(do korych partytury pozostajq nieznane)

(Program do symfonii.)

Widziatem! fala fudu wzbierajaca

W koto niego jak ocean rosta —

Na biafych barkach w tryumfie go niosta

Z dumg i szczgsciem chwale mu wedrzqcal...
Tron jego z laurdw 1 z 162 biafych tkamy,
Wirod tumu pbynaf — jak dawni Bogowie,
A on jak posag = marmuréw ciosary

Co w sercu Bogow zrodzon — w mistrza, glowiel...

I thumy dziewic, i mbodziericow tfumy

Do kofa cisngc sig, rzucaly wierce,
Rzucaty paliy, piaty dumne dumy
Chorafem szczgscia, dziewki i mbodzierice!
I s2fy tam ciemne starce siwobrode

Co za dfori wiod¥y pacholeta mbode:

I matki dzieciom co na reku miafy,

Jego, z usmiechem i fzq wskazywafy. — —
I fala tudu coraz bardzief rosta

I Ry swigtyniom z wofaniem go miosta.

On tylko jeden smutny byf wirdd thumu,
Jak cztek co ginie wposrod morza szumu,
On tylko glowe marmurowo blady

Na piers opuscif 1w plomienném oku
Pierwszq — ostatniq miaf fze — co twarz Sniady
Powlekfa sladem gorzkiego potoky...

I kiedy fala najwyzéj go wzniosta
Spojrzaf w bfekity storica lazurowe,

I szatq zakyyf lica marmurowe,

A duszg Snieina postaé mu uniostal...

{(Programme to symphony.)

I saw! rising wave of nation

Around him grew like a ocean —

On white shoulders in triumph carried him
With pride and happiness chime his glory!...
HMis throne of laurels and of white roses woven,
Among the crowd fe flowed — fike former Gods,
And e like a statue of marbles hewed

Which in Gods' heart born — in master, head]...
And crowds of virgins, and crowds of youth
Around press, threw wreaths,

They threw the palis, crowed proud frymns
The chorale of happiness, maid and youth!
And went there dark grey-bearded old men
Which for a hand led a young lads:

And mothers of children which they had in hand,
Him, showed with smile and tear, — —

And the wave of nation grew more and more
And towards temples with calling him carried.
Jle the only one sad was among crowd,

Like man which perishes among sea of fhum,

He only his marble-pale head

Sank on fiis chest and in fiery eye

First — last tear he had — which the tawny face
Coat a trace of bitter stream...

And when the highest wave raised frim

Fie looked'in sRy's azure blues of the sun

And ke covered marble face with his garment,
And snow-white figure fifted frim soull...
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(Program do fantasyi fortepianowé].)
Szedf porankiem wiosennym,
Czlowiek przez pola

Z czofem czystém plomienném,
Petném siewu jak rola. ..
Jednak nie tak wesofy,

Jak te glosy wiosenne

Jako w chmurach sokofy,

Na swych skatach pétsenne. ..
I szed¥ polem od fasu,

Do wielkiego kamienia,

Co tam lezaf od czasu
Starszego pokolenial...

Pod tym glazem bez znaky,
Samobdjca spoczywat,

Stary glaz sig w 162 Rrzaku
Do pofowy ukrywat,

(Programme to fantasia for piano.)
Went in morning spring,

Man through the fields

With clean fiery brow,
Full of sowing fike a plow ...
However not so merry,

As these spring voices

As falcons in clouds,

On one’s rocks half-drowsy ...
And he went by field from forest,
To great stone,

Whick there lay from time

Of older generation!...

Under this stone without sign,
The suicide rested,

Old stone in rose bush

To half bid,
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I patrzy cztowiek méody,

W koto glazu taticujq,

Dzieci pefne swobody

Co tu bydfa pilnuja!...

Weigly sie za rqczeta,

Z maczkiem w wiosach, la, la, la!
Chiopigta 1 dziewezeta,

W kobo glazu la, [a, fal...

I stangf, spojrzaf, styszy —
Jak to kotko Spiewato,
Poszedt daléj — srod ciszy,
Niebo przed nim zagrzmiafol...

And young man looks,

In around the stone dances
Children full of easy manners
Which here [ook after cattles!...
They join fittle hands,

With poppy in hair, la, la, la!
Boys and girls,

In around the stone (a, (a, la!...
And fie stood, looked, hears —
How this circle sang,

He went further — among silence,
Sky before him thunderedl...

Transtated by Marcin Tarmowshy,
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(Program do fantazyi fortepianowdf.)

Tarantela (Do Karola ®,)

Raz Leonardo zagraf w gwarnym tfumie,
A byta niedziela,

Powialy wstqzki — piesni jak w fal szumie,
Tarantela! Tarantela!

Odtqd Pepita 111 w radosci dziecigce,
Szalejaca co niedziela,

Bez Leonarda nie tariczyfa wiece],
Choé znowu brzmi Tarantelal...

Znikf Leonardo, gfucho jeczq dzwony,
Wzystkie — choé to nie niedziela.

1/ kfasztorze mniszke 0bfdczq matrony,
Gdzies w dali — brzmi: Tarantelal

I wricif skadsis djabef ze skyzypcams,
A byla niedziels,

Ale juz niegraf mipdzy dziewczetami,
Choé krzyczafy: Tarantela!

I poszedt w wiecz6r po pod mur Rlasztorny,
Gdzie niema wesela,

I zagraf skoro zszed? RsigZyc nieszpormy,
A z stron wezlata: Tarantelal..

A biedna mniszka przelgkfa i blada,
Porzuca kgt — gdzie jéj cela,

I wiarofomnie stabym lisciem spada

W dzikie ramig Kusicielal...
Uszli — lecz dfoti olbrzymia ick dosiggta,
A byfa jasna niedziela —
Zamurowano —
Bo Krzywoprzysiggta.

W dali gdzies brzmi: Tarantela!

Gdzie on sig podziaf? niewielu! lecz méwiono

Ze z péfnocy co niedziela
Z skrzypkiem mniszkg bfqdzi muru strong,
I z skrzypcéw brzmi: Tarantela!

{(Programme to fantasia for piano.)
Farantell {To Karol &)
Once Leonardo played in the bustling crowd,
Andwas Sunday,
Blew ribbons — songs like in hum of waves,
Tarantella! Tarantella!
Since then Pepita 112 in children's joy,
Going crazy every Sunday,
She without Leonardo did not dance any more,
Though again Tarantella sounds!...
Leonardo disappeared, bells dully wail,
Al — though this is not a Sunday.
In monastery from matrons nun took the veil,

Somewhere in a distance — sounds: Tarantellal

And from somewhere came back devil with violin,
And was Sunday,
But fie did not play any more between girls,
Though they shouted: larantella!
And fie went at evening under the monastic wall,
YWhere there is no merriment,
And he played when vesper moon went down,
And from strings flies up: Tarantellal..
And poor nun frightened and pale,
Corner abandons — where her cell]
And traitorously fike a weak leaf falls
I wild arm of tempterl...
They eloped — but them captured gigantic palm,
And was bright Sunday —
[Ske] was immured —
Because she perjured.

Somewhere in a distance sounds: Tarantella!

What has he gone? A little! but be told
That at midnigfit on every Sunday
Violinist with nun errs on the side of wall]
And from violin sounds: Tarantella!

Fransbaied by Marcin Tarmowsky,

Ernest Bufawa ,Pivfuny”, J. I. Kraszewski, Drezno, 1869, str. 79-80.

11 @epita — hiszpariskie imig Zeriskie wywodzqce sig od zdrobnienia meskiego imienia Jézefa (po hiszparisku: José, Pepito), odpowienik polskies Jozt.

112 Popita — Spanish feminine diminutive of names José, Pepito (Joseph) - in English: Jody or Josepha.
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