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This book is presented to...
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"Day ut la pobrusa
a ti poziwai"
"Let me grind and you
take a rest"

''<Õ#∞ â◊„q∞™êÎ#∞
h=Ù qâß„Ou fã¨∞HÀ——
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„Ñ¨™êÎ=#
POQÆ¡ÉèÏ+¨ =∂\Ï¡_Õ ^ÕâßÅÖ’ HÍÅÊxHõ „Ñ¨„H˜Ü«∞ (Fiction)
=ÚO^Œ∞O_»QÍ áÈÖÏO_£ Hõ=ÙÅ, ~°K~« Ú`«Å ~°K#« ÅÖ’ <å@H©Ü∞« `«, "≥Ü
· ∞« H˜HÎ "õ ∞≥ #ÿ
J#∞Éèí∂u „Ñ¨^è•# JOâ◊OQÍ ~°K«#Å∞O\Ï~Ú. Z<Àﬂ™ê~°∞¡ „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK« K«i„`«Ö’
Ç≤ÏO™ê ã¨OÑ¶∞¨ @#Å‰õΩÖ’<≥· =∞~°Å rqOz# áÈÅO_£ ^ÕâO◊ Ö’ ™êÇ≤Ï`«ºO ‰õÄ_®
J<ÕHõ X_ç^Œ∞_»∞‰õΩÅ‰õΩ QÆ∞Ô~·#k. Henrick Sienkiewicz (1905), Wladyslaw
Reymont (1924), Isac Bashevis Singer (1978), CZeslaw Milosiz

Ö’ ™êÇ≤Ï`åºxH˜ <ÀÉˇÖò |Ç¨ï=∞ux
á⁄Ok<å~°∞. Pole JO>Ë Field Jx J~°O÷ . Ñ¨tÛ=∞ ™ê¡qH± `≥Q‰Æ Ωõ K≥Ok# 'Polans'
#∞O_ç áÈÅO_£‰Ωõ P ¿Ñ~°∞ =zÛOk. "≥Ú`«OÎ 17 <À|∞Öò |Ç¨ï=∞`«∞Å∞ á⁄Ok#
^Õâ◊q∞k.

(1980), Wislawa Szymborska (1996)

2017Ö’ '"≥Ú~åH˘— ™êÇ≤Ï`«º ã¨ÉèíÅÖ’ áêÖÁæ#ﬂÑ¨Ù_»∞ Ñ¨iK«Ü«∞"≥∞ÿ#
Alicza Kubreska, Rafal Jarnicki, Izabela Zubko Å ¿ãﬂÇ¨ÏO k#k#
„Ñ¨=~°=ú ∂#"≥∞ÿ "åi Ñ¨Ùã¨HÎ ÍÅ#∞ <Õ#∞ `≥Å∞QÆ∞Ö’ J#∞=kOKÕ ™ê÷~ÚH˜ KÕ~∞° ‰õΩ#ﬂk.
áÈÅO_£‰õΩ ##∞ﬂ PÇ¨ﬁxOK«_»"Õ∞ HÍHõ, JHõ¯_ç Hõ=ÙÅ∞ Ñ¨k=∞Ok Hõq`«Å#∞
J#∞"å^ŒO KÕ¿ã ÉèÏQÆºO <å‰õΩ gi=Å# HõeyOk.
„Ñ¨ÑO¨ K«OÖ’x „Ñ¨ã∞¨ `Î « `«~Ñ° Ù¨ Hõ=ÙÅ#∞ `≥Å∞QÆ∞ ™êÇ≤ÏfÖ’HÍxH˜ Ñ¨iK«Ü∞« O
KÕ¿ã „Ñ¨Ü∞« `«ﬂOÖ’ ÉèÏQÆOQÍ 'ã¨$[#Ö’HõO— The Poetry from Poland #∞ `≥Å∞QÆ∞
™êÇ≤ÏfÖ’HÍxH˜ ã¨q#Ü«∞OQÍ ã¨=∞iÊã¨∞Î#ﬂk.

- _®Hõì~ü ÅOHÍ t=~å=∞„Ñ¨™ê^£
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Foreword
- Rafal Jarnicki
I met Dr Siva Rama Prasad
Lanka in Rabat, Morocco, during 5th
International Poetry Festival in late
November of 2017. He stood out from
the other participants with bright smile,
frankness and self-confidence;
glowing with warm aura. “What a
noble man” - I thought to myself then,
but the future of our friendship
surprised me even more, showing how noble he is indeed...
This anthology is a little part of current trends in writings
and readings in Polish literature. One is able to observe the most
popular streams and judge artistic level of literary circles, that
poets have grown from. The anthology brings, as each of such
publications, something new into poetry space and perception.
Prasad took up the toil of the anthology translation into his mother
tongue of Tulugu, to make distant Poland closer to his
compatriots.
“Ten colors of the rainbow” is a title of the anthology
presenting work of ten poets representing Polish modern
literature. Each of the authors invites to her/his sentimental
journey in own, unique way. They create multicolored, lyrical
story, originally latent somewhere in their minds. Past memories
reveal new meanings and emotions - defeated in the past and
still being defeated along on the way of their own creative
individuality development. This way may become the poetic
signpost for the reader, retrieval of lost thoughts, or just realization,
that similar, if not the same, doubts - are also part of the other
people.
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Poems lead us from pain and resignation to the moments
of euphoria and harmony. Sometimes they deal with great
causes; small matters sometimes. Nevertheless, all of them are
important and bring our attention to the fact, how important is
poetry in our daily life, so often neglected and forgotten in favor
of prose.
This anthology shows incomplete, but sectional picture
of Polish lyrics, represented by poets of middle generation. The
book collects ten separate poetic worlds, presented by quaint
and worth remembering authors. They are characters with
unique life and literary experiences. We are pleased to get to
know poems of: Wanda Stañczak, Ryszard Grajek, Agnieszka
Herman, Lilla Latus, Ewa Zelenay, Joanna Kalinowska, Agnieszka
Jarzêbowska, Alicja Maria Kuberska, Eliza Segiet, Izabela Zubko.
Only five poems by each of them shows a sample of their
creativity. All authors may be characterized by sublime and
unobvious manner of world description, accurate and original
metaphors, as well as multicolor and richness of their poetic
imagination. Their subjective gaze at the world was filtered by
personal sensitivity - which they are sharing with the readers.
Enjoy!

- Rafal Jarnicki
✧✧✧✧✧
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RYSZARD GRAJEK
Ryszard Grajek – born in 1952 in Gniezno, Poland. A
graduate of the University of Economics in Katowice. So far, he
has published two poetic books and his poetry has been included
in several Polish and international anthologies. His poems were
translated into English, Russian, Bulgarian, Czech, Slovak and
Romanian. He is the organizer of many poetry salons.
Ryszard Grajek is the manager of the Slavonic Poetry
Festival organized since 2013.
He is the president of the Association of Polish Authors
Bielsko-Biala Branch.
He lives in Czechowice-Dziedzice.
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which love is beautiful
the one that flew away on the butterfly’s wings
hooked the spines of the hedgehog
or the one in spite of anything
which love is beautiful?
the unhappy one
which was just a glimpse
or the one that returns and shine
shining

★ ★ ★ ★ ★

The dream about love
was waiting
flowed, flew away
found it
and it is
every thing
(Polish to English- Renata Cygan)
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JO^Œ"≥∞ÿ# „¿Ñ=∞
✤

✤

U „¿Ñ=∞ JO^Œ"≥∞ÿ#k?
ã‘`åHÀHõ zÅ∞Hõ Ô~Hõ¯ÅÃÑ· ZyiáÈ~Ú# „¿Ñ=∂?
=Úà◊¡Ñ¨Ok =Úà◊¡‰õΩ QÆ∞K«∞Û‰õΩ#ﬂ „¿Ñ=∂?
U LÑ¨„^Œ="≥ÚzÛ<å xeKÕ „¿Ñ=∂?
U „¿Ñ=∞ JO^Œ"≥∞ÿ#k?
ã¨O`À+¨OQÍ ÖËx^•,
XHõ¯ Hõ∆}O HõxÑ≤Oz =∂Ü«∞=∞ÜÕ∞º^•,
ÖËHõ =∞~°Å uiy =zÛ „Ñ¨HÍtOKÕ^•,
„Ñ¨HÍtã¨∂Î âßâ◊ﬁ`«OQÍ LO_Õ^•?

„¿Ñ=∞-ã¨ﬁÑ¨ﬂO
✤

✤

„¿Ñ=∞ QÆ∞iOz# ã¨ﬁÑ¨ﬂO
Z^Œ∞~°∞ K«∂ã¨∞Î#ﬂk
„Ñ¨=Ç≤Ïã¨∂Î, ZyiáÈ~ÚOk
Hõ#∞Q˘<åﬂ#∞ ^•xx
Jk, J^Õ
JO`å! ã¨=∞ã¨Î=¸!
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grass is talking
feet are listening
a white fence, a white house
I walk on the paths through the garden
for a moment I wonder how important
a butterfly, the Earth
and you
★ ★ ★ ★ ★

like flowers we die
like a March ray
like death is a part of life
you are the sun at night
morning smiles of plants

★ ★ ★ ★ ★

It fluttered
of Siberian cold
it lasted longer
than the storks’ flight to hot countries
you left
when it stopped blowing
(Polish to English- Renata Cygan)

12

ã‘`åHÀHõzÅ∞Hõ - h=Ù
✤

✤

Ñ¨K«ÛQÆ_ç¤ =∂\Ï¡_»∞Î#ﬂk
áê^•Å∞ qO@∞#ﬂq
`≥Å¡\ ˜ HõOK≥, `≥Å¡\ ˜ WÅ∞¡,
`À@Ö’x ^•~°∞Å QÆ∞O_® #_»∞ã¨∞Î<åﬂ#∞
XHõ¯ Hõ∆}O <åHõxÑ≤OzOk, WHõ¯_»
LO_ç LO>Ë
ZO`À ÉÏQÆ∞O_Õ^À#x!
F ã‘`åHÀHõzÅ∞Hõ, Éèí∂q∞
h=Ù!

z~°∞#=Ùﬁ
✤

✤

Ñ¨ÓÅÖÏ =∞#O ~åeáÈ`åO
=∂iÛ H˜~°}ÏÖÏ¡
=∞$`«∞º=Ù rq`«OÖ’ F ÉèÏQÆO
h=Ù ~å„uÑ¨Ó@ ã¨∂~°∞º_çq
"≥ÚHõ¯Å „Ñ¨ÉèÏ`«Ñ¨Ù z~°∞#=Ùﬁ h=Ù

=Åã¨áÈÜÕ∞ H˘OQÆ
✤

✤

Jk Ô~Ñ¨Ô~Ñ¨ÖÏ_ç#k
Ãã·ciÜ«∞<£ K«eÖÏ
Jk Z‰õΩ¯=HÍÅO LO_ç#k
"Õ_ç ^ÕâßÅ‰õΩ "≥o¡# =Åã¨áÈÜÕ∞ H˘OQÆÖÏ
h=Ù "≥o¡áÈÜ«∂=Ù
Jk gK«_»O PÑ¨QÍ<Õ!
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AGNIESZKA JARZEBOWSKA
Agnieszka Jarzebowska is the author of epigrams and
lyric poems. She graduated from the University of Lodz. Whilst
still a student, her first works were published in 1981 in the pages
of “Dziennik Akademicki”. Her works were also presented on
the TV and on the radio stations. They were also published in
the pages and the cultural magazine. In 2010 she published her
debut book “Usmiechy i usmieszki”. In 2012 she published the
continuation of “Usmiechy i usmieszki” - “Fraszkomat”. In the
same year she also published a Polish-German book of poems
“Miejsce po przecinku/Die Stelle nach dem Komma” and PolishSerbian “Ukladam siebie/Slazem sebe”, in 2014 epigrams Polish
- English “Nic/Nothing” and Polish – Lithuanian “Przekladaniec/
Slouksnio”, in 2017 epigrams “Nie ma zartow” and “Piata pora
roku - the fifth season”. Her poems have been translated into
many languages - English, German, Serbian, Swedish, Lithuanian,
Slovakian, Italian, Bulgarian, Nederland.
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Try to look for me
find me
in the mechanism of every-day life
modes
of accelerated time
where every minute
has significance in life
where every sun is
older
by one more
indiscretion of man

★ ★ ★ ★ ★

you need time
to be a good parent
you need time
to be a good wife
you need to find the time
to be yourself
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<åHÀã¨O "≥^Œ∞‰õΩ
✤

✤

<åHÀã¨O "≥^Œ∞‰õΩ,
##∞ﬂ Hõ#∞Q˘#∞,
^≥·#Ok# r=#Ü«∂„`«Ö’
"ÕQÆ=O`«"≥∞ÿ#
q^è•<åÅÖ’
ZHõ¯_≥·`Õ „Ñ¨u x=Ú+¨O
J`«ºO`« qÅ∞"≥·#^À JHõ¯_»†
ZHõ¯_≥·`Õ „Ñ¨u ã¨∂~°∞º_»∂
áê`«|_çáÈ`å_À
=∂#=Ù_»∞ Jq"ÕHõ „Ñ¨=~°Î#‰õΩ JHõ¯_»!

h‰õΩ ã¨=∞Ü«∞O HÍ"åe
✤

✤

h‰õΩ ã¨=∞Ü«∞O HÍ"åe
=∞Oz `«O„_çq HÍ=_®xH˜
h‰õΩ ã¨=∞Ü«∞O HÍ"åe
=∞Oz ÉèÏ~°º=Ù HÍ=_®xH˜
h‰õΩ ã¨=∞Ü«∞O HÍ"åe.
h=Ù ã¨=∞Ü«∞O HÀã¨O "≥^Œ∞HÀ¯"åe
h=Ù h=ÙQÍ LO_»_®xH˜.
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I got
from you Mother
a few life verities
and I spent a long time
unravelling them
and started to understand
what it means
to be a person
and to have a beautiful life
until you were in hospital
when it turned out
that a person can consist of
a name and surname
and a list of diseases
and to be a person
as long as the machinery
of intensive care allows
later
you can have a nice funeral
and be a snapshot in memories
and you know what Mother?
the flowers on your window-sill
are blooming with health
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H˜\˜H©Ö’x Ñ¨ÓÅ∞
✤

✤

<Õ#∞ á⁄O^•#∞
J=∂‡, h #∞Oz
rq`«OÖ’x "≥·q^è•ºÅ QÆ∞iOz# *Ï˝<åxﬂ†
KåÖÏHÍÅO QÆ_çáê#∞
"å\˜ =∞~å‡Å#∞ `≥Å∞ã¨∞HÀ_®xH˜
J^Õq∞\’ `≥Å∞ã¨∞‰õΩ<ÕO^Œ∞‰õΩ
KÕ™ê#∞ ZO`À „Ñ¨Ü«∞`«ﬂO.
=∞x+≤ JO>Ë Uq∞\’,
JO^Œ"≥∞ÿ# rq`åxﬂ ZÖÏ á⁄O^•Ö’!
h=Ù Ç¨ã≤Ê@ÖòÖ’ KÕi<åHõ `≥eã≤Ok
=∞x+≤H˜ ¿Ñ~°∞, WO\˜¿Ñ~°∞`À ÉÏ@∞
J<ÕHõ ~°HÍÅ "åº^èŒ∞Å∂ LO\ÏÜ«∞x
J`«º=ã¨~° zH˜`«û qÉèÏQÆOÖ’x
Ü«∞O„`åÅ∞ x~°‚~ÚOz#O`«¿ãÑ¨Ù =∞#O LO\Ï=∞x,
P `«~°∞"å`«
JO`«º„H˜Ü«∞Å∞
HÍã≤x á¶È\’Å∞, *Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅ∞†
HÍx, J=∂‡, W@∞ K«∂_»∞, WqQÀ,
h H˜\ ˜H©Ö’x Ñ¨ÓÅ∞,
JqOHÍ P~ÀQÆºOQÍ Hõà◊Hõà◊ÖÏ_»∞`«∞<åﬂ~Ú!
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An Appeal to the Poet
shine forth before you fade deep
shine forth before you fall asleep
tell me, tell me your life story...
about the life full of grovel
about the life - not a novel
about that rat race
hiding your face
how much you’ve been worth
how many good cards you’ve had from birth
tell me about people of beautiful minds
of those who love, touch you in all kinds
who paint the world so wonderful
so leave a few words to remember
so leave a few notes to remember
and a few happy photos so tender
shine forth before you fade deep
shine forth before you fall asleep
tell me, tell me your life story...
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HõqH˜ q#ﬂÑ¨O
✤

✤

h=Ù Ñ¨ÓiÎQÍ =∂Ü«∞=∞ÜÕ∞ºÖ’Ñ¨Ù# „Ñ¨HÍtOK«∞.
h=Ù Ñ¨ÓiÎQÍ QÍ_è»x„^ŒáÈÜÕ∞Ö’Ñ¨Ù# „Ñ¨HÍtOK«∞!
K≥Ñ¨C, K≥Ñ¨C, h rq`« QÍ^èŒ!
QÆ∞ÅHõ~åà◊¡ ÉÏxã¨ rq`åxﬂ
XHõ K«Hõ¯x #=Å HÍÖËx rq`åxﬂ
^≥·#Ok# r=#Ñ¨Ù Ñ¨~°∞QÆ∞Ñ¨O^Õxﬂ
=ÚYO ^•K«∞‰õΩx,
h qÅ∞= ZO`«,
Ñ¨Ù\˜ì# ^ŒQÆæ~°∞ﬂOz Zxﬂ HÍ~°∞¤Å∞ "å_®=#ﬂ q+¨Ü«∂xﬂ...
=∞Oz JO^Œ"≥∞ÿ# =∞#ã¨∞#ﬂ "åà◊¡ QÆ∞iOz K≥Ñ¨C
„¿Ñq∞OKÕ"åà◊¡#∞, x#∞ﬂ Jaè=∂xOKÕ"åà◊¡#∞,
D „Ñ¨Ñ¨OKåxﬂ J^Œ∞ƒù`«OQÍ z„uOKÕ"åà◊¡#∞,
z„uOz, H˘xﬂ Ñ¨^•eﬂ QÆ∞~°∞ÎÅ∞QÍ =kÖË"åà◊¡#∞,
H˘xﬂ ed`« ¿Ñreﬂ QÆ∞~°∞ÎÅ∞QÍ =kÖË"åà◊¡#∞,
H˘xﬂ =∞^èŒ∞~°ã¨‡ $`«∞Å á¶È\’Å#∞ =kÖË "åà◊¡#∞,
h=Ù Ñ¨ÓiÎQÍ =∂Ü«∞=∞ÜÕ∞ºÖ’Ñ¨Ù „Ñ¨HÍtOK«∞,
h=Ù Ñ¨ÓiÎQÍ QÍ_è»x„^ŒáÈÜÕ∞Ö’Ñ¨Ù „Ñ¨HÍtOK«∞!
K≥Ñ¨C, K≥Ñ¨C, h rq`«QÍ^èŒ!
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in the fifth season
the 25th hour of the day
there is a meeting place
for painters
and poets
inadequacy
impossible to define
the space between
inspiration
and inspiration
thought
and word
colour
and patch
dawn and day
entry through the doorway
in the street of Muses
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HõàÏ=∞`«Å∞¡Å gkè
✤

✤

J~Ú^Œ= |∞∞`«∞=ÙÖ’
W~°"≥· J~Ú^Œ= QÆO@Ö’
ã¨=∂"Õâ◊O
z„`«HÍ~°∞Å∞
Hõ=ÙÅ∞
U^À Ö’@∞
x~°ﬁzOK«ÖËxk.
L`ÕÎ*ÏxH˜
L`ÕÎ*ÏxH˜
=∞^èŒº U~°Ê_Õ MÏm.
PÖ’K«#
Ñ¨^ŒO
~°OQÆ∞
J`«∞‰õΩ.
L^ŒÜ«∞O, Ñ¨QÆ\ ˜Ñ¨Ó@
„Ñ¨^è•# ^•ﬁ~°O QÆ∞O_® ~åHõ
HõàÏ=∞`«Å∞¡Å gkèÖ’!
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ELIZA SEGIET
Eliza Segiet– Master’s Degree graduate in Philosophy.
Completed postgraduate studies in Cultural Knowledge,
Philosophy,PenalRevenue and EconomicCriminal Law, Arts and
Literature at Jagiellonian University, as well asPenalRevenue Law,
Film and Television Production in Lodz.
Torn between poetry and drama. Likes to look into the
clouds, but keeps both feet on the ground. Her heart is close to
the thought of Schopenhauer: ”Ordinary people merely think
how they shall ‘spend’ their time; a man of talent tries to ‘use’ it”.
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Jokester
We frolic with death,
everyday we jokeabout life.
And itslips by.
Everyday we getcloser
to no longerbeinghuman,
instead to being
only a body
and a memory
in the minds of the Jokesters.

Moss
At dawn she visited a neighbour
– the one on the second floor,
and sheonly sighed:
not justyet, I don’t want to, I have to…
Shedid not finish.
On the sinuous, unstable
—like life—stairs
they went together
to where the earth
can give birth
– only to moss.
(Polish to English- Artur Komoter)
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q^Œ∂+¨‰õΩ_»∞
✤

✤

=∞#O Ñ¨~åzHÍÖÏ_»∞`åO =∞$`«∞º=Ù`À
„Ñ¨u~ÀE rq`«O QÆ∞iOz =∂\Ï¡_®ÎO Ç¨ã¨ºOQÍ
Jk Ñ¨Hõ¯<Õ *Ï~°∞‰õΩO@∂ áÈ`«∞Ok.
„Ñ¨u~ÀE =∞#O ^ŒQÆæ~°=Ù`«∞O\ÏO ^•xH˜
r=O =∞# #∞Oz x„+¨¯q∞OKÕ =~°‰õÄ
XHõ ã¨r=~°∂Ñ¨O #∞Oz
xs˚= ^ÕÇ¨Ï"≥∞ÿ
XHõ *Ï˝Ñ¨Hõ"≥∞ÿ xÅ∞™êÎO
q^Œ∂+¨‰õΩÅ =∞#ã¨∞ÅÖ’.

P‰õΩÑ¨K«Û <åK«∞
✤

✤

ã¨O^è•º ã¨=∞Ü«∂# P"≥∞ á⁄~°∞QÆ∞"å_çO\˜H˜ "≥o¡Ok
Ô~O_»= JO`«ã¨∞÷Ö’ L<åﬂ_»`«_»∞
P"≥∞ x@∂ì~°∞Ê q_»∞ã¨∂Î J#ﬂk
WÑ¨C_Õ HÍ^Œ∞, <Õ#∞ ~å#∞, <Õ#∞ "≥o¡áÈ...
P"≥∞ =∂@ Ñ¨ÓiÎ KÕÜ«∞ÖË^Œ∞.
Z<Àﬂ =∞Å∞Ñ¨ÙÅ∞#ﬂ Hõ+¨ì"≥∞ÿ# ^•i, xÅHõ_»ÖËxk
'rq`«OÖÏ— - "≥∞@∞¡
W^ŒÌ~°∂ Hõeã≤ "≥àÏ¡~°∞
ZHõ¯_≥·`Õ Éèí∂q∞
[#‡xã¨∞ÎO^À
P‰õΩÑ¨K«Ûx <åK«∞‰õΩ =∂„`«"Õ∞
JHõ¯_»‰õΩ.
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Desk
No one can think for anybody else–
once said a professor to a student.
He was right.
Afterall, those new thoughts
can no longer
be lead to the end.
Through the shutcurtains
the rays of life shine no more.
Only
the papers scattered on the desk
look as iftheyarewaiting
for someone –
the chosen one.
The one,
who will never
sit by it again.
(Polish to English- Artur Komoter)
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"Õ∞*Ï |Å¡
✤

✤

-'Z=~°∂ WOH˘Hõi QÆ∞iOz PÖ’zOK«~°∞—J<åﬂ_À PKå~°∞º_»∞ q^•ºi÷`À F<å_»∞.
PKå~°∞º_ç ã¨∂H˜Î ã¨`«ºO
J=Ù#∞, D H˘`«Î PÖ’K«#Å∞
JOu=∞ QÆ=∂ºxH˜
fã¨∞ÔHà◊¡ÖË=Ù.
=¸ã≤# `≥~°Å QÆ∞O_®
rq`« H˜~°}ÏÅ "≥Å∞QÆ∞ HÍ#~å=_»O ÖË^Œ∞
H˘xﬂ HÍy`åÅ∞ zO^Œ~°=O^Œ~°QÍ "Õ∞*Ï|Å¡ÃÑ·
Z=iHÀã¨"≥∂
Z^Œ∞~°∞ K«∂ã¨∞Î#ﬂ@∞¡
ZxﬂHõ KÕã¨∞‰õΩ#ﬂ"å_çÔH·
J`«_»∞
J`«_çOHõ ‰õÄ~ÀÛÖË_»∞
P "Õ∞*Ï|Å¡ =^ŒÌ!
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Labyrinth
In the vortex of dance,
wandering in the labyrinth of time
shesaw
the ephemerality of existence.
Today turns into yesterday
as in the Heraklite river
- fluid, smooth.
Although trees live longer than humans,
slouchingbetweenthem
one can see the scattered dandelions.
And behind a tall wall of boxwood
there is everything
one cannot go back to.
Everyray of the sun
is a hope for existence,
eventhough
at some point it will
not allow for a gust of life.
(Polish to English- Artur Komoter)

30

<ÕÅ=∂oQÆ
✤

✤

#$`«ºÑ¨Ù ˆHO„^ŒO =^ŒÌ
HÍÅÑ¨Ù <ÕÅ=∂oQÆÖ’
P"≥∞ K«∂ã≤Ok
LxH˜ `å`å¯eHõ`«#∞
D~ÀA x#ﬂQÍ =∂iáÈ=_®xx
ÃÇÏ~åÔH¡Â\ò #kÖ’
h~°∞ÖÏ, =∞$^Œ∞=ÙQÍ
K≥@∞¡ |`«∞‰õΩ`å~Ú =∞#∞+¨µÅHõ<åﬂ Z‰õΩ¯=HÍÅO
"å\˜ =∞^èŒº `«ÅÅ∞ =OK«∞‰õΩx
K≥ÖÏ¡K≥^Œ∞~°∞QÍ L#ﬂ _®O_≥eÜ«∂<£ "≥ÚHõ¯Å∞
ÉÏH±û=Ù_£ á⁄_»∞QÍ\˜ QÀ_» "≥#Hõ
JO`å, Jhﬂ L<åﬂÜ«∞Hõ¯_»
Z=~°∂ uiy áÈÖË~°Hõ¯_»‰õΩ.
„Ñ¨u ã¨∂~°ºH˜~°}O
LxH˜H˜ F Pâ◊
U^À F Hõ∆}O =^ŒÌ
Jk JOwHõiOK«^Œ∞
rq`«Ñ¨Ù á⁄OQÆ∞#∞.
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Just for a Moment
If the world stopped for a moment,
I could sit,
listen to the silence that becomes,
watch how
a river stops flowing,
how the trees congeal into motionlessness.
If the world stopped for a moment,
and I with it?
I would not see
flowering meadows,
where a river becomes just a line,
and the still trees
look like sculptures,
I would not hear the ubiquitous silence.
If the world stopped
even for one day
then people –
could not hurt people.
(Polish to English- Artur Komoter)
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XHõ¯Hõ∆}O áê@∞
✤

✤

D „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«O XHõ¯ Hõ∆}O áê@∞ ã¨ÎOaè¿ãÎ
<Õ#∞ ‰õÄ~ÀÛQÆÅ#∞
JÑ¨C_»∞ q#QÆÅ#∞ xâ◊≈ÉÏÌxﬂ
QÆ=∞xOK«QÆÅ#∞
#n „Ñ¨"åÇ¨ÏO PyáÈ=_®xﬂ
K≥@∞¡ xâ◊ÛÅ`«#∞ PáêkOK«∞HÀ=_®xx.
D „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«O XHõ¯ Hõ∆}Oáê@∞ ã¨ÎOaè¿ãÎ
^•x`À áê@∞ <Õ#∂!
<Õ#∞ K«∂_»ÖË#∞
Ñ¨ÓÅ∞ qHõã≤Oz# "≥∞ÿ^•<åÅ#∞.
#k XHõ ˆ~YQÍ =∂iáÈ=_®xx
xâ◊ÛÅ =$H∆ÍÅ∞ q„QÆÇ¨Å∞QÍ HÍ#~å=_®xx
<Õ#∞ q#É’#∞ ã¨~°ﬁ"åºÑ¨Hõ"≥∞ÿ# xâ◊≈ÉÏÌxﬂ.
D „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«O ã¨ÎOaè¿ãÎ
XHõ¯~À*ˇ·<å
„Ñ¨[Å∞
„Ñ¨[eﬂ Ç≤ÏOã≤OK«~°∞, ÉÏ^èŒÃÑ@ì~°∞.
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Testament
You know
that people have no influence
on their origin.
It is impossible to make a correction.
We are born as heirs
and donors,
but we can all love the same.
(Polish to English- Artur Komoter)
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x|O^èŒ#
✤

✤

h‰õΩ `≥Å∞ã¨∞
„Ñ¨[Å‰õΩ â◊H˜ÎÖË^Œ∞
"åi [#<åÅÃÑ·
=∂~°∞ÊKÕ¿ã gÅ∂ ÖË^Œ∞
=∞#O Ñ¨Ù\Ïì=Ú "å~°ã¨∞Å∞QÍ
^•`«Å∞QÍ
JO^Œih „¿Ñq∞OK«QÆÅO ‰õÄ_®
ã¨=∂#OQÍ
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born under a wandering star. She, as a child (a daughter of an
officer), often moved from one place to another. These constant
changes taught her the openness and the willingness to meet
new people and places.
She spent many years in Poland. Fifteen years ago she
moved to Italy. She has always been writing but she publishes
now. Her book "Ascoltando Azzurro -Ws?uchana w b??kit" was
written so that people who speak different languages can express
the same feelings. Three volumes of her poetry were edited and
her poems were printed in various anthologies and magazines.
She writes and publishes in two languages, both Polish and Italian.
She loves these two countries. They are her homelands. She
arranged "The Amici Italia-Polonia Association". Its headquarters
there is in Taranto - the city where she lives and works. She is a
teacher, but she actually works as a translator and an activist of
the Polish community. She is a member of the Warsaw
Association of Literature's Translators. Joanna works for the Italian
literary-cultural group "La Vallisa", too. She also cooperates with
magazine of this group. She is the initiator and organizer of many
cultural and social events.
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The Purity
the purity is white ... like a first snow
few are able to understand how beautiful it is
and white the snow
we must be careful, touch it ...
Perceiving the soul of things
snowflakes are like jasmine flowers
that form a white sheet
on which we place our foot.
Inhale its scent
treading carefully.
allowing you to pamper yourself by the wind
a scent of freedom.
the love that triumphs,
fragile like a snowflake ...
tears
smiles
joys
pains
dreams
projects and memories ...
and where did you go?
where the purity of the snow
it is now only a memory.
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ã¨ﬁK«Ûù`«
✤

✤

`˘e=∞OK«∞ÖÏ ã¨ﬁK«Ûù`« J`«ºO`« `≥Å¡xk
^•x JO^•xﬂ H˘O^Œ~°∞ =∂„`«"Õ∞ QÆ=∞x™êÎ~°∞
=∞OK«∞ `≥Å¡QÍ L<åﬂ
*Ï„QÆ`«ÎQÍ LO_®e... =Ú@∞ì‰õΩ<ÕÑ¨C_»∞...
W@∞=O\˜ q+¨Ü«∂Å P`«‡Å#∞ Ñ¨ije¿ãÎ
=∞OK«∞`«∞#HõÅ∞ HÍ#=™êÎ~Ú =∞Öˇ¡Ñ¨ÓÅÖÏ
XHõ `≥Å¡\ ˜ HÍy`«OÖÏ HõxÑ≤™êÎ~Ú
=∞#O J_»∞QÆ∞ÃÑ_»`åO ^•xÃÑ·
^•x Ñ¨i=∞àÏxﬂ P„Ñ¶¨∂}˜OK«∞ h=Ù
*Ï„QÆ`«ÎQÍ #_»∞ã¨∂Î
x#ﬂ h=Ù QÍ~å|O KÕã¨∞HÀ
¿ãﬁKåÛù "åÜ«Ú=Ù#∞ P„Ñ¶¨∂}˜ã¨∂Î
q[Ü«∂xﬂ ÔQeKÕ „¿Ñ=∞
=∞OK«∞ `«∞#HõÖÏ Ñ¨ÅK«xk
Hõhﬂà◊√¡
z~°∞#=ÙﬁÅ∞
ã¨∞MÏÅ∞
^Œ∞óMÏÅ∞
HõÅÅ∞
„Ñ¨}ÏoHõÅ∞, *Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅ∞...
ZHõ¯_çH˜ "≥àÏ¡=Ù h=Ù?
=∞OK«∞`«∞#Hõ ã¨ﬁK«Ûù`«
WÑ¨C_»∞ F *Ï˝Ñ¨HõO =∂„`«"Õ∞!
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Port of the lost hope
I feel a vessel on the high seas, in the middle of a storm,
a boat that embarks water from all sides, staggering,
Almost turn sup side down but tries to stay still straight,
not to break and let itself go down
sheer, in the abysses of the sea
the helmsman is always vigilant to keep the route
He did everything not to sink
has crossed the sea of prejudices
collecting the shipwrecked souls
skipping the vortices of ignorance and indifference
this sailings hip seems how ever to sink
its mast is broken
and the sails torn by the fury of the winds
in the oceans of evil it met so much fear
and sails following the stars in the sea of pain
driven by the changing winds of destiny
it seems be worse when it opposes the waves
may be it’s better to stay and sway to avoid being overturned
because pain is always an unacceptable mental form
that tries to deny what does not want to understand
perhaps it is better to close the hatches of the heart
in the middle of the immense waves that are passing
it is necessary to make a stopover in the islands of peace
to mend the torn sails,
to rest and then take the new routes
and after words, like a good sailor who can hold the helm,
raise the sails to catch the new wind
Translated into English by Maria Miraglia
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HÀÖ’Ê~Ú# Pâß™ê÷=~°O
✤

✤

#_çã¨O„^ŒÑ¨Ù `«∞á¶ê#∞Ö’ z‰õΩ¯‰õΩ#ﬂ <å=#∞ <Õ#∞
Jxﬂ "ÕÑ¨ÙÅ∞ﬂOp JÅÅ∞ ^•_ç KÕã¨∞ÎO>Ë `«∂eáÈ`«∞<åﬂ#∞
`«Å„H˜O^Œ∞ÅÜÕ∞º ã≤÷uÖ’#∂ `«=∂~ÚOK«∞‰õΩx xÅ|_ç<å#∞
=ÚHõ¯Å∞ =ÚHõ¯Öˇ· =ÚxyáÈ‰õΩO_® HÍáê_»∞‰õΩO@∂ã¨=Ú„^ŒÑ¨Ù Ö’`«∞Ö’¡H˜, JQÍ^è•Ö’¡H˜ áÈ‰õΩO_®Hõ~°‚^è•i #_»∞Ñ¨Ù`«∞<åﬂ_»∞ <å=#∞ *Ï„QÆ`«ÎQÍ.
Ñ¨_»=#∞ =Ú#QÆ‰õΩO_® #_»∞Ñ¨Ù`«∞<åﬂ_»`«_»∞
Ñ¨Hõ∆áê`«Ñ¨Ù ã¨=Ú„^•xﬂ ^•\˜
„Ñ¨=∂^ŒOÖ’ z‰õΩ¯‰õΩ#ﬂ P`«‡Å#∞ ~°H˜∆Oz<å_»∞
J=∂Ü«∞Hõ`«ﬁO, xi¡Ñ¨Î`å ã¨∞_çQÆ∞O_®eﬂ ^•\˜<å_»∞.
HÍx, D F_» =ÚxˆQ@∞¡ L#ﬂk
`≥~°KåÑ¨ ã¨ÎOÉèíO qiyáÈ~Ú#k
`«∞á¶ê#∞QÍe qã¨∞~°∞¡ zOÑ≤<å~Ú `≥~°KåÑ¨Å#∞.
^Œ∞+¨ìã¨=Ú„^•ÅÖ’ ÉèíÜ«∞O ÃÑ„>ËQÆ∞`«∞Ok.
ÉÏ^èŒÅ [ÖÏÖ’¡ `å~°Å#∞ J#∞ã¨iã¨∞ÎOk <å=
QÆ=∞ºO "ÕÑ¨Ù gKÕ QÍÅ∞Å∞ #_çÑ≤™êÎ~Ú Ñ¨_»=#∞.
JÅÅ‰õΩ Z^Œ∞~°∞áÈÜÕ∞Ñ¨C_»∞ =∞iO`« Hõ+¨ìO
`«Å„H˜O^Œ∞Å∞ HÍ‰õΩO_® LO_®ÅO>Ë PQÆ_»O L`«Î=∞O
ÉÏ^èŒ F ÉèíiOK«ÖËx =∂#ã≤Hõ ~°∂Ñ¨O
J~°÷O KÕã¨∞‰õΩ<Õ J=HÍâßxﬂ u~°ã¨¯iOKÕ âßÑ¨O
|Ç¨ïâß Ç¨Ï$^ŒÜ«∞Ñ¨Ù ^•~°∞eﬂ =¸ã≤"ÕÜ«∞_»O =∞Ozk
ÃÑ#∞ JÅÅ =∞^èŒºÖ’ J^Õ ã¨Ô~·#k.
âßOu nﬁáêÅÖ’ H˘<åﬂà◊√¡O_»_»O Lz`«O
ziy# `≥~°KåÑ¨Å#∞ ÉÏQÆ∞KÕã¨∞HÀ=_»O ™ê^èŒºO
HÍã¨Î q„âßOu fã¨∞‰õΩx H˘`«Î^•~°∞Ö’¡
=∞Oz <åq‰õΩ_çÖÏ „Ñ¨Ü«∂}˜OK«_»O
`≥~°KåÑ¨eﬂ "Õã≤ H˘`«Î ^•~°∞Ö’¡ <ÒHõ#∞ #_çÑ≤OK«∞!
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Carrier of mystery
carrier of mystery
smiles to herself
she sees the universe enclosed in a droplet
she is a priestess
guarding the gates between the worlds
and she is the gate herself
chosen by a soul
what’s going to come back to her?
it is in her but it is not her
it feeds on her blood
but it gives her pure light
from which love will flow
the purest in the world
Translated into English by Alicja Maria Kuberska
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=∂i‡Hõ`å "åÇ¨Ï#O
✤

✤

=∂i‡Hõ`«#∞ "≥∂ã¨∞‰õΩáÈ`«∂
P"≥∞ #=Ùﬁ‰õΩ#ﬂk `«#Ö’ `å#∞
XHõ¯ h\˜ aO^Œ∞=ÙÖ’ J#O`« qâßﬁxﬂ
xH˜∆Ñ¨ÎO KÕã≤# Ñ¨Ó*Ïi}˜ P"≥∞.
„Ñ¨Ñ¨OKåÅ =∞^èŒº ^•ﬁ~åeﬂ Hõe¿Ñ =O`≥#!
P`«‡KÕ`« ZxﬂHõ KÕÜ«∞|_ç
P"≥∞ =^ŒÌ‰õΩ uiy =ã¨∞Î#ﬂ^Õk?
P"≥∞Ö’ L#ﬂk HÍx P"≥∞ HÍ^Œ∞
P"≥∞ ~°HÍÎxﬂ ¿ãqã¨∞ÎOk
HÍx, P"≥∞‰õΩ k=ºHÍOuxã¨∞ÎOk
JHõ¯_ç #∞Oz „Ñ¨=Ç≤Ïã¨∞ÎOk „¿Ñ=∞
J`«ºO`« ã¨ﬁK«ÛùOQÍ „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«OÖ’H˜.
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Without the last kiss
sometimes you wake up
and it seems like there was nothing there
just an empty sight
as if with every day
life just got away
pride is the virtue of stupid
above every road
some rain may fall
but you loved
and let your love go away
without a single day in luck
and everything went without warning
watch out for the siren song
drifting by the sea
lonely ship without a sail
breakdown like a stone
sinking into despair
and now you are here, on the sea shore
what is it going to be will be
you can not make a break for it
you can not escape destiny
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PYi =Ú^Œ∞Ì ÖË‰õΩO_®!
✤

✤

H˘kÌ™ê~°∞¡ h=Ù x^Œ∞~°ÖË™êÎ=Ù
JHõ¯_Õg∞ ÖË#@∞¡ JxÑ≤ã¨∞ÎOk
HÍã¨Î MÏm ^Œ$â◊ºO
„Ñ¨u~ÀE
Jk JÑ¨C_Õ "≥o¡áÈ~Ú#@∞¡
QÆ~°ﬁ=∞<Õk =¸~°ö`«ﬁÑ¨Ù QÆ∞}O
„Ñ¨u ~°Ç¨Ï^•iÃÑ·
"å# ‰õΩ~°==K«∞Û
HÍx h=Ù „¿Ñq∞Oz<å=Ù
h „¿Ñ=∞#∞ "≥o¡áÈxzÛ<å=Ù
XHõ¯~ÀA ‰õÄ_» J^Œ$+¨ìO ÖË‰õΩO_®
U=∂„`«O ÃÇÏK«ÛiHõ ÖË‰õΩO_® "≥o¡áÈÜ«∂Ü«∞=hﬂ!
QÆ=∞xOK«∞ Ãã·~°<£ áê@#∞
ã¨=Ú„^ŒOÖ’ "≥à◊√Î#ﬂÑ¨Ù_»∞
XO@i <ÒHõ, `≥~°KåÑ¨ ÖË^Œ∞
~å~ÚÖÏ =ÚHõ¯Å∞ =ÚHõ¯Öˇ·
x~åâ◊Ö’ =Ú#QÆQÍ
WÑ¨C_»∞ h=Ù<åﬂ=Ù ã¨=Ú„^Œ f~å#
U=∞ø`«∞O^À J=Ù`«∞Ok
^•xx h=Ù PÑ¨ÖË=Ù
h=Ù qkèx `«Ñ≤ÊOK«∞HÀÖË=Ù.
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Living ...
I live with what is left of the spirit of my childhood
I wake up and see the sun again
the morning greets me
allowing for new discoveries during the trip
I have grown little bit
but I am always this cloud of dreams
I move forward because the world is spinning
and if I remain motionless
I will be on the dark side of the moon
where a man cannot see anything
I go because I do not want to be late
for to go forward means to read and write
study life and understand the world
I go to meet the upcoming dreams
and when I wander enough
to be able to stop I will turn around and see
that I am that girl
I explored the meaning of cognition
explored the things that faced me
and that’s why I know those who are like me, like us,
have wings
that lift them above the clouds of reality
rising into this area of heaven
where all dreams are beautiful
and it is possible to touch them
Translated into English by Alicja Maria Kuberska
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|`«Hõ_»O
✤

✤

<Õ#∞ rqã¨∞Î<åﬂ#∞ <å ÉÏÅºÑ¨Ù `Õ[ã¨∞ûÖ’ q∞ye#^•x`À
x^Œ∞~°ÖË™êÎ#∞, ã¨∂~°∞º_çx K«∂™êÎ#∞
L^ŒÜ«∞O ##∞ﬂ PÇ¨ﬁxã¨∞ÎOk.
„Ñ¨Ü«∂}OÖ’ H˘`«Î "å\˜x Hõ#∞Q˘<Õ@∞¡ KÕã¨∞ÎOk.
<Õ#∞ ZkQÍ#∞ H˘kÌH˘kÌQÍ
J~Ú`Õ, <Õ#∞ ZÑ¨C_»∂ F HõÅÅ "Õ∞Ñ¶¨∂<Õﬂ!
„Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«O Ñ¨i„Éèíq∞ã¨∞Î#ﬂk Hõ#∞Hõ =ÚO^Œ∞‰õΩ áÈ`«∞<åﬂ#∞
XHõ"Õà◊ <Õ#∞ Hõ^ŒÅ‰õΩO_® LO_çáÈ`Õ
K«O„^Œ∞_ç pHõ\ ˜ "ÕÑ¨Ù LO\Ï#∞,
JHõ¯_» =∞x+≤ˆHg∞ HõxÑ≤OK«^Œ∞.
<Õ#∞ "≥àÏÎ#∞ PÅã¨ºO HÍ~å^Œx.
=ÚO^Œ∞‰õΩ áÈ=_»O JO>Ë K«^Œ=_»O, „"åÜ«∞_»O.
rq`åxﬂ K«^Œ=_»O, „Ñ¨Ñ¨OKåxﬂ J~°÷O KÕã¨∞HÀ=_»O
~åÉ’ÜÕ∞ ã¨ﬁáêﬂeﬂ HõÅ∞ã¨∞HÀ=_»O
ã¨iÑ¨_ç#O`« ã¨OK«iOz<åHõ
Py, K«∞@∂ì HõÅÜ«∞K«∂ã≤,
<Õ<˘Hõ P_»Ñ≤Å¡QÍ `≥Å∞ã¨∞HÀ=_»O
ã¨`åºxﬂ „QÆÇ≤ÏOz, <åÔH^Œ∞Ô~·# ã¨OÑ¶¨∞@#Å#∞ â’kèOz
<åÖÏO\˜ "åà◊¡‰õΩ#ﬂ Ô~Hõ¯Å#∞ QÆ=∞x™êÎ#∞
Jq "åã¨Î=Ñ¨Ù "Õ∞Ñ¶¨∂ÅÃÑ·H˜ fã¨∞‰õΩ"≥à◊¡QÆÅ∞QÆ∞`å~Ú
ã¨ﬁ~°æÖ’HõO "ÕÑ¨Ù
JHõ¯_» Jxﬂ HõÅÅ∞ JO^ŒOQÍ LO\Ï~Ú
"å\˜x ã¨Ê $tOK«_»O ™ê^èŒº=∞=Ù`«∞Ok
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(Not) My Poem
I wrote a few words and secured them permanently.
Reflections and emotions created the stanzas.
I uttered the final sentence,
and my poem moved like a zephyr,
Kissing my lips lightly as he left, gliding away to strangers.
.
He slipped into eyes, where tears are born.
He whispered tender words to hearts
and they faintly shivered.
He pricked dormant consciences,
made stale by daily routine.
He consoled a sad lady, Melancholy.
At night he soared skywards
parting heavy curtains of clouds.
The stars glistened over illuminated moonlit paths for lovers
The tender song of a lone nightingale
echoed around the dark abyss
and sank softly into swooning scents of flowers.
Sometimes my faithless lover returns
- beloved son of the muse, but child of mine no more
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<å Hõq`« (HÍ^Œ∞)
✤

✤

<Õ#∞ H˘xﬂ Ñ¨^•eﬂ „"åã≤ ^•zÃÑ\Ïì#∞ ã¨∞~°H˜∆`«OQÍ
„Ñ¨uÑ¶¨Å<åÅ∞, L^ÕﬁQÍÅ∞ ã¨$+≤ìOKå~Ú K«~°}ÏÅ#∞
<Õ#∞ PYi "åHÍºxﬂ LK«ÛùiOKå#∞.
<å Hõq`« HõkeOk *ˇÑ¶≤~ü Ñ¨_»=∞\˜QÍeÖÏ!
<å ÃÑ^•eﬂ =∞$^Œ∞=ÙQÍ ã¨Ê $tOz, J`«_»∞ "≥o¡<å_»∞ W`«~°∞Å "ÕÑ¨ÙQÍ!
Hõ#∞ÅÖ’H˜ "≥o¡ Hõhﬂ~°∞QÍ Ñ¨eH˜<å_»∞
Ç¨Ï$^ŒÜ«∂ÅÖ’ HÀ=∞Å"≥∞ÿ# Ñ¨^•Å∞ Ñ¨eH˜<å_»∞
"åà◊√¡ =∞O„^ŒOQÍ =}˜H˜<å~°∞†
J`«_»∞ QÆ∞zÛ<å_»∞ x„kã¨∞Î#ﬂ JO`«~å`«‡Å#∞.
^≥·#Ok# q+¨Ü«∂Å`À qã≤ÔQuÎ#"å\˜x†
J`«_»∞ F^•iÛ<å_»∞ qKå~°Ñ¨Ù "≥∞ÖÏOYb =∞Ç≤Ïà◊#∞.
~å„`«∞à◊¡`«_»∞ Zyi<å_»∞ PHÍâ◊O"ÕÑ¨Ù
=∞|∞ƒÅ =∞O^Œáê\˜ `≥~°Å#∞ pÅ∞Û‰õΩO@∂
"≥<≥ﬂÅ^•~°∞ÅÃÑ· `å~°Å∞ "≥∞i™ê~Ú „¿Ñq∞‰õΩÅ H˘~°‰õΩ
XO@i <≥·\ ˜OˆQÖò áê_ç# =∞$^èŒ∞=∞^èŒ∞~° w`«O
„Ñ¨u^èŒﬁxOzOk pHõ\ ˜ JQÍ^èŒOÖ’
=∞$^Œ∞=ÙQÍ =ÚxyáÈ~ÚOk Ñ¨ÓÅ Ñ¨i=∞àÏÅÖ’
H˘kÌ™ê~°∞¡ uiy=™êÎ_»∞ qâßﬁã¨O ÖËx J`«QÍ_»∞.
HõàÏ=∞`«Å∞¡Å =Ú^Œ∞Ìa_»¤_»∞, WHõ U=∂„`«O <å tâ◊√=Ù HÍ_»∞.
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Prescription for a poem
It is not easy to write a poem.
You have to gather your thoughts
Swirling quickly like snowflakes during a blizzard,
Catch them before they melt and disappear into oblivion.
Later add fever of feelings and strength of emotion.
Decorate your sentences with your dreams collected
From the silver dust of falling stars.
You can also
Pick out a melancholy longing from the bottom of the lake
And hang it on eyelashes to shine with tears.
Then collect the wet haze of sadness
Shimmering like drops of dew on calamus,
Add grayness of the November’ s landscape,
Season it with a bit of bitterness and regret.
Or you can
Capture the laughter suspended by an echo
Between high mountain peaks.
Catch the merry words in the net of butterflies
Carried by the warm breath of the wind.
Turn the rainbow over to add a smile to the sky.
Sprinkle it with a touch of humor and joy.
Finally, crazy metaphors must be released.
Let them draw colors from the imagination,
That the poem would acquire a transparent lightness
And like a soup bubble rise above everyday life.
Allow it to fly off in an unknown direction
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Hõq`« HÀã¨O F q^è•#O
✤

✤

Hõq`« „"åÜ«∞_»O JO`« `ÕeHõ HÍ^Œ∞
h PÖ’K«#Å#∞ áÈQÆ∞KÕã¨∞‰õΩx
Ç≤Ï=∞áê`«OÖ’ ã¨∞à◊√¡ u~°∞QÆ∞`«∞#ﬂ =∞OK«∞ =ÚHõ¯Å#∞
Jq Hõiy J^Œ$â◊º=∞ÜÕ∞ºÖ’Ñ¨Ù Ñ¨@∞ì‰õΩx
J#∞Éèí∂`«∞Å [ﬁ~°O`À, L^ÕﬁQÍÅ |ÅO`À
h "åHÍºÅ‰õΩ áÈQÆ∞KÕã¨∞‰õΩ#ﬂ HõÅeﬂ JÅOHõiOK«∞
Ñ¨_çáÈ`«∞#ﬂ `å~°Å "≥O_ç ^èŒ∂o`À!
ã¨~°ã¨∞û J_»∞QÆ∞# xsH˜∆ã¨∞Î#ﬂ qëê^ŒÑ¨Ù ã¨ﬁ~åxﬂ |Ü«∞@‰õΩ ÖÏy
Hõ#∞Ô~Ñ¨ÊÅ "≥O„_»∞HõÅÃÑ· „Ñ¨HÍtOKÕ Hõhﬂà◊¡‰õΩ "ÕÖÏ_»n~Ú!
qKå~°Ñ¨Ù =∞ã¨Hõ pHõ\ ˜x áÈQÆ∞KÕ~Ú,
HõÅ=∞ãπÃÑ· L#ﬂ =∞OK«∞aO^Œ∞=Ùeﬂ áÈQÆ∞KÕã≤#@∞¡
^•xH˜ #=O|~°∞ <≥Å "≥∞ÿ^•# ^Œ$âßºxﬂ *’_çOK«∞
^•xH˜ H˘O`« KÕ^Œ∞#∞, Ñ¨âßÛ`åÎáêxﬂ HõeÑ≤ xÅ=Éˇ@∞ì
ÖË^• „Ñ¨u^èŒﬁxKÕ ã¨ÎOaèOz# #=Ùﬁeﬂ Ñ¨@∞ìHÀ
L#ﬂ`« Ñ¨~°ﬁ`« tY~åÅ =∞^èŒº#,
ã‘`åHÀHõzÅ∞HõÅ =ÅÖ’ |OkèOK«∞
ã¨O`À+¨Hõ~°"≥∞ÿ# Ñ¨^•eﬂ
"≥K«Ûx "åÜ«ÚgzHõÅ TÑ≤i "≥∂ã¨∞‰õΩxáÈÜÕ∞"å\˜x,
WO„^Œ^èŒ#∞ã¨∞û#∞ É’i¡Oz PHÍâßxH˜ z~°∞#=Ùﬁ#∞ JO\˜OK«∞
^•xÃÑ· HÍã≤O`« Ç¨™êºxﬂ, P#O^•xﬂ zÅHõiOK«∞.
L„`Õ ÊH∆ÍÅOHÍ~åeﬂ =ke, "å\˜H˜ TÇ¨ÏÅ =~å‚eﬂ J^Œ∞Ì,
JÑ¨C_»∞ Hõq`« á⁄O^Œ∞`«∞Ok áê~°^Œ~°≈Hõ HÍOux,
ã¨|∞ƒ |∞_»QÆÖÏ ^≥·#Ok# rq`«OÖ’ ÃÑ·H˜~å!
`≥eÜ«∞x kâ◊Ö’ ZyiáÈh~Ú, ^•xH˜ ÃÑ@ì‰õΩ U Ç¨Ï^Œ∞Ì!
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The Islands of Happiness
dreams come true in the Bahamas
let’s go there
where the wind brushes the green hair of palm trees
the huge ocean murmurs sleepily
the golden sand remembers footprints
and the sun disappears in blue water in the evening
before the black butterfly appears
we have time to write a few lines of a poem
and to share our thoughts like a slice of bread
only there
we can entrust our secrets to the stars
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P#O^Œ nﬁáêÅ∞
✤

✤

|Ç¨=∂Ö’ Ñ¶¨e™êÎ~Ú ã¨ﬁáêﬂÅ∞
JHõ¯_»‰õΩ áÈ^•O Ñ¨^Œ
áÈHõK≥@¡ P‰õΩÑ¨K«Û\˜ t~À*ÏÅ#∞ QÍe "≥∞Å¡QÍ ^Œ∞"Õﬁ KÀ@∞‰õΩ
qâßÅ ã¨=Ú„^ŒO ã¨QÆO x„^ŒÖ’ QÆ∞ã¨QÆ∞ã¨ÖÏ_Õ KÀ@∞‰õΩ
|OQÍ~°∞ Wã¨∞Hõ áê^Œ=Ú„^ŒÅ#∞ QÆ∞~°∞Î `≥K«∞Û‰õΩ<Õ KÀ@∞‰õΩ
™êÜ«∞OHÍÅO, he [ÖÏÖ’¡H˜ ã¨∂~°∞º_»∞ J^Œ$â◊º=∞ÜÕ∞º KÀ@∞‰õΩ
#Å¡\ ˜ ã‘`åHÀHõzÅ∞Hõ „Ñ¨`«ºHõ∆=∞ÜÕ∞ºÖ’Ñ¨Ù#
=∞#‰õΩ ã¨=∞Ü«∞=Ú#ﬂk HÍã≤xﬂ Ñ¨O‰õΩÎÅ∞ „"å¿ãO^Œ∞‰õΩ
~˘>ˇì=ÚHõ¯#∞ Ñ¨OK«∞‰õΩ#ﬂ@∞¡ PÖ’K«#Å∞ Ñ¨OK«∞‰õΩ<ÕO^Œ∞‰õΩ
JHõ¯_» =∂„`«"Õ∞
=∞#O =∞# ~°Ç¨Ï™êºÅ#∞ `å~°Å‰õΩ JÑ¨Ê*ˇÑ¨ÊQÆÅ∞QÆ∞`åO!
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Thief of Dreams
I was silent, smiling, undemanding.
You did not expect that I would take without consent.
I was too close, and everything was within the reach of my hand.
Like a thief, I stole your glances and loneliness.
Your thoughts, I tied in a myriad of knots, creating a dense net,
And from dreams, I wove a gentle curve of a woman’s figure.
I stoked the spark of passion in your eyes, and a fire erupted.
I wrapped us in a sweet scent of flowers in my hair
And we glided towards many, distant nights.
Day has no right to enter the precipitous depth.
It is a place, in which the contours of black shadows fall asleep.
Only at the bottom of the abyss, can dreams and starlight be seen.
You are from Mars, I am from Venus.
Far planets are the bright points on a firmament of tenderness.
Our words and hands attracts to the force of gravity of life.
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HõÅÅ ^˘OQÆ
✤

✤

<Õ#∞ xâ◊≈|ÌOQÍ L<åﬂ#∞, Ug∞ HÀ~°‰õΩO_®
h JOwHÍ~°O ÖË‰õΩO_® <Õ#∞ fã¨∞‰õΩO\Ï#x h=#∞HÀÖË^Œ∞.
h‰õΩ KåÖÏ ^ŒQÆæ~°QÍ L<åﬂ#∞, KÕuHõO^ÕO`« ^Œ∂~°OÖ’ JO`å.
^˘OQÆÖÏ h K«∂Ñ¨Ùeﬂ, XO@i`«<åxﬂ ^˘OyeOKå#∞
h PÖ’K«#Å#∞, Jã¨OMÏºHõ =Ú_»∞Å`À XHõ =ÅQÍ xi‡OKå#∞.
HõÅÅ #∞O_ç Je¡<å#∞ F ¢ã‘Î =OÑ¨Ù™⁄OÑ¨ÙÅ ~°∂áêxﬂ
h Hõ#∞ÅÖ’ L^ÕﬁQÆÑ¨Ù xÑ¨C~°=ﬁ#∞ ~°yeOK«QÍ Ñ¨Ù\˜ìOk Jyﬂ
<å ã≤QÆÖ’x Ñ¨ÓÅ Ñ¨i=∞àÏà◊Ö’ |OkèOKå#∞ x#∞ﬂ
=∞#O "≥o¡áÈÜ«∂O Jã¨OMÏºHõ ã¨∞^Œ∂~° ã¨ﬁáêﬂÅÖ’H˜.
Ñ¶¨∞hÉèíqOz# Ö’`«∞Ö’¡H˜ "≥àı¡O^Œ∞‰õΩ Ç¨Ï‰õΩ¯ÖË^Œ∞ Ñ¨QÆ\ ˜H˜
P „Ñ¨^Õâ◊OÖ’ #Å¡\ ˜ KèåÜ«∞Å ~°∂áêÅ∞ QÍ_è»x„^ŒáÈ`«∞O\Ï~Ú.
JQÍ^èŒÑ¨Ù J@ì_»∞QÆ∞# =∂„`«"Õ∞ HõÅÅ∞, `å~åHÍOu HõxÑ≤ã¨∞ÎOk.
h=Ù JOQÍ~°Hõ „QÆÇ¨ÏO #∞Oz =KåÛ=Ù, <Õ#∞ g#ãπ #∞Oz†
=∞$^Œ∞"≥#· JO`«iHõO∆ Ö’ HõxÑ≤OKÕ HÍOuK«∞Hõ¯Å∞ Jq ã¨∞^Œ∂~° „QÆÇ¨ Å∞
rq`«ÑÙ¨ QÆ∞~°∞`åﬁHõ~¬° } ã≤u÷ H˜ PHõi¬OÑ¨|_»`å~Ú =∞# =∂@Å∞, KÕ`Å« ∞.
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Among Stars
I wait for the downpour of stars,
Maybe I have time to whisper a wish.
I look with hope to the Leonids.
I believe that I will see the falling sparks.
The dancing Pleiades stirred up a cloud of dust.
Jealous Orion will not overtake them
And Sirius will not find the seven nymphs.
Morpheus leads to the land of sleep
Somewhere on the edge of the River Styx.
My beloved knows the secrets of existence
And all the metamorphoses of the cosmos.
Every night he carries me in his arms
And gives to the possession of Apollo and the muses.
He plaits visions into prophetic premonitions.
Berenice sacrificed her golden braid to the heavens.
She explains sadly,
That she has not found happiness on Earth
Among the gods and among stars.
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`å~°Å =∞^èŒº
✤

✤

<Õ#∞ Z^Œ∞~°∞K«∂ã¨∞Î<åﬂ#∞ `å~°Å∞ ‰õΩO_»áÈ`«QÍ =i¬OK«_®xÔH·
<å‰õΩ ã¨=∞Ü«∞=Ú#ﬂ^Õ"≥∂ XHõ HÀiHõ HÀ~°∞HÀ_®xH˜
eÜ≥Úx_£ LÖÏ¯áê`«O "ÕÑ¨Ù Pâ◊`À K«∂™êÎ#∞.
<Õ#∞ #=Ú‡`å#∞ P Ñ¨_çáÈ`«∞#ﬂ xÑ¨C~°=ﬁÅ#∞
#$`«ºO KÕã¨∞Î#ﬂ 'Ñ≤¡Ü≥∞_£û— ^èŒ∂o"Õ∞Ñ¶¨∂xﬂ ã¨$+≤ìOKå~Ú.
Jã¨∂Ü«∞`À 'FiÜ«∂<£— "å\˜x ^•\˜áÈÖË^Œ∞
'ã≤iÜ«∞ãπ—‰õΩ HÍ#~å=Ù 'ã¨Ñ¨ÎHõ#ºÅ∞—
=∂iÊùÜ«∞ãπ ^•i fã¨∞ÎOk x„^• ~å*ÏºxH˜
ZHõ¯_À ã≤ìH±û #nf~°Ñ¨Ù JOK«∞‰õΩ,
<å „Ñ≤Ü«∞`«=Ú_çH˜ `≥Å∞ã¨∞ LxH˜ ~°Ç¨Ï™êºÅ∞
qâ◊ﬁOÖ’x ~°∂Ñ¨ Ñ¨i=~°Î<åÅ∞.
„Ñ¨u~å„u J`«_»∞ ##∞ﬂ `«# H“yeÖ’H˜ fã¨∞‰õΩO\Ï_»∞
JáÈÖ’#∞, HõàÏ=∞`«Å∞¡Å#∞ <åÃÑ· P"ÕtOÑ¨*Ë™êÎ_»∞
*’ã¨ºÑ¨Ù LnÌÑ¨#Å#∞ <å`À ^Œi≈OÑ¨*Ë™êÎ_»∞
'Éˇi<≥·ãπ— `åºQÆO KÕã≤Ok `«# ã¨ﬁ~°‚ t~À*ÏÅ#∞ ã¨ﬁ~åæxH˜
qKå~°OQÍ q=iOzO^•"≥∞
`«#‰õΩ Éèí∞qÃÑ· P#O^ŒO ÅaèOK«ÖË^Œx
^Õ=`«Å =∞^èŒº, `å~°Å =∞^èŒº xeáê~°∞ ^Õ=`«Å∞
P"≥∞ t~À*ÏÅ#∞ 'HÀ=∂ Éˇi<≥·Ãããπ—QÍ!
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The Wonders of the World
I have never been to Hawaii.
Not for me, do the palm trees dance in the wind,
The sun’s rays do not caress my skin,
The hot magma does not flow from the heart of the Earth.
I have not seen colored hummingbirds
hanging like living jewels on the flowers.
The exotic and beautiful butterflies,
Similar to the fans of the Japanese geisha,
do not fly around me.
I have not climbed the steps of the ancient pyramids.
I have not seen the treasures of the pharaohs
And the huge Temple of Amun.
I cannot dance the Spanish flamenco
And I am not enveloped in a delicate, Indian sari.
The Amazon does not open the gate to the green paradise
And ruthless tundra does not lead to the white hell.
The ocean does not show its underwater treasury
And dolphins do not play on the backs of the waves.
I have not met a happy eternal love,
But this does not mean that it does not exist.
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„Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«Ñ¨Ù qO`«Å∞
✤

✤

<Õ<≥Ñ¨C_»∂ "≥à◊¡ÖË^Œ∞ 'Ç¨Ï"å~Ú—H˜
<åHÀã¨O HÍ^Œ∞- áÈHõK≥@∞¡ <å@ºO KÕ¿ãk D^Œ∞~°∞QÍeH˜!
ã¨∂~°ºH˜~°}ÏÅ∞ `åHõÖË=Ù <å =O\˜x,
Éèí∂q∞ Ç¨Ï$^ŒÜ«∞O #∞O_ç "Õ_ç =∂QÍ‡ „Ñ¨=Ç≤ÏOK«ÖË^Œ∞ |Ü«∞\˜H˜!
<Õ#∞ áêÅÑ≤@ìÅ‰õΩ ~°OQÆ∞Å∞ Ñ¨ÓÜ«∞ÖË^Œ∞,
Ñ¨ÓÅÃÑ· ã¨r= =∞}∞Å∞QÍ "ÕÖÏ_ÕO^Œ∞‰õΩ†
JO^•Å ™ÈÜ«∞QÍÅ ã‘`åHÀHõzÅ∞HõÅ∞,
[Ñ¨hÜ«ÚÅ wëê qã¨#Hõ„~°ÖÏ¡ <å K«∞@∂ì ZQÆ~°ÖË^Œ∞†
Ñ¨Ù~å`«# Ñ≤~°q∞_»¡#∞ <Õ<≥Hõ¯ÖË^Œ∞
'á¶ê~À— ~åAÅ x^èŒ∞Å#∞ <ÕK«∂_»ÖË^Œ∞
J=∞<£ ^Õ"åÅÜ«∂xﬂ <Õ#∞ ^Œi≈OK«ÖË^Œ∞
™êÊx+π ÃÑ¶¡q∞OQ˘ #$`«ºO <Õ<å_»ÖË^Œ∞
WO_çÜ«∞<£ p~°#∞ <Õ#∞ Hõ@∞ìHÀÖË^Œ∞.
Ç¨Ïi`« ã¨ﬁ~åæxH˜ J"≥∞*Ï<£ `«Å∞Ñ¨ÙfÜ«∞ÖË^Œ∞
„‰õÄ~°"≥∞ÿ# @∞O„_® ##∞ﬂ `≥Å¡\ ˜ #~°HõOÖ’H˜ Ñ¨OÑ¨ÖË^Œ∞
ã¨=Ú„^ŒO <å‰õΩ `«#Ö’ ^•QÆ∞#ﬂ x^èŒ∞Å#∞ K«∂Ñ¨ÖË^Œ∞
JÅÅ gÑ¨ÙÅÃÑ· _®eÊù#∞¡ P_»∞HÀÖË^Œ∞
P#O^ŒHõ~°"≥∞ÿ# âßâ◊ﬁ`« „¿Ñ=∞#∞ <Õ#∞ HõÅ=ÖË^Œ∞
nxHõ~°÷O, âßâ◊ﬁ`«„¿Ñ=∞ ÖË^Œx HÍ^Œ∞.
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a moth
the darkness is fleeing
from the lamp on the dresser
and me – the night butterfly
I make my way towards the light
warmed with the heat
I melt down my anger
and decipher with love
your portrait on the wall
painted with the shadow
Translated into English by Anna Mazur
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â◊ÅÉèíO
✤

✤

pHõ\ ˜ áêiáÈ`«∞#ﬂk
|Å¡g∞^Œ#∞#ﬂ nÑ¨O ^ŒQÆæ~° #∞Op
<Õ#∞ ~å„u nÑ¨Ñ¨Ù Ñ¨Ù~°∞QÆ∞#∞
"≥Å∞QÆ∞ "ÕÑ¨Ù ^Œ∂ã¨∞‰õΩ=ã¨∞Î<åﬂ#∞
"Õ_ç`À "≥K«Û|_ç
<åHÀÑ¨O HõiyáÈ~ÚOk
„¿Ñ=∞`À „HÀ_ôHõiOK«|_ç
QÀ_»ÃÑ· h z„`«O
h_»`À z„uOK«|_çOk.
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She
You don’t remember if she has worn
a lace blouse
or a woollen sweater
her hair covered her body
so tight
When you have been closing door
of the another ramble
she has welcomed you with her nakedness
sprinkled with the salt of her eyes
Only you and Marta
know the secret
of every return
Translated into English by Anna Mazur
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P"≥∞
✤

✤

h‰õΩ QÆ∞~°∞ÎÖË^Œ∞ P"≥∞ `˘_»∞‰õΩ¯#ﬂ
ÖËã¨∞Å∞#ﬂ É∫¡A.
ÖË^• Lxﬂ Ããﬁ@ì~ü
P"≥∞ t~À*ÏÅ∞ HõÑ≤Ê<åÜ«∂"≥∞#∞
JO`« aQÆ∞`«∞QÍ
h=Ù `«Å∞Ñ¨Ù =¸¿ãÑ¨C_»∞
=∞~À ˆHmq<À^ŒO
P"≥∞ x#∞ﬂ PÇ¨ﬁxOzOk #QÆﬂOQÍ
`«# Hõ#∞ÅÖ’x "≥∞~°∞Ñ¨ÙÅ`À
h‰õΩ, =∂~åÎ‰õΩ =∂„`«"Õ∞ `≥Å∞ã¨∞,
„Ñ¨u™ês
"≥#H˜¯ uiy~å=_»OÖ’x
~°Ç¨Ïã¨ºO.
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I got lost
I got lost in a mist
of your words, actions, thoughts
I got lost and don’t know
when you love and when you hate
I got into the web of your conscience
and I know that I was
but – whether I am still
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<Õ#∞ `«Ñ≤ÊáÈÜ«∂#∞
✤

✤

<Õ#∞ `«Ñ≤ÊáÈÜ«∂#∞ á⁄QÆ=∞OK«∞Ö’
h =∂@Å, „H˜Ü«∞Å, PÖ’K«#ÅÖ’
<Õ#∞ `«Ñ≤ÊáÈÜ«∂#∞, ZÑ¨C_»∞
h=Ù „¿Ñq∞™êÎ"À, ZÑ¨C_»∞ ^Õﬁ+≤™êÎ"À `≥eÜ«∞Hõ,
h JO`«~å`«‡ =ÅÖ’H˜ <Õ#∞ =KåÛ#∞
<å‰õΩ `≥Å∞ã¨∞ <Õ#∞ =KåÛ#x
HÍx, <ÕxOHÍ L<åﬂ<å Jx!
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Old fashioned
I’ve found myself in a world
in the world of a broken willow
and I’m weeping.
I’ve found myself in a world
in the world of the Babel Tower
and I’m babbling.
I’ve found myself in a world
in the world of glass houses
and I have shrunk.
I’ve found myself in a world
in the world of poverty and splendor
unprepared...
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áê`«~°HõO =∞x+≤
✤

✤

##∞ﬂ <Õ#∞ Hõ#∞Q˘<åﬂ#∞ F „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«OÖ’
qiy# qÖ’¡ K≥@¡ „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«OÖ’
<Õ#∞ ^Œ∞ódã¨∞Î<åﬂ#∞.
##∞ﬂ <Õ#∞ Hõ#∞Q˘<åﬂ#∞ F „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«OÖ’
ÉÏÉˇÖò @=~ü QÆO^Œ~°QÀà◊Ñ¨Ù „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«OÖ’
<Õ#∞ =pÛ~åx =∂@eﬂ =∂\Ï¡_»∞`«∞<åﬂ#∞
##∞ﬂ <Õ#∞ Hõ#∞Q˘<åﬂ#∞ F „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«OÖ’
J^•ÌÅ Wà◊√¡#ﬂ „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«OÖ’
<Õ#∞ Hõ$Oy á⁄\˜ì"å_ç<≥·áÈÜ«∂#∞
##∞ﬂ <Õ#∞ Hõ#∞Q˘<åﬂ#∞ F „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«OÖ’
^•i„^ŒºO, Éè’QÆÉèÏQÍºÅ „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«OÖ’
<Õ#∞ ã≤^ŒúOQÍ ÖË#∞...
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Walk through the life
Without the aftertaste of longing
in the corners of the mouth
without snowflakes
stuck on the heart
without sense of hunger for
madness of love
I wake up
because a while ago
Your eyes
fixed on my dream
become a guidepost.
Translated into English by Anna Mazur
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#_»∞=Ù rq`«O QÆ∞O_®
✤

✤

xsHõ∆} ~°∞z `≥eÜ«∞‰õΩO_®
<À\˜ =¸ÅÅ‰õΩ†
=∞OK«∞ `«∞#HõÅ∞ ÖË‰õΩO_®
Ç¨Ï$^ŒÜ«∂xH˜ J`«∞‰õΩ¯x†
PHõe ã¨Ê~°≈ ÖË‰õΩO_®
„¿Ñ=∞Ü≥ÚHõ¯ L#‡`«Î`«†
<Õ#∞ "Õ∞Å∞‰õΩ<åﬂ#∞
H˘kÌ¿ãÑ¨\ ˜ „H˜`«O
h Hõ#∞Å∞ ˆHO„nHõiOK«|_ç<å~Ú
F ã¨∂zHÍã¨ÎOÉèíOQÍ =∂i!
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The World of Extinguished Lamps
woven on eyelashes
the spider’s web
rings with dry dew
it looks into our eyes
the meaning of tears
it interprets the other way round
the thorny words
which don’t hurt a body
it treats them
like an infected soul
it asks for freedom
trapped in a glance
it wants to release the value of
my destiny
Translated into English by Anna Mazur
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JO`«iOz# náêÅ „Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«O
✤

✤

Hõ#∞Ô~Ñ¨ÊÅ "≥O„_»∞HõÅÃÑ· JÅ¡|_ç
™êÖˇQÆ∂_»∞
ZO_ç# =∞OK«∞ =ÅÜ«∂Å`À
Jk K«∂ã¨∞ÎOk h Hõ#∞ÅÖ’H˜
Hõhﬂà◊¡Hõ~°÷O
Jk "Õˆ~ q^èŒOQÍ q=iã¨∞ÎOk.
=Úà◊√¡ xO_ç# =∂@Å∞
^ÕÇ¨xﬂ ÉÏkèOK«=Ù
Jq "å\˜x ÉèÏqã¨∞ÎOk
"åºkè„QÆã¨Î P`«‡Å∞QÍ
Jk ¿ãﬁK«Ûù#∞ "åOzèã¨∞ÎOk
K«∂Ñ¨ÙÖ’ |OkèOK«|_ç
Jk q_»∞^ŒÅ KÕÜ«∂Å#∞‰õΩO@∞#ﬂk
<å QÆ=∂ºxﬂ.
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BARBARA JURKOWSKA
Barbara Jurkowska, Poland - Born in Grudusk, one of
the oldest settlements in the Masovia region of Poland, Barbara
Jurkowska is a photographer, educationalist, and ethicist by
profession and a qualified teacher of many year's experience.
For 10 years she both wrote and published photographs
in the national weekly magazine Gazeta Szkolna Aktualno?ci
(School Weekly News).
While working for the Polish Academy of Science she
was given an award for services to education.
Her own poems and translations of works by Iwan Bunin
and Tatiana To?stoj have been included in many literar y
publications, and she has worked for numerous publishers
designing book covers.
She has been working for "Poetr y Today" (1998)
magazine from its foundation, and is an organizer of both the
World Poetry Day (2000) and Slavic Poetry festivals (2007).
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lips
blooming in purple
like a rose
but
I was not a rose
days were falling
like petals
while word-thorns
protected
from strangeness
but
I was not a rose
gardens of the world
admiring
scents
I memorised
pictures
captured photographs –
and I among the roses
but
I was not a rose
No –
I am
but
a rose
to
you
Translated from polish Anita & Andrew Fincham

78

ÃÑ^•Å∞
✤

✤

ÃÑ^•Å∞
Ñ¨~°∞ÊÖò-T^• ~°OQÆ∞Ö’
QÆ∞ÖÏcÖÏ¡ qHõã≤Oz<å
<Õ#∞
QÆ∞ÖÏcx HÍ^Œ∞.
~ÀAÅ∞ QÆ_»∞ã¨∞Î<åﬂ~Ú
QÆ∞ÖÏc ˆ~HõÖÏ¡
=Úà◊¡ Ñ¨^•Å∞
~°H˜∆OÑ¨|_ç<å~Ú
qO`« q+¨Ü«∂Å∞ﬂOz
HÍx, <Õ#∞, QÆ∞ÖÏcx HÍ^Œ∞.
„Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«Ñ¨Ù `À@Å∞
"≥∞K«∞Û‰õΩ#ﬂ Ñ¨i=∞àÏÅ∞
<Õ#∞ QÆ∞~°∞ÎÃÑ@∞ì‰õΩ<åﬂ#∞
z„`åÅ#∞, á¶È\’Å#∞
<Õ#∞ QÆ∞ÖÏcÅ =∞^èŒº.
HÍx, <Õ#∞, QÆ∞ÖÏcx HÍ^Œ∞.
HÍx,
<Õ#∞ h‰õΩ
QÆ∞ÖÏcx.
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Like autumn leaves
we alter colours
like them
fall, and pass away…

★ ★ ★ ★ ★

I beside:
by you
by you too
and by myself.
I here
and also there –
where you
and how you want –
I know.
My palms have stars
Marks of joy.
I am…
Still…
Translated from polish Anita & Andrew Fincham
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P‰õΩ~åÅ∞HÍÅÑ¨Ù P‰õΩÅ∞
✤

✤

P‰õΩ~åÅ∞ HÍÅÑ¨Ù P‰õΩÖÏ¡
=∞#O =∂~°∞™êÎO ~°OQÆ∞Å∞
"å\˜ÖÏ<Õ
Ñ¨_çáÈ~Ú, J^Œ$â◊º"≥∞ÿáÈ`åO.

<Õ#∞ - h=Ù
✤

✤

<Õ#∞
h Ñ¨Hõ¯#
h =Å#
<å =Å# ‰õÄ_®!
<ÕxHõ¯_»
JHõ¯_» ‰õÄ_®
h"≥Hõ¯_≥·`Õ
ZÖÏ HÍ"åÅ#∞‰õΩO\Ï"À
<å‰õΩ `≥Å∞ã¨∞.
<å J~°KÕ`«∞Ö’¡ #Hõ∆„`åÅ∞
P#O^ŒÑ¨Ù QÆ∞~°∞ÎÅ∞
<Õ#∞
xâ◊ÛÅOQÍ.
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Last momentary
Fear gags the mouth
Hearing your breath
Ring with anxiety
Pain shows signs
That you endure.

★ ★ ★ ★ ★

What will you give to us
our Time
so filled
with lies
driven by strength of boors
into a gadget landscape
of empty idiocy
senseless
humanoid
Who will change you?
Through goodness?
Through beauty?
Our word
breaks emptiness
and notes
the mirrored fragment
by which the world reflects.
Translated from polish Anita & Andrew Fincham
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PYi Hõ∆}O
✤

✤

PYi Hõ∆}Ñ¨Ù `å`å¯eHõ`«
ÉèíÜ«∞O =¸ã≤"Õã≤Ok <À\˜x
h TÑ≤i K«Ñ¨C_»∞ qx
P`«∞~°`« â◊aÌã¨∞ÎO_»QÍ
ÉÏ^èŒ K«∂Ñ≤ã¨∞Î#ﬂk
h F~°∞Ê#∞

Ç¨ïº=∞<å~Ú_£
✤

✤

h=Ù =∂ˆHq∞™êÎ=Ù
=∂ ã¨=∞Ü«∂xﬂ
J|^•ÌÅ`À xO_ç# ^•xx.
¿ÇÏà◊#Å |ÅO`À <≥@ì|_ç
Ü«∂O„uHõ ^Œ$â◊ºOÖ’H˜
â◊¥#ºÑ¨Ù `≥eq `«‰õΩ¯= `«#OÖ’H˜
WO„kÜ«∞ ~°Ç≤Ï`« Ç¨ïº=∞<å~Ú_£ ~°∂Ñ¨OÖ’H˜!
Z=~°∞ =∂~°∞™êÎ~°∞ x#∞ﬂ?
=∞Oz`«#O`À<å? JO^ŒO`À<å?
=∂ =∂@
|^ŒÌÅ∞Q˘_»∞ÎOk â◊¥<åºxﬂ
„Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«O „Ñ¨uÑ¶¨eOKÕ
J^ŒÌÑ¨Ù =ÚHõ¯Ö’¡
QÆ=∞xã¨∞ÎOk.
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Talking to the Sea
I will tell my story to the sea
thoughts opening to space
I will tell of joy
like amber
held within
our every days
I will tell of depths of sorrow
tears
regret remaining
undispersed by winds of time.
And sea
bookmarked by waves
tells stories
roars gossips
still about itself.
Translated from polish Anita & Andrew Fincham
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ã¨=Ú„^ŒO`À ã¨OÉèÏ+¨}
✤

✤

<Õ#∞ <å Hõ^äŒ#∞ K≥|∞`å#∞ ã¨=Ú„^ŒO`À
PHÍâßxH˜ PÖ’K«#Å#∞ `≥~°z
<Õ#∞ P#O^ŒO QÆ∞iOz K≥|∞`å#∞
QÆ∞yæÅÑ¨Ù á⁄_çÖÏ
Ñ¨@∞ìHÀ|_ç =∞#O QÆ_ç¿Ñ ~ÀAÅ`À
<Õ#∞ K≥|∞`å#∞ ^Œ∞óYÑ¨ÙÖ’`«∞Å QÆ∞iOz
Hõhﬂà◊√¡, L#ﬂO^Œ∞‰õΩ Ñ¨âßÛ`åÎÑ¨Ñ¨_»∞`«∞O_»QÍ
HÍÅÑ¨Ù QÍÅ∞Å‰õΩ <≥\ ˜ì"ÕÜ«∞|_»‰õΩO_®.
JÅÅKÕ QÆ∞iÎOÑ¨|_ç# ã¨=Ú„^ŒO
Ñ¶¨∞’+≤ã¨∞ÎOk HÍÅˆH∆Ñ¨Ñ¨Ù =º^èŒÅ#∞
`«# QÆ∞iOKÕ ZÑ¨C_»∂.
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I saw the sea
enclosed
within torn shores
and the horizon’s even line
approaching slowly
and it
ran to me
engorged sand
made moulds
of my feet
and
waves with care
covered each trace
of our encounter.

***

***

***

Waves
burnish the coast
roar drowning thoughts
problems
diminish
to a grain of sand

***

***

***

Shells –
sea dice
cast
for a game
of memories
about each day
of summer

***

***

***

Sea sees the beach
common solarium
open until
Sun gets tired.
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ã¨=Ú„^ŒO
✤

✤

<Õ#∞ ã¨=Ú„^•xﬂ K«∂™ê#∞
qiy# f~åÅKÕ K«∞@ì|_ç
kHõÛ„HõÑ¨Ù H˜∆u[ˆ~Y#∂<≥=∞‡kQÍ ã¨g∞Ñ≤ã¨∞Î#ﬂ@∞¡
Jk <å"ÕÑ¨Ù Ñ¨iÔQ`«∞Î‰õΩ =zÛOk.
LaH˜# Wã¨∞Hõ
<å áê^•ÅÃÑ· ¿ÑiÛOk ‰õΩÑ¨ÊÅ#∞
JÅÅ∞ *Ï„QÆ`«ÎQÍ `«∞_çz"Õ™ê~Ú
=∂ W^ŒÌi Ñ¨iK«Ü«∂Å =Ú„^ŒÅ#∞.
***

***

***

JÅÅ∞ f~åxﬂ â◊√„aèã¨∂Î
=ÚxˆQ PÖ’K«#Å#∞ Ñ¶¨∞’+≤™êÎ~Ú
ã¨=∞ã¨ºÅ∞ ã¨=∞ã≤áÈ`å~Ú Wã¨∞Hõ ˆ~}∞=ÙÅ∞QÍ
***

***

***

ã¨=Ú„^ŒO qã≤ˆ~ *Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅ áêzHõÅÖÏ
PeÛÑ¨ÊÅ∞, „Ñ¨u~ÀE, "Õã¨q L^ŒÜ«∂#!
***

***

***

ã¨=Ú„^ŒO Wã¨∞Hõ u<≥ﬂ"ÕÑ¨Ù K«∂ã¨∞ÎOk
ZO_»Ö’, ã¨∂~°∞º_»∞ Jeã≤áÈÜÕ∞O`«=~°‰õÄ
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LILLA LATUS
Lilla Latus - lives in Zdunska Wola, Poland. Poetess,
translator, author of reviews, song lyrics, articles about travelling.
Many times awarded both for her poetry and engagement in
cultural activity for local community. Published nine books of
poems : "The letter" (1993), "The seventh sea of anxiety" (1995),
"Out of lace and dust" (1997), "Scent of touch" (1998), "Loving"
(2001), "Dog's blood" (2004), "Tomorrow is the most beautiful
day of the week" (2009), "Behind the world's door" (2012), " Lillies"
(2017).
Her poems have been published in many magazines and
anthologies, also in USA, Australia, The Czech Republic, Italy.
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Justice at hand
I broke a bottle
its sharp edges
look like peaks
of unknown land
I can put them
onto my wrists
and check
the depth of
life
the strength of
veins
unblushingly blue
brought to justice

★ ★ ★ ★ ★

an eye for an eye
and a tooth for a tooth
love for love
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KÕ~°∞=QÍ <åºÜ«∞O
✤

✤

<Õ#∞ Ñ¨QÆÅQ˘\Ïì<˘Hõ ã‘™ê
^•x Ñ¨^Œ∞<≥·# JOK«∞Å∞ HõxÑ≤OKå~Ú
¿Ñ~°∞ `≥eÜ«∞x ^Õâ◊Ñ¨Ù
Ñ¨~°ﬁ`« tY~åÖÏ¡.
"å\˜x <å =∞}˜Hõ@∞ìÃÑ· LOz
Hõ#∞HÀ¯QÆÅ#∞
rq`«Ñ¨Ù Ö’`«∞#∞
~°HõÎ<åàÏÅ |ÖÏxﬂ
"å\˜ he~°OQÆ∞ QÍ_è» „Ñ¨"åÇ¨hﬂ
<åºÜ«∂xH˜ ^ŒQÆæ~°QÍ fã¨∞‰õΩ~å|_ç-

„¿Ñ=∞
✤

✤

HõO\˜H˜ Hõ#∞ﬂ
Ñ¨O\˜H˜ Ñ¨#∞ﬂ
„¿Ñ=∞‰õΩ „¿Ñ=∞
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My right hand
knows
how to wipe away a tear
from a kid’s face
good at handful
taking
clenches
the small fist
hearing white
hoof of anger
sometimes
salty
as if somebody
sprinkled
tears on it
can prevent eyes
from being
cried out
has hollow gestures
down pat
right
missing hand
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<å ‰õΩ_çKÕ~Ú
✤

✤

<å ‰õΩ_çKÕuH˜ `≥Å∞ã¨∞
Ñ≤Å¡"å_ç =ÚYO g∞k
Hõhﬂ\˜x ZÖÏ `«∞_»"åÖ’Ñ≤_çH˜e ayOz
QÆ\ ì̃QÍ
HÀÑ¨Ñ¨Ù `≥Å¡\ ˜ y@ìÅ
â◊ÉÏÌxﬂ qO@∂XHÀ¯™êi LÑ¨ÊQÍ
Z=~À ^•xg∞^Œ
Hõhﬂà◊√¡ zÅHõiOz#@∞¡Jk PÑ¨Ù`«∞Ok Hõ#∞Å#∞
^Œ∞óYO`À T_çáÈ‰õΩO_®É’Å∞ ã¨O[˝Å∞
`«_çq∞#@∞¡
‰õΩ_çKÕ~Ú
ÖËx Ç¨Ïã¨ÎO WÑ¨C_»∞.
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My man
quenches
exclamations marks of fear
in my eyes
at night
he does not let
my shirt be the nearest
in the morning
hangs up the sun
over the table
I am honey
he is milk
together we flow
through the land
where only snow reminds
that chill exists
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<å "å_»∞
✤

✤

^ŒÑ≤ÊHõ f~°∞Û‰õΩO\Ï_»∞
ÉèíÜ«∞Ñ¨Ù Pâ◊Û~åº~°÷HÍÅ`À
<å Hõà◊¡Ö’
~å„`«∞à◊√¡
<å K˘HÍ¯#∞ ^ŒQÆæ~°QÍ LOK«hÜ«∞_»∞
L^ŒÜ«∂#
ã¨∂~°∞º_çx |Å¡ÃÑ· "ÕÖÏ_»n™êÎ_»∞.
<Õ#∞ `Õ<≥
J`«_»∞ áêÅ∞
W^ŒÌ~°O Hõeã≤ „Ñ¨=Ç≤Ï™êÎO
D <ÕÅg∞^Œ
=∞OK«∞ =∂‰õΩ QÆ∞~°∞ÎKÕã¨∞ÎOk
K«e =}∞‰õΩ_»∞ WOHÍ L#ﬂ^Œx.
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A girl with raindrops in her voice
She used to tell me about Plato and Aristotle.
Her Slavic accent sounded like gravel in the
Rain. Ing,ing, ing…
Feeling a fading shadow around my neck
I see a bright cave paved with desire and
Fear. In her language love and hatred are feminine
Nothing was neuter. Golden mean in motion.
I was Alexander but not great enough to conquer
The furthest reaches of her soul.
Leaving was a move excluding one of
The possible versions of future.
All places of my happiness are taken and create
Gloomy theory of forms.
Sitting in a brown study with blind shutters,
I can hear raindrops searching for a dry land.
Falling, tapping, dying, ing, ing, ing…
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`«# Q˘O`«∞Ö’ =~°¬Ñ¨Ù hà◊¡`À h ÉÏeHõ
✤

✤

P"≥∞ <å‰õΩ K≥¿ÑÊk áê¡\Á, Ji™êì\ ˜Öò QÆ∞iOz
P"≥∞ ™ê¡qH± Ü«∂ã¨ ^èŒﬁxOKÕk =~°¬OÖ’ QÆ∞ÅHõ~åà◊¡ÖÏ
......WOQ∑......WOQ∑......WOQ∑......
<å "≥∞_»K«∞@∂ì J^Œ$â◊º=∞=Ù`«∞#ﬂ h_»#∞ ã¨Êi≈ã¨∂Î
ÉèíÜ«∞O, HÀiHõÅ "≥∞@¡`À „Ñ¨HÍâ◊=O`«"≥∞ÿ# QÆ∞Ç¨Ï
P"≥∞ ÉèÏ+¨Ö’ „¿Ñ=∞, ^Õﬁ+¨O, ¢ã‘ÎeOQÍÅ∞
Un =∞^èŒº~°HõO HÍ^Œ∞, 'QÀÖˇ¤<£ g∞<£— -K«Å#OÖ’
<Õ#∞ JÖˇQÍ˚O_»~ü<Õ HÍx P„Hõ=∞} KÕ¿ãO`« Q˘Ñ¨Ê"å_çx HÍ#∞
P"≥∞ P`«‡#∞ KÕˆ~@O^Œ∞‰õΩ
=ke"≥à◊¡=K«∞Û Éèíq+¨º`«∞ÎÖ’ J^À^•i
<å ã¨O`À+¨Ñ¨Ù „Ñ¨^ÕâßÅhﬂ xO_çáÈÜ«∂~Ú
WÑ¨C_»hﬂ qëê^Œ~°∂Ñ¨Ñ¨Ù ã≤^•úO`åÖË!
+¨@ì~°∞¡ =¸ã≤ pHõ\ ˜Ö’ ‰õÄ~°∞Ûx
ZO_ç# <ÕÅ#∞ "≥^Œ∞‰õΩ`«∞#ﬂ =~°¬Ñ¨ÙK«∞Hõ¯Å K«Ñ¨C_»∞ qO@∞<åﬂ#∞
Ñ¨_»∞`«∂, â◊aÌã¨∂Î, K«∂ã¨∂Î......WOQ∑......WOQ∑......WOQ∑......
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EWA MARIA ZELENAY
Ewa Zelenay - poet, journalist, writer. Head Board
member Polish Literates Union. Graduate in journalism and
cultural research.Air and space are subjects for many of her
poems. She spend many years in the sky - working Polish National
Air Carrier LOT as flight attendant.Awards winner for more than
twenty of literature competitions in Poland , including prestige
priest / Jan Twardowski / competition for the most interesting
volume of poetry in 2007.Painter, sculptor, photographer - in
her work apply many technics that she call “ IMPULSJONIZM”
what generate her creations. Air, space are subjects for many of
her works. She spend many years in the sky - working in
Polish National Air Carrier LOTas flight attendant.Currently
EwaZelenay cooperate with Polish National Radio Broadcasting
Network alsowith Family One Program / radio theatre/She
continue write ; movies screenplays, show texts and song lyrics
- that has beenpresented on stages by artists in Poland and
abroad. Many of EwaZelenay poemswere incorporate in variety
of anthologies and literature magazines and others
(“GwiazdaPolarna” – USA, “ MyslPolska”)
Books : "Szczescienasekundy" “Wiosennewypalanietraw”, “Alla
Prima”, “ W polowiedrogi do gwiazd” “Na prostej”,
“Bajkowemosty – czylicalkieminnebajkirodzinne”
Antologialotnicza “Antologia Poezji Polskiej” "Contemporary
Writers of Poland 2000-2014" "Flying between the words”,
Antologia poezji kobiet– "Czas Kobiety”, "FM 14 Winter 2015",
"Pomiêdzy”.
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needle
first bone and horn - then metal
needle joined leather and animal fur
wove fishing nets worn by silver scales
a pin stuck in the wig of the Egyptian queen
pulled out of the lacquered bun of an exotic geisha
lost in a haystack, it wailed in a gramophone
drowned in white waves of fine lace
it pinned veils, sent voodoo curses
snow white fingers sewed on pearls
embroidered flags and stitched wounds
worker, artist, patriot, witch…
it joins the separate - patches the torn
darns the worn, tacks, unpicks
takes up and lets down, injects and transfuses
brings soothing with lethal pain
cures serious illness, commits genocide
deludes with narcotics, protects through vaccine
pulls out splinters - then flies into the cosmos…
kept in the hem of a net curtain, stuck in a pin cushion
a woman’s friend, and her enemy
the eye of an angel – claw of a devil
needle
(Polish to English: Graham Crawford)
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ã¨∂k
✤

✤

"≥Ú^Œ@ Z=ÚHõ, H˘=Ú‡ P `«~∞° "å`« Ö’Ç¨ÏO`À KÕÜ∞« |_ç
K«~å‡xﬂ, Lxﬂx HõeÑ≤Ok,
"≥O_ç á⁄Å∞ã¨∞Å‰õΩ JiyáÈÜÕ∞ =ÅbﬂDlÑ≤¬Ü«∞<£ ~å}˜ 'qQÆ∞æ—Ö’ ÃÑ@∞ì‰õΩ#ﬂk
[Ñ¨hÜ«ÚÅ wëê `«ÅH˘Ñ¨CÖ’ á⁄_»∞K«∞‰õΩ =zÛ#k
QÆ_"¤ç å=ÚÖ’ *Ï_» `«ÑÊ≤ #k, „QÍ=∞á¶È#∞Ö’ =Å=ÖÏ qÅÑ≤Oz#k
ã¨#ﬂx ÖËã∞¨ ^•~åÅ JÅÅÖ’ =ÚxyáÈ~Ú#k.
=Úã¨∞QÆ∞Å‰õΩ P^è•~°"≥∞ÿ#k, =Ó_»∂ âßáêÅ ÉèÏ~°"≥∞ÿ#k
™Èﬂ"≥\· ò JOQÆ∞oÅ`À =Ú`åºÅ Ç¨~°=Ú#∞ á⁄ky#k
ZO„ÉÏ~Ú_»s JOK«∞Å#∞ Ñ¨`åHõÅ QÆ∞zÛ#k, QÍÜ«∂Å#∞ ‰õΩ\ì̃#k
„âßq∞‰õΩ_»∞, HõàÏHÍ~°∞_»∞, ^Õâ◊Éèí‰õΩÎ_»∞, =∞O„`«QÆ`≥Î...
ziy# J`«∞‰õΩeﬂ HõÅ∞Ñ¨Ù`«∞Ok
peHõÅ Ñ‘eHõeﬂ ã¨~°∞Ì`«∞Ok
fã¨∞‰õΩO@∞Ok, Ñ¨_"» ãÕ ∞¨ OÎ k, QÆ∞K«∞Û`«∞Ok,
„^Œ"åeﬂ Ñ¨OÑ¨Ù`«∞Ok, ÉÏ^èŒ#∞ `«yæã¨∞ÎOk.
ÉèíÜ«∞OHõ~° "åº^èŒ∞eﬂ #Ü«∞O KÕã¨∞ÎOk, *Ïux x~°∂‡eã¨∞ÎOk
=∞`«∞Î=∞O^Œ∞`À `åO_»==∂_»∞ÎOk, "åH˜û#¡`À ~°H˜∆ã¨∞ÎOk
=Úà◊¡#∞ fã¨∞ÎOk, JO`«iHõ∆OÖ’H˜ ZQÆ∞~°∞ÎOk
=ÅÅ `≥~Ö° ’ LOK«|_»∞OÎ k, QÆ∞O_»∞ã¨∂^Œ∞Å
"≥∞`«ÎÖ’ QÆ∞K«Û|_»∞ÎOk, ¢ã‘ÎH˜ ¿ãﬂÇ≤Ï`«∞~åÅ∞, â◊„`«∞=Ù
^Õ=`«Å <Õ„`«O, _≥qÖò #YO
ã¨∂k101

between
between my skin
and yourbreath
is a meadow
trembling from bumblebees
the wind blows the dandelions
ontofoursides of ecstasy
between my skin
and yourbreath
the airport runway
straightafter, the birds of ourarms
riseinto the sky
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=∞^èŒº#
✤

✤

<å K«~å‡xH˜
h TÑ≤iH˜ =∞^èŒº#
XHõ "≥∞ÿ^•#O
`«∞"≥∞‡^ŒÅ`À HõOÑ≤ã¨∂Î
QÍe gã¨∞Î#ﬂk _®O_≥eÜ«∂<£ Ñ¨ÓÅÃÑ·
#Å∞"ÕÑ¨ÙÖÏ áê~°=â◊ºOÖ’H˜ "å\˜x qã≤i"Õã¨∂Î
<å K«~å‡xH©
h TÑ≤iH© =∞^èŒº#
q=∂<å„â◊Ü«∞Ñ¨Ù ~°<£"Õ.
"≥#∞"≥O@<Õ
=∞# Ô~Hõ¯Å Ñ¨‰õ∆ΩÅ∞
ZQÆ∞~åÎ~Ú PHÍâ◊OÖ’H˜-
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My Summer…
My summersmells of tomato leaves
ithas a passionatearoma of dill in between
cut open lace of a carrotstalk
between a violetfrill of the beetroots
My summer with a meander of beans on a pole
with lumps of cabbage, pompom of beetroots
My summer in the apron of a country gardener
whogathersmaybeetlesthathavebeenlost
My summer with mallowsbracing the picketfences
climbsup to the sky on a ladder of buds
Under the largesheets of rusty-pittedleaves
itsprinklesthalers of seeds in a brownhusk
My summer with a goldenvelvetribbon
begirds the flower beds of pinkasters…
itsmilesat the sparrows, a mischievousbunch
thatpeck the maturesunflowerhead to pieces
(Polish to English: Artur Komoter)
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<å "Õã¨qHÍÅO
✤

✤

<å "Õã¨qHÍÅO xO_çáÈ~ÚOk \Á=∂\Á ã¨∞"åã¨#Å`À
^•x‰õΩ#ﬂk J^Œ∞ƒù`«"≥∞ÿ# L^ÕﬁQÆÑ¨Ù Ñ¨i=∞àÏÅ QÍ_è»`«
HÍ~°\ò HÍO_»Ñ¨Ù z=~°¡ #∞Oz
c\ò~°∂\ò =Ü≥ÚÖˇ\ò JOK«∞ =∞^èŒº #∞Oz.
<å "Õã¨qHÍÅO ã¨ÎOÉèÏÅÃÑ· áêH˜# z‰õΩ¯à◊¡ =OÑ¨ÙÅ`À
HÍºÉËr QÆ∞@ìÅ∞, c\ò~°∂\òÅ K«Ñ¨Cà◊¡`À
<å "Õã¨qHÍÅO `À@=∂e U„áê<£ ~°Hõ∆}Ö’
^•i `«áêÊÜ«∞#∞‰õΩ#ﬂ c\˜Öò Ñ¨Ù~°∞QÆ∞eﬂ áÈQÆ∞KÕã≤# U„áê<£Ö’
<å "Õã¨qHÍÅO ÉˇÅ¡áê‰õΩ K≥@¡ HõOK≥`À
"≥ÚQÆæÅ xK≥Û#`À PHÍâ◊OÖ’H˜ áê‰õΩ`«∂
ÃÑ^ŒÌÃÑ^ŒÌQÍ `«∞Ñ¨CÑ¨\ ˜ì# P‰õΩá⁄~°Å J_»∞QÆ∞#
Jk [Å∞¡`«∞Ok QÀ^èŒ∞=∞=~°‚Ñ¨Ù á⁄@∞ì#ﬂ "≥O_ç yO[eﬂ
<å "Õã¨qHÍÅO |OQÆ~°∞ "≥Öˇﬁ\ò i|ƒ#∞ÖÏ
Ñ≤OH± Uã¨ì~ü Ñ¨ÓÅ áê^Œ∞eﬂ ã¨O~°H˜∆OKÕ ^Õ=`«ÖÏ
#=Ùﬁ`«∞Ok Ñ≤K«∞ÛHõeﬂ K«∂ã≤, JÅ¡i Ñ≤@ìÅq
Jq ZO_ç# ã¨∂~°ºHÍOu Ñ¨ÓÅ#∞ á⁄_çz =ÚHõ¯Å∞ KÕã¨∞ÎO>Ë.
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childhoodriver
I recall the Swider-a shallow, fast river
with sandybanks and yellowishwater
where in a coolshade, thick with mint
shirred with azure the shinywings of the dragonflies
my childhoodriver...
with a twisting, strongcurrentitthrobs
on the father’stemples
itpulsatesunder the paper skin, itgetslost
in the mass of the eyebrows
I touchit and feel the tremblingeffort of
a fishswimmingagainst the current
...I hearlaughter - motheriscalling from the bank
the sunshatterswaterintomillions of gleams
on the warmedupcheeks
strangelysalty drops
I call out: dad, wait!
youlet go of my hand, yousmile
as usual with a bit of mischief
and youflow in silence
alone... to the otherside
(Polish to English: Artur Komoter)
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ÉÏÅºÑ¨Ù #k
✤

✤

<å‰õΩ QÆ∞~°∞Î#ﬂk 'Ãã· ﬁ_»~ü— #k, Ö’`«∞QÍ "ÕQÆOQÍ
„Ñ¨=Ç≤ÏOKÕ #k. Wã¨∞Hõ X_»∞¤, Ñ¨ã¨∞Ñ¨Ù hà◊√¡
K«Å¡\ ˜ K≥@¡h_»Ö’, q∞O\ò`À ^Œ@ìOQÍ
`«∂hQÆÅ "≥∞i¿ã Ô~Hõ¯Å he~°OQÆ∞`À HõkeOK«|_ç.
<å ÉÏÅºÑ¨Ù #k=OÑ¨ÙÅ∞ u~°∞QÆ∞`«∂, |ÅOQÍ `å‰õΩ`«∞Ok <å `«O„_ç ^Õ"åÅÜ«∂eﬂ
HÍy`«ÑÙ¨ K«~‡° O H˜O^Œ ã¨ÊOkã¨∂,Î Hõ#∞ÉÁ=∞Å H˜O^Œ =∂Ü«∞=∞=Ù`«∞Ok.
„Ñ¨"åÇ¨xH˜ Z^Œ∞s^Õ KÕÑÅ¨ „Ñ¨Ü∞« `åﬂxﬂ <Õ#∞ ã¨Êi≈Oz J#∞Éè∂í u K≥O^•#∞.
X_»∞¤ #∞Oz J=∞‡ ÃÑ_»∞Î#ﬂ ˆHHõÅ#∞, #=ÙﬁÅ#∞ qO\Ï#∞.
ã¨∂~°∞º_»∞ #k h\˜x q∞eÜ«∞<£ `«à◊√‰õΩÅ∞QÍ K≥^Œ~°Q˘_»∞Î<åﬂ_»∞.
|∞QÆæÅ#∞ "Õ_≥H˜¯ã¨∂Î
qO`«QÍ LÑ¨Ch\˜ aO^Œ∞=ÙÅ∞
<Õ#∞ JiKÕ"å_çx- <å<åﬂ, PQÆ∞!
h=Ù <å KÕ~Úx =kÖË¿ã "å_çq, z~°∞#=Ùﬁ #=Ùﬁ`«∂
ZÑ¨Ê\˜ÖÏ<Õ H˘O>ˇ`«#O`À
xâ◊≈|ÌOQÍ „Ñ¨=Ç≤Ïã¨∂Î
XO@iQÍ, J@∞"ÕÑ¨ÙQÍ-
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teacup
rescued from a tide of brews and infusions
thoroughly cleaned of brown deposits
with a worn gold rim delicately kissed
by guests’ and neighbours’ thirsty lips
a fragile handle with old-fashioned curve
an almost faded bunch of painted violets
an orphan rescued from a wartime blaze…
the last romantic from granny’s teaset
I touch the porcelain skin
how many years this love has lasted… I can no longer count
I pour more tea, as tart as the memory
with a teaspoon of sugar to sweeten it out
(Polish to English: Graham Crawford)
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\© HõÑ¨C
✤

✤

HÍÜ«∞_»O, =_»áÈÜ«∞_»O ÖÏO\˜ JÅÅ∞ﬂOz
~°H˜∆OÑ¨|_ç, QÀ^èŒ∞=∞ =∞_ç¤x Hõ_çy<åHõ,
JiyáÈ~Ú# |OQÆ~°∞ JOK«∞ÅÃÑ· ã¨∞`å~°OQÍ
Ju^èŒ∞Å ÃÑ^•Å∞, á⁄~°∞QÆ∞"åà◊¡ ^•Ç¨ÏÑ¨Ù ÃÑ^•Å∞.
Ñ¨ÅK«x áê`« _ç*ˇ·#∞ H˘ÔH¯O
=∂ã≤áÈ`«∞#ﬂ =Ü≥ÚÖˇ\ò Ñ¨ÓÅ z„`«O
Ü«Ú^ŒúHÍÅÑ¨Ù =∞O@Ö’¡ ~°H˜∆OÑ¨|_ç# J<å^èŒ
J=∞‡=∞‡ '\©Ãã\ò—`À q∞ye# „¿Ñ=∞ QÆ∞~°∞Î.
<Õ#∞ ã¨Êi≈™êÎ#∞ P Ñ≤OQÍ}˜ K«~å‡xﬂ
Zxﬂ ã¨O=`«û~åÅ∞QÍ D „¿Ñ=∞ xÅ|_çOk....
<ÕxHõ ÖˇH˜¯OK«ÖË#∞...
=∞iO`« '\©— áÈ™ê#∞, *Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅO`« Z‰õΩ¯=QÍ
XHõ K≥OKå_»∞ Ñ¨OK«^•~°#∞ "Õ™ê#∞ fÜ«∞QÍ LO_ÕO^Œ∞‰õΩ!
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WANDA “DUSIA” STAÑCZAK
Wanda “Dusia” Stañczak - President of the Association
of Polish Authors (Warsaw). A writer, a composer, an author of
over 90 songs. She plays on stage, plays with the brush, has
founded and runs the cabaret “Half-serious” (for the past 13
years). She has published 15 poetry books. Her poems have been
published in many countries. She lives in Poland. The greatest
mystery and her creative inspiration is Man. Therefore, the cruellest punishment for her would be a desert island.

111

The White Shirt
Once again
I’m slipping away
from nice thoughts
With a look
painfully discreet
I run to the other side
to the deep parting
of your immaculate
white shirt
One day I will break this whiteness
with the red of my lipstick
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`≥Å¡ K˘HÍ¯
✤

✤

=∞~˘Hõ¯™êi
<Õ#∞ *ÏiáÈ`«∞<åﬂ#∞
K«Hõ¯x PÖ’K«#ÅÖ’H˜
ÉÏ^èŒ`À ‰õÄ_ç# „Ñ¨`ÕºHõ"≥∞ÿ#
K«∂Ñ¨Ù`À <Õ#∞
J=`«e"ÕÑ¨Ù‰õΩ "≥o¡áÈ`«∞<åﬂ#∞
Ö’`≥·# g_À¯Å∞`À
h =∞K«ÛÖËx
`≥Å¡K˘HÍ¯ #∞O_ç...
U^À XHõ~ÀA <Õ#∞ Ñ¨QÆÅQ˘_®Î#∞
D `≥Å¡^Œ<åxﬂ
<å ÃÑ^•ÅÃÑ·x eÑπã≤ìH± Z„~°~°OQÆ∞`À
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Stealthily
Hand in hand
stealthily
as if by accident
you intensely look for
the biggest crowd
to, even for a moment
hear the beating of my heart
to, even for a moment
feel the warmth of my side
innocent dance
they see us around
so, you send a cordial
smile in spite
but I feel your temple
moving over my temple
and my face hurts
from your gazes
your fingers tingle
melted into the velvet of my dress
and the heat of your hand on my back
is burning my body
you desire
I desire
we desire
but we lack the courage
and though a lot has happened
nothing has happened
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HõÑ¨@OQÍ✤

✤

KÕuÖ’ KÕ~Ú "Õã¨∞‰õΩx
HõÑ¨@OQÍ
U^À J#∞HÀ‰õΩO_® [iy#@∞¡
h=Ù f„=OQÍ "≥^Œ∞‰õΩ`å=Ù
ÃÑ^ŒÌ QÆ∞OÑ¨ÙÖ’
XHõ¯Hõ∆}"≥∞ÿ<å
<å QÆ∞O_≥ K«Ñ¨C_»∞ q<ÕO^Œ∞‰õΩ
XHõ¯ Hõ∆}"≥∞ÿ<å
<å "≥K«Û^Œ<åxﬂ ã¨Êi≈OKÕO^Œ∞‰õΩ.
J=∂Ü«∞HõÑ¨Ù #$`«ºOÖ’
=∞#eﬂ K«∂™êÎ~°∞ K«∞@∞ìÑ¨Hõ¯Å.
h=Ù Ñ¨OÑ¨Ù`å=Ù =∞~åº^• Ñ¨Ó~°ﬁHõ"≥∞ÿ#
z~°∞#=Ùﬁ#∞, HÍx
<Õ#∞ QÆ=∞x™êÎ#∞ h K≥H˜¯e
<å K≥H˜¯eÃÑ· Hõ^ŒÖÏ_»_®xx
<å =ÚYO QÍÜ«∞Ñ¨_»∞ÎOk
h fHõ∆}"≥∞ÿ# K«∂Ñ¨ÙÅ‰õΩ!
h JOQÆ∞oÅ∞ <≥=∞‡kQÍ HõiyáÈ`å~Ú
<å "≥Öˇﬁ\ò ^Œ∞ã¨∞ÎÅÖ’
<å gÑ¨ÙÃÑ· h KÕu "Õ_ç^Œ#O
<å ^ÕÇ¨xﬂ HÍeÛ"Õã¨∞ÎOk
h, <å, =∞# HÀiHõÅ∞
HÍx ^è≥·~°ºO KåÅ^Œ∞, KåÖÏ [iy<å
Ug∞ [~°QÆ#@∞¡O\ÏO!
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When It Rains
It’s frigid outside
and my cell phone
is almost scalding
we talk
just about the rain
that it’s raining and wet
and the wind is cold
there is no us
in these words
then you suddenly say
“dress warmly”
and I feel growing
resistance
to all
distances in the world
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=~°¬O ‰õΩiã≤#Ñ¨Ù_»∞
✤

✤

|Ü«∞@ Ñ¶¨∞hÉèíqã¨∞ÎO>Ë
<å ÃãÖòá¶È#∞
^•^•Ñ¨ÙQÍ HÍeáÈ`«∞#ﬂk
=∞#O =∂\Ï¡_»∞`åO
=~°¬O QÆ∞iOz
`«_çzáÈ=_»O QÆ∞iOz
K«e QÆ∞iOzg\˜Ö’, D Ñ¨^•Ö’¡
=∞#O ÖË=Ú.
JHõ™ê‡`«∞ÎQÍ h=O\Ï=Ù
'"≥K«Û\˜ ^Œ∞ã¨∞ÎÅ∞ ^èŒiOK«∞—<Õ#∞ „Ñ¨uÑ¶¨∞\˜OKåÅ#∞‰õΩO\Ï#∞
„Ñ¨Ñ¨OK«OÖ’x
^Œ∂~åÅxﬂO\˜h-
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Someone
He stepped in for a moment
into my arranged life
he destroyed the myths
in sepia colours
sad sadness
grey greyness
quiet silence
his life was in a hurry
he restored my world
in sepia colours
sad sadness
grey greyness
quiet silence
he forgot to take
crumbs of memories
when it gets
bad and hungry
I will get stronger
submerging in them
my trembling finger
the one that turns over
pages in the album
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Z=~À J`«_»∞
✤

✤

J`«_»∞ Ö’Ñ¨eH˜ =KåÛ_»∞ F Hõ∆}O
<Õ#∞ JÑ¨Ê\˜ˆH U~°Ê~°K«∞‰õΩ#ﬂ rq`«OÖ’H˜,
J`«_»∞ áê`« Hõ^äŒÅ#∞ ^èŒﬁOã≤OKå_»∞
=∂ã≤#- ÃãÑ≤Ü«∂- ~°OQÆ∞Ö’¡H˜
^Œ∞óMÏxﬂ ^Œ∞óYOQÍ
pHõ\ ˜x pHõ\ ˜QÍ
xâ◊≈|ÌO, xâ◊≈|ÌOQÍ
J`«_çk `˘O^Œ~° rq`«O
J`«_»∞ <å „Ñ¨Ñ¨OKåxﬂ xOÑ≤<å_»∞
ÃãÑ≤Ü«∂-=∂ã≤# ~°OQÆ∞Å`À
^Œ∞óMÏxﬂ ^Œ∞óYOQÍ
pHõ\ ˜x pHõ\ ˜QÍ
xâ◊≈|ÌO xâ◊≈|ÌOQÍ
=∞~°záÈ~Ú<å_»∞
*Ï˝Ñ¨HÍÅ =ÚHõ¯eﬂ fã¨∞‰õΩ"≥à◊¡_»O
ZÑ¨C_≥·`Õ K≥_»∞, PHõe
Z‰õΩ¯==Ù`åÜ≥∂
<Õ#∞ =∞iO`« |ÅÑ¨_»`å#∞
"å\˜x =ÚOKÕ™êÎ#∞
<å =}˜ˆH JOQÆ∞o`À
PÅƒ"£∞Ö’x ¿ÑrÅ#∞ uÑ¨C`«∂119

In wet eyelashes framed
A walk in the rain
I like these moments so much
you shake off the drops
from my hair with your lips
and dry my cheeks with your breath
dangerous
like menacing dynamite
hands for hands
are a safe shelter
eyes are shining
in wet eyelashes framed
lead flows from the sky
with the summer rain
there is almost
no dry thread on us
but let it rain like that
let it wash
our hot hearts
like torches
before the heat
consumes us completely
because of the street
because of the passers-by
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Hõ#∞Ô~Ñ¨ÊÅ `«_çÖ’...
✤

✤

=~°¬OÖ’ #_»Hõ
<åH© Hõ∆}ÏÅO>Ë W+¨ìO
h=Ù h\˜ K«∞Hõ¯eﬂ qkeOK«∞
h ÃÑ^•Å`À <å t~À*ÏÅ #∞Op
<å |∞QÆæÅ#∞ P~°"Õ~Ú h "≥K«Ûx TÑ≤i`À
„Ñ¨=∂^Œ=∂
¿ÑeáÈÜÕ∞ _≥·#"≥∞ÿ\òÖÏKÕ`«∞Ö’¡ KÕ`«∞Å∞
ã¨∞~°H˜∆`«"≥∞ÿ# P„â◊Ü«∞O
Hõà◊√¡ "≥∞~°∞ã¨∞Î#ﬂq
Hõ#∞Ô~Ñ¨ÊÅ `«_çÖ’
PHÍâ◊O #∞Oz Ñ≤_»∞QÆ∞Å∞
"Õã¨q "å#Ö’
=∞# =∞^èŒº ÖË^Õ á⁄_ç ^•~°O!
JÖÏˆQ ‰õΩ~°=h "å#
Jk Hõ_»QÆh =∞# =∞O_Õ QÆ∞O_≥eﬂ,
HÍQÆ_®ÖÏ¡ P "Õ_ç =∞#eﬂ
Ñ¨ÓiÎQÍ Hõ|oOK«h!
gkè =Å#,
"≥àı¡ ÉÏ@™ê~°∞Å =Å#!
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Chupke – Chupke (Woman diseases)
Akshararchana
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The Broken Grammer (T.W. Sudhakar)
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Dancing Winds- Maria Miraglia (Bilingual)
Moments- Alicja Kubreska (Bilingual)
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