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                                                                The Genes of Europe. 

 

 

Contemporary Literature Press publishes its first volume in three languages. The book was initially written in Polish and (parts 

of it) in English. It is a collection of snapshots meant to make After -Iron -Curtain Warsaw known to the w orld. In the meantime, 

Tales of Bucharest has also been published, after Tales of Budapest and Tales of  Warsaw. 

The original publisher is New Europe Writers. They call themselves, very aptly, òyour guide to life behind the curtainó 

(http://new21.wordpress.com/  ). Communism was a curtain ð and a very thick one, at that. Post-Communism is another, 

unfortunately. All that this book, published in Romanian, Polish, and English by Contemporary Literature Press, means to convey is 

that Literary Translators can draw the curtains of Europe for literature lovers all over the world.  

There is, there has always been life ð as a story ð in literature, no matter what time and tide brought to one country or 

another. Not many aut hors are willing to leave their story for that of another geographical space. Literary translation is doing that 

for them. The Graduate Students of the MA Programme for the Translation of  Contemporary Texts, at Bucharest University, are 

messengers from that genetic inheritance of writers ð Polish, this time ð which is called oneõs native land... 

Bucharest, 11 May 2011 

                                                                                           Lidia Vianu  

http://new21.wordpress.com/
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Editorial Note.  
 
  
 
 
 

The history of writers is marked by a habit of banding together individuals into groups, not least by time and place.  

  New Europe Writers began in a caf® on Nowagrodska where a semi-Canadian Polish journalist, with a connection to Radio 

Free Europe, ran a caf® as a cover for his catering business. 

  Open to the needs of the scribbler, Stash owned the only bar not to close when the G-whiz summit boarded -out the centre of 

town ahead of the global protesters. ôCome and have a drink after the riotõ was painted across the plate glass. 

  There were no riots. But a poet, a playwright and a writer went and had a drink anyway. And what emerged was a creative 

partnership which continues to grow.  
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  Writing is solitary. But all work sits within a context. Around half  of the contributors to this volume are, in this context, 

NEW writers. They can be identified because their work has already appeared in one or more of NEWõs previous collections - the 

successful ôPrague Talesõ and ôBudapest Talesõ. 

  As with the earlier volumes, the f amiliar names are leavened with an admixture of established and unfamiliar names, to 

ensure that the picture painted in these pages is of the real Poland ð one that can be recognised by those who live there and those 

who travel through.  

  This is the third  volume in a ten year project to capture the spirit of New Europe. Centred on a city, each collection seeks to 

leave the armchair traveller with a unique sense of place. And give the visitor a glimpse into the country that is hidden fro m the 

casual tourist: the humorous, the satiric, and the ironic Poland, quite as much as the country whose future lies in the past. 

  Keep your curtains open: you may be surprised whatõs out there to see. 

 

 

 

  

The Editors 
New Europe Writers   
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                  Warsaw  Tales.  
                    Povestiri  din  Varĺovia. 
 
 

    
 Translated into Romanian  
 
by  MA Programme Participants to Translation of Contemporary Texts ð Bucharest University . 
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Ewa Kowalczyk  

This Notion of Warszawa 

 

 

Would you think it so indecent of me if one day, 

noticing your car on Ujazdowskieôs grand Aleji ï 

I ï just like that ï got in, sat next to you, as lonely 

strangers do on benches in Ğazienki park, but only 

you would have the gear lever next to you as well 

and armrests shaped in perfect circle, in the swell 

of traffic on R·Ũ Junction; at that turn you take 

Iôd hope you, smiling, would in providence mistake  

the lever for my knee, though Iôll confess I donôt 

know what would then ensue, when drivers, wont 

to stop at green lights, keep us waiting in a queue. 

Pursue the notion no oneôs there, but me and you? 

  

So licentious if I had you drive me to Old Town, 

had Sigismund, atop his column, then look down 

in envy of us two together in his castle-keep arena, 

come to admire our Mermaid Statue, bold Syrenka  

 

Ewa Kowalczyk  

Oglindire a Varĸoviei 

 

 

At©t de obscen Şi-aĸ pŁrea dacŁ, ´ntr-o bunŁ zi,  

vŁz©ndu-Şi maĸina pe Aleje Ujazdowskie, 

pur ĸi simplu m-aĸ urca, m-aĸ aĸeza l©ngŁ tine, precum strŁinii 

singuratici pe bŁncile din parcul Ğazienki, ´nsŁ doar tu  

ai avea aproape schimbŁtorul de vitezŁ precum  

ĸi rezemŁtoare perfect circulare, ´n traficul 

intens din intersecŞia R·Ũ; c©nd ai lua acea cotiturŁ, 

aĸ spera, z©mbind, rug©ndu-mŁ, sŁ-mi confunzi  

genunchiul cu schimbŁtorul, deĸi mŁrturisesc cŁ nu  

ĸtiu ce-ar urma apoi, c©nd ĸoferii, obiĸnuiŞi 

a se opri la verde, ne-ar Şine la coadŁ.  

Oare doar noi doi, singuri, existŁm?  

 

At©t de vulgar Şi-aĸ pŁrea dacŁ Şi-aĸ cere sŁ mŁ duci ´n Oraĸul Vechi, 

dacŁ l-aĸ face pe Sigismund sŁ-ĸi plece privirea din v©rful coloanei 

sale, 

pizmuindu-ne prezenŞa ´n arena din turnul principal,  

veniŞi sŁ admirŁm statuia Sirenei noastre, cutezŁtoarea Syrenka 
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brandishing her sword above the terra-cotta roofs 

of vintnerôs houses, as a droshkyôs horseôs hooves 

clack on the cobbled streets. Or would you rather 

I resigned from this romantic notion of Warszawa 

and had you take me back to Ujazdowskie where  

I stood waiting for that tram of empty seats and there  

my feeling such an act would have been so long ago. 

Would you believe all this about us both were so? 

 

 
Translated by Stefan Bodlewsk. 

 

 

flutur©ndu-ĸi sabia deasupra acoperiĸurilor din teracotŁ  

ale caselor de podgoreni, ´n timp ce copitele calului  

unei birje tropŁiesc pe strŁzile pietruite. Sau ai prefera  

sŁ mŁ lepŁd de aceastŁ imagine romanticŁ a Varĸoviei 

ĸi sŁ mŁ duci ´napoi la Ujazdowskie unde 

am aĸteptat tramvaiul gol, acolo unde 

sufletul s-ar fi manifestat cu multŁ vreme ´n urmŁ. 

Ai crede cŁ toate acestea au fost aievea?  

 

 
Traducere Alina Miron. 
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Jacek Dehnel 

Central Station 

 

 

What drove them to come here, among the tables 

of the stationôs chrome and coarse design  

with its foreign lexis (ólatteô, ódonatô, ómochaô) 

and apparent comfort? What important holiday ï 

granddaughter's first communion, godson's wedding? ï  

drew them from their apartment by bob and cap, 

tossed them from one ticket-office to the next 

and had their green valise full of ordinary things 

rumble across the Central Station's slabs? 

 

 

He, with an elegance  

a trifle lower class, she in her ófacial shoesô, 

he carrying her golden-patterned cream handbag,  

she telling him: óStaŜ, you'd prefer...ô ï a loud shout interrupts ï  

ó.. wouldn't you? Take this chocolate, thenô. What culture  

did create her antediluvian hairdo, his neckerchief, her 

 

 
Jacek Dehnel 
Gara CentralŁ 

 

 

Ce i-a ´mpins aici, sŁ vinŁ printre ale staŞiei   

mese cromate cu design grosier  

cu vocabularul strŁin (Ălatteò, Ădonatò, Ămochaò)  

ĸi confort evident? Ce sŁrbŁtoare importantŁ ï 

prima ´mpŁrtŁĸanie a nepoŞelei, nunta finului? ï 

i-a scos din casele lor, ea cu un coc, el cu o tichie,  

i-a aruncat de la o casŁ de bilete la alta,  

pentru ca apoi sŁ huruie cu valizele verzi pline de lucruri obiĸnuite  

pe dalele de piatrŁ ale GŁrii Centrale?  

 

 

                                                     El, cu o eleganŞŁ proprie, oarecum, 

unei clase mai de jos, ea cu ´ncŁlŞŁmintea ce o avantajeazŁ,  

el Şin©ndu-i poĸeta crem cu model auriu,  

ea spun©ndu-i: ĂStaŜ, ai prefera sŁ...ò un ŞipŁt puternic o ´ntrerupe ï 

Ă é nu-i aĸa? Atunci ia ciocolata asta.ò Ce culturŁ  

a creat coafura ei antediluvianŁ, eĸarfa lui, jacheta ei  
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that some capricious current has washed up on the coast 

of cast-out material, an heraldic relief you find, surprised, 

between the logos of Reserved and Empik. 

 

 

 
Translated by Wojciech MaŜlarz. 

 

 

demodatŁ. Par o pereche de tritoni  

ce au fost aruncaŞi pe coasta materialelor abandonate, aduse de   

un val capricios, o alinare heraldicŁ pe care o descoperi uimit 

´ntre logourile Reserved
1
 ĸi Empik

2
. 

 

 
Traducere Dragoĸ Lucian Ivan. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                           
1
 Reserved este denumirea unui brand de confecŞii din Polonia. 

2
 Empik este denumirea unei agenŞii de presŁ poloneze. 
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Jan Himilsbach  

 HeŒka Bulbes and Co 

 

 

Our district had been a total shambles since time immemorial. 

No big surprise to the residents, however, who took this for granted. 

But it all came to a head the day the neighborhood cop, nicknamed 

Mussolini, told his boss heôd had enough and took some leave. 

Mussolini knew the folk on his patch like the back of his hand, 

who was with who, when and why. Staff Sergeant Tufta, on the other 

hand, was his temporary replacement and as green as a plank. Shy, 

distant, aware he was not in for a long haul, Tufta wasnôt interested in 

anyone, or improving anything. Heôd occasionally put in an 

appearance. But nothing more.  

To make matters worse, the seasons also made their 

contribution. Along came May, not often as fine as this, and the 

thoughts of all, regardless of age, turned to sex. Not least the youths 

from the local high school. 

Lads with down beginning to appear on their upper lips, unable to 

escort a decent girl across the street in style, would once or 

 

 

Jan Himilsbach  

 HeŒka Bulbes ĸi compania 

 

 

ĊncŁ din vremuri strŁvechi, cartierul nostru a fost unul rŁu 

famat. Totuĸi, acest fapt nu era ceva nou pentru locuitorii lui, care luau 

lucrurile ca atare. Dar situaŞia atinse punctul critic ´n ziua ´n care 

poliŞistul cartierului, poreclit Mussolini, ´i spuse ĸefului sŁu cŁ s-a 

sŁturat ĸi plecŁ ´n concediu. 

Mussolini cunoĸtea oamenii din zonŁ ca pe propriile buzunare, 

cine cu cine era, c©nd ĸi de ce. Ċn schimb, sergentul Tufta, cel care ´l 

´nlocuia, n-avea habar de cum stŁteau lucrurile. Timid, rezervat, ĸtiind 

cŁ poziŞia lui era una temporarŁ, Tufta nu era interesat de nimeni ĸi nici 

nu voia sŁ ´mbunŁtŁŞeascŁ lucrurile. Uneori ´ĸi fŁcea apariŞia prin 

cartier ĸi at©ta tot. 

Anotimpurile ´ĸi aduserŁ ĸi ele contribuŞia la ´nrŁutŁŞirea 

situaŞiei. OdatŁ cu venirea lunii mai, o lunŁ frumoasŁ cum puŞine au 

fost, g©ndurile tuturor, indiferent de v©rstŁ, se ´ndreptarŁ spre un singur 

lucru: sexul. Mai ales puĸtanii de la liceul din cartier se g©ndeau la 

asta.  

BŁieŞi cŁrora de-abia le mijeau tuleiele ĸi care nu erau ´n stare 

sŁ ´nsoŞeascŁ aĸa cum se cuvine o fatŁ cumsecade pe stradŁ, o  
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twice accost HeŒka Bulbes in the company of her friend, Sroka the 

Magpie, who both operated down-town for their earnings. 

The two girls waltzed into the street straight out of the hair 

dresser where the owner was known as a playboy. HeŒka with her  

hair done up in chestnut, Sroka the Magpie for a change opting for 

blonde. From a distance they reeked of Eau-de-Cologne, but on closer 

inspection you could see the salonôs owner had got off to a good start 

and made a jolly zlot that morning. 

Positioning themselves on opposite sides of the street, they 

attempted to stop some ówheelsô. But no wheels would stop. As for 

repairing to Caf® Coquette ï in this heat ï it would be madness. 

Furious, they were at the end of their tether when some recent school 

leavers arrived on the scene, four of them.  

óHey, where are you off to, girls?ô the overgrown youngest of 

them propositioned HeŒka. Staring back at the boy, she noted the 

rising desire burning in his eyes. Behind him stood his friends of the 

same age, kitted out in cotton T-shirts with Adidas signs and jeans 

bleached by sun and rain. 

óWhat do you say, girls? Letôs go?ô a boy asked, then turning to 

HeŒka. óYouôre two, as I can see, weôre four. A perfect sextet, sweet-

hearts. One for two. And two for one. Us.ô he proffered  

 

 
acostau din c©nd ´n c©nd pe HeŒka Bulbes, care se afla ´n compania 

prietenei ei, Sroka, zisŁ ĸi GaiŞa.  

Cele douŁ fete, care ´ĸi aveau punctul de lucru ´n centru, 

ieĸirŁ pline de graŞie dintr-un salon de coafurŁ al cŁrui patron era ĸtiut 

ca playboy. HeŒka ´ĸi vopsise pŁrul ĸaten, iar Sroka GaiŞa optase 

pentru blond. De la distanŞŁ miroseau a Eau de Cologne, dar de 

aproape ´Şi dŁdeai seama cŁ patronul salonului ´ĸi ´ncepuse bine ziua ĸi 

c©ĸtigase c©Şiva zloŞi buni ´n dimineaŞa aceea. 

Se poziŞionarŁ de-o parte ĸi de alta a strŁzii, ´ncerc©nd sŁ 

opreascŁ maĸini. Dar nu opri nicio maĸinŁ. Iar sŁ meargŁ la Caf® 

Coquette pe cŁldura aceea ar fi fost de-a dreptul o nebunie. Furioase, se 

aflau la capŁtul rŁbdŁrii, c©nd ´ĸi fŁcurŁ apariŞia patru liceeni care 

plecaserŁ mai repede de la ĸcoalŁ.  

 ð Ċncotro, fetelor? o abordŁ cel mai matur dintre ei pe HeŒka.  

Uit©ndu-se la bŁiat, ´i vŁzu dorinŞa aprinsŁ din privire. Ċn 

spatele lui stŁteau prietenii de aceeaĸi v©rstŁ cu el, purt©nd tricouri din 

bumbac cu marca Adidas ĸi blugi decoloraŞi de soare ĸi ploi. 

ð Ce ziceŞi, fetelor? Mergem? ´ntrebŁ unul dintre bŁieŞi, 

´ntorc©ndu-se spre HeŒka. Din c©te vŁd, voi sunteŞi douŁ, iar noi patru. 

FormŁm un sextet perfect, dragelor. Una pentru doi. Doi pentru una. 

HaideŞi cu noi, spuse arŁt©nd spre prietenii lui. PrimiŞi fiecare c©te 
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pointing to his mates, óClub together; each two tens and in six weôll put 

on a bash, have some big fun.ô 

 óFor two tens, little boy, you can buy an ice-cream,ô she firmly 

retorted and pointed to the nearby cake shop in front of which a large 

queue had formed. 

óBut we want to have some fun.ô 

óSo go home to your mummy and have fun there for two tens.ô 

HeŒka suggested. 

óWhat did you say?ô the boy was surprised. óRepeat that.ô 

óYou heard me.ô 

The lad wanted to jump at HeŒka with his nails, but she 

stopped him and then the unexpected: a so far peaceful, even friendly 

and smiling HeŒka Bulbes suddenly shouted straight into the ladôs 

face: 

óGo to back to the blackboard jungle, you little brat! Swat up 

for tomorrowôs written Polish exam.ô 

The lad sprung back from the girl, as if from a punch. While 

HeŒka was occupied with a heated exchange with the boy, Sroka 

flagged down a taxi and the two girls got in.  

óWhat did they want from you?ô Sroka asked. 

óNothing of the sort. Not what youôre thinking.ô 

 
douŁzeci de zloŞi. O sŁ petrecem ´mpreunŁ ĸi o sŁ ne distrŁm de 

minune. 

ð BŁiete, cu douŁzeci de zloŞi ´Şi iei o ´ngheŞatŁ, i-o tŁie 

HeŒka, arŁt©nd spre cofetŁria din apropiere, ´n faŞa cŁreia se formase o 

coadŁ lungŁ. 

ð Dar noi vrem sŁ ne distrŁm. 

ð Atunci du-te acasŁ la maicŁ-ta ĸi distreazŁ-te acolo cu 

douŁzeci de zloŞi, rŁspunse HeŒka. 

ð Ce-ai spus? o ´ntrebŁ surprins bŁiatul. RepetŁ ce-ai spus! 

ð M-ai auzit foarte bine. 

BŁiatul vru sŁ se repeadŁ la HeŒka, dar aceasta ´l opri. Iar apoi 

se ´nt©mplŁ ceva cu totul neaĸteptat: HeŒka Bulbes, care p©nŁ atunci 

fusese calmŁ, chiar prietenoasŁ ĸi z©mbitoare, ´i strigŁ bŁiatului ´n faŞŁ: 

ð Du-te ´napoi ´n jungla ĸcolii, puĸtiule! Vezi-Şi de lucrarea de 

m©ine de la limba polonŁ. 

 BŁiatul sŁri de l©ngŁ ea, de parcŁ tocmai primise un pumn ´n 

gurŁ. Ċn timp ce HeŒka era prinsŁ ´ntr-un schimb aprins de replici cu 

bŁiatul, Sroka opri un taxi, ´n care cele douŁ fete urcarŁ ´mpreunŁ. 

ð Ce-au vrut de la tine? ´ntrebŁ Sroka. 

ð Nimic. Nimic din ce crezi tu. 
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óWhere to, ladies?ô the driver asked, peeking at them through 

the rear-vision mirror. 

óTurn left into the junior high school,ô said HeŒka. 

óWhat are you up to?ô Sroka was anxious. óWhat in blazers... 

weôre supposed to go to... Caf® Coquette?ô      

óI need to enroll you in a school,ô said HeŒka cheerfully. And to 

the driver, óContinue.ô 

They moved on, after five minutes pulled up in front of the 

main entrance to the junior high school. 

óPlease wait. Weôll be back and then weôll be go into the city.ô  

The two girls marched into the headmasterôs office. 

óWhat brings you here, Henia?ô the headmaster said with  

delighted surprise, stepping out from behind his desk to welcome 

HeŒka Bulbes. 

óSir,ô HeŒka came to the point. óWithout wasting your precious time, I 

will tell you at once what concerns me. Before I embarked on this road 

to vice, youôd been teaching me for many a year. Times may have 

changed, but as an alumni of these hallowed walls, I will not abide you 

having your students accost decent women in the street in broad 

daylight. My friend and I were on our way to work, when your 

 

 
ð Ċncotro, doamnelor? le ´ntrebŁ taximetristul, privindu-le 

iscoditor ´n oglinda retrovizoare.  

ð Ia-o la st©nga, spre liceu, spuse HeŒka. 

ð Ce-ai de g©nd sŁ faci? Sroka era neliniĸtitŁ. Ce naibaé nu 

trebuia sŁ mergem laé Caf® Coquette? 

ð Trebuie sŁ te ´nscriu la liceu, rŁspunse HeŒka binedispusŁ. 

Ia-o ´nainte, i se adresŁ ĸoferului. 

MerserŁ mai departe, iar dupŁ cinci minute oprirŁ ´n faŞa intrŁrii 

principale a liceului. 

ð VŁ rog sŁ ne aĸteptaŞi. O sŁ revenim, iar apoi o sŁ ne duceŞi 

´n oraĸ. 

Cele douŁ fete dŁdurŁ buzna ´n biroul directorului. 

ð Cu ce ocazie pe aici, Henia? o ´ntrebŁ directorul, plŁcut 

surprins, ridic©ndu-se de la birou ca sŁ o ´nt©mpine pe HeŒka Bulbes. 

HeŒka trecu direct la subiect: 

ð Domnule, pentru cŁ nu vreau sŁ vŁ irosesc timpul preŞios, vŁ 

voi spune de la ´nceput ce mŁ aduce aici. Mi-aŞi fost profesor mulŞi ani, 

´nainte s-o apuc pe cŁi greĸite. Poate cŁ vremurile s-au schimbat, dar ´n 

calitate de absolventŁ a acestei respectate instituŞii, nu suport sŁ vŁd cŁ 

vŁ lŁsaŞi elevii sŁ acosteze pe stradŁ femei decente, ziua ´n amiaza 

mare. Ċn timp ce ne ´ndreptam spre locul de muncŁ, prietena mea ĸi cu 
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students in a boorish manner... oh, there they go, the four of theméô 

óBut it doesnôt surprise me in the least that such gorgeous ladies 

as yourselveséô said the headmaster cheerfully. óIndeed, I  

rather regret myself Iôm not their age and that I am holding such an 

exposed managerial position.ô 

In the taxi Sroka-The-Magpie could not restrain herself:  

óAnd what was that all about? Everyone in the city knows that 

you, HeŒka Bulbes, are an trollop from way back, but not till now did I 

know you was a first-class rat.ô 

 

Lost in thought, Henka could only respond with: 

óI care about the ñgoodò name of the school.ô 

And so they promptly proceeded to Caf® Coquette which 

was frequented by Arabs.  

 

 

 

 
Translated by Katarzyna Waldegrave. 

 

 

 
mine am fost abordate ´ntr-un mod c©t se poate de grosolan de cŁtre 

elevii dumneavoastrŁ... uitaŞi-i, sunt chiar cei patru despre care vŁ 

vorbeam... 

 ð Dar nu mŁ surprinde deloc faptul cŁ douŁ femei superbe ca 

dumneavoastrŁ..., spuse vesel directorul. De fapt, chiar regret cŁ nu 

mai am v©rsta lor ĸi cŁ ocup o astfel de poziŞie administrativŁ, aflatŁ ´n 

centrul atenŞiei.  

Ċn taxi, Sroka GaiŞa nu se putu abŞine: 

ð Ce-a fost asta? ToatŁ lumea ĸtie deja, de multŁ vreme, cŁ 

eĸti o femeie de moravuri uĸoare, dar abia acum am aflat cŁ eĸti ĸi o 

turnŁtoare de primŁ clasŁ. 

 

G©nditoare, HeŒka dŁdu doar un rŁspuns scurt: 

            ð Ċmi pasŁ de renumele ĸcolii. 

Apoi se ´ndreptarŁ spre Caf® Coquette, care era frecventatŁ de 

arabi. 

 

 
Traducere Ioana V´lcu.  
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Ernest Bryll  

 Holiday Ode 

 

Happy are they, who together with us 

Push trolleys in the supermarts 

And stand proudly at checkout counters 

Like The Elect at Heavenôs Gate. 

 

Happy are they, who with their families  

Gobble Big Macs at MacDonaldôs, 

Munching on such buns, theyôll not 

Taste all tender flavours of the universe. 

 

Recollection of another world does not 

Suppress their souls. They have all 

They ever wanted at a price affordable 

 

And though they watch nightmares only 

On TV, they sleep as if enchanted 

Quietly, shallowly and memory-free. 

 
Translated by Karolina MaŜlarz and John aôBeckett. 

 

  

 Ernest Bryll  

 OdŁ de vacanŞŁ 
 

FericiŞi sunt aceia care ´mpreunŁ cu noi,             

Ċmping cŁrucioare ´n supermarket-uri 

ķi stau m©ndri la tejghele 

Precum cei Aleĸi la Poarta Raiului. 

 

FericiŞi sunt aceia, care, cu familiile lor, 

ĊnfulecŁ hamburgeri la McDonaldôs, 

PlescŁind chifle, ei nu se vor 

Bucura de at©tea alte gusturi delicate ale universului. 

 

Amintirea unei alte lumi 

Nu le ´nnŁbuĸŁ sufletele. Ei au tot 

Ce ĸi-au dorit vreodatŁ, la un preŞ accesibil 

 

ķi, deĸi vŁd la televizor doar imagini de coĸmar, 

Dorm ca ĸi cum ar fi vrŁjiŞi, 

LiniĸtiŞi, nepŁsŁtori ĸi lipsiŞi de amintiri. 

 
Traducere Cristina Vitan. 
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 Wojciech Chmielewski  

 The Bumper Dwarf 

 

 

              When the lamppost lights come on at dusk in Chğodna Street, 

her dark cobble-stones shine in all their former dignity. This moment is 

much enjoyed by the bumper dwarf who guards the gateway to one of 

the old tenement houses. The city, once, was full of such cast-iron 

bumper dwarves, two of them on every gate. It was their duty to 

defend the walls of tenement houses from their destruction by the axles 

of carts entering the courtyards and loaded with goods. The street once 

acted as the border of a small ghetto. From the gate of the footbridge 

built over it, at the command of the Germans, the bumper dwarf had a 

great view. He saw the cityôs many Jews cross this bridge in droves, 

and once when a bomb hit the tenement house, witnessed his twin 

brother dwarf perish. Here once was the teeming Jewish quarter of the 

city. All that remains of it today are the cobble-stones of Chğodna 

Street and the rail, along which trams, bearing the sign óNur fur 

Deutscheô once would rattle. The bumper dwarf remembers well that 

notice with that sign. But that was once and onceé besides, those are 

other tales when this one is of our times in which the dwarf is witness 

to a conversation taking place between Yvonna, owner of a 

haberdashery and Marek, her old flame from primary school. The 

 

Wojciech Chmielewski  

 Piticul uriaĸ 

 

 

C©nd lumina felinarelor se aprinde la amurg pe strada Chlodna, 

dalele de piatrŁ cubicŁ strŁlucesc ´n toatŁ splendoarea lor de odinioarŁ. 

Piticul uriaĦ care pŁzeĦte poarta cŁtre una dintre vechile case ´nchiriate, 
se bucurŁ grozav de acest moment. OdatŁ, oraĦul fusese plin de astfel 

de pitici uriaĦi din fier forjat, c©te doi vegheau la fiecare poartŁ. Era 
datoria lor sŁ pŁzeascŁ zidurile caselor ´nchiriate de cŁruĪele care intrau 

´n curĪi, ´ncŁrcate cu mŁrfuri. Demult, strada fusese graniĪa cu un 

ghetou mic. Piticul uriaĦ vedea perfect totul de la poarta podului, 

construit din ordinul germanilor. Ċi vedea pe evreii care traversau podul 

´n p©lcuri, iar odatŁ, c©nd o bombŁ a lovit o casŁ ´nchiriatŁ, fusese 

martor la moartea fratelui sŁu geamŁn. Aici fusese c©ndva cartierul 

evreilor bogaĪi din oraĦ. Tot ce a mai rŁmas azi din el sunt dalele de 
piatrŁ cubicŁ de pe strada Chlodna Ħi linia pe care tramvaiele turuiau 

odatŁ, purt©nd indicatorul: ĂNur f¿r Deutscheò. Piticul uriaĦ Īine bine 

minte Ħi mesajul Ħi indicatorul. Dar asta a fost acum mult timp... 

oricum, acelea sunt alte poveĦti, pe c©nd aceasta e din vremurile 
noastre, ´n care piticul este martor la o conversaĪie ce are loc ´ntre  

Yvonne, proprietara unei mercerii, Ħi Marek, vechea ei dragoste din 

Ħcoala primarŁ. Acum ceva timp, c©nd Yvonne Ħi Marek erau 
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haberdashery occupies a small establishment which you must enter 

from the gate. When Yvonna and Marek were in love some time ago, 

theyôd go to the cinema and buy ice-creams, hug in the discos, kiss in 

the cloakrooms. But that was twenty years ago. Now Marek is a taxi-

driver, while Yvonneôs husband, Steven, works on a building site in 

England. Heôs been abroad for more than half a year. 

óAre you closing now?ô Marek asks Yvonna. 

óIn fifteen minutes.ô 

óSo what? Let me invite you out.ô 

óBut where to? And why?ô 

Yvonna, despite her thirty five years and two children, who are 

presently staying with a nanny, blushes a little. 

óI want to show you a new bar, with karaoke, we can do a bit of 

singing, the food is great: kebabs, barbecue pork neck ï only the best, 

you know.ô 

óIôm on a diet.ô 

óA diet ï but why?ô Marek raises his voice a little, óAs far as I 

see, you havenôt changed one bit. Seeing you again after these ten 

yearsé you know what? Itôs as if we were back in that school class-  

room again with all those crazy teachers. Your dancing was the best! 

Are you still doing it?ô 

 

´ndrŁgostiĪi, mergeau la cinema Ħi ´Ħi cumpŁrau ´ngheĪatŁ, se 

´mbrŁĪiĦau prin discoteci, se sŁrutau ´n toalete. Dar asta era acum 
douŁzeci de ani. Acum, Marek este Ħofer de taxi, ´n timp ce soĪul 

Yvonnei, Steven, lucreazŁ pe Ħantier, ´n Anglia. Este peste hotare de 
peste jumŁtate de an.  

ð Ċnchizi acum? o ´ntreabŁ Marek. 

ð Ċn cincisprezece minute. 

ð ¥i ce dacŁ? DŁ-mi voie sŁ te invit ´n oraĦ. 
ð Dar unde? ¥i de ce? 

Yvonna, ´n ciuda celor treizeci ĸi cinci de ani ai ei Ħi a celor doi 

copii, care acum stau cu o bonŁ, roĦeĦte un pic. 

ð Vreau sŁ-Īi arŁt un bar nou, cu karaoke. Putem sŁ c©ntŁm un 
pic, m©ncarea e grozavŁ: kebab, grŁtar de porc ï o sŁ fie excelent. 

ð Sunt la dietŁ. 

ð DietŁ, dar de ce? Marek ridicŁ vocea un pic. Din c©te vŁd nu 

te-ai schimbat deloc. ¥tii ce? O sŁ fie ca ĸi cum, dupŁ ŁĦtia zece ani, 

ne-am ´ntoarce iar la anii de ĦcoalŁ, cu toĪi profesorii ĸi cu tot. Ce bine 
dansai! Mai dansezi? 
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óNo. Well, sometimes. At weddings, for instance. But you 

know how rare those occasions are.ô 

óIn this bar you can even dance, thereôs a jukebox, you pick 

hits. The ones popular at our times.ô 

óHa! You know,ô Yvonne laughs and begins to draw the anti-

burglar blinds in her windows, óI dreamt of you, once. It was a 

fairytale. During a Russian lesson you stood up and started fighting 

with a dragon. It had suddenly materialised and was wanting to devour 

me, I was really scared.ô 

The lamp posts cast delicate light on the cobble-stones and 

uneven pavement. Yvonna and Marek leave the shop, Yvonna turns the 

alarm on and closes the door. They are still talking, but the bumper 

dwarf hears nothing. For a few of moments he is sound asleep, lulled 

by the evening music noises of Chğodna Street and his memories. So 

he does not learn where Yvonne and Marek went, nor what transpired 

that evening. 

 
Translated by Stefan Bodlewski. 

 

ð Nu. De fapt, c©teodatŁ. La nunĪi, de exemplu. Dar Ħtii Ħi tu 

ce rare sunt ocaziile astea. 

ð Ċn barul Łsta poĪi sŁ Ħi dansezi, au un jukebox, tu alegi 

hiturile. Pe cele din vremea noastrŁ. 

ð Ha! ¥tii, r©de Yvonne ´n timp ce trage oblonul greu, care 
apŁrŁ de hoŞi vitrina magazinului. Te-am visat mai demult. Era un 

basm. Ċn timpul unei ore de rusŁ, te-ai ridicat ´n picioare Ħi ai ´nceput 
sŁ te lupĪi cu un balaur. ApŁruse dintr-o datŁ Ħi voia sŁ mŁ ´nghitŁ. 
Eram foarte speriatŁ. 

Felinarele ´Ħi reflectŁ lumina delicatŁ pe pavaj Ħi pe trotuarul cu 

denivelŁri. Yvonne Ħi Marek ies din magazin, ea activeazŁ alarma Ħi 
´nchide uĦa. ĊncŁ vorbesc, dar piticul uriaĦ nu aude nimic. Pentru 

c©teva clipe doarme dus, legŁnat de zgomotele serii de pe strada 

Chlodna Ħi de amintirile lui. AĦa cŁ nu ĸtie unde se duc Yvonne Ħi 
Marek Ħi nici ce se ´nt©mplŁ ´n acea searŁ. 

 

 
Traducere Elena DrŁghici. 
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Jarosğaw Klejnocki  

Constitution Square, 6 a.m. 

 

 

Here he was born. The neon light óBuy Soviet watchesô 

lulled him to sleep when moonlight wouldnôt quite suffice;  

the lights went out, the last trams bade the day goodnight. 

Heôs back again, stranger and surprised. The candelabra 

street lamps stay, though crude proletarian walls ping 

ornamented now with signs flashed from another galaxy: 

óThe Shooters Corporation,ô óPhillips,ô óBurger Kingô. 

 

Almost dawn that first time did he by Hortex Restaurant   

kiss her on lips in an eternal probability of June or first  

days of July; arriving late, he was afraid of reprimand, 

so roamed around here dreaming gates were bunkers,  

the pavement a barricade, as angry by-passers scowled. 

 

At bus stops ï early morning crowd, shift-work, routine 

Heôs not concerned with them, a shadow, goes unseen ï  

Heôs only dropped in for a moment, no illusions felt 
 

 

Jarosğaw Klejnocki  

PiaŞa ConstituŞiei, 6 a.m. 

 

 

Aici s-a nŁscut. Reclama de neon ĂCumpŁraŞi ceasuri sovieticeò 

´l ´mbia la somn c©nd luna-ĸi revŁrsa lumina ´n zadar; 

luminile se stingeau, ultimele tramvaie ´i urau zilei noapte bunŁ. 

S-a re´ntors, stingher ĸi nedumerit. Felinarele de modŁ veche 

au rŁmas, deĸi anostele ziduri proletare strŁlucesc strident 

iluminate acum de simboluri emise dintr-o altŁ galaxie: 

ĂCorporaŞia Shootersò, ĂPhillipsò, ĂBurger Kingò. 

 

Se iveau zorile atunci, ´n dreptul Restaurantului Hortex,  

c©nd i-a sŁrutat buzele ´nt©ia oarŁ, ´ntr-o veĸnic incertŁ lunŁ iunie  

sau ´nceput de iulie; ajung©nd cu ´nt©rziere, se temea de dojanŁ, 

aĸa cŁ hoinŁrea prin preajmŁ, ´nchipuindu-ĸi cŁ porŞile-s buncŁre  

ĸi trotuaru-i o baricadŁ, sub privirile ´ncruntate ale trecŁtorilor. 

 

Ċn staŞiile de autobuz ï zarva matinalŁ, schimb de ture, rutinŁ. 

Nu le dŁ atenŞie, pŁĸeĸte neobservat, ca o umbrŁ ï  

S-a oprit doar ´n trecere, pentru o clipŁ, fŁrŁ sŁ-ĸi facŁ iluzii, 
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Well, not excessive ones, no sense of guilt. 

Now the rush. The cityôs heart yearning for arrhythmia  

This pulsar without a centre now revives, as belfries tower 

over roofs of churches like those of Disneyland and Lego 

Castles. His thoughts of past are deeper than foundation 

stones, but weaker than so many lives. No sentiments. 

 

The air is filled with fumes more so than mystery. 

Here he was born. A good moment to confide in. A return. 

But what to say about it all, and what to learn? 

For children: fairy tales; for tourists: legends, history. 

 

 
Translated by Stefan Bodlewski. 

 

Ċn orice caz, nu prea multe, fŁrŁ sentimente de vinovŁŞie. 

UrmeazŁ iureĸul. Inima oraĸului t©njind dupŁ aritmie 

Haoticul pulsar renaĸte acum, la fel cum clopotniŞele  

dominŁ acoperiĸurile bisericilor din Disneylandul ĸi castelele 

din piese Lego. Amintirile lui sunt mai ad©nci dec©t pietrele 

de temelie, dar ne´nsemnate pe l©ngŁ at©tea vieŞi. Nu simte nimic. 

 

Aerul e ´ncŁrcat mai mult de noxe dec©t de mister. 

Aici s-a nŁscut. Se regŁseĸte-n clipŁ. Se re´ntoarce. 

ĊnsŁ ce-ar fi de spus despre toate astea, ĸi ce-ar fi de-nvŁŞat? 

Pentru copii: basme; pentru turiĸti: legende, istorie.  

 

 
Traducere Ecaterina Godeanu. 

 

 

 

 
 



New Europe Writers: Povestiri din Varĸovia ð Warsaw Tales, in Romanian, Polish and English. 

   29 

                                                                        
                                                                                                          

                                                          
 

   CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS 
            %ÄÉÔÕÒÁ ÐÅÎÔÒÕ ,ÉÔÅÒÁÔÕÒá #ÏÎÔÅÍÐÏÒÁÎá 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Wiktor Sybilski  

 Pani Stasia of Groch·w 

 

 

óHold your horses! Itôs not a bakery in here, you know!ô Pani 

Stasia yells, hoping her voice will carry up the lift shaft to the fifth 

floor. A neighbour, impatient to descend, has been banging on the lift 

door. Pani Stasia appears, holding the lift door open with one hand, a 

cigarette in the other. Her slender figure, grey hair in a bun, sharp 

features, and lack of make-up give her an ominous mien. Hard to say 

how old she is, maybe sixty? Sheôs chatting to the postman, revealing 

her secrets.  

Mouth agape, Iôm wondering what a bakery has in common 

with a lift and then I politely say óGood Morning.ô My neighbour 

scrutinizes me, searching in her mind for some excuse to slap me 

down. She finds it: óDear neighbour, is it you thatôs crushing my head 

in the kitchen?! I can hear everything! Noise at three a.m.! Donôt tell 

me I canôt! Iôm a professional insomniac. Radio Maria is my only 

solace. Except when your wooden panels begin to creak!ô 
 

 

Wiktor Sybilski  

Pani Stasia din Groch·w 

 

 

ð Stai aĸa! Aici nu e brutŁrie, sŁ ĸtii! strigŁ doamna Stasia, 

sper©nd cŁ vocea i se va auzi, prin cabina liftului, p©nŁ la etajul cinci. 

Un vecin, grŁbit sŁ coboare, tot bate ´n uĸa liftului. Apare doamna 

Stasia, Şin©nd uĸa liftului deschisŁ, cu o m©nŁ, iar ´n cealaltŁ, o ŞigarŁ. 

ĊnfŁŞiĸarea zveltŁ, pŁrul cŁrunt prins ´n coc, trŁsŁturile dure ĸi lipsa 

machiajului ´i dau un aer ameninŞŁtor. Greu de spus c©Şi ani are. SŁ tot 

fie ĸaizeci. Vorbeĸte cu poĸtaĸul, dezvŁluindu-ĸi secretele.  

Cu gura cŁscatŁ, mŁ ´ntreb ce are ´n comun o brutŁrie cu un lift, 

apoi spun politicos ĂbunŁ ziuaò. Vecina mŁ examineazŁ ´ndeaproape, 

cŁut©nd ´n minte un motiv sŁ mŁ punŁ la punct. Ċl gŁseĸte: 

dezvŁluindu-ĸi secretele.  

ð Vecine dragŁ, tu eĸti cel care ´mi face creierii praf c©nd sunt 

 ´n bucŁtŁrie?! Aud tot! Zgomote la trei dimineaŞa! SŁ nu-mi spui cŁ 

nu-i aĸa! Sunt expertŁ ´n insomnii. Singura mea consolare e Radio 

Maria, mai puŞin atunci c©nd lambriurile dumitale ´ncep sŁ sc©rŞ©ie. 
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Over hill, over dale, and over the Vistula River lies Warsawôs 

Grochƽw. Awake my dear reader, and allow me to let you in on some 

illegal information. The people of Groch·w are as garrulous as 

Londonôs East Enders. We have ancient customs and a Warsaw dialect, 

a kind of Varsovian cockney, which Polish linguists 

consider extinct because theyôre afraid to enter courtyards with tape 

recorders.  

Anyway, just a piece of advice: if your English foot ever treads 

upon Groch·wôs green and pleasant district, remember to address the 

shopkeepers as óBoss,ô however silly that may sound, or when 

threatened with assault, immediately become a long-time supporter of 

the Legia football club, even though you know no team-members, and 

if you happen to meet someone, even if he is despicable, nevertheless 

always call him ódarling.ô  

The staircase of our pre-war tenement house, with its huge 

functional shape, looks menacing. Under the button of the lift opposite 

the entrance is a scary streak of caked brown paint, redolent of 

dripping blood. One day, as I am scraping it off with a screwdriver, 

Pani Stasia informs me:  
 

 

Peste deal, peste v©lcea ĸi peste r©ul Vistula, se ´ntinde cartierul 

Grochƽw din Varĸovia. Trezeĸte-te, dragul meu cititor, ĸi permite-mi 

sŁ-Şi dau niĸte informaŞii de culise. Oamenii din Groch·w sunt la fel de 

guralivi ca ĸi cei din mahalalele din estul Londrei. Avem obiceiuri 

vechi ĸi un dialect specific Varĸoviei, un fel de cockney
3
 de Varĸovia, 

pe care lingviĸtii polonezi ´l considerŁ dispŁrut, pentru cŁ le e fricŁ sŁ 

intre ´n curŞile oamenilor cu reportofoanele.  

Oricum, sŁ-Şi dau un sfat: dacŁ pui piciorul tŁu de englez prin 

Groch·w, un cartier ´nc©ntŁtor, plin de verdeaŞŁ, Şine minte sŁ te 

adresezi v©nzŁtorilor cu Ăĸefuleò, indiferent de c©t de neserios ar suna, 

iar c©nd eĸti atacat brusc, sŁ devii imediat un suporter ´nfocat al 

clubului de fotbal Legia, chiar dacŁ nu cunoĸti niciun jucŁtor. ķi dacŁ 

se ´nt©mplŁ sŁ faci cunoĸtinŞŁ cu cineva, oric©t de respingŁtor ar fi el, 

´ntotdeauna sŁ-i spui ĂdragŁò.  

Scara blocului nostru de chiriaĸi construit ´nainte de rŁzboi, cu 

forma ei imensŁ ĸi funcŞionalŁ, aratŁ sinistru. Sub butonul liftului, 

dincolo de uĸŁ, e o d©rŁ de vopsea maronie, care ´Şi dŁ fiori ï seamŁnŁ 

cu o urmŁ de s©nge care s-a prelins. Ċntr-o zi, c©nd rŁzuiam vopseaua 

cu o ĸurubelniŞŁ, Pani Stasia mŁ anunŞŁ:  
 

 

 
                                                           
3
 Dialect din mahalalele londoneze. 
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           óIt was that bitch who lived on the third floor before you. When 

she renovated her flat she spilled the paint and so it stayed!ô 

In the caretakerôs window, gone for some time now, I put a 

flower. It is so much merrier. After two days, the flowerôs gone. I 

put another one. It also disappears. Pani Stasia decides to take matters 

into her own hands. óDid you notice, sir?! Some scumbag stole it! Now 

I am putting a hareôs-foot fern here.ô After a while I 

place another two flowers there. Now there are three of them, but itôs 

not long before one is gone again. Soon more and more people are 

discussing the matter.  

Pani Kurczakowa, a neighbour who works in a nearby shop, 

suddenly realizes I'm a new neighbour and offers comment in a coarse 

voice, calling me right away by my first name, as they used to address 

youngsters in the neighbourhood. óSee, they stole the flower, and it 

was so nice.ô Pani Stasia loses her temper: óWhen I catch this sodding 

thief! I tell you, dear neighbour, Iôllé! Listen, you need to lurk on the 

stairs, dash down and grab him! Sometimes I sneak out onto the 

landing myself to see if the bastard is prowling around! I suggest you 

do likewise.ô  
 

 

ð E din cauza nenorocitei care a stat la etajul trei ´naintea ta. 

C©nd ĸi-a renovat apartamentul, a vŁrsat vopseaua ĸi aĸa a rŁmas!  

Pun o floare la fereastra femeii de serviciu, care e plecatŁ de 

ceva vreme. Atmosfera e mai veselŁ aĸa. Floarea dispare dupŁ douŁ 

zile. Mai pun una. Dispare ĸi aceasta. Pani Stasia se hotŁrŁĸte sŁ se 

ocupe ea de problema asta. 

ð AŞi observat, domnule? A furat-o un nemernic! O sŁ pun eu 

o ferigŁ aici.  

DupŁ o vreme, mai pun douŁ flori acolo. Acum sunt trei, dar nu 

trece mult ĸi una dispare din nou. Ċn cur©nd, din ce ´n ce mai mulŞi 

oameni dezbat problema.  

Pani Kurczakowa, o vecinŁ care lucreazŁ la un magazin din 

apropiere, ´nŞelege imediat cŁ sunt un vecin nou venit ĸi spune, cu o 

voce asprŁ, strig©ndu-mŁ dupŁ prenume, aĸa erau cei mici strigaŞi ´n 

cartier:  

ð Uite, au furat floarea! ķi era aĸa de frumoasŁ!  

Pani Stasia ´ĸi pierde cumpŁtul: 

ð C©nd o sŁ-l prind pe hoŞul Łsta blestemat, ´Şi spun eu, vecine 

dragŁ, o sŁ... ! Trebuie sŁ p©ndeĸti pe scarŁ, sŁ te strecori rapid ĸi sŁ-l 

prinzi! C©teodatŁ mŁ furiĸez ĸi eu pe palier sŁ vad dacŁ nemernicul dŁ 

t©rcoale pe aici! Te sfŁtuiesc sŁ faci ĸi tu la fel. 
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Soon a division of tasks comes about in the tenement house ï 

who is well versed in electrical matters, who lends sugar, and who just 

asks about health or talks politics. My share is writing ï for example, 

official letters. So I duly prepare a letter to the flower thief: óIf you 

steal one more time ï youôre done for!ô I was mulling over the right 

words to use, ones which will at once put the thief off with their 

bluntness, but will also be suitable for the children living in the 

tenement house as well as the family of Jehovahôs Witnesses. 

I finally pin a sheet of paper printed with an elegant font in the 

caretakerôs window, hardly expecting it to have any effect at all. But lo 

and behold ï the threat succeeds! The very next day, entering my flat, I 

notice soil scattered on the floor and a flower briskly plonked in the 

pot. Evidently, the thief takes pains to lurk and return the loot unseen. 

The whole tenement house is euphoric. The neighbour congratulates 

me on a successful campaign. 

For some time there is peace, but soon Pani Stasia is irritated 

by a rag allegedly hanging from my balcony. She says, óNeighbour, my 

mother and I we cannot sleep at night because this rag swings in front 

of the window and destroys our peace of mind! Please remove it  

 

Nu dupŁ mult timp, ´n blocul de chiriaĸi se face repartizarea 

sarcinilor ï cine se pricepe la problemele de electricitate, cine 

´mprumutŁ zahŁr ĸi cine ´ntreabŁ de sŁnŁtate ĸi politicŁ. Partea mea e 

scrisul ï de exemplu, scrisorile oficiale. Aĸa ´nc©t compun o scrisoare 

pentru hoŞul de flori: ĂDacŁ mai furi o datŁ ï s-a terminat cu tine!ò MŁ 

g©ndeam la cuvintele potrivite pe care sŁ le folosesc; trebuia ca ele sŁ-l 

punŁ pe fugŁ pe hoŞ imediat, prin asprimea lor, dar sŁ fie potrivite ĸi 

pentru copiii care locuiau ´n bloc, precum ĸi pentru familia ai cŁrei 

membri erau martori ai lui Iehova.  

Ċntr-un final, lipesc o foaie de h©rtie, pe care printasem 

cuvintele cu caractere elegante, de fereastra femeii de serviciu, fŁrŁ sŁ 

mŁ aĸtept la vreun rezultat. Dar ia te uitŁ ï ameninŞarea a reuĸit! Chiar 

a doua zi, c©nd sŁ intru ´n apartament, vŁd pŁm©nt ´mprŁĸtiat pe jos ĸi o 

floare tr©ntitŁ la repezealŁ ´n ghiveci. E clar cŁ hoŞul s-a chinuit sŁ 

p©ndeascŁ momentul ĸi sŁ ´napoieze prada nevŁzut. Tot blocul de 

chiriaĸi e ´n extaz. Vecina mŁ felicitŁ pentru campania mea de succes. 

 O bucatŁ de vreme e pace, dar nu dupŁ mult timp, Pani Stasia e 

deranjatŁ de o c©rpŁ care se pare cŁ stŁ at©rnatŁ de balconul meu. Ċmi 

spune:  

ð Vecine, eu ĸi mama nu putem dormi noaptea, cŁci c©rpa asta 

se bŁlŁngŁne ´n faŞa ferestrei ĸi ne distruge liniĸtea sufleteascŁ! Te rog  
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immediately!ô Indeed I find on the balcony a small old dish rag and I 

throw it away. At last I'm invited to the neighbour's place downstairs. 

We are sitting in a spacious kitchen. In an old cupboard in the kitchen 

there are glasses indispensable to fruit liqueur. The mother and 

daughter tell me stories.  

óOnce I was drafted into the Army. On the envelope it was 

clearly written, 'Stanisğaw.' If they send it to me and the name is 

correct, then I take it and turn up. Why not?! But they are very 

surprised! And I say to them: óYou drafted me, so here I am!ô She 

pauses, adding, óWould you like some lemon for your tea?ô Then she 

continues, óAnd this thug who used to live hereé,ô the mother is 

talking, óMister Wiktor, when my husband was alive, the thug made  

life hell for us, I couldnôt open the door because he was standing there 

with a knife! We wrote to the press, to television. Thirteen years to this 

day!ô At that, Pani Stasia loses her cool again: óThirteen, no, make it 

fifteen years!ô  
 

 

s-o iei de-acolo imediat! 

 ķi chiar gŁsesc pe balcon o c©rpŁ de vase veche, pe care o 

arunc. Ċn sf©rĸit, sunt invitat la vecina de jos. Ne aflŁm ´ntr-o bucŁtŁrie 

spaŞioasŁ. Ċn bucŁtŁrie, ´ntr-un dulap vechi, se gŁsesc paharele, absolut 

necesare pentru a servi lichior de fructe. Mama ĸi fiica ´mi povestesc. 

ð OdatŁ am primit ordin sŁ merg la armatŁ. Pe plic scria clar 

Stanislaw. DacŁ era trimis plicul pe numele meu, iar numele e corect, 

pŁi l-am luat ĸi m-am dus. ķi de ce nu? Au fost foarte surprinĸi. Le-am 

zis:  

 ð M-aŞi chemat, am venit. 

Se opreĸte puŞin, spun©nd:   

ð AŞi vrea niĸte lŁm©ie ´n ceai? 

Apoi continuŁ: 

ð ķi golanul Łsta care stŁtea aici... 

Iar mama spune: 

ð Domnule Wiktor, c©nd trŁia soŞul meu, golanul Łsta ne fŁcea 

viaŞa un calvar. Nu puteam sŁ deschid uĸa pentru cŁ stŁtea acolo, cu un 

cuŞit ´n m©nŁ! Am tot scris presei, televiziunilor. De treisprezece ani 

´ncoace!  

La cuvintele astea, Pani Stasia ´ĸi pierde cumpŁtul din nou:  

ð Ba nu treisprezece, mai degrabŁ de cincisprezece ani! 
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            A minor tragedy arrives: óPani Stanisğawa, interrogated as a 

witness, confessed that on 17.01.2008 she found her basement broken 

into and that about 70 jars containing home-made food had been 

stolen.ô Thus the letter from the prosecutorôs office announces,  

which I keep as a memento in my drawer. The thief broke into all the 

basements, but he stole only preserves ï marinated mushrooms, 

fruit preserves, and a bag to carry his loot. Soon after the tragic 

incident Pani Stasia wailed, óThey cleaned out the whole basement! 

And I went so many times to the forest just to pick those mushrooms!ô 

The villain had a feast just like before the war, if you donôt mind my 

mentioningé. the war!  

And I almost forget the ending. They lived happily ever after 

with the flowers in their place and all the preserves and mushrooms 

standing safely on the basement shelves. Whether in peace or 

economic crisis, in Poland, Russia, England, or God forbid, in northern 

Dakota, home-made preserves are a very healthy and nutritious 

safeguard. And you can even make lemon curd. Whether it is from 

Polish lemons or not, you can store it and sleep peacefully. As you 

would in Groch·w. 
 
 
Translated by Karolina Maslarz.  

 

Se petrece o micŁ tragedie: ĂC©nd Pani Stasia este interogatŁ ca 

martorŁ, mŁrturiseĸte cŁ pe 17.01.2008 cineva i-a spart pivniŞa de la 

subsol ĸi a furat cam 70 de borcane de m©ncare fŁcutŁ de ea.ò 

 Aĸadar, scrisoarea procurorului, pe care o pŁstra ca memento ´n 

sertar, spunea cŁ hoŞul spŁrsese toate boxele, dar cŁ nu luase dec©t 

m©ncare pusŁ la conservat ï ciuperci marinate, fructe la borcan ĸi o 

pungŁ ´n care sŁ le ducŁ pe toate. Imediat dupŁ tragicul eveniment, 

Pani Stasia se pl©nsese:  

ð Mi-au golit toatŁ pivniŞa! ķi am fost de at©tea ori ´n pŁdure, 

doar ca sŁ adun ciupercile alea! TicŁlosul Łla a chefuit exact ca ´nainte 

de rŁzboi ï iertaŞi-mŁ cŁ pomenesc de... rŁzboi! 

Nu mai ĸtiu cum s-a ´ncheiat. Au trŁit fericiŞi p©nŁ la ad©nci 

bŁtr©neŞi, cu florile la locul lor ĸi conservele ĸi ciupercile ´n siguranŞŁ 

pe rafturile din pivniŞe. Pe timp de pace sau ´n plinŁ crizŁ economicŁ, 

´n Polonia, Rusia, Anglia sau ï Doamne fereĸte! ï ´n Dakota de Nord, 

alimentele puse la conservat ´n casŁ, sŁnŁtoase ĸi hrŁnitoare, sunt o 

bunŁ metodŁ de a te proteja. ķi poŞi face chiar ĸi un preparat din ouŁ, 

unt ĸi suc de lŁm©ie. Nu conteazŁ dacŁ este fŁcut sau nu din lŁm©i de 

provenienŞŁ polonezŁ ï poŞi sŁ-l pui la pŁstrare ĸi sŁ dormi liniĸtit. 

Exact aĸa cum ai face ´n Groch·w.  

 
Traducere Alexandra S©rbu. 
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Sğawomir Shuty  

 Evolution 

 

 

At the beginning the training was a nightmare. He wondered if 

it had all been worth it. Whether the compulsory work undertaken, the 

painstaking training exercises, would really deliver the promised, long-

awaited job fulfilment and financial satisfaction. In the maze of 

frustrating procedures it was hard to be at your constant best. In 

frequent moments of doubt he thought of resigning forthwith, burning 

his bridges, ditching his references from data bases. He craved to give 

in to emotions, to act spontaneously and listen to the voice of intuition. 

In a word, he was in a grim mood. And the conditions?  

 

 

          God forbid. Did he expect them to be so bad. It was beyond his 

imagination that the employers cared so much for their staff but not for 

him. With a sense of helplessness he complained whenever he could. 

So what? Nobody took him seriously. It was a tough school of hard 

knocks. The point was the cage was awfully cramped. 

 

Sğawomir Shuty  

 EvoluŞie 

 

 

La ´nceput, exerciŞiile fuseserŁ un adevŁrat coĸmar. Se ´ntreba 

dacŁ meritase tot efortul ï dacŁ sarcinile obligatorii pe care ĸi le 

asumase, antrenamentele cumplite pe care le ´ncercase aveau, ´ntr-

adevŁr, sŁ-i aducŁ ´mplinirea profesionalŁ mult aĸteptatŁ ĸi ´ndelung 

promisŁ, precum ĸi satisfacŞia financiarŁ. Era dificil sŁ dea tot ce e mai 

bun din el ´nconjurat ´n permanenŞŁ, ca ´ntr-un labirint, de eforturi 

fizice frustrante. Adesea, ´n momentele de ´ndoialŁ, se g©ndise sŁ 

renunŞe, sŁ dŁr©me toate punŞile, sŁ-ĸi ĸteargŁ prezenŞa din baza de 

date. T©njea sŁ se lase pradŁ senzaŞiilor care-l ´ncercau, sŁ facŁ un gest 

spontan ĸi sŁ asculte de glasul intuiŞiei. Ċntr-un cuv©nt, era teribil de 

prost dispus. Dar condiŞiile? 

Dumnezeule! Se putea oare ceva mai rŁu? Era de ne´nchipuit 

faptul cŁ angajatorii Şineau at©t de mult la personal, dar nu la el. Se 

pl©ngea ori de c©te ori avea ocazia, deĸi de fiecare datŁ cu o senzaŞie de 

acutŁ inutilitate. Cu ce folos? Nimeni nu-l lua ´n serios. Era ca ĸi cum 

se dŁdea singur cu capul de un zid. Numai cŁ ´nchisoarea ´n care se 

gŁsea era sufocant de ´ngustŁ. 
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To tell the truth, he wasnôt able to stretch his limbs. The back 

got used to being hunched, his hands hanged torpidly, limply beside 

the torso. His legs were bent. Curled up, he fell asleep, unaware of  

dangers lurking in the dark. The least advantage to being in a cage. 

Every morning he received fresh water and a bowl filled with leftovers. 

Hay was changed every week, which he managed to quickly muck up 

in time. Slowly, he learned to excrete his bodily  

fluids outside the cage, so the bed remained dry for a longer period. To 

go outside even for a moment was out of the question. Well, he knew 

what he had chosen. Only one thing to do; stick it out.  

He would hang suspended from the upper bars of the cage for 

hours. His huge jaws chewed raw meals, rotten carrots, musty onions, 

foul meat. He bombarded the inquisitive onlookers gathered around the 

cage with marrowless bones. He spat on the smiling faces and stuck his 

bottom in the air to the amusement of the mob.  

After some time he realized that when he is nice, he gets candy 

from them. He decided to work on that and it produced the desired 

effect. 

            Slowly, he attained excellent interpersonal skills and treated the 

visiting guests very kindly. He easily made eye contact with them. 

 

La drept vorbind, nici mŁcar nu era ´n stare sŁ-ĸi ´ntindŁ 

picioarele. Se obiĸnuise sŁ stea cocoĸat. Membrele ´i at©rnau amorŞite, 

´n neĸtire, pe l©ngŁ trup. Picioarele ĸi le Şinea ´ndoite. Adormea covrig, 

inconĸtient de pericolele care ´l p©ndeau din ´ntuneric. Unicul avantaj 

al faptului cŁ se afla ´ntr-o cuĸcŁ. Primea ´n fiecare dimineaŞŁ apŁ 

proaspŁtŁ ĸi un bol cu resturi de m©ncare. Ċn fiecare sŁptŁm©nŁ ´i 

schimbau patul, pe care el reuĸea sŁ ´l murdŁreascŁ foarte repede. 

Ċncetul cu ´ncetul, ´nvŁŞase sŁ elimine fluidele corpului ´n afara cuĸtii 

´nc©t patul ´i rŁm©nea uscat mai multŁ vreme. Nici nu se punea 

problema sŁ iasŁ afarŁ, nici mŁcar un minut. La urma urmei, era 

conĸtient de propria alegere. Ċi rŁm©nea deci un singur lucru de fŁcut ï 

sŁ reziste. 

Ore ´ntregi stŁtea suspendat de barele de sus ale cuĸtii. Cu 

fŁlcile lui masive mesteca hrana crudŁ ï morcovi mucegŁiŞi, cepe 

muiate, carne stricatŁ. Azv©rlea cu oase goale ´nspre curioĸii care se 

adunau ´n jurul cuĸtii. Scuipa ´nspre feŞele lor r©njite ĸi le ´ntorcea 

fundul, spre amuzamentul lor.  

DupŁ o vreme ́ nvŁŞŁ cŁ atunci c©nd se aratŁ binevoitor cu ei, 

primeĸte dulciuri. Se hotŁr´ sŁ mai exerseze,ĸi ´n cele din urmŁ obŞinu 

exact efectul dorit. 

Ċncetul cu ´ncetul, dob©ndise o capacitate de comunicare  
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From the onlookers amused with his frolics, he took tasty bananas, 

which became his delicacy and thanked them politely. He was gallant 

to women, while to children ï delicate. However, he still grinned at the 

specimens of the same sex. Although from a distance it could have 

looked like a failed attempt to smile. He wiped his 

bottom with the left hand, while the right one was stretched out, always 

as the initiator, in the gesture of welcome. He introduced himself at the 

beginning of a conversation and precisely remembered the name of his 

interlocutor. His vocabulary expanded with lots of precious words used 

in the world of business. Also his countenance changed. While his 

figure straightened up, the skin became brownish, delightfully tanned, 

biceps rounded in a very appealing way. He willingly decided to 

remove hair in intimate places. 

He treated women with respect and a visible professional 

reserve, which excluded him from the circle of suspects known for 

improper behaviour in the workplace. Sexist practices, furtive glances 

on the bust, comments on the curves of buttocks were out of the 

question. Nothing of the kind, in a word he was fully professional and 

became an expert in the most important political problems of the 

world. He could correctly pinpoint trouble spots on the map, which  
 

 

excelentŁ ĸi-ĸi trata vizitatorii cu multŁ eleganŞŁ. Reuĸea cu mare 

uĸurinŞŁ sŁ pŁstreze contactul vizual cu ei. De la cei care se distrau pe 

seama giumbuĸlucurilor lui primea banane foarte gustoase, care 

deveniserŁ delicatesa lui de cŁpŁt©i, ĸi drept urmare le mulŞumea 

politicos. FaŞŁ de femei se arŁta curtenitor; faŞŁ de copii ï delicat. ĊnsŁ 

faŞŁ de specimenele de acelaĸi sex se mulŞumea sŁ r©njeascŁ doar (ceea 

ce de la distanŞŁ ar fi putut pŁrea o ´ncercare nereuĸitŁ de a z©mbi). Cu 

m©na st©ngŁ se ĸtergea la fund, iar pe cea dreaptŁ ĸi-o ´ntindea ´n faŞŁ, 

el fiind ´ntotdeauna iniŞiatorul, ca ´ntr-un gest de bun-venit. La 

´nceputul conversaŞiei se prezenta ĸi Şinea foarte bine minte numele 

interlocutorului. Ċĸi ´mbogŁŞise vocabularul cu multe cuvinte 

pretenŞioase folosite ´n lumea afacerilor. De asemenea, ´ĸi schimbase ĸi 

expresia. Se ´nŁlŞase, pielea ´i devenise maronie, frumos bronzatŁ, 

bicepĸii i se arcuiserŁ ´n mod spectaculos. De bunŁ voie se hotŁr©se sŁ 

renunŞe la pilozitatea din zonele intime. 

Trata femeile cu mult respect ĸi cu o vizibilŁ rezervŁ 

profesionalŁ, ceea ce-l excludea din cercurile de suspecŞi cunoscuŞi 

pentru comportament nepotrivit la locul de muncŁ. Practicile misogine, 

privirile fugare aruncate spre bustul vreunei doamne, comentariile pe 

seama formei feselor nici nu intrau ´n discuŞie pentru el. Nimic de acest 

gen ï ´ntr-un cuv©nt, era un profesionist desŁv©rĸit, ĸi devenise un 

adevŁrat expert ´n problemele esenŞiale ale politicii mondiale. Putea sŁ  
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could become the hotbed of armed conflicts. He used two hands and all 

pieces of cutlery to consume his meal. He read this and that. He got the 

knack that he lacked. 

The patrons were pleased with his progress during the training, 

since it indicated that the money invested in the employee had not been 

squandered. His new conditions were commensurate with the results. 

The fodder improved. Among the sticky slush,  

sweet raisins appeared. Used baggy clothes were replaced with 

designer suits. The austere cage changed into a refined apartment. The 

smell of sweat was masked with an expensive mixture of fragrances 

composed in the best laboratories. His sporty figure 

combined exquisitely with the luxurious interiors and exclusive cars. 

The branded cigar and a glass of good wine suited him. In order to 

achieve the utmost expertise he spent hours on swimming in the deep 

water, practised blows below the belt and through torturing rodents, he 

got rid of human emotion. The most important thing in 

this profession was to keep a cool head. Success did not come easily. 

He has to remember it every day. This life is not all roses. Only a hard 

butt, strong elbows, and a soft nape guarantee promotion. 

 

 

 

marcheze pe hartŁ punctele nevralgice, susceptibile de a deveni 

conflicte armate. Se folosea de douŁ membre ĸi de toate tac©murile pe 

care le avea la ´ndem©nŁ c©nd lua masa. Citea. Dob©ndise toate 

deprinderile care-i lipsiserŁ p©nŁ atunci. 

ķefii lui erau mulŞumiŞi de progresele din timpul exerciŞiilor 

mai ales pentru cŁ aceasta era un indiciu cŁ banii investiŞi ´n angajatul 

lor nu fuseserŁ irosiŞi. Noile lui condiŞii se ridicau la ´nŁlŞimea 

rezultatelor. NutreŞul era de calitate mai bunŁ. O datŁ cu lŁturile 

cleioase, primi ĸi stafide dulci. Hainele zdrenŞŁroase ĸi largi furŁ 

´nlocuite cu costume de firmŁ. Ċn locul cuĸtii austere primi un 

apartament elegant. Ċncepu sŁ acopere mirosul de sudoare cu un 

amestec de parfumuri scumpe obŞinute ´n cele mai bune laboratoare. 

Silueta lui sportivŁ se potrivea de minune cu interioarele luxoase ĸi 

maĸinile scumpe. Trabucurile de marcŁ ĸi vinurile bune ´i cŁdeau bine. 

Pentru a obŞine o priceperea perfectŁ, petrecea ore ´n ĸir ´not©nd ´n apŁ 

ad©ncŁ, exers©nd lovituri sub centurŁ ĸi schingiuind rozŁtoare pentru a 

se elibera de sensibilitatea caracteristicŁ omului. Cel mai important 

lucru ´n aceastŁ meserie era sŁ-ĸi pŁstreze mintea clarŁ. Succesul nu 

venise uĸor ĸi trebuia sŁ-ĸi aducŁ aminte de asta zi de zi. ViaŞa e grea. 

Trebuie sŁ ĸtii sŁ dai din coate, ĸi sŁ pleci capul dacŁ vrei sŁ avansezi. 
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He passed the exam crowning the training with distinction: 

good manners, negotiation skills, creativity, the ability to work in a 

team and in stressful conditions ï all at the highest level. 

He regarded the stages with some fear, since the higher you 

climbed, the easier it was to fall. But there was no turning back. Nor 

will there be. 

 

 
Translated by Katarzyna Waldegrave. 

 

Trecu examenul final cu brio: maniere excelente, priceperea de 

a negocia, creativitate, spirit de echipŁ ĸi capacitatea de a lucra sub 

presiune ï toate la superlativ. 

Se g©ndea la aceste etape cu oarecare teamŁ pentru cŁ, cu c©t 

urca mai sus, cu at©t mai mare era primejdia sŁ cadŁ. Dar nu exista cale 

de ´ntoarcere. Nici atunci, nici acum. 

 

 
Traducere S´nziana Mihalache. 
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Marek Kochan  

 An Inconspicuous Man 

 

 

óWell, Iôm getting old but Iôll tell you about your Granddad. 

How did he swim out to sea? Well, he swam and swam and then he 

stopped swimming. And the devil knows what happened then. These 

masks on the wall ï who knows where theyôre from. He collected so 

many different things, from Africa, China, Borneo. He swam 

everywhere. And who sailed with him? Well, the captain, of course, he 

was the captainôs cook. Every ship must have one. Noodles, for 

example. And more. For the entire crew. And then heôd wash the 

dishes. And what did he do, then, after heôd swum abroad? The same. 

Continued being a cook, only in town. Worked in a restaurant, and 

afterwards in the canteen of some institution or other. Did the cooking 

and after the meal was finished, washed the dishes. 

Mind you, your grandfather was no ordinary cook, but a hero. 

Scared of no one. True, he was stumpy, but cunning into the bargain, 

and really brave. Do you think the sea frightened him? And when he 

stopped swimming, he was afraid of no one. 
 

 

 Marek Kochan  

 Un om oarecare 

 

 

ĂĊmbŁtr©nesc, dar am sŁ-Şi povestesc despre bunicul tŁu. Cum a 

plecat el ´not pe mare? PŁi, a ´notat ĸi a ´notat ĸi, la un moment dat, s-a 

oprit. ķi dracuô ĸtie ce s-a ´nt©mplat dupŁ asta. MŁĸtile astea de pe 

pereŞi ï cine ĸtie de unde sunt. A adunat at©t de multe chestii, din 

Africa, din China, din Borneo. S-a dus ´not peste tot. ķi cu cine a mers 

el pe mare? PŁi, cu un cŁpitan, bine´nŞeles, iar el era bucŁtarul 

cŁpitanului. Orice navŁ trebuie sŁ aibŁ un bucŁtar. TŁieŞei, de exemplu. 

ķi multe altele. Pentru tot echipajul. Iar apoi, spŁla vasele. ķi ce-a fŁcut 

el, dupŁ ce a ajuns ´not ´n strŁinŁtate? Acelaĸi lucru. A fost tot bucŁtar, 

doar cŁ la oraĸ. A lucrat ´ntr-un restaurant, apoi ´n tot felul de cantine 

din tot felul de instituŞii. GŁtea, iar dupŁ ce m©ncarea era gata, spŁla 

vasele. 

Ia aminte, bunicul tŁu n-a fost un bucŁtar oarecare, ci un erou. 

Nu-i era fricŁ de nimeni. E adevŁrat, era ´ndesat, dar era ĸmecher la 

t©rguialŁ ĸi foarte curajos. Crezi cŁ marea l-a speriat cumva? Atunci 

c©nd s-a oprit din ´notat, nu-i mai era fricŁ de nimeni. 
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Once he was in an incident, you know. You should know your 

Granddad was really hard-working. Heôd often take on extra work to 

earn more money. After all, there were seven mouths to feed. After 

work heôd help out at weddings. Come back late, tired, lugging heavy 

bags with kitchen utensils in them and various tasty things to eat, fruit, 

cured meat and the like. One dayé actually night it was, he came back 

from some wedding or party, from work, I mean. The street and the 

courtyard were desolate, windows dark, dead silent. Granddad was 

carrying his plastic bags and put them on the ground, rummaged in his 

pockets, found his key to the staircase, took it out, opened, held the 

door with his shoe, came inside. The bags were heavy and large, barely 

fitted through the doorway, it was dark. 

Suddenly someone jumped out at him saying ñHand over me your 

money!ò and waving some instrument or other; you couldnôt tell if it 

was a knife, a bat, or a gun. Granddad was small, the thug was 

enormous. Granddad was calm, tired, while the other one leapt out of 

the darkness shouting: ñGive me the money!ò What should he do? 

Granddad put the bags on the floor and started looking for something. 

ñFaster, faster,ò said the other one. Granddad, bent down, looking for 

something, rummaging in his bags. Suddenly he took out a huge knife 

used for cutting meat, almost a chopper. So huge, so wide, a fat kitchen  

 

SŁ vezi ce i s-a ´nt©mplat odatŁ. Trebuie sŁ ĸtii cŁ bunicul tŁu a 

fost un om foarte harnic. Ċĸi mai lua de lucru, de multe ori, ca sŁ mai 

facŁ niĸte bani ´n plus. CŁ doar avea acasŁ ĸapte guri de hrŁnit. DupŁ 

serviciu, se ducea sŁ munceascŁ pe la nunŞi. Se ´ntorcea acasŁ t©rziu, 

obosit, cŁr©nd niĸte sacoĸe grele, pline cu unelte de bucŁtŁrie 

ĸi tot felul de bunŁtŁŞi, fructe, carne afumatŁ ĸi altele. Ċntr-o zi... de 

fapt, ´ntr-o noapte, a venit acasŁ de la vreo nuntŁ sau petrecere, mŁ rog, 

de la muncŁ. Strada ĸi curtea erau pustii, ferestrele ´n ´ntuneric, o 

liniĸte de morm©nt. Bunicuô era cu sacoĸele de plastic ´n m©ini, le-a 

lŁsat jos, s-a cŁutat prin buzunare, a gŁsit cheile de la casa scŁrii, le-a 

scos, a deschis, ĸi-a pus piciorul ´n prag sŁ ŞinŁ cu el uĸa ĸi a intrat. 

Sacoĸele erau mari ĸi grele, abia ´ncŁpeau pe uĸŁ, ĸi era ´ntuneric. 

 Dintr-o datŁ, sare cineva pe el ĸi ´i zice ĂDŁ-mi banii!ò ĸi ´l ameninŞŁ 

cu ceva ´n m©nŁ, nu puteai sŁ-Şi dai seama exact ce era, un cuŞit, o b©tŁ 

sau o armŁ. Bunicuô era mic de staturŁ, dar golanul era c©t uĸa. Bunicuô 

a rŁmas calm, era obosit, iar celŁlalt a ieĸit din ´ntuneric ĸi a strigat: 

ĂBanii!ò. Bunicuô, ce sŁ facŁ? A lŁsat plasele jos ĸi a ´nceput sŁ se uite 

´mprejur. ĂMai repede, mai repedeò, a zis golanul. Bunicuô s-a aplecat, 

cŁuta ceva, scotocea prin sacoĸe. DeodatŁ, a scos un cuŞit mare de tŁiat 

carne, c©t un sat©r, aproape. Aĸa de mare ĸi de lat, ditamai sat©rul, bun  
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cleaver, which would be good for flaying pigs and cutting bones. 

And Granddad approached the thug with the knife, put it near 

his nose, said, ñCome on, then! Have at me, you cur!ò Well, the thug 

was totally confused, raised his hands in the air, and didnôt know what 

he should do. ñGive me the money, now,ò said Granddad. The other 

one started shaking, fearing he might get a beating with this huge 

chopper, his head would come off sure as anything. He did not know 

what it was all about. Whom had he come across? The thug had 

expected a shy, inconspicuous person but your Granddad jumped out 

with such a murderous cleaver. Maybe he was a cannibal carrying a 

quartered corpse in his bags? The mugger was shaking all over, so he 

promptly took out some small change not knowing what to do with it. 

ñDown on the ground!ò said your Granddad. The other one threw 

money, while Granddad told him, ñGet lost!ò. The other guy rushed to 

the door, yanked the handle, fled to the courtyard and only his shoes 

slapped as he ran until he disappeared in the darkness. Fearful as God 

knows what, happy to have escaped with his life. And Granddad 

packed his tools of the trade, took the bags and went to the lift. He 

opened the flat as quietly as possible, because everyone was asleep. He 

went to bed.  

 

 

de jupuit porcii ĸi de tŁiat oase.  

 

ķi bunicuô s-a apropiat de golan cu cuŞitul, i l-a pus sub nas ĸi i-

a zis ĂPŁi atunci, hai! ĊncearcŁ numai sŁ pui m©na pe mine, jegosule!ò 

Ce crezi, golanul nu mai ´nŞelegea nimic, ĸi-a ridicat  

m©inile ´n aer ĸi nu ĸtia ce sŁ facŁ. ĂBanii, acumò, a zis bunicuô. ŀla a 

´nceput sŁ tremure, de fricŁ sŁ nu-ĸi ia o ciomŁgealŁ zdravŁnŁ cu 

ditai sat©ruô, ar fi rŁmas fŁrŁ cap, cu siguranŞŁ. Nu ´nŞelegea ce se 

´nt©mplŁ. Peste cine dŁduse? Golanul crezuse cŁ e un om uĸor de 

speriat, un ins oarecare, iar bunicul tŁu sŁrise la el cu o secure fioroasŁ. 

O fi vreun canibal care-ĸi carŁ ´n sacoĸe cadavrele ciop©rŞite? Banditul 

tremura tot, aĸa cŁ a scos de-ndatŁ niĸte mŁrunŞiĸ, nu ĸtia ce sŁ facŁ cu 

el. ĂLa pŁm©nt!ò, a zis bunicul tŁu. ŀla a aruncat banii ´n timp ce 

bunicuô i-a zis Ăķterge-o!ò. Omul s-a repezit spre uĸŁ, a tras zdravŁn de 

clanŞŁ, a ieĸit prin curte ĸi doar paĸii lui ´n fugŁ s-au mai auzit, p©nŁ 

c©nd a dispŁrut ´n ´ntuneric. Speriat ca de nu ĸtiu ce ĸi fericit cŁ scŁpase 

cu viaŞŁ. Iar bunicul ĸi-a ´mpachetat uneltele, a luat sacoĸele ĸi s-a dus 

la lift. A deschis uĸa apartamentului c©t de ´ncet cu putinŞŁ, cŁci toatŁ 

lumea dormea. S-a dus la culcare.  
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And the money? Well, he picked up the money in the morning. 

It was not much, a couple of zlotys. Apparently the other one had not 

yet lined his pockets that night. My Granddad took what  

was there, went to buy cigarettes ï it was enough for two packets of 

Zefir. And the thug? No-one knows. He was scared, thatôs for sure. 

Maybe he even gave up his criminal ways, afraid he would not go 

unharmed for the second time. There were never such incidents again 

at our place. Your Granddad was like that. A true hero, but a quiet and 

an inconspicuous man.ô 

 

 
Translated by Katarzyna Waldegrave. 

 

 

ķi banii? Ei bine, banii i-a cŁpŁtat abia a doua zi dimineaŞŁ. Nu 

erau mulŞi, c©Şiva zloŞi. Banditul nu prea izbutise sŁ-ĸi umple 

buzunarele ´n seara aceea. Bunicul a luat toŞi banii de pe jos, s-a dus 

sŁ-ĸi cumpere ŞigŁri ï erau de ajuns pentru douŁ pachete de Zefir. 

C©t despre golan, nimeni nu ĸtie. Precis cŁ a tras o sperieturŁ. Poate a 

ĸi renunŞat la hoŞie, de fricŁ sŁ n-o pŁŞeascŁ a doua oarŁ. De atunci, 

nimic de felul acesta nu s-a mai ´nt©mplat la noi ´n casŁ. Aĸa fost 

bunicul tŁu. Un erou adevŁrat, dar un om liniĸtit ĸi oarecare.ò 

 

 

 
Traducere Olimpia MŁlai. 
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Jacek Podsiadğo  

 Millennium Drift 

 

 

When death comes, you have to be in the spot it comes to, 

otherwise itôs all for naught. 

With the New Year I resolved to start a new life. 

No more delays. 

No more iniquities. 

No more Martinis on the express train to Krakow, when the 

boredom of the journey is ameliorated by the fine reading of fine 

literature while one is slightly and elegantly inebriated. 

No more reading, thatôs the most important thing. 

I sat down to write one last farewell poem called óFantasy.ô 

Fantasy 

To Fantasia 

I fantasized that one day againé 

I didnôt finish the rest of it because I couldnôt figure out 

anything that rhymed with óagainô besides óa fen,ô to which I took an 

immediate disliking. 

           I fantasized that one day again, we would roll into a fené? 

 

Jacek Podsiadğo  

 Deriva mileniului 

 

 

C©nd vine moartea, trebuie sŁ fii ´n locul ´n care vine, altfel 

totul e ´n zadar. 

De Anul Nou am hotŁr©t sŁ ´ncep o nouŁ viaŞŁ. 

FŁrŁ am©nŁri. 

FŁrŁ ticŁloĸii. 

FŁrŁ Martini ´n expresul cŁtre Cracovia, c©nd citeĸti literaturŁ 

bunŁ ca sŁ uiŞi de plictisul cŁlŁtoriei, ameŞit un pic, at©t c©t sŁ fie de 

bon ton. 

Gata cu cititul, asta e cel mai important. 

M-am aĸezat la masŁ ca sŁ scriu un ultim poem de adio numit 

ĂFantezieò. 

Fantezie. 

Pentru Fantazia 

Am visat cŁ ´ntr-o zi, iar... 

Nu am continuat, pentru cŁ nu mi-am putut da seama ce 

rimeazŁ cu Ăiarò ´n afarŁ de Ăfarò, care mi-a displŁcut din primul 

moment. 

Am visat acea zi iar, c©nd pluteam spre far...? 
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Fantasia and I had never really done much rolling in fens. I 

soaked the paper I had prepared for my one last farewell poem in water 

and used the resulting gloop to seal up the window. 

Which is how óPapier-m©ch® IIô came about. 

I took the gum out of my mouth and used it to cover up the 

peep hole in the door. 

I covered up all the ventilation egresses in the kitchen and the 

bathroom with the first pictures to hand. 

This reminded me of when Letycja, who was still really little at 

the time, on seeing her two grandmothers at once had said, óHorrible 

old egresses.ô 

Outside you could hear the first champagne corks and 

fireworks. I turned off the lights. 

I turned on all the gas taps, lay down on the kitchen table, and 

put a dog chain round my hands, because I didnôt have any rosary 

beads. But I did have a dog, a blind dog named Fantasia. 

No more blind dogs. 

The hiss of the burners diminished, blending pleasantly with 

the echoes of shots and cheers coming in from everywhere. 

When the gunfire and screams reached their apogee, something 

strange happened. 
 

 

Fantazia ĸi cu mine nu am prea avut de-a face cu farurile. Am 

´nmuiat ´n apŁ coala de h©rtie pe care o pregŁtisem pentru ultima mea 

poezie de adio, ĸi am folosit-o pentru a astupa geamul.  

 Aĸa a apŁrut ĂPapier- m©ch® IIò. 

Am scos guma de mestecat din gurŁ ĸi am lipit-o peste vizorul 

de la uĸŁ. 

Am acoperit toate gŁurile de ventilaŞie din baie ĸi bucŁtŁrie cu 

primele fotografii care mi-au cŁzut ´n m©nŁ. 

Asta mi-a adus aminte de LetiŞia, care era ´ncŁ micŁ la acea 

vreme, cum, atunci c©nd i-a vŁzut prima datŁ pe bunicii ei, a spus: 

Ăŝevi bŁtr©ne ĸi ur©teò. 

De afarŁ se auzeau primele dopuri de ĸampanie ĸi artificiile. 

Am stins luminile. 

Am aprins toate ochiurile de la aragaz, m-am ´ntins pe masa de 

bucŁtŁrie ĸi mi-am ´nfŁĸurat ´n jurul m©inilor o lesŁ de c©ine, pentru cŁ 

nu aveam rozariu. Dar aveam un c©ine ´n schimb, un c©ine orb pe 

nume Fantazia. 

Gata cu c©inii orbi. 

S©s©itul ragazului se opri, amestec©ndu-se plŁcut cu ecourile 

petardelor ĸi strigŁtelor de bucurie de peste tot. 

C©nd focurile ĸi strigŁtele au ajuns la apogeu, s-a ´nt©mplat 

ceva ciudat. 
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I cleared my throat. Pensively, I rubbed my chin. I got up, 

turned on the light, and reached for the Christmas edition of the paper.  

In the box with emergency phone numbers I found the number 

for the gas company. Despite the dog chain on my hands, I managed to 

dial it. 

 óIs this the gas emergency service?ô 

 óGas it is.ô 

 óHappy New Year.ô 

óGas men always at the ready.ô 

óI thank God for that. And I actually just lost my gas, Mr 

Gasman.ô 

óWhen?ô 

óJust now, right at midnight, I think.ô 

óYeah, we were expecting that.ô 

óWhat do you mean?ô 

óThe millennium problem.ô 

óThe what problem?ô 

óThe millennium. An omen of the end. Do you have a 

computer?ô 

óNo, I write on a typewriter.ô 

 

Mi-am dres glasul. M-am scŁrpinat pe obraz g©nditor. M-am 

ridicat, am aprins lumina ĸi am luat ediŞia de CrŁciun a ziarului. 

Ċn cutia cu numere de telefon pentru urgenŞe, am gŁsit numŁrul 

companiei de gaze. Ċn ciuda lesei de c©ine din jurul m©inilor, am reuĸit 

sŁ-l formez. 

ð Serviciul de urgenŞŁ al companiei de gaze? 

ð Aici.  

ð La mulŞi ani. 

ð Oamenii de la gaze sunt tot timpul la datorie. 

ð SlavŁ Domnului. De fapt, tocmai mi s-a oprit gazul, 

domnule de la gaze. 

ð C©nd? 

ð Chiar acum, chiar la miezul nopŞii, cred. 

ð Da, ne aĸteptam la asta. 

ð Cum adicŁ? 

ð Problema cu mileniul. 

ð Ce problemŁ? 

ð Cu mileniul. Semnul rŁu al sf©rĸitului. Ai computer? 

ð Nu. Eu scriu la maĸina de scris. 
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óSo go to your typewriter and try to write something. Sorry, the 

other phone is ringing. Happy New Year.ô 

I went to my typewriter and tried to write, Life, and 

Specifically the Death of Angelica de Sanc®. My typewriter wasnôt 

writing ï instead of staying on the paper, the letters flew off into the air 

like a swarm of liberated, feminist flies. 

I put on a CD by Marcel Ponseele, belting out sonatas on the 

oboe and bazooka, and instead of him I got Robert Wyatt singing 

óYolandaô over and over. 

I couldnôt figure out any way to get the CD to stop. From 

then on things seemed to snowball, as they say, out of control. 

There were snowdrops growing in the refrigerator. 

The shower kept cutting out on account of phone calls from 

friends asking how I was feeling this year. The vacuum cleaner threw 

up all its trash and decided to make babies with the hair dryer. When 

you flushed the toilet, the water went up and into some pipes going 

into the ceiling. History books on the third millennium will end with 

the words: óand they pissed into the reservoir.ô 
 

 

ð Atunci du-te la maĸina de scris ĸi ´ncearcŁ sŁ scrii ceva. 

Scuze, sunŁ celŁlalt telefon. La mulŞi ani. 

M-am dus la maĸina de scris ĸi am ´ncercat sŁ scriu ĂViaŞa ĸi, ´n 

special, moartea AngelicŁi de Sanc®ò. Maĸina de scris nu voia sŁ scrie 

ï ´n loc sŁ se aĸeze pe h©rtie, literele zburau ´n aer ca un roi de muĸte 

emancipate, feministe. Am pus un CD de Marcel Ponseele, cu sonate la 

oboi ĸi bazuca dar, ´n loc de asta, l-am auzit pe Robert Wyatt repet©nd 

ĂYolandaò la nesf©rĸit. 

Nu am gŁsit nicio modalitate de a opri CD-ul. Din acel 

moment, lucrurile au luat-o razna ca un bulgŁre de zŁpadŁ care o ia la 

vale ĸi nu mai poate fi oprit. 

Ċn frigider creĸteau ghiocei. 

Duĸul se tot ´ntrerupea din cauza prietenilor care mŁ sunau sŁ 

mŁ ´ntrebe cum mŁ simt ´n noul an. Aspiratorul arunca afarŁ toatŁ 

mizeria ĸi decise sŁ facŁ copii cu uscŁtorul de pŁr. C©nd trŁgeai apa la 

toaletŁ, se ducea ´n sus, prin niĸte Şevi din tavan. CŁrŞile de istorie 

despre mileniul al treilea se vor ´ncheia cu cuvintele: Ăķi au urinat ´n 

rezervorul de la toaletŁ.ò 
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My blind dog Fantasia, whom I fetched from the pound a few 

days later, had got her vision back. Now she could even see the future. 

She would sit there and read and read about our bizarre era in  

the history books. The skiers in the Four Jumps Tournament jumped 

backwards. A disconcerted neighbour complained to me on the steps 

that his wife, who always had been a good woman before, and  

opposed to degeneracy, now wanted to be taken from behind, and only 

from behind. 

óThatôs the world gone topsy-turvy,ô I said, óI was reading 

about it in some book. My shower cut out.ô 

óWho cares about the shower, when your own wife only wants 

to be taken from behind?ô 

óThen take her from behind,ô I shrugged.  

óWhat if I canôt get a hard-on?ô 

óSay it as it is. Iôm planning on dedicating a documentary story 

to these extraordinary days, for future generations, as a warning.ô 

óBut how, ñI canôt get an erection,ò like that?ô 

óMaybe you just drank too much, for New Yearôs Eve and 

everything?ô 
 

 

C©inele meu orb, Fantazia, pe care, dupŁ c©teva zile l-am 

pescuit din lac, ´ĸi recŁpŁtase vederea. Acum putea chiar sŁ prevadŁ 

viitorul. StŁtea acolo ĸi citea ´ntruna din cŁrŞile de istorie despre  

 

epoca noastrŁ bizarŁ. Schiorii care participau la Campionatul de Schi 

sŁreau ´napoi. Un vecin nedumerit mi se pl©nse pe trepte cŁ soŞia lui, 

care ´ntotdeauna fusese o femeie de treabŁ p©nŁ atunci ĸi care era 

´mpotriva obiceiurilor perverse, acum voia sŁ fie luatŁ numai pe la 

spate. 

ð S-a ´ntors lumea cu fundu-n sus, am zis, citeam despre asta 

´ntr-o carte. S-a oprit duĸul. 

ð Cui ´i pasŁ de duĸ, c©nd nevastŁ-ta vrea sŁ fie luatŁ doar pe 

la spate? 

ð Atunci ia-o pe la spate, am dat eu din umeri. 

ð ķi dacŁ nu mi se scoalŁ? 

ðSpune-i ĸi gata. Am de g©nd sŁ dedic o poveste documentarŁ 

acestor zile extraordinare, ca avertisment pentru generaŞiile viitoare. 

ð Dar cum sŁ-i zic: ĂNu am erecŞieò, pur ĸi simplu? 

ð Poate ai bŁut prea mult de Anul Nou, ce ĸtiu eu. 
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óNo. I just got back from the sex doctor in Warsaw. The 

problem I have is a millennium problem, thatôs what he said. Are you 

doing okay with those kinds of things?ô 

All because of those zeros that suddenly started ending the 

dates. After every thought and every action there now stands a puffed-

up, unavoidable zero. Shoes whose soles have snow melting on them 

leave a new zero on the floor at every step. A zero takes up the whole 

bed when I want to go to sleep, an elongated zero looks out at me in 

the mornings from the mirror while I shave. I have trouble getting to 

sleep, and I donôt feel like shaving, honestly Iôm  

shaving in spite of myself. Iôm trying to read the future in the new eyes 

of my old dog, round like two zeros. 

 

 
Translated by Jennifer Croft. 

 

 

ð Nu. Tocmai am fost la un doctor sexolog din Varĸovia. 

Problema mea este o problemŁ a mileniului, asta mi-a zis. Tu te 

descurci bine cu chestia asta? 

ķi toate astea din cauza zerourilor care au ´nceput sŁ aparŁ la 

finalul datelor. DupŁ fiecare g©nd ĸi fiecare acŞiune, stŁ acum un zero 

umflat ´n pene, imposibil de evitat. Pantofii cu zŁpada topindu- 

se pe tŁlpi lasŁ pe podea c©te un nou zero la fiecare pas. Un zero ocupŁ 

tot patul c©nd vreau sŁ mŁ duc la culcare, un zero alungit se uitŁ la 

mine din oglindŁ dimineaŞa c©nd mŁ bŁrbieresc. Nu pot sŁ adorm ĸi nu 

am chef sŁ mŁ bŁrbieresc, zŁu aĸa, mŁ bŁrbieresc  

´mpotriva voinŞei mele. Ċncerc sŁ citesc viitorul ´n ochii noi ai c©inelui 

meu bŁtr©n, ochi rotunzi, ca douŁ zerouri. 

 

 
Traducere Gabriela AlamŁ. 
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GraŨyna Tatarska  

Cupid in Praga 

 

 

In Warsawôs Praga, Mayôs run riot with the scent of lilac. 

Long-legged girls soar in the colours of the morningé 

 

You sit glumly at the bus stop ï the bus wheels squirt mud. 

You get up, wave your fists and then you see heré 

 

You chase the overcrowded bus with Cupidôs arrow. 

Sinful thoughts hone in on the girlôs legs. 

 

Let speech recover words, the poem retrieve its message. 

 

Someone has darted off in frills, in ribbons, into this Mayé 

In a muddy bus in Groch·wska Street in the morning. 

 

 
Translated by Stefan Bodlewski. 

 

 

GraŨyna Tatarska  

Cupidon la Praga 

 

 

Ċn Praga Varĸoviei, gŁlŁgia lunii mai adie a miros de liliac. 

Fete cu picioare prelungi plutesc ´n sus ´n culorile dimineŞiié 

 

AĸtepŞi posac ´n staŞia de autobuz ï roŞile autobuzului ´mproaĸcŁ noroi. 

Te ridici, ´Şi agiŞi pumnii ĸi atunci o vezi pe eaé 

 

V©nezi autobuzul arhiplin cu sŁgeŞile lui Cupidon. 

G©nduri pŁcŁtoase despre picioarele ei roiesc ´n mintea ta. 

 

LasŁ graiul sŁ-ĸi recapete cuvintele, poezia sŁ-ĸi regŁseascŁ mesajul. 

 

Cineva a Ş©ĸnit ´n volane ĸi panglici ´n acest maié 

DimineaŞa, ´ntr-un autobuz murdar, pe strada Groch·wska. 

 

 
Traducere MŁdŁlina Voicu.  
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Joanna Szczepkowska  

Mid Air 
 

 

A man in torn but glossy boots 

leans over the dustbin. In his arms 

a violin and bow, but I canôt know 

if he takes them out or does he throw 

them in? Canôt pluck the courage up 

to turn around and check whatôs so 

I pass by on the other side and wait 

for his street debut. Just silence till 

in a moment thereôs a special, late 

komponenta of sound: a knock  

of wood, a vanishing of boots, 

a sigh as they go ï a fact in it 

that this contemporary music  

doesnôt know a limit. 

 

 
Translated by Karolina Maslarz. 

 

Joanna Szczepkowska  

 Ċn aĸteptare 
 

 

Un bŁrbat cu ghete rupte dar lustruite 

se apleacŁ peste coĸul de gunoi. Ċn m©ini ï  

o vioarŁ ĸi-un arcuĸ ï dar nu-mi dau seama 

dacŁ le scoate sau poate le aruncŁ 

´nŁuntru? Nu am curaj 

sŁ mŁ ´ntorc ĸi sŁ vŁd ce se ´nt©mplŁ aĸa cŁ 

trec pe celŁlalt trotuar ĸi aĸtept 

sŁ-ĸi facŁ debutul pe stradŁ. E liniĸte p©nŁ 

la un moment dat, c©nd se aude komponenta 

specialŁ ĸi ´nt©rziatŁ a unui sunet: o bŁtaie  

´n lemn, dispariŞia ghetelor, 

oftatul la plecarea lor ï ĸi de-aici, ideea cŁ 

aceastŁ muzicŁ contemporanŁ 

nu cunoaĸte limite. 

 

 
Traducere Raluca Rontea. 
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Leszek Engelking  

The Christmas Tree 

 

 

I have lived a solitary life and the management at work, 

knowing this, send me on business trips at the most inconvenient times 

of year. Especially one memorable Christmas when the freezing cold, 

biting wind, and blizzard-like snow made it extremely hard to walk 

outside. Just think, all those irritating bustling crowds out there, while 

in here ï a whole comfortable compartment for myself! 

The train set off on time, but not at its usual speed ï snailing 

forward for hours, slowing down, and then it came to a complete 

standstill at the third station. No one knew what was going on. Then 

the loudspeakers announced it would be delayed until further notice. 

The conductor told us the tracks were covered with thick snow. We 

wouldnôt be moving again for several hours. 

I left the train and headed for the station to buy some papers 

and find a bite to eat. I was thinking of going to a hotel, too, cursing 

under my breath the weather, state railways, Christmas, my employers, 

and the whole world.  
 

 

Leszek Engelking  

 Pomul de CrŁciun 

 

 

Am dus o viaŞŁ solitarŁ, iar ĸefii mei, ĸtiind asta, m-au trimis ´n 

cŁlŁtorii de afaceri ´n cele mai nepotrivite perioade ale anului. Mi-aduc 

aminte ´n mod special de un CrŁciun memorabil, c©nd gerul nŁprasnic, 

v©ntul ĸfichiuitor ĸi zŁpada viscolitŁ fŁceau mersul extrem de dificil. 

ImaginaŞi-vŁ, numai, ́ mbulzeala enervantŁ a mulŞimii, acolo, afarŁ, ´n 

timp ce aici ï un ´ntreg compartiment confortabil doar pentru mine! 

 Trenul a plecat la timp, dar nu cu viteza obiĸnuitŁ ï ĸerpuind 

ore ´ntregi, ´ncetinind ĸi apoi oprindu-se de tot la a treia garŁ. Nimeni 

nu ĸtia ce se ´nt©mplŁ. Difuzoarele au anunŞat apoi cŁ va fi am©nat 

p©nŁ la ´nĸtiinŞŁri ulterioare. Controlorul ne-a spus cŁ ĸinele erau 

acoperite cu un strat gros de zŁpadŁ. Nu ne vom pune ´n miĸcare c©teva 

ore bune. 

 Am pŁrŁsit trenul ĸi m-am ´ndreptat cŁtre garŁ ca sŁ cumpŁr 

niĸte ziare ĸi sŁ gŁsesc ceva de m©ncare. MŁ g©ndeam sŁ mŁ duc chiar 

la un hotel, blestem©nd ´n barbŁ vremea, cŁile ferate de stat, CrŁciunul, 

patronii mei ĸi ´ntreaga lume. 
 

 
 



New Europe Writers: Povestiri din Varĸovia ð Warsaw Tales, in Romanian, Polish and English. 

   53 

                                                                        
                                                                                                          

                                                          
 

   CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS 
            %ÄÉÔÕÒÁ ÐÅÎÔÒÕ ,ÉÔÅÒÁÔÕÒá #ÏÎÔÅÍÐÏÒÁÎá 

 

 

 

The Station Caf® was a ramshackle and run-down place. Even 

so, I ordered a bowl of flaki and a flat mineral water. I fancied  

a shot of vodka, but there was none to be had. While eating I heard a 

strange glassy noise and, turning around, observed a bulky male  

figure swaying and clambering through the doorway. He was carrying 

a fully-decorated Christmas tree. Behind him trailed a chord with a 

plug. He glared drunkenly in my direction and veered dangerously 

close to my table before regaining his balance. óThe missus kicked me 

out,ô he announced with a tone of self-pity. óSaid Iôd been boozing. So 

what if I had? Christmas Eve, isnôt it? Correct me if Iôm wrong?ô 

Smiling, he glanced at the tree and continued: óI bought it, 

decorated it, and took it with me. Why should I leave it for that hag?ô 

He gave the tree an appraising look and then blinked with pride and 

contentment. óCute tree, ha?ô 

óYep, nice to look atô I agreed. 

He plunked himself down heavily in the chair opposite me and 

leaned the tree on the edge of the table. óAnd you, what, traveling 

somewhere?ô 
 

 

Cafeneaua gŁrii era un loc dŁrŁpŁnat ĸi ca vai de lume. Chiar ĸi 

aĸa, am comandat un bol cu flaki ĸi o apŁ platŁ. Aĸ fi dorit o 

duĸcŁ de votcŁ, dar nu aveam de unde sŁ iau una. Ċn timp ce m©ncam, 

am auzit un clinchet ciudat de sticle ĸi, ´ntorc©ndu-mŁ, am 

vŁzut intr©nd un bŁrbat mŁtŁhŁlos care se bŁlŁngŁnea c©nd ridica 

picioarele. CŁra un pom de CrŁciun ´mpodobit cu de toate. TrŁgea dupŁ 

el un cordon cu ĸtecher.  S-a uitat ameŞit ´nspre mine ĸi ĸi-a 

schimbat direcŞia ameninŞŁtor de aproape de masa mea, ´nainte de a-ĸi 

recŁpŁta echilibrul.  

ð M-a dat nevastŁ-mea afarŁ, a anunŞat el cu un ton de 

vŁicŁrealŁ. A spus cŁ am tras la mŁsea. ķi dacŁ am fŁcut-o, ce? E 

ajunul CrŁciunului, nu? Spune-mi dacŁ greĸesc. 

 Z©mbind, s-a uitat la brad ĸi a continuat: 

ð L-am cumpŁrat, l-am decorat ĸi l-am luat cu mine. De ce sŁ-l 

las baborniŞei? 

 A aruncat o privire apreciativŁ bradului, apoi mi-a fŁcut cu 

ochiul plin de m©ndrie ĸi satisfacŞie. 

ð DrŁguŞ brad, ha? 

ð Ċh´, chiar frumos, am aprobat eu. 

ķi-a dat drumul ´n scaunul de vizavi de mine ĸi a sprijinit 

bradul de marginea mesei. 

 ð ķi... care-i treaba cu mata, cŁlŁtoreĸti undeva? 
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I nodded. 

óNot going anywhere today ï thatôs for sure,ô he sighed. óAll 

trains are at a standstill. Hopeless situation. No spending Christmas 

Eve at home tonight. Not a chance. Married?ô 

 óNo,ô I murmured. 

óNot going anywhere today ï thatôs for sure,ô he sighed. óAll 

trains are at a standstill. Hopeless situation. No spending Christmas 

Eve at home tonight. Not a chance. Married?ô 

 óNo,ô I murmured. 

 óWell, perhaps youôre better off for that,ô he said. óLetôs get out 

of here,ô he suddenly suggested. óNo point in sitting here.ô He stood up 

and stumped the tree on the ground like some character in a Christmas 

play calling for attention. 

óWhy not?ô I thought. óNothing better to do.ô  

At the information desk in the station a bored and irritated 

woman told me she knew nothing and that I should count myself lucky 

as many trains were stuck in the middle of the countryside. I got 

receipt for my baggage and left the station.  

The man with the tree marched ahead of me, preoccupied with 

his role as guide. Taking the public footbridge we came to a street with 

no traffic. It was getting dark and many of the street lights were on, as 

well as brightly lit advertisements above the shops, caf®s, and 

restaurants. Snowflakes swirling in the light took on the dazzling  

 

 

Am ´ncuviinŞat din cap. 

ð Nu mai pleci nicŁieri azi, cu siguranŞŁ, a oftat el. Toate 

trenurile sunt oprite. FŁrŁ speranŞŁ. Nu mai petreci Ajunul CrŁciunului 

acasŁ disearŁ. Nicio ĸansŁ. Ċnsurat? 

ð Nu, am murmurat eu. 

ð Mai bine, spuse. Hai s-o ĸtergem de aici, a sugerat el brusc. 

N-are rost sŁ stŁm aici. S-a ridicat ĸi a ´nfipt bradul ´n pŁm©nt ca un 

personaj dintr-o piesŁ de CrŁciun ce solicitŁ atenŞia publicului. 

 ð De ce nu? am g©ndit eu. Oricum nu am nimic mai bun de 

fŁcut. 

La biroul de informaŞii din garŁ o femeie plictisitŁ ĸi agasatŁ 

mi-a spus cŁ nu ĸtie nimic ĸi cŁ ar trebui sŁ mŁ consider norocos, av©nd 

´n vedere cŁ multe trenuri sunt blocate ´n plin c©mp. Am luat bon 

pentru bagaj ĸi am pŁrŁsit gara. 

 Omul cu bradul mergea ´n faŞa mea, absorbit de rolul lui de 

ghid. Merg©nd pe pasarelŁ, am ajuns pe o stradŁ necirculatŁ. Se lŁsa 

´ntunericul ĸi multe din luminile stradale erau aprinse, la fel ca ĸi 

reclamele strŁlucitoare de deasupra magazinelor, cafenelelor ĸi 

restaurantelor. Fulgii ce pluteau ´n lumina felinarelor au cŁpŁtat  
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colors of a huge Christmas tree. There was hardly anyone around, even 

though the shops were still open. 

I thought the man would lead me straight to the nearest bar, but 

he just ambled on. We crossed a vast market place and then turned into 

a steep street. After a few meters my guide shoved open the door to a 

place that struck me as the worst kind of brawl bar. We were instantly 

enveloped in a warm fog of beer. 

The locals seemed to know him fairly well as they greeted him 

from behind their tables. Their remarks didnôt strike me as all that 

funny or congenial. 

óYouôre late,ô laughed one of them. óNo oneôs going exchange 

your tree for a bottle of vodka at this hour, mate.ô óWhat square did 

you pinch that from, cobba?ô asked another. óTake the decoôs off the 

tree and put óem on, Sunshine! You might pick up some chick!ô 

I ordered two shots of vodka and some eggs and herring to  

go with the vodka. óRemember,ô said the man behind the counter. óWe 

close early today, within the hour.ô 

When my guide had skulled his big shot of vodka, his face brightened 

with joy. Then he tucked into his herring; heôd obviously developed a 

taste for it. I ordered a second round and we drank some more. The 

monotonous drone of the surrounding conversations was slowly 

sending me into a state of blissfull half sleep and I started imagining 

 

culorile orbitoare ale unui uriaĸ pom de CrŁciun. Abia dacŁ vedeai pe 

cineva pe stradŁ, chiar dacŁ magazinele erau ´ncŁ deschise. 

Am crezut cŁ omul mŁ va duce ´n cel mai apropiat bar, dar el 

mergea la ´nt©mplare. Am traversat o imensŁ piaŞŁ ĸi apoi am intrat pe 

o stradŁ lŁturalnicŁ. DupŁ c©Şiva metri, prietenul meu a tr©ntit de perete 

uĸa unei clŁdiri, care mi s-a pŁrut a fi un bar dintre cele mai nefericite. 

Am fost ´nvŁluiŞi imediat ´n aburi de bere.  

 Localnicii pŁreau sŁ ´l ĸtie destul de bine ĸi-l salutau de la 

mesele lor. Replicile lor nu mi s-au pŁrut nici amuzante, nici 

binevoitoare. 

ð Cam t©rziu, a r©s unul din ei. Nimeni nu-Şi mai schimbŁ 

bradul pentru o sticlŁ de votcŁ la ora asta, colega. De pe unde l-ai mai 

cules pe Łsta, amice? a ´ntrebat un altul. DŁ decoraŞiunile jos din brad 

ĸi pune-le pe tine, RazŁ de soare! Poate agŁŞi ĸi tu vreo tipŁ! 

 Am comandat douŁ r©nduri de votcŁ ĸi niĸte ouŁ ĸi hering, ca sŁ 

alunece pe g©t bŁutura.  

 ð Nu uita, a spus bŁrbatul de dupŁ tejghea. Ċnchidem mai 

devreme azi, cam ´ntr-o orŁ. 

 DupŁ ce ghidul meu a dat peste cap suta lui de votcŁ, faŞa i s-a 

luminat de bucurie. Apoi s-a repezit la heringul lui; l-a m©ncat cu 

poftŁ. Am comandat al doilea r©nd ĸi am mai bŁut. ZumzŁitul monoton 

al conversaŞiilor din jur mai cŁ mŁ adormea, ĸi am ´nceput sŁ-mi  
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fields with coppices.  

After an hour or so, we left, much to the delight of the 

proprietor and staff. We found ourselves swaying in the dark street, but 

we managed to stay on our feet. It was still snowing hard.  

óI must find a place to sleep,ô I said. óDo you know if thereôs a 

hotel nearby? I thought I saw one near the Station.ô The man swayed a 

bit and waved his hand for me to follow him. Since we  

were retracing our steps, I didnôt question him. The sound of Christmas 

carols emerged from the snug family homes along the way.  

After trudging through the thick snow for some time, I asked, 

óWhere are we going?ô 

óThereôs a hall behind the bus station. I used to work in there. 

Nothing now. Just an empty place but warm, ócos there are pipes with 

hot water that go along the walls. I sometimes sleep in there when my 

old hag drives me mad. There are some blankets andéô 

I hesitated for a moment. óCome on! Iôve got some booze in 

there. Left for rainy days,ô he urged. Not very convincing, but on the 

other hand, I didnôt want to be lost in an unknown town.  
 

imaginez c©mpuri cu dumbrŁvi. 

DupŁ vreo orŁ, am plecat, spre bucuria proprietarului ĸi a 

personalului. Ne-am trezit clŁtin©ndu-ne pe stradŁ, dar am reuĸit sŁ ne 

Şinem pe picioare. ĊncŁ mai ningea tare. 

ð Trebuie sŁ ´mi caut un loc unde sŁ dorm, am spus eu. ķtii 

vreun hotel prin apropiere? Cred cŁ am vŁzut unul pe l©ngŁ garŁ. Omul 

s-a clŁtinat un pic ĸi mi-a fŁcut semn cu m©na sŁ ´l urmez. De vreme ce 

ne ´ntorceam pe unde am venit, nu am pus la ´ndoialŁ unde mergea. 

Sunetul colindelor de CrŁciun se auzea din casele ´mbietoare. 

DupŁ ce ne-am t©r©t ceva vreme picioarele prin zŁpada mare, l-

am ´ntrebat: 

ð Unde mergem? 

 ð ķtiu o halŁ ´n spatele staŞiei de autobuz. Mergeam la lucru 

aici. Acum nu mai e nimic. Doar un loc gol, dar cald, finôcŁ sunt Şevi 

cu apŁ caldŁ de-a lungul pereŞilor. Uneori dorm acolo, c©nd baba mea 

mŁ scoate din sŁrite. Sunt niĸte pŁturi ĸi... 

 Am ezitat pentru o clipŁ. 

 ð Hai! Am ĸi niĸte bŁuturicŁ acolo. Pentru zile negre, m-a 

´ndemnat el. Nu era prea convingŁtor, dar, pe de altŁ parte, nu prea 

aveam chef sŁ mŁ rŁtŁcesc ´ntr-un oraĸ necunoscut. 
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Soon the dull, red brick hall appeared in front of us. My guide 

opened a little side door and we entered. My eyes had almost adapted 

to the dark when I was momentarily blinded by colorful lights of the 

Christmas tree. Heôd placed it on a huge box and just plugged it in. He 

leaned over and searched for something among a pile of empty boxes.  

 óThere it is!ô he cried happily, holding the bottle above his 

head in a gesture of triumph. óAinôt any glasses here; it goes down 

better straight from the bottle anyway.ô I took a cautious sip from  

the bottle scanning it in vain for a label. It tasted like typical 

moonshine.  

óWhy be so modest?ô asked my companion as he took a bold 

quaff, his eyes glittering in the weak light of the tree. Those tiny 

lanterns were not strong enough to light such a vast space. I found 

myself depending on my hearing to penetrate the dark, but there were 

only the approving sighs and grunts of my companion to interrupt the 

silence. Closing my eyes, I enjoyed the dance of colorful spots under 

my lids.  

           Then I heard a squeaking sound and turned toward a little 

doorway. There I made out two silhouettes in the carnival ï two gypsy 

women in brightly colored dresses studded with sequins and little 

mirrors. 

 

Cur©nd, hala ponositŁ din cŁrŁmidŁ roĸie a apŁrut ´n faŞa noastrŁ. 

Ghidul meu a deschis o uĸiŞŁ lateralŁ ĸi am intrat. Abia se adaptaserŁ 

ochii cu ´ntunericul, c©nd am fost orbit pentru o clipŁ de luminile 

colorate ale bradului de CrŁciun. L-a aĸezat peste o cutie mai mare ĸi l-

a ĸi bŁgat ´n prizŁ. S-a aplecat sŁ caute ceva ´ntr-o grŁmadŁ de cutii 

goale. 

ð Iat-o! a strigat el fericit, ridic©nd sticla deasupra capului ´ntr-

un gest de triumf. Nu am pahare: oricum alunecŁ pe g©tlej mai bine 

direct din sticlŁ. 

 Am luat precaut o micŁ ´nghiŞiturŁ din sticlŁ, uit©ndu-mŁ ´n 

zadar dupŁ vreo etichetŁ. Avea gustul tipic de bŁuturŁ contrafŁcutŁ. 

            ð De ce aĸa de puŞin? a ´ntrebat tovarŁĸul meu ´n timp ce 

trŁgea o duĸcŁ zdravŁnŁ, ochii strŁlucindu-i ´n lumina slabŁ ce venea 

de la brad. LuminiŞele lui erau prea slabe pentru un spaŞiu at©t de vast. 

M-am trezit ascult©nd ´ntunericul, ´nsŁ doar oftatul ĸi mormŁitul de 

aprobare ale camaradului meu ´ntrerupeau liniĸtea. Ċnchiz©nd ochii, mŁ 

bucuram de petele de culoare de sub pleoape.   

           Apoi am auzit un chiŞŁit ĸi m-am ´ntors cŁtre mica uĸŁ de la 

intrare. Acolo am identificat douŁ siluete ´mbrŁcate ca la carnaval ï 

douŁ ŞigŁnci ´n rochii aprins colorate, cu paiete ĸi mici oglinjoare. 

 

 
 



New Europe Writers: Povestiri din Varĸovia ð Warsaw Tales, in Romanian, Polish and English. 

   58 

                                                                        
                                                                                                          

                                                          
 

   CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS 
            %ÄÉÔÕÒÁ ÐÅÎÔÒÕ ,ÉÔÅÒÁÔÕÒá #ÏÎÔÅÍÐÏÒÁÎá 

 

 

 

óDah, itôs so cold outside,ô said the older one. óMind if we crash 

down in here for a while?ô The younger one, who may not have even 

been eighteen, just smiled gently, saying nothing. 

My companion said nothing, merely waving the bottle and 

passing it to the older woman. She took a healthy swig and gave the 

bottle to the younger one. The girl took a sip and sat near me. I took a 

swig too and forgot about the label. 

 óSo you sit here all alone?ô asked the older one. Then she gave 

a promising smile to my companion and encouraged him to follow her 

into the dark. My guide was quite plastered by this time  

but he got up and they both disappeared from sight. For a moment I 

heard their giggling, but then all went quiet. 

I put my arm around the girl and cuddled her. She did not 

protest. I explored her fine arms and slim but shapely tail and touched 

her thick, soft hair. We lay on the Styrofoam óbedô and it seemed that 

the time reeled around and rejuvenated us. The Christmas tree was still 

there but now it looked like a bird about to take flight.  

Iôve no idea why I whispered a word I did not know: 

óYggdrasil!ô 

óHow do you know my name?ô she asked. 

Somewhere in the distance, or maybe in my veins, a train went past. 

Time was vibrating brightly like fire. 
 

 

ð Brr, ce frig e afarŁ! a spus cea mai ´n v©rstŁ. VŁ deranjeazŁ 

dacŁ stŁm un pic aici? 

Cea t©nŁrŁ, care nu cred sŁ fi avut nici mŁcar optsprezece ani, 

doar a z©mbit uĸor, fŁrŁ sŁ spunŁ nimic. 

TovarŁĸul meu n-a zis nimic, i-a dat sticla femeii mai ´n v©rstŁ. 

Ea a tras o duĸcŁ zdravŁnŁ ĸi a pasat sticla tinerei. Fata a luat o 

´nghiŞiturŁ ĸi s-a aĸezat l©ngŁ mine. Am tras ĸi eu o duĸcŁ, uit©nd de 

eticheta sticlei. 

 ð ķi staŞi aici aĸa, singurei? a ´ntrebat cea mai ´n v©rstŁ. Apoi 

i-a z©mbit cu sub´nŞeles tovarŁĸului meu, ´ncuraj©ndu-l sŁ o ´nsoŞeascŁ 

´n ´ntuneric. Ghidul meu, deĸi cherchelit, s-a ridicat, ĸi am©ndoi au 

dispŁrut din c©mpul nostru de vizibilitate. I-am auzit chicotind o 

vreme, apoi s-a fŁcut liniĸte.  

Mi-am pus braŞul ´n jurul fetei ĸi am str©ns-o l©ngŁ mine. N-a 

protestat. I-am explorat braŞele fine, coada subŞire dar graŞioasŁ, i-am 

atins pŁrul des ĸi moale. Ne-am ´ntins pe Ăpatulô de plastic, ĸi pŁrea cŁ 

ne-am ´ntors ´n timp ĸi am re´ntinerit. Pomul de CrŁciun era ´ncŁ acolo, 

dar pŁrea acum o pasŁre pe cale sŁ-ĸi ia zborul. 

Nu am nici cea mai vagŁ idee de ce am rostit un cuv©nt pe care 

nu ´l ĸtiam: ĂYggdrasil!ò 

ð Cum de ´mi ĸtii numele? 

Undeva ´n depŁrtare, sau poate prin vinele mele, a trecut un tren. 

Timpul vibra strŁlucitor precum focul. 
 



New Europe Writers: Povestiri din Varĸovia ð Warsaw Tales, in Romanian, Polish and English. 

   59 

                                                                        
                                                                                                          

                                                          
 

   CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS 
            %ÄÉÔÕÒÁ ÐÅÎÔÒÕ ,ÉÔÅÒÁÔÕÒá #ÏÎÔÅÍÐÏÒÁÎá 

 

 

 

When I woke up in the morning, I was alone. The tree had 

vanished. My clothes were all right where Iôd left them, and my  

wallet, happily, was there too. Without checking to see if anyone else 

was in the hall, I gathered up my things and left. Outside it was warmer 

now. The snow on the pavement was melting under a bright sun.  

I easily found the railway station again. Inquiring at the 

information desk I learned my train had left some time ago but that 

another would arrive in a few minutes ï the only one to run on  

Christmas day. Good timing for a change, I thought. I ducked into the 

toilet to freshen up then collected my suitcase and headed for my 

platform. I meant to buy something to eat but all the cafes and shops 

were closed. Nobody was waiting for the train. Just then it was 

announced. It was on time.  

The carriages were almost empty. I sat comfortably in a lonely 

compartment and looked through the window. I saw the hall where I 

had stayed last night. I saw a star at its roof. óA reminder of 

communismô, I thought, óAnd fancy that, nobodyôs thought to remove 

it!ô    

 

 
Translated by Stefan Bodlewski. 

 

 

C©nd m-am trezit dimineaŞŁ, eram singur. Bradul dispŁruse. 

Hainele ´mi erau acolo unde le lŁsasem, iar portofelul, din fericire, era 

tot acolo. FŁrŁ sŁ mai verific dacŁ mai era cineva ´n halŁ, mi-am str©ns 

lucrurile ĸi-am plecat. AfarŁ era mai cald acum. ZŁpada de pe trotuar 

se topea ´n soarele strŁlucitor. 

Am gŁsit gara cu uĸurinŞŁ din nou. Interes©ndu-mŁ la biroul de 

informaŞii, am aflat cŁ trenul ´mi plecase cu ceva timp ´n urmŁ, dar cŁ 

un altul va sosi ´n c©teva minute ï singurul care mergea ´n ziua de 

CrŁciun. Era momentul potrivit pentru schimbare, g©ndii eu. M-am dus 

la baie sŁ mŁ ´nviorez, apoi mi-am recuperat valiza ĸi m-am ´ndreptat 

cŁtre peron. Am vrut sŁ-mi iau ceva de m©ncare, dar toate cafenelele ĸi 

magazinele erau ´nchise. Nimeni nu aĸtepta trenul. Chiar atunci a fost 

anunŞat. A sosit la timp. 

Vagoanele erau aproape goale. M-am instalat confortabil ´ntr-

un compartiment gol ĸi am privit pe fereastrŁ. Am vŁzut hala unde am 

stat asearŁ. Am vŁzut o stea pe acoperiĸul ei. ĂO rŁmŁĸiŞŁ a 

comunismuluiò, mi-am spus eu ´n g©nd. ĂCiudat cŁ nimeni nu s-a 

g©ndit sŁ o scoatŁ!ò 

 

 
Traducere CŁtŁlina Proca. 
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Karen Kovacik  

 Plan Miasta Warszawy 

 

 

Your Kino Moscow gleams like a pink dish 

with the films of Clint Eastwood and French farce. 

I feel like an umbrella in for repair. 

Iôd rather be a telescope, to see past 

the scrim of things American, 

to smell past pickles, smoke, and grief 

and understand the idiom of uprisings. 

 

You are the map that exists and the ones that have disappeared. 

You are the cigarette that makes the slow bus come.  

Iôm a thin glass of oolong, lucky in lust, 

in this province of lip and teeth 

where syllables squeak like sugar 

and our hands are always hot 

and my marriage dies on double beds of cake. 

 

You are a museum of ailing clocks, 

you are streets named Barley, Gold, and Starch. 
 

 

Karen Kovacik  

Harta oraĸului Varĸovia 

 

 

Cinematograful tŁu moscovit luceĸte ca un bol roz 

de filmele lui Clint Eastwood ĸi farsa francezŁ. 

MŁ simt ca o umbrelŁ adusŁ la reparat. 

Aĸ prefera sŁ fiu un telescop, sŁ vŁd dincolo  

de vŁlul americanismelor, 

sŁ miros ĸi altceva ´n afarŁ de murŁturi, fum ĸi m©hnire, 

ĸi sŁ ´nŞeleg dialectul rŁscoalelor. 

 

Eĸti at©t harta ce ´ncŁ dŁinuie, c©t ĸi cele care au dispŁrut. 

Eĸti Şigara ce face ca autobuzul sŁ vinŁ mai repede. 

Sunt o ceĸcuŞŁ de ceai oolong, norocoasŁ ´n dorinŞŁ, 

´n astŁ provincie de buzŁ ĸi dinŞi 

unde silabele sc©rŞ©ie ca zahŁrul 

iar m©inile noastre ard mereu 

iar cŁsnicia mea se stinge pe straturi duble de tort. 

 

Eĸti un muzeu de ceasuri suferinde, 

eĸti strŁzi numite Orz, Aur ĸi Amidon. 
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I watch a man on a train eat a tomato 

like an apple. He keeps checking his pockets 

for spies. Why so nervous? I wonder. 

 

 

He licks his fingers and whispers: 

óThe Jews, theyôre everywhere.ô 

 

You are the church and the candles in the church, 

the bank and the money, the book and the words. 

I avoid talk. My bangs are trimmed 

by the centimeter. The hives look like dollhouses 

and J·zek feeds me raw honey. 

Although Iôm afraid, I watch and taste. 

 

 
Written in English by the author. 

 

 

Privesc un bŁrbat ´n tren, mŁn©ncŁ o roĸie 

ca pe un mŁr. Ċĸi tot umblŁ la buzunare, 

cŁut©ndu-se de spioni. De ce e at©t de nervos? mŁ ´ntreb. 

 

 

Ċĸi linge degetele ĸi ĸopteĸte: 

ĂEvreii, sunt peste tot.ò 

 

Eĸti biserica ĸi lum©nŁrile din ea, 

banca ĸi banii, cartea ĸi cuvintele. 

Evit sŁ vorbesc. Am bretonul tuns  

la centimetru. Stupii par case de pŁpuĸi 

iar Jozek mŁ hrŁneĸte cu miere crudŁ. 

Deĸi mi-e fricŁ, privesc ĸi gust. 

 

 
Traducere Iulian Arabagiu. 
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Hatif Janabi  

 The New World 

 

 

On New World Street, in its usual labour pains, where vigilant 

lenses observe naked truths, where the cameras of the day have no time 

for reflection, I saw door handles shaped like lions and shut doors 

staring from the balcony of the old world. I touched them with the 

lightness of a shy expert, and when I stared at the hidden reliefs, I 

found, carved in bronze, the names of lovers who died defending the 

city and, in another corner, names of authors and artists who passed 

away long ago.  

On New World Street I sipped coffee and watched two lovers 

whisper to each other, and from the end of a hall crowded with 

expressionist paintings, a famous local song blared. 

 

 

 
Written in English by the author. 

 

 

Hatif Janabi  

 Lumea NouŁ 

 

 

Pe strada Lumea NouŁ, lentilele vigilente surprind adevŁruri 

dincolo de aparenŞe, aparatele de fotografiat n-au timp sŁ reflecte, am 

vŁzut clanŞe ´n formŁ de cap de leu ĸi uĸi ferecate zg©indu-se de la 

balcoanele lumii vechi, mereu ´n chinurile facerii. Le-am atins cu m©na 

uĸoarŁ a unui expert sfios ĸi, c©nd mi-am pironit ochii pe reliefurile 

ascunse, am descoperit, sculptate ´n bronz, numele ´ndrŁgostiŞilor care 

au murit apŁr©nd oraĸul, iar ´ntr-un alt colŞ, numele autorilor ĸi 

artiĸtilor care au pierit cu mult timp ´n urmŁ. 

Pe strada Lumea NouŁ mi-am sorbit cafeaua ĸi am privit doi 

´ndrŁgostiŞi ĸoptindu-ĸi unul altuia, iar de la capŁtul unei sŁli ticsite de 

picturi impresioniste, a izbucnit, dintr-odatŁ, un vestit c©ntec 

tradiŞional. 

 

 
Traducere Raluca Conescu. 
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James G. Coon  

 The Man Upstairs 

 

 

The man living upstairs from me has been renovating his 

apartment for nine years, maybe longer, they tell me. No one knows 

for sure. The previous occupant of my apartment died (old age, they 

say). I have been living here for the past two years and can personally 

vouch for renovation activity during that period of time. Every so 

often, Pan Dupek, as I have christened him, gives in to a perverse 

craving for loud banging noises. This can happen at any time of the 

day or night. 

One nail at a time, by God. 

Home was not rebuilt in a day! 

Bang! Bang! Bang! 

Then his dementia goes into remission, and the banging stops. 

His wife slipper-shuffles for a while and the dog goes tippitty-tappitty 

for a couple of laps around Chez Dupek, then it is quiet again. This is 

the normal routine, but from time to time he tries for a new personal 
 

 

 James G. Coon  

 Vecinul de deasupra 

 

 

BŁrbatul care locuieĸte deasupra mea ´ĸi renoveazŁ 

apartamentul de nouŁ ani. UmblŁ vorba cŁ ar fi chiar mai mult de-at©t. 

Nimeni nu ĸtie sigur. Cel care a stat ´naintea mea ´n apartament a 

murit, de bŁtr©neŞe pare-se. Eu locuiesc aici de doi ani, ĸi vŁ spun cu 

m©na pe inimŁ cŁ ´n tot acest timp chiar au fost fŁcute renovŁri. Destul 

de ades, domnul Dupek
4
 ï cum l-am botezat eu ï se dedŁ unei pofte 

perverse de a bubui ´n pereŞi. Se poate ´nt©mpla la orice orŁ din zi sau 

din noapte. 

Un cui odatŁ, ajunge. 

Casa nu a fost reconstruitŁ ´ntr-o zi! 

Boc! Boc! Boc! 

DupŁ care demenŞa lui se vindecŁ temporar ĸi bubuiturile se 

opresc. Nevasta lui ´ĸi t©rĸ©ie papucii o vreme, apoi se aud labele 

c©inelui care dŁ c©teva ture Chez Dupek, iar dupŁ aceea se face liniĸte. 

Asta este rutina lor de toate zilele, dar, din c©nd ´n c©nd, omul ´ncearcŁ 

sŁ-ĸi 
 

 
 

                                                           
4
 Ċn limba polonŁ, Ădupekò ´nseamnŁ Ăt©mpitò. 



New Europe Writers: Povestiri din Varĸovia ð Warsaw Tales, in Romanian, Polish and English. 

   64 

                                                                        
                                                                                                          

                                                          
 

   CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS 
            %ÄÉÔÕÒÁ ÐÅÎÔÒÕ ,ÉÔÅÒÁÔÕÒá #ÏÎÔÅÍÐÏÒÁÎá 

 

 

 

best. On the most spectacular such occasion he spent two days trying 

to pound a hole through his kitchen floor with a sledgehammer. At 

least that's what it sounded and felt like. The whole building shook. 

óNew Zealand here we come!ô I thought. 

BOOM! BOOM! BOOM! 

His kitchen is directly over mine, so it was only a matter of 

time. No point in warning the guy. His kind always knows better.  

I arrived home from work to find a trail of plaster chunks and 

dust in the hall leading to a much larger accumulation on my kitchen 

floor and surrounding surfaces. Dust to dust, eh? Someone is either 

coming or going around here, and it ain't me, I thought. In fact, nearly 

half of my thick plaster kitchen ceiling was in capitulatory repose on 

my kitchen floor, having surrendered in the struggle to find peace on 

this earth. I stomped up the stairs to beard the dupek in his den. 

óWell, you finally succeeded. My ceiling is now on the floor,ô I 

told him. 

óYeah, yeah, right,ô he said. óOK, come and look,ô I said. 

He swaggered down the stairs sporting one of those omniscient  
 

 

doboare propriul record. Ċntr-una din cele mai spectaculoase ´ncercŁri 

de acest gen, a petrecut douŁ zile chinuindu- 

se sŁ dea o gaurŁ ´n podeaua din bucŁtŁrie cu barosul. Sau cel puŞin aĸa 

se auzea, aĸa pŁrea. ToatŁ clŁdirea se zdruncina. ĂPlec ´n Noua 

ZeelandŁ!ò ´mi ziceam ´n sinea mea.      

BUM! BUM! BUM!  

BucŁtŁria lui este fix deasupra bucŁtŁriei mele, aĸa cŁ nu era 

dec©t o chestiune de timp. N-are niciun rost sŁ-l avertizŁm. Cei ca el 

´ntotdeauna ĸtiu tot. 

Am venit acasŁ de la serviciu ĸi am gŁsit ´n hol o d©rŁ de bucŁŞi 

mari de tencuialŁ ĸi praf, ce ducea cŁtre o acumulare ĸi mai mare, pe 

podeaua din bucŁtŁrie ĸi suprafeŞele ´nconjurŁtoare. Din ŞŁr©nŁ ne 

naĸtem, ´n ŞŁr©nŁ plecŁm! Cineva se plimbŁ prin bucŁtŁria mea ĸi acel 

cineva sigur nu sunt eu, mi-am zis. De fapt, aproape jumŁtate din 

stratul gros de tencuialŁ de pe tavanul bucŁtŁriei ajunsese pe podea, 

d©ndu-se bŁtut ´n lupta de a-ĸi gŁsi tihna pe acest pŁm©nt. Am urcat 

nervos scŁrile ca sŁ ´i zic c©teva acestui nefericit ódupekô: 

ð Ei bine, ´n cele din urmŁ ai reuĸit. Tavanul meu se aflŁ pe 

podea, i-am spus. 

ð E ĸi ce?, zise el. 

ð Vino ĸi uitŁ-te!, i-am spus. 
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commie smirks you see chiseled into every cement-head in Central 

Europe. He saw the mess, grabbed his head with both hands, grimaced 

wildly, reeled backward on his heels like some cartoon character, and 

cried out: KURCZE! 

Truer words are rarely spoken, I thought. 

óNow do you believe me?ô I asked. óAnd while you're at it, who 

is going to clean up this mess?ô 

óKURCZE!ô he cried out again. óI'll fix the ceiling, don't worry, 

I'll fix the ceiling.ô 

óForget the ceiling! Who is going to clean up this mess?ô I 

asked.  

He wobbled back upstairs like a chimpanzee with diarrhea, still 

holding his head with both hands, muttering ókurczň kurczň.ô Shortly 

thereafter, his wife plodded down the stairs, shaking and sweating, and 

made a half-hearted attempt to sweep up. ñForget it before you have a 

heart attackò, I told her. Well, she is rather old, though not exactly 

frail. Pani Krowa, if you know what I mean. It was now about 7PM. I 

called the landlady's sister (the landlady does not live nearby).  

óHalf the kitchen ceiling fell on the floor and it's a big mess,ô 
 

 

A cobor©t scŁrile m©ndru, afiĸ©nd acel z©mbet comunist 

atotcunoscŁtor pe care ´l vezi sculptat pe figura tuturor statuilor din 

Europa CentralŁ. La vederea pagubei, s-a luat cu ambele m©ini de cap, 

a fŁ­ut tot felul de feŞe, s-a lŁsat pe spate, sprijinindu-se pe cŁlc©ie, 

precum un personaj din desenele animate ĸi a strigat: KURCZE!                                                                                

Cuvinte mai adevŁrate rar au fost rostite!, g©ndii eu. 

ð Acum mŁ crezi?, l-am ´ntrebat. ķi dacŁ tot suntem aici, cine-

o sŁ cureŞe mizeria asta?        

ð KURCZE!, strigŁ el din nou. O sŁ repar tavanul. Nu-Şi face 

griji, o sŁ-l repar. 

ð LasŁ-l ´ncolo de tavan! Cine-o sŁ cureŞe mizeria asta?, l-am 

´ntrebat eu. 

UrcŁ ´mpleticindu-se pe scŁri, ca un cimpanzeu care suferŁ de 

diaree, Şin©ndu-ĸi, ´n continuare, capul cu ambele m©ini ĸi mormŁind Ă 

kurczň kurczňò. La puŞin timp dupŁ aceea, nevastŁ-sa cobor´ greoi 

scŁrile; tremur©nd, transpiratŁ toatŁ, ĸi ´ncercŁ, fŁrŁ tragere de inimŁ, sŁ 

mŁture.  

ð Las-o baltŁ, ´nainte sŁ faci infarct, i-am spus.  

E cam ´n v©rstŁ, deĸi nu tocmai plŁp©ndŁ. Pani Krowa
5
, dacŁ ĸtiŞi la ce 

mŁ refer. Se fŁcuse aproape ĸapte seara. Am sunat-o pe sora  
 
 

                                                           
5
 Ċn limba polonŁ, Ăkrowaò ´nseamnŁ ĂvacŁò. 
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I told her. óWell, can it wait until tomorrow?ô she asked. óYeah, but it 

really is a very big mess,ô I said. A couple of minutes later she 

called back: óMy husband and I are coming over to look at it,ô she said. 

óOK,ô I said, óbut looking at it won't clean it up, and it is a very big 

mess.ô óWe want to see just how big of a mess it is,ô she said. óOK,ô I 

said. óI'll be here.ô 

They arrived. The husband looked, reeled back on his heals and 

cried out KURCZE! Then the wife peaked around the corner into the 

kitchen, reeled back on her heels and cried out KURCZE! 

óNow do you believe me?ô I asked. óI told you nearly half of the 

ceiling was on the floor and there it is, right?ô óYeah,ô they agreed 

despondently. They seemed genuinely disappointed about missing an 

opportunity to make fun of óa typical exaggerating American.ô óWell, 

what now?ô I asked. óOK, we'll clean it up,ô they said. So we all 

pitched in and pitched out the debris, more or less.  

           The next day the local ópani cleaningowaô finished the job, 

adding her own belated óKURCZEô to the chorus. 

The ceiling still needed to be repaired, but of course, first and 

foremost, the cooperative association had to determine blame. 
 

 

proprietŁresei (proprietŁreasa nu locuieĸte ´n apropiere). 

ð JumŁtate din tavanul bucŁtŁriei e pe podea ĸi e o mizerie 

´ngrozitoare, i-am spus eu.  

ð ķi nu poate aĸtepta p©nŁ m©ine?, ´ntrebŁ ea.  

ð Ba da, dar e o mizerie ´ngrozitoare, i-am spus eu.  

C©teva minute mai t©rziu, a sunat ea: 

ð SoŞul meu ĸi cu mine venim acolo sŁ vedem ce s-a 

´nt©mplat, spuse ea.  

ð Bine, am spus eu, dar dacŁ nu faceŞi dec©t sŁ vŁ uitaŞi, 

mizeria n-o sŁ disparŁ ĸi este destul de mult de curŁŞat.  

ð Vrem sŁ vedem exact c©t e de mare mizeria, spuse ea. 

ð Bine, am rŁspuns. Sunt aici. 

Au ajuns. SoŞul se uitŁ, se lŁsŁ pe spate ĸi strigŁ KURCZE! 

Apoi soŞia ´ĸi aruncŁ ĸi ea ochii ´n bucŁtŁrie, se lŁsŁ ĸi ea pe spate ĸi 

strigŁ KURCZE! 

ð Acum mŁ credeŞi?, am ´ntrebat eu. V-am spus cŁ jumŁtate 

din tavan e pe podea ĸi iatŁ cŁ, ´ntr-adevŁr, acolo ĸi este! 

ð Mda, au admis ei deznŁdŁjduiŞi.  

PŁreau cu adevŁrat dezamŁgiŞi de faptul cŁ au pierdut ocazia de a se 

distra pe seama Ăamericanului obiĸnuit sŁ exagerezeò. 

ð ķi acum ce urmeazŁ?, am ´ntrebat eu.  

            ð O sŁfacem noi curŁŞenie, rŁspunserŁei. Aĸa cŁ am ´nceput 

cu toŞii sŁ aruncŁm molozul ´ncoace ĸi ´ncolo. Ċn ziua urmŁtoare, 

Ădoamna cu 
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As it happens, the man upstairs is Prezes of the cooperative. 

You can probably see where this is leading. 

So Pan Prezes assembled a delegation of the usual mouth-

breathing sycophants to inspect the premises and render a fair and  

impartial opinion. They arrived along with the landladyôs sister. The 

delegation consisted of one old lady who works for Pan Prezes in the 

office and some old guy carrying a yard stick who spent the whole 

time staring open-mouthed at the ceiling mumbling incomprehensibly. 

Pan Prezes was in his full glory, hands in pockets, rocking fore and aft, 

heel-to-toe-to-heel, grinning the biggest shit-eating grin I have ever 

seen on what is purported to be a human being. After 25 minutes of 

wandering about aimlessly, staring skyward, and babbling back and 

forth, Pan Prezes declared the inspection complete and stated that the 

delegation would render a final opinion in writing in one week. 

óGee,ô I thought, óthis is going to be a real cliff-hanger. I can 

hardly wait to find out what they decide.ô 
 

 

curŁŞeniaò a terminat treaba, adŁug©nd corului propriul ei ĂKURCZE!ò 

´nt©rziat. Mai era nevoie ca tavanul sŁ fie reparat, dar desigur, ´n 

primul ĸi cel mai important r©nd, asociaŞia de locatari trebuia sŁ 

stabileascŁ a cui a fost vina. 

Aĸa cum se ´nt©mplŁ de obicei, vecinul de deasupra este 

preĸedintele asociaŞiei. Probabil cŁ vŁ daŞi seama ´ncotro se ´ndreaptŁ 

povestea. 

Aĸa cŁ domnul preĸedinte adunŁ, din obiĸnuiŞii gurŁ-cascŁ 

linguĸitori, o delegaŞie care sŁ inspecteze locul ĸi sŁ facŁ o evaluare 

corectŁ ĸi imparŞialŁ. Au venit odatŁ cu sora proprietŁresei. DelegaŞia 

era formatŁ dintr-o bŁtr©nŁ care lucra pentru domnul preĸedinte, ĸi un 

bŁtr©n cu baston care ´ĸi petrecu tot timpul zg©indu-se la tavan, 

bombŁnind fŁrŁ noimŁ.Domnul preĸedinte ´n toatŁ splendoarea lui, cu 

m©inile ´n buzunare, se legŁna ´nainte ĸi ´napoi, de pe cŁlc©ie pe 

degetele de la picioare, de pe degete pe cŁlc©ie, afiĸ©nd cel mai 

nesimŞit r©njet pe care l-am vŁzut vreodatŁ pe faŞa a ceea ce ar fi trebuit 

sŁ fie o fiinŞŁ umanŁ. DupŁ 25 de minute de plimbat aiurea ´ncoace ĸi 

´ncolo, privit ´n sus ĸi trŁncŁnit fŁrŁ rost, domnul preĸedinte a declarat 

inspecŞia ´ncheiatŁ ĸi a spus cŁ delegaŞia va da rŁspunsul final, ´n scris, 

´ntr-o sŁptŁm©nŁ. 

           ĂDaò, mi-am spus, ĂŁsta da, suspans adevŁrat! De-abia aĸtept sŁ 

aflu decizia.ò 
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The fateful day arrived, and as I suspected, the jury returned  

a verdict of not guilty regarding Pan Prezes and pinned the rap on 

the building. The written statement actually said: óthe building is 

guilty.ô Consequently, my landlady had to pay for the repairs. Not Pan 

Prezes, not the cooperative, and not even the building. Fortunately, not 

me either. I had been waiting to see if they could think of a way to 

hang it on me. Perhaps something like: óexcessive localized gravity 

due to the presence of an overly serious alien force.ô Understandably, 

the building itself was unavailable for further comment, having already 

expressed its opinion of Pan Prezes by dropping its load on my kitchen 

floor in the first place. Incredibly, the landlady's sister actually thought 

there had been a chance that the delegation would declare Pan Prezes 

guilty. I had no idea anyone over the age of six months was that naµve, 

and she is WELL over the age of six months.  

 I went away over Christmas and when I came back it was all 

fixed. All things considered, it was a relatively painless resolution to 

an idiotic situation, except that some of the people in my office agreed 

that the building was guilty! They said it was old, probably not very 

well constructed in the first place (like so many other things, including 

their stupid argument), and no repairs had been done in a long time by 

my landlady. 
 

 

Ziua fatidicŁ sosi ĸi, aĸa cum m-am aĸteptat, juriul l-a declarat 

nevinovat pe domnul preĸedinte, de vinŁ fiind clŁdirea. De fapt, 

declaraŞia scrisŁ spunea: ĂclŁdirea este vinovatŁò. Ċn consecinŞŁ, 

proprietŁreasa apartamentului meu a trebuit sŁ plŁteascŁ reparaŞiile. 

Nici domnul preĸedinte, nici asociaŞia, nici mŁcar clŁdirea ĸi, din 

fericire, nici eu. Aĸteptam sŁ vŁd dacŁ gŁsesc vreo cale sŁ mi-o punŁ 

mie ´n spate. Probabil ceva de genul ĂgravitaŞie excesivŁ cauzatŁ de 

prezenŞa unei forŞe extraterestre peste mŁsurŁ de periculoaseò. Este de 

´nŞeles cŁ nici clŁdirea ´nsŁĸi nu a fost disponibilŁ pentru alte 

comentarii, dupŁ ce ĸi-a exprimat deja ï ´ncŁ de la ´nceput ï pŁrerea 

despre domnul preĸedinte, deĸert©ndu-ĸi ´ncŁrcŁtura pe podeaua din 

bucŁtŁria mea. Incredibil, sora proprietŁresei chiar a crezut cŁ exista 

ĸansa ca delegaŞia sŁ-l declare vinovat pe domnul preĸedinte. Habar n-

aveam cŁ cineva cu v©rsta mai mare de ĸase luni poate fi at©t de naiv, 

ĸi ea are mult peste ĸase luni. 

           Am fost plecat de CrŁciun, ĸi c©nd m-am ´ntors totul era reparat. 

Una peste alta, a fost o rezolvare relativ nedureroasŁ pentru o situaŞie 

stupidŁ, numai cŁ unii dintre colegii mei de birou au cŁzut de acord cŁ 

vinovatŁ a fost clŁdirea! Au spus cŁ probabil nu a fost ´ncŁ de la 

´nceput bine construitŁ (ca de altfel multe alte lucruri, printre care ĸi 

raŞionamentul lor absurd), cŁ e veche ĸi cŁ proprietŁreasa nu mai fŁcuse 

de mult reparaŞii.  
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I told them none of that was true and that if they had been there 

and felt the building shaking on its foundation while Pan  

Prezes sledge-hammered his way to infamy, they would 

probably think differently. 

They just shook their heads and went back to work. I'm sure 

they were thinking: ójust another typical exaggerating American.ô 

 

KURCZE! 

 
 

Written in English by the author. 
 

 

Le-am spus cŁ nimic din ce au zis nu este adevŁrat ĸi cŁ, dacŁ ar 

fi fost acolo ĸi ar fi simŞit clŁdirea zdruncin©ndu-se din temelii ´n timp 

ce domnul preĸedinte ´ĸi construia drumul spre infamie cu barosul, 

probabil cŁ ar fi g©ndit altfel.  

Ei n-au fŁcut altceva dec©t sŁ dea din cap dezaprobator ĸi s-au 

´ntors la treburile lor. Sunt sigur cŁ ĸi ei g©ndeau cŁ sunt doar Ăun 

american obiĸnuit sŁ exagerezeò.  

 

KURCZE! 

                            

 
Traducere Cristina Sandu. 
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John Surowiecki  

 Chopin Mazurka in A Minor 

 

 

It passes the childhoods of people 

it doesn't know, meeting aunts  

with hennish stop-and-go eyes 

and uncles with tiny square teeth.   

 

It consoles the suddenly parentless,  

has lunch with exiting lovers,  

wanders through the park  

holding hands with someone who 

relies on it more than it likes. 

 

Sensing it is gradually being replaced  

by memory and remorse.  

A high-school girl takes up its theme, 

then goes on to something else. 

 
Written in English by the author. 

 

 

John Surowiecki  

MazurkŁ de Chopin ´n La Minor 

 

 

Trece pe l©ngŁ copilŁria necunoscuŞilor, 

face cunoĸtinŞa mŁtuĸilor  

cu privirea scrutŁtoare 

ĸi a unchilor cu dinŞi mici ĸi pŁtraŞi. 

 

Ċi consoleazŁ pe cei rŁmaĸi din senin orfani, 

ia pr©nzul cu iubiŞii pŁrŁsiŞi, 

se plimbŁ prin parc de m©nŁ cu cineva 

care se bizuie pe ea mai mult dec©t ar vrea. 

 

Se simte ´ncet-´ncet ´nlocuitŁ 

de amintire ĸi remuĸcare. 

O liceanŁ ´nvaŞŁ s-o c©nte, 

apoi trece la altceva. 

 

 
Traducere Andrada Ganea Vissarion. 
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John aôBeckett  

The Sworn Translator 

 

 

A Warsaw dream above the cityôs Soviet reality 

ten storeys high, Pan Kuszmek, old survivor 

so humble at his oaken desk, translator sworn 

to lean upon my tattered Melbourne Arts degree 

inspecting it for watermark, age, origin, validity 

óNow thisé reminds me of my oath. I had to swear.ô 

His English cutting through accented thickness, clear  

óthat every word..ô ï he says in sun-lit and Slavonic air ï 

óétranslated must be quite exact. A dream, that oath. 

For though two languages may share a common tree, 

this Polish had, I do confess, a very different growthô 

 

Sun happens into winter, and a waving heat 

beats warm on pipes, as if a tired drummer has 

us both imagining an endless summer as 

 

my eyes fall on the odd shapes on his wall: 
 

 

John aôBeckett  

TraducŁtorul legat prin jurŁm©nt 

 

 

Un vis varĸovian peste realitatea sovieticŁ a oraĸului, 

la etajul zece, Pan Kuszmek, bŁtr©nul supravieŞuitor 

stŁ umil la biroul de stejar, un traducŁtor care a jurat 

sŁ se aplece asupra zdrenŞuitei mele Diplome ´n Arte de la Melbourne 

sŁ o cerceteze: filigran, v©rstŁ, origine, autenticitate 

ĂAsta... ´mi aminteĸte de jurŁm©ntul meu. A trebuit sŁ jur.ò 

Engleza strŁbate prin ad©ncimea accentului, clarŁ 

Ă.. cŁ fiecare cuv©ntò, spune el cu un aer slavon luminos 

Ă... tradus trebuie sŁ fie aproape exact. Un vis, acel jurŁm©nt. 

Cu toate cŁ douŁ limbi pot avea un trunchi comun 

mŁrturisesc cŁ polona a crescut ´ntr-un mod aparteò 

 

Soarele mai strŁluceĸte ĸi iarna, cŁldura vine ´n valuri 

lovind bl©nd ´n burlane, ca un toboĸar obosit 

iar noi ne imaginŁm o varŁ fŁrŁ sf©rĸit; 

 

c©nd privirea mea-nt©lneĸte peretele ciudat 

 

 



New Europe Writers: Povestiri din Varĸovia ð Warsaw Tales, in Romanian, Polish and English. 

   72 

                                                                        
                                                                                                          

                                                          
 

   CONTEMPORARY LITERATURE PRESS 
            %ÄÉÔÕÒÁ ÐÅÎÔÒÕ ,ÉÔÅÒÁÔÕÒá #ÏÎÔÅÍÐÏÒÁÎá 

 

 

 

strange papier-m©ch® maps of things: Pantopia 

all put together with a sworn translator's hands, 

a saddle for a horse with wings, Symphonic Streetôs 

receding menu from the Happenstance Hotel, 

a non-existent Moscow, or a Warsaw meant-to-be. 

óToo old to travel, I make journeys of the mind... 

 

what's left of my imagination is a good, I find, 

companion and an even better guide. I've been 

to places other people have looked forward to 

wheres, whens they rather hoped theyôd seen.ô 

I nod agreement as I also find these icons do 

share with old Soviet reality a sense of d®j¨ vu. 

 

 
Written in English by the author. 

 

 

bizare hŁrŞi din mucava ale lucrurilor: Pantopia 

nŁscutŁ din m©inile unui traducŁtor care a jurat, ca 

o ĸa pentru un cal ´naripat, Strada SimfonicŁ, cu 

meniul de altŁ datŁ de la Hotelul Ċmprejurare, 

o MoscovŁ non-existentŁ, sau o Varĸovie care-trebuia-sŁ-fie 

ĂSunt prea bŁtr©n pentru voiaje, cŁlŁtoresc cu mintea... 

 

firimiturile imaginaŞiei ´mi sunt buni tovarŁĸi 

gŁsesc cŁ ĸi un foarte bun ghid. Am fost 

prin locuri unde alŞii doar au visat  

sau pe unde doar au sperat sŁ ajungŁ.ò 

Dau din cap aprobator ´ntruc©t aceste icoane, ´mi pare, 

´mpŁrtŁĸesc cu vechea realitate sovieticŁ senzaŞia de d®j¨ vu. 

 
 

Traducere Oana CrŁciunescu. 
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Karen Kovacik  

Warsaw Architect 

 

 

Let there be modernism, he says, and in the radiant flat world 

arising on his square of bristol, a cube shimmers. 

Then balconies appear, and freshly waxed floors, and kitchens 

still innocent of grease and smoke. Will he add 

some tall cones of cedar or a brush tip of poplar? 

Anything is possible beneath the thin gouache sky. 

 

His own apartment is a wreck of central planning: 

low ceilings, cracked tile, the orange linoleum 

of some Seventiesô utopia. Exposed wires 

dangle in the hall, the lift reeks of garbage. 

A Freudian billboard obscures the house number 

with praise for a cigarette óboth strong and hard.ô 

 

How does he move between these realms? 

What passport of intellect or spirit allows him 
 

 

Karen Kovacik 

Arhitect polonez 

 

 

SŁ fie modernism, spune el, ĸi astfel, ´n lumea platŁ de luminŁ 

care se ´nalŞŁ pe petecul lui de bristol, licŁreĸte un cub. 

Apar apoi balcoane ĸi duĸumele proaspŁt ceruite ĸi bucŁtŁrii 

ne´mb©csite ´ncŁ de grŁsime ĸi fum. Va adŁuga el oare 

c©Şiva cedri conici ´nalŞi sau v©rf de plop? 

Orice este posibil sub pojghiŞa de cer ´n acuarelŁ.  

 

Propriul sŁu apartament este total lipsit de plan: 

Tavane joase, gresie crŁpatŁ, linoleum portocaliu  

ĸi utopic din anii ô70. Fire neizolate  

se leagŁnŁ ´n hol, ascensorul duhneĸte a gunoi. 

Un panou freudian acoperŁ numŁrul casei  

cu un elogiu adus unei ŞigŁri Ătari ĸi Şepeneò. 

 

Cum reuĸeĸte sŁ treacŁ ´ntre aceste tŁr©muri? 

Ce paĸaport al raŞiunii sau spiritului ´i permite 
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to forsake parabola and grid for this corridor 

weeping with onions? On his screen, 

Warsaw appears flat as paper, a page erased by fire, 

before granite dreams of coalminers holding up the world. 

 

Outside a cold rain, chimneys and pavement 

the colour of tea, women hauling in stockings 

from the balconies. I love the handôs provisional flourish, 

before the first line, when anything can emerge ï 

even this Austrian market with suburban shoppers, 

even this highrise of breakfast flakes, this Danube of soda. 
 

Written in English by the author. 
 

 

sŁ abandoneze parabola ĸi grila pentru acest coridor  

cu lacrimi de ceapŁ? Pe ecranul lui,  

Varĸovia apare platŁ ca o foaie, paginŁ arsŁ de flacŁrŁ, 

dinaintea visurilor de granit al minerilor care sprijinŁ lumea. 

 

AfarŁ cade ploaie rece, burlane ĸi pavaje  

de culoarea ceaiului, femei ieĸind din balcon  

´n ĸosete. Iubesc gestul provizoriu al m©inii 

dinaintea primei lui linii, c©nd totul este psoibil ï 

chiar ĸi aceastŁ piaŞŁ austriacŁ cu clienŞi provinciali, 

chiar ĸi acest bloc din fulgi de ovŁz, aceastŁ DunŁre de suc.  
 

Traducere Elena Mihu. 
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 Andrew Fincham  

 Co majŃ tak za tak... 

 

 

I opened my eyes. 

Like the woman in Mickiewiczôs óGood Morning,ô there were 

flies around my mouth, and it was not obvious if I was living or dead.  

I dimly recalled some words of a late poetess: Death leaves Us 

homesick. Experience proving best to distrust pronouncements in 

poems which play with punctuation, especially near dawn, I pulled the 

pillow over my head.  

And besides, I was sick of home. 

 

 

                                                  ˾ 
 

 

The world is divided (according to some) into those who hate to travel 

and those who purport to love it. To the first, itôs not clear where lies 

the thrill of waking up in a strange bed. For the second, some pursue an 

almost atavistic worship of the multi -labelled cabin trunk, carried by 

capped bell boys in hand-cranked lifts. The rest discover merit in  

 

 Andrew Fincham  

 Co majŃ tak za tak... 

   
 

Am deschis ochii. 

Asemeni femeii din ĂBunŁ dimineaŞaò de Mickiewicz, ´mi 

roiau muĸte ´n preajma gurii melepe buze ĸi nu-mi era clar dacŁ sunt 

viu sau mort.  

Mi -am adus aminte vag de cuvintele unei poete decedate: 

Moartea face sŁ Ne fie dor de casŁ. Pentru cŁ experienŞa demonstreazŁ 

cel mai bine cŁ nu trebuie sŁ ne ´ncredem ´n spusele poeziilor care se 

joacŁ cu punctuaŞia, mai ales c©nd se crapŁ de ziuŁ, mi-am tras perna 

peste cap. 

Pe l©ngŁ asta, mŁ sŁturasem de acasŁ. 

 

                                                  ˾

 

Lumea se ´mparte (dupŁ unii) ´n persoane care detestŁ sŁ cŁlŁtoreascŁ 

ĸi persoane care suŞin cŁ le place la nebunie acest lucru. Cei dint©i nu 

prea vŁd care e bucuria sŁ te trezeĸti ´ntr-un pat strŁin. Ċn al doilea caz, 

unii au cult aproape atavic al cuferelor cu multe etichet, cŁrate de 

hamali ´n lifturi cu manivelŁ. Restul sunt cei care simt cŁ meritŁ sŁ 
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going unwashed whilst being eaten by mosquitoes on a Bangkok beach 

for a fiver.  

Both sorts, it seems to me, are probably unhappy. 

So my path into Warsaw (as subsequently recorded between 

my fatherôs place of birth and motherôs maiden name on a policemanôs 

notebook in a hotel foyer) was unlooked for. It came about as a result 

of a telex that arrived on the mat of a London flat but which appeared 

to originate from beyond the grave: 

HURRY ï NEED ARRANGE FUNERAL - DINT 

Not for the first time, I found I was bequeathed a slight feeling 

of guilt to fill the place of an aged relative. Perhaps I could have made 

more of an effort to keep in touch. The loneliness of a name on an 

annual Christmas card is suddenly weighed in the balance. Perhaps 

unconsciously, the thought of the departedôs signature produces a 

subliminal reminder of testatory dispositions and the length of a visit 

shrinks before the sudden proximity of an inheritance. 

So it was with my Great Uncle Dintenfass. 

Born in the mists of time outside Tarn·w, Uncle Dint had by his death 

become a living legend. Half believed and often out of this part by a 
 

 

umble nespŁlaŞi ĸi sŁ-i mŁn©nce Ş©nŞarii pe o plajŁ din Bangkok pentru 

cinci lire. 

DupŁ pŁrerea mea, probabil cŁ niciunul dintre aceĸtia nu este 

fericit. 

Prin urmare, calea mea ´n Varĸovia (aĸa cum a fost ´nregistratŁ 

ulterior, ´ntre locul de naĸtere al tatŁlui meu ĸi numele de fatŁ al mamei 

mele, ´n carnetul unui poliŞist ´nt-un hol de hotel) a fost neaĸteptatŁ. A 

apŁrut ca rezultat al unei telegrame ajunse pe preĸul unui apartament 

din Londra, dar care pŁrea sŁ-ĸi aibŁ originea dincolo de morm©nt: 

REPEDE ï TREBUIE PREGŀTIT ĊNMORMĄNTARE - 

DINT 

Nu pentru prima oarŁ, ´mi era transmis un sentiment de vinŁ 

pentru cŁ am ocupat locul unei rude mai ´n v©rstŁ. Aĸ fi putut sŁ ´ncerc 

sŁ pŁstrez legŁtura. SingurŁtatea unui nume pe o felicitare de CrŁciun 

este pusŁ brusc ´n balanŞŁ. Probabil, inconĸtient, semnŁtura rŁposatului 

aduce aminte de dispoziŞii subliminale testamentare, iar durata unei 

vizite se micĸoreazŁ ´n faŞa apropierii bruĸte a unei moĸteniri. 

Aĸa s-a ´nt©mplat ĸi cu Dintenfass, fratele bunicului. 

NŁscut ´n negura timpului ´n afara oraĸului Tarn·w, unchiul Dint 

devenise o legendŁ vie prin moartea sa. Pe jumŁtate crezute ĸi adesea 
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policeman, originally invoked by the cabbie, provided a neat twist 

when he took the side of the angel, and relieving the ugly world, his 

tales of Galician life reached back almost a century, and never failed to 

feature the great departed in whose subsequent successes my relative 

had taken a hand. One of the more elaborate storytellers of his age, it 

would seem that his age had finally told against him, and I counted the 

loss heavier than I had expected. 

A certain closeness over the years had kept us from drifting 

apart, although weôd always lived at opposite ends of the continent. 

But since weôd neither spoken nor corresponded (seasonal greets 

excepted) in years, I was rather surprised to be summoned to serve in 

an executory capacity. The old boy must have remembered me after 

all. 

And I consoled myself with that thought.  

 

                                                    ˾

 

           Several telexes and a Lot flight later I was a hot potato in a 

passionate game of exchange which took place about the revolving 

doors of the Hotel Sovietski. The main characters were an irate taxi 

driver, waving a sheaf of several million zloty (formerly in my  
 

 

parcŁ de pe altŁ lume, poveĸtile sale despre viaŞa din GaliŞia cu aproape 

un secol ´n urmŁ, aveau totdeauna ca erou pe rŁposatul, la ale cŁrui 

succese ulterioare a contribuit ruda mea. Unul dintre cei mai sofiticaŞi 

povestitori de v©rsta lui, pare-se propria v©rstŁ ´i venise de hac, iar 

´nfr©ngerea mi se pŁrea mai durŁ dec©t mŁ aĸteptam.  

O anumitŁ apropiere ne-a ´mpiedicat sŁ ne ignorŁm unul pe 

altul, deĸi locuiserŁm ´ntotdeauna ´n pŁrŞi opuse ale continentului. Dar 

pentru cŁ nu ne mai vorbiserŁm ĸi nici nu corespondaserŁm de ani buni 

(cu excepŞia felicitŁrilor de sŁrbŁtori), am fost surprins sŁ fiu somat ´n 

calitate de executor. Se pare cŁ bŁtr©nul ĸi-a adus aminte de mine, p©nŁ 

la urmŁ. 

ķi m-am consolat cu acel g©nd.  

 

 

 

                                                ˾  

 

             DupŁ c©teva telegrame ĸi un zbor cu compania Lot, mŁ aflam 

st©njenit ´n mijlocul unui schimb de replici, care a avut loc ´n dreptul 

uĸilor turnante de la hotelul Sovietski. Personajele principale erau un 

ĸofer de taxi m©nios, flutur©nd un teanc de c©teva milioane de zloŞi 
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possession) and the receptionist, a most attractive girl whose 

vocabulary I understood to be surprisingly extensive from the 

browbeaten appearance it was imparting to her adversary. A walk-on 

of the better part of his fare, restored both me and my baggage to the 

bed-side of the doors.  

óNot a good manô shrugged the beauty with a warning shake of 

the head, as if I were a child caught talking to a stranger. The officer of 

the law now proffered her the remains of my fare, of which she took 

the larger share and handed it to me with a satisfied smile which 

apparently closed the matter.  

Ever since Iôd trod the warm asphalt of Okňcie, Iôd wondered 

why I was behind the wall. Of course, the wall was down, as evinced 

by the ease with which Iôd acquired my visitorôs visa. But it had not 

been for long, and the tenements astride the widely-broken streets still 

had a coldish look to them, under a broad summer sun. I wondered 

how much had changed, and found Iôd done so aloud. 

óBarbequeô she said, her exquisite face momentarily withdrawn 

from the register.  

Surprised, I asked if that was due to better weather. Or the availability 

of meat. 
 

 

(care fuseserŁ ai mei) ĸi recepŞionera, o fatŁ foarte atrŁgŁtoare al cŁrei 

vocabular mi s-a pŁrut a fi surprinzŁtor de vast, dacŁ era sŁ judec dupŁ 

aerul intimidat al adversarului. O foarte scurtŁ apariŞie pe scenŁ a unui 

poliŞist, invocat de taximetrist iniŞial, a oferit o rŁsturnare de situaŞie 

c©nd a luat partea ´ngerului ĸi, uĸur©ndu-l pe nesuferit de o bunŁ parte 

din bani, m-a trimis, cu tot cu bagaj, de partea cealaltŁ a uĸilor. 

ĂNu este un om bunò, a ridicat din umeri frumoasa, d©nd din 

cap ´n semn de avertizare, ca ĸi cum aĸ fi fost un copil prins vorbind cu 

un strŁin. OfiŞerul legii i-a oferit ce a rŁmas din banii mei, din 

care ea a luat partea mai mare, pe care mi-a dat-o mie cu un z©mbet 

satisfŁcut, care, aparent, a ´ncheiat discuŞia. 

ĊncŁ de c©nd am pŁĸit pe asfaltul cald din Okňcie, m-am 

´ntrebat de ce mŁ aflam dincolo de zid. Desigur, zidul cŁzuse, dupŁ 

cum demonstra uĸurinŞa cu care am obŞinut viza de vizitator. Dar nu se 

´nt©mplase demult, iar casele de ´nchiriat de pe strŁzile distruse ´ncŁ 

arŁtau neprimitoare sub soarele cald de varŁ. M-a mirat c©t de multe s-

au schimbat ĸi-mi dŁdui seama cŁ o fŁcusem cu voce tare. 

 ð GrŁtarò, spuse ea, ridic©ndu-ĸi pentru o clipŁ faŞa 

fermecŁtoare din registru.  

Surprins, am ´ntrebat dacŁ se datora vremii bune. Sau faptului cŁ exista 

carne. 
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óNow there is barbeque. To buy in Galleria. Before, we have 

fire in summer, outside.ô  

She handed over a key. óEnjoy Warsaw Sobieski Hotel.ô 

óSobieski? You donôt pronounce it Sovietski, then?ô I began to 

suspect the cause of my circumspectious taxi tour. 

óJan III Sobieski: King of Poland, Grand Duke Lithuania, 

Ruthenia, Prussia, Masovia, Samogitia, Livonia, Smolensk, Kiev, 

Volhynia, Podlasie, Severia, and Chernihiv. And maybe some other 

places.ô 

óA rose by any other nameéô I proffered, in some confusion. 

óSzekspira. Romeo i Julia.ô 

I thanked her, bowed, and retreated. 

 

                                                    ˾

 

            The next morning I arrived early at the Filtrowa address of my 

late relative by the simple measure of securing the services of the hotel 

cab, and paced the quiet pavements in pensive mood awaiting the 

appointed time. Despite a succession of terse communications, I 

remained at a slight loss as to what, exactly, I was there to do. 
 

 

ð Acum existŁ grŁtar. De cumpŁrat ´n Galleria. Ċnainte, 

fŁceam foc vara, afarŁ. 

Mi-a ´ntins o cheie.  

ð ķedere plŁcutŁ la hotelul Sobieski din Varĸovia. 

ð Sobieski? Deci nu se pronunŞŁ Sovietski? Ċncepusem sŁ-mi 

dau seama de motivul rutei ocolitoare cu taxiul. 

ð Jan III Sobieski: regele Poloniei, mare duce de Lituania, 

Rutenia, Prusia, Masovia, Samogitia, Livonia, Smolensk, Kiev, 

Volhynia, Podlasia, Severia ĸi Cernihov. ķi poate ĸi alte locuri.  

ð Un trandafir, sub orice numeé, am aprobat, puŞin confuz. 

ð Shakespeare. Romeo ĸi Julieta.    

I-am mulŞumit, am fŁcut o plecŁciune ĸi m-am retras. 

 

                                                   ˾

 

            Ċn dimineaŞa urmŁtoare am ajuns devreme la adresa din 

Filtrowa a rudei mele decedate, graŞie taxiului hotelului, ĸi m-am 

plimbat pe trotuarele liniĸtite, medit©nd, ´n aĸteptarea orei stabilite. Ċn 

ciuda unei succesiuni de comunicŁri lapidare, nu prea-mi dŁdeam 

seama pentru ce eram acolo de fapt. 
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But the sight of the elegant villa opened my eyes to a new 

world, one which ran less upon the loss of my Slavic relict than on 

personal gain, net of funerary expenses. I pictured a future where I  

would be educated and entertained in equal measure by the engagingly 

endowed Sobieski Juliet, a dream only broken when a dapper old 

fellow appeared from behind the high gate holding an iced tumbler in 

one grey-gloved hand and a small flask in the other. 

óWhen you find youôve had as much as you want of the 

pavement,ô instructed my Uncle Dint with the slightest wink towards 

the bottle, ódo come in and make yourself at home.ô  

 

 

                                               ˾

 

It wasnôt until two mornings later that I came to and had the 

chance to explain why my relativeôs appearance had caused me to 

faint. In falling, Iôd struck my head upon some remnant of cast iron 

street-furniture in which that quarter is still rich, and the óReturned to 

Lifeô party that Uncle threw in order to celebrate my discharge from 

hospital almost sent me back. 

          I was lying in bed, oblivious of the good morrow, when a tap on 

the door preceded his arrival bearing what appeared to be a medicinal 
 

Dar priveliĸtea vilei elegante mi-a deschis ochii cŁtre o lume 

nouŁ, o lume cŁreia ´i pŁsa mai puŞin de pierderea relicvei mele slave 

dec©t de beneficiul personal net ce le revenea dupŁ cheltuielile pentru 

´nmorm©ntare. Ċmi imaginam o lume ´n care voi fi educat ĸi ´ntreŞinut 

´n egalŁ mŁsurŁ de Julieta de la Sobieski, fermecŁtor ´nzestratŁ, visul 

fiindu-mi ´ntrerupt de apariŞia, din spatele porŞii ´nalte, a unui cetŁŞean 

´n v©rstŁ, Şin©nd un pahar cu gheaŞŁ ´ntr-o m©nŁ acoperitŁ cu o mŁnuĸŁ 

gri ĸi cu o sticlŁ micŁ ´n cealaltŁ. 

ĂC©nd te vei fi sŁturat de trotuar, intrŁ ĸi simte-te ca acasŁò, mŁ 

´ndemnŁ unchiul Dint, fŁc©ndu-mi un semn discret cu ochiul spre 

sticlŁ. 

 

                                                    ˾

 

Abia dupŁ douŁ dimineŞi mi-am revenit ĸi am avut ĸansa sŁ 

explic de ce apariŞia rudei mele mŁ fŁcuse sŁ leĸin. Ċn plinŁ cŁdere, mŁ 

lovisem la cap de o rŁmŁĸiŞŁ de mobilier stradal din fontŁ, mobilier pe 

care ´l gŁseĸti din plin ´n acel cartier, iar petrecerea datŁ ´n cinstea 

´nsŁnŁtoĸirii mele de Unchiuô pentru a sŁrbŁtori externarea mea din 

spital aproape cŁ m-a trimis ´napoi. 

          StŁteam ´n pat, fŁrŁ sŁ mŁ g©ndesc mŁcar la salutul de dimineaŞŁ, 

c©nd o bŁtaie ´n uĸŁ a precedat sosirea lui, cu ceva ´n m©nŁ ce pŁrea a fi 

un  
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preparation glowing greenly through a dim glass. He wrapped it in my 

shaking fingers. 

óDoctorôs orders!ô  

I drank it with a weak smile.  

The pain arrived at my head, lungs and heart at the same time. I 

could speak but one word, and that weakly.  

óWater!ô 

The relative was reassuring.  

óNever water a ñPrairie Fireò! Enough to turn St. Bruno a 

bishop!ô He saw an opening for digression, and slipped through. óBut 

true Chartreuse illicits Illicium verum. Perhaps itôs the tabasco, then, 

thatôs ticklishéô  

óIôm on fire!ô 

óYouôre perhaps thinking of a flaming Sambuca?ô  

óCoffee!ô It appeared to be my only hope. 

            óSambuca con mosca? With flies? Who gives a bean for health, 

hope and happiness, as they sayéô 
 

 

preparat medicamentos, care strŁlucea verzuliu printr-un pahar mat. Ċl 

puse ´ntre degetele mele tremur©nde.  

ð Ordinul doctorului! 

L-am bŁut cu un z©mbet slab.  

Durerea mi-a ajuns la cap, plŁm©ni ĸi inimŁ ´n acelaĸi timp. Am 

reuĸit cu greu sŁ scot o singurŁ vorbŁ abia ĸoptitŁ: 

ð ApŁ! 

Ruda m-a liniĸtit.  

ð Nu bea niciodatŁ apŁ dupŁ un ĂPrairie Fireò
6
! E de ajuns sŁ-l 

transforme pe Sf. Bruno ´n episcop!  

GŁsi loc pentru o parantezŁ ĸi profitŁ de ocazie. Dar un 

adevŁrat Chartreuse face Illicium verum ilegal. Poate e de vinŁ sosul 

picant, e cam riscanté 

ð Am luat foc! 

ð Probabil te g©ndeĸti la o Sambuca flambatŁ? 

ð Cafea!  

PŁrea a fi singura mea speranŞŁ. 

ð Sambuca con mosca? Cu muĸte? Cine dŁ doi bani pe 

sŁnŁtate, speranŞŁ ĸi fericire, cum se spuneé  
 

 

                                                           
6 Prairie Fire:  o bŁuturŁ din alcool tare ĸi sos iute. 
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He drew back the curtain and flooded the room with Warsaw 

summer sun. 

óTake care when mixing up your drinks my boy...ô  

óIôm dyingéô 

He shook his head, gently. 

 óNo. I am.ô  

 

                                              ˾

 

We met again at a rather delayed breakfast.  

As I violated the crisp linen, my host entered the room and 

stood before the sideboard. 

I spoke first. 

óIôm sorry Iôm late.ô 

óNot that Iôm not?ô 

I rephrased. 

óI regret my delayed arrival.ô 

óNot my early departure?ô 

óIôm sorry Iôm late.ô 

óIôm not.ô 

           óI knowéô 
 

 

A tras draperia ĸi a lŁsat cu soarele de varŁ al Varĸoviei sŁ se 

reverse ´n camerŁ. 

ð Ai grijŁ cum amesteci bŁuturile, fiule... 

ð Moré 

DŁdu din cap ´ncetiĸor. 

ð Nu. Eu mor. 

 

                                          ˾ 

 

           Ne-am ´nt©lnit din nou la un mic-dejun cam t©rziu.  

Ċn timp ce Ăprofanamò lenjeria de pat apretatŁ, gazda mea intrŁ 

´n camerŁ ĸi se propti ´naintea bufetului.  

Am vorbit primul. 

ð ScuzŁ-mŁ cŁ am ´nt©rziat. 

ð ķi tu pe mine. 

Am reformulat. 

ð Ċmi cer scuze pentru apariŞia t©rzie. 

ð Nu pentru plecarea mea timpurie? 

ð Ċmi pare rŁu cŁ am ´nt©rziat. 

ð Mie nu. 

ð ķtiué 
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óI, tooéô 

There was an almost imperceptible pause.  

óCoffee?ô 

I accepted with a nod. 

The toast crunched.  

I was wondering how to approach the object of my visit with its 

subject when my relative jumped in with both feet. 

óIôm not unwell. I want you to know that. In fact, Iôve never felt 

fitter. I could give the legendary Galahad a run for his money.ô 

óSir Galahad: the perfect knight?ô 

óThe Honourable. But yes, on a good night. On the flat, of 

course. Never over the sticks.ô  

I let it drop. óSo why the urgent summons for the funeral?ô 

Uncle Dint put down his cup with care. 

          óYou speak from the valley of youth. We on the summits of life 

see further. Perhaps our sleeping Knight, the massif Giewont, may see 

furthest of all. But of course, being asleep, rather than dead, the issue 

of a final resting place does not apply in his case.ô 
 

 

ð ķi eué 

A urmat o pauzŁ aproape imperceptibilŁ.  

ð Cafea? 

Am dat din cap cŁ da. 

P©inea prŁjitŁ crŁnŞŁni.  

MŁ ´ntrebam cum sŁ abordez subiectul cŁruia i se datora 

vizita mea, c©nd ruda mea s-a aruncat ´n discuŞie cu ambele picioare. 

ð Nu mŁ simt rŁu. Vreau sŁ ĸtii lucrul Łsta. De fapt, nu m-am 

simŞit niciodatŁ mai ´n formŁ. Aĸ putea sŁ ´l ´nving pe legendarul 

Galahad. 

ð Sir Galahad: cavalerul perfect? 

ð Chiar el. Ċn nopŞile mele bune. Pe teren drept, desigur. 

NiciodatŁ peste obstacole.  

Nu m-am mai putut abŞine: 

ð Atunci de ce m-ai chemat aĸa de urgent la ´nmorm©ntare? 

Unchiul Dint lŁsŁ ceaĸca jos, cu grijŁ. 

  ð Tu vorbeĸti din valea tinereŞii. Noi, cei aflaŞi pe culmile 

vieŞii, vedem mai departe. Poate cŁ muntele Giewont, cavalerul nostru 

adormit, vede mai departe dec©t toŞi. Dar, desigur, fiind adormit ĸi nu 

mort, nu se pune problema unui loc de veci ´n cazul lui. 
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I waved aside the impermanence of the Tatras and indicated he 

should move on. 

  óLet me paint you a picture.ô 

 

                                                 ˾

 

óOur Polish nationôs history,ô began my Uncle Dint, óis 

something of a curateôs egg. And whilst weôre proud to celebrate the 

parts of it which have been excellent, it is only just to admit the claim 

that the bad has provided us with quite as much off which to live. At 

least for those whose roots to our soil have been replanted abroad. In 

that respect, we may be considered slightly Irish, but you never heard 

me say that. 

óOur history then, is part of our present, and because of this, 

part of our future, too. If weôre not very careful, weôll be living our 

past until the end of time. But let that pass. 

óThe slicing and dicing of politics by generals has minced us 

finer than a foie gras. Iôm no champion of the ducks, unless Iôm dining 

at Kamienne Schodki. ï in fact Iôd always prefer to hang a brace for a 

week or so ï I find them more to my taste. Chacun ¨ son gout. But 

perhaps no gavage has been more unpalatable than the diet on which 
 

 

Nu am luat ´n discuŞie efemeritatea munŞilor Tatra ĸi i-am 

sugerat sŁ meargŁ mai departe. 

  ð DŁ-mi voie sŁ-Şi ilustrez ceva. 

 

                                                  ˾

 

ð Istoria naŞiunii noastre poloneze, ´ncepu unchiul Dint, e un 

amalgam de contraste. ķi ´n timp ce suntem m©ndri sŁ sŁrbŁtorim pŁrŞi 

ale istoriei care au fost excelente, corect este sŁ recunoaĸtem cŁ pŁrŞile 

rele ne-au oferit la fel de multe lucruri pentru care ĸi din care sŁ trŁim. 

Cel puŞin acelora dintre noi ale cŁror rŁdŁcini au fost transplantate ´n 

strŁinŁtate. Din punctul Łsta de vedere, putem fi consideraŞi ´ntruc©tva 

irlandezi, dar tu nu m-ai mai auzit spun©nd asta. 

ð Astfel, istoria noastrŁ face parte din prezent ĸi, din aceastŁ 

cauzŁ, face parte ĸi din viitor. DacŁ nu avem grijŁ, vom trŁi trecutul 

p©nŁ la sf©rĸitul vieŞii noastre. Dar sŁ lŁsŁm asta. 

   ð Tocarea politicii de cŁtre generali ne-a mŁrunŞit mai fin 

dec©t pe un foie gras. Nu pot fi campion la v©nat raŞe dacŁ nu iau masa 

la Kamienne Schodki ï de fapt, prefer sŁ ´ntind laŞul o sŁptŁm©nŁ, douŁ 

ï sunt mai pe gustul meu. Chacun ¨ son gout. Dar poate cŁ niciun 

gavage nu a fost mai nedigerabil dec©t regimul pe care 
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we were force-fed after the last war. We were hungry, certainly. But 

perhaps it had been better to starve. But I digress.ô 

It was with a sense of foreboding that I noted, for the very first 

time, that my relative returned to the topic in hand before the season 

due. He sighed and began afresh. 

óDo you remember a painter named Stanisğaw?ô I shook my 

head. óStanisğaw Witkiewicz, the one who nearly went to Americaéô 

óI never knew that. I thought he killed himself.ô 

óNo, that was another painter named Stanisğaw Witkiewicz. Iôm 

talking about his father.ô 

óThen no.ô 

óHe nearly went to America. But he didnôt. He stayed. Because 

he could not bring himself to leave.ô 

It sounded reasonable. 

óBut when your home has been lost, where can you hope to 

stay?ô 

I sympathised. Great Uncle Dint was, after all, a Galician. 

óHis son, of course, I knew in Warsaw.ô 

I feigned surprised. 

           óI advised him to travel after Jadwiga left us. But his glass was 

ever 
 

 

am fost siliŞi sŁ-l Şinem dupŁ rŁzboi. Eram ´nfometaŞi, cu siguranŞŁ. Dar 

poate era mai bine sŁ murim de foame. Dar iar deviez de la subiect. 

Am observat pentru prima datŁ, cu presimŞire rea, cŁ ruda mea 

a revenit la subiectul iniŞial mai repede dec©t era cazul. A oftat ĸi a 

luat-o de la capŁt. 

ð ĊŞi aduci aminte de un pictor numit Stanisğaw? 

Am dat din cap cŁ nu.  

          ð Stanisğaw Witkiewicz, cel care aproape a plecat ´n Americaé 

ð N-am ĸtiut asta. Credeam cŁ s-a sinucis.  

ð Nu, Łsta era un alt pictor pe nume Stanisğaw Witkiewicz. Eu 

vorbesc despre tatŁl lui. 

ð Atunci nu-l Şin minte. 

ð Aproape cŁ plecase ´n America. Dar nu a fŁcut-o. A rŁmas. 

Pentru cŁ nu s-a putut hotŁr´ sŁ plece. 

Suna rezonabil. 

ð Dar c©nd rŁm©i fŁrŁ casŁ, unde te aĸtepŞi sŁ locuieĸti? 

L-am ´nŞeles. P©nŁ la urmŁ, fratele bunicului era galiŞian. 

ð Pe fiul lui, desigur, l-am cunoscut ´n Varĸovia.  

M-am prefŁcut surprins. 

           ð L-am sfŁtuit sŁ cŁlŁtoreascŁ dupŁ ce ne-a pŁrŁsit Jadwiga. 

Dar el nu vedea niciodatŁ 
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half empty.ô The words appeared to remind my Uncle of something, 

for he turned his back momentarily to reappear with his cup refreshed. 

óHe fell to pieces when Stalinôs piglets came. So they buried 

him ï for a while. Then they dug him up.ô He looked at me with an 

intensity Iôd seldom seen. óéYes, they dug him up. Someone 

apparently wanted to move him to Zakopane. Well, why not, you may 

feel?ô I shrugged. 

óThey dug him up and shipped him down from the back end of 

beyond. Because they thought he should be buried at home.ô 

He drained the cup. There was more to come. 

óNot too long ago, some fellows took a look at what was left 

inside the coffin. And found his were the remains of some Ukrainian 

woman.ô  

The cup rattled in the saucer. 

óThatôs not going to happen to me.ô 

Breakfast was over. 

 

 

 

                                               ˾

 

             Sometime later we were strolling along the thoroughfare which 

links Warsawôs New Town to the Old, and it was perhaps a succession 

of 

 

dec©t jumŁtatea goalŁ a paharului.  

Cuvintele pŁreau sŁ-i fi amintit unchiului meu de ceva, pentru 

cŁ s-a ́ ntors o clipŁ cu spatele, iar c©nd reveni cana ´i era din nou plinŁ. 

ð A fost distrus c©nd au venit purceii lui Stalin. Aĸa cŁ l-au 

´ngropat ï pentru o vreme. Apoi l-au dezgropat. 

 M-a privit cu o intensitate pe care rar am mai vŁzut-o.  

ð éDa, l-au dezgropat. Aparent cineva voia sŁ-l mute la 

Zakopane. ķi de ce nu, ´n fond?  

Am ridicat din umeri. 

ð L-au dezgropat ĸi l-au adus ́ napoi din lumea de dincolo. 

Pentru cŁ ei considerau cŁ trebuie ´nmorm©ntat acasŁ. 

A golit cana. Mai avea de povestit. 

  ð Nu cu mult timp ´n urmŁ, niĸte tipi au aruncat o privire sŁ 

vadŁ ce a mai rŁmas ´n sicriu. ķi au descoperit cŁ rŁmŁĸiŞele aparŞineau 

unei femei ucrainene.  

Cana zŁngŁni pe farfurioarŁ. 

ð Mie asta nu trebuie sŁ mi se ´nt©mple. 

Micul dejun luase sf©rĸit. 

 

                                                    ˾ 

 

             Ceva mai t©rziu ne plimbam liniĸtiŞi pe artera principalŁ care 

leagŁ Oraĸul Nou din Varĸovia de Oraĸul Vechi ĸi probabil 

succesiunea de 
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signs offering kaczka pieczona z jablkami that got my Great-Uncle 

back in the hunt. 

óAn apple a day keeps the Doctor away!ô he opined, as we 

gained the square. I refrained from comment. óBut duck can bring a 

surprise... Itôs all in the name.ô 

From his youth, he said, he had been alert to the potential of 

names and indeed, used many in his early experiences as a boarder 

dossing amongst the lesser inhabitants of the haut monde. His 

predilection for the nom de plume extended to his collection of 

passports, of which he kept a selection issued by several authorities 

and which ascribed to him a selection of both nationalities and names.  

óHorses for Coursesô he would say, as we approached a border.                 

And it must be admitted that I never once saw him flourish 

documentation without being whisked off to what he would later 

describe as the VIP suite under some kind of guard of honour, more 

often than not armed.   

            In the manner of names, Uncle divulged (as we took coffee in a 

caf® under the fixed gaze of an iron basilisk while watching children 

splash in the Sirenôs gutter), that he had once fallen heavily under the 

influence of a clear-sprung philologist from Biağystok, part of whose 

Lingwe uniwersala heôd found on a park bench in Veisiejai when 
 

 

plŁcuŞe pe care scria Kaczka pieczona z jabğkami a fost cea care l-a dus 

pe fratele bunicului ´napoi la v©nŁtoare. 

ð Un mŁr pe zi de doctor te va pŁzi! spuse, ´n timp ce ne 

apropiam de piaŞŁ. M-am abŞinut de la comentarii.  

ð Dar raŞa ´Şi poate face surprize... Numele o spune. 

ĊncŁ din tinereŞe, spunea el, era atent la potenŞialul numelor ĸi 

´ntr-adevŁr a folosit multe ´n experienŞele sale de elev de internat 

dormind printre locatarii mai puŞin ´nsemnaŞi din haut monde. 

PredilecŞia sa pentru nom de plume se vŁdea ´n colecŞia de paĸapoarte, 

din care a pŁstrat o selecŞie de paĸapoarte emise de diverse autoritŁŞi ĸi 

care ́ i atribuiau o selecŞie at©t de naŞionalitŁŞi, c©t ĸi de nume.  

ð Fiecare cu ce i se potriveĸte, zicea el atunci c©nd se apropia 

o graniŞŁ.  

ķi trebuie precizat cŁ nu l-am vŁzut niciodatŁ etal©ndu-ĸi 

documentele fŁrŁ a se face nevŁzut imediat ́ n ceea ce mai t©rziu avea 

sŁ descrie drept un apartament VIP, cu un fel de gardŁ de onoare, cel 

mai adesea ´narmatŁ.  

Ċn ceea ce priveĸte numele, unchiul a divulgat (´n timp ce beam 

cafea la o cafenea sub privirea fixŁ a unui bazilisc de fier ´n timp ce ne 

uitam la copii cum se bŁlŁceau in f©nt©na statuii Sirenei), cŁ odatŁ a 

fost puternic influenŞat de un filolog ad-hoc din Biağystok, a cŁrui 

Lingwe uniwersala (parte din ea) o gŁsise pe o bancŁ ´n parcul din 

Viesiejai, pe c©nd p©ndea 
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stalking duck. Heôd spotted what appeared to be a party of three 

shovelers, when his attention was drawn to a striking fellow with a 

most luxuriant beard but not a trace of hair on his head.  

Suspecting a disguise, and sensing a fellow anasophile, my 

relative approached the beaver in a roundabout manner and introduced 

himself as Thomas Thorsteinsson, then his favoured alias when inside 

the Russian Empire. The fellow replied in kind, indicating that he went 

under the name of Lyudovik, named Eliezer (although the certificate 

used the Yiddish form Leyzer). 

Uncle Dint was on the point of constructing a pleasantry 

concerning the practice of Christian names, when the beard continued: 

óHowever, I have only today decided to be known as Lazar, 

putting aside forever the gentile connection. If I tell you I have also 

decided to renounce the patronymic Markovich, you will no doubt 

recognise that I have undergone a most thorough revision of 

conventions of conversational address.ô 

óCall me Tom,ô opened Uncle Dint, offering his hand. 

óCall me Ludo,ô said the Beaver. 

Their subsequent lunch was memorable. Whilst introducing his new 

friend to the Proven­al pistou, Uncle explaining that the sauce was 
 

 

raŞe. Observase un grup de trei raŞe, c©nd atenŞia i-a fost atrasŁ de un 

tip ĸocant, cu o barbŁ bogatŁ, dar fŁrŁ fir de pŁr pe cap. 

Suspect©nd cŁ bŁrbosul e ĸi el un anasophile deghizat, ruda 

mea s-a apropiat de el pe ocolite ĸi s-a prezentat ca fiind Thomas 

Thorsteinsson, pseudonimul lui preferat la momentul acela, atunci c©nd 

se afla pe teritoriul Imperiului Rus. BŁrbosul i-a rŁspuns ´n aceeaĸi 

manierŁ, indic©nd faptul cŁ poartŁ numele de Lyudovik, numit Eliezer 

(deĸi pe certificatfigura forma idiĸ, Leyzer). 

Unchiul Dint era pe cale sŁ facŁ o glumŁ legatŁ de practica 

numelore creĸtine, c©nd tipul cu barbŁ a continuat: 

ð Totuĸi, abia azi am decis sŁ fiu cunoscut drept LazŁr, 

´nlŁtur©nd pentru totdeauna asocierea cu numele creĸtin. DacŁ vŁ spun 

ĸi cŁ am decis sŁ renunŞ la numele patronimic, Markovich, veŞi observa 

fŁrŁ ´ndoialŁ cŁ am efectuat o revizuire totalŁ a convenŞiilor de adresare 

conversaŞionalŁ. 

ð SpuneŞi-mi Tom, se oferi unchiul Dint, ´ntinz©ndu-i m©na. 

ð SpuneŞi-mi Ludo, spuse bŁrbosul. 

Pr©nzul ce a urmat a fost memorabil. Ċn timp ce ´i explica noului sŁu 

prieten ce-i aia Proven­al pistou, explic©ndu-i cŁ sosul era de fapt 
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essentially pesto without the seeds of the pinus, he found his 

companionôs attention compelled towards clarifying their mode of 

communication rather than clearing his plate.  

óI explained to him it was merely a simplified set of common 

ingredients, mixed up.ô He kept repeating, as we were eating, ónear 

pesto.ô He wrote it down several times. It was only as the meal drew to 

a close I found heôd anagramatised it.  

And thatôs how Uncle Dint got Dr. L.L Zamenhof started in the 

Esperanto business. 

 

                                                    ˾

 

The talk of lunch moved us swiftly across the market square to 

top of the stone steps and a table at the Uncleôs favoured source of 

roasted duck with apple. 

óOf course, he really changed his name to avoid confusion with 

his brother, the sawbones Dr. L. Zamenhof,ô he said as the waiter 

uncorked a most reasonable ros® and retired. 

óI donôt quite seeéô 

            óYouôre not a philologist ï the second L makes all the 

difference in the world. Think of the Welsh.ô 
 

 

 pesto, fŁrŁ seminŞe de pinus, unchiul observŁ cŁ tovarŁĸul lui era de 

fapt preocupat sŁ sŁ clarifice modul de comunicare, mai degrabŁ dec©t 

sŁ-ĸi goleascŁ farfuria.  

ð I-am explicat cŁ era doar un amestec simplificat de 

ingrediente obiĸnuite, amestecate. El tot repeta, ´n timp ce m©ncam 

óaproape pestoô. A ĸi scris-o de c©teva ori. Doar c©nd masa era pe 

sf©rĸite, mi-am dat seama cŁ anagramatizase cuv©ntul. 

ķi aĸa l-a iniŞiat unchiul Dint pe Dr. L.L. Zamenhof ´n ideea de 

Esperanto. 

 

                                                     ˾

 

DiscuŞia despre masa de pr©nz nefŁcut sŁ traversŁm scuarul ĸi 

sŁ urcŁm tocmai ´n capul treptelor de piatrŁ, sŁ ne aĸezŁm la o masŁ ´n 

localul preferat al Unchiului c©nd avea chef de raŞŁ cu mere la cuptor.  

          ð Evident, ĸi-a schimbat numele, de fapt, pentru a evita 

confuzia cu fratele sŁu, chirurgul Dr. L. Zamnehof, zise el ´n timp ce 

chelnerul deschise sticlŁ de ros® convenabilŁ ĸi se retrase. 

          ð Nu prea ´nŞelegé 

          ð Nu eĸti filolog. Al doilea L este cel mai important. G©ndeĸte-

te la galezi. 
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óThis squareô he expanded, óalways serves to remind me itôs 

about time to return to Krakow.ô He gave small sigh. óPerhaps I should 

be buried there?ô 

óAmongst the kings?ô 

óSome of them. Of course, thereôs no house of Mickiewicz 

there ï I can highly recommend the beer in the cellar as an essential 

part of any Warsaw visit. But do mind the steps. But on the whole, 

thereôs a spirituality about that city which we somehow failed to carry 

here when we took over the capital. Or it was lost it in the intervening 

four hundred years.ô 

óPerhaps it will come back?ô 

óTime will tell.ô 

He looked thoughtful. 

óZamenhof, of course, remained a true Pole.ô 

óHow does one tell that?ô 

óLanguage. I remember he wrote to me a little after that first 

lunch. If I recall correctly he said ñMia gepatra lingvo estas la rusa; 

sed nun mi parolas pli pole...ò Or words to that effect.ô 

I sipped the wine in silence. 

          óCat got your tongue?ô Uncle Dint was playful. óOr is it more a 

case of 
 

 

ð PiaŞa asta, adŁugŁ el, ´ntotdeauna ´mi aduce aminte cŁ e 

timpul sa mŁ ´ntorc la Cracovia , spuse el oft©nd. Poate ar trebui sa fiu 

´ngropat acolo. 

           ð Printre regi? 

           ð Unii dintre ei. Acolo nu au o casŁ a lui Mickiewicz, din 

pŁcate. Aĸ putea recomanda berea de la cramŁ ca parte esenŞialŁ a unei 

vizite ´n Varĸovia. Dar sŁ ai grijŁ la trepte. Dar, oraĸul are o 

spiritualitate pe care noi nu am reuĸit sŁ o aducem aici c©nd am preluat 

controlul asupra capitalei. Sau s-a pierdut ´n cei patru sute de ani ce au 

urmat.  

 ð Poate o vom regŁsi? 

 ð RŁm©ne de vŁzut. 

 PŁrea ´ng©ndurat. 

ð Zamenhof , bine´nŞeles, a rŁmas un polonez adevŁrat. 

ð Cum ´Şi poŞi da seama? 

ð Limba. Ċmi aduc aminte cŁ mi-a scris puŞin dupŁ acel prim 

pr©nz. DacŁ ´mi aduc bine aminte, a zis ĂMia gepatra lingvo estas la 

rusa; sed nun mi parolas pli poleéò Sau ceva de genul acesta. 

Am sorbit vinul ´n liniĸte. 

  ð ŝi-ai ´nghiŞit limba? 

 Unchiul Dint era glumeŞ. 
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Wittgensteinôs seventh proposition?ô I nodded incomprehension. 

óOf course, we can still count on the old place to turn out 

capital chaps when we need them.ô 

I asked him who he was talking about, wishing at the same time 

I might clarify ówhat.ô 

óYoung Karol Wojtyğa.ô 

I remained blank. 

           óChristian Karol ï the keenest keeper in Wadowice! I helped 

him chose his first pair of boots. Theyôre going to make him a saint, 

you know. Santo Subito! And rightly so.ô 

óYouôre not referring to the Pope? 

óQuite right my boy. No-one here has stopped calling him that. 

Jan Paweğ II will always be the Father for us.ô 

óYou knew him?ô I was incredulous.  

óOf course. He was a Galician. We were practically 

neighbours.ô Great Uncle Dint beamed, as he always did at a mention 

of his homeland. 

         óWhatôs that about boots?ô 
 

 

ð Sau mai degrabŁ e vorba de a ĸaptea afirmaŞie a lui 

Wittgenstein? 

Am ´ncuviinŞat, nepricep©nd nimic. 

ð Bine´nŞeles, locul acela ´ncŁ produce indivizi de toatŁ lauda ï  

c©nd avem nevoie de ei. 

L-am ´ntrebat despre cine vorbea, sper©nd ´n acelaĸi timp 

sŁ mŁ lŁmureascŁ ĸi despre ce vorbea.  

ð T©nŁrul Karol Wojtyğa. 

Tot nedumerit eram.  

      ð Christian Karol ï Cel mai grozav portar din Wadowice! 

L-am ajutat sŁ ´ĸi aleagŁ prima pereche de ghete. O sŁ ´l facŁ 

sf©nt! Santo Subito! ķi pe bunŁ dreptate. 

ð Doar nu te referi la PapŁ? 

ð Bine´nŞeles, bŁiete. Nimeni de aici nu a ´ncetat sŁ ´i zicŁ aĸa. Jan 

Paweğ al II-lea va fi mereu PŁrintele pentru noi. 

ð Ċl cunoĸteai?  

Nu-mi venea sŁ cred. 

ð Bine´nŞeles. Era galiŞian. Eram vecini, practic.  

Unchiul Dint radia, ca de obicei, c©nd venea vorba de Şara lui 

natalŁ. 

      ð Ce era cu ghetele? 
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óI remember most clearly. He was outside a cobblerôs on 

WŃska, admiring the wide selection of natty footwear. I advised him  

most strongly: itôs not the upper you need to think about. Itôs the 

strength of the sole.ô  

I coughed slightly. 

óAnd the importance of dubbin. I like to think he remembered 

that.ô  

And thatôs how Uncle Dint got Karol Wojtyğa out of the goal-

saving business. 

 

                                                   ˾

 

The sun was still high in the sky as we strolled back home, in 

the fumes of the traffic from the old buses, as we left the New World 

and headed along Jerozolimskie. 

          óJerusalemôs no good for Popes, now, of course.ô Uncle mused 

as we came in sight of the Palace of Culture. óOf course, they buried 

him in the Vatican. At least they popped on the shelf where the Blessed 

John XXIII used to be. And that was because theyôd made a space by  

 

ð Ċmi aduc perfect aminte. Era afarŁ ´n faŞa unui cizmar ´n WŃska, 

admira numŁrul mare de pantofi eleganŞi. I-am zis rŁspicat: Nu partea 

de sus trebuie sŁ te intereseze. Talpa sŁ fie solidŁ. 

Am tuĸit scurt. 

ð ķi crema de ghete. Eu cred cŁ a Şinut minte ce i-am zis atunci. 

ķi uite aĸa l-a scos unchiul Dint pe Karol Wojtyğa din poziŞia de 

apŁrare a porŞii. 

 

 

                                                      ˾

 

 

Soarele era ´ncŁ sus pe cer c©nd ne ´ntoarserŁm agale spre casŁ, 

prin gazele de eĸapament din trafic, venind de la autobuzele vechi. Am 

lŁsat ´n urmŁ Lumea NouŁ ĸi am luat-o de-a lungul strŁzii 

Jerozolomskie.  

         ð Acum, Ierusalimul nu mai este bun pentru Papi, bine´nŞeles, 

remarcŁ unchiul c©nd am ajuns la Palatul Culturii. L-au ´ngropat la 

Vatican, bine´nŞeles. Cel puŞin l-au aĸezat acolo unde era odatŁ Sf©ntul 

Ioan al XXIII-lea. FiindcŁ-l mutaserŁ pe acela ´nŁuntru, de se fŁcuse un 

loc.  
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moving him indoors. So you see, there is no knowing when theyôll try 

and move him on. Bring him home. Or a part of him. It must be a 

worry.ô 

We stepped aside the main road to skirt towards Uncleôs home, 

along Nowogrodzka, with the sound of various instruments floating 

from open windows in the sudden quiet of the evening. 

 óYou look like youôre in need of a rest,ô my relative informed 

me as we drew alongside a bustling caf®. Parking me on a small table 

outside, he disappeared inside, returning quite some time later with two 

large glasses of beer. óI had to have a word with Stash,ô he said, as if 

by way of explanation. óFirst class fellow ï knows everybody worth 

knowing. Never forgets.ô He took a draught of beer. óBut he can go on, 

rather.ô 

We sat drinking in the evening. I felt I was beginning to 

understand why I was there. 

óYou think we need some sort of Sepulchre?ô 

           Uncle Dint looked grave. He produced a long cigar, and cut it 

with deliberation. 
 

 

Aĸa cŁ, vezi tu, nu se ĸtie c©nd vor ´ncerca sŁ-l mute mai departe. 

AduceŞi-l acasŁ. MŁcar o bucatŁ din el. Asta trebuie cŁ le cam dŁ bŁtaie 

de cap. 

Ne-am depŁrtat de ĸoseaua principalŁ pentru a scurta drumul 

spre casa unchiului, pe strada Nowogrodzka. Prin geamurile deschise, 

´n liniĸtea neaĸteptatŁ a serii, se auzeau tot felul de instrumente. 

ð Se pare cŁ ai nevoie de odihnŁ, mŁ informŁ ruda mea ´n timp 

ce ne treceam pe l©ngŁ o cafenea aglomeratŁ. M-a lŁsat afarŁ, la o 

mŁsuŞŁ, ĸi a dispŁrut ´nŁuntru, ĸi s-a-ntors dupŁ puŞin timp cu douŁ 

pahare mari de bere.  

ð Am avut ceva de discutat cu Stash, mi-a explicat. Un tip 

formidabil ï ĸtie pe toatŁ lumea bine. Nu uitŁ niciodatŁ.  

LuŁ o ´nghiŞiturŁ de bere.  

ð Dar poate trece peste. 

Am stat ĸi am bŁut toatŁ seara. SimŞeam cŁ ´ncep sŁ ´nŞeleg de 

ce eram acolo. 

ð Crezi cŁ avem nevoie de un loc special pentru ´ngropare? 

Unchiul Dint pŁrea serios. ķi-a scos un trabuc lung ĸi l-a tŁiat  

cu mare grijŁ. 
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óWalled in?ô He lit a match, and began to rotate the tip, 

cultivating the flame.  

óYouôd feel imprisoned?ô I was not entirely surprised. 

 óUse your head. Stone walls do not a prison make. Poe faced 

his fears. Although I believe he had a bell installed.ô 

óDo you have any strong feelings about the afterlife?ô I felt I 

should ask. 

           óThereôs no smoke without fire.ô He shook the match and his 

head. óCervantes: a genuine Montecristo ï one can count on thatéô     

He appeared to be approaching contentment.  

           óI remember the smoke from the torches in the Rynek at 

Krak·w the night they brought Our Lady of F§tima round on a tray. I 

was dining with a young woman in a curtained booth at Wierzynek, on 

tinned peas and a steak which appeared to have been acquired in 1364, 

while beyond the windowpane, amidst the snow, thousands paraded in 

hats and scarves and glory in their hearts. We descended to take a 

better look, and stepped into a cloud of love. It was most disconcerting. 

But it was most definitely the case.ô 
 

 

ð Zidit, adicŁ?  

       A aprins un chibrit ĸi a ´nceput sŁ-l roteascŁ mŁrind flacŁra. 

ð Te-ai simŞi ´ntemniŞat? 

       Nu mŁ miram deloc. 

ð G©ndeĸte-te singur. Zidurile de piatrŁ nu fac o ´nchisoare. 

Poe a trecut peste temerile lui. Deĸi cred cŁ ĸi-a pus un clopot.  

ð Te g©ndeĸti la viaŞa de dupŁ? l-am ´ntrebat.  

ð Nu iese fum fŁrŁ foc.  

A scuturat bŁŞul de chibrit ĸi a dat din cap cŁ nu.  

ð Cervantes: un veritabil Montecristo ï poŞi fi sigur de asta...  

PŁrea cŁ ajunge unde voia.  

           ð Ċmi aduc aminte de fumul de la torŞele din Rynek din 

Cracovia, ´n noaptea ´n care au adus statuia Fecioarei Maria din Fatima 

pe o tavŁ. Luam cina cu o t©nŁrŁ femeie ´ntr-un separeu, la Wierzynek, 

mazŁre la conservŁ ĸi fripturŁ care pŁrea veche din 1364, ´n timp ce 

dincolo de fereastrŁ, ´n mijlocul zŁpezii, mii de persoane mŁrĸŁluiau cu 

pŁlŁrii ĸi eĸarfe ĸi inimi av©ntate. Am cobor©t sŁ vedem mai bine ĸi am 

cŁlcat drept ´n norul de iubire. Eram nŁucitor. Dar cu siguranŞŁ aĸa a 

fost. 
 

 

 
 




