and its compelling nature. Visiting the cemetery 
on either All Saints’ Day or All Souls’ Day 
amounts to a voluntary participation in the ritual 
of dziady. We feel the bond with our ancestors. 
As we travel to the graves of those who died 
before us we accept, profess, and confirm that 
we are not alone; that continuity exists between 
those who still breathe and those who have 
entered a reality at this point closed to us; that 
the possibility exists of communication between 
these two categories of people; that they can 
help each other, be related to each other in spite 
of the gravest trial of all: the trial of invisibility, 
disappearance, absence in our being here and 
now. 
 Adam Mickiewicz’s Dziady Part III grows out 
of this soil, it witnesses to this kind of 
perception. Owing to the power of art, it is also 
the best articulation of this Polish principle we 
have inherited. Dziady Part III is not only 
literature, but also a way of witnessing, a sign, a 
reference point for us.                 ∆  
 

 

Scots in the Polish-Lithuanian 
Commonwealth, 16th-18th 
Centuries  
The Formation and the Disappearance of 
an Ethnic Group 
 
By Peter Paul Bajer. Leiden & Boston: Brill, 
2012. Series: The Northern World. North 
Europe and the Baltic, c400-1700 AD. Peoples, 
Economies and Cultures, vol. 57. Xxviii + 588 
pages. Hardcover.  
 
Graeme Morton 
 

here has been increasing scholarly attention 
on the extent and character of Scottish 

migration throughout the nation’s history. T. M. 
Devine, who closed his Scotland Trilogy with a 
wide-ranging examination of Scots travels in To 
the Ends of the Earth (London, 2011), has 
marked out this trend most clearly. This and 
attendant work have been driven by an 
increasingly politicized engagement with the 
migrants and their descendants who comprise 
the Scottish diaspora. In 2009 a report 
commissioned by the Scottish government 
estimated that between 28 million and 40 million 
people worldwide claim Scottish descent. Most 
of these claimants are descendants of the “Great 
European Migration,” when in the period 1815 
to 1914 an estimated 55 to 60 million migrants 
left Europe for the New World nations of South 
America, North America, the Caribbean, Africa, 
and Australasia. Around 11 million people left 
England, Wales and Scotland in this period, with 
Scotland’s share being around 2.3 million. 
While that number of Scots is not insignificant 
in raw terms, Scotland’s migration history gains 
its place within international analysis when 
measured in per capita terms. Taking that 
measurement, Scotland is in the top three 
emigrant nations along with Ireland and 
Norway. If migration into England is factored in, 
then Scotland makes a case to be considered as 
Europe’s greatest exporter of people in the 
modern age.  

Yet it was to Ireland and mainland Europe that 
Scots first migrated in any numbers. It is with 

T 
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Devine’s writing from earlier in his career, in 
collaboration with T. C. Smout and Ned 
Landsman, that Bajer’s research is located 
(“Scottish Emigration in the Seventeenth and 
Eighteenth Centuries,” Europeans on the Move: 
Studies in European Migration, edited by 
Nicholas P. Canny, Oxford, 1994). It is not in 
the significant per capita terms found post 1800, 
but nevertheless in impressive numbers 
throughout the two centuries prior to that, that 
perhaps around 20 percent of Scotland’s young 
men aged fifteen to thirty left their homes to 
travel east. They did so as mercenaries, traders, 
and peddlers, and for reasons of (Protestant) 
religion and loyalty to their monarch. The Scots 
fought for the Swedish and Danish armies 
during the 1620s and supported those who stood 
against the Hapsburg dynasties. Murdoch has 
estimated that by the middle of the seventeenth 
century as many as 50,000 Scots could be found 
across Europe with between 30,000 and 50,000 
located in Poland (S. Murdoch, “Scotland, 
Europe and the English ‘Missing Link,’” History 
Compass, 5, 3 (2007), p. 895). Bajer is most 
conscious of the growing literature to which he 
contributes when discussing the debate on 
numbers (p. 82, table 3.1). What he 
demonstrates most convincingly is that these 
numbers, if anything, have to be scaled upward 
to give a more accurate account of the 
movement of Scots in the preindustrial period, 
and that more of that migration ended up as 
permanent than has hitherto been understood to 
be the case (pp. 1–4, 90–92 (table 3.2), 114–15). 
His observations derive from a micro analysis of 
church data (baptism, marriage, and death 
records) from two Calvinist parishes in Gdańsk, 
sustaining a database of around 5,000 records 
for the period 1569–1795 (37–39). 

In setting up the motives for this migration, 
Bajer examines the role of population growth 
and a small range of push factors distilled from 
contemporary social conditions. However, he 
does so in a way that is too dismissive of the 
established literature. Describing Alexander 
Webster, who produced his famed account of 
Scotland’s population in 1755, and Sir John 
Sinclair, instigator of the Statistical Account in 
the 1790s, as historians in the mold of T. C. 
Smout, Michael Flinn, and Michael Anderson is 

inappropriate; so too is his dismissal of their 
work as providing “no definite answers” (41) 
when in fact they are explaining a complex 
situation through the use of imperfect 
information. Here and in later chapters there is a 
general lack of sophistication in Bajer’s use of 
population data, especially in how these data are 
contextualized in the history of early modern 
Scotland. Throughout, it is fair to conclude, a 
more sophisticated understanding of the 
relationship of demographic pressures to 
migration is needed in order for the author to 
convince with his arguments (see, for example, 
pp. 42–7).  

To further his explanation of the “push 
factors” that resulted in Scots’ migration in the 
early modern period, factors such as religious 
shifts to Protestantism and the attraction of 
European trade are given due weight, although 
one is left with the view that there is some 
amount of padding here that detracts from the 
empirical data uncovered. Bajer must be given 
credit for his close source examination of 
contemporary accounts, municipal annals, and 
parish records to estimate the size of the Scottish 
community in the Polish-Lithuanian 
Commonwealth. This painstaking work results 
in impressive results that include observation of 
the origin and spread of Scottish names 
throughout the Commonwealth, although these 
are inevitably more impressionistic data and a 
detailed chronology of migration (103–109). As 
the heart of the research is reached, Bajer brings 
forth a mound of very impressive data on the 
socioeconomic background of Scots migrants 
into Poland-Lithuania and especially the 
geographical spread of their origins (119–28). 
This work is the product of some heavy archival 
lifting and the author is to be commended here, 
as well as for the much stronger sections on the 
nondemographic motives for migration, 
including some very detailed case study 
evidence on the economic activity and the life 
experience of migrants upon arrival. The 
database that underpins so much of the research 
comes to the fore when examining the role of the 
Reformed Church in Poland-Lithuania, 
including its attraction for the Scots, and from 
that the involvement and spread of Scots in its 
parishes. This, one might argue, is a closer 
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measure of Scots’ integration into their host 
society than the few who climbed the social 
ladder into the Polish nobility (chapter 7), and 
offers a compelling account of the everyday life 
of Scots settlers. It must be noted that there is a 
general lack of gender balance offered here, with 
little attention given to women. 

Undoubtedly this volume is the product of 
impressive and exhaustive research for which 
Bajer must take great credit. Scots in the Polish-
Lithuanian Commonwealth is an impressive 
contribution to the literature, and will stand as an 
important point of citation for those who can 
work their way through its dense pathways. 
Where there is weakness is in the historical 
presentation and conceptualization of the 
motives for migration, sections that also suffer 
from comparatively poor use of evidence and 
unsophisticated engagement with secondary 
sources. While Bayer claims to be “redefining” 
the Scottish migration of the sixteenth to the 
eighteenth centuries, there is insufficient 
analysis and cogent argument to make his case. 
This is evidenced by the short concluding 
chapter that does little to summarize the 
conclusions of the data-rich chapters, and the 
extensive use of appendices is simply 
symptomatic of a tendency to present rather than 
analyze the evidence. For good or ill, the 
conceptualization of migration and sojourning 
are empirically derived rather than theoretically 
driven.  

The language and writing are at times 
ponderous, with repetition and grammatical slips 
evident at various points. There are rather 
descriptive accounts of the secondary literature, 
some of which is rather dated and some of it 
rather obscure (which is, though, also a 
positive). Too often the scholarship of others is 
presented consecutively rather than 
concurrently, and this detracts greatly from 
Bajer’s command of the narrative. Indeed, his 
construction of the current state of scholarship 
lacks a suitable or coherent synthesis, which at 
times is not helped by some shoddy phrasing 
and vagueness (such as “Other Scottish 
communities of various sizes were mentioned in 
a variety of publications,” p. 21). Yet despite its 
episodic approach to the scholarship of others 
and insistence on categorizing sources under 

separate headings and then analyzing them 
separately this remains a useful introduction to a 
diverse literature for those that can follow its 
flow. These comments are indicative of a 
monograph that is impressively researched, but 
which lacks accessibility and narrative power. It 
was never Bajer’s aim I am sure, but it must be 
considered unlikely that Scots in the Polish-
Lithuanian Commonwealth will provide a 
historical context to current political debates on 
the internal movement of Europeans.      ∆ 

 
Poland’s Role in Pan-European 
Thinking 

 
Towards a United Europe.  An Anthology of 
Twentieth Century Polish Thought on Europe, 
edited by Sławomir Łukasiewicz. Translated 
by Robert Looby. Warsaw: Ministry of Foreign 
Affairs of the Republic of Poland 
(www.polskawue.gov.pl), 2011. 279 pages. 
ISBN 978-83-62520-96-1. Hardcover. 
 
Terrence O’Keeffe 
 

ime is of the essence; this is fundamentally 
true when considering human history and 

noting not only the temporality of historical 
events with its causal implications, but also that 
history’s actors and its chroniclers and 
commentators are caught up in this inescapable 
web.  They are always looking at the present 
through the lens of the past and with an eye on 
the future. When considering the essays on 
Polish thinking about what a federated or united 
Europe might mean to Poles, it is wise to keep in 
mind the dates that these essays were composed 
and published. Most of them were written 
between the mid-1930s and 1960. 

Given the way the tumultuous and destructive 
twentieth century in Europe focused the 
attention of the authors in this collection, their 
particular advocacies about how to deal with the 
coming future  were often about “things to be 
avoided” as much as “things to be desired.” The 
recent past was the whip, the prospects for a 
better future the carrot. For Poland the whip was 
a scourge with two very large knots:  Germany 
and Russia (or the USSR), each of which 

T 
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presented the problem of attempting to either 
reduce post-1945 Poland in size (border 
revisions) or subordinate it politically, culturally, 
and economically. As Alexander Bregman put it 
in his 1963 book Polska i Nowa Europa, 
excerpted here in translation, a European union 
is desirable to Poles depending on its answer to 
the following questions: “First, will the 
unification process increase or decrease Poland’s 
chances of regaining independence, of 
eliminating its dependence on Russia?  Second, 
will the process increase or decrease the 
potential menace from Germany?” (p. 220). 

The USSR succeeded in political and 
economic but not cultural suppression, while the 
possibility of Germany pressing for border 
changes was hedged by the knowledge that it 
could not do this without the approval of the 
larger Western alliance to which it belonged.  In 
point of fact, the German issue was resolved 
rapidly and to the satisfaction of Poland during 
the tense period immediately following the 
unification of the DBR and the DDR.  It can be 
said that Poland’s “grand eastern strategy,”* 
which entailed giving up historical claims to any 
portions of the existing Lithuanian, Belarusian, 
and Ukrainian states (whether as Soviet 
republics or soon-to-be independent nation 
states) implied that Germany would have to do 
the same with respect to Poland.  This approach 
also averted an EU “expansion crisis” that would 
arise from multiple competing border claims, 
thus setting a precedent and smoothing the path 
for Poland’s and other Eastern European 
nations’ entry into the EU. Here Polish thinking 
was more progressive and less skeptical than 
that of the West.  The policy worked, 
spearheaded by the efficacy and persuasiveness 
of Polish diplomacy on just this point. But that is 
the happy temporary end of one story, while the 
anthology under consideration was written by 
persons responding to very different realities. 
During the period 1918–1989 Polish public 
intellectuals who pondered the possibilities and 
prospective nature of an ill-defined European 
political entity of which they might be a member 
advanced views that were heavily conditioned 
by the disastrous events of the period, especially 
World War II and its aftermath. 
     The history of recent views often has a 
prehistory of older views because intellectuals 

are always looking for meaningful precedents 
from their nation’s own distant past as either 
validation or inspiration.  Unknown to many 
outsiders but of primary relevance to Poles in 
this respect is the long and tangled history of 
their own once-mighty state, the Polish-
Lithuanian Commonwealth that dominated 
central and eastern European politics for almost 
three centuries. This was a realm in which Polish 
culture and language set an elite standard to 
which the leadership class of other nationalities 
conformed and assimilated. Between 1795 and 
1863 and during the Second Republic (and even 
thereafter) the Commonwealth’s political 
arrangements could be viewed as a federal 
template for current and prospective 
arrangements among the diverse nationalities 
that inhabited the territory of the once and future 
Polish state; this was the Piłsudski preference, 
opposed by the National Democrats.  However, 
given the growing power of the idea that a 
citizen’s primary identity should be an 
ethnolinguistic one, with each ethnolinguistic 
unit ideally forging its own sovereign nation-
state, this option was bound to run into 
complications and conflicts for which there were 
few acceptable solutions for all parties 
concerned.  That notwithstanding, the broader 
federal idea of Poland creating and leading a 
closely bound regional federation of states that 
would sacrifice some of their sovereignty to a 
common organization regulating economic, 
diplomatic, and some internal political affairs is 
an idea that appears throughout the present 
collection.    
     Beyond that, the Polish regional federal idea 
also embraced further embedding this imagined 
entity in a “federation of federations” that would 
be a united Europe committed to certain ideals 
of individual rights and to democracy as the 
form of government. On the latter point a 
succinct summary of the minimal desirable 
components of this imagined larger European 
grouping is given by Piotr Wandycz in his 1949 
paper “International Organizations in the Federal 
Movement”: “Introducing federalism is 
conditional above all on accepting federalism 
and making of it a new ideology connected with 
a Christian-European outlook based on the idea 
of the freedom of the individual and of the 
nation” (108).   I note that “accepting 
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federalism” means sacrificing some elements of 
national sovereignty as hitherto conceived 
without stipulating the exact nature of the 
sacrifice, always a sticking point in this kind of 
discussion. 
     Marek Maciejewski and Łukasz Machaj’s 
introductory essay to the topic of Polish thinking 
about both regional and pan-European 
federalism starts with the prehistory (in the sense 
explained above), then summarizes the most 
notable writers on the topic from the era of the 
Partitions forward to the late twentieth century.  
Each chapter of the book is prefaced by brief 
biographical remarks about the author of the 
individual piece, placing him in his respective 
position in the evolution of an idea.  The 
afterword by Sławomir Łukasiewicz 
recapitulates this evolution in the light of later 
events.  While the names of several of the 
authors will be known to readers of European 
history (e.g., Zbigniew Jordan and Oskar 
Halecki) many of them will be new to English 
and American readers, and they provide the 
substance of the claim that Polish intellectuals 
have devoted a good deal of thought to the 
European federal idea. 
 

* The formulation of Poland’s new eastern (or 
ULB) strategy was the basic task undertaken by 
Jerzy Giedroyc and expressed through the journal 
he edited, Kultura, published in Paris. An essay by 
Giedroyc’s partner in this enterprise, Juliusz 
Mieroszewski, is included in the anthology 
reviewed here and presents a kernel of the overall 
idea as it was in 1951, arguing for the creation of 
an “eastern European international brigade” in the 
west.  In his The Reconstruction of Nations:  
Poland, Ukraine, Lithuania, Belarus 1569–1999, 
Timothy Snyder devotes a chapter (“Patriotic 
Oppositions and State Interests, 1945–1989”) to 
the successful efforts of Kultura’s diplomatic-
political program, noting that by the 1980s it had 
become the preferred path to follow among diverse 
political groupings in communist Poland, including 
Solidarity, reform communists, and various 
spokesmen for the Catholic Church. The program 
combined idealism and realism in a way that 
persuaded many Polish thinkers, activists, and 
politicians that old historical claims regarding 
demography, precedence, and prestige in the region 
had to be ignored in order to focus on the present 
(recognizing existing or potential nation states 
within current borders) in a way that would 

guarantee a peaceful future.  As noted above, this 
is the actual program that made accession of 
eastern European nations into the EU a practical 
possibility, and various Polish thinkers and 
politicians, especially Krzysztof Skubiszewski, 
deserve the credit for this.            ∆  

 
Building the Barricade 
 and other poems of Anna Swir 
 
By Anna Świrszczyńska. Translated by Piotr 
Florczyk. Philadelphia: Calypso Editions 
(calypsoeditions.org), 2011.  x + 56 pages. ISBN 
978-0-9830999-1-8. Paper. 
 
James E. Reid  
 

Neither a shield nor a sword, but a masterpiece,  
is the people’s weapon.                
Cyprian Kamil Norwid 

 
uilding the Barricade (Budując barykadę) is 
a welcome addition to the limited poetry in 

English by Anna Świrszczyńska (hereafter 
Swir). Swir’s Talking to My Body appeared in 
1996 in a good translation by Czeslaw Milosz 
and Leonard Nathan. Excerpted from that 
collection, “The Sea and the Man” and “The 
Same Inside” appeared the same year in 
Milosz’s A Book of Luminous Things: An 
International Anthology of Poetry (1996).  
Milosz also published seventeen of Swir’s 
poems in Postwar Polish Poetry (1963), two 
poems less than he included by the renowned 
Zbigniew Herbert. Milosz also printed a number 
of her poems in an essay about her work in The 
Witness of Poetry (1983), an essay reprinted in 
his To Begin Where I Am (2001).  
   Swir’s poetry in English is slim compared to 
the Polish poetry available by poets such as 
Milosz, Herbert, Julia Hartwig, Ryszard 
Kapuściński, Tadeusz Różewicz, and Wisława 
Szymborska. Why are there fewer poems? Was 
it because she was a woman and as such not 
expected to write about the horrors of war?  Was 
the particular horror of the massive death toll of 
Underground Army soldiers and other citizens 
during the 1944 Warsaw Rising deemed 
something that a woman should not write about 
in poems even though she was there and worked 
as a military nurse, cared for and fed the 

B 
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wounded, and carried supplies through the 
streets of hell on earth?  
   Even more dangerously at that time, she wrote 
for underground publications affiliated with the 
Polish Resistance. In 1944 different areas of 
Poland were under the control of Nazi and 
Soviet forces, neither of which observed any 
standards for the treatment of civilians and 
prisoners of war.  Writing for the Resistance was 
an act of great courage. If either enemy had 
taken her, she would have been tortured at the 
very least. Thankfully, she overcame hardship to 
bring us her memories of that time and how she 
survived. 
 
I slept with corpses under one blanket. 
I apologized to these corpses 
For being alive.  (“Talking With Corpses”) 
 
To bear witness through the witness of poetry is 
both vital and necessary. Polish writers who 
lived under Nazi or Soviet rule know this all too 
well. Even if it takes time—Swir waited for 
thirty years after the Warsaw Rising to publish 
these poems in 1974, according to Jericho 
Brown in his foreword to the Florczyk 
translation. However, according to Milosz, the 
first publication in Polish was in 1972, and the 
first bilingual edition, with translations by 
Magnus Krynski and Robert A. Maguire, was 
published in Kraków in 1979 (Postwar Polish 
Poetry, p. 57). One of Swir’s poems is titled 
“Waiting Thirty Years” (Czekam trzydzieści lat). 
It describes Swir’s contact with an injured 
partisan. While she is “re-bandaging / his torn-
up leg” he makes a promise to her: 
 
“When the war ends 
we’ll go dancing, little miss. 
I’m buying.” 
 
I’ve been waiting for him 
for thirty years. 
 
In Bloodlands: Europe Between Hitler and 
Stalin (2010) and referring to Norman Davies 
and Włodzimierz Borodziej, Timothy Snyder 
writes that early in the morning when the 
uprising began, “the mood among the fighters 
and in the city itself was euphoric” (301). We 
know now that this young partisan did not 
survive. Then the great and terrible realization 

surfaced of how many partisans, men, women, 
and children were killed during and immediately 
after the Rising. Estimates are upwards of 
200,000. After the failed rising, the Germans 
expelled all living inhabitants from the city. 
How many women had Swir’s courage and the 
need to write about what they had lived through? 
In “The Last Polish Uprising” she tries to 
imagine the unimaginable: 
 
When the place where a million people had lived 
Became the emptiness of a million people. 
 

Swir’s poetry is wide-ranging and significant, 
and I have quoted sparingly from Building The 
Barricade. There are just over thirteen poems 
devoted to the uprising here, and it seemed 
unwise to quote extensively from them. When 
they are read together in sequence their effects 
are both intimate and particularly powerful. a 
power and intimacy that recalls Nabokov’s 
observation about Tolstoy: “Readers call Tolstoy 
a giant not because other writers are dwarfs but 
because he remains always of exactly our own 
nature, exactly keeping pace with us instead of 
passing by in the distance, as other authors do” 
(The New Yorker, vol. 57, November 2, 1981, 
183). The experience of reading Anna Swir’s 
poems from Building The Barricade is like 
walking beside her as she shares her utterly 
necessary remembrances of the past. 

Milosz had the generosity to be the first to 
bring her poems in English to the West, as it was 
then known. Perhaps we should leave it to him 
to summarize her accomplishments: “William 
Blake was inclined to see human sins as phases 
through which humans pass and not as 
something substantial. In . . . Anna Swir there is 
a similar empathy and forgiveness.”         ∆ 
 
MORE BOOKS 
 
Polska Wschodnia i orientalizm [Eastern 
Poland and Orientalism], edited by Tomasz 
Zarycki. Warsaw: Wydawnictwo Naukowe 
Scholar (www.scholar.com.pl), 2013. 214 pages. 
Index. ISBN 978-83-7383-670-9. Paper. In 
Polish. 

 collection of fourteen papers by Polish, 
Ukrainian, and Belarusian scholars on the A 
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understanding and practice of Orientalism in 
Eastern Europe. While being itself a frequent 
object of Orientalist reification, Eastern Europe 
has produced its own Orientalist views on 
territories situated to the east of the Eastern 
European countries. Russia has thus been 
subjected to Orientalist interpretations by those 
who themselves were subjected to it by Western 
European scholars.  

Wołyń we krwi 1943 [The Bloodlands of 
Volhynia: 1943],  by Joanna Wieliczko-
Szarkowa.  Kraków: Wydawnictwo AA s.c., 
2013.  399 pages. Photographs.  ISBN 978-83-
7864-260-2.  Hardbound. In Polish. 

he year 2013 marked the seventieth 
anniversary of the beginning of the 

genocide perpetrated by the Organization of 
Ukrainian Nationalists/Ukrainian Insurgent 
Army (OUN-UPA) against Poles in Volhynia 
and East Małopolska.  Wieliczko-Szarkowa’s 
book documents that history, with special 
attention to the apogee of the murders of 
approximately 100,000 people that started in 
summer 1943. 

The history of Poles in the Kresy region 
challenges the dominant binary American 
paradigm of World War II: “good guy” Allies 
versus “bad guy” Axis.  In the period 1939–45, 
Poles in Volhynia were essentially plunged into 
three simultaneous wars: first and last with 
Soviet aggressors (the “Allied” Red Army 
regularly killed the Allied Armia Krajowa after 
“liberating” a region); then (after 1941) with 
Nazi invaders; and finally, a campaign of mass 
murder organized by Ukrainian nationalist 
followers of Stepan Bandera who, with their 
hopes for an independent Ukraine through 
collaboration with the Germans dashed, 
embarked on their own campaign of ethnic 
cleansing in case, by some miracle, they wrested 
an independent country. 
 Wieliczko-Szarkowa’s work is divided into 
three parts.  The first two describe Volhynia in 
Polish history through 1920, then as part of the 
Second Republic.  The vast majority of the 
book, however, focuses on Volhynia during 
World War II.  A few pages at the end of the 
book take the history from the end of the war 
through the spring of 2013, with the failure of a 
project for a joint pastoral letter commemorating 

the events between the Roman Catholic and 
Uniate bishops of now western Ukraine. 
 The primary focus of the book is also the most 
valuable: a detailed account—virtually village 
by village—of the systematic destruction of the 
Polish population of Volhynia (and, to a lesser 
extent, East Małopolska) in 1943.  OUN-UPA 
forces would typically surround a village, 
preventing inhabitants from escaping, then begin 
the murder (by gun, pitchfork, knife, or sickle) 
of men, women, and children, either in their 
houses or by collective burning alive in a church 
or other building.  After pillaging livestock and 
other goods, the place was completely razed to 
intentionally obliterate any trace of Polish 
settlement there.  Numerous photographs bear 
witness to lone crosses and neglected markers in 
empty fields that today mark what were once 
places where people lived.  The book also 
contains many photographs of victims of the 
killings, including infants.   
 There are voices—especially descendants of 
Volhynian families—who criticize how memory 
of the Volhynia massacres seems downplayed, 
even in Poland. Various factors, including 
bilateral Polish-Ukrainian relations, may account 
for this.  In the West the Volhynia massacres 
and the larger OUN-UPA conflicts are even 
more unknown.  Tadeusz Piotrowski has 
published four works (Vengeance of the 
Swallows; Poland’s Holocaust; Ukrainian 
Integral Nationalism; Genocide and Rescue in 
Wołyń) but, generally speaking, there is virtually 
nothing in English (though one suspects 
Ukrainian diaspora circles, often sympathetic to 
Bandera, may have their own literature).  In 
addition to Wieliczko-Szarkowa’s work, 2013 
has seen new works appear in Poland (e.g., 
Grzegorz Motyka, Od rzezi wołyńskiej do akcji 
„Wisła”).  It would be valuable to make them 
accessible to English readers. (John M. 
Grondelski) 

Stanisława Orzechowskiego i Andrzeja Frycza 
Modrzewskiego spór o wiarę (“Frycz” St. 
Orzechowskiego oraz “Prosta opowieść” i 
“Orzechowski” A.F. Modrzewskiego, edited by 
Krzysztof Koehler. Translation from Latin by 
Kaja Stompór-Lesicka. Humanitas-Studia 
Kulturoznawcze Series. Kraków: Akademia 
Ignatianum and WAM 

T 
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(www.wydawnictwowam.pl), 2013. 372 pages. 
Index. ISBN 978-83-7614-155-8 (Ignatianum), 
ISBN 978-83-277-0033-9 (WAM). Paper. In 
Polish and Latin. 

he fourth volume in a series that presents 
Polish political writers of the sixteenth 

century. This volume presents the polemics 
between an author enjoying a good reputation 
among Enlightenment advocates in Poland, and 
one who has been criticized by adherents of 
Enlightenment ideology. The first is 
characterized by clarity of expression and an 
ability to build an argument, whereas the second, 
it is said, is intemperate and chaotic. The first is 
a Protestant, the second a Catholic. What are the 
merits of their arguments from the perspective of 
the twenty-first century? As one reads on, one 
realizes that Frycz-Modrzewski is a clever but 
not always honest polemicist, whereas 
Orzechowski is emotional in his arguments and 
displays a total lack of perfidy. This classical 
dialogue of Sarmatian Poland is very much 
worth reading. It shows the formation of Polish 
shortcomings and virtues, and explains the roots 
of Polish identity.  

(Continued on Page 1850) 

 
Report of the coronation 

of King Ladislas Vasa (Władysław Waza), 
1633 (title page). Polish  

National Library collection. 

Pan Tadeusz 
by 

Adam Mickiewicz (1798–1855) 
 

Book Ten 
Emigration • Jacek 

 
Argument: The storm. Deliberations aimed at securing the 
fortunes of the victors. Talking terms with Rykov. The 
farewell. An important revelation. Hope. 
 
Translated by Christopher A. Zakrzewski 
 

he racks, which since morning had been 
scudding along like a scattered flock of 
black birds, kept massing together, rising 

ever higher in the sky; scarcely had the sun dipped 
from its zenith when they swathed half the 
heavens in a vast band of cloud. The wind drove it 
onward, ever more swiftly. The cloud grew denser, 
sank lower, until half torn from the sky on one 
side, it swung earthward, spread out along the 
horizon and like a great sail gathering all the winds 
into itself swept over the sky from south to west. 

There came a moment of calm. The air fell still 
as if struck dumb with terror. The grainfields 
stood motionless. Until a moment ago they had 
been surging like seas, bending to the ground then 
recovering themselves with a toss of their golden 
spikes. Now, stalks bristling, they stared at the sky. 
So too the green willows and poplars by the 
wayside ceased bowing profoundly like women 
plainers over an open grave. No longer did they 
thrash their long limbs and spread their silver 
tresses on the wind. Now, as if benumbed with 
grief, they stood lifeless like the rock of Niobe of 
Sipylos. Only the quaking aspen stirred her hoary 
leaves. 

Normally loath to leave the fields, the cattle 
huddled together in a tight knot and, forsaking 
their forage, trotted briskly homeward without 
waiting for the drovers. The bull pawed the 
ground, plowed it with his horn, bellowing 
balefully at the frightened herd. The large-eyed 
cow, her mouth open wide in wonder, kept gazing 
skyward, sighing deeply, while the laggard hog 
fretted, gnashing his teeth, and, stealing into the 
grain, made off with his plundered store of 
sheaves. 

T 

T 
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The birds sought out refuge wherever they 
could find it: in the forest, under the eaves, in the 
tall grass. Only the crows strutted solemnly in 
flocks around the pools. Sweeping the black 
clouds with their swart eyes, tongues thrust from 
dry  gaping throats, they hung out their wings and 
waited for the coming bath; then sensing a storm 
of unwonted violence, they too rose up in a cloud 
and made for the forest. Of all the birds, only the 
fleet-winged swallow braved the skies: like an 
arrow he clove the thunderhead then dropped like 
a spent bullet. 

It was just then that the nobility concluded their 
terrible battle with the Muscovites. Seeking the 
shelter of house and stable, they trooped off, 
abandoning the field to the elements massing now 
for their own battle. In the west, still bathed in 
sunlight, the earth glowed a sullen reddish-yellow. 
Like a dragnet the shadow-casting cloud caught up 
the remnants of light and went after the sun as if 
to enmesh it before it sank below the horizon. 
Whistling squalls sprang up, each scattering bright 
raindrops, large, and round, and grainy like 
hailstones. 

Suddenly two dust devils met. Seizing each 
other by the waist, they grappled, spun round, and 
whistling and twisting over the pools stirred the 
waters to their very depths. Swooping down over 
the meadows, they shrilled through the grass and 
osier beds. Willow branches snapped; swathes of 
mown grass flew up like fistfuls of torn-out hair 
interwoven with curly locks of grain. The 
whirlwinds fell howling to the ground, rolled in 
the dust, plowed up and tore at the clod, creating 
an opening for still another twister that rose up in 
a column of black earth. Up it rose—a whirling, 
moving pyramid, its head boring into the ground, 
heels kicking up sand into the eyes of the stars. 
With every stride forward, it thickened, funneling 
out at the top, until, like a giant trumpet, it 
blazoned the storm with a triumphant blast; and 
with all this chaos of water, dust, straw, leaves, 
branches, and torn-up turf, the tempest smote the 
forest, roaring like a bear in the heart of the 
wilderness.  
The rain came splashing down thick and fast like 
earth shaken through a sieve. A thunderclap rent 
the air. The drops coalesced into solid streams. 
Now like taut cords binding earth and sky they fell 
in long tresses to the ground, now in sheets they 
poured as if cast from a pail. Earth and sky 
vanished under a mantle of darkness; the 

blackness of the night and the still blacker storm 
blotted them out. Now and again the horizon split 
open from one end to the other. Like a colossal 
sun, the storm-angel flashed his face then, 
shrouded in darkness again, drew back into the 
heavens and, with a thunderous peal, slammed 
shut the clouds behind him. Once more the 
tempest picked up strength. Another thunderous 
downpour! The gloom deepened, thickened; one 
could almost touch it. Again the deluge slackened. 
For a moment, the storm seemed to nod off; then 
again it awoke and rumbled. Once more the flood 
came down. At last, but for the steady pattern of 
the rain and the soughing of the trees around the 
house, all grew still. 

Nothing could have been welcomer this day 
than such a torrential downpour. After shrouding 
the battlefield in darkness, the rainstorm flooded 
the roads, swept away the bridges, and turned 
Soplica Manor into an unapproachable fortress. 
Thus news of the events at the Manor could not 
get out, and it was precisely upon the 
circumstance of secrecy that the fate of the 
nobility hung.  

Weighty deliberations took place inside the 
Judge’s room. The Bernardine lay on the bed, 
exhausted, pale, and bloody, though in full 
possession of his senses. He issued orders while 
the Judge diligently carried them out. He called in 
the Chamberlain, summoned the Warden, then 
calling in Rykov as well, closed the door. The 
secret deliberations went on for an hour. At last, 
Captain Rykov threw down a hefty purse of 
ducats on the table and brought the negotiations 
to a stand.  

“My Polish friends!” said he. “There is a 
common saying among you that every Muscovite’s 
a scoundrel. Now you can tell anyone who cares 
to ask that you have met a Muscovite captain, 
Nikita Nikitich Rykov by name. He holds eight 
medals and three crosses; I beg you remember 
that. See? This one for Ochakov, this for 
Izmailov; these two for Novi and Preussisch-
Eylau; and this one here for Korsakov’s glorious 
retreat from Zurich! And be sure to add that 
Rykov received a sword for gallantry, three 
commendations from the Field Marshal, and four 
citations along with two honorable mentions from 
the Tsar himself. And I have papers to prove—”  

“Aye, Captain,” broke in Robak, “but tell us 
what will happen to us if you do not accept our 
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terms. Did you not give us your word you would 
hush up the matter?” 

“So I did; and I pledge it again,” said Rykov. 
“My hand and seal upon it! Why should I wish 
your ruin? I am an honest man, and I like you 
Poles. I find you a jovial lot, always ready for a 
tipple. Stout of heart, always ready for a tussle. In 
Russia we say, ‘Who rides a cart often finds 
himself beneath it.’ ‘Today you ride in front, 
tomorrow you’re in the rear.’ ‘Today you best ’em, 
tomorrow you’re worsted.’ So what’s there to be 
mad about? That’s the soldier’s life! Why fret and 
sulk over a lost battle! Ochakov was a bloody 
affair. At Zurich our infantry got soundly 
thrashed. And on the fields of Austerlitz I lost an 
entire company. Before that (I was a sergeant 
then), it was your Kościuszko at Racławice. His 
scythemen cut my platoon to ribbons. But what of 
it, I say. My turn came up at Maciejowice. There, 
with my bayonet, I slew two of your brave 
noblemen. Mokronowski was one: there he was, 
swinging his scythe at the head of the line. He had 
sliced off the cannoneer’s hand, lighted linstock 
and all. Oh, you Poles! Your country! Rykov 
knows the meaning of the word. The Tsar gives 
the orders, and yet I feel for you. What business 
have we with you, anyhow? Moscow for 
Muscovites and Poland for Poles, that’s what I 
say; but, alas, the Tsar will not hear of it!”  

“Captain!” said the Judge. “Those who have 
provided your billets these many years know you 
for the honest man you are. Do not take this gift 
amiss, my friend. We meant no offense and made 
bold to collect these ducats only because we know 
you to be a poor man.”  

“Oh, my yagers!” cried out Rykov. “The whole 
lot of them skewered! My company! And all the 
fault of that scoundrel Plut! He’s the commanding 
officer, so he will answer to the Tsar. Keep those 
pennies of yours, gentlemen. I have my captain’s 
pay, such as it is. It does me for a bowl of punch 
and a twist of shag. I am fond of you Poles. With 
you I can eat, drink, whoop it up, and enjoy a 
good yarn; and so my life passes. Aye, I shall do 
my best to protect you. If there is an inquiry, I 
promise to put in a word for you. We’ll say we 
dropped by for a visit and a snort of vodka, kicked 
it up a bit, and downed a few too many. Then, by 
accident, Plut gave the order to open fire, a 
skirmish broke out, and somehow his battalion 
got the worst of it. Meanwhile, gentlemen, be sure 
to grease the commission’s hand with gold, and all 

will be well. But I must tell you what I told this 
fellow with the long rapier here. Plut is in charge. I 
am only second in command. Plut is alive. He may 
play you false and sink you yet, for he is a sly 
customer. You will have to stop up his mouth 
with banknotes. What say you, sir? You with the 
long rapier! Have you talked to Plut? Come to 
terms?”  

Gerwazy looked about him, stroking his hairless 
skull. He made a careless motion of his hand as 
much as to say that he had already taken care of 
the matter. But Rykov persisted: 

“So? Will Plut keep mum? Did he pledge his 
word?”  

Vexed that Rykov should be pestering him with 
questions, the Warden turned his thumb solemnly 
downward then waved his hand as if to end all 
further discussion. 

“I swear by my Pocketknife that Plut will not 
give us away,” said he. “His lips are sealed!” And 
lowering his hands, he snapped his fingers as if to 
dispel the mystery.  

Gerwazy’s dark gesture was understood. His 
listeners stared at one another in surprise; for 
several moments they studied each other’s faces in 
gloomy silence.  
“So the fox pays his skin to the furrier!” muttered 
Rykov at last. 
“Requiescat in pace!” said the Chamberlain. “Clearly 
the hand of God!” said the Judge. “But I am 
innocent of this bloodshed. I knew nothing of it.” 

The priest rose from the pillows and sat 
gloomily silent. “It is a great sin to kill an unarmed 
captive!” he said at last, eyeing the Warden 
sharply. “Christ forbids revenge, even on one’s 
enemy. Oh, Warden! For this you shall answer 
heavily to God. There is but one ground for 
pardon: if the deed be done not out of mindless 
vengeance but pro publico bono.” 

The Warden nodded, waved his outstretched 
hand and, blinking his eyes, repeated the phrase, 
“pro publico bono.” 

There was no more talk of Major Plut. In vain 
they scoured the yard for him the next morning. 
They posted a reward for his body. All to no 
purpose; the Major had vanished without a trace 
as though he had fallen into a well. Several 
conjectures as to his fate made the rounds, but no 
one knew for certain, either then or later. In vain 
they pestered Gerwazy with questions. No 
utterance would pass his lips except “pro publico 
bono.” The Chief Steward was privy to the secret, 



THE SARMATIAN REVIEW                                                                                                                           April  2014 
 

 1841 
 

but he had pledged his word of honor, and so the 
old man’s lips remained sealed as by a spell.  

Having agreed to the terms, Rykov left the 
room; meanwhile, Robak had the fighting nobility 
called in.  

“My brothers!” said the Chamberlain, 
addressing them gravely. “This day God has 
smiled on our arms, but I must be frank with you, 
gentlemen. Dire consequences will follow from 
this untimely battle of ours. We have committed a 
blunder and none of us is free from blame: Father 
Robak for being overzealous in spreading the 
news, the Warden and the nobility for mistaking 
his purpose. The war with Russia will not be 
waged any day soon. In the meantime, those of 
you who took a leading part in the battle are no 
longer safe in Lithuania. So, gentlemen, you must 
flee to the Duchy of Warsaw. I have in mind 
Matthias, styled Baptist, Tadeusz, Watering Can, 
and Razor. These named must fly across the 
Niemen where our nation’s host awaits them. We 
shall lay the blame squarely on you fugitives and 
on Major Plut and thereby save the rest of our kin. 
I give you farewell, but not for long, since there is 
every reason to hope that our liberty will break 
forth this coming spring. Lithuania, which now 
bids you farewell as exiles, will see you shortly as 
her conquering saviors. The Judge shall attend to 
your journey; and I, insofar as I am able, will help 
with the funds.”  

The nobility saw the wisdom of the 
Chamberlain’s words. Well they knew that 
whoever ran afoul of the Tsar could never find 
true peace with him in this world. A man must 
either fight or rot away in Siberia. And so, 
exchanging sorrowful glances in silence, they 
sighed and nodded assent. Although known the 
world over for their love of their land, which they 
hold dearer than life, yet Poles have always been 
ready to go abroad, traveling to the ends of the 
earth, suffering years of privation and want, 
battling men and fate—enduring all this turmoil, 
so long as there shines through it all the hope of 
serving their country.  

They agreed to depart without delay. Only 
Buchman took issue with this course of action. 
Being a prudent man, he had refused to take part 
in the battle; but on hearing of the counsel he had 
hurried over to cast his vote. Although favorable 
to the plan, he sought to elaborate on it. He 
pushed for certain amendments and clarifications. 
A formal committee had to be struck, the aims, 

ways, and means of emigration duly weighed, and 
many other things besides. But, alas, time was of 
the essence, and Buchman’s advice was promptly 
shelved. The nobility bid a hasty farewell and set 
out on their journey.  

Then the Judge, bidding Tadeusz stay behind, 
addressed the priest:  

“Now I must tell you what I learned with 
certainty only yesterday: namely, that our Tadeusz 
is truly in love with Sophy. Let him ask for her 
hand before he departs. I have spoken with 
Telimena, and she no longer opposes the match. 
Sophy also agrees to the will of her guardians. If 
we cannot wed the young couple today, then let 
us, dear brother, at least betroth them before the 
lad’s departure. You know well the various 
temptations to which a young heart is subject 
abroad. But with a ring on his finger, a youth has 
merely to glance at it, recall his betrothal, and the 
fever of foreign seductions cools at once. Believe 
me, a wedding ring has great power. Thirty years 
ago I entertained a strong affection of my own for 
Mistress Martha. I had won her heart, and we 
were engaged to be married. But God chose not 
to bless our union and left me orphaned after 
taking into his glory the comely daughter of my 
friend the Chief Steward. All I have left is the 
memory of her qualities and charms, and this gold 
ring. The poor lass appears before my eyes each 
time I glance at it. Thus, by the grace of God, I 
have kept my plighted faith till now. I never 
married and remain an old widower, even though 
the Steward has another daughter who is very 
pretty and very like my beloved Martha!” And 
gazing tenderly at his ring, he wiped his tears with 
the back of his hand.  

“Well, my brother,” he concluded, “shall we 
have them betrothed? He loves her dearly, and I 
have the aunt’s and the girl’s consent.”  

At this Tadeusz stepped forward and spoke 
with great animation. “My dear uncle, how can I 
thank you enough for the constant care you take 
for my happiness! Dear uncle, if Sophy were 
betrothed to me today and I knew she was to be 
my wife, I should be the happiest man in the 
world. But I must tell you frankly that for various 
reasons the betrothal cannot take place. Question 
me no further! Perhaps if Sophy agreed to wait, 
she would soon find in me a better, worthier man. 
Perhaps when I have proven my constancy, she 
will requite my love. Perhaps I shall garnish my 
name with a sprig of glory. Perhaps soon I shall 
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return to my ancestral home. Then, dear uncle, I 
shall recall your promise. Then, on bended knee, I 
shall greet my dear Sophy and, if she should still 
be free for the asking, beg for her hand. But now I 
must take leave of Lithuania. Who knows for how 
long? Meanwhile, someone else may win Sophy’s 
favor. I refuse to bind her will. To expect a return 
of affection, an affection I have not yet earned, 
would be beneath contempt.” And as the lad 
uttered these earnest words, two glistening 
teardrops, large as pearly berries, started from his 
big blue eyes and rolled swiftly down his ruddy 
cheeks.  

All this time, Sophy had been in the alcove 
listening intently to their private conversation 
through a crack in the wall. She heard Tadeusz 
declare his love for her so boldly and forthrightly. 
Her heart trembled. She saw the two big teardrops 
in his eyes. And yet she was unable to grasp the 
thread of his mysterious words. Why had he fallen 
in love with her? Why was he leaving her now? 
Where was he going? The thought of his leaving 
saddened her. Never before had she heard so 
strange and novel a thing from the lips of a youth: 
that she was loved! She ran to the little family altar 
and took from it a holy picture and small relic 
box. The image was of Saint Genevieve; the box 
contained a shred of garment belonging to Saint 
Joseph the Bridegroom, patron of betrothed 
couples. Armed with these devotional articles, she 
entered the room.  

“Are you leaving so soon?” said she to Tadeusz. 
“I have a little gift for your journey, and a word of 
caution too. Carry this relic and image with you 
always and remember your Sophy. May God keep 
you well and happy! May he bring you home to us 
soon, safe and sound.” She fell silent and lowered 
her head; and as she closed her dark-blue eyes, the 
tears ran out from under her lashes. So Sophy 
stood silent, with closed eyelids, spilling tears like 
diamonds.  

Tadeusz took the gifts and kissed her hand. “My 
lady,” said he, “now I must give you farewell. 
Remember me! Say an occasional prayer for me. 
Sophia—!”  But he could say no more. 

Meanwhile the Count, who had entered 
unbidden into the room with Telimena, found 
himself moved by the young couple’s exchange of 
tender adieus. Casting a glance at Telimena, he 
remarked: 

“How much beauty there is even in a simple 
scene like this when a soldier and a shepherdess 

must part like a ship and the ship’s boat in stormy 
waters! Indeed, nothing so stirs up the sentiments 
of the heart as the separation of two loving hearts. 
Time is a blast of wind: a small candle it will snuff 
out, but a great fire it only fans into a greater 
conflagration. My heart too is capable of burning 
more ardently from afar. Mr. Soplica, I took you 
for a rival. This error was the cause of our 
unhappy quarrel, which obliged me to take up the 
sword against you. Now I see my mistake: you 
sighed for this shepherdess, while I had given my 
heart to this fair Nymph here. Let our differences 
be drowned in the blood of our enemies. We shall 
not contend with murderous steel. Let us settle 
our romantic quarrel by other means. Let us see 
who outmatches the other in intensity of 
affection! Let us leave behind these dear objects of 
our devotion and hasten to face the sword and the 
lance. We shall strive with each other on the 
battlefields of constancy, compassion, and 
suffering; pursue our foe with a manly arm!” And 
saying this, he looked at Telimena; but she only 
stared back at him, aghast at his words. 

“My dear Count!” broke in the Judge. “Why do 
you insist on leaving? Take my advice and remain 
on your estate where you are safe. The authorities 
may skin the minor nobility alive. But you, dear 
Count, are sure to come out all right. You know 
the regime we live under. You are rich. You will 
buy yourself out of prison with half a year’s 
income.” 
  “Not in my character!” said the Count. “If I 
cannot be a lover, then I will be a hero. Made 
anxious in love, I shall call on glory as my 
comfortress. If I must be a beggar of the heart, 
then let me be rich in feats of arms.”  

“But who prevents you from enjoying love and 
happiness?” said Telimena. 

“The power of my destiny!” said the Count. “A 
dark prescience impels me in mysterious fashion 
toward foreign lands and great feats of arms. It is 
true that today in your honor I stood ready to light 
the flame on Hymen’s altar. But this youth has set 
me a shining example in his willingness to tear the 
nuptial crown from his temples and ride off to 
prove his heart against Fortune’s hurdles and the 
hazards of bloody war. This day marks a new 
Epoch for me as well! Birbante-Rocca once 
echoed with my arms. May these arms now echo 
throughout the length and breadth of Poland!” 
And finishing his piece, he proudly smote the 
sword-hilt at his side.  
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“Indeed, it would be hard to rebuke such zeal,” 
replied Robak. “Go then, and take your money 
with you. Perhaps you will see fit to equip a 
company as did Włodzimierz Potocki, who 
astounded the French by raising a million francs 
for the war treasury; or like Prince Dominic 
Radziwiłł, who pledged his lands and chattels to 
field two new horse regiments. Go, I say; but take 
your money. We have no shortage of fighting 
brawn in the Duchy, but we do lack funds. Go 
then, and God speed!” 

“Alas, my knight!” said Telimena, looking 
sorrowfully at the Count. “Nothing, I see, shall 
deflect you from your purpose. Therefore, I beg 
you, when you enter the martial lists, cast a tender 
glance at this lover’s knot. (And tearing a ribbon 
from her frock, she tied a love knot and fastened 
it in the Count’s buttonhole.) May this badge 
guide you into the cannon’s flaming jaws, into the 
shining lances and raining brimstone. And when 
your valorous deeds spread your fame abroad, 
when the imperishable bay garnishes your bloody 
casque and victory crowns your lofty helm, then 
cast your eye once more upon this favor and recall 
the hand that pinned it at your breast!” She 
tendered him her hand; the Count knelt down and 
kissed it. And so, raising her handkerchief to one 
eye while squinting down with the other, Telimena 
watched the Count bid her his soulful adieus. She 
heaved a sigh—then shrugged her shoulder. 

“My dear Count!” said the Judge. “Make haste! 
It is growing late.”  

“Enough of this!” growled Father Robak. “Be 
off with you!”  

The Judge and the priest quickly parted the 
tender couple and drove them out of the room. 
Meanwhile, after embracing his uncle tearfully, 
Tadeusz kissed Robak’s hand. The monk pressed 
the lad’s brow to his bosom and, placing his hands 
crosswise over his head, looked up to heaven, 
saying, “God go with you, my son!” And he wept. 

“What!” exclaimed the Judge, as soon as 
Tadeusz had quitted the room. “Will you tell him 
nothing? Not even now? Is the poor lad to know 
nothing? Even at his departure?” 

“Aye, nothing,” replied the priest; and for a 
while he wept with both hands over his face. 

“Why should the poor boy know he has a father 
who hides from the world like a scoundrel, a 
common murderer! God knows how much I 
should like to tell him, but I forego this comfort in 
atonement for the sins of my past.” 

“Then it is time to think of yourself,” said the 
Judge. “Considering your age and state of health, 
there is no question of your going abroad with the 
others. You say you know of a house where you 
can weather the storm. Tell me where it is. Hurry! 
A caleche stands waiting outside. But would the 
ranger’s cottage not serve you better?” 

Robak shook his head. “I have until morning,” 
said he. “Now, my brother, send for the parish 
priest. Bid him come quickly with the viaticum. 
Dismiss everyone but yourself and the Warden, 
and close the door.”  

The Judge did his behest and sat down on the 
bed beside him.  Meanwhile Gerwazy remained 
standing, one elbow anchored on the pommel of 
his sword, his bent brow resting on his hands.  
Before beginning to speak again, Robak fixed his 
stare on the Warden’s face and remained 
mysteriously silent. But even as the surgeon lays 
his soft hand on the patient’s body before making 
an incision with his knife, so Robak softened the 
expression of his keen eyes. For a good while he 
trained his gaze on Gerwazy’s face; then, as if 
hazarding a blind thrust, he covered his eyes with 
his hand and uttered forcefully: 
“I am Jacek Soplica.”  
   The Warden paled and lurched forward. Like a 
rock arrested in mid-fall he stood, bent at the 
waist, one foot raised off the floor. Wide-eyed he 
stared, whiskers bristling, mouth agape, white 
teeth bared. The rapier slipped from out under 
him, but he caught it up with his knees. Seizing it 
by the pommel with his right hand, then grasping 
firm hold of the hilt, he drew it back; the long 
dark blade swayed fitfully behind him. He brought 
to mind a wounded lynx ready to spring from a 
tree at the hunter’s face. Puffing itself into a ball, 
the beast stands snarling, flashing its bloodshot 
eyes, twitching its whiskers and vibrating its tail. 

“Gerwazy!” said the priest. “Man’s wrath no 
longer holds me in terror. The hand of God is 
upon me. I adjure you in the name of Him who 
saved the world, who blessed His slayers from the 
cross and heard the robber’s plea. Relent and hear 
me out. I have told you who I am. To ease my 
conscience I must obtain, or at least beg, your 
forgiveness. Hear my confession. Then do with 
me as you please.” And he joined his hands as if in 
prayer.  

The Warden drew back in great astonishment, 
smote his brow with his hand, then shrugged his 
shoulders.  
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The priest began to relate the story of his past 
friendship with Horeszko, of his love for the 
Pantler’s daughter and the resulting enmity 
between the Pantler and himself. He spoke at 
random, often interspersing his confession with 
complaints and accusations. Often he would break 
off, as if he had finished, only to resume again. 
The Warden, who was privy to all the particulars, 
was able to make sense of the desultory tale and 
supply the missing parts; but the Judge was often 
left quite in the dark. With lowered heads both 
men listened intently to Jacek’s tale. Meanwhile, 
Jacek’s speech grew increasingly slow; often it 
broke off altogether. 

“You remember, Gerwazy, how the Pantler 
would invite me to his banquets and drink my 
health. Often he would raise his cup and declare 
aloud that he had no better friend than Jacek 
Soplica. How he would clasp me to his bosom! 
Those who saw him would have sworn he was 
ready to share his very soul with me. He my 
friend! He knew perfectly well what was raging in 
my heart. 
“Meanwhile, the neighbors’ tongues already 
wagged. ‘Hey, Soplica!’ they called. ‘You woo in 
vain. A magnate’s doorbell exceeds the reach of a 
Cupbearer’s son!’ I laughed, pretending to scoff at 
dignitaries and their daughters. What were 
aristocrats to me! If I paid them visits, it was out 
of mere friendship. Never would I marry outside 
of my station, I assured them. Even so, those jests 
cut me to the quick. I was young, fearless, and 
enjoyed full access to society in a land where, as 
you know, minor nobility and magnates could 
aspire to the crown on an equal footing. Why, 
Tęczyński once asked for the hand of a daughter 
of a royal house, and the King agreed without any 
sense of shame! Are not the Soplicas every bit as 
worthy as the Tęczyńskis—their blood, their coat 
of arms, and their loyal service to the 
Commonwealth?  

“How easy, in a single instant, to blight 
another’s bliss so that an entire lifetime will not 
undo it! One word from the Pantler and how 
happy we should have been! Who knows? We 
might all be living still. Perhaps he would have 
lived out his declining years in peace and quiet, 
close to his beloved daughter, his lovely Eva, and 
his grateful son-in-law. He might have rocked his 
grandsons’ cradles! But, in the event, he ruined us 
both. He––and that slaying—and all the 
consequences of that crime—all my sorrows and 

transgressions!—but I have no right to lay blame. 
I am his slayer. I have no right to accuse him at all. 
I forgive him with all my heart; and yet he— 

“Had he but once refused me openly (for he 
was well aware of our feelings), had he forbidden 
me to visit, who knows, I might have taken my 
leave, vented my anger, and eventually left him in 
peace. But that proud fox devised another 
stratagem: to behave as if it never occurred to him 
that I might be seeking such a union. And yet he 
had need of me. The nobility held me in esteem. I 
was well liked by the manor smallholders. And so, 
pretending not to notice my feelings, he went on 
receiving me as before. He even insisted I visit 
more often. But every time we were alone and he 
saw my eyes tear up and my bosom heave, ready 
to burst, the old fox would promptly turn to idle 
talk on the subject of lawsuits, the regional diets, 
the hunt— “Oh, the times we sat together, in our 
cups, and he, moved to tears, took me into his 
embrace assuring me of his friendship (for he was 
always in need of my sword or my vote in 
Parliament)––and I politely returned the gesture! 
Each time fury so seized me that the spittle rushed 
to my lips and my hand tightened around my 
sword-hilt. So much did I want to spit on his 
friendship and draw my sword! But Eva, seeing 
my face and demeanor, would guess what was 
passing inside me—how? I have no idea. She 
would look at me imploringly and turn pale. Ah, 
what a lovely gentle darling she was! That look of 
hers, so accommodating, so serene and angelic! I 
could not bring myself to frighten or stir her to 
anger. I held my peace. And so Lithuania’s 
notorious roisterer, before whom the mightiest 
lords often quailed; for whom scarcely a day 
passed without a brawl; who would not suffer a 
king much less a pantler to offend him; whom the 
slightest disagreement sent into transports of 
rage—I, incensed and drunk as I was, remained 
meek as a lamb, as though I were gazing on the 
Sacred Host! “How many times I wished to bare 
my soul and even beg on my knees before him. 
But then on looking into his eyes and meeting that 
icy gaze I was moved to shame on account of my 
strong feelings. So I would strike up again in the 
coolest manner on our court cases and regional 
diets. I even cracked jokes—all this out of pride, 
mind, so as not to offend the dignity of the 
Soplica name or lower myself in the Pantler’s eyes 
by asking in vain and incurring a refusal. Imagine 
the hay the nobility would make of it if word got 
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out that I, Jacek—‘The Horeszkos refusing 
Soplica the hand of their wench!’ That I, Jacek, 
had been served up a bowl of black soup!  

“At last, at my wits’ end, I decided to raise a 
small regiment of the nobility and leave our 
district and homeland forever; to head for some 
place in Muscovy or Tartary and wage war there. I 
went to bid the Pantler good-bye in the hope that, 
on seeing me, his loyal supporter and old friend 
(indeed, I was practically a member of his 
household, having campaigned with him and been 
his drinking mate all those years)—that, on seeing 
me about to depart for a distant land, the old man 
would be moved to show me at least a sliver of 
human intimacy; even as a snail reveals its horns!  
Ah! Who harbors in the bottom of his heart but 
the faintest flicker of affection for a friend will 
feel, upon bidding him farewell, that spark rise up 
within him like life’s dying ember. Even the 
coldest eye alighting for the last time on a dear 
friend’s brow will shed a tear! 

“My poor love! On hearing of my departure, she 
turned pale and slipped to the floor in a dead 
faint. She could not speak; then a stream of tears 
started from her eyes, and I knew how dearly she 
loved me! 

“For the first time in my life, I recall, I burst 
into tears. Tears of joy and despair! I forgot 
myself, went raving mad. Once again I was on the 
point of falling at her father’s feet, ready to coil 
myself like a snake around his knees, and beg, 
‘Dear father! Take me for your son, or slay me on 
the spot!’ But then the Pantler, sullen and cold as a 
pillar of salt, in that polite and distant manner of 
his, broaches the subject of— what, you ask? 
Why, his daughter’s wedding! At such a moment! 
Gerwazy! Friend! Judge for yourself! You have a 
heart of flesh.  

“‘Mr. Soplica!’ the Pantler says to me. ‘A 
marriage broker has just paid me a visit on behalf 
of the Castellan’s son. Now you are my friend. 
What say you to this? You know of course that I 
have a rich and beautiful daughter, and that he is 
but a Castellan from Vitebsk and thus carries little 
weight in the Senate. How would you advise me, 
dear fellow?’ I have no recollection of what I said 
to him. More than likely I said nothing, mounted 
my horse, and fled.” 

“Jacek!” exclaimed the Warden. “Full marks for 
all this special pleading; but what of it? Your fault 
stands undiminished! Why, you are not the first in 
the world to fall in love with the daughter of a rich 

lord or royal personage; not the first to conspire 
to snatch her away by force and so avenge 
yourself openly. But to devise such a cunning plot! 
To slay a Polish lord! In Poland! And in league 
with Muscovy!” 

“There was no plot,” Jacek replied with sadness 
in his voice. “Snatch her away, you say? Of course 
I might have done it. No bars or locks would have 
stood in my way. Why, I should have smashed 
that castle of his into fine dust! Did I not have 
Dobrzyn on my side? And four other gentry 
settlements besides! Oh, if she had only been like 
the women there, strong and sturdy, fearless of 
flight, pursuit, and the clash of arms. But the poor 
child! How her parents coddled her! A frail, 
timorous thing she was. A butterfly grub! A spring 
caterpillar! To snatch her away thus, to touch her 
with a bloodied hand would have killed her. No! I 
simply couldn’t!  

“To avenge myself openly and storm the castle 
would have been contemptible, for people would 
have said I was avenging my rejection. Warden! 
Your upright heart is a stranger to the inferno of 
slighted pride. “The demon of pride began 
whispering better counsels in my ear. ‘Take your 
revenge in blood and conceal the cause,’ he said. 
‘Stop visiting the castle, root out your love, put 
Eva out of mind, marry another, and then—only 
then—dream up some pretext and take your 
revenge.’ 

“At first I thought my heart had found peace. 
That fiction pleased me and—and I married the 
first poor lass I laid eyes on. I did wrong, I know, 
and how severely I have been punished since! I 
had no love for her—Tadeusz’s poor mother. She 
was a most upright soul and utterly devoted to me! 
But in my heart I was choking back my earlier 
love and rage. I raved like a maniac. I tried to bury 
my grief in farm labor and other business, but all 
to no purpose; the demon of vengeance held me 
in thrall. Ill-humored and sullen, I found solace 
nowhere. And so, sinking from sin to sin, I turned 
to drink. “And so it was that in a short space of 
time my wife died of grief, leaving me with this 
child; and all the while despair devoured me— 

“How I must have loved my poor Eva! All these 
years! Where have I not traveled! Even now I 
cannot forget her. Her dear image always stands 
before me as if daubed by a brush! No amount of 
drinking would dull the edge of my memory even 
for an instant. All those lands I saw, and still I 
could not wipe her from my mind. And here I lie 
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in this bed—God’s servant in a monk’s habit, 
drenched in blood—still talking about her. To 
speak of such things at such a time! But God will 
forgive me. I want you to know the depth of my 
grief and despair when I committed that— 

“The deed occurred a short while after she was 
betrothed. The whole district buzzed with news of 
her betrothal. People told me that on receiving the 
ring from the hand of the Governor Eva fainted 
away and grew feverish. She was already showing 
signs of consumption, and sobbed constantly. She 
loved another in secret, they surmised. But the 
Pantler, ever serene and jovial, continued to hold 
balls at the castle and invite his friends. Me, he no 
longer invited. Of what use was I to him now? 
The disorder of my household, my wretched state 
and vile addiction had made me an object of scorn 
and the laughingstock of the world. I, who once 
had the entire district wrapped about my finger; 
whom Radziwiłł used to call ‘dear fellow’; I, who 
would ride out of my settlement with a troop 
more numerous than a princely retinue—I had 
only to unsheathe my sword and several thousand 
blades flashed out around me, striking terror into 
the castles of great lords. And here was I now, the 
butt of village urchins. So suddenly had I fallen 
from grace in peoples’ eyes! Jacek Soplica! Let him 
who knows what it is to feel pride—”  Here, 
growing increasingly weaker, the Bernardine 
slumped back into the pillows.  

“Great are God’s judgments!” exclaimed 
Gerwazy, deeply stirred. “It is the truth! The truth! 
So is it you? You, Jacek Soplica? Hiding under a 
monkish hood? Living a beggar’s life! I remember 
you when you were hale and hearty, the handsome 
gentleman whom lords flattered and women went 
crazy about! The whiskered champion! It was not 
so long ago after all. How grief has aged you! How 
could I fail to recognize you by that shot of yours, 
when you felled the bear so expertly? Our 
Lithuania had no finer marksman, and, next to 
Matthias, no abler swordsman either. Why, our 
gentlewomen sang ditties about you: 
 
When Jacek curls his mustaches, the squirearchy wince; 
The man he knots his whisker on has cause to dread the 
day, 
For none escapes his wrath, not even Radziwiłł the Prince. 
 
“Oh, you tied a knot on my lord, you did! 
Wretched man! Can it really be you? Reduced to 
such a state? Jacek Whisker an almsman? Great 

are God’s judgments! And now, sir! Hah! You 
shall not escape your deserts. I swore whoever 
spilt a drop of Horeszko blood—”  But here the 
monk, raising himself to a sitting position in his 
bed, resumed his tale.  

“I was out riding near the castle. Who could 
name the legion of devils residing in my mind and 
heart! And the Pantler! Why, he was killing his 
own child! Me, he had already slain—destroyed! 
Lured by Satan, I rode up to the gate. Oh, the 
revels he held in his castle! A revel every night! 
Windows ablaze with candlelight. Music echoing 
in the halls. It was a wonder the castle did not 
come crashing down on that naked pate of his. 
Anyhow, give vengeance a thought and Satan slips 
you the weapon. The thought no sooner crossed 
my mind than Satan sent along the Muscovites. I 
stood there and saw it all. You know how they 
stormed the castle—Because it is a lie that I was in 
league with Muscovy! 

“Many thoughts passed through my mind as I 
stood there. At first, I broke out into a silly grin 
like a child watching a fire. Then, expecting to see 
the castle burn to the ground, I felt a sort of 
brigandish joy. At times I was prompted to run in 
and rescue her; the Pantler too— 

“As you know, you fought them off bravely and 
with great skill. I could not believe my eyes. 
Muscovites were dropping like flies all around me. 
The cattle could not shoot straight if they tried! 
Seeing them routed, I was seized again by a 
mighty rage. Was this Pantler to taste victory? Was 
fortune to smile on all he did? Was he to emerge 
triumphant from this terrible assault? I was riding 
away in disgust. The day was just dawning. 
Suddenly I saw and recognized him. He had 
stepped out on the gallery. His diamond broach 
flashed in the sunlight. There he stood, curling his 
whiskers, proudly surveying the field. It seemed to 
me he was singling me out for special abuse. He 
had recognized me, I thought, and was giving me 
the finger. He was mocking and threatening me! I 
seized a soldier’s musket, put it to my shoulder, 
barely aimed, and fired. You know the rest. 

“A curse on firearms! Who kills with a blade 
must first strike his pose, lunge, parry, break; he 
may disarm his foe or choose to check his mortal 
thrust. With a firearm it is enough to grab a gun, 
cock it—a split second, a single spark—But did I 
run, Gerwazy, when you took aim at me from the 
gallery? Nay, I just stared into both barrels of your 
gun. What despair I felt! A strange sorrow rooted 
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me to the ground. Oh, Gerwazy, why did you miss 
your mark that day? You would have done me a 
favor; but clearly it had to be—to atone for my 
sin—”  Here again he ran out of breath.  

“God knows,” replied the Warden, “I did my 
best to gun you down. How much blood you have 
shed on account of that one shot! How many 
disasters have befallen your family and us! And all 
through your fault, Jacek! And yet today, when the 
yagers had their sights trained on the Count, the 
last male representative of the Horeszko family 
(albeit on the distaff side) you shielded him with 
your own body; and when the Muscovites fired on 
me, you knocked me to the ground. So you saved 
us both. If it is true that you are a consecrated 
monk, then your habit is proof against 
Pocketknife. Keep well! No longer will I seek to 
darken your doorway. We are quits! The rest we 
shall leave to God.” 

Jacek offered him his hand, but Gerwazy drew 
back.  “I cannot,” said he, “without slight to my 
honor touch a hand stained by such a murder, 
committed for private vengeance, and not pro 
publico bono.” But Jacek, slipping from the pillow, 
turned to the Judge. Growing paler by the minute, 
he asked anxiously for the priest, then called out 
to the Warden: 

“I beg you, sir, stay a while longer. I have barely 
strength to finish. Warden! I shall die this very 
night!”  
“What is that, my brother?” cried the Judge. “But 
I had a look at it. It is but a trifling wound. What 
do you mean send for the priest? Perhaps it is 
badly dressed. I shall send for the doctor. He is at 
the druggist’s—” But the priest cut him off. 

“No need now, my brother. I took an earlier 
bullet in the same place—at Jena—wound never 
healed properly, and now it is infected—gangrene 
set in—I know something of wounds. See? Blood 
black as soot——what good is a doctor—a trifling 
matter!—We die but once; today, tomorrow, we 
must all yield up our souls. Warden! Forgive me, 
but I must finish my story! When the whole nation 
brands you a traitor, there is special merit in 
refusing to commit treason. Especially for a man 
who suffered from pride as great as mine! 

“The label of traitor stuck to me like the plague. 
My fellow citizens turned their faces from me. Old 
friends shunned me. The timid greeted me at a 
distance and steered clear. Even the merest yokel 
or Jew, after bobbing his head, would give me a 
sidelong derisive sneer. The word ‘traitor’ rang in 

my ears, echoed throughout my house and over 
my fields. From dawn to dusk that word danced 
before me like a spot on a diseased eye. But I was 
never a traitor to my country. 

“Muscovy took me, perforce, as one of her 
own. The bulk of the Pantler’s estate passed to the 
Soplicas. Later, the Targowica confederates 
wished to honor me with an office. Had I then 
consented to turn Muscovite (Satan counseled it; I 
was already rich and powerful then)—had I then 
thrown in with Moscow, the wealthiest magnates 
would have sought out my favor. Even my 
brother noblemen, even the rabble, so quick to 
discredit their own, will forgive those happier men 
who serve the Muscovites! All this I knew; and yet 
I could not— 

“I fled the country! Where did I not travel! 
What did I not suffer! And then at last God 
deigned to show me the only remedy. I had to 
reform myself and, so far as it was possible, right 
the wrongs that— 

“The Pantler’s daughter and her husband, the 
Governor, they transported to Siberia. There she 
died young, leaving here behind her a daughter, 
little Sophy. I saw to it that she was properly 
looked after— 

“Perhaps I slew him more out of foolish pride 
than thwarted love; so I needed humbling. I 
entered a monastic order. I, once so proud of my 
birth, I, the former swaggerer, bowed my head 
and became an almsman, with Robak, the Worm, 
for a name; since like a worm in the dust— A bad 
example to my country, an inducement to treason: 
these had to be redeemed by good example, 
blood, and self-sacrifice— 

“I fought for my country. Where? How? No 
one need know. Not for earthly glory did I so 
often expose myself to steel and bullets. I would 
sooner recall not my loud, valorous deeds but the 
quiet, useful ones, and the sufferings that no 
one— 

“Many times I crossed the frontier bearing 
orders from our leaders, gathering intelligence, 
and plotting conspiracies. Who in Galicia and 
Great Poland does not know this quester’s cowl of 
mine! For a year I was chained to a wheelbarrow 
in a Prussian fortress. Three times Muscovy flayed 
my back with the knout. Once they had me on the 
road to Siberia. Then the Austrians buried me 
deep inside Spielberg’s vaults as a slave-laborer in 
carcere duro. Yet by a miracle the Lord delivered me 
and now He allows me to die among my people, 
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with the sacraments— But now—who knows?—
perhaps I have sinned again! Perhaps I exceeded 
orders in fomenting the uprising so soon? Yet the 
thought that the house of the Soplicas should be 
the first to take up arms, that my kinsmen should 
be the first to plant our heraldic Charger on 
Lithuanian soil—that thought—surely—was pure 
enough— 

“You wanted revenge, Gerwazy? Well, you have 
it! For you have been the tool of God’s 
punishment. With your sword God cut my 
scheme to ribbons. You snarled the thread I had 
spun for so many years! My great goal of a 
lifetime, my last worldly passion, which I nursed 
and fondled as though it were my dearest child—
this you have slain before its father’s eyes; and yet 
I forgive you! You—!” 

“Even so may God forgive you too,” broke in 
Gerwazy. “Father Jacek, if you must take the 
housel, then I am no Lutheran or schismatic. He 
sins who grieves a dying man; this I know. Now I 
shall tell you something; no doubt you will find it 
a consolation. When my late lord fell mortally 
wounded to the ground and I knelt over his 
breast, smearing my blade with his blood and 
vowing vengeance, he shook his head at me and, 
stretching his hand toward the gate where you 
stood, traced a cross in the air. He could not 
speak, but it was a clear sign he had forgiven his 
slayer. I understood what he meant, but so great 
was my rage that I never breathed a word of that 
sign of the cross to anyone.” 

The dying man’s agonies broke off all further 
talk. There followed a long hour of silence. They 
waited for the village priest. At last they heard the 
clatter of hooves. There was a rap on the door. It 
was the tavern-keeper, breathless after his hard 
ride. He carried an important letter addressed to 
Jacek. Jacek passed it to his brother and had him 
read it aloud. The letter was from Fiszer, then 
Chief-of-Staff of the Polish Army under Prince 
Joseph. It brought news that a state of war had 
been declared in the Emperor’s Privy Council; 
that the Emperor was even now proclaiming it to 
the world; that a General Assembly had been 
summoned in Warsaw; and that the federated 
Mazovian States were about to make a solemn 
declaration of union with Lithuania. 

Hearing this news, Jacek muttered a silent 
prayer; then holding the blessed candle to his 
bosom, he raised his eyes, now ablaze with hope, 
and lavishly spent his remaining reserve of tears, 

“Now, O Lord,” he prayed, “let thy servant depart in 
peace.” They knelt down. A bell rang at the door, a 
sign that the parish priest had arrived with the 
Body of Our Lord. Night was just departing. The 
first roseate sunbeams traversed the milky sky. 
Like diamond darts, they pierced the lattice panes 
and, glancing off the dying man’s head on the 
pillow, wreathed his face and temples in gold, so 
that he shone like a saint crowned with a fiery 
glory.                    ∆ 

 
 
LETTERS 
In the September 2013 issue of Sarmatian 
Review, the reviewer of Richard Lukas’s book 
states on p. 1789 that the book under review is 
the only English-language work detailing the 
situation of Poles under German occupation. 
This is not true. In 1979 Jan T. Gross published 
Polish Society Under German Occupation, 
1939-1944 (Princeton University Press). On the 
same page, in the short review of Adam 
Zamoyski’s Poland, the reviewer mentioning 
Norman Davies’s The Heart of Europe: The 
Past in Poland’s Present fails to note that a 
second and updated edition of this book came 
out in 2001 from Oxford University Press. 

Anna M. Cienciala, University of Kansas 
 

Announcements and Notes 
UWM ANNOUNCES SUMMER STUDY IN 
POLAND 
The University of Wisconsin-Milwaukee 
announces its 2014 annual Summer Study 
program in Poland at the John Paul II Catholic 
University of Lublin. The five-week Polish 
language course (July 7–August 9) includes 100 
hours of instruction at beginning, intermediate or 
advanced levels, plus lectures on Polish culture 
and sightseeing.  Cost estimate: $3,425 
including tuition, room, and board, and five 
UWM credits, plus round-air trip transportation 
Chicago-Warsaw-Chicago.  The program is 
open to students and the general public. 
Also offered are intensive and highly intensive 
courses on Polish language in July and August, 
ranging from two to eight weeks. 
For information and application materials 
contact Professor Michael J. Mikoś,  Department 
of Foreign Languages and Literatures, 
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University of Wisconsin-Milwaukee,   
Milwaukee, WI 53201. Tel. (414) 229-4151 or 
4948, fax (414) 229-2741. Email: 
mikos@uwm.edu 
 
 
   
Thank You Note 
Sarmatian Review and the Polish Institute of 
Houston are grateful to those readers who 
support the journal over and above the price of 
subscription. Without them it would be difficult 
to continue publication. Donations to Sarmatian 
Review and its publisher, the Polish Institute of 
Houston, are tax deductible. Sarmatian Review 
is not on any foundation’s list of bounty 
recipients; it is independent and bears the 
financial consequences of being a free voice. 
Here is a list of recent donors: 

Dr. Anna Frajlich-Zajac, Mr. Jozef Lechanski, 
Professor Michael J. Mikoś. 
 
 
About the Authors 
 
John M. Grondelski  is a former associate dean 
and associate professor at the School of  
Theology, Seton Hall University. He writes from 
Taipei, Taiwan. 
Krzysztof Koehler is professor of Polish 
Literature at the Stefan Cardinal Wyszyński 
University in Warsaw and former director 
(2006–2011) of the Culture Channel (TVP) on 
Polish state television. He is the author of 
numerous books on Polish sixteenth- and 
seventeenth-century writings, including a 
definitive biography of Stanisław Orzechowski 
(1513–1566). He has produced a number of 
films on Old Polish masters. His four volumes 
of poetry have earned him the reputation of 
being one of the finest poets in contemporary 
Poland. He has recently edited a series of 
sixteenth- and seventeenth-century treatises on 
republicanism and freedom (Humanitas: Studia 
kulturoznawcze) published by Ignatianum Press 
in Kraków; volume 4 in the series is reviewed in 
this issue of SR.   

Adam Mickiewicz (1798–1856) has never 
surrendered his title of Poland’s foremost poet of 
Romanticism in spite of many challengers. 
Graeme Morton is professor of History at the 
University of Dundee and author of, among 
others, Ourselves and Others: Scotland 1832–
1914 (2012) and William Wallace: Man and 
Myth (2001). 
Terrence O’Keeffe, a writer and reviewer, is 
the author of The Posthumous Lives of Colonel 
Reidl.  
James Edward Reid 
(www.jamesedwardreid.ca) is a writer and 
editor. He has published in Vallum: New 
International Poetic, The Pacific Rim Review of 
Books, The Globe and Mail Books, and many 
other periodicals. 
Christopher A. Zakrzewski is a noted 
translator from Polish into English. He teaches 
at Our Lady Seat of Wisdom Academy in 
Ontario, Canada. 
 
Aleksandra N. Lawera, MD 
Medicine & Complete Wellness  
705 South Fry Road, Suite 300  
Katy, TX 77450 
phone (281) 599 - 0300 fax (281) 599 - 7807  
www.AleksandraLaweraMedicine.com 
Complete medical care for adults - Helping you get 
well and stay well - EndoPat - non-invasive test to 
help determine if you might be at risk for heart 
disease - Internal Medicine 
Mówimy po polsku! 
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SR recommends these websites  
 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=31xojg_tEds 
A reading of “Ordon’s Redoubt” (Reduta 
Ordona) from Stefan Żeromski’s Sisyphean 
Labors. Quintessentially Polish. 
 
www.DobraPolskaSzkola.com 
An amazing portal. Not only materials and 
suggestions for Polish Saturday schools in the 
United States, but also cultural events and travel.   
 
http://www.pbgot.pl/pl/Wsparcie 
Polska Baza Genetyczna Ofiar Totalitaryzmów: 
Money is needed to continue archeological 
investigations of areas in the Powązki Cemetery 
where the communist police buried in unmarked 
graves the tortured victims of their 
interrogations (the heroes of Polish resistance). 
The Polish state under Prime Minister Tusk has 
declined to contribute, partly because of its 
chronically unbalanced budgets. The work is 
conducted owing largely to private donations. 
This research has already identified many 
individuals including Witold Pilecki, murdered 
by the Soviet-controlled secret police in 1947, 
the man who volunteered for Auschwitz and 
later reported on what he saw there. 
 
http://homes.yahoo.com/news/basics-
windowsill-gardener-poland-edition-
130000877.html 
A lovely site titled “Basics for the Windowsill 
Gardener, Poland Edition.”  An entrepreneur in 
Poland started a site featuring basic garden tools 
and plants for sale. The site targets the mini-
gardeners: those who have only windowsills or 
little porches at their disposal. The remarkable 
feature of this site is the stunning beauty of its 
photographs––take a look and experience the 
feeling of peace and serenity the site generates. 
 
http://www.warsawuprising.com 
A professionally executed site about  Rising ’44 
by Witold O. Kieżun. Text and original photos. 
 
http://pulchra.pl/ 
Very fine jewelry made of tree resin through a 
patented process.  Look at the Gallery––these 
are works of beauty.  

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OnGEDGJeu
OI 
Włodek Pawlik won the Best Large Jazz 
Ensemble Grammy at the ceremony in Los 
Angeles for the album “Night in Calisia (Kalisz 
in Polish)  by his trio, trumpeter Randy Brecker 
and Kalisz Philharmonic. The award is the first 
ever for a Polish jazz musician at the United 
States’ top music ceremony, now in its 56th 
year. You can listen to it free of charge on 
YouTube.  
 
http://www.meblik.eu/shipping-to-usa-pl/ 
A graceful and elegant display of children’s 
furniture caught our eye as we cruised the Web. 
They promise to deliver to the United States as 
well. High class and excellent design. 
 
No, Sarmatian Review does not receive any 
remuneration from the sites mentioned above. 
Nor do we assume any responsibility for the 
current content of these sites. We simply liked 
the content of the sites when we checked them. 
 
BOOKS  (continued from Page 1838) 
 
Gulag w oczach Zachodu (The Gulag under 
Western Eyes), by Dariusz Tołczyk. Warsaw: 
Prószyński i S-ka (www.proszynski.pl), 2009. 
344 pages. Index of persons. ISBN 978-83-
7648-1081. Paper. In Polish.  

n innovative study of the Soviet Gulag that 
combines narrative skill with factual 

accuracy. In many ways, the best book on the 
Gulag to date. After a philosophical introduction 
and a brief history of modern Russian public 
relations activities (starting with Peter the Great 
and reaching a high peak under Catherine the 
Great), the author details the development of the 
labor camp system and its double goal: to 
eliminate the recalcitrant and to get out of them 
as much labor as they could deliver before dying 
from malnutrition and maltreatment. Particularly 
chilling are the accounts of those American, 
British, French, and German politicians and 
journalists who wrote their mendacious reports 
from the USSR in the 1930s thus promoting the 
sympathy and admiration toward the “great light 
from the East.” We are waiting for the English 
edition of this book. 

A 
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