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The following poems are reproduced here with the kind permission of Encounter,

London:

“And Even, Even If They Take Away the Stove,” “A Ballad of Going Down

to the Store,” “Self-Portrait as Felt,” “Garwolin—a Town for Ever,” and “My

Jacobean Fatigues,” all by Miron Biak ki and first published in E: x

February 1958. (© 1958 by Enceunter Ltd.

“Elegy of Fortinbras,” by Zbigniew Herbert and first published in Encounter,

August 1961. (©) 1961 by Encounter Ltd.

“Throughout Our Lands,” by Czestaw Mitosz and first published in Encounter,
February 1964. © 1964 by Encounter Ltd.

The following poems are reproduced here with the kind permission of the

Observer, London:

“The Return of the Proconsul,” “The Tongue,” “The Stone,” “Mythology,”

and “The Fathers of a Star,” all by Zbigniew Herbert and first published in the
Observer, September 2, 1962. © 1962 by the Observer, Limited.

All the poems by Witold Gombrowicz, Anna Swirszczyniska, Stanistaw Bar-
aficzak, and Adam Zaga‘cwski are new to this third edition. The poems *“From
Songs of a Wanderer” by Aleksander Wat; “A Great Number,” “The Joy of
Writing,” “Utopia,” “Autotomy,” “Letters of the Dead,” “Every Case,” and
“Laughter” by Wislawa Szymborska; and “The Envoy of Mr. Cogito” by
Zbigniew Herbert are also new to this edition.

The two monologues from The Marriage are from Louis Iribarne’s translation
of the play, originally published by Grove Press, Inc. (1969) and Calder & Boyars
Ltd. (1971); they have been revised by the translator for the present antholo%y.
© 1969 by Grove Press, Inc., © 1971 by Calder & Boyars Ltd., © 1982 by
Louis Iribarne.

The translations of the poems from Building the Barricade, and the note, “From
the Author,” were first published in the bilingual edition of Building the Barricade,
poems of Anna Swirszczyfiska translated by Magnus Jan Krynski and Robert A.
Maguire (Wydawnictwo Literackie, 1979). Translations © 1979 by Magnus
Jan Krynski and Robert A. Maguire.

The translation of “The Envoy of Mr. Cogito,” by Zbigniew Herbert, was
first published in Selected Poems of Zbigniew Herbert, tr lated by Bogdana and
John Carpenter (Oxford University Press, 1977). © 1977 by Bogdana and John
Carpenter.

The translations of “If You Have to Scream, Please Do It Quietly” and “If
Porcelain, Then Only the Kind,” by Stanistaw Baraficzak, were first gublished

in Under My Own Roof, poems of Stanistaw Baraficzak translated by Frank

Kujawinski (Mr. Cogito Press, 1980). © 1980 by Mr. Cogito Press.

The translations of “The H Conditions,” “Never Really,” and *“Those
Men, So Powerful,” by Stanistaw Baraficzak, were first published in The New
York Arts Journal, no. 23 (1981). © 1981 by Magnus Jan Krynski and Robert A.

Maguire.

The translations of “Freedom,” “I Talked to a Frenchman,” and “Verses About

Poland,” by Adam Zagajewski, were first published in Witness out of Silence:

Polish Poets Fighting for Freedom, translated by Antony Graham (Poets’ and
Painters’ Press, 1980). (©) 1980 by Poets’ and Painters’ Press.




Czeslaw Mitosz was born in Lithuania in 1911. A few years later, his
father, an engineer, moved the family to Russia, but after World War I
he elected to live in Poland, and Mifosz grew up in Wilno, attending
Catholic schools there. At college, like many young Poles of his genera-
tion, he joined literary-political groups that were influenced by Marx-
ism. He began to write poetry seriously while he was living in Paris,
where he came to know his cousin, a French poet, Oscar de L. Milosz.
During World War II he worked in Warsaw as writer and editor for
the Resistance movement publications. In the first postwar years he was
secretary at the Polish Embassy in Washington. In 1951 he left Poland
and after ten years in Paris came to the United States where he is now
Professor of Slavic Languages and Literatures, Emeritus, at the Uni-
versity of California, Berkeley. In 1980 he was awarded the Nobel
Prize for Literature.

Other books by Czestaw Mitosz available from the University of
California Press are The History of Polish Literature, Emperor of The
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PREFACE
TO THE THIRD EDITION

THE first edition of this anthology appeared in 1965.
It was soon sold out and followed by a second edition,
published in England. Subsequently, I was to learn
from friends of mine, American poets who in the sixties
had been at the outset of their literary careers, that the
book had an impact on their work then. It was well
received by teachers and students of literature. All this
suggests that its reissue, at the initiative of the University
of California Press, is justified.

This is an expanded edition. I have added some poems
by authors who were already represented and a few by
new names. As I said in my first preface, the anthology
is not meant to rank the relative merit of authors by
allotting them more or less space. Translatability and
the editor’s whim were more decisive. That whimsical
character of the whole is even more pronounced in this
edition, and I readily accept the reproach of arbitrariness.

Postwar Polish poetry has gone through several
phases marked by changes in the amount of political
control. Censorship was relatively tolerant in the years
1945-1949, sterilizing and debasing between 1949 and
1956, then again relaxed but growing unpredictable
through the sixties and seventies. The victory of Soli-
darity in August 1980 opened, for a short time, com-
pletely new vistas. The coup of December 1981 closed
that chapter; it is too early to predict the future of
poetry, which by its nature is a rebellious force.

In expanding the anthology, I translated several
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PREFACE TO THE THIRD EDITION

poems especially for the occasion, and I wish to thank
my colleague, poet and professor Leonard Nathan, for
his assistance in reading and correcting the new material.
I decided also to include some English versions done by
others and published in separate collections. Thus, all
translations are my own unless otherwise noted.
Berkeley, 1982



PREFACE

I'wisHto explainin a few words why and how I made this
anthology. The underlying motive, as I see it, was my
distrust of a poetry which indulges in negation and in a
sterile anger at the world. Man confronted with mechan-
isms beyond his control is a loser until he learns that what
seemed to crush him was, in fact, a necessary trial to open
a new dimension and to prepare his mind to cope with
unheard-of circumstances. This, in my opinion, is
what has happened in contemporary Polish poetry. A
historical steam-roller has gone several times through a
country whose geographical location, between Germany
and Russia, is not particularly enviable. Yet the poet
emerges perhaps more energetic, better prepared to
assume tasks assigned to him by the human condition,
than is his Western colleague. One can blame the Polish
poet for his irony, sometimes verging on cynicism. Irony,
however, for better or worse, is an ingredient of modern
poetry everywhere and cannot be separated from the
purpose it serves. As for this purpose, elegant scepticism
and the will to defend the basic values of man’s existence
are not one and the same thing.

The anthology is not conceived as an ‘image’ of
contemporary Polish poetry. To make such a claim one
would have to allot space to every single poet of talent, a
task I found impossible. Some, fine craftsmen, are
completely untranslatable, whereas others can be trans-
lated without betraying the original. I doubt whether
Polish syllabo-tonic verse (‘feet” within a line of counted
syllables) can be rendered in English. Consequently,
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PREFACE

there is in my book a distortion of perspective, as poets
who use the traditional metre could hardly be included.
It is true, however, that in the last decades they have been
less and less numerous; the younger generation tends to
practise a kind of asceticism or ‘anti-poetry’; thus the
fluidity of rocking rhythms and rhymes is usually aban-
doned. Generally speaking, adaptability to English deter-
mined toa large extent the number of poems each writer
has been allotted.

I limited the scope of the anthology to poets who are
living, with one éxception. The stress is laid upon poems
published since 1956, a date when the lifting of censorship
and the breakdown of absurd doctrines provoked a real
explosion of new schools and talents. Here, of course, I
make several exceptions, going back sometimes as far as
the years of World War II or the years preceding it.
Poems were judged on merit alone and I did not apply
any discrimination as to the views of their authors or their
political status. Neither did I examine their passports; no
clear-cut division between the poets living abroad and
those at home is apparent in Polish literature, in contrast
to what occurred in Russian literature. Since Polish poets
have been influencing each other across the borders, their
present residence is not a decisive factor.

A reader could be puzzled, I would imagine, by the
character of this poetry and be curious about its literary
kinships. Its mixture of macabre and humorous elements,
its preoccupation less with the ego than with dramas of
history, the relish with which it handles and remodels
moral maxims did not appear all of a sudden in our time;
several centuries of native verse, baroque perhaps by the
very nature of the language, are behind it. Italian and
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PREFACE

French influences, to mention the most significant in the
past, were modified accordingly. And as every poetic
current is embedded in local traditions even if it absorbs a
great deal from abroad, the pattern has been repeated up
to this day. Rebellious French writers have exerted a
strong influence since the end of the nineteenth century
when the first translations of Arthur Rimbaud were pub-
lished. Yet the work of one patron and martyr of mod-
ern Polish verse, Cyprian Norwid (1821-83), has been
leading poetsin a direction opposite to that of the French.
Norwid, slighted and rejected in his lifetime, was a poet
of anthropological structures; he confronted the indus-
trial era with the Mediterranean civilizations of the past;
theironic wisdom of that downtrodden man, an emigréin
Italy, in New York, in Paris, overcame subjectivism.
Today Polish poetry is the result of a distillation of themes
and forms, conducted by successive vanguards. Great
conciseness is often achieved, and very short poems con-
tain intricate meanings. I must admit I am partial to a
poetry that sometimes attains the calligraphic quality
of an ideogram. To my surprise I discovered it translates
better than long poems, as if the reduction of images
and metaphors to a bare minimum made it more
universal and less inclined to be trapped in a linguistic
laboratory.

Poets of each country resemble an eighteenth-century
freemasonic lodge, with its rites, rivalries and friend-
ships. Being a member of such a lodge myself, I am glad
to act as its representative abroad. The majority of the
authors in the anthology are younger than myself and to
introduce them is particularly pleasant. I hope my fellow
poets will not hold a grudge against me for not giving
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PREFACE

some of them a more prominent place. Translations
should at least be adequate, and it is better not to attempt
what cannot be done.

I am not a native English speaker and I do not trust my
ear, so I had to rely upon the help and control of those who
have spoken English from childhood; poetry, after all,
always draws upon the language of one’s childhood. I
wish to thank Mac Goodman, Lawrence Davis, Reuel
Wilson, and Richard Lourie for the long debates we had
over one sentence or, quite often, over one word.
Two poems of Slonimski and one of Jastrun (‘Remem-
brance’) were given definitive shape by Lawrence Davis.
Some poems were translated by Peter Dale Scott with my
minor assistance and are marked accordingly.

1965
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LEOPOLD STAFF
(1878-1957)

STAFF's name is usually associated with the ‘Young Poland’
movement which prior to World War I revolutionized Polish
poetry. After that time, he accompanied several generations of
poets, teaching them craft, but even more learning from them
and constantly changing his technique. A man of broad humanist
education, he directed before 1914 an excellent series, ‘Sympo-
sium’, for one of the publishing houses, in which, among other
authors, Nietzsche, Kierkegaard and Cardinal Newman ap-
peared. An amusing detail indicative of the syncretic mood of the
period is that he himself simultaneously translated Nietzsche and
the Flowers of Saint Francis. His translations from Latin, Italian,
French and German, both in verse and in prose, are a durable
achievement. I used to visit him during the last war in Nazi-
occupied Warsaw. A gentle old man with a goatee, he was
venerated by much younger poets for his passionate interest in
their work, his optimism — very necessary at that time — and the
poems he sent to underground publications. After 1945 Staff
profited considerably from his friendships with very young poets,
then entering the literary scene, and, being open to their judge-
ments, attained his long-sought ideal: complete simplicity of
form. The poems which follow belong to his last phase. Though
he is no longer living, there is no doubt as to his place among the
poets of today.



LEOPOLD STAFF
Foundations

IBUILT on the sand

And it tumbled down,

I built on a rock

And it tumbled down.

Now when I build, I shall begin
With the smoke from the chimney.

The Bridge

Ip1DN’T believe,

Standing on the bank of a river

Which was wide and swift,

That I would cross that bridge

Plaited from thin, fragile reeds

Fastened with bast.

I walked delicately as a butterfly

And heavily as an elephant,

I walked surely as a dancer

And wavered like a blind man.

I didn’t believe that I would cross that bridge,
And now that I am standing on the other side,
I don’t believe I crossed it.

Three Towns

THREE small towns,
So small that all of them
Could be contained in one . . .
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THREE TOWNS

They are not on the map.

They were destroyed in the war,
For in them lived people

‘Who were hard-working, quiet,
Peace-loving.

O tepid, indifferent brothers!

Why does none of you look for those towns?
How poor is the man who

Asks no questions.



