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Stowko od czlowieka stojgcego za tg ksiegq

Urodzitem sie w Polsce, wychowatem w Anglii, napisatem postowie ktore
znajdziecie na koncu tej ksigzko-przygody... daje wam te cudne wiersze i moje
przeklady i ilustracje z mitosciq i mitosci... dla poezji, Polski, planety Ziemia...

Serdeczne pozdrowienia dla was wszystkich na calym swiecie z Bajkowej
Gminy Gora Kalwaria i Czersk — mego nowego, nastepnego i na zawsze domu

MJ Kazmierski

A word from the man behind this volume

I was born in Poland, raised in England, and have written an afterword to this
book which you will find at the end of this reading adventure... I now give you
these wonderful poems along with my translations and illustrations with love
out of love... of poetry, Poland, planet Earth...

I greet you all now all around the world from the Fairytale District of New
Jerusalem / Gora Kalwaria near Warsaw — my new, next and now true home

MJ Kazmierski
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Ignacy Krasicki
1735-1801

Wstep do bajek

Byl mtody, ktory zycie wstrzemig¢zliwie pegdzit;
Byt stary, ktéry nigdy nie tajal, nie zrzedzit;

Byt bogacz, ktéry zbioréw potrzebnym udzielat;
Byt autor, co si¢ z cudzej stawy rozweselat;

Byt celnik, ktory nie kradt; szewc, ktory nie pijat;
Zoknierz co si¢ nie chwalil; otr co nie rozbijat;
Byt minister rzetelny, o sobie nie myslat;

Byt na koniec poeta, co nigdy nie zmyslal:

A coz to za bajka? Wszystko to by¢ moze!

Prawda, jednakze ja to migdzy bajki wtoze.

© Marek Kazmierski 2020 6
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Ignacy Krasicki
1735-1801

All About Fables

There once was a youngster who lived life so slow,
There once was an elder who lived fast, on the go!
There once was a rich man who was kind not just rich,
There once was a writer who lived as he preached.

An honest official, a cobbler not drunk,

A humble war hero, a crook you could thank,

A minister true to promises made,

And finally a poet who told real tales,

But what is this fable? It could be all things!

True story, do listen, and now let me sing...
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Frederic CHOPIN

1810-1849
Zdrow Chiopczyna
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ZDROW CHLOPCZYNA

Frederic Chopin

Gralem niemalo,
Potem tancowalem

Kotyliona i Kontredanse.

Wtem zabrzmi nasz Mazur:
Jak sie wysune,

Zwija mi sie prawa noga

Ija BRZDEK o ziemie,

Panna mi ucieka!

Co to?
Podniesc sie nie moge?

Pewnom zlamal lewa noge.

Co to?
Wszyscy pomieszani,
To kurcz!

Wola jedna pani.

Przelekla sie mama,
Zawolano Pape,
Jakas druga dama wola:

Na kanape!

Wszyscy mie z ziemi podnosza

I na kanapie wynosza

A ktos tam niemilosiernie

Gniecie kolano niezmiernie.
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© Marek Kazmierski 2020

GLAD WELL LAD

Frederic Chopin

I played a lot,
And then danced the trot,

Cotllion and Contre-Danse.

Then I hear our Mazur play:
As I slide forward,
My right leg folds, oh the pain!

I fall to the ground,
My lady dance partner

Now nowhere to be found!

What’s this?
I can’t stand, why, pray, beg?

I must have broken my left leg.

What’s this?
Everyone confused,
A cramp! Cries

A lady, less than amused.

Mamma is scared,
Papa cannot breathe,
Another dame cries:

On the settee!

Everyone lifts me off the ground

On the settee I’m carried around

And someone ruthless, beyond belief,

Keeps pressing and squeezing my poor knee.
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W Mazurku ustali,
Szkoda, wielka szkoda;
Doktora szukali,

Przyszedl golibroda!

Zaczal noge mi smarowac,
Sciskac, gniesc 1 bandazowac,

Az z bolu zeby sciskalem.

Zniesli mnie ze schodow
do dorozki

I wrocilem do domu.

0j, dlugo lezalem!
Lecz to juz minelo,
Panstwu zaspiewalem,

Skad to sie poczelo.

Zeby nie owa przyczyna,

To bylbym zdrow chlopczyna!

© Marek Kazmierski 2020
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The Mazurek stopped
Pity, a pity, we did sigh;
A doctor was sought,

A barber then arrived!

Then my leg he did rub,
Press and squeeze, bandage, grab,

my teeth clenched, the pain dread.

Down the stairs they carried me
To a carriage

And back home delivered — damaged.

Oh, I lay still a long while!
But that is now past.
As I sing to you, please smile,

The pain not meant to last.

If not that mishap, bad and sad,

I would have been a glad well lad! *

* This little poem was found by Kazimierz W Wojcicki (1807-1879) in documents kept by Frederic Chopin’s family after his death.
This is a fragment of a longer poem, but it does form a complete mini whole. It is one of his first attempts at writing poetry - dating
back to circa 1823. In it, little Frederic tells a true story of what happened to him at Holy Cross Street in Warsaw, in the apartment

of Wojciech Gutkowski, at a saint’s day party thrown in honour of Katarzyna, his wife.
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KSIEGA PIERWSZA... VOLUME ONE

Wiadystaw BELZA
1847-1913

Katechizm polskiego dziecka
Motyl

Zlapana myszka

Drzien grzecznego Adasia
Chora dziecina

Dzien dobry

Babulenka
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Wiadystaw BELZA

Katechizm polskiego dziecka

— Kto ty jestes?
— Polak maty.

— Jaki znak tw@j?
— Orzel bialy.

— (Gdzie ty mieszkasz?
— Migdzy swemi.

— W jakim kraju?
— W polskiej ziemi.

— Czem ta ziemia?
— Ma Ojczyzna.

— Czem zdobyta?
— Krwig 1 blizng.

— Czy ja kochasz?
— Kocham szczerze.

— A w co wierzysz?
— W Polske wierze.

— Cos ty dla niej?
— Wdzigczne dziecig.

— Cof$ jej winien?
— Oddac¢ zycie.
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Wiadystaw BELZA

Polish children's catechism

— Who are you, child?
— I'm a little Pole.

— What is your symbol?
— The white eagle bold.

— Where are you?
— In good hands.

— In which country?
— In Polish lands.

— What are these lands?
— My family's home.

— How was it won?
— With blood and bone.

— And do you love it?
— I'love it true.

— What do you trust in?
— In Poland I do.

— What are you to Her?
— Her child for all time.

— What do you owe it?
— This life of mine.
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Wiadystaw BELZA

Motyl

Na wonnej tace, z siatkami w reku,
Chiopcy, dziewczynki, zebrani spotem,
Gonig motyle, co pelne wdzieku,
Barwnym nad nimi kraza wciaz kotem.
Ilez tu $miechu, gwaru i ruchu,

Z jakim to wszystko robig zapatem!
»Aha! Ja$ krzyknat: mam ci¢ moj zuchu,
Juz mi nie umkniesz, juz ci¢ ztapatem!”
Motyl nie umknie, — ale to boli,

Ze on u ciebie zginie w niewoli!
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Wiadystaw BELZA
Butterfly

On a fragrant meadow, nets in hand,

Boys and girls gathered together,

Chasing butterflies which fly and land,

In bright circles all over the heather.

How much laughter and noise here,

And how hard the children strive!

“Aha!” Ja$ shouted: “You're caught, no fear,
You won't escape, I got you alive!”

The butterfly caught, - but this hurts, true,
That it will die trapped by you!
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Wiadystaw BELZA

Zlapana myszka

Nie stuchatas
Myszko mamy,

Pokryjomu
Wyszta$ z jamy.

Chciato ci si¢
Jes¢ stoninke,
A masz teraz

Smutng minke.

Czemu bytas
Nieostrozna?
Teraz z jamy

Wyjs¢ nie mozna.

Dom rzucita$
Dla takotek,
A za kare
Zje ci¢ kotek.

© Marek Kazmierski 2020
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Wiadystaw BELZA

Trapped mouse

Little mouse
Away you stole,
Against mum's wishes,

You left your hole.

You wanted to
Eat bacon, lard,
And now you look

So sad, that's hard.

Why were you
So careless then?
You your hole

Can't leave again.

You left your home
To munch fine food,
And as punishment

The cat will eat you.
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Wiadystaw BELZA

Dzien grzecznego Adasia
Adas wstaje

Ledwie pierwszy brzask stoneczka,
Przedrze nocy mgle:

Adas zrywa si¢ z t6zeczka

I ubiera sig¢.

Leniuch tylko do poduszek
Przylega jak glaz,

Ale Adas nie leniuszek,

Wstawac lubi wczas.

Adas ubiera si¢

Dopatrzytem raz niechcacy,
Dzieci krngbrne, zte,

Co czekaja, az stuzacy
Przyjdzie ubrac je.

To zabawy, to pieszczotki,
Az wstyd za nie wam!
Adas w spodnie 1 skarpetki,
Ubiera si¢ sam!

Adas myje sig

Znam ja chtopca, ktéry stroni
Od wody ze zdroju;

Do mycia go mama goni,

Po catym pokoju.

Biega brudny po ogrodzie,
Uparty jak kozka;

Ale Adas w zimnej wodzie,
Jak rybka si¢ pluska.
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Wiadystaw BELZA

Good little Adam's day

Adam rises

As soon as the early sun appears,
In the nighttime fog:

Adam from bed rises, my dears,
and dresses on the go.

Lazy kids will lie around
Hugging pillows tight,

But our Adam will be found
rising when it's light.

Adam gets dressed

I once saw by chance

Kids who were not good

Who did think perchance

That servants dress them should.
These are jokes, a shock!

I swear on my health!

Adam his pants and socks

Puts on by himself!

Adam washes

I know a lad who hates

Cold water from the source;

His mother has to chase

Him round the room, of course.
In the garden he runs about

a stubborn, dirty goat;

But Adam splashes proud
Though cold, like fish he'll float.

© Marek Kazmierski 2020 23 www.givetheworld.org
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Sniadanie

Potem Ada$ mamie, tacie,
,Dzien-dobry" powiada,

I najgrzeczniej przy herbacie,
Z rodzicami siada.

Je powoli, by serwety

Nie splami¢, — uwaza,

Co tak czgsto sig, niestety,
Drugim dzieciom zdarza.

Nauka

Po $niadaniu u mateczki

W pokoju nauka,

Grzeczny Adas swej ksigzeczki
Po katach nie szuka.

Przy czytaniu si¢ nie kreci,
Pod nosem nie mruczy,

I nazawsze ma w pamigci,

Co si¢ raz nauczy!

© Marek Kazmierski 2020
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Breakfast

Our Adam to mum and dad
Says “Good morning, dears”,
And with his tea so glad

He sits, their banter hears.
He eats slowly so as not

to stain the cloth — aware
That other kids, a lot,

Will eat without such care.

Studies

After breakfast with his ma

In her room he learns,

Good, kind Adam does have

His book to hand, no cares.
Having read some, he keeps still,
Without saying much,

So to try, if you will,

The lessons' meaning catch!

© Marek Kazmierski 2020 25 www.givetheworld.org
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Wiadystaw BELZA

Chora dziecina

Na t6zeczku chore dzieci¢ lezy,
Twarz bladziutka 1 cigzkie powieki;
Lekarz bada, bicie pulsu mierzy

I przerdzne zapisuje leki.

Ojciec trwozny o zdrowie dziecigcia,
Piesci si¢ z niem 1 troska najczule;j;
Nianka z ptaczem do swego objecia,

Wykarmiong pieszczotke swa tuli.

A c6z matka? O! dzieci, czyz wiecie,
Jaka boles¢ w jej sercu zamknigta?
Ona Bogu oddaje swe dziecig:

'C‘

,»Maryo! — btaga: o! ratuj je, Swicta

Ona ufa, Ze opieka Boza,
Czuwac bedzie nad niem do ostatka.
A cho¢ lekarz odstapi od toza,

Jeszcze przy niem zostanie si¢ matka!

© Marek Kazmierski 2020
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Wiadystaw BELZA
A sickly child

A sickly child is stuck in the house,
Its skin all pale, laid up in bed.
The doctor examines, checking the pulse

Prescribing various meds.

The father worries for its health,
Cuddling the babe, taking great care;
the nanny cries, not for herself,

cradling the child, hard as she dare.

And the mother? Kids, do you know
What pain hides in her heart?

Up to heaven the child might go,
“Mary!” pleading, “Don't let us part!”

She trusts God's watchful eye
Will watch her babe, be mild,

Though the doctor said goodbye,
The mother stays by her child!
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Wiadystaw BELZA

Dzien dobry

Dziatwa co rano ,,dzien-dobry“ sktada,
Tacie i mamie;
Lecz jakze czesto mata gromada,

Mowiac to, ktamie.

Bo wy dziateczki pewnie nie wiecie,
Co jest w tem stowie?
A stowko pojac¢ nalezy przecie,

Nim si¢ je powie.

Oto w ,,dzien-dobry* moi taskawi,
Moéwicie mamie:
Ze nikt z was serca jej nie zakrwawi,

Zyczeh nie ztamie.

Ze plon nauki w dniu tym bogaty
Gtowka zdobedzie;
Ze 7adne z dzieci mamy i taty

Smuci¢ nie bedzie.

Ze w dniu tym mysleé o figlach, psocie,
Przestang dziatki,
Ze dzien ten ,, dobrym* zrobig w istocie,

Dla ojca, matki.

Od dzis, ,,dzien-dobry* zanim si¢ powie,
Mamie lub tacie:
Dziatki! pierw dobrze rozwazcie w glowie,

Czy dotrzymacie?

© Marek Kazmierski 2020 28
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Wiadystaw BELZA

Good morning

Kids “Good morning” each day
Proclaim to dad and mom;
But how often do some say

Lies to all and one.

For you kids surely do not know
What those words contain?
And words in meaning often grow

When they be said again.

And so “good day” you claim
When greeting your dear mom:
This means you bring no shame,

Your words as deeds be done.

That learning will be had
In your head for sure;
No child will mom nor dad

Make sad, so true and pure.

That this day thoughts of pranks
Will not come to kids,
That this is what amounts

To good days, indeed.

Before “good morning” now you say
To your mum or dad:
Kids! Can you now mind your way

And make us all real glad!
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Wiadyslaw Belza

Babulenka

Byta sobie babulenka,
Taka stara ze az strach;
Miata chatke bez okienka,
A nad chatkg stary dach.

Miata w rgku kij sekaty,
A na plecach duzy garb;
Starg sukni¢ w same taty:
I to byt jej caly skarb.

Wszystko w chatce byto stare:
Koto domu stary ptot,
Pajeczyny w oknach szare,

A za piecem stary kot.

Byt tam jeszcze pies na progu,
Lysy, chudy, niby widr;

Slepa kurka na bartogu,

I to byt jej caly dwor.

Chatka stala na uboczu,
Poro$nieta w ciern 1 gtog;
Nikt nie zwracat na nig oczu,
Ani wstapitl na jej prog.

Czasem tylko w tej ustroni,
Co za jaki$ brano cud:
Mate dzieci biegly do niej,
Na jagody lub na midd.

Zreszta blizey 1 przechodni,
Omijali chatki dach;

Bo odpychal wszystkich od niej,
Jaki§ dziwny wstret czy strach.

Nie spotkate$ tam nikogo,
Cho¢bys chodzit wzdtuz i wszerz;
Nikt tamtedy nie szedt droga,
Chyba jaki zbdj lub zwierz.

Bo szeptano w tajemnicy,
O tej chatce bardzo Zle:
Ze to nora czarownicy,
Co si¢ Babg-Jagg zwie.
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Wiadyslaw Belza

Tiny Granny

There was once a tiny granny,
older than old time itself.

But because she had no money,
all she had was her old health.

The stick she walked with too was old,
and her back was bent in half.

Yes, she often felt the cold,

but to keep warm she would laugh.

“The world is old itself!”” she'd say,
“And all I have is ancient too.”

Even her bathroom was old and grey,
an ancient seat on an ancient loo.

Her cat was ancient, as was her dog,
And don't ask the age of her cockatoo.
She even owned an ancient frog,

all in all, an ancient zoo!

Her cottage stood on the edge

of the village where others resided,
Hidden behind a wild, old hedge,
it looked as if she lived in hiding.

Very rarely she'd appear,

only on days bright and sunny,
Little children would then near

To be fed berries, fruits and honey.

Otherwise, neighbours and strangers
Never did come by or near,

Somehow thinking they were in danger,
Kept away by stupid fears.

Oh, our granny was alone,

sometimes laughing, sometimes crying.
No one visited her home,

Unless they were lost or lying.

You see, her story is quite tragic,
Gossip made people believe
That her house was full of magic
And in it a witch did live.
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Ze tam ona w lesnej gtuszy,
Musi straszne zbrodnie knuc¢:
Jadowite ziota suszy,

Aby nimi ludzi tru¢.

Lecz naprawdg tak nie byto,
Jak to plotka chciala mie¢;
Babci ani si¢ nie $nito,
Ludzkie dusze towi¢ w sie€.

Cho¢ wiedziata o potwarzy,
Nie ptlacita zlem za zle;
Tylko$ czgsto na jej twarzy,
Zablakang widziat 1zg...

Tylko codzien, jak przed laty,
Ukonczywszy dzienny znoj,
Zasiadala w progu chaty,

Na wieczorny pacierz swoj;

I modlita si¢ za ludzi,
Zapatrzona w nocy cien,
Niewiedzaca czy si¢ zbudzi,
Gdy nazajutrz bly$nie dzien.

Wstat raz dzionek caty w zlocie,
Lecz mu czego$ byto brak;

Nie rozlegat si¢ na ptocie,

Jak codziennie, kurki gdak;

Ani babcia stata w progu,
Ni si¢ kotek tapka myt:
Tylko burek na bartogu,
Przerazliwie wyt 1 wyt...

I gruchneto w okolicy,

(Bo jak w dudke kazdy dat):
Ze si¢ zmarto czarownicy,
Ze ja wreszcie djabet wzial.

Duzo byto tez uciechy,

Dla patrzacych na jej grob:
Ze juz babcia za swe grzechy,
Siedzi w piekle po sam czub.

Ale jakiz thumow licznych,

Byl niezmierny dziw 1 Igk:

Gdy z kosciotdéw okolicznych,
Nagle zabrzmiat dzwonow jek...
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That she sat there all day long
Brewing potions, poisons rotten,
Yes, she wanted to belong,

but all she was was long forgotten.

Our Wee Granny meant no harm,
She just wanted to be loved,

But she was lonesome on that farm,
and her pets was all she had.

Once the sun set on each day

And she finished all her labours,
She would sit in peace to pray

For the health of all her neighbours.

Then one day the sun did rise,

same as any other morning,

but dark clouds covered the skies,

it seemed the world was now in mourning.

You see, old age had claimed Wee Granny
who in silence had passed away,

And only her pets kept on crying
Broken-hearted that sad day.

Yes, her ancient zoo did wail,
knowing Gran was here no more,
but this does not end our tale,

a surprise is yet in store.

The villagers talked and talked,
saying the devil had claimed her,
Without sparing a kind thought,

for being different they blamed her.

They all turned up, poor and rich,
To say goodbye to our Wee Gran,
but the final funeral speech
was given by a special man.

He was a king, wise and grey,

Known for his kindness across the land,
He'd travelled from far, far away

To say goodbye to our Wee Gran.

And when from the side of her grave
He told them off for being mean,

In the amazing speech he gave,

he said Wee Gran was born a queen.
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Gdy sam Biskup z pastoratem,
Postyszawszy smutng wies¢:

Z duchowiefistwem przybyt calem,
Aby zmarlej odda¢ czes¢.

Coz dopiero, gdy z ambony,
Ksiadz roztoczyl blask jej cnot;
Kiedy poznal lud zdumiony,
Jej nazwisko 1 jej rod...

Jej dla bliznich tkliwe serce,
Co przestato nagle bi¢,

I to zycie w poniewierce,

I jej smutkow dlugg ni€...

Bo to byla kasztelanka,

Co rzuciwszy marny $wiat,
Zyta tutaj jak wygnanka,
Na pokucie szereg lat.

Co rozdata szczodrg reka,
Skarby swoje migdzy lud;
I pod Boza klaklszy meka,
Trud znosita, nedzg, gidd...

Stuchat tego lud zebrany,

Z okiem petnem gorzkich tez;
Stuchat kotek zaptakany,

Slepa kurka, wierny pies...

Nawet Biskup, wierzchem czapki,
Otart z 6cz ptynaca tzg;

Tylko czysta dusza babki,
Radowata z niebios si¢ !

© Marek Kazmierski 2020
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But because she loved the world,

and thought love worth more than diamonds,
She gave up all her power and gold

To live in a hut where none would find her.

She had given all her wealth

To people she'd met long ago,

So she could live with just her health
and the animals which loved her so.

And all her zoo was crying now,

Her cat, her frog, her cockatoo.

And her neighbours, their heads bowed,
for a lost queen were crying too!

For she'd been a noble lady,
born into a rich old clan,

but her wealth she did

Her generous hand handed out

all her wealth, hence she was poor,
Once she had nothing to flout,
no one then came to her door.
Poor she was, and hungry too,

This 1s what the bishop said

Yet there was nobody who

Would bring to her a bite of bread.
As he stood over her coffin
Mighty tears the wise man shed.
Her cat cried, as did her dog,
Along with her cockatoo.

Big croc tears shed her frog,

It was a very damp, sad zoo!

But the crying did help to

Reveal something through her dying
Neighbours saw old Gran anew
Her soul with angels flying.
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WIERSZE POEMS

Bajeczka o osiotku
Matpa w kqpieli
Sowa i szpak
Wieczerza z gwozdzia
Koguty

Pawet i gawet

Wiatr i noc

Trzeba by
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Bajeczka o osiolku

Osiotkowi w zloby dano,

W jeden owies, w drugi siano.
Uchem strzyze, gtowa kreci.

I to pachnie, 1 to neci.

Od ktorego teraz zacznie,
Aby sobie podjes¢ smacznie?
Trudny wybdr, trudna zgoda -
Chwyci siano, owsa szkoda,
Chwyci owies, zal mu siana.
I tak stoi az do rana,

A od rana do wieczora;

Az nareszcie przyszta pora,
Ze o$lina posrod jadta -

Z gltodu padta.
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A FABLE ABOUT A DONKEY

A donkey was given a choice one day:
In one trough — oats, in the other — hay.
He cocked his ears, shook his mane:
The first smelled good, the second same.
Which to start with, which is best,
Which choice hurts his heart the less?
A tough call — donkey did brood:
Choose the hay? The oats look good!
Choose the oats, the hay looks fine...
He stood there for a long, long time
From morning till the evening fell,
And so our story can't end well...

The donkey which could not decide —
Of hunger expired.
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Malpa w kapieli

Rada malpa, zZe si¢ $mieli,
Kiedy mogta uda¢ czteka,
Widzac panig raz w kapieli,
Wiazta pod stot - cicho czeka.
Pani wyszla, drzwi zamknela;
Matpa figlarz - nuz do dzieta!
Wzigwszy panski czepek ranny,
Przescieradlo

I zwierciadto -

Szust! Do wanny.

Dalej kurki kreci¢ zwawo!

W lewo, w prawo,

Z dotu, z gory,

Az si¢ ukrop puscit z rury.
Cieplo - mito - niebo - ra;j!
Malpa mysli: "W to mi graj!"
Hajze! - kozty, nurki, zwroty,
Figle, psoty,

Az si¢ wody pod nig macg!
Ale ciepta co$ za wiele...
Troche nadto... Ba, goraco!...
Fraszka! - Malpa nie cielg,
Sobie poradzi:

Skad ukrop ciecze,

Tam palec wsadzi.

"Aj! Gwattu! Piecze!"

Nie ma co czekac,

Trzeba uciekad!

Matpa w nogi

Ukrop za nig - tuz, tuz w tropy,
Az po progi.

Tu nie zarty - parzy stopy...
Dalej w okno... Brzek! Uciekta!
Ze tylko palce popiekta,
Nader szczesliwa. -

Tak to zwykle w zyciu bywa
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A monkey in a bath

Cheeky monkey, sits there waiting,
Hiding underneath a table,

Seeing once her madam bathing,
To go swimming she feels able.
Out the bathroom madam goes;
Crazy monkey — thar she blows!
Having donned a shower cap,
With some soap

On a rope -

Hop! Under the tap.

With the knobs she starts to fight!
Twisting left, closing right,

From below, up on high,

Waters spurting from the pipe.
Lovely - gorgeous - such a high!
“Here is heaven,” monkey sighs.
Tumbling, diving, twisting madly,
Splashing badly,

Waters frothing such a lot!
Though heat rising, now alas...
Rather quickly... Way too hot!...
Our monkey is no ass,

She will fix this in a lick:

From a hole the waters flow?
There a finger she will stick!
"What's that? Burning?! No, no, no!!!"
No way to stay,

Let's run away!

What a chore,

Got to go, escape the heat

Out the door.

Waters flowing, burning feet...
Through a window... Crash! Escape!
Our soaked ape

Ends feeling plucky -

Best escapes are always lucky!
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Sowa i szpak

Gtupie wszystkie ptaki! -

Rzekta sowa.

Na te stowa

Jaki taki

Dalej w krzaki,

Mitos¢ wlasng ma i ptak.

Ale $mielszy stary szpak

Gwiznie, skoczy

Jej przed oczy

I zapyta jejmos¢ pani,

Z jakich przyczyn wszystkich gani.
- Boscie $lepi.

- Bosmy §lepi?

A kt6z widzi lepiej?

- Ja, bo bez stonca pomocy

Widze w nocy. -

Na to odrzekt stary szpak:

- Widzie¢ zawsze wszystkim wspak
To nie chluba,

Sowo luba.

Moze$ madra - niech tak bedzie,
Lecz twg madros¢ kryje cien,

A tymczasem stycha¢ wszedzie:
Kazda sowa glupia w dzien!
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The Owl and the Starling

“All birds are dumb!”

The owl decried.

Hearing that from the side

A quick someone

Did then run;

Even birds have their pride.

The braver starling will not hide
He will whistle and rise

Before the owl's eyes

And will ask the lady dear

Why she chides them all to hear.
“For you're blind!”

“For we're blind?

Who sees best of our kind?”

“I, for without the sun's aid

See in the darkest shade.”

To which the old starling replied:
“To disagree all of the time

Is not good it appears,

Owl, my dear?”

You might be wise — that is clear,
But you're shady, I would say.
And meanwhile we all hear:
Every owl is dumb by day!”
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Wieczerza z gwoZdzia

Mowig ludzie, ze przed laty
Cygan wszedl do wiejskiej chaty,
Sktonit si¢ babie u progu

I powitawszy ja w Bogu

Prosit, by tak dobrg byta

I przy ogniu pozwolita

Z gwozdzia zgotowaé wieczerze -
I gw6zdz dhugi w reke bierze.

Z gwozdzia zgotowacé wieczerze!
To potrawa catkiem nowg!

Baba troche¢ wstrzasta gtowa,
Ale baba jest ciekawa,

Co to bedzie za przyprawa;

W garnek zatem wody wlewa

I do ognia ktadzie drzewa.
Cygan wlozyt gw6zdz powoli

I garsteczke prosi soli.

- Hej, mamusiu - do niej rzecze -
Lyzka masta by si¢ zdata.

- Niecierpliwo$¢ babe piecze,
Lyzke masta w garnek wktada;
Potem Cygan jej powiada:

- Hej, mamusiu, czy tam w chacie
Krup garsteczki wy nie macie? -
A baba juz niecierpliwa,

Konca, konca tylko chciwa,
Garscig krupy w garnek wktada.
Cygan wtenczas czas swoj zgadl,
Gwozdz wydobyt, kasze zjadt.
Potem baba przysiggala,
Niezachwiana w swojej wierze,
Ze na swe oczy widziala,

Jak z gwozdzia zrobil wieczerze.
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Feast From a Nail

A Roma man many years ago

Into a village and cottage did go,
Bowing to the woman inside

By Christian greetings he did abide,
Asking her to be so good

And by the fire to let him would
Make a feast of an iron nail -

And a long nail he began to flail.
“From a nail a feast indeed!

This recipe I truly need!”

She said and shook her head bit,

But she was very keen to see

What this spice would now then be;
She filled a pan with water entire
And added wood to the fire.

He dropped the nail in oh so slowly
And asked for salt, a wee pinch only.
“Mother, mother,” he said twice,

“A spoonful of butter would be nice.”
The woman curious, such a lot,
Then added butter to the pot.

Then the man asked again:

“Mother, tell me, tell it plain,

Would some groats be here, I say?”
Oh, the woman cannot wait,

Wants the soup to not be late.

Piles of groats into the pot

She threw then, and why not?

The man then grabbed his overcoat,
Pulled out the nail and ate the groats!
Later on, the woman swore

Not shaken in her faith the least,
That with her own eyes she once saw
An iron nail become a feast.
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Koguty

Na dziedzincu przy kurniku
Krzyknat kogut kukuryku;
Kukuryku krzyknat drugi,

I dalej w czuby. —

Bija skrzydta jak kanczugi,
Dziobig dzioby,

Dra pazury

Az do skory.

Juz krew kapie, pierze leci —

(Z kwoczka uszedt rywal trzeci.)
A wtém indor dmuchnal: Hola! —
Stata sie jego wola.

O co idzie, o co chodzi?

Indor was pogodzi.

Na to oba, kazdy sobie:
Przedrzeznial si¢ mej osobie.
Moi panowie,

Indor powie:

Niepotrzebnie si¢ czubito,
Przedrzezniania tu nie byto;
Obydwa z jednej zapiali$cie nuty,
Boscie obydwa koguty. —

Kiedy glupstwo jeden powie,
Ghupstwo drugi mu odpowie;
Potém ptacg zyciem, zdrowiem:
Co rzec na to? Wiem — nie powiem.
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Roosters

In a courtyard by a henhouse made of wood
The rooster roared: Cock-A-Doodle-Doo!
A second rooster then piped up,

Then they started a wee scrap, -

They beat wings like whips true,
Beaking beaks,

Clawing claws

Till bone shows.

Now blood dripping, feathers flying -
(Love a duck — one rival's saying)
Then a turkey blew: “Stop this!”
And they did as he pleased.
“What's the matter, what is wrong?”
Turkey will calm this wild throng.
To which both, claim themselves:
“He did ape me, on my health!”
“My dear sirs,”

The turkey blares:

“There was no need to scrap,

No one aped — that's a fact;

You both sang the same note,

For you are roosters both. -

When one says something dumb,
Dumb things says the other one;
Then with life, health you pay:
Why is that? I shan't say.”
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Pawel i Gawel

Pawel i Gawetl w jednym stali domu,
Pawel na gorze, a Gawel na dole;
Pawel, spokojny, nie wadzit nikomu,
Gawel najdziksze wymyslal swawole.

Ciagle polowal po swoim pokoju:

To pies, to zajac - miedzy stoty, stotki
Gonil, uciekat, wywracat koziotki,
Strzelat 1 trabil, 1 krzyczat do znoju.

Znosit to Pawel, nareszcie nie moze;
Schodzi do Gawta i prosi w pokorze:
»Zmihyj si¢ wacpan, poluj ciszej nieco,
Bo mi na gorze szyby z okien lecg”.

A na to Gawel: ,,Wolno¢, Tomku,
W swoim domku”.

C6z bylo moéwic? Pawet ani pisnat,
Wrocit do siebie i czapke nacisnal.
Nazajutrz Gawet jeszcze smacznie chrapie,
A tu z powaly co$ mu na nos kapie.

Zerwal si¢ z t0zka 1 pedzi na gore.

Stuk! Puk! - Zamknigto. Spoglada przez dziure
I widzi... Coz tam? Caly pokdj w wodzie,

A Pawet z wedka siedzi na komodzie.

,Co wacépan robisz?”

,,Ryby sobie towig”.

»Alez, mospanie, mnie kapie po glowie!”

A Pawel na to: ,,Wolno¢, Tomku

W swoim domku”.

Z tej to powiastki morat w tym sposobie:
Jak ty komu, tak on tobie.
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Paul and Gall

Paul and Gall shared a single home:

Paul lived upstairs and Gall down below;
Paul, a quiet fellow, never bothered a soul.
Gall, his sole neighbour, he was crazy though.

Just stayed in his room with a gun, for real,
running, trying to hunt for his next mad meal,
seeing foxes, rabbits, he would hunt to kill,
jumping up and down, never keeping still.

Paul had to say something, in spite of the riot,

They were neighbours, right? Gall could not deny it.
“Sir, your hunting ways, can they be more quiet,
else might I suggest a less ambitious diet?”

But Gall screamed: “I will not be hassled!
I do as I please. My home is my castle!”

What was there to say? Paul went back upstairs,
going crazy now, pulling out his hair.

Gall is sound asleep, he just doesn't care,

yet, when he next wakes, trouble's in the air.

Not just trouble — rain! Dripping from the ceiling,
Gall races upstairs, by Paul's keyhole kneeling
sees a flooded flat, Paul perched on a shelf

with a fishing rod, smiling to himself.

So when Gall then cries: “Are you mad, by god?!”

Paul replies: “No sir, I'm fishing for cod.”

“Cod? Have you gone crazy? Stop this now, you rascal!”
To which Paul retorts: “My home is my castle!”

And so we learn something oh-so true:
As you do by others, they will do by you!
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Wiatr i noc

Czemu ty szumisz? Noc si¢ wiatru pyta.
»Czemu? Bo zyj¢... dmg¢ sobie 1 kwita®,
Odpowiedziat wiatr burzliwie,

,»Ale tobie ja si¢ dziwie,

,»Z1imno czy cieplo, stota czy pogoda,

,» 1y wciaz milezysz, spisz jak kloda®,
Noc mu na to: Jeste§ w bledzie
Zupehie w tym wzgledzie,

Bo kto milczy, nie §pi wcale,

Ale raczéj czuwa stale,

Tego, ktory dziata w ciszy,

Ghupiec nigdy nie dostyszy.

A z twojego szumu

Ni pomocy, ni rozumu,

I jak $wiat Swiatem 1 wszgdzie

Wiatr wiatrem tylko bedzie.
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Wind And Night

“Why are you humming?”” Night asked the Wind,
“Why, for I'm alive! I blow, so what, you fiend”,
Angry and wild wind cries:

“You night, you do surprise,

Be weathers fine or dread,

You sleep silent like the dead”,

The Night said “You're mistaken

And now, fool wind, awaken.

Know we be silent, but not asleep at all,

For we keep watch through springtime and fall.
Those who in silence labour

A fool will not hear nor favour.

As for your howling, Wind,

No good nor reason can bring.

The world is the world, good sense it employs,

Winds just blow hot, and cold, all noise.”
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TRZEBA BY

Dawnymi czasy, jak pewna wies¢ niesie,
Czterech podrdéznych zabtazito w lesie,
Mroz byt tak mocny, noc bylta tak ciemna,
Ze cheé podrozy stala sie daremna.

Ogien wigc roztozyli

I dnia czeka¢ uradzili.

-- Trzeba by -- rzecze jeden i poziewa --
Przynies¢ wigcej drzewa.

-- Trzeba by -- rzecze drugi

Legajac jak dtugi --

Rozszerzy¢ ogniska,

By wszystkich grzato z bliska.

-- Trzeba by -- zamruczat trzeci --
Czym zasloni¢ od zamieci.

-- Trzeba by nie spa¢ -- baknat czwarty,
Na tokciu oparty.

Tak kazdy powiedziat,

Co wiedzial,

I myslac jeszcze o lepszym sposobie,

Zasnat sobie.

Coz z tego: ogien zgast, a nieostrozni
Pomarli podrozni. --
Gdzie bez czynu sama rada,

Biada radzcom, dzielu biada.
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OUGHT TO

In olden times, so it is said,

Four men got lost in woods dark, dread,
The cold so severe, the night was so black,
They could not go forwards nor go back.
So a fire they got going,

Praying it would not keep snowing.

“We ought to,” one man said and then yawned,
“Bring some more wood before the dawn.”
“We ought to” said the second man,

“Lying in wait here for the sun

Make our fire wider so

Upon us all warm it will glow.”

“We ought to,” the third man then did growl,
“Build a shelter from winds that howl.”

“We ought not sleep,” said the fourth,
Leaning back for all he was worth.

So each one said

What's in their head.

And thinking of some wiser ways,

Fell asleep without delay.

The fire died, and soon too they
Perished as well, before the day
Taught us this — words without deeds

Hurt the wise and lazy indeed.
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Zuzanna GINCZANKA

1917-1944

W OBRONIE POETOW (APEL DO REDAKCJI)
UCZTA WAKACYJNA
OSTATNIA BAJKA O LA-LICIE
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W OBRONIE POETOW (APEL DO REDAKCJI)

,»,Na nowy sposéb si¢ zdobylam i wierszyk pisze¢ »niby« proza. Redakcjo! wiersz Ci
ten przysytam, cho¢ kosz twdj mnie przejmuje zgrozg; tak strasznie boje si¢
koszyka i w pigty mi ucieka dusza, lecz ja juz mam takiego bzika, co do pisania
wierszy zmusza.

Moja duszyczka lito§ciwie w obronie dzi$ poetow stata i z pigt ogromnym glosem
wzywa, bys$ sie nad nimi zlitowata. Nie rzucaj wierszy ich do kosza, oni si¢
strasznie obrazaja i nawet rzekli mi poeci, ze wkrotce si¢ zbuntowaé majg. Kazdy,
kto kleci wiersze w budzie, a ich podobno dtuga lista, do skrzynki twojej zaraz
rZuci... — wiesz co? — utwordw proza trzysta. I wtedy bedziesz na pokucie nad
utworami »wcigz siedziata« i (przyjm wyrazy me wspotczucia) »utwory wszystkie
te czytata«”.

Az przeczytamy na stronicy »Ech Szkolnych« stowa tchnace groza »S.0.S.«...
Mili Czytelnicy, my si¢ krztusimy dzisiaj prozg. Gdy nie pragniecie naszej zguby,
jesli nam dobra z serc zyczycie, wowczas, o bracia z szkolnej »sztuby«, utwory
wierszem do nas §lijcie!!!”
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IN THE DEFENCE OF POETS (AN APPEAL TO THE EDITORS)

It may not seem like a good omen, but I have penned this verse in prose. Dear editors! I
offer up this poem, though dread and terror in me grows; I fear the damned rejection pile,
your “NO!” strikes poets hard as lightning, yet though I sometimes want to cry, my love
of language keeps me fighting.

It is my soul which has to write in the defence of all good verse and call with all its tiny
might for your harsh judgement to reverse. Do not toss poems in the bin and send our
feelings straight to hell, a hungry fire burns within our angry hearts, soon to rebel.
Everyone penning private verses, and it does seem there's lots of those, will put upon you
endless curses and swamp your desks with tons of prose. And then you'll see how hard it
is to sit there, reading all those pages, and then you'll start to miss the work of us poetic
sages!

And then we'll read endless appeals from editors, publishers, critics too: “Help! Readers,
write, don't stop until you've started writing verses new! So, if you don't want words to
die, and usher in the end of times, then friends the time is really nigh to write all things
that end in rhymes!!!”
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UCZTA WAKACYJNA

Na talerzu szarym ziemi, malowanym w zielen trawy,
Mam satatke, przyrzadzona z kwiatéw wonnych i jaskrawych
I z naczynia w ksztalcie stonca, ktére formy swej nie zmieni,

Leje lato na nie ciepty i ztocisty mioéd promieni.

W innej misie z szkla czarnego, niby nocnych chwil krysztaty
Lezy banan potksiezyca zotty, gruby i dojrzaly;
Lipiec suto obsypuje wnet firmament potksigzyca

Cukrem gwiazdek, ktorych pelna jest wszechswiata cukiernica.

Z przezroczego dzbana pije niebo z pianka chmur — oczyma;
Lokaj — lato na swej tacy ztotg dyni¢ stonca trzyma.
Weryzam si¢ zgbami uczu¢ w krasne jabtko dni czerwonych

I do kosza serca chowam skorki wspomnien juz zjedzonych.
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HOLIDAY FEAST

On a plate of earthy greyness, painted grassy shades of green,
I arrange a dish of flowers, bright and fragrant like a dream.
From a jug shaped like the sun, to warm up your appetite,

the summer pours a honey dressing made of golden beams of light.

In dish of blackest glass, darker than a starless night,
a banana flavoured moon lays there yellow, fat and ripe.
Then, July sprinkles stars all around our waning moon

as if stars were made of sugar and the moon a shiny spoon.

With my eyes I sip the froth of clouds pouring from on high;
the sun a pumpkin served by summer on a tray of purest sky.
I nibble days like red apples, hoping autumn won't come soon,

while the basket of my heart fills with rinds of life consumed.
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Zuzanna GINCZANKA

OSTATNIA BAJKA O LA-LICIE

A ostatnig bajke o La-licie opowiedziat mi sam Czi-ki-tani,

syn Czang-Cinga medrca z Pengkon-Citi — przy tym $mial si¢ okropnie oczkami,
ziarenka ryzu pateczka wciaz liczyt — i przebiegla chcial nabra¢ mnie mina,
jakby sam siebie zyciem przechytrzyt, jakby §wiat na poszewke wywinat —
,,Byla sobie dziewczynka malutka — pani znata jg przeciez — : La-lita —

Cate zycie przemkngto jej w smutkach, moze pani kazdego zapytac.

Az tam raz $wiat zdobyta na wlasno$¢ (tak przynajmniej méwiono tu u nas)

bo podobno raz nocka przejasng zadzwigczalo jej serce jak struna.

No — i ktoz si¢ mogt po niej spodziewac, po tej matej, bialutkiej La-licie,

Ze te chwile przecudna, co $piewa, potrafila na zawsze pochwycié —

potrafita ja w wiecznos$¢ zolbrzymic i przekresli¢ nig reszte bez slowa.

Lazur rzeki blaskami swoimi wraz z jej szczgéciem podobno pochowat”.

»Pan si¢ $mieje? - zapytatam zdumiona — to si¢ u nas nazywa tragedia.”
Czi-ki-tani $miech z trudem pokonal, ryz odsunat i z cicha powiedziat:

»Pani glupia jest — szczgscie roztrwonic¢, wedtug pani, koniecznie nalezy -
wedlug mnie za$ je w chwilg, co dzwoni trzeba wcieli¢ — niech pani mi wierzy —
a t¢ chwile ostatnig uczynic¢ — zycie niebem wypitym zblekitnic,

potem mozna juz zging¢ w glebinie albo mniej, albo bardziej zaszczytnie”.
Czi-ki-tani pokiwat obliczem, ust bezzgbnych sie zasmiat glebing

i naprawde sam siebie przechytrzyt i wraz $wiat na poszewke wywinat.

(A w ogrodach Peng-koli we wrze$niu

drugi raz zakwitly czeresnie)
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THE FINAL FAIRYTALE OF LA-LITA

And the last fairytale of La-Lita I was told by old Chi-kee-tani

the son of Chang-Tsing, an Oriental sage — he found the girl's fate all too funny,
counting out rice with his chopsticks — filling me with fear and with doubt,

as if he had cheated on life, and turned the whole world inside out —

“There was once the tiniest of girls — you surely did know her — : La-lita —

Her whole life was seeped in sorrow, it was plain to those who did meet her.
Then one day she captured the world (or so say the readers of runes)

for one night, as bright as this day, her heart sang the happiest of tunes.

Well — what else could we expect from La-lita, our child all white and sublime,
that this moment which sang so divine she wanted to freeze for all time

turn eternity's vastness to nothing, erase it all without sound,

then dive into an azure river and then die with her happiness drowned.”

“You laugh, sir?” I asked, perplexed. “That is tragic, to end up so dead.”
Chi-ki-tani barely stifled a laugh, quit his eating and answered with dread:

“You are stupid, lady — happiness should, to your mind, be squandered in all
while I think that the moment which sings should be captured and cherished, withal
to then go make that final moment — with life paint the sky ever more blue.

Then, Madame, you can die in those depths with all of the dignity that's due.
Chi-ki-tani nodded his shiny head, laughed from the depths of his toothless snout

and really did come to fool himself and to turn the whole world inside out.

(In the orchards of the Orient, while everyone did stare,

cherry trees blossomed for the second time that year)
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KSIEGA CZWARTA... VOLUME

Stanistlaw JACHOWICZ

1796-1857

Tadeuszek

Chory Kotek

63 © marek@off-press.org / 0048 729970631



mailto:marek@off-press.org

Stanistaw JACHOWICZ

Tadeuszek

Raz niegrzeczny Tadeuszek

Nawsadzal w butelk¢ muszek;

A nie chcac ich meczy¢ gtodem,
Ponarzucal chleba z miodem.

Widzac to ojciec przynidst mu piernika

I nic nie méwigc, drzwi na klucz zamyka.

Zaczat si¢ prosic¢, ptakal Tadeuszek,

A ojciec na to: - Nie wiez biednych muszek.
Siedziat dzien caty. To go nauczyto:

Nie czyn drugiemu, co tobie niemito.
Stanistaw Jachowicz
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Stanistlaw JACHOWICZ
Little Ted

Once, a naughty boy called Ted

got it into his little head

that using a bottle would be funny

to trap flies and feed them honey.

His wise father gave him sweets,

then locked his bedroom, with Ted in it!

All day long, little Teddy cries,

'till father says: “See how time flies?

Don't go hurting those smaller than you,
And don't do to others what hurts you too.”
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Chory Kotek

Pan kotek byt chory i lezal w t6zeczku,
I przyszedt pan doktor: ,,Jak si¢ masz, koteczku”!

—,.Zle bardzo...” — i tapke wyciagnat do niego.
Wziat za puls pan doktor powaznie chorego,
I dziwy mu prawi: — ,,Zanadto si¢ jadto,

Co gorsza, nie myszki, lecz szynki i sadlo;

Zle bardzo... goraczka! zle bardzo, koteczku!

Oj! dhugo ty, dtugo polezysz w t6zeczku,

I nic jes$¢ nie bedziesz, kleiczek 1 basta:

Bron Boze kietbaski, stoninki lub ciasta!”

— ,,A myszki nie mozna? — zapyta koteczek —
Lub z ptaszka matego cho¢ z par¢ udeczek?"

— ,,Bron Boze! Pijawki i dyjeta $cista!

Od tego pomysInos¢ w leczeniu zawista”.

I lezal koteczek; kietbaski 1 kiszki

Nie tkniete, zdaleka pachnialy mu myszki.
Patrzcie, jak zte lakomstwo! Kotek przebrat miarg;
Musial wiec nieboraczek sroga ponies¢ kare.
Tak si¢ i z wami dziateczki sta¢ moze;

Od takomstwa strzez was Boze!

Sick Kitten
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Sick Kitten

Little Kitten was ill and laid up in bed.

“How are you, dear boy!” the arriving Doc said.

“Quite awful...” Kitten held out his paw,

the worried Doc said: “You look it, you know.”

And so starts the sermon: “You've eaten too much

cat food from tins, and not things that you catch.

Your fever's on fire! You look almost dead!

Ah, it really does seem you should stay in bed.

You'll eat no more tinned or prepackaged food,

all that fat, salt and sugar are really no good!”

“How about a wee mouse?” the kitten then asked,
“With chips, and some ketchup, and ice cream at last!”
“No way! A strict diet of veg and fresh fruit,

with plenty of reading while recovering to boot.”

Once Kitten got better, he ran out of the house,

to recover his fitness and maybe catch a wee mouse.
You see, food is your fuel, should be fresh, raw and good,
Else your body and thoughts won't work as they should.
So to keep Mr Doc and his medicines at bay

get five portions of fruit and some movement each day!
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KSIEGA PIATA... VOLUME
Franciszek KARPINSKI

1741-1825

Duma
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Duma

Gdzie si¢ podzialy szczesliwe lata naszej chwaty,
Kiedy si¢ do nas korony $wiata ubijaty?
Kiedy Czech, Wegrzyn, Wotoch, Prus hardy poddaje sie

I od poétnocy Moskwicin twardy berto niesie.

Poki po zbroi Polaka brode wiatr rozwijat,

Jadl swoje zboze, pil swoje wode, wtenczas bijat.
Ale jak zbytki, co wszystko psuja, nastapity,

Z Polska si¢ bronig same mocuja rdze i pyty.

Wstan z zimnych grobow, obudz zaspate, mezu jaki,
Pokaz do stawy pozarastalo mestwa szlaki!
I kiedy z siebie nie damy szydzi¢ do ostatka,

Swoich si¢ dzieci nie bedzie wstydzi¢ Polska-matka.
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Pride

What happened to our glory years of old,
When crowned kings of the world knocked on our doors?
When Czechs, Hungarians, Italians and Prussians surrendered,

hardy Muscovites to give us their sceptre of power remembered.

Back when Polish beards fell over armoured breast plates,
Poles ate own harvests, drank their own water,
But changes that spoil all have come to us,

Polish arms challenged by rust and dust.

Rise from cold graves, wake now men of state,
Show trails of courage before it's too late!
And when we shan't be frail and crass,

Dear mother-Poland be proud of us!
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KSIEGA SZOSTA... VOLUME

Jan KOCHANOWSKI
1530-1584

DO GOSCIA
Ku Muzom
Na zdrowie
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Jan KOCHANOWSKI
DO GOSCIA

Jesli darmo masz te ksigzki,

A spetna w wacku pienigzki,
Chwale twa rzecz, gosciu-bracie,
Bo nie przydziesz ku utracie;
Ale jeslis dat co z taszki,

Nie kupites, jedno fraszki.
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Jan KOCHANOWSKI

BE MY GUEST

If these books you got for free,
Yet your purse is full, I see...
Glory be to you, my guest,

For no fool are you, I guess;

If that purse you did not poke
You bought nothing but a joke.
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Jan KOCHANOWSKI

Ku Muzom

Panny, ktore na wielkim Parnasie mieszkacie,
A ippokrenska rosa wlosy swe maczacie,
Jeslim si¢ wam zachowat jako zyw statecznie,
Ani mam wolej z wami rozlaczy¢ si¢ wiecznie;
Jesli krolom nie zajzrze peret ani zlota,

A milsza mi daleko niz pienigdze cnota;

Jesli nie chee, zebyscie komu pochlebiaty
Albo na mig¢ u ludzi niewdzigcznych zebraly:
Prosze, niech ze mng za raz me rymy nie ging,

Ale kiedy ja umre, ony niechaj styna!
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Jan KOCHANOWSKI

To the Muses

Ladies, who upon Parnassus great do live,

Your hair in divine waters dipping, I believe,

If T have behaved like a man of dignity,

And I don't desire to part from thee for all eternity;
If kings I do not seek with pearls and gold,

Virtue being dearer to me, all told;

If I do not wish to hear you trumpet others

Nor for me being an ungrateful brother;

Please, do not let my rhymes die with me,

But when I die, let them be famed indeed!
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Jan KOCHANOWSKI

Na zdrowie

Na zdrowie
Slachetne zdrowie,
Nikt si¢ nie dowie,
Jako smakujesz,

Az si¢ zepsujesz.
Tam cztowiek prawie
Widzi na jawie

I sam to powie,

Ze nic nad zdrowie
Ani lepszego,

Ani drozszego;

Bo dobre mienie,
Perly, kamienie,
Takze wiek mtody

I dar urody,

Miesca wysokie,
Wiladze szerokie
Dobre s3, ale —
Gdy zdrowie w cale.
Gdzie nie masz sity,
I $wiat niemity.
Klinocie drogi,

Mo6j dom ubogi
Oddany tobie
Ulubuj sobie!
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To your health

To your health

Oh this noble wealth

No one will know

How you do taste,

Lest you leave in haste.
There people almost

See first and foremost

And will say themselves
That nothing else but health
Nothing is clearer

Nothing be dearer;

For all you own,

Pearls, precious stones,
Even your youth,

And beauty too,

All your high stations,
Powers, orations

Are fine and well, although
Once your health does go.
When you lack strength so,
When the world is mean,
Treasure stay with me,

My humble abode

Is open to you,

To me you be true!
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KSIEGA SIODMA... VOLUME

Maria KONOPNICKA
1842-1910

Stefek Burczymucha
Zima Zla
Rota
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STEFEK BURCZYMUCHA

O wigkszego trudno zucha,

Jak byt Stefek Burczymucha,

- Ja nikogo si¢ nie boje!

Chocby niedzwiedz... to dostoje!
Wilki?... Ja ich calq zgraje
Pozabijam i pokraje!

Te hieny, te lamparty

To sq dla mnie czyste zarty!

A pantery i tygrysy

Na sztyk wezme u swej spisy!
Lew!... Coz lew jest?! - Kociak duzy!
Naczytatem sie podrozy!

1 znam tego jegomosci,

Co zly tylko, kiedy posci.

Szakal, wilk,?... Straszna nowina!
To jest tylko wigksza psinal...
(Brysia mijam zas z daleka,

Bo nie lubie, gdy kto szczeka!)
Komu zechce, to dam rade!
Zaraz za ocean jade

I nie bede Stefkiem chyba,

Jak nie chwyce wieloryba!

1 tak przez dzien bozy caly
Zuch nasz trgbi swe pochwaty.

Az raz usngt gdzies na sianie...
Wtem si¢ budzi niespodzianie.
Patrzy, az tu jakies zwierze

Do sniadania mu sie bierze.

Jak nie zerwie si¢ na nogi,

Jak nie wrzasnie z wielkiej trwogi!
Pedzi jakby chart ze smyczy...

- Tygrys, tato! Tygrys! - krzyczy.
- Tygrys?... - ojciec sie zapyta.

- Ach, lew moze!... Mial kopyta
Straszne! Trzy czy cztery nogi,
Paszcze takg! Przy tym rogi...

- GdZzie to byto?

- Tam na sianie.

Wiasnie porwat mi Sniadanie...
Idzie ojciec, stuzba cata,
Patrzq... a tu myszka mala
Polna myszka siedzi sobie

1 zqbkami serek skrobie!...
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STEPH RUMBLEFLY

You will never find a guy
Tougher than Steph Rumblefly.
“I'm not afraid of anyone!

Not even bears... I never run!
Wolves? I'll take on the hairy pack
I will hunt and I will hack!

Those hyenas and those leopards
T will kill, for I'm no shepherd!
And the tigers and the panthers
they're a joke, for I'm a hunter!
Lions? They're just largish cats,
They will run when I attack!

And I know the sorry soul

Who is angry when he's hungry.
Jackals? Wolves? Don't make me groan —
They are dogs who've overgrown!
(Still, I don't go to the park —

I don't like it when dogs bark!)
Start on me, I'll whip your hide!

I will sail the oceans wide,

For I couldn't end this tale

If I didn't catch a whale!”

And so all day, our hero lazes,
Singing his own loving praises!

On a farm, one quiet day

he fell asleep on a bale of hay...

When he woke, he saw a beast

eat his breakfast like a feast.

Oh, he leapt ever so high,

Oh, he howled, thinking he'll die!

He ran home, shaking with fear...

“A tiger! Daddy! A tiger, here!”

“A tiger?” Daddy asked, aloof.

“A lion, maybe?! It had hoofs!

Horrid it was! Three legs, or four,
And teeth this big! And real horns...”
“And this was where?”

“There, in the hay!

1t stole my breakfast, oh gosh, I say...”
So all the people in Steph's house
Went out to find... a little mouse,

A wee field mouse, cute as you please,
With tiny teeth nibbling some cheese!...
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Rota

Nie rzucim ziemi skad nasz rod,
Nie damy pogrzes¢ mowy,

Polski my narod, polski lud,
Kroélewski szczep piastowy.

Nie damy by nas zniemczyt wrog!

Tak nam dopoméz Bog!
Tak nam dopoméz Bog!

Do krwi ostatniej kropli z zyt
Broni¢ bedziemy ducha,

Az si¢ rozpadnie w proch i w pyt
Krzyzacka zawierucha.

Twierdzg nam bedzie kazdy prog.

Tak nam dopoméz Bog!
Tak nam dopoméz Bog!

Nie bedzie Niemiec plut nam w twarz,
Ni dzieci nam germanit!

Orgzny wstanie hufiec nasz,

Duch bedzie nam hetmanit.

Po6jdziem, gdy zabrzmi zloty rog.

Tak nam dopoméz Bog!
Tak nam dopoméz Bog!

Nie damy miana Polski zgnies¢,
Nie pojdziem zywo w trumng¢
W Ojczyzny imi¢ i w jej czesc
Podnosim czota dumne.
Odzyska ziemi¢ dziadow wnuk.

Tak nam dopoméz Bog!
Tak nam dopoméz Bog!
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Hymn

We will not leave our lands of old,
We will not stop our speech,

We Polish nation, hardy, bold,
For royal blood we reach,

We will not fail nor fold!

So help us God!
So help us God!

To drops of blood our last
Defend our souls we must
Until we turn to dust

Teutonic forces fast.

Every homestead fortress broad

So help us Lord!
So help us Lord!

No German can spit in our face,
Our babes turn German foes!

Our arms and banners we embrace,
Our souls roaring to go!

We rise, the trumpets roared

So help us Lord!
So help us Lord!

We will not let Poland be crushed,

Won't be buried alive,

In Poland's name, unabashed,

We look up to the skies.

Our home we guard with sharpened sword.

So help us Lord!
So help us Lord!
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Zima Zla

Hu! Hu! Ha! Nasza zima zta!

Szczypie w nosy, szczypie w uszy

Mroznym Sniegiem w oczy proszy,

Wichrem w polu gna!

Nasza zima zta!

Hu! Hul Ha! Nasza zima zla!
Ptlachta na niej diuga, biata,
W reku gatqz oszroniala,

A na plecach drwa...

Nasza zima zla!

Hu! Hul Ha! Nasza zima zla!
A my jej sig nie boimy,

Dalej sniezkiem w plecy zimy,
Niech pamiqgtke ma!

Nasza zima zta!
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Winter Wild

Hu! Hu! Ha! Winter is so bad!
Pinching noses, pinching ears
Freezing snowfall causing tears,
Gale force winds roaring mad,

Winter is so bad!

Hu! Hu! Ha! Winter is so bad!
With a white sheet overcast,
Frosted branches grasping fast,
Shivers grey, oh so sad...

Winter is so bad!

Hu! Hu! Ha! Winter is so bad!
But we don't fear the cold,

We will throw our snowballs bold,
In the cold feeling glad!

Winter is so bad!
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IGNACY KRASICKI
1735-1801

Wstep do Bajek
Zotw i mysz

Dwa zotwie

Dzieci i Zaby
Pszczota i szerszen
Lew i zwierzeta
Gdyby
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Ignacy KRASICKI

Z6lw i mysz

Ze zamkniety w skorupie niewygodnie siedziat,
Zatowala mysz z6twia; zotw jej odpowiedziat:
«Miej ty sobie palace, ja moj domek ciasny;

Prawda, nie jest wspaniaty — szczupty, ale wlasny».
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Turtle and mouse

That he was in an uncomfortable shell shut up
A mouse berated the turtle; to which he said that:
“You keep all your palaces, I'll keep my home tight;

True, it's not magnificent — slim, but mine by right”.
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Dzieci i Zaby

Koto jeziora

Z wieczora,

Chtopcy w koto biegaty,
I na zaby czuwaly:

Skoro ktora wyptywata,

Kamieniem w leb dostawala.

Jedna z nich $mielsz¢j natury,
Wystawiwszy teb do gory,
Rzekta: chlopcey, przestaficie, bo si¢ Zle bawicie,

Dla was to jest igraszka, nam idzie o zycie.
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Children and Frogs

Around the lake

Come evening late,

Boys ran around

To hunt frogs down:

Any time a frog swam up

With a rock it would be sapped.

Yet one frog then did dare
To swim up, to speak and stare:
Boys, stop, your rocks hurt us like knives:

For you this is fun, for us it's our lives.
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Dwa Zélwie

Nie zatujac sit wlasnych i ciezkiej fatygi,
Dwa zo6twie pod zakladem poszty na wyscigi,
Nim potowe do mety drogi ubiezeli,
Spektatorowie poszli, sgdziowie zasneli.
Wigc rzekta im jaskotka: lepiej sie pogodzic,

Pierwej, nizeli biegaé, nauczcie si¢ chodzic¢.
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Two Turtles

Without strength or effort wasting

Two turtles bet they would go off racing,

Before half distance crawling they could keep,
Spectators went home, while judges fell asleep.
And so said the swallow: “Agree now and discern:

Before you run off racing, to walk you first best learn.”
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Pszczola i Szerszen

IdZ precz od nas prézniaku, niegodzien zywienia,
Mowila, zadlem grozac, pszczota do szerszenia.
Prawde¢ mowisz, rzekt szerszen, i mnie to obchodzi:
Ale, ze$ pracowitsza, czyz si¢ faja¢ godzi?

Jestem w nedzy, lepiéj si¢ nademng uzali¢,

Nizeli zadtem straszy¢ i saméj si¢ chwali¢.
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The Bee and the Hornet

"9

“Go get thee from here, you lazy, vain thing
The bee warned the hornet with its sharp sting.
“Truth,” hornet replied, “But I think this most:
Although you work hardest, should you still so boast?
I am a poor thing, so do mind my health,

Rather than threaten and praise yourself.”
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LEW I ZWIERZETA

Gdy si¢ wszystkie zwierzeta u lwa znajdowaly,

byt dyskurs, jaki przymiot w zwierzu doskonaty?
Ston roztropnos¢ zachwalat, Zubr mienil powage;
wielbtady — wstrzemiezliwos¢, lamparty — odwage;
niedzwiedz — moc znamienitg, kon — ozdobng postac;
wilk — staranie przemyslne, jak zdobyczy dostac,
sarna — ksztaltng subtelnos¢, jeleh — pigkne rogi,
ry§ — odzienie wytworne, zajac — racze nogi,

pies — wiernos¢, liszka — umyst w fortele obfity,
baran — fagodnos¢, osiet — zywot pracowity.

Rzekt lew, gdy si¢ go wszyscy o zdanie pytali:

»Wedlug mnie, ten najlepszy, kto si¢ najmniej chwali«.
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The Lion and the Other Animals

One day, all the animals our lion did budge:

And asked — all our merits how best should we judge?

The elephant praised prudence; the bison calm encouraged;
The camels — moderation; the leopards did praise courage;
The bear praised — all his might; the horse — to look your best;
The wolf — to hunt with care, to beat and eat the rest!

The roe-deer — subtle grace; the deer — horns pointed, sweet;
The lynx — a coat so fine; the hare — to have fleet feet;

The dog praised loyalty; the caterpillar — a smart head;

The ram — did then praise calm; the donkey — hard instead.
The lion then did roar at all the boasting beasts:

“You are the best if you do boast the very, very least.”
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Gdyby

Gdybym ja byt Szwajcarem, statlbym ja na warcie,
Gdybym ja byl Moskalem, méwitbym otwarcie,
Gdybym ja byt Francuzem, nie bytbym ja dumnym,
Gdybym ja byl Anglikiem, bylbym ja rozumnym,
Gdybym ja byt Turczynem, nigdy bym nie fukat,
Gdybym ja miat by¢ Wiochem, ja bym nie oszukat,
Gdybym ja byt Prusakiem, nigdy bym nie tupit,
Gdybym ja miat by¢ Niemcem, ja bym si¢ nie upit,
Gdybym ja byl Hiszpanem, ja bym byt pokornym,
Gdybym ja byl Wegrzynem, datbym wina tanio,

A jak to by¢ Polakiem, gdy Polakow gania.
Niedobrze by¢ nierzadnym, stabym, mizerakiem,

Prawda, jednak mi mito méwi¢, zem Polakiem
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Say I Was

Let's say I was Swiss, | would then stand guard,
If I was a Muscovite, I would then speak hard,
If I was from France, I would not be proud,

If I hailed from England, I would not speak loud,
If I was a Turk, I would not preen sweet,

If I was Italian, I would never cheat,

If I was from Prussia, I would never rob,

If I were a German, [ would do my job,

If I were from Spain, humble would I be,

If I were Hungarian, wine I'd give to thee.
What is it for a Pole, when all disagree?

It's sad to be a mess, a weak and sorry whole,

True, and yet I'm glad to call myself a Pole.
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Kartofla

Chiop i Zmija
Dzwon i dzwonki
Golono, strzyzono
Koza, kozka i wilk
Lis i koziot

Osiet i pies

Pies i wilk
Przyjaciele
Tchorz na wyborach
Zajgc i zaba

Zaby i ich kréle
Polaly si¢ tzy...
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Kartofla (cze¢s¢€)

Gdy poeta rosliny stawi i zaleca,

Az tu nagle kartofel odzywa si¢ z pieca:

Kaze wzig¢ bardon, piosenke zanuci¢ mu tkliwa,
Poeta bierze bardon i nuci co zywo:

Jako niegdys przed wieki boza mocg stowa

Z zametu dawnych Swiatdow wzniosta si¢ budowa;
Jak potem, gdy tysieczne przemingty lata,
Hebrajczyk lepsza wiarg objawit dla §wiata,

Jak bogi greckie, ztego doczekawszy losu

Swiat sobie nowy robia z ostatkéw chaosu,

Jak ich Kolumbus $miatg potrwozyt wyprawa,
Jak ptyng i na morzu zahaczyt si¢ z nazwa,

Jaki sad o tym bogi, jaki §wieci dali,

Jak Kolumbus z nieszczg$cia wybrnat... 1 tak dalej

Kartofla

Poemko we czterech piesniach — niedokonczony poemat heroikomiczny, autorstwa Adama Mickiewicza,
niewydany za Zycia artysty, opublikowany w zachowanych czesciach po Il wojnie swiatowej w 1949 roku.
Czes¢ pierwsza utworu, zaplanowanego na cztery piesni, zostata odczytana na posiedzeniu Towarzystwa
Filomatow przez Franciszka Malewskiego 4 lutego 1819 roku. Musiata wigc ona powsta¢ przed tym
terminem. Wiadomo, ze w roku 1821 Mickiewicz kontynuowal pisanie utworu, nigdy go jednak nie
dokonczyl. Poza kompletng piesniq pierwszg zachowalt sie niewielki ustep jednej z kolejnych piesni, zapewne
trzeciej. Rekopis Mickiewicz przekazal swojemu bratu Aleksandrowi z zastrzezeniem, aby nigdy nie byt on
publikowany. Tekst miaf zosta¢ umieszczony w tomie, ktorego druk przerwano z powodu wybuchu drugiej

wojny Swiatowej.
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Shetato — A Wee Poem In Four Songs

While a poet praises vegetables with his lyre
Suddenly, a potato pipes up from the fire:

Orders now the lute to be set to song,

So the poet rhymes as he goes along:

“Thanks to God's great power, the old is now new!
From disordered worlds a construction grew;
How then, when grand millennia passed,

A certain Hebrew man made new faith for us.
While the auld Greek gods, suffering sorry fates,
Worlds made out of chaos, fleeing in great haste.
That Columbus scared them with his brave attack,
As he sailed the seas, then came racing back,

And the Lord did judge, what the saints intoned,
Of Columbus' trail ... so forth and so on!

Shetato

A Little Poem in four songs — an unfinished heroic-comedic verse, penned by Adam
Mickiewicz, never published during his lifetime.

1t tells the story of how ancient gods of Greek and Roman eras had to go on the run
once Jesus Christ was born and led to the establishment of a new religion called
Christianity. They eloped to the United States — at the time as yet “undiscovered” by most
Europeans.

Mickiewicz uses a narrator in the form of a female baked potato to start telling the
story of how Columbus, in spite of those gods best efforts to stop his ships crossing the
Atlantic — managed to reach the Americas and disturbed their peaceful retirement...

A fun premise for a Fable, I do think, and it is such a shame Mickiewicz never
finished it — perhaps one of you, dear readers, shall take up the challenge? Po polsku lub
in English??
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CHLOP I ZMIJA

W pamigtnikach bestyjo-graficznych Ezopa
Jest wzmianka o uczynku mitosiernym chiopa
I o pewnego weza postepku tajdackim.

Chtop wyszedl zimnym rankiem po chro$niak do sadu,
Az tu pod bramg waz mu do ndg pada plackiem:
Przezigbty, wpot skostniaty, przysypany szronem,

Juz zdychal, juz ostatni raz kiwnat ogonem.

Chtop zlitowat si¢ nad ta mizeryja gadu,

Wziat go za ogon, niesie nazad w chate,

Ktadzie go na przypiecku,

Podsciela mu kozuszek jak wiasnemu dziecku

(Nie wiedzac, jakg wezmie od goscia zaptate);

Poty dmucha, poty chucha,

Az w nieboszczyku dobudzit si¢ ducha.
Nieboszczyk waz jak ozyt.

Tak si¢ wnet nasrozyt:

Rozkrecit sig¢, do gory wyprezyt sie, syknat

I calym sobg w chiopa si¢ wycela,

W swojego dobrodzieja, w swego zbawiciela
I wskrzesiciela!

"A to co si¢ ma znaczy¢ - zdziwiony chtop krzyknat -
To ty w nagrode dobrego czynu

Jeszcze chcesz mnie ukasi¢? A ty zmii-synu!"
I wnet porwawszy dubasa,

Tnie we¢za raz pod ucho, drugi raz w pot pasa.
Odleciat ogon w jeden, a pysk w drugi katek;
Rozpadto si¢ zmijisko na troje zmijatek...
Darmo drgaja

I biegaja

Ogon za szyja, za ogonem szyja:

Juz nie zmartwychwstanie zmija.

Przytrafia si¢ to czesto, ze dobry cztek jaki
Niewdzigcznika przygarnie;

Ale trafia si¢ czgSciej, ze niewdziecznik taki
Przepada marnie.
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Farmer & Viper

In Aesop's beastly diaries in fact
Mention is made of a farmer's kind act
And of this snake's roguish deed.

From his frozen orchard, a farmer got some wood,

But by the gate a snake dropped right at his feet:
Frozen stiff, half-dead, all frosted over, frail,

Breathing his very last, hardly moving his tail.

The farmer pitied the reptile, for his heart was good,
He grabbed the frozen tail, the snake not quite dead yet,
Then carried it indoors, where all was warm inside,
And put the beast to bed as if it were his child,

(Not aware the sort of thanks he'd shortly get);

Then he huffed and puffed and prayed

Until the half-dead snake did wake.

Once our departed came to life,

he got ready to cause strife:

Twisted, tensed up, rose and hissed

With his body whole he aimed

To his host and saviour maim,

Though his life he did just save!

“What is this? What have [ missed?

To repay for kindness done

You now bite me? Viper's son!”

And then grabbing a kitchen knife

He cuts the snake, ears first, slashing for dear life,
The tail flew into one, the snout the other corner;
Three vipers snaking round, where only one was former...
No good them shaking,

No point in snaking,

The tail after the neck, the neck after the tail:
He won't rise again, no he shan't prevail!

Good people often make this sort of sad mistake:
They come to kindly aid ungrateful sorts of snakes;
Yet mostly it turns out that this ingrate, if you wait,
Will meet a sorry fate.
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Dzwon i dzwonki

Dzwonki razu jednego §wiegotaly z wiezy

Do dzwona, ktéry w piasku pod kosciotem lezy:
,Widzisz, bracie, cho¢ mniejsi, jak $piewaé umiemy;
Coz tobie po wielkosci, gdys$ ghuchy i niemy?*

,»O glo$ni braciszkowie! — dzwon smutny zaszeptat,

Dzi¢kujcie plebanowi, ze mi¢ w piasek wdeptat.*
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Great Bell and Little Bells

Little Church Bells tinkled, high up in a tower,

To Great Bell which had lost its place and power:

“See, brother, though smaller, it's our song that's sang;

So what good your greatness, when you're deaf and dumb?”
“Oh, my wee, loud brothers!” sad Great Bell did sound,

“Be grateful to that pastor who stomped me to the ground!”
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Golono, Strzyzono

U nas, kto jest niby chory,
Zwohuje zaraz doktory;
Lecz czujac si¢ bardzo staby
Prosi chtopa albo baby.

Ci ze swego aptekarstwa
Potrafiaja i podagrze,

I chiragrze, 1 ghuchotom,

I suchotom, i glupotom
Radzi¢. A i u nich wszakze
Nie masz na upor lekarstwa.

Mieszkal Mazur blisko Zgierza,
Ktoremu zgineta suka,

Straz domostwa i spichlerza.
Gdy jej z zalem i klopotem

W okolicy catej szuka,

Wrdcita si¢ tydzien potem.
Ledwie poznal, Ze to ona;

Bo byta wpot ogolona.

"O zboje! Zeby ja skryli,
Uzywaja takich figli,

Ze biedaczke wygolili!"
"Powiedz raczej, ze ostrzygli

- Robi mu uwagg zona -

Bo psow nie gola, lecz strzyga".
"A no patrzajciesz no mi go, -

- Odpowie Mazur z przekasem -
Jaka$ ty mi dy¢ uczona!

Majac gote jak piesc lice,
Chcesz naucza¢ nas pod wasem,
Co jest brzytwa, co norzyce?
Przeciez dobrze, suko mita,
Zes$ tu jest, cho¢ ogolona".

"[ jam rada, ze wrocila, -

- Odpowiada na to Zona -
Cho¢ wrocita ostrzyzona".

"A nasz pan, co mu tysina
Przys$wieca sig¢ jak ta psina,
Myslisz, ze jest postrzyzona?...
"A wasiki ekonoma, -

- Odpowiada zaraz zona -

Co mu wiszg jak u soma,

A blysca jak namascone,

Sa¢ gblone czy strzyzone?"
"Biez ci licho tego soma

I pana, i ekonoma, -

- Dobroduszny Mazur rzecze -
Dobrze, ze suka jest doma,

n
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Shorn, Shaved

When we feel quite ill today

We call doctors straight away,

But when weak so long ago,

To this couple we did go.

He and she had pharmacies

To help treat those who had gout,
And arthritis, ear disfunction,

Dry consumption, dumb presumption
Managed. And without a doubt

They knew all the remedies.

Close to Zgierz this Mazur lived
His guard dog, a bitch, was gone,
Leaving him all sad and peeved.
With great sadness, growing greater,
He searched, but to him unknown
She returned a whole week later.
Barely did he know it's her;

She was half shaved of her hair.

“Oh, the bandits! Hoodlums grave,
Using tricks when hiding her,
My poor girl in half did shave
“Best you say they cut her hair,”

12

His wife made her feelings plain:
“Dogs are shorn, and never shaved.”
"Ah, there, we are truly saved!”
Mazur said in his own name,

“Oh, how learned you are, dear dame!
Being female, you don't shave,

Yet you teach us hairy men,

About razors, scissors? Brave!

But it's good, my doggy dear,

That you're back, though shaved, I fear."
"And I'm pleased that she's back home,”
His wife shouts, so he will hear.
“Though she's had her hair all shorn!”
Yet our sir, his head quite bald,

of his dog he claims so bold:

“Think you she has been shorn short?”
“Y our moustache, drooping crook,”
Now the wife does stern retort,

“Like a catfish make you look,
Shining as if it was waxed,

Do you have it clipped or axed?"

"Ah to hell with catfish, wax!

And your scissors and your cuts!”

In a swell mood Mazur cries:

“Good thing that the dog is home!
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Choc¢ tak szpetnie ogolona".
"Prawde mowisz, moj cztowiecze,
To¢ i jam si¢ ucieszyta

- Odpowiada zaraz zona -

Ze si¢ suka powrdcila,

Choc¢ tak szpetnie ostrzyzona".
"Ghlupias z twymi norzycami!"

"I ty z twoimi brzytwami!..."
"Ze golona, przypatrze sig!"

"Ze strzyzona, pokarze sig!

A dy¢-ze to nierébwne ciecie,

Co jak kosa trawe siecze".

"A dy¢ to w skore zarzniecie,
Jak jak doktor... az krew ciecze".

Tak si¢ kloca maz i Zona;
Miasto Zgierz cale si¢ zbiega,
A krzyk wkoto si¢ rozlega:
"Ogolona!" "Ostrzyzona!"

Wracaja do domu strony,

Po drodze chlop pyta zony:
Czy wyroku tre$¢ pamigta?
Ona milczy jak zakleta.

U progu suka ich wita;
"P6jdz tu, moja ogolona!"

- Wota maz, na to kobieta:
"P6jdz tu, moja ostrzyzona!"

Mazur wéciekt sig, juz nie gada
Ani zonie odpowiada,

Tylko wzigwszy pod rekawki
Wlecze ja wprost do sadzawki
I topi jak kadZz ogérkow.

Ona, nie nawykta nurkow,

Juz si¢ zachlysneta nieraz;

On, trzymajac za ramiona,
Gnebi krzyczac: "A no teraz;
Czy golona, czy strzyzona?"

Biedaczka, ze $§miercig w walce,
Czujac skonu paralize,
Wytkneta tylko dwa palce

I za odpowiedz palcami,

Jakby dwiema nozycami,
Mezowi pod nosem strzyze.

Na ten widok uciekt z wody.
Ona poszta do gospody,

On sie puscit az do Zgierza
I tam przystat za zotnierza.
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Though so badly shaved,” he moaned.
"Truth you speak, sir, and no lies,

[ too am glad, as you see,”

The wife said in a pleased tone,
“That the bitch is back, indeed.
Though her hair's shorn to the bone.”
“With your scissors daft you talk!”
“You with razors run amok!”

“That she's shaved, look all can see!”
“That she's shorn, her hair cut clean!
A sad thing the cutting's crass,
Cutting like a scythe does grass.”
“And her skin is scratched, alas,

Like some surgeon cut her fast.”

And so argued husband, wife,

That the folks of Zgierz came round,
Meanwhile shouts and screams abound,
“She is shaved!” “No, shorn!” they strife!

Tired of shouting, once all went home,
the husband asked his wife alone:
“Know you now what we agreed?”

She is silent, cursed it seems.

Their dog greets them by the door,
“Come here, lass, shaved, that is clear!”
Husband cries, his wife wants more:
“Come here, shorn, hair cut, my dear!”

Mazur's fuming, silent sighs,

To his wife he won't reply.

He just grabs her by her sleeves

To the pond he drags her, heaves
And throws her into the depths!
She, not used to diving yet
Swallows waters, almost drowned.
Holding her by sleeves now torn,
Cruel Mazur screams: “And now?
Was she shaved or was she shorn?”

His wife's poor, but she be strong,
Feeling death is close, she fights,
And sticks up two fingers long
Then those fingers really move
Just like scissors, all to prove

To her husband that she's right.

Seeing that, he ran away,

While she at the inn did play.

He ran off to Zgierz, still smarmy,
Soldiering, he joined the army.
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KOZA, KOZKA I WILK

Sasiadka koza, ta, co to rozwodka,

Z rodu Ostrorozanka, a tak rzeska czotem,
Ze $mie teb na teb rozmowié sie z wolem

I nie da lada wilku bra¢ si¢ do podbrodka,
Weczoraj w las idac zbiera¢ na domu potrzebe
Rokite czy lipig skorke,

Na gospodarstwie zostawiata corke,

Ktorej jest na imi¢ Bebe.

A ze mtodym osobom pod niebytnos¢ matki
Rozliczne groza przypadki,

Nakazuje dziecku srogo:

"Nie rusza¢ mi za prog noga

I nie przyjmowac nikogo, nikogo!

Jest tu wilk w okolicy; mam go w podejrzeniu,

Ze zamy$la o czem$ brzydkiem;

Pilnujze drzwi, az wroceg 1 dam znak kopytkiem,
Wolajac cig¢ po imieniu:

"Bebe!" Lepiej, ze zgrzeszym ostroznosci zbytkiem,
Niz gdyby miato kiedy by¢ przystowiem trodzie:
Madra koza po szkodzie."

O wilku méwiono w izbie,

A wilk tuz siedziat na przyzbie;

Podstuchal. Matka z domu, a on wnet do corki:
Stuk 1 puk we drzwi komorki.

Wilk zwykle wyciem faje albo grozi,

Lecz gdy prosi¢ ma potrzebe,

Niezle udaje $piew kozi;

Wigc jako mogt najkoziej odezwat sie: "Otworz! Bebe!"

A kozka na to: "Przepraszam, nie mozna.
Mamy nie masz, jestem sama".

On znowu: "Bebe, otworz, to ja, mama".

Na to znéw kozka ostrozna:

"Glos wprawdzie matczyn; ale czy$ ty matka,
Jak moge widzie¢, gdy zamknigta klatka?

Podejdzze tu i przez to pod progiem korytko

Pokaz mi na znak. Kopytko".

Wilk odszedt klnagc Bebe i mac jej z ruska brzydko.
Ta bajka jest po calym §wiecie znana z tresci;

Lecz zeby ja da¢ poznac polskiej ptci niewiesciej,
Udawajmy, ze wzieta z francuskiej powiesci.
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Goat, Doeling and Wolf

Our neighbouring goat, a lady divorcee

Of the family Sharphorne, so sprightly was of mind
She even battled ox, just in argument, mind,

Her goatee unruffled by anyone, you see...

Last night, going to the woods for the things she needs,
Foods like linden bark and some drinking water,

She left her farm in the care of her daughter,

Which being a doeling was by Mum named Kid. *

And seeing as young people when mothers are not home
Can get themselves in trouble, in danger all alone,
So Mother lectured Kid in harsh and heavy tones:
“Don't you move a hoof, out the house dare roam,
And let no one come in, that really means no one!

There is a wolf about; I know his wicked game, * “%kid” is the name of baby
Ugly thoughts he thinks, a danger is this wolf; goats * “doeling” is the name
Watch the door until I knock using my hoof, for young female goats

And do not open Kid, unless I say your name:

Too careful you can't be, and never too foolproof,
Do that, and don't be rash, don't suffer that old fate:
Young goats be wise too late...”

As they talked of wolf inside,

Outside the wolf did hide;

He spied mother go out, and knew what was in store:
Knock, knock on Kid's front door.

Wolves tend to howl or threaten wrong;

But when to ask they need,

They fake a good goat song;

As goatly as he could, Wolf called: “Open up, Kid!"

But goatling Kid replies: “I can't, I'm sorry, very,

My Mum is not around, I'm home alone and so.”

Wolf cries: “Kid, open up! It's me, your Mum, you know
Yet our Kid is still wary:

“The voice is Mum's, indeed; but are you Mum? Not Sure.
How can I tell it's you by looking through a door?

"7

Come to the window please, and offer me some proof,
Show me the sign agreed. I want to see your hoof..."
The wolf left, swearing blind, at Kid and her wise Ma.
All round the world this tale is known, both near and far:
But for you now to learn this lesson wise perchance,

Let us pretend it comes from a fable from old France.
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LIS I KOZIOL

Juz byl w ogrédku, juz wital si¢ z gaska,
Kiedy skok robigc, wpadt w beczke wkopana,
Gdzie wodg¢ zbierano;

Ani pomysle¢ o wyskoczeniu,

Chociaz wody nie bylo i nawet nie grzasko,
Studnia na pétczwarta tokcia.

Za wysokie progi
Na lisie nogi;

Zrab tak gladki, ze nigdzie nie wscibi¢ paznokcia.
Postaw si¢ teraz w lisa tego potozeniu!

Inny zwierz pewno zalamatby tapy

I bit si¢ w chrapy,

Wolajac gromu azeby go dobit.

Nasz lis takich ghupstw nie robit,

Wie, ze rozpaczac, jest to zto przydawac do zta.
Zawsze maca w koto zgbem.

A patrzy w gore. Jakoz wkrotce ujrzat kozta,
Stojacego tuz nad zregbem

I patrzacego z ciekawoscig w studnie.

Lis wigc spuscit pysk na dno, udajac, ze pije,
Cmoka mocno, glo$no chtepce

I tak sam do siebie szepce:

,Oto mi woda! Takiej nie pitem, jak zyje!
Smak lodu, a czysta cudnie!

Chce mi si¢ calemu sptukac,

Ale mi ja szkoda zbrukac,

Szkoda!

Bo co tez to za woda
Koziol, ktéry tam wtasnie przyszedt wody szukac:
,»EBj! — krzyknal z gory — ej ty ryzy kudta!

Wara od zrodta!”

[ hop w dét. Lis mu na kark, a z karku na rogi,

A zrogdw na drgg — 1 w nogi.

'C‘
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THE FOX AND THE GOAT

Hop, into the garden, the geese now to greet,
Fox leapt and fell down in a barrel set deep
In solid ground to rainwater keep!

No way, Fox now sees, of leaping out free.
Not a lot of water was there in that box,

But its walls were tall, too tall for our Fox.

The bar is set high
And a fox cannot fly...

The walls were too smooth to let him climb.
Now imagine yourself in that Fox's spot!
Other animals would just drop their paws
And give into grief, to despair and deep woes,
Calling for lighting to strike them quite dead,
But not our Fox, if truth now be said.

He knows to despair is to make things worse.

So he nibbles around, smart scheming, of course.
Then he looks up to see there a goat,

Standing and looking down at his moat.

And so Fox ducks low, lapping the ground,
Licking his lips, so mighty proud,

Talking to himself, talking quite out loud:

“Now, this water's nice!

Best long as I live,

Tastes like sweetest ice, pure, I do believe!

I'd love to bathe now in it,

But that would spoil, demean it.

A shame!

Best I sip again!”

The goat was thirsty, its patience at its limit:
“Hey!” he called down, “You ginger beast gross!
Get thee gone from the water's source!”

Goat hopped on down, Fox leapt on his back, from the back to the horns,
From the horns back out — far gone, of course!
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OSIEL I PIES

"Jesli cheesz, osle, by pies kochat ciebie,
Kochajze ty psa" - stowa sg Lokmana.

Rozumial je nasz osiet, bo¢ juz nie byt zrebig,
Ale z nich drwit. Ta lekkos¢ jak byta skarana,
Opowiem dla was, bydlat potomnych, nauki.

Ten osiel, niosgc jak zazwyczaj juki,
Szedt w §lad za panem; a za nimi z tytu
Majacy nad jukami i bydleciem dozor,
Ledwie widny w kiebach pytu,

Biegl pies, wywiesiwszy ozor.

Bogdaj takich dozorcow! Przez drogi czas wszytek
Nie tknat si¢ swego podwtadnego tytek;
Owszem, bawiac go, to z boku hercuje,
To si¢ naprzod wysforuje,

Ogonem wcigz dla zachgtu

Kretu-wetu.

Szli tak az do potudnia.

Pan na skwar narzekat,

Siadl pod drzewem 1 zasnal.

Tego¢ osiet czekat.

Obejrzal si¢ 1 naprzdd darn przy drodze siekal,
Potem postrzygac zaczat czubek miedzy;
Na koniec - przez réw hopsasa -

Widzi si¢ w lace, Jako§ mimo wiedzy.
Nie znalazt-ci tam przysmakow,
Chwastowiska ni bodziakow,

Lecz koniczyny do pasa.

"Bedziesz si¢ miala z pyszna! Tylko ty, czlowiecze,
Zmilyj sig, $pij!" - Tak westchnal i siecze a siecze.
Psu oskoma i pokusa:

"M0j ostosiu, od rana jestem na czczo, mdli mig;
Ty masz wedzonke w jukach, az stad czu¢ po dymie;
Pozwol, ze dam jej catusa.

Wiesz, jak zrobim? Ja stan¢ na dwie tapy dgbkiem,
A ty przykleknij na jedno kolano".

Nasz egoista, jak:by do muru gadano,

Siecze a zuje milczac. Az wreszcie potgebkiem
Wypchanym koniczyng: "Co si¢ tu watesasz?
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DONKEY and DOG

“If you wish, Donkey, for dogs to love you,
Best love you love dogs,” so Lokman said.

Donkey heard that, no foal was he — true,
But did not listen, hollow his head,
I will now tell, cattle daft, you!

To carry loads was Donkey's due.

Behind his master, following at last,
Watching the loads, to enemies harangue,
Barely visible in clouds of dust

Ran the watchdog, flapping his tongue.
God praise such guardians! Not once did he
Take any bites out his master’s heels;

To entertain, Dog danced aside,

Or else ahead proud did he stride,

His tail a swinging from side to side,

Oh, to egg on, to make time fly by.

They walked like this up until noon,

His master moaning about the wild heat,
Then stopped by a tree, where he fell asleep.
Which is when Donkey aside did creep.
Looked round the road, grasses did nip,
The edge of a meadow did he then spy;
Across the ditch - Hop! Did he fly -
Upon the meadow not knowing why

All tasty morsels there did he see,

No thistles foul, no other rank weeds,
Only tall clover up past his thighs.

“You’ll do me fine! Now, dearest sir,

Have mercy, sleep!” He munched without care.

The dog keen to nibble too:

“Donkeydoo, I’ve not eaten all morn, I’m feeling slack,
You’ve smoked meats in the packs on your back;

Do let me give them a tiny kiss.

And you know how? On my hind legs I will now stand,
While you go down on just one knee.”

Our selfish ass did no such thing,

Nibbling and chewing silently, Donkey commands
Talking, his mouth of clover full: “What you doing here?
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Poszedibys, psie, do nogi! Jak Jegomos¢ wstanie,

Da ci si¢ $niadanie!"

Odpowiedzi nie czekat I obuszczak znowu

Tak zarwal trawy, Ze az wygryzt w ziemi dotek,

Klnac psa, ze mu przeszkadza.

Wtem nagle, zza rowu, Btysnat ku niemu parg krwawych
swiec wilkolek, Biorac go na cel 1 na tu;.

Wtedy do psa: "Bracie, bron, ciuciu, na tu, ratuj!"
A pies: "Ja nie tw6j Ratuj ani twoj pan Broniec,
Nie wrzeszcz 1 1aki nie tratuj!

Czekaj, az jegomos$¢ wstanie

Na wasci obronienie i poratowanie."

W tejze chwili wilk osta dorznat.

Ot i koniec.
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You best go, heel doggie! When master does rise,
Breakfast he’ll serve you, that’s no surprise!”
Ignoring the dog, in the grass like a toad,
Donkey munched hard, munching a hole,
Swearing at the dog for barking back.

But suddenly from over the road,

A were-wolf peeked, his eyes bloody whole,

Donkey begged the dog: “Brother, save, defend!”
Dog: “I no Rescue, no Guardian Friend,

Don’t scream, don’t trample this lovely grass,
Wait for your master to wake, you ass.

To your defence and rescue he’ll come.”

The wolf the donkey then ate all in one!

Such was the end.
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PIES I WILK.

Jeden bardzo mizerny Wilk, skora 1 kosci,
Myszkujac po zamrozkach, kiedy w tapy dmucha,
Zdybie przypadkiem Brysia jegomosci,
Bernardynskiego karku, s¢dziowskiego brzucha;
Szer§¢ na nim btyszczy gdyby szmelcowana,
Podgardle ttuste, zwiste do kolana.

«A! witaj, panie kumie! witaj, panie Brychu!

Juz od lat kopy o was ni widu, ni stychu.

Wtedys$ maty byt kundlik: ale kto nie z postem,
Predko zmienia figure! Jakze stuzy zdrowie?

— Niczego, «Brysio odpowie

I za grzeczno$¢ kiwnal chwostem.

«0Oj! 0j!... niczego! wida¢ ze wzrostu i tuszy!

Co to za teb, moj Boze! cho¢ wali¢ obuchem!

A kark jaki! a brzuch jaki!

Brzuch! niech mnie porwa sobaki

Jezeli, uczciwszy uszy,

Wieprza widziatem kiedy z takim brzuchem!

— Zartuj zdrow, kumie Wilku; lecz, méwiac bez zartu,
Jesli checesz, mozesz sobie rownie wypchac boki...
— A to jak, kiedys$ taskaw?

— Ot tak: bez odwtoki,

Bory i nory oddawszy czartu,

I tajdackich po polu wyrzekiszy si¢ Swistan,

IdZ miedzy ludzi — i na stuzbe przystan!

— Lecz w tej stuzbie co robi¢? Wilk znowu zapyta.
— Co robi¢?... dziecko jestes! Stuzba wy$mienita:
Ot, jedno z drugiem, nic a nic!

Dziedzinca pilnowa¢ granic,

Przybycie gosci szczekaniem oglosic,

Na dziada warkna¢, zyda potarmosic,

Panom pochlebia¢ uktonem,

Stugom wachlowa¢ ogonem;

A za toz, bracie, niczego nie braknie:

Od panow, paniatek, dziewek,

Okruszyn, kostek, polewek,

Stowem, czego dusza taknie.»
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DOG AND WOLF

One poor, skinny Wolf, a sad bag of bones,
Was digging through frosts, his paws solid cold,
When he saw by chance a huge Dog alone,

A St Bernard breed, with a belly bold;

His fine coat shone proud, glowing so to please!
Chubby was its neck, hanging to his knees.
“Ah! Hello, dear pal! Ho there, Mr Clean!
Years it must have been, neither heard nor seen!

Back then you was puppy: cuddly and quite frail,
but how grown you are! How are you today?”

“No complaints there, Wolf,” the great dog did say
Grateful for such words, he did wag his tail.

“Well, well! Well you look! I can see from here!
Tall, heavy, what head!” the wolf called aloud.
“Shoulders, belly, wow! You don't fear kicks, clogs!
Belly mighty, yes! I swear by female dogs!

If the truth be told, not in all my years
Have I seen a pig with such belly proud
“Joke you well, Wolf dear: but beyond a joke,

if you wish, you can stuff your hide and sides...”

“How is that, you say?”

“Simple: nowt to hide,

Woods you should give up to the devil broke,

And your wicked ways stop, cease doing harm,

Go among the folks — and serve on their farms!”

“Serve them? In what way?”” Wolf asks: “Tell me, please.”
“In what way?... you child! A servant's life's a breeze:
You do this and that. It's not at all hard!

O'er the farmstead borders you stand on proud guard,
When guests do arrive, you bark with a shout,

Bark at the old man, throw the Jew about, **

To lords bow, don't fail,

At servants wag your tail;

For this, brother dear, you won't lack a thing:

For lords, ladies, dames morsels will then bring,

Crumbs, bones, drinks that taste of delightful fire,

In a word, all that your soul does desire.”

'7’
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Pies mowit, a Wilk stuchal uchem, geba, nosem,
Nie stracit stowka; potknat dyskurs caty,
I nad smacznej przysztosci medytujac losem,
Juz obiecane wietrzyt specyaty.
Wtem patrzy... «A to co?
— Gdziez?
— Ot tu, na karku?
— Eh, blazenstwo!...
— Coéz przecie?
— Oto, widzisz, troszke
Przyczesano... bo na noc ktadg mi obrozke,
Azebym lepiej pilnowat folwarku!
— Czy tak? piekna$ wiadomos$¢ schowat na ostatku!...
— I ¢6z, Wilku, nie i1dziesz?
— Co to, to nie, bratku!
Lepszy w wolnosci kasek lada jaki,
Nizli w niewoli przysmaki.»
Rzekt, 1 drapnawszy co miat skoku w tapie,
Az dotad drapie.
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As Dog spoke, Wolf heard with ear, snout and nose,
Missing not a word; wolfed down the whole speech,
Dreams of luxuries he does now compose,
And already sensing treasures within reach.
Then Wolf looks... “What's that?”
“Where?”
“Here, upon your neck?”
“That's a joke! Why care?...”
“What is that, by heck?!”
“Well, you see my hair
has been trimmed a jot... for at night they fit a collar on my neck,
To help me guard their homes, at their call and beck!”
“Is that so? Well, well, you left that till last!...”
“Won't you, Wolf, join up?”
“No, not that, you pup!
Best be free, at large, nibbling weeds at least,
Than to be a slave, even if you feast.”
Wolf said proud and then far off did he leap,
And from that day on, free and poor he'll keep.
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PRZYJACIELE

Nie masz teraz prawdziwej przyjazni na Swiecie;
Ostatni znam jej przyktad w oszmianskim powiecie.
Tam zyt Mieszek, kum Leszka, i kum Mieszka Leszek.
Z tych, co to: gdzie ty, tam ja, - co moje, to twoje.
Mowiono o nich, ze gdy znalezli orzeszek,

Ziarnko dzielili na dwoje;

Stowem, tacy przyjaciele,

Jakich 1 wtenczas liczono niewiele.

Rzeklbys; dwojduch w jednym ciele.

O tej swojej przyjazni raz w cieniu dagbrowy

Kiedy gadali, taczac swojo czute mowy

Do kukan zozul 1 krakan gawronich,

Ali¢ rykneto raptem co$ koto nich.

Leszek na dab; nuz po pniu skakac¢ jak dzigciotek.
Mieszek tej sztuki nie umie,
Tylko wyciaga z dotu rece: ,,Kumie
Kum juz wylazt na wierzchotek.
Ledwie Mieszkowi byt czas zmruzy¢ oczy,

Zbladna¢, pas¢ na twarz: a juz niedzwiedz kroczy.
Trafia na cialo, maca: jak trup lezy;

Wacha: a z tego zapachu,

Ktory mogt by¢ skutkiem strachu.

Whnosi, ze to nieboszczyk i ze juz nieswiezy.

Wigc mrukngwszy ze wzgarda odwraca si¢ w knieje,
Bo niedzwiedz Litwin migs nie§wiezych nie je.
Dopieroz Mieszek odzyt... ,,Byto z tobg krucho! -

Wota kum, - szczescie, Mieszku, ze ci¢ nie zadrapal!
Ale co on tak dlugo tam nad tobg sapat.

Jak gdyby co$ miat powiada¢ na ucho?”

,Powiedzial mi - rzekt Mieszek - przystowie niedzwiedzie:
Ze prawdziwych przyjaciét poznajemy w biedzie”.

")
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BEST FRIENDS

No friendships true are there left in our world;

In Ashmyany the last such friendship failed, I was told.
It was home to Mieshek, said his buddy Leshek:
“Where you, there go I, and what's mine, is yours.”
Even when they had a peanut, tiny, of course,
They'd split it in two halves, sharing such, because
That's the sort of friendship Mieshek's, Leshek's was,
A special brotherhood as everybody knows.

You might say — one spirit in two bodies grows.
Yet, one day they stood in a shaded glade,

Talking of their friendship, talking well and good,
While cuckoos and rooks songs of joy there made,
Something roared aloud, right next to where they stood!
Leshek climbs an oak tree; like woodpeckers — hop!
Mieshek cannot climb, doesn't quite know how.

He reaches up his hands, calling now: “Dear pal!”
But his pal, done climbing, was right at the top.
Mieshek just had time to shut tight his eyes

To go pale and fall, as a bear forth strides.

Finding Mieshek there — stretched out like a corpse,
Bear does sniff, but won't come closer, come near,
The stink probably caused by Mieshek's mortal fear.
Bear sees a dead body, and unfresh, what's worse.
And so growling, bear to the woods retreats —
Lithuanian bears only eat fresh meat.

And so Mieshek's moves... “Oh boy, that was close!
His friend Leshek calls: “Mieshek, not a scratch!
But what took so long, why he huffed so much?
Did he whisper things in your ear... who knows?”
“He told me a proverb — bears are wise indeed!

True friends you shall know in your hour of need.”
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TCHORZ NA WYBORACH

Po owej porazce zwierzat

Wszczat sig¢ w ich armiji nierzad.

Zwolona wojenna rada;

Z rady zwada:

Kazdy kazdemu sig¢ zali,

Kazdy przed kazdym si¢ chwali

I kazdy wing¢ na kazdego wali,

Tchoérzowi tylko wszyscy pokoj dali.
Obywatel tchérz w rzadzie nie zasiadat

Ani wojskowo nie stuzyt,

Wiec w politycznym zZyciu si¢ nie zuzyt.

Ufny w niepokalang swa przesztos¢, tak gadat;
»Obywatele! Czas jest przystapi¢ do kwestii:
Czemu przypiszem kleski tej kampanii?

Czy, ze na wodza brak nam zdolnej bestii?
Nie! ale my ulegli przesadéw tyranii.
Grzesznym przodkow obyczajem

Nie tym butawe oddajem,

Ktorych zastuga i talent wyniosa;

Ale tylko mamy w cenie:

Ci drapiezne urodzenie,

Tamci rogate znaczenie,

A owi socyjalne tluste potozenie.

Ot6z dowddcy nasi, przypatrzcie si¢, kto sg?
Lew prezes, istny panskich ideat natogdw;
Radca zubr, juz dziad, ledwie goni resztka rogow;
Niedzwiedz mruk, niech no stanie przed wojskiem, co powie?
Z lamparta bytoby co$, ale mu pstro w glowie;
Ze putkownik wilk stawny, toé tylko z rabunkow
I z procesu, co zrobit owemu jagniatku;

A o kwatermistrzu lisie

Lepiej przemilcze¢, zda mi sig,

Nizli zaziera¢ do jego rachunkow:

Sam sig¢ nie tai, ze skory do wziatku.
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VOTING WEASEL

After the animals suffered a defeat,

All their army ranks looked in chaos beat.
So some set up a warring committee
Ready to lecture country and city:
Everyone moaning at everyone,

Everyone boasting of all they'd done,

And each one blaming some odd someone,
Only the Weasel not blamed, not harmed.
Citizen Weasel did not join the board,

Nor did he serve in army ranks.

Politics aside, he sought out thanks,
Trusting his record, unblemished, he roared:
“Comrades! Citizens! Agree at least:

What is to blame for our failed campaign?
Is it our leaders, all talentless beasts?

No! We let tyrants trump us again.

In old sinful ways, without ado,

The candidates we give our votes up to
Are not the ones with talent and brains;
For we alone worship, by Gahd,

Only those born of predator blood,

The haves who have, and always have had,
Set up in life so rich and so glad.

These leaders of ours, look, who are they?
Lion? A bossy fleabag of addictions;

Bison the brute, his horns sow afflictions;
What will Bear the bore to our armies say?
Panther a maybe, though silly his brains;
Sir Wolf is a robber, a thief, that's no fiction,
Famed for the court case he lodged against Lamb;
While quartermaster Fox, about him please
We best not say nowt, it seems to me,

Let's best not look into his private accounts
He does not deny he's still on the lam.
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Pominiemy odynca; pan ten tylko pragnie
Skarbi¢ zotedzie i spoczywaé w bagnie,
Przywyklejszy don niz do marsowego kurzu.
Co si¢ za$ tyczy osta, ten byt 1 jest blaznem”. -
Gdy tchorz tak gadal, rada, wrac entuzjazmem,
Gotowa za krasomowstwo
Da¢ mu naczelne wodzostwo,
Odezwala sie nagle w jeden glos: ,,Zyj, tchorzu!”
On, stropion krzykiem tym wsrod perory,
Zmigszat si¢, owszem, dat czu¢ najwyrazniej,
Ze byt w gwaltownej bojazni.
Dopieroz rozruch: ,,Precz z nim, fe, tchorz, a do nory
Szczesciem tuz byta; wskros sarkan i §miechu
Wpadt w ni¢ 1 ryt bez oddechu.
Az gdy na sazen czut si¢ pod podwoérzem,
Rzekt do siebie z ironig czystego sumienia:
,Ot proszg, co tez to jest przesad urodzenia,
Obrano by mnie wodzem, zebym nie byt tchorzem!”.

",
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Forget commander Boar: that gent only wants

To nibble on nuts and lounge in the swamp,

Forget he had power, his star now just fizzles.

Now that jester Donkey, he was and is a fool!”

Once Weasel stopped talking, the beastly board drooled,

All animals prepared, for Weasel's oration,

To hand him the keys to ruling their nation.
The wild council screamed; “Long live our Sir Weasel!”
While Weasel confused by this public affair,
Lost his train of thought and made it quite plain,
That stricken with worry and fear he remained.
So protests ensued: “Go back to your lair!”
His den was nearby — chased by loud laughter
He fell deep within and bawled wildly after.
Until the next day, when all too easily
He said to himself with oddly clean conscience:
“Now there you go, but for birthright nonsense,
I would be chosen chief, if I wasn't weaselly!”
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ZAJAC 1 ZABA

Szarak, co nieraz bywat w ktopotach i1 trwogach,
Nie tracgc serca, poki czul si¢ raczy,

Teraz podupadt na nogach.

Poczut, ze si¢ zle z nim skonczy.

Wigc jeknal z glebi serca: "Ach, nie masz pod stoncem
Lichszego powotania jak zosta¢ zajacem!

Co mi¢ w dzien pies, lis, kruk, kania

I wrona,

Nawet 1 ona,

Jak chce, tak gania.

A w noc gdy drzemig, oko si¢ nie zmruza,
Bo lada komar bzyknie przez siatki pajecze,
Whnet drzy me serce zajecze,

Tchorzac tchorzliwiej od tchorza.

Zbrzydlo mi zycie, co jest wiecznym niepokojem,
Postanowitem dzi$ je skonczy¢ samobojem.

Zegnaj wiec, miedzo, lat mych wio$nianych kolebko!
Wy kochanki mtodosci, kapusto 1 rzepko,
Pozegnalnymi tzami dozwolcie si¢ skropic!
Oznajmuj¢ wszem wobec, ze id¢ si¢ topic¢!"

Tak z ptaczem gdy do stawu zwraca skoki stabe,
Po drodze stgpit na zabe.

Ta mu, jak raca, drgnawszy spod nog szusta

I z gory na teb w staw plusta.

A zajac rzekt do siebie: "Niech nikt nie narzeka,
Ze jest tchorzem, bo caty $wiat na tchorzu stoi;
Kazdy ma swoja zabg, co przed nim ucieka,

I swojego zajaca, ktorego sie boi".
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HARE AND FROG

Our hare was 1n trouble and fear often stuck,
Not losing all heart, though gone round the bend,
Now he seemed down on his hare luck.

Felt he'd come to a sticky end.

From deep in his heart he dared to declare:
“It's worst in the world to be born a hare!
Each day dogs and foxes, crows and that kite
And birds of prey,

Yes, even they,

They all chase to bite!

“At night when asleep, my eyes never close,
At any mosquito, or spider or bat

My hare-heart trembles — I knows that shows,
I coward more cowardly than your scaredy-cat.

“Life's lost its sheen, from fear I can't hide,

I decided to end it today — suicide.

Farewell then fields, when young I did manage

To taste loves of youth, sweet turnips and cabbage!
My farewell tears now on you rain down!

I hereby declare, I'm off to be drowned!”

With tears in his eyes he crept to a bog,
Nearing a pond, he stepped on a frog.

The frog like a flare our hare did abscond,
Diving head-first, it splashed in the pond.

The hare then declared: “Let none moan and groan
That they be coward, for all the world's scared!
We all have our frogs, which run from us home,
And hares that we fear,” now wise Hare declared.
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Adam MICKIEWICZ

ZABY I ICH KROLE

Rzeczpospolita zabska wodami 1 ladem
Szerzyta si¢ od wiekdw, a stata nierzadem.
Tam kazda obywatelka,

Mata, czy wielka,

(Gdzie chciata, mogta skakac,

Karmi¢ si¢ i ikrzy¢

Ten zbytek swobod w koncu zaczynat si¢ przykrzy¢.
Zauwazyly, ze sasiednie panstwa

Uzywaja pod krélmi rzadnego poddanstwa,

Ze lew panem czworonogow,

Orzel nad ptaki, U pszczot jest krolowa ula;

A wiec w krzyk do Jowisza: ,,Krolu! ojcze Bogow,
Dajze i nam krola — krola!*

Powolny bog wszechzabstwu na krdla uzycza
Matego jako Lokiet Kija Kijowicza.

Spadt Kij 1 pluskiem wszemu obwiescit si¢ btotu.
Struchlaly Zzaby na ten majestat toskotu.

Milczg dzien 1 noc, ledwie $§miejac dychac,

Nazajutrz jedna drugiej pytaja: ,,Co stychac?
Czy nie ma co od kréla?* Az §mielsze i starsze
Ruszaja przed oblicze stawi¢ si¢ monarsze.
Zrazu z dala, w bojazni, by si¢ nie narazi¢;
Potem, przemogtszy te strachy,

Brat za brat z krolem biorg si¢ pod pachy

I zaczynaja na kark mu wtazi¢.

,» 10z to taki ma by¢ krol?... Najjasniejszy Bela,
Nie wiele z niego bedziem mie¢ wesela;
Krd6l, co po karku bezkarnie go gtadzim,
Niechaj nam abdykuje zaraz, niedotega!
Potrzebna nam jest wladza, ale wtadza tgga

'C‘
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Adam MICKIEWICZ

FROGS AND THEIR KINGS

The frog commonwealth in lands, lakes and seas
Grew for centuries, yet was not at peace.

Every citizen of that froggy state,

Be they small or great,

Jumped around, you see,

Fed and bred freely.

This excess of freedom could not last,

And the frogs did then see in nearby states

That to have a king gives you order great.

Lion be the king of four-legged beasts,

Eagle o'er the birds, Bees have queens, not least;

So they call to Jove: “King! Father to Gods,
A king to us gift, please! A king fit for us frogs!”

Agreeing to help, Jove, this mighty god of gods
Sent a tiny tadpole, half-frog, polliwog,

Falling from the skies, landing in deep mud.

The fogs bowed low down, for their king now glad.
Silent they all fell, at night breathing low,

The next day they asked: “How's our king? Good show?
Any royal news?” Whence braver, older frogs
Go to face their monarch, wearing their best togs,
At first far, afeared, with respect, held back;

And then, fearing less, their worries at an end,
As one with their king they become best friends.
And they started climbing all over his back.
“This is our king?... Oh dear, it does seem,

We won't really have any use for him;

This king we caress on his neck so slack,

Let him abdicate, right now, helpless fool!

We need real rule, a throne, not a stool!”
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Boég, gdy ta nowa skarga zab, niebo przebija,
Zdegradowat krola Kija,

A zamianowal weza krolem zabim.

Ten pelzacz, ptywacz 1 biegacz,

Podstuchiwacz 1 dostrzegacz,

Wszedzie wziera pod wodg, pod kamienie, pod pnie,
Wszedzie szuka naduzyc¢ i karze okropnie.

Arystokracja naprzod gryziona jest zabia,

Ze sie nadyma i zbyt sie uttuszcza;

Gryziony potem chudy lud, Zze nie zarabia

I Ze si¢ na dno biedy opuszcza;

Gryzione sg krzykacze, ze wrzeszczg namigtnie,
Gryzieni cisi, ze $mig siedzie¢ obojetnie.

Tak gryzac je swobodnie, waz do dzi$§ dnia hula,

A rzeczpospolita zab bolesnemi skwierki

Do dzi$ dnia wota o innego krola,

Lecz bdg nie chce si¢ wigcej miesza¢ w jej rozterki.
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Jove, on hearing that frogs were all agog,

Demoted that King Polliwog.

And appointed Snake the New King of Frogs.

This crawler, swimmer, slider,

Spy, venom provider,

Climbed all rocks and stones, tress both far and near,
Looking to oppress and punish severe.

From the off, Frog nobles all upset they were,
Snake King acting tough, mean as Snakes can be;
Frogs all poor and beat, but the Snake won't care!
And that poverty is their economy;

Complainers bitten hard, for crying their hearts out,
Abstainers bitten too, for sitting, doing nowt.

Thus biting Frogs freely, Snake King parties, sings,
While his subjects scream to Jove upon high,

But Jove did ignore their calls for new kings,

Tired of Frog fancies, happy in his sky.
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Adam MICKIEWICZ

Polaly si¢ lzy...

Polaty si¢ tzy...Polaly si¢ 1zy me czyste, rzesiste
Na me dziecinstwo sielskie, anielskie,

Na moja mtodos$¢ gorng 1 durna,

Na moj wiek meski, wiek kleski:

Polaty si¢ tzy me czyste, rzgsiste. ..
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Adam MICKIEWICZ
Tears Came Raining...

My tears came raining so clear — why dear?
For my lost childhood, angelic, a relic,

For my lost youth, elated, ill-fated,

For my adulthood, defeated, no good:

Tears came running, a waterfall clear...
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Mikolaj REJ
1505-1569

To the one who did read

Do tego, co czytal
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Mikolaj REJ

Do tego, co czytal

Rozumiem temu jednak, ze cie co ruszylo,

Bo co zeszto na statku, Smiechem si¢ zakryfo.
Odpusé, bracie! Swojacé rzecz, co¢ by sie nie zdalo,
Gdyz sig i to, i owo spotu pomieszato.

Widzisz takie rozumy, co tak swiat zbiegaty,

Ze nie wiem, czego by juz wszedy nie zmacaty.
Wiec tez ci nieukowie, co pisma nie majgq,

Gdy nie mogg medrowad, niechajze wzdy bajg,
Bo komu inochody nie stawa, wiec gredg,

A baby, gdy Inu niemasz, niech konopie przedg.
A niechaj narodowie wzdy postronni znajg,

Iz Polacy nie gesi, iz swoj jezyk majg!

Wszak widamy u stawnych, chociaj nie Polacy,
Pisali tez leda co, chudzi nieboracy.

A o Polakoch sobie ledwe tam bajalli,

Iz tez sq jako ludzie, ktorzy je widali.

Jeslibys tez z nietaski na lewo szacowat,

Masz papir, napisz lepiej - ja bedq dzigkowal.
Boby to wlasna sztuka szyrmirza kazdego
Miata by¢: okazac co na szkole nowego.

Gdyz to jest z przyrodzenia cudze sprawy ganic,
Jako by rzekt: umiatbych ja to lepiej sprawic.
Dzierze, iz materyjq mozesz lepszq sprawic,
Ale jg osmig wirszow trudno masz wyprawic.
Skosztujze, mity bracie, wszak papir niedrogo!
A jeslize nie umiesz, nie szacuj nikogo!

Bo wiesz, ize¢ i za to napisana cena,

Kto gani, nie dowiedzie: talionis poena!
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Mikolaj REJ

To the one who did read

1 do understand him alack that something moved thee
What on a ship did happen, in laughter did then flee.
Let go, brother! Our own thing, no matter what took place.
When this and that and the other mixed all about face.
You see such reason, heads that the world did cross,
That I know not what they did not touch at loss.

And so unlearned men who cannot read or write,
When they cannot boast, let them fall from sight.

For to behave they know not, so they talk wild,

And women, let them weave hemp down inside.

And let nations know, by heavens above,

that Poles are no geese, our own tongue we have!
For we see 'mong the famed, though not Poles they be,
Scribbling things right down, though poor and skinny.
About Poles they knew nought, having no idea,

For this know only those who came to us quite near.
And if of you dear I can ask a thing here perchance,
This be paper, write it best — I will thee give thanks.
For this personal art belongs to each warrior wise

To show: what schooling can provide as prize.

For with birth comes the wish to with others engage,
As one might say: If one were a sage.

1 bet that with better matter you can now wield,

And yet those eight poems are hard to else field.

Help thine-self, dear brother, paper is not dear!

And if you cannot, don't you judge far nor near!

For you know, to lie is sin for ever and ever,

Who chides, will not now learn: talionis poena!
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Przectaw SLOTA
1375-1419

O zachowaniu sig przy stole (Czesé Pierwsza)

On how to behave at the dining table
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Przeclaw SLOTA

Utwor ten jest najstarszym zabytkiem polskiej poezji swieckiej i jednym z pierwszych tekstow, w ktorym

autor pozostawit po sobie podpis.

O zachowaniu si¢ przy stole (Czesé Pierwsza)
Gospodnie, daj mi to wiedziec,
Bych mogt o tem cso powiedzied,
O chlebowem stole!

Zgarnie na si¢ wszytko pole,

Cso w sto[do]le i w tobole,

Cso le si¢ na niwie zwigze,

To wszytko na stole leze.
Przeto¢ stot wieliki swieboda,
Staje na nim piwo i woda,

1 k temu mieso i chleb,

I wiele jinych potrzeb —

Podtug dostatka tego,

Kto le moze dosta¢ czego.

Z jutra wiesiol nikt nie bedzie,
Aliz gdy za stolem sigdzie,

Toz wszego myslenia zbedzie.

A ma z pokojem sies¢,

A przy tem si¢ ma najesc.

A mnogi jidzie za stof,

Siedzie za nim jako wol,

Jakoby w ziemie wetkngt kot.
Nie ma talerza karmieniu swemu,
EzZby ji ukrojit drugiemu,

A grabi sig w misg przod,

1z mu miedzwno jako miod —

Bogdaj mu zalegt usta wrzod!
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Przeclaw SLE.OTA (PART ONE of the earliest known poem published in Polish)

This is the oldest work of Polish secular poetry and one of the first texts which the author signed with his

name.

On how to behave at the dining table
Dear hosts, do let me know,

So that I can tell it so,

About bread laden tables!

1t will be one of the great fables,
All for one and all for all,

For beast, guest and every Pole,
all this on the table tall.

And this table's free for all,

On it water and beer flow,

Along with meats and breads,

All other needs instead —

With this bounty in full sight,

All can have the foods they like.
From tomorrow, none best pleased
Till they sit at table and be at ease.
And not thinking too much please.
And in peace they should sit,

And while there they must eat.

And many sit at the table,

Like men, not oxen, if able,

Like a stake in soil so stable.

One's own plate should not be filled,
But for others carve thee will,

And take best from bowl ahead,
Else the meat like mead will stick —

In the gullet and make sick!
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Stefan Witwicki

1801-1847

Zyczenie
Wiosna
Gdzie Lubi
Wojak
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Zyczenie

Stefan Witwicki

Gdybym ja byla stoneczkiem na niebie,
nie $wiecitabym jak tylko dla ciebie.

Ani na wody, ani na lasy,

ale po wszystkie czasy

pod twym okienkiem i tylko dla ciebie,
gdybym w stoneczko mogta zmieni¢ siebie.

Gdybym ja byla ptaszkiem z tego gaju,
nie §piewalabym w Zadnym obcym kraju.

Ani na wody, ani na lasy,

ale po wszystkie czasy,

pod twym okienkiem i tylko dla ciebie,
czemuz nie moge w ptaszka zmienic¢ siebie?
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THE WISH

Stefan Witwicki

If I were ever a sun in the skies
I would then not shine for none but your eyes

Not upon waters, not upon woods,

Instead for ever I should

Down by your window and solely for thee,
If a bright sun I could for you dear be.

If a bird I were from our grove so great
I would not sing in any far-off state

Not upon waters, not upon woods,
Instead for all time I should

Beneath your window and only for thee,
Why-fore I can't turn into a bird you see?
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WIOSNA

Stefan Witwicki

Blyszcza, krople rosy
Mruczy zdrdj po btoni
Ukryta we wrzosy
Gdzies jatowka dzwoni

Piekna, milg btonig
Leci wzrok wesolo
Wkoto kwiaty wonig
Kwitng gaje wkoto

Pas sie, btakaj trzodko
Ja pod skatg siede
Piosnke luba, stodka
Spiewaé sobie bede

Ustron mita, cicha!
Jaki$ zal w pamieci
Czegos$ serce wzdycha
W oku 1za si¢ kreci

Lza wybiegla z oka

Ze mng strumyk $piewa
Do mnie si¢ z wysoka
Skowronek odzywa

Lot rozwija chyzy
Ledwo widny oku
Coraz wyzej, wyzej...
Zginat juz wobloku

Ponad pola, niwy
Jeszcze piosnke glosi
I $piew ziemi tkliwy
W niebo az zanosi!
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SPRINGTIME

Stefan Witwicki

Dew drops gently glisten
Brooks hum through the glade
In heather hid, listen,
Cowbells ring in the shade

Meadows sweetly bloom
Joyful looks abound
Fragrant flowers swoon
Groves blossom all round

Graze, roam flock o'mine
By the rock I'll sit

A song loving, fine

I will sing a bit

This retreat sweet, quiet!
Memory sad does dwell
The heart is a'sighing
In the eyes tears well

Tears did ran from mine eye
With me a stream still sings
To me from upon high
A lark greetings brings

It flies swift on high
Hardly to be seen
Higher through the sky...
Lost, a cloudy dream

Above pastures and fields
Still its song it does sing
A kind earth song it will
Up to heavens high bring!
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Gdzie Lubi

Strefan Witwicki

Strumyk lubi w dolinie

Sarna lubi w gestwinie
Ptaszek lubi pod strzecha;
Lecz dziewczyna — z uciechg

Lubi gdzie niebieskie oko
Lubi i gdzie czarne oko;
Lubi gdzie wesole piesni
Lubi i gdzie smutne piesni;

Sama nie wié gdzie lubi:
Wszedzie serce zgubi
Sama nie wié gdzie lubi:
Wszedzie serce zgubi
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WHERE ONE LIKES

Stefan Witwicki

Streams like it down the vale
Roes like it hid in wild shade
Birds like it neath a thatched roof;
Girls like it — with joy, forsooth

Like it where blue eyes are glowing
Like it where black eyes are showing;
Like it where be jolly songs,

Like it where be woeful songs;

She knows not where she likes best
All round this girl's heart be lost
They know not where they like best
All round girls' hearts thus be lost
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WOJAK

Stefan Witwicki

Rzy moj gniady, ziemi¢ grzebie
Pus¢ie, czas juz, czas!

Ciebie, ojcze, matko, ciebie
Siostry, zegnam was!

Ciebie, ojcze, matko, ciebie
Siostry, zegnam was!

zegnam zegnam was!

Z wiatrem, z wiatrem! niech drzg wrogi
Krwawy stoczym bgj!

Razni, zdrowi wrdcim z drogi

Z wiatrem, koniu moj!

Razni, zdrowi wrdcim z drogi

Z wiatrem, koniu moj!

Z wiatrem, koniu maj!

Tak, tak, dobrze! na zawody!
Jesli polec mam!

Koniu, sam, do tej zagrody
Wolny wré¢ tu sam!

Koniu, sam, do tej zagrody
Wolny wré¢ tu sam!

Wolny wr6¢ tu sam!

Stysze jeszcze sidstr wotanie
Zwroc¢ si¢ koniu, stoj!

Nie chcesz? Lecze, niech si¢ stanie!
Le¢ na krwawy bo;!

Le¢ na krwawy bo;!

Le¢ na krwawy bo;!
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THE WARRIOR

Stefan Witwicki

My bay neighing, stomping his ground
Free us, time, it's time!

Father, mother, sisters you now

Bid you farewell, bye!

You now father, mother, you too
Sisters bid adieu!

Adieu, adieu, I'm due!

With winds, with gales! Foes will fear!
Bloody is the fight!

Happy, healthy I'll return here

On my horse, if right!

Happy, healthy I'll return here

On my horse in flight!

Riding day and night!

Yes, yes, well, to fight that's dread!
If I am to fall!

Horse, along to our homestead
Free you come back sole!

Horse, along to our homestead
Rode home all alone!

All alone come home!

I hear sisters calling for us still

Turn back horse, now stand!

Won't you? Fly then, if war be your will!
Battles are at hand!

Fly at my command!

Battles will be grand!
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Bajeczki jak Szczepioneczki na Smuteczki

Czesto mysle o piosenkach 1 poezji jako o szczepionkach na r6zne smutki.

W matych daweczkach, od czasu do czasu, dajg nam odpornos¢ na klapsy
1 ciosy losu.

Cé6z, szkoty 1 uniwersytety dajg nam czesto znac ze poezja 1 bajki to
nudne starocie.

A tu nagle si¢ okazuje ze mozna si¢ dzigki nim nauczy¢ jak zy¢ 1zej 1
lepiej méwi¢ po angielsku.

Tak jak szampan, poezja to nie co$ na codzienng konsumpcje — to
luksusowy produkt.

Nie dobrze jest przesadzac z nig, ale bez niej zy¢ jako$ ubogo.

Marek Kazmierski, autor, ttumacz i wydawca
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Fables like Jabs Against the Blues

Although I have been reading poetry since I was a little boy, and translating it now for ten years or more, |
am not telling anyone to read it each and every day of their lives. No.

I think poetry and songs are like vaccines (sometimes called “jabs’) against all sorts of challenges
life throws up. Taken in small, regular doses they can protect us from unnecessary suffering. Written by
some of the cleverest and most talented people in any language, poems and songs often contain interesting
ideas and solutions to the problems we encounter as human beings — ideas which rhyme, which feature
interesting characters, which make us think for ourselves, rather than preaching to us or offering up
oversimplified answers.

Poetry and song rarely tell us everything is fine, and we should just get on with life... they often put a
spring in our step with the melody they add to language, with the clever twists they employ in words or
narratives... they make us believe we can get through tricky times, and and are always there when we need

them most.

Sometimes, I also like to think of literature the way I think about alcohol — yes!

Non fiction books are like beer — they are straightforward narratives, and tend to give us exactly
what we expect.

Novels and short stories are more like wine — they are a little more refined, more ambitious, and
often more surprising — for good or ill, but certainly they are more demanding of the imagination and
attention than standard scientific, historical, biographical or other non-fiction books.

Now, poetry is like the finest of wines — champagne.

Not a drink we indulge in often, but there are times in our lives when a glass of champagne is simply
called for — special days, days we want to remember and celebrate.

Poetry is not an ordinary way of communicating using words — it is always otherworldly, always
demanding, always extra-ordinary — and this is what makes poetry “language for Sunday best”.

Some might say that poetry is not champagne — it is more like vodka, tequila, whisky or even
moonshine — a distilled, super-potent form of using language which goes straight to the head and makes the

heart sing!

Marek Kazmierski, editor, translator, illustrator
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Witajcie w Naszej Polskiej Bajce

Gora Kalwaria i Czersk to ,,Bajkowa Gmina” w samym sercu Mazowsza i Polski, stynaca z owocow i

sadownictwa...

Owocem 10 lat pracy Marka Kazmierskiego, autora i ttumacza ktory przybyt do Gory Kalwarii z Warszawy,
Londynu i Toronto, jest ,,Nasza Wielka Ksigega Polski” — zbior 2020 wierszy i piosenek: plony polskiej
poezji ktore Marek zebrat i przetozyt na jezyk angielski.

Teraz, na 100 rocznice Bitwy Warszawskiej, Marek przygotowat bardzo specjalny prezent dla fanow bajek,
ksigzek i1 nauki jezykdéw na catym $wiecie — nowy zbior rymowanych wierszy Szopena, Belzy, Fredro,
Ginczanki, Jachowicza, Karpinskiego, Kochanowskiego, Konopnickiej, Krasickiego, Mickiewicza, Reja i

Stoty — czyli: ,,Nasza Mata Wielka Ksiega Polskich Rymowanych Bajek”.

Sa to klasyczne wiersze napisane dla mtodych czytelnikdw, ale przynosza one takze rados¢ i satysfakcije
dorostym, poniewaz byly pisane przez najwazniejsze autorki i najwazniejszych autoréw dawnych czasoéw,

przekazujac ciekawe i dydaktyczne tresci w bardzo zabawne i madre sposoby.

Ta unikalna ksigzka, petna bajecznych wierszykéw i ciekawych ilustracji — przetozonych i opublikowanych
razem w tlumaczeniu po raz pierwszy w historii — jest wielkim skarbem dla naszej gminy i wielkim
prezentem dla tych ktorzy umiejg uczy¢ si¢ w radosny sposob — kazdy polak ktory stara si¢ poprawic¢ poziom
swoich umiejetnosci w jezyku angielskim, jak i miliony polakdéw za granicami kraju, ktorzy staraja si¢ uczy¢

swe dzieci jezyka ojczystego — beda z naszej publikacji czerpaé lata przyjemnosci i pozytku.

Dodamy do niej nagrania wszystkich wierszy, wykonanych przez autora ksigzki po polsku i angielsku, jakze
i dodatkowe materiaty edukacyjne, pomagajgce ksigzce dotrze¢ do rodzin i szkot jezykowych na catym

$wiecie — w ten sposob promujac czytelnictwo, Gming Gora Kalwaria i Polska kulture i historie.

Autorzy ktorzy znajduja sie¢ w naszej ksiedze nie sg obejmowani prawami autorskim naszego kraju, wiec
moglis§my swobodnie pracowac nad tym zbiorem bez ograniczen powodowanych przez koszty i kontrakty z
ktorymi wigza sie publikacje autorow takich jak Julian Tuwim i Jan Brzechwa. Mamy nadziej¢ ze z czasem

uda nam si¢ uzyskac srodki potrzebne by poszerzy¢ nasza ksiege o te ,,bezcenne” nazwiska...

Marek Kazmierski, ttumacz i redaktor

160 © marek@off-press.org / 0048 729970631



mailto:marek@off-press.org

Welcome to Our Polish Fable

The timeless poems you will find in this book were written a long, long time ago in a place far, far away
called Poland... which for a while was a kingdom, and then did not exist at all, and then was reborn as a free
country, full of fascinating fables... Yes, for a thousand years Polish poets have thymed words to help tell
stories, and here you have a selection of the best of those verses in the original Polish and English translation

— for the first time ever!

OUR GREAT LITTLE BOOK OF POLAND'S CLASSIC FAMILY RHYMES might seem like a bit of a
mouthful for a book of poems aimed at young readers and their guardians and teachers... but let me explain
why I have chosen this particular title — in the year 2020, I put together a book of 2020 Polish poems called
OUR GREAT BOOK OF POLAND (link here) and the poems you have here are a small selection of verses

written especially for younger readers taken from this epic collection — hence the title...

Those of of you who know Polish poetry will of course ask why I have not included the likes of Ludwik
Kern, Julian Tuwim, Wanda Chotomska or Jan Brzechwa in this volume, for these are some of the most

loved and widely read authors of poems for young readers in the Polish language.

The answer is both sad and simple... Sad, because [ would very much have loved to publish all of the
above poets in this here book, seeing as I have their poems translated and ready to share with the world... But
I cannot, simply because any author who passed away less than 70 years ago is protected by complex
copyright laws, and sharing translations of their verses costs a lot of money and demands many contracts be

negotiated and signed...

So, being a poor translator of poetry and song, who doesn't have the legal know-how and the money
to secure all the necessary copyrights, I reached all the way back in history — precisely 600 years (this book
contains the oldest poem ever published in the Polish language) — to select authors whose works are free to
publish, and also show that these classic thymed fables (bajki) are not just great poems for kids, but great

poems full stop...
And that no matter how old they might be, they haven't aged at all... the beauty of the language and
the rich selections of characters, locations and adventures they contain means they are as fresh today as the

day they were first published...

Marek Kazmierski, editor, translator, illustrator
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