(Program do rapsodyi fortepianowey. )
Poswigcone Jeremienu!
A pamigtajcie na okgwy moje!
Sw. Pawef,
Galilee vicistil . .. 113

Wsrod kopalni ognie gorg
Jak w piekief otchfani,
Nadzy ludzie z faticuchami
Bijg w skaty dfoniq skorg
Kyklopow miotamil . ..
A serca ich cigZsze jak te bryfy skaf —
Nim dusze ich biate z mdfych wywiejq ciaf,
To szepczq do ciebie, Ze jest Bog na niebie,
Lecz na ziemi car, Pan Zyciaikar! . ..
A kopalnie sig zasmiaty, Echem mfotow zadzwigczaty,
Ze nie tak piekielne Piekfo niesmiertelne! . . .
Dzikp dudni, grami, preepada
Biada! biada! biada! biada! . . .
Palnie miot!
Swisnie knut!
Skonaf ktos! . ..
WNa piréd]
Cara pros!
W horu knut!
Tobie skon!
Sukjn syn!
A mnie plon!
A mnie czyn!
Da carl. ..
Kajdan dZwigk, ofiar jek.
Zasmiaf sig do Rofa
1 o pomste wota! . . .
Walg, ttukg dfonig skorg
Rytmem piekfa méot
Spadal w dafi ognie gory,
W strumieri biezy pot!
Bryfy dudniq, gremia, spadajy,
Warkoczami iskry lecq,
I podziemia dZwigkiem grajq
Mtotow, jekdw, blaskow chorem,
Ze sig prekfa lekac zdajg,
Chot im dziko uragajq
Gzow moskiewskich chirem!
Bija! walg! rak tysigeem
Jednego wzniesienia,
Ze digajq sklepienia.
A z potem gorgcy

(Programme for piano rhapsody.)
Dedicated to Jerenii!
And remember on my fetters! 114

St. Paul
Galilee vicisti! .. 15

Fires burn among the mines 117
As in the abyss of hell]
Naked men with chains
They kit in rocks with willing palm
Cyclop's fammers! . . .
And their hearts is heavier as these clods of rocks —
Before their white souls from tame bodies will blow away,
Then they whisper to you, that there is God in heaven,
But on earth the Tzar, Lord of fife and punishments! . . .
And mines burst out laughing, rang the Echo of hammers,
That not so infernal immortal Helll . . .
It rumbles wildly, thunders, gets lost
Woe! woe! woe! woe! . . .
Hammer will shoot!
Sometimes whistles the Enout! 113
Someone died! . . .
Forward!
Ask the Tzar!
In chorus Ruout! 119
Deatfi for you!
Son of a bitch!
And crop for me!
And act for me!
Tzarwill grve! . . . 120
Fetters sound, victims groan
Burst out laughing around 121
And calls for revenge! . . . 122
They beats, strikes with willing palm
To the riythim of hell the hammer
Talls! in the distance fires burn,
Sweat in stream flows!
Clods rumble, thunder, fall;
Tresses of sparks fFy,
And undergrounds plays the sound
Of hammers, groans, glitters choir,
That hell itself seems to fear,
Though they abuse them savagely
With Moscow’s gadilies chorus!
They beats! strikes! with thousands hands
Simultaneous fifiing,
That vaults tremble.
And with hot sweat

123 Galilaee vicist! — Zuwyciptytes, GalilejezyRu! (zwrot cesarza Juliana Apostaty, tj. odszczepierica)

12¢ The Epistle of St. Paul to the Colossians, (Letter to the Collosians) 4,18, King James Version ,The salutation by the hand of me Paul Remember
my bonds. Grace be with you. Amen.” Christopher ®, Seitz ,Cofossians (Brazos Theological Commentary on the Bible)": ,Rgmember my fetters!”

15 Galilaee vicisti! — You Won, Galilean! (phirase of Emperor Julian Apostate.)

U7 I'n one mine or maiy mines,
18 Sometimes the knout whistles!
119 I the choir Rpout! Knout in the choir!

20 Qfrese eight verses are partly in Polish and partly in Russian, (although not in Cyrillic). The iranslation does not reflect this.

121 Tt [sound] burst out laughing around

22 And [it i.e. sound] calls for revenge! . . . And [it i.e. sound] calls about revenge! . . .
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Zimna fza kgmiernia
Przepada — 1 ginie —
A dFwiek d=iki pfynie
W przepasciach zacmienia!
A chér wigzniow §réd katuszy
Dfugq nocq meki gluszy
I pod mfotéw glosne dzwigki
Tuufi w cichry gfos piosenki
Poplyneta . . . popbyneta . . .
Jeszcze Polska nie zgingla! . ..”
Lecz tak blada i mdlejaca
Jak pod krzyzem Marya,
Ze cata Kalwarya
Przy niej zdata stg smiejacal . . .
Nuci chor, a serce boli,
Zmartwychwstaricéw wstod niewoli! . . .
Gorsze mioty w Polski serca
Walg, gromig, to usmierca!
Tam — niewiasty bydtem gnajg
W faricuchach spetane.
Przy ogniach padaja
Zngkanel . ..
Wilcze oko w cientu Swiecil . . .
W oswieconych diiach stuleci. . . !
*

* *

Tam w glebokim — wielkim — cieniu,
Lezy matka driqca, blada,
Mooty dudniq: biada! biada!
Ona patrzy Ru sklepieniu,

®Bo dzis dziecig upowita,

A drzy bo go w zbydlpceniu
Szyzma dziegciem nie ochrzcifa ! . ..
Afe 0bok, stromej sRaty,

Ot! zrédetko wyphyneto,

Gdy w ludziach csucie zgingfo —
Szlocha Srédto czarng skafa,
Obok cichy wigzieti = brodg

Kuje méotem — i rzeRf: w ciato
Sig na wieki sfowo — stafo ! . . .
Jam kaplanem matky tiedna!

I dziecig ochrzcif wodg —

Znowu wigcef dusza jedna —

I cichaczem tak chrzcif dzieckg,
Jakby zbrodnie knuf zdradzieckg,
Szepcze matka nieszczesliwa,
Niech: Bolestaw sig nazywal . ..
A niech nad promienie sfotica
Kocha Polske az — do — Korical . . .
I skonafa — a z faricuchow
Dusza poszta chorem duchiw,

Z dZwigkiem mbotow uleciata
Jako z lili, = forny ciata,

A dziecina pozostafa,

Tylko nad nig Big!

Co nad zwatpies prog

Wanosi dusze — plgtrzy ciafal . . .

Cold tear of stone
Gets lost — and perishes —
And wild sound flows
In precipices of eclipse!
And the chorus of prisoners among tortures
By long night drowns the pains
And with kammers foud sounds
Hugs in the quiet voice of song
It flowed. . . it flowed. . .
Poland is not yet lost! . . .
But so pale and fainting
As under the cross Mary,
That whole Calvary
Near it seemed laughing! . . .
Chorus fiums, and feart fiurts
Resurrected 123 amonyg captivity! . . .
Worse hammers in the hearts of Poland
Beats, routs, this puts to death!
There — women (ike a cattle rush
Fettered in chains.
Near fire they fall
Harassed! . ..
Wolf's eye in shadow shines! . . .
In Enlightennment days of Ages. .. !
*

»

*® ®

There in deep — great — shadow,

Mother fies trembling, pale,

Hammers rumble: woe! woe!

She looks at the vauls,

Because she gave birth to a child today,
And ske trembles because him in bestiality
Schism did not baptize with tar ! . ..
But near steep rock,

There! springlet arose,

When in men sense got lost —

Spring sobs the black rock,

Near silent prisoner with beard

Forges with fammer — and fe said: in body
For ever word — fas itself happen! . . .
I'm a priest poor mother!

And fe baptized the child with water —
Again more one soul —

And so stealthily fie baptized child

As if he was plotting a crime treacherous,
Unhappy mother whispers, 124

Let fim be called Bolestaw! . . .

And let over rays of the sun

He loves Poland until - to — the end! . . .
And she died — and from chains

The soul went with chorus of spirits,
With sound of hammers she flew away
As from a lify, from a body form,

And baby stayed,

Over him only the God!

Which over threshold of despairs

He raises souls — piles up the [dead] bodies

123 Zmartwychwstaricéw — members of the Community of the Resurrection; or in metaphior: person who resurrected (recovered)

from the stupefuction or the shiock of captivity.
124 Unlucky mother.

425



Wered zbirow dziecino mafa
Moze wzrosniesz zbawcq Rraju! —
Moze cig ,wedfug zwyczaju”

Car tak dobrze wypiastuje

I tak dzielnie wymusztruge,

Ze Rozyckj 116 = ciebie bpdzie,

Gdy zawofa kraj,

Roztysigeznion zawsze, wszpdzie! . . .

Duch meczetistw, Rywi maj! . . .

*x
* *

Bijg! walg! gremig mbotami,
Echo Rona przepasciami,

A nad chiérem skajdanionym,

W strasznym pocie udrgczonym
Ciert ofbrzymi, Chrystusowy
Sniezny! wstaje! i swej glowy
Ciernie nieste nad sklepieniem

Z wibrem” kizyia preeboleniem! . . .

Wielkil nad szczyt Himalui
Purpurowy w zorz blgkitach! . . .
Na bolesci naszych szczytach
Phynie! z nad pieRiefnej zgrail . . .

W gore sercal w przepasé czofal . . .

WNiech o pomstg nikt nie wota! . . .
Sunie boski! jasniejacy! . . .
Jakby znowu krwawq pracq
Wolaf = krzyza Ronajacy:

Za cos mnie opuscif, za col
Ojcze! jam syn Rochajacy! . . .

Za nim matkg jego Swigta.

Dalef polscy patronowie,
Biskupowie, hetmanowie,
Sobiescy 1 Kosciuszkowie,

Barscy — 1 apostofowie! . . .
Przeciggajq zapfakani,

Swiadczg — na sqd powofani! . . .
A za niemi Polski dzwondw
Gfosy dzigjq, do ich trondw,
Tak jak grajg Sréd dabrowy

Od Wawelu! Czgstochowy! . . .
Tak jak wicjq = nad z662 falil . . .

Of tam w dalil . . . w drogiej dali! . . .

W Swigtef dufi! . . .
A tg rosg na pol kfosach
W oczach moick czuje fzawo! . . .

A ich glos w mef arfy glosach

W glebiach piersi — czuje krwawo! . . .

Phynq cienie! nad przestrzente! . . .

Nad dym, mioty, zbroditie, cnoty! . ..

Among the thugs a small child
Mayby you will grow up the savior of the country! ~
Maybe you ,according to custom”
Tzar will nursed so well
And will drifl so bravely,
That Rozycki 27 from you will be,
When the country will cafl]
Thousandfold 26 afways, everywhere! . . .
The spirit of martyrdoms, bloody May! . . .
*

* *

They beats! hits! thunder with Rammers,
Echo dies in precipices,

And over choir in fetters,

Tormented in terrible sweat

Gigantic shadow, Christ's

Snow-white! 127 gets up! and his head
Thorns carries over vault

With ,second” cross suffering! . ..
Great! over the summit of Himalayas
Purplish red in the blues of auroras !. . .
On the tops of our pains

It flows! from over infernal gang! . . .
Upwards hearts! % in the precipice forefiead! . . .
Let no one cry for vengeance! . . .

He glides divine! gleaming! . . .

Like a again by bloody work,

He cried out from the cross, dying:

For what did you leave me, for what!
Father! I'm loving son! . ..

For him his Holy Mother.

Then Polish patrons,

Biskops, ketmans,

Sobiekis and Kosciuszkos,

From Bar 2% — and apostles! . . .

They move crying,

They testify — appear before the court! . . .
And for them Poland’s bells

Voices happens, to their thrones,

So as play among oak wood

From Wawell Czestockowa! . . .

So as they blow from over wave of cereals! . . .

OF! there in the distance! . . . in dear distance! . . .
In holy distance! . . .

And this dew on the ears of the fields

Inmy eyes I feel tearfull . . .

And their voice in my harp’s voices

In the depths of the chest — I feel bloodify! . . .

Shadows flow! over spaces! . . .

Ower the smoke, fammniers, crimes, virginity! . . .

116 RezycRi — generat Edmund Rzyeky (1827-1893), od wezesnef mbodosci w armit rosyfskiej, praystqpif do Powstania Styczmiowego zwycigzca w
Bitwie pod Salichq, 1864-1872 na emigracyi, od 1872 r. urzednik ubezpieczer w Krakowie (Przypis na podstawie wskazania o ktérego Rozyckiego
chodzi przez tres¢ wiersza ,Salicha” w: Emest Bufawa ,Kyople czary”, Czesé IT, . Rfiode, Lipsk, 1865, str. 132; i szczegofow biograficzmych w:
»Wielka Encyklopedia Powszechina PWN”, tom 10 (Robi-Step), Paristwowe Whdawnictwo Naukowe PWN, Warszawa, 1967, str. 172.)

12 Rpzycki — Rezycki — general Edmund Rozycki (1827-1893), he spent fis youth in the Russian Arnry; then fe took part in the January Uprising,
winnerin the Battle of Saficha, in emigration 1864-1872, after returning to Krakow in 1872 he was involved in insurance,

126 Multiplied in thousands.

127 Snow or snow-white!

128 Upwards fiearts” from ,look upwards fhearts”.

129 Barscy” — Bar Confederates.
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I gos powiaf w cienidw Swiecie
Jako stowo ciafem!
Wy zmartwychwstaniecie!
Jak ja zmartwychwstatem! . . .
I za clentem cieri przewiena,
®Bo oto dzier Wielkanocy! . ..
Wstajg — phyna pbyng ging! . . .
A chor Alleluja! Spiewa . . .
Wsréd niebieskiej ducha nocy! . . .
A chérw dole grzmi mfotams,
Alleluja! bolesciamil . . .
Bija! huczq! ognie gory!
Tysigc dfoni pracg skory,
Straszna bladosé fica zwlekfal . . .
Modly sig fus zrozpaczen,
Daj nam sig dokopac — piekfa!
Bo nie tak £le srod pfomienil . . .
Whrem zaszumiaf chor od gory!. ..
Wigznie padli na Rolana! . . .
Ziemi chéry, niebios chory
Allefujal . . . 0 hozannal . . .
Jako arfa morz wezbrana
Piejq dziejow rapsod wiory! . ..
*
* *

Z iskfer jasnych warkoczami

Noc przepada sklepieniami,

Piesti w przepasciach sig rozfania

Piesti — to ziarno zmartwychwstania!

Juz zrq Zmije Murawiewa

A piesti i pod ziemiq spiewa —

Kasden mibot, ich meki dziela,

Dzwoni: , Jeszcze nie zgingfal . . .

I kopalnia wnetrznosciami

Wstrzasa, ryczy odgrzmotami

Jakby piekfa piers ryknefa:

JJeszcze Polskg nie zgingtal . . .”
Lwigrod, 1867.

And voice blew in world of shadows
As Word-flesh! 130
You will resurrect!
As T resurrected] . . . P31
And Shadow after shadow blows,
Because here the day of Easter! . ..
They get up — flow, flow, perish! . . .
And_ Alleluia! chorus sings . . .
Among the heaven’s night of the spirit! ... 1%
And chorus in below thunders the hammers,
Alleluial of pains! . . .
They beats! rumble! fires burn!
Thousand hands in Gvefy work,
The terrible pallor coated the faces! . . .
They pray already desperate,
Give us to dig — to helll
Because not so bad among the flames! . . .
Suddenly, chorus rustled from above! . . .
Prisoners fell on knee! . ..
The earth choruses, feavens choruses
Allefuia! . . . o hosanna! . ..
As harp of seas overflowing
They sing history second rhapsody! . . .

*

* x

With bright sparks tresses

Night gets lost in vaults,

Song resounding in the chasms

The song — that grain of Resurrection!
Vipers are already eating Murawiew
And song and under the ground sings —
Tvery hammer their work of torture,
It rings: ,She is not yet lost! . . =
And the mine’s bowels 1

Shakes, roars with thunders

Like a chest of hell would roar:

,Poland is not yet lost! . . .” 7
Lwigrid, 1867.

Trauslated by Marcin Tarnowsky,

Ermest Bufawa ,Szkice hebweckie i Talia”, ®. Rfode, Lipsk, 1868, str. 235-241. Takze w,Ruch Literacks” (wydawany we Lwowie), nr

46 z 10 fistopada 1877, str. 293-294.
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Czemu Spig wody twojéf mbodej duszy?
Czy burza na duie ich huigciem usneta?
Zadna sig fala w ciszy nie poruszy

Choé po nich pogori bfyskgwicy drgnefa. ..
Tak cicha przestrzen glebi twego ducha,
Jak gdy ocean zasnie szafirowy

A piorun w sfer sig muzyke zastucha

I nie przebudzi go, az wiatr wschodowy. ..
Niepytaj czemu. .. ty co wierchem plyniesz

130_As word [became] flesk [and blood]!

131 fike I resurrected! . .

32 Or , Among the blue night of the spirit! .. .
133 _And the mine shakes the bowels.

54 @oland did not get lost yet!...”

»

Why sleeps waters of your young soul?

Did storm on their bottom as lionet fell asleep?

Any wave will not move in silence

Though by it the chase of lightning set off ...

So calm space of the depth of your spirit,

As when sapphire ocean falls asleep

And lightning will fisten with attention to the music of spheres
Andwill not wake up kim, until wind of morning ...

Don’t ask why... you who flow on surface
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