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When reading poetry on an eReader, it is advisable to use a small font size and landscape mode, which will allow the lines of poetry to display correctly.


The Life and Poetry of Adam Mickiewicz
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The Historic Market Square at Navahrudak  Adam Mickiewicz was born at his paternal uncles estate in Zaosie (now Zavosse) near Navahrudak or in Navahrudak itself. At that time the town was part of the Russian Empire, though today it is located in Belarus. 
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Zaosie manor, the poets supposed birthplace
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Ruins of Navahrudak Castle by Napoleon Orda


BRIEF INTRODUCTION: ADAM MICKIEWICZ
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By William Richard Morfill

From 1911 Encyclopædia Britannica

ADAM MICKIEWICZ (1798-1855), Polish poet, was born in 1798, near Nowogrodek, in the present Russian government of Minsk, where his father, who belonged to the schlachta or lesser nobility, had a small property. The poet was educated at the university of Vilna; but, becoming involved in some political troubles there, he was forced to terminate his studies abruptly, and was ordered to live for a time in Russia. He had already published two small volumes of miscellaneous poetry at Vilna, which had been favourably received by the Slavonic public, and on his arrival at St Petersburg he found himself admitted to the leading literary circles, where he was a great favourite both from his agreeable manners and his extraordinary talent of improvisation. In 1825 he visited the Crimea, which inspired a collection of sonnets in which we may admire both the elegance of the rhythm and the rich Oriental colouring. The most beautiful are The Storm, Bakchiserai, and Grave of the Countess Potocka.

In 1828 appeared his Konrad Wallenrod, a narrative poem describing the battles of knights of the Teutonic order with the heathen Lithuanians. Here, under a thin veil, Mickiewicz represented the sanguinary passages of arms and burning hatred which had characterized the long feuds of the Russians and Poles. The objects of the poem, although evident to many, escaped the Russian censors, and it was suffered to appear, although the very motto, taken from Machiavelli, was significant: Dovete adunque sapere come sono duo generazioni da combattere . . . bisogna essere volpe e leone. This is a striking poem and contains two beautiful lyrics. After a five years exile in Russia the poet obtained leave to travel; he had secretly made up his mind never to return to that country or Poland so long as it remained under the government of the Muscovites. Wending his way to Weimar, he there made the acquaintance of Goethe, who received him cordially, and, pursuing his journey through Germany, he entered Italy by the Splügen, visited Milan, Venice, and Florence, and finally took up his abode at Rome. There he wrote the third part of his poem Dziady, the subject of which is the religious commemoration of their ancestors practised among Slavonic nations, and Pan Tadeusz, his longest poem, by many considered his masterpiece. A graphic picture is drawn of Lithuania on the eve of Napoleons expedition to Russia in 1812. In this village idyll, as Brückner calls it, Mickiewicz gives us a picture of the homes of the Polish magnates, with their somewhat boisterous but very genuine hospitality. We see them before us, just as the knell of their nationalism, as Brückner says, seemed to be sounding, and therefore there is something melancholy and dirge-like in the poem in spite of the pretty love story which forms the main incident. Mickiewicz turned to Lithuania with the loving eyes of an exile, and gives us some of the most delightful descriptions of Lithuanian skies and Lithuanian forests. He describes the weird sounds to be heard in the primeval woods in a country where the trees were sacred. The cloud-pictures are equally striking. There is nothing finer in Shelley or Wordsworth.

In 1832 Mickiewicz left Rome for Paris, where his life was for some time spent in poverty and unhappiness. He had married a Polish lady, Selina Szymanowska, who became insane. In 1840 he was appointed to the newly founded chair of Slavonic languages and literature in the Collège de France, a post which he was especially qualified to fill, as he was now the chief representative of Slavonic literature, Pushkin having died in 1837. He was, however, only destined to hold it for a little more than three years, his last lecture having been given on the 28th of May 1844. His mind had become more and more disordered under the influence of religious mysticism. He had fallen under the influence of a strange fanatic named Towianski. His lectures became a medley of religion and politics, and thus brought him under the censure of the Government. A selection of them has been published in four volumes. They contain some good sound criticism, but the philological part is very defective, for Mickiewicz was no scholar, and he is obviously only well acquainted with two of the literatures, viz. Polish and Russian, the latter only till the year 1830. A very sad picture of his declining days is given in the memoirs of Herzen. At a comparatively early period the unfortunate poet exhibited all the signs of premature old age; poverty, despair and domestic affliction had wrought their work upon him. In 1849 he founded a French newspaper, La Tribune des peuples, but it only existed a year. The restoration of the French Empire seemed to kindle his hopes afresh; his last composition is said to have been a Latin ode in honour of Napoleon III. On the outbreak of the Crimean War he was sent to Constantinople to assist in raising a regiment of Poles to take service against the Russians. He died suddenly there in 1855, and his body was removed to France and buried at Montmorency. In 1900 his remains were disinterred and buried in the cathedral of Cracow, the Santa Croce of Poland, where rest, besides many of the kings, the greatest of her worthies.

Mickiewicz is held to have been the greatest Slavonic poet, with the exception of Pushkin. Unfortunately in other parts of Europe he is but little known; he writes in a very difficult language, and one which it is not the fashion to learn. There were both pathos and irony in the expression used by a Polish lady to a foreigner, Nous avons notre Mickiewicz à nous. He is one of the best products of the so-called romantic school. The Poles had long groaned under the yoke of the classicists, and the country was full of legends and picturesque stories which only awaited the coming poet to put them into shape. Hence the great popularity among his countrymen of his ballads, each of them being connected with some national tradition. Besides Konrad Wallenrod and Pan Tadeusz, attention may be called to the poem Grazyna, which describes the adventures of a Lithuanian chieftainess against the Teutonic knights. It is said by Ostrowski to have inspired the brave Emilia Plater, who was the heroine of the rebellion of 1830, and after having fought in the ranks of the insurgents, found a grave in the forests of Lithuania. A fine vigorous Oriental piece is Farys. Very good too are the odes to Youth and to the historian Lelewel; the former did much to stimulate the efforts of the Poles to shake off their Russian conquerors. It is enough to say of Mickiewicz that he has obtained the proud position of the representative poet of his country; her customs, her superstitions, her history, her struggles are reflected in his works. It is the great voice of Poland appealing to the nations in her agony.

His son, Ladislas Mickiewicz, wrote Vie dAdam Mickiewicz (Posen, 1890-1895, 4 vols.), also Adam Mickiewicz, sa vie et son œuvre (Paris, 1888). Translations into English (1881-1885) of Konrad Wallenrod and Pan Tadeusz were made by Miss Biggs. See also Œuvres poétiques de Mickiewicz, trans. by Christien Ostrowski (Paris, 1845).
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Mickiewicz as a young man


[image: img14.jpg]

Mickiewicz in later years


ODE TO YOUTH
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Originally published in 1820, Ode to Youth was one of Mickiewicz first poems and remains one of his most enduring works. The theme concerns the duties and rights of the youth in the service of an overarching, higher ideal. According to Mickiewicz, the youth have a moral obligation to take action, demonstrating the influence of the thinking of Friedrich Schiller and his Ode to Joy. Mickiewicz deftly exploits neo-Classicist poetics in order to subvert the discourse that engendered them and the poem has been described as a manifesto of the secret student organisation, the Philomaths, to which Mickiewicz belonged at that time.

Mickiewicz completed work on the poem in 1820, but it was not included in his first tome of poetry, published that year. This was due to the poems overt patriotic and revolutionary themes, which would be problematic for publication in the Russian portion of partitioned Poland where Mickiewicz spent his youth; it was swiftly rejected by the reviewing Russian censor in Vilnius. Ode to Youth would not appear officially for many years, though unofficial copies were made in such numbers that at the time of the November Uprising (an unsuccessful Polish insurrection against the occupying Russian forces) in 1830 the poem was already well known. It was first published, unauthorised, in Lviv (in the Austrian Partition) in 1827; the first version to be authorised by Mickiewicz was published in Paris in 1838.
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The 1820 manuscript


ODE TO YOUTH - ORIGINAL POLISH TEXT

Oda do młodości

 Bez serc, bez ducha  to szkieletów ludy.
Młodości! podaj mi skrzydła!
Niech nad martwym wzlecę światem
W rajską dziedzinę ułudy,
Kędy zapał tworzy cudy,
Nowości potrząsa kwiatem
I obleka nadzieję w złote malowidła!...

 Niechaj, kogo wiek zamroczy,
Chyląc ku ziemi poradlone czoło,
Takie widzi świata koło,
Jakie tępemi zakreśla oczy.

 Młodości! ty nad poziomy
Wylatuj, a okiem słońca
Ludzkości całe ogromy
Przeniknij z końca do końca!

 Patrz nadół, kędy wieczna mgła zaciemia
Obszar, gnuśności zalany odmętem:
 To ziemia!...

 Patrz, jak nad jej wody trupie
Wzbił się jakiś płaz w skorupie:
Sam sobie sterem, żeglarzem, okrętem;
Goniąc za żywiołkami drobniejszego płazu,
To się wzbija, to w głąb wali;
Nie lgnie do niego fala, ani on do fali,
A wtem jak bańka prysnął o szmat głazu!...
Nikt nie znał jego życia, nie zna jego zguby:
 To samoluby!

 Młodości! tobie nektar żywota
Natenczas słodki, gdy z innymi dzielę;
Serca niebieskie poi wesele,
Kiedy je razem nić powiąże złota.

 Razem, młodzi przyjaciele!
W szczęściu wszystkiego są wszystkich cele.
Jednością silni, rozumni szałem,
Razem, młodzi przyjaciele!...
I ten szczęśliwy, kto padł wśród zawodu,
Jeżeli poległem ciałem
Dał innym szczebel do sławy grodu.
Razem, młodzi przyjaciele!
Choć droga stroma i ślizka,
Gwałt i słabość bronią wchodu,
Gwałt niech się gwałtem odciska,
A ze słabością łamać uczmy się za młodu!

 Dzieckiem w kolebce kto łeb urwał hydrze,
Młodzieńcem zdusi centaury,
Piekłu ofiarę wydrze,
Do nieba pójdzie po laury!...
Tam sięgaj, gdzie wzrok nie sięga!
Łam, czego rozum nie złamie!
Młodości! orla twych lotów potęga,
A jako piorun twe ramię!

 Hej! ramię do ramienia! Spólnymi łańcuchy
Opaszmy ziemskie kolisko!
Zestrzelmy myśli w jedno ognisko
I w jedno ognisko duchy!...
Dalej z posad, bryło świata!
Nowymi cię pchniemy tory,
Aż opleśniałej zbywszy się kory,
Zielone przypomnisz lata.

 A jako w krajach zamętu i nocy,
Skłóconych żywiołów waśnią,
Jednem stań się z bożej mocy,
Świat rzeczy stanął na zrębie,
Szumią wichry, cieką głębie,
A gwiazdy błękit rozjaśnią:

 W krajach ludzkości jeszcze noc głucha,
Żywioły chęci jeszcze są w wojnie...
Oto miłość ogniem zionie,
Wyjdzie z zamętu świat ducha,
Młodość go pocznie na swojem łonie,
A przyjaźń w wieczne skojarzy spojnie.

 Pryskają nieczułe lody
I przesądy światło ćmiące.
Witaj, jutrzenko swobody,
Zbawienia za tobą słońce!...


ODE TO YOUTH - ENGLISH TRANSLATION by Jarek Zawadzki

No Heart, no Spirit  Lo! cadaverous crowds!
O Youth! Pass me thy wings,
And let me oer the dead earth soar;
Let me vanish in delusions clouds,
Where many the Zeal begets a wonder
And grows a flower of novelty up yonder,
Adorned in Hopes enamellings.

Who by his elder age shall darkened be
His toilsome forehead to the ground bent low,
Let him no more perceive or know
Than his thus lowered selfish eyes may see.

Youth! Up and over the horizons rise,
And smoothly penetrate
With Thy all-seeing eyes
The nations small and great.

Lo there! The space of dearth,
Where putrid vapors in the chaos wrestle:
Tis Earth!
Up from the waters where the dead wind blows
A shell-clad Reptile rose.
He is his own rudder, sailor and vessel.
He often dives and rises up with little trouble,
For some smaller brutes he craves,
The waves cleave not to him nor he to the waves;
And suddenly he bumps upon a rock and bursts like a bubble.
Nobody knew his life, and of his death nobody wists.
Egoists!

Oh Youth! The ambrosia of life be Thine
When I with friends do share the time so sweet
When youthful hearts at heavnly feasting meet
And golden threads around them all entwine.

En masse, Young Friends!
In happiness our ends.
Strong in unison, reasoned in rage:
Move on, Young Friends!
And happy he that perished in the strife
If for the others hed prepared the stage
Of fame and honored life.
En masse, Young Friends!
Though steep and icy be our path
Though force and frailty guard the door:
When force is used, with force respond and wrath;
While young, upon our frailty wage a war.

Who, as a child, detached foul Hydras head,
In Youth, shall strangle Centaurs even;
Snatch victims from the Devil dread,
And for the laurels march to Heaven.

Up and reach the places out of sight,
Break that to which the brain can do no harm!
Youth! Mighty as an eagles is Thy flight,
As a thunderbolt  Thine arm!

Hey, arm to arm! by chains
Lets bind the earth around;
To one focus bring each sound,
To one focus spirits bring and brains!

Move on, Thou Clod! Leave the foundations of the world!
Well make Thee roll where Thou hast never rolled,
When finally vanishes from Thee the mold,
Green years shall be once more, Thy sails unfurled.

Since in the land of darkness and of night,
The Elements have fallen out;
By a simple Let there be, due to Heavens might,
The world of things is made;
Gales are blowing, shelters give no shade,
And soon the stars will brighten Heaven all about;

While in the land of men a night so dumb,
The elements of Will are yet at war;
But Love shall soon burst forth like fire;
Out of the dark, the world of Soul will come,
In Youths conceived desire,
By friendship braced forever more.

The ice, so long unmoved, is bursting now,
With superstitions that have dimmed the light.
Hail, Dawn of Liberty! Oh, Long live Thou!
Thou carriest the Redeeming Sun so bright.


ODE TO YOUTH - DUAL POLISH AND ENGLISH TEXT

 Bez serc, bez ducha  to szkieletów ludy.
No Heart, no Spirit  Lo! cadaverous crowds!
Młodości! podaj mi skrzydła!
O Youth! Pass me thy wings,
Niech nad martwym wzlecę światem
And let me oer the dead earth soar;
W rajską dziedzinę ułudy,
Let me vanish in delusions clouds,
Kędy zapał tworzy cudy,
Where many the Zeal begets a wonder
Nowości potrząsa kwiatem
And grows a flower of novelty up yonder,
I obleka nadzieję w złote malowidła!...
Adorned in Hopes enamellings.
 Niechaj, kogo wiek zamroczy,

Who by his elder age shall darkened be
Chyląc ku ziemi poradlone czoło,
His toilsome forehead to the ground bent low,
Takie widzi świata koło,
Let him no more perceive or know
Jakie tępemi zakreśla oczy.
Than his thus lowered selfish eyes may see.
 Młodości! ty nad poziomy

Youth! Up and over the horizons rise,
Wylatuj, a okiem słońca
And smoothly penetrate
Ludzkości całe ogromy
With Thy all-seeing eyes
Przeniknij z końca do końca!
The nations small and great.
 Patrz nadół, kędy wieczna mgła zaciemia

Lo there! The space of dearth,
Obszar, gnuśności zalany odmętem:
Where putrid vapors in the chaos wrestle:
 To ziemia!...
Tis Earth!
 Patrz, jak nad jej wody trupie
Up from the waters where the dead wind blows
Wzbił się jakiś płaz w skorupie:
A shell-clad Reptile rose.
Sam sobie sterem, żeglarzem, okrętem;
He is his own rudder, sailor and vessel.
Goniąc za żywiołkami drobniejszego płazu,
He often dives and rises up with little trouble,
To się wzbija, to w głąb wali;
For some smaller brutes he craves,
Nie lgnie do niego fala, ani on do fali,
The waves cleave not to him nor he to the waves;
A wtem jak bańka prysnął o szmat głazu!...
And suddenly he bumps upon a rock and bursts like a bubble.
Nikt nie znał jego życia, nie zna jego zguby:
Nobody knew his life, and of his death nobody wists.
 To samoluby!
Egoists!
 Młodości! tobie nektar żywota

Oh Youth! The ambrosia of life be Thine
Natenczas słodki, gdy z innymi dzielę;
When I with friends do share the time so sweet
Serca niebieskie poi wesele,
When youthful hearts at heavnly feasting meet
Kiedy je razem nić powiąże złota.
And golden threads around them all entwine.
 Razem, młodzi przyjaciele!

En masse, Young Friends!
W szczęściu wszystkiego są wszystkich cele.
In happiness our ends.
Jednością silni, rozumni szałem,
Strong in unison, reasoned in rage:
Razem, młodzi przyjaciele!...
Move on, Young Friends!
I ten szczęśliwy, kto padł wśród zawodu,
And happy he that perished in the strife
Jeżeli poległem ciałem
If for the others hed prepared the stage
Dał innym szczebel do sławy grodu.
Of fame and honored life.
Razem, młodzi przyjaciele!
En masse, Young Friends!
Choć droga stroma i ślizka,
Though steep and icy be our path
Gwałt i słabość bronią wchodu,
Though force and frailty guard the door:
Gwałt niech się gwałtem odciska,
When force is used, with force respond and wrath;
A ze słabością łamać uczmy się za młodu!
While young, upon our frailty wage a war.
 Dzieckiem w kolebce kto łeb urwał hydrze,

Who, as a child, detached foul Hydras head,
Młodzieńcem zdusi centaury,
In Youth, shall strangle Centaurs even;
Piekłu ofiarę wydrze,
Snatch victims from the Devil dread,
Do nieba pójdzie po laury!...
And for the laurels march to Heaven.
Tam sięgaj, gdzie wzrok nie sięga!

Up and reach the places out of sight,
Łam, czego rozum nie złamie!
Break that to which the brain can do no harm!
Młodości! orla twych lotów potęga,
Youth! Mighty as an eagles is Thy flight,
A jako piorun twe ramię!
As a thunderbolt  Thine arm!
 Hej! ramię do ramienia! Spólnymi łańcuchy

Hey, arm to arm! by chains
Opaszmy ziemskie kolisko!
Lets bind the earth around;
Zestrzelmy myśli w jedno ognisko
To one focus bring each sound,
I w jedno ognisko duchy!...
To one focus spirits bring and brains!
Dalej z posad, bryło świata!

Move on, Thou Clod! Leave the foundations of the world!
Nowymi cię pchniemy tory,
Well make Thee roll where Thou hast never rolled,
Aż opleśniałej zbywszy się kory,
When finally vanishes from Thee the mold,
Zielone przypomnisz lata.
Green years shall be once more, Thy sails unfurled.
 A jako w krajach zamętu i nocy,

Since in the land of darkness and of night,
Skłóconych żywiołów waśnią,
The Elements have fallen out;
Jednem stań się z bożej mocy,
By a simple Let there be, due to Heavens might,
Świat rzeczy stanął na zrębie,
The world of things is made;
Szumią wichry, cieką głębie,
Gales are blowing, shelters give no shade,
A gwiazdy błękit rozjaśnią:
And soon the stars will brighten Heaven all about;
 W krajach ludzkości jeszcze noc głucha,

While in the land of men a night so dumb,
Żywioły chęci jeszcze są w wojnie...
The elements of Will are yet at war;
Oto miłość ogniem zionie,
But Love shall soon burst forth like fire;
Wyjdzie z zamętu świat ducha,
Out of the dark, the world of Soul will come,
Młodość go pocznie na swojem łonie,
In Youths conceived desire,
A przyjaźń w wieczne skojarzy spojnie.
By friendship braced forever more.
 Pryskają nieczułe lody

The ice, so long unmoved, is bursting now,
I przesądy światło ćmiące.
With superstitions that have dimmed the light.
Witaj, jutrzenko swobody,
Hail, Dawn of Liberty! Oh, Long live Thou!
Zbawienia za tobą słońce!...
Thou carriest the Redeeming Sun so bright.


THE CRIMEAN SONNETS
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Translated by Edna Worthley Underwood

This series of eighteen sonnets constitutes an artistic telling of a journey through the Crimea. The Crimean Sonnets were published in 1826 and demonstrate Mickiewicz interest in the Orient, shared by many of the students of the University of Vilnius. Involuntarily residing in Russia, Mickiewicz left Odessa and went on a journey that turned into a trek to another world, his first initiation into the East. The Crimean Sonnets offer romantic descriptions of the oriental nature and culture of the East, as well as revealing the despair of the poet  a pilgrim, an exile longing for the homeland, driven from his home by a violent enemy.
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South coast of Crimea, visited by Mickiewicz from February to November 1825
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THE ACKERMAN STEPPE

Across sea-meadows measureless I go,
My wagon sinking under grass so tall
The flowery petals in foam on me fall,
And blossom-isles float by I do not know.
No pathway can the deepening twilight show;
I seek the beckoning stars which sailors call,
And watch the clouds. What lies there brightening all?
The Dneisters, the steppe-oceans evening glow!

The silence! I can hear far flight of cranes  
So far the eyes of eagle could not reach  
And bees and blossoms speaking each to each;
The serpent slipping adown grassy lanes;
From my far home if word could come to me!  
Yet none will come. On, oer the meadow-sea!


BECALMED

The flag is listless, limp. It dances not.
As deep the sea breathes from a gentle breast
As any bride who dreams at loves behest,
And wakes and sighs, then casts with dreams her lot.
Sails hang upon the masts  useless  forgot  
Like folded standards which the warriors wrest
And bring home broken from the battles crest.
The sailors rest them in some sheltered spot.

O Sea! within your unknown deeps concealed,
When storms are wild, your monsters dream and sleep,
And all their cruelty for the sunlight keep.
Thus, Soul of Mine, in your sad deeps concealed
The monsters sleep  when wild are storms. They start
From out some blue skys peace to seize my heart.


MOUNTAINS FROM THE KESLOV STEPPE

(Pilgrim)

What would Great Allah with the frozen sea?
Would he of icy clouds a throne carve bright,
Or would the demons of the deepest night
A bar build where the shining stars sweep free?
It gleams like pagan cities fired, kings flee.
When Day was anciently destroyed by Night
Did Allah amid chaos fix this light
To guide the star-worlds of eternity?

(Mirza)

Up there Ive journeyed where the winter reigns,
And seen the rivers bitten black like lines
On Tschatir Dagh, where the white cloud reclines,
Which not the wildest eagles shadow stains,
Where cradled under me the thunders sleep
And Allah and the stars their watches keep.


BAKTSCHI SERAI

In ruin are the spacious, splendid halls
With frozen forest of white columns where
The Tartar Khan his palace builded fair,
Where loneliest the shrilling cricket calls.
The ivy blackens over shining walls
Enscribing in gigantic letters there
Some curse Belshazzar-like: Beware! Beware!  
Then black as crèpe from crested columns falls.

Within the burnished banquet room there sings
The fountain of the harem pure and clear,
Just as of old it sang in twilights drear.
But whither love and fame speed  on what wings?
When all things else must perish these endure!
Yet both are gone! The fountain ripples pure.


BAKTSCHI SERAI BY NIGHT

From out the mosques the pious wend their way;
Muezzin voices tremble through the night;
Within the sky the pallid King of Light
Wraps silvered ermine round him while he may,
And Heavens harem greets its star array.
One lone white cloud rests in the azure height  
A veiled court lady in some sorrows plight  
Whom cruel love and day have cast away.

The mosques stand there; and here tall cypress trees;
There  mountains, towering, black as demons frown,
Which Lucifer in rage from God cast down.
Like sword blades lightning flickers over these,
And on an Arab steed the wild Khan rides
Who goes to Baktschi Serai which night hides.


THE GRAVE OF COUNTESS POTOCKA

In Spring of love and life, My Polish Rose,
You faded and forgot the joy of youth;
Bright butterfly, it brushed you, then left ruth
Of bitter memory that stings and glows.
O Stars! that seek a path my northland knows,
How dare you now on Poland shine forsooth,
When she who loved you and lent you her youth
Sleeps where beneath the wind the long grass blows?

Alone, My Polish Rose, I die, like you.
Beside your grave a while pray let me rest
With other wanderers at some griefs behest.
The tongue of Poland by your grave rings true.
High-hearted, now a young boy past it goes,
Of you it is he sings, My Polish Rose.


THE GRAVES OF THE HAREM

They sleep well here whom Allah loved and kept
And treasured in his vineyard fair and fine,
Most lustrous of the Orient pearls that shine,
Which youth found where the waves of passion swept.
Here, where in peace perpetual they have slept,
A turban beckons where the roses twine,
A banner flutters out in silken line,
And sometimes here a Giaours name is kept.

Oh! roses of this paradise of old,
The eyes that loved not Allah saw you not,
Nor arms that prayed not eastward could enfold!
But now a Christian treads this hallowed spot;
Wise Allah, curse not him who bows his head
Amid the marble shrines of Allahs dead!


BAYDARY

Give wings unto the storm, and spurs to steed,
Id move unchained as wind across the world,
Sweep onward like a torrent mountain-hurled,
Nor sea, nor height, nor valley pause to heed.
The twilight spreads a dimness oer our speed,
And shows the diamond-stars from hoofs up-whirled,
Since daylight now her curtained blue has juried,
And mystery and magic shadows breed.

The earth sleeps, but not I  not I  not I  
Who hasten to the shore where waves are loud
And toward me in the darkness whitely crowd.
Beneath them I would still my souls deep cry  
Like ships the whirlpools seize to drag to death  
Id plunge within the silence, sans thought, breath.


ALUSHTA BY DAY

The mighty mountain flings its mist-veil down;
With little flowers the gracious fields are bright,
And from the forest colors flash to sight
Like gems that drop from off a Califs crown.
Upon the meadows settles shimmering down
A band of butterflies in rainbow flight;
Cicadas call and call in days delight,
And bees are dreaming in a blossoms crown.

The waves beneath the cliff are thunder-pale,
Now upward, upward in their rage they rise
And tawny are their crests as tigers eyes.
The sun is focused on one white, far sail
And on blue, shining deeps as smooth as glass
Wherein slim cranes are shadowed as they pass.


ALUSHTA BY NIGHT

The drooping, weary day night pushed aside;
On Tschatir Dagh the sullen sun and low
Paints phantom purple upon ancient snow;
While forest ways within, the wanderers hide.
Night veils the mountains and the valleys wide;
The thunderous brooks are dream-held, dulled, and slow;
Beneath the blackness fragrant flowers blow
And rich leaf-music clothes each valley side.

Almost my waking eyes are dream-held too;
With gold a meteor marks the deep-domed sky
And fountain-like the fiery sparks float by.
Oh! Beauty of the Eastern Night, you woo
My spirit like the odalisque, who held
Men captive till her kiss the dream dispelled!


TSCHATIR DAGH

(Mirza)

The reverent Mussulman bends low to greet
You, Tschatir Dagh, Crimeas bright-masted ship!
World-altar,  minaret  the place where dip
Down stairs from golden Heaven for the feet!
You guard the door of God in splendor meet,
Like Gabriel with holy sword on hip;
In bright mist mantled from the toe to lip,
Tour turban set with alien stars and sweet.

If winter rule the world, or summers sun,
If Giaour rage about, or winds are wild,
Above them, Tschatir Dagh, you, changeless one,
Are like to Allah, pure and undefiled;
Aloft you tower from out the lowly sod
To give to men again the will of God.


TSCHATIR DAGH

(The Pilgrim)

Below me half a world I see outspread;
Above, blue heaven; around, peaks of snow;
And yet the happy pulse of life is slow,
I dream of distant places, pleasures dead.
The woods of Lithuania I would tread
Where happy-throated birds sing songs I know;
Above the trembling marshland I would go
Where chill-winged curlews dip and call oer head.

A tragic, lonely terror grips my heart,
A longing for some peaceful, gentle place,
And memories of youthful love I trace.
Unto my childhood home I long to start,
And yet if all the leaves my name could cry
She would not pause nor heed as she passed by.


THE PASS ACROSS THE ABYSS IN THE TSCHUFUT-KALE

(Mirza)

Pray! Pray! Let loose the bridle. Look not down!
The humble horse alone has wisdom here.
He knows where blackest the abysses leer
And where the path in safety leads us down.
Pray, and look upward to the mountains crown!
The deep below is endless where you peer;
Stretch not the hand out as you pass, for fear
The added weight of that might plunge you down.

And check your thoughts free flight, too, while you go;
Let all of Fancys fluttering sails be furled
Here where Death watches oer the riven world.

(Pilgrim)

I lived to cross the bridge of ancient snow!
But what I saw my tongue no more can tell,
The angels only could rehearse that well.


MIRZA

Behold blue Heaven in that deep abyss!
The sea is that! Behold the long waves shine!
Watch how they rock that giant bird divine,
Whose swinging white wings wide horizons kiss.
Is that an iceberg in the blue abyss?
No, no  a cloud! Watch how tis veiling fine
The sea, the land, out-blotting every line
To drown it all in darkness soon I wis.

The lightning comes now! Frightful is its sweep.
But softly  softly! Watch my spur  my whip!
Ill leap across unto that chasms lip.
What still and chilling sternness great cliffs keep!
Down there light calls to me. Soon there Ill be.
Uncanny is such loneliness to me.


THE RUINS OF BALACLAVA

Oh, thankless Crimean land! in ruin laid
Are now the castles that were once your pride!
Here serpents and the owls from daylight hide,
And robbers arm them for the nightly raid.
Upon the lettered marble boasts are made,
Brave words on battered arms in gold descried,
And broken splendor years have scattered wide,
Beside the dead who made them are arrayed.

The Greek set shining, columned marble here.
The Latin put the Mongol horde to flight,
And Mussulmans prayed eastward morn and night.
The owl and vulture of dark wing and drear
Are fluttering like black banners overhead
In cities where the pest piles high the dead.


ON JUDAS CLIFF

On Judas Cliff I love to lean and look
On waves that battling beat and break with might,
While farther seaward in a bland delight,
I see them shining where a rainbow shook.
On Judas Cliff I love to lean and look
On waves that like sea-armies swing to sight,
To send upon the shore their billows white,
And, ebbing, to leave pearls in every nook.

Thus, Poet, in your youth when storms are wild
And passions break upon the heart and brain,
To leave their ruin there  shipwreck and waste  
Pick up your lute! Upon it undefiled
Youll find song-pearls that your heart-deeps retain,
The crown the years have brought you, white and chaste.





Here, then, end the Crimean Sonnets of the immortal hero of Polish poetry, Adam Mickiezvicz as translated by Edna Worthley Underwood and published by Paul Elder and Company at their Tomoye Press, in the city of San Francisco, under the direction of Ricardo J. Orozco, their printer during the month of August, nineteen seventeen


THE RENEGADE

Translated by George Borrow

Now pay ye the heed that is fitting,
Whilst I sing ye the Iran adventure;
The Pasha on sofa was sitting
In his harems glorious centre.

Greek sang and Tcherkass for his pleasure,
And Kergeesian captive is dancing;
In the eyes of the first heavens azure,
And in those black of Eblis is glancing.

But the Pashas attention is failing,
Oer his visage his fair turban stealeth;
From tchebouk {13a} he sleep is inhaling
Whilst round him sweet vapours he dealeth.

What rumour without is there breeding?
Ye fair ranks asunder why wend ye?
Kyslar Aga {13b}, a strange captive leading,
Cometh forward and crieth. Efendy!

Whose face has the power when present
Midst the stars in divan which do muster,
Which amidst the gems of nights crescent
Has the blaze of Aldeborans lustre.

Glance nearer, bright star! I have tiding,
Glad tiding, behold how in duty
From far Lehistan the wind, gliding.
Has brought this fresh tribute of beauty.

In the Padishaws garden there bloometh,
In proud Istambul, no such blossom;
From the wintry regions she cometh
Whose memory so lives in thy bosom.

Then the gauzes removes he which shade her,
At her beauty all wonder intensely;
One moment the Pasha surveyd her,
And, dropping his tchebouk, without sense lay.

His turban has fallen from his forehead,
To assist him the bystanders started  
His mouth foams, his face blackens horrid  
See the Renegades soul has departed.


KONRAD WALLENROD

[image: img19.jpg]

Translated by M. A. Biggs

During his journey to the Crimea, Mickiewicz was welcomed into the leading literary circles of Saint Petersburg and Moscow, where he became a great favourite for his agreeable manners and extraordinary talent for poetic improvisation. In 1828 he published his narrative poem Konrad Wallenrod, once again notable for its patriotic and subversive message, which was missed by the Moscow censors, who later unsuccessfully attempted to sabotage its publication and to damage Mickiewicz reputation. The poem is composed in protest against the late-eighteenth-century partitioning of the Polish-Lithuanian Commonwealth by the Russian Empire, the Kingdom of Prussia, and Austria. The poem even helped inspire the Polish November 1830 Uprising against Russian rule. Though Mickiewicz later disparaged the work, its cultural influence in Poland persists today.

Set in the fourteenth-century Grand Duchy of Lithuania, Konrad Wallenrod opens with a preface, which briefly outlines the history of the region, describing the interactions among the Lithuanians, Prussians, Poles and Russians. Six cantos then tell the story of Wallenrod, a fictional Lithuanian pagan captured and reared as a Christian by his peoples long-standing enemies, the Order of Teutonic Knights. Wallenrod rises to the position of Grand Master, but is awakened to his heritage by a mysterious minstrel singing at an entertainment. He then seeks vengeance by deliberately leading the Knights into a major military defeat.

The concept of Wallenrodism  the striking of a treacherous, possibly suicidal, blow against an enemy  and certain powerful fragments of the poem have become an enduring part of the Polish psyche and have found resonance in the Polish uprisings of the nineteenth and twentieth centuries. Its encouragement of what would later be called patriotic treason created controversy, since its elements of deception and conspiracy were thought incompatible with Christian and chivalric values. Mickiewicz was surprised by the passion of the public response to his poem and regretted its publication; before his death, he expressed frustration at his financial inability to buy back and burn every copy of what he described as a mere political pamphlet.

Interestingly, the Polish-born author Joseph Conrad, who had been christened Józef Teodor Konrad Korzeniowski, may have selected the second part of his pen name in homage to the poems protagonist. Mickiewicz poem also influenced Conrads frequent explorations of the conflict between publicly attested loyalty and a hidden affiliation with a national cause.
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Konrad Wallenrod, a painting by Władysław Majeranowski (1844), National Museum in Warsaw


CONTENTS

Authors Preface

Translators Preface

Introduction.

The Election.

The Festival.

Ballad.

War.

The Parting.




Authors Preface

The Lithuanian nation, formed out of the tribes of the Litwini, Prussians and Leti, not very numerous, settled in an inextensive country, not very fertile, long unknown to Europe, was called, about the thirteenth century, by the incursions of its neighbours, to a more active part. When the Prussians submitted to the swords of the Teutonic knights, the Lithuanians, issuing from their forests and marshes, annihilated with sword and fire the neighbouring empires, and soon became terrible in the north. History has not as yet satisfactorily explained by what means a nation so weak, and so long tributary to foreigners, was able all at once to oppose and threaten all its enemies  on one side, carrying on a constant and murderous war with the Teutonic Order; on the other, plundering Poland, exacting tribute from Great Novgorod, and pushing itself as far as the borders of the Wolga and the Crimean peninsula. The brightest period of Lithuanian history occurs in the time of Olgierd and Witold, whose rule extended from the Baltic to the Black Sea. But this monstrous empire, having sprung up too quickly, could not create in itself internal strength, to unite and invigorate its differing portions. The Lithuanian nationality, spread over too large a surface of territory, lost its proper character. The Litwini subjugated many Russian tribes, and entered into political relations with Poland. The Slavs, long since Christians, stood in a higher degree of civilisation, and although conquered, or threatened by Lithuania, gained by gradual influence a moral preponderance over their strong, but barbarous tyrants, and absorbed them, as the Chinese their Tartar invaders. The Jagellons, and their more powerful vassals, became Poles; many Lithuanian princes adopted the Russian religion, language, and nationality. By these means the Grand Duchy of Lithuania ceased to be Lithuanian; the nation proper found itself within its former boundaries, its speech ceased to be the language of the court and nobility, and was only preserved among the common people. Litwa presents the singular spectacle of a people which disappeared in the immensity of its conquests, as a brook sinks after an excessive overflow, and flows in a narrower bed than before.



The circumstances here mentioned are covered by some centuries. Both Lithuania, and her cruellest enemy, the Teutonic Order, have disappeared from the scene of political life; the relations between neighbouring nations are entirely changed; the interests and passions which kindled the wars of that time are now expired; even popular song has not preserved their memory. Litwa is now entirely in the past: her history presents from this circumstance a happy theme for poetry; so that a poet, in singing of the events of that time, objects only of historic interest, must occupy himself with searching into, and with artfully rendering the subject, without summoning to his aid the interests, passions, or fashions of his readers. For such subjects Schiller recommended poets to seek.

Was unsterblich im Gesang will leben,

Muss im Leben untergehen.


Translators Preface

The Teutonic Order, originally, like the Knights Hospitallers, established in the Holy Land about 1199, settled, after the cessation of the Crusades, in the country bordering upon the Baltic Sea, at the mouth of the Vistula, in the year 1225. The possession of the Baltic shores, and of such lands as the Order should conquer from the pagan Prussians and Litwini, was assured to them by Konrad, Duke of Masowsze, brother to Leszek the White of Poland. The fatal error thus committed, in abandoning a hold on the sea-coast, had afterwards a disastrous effect on the history of Poland. The Order speedily made themselves masters of the whole country of Prussia, and were engaged in ceaseless war with the pagans of Lithuania, under pretext of their conversion; more frequently, it is however to be feared, for purposes of raid and plunder. It is, in fact, upon record that a certain Lithuanian prince, who had offered to embrace Christianity for the purpose of recovering part of his territory conquered by the Order, upon finding that his conversion would produce no better disposition in them towards himself, declared his intention of abiding in paganism, with the remark that he saw it was no question of his faith, but of his possessions. The plundering expeditions of the Teutonic knights up country, in which many of the chivalry of all Europe frequently bore a part, were termed reyses. The English reader will remember how Chaucers knight had fought aboven alle nations in Pruce.

In Lettow had he reysed and in Ruce.

Henry IV. also, during his banishment, fought in the ranks of the Order.

After the conversion of Lithuania, and the union of that country with Poland, the Teutonic knights were frequently engaged in hostilities with both powers combined, sustaining in the year 1410 a terrible defeat at Tannenberg in E. Prussia, from the forces of Jagellon. In this battle it is worthy of note that the famous John Ziska was engaged. In 1466 Casimir Jagellon inflicted heavy losses on the Order. After its secularisation in 1521, when the Grand-Master Albert embraced the reformed faith, the domains of E. Prussia were held as a fief from Poland. In 1657 Prussia became an independent state under Frederick William, the great Elector. It is curious to observe how the name of Prussia, originally that of a conquered, non-Germanic people, has become in our time that of the first German power in the world.

The historical circumstances on which the poem of Konrad Wallenrod is founded are thus detailed at length by the author himself, in the following postscript to the work:  

We have called our story historical, for the characters of the actors, and all the more important circumstances mentioned therein, are sketched according to history. The contemporary chronicles, in fragmentary and broken portions, must be filled out sometimes only by guesses and conjectures, in order to create some historic entirety from them. Although I have permitted myself conjectures in the history of Wallenrod, I hope to justify them by their likeness to truth. According to the chronicle, Konrad Wallenrod was not descended from the family of Wallenrod renowned in Germany, though he gave himself out as a member of it. He was said to have been born of some illicit connection. The royal chronicle says, Er war ein Pfaffenkind. Concerning the character of this singular man, we read many and contradictory traditions. The greater number of the chroniclers reproach him with pride, cruelty, drunkenness, severity towards his subordinates, little zeal for religion, and even with hatred for ecclesiastics. Er war ein rechter Leuteschinder (library of Wallenrod). Nach Krieg, Zank, und Hader hat sein Herz immer gestanden; und ob er gleich ein Gott ergebener Mensch von wegen seines Ordens sein wollte, doch ist er allen frommen geistlichen Menschen Graüel gewesen. (David Lucas). Er regierte nicht lange, denn Gott plagte ihn inwendig mit dem laufenden Feuer. On the other hand, contemporary writers ascribe to him greatness of intellect, courage, nobility, and force of character; since without rare qualities he could not have maintained his empire amid universal hatred and the disasters which he brought upon the Order. Let us now consider the proceedings of Wallenrod. When he assumed the rule of the Order, the season appeared favourable for war with Lithuania, for Witold had promised himself to lead the Germans to Wilna, and liberally repay them for their assistance. Wallenrod, however, delayed to go to war; and, what was worse, offended Witold, and reposed such careless confidence in him, that this prince, having secretly become reconciled to Jagellon, not only departed from Prussia, but on the road, entering the German castles, burnt them as an enemy, and slaughtered the garrisons. In such an unimagined change of circumstances, it was needful to neglect the war, or undertake it with great prudence. The Grand-Master proclaimed a crusade, wasted the treasures of the Order in preparation  5,000,000 marks  a sum at that time immeasurable, and marched towards Lithuania. He could have captured Wilna, if he had not wasted time in banquets and waiting for auxiliaries. Autumn came; Wallenrod, leaving the camp without provisions, retired in the greatest disorder to Prussia. The chroniclers and later historians were not able to imagine the cause of this sudden departure, not finding in contemporary circumstances any cause therefor. Some have assigned the flight of Wallenrod to derangement of intellect. All the contradictions mentioned in the character and conduct of our hero may be reconciled with each other, if we suppose that he was a Lithuanian, and that he had entered the Order to take vengeance on it; especially since his rule gave the severest shock to the power of the Order. We suppose that Wallenrod was Walter Stadion (see note), shortening only by some years the time which passed between the departure of Walter from Lithuania, and the appearance of Konrad in Marienbourg. Wallenrod died suddenly in the year 1394; strange events were said to have accompanied his death. Er starb, says the chronicle; in Raserei ohne letzte Oehlung, ohne Priestersegen, kurz vor seinem Tode wütheten Stürme, Regensgüsse, Wasserfluthen; die Weichsel und die Nogat durchwühlten ihre Dämme; hingegen wühlten die gewässer sich eine neue Tiefe da, wo jetzt Pilau steht! Halban, or, as the chroniclers call him, Doctor Leander von Albanus, a monk, the solitary and inseparable companion of Wallenrod, though he assumed the appearance of piety, was according to the chroniclers a heretic, a pagan, and perhaps a wizard. Concerning Halbans death, there are no certain accounts. Some write that he was drowned, others that he disappeared secretly, or was carried away by demons. I have drawn the chronicles chiefly from the works of Kotzebue, Preussens Geschichte, Belege und Erläuterungen. Hartknoch, in calling Wallenrod unsinnig, gives a very short account of him.

As to the conditions under which the poem was written, it is perhaps needful to state that it was composed by Mickiewicz, during the term of his banishment into Russia, and was first published at St. Petersburg in the year 1828. In the character of the hero of the story, and in various circumstances of the poem, it is impossible not to recognise the influence of Lord Byrons poetry, which obtained so powerful an ascendency over the works and imaginations of the Continental romanticists, and had thus an influence over foreign literature not conceded in the poets own country. The Byronic character, however, presents a far nobler aspect in the hands of the present author than in those of its original creator; for, instead of being the outcome of a mere morbid self-concentration, and brooding over personal wrongs, it is the result of a noble indignation for the sufferings of others, and is conjoined with a high purpose for good, even though such good be worked out by means in themselves doubtful or questionable.

We cannot pass by the subject without saying a word as to the undercurrent of political meaning in Konrad Wallenrod, which fortunately escaped the rigid censorship of the Russian press. Lithuania, conquered and oppressed by the Teutonic Order, is Poland, subjugated by Russia; and the numerous expressions of hatred for oppressors and love of an unhappy country woven into the substance of the narrative must be read as the utterances of a Pole against Russian tyranny. The underhand machinations of the concealed enemy against the state in which he is a powerful leader, may be held to figure that intricate web of intrigue and conspiracy which Russian liberalism is gradually weaving throughout the whole political system, and which is daily gaining influence and power. The character of Wallenrod is essentially the same as that of Coopers Spy; but we cannot suppose that the author intended to hold up trickery and deceit as praiseworthy and honourable, even though it is the sad necessity of slaves to use treachery as their only weapon; or that the Macchiavellian precept with which the story is headed is at all intended as one to be generally followed by seekers of political liberty against despotism. The end and aim of this, as of all the works of Mickiewicz, is to show us a great and noble soul, noble in spite of many errors and vices, striving to work out a high ideal, and the fulfilment of a noble purpose; and to exhibit the heroism of renunciation of personal ease and enjoyment for the sake of the worlds or a nations good.

In regard to the method used in the English version, it is only necessary to add that as far as possible verbal accuracy in rendering has been endeavoured after; and an attempt, at least conscientious  whether or not partially successful must be left to the sentence of those qualified to form an opinion  has been made to reproduce as nearly as may be something of the original spirit In translating the main body of the narrative blank verse has been the medium employed, not as at all representing the beautiful and harmonious interchange of rhymes and play of rhythm so conspicuous in the Polish lines; but as securing, by reason of freedom from the necessity for rhymes, a truer verbal rendering, and as being the measure par excellence best suited to English narrative verse. The Wajdelotes Tale has for similar reasons been rendered into the same form, instead of being reproduced in the original hexameter stanza, as strange to the Polish as to the English tongue, wherein, despite the works of Longfellow and Clough, it can hardly be said to have yet become thoroughly naturalised. Most of the lyrics are translated into the same metres as the originals, with the sole exception of the ballad of Alpujara. This, as being upon a Spanish or Moorish subject, it was judged best to render into a form nearly resembling that of the ancient Spanish ballad, and employed by Bishop Percy in translation of the Rio Verde, and other poems from a like source. Moreover, the original Alpujara is couched in a metre which, though extremely well suited to the Polish tongue, is difficult of imitation in English; or only to be imitated by great loss of accuracy in rendering.

In concluding, the translator begs to express a hope that this humble effort to present, however feebly, to the reading public of Great Britain an image of the work of the greatest of Polish poets, may, not be wholly unacceptable. Any defects which the critical eye may note, must undoubtedly be laid rather to the charge of the copyist, than to the original of the great master. I dare, however, to trust, that the shadow of so great a name, and the sincere wish to contribute this slender homage to the memory of one of Europes most illustrious writers, may serve as an excuse for over-presumption.

London, March 1882.


KONRAD WALLENROD. AN HISTORICAL TALE.

(FROM THE ANNALS OF LITHUANIA AND PRUSSIA.)

Dovete adunque sapere come sono due generazioni da combattere... bisogna essere volpe e leone.

Macchiavelli, Il Principe.


Introduction.

A hundred years have passed since first the Order
Waded in blood of Northern heathenesse;
The Prussian now had bent his neck to chains,
Or, yielding up his heritage, removed
With life alone. The German followed after,
Tracking the fugitive; he captive made
And murdered unto Litwas farthest bound.
Niemen divideth Litwa from the foe;
On one side gleam the sanctuary fanes,
And forests murmur, dwellings of the gods.

Upon the other shore the German ensign,
The cross, implanted on a hill, doth veil
Its forehead in the clouds, and stretches forth
Its threatening arms towards Litwa, as it would
Gather all lands of Palemon together,
Embrace them all, assembled neath its rule.
This side, the multitude of Litwas youth,
With kolpak of the lynx-hide and in skins
Clad of the bear, the bow upon their shoulders,
Their hands all filled with darts, they prowl around,
Tracking the German wiles. On the other side,
In mail and helmet armed, the German sits
Upon his charger motionless; while fixed
His eyes upon the entrenchments of the foe,
He loads his arquebuse and counts his beads.
And these and those alike the passage guard.
The Niemen thus, of hospitable fame,
In ancient days, uniting heritage
Of brother nations, now for them becomes
The threshold of eternity, and none,
But by foregoing liberty or life,
Cross the forbidden waters. Only now
A trailer of the Lithuanian hop,

Drawn by allurement of the Prussian poplar,
Stretches its fearless arms, as formerly,
Leaping the river, with luxuriant wreaths,
Twines with its loved one on a foreign shore.
The nightingales from Kownos groves of oak
Still with their brethren of Zapuszczan mount,
Converse, as once, in Lithuanian speech.
Or having on free pinions scaped, they fly,
As guests familiar, on the neutral isles.
And mankind?  War has severed human kind!
The ancient love of nations has departed
Into oblivion. Love by time alone
Uniteth human hearts.  Two hearts I knew.
O Niemen! soon upon thy fords shall rush
Hosts bearing death and burning, and thy shores,
Sacred till now, the axe shall render bare
Of all their garlands; soon the cannons roar
Shall from the gardens fright the nightingales.
Where nature with a golden chain hath bound,
The hatred of the nations shall divide;
It severs all things. But the hearts of lovers
Shall in the Wajdelotes song unite once more.


The Election.

In towers of Marienbourg the bells are ringing,
The cannon thunder loud, the drums are beating.
This in the Order is a solemn day.
The Komturs hasten to the capital,
Where, gathered in the chapters conclave, they,
The Holy Spirit invoked, take counsel who
Is worthiest to bear the mighty sword,  
Into whose hands may they confide the sword?
One day, and yet another flowed away
In council; many heroes there contend.
And all alike of noble race, and all
Alike deserving in the Orders cause.
But hitherto the brethrens general voice
Placed Wallenrod the highest over all
A stranger he, in Prussia all unknown,
But foreign houses of his fame were full
Following the Moors upon Castilian sierras,
The Ottoman through oceans troubled waves,
In battle at the front, first on the wall,
To grapple vessels of the infidel
The first; and in the tourney, soon as he
Entered the lists and deigned his visor raise,

None dared with him the strife of keen-edged swords,
By one accord the victors garland yielding.
But not alone amid Crusading hosts
He with the sword had glorified his youth;
For many Christian graces him adorn,
Poverty, humbleness, of earth disdain.
But Konrad shone not in the courtly crowd
By polished speech, by well-turned reverence;
Nor eer his sword for vile advantage sold
To service of disputing barons. He
Had consecrated to the cloister walls
His youthful years; all plaudits he disdained,
And rulers place, even higher, sweeter meeds.
Nor minstrels hymn, nor beautys fair regard
Could speak to his cold spirit. Wallenrod
Listens unmoved to praise, and looks afar
On lovely cheeks, enchanting discourse flies.
Had Nature made him thus unfeeling, proud?
Or age? For albeit young in years, his locks
Were grey already, withered were his looks,
And sufferings sealed by age.  Twere hard to guess.
He would at times divide the sports of youth,

Or listen, pleased, to sound of female tongues,
To courtiers jests reply with other jests;
Or scatter unto ladies courteous words
With chilly smile, as dainties cast to children  
These were rare moments of forgetfulness;  
And speedily some light, unmeaning word,
That had no sense for others, woke in him
Passionate stirrings. These words: Fatherland,
Duty, Beloved,  the mention of Crusades,
And Litwa, all the mirth of Wallenrod
Instantly poisoned. Hearing them, again
He turned away his countenance, again
Became to all around insensible,
And buried him in thoughts mysterious.
Maybe, remembering his holy call,
He would forbid himself the sweets of earth;
The sweets of friendship only did he know,
One only friend had chosen to himself,
A saint by virtue and by holy state.
This was a hoary monk; men called him Halban.
He shared the loneliness of Wallenrod;
He was alike confessor of his soul,
And of his heart the trusted confidant
O blessed friendship! saint is he on earth,
Whom friendship with the holy ones unites.

Thus do the leaders of the Orders council
Discourse of Konrads virtues. But one fault
Was his,  for who may spotless be from faults?
Konrad loved not the riots of the world,
Nor mingled Konrad in the drunken feast.
Though truly, in his secret chamber locked,
When weariness or sorrow tortured him,
He sought for solace in a burning draught;
And then he seemed a new form to indue,
And then his visage pallid and severe
A sickly red adorned, and his large eyes,
Erst heavenly blue, but somewhat now by time
Dulled and extinguished, shot the lightnings forth
Of ancient fires, while sighs of grief escape
From forth his breast, and with the pearly tear
The laden eyelid swells; the hand the lute
Seeks, the lips pour forth songs; the songs are sung
In speech of a strange land, but yet the hearts
Of the hearers understand them. Tis enough
To list that grave-like music, tis enough
The singers form to contemplate, to see
Memorys inspiration on that face,
To view the lifted brows and sideward looks,
Striving to snatch some object from deep darkness.
What may the hidden thread be of the songs?

He tracketh surely, in this wandering chase,
In thought his youth through deep gulfs of the past.
Where is his soul?  In the land of memories!
But never did that hand in musics impulse
Mere joyful tones from out the lute evoke;
And still it seemed his countenance did fear
Innocent smiles, even as deadly sins.
All strings he strikes in turn, one string except  
Except the string of mirth;  the hearer shares
All feelings with him,  one excepted  hope!
Not seldom him the brethren have surprised,
And marvelled at his unaccustomed change.
Konrad, aroused, did writhe himself and rage,
Had cast away the lute and ceased to sing.
He spoke out loudly impious words; to Halban
Whispered some secret things; called to the host,
Gave forth commands, and uttered dreadful threats,
On whom they knew not. All their hearts were troubled.
Old Halban tranquil sits, and on the face
Of Konrad drowns his glance,  a piercing glance,
Cold and severe, full of some secret speech.

Something he may recall, some counsel give,
Or waken grief in heart of Wallenrod,
Whose cloudy brow at once is calm again,
His eyes forego their fires, his rage is cool.
Thus when, in public sport, the lionward,
Before assembled lords, and dames, and knights,
Unbars the grating of the iron cage.
The trumpet signal given, the royal beast
Growls from his deep breast, horror falls on all.
Alone his keeper moveth not a step,
Folds tranquilly upon his breast his hands,
And smites with power the lion,  by the eye.
With talisman of an undying soul
Unreasoning strength in bonds he doth control.

II.

In towers of Marienbourg the bells are ringing;
Now from the hall of council to the chapel
Comes the chief Komtur, then the chiefest rulers,
The chaplain, brothers, and assembled knights.
The chapter listen vesper orisons,
And sing a hymn unto the Holy Spirit
Hymn.
Spirit! Thou Holy One,
Thou Dove of Sions Hill!
This Christian world, the footstool of Thy throne,
With glory visible
Lighten, that all behold.
Thy wings oer Sions brotherhood unfold,
And let Thy glory shine from underneath
Thy wings, with sunlike rays.

And him, the worthiest of so holy praise,
Circle his temples with Thy golden wreath.
Fall on the visage of that son of man,
Whom shadows oer Thy wings protecting van.
Thou Saviour Son!
With beckoning of Thy hand almighty, deign
To point of many one,
Worthiest to hold,
And wear the sacred symbol of Thy pain.
To lead with Peters sword thy soldiery,
Before the eyes of heathenesse unfold
The standards of Thy heavenly empery.
Then let the sons of earth bow lowly down,
Him on whose breast the cross shall gleam to own.
Prayers oer, they parted. The Archkomtur ordered
After repose, to seek the choir again;
Again entreat that Heaven would enlighten
Chaplains and brethren, called to such election.
So went they forth themselves to recreate
With the cool freshness of the night; and some
Sat in the castle porch, and others walk

Through gardens and through groves. The night was still;
It was the fair May season; from afar
Peeped forth the pale uncertain dawn; the moon,
Having the sapphire plains oercoursed, with aspect
Changing, with varying lustre in her eye,
Now in a shadowy, now a silvery cloud
Slumbering, now sank her still and tranquil head,
Like to a lover in the wilderness;
Dreaming in thought, lifes circle he oerruns,
All hopes, all sweetness, and all sufferings.
Now sheds he tears, now joyful is his glance.
At length upon his breast the weary brow
Sinketh, and falls in senses lethargy.
By walking other knights beguile the time,
But the Archkomtur wastes no time in vain.
He quickly summons Halban and the chiefs
Unto himself, and leads them to one side;
That, from the curious crowd afar removed,
They may pursue their counsels and impart
Forewarnings; from the castle go they forth.
They hasten to the plain. Conversing thus,
All heedless of their path, some hours astray
They wandered in the region close beside

The inlets of a tranquil lake. Tis morn!
This hour they should regain the capital.
They stop,  a voice,  whence? From the corner tower!
They listen, tis the voice of the recluse!
Long time within this tower, ten summers since,
Some unknown pious woman, from afar,
Who came to Marys town,  Maybe that Heaven
Inspired her blest design, or with the balm
Of penance she would heal the wounds of conscience,  
Did seek the shelter of a lone recluse,
And here she found while living yet a tomb.
Long time the chaplains would not give consent.
Then, wearied by the constancy of prayers,
They gave her in this tower a shelter lone.
Scarcely the sacred threshold had she crossed,
When oer the threshold bricks and stones were piled;
The angels only, in the judgment-day
Shall ope the door which parts her from the living.
Above a little window and a grate,
Whereby the pious folk send nourishment,

And Heaven sends breezes and the rays of day.
Poor sinner! was it hatred of the world
Abused thy young heart to so great extreme
That thou dost fear the sun. and heavens fair face?
Scarcely imprisoned in her living grave,
None saw her, through the window of the tower,
Receive upon her lips the winds fresh breath,
Nor look upon the heaven in sunshine beauty,
Or the sweet flowerets on the plain of earth,
Or, dearer hundred-fold, her fellow-men.
Tis only known that still she is in life;
For when betimes a holy pilgrim wanders
Near her retreat by night, a sweet, low sound
Holds him awhile. Certain it is the sound
Of pious hymns. And when the village children
Together in the oak-grove sport at eve,
Then from the window shines a streak of white,
As twere a sunbeam from the rising dawn.
Is it an amber ringlet of her hair,
Or lustre of her slender, snowy hand
Blessing those innocent heads? The chivalry
Hear as they pass the corner tower these words:
Thou art Konrad! Heaven! Fate is now fulfilled!

Thou shalt be Master, that thou mayest destroy them!
Will they not recognise?  Thou hidst in vain.
Though like the serpents were thy body changed,
Yet of the past would in thy soul remain
Many things still,  truly they cleave to me.
Though after burial thou shouldst return,
Then, even then, would the Crusaders know thee!
The knights attend, tis the recluses voice;
They look upon the grate; she bending seems,
Towards the earth she seems her arms to stretch.
To whom? The region is all desert round;
Only from far strikes an uncertain gleam,
In likeness of a steely helmets flame,
A shadow on the earth, a knightly cloak;  
Already it has vanished. Certainly
Twas an illusion of the eyes, most certain
It was the rosy glance of morn that gleamed.
For mornings clouds now rolled away from earth.
Brothers! spoke Halban, give we thanks to Heaven,
For certain Heavens decree hath led us here;
Trust we to the recluses prophet voice.

Heard ye? She made a prophecy of Konrad,  
Konrad, the name of valiant Wallenrod!
Let brother unto brother give the hand,
And knightly word, and in to-morrows council
Our Master he! Agreed, they cried, agreed!
And shouting went they. Far along the vale
Resounds the voice of triumph and of joy;
Long Konrad live! long the Grand-Master live!
Long live the Order! perish heathenesse!
Halban remained behind, in deep thought plunged;
He on the shouters cast an eye of scorn
He looked towards the tower, and in low tones,
This song he sang, departing from the place:  
Song.
Wilija, thou parent of streams in our land,
Heaven-blue is thy visage and golden thy sand;
But, lovely Litwinka, who drinkest its wave,
Far purer thy heart, and thy beauty more brave.
Wilija, thou flowest through Kownos fair vale,
Amid the gay tulips and narcissus pale.

At the feet of the maiden, the flower of our youth,
Than roses, than tulips, far fairer in sooth.
The Wilija despiseth the valley of flowers,
She seeks to the Niemen, her lover, to rove;
The Litwinka listens no love-tale of ours,
The youth of the strangers has filled her with love.
In powerful embrace doth the Niemen enfold,
And beareth oer rocks and oer wild deserts lone;
He presses his love to his bosom so cold,
They perish together in sea-depths unknown.
Thee too, poor Litwinka, the stranger shall call
Away from the joys of that sweet native vale;
Thou deep in Forgetfulness billows must fall,
But sadder thy fate, for alone thou must fail.
For streamlet and heart by no warning are crost,
The maiden will love and the Wilija will run;
And in her loved Niemen the Wilija is lost,
In the dark prison-tower weeps the maiden undone.

III.

When the Grand-Master had the sacred books
Kissed of the holy laws, and from the Komtur
Received the sword and grand cross, ensigns high
Of power, he raised his haughty brow. Although
A cloud of care weighed on him, with his eye
He scattered fire around him. In his glance
Burns exultation, half with anger mixed,  
And, guest invisible, upon his face
Hovered a faint and transitory smile,
Like lightning which divides the morning cloud,
Boding at once the sunrise and the thunder.
The Masters zeal, his threatening countenance,
All hearts with hope and newer courage fills;
Battle before them they behold and plunder,
And pour in thought great floods of pagan blood.
Who shall against such ruler dare to stand?
Who will not fear his sabre or his glance?

Tremble, Litwini! for the time is near,
From Wilnas ramparts when the cross shall shine.
Vain are their hopes, for days and weeks flew by;
In peace a whole long year has flowed away,
And Litwa threatens. Wallenrod, ignobly
Himself nor combats, nor goes out to war;
And when he rouses and begins to act,
Reverses the old ruling suddenly.
He cries, The Order has oerstepped its laws,
The brethren violate their plighted vows.
Let us engage in prayer, renounce our treasures,
And seek in virtue and in peace renown.
To penance he compels them, fasts, and burdens;
Denies all pleasures, comforts innocent;
Each venial sin doth cruelly chastise
With dungeons underground, exile, the sword.
Meanwhile the Litwin, who long years afar
Had shunned the portals of the Orders town,
Now burns the villages around each night,
And captive their defenceless people takes.
Beneath the very castle proudly boasts,
He in the Masters chapel goes to mass.

And children trembled on their parents threshold,
To hear the roar of Samogitias horn.
What time were better to begin a war
While Litwa by internal strife is torn?
Here the bold Rusin, here the unquiet Lach,
The Crimean Khans lead on a mighty host;
And Witold, by Jagellon dispossessed,
Has come to seek protection of the Order;
In recompense doth promise gold and land,
But hitherto for help he waits in vain.
The brothers murmur, council now assembles,
The Master is not seen. Old Halban hastes,
But in the castle, in the chapel finds
Not Konrad. Whither is he? At the tower!
The brotherhood have tracked his steps by night.
Tis known to all; for at the evening hour,
When all the earth is veiled with thickest mists,
He sallies forth to wander by the lake.
Or on his knees, supported by the wall,

Draped in his mantle, till the white dawn gleams,
He lieth, moveless as a marble form,
And unsubdued by sleep the whole night long.
Oft at the soft voice of the fair recluse
He rises, and returns her low replies.
No ear their import can discern afar;
But from the lustre of the shaking helm,
View of the lifted head, unquiet hands,
Tis seen some discourse pends of weighty things.
Song from the Tower.
Ah! who shall number all my tears and sighs?
Have I so long wept through these weary years?
Was such great bitterness in heart and eyes,
That all this grate is rusty with my tears?
Where falls the tear it penetrates the stone,
As in a good mans heart twere sinking down.
A fire eternal burns in Swentorogs halls;
Its pious priests for ever feed the fire:
From Mendogs hill a fount eternal falls;
The snows and storm-clouds swell it ever higher.
None feed the torrent of my sighs and tears,
Yet pain for ever heart and eyeballs sears.

A fathers care, a mothers tender love,
And a rich castle and a joyous land,
Days without longing, nights no dream might move
Peace like a tranquil angel aye did stand
Near me, abroad, at home, by day and night,
Guarding me close, though viewless to the sight.
Three lovely daughters from one mother born,
And I the first demanded as a bride;
Happy in youth, happy in joys to be,
Who told me there were other joys beside?
O lovely youth! why didst thou tell me more
Than eer in Litwa any knew before?
Of the great God, of angels bright as day,
Of stone-built cities where religion rests,
Where in rich churches all the people pray,
Where princely lords obey their maidens hests;
Like to our warriors great in warlike pains,
Tender in love as are our shepherd swains.
Where man, from covering of clay set free,
A winged soul, flies through a joyful heaven.
I could believe it, for in listening thee
I had a foretaste of those wonders even.

Ah! since that time, in good and evil plight,
I dream of thee and those fair heavens bright.
The cross upon thy breast rejoiced mine eyes;
The sign of future bliss therein I read.
Alas! when from the cross the thunder flies,
All things around are silenced, perished.
Nought I regret, though bitter tears I pour;
Thou tookest all from me, but hope leftst oer.
Hope! the low echoes from the shore replied,
The valleys and the forest Konrad woke,
And laughing wildly, answered, Where am I?
To hear in this place  hope? Wherefore this song?
I do recall thy vanished happiness.
Three lovely daughters from one mother born,
And thou the first demanded as a bride.
Woe unto you, fair flowers! woe to you!
A fearful viper crept into the garden,
And where the reptiles livid breast has touched
The grass is withered and the roses fade,
And yellow as the reptiles bosom grow.
Fly from the present in thought; recall the days
Which thou hadst spent in joyousness without  

Thourt silent! Raise thy voice again and curse;
Let not the dreadful tear which pierces stones
Perish in vain. My helmet Ill remove.
Here let it fall; I am prepared to suffer;
Would learn betimes what waiteth me in hell.
Voice from the Tower.
Pardon, my loved one, pardon! I am guilty!
Late was thy coming, weary twas to wait,
And thus, despite myself, some childish song  
Away with it! What have I to regret?
With thee, my love, with thee a passing space
We lived through; but the memory of that time
I would not change with all earths habitants,
For tranquil life passed through in weariness.
Thyself didst say to me that common men
Are as those shells deep hidden in the marsh;
Scarce once a year by some tempestuous wave
Cast up, they peep from out the troubled water,
Open their lips, and sigh forth once towards heaven,
And to their burial once more return.
No! I am not created for such bliss.
While yet within my Fatherland I dwelt

A still life, sometimes in my comrades midst
A longing seized me, and I sighed in secret,
And felt unquiet throbbings in my heart;
And sometimes fled I from the lower plain,
And standing on the higher hill, I thought,
If but the larks would give me from their wings
One feather only, I would fly with them,
And only from this mountain wish to pluck
One little flower, the flower forget-me-not,
And then afar beyond the clouds to fly
Higher and higher, and to disappear!
And thou didst hear me! Thou, with eagle pinions,
Monarch of birds, didst raise me to thyself.
O now, ye larks, I beg for nought from you,
For whither should she fly, what pleasures seek,
Who has the great God learned to know in heaven,
And loved a great man on this lower world?
Konrad.
Greatness, and greatness yet again, mine angel!
Greatness for which we groan in misery!
A few days still,  let it torment the heart,  
A few days only, fewer already are.

Tis done! Tis vain to grieve for vanished time.
Aye! let us weep, but let our proud foes tremble!
For Konrad wept, but twas to murder them!
But wherefore camst thou here  wherefore, my love?
Unto Gods service did I vow myself.
Was it not better in His holy walls,
Afar from me to live and die than here,
In the land of lying and of murderous war,
In this tower-grave by long and painful tortures
To expire, and open solitary eyes,
And through the unbroken fetters of this grate
Implore for help, and I be forced to hear,
To look upon the torture of long death,
Standing afar, and curse my very soul,
That harbours relics yet of tenderness?
Voice from the Tower.
If thou lamentest, hither come no more!
Though thou shouldst come, with burning zeal implore,
Thou shouldst hear nought. My window now I close,
Descend once more into my prison darkness.

Let me in silence drink my bitter tears.
Farewell for aye, farewell, my only one!
And let the memory perish of this hour,
Wherein thou didst no pity for me show.
Konrad.
Then thou have pity! for thou art an angel!
Stay! But if prayer is powerless to restrain,
On the towers angle will I strike my head;
I will implore thee by the death of Cain.
Voice from the Tower.
O let us both have pity on ourselves!
My love, remember, great as is this world,
Two of us only on this mighty earth,
Upon the seas of sand two drops of dew.
Scarce breathes a little wind, from the earthly vale
For aye we vanish  ah! together perish!
I came not here for this, to torture thee.
I would not on me take the holy vows,
Because I dared not pledge my heart to Heaven,
While yet in it an earthly lover reigned.
I in the cloister would remain, and humbly
Devote my days to service of the nuns.

But there without thee, everything around
Was all so new, so wild, so strange to me!
Remembering then that after many years,
Thou shouldst return again to Marys town
To seek for vengeance on the enemy,
The cause defending of a hapless folk,
I said unto myself, Who waits long years
Shortens with thoughts; maybe he now returns,
Maybe is come. Is it not free to ask,
Though living I immure me in the grave,
That once more I may look upon thy face,
That I at least may perish near to thee?
And therefore to the hermits narrow house
Upon the road, upon the broken rock,
I will betake me, and enclose myself.
Some knight maybe, in passing by my hut,
May speak aloud by chance my loved ones name;
Among the foreign helmets I may view
His crest; though changed the fashion of his arms,
Although a strange device adorn his shield,
Although his face be changed, even then my heart
Will recognise my lover from afar.
And when a heavy duty him compels
To shed the blood of all and to destroy,

And all shall curse him, one heart yet alone
Shall dare afar to bless him. Here I chose
My habitation and my grave apart,
In silence, where the sacrilege of groans
The traveller dare not listen. Thou, I know,
Lovest to walk alone. Within myself
I thought, Maybe at even he will come,
Having his comrades left behind, to hold
Converse with winds and billows of the lake;
And he will think of me and hear my voice.
And Heaven did fulfil my innocent wish.
Thou earnest; thou didst understand my song.
I prayed in former times that dreams might bless
Me with thine image, though the form were mute:
To-day, what happiness! To-day, together,  
Together we may weep!
Konrad.
And wherefore weep?
I wept, thou dost remember, when I tore
Myself for ever from thy dear embrace,
And of my free will died from happiness,
That thus I might designs of blood fulfil.
That too long martyrdom at length is crowned.

Now stand I at the summit of desires;
I can revenge me on the enemy.
And thou hast come to tear my victory from me!
Till now, when from the window of thy turret
Thou didst look on me, in the worlds whole circle
Again there seemed no thing to meet my eye,
But the lake only, and the tower and grate.
Around me all with tumult seethes of war.
Mid trumpet clamour, mid the clash of arms,
I seek impatient with a straining ear,
For the angelic sound of thy sweet lips,
And all the day for me is waiting hope.
And when the evening season I have reached,
I wish to lengthen it by memories:
I reckon by its evenings all my life.
Meanwhile the Order murmurs at repose,
Entreat for war, demand their own perdition;
And vengeful Halban will not let me breathe,
But still recalls to me those ancient vows,
The slaughtered hamlets, and the lands destroyed;
Or if I will not listen his reproaches,
He with one sigh, one glance, one beckoning,
Can blow my smouldering vengeance to a flame.
Now seems my destiny to near its end;
Nought the Crusaders can withhold from war.

A messenger from Rome came yesterday.
From the worlds every quarter, clouds unnumbered
A pious zeal hath gathered in the field,
And all call out to me to lead them on
With sword and cross upon the walls of Wilna.
And yet  with shame I must confess  evn now,
While destinies of mighty nations pend,
I think of thee, and still invent delays,
That we may pass together one more day.
O youth! how fearful was thy sacrifice!
When young, love, happiness, a very heaven,
I for a nations cause could sacrifice
With grief, but courage;  and to-day, grown old,  
To-day despair, my duty, and Gods will
Compel me to the field, and still I dare not
Tear my grey head from these walls pedestal,
That I may not forego thy sweet conversing.
He ceased. Groans only issued from the tower.
Long hours flowed by in silence. Now the night
Reddened, and now the waters stilly face
Blushed with the ray of dawn. Among the leaves
Of sleeping bushes with a rustling murmur
The morning freshness flew. The birds awoke

With their soft notes, then once again they ceased,
And by long-during silence gave to know
They had too early woken. Konrad rose,
Lifted his eyes unto the tower, and looked
With anguish on the grate. The nightingale
Awoke in song, then Konrad looked around.
Tis morning! and he let his visor down,
And in his cloaks wide folds concealed his face.
With beckoning of his hand he signs adieu,
And in the bushes how is lost
Evn thus,
A spirit infernal from a hermits door
Doth vanish at the sound of matin bell.


The Festival.

It was the Patrons day, a solemn feast;
Komturs and brethren to the city ride;
White banners wave upon the castle towers:
Konrad invites the knights to festival.
A hundred white cloaks wave around the board,
On every mantle is the long black cross,  These
are the brethren, and behind them stand
The young esquires to serve them, in a ring.
Konrad sat at the top; upon his left
The place was Witolds, with his leaders brave,  
One time their foe, to-day the Orders guest,
Leagued against Litwa as their firm ally.
The Master, rising, gives the festal word,
Rejoice we in the Lord! The goblets gleamed.

Rejoice we in the Lord! cried thousand voices.
The silver shone, the wine poured forth in streams.
Silent sat Wallenrod, upon his elbow
Leaning, and heard with scorn the unseemly noise.
The uproar ceased; scarcely low-spoken jests
Alternate here and there the cups light clash.
Let us rejoice, he says. How now, my brethren!
Beseems it valiant knights to thus rejoice?
One time a drunken clamour, now low murmurs?
Must we then feast like bandits or like monks?
There were far other customs in my time,
When on the battlefield with corpses piled,
On Castiles mountains or in Finlands woods,
We drank beside the camp-fire.
Those were songs!
Is there no bard, no minstrel in the crowd?
Wine maketh glad indeed the heart of man,
But song it is that forms the spirits wine.

Then various singers all at once arose;
A fat Italian here, with birdlike tones,
Sings Konrads valour and great piety;
And there a troubadour from the Garonne,
The stories of enamoured shepherds sings,
Of maids enchanted and of wandering knights.
Wallenrod slept;  meanwhile the songs are oer.
Awakened sudden by the loss of sound,
He to the Italian cast a purse of gold.
To me alone, he said, thou didst sing praise.
Another may not give thee recompense;
Take and depart. Let that young troubadour,
Who serveth youth and beauty, pardon us
That in the knightly throng we have no damsel,
To fasten a vain rosebud to his breast
The roses here are faded. I would have
Another bard,  the cloister knight desires
Another song; but be it wild and harsh,
Like to the voice of horns, the clash of swords.
And be it gloomy as the cloister walls,
And fiery as a solitary drunkard.
Of us, who sanctify and murder men,
Let song of murderous tone proclaim the saintship,

And melt our heart, and rouse to rage,  and weary;
And let it then again affright the weary.
Such is our life, and such our song should be;
Who then will sing it?
I, replied an old
And venerable man, who near the door
Sat mid the squires and pages, by his robe
Prussian or Litwin. Thick his beard, by age
Whitened; the last grey hairs wave on his head;
His brow and eyes are covered by a veil;
Sufferings and years are graven on his face.
He bore in his right hand a Prussian lute,
But towards the table stretched his left hand forth,
And by this sign entreated audience.
All then were silent.
I will sing, he cried.
Once sang I to the Prussians and to Litwa;
Some now have perished in their lands defence;
Others will not outlive their countrys loss,
But rather slay themselves upon her corse;
As servants true, in good and evil lot,
Will perish on their benefactors pile.

Others more shamefully in forests hide;
Others, like Witold, dwell among you here.
But after death?  Germans! ye know full well.
Ask of the wicked traitors to their land
What, they shall do when, in that further world,
Condemned to burning of eternal fires,
They would their ancestors invoke from paradise?
What language shall entreat them for their aid?
If in their German, their barbaric speech,
The forefathers will know their childrens voice.
O children! what a foul disgrace for Litwa,
That none of you, aye, none, defended me,
When from the shrine, the hoary Wajdelote,
Away they dragged me into German chains!
Alone in foreign lands have I grown old.
A singer!  alas! to no one can I sing!
On Litwa looking, I wept out mine eyes.
To-day, if I would sigh towards my home,
I know not where that home beloved lies,
If here, or there, or in another place.
Here only, in my heart, have I preserved
That in my Fatherland my best possession;

And these poor remnants of my former treasure
You Germans take from me,  take memory from me!
As a defeated knight in tournament
Escapes with life though honour has been lost;
And, dragging out despisèd days in scorn,
Returns once more unto his conqueror;
And for the last time straining forth his arm,
Breaketh his sword beneath the victors feet,  
So my last failing courage me inspires;
Yet once more to the lute my hand is bold;
Let the last Wajdelote of Litwa sing
Litwas last song!
He ended, and awaited
The Masters answer. All in silence deep
Await. With mockery and with curious eye
Konrad tracks Witolds every look and motion.
They noted all how when the Wajdelote
Of traitors spoke, a change oer Witold came.
Livid he grew and pale again he blushed,
Alike tormented by his rage and shame.
At last, his sabre casting from his side,
He goes, dividing all the astonished crowd.

He looked upon the old man, stayed his steps;
The clouds of anger hanging oer his brow
Fell sudden in a rapid flood of tears;
He turned, sat down, with cloak he veiled his face,
And into secret meditation plunged
The Germans whispered, Shall we to our feasts
Admit old beggars? Who will hear the song,
And who will understand? Such voices were
Among the crowd of revellers, and broken
By constant peals of ever-growing laughter.
The pages cry, whistling on nuts, Behold!
This is the tune of the Litvanian song.
Upon that Konrad rose. Ye valiant knights!
To-day the Order, by a solemn custom,
Receiveth gifts from princes and from towns,
As homage from a conquered country due.
The beggar brings a song as offering
To you: forbid we not the old mans homage.
Take we the song; twill be the widows mite.
Among us we behold the Litwin prince;
His captains are the Orders guests: to him
Sweet will it be to list the memory

Of ancient deeds, recalled in native speech.
Who understands not, let him go from hence.
I love betimes to hear the gloomy groans
Of those Litvanian songs, not understood,
Even as I love the noise of warring waves,
Or the soft murmur of the rain in spring;  
Sweetly they charm to sleep. Sing, ancient bard!
Song of the Wajdelote.
When over Litwa cometh plague and death,
The bards prophetic eye beholds, afraid.
If to the Wajdelotes word be given faith,
On desert plains and churchyards, sayeth fame,
Stands visibly the pestilential maid,
In white, upon her brow a wreath of flame,  
Her brow the trees of Bialowiez outbraves,  
And in her hand a blood-stained cloth she waves.
The castle guards in terror veil their eyes,
The peasants dogs, deep burrowing in the ground,
Scent death approaching, howl with fearful cries
The maids ill-boding step, oer all is found;
Oer hamlets, castles, and rich towns she goes.

Oft as she waves the bloody cloth, no less
A palace changes to a wilderness;
Where treads her foot a recent grave up-grows.
O woeful sight! But yet a heavier doom
Foretold to Litwa from the German side,  
The shining helmet with the ostrich plume,
And the wide mantle with the black cross dyed.
For where that spectres fearful step has passed,
Nought is a hamlets ruin or a town,
But a whole country to the grave is cast
O thou to whom is Litwas spirit dear!
Come, on the graves of nations sit we down;
Well meditate, and sing, and shed the tear.
O native song! between the elder day,
Ark of the Covenant, and younger times,
Wherein their heroes swords the people lay,
Their flowers of thought and web of native rhymes.
Thou ark! no stroke can break thee or subdue,
While thine own people hold thee not debased.
O native song! thou art as guardian placed,

Defending memories of a nations word.
The Archangels wings are thine, his voice thine too,
And often wieldest thou Archangels sword.
The flame devoureth storys pictured words,
And thieves with steel wide scatter treasure hoards.
But scatheless is the song the poet sings.
And should vile spirits still refuse to give
Sorrow and hope, whereby the song may live,
Upward she flieth and to ruins clings,
And thence relateth ancient histories.
The nightingale from burning dwellings flits,
But on the roof, a moment yet she sits;
When falls the roof she to the forest flies,
And from her laden breast oer dying embers,
Sings a low dirge the passer-by remembers.
I heard the song! An ancient peasant swain,
When over bones his iron ploughshare rang,
Stood, and on flute of willow played a strain,
Prayers for the dead, or, with a rhymed lament,
Of you, great childless fathers, then he sang.
The echoes answered. I from far did hear,

And sorrow brought the sight and song more near;
In eyes and ears my spirit all was bent.
As on the judgment-day the dead past all
The Archangels trumpet from the tomb shall call,
So from the song the dead bones upward grew
To giant forms, from sleep of death awake,
Pillars and arches from their ruin anew,
And countless oars splashed in the desert lake;
And soon the castle-gates wide open seemed,
And princes crowns and warriors armour gleamed.
Now sing the bards, the dance the maidens weave;
I dreamed of marvels,  and awoke to grieve.
Forests and native hills are vanished,
And thought doth fail, on weary pinions fled,
And sinketh in a hidden stillness drear.
The lute is silent in my stiffened hand,
And mid the groan of comrades of my land,
The voices of the past I may not hear.
Still something of that youthful fire once mine
Smoulders within me, and at times its light
Wakens the soul and maketh memory bright.
Then memory, like a lamp of crystalline,
The pencil has with painted colours decked,

Although by dust bedimmed, with scars beflecked;
Place but within its heart a little light,
With freshness of its colours eyes are lured,
On palace walls yet gleaming fair and bright,
Lovely, though yet with dusty cloud obscured.
O could I but this fire of mine impart
To all my hearers breasts, the shapes upraise
Of those dead times, and reach the very heart
Of all my brothers with my burning lays!
But haply even in this passing hour,
Now when their native song their hearts can move,
The pulses of those hearts may beat more strong,
Their souls may feel the ancient pride and love;
And live one moment in such noble power,
As lived their forefathers their whole life long.
But why invoke the ages long gone by,
And for the presents glory find no voice?
For in your midst a great man liveth nigh  
I sing of him. Ye, Litwini, rejoice!
Silent the old man was, and hearkened round,
If still the Germans will permit his song.
Around the hall there reigned a silence deep;

This warms all poets to a newer zeal.
Once more he raised his song, but other theme;
Oer freer cadences his voice did range.
More rarely he, and lighter, touched the strings,
Descending from the hymn to simple story.
The Wajdelotes Tale.
Whence come the Litwins? From a nightly sally;
From church and castle they have won rich spoils,
And crowds of German slaves with fettered hands,
Ropes on their necks, follow the victors steeds.
They look towards Prussia and dissolve in tears,
On Kowno look, commend their souls to God.
In midst of Kowno stretches Peruns plain;
The Litwin princes, there returned from conquest,
Do burn the German knights in sacrifice.
Two captive knights untroubled ride to Kowno,
One fair and young, the other bowed with years.
They in the battle left the German troops,
Fled to the Litwins. Kiejstut did receive them,
But led them to the castle under guard.
He asks their race, with what intent they come.
I know not, said the youth, my race or name;
In childhood was I made the Germans captive.

I recollect alone, somewhere in Litwa,
Amid a great town stood my fathers house.
It was a wooden town on lofty hills,
The house was of red brick. Around the hills
Murmured a wood of fir-trees on the plains;
Among the woods a white lake gleamed afar.
One night a shout aroused us from our sleep;
A fiery day dawned in the window, shook
The window-panes, and whirling wreaths of smoke
Burst forth within the house. We to the door.
Flames curled through all the streets, sparks fell like hail.
A horrid cry arose, To arms! the Germans
Are in the town! to arms! My father rushed
Forth with his sword,  rushed forth  returned no more!
The Germans poured into the house. One seized me
And caught me to his saddle. What came further
I know not; but long, long my mothers shrieks
I heard mid clash of swords, mid fall of houses.
This cry long followed me, stayed in my ear;
Even now when I view flames and falling houses,
This cry wakes in my soul as echo wakes
In caverns after thunders voice. Behold

My memories all of Litwa and my parents.
Sometimes in dreams I view the honoured forms
Of mother, father, brethren; but anew
Some cloud mysterious veils their features oer,
Thicker and darker growing evermore.
The years of childhood passed away. I lived
A German among Germans, and they gave me
The name of Walter, Alf thereto as surname.
German the name, my soul remained Litvanian;
Grief for my parents, for the strangers hatred
Remained. The Master Winrych in his palace
Reared me, himself did hold me to the font,
Loved and caressed me as his very son.
But weary in his palace, from his knees
I fled unto the Wajdelote. That time
Among the Germans was a Litwin bard,
Captive for many years,  interpreter,
He served the army. When he heard of me
That I was orphan and Litvanian,
He told of Litwa, cheered my longing soul
With his caresses, song, and with the sound
Of the Litvanian speech. He often led me
To the grey Niemens shores; from thence I joyed
To look upon my countrys well-loved mountains.

And when unto the castle we returned,
He dried my tears to waken no suspicion:
He dried my tears, but kindled in me vengeance
Against the Germans. I remember well
How, when we came again into the castle,
I sharpened secretly a knife, with what
Delight of vengeance cut I Winrychs carpets,
Or broke his mirrors, on his shining shield
Flung sand, or spit upon it. Later on,
When grown near manhood, from Klajpedos port
I sailed with the old man to view the shores
Of Litwa. There I plucked my countrys flowers;
Their magic fragrance woke within my soul
Some ancient, dark remembrance. With the fragrance
Intoxicated, seemed me that a child
Once more I grew, and in my parents garden,
Played with my little brothers. The old man
Assisted memory with his words, more lovely
Than herbs and flowers,  painted the happy past,
How sweet in native land mid friends and kin
To pass ones youth, how many Litwin children
Knew not such bliss, in the Orders fetters weeping.
I heard this on the plains, but on the beach,
Where the white billows break with roaring breasts,

And from their foamy throat cast streams of sand,
Thou seest, the old man then was used to say,
The grassy carpet of this seaboard meadow.
The sand blows over it. These fragrant herbs,
Thou seest, would pierce the deadly covering,
By their brows strength. In vain, alas! for now
Another hydra comes of gravel-dust,
Spreads its white fins, subdues the living lands,
Stretching its kingdom of wild desert round.
My son! the gifts of spring are living cast
Into the grave. Behold! they are conquered peoples,
Our brothers the Litwini! Son, this sand
Storm-driven from the sea, it is the Order.
My heart did pain me hearing, and I longed
To murder all Crusaders, or to fly
To Litwa; but the old man checked my zeal.
To free knights, said he, it is free to choose
Their weapon, and with equal strength to fight
in open field. Thou art a slave; the only
Weapon that slaves may use is treachery.
Remain awhile and learn the Germans war-craft;
Try thou to gain their confidence; we later
Shall see what thing to do. I was obedient
Unto the old mans words  went with the Germans.

But in the first fight, scarce I viewed the standards,
Scarce did I hear my, nations songs of war,
I sprang unto our own,  led the old man with me.
As the young falcon, severed from his nest,
And nourished in a cage, although the fowlers
By cruel torments strip him of his reason,
And send him forth to war on brother-falcons;
Soon as he rises mid the clouds, soon as
His eyes oerstretch the far unmeasured plains
Of his blue Fatherland, he breathes free air,
And hears the rustle of his wings.  Return
Unto thy home, O fowler! do not wait
To see the falcon in his narrow cage.
The youth made end; with wonder Kiejstut heard,
And listened also Kiejstuts daughter fair,
Aldona, young and lovely as a goddess.
The autumn passes, therewith evenings lengthen;
And Kiejstuts daughter, as accustomed, sits
Among her sisters and her comrades train,
Weaves at the loom or spins the distaff thread;
But as the needles fly or spindles turn,
Walter stands by and telleth wondrous tales,
About the German countries and his youth.
The damsel seizes all that Walter speaks,
Her soul, insatiable, devours all things;

She knows them all by heart, repeats in dreams.
Walter related of the castle halls,
Great towns beyond the Niemen, what rich dresses,
What splendid pastimes; how in tourney knights
Break lances, and the damsels look upon them
Down from their galleries, and adjudge the prize.
He spoke of the great God who rules beyond
The Niemen, and His Sons Immaculate Mother,
Whose angel form he showed in wondrous picture.
This picture piously adorned his breast;
The youth now gave it to the fair Litwinka,
The day he brought her to the holy faith,
When he prayed with her;  he would teach her all
He knew himself. Alas! he taught her too
That which as yet he knew not,  taught her love.
And he himself learned much. With what delight
He from her lips the half-forgotten words
Heard of Litvanian speech. New feelings rose
With each new-risen word like sparks from ashes.
Sweet were the names of family, of friendship,
And sweeter yet than all the name of love,
Which no word equals here on earth, but  country.
Whence, Kiejstut thought, my daughters sudden change?

Where is her former mirth, her childish sports?
On holidays all maidens join in dance;
She sits alone, or converse holds with Walter.
On other days the needle or the loom
Engage the damsels; from her hands the needle
Falls, and the threads are tangled in the loom.
She sees not what she does; all tell me so.
And yesterday, I marked she sewed a rose,
The flowers with green, the leaves with rosy silk.
How could she know this, when her eyes and thoughts
Seek only Walters eyes, seek his discourse?
Oft as I ask, Where goes she? To the valley.
Whence comes she? From the valley. What is there?
The youth has made in it a garden for her.
What! is that garden fairer than my orchards?
(For Kiejstut owned proud orchards full of apples
And pears, allurement of the Kowno damsels.)
Tis not the garden lures her. I have marked
Her windows in the winter; all the panes
Which look on Niemen clear are as in May;
The frost has not obscured the crystal glass.
Thence Walter comes. She sat beside the window,
And with her burning sighs did melt the ice.

I thought, he teaches her to read and write,
Hearing all princes now instruct their children,  
A good lad, valiant, skilled like priest in books.
Shall I expel him from my house? He is
So needful to our Litwa; he can rank
The troops as can no other; rampart mounds
He best can heap; the thunder-arms direct.
I have one behind my army.  Walter, come,
And be my son-in-law, and fight for Litwa.
So Walter wed Aldona. Germans! you
No doubt will think this is the storys end;
For in your love romances when the knights
Are married, then the minstrel ends his song,
And only adds, They lived long and were happy.
Well Walter loved his wife; his noble soul
Yet found no happiness in heart or home,
For in the country was there blessing none.
The snows scarce vanished, scarce the first lark sung;  
The lark to other lands sings love and joy,
But unto hapless Litwa he proclaims
With every year carnage and fire;  on march
Crusading armies in unnumbered crowds.
Now from the hills beyond the Niemen echo

To Kowno bears a mighty armys shouts,
The clang of armour and the neigh of steeds.
Like mist the camp descends, oerflows the plain,
And here and there the leaders standards gleam
Like lightning ere the storm. The Germans stood
Upon the shore, threw bridges oer the Niemen,
And day by day the walls and bastions fall
With shock of battering-ram, and night by night
The storming mines work underground like moles;
Beneath the heavens the bomb in fiery flight
Rises, and swoops upon the city roofs,
As falls the falcon on the lesser fowl.
Kowno is fallen in ruins. Then the Litwin
Retires to Kiejdan; Kiejdan falls in ruin.
Then Litwa makes defence in woods and hills;
The Germans march on farther, robbing, burning;
Kiejstut and Walter first in battle, last
Retreating. Kiejstut was untroubled still,
From childhood used to combat with his foe,
To attack, to conquer, or to fly. He knew
His forefathers warred ever with the Germans;
He, following in their footsteps, ever fought,
And cared not for the future. Other were
The thoughts of Walter. Nurtured mid the Germans,

He knew the Orders power; the Masters summons,
He knew, could draw forth armies, treasures, swords,
From all of Europe. Prussia made defence;
In former times the Teutons broke the Prussians;
Sooner or later Litwa meets such fate.
He had seen the Prussians misery; he trembled
To think of Litwas future. Son, cries Kiejstut,
Thou art an evil prophet; thou hast reft
The veil before my eyes, to show the abyss.
While hearing thee, it seemed my hands grew weak,
With victorys hope all courage left my breast
How shall we with the German power contend?
Father, said Walter, one sole way I know,
A dreadful way, alas! effectual!
Some day I may reveal it. Thus did they
Converse, the battle over, ere the trumpet
Did summon to fresh battles and defeats.
Kiejstut grew ever sadder, and how changed
Seemed Walter; never over-merry he.
Even in happy moments some light shade
Of thought oerhung his brow, but with Aldona
Serene was once his brow and visage tranquil,
Aye welcoming her with smiles, with tender glance
Bidding farewell to her. Now, as it seemed,
He was tormented by some hidden pain.

By morn, before the house, wringing his hands,
He looked upon the smoke of towns and hamlets,
Burning far off; there gazed he with wild eyes.
By night he started out of sleep, and looked
Forth from the window on the blood-red blaze.
Husband, what ails thee? asks with tears Aldona.
What ails me? Shall I peaceful sleep till Germans
Shall give me sleeping, bound, to hangmans hands?
O husband! Heaven forbid! The sentries guard
Full well the trenches. True the sentries guard them.
I watch and grasp the sabre in my hand.
But when the sentries die the sword is broken.
List, if I live to old age, wretched age  
But Heaven will give us comfort in our children.
The Germans will fall on us, slay the wife,
The children tear away, and lead them far,
Teach them to loose the arrow on their father.
Myself my father, brothers, might have slain,
Unless the Wajdelote   Dear Walter! go we
Farther in Litwa; hide we from the Germans
In mountains and in forests. Aye, we go,
And other mothers, children leave behind.
Thus fled the Prussians; Germans overtook them

In Litwa. If they trace us in the mountains  
Let us again go farther. Farther? farther?
Unhappy one! shall we go far from Litwa,
Into the Tartars or the Rusins hands?
Hushed was Aldona, troubled at this answer,
For hitherto it had to her appeared
Her Fatherland were long as is the world,
Wide without end; and now for the first time
She heard there was no refuge in all Litwa.
Wringing her hands she asked, What may be done?
One way, Aldona, one remains to Litwa
To break the Orders power: that way I know;
But ask it not for Gods sake. Hundred times
Be cursed that hour in which, constrained by foes,
I seize these means. No farther would he say,
Heard not Aldonas prayers, but only heard
And saw before him Litwas misery.
At last the flame of vengeance, nursed in silence,
By sight of suffering and defeat, increased,
And did surround his heart, consumed all feelings  
One feeling even, hitherto life-sweetening,  
Feeling of love. So when the hunters light
A hidden fire neath oaks of Bialowiez,
It burns away the inner pith; the monarch

Of the forest loses all his waving leaves,
His branches fly off, even that green crown
That once adorned his brow, the mistletoe,
Dries up and withers.
Long the Litwini
Wandered through castles, mountains, and through woods,
The Germans harrying or by them attacked,
Till fought the dreadful fight on Rudaws plains,
Where many thousand Litwin youth lay slaughtered,
Beside as many of the Teuton host
Soon reinforcements from beyond the sea
Came to the Germans. Kiejstut then and Walter
Ascended with a handful to the mountains.
With broken sabres and with dinted shields,
Covered with dust and clotted gore, they went
Gloomy towards home. There Walter neither looked
Upon his wife, nor spoke to her one word;
But in the German tongue held he discourse
With Kiejstut and the Wajdelote. Aldona
Nought understood, but yet her heart forebode
Some dire event When ended was their council,
All three turned sorrowing glances on Aldona.
Walter looked longest, with despairs mute gaze;

Thick-falling teardrops trickled from his eyes;
He fell before Aldonas feet and pressed
Her hands unto his heart, and pardon begged
For all the things that she had suffered of him.
Woe! cried he, unto women loving madmen,
Whose hearts domestic happiness contents not.
Great hearts, Aldona, are like hives too large;
Honey can fill them not, and they become
The lizards nest. Forgive me, dear Aldona!
To-day I would remain at home, to-day
Forget all things; be we for each to-day
What once we used to be. To-morrow   But
He could not finish. What joy then Aldonas!
She thought, unhappy, Walter would be changed,
That he would live in peace and joyousness.
Less thoughtful did she see him, in his eyes
More life; she saw new colour in his cheeks;
And all that evening at Aldonas feet
Spent Walter. Litwa, Teutons, and the war
He cast awhile into forgetfulness;
Talked of those happy times when first he came
To Litwa, his first converse with Aldona,
The first walk to the valley, and of all
Those childish things, but memorable to the heart,
Of that first love. Wherefore such sweet discourse

Must he break off with that sad word  to-morrow,
And plunge in thought, look long upon his wife?
Tears circle in his eyes. Would he then speak,
But dares not? Did he but invoke the feelings,
The memories of ancient happiness,
Only to bid farewell to them? Shall all
This evenings converse, all its sweet caresses,
Be but the last, last flickerings of loves torch?
Tis vain to ask. Aldona looks and waits,
Uncertain. Passing from the room, she gazed
Still through the crannies. Walter poured out wine,
And emptied many cups, and near him kept
The hoary Wajdelote through all the night.
Scarce risen had the sun when hoofs were clattering;
Up with the morning mists two riders haste;
The guards all missed them; one eye could not miss.
A lovers eyes are vigilant. Aldona
Had guessed their flight; she rushed into the valley.
Sad was that meeting. O my love, return!
Return thou home  return! Thou must be happy,
Blest in embraces of thy family.
Thou art young and fair; comfort will soon be thine.
Forget me. Many princes formerly

Contended for thy hand. And thou art free,
Being as widow left of a great man,
Who for his countrys weal renounced evn thee!
Farewell! forget; but weep for me at times;
For Walter loses all; he doth remain
Lone as the lone wind in the wilderness,
And he must wander over all the world,
To plunder, murder, and at last to perish
By shameful death. But after vanished years
The name of Alf again shall sound in Litwa,
And from the Wajdelotes lips thou shalt again
Hear of his deeds. Then, loved one, think thou then,
This dreadful knight, with cloud of mystery veiled,
Is known to thee alone,  was once thy husband;
And be thy pride thy desolations comfort.
Silent Aldona did assent, although
She heard no word. Thou goest! thou goest! she cried,
And her own anguish wrought with her own words.
Thou goest! this one word sounded in her ear.
She framed no thought, nothing recalled; her thoughts,
Her memories, her future, tangled all;
But guessed her heart she never could return,

Nor eer forget. Her eyes all wandering roved,
And many times met Walters wildered look,
Wherein she might not find the ancient joy;
She seemed to seek for something new around,
And looked once more. Twas forest wilderness.
Beyond the Niemen mid the forests gleamed
A turret height; a convent twas of nuns,
Sad dwelling of the Christians. On this tower
Rested Aldonas eyes and thoughts; the dove
Seized by the wind amidst a raging sea,
Thus falls upon an unknown vessels mast.
And Walter understood Aldona. Silent
He followed her, and told her his design,
Commanding secrecy before the world.
And at the doors  ah! fearful was that parting!
Alf rode off with the Wajdelote. Till now
Nought has been heard of them. But woe to him
If he fulfil not hitherto his vows,
If, having all his bliss renounced and poisoned
Aldonas happiness, and sacrificed
So much, he still have sacrificed in vain!
The future shows the rest. I have ended, Germans.
This is the end?  great murmur in the hall.
Who is this Walter, and what are his deeds?

Where? vengeance upon whom? the hearers cried.
The Master only, mid the murmuring crowd,
In silence sat with head bent down. He seemed
As deeply moved; each instant snatches cups
Of wine, and to the very bottom drains.
Upon him came a change of somewhat new,
Many emotions break in sudden lightnings,
And circle oer his burning countenance;
His pale lips quiver, and his wandering eyes
Fly round like swallows in the midst of storm.
At last he cast his mantle off, and sprang
Into the midst. Where is the storys end?
Sing me at once the end or give the lute.
Why standst thou trembling? Give the lute to me.
Fill up the goblets; I will sing the end
If thou dost fear to sing it.
I know ye. Every song the Wajdelote sings
Portendeth woe, as howls of dogs at night.
Murders and burnings ye delight to sing,
Ye leave to us  glory and sorrowing.
Yet in the cradle doth your traitorous song
Circle the infants breast in reptile form,
And cruellest poison sheds into the soul,
Foolish desire of praise and patriot love.

She follows hard the footsteps of a youth
Like shade of slaughtered foe, sometimes reveals
Herself in midst of banquets, mixing blood
In cups of joy. I have heard the song  too well,
Alas! Tis done, tis done! I know thee, traitor!
Thou winnest! War! what triumph for a poet!
Give to me wine; now my designs are working.
I know the songs end. No! Ill sing another.
When on the mountains of Castile I fought,
There the Moors taught me ballads. Old man! play
That melody, that childish melody,
Which in the valley, twas a blessed time;
Unto that music did I ever sing.
Return at once, old man, for by all gods,
German or Prussian  
The old man must return.
He struck the lute, and with uncertain voice
Followed the savage tones of Konrad, as
A slave may walk behind his angry lord.
Meanwhile the lights went out upon the table.
The knights had slumbered at the lengthy banquet,
But Konrad sings, and they awake again.
They stand, and, in a narrow circle pressed,
Attentive marked the ballads every word.


Ballad.

ALPUJARA.
Ruined lie the Moorish cities,
Still the Moors upraise the sword;
In the country still resisting,
Reigns the pestilence as lord.
And the towers of Alpujara
Brave Almanzor still defends:
Floats below the Spaniards banner,
Siege to-morrow he intends.
Roar the guns at sunrise loudly,
Ramparts break, and crumble walls;
From the towers the cross gleams proudly,  
Now the Spaniard owns these halls.
Sad Almanzor views his warriors
Slain in battle desperate;
Hews his way through swords and lances,
Flieth Spains pursuing hate.
Now the Spaniards in the fortress,
Mid the stones and corpses there,
Hold the feast and drain the wine-cup,
And the spoils and captives share.

Soon the guard.without announces
That a stranger knight doth wait,
Craving for a swift admittance,
Bringing tidings of great weight
Twas the vanquished Moor Almanzor.
Swift his mantle off was thrown;
To the Spaniards he surrenders,
And he craves for life alone.
I am come, ye Christian warriors,
To submit me to your power;
I will serve the God of Christians,
Own your prophet from this hour,
Let the blast of fame, world-filling,
Say, the Arab chief oerthrown
Would be brother to his victors,
Vassal of a strangers crown.
Well the Spaniard prizes valour.
So the great Almanzor knowing,
They embraced him, circled round him,
As their true companion showing.
Each one then Almanzor greeted,
And their captain close embraced:

Hung upon his neck, and kissed him;
Such true love their friendship graced.
All at once his strength grew feebler,
And he fell upon the ground;
But he drew the Spaniard with him,
To his feet the turban bound.
All with wonder looked upon him,
And his livid visage scan;
Horrid smiles deformed his features,
And with blood his eyes oerran.
Christian dogs, he cries, look on me,
If you understand this thing;
I deceived you, from Granada
Come I, and the plague I bring.
For my kiss breathed venom in ye,
And the plague shall lay you low;
Come and look upon my tortures  
Ye such death must undergo.
Wide he cast his eyes around him,
As he would eternally
Chain all Spaniards to his bosom;
And a horrid laugh laughed he.

Laughed, and died; his eyes yet open,
Open yet his lips remained:
In that hellish smile for ever
Those cold features still were strained.
Fled the Spaniards from the city.
But the plague their steps pursuing,
Ere they left doomed Alpujara,
Was that gallant hosts undoing.
Thus years ago the Moors avenged themselves;
Would you the vengeance of the Litwin know?
What if some day it issue forth in words,
And come to mingle poison in the wine?
But no! ah, no! to-day are other customs,
Prince Witold; for to-day the Litwin lords
Come to deliver us their native land,
And seek for vengeance on their harassed people.
But yet, indeed, not all  oh! no, by Perun!
There are in Litwa yet  Ill sing yet to you!
Away from me that lute  a string is broken.
No song will be  but I do trust indeed
One time there will be. This day, oer filled cups,  

I have drunk too much  rejoice yourselves and play!
And thou Al  manzor, leave my sight, old man!
Away with Halban  leave me here alone.
He said, and turning by uncertain way,
He found his place, and sank into his chair.
Still threatening somewhat, stamping with his foot,
Oerturned the table with the wine and cups.
At last grown weaker, he inclined his head
Upon the chair-arm; soon his glance was quenched;
His quivering lips were covered oer with foam.
He slept.
The knights awhile in fixed amazement stood:
They knew full well Konrads unhappy custom;
How, when inflamed unto excess with wine,
Into wild transports and forgetfulness
He falls; but at a banquet, public shame!
Before the strangers, in such unheard rage!
Who thus inflamed him? Where that Wajdelote?
He vanished privately, none know of him.
Stories there were that Halban thus disguised
To Konrad that Litvanian song had sung,

To kindle by this means the zeal of Christians
To battle against heathenesse; but whence
A change so sudden in the Master? Wherefore
Did Witold show such angry wrath? What means
The Masters strange, wild ballad? With conjectures,
Each vainly tries to track the hidden secret.


War.

War now. For Konrad may no longer curb
The peoples zeal, the councils fierce insistance:
The whole land calls for vengeance long delayed,
For Litwas inroad, and for Witolds treason.
Witold, once suitor for the Orders grace,
To aid recovery of his capital,
After the banquet, on this new report
That the Crusading hosts will take the field,
Changed measures  traitor to his recent friendship,
And led his knights in secrecy away.
And in the Teuton castles on the road
He entered, by the Masters forged commands;
And then disarming all the garrison,
Annihilated all with fire and sword.
The Order, roused with burning rage and shame,
Against the heathens stirred up fierce Crusade;
The Pope sends forth a bull,  seas, land, oerflow

At once with swarms of warriors numberless,
Princes with mighty following of vassals;
The Red Cross decks their armour. Each his life
Devotes to christen pagans,  or to die.
They went towards Litwa. What their actions there?
If thou wouldst know, gaze from the ramparts heights,
Look towards Litwa, as the day declines.
Thou seest a fiery blaze; the vault of heaven
Oer-deluged with a stream of bloody flame;
Behold the annals of invading war.
Few words relate their carnage, plunder, fire,
And blaze, which may rejoice the foolish crowd,
But in it wise men do with fear confess,
A voice that crieth for revenge to Heaven.
The winds blew on that dreadful fire apace,
The knights marched further to the heart of Litwa.
Report says Kowno, Wilna, are besieged.
Then ceased report, and couriers came no more.
No longer in the region flames were seen,
But further off the heavens ruddy blaze.
In vain the Prussians look with eager hope,

For spoils and prisoners of the conquered land;
In vain despatch swift couriers for the news,
The couriers hasten  and return no more.
As each this cruel doubt interpreteth,
He willingly would know despair itself.
The autumn passed away. The winters snows
Revelled upon the mountains, block the ways.
Once more upon the distant heaven shine  
Midnight auroras? or the fires of war?
And ever nearer comes the light of flames,
And nearer yet the heavens ruddy blaze.
From Marienbourg the folk look on the road;
They see afar  grovelling through deepest snows,
Some travellers!  Konrad! And our generals!
How welcome them? Victors? or fugitive?
Where are the others? Konrad raised his hand,
And pointed further off a scattered crowd,
Alas! their very aspect told the secret!
They rush in disarray, plunge in the snowdrifts;
Roll each on each, down treading like vile insects,
Within a narrow vessel perishing;
They push oer corpses, ever newer crowds,
Hurl those new risen down again to earth.

Some drag still onward chilled and stiffened limbs,
Some on the march have frozen to the road;
But with raised hands the corpses standing point
Straight to the town, like pillars on the way.
The townsfolk, terror-stricken, curious ran,
Fearing to guess the truth they dared not ask;
For all the story of that luckless war
They in the warriors eyes and faces read
For oer their eyes hung death in frosty shape,
And Famines harpy hollowed out their cheeks.
Now are the trumpets of the Litwin heard,
Now rolls the storm, snow whirlwinds oer the plain;
Far off a multitude of gaunt dogs howls,
And overhead the ravens hover round.
All perished! Konrad has destroyed them all!
He, that once reaped such glory with the sword,
He, for his prudence formerly renowned,
Timid and careless in this latter war,
Marked not the cunning snares that Witold laid;
Deceived and blinded by the wish of vengeance,
Driving his army on the Litwin steppes,
Wilna thus long in sluggard guise besieged.

When plunder and provisions were consumed,
When hunger came upon the German camp,
And scattered all around, the enemy
Destroyed the auxiliars, cut off all supplies,
Each day a myriad Germans died from need.
Now time approached to end by storm the war,
Or else bethink them of a swift return.
Then Wallenrod, in peace and confidence,
Rode to the chase, or, closed within his tent,
Forged secret treaties, and denied his captains
Admission to the councils of the war.
And thus in warlike fervour grew he cold,
That by his peoples tears untouched, unmoved,
He deigned not raise the sword in their defence;
All day with folded arms upon his breast,
In thought remaining, or discourse with Halban.
Meanwhile the winter piled its heaps of snow,
And Witold, with his fresh recruited bands,
Besieged the army, fell upon the camp.
Oh! shame in annals of the valiant Order!
The Master first did fly the battle-field!
In place of laurels, and abundant spoil,
He brought the news of Litwas victories!

Did ye but mark, when from that thunder stroke
He led this host of spectres to their homes,
What gloomy sadness darkened oer his brow?
The worm of pain unwound him from his cheek,
And Konrad suffered; but look on his eyes!
That large half-open eye, bright shining throws
Its darts aslant, like comet threatening war;
Each moment changing, like the gleams of night,
Whereby the wily demon travellers lures.
Uniting joy and rabid rage in one,
It shone as with a right Satanic glance.
Trembled the folk and murmured. Konrad care not.
He called to council the unwilling knights,
Looked on them, spoke, and beckoned. O disgrace!
They hear attentive, and believe his words.
They view Heavens judgments in the faults of man;
For whom of humankind persuades not  anguish.
Tarry, proud ruler! Judgment waits even thee!
In Malborg is a dungeon underground.
There, when the night in darkness wraps the town,
The secret tribunal descends to council.15

One single lamp upon the high-arched roof,
And day and night it burns mysteriously.
Twelve chairs, in circle placed around a throne,  
Upon the throne the secret book of laws.
Twelve judges each in sable armour clad;
The visages of all inlocked by masks,
In dungeons hide them from the common crowd;
But each thus masked enshrouds him from his fellows.
All sworn, of their own will, with one accord,
Crimes of their potent rulers to chastise,
Too heinous, or unknown before the world.
And soon as falls on him the last decree,
Not even a brothers trespass to condone;
Each must by violent or by treasonous ways,
On him condemned fulfil the spoken doom;
Dagger in hand, and rapier at their side.
One of the maskers now approached the throne,
And standing with drawn sword before the book,
Spoke thus: Tremendous judges!
Proof now our long suspicion has confirmed.
That man who calls him Konrad Wallenrod,
He is not Wallenrod.

Who is he? Tis unknown. Twelve years ago,
From unknown parts he to the Rhine-land came.
When passed Count Wallenrod to Palestine,
He in the counts train wore an esquires dress.
But soon Count Wallenrod, unknown, did perish.
And then his squire, suspected of his death,
Departed secretly from Palestine;
Then did he land upon the Spanish shore;
In battles with the Moors gave proof of valour,
And in the tourneys prizes rich obtained,
And everywhere gained fame as Wallenrod.
He took on him at length the Orders vows,
Was chosen Master, to the Orders loss.
How ruled he, all ye know. This latter winter
When we with frost, famine, and Litwa fought,
Konrad in woods and oak-groves rode alone;
And there in secret held discourse with Witold.
Long time my spies have traced his every deed;
Hidden at evening by the corner tower,
They understood not the discourse which Konrad
Did hold with the recluse;  but, dreadful judges,
He spoke, they said, in the Litvanian tongue.
And weighing duly what the messengers
Of our tribunal of this man reported,
And that intelligence my spy late brought,

And fame reporteth, scarcely secretly;
Tremendous judges! I accuse the Master
Of falsehood, murder, heresy, and treason.
Here the accuser knelt before the book,
And laid his hand upon the crucifix;
And with an oath confirmed his storys truth,
By God, and by the Saviours agony.
He ceased. The judges arbitrate the cause,
But not by open voice or still discourse;
Scarce by a glance of eye, or sign of hand,
Their deep and dreadful thought communicate.
Each in his turn approached him to the throne,
And with the daggers point oerturned the leaves,
Of the Orders book, and silent read the law,
Inquiring sentence of his conscience only.
And having judged, his hand lays on his heart,
And all in concord raised the cry of Woe!
With threefold echo then the walls repeated,
Woe!  In that word alone, that single word,
A sentence lies! The arraigners understood.
Twelve swords were raised aloft; one aim was theirs  
Destined to Konrads heart. Then all departed
In gloomy silence, and the walls behind,
Repeated with a fearful echo: Woe!


The Parting.

A wintry dawn, with stormy wind and snow;
Through storm and snow-clouds hastens Wallenrod.
Scarce stands he on the borders of the lake,
He calls aloud, striking the tower with sword.
Aldona, cries he, let us live, Aldona!
Thy lover comes; his vows are all fulfilled,
The foes have perished, all is now fulfilled.
The Recluse.
Alf! tis his voice indeed! My Alf, my love!
What! peace already! thou returnest safe?
Thou goest not forth again?
Konrad.
For love of God,
Ask thou no tidings!  Listen, my beloved!
Listen, and weigh with carefulness each word,

The foes have perished. Dost thou see these fires?
Thou seest? Tis Litwas havoc with the Germans.
A hundred years heal not the Orders wounds,
I smote the hundred-headed monsters heart.
Their treasures wasted, well-springs of their power,
Their towns in flames, a sea of blood has flowed,  
I caused all this! I have fulfilled my vows!
More fearful vengeance hell might not conceive.
I will no more of it  I am a man!
I spent my youth in foul hypocrisy,
In bloody, murders. Now, bent down with age,
Wearied of treasons, I am unfit for war.
Enough of vengeance. Germans, too, are men!
God has enlightened me. I come from Litwa,
And I have seen those places, seen thy castle,
The Kowno castle,  now it lies in ruin.
I turned away, urged thence my rapid course;
And hurried to that valley, our own valley.
All was as formerly! Those woods, those flowers!
All as it was upon that very eve,
When to the valley breathed we long farewell.
Alas! it seems to me but yesterday!
That stone  rememberest thou that high-raised stone
Once of our rambles limit made and end?

It standeth now, though overgrown with moss;
Scarce might I view it, hidden thus in green.
I tore the herb off, watered it with tears.
That grassy seat, where, through the summer noon,
Thou didst among the maples love to rest;
That spring, whose waters then I sought for thee  
I found them all, looked on them, passed around.
And even thy little arbour still remains,
As with dry willow-twigs I fenced it in;
And those dry twigs, a wonder, my Aldona,
That once I planted in the barren sand,
To-day thou wouldst not know them  lovely trees,
And the light leaves of spring upon them wave,
And on them grows the youthful catkins down.
Oh! seeing these, a blessing all unknown,
Foreshadowing of joy, revived my heart;
The trees embracing, on my knees I fell
O God! I cried, grant all may be fulfilled!
Oh! may we, to our Fatherland restored,
When dwelling in our Litwas native fields,
Again revive to life; may leaves of hope
Again oerdeck with green our destiny.
Let us return! consent! I rule the Order;
I will bid open. But what need commands?
For were this door a thousand times more hard

Than steel, Id beat it down  Id pluck it up;
And thee, O my beloved, to our valley,
There will I lead thee, raise thee with my hand.
Or go we further still? Litwa has deserts;
There lie deep shades in woods of Bialowiez,
Where never rings the clang of foreign swords,
Nor sounds the haughty victors signal-word  
No, nor the groanings of our vanquished brothers.
There, in the midst of silent, pastoral joy,
And in thine arms, and on thy bosom, let me
Forget that there are nations in the world;
Or any worlds; we for ourselves will live  
Return, oh! speak, consent!
Aldona spoke not;
And Konrad, silent, waited yet reply:
Meanwhile the blood-red dawn shone forth in heaven.
O God! Aldona, morning is before us,
And men will wake: the guard arrest us here.
Aldona!  called he, trembling with despair.
No voice was his; beseeching with his eyes,
He lifted to the tower his claspèd hands,
Fell on his knees, and pity to entreat,
Embraced and kissed the walls of that cold tower.

The Recluse.
No, no! the time is past, her sad voice spoke;
But be thou tranquil, Heaven will give me strength,
The Lord will shield me from that heaviest stroke.
When here I came, I on the threshold swore
Never to leave this tower, but for the grave.
I wrestled with myself, and thou, my love,
Thou, even thou, against the Lord wouldst aid me.
Wouldst give back to the world a wretched phantom?
Oh think! oh think! if madly I should give
Myself to be persuaded, leave this cave
And fall with rapture into thine embrace;
But thou wouldst know not, neither welcome me,
Avert thine eyes, and ask, with horror struck,
What, is this fearful spectre fair Aldona?
And thou wouldst seek in this extinguished eye,
And in this visage her  the thought is death!
No, never let the poor recluses woe
Offend the beauty of the bright Aldona!
Myself, I will confess, forgive me, love!
Oft as the moon with brighter lustre gleams,
Hearing thy voice, I hide behind these walls,

Unwishing, loved one, to behold thee near!
For thou, maybe, art not the same to-day
Which once thou wert, in those sweet years gone by,
When with our hosts didst to our castle ride.
But thou retainest, hidden in my breast,
Those self-same eyes, that posture, form, and dress.
So the fair moth, within the amber drowned,
Retains its primal form eternally.
O Alf! twere better far that we remain
That which we were in former days, and as
We shall unite again,  but not on earth.
Leave we the beauteous valleys to the happy,
I love the stony stillness of my cell;
For me tis bliss enough to see thee living,
And in the evening thy loved voice to hear.
And in this silence, Alf, beloved, we may
Heal every suffering, sweeten every pang,
All treasons, murders, burnings, cast aside,
Strive thou to come but earlier and more frequent.
If thou shouldst  listen, on these very plains,
Like to that arbour plant another bower,
And hither bring those willows that thou lovest,

And flowers, and even that stone from out the valley;
There let the children from the hamlet near,
Play joyously beneath their native trees,
And into garlands weave their native plants;
Let them repeat the Lithuanian songs,
For native song doth meditation aid,
And brings me dreams of Litwa and of thee.
And later, later, when my life is oer,
Here let them sing, and on the grave of Alf.
Alf heard no longer; he, on that wild shore,
Wandered on aimless, without thought or will;
A mountain there of ice, a forest there
Allured him; savage sights and hasty course
Afforded him relief in weariness.
His breast was heavy in the winter rain,
He cast aside his mantle, coat-of-mail,
He tore his garments, from his breast threw off
All  all but sorrow!
Now morning lighted on the city ramparts.
He saw an unknown shadow, stopped, and gazed  
The shadow further moved; with silent steps
It glided oer the snow, and disappeared

Within the trenches, but a voice was heard
Three times that voice repeated: Woe, woe, woe!
Alf at this voice awoke, and stood in thought
He thought awhile,  and understood the whole.
He drew his sword, and looked to every side;
He turned him round, searched with unquiet eye  
Twas waste around; only the winter snow
Flew in a whirlwind, and the north wind roared
He looked upon the shore, he stood in grief.
At length with rapid stride, though tottering,
He came again beneath Aldonas tower.
Far off he saw her, at the window still.
Good day! he cried; so many, many years,
We saw each other only in the night.
And now good day! what happy augury!
The first good day after so many years!
And canst thou guess, wherefore I come so soon?
Aldona.
I will not guess. Farewell, belovèd friend!
The light has risen too brightly  if they knew thee  

Cease to importune me. Farewell till evening.
I cannot come forth  will not
Alf.

Tis too late.
Knowst thou for what I pray thee? Throw some twig;
No, no, thou hast no flowers. From thy garments
A thread, or from thy tresses cast a lock;
Or throw a pebble from thy prison walls.
To-day I wish  all may not see to-morrow.
I would to-day have some remembrance of thee,
That lay this very morn upon thy breast,
And which a tear shall glow on, lately shed,
For I would lay it on my heart in death,
And bid the gift farewell with my last breath.
I must die shortly, swiftly, suddenly!
Well die together! Dost thou see that shot-hole?
There will I dwell. Each morning for a sign,
Ill hang a black cloth on the balcony,
And at the grate each evening place a lamp.
There gaze thou steadfast. Throw I down the cloth,
Or if the lamp expires before its time,
Close thou thy window. I maybe return not.
Farewell, beloved!

He vanished. Still Aldona
Gazed, bending downward from the window grate.
The morn had passed away, the sun had set,
But her white garments, dallying in the wind,
And arms stretched down to earth were long beheld.
The sun has set at last, spoke Alf to Halban,
And pointed from his shot-hole to the sun.
Within the turret, from the early morn
He sat, and looked upon Aldonas window,
Give me my cloak and sword. Farewell, true friend;
I go unto the tower. Farewell for long,
Maybe for ever!  Listen to me, Halban.
If, when to-morrow day begins to gleam,
I come not back, leave thou this dwelling-place.
I will, I would give something to thy charge.
How lone am I! either in earth or heaven,
To no one, nowhere, have I aught to say
In my death-hour, except to her and thee!
Farewell unto thee, Halban; she will know it.
Throw down the kerchief if to-morrow morn  
But what is that? Dost hear? There comes a knocking.

Who goeth there? three times the sentry cried.
Woe! answered many voices wild and strange.
Resistance none the sentry might oppose;
The door could not withstand the heavy shocks.
The invaders passed the lower galleries through,
And mounted up the winding iron stair
That led to Wallenrods last dwelling-place.
Alf with the iron bolt secured the door,
His sabre drew, a cup raised from the board,
Drew near the window. It is done! he cried.
He filled, and drank. Old man, tis in thy hands.
Halban grew pale. With motion of his hand
He thought to spill the draught  he stopt in thought.
The sounds aye nearer through the doors were heard,
His hand relaxed. Tis they, the foes are come!
Old man, thou knowest what this uproar means?
What are thy thoughts? Thou hast the goblet full  
I have drunk my portion. In thy hands, old man.
Halban gazed on in silence of despair.
No, no, I will survive even thee, my son!

I would as yet remain to close thine eyes,
And live, so that the glory of thy deed,
I to the world may tell, to ages show.
Ill traverse Litwas castles, hamlets, towns;
And where I pass not, there my song shall fly.
The bard shall sing them unto knights in war,
And women sing them for their babes at home.
Aye! they shall sing them, and in future days
Some venger shall arise from out our bones.
Alf fell upon the window-sill with tears,
And long, long time upon the tower he gazed,
As though he yet his gaze would satiate
With those dear sights he shortly must forego.
He hung on Halbans neck; they mixed their sighs,
In that embrace of long and last farewell.
But at the bolts they heard a steely rattle,
And armèd men came in, and called Alf s name.
Traitor, thy head must fall beneath the sword;
Repent thee of thy sins, prepare for death!
Behold this old man, chaplain of the Order,
Cleanse thou thy soul and make a fitting end!

Alf stood with drawn sword ready for their coming;
But paler aye he grew, he bowed, and tottered,
Leaned on the sill; casting a haughty glance,
His mantle tore off, flung the Masters badge
On earth, and trampled scornful under foot.
Behold the sins committed in my life.
Ready am I to die; what will ye more?
The annals of my ruling will ye hear?
Look on these many thousands hurled to death,
On towns in ruins, and domains in flames.
Hear ye the storm-winds? clouds of snow drive on;
Thither your armys remnants freeze in ice.
Hear ye? The hungry packs of dogs do howl,
They tear each other for the banquets remnant.
I caused all this, and I am great and proud,
So many hydras heads one blow has felled;
As Samson, by once shaking of the column,
To oer throw the temple, dying in its ruin.
He spoke, looked on the window, and he fell.
But ere he fell, he cast the lamp to earth.
It three times glimmered with a circling blaze,
That rested latterly on Konrads brow;

And in its scattered flow the fires rust gleamed,
But ever deeper into darkness sank.
At length, as though it gave the sign of death,
One last great ring of light shot forth its blaze;
And in this blaze were seen the eyes of Alf,
All white in death, and now the light was dark.
And at this moment through the tower walls pierced
A sudden cry,16 strong, lengthened, broken off  
From whose breast came it? Surely ye can guess
But he who heard it readily might tell,
That from the breast whence such a cry escaped,
Now never more should any voice come forth.
For this voice a whole life spoke aloud.
Thus lute strings, shuddering from a heavy stroke,
Vibrate and burst; in their confusèd sounds
They seem to voice the first notes of a song,
But of such song let none expect the end.
Such be my singing of Aldonas fate.
Let musics angel sing it through in heaven,
And thou, O tender reader, in thy soul.
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OR THE LAST FORAY IN LITHUANIA:

A HISTORY OF THE NOBILITY IN THE YEARS 1811 AND 1812

The national epic of Poland, Pan Tadeusz was first published in Paris in 1834 and is considered by many to be the last great epic poem of European literature. The narrative takes place over the course of five days in 1811 and two days in 1812, at a time in history when Poland-Lithuania had already been divided between the armies of Russia, Prussia and Austria and erased from the political map of Europe. In 1807, shortly before the plot opens, Napoleon had established a satellite Duchy of Warsaw in the Prussian partition, in existence until the Congress of Vienna held in the aftermath of Napoleonic defeat. The setting is the village of Soplicowo; the country estate of the Soplica clan, within the Russian partition. The epic recounts the story of two feuding noble families and the love between Tadeusz Soplica, the title character, and Zosia of the rival family. A sub-plot involves a spontaneous revolt of the local inhabitants against the occupying Russian garrison. Since Mickiewicz published Pan Tadeusz as an exile in Paris, he was free of the Russian censors to talk openly about the occupation.

The Polish national poem begins with the words O Lithuania, referring rather to a geographical region and not the country, which had a much broader geographic extent than it does now in modern Lithuania. Mickiewicz is often regarded by Lithuanians to be of Lithuanian origin, while Belarusians proclaim Mickiewicz to be one of them, since he was born on the territory of contemporary Belarus. The poet had been brought up in the culture of the Polish-Lithuanian Commonwealth, a multicultural state that had encompassed most of what today are the separate countries of Poland, Lithuania, Belarus and Ukraine. Numerous quotations from Pan Tadeusz are well known in translation, above all its opening line, 

O Lithuania, my native land,
you are like health  so valued when lost
beyond recovery.

Pan Tadeusz evokes a vivid impression of the life and times in the Grand Duchy of Lithuania on the eve of Napoleons 1812 invasion of Russia. Composed entirely in thirteen-syllable couplets and originally intended as an apolitical idyll, it was not highly regarded by contemporaries, nor by Mickiewicz himself, but in time it would win the reputation of being the highest achievement in all Polish literature.
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About Pan Tadeusz

Pan Tadeusz, or the Last Foray in Lithuania: A History of the Nobility in the Years 1811 and 1812 in Twelve Books of Verse (Pan Tadeusz, czyli ostatni zajazd na Litwie. Historia szlachecka z roku 1811 i 1812 we dwunastu księgach wierszem) was fpublished in Paris, in June of 1834. It is thought to be the last great epic poem of European literature and is recognized as the national epic of Poland. It has long been required reading (along with memorization) in Polish schools and if the most widely known and read book in the country.

The story of Pan Tadeusz takes place over several days in 1811 and one day in 1812, during the Paritition of Poland. Poland, at the time, had been divided up between Russia, Austria, and Prussia, and had literally disappeared from the political map of Europe. The specific events of Pan Tadeusz take place in the village of Soplicowo in Lithuania. The poem narrates the tale of two feuding noble families and the love story between Tadeusz and Zosia.


About Adam Mickiewicz

Mickiewicz was born on December 24, 1798 and died on November 26, 1855. He was born near the Polish town of Nowogrodek, into a family of the Polish nobility. At the time Nowogrodek part of the Russian Empire. Mickiewicz was educated at the University of Vilnius (Wilno in Polish), where he became involed in an underground Polish-Lithuanian freedom group. After his studies he worked as a high school tutor in Kaunas (Kowno in Polish).

Mickiewicz was arrested in 1823, at the age of 25, for his political activities. He had already published two highly acclaimed volumes of poetry, and when he was banished to Russia, and St. Petersburg, he was welcomed into the most important literary circles. He gained a reputation of his poetic improvisations and even traveled to the Crimea, where he produced his first major work  The Crimean Sonnets.

In 1823, he published Konrad Wallenrod, a heroic narrative about the conflicts between the pagan Lithuania warriors and the Teutonic Knights  which was seen by Poles as a thinly veiled tirade against Russian domination.

Mickiewicz remained in exile in Russia for five years, and when he was permitted to leave, vowed never to return to his native Lithuania as long was it remained under Russian rule. He traveled to Germany, met Goethe, visited Italian cities, and eventually settled in Rome. There he wrote Forefathers Eve (Dziady), which was based on various Slavic and Pagan religious rituals, though like Konrad Wallenod, it was also profoundly political.

In 1832, at the age of 34, Mickiewicz moved to Paris. His early days there were full of poverty and despair, until he married Celina Szymanowski, a Polish woman living in exile  who interestingly came from a Jewish family that converted to Catholicism in the wake of the failed Jewish Messiah, Jacob Frank. Celina eventually went insane, but Mickiewicz managed to gain a position as professor of Slavic languages and literature at the College de France. This appointment lasted a mere three years, though, as Mickiewicz fell under the influence of the mystical philosphy of Andrzej Towianski, which was a strange combination of religion and politics.

After several failed journalistic ventures, in 1855 Mickiewicz ventured to Turkey during the Crimean War. His aim was to organize a Polish military brigade to enter the war to fight Russia. He was accompanied by his friend Armand Levy, who was similarly attempting to organize a Jewish Legion. While visiting a military camp near Constantinople, Mickiewicz contracted cholera and died that same year.


About the Translator

Leonard Kress is the author of three collections of poetry: The Centralia Mine Fire (Flume Press), Sapphos Apples (HarrowGate Press), Orphics (Kent State University Press). The Orpheus Complex (Main Street Rag Press), Thirteens (Aureole Press), Braids & Other Sestinas (Seven Kitchens Press), and Living in the Candy Store (Finishing Line Press). He has published poetry, prose, and fiction in journals such as American Poetry Review, Missouri Review, Massachusetts Review, Iowa Review and New Letters. He has received grants in poetry, fiction, and playwriting from the Ohio Arts Council and the Pennsylvania Council on the Arts. He has studied Religion at Temple University, Polish literature and folklore at The Jagiellonian University in Krakow, Poland, and received an MFA in Writing from Columbia University. In addition Pan Tadeusz, he has also translated several of Mickiewicz Ballads and Romances, as well as the work of Jan Kochanowski (several of Laments appear in Artful Dodge  http://www.wooster.edu/artfuldodge/poetsastranslators/kress.htm), Szymon Zimorowic, Kazimiera Illakowiczowna, Tadeusz Borowski, and Czeslaw Milosz. Kress teaches art history, philosophy, literature, religion, and creative writing at Owens College in Ohio.

For more information: www.leonardkress.com
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BOOK 1. THE FARM
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O Lithuania, my native land,
you are like health  so valued when lost
beyond recovery; let these words now stand
restoring you, redeeming exiles cost.

Holy Virgin, defender of the Shrine
at Czestochowa, who illuminates1
the Ostra Gate in Vilno, whose sign2
revealed as one of her protectorates
the walled Novogrodek  who saved me once
with her miraculous glow. My tearful mother
entrusted me (it was her only chance,
I was near death) so when there was no other
cure, she helped to open up my eyes,
and once my lids were raised, though weak, I made
a pilgrimage to offer thanks and praise.

This memory of resurrection has stayed
alive in me since childhood; it makes
me hope a homesick exile might return
to wooded hills, green meadows, and the lakes
spread round the River Nieman  that Id be borne
back to that womb of gilded wheat and rye
turned silver, to the amber mustard row,
buckwheat snow, and clover, burning like a shy
girls blush  to strips of turf, ribbons that show
boundaries with green. All this I see
so clearly, down to each blossoming pear tree.

A larchwood manor stood upon the banks
of a stream, dividing groves of birch, its stone
foundation propping up the solid ranks
of oak beams and whitewashed walls, which shone
in stark relief against the darker green
of poplars all around. A barn attested
to abundant stores of grain, unseen,
and more in fields waiting to be harvested.
Black earth, gridded from countless plows,
fallow land, flowerbed, and garden  
everything about the farmstead shows
its owners lot is prosperous. Even
stranger would face, like guest, a welcome sight,
a gate, open by day, unlatched at night.

A young man raced his carriage through the yard,
halted his team by the porch and vaulted down.
His horses dragged the coach, and panting hard,
began to graze. The door was shut, the lawn
deserted  anxiously he rushed to greet
inhabitant and house alike, unlatched
the lock, dismayed he found no one to meet.

The youth was only recently dispatched
from a distant city where hed gone to school.
Now finished with his studies, he relearns
the old floor planks, eager to roam and rule
halls hung with tapestries. Now he returns
to find that nothing is unchanged. The halls
all seem less grand, perhaps a little quainter.
The portraits he remembers still grace the walls:
Kosciuszko in Cracovian dress. (The painter3
surely had in mind the time he swore,
clutching his sword, his eyes to heaven cast,
hed drive the occupier from the door
of every Pole, or make this act his last.)
Rejtan was next, mourning his freedoms loss;4
knife stuck in his own breast by his own hand,
(Plutarchs Life of Cato open across
his desk.) Next was Jasinski, his last stand:5
the hero, young, handsome, and melancholy,
beside Korsak, comrades to the end.6
(They stand in trenches aware of their huge folly:
dead Russians all around; they cant defend
Warsaw  engulfed by flames from the attack.)
Tadeusz sees the antique chiming clock,
recalling how hed tug a string in back;
repeating it provides a pleasing shock,
the same Mazurka of Dombrowski plays.7

He scours the house, searching for the room,
ten years unseen, where he had spent the days
of childhood. But now he must assume
that all has changed, finding that change quite bold.
What happened here? It seems someone rolled
a piano in, and song sheets  such disorder!
Clearly female hands had made this mess:
a hanger on the floor, a lace border  
half-draped upon a chair, an evening dress.

Fragrant plants were lined up in a row:
geranium, carnation, aster, and violet.
The young man spots new marvels down below:
right by the stream, where once there was a thicket
full of nettles, now a garden thrived,
crisscrossed by tiny paths, with clumps of mint
and English grass. There was a fencepost carved
with some initials, daisies and ribbons pinned
and marking it. The flowers were all slick
and wet; someone had sprinkled half the can
and left the garden, making such a quick
getaway, the gate still swung. Whoever ran
left shoeless footprints in the sand, though shallow,
as if these feet had barely skimmed the ground.

The traveler stood and mused beside the window,
inhaling all the scents. In his profound
confusion, he began to lean too far,
as if drawn to the garden and the path,
almost tumbling out. He began to stare
at something in the distance, taking his breath
away  a girl dressed in white, her slight
body almost uncovered, shoulders and
a swan-like neck revealed! Such a sight
is rare in Lithuania, a land
where modesty prevails. And though she thought
she was unseen, her arms were shyly crossed
to screen herself. Her hair was twisted taut
and wrapped around white paper strips  and lost,
for now, the ringlets coiled and dangling free.
And yet the rays of morning sunlight drowned
her in such a strange embellished glow, she
seemed to be a holy icon crowned.

At first she searched for something in the meadow.
He couldnt see her hidden face till she
began to run and skip. Thus he could follow
her movements, as she fell down joyously,
clasping her hands and laughing. Then she flew
up from the turf, a bird joining its flock,
over the fence, her white robe askew
and disappeared  much to the young mans shock.
He saw her next in quite a flutter, when
she hopped in through the open window, singing,
and gathered her skirt, disheveled from the run,
and approached the mirror wholly unsuspecting.
Imagine what she thought, spying the youth:
she dropped her mouth and then her hem in fright,
although she didnt turn away. His breath
left him red as a cloud in morning light.
Shielding his eyes and with apologies,
he bowed, and almost tripping, withdrew.
The girl just screamed as if some dread disease
had caused her pain, or some nightmare creature flew
into her dream. The youth peeked out once more,
almost as horrified, but she was gone.
Convinced that hed committed some grave error,
his heart pounding his chest, flooding his brain.
When he calmed down, he couldnt make the choice  
to feel ashamed by this encounter or rejoice.

Meanwhile, the guests arrival had been noticed,
and so the law of hospitality
demanded that the horses were enticed
with hay and oats of the best quality
and then stabled. The Judge abhorred the new
fashion of sending both the horse and guest
to board inside the tavern of a Jew.
Servants did not greet the youth, but lest
the reader think the Judge allowed such breach
of propriety, let it be known that they waited
until the busy Seneschal could reach8
the door. This man, so distantly related
to the Judge, now his friend, was assigned the chore
of cooking up a special meal for him  
this youth they were eagerly waiting for.
Now he rushed to find his suit and trim,
and in his room, while glancing at the clock,
hastily removed his homespun frock.

The Seneschal could clearly recognize
the youth from far away; he shouted, waved
his arms, and rushed to gaze into his eyes.
Once they embraced, nothing could be saved
for later conversation. Everything
competed for the forefront of their tangled
discourse: years of history mixing
with sighs and renewed greeting. Gaps all filled,
the mutual cross-examination ceased,
the Seneschal announced the evening feast.

Its good, he said to Tadeusz, who bore
Kosciuszkos given name, since he was born
the very year the hero fought his war.
Its good you chose this time for your return.
Youll find that we play host to quite a horde
of young ladies  so know, that in the end,
your uncle does expect youll give your word
to one you find most suitable. Both friend
and foe have also gathered to convene
the District Court; the Count will soon arrive.
This ancient feud will play its final scene,
I hope, and settle, leaving all alive.
The Chamberlain has brought his wife and daughters;9
the men are in the forest shooting quail.
Some women watch the harvest, some in their quarters  
your Uncles busy with some last detail.

The sun was setting  a broad red band
just like the glow upon some peasants brow,
who trudges home across his fresh-plowed land.
It stretched across the whole horizon now,
and twilight mist was flickering through green
branches, like tiny fires of roofing thatch
ablaze, or like a candle briefly seen
through shutters. Soon darkness drenched the patch,
the final light extinguished. Then the rows
of scythes swishing in the grain, and rakes
dragging the meadow grass  soon all grows
quiet. And only then will the Judge make
the sign announcing that the working day
is done. The Judges word on this estate
is sacred: When the sun withdraws his final ray
the farmer can retire, hed pontificate,
The Lord of Earth knows just how long to toil
before he leaves  and so we imitate.
Although some carts were waiting on the soil
for sheaves of rye, there was one to hoist.
And while they made their way back to the barn  
the oxen with their lighter load rejoiced.

All were heading home from the forest,
gaily, but in order. Children ahead
rushed in front of their tutors, the rest,
beginning with the Chamberlains wife, were led
by the Judge. Then came her family, and ladies.
somewhat older, preceding those who were still young.
Such order and these strict proprieties
seemed almost instinctual among
the groups  no one had told them to reserve
their certain spots, and yet in the household
of the Judge, all were careful to observe
ancient custom  and rarely was one bold
enough to disrespect its ways. We must
honor ones age and birth, ones office and
ones intellect, hed say, and so we trust
that both nation and home will make this land
a place where celebration is bred in.
But try to do without these attributes,
then both will surely fester and grow rotten.
Rarely did these strictures cause disputes,
and visitors adapted without care,
as quickly as they breathed his household air.

The Judge greeted his nephew with a bow;
he gravely held his hand out to be kissed
and touched his cheek to young Tadeuszs brow.
It was clear to all  the youth was sorely missed,
for though the Judge remained silent and brief,
his tears provided evidence of grief.

Then everything followed in the tracks
of the host  from the forest, pastures, meadows,
and harvest. Bleating sheep with wooly backs
were raising clouds of dust, and next, in rows
a herd of Tyrolean calves strode
on thin, stiff legs, each clanging a brass bell.
Neighing horses galloped from the mowed
meadows  all met and gathered by the well,
waiting for the beam to creak and force
water into the trough. Although his guests
awaited him, the Judge felt no remorse:
he had his work, and a good farmer tests
his stables every night. To every sty
he went, trusting only his own sight  
The Horse is Fattened by the Masters Eye.

In the hall, loitering by lantern-light,
the Seneschal and Protazy the Steward
argued. The Steward had secretly changed
the Seneschals stated plans, defied his word
about the old castle, and rearranged
the tables hed earlier removed.
This castle, situated in the wood,
had long lain ruined by neglect, which proved
as damaging as years of attack withstood.
The outraged Seneschal apologized
to the Judge, because it was too late to change
things now and made excuses for the once prized
castle, which, in days of old, as strange
as it sounds now, protected the estate.
So while the Judge pressed on, he heard
his Steward Protazy attempt to state
his case: the manor lacked the space, he feared,
for such distinguished guests, while the great hall
inside the castle had been partially
restored. The vaulted roof was solid, the wall
had many of its stained-glass panes, surely
a minor problem, since it was now summer.
Proximity to smokehouse and root cellar
would make the tasks of cooks and servants easier.
Protazy faced the Judge, avoiding war
by winking, which, he felt, explained his treason,
though clearly he concealed some deeper reason.

More than a thousand paces beyond the manor
the stately structure stood, the most ancient
Horeszko legacy, whose last successor
perished during the nations internment.
The whole domain had further been destroyed
by guardians who squandered its fortune.
Judicial interdiction further toyed
with it, until the greater part had soon
been passed to distant relatives, the rest
divided by creditors. And no one tried
to claim the castle, since even the best
intentions could not help the eager side
without great sums of cash. Until the Count,
a distant Horeszko, whod come of age,
decided that hed pay the full amount,
and wished to own both castle and its acreage.
He said he loved the Gothic architecture,
although the Judge, who hated all things Prussian,
located documents that could assure
its architect was Lithuanian.
Just as the Count announced his will, the Judge
developed quite a similar passion
for the castle. Since neither one would budge,
proceedings were begun  first in the District
Court, and finally brought before the Senate.
After great expense and numerous edict,
neither party could the courts placate.
And now, Protazy claimed, despite its fault,
the castle could hold all dignitaries
in its refectory, beneath a vault
bulging on pillars, with great tapestries
and prized trophies mounted on the wall  
the great antlers of conquered elk and stag,
heraldic treasures of the hunters call,
the name of each inscribed upon a tag,
and finally, the proud Horeszko crest,
the half-goat, painted high above the rest.

The guests entered in order and then stood
in one great circle, while the Chamberlain
assumed his place, as one of his rank should,
for that and the privilege of age dictated the main
order. He bowed to ladies, old men and young.
The Judge waited while a Bernardine monk
intoned a prayer; a Latin hymn was sung.
Vodka, served to honored guests, was drunk.
The rest sat down because it was quite late,
and silently a cold beet salad they ate.

Though young, Tadeusz was an honored guest,
his proper place among the ladies, near
the Chamberlain, who had made this request.
Between Tadeusz and the Judge, however,
a space remained conspicuously vacant,
and more than once his uncle scrutinized
the empty seat, awaiting someones prized
arrival. So Tadeusz, too, began to stare,
gazing from the door to untouched table setting.
How strange it was  right here among such fair
and highborn young ladies  he was letting
them eat in peace, when even the pickiest prince
would surely find several to his liking.
Instead, Tadeusz searched for evidence
of future occupation, barely striking
up a conversation with the daughter
of the Chamberlain, thus failing to remove
her dirty plate, or charm her into laughter,
or fill her empty glass with wine, or prove
with proper conversation that he knew
the ways of high society. The rest
of them got even less of a review,
because the youths imagination dressed
the unknown object in a charming manner,
and filled with speculation what was blank  
a thousand guesses, each bearing its banner
now hopped like frogs out of their river bank
after a storm, teeming across a meadow,
drawn to their queen floating upon the lake;
that is, the water lilys deep white brow.

Soon the Chamberlain began to take
the offered plates, and filled one daughters glass
with wine, handing a dish of pickled cucumber
to the other. I see, he said, that I must pass
this food myself, though older and clumsier...
At once a crew of young men leaped to serve
the young ladies. The Judge, arching his brow,
gave his nephew a stare that could unnerve
anyone, and straightened out his caftan to show
he wished to speak. Pouring out some wine
from Hungary, he began: The latest fashion
now dictates that our youth follow a line
straight to the capital. Now all our sons,
and grandsons, too, we wont deny,
have more book-learning than the rest of us,
but how they suffer for it  and how I decry
this new practice! Im bothered by this fuss
over education; they cant teach
the proper way to act out in the world.
Back in my day, excuse me if I preach,
a youth would go to live in the household
of a noble. Yes, I myself was sent
to the court of the father of our honored guest;
he counseled me until he could present
me to society, molded like the best
of men. He kept me till he thought me fit,
and we should praise his soul for his guidance,
for if this household did not benefit,
as others did, its not from lack of chance:
Farming the land is what I clearly chose;
I never sought to rise up to the ranks
to which others, more praiseworthy, rose.
No one ever can reproach me, thanks
to him, who taught me never to offend
by lacking honesty or courtesy,
a science quite exact, but not an end
in itself. For even the most skillfully
executed clicking of the heels
or greeting smile, can signify no more
than ways in which a shopkeeper steals.
The ancient Polish code offers a store
of knowledge for each different situation.
No child can love by being impolite;
nor husband and wife. And for every station,
from master down to servant, there is one right
and proper way, and each encounter is
occasion for new honesty. A man
must listen to his elders, for this
is the only way to learn about ones clan
and family, the domestic annals
and history. Each nobleman could know
all things about his brethren and his rivals,
and thus, accordingly, know to show
respect, or guard his manner. Yet today,
we dare not ask what sort of man one is  
who bore him, with whom he spent the day,
or where he lived  nothing can be remiss.
We let in beggars, even former spies,
just like Vespassion the Roman, who10
could sniff his filthy lucre as his prize,
no matter who had touched it, for all he knew
about were valid stamps, his sole concern  
friendship reduced to gold a Jew might earn.

The Judge surveyed his guests around the table,
for though he knew his speech was clear and fluent,
the patience of the young was questionable,
likely to be tried by even the most eloquent.
But everyone listened in deep silence,
and so he sought the Chamberlains support,
who seemed at first to show indifference
to everything except refilling his port.
So courtesy, the Judge went on to say,
is no small thing, for once one learns the customs
of another age, he can begin to weigh
the import of his own. His virtue comes
under scrutiny  at least he has a scale
on which to balance his errant behavior.
Especially when we send a young male
to the home of a female, the worthier
traits, if they are inbred, are apparent.
The path that leads from youthful flirtation
to marriage, likewise joins both parent
and house. Such was our elders instruction.
Thus the Judge concluded his speaking turn;
his glance at Tadeusz appeared quite stern.

The Chamberlain fingered his gold snuffbox,
tapping it. It was, he said, much worse.
I dont know who to blame for this new pox
that now both young and old are want to curse.
But I remember times when all things French
became the rage, the country overrun  
young men like the Mongol horde  like some stench
from God knows where, the damage quickly done.
Custom, tradition, style of dress declined;
and no house lacked some sniveling young snot,
whining though his nose as he reclined,
his pockets stuffed  gazettes, brochures, such rot!
They lauded new beliefs, laws, and toilettes;
this rabble had us under such a grip,
surely God unleashed his wrath and threats,
and taking our good sense, he seemed to strip
us of our reason. Some, in fact, predicted
the nations quick demise; for even honest
citizens were soon to be infected
by a plague that earlier had them distressed.
Once a dandy was no better than a germ,
a foreign sickness from across the border,
but soon they even ceased to make us squirm,
and rage only increased all the disorder.
Sadly, no one was trying to prevent
this masquerading carnival that enacted
that ushered in the slavery of Lent.
Even when I was young I was distracted:
one time when sitting in my fathers yard,
a coach arrived, intent to make a visit,
and all, like swallows following a buzzard,
raced behind. It was his damned outfit
all were so curious to glimpse, as well
as the strange coach. Such overwhelming envy
for my house they felt, under the spell
of the two-wheeled chaise, anxious to finally see.
The French called it a cabriole, and in
the footmans seat, instead of a servant,
two puppies sat. And in the box, a thin
German, whose legs, if they had not been bent,
looked just like poles we use to stake our hops.
His boots with silver buckles dangled down.
The old men laughed at first and couldnt stop,
until a peasant proclaimed with a frown,
crossing himself, that in this German carriage
the Venetian Devil was crisscrossing the world.
And if you saw that Germans equipage,
Im sure you would agree. He wore a curled
wig, that he said was his golden fleece;
to us it seemed like matted hair for lice11
to burrow in. His face was like a monkeys
or a parrots, yet after looking twice,
do you think that anyone opposed this style,
saying that he preferred our Polish attire
to this pathetic aping? And so, while
first there wasnt either praise or ire,
soon the young embraced this prejudice
for all things French. And sooner or later,
they said, the old would see it was progress;
anyone opposed was called a traitor.
This man said he intended to reform us,
to civilize us and correct our ways.
All this newfound freedom  such a fuss  
as if the French alone began the craze
that all men are equal. As much is writ
inside the pages of the Holy Scripture,
or so we hear in sermons from the pulpit.
How could this doctrine gain in such stature,
when in the world such blindness does prevail?
Since no one believed in ancient verity,
it must have appeared in some French journal!
This man, unequally, was a Marquis,
a title that in Paris was the style.
And since fashion in Paris does not stagnate,
but changes, as it does, once in while  
he was a Democrat. And yet his fate
shifted again with Napoleons rise:
he is a Baron now, though hed convert
again...and so would Poles. We take the prize  
for when a Frenchman sweats we change our shirt.

Praise God, that when our sons now go away,
its not to buy new clothes or even pamphlets,
or learn by sitting in a Paris cafe,
the proper way the French run-up their debts.
But now we have our dear Napoleon,
who has no time for idle talk of fashions,
who cares less for a frock than for a weapon,
and wishes that Poland, of all nations,
become what it once was  The Republic!
From such laurels, the tree of freedom springs.
How sad our struggle still drags on, how sick
we have become of idleness and waiting
for even the scantiest of news. Robak,
he said, turning quietly to the priest,
Perhaps there is some word that youve brought back.
Do we have forces gathering  at least?
I know nothing, the monk replied rudely.
Im bored by politics. If theres a letter
postmarked Warsaw, then most assuredly
its news regarding my monastic order,
petty disputes that would most likely burn
the ears of a layman lacking all concern.

This said, he looked askance at one new guest,
Captain Rykov, an old soldier from Moscow
quartered in the village, troops at rest.
He was invited by the Judge to show
his courtesy; but this Rykov devoured
his food and barely spoke, until they mentioned
Warsaw. My friend, the Russian spoke in lowered
tones, Now please dont think me ill-intentioned
if I bring up this Bonaparte. Im not a spy;
I understand how much you love your homeland;
you are Poles and Im Russian, and that is why
we have an armistice, so we can stand
together and not fight, but drink and eat.
I often talked to Frenchmen at the post  
wed toast with vodka  before we could repeat
the act again, the cannonballs were tossed.
We Russians say that anyone you fight
you first must like. Caress the bride before
the wedding  then you beat her every night.
I guess Im saying that there will be war.
My Major Plut had visitors today;
theyre all prepared to march, so I must go
against the French or Turks, but either way,
this Bonaparte will put on quite a show!
Without Suvorov  hell just wipe us out.12
Ive heard them whisper in my regiment
that Bonaparte used magic when he fought;
and so did Suvorov. Inside his tent,
during a battle he once disappeared,
transformed himself into a baying hound
to chase this clever Bonaparte, who cleared
the way when he became a fox. When found,
he changed into a cat with claws. My source
claimed that Suvorov was a horse and boar.
This sorcery was served with the next course;
When suddenly all heard a slamming door.

Someone appeared who was both young and fair;
and her entrance, her beauty and stature
surprised them all, so all began to stare.
Clearly, all except Tadeusz knew her.
She was slender with an attractive shape,
wearing a gown composed of layered silk,
low-cut, with a collar of folded crepe
and short sleeves. She held a fan shed tilt
to hide her mouth, then twirl like a plaything,
causing sparks to flicker from its handle.
Her hair was circled into tiny winding
strands, braided with ribbons  while the sparkle
from an almost hidden diamond shone
much like a star within a comets tail.
Such dress, the guests remarked in a hushed tone,
Was inappropriate in each detail.

Her dress was short, her entrance was so quick,
her legs remained unseen, almost gliding
like a puppet made to slide upon a stick
in Nativity plays, by young boys hiding
behind a sheet. But when she shyly curtsied,
and tried to sit down in the place reserved,
she found it very difficult indeed  
the rows of benches had her all unnerved:
should she disturb the row, or should she hop?
Skillfully, she slid into her place
(A billiard ball might score with such a drop),
but not before she brushed Tadeuszs face.
It seems she caught her flounce on someones knee,
and lost balance; and so to keep from toppling,
she had to grab his shoulder, and politely
apologized for such an awkward cling.
She sat between him and the Judge; in place,
she didnt eat; she just surveyed the room and fanned,
adjusting her collar of Flemish lace,
and twirling ringlets with her tiny hand.

This interruption didnt last so long;
whispers began, then speaking, though subdued,
because the men reviewed the hunt. Soon strong
words flowed from the stubborn Notary, who argued13
the hare was captured by his bobtail runt.
The outraged Sheriff, adding to the strife,14
insisted that his Falcon led the hunt.
The feud increased in pitch, becoming rife
with threats and accusations from the bobtails
boasting owner. When, finally, the rest
were asked, and when all of the hunts details
were weighed, experts and viewers all expressed
the same judgment: it was the Notarys hound.
Meanwhile, the Judge was busily engaged
in conversation: I offer my profound
apologies about the way weve staged
this meal, he told the lady at his side.
Our guests must eat; theyre tired from the chase.
If I knew youd be joining us, Id have tried
arranging this in some more pleasant place.
He carefully replenished wine consumed,
while the fierce debate was once again resumed.

While others at both ends were occupied,
Tadeusz scrutinized the unknown face,
recalling how, at first meeting, he tried
to guess, after she left without a trace.
His heart raced as clues revealed the prize,
the mystery now solved, and even more,
he felt as though his wishes could materialize  
she was the one whod startled him before.
True, she seemed to be somewhat taller,
but evening dress adds inches to ones height;
and though her hair, which had a golden color
and seemed shorter, now glowed raven in the light
reddening the hall... He hadnt really
seen her face before, and so his mind
composed one: eyes that were both black and steely.
pale skin and cherry lips. And now hed find
the new face matched this made-up one. The age
only seemed different  the garden maid
had grown older, a more mature visage.
And though Baptismal papers tend to aid
in such inquests, he had to drop the case,
for desire can fuse all ages into one,
and youth is quite eager to find a place
for innocence, even when there is none.

Tadeusz, twenty, surely not so old,
had dwelt in Vilno since his childhood,
raised by a priest with an old-fashioned hold
over his ward, whose strict rule often stood
to stifle his instincts. And so Tadeusz
returned home to his family a pure soul,
and thus in something of a hectic rush
to put in action his imagined role,
permission for his long forbidden freedom.
He knew that he was handsome and vigorous,
inheriting from his parents the sum
of the Soplicas strengths so various:
he had a soldiers spirit and good looks,
and like his kin, less interested in books.

In other ways Tadeusz resembled
his ancestors: he rode well on horseback,
was quick on foot, the envy of all assembled;
its just that he was bored by learnings lack
of action. He preferred to shoot and fence,
aware the army was his destination,
according to his fathers testaments.
He marched to drums instead of education.
But suddenly his uncle changed the rule;
he was commanded to come home and marry,
to take over the farm. And now, to fuel
his interest, knowing youth is often wary,
they placed a village under his control,
the rest of the estate promised in whole.

Tadeuszs good qualities and virtue
were not unnoticed by a certain guest,
who studied him from varied points of view  
his strong shoulders, his height, and his broad chest.
But now, catching her scrutinizing stare,
he didnt blush, seemingly recovered
from his first timid look. Now he could dare
to return her gaze  as bold as a flame that shimmered.
And so between four eyes, a glow now passed,
like tapers set in place for Advent Mass.

At first in French she started with a question  
Where had he been and why had he returned?
And then about new books, her sole intention
was to discover what Tadeusz learned.
She was curious to find out everything  
music, painting, sculpture, even dance,
from brushstroke to quick pirouette, pressing,
until Tadeusz felt the siege of her advance.
Although he didnt want to seem a fool,
he stammered like a child in front of class.
Luckily, the teacher had a lenient rule
and changed topics, careful not to harass
his intellect. She talked of country cares,
how to amuse oneself and pass the day,
how to fill it with curious affairs.
Tadeusz grew bold  they began to play
and joke, quarrel in jest, head to head.
In little time they had become close friends;
she placed in front of him three crusts of bread,
demanding that he choose one of the ends.
When he picked out the nearest one, the daughter
of the Chamberlain frowned, turning aside,
guessing what was hinted at by laughter,
and what this chosen crust now signified.

A very different game was being played
far at the other end of the same table.
Suddenly adherents, whod been swayed
to the side of Falcon, were no longer able
to defend, launching attacks mercilessly
at the bobtails champion, both sides ignoring
the final course of food. Vociferously
they quarreled, drinking wine, imploring.
The Notary was the most obstinate:
he bellowed like trumpet without break,
using dramatic gestures to illustrate
(just like the lawyer that he was), to make
his case  for which he was nicknamed Preacher.
His hands were set apart, his elbows bent,
his manicured fingers became a creature,
while with his nail he tried to represent
the leash. We were both head to head, I
and the Sheriff, one hand upon the trigger
of a double-barrel gun, ready to fly.
Then off they went, the hounds after the hare,
which flew across the field fast as an arrow.
As he was speaking, his thick fingers scurried
across the tabletop, trying to show
the motion of the hounds. The pace was hurried,
and they caught up beside a flower bed.
So Falcon raised his tail for he was quick,
but too eager. And even though he led
my bobtail by an ear, that damn hares trick
ruined it all! That hare was running straight,
leading the pack of wildly yelping hounds;
then like a little goat, it leapt  too late!
The dogs grew dumb, confused, they looked around
for no more than a second...with one hop,
the hares off to the wood. Then with a whack
the Notary pounded the tabletop.
His voice exploded, causing the wood to crack,
which startled Tadeusz and his new friend.
Their heads flew back like trees in a fierce gale;
the youth withdrew his grip, preparing to defend;
faces reddened before they both turned pale.

Tadeusz tried not to betray his inattention,
proclaiming that the truth, without a doubt,
was that the bobtail fired the imagination
with his fine form and predatory snout.
Predatory! the Notary shouted,
if not for that he wouldnt be my favorite.
Smiling, Tadeusz said he doubted
hed seen a hound so free of bad habit.
Regretfully, I came after the shoot,
and missed so much of his fine attribute.

The Sheriffs glass dropped from his trembling hand;
he cast at Tadeusz a serpenty look.
This Sheriff was a quiet soul, less grand
than the Notary; he rarely shook.
But at banquets, and in the District Council,
his burning wit had branded him a terror.
His jokes were so malicious and spiteful,
they often sent men running for the censor.
Long ago his property and wealth
he squandered  and his fathers legacy,
his brothers fortune, not to his mention health,
prancing about in high society.
Later on he served the District Court,
holding on to some waning importance.
He remained fond of hunting, just for sport,
and blaring trumpets, beaters, all events
this day served to remind him of his past  
his pack of hounds and all his famous breeds.
His kennel now had dwindled to its last;
how dare they try to minimize the deeds
of his favorite! So stroking his mustache,
he spoke and cast a smile almost venomous:
A tail-less dog  a banker lacking cash.
Id say a tail thats cropped is spurious
evidence of a speedy good nature.
So I defer my judgment to your aunt
Telimena, whose knowledge is more sure
than what we hear from lesser hunters rant.

This unexpected thunderbolt confused
Tadeusz, and he lost his power of speech,
eyeing his rival, as he felt abused.
Fortunate for all, a minor breach
of propriety was snuffed out in the crowd;
the Chamberlain sneezed loudly once, then twice.
Vivat! the whole room shouted as he bowed
his head, and sniffling, dried his teary eyes,
Tapping his gold snuffbox with its portrait
of King Stanislaw, diamonds inlaid,15
a gift from the distinguished head of state
to his father, and which he now displayed.
His tapping signaled that he wished the floor:
The evening meal is not the proper forum.
To rant and rave like this becomes a bore.
Why dont we meet again when hunters come;
then both of you can test this case once more.
And you, most honored Judge, along with Pani
Telimena, and the other guests,
will take the time to form a hunting party.
Our friend Protazy will inform the rest;
the Seneschal will come. He said enough,
coughed, and passed the older men some snuff.

The Seneschal was seated with the hunters;
he listened silently, squinting his eyes.
The young men often asked him for pointers
about hunting and valued his replies.
He measured out a pinch from the snuffbox,
and brooded for some time before he took it;
his sneeze rattled the chimes on several clocks.
He shook his head before smiling a bit:
Im shocked by this, and it truly grieves me
to sit and watch this noble gathering
argue like this about something so petty
as canine appendages  how disturbing!
What if Rejtan came back  deceased no more?

Im sure hed rush back to his empty grave.
Or Niesiolowski, once our governor,16
whose kennel of fine hounds we urge to save,
who maintains two hundred hunters in grand style,
and almost as many hunting nets on drays.
And yet he sits in monkish self-denial,
refusing to take part in hunts these days.
This current vogue appalls him  chasing rabbits!
Wheres the glory? I would gladly name,
using the language of hunters, whats fit
to shoot: boar, wolf, bear, and elk are game,
while those without a tusk, a horn, or claw
are meant for servants, hired hands, that lot
of men who violate the hunters law
by sprinkling into muskets their birdshot.
Of course, there was a time when some poor hare
might hop out from behind a horses hoof;
then wed unleash the dogs and let them share
the sport with younger boys, so they could prove
to their fathers that they could handle ponies.
We barely watched the game, and never quarreled.
Forgive me, but I hope it wont displease
the Chamberlain  to have the order annulled.
In such folly I never will set foot!
My family name Hreczecha derives its fame
from the great King Lech of legend; such pursuit17
will only insult that illustrious name.

While all the youths laughed uncontrollably,
those present rose in place around the table;
the Chamberlain was most deservedly
honored by all, and he put on his sable
cloak, then bowed to let the others stand.
The monk followed in line beside the host,
who gave the Chamberlains dear wife his hand;
nodding to his aunt, Tadeusz crossed,
offering her his steady arm  after
the Notary leading the Seneschals daughter.

Tadeusz walked the guests out to the stable,
morose, angry, he paused to analyze
the days events  the first meeting, the table
games and arguments, the great surprise
of his aunts arrival, for her very name
buzzed in his ear, annoying as a fly.
He wanted to discover why she came,
but couldnt find the steward Protazy,
whod left with all the guests as was required,
preparing several manor rooms for night.
The old men and the ladies now retired;
servants busied about extinguishing the light.
Tadeusz reached the barn, showing the way
to other youths whod sleep on piles of hay.

The whole manor was silent in an hour,
hushed as a cloister after evening prayer;
the only sound came from the watchmans tower.
It seemed that all were sleeping without care;
only the Judge refused to shut his eyes.
As master of the farm he had to plan
excursions to the fields, to organize
the banquet  giving orders to huntsman,
steward, scribe, as well as the grain keepers,
to check over the daily account book.
When he finally wished to join the sleepers,
he called upon Protazy to unhook
his belt from Sluck, which was finely embossed18
with crimson flowers and rows of gold brocade
on its front  rich, black silk crisscrossed
with silver thread sewn on the other side.
The gold side could be worn on holiday,
the black for solemn occasion, to mourn.
Only Protazy knew the proper way
to unclasp it and fold, after it was worn.

The Judge asleep, Protazy found the hall.
He sat and lit a candle; from his pocket
he carefully removed a book hed call
his Golden Altar, or devotions fit
for home as well as trip. It was, in fact,
the court record  in which he always wrote
on matters which the court was due to act.19

So many of these cases he could quote,
because as Court Bailiff hed called them out.
Although this book might seem mere registry,
to Protazy its names could bring about
fantastic scenes: He could see Oginski
now suing Wizigird; and the Dominicans
and Rzymsza; Rzymsza and Wysogird;
Radziwills fight to stop Wysogirds plans;
Wareszczak versus Giedrojc, who was feared;
Rdutowski, Obruhowicz suing Jews;
Jaraha and Piotrowski, Maleski, face to face
with Mickiewicz; and then the latest news,
The Count Horeszkos long embattled case
against the Judge Soplica. He conjured
up the memory of courtroom and great trial;
soon litigant and witness both appeared.
And he was dressed in dark blue robes, a style
quite judicial  silent, with one hand
upon the bench, the other on his sword.
In his vision, Protazy might demand
order, but every now and then a word
of evening prayer slipped in. Fighting to keep
awake, he lost his courtroom scene to sleep.

Such were the many joys that could be found
throughout the Lithuanian countryside.
While the rest of the world horribly drowned
in blood and tears, the God of War now plied
his trade with clouds of regiments and arms,
his chariot harnessed to gold and silver
eagles. From northern Africa he swarms20
straight to the soaring Alps, casting his thunder
at the Pyramids, Tabor, and Austerlitz.
Conquest and Victory in front and back,
advancing north, sending a roaring blitz
of glorious deeds, allowing knights to hack
their way up to the Niemans craggy shore  
defended by Moscow in frightened rage,
building an iron wall to block out rumor
of a threat more dreadful than Bubonic plague.

From time to time stories might reach our land,
in Lithuania, when some old beggar
missing a leg or arm extends his only hand
for bread. Accepting alms, he turns to stare
with caution at the manor: If there is
no Russian soldier, yarmulke, or red
collar, then he shamelessly confesses
there was Polish Legion he once led.
Now he returns his old and weary bones
to a homeland he can no more defend.
The family welcomes him in tearful tones,
beseeching him for stories  without end  
to verify all the fantastic tales
theyve heard: about their General Dombrowski21
in Lombardy, with his army of Poles;
about Kniazewicz, who in Rome still lags,22
because in victory he snatched from Caesars
descendants over one hundred bloody flags,
cast in defiance at the French leaders;
how Jablonowski still remains in tents
in Africa, with his Danubian Legion  
the air there full of sugar and pepper scents.
Though springtime is eternal in this region,
he longs for Poland  almost in despair.

The old mans talk spreads round the countryside;
a youth who overhears might disappear,
and sneak through forest, bog, and plain, to ride,
chased by Russian soldiers drawing near.
He dives into the Niemans icy waters,
swimming to the Warsaw Duchys shores,23
greeted with kinds words and safe quarters.
And yet, before he enters through their doors,
he mounts a hilly bank to taunt the Russians
breathlessly: Well meet again some day!
So many like him fled across partitions:
Gorecki, Pac, Piotrowksi stole away,
Obruchowicz, Janowski, Rozycki,
Brochowski and the Mierzejewski brothers,
Gedymin, Berentowicz, Obolewski,
forced to abandon all. And there were others,
who left their family and homeland far
behind, their money plundered by the Tsar.

And then one day a wandering monk appeared
collecting alms. When he was satisfied
the manor harbored no one to be feared,
he removed papers that hed sewn inside
his scapular  coveted information,
number of troops, the name of every legion
commander, then victorious description,
or else obituary. After uncertain
years, a family might gain news of the glory
or death of sons. If so, the house would mourn
in secret, and dare not reveal the story.
Neighbors could only speculate from forlorn
expressions or smiles restrained  dead,
alive. Faces were scrutinized and read.

Father Robak was such a monk. He tried24
to catch the Judge in private; afterwards,
fresh news dispersed throughout the countryside.
His bearing, though, was unlike Saint Bernards;
new to the cowl, he hadnt grown so old
in cloistered halls. A scar above his ear
extended to his brow; there was a bold
lance-gash upon his chin, and it was clear
he wasnt wounded reading his psalter.
His gestures suited life lived in a camp:
when serving mass, and turning from the altar,
his movement had a military stamp,
a right face executed on command.
The way that he pronounced the liturgy
a disciplined squadron might understand;
even the altar boy felt like an inductee.

This monk cares less about the intercession
of the Saints, preferring politics;
and he is known to linger at the station,
receiving letters that he quickly sticks
inside his hood  dispatching messengers.
At night he often sneaks out in the dark
to nearby manor houses, where he whispers.
Peasants drinking in taverns remark
about his talk. The Judge will not refuse
to let him in  surely he has some news.


BOOK 2. THE CASTLE
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Who doesnt miss the time when he was young?
Wandering through fields, alert, carefree,
whistling  over his shoulder a rifle slung.
A time when no rampart, fence, or boundary
could halt his stride, forest and field un-owned.
Because in Lithuania, a hunter,
like a ship at sea, feels free to roam round
the world. He looks to the heavens like a seer,
at clouds whose meaning he alone divines,
just like a wizard in the woods, searching for signs.

Look, in the meadow, a corncrake shrieks,
darting about like a pike in the water;
a lark, caught in the deepest sky, soon breaks
free; an eagle spreads its wings for slaughter  
into the wind  terrorizing the sparrow,
like a shooting star that haunts the Tsar.
A hawk, suspended in the undertow,
wings extended to halt its peaceful soar,
comes crashing down wildly to earth to snare
some unsuspecting field mouse or hare.

Oh, when will our poor martyred exile end?
And when will we regain ancestral fields,
to serve a cavalry that will defend
against gray hares only; as soldiers to wield
our swords against game birds; to use
no other weapon than the plow, watering can
and scythe  while late at night we peruse
the household ledger  not some battle plan.

Dawn was already appearing in the back
of Soplica Manor  through the old roof thatch
and chinks, into the barn, streaking the stack
of hay, the pungent bed, making it catch
the light, much like a ribbon in a braid.
The beams of light were teasing dreaming boys,
as if some giggling village girl had laid
sprigs of wheat upon their cheeks. The noise
began as sparrows twittered in the eves,
perking up a goose, whose honks would rouse
opposing choruses of ducks and turkeys,
echoed by the bellowing of cows.

While the others awoke, Tadeusz slept,
because hed been the last one to retire.
Crowing cocks and preening hens kept
him anxious and disturbed, as though a fire
blazed inside the hay. Towards dawn his torment broke
and he slept soundly, till a windy draft
opened his eyes, and the barn door creak
roused him, just as Father Robak rushed past.
Surge Puer, time to get up!  he yelled,
and jokingly flailed his knotted hemp belt.

The hunters cheers already could be heard;
the horses led and all the wagons hitched,
so many crammed inside the penned-in yard.
Kennels spring open and brass horns pitched
fanfares; a pack of wild yelping hounds
rush out to see the leashes and the whips.
They scamper in a frenzy all around
the yard, until each one finds a man who slips
the collar on  and so it is decreed
by the Chamberlain: the hunt shall proceed.

The horses cantor slowly, single-file,
and once they pass the gate break into trot.
The Sheriff and the Notary cast vile
glances back and forth, each like a shot.
They speak like friends, prepared to duel, restrained,
their honors sullied in mortal dispute.
Both of their hounds follow on leash, well-trained;
next come the ladies, young men in pursuit,
who chat, then gallop across the ground.

Father Robak walked across the yard.
As he concluded morning prayers, he frowned
at Tadeusz, then smiled. He stayed and stared
a while, before he waved his hand and crowned
his enigmatic gesture with a threatening
finger to the nose  as the youth approached.
In spite of Tadeuszs questioning
entreaties, he remained there, unreproached,
as the monk strode off, drawing up his cowl.
Tadeusz left, confounded by his scowl.

Just then the hunters tightened up their grip
and the whole party halted in its place.
Someone held a finger to his lip,
and silently the others turned to face
the Judge, whose hand offered explanation.
All understood that he had spotted game;
the Notary and Sheriff left their station
trotting, while Tadeusz did the same.
It had been long since he had ridden there,
and it was hard to spot, in the gray expanse,
amid gray field stones, the gray hare.
The Judge was pointing to a rock in the distance:
a frightened hare was crouched beneath, its ears
stuck out, its red eye watched the hunters ride.
Spellbound, aware of its grim fate, its fears
kept it in place; it was now petrified.

The air grew thick and dusty as the runt
tugged at his leash, Falcon following close.
The owners shrieks mixed with canine grunt;
neither could find his hound amid such chaos.

The Count arrived after the chase began.
He showed up in the castle woods  always late
by reputation, though he did have plans
to be on time. It was his wretched fate
to oversleep. So with his servants well-scolded,
he rushed to find the hunters all dispersed,
and galloped after them, his coat unfolded
and flapping in the wind. The Count rode first,
followed closely by his mounted servants,
with slick black caps, short coats, colored hankies,
white pantaloons, dressed up for these events,
and named by him, his little English Jockeys.

This colorful swarm galloped through the pasture;
the Count spotted the castle and he halted,
insisting to himself that all the grandeur
he saw, restored and beautified  the vaulted
roof, turrets, and walls  was some new sight.
The tower, he marveled, was twice as tall,
protruding through the mist to dizzying height;
the roof was gilded now above the hall;
behind the iron grates, the chipped glass panes
glittered from the eastern light. The lower
floors were cloaked in morning mist, the stains
and nicks and cracks were hidden in this bower.
The wind picked up the hunters distant cries,
whipping them against the castles side;
the Count could swear this coveted old prize
was secretly restored and occupied.

The Count was always fond of new landscapes.
He called such views sublime, and he considered
himself Romantic, although his flowing capes
concealed a nature many called absurd
or eccentric. When he would hunt a hare
or fox, hed often halt before he fired  
to gaze up at the sky, like a cat aware
of a sparrow above the pines, sad and tired.
Often, like a young recruit, he wandered
off, as if deserting the field of battle,
and hunted with no hound or gun, or squandered
lazy afternoons beside the cattle,
lying by a stream, head bowed and mute,
still as a heron eyeing fish to be
consumed. The Counts habits were so acute,
that people thought him touched by lunacy.
They honored, though, his ancient line and views,
enlightened, even in respect to Jews.

Suddenly, the Counts horse veered and crossed
the path, trotting to the castle walk;
fearing that his vision might be lost,
the Count began to sketch it with some chalk.
While making his etude he glanced inside
and saw a man examining each stone,
seeming to count, displaying such odd pride
in his upturned head, standing alone.
At once the Count recalled and shouted out,
although it took a minute till Gervazy
could respond. It was, without a doubt,
the last Horeszko retainer, a crazy
old man, whose ruddy face was ridged as from
a plow. Now gloomy and severe (his wit,
once treasured by the gentry who would come
to the castle, had hidden its habit).
Since his master had fallen in bloody battle
years before, hed kept his humor locked
away, and rarely ventured in the saddle
to fair or wedding feast  all smiles blocked.
And yet, there are some things that never change:
he dressed in the Horeszko livery,
an ancient noble style that might seem strange
today  a yellow greatcoat with embroidery,
trimmed with a golden braid, with the half-goat
heraldic crest in silk. He wore this old
rag constantly, and neighbors seeing the coat
would yell, half-goat!  although he also told
scores of ancient proverbs, and so replied,
when others called, to Milord. They likewise called
him Nick, because across the top and side,
swords had scratched his head, completely bald.
His proper family name was Rembajlo;
his crest was little known, although the title,
Warden, fits him perfectly  hell go
about tending the locks, a job vital,
a great key ring still dangles from his belt.

Gervazy and the Count entered the hall;
the old man spoke, his words so deeply felt:
So many castle stones you see  yet all
of them are fewer than the casks of wine
opened in celebration when the gentry
came to this castle, invited to dine.
After every District Assembly,
name-day feast or hunt, wed drag the kegs
up from the cellar, belted to our waist.
At banquets we would drain them to the dregs,
while in the gallery, musicians raised
a song, sung to the organs thunderous tones.
During each toast, the trumpets bellowed out,
as if the Judgment Day were raising bones;
and then a host of vivats  one grand shout!
First, of course, the Polish King was praised,
the Archbishop, and then the health of the Queen,25
the nobles, the Republic. When we raised
cups a fifth time, while heads began to lean,
someone always proclaimed, Let us love
one another! Then wed all repeat
these words unceasingly, until above,
wed catch the morning sun and rush to meet
wagon and driver lined-up to take us home.

Gervazy silenced; then they began to roam
through rooms, although he always seemed to gaze
up to the vaulted ceiling  memories
clearly welling up within, from days
long past, joyous and sorrowful stories.
He fought them off, and bowing, seemed to say:
its all over. And this was such torment,
these things he couldnt see or drive away,
although he waved his arms, remaining silent.
Inside the mirrored hall, the shiny glass
was gone or cracked inside the ornate frame.
The old man walked beneath the arch to pass
onto the balcony, head bowed in shame
and buried in his hands  such great despair.
The Count knew nothing of this history,
but nonetheless was moved, able to share
Gervazys suffering over past glory.
The old man trembled, raising his right hand:
Never, never can there be agreement
between Soplicas and the Horeszkos!
And you, dear Count, should clearly understand:
that same Horeszko blood inside you flows  
the Pantlers kin descended through your mother,26
born to the Castellans second daughter,27
who was the uncle of my Lords brother.
So listen to this heinous tale of slaughter
that took place on the very spot you stand.
The Pantler, my deceased dear Lord, the head
noble in the district owning land,
had a single daughter, and it was said
she was an angel courted by young devils.
Among them was a certain wild brawler,
Jacek Soplica, called in jest for his revels
and arrogance, the Senator-caller,
though in reality, his influence
was vast  his family held three-hundred votes.
Jacek had just a small inheritance,
possessing just a plot of land, dovecotes,
a saber, and mustaches, ear to ear.
My Lord, the Pantler, often summoned him,
asking this troublemaker to appear
when he would entertain  it was his whim
to be well-liked by all his countrymen.
You can imagine the pride and arrogance
bristling the bullys mustache when
my Lord would greet him making his entrance.
He thought he might become the son-in-law
of my dear Lord, because he was received
so graciously; but when the servants saw
his true intent, how quickly they relieved
him of his urge to roost; quickly they served
the black soup, signifying refusal.28
But still shed gaze at Soplica, unnerved,
afraid her father might catch her perusal.

It was back in the time of Kosciuszko,
back when my Lord supported the Constitution
of the Third of May, wishing to show
his solidarity for the Confederation.29
Russian troops had just surrounded the castle;
there was no time to fire the alarms;
we couldnt bar the gate, it seemed futile:
the castle was not stocked and we lacked arms.
Besides the Lord and lady, only the cook
and his helpers, all inebriated,
the Parish priest and the lackey he took
with him, and four brave servants. Thus we waited
with guns by windows, till they swarmed across
the terrace, whooping and screaming, then picked
them off. We couldnt tell who took the loss;
the servants kept firing, though all were nicked
by bullets, and my Lord and I defended
the balcony. Amid the noise and terror,
the parish priest and the ladies tended
the twenty emptied muskets on the floor.
We fired one; the next was quickly brought,
then laid down and reloaded. Yet a hail
of bullets from the Russian soldiers caught
us by surprise  but they were doomed to fail  
we were better marksmen. So three times they
reached the entrance, and every time we shot
their legs right out from under them. Away,
behind the shed they flew, that cowardly lot!
Dawn was breaking, so the Pantler snuck
out to the balcony, and when hed catch
a Muscovite raise up his head, he struck  
a black visor would roll across the path.
They didnt even try to steal away
behind the wall. Seeing his enemy
confused, the Pantler improvised a play,
an incursion. Raising his sword, he
commanded the servants and turned his face
to me, when suddenly, a shot rang out
which sent him stumbling all over the place.
The Pantler turned quite red and tried to shout,
but coughed up blood. A bullet lodged inside
his chest, and yet he still staggered  I dont
know how he could  clutching his breast he tried
to point. I recognized, standing in front
of the gate, that same Soplica, that scoundrel,
his face and long mustaches, and I knew
he was the one that killed the Pantler. The barrel
of his raised gun was still smoking. I drew
my pistol  that brigand was my target.
It discharged twice. Though he stood petrified,
I missed  I was too angry and upset.
The women screamed. I knew my Lord had died.

Gervazy silenced, bursting into tears,
and then concluding: Russians had already
broken down the gate; and all our fears
came true  my Lord had died, and me, unsteady.
Luckily, Parafianowicz came to aid,
with two-hundred Mickiewiczes riding
behind, all eager to arrange a raid
on Soplicas, hatred no more in hiding.

And thus a strong, pious, and just man perished,
a man elected to a Senate seat,
who held the staff, a man who even cherished
his peasants, yes, a man whod always treat
nobles as his brothers. He lacked a son to swear
vengeance, although his faithful servant would.
Into his fatal wounds I dipped my rapier,
and when my pocket knife was drenched in blood,
I swore Id thrust it in Soplicas neck.
Surely youve heard about my pocket knife  
meetings and fairs, always poised to wreck.
I tracked them down with it for my whole life,
and hewed down two of them on horseback, shaking
two more in duels. And then I set on fire
a wooden building, just to set one baking
like a mudfish, though I have no desire
to count his ears among the ones I severed.
So only one remained without reminder
of my vengeance  only his brother weathered
the years, a wealthy boasting man whose manor
fields abut this castle ground. And yet
he is respected as a judge. Will you
give him this precious floor so he can set
his bloody feet on it, to wipe them too?
No, not as long as I have strength to raise
one finger on my hand; I wont be docile!
My penknife is still worthy of its praise:
Soplica will not occupy this castle!

Oh yes, shouted the Count, raising his fist,
I had forebodings that I loved these walls.
How could such treasures be so long dismissed?
So many lively scenes, so many tales.
When I seize back this castle of my ancestors,
you will be placed in charge, because your story
moves me. It is a shame these misadventures
could not be told at midnight in its glory:
I see myself draped in an overcoat,
sitting amid ruins, hearing these deeds,
bloody and vengeful  how they cruelly smote
your Lord. What poetry!  I hear the seeds
of some great epic tale. Ive heard legends
from England, Scotland, Wales and Germany,
how, in castle and manor, murder sends
both lord and count and powerful family
to bloody end. And then how the revenge
of crimes is passed on like inheritance.
I know Horeszko blood flows through my veins;
I know who bears the guilt for this violence;
I must break off this agreement with the Judge
because honor demands it. Thus he strode
away, although Gervazy did not budge.
The Count glanced back, mounted his horse, and rode.

Alone again, the Count grew more excited:
Too bad Soplica doesnt have a wife
or daughter  then I could love, unrequited.
All this from unresolved and ancient strife,
for she might make the plot more intricate:
here lies the heart, and there, vengeance and valor,
thwarting love with their eternal debate.
He spurred his horse and galloped to the manor,
arriving as the hunters left the road.
He barely caught a glimpse of their bright banner,
when he forgot his vow and ancient code
of chivalry. He leaped over the gate,
but feeling faint, he had to stop and wait.

He spies an orchard  fruit trees all in rows
casting their shadows on a broad green field,
where cabbage meditate on the woes
of vegetables, their bald gray heads a shield
for weeping husks that mingle with the green
carrot leaves. The beans, with all their eyes,
look on, as golden tufts of cornsilk preen
and corpulent melons increase in size,
stretching their stems with all their mighty weights,
rolling over to visit the purple beets.

The garden was divided by straight furrows,
and guarding every row were huge hemp plants,
the patchs cypresses, because they rose
up straight and green, defending the entrance
with leaf and scent, for no serpent would dare
venture, no caterpillar or insect
survive. Whitish poppy stalks stood there,
their tips so colorful and almost flecked,
resembling flocks of perching butterflies
or precious stones whose glittering might stun
the eye. And then, a giant sunflower tries,
leaning from east to west, to reach the sun.30

Along the fences were long, rounded hillocks
lacking trees, flowers, or shrubs  a cucumber
patch, complete with giant, leafy shocks
all draped across the garden like a banner.
A young girl walked between the verdant rows;
dressed in a linen shift, sunk to her waist,
stooping amid the freshly dug-up furrows,
swimming through the leaves, as if she chased
something in the deep. Her head was shaded
by a straw hat with ribbons from the brim,
where ringlets of unbraided hair cascaded
down. She clutched a wicker baskets rim
with one hand, while the other one would seize,
like a young child bathing in a pond,
the tiny fish nibbling her feet. With ease,
she would bend down  or pirouette around,
as cucumbers tickled her from the ground.

The Count, admiring this miraculous sight,
stood quietly. Hearing his entourage
tramping behind, he signaled to hold tight
to the reins; and like a stork about to forage,
stretching its long bill, standing apart
from the flock and vigilant without break,
balancing on one foot: only its eyes might dart,
clutching a stone. Thus he tried to keep awake.

He stared until startled  and then he felt
a slap on one shoulder. Robak the priest
passed by, his fist wielding a thick rope belt.
If you want cucumbers, then heres your feast!
Hands off this fruit unless you want some harm,
it isnt yours and never will it be!
Then he pulled up his hood and shook his arm,
striding off. The Count lingered to see,
laughing, then cursing at this unexpected
intrusion  though the garden was now empty.
The girl was flashing by and he detected
her pink ribbons and linen shift. Only
green leaves, brushed by her quick, fleeing feet,
rose up, trembled a moment, and then settled.
And so the only sight his eyes would meet  
a basket overturned, as if meddled
with by small animals. The fruit was spilled,
the wicker rocking, till the green waves stilled.

In an instant all was silent and deserted.
The Count turned to the house, straining his ear,
and then back to his musings he reverted.
The hunters were motionless, only a murmur
came from the house, then a joyous shout,
a sound more like the buzzing of a hive
when swarming bees fly home. Hunters, about
to return, servants beginning to arrive
with food  tremendous bustling ruled the hall.
Bottles and silverware distributed,
as men entering in green outfits, all
juggling plates and glasses, contributed
to the confusion, as they ate or drank,
leaning against window casements, discussing
gun, hound, and hare. The Judge sat at the flank
of the Chamberlains family; amid this fussing
the girls were whispering to one another  
unknown to proper Polish etiquette!
Such chaotic scenes would surely bother
the Judge, whod rail to show he was upset.

Various dishes were brought to this company
by servants balancing immense trays
painted with colorful flowers. Slowly,
they walked through steamy, aromatic haze
with tiny pots of coffee and Dresden
China, each cup with its own jug of cream.
For Poland has coffee like no other nation,
its preparation a custom held in esteem
in all respectable homes. Typically, a special
woman, the coffee-maker, has the chore
of going to the river barges to haggle31
for the best beans. She alone knows the lore
for brewing such a drink thats black as coal,
translucent as amber, and thick as honey.
And then the finest cream has its role
in the preparation. In the country
it is not difficult; after the pot
is set atop the fire, its off to the barn
to skim the milk. The richest of the lot
poured in each jug, shaped like a tiny urn.

The ladies sipped their drinks and then prepared,
by warming beer on the stove, a new dish,
mixing in cream and bits of floating curd.
The men picked at fatty smoked goose, and fish,
sliced tongue and ham  all quite tasty
and home-made, smoked over juniper, fired
in the chimney; finally rashers, called zrazy.32
Such were the breakfasts that the Judge required.

The guests divided up into two groups  
the elders remained seated at the table
and spoke of farming matters, as well as troops,
and new stricter Tsarist edicts, unable
to agree. The Chamberlain, however,
valued these rumors and drew his conclusions
based on them, while the Seneschals daughter,
wearing blue spectacles, told the fortunes
of his wife by reading cards. In the next
room, the young were mired deep in hunters
talk, more restrained than the usual guest;
for the Sheriff and Notary, such orators,
hunting experts, and marksmen, sat across
the table and angrily muttering,
both convinced that their own hound owed the loss
of the prize hare, not to its own faltering,
but the sudden appearance of some patch
of unmowed grain, left by some lazy peasant,
into which the hare fled, about to meet its match  
for the Judge rode up and halted the hunt.
Though angered, both dog and master had to obey,
but still the fierce argument continued:
Falcon or bobtailed runt, none could say
by which snout the hare might have been subdued.

The old Seneschal paced from room to room
looking distractedly at either side;
but he was careful to avoid the gloom
of the elders and the hunters fierce pride.
His mind, occupied elsewhere, he stood in the hall
meditating and swatting flies on the wall.

Tadeusz and Telimena were standing
in the doorway, conversing alone.
without partition, discretion demanding
they whisper. Tadeusz discovered unknown
facts: Telimena possessed great wealth,
and he clearly wasnt so closely related
to her that canon law might lead to stealth,
for their blood connection could be debated.
His uncle called her sister for the sake
of some old familial bond, and despite
the difference in age, and a parental break
that sent her to Petersburg to reside,
they remained close. She performed inestimable
service from the capital, and he
respected her for that. She was capable
of charming behavior in society,
and this appealed directly to his vanity.

In the other room the Sheriff was baiting
the Notary, and he remarked casually:
Yesterday I said we should be waiting
much later till we hunt. Habitually
our peasants leave patches of unmowed grain,
and knowing this, the Count did not appear,
despite our invitation. He knows the main
tenets for proper hunting; so very clear
are his discourses about the place and time
proper for the chase. He grew from childhood
in foreign lands; to him our ways are signs
of barbarism, without regard for good
statutes or regulations, without respect
for boundary line or property. We trespass
without the owners knowledge and expect
to ride in spring before winter can pass.
We exhaust the hungry fox while it still molts,
and set the hounds to torment pregnant hare
or harm some other game. You see, these faults
cause the Count to regretfully declare
that Moscow is more civilized, for their
forests are supervised and there the rules
the Tsar proclaims  obeyed by all but fools.

Telimena turned to face the men,
fanning herself with a batiste kerchief.
The Count, she said, is surely not mistaken.
I know Russia. You men cause me such grief
when you refuse to take me at my word:
their government is worthy of our praise
for its strict rule. I was in Petersburg
two times; such memories of those fine days,
such images now past. Gentlemen,
if you dont know the place, Ill be your guide:
all Petersburg would go  of course I mean
when summer came  to country homes a boat ride
up the River Nyeva. I lived for a time
in one dacha, not far from the city,
built on a man-made hill. What a fine home
it was  I have a sketch of it  but pity
my situation, when adjacent grounds
were rented by some very minor official,
serving an inquest. He owned some hounds  
imagine my torment from this kennel
each time I entered my garden to read
or else enjoy the moon and evening cool.
These dogs began to charge, suddenly freed,
tails wagging and ears pricked  I thought theyd drool.
So terrified I was, my heart foretold
some misfortune, and sure enough, one morning
I went to my garden and found the bold
hounds at the legs of my beloved, biting!
My poor Bonoczyk, an exquisite pup,33
keepsake from dear Prince Sukin, and lively34
as a squirrel; I have her portrait up-
stairs. Seeing her strangled, I could barely
breathe: spasms, nausea, palpitations.
I think I nearly died, but at that time
Kirylo Gavrilich just happens
to visit, and seeing the hideous crime,
investigates the horrid hounds ill-humor,
and drags the magistrate in by his ears,
trembling and pale and barely alive  for
Kyrilo the Grand Huntmaster thunders:
The Czar demands to know why youd kill
a pregnant doe! So this astounded policeman
begins to swear that though its spring, he still
has yet to hunt. And he beseeches the pardon
of his honor  This carcass seems to be
a dogs and not a deers. Whats that you say?
Kyrilo shouts, Do you know better than me
about hunting and game, you whod slay
a pregnant doe in Spring! Call the Chief
Magistrate in. He does, and Kuzodusin35
presents his evidence and signs a sheaf
of legal documents as verification
that the dead animal is, in fact, a doe,
not some lapdog like this lackey contends.
Judge for yourself  my title alone should show
I am the better judge. so you must lend
more credence to my expert testimony.
The Police Chief muses for a while, then pulls
the underling aside  just like some crony.
If you plead guilty then Ill bend the rules.
The Huntmaster seems pleased and promises
to intercede to get the Czars reprieve.
His hounds strangled, the Magistrate is
sent to prison a month; and we receive
an entire evenings worth of entertainment.
Everyone still talks about the case
of my poor pup, which Kuzodusin sent
to the Tsar, which brought a smile to his face.

Laughter from both rooms. The monk and Judge
played marriage, but as the Judge was about
to show his hand to Robak, who wouldnt budge,
he overheard the tale and vainly sought
to hear some more, his card still raised, unseen.
He didnt say a word, as the monk trembled,
waiting for him to drop the winning queen.
And so they praise the German, the Judge mumbled,
his civilization, and the Muscovite
his discipline. Should we let the people
of Greater Poland learn in court to fight
over the fox and likewise summon legal
help to arrest a trespassing bloodhound?
In Lithuania, we have much older
customs, and wild game is easily found.
Inquests cant turn pebbles into boulders;
we have sufficient grain, so that famine
will not occur if some dog might damage
some vegetables. I would impose a fine
or forbid hunting only on vital acreage.

The Steward spoke, And so it is no wonder,
my Lord, that you pay dearly for such game.
A peasant is happy to see your hounds blunder
into his crops, for if they are to blame
for shaking off some ears, you reimburse
sixty, and often throw in a gold coin.
Believe me, peasants will only get worse
if... So many men began to join
in the debate, the Judge could not determine
the cogency of the Stewards sermon.

Telimena and Tadeusz spoke,
alone and mindful of each other; she
was pleased Tadeusz had enjoyed her joke,
accepting his compliments willingly,
speaking softly. Tadeusz joined the game,
pretending not to hear, and whispering
and leaning in so close, he felt the flame,
that from her brow seemed to be emanating.
Holding his breath, trying to catch her sighs,
he bathed within the sparkle of her eyes.

Just then a fly darted into the matter;
behind it came the Seneschal with his swatter.

Lithuania has an abundance of flies;
among them is a special kind, known
as the Noble. Only its great size
sets it apart; color and shape alone
link it to the vulgar breed. They thunder
through the air and buzz intolerably,
and when trapped in the web of a spider,
will struggle for three days, and squirming free,
defeat the spider so deliciously.
The Seneschal had long observed this fly
and theorized, that like the queen bee,
it gave birth to smaller insects, and by
destroying them, the rest would surely perish.
Even if it were true, no one believed
his theories, and although they did not cherish
these monstrous flies, they were always relieved
that the Seneschal so fiercely pursued
them  even now, as a Noble fly flashed
by his ear, he swatted with his crude
swatter, astonished that he almost smashed
the window glass instead. The fly was dazed
from the attack; seeing two people block
his exit for escape, it flew as though crazed
between their faces, as if it meant to mock
them. Until the Seneschal raised his arm,
swatting so hard the two heads split apart
like a tree struck by lightning. Such harm
was done  the marks were black and blue and hurt!

Luckily, no one noticed; the heretofore
animated but orderly conversation
ended with a sudden outbreak of commotion  
as in the forest hunting, just before
the fox is caught, such sounds are always heard:
crashing tree, gunshot, and baying hound;
then, unexpectedly, without a word,
the signal is given, the game is found,
and the entire forest erupts in sound.
Likewise, this discussion ambled along
until it came upon this profound
subject again  the hunt. It wasnt long
until the quarrel, like the attack, grew fierce.
The Notary and the Sheriff, proclaiming
the talents of their own hounds  soon their terse
words gave way to epithets and insult-flinging.
with three-fourths of their quarrel now dismissed
(jibe, abuse, and challenge), now there looms
the final part  to threaten with a fist.

Everyone rushed in from the other rooms,
pouring through the hall like waves to shore.
The young couple, like Janus, two-faced and fair,
was caught unhappily in the current, before
they could rearrange their disheveled hair.

Already, though, the terrible clamor
had died down; laughter spreading through the air
as Father Robak, the alms collector,
pacified the brawl. Old, but squat
and broad shouldered  so when the Sheriff rushed
into combat, flailing his arms, the monk shot
between them, knocking their heads together,
violently, as if they were mere Easter eggs.
Then he stretched out both arms like a tower
and threw both men, at the same time, so their legs
upended, and they lay huddled in two
corners. Standing between them, furious and bold,
he yelled, Pax obiscum! Peace be with you!

They were astounded and both factions would
have burst into laughter had they not respected
the clergy so highly. None dared to scold
the monk, for his behavior, unexpected
and unpriestlike, and surely no one cared
to renew the dispute. As soon as calm
prevailed and it was clear that everyone feared
his wrath, he pulled up his hood, mumbled a psalm,
tucked his hands into his belt and disappeared.

By this time now the Judge and the Official
occupied the area, already hushed.
The commotion had roused the Seneschal
out of deep meditation, and he rushed
into the gathering with a fiery glare.
Whenever he heard a murmur, like a priest
sprinkling holy water, he swatted the air
with his leather fly killer and only ceased
when the crowd respected its raised handle,
as though it were the baton of a Marshall.

Keep quiet! he repeated, and take heed;
you are the foremost hunters in the district  
do you know where such brawlings sure to lead?
Our country demands that our youth respect
the time-honored ways of the nobility.
We expect them to bring fame both to forest
and field, yet they neglect hunting already,
Im sad to say, and here you give them ample
reason to scorn it  by your poor example.
You teach them only to wrangle and argue.
Considering my gray hairs, you must realize
that I knew hunters much greater than you;
more than once I judged who won the prize.
Who could equal Rejtan in the Lithuanian wood?
Whether he was setting off the beaters
or else encountering game? And who could
compare with Bialopiotrowicz? Such leaders36
unrivaled, were able to hit a running hare
with one pistol shot. Or Terajewicz, whod bear
only his lance against a wild boar,
or Budrowicz, who, bare-handed, tore
apart a bear. Such men no longer roam
through these forests, but if disputes arose
how were they resolved? They returned home,
placed wagers, and proper judges they chose.
Oginski lost more land than he could count
over a simple wolf; and a badger
cost Niesiolowski a similar amount.
Perhaps you gentlemen should place a wager,
following their example and settle
this dispute. Lower the stakes and begin,
for words are like the wind, and a wordy quarrel
never ends. Such bickering seems a sin.
So please select an arbiter whose verdict
you can, in good conscience, accept. I beseech
the Judge, during the hunt, not to interdict
if and when the hounds happen to reach
the grain. I hope that you will grant me
this wish. With this, he embraced the Judges knee.

I wager a horse, called out the Notary,
Ill draw up papers at the local court.
The Judge has my ring to show I am a votary.
And I, said the Sheriff, will stake my part,
my gold dog collars, lined with lizard skin,
my gold rings and leash of woven silk  handicraft
equal to the marvelous gem that shines within

I saved them hoping that they would be passed
to my children, should my bachelorhood go.
They were a gift from Prince Dominik,37
when we hunted with Marshall Sanguszko
and General Mejen; and so to pick
the best hound, I have wagered everything.
And there, unequaled in hunting annal,
a single bitch caught six hares without tiring.
We were in Kupisko Meadow and Radziwill,
the famous prince, could not stay in his saddle;
he dismounted, embraced Kania, my hound,
kissed her three times, and then he grabbed her muzzle:
I hereby appoint you the newly crowned
Princess of Kupisko, for like Napoleon,
I hand out principalities on the very ground
of victory  Our Lord of this dominion.

Telimena grew bored with all the bickering.
She wished to go outside and so she sought
companions, grabbing a basket hanging
from a peg: Gentlemen, I have caught
a headache from this incessant chatter,
Im off to pick mushrooms, who will
accompany me? She concluded the matter,
wrapping her head in a red cashmere shawl.

The Chamberlains daughter took one hand,
and with the other, tucked-up her skirt.
Tadeusz, though quiet, was next to stand.
An evening stroll, just after their dessert,
appealed to the Judge. All to the forest
for mushrooms, he announced. Whoever can find
the most beautiful, next to the fairest
lady shall sit  he shall the chooser.
And if a lady brings back the rarest,
the handsomest shell pick  just to amuse her.
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The Count was late. He tried to keep his gaze
out of the orchard, but a strange white dress
swept quickly by. Then its floating gauze,
seeming to pause above, caused him to reassess.
Something hovered in the mist, as if to catch
and trap the light inside the cucumber patch.

The Count dismounted, dismissed his servants,
and alone, secretly approached the garden,
squeezing through an opening in the fence,
like a wolf into a sheepfold. But when
his movement rustled a gooseberry bush,
the gardener grew scared and looked around,
spotting nothing. Still, the disturbed hush
upset her, and she rushed across the ground.
The Count followed her path along the edge,
running between great sorrel plants, around
burdock leaves, parting them from the hedge.

Scattered throughout the orchard were cherry trees,
and among them a strange mixture of grains  
wheat, maize, beans, bearded barley, millet, and peas,
even a few bushes and flowering strains.
For this was the housekeepers invention
for the fowl, a type of poultry garden,
unique in its day, its application
limited to a select few, who would pardon
its novelty  though lately the almanac
endorsed it under the title: The Problem
of Hawks and Kites, or How to Fight Back
and Raise Poultry. Here in this small garden!

As soon as the cock guarding the poultry
stood motionless, head upturned, red comb inclined,
aiming its eye to spot more easily
a hawk suspended in clouds and hard to find,
thered be a shrieking crow to warn the hens,
whod rush into the garden helter-skelter.
Even the geese, peacocks, and fear-struck pigeons
hid in the grain, unable to reach shelter,
now that their enemy could not be seen.
The scorching sun would pose the only threat,
and birds took refuge in the dense green
of groves or bathed in sand to stave off heat.

Among the birds heads, tiny human faces
protruded, hair short and white as flax,
necks naked to the shoulders  in the spaces
between, a girl, longhaired, taller. At their backs
sat a peacock with its encircling tail-
feathers spread in the sky like a rainbow.
On it the tiny faces looked like pale
translucent stars that in the background glow
in certain old paintings, each one surrounded
by a halo from the eyes in the peacocks
tail. This spectacular vision was grounded
in golden stalks of maize and silvery shocks
of English grass with streaks of red and green
mallow, all mingled together like fine
latticework. In the breeze the entire scene
shimmered like a veil of heavenly design.

Like a canopy stretched above the mass
of colorful ears and stalks, a bright cloud
of butterflies hovered, wings clear as glass
and sectioned like cobwebs, forming a shroud
scarcely visible to one whod pass.

The girl held high and waved gray tassels
(like a bunch of ostrich plumes) seeming to whisk
away those gold butterflies from the little
childrens heads. She also held within her fist
something like a horn, gilded  a special
dish for feeding toddlers. Almost twenty
little ones sat, as she fed them in a circle,
as from some mythical horn of plenty.

She held this cornucopia to each mouth in turn,
and gazed around, mindful of the rustling
gooseberry bush. But she did not learn
quickly enough that her assailant was crawling
like a serpent, in from the other side,
until he sprung out of the burdock.
She watched as he emerged close by, and cried
out while he gave a bow. Almost in shock,
she flew off like a startled lark. Meanwhile,
the children, frightened by the intruder
and her sudden flight, let out a horrible wail.

Hearing it the girl realized her error,
abandoning the terrified children,
afraid herself, reluctant to return  
like an unwilling spirit to the incantation
of a sorcerer. At first she seemed quite stern,
though soon she was soothing the most hysterical
child, sitting him in her lap and stroking
his hand, whispering her own magical
phrases until he calmed. Soon all were hugging
her knees, nestling their little heads like chicks
under their mothers wing. It isnt nice
to shriek like that. Its not polite. Your tricks
might scare the gentleman. Ive told you twice
already, he is not some horrid beggar
who wants to frighten you. He is our guest,
a real gentleman, even a hunter.
See how nice and handsomely hes dressed.

The Count could only smile his reply,
bathing in her praise. She quickly hushed
herself and the children; dropping her eye
and blooming like a rose, she fully blushed.

The Count, in fact, did cut a handsome figure.
He had an oval face  quite fair yet fresh
as a berry, bright eyes and hair blonder
than the childrens. In it bits of leaves meshed
with tufts of grass, torn as he slithered
into the garden, forming a wreath, though slightly withered.

Oh! he exclaimed, whatever shall I call you  
deity or nymph, spirit or vision?
Tell me, is it your own will that drew
you here, or has some power tried to imprison
you? Some rejected lover? Some powerful
Lord, jealous enough to lock you away
in this castle garden? Such a wonderful
maiden is worthy of some knights jousting play,
the heroine of some tragic romance.
Reveal to me the secret of your fate;
I am your savior, I will raise my lance
at your command, my heart is yours to dictate.

She still blushed, basking in his flowing words,
like a child in front of a brightly colored picture book,
or even something like an abacus  that might accord
great pleasure to a one who otherwise took
no interest in its true value or use.
She bathed in the Counts melodious discourse,
the contents of which might only confuse,
and then she asked about his curious course.

The Count opened his eyes, and right away
lowered his tone. I apologize,
young lady, I see that I have spoiled your play.
I was just now rushing home, when I realize
I will be late for breakfast if I stay.
Of course, unless I take this shortcut through
this garden, since its faster.
But if you
seek the road, it is right here. Only
is it really necessary to trample down
the plants?
Where? asked the Count, I fail to see.
The girl seemed to scrutinize with a frown,
because the manor house was barely a thousand
paces away, in plain sight. But the Count
extemporized  to keep things from coming to an end:
Do you live here, he asked, among the plants,
or in the village? However did I miss you
in the courtyard? Are you new? A visitor
perhaps? But when her head began to shake anew  
Im sorry that I have upset you more.

He struggled with this thought: if not a heroine
of some romance, shes still pretty and young.
And often a great soul can live hidden
in isolation, like a rose among
trees, and its enough to place it in the sun
for it to bloom in dazzling colors that stun.

The little gardener rose silently,
lifting one child, with another hanging
on her arm  the rest intently
herding  like geese through the garden, wading.

Turning back, she said, Please help me gather
my birds back to the grain. And in amazement,
the Count shouted, Me  herd geese  Id rather
not if you please! So quickly off she went
into the shade of some great leafy trees.
Suddenly he felt his blood pressure rise,
Glimpsing the lambent glow of her blue eyes.

The Count lingered in the garden, alone,
his soul cooling like the earth at sunset,
and gradually, taking on a darker tone.
He fell asleep and when he tried to get
up and leave, he felt a swelling anger
that all his expectations had met with such
disappointment. For when hed crawled under
the hedge, his head was burning, so much
had he expected from her secret charms.
But now, what had he found? A pretty face,
a slender waist, and youth  common stuff on farms
surrounding the manor. Yes, a common case,
adorned with an overabundance of joy  
an awakened heart at ignorant peace,
a village girls quips, fit for a village boy.
In short, his nymph was simply feeding geese!

Enchantment vanished as the girl left,
transforming gold and silver latticework,
sadly, back to straw. The Count, bereft,
clasped his hands and sighed at this cruel quirk
of fate, and knelt to reach a straw-sheaf bound
in grass, no longer plumes from an ostrich!
Likewise, the gilded vessel passed around
from child to child, the cornucopia, which
nourished them, was just a common carrot
in the mouth of a little boy, who bit
the tip greedily, unwilling to share it.

So, like a boy enticed by dandelions,
who rolls the stems inside his palms to squeeze
the soft light down  the slightest respirations
scatter the whole flower, like dust in a breeze  
his explorations come abruptly to a halt,
leaving him a naked, gray-green stalk.
The Count came to and headed to the road,
cutting through the vegetables and flowers
and gooseberry bushes. He strode,
recalling that the girl had spoken hours
ago of breakfast, and so he shuddered
to think that their meeting was being discussed.
What arch and mocking words were being uttered?
Would they begin to search for him? They must
surmise hed fled  but it occurred to him just then
hed really better leave. So he vaulted the fence,
and finally felt relief only when
he reached the well-worn path. With intense
glances back into the orchard, he hurried
like a thief from a granary, fearful
of leaving tracks, obsessively worried  
though no one followed  and still quite careful.

Beyond the orchard he noticed a grove
scattered with scrubby bushes and a layer
of turf, from which thin white birches rose,
their leafy branches bent as if in prayer.
He spied a multitude of forms dancing about
in strange costumes, like ancient spirits forlorn,
trolling beneath the moon. Some were decked-out
in flowing robes or snow-white gowns well-worn.
Others were all in black, with broad hoop-like caps.
Some heads were bare, but some appeared wrapped
in mist, as though the clouds themselves were traps.
Each figure would assume a pose in rapt
attention, joining hands to the smooth ground,
shifting only its glowing eyes, then gazing
straight ahead, dream-walking without a sound,
as if treading a tightrope  an amazing
vision, undeviating from the line,
only its arms reached down on either side,
as if regaining balance, or to design
some secret tapping language, new and untried.

If one approached another, it did not greet
or talk, so deeply were both plunged
in mime  no recognition, however discreet.
to each; each other figure was expunged
by separateness. And so the Count was sure
hed been transported to the Elysian Field
where he observed wandering shades, pure
and cleansed, no longer full of woe, yield
their sins, their coming fate not yet revealed.

How could the Count have guessed that these silent
creeping people were the Judges guests?
That after sumptuous breakfast they all went
to gather mushrooms  one of the ritual quests
still done in Lithuania. They were all
respectable people who knew just how
to moderate speech and movement; they could recall
the stringent rules of etiquette, so now
they trailed the Judge, and likewise dressed
in his attire, donning canvas capes
to ward off the forest damp, and had expressed
delight when large straw hats of various shapes
were passed around. Thus it was no surprise
that they appeared like spirits from Purgatory,
since all but Telimena wore this disguise.

The Count, confused by this ritual foray,
dashed off, convinced that it was wrong to stay.

While boys picked the infamous fox-maiden  38
sung about by Lithuanian grooms,
symbols of maidenhood, for worms will not slip in,
and insects will not land upon them.
And girls picked the slender Pinelover, which the tale
refers to as the Mushroom Colonel, as well as the stem
of the Orange Agaric, which is not as tall
and less praised, yet sought by everyone
for its fine taste, fresh or salt-cured in fall
or winter. The Seneschal on his own
searched for toadstools, called, what else, but Fly-bane.

Other common mushrooms  ignored or despised
for their poison or unsavory taste  
were eaten by wild game or else supplied
shelter to insects; or, since theres no waste
in the forest, simply adorned the grove,
like table settings laid-out on some fine
linen: the Leaf Mushroom, red, gold and mauve,
like goblets filled with different colored wine;
the Kozlak, bulging like an upturned cup;
Funnels, slender as a champagne goblet;
Whities, round and flat like china all filled up
with milk; or Puffballs, with black dust set
inside them, like pepper in a canister.
There were others whose names were only known
to hares or wolves tongues or unbaptized master
of sorcery. There were even some grown
which no wolf or rabbit would deign to touch.
And thus, whoever bent to pick one quickly
perceived his own mistake, and with much
irritation, broke the stem and angrily
crushed or uprooted it  with no reward.

Telimena chose, unlike the wolf or man,
to gaze upward, distracted or else bored.
The angry Notary remarked, How can
she think that mushrooms, like leaves, grow downward
from trees? Then the Sheriff added in jest,
Just like a female whos desperate to nest.

But Telimena searched for solitude,
withdrawing bit by bit from all her friends  
to woods and to a hillock she had viewed
earlier, sloping and shaded by dense stands
of trees, arranged around a massive rock.
A spring was gushing beneath it, which vanished
into weeds and fern, as from the shock
of daylight, seeking refuge in plants nourished
by it. And there, the frolicking stream, swaddled
in grass and leaf bedding, still and noiseless,
hidden and inaudible, seemed like a cradled
infant, wailing minutes before, full of bliss  
as its mother fastens the lace above
the crib and sprinkles poppy leaves upon
its head. This spot was Telimenas love,
what she called her Temple of Meditation .

Having stood a while above the spring,
wrapped in a shawl, red as carnelian,
she crouched like a swimmer before plunging
into cold water, reluctant to venture in.
Then, dipping her toe hesitantly,
she flopped on the grass and stretched her whole body,
forehead propped on hands, while the glittery
velum of a French novel sparkled brightly
above the alabaster pages of the book,
over which black ringlets and pink ribbons shook.

Amid the emerald grasses, she was lying
upon a red shawl, wearing her long gown,
as though wrapped in coral, her hair flowing
out from one end, black slippers  the crown
of the other, affixed on snow-white stockings.
And with her glowing cheeks and bright kerchief,
and hands protruding, she looked like a shocking
giant caterpillar, crawling along a maple leaf.

A shame that his epitome of grace
vainly waits an aesthetes trained gaze  
so intently does the party race
about for mushrooms. Only Tadeusz pays
attention; he alone takes notice
of something off to the side, not bold enough
to leave the group, but dropping back, to dismiss
himself from it. So like a hunter in some rough
camouflaged contraption, stalking curlews,
or sneaking up to catch a sandpiper,
hiding behind his horse in attempt to confuse
the bird  his rifle like that of a sniper
leveled on the saddle or the horses neck,
he creeps along approaching the hillock.

Too bad his plans are foiled by the Judge,
who cuts him off and hurries to the mounds,
the white tails of his overcoat so huge
and fluttering, a knotted kerchief binds
the rest. A straw hat tied beneath his chin
sways in the breeze like a great burdock leaf,
falling off into his eyes, and in
his hand he holds a monstrous shepherds staff.
He stoops to wash his hands beneath a spring,
then sits by Telimena on a boulder.
With both hands on the ivory knob, leaning,
he speaks to her like someone who is older.

Since the guests arrived, my dear sister,
my nephews caused me much anxiety.
Im old and childless, so in the matter
there is some consolation; besides, he
surely will inherit what I own.
Its no small morsel of our noble bread
Ive set aside, and now he must be shown
how to secure his fate. But still, I dread
all this business about Jacek, my brother,
Tadeuszs father  such a strange man,
his motives too mysterious to uncover.
He vows he wont return to his homeland.
God knows his hiding place  he wont allow
his son to know he lives, and yet he still
wants to control his life. First to follow
the Legions  I was afraid he wished to kill
the boy. Later he agreed and ordered
marriage, even arranging for the match.
She is a guest of ours, one quite preferred
by all young men, unequaled…and quite a catch,
as they say  both beauty and connection.
Quite a dowry too! Who wouldnt plead
for the hand of one whose reputation
is without blemish  and that is guaranteed!
So now negotiations shall proceed.

My God! Telimena quickly replied,
Nonsense! Do you have stones inside your heart?
However will Tadeusz be the pride
of nobles  sowing buckwheat in this dirt?
How could you strand him here? Believe me,
hes sure to curse having his vast talents
buried in these woods and furrows. Trust me,
I recognize wit and intelligence;
I know what he can do out in the world.
Just pack him off to some great capital,
Warsaw, perhaps, or if the truth be told,
Petersburg. You know this winter I shall go;
Leave it to me to make arrangements.
I know so many people living there,
I have influence, so hell gain entrance
into the finest homes, and thus will share
rich conversation with important Russians,
perhaps position, too. Much later
he can renounce his post and choose to shun
society, if he so wishes, dear brother.
Just let him come back with a title.

Of course, the Judge replied, Youthful fire
is quenched by different air. To fully sample
the world, embrace it and perhaps acquire
finish  this has merit. I too did travel
in my youth  Piotrkow, Dubno  even went
to Warsaw to practice law, to handle
cases there. Yes, when a youth is sent
into the world he is likely to prosper;
but when it comes to my nephews case,
Id rather he go like a wanderer,
like some apprentice who must learn to face
each situation  without hope of decoration
or rank. Moreover, if it came from Moscow,
it would be such a meaningless distinction.
Do you think our nobles care? For how
could they avoid despising such trifles?
They are esteemed by others for their name,
high birth, office  conferred not by rifles
or foreign authorities. No, their fame
depends upon their fellow citizens.

Telimena paused and dropped her book.
If that is what you think, then by all means,
go let him wander with a beggars crook.

Something I wouldnt mind, the Judge replied,
scratching his head, but now new difficulties
are sure to come, now that my brother will decide
Tadeuszs fate. Today new decrees
come through Father Robak the Bernardine,
who ferried them across the Vistula.
He knows my brothers thoughts and his design,
so you should know that your dear ward, Zosia
is destined to marry Tadeusz. My fortune
will go to them, as well as huge sums
from Jacek  no small amount, his portion
earned in business deals. Since my wealth comes
from him, he is able to control me.
Consider what will cause the least trouble  
they must be introduced. It is true that she
is still quite young, but both are capable
of falling in love. Its clearly time to free
Zosia; let her come out of seclusion.
Please, we should be working in collusion.

Telimena was in shock and panic.
She rose abruptly, kneeling on her shawl.
Her arms began to lash the air with quick
jabs signifying denial and then gall,
as though attempting to repel discourse,
like a buzzing gnat, back, back to its source.

Ahah! she blurted out. A new notion,
whether or not Tadeusz will be harmed.
He is not my concern; if your devotion
turns him into a stewart to this farmed
estate  what do I care? Let him serve drink
in some tavern, or track down wild game.
As for Zosia, how could you even think
to speak for her, whos mine in all but name?
Alone, I guide her hand; and since your brother
provided money for her upbringing,
an allowance, though to my mind, rather
meager  he thinks that hes been purchasing
her life. Of course, we all know that hes merely
trying to relieve the guilt that he must feel
toward the Horeszko lineage. The Judge barely
believed his ears, shocked that she might reveal
this news. Sadness, disgust, and even fear
he felt, at what he thought he might next hear.

Im her foster-mother, Telimena concluded,
Im Zosias blood, her only guardian.
About her happiness, no one has brooded
more.
But what if this marriage decision
will ensure that? asked the Judge. What if she
likes Tadeusz?
You might as well promise
pears from a willow tree! Im sure youll see
she wont. Its true, Zosia must compromise
somewhat, for she is not so richly dowered;
but she is not some peasant girl either.
She has noble ancestors, some who once towered
over the likes of Soplicas  her mother
was a Horeszko. After all the pain
I took, providing proper upbringing….
shed grow up wild here  what would we gain?

Surprisingly, the Judge seemed to reconcile,
responding pleasantly, Oh well,
I dread participating in this vile
business, but please, dont let your anger swell.
Ive done the thing my brother commanded;
no one can compel you against your will.
Ill write to tell Jacek what he demanded
could not be carried out, that the fault still
is not my own. Now, to discuss again
with the Seneschel  my original plan.

Telimena, calm, had lost her zeal;
Its not that Zosia should refuse him,
but as you said, their age creates a real
problem. Lets not give in to someones whim.
Let them meet and then we shall observe,
leaving nothing as precious as happiness
to chance. And yet, brother, dont they deserve
to meet alone, not under the duress
of your machinations. The hearts not a slave
and cant be manacled or forced to behave.39

And as the Judge went off in much less gloom,
Tadeusz from the other side approached,
pretending to be lured by some mushroom.
Likewise, the Count upon this scene encroached.

Wiping his lorgnette with a kerchief,
he stared once more at this miraculous view,
and placed his undone sketch within a sheaf,
thinking to himself I fear the true
beauty will disappear if I approach.
Will velvet quickly transform back to poppies
and beets? Will this nymph on grassy couch
turn into some housekeeper shelling peas?

Years ago the Count had often seen
Telimena visiting the Judges home.
But he had barely noticed her, until this scene
appeared, and all at once, the models aplomb  
her bearing and her charming mode of dress  
revealed intensity. Her eyes now glowed
with unextinguished ardor; he could guess
how beautiful she truly was, so proud
yet shy  after these sudden intrusions
added to the quarrel new confusions.

Madam, he said, please pardon my boldness
and this expression of my gratitude,
and, moreover, my tact and furtiveness.
I hope when I observed your solitude
you didnt take offence; you know that your musing
is such a source of blissful inspiration.
Condemn me if you must, but be forgiving
of the artist, who, without trepidation,
will dare to capture such beauty. With part
bravado and part humility, he shared his art.

Telimena took the sketch, regarding
it with a connoisseurs discerning gaze.
She didnt wish to be accused of larding
it with lavish, undeserved praise.
Bravo, she said, This shows you have talent.
But talent must be nurtured; you must find
the proper landscape. Young painters must be sent
to Italy  such views flock to my mind:
Caesars rose gardens, Tiberian falls,
the terrifying cliffs of Posilipo!
A painters land  you can see how it galls
me when a child of the muses must go
to Soplicas estate as to a wet nurse.
She placed the Counts new sketch inside her purse.

Then they began to talk of azure skies,
the roaring sea, fragrant breeze, and sand,
adding, like seasoned travelers, deep sighs
for distant views, mocking their native land.
And yet, magnificent forests surrounded
them with beauty  blackberries entwined in wreaths
of wild hops, rowan berries red as confounded
shepherdesses, hazelnut trees like sheathed
maenads with nuts and heavy clusters of grapes.
While beneath them hid the forests little children,
hawthorn, covered by guelder roses capes,
raspberries in the grip of a blackberry fen,
leaves all joining hands like village girls
dancing around a newly married pair,
towering above as the circle twirls.
It is none other than the birch so fair,
with its own betrothed, the horn beam. Farther
off, in silent gaze, the venerable
beeches, matronly poplars  and the father
oak, bearded with moss, imperturbable,
having endured for centuries. Hunchbacked,
it leans on the very pillars, sepulchral,
of its own ancestors, petrified and cracked.

Bored, Tadeusz soon began to squirm.
Hed held his tongue until these two began
to praise some foreign trees, moving in turn
from orange, cypress, olive, almond, pecan,
to cactus, aloe and mahogany,
sandalwood, lemon, ivy, walnut, fig  
praising shape, flower, stem, all lavishly.
Tadeusz was simple, though not some prig
but a lover of nature. In Vilno,
in botanical gardens I have seen
those vaunted trees from East and South, and so
I am not ignorant. But if youve ever been
in Lithuanian woods, of course you know
how poorly they compare: aloes, long and thin
like a conductors baton; lemon trees, so low
and dwarfed, with golden balls that are like tin
coated with lacquer  they remind me
of unattractive women of modest wealth.
And what about the cypress, said to be
symbol of grief  boredom and poor health.
They say it holds the sorrow of the dead  
I see instead some morbid German, afraid to sit
or laugh or gesture, even turn his head
for fear of breaking codes of etiquette.40

But think of our sublime, kind-hearted birch  
a peasant woman weeping for her child,
wringing her hands after a useless search,
braids streaming to the ground. She is not wild
with grief, but eloquent, despairing yet mild.

If the Count is so very fond of painting,
why not paint the trees he so disdains?
His neighbors must surely find it amusing,
that living on this lush and fertile plain,
a craggy desert is more to his choosing.

My friend, remarked the Count, the beauty of nature
is but the form, the ground, the material,
but inspirations from the soul, to be sure,
transported on imaginations ethereal
wings. And polished by taste and then upheld
by principles. Natures not sufficient,
nor is enthusiasm; artists must yield
to the ideal. Not all beauty is meant
to be painted. You will learn in time
that all painting requires a point of view,
grouping, composition, sky  the fine
Italian sky! For only that could imbue
with such beauty, the landscapes painted there.
Apart from Breughel, and perhaps Ruysdal,
no northern landscape painters that Id dare
call first rate, certainly not Van der Halle.

Our painter, Orlowski, Telimena41
broke in, shared this same Soplica taste,
what I call the Malady of Soplica  
to like only what is Polish and to praise
nothing else. Orlowski spent his career
in Petersburg (I met him there and acquired
several sketches) living in paradise, near
the Tsars court. Yet unbelievable how fired
up he became when he recalled his homeland.
Hed dwell for hours on his lost boyhood,
praising all that was Polish  every stand
of trees, patch of ground, wisp of straw and cloud.

How right he was! Tadeusz shouted with ardor.
Ive heard about this grand Italian sky:
blue and clear, so much like frozen water.
It takes a windy storm to move my eye  
just raise your head to find spectacular views.
Just watch the play of clouds, for every instant
theyre different  in fall they seem to choose
to crawl like lazy tortoises. Then, pregnant
with rain, unleashing long streamers like unbound
braids. The hail clouds like a balloon, sent
aloft in wind, dark blue, a glint of gold found
in the center. Even an ordinary cloud,
so white and inconspicuous  transformed.
At first they fly like swans flocking in crowds
or gaggles of geese  that suddenly are swarmed
by the wind acting like a falcon
in pursuit. They quickly form a single mass
that grows a neck, spreads a mane, and starts to run
on legs shot out  a silver charger to surpass
a horsemans dream. Then, a new twist of fate  
a mast grows from the neck, the broad mane spreads
into sails  the cloud becomes a frigate.
Across the endless blue heavens it heads.

Both Telimena and the Count looked up;
Tadeusz pointed out with his one hand,
using the other to squeeze lightly and cup
around Telimenas fingers  time seemed to stand
quite still. The Count began to spread parchment
right on his hat and gripped pencils to sketch,
when suddenly the clanging manor bell sent
disrupting dins throughout the air, to fetch
the mushroom pickers back for refreshment.

Amid the commotion the Count shook
his head. It seems we share a common fate
on earth, to end things with some ungodly quake
and clatter  the reckoning of a great
thought, the flight of the imagination,
the joy of friendship, the sport of innocence,
outpourings of some tender emotion…
All halts at the clanging bronze bells insistence.
And what remains? he asked, looking forlorn.
Memories! Telimena said, quite touched;
and wishing to relieve the Counts well-worn
despair, she handed him forget-me-nots shed plucked.
The Count kissed them and pinned them to his coat.
Meanwhile, Tadeusz, standing by a hedge,
saw something lily white reach towards his throat.
Sensing it was her hand, offered as pledge,
he held it to his lips and drowned his face
in it, like a bee in the cup of a lily,
only to recoil as his lips could trace,
folded within a note, a metal key.
He hid it in his sleeve, unable to refrain
from wondering what this letter would explain

The bell still rang and soon the forest echoed
with cry and exhortation, a signal
for mushroom pickers to gather up their load.
Though this assaulting din was just the dinner bell,
the Count heard only a funereal knell.

Each afternoon from the garret it tolled,
inviting help and guest to come and eat,
a custom still observed in countless old
manors like this. And soon, shuffling feet
could be heard, returning from the grove
with crate and basket. Each young lady waved
a pine-lover like a fan and held above
leaf-mushrooms and fungi like wildflowers saved
in a bunch. The Seneschal had his fly-bane;
but Telimena, empty-handed, halted,
waiting for the two young gentlemen.

The guests entered in order and then stood
in a circle, allowing the Official
to take his place, as one of his rank should,
advancing to the head of the table,
bowing to the ladies, old and young.
The Judge stood by the Bernardine monk;
a benediction in Latin was sung,
and vodka, served to honored guests, was drunk.
The rest sat down, for it was getting late,
in front of bowls of borscht which they then ate.

More quietly than usual they dined,
refraining from chatter, despite entreaties
from the host. Even the factions behind
the great hound controversy displayed uncertainties
about the outcome of tomorrows wager.
Telimena spoke continually
to Tadeusz yet often had to offer
words to the Count, for the Sheriff to see  
like a hunter peeking into a snare
where hes lured a goldfinch, at the same time
hes trying to trap a sparrow. Neither cares
that she talks to the other, for thats no crime
and each expects to be the one chosen.
The Count glances proudly at his flower;
Tadeusz fingers stealthily the token,
which his eyes are longing to devour.
The Judge refills the dignitarys tumbler
with Hungarian wine and then Champagne,
but does not talk, remaining even humbler  
its evident he feels some hidden pain.

Serving dishes were quietly passed around,
when suddenly the routine course of dinner
was interrupted by a crashing sound.
The forester, upset, rushed in the door
and faced the Judge and stood there dumbly panting
as the whole room turned toward the head table.
He unleashed words, A bear, Milord! granting
all else to conjecture. The Judge was able
to surmise that a bear had slipped across
the river Nieman and now must be pursued.
With almost no discussion, a consensus
was reached; it was evident from the crude
gestures, clipped commands, tumult, confusion  
that hunters must deter this bears intrusion.

The Judge issued orders: fetch the village
elder We need volunteers at daybreak.
A peasant with a spear need not engage
in road labor two days and also take
five days off from field work.
Saddle my gray,
yelled the Official, and gallop to my estate.
We need my famous leaches to save the day,42
My bulldogs called The Chief and his Mate.
Better yet, gag and tie them in a sack;
bring them on horseback for we must hurry.
Vanka, shouted the Sheriff, searching the pack
for his Russian servant, Youll be sorry
if my Sanguszko blade has not been drawn
over the whetstone by morning! And fill
my belt with cartridges and balls.
By dawn!
became the one resounding phrase this chill
evening, as all shouted to get their gun
ready. The Sheriff repeated, Lead, lead  
I have molds in my bag.
Now let us run
to rouse the sleeping priest out of his bed.
To the forest chapel, Mass will be offered
to the hunters patron, Saint Hubert.

Silence followed the orders. Each in place
pondered his role and cast about searching
glances. It was to the Seneschals face
that they were drawn, unanimously revealing
the expeditions need for a general  
they wished to hand to him the hunters staff.
Sensing the will of his comrades, the Seneschal
rose up striking the bench, drawing from his cuff
a chain from which a watch, big as a pear
was suspended. Tomorrow  half-past four,
hunters as well as beaters will appear
at the forest chapel. Preparing war,
he headed straight for the foresters tent
to map out a strategy for the hunt.

Responding to commands for this battle,
soldiers dispersed throughout the large campground;
each cleaned his weapon, polished his saddle,
carefree, whistling, knowing sleep would be sound.


BOOK 4 . DIPLOMACY AND THE CHASE

An apparition in curling papers awakens Tadeusz  belated discovery of a mistake  the tavern  emissary  the skillful use of a snuffbox returns the discussion to proper channels  the backwood  a bear  the Count and Tadeusz in peril  three shots  a dispute over a Sagalos musket and a Sanguzko musket, favored in favor of the Horeszko single-barrel  bigos  the Seneschals tale of Dowejkos and Domejkos duel interrupted by a hare  conclusion of the tale of Dowejko and Domejko

Comrades of the Lithuanian Princes,
trees of Bialowieza, Switez, Ponary,
and Kuszelewo  over vast distances
your shade once fell. Can you recall the story
of dread Vitenas, Mindova the Great
and Giedymin  when in the forested heights,43
by campfire on bearskin he lay in wait?
Wise Lizdejko sang, and with the sights
of Vilia, and Velijkas soothing tones
ringing in his ears, he rocked himself to sleep,
dreaming an iron wolf above the stones.
The Gods ordained this prophecy to keep  
to build alone the city of Vilno,
to sit like a wolf in its forest home
with bison, bear, and wild boar below.
From this city, as from the wolf of Rome,
legendary knights would ride off in pursuit
of wild game and enemies to rout.
Over the years Kiejstut, Olgierd and his son44
would soon fulfill the hunters prophecy:
that Lithuania would depend upon
iron and forests for its supremacy.

Forests! The last king who wore Vitolds cap45
was also the last of the Jagiellonian
hunting monarchs, the last warrior to trap
game in your mighty depths. Oh, Lithuanian
trees  if God would grant one last look,
would I still find the great Baublis tree,46
where I once crawled, whose branches I once shook.
Its trunk hollowed by each century
could host the Last Supper. Will it remain?
Does Mendogs grove still bloom nearby the church?47
And Holowinskis manor in the Ukraine,
on the banks of the Rus  do hawks still perch
in the towering linden, branches so spread
a hundred couples could dance in its shade?

Each year so many of these monuments
fall prey to the devouring greedy axe
of businessmen and foreign governments.
What will remain after these cruel attacks
as refuge for the singing birds and bards  
for both loved them. And what will be the fate
of the huge Czarnolas linden, whose chords
inspired Jan Kochanowski, the great48
poet,? Or sacred oaks that seem to chatter
with Cossack Bards of miraculous matter?

How much I owe these trees of my homeland!
Wretched shot that I was, facing the sneers
of my comrades, when game evaded my hand  
how often some dense thicket would appear
to capture my fancy. Forget the chase  
just sit amid a clump of trees, surrounded
by silvery, gray-bearded moss to ease
my melancholy. The ground drenched with mounded
rotting blueberries, while the hills were reddened
from all the heather and cowberry leaves,
like coral rosaries. And all seemed deadened,
as the topmost branches barely heaved
in the storm that raged above the vault.
And yet, from high, I heard deafening crashes
like those heard on shore which the sea lashes.

On the forest floor, like ancient ruins,
a toppled oak protrudes from a great clearing.
Rotting logs, leaning like beams and columns,
fence in a grassy terrace, menacing,
because the lords of the forest dwell
inside  boar, bears, wolves, and by the gate,
half-gnawed bones of imprudent guests tell
the terrifying tales: for lying in wait,
they spot, through the grass, like tiny sprays
of water, antlers of a helpless stag.
There is a flicker from inside the maze,
a streak of light, and then a howling rage.

Then all is silent  until a woodpecker
raps on a spruce lightly and disappears;
hidden, its beak still taps like a drummer
or a playful child unseen, whose fears
give it away. A squirrel clasps a nut,
gnawing; its tail curls over its eye and falls
like the plume on a Swiss Guards helmet.
Although shielded, it heeds some unknown calls,
and pirouettes, leaping into a jump,
only to vanish in an empty stump.

Then the branches of an ash are shaken,
and as a cluster of rowanberries
separate, while a handful is taken  
a face as bright as those berries scurries
to the next tree, to find more hidden treasures.
And from a basket woven out of bark,
she offers a boy what she picks and measures.
He takes and eats while reaching into the dark
thicket, for hazelnuts, which find their mark.

But horns blare through the woods and hounds are baying,
and they sense that the hunt is drawing near;
fear has disrupted their innocent playing,
and like forest deities, they disappear.

A great commotion filled Soplica estate,
but barking dog, neighing charger, creaking cart,
even trumpeters fanfare from the gate,
could not drag Tadeusz from bed to take part.
Fully dressed, he had fallen to the mattress
and slept snug as a marmot in its den.
Since none thought to search for him  having to press
on to appointed place  he was forgotten.

He was snoring. Into a heart-shaped hole
cut in the shutter, a ray of light poured,
striking his forehead like a fiery pole.
Wishing to doze longer, he had turned toward
the wall, to shield out rays. Then a sharp knock
woke him, and joyous was his awakening!
Spry as a sparrow, the brisk air a shock
to his lungs, he sighed, heart rapidly beating.
After all the events of the day before,
anxious for this new day to bring him more.

He looked at the gleaming, heart-shaped opening,
where two bright eyes glittered, having turned away
from the sun to darkness; and protecting
those eyes, a tiny hand, red in the gray
of shade, looking like a ruby-colored fan.
Tadeusz saw lips slightly parted, and teeth
like pearls amid coral. Her cheeks were not wan  
though shielded, they flushed like a rose in a wreath.

Tadeusz lay beneath the window, hidden
in shadow, marveling at this apparition
hovering above, fearful, as though chidden:
was he awake? Had his imagination
recreated a face from his innocent
years? And as it leaned closer, terror struck
him, mixed with joy. In his astonishment
he recalled bright golden hair, papers that stuck
out from wrapped curls like silver spokes upon
the glitter-crown of a holy icon.

He jumped from bed, frightened by the din;
the vision dispersed and would not reappear.
Then three quick knocks  and a few words passed in:
Please get up now, the hunters gather near
the gate, you mustve overslept. He sprung
to the window and shoved open the shutter.
Hinges snapped; so wildly were they flung,
they struck the walls. Tadeusz could not utter
a sound. He saw no one, not even a trace.
Nearby on the orchard fence, some hop-leaves
and a wreath of flowers swayed. Did she grace
them with her touch? Were they rustled by the breeze?
Tadeusz studied them, leaning on the fence,
not bold enough to enter the orchard.
He pressed a finger to his lips in silence,
so that some hasty remark might not ward
off her appearance. Finally he struck
his forehead, trying to stir the old memory
buried deep within. When he had no luck,
he began to bite his fingers bloody.

The yard, so full of shouts moments before,
was deserted now, and hushed like graveyard.
Everyone rushed to the fields; the wind bore
their sharp cries, and signals that trumpets blared
reached his ear, hand cupped to better hear.

Tadeuszs horse, already saddled, was waiting.
Musket in hand he mounted and galloped
wildly to the Taverns, where the assembling
hunters, after Mass, were lining up.
Both of these taverns leaned over the road,
their windows facing like threatening enemies.
To the castle estate the old one owed
its existence; whereas the new, to decrees
by Soplica, who only wished to spite
his rival. In one Gervazys word was might;
In the other, Protazys always right.

The new tavern would not interest our craftsmen;
the old was built according to ancient
plans, devised first by Tyrolean draftsmen,
later appropriated by Jews who went
along with this foreign style of architecture,
which to this day in Lithuania endures.

The front of this tavern recalled an ark
like Noahs, though now more like a stable,
where many animals lived in the dark
quarters: horses, cows, and some excitable
goats. In the rafters birds had built their nests,
along with snakes, in pairs, and insects.

The back, however, was like a temple,
recalling the edifice of Solomon,
known to be the earliest example
of Hirams craft and artistry in Zion.
The Jews adopted it for their own schools
and this design, in turn, can then be traced
to taverns and stables  even the tools
and the materials. And it was graced
by a roof of wood-lath and straw, upturned
and crooked as an old Jews torn peaked cap.
Down from that peak a balcony was formed,
supported by columns, flared at the top  
architectural wonders, for though they rot
and lean like Pisas tower of renown,
instead of classical models, they lack
capitals and foundations to hold them down.
Under these columns rested wooden arches,
imitations of the Gothic style,
ornately carved, but more like peasant porches
incised by a hatchet and not a chisel
or an engraving tool. They curved like Sabbath
candalabra  and button-shaped balls hung
for praying Jews to wrap and then attach
to their foreheads  these they call Tefillin.
From a distance the rickety old inn
looked like a Jew nodding his head in prayer:
the roof like his hat, the thatch filled-in
like a thick beard, from sooty air
like gabardine, an the wooden carving
like a prayer box from his forehead protruding.

Peasant men and women crowded inside,
and close by sat the minor nobility;
the Steward sat alone, off to the side.
From chapel, after Mass, they happily
gathered in Jankiels inn to dance and drink:
already grayish vodka was splashing
as the hostess filled cups up to the brink
from a large jug. Jankiel himself was standing
in his caftan, girded by a silk belt,
embroidered, fastened with a silver clip.
He was gravely stroking his long gray pelt
of beard, and casting his eyes like a ship
captain, issuing orders, greeting guests,
joining the talk and reconciling quarrels.
He paced about, honoring all requests,
this Jew, so old and known for his morals.
For many years this tavern he had leased,
and his landlord had never heard complaint.
So why did all now seem to be displeased?
he served good vodka, kept careful account
of the ledger, always above deceit.
He urged all merriment and yet forbade
drunkenness, welcomed all manner of fete  
weddings and christenings he often paid.
Sundays he summoned musicians to appear,
to scrape their basses to the bagpipes blare.

Jankiel himself was a famous musician.
He played the cymbalom, the instrument
of his nation in court and royal mansion,
where he sang with sweet and polished intent.
A Jew whose Polish was both clear and pure,
he also had a love of Polish music,
learned on journeys to places near and far
beyond the Nieman: from Carpathian Halicz
he brought kolomajkas, and from Mazovia49
he knew mazurkas. But his true fame50
(at least some claim here in Lithuania)
stems from that glorious day when he first came
bearing the song he learned in Italy  
played by trumpeters of the Polish legion  
the well-known March of Dombrowski,51
Poland has not yet perished… In this region
of Lithuania, a singing talent
is well loved and well-rewarded; it can bring
riches and fame. And thus, Jankiel, content
with his fortune, tired of wandering,
hung his sweet-stringed cymbalom on a peg,52
and settled down to family, inn, and wife.
But there is more: often neighbors would beg
advice on matters of domestic life.
He served as Rabbi in a nearby town;
he knew the river-barge business and grain,
once so important to sustain the crown:
that he was a good Pole, all would maintain.53

Jankiel was quick to reconcile all quarrels,
often bloody, between establishments,
since he leased both of them. And those in brawls
both sides respected him  the adherents
of Horeszko as well as Soplicas men.
Jankiel alone could gain the upper hand
over Horeszkos terrible Warden
and the spiteful Steward. When hed stand
in front of them, old grudges were dismissed  
Protazys tongue stifled, Gervazys fist.

Gervzy didnt occupy his roost;
hed rushed out to the hunt, having the sense
to know the Counts lack of experience and youth  
to offer his advice and his defense.

But on his bench, far from the entrance way,
the seat of honor, far back in the corner,
Father Robak had been seated all day.
Jankiel had led him there, with the order
to make sure that his cup was filled with mead.
It was clear from this treatment, he respected
his guest. They were acquainted  it was agreed  
from years ago. And Robak was expected
to frequent this tavern at night, to confer
with Jankiel, though rumors about a thief,
smuggling forbidden goods were pure slander,
mere idle talk, unworthy of belief.

The priest leaned on the table discoursing
in whispers to a throng of noblemen
encircling him, his hushed voice forcing
them to listen so carefully, that when
he bent toward his snuffbox, their noses followed.
Pinching, they sneezed, like guns discharging a load.

Father, announced Skoluba, sneezing,
such princely snuff; it makes my scalp tingle.
Since Ive had this, he said, squeezing
his nose, never did my nostrils mingle
with such fine powder. Surely from Kovno
it came, renowned for all its snuff and mead.
The priest interrupted, Tobacco
such as this is quite difficult to breed,
and must be transported a bit further
than Skoluba believes. The monastery
at Jasna Gora of the Pauline Fathers
is where it grew, prepared by the very
monks who maintain the Czestochowa Shrine,54
home of the miraculous charred icon,
the Virgin whose bright crown will always shine
over Poland, and watch over her son,
Lithuania, although a schism now
divides them. From that very shrine, said Wilbik,
I prayed there once, it was so long ago,
a pilgrimage. Tell me if what they speak
about the French army  that they intend
to smash the church and loot the treasury,
for such did our newspaper once contend.
Oh no! the monk broke in. That is unworthy
gossip; Napoleon is an exemplary
Catholic, anointed by the Pope in Rome.
Together they can live in harmony
reconverting the French nation, now grown
a bit corrupt. They already return
much silver to our Polish treasury,
for God commands us not to scorn
the wealth at his altar. In the Duchy
of Warsaw, one hundred thousand soldiers
are gathered now, more to arrive.
And to pay for this army, to what coffers
should we tap? You Lithuanians give
so meagerly.
If only Moscow
didnt milk us dry, Wilbik said,
turning red. But sirs, a peasant spoke low,
bowing to the priest, scratching his head,
Compared to them our landlords arent half
as bad  but still they skin us like birch bark.
Skoluba shouted back, You stupid calf.
These sons of Ham  ever since the ark55
theyve been flayed as often as river eels  
youd think by now theyd grow accustomed to it.
But we of higher birth know how it feels  
freedom! Even the King has to admit
the poorest gentleman farmer to sit
at his table.
Oh yes, they all chanted,
Each to a Senator equal!56
Now they submit
us to such scrutiny, demand proof of granted
nobility  and we must dig up documents…
Because you have none! Juraha broke in.
Your great great grandparents were ennobled peasants;
yet I can trace my lineage from Lithuanian
princes. How could I possibly furnish proof,
since only God could remember the date?
Let the Muscovite search throughout the wood
for the oak trees patent, and let him prate
about its right to spread its leaves above.
Prince, said Zagiel, Go pull anothers beard;
there are no coronets in your alcove,
since a cross on your coat of arms appeared
to signify you come from Jews converted.
False! Birbasz interrupted, full of spite,
from Tartar Counts, with noble sails inserted
beneath the cross.
And my shield bears the white
four-petalled rose,  Mickiewicz loudly told,
of which Stryjkowski of old chronicled.57

A thunderous roar spread throughout the tavern;
in his snuffbox the Bernardine found refuge.
The orators followed, and each in turn
took a pinch and sneezed, as the deluge
subsided and courtesy ruled once again.
The monk spoke, taking advantage of the lull  
Many great men have sneezed from this fine
snuff. From this very box the famed General
Dombrowski dipped four times.
Dombrowski!
they shouted. Yes, I was in the camp serving
when he took back Gdansk from the German army.
He had something to write, and to keep from sleeping,
he dipped, sneezed twice, and patted my shoulder.
Father Robak, he said, perhaps well rendezvous
in Lithuania, less than a year older,
and dip this same Czestochowa tobacco.

The Priests story stirred up such amazement
that the noisy gathering silenced a while,
till muffled mutterings broke through the silent
hush. Tobacco in the Polish style…
from Czestochowa…Dombrowski…from Italy….
building to a chant as if thought merged
with spoken word  on signal everybody
sang Dombrowskis March, as voices converged.
Then all embraced  peasant and Tartar count,
cross-above-ship, white rose, coronet lacking deed.
All feuding ceased, supplanted by the sound
of song and shout More vodka, wine, and mead!

The priest patiently listened to the song;
then lifting the snuffbox with both his hands,
he sneezed, wishing not to further prolong
his silence. All succumbed to his demands
and followed suit. You praise my tobacco,
he said, now look at what the insides hold.
Wiping the soiled base, he started to show
a miniature army painted in gold,
looking like a swarm of flies, one figure
the size of a beetle, perched on his steed,
clearly the troop commander, setting spur
to horse, grabbing the reins, trying to lead
his men, leaping to heaven. Can you guess,
he said, who is this terrible figure?
Emperor, yes, but I would not address
him in Russian. All began their conjecture,
as he explained the Tsars never took snuff.
A great man? asked Cydzik, in long coat thats gray?
I thought all great men dress in gold  enough
to shine like a pike in saffron, to slay
the eye.
Bah, broke in Rzymsza, in my youth
I saw Kosciuszko, our nations commander,
dressed in a Cracow peasant coat. In truth
they it a czamara like that of the Hussar.
It certainly was not, Wilbik retorted  
as the querulous factions quarreled again.

The priest was quite astute and wished to quell
this new dispute by dipping some more snuff.
The men partook again  after a spell
of sneezing, blessed themselves, dropping their gruff
Tone of before. The priest prolonged the peace  
Napoleon in a skirmish will take
tobacco to ensure his victories.
At Austerlitz, with all Europe at stake,
the French artillery could stand its ground,
while the Russian army began to charge.
Napoleon silenced and looked around  
French fire mowed down the Moscovites new surge,
as numerous as ants, as regiments
galloped toward him  and fell from the saddle.
Each time it was to his snuffbox he went,
till all the Russians fled like frightened cattle,
led by Alexander and Constantine,
along with Francis, the German emperor.
Napoleon, viewing this splendid scene,
burst out laughing and wiped his dipping finger  
if you find that you are called upon to serve,
recall how snuff gave Bonaparte his nerve.

Ach, cried Skoluba, when will that be?
Tell me, dear priest, for on each holy day,
the coming of the French is a prophecy.
A man can look until his sight decay,
and yet Moscows grip still does continue  
eyes that wait till dawn get drenched with dew.

My friends, replied the monk, Ive heard complaints
like this from old ladies. And then, too, waiting
with arms folded, submissive in restraint,
for someone to knock at the tavern grating
befits a Jew. With Napoleons help,
thrashing the Russians wont be such a trick.
Three times hes taken the Swabians scalp;
the nasty Prussians were trampled so quick,
and then he sent the English to the sea  
hed easily vanquish any Moscovite!
But what will happen here? The nobility
in Lithuania are sure to join the fight,
mounting a horse, grabbing for a sabre
when there no longer is an enemy!
Youll let Napoleon perform the labor
without you. When he looks, what will he see?
Its not enough just to invite the guest,
your servants must clean and arrange the den;
and yet, before the feast  theres this request:
make sure the house is fully cleaned, children.

Silence followed, and then a host of voices.
What do you mean by this command to clean?
We are prepared to make the proper choices  
but first, explain to us just what you mean.

The priest ignored them, gazing out the window,
having spotted something interesting.
He soon got up, announcing, I must go.
Later we shall resume all this debating.
There are some things in Wilno I must say;
Ill be collecting alms along the way.

Niehrymovs where the priest should spend the night,
the Steward said, Hell be well-greeted there.
What people say about the town is right  
To be lucky as an alms collector
In Niehrymov.
And we, said Zubkowski,
will give him linen sheets, also a hunk
of mutton, bread and butter  for Happy
is the man whos treated like a monk
at Zubkow.
And to us, shouted the others,
No monk will ever leave hungry or poor!
They showered him with promises and prayers,
though he was almost fully out the door.

The priest rushed off, but spotted Tadeusz
galloping on the path, no hat, head bent,
gloomy  in such a mad and frenzied rush,
he spurred and whipped his horse without relent.
The priest, disturbed by this harrowing sight,
ran after him. Up to the woods he went,
which stretched far to the left and right
to the horizon, which was black as night.

Who has penetrated to the core,
the abyss of this primeval wilderness?
Fishermen know nothing of the ocean floor,
and hunters who circle about see less
than surface features, only the forests face  
to them the inner heart remains secret,
and only stories hint at what takes place.
If you would wander into this thicket,
youd find vast ramparts, stumps and logs and roots
defending bogs and fens, a thousand streamlets
with nets of wild weeds and shaggy shoots,
mounded anthills, nests of wasps and hornets,
and coiling snakes. But if you overcame
these barriers with superhuman courage,
greater danger awaits, and no less tame
than hungry wolves setting out to forage.
Sparse grass covers the lakes that are so deep
no human foot will ever touch their bottom,
(thus a likely spot for devils to keep)
waters speckled with bloody rust from
something below, smoking and foul smelling,
which rots the leaves and bark of nearby trees:
stunted and worm-eaten branches entangling
hunched-over stumps, around which beards of ugly
fungus grow. They circle the foul water
like witches around a cauldron steamy  
into which some old corpse they dice and stir.

Beyond these pools it would be vain to wander,
for eyes cannot penetrate through the gases
that hover above the swampy morasses.
It is rumored that if a human passes
beyond theses mists, hed be surprised to find
a beautiful and fertile kingdom
where plants and animals of every kind
gather  a breeding ground, from which all come
proliferating as from Noahs ark.
In the very center, weve been told,
ancient bison continue to hold their dark
courts, along with bears, the most bold
forest ruler. And lynxes nest in trees
and greedy wolverines, like over-vigilant
bureaucrats, keeping track of the ways
of boar and wolf and elk as they are sent.
Above them, eagles and falcons swoop down,
to scavenge food right from the courtly table.
These patriarchs, these holders of the crown,
hide themselves within the forest, invisible,
sending forth the young to colonize
the outer woods. They dominate the stage
where gun and knife will never reach the prize,
and where they die, but only from old age.

They have their own graveyard, where the near-dead
gather to die  birds dragging feathers
and creatures their fur, make their final bed.
When bear can chew no longer, or when hare
is slowed by blood thickening in his veins,
or stag barely able to move his hind
quarters, or graying raven who must refrain
from flight, like falcon who has turned quite blind,
eagle with his beak curved like a bow,
closed so long his throat has forgotten food  
all to their own ancestral graveyard go,
small animals as well, and they include
wounded and sick  so bones are never found
in places where man steps. Its also told
that inside this kingdom, customs abound
insuring order and justice of old,
uncorrupted by man, without property
rights and social strife, and no knowledge
of duels or the arts of war. Peacefully
as their forebears in an unspoiled age,
they live in Paradise, wild and free,
in harmony and love, where no one bites
or butts another. Even the unlikely
trespass of unarmed man will not incite
them  if he passes through. They might just gaze
as though during the sixth day of creation,
their first fathers, after having that day
of bliss  Adam exploring his new nation,
before the Expulsion. But men wont stray
in here, for Death and Terror block the way.

And yet sometimes a hound in furious chase,
imprudently crosses the borderline
into the pitted marshy land to face
this overwhelming horror. The dogs whine
is heard after its masters soothing strokes,
and it trembles a long time at his foot.
This place, so deep in forest which evokes
such fear, is called by hunters the backwoods.

Foolish bear! Remain in the backwoods,
for then hunters might never learn of you.
but some fragrant beehive or other food,
perhaps a longing for fresh oats drew
you to the edge of the forest, less dense,
where the lookout detected your foot prints,
and sent his spies  so cunning they could sense
just where you fed, and reading stains and dents
in twigs, where you slept. Now there is a row
of hunters between the backwoods and you!

There was silence while hunters  with ears strained
as though eavesdropping on some fascinating
talk  listened and for a long time remained
in place. The forest, though, was creating
music: dogs dove into the wilderness,
like loons under the sea, and hunters turned
to the woods, double-barreled rifles pressed
to shoulders, wondering what the Seneschal learned
as he knelt with his ear pressed to the ground.
all eyes observed, awaiting the verdict,
as though he were the doctor with profound
insight into someones fate  to predict.
The hunters trusted the Seneschals skill,
and drowned him in looks of both hope and fear.
Yes, yes, he uttered as they heard a shrill
cry  first one dog, then two, then twenty roar,
as the pack scattered having caught the scent  
attacking the bear with their howls and whines,
no longer just a game, leisure event,
of pursuing a fox or hare or hind.
Incessant yelps, clipped by their furious cries
told that the bloodhounds had spotted the bear.
The noise subsided to the hunters surprise  
but soon again fierce growling filled the air.
The hounds had reached the beast and had attacked,
and the bear, defending itself, was injured.
Yet from the groans and sounds of bones cracked,
it was certain the hounds had also suffered.

Hunters stood in place, their rifles ready,
taut as strung bows, their heads aimed to the wood;
but they could wait no more  and already
they left their posts, and as fast as they could,
squeezed into thickets, thinking as they swarmed,
each would be first, though the Seneschal trotted
on horseback from station to station and warned
that anyone who left his post, if spotted  
simple peasant as well as nobles son  
would feel his angry lash. But who listened?
Despite his prohibition, three men ran
into the woods and three quick shots were sent,
then a barrage of fire, till deafening roars
echoed even louder, filling the skies.
This meant more pain and desperate fury, as scores
of yelping dogs and blaring horns thundered replies.
The hunters cocked their guns again and cheered;
only their leader groaned as they all missed.
Shooters and beaters from the side now veered
to chase the bear  that from sheer fright hissed.

Hounds and hunters closed in; the bear turned back
and forth, till it spotted a path, unguarded,
and fled to the same field from where the track
had started  where the crowds had just departed,
where only the Seneschal and the Count,
and Tadeusz, remained  prepared to dismount.

The woods were thinner here, and branches crunched
as the bear flew out from the dark thicket,
like thunder from a cloud. The dogs soon bunched
around the bear which rose  as they clawed it
with their paws, the bear uprooted stumps,
tossing them like stones. Brandishing a tree,
it roared as the frightened hounds yelped and jumped;
then it charged the line of beaters viciously.
Only the Count and Tadeusz stood their ground,
fearlessly, flintlocks lowered like lightning rods
into the belly of cloud, dark and round  
until both men (such inexperienced lads!)
pulled their triggers. Double-barrels thundered out.
They missed! When the bear leaped, they grabbed a spear
with four arms and shouting aimed for its red snout
and rows of glistening teeth  but the bear
prepared to swat them with its clawed hand.
They paled from fright, then jumped to open land.
For one moment it seemed they could escape,
till the bear rose up to its full monstrous shape,
and once more stretched its paw to the flaxen head
of the Count. It might have ripped his skull
from his brains, and he surely would be dead,
if the Sheriff and Notary had not witnessed the dreadful
act. Gervazy ran to join from the field;
Father Robak followed, without a gun,
and three of them fired, as though it had been drilled.
The bear leapt like a startled hare, then stunned,
crashed down on the Counts head and summersaulted,
flinging its bloody load right by his feet  
the Count flew in the air but landed on the grass!
The bear still howled, its struggle only halted
when the Chief and his Mate attacked the carcass.

Then the Seneschal reached into his belt
and pulled out from among the cartridges,
a bison horn, dappled, like a snake coiled.
With both hands, he held it to his parted
lips, puffing out his cheeks like a balloon, his eyes
bloodshot. Then his entire breath went
to his lungs by sucking in to half its size
his stomach  and a gale-like wind was sent
into the forest, music doubled by echo.
Hunters silenced, marveling at the might,
the pure tones and harmony he blew.
For the old man, within earshot and sight,
exhibited a legendary skill.
His song stirred oak grove and every tree,
as though into them the whole hunt hed spill  
for his playing contained the hunts history:
first the vigorous call, the reveille;
then whining yelps now that the dogs are baying;
then, full force, a harsh unyielding spree,
Like crackling thunder  the shots meant for the slaying.

He stopped blowing his horn  not letting go;
though no one knew, they were hearing an echo.

When the Seneschal again began to play,
the horn seemed to transform. At first it thickened,
taking some animal shape. Then to bay
piercingly like a wolf, it stretched and lengthened.
Then once again it was a bears broad snout,
and then a buffalo bellowing out.

He stopped blowing his horn  not letting go;
though no one knew, they were hearing an echo.
Deep into the woods this masterpiece could reach,
repeated  oak to oak  and beech to beech.

When he blew more it seemed a hundredfold.
All sounds combined at once  the dogs set free,
outcries of anger, the fear of the bold
shooters, the hounds and beast trying to flee,
till the Seneschal raised on high his horn  
a hymn of triumph in the clouds was born.

He stopped blowing his horn  not letting go;
though no one knew, they were hearing an echo.
It seemed that every tree had its own horn,
conveying the whole song from choir to choir,
spreading deep into the woods, though borne
more soft, more pure, as though it wouldnt expire.

Then the Seneschal let go of his horn
and spread his arms; it fell to his belt
and swung. His face swollen and warm,
he raised his eyes, this inspiration felt,
as he tried hard to catch the dying notes,
as a thousand cheers rose up in a swarm.

The noise died down. All eyes turned to the bear  
its monstrous corpse lay splattered in its blood
and pierced by bullets, grass matted in its fur.
front paws spread out, and through its nostrils a flood
of black liquid  yet still it was panting,
eyes open, head motionless, not quite dead.
The bulldogs rushed up to its ears, tearing,
the Chiefs Mate bit at the massive head,
while Chief choked off the throat, sucking as it bled.

To halt the attack, the Seneschal placed
steel braces in the jaws of the crazed mutts.
Three times men shouted Vivat  clearly pleased,
flipping the carcass with their rifle butts.

So! said the Sheriff, flourishing his gun,
what do you think of this little ones aim?
This birdshot that it shoots can surely stun.
But that is nothing new  for she can claim
shes never had to waste a charge, this one
from Prince Sanguszko, such craft is rare.
The Notary broke in, wiping his sweaty hair:
As I was running right behind the bear,
the Seneschal told me to stand in place  
but what could I do  when it rushed like a hare
shooting into the field? I had to chase!
But I began to wheeze, and so my hopes
of reaching it vanished  until it shot
into a clearing! For then it lopes,
almost halting. The bruin is so near…
And sure enough, my wide barreled gun,
a Sagolos, mows it down. Inscribed
on it  from Balabonov to London  
for the famed ironsmith himself described
how muskets from his workshop are Polish,
but English in the way he must embellish.

You  mowed it down? The Sheriff said in jest.
Your talk is nothing short of preposterous!
The Notary replied, This is no inquest;
but let us summon the hunters to witness.

And so their dogged quarrel again commenced.
Some to the Sheriff, some to the Notary
flocked. But abut Gervazys role, none sensed,
for theyd been off to either side, while he
stood right in front. The Seneschals command
returned: at least theres reason now to quarrel.
This is no silly hare  hunters demand
satisfaction for a bear  a duel!
Custom calls for swords, or else pistols,
so go and reconcile, I give permission.
I recall two neighbors, neither fools
nor dishonest, of noble disposition.
They lived on opposite sides of a river,
one named Domeyko, and one Doweyko.58
Hunting a bear, they both fired together,
so which bullet killed it, no one could know.
They vowed to shoot across the bears stretched hide,
in true noble fashion, barrel to barrel  
a cause celebe throughout the countryside.
Even songs were written about this quarrel.
I was second  Let me give the history
so that you understand the whole mystery.

While the Seneschal talked, Gervazy checked
the bear carefully, drawing out his knife,
splitting the snout. After the skull was cracked,
he dug into the brain, until a slice
revealed the bullet, which was then extracted,
measured and placed into his own flintlock.
The groups attention was clearly attracted:
Sirs, this is clearly not from your lead stock  
Horeszkos double-barrel gun, the same
musket I hold, old and bound with string.
But I did not shoot it, and I feel shame,
terrible shame, though I was surely trying.
Tadeusz and the Count ran straight to me;
the bear behind, batting the poor Counts head  
the last of the Horeszkos, Jesus-Mary,
I shouted, spotting the monks uncovered head.
His courage surely puts us all to shame  
while I trembled, afraid to even squeeze
the trigger, he grabbed the gun and took aim  
a hundred paces, between both heads, such ease.
Straight to its snout, knocking out its teeth.
Gentlemen, I am old, one man only
could shoot so well. Even the heel beneath
a ladys boot hed hit. He dueled constantly.
Such a scoundrel was famous in his day,
dubbed The Mustached-One, though his true name
I wont mention. But he is far away
from bears  he surely dwells in hell, quite tame.
Praise the Priest, he saved two lives…or three.
If the final link to Horeszkos line
fell to the beast  then I too would depart
this world, the bear would lick my bones and dine.
So let us toast the Priest. Let the praising start!

They sought the Priest in vain. He had been seen
after the bear was slain when he bounded
over to the Count and Tadeusz and soon
determined neither one of them lay wounded.
He raised his eyes and then intoned a prayer
and fled like an animal full of fear.

Meanwhile, the Seneschal told them to heap
bundles of heather and kindling, and lighted
a fire. Billowing smoke began to creep
into the air  the shape of a wind-bloated
tent. Pikes were crossed and bound above the fire
and from them were hung large pot-bellied kettles.
From carts they brought provisions for an entire
feast  bread, flour, roasted meat, and vegetables.

The Judge unlocked a special liquor trunk;
from the protruding necks he chose a flask,
a fine crystal gift from the Bernardine monk.
Gdansk Vodka, he said, and no hard task
for Pole to drink. Long live Gdansk! he shouted,
raising his stein. Gdansk was once our town,
and so will be again. The vodka spouted
a silver arc as he poured it around,
till only golden leaves glowed on the ground.59

It is hard to describe Bigos heating  60
its rich color and miraculous fragrance,
for words can offer only sound and meaning.
You city dwellers can not reach its essence  
to know it you must live in the country,
returning from the hunt in all its pageantry.

Bigos is not some simple seasoned fare.
Besides vegetables, they artfully prepare
a cabbage base, picked then chopped with care,
which, as the saying goes, the mouth must share.
Placed within the moist womb of the kettle,
it is covered with chunks of finest meat
and roasted till the living juices settle.
The fire-extracted flavor is complete,
when the heat is furious and dramatic
and boils over with juices so aromatic.

The Bigos ready, all the hunters cheer;
armed with spoons they run to attack the cauldron.
The copper rings, as streams of vapor,
like camphor, evaporate and all is gone  
pot smoking like a dead volcanos crater.

When appetite and thirst are satisfied,
they load the bear onto a cart, mount their horses,
quite pleased and talkative  although some tried
to break the calm with the quarrels new courses:
the Sheriff and Notary argued once more,
each over his own muskets advantage  
Sanguszko, Sagalos  heated as before.
The Count and Tadeusz also felt rage,
ashamed they failed, and missed, and fled,
Because in Lithuania the blame
for letting bears break through the beaters stead
is hard to overcome  to regain that lost fame.

The Count claimed he was first to reach the spear,
and that Tadeusz hindered his attack.
Tadeusz maintained that he was stronger,
and that his skill could counter the Counts lack,
that he wished to unburden him. The longer
they talked, the more rebukes were hurled back.

Among the men, the worthy Seneschal rode,
exceedingly happy and talkative.
He wanted to squelch the quarrel, to goad
them into agreement by his narrative
of Dowejkos and Domejkos feud.
Its not because I crave spilling more blood
that I called for a duel  that would be crude.
I meant it as a joke, if I may be so bold,
a farce. It is a notion I contrived
some forty years ago. You wont recall,
since youre so young, but its fame has survived,
as well as its ability to enthrall.

Dowejkos and Domejkos animosities
arose from the unfortunate resemblance
of their names. During the District Assemblies,
Dowejkos allies recruited partisans
among nobles so he could get their vote.
But they heard incorrectly, so Domejko
won. At a banquet once, Marshall Rupejko
toasted Vivat Dowejko!  but take note,
on either side they shouted out Domejko,
and those in the center confused their vote.

But worse in Vilno  when a drunken noble
dueled with Domejko and was wounded twice.
Returning home, strangely coincidental,
he boarded the same boat  let it suffice  
with his almost-namesake. So as they sailed
along, the noble asked his neighbors name.
And when he heard Domejko, he curtailed
his civility and out his rapier came.
In no time at all he began to slash  
on ones account, he sliced the others mustache.

To make matters much worse, during a hunt
they were standing so close that when they fired,
both of them hit the bear right in the front.
After so many bullets, she expired,
but since her gut was filled with at least ten,
the same caliber every hunter used,
no one could tell who shot her first, or when
she died. Needless to say, all were confused.

Enough of this, they said, we must resolve
the matter! Whether by God or the Devil united,
we must separate. Two suns cannot revolve
around the earth. And so the two decided
to duel, since neither could be reconciled.
All tries just made them that much more determined.
They found their choice of sabres far too mild,
switching to pistols, though we all complained
their range was far too short. But they, in spite,
swore that theyd only shoot across the hide
of a bear  though this caused us all some fright,
since both were excellent shots. But I complied,
acting as second, requesting a deep hole
be dug, for such a duel will have results.
And what noble would dare usurp the role
of a butcher? This close range does insult
your skill  why stick your barrel in a belly?
I wont permit, but Ill agree to pistols,
if you insist on this shooting spree,
I, as your second, will stretch and pull
this bearskin so that one of you will stand
upon the snout, the other on the tail.
Agreed, they shouted, and the rest was planned  
tomorrow at the inn, without fail.
And thus they left, rushing with great speed,
while I went home to study Virgils Aeneid.

The cries of sic him! interrupted the tale.
From underneath a horse, a hare scampered;
and both hounds were already on its trail.
The masters expected their hounds, pampered
during the hunt, to encounter a hare  
and so they let them go without leashes.
The Sheriff and Notary were aware
of this new chase, and so spurred on their horses,
though the Seneschal had ordered them to halt.
He would not let them run into the field,
insisting that theyd better view which caught
the hare from here. But using horses to shield
its flight, the hare burst free, ears sticking out
like antlers on a stag  a streak of gray  
it dashed, with legs like sticks kicking out
and barely tapped the ground, rushing away,
like a sparrow skimming across a creek.
Behind the hare and hounds the dust clouded,
soon blending into a single streak:
a slithering serpent, it head shrouded
in dust, a bluish neck, the dogs its tail.

The Notary and Sheriff barely breathed.
They watched and both of them turned fully pale.
And in anticipation, both of them seethed  
the serpent grew longer, then split in two;
its head entered the woods, its neck close by,
the tail remained outside. Then the head flew
into view and vanished just as quickly.

The poor bewildered dogs ran by the trees;
they seemed to be conferring with each other;
but then returned, bounding back shamefully.
Tails between their legs, they didnt bother
to raise their eyes or ears  clearly they shied
away from masters, cowering off to the side.

The Notary lowered his head, dejected;
the Sheriff cast about his eyes, unhappy,
while their excuses were rejected  
the hounds were unaccustomed, running free
without leashes. They were caught unaware,
for they had not been baited; their poor paws
lacked boots protecting them from stone and boulder.
With cunning they excused their hounds flaws.
the other hunters might have taken heed,
but they did not  whistling, they laughed instead,
or jabbered on, recalling their heroic deed  
now that the once ferocious bear was dead.

The Seneschal had scarcely paid attention;
the hare escaped, so he resumed his talk.
What was my point before this interruption?
oh, yes, both men agreed  theyd fire across
the bears hide, and all present were concerned
that this meant certain death, barrel to barrel  
but I laughed, for from Virgil I had learned
that any hide of any animal
is no standard measure. Recall Dido
the Queen, and how to Libya she once sailed
to haggle for some land and made a show
of stretching an oxhide, and thus availed
herself to all the land that it could cover  
and from this act of cunning Carthage grew.
a plan, I thought, to carefully think over.61

At dawn Dowejko came in a carriage,
while Domejko galloped up on his horseback
from the other side  but a new bridge
they beheld, crossing the river, shaggy and slack,
constructed of bearskin, cut up and knotted.
I stood Doweyko on the poor beasts tail;
across the river Domejko was spotted
on the snout. Gentlemen, you may assail
each other now  or if perhaps youd rather
try to solve this and thus to reconcile.
They were furious, though all the others
fell over laughing. I, in priestly style,
inveighed the Gospels, commanding them to cease.
They had no choice, they had to call for peace.

So they became dear friends after the feud,
and Dowejko, Domejkos sister wed.
Domejko, not to be outdone, wooed
his brother-in-laws sister, and so instead
of enemies, theyre kin. Soon their estates
were divided and they began to share.
On the spot of this near deadly debate,
they built a tavern called The Little Bear.


BOOK 5 . THE BRAWL

Telimenas hunting plans  the gardener enters society, instructed by her guardian  hunters return  Tadeusz dumbstruck  repeated meeting the Sanctuary and reconciliation after ants intervene  the hunt discussed  the Seneschals tale of Rejtan and the Prince de Nasseau, interrupted  a preliminary settlement, also interrupted  the brawl  the Count and Gervazy hold a war council

The Seneschal, concluding the hunt with honor,
returns from the forest; Telimena, meanwhile,
in the depths of the deserted manor,
begins to hunt in her own special style.
She sits with arms folded, while her thoughts chase
two beasts  how to ensnare and catch her game,
the Count and Tadeusz. The Count has grace
and charm, a legacy comes with his name,
in love already, yes, but that could change.
Then will he truly love or want to marry
a woman whos some years beyond his range
and not well off? Will my whole plan miscarry?
Is this a match his family must arrange?

With thoughts like this she rose up from the couch,
standing on tiptoe and stretching tall.
Then she revealed her cleavage with a slouch
and gazed into the mirror on the wall.
She seemed to want her image to decide
her fate, then quickly turned away and sighed.

The Count has wealth  such men are changeable;
hes blond, and blonds are not so passionate.
Tadeusz, though, is simple, amiable,
a child and like a puppy, affectionate.
He is falling in love for the first time  
he will not easily break off this tie  
for young men more than men whove reached their prime
easily change views; their feelings, though, belie
tenacity not found in their grandfathers,
because they have conscience. The heart of youth
is simple like a girls  gratitude matters.
It blissfully welcomes sweet love to soothe,
and quickly digests it, a modest meal.
Only a drunk, now sleeping soberly,
abhors the vodka that he downed with zeal.
Telimena considered carefully
what reason and experience revealed.

But what would people say? Could she avoid
accusing stares or live like one secluded
or even move abroad? She might decide
to go to Petersburg, to be included
in all the best affairs. Then she would guide
his steps, dispense advice, in short shed mold
his heart. Shed have a confidante, a brother tied
always to her, as she blissfully grew old.

Such brazen thoughts soon put in her a state;
she started pacing then lowered her head.
Perhaps she should consider the Counts fate  
if she could match him with Zosia instead.
She was not rich but was equal in birth,
a Senators home, yes, a person of rank.
Such a marriage was sure to have its worth  
shed find refuge in their home; they would thank
her for arranging this and then shed be
like a mother to them. So thus assured
she walked to the window to better see
Zosia, amusing herself in the orchard.

Zosia in morning dress, her head uncovered,
held up a sieve, and all the barnyard fowl
rushed to her feet, feeding time discovered.
Shaggy-feathered chicks like woolen balls
rolled in, and roosters with orange combs twitching,
stroked their wings through the furrows and bushes,
dragging spurred feet. A turkey cock, swishing,
followed behind, puffed-up, grumbling, it hushes
its noisy spouse, and peacocks, too, like rafts,
their long tails steering through the dense meadow.
Above, like fresh snow spraying in a draft,
silver doves descend into the shadow,
resembling white ribbons that wrap around.
Specks and stars and stripes beneath the shroud  
amber beaks and coral tufts, the ground
of thick plumage  fish under waves breaking.
Their thrusting necks advance all in a line,
like water lilies in a pond shaking.
It seems a thousand eyes toward Zosia shine.

In the center, above the birds, she rises
in her white shift as tall as a fountain,
showering from the sieve her grand prizes.
From her white hand they splash almost like rain,
these drops of pearl barley, big as hailstones.
Such grains belong at a gentlemans table,
added to broth thats been prepared from bones.
Too bad that now the cook will be unable
to make such soup  since Zosia stole the grain.

When Zosia heard the shrill call of her aunt,
she scattered all the last tidbits of grain,
twirling the empty sieve  as if to enchant
the birds  a dancer with her tambourine.
Over the hens, the pigeons, and peacocks
she jumped, rushing, the birds clearly ruffled,
fluttering and whirling above in flocks.
Her steps were still so very light and muffled,
she seemed to be drawn by some startled doves
in her chariot  a mythic goddess of love.

Zosia hopped inside the open window;
breathless, she sat by the knees of the aunt,
who kissed her and began to stroke her brow,
clearly deriving pleasure from this instant.
She truly loved her ward, but now once more
her mood turned solemn and she rose to pace
across the chamber several times before
she scolded Zosia, who made a wry face.
Zosia, she said,  how can you just forget
who you are? This is such a special day;
youre fourteen now, perhaps its time to let
these chicks and turkeys go their way.
Such toys are not fit for a nobles child!
And really, how much longer can you bear
those sunburned peasant children, so wild?
Youre dark as a gypsy  yet once so fair,
traipsing about as if some farmers wife.
But this is soon to change; starting today
Im taking charge of your social life.
When there are guests, you must do as I say,
and dont embarrass me by how you play.

Zosia jumped up excitedly and hugged
her aunt, who maintained her stern composure.
She cried and laughed, though clearly from pleasure.
Oh Aunt, I never see these guests, she shrugged,
since Ive arrived its just turkey and hen.
The only guest I saw was a wild dove.
Im bored feeling like a sheep in its pen,
Im sure even the Judge would not approve.

The Judge, Telimena said, nags me  
bring your niece into society at last,
mumbling under his breath constantly
that youve been growing up so very fast.
But what does he know of society?
It takes an awful lot of care to fashion
a young lady. I have notoriety
for that! To make the proper impression
its not how pretty and clever you are  
if all have known you since your childhood.
But if a young girl has been raised quite far
away, of course, then everything looks good  
men find her fascinating and her movement
will enthrall, her glance sure to bewitch;
her conversation praised for its content;
she will be loved for every little twitch,
by even those who seem to dislike her.
You must not forget all that you have learned
during the two long years that youve spent here.
Remember, Zosia, just how much weve yearned
to return to Petersburg. Now get dressed;
youll find all that you need back in the trunk,
and please consider what Ive just expressed  
quickly, theyre all returning from the hunt.

The serving girl summoned  the chamber maid,
and water was poured in a silver basin.
Zosia, like a sparrow in sand, played,
splashing about, as servants tried to hasten,
washing her hands and face, trying to aid.
Telimena, from her Petersburg stores,
pulled out flasks of perfume, jars of pomade;
she sprayed Zosia with a scent that allures,
applying to her hair a fragrant ointment.
Clear white stockings Zosia began placing
by her white satin shoes  from Warsaw sent,
while the servant began the task of lacing
the corset, covered by a dressing smock.
Curling papers were twisted in her hair,
which was so short they had to braid the locks
revealing temples and forehead  both fair.
A corsage of fresh flowers was then placed
in Telimenas hand  for her to pin
in Zosias hair. So skillfully it graced
her face  like a blue cornflower within
a field of pale grain. The smock was replaced
with a white gown and Zosia thrust her head
through the opening. A kerchief, white and frilly,
went in her hand; the serving girl said
she looked just like a perfect white lily.

A last adjustment to her hair and gown  
they told her to parade across the floor.
Telimena observed with a connoisseurs frown,
drilling her knowledge (which she knew was poor)
of etiquette. She angrily grimaced,
and when Zosia curtseyed, cried in despair.
Oh, wretched me! Im sure to be disgraced.
Wait and see how this gooseherd will fare  
you spread your legs, whats worse, you glance about
like some divorcee. Curtsey again,
this awkwardness is not something to flout.
Oh Aunt, replied Zosia, You mustnt complain,
you kept me locked away! When could I learn
to dance. Im bored, and so I feed these birds,
and frolic with these children that you spurn.
One more chance, and Ill disprove your words;
dont shut me in  for how else will I learn?

The birds, her Aunt said, are an evil less
than the rabble we always see, to attract.
Think of our guests, and how they must impress  
the grouchy priest with his card-playing act;
the lawyer with his awful pipes  are these
eligible bachelors? What manners or finesse
could you possibly learn  to hang from tree?
But now we have a young distinguished guest,
the Count, a lord and so well educated,
properly raised. I have but one request  
just be polite in ways Ive indicated.

Whinnying horses could be heard outside,
and hunters slang, the opening of the gate.
Away from the mirror, Zosia was pried,
rushed into the hall with a frantic gait  
the hunters didnt occupy the room;
they were changing out of their hunting shirts
in the kitchen, so they could also groom
themselves, in case some lady wished to flirt.
Most anxious were Tadeusz and the Count,
who quickly dressed and rushed out to the front.

Telimena was obliged to act
as host. She greeted them, led them to chairs;
she talked politely and they didnt lack
attention. Then, amid the talk of bears,
she introduced her niece, Tadeusz first.
Zosia curtseyed and he bowed very low,
his lips parted, his eyes to her eyes glued.
Then he grew shy, standing pale and dumbstruck,
his own feelings unable to surmise.
He recognized Zosia  to his ill-luck  
her size and shining hair, her voice and eyes,
just hours before hed seen this very face
whose sweet voice had awakened him for the bear chase.

The Seneschal, watching Tadeusz shaken,
rescued him from his predicament,
advising to withdraw at once, to make an
effort to rest. But Tadeusz went,
instead, to the fireplace, his crazed eyes
glancing to his aunt, then to her niece.
Telimena noticed, with some deep sighs,
the impression that Zosia made  displeased.
And Zosia, too, appeared to be distracted,
staring at the flames. Unable to wait,
Telimena approached the youth who so attracted
her. Are you sick? Or sad? Questions would not abate,
until to Zosia she jokingly alluded.
Tadeusz remained still, propped on his elbow,
silent, brows knit, mouth twisted  he brooded.
Telimenas confusion began to show;
she changed her tack and then her tone of voice;
with sharp and angry words she jibed and taunted;
Tadeusz felt the sting of her word choice.
With no reply but with his anger flaunted,
he kicked a chair as from the room he bolted;
and as it crashed over, the door was jolted
open. Only Telimena was unnerved,
to all the rest, this scene passed unobserved.

Through the swinging gate, Tadeusz fled,
straight to the field  like a pike with its gill
punctured by a hook, plunging, diving, far from dead,
deeper, the fishing line following still  
Tadeusz dragged along his new-found pain,
trudging through ditches, vaulting across fences,
aimless and pathless and under great strain,
wandering as though he had lost his senses,
till deep in the forest, by chance or will,
he found himself, where only yesterday,
hed felt such joy  where, by the tiny hill,
the trees witnessed his rapturous display,
where Telimena passed the infamous note,
as both the Count and Tadeusz she smote.

Looking about  what a shock to notice,
Telimena alone, deeply plunged
in her own thoughts. And yet it was her bodice
he noticed, white, and the way that she lounged
on a boulder, as though sculpted from stone
herself, her palms to face, pale as a lotus,
clearly she sobbed, though emitting no tone.

Tadeusz defended his heart in vain;
he felt pity; he was moved by her sorrow.
He gazed silently, in awe of her pain;
he hid behind a tree, then anger grew  
Fool! he scolded himself, shes not to blame;
its my mistake. Then suddenly she tore
from her place with a start, and when she came
leaping across a stream, arms in the air,
hair disheveled, she screamed, heading for the trees.
Jumping, kneeling, and finally falling down,
unable to get up or to squirm free  
it was so clear that her torment had grown,
grasping her breasts, her knees, and then her toes.
Tadeusz sprung up, sure that shed gone mad,
or else that some disease held her in the throes
of seizure  yet it wasnt nearly that bad.

In a nearby birch wood, a great anthill
supplied thousands of ants crawling along the grass,
frantic and black, like soldiers in a drill.
Perhaps it was pleasure that made them pass
into this ladys Temple of Meditation.
Leaving behind their heaped-up mound and spring,
they marched in line to their new destination.
Unfortunately, for them, someone was blocking
their path, and Telimenas sparkling white
stockings, so glittery and alluring,
attracted them  to tickle and to bite.
Telimena was forced to flee, fluttering
her arms, till she dropped down, shaking her dress,
picking off ants, between fingers to press.

Tadeusz felt compelled to help her now,
brushing her gown and stooping by her foot,
his lips accidentally strayed to her brow.
Remaining on that tender spot, mute
about their recent quarrel  they didnt speak,
reconciled and under each others spell.
Their silence could have lasted for a week,
if not for the Soplicas dinner bell.

This signaled time to come to evening meal,
time to return  and since they just now heard
branches cracking, a search party might reveal
their indiscretion. So, passions stirred,
they returned separately  she through the orchard,
Tadeusz to the highway in a rush.
Yet an alarming sight both encountered  
Telimena saw behind a bush
the hooded face of the Bernardine monk;
Tadeusz, too, distinctly saw a figure,
tall and dressed in white, behind the trunk
of a tree. He suspected, though not sure,
that the Counts long English frockcoat it wore.

They were to dine in the castle again;
Protazy one more time had disobeyed
the Judges prohibition with disdain.
During the absence of the men, he played
his advantage, and he had stormed the castle,
moving the cupboard in before guests came.
They entered in order, stood in a circle  
the Official sat where someone of his fame
belonged, bowing to all along the way.
The priest was absent, so his wife sat next
to the Judge, who in Latin, began to pray.
Then vodka was served to the honored guests,
and kompot, rich with cream  so they might dine62
on crabs and chicken and asparagus,
downing huge cups of Hungarian wine,
feasting in silence, without making a fuss.

Since they first erected these castle walls,
so lavishly theyd always entertained,
so many nobles visited these halls  
it seemed the echoes of vivats remained.
Yet never could the Judge recall more gloom  
only the popping corks and rattling plates
resounded hollowly through the great room;
even the servants abandoned their debates,
for it seemed that some angry spirit tried
to silence all, as if all tongues were tied.

There were many reasons for this silence.
Returning from the hunt quite talkative,
their ardor had grown less and less intense,
realizing just how hard it was to live
with the shame  was it really necessary,
this hooded monk appearing from nowhere
like Philip from Hemp, who didnt even carry63
a gun? Something about this wasnt fair!
What would their rivals in the district town
think? And would they mock their hunting renown?

And adding to their long, ongoing feud,
the Notary and Sheriff faced new shame  
they both dwelled on the memory, renewed:
the hare fleeing, their hounds already tame,
the fluffy tail as it mockingly waved
from the grove, like a whip lashing the heart.
In spite of this disgrace, gazing down, they braved
the crowd  yet the Sheriff was also hurt,
as he watched Telimena and his rival play.

She sat by Tadeusz but turned away
and barely noticed him, intent instead
to tease the Count out of his sad display,
to talk freely, his ill-humor to shed.
The Count was glum, returning from his walk,
or his ambush, as Tadeusz surmised;
for he listened to Telimena talk
and raised his head haughtily, not surprised.
He frowned and looked at both of them with scorn,
and sat by Zosia, leaning as close as possible.
He filled her glass and passed her plates in turn,
showing every courtesy  and bow and smile.
At times he rolled his eyes and gasped for air,
and it was clear, despite his deception,
his flirting words were meant for Telimenas ear.
He wished to spite her, to cause irritation,
turning to stare at her with every chance,
to drown her in his threatening glance.

Telimena watched, uncomprehending,
shrugging her shoulders  so very strange, she thought,
returning to the Count with talk unending.
Tadeusz grew more dismal, and he sought
escape in his plate, though he ate and drank
nothing. Even when Telimena poured
more wine, questioning, he acted bored,
though he seemed ill, and soon his head sank.
When he opened his eyes, he grew upset,
his face so near her cleavage, so immodest,
so shocked by what his quick perusal met.
To her red cheeks he turned his present inquest,
a grave secret about to be exposed  
by rouge this rosy hue had been imposed.

Perhaps this rouge was an inferior grade,
or had in spots rubbed off accidentally,
or else worn off, and underneath its shade,
a coarse complexion  all could plainly see.
Perhaps Tadeusz, an hour or so before,
had brushed her cheek during their conversation,
and the carmine fell to the forest floor,
lightly as dust from its powder foundation.
Telimena had rushed from the forest,
with virtually no time to make repairs
to her makeup, and tiny spots had surfaced
around her mouth. Tadeusz had to stare,
the cunning spy, having discovered treason.
He carefully examined all her charms,
having more than sufficient reason,
and everywhere betrayals caused alarm  
two teeth missing, and where her powder pealed,
a thousand tiny wrinkles were revealed.

How terrible Tadeusz began to feel,
to examine so closely  a disgrace!
To spy like that, creating his own hell,
to change his heart, his love even to erase.
Could he control his heart? He felt such shame,
and tried to substitute conscience for loves absence,
To warm his cold soul in her glances flame,
though like the moon, her eyes were cold, intense  
his soul was frozen to the very tip;
head buried in his hands, he bit his lip.

Just then a new temptation arose  
on Zosia and the Count he would eavesdrop.
Clearly the girl was in the Counts throes,
visibly blushing, and unable to stop
staring, laughing as they began to converse
about yesterdays unexpected meeting.
What they recalled  they spoke as if in verse:
huge burdock leaves, and how they made their greeting
in the garden. Tadeusz pricked his ears,
swallowing words which then his soul digested.
His feast was bitter and brought him new fears  
like a garden viper whose tongue ingested
the poison of a plant, there on the path
rolled into a ball, the very place
someone might step, poised to display its wrath.
Now drunk with jealousy as poisonous,
Tadeusz was about to show his malice.

To even the most festive gathering,
just one person can introduce much gloom;
though the hunters had stopped their blathering,
Tadeuszs gall suffused the room.

Even the Chamberlain was despondent.
Astonished, he observed his two daughters,
well-dowered and pretty, by all consent,
the bloom of youth and in all quarters
the districts best matches, in utter silence,
neglected by the eligible young men.
The Judge, as host, felt deeply this offence,
while the Seneschal offered his comments  
they might as well dine in some fierce wolfs den.

The Seneschal was very sensitive
to silence, and inordinately fond
of chatter  and no wonder, for to live
as a noble meant a continuous round
of banquets, hunts, salons, assemblies,
accustomed to something drumming his ear.
Even when not talking, or swatting flies,
or quietly musing, he longed to hear
some conversation. And even at night
he said his rosaries and made up tales.
Against pipe-smoking he would rail and fight,
claiming that the silence this habit entails
was a German invention meant to deny
good Polish traits. And so he did determine  
by wiping out the germs of speech, they well night
propose a cure to make us more German.64
The lack of sound at night would make him jolt
from bed. Like millers lured to sleep by grinding gears,
who wake if noise comes to a grinding halt,
jumping to their feet, all full of fear.

The Seneschal faced the Chamberlain and bowed,
motioning to the Judge, who raised his hand,
a signal for him to address the sullen crowd.
Both of them acknowledged and begged him to take a stand.
I implore you young people, the Seneschal lectured,
enjoy yourselves at this sumptuous meal;
dont chew so quietly without a word.
Are you Trappist monks whove vowed to seal
your lips? It makes me think of that hunter
who lets the cartridge rust inside his gun.
I do admire the garrulous banter
of our ancestors  who, after the run,
returned to the table not just to feast,
but to express freely their opinions.
What they held in their heart, always released,
reproofs, of course, but also commendations;
hunter and beater, hound and shot appraised
as vociferously as another chase.
I know whats wrong  the monk has raised
a specter in this room; you feel disgrace
at your poor shots. But dont be tormented.
Better hunters than you have often missed  
it is something that cannot be prevented.
Since youth Ive brought a gun into the chase;
and even the great Rejtan could miss sometime.
So you young men, you do not face disgrace;
failing to kill a bear is not a crime.

With just a spear, I could not criticize.
But if you fled, holding your loaded gun,
then cries of coward would surely arise.
A coward is likely to shoot and run
blindly, afraid to let the beast approach.
But if he aims, and lets the game get near,
and hunting rules hes careful not to breach,
a miss means he can withdraw without fear
or disgrace. Now if he chooses a pike,
not simply out of need but for pleasure,
let him beware  its a weapon unlike
the gun, unsuited to attack a bear.
In ancient times, I ask you to believe,
your retreat would not be a cause of shame.
So Count and Tadeusz, please do not grieve;
please hear an old mans words, do not be deaf;
if you wish to escape dispute or blame,
two hunters should not shoot at the same game.

Just as the Seneschal said the word game,
the Sheriff whispered, almost out loud, dame.
Bravo! shouted the young men with laughter,
repeating the Seneschals admonition,
especially the word that followed after.
One yelled, game, the next said dame in opposition.
the Notary whispered, shed be no pet,
to which the Sheriff responded, Coquette,
fixing on Telimena his fierce gaze.

The steadfast Seneschal was not amazed;
he didnt castigate or pay attention
to these whispered comments. Instead he praised
the levity brought by this word association  
his glass of wine, to be refilled, he raised.

Oh, how Id like to find the Bernardine;
I have a tale to tell, I wonder what hed think  
the Warden claimed that only once hed seen
aim that was as accurate as the monk.
But I know a marksman of equal skill,
whose shots once saved two nobles skins,
just as the beast readied to make its kill  
Rejtan the Deputy and De Nassau the Prince,
who judged a man regardless of his title.
At the table theyd be the first to toast,
presenting him with gifts, formidable  
the hide of a slain boar, something to boast!
I can recall that boar, that infamous shot,
I was an eyewitness, and yes, I saw
just like today  although a finer lot,
the Deputy Rejtan and Prince DeNasseau.65

The Judge spoke up as he refilled his bowl.
I think its time for us to toast the priest;
if charity will not enrich his cowl,
lets replenish his gunpowder at least.
I give my word that the bear slain today
will be rewarded with two years supply
of wood to heat the stove of his monastery.
Although the hide  I think I must deny,
either by force or his humble concession,
though Id offer the pelts of ten sables.
To dispose of this hide  my obligation.
Of course his role in killing it enables
him to receive the highest crowning glory,
But the choice of the valued second prize,
the hide, the hunts most prized and cherished bounty  
I think the Official should now decide.

The Official stroked his forehead and he frowned.
Murmurs arose as the hunters depicted
their roles in the hunt  how the beast was found,
and one about the first wound inflicted;
one freed the dogs, another scared the bear…
The Notary and Sheriff fought once more:
one held his Sanguszko musket quite dear;
the other his Sagalos precision bore.

Dear Judge, my friend, the Chamberlain replied,
the first prize  clearly the monk deserves
to win, second much harder to decide.
All took part with equal courage and nerve,
though two young men were singled out by fate
to come perilously close to the bears claw.
The Count and Tadeusz, without debate,
have earned the skin. Tadeusz will withdraw
his claim, Im sure, younger, kin to the host;
the Count, the spolia opima, shall take,66
the spoils, the trophy goes back to his roost.
A glorious reminder this will make  
a sign that good fortune will not be lost.

He clearly thought the Count had been appeased,
unaware this gift pierced through his heart,
for the Count, when he should have been amused,
glanced up unhappily at the mounted hart,
its branching antlers almost like laurel fronds
gracing the walls, as though a fathers hand
had gathered them to make crowns for his sons.
Rows of ancestral portraits seemed to command
from the pillars, and high on the vault shone
the old coat of arms, the Horeszko half-goat.
The Count felt these figures, once so remote,
spoke to him. But as his musing now ceased,
he realized just where he was  whose guest.
the Horeszkos heirs new outrage increased,
inside his hall, attending this new feast
hosted by his enemies, the Soplicas.
Compounding this was a renewed jealousy
towards Tadeusz, his rival for Telimenas
charms, as his anger began to intensify.

He replied with a bitter laugh and smile,
my house is small and lacks a worthy place
for a gift of such magnificent style.
Let the bear remain  let it grace
these castle walls, among other horned beasts,
until the Judge returns what he has only leased.

The Chamberlain, guessing future events,
tapped his snuffbox and demanded to speak.
You deserve praise, Count, for having the sense
to talk business and never take a break;
such concern is rare in this sad age.
You have my word, we will come to agreement;
my last concern is the castle acreage
and regarding this I have an arrangement.
He gravely began to relate his plan,
expounding upon the future exchange,
when an unexpected movement began
across the table and out of his range.
Someone pointed, a few eyes followed first,
till, soon, like a field of rye in the wind,
all heads simultaneously reversed
direction  turning to face the corner behind.

Where the dead Pantlers portrait was hanging,
from a small door among the pillars, hidden,
emerging with a terrible clanging,
came Gervazy, like a ghost, as though chidden
of God. All recognized his stature, his face,
his frayed yellow greatcoat with the half-goat.
Straight as a pole, with a slow, rigid pace,
his hat still on, without looking about  
he was brandishing a glittering key,
and unlocked a great chest, turning forcefully.

In the corner stood two musical clocks,
locked in a large case against the pillars,
old and unique and with intricate locks.
They told time contrary to sun and star,
tolling midnight at noon and noon at midnight.
Gervazy never bothered to repair
the works, though with his key he wound each night.
So now he came to wind, without a care,
just as the Chamberlain began his discourse.
He lifted the weight; the rusty wheels grinding,
gnashing their teeth, as he tugged with force.
The Chamberlain shuddered, reprimanding,
Brother, he said, postpone this urgent work.
Nothing happened; he tried again to state
his case. The spiteful Warden tugged  with a jerk
even more forceful  the second weight .
Suddenly, the goldfinch, perched on top,
flapped its wings, chiming forth a melody.
This bird, once a work of art, wouldnt stop,
broken and disfigured and quite moody,
began a squeal that turned into a howl.
The Chamberlain was furious, the guests rooting.
My dear Warden, or should I say Screech Owl;67
if you value your beak, youll stop this hooting.

Oh Count, cried the Warden, What do you think?
Its not enough that your honor is stained  
must you with these Soplicas eat and drink?
Must I, Gervazy Rembajlo, named
Warden of the Horeszko castle estate,
endure insults in the house of my Lord?
Silence! Protazy cried, Before it is too late!
I, Protazy Balthazar Brechalski, swear by the sword
of my office as Court Apparitor
in front of all free-born men to witness,
I call upon the Sheriff to order
an investigation into the heinous
and violent infringement of property.
It is this castle that he wants to steal,
yet he has no legal authority  
as evidence, the Judge eating his meal!

Windbag! the Warden bellowed, I will teach you.
He drew the metal keys hung from his belt
whirling them around his head  they flew
like a stone from a slingshot catapult.
Surely they almost struck Protazys head,
splitting it in two, and hed be dead…

All jumped up from their seats in utter silence,
until the Judge spoke up Put him in stocks!
Arrest the trump! He ordered the servants,
who rushed to the passage behind the clocks.
The Count, though, stood between the bench and wall,
blocking their way. And all alone he stood,
in his feeble entrenchment. That is all,
He said, Judge, no one will dare to harm
my servants in my home. Take your complaints
against this man to court, but do not raise your arm
against him  bring them to me  or to the Saints!

The Chamberlain stared deep into the eyes
of the Count. I can punish, without your intervention,
this impudent old fool. Besides, the prize
cannot be claimed before my determination.
The castles not yet yours  your not the host,
so please sit down; respect my gray hair,
if not my rank and my official post.

Enough, muttered the Count. I dont care!
Bore us with your office and respect;
Ive heard enough stupidities tonight;
drinking bouts, brawls  what more can I expect.
When were sober  for honor then Ill fight.

Surprised by such an unexpected answer,
the Chamberlain quickly refilled his cup.
The Counts impudence struck him like thunder.
He grabbed the bottle and raised his head up,
and with his mouth gaping began to blather.
The whole time he was so violently squeezing
the glass, it cracked, causing wine to splatter
his face. It seemed as though the fire seething
in his soul was quenched by the wine. He paled,
and grew quiet  his first words were unclear;
he gnashed his teeth, and further words expelled.
My Count, you are an ass! Bring my sword here;
Ill teach you manners no matter the price.
So your delicate ears find me a bore  
those tender earlobes I might have to slice.
Hand me my cutlass. Now Count, out the door!

The Chamberlains allies leapt to his aid.
The Judge grabbed his hand. This is my affair,
I was challenged first. Protazy, my blade.
Let me at him  hell dance like a chained bear.
But Tadeusz restrained him. Please Uncle,
and you, most honored Sir, we all agree,
yet its not fitting for the old to meddle;
I will punish him more than adequately.
And you, bold Count, well settle these affairs
tomorrow. Choose the site and your weapon.
Go now before my good sense disappears.

This advice was good, for no small danger
was threatening the Warden and the Count.
At the far end of the table raged anger,
and soon attacks were beginning to mount  
bottles flying over the Counts head.
The terrified ladies beseeched and wept.
Enough! Telimena finally cried in dread.
She tried to leave but fainted as she stepped;
her neck fell right onto the Counts shoulder,
her swanlike breast now lay upon his chest.
The Count checked his fury to comfort her;
to revive her he stroked and closely pressed.

Meanwhile Gervazy, withstanding the barrage
of bottles and benches, staggered on his feet.
There servants, now a fist-throwing entourage,
swarmed towards him. Fortunately, certain defeat
was avoided, when Zosia, out of pity,
leapt right in front of them, her arms flung wide.
They halted; Gervazy withdrew slowly,
and disappeared under a table to hide,
emerging from the other side as though
from underground. Then he picked up a chair
in his powerful arms, threatening to throw.
Spinning like a windmill, slashing the air,
he almost cleared the room, grabbed the Counts sleeve,
retreating, swinging the bench for protection.
Almost through the door, about to leave,
Gervazy stopped to make a last inspection.
He eyed his enemies, musing a moment,
deciding whether to retreat or aim.
He chose to fight  his message clearly sent
as he lifted the bench, to inflict harm  
a battering ram! He moved with his head bent,
his chest thrust out, his leg almost upraised.
But once he saw the Seneschal he went
pale  freezing, falling, seemingly crazed.

The Seneschal sat calmly, eyes half-closed;
he had been plunged deep in some meditation
until he saw the threat this quarrel posed.
Then with the Counts renewed provocation,
first to the Chamberlain, then to the Judge  
he took a pinch of snuff from his own case
and wiped his eyes, but still he did not budge.
A distant relation, he loved his place
as guest of the Judge and cared exceedingly
about his hosts welfare. He watched the strife,
laying his hand on the table slowly,
fingers extended to cradle a knife
in his broad palm  the hilt reached his elbow.
He fiddled with it while watching the show.

The art of knife-throwing, so feared in warfare,
in Lithuania was long out of fashion;
only the old practiced the skill with care.
The Warden, in more than one altercation
at the tavern, tried, and none was more skilled
than the Seneschal. It was evident
from his itchy fingers  he had killed
before, and carefully sized up the Count.
Although the youths knew nothing of this threat,
Gervazy paled. Using the bench as shield,
dragging the Count in such a quick retreat,
he rushed through the dense crowd that would not yield.

Like a wolf leaping onto a carcass,
throwing itself blindly into a pack
of dogs intruding on its feast, tearing the mass  
suddenly, amid howls, it looks back,
trembling as it hears a hammering click,
and spots a hunter in back of the hounds,
crouched on one knee, the barrel aimed to strike
the wolf. And then, before the trigger pounds  
ears lowered, tails between legs, off it scurries.
The triumphant dogs, with a howling death-
like screech, nibble the carcass, while the furry
beast, half-dead, snapping jaws and gnashing teeth,
is no longer a threat. Yet with a yelp,
the pack flies off  just so, Gervazys pose,
so menacing, deters, with no more help
than upraised bench and the fierce glance he throws.
He drags the Count into the alcoves shadows.

Catch him! they shouted, confused as they ran;
for there above their heads the Warden appeared,
high in the loft of the ancient organ.
With a crash the lead pipes were fully severed,
and he threatened to drop them to the crowded floor.
But already the guests had left the hall;
the terrified servants scattered with an uproar,
seizing laden platters, they followed the call
of their masters, fleeing the missile-filled air,
leaving behind the plates and silverware.

And who was last to leave this battleground?
Brechalski Protazy endured the onslaught
standing behind the Judges chair. He found
his courtroom voice useful  as he sought
to make a declaration. He had his bellowing say,
then from the shambles gravely walked away.

There were no casualties amid the carnage,
though benches rocked and tables reeled,
the linen littered and soiled with garbage,
wine soaked  piled like a bloody knight on his shield.
Carcasses of chicken, turkey, and duck
scattered about, as though attacked in rage  
in each plump breast, a silver fork was stuck.

Soon the usual quiet and calm returned,
and darkness enveloped the empty castle,
casting in shadow all the overturned
remnants of this banquet-turned-brawl.
The food lay scattered as in peasant rites,68
where departed spirits gather to feast.
Already the attic screech owl invites,
like a wizard, the moonrise in the east,
which drips upon the table a trembling beam,
struggling like a soul from Purgatory.
From basement vaults, as in some horrid dream,
rats leap to the food, gnaw and drink greedily.
In shadowy corners they still remain,
toasting spirits, popping corks of Champagne.

But on the second floor, in chambers known
as the Hall of Mirrors, though all were gone,
the Count stood on the balcony alone,
cooling in the breeze, his coat half on,
draped on his shoulder, tails around his neck,
like some ancient and dark mysterious cape.
Inside the hall, Gervazy paced back
and forth, deep in thought, plans taking shape.
Pistols, said the Count, or swords if they prefer.
The castle, replied the Warden, and the village  
are yours.
Challenge the Uncle and make war
on his nephew and their estate. We should pillage,
cried out the Count.
Oh, yes, and seize his land,
Gervazy shouted. Then he turned and faced
the Count. Its time to take things with your hand;
forget about lawsuits, youve been disgraced,
just take possession  whats rightfully yours,
Horeszkos have owned it four-hundred years!
Only a tiny parcel was broken away
during the Targowica Confederacy,69
which Soplica still claims to this very day.
Why do you waste your entire legacy
to fund this lawsuit and to punish plunder.
How many times Ive said, forsake the court!
In ancient times the cannon would thunder.
Make an incursion, yes, well storm the fort;
whoever occupies the land will rule;
win in the field  and in the court you win.
With my penknife theyll soak in bloody pools.
If Maciek will help this flogging begin,
together well punish their heinous sin.

Bravo! replied the Count. This reminds me
of some Gothic-Sarmatian tale of vengeance,
better than the courts, I do agree.
Together we will cause a disturbance
unknown in Lithuania. For two long years
Ive sat watching disputes over borders
between peasants. Now this foray appears
to promise bloodshed. Once some marauders
attacked during a trek in Sicily  
when I was hosted by a certain prince  
and brigands stole his son-in-law, and we
pursued them to their mountain camp entrance,
for their demand of ransom was absurd.
In haste we summoned vassals and servants,
and then attacked. I freed, using my sword,
the captive. Oh, Gervazy, what victory  
returning like a feudal knight to flowers
strewn by common folk, and oh the glory
when the Princes weeping daughter showers
me with kisses. From the gazette they knew
even before we came back from Palermo,
and the ladies pointed as we passed through.
A romance was published about this show,
The Count and the Mysteries of the Castle
Of Birbante-Roca. Are there dungeons
in this castle?
The cellars, once so full,
replied Gervazy, are depleted ones.
Soplicas drank your wine.
My servants,
added the Count, We must arm my jockies,
summon vassals.
Let God forbid such nonsense,
interrupted Gervazy, they are lackeys!
You might as well go plan a raid with peasants.
My Lord, you know nothing of strategy.
Some farmer with whiskers is no defense,
but gentlemen with mustaches and pedigree70
can be counted on  so you shouldnt ask
in huts, but in settlements of the gentry  
Dobrzyn, Cietycze, Rzezikow, Ranbanki,71
where descendants of knights will do the task,
all to the Horeszko family attached,
each the Soplicas mortal enemy.
I can assemble three-hundred, all mustached,
for now return to your palace quickly;
sleep well, for tomorrow is a great day;
its late, I hear the cock already crow.
Ill guard the castle, till the dawn Ill stay,
then to the Dobrzyn settlement Ill go.
At this the Count withdrew from the porch heights.
Before he left he glanced through the embrasure  
and saw a multitude of glowing lights
from the Soplica homestead. Take your pleasure
while you can, he exclaimed, for tomorrow
will be quite dark, while this castle will glow.

Gervazy settled on the floor, propped
by the wall, as his head fell to his chest.
Onto his scarred, bald pate, moonlight dropped,
and the restless play of his fingers expressed
his grave attempt to plan the upcoming foray.
But the weight of his eyelids grew too great,
and so his head flopped. He began to say
Our Fathers and Hail Marys, to abate
his sleep  though strange, dreamlike creatures appeared.
They were his ancient Lords, the Horeszkos,
holding sabres and maces once so feared,
each one approaching with a menacing pose,
twirling a mustache, brandishing a sword
or swinging a mace. A frightened spirit
follows slowly behind, dressed like a Lord,
chest stained bloody, fresh blood dripping near it.
Gervazy crossed himself and with deep sighs  
recognizing his dead master so gory  
tried desperately to exorcise
this ghost, praying for souls in Purgatory.
Once more his eyes shut tight, but his ears rang  
a raid on Korelicz which Rzymsza led.
as though in dream he watched the great harangue;
astride a horse, sword raised above his head,
he charged, his coattails snapping in the wind,
a red-plumed hat over one ear. He charged,
and the ranks on horseback and foot were thinned.
and then into Soplicas stable he barged
to set him ablaze. Thus, Gervazy kept
this vengeful vision in his mind and slept.
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Imperceptibly, out of the damp dark,
the dawn crept, without its usual red glow,
drifting into day from the night, stark
and barely visible, though begun long ago.
Mist hung above the ground  like a straw roof
above a simple peasant hut. From the east
a white encircling glow furnished proof
the sun had risen, as its rays increased  
to come only when its slumber had ceased.

Following the skys example, all is late
on the earth. Cattle trudge out to pasture
interrupting hares that procrastinate
over breakfast. They are usually sure
to return to the forest grove by dawn  
but today, shrouded in mist, they nibble chickweed
or burrow in pairs in the mist-covered lawn,
slowly, as though a holiday decreed,
till lumbering cattle drive them away.

The forest is quiet; a wakened bird
does not sing but shakes a dewy spray
from its feathers, awaiting further word
day has begun, hiding its head in wings.
A stork soon clacks its bill beside a swamp;
dew-drenched crows with gaping beaks are chattering,
a frightful sound foretelling rain and damp
to farmers in the fields already working.

Women were singing their harvesting songs,
tunes monotonous and melancholy
as the rainy day to which they belong  
sadly, the mist absorbs the melody.
Sickles clink in the grain, meadows resound,
a row of clanking mowers cut the rowen;
they whistle after each swath, by the mound
of stacked grain and stop  their scythes to sharpen
and hammer rhythmically. All seem hidden
in fog and mist; and there is just the sound
of sickle, scythe, and song, till work is done.
The bored steward rests on bundles of grain,
turning his head, ignoring the harvest,
to watch the path, then the crossroads again,
where something strange is disturbing his rest.

On highways and crossroads since early dawn,
unusual movement began to reign  
a creaking peasant cart, like a post-chaise drawn
at a gallop, halted a coach in his lane.
Two more drove up with a great creaking rattle
and from a path a messenger races;
across the way a dozen mounts assemble.
and then people scatter from their places.
What does this mean? The steward was bemused:
he stood on the haystack to investigate,
to make inquiries but remained confused.
He called out, but this business would not abate.
In the thick mist he couldnt identify
the riders like angry spirits flashing by.
He heard the dull thud of hooves and stranger yet
The clanging of cutlasses, a frightening ring,
for though Lithuanias peace was not upset,
rumors of war were rife and terrifying.
Such talk  the French, Napoleon, Dombrowski!
Were these horsemen armed harbingers of war?
The steward rushed to the Judge with his theory,
hoping to learn from his visit much more.

In the Soplcia manor guests awoke,
Gloomy and sad after yesterdays brawl.
The Seneschals daughter hoped to evoke
a brighter mood, and to cure this common gall,
suggested that the ladies tell fortunes,
the men play cards, but neither paid attention,
sitting in corners quietly past noon.
Men smoked pipes, women knitted in isolation,
even the flies were dozing in silence.

The Seneschal threw down his fly swatter.
Bored with lack of talk, he joined the servants,
preferring the housekeepers loud chatter
or the cook who used crude threats to praise
his helpers. The monotonous motion
of roasts on the spit, turning as they braised,
was soporific, and thus a sleeping potion.

Since dawn the Judge was in his room, writing.
Since dawn Protazy had been waiting below
his window, on a turf bench. He was biding
his time, until the Judge would come and show
the finished Summons which he would then read out.
Against the Count there was a grave complaint:
the Count had wounded his honor, and about
his abusive words, well, they needed restraint.
Gervazy was guilty of vicious attack,
and both had made threats of equal violence.
So in order to win the court costs back,
before sunset the summons had to be sent,
served with both parties present, spoken aloud.
Protazy the Apparitor appeared quite grave,
listening with care, his demeanor quite proud,
though the writ that he was now holding gave
him such pleasure hed leap over the gate  
so much could a lawsuit rejuvenate!

He thought how he served writs many years back,
returning quite bruised but also well paid.
Just like a soldier who with gun and pack
spent a lifetime waging war but now has stayed
in a hospital for too many years,
a bed-ridden invalid in his old age  
If distant drum or trumpet he might hear,
dragging himself from bed he yells in rage,
Kill the Moscovite dog! He leaps to the hall,
wooden leg clunking; he runs, despite his age,
so fast attendants cant catch him at all.

Protazy rushed to don his Court Apparitors
costume, though he reserved his tunic and robber
for the pomp and ceremony for legal wars.
For this journey he dressed in different mode  
tight riding breeches and short overcoat,
the top trimmed with buttons and tails long enough
to be tucked under or let loose about
the knees. His hat had earflaps, for weather rough
or rainy, tied with a string about the peak.
Thus attired he took his staff and set out
on foot, for an Apparitor is no meek
messenger, but like a spy with news about
an upcoming battle. He must be wise
and hide in various costume or disguise.

Protazy knew enough to rush off fast;
the summons would not delight for long;
in Soplica manor the plan did not last.
While the Judge wondered if his tack was wrong,
Father Robak broke in, clearly distressed.
Judge, he said, This aunt is a nuisance
and a scatterbrain. Zosias circumstance
was grave. When she was orphaned, Jacek decreed
that Telimena should raise her, for he heard
she was a decent person. What better deed
than to entrust the child to her  hed rest assured.
But now I see that she stirs up trouble,
causes intrigue, first with Tadeusz flirting
and then the Count! Perhaps she wants a double
affair  its clear well all end up hurting.
We must get rid of her before it is too late;
people will gossip, destroy reputations,
behavior will surely disintegrate,
quarrels might thwart your negotiations.

Negotiations! the Judge blurted out.
Theyre finished, broken off, once and for all!
What? interrupted the Priest, is this about?
No fault of mine, replied the Judge, The trial
will reveal the Count s a pompous fool
who takes pleasure in sowing discord, while
Gervazy is no better than a scoundrel.
Too bad, dear Monk, you werent at dinner,
you might have witnessed the Counts cruel insults.

Why? shouted Robak, as though damning a sinner,
When you loiter in ruins, expect such results.
I cant stand the castle, never set foot.
But not another brawl  surely punishment
from God. It will ruin the lawsuit.
These brawls make tedious entertainment;
Ive halted such folly before, but though
I have more pressing matters, the factions
Ill reconcile.
You will? Well you can go
to Hell with your reconciliations!
Look at this monk, so graciously accepted  
hed lead me by the nose and take my seat.
You should know that Soplicas rejected
many attempts at compromise. Weve sued
a man in court and seen the case drag on
for six generations. And still we pursued.
Ive had enough of your foolish opinion.
So far the High Court has three times convened,
from this day on, no compromise, none!
Stamping both feet he paced and then he screamed,
After yesterdays most gracious action
he must beg my pardon or fight a duel.
But Judge, what if Jacek should learn of this  
Hed die of despair. Are Soplicas so cruel?
Havent they caused the castle enough mischief?
This tragic event  I dont wish to mention,
You must know that a large portion of land
was delivered into Soplicas hand
by the Targowica Confedertion.
And then, Jacek, repenting, gave his word,
under absolution, to restore
the claim. He made the orphan child his ward  
this Horeszko girl, educated her
and provided, hoping that she might marry
Tadeusz  and thus repair this rupture,
unite again two clans and end the story
happily, releasing her land from capture.

What do I care? cried out the Judge, My land!
Its been so long since Jacek last was seen,
I barely knew about his Cossack band.
While he caroused  a life you now demean  
I read the law at a Jesuit school
and then to a Governor became apprenticed.
I inherited his estate and rule.
Zosia came along, nothing was missed,
her upbringing and welfare  but enough!
These fairy tales quickly become weary.
And now the Count proceeds to make things rough.
What makes him stake his claims on this dreary
Castle? Barely an heir to the Horezko crown  
the tenth part of kisiel, so watered down.72
For this insult must I apologize?
Of course you must do this, replied the Priest,
There are reasons and you must realize
that though Jacek first wished his son released
to the army, he has changed his command  
in Lithuania he is to stay.
On what ground does this intercession stand?
Hell serve the nation much better this way.
Surely youve heard this talk about a war;
youve heard my tidings, now the time is here.
This war will let our nation live once more;
it cant be avoided, the troops are near.
When I arrived on my secret mission  
along the Nieman troops already camped,
armies assembled by Napoleon
such as no man has seen, or ever tramped
through the annals of history. Beside
the French, the whole Polish army led by
Dombrowski and Jozef, our very pride.
Napoleon will let white eagles fly
across the Nieman to the other shore.

Removing his glasses, the Judge now gazed
hard at the monk, his thoughts confused, unsure.
He sighed deeply as his eyes became glazed
with tears; he grabbed the monk with all his might.
Robak! he shouted, This cannot be believed.
Twice he repeated, still holding him tight,
How many times have we now been deceived?
They say Napoleon is on his way,
yet we are still waiting. Hes in the Kingdom  
defeated the Prussians like childs play.
And whats he done but gone to seek peace from
Tilsit. If only this were not deception.
Its true, cried Robak, true as Gods in heaven.
Your mouth should be praised for this declaration,
exclaimed the Judge, waving, Christ has risen!
This secret mission I will not forget,
nor will your monastery  two hundred
of my finest sheep your order will get.
Or take my chestnut mare or bay instead,
to harness to your cart. Ask me today
for anything; today I wont refuse.
But concerning the Count, dont try to sway;
let me correct his harm and his abuse.

The priest wrung his hands in astonishment.
He stared straight at the Judge and shrugged his shoulders.
Napoleon will come and this event
will make the world tremble! Dont be still as boulders,
fretting this lawsuit. While hes ready to bring
freedom to Lithuania, you react
calmly folding your hands.
What are you saying?
cried out the Judge.
That nows the time to act,
replied the monk. These words should not surprise.
Just listen to your heart; if theres a drop
Of Soplica blood in your veins, let it rise.
Consider this: the Moscovite cant stop
the French if we support them in this war.
The Lithuanian warhorse rears back;
and the howl of the Sarmogatian bear;
a thousand men can start a rear attack,
or half that many. Then like wildfire
the uprising will spread. If we could seize
the Moscovite standard  how well inspire
our countrymen. And how all this will please
Napoleon, for when he sees our lances
advance, hell ask what kind of army now appears.
Insurgents! Well shout, as the Emperor glances
at our ranks, Lithuanian volunteers!
And under whose command? We will reply,
Judge Soplica! Who would be bold enough
to recall Targowicas shame and folly.
As long as Ponary stands and the rough
waters of the Nieman flow, the name
Soplica will be praised. Even grandchildren
and their children will share Jagiellos fame.
People will proudly point to them again  
their ancestors began the Insurrection.

To this the Judge replied, For such acclaim
I care very little; for peoples talk
not at all, as Gods my witness, the blame
for my brothers sins can no longer stalk
me. In politics I rarely meddle,
my duties are performed, my lands well-plowed;
yet Im a faithful Pole and would not settle
for treason. Id gladly remove this shroud
of shame from my homeland; Id give my life.
Though with the sword I never felt at ease,
a few have felt the sharp tip of my knife.
In the time of the last Polish Assemblies,
the Buzwik brothers I challenged and injured…
Enough of my past, now what is your plan?
To ride at once to battle? Rest assured,
musketeers and every able-bodied man.
Gunpowders stored and in the Rectory,
small cannon that the parish priest still hides.
I can recall how Jankiel told the story,
how from Konigsberg, concealed beneath some hides,
he smuggled in a case of points for lances
for times like this. And swords will not be lacking,
nor nobles on horseback to make advances.
With my nephew Ill lead the attacking.

Oh Polish blood, cried out the Bernardine,
springing to the Judge with arms outstretched,
a true Soplica whom God will ordain
to expiate the sins of his wretched
vagabond brother. You have had my respect
always, yet now I love you as a brother.
We shall prepare, yes, but do not expect
to set out soon; Ill indicate rather
the time and place. The Tsar has sent envoys
to Napoleon to negotiate peace,
and war is undeclared, though he deploys
his troops, so these peace talks are soon to cease.
Prince Jozef heard from the Frenchman Bignon,73
a member of the Imperial Council,
there will be war  so on this scouting mission
he sent me to the Lithuanian people
to announce to the advancing Napoleon
they wish to join the divided Kingdom,
to state the claim that Poland be restored.
Now is the time to reconcile the Count;
if hes eccentric, well, that means hes bored;
hes young and patriotic, such fools amount
to much in revolution  they are needed.
I know firsthand that without fools and cranks
and hotheads, very few would have succeeded.
They must be honest, though, and in the ranks
beneath a clever man. The Count has wealth
and over nobles he has vast influence;
When he toasts the whole district drinks his health;
theyll do his bidding, praising his good sense.
He needs to be informed.
Before hes swarmed
by followers, replied the Judge, First go
and ask if hes ready to come unarmed
to beg my pardon. Let him begin to show
respect befitting my office and age.
This lawsuit, though, the court will still engage.

The monk hopped on a coach hitched by the fence;
his whip stung the horse, reins tickled its sides  
into the mist, his quick disappearance
almost complete, as through the fog he rides.
Like a vulture soaring above a cloud,
his dark hood showed above the misty shroud.

The Court Apparitor had long ago arrived
at the Counts home, and like a cunning fox
lured by the scent of bacon, yet not deprived
of its innate sense of caution, locks
its step, then runs, then sits, raising its brush,
Waving, fanning the scent to its nostril;
knowing the hunters trick, it does not rush
to take the prize, but sniffs for poison that might kill.
Protazy crossed the road, went through the hay,
circled the manor house, twirling his staff,
pretending to follow a cow astray.
He stood by the garden, forgetting the calf,
then maneuvered through parted plants, crouched and lunged
as though to trap a corncrake. Reaching the fence
he vaulted  and into the hemp he plunged.

Within this thicket, so fragrant and dense,
surrounding the manor, both man and beast
find refuge. Often a hare has the good sense,
caught in the cabbage, to continue his feast
in the hemp, safer than in the bushes,
for into this thicket, a hound rarely rushes,
afraid of its overpowering odor.
And sometimes a servant, fleeing the lash
or fist, hides from the wrath of his master.
Or some peasant recruit might dive with a crash
into the hemp, evading his sergeant.
In times of war, foray or confiscations,
a hares nest in the hemp by both factions
was greatly valued for the thicket went
up to the manor wall in front, and back
to fields of hops. Thus it offered excellent
cover from which to retreat or attack.

Though Protazy was brave, he still had fear,
recalling, amid the leaves, adventures
serving writs, the danger very clear,
the hemp itself witness to many ventures.
Once he summoned the noble Dzindolet,
who, pulling a pistol from his breast, led
him under a table, forcing him to sit,
till, barking like dog, , he recanted74
the summons  then into the hemp he fled.
Later Wolodkowicz, proud and insolent,
who violated tribunals and disrupted
District Assemblies, refused to relent
when handed the writ from the messenger  
tearing it to shreds, posting a guard with a club,
holding to Protazys head a rapier.
Ill cut you down to size, unless you rub
your nose in those papers. So pretending
to chew, he crept to the window with those crumbs
and leaped into the hemp, his life defending.

By now it was no longer the custom
in Lithuania to greet a summons
with sword or lash . Sometimes harsh invective
met the Apparitor  a scolding that stuns
but does not injure. Yet we must forgive
Protazys fear, not knowing things had changed,
having retired, though very much prepared
to serve the court again, if it were arranged.
The Judge, though, refused his requests out of regard
for his old age, and yet it was not pity
this time that sent Protazy but necessity.

Once in the hemp, Protazy was vigilant.
All was silent as he parted a stalk;
like a swimmer he plunged with head bent,
surfacing so he could catch any talk.
But when he reached the large window casement,
he heard and saw nothing. Entering the hall,
a bit fearful, for it was utterly silent
and only his own shadow moved across the wall.
So Protazy opened the door and read
aloud the proclamation. Something swished
behind him  and his heart fluttered with dread.
About to flee  until a shrouded head
peered though the door. Robak! Both were astonished.

Evidently the Count had departed
in such great haste along with his household,
he left the door unlocked. He had started
to arm himself: double-barrels guns had rolled
across the floor by carbines and ramrods,
and to repair rifles, some locksmiths tools.
Gunpowder and paper and cartridge pods
were strewn about. Intruders were not fools
believing that the Count prepared to hunt  
a saber with a hilt that had been chipped
and a beltless scabbard rusted in front.
While the Counts household was being equipped,
these were rejected with the old weapons
ransacked from the ancient armory.
Robak surveyed  along with antique guns,
the harquebus and epee of history.
Then he searched in the farmhouse for a servant,
Discovering two old peasant women
who told how the master and household went,
a fighting force on the road to Dobrzyn.

The Dobrzyn settlement was widely known
in Lithuania for male courage
and female beauty; it had formerly grown
to a mighty and populous assemblage,
and when King Sobieski summoned the militia,
six-hundred armed nobles they recruited,
more than any hamlet in Lithuania.
Now numbers had decreased, fortunes looted,
they no longer frequented lordly manors,
supplied the army, organized forays,
attended District Assemblies with banners;
long gone were their carefree and easy days.

They worked the land themselves like mere peasants,
but not wearing a peasant homespun coat;
they wore white robes, black trim, and for events
such as Saints Days, a Polish nobles cloak.
Even the poorest lady changed her dress,
wearing percale or drilling, and through the heather
to graze cattle, they walked upon the grass
not in bark moccasins but boots of leather.
And to protect their hands they took such care
when reaping grain or spinning wool  gloves theyd wear.

The Dobrzynskis differed from their countrymen.
Besides speaking in their own dialect,
they seemed to be pure-blooded Mazovian:75
black hair, blue eyes, broad foreheads held erect,
and aquiline noses. From Mazovia
near Warsaw they had come, keeping their ways
though four centuries theyd lived in Lithuania,
preserving the old speech, practicing always
the old customs. When christening a son,
after their patron saint they had it named:
Saint Bartholomew or Matthew. So one
child of Mathew Bartholomew claimed,
while Bartholomews son had to be Matthew.
Kachna or Maryna girls were baptized,
so to avoid the confusion that grew,
nicknames for both men and women were prized,
deriving from virtues or faults, and often
a man had more than one, sign of respect
or contempt bestowed by his countrymen.
Sometimes hed have one name in Dobrzyn, except
a nearby town might call him by another.
Soon all nobles started to name each other,
imitating this or that Dobrzynski  
nicknames and sobriquets became the fashion.
And yet few know that this custom began
out of necessity not imitation.

So Matthew Dobrzynski, the Partriarch
of the family, was known as Steeplecock,
until seventeen-seventy-four, a dark
year, when he was given the name, Hip-lock.
At home he was the Rabbit King were told;
among Lithuanians, Maciek the Bold.

Just as Maciek ruled over his family,
his home between the tavern and the church
ruled the village, although it was rarely
visited, almost in shambles. Some birch
trees grew freely in the vegetable patch,
and the garden was missing gate and fence.
Yet in the village his house had no match;
it was handsome, spacious, and by the entrance
it had a living room built out of brick.
In back, granary, barn, cowshed, and stalls
were bunched together  not even a stick
could fit between the buildings rotting walls.
The roofs glistened as though made of green tin,
from moss and grass which grew as in a meadow.
Along the roof thatch was a hanging garden:
nettle, red crocus, mullen, and a row
of colorful tassels of mercury.
Swallows built nests in the windows, the loft
had dovecotes, and by the entrance a flurry
of rabbits hopped and burrowed in the soft
turf. In short, the house seemed unfit for men,
more like a bird coop or a rabbit warren.

Yet long ago it had been fortified,
and evidence of great onslaughts sustained
was all around. In the deep grass, beside
the gate an iron cannonball remained,
large as a childs head, back from the time
of the Swedish invasions. On the path
among wormwood and weeds, the border line,
a dozen old crosses of thin wood lath
rose from unhallowed ground  this a clear sign
they buried in great haste their fallen dead.
The house and granary walls, in decline,
were peppered from top to bottom with lead.
The spots looked like swarming insects alive,
bullets in the center  bees in a hive.

The hooks and latches at every door front
were chopped off or bore the mark of a blade;
surely back in the time of King Zygmunt,
soldiers tested how well their swords were made,
trying to slice the head off of a nail
or cleave a hook without notching the blade.
Dobrzynskis Coat of Arms, lacking detail,
mostly hidden by uninvited guests  
above the door, swallows had built their nests.

The carriage house and stables were equipped
like an old arsenal. Four large helmets,
that once rested on soldiers brows, were stripped
of former glory, hanging on ceiling struts,
where doves, Venus birds, cooed and fed their brood.
Chain mail was strung above the feeding bin;
an armor plate, propped on a piece of wood,
served as a chute where some youth shoveled in
clover to the colts. Back in the kitchen
were sabers, ruined by some impious cook,
who mistakenly placed them in the oven.
That same servant now takes down from a hook
a Turkish horses tail, seized at Vienna;
with it she dusts the mill  and banishes
Mars, securing spots for Flora, Pomona,
And Vertumnus, as the God of War vanishes.76
Ceres (and her domestic brood) now rules
the Dobrzynski stable, yard, and homestead  
yet soon these goddesses will yield their tools,
when Mars returns to claim this battered shed.

At dawn a mounted messenger appeared
in Dobrzyn, rushing round from hut to hut,
attempting to arouse the sleeping herd,
which formed into a crowd. Doors opened and shut,
shouts came from the tavern, the priest lit candles,
and everyone questioned what this all meant.
Old men held counsels, youths prepared saddles,
women steadied horses as news was sent.
Young boys, eager to fight, loitered apart,
knowing neither cause nor opponent,
only that they were too young to take part.
A long, tumultuous, debate ensued
ending in harsh words; so rather than wreck
the tavern, they finally reluctantly agreed
to bring the matter to Father Maciek.

Maciek had lived for more than seventy years,
a short, sprightly man, a Bar Confederate  
how well his enemies recall their fears
when he would wield his damascened blade,
which hacked to pieces pike and bayonet,
which he modestly named his Little Rose.
He hailed the King as a Confederate;
the Lithuanian Treasurer opposed,
until the King in Targowica betrayed
them  and Maciek responded by switching
from one side to the other. Always he swayed,
which earned him his nickname  for following
prevailing political winds like a weathervane  
Steeplecock. No sense trying to probe77
reasons; perhaps he saw war as a game,
or victorious on one side, he rode
to the other. Or perhaps he was shrewd
in politics; or discerning the spirit
of the times, he dispassionately viewed
the future. He never sought fame or profit,
never supported any Moscovite,
and simply seeing a Russian would fill
him with rage. Yet since the tragic night
of Polands partition, his sword was still.
Like a bear sucking its paw in the forest,
he sat at home brooding and depressed.

He waged war last in Vilno with Oginski,
working miracles with his Little Rose,
serving in the army of Jaskinski.
We know that when the Vistula once froze,
from the ramparts of Praga hed leapt
to defend Pan Pociej, whod been abandoned
below with twenty-three wounds. He kept
him alive while the country mourned and condemned
their death  when they returned, surprised to live,
pricked full of holes as a kitchen sieve.
Pan Pociej was a man of great honor;
when the war ended he tried to reward
Maciek generously for his valor:
a farm with five houses for life were offered,
along with ten-thousand zloty a year.
Maciek quickly refused, Let Pociej remain
in Macieks debt, not Maciek from Pociej gain.
The offer displeased him, it was quite clear  
returning home he rushed to work his land.
He built beehives, mixed medicines for cattle,
sent partridges, trapped in snares or else by hand,
to market, and only with wild game did battle.

In Dobrzyn there were many wise old men
well-versed in Latin, who had practiced law.
Though Maciek was by far the poorest one,
He was the most venerated, for they saw
him not only as a skillful swordsman,
but also a wise man with sound judgment
who knew the countrys history, tradition
of the family, the law, and farm management.
Also the secrets of hunting and curing,
and it was even thought (though the priest denies)
he had knowledge of supernatural things.
It was certain he predicted a change in the skies
more often than the farming almanac.
No wonder, then, that to begin sowing,
or dispatch a river barge and send it back,
or reap grain with the least wind blowing,
or litigate in court or compromise,
nothing was done that Maciek didnt advise.

He never sought to have such influence,
but did his best attempting to upstage
callers, often chiding them, in defense,
shoving them out the door in silent rage.
He rarely dispensed advice; when he did,
only in matters of extreme importance,
quarrels or court cases. Even then, hed rid
himself of what he had to say in few words.
And yet it was a simple decision
that Maciek should ride, wielding his sword,
at the very head of the expedition.

Through the deserted yard the old man walked,
humming the song, When morning wakes to dawn,78
pleased the sky was clearing, though fog still stalked
along the ground, while over the grassy lawn.
The wind unfurled its palms, to stroke the mist,
to smooth and spread it across the pastures.
The sun sent down thousands of its shiniest
beams, which pierced the mist with a swarm of colors:
silver, gold, and red. Like an ancient craftsman
in Sluck, spreading the threads to make a belt,79
while a girl at the base of the loom spins
the silk, to create on top of the felt,
purple and gold patterns of bright flowers,
the wind spreads the mist which the sun embroiders.

Maciek finished his prayers and warmed himself,
already rushing about doing his chores;
he brings a bundle of greens from the shelf
and sets it by the house. Whistling, he implores
the rabbits to feed. Suddenly, they unsettle,
tiny heads pop up from under the ground,
each long white ear like a narcissus petal,
each glittering eye like a ruby found
on the turf. The rabbits sit up cautiously,
till the entire white and fluffy flock, lured
by the cabbage leaves on the old mans knee,
hop on his legs, his shoulders, their feast ensured.
Maciek himself, white as their glistening fur,
strokes them with one hand; with the other he throws
some millet, stored in his cap. With a great stir,
from the rooftops, swoop down the hungry sparrows.

But while Maciek was enjoying the feast,
the rabbits vanished into their burrow,
and scattering sparrows let out a screech,
as the envoys arrived and stood in a row.
They greeted Maciek, bowed to him deeply:
Let Jesus Christ be praised.
For ever and ever,80
replied the old man, who listened carefully.
Sensing the import, he motioned them over,
inviting them into his house to explain.
While the men sat on a bench in silence,
the envoy related his mission again.

Outside the crowd of nobles became more dense  
almost all the Dobrzynskis and neighbors
from surrounding settlements, armed and unarmed.
In wagons and carts, in groups of twos or fours,
on foot, on horseback, together they swarmed
to Macieks house, halting their carts and tying
their nags to the garden birches. Curious,
they encircled the hut overflowing,
crowding the door to catch the furious
debate inside. Others tried their best
to hear, their ears against the windows pressed.

So everyone awaited Macieks verdict,
though he neither moved his head nor spoke a word,
but with his right hand repeatedly picked
his belt as if he hoped to find a sword.
Since the Partition, hed hung up his saber,
though from habit, his hand went to his hip
at mention of Moscow, when hed remember
how easily his Little Rose would slip
from its scabbard. Realizing it was gone,
he raised his head as all paid rapt attention;
what disappointment when they saw him frown
and drop his head right to his chest, the tension
broken only when his jaw fell open,
And with a slow emphatic pronunciation,
answered, By whom was this message spoken?
Where are the French and wheres Napoleon?
Has war with Moscow finally been declared?
Where and what pretext? How large an army?
Foot soldiers? Cavalries? He simply stared.

The crowd grew silent; each man turned to see
his neighbors reaction. Bartek the Prussian
was first to speak: I know these are not lies.
Ask the monk, because this information
comes from him. Lets send some trusted spies
across the border, while we arm the neighbors.
Lets proceed cautiously, for Im afraid
the Moscovites might learn of our labors,
and our most careful plans might be betrayed.

So we should wait? Debate? Procrastinate?
broke in another Maciek, known as Baptist,
from the club, big as the post of a gate,
which he carried, whose message none could resist.
He stood, leaning on it, propping his chin.
To wait, procrastinate till we agree….
in the end to flee? I never was in
Prussia, but this Konigsberg sensibility
is good for Prussians, but its bad for Poles.
Nobles prefer to fight, to grab our Baptizers
rather than die. Let those with loftier goals
wait for the monk. We are not sympathizers  
what is Robak to me; hed have us worm
our way to Moscow, sending spies to nibble.
Explore the matter  hah! Hide from the storm?
Bloodhounds follow the scent into the stubble,
and monks collect alms  but we shall baptize!
He touched his club  the crowd loved his cries.


BOOK 7. CONSULTATION
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Bartek the Deputy stated his case.
Hed often gone to Konigsberg by raft  
his family called him Prussian to his face
in jest, and when he would complain, they laughed
heartily, for he loved to talk about Prussians.
Bartek, already well advanced in age,
having journeyed about in many nations,
faithful reader of gazettes, with knowledge
of politics that he was eager to impart:
It isnt wise to turn them down, Pan Maciek;
dont despise the French, for they know well the art
of war, they are a warlike race. Id bet
on them, sure as a hand of four aces.
Not since Kosciuszko have we been rewarded
with genius like Napoleon in these places.
Once when the French, the Warta River forded,
way back in 06, when I had business
in Danzig, I remember, for I went
to visit kin in Poznan for a rest.
There was a man, who heads his regiment  
Pan Jozef Grabowski, who lived nearby;
we often went hunting for small game.
Wielkopolska was peaceful then, like we
maintain in Lithuania, until news came
of the terrible battle. A messenger
rushed from Pan Towden, Grabowski grabbed the note
and shouted, So now we are out of danger!
At Jena, the Prussian forces they smote,
The victory is ours. So I dismounted,
fell to my knees and prayed. Then we rode back
to the city, as though we had discounted
or never learned the outcome of the attack.
The Prussian governor, and each Hofrath
and each commissioner  all similar trash  
bowed deeply to us, trembled and turned pale,
just like the cockroach we call Prussian,
when boiling water is poured on its tail.
We laughed and modestly raised the question
about Jena, which struck them with such fear,
astonished that we knew of their defeat.
Ach, herri Got! they shout then disappear
with heads hanging, rushing to the street
in such a mad scramble. Soon all the roads
in Wielkopolska are full of fleeing
Germans, crawling like ants under their load  
carts that they call wagons and drays, dragging.
Men and women followed with pipes and teapots,
crates and feather bedding. They scuttled away
nervously, as though they ran from rifle shots.
Then we decided that we wanted to play
with the Germans, to upset their retreat,
to pummel the Governor and tear the chops
off the Hofraths  the officers unseat.
Only General Dombrowski stops
our fun, entering Poznan with the command
straight from the Emperor  Insurrection!
And so in just one week, throughout the land,
Prussians were taught a serious lesson.
Couldnt the same be done, turning the trick
against the Moscovites in our nation?
The only Russians left would be the sick
or deserting; let them face Napoleon,
let them pick a bone with Bonaparte,
For whom warfare is not a joke but art.
The greatest hero the world could ever bring;
what do you think, Maciek, our rabbit-king?

The Baptists side was supported by Bartek,
known as Razor, for his thin blade, and Maciek,
known as Bucket, for the musket he owned,
its muzzle so wide a dozen bullets
flowed in a single torrent. Both intoned:
Vivat the Baptist! shrieking like pullets.
The Prussian tired to speak, but the turmoil
almost drowned his words, The Prussians are cowards;
let them hide in the monks cowl if theyre so loyal.

Maciek raised his head, looking towards
the Prussian. The chatter began to cease.
Dont scoff at Robak; hes a cunning fox,
that little worm has gnawed a larger piece
of fruit than you  beware of his alms-box.
I saw him once, and with no hesitation,
I recognized the type of bird he was;
he left, afraid Id hear his confession.
If hes the source, wed better all beware,
hes more a priest of Satan and we cant
trust him  hed lead us to our death, without a care.
So why have you come? And what do you want?

War! they shouted. And whom will you fight?
asked Maciek. War against the Moscovite!

Bartek the Prussian wanted to be heard;
He raised his voice to a penetrating shrill,
until the agitated crowd appeared
To notice. As he bowed they were quite still.
I want to fight, he said, pounding his chest,
though I have no bludgeon, I have a pole
from a river barge  which I once blessed
four Prussians trying to drown my drunken soul
in the Pregel River.
And a good thing,
said Bartek the Baptist.
Its good to baptize,
said the Prussian, but shouldnt we be making
plans? What should we say to the worlds replies?
How to persuade the people all to follow?
Where should they go, when even we dont know?
Gentlemen, what we need are keen judgments;
What we need is orderly deliberation.
If you want war, lets start with the arrangements.
Should we first form a confederation  
but where and under whose leadership?
In Wielkopolska it happened that way;
Germans retreated from our grip,
and what did we do? On that very day,
we formed a secret council, then we armed
the nobles along with a company
of peasants. Yes, the Germans soon were harmed,
but we awaited orders from Dombrowski.

Let me be heard, yelled a commissioner
from Kleck, young and handsomely attired,
like a German and named Buchman; however,
he was a Pole, in Poland he was sired.
No one was sure if he had noble blood,
but none questioned and all gave him respect,
for he served a great magnate, was a good
patriot, full of learning. He would inspect
foreign books for knowledge of agriculture
and conduct the business of the estate
with diligence no one dared to censure.
And politics was something hed debate,
expressing himself with much eloquence.
And so, when he began his grave discourse,
repeating his plea, Let there be silence,
he cleared his throat, his lips became the source
of reasoned and harmonious phrases.
My predecessors have spoken quite well;
theyve touched on all the principle phases,
theyve raised the discourse to a high level.
My current task is just to stoke the fire,
to keep these pertinent ideas burning,
to reconcile this contradictory ire.
And now, to these parts, I shall be turning  
since the divide has already been made,
I will delineate. Why undertake
this insurrection? Do not feel betrayed,
I ask this vital question for your sake.
And then, of course, that nagging question
of revolutionary authority,
for this division is a proper one.
Consider now both parts  please allow me
to reverse the order of our consideration,
and start to analyze authority.
In the history of mankind, each nation
began as savage tribes without unity,
scattered in forests and joining together
for common defense. Each individual
must sacrifice his freedom for the better
of the entire group. This alone can fuel
the first formation of society;
it is the spring, the source from which law flows.
Government  a covenant, which men decree,
and not, as wrongly thought, something that grows
from divine will. It is a social contract  
division of authority a fact.

Old Maciek asked, Are these contracts of yours
from Kiev or Minsk, or the Babin government?81
Pan Bachman, if God has sent us Tsars
or the devil has, that is not important.
Just show us how we can relieve our torment.

Enough! the Baptist yelled, If I could leap
upon the throne and with my baptizer
drench the Tsar, thered be no need to keep
discussing contracts with this orator,
whod let the Orthodox Bishops revive
him with Beelzebubs might. And theres the rub  
the more we talk the more we let him live;
the Tsar would die from my baptizing club.

Excellent! screamed Bartek the Razor, leaving
the Baptists side for Macieks, back and forth
like a shuttle across a loom weaving.
Birch-rod and bludgeon together are worth
a whole army. So please let us agree,
and quickly well splinter the Moscovites.
Ill take my orders from the Birch-rod army.

Orders for parades or funeral rites,
thats all youll get, interrupted the Baptist.
Our commands back in the Kovno brigade
were short and sweet Strike terror and resist
fear! Never Surrender. Brandish your blade.
So, screeched the Razor, now its all quite clear,
why waste ink writing our confederacy?
Macieks our Marshall, when his sword appears,
then well have our proper authority.

Long live the Steeplecock, the Baptist shouted.
With baptizers the Tsar will soon be routed!

But in each corner, a murmur arose;
though the center was calm, a division
was evident, so shouting, Buchman rose:
I refuse to give my authorization!
Soon someone else cried out, That is vetoed.82
from the corner came the cry of Second,
as Skoluba with his gruff voice bellowed,
Whats this  to Macieks house we are beckoned,
called together as free-born noblemen,
deprived of our God-given right to veto,
invited by the Horeszko Warden,
who promised that great things would soon follow,
things important not only to Dobezynskis,
the whole district and the entire nation.
Robak explained his esoteric decrees,
which of us can understand his allusion?
Now weve convened from all over the district,
two-hundred men from village, town and city,
yet our freedom is something youd restrict.
Lets vote and exercise equality.

Hearing this, two Terujewiczes and four
Sypulkowskis and three Mickiewiczes cried out:
Vivat equality! Amid the roar,
Buchman, on one side, tried to shout:
If you vote yes it will be our downfall.
To which the Baptist answered, I doubt it.
Maciek the Steeplecock will be our Marshall;
hand him the staff. Dobrzynskis then shouted,
accept it please. Others called their vetoes,
and it was clear the council was divided
in two factions  opposing cries arose,
and in the end, nothing was declared.

In the center, Maciek was mute;
of all the heads, his was motionless.
The Baptist was attempting to refute
the latest motion, seeming to caress
his club  his head resting upon the knob,
looking like a pumpkin on a pole.
Swaying from side to side, he told the mob:
Baptize! The Razor then resumed his role
of shuttlecock, crazily rushing about
from Macieks bench, to where the Baptist sat.
The Bucket paced across the room to shout
at dissenting nobles, to tell them that
they must agree with all the Dobrzynskis.
One yelled, To shave, another, To drench,
as the level of furor did increase
Macieks jaw clearly began to clench.

A full-fledged shouting match was not postponed;
for more than ten minutes the din continued;
then all at once a flashing pole was raised  
a rapier, long and broad, with both sides honed,
its Nuremburg handiwork always praised,
as all admired its well-forged cutting blade,
Wondering whose it was, they settled down,
but quickly guessed  their fears clearly allayed  
Penknife, long live the Penknife of renown!
Vivat Rembajlo, the crest upon his coat,
long live the notched-head Milord, the Half-Goat!

Gervazy squeezed himself through the large crowd,
his Penknife raised. He then lowered the tip
to show respect, as Maciek watched and bowed.
Penknife yields to Little Roses grip.
Fellow nobles, Dobrzynskis  no advice,
I will simply repeat why were all here,
whatever course of action you devise.
Youve heard the rumors flying through the air  
we all expect magnificent events.
Father Robak explained; do you all know?
We know, they shouted.
So you must now sense
that words are not enough. He told them how,
as Buchman glanced sharply: Well, is that true?
True! They replied.
The Emperor will advance
from one side, and then what will the Tsar do?
Of course, from the other  its just a dance
between monarchs, to music thats martial.
Do we just sit and wait? Or do we let
the strong strangle the strong, without the small
strangling the small? Or rather do we set
our sights on bringing the small rascals down?
If wed just slash, the Commonwealth would thrive  
is this not true! Gervazy showed his frown.
True! they replied with such insistent drive,
it seemed they read from a missal. Its true,
the Baptist said. Im ready to baptize.
And I  to shave, the Razor added, too.
But lets agree on how to win the prize,
the Bucket said politely. Who commands,
the Baptist or Maciek? But he was interrupted
by Buchman: Will you fools lower your hands;
let the Warden resume what youve disrupted.

Of course, said the Warden, follow the old;
only great men should ponder such great things,
Lords and Senators, Deputies, their fold  
such things, Milords, in Krakow, are for kings,
or Warsaw, not for us in these back woods.
An act of federation is no comment
chalked on a chimney, not a bill for goods
sent on a barge, but fine words on parchment.
Poland has scribes; its not our job to write,
a custom so honorable and old.
My task is to use my Penknife to fight,
to whittle.
Mine to drench, the Baptist growled.
To bore with my sharp awl  my favorite labor,
shouted Bartek the Awl, drawing his saber.

So, the Warden concluded, this I witness.
The Priest once said, before you entertain
a guest as great as Bonaparte, the mess
must first be cleared away, washed and swept clean.
Youve heard, but do you truly understand?
What is this districts trash? What treachery
Remains unpunished? Who plunders your land
and steals your legacy? Oh cant you see?
Of course  Soplica! the Bucket broke in.
The Razor added, That scoundrel, tyrant.
We must baptize, to cleanse him of his sin,
the Baptist shouted. Such a traitor cant
escape the gallows, was Buchmans outcry.
Down with Soplica, was the crowds reply.

Bartek the Prussian defended the Judge,
rising above the throng, and discontented:
Brothers, listen, for I wont budge
until you hear me out. This mans demented!
Was this matter ever discussed? To punish
one for his brothers sin is unchristian.
This scheme is just the Counts idle wish.
When has the Judge Soplica harmed you men?
Accuse him? He should take you all to court;
hed halt the case, still pay the penalty.
Dont forget the lawsuit, and that, in short,
its him against the Count  both are wealthy  
let one Lord fight another on a whim.
A tyrant? He was the first to forbid
his peasants to bow down in front of him,
calling it sinful. He would sit amid
farmers and eat and pay the village tax,
unlike magnates in Kleck, where Pan Buchman
prefers the German way. Now he attacks
the Judge as a traitor. Ive known the man
since childhood  honest then, honest today.
He loves Poland more than anything.
Polish customs and not the Russian way
he upholds. How often, when returning
from Prussia, wanting to wash away all trace
of Germanness, the Judges home Id visit,
for there you discover its no disgrace
to drink in and breathe in the Polish spirit,
though I am your brother, I wont permit
you to wrong the Judge. It wont be good.
In Wielkopolska  such a different spirit,
a sense of harmony and not this flood
of emotions, bickering over trifles.
The Warden screamed, Yes, with swords and rifles.

Jankiel asked to be heard, hopped on a table
and raised his straw-like beard, down to his waist.
He first removed his cap fashioned from sable,
adjusted his yarmulke as he faced
the crowd, one hand tucked into his wide belt,
the other raised  courteously he knelt.
Nu, gentlemen, I am only a Jew,
the Judge nothing to me, yet I
respect Soplica, for he is one of the few
magnates worthy of it. I wont neglect
the Dobrzynskis, the Bartkes and Macieks  
all good neighbors and my benefactors.
But I will say this  without proper pretext
you cant attack Soplica using force;
you might get killed. What has clouded your vision?
Did you forget the Sheriff and his prison?
In the village nearby, soldiers are camped,
so the Sheriff only has to whistle;
theyll march as soon as their orders are stamped.
Thats it  the prospects are clearly dismal.
Forget the French, for they are far away.
Im just a Jew who knows nothing of war,
but Ive been in Bielic; the Jews there say,
reports from the border  do not ignore  
say the French army will be camped till Spring.
So why not wait? The Soplica manor
is not some market stall for dismantling,
then hauled from town to town by some carter.
It rests on firm foundations and will stand
till Spring. The Judge is not a tenant paying rent,
he will not flee, hell still be on his land.
So please return home and stop this dissent.
My wife gave birth to yet another Jankiel;
Ill treat you all to music and good food.
Ill even hire bagpipes, bass, and fiddle;
my summer mead is sure to make your mood
festive. Maciek, a new Mazurka Ill be playing;
my children learned some brand-new songs to sing.

Jankiel was popular; his eloquence
penetrated their hearts, applause was rife,
as murmurs of approval bridged the distance  
until Gervazy pointed his penknife
at Jankiel, who leapt when he saw the blade appear.
The Warden yelled: If you value your life,
youll waste no time in getting out of here!

Pan Prussian, just because the Judge takes trade
from two miserable river barges,
you defend him  so halt your sad tirade.
Have you forgotten the generous charges
your dear father collected, just to float
twenty Horeszko barges? He grew rich!
Everyone in Dobrzyn should take note:
remember how My Lord tried to enrich
your fathers. Surely youve heard of his efforts  
who did he send to manage his estate
in Pinsk? And who maintained his books in court?
For Stewards and butlers theres no debate,
his manor was full of his Dobrzynskis.
He argued your cases at the Tribunal,
and gained from the King your pension increase.
Scores of your children he sent to school,
and paid the Piarists for their board and lodging,83
and when they grew, secured them positions.
And why? Because it was the proper thing
for a good neighbor. Now the situations
have changed  and what has Soplica been doing?

Nothing! the Bucket yelled, because he comes
from petty landowners; hes too puffed up, I think,
he holds his nose up high when he is in our homes.
At my daughters wedding, I offered him a drink
that he refused. I dont imbibe as much
as you lesser nobles who drink like gadflies.
Hes just a fox inside a rabbits hutch,
a magnate who prefers delicacies.
A milksop! He did not drink, so we poured
it down his throat. This act I won forget,
he protested, though I clearly assured
him, next time Id pour it from my bucket.

The Baptist said, It is time to attack.
My once sensible son is now a fool.
Blame the Judge, when they call him The Sack.
I asked him why to Soplica hed crawl,
and said Id beat him if he went again.
And yet he did, sneaking through the hemp to visit
Zosia. I caught and beat him  but in vain;
he wailed like a child and would not quit.
You can kill me, he cried, but I will go.
Why? I asked. Sobbing, he said,  I love
Zosia, I must see her. After this show
I pitied the poor creature and I drove
to the manor: Let your Zosia wed
my Sack. He said, Shes young, so wait three years,
and then let her decide. And now, instead  
he has arranged a match for her. Who cares,
Ill go to the wedding and make a mess,
their wedding bed my baptizer will bless.

Can such a scoundrel maintain his dominion?
asked the Warden, while better lords hed ruin?
While the Horeszko memory and appellation
now fades? Is there no gratitude in Dobrzyn?
The world? Youd battle with the Russian Tsar,
yet fear Soplicas manor. Is it jail
that frightens you? For Im talking of war,
not theft. And God forbid, we will not fail.
We have the right, the Count has won his plea,
and now it is our duty to enforce,
thats how its always done  the courts decree,
the nobles carry out, and such a course
of action has always provided fame
to all Dobrzynskis. What of the foray
against Moscow in Mysz, and when you came
back with the Russian chief on the same day,
along with his friend, Pan Wolk, as captive.
We would have hung him right inside the stable,
tyrant whod barely let our peasants live,
and served Moscow. Before we were able,
some foolish peasants took pity on him.
I wont mention countless other forays
which we emerged from with our ranks untrimmed,
as nobles should with much profit and praise.
Why bring them up? Today your friend, the Count,
negotiated and won a decree,
yet none will take this poor orphans account.
Horeszkos heir has no one now but me
to repay his ancestors generosity  
no one but me remains faithful for life,
my trusty sword, yes, my renowned penknife.

And my baptizer goes along with you,
said the Baptist, if I dont lose my hand  
your sword, Gervzy, and my club, we two
will hack and slash, and let the others stand.

Dont exclude me, said Bartek The Razor,
If you can lather him, then I can shave.
And I, the Bucket added, I prefer
to move with you. A Marshall we must have,
and we must all agree, so let us cast
another ballot. From his pocket, he withdrew
a fistful of bullets and slowly passed
them between his fingers and finally threw
them to the floor. I vote these for the Judge.
I am with you, Skoluba said, We must unite.
And we, the nobles shouted, have our grudge.
Long live Horeszko! With Warden well fight.
Vivit the half-goat, the Warden Rembajlo,
down with the Judge  to Soplica we go!

All seem swayed by Gervazys rousing speech,
for each has his own particular grudge
against the Judge. There always is some breech
between neighbors  cattle trample and trudge
through a garden or crops; a tree is felled;
a boundary line disputed. What of the wealth
of the Judge? Some by envy were compelled,
some by hatred or wishing him ill health.
They crowded round the Warden and they praised;
up in the air, sabres and clubs were raised.

Old Maciek, quite sullen and motionless,
rose from his bench and walked among the crowd,
his hand on hip, as he began his address,
pronouncing each syllable, his head bowed.
After each word he paused; each one he emphasized:
You stupid fools  to jabber over a scapegoat!
While Polands fate was being analyzed,
when for the common good you need to vote,
you created disputes. Youre much too stubborn
for order to resolve; you senses leave,
surrender, when the simplest grudge is reborn.
Fools such foolish advice receive.
Get out of here! A thousand kegs of warts,
a thousand hogsheads brought on devils carts.

The crowd silenced, as though struck by thunder,
although their fright diminished when they heard,
Vivat the Count, outside. And little wonder,
for just at that moment the Count appeared,
and rode right up to Macieks door, followed
by ten of his armed and equipped Jockeys  
the Count astride his horse, a cape that flowed
over his suit and spreading in the breeze.
It was nut-brown, cut by a Roman tailor,
embroidered more like some great tapestry.
His rounded hat was capped with a feather;
brandishing his sword, he spun round quickly
and saluted. The nobles gathered together.

Vivat the Count! they yelled. With him well live
or die. And from inside the hut, men rushed
to the window and soon became festive,
following the Warden to the door, they pushed,
and tumbling, spilled into the courtyard.
Maciek drove out stragglers, bolted the door,
Stuck his head through the window, and bellowed hard:
I gave advice that only fools ignore.

Jankiel slipped away, riding bareback,
Bartek the Prussian, too, and unheeded  
his continued rail against the attack.
But two men followed  after him, they sped,
screaming, Traitor! Mickiewicz stood apart,
silent, though it was clear from his stance,
that he plotted some evil. So they start
after him, swords drawn, with fiery glance.
Retreating, he defends without success;
wounded, against a fence  to his rescue
spring Zan and three Czechots, to gain redress.
Others follow; before the scuffles through,
ones ear is slashed, and two of them must count
fingers  bleeding. The rest rush to their mounts.

The Count and Gervazy distribute arms;
they mobilize the men  as they had hoped  
throughout the settlement, passing by farms.
Down with Soplica! And off they galloped.


BOOK 8. THE FORAY
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An uncanny moment of calm before the storm,
when blowing clouds stop overhead and gather,
a menacing face, winds that alarm;
yet it wont release them  for it would rather
study the land with its bright flashing eyes,
and mark off spots to hurl bolts of lightning.
Soplica manor, hushed just like the skies,
a premonition that was frightening
and strange, had shut all mouths and transported
bodies to realms where spirits consorted.

The Judge and guests, after the evening meal,
went outside to enjoy the cool night air;
seated on the turf-bench, they seemed to feel
their own somber mood  all they did was stare
up at the sky, which seemed now to descend,
condense, and creep much closer to the ground,
concealed in the dark for some secret end.
Earth and sky consorted, and the strange sound
of lovers  emotions in translation,
muffled sighs, whispers from lips half-closed  
filled the air with its special elation:
thus the music of evening was composed.

Screech owls hooted from the manor garret;
bats rustled their flimsy wings and took flight
to windows where glowing candles were set.
Moths, whirling and beating, lured by the light
and white linen in which the women dressed,
flocked to Zosias face, to her bright eyes,
which they mistook for candles. She expressed
horror, hands waving, emitting faint sighs.
Outside, huge clouds whirled by, and swarms of insects
orbited like spheres; she could discriminate,
amid the thousand different dialects,
the chord of the midge-fly in deep debate
with mosquito false-notes  none would abate.

The evening concert was barely beginning;
the meadow-musicians, instruments in tune;
three times the corncrake, undisputed king
of fiddlers shrieked; and from the marsh, a loon
chimed in, and soon the bass of the bittern.
the snipe added his drum; the rest, in turn.

And then the insect buzz, the chirping din
resounded in chorus from two large ponds,
like lakes on some far Caucasian mountain,
silent by day, that at twilight respond
with enchanted play. One pond to the bottom
was clear and sandy  from its deep blue breast,
arose a voice that was calm and solemn.
The other was muddy; its turbid chest
in mournful and passionate cries answered.
Both ponds harmonized: frogs were croaking;
an earthshaking fortissimo thundered,
a gentle hum from the other evoking,
complaining lament and distressing sigh  
two ponds conversing through a field of rye.

The dust thickened; the eyes of wolves now shone
through willow groves on the bank of a stream,
and farther, fires of shepherds camped alone.
Yet soon, the moons silvery, torch-lit gleam
brightened forest and earth, leaving the air,
as land and sky lay side by side, uncovered,
slumbering like a happily married pair.
So that within pure arms, the sky discovered
earths breast, which for it, the moon recovered.

Already one star glittered, then another,
a thousand, million, an infinity.
Castor the head, and with Pollux, his brother,
Lele and Polelle of Slavic mythology,
though more popular zodiacs demand
Lithuania and The Kingdom of Poland.

Libra, the starry scale, holds out its pans;
on the day of creation, it is said,.
God weighed all things, according to his plans,
fixing their weights, and placing them instead
into the vault of his heavenly abyss.
He hung these golden scales up in his heavens,
and from this model, man has patterned his.

A ring of stars known as The Great Sieve
shines to the north; through it God once sifted
grain to the earth  when he began to give
sustenance to Adam, and insisted
that in the Garden he no longer live.

Somewhat higher is Davids Car, all readied,
and pointing the way to the polar star.
Lithuanians call it an unjust deed
to call it his, for this angelic car
belonged to Lucifer when God was challenged,
when he galloped along the Milky Way,
ready to fight. His arrogance avenged
by Archangel Michael, who tipped the dray,
dumping Lucifer. He let it stay,
stretched and broken, because one would dare  
forbidden by Michael  the carts repair.

In Lithuania, its also known  
and this was learned from the ancient Rabbis  
the dragon that above the earth has grown
to wind its starry coils around the skies,
which astronomers wrongly call a serpent,
is a great fish called The Leviathan.
It dwelt in seas until the dreadful event
known as the deluge, when the waters ran
out of the oceans and the great fish perished.
As reminder and curiosity,
angels transported its remains, cherished,
up to heaven  a priest might similarly
hang in his church, thinking they held some worth,
leg bones or ribs of giants dug from earth.84

The Seneschal gleaned these tales from old books
or heard from legends. And the old man
has poor eyesight and must strain when he looks,
or use glasses, but from memory can
relate shape and form of each constellation,
and point to each stars future destination.

But no one listened to his tales this evening;
the Dragon, Scales, and Sieve were all ignored.
Eyes and minds to a new guest were cleaving,
recently observed and unexplored.
A comet of great strength and magnitude
appeared and seemed to fly directly north;
passing The Chariot, its eye now viewed
the forsaken place of Lucifers birth,
wishing to occupy that spot, now vacant.
Dragging its tail across one-third the sky,
and wrapped itself around stars as it went,
collecting with its net as it flew by.
It seemed the heavens followed from afar
this comet aimed straight at the polar star.

Each night, with silent apprehension,
Lithuanians gazed at the sky,
tracking this celestial evil omen,85
comparing it to others, asking why
they heard such sinister cries of birds
flocked in deserted fields, sharpening beaks,
as though expecting carrion rewards.
And why their dogs dug in the ground by creeks,
and howled furiously, as though the scent
of death their frantic tunneling unearthed  
for war or starvation these things portend.
And the forest watchman was not the first
to have seen, wandering through cemeteries,
the Maid of Pestilence, tall as the trees,86
waving a bloody kerchief in the breeze.

Such were the fears of the common people,
while in the courtyard of Soplica manor,
the Judges guests and the honored Official
rested in a sedate though gloomy manner,
until the Chamberlain looked up, dismayed:
under the moonlight his tobacco case glowed
(covered in gold and with diamonds inlaid;
and under glass, King Stanislas portrait showed.)
He tapped the case and took a pinch, Gentlemen,
he said, all this strange talk about a comet,
reminds me of nights in some college den;
a fool might just as well discourse upon it.
In Vilno, I studied astronomy,
where Pani Puzynin, wealthy and wise,
with profits from her village economy,
more than two-hundred peasants in size,
purchased various glasses and telescopes.
A famous priest manned the observatory
and the school, as well, from his rectory.
Finally he abandoned his stellar hopes,
his professorship, too  and then returned,
until his death  to the monks life he spurned.
I also knew Pan Sniadecki quite well,87
a clever man, though not a Jesuit.
Astronomers regard the skies, hed tell,
planet or comet, when they look at it,
much like a peasant viewing a fine coach:
he knows it drives to the Kings residence,
and that from there, the tollgate will approach,
until he sees it vanish in the distance.
Whom did it carry? What did the King say?
Ambassadors of peace or war dispatched?
They dont care at all! In some long passed day,
I can recall when Branecki first hatched
his plan: to Jassy. He followed the trail,88
a train of Targowica Confederates,
trailing behind just like a comets tail.
And everyone entered public debates,
even peasants, whose minds are not so deep,
guessed that the tail was an omen of doom.
This comet tonight they nickname the Broom,
thousands will die when it begins to sweep.

The Seneschal politely spoke, Ive heard.
though barely ten years old, I can recall
Sapieha, a Lieutenant, clad and armored.
Later he was appointed Court Marshall,
and died Chancellor of Lithuania
at one-hundred ten. With King John the Third,
and Hetman Jablonowski, at Vienna,
the late Chancellor was being quartered.
He told how John was sitting on his mount
as the Papal Nuncio blessed his journey;
the Austrian ambassador, Wilczek, the Count,
embraced his feet, letting the reins go free,
when the King shouted out, Look to the skies!
Above their heads comet was streaming,
along the path of Mohammeds armies,
from east to west, its tail long and gleaming.
The priest Barochowski  a panegyric
about the triumph at Cracow composed.
Orientis Fulmen, he called the lyric,
declaiming all the threats the comet posed.
In his tract, Janina, I also read
about King Johns noble expedition,
and saw, engraved, the standard of Mohammed  
the comet that announced his elevation.

Amen, replied the Judge. This is no jest.
I do believe it was just as you said.
Today a hero enraptures the west;
does this comet foretell what lies ahead?

The Seneschal sadly lowered his eyes:
A shooting star announces a new war  
or just a quarrel it might prophesize.
Perhaps it has appeared above this manor
to threaten us with domestic misfortune.
Weve had our share of suspenseful wrangling,
during the hunt and in the afternoon,
and then at dinner. We have this entangling
debate  the Sheriff and the Notary;
and now Tadeusz has challenged the Count;
a bear hide has caused them to disagree.
If the Judge had not hindered my account,
Id have them reconciled at the table.
Id like to relate another event
that seems in many ways comparable:
Pan Czartoryski of Podolia went89
through Volhynia to his Polish estate,
or else to attend the Warsaw Assembly,
I dont recall. His intention was to mate
business with pleasure, for he stopped to see
numerous gentlemen along the way
both for amusement and to gain support.
He visited Rejtan, praised to this day,
who served Novogrodek at the Royal Court  
he was the one who raised me up from birth.
Rejtan prepared for the Princes arrival;
all were invited and all ventured forth.
Since, to the Prince, the theatre had no rival,
Rejtan staged a real extravaganza,
complete with fireworks. Dancers were sent
by Pan Tyzenhaus, a complete orchestra
Oginski and Pan Soltan from Zdzieciol lent.
A hunt arranged, a trek out in the woods.
Perhaps you know about the Czartoryskis  
though they descend from Jagiellonian blood,
the Prince was not eager to roam through trees,
though not from laziness but foreign taste,
preferring his own books to grooming dogs,
and ladies to alcoves he always chased,
instead of hares, racing across the bogs.
He entertained DeNasseau, German Prince,
who hunted in Libya with African kings,
who slew a tiger with only a lance,
now subjecting the whole group to his boastings.
Rejtan battled a wild boar, a sow,
a single shot, close range, at much great risk.
While they were praising Rejtans aim, DeNasseau,
German that he was, remained quite brusque,
remarking through his nose, and thus piercing
their compliments: Aim reveals an eye thats bold,
but tempered steel proves that the hand is king.
He jabbered on and once again he told
his Libyan tales  his tiger and monarch,
praising himself or his skill with a spear.

Evidently, his bragging hit the mark,
annoying Rejtan more than he could bear,
for he was quick-tempered and confident.
Dear Prince, surely a boar equals a tiger,
sabre equals spear. With some dissent
heated debate sprung up, full of vigor.
Czartoryski resorted to protocol;89
he spoke French and they kept their distance;
he might have thrown ashes over hot coals.
Rejtan, provoked, was waiting for the chance
to repay the German with a trick,
although his little joke almost turned tragic.
The Seneschal paused, emitting a cough;
he reached into the gold tobacco case,
leaving his tale dangling, as he dipped snuff.
To heighten interest, he slowed down the pace;
but when he tried to re-address his audience,
sadly his story was interrupted.
A man rushed up, leaping over the fence
calling to the Judge, the tale disrupted.
His business was urgent, so he waited
while the Judge excused himself. The rest
scattered wherever their wills dictated:
some went to rooms to sleep and there undressed;
some stayed awake; some to the barn and hay.
The Judge let the messenger have his say.

While others slept, Tadeusz preferred to walk
like a sentry, hovering by the door
of his uncle, desperately wanting to talk.
Though the door was unlocked, he didnt dare
to knock, disturbing the secret conference,
but pricked his ears instead, trying to make sense90
of the sobbing within, careful not to nudge
as through the small keyhole to he deftly gazed.
How strange! He saw the monk Robak, the Judge,
kneeling on the floor as they embraced;
the monk kissed the Judges hand as he wept,
and both remained in this pose of regret,
till he arose and to the window stepped.

Brother, God knows, how long Ive kept this secret,
this sin I confessed, repented, and vowed,
devoting my life to God and country,
not from pride, not for the praise of the crowd,
to live as a monk, till Poland be free.
I said that Id never reveal my name,
not to you, or even to my son.
Now, from my order, permission has come
In Articulo Mortis, when my work is done  
reveal the truth. I might never come back,
who knows what horrors I might face in Dobrzyn.
Theres much turmoil; the French response is slack.
Winter will pass without their stepping in;
I dont think the nobles can wait till then.
My talk of insurrection has them stirred,
only to be spoiled by Horeszkos Warden.
The Counts insane! And he wont be deterred.
It is more grave than even I expected;
Maciek recognized me  Ill be exposed.
If my identity would be detected,
the Warden would not be kindly disposed.
Hed send me back  slashed by his Penknife.
This uprising is worth more than my life.
But I must go, although I might perish;
the nobles in Dobrzyn might go insane.
You, and my son, the ones that I most cherish,
be healthy, and pray that soon I might gain
Gods grace. You, Soplica, know my secret  
not to succeed would be my one regret.

The priest wiped his tears and drew up his hood,
opened the window and leapt to the ground,
leaving the Judge with his sorrowful mood.

Tadeusz heard nothing but muffled sound.
He waited a moment, jiggled the handle;
when the door opened, he entered and bowed.
Dear Uncle, he said, like a small candle,
these days quickly burn out. I have allowed
myself too much pleasure, spent little time
with you. This night I am thinking of leaving,
tomorrow the latest. You know the crime
must be punished, there is no use deceiving
ourselves, thats why I sent the challenge. By law,
in Lithuania, dueling is forbidden;
I must ride to the Duchy of Warsaw.
The Counts is a braggart, wholl come when bidden;
he wont lack courage to settle accounts.
If hes not blessed by God, he will be punished,
Ill swim across the river and announce
to awaiting brothers the deed is finished.
Ill join the Legions  its my fathers will,
If that is, in fact, his testament, still.

Tadeusz, his Uncle said, hot water
has scalded you  or like a fox you hedge  
waving its brush one way, running another.
The Count was challenged and he will acknowledge,
but must you leave today in such a hurry?
The custom is to send a friend before the duel
to settle terms. The Count might end his fury;
he might apologize, playing the fool.
Another fly buzzes around your head;
what drives you away  dont make excuses;
I am your Uncle, old but not yet dead.
I know the youthful heart and all its ruses.
Ive heard it said youve carried on intrigues
with the ladies. These days it seems our youth
are quick to fall in love  Venus in league
with the devil. Tadeusz, tell the truth.

Of course, Tadeusz mumbled, there are reasons,
dear Uncle, that perhaps are my mistake,
no, my misfortune, for they are treasons,
beyond correction. And so, for my sake,
ask me no more about my youthful pride  
from Soplicowo, I must quickly ride.

Ahah! said his Uncle, A love squabble.
Yesterday I noticed you bit your tongue
watching a certain girl; your knees wobble.
And she looked like she had just tasted dung.
It is so foolish  a pair of children
fall in love, countless misfortunes follow.
At first they feel pleasure and all is fun;
but soon they fret and sadness starts to grow,
after the first quarrel  yet neither yields.
One sulks in the corner, the other mute;
sometimes Ive seen them run out to the fields.
If you are involved in such a dispute,
Ill have you reconciled, just be patient.
I was young  I know about youthful love.
Tell me what happened; with your consent,
I know secrets that you are not aware of.

Uncle, Tadeusz said, kissing his hand
and blushing. In truth, there is a young lady,
my Aunts ward, Zosia, you can understand.
Ive seen her a few times, and then briefly,
but now I heard that a match has been made:
the Chamberlains daughter is rich and beautiful,
but I want you to know, I am dismayed;
I cant marry Rosa, though dutiful;
I love Zosia  you cant expect the heart to change,
whatever else you think you should arrange.
It seems dishonest, yes, almost a crime.
Ill leave; perhaps I will be cured by time.

His Uncle interrupted, Tadeusz,
the way that you express your love is strange;
instead of telling her, you leave her in a rush.
If I arranged that Zosia you would wed,
Im sure youd be jumping for joy instead.

Tadeusz then replied after a pause:
I am amazed that you would be so kind,
but why should you bother with this lost cause?
Pani Telimena wont change her mind;
she wont allow Zosia to marry me.

Ill ask, he said, perhaps she will relent.
No! shouted Tadeusz, Just let it be.
I leave at dawn for another event,
so please, I beg, bestow on me your blessing.

The Judge tugged at his mustache in anger.
You call this candid? Your hearts confessing?
First its the duel, then love, and now departure.
Im sure theres more; you must be holding back;
Ive heard some talk; Ive been watching your trail.
Youre a deceiver! And good sense you lack.
Youve told falsehoods, but your scheming will fail.
Where did you go the night before the last  
like a hound sniffing around the manor?
Tadeusz, have you seduced Zosia so fast?
and now you intend to run off and leave her?
This will never happen, like it or not,
youll marry her. Youll stand at the altar,
unless you want a flogging. Now what rot
is this about a constant heart? Liar!
I have enough troubles, I have a headache.
He opened the door and called for Protazy
to help undress, although hed stay awake.

Tadeusz dropped his head, left quietly;
undressing, he considered these harsh woods.
Never had he been harshly berated,
so he appraised the fairness afterwards.
Who was right? Slowly his heart abated.
What if Zosia found out, but with disdain?
Or Telimena? He could not remain.

So deep in thought, he went to walk outside,
and saw, close by, something like a vision,
slender, frail, and night gowned  it seemed to glide
with arms raised high in wrathful disposition,
reflecting a trembling beam of moonlight.
It stopped and quietly uttered, Ingrate!
You sought my glance, now you avoid my sight.
my every word youd eagerly await,
and now youve shut your ears, as though my eyes
and mouth were poisonous. You men, I know,
ignorant of coquettish ways and lies;
I do not wish to torment but to show
you some pleasure, so you should feel indebted.
But no, this triumph over my soft heart
has hardened yours. This conquest has whetted
your appetite for more, for from the start,
the spoils came too easily  and scorn.
This terrible experience has taught,
though you hate me, its for myself I mourn.

Telimena, he said, what a strange thought  
my heart is hard and that I feel disdain.
Consider this: we might be seen or heard;
just what would such openness really gain?
Its indecent, a sin.
A sin, my word!
Telimena blurted a bitter laugh,
innocent lamb  if I, as the female
dont care, even if they raise the staff
against my shame  then why should you, the male,
fear notoriety? Ten more affairs
you could confess, and still nobody cares.

Tadeusz said, seeing her flood of tears,
what would people say about a youth
of my age, in good health, one who prefers
country romance over honor and truth?
So many married men have had to leave
their wife and child behind, just to defend
their homeland, to fight for what they believe.
Id like to stay, but this is not the end  
according to my fathers testament,
I am to serve in the Polish army.
And now that my Uncles given consent,
I ride at dawn; nothing can deter me.

I never intended to block your way,
to block your path to glory and success.
As a young man  Im sure youll find the doorway
to someone prettier, richer, no less.
But let me have this one consolation,
please let me know, before we finally part,
about your hearts genuine inclination  
was it love, or simply a trifling sport?
If I could only hear love one more time,
It would be imprinted in heart and mind.
Id forgive you for your profligate crime,
knowing you loved me once, this to remind.

Tadeusz, hearing her sobbing request,
that with this trifle shed be pacified,
was stirred with compassion , also oppressed
with guilt, searching his heart for secrets inside.
Perhaps at that moment he didnt know
what he truly felt. May God strike me dead
if I led you on. What else could I do?
I like  even loved  you, and what I said
I meant. We spent so little time together;
the hours were sweet; their loss I will regret.
Such tenderness I will always remember,
God knows, you are someone I wont forget.

Telimena grabbed Tadeusz in embrace:
Thats all I dared to hope, now I can live!
I was prepared to die, now I can face
the future, secure that I have your love.
How can you think of abandoning me?
I have my heart, my worldly goods I stake,
to follow you. Ill gladly cross the sea
to savage lands  a paradise well make.

Tadeusz tore himself from this embrace.
Whats this? Youve lost all sense, it cant be done.
A camp follower would be a disgrace,
Id be a common soldier dragging one.

Telimena broke in, but we could wed.
Never! Not me! I do not wish to marry;
I dont intend to fall in love, he said.
Its just a trifle; we would both be sorry;
I beg you to be calm; I am quite grateful,
but this is impossible. Yes, we can love
each other, true, but it seems more fateful
to remain apart. Tomorrow I move.

He grabbed his hat, attempting to walk back;
he tried to walk away from Telimena,
but her fierce glare halted him in his tracks,
as though hed seen the head of Medusa.
Frozen with terror, he looked at her form  
motionless, without breath or life and pale.
Like an attacking knight, she raised her arm,
pointing her finger as if she meant to impale:
The truth at last, she screamed, Your dragons tongue!
Your reptile heart! Why should I even care?
I scorned the Sheriff, Notary, and young
Count  and you seduce me. How is that fair?
And now you would desert a cast-off orphan.
I know about your masculine virtue,
never expecting this deceitful plan.
So what you said to your Uncle is true  
I know, for I listened outside the door  
that poor Zosia no sooner caught your eye
than you began to deceive her much more.
If one scheme fails, why not another try?
Go, if you must, you cant outrun my curse;
or stay, and Ill reveal your infamy.
I cant predict which one will be much worse;
You wont delude others so sordidly.
your game fooled me, but now its run its course.

Such insult, mortal to a gentleman,
surely a Soplica had never heard.
Tadeusz shook, pale as a dying man.
Fool! he shouted, stamping. That is my word.

He walked away, her epithet ringing
inside his ears. True, he had been sordid,
deserving her rebuke that was so stinging.
Telimena suffered from what he did,
but though his conscience totally agreed,
she seemed to him even more repugnant,
standing accused of his infamous deed.
He dared not think about Zosia this instant;
he felt such shame beside her innocence.
His Uncle could never arrange this match.
Against Satans snares he had no defense:
the devil knows which lies and sins will catch
a youth  and when to withdraw with a smile.
Tadeusz felt despised and repugnant;
hed squandered his future in a short while,
and felt that this was a just punishment.

Amid this storm of feelings, sudden calm
overcame him when he thought of the duel:
killing the Count  what a perfect balm;
hed die or get revenge upon the scoundrel.
Then he forgot the source of his anger;
it came in a flash and quickly vanished.
deeper sorrows seized him, even stranger  
the thought arose that could not be banished:
if the Count and Zosia loved each other,
what right did he have to ruin their bliss?
If they were to marry, why should he even bother
to destroy other peoples happiness?

He fell into despair. How could he save
himself? Where could he flee, but to the grave?

He ran to the shining pools in the meadow
and stood above the bogs, drowning his gaze
greedily in the brackish depths below.
The marshy odor put him in a daze,
as he sucked the gases into his lung.
and he felt the rapture of suicide,
which, like all wild and stormy passions, sprung
from the imagination. Giddy inside,
he longed for the bog, and he would have tried,
but Telimena, spotting his crazed figure,
guessed at his state, as he ran to the marsh,
and though she burned with justified anger,
she was scared. Judgment, not her heart, was harsh.
Sad that Tadeusz dared to love another,
she wished to punish him but not destroy,
and followed, screaming, arms waving above her.
Please stop, you fool, you are no more a boy.
Marry someone else, for I dont care,
or go away, she said to his vague stare.

What strange new twist of fate. Along the bank
the Count rode, leading his band of Jockeys.
Charmed by the night, the Count helplessly sank,
submerged in underwater harmonies.
Like Aeolian harps the choirs resounded,91
for no frogs sing as sweet as those in Poland.
He halted his horse and remained dumbfounded,
forgetting the expedition he planned.
His ears and eyes bathed in the marshy shapes,
imagining some nocturnal landscapes.

Though dark, the fields and skies now teemed with life.
Across two ponds, almost like two lovers
facing each other, joyous, free from strife,
lying alone in bed without covers  
one pond was clear, smooth as a girls cheek,
the other murky, dark, as though stippled
with a new beard. And golden sand, like sleek
blond hair encircled one; the other bristled
with osier stalks and curled tufts of willow.
Each had a tiny stream that met between,
like two hands joined, continuing below,
a waterfall into a deep ravine,
glimmering in sharp light from the moon,
fragmented into a thousand slivers.
Youd think a water nymph, humming a tune,92
with one hand poured from bottomless pitchers,
sprinkling handfuls of gold from her apron.

Beyond the ravine to a plain it flowed,
meandered and grew calm, but still ran on,
though only the shimmering moonlight glowed.
like the Serpent of Zmudz, which seemed to sleep
amid heather, changing from silver to gold,
and vanish suddenly into the deep
green of moss and fern. Then it recoiled
into an alder wood. The black horizon
rose in the distance  a spirit in mist.

In this ravine, an old mill was hidden;
like a guardian who spies on a tryst
between lovers, angers hearing their talk,
Outraged by what he sees there by the brook,
and mutters threats to those he meant to stalk  
just so this mill suddenly rattled and shook
its mossy forehead, twirled its massive fist,
and clanged its jaw. The nightmare serenade
was drowned in the clamor of grinding grist.
All this startled the Count in his promenade.

The Judge crossed himself: In the name
of the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit,
you are a gentleman. Did you become
a brigand? Does this behavior befit
a man of your noble birth and station?
I will not permit this brutal attack.
Soplicas servants rushed into position,
some with clubs, some with guns prepared to crack.
The Seneschal was caught in disbelief,
eyeing the Count, his knife concealed in sleeve.

The battle began. The Judge tried to defend,
and vainly blocked the terrible onslaught.
In the alders, flintlocks sparked without end,
the cavalry tramped cross the bridge and fought.
Down with Soplica chimed throughout the air.
The Judge recognized Gervazys command.
Well fight, the Count shouted, Better beware;
surrender, for I have more allies at hand.

The Sheriff rushed up shouting, In the name
of the imperial authority,
give up your swords and drop this senseless game
before Im forced to summon the army.
You know the fine for sneak attacks at night
are quite severe as writ…. The Count then struck
him with his sword, swinging with all his might.
The Sheriff fell in the nettle, dumbstruck;
wounded or dead, first casualty of night.

I see, said the Judge, this is brigandage.
The frightened chatter was quickly drowned out
by Zosias wailing: she rushed to the Judge
grabbed him round the neck and gave a shout.

Then Telimena ran between the horses,
turned to the Count and knelt, clasping her hands.
Why have you unleashed these evil forces
upon us? Tell us, what are your demands!
She gave out a shrill scream, throwing back
her head, her hair streaming. By all thats Holy,
I beg you, my dear Count, halt this attack.
Please, I beseech, why dont you stop this folly;
or would you kill those who stand in your way?
She fainted and the Count came to her aid.
Zosia, Telimena, what do you day?
My sword will not be stained during this raid
with innocent blood  you are my prisoners.
I am reminded of the time in Italy,
under the cliffs near Birbante towers,
I captured the brigands camp in the valley,
murdered the thieves with guns, while those who threw
down arms were tied with rope to their disgrace,
and then marched back to town for all to view.
Later, they were hanged at Mount Etnas base.

And then, for Soplicas, a stroke of luck:
the Count had better horses than the rest,
and so he halted them behind, while he pressed
on, determined that the first blow be struck
by him. He led his cavalry by a mile  
his Jockeys, disciplined and obedient.
The others, in true revolutionary style,
were raging, quick to hang, expedient.

The Count had time to cool his burning rage,
deliberating how to end the fight
without bloodshed. He finally set the stage
by locking the Soplicas for the night
inside the manor, prisoners of war,
and posting sentries right at every door.

Meanwhile, the nobles swarmed into the yard,
encircling the manor and storming it.
Down with Soplica! the cavalry roared,
but found leader and staff quick to submit.
They wanted a battle and sought a foe;
barred from the manor, they rushed to the grange
and stormed the kitchen, where pots in a row
and the flickering fire brought a change.
The aroma of food, dogs gnawing bones
from the dinner meal inflamed the men,
capturing their hearts. Once hard as stones,
they now warmed by thoughts of food again.
Weary from the march and daylong meeting,
a few exclaimed, Lets eat! Others, Lets drink!
The throng of nobles stood in ranks repeating
these chants, and in the end, could hardly think
of war  when gnawing hunger replaced courage.
The mouthwatering army went to forage.

Gervazy was turned away from the door
of the Judge by the Counts vigilant guard.
unable to wreak the vengeance he swore,
he decided to play the other card:
to establish the Count on legal ground.
Adept in legal matters, experienced,
he sought the Apparitor, whom he found,
after a search, behind the stove, entrenched.
He grabbed him, dragging him along the path,
and touched his penknifes tip to this mans chest.
Proclaim at once, or you will feel my wrath!
The Count Horeszko, of the half-goat crest
is lord of this castle, Soplica manor,
the village, the sown fields and fallow land:
cum gias, boris, ganicrabus,93
kmetonibus, scuten, et omnibus robus,
ey quidiudam allis. You know the manner;
now bark the whole thing out, you understand.

The Apparitor pressed his thumbs inside his belt.
Dear Warden, please wait, I will carry out
your command, but please consider the result:
such a proclamation will have no clout,
coerced by force and in the dead of night.
What force? the Warden asked. Theres no attack.
Ive been polite and if you wish more light,
Ill strike sparks with my penknife  you wont lack
illumination; Ill restore your sight!

My dear Gervazy, said the Apparitor,
no need to sulk  for as highest court
officer, I wont debate with rancor.
We all know that a plaintiff might resort
to one like me to deliver his writ,
but hes just a messenger of the law,
and cant be punished just for serving it.
I can hardly believe what I just saw;
you have no right to place me under guard;
Ill write a summons if you fetch a torch,
but I insist we do it in the courtyard.
Brothers, now please meet me on the porch.

To make his words more audible, he mounted
a pile of logs next to the orchard fence;
but though his oratory was discounted,
he crawled beneath the beams, and in a moments
time, he vanished, as though blown by the wind.
A sound was heard: he plopped into the cabbage,
and soon his white hat could be seen behind
the hemp, flitting like a dove freed from a cage.
The Bucket fired a shot but missed his mark,
and from the crunching stakes, it was quite clear
Protazy reached the hops, hid in the dark.
All were certain he wouldnt reappear.
I protest! he shouted  they tried to look
for him between the osier bed and marshy brook.

After his protest died out in the distance,
like a final shot on a ramparts conquered,
Soplica manor gave up its resistance.
The hungry nobles foraged and plundered:
the Baptist found his way to the cowshed
and clubbed one bull and two calves on the snout;
the Razor plunged his sword so that they bled
from the neck; the Awl, likewise, rushing about,
impaled hogs and suckling pigs with his blade.
And now the onslaught threatened the poultry:
vigilant geese, whose ancestors once saved
Rome from the Gaulish tribes real treachery,
flocked in the corner, vainly screeching for help;
although instead of Manlius, the Bucket
attacked the coop  tying one goose to his belt,
he struck it, while the rest honked wildly.
Geese stuck out their necks, ganders hissed, nipping
at him as he fled, feathers, soft and downy.
It seemed that wings transported him, whipping
like Chochlik, the evil, winged spirit.94

The butchery was so much more ferocious,
though less vociferous among the chickens.
The young Sack climbed a ladder, dangling a noose,
and snared crested roosters and shaggy hens.
One by one, he strangled them and piled
these lovely birds, once fed pearl barely from a sieve,
now dead from this impudent Sack grown wild.
And for this crime, Zosia will not forgive.

Recalling ancient times, Gervazy removed
his belt and asked others to do the same.
Then up from the cellar he pushed and shoved
barrels of mead, brandy, beer. As he came,
they grabbed one and uncorked, snatching others
rolling them to the castle over land.
There, for the night, they camped in their quarters,
where the Count established his post command.

Campfires kindled, men brew, broil, and bake.
Tables sag under the meat; alcohol
flows in torrents. Nobles remain awake,
guzzling, stuffing; and singing fills the hall.
But bit by bit, they yawn and grow drowsy;
eyes blink, heads nod, and each slumps in his place:
one with a bowl, one with a mug now empty,
one with a slab of beef up to his face.
The victors sing, but with a fainter breath,
vanquished soon by sleep, brother of death.


BOOK 9. THE BATTLE
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The nobles snored so soundly, not even
gleaming torches could arouse these sleepers,
when the hall was entered by several dozen
soldiers. Like wall spiders we call The Reapers,
that attack dozing flies, barely a buzz,
long legs encircling them to suffocate  
they entered just like this grim master does;
and slumbering nobles shared the flies fate.
Without a buzz, seemingly lifeless, they lay
until they were seized by powerful arms
that tossed them up like sheaves of hay.

Only the Bucket, famed in district farms
for having no equal at meal or feast,
who could easily down two casks of mead
before his speech or step faltered the least,
who capped this night with a similar deed  
only he showed signs the others were wanting.
He blinked, squinted and what then did he see?
A nightmare! Two dreadful faces panting
above him, each with mustaches, mangy
and long, which they flourished like wings.
The terrified Bucket tried first to cross
himself, but when he tried he felt bindings
around his wrists and realized that hed lost
his freedom. Spirits wrapped him like a baby
in swaddling clothes. So hard was he trying
to escape, he shut his eyes, and maybe,
it seemed his blood ran cold and he was dying.

But the Baptist defended his own camp,
until he found himself bound in his sash.
He wriggled, flapped, leapt wildly with a stamp,
and fell into the sleepers with a crash,
rolling over heads, writhing like a pike
on top of sand. He roared, sounding like a bear:
This is treachery! Who ordered this strike?
Sleepers awoke but were unable to answer,
Treachery, violent treachery  from where?

The outcry reached the mirrored hall and echoed;
the sleeping Count, his Jockeys, and Gervazy
awoke; and the Warden vainly bellowed,
finding himself and his penknife bound tightly.
By the window he saw a few armed men
in black-vizored caps and green uniforms.
One with a sash ordered the other ten
with the tip of his sword: Tie up these worms,
he whispered. The jockeys were bound like sheep;
two guards with bayonets prepared to leap
on him if their commander gave the word.
Gervazy recognized the Moscovites.

He had often been in similar plights;
many times his legs and arms had been bound,
and still hed freed himself; he knew the art
of breaking rope, sure a way would be found.
Still strong and confident, he tried to start:
crossing his eyes, as if to sleep, he stretched
his arms and legs, stomach contracted,
doubled over, as if both parts attached.
He puffed his chest and strained, his role enacted
like snakes that hide by coiling head and tail.
Gervazy changed from long to short and squat;
the ropes stretched and creaked but to no avail;
they wouldnt snap no matter how he fought.
Almost senseless, he hid his angry face
slumping to the ground to hide his disgrace.

Drums rolled in the distance, at first quite faint,
then grew louder as the rumbling increased.
The Count proclaimed his furious complaint.
The officer ordered the Jockeys released
from ropes but locked inside the lower hall
under guard. The nobles were marched outside
where the Russian army set up a small
camp. The Baptist began to curse and cried.

Headquarters stood outside by poplar trees,
with Polish nobles prepared to defend  
Birbaszes, Hreczechas, and Podjajskis;
each was the Judges relative or friend,
who rushed to his aid on news of attack,
for all had long been at odds with Dobrzynskis.
Who had summoned the Russian battalion?
Who rode through the district and brought them back?
And did Jankiel mount his quickest stallion
to rouse Soplicas allies? The Notary?
Only rumor could name the emissary.

The rising sun seemed ensconced in a gorge,
stripped of its rays, half-hidden in black clouds  
a glowing horseshoe in a blacksmiths forge.
The driving winds enclosed the dawn in shrouds,
as though the clouds carried thick blocks of ice,
and one of the eastern winds sprinkled rain,
which another dried  repeated twice.
And thus, only the cold and damp remain.

The Major ordered that the beams, left to dry
by the fence, be dragged into the courtyard,
where his men employed their axes to pry
them apart, and cut notches in the hard
wood. And then the legs of the prisoners
were placed in openings, another beam
set on top, and nails driven by soldiers,
so legs were squeezed  as though a bulldog team
clamped down their jaws. Their hands were tightly bound,
and to increase the torment, the Major
threw their hats, coats, and tunics to the ground,
as though theyd lost their clothes in a wager.
The nobles sat in stocks, teeth chattering,
as rain increased and clouds were gathering.

And so the Judge was moved to intercede;
Telimena joined in, with Zosia, weeping,
for treatment more humane, they start to plead,
decrying this cruel manner of keeping
captives. Captain Nikita Rykov,
a reasonable man who could be swayed,
agreed with their entreaties well enough,
but Major Pluts orders must be obeyed.

Major Plut was a Pole by birth, once called
Plutowicz, a scoundrel, who often lied
and cheated, whose love of Poland paled,
when  to serve the Tsar  he Russified.

The Major stood outside smoking his pipe.
If someone bowed, he simply raised his nose
and blew out smoke, indifferent to each gripe
or plea. His answer in a cloud of smoke arose.

The Judge made sure the Captain was appeased;
the Sheriff joined in too, and all three tried
to conclude the matter of the manor seized,
without recourse to courts of government.
The Captain to Major Plut quickly went.

What do we want with all these prisoners?
Take them to trial? So many difficulties
youll cause the nobles  theyll resent your labors.
Theres no reward and none that you will please.
Better to settle the delicate matter;
let the Judge provide due compensation,
The goats will be whole and the wolves fatter.
Well say that we came at his invitation.
The Russian proverb: Everythings possible,
just be discrete, or Take care of yourself,
as well as the Tsar. So lets not quibble;
concord, not discord, leads to the warm stove-shelf.
Well make no report  theres nothing at stake,
for God gave us hands in order to take.

Major Plut rose, laughing out of anger.
Have you gone mad? We are serving the Tsar,
not protecting ourselves against some danger;
stupid, old Rykov, how crazy you are!
We are at war and this is a revolt;
it must be quashed at once, or its too late.
Your bargaining comes as a clear insult;
Ill teach these scoundrels not to tempt their fate.
I know these Dobrzynskis; let them get wet.
He burst out laughing and looked out the window.
Take off that coat! At a masked ball we met,
and he is responsible for our row.
I was dancing, when he yelled, throw him out,
that thief, for at that time I was accused
of stealing and rumors had spread about.
It was not his business, so I refused,
for it was a regimental affair.
I danced the Mazur and he shouted again,
Thief! as the nobles all began to stare.
And so I waited till he felt to my grip,
and then I said, Ill get even, by God,
The goat will come, save the butcher a trip.
And now, Dobrzynski, Ive cut a birch rod.

He leaned to the Judge, and whispering, said,
although there are ways if the Judge preferred,
a thousand rubles in cash for each head;
take it or not, for thats my final word.

The Judge bargained, but the Major stalked off
in clouds of smoke, fuming like a foundry,
The Judge behind, emitting a nervous cough,
while the ladies implored  on the boundary
of hysteria. Major, what will you gain?
There was no battle, blood, there was no pain.
They ate chicken and geese, just as you saw.
Theyll pay damages, according to statute,
and there will be no official complaints,
for this was just a neighborly dispute.

Its clear youve been reading The Lives of the Saints,
said the Major, and not The Yellow Book.
What Yellow Book? the Judge questioned, confused.
Its like your statutes with a newer look;
a book of Martial Law, he said, amused.
Its full of words like noose and Siberia.
Polish laws have been consigned to the shelf,
since it has been proclaimed in Lithuania.
According to it, even you yourself
should fear Siberia and hard labor.

I will appeal, said the Judge, to the Senate.
Appeal it if you must, but know the Tsar
himself has sanctioned this new, martial state  
and most likely the penalty hed double.
Appeal, dear Judge, but know that if I must,
Ill turn you in to pay for all this trouble.
We have reason to suspect and distrust;
Jankiels a spy who has long been observed
frequenting your home. He leases your tavern;
for that alone Id think that you deserved
to be arrested.
Me  you would intern?
So while both sides intensified their wrath,
new guests arrived along the manor path.

A strange entrance indeed! Leading the pack:
a huge black ram rushing like courier;
its horns, like two big loops, were curled back,
decked out with bells and clanging like a crier;
two more protruded from the sides of its skull,
brass bells shaking. Oxen, a flock of sheep
and goats followed behind, their carts so full,
so laden, they sunk into the mud  deep.

All watched the alms-collecting monk enter.
The Judge, acting as host, greeted his guest
from the threshold. The priest sat in the center
of the first cart, and he was dressed
in robes, hiding his face  but recognized
at once by prisoners as he signaled
for silence. Next followed Maciek, disguised
as a peasant, although his secret entrance failed
when the nobles began to shout and cheer.
Fools! old Maciek yelled, showing them his glare.
Next came Bartek the Prussian, his coat threadbare;
Mickiewicz and Pan Zan took up the rear.

Meanwhile, Isajewicz and the Podhajskis,
Birbacz, Kotwicz, Wilbik, and Biergel,
witnessing their neighboring Dobrzynskis
subjected to torments more known in hell,
lessened their anger and wished to forgive;
for the Polish noble, though quarrelsome
and quick to fight, is never vindictive.
So, to old Maciek, they eagerly come,
surrounding his cart, awaiting his advice.
He tells them they must wait  repeats it twice.

The Bernardine ambled into the room,
almost unrecognized. Though in his cowl,
his usual meditative gloom
was replaced with a bright and cheerful howl,
a jolly monk of old, his head held high.

He laughed before speaking, chuckling aloud.
Good day, fine day, and heres the reason why:
exquisite hunting, sirs. What a crowd.
Prize game! Skin the nobles, take their hide,
or bridle them, for theyll kick up a row.
I congratulate you, Major, what pride
you must feel, having bagged the young Horeszko.
A fatty morsel, and rich from way back.
Dont let him go for less than three hundred
gold ducats. Then reach into the sack  
just a few cents will keep us monks well fed.
Dont forget me, for I pray for your soul,
and often think about the soldiers fate;
into a majors ear dear death will call.
Remember how Jesuits used to prate:
Death executes the executioner,
And hauls the well-dressed man from the ball;
It bandies about the dandy at dinner;
Even the priest is soon deceased, quick as the sinner;
And the uniform he likes best of all.
Our Mother Death is like an onion,
When pealed, shes quick to bring you tears.
Nothing escapes her vast dominion;
Whats here today rots and disappears:
The child that drowses, the rogue that carouses.
This is what the Jesuit espouses.95
All that we have  what we now eat and drink!
And so, dear Judge, I think its time for breakfast.
Ill sit at the table, what do you think?
Stewed meat and gravy, Captain, cant you taste;
perhaps a bowl of punch filled to the brink.

The Soplica household gaped at the priest
and his jolly countenance in disbelief.
The Judge ordered the cook, Prepare a feast.
Soon punchbowl, sugar, bottles, and stewed beef
were brought. Plut and Rykov began to eat,
greedily slurping punch, bolting their food;
together devoured twenty plates of meat
in one-half hour, for the punch was good.

The satisfied Major sprawled in a chair,
drew out his pipe and with a banknote lit it,
wiping the breakfast crumbs with quite a flair;
trying to impress women with his wit.
Ladies so lovely make a fine aperitif;
I swear by my rank that such a breakfast
is best enjoyed with a ladys kerchief.
We must play cards  twenty-one or whist.
Or dance the Mazurka. The devil knows
Im the finest dancer in all regiments.
He leaned towards the ladies, assumed a pose,
replacing his pipe smoke with compliments.

Lets dance! shouted Robak. Ill down this flask,
and though a priest, I can tuck up my gown
from time to time, kick up my heels, just ask.
Consider, though, Major, right now we down
this mead, while your men are freezing outside.
Its fine for us to sport  let them partake.
Perhaps, though its not for me to decide,
said the Major. If the Judge gives, theyll take.
Facing the Judge, the monk whispered, Abide
by my wishes, bring them a cask of rotgut.
And so inside the house with laughs and shouts
the command carouses; and then shut
out, the soldiers engage in drinking bouts.

Captain Rykov emptied his cup in silence;
the Major drank and flirted with the ladies,
his zeal to dance becoming more and more intense.
He tossed his pipe and dropping his entreaties,
seized Telimenas hand; but she ran off.
He staggered over to Zosia and bowed:
Please dance, he said. Then, Rykov, thats enough;
drop your pipe, we need music, fast and loud.
You play balalaika  take that guitar
and play a Mazurka. Ill lead the dance.
The Captain tightened the strings with a bar;
Plut begged Telimena for one more chance.
My word, as Major, he insisted,
Im Polish and not Russian, and if I lied,
Im a son of a bitch. Still she resisted.
Why would I lie? It can be certified;
ask any soldier in the Second Army,
the tenth core of the Second Infantry
of this regiment, that Im Major Plut;
that no one can dance the Mazur like me  
Im known for my leaps and my nimble foot;
come now, dont be so coy and standoffish,
I might get mad and then be forced to punish.

He grabbed Telimena and placed a kiss
on her shoulder with a loud, smacking sound.
Tadeusz jumped, for he could not dismiss
this violation  and knocked Plut to the ground.

Shoot and aim right for the bastards head!
Tadeusz grabbed and fired, his eye was good,
but he missed, though Plut was singed by the lead,
and deafened by the explosion  quite loud.
Rykov waved his guitar, This is revolt!
He cried, bashing Tadeusz with the wood.
The Seneschal watched this brutal assault,
and then swung back his arm and hurled his knife.
It whizzed through the air, between several heads,
and seemed destined to cut short Rykovs life,
but struck the base of the guitar instead,
piercing, shattering the delicate wood,
shielding the Captain from a certain death.
Soldiers, revolt! he cried, loud as he could,
trembling, frightened, trying to catch his breath;
he drew his sword, as he once more grew bold,
defending himself back to the threshold.

The nobles poured in from the other hall;
They climbed through open windows, swords held high,
Macieks Little Switch in front of all.
Plut, by the door with Rykov, gave a cry
for aid and their nearest men responded.
Gleaming bayonets stuck in through the door,
three black helmets, visors lowered, rounded
the corner  just what Maciek waited for;
he pressed against the wall and watched their entrance,
then raised his sword and struck a mighty blow
that might have severed all three heads at once,
but Macieks eyes were poor. Eager to show
his wrath, he missed their necks, walloped instead,
their helmets, which fell clanging to their feet.
Bayonet met sword, but no one was dead;
along the path Russians made their retreat.

Yet more turmoil: for three Soplica allies
vied together to pry apart the beams
and free Dobrynskis, emitting loud cries.
The Moscovite soldiers answered with screams
and took up arms, the Sergeant took his bayonet
and stabled Podhajski, wounding still two more,
shooting a third and slashing all he met.
Some fled, but the Baptist rose up and tore
his ropes, lifted his fist and smashed the Russian,
whose face then struck the lock of his musket
as he fell. There would have been an explosion,
for he jarred the trigger which was reset,
but, drenched in blood, it would not fire at all,
and the Sergeant fell by the Baptists feet.
Bending down, he seized the gun by the barrel
and waved it overhead, prepared to fight.
Whirling like a windmill, he struck two privates
and one Corporal. The rest made a retreat,
terrified, rushing to the manor gates.

They shredded rope and demolished the stocks.
The nobles, unfettered, humped in the cart
used to collect alms, and found under stacks
a bundle which they quickly tore apart:
rapiers, muskets, scythes, clubs, and cutlasses.
The Bucket uncovered two blunderbusses
and a bag of bullets under the stack.
He loaded both, handing one to the Sack.

More Russians arrived in such disorder  
turmoil so great they couldnt fight back.
Too close to fire, soldiers took the order
for hand-to-hand combat, so close they stood
that steel met flesh, each time inflicting harm,
bayonet against sword, blade on wood,
fist on fist and arm on arm.

Rykov led some of his men to the fence,
calling for his soldiers to make a stand,
to halt their helter-skelter defense,
which forced them to attack by hand.
Unable to shoot throughout the dense crowd,
nable to tell Pole from Moscovite,
he commanded, Fall in! yelling quite loud,
but in the uproar his voice was too slight.

Maciek was poor at hand-to-hand combat.
He swung his sword first to the left then right,
tried to retreat, clearing a space that
would let him escape. His slashing saber
sheared a bayonet from a gun barrel,
like a wick from a candle, without labor,
and he rushed to the field through the sorrel.

There he was attacked by an old corporal,
the regiments bayonet instructor,
who snatched his gun by the lock and barrel,
dodging, leaping, crouching, the target before
him, until one hand let go of the gun
the other thrusting forward like the tongue
from a vipers jaw, its victim to stun.
Pulling it back, jabbing again, he stung.

Old Maciek realized the skill of his foe;
he adjusted his glasses to his nose,
and gripping the hilt of his sword below,
withdrew, staggering from earlier blows,
like a drunkard  his eyes were still tracking
the Corporals moves, so sure and confident.
To catch him the Corporal was attacking
furiously, a way that almost sent
him tumbling, for the weight of his musket,
thrust far in front, made it hard to balance.
Maciek recovered, struck the bayonet
with his sword  soon as he had the chance,
lowered it and slashed the Corporals hand
and cut his jaw. Among the Russian losses,
now count the finest fencer in the land,
once decorated with medals and crosses.

By the dismantled stocks, the brave left flank
was close to victory. The Baptist raged
further off, driving them back to the streambank.
Meanwhile, the Razor was also engaged,
one arm swinging below and one above,
like some machine devised by German brains,
a chaffcutter with spikes and knives that move
to cut the hay and likewise thresh the grains.

The Baptist and Razor slaughtered in concert;
one struck above and one inflicted hurt.
but the Baptist abandoned his victory
and rushed to the flank where Maciek faced danger.
Avenging the Corporals death, so gory,
a young ensign attacked with unchecked anger  
with a spontoon, half-pike and half-hatchet,
a footsoldiers weapon no longer used.
though Maciek tried, his aim was still confused;
the unscathed ensign inflicted a wound,
raising his broadaxe to strike once again.
To stop him, the Baptist circled around
his club. The ensign gave a cry of pain
when it struck his ankle and cracked the bone.
He dropped his weapon and staggered about.
The Baptist lunged, but he was not alone;
a band of nobles joined him with a shout;
Moscovites followed like stampeding cattle;
around the Baptist raged a fierce battle.

The Baptist lost his sword defending Maciek,
and almost lost his life for his service,
for strong Moscovites sprung to his neck.
In his hair, their hands were ensnared like lice;
they pinned his legs, then stretched them to the side,
like spring-cables on the mast of a barge.
The Baptist shook and railed and blindly tried
to fight. Spotting Gervazy in mid-charge,
he called: Jesus, Mary, use your penknife!

Recognizing the Baptists plea for life,
the Warden lowered his damascened blade
between the Baptists head and Russian hands.
The screaming soldiers fled, but one hand stayed
firmly ensnared, dangling from the strands
of hair, streaming blood. Just like an eagle
that digs one of its claws into a hare
and one into a tree  the hare will pull,
cleaving the bird in two  until the pair
of claws breaks off  one remains in the tree,
one carried off to the fields in the hare.

The Baptist cast his eyes around, now free,
and stretched his arms, trying to find his club,
calling for it, still close to Gervazy,
until he saw his son amid the mob:
with one arm the Sack was aiming his gun,
the other dragging a club six feet long,
with flints and gnarled knobs and knots, a weapon
lifted only by the Baptists strong
arm. When he saw his trusted Baptizer,
he grabbed it, kissed it, even leapt for joy.
Musket and sword, pike, helmet, and visor
are useless when the Baptist wields his toy,
moistens its hands and whirls it round his head.
The deeds that followed, the havoc he wrought,
the number of Moscovites lying dead,
would surely be doubted unless he fought
in front of witnesses, with poets to sing.
Yet, once in Vilno, a poor lady saw
a similar and miraculous thing:
from the Ostra gate, she would not withdraw
when a troop of Cossacks entered the town,
and a single brave burgher fought them off;
the entire regiment was mowed down
with the Moscovite General Deyov.

Enough to say that when Rykov came to
most of his men already had surrendered:
twenty-three of them that the Baptist slew
were scattered in the yard and dismembered,
and thirty more were howling in sharp pain.
Some had escaped to hide in the orchard;
some by the river or the hops or grain,
some to the ladies makeshift hospital ward.

Victorious nobles rushed to the kegs,
or stripped their foes of prizes and booty.
Only Father Robak declined the dregs,
for Cannon Law outlined his duty,
forbidding combat. Hed given advice,
even ordered the nobles with his glance,
for he knew the art of war and its price.
He did his part, though he carried no lance.
He called the Polish nobles together;
to secure victory, theyd strike Rykov,
who had been informed by a messenger  
if his men laid down arms, he would get off
with his life, but if they tried to delay,
hed given his men the order to slay.

But Captain Rykov would not be pardoned:
he stood in the center of his battalion,
To arms! he shouted, as his voice hardened.
His men lined up and each one raised his gun
with a clamor, for they were all loaded.
Aim. The barrels were glowing in the sun.
Fire in turn. In succession they exploded;
bullets whizzed and locks clicked and ramrods shoved  
the line advanced like a huge amphibian,
as hundreds of glistening legs now moved.

Yet soldiers were still drunk from strong liquor;
their aim was poor, they had wounded a few
but killed no one, though now the fire was thicker
and their shots had inflicted wounds on two
Macieks, and killed one of the Bartholomews.
The nobles were reluctant to shoot back;
they thought they would be less likely to lose
by fighting with swords to halt the attack.
The older ones restrained them in the fire;
they couldnt hold their ground and left the yard.
Bullets whizzed by, forcing them to retire,
and soon were tapping the windowpanes hard.

Tadeusz, remaining inside the manor,
guarding the ladies at his uncles command,
hearing the gunshots increasing banter,
rushed outside to take part in the last stand.
The Chamberlain followed right in his tracks,
after his servant brought him his broadsword.
They joined the nobles to fend off attacks.
The Russians let them approach and then poured
a flood of bullets. Isajewicz was hit.
The Razor and Wilblik were badly harmed,
but halted the advance. First Maciek quit,
then Robak, their ardor quickly disarmed.
The Moscovite army watched their retreat;
Captain Rykov set his sights on the stormed
manor, planning the battles final defeat.

Fix bayonets, he ordered, form a line.
Forward! The line of barrels, like antlers
on stags with lowered heads, went at his sign.
The nobles halt, shoot back, and then disperse.
The Russian attack met no resistance
crossing its path; the Captain by the door.
Surrender! he shouted with insistence.
Or else Ill burn this manor to the floor.
Burn it, said the Judge,  and with it, youll fry.

Oh, Soplica manor, if your white walls
still shine within lindens that grow sky high,
If nobles still gather inside your halls
to enjoy the Judges hospitality,
to Buckets health they would certainly toast  
without his deeds, and his vitality,
the manord be destroyed, the Judge a ghost.

At first, Bucket had shown few signs of courage,
though he was first to be freed from the stocks,
first to find his gun in the carts storage  
his own blunderbuss, hidden under rocks,
with a bullet pouch. But he wasnt anxious
to fight, not trusting his aim when sober;
so he took a mug full of spirits,
and drank to nourish his upcoming labor.

He adjusted his hat, picked up his gun,
ramrod, cartridges, and primed the forelock,
surveying the grounds and the damage done.
He saw the nobles vain attempt to block
wave upon wave of advancing bayonet.
He rushed over to the dense underbrush,
and lay in wait, concealed in the thicket,
motioning to Sack to join his ambush.

The Sack stood on the porch with his musket
defending the manor where his beloved,
Zosia stayed. Though she held him in contempt,
hed die for her, so that his love be proved.

Soon the Moscovites renewed their attempt
to seize the manor. The Bucket waited
till they approached; aimed and pulled the trigger;
at once the gun muzzle saturated
the air with bullets. From the side, a bigger
round ripped the air, as the Sack fired his gun.
Startled soldiers fled, leaving their wounded,
which the Baptist disposed of, one by one.

Trying to reach the barn, Rykov, hounded
by bullets, found refuge  the garden fence.
He halted his fleeing men by the hedge,
and changed formation for a new offence,
two sides which protected, to form a wedge,
pointing to the castle, now defended
by a cavalry which had just descended.

The Count, locked in the castle, under guard,
escaped, and with his men, mounted horses
and rode, amid gunfire, straight through the yard,
himself, the head of the charging forces.

From raised black barrels, a fiery thread flew;
hundreds of bullets whizzed, some of them hit.
Three riders fell, one corpse lay in the dew;
the Counts horse went down, taking him with it.
The Warden called for help; soldiers too aim,
about to finish off the last Horeszko  
when, from the other side, Father Robak came,
shielding him with his back, ducking below
the fire. He dragged him from his horse,
receiving a wound, giving the command
to disperse, for the fire was getting worse.
Aim well and save your shots for our last stand;
take cover by the fence, the wall, the barn;
the Counts cavalry must await its turn.

Tadeusz knew what Robak had in mind,
and expertly executed his plan.
Sober and alert, he fired from behind
the well, as Moscovite soldiers ran,
for he could hit a coin thrown in the air
with his double-barrel. He singled out
the officers giving them a scare,
proving his skillful aim without a doubt,
and hitting a sergeant-majors gold patch.
The Captain stamped his foot in rage and fumed.
He bit his sword. Major, weve met our match  
unless we get rid of him we are doomed.

Plut yelled to Tadeusz, You are a Pole;
I think its cowardly to shoot and hide;
come out and fight like an honorable soul,
Like a soldier. But Tadeusz replied,
If you yourself are such a gallant knight,
why do you hide behind your own soldiers?
Im not a coward, but perhaps youre right,
the fires not out and the ash only smolders,
youve only been stunned  Im prepared to kill.
Why this bloodshed; the disputes between us;
pistols or swords, it wont be settled till
we duel. Cannons or pins, whats to discuss?
Ill pick you off like a wolf in a den.
Tadeusz shot, striking Rykovs men.

Major, whispered Rykov, agree to duel;
avenge yourself on damage to your name;
if someone else kills him, youll be the fool,
never able to erase the shame.
First coax the gentleman into the field,
either musket or sword, its all the same.
Suvorov said, in the end they all yield;
A gun can stun, but a fight can prove might.
But the Major replied, you may be right,
yet countless foes with your sword have been maimed;
I command this battalion, I cant leave
my men. So Captain Rykov boldly went;
he raised his sword to wave a white kerchief.
He asked Tadeusz to choose his weapon,
agreed on swords, though Tadeusz had none.
The Count called out as they all searched for one.

Soplica, he said, I beg your pardon;
you may have challenged the Major, but I
have good reasons to deal with this Captain.
I saw him storm my castle  he shall die.
Rather say, Protazy broke in, our castle.
I saw him lead the brigands, said the Count,
ignoring him. He tied up my vassals,
just like on Sicilys Birbante Mount,
Ill punish him for causing this riot.

Russians and Poles became very quiet,
eager to learn which leader would collapse.
The Count and Rykov then approached each other,
staring, bowing, and removing their caps  
for even one about to kill his brother
must observe etiquette. So their swords clashed,
fencers meeting to the shouts of en-garde.
They bent their knees, slid forward and back, crashed
and then withdrew  jabbing and thrusting hard.

Major Plut consulted with Sergeant Gont,
the finest shot in the whole regiment,
seeing Tadeusz unguarded in front.
You see this scoundrel, who has cruelly sent
your comrades to the grave  if you could aim
under the fifth rib, youll get a reward,
four silver rubles and a lot of fame.
So Gont cocked his rifle and inched forward;
concealed beneath his comrades cloaks he fired,
not at the ribs, but right between the eyes.
He missed his mark; perhaps he was too tired.
Tadeusz spun to hear the nobles cries
of treachery! The Baptist attacked Rykov;
Tadeusz sought cover in the garden.
The Russians barely managed to run off,
finding refuge in back of their own men.

So once again, all Lithuanians
fought like brothers, urging each other on,
forgetting their disputes and their factions.
Seeing Podhajski wielding his weapon,
swinging his scythe by the line of Russians,
Dobrzynskis cheered with joy, Vivat Podhajski!
Fight on brothers of Lithuania!
Seeing the frightened Moscovites now flee
from the gallant Razors sword, Skoluba
yelled, Vivat the Mazovians attack!
They fought with zeal, as though theyd been inspired;
in vain, Robak and Maciek called them back.

But while they stormed the Russian line and fired,
the Seneschal had left the battlefield
and snuck to the garden with Protazy  
Cautiously, his new plan was revealed.

In the garden a great old cheesehouse stood
above the fence where Rykovs men assembled.
It was constructed of thin strips of wood
nailed together  a birdcage it resembled  
but a place where blocks of white cheese were stored.
Bunches of sage, thistle, thyme, and cardoon
hung from the top to dry, the herbs adored
by his daughter and kept for her apothecary.
The cheesehouse was almost twenty feet square,
though a single post supported it very
precariously, as though it hung in air
like a storks nest. And this ancient oak post
tilted, for it was almost rotted through,
ready to collapse before the next frost.

The Judge was often told to build a new
structure and destroy what time had weakened;
but he preferred to renovate, postponed
the work, using props to support the bend.
Even braced, the rotting wood creaked and groaned.

Towards this cheesehouse, swaying above, Russians,
the Seneschal and Protazy both walked,
carrying on mysterious discussions.
Dragging a few long poles, the Steward stalked
through the hemp, behind them with the cooks boy.
Silently, they raised the poles to the height
of the rotting pillar they meant to destroy,
then pushed and shoved the house with all their might,
like raftsmen pushing off the river bank.

The pillar snapped; the cheesehouse tumbled down.
A load of wood and cheese fell with a clank
and the Russian soldiers began to drown.
The line crushed  corpses lay amid the cheese,
once white, now bloodied and splattered with brains;
while those uninjured rushed behind the trees,
where the Baptizer and the Razor reign,
thundering, flashing along with the Switch.
From the manor, a mob of nobles rush;
the Count sends his cavalry from the ditch;
and fleeing Russians are caught in the crush.

Only eight Russians, behind their Sergeant,
defended themselves. They valiantly stood,
gun barrels leveled, trying to prevent
the Wardens attack as well as they could.
He swung his penknife right into their fire.
The priest saw him and scrambled to the path,
to trip him before soldiers could refire.
They stumbled and Gervazy showed his wrath,
until bullets were whizzing by their heads.
Saved, Gervazy leapt into the dense cloud,
and slashed, sending Russians to their deathbeds.
The others feared his blade, fled in a crowd;
behind them, the Wardens penknife waving.
The Russians reached the barn door standing open;
Gervazy followed them, swinging and raving;
all disappeared into the pitch black pen.
But Gervazy would not forsake the fight  
groans could be heard outside, and frequent blows,
then silence. The Warden comes into sight,
while at his side his bloody penknife glows.

By now the nobles had taken the field.
The scattering soldiers were once again pursued;
though Rykov stood his ground and would not yield,
until the Chamberlain spoke: Dont delude
yourself, Captain, you cannot defeat us.
Surrender and your honor wont be stained;
you tried and now theres nothing to discuss.
Wretchedness, not courage, is disdained;
throw down your arms, abandon resistance,
or let our Polish swords do you the honor.
Your only help has vanished in the distance;
you have no choice, you are my prisoner.

Rykov was overcome by this grave threat.
He bowed and gave the Chamberlain his sword,
bloodied to the hilt. I wont forget,
next time, to bring the big cannon forward,
for Suvorov was right when he insisted  
never attack the Poles without cannon.
If only Major Plut and men resisted
alcohol, wed have been second to none.
But Plut permitted his soldiers to drink,
and he will have to answer to the Tsar,
for his command has brought us to this brink.
Most honored Chamberlain, dont let this mar
our friendship: remember the Russian saying:
To be friends, you must fight now and again.
Youre good at playing as well as slaying,
but please be lenient with my wounded men.

The Chamberlain raised up his sword.
A general pardon was then proclaimed
by the Seneschal. With this new concord,
the numerous soldiers who had been maimed
were treated and corpses cleared from the field.
The healthy soldiers were disarmed and held.
They searched in vain for Plut. Hed been concealed
inside a nettle patch since the repelled
attack; hidden deep in the leaves he lay.
And only when he saw both sides extend
their hands in peace  he left. The last foray
in Lithuania came to an end.
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The morning clouds dispersed for a moment;
like black ravens they flew up to the skies,
where once again they flocked as their ascent
ended  the sun at the peak of its rise.
From tiny clouds one immense cloud grew,
which covered half the sky; driven by the wind
it thickened and hung lower as it flew,
until it was suspended from behind
and seemed to stand as though braced by a mast,
like some giant sail, taking in all wind.
Across the heavens, south to west, it passed.
The air grew still, but silence would not last,
for it was mute as though struck dumb from fear.
The fields of grain, which had been beaten down,
now raised their golden spikes into the air
and rolled like waves, glowing golden brown.
Then motionless, they gazed into the sky
with bristling stalks. By the side of the road
green poplars and willows appeared to cry;
like mourners by a grave, they bore their load,
striking their brows, flailing their arms outstretched,
their silver tresses by the wind unbound.
Then, like the dead, expressionless, wretched,
they stood like the statue on Sypolos found  
Niobe dumbstruck by the force of her own grief;
one lonely aspen stood with trembling leaf.

Lazy cattle, usually loath to return,
began to run, leaving their cowherd behind,
abandoned their pasture, fleeing to the barn.
The bull began to scrape the earth and grind
its horns against a tree, scaring the herd
with its sinister roar. Cows raised their eyes,
gaping, opened their mouths, and lowing, answered.
The pigs stayed back, gnashing bundles of rye;
grunting they tried to steal hay for their sty.

Birds hide in the forest or in thick grass
of roof thatch, while by the pond ravens flock,
their black eyes watching black clouds pass.
They strut back and forth, as though to mock
the clouds, sticking out tongues from their dry throats,
spreading their wings and awaiting their bath.
Even ravens, sensing the storm that floats
overhead, spread their wings, follow the path
of the rising clouds over the forest.
And finally, swallows, proud of their quick flight,
pierce the black clouds as though someone has pressed
a trigger and gunshot ripped through the night.

By now, the terrible fighting concluded;
the nobles marched their captives through the door,
leaving the field of battle secluded.
Outside, the elements waged their fierce war.

Sunlight still gilded the land to the west,
which shone a dismal yellowish-red tone;
while clouds cast huge shadows over the rest,
like a net which gathered all for its own.
But gusting winds whipped up the still forest;
one after another, strong as a gale,
bringing a rain with drops as big as hale.

Suddenly the wind split apart the cloud;
whirling columns swept across the meadow,
over the pond where they hung like a shroud,
stirring up the muddy water below.
They moved to the fields  willow branches snapped.
The uncut grass, torn like handfuls of hair,
mixes with curling sheaves, flying and trapped
in the howling wind heaving them through air.
One column of wind descends to the ground,
tunnels and digs in the earth new furrows,
openings that another gale found,
raising a pillar black of earth that blows
and whirls across the field on legs of sand,
thin at the base, bulging at the summit,
increasing in fury, growing more grand,
like a pyramid. And coming from it,
as from the funnel of a blaring horn
to herald the storm, a blasting fanfare:
chaos of water and whirling clouds, borne
by the wind with hay and branches stripped bare
of leaves, grass that was plucked, sod that was torn:
wind batters the forest, howling like a bear.
The downpour started, as though from a sieve.
Lightning, thunder, great sheets of water fell,
Buckets drenching the earth without reprieve,
joining watery cloud and watery well
with gigantic strings, blacker than night.
At times the entire horizon cracks;
the storms angel, the sun, shows all its light,
then hides its bright face and covers its tracks,
as thunder slams its door, right on its face.
Then new darkness, more dense and palpable,
descends. From the same chaotic place,
The thunder-claps cease and the changeable
rain subsides, but only to be aroused
again with furious howls and gushing
water  till everything around is soused.
Minutes later it seems to be hushing
the trees; and quiet, still furnished proof:
constant patter of raindrops on the roof.

Such was the force this dismal storm employed,
casting in darkness the whole battleground.
The road was flooded and the bridge destroyed,
like an ancient fortress with moats around,
the farm was totally impenetrable.
So news of the battle at Soplica estate
did not get out; and this unforeseeable
fortune alone secured the nobles fate.

In the Judges room, deliberations
were in progress, as Robak lay in bed,
exhausted, with bloody lacerations,
though sound in mind and very far from dead.
He issued orders  the Judge carried out:
the Chamberlain summoned, the Warden told
to bring Rykov, who was detained about
an hour behind closed doors and offered gold.
But Captain Rykov refused the offer,
throwing down the ducat-laden purse.
Poles, brothers, he said, dont make this tougher;
you say all Muscovites are thieves or worse;
well now you know it isnt always true.
I am Captain Rykov, with quite a few
decorations  eight medals, three crosses:
this one for Oczakov, this for Izmail96
in Turkey, where we suffered great losses;
this for Novi, where our efforts would fail;97
this for East Prussia, this Korsaks retreat
from Zurich. Also, to show my prowess
with the sword, I was three times sent to meet
the Feldmarshall; twice the Tsar wished to express
his joy at my role in the Prussians defeat.

And yet Captain, interrupted the priest,
What will become of us without your terms?
You gave your word we Poles would be released.

Its true I gave my word and that confirms
my pledge  why should I want to ruin you?
I am an honest man, I like you Poles,
for such a joyous group I never knew,
good with the bottle and the battle, fine souls.
In Russia, we say, If you ride in front
youll hide tomorrow, for today you beat,
tomorrow youre beaten. Whats the affront?
Thats the soldiers lot  even in defeat.
There is no need for anger and hatred.
In Zurich, half our infantry was dead;
I lost my regiment at Austerlitz;
at Raclawice, your famed Kosciuszko,98
back when I was a sergeant, led a blitz.
Your peasants with scythes put on quite a show
and mowed down my platoon. So much blood spilled
at Ozakov, but what else could I do?
At Maciejowice, alone, I killed
two brave nobles; with this bayonet I slew
them; and as one advanced holding a scythe,
and sliced off the hand of our cannoneer,
still holding the fuse. You Poles take the prize!
I know that your homeland you hold quite dear;
I sympathize, yet Im the Tsars Captain  
he commands, I must obey. Let Poland
be Poland, and let Muscovites remain
in Moscow. But the Tsar wont understand.

To this the Judge replied, My dear Captain,
everyone knows that youre an honest man.
Youve been encamped nearby for years;
please dont get angry when we offer gold;
dont take offence and aggravate our fears.
We know you cant be bought or sold,
but you do lack money, so it appears.

My poor soldiers! Rykov cried out. All hacked
and stabbed  my regiment has been wiped out,
and all because of Pluts command, which lacked
authority. Its his fault, and no doubt
hell have to answer for it to the Tsar.
Keep the money for yourselves, gentlemen,
my Captains pay, youd be surprised, goes far  
enough for punch, pipe tobacco, and when
I want to dine and drink, I visit here,
carouse a bit and chat  thats how I live.
Ill defend you in court, its only fair,
Ill testify on your behalf, I give
my word of honor. Well say we visited,
danced and drank, perhaps the punch was strong,
when Plut accidentally exhibited
his gun, which fired...a battle before long.
And thats how the battalion diminished.
But you, gentlemen, use your gold to grease
the inquiry; soon it will be finished.
But pay attention, let me say my piece,
I swear by my rapier that Plut commands;
I am only second. And while he lives
theres trouble, so dont leave it in his hands;
hes full of tricks, so be prepared for what he gives.
Plug his mouth with banknotes, stuff them tight.
Well, gentlemen, and you with the long sword,
wheres Plut, I havent seen him yet tonight,
where is he being held, and whats his word?

Gervazy glanced about  stroked his bald pate;
he motioned nonchalantly with his arm
as if to show their problems would abate,
that hed arranged it so thered be no harm.
Rykov persisted: Has Plut guaranteed
his silence? But the Warden felt harassed
by Rykovs talk and clearly disagreed.
He pointed his thumb to the ground and passed
his hand in front, trying, as he swung,
to cut off further discourse. Now I swear
by my Penknife, that Plut will hold his tongue
for a long time. The Warden grabbed the air,
snapped his fingers and briskly shook his hand,
as if this were a sorcerers command.

This gesture was clearly comprehended;
those who heard wondered what the Russian thought;
their gloomy silence had far from ended
when Rykov spoke: The wolf that robbed was caught.
Requiescat in pace! The Chamberlain said.
It was Gods hand, the Judge interrupted,
not mine  I didnt know that he was dead.
Yet from his pillow the priest erupted,
scolding the Warden, then turning morbid,
to kill a prisoner is a great sin,
and such retribution Christ would forbid.
You will answer to God, my poor Warden.
And yet there are some grounds for forgiveness;
if the execution was carried out
Pro Publico Bono, not foolishness.
The Warden bowed his head as though devout;
he faced the priest and blinked, his voice was low.
He repeated, Pro Publico Bono.

There was no further talk of Major Plut,
though the next day they searched the house and ground,
even offered rewards for his corpse, but
he had vanished, was nowhere to be found,
as though hed been carried off by the stream.
Rumors were rife, and everyone conjectured,
but no one knew his fate. Yet it would seem
the Warden held the key as he lectured,
Pro Publico Bono, the priest explained.
In vain they badgered him to tell;
if the Seneschal knew, the secret remained
locked in his mind, silenced as by a spell.

After negotiations, Rykov bowed
and left the room. Robak summoned the rest
of the warrior-nobles  and this crowd
the grave Chamberlain solemnly addressed.
Brothers, God favored our weapons today;
I will be blunt, I must admit to you
the consequence of this battle will weigh
heavily upon us, not just the few
who fought  everyone must share the blame.
When the monk spread the news too zealously,
the Warden and nobles compounded the shame.
They misconstrued words, acted jealously.
The war with Russia has yet to begin,
and now whoevers fought and taken part
cannot safely remain anywhere within
Lithuania  they must quickly depart!
You must escape to the Duchy of Warsaw,
Maciek the Baptist, the Bucket, Razor;
Tadeusz too, for there the Russian law
cannot reach cross the Niemans sandy shore,
where friendly Poles await with open arms.
Well cast the blame on those who fled our land,
the rest of us will stay here on our farms.
I bid farewell, your country will demand
this much from you, but our hopes are certain  
freedom will come, and you who leave, exiles,
will shortly see a savior in this domain,
an end to Lithuanias trials.
Now let the Judge prepare our men to go,
and Ill supply the gold for the journey.

The nobles felt the Chamberlain must know
the best advice  from the Tsar they must flee.
It was well known that once you fight the Tsar,
you wont find peace, he never will agree,
for you must fight his rule, or rot in far
Siberia. They couldnt speak or comment,
but sadly nodded their heads in assent.

Of all the nationalities, the Pole
alone is known to love his native land
more than his life  that has become his role,
prepared to leave at his countrys command,
to wander the earth, to struggle with fate,
homeless and destitute, far from Poland.
Hell live till this tyranny will abate,
apart, in hope, to serve his fatherland.

The men were willing to depart at once.
Only Buchman did not approve the plan,
for he had good sense and kept his distance,
just as the terrible fighting began.
But when he heard them deliberating,
he rushed inside to speak, to cast his vote
or his veto; soon he was debating.
The plan was sound, but he wished to devote
more time; first appoint a legal commission,
consider the aims of emigration,
explore the reasons behind this mission,
and, of course, matters of administration.
If there were more time, Buchman would be followed;
instead, the men hastened along the road.

Tadeusz was detained inside the room
by his uncle, who then addressed the priest:
Its time Tadeusz became a bridegroom.
We know he loves Zosia, let us at least
ask for her hand before he must depart.
I know Telimena wont oppose the match,
Zosia will finish what her aunt will start;
she will consent to it before his dispatch.
But if we cant prepare a wedding feast,
at least well arrange to have them engaged.
A young travelers heart can be deceived;
Hell meet with temptation at every stage
of the journey. But if he simply glances
at his own ring, hell think himself a husband.
A ring has power over great distances,
to cool a young mans ardor in a foreign land.

Thirty years ago I felt this way  
her name, Marta, and she captured my heart;
we were betrothed, but God took her away,
and left me alone from the very start.
This union was not favored; the poor thing,
the lovely daughter of the Seneschal
was taken  all that remained was this ring,
and memories of this charming girl.
Now when I glance at it, she stands before me.
Never a husband, but a widower,
I still remain faithful to my fiancée.
The Seneschal has another daughter,
so like Marta, but Ive never sought her.
He gazed tenderly at his wedding ring,
and wiped the tears with the back of his hand.
What do you think, should we plan a wedding?
We all agree that he should be a husband.

Tadeusz spoke, his voice was animated:
How to repay this overwhelming act
of kindness? For what youve instigated
surely would provide just what my life has lacked.
Youve been concerned about my happiness,
Uncle  if Zosia were engaged to me,
nothing would make me more happy or less
afraid to face my fate. But honestly,
dont ask more, if only Zosia would wait,
perhaps Id prove my worth beyond treason.
If I were constant, shed reciprocate;
let me earn the right to her affection,
and after winning fame for trifling deeds,
I will return from the insurrection,
back to my native land and pressing needs.
Then, dear Uncle, well discuss your promise;
Ill ask for Zosias hand on bended knee;
if not already wed, she wont dismiss
my proposal. But Poland isnt free;
now I must abandon Lithuania;
I dont deserve such joy for infamy;
Im simply unworthy to marry Zosia.

But Zosia heard his tearful admission,
as she hid, deep in the alcove, peeking
through the cracked wall, at his self-derision.
Her heart fluttered; at once she was seeking
the key to this great mystery. His eyes
were full of tears; why did he fall in love?
And if he truly loved, why these replies
about abandoning her? And yet, these strange
words  that she was beloved  were marvelous,
for never had she heard such an exchange.

She ran to the altar in the next hall,
removed a painting of Saint Genevieve,
and took the reliquary off the wall,
to find a bit of cloth that all believe
to be from Saint Josephs caftan  for the bridegroom,
too, has his patron saint. Before hed leave,
she grabbed them both and rushed into the room.

Let me give you this gift before you go,
and this advice: Always carry this
relic and this picture, so I will know
you think of me, that Zosia you will miss.
May God guide you in health and bring you back.
She said no more, and barely dropped her head,
and when she shut her eyes, they showed no lack
of tears. Though she was mute, they spoke instead.

Just then the Count and Telimena came;
with great surprise they watched the sad farewell,
and he was moved and felt a little shame.
He glanced at Telimena to dispel
her fears: Even in such a simple scene
such beauty dwells. Note the simple shepherdess
who joins her soul, as noble as a queen,
to the soul of a warrior, no less
noble. And now like ships at sea, the barge
is parted from the warship by the storm.
Leaving wounds the heart like a gun discharge;
such separation only leads to harm.
And yet, separation, like gusting wind,
is sure to extinguish such a small candle,
whereas a fire strongly fanned from behind
bursts into flame, too furious to handle.
My heart could love more strongly from afar;
I regret I mistook you for a rival,
and that this error almost led to war.
Tadeusz, my sword has been the cause of this quarrel,
for while you chased this charming shepherdess,
I gave my heart to someone else. Now let
us drown for good this foolish vengefulness
in our enemies blood, and not forget
that we are Poles and not cut-throats.
There are other ways to settle our score  
well fight, but not with swords or pikes or threats;
well fight to see which one of us is more
prepared to prove his love and serve in exile.
Well fight against suffering and sorrow,
pursuing enemies in valiant style.
He glanced at Telimena, who tried to show
she understood, but was confused a while.

But Count, the Judge broke in, do not insist
on going. Better to stay and be safe;
poorer nobles will be on the Tsars list,
but you are rich, you can sit back and laugh.
You could buy back your freedom if you wished.

That goes against my nature, said the Count.
If I cant love, at least I can win glory;
Ill be consoled by fame and thus discount
the woes of love by changing history:
a pauper of the heart, yet rich in glory.

Telimena asked, What stands in your way
to love and happiness?
My destiny
makes it impossible for me to stay,
replied the Count. There is some mystery,
some force to urge me on to foreign soil,
to extraordinary deeds. I confess,
today I hoped that Id remain loyal,
and stand at the altar of the Goddess
Hymen, to honor you and light the flame.
But this boys provided a fine example,
renouncing his wedding to clear his name,
prepared to tear his wreath and then trample
his fate, to test his heart in bloody war.
This very day I see a brand new epoch:
my heroic deeds will echo from afar,
from the castle perched high on Sicilian rock.
Yet now I see that Poland is my lord.
As he spoke he struck the hilt of his sword.

Its hard to criticize such strength of will,
replied the priest. :Go raise a regiment
of men like Prince Potocki, to fulfill
the French demand that we should represent
ourselves. Or match the gift of Prince Radziwill,
who sold his possessions, most of his land
and gave his wealth to the French government;
two new cavalry regiments now stand.
So go, but take money, for we have sent
men across the Niemien where our friends dwell,
but moneys scarce, resources have been drained.
So go now, if you must, dear Count, farewell.

Telimena watched, though her eyes were sad.
Unfortunately, you wont be restrained,
my knight, for youre relieved and almost glad
to enter war, though youd return bloodstained.
She tore a ribbon from her dress and made
a bow, which she then pinned to the Counts chest.
Glance at my colors when you make a raid;
let them guide you to safety, home, and rest,
amid glistening spears and cannon fire
and sulfurous rain. And if you do win fame
for gallant deeds, when you finally tire
of war, when other brave men will claim
your bloodied helmet veiled with laurel leaves,
remember to look at this bow Ive pinned,
and think of the lady, alone, who grieves,
whose colors you would gladly die to defend.
She offered her hand and the Count then knelt
and kissed it; Telimena raised her kerchief
to wipe her eyes, and it was clear she felt
shed done her best to show the Count her grief.
So looking down she watched, quite satisfied  
his leave, shrugging her shoulders she sighed.

Please hurry, said the Judge, Its getting late.
The monk added, :Enough, and made a face
that frightened them. Be off! Let this talk abate.
Together their comments cleared out the place;
the loving pair was driven out the gate.

Meanwhile, Tadeusz embraced his uncle,
and tearfully kissed Father Robaks hand,
who hugged the youth, pressing to his temple,
and made the sign of the cross and this demand,
glancing up to heaven: God protect you.
He was weeping; Tadeusz was long gone.
Whats this, the Judge called out, What of your vow?
Hell learn nothing of all the deeds youve done;
youll let him go in ignorance?
For now,
replied the monk, covering his face.
Why should he know his father hid, disguised,
a murderer, who now is seeking grace?
God knows, I long to tell, dont be surprised;
my silence might atone for my disgrace.

Its time to think about yourself. A man
your age, his health failing, the Judge then said,
couldnt emigrate. You have a plan  
you know a place to hide yourself instead.
Where should we go  the harnessed cart awaits.
Hide in the woods, and not on these estates.

Nodding his head, Robak replied, The lights
are out, its safe to stay until tomorrow;
summon the parish priest, my final rites
must be administered before Ill go.
All but the Warden leave, and lock the door.

The Judge carried out Robaks instructions,
and sat beside him on the bed. Once more
Gervazy stands apart with his suspicions,
elbows on his swords hilt, almost resting
his head, his hand squeezing, his grip  testing.

The monk began to talk, watching the face
of the Warden, and fixed his gaze, silent,
concealing his secret. Then with the grace
of a surgeon, scalpel poised a moment,
calming his patient with a gentle hand,
the monk softened his look, lowered his gaze.
Gervazy watched and tried to understand;
he covered his eyes just like a man who prays,
to keep from blindly striking his own hand.

I am Jacek Soplica, said the priest.

The Warden paled and swayed from side to side;
he leaned in front, then all his movement ceased  
like a boulder rolled down a mountainside
halted in mid-course. He balanced on one leg;
his mouth fell open with his white teeth bared,
moustache bristling like the tail of a dog.
He dropped his sword, but with his knees he snared
it before it hit the floor. The long blade
stuck out in back and wagged from side to side.
So, like a wounded lynx, hunted in a glade,
the Warden crouched, ready to spring or hide,
puffed up in a ball, emitting a wail,
twitching his whiskers and lashing his tail.

Warden, answered the priest, such human wrath
no longer frightens me, Im in Gods hands.
I beg you in His name to seek His path.
He, who even crucified, forgave the bands
of wretched men who planned his execution.
Please listen to a sinful mans request.
Forget for just this moment retribution;
I beg forgiveness for what I have just confessed.
If, after this you are not satisfied,
do as you wish. He clasped his hands in prayer.
The Warden stood back, shocked and stupefied;
he struck his head and trembled in despair.

The Priest ignored the Wardens fright, and told
the whole story  how he became involved
with Horeszkos daughter, and how the old
Pantler insulted him, and how it was resolved.
But as he spoke, his tale grew more confused;
sorrows were mingled with his accusations.
At times he stopped completely and refused
to explain the complex order and relations.

The Warden knew the exact history
of the Horeszko clan, and sorted out
the tangled strands of this tangled story.
He could fill in the gaps; he knew about
things that the Judge could not have known. Both listened,
bowing their heads as Jacek slowly spoke,
choosing his words and stopping to amend.

You know, Gervazy, just how often I broke
bread with him, invited to his banquets.
Hed drink to my health and when his glass was upraised,
hed swear our friendship caused him no regrets,
that never had he known a man so praised.
He would embrace me, and all saw and thought
we shared our souls. What kind of friend was he?
Such sorrow to my soul he quickly brought.

During that time the words he spoke to me
were whispered by all those around the district.
Soplica, he said, You vainly compete
for a magnates daughter carefully picked,
yet this dwelling is too high for the feet
of a Cupbearers son to reach. I joked
when they gossiped and pretended to sneer
at the Pantler and his daughter; I poked
fun at aristocrats and their career.
I only went out of obligation,
saying my wife would have to be my equal.
And yet these jokes hid the devastation
done to my soul, for I was young and full
of daring. New-found freedoms filled the state:
a simple gentleman had the same chance
to wear the crown as some mighty magnate.
Tenczynski asked for permission to dance
with the Kings daughter, and they, without shame,
offered her hand. I was equal in nerve
to him, my rank and merit were the same,
The commonwealth I endeavored to serve.

It takes only a moment to destroy
the happiness of another, beyond
repair, for it is so easy to toy
with one mans fate, to turn his life around.
A single friendly word would bring such joy,
perhaps a solution could have been found,
and he would live, and his beloved child,
Eva, so fair, might have become my bride.
I  the grateful son-in-law, and he  the mild
grandfather rocking the children who cried.
It might have been; he alone held the key,
but he refused, and thus the crime that followed.
Transgression, suffering, and poverty,
belong to both of us. And yet I vowed
to expiate this sin; I have no right
to accuse, for I bear the entire guilt.
Ive forgiven him, though he caused this fight;
yes, in my heart, I did forgive the man I killed.

If only he sincerely refused me;
he knew we fell in love; he should have chased
me far way  who knows my destiny?
I would have ridden off, enraged, disgraced;
perhaps Id curse him, then leave him in peace.
But he was too cruel and cunning for that,
and he let me come and go as I please,
pretending that he never had the thought
that I would try to win his daughters hand,
for he needed me for my great influence
over the nobles who owned the most land.
He accepted me without reluctance;
encouraged me just as he did before,
as though nothing had changed, and he ignored
my love for his daughter, although it tore
my heart. And when I came he acted bored,
unless he saw my eyes tearful and dark,
or noticed my heaving breast ready to burst.
Then he would throw in some casual remark  
a lawsuit won, how in the hunt he finished first.

How many times we drank. He was so moved,
he clasped my arm, proclaimed our deep friendship.
It was only my sword, my vote, he loved.
I was courteous; I returned his grip,
although such anger festered deep inside,
Id salivate, and reach to grab my sword,
to spit on our friendship, regain my pride
by running it through this arrogant lord.
But Eva guessed my aim  I dont know how  
perhaps my eyes revealed my intention.
She seemed alarmed, her cheeks began to glow,
then paled; she somehow got my attention,
this pretty little dove, so calm and mild,
so small and angelic, she looked to me.
I lost my nerve; I was no longer wild;
I couldnt cause her fright or misery.

So Lithuanias infamous knight,
in front of whom great lords shook and trembled,
who barely lived a day without some fight,
whod challenge any group of men assembled,
who raged without the slightest provocation,
letting no man win, not even the King,
who took up evil as an avocation  
I became as meek as a lamb grazing
when this Horeszko spoke. My courage lost,
as though I beheld the consecrated host.

How many times I tried to speak my heart;
I even tried to bow down at his feet,
until Id see his icy gaze and start
to feel new shame, knowing Id met defeat.
Id introduce some new conversation,
talk of District Assemblies, or else joke;
I feared so much for my reputation.
Not me  my pride and arrogance spoke;
I couldnt bear the insult to my family name
by stooping so low with this vain request,
having to flee when his refusal came,
from nobles who gossiped with all the rest.

Horeszkos refused what Soplicas deserved;
when Jacek asked, the dread black soup was served.

So I was lost, not knowing what to do  
I resolved to gather a small brigade,
abandon my home and fatherland too,
to fight Moscow or else the Tartar raid.
I planned to ride to Horeszkos castle
to say goodbye; I hoped hed see I was
a faithful partisan, almost his vassal,
so he would treat me as a good friend does,
that hed recall the many times we drank
and fought together, knowing that Id ride
to the ends of the earth, hed gladly thank
me for the times we shared, side by side.
I thought that hed relent and show he had a soul;
even a snail will show that it has horns...

So if there is the smallest smoldering coal
of friendship, no matter how slow it burns,
its sure to burst in flame at farewell,
even the coldest eye with tears will swell.

When his poor daughter heard that I was leaving,
she turned pale and fainted; she almost died,
unable to speak and not believing
I would abandon her. But when she cried
and tears streamed down her pallid cheeks,
I knew for certain what Id known for weeks.

I wept for joy as well as for despair,
sure of her love, and her fathers answer.
I would fall at his feet  I could no longer care
what the results of my actions were.
Id wind like a serpent around his knees;
Id beg: Let me be your son or kill me!
The Pantler was deaf to my entreaties,
sullen, yet polite, hed speak differently
about, what else, his very daughters wedding.
Consider, Gervazy, where this was heading.

The Pantler said he had a match arranged
with the Castellans son: what do you think?
He asked, You are my friend. Was he deranged?
Had he sunk lower than a man could sink?
You know my daughters beauty and her wealth,
And her husband-to-be is from Vitebsk,
a Senator, of low rank, failing health.
He sought my advice, but what did he expect?
I cant remember anything I said;
I know that I mounted my horse and fled.

Jacek! the Warden said, So your excuse
is cleverly grounded, not something new.
Believe me, nothing you say will reduce
your guilt; theres nothing you can say or do.
Its happened more than once in history:
Someone falls in love with a Kings daughter;
he uses force  its such an old story.
Perhaps he kidnaps her, and then theres slaughter.
But this is different, theres no respite  
a Polish man in league with Muscovites.

That is not true, for there was no collusion,
Jacek answered in sorrow. I could not seize
her by force, how wrong is your allusion  
although I could have hid outside with ease
and kidnapped her, or else the castle crumbled,
left in ruins  the Dobrzyn settlement
was backing me  he would have been humbled  
four villages made up my regiment.
If only Eva was more like our women,
healthy and strong, shed withstand the pursuit,
not frightened by the noise of a weapon.
But Eva, this poor child, barely set foot
outside the castle  for he tried to shield
this frail, faint-hearted spring caterpillar,
barley a butterflys larva revealed.
To take her by such force would be to kill her.

What could I do? Storm the castle? Revenge?
I felt such shame over my rejection,
Gervazy, if you knew, youd surely cringe;
wounded pride is the Devils connection.

And this demon revealed a better plan:
Id seek bloody revenge, but hide the cause
of my retribution from all men.
I would uproot my love, not break the laws,
cast her out of my mind, arrange to wed
another, while devising a pretext
to quarrel, and thus to leave the Pantler dead.

At first it seemed my plan could not be vexed.
My heart had changed; I applauded my wisdom.
The first poor girl I met I made my bride.
And from such evil, punishment would come:
I could not love her, even though I tried,
Tadeuszs mother, devoted wife,
an honest soul  and yet my monstrous pride
strangled my heart, reviving my old strife,
unfulfilled love and animosity.
I became crazed; in vain I tried to farm
the estate, but I was drowned in self-pity.
The Devil surely introduced more harm.
I grew morose; I could not be consoled;
and from such sins, new sins will surely grow.
I drank too much and didnt talk but growled.
Not long after, my wife died of sorrow,
leaving my son who hasnt yet been told...

How much I must have loved  so many years;
no matter where I go, I cant forget;
in front of my eyes she always appears.
I drank; the more I drank the more upset
I was. And though I journeyed far away,
I could not escape my terrible fate.
Now Im a monk; I wear a cowl and pray,
I try to serve God, though its come too late.
Im on my deathbed, wounded, covered with blood.
My dearest Eva, Ive spoken so long;
God will forgive; Ive done the best I could  
you know that my despair for this is wrong.

It was not long after Evas wedding:
everyone talked about the wedding day,
how when her husband handed her the ring,
she almost fainted, unable to stay
at the altar. And soon she developed
consumption, sobbing the whole day and night.
People suggested she might have eloped
with some secret love to escape her plight.
Horeszko, as always, was delighted,
and held banquets and balls for all his friends;
but I, of course, was never invited;
he couldnt use me to achieve his ends.
My life at home was clearly scandalous;
I brought upon myself the worlds contempt,
I, whom the district once called marvelous,
who caused lords to tremble when I stamped,
whom Radziwill the Prince once called, My Dear,99
who left his home leading a retinue
worthy a king  whose saber struck fear
when thousands of swords my followers drew.
I could have taken any lords castle!
Now children of peasants would laugh at me;
I was reduced to a serf or vassal  
it was a deadly blow to my pride, you see...

The Bernardine weakened and dropped his head;
the Warden replied with great emotion:
God will judge the terrible life you led  
Jacek Soplica, under the hood of devotion,
I cant believe you live as a beggar,
once ruddy and healthy, a handsome man,
whom ladies worshipped and lords would flatter,
the mustached one. I see how grief can
age a man, how little does fame matter.

I should have known at once  you shot the bear;
who else could aim like that, no one but you.
In all of Lithuania, none can compare;
with your cutlass, second to Maciek too.
I remember how the ladies used to sing:
They tremble when Jacek twirls his mustache;
When he knots it, theyd better start running;
Even Prince Radziwill would fear his lash.
Jacek, you tied a knot against my lord,
and now youve been reduced to such a state.
The mustached one living under Gods word,
collecting alms  the judgment of God is great.
And now youll pay for all the blood you shed;
I swore an oath the day Horeszko bled.

The priest sat up in bed and rambled on:
I rode to the castle, demons in my head
that fought for my heart and easily won.
Whod believe the Pantlerd kill his child?
Just like he ruined me! Right at the gate
Satan enticed me; I looked and grew wild.
How the Pantler reveled! Though it was late,
windows were filled with candles. Drinking bouts.
Music pealed through the halls, and how I wished
the stones would crash down, dislodged by his shouts
of joy, to bury his bald head. Finished!
Think of revenge; Satan will take over;
hell furnish a weapon, direct all fights.
I had the thought and hid under cover;
his castle was stormed by the Muscovites.

There was no plot; who said that was a liar;
with Muscovites I did not conspire.

I watched as different schemes passed through my mind;
laughing, crazed, like a child starting a fire.
I watched, delighted  the devil was kind  
eager for the castle to tumble down.
And once I had the thought to rescue her,
To leap through flames before the walls were gone;
I even considered saving the Pantler...

I was amazed by all your brave defenses;
Russians were falling all around; the beasts
shot poorly. When I came to my senses,
seeing their defeat, my anger increased;
I could not bear the Pantlers victory.
For how could he prosper  who was so base?
I rode off cursing his illustrious glory,
when, just at dawn, I looked and saw his face
up on the balcony: his diamond buckle
glowed in the sun; he looked haughty and proud.
He twirled his mustache and seemed to chuckle.
I knew he saw me when he laughed aloud,
and stretched his arm as though to taunt and mock.
I grabbed a Russian gun and barely pressed
the trigger after releasing the lock.
I didnt even aim. You know the rest...

The cursed weapon fired! How different
it is to fight with swords, to take your stand,
draw it, attack, parry with your opponent,
try to disarm or check before he can land
the blade. But take a gun, and in a flash,
the mightiest castle will fall with a crash...

Yet when you aimed your pistol from above,
I didnt flinch, remember how I stared
Into the double barrels; I couldnt move.
something pinned me to the ground; I despaired,
my life meant nothing. Why did you have to miss,
Gervazy, if only youd caused my death,
I would not have to repent for all this.

Father Robak then stopped to catch his breath.

God knows, the Warden said, I took my aim.
How much blood was shed with that single shot.
Disaster after disaster came.
Its your fault, Jacek, I have not forgot,
and yet today when the Russians fired,
you shielded the Count, the last Horeszko.
You did more than your priestly role required,
risking your life to save me too, and though
I should be grateful, only your monks hood
protects you from my penknife. You are blessed;
our account is clear, I seek the common good.
God in his wisdom will deal with the rest.

Jacek stretched out his arm; Gervazy refused
and stepped back. I wont have my hand defiled
by the touch of a scoundrel Ive accused
of a murder that was vengeful and wild,
not Pro Publico Bono. But Jacek,
sinking deeper into bed, turned to the Judge;
growing more pale and trembling as though sick,
he asked the parish priest to join the assemblage.
Dont leave, he said. I havent told you all.
I will be dead, Gervazy, by nightfall.

Whats this! shouted the Judge. I saw the wound
today; its small, why fetch the parish priest,
go get the doctor  if he can be found;
perhaps hell tell us why the pains increased.

But Robak interrupted, Its too late,
brother, you see, I was injured before;
its badly soiled and the infections great;
now gangrene has set in; theres little more
than rotten flesh and clotted blood like soot.
What could a doctor do here at my bed?
Ill give back my soul, now or later, but
Warden, please forgive me before Im dead.

And through all this I refused to betray
my country, and though branded a traitor,
I served my nation every single day,
surely my arrogance was not greater...

.............................

When I rode by the neighbors turned away
as though I brought the plague; my old friends fled,
they greeted me from afar or shunned me.
And so I also lived in constant dread
that some poor peasant or some Jew would see
me bow, and pause and give a laughing sneer.
The word traitor attached itself to me;
I heard it in the fields, echoes so clear,
they haunted me; from dawn to dusk that phrase
hovered above just like a spot before
a sick mans eye, darkening all my days  
And yet, and yet, I wasnt a traitor...

.............................

Moscow supported this accusation;
they thought that I was one of their partisans
and gave Soplicas remuneration,
a part of the dead mans wealth and his lands.
Even the Targovica Confederation
offered me a post in their government.
I was even tempted to Russify
myself, none of the magnates would dissent,
One of their own theyd sooner crucify
than disparage a servant of Moscow.

I couldnt betray my country, although
it meant sufferings and degradations;
where havent I been? How many nations?

...............................

Then God revealed to me the only cure:
I had to make amends and change my ways,
If possible, to make myself more pure...

................................

The Pantlers daughter, Eva, passed her days
in far Siberia, where her husband,
the Senator, was exiled. She died young,
so her daughter was sent back home to Poland.
I tried to correct my terrible wrong;
Zosia was that daughter! I made arrangements.

Perhaps I killed him less from disappointed
love than foolish pride and arrogance.
I humbled myself, lived among monks,
I, who was proud from birth, was anointed;
I, who blustered about, flaunted my lust
and fist, lowered my head, collected alms,
called myself Robak  a worm in the dust.
I gave up the sword and I lived by the Psalms...
My wretched life had been a kind of treason;
redemption offered the only escape;
serving my homeland became my reason,
to live by blood and work, to consecrate...

I fought for my country, I wont tell where;
Not for earthly glory I faced gunfire
and charging swords, yet I refuse to share
my exploits. Quiet acts these times require.

Sometimes I was able to penetrate
the guarded border, conveying commands;
Id gather information on the state
of affairs, take back news to foreign lands.
My friars hood is known throughout Galicia,
Wielkopolska too. I worked for a year
lugging stones, chained in a fortress in Prussia.
Three times the Muscovites made their point clear,
cudgeling me in Siberia.
In Spielberg, the Austrians buried me
deep in a dungeon, in carcer durum;
yet by a miracle, God ferried me
back to my people, the land I came from,
to let me die at peace with the sacraments...

And now, who knows, perhaps Ive sinned again;
now I may be the cause of further laments;
perhaps Ive hastened the insurrection,
spreading too soon the Generals command.
I wanted Soplicas to be well-armed,
at the head of Lithuania to stand.
This wish, so pure, seems to have harmed...

You longed for revenge, well now you have it.
God used your sword to bring my punishment;
my plans cut short and nothing can save it
from this tangled plot of your arrangement.
For years you have conspired to bring me down,
while my whole life was spent with this one goal  
to free Poland  the commonwealth and crown,
which I loved with that earthly part of my soul.
This hope, like my very own child, I nurtured;
I forgive you, though our future you stole.

Forgiveness comes from God, the Warden assured,
and if youre ready to accept last rites,
Father Jacek, I wont stand in your way.
Youll get no Lutheran or Schismatic fights
from me. Whoever saddens the final day
commits a sin; Ill give you consolation
instead. When my master fell to the ground,
as I knelt amid the devastation
and dipped my sword in the blood of his wound,
swearing vengeance, my master raised his head,
pointed his hand to the gate where you stood,
and made the sign of the cross. He was not dead;
he forgave the one who had spilled his blood,
and yet, I had such anger and despair,
I vowed to ignore this cross in the air.

For almost an hour, coughs, groans, and sighs
interrupted the grave conversation.
They waited for the parish priest, till cries
were heard and pounding horseshoes on the run.
The innkeeper rushed to the door and knocked;
panting, he handed Jacek a letter.
It was sent by Fischer, Chief of Staff
of Prince Poniatowskis Polish forces.
It told how Bonaparte now had enough
support; and so his private council endorses
his call for war. The armies will assemble.
with these decrees, the country will resemble
the ancient Union of Lithuania and Poland.

Jacek listened and then intoned a prayer.
The consecrated candle in his hand
flickered, as he held it in the air.
Something was burning in his tearful eyes;
he seemed ecstatic, though none could tell.
And now, O Lord, to you my soul shall rise.

All knelt at the sound of the ringing bell,
a sign the parish priest arrived as well.

Across the sky the night was now departing;
the suns first rays were streaming through the glass;
like diamond arrows they fell straight down, imparting
a glow seen only in icons at mass  
to the bed where the dying monks face shone
like a Saint beneath a fiery crown.
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Who could forget the year that people call
The year of the harvest, known to soldiers
as The year of the War. How they recall
in tale and song, how the excitement endures.
The miracle had long been expected,
preceded by rumor and premonition;
and when the spring sun warmed the neglected
earth, a strange mood seized the Lithuanian
people  they felt that some force would destroy
the earth, yet not without yearning and joy.

When the cattle were driven to pasture
that spring, although they were famished and lean,
they reluctantly went and would not venture
near the spring corn that was already green,
sprouting up from the frozen soil. Instead,
they fell to the ground where the earth was plowed,
where each cow in turn lowered its head,
and chewing its cud of winter feed, bellowed.

The peasants, too, dragging their wooden plows,
did not celebrate the end of winter
by singing songs; they had been hard to rouse
for work, and now they lazily saunter,
as though they forgot how to sow and reap;
halting so often their oxen fall asleep.

They anxiously gazed at the western sky,
as if they expected to see something divine;
something was strange with the birds flying by:
the stork had returned to its native pine,
its white wings spread an early standard of spring.
The chattering swallows flocked by the lake,
gathering mud for the nests they were making.
That night strange calls could be heard in the brake:
the sound of woodcocks dragging bits of hay.
Above the forest, a flock of wild geese,
weary from flight, honking leads the way.
Beyond them, cranes whose wailing would not cease.
hearing this, the watchman asks astonished:
what confusion the winged kingdom brings,
and why the birds had been so early banished.

Soon flocks of finches, plover, and starlings
appear amid bright tufts and flashing plumes,
to rise up in the hills, fall to the meadows  
and so it seems a new cavalry looms:
a strange array of uniforms and rows
and rows of never before seen weapons.
Platoons arrive like gushing, melting snows,
flooding the roads. The clatter of iron
shod feet accompanies the sight of black shakos
and glittering bayonets in the distance,
an infantry countless as swarming ants.

All faced north, for it seemed now that the spring
arrived, everything moved behind the birds,
driven by some mysterious promptings
from the southern paradise northward.

Horses and men, cannon and campfires aglow;
everywhere the earth trembles, a thunderous roar.

War! War! In Lithuania there is no
place so remote, no province so far
away that sounds of war could not be heard.
In forests, where peasants had dwelt for years,
where generations had never ventured
beyond the trees, those who had no other fears
than gusting wind and cold, now heard strange cries.
Men who had known no other guests than beasts
that shared the woods, heard sounds they couldnt recognize:
the sky strangely aglow, something released,
which seemed to stray from the field of battle,
seeking the forest where it tore up stumps,
shredded branches, uprooted the nettle.
The bison in the moss raised up their rumps
and shuddered, the long gray hair of their manes
bristled as they propped themselves on front legs
and gazed at the wondrous sparks in the heavens  
when all of a sudden, amid some twigs,
a smoldering shell whirled and hissed,
and split apart a trunk like a lightning bolt.
The bison had never before witnessed
such might, and fled to hide from the assault.

But where was the battle? The young men ask;
they seize their arms; women throw up their hands
in despair; and they all put on the mask
of war, certain of triumph in their lands.
Gods with Napoleon! they shout and weep,
And the great Napoleon is with us!

Oh spring, how long our countrymen will keep
alive this memory so glorious  
the war and the harvest. For while the grain
and grass blossomed, so many human hopes
flowered too, nourished by this bloody rain;
and from this, the beautiful dream develops.

Soplica estate lay close to the road,
where two commanders pressed from the Nieman  
our Prince Josef Poniatowski, followed
by the King of Westphalia, Hierononym,
whose armies occupied most of the land
in Lithuania, from Grodno to Slonim.
The king had given his men the command
for three days rest, and though fatigued, worn out,
Polish soldiers complained they would not stand
further delay, eager to load and shoot.

The Prince set up headquarters in the town,
but on Soplicas estate, forty-thousand
troops set up camp and started to bed down.
The Generals joined them: Dombrowski and
Kniaziewicz, Malochowki, Giedrojc,
Grobowski, along with all the rest.

When they arrived, it was already late;
wherever they could, they set up quarters:
the old castle, the manor, by the gate.
Sentries were stationed all around the borders;
exhausted men went straight to their bedrolls;
over the camp a silence quickly came.
Only shadows of the wandering patrols
appeared, and from campfires, guttering flame.
Watchwords were passed, as sentries changed or crossed
the fields and meadows, checking each outpost.

The soldiers slept. The Judge, the generals,
the guests, had long been carried off in dream.
Of all the eyes, only the Seneschals
remained open. Held in such high esteem,
he had to prepare the next days banquet,
a feast dear to the Polish heart, worthy
of such guests, in keeping with the spirit
of the solemn church and family holiday.
Two couples would exchange their wedding vows;
and General Dombrowski made it known
he wished to eat a Polish meal before he goes.

Though it was late, the Seneschal had flown
about to all the neighboring estates,
collecting cooks to follow his directions.
Some worked by the huge bowls and serving plates,
while he tucked up his sleeves and wrapped an apron
around his waist and donning his nightcap,
roaming through the kitchen, wielding his swatter.
To protect his delicacies, hed snap
his wrist at any greedy fly, no matter
how small; while with his other hand he took
from his pocket his spectacles and wiped  
and reached for, unwrapped, and opened a book.

The book his hand now tightly gripped
was called The Perfect Cook, and it contained
all known recipes for the Polish table,
described in great detail. It is maintained
that when Count Tenczyn served his remarkable
feasts in Italy (which pleased Pope Urban
the Eighth) he followed this book religiously.
The same holds true for the Radziwill clan,
especially Beloved Karol, when he
would entertain Stanislaw the King  
they still discuss his marvelous banqueting.

The Seneschal read and comprehended;
he ordered cooks who carried out with skill.
Dozens of knives chopped and cleavers pounded;
not one of the cooks helpers remained still.
They carried wood and pails of milk or wine,
emptied kettles, spiders, and stewing pans.
Pots were steaming, the stove began to shine,
the leather bellows were pumped to fan
which flared and ignited the wood,
when the Seneschal poured melted butter
over logs. (Only the wealthy would
permit such extravagance, such utter
excess.) Some boys stuffed bundles of dried twigs,
while others set immense roasts on the spits  
beef, dear, haunches of wild boar and stags.
The others plucked wild fowl by pits,
where feathers rose in clouds, the birds stripped bare:
blackcocks and grouse, but not so many hens;
for back when Dobrzynskis attacked the lair,
during the ill-fated foray, the chickens
were slaughtered by the Sack, who didnt care
that he annihilated Zosias dear flock.
The few that remained were not even fit
for medicine, and the Soplicas stock
of poultry, once known throughout the district,
had not recovered. Yet nothing else was spared
for this banquet; from nearby farms they packed
abundant supplies, which were sent and prepared;
so one might say: Birds milk is all they lacked.
The two things necessary on the hosts part,
Soplicas house combined  plenty and art.

On the Day of the Annunciation,100
the sacred day of the Blessed Mother,
the morning sky helped with the preparation.
Without a cloud it loomed like some other-
worldly sea, where stars like pearls shone beneath
the waves. Then, from the side a tiny cloud
floating above the earth, plunged into the sheath  
an angel detained by a human crowd
at prayer, that now must rush back to its hearth.

From all surrounding towns and villages,
Lithuanian people gathered on the lawn,
as though theyd read in the Almanac pages,
that by the chapel, just after dawn,
a miracle would occur. So now they came,
in part because they were devout, in part
from curiosity, which are the same
to those who knew the famous names by heart  
the Generals, the Legions commanders
who attended Mass today, those honored
like patron saints, who valiantly endured
homelessness and poverty and exile
to serve Lithuania during her trial.

The officers were quickly surrounded;
they stared at soldiers who grouped at the hedge.
The Lithuanians were astounded
to hear these men speak the Polish language,
their countrymen, uniformed, armed, and free.

Mass had begun, although the sanctuary
could not contain the crowds, so people knelt
on grass outside, while looking through the door
of the chapel where holy icons dwelt.
The peasants heads were uncovered, their hair
was white and pale as flax but shone like gold
ripened fields of grain. And here and there,
girls braids, adorned with flowers, hours old,
loose-flowing ribbons and some peacock plumes,
blossomed like corncockles and cornflowers
amid the wheat. Then when the bell resumes
its ring, heads bend, like grain before mowers.

This day the farmers bring the first tribute
of spring, and spread fresh-cut bundles of green
around the Blessed Mother. Then they distribute
large bouquets and wreaths around and between
icons; they even decorate the belfry
and galleries. At times the morning wind
stirring from the east, wrenched the flowers free.
They fall upon the heads, praying in kind,
spilling all of their abundant fragrance  
just like a priest at Mass waving incense.

Soon the sermon and the Mass ended;
the Chamberlain addressed the gathering.
He had just been chosen and commended
by the Confederates; and now, this spring,
he was the Confederations new Marshall,
pleased to wear a Senators uniform:
the gold-embroidered tunic wasnt all;
his fringed robe was gros-de-tours in form,
his massive belt was gold brocade, a sword
hung from it, hilt fashioned from lizard skin;
a diamond pin by his collar was moored,
a square-top hat, white, with feathers tucked in;
costly bunches of herons crests and egrets
sat on his head. This hat was only worn
on festival days, for many ducats
were needed to replace a tuft once torn.
So thus attired, he stepped up on a mound
and gathered peasants and soldiers around.

Brothers, the priest proclaimed from the pulpit,
the Emperor will restore to the crown
our lost freedom, and he will unite it
with the Lithuanian Duchy. So one
nation will fight against the Moscovite.
The Diet has already reconvened;
you heard the official decree last night,
but now some words, for I wish to amend
some rumors concerning the Soplicas,
affecting what the nobility does.

Everyones heard of Soplicas crime:
his sins are widely known and talked about,
but now I think it is the proper time
to tell what I have heard, beyond all doubt,
from the Generals here in our presence.
Jacek did not die, as was reported,
in Rome, although he perished in some sense  
he abandoned his former life, so sordid,
changed his name and calling. His offence
against God and country has been redeemed
by his holy life and deeds so esteemed.

At Hohenlinden, when Richepanse
was half-wiped out, and preparing to retreat,101
unaware that at a close distance,
Kniaziewiczs men were waiting to greet
their ally, Jacek, called Robak the priest,
ventured amid flying arrows and spears,
carrying news, although the fire increased,
to tell how Poles had just attacked the rear.
Later in Spain, when our Ulhans captured
Samosiera, the fortified hill,102
by Kozietulskis side, he was injured
two times. Later, he wandered about, still
risking danger, a trusted emissary
with secret instructions, to examine
the popular current in the country,
and to establish groups of clandestine
societies. When he finally returned
to his home, he planned the insurrection  
Jacek Soplica was to be honored
and given the Legions highest award.

Today I proclaim the official word  
the Emperor has given his reprieve.
The blot has been removed, the new accord
now clears Jacek Soplicas name; he will receive
the title, True Patriot of Poland.
So now, if anyone dares to recall
that ancient deed, I issue this command:
that heinous act has been redeemed, all
guilt expiated. Those who denigrate
his family are subject to punishment,
Gravis Notae Maculae. This I state,
fully authorized by the government.
According to the act signed on this date,
now that equality exists  judgment
affects both soldier and newly ennobled
citizen, peasant, and town resident.
For this new law has been extolled
in Articles of Confederation,
and duly proclaimed across the nation.

Regarding the Legion of Honor Cross,
although it comes too late, that wont decrease
the glory and wont diminish the loss.
If Jacek could never attain such peace,
let this award grant it in death. Ill place
it on his grave, remaining there seven
days, and then the chapel wall it will grace,
a votive offering to God in heaven.

Having said this, he walked to Jaceks grave
and hung from the modest cross the order,
knotted with cockles and ribbons. He gave
the badge (white star, gold crown) its new quarters;
the star rays glittered in the daylight sun,
the final glow of Jaceks earthly life.

The others knelt and prayed in unison
the Angelus: There will be peace from strife.
The Chamberlain replied, Forgive a sinner.
The Judge extended his invitation
that all might attend the evening dinner,
already in its final preparation.

Two old men sat outside the house, tankards
of strong mead resting on their knees; they gazed
past the bright-colored budding poppies, towards
the lawn, where the Ulhans red head-dress raised
its glittering colors like a sunflower
with its rooster feathers and gilded metal.
A girl stood beside him in the bower,
her dress as green as rue, eyes like the petal
of a violet  closely watching this Ulhan,
and children picking flowers by the fence,
who turned away and rushed right through the garden,
afraid to interrupt this lovers conference.

The old men drink their mead and dip their snuff
from a bark case, continuing their chat.
Yes, yes, Protazy, it is true enough,
said the Warden. I can agree with that,
replied Protazy the Apparitor.
Yes, they repeated in unison, Yes,
nodding their heads. You know, Im not so sure
I could have foreseen this outcome unless
I recall other, even stranger, suits.
Yes, there are precedents, worse outrages,
worse excesses and unending disputes
resolved by marriage. Theyre all in the pages
of the Court Record, Borzodobohat
reconciled with Lopat; and the Krepsztuls
with Kupsci; after it Putrament sat
with Pikturna; Odyniec no longer duals
with Mackiewicz, and Turno with Kwilecki.
But wait, theres more, Poles have been embroiled
with Lithuanians more violently
than Horeszkos and Soplicas  reconciled
when Queen Jadwiga settled the matter
outside the courts. Its best when both parties
have something to bargain with; Id rather
reconcile with widows or young ladies;
then its easy to strike a compromise.
Lengthy lawsuits occur within the church
or when there are very close family ties;
when marriage is impossible, the search
is long. And it will never be resolved
when Poles and Russians try to litigate,
though both from brothers Lech and Rus evolved..
When Lithuania took the Teutonic state
to court, the princes only won their suit
when King Jagiello finally intervened
to settle for once this unending dispute.
Another famous case was once convened
between Rzymszas and the Dominicans,
until Prince Dymsza, the convents lawyer
won the suit, upsetting Rzymszas plans.
From this we say: The Lord God is greater
Than Lord Rymsza. I praise this new accord.
Ill taste your mead instead of your penknife.
Saying this he lifted up the tankard
wishing the Warden a long, healthy life.

True, the Warden replied with emotion.
Is Polands fate truly strange and harried;
and Lithuanias strong devotion
to Warsaw makes them like an old married
couple. What God has joined Satan will tear apart;
God has his own and so has the devil.
Oh, Protazy, soon we shall see the start
of a new world, the end of all this evil.
Well see our brothers from the Kingdom,
those whom many years ago I served;
well greet the confederates when they come.
My deceased master, the Pantler, deserved
to see this day  why did Jacek kill him?
But lets not cry; the Union of Poland
and Lithuania is no more a whim  
everything has been discussed and planned.

Its also strange, the Apparitor said,
regarding our Zosia, whose very hand
Tadeusz requests, for last year, instead
of proposals, we had a strange omen,
like a sign from heaven.
Now we must call
her Pani Zofija, broke in the Warden.
Shes already grown so lovely and tall;
she is Lord Horeszkos only grand-daughter.
This augury, Protazy continued,
I saw myself, as well as what comes after.
Last year our servants were eating their food,
drinking their mead during a holiday.
Two fighting sparrows fell down from the attic;
both males  the younger one had a gray
band around its neck, the other black.
They continued to scuffle in the yard,
turning over, tumbling into the dust.
I watched: the servants whispers could be heard;
they said the black one was the Count. I trust
they meant the gray to stand for Soplica.
So when the gray one was on top they shouted,
Vivat Soplica, that Horeszkos
coward But when the gray seemed to be routed,
Get up! they yelled, Dont lose to this magnate,
for this would surely shame a gentleman.
We laughed, waiting for the fight to abate,
which bird would win  or which man.
then our little Zosia, feeling pity,
covered the fierce warriors with her palm,
though they still fought with such intensity,
tufts of feathers flew. She was calm,
but watching her, all the old wives gossiped,
shed be the one to help them reconcile.
Today I see that Zosia will fulfill
this prophecy, though if I had to guess,
they figured on the Count, not Tadeusz.

Who can fathom the strange things that occur?
the Warden asked. Its not miraculous,
but nonetheless, there is another matter
hard to understand. You know how garrulous
Ive been, you know much Ive longed to drown
the whole Soplica family  yet this lad,
Tadeusz, how Ive watched him as hes grown;
Ive always been fond of him, always glad
to see him at the caste. I always
urged him on to difficult stunts and feats,
and hed succeed by devising new ways:
when he dislodged doves from the tower heights,
or plucked the mistletoe from the large oak,
or tried to tear a crows nest from a pine.
He could do anything, Id often joke,
too bad he wasnt in Horeszkos line,
and what a shame he was a Soplica.
He might have been the castles only heir;
now hell be the husband of Zofija.

The two old men broke off their talk to stare
wistfully, though at times they could be heard:
Yes, my dear Gervazy, yes…
Yes, my dear
Protazy, yes… The turf bench in the yard
on which they sat adjoined the kitchen wall;
from an open window, steam filled the air,
billowing like a conflagration. When all
the smoke was gone, a white chefs hat was there,
flitting like a dove. It was the Seneschal,
who stuck his head out through the kitchen window,
eavesdropping on this private conversation.
Finally, he handed them a plate with two
biscuits. Have this cake with your libation,
He said, and listen while I tell the rest:
a quarrel which we thought would end in blood,
while hunting in the Naliboki forest.
at that time Prince Rejtan truly thought he could
play a trick on his friend Prince deNassau.
It almost cost his life; Ill tell you how
I reconciled the gentlemen and saw
them part as friends. Although he spoke so slow,
the cook broke in to ask if he was able
to explain how he should set the table.

The Seneschal withdrew; the old men downed
their mead and wistfully returned their gaze
to the lawn where the handsome Ulhan frowned,
conversing with the girl who seemed to praise
this youth, clearly wounded in some fighting,
his arm bandaged, supported by a sling.

Zosia, you absolutely must tell me
before exchanging rings; I must be sure.
Last winter you told me that you were ready,
but at that time I couldnt accept your
pledge, because I felt that I had forced your will.
Ive only spent a little time at home;
Im not so vain to think youd wait until
I came  that my glance might suffice the time I roam
throughout the world, having kindled your love.
Im not a braggart, though I wished to secure
your affections and wandered off to fight the war.
Youve been magnanimous; your pledge still stands;
perhaps youre choosing me not out of love,
but out of duty, following commands.
Marriage is not something by which you prove
your loyalty; take counsel of your heart;
ignore your Uncles threats, your Aunts entreaties.
I do not wish to force myself on you;
I heard last night that I will be around
a longer time; I will instruct a new
regiment, recovering from my wound.

Zosia raised her head and eyes timidly,
I cant recall what happened long ago;
I know that everyone said to marry.
Whatever my elders tell me to do
whatever is heavens will… She lowered
her eyes again. Before you departed,
when Father Robak spoke his final word,
that stormy night you hastily started
off, I saw how sorry you were to leave;
your eyes were full of tears and those tears fell
deep into my heart. Truly I believe
that you love me; and I sincerely tell
that all those times I prayed for your well-being,
I saw those tears, so large and gleaming.

Later, when I had to travel to Vilno
to spend the winter, I longed to return
to this estate and to this room below
the storks nest, and our first meeting, so stern.
But when you left, my memory of you
sprouted like a seedling after planting;
throughout the winter a tiny tree grew.
Thats all I knew; these days I spent waiting
to see this room again  it was as though
something whispered that if I would come back,
I would find you. All winter in Vilno,
I pondered the one thing that I lack;
your name was always on my lips those days;
and even during carnival season,
the ladies said that they knew from my gaze
I was in love, and that was the reason
I felt so strange. So if its really true,
I guess that I must be in love with you.

Pleased with this new proof of her affection,
Tadeusz pressed her hand and led her out
of the garden, and in the direction
of the first room where both of them had met.

The Notary was there, taking his time,
waiting on the ladies and his fiancée,
bustling about, as if still in his prime.
He handed signet rings and chains and clay
jars and glass cruets, powders and lotions,
as he looked at his bride triumphantly.
She finished her toilet preparations,
sitting in front of the mirror peacefully,
consulting the graces, while her servants
rushed about, curling her hair with irons,
affixing flowers, placing ornaments.

But while the Notary made his motions,
the kitchen boy was pounding on the window;
a hare was spotted, creeping through the garden,
having rushed from the woods, through the meadow.
It sat on its haunches by an open
furrow, frightened and so vulnerable,
a child could catch it. And now it was possible.
The Sheriff dragged Falcon across the grounds;
the Notary followed behind, his Bobtail
yelping. The Seneschal stood by the fence,
waving his fly swatter, leaning on a rail,
watching the massacre from a distance.
The poor beast froze, as hunters tried to restrain
their hounds, grabbing collars, whistling, shrieking.
The hounds perk up their ears, though they remain
sedate, softly smacking their lips  shaking
impatiently, as they begin to sniff the wind,
looking like two arrows set on one string.
The Seneschal yells; the hare flies behind
the plants, under the fence, wildly darting
through the meadow, chased by the yelping hounds.
Falcon and Bobtail fall onto the hare
from either side; a cloud of dust surrounds
the prey, as dogs seem to fly through the air,
sinking their teeth, like claws into its back.
The hare cries out just once, pitifully,
as hunters run to witness the attack,
and hounds tear at the flesh of its belly.

The owners stroke their dogs; the Seneschal
takes out his hunting knife, cuts off the feet
and says, both hounds have proved to be equal;
so both deserve a leg, the victors treat.
Both share the glory for running this race:
The Palace of Prince Pac is quite worthy;
And Prince Pac is worthy of his palace.103
The hound of the hunter is quite worthy,
and the hunter is worthy of his hound.
This long and vehement quarrel is done;
I, whom you chose as stakeholder, have found
both hounds equal. My verdict: both have won.
Let me return the stakes to both of you;
sign the agreement. The hunters were pleased
and joined their hands, attempting to renew
a long broken friendship that almost ceased.

My stake was a horse and caparison,
the Notary said. And the authorities
have it in writing; and the Judge has one
ring in deposit that accompanies
the wager. Let the Seneschal accept
as a reminder of this incident;
let him engrave the Hreczecha crest
on it, or his own name. In any event,
the cornelian is flawless and the gold
eleven karats. Unfortunately,
the Ulhans commandeered the horse that Ive extolled,
but the caparison they left to me.
Experts praise it for its strength and comfort;
it is a work of art  the saddle, thin
like the Cossacks at the Ottoman Court:
on the pommel, precious stones are set in;
the seat is covered with a damask pad;
its soft as down to mount; you feel as though
in your own bed, and youll be glad
to know that when you gallop. And to show
just what he meant, Bolesta the Nortary,
very fond of grand gestures, spread his feet
as though he had mounted a horse, his body
bent to imitate a galloping retreat.
And when you go, he continued, sparks fly;
youd think the horse was dripping bits of gold,
because the sidebands are so thickly set;
the silver stirrups from an ancient mold;
the leather straps, the bridle and the bit
have mother-of-pearl buttons and studs;
a crescent in the shape of a new moon
adorns the brass breastplate. Its said these goods,
the whole outfit, in fact, was captured soon
after the Turks were defeated at Lvov.
And so, dear Sheriff, please accept these things;
of my esteem for you, these are the proof.

Your gift, replied the Sheriff, truly brings
me joy, almost as much as what I stood
for this wager  my precious dog collar,
Prince Sanguszkos gift, a token of good
friendship. It is covered with alligator
skin, in-laid with golden spikes, the leash
is woven silk. Id say the workmanship
is just as precious as the gem-filled mesh.
You know just how I feel about kinship:
I hoped my children would inherit it,
and though I have none now, I do intend…
My wedding is today, but I admit
Id be more pleased to see it in your hand.
I humbly give this collar to you now,
dear Notary, for what youve given me,
and also to remind us of this row,
thats been concluded so honorably.
And saying this, the Sheriff gave a bow.

Both men returned, and at the manor table,
announced to all that Falcon and Bobtail
were both fine hounds, deserving of that label,
that his dispute, unlike the Judges food, was stale.

It was rumored the hare the hounds had captured
the Seneschal raised at home, and slyly
released in the garden  that he insured
this reconciliation, and that while he
thought he fooled all at Soplicas estate,
a few years later, the cooks young servant
brought it up, hoping to stir debate.
But thats as far as the charge ever went:
the Notary and Sheriff changed their style,
and no one doubted the Seneschals denial.

Now in the castle hall the guests assembled,
awaiting the Judges worthy banquet.
The Judge entered  his uniform resembled
what Senators wore when the Diet met.
Tadeusz followed, escorting his bride,
saluting his commanding officers,
giving a military bow. He tried
to present Zosia, though her step faltered  
blushing, her eyes lowered, till finally she
curtsied. (Shed learned what Telimena taught.)
A wreath was placed on her head carefully;
shed worn these same clothes when she brought
the spring-green sheaf to church this morning
to honor the Virgin. Now, for these guests,
she reaped once more  one hand distributing
grass and flowers, while the sickle which rests
on her brow she adjusts. The Generals
eagerly take the plants and kiss her hand;
she curtsies once more to their greeting calls,
blushing as though responding to command.

General Kniaziewicz reached for her hand,
and after planting a fatherly kiss,
lifted her onto the table to stand.
Everyone clapped, shouting, Bravo! at this,
charmed by the girls beauty and her bearing,
but also her Lithuanian costume,
for these Generals, who lived a wayfaring
life, wandering so long away from home,
found this national dress quite inspired,
reminding them of youth, now so long gone  
and their ancient loves that no longer fired.
With tears they circle the table; not one
is unmoved, as they gaze with curiosity.
While some ask Zosia to raise up her eyes,
others ask her to turn. It is with pity
and bashfulness that she finally complies.

Whether Zosia had been advised to dress
that way, or whether she knew from instinct
(for girls will always know how to impress),
in other ways this day was quite distinct
for her: it marked the first time in her life
her Aunt had scolded, calling her stubborn,
since she refused (thus creating much strife)
to don what fashion dictates must be worn.
Although she wept so much her way prevailed,
and Telimenas reign at long last failed.

Zosia was dressed in a white underskirt;
her tunic had been sewn from green camlet,
bordered with pink. The vest was green and short,
though long pink ribbons from the waist were set
about the neck, which also had fine lace.
And under this vest, her breast was nestled
just like a bud beneath a leaf, in place.
with each movement, her full white sleeves rustled
like wings of a butterfly testing its flight.
These sleeves were thickly gathered at her wrist,
and knotted ribbons held her collar tight.
Her earrings, which none of the viewers missed,
were artfully carved from sour cherry pits,
two tiny hearts with arrows and a flame.
Dobrzynski, the Sack, took much pride in its
fine handiwork. And one time when he came
to visit Zosia, he made a gift of them.
Two strands of amber hung from her collar;
a wreath of rosemary green and its stem
adorned her brow; her braids fell back over
her shoulders, and on her lovely pale brow
(for such is the custom during harvest)
she placed a small sickle that seemed to glow,
so freshly polished was the blade. A guest
might see Goddess Diana in her stead,
the new moon shining above her forehead.

While officers showed their admiration,
one pulled a portfolio from his vest,
and then he began his preparation:
he unrolled paper, ignoring the rest,
and sharpened his pencil and moistened it.
Looking at Zosia, he began to draw.
The Judge barely noticed his sketching kit,
Though he recognized the artist he saw,
even dressed in a Colonels uniform:
the rich epaulets, his short Spanish beard,
along with this truly Ulhan-like form;
his former bearing had not disappeared.
Dear Count, he said, I see you wear a pen
right on your cartridge belt. And sure enough,
it was the youthful Count, who had often
promised to fight, though his skills had grown rough;
hed raised a whole cavalry regiment,
so vast his wealth. And hed already shown
valor in battle; the Emperor sent
orders to raise his rank and make it known
the Count was now the regiments Colonel.
Wishing to offer his congratulation,
the Judge called out  although his greeting fell
upon deaf ears. The Count pursued his avocation.

Meanwhile, a second couple made their way:
the Sheriff, whod been faithful to the Tsar,
now served Napoleon, though barely a day
had passed since he wore the Commanders star
for a squadron of gendarmes. Dressed in blue
with Polish facings, his curved saber dragging,
he clinked his spurs, coming into full view.
His finely dressed bride, a few steps lagging
behind, walked, both solemn and dignified.
for she was Tekla, the Seneschals daughter.
The Sheriff was forced to swallow his pride;
though he loved Telimena, he caught her
one too many times playing the coquette;
so he dropped her, wishing to cause her grief,
and sought out Tekla to help him forget;
and she provided him with much relief,
and though not young, she still knew how to dance  
a good housekeeper, capable and smart,
richly dowered from her inheritance.
Her ancestral village was just a part;
a gift from the Judge had increased her chance.

The group waited in vain for the third pair;
the Judge impatiently sent his servants,
who now returned: While chasing that last hare,
one reported, the bridegroom had poor sense
and brought his wedding ring, which now was lost
in the meadow. And so, the Notary,
almost ready to wed, crossed and re-crossed
his path in vain. Meanwhile, his bride-to-be
slowly prepared, not wishing to hurry
or hastily get dressed. Near her, a flock
of ladies rushed about in a flurry;
shed barely be ready by four oclock.
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A thundering crash  the great door opened;
the Seneschal entered, wearing a hat,
his head held high. Yet he did not extent
greeting, and he failed to take the spot that
he usually claimed: for today he appeared
in new character  Marshall of the Court,
and using his official staff, he steered
the guests, starting with those of great import,
directly to the places he assigned,
just like a master of ceremonies.
He circled and he led, his path designed
to accommodate the authorities
first  so the Wojewodas Official
took the most prominent spot a velvet chair
with ivory arms, cushions lush and full,
to his left, Kniaziewicz, Pac, Malochowski,
and the handsome wife of the high Official.
Farther back sat officers and ladies,
young and old, arranged by the Seneschal
in alternating pairs, trying to please.
Among this group landowners were included,
placed where order and decorum suited.

Meanwhile, the Judge had politely withdrawn
from the banquet, and by the road outside,
was talking to some peasants on the lawn.
He led them to a table set beside
the garden, seating himself at one end,
placing the parish priest at the other.
Tadeusz and Zosia did not intend
to sit and feast; instead they rushed to gather
food and drink, eating as they walked, to serve
the seated peasants, for custom bespoke
that new lords and ladies of the manor observe
this rule: First you must serve the common folk.

Inside the guests who waited for their food
were marveling at the great centerpiece,
whose precious metal and workmanship stood
at equal level, value never to decrease.
According to legend, Prince Radziwill
The Orphan had to order it from the Venice104
court, to be adorned in the Polish style.
The centerpiece had later disappeared
back when the Swedes invaded the nation,
yet it mysteriously reappeared
in this country gentlemans mansion.
And now it had been polished for the meal;
placed on the table  huge as a coach wheel.

The centerpiece was completely coated
from rim to rim with sugar and meringue,
as though a fake winter landscape floated
in mid-air. A dark forest was growing
in the center, groves of rich confection;
on either side were different homes and huts,
a peasant village, and at close inspection,
a settlement which a manor abuts.
They were not covered with hoarfrost or ice,
but sugar spun into a snowy froth.
Tiny porcelain figures further entice
the eye, which, by now, is totally loath
to look away; for all these figures wear
Polish costumes  and their poses depict
some great event. They were made with such care;
youd think that they might cry if they were pricked.

The guests were curious  what do they show?
The Seneschal rose, starting to explain;
he spoke and the vodka began to flow:
With your permission, honored gentlemen
and ladies, the countless figures you see
depict the history of the Polish
District Assemblies  voting, victory,
triumph, dispute. So let me explain this,
for I have guessed the meaning of this scene.

There, on the right, countless nobles gather
to feast, before the Diet will convene;
although the banquet is prepared, theyd rather
stand in groups, hold counsel, deliberate  
a man right in the center of each pack,
while those around him listen and debate;
their eyes were open wide, jaws hanging slack.
An arm is waving in the air  something
new is expounded by an orator;
see how his finger explicates, marking
on his palm. Each orator is speaking for
his own candidate, and his impression
can be read auditors expression.

There, in another group, a noble stands,
hand thrust into his belt, as urgently,
he listens to the orators demands.
another cups his ear and silently
twirls his long mustache, taking in the speech,
storing it deep in memory for now.
The orator is pleased that his words reach
receptive ears  he has converts. To show
hes sure, he pats the pockets of his coat,
for inside them he seems to have their vote.

Another group, and something else takes place;
the speaker grabs his listener by the belt.
They pull away and each one turns his face;
one bristles with the anger that he felt;
he shakes his fist to halt the speakers tongue;
apparently, the praises he believes
were ones that for another candidate were sung.
And so this man, dropping his forehead, heaves
his body like a bull at the speaker,
who tries to seize him by the horn.
And since, of course, one of them is weaker,
swords are drawn, while others flee in alarm.

Another gentleman, off to the side,
tries to remain neutral, but vacillates.
Then, closing his eyes, he lets fate decide
his vote: he lets his fingers halt debates;
if his thumbs meet, hell vote affirmative,
but if they miss, hell cast a negative.

Behind that scene, a convent dining hall
has been transformed by noblemen to hold
a District Assembly. After roll call,
the old men sit on benches, while the bold
young nobles, standing, gaze over their heads,
curious to see the District Marshall,
who raises up an urn and then proceeds
to empty the balls. When hes counted all,
the apparitors raise their arms at once;
the newly elected names they announce.

And yet, one noble clearly disagrees:
hes stuck his head out the window and stares
with looks so bold and insolent, hed seize
the entire halls just to give some scares.
Who couldnt guess that man shouts Veto!
See how his boastful challenge stirs the crowd
outside. See them rush to the door and go,
sabers drawn, to the kitchen. Yes, a loud
and bloody battle will break out  but no!
Pay close attention  in the corridor
a priest dressed in chasuble advances.
He brings the host and raises it, this prior,
led by a boy in surplice, who distances
the men by ringing a bell with great zeal.
And once they see this man of God, they sheath
their swords and quickly cross themselves and kneel.
And wherever the old priest turns, beneath
his upraised arms, the clink of weapons cease;
for all is calm and all returns to peace.

Too bad you younger men can not recall
just how it was among our turbulent
sovereign nobles. Though arms were held by all,
when true faith flourished, we ruled by consent.
Laws were respected and no need for police;
liberty grew with order, and glory
from abundance  for those were our decrees.
In other lands, Ive heard a different story:
the government maintains soldier and gendarme,
constable and police; but it takes the sword
to guarantee one from anothers harm;
there is no liberty; please take my word.

The Chamberlain tapped his tobacco case.
Pan Seneschal, he said, could you postpone
until later your history of this place?
We hear, and yet our stomachs growl and groan;
dont take offence  wed like to eat quite soon.

At this the Seneschal laid down his staff.
Your Excellency, he said, one scene remains
to be explained, then you can eat and laugh.
The maker of this centerpiece took pains
to represent the Diets history.
Right here the new Marshall is carried out
by his followers, and to his glory,
the nobles toss their hats up and they shout,
Vivat! Yet the outvoted candidate
lingers alone; upon his gloomy brow
his cap pulled down. Nearby, his wife, in wait
has guessed the outcome. Now she too will show
signs of defeat, thinking of the honor
she might receive, now lost for three more years.
Luckily the maid is almost upon her,
for shes about to faint or burst in tears.

Finally, the Seneschal gave the signal
that hed concluded his lengthy accounts;
servants entered in pairs; their trays were full
of food: first soup was served in great amounts  
beet soup known as royal and rich clear broth
prepared with skill as in old Polish times.
Into this broth, the Seneschal throws both
tiny pearls and a golden coin, which chimes
against the pot. Such broth, its often said,
fortifies the health, purifies the blood.

And yet what words could possibly evoke
delicious tastes, no longer known or served:
arkus, kontuz, blemas: the first egg yoke
mixed with sweet curds and whey; then veal, reserved
from birth for sausage, within a chicken broth;
the last, a rich and sweet almond aspic.
Then the main courses came: cod stuffed with both
civets and musk; and on the side were thick
caramels, dried plums, pine nuts, and creams.
But the fish were the most extraordinary  
salmon from Carpathian Mountain streams,
sturgeon, caviar from Venice and Turkey;
pike and pickerel, almost a yard long;
capon carp and noble carp and flounder.
Last, they brought a dish, aroma strong;
a masterpiece, an uncut fish, rounder
and longer than most. Only the head was fried;
the center had been baked, and the broad tail
was a ragout, with sauces on the side.

The guests, little concerned about this detail,
dont care about this culinary puzzle;
they eat like soldiers in a castle stormed;
abundant Hungarian wine they guzzle.

Meanwhile, the centerpiece had been transformed.
Stripped of its snow, it turned to shades of green,
as the light froth of ice began to thaw,
revealing a base heretofore unseen.
And so, a new season the guests now saw,
sparkling with green, a multi-colored spring.
The grains come forth, as though with yeast they grow;
saffron wheat and gilded corn now mixing
with rye, in silver leaves and shiny dew;
and buckwheat chocolate was manufactured,
and apples and pears, blooming in an orchard.

The gifts of summer do not last for long;
in vain they beg the Seneschal to halt
the change  for they would like him to prolong
the sun. But it is spinning through the vault
of heaven, as the seasons change. Already,
the grain is painted with gold, and the heat
inside causes a thaw that is steady.
Grass turns yellow to show summers retreat,
and crimson leaves slowly begin to fall,
as though a wind had stripped the leaves all bare:
once adorned, they now stand naked and tall  
cinnamon sticks and twigs, placed with such care,
to simulate pine groves in such a way
that needles could be made from caraway.

The guests who had been drinking cups of wine
tore off the branches, stumps, and roots to chew
as snacks. The Seneschal, proud of his fine
centerpiece, circled it to get a better view.

General Dombrowski feigned astonishment:
May I ask if these are Chinese shadows,
or has Pinetti the Conjurer been sent
from Italy with his black magic shows?
Are such displays so commonplace these days
in Lithuania? These customs leave me awed.
tell me  Im unfamiliar with your ways,
you know Ive spent all of my life abroad.

The Seneschal replied and bowed to this:
No, Pan General, this is no godless art,
but a clear reminder of the glorious
banquets, which were such a necessary part
of life among our magnates, when Poland
was blessed by God with happiness and might.
All that Ive done, I hope you understand,
Ive read about in books. You are quite right
to act astonished; such ancient custom,
alas, has all but vanished from our land.
These days new fashions spring upon us from
God knows where. Young men say they cannot stand
such vast expense; grudgingly serving drink and food;
theyre stingy with this fine Hungarian wine;
they would prefer to serve something thats rude
and devilish  adulterated champagne
from Moscow. Then, following their meager dinner,
theyll lose so much at cards, that the winner
a hundred gentlemen could entertain.
And yet, I feel I must be very frank
and tell how even our most honored guest
(I truly hope he wont think me a crank)
scoffed at me when I reached into the chest
to get this masterpiece. Antiquated,
he called it, a tiresome contrivance,
better left for children. And he related
how he thought it unfit, at variance
with such a gathering of distinguished men.
And Judge, even you said theyd all be bored.
But after all, it is my own opinion,
having observed our guests lack of discord
and great astonishment  this centerpiece
was well worth it. Besides, when again
will we have so many dignitaries?
You see, Pan General, theres much to gain
in a banquet, by learning this fine art;
for when you entertain foreign monarchs  
yes, even Napoleon Bonaparte  
let me conclude my talk with these remarks.

A murmur of voices was heard outside
shouting, Long live Maciek the Steeplecock!
The crowd pushed through the door by Macieks side;
then the Judge then took his guest with an arm-lock,
and happily led him to his special place
among the other honored guests. He said,
Maciek, only a bad neighbor would fail to grace
our dinner table. Its almost time for bed;
I try to eat early, Maciek replied,
I came only out of curiosity,
not hunger. Even if I really tried,
I couldnt stay away  I had to see.
He overturned his plate to show the room
he would not eat, and silenced into gloom.

Pan Dobrznski, General Dombrowski
said to him, Are you the famous swordsman
from the time of Kosciuszko, the very
Maciek know for his Switch? But this I can
not understand, you are healthy and spry,
after so many years  look how Ive aged.
Kniaziewicz, too, has grayed and soon will die,
but you could hold your own if war were waged
today; you could compete with younger men;
your Switch still blooms! Ive heard you gave a thrashing
to the Moscovites. Where are your brethren?
Id love to see those pocketknives slashing,
those razors shaving, those Lithuanian
relics, the last of their kind, so dashing.

General, replied the Judge, they all fled
after the victory. Refuge they sought
in the Warsaw Kingdom. They are not dead;
Im sure they joined the Legions where they fought.

Its true, a young squadron chief interrupted,
One of my men, a scarecrow with a mustache,
was a cavalry major who disrupted
so many enemy camps with his lash.
This Dobryznski calls himself The Baptist;
Mazovians call him The Lithuanian
Bear. But if the General insists,
Ill order my sergeant to bring him in.
More of his clan, a lieutenant added,
Ive seen a soldier who is called The Razor,
and one who hauls a blunderbuss, whos led
a band of grenadiers, one a chasseur.

But what about their chief? the General
questioned. I want to know about this Penknife,
whose miraculous deeds the Seneschal
has extolled, whose deeds seem larger than life.
This Penknife, the Seneschal responded,
is not in exile, though he was in fear
that if there was an inquiry be would be hounded.
The poor devil, all winter long was near
enough, hiding himself in nearby forests.
Now hes returned, for in these times of war,
we need just such a knight whod face all tests;
though its a shame his youth we cant restore.
But here he is…. The Seneschal pointed
into the vestibule, where villagers
and servants were huddling in a disjointed
mass. Above their heads, one bald head towered,
shining like the full moon. Three times, at least,
it emerged and once more it disappeared
into a cloud of heads, as towards the feast
he advanced and bowed to the nobles cheers.

Most excellent Hetman of the Crown, or is
it General, whichever is correct,
I am the Warden Rembajlo, and this
is my Penknife  youve heard of its effect.
Its not the handle, not the inscription;
its fame stems from the temper of its blade.
You have already heard the description
of its deeds, and praise for the hand that made
it work. My service is long and faithful;
not just my homeland but Horeszkos too,
a clan whose virtues all nobles extol.
Milord, I do not think a scribe an do
with figures and pens to keep his books exact
what I, with my Penknife, can accomplish  
it would tax his powers to add and subtract,
for many heads Ive lopped off with a swish;
and yet, my sword has not a single notch;
no murderous deed has ever tarnished it.
For oftentimes I would prefer to watch
from a safe distance, preferring to hit
only in warfare or else in a duel.
Only one time an unarmed man did fall
beneath my blade, and he was just a fool,
for whom Our Lord will grant rest eternal.
His death, my witnesses must surely know
was just  it was Pro Publico Bono.

Show us, replied the laughing General,
this famed Penknife, this executioners
delight. He struggled to raise it with all
his strength, then passed it on to the others.
In turn they gripped the hilt; only a few
could raise it up. Perhaps the famed Dembinski
could handily brandish it, with this two
powerful arms  this the men could agree,
but he was away, and of those present,
only the squadron chief Derwinski
and Rozycki, the platton lieutenant
managed to swing this pole from iron cast,
from hand to hand, in turn, as it was passed.

But General Kniaziewicz, the tallest,
turned out to be the strongest of the group,
seizing the sword as if it were the smallest
rapier, and swinging it with a great swoop.
He brandished the blade, which flashed like lightning,
calling to mind old Polish fencing moves:
cross stroke, mill, the crooked slash, the frightening
downward blow, the stolen slash (a jab that proves
the fencing master), attitudes of tierce
and counterpoint, which is the former in reverse.

While he displayed his fencing skills to all,
Rembajlo the Warden embraced his knees,
and at each turn of sword, he gave a wail.
General, I see that youve learned Pulaskis105
thrust, that you fought with the Confederates.
There is Dzierzanowskis attack, and there
is Sawas move; you must have learned these hits
from Maciek Dobrzynskis old hand, but where
did you learn that other? And not to boast,
but that slashing stroke is my own invention,
known in Rembajlo village by a host
of Rembajlos only. When they mention
that move, they speak of it as Milords Thrust.
Who showed that grip to you? I feel at peace
knowing such skill is held by one I trust.
For many years, my haunting fears increased,
after my death, my sword might rust away  
but now it will not rust! Please, General,
tell our youth not to use the thin epee,
a German billiard cue, fit for a girl.
It saddens me to see one on ones belt.
I lay my Penknife at your feet  my most
dear possession, for which Ive always felt
so much. I never had a wife to boast
about, nor children; yet this very sword
was my wife and child, the one who kept
me company, stirring when I stirred,
always by my side, whenever I slept.
When I grew old it hung upon the wall
like the Jews Commandments. I planned to store it
with me in the grave  that thought I recall,
now that Ive found a new owner for it.

The General, smiling, was clearly moved.
Comrade, he said, if you would yield to me
your wife and child, the only things you loved,
youd be a childless and solitary
widower  what sort of compensation
could I provide to sweeten your old age?
Am I Cebulski? he cried with indignation,
who gambled away his wife, played cribbage
with Moscovites? We have all heard that song.
It brings me joy to know my sword will shine
before the world, held by a hand so strong.
Remember, General, lengthen the line
of your strap, for the blade is very long;
and always when you slash, make your attack
cutting from the left ear, using both hands;
then cut straight from the head down to the stomach.

The General, taking the sword, commands
his servants to place it in a wagon,
for it is much too long for him to wear.
And what became of it has long been one
of the great mysteries. No doubt youd hear
many versions, repeated every year.

Dombrowski turned to Maciek: Why are you
so displeased? Its seems that our arrival
has made you sour. What does your heart do,
if not skip a beat, when you see, in full
regalia, the gold and silver eagle?
When the trumpets blast Kosciuszkos reveille?
Maciek, I thought the sight of such regal
forces might stir you, but if you cant be
urged to draw your sword or mount your horse,
at least youll drink and join in with your friend
to toast Napoleons health, and, of course,
the hope that Polands slavery will end.

Hah! said Maciek. I see whats happening.
But dont you know, two eagles will not nest
together; it seems that you have been riding,
Hetman, a horse with piebald back and chest.
The Emperors a hero; we expend
much talk of this subject. And both Pulaskis
often said, when others would defend
DuMorouier the French agent and his decrees,
that Poland was in need of a hero
who was Polish  not French, not Italian,
a true Piast  Jan, Jozef, Maciek, or so….106
And the army! For the Polish nation?
Fusileers, Grenadiers, and Sappers!
There are more German titles in this group
than national. There might as well be Tartars107
or Turks  who could understand such a troop?
Or Schismatics, whose faith in God is lacking  
Ive seen how they assault peasant women;
theyve been plundering churches, pillaging.
The Emperor is bound for Moscow, but when
he goes without Gods blessing, he will find108
the road quite long. Ive heard that hes incurred
the Bishops wrath. Here Maciek stopped and dined;
dipped bread in soup, leaving off his final word.

Pan Macieks words stung the ears of his host.
Young men grumbled. Compelled to intervene,
the Judge announced that joy was not all lost:
the third betrothed pair at the door was seen.

It was the Notary. And yet he had
to introduce himself, unrecognized,
since in his Polish clothes he wasnt clad.
Telimena, his wife-to-be, legalized
her wish that he renounce his dear Kontusz,109
placing a clause in the marriage contract
to make him change his wardrobe in a rush.
And so, the Notary now wore, in fact,
a French frockcoat. Yet it was clear to all
that this outfit deprived him of his soul.

He strode as though he was afraid hed fall,
rigid as though hed prepared for this role
by swallowing his walking stick. He dared
not glance about; he held his composure,
yet all could see just how this bridegroom fared;
a close examination shows his torture.
He doesnt know to bow, or where to place
his hands  this man, once so fond of gesture.
He tucks his hands into an empty space,
feeling for his sash  no longer worn  
only to stroke his stomach. Noticing
his grave mistake, he face begins to turn
crimson; and then, to a distinct hissing
of whispers, he hides them in his pockets,
advancing through a dense thicket of jeers.
the thought of this frock fills him with regrets
and shame, as though disgraced among his peers.
Spotting Maciek, this quickly turned to fears.

The Notary and Maciek had been friends;
yet Maciek casts a glance so furious,
the Notary turns pale and soon defends
himself, by buttoning up his curious
frockcoat, thinking Maciek might plunder it
with his glance. But Maciek only yells out twice:
You idiot! And too disgusted to sit
any longer, too shocked to give advice,
he rose, gave no farewell, and quickly went,
mounting his horse, back to his settlement.

But soon the Notarys fair beloved,
Telimena, displayed her ever radiant
beauty; everything from her head to toe proved
she knew the latest styles for this event.
The manner of her gown and her coiffure
a pen could not describe; perhaps a brush
could paint the tulle, the muslin, the cashmere,
the lace, the pearls and precious stones, the blush
upon her cheeks, the look within her eyes…

The Count was astonished to recognize
his former love. He rose from the table,
searching for his sword. It cant be you!
He cried. Here I am, yet you are still able
to clasp anothers hand? How could you do
this thing? Unfaithful creature! Fickle soul!
Youd hide your face beneath the earth in shame;
have you forgot your vows? A deed so foul!
Why have I worn your ribbons  for a game?
Woe to the rival whos caused this affront.
Over my dead body hell have to walk
to reach the altar  to pay for this stunt.

The guests rose up amid increasing talk;
the Notary was horrified at first.
As the Chamberlain rushed to reconcile
the rivals, Telimena, fearing the worst,
took the Count aside. In her own style,
she slowly whispered: I am still not married
to the Notary; if youre truly hurt,
tell me right away, nothings been agreed.
But tell me soon, you must be brief or curt  
do you love me, or have your feelings changed?
Are you prepared to wed this very day?
Ill cancel all the plans that Ive arranged;
Ill leave the Notary. What do you say?
To this the Count replied, Oh, woman, strange,
incomprehensible, and once poetic;
you now appear prosaic; what great change
has made you seek a marriage that would stick
chains around your hands instead of souls?
Please believe me, there are offers of love,
and some of them are made without avowals;
there are ties without obligations of
marriage. For when two hears can burn apart,
just like the stars they can communicate.
Who knows, the earth reveals his heart,
circling the sun, pursuing the moon, his mate;
he may gaze upon her, but not come near.

Enough of this; Im not some heavenly sphere.
She said. But by the grace of God, female.
I know the rest; its all nonsense to me.
Now I warn you, if from your word, I fail
to marry, if you disrupt this ceremony,
God is my witness, I will attack you
with my sharp nails.
I wont the Count replied,
disturb your happiness, that would not do.
With sad eyes and contempt, he turned aside,
trying to punish his unfaithful love,
and with interplanetary fire, tried
another young ladys spirit to move.

The Seneschal, eager to restore peace,
brought up once more his much beloved story  
the wild boar amid the Nalibok trees,
when Prince Rejtan sought to reduce the glory
of Prince de Nassau. But no one really cares;
they finish off their ices, then proceed
to leave the castle, eager for fresh air.

The peasants were passing pitchers of mead
outside; their food hand long since disappeared.
Musicians instruments were set in tune.
All were anxious to dance, yet two whispered
off to the side  they would not break off soon.

Tadeusz spoke: Zosia, , we must discuss
this matter that has occupied my mind.
my Uncle knows; he leaves it up to us.
According to law, the village behind
the castle is part of my inheritance.
And yet, as my wife, a considerable
part falls to you; lets leave nothing to chance;
now that we have Poland, we are able
to profit much from this fortunate change;
but what will the peasants gain from our luck?
Simply another master theyll exchange.
They were governed with kindness, never struck,
but what will happen to them when Im gone?
I am a soldier; we are both mortal;
I am human too, and I fear my own
caprices; Id feel more secure if I could tell
the authorities that the peasants fate
will fall under protection of the law..
Were free; why not let them enjoy our state?
Well give them land, and not just hay and straw  
the land where they were born, that theyve acquired
through bloody toil, the work that makes us rich.
But let me warn you, we will be required
to live more modestly, to make a switch,
if we indeed give our peasants the land;
our income will decrease. Now I was raised
in modest circumstance; nothing grand
and extravagant would ever be praised.
Yet you, Zosia, of higher birth; you spent
your youth in Petersburg; what kind of life
could you expect within a place so distant
from society? Youd be a farmers wife!

Zosia replied, I dont have the authority;
as a woman  it clearly rests with you.
I am too young, but know that Ill agree,
wholeheartedly, whatever you decide to do.
If freeing the peasants makes us more poor,
then you, Tadeusz, will become more dear.
My birth means nothing to me any more;
I was orphaned, and the terrible fear
that Id remain, Soplicas have dispelled  
in your home, as a daughter, I have dwelled.

I dont dread country life; if long ago
I lived in the city, its long forgotten.
To be with hens that cluck, roosters that crow,
thats sure to give me more pleasure than ten
St. Petersburgs. If I have sometimes yearned
for balls and gatherings, well that was childish;
that life would bore me now; I learned
last year in Vilno, when all winter I would wish
to be back home, living the life for which
I was born. And I dont dread the labor;
Im young, healthy; for me its not a switch.
I wear a ring of keys; I know which door
each fits  youll see, I can manage the household.

No sooner had Zosia clearly extolled
the virtues of being a farmers wife,
than Gervazy approached, amazed and glum:
Ive heard the Judge speak of freedom and life,
but I cant comprehend where this comes from.
What has liberty to do with peasants?
It sounds to me just like some German notion.
Now I trace origins back to events
in paradise: all true men of devotion
agree  were all descendents of Adam.
But I have heard that peasants stem from Ham,
Jews from Japhet. We nobles come from Shem,
and it is our job to watch over them.
But now the parish priest is teaching us
that this was true according to old law;
that all has changed, of course, its obvious  
that though Lord Jesus was born in the straw,
surrounded by Jews in a peasants barn,
he, who descended from kings, had this plan,
that all men, yes, even those poorly born,
would be equal to the wealthiest man.
That is the way it is, so it must be,
especially since Ive heard that youve agreed,
my Lady, and you have authority.
But if, indeed, the peasants will be freed,
I warn you, if this liberty lacks
meaning, if its nothing but an empty word…
For the Muscovites imposed such a tax
when the late Pan Karps serf-freeing occurred,
the peasants starved, having been taxed threefold!
So this is my advice; you must follow
the old custom and have them ennobled;
a coat of arms, a crest, you must bestow.
Zosia should give the half-goat to her fold;
Tadeusz should give the star and the crescent.
If this is done, I will accept reforms,
the full equality of each peasant
bearing, for all to see, a coat of arms.

But you, Tadeusz, made your wife upset.
The loss of land will make you impoverished.
God forbid, a Lords grand-daughter wont get
calluses, not at least until Ive perished.
I have a plan; the castle has a chest
in which the Horeszko table service
is kept, along with signet rings, the best
pearl necklaces, rich plumes, marvelous
cutlasses, caparsions  treasures
that the Pantler buried deep in the ground,
that Ive protected from all plunderers.
Ive guarded them and kept them safe and sound
from Muscovites and you, dear Soplicas.
I also own a good-sized pouch thats filled
with my own thalers; and this small amount
was saved through years of service, from gifts willed
to me. I thought Id use my golden coin
to mend the castle walls, but now it seems
the farm will need these pennies. I will join
you, Pan Soplica, and what Zosia deems
fit for me  that Ill happily accept.
Ill rock to sleep a third generation
of Horeszkos; your child will be adept
with my Penknife, if that child is a son.
A son, Im sure, for when the land is torn
by war, new sons are always being born.

Gervazy barely spoke his final word,
when Protazy walked up, quite dignified.
He bowed, then with a gesture self-assured,
withdrew from his Kontuszs inside
pocket, a long panegyric, almost
two and a half sheets long, in rhyme.
A younger, non-commissioned officer composed
the poem  he had been famous at one time110
for all the odes he wrote. Later he donned
the uniform, unable to retreat
from the habit of versifying on demand.
The first three hundred lines were quite a treat:
Thou art the one who has now sent
The exquisite bliss or torment.
When your sweet glance falls on Bellon,
Swords break, as though fell on.
This day cruel Mars yields to Hymen;
The hissing viper to his fen
Crawls back, soothed by your gentle palm;
The Hydra of Discourse is calm….
But just in time! There was lively applause;
Tadeusz and Zosia began to clap,
wishing hed halt before the next clause.
This noise awoke the Judge from his short nap,
and at the parish priests instigation,
he read Tadeusz bold proclamation.

Barely had the peasants heard the news,
when they surrounded the young lord and fell
to their ladys feet, where they refuse
to rise until they shout: May you be well!
In tears. Tadeusz cried: Free citizens,
equals, fellow Poles! And Dombrowski cried:
to the common folk and to our defense!
The peasants then repeated from the side:
Long live our leaders and our new free choice!
A thousand voices thundered in one voice.

Only Buchman stood apart from the joy;
he praised the plan but wished to modify,
appoint a commission that would employ
legal advisors…and to codify…
But Buchmans point was met with levity;
it could not be applied with brevity.

Out in the yard, the officers now stood
beside ladies, in pairs, while village men
lined up next to theirs. No longer could
they wait: Polonaise! rang in unison;111
the military band assumed its place .
But then the Judge addressed the General:
I ask you, sir, today might we replace
this orchestra? Today we must recall
the ancient custom of our family
to celebrate just like a village ball.
The cymbal player stands, his hands yet free;
the fiddler has already dropped his jaw;
the bagpiper has bowed, hed like instructions.
If we send them away, then some unwritten law
will be broken, and everyone will be
disappointed. The peasants only dance
to their own music; so let them feel free
to play  for everyone will have a chance
for a good time. Then your orchestra can
play later. He signaled and they began.

The fiddler rolled his sleeves up carefully;
he squeezed the fingerboard, rested the bridge
beneath his chin, and sent his bow quickly
across the strings  a race horse had no edge
on him. The bagpiper blew, inflating
his sack, and then began to flap his arm
as if it were a wing anticipating
flight  his puffed-out cheeks had all the charm
of the moon-faced children of Boreas.
A cymbalon player was all they lacked.

Of all the cymbalom players, one was
far superior  none had the impact
of Jankiel, who put all others to shame.
(Janiel had hid, God knows where, all winter;
but when the Generals appeared, he came.)
About his skill there was no dissenter;
he was the master and he was unequaled.

And so they begged old Jankiel to take part;
they pointed to the instrument, appealed
to his good sense, complimenting his art.
The Jew declined; he claimed his hands were stiff,
out of practice, and that hed be embarrassed
to play in such a state. He felt that if
he did, the gentlemen would fail to be impressed,
three times he bowed and tried to back away;
but Zosia saw this modest ploy and ran
to him, bringing the sticks he used to play.
She smiled and curtsied in front of the old man,
and stroked his long gray beard: Jankiel, please stay,
you promised me youd play my wedding day.

Jankiel was fond of Zosia, so he shook
his beard to show that he would not refuse;
then to the center of the crowd they took
a stool and placed the cymbalom hed use
across his knees. He waits for the command,
meditative, like an old veteran,
called back to active duty for his land.
His grandsons lift, although they barely can,
a heavy sword, which once brought him good luck;
two pupils kneel beside the instrument
and tune the strings, testing as they pluck.
Jankiel half-shuts his eyes, becomes silent,
holding the hammers in the air a moment.

He lowers them  a triumphant measure
rings out; until he strikes the strings more briskly,
more like torrential rain than the pleasure
of good music. The crowd stares uneasily;
yet this is just a test; the storm grows soft;
Jankiel breaks off, holding the sticks aloft.

He played again; the think strings vibrated,
as though struck by the wings of a housefly,
so lightly that it seemed the sound abated.
The master turned his gaze up to the sky,
as though he was expecting inspiration,
surveyed his instrument, sure of his skill,
raising his hands after a respiration,
then lowered them both at once  strings, once still,
resounded wildly when the hammers pounded;
listeners were shocked, and yes, astounded.

It seemed a Turkish Janissary band112
marched up with clanging cymbals, bells, and drums,
inciting soldiers to martial command.
The Polonaise of the Third of May comes
breathing with joy upon the rippling strings.
Girls are eager to dance, boys take their place,
though some old men are thinking other things  
recalling the time before the disgrace,
those joyous years after the Third of May
Constitution, when they all celebrated
(all Senators and Deputies) all day
and night, when whole nation was elated.
They gave a rousing welcome to the King:
Vivat! they cried, the Diet and the nation!
and these Vivats they heard in Jankiels playing.

The music underwent a transformation:
the tones intensified, new rhythms shaped;
the master introduced a new false chord,
just like a hissing snake, or metal scraped
on glass, which sent a chill through the assured
listeners. They felt something sinister
intrude upon their joy, and so wondered
if the instrument went out of tune, or
if the master, once so skilled, had blundered.
But no, he struck these strings so traitorous,
disturbed the melody  this was his aim:
to split the chords with brash inglorious
tones, confederated to hurt and main
the harmony. At once the Warden knew
what Jankiels music meant. He hid his face
and cried: I know that voice that rings untrue  
betrayed at Targowica, that disgrace!
Then suddenly the strings snapped with a hiss;
the hammers rushed to the top of the scale;
and in new rhythms, reintroduced bliss,
until bass notes struck up another tale.

One could hear a thousand noises sweeping
across the strings  soldiers march off to war,
attack and fire; groaning children, weeping
mothers  the master evokes the horror
of war so well, the village girls shiver,
recalling the grief of the massacre
at Praga by the Vistula River,
the tale theyve heard in song. But they are glad
when all the strings ring forth with joyous sound,
as if the master meant to choke these sad
outcries, beating them into the background.

No sooner had the listeners relaxed,
than once again the clanging strings grew calm;
a few strings buzzed, their tautness barely taxed
by lightly tapping sticks in Jankiels palm.
It seemed a fly or two tried to break free
from a spiders web; and perhaps they did…
More strings joined in to build a harmony,
uniting legions of chords in splendid
new memories full of grief and sorrow.
They heard the wandering soldiers song,
Through forest and wood we dutifully go…113
(Half-dead from woe, hunger, he moves along,
to fall by the feet of his faithful steed,
the horse that will dig his grave with its leg.)
and yet, for more of this old song, they plead;
the soldiers recognize their lives and beg
to hear again, recalling times with dread
when they too sang  from their homes departing,
marching into the world, all those not dead
humming the tune, their arms and clothing carting,
cross land, sea, burning sand, and crippling frost.
And when in foreign lands they often camped,
hearing this song stirred them. All was not lost.
they bowed their heads, recalling how they tramped.

Then Jankiel strove to elevate the mood;
something unheard rang out; he calmly glanced,
surveyed the strings, and with both hands imbued
the music with such art, the hammers danced.
The strings resounded like a large brass band,
and from the trumpets wafted to the sky,
the march of triumph known to all  Poland
Has Not Yet Perished. This was followed by
March, March Dombrowski, as everyone cheered,
for Dombrowski himself already had appeared.

It seemed that even Jankiel was amazed
by his own playing; he dropped he hammers,
lifting his arm. When they were fully raised,
his fox-skin hat fell onto his shoulders;
he blushed; his gaze revealed his very soul,
the flush of youth revealed inside his stare.
At last the old man looked at General
Dombrowski, before he covered up his eyes
to hide his gushing tears. Weve had to wait
for many years with mournful wails and sighs
for your arrival. Youre almost as late
in coming to save us as the Messiah
is to us Jews. Long ago, wandering bards
prophesied throughout Lithuania;
heaven proclaimed it when comets flew towards
our land  so live, wage war…. The old Jew wept
as he spoke, for just like a Pole he loved
his native land. To show his deep respect,
General Dombrowski, who was truly moved,
held out his hand to be kissed by the Jew.
Jankiel removed his cap and bowed down too.

It is time to begin the Polonaise:
the Chamberlain steps up and tosses back
his kontusz sleeves; he twirls and proudly displays
his mustache, choosing Zosia from the pack.
He bows, inviting her to lead the dance
with him; others line up in pairs behind;
after his signal, all couples advance.
Red boots glitter, sabers, lovingly shined,
and rich brocaded belts gleam in the sun.
The leader slowly treads, without effort,
but from each step and each deliberate motion,
his every thought and feeling they report;
right here he steps, as though he wants to ask
his partner a question; he leans his head
to whisper in her ear; she tries to mask
her face, to bashful to follow his lead.
He doffs his cap, and bows once more  she deigns
to glance at him, keeping her stubborn silence.
He slows the pace to see if she complains,
and smiles when she finally returns his glance.
Then, more quickly, sizing up his rivals,
he pulls his heron-flumed cap over his brow
and shakes it till its cocked just right and twirls
his mustaches again, satisfied for now,
the envy of all. All the couples follow
right in his tracks, though hed like to escape
with his lady, and so he halts the flow,
raising his arms to change the dances shape.
No sooner does each pair approach, than he
humbly invites couples to pass him by  
while he withdraws somewhat meditatively.
And so the course is changed; but they reply
to his elusive move; couples pursue
insistently, and from all sides they snake
around. But then, to show his wrath is true,
the hilt of his sword he forcefully takes,
as if to say, I do not care for you
who envy me. His eyes are full of challenge,
advancing straight into the dancing throng;
they dare not block his path and rearrange
themselves, to fall in line before too long.

Exclamations chime from every side.
These are, perhaps, the last looks that theyll get,
their final chance to view this dignified
dance, led in such a way  they wont forget.
Couples followed, moving with pomp and joy;
the circle unraveled, then contracted  
a giant snake in some serpentine ploy.
The dappled folds and colors distracted;
the different uniforms, ladies and gents,
soldiers, glittering like the slithering scales,
so that the setting sun gilds these garments,
so bright above the turf and the fence rails.

Although the dance is spirited and quick,
Corporal Dobrzynski, still known as the Sack,
does not dance and does not hear the music;
he stands aside, ringing his hands in back,
recalling when he was Zosias suitor:
flowers gathered, baskets braided, birds nests
raided, earrings carved  how he had pursued her!
Ungrateful girl  hed answer her requests;
such wasted gifts. And though she always fled
from him, although his father had forbidden,
he still went to gaze at her from the shed;
how many times within the hemp hes hidden,
to watch her in the garden pluck out weeds,
pick cucumbers, or feed her poultry grain.
Ungrateful girl  not to care for his deeds!
He dropped his head, thinking of her disdain,
and whistled a Mazurka. Then he jammed
his cap over his ears and left the scene.
By the cannon which had been left unmanned,
picking some cards and hoping for a queen,
he joined some old campaigners sitting down.
He drank with them, hoping to lose the past,
and if not to sweeten his sorrow, then to drown
it, for Dobrzynskis heart was constant and steadfast.

Zosia flutters about, and though she leads
the dance, she barely can be seen; the yard
is vast  she blends in with the plants and weeds.
Her dress is green; she has yet to discard
her wreath, garland, and flowers. And as she spins,
she disappears from sight, although she guides
the dance, showing where each new figure begins,
an angel directing the planetary tides.
Her place is revealed by the dancers eyes
and outstretched arms, as they gather around her.
In vain her partner, the Chamberlain, tries
to stay by her side, though she must defer
to one of his rivals; theyve lost their place
as head couple; now they must quickly yield
to another pair, setting a new pace.
General Dombrowski now heads the field,
but not for long; another pair cuts in.
The Chamberlain, devoid of hope, walks off;
Zosia, wearied by this navigation,
meets Tadesusz, brushing against his cuff.
She stays with him to finish out the phrase
and ends the dance. To prove she is finished,
she carries out more wine on large round trays.

The evening warm and still, the sun diminished;
across the sky, here and there, clouds are strewn,
deep blue above but rosy in the west;
and these small clouds portend the best of fortune
and fine weather. A flock of sheep at rest,
some resemble; others look like wild ducks
in formation. In the west are curtains,
many folds of gauze, bright pleats and tucks,
pearly at the top, gilded where that wanes,
and purple in between. The sun still glows,
then slowly pales and grays; it cannot keep
its fire, and draws some clouds about it, bows
its head, and with one breath, it falls asleep.

The nobles continue to drink and toast:
Vivat Napoleon, the Generals!
Vivat Tadeusz, Zosia, and their host,
the Judge. Vivat the married couples!
They drank, praising themselves who attended,
those invited who couldnt come, and all
their friends. And long before the night ended
they toasted the dead, sacred to recall.114

And I was there among the guests and ate
their food and drank their vodka, wine, and mead;
all that I heard and saw about their fate
Ive written in this book for you to read.115


Endnotes.

1 Everyone in Poland knows of the miraculous image of Our Lady at Jasna Gora in the Pauline monastery in Czestochowa.

2 Tadeusz Kociuszko was the most famous Polish Patriot and was also from Lithuania. He is known to Americans for his distinguished service in the Revolutionary War. In numerous paintings he is shown wearing a Krakow peasant costume, leading a peasant revolt.

3 Rejtan was a member of the Bar Confederacy who went insane and killed himself.

4 A solider and poet from Wilno who perished during the Praga massacre.

5 A deputy in the Four-Year Diet or Assembly.

6 This refers to the massacre at Praga, a Warsaw suburb across the Vistula (Wisla) River.

7 The song of the Polish Legions under General Dombrowski, Poland has not yet perished, as long as we live….

8 The Seneschal (wojski or tribunus) was once an officer responsible for the wives and children of the nobility, though the role later became merely titular. There was a custom in Lithuania to give respected persons ancient titles, which became legalized through usage.

9 The Official or Chamberlain (Princeps Nobilitatis) was formerly the Judge in boundary disputes.

10 An allusion to Seutonius Life of Vespasian.

11 A reference to the plica polonica, a scalp condition in which the hair becomes matted and twisted together  common among peasants in the northeastern border regions of Poland.

12 There were many such apocryphal stories among the Russian peasantry about this general.

13 The Notary was an appointed clerk of the court.

14 The Sheriff (assessor) was a type of rural policeman, elected or appointed.

15 King Stanislaw Poniatowski  see introductory notes.

16 Niesolowski the Governor was the last Wojewoda of Nowogrodek. He presided over a revolutionary government in Wilno. A Wojewoda was the chief dignitary of a Polish province.

17 According to Polish mythology, three brothers (Leck, Czech, and Rus) were founders of the Polish, Bohemian, and Russian nations.

18 There was a famous factory in Sluck that produced gold brocade and large belts.

19 The Court Calendar (Trybunalska Wokanda) was a long narrow book which listed the names of plaintiffs and defendants. Protazy, as apparitor or bailiff, was obligated to carry summonses and make legal proclamations.

20 This is an allusion to Napoleons golden eagles and the silver eagles of Poland, since the Polish coat-of-arms shows a white eagle on a red field.

21 Polish Legions  see introductory note.

22 General Jan Henryk Dombrowski, 1755-1818  see introductory note.

23 Warsaw Duchy  see introductory note

24 Robak, in Polish, means worm.

25 The Archbishop  between the death of one sovereign and the Election of another, the Archbishop of Gniezo was Interrex.

26 The Pantler (Stolnik) was an old Lithuanian title, often translated As Cupbearer.

27 The Castellan was next in dignity to a Wojewoda. This title Required some military service and entitled its holder to a seat in the Senate.

28 Black soup, served at the table to a young requesting a young womans hand signified refusal. It was a thick soup of ducks or gooses blood, vinegar and spices.

29 The Constitution of the Third of May 1791 was said by Edmund Burke to be the noblest benefit received by any nation at the time, being built on the same principles which make our British Constitution so excellent.

30 From The Oath, translated from the Yiddish by Harold Rabinowitz, a novella by Chaim Grade about Jewish life in Lithuania between the two world wars: Nonetheless, Gavriel began going to the Rabbi for lessons once again, and even visited him in his store. By the stores doorway, during the summer, there stood baskets of fruit, at which Gavriel gazed with sad longing. The fruit seemed to him like a joyous greeting from the fields and forests, and he could gauge the time of the season by the kinds of fruit in the baskets. The blackberry season was long since past, and so was the season for red raspberries and the hard green gooseberries. The transparent white currants had also disappeared, and the yellow honey-sweet cherries and soft, mirror-smooth black cherries became rare visitors. Now juicy ripe plums beckoned him with their dark-purple skins and deep-red fleshy bodies. The vegetable gardens were having their say too: the first young potatoes with their cherubic rosy skins were soon followed by the large, bulbous potatoes; radishes with notched heads as tough as bark; sparkling white heads of cabbage; and green cucumbers  thin and twisted, some wide and swollen. Next to last years wreaths of onions, lying on the wooden stands in their thin brown skins, this years fresh green ones winked with their long white heads crowned by their stubby roots. Each time Reb Avraham-Abba raised his eyes from his book and looked out the open door at the fruits and vegetables outside, he would once again reflect that only he who makes a blessing over the fruit and knows that nothing grows by itself has the double joy of the blessing as well as the fruit.

31 River Barges (Wiciny) are large boats on the Nieman used to trade With the Prussians, principally grain.

32 Zrazy are rashers, a Polish dish of minced beef combined with butter Spices, onion, salt, pepper, egg, breadcrumbs  fried, broiled, or stewed.

33 Bonoczyk is a diminutive for Bonaparte (Napoleon).

34 Sukin is a name taken from the Polish word for bitch suka.

35 Kuzodusin means, literally, goat-strangler.

36 Bialotrowicz was the last Secretary of the Grand Duchy of Lithuania , highly honored for his virtue and patriotism.

37 Prince Dominik Radziwill was a great lover of hinting, who emigrated to the Warsaw Duchy and equipped, at his own expense, a cavalry regiment, which he commanded. He was the last male of one of the most powerful noble families in Poland, if not all of Europe.

38 Fox-Maiden (Lisica  Cantarellus cibarius) Pine-Lover) Borowik  Boletus edulis) Orange-Agaric (Rydz  Araricus deliciosus) Fly-Bane (Muchomie  Amanita Muscaria) Leaf-Mushroon (Surojadki  Russala) Kozlak  Boletus Funnels (Lajki Agaricus chloraides) Whities (Bielkai  Agaricus pieratus) Puffballs (Puchawski  Lycoperdon bovista)

39 A reference to a popular song of the time, Serce nie sluga, The heart is not a slave.

40 Compare this to A Walk in Rural Russia, Vladimir Soloushkin: I remember that once we were strolling through some botanical gardens in the Caucasus. The trees bore labels with wonderful names inscribed on them: yucca, eucalyptus, laurocerasus. After a time we grew tired of marveling at the spread of the branches, the thickness of the trunks, the quaintness of the foliage. Suddenly we saw a quite unusual tree, like no other in the whole garden, it was white as snow, a tender green like young grass, and it stood out sharply against the somewhat uniform coloring of the background. We saw it then with new eyes and valued it in a new way. The label told us that there stood before us a common birch. Just try lying under a birch tree on soft, cool grass, when only fragments of sunlight and the clear blue of the midday sky are glimpsed through the leaves, how the birch will whisper to you, bending softly to your ear, what tender words and wonderful stories it will murmur, and what a feeling of contentment it will bring! The think of a palm tree. One cannot even lie beneath it, for either there is no grass at all, or it is dry, dusty and prickly. The leaves of the palm rattle in the wind as though they were tin or plywood, and there is no caress of feeling in the sound.

41 Orlowski was a noted Polish genre painter.

42 Leaches were a bred of small English bulldogs used for hunting game, especially bears.

43 Prince Giedymin (died 1341) had a prophetic dream on the mountain of Ponary  the founder of Lithuania. Lizejko (the last pagan high priest of Lithuania) founded the city of Wilno (Vilnius in Lithuanian). Mindowa the Great of Mendog and Witenas were early Lithuanian princes.

44 Kiejstut and Olgierd were the sons of Giedymin. Kiejstuts son, Witold, was a warrior-prince; Olgierds son was Jagiello.

45 Zygmunt August (1548-1572) crowned himself with a soft cap (kolpak)  a great lover of hunting.

46 The Baublis tree was a great, ancient oak, sacred in pagan times. Its interior had been transformed into a museum of Lithuania antiquities.

47 The parish church in Mickiewicz Nowogrodek stood near a grove of lindens, Many of which were felled in 1812.

48 Jan Kochanowski (1530-1584) was the greatest Polish poet before Mickiewicz. Czarnolas, Blackwood, was his country estate. One of his poems describes this linden: Seat yourself beneath my leaves and take a needed rest; The sun wont reach you, I promise you wont be oppressed. The highest, hottest rays, like dripping liquid tallow, Will not pull back or scatter my tiniest shadow. Here youll find cool wind seeping from field and plain; Here nightingales and starlings bewitchingly complain. From my fragrant flower the hardworking, diligent bee Ennobles gentlemens tables with gathered honey. And I know how to rustle my leaves, how to repeat The soft sound, to lull you to a sleep that is sweet. And though I bear no apples, you will be just as pleased Had you chanced upon the Garden of Hesperides.

49 Kolomajka is a Ukrainian dance, sung and danced at the same time.

50 Mazurka is the diminutive for of Mazur, one of the five Polish national dances  popularized, of course, by Chopin.

51 Jeszcze Polska nie zginela….Poland has not yet perished… is the Polish national anthem. It was originally sung by the Polish Legions under Dombrowski.

52 The cimbalom is a harp-like instrument played by striking the strings with small sticks or hammers. The instrument is still common in some regions of Poland and Slovakia, and with Gypsy bands in Hungary and Romania. It is similar to the Amercian Appalachian mountain hammer dulcimer. The is also, most likely, a reference to Psalm 137: By the Rivers of Babylon, there we sat down, yea we wept when we remembered Zion. We hanged our harps upon the willows, in the midst thereof. For there they that carried us away captive required of us a song, and they that wasted us Required of us mirth: saying, Sing us one of the songs of Zion. How shall we sing the Lords song in a strange land?

53 Jews in Poland, though not persecuted, formed a separate class and did not participate in the government. Although separated from Poles by religion, customs, and language, instances of intermarriage and assimilation were not uncommon.

54 The image of Our Lady of Czestochowa, partially burned during the Swedish invasions of the 17th century, is thought to have saved Poland from total devastation. The icon is known as Matka Boska Czestochowa, Czarna Madonna, or The Black Madonna.

55 For some Poles at the time, peasants were thought to have descended from the Biblical figure of Ham.

56 Each to a Senator equal…  an old jingle expressing the equality before the law of the Polish nobility.

57 Maciej Stryjkowski (1547-1583) was a chronicler of the early history of Lithuania.

58 Domejko and Dowejko  there is a story that one of Mickiewicz schoolmates. Ignacy Domejo, who later became Rector at the University of Santiago, Chili, claimed that he once challenged the young Mickiewicz to find a name that rhymed with Domejko. Mickiewicz, who was well-known for his skill at improvisation, came up with Dowejko.

59 Bottles of Danzig (Gdansk) vodka have little gold leaves at the bottom. The city of Gdansk was annexed by Prussia in 1793.

60 Bigos is a type of hunters stew which was usually made in large quantities, put in barrels, and stored in cellars. A recipe: Traditionally 1 pound of boneless pork, cut into small cubes cloves garlic, minced onions, quartered ½ pounds of mushrooms, quartered cups beef stock tbs sugar bay leaves cups sauerkraut, rinsed and drained apples, peeled, cored, in chunks cups canned tomatoes cup diced cooked ham and ½ cups Polish sausage, in chunks salt and pepper to taste.

61 In The Aeneid, Queen Dido cut a bulls hide into strips, And enclosed a large territory within the hide; on this spot she built Carthage. Compare this hound/rabbit chase to the following passage in Ovids Metamorphosis, Book 1: by his own passion, [Apollo] accelerates, and runs as swiftly as the Gallic hound chasing a rabbit through an open field; the one seeks shelter and the other, prey  he clings to her, is just about to spring, with his long muzzle straining at her heels, while she, not knowing whether shes been caught, in one swift burst, eludes those snapping jaws, no longer the anticipated feast…..

62 Kompot  A compote is a dessert made of fruit cooked in sugar syrup. Compotes may also contain spices.

63 Philip, from the village of Konopa (Hemp) was a member of the Diet, who, once obtaining the floor, wandered off. Thus the proverb: He has popped up like Philip from Hemp.

64 This is an untranslatable pun in Polish. Niemiec, the Polish word for German, is derived from the Polish niemy, or dumb, mute.

65 Prince deNassau-Siegen (1745-1808) was a famous warrior and adventurer and a Russian General who defeated the Turks at Oczakov; he was later defeated by the Swedes and spent time in Poland, where he was granted the rights of a citizen. His hunting exploits in Africa were known across Europe at the time.

66 Spolia optima, spoils of honor, the arms taken by a Roman general from the commander of the enemy after defeating him in single combat on the battlefield.

67 Warden/Screech Owl: in Polish klucznik-puszczyk.

68 The peasant rites refer to the Lithuanian festival known to Mickiewicz as Dziady (Forefathers Eve), which is also the title of Mickiewicz most famous play. The ritual was still performed at this time, and goes back to pagan times, known as the feast of the goat. The Shaman (Kozlarz) was considered both priest and bard. After Christianity came, peasants gathered in secret in chapels near the graveyard and spread a feast of food, drink, and fruits to invoke the spirits of the dead. This was thought to bring relief to souls in Purgatory.

69 See introductory note.

70 A long mustache was a prized possession among Polish noblemen. The Polish also contains a pun on the words wasalow and wa, salow, vassals and mustached ones.

71 Settlements of the gentry lived in Zascianki, the name given to settlements of the landed nobility in order to distinguish them from peasant villages. They were inhabited by the poorest of the lesser nobility, who were, in fact, peasants. Since the wearing of swords was restricted to noblemen, it was not unusual to see such a peasant-wearing noble wearing an old rusty sword as he followed a plough, barefooted.

72 Kisiel is a Polish dish of jelly made with oat yeast, which is washed with water until all mealy parts are separated from it  hence the proverb.

73 Bignon was a French statesman and Napoleons Warsaw representative from 1810-1812.

74 According to old Polish law, a convicted slanderer was compelled to crawl under a table and bark three times like a dog, pronouncing his recantation.

75 Pure-blooded Mazovian… from the region around Warsaw, Mazowsze. They often had very dark, almost black hair and blue or grey eyes.

76 Vertumnus was the Roman god of the seasons, of growth and change.

77 Maciek joined the Bar Confederates who opposed the King because of his Russian connections, but when the King declared his support for the Confederacy, Maciek supported him. After the King deserted the patriotic Poles to support the Targowica Confederation, Maciek opposed him. Thus, Maciek was known as Steeplecock, or one who followed whatever prevailing wind blew.

78 The opening line of a popular song by the sentimental poet, Franciszek Karpinski (1841-1825).

79 see note #18.

80 A traditional Polish greeting still used today  Niech bedzie pochwalony//Na wieki wiekow (Let Him be praised//For ever and ever.)

81 In 1568, a Polish man, Pszonka, founded a satiric society called the Babin Republic on his estate near Lublin. It awarded diplomas of virtue to criminals and conferred honors for various follies committed  a quack was appointed doctor, a coward appointed general, etc.

82 In the Constitution of the 17th and 18th century Poland, there was an institution called the liberum veto. All bills had to pass the Sejm (parliament) by unanimous consent and if any legislator cast a veto, the bill was not passed and the entire legislature was dissolved.

83 The order of Piarists exerted much influence over education, after the Jesuits were expelled. They were partially responsible for introducing and popularizing French thought, which eventually threatened to deluge Poland.

84 It was customary to hang fossils in churches. These were regarded as the bones of giants who once roamed the earth.

85 The comet of year 1811.

86 The Maid of Pestilence is said to appear to Lithuanian seers and bards when plague or famine will strike. She is said to wander through desolate graveyards and meadows, wearing a fiery crown. She was tall as the great trees of Bialowieza and she waved a bloody kerchief. Mickiewicz described her in an earlier work, Konrad Wallenrod.

87 Jan Sniadecki (1756-1830) was an astronomer and professor in Wilno. Mickiewicz saw him as the worst embodiment of the cold, rationalistic 18th century.

88 Jassy was in Romania where peace was concluded between Russia and Turkey. The implication is that Branicki and the Targowica Confederates rushed to the protection of the Russian army.

89 Prince Adam Czartoryski (1734-1823) was a cousin to Stanislaw Poniatowski.

90 Obviously, for the plot to make sense. Tadeusz is unable to hear what transpires.

91 Compare Coleridges Aeolian Harp: And that simplest Lute, Placd length-ways in the clasping casement, hark ! How by the desultory breeze caressd, Like some coy maid half-yielding to her lover, It pours such sweet upbraiding, as must needs Tempt to repeat the wrong ! And now, its strings Boldlier swept, the long sequacious notes Over delicious surges sink and rise, Such a soft floating witchery of sound As twilight Elfins make, when they at eve Voyage on gentle gales from Faery-Land…

92 In Polish, Switezanki, or inhabitants of Lake Switez. This is an invention of Mickiewicz, who titled one of his early ballads, Switezanka.

93 This is a type of Polish with Latin case endings.

94 During the Gallic siege of Rome in 390 BC, a mythological account told how Marcus Manlius held out for months with a small garrison on the citadel, while the rest of Rome was abandoned. When Gauls attempting to scale the Capitoline, Manlius was roused by the cackling of the sacred geese and threw down the assailants.

95 Jozef Baka (1707-1780) was a Jesuit who wrote Reflections on Inevitable Death, Common to All, a compilation of short doggerel rhymes. Father Robak seems to be reciting some.

96 Izmail was a fortress in Bessarabia, captured from the Turks by Suvorov in 1790. Byron wrote about this same place in Don Juan.

97 Novi was in Italy, where Russians and Austrians defeated the French in 1799.

98 Raclawice is a village near Krakow, where in 1794 Kosciuszkos army of 6,000 (including 2,000 peasants armed with scythes) defeated a Russian force of over 7,000.

99 Karol Radziwill (1734-1790) was called My Dear, from a phrase that he constantly repeated. He was the wealthiest magnate in Poland, and in 1785 entertained King Stanislaw with a reception that cost him millions.

100 The Feast of the Annunciation  March 25.

101 At Hohenlinden, the Polish corps led by General Kniaziewicz decided the victory.

102 Napoleon freely used Polish troops in his Spanish campaign. In 1808, Polish light cavalry units, under the command of Kozietulski captured Somosiera. This is described in detail in Stefan Zeromskis novel, Ashes.

103 The reference is to the magnificent palace built in Jezno, Lithuania by Antoni Michal Pac.

104 Radziwill the Orphan traveled widely and published an account of his journey to the Holy Land.

105 Te Pulaski family were organizers of the Bar Confederacy. Kazimierz Pulaski was a hero of the American Revolution who died in Savanah, Georgia in 1779.

106 Piasts were the first royal dynasty of Poland. The term came to stand for a native Polish candidate for the throne.

107 Apparently, Maciek sees everything not Polish as either Russian or German.

108 Pope Pius VIII excommunicated Napoleon in 1809.

109 The kontuxz was the old Polish noblemans long coat, girded around the waist. It characteristically had turned-back upper false sleeves. The Notarys predicament was not uncommon.

110 Polish writers of the 17th and 18th century composed countless panegyrics of complimentary verses in honor of great personages. The poems were noted for their stale classical images and far-fetched metaphors.

111 The Polonaise (the French-version of the Polish Polonez) is a stately Polish national dance used to open banquets and balls. It derived from the peasant chodzony, or waling dance, and it only bdcame popular among the nobility after it was adopted by the French court and called the Polonaise, or the Polish one. Later it was reintroduced into Poland and has remained popular even within Polish communities in America.

112 Janisarries produced a very noisy Turkish martial music, popular in Europe and Eastern Europe in the 18th century. Both Mozart and Beethoven composed several pieces based on this music. (see the CD: The Waltz: Ecstasy and Mysticism, Concerto Koln, Sarband.)

113 The song is still popular  Pod lasem, pod borem…, or Through forest and wood…

114 Although the poem ends on a note of optimism, Mickiewicz image of the clouds presages the disaster that lay ahead.

115 This ending imitates the conventional ending of Polish fairy tales.


A Note on the Translation

The whole of Pan Tadeusz is composed in the Polish Alexandrine, or 13 syllable rhymed couplets. The typical line is further broken down into two units, each with three stresses and seven syllables before a Caesura.

LITwo ojCZYZno MOJa! / ty JEStes jak ZDROWie;

Ile cie TRZEba CENic, / ten TYLko sie DOWie.

It must be noted that Polish is a highly inflected language (6 case endings in common usage) and that, unlike English, word order is relatively free. Thus, even to modern Polish readers, over 5,000 rhymed couplets barely strain the ear. The same cannot be said of the contemporary American or English reader who might wince at the necessary syntactical inversions and artifice needed to maintain the form. To my ear, the rhymed couplet seems inextricably linked to a very specific type of 18th century satirical verse or Dryden or Pope  decidedly pre-Romantic in character. And the 6-beat Alexandrine, rarely successful in English, seems, quite simply, too slow and plodding for the lively wit and action in Pan Tadeusz, which is only occasionally elegiac and stately. Therefore, I have chose to create a version of Pan Tadeusz that is primarily 10 syllables with 5 stresses, with alternating rhymes. (Though occasionally, I do employ rhymed couplets at the end of a stanza, somewhat in the manner of Byrons Don Juan.) I must stress, though, that I have not followed this form so rigidly; I have taken formal liberties when I felt that other things  narration, meaning, translation, music, sense, etc. became more important. I was equally concerned with the formal concerns faced by contemporary poets writing in English, and I have tried to create a poem that is both contemporary and traditional, accessible and hauntingly distant.


PAN TADEUSZ PROSE TRANSLATION by George Rapall Noyes
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PREFACE

The present translation of Pan Tadeusz is based on the editions of Biegeleisen (Lemberg, 1893) and Kallenbach (Brody, 1911). I have had constantly by me the German translation by Lipiner (ed. 2, Leipzig, 1898) and the French translation by Ostrowski (ed. 4, Paris, 1859), and am deeply indebted to them. The English translation by Miss Maude Ashurst Biggs (Master Thaddeus; or, The Last Foray in Lithuania: London, 1885) I did not have at hand until my own version was nearly complete; after that I consulted it only very rarely. I do not think that I am under obligation to it in more than a half-dozen scattered lines of my text. (Perhaps, however, my use of foray as a translation of zajazd is due to an unconscious recollection of the title of Miss Biggss volumes, which I looked over several years ago, before I had even formed the plan of my own work.) In my notes, however, my debt to Miss Biggs and her collaborators in her commentary on Pan Tadeusz is important; I have striven to indicate it distinctly, and I thank Miss Biggs heartily for her kind permission to make use of her work.

To my friend Miss Mary Helen Sznyter I am grateful for aid and advice in the rendering of several puzzling passages. But my greatest debt I owe to my wife, whose name, if justice were done, should be added to my own as joint translator of the volume. Though she is entirely unacquainted with the Polish language, nearly every page of the book in its phrasing bears traces of her correcting hand. The preparation of the volume for the press and the reading of the proof have been made easy by her skilful help.

Berkeley, California,

December 9, 1916.


INTRODUCTION

No European nation of our day has such an epic as Pan Tadeusz. In it Don Quixote has been fused with the Iliad. The poet stood on the border line between a vanishing generation and our own. Before they died, he had seen them; but now they are no more. That is precisely the epic point of view. Mickiewicz has performed his task with a masters hand; he has made immortal a dead generation, which now will never pass away. … Pan Tadeusz is a true epic. No more can be said or need be said.

This verdict upon the great masterpiece of all Slavic poetry, written a few years after its appearance, by Zygmunt Krasinski, one of Mickiewicz two great successors in the field of Polish letters, has been confirmed by the judgment of posterity. For the chapter on Pan Tadeusz by George Brandes, than whom there have been few more competent judges of modern European literature, is little more than an expansion of Krasinskis pithy sentences. The cosmopolitan critic echoes the patriotic Pole when he writes: In Pan Tadeusz Poland possesses the only successful epic our century has produced.

Still more important than the praises of the finest literary critics is the enthusiastic affection cherished for Pan Tadeasz by the great body of the Polish people. Perhaps no poem of any other European nation is so truly national and in the best sense of the word popular. Almost every Pole who has read anything more than the newspaper is familiar with the contents of Pan Tadeusz. No play of Shakespeare, no long poem of Milton or Wordsworth or Tennyson, is so well known or so well beloved by the English people as is Pan Tadeusz by the Poles. To find a work equally well known one might turn to Defoes prosaic tale of adventure, Robinson Crusoe; to find a work so beloved would be hardly possible.

Pan Tadeasz is so clear and straightforward in its appeal that but few words of explanation in regard to its origin are required. Its author, Adam Mickiewicz, was born in 1798, near Nowogrodek in Lithuania. His father, a member of the poorer gentry of the district, was a lawyer by profession, so that the boy was brought up among just such types as he describes with so rare a humour in the Judge, the Assessor, the Notary, and the Apparitor. The young Mickiewicz was sent to the University of Wilno (1815-19), where he received a good classical education, and, largely through his own independent reading, became well acquainted with French, German, and Russian  even with English literature. On leaving the university he obtained a position as teacher in the gymnasium at Kowno (1819-23). Though even as a boy he had written verses, his real literary career began with the publication in 1822 of a volume of ballads, which was followed the next year by a second book of poems, containing fragments of a fantastic drama, The Forefathers, and a short historical poem, Grazyna. These volumes reflect the romantic movement then prevalent in Europe, of which they are the first powerful expression in Poland. They were in large part inspired by the poets love for a young woman of somewhat higher station than his own, who, though she returned his affection, was forced by her family to marry another suitor.

In 1833 Mickiewicz was arrested as a political criminal, his offence being membership in a students club at the University of Wilno that had cherished nationalistic aspirations. With several others, he was banished from his beloved Lithuanian home to the interior of Russia; the following years, until 1829, he spent in St. Petersburg, Odessa, and Moscow. During this honourable exile he became intimate with many of the most eminent men of letters in Russia, and continued his own literary work by publishing his sonnets, beyond comparison the finest ever written in Polish, and a romantic poem, Konrad Wallenrod, based on the stubborn resistance of the Lithuanian folk in the fourteenth century to their German foes, the Knights of the Cross, and showing in its style marked Byronic influence. The poem unfortunately admitted, or rather invited, an application to the resistance of the Poles to the Russians; Mickiewicz, fearing with reason the anger of the Russian authorities, succeeded in obtaining, just in time to save himself from serious consequences, a passport permitting him to leave the country.

Arriving in Germany in 1829, Mickiewicz travelled through Switzerland to Italy. His residence in Rome, with its sacred associations, and the meeting with new friends of a deeply religious temperament, brought about within him a new birth of Catholic faith that strongly affected bis later writings, notably Pan Tadeusz. In Rome also he became intimate with the family of the rich Count Ankwicz, for whose daughter Eva he conceived an affection that is reflected in the passion of Jacek Soplica for the Pantlers only child. On the outbreak of the insurrection in Warsaw, at the end of the year 1830, the poet meditated returning home to join the national forces; but he delayed his departure, and never came nearer the scene of action than Posen and its vicinity. The grief and discouragement caused by the failure of the insurrection, instead of crippling Mickiewicz powers, seemed to spur him on to new activity. During 1833 he wrote a continuation of The Forefathers, in an entirely different tone from that of his youthful poem of ten years before. The action is based on the persecution by the Russian authorities of the Polish students in Wilno; the lovelorn Gustaw of the earlier poem is transformed into the patriotic martyr Konrad. In this same year he settled in Paris, along with many other Polish exiles or emigrants, who were made homeless by the downfall of the national cause, and who, if the truth be said, were split up into bitterly hostile factions. Mickiewicz was now beginning to assume the role of prophet and seer. For the reproof and instruction of his fellow-countrymen he composed his Books of the Polish Nation and of the Polish Pilgrimage, a mystical work, written in biblical prose, and intended to bring comfort and harmony to the distracted exiles. In Paris also, in the course of about fourteen months (1832-34), he wrote Pan Tadeusz, his greatest poem  and (with insignificant exceptions) his last.

The story of Mickiewicz closing years may be passed over very briefly. In 1834 he married; his wife was subject to attacks of insanity, and all his later life was saddened by the struggle with misfortune and poverty. In 1840 he was called to a newly founded professorship of Slavic literature at the Collège de France. His lectures as holder of this chair are the only literary work of great importance that he produced during this last period of his life. Soon after the completion of Pan Tadeusz he had become absorbed by a religious mysticism that caused him to turn entirely aside from poetry. In 1841 he fell under the influence of Andrzej Towianski, a teacher who announced himself as the prophet of a new religion. His acceptance and promulgation of a doctrine which was pronounced heretical by the Catholic Church, and which inculcated a religious reverence for Napoleonic traditions, made it impossible for the French government to retain his services in a government institution, and in 1844 he was deprived of his professorship. The accession to power of Napoleon III. filled him with new hopes. In 1855 he journeyed to Constantinople, wishing to aid in the war against Russia, and there he died of the cholera. His remains, first laid to rest in Paris, were transferred in 1890 to the cathedral at Cracow.

Pan Tadeusz was not the result of a momentary inspiration, but grew gradually under the authors hand. On December 8, 1832, he wrote to a friend: I am now at work on a poem of life among the gentry, in the style of Hermann and Dorothea. I have already jotted down a thousand verses. He had evidently planned a village idyl of no great length, probably based on the love of Thaddeus and Zosia. In a draft of the first book that is still preserved, Thaddeus sees on the wall a picture of Joseph Poniatowski at the battle of Leipzig (October 19, 1813), riding a mettled steed but stricken with a mortal wound. Thus the action of the poem could not have taken place earlier than 1814. Later, Mickiewicz threw back the time of his action to the autumn of 1811 and the spring of 1812; thus, by giving his poem a political background in the invasion of Russia by Napoleon, he transformed his village idyl into a national epic. The Monk Robak, or Jacek Soplica, and not his commonplace son Thaddeus, now became the real hero of the poem. Nor was this hero wholly a product of the writers invention. There has recently been discovered a petition by Mikolaj Mickiewicz, the father of the poet, praying the authorities to grant him protection from one Jan Soplica, a man of criminal sort, who had slain the uncle of the petitioner and was now threatening to kill the whole Mickiewicz family and burn their house. With the character of this person the description of Jacek Soplicas early years agrees as closely as his name. Mickiewicz even mentions his own kindred as the ancestral enemies of the Soplicas (page 45). Yet one of that hated family he now made the hero of his greatest poem. By introducing him in the guise of Father Robak, repentant and striving to atone for past misdeeds through heroic service to his country, he infused into his poem a romantic charm. The mystery surrounding this figure connects Pan Tadeusz, an epic that is truly classic in its dignified elevation and restraint of feeling, with Konrad Wallenrod, a romantic tale conceived in the spirit of Byronic passion.

In the work of Mickiewicz as a whole two characteristics predominate: a great intensity of feeling, which sometimes sinks into sentimentality, and at others rises into lyric fervour; and a wonderful truth, not only to the general impressions of his experience, but to the actual concrete facts of it, even to such trifles as the names of persons and places. Thus The Forefathers, despite all its fantastic elements, reproduces many incidents in which the poet himself was concerned. Furthermore, in certain works, as in his early tale Grazyna, Mickiewicz had shown a wonderful ability suddenly to detach himself from passing currents of emotion and to rise into regions of Olympian calm, giving to his work a classic, rounded completeness worthy of Grecian art. All these aspects of his genius are present in Pan Tadeusz. Echoes of the poets personal emotion are heard in Jaceks tale of his passion for Eva; and an ardent love of country permeates the poem and breaks out again and again with lyric force. On the other hand the book is faithful to reality in its picture of Lithuanian manners and customs; the great romantic poet is at the same time the first realistic novelist of Poland. Minor details beyond number are introduced from the writers personal recollections; even the Jews playing of the dulcimer the poet had heard in St. Petersburg from the famous Silbermann. Through the whole book runs a humour not often found elsewhere in Mickiewicz; the reports of the debates in Jankiels tavern and in Dobrzyn hamlet are masterly in their blending of kindly pleasantry with photographic fidelity to truth. The poet sees the ludicrous side of the Warden, the Chamberlain, the Seneschal, and the other Don Quixotes who fill his pages, and yet he loves them with the most tender affection. In his descriptions of external nature  of the Lithuanian forests or of the scene around Soplicowo on the moonlight night just before the foray  Mickiewicz shows a genius for throwing a glamour of poetic beauty over the face of common things such as has never been surpassed. Finally, the whole poem is perfect in its proportions; from its homely beginning, with pictures of rural simplicity and old-fashioned hospitality, it swells into rustic grandeur in the panorama of the hunt, and at last reaches the most poignant tragedy in the scene about the death-bed of Jacek Soplica: then, lest the impression should be one of total sadness, the narrative concludes with the magnificent epilogue of the last two books, full of hopes of rescue for Poland, full of gaiety and courage. A large epic calm pervades the whole. The age-long conflict between Pole and Muscovite is the theme of the epic, but the tone is not that of passionate hatred and revolt such as fills The Forefathers; human kindliness breathes through the whole work; not indignation and rebellion, but faith, hope, and love are at its foundation.

This brief introduction may fitly close with some verses that Mickiewicz wrote as an epilogue for Pan Tadeusz, but which he never finally revised and which were never printed during his lifetime. Since his death they have most frequently been inserted as a prologue to the poem rather than as an epilogue.

What can be my thoughts, here on the streets of Paris, when I bring home from the city ears filled with noise, with curses and lies, with untimely plans, belated regrets, and hellish quarrels?

Alas for us deserters, that in time of pestilence, timid souls, we fled to foreign lands! For wherever we trod, terror went before us, and in every neighbour we found an enemy; at last they have bound us in chains, firmly and closely, and they bid us give up the ghost as quickly as may be.

But if this world has no ear for their sorrows, if at each moment fresh tidings overwhelm them, reverberating from Poland like a graveyard bell; if their jailers wish them an early doom and their enemies beckon them from afar like grave-diggers; if even in Heaven they see no hope  then it is no marvel that they loathe men, the world, themselves; that, losing their reason from their long tortures, they spit upon themselves and consume one another.

* * * * * *

I longed to pass by in my flight, bird of feeble wing  to pass by regions of storm and thunder, and to search out only pleasant shade and fair weather  the days of my childhood, and my home gardens.

* * * * * *

One happiness remains: when in a grey hour you sit by the fireside with a few of your friends and lock the door against the uproar of Europe, and escape in thought to happier times, and muse and dream of your own land.



But of that blood that was shed so lately, of the tears which have flooded the face of all Poland, of the glory that not yet has ceased resounding: of these to think we had never the heart! For the nation is in such anguish that even Valour, when he turns his gaze on its torture, can do naught but wring the hands.

* * * * * *

Those generations black with mourning  that air heavy with so many curses  there  thought dared not turn its flight to a sphere dreadful even to the birds of thunder.

* * * * * *

O Mother Poland! Thou wast so lately laid in the grave. No man has the strength to speak of thee!

* * * * * *

Ah! whose lips can dare to fancy that to-day they will at last find the magic word that will soften marble-like despair, that will lift the stony lid from mens hearts, and will open eyes heavy with so many tears?

Some time  when the lions of vengeance shall cease to roar, when the blare of the trumpet shall be stilled, when the ranks shall be broken, when our eagles with a flight like lightning shall settle on the ancient boundaries of Boleslaw the Brave, and, eating their fill of corpses, shall be drenched with blood, and finally fold their wings to rest; when the last enemy shall give forth a cry of pain, become silent, and proclaim liberty to the world: then, crowned with oak leaves, throwing aside their swords, our knights will seat themselves unarmed and deign to hear songs. When the world envies their present fortune they will have leisure to hear of the past! Then they will weep over the fate of their fathers, and then those tears will not soil their cheeks.

To-day, for us, unbidden guests in the world, in all the past and in all the future  to-day there is but one region in which there is a crumb of happiness for a Pole: the land of his childhood! That land will ever remain holy and pure as first love; undisturbed by the remembrance of errors, not undermined by the deceitfulness of hopes, and unchanged by the stream of events.

* * * * * *

Gladly would I greet with my thoughts those lands where I rarely wept and never gnashed my teeth; lands of my childhood, where one roamed over the world as through a meadow, and among the flowers knew only those that were lovely and fair, throwing aside the poisonous, and not glancing at the useful.

That land, happy, poor, and narrow; as the world is Gods, so that was our own! How everything there belonged to us, how I remember all that surrounded us, from the linden that with its magnificent crown afforded shade to the children of the whole village, down to every stream and stone; how every cranny of the land was familiar to us, as far as the houses of our neighbours  the boundary line of our realm!

And if at times a Muscovite made his appearance, he left behind him only the memory of a fair and glittering uniform, for we knew the serpent only by his skin.

And only the dwellers in those lands have remained true to me until now; some as faithful friends, some as trusty allies! For who dwelt there? Mother, brothers, kindred, good neighbours! When one of them passed away, how tenderly did they speak of him! How many memories, what long-continued sorrow, in that land where a servant is more devoted to his master than in other countries a wife to her husband; where a soldier sorrows longer over his weapons than here a son over his father; where they weep longer and more sincerely over a dog than here the people weep for a hero!

And in those days my friends aided my speech and cast me word after word for my songs; like the fabled cranes on the wild island, which flew in spring over the enchanted palace and heard the loud lament of an enchanted boy: each bird threw the boy a single feather; he made him wings and returned to his own people.

* * * * * *

O, if some time I might attain this joy  that this book might find shelter beneath roofs of thatch, and that the village girls, as they spin and turn the wheel, humming the while their much-loved verses, of the girl who so loved to make music that while fiddling she lost her geese, or of the orphan, who, fair as the dawn, went to drive home the birds at eventide  if even those village girls might take into their hands this book, simple as their songs!

So in my own day, along with the village sports, they sometimes read aloud, under the linden tree on the green, the song of Justina, or the story of Wieslaw; and the bailiff, dozing at the table, or the steward, or even the master of the farm, did not forbid us to read; he himself would deign to listen, and would interpret the harder places to the younger folk; he praised the beauties and forgave the faults.

And the young folk envied the fame of the bards, which in their own land still echoes through the woods and the fields; of bards to whom dearer than the laurel of the Capitol is a wreath plaited by the hands of a village girl, of blue cornflowers and green rue.


LIST OF THE PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS IN PAN TADEUSZ WITH NOTES ON POLISH PRONUNCIATION

The principal characters in Pan Tadeusz are as follows. The approximate pronunciation of each proper name is indicated in brackets, according to the system used in Websters New International Dictionary.

Thaddeus (Tadeusz) Soplica [Ta-dĕōōsh Sŏ-plētsä].

Jacek Soplica, his father [Yätsĕk],

Judge Soplica, brother of Jacek.

Telimena, a distant relative of the Soplicas and of

the Horeszkos [Tĕ-lĭ-mĕnä, Hŏ-rĕshkŏ].

Zosia, ward of Telimena [Zŏshä],

Hreczecha, the Seneschal [Hrĕ-chĕhä].

The Chamberlain.

Protazy Brzechalski, the Apparitor [Prŏ-täzĭ Bzhĕ-hälskĭ].

The Assessor.

Bolesta, the Notary [Bŏ-lĕstä].

The Count, a distant relative of the Horeszko

family.

Gerwazy Rembajlo, the Warden, formerly a servant

of the Horeszko family [Gĕr-väzĭ Rĕm-baĭwŏ].

Rykov, a Russian captain [Rĭkŏf].

Jankiel, a Jew [Yänkyĕl].

Maciej (Maciek) Dobrzynski [Mächā (Mächĕk)

Dŏb-zhĭnskĭ].



Sprinkler (also called Baptist), Bucket, Buzzard,

Razor, Awl, the Prussian: all members of

the Dobrzynski clan.

Henryk Dombrowski [Hĕnrĭk Dŏm-brŏfskĭ].

Otton-Karol Kniaziewicz [Ŏttŏn-Kärŏl Knyä-zhĕvĭch].

The following names are frequently mentioned in the poem: Kosciuszko [Kŏ-shchōōshkŏ], Rejtan [Rätän], Mickiewicz [Mits-kyĕvĭch]. Note also the words wojewoda [vŏ-yĕ-vŏda] and kontusz [kŏntōōsh].

Polish names in this book are generally given in their original spelling, except that the diacritical marks used on many letters in the Polish alphabet are here omitted, and that on (or om) and en (or em) are substituted for the nasal vowels indicated in Polish by a with a cedilla and e with a cedilla. But the English names Thaddeus, Sophia, Eva, Rosa, Thomas, and Joseph have been substituted for the Polish forms Tadeusz, Zofia, Ewa, Roza, Tomasz, and Jozef. (Yet the Polish title of the poem, Pan Tadeusz, has been left unchanged, as it has become widely known through works on Poland, and as a suitable substitute for it is hard to find: Pan Thaddeus would be a displeasing hybrid.) The few Russian names that occur are given as though transliterated from the Russian, not in the Polish form: Suvorov, not Suwarow.

The Polish Pan, Pani, and Panna correspond roughly to the English Mr., Mrs., and Miss. But Pani may be used of unmarried women of high social station; it is regularly applied to Telimena, and once, by the reverent Gerwazy, even to little Zosia (page 320).

As an aid to the pronunciation of the minor names the following directions may be of some service:  



Accent all names on the penult, or next to the last syllable.

Pronounce cz as ch, sz as sh, rz as zh (azure), j as y (aj, ej, oj as ī, ā, oi). W is ordinarily pronounced as v, but before surd consonants it has the sound f. Ch is pronounced as in German, but before vowels it need not be distinguished from the English h. The Polish l has two values, one of which resembles the English l, while the other (the crossed l) approximates to the English w. S is ordinarily pronounced as in English, but before i it has a sound somewhat like sh; si before a vowel (as in Zosia) has the same sound, the i not being pronounced, but serving as an indication of the soft pronunciation of the preceding sibilant. In the same circumstances z (and zi) are pronounced somewhat like zh. The Polish alphabet also contains a dotted z (here represented by plain z) which is pronounced like zh. Dz before i (and dzi before a vowel) are pronounced somewhat like English j in jet. C is ordinarily pronounced like ts, but c before i (and ci before a vowel) are sounded somewhat like ch.

The vowels may be given the familiar Italian values; y need not be distinguished from i. (But on i as a diacritical sign, modifying a preceding sibilant, see the preceding paragraph.) Furthermore, i following a consonant (not a sibilant) and preceding a vowel, is pronounced like y, as in Jankiel (Yänkyĕl).

These rules, it must be said, are incomplete and inexact to a degree that will shock any person with a scientific knowledge of Polish pronunciation. In the present instance brevity seemed of more importance than strict accuracy.


BOOK I.  THE FARM

ARGUMENT

Return of the young master  A first meeting in the chamber, a second at table  The Judges weighty lecture on courtesy  The Chamberlains political remarks on fashions  Beginning of the quarrel over Bobtail and Falcon  Lamentations of the Seneschal  The last Apparitor  Glance at the political conditions of Lithuania and Europe at this period.

Lithuania, my country, thou art like health; how much thou shouldst be prized only he can learn who has lost thee. To-day thy beauty in all its splendour I see and describe, for I yearn for thee.

Holy Virgin, who protectest bright Czenstochowa and shinest above the Ostra Gate in Wilno! Thou who dost shelter the castle of Nowogrodek with its faithful folk! As by miracle thou didst restore me to health in my childhood  when, offered by my weeping mother to thy protection, I raised my dead eyelids, and could straightway walk to the threshold of thy shrine to thank God for the life returned me  so by miracle thou wilt return us to the bosom of our country. Meanwhile bear my grief-stricken soul to those wooded hills, to those green meadows stretched far and wide along the blue Niemen; to those fields painted with various grain, gilded with wheat, silvered with rye; where grows the amber mustard, the buckwheat white as snow, where the clover glows with a maidens blush, where all is girdled as with a ribbon by a strip of green turf on which here and there rest quiet pear-trees.

Amid such fields years ago, by the border of a brook, on a low hill, in a grove of birches, stood a gentlemans mansion, of wood, but with a stone foundation; the white walls shone from afar, the whiter since they were relieved against the dark green of the poplars that sheltered it against the winds of autumn. The dwelling-house was not large, but it was spotlessly neat, and it had a mighty barn, and near it were three stacks of hay that could not be contained beneath the roof; one could see that the neighbourhood was rich and fertile. And one could see from the number of sheaves that up and down the meadows shone thick as stars  one could see from the number of ploughs turning up early the immense tracts of black fallow land that evidently belonged to the mansion, and were tilled well like garden beds, that in that house dwelt plenty and order. The gate wide-open proclaimed to passers-by that it was hospitable, and invited all to enter as guests.

A young gentleman had just entered in a two-horse carriage, and, after making a turn about the yard, he stopped before the porch and descended; his horses, left to themselves, slowly moved towards the gate, nibbling the grass. The mansion was deserted, for the porch doors were barred and the bar fastened with a pin. The traveller did not run to make inquiries at the farmhouse but opened the door and ran into the mansion, for he was eager to greet it. It was long since he had seen the house, for he had been studying in a distant city and had at last finished his course. He ran in and gazed with eager emotion upon the ancient walls, his old friends. He sees the same furniture, the same hangings with which he had loved to amuse himself from babyhood, but they seemed less beautiful and not so large as of old. And the same portraits hung upon the walls. Here Kosciuszko, in his Cracow coat, with his eyes raised to heaven, held his two-handed sword; such was he when on the steps of the altar he swore that with this sword he would drive the three powers from Poland or himself would fall upon it. Farther on sat Rejtan, in Polish costume, mourning the loss of liberty; in his hands he held a knife with the point turned against his breast, and before him lay Phaedo and The Life of Cato. Still farther on Jasinski, a fair and melancholy youth, and his faithful comrade Korsak stand side by side on the entrenchments of Praga, on heaps of Muscovites, hewing down the enemies of their country  but around them Praga is already burning.

He recognised even the tall old musical clock in its wooden case near the chamber door, and with childish joy he pulled at the string, in order to hear Dombrowskis old mazurka.

He ran about the whole house and searched for the room that had been his own when he was a child, ten years before. He entered, drew back, and surveyed the walls with astonished eyes: could this room be a womans lodgings? Who could live here? His old uncle was unmarried, and his aunt had dwelt for years in St. Petersburg. Could that be the housekeepers chamber? A piano? On it music and books; all abandoned in careless confusion: sweet disorder!



Not old could the hands have been that had so abandoned them! There too, a white gown, freshly taken from the hook to put on, was spread upon the arm of a chair. In the windows were pots of fragrant flowers: geraniums, asters, gillyflowers, and violets. The traveller stepped to one of the windows  a new marvel was before him. On the bank of the brook, in a spot once overgrown with nettles, was a tiny garden intersected by paths, full of clumps of English grass and of mint. The slender wooden fence, fashioned into a monogram, shone with ribbons of gay daisies. Evidently the beds had but just been sprinkled; there stood the tin watering-pot full of water, but the fair gardener could nowhere be seen. She had only now departed; the little gate, freshly touched, was still trembling; near the gate could be seen on the sand the print of a small foot that had been without shoe or stocking  on the fine dry sand, white as snow; the print was clear but light; you guessed that it was left in quick running by the tiny feet of some one who scarce touched the ground.

The traveller stood long in the window gazing and musing, breathing in the fragrance of the flowers. He bent down his face to the violet plants; he followed the paths with his curious eyes and again gazed on the tiny footprints; he kept thinking of them and trying to guess whose they were. By chance he raised his eyes, and there on the wall stood a young girl  her white garment hid her slender form only to the breast, leaving bare her shoulders and her swans neck. Such attire a Lithuanian maiden is wont to wear only early in the day; in such she is never seen by men. So, though there was no witness near, she had folded her arms on her breast, in order to add a veil to her low garment. Her hair, not spread out in loose ringlets but twisted in little knots and wrapped in small white curl-papers, marvellously adorned her head, for in the sunlight it shone like a crown on the image of a saint. Her face could not be seen, for she had turned towards the meadow, and with her eyes was seeking some one far off, below her. She caught sight of him, laughed, and clapped her hands; like a white bird she flew from the wall to the turf, and flashed through the garden, over stiles and flowers, and over a board supported on the wall of the chamber; before the young man was aware, she had flown in through the window, glittering, swift, and light as a moonbeam. Humming to herself, she seized the gown and ran to the mirror; suddenly she saw the youth, and the gown fell from her hands and her face grew pale with fright and wonder. The face of the traveller flamed with a rosy blush, as a cloud when it is touched with the morning glow; the modest youth half closed his eyes and hid them with his hand; he wished to speak and ask for pardon, but only bowed and stepped back. The maiden uttered a pitiful, indistinct cry, like a child frightened in its sleep; the traveller looked up in alarm, but she was there no longer; he departed in confusion and felt the loud beating of his heart; he knew not whether this strange meeting should cause him amusement or shame or joy.

Meanwhile in the farmhouse they had not failed to notice that some new guest had driven up before the porch. They had already taken the horses to the stable and already, as befits an honourable house, had given them generously of oats and hay, for the Judge was never willing to adopt the new fashion of sending a guests horse to a Jews inn. The servants had not come out to welcome the traveller, but do not think that in the Judges mansion service was careless; the servants were waiting until the Seneschal should attire him, who now behind the mansion was arranging for the supper. He took the place of the master, and in his absence was wont himself to welcome and entertain guests, being a distant relative of the master and a friend of the house. Seeing the guest, he stealthily made his way to the farmhouse, for he could not come out to greet the stranger in a homespun dressing-gown; there he put on as quickly as he might his Sunday garment, made ready since early morning, for since morning he had known that at supper he should sit with a multitude of guests.

The Seneschal recognised the traveller from afar, spread out his arms, and with a cry embraced and kissed him. Then began a hurried, confused discourse, in which they were eager to tell the events of many years in a few brief words, mingled, as the tale went forward, with queries, exclamations, and new greetings. When the Seneschal had asked his fill of questions, at the very last he told the story of that day.

It is good, my Thaddeus,  for so they called the young man, whose first name had been given him in honour of Kosciuszko, as a token that he was born at the time of the war it is good, my Thaddeus, that you have returned home this day, just when we have with us so many fair young ladies. Your uncle is thinking of soon celebrating your marriage. You have a wide choice: at our house a numerous company has for days been gathering for the session of the territorial court, to conclude our ancient quarrel with the Count. The Count himself is to arrive to-morrow; the Chamberlain is already here with his wife and daughters. The young men have gone to the wood to amuse themselves shooting, and the old men and the women are looking at the harvest near the wood, where they are doubtless awaiting the young men. Come on, if you wish, and soon we shall meet your dear uncle, the Chamberlain, and the honoured ladies.

The Seneschal and Thaddeus walked along the road towards the wood and could not say enough to each other. The sun was approaching the end of his course in the sky and shone less strongly but more broadly than by day, all reddened, as the healthy face of a husbandman, when, after finishing his work in the fields, he returns to rest: already the gleaming circle was descending on the summit of the grove, and already the misty twilight, filling the tips and the branches of the trees, bound and, as it were, fused the whole forest into one mass, and the grove showed black like an immense building, and the sun red above it like a fire on the roof; then the sun sank; it still shone through the branches, as a candle through the chinks of window shutters; then it was extinguished. And suddenly the scythes that were ringing far and wide among the grain, and the rakes that were being drawn over the meadow, became quiet and still; such were the orders of the Judge, on whose farm work closed with the day. The Lord of the world knows how long we should toil; when the sun, his workman, descends from heaven, it is time for the husbandman to withdraw from the field. So the Judge was wont to speak, and the will of the Judge was sacred to the honest Steward; for even the waggons on which they had already begun to load the sheaves of grain, went unfilled to the stable; the oxen rejoiced in the unaccustomed lightness of their load.

The whole company was just returning from the grove, gaily, but in order; first the little children with their tutor, then the Judge with the wife of the Chamberlain; beside them the Chamberlain, surrounded by his family; after the older people came the young ladies, with the young men beside them; the young ladies walked a half-step before the young men: so decorum bids. No one there had arranged the order, no one had so placed the gentlemen and the ladies, but each without conscious thought kept the order: for the Judge in his household observed the ancient customs, and never allowed that respect should be neglected for age, birth, intelligence, or office: By such breeding, said he, houses and nations win fame, and with its fall, houses and nations go to ruin. So the household and the servants grew accustomed to order; and a passing guest, whether kinsman or stranger, when he visited the Judge, as soon as he had been there a short time, accepted the established ways of which all about him breathed.

Short were the greetings that the Judge bestowed upon his nephew. With dignity he offered him his hand to salute, and kissing him on the temple he gave him a hearty welcome; though out of regard for the guests he talked little with him, one could see from the tears that he quickly wiped away with the sleeve of his kontusz, how he loved young Thaddeus.

After the master all, both men and beasts, were returning home together from the harvest fields and from the grove, from the meadows and from the pastures. Here a flock of bleating sheep squeezed into the lane and raised a cloud of dust; behind them slowly stepped a herd of Tyrolese heifers with brazen bells; there the horses neighing rushed home from the freshly mown meadow. All ran to the well, of which the wooden sweep ceaselessly creaked and filled the trough.

The Judge, though wearied, and though surrounded by guests, did not neglect the weighty duties of his farm, but himself went to the well: at evening a farmer can best see how his stable prospers, and never entrusts that care to servants  for the Judge knew that the masters eye fattens the horse.

The Seneschal and Protazy the Apparitor were standing in the hall, lanterns in hand, and were arguing with some warmth, for in the Seneschals absence the Apparitor had secretly ordered the supper tables to be carried out from the mansion and to be set up hastily in the old castle of which the remains could be seen near the wood. Why this transfer? The Seneschal made wry faces and begged the Judges pardon; the Judge was amazed, but the thing had been done; it was already late and difficult to correct it; he preferred to make excuses to his guests and to lead them to the ruins. On the way the Apparitor kept explaining to the Judge why he had altered his masters arrangements: on the farm no room was spacious enough for so many guests  and guests of such high station; in the castle the great hall was still well preserved, the vaulted roof was whole  to be sure one wall was cracked and the windows were without panes, but in summer that would do no harm; the nearness of the cellars was convenient for the servants. So speaking, he winked at the Judge; it was evident from his mien that he had other, more important reasons, but concealed them.



The castle stood two thousand paces from the mansion, of stately architecture, and of imposing bulk, the ancestral home of the ancient house of the Horeszkos. The owner had perished at the time of the disorders in the country; the domain had been entirely ruined by the sequestrations of the government, by the carelessness of the guardians, and by the verdicts of the courts; part had fallen to distant relatives on the female side, the rest had been divided among the creditors. No one wished to take the castle, for a simple gentleman could hardly afford the cost of maintaining it; but the Count, a rich young noble and a distant relative of the Horeszkos, when he became of age and returned home from his travels to live near by, took a fancy to the walls, explaining that they were of Gothic architecture, though the Judge from documents tried to convince him that the architect was from Wilno and not a Goth. At all events the Count wished to have the castle, and suddenly the same desire seized the Judge, no one could tell why. They began a suit in the district court, then in the court of appeal, before the Senate, again in the district court and before the governors council; finally after great expense of money, and numerous decrees, the case returned again to the court of domains.

The Apparitor said rightly that in the hall of the castle there was room both for the gentlemen of the bar and for the invited guests. This hall was as large as a refectory, and it had a vaulted roof supported on pillars, and a stone flooring; the walls were unadorned, but clean. Upon them were fastened the horns of stags and roes, with inscriptions telling where and when these trophies had been obtained; there too were engraved the armorial bearings of the hunters, with the name of each written out in full; on the ceiling gleamed the Half-Goat, the arms of the Horeszkos.

The guests entered in order and stood about the table. The Chamberlain took his place at the head; this honour befitted him from his age and his office; advancing to it he bowed to the ladies, the old men, and the young men. By him took his station a Bernardine monk, a collector of alms for his order, and next the Bernardine was the Judge. The Bernardine pronounced a short grace in Latin, brandy was passed to the gentlemen; then all sat down, and silently and with relish they ate the cold Lithuanian salad of beet leaves.

Thaddeus, though a young man, by virtue of being a guest, had a seat at the head of the table, with the ladies, beside His Honour the Chamberlain; between him and his uncle there remained one empty place, which seemed to be awaiting some one. The uncle often glanced at this place and then at the door, as though he were assured of some ones coming and desired it; and Thaddeus followed his uncles glance to the door, and with him fixed his eyes on the empty seat. Marvellous to relate, the places round about were occupied by maidens on whom a prince might have gazed without shame, all of them high born, and every one young and pretty; but Thaddeus kept looking at that spot where no one was sitting. That place was a riddle; young people love riddles. Distraught, to his fair neighbour the Chamberlains daughter he said only a few scattering words; he did not change her plate or fill her glass, and he did not entertain the young ladies with polite discourse such as would have shown his city breeding. That one empty place allured him and dazzled him; it was no longer empty, for he had filled it with his thoughts. Over that place ran a thousand guesses, as after a rain, little toads hop hither and thither over a lonely meadow; among them one form was queen, like a water lily on a fair day raising its white brow above the surface of a lake.

The third course was being served. The Chamberlain, pouring a drop of wine into Panna Rosas glass and passing a plate of cucumbers to his younger daughter, said: I must wait on you myself, my dear daughters, though I am old and clumsy. Thereat several young men started up from the table and served the young ladies. The Judge, throwing a sidelong glance at Thaddeus and adjusting somewhat the sleeves of his kontusz, poured out some Hungarian wine and spoke thus:  

To-day, as the new fashion bids us, we send our young men to the capital to study, and I do not deny that our sons and grandsons have more book learning than their elders; but each day I perceive how our young men suffer because there are no schools that teach how to conduct oneself in polite society. Of old, the young gentry went to the courts of the lords; I myself was for ten years a member of the household of the Wojewoda, the father of His Honour the Chamberlain. (As he said this he pressed the Chamberlains knees.) By his counsels he fitted me for the public service, and did not dismiss me from his care until he had made a man of me. In my home his memory will ever be dear; each day do I pray God for his soul. If at his court I profited less than others, and since my return have been ploughing the fields at home, while others, more worthy of the regard of the Wojewoda, have since attained the highest offices in the land, at least this much I profited, that in my home no one will ever reproach me for failing to show respect or courtesy to all  and boldly do I say it, courtesy is not an easy science, nor one of slight account. Not easy, for it is not confined to moving ones legs gracefully in bowing or to greeting with a smile each man one meets; for such fashionable courtesy seems to me that of a merchant, not that of old Poland, nor that of a true gentleman. Courtesy should be extended to all, but for each it is different; for not without courtesy is the love of children for their parents, or the regard paid by a husband to his wife in society, or that of a master for his servants, and yet each sort of courtesy has its distinctive mark. One must study long in order without mistake to pay to each his due respect. And our elders did study: in noble mansions the discourse furnished the listener a living history of his land, and the talk among the gentry formed the household annals of the county. Thereby a brother gentleman was made to feel that all knew of him and did not esteem him lightly; so a gentleman kept a watch upon his own habits. But to-day you must ask no man who he is or of what parents, with whom he has lived or what he has done. Every man enters where he will, so long as he be not a government spy or a beggar. As Vespasian did not smell of money, and cared not to know whence it came, from what hands or lands, so now they care not to know a mans family or habits. It suffices that he be of full weight and that the stamp be seen upon him; thus men value friends as Jews value money.

While speaking thus, the Judge surveyed his guests in order; for though he always spoke fluently and with discretion, he knew that the youth of to-day are impatient, that they are bored by long speeches, even by the most eloquent. But all were listening in deep silence; the Judge with his eye seemed to take counsel of the Chamberlain; the Chamberlain did not interrupt the speech by praise, but with a frequent nodding of his head he assented to it. The Judge ceased speaking, the other with a nod begged him to continue. So the Judge filled the Chamberlains beaker and his own cup, and spoke further:  

Courtesy is no slight thing: when a man learns to respect as is fitting the age, birth, virtues, and ways of others, at the same time he comes to recognise also his own dignity; as in weighing with scales, in order to learn our own weight, we must put some one in the opposite pan. And worthy of your especial attention is the courtesy that young men owe to the fair sex, above all when the distinction of family, and the generosity of fortune heighten inborn charms and talents. Through courtesy is the path to the affections, and by it houses are joined in splendid union  thus thought our elders. And therefore  

Here the Judge with a sudden turn of his head nodded at Thaddeus and bestowed on him a stern glance; it was evident that he had now reached the climax of his speech.

Thereupon the Chamberlain tapped his golden snuffbox and said:  

My dear Judge, in former times it was still worse. At present I know not whether the fashion changes even us old men, or whether the young men are better than before, but I see less cause of scandal. Ah, I remember the times when on our fatherland there first descended the fashion of imitating the French; when suddenly brisk young gentlemen from foreign lands swarmed in upon us in a horde worse than the Nogai Tatars, abusing here, in our country, God, the faith of our fathers, our law and customs, and even our ancient garments. Pitiable was it to behold the yellow-faced puppies, talking through their noses  and often without noses  stuffed with brochures and newspapers of various sorts, and proclaiming new faiths, laws, and toilets. That rabble had a mighty power over minds, for when the Lord God sends punishment on a nation he first deprives its citizens of reason. And so the wiser heads dared not resist the fops, and the whole nation feared them as some pestilence, for within itself it already felt the germs of disease. They cried out against the dandies but took pattern by them; they changed faith, speech, laws, and costumes. That was a masquerade, the licence of the Carnival season, after which was soon to follow the Lent of slavery.

I remember,  though then I was but a little child,  when the Cup-Bearers son came to visit my father in the district of Oszmiana, in a French carriage; he was the first man in Lithuania who wore French clothes. Everybody ran after him as after a buzzard; they envied the house before the threshold of which the Cup-Bearers son halted his two-wheeled chaise, which passed by the French name of cabriolet. Within it sat two dogs instead of footmen, and on the box a German, lean as a board; his long legs, thin as hop-poles, were clad in stockings, and shoes with silver buckles; the tail of his wig was tied up in a sack. The old men burst out laughing at that equipage, but the country boors crossed themselves, saying that a Venetian devil was travelling abroad in a German carriage. To describe the son of the Cup-Bearer himself would be a long story; suffice it to say that he seemed to us an ape or a parrot in a great peruke, which he liked to compare to the Golden Fleece, and we to elf-locks. At that time even if any one felt that the Polish costume was more comely than this aping of a foreign fashion, he kept silent, for the young men would have cried out that he was hindering culture, that he was checking progress, that he was a traitor. Such at that time was the power of prejudice!

The Cup-Bearers son announced that he was going to reform us and introduce order and civilisation; he proclaimed to us that some eloquent Frenchmen had made a discovery, that all men are equal  though this was written long ago in Holy Writ and every parish priest prates of it from the pulpit. The doctrine was ancient, the question was of its application. But at that time such general blindness prevailed that they did not believe the oldest things in the world if they did not read of them in a French newspaper. The Cup-Bearers son, despite equality, had taken the title of marquis. It is well known that titles come from Paris, and at that time the title of marquis was in fashion there; however, when in the course of years the fashion changed, this same marquis took the title of democrat; finally, with the changing fashion, under Napoleon, the democrat arrived from Paris as a baron; if he had lived longer, perhaps he would have shifted again, and instead of a baron would have called himself once more a democrat. For Paris boasts of frequent changes of fashion, and whatever a Frenchman invents is dear to a Pole.

Thank God, that now if our young men go abroad, it is no longer for clothes, nor to seek new laws in wretched printing shops, nor to study eloquence in the cafes of Paris. For now Napoleon, a clever man and a swift, gives us no time to prate or to search for new fashions. Now there is the thunder of arms, and the hearts of us old men exult that the renown of the Poles is spreading so widely throughout the world; glory is ours already, and so we shall soon again have our Republic. From laurels always springs the tree of liberty. Only it is sad that for us the years drag on so long in idleness, and they are always so far away. It is so long to wait!, and even news is so scarce. Father Robak, he said in a lower voice to the Bernardine, I have heard that you have received tidings from beyond the Niemen; perhaps you know something of our army?

Not a thing, answered Robak with indifference; it was evident that he had not enjoyed listening to the talk. Politics bore me; if I have a letter from Warsaw, it is on business of our Order. That is the affair of us Bernardines; why should we talk of that at supper? Here there are laymen, whom such things do not concern.

So speaking, he looked askance at a Muscovite guest who was sitting among the banqueters; this was Captain Rykov, an old soldier who was quartered in a village hard by, and whom the Judge for courtesys sake had invited to the supper. Rykov ate with a relish, and had been mixing little in the conversation, but at the mention of Warsaw he raised his head and said, with a Russian accent, and with a few slips of expression:  

Chamberlain! Ah, sir, you are always curious about Bonaparte, and are always eager to hear from Warsaw. Ah, Fatherland! I am no spy, but I understand Polish.  Fatherland! I feel it all, I understand! You are Poles, I am Russian; just now we are not fighting  there is an armistice, so we are eating and drinking together. Often at the outposts our fellows will be chatting with the French and drinking brandy; when they cry Hurrah, then comes the cannonading. Theres a Russian proverb: I love the man I fight with; clasp your sweetheart to your heart, but beat her like a fur cloak. I say we shall have war. An adjutant of the staff came to Major Plut the day before yesterday: Get ready for the march! We shall move either against the Turks or the French. O, that Bonaparte is a rare bird! Now that Suvorov is gone maybe he will give us a drubbing. In our regiment we used to say, when we were marching against the French, that Bonaparte was a wizard  well, so was Suvorov a wizard too, so there were tricks against tricks. Once in battle, where did he disappear? To look for Bonaparte! But he changed himself into a fox, so Suvorov became a hound; so Bonaparte changed again into a cat; they started to claw each other, but Suvorov became a pony. Now notice what happened with Bonaparte finally  

Here Rykov broke off and began to eat. At that moment the servant came in with the fourth course, and suddenly the side doors were opened.

A new guest, young and fair, came in; her sudden appearance, her beauty and her carriage, her toilet, all attracted the eye. Everybody greeted her; evidently all except Thaddeus were acquainted with her. Her figure was fine and elegant, her bosom charming; her gown was of pink silk, low cut, and with short sleeves, the collar of lace. In her hands she twirled a fan for mere pastime, for it was not hot; the gilded fan as it waved spread around it a dense shower of sparks. Her head was like a milliners model; the hair was frizzled and curled and intertwined with pink ribbons; amid them a diamond, half hidden from sight, shone like a star in the tail of a comet. In a word it was a holiday toilet; several whispered that it was too elaborate for the country and for every day. Though her skirt was short, the eye could not see her feet, for she ran very swiftly, or rather she glided, like the puppets that on the Festival of the Three Kings boys hidden in booths slide to and fro. She ran in and, greeting all with a slight bow, was about to seat herself in the place reserved for her. That was difficult, for there were no chairs for the guests, who were sitting in four rows on four benches; either a whole row must move or she must climb over the bench. Skilfully she managed to squeeze in between two benches, and then between the table and the line of those seated at it she rolled on like a billiard ball. In her course she brushed past our young man, and, catching a flounce on some ones knee, slipped a little, and in her distraction supported herself on the shoulder of Thaddeus. Politely begging his pardon, she took her seat between him and his uncle, but she ate nothing; she only fanned herself, or twirled the handle of her fan, or adjusted her lace collar, or with a light touch of her hand smoothed her ringlets and the knots of bright ribbon among them.

This interruption of the conversation had lasted some four minutes. Meanwhile there had begun at the end of the table first gentle murmurs and then conversation in a subdued voice; the men were discussing their days hunting. Between the Assessor and the Notary there had arisen a stubborn and more and more noisy dispute over a bobtailed hound, in the ownership of which the Notary took pride, maintaining that this dog had caught the hare; while the Assessor was demonstrating, despite the arguments of the Notary, that that honour belonged to his own hound Falcon. They asked the opinion of the others; so all in turn took sides either for Bobtail or for Falcon, some as experts, others as eyewitnesses. At the opposite end of the table the Judge was saying in a low voice to his new neighbour: I beg your pardon, we had to sit down, it was impossible to put off supper till later; the guests were hungry, for they had had a long walk over the fields; and I thought that to-day you would not join us at table. After these words he talked quietly with the Chamberlain over a full winecup about political affairs.

Since both ends of the table were thus occupied, Thaddeus gazed intently at the unknown lady. He remembered that when he had first glanced at the place he had at once guessed for whom it was destined. He blushed, and his heart beat faster than its wont. So he now beheld, the solution of the mystery upon which he had pondered. So it had been ordained that by his side should sit that beauty whom he had seen in the twilight; to be sure she now seemed of taller stature, for she was in full dress, and costume may make one seem larger or smaller. But the hair of the first had seemed short and of a bright golden colour, while this lady had long, curling, raven tresses. The colour must have come from the suns rays, which at evenfall shed a glow over everything. At that time he had not noticed the girls face  she had vanished too quickly. But thought is wont to guess a lovely face; he had imagined that surely she must have black eyes, a fair complexion, and lips as red as twin cherries; in his neighbour he found such a face, such eyes, and such lips. In age perhaps there was the greatest difference; the little gardener had seemed to him a young girl, this lady was already of ripe years. But youth never asks beauty for its baptismal certificate; to a young man every woman is young, to a lad every beauty seems of his own age, and to an innocent boy every sweetheart seems a maiden.

Thaddeus, though he was now almost twenty years of age, and from childhood had dwelt in Wilno, a large city, had been under the charge of a priest, who looked after him and brought him up in the rules of strict old-fashioned virtue. Therefore Thaddeus brought home to his native heath a pure soul, a lively imagination, and an innocent heart, but at the same time no small desire to sow his wild oats. He had some time ago resolved that he would permit himself to enjoy in the country his long forbidden liberty; he knew that he was handsome, he felt himself young and vigorous; and as an inheritance from his parents he had received health and good spirits. His name was Soplica; all the Soplicas, as is well known, are large, strong, powerful men, apt at the soldiers trade, but less diligent over their books.

Thaddeus had not degenerated from his forebears; he rode well on horseback and walked well; he was not dull, but he had made little progress in his studies, though his uncle had spared nothing on his education. He liked better to shoot, or to practise with a sabre; he knew that they had intended to fit him for the army, that his father in his will had expressed this desire; while sitting in school he yearned constantly for the sound of the drum. But his uncle had suddenly changed his first intentions, and had sent him word to come home and to marry and take over the farming; he had promised to give him at first a little village, and later the whole estate.

All these virtues and good qualities of Thaddeus had attracted the gaze of his neighbour, an observant woman. She had measured his tall and shapely form, his strong shoulders, his broad chest, and she looked into his face, on which a blush rose as often as the young man met her eyes. For he had already entirely recovered from his first timidity, and looked on her with a bold glance, in which fire blazed; even so did she gaze on him, and their four pupils glowed opposite one another as do candles at the Advent mass.

She started a conversation with him in French. Thaddeus had returned from town, from school: so she asked his opinions about new books and authors, and from his answers derived new questions; she went so far as to speak of painting, of music, of dancing  even of sculpture! She proved herself equally familiar with the pencil, with tunes, and with books, until Thaddeus was petrified by so much learning, and feared that he might become the butt of ridicule, and stammered like a little lad before his teacher. Luckily the teacher was beautiful and lenient; his neighbour guessed the cause of his perturbation, and shifted the talk to less deep and difficult subjects, to the cares and troubles of existence in the country, and how one must amuse oneself, and how divide the time in order to make village life gay and pleasant. Thaddeus answered more boldly, and things went better; in a half-hour they were already fast friends, they even started jests and small quarrels. Finally she placed before him three little balls of bread, three persons to select from; he chose the nearest. The two daughters of the Chamberlain frowned at this; his neighbour laughed, but she did not tell him whom that happy ball was meant to signify.

At the other end of the table they were amusing themselves quite differently, for there the adherents of Falcon, suddenly gathering strength, descended pitilessly on the party of Bobtail. Mighty was the strife; they had not yet eaten the last courses; standing up and drinking, the two factions wrangled. But most terribly was the Notary ruffled  just like a blackcock; when he had once begun, he poured forth his speech without a pause, and adorned it most effectively by his gestures. (The Notary, Pan Bolesta, had once been a lawyer; they called him the preacher, because he was over fond of gestures.) Now he had placed his hands on his sides, extending his elbows backward, and from under his armpits he was thrusting forward his fingers and long nails, thereby representing two leashes of hounds. He was just concluding his speech:  

Hurrah! The Assessor and I let them go at once, at the very same time, as if the two triggers on a double-barrelled gun had been pressed by one finger. Hurrah! They started, and the hare like an arrow shot into the field; the dogs after him   (Here as he spoke he ran his hands over the table and with his fingers marvellously imitated the movement of the dogs) the dogs after him, and they headed him off a bit from the wood. Falcon rushed forward, a fleet dog, but with a poor head; he got the start of Bobtail by so much, a fingers breadth; I knew that he would miss. The hare was no common rogue; he made as if straight for the field, and after him the pack of hounds. The rogue of a hare I Once he knew that the dogs were in a bunch, pst! he went to the right, with a somersault, and after him the stupid hounds; but again, zip! to the left, in just two jumps. The dogs after him, zip! to the left, and my Bobtail, whack!

Shouting thus the Notary leaned over the table and ran his fingers clear to the other side, and screamed whack just over the ear of Thaddeus. Thaddeus and his neighbour, suddenly startled right in the middle of a conversation by this outburst, involuntarily withdrew their heads from each other, like treetops tied together, when the storm parts them; their hands, which had been lying close together under the table, quickly drew apart, and their two faces were clothed with a single blush.

It is true, my dear Notary, said Thaddeus, in order not to betray his embarrassment, it is true, without doubt; Bobtail is a finely built hound  if he is equally good at seizing the game.

Good at seizing! cried the Notary, my favourite dog; the idea of his not being good at seizing!

So Thaddeus once more expressed his pleasure that so handsome a dog had no fault; regretted that he had seen him only as he was returning from the wood, and that he had not had time to appreciate all his good points.

At this the Assessor trembled, dropped his wine-glass from his hand, and levelled at Thaddeus the glance of a basilisk. The Assessor was less noisy and less given to gestures than the Notary, thinner and shorter; but he was terrible at masquerade, ball, or village diet, for they said of him that he had a sting in his tongue. He could make up such witty jests that you might have had them printed in the almanac; they were all so malicious and pointed. He had formerly been a man of property, but he had entirely squandered his inheritance from his father, and his brothers estate as well, through cutting a figure in high society; now he had entered the service of the government, in order to be of some importance in the district. He was very fond of hunting, both for the sport of it and because the peal of the horn and the sight of the circle of beaters recalled to him the days of his youth, when he had kept many hunters and many famous hounds. Of his whole kennel but two dogs remained, and now they wanted to belittle the glory of one of these! So he approached, and, slowly stroking his side whiskers, said with a laugh  but it was a laugh full of poison:  

A hound without a tail is like a gentleman without an office. A tail is likewise a great help to a hound in running. And do you, sir, regard the lack of one as a proof of excellence? However, we may refer the matter to the judgment of your aunt. Though Pani Telimena has been living in the capital, and has only recently been visiting our neighbourhood, yet she knows more about hunting than do young sportsmen: for knowledge comes of itself with years.

Thaddeus, upon whom this thunderstorm had unexpectedly descended, arose in confusion, and for some moments said nothing, but looked upon his rival more and more terribly and sternly; at that moment by great good luck the Chamberlain sneezed twice. Vivat! cried everybody; he bowed to the company, and slowly tapped his snuffbox with his fingers. The snuffbox was of gold, set with diamonds, and in the middle of it was a portrait of King Stanislaw. The king himself had given it to the father of the Chamberlain; after his father the Chamberlain bore it worthily; whenever he tapped upon it, it was a sign that he wished to have the floor for a speech. All became silent, no one dared open his lips. He spoke:  

Honoured gentlemen, my beloved brothers, the woods and meadows alone are the hunters forum, therefore such matters I will not pass upon within doors, but I will dissolve our sitting until to-morrow, and will not permit further argument from either faction to-day. Apparitor, call the case for to-morrow in the field! To-morrow the Count too will be here with all his hunting train, and you, my neighbour Judge, will ride out with us, and Pani Telimena, and the young ladies and gentlemen; in a word we will form a great official hunting party, and the Seneschal, too, will not deny us his companionship.

So saying he offered his snuffbox to the old man.

The Seneschal had been sitting at the corner among the hunters; he had been listening with closed eyes, but had said not a word, although the young men had often inquired his opinion, for no one understood hunting better than he. He kept silent, weighed in his fingers the pinch of snuff that he had taken from the box, and meditated long before he finally used it; he sneezed until the whole room echoed, and shaking his head, he said with a bitter smile:  

O how this saddens and amazes me in my old age! What would the hunters of old times say of this, if they should see that amid so many gentlemen, in so large a gathering, disputes over a hounds tail had to be debated? What would old Rejtan say of this were he to come to life again? He would go back to Lachowicze and lay himself in his grave. What would the old wojewoda Niesiolowski say, a man who still has the finest kennel in the world, and maintains in lordly wise two hundred hunters, and who has a hundred waggon-loads of nets in his castle of Woroncza, and yet for so many years has been abiding like a monk within his house? No one can persuade him to accept an invitation to hunt; he refused even Bialopiotrowicz himself! For what would he capture at your hunts? It would be fine glory, if such a gentleman, in accordance with the present fashion, should ride out against rabbits! In my time, sir, in hunters language, the boar, the bear, the elk, the wolf were known as noble beasts, but beasts without tusks, horns, or claws were left for hired servants or farm labourers. No gentleman would ever consent to take in hand a musket that had been put to shame by having small shot sprinkled in it! To be sure they kept hounds, for when they were returning from a hunt it might happen that some wretched hare would start up from beneath a steed; then they let loose the pack at it for sport, and the little lads chased it on ponies before the eyes of their parents, who hardly deigned to look on such a chase, much less to quarrel over it! So I beg that Your Honour the Chamberlain will deign to recall your commands, and will forgive me that I cannot ride to such a hunting party, and never will set foot in one! My name is Hreczecha, and since the days of King Lech no Hreczecha has ever ridden out after hares.

Here the laughter of the young men drowned the speech of the Seneschal. They rose from the table; the Chamberlain moved first; this honour befitted him from his age and his office; as he advanced he bowed to the ladies, the old men, and the young men. After him went the Collector of Alms, and the Judge alongside the Bernardine; at the threshold the Judge offered his arm to the Chamberlains wife, Thaddeus to Telimena, the Assessor to the Carvers daughter, and finally the Notary to Panna Hreczecha, the daughter of the Seneschal.

Thaddeus went to the stable with several of the guests, and felt disturbed, glum, and morose; he thought over all the events of the day, the meeting and the supper by the side of his fair neighbour  and in particular the word aunt buzzed continually in his ear like an importunate fly. He would have liked to learn more about Pani Telimena from the Apparitor, but he could not catch him; nor did he see the Seneschal, for immediately after supper all had followed the guests out, as befits serving men, and had gone to prepare the rooms for rest. The older people and the ladies slept in the mansion; the young men Thaddeus, as the hosts representative, had been directed to take to the stable, where they were to sleep on the hay.

Within a half-hour it was as quiet on the whole estate as in a cloister after the bell for prayer; the silence was interrupted only by the voice of the night watchman. All were asleep. The Judge alone did not close his eyes; as the head of the estate, he was thinking over a walking party, and the coming entertainment within the house. He gave orders to the stewards, the overseers, and the grain-wardens; to the scribes, the housekeeper, the huntsmen, and the grooms; and he had to look through all the days accounts; finally he told the Apparitor that he wished to undress. The Apparitor undid his belt, a belt from Sluck, a massive belt, on which glittered tassels thick as helmet-plumes; on one side it was gold brocade with purple flowers, on the reverse black silk with silver cross-stripes. Such a belt may be worn equally well on either side, golden for a holiday, and black for mourning. The Apparitor alone knew how to undo and fold up this belt; he took this trouble upon himself and ended with the following speech:  

Where was the harm that I moved the tables to the old castle? No one has lost thereby, and you, sir, will perhaps gain, for the suit now before the court concerns the ownership of that castle. From this day we have acquired a right to the castle, and notwithstanding all the fury of the opposite side I will prove that we have taken the castle into our possession. For whoever invites guests to supper in a castle proves that he holds possession there  or takes it; we will even summon the opposite side as witnesses: I remember such happenings in my time.

The Judge was already asleep. So the Apparitor quietly went out into the hall, seated himself by a candle, and took from his pocket a little book that always served him as a Prayer Book, and from which he never was parted, either at home or on a journey. It was the Court Calendar; there in order were written down cases which years ago the Apparitor had proclaimed with his own voice, before the authorities, or of which he had managed to learn later. To common men the Calendar seems a mere list of names, but to the Apparitor it was a succession of magnificent pictures. So he read and mused: Oginski and Wizgird, the Dominicans and Rymsza, Rymsza and Wysogierd, Radziwill and Wereszczaka, Giedrojc and Rodultowski, Obuchowicz and the Jewish commune, Juraha and Piotrowski, Maleski and Mickiewicz, and finally Count Horeszko and Soplica; and, as he read, he called forth from these names the memory of mighty cases, and all the events of the trial; and before his eyes stand the court, plaintiff, defendant, and witnesses; and he beholds himself, how in a white smock and dark blue kontusz he stands before the tribunal, with one hand on his sabre and the other on the table, summoning the two parties. Silence! he calls. Thus dreaming and finishing his evening prayer, gradually the last court apparitor in Lithuania fell asleep.

Such were the amusements and disputes of those days in the quiet Lithuanian village, while the rest of the world was swimming in tears and blood, and while that man, the god of war, surrounded by a cloud of regiments, armed with a thousand cannon, harnessing to his chariot golden eagles beside those of silver, was flying from the deserts of Libya to the lofty Alps, casting thunderbolt on thunderbolt, at the Pyramids, at Tabor, Marengo, Ulm, and Austerlitz. Victory and Conquest ran before and after him. The glory of so many exploits, heavy with the names of heroes, went roaring from the Nile to the North, until at the shores of the Niemen it was beaten back as from crags by the Muscovite lines that defended Lithuania as with walls of iron against tidings terrible for Russia as the plague.

And yet now and then, like a stone from the sky, news came even to Lithuania; now and then an old man, lacking a hand or a foot, who was begging his bread, would stand and cast cautious eyes around, when he had received alms. If he saw no Russian soldiers in the yard, or Jewish caps, or red collars, then he would confess who he was: he was a member of the Polish legions, and was bringing back his old bones to that fatherland which he could no longer defend. Then how all the family  how even the servants embraced him, choking with tears! He would seat himself at the board and tell of history more strange than fable; he would relate how General Dombrowski was making efforts to penetrate from the Italian land into Poland, how he was gathering his countrymen on the plains of Lombardy; how Kniaziewicz was issuing commands from the Roman Capitol, and how, as a victor, he had cast in the eyes of the French an hundred bloody standards torn from the descendants of the Cæsars; how Jablonowski had reached the land where the pepper grows and where sugar is produced, and where in eternal spring bloom fragrant woods: with the legion of the Danube there the Polish general smites the negroes, but sighs for his native soil.

The words of the old man would spread secretly through the village; the lad who heard them would vanish suddenly from home, would steal mysteriously through the forests and swamps, pursued by the Muscovites, would leap to hiding in the Niemen, and beneath its flood swim to the shore of the Grand Duchy of Warsaw, where he would hear sweet words of greeting, Welcome, comrade! But before he departed, he would climb a stony hill and call to the Muscovites across the Niemen: Until we meet again! Thus there had stolen away Gorecki, Pac, and Obuchowicz; Piotrowski, Obolewski, Rozycki, Janowicz, the Mirzejewskis, Brochocki and the brothers Bernatowicz, Kupsc, Gedymin, and others whom I will not enumerate; they had abandoned their kinsmen and their beloved land, and their estates, which were seized for the Tsars treasury.

Sometimes there came to Lithuania a collector of alms from a foreign convent, and after he became more closely acquainted with the lords of an estate, he would show them a gazette, which he cut out from his scapulary. In it would be set forth the number of soldiers and the names of all the leaders in every legion; with an account of the victory of each or of his doom. After many years, a family would have news for the first time of the life, the glory, or the death of a son; the house would put on mourning, but dared not tell for whom they mourned. The neighbours merely guessed the news, and only the quiet grief of the gentry, or their quiet joy, was the gazette of the peasants.

Robak was probably just such a mysterious collector of alms; he often conversed apart with the Judge, and always after these talks tidings of some sort spread abroad in the neighbourhood. The bearing of the Bernardine betrayed the fact that this monk had not always worn a cowl, and had not grown old within cloister walls. Over his right ear, somewhat above his temple, he had a scar as broad as ones palm, where the skin had been sheared off; and on his chin was the recent trace of a lance or bullet; these wounds he had surely not received while reading the missal. But not merely his grim glance and his scars, even his movements and his voice had something soldierlike about them.

At the Mass, when with uplifted arms he turned from the altar to the people, in order to pronounce, The Lord be with you, he often turned as skilfully  with a single movement  as if he were executing a right-about-face at the command of his captain; and he pronounced the words of the liturgy to the people in the same tone as an officer standing before a squadron: the boys who served him at the mass remarked this. Robak was also better versed in political affairs than in the lives of the saints; and when he was riding about gathering alms he often tarried in the district town. He had a multitude of interests: now he received letters, which he never opened in the presence of strangers; now he sent off messengers, but whither and for what he did not say; often he stole out by night to the squires mansions, and continually whispered with the gentry; he trudged through all the neighbouring villages, and in the taverns talked not a little with the village boors, and always of what was going on in foreign lands. Now he came to arouse the Judge, who had already been an hour asleep; surely he had some tidings.


BOOK II.  THE CASTLE

ARGUMENT

Hunting the hare with hounds  A guest in the castle  The last of the retainers tells the story of the last of the Horeszkos  A glance into the garden  The girl among the cucumbers  Breakfast  Pani Telimenas St. Petersburg story  New outbreak of the quarrel over Bobtail and Falcon  The intervention of Robak  The Seneschals speech  The wager  Off for mushrooms.

Who among us does not remember the years when, as a young lad, with his gun on his shoulder, he went whistling into the fields, where no rampart, no fence blocked his path; where, when you overstepped a boundary strip, you did not recognise it as belonging to another! For in Lithuania a hunter is like a ship upon the sea; wherever he will, and by whatever path he will, he roams far and wide! Like a prophet he gazes on the sky, where in the clouds there are many signs that the hunters eye can see; or like an enchanter he talks with the earth, which, though deaf to city-dwellers, whispers into his ear with a multitude of voices.

There a land rail calls from the meadow  it is vain to seek it, for it flees away through the grass like a pike in the Niemen; there above your head sounds the bell of early spring, the lark, hidden as deeply in the sky; there an eagle rustles with its broad wings through the airy heights, spreading terror among sparrows as a comet among stars; or a hawk, hanging beneath the clear blue vault, flutters its wings like a butterfly impaled on a pin, until, catching sight in the meadow of a bird or a hare, it swoops upon it from on high like a falling star.

When will the Lord God permit us to return from our wanderings, and again to dwell upon our ancestral fields, and to serve in the cavalry that makes war on rabbits, or in the infantry that bears arms against birds; to know no other weapons than the scythe and the sickle, and no other gazettes than the household accounts!

Over Soplicowo arose the sun, and it already fell on the thatched roofs, and through the chinks stole into the stable; and over the fresh, dark-green, fragrant hay of which the young men had made them a bed there streamed twinkling, golden bands from the openings of the black thatch, like ribbons from a braid of hair; and the sun teased the faces of the sleepers with its morning beams, like a village girl awakening her sweetheart with an ear of wheat. Already the sparrows had begun to hop and twitter beneath the thatch, already the gander had cackled thrice, and after it, as an echo, the ducks and turkeys resounded in chorus, and one could hear the bellowing of the kine on their way to the fields.

The young men had arisen; Thaddeus still lay dozing, for he had gone to sleep last of all. From the supper of the day before he had come back so disquieted that at cockcrow he had not yet closed his eyes, and on his couch he tossed about so violently that he sank into the hay as into water; at last he fell sound asleep. Finally a cool breeze blew in his eyes, when the creaking doors of the stable were opened with a crash; and the Bernardine, Father Robak, came in with his belt of knotted cord, calling out, Surge, puer! and plying jocosely over his shoulders his knotted belt.

Already in the yard could be heard the cries of the hunters; horses were being led forth, waggons were coming up; hardly could the yard contain such a throng. The horns sounded, they opened the kennels. The pack of hounds rushing out whined joyfully; seeing the chargers of the huntsmen and the leashes of their keepers, the dogs as if mad scampered about the enclosure, then ran and put their necks in the collars. All this foreboded a very fine hunt; at last the Chamberlain gave the order to proceed.

The hunters started slowly, one after another, but beyond the gate they spread out in a long line; in the middle of it rode side by side the Assessor and the Notary, and though they occasionally cast a malicious glance at each other, they conversed in friendly fashion, like men of honour, who were on their way to settle a mortal quarrel; no one from their words could have remarked their mutual hatred: the Notary led Bobtail, the Assessor Falcon. The ladies in carriages brought up the rear; the young men, galloping alongside near the wheels, talked with the ladies.

Father Robak walked with slow steps about the yard, finishing his morning prayers, but he glanced at Thaddeus, frowned, smiled, and finally motioned to him with his finger. When Thaddeus rode up, Robak with his finger on his nose made him a threatening sign; but despite the requests and entreaties of Thaddeus that he would explain to him clearly what he meant, the Bernardine did not deign to answer or even to look at him again; he merely pulled his cowl over his face and finished his prayer: so Thaddeus rode off and joined the guests.



Just at that instant the hunters were holding their leashes and all were standing motionless in their places; each gave a sign to the other to be silent, and all had turned their eyes to a stone near which the Judge had halted: he had caught sight of the game, and was waving his arms in order to make his orders known. All understood him and stopped, and slowly across the field trotted the Assessor and the Notary; Thaddeus, being nearer, arrived before them, paused beside the Judge, and gazed at the spot to which he was pointing. It was long since he, had been in the field; on the grey expanse it was hard to distinguish the grey rabbit, especially amid the stones. The Judge pointed him out; the poor hare was crouched cowering beneath a stone, pricking up its ears; with a crimson eye it met the gaze of the hunters; as if bewitched, and conscious of its destiny, for very terror it could not turn its eye away from theirs, but beneath the rock crouched dead as a rock. Meanwhile the dust in the field came nearer and nearer, Bobtail was running in his leash and after him the fleet Falcon; then the Assessor and the Notary shouted at once behind them, At him, and vanished with the dogs in clouds of dust.

While they were thus pursuing the hare, the Count made his appearance near the castle wood. All the neighbours knew that this gentleman could never present himself at the appointed time; to-day also he had overslept, and was therefore in a scolding humour with his servants. Seeing the hunters in the field, he galloped towards them, with the skirts of his long white coat, of English cut, trailing in the wind. Behind him were mounted servants, wearing little black shiny caps like mushrooms, short jackets, striped boots, and white pantaloons; the servants whom the Count thus costumed, in his mansion were called jockeys.

The galloping train was rushing towards the meadows, when the Count caught sight of the castle and checked his horse. It was the first time that he had seen the castle so early, and he could not believe that these were the same walls, so wonderful a freshness and beauty had the early morning imparted to the outlines of the building. The Count marvelled at so new a sight. The tower seemed to him twice as high, for it rose up above the early mist; the tin roof was gilded by the sun, and beneath it shone in the sashes fragments of the broken panes, breaking the eastern beams into many-coloured rainbows; the lower stories were wrapped in a mantle of mist that hid from the eye the cracks and huge nicks. The cries of the distant hunters, borne on the winds, echoed several times against the castle walls; you would have sworn that the cry came from the castle, that under the curtain of fog the walls had been restored and were again inhabited.

The Count liked new and unwonted sights, and called them romantic; he used to say that he had a romantic head, but truth to say he was an out-and-out crank. Sometimes when chasing a fox or a hare he would suddenly stop and gaze mournfully at the sky, like a cat when it sees a sparrow on a tall pine; often he wandered through the wood without dog or gun, like a run-away recruit; often he sat by a brook motionless, inclining his head over a stream, like a heron that wants to consume all the fish with its eye. Such were the queer habits of the Count; everybody said that there was some screw loose in him. Yet they respected him, for he was a gentleman of ancient lineage, rich, kind to his peasants, and affable and friendly with his neighbours, even with the Jews.

The Counts horse, which he had turned off the road, trotted straight across the field to the threshold of the castle. The Count, left solitary, sighed, looked at the walls, took out paper and pencil, and began to draw. Thereupon, looking to one side, he saw a dozen steps away a man who seemed likewise a lover of the picturesque; with his head thrown back and his hands in his pockets he seemed to be counting the stones with his eyes. The Count recognised him at once, but he had to call several times before Gerwazy heard his voice. He was a man of gentle birth, a servitor of the ancient lords of the castle, the last that remained of the Horeszkos retainers; a tall grey-haired old man with a hale and rugged countenance, ploughed by wrinkles, gloomy and stem. Of old he had been famous among the gentry for his jollity; but since the battle in which the owner of the castle had perished, Gerwazy had changed, and now for many years he had not gone to any fair or merry-making; since then no one had heard his witty jests or seen a smile upon his face. He always wore the ancient livery of the Horeszkos, a long yellow coat with skirts, trimmed with lace that now was yellow, but once had doubtless been gilt; around its edge was embroidered in silk their coat of arms, the Half-Goat, and thence all the neighbours had given the title of Half-Goat to the old gentleman. Sometimes also, from a phrase that he incessantly repeated, they called him My-boy, sometimes Notchy, for his whole bald head was notched with scars. His real name was Rembajlo, but no one knew his coat of arms; he called himself the Warden, because years ago he had held that office in the castle. And he still wore a great bunch of keys at his girdle, on a band with a silver tassel, though he had nothing to open with them, for the gates of the castle stood gaping wide. However he had found two folding doors, which he had repaired and set up at his own expense, and he amused himself daily with unlocking these doors. In one of the empty rooms he had chosen a habitation for himself; though he might have lived at the Counts mansion on alms, he refused, for he pined away everywhere else, and felt out of sorts unless he was breathing the air of the castle.

As soon as he caught sight of the Count, he snatched the cap from his head, and honoured with a bow the kinsman of his lords, inclining a great bald pate that shone from afar and was slashed with many a sabre, like a chopping-block. He stroked it with his hand, came up, and, once more bending low, said mournfully:  

My boy, young master  pardon me, that I speak thus to Your Excellency the Count; such is merely my custom, and it betokens no lack of respect. All the Horeszkos used to say My boy; the last Pantler, my lord, was fond of the phrase. Is it true, my boy, that you grudge a penny for a lawsuit, and are yielding this castle to the Soplicas? I would not believe it, yet so they say all through the district.

Here he gazed at the castle and sighed incessantly.

What is there strange in that? said the Count. The cost is great and the bother greater yet; I want to finish up, but the stupid old gentleman is obstinate; he foresaw that he could tire me out. Indeed I cannot hold out longer, and to-day I shall lay down arms and accept such conditions of agreement as the court may offer me.



Of agreement? cried Gerwazy, of agreement with the Soplicas? with the Soplicas, my boy? (So speaking he contorted his lips as though he were amazed at his own words.) Agreement with the Soplicas! My boy, young master, you are jesting, arent you? The castle, the abode of the Horeszkos, pass into the hands of the Soplicas! Only deign to dismount from the steed; let us go into the castle; just look it over a bit! You do not know yourself what you are doing; do not refuse; dismount! And he held the stirrup for him to dismount.

They entered the castle; Gerwazy stopped at the threshold of the hall:  

Here, he said, the ancient lords, surrounded by their retinue, used often to sit in their chairs, after they had dined. The lord settled the disputes of the peasants, or good humouredly told various curious stories to his guests, or found amusement in their tales and jests. But in the courtyard the young men fought with staves or broke in the masters Turkish ponies.

They entered the hall. In this immense paved hall, said Gerwazy, you cannot find as many stones as tuns of wine have been broached here in the good old times. The gentry, when invited to a diet, a district assembly, a family holiday, or a hunting party, would pull the casks from the wine cellar on their girdles. During the banquet an orchestra was stationed in that gallery and played the organ and various other instruments; and when they proposed a health the trumpets thundered in chorus; the vivats followed in orderly succession, the first to the health of His Majesty the King, then to the Primate, then to Her Majesty the Queen, then to the Gentry and the whole Republic. But finally, after the fifth glass had been drunk, they always proposed, Let us love one another! a toast unceasing, which, proclaimed while daylight still lingered, thundered on till dawn, when horses and waggons stood ready to carry each guest to his lodging.

They passed through several rooms; Gerwazy in silence now fixed his gaze on the wall and now on the vaulted ceiling, recalling now a sad and now a pleasant memory; sometimes, as though he would say, All is over, he bowed his head in sorrow; sometimes he waved his hand  evidently even recollection was a torture to him and he wished to drive it off. Finally they paused, in a large room on the upper story, once set with mirrors; to-day the mirrors had been removed and the frames stood empty; the sashes lacked their panes; directly opposite the door was a balcony. Going out on it, the old man bowed his head in thought, and buried his face in his hands; when he uncovered it it wore an expression of great sadness and despair. The Count, though he did not know what all this meant, when he looked at the face of the old man felt a certain emotion, and pressed his hand. The silence lasted for a moment; then the old man broke it, shaking his uplifted right hand:  

There can be no agreement, my boy, between the Soplica and the blood of the Horeszkos; in you flows the blood of the Horeszkos; you are a kinsman of the Pantler by your mother the Mistress of the Hunt, whose mother was the child of the second daughter of the Castellan, who was, as is well known, the maternal uncle of my lord. Now listen to a story of your own family, which took place in this very room and no other.

My late lord the Pantler, the first gentleman of the district, a rich man and of noted family, had but one child, a daughter beautiful as an angel; so not a few of the gentry and the young notables paid their court to the Pantlers daughter. Among the gentry there was one great roistering blade, a fighting bully, Jacek Soplica, who was called in jest the Wojewoda; in truth he was of great influence in the wojewodeship, for he had absolute authority over the whole family of the Soplicas and controlled their three hundred votes according to his will, although he himself possessed nothing except a little plot of ground, a sabre, and great mustaches that stretched from ear to ear. So the Pantler often invited this ruffian to his place and entertained him there, especially at the time of the district diets, in order to make himself popular among the fellows kinsmen and partisans. The mustachioed champion was so much elated by his courteous reception that he took it into his head that he might become his hosts son-in-law. He came to the castle more and more frequently, even when uninvited, and finally settled down among us as if in his own home, and it seemed that he was on the point of declaring himself; but they remarked this, and served him at the table with black soup. It may very well be that the Pantlers daughter had taken a fancy to the Soplica, but that she kept it a deep secret from her parents.

Those were the times of Kosciuszko; my lord supported the Constitution of the Third of May, and was already gathering the gentry in order to go to the aid of the Confederates, when suddenly the Muscovites encircled the castle by night; there was barely time to fire an alarm signal from the mortar, and to close the gates below and fasten them with a bar. There was no one in the whole castle except the Pantler, myself, and the lady; the cook and two turnspits, all three drunk; the parish priest, a servingman, and four footmen, all bold fellows. So to arms and to the windows! Here a throng of Muscovites came streaming across the terrace to the door, shouting Hurrah! But we met them with bullets from ten guns, Back with you! Nothing could be seen; the servants shot without cessation from the lower stories, and my lord and I from the balcony. All went finely, although amid such great alarm. Twenty guns lay here on this floor; we shot one and they handed us another; the parish priest attended diligently to this task, and the lady and her daughter, and the serving maids: there were but three marksmen, yet the fire was unceasing. The Muscovite boors showered on us a hail of bullets from below; we replied from above sparsely, but with better aim. Three times that rabble pressed up to the door, but each time three of them bit the dust: so they fled behind the storehouse. It was already early dawn; with a cheerful face the Pantler came out on the balcony with his gun, and whenever a Muscovite thrust forth his brow from behind the storehouse he at once fired  and he never missed; each time a black helmet fell on the grass; so that at length scarcely a man crept out from behind the wall. The Pantler, seeing his enemies in confusion, thought of making a sally; he seized his sabre, and, shouting from the balcony, gave orders to the servants; turning to me he said: Follow me, Gerwazy! At that instant there was a shot from behind the gate; the Pantlers speech faltered, he turned red, turned pale, tried to speak, spat blood. Then I perceived that he had received the bullet full in the breast; my lord, tottering, pointed towards the gate. I recognised that villain Soplica, I recognised him! by his stature and by his mustaches I By his shot the Pantler had perished; I saw it! The villain still held his gun raised aloft; smoke still came from the barrel! I sighted at him; the brigand stood as if petrified! Twice I fired, and both shots missed; whether from hatred or from grief, I aimed ill. I heard the shrieks of women; I looked around  my lord was no longer living.

Here Gerwazy paused and burst into a flood of tears; then he concluded:  

The Muscovites had already broken down the door, for after the death of the Pantler I stood helpless and did not know what was going on around me. Luckily to our help came Parafianowicz, bringing from Horbatowicze two hundred of the Mickiewiczes, who are a numerous and a valiant family of gentry, every man of them, and nourish an immemorial hatred of the Soplicas.

Thus perished a powerful, pious, and just lord, whose ancestors had held seats in the Senate, worn badges of honour, and carried the hetmans staff of office; a father to his peasants, a brother to the gentry  and he had no son left after him to vow vengeance on his grave! But he had faithful servants; with the blood of his wound I wet my broadsword, called the penknife  you have surely heard of my penknife, famous at every diet, market, and village assembly  and swore to notch it on the shoulders of the Soplicas. I pursued them at diets, forays, and fairs; two I hewed down in a brawl, two others in a duel; one I burnt in a wooden building, when with Rymsza we sacked Korelicze  he was baked like a mudfish; but those whose ears I have cut off I cannot count. One only is left who has not yet received a reminder from me! He is the own dear brother of that mustachioed bully; he still lives, and boasts of his wealth; the edge of his field borders on the Horeszkos castle; he is respected in the district, he has an office, he is a judge! And you will yield the castle to him? Shall his base feet wipe the blood of my lord from this floor? No! While Gerwazy has but a pennyworth of spirit, and enough strength to move even with one little finger his penknife, which still hangs on the wall, never shall a Soplica get this castle!

O! cried the Count, raising his hands on high, I had a fair foreboding that I loved these walls, though I knew not that they contained such treasures, so many dramatic memories, and so many tales! When once I seize from the Soplicas the castle of my ancestors, I will establish you within its walls as my burgrave: your tale, Gerwazy, has mightily affected me. I regret that you did not lead me here at the hour of midnight; draped in my cloak I should have sat upon the ruins and you would have told me of bloody deeds. I regret that you have no great gift of narration! Often have I heard and often do I read such traditions; in England and Scotland every lords castle, in Germany every counts mansion was the theatre of murders! In every ancient, noble, powerful family there is a report of some bloody or treacherous deed, after which vengeance descends as an inheritance to the heirs: in Poland for the first time do I hear of such an incident. I feel that in me flows the blood of the manly Horeszkos, I know what I owe to glory and to my family. So be it I I must break off all negotiations with the Soplica, even though it should come to pistols or to the sword! Honour bids me!

He spoke, and moved on with solemn steps, and Gerwazy followed in deep silence. Before the gate the Count stopped, mumbling to himself; gazing at the castle he quickly mounted his horse, and thus in distraction he concluded his monologue:  

I regret that this old Soplica has no wife, or fair daughter whose charms I might adore! If I loved her and could not obtain her hand a new complication would arise in the tale; here the heart, there duty! here vengeance, there love!

So whispering he applied the spurs, and the horse flew towards the Judges mansion, just as the hunters came riding out of the wood from the other direction. The Count was fond of hunting: hardly had he perceived the riders, when, forgetting everything, he galloped straight towards them, passing by the yard gate, the orchard, and the fences; but at a turn of the path he looked around and checked his horse near the fence  it was the kitchen garden. Fruit trees planted in rows shaded a broad field; beneath them were the vegetable beds. Here sat a cabbage, which bowed its venerable bald head, and seemed to meditate on the fate of vegetables; there, intertwining its pods with the green tresses of a carrot, a slender bean turned upon it a thousand eyes; here the maize lifted its golden tassels; here and there could be seen the belly of a fat watermelon that had rolled far from its parent stalk into a distant land, as a guest among the crimson beets.

The beds were intersected by furrows; in each trench there stood, as if on guard, ranks of hemp stalks, the cypresses of the vegetable garden, calm, straight, and green; their leaves and their scent served to defend the beds, for through their leaves no serpent dares to press, and their scent kills insects and caterpillars. Farther away towered up the whitish stalks of poppies; on them you might think a flock of butterflies had perched, fluttering their wings, on which flashed, with all the colours of the rainbow, the gleam of precious stones; with so many different, living tints did the poppies allure the eye. Amid the flowers, like the full moon amid the stars, a round sunflower, with a great, glowing face, turned after the sun from the east to the west.

Beside the fence stretched long, narrow, rounded hillocks, free from trees, bushes, and flowers: this was the cucumber patch. They had grown finely; with their great, spreading leaves they covered the beds as with a wrinkled carpet. Amid them walked a girl, dressed in white, sinking up to her knees in the May greenery; stepping down from the beds into the furrows, she seemed not to walk but to swim over the leaves and to bathe in their bright colour. Her head was shaded with a straw hat, from her brow there waved two pink ribbons and some tresses of bright, loose hair; in her hands she held a basket, and her eyes were lowered; her right hand was raised as if to pluck something: as a little girl when bathing tries to catch the fishes that sport with her tiny feet, so she at every instant bent down with her hands and her basket to gather the cucumbers against which she brushed with her foot, or of which her eye caught sight.

The Count, struck with so marvellous a sight, stood still. Hearing from afar the trampling of his comrades, he motioned to them with his hand to stop their horses: they halted. He gazed with outstretched neck, like a long-billed crane that stands apart from the flock, on one leg, keeping guard with watchful eyes, and holding a stone in the other foot, in order not to fall asleep.

The Count was awakened by a pattering on his shoulders and brow; it was the Bernardine, Father Robak, who held aloft in his hand the knotted cords of his belt.

Will you have cucumbers? he cried; Here they are! [So saying he showed him the knots on his belt, which were shaped like cucumbers.] Look out for danger, in this garden patch there is no fruit for you; nothing will come of it!

Then he threatened him with his finger, adjusted his cowl, and departed; the Count tarried on the spot a moment more, cursing and yet laughing at this sudden hindrance. He glanced at die garden, but she was no longer in the garden; only her pink ribbon and her white gown flashed through the window. On the garden bed one could see the path by which she had flown, for the green leaves, spurned by her foot in her flight, raised themselves and trembled an instant before they became quiet, like water cut by the wings of a bird. Only on the place where she had been standing, her abandoned willow basket, empty and overturned, was still poised upon the leaves and tossing amid the green waves.

An instant later all was silent and deserted; the Count fixed his eyes on the house and strained his ears; still he mused, and still the huntsmen stood motionless behind him.  Then in the quiet deserted house arose first a murmur, then an uproar and merry cries, as in an empty hive when bees fly back into it: that was a sign that the guests had returned from hunting, and that the servants were busying themselves with breakfast.



Through all the rooms there reigned a mighty bustle; they were carrying about platters, plates of food and bottles; the men, just as they had come in, in their green suits, walked about the rooms with plates and glasses, and ate and drank; or, leaning against the window casements, they talked of guns, hounds, and hares. The Chamberlain and his family and the Judge were seated at the table; in a corner the young ladies whispered together; there was no such order as is observed at dinners and suppers. In this old-fashioned Polish household this was a new custom; at breakfasts the Judge, though loth, permitted such disorder, but he did not commend it.

There were likewise different dishes for the ladies and for the gentlemen. Here they carried around trays with an entire coffee service, immense trays, charmingly painted with flowers, and on them fragrant, smoking tin pots, and golden cups of Dresden china, and with each cup a tiny little jug of cream. In no other country is there such coffee as in Poland. In Poland, in a respectable household, a special woman is, by ancient custom, charged with the preparation of coffee. She is called the coffee-maker; she brings from the city, or gets from the river barges, berries of the finest sort, and she knows secret ways of preparing the drink, which is black as coal, transparent as amber, fragrant as mocha, and thick as honey. Everybody knows how necessary for coffee is good cream: in the country this is not hard to get; for the coffee-maker, early in the day, after setting her pots on the fire, visits the dairy, and with her own hands lightly skims the fresh flower of the milk into a separate little jug for each cup, that each of them may be dressed in its separate little cap.



The older ladies had risen earlier and had already drunk their coffee; now they had had made for them a second dish, of warm beer, whitened with cream, in which swam curds cut into little bits.

The gentlemen had their choice of smoked meats; fat half-geese, hams, and slices of tongue  all choice, all cured in home fashion in the chimney with juniper smoke. Finally they brought in stewed beef with gravy as the last course: such was breakfast in the Judges house.

In adjoining rooms two separate companies had gathered. The older people, grouped about a small table, talked of new ways of farming, and of the new imperial edicts, which were growing more and more severe. The Chamberlain discussed the current rumours of war and based on them conclusions as to politics. The Seneschals daughter, putting on blue spectacles, amused the Chamberlains wife by telling fortunes with cards. In the other room the younger men talked over the hunt in a more calm and quiet fashion than was usually the case; for the Assessor and the Notary, both mighty orators, the foremost experts on the chase and the best huntsmen, sat opposite each other glum and angry. Both had set on their hounds well, both had felt certain of victory, when in the middle of the field there turned up a patch of unreaped spring corn belonging to a peasant. Into this the hare fled; Bobtail and Falcon were each about to seize it, when the Judge checked the horsemen at the border of the field; they had to obey, although in great wrath. The dogs returned without their prey, and no one knew for sure whether the beast had escaped or had been caught; no one could guess whether it had fallen into the clutches of Bobtail, or of Falcon, or of both at once. The two sides held different opinions, and the settlement of the quarrel was postponed to the future.

The old Seneschal passed from room to room, glancing absentmindedly about him; he mixed neither in the talk of the hunters nor in that of the old men, and evidently had something else on his mind. He carried a leather flapper; sometimes he would stop, meditate long, and  kill a fly on the wall.

Thaddeus and Telimena, standing on the threshold in the doorway between the rooms, were talking together; no great distance divided them from hearers, so they whispered. Thaddeus now learned that Aunt Telimena was a rich lady, that they were not so near of kin as to be separated by the canons of the Church; that it was not even certain that Aunt Telimena was any blood relation of her nephew, although his uncle called her sister, because their common kindred had once so styled them despite the difference of their years; that later, during her long residence in the capital, she had rendered inestimable services to the Judge; for which reason the Judge greatly respected her, and in society liked, perhaps as a mere whim, to call himself her brother, which Telimena, for friendships sake, did not forbid him. These confessions lightened the heart of Thaddeus. They also informed each other of other things; and all this happened in one short, brief moment.

But in the room to the right, tempting the Assessor, the Notary casually remarked:  

I said yesterday that our hunting party could not succeed; it is still too early, the grain is still in the ear, and there are many strips of unreaped spring corn, belonging to the peasants. For this reason the Count did not come, despite our invitation. The Count has an excellent knowledge of the chase; he has often discoursed of the proper time and places for hunting. The Count from childhood up has dwelt in foreign parts, and he says that it is a mark of barbarism to hunt, as we do, with no regard to laws, ordinances, and government regulations; to ride over another mans estate without the knowledge of the owner, without respecting any mans landmarks or boundaries; to course the fields and woods in spring as well as in summer; sometimes to kill a fox just when it is moulting, or to allow the hounds to run down a pregnant hare in the winter corn, or rather to torture it, with great damage to the game. Hence the Count admits with regret that civilisation is on a higher plane among the Muscovites, for there they have ukases of the Tsar on hunting, and police supervision, and punishment for offenders.

As I love my mother, said Telimena, turning to the left-hand room and fanning her shoulders with a small batiste handkerchief; the Count is not mistaken; I know Russia well. You people would not believe me when I used to tell you in how many respects the watchfulness and strictness of that government are worthy of praise, I have been in St. Petersburg more than once or twice! Tender memories I charming images of the past! What a city! Have none of you been in St. Petersburg? Perhaps you would like to see a map of it; I have a map of the city in my desk. In summer St. Petersburg society usually lives in dachas, that is, in rural palaces (dacha means cottage). I lived in a little palace, just above the river Neva, not too near the city, and not too far from it, on a small artificial hill. Ah, what a cottage that was! I still have the plan in my desk. Now to my misfortune a certain petty official, who was serving on an inquest, hired a house near by. He kept several hounds; what torture, when a petty official and a kennel live close by! Whenever I went out into the garden with a book to enjoy the light of the moon and the coolness of the evening, immediately a dog would rush up and wag its tail and prick up its ears as if it were mad. I was often terrified. My heart foreboded some misfortune from those dogs, and so it came to pass: for when I went into the garden on a certain morning, a hound throttled at my feet my beloved little King Charles spaniel! Ah, he was a lovely little dog; Prince Sukin gave him to me as a present to remember him by  clever, and lively as a squirrel; I have his portrait, only I dont want to go to my desk now. Seeing it strangled, owing to my great distress I had a fainting spell, spasms, palpitation of the heart; perhaps my health might have suffered even more severely. Luckily, just then there rode up on a visit Kirilo Gavrilich Kozodusin, the Master of the Hunt of the Court, who inquired the cause of so serious an attack. He had the police sergeant pulled in by the ears; the man stood there pale, trembling, and scarcely alive. How dare you, shouted Kirilo with a voice of thunder, course in spring a pregnant doe, here under the nose of the Tsar? The amazed sergeant in vain swore that he had not yet begun his hunting, and that with the august permission of the Master of the Hunt, the beast coursed seemed to him to be a dog and not a doe. What! shouted Kirilo, do you dare, you scoundrel, to say that you have more knowledge of hunting and the varieties of beasts than I, Kozodusin, the Tsars Jagermeister? The Chief of Police shall at once pass judgment between us, They summoned the Chief of Police and told him to take down the evidence. I, said Kozodusin, hereby testify that this is a doe; he impudently alleges that it is a domestic dog. Judge between us, which of us better understands beasts and hunting. The Chief of Police understood the duties of his office, and was greatly amazed at the insolence of the sergeant; taking him aside he gave him brotherly advice to plead guilty and thereby atone for his offence. The Master of the Hunt was mollified and promised that he would intercede with the Emperor and somewhat mitigate the sentence. The matter ended by the dogs being sent to be strangled, and the sergeant to prison for four weeks. This trifle amused us the whole evening; the next day the story spread abroad that the Master of the Hunt had taken up the case of my little dog, and I even know for a fact that the Emperor himself laughed over it.

Laughter arose in both rooms. The Judge and the Bernardine were playing at marriage; spades were trumps, and the Judge was just about to make an important play. The Monk could hardly breathe for excitement, when the Judge caught the beginning of the story, and was so interested in it that with head thrown back and card uplifted, ready to take the trick, he sat quiet and only alarmed the Bernardine, until, when the story was ended, he played his knave, and said with a laugh:  

Let whoever will praise the civilisation of the Germans, or the strict discipline of the Muscovites; let the men of Great Poland learn from the Suabians to go to law over a fox, and summon constables to arrest a hound that has ventured into another mans grove; in Lithuania, thank the Lord, we keep up the old ways: we have enough game for ourselves and for our neighbours, and shall never complain to the police about it; and we have enough grain, so that the dogs will not famish us by running through the spring wheat or the rye; on the peasants fields alone do I forbid hunting.

It is no wonder, sir, called the Steward from the room at the left, since you pay dear for such game. The peasants are glad of the chance; when a dog runs into their wheat, if he shakes out ten ears, then you repay three score and are not content even with that; often the boors get a thaler into the bargain. Believe me, sir, that the peasants will grow very insolent, if  

The rest of the Stewards argument the Judge could not hear, for between the two discourses there had begun a dozen conversations, jests, stories, and even disputes.

Thaddeus and Telimena had been forgotten by all the rest of the company, and were absorbed in each other.  The lady was glad that her wit had amused Thaddeus so greatly; in return, the young man showered compliments on her. Telimena spoke more and more slowly and softly, and Thaddeus pretended that he could not hear her in the buzz of voices; so, whispering, he drew so near her that he felt on his face the pleasant warmth of her brow; holding his breath, he caught her sighs with his lips, and with his eye he followed every sparkle of her glance.

Then between them there suddenly darted first a fly and after it the Seneschals flapper.

In Lithuania there are swarms of flies. Among them there is a special variety, called gentry flies; in colour and form they are quite like others, but they have a broader breast, a larger belly than the common sort; as they fly they hum loudly and buzz beyond all endurance, and they are so strong that they will break right through a spiders web; or if one is caught, it will buzz there for three days, for it can contend with the spider in single combat. All this the Seneschal had carefully observed, and he argued further that these gentry flies produce the smaller folk, corresponding among flies to the queen bee in a swarm, and that with their destruction the remnant of those insects would perish. To be sure, neither the housekeeper nor the parish priest had ever believed these deductions of the Seneschal, but held quite different views as to the nature of flies; the Seneschal, however, did not waver from his ancient habit; whenever he caught sight of such a fly he immediately pursued it. Just at that moment a gentleman trumpeted above his ear; twice the Seneschal swung at it, and to his amazement missed; a third time he swung at it, and almost knocked out a window. At last the fly, bewildered by such an uproar, seeing on the threshold two people that barred his retreat, threw itself in desperation between their faces. Even there the right hand of the Seneschal darted in pursuit of it; the blow was so violent that the two heads sprang apart like the two halves of a tree torn asunder by a thunderbolt; both bumped against the doorposts so violently that they got black and blue spots.

Luckily no one noticed this, for the conversation, which hitherto had been lively and animated, but fairly orderly, ended in a sudden clamorous outburst. As, when foxhunters are entering a wood, one hears from time to time the crackling of trees, scattered shots, and the baying of the pack; but then the master of the hounds unexpectedly starts the game; he gives the signal, and a hubbub arises in the throng of huntsmen and dogs, as if every tree of the thicket had found a voice: such is the case with conversation  it moves on slowly, until it happens on a weighty topic, as dogs on the game. The game of the hunters talk was that furious dispute of the Notary and the Assessor over their famous hounds. It lasted only a short time, but they accomplished much in a single instant, for in one breath they hurled so many words and insults that they exhausted the usual three-fourths of a dispute  taunts, anger, and challenge  and were already getting ready to use their fists.

So all rushed towards them from the other room, and, pouring through the doorway like a swift wave, carried away the young couple who were standing on the threshold like Janus, the two-headed god.

Before Thaddeus and Telimena could smooth the hair on their heads, the threatening shouts had died away; a murmur mixed with laughter was spreading through the throng, a truce had come to the brawl; the Monk had appeased it  an old man, but strong and with very broad shoulders. Just as the Assessor had run up to the Jurist, and when the combatants were already making threatening gestures at each other, he suddenly seized them both by the collar from behind, and twice knocking their two heads violently together like Easter eggs, he spread out his arms like a signpost, and tossed them at the same moment into opposite corners of the room; for a moment he stood still with outstretched arms, and cried, Pax, pax, pax vobiscum; peace be with you!

Both factions were amazed and even began to laugh. Because of the respect due to a cleric they did not dare to revile the Monk, and after such a test no one had any desire to start a quarrel with him. And Father Robak soon calmed the assembly; it was evident that he had not sought any triumph; he did not further threaten the two brawlers or scold them; he only adjusted his cowl, and, tucking his hands into his belt, quietly left the room.

Meanwhile the Chamberlain and the Judge had taken a stand between the two factions. The Seneschal, as if aroused from deep thought, stepped into their midst and ran his fiery eye over the assembly; wherever he still heard a murmur, there he waved soothingly his leather flapper, as a priest his sprinkler; finally, raising impressively the handle of it on high, like a marshals staff, he imposed silence.

Hold your peace! he repeated, and bear in mind, you who are the foremost hunters in the district, what will come of a scandalous brawl. Are you aware? These young men, in whom is the hope of our country, who are to bring fame to our groves and forests, who, alas! even now neglect the chase, may receive thereby a new impulse to despise it, if they see that those who should give examples to others, bring back from the chase only wrangling and quarrels. Have also due regard for my grey hairs, for I have known greater sportsmen than you, and I have often judged between them as an arbitrator. In the Lithuanian forests who has been equal to Rejtan, either in stationing a line of beaters, or in himself encountering the beast? Who can compare himself with Jerzy Bialopiotrowicz? Where is there such a marksman to-day as Zegota, who with a pistol shot could hit a rabbit on the run? I knew Terajewicz, who, when he went out for wild boars, took no other arms than a pike, and Budrewicz, who used to fight singly against a bear! Such men did our forests once behold! If it came to a dispute, how did they settle the dispute. Why, they chose judges and set up stakes. Oginski lost three thousand acres of woodland over a wolf, and a badger cost Niesiolowski several villages! Now do you gentlemen follow the example of your elders, and settle your dispute in this way, even though you may set up a smaller stake. Words are wind; to wordy disputes there is no end; it is a shame to tire our ears longer with a brawl over a rabbit: so do you first choose arbitrators; and, whatever their verdict may be, conscientiously abide by it. I will beg the Judge not to forbid the master of the hounds to lead the chase even across the wheat, and I hope that I shall obtain this favour from my lord.

So saying, he embraced the knees of the Judge.

A horse! shouted the Notary, I will stake a horse with his caparison; and I will further covenant before the local court, that I deposit this ring as a reward for our arbitrator, the Judge.

I, said the Assessor, will stake my golden dog-collars, covered with lizard-skin, with rings of gold, and my leash of woven silk, the workmanship of which is as marvellous as the jewel that glitters upon it. That outfit I wished to leave as an inheritance to my children, if I should marry; that outfit was given me by Prince Dominik Radziwill, when once I hunted with him and with Prince Marshal Sanguszko and General Mejen, and when I challenged them all to course their hounds with me. There  something unexampled in the history of the chase  I captured six hares with a single bitch. We were then hunting on the meadow of Kupisko; Prince Radziwill could not keep his seat upon his horse, but, dismounting, embraced my famous hound Kania, and thrice kissed her on the head. And then, thrice patting her on the muzzle, he said, I dub thee hence-forward Princess of Kupisko. Thus does Napoleon give principalities to his generals, from the places at which they have gained great victories.

Telimena, wearied with the prolonged wrangling, wanted to go out into the fresh air, but sought a partner. She took a little basket from the peg. Gentlemen, I see that you wish to remain within doors, she said, wrapping around her head a red cashmere shawl, but I am going for mushrooms: follow me who will! Under one arm she took the little daughter of the Chamberlain, with the other she raised her skirt up to her ankles. Thaddeus silently hastened after her  to seek mushrooms!

The plan of a walking party was very welcome to the Judge, who saw in it a means of settling a noisy dispute; so he called out:  

Gentlemen, to the woods for mushrooms! The one who brings the finest to the table I will seat beside the prettiest girl; I will pick her out myself. If a lady finds it, she shall choose for herself the handsomest young man.


BOOK III.  FLIRTATION

ARGUMENT

The Counts expedition to the garden  A mysterious nymph feeding geese  The resemblance of mushroom-gathering to the wanderings of the shades in the Elysian Fields  Varieties of mushrooms  Telimena in the Temple of Meditation  Consultation in regard to the settlement of Thaddeus  The Count as a landscape painter  Thaddeuss artistic observations on trees and clouds  The Counts thoughts on art  The bell  The love note  A bear, sir!

The Count returned home, but he kept checking his horse, turning back his head, and gazing at the garden; and once it seemed to him that a mysterious, snow-white gown again flashed from the window; and that again something light fell from on high, and flitting across the garden in the twinkling of an eye, glittered among the green cucumbers, like a sunbeam that steals out from a cloud and falls on a slab of flint in a ploughed field, or on a small sheet of water in a green meadow.

The Count dismounted and sent his servants to the house, but himself set out secretly for the garden; soon he reached the fence, found an opening in it, and slunk in quietly, as a wolf into a sheepfold; unluckily he jostled some dry gooseberry bushes. The little gardener glanced around as though frightened by the rustling, but perceived nothing; however, she ran to the other side of the garden. But along the edge, among the great sorrel plants and amid the leaves of burdock, the Count, leaping like a frog over the grass, quietly crawled near on his hands and knees; he put out his head, and beheld a marvellous sight.

In that part of the garden grew scattered cherry trees; among them grain and vegetables, purposely of mixed varieties: wheat, maize, beans, bearded barley, millet, peas, and even bushes and flowers. The housekeeper had devised such a garden for the poultry; she was famous for her skill  her name was Mrs. Hennibiddy, born Miss Turkee. Her invention made an epoch in poultry-raising: to-day it is universally known, but in those times it was still passed about as a novelty and received under the seal of secrecy by only a few persons, until at last the almanac published it under the heading, A cure for hawks and kites, or a new method of raising poultry  that meant this garden patch.

As soon as the cock that keeps watch stands still, and, throwing back and holding motionless his bill, and inclining to one side his head with its red comb, that he may the more easily aim at the heavens with his eye, perceives a hawk hanging beneath the clouds, he calls the alarm: at once the hens take refuge in this garden  even the geese and peacocks, and the doves in their sudden fright, if they have not time to hide beneath the roof.

Now no enemy was to be seen in the sky, but the summer sun was burning fiercely; from it the birds had taken refuge in the grove of grain: some were lying on the turf, others bathing in the sand.

Amid the birds heads rose little human heads, uncovered, with short hair, white as flax, their necks bare to the shoulders; in their midst was a girl, a head higher than they, with longer hair. Just behind the children sat a peacock, and spread out wide the circle of its tail into a many-coloured rainbow, against the deep blue of which the little white heads were relieved as on the background of a picture; they gathered radiance, being surrounded by the gleaming eyes of the tail as by a wreath of stars, and they shone amid the grain as in the transparent ether, between the golden stalks of the maize, the English grass with its silvery stripes, the coral mercury, and the green mallow, the forms and colours of which were mingled together like a lattice plaited of silver and gold, and waving in the air like a light veil.

Above the mass of many-coloured ears and stalks hung like a canopy a bright cloud of butterflies, whose four-parted wings were light as a spiders web and transparent as glass; when they hover in the air they are hardly visible, and, though they hum, you fancy that they are motionless.

The girl waved in her uplifted hand a grey tassel, like a bunch of ostrich plumes, and seemed to be protecting with it the heads of the children from the golden rain of the butterflies  in her other hand shone something horn-like and gilded, apparently an instrument for feeding children, for she approached it to each child in turn; it was formed like the golden horn of Amalthea.

Even though thus engaged she turned her head towards the gooseberry bushes, mindful of the rustling she had heard among them, and not knowing that her assailant had already drawn near from the opposite direction, crawling like a serpent over the borders. Suddenly he jumped out from the burdock; she looked  he was standing near at hand, four beds away from her, and was bowing low. She had already turned away her head and lifted her arms, and was hurrying to fly away like a frightened lark, and already her light steps were brushing over the leaves, when the children, frightened by the entrance of the stranger, and the flight of the girl, began to wail piteously. She heard them, and felt that it was unseemly to desert little children in their fright; she went back, hesitating, but she must needs go back, like an unwilling spirit, summoned by the incantations of a diviner. She ran up to divert the child that was shrieking the loudest, sat down by him on the ground, and clasped him to her bosom; the others she soothed with her hand and with tender words until they became calm, hugging her knees with their little arms and snuggling their heads, like chickens beneath their mothers wing. Is it nice to cry so? she said, is it polite? This gentleman will be afraid of you; he did not come to frighten you, he is not an ugly old beggar; he is a guest, a kind gentleman, just see how pretty he is.

She looked herself; the Count smiled pleasantly, and was evidently grateful to her for so many praises. She noticed this, and stopped, lowered her eyes, and blushed all over like a rosebud.

He was really a handsome gentleman; of tall stature, with an oval face, fair and with rosy cheeks; he had mild blue eyes and long blonde hair. The leaves and tufts of grass in the Counts hair, which he had torn off in crawling over the borders, showed green like a disordered wreath.

O thou! he said, by whatever name I must honour thee, whether thou art a goddess or a nymph, a spirit or a phantom, speak! Doth thine own will call thee to earth, or doth anothers power bind thee in this vale? Ah! I comprehend  surely some disdained lover, some powerful lord or envious guardian imprisons thee in this castle park as if under enchantment! Thou art worthy that knights should fight for thee in arms, and that thou shouldst be the heroine of mournful ballads! Unfold to me, fair one, the secret of thy dreadful fate! Thou shalt find a deliverer  henceforth, as thou rulest my heart by thy nod, so rule my arm.

He stretched forth his arms.  She listened to him with a maidens blush, but with a face once more cheerful. As a child likes to look at gay pictures and finds amusement in glittering counters before he learns their true worth, so her ears were soothed by the sounding words of which she did not understand the meaning. Finally she asked: Where do you come from, sir, and what are you looking for here in the garden?

The Count opened his eyes, confused and amazed, and did not reply. Finally, lowering the tone of his discourse, he said:  

Pardon me, my little lady; I see that I have spoiled your fun! O pardon me, I was just hurrying to breakfast; it is late and I wanted to get there on time. You know that by the road one has to make a circuit; through the garden it seems to me there is a short cut to the house.

There is your way, sir, said the girl; only you must not spoil the vegetable beds; there is the path between the strips of grass.

To the left? asked the Count, or to the right?

The little gardener, filled with curiosity, raised her blue eyes and seemed to scrutinise him, for a thousand steps away the house was in plain sight, and the Count was asking the way! But the Count needs must say something to her, and was seeking an excuse for conversation.



Do you live here? near the garden? or in the village? How happens it that I have not seen you at the mansion? Have you come recently? Perhaps you are a visitor?

The girl shook her head.

Pardon me, my little lady, but is not that your room, where we see the window?

If she is not a heroine of romance, he was thinking to himself, she is a young and fresh and very pretty girl. Very often a great soul, a great thought, hidden in solitude, blooms like the rose in the midst of the forest; it will be sufficient to bring it forth to the light, and put it before the sun, to have it amaze by a thousand bright colours those who gaze upon it!

The little gardener meanwhile remained silent. She merely lifted up one child, who was hanging on her arm, took another by the hand, and, driving several of them before her like geese, moved on through the garden.

Can you not, she said turning around, drive my stray birds back into the grain?

I drive birds! cried the Count in amazement.

Meanwhile she had vanished behind the shade of the trees. Only for a moment there shone from behind the hedgerow, through the dense greenery, something like two blue eyes.

The deserted Count long remained standing in the garden; his soul, like the earth after sunset, gradually grew cool, and took on dark colours. He began to muse, but he had very unpleasant dreams; he awoke, not knowing himself with whom he was angry. Alas, he had found little, and had had too great expectations! For, when he was crawling over the field towards that shepherdess, his head had burned and his heart leapt high; so many charms had he seen in the mysterious nymph, so wondrously had he decked her out, so many conjectures had he made! He had found everything quite different; to be sure, she had a pretty face, and a slender figure  but how lacking in elegance! And that tender face and lively blush, which painted excessive, vulgar happiness! Evidently her mind was still slumbering and her heart inactive. And those replies, so village-like, so common!

Why should I deceive myself? he exclaimed; I guess the secret, too late! My mysterious nymph is simply feeding geese!

With the disappearance of the nymph, all the magic glory had suffered a change; those bright bands, that charming network of gold and silver, alas! was that all merely straw?

The Count, wringing his hands, gazed on a bunch of cornflowers tied round with grasses, which he had taken for a tuft of ostrich plumes in the maidens hand. He did not forget the instrument: that gilded vessel, that horn of Amalthea, was a carrot! He had seen it being greedily consumed in the mouth of one of the children. So good-bye to the spell, the enchantment, the marvel!

So a boy, when he sees chickory flowers enticing the hand with soft, light, blue petals, wishes to stroke them and draws near  he blows  and with the puff the whole flower flies away like down on the wind, and in his hands the too curious inquirer sees only a naked stalk of grey-green grass.

The Count pulled his hat over his eyes and returned whence he came, but shortened the way by striding over the vegetables, the flowers, and the gooseberry bushes, until, vaulting the fence, he at last breathed freely! He remembered that he had spoken to the girl of breakfast: so perhaps everybody was already informed of his meeting with her in the garden, near the house; perhaps they would send to look for him. Had they noticed his flight? Who knows what they would think? So he had to go back. Bending down near the fence, along the boundary strip, and through the weeds, after a thousand turns he was glad to come out finally on the highway, which led straight to the yard of the mansion. He walked along the fence and turned away his head from the garden as a thief from a corn house, in order to give no sign that he thought of visiting it, or had already done so. Thus careful was the Count, though no one was following him; he looked in the opposite direction from the garden, to the right.

Here was an open grove, with a floor of turf; over this green carpet, among the white trunks of the birches, under the canopy of luxuriant drooping boughs, roamed a multitude of forms, whose strange dance-like motions and strange costumes made one think them ghosts, wandering by the light of the moon. Some were in tight black garments, others in long, flowing robes, bright as snow; one wore a hat broad as a hoop, another was bare-headed; some, as if they had been wrapt in a cloud, in walking spread out on the breeze veils that trailed behind their heads as the tail behind a comet. Each had a different posture: one had grown into the earth, and only turned about his downcast eyes; another, looking straight before him, as if in a dream, seemed to be walking along a line, turning neither to the right nor to the left. But all continually bent down to the ground in various directions, as if making deep bows. If they approached one another, or met, they did not speak or exchange greetings, being in deep meditation, absorbed in themselves. In them the Count saw an image of the shades in the Elysian Fields, who, not subject to disease or care, wander calm and quiet, but gloomy.

Who would have guessed that these people, so far from lively and so silent, were our friends, the Judges comrades? From the noisy breakfast they had gone out to the solemn ceremony of mushroom-gathering; being discreet people, they knew how to moderate their speech and their movements, in order under all circumstances to adapt them to the place and time. Therefore, before they followed the Judge to the wood, they had assumed a different bearing, and put on different attire, linen dusters suitable for a stroll, with which they covered and protected their kontuszes; and on their heads they wore straw hats, so that they looked white as spirits in Purgatory. The young people had also changed their clothes, except Telimena and a few who wore French attire.  This scene the Count had not understood, being unfamiliar with village customs; hence, amazed beyond measure, he ran full speed to the wood.

Of mushrooms there were plenty: the lads gathered the fair-cheeked fox-mushrooms, so famous in the Lithuanian songs as the emblem of maidenhood, for the worms do not eat them, and, marvellous to say, no insect alights on them; the young ladies hunted for the slender pine-lover, which the song calls the colonel of the mushrooms. All were eager for the orange-agaric; this, though of more modest stature and less famous in song, is still the most delicious, whether fresh or salted, whether in autumn or in winter. But the Seneschal gathered the toadstool fly-bane.

The remainder of the mushroom family are despised because they are injurious or of poor flavour, but they are not useless; they give food to beasts and shelter to insects, and are an ornament to the groves. On the green cloth of the meadows they rise up like lines of table dishes: here are the leaf-mushrooms with their rounded borders, silver, yellow, and red, like little glasses filled with various sorts of wine; the kozlak, like the bulging bottom of an upturned cup; the funnels, like slender champagne glasses; the round, white, broad, flat whities, like china coffee-cups filled with milk; and the round puff-ball, filled with a blackish dust, like a pepper-shaker. The names of the others are known only in the language of hares or wolves; by men they have not been christened, but they are innumerable. No one deigns to touch the wolf or hare varieties; but whenever a person bends down to them, he straightway perceives his mistake, grows angry and breaks the mushroom or kicks it with his foot: in thus defiling the grass he acts with great indiscretion.

Telimena gathered neither the mushrooms of wolves nor those of humankind; distracted and bored, she gazed around with her head high in air. So the Notary angrily said of her that she was looking for mushrooms on the trees; the Assessor more maliciously compared her to a female looking about for a nesting-place.

She seemed in search of quiet and solitude; slowly she withdrew from her companions and went through the wood to a gently sloping hillock, well shaded by the trees that grew thickly upon it. In the midst of it was a grey rock; from under the rock a stream gurgled and spouted, and at once, as if it sought the shade, took refuge amid the tall, thick greenery, which, watered by it, grew luxuriantly on all sides. There that swift rogue, swaddled in grasses and bedded upon leaves, motionless and noiseless, whispered unseen and almost inaudibly, like a tired child laid in a cradle, when its mother ties above it the bright green curtains, and sprinkles poppy leaves beneath its head. It was a lovely and quiet spot; here Telimena often took refuge, calling it the Temple of Meditation.

Standing above the stream, she threw on the greensward, from her shoulders, her waving shawl, red as carnelian; and, like a swimmer who bends down to the wintry bath before she ventures to plunge in, she knelt and slowly inclined on her side; finally, as if drawn down by the stream of coral, she fell upon it and stretched out at full length: she rested her elbow on the grass, her temple on her palm, with her head bent down; beneath her head glittered the vellum paper of a French book; over the alabaster pages of the book there wound her black ringlets and pink ribbons.

Amid the emerald of the luxuriant grass, on the carnelian shawl, in her long gown, as though in a wrapper of coral, against which her hair was relieved at one end and her black shoes at the other, while along the sides glittered her snowy stockings, her handkerchief, and the whiteness of her hands and face, she showed from afar like a many-coloured caterpillar, crawling upon a green maple leaf.

Alas! all the charms and graces of this picture vainly awaited experts to appreciate them; no one heeded them, so deeply were all engrossed in the gathering of mushrooms. But Thaddeus heeded them and kept glancing sideways; and, not daring to go straight on, edged along obliquely. As a huntsman, when, seated between two wheels beneath a moving canopy of boughs, he advances on bustards; or, when approaching plover, he hides himself behind his horse, putting his gun on the saddle or beneath the horses neck, as if he were dragging a harrow or riding along a boundary strip, but continually draws near to the place where the birds are standing: even so did Thaddeus steal forward.

The Judge foiled his plan; and, cutting him off, hurried to the spring. In the wind fluttered the white skirts of his dressing-gown and a large handkerchief, of which the end was fastened in his girdle; his straw hat, tied beneath his chin, flapped in the wind from his swift motion like a burdock leaf, falling now on his shoulders and now again over his eyes; in his hand was an immense staff: thus strode on the Judge. Bending down and washing his hands in the stream, he sat down on the great rock in front of Telimena, and, leaning with both hands on the ivory knob of his enormous cane, he thus began his discourse:  

You see, my dear, that ever since our Thaddeus has been our guest, I have been not a little disquieted. I am childless and old; this good lad, who is really my only comfort in the world, is the future heir of my fortune. By the grace of heaven I shall leave him no bad portion of gentlemans bread; it is time too that we think over his future and his settlement. But now, my dear, pray observe my distress! You know that Jacek, my brother, Thaddeuss father, is a strange man, whose intentions are hard to penetrate. He refuses to return home; God knows where he is hiding; he will not even let us inform his son that he is alive, and yet he continually gives us directions in regard to him. At first he wanted to send him to the legions; I was fearfully distressed. Later, however, he agreed that he might remain at home and marry. He would easily find a wife; I have a match in mind for him. None of our citizens compares in name or connections with the Chamberlain; his elder daughter Anna is of marriageable age, a fair and well-dowered young lady. I wanted to begin negotiations.

At this Telimena grew pale, closed her book, rose a bit, and sat up.

As I love my mother, she said, is there any sense in this, my dear brother? Are you a God-fearing man? So you think that you will really be doing a good turn to Thaddeus if you make a sower of buckwheat out of the young man! You will close the world to him! Believe me, some time he will curse you! To think of burying such talent in the woods and the garden! Believe me, judging from my knowledge of him, he is a capable boy, worthy of acquiring polish in the great world. You will do well, brother, if you send him to the capital, for instance, to Warsaw; or, if you wish to know my real opinion, to St. Petersburg. I shall surely be going there this winter on business; we will consider together what to do with Thaddeus. I know many people there and have influence; that is the best means of making a man. Through my aid he will gain access to the leading houses, and when he is known to important people he will get an office and a decoration; then let him abandon the service if he wishes and return home, being by that time of some importance and well known in society. What do you think about that, brother?

In his early years, said the Judge, it is not bad for a young man to gain social experience, to see the world, and acquire polish among men. I myself, when young, covered no small ground; I have been in Piotrkow and in Dubno, now following the court as a lawyer, now attending to my own affairs; I have even visited Warsaw. Not a little did I profit by this. I should like to send out my nephew also among men, simply as a traveller, as an apprentice who is finishing his term, in order that he might acquire some little knowledge of the world. Not for the sake of office-holding or decorations! I beg your most humble pardon; a rank in the Muscovite hierarchy, a decoration, what sort of distinction are they? What man among our ancient notables  nay, even among those of this present day  what man of any prominence among the district gentry cares for such trifles? And yet these men are esteemed among us, for we respect in them their family, their good name, or their office  but a local office, conferred by the votes of their fellow-citizens, and not by the influence of any one set in authority.

If that is your opinion, brother, interrupted Telimena, so much the better; send him out as a traveller.

You see, sister, said the Judge, mournfully scratching his head, I should like to do so very much, but what if I have new perplexities! Brother Jacek has not abandoned the oversight of his son, and has just sent down upon me that Bernardine Robak, who has arrived from across the Vistula, a friend of my brother, who knows all his plans. And so the fates have already uttered their decree as to Thaddeus, and will have him marry, but marry Zosia, your ward; the young couple will receive, besides my own fortune, a dowry in ready money by the generosity of Jacek. You know that he is rich, and that through his favour I possess almost all my own estate; thus he has the right to give directions. Pray think this over, in order that it may be accomplished with the least possible trouble; we must make them acquainted. To be sure, they are very young, especially little Zosia, but that is no matter; it is time at last to release Zosia from confinement, for at all events she is growing up and is no longer a child.

Telimena, amazed and almost panic-stricken, raised herself gradually and knelt on the shawl; at first she listened with attention, then with a gesture she opposed him, waving her hand vigorously over her ear, as if she were driving off the unpleasant words like gnats, back into the mouth of the speaker.

Ha! ha! that is a new idea! Whether that is good or bad for Thaddeus, she said angrily, you may judge for yourself, my dear sir. I dont care anything about Thaddeus, plan for him yourselves; make him a steward, or put him in a tavern; let him be a bar-tender, or bring game for your table from the woods; do with him whatever you wish! But as for Zosia! What have you men to do with Zosia? I control her hand; I alone. That Jacek provided money for Zosias education, and that he has assigned her a small yearly allowance, and has deigned to promise more, does not mean that he has bought her. Besides you both know, and it is pretty generally known too, that your generosity for us is not without its reasons; the Soplicas owe something to the family of the Horeszkos.

To this part of her speech the Judge listened with indescribable confusion and grief and with evident repugnance. As though fearing what she might say further, he bowed his head, made a gesture of assent, and flushed deeply.

Telimena concluded by saying:  

I have had the care of her; I am of her kin, Zosias only guardian. No one but me shall ever plan her happiness!

But what if she finds happiness in this marriage? said the Judge, raising his eyes; what if she likes young Thaddeus?

What if she likes him? Thats a pear on a willow tree! Like him or not  much I care for that! To be sure Zosia will not be a wealthy match, but yet she is not a common village girl, a simple gentlemans daughter; her ancestors were called, Your Grace; she is the child of a wojewoda; her mother was a Horeszko: she will get a husband! I have taken such pains with her education  if only she has not degenerated into savagery here!

The Judge listened with attention, looking her in the eye; he was apparently mollified, for he said cheerfully enough:  

Well, whats to be done? God knows that I have sincerely wished to do the right thing. Only do not be angry, sister; if you do not agree, sister, you are quite within your rights. It is a sad business, but there is no use being angry. I gave the advice, for my brother bade me; no one here is using compulsion. If you refuse Thaddeus, sister, I will reply to Jacek that through no fault of mine the betrothal of Thaddeus and Zosia cannot come to pass. Now I will take my own counsel; perhaps I can open negotiations with the Chamberlain and arrange the whole matter.

In the meantime Telimenas wrath had cooled down:  



I do not refuse him, my dear brother; not at all! You said yourself that it is rather early, that they are too young. Let us think it over and wait; that will do no harm. Let us make the young people acquainted; we will observe them  we must not thus expose to chance the happiness of others. Only I caution you betimes, brother, do not prompt Thaddeus, and do not urge him to fall in love with Zosia, for the heart is not a servant, and acknowledges no master, and will not let itself be forcibly put in chains.

Thereat the Judge, arising, walked away in deep thought. Thaddeus approached from the opposite side, pretending that the search for mushrooms had enticed him there; the Count slowly moved on in the same direction.

During the dispute between the Judge and Telimena the Count had been standing behind the trees, mightily affected by the scene. He took from his pocket paper and pencil, implements that he had always with him, and, leaning on a stump and spreading out the sheet before him, he was evidently drawing a picture, and saying to himself: They might have been grouped thus intentionally, he on the rock, she on the grass, a picturesque group! What characteristic heads! and what contrasting faces!

He approached, checked himself, wiped his lorgnette, brushed his eyes with his handkerchief, and continued to gaze:  

Is this marvellous, this charming prospect destined to perish or to be transformed when I approach near it? Will that velvet grass prove only poppies and beets? In that nymph shall I discover only a mere housekeeper?

Although before this the Count had often seen Telimena at the Judges house, where he had been a frequent visitor, he had paid little heed to her; he was now amazed to find her the model of his picture. The beauty of the spot, the charm of her posture, and the taste of her attire had so changed her that she was hardly recognisable. Her eyes shone with her recent anger, which was not yet extinct; her face, animated by the fresh breath of the breeze, by her dispute with the Judge, and by the sudden arrival of the young men, had assumed a deep flush, of unwonted liveliness.

Madam, said the Count, deign to pardon my boldness; I come both to crave forgiveness and to express my gratitude. To crave forgiveness, since I have stealthily followed your steps; and to express gratitude, since I have been the witness of your meditations. Much have I injured you, and much do I owe to you! I have interrupted a moment of meditation; to you I owe moments of inspiration! blessed moments! Condemn the man; but the artist awaits your forgiveness. Much have I dared, and more will I dare! Judge!

Here he knelt and offered her his landscape.

Telimena passed judgment on his sketch with the tone of a courteous lady, but of one conversant with art; of praise she was chary, but she did not spare encouragement.

Bravo, I congratulate you, she said, you have no small talent. Only do not neglect it; above all you need to search out a beautiful environment! O happy skies of the Italian lands! rose gardens of the Caesars! ye classic cascades of Tibur, and dread craggy paths of Posilipo! That, Count, is the land of painters! On us may God have pity! A child of the Muses, put out to nurse in Soplicowo, would surely die. My dear Count, I will have this framed, or I will put it in my album, in my collection of drawings, which I have gathered from every source: I have numbers of them in my desk.

So they began to converse of the blue of the skies, of the murmur of waves and of fragrant breezes, and of the summits of crags, mingling here and there, after the fashion of travellers, laughter and mockery at the land of their fathers. And yet around them stretched the forests of Lithuania, so majestic and so full of beauty! The black currant, intertwined with a wreath of wild hop; the service tree, with the fresh blush of a shepherdess; the hazel, like a mænad, with green thyrsuses, decked with the pearls of its nuts as with clusters of grapes; and beneath them the children of the forest, the hawthorn in the embrace of the elder, the blackberry pressing its black lips upon the raspberry. The trees and bushes joined hands with their leaves, like young men and maidens standing ready for a dance around a married pair. In the midst of the company stood the pair, distinguished from all the rest of the forest throng by gracefulness of form and charm of colour; the white birch, the beloved, with her husband the hornbeam. But farther off, like grave elders sitting in silence and gazing on their children and grandchildren, stood on this side hoary beeches, and on that matronly poplars; and an oak, bearded with moss, and bearing on its humped back the weight of five centuries, supported itself  as on the broken pillars of sepulchres  on the petrified corpses of other oaks, its ancestors.

Thaddeus writhed, being not a little wearied by the long conversation in which he could not take part. But when they began to glorify the forests of foreign lands, and to enumerate in turn every variety of their trees  oranges, cypresses, olive trees, almonds, cactuses, aloes, mahogany, sandalwood, lemons, ivy, walnuts, even fig trees  praising extravagantly their forms, flowers, and bark, then Thaddeus constantly sniffed and grimaced, and finally could no longer restrain his wrath.

He was a simple lad, but he could feel the charm of nature, and, gazing on his ancestral forest, he said full of inspiration:  

In the botanical garden at Wilno I have seen those vaunted trees that grow in the east and the south, in that fair Italian land  which of them can be compared to our trees? The aloe with its long stalk like a lightning rod? Or the dwarfish lemon tree with its golden balls and lacquered leaves, short and dumpy, like a woman who is small and ugly, but rich? Or the much-praised cypress, long, thin, and lean, which seems the tree, not of grief, but of boredom? They say that it looks very sad upon a grave; but it is like a German flunkey in court mourning, who does not dare to lift his arms or turn his head, for fear that he may somehow offend against etiquette.

Is not our honest birch tree fairer, which is like a village woman weeping for her son, or a widow for her husband, who wrings her hands and lets fall over her shoulders to the ground the stream of her loose tresses? Mute with grief, how eloquently she sobs with her form! Count, if you are in love with painting, why do you not paint our own trees, among which you are sitting? Really, the neighbours will laugh at you, since, though you live in the fertile plain of Lithuania, you paint only crags and deserts.



Friend, said the Count, beautiful nature is the form, the ground, the material, but the soul is inspiration, which rises on the wings of imagination, is polished by taste, and is supported by rules. Nature is not enough, enthusiasm is not enough; the artist must fly away into the spheres of the ideal! Not everything that is beautiful can be painted! You will learn all this from books in the course of time. As for painting: for a picture one requires viewpoints, grouping, ensemble  and sky, the Italian sky! Hence in landscape art Italy was, is, and will be the country of painters. Hence also, except for Breughel  not Van der Helle, but the landscapist, for there are two Breughels  and except for Ruysdael, in the whole north where has there been a landscape artist of the first rank? The sky, the sky is necessary.

Our painter Orlowski, interrupted Telimena, had a Soplicas taste. (You must know that this is the malady of the Soplicas, not to like anything except their own country.) Orlowski, who spent his life in St. Petersburg, a famous painter (I have some of his sketches in my desk), dwelt close by the Emperor, in his court, as in paradise; and, Count, you cannot believe how homesick he was, he loved constantly to call to mind the days of his youth; he glorified everything in Poland, land, sky, forests.

And he was right, cried Thaddeus warmly; that Italian sky of yours, so far as I have heard of it, is blue and clear, but yet is like frozen water: are not wind and storm a hundred times more beautiful? In our land, if you merely raise your head, how many sights meet your eye! how many scenes and pictures from the very play of the clouds! For each cloud is different; for instance, in spring they crawl like lazy tortoises, heavy with showers, and send down from the sky to the earth long streamers like loose tresses: those are the streams of rain. The hail cloud flies swiftly on the wind like a balloon; it is round and dark-blue, with a glint of yellow in the centre; around it may be heard a mighty uproar. Even these white cloudlets of every day, just see how rapidly they change! At first they are like a flock of wild geese or swans; and from behind, the wind, like a falcon, drives them into a dense throng; they crowd together, grow and increase; new marvels! They gain curved necks, send forth manes, shoot out rows of legs, and over the vault of the skies they fly like a herd of chargers across the steppe. All are white as silver; they have fallen into confusion; suddenly masts grow from their necks, and from their manes broad sails; the herd changes into a ship, and majestically floats slowly and quietly across the blue plain of the skies!

The Count and Telimena looked up; Thaddeus with one hand pointed out a cloud to them, while with the other he squeezed Telimenas dainty fingers. The quiet scene lasted for several minutes; the Count spread a sheet of paper on his hat and took out his pencil; then, unwelcome to their ears, the house bell resounded, and straightway the quiet wood was full of cries and uproar.

The Count, nodding his head, said in an impressive tone:  

Thus fate is wont to end all in this world by the sound of a bell. The calculations of mighty minds, the plans of imagination, the sports of innocence, the joys of friendship, the outpourings of feeling hearts! when the bronze roars from afar all is confused, shattered, perturbed  and vanishes!

Then, turning a feeling glance on Telimena, he added, What remains? and she said to him, Remembrance; and, desiring somewhat to relieve the Counts sadness, she gave him a forget-me-not that she had plucked. The Count kissed it and pinned it on his bosom. Thaddeus on the other side separated the branches of a shrub, seeing that through the greenery something white was stealing towards him. This was a little hand white as a lily; he seized it, kissed it, and silently buried his lips in it as a bee in the cup of a lily. On his lips he felt something cold; he found a key and a bit of white paper curled up in the hole of it; this was a little note. He seized it and hid it in his pocket; he did not know what the key meant, but that little white note would explain.

The bell still pealed, and, as an echo, from the depths of the quiet woods there resounded a thousand cries and shouts; this was the uproar of people searching for one another and calling, the signal that the mushroom-gathering was over for the day: the uproar was not at all gloomy or funereal, as it had seemed to the Count, but a dinner uproar. Every noon this bell, calling from the gable, invited the guests and servants home to dinner; such had been the custom on many old estates, and in the Judges house it had been preserved. So from the wood there came a throng carrying boxes, and baskets, and handkerchiefs with their ends tied up  all full of mushrooms; each young lady carried in one hand, like a folded fan, a large pine-lover; in the other tree-fungi tied together in a bunch, like field flowers, and leaf-mushrooms of various colours. The Seneschal had his fly-bane. With empty hands came Telimena, and after her the young gentlemen.

The guests entered in order and stood about the table. The Chamberlain took his place at the head; this honour befitted him from his age and his office; advancing to it he bowed to the ladies, the old men, and the young men. By him the Monk took his station, and next the Bernardine was the Judge. The Bernardine pronounced a short grace in Latin, brandy was passed around; thereupon all sat down, and in silence and with relish they ate the cold Lithuanian salad of beet leaves.

The dinner was more quiet than usual; no one talked, despite the hosts entreaties. The factions involved in the mighty strife over the dogs were thinking of the morrows contest and the wager; great thought is wont to constrain the lips to silence. Telimena, though she talked constantly with Thaddeus, was forced to turn now and then to the Count, and even now and then to glance at the Assessor; thus a hunter gazes at the same time at the net into which he is coaxing goldfinches, and at the snare for sparrows. Thaddeus and the Count were both content with themselves, both happy, both full of hopes, and therefore not inclined to chatter. The Count would cast a proud look at the flower, and Thaddeus would stealthily gaze into his pocket, to see whether that little key had not run away; he would even reach in his hand and finger the note which he had not yet read. The Judge, pouring out Hungarian wine and champagne for the Chamberlain, served him diligently, and often pressed his knees; but he had no zest for conversation with him, and it was evident that he felt certain secret cares.

They changed the plates and the viands in silence; at last the tiresome routine of the dinner was interrupted by an unexpected guest. A forester, rushing in, did not even observe that it was dinner time, but ran up to his master; from his bearing and his expression it was clear that he was the bringer of important and unwonted tidings. On him the whole company turned their gaze; recovering his breath somewhat, he said: A bear, sir! All guessed the rest, that the beast had come out from the jungle, that it was slipping through to the wilderness beyond the Niemen; all immediately recognised that it must be pursued at once, although they had not consulted together or thought the matter over. The common thought was evident from the clipped words, the lively gestures, the various orders that were issued, which, though they came tumultuously and at one time from so many lips, still all tended to a like aim.

To the village! shouted the Judge, on horseback, for the headman of the peasants! To-morrow at daybreak let the beaters be ready, but volunteers! Whoever comes with a pike I will release from two days work on the roads and five days field-service for myself.

Hurry, cried the Chamberlain, saddle my grey, and gallop full speed to my house; get quickly my two bulldogs, which are famous all over the district; the male is named Sprawnik, and the bitch Strapczyna. Gag them, tie them in a sack, and to save time bring them here on horseback.

Vanka, cried the Assessor in Russian to his boy, draw my Sanguszko hunting knife over the whetstone; you know, the knife that the prince presented to me; and look to my belt, to see whether there is a bullet in every cartridge.



Get the guns ready! shouted everybody.

The Assessor kept calling: Lead, lead! I have a bullet mould in my game bag.

Tell the parish priest, added the Judge, to serve mass early to-morrow in the forest chapel; a very short offertory for hunters, the usual mass of St. Hubert.

After the orders had been given a silence followed. All were deep in thought and cast their eyes around as if looking for some one; slowly the Seneschals venerable face attracted and united all eyes. This was a sign that they were seeking a leader for their future expedition and that they offered the staff of office to the Seneschal. The Seneschal rose, understood the will of his comrades, and, rapping impressively on the table, he drew from his bosom a golden chain, on which hung a watch large as a pear.

To-morrow, he said, at half past four, the gentlemen hunters and the beaters will present themselves at the forest chapel.

He spoke, and moved from the table; after him went the Forester. These two had to plan and arrange the chase.

Even so act generals, when they ordain a battle for the morrow  the soldiers throughout the camp clean their arms and eat, or sleep on cloaks or saddles, free from care, but the generals consult within the quiet tent.

Dinner was interrupted, the day passed in the shoeing of horses, the feeding of dogs, the gathering and cleaning of arms; at supper hardly any one came to the table. Even the faction of Bobtail ceased to be agitated by its long and weighty quarrel with the party of Falcon; the Notary and the Assessor went arm in arm to look for lead. The rest, wearied with toil, went early to sleep, in order to rise in good season.

[To-day Thaddeus had been given a room in an out-building. Going in, he closed the door and hid the candle in the fireplace, pretending that he had already gone to sleep  but he did not close his eyes. He evidently awaited the night, and to him the time seemed long. He stood by the window and through the opening cut in the shutter observed the doings of the watchman, who was continually walking about the yard. When he saw him far away, at one bound he leapt out, closed the window, and bending to the ground crept along like a pointer. His further steps the autumn night shrouded in thick darkness.]


BOOK IV  DIPLOMACY AND THE CHASE

ARGUMENT

A vision in curl papers awakes Thaddeus  Belated discovery of a mistake  The tavern  The emissary  The skilful use of a snuffbox turns discussion into the proper channel  The jungle  The bear  Danger of Thaddeus and the Count  Three shots  The dispute of the Sagalas musket with the Sanguszko musket settled in favour of the single-barrelled Horeszko carbine  Bigos  The Seneschals tale of the duel of Dowejko and Domejko, interrupted by hunting the hare  End of the tale of Dowejko and Domejko.

Ye comrades of the Grand Dukes of Lithuania, trees of Bialowieza, Switez, Ponary, and Kuszelewo! whose shade once fell upon the crowned heads of the dread Witenes and the great Mindowe, and of Giedymin, when on the height of Ponary, by the huntsmens fire, he lay on a bear skin, listening to the song of the wise Lizdejko; and, lulled by the sight of the Wilia and the murmur of the Wilejko, he dreamed of the iron wolf; and awakened, by the clear command of the gods, he built the city of Wilno, which sits among the forests as a wolf amid bison, wild boars, and bears. From this city of Wilno, as from the she-wolf of Rome, went forth Kiejstut and Olgierd and his sons, as mighty hunters as they were famous knights, in pursuit now of their enemies and now of wild beasts. A hunters dream disclosed to us the secrets of the future, that Lithuania ever needs iron and wooded lands.

Ye forests! the last to come hunting among you was the last king who wore the cap of Witold, the last fortunate warrior of the Jagiellos, and the last huntsman among the rulers of Lithuania. Trees of my Fatherland! if Heaven grants that I return to behold you, old friends, shall I find you still? Do ye still live? Ye, among whom I once crept as a child  does great Baublis still live, in whose bulk, hollowed by ages, as in a goodly house, twelve could sup at table? Does the grove of Mendog still bloom by the village church? And there in the Ukraine, does there still rise on the banks of the Ros, before the mansion of the Holowinskis, that linden tree so far-spreading that beneath its shade a hundred youths and a hundred maidens were wont to join as partners in the dance?

Monuments of our fathers! how many of you each year are destroyed by the axes of the merchants, or of the Muscovite government! These vandals leave no refuge either for the forest warblers or for the bards, to whom your shade was as dear as to the birds. Yet the linden of Czarnolas, responsive to the voice of Jan Kochanowski, inspired in him so many rimes! Yet that prattling oak still sings of so many marvels to the Cossack bard!

How much do I owe to you, trees of my Homeland! A wretched huntsman, fleeing from the mockery of my comrades, in exchange for the game that I missed how many fancies did I capture beneath your calm, when in the wild thicket, forgetful of the chase, I sat me down amid a clump of trees! Around me here the greybearded moss showed silver, streaked with the blue of dark, crushed berries; there heathery hillocks shone red, decked with cowberries as with rosaries of coral.  All about was darkness: over me the branches hung like low, thick, green clouds; somewhere above the motionless vault the wind played with a wailing, roaring, howling, crashing thunder; a strange, deafening uproar! It seemed to me that there above my head rolled a hanging sea.

Below, the crumbling remains of cities meet the eye. Here an overthrown oak protrudes from the ground, like an immense ruin; on it seem to rest fragments of walls and columns; on this side are branching stumps, on that half-rotted beams, enclosed with a hedge of grass. Within the barricade it is terrible to look: there dwell the lords of the forest, wild boars, bears, and wolves; at the gate lie the half-gnawed bones of some unwary guests. Sometimes there rise up through the green of the grass, like two jets of water, a pair of stags antlers; and a beast flits between the trees like a yellow streak, as when a sunbeam falls between the forest trees and dies.

And again there is quiet below. A woodpecker on a fir tree raps lightly and flies farther on and vanishes; it has hidden, but does not cease to tap with its beak, like a child when it has hidden and wishes to be sought for. Nearer sits a squirrel, holding a nut in its paws and gnawing it; its tail hangs over its eyes like the plume over a cuirassiers helmet: even though thus protected, it keeps glancing about; perceiving the guest, this dancer of the woods skips from tree to tree and flashes like lightning; finally it slips into an invisible opening of a stump, like a Dryad returning to her native tree. Again all is quiet.

Now a branch shakes from the touch of some ones hand, and between the parted clusters of the service berries shines a face more fair than they. It is a maiden gathering berries or nuts; in a basket of simple bark she offers you freshly gathered cowberries, rosy as her lips. By her side walks a youth who bends down the branches of the hazel tree; the girl catches the nuts as they flash by her.

Now they have heard the peal of the horns and the baying of the hounds; they guess that a hunt is drawing near them; and between the dense mass of boughs, full of alarm, they vanish suddenly from the eye, like deities of the forest.

In Soplicowo there was a great commotion; but neither the barking of the dogs, nor the neighing of the horses and the creaking of the carts, nor the blare of the horns that gave the signal for the hunt could stir Thaddeus from his bed; falling fully dressed on his couch, he had slept like a marmot in its burrow. None of the young men thought of looking for him in the yard; every one was occupied with his own affairs and was hurrying to his appointed place; they entirely forgot their sleeping comrade.

He was snoring. Through the heart-shaped opening that was cut in the shutter the sun poured into the darkened room like a fiery column, straight on the brow of the sleeping lad. He wanted to doze longer and twisted about, trying to avoid the light; suddenly he heard a knocking and awoke; cheerful was his awakening. He felt blithe as a bird and breathed freely and lightly; he felt himself happy and smiled to himself. Thinking of all that had happened to him the day before, he blushed and sighed, and his heart beat fast.

He looked at the window. Marvellous to say, in the sunlit aperture, within that heart, there shone two bright eyes, opened wide, as is wont to be the case when one gazes from daylight into darkness; he saw also a little hand, raised like a fan on the side towards the sun, to shield the gaze; the tiny fingers, turned towards the rosy light, reddened clear through, as if made of rubies; he beheld curious lips, slightly parted, and little teeth that shone like pearls among corals; and the face, though it was protected from the sun by a rosy palm, itself glowed all over like the rose.

Thaddeus was sleeping beneath the window; himself hidden in the shade, lying on his back, he wondered at the marvellous apparition, which was directly above him, almost touching his face. He did not know whether he was awake, or whether he was imagining one of those dear, bright childish faces that we remember to have seen in the dreams of our innocent years. The little face bent down: he beheld, trembling with fear and joy, alas! he beheld most clearly  he recalled and recognised now that short, bright golden hair done up in tiny curl papers white as snow, like silvery pods, which in the gleam of the sun shone like a crown on the image of a saint.

He started up, and the vision straightway vanished, frightened by the noise; he waited, but it did not return! He only heard again a thrice-repeated knocking and the words: Get up, sir; it is time for hunting, you have overslept. He jumped from his couch, and with both hands pushed back the shutters, so that their hinges rattled, and flying open they knocked against the wall on either side. He rushed out and looked around, amazed and confused, but he saw nothing, nor did he perceive traces of any one. Not far from the window was the garden fence; on it the hop leaves and the flowery garlands were trembling; had some light hands touched them or had the wind stirred them? Thaddeus gazed long on them, but did not dare enter the enclosure; he only leaned on the fence, raised his eyes, and, with his finger pressed on his lips, bade himself be silent, in order not to break the stillness by a hasty word. Then he rapped his forehead, as though he were tapping for some ancient memories that had been lulled to sleep within him; finally, gnawing his fingers, he drew blood, and shouted at the top of his voice: It serves me right, it does.

In the yard, where a few moments before there had been so many cries, now everything was desolate and silent as in a graveyard; all had gone afield. Thaddeus pricked up his ears, and put his hands to them like trumpets; he listened till the wind that blew from the forest brought to him the sound of horns and the shouts of the hunting throng.

Thaddeuss horse was waiting saddled in the stable. So, musket in hand, he vaulted upon it, and like a madman galloped towards the inns that stood near the forest chapel, where the beaters were to have gathered at early dawn.

The two taverns bent forward from either side of the road, threatening each other with their windows like enemies. The old one rightfully belonged to the owner of the castle; the new one Judge Soplica had built to spite the castle. In the former, as in his own inheritance, Gerwazy ruled supreme; in the latter Protazy occupied the highest place at the table.

The new tavern was not peculiar in its appearance. The old one was built according to an ancient model, which was invented by Tyrian carpenters, and later spread abroad over the world by the Jews; a style of architecture completely unknown to foreign builders: we inherit it from the Jews.

The tavern was in front like an ark, behind like a temple; the ark was Noahs genuine oblong chest, known to-day under the simple name of stable; in it there were various beasts, horses, cows, oxen, bearded goats; and above flocks of birds; and a pair each of various sorts of reptiles  and likewise insects. The rear portion, formed like a marvellous temple, reminded one by its appearance of that edifice of Solomon that Hirams carpenters, the first skilled in the art of building, erected on Zion. The Jews imitate it to this day in their schools, and the design of the schools may be traced in their taverns and stables. The roof of lath and straw was peaked, turned-up, and crooked as a Jews torn cap. From the gable protruded the edges of a balcony, supported on a row of close-set wooden columns; the columns, which were a great architectural marvel, were solid, though half decayed, and were put up crooked, as in the tower of Pisa; they did not conform to Greek models, for they lacked bases and capitals. On the columns rested semicircular arches, also of wood, in imitation of Gothic art. Above were artistic ornaments, crooked as the arms of Sabbath candlesticks, executed not with the graver or chisel, but with skilful blows of the carpenters hatchet; at their ends hung balls, somewhat resembling the buttons that the Jews hang on their foreheads when they pray, and which, in their own, tongue, they call cyces. In a word, from a distance the tottering, crooked tavern was like a Jew, when he nods his head in prayer; the roof is his cap, the disordered thatch his beard, the smoky, dirty walls his black frock, and in front the carving juts out like the cyces on his brow.



In the centre of the tavern was a partition like that in a Jewish school; one portion, divided into long and narrow rooms, was reserved exclusively for ladies and gentlemen who were travelling; the other formed one immense hall. Along each wall stretched a many-footed narrow, wooden table; by it were benches, which, though lower, were as like the table as children are like their father. On these benches around the room sat peasants, both men and women, and likewise some of the minor gentry, all in rows; only the Steward sat by himself. After early Mass they had come from the chapel to Jankiels, since it was Sunday, to have a drink and to amuse themselves. By each a cup of greyish brandy was already frothing, the hostess was running about with the bottle, serving every one. In the centre of the room stood the host, Jankiel, in a long gown that reached to the floor, and was fastened with silver clasps; one hand he had tucked into his black silk girdle, with the other he stroked in dignified fashion his grey beard. Casting his eye about, he issued orders, greeted the guests who came in, went up to those that were seated, and started conversation, reconciled persons quarrelling, but served no one  he only walked to and fro. The Jew was old, and famed everywhere for his probity; for many years he had been keeping the tavern, and no one either of the peasants or of the gentry had ever made complaint against him to his landlord. Of what should they complain? He had good drinks to choose from; he kept his accounts strictly, but without any knavery; he did not forbid merriment, but would not endure drunkenness. He was a great lover of entertainments; at his tavern marriages and christenings were celebrated; every Sunday he had musicians come from the village, including a bass viol and bagpipes.



He was familiar with music and was himself famous for his musical talent; with the dulcimer, his national instrument, he had once wandered from estate to estate and amazed his hearers by his playing and his songs, for he sang well and with a trained voice. Though a Jew, he had a fairly good Polish pronunciation, and was particularly fond of the national songs, of which he had brought back a multitude from each trip over the Niemen, kolomyjkas from Halicz and mazurkas from Warsaw. A report, I do not know how well founded, was current throughout the district, that he was the first to bring from abroad and make popular in that time and place the song which is to-day famous all over the world, and which was first played in the Ausonian land to Italians by the trumpets of the Polish legions. The talent of song pays well in Lithuania; it gains peoples affection and makes one famous and rich. Jankiel had made a fortune; sated with gain and glory, he had hung his nine-stringed dulcimer upon the wall, and settling down with his children in the tavern he had taken up liquor-selling. Besides this he was the under-rabbi in the neighbouring town, and always a welcome guest in every quarter, and a household counsellor: he had a good knowledge of the grain trade on the river barges; such knowledge is needful in a village. He had also the reputation of being a patriotic Pole.

He was the first to bring to an end the quarrels between the two taverns, which had often led even to bloodshed, by leasing them both. He was equally respected by the old partisans of the Horeszkos and by the servants of Judge Soplica. He alone knew how to keep an ascendancy over the terrible Warden of the Horeszkos and the quarrelsome Apparitor; in Jankiels presence both Gerwazy terrible of hand and Protazy terrible of tongue stifled their ancient wrongs.

Gerwazy was not there; he had gone to join the beaters, not wishing that the Count, young and inexperienced, should undertake alone so important and difficult an expedition. So he had gone with him for counsel, and likewise for defence.

To-day Gerwazys place, the farthest from the threshold, between two benches, in the very corner of the tavern (called pokucie), was occupied by the Monk, Father Robak, the alms-gatherer. Jankiel had seated him there; he evidently highly respected the Bernardine, for whenever he noticed that his glass was empty he immediately ran up and told them to pour out for him July mead. They said that the Bernardine and he had been acquainted when young, somewhere off in foreign lands. Robak often came by night to the tavern, and consulted secretly with the Jew about important matters; they said that the Monk was smuggling goods, but this was a slander unworthy of belief.

Leaning on the table, Robak was discoursing in a low voice; a throng of gentry surrounded him and pricked up their ears, and bent down their noses to the Monks snuffbox. Each took a pinch, and the gentlemen sneezed like mortars.

Reverendissime, said Skoluba with a sneeze, that is fine tobacco, it goes way up to your topknot. Never since I have worn a nose  here he stroked his long nose have I met its like  here he sneezed a second time. It is real Bernardine, doubtless made in Kowno, a city famous throughout the world for tobacco and mead. I was there in  

To the health of you all, my noble gentlemen!



Robak interrupted him. As for the tobacco  hm  it comes from farther off than my friend Skoluba thinks; it comes from Jasna Gora, the Bright Mountain; the Paulist Brethren prepare such tobacco in the city of Czenstochowa, where stands the image, famed for so many miracles, of Our Lady the Virgin, Queen of the Crown of Poland: she is likewise still called Duchess of Lithuania! She still watches over her royal crown, but in the Duchy of Lithuania the schism is now established!

From Czenstochowa? said Wilbik. I confessed myself there when I went on a pilgrimage thirty years ago. Is it true that the French are now visiting the city, and that they are going to tear down the church and seize the treasury  for this is all printed in the Lithuanian Courier?

No, it is not true, said the Bernardine. His Majesty the Emperor Napoleon is a most exemplary Catholic; the Pope himself anointed him, and they live in harmony, and spread the faith among the French people, which has become a trifle corrupted. To be sure they have contributed much silver from Czenstochowa to the national treasury, for the Fatherland, for Poland, as the Lord God himself bids; his altars are always the treasury of the Fatherland. Why, in the Duchy of Warsaw we have a Polish army of a hundred thousand, perhaps soon there will be more. And who will pay that army? Will it be you Lithuanians? You are now giving your pennies only for the Muscovite coffers.

The devil we are! cried Wilbik; they take them from us by force.

O, my dear sir, a peasant spoke up humbly, bowing to the Monk and scratching his head, for the gentry it is only half bad, but they skin us like linden bark.

You stupid son of Ham! cried Skoluba, it is easier for you; you peasants are as used to skinning as eels; but for us men of birth, us gentlemen accustomed to golden liberty! Ah, brothers! Why, in old times a gentleman on his garden patch  

Yes, yes, they all cried, was a wojewodas match.

To-day they even deny our gentle birth; they bid us hunt up papers and prove it by documents.

Thats nothing for such as you! shouted Juraha. Your precious ancestors were peasants who obtained nobility, but I am of princes blood! To ask me for a patent, showing when I became a nobleman! Only God remembers that! Let the Muscovite go to the forest and ask the oak grove who gave it a patent to grow above all the shrubs!

Prince! said Zagiel. Go tell that to some one else! You will find no end of princes coronets in this district.

You have a cross in your coat of arms, shouted Podhajski; that is a covert allusion to the fact that a baptised Jew was a member of your line.

That is false! interrupted Birbarz; now I spring from the blood of Tatar counts, and yet my coat bears crosses above a ship.

The white rose of five petals, cried Mickiewicz, with a cap in a golden field: it is a princely coat; Stryjkowski writes frequently of it.

After this a mighty hubbub arose all over the room. The Bernardine had recourse to his snuffbox; he offered a pinch to each of the orators in turn, and the wrangling immediately subsided: each accepted for courtesys sake, and sneezed several times. The Bernardine, taking advantage of the intermission, continued:  

Ah! this tobacco has made great men sneeze! Will you believe me that four times General Dombrowski has taken a pinch from this snuffbox?

Dombrowski! they shouted.

Yes, yes, he, the general. I was in the camp when he was recapturing Dantzic from the Germans. He had something to write; and, fearing that he might go to sleep, he took a pinch, sneezed, and twice patted me on the back. Father Robak, he said, Father Bernardine, perhaps we shall see each other in Lithuania before the year is over. Tell the Lithuanians to receive me with Czenstochowa tobacco; I take none but that. 

The Monks speech aroused such amazement and such joy that the whole noisy assembly was silent for a moment; then they repeated under their breath the words, Tobacco from Poland? Czenstochowa? Dombrowski? from the Italian land? until finally all at once, as if thought had fused with thought and word with word, all cried with one voice, as if a signal had been given: Dombrowski! All shouted together, all embraced one another; the peasant and the Tatar count, the princes hat and the cross, the white rose, the griffin, and the ship; they forgot everything, even the Bernardine; they only sang and shouted: Brandy, mead, wine!

Father Robak listened to the song for a long time; finally he wanted to cut it short. So he took in both hands his snuffbox, broke up the melody with a sneeze; and, before they got together again, he hastened to speak thus:  



You praise my tobacco, my good friends; now see what is going on inside the snuffbox.

Here, wiping with his handkerchief the soiled base of the box, he showed them a little painted army, like a swarm of flies: in the middle sat a man on a charger, the size of a beetle, evidently the leader of the troop; he had made his horse rear, as though he wanted to leap into the skies; one hand he held on the bridle, the other up to his nose.

Gaze, said Robak, at that threatening form, and guess whose it is.

All looked with curiosity.

That is a great man, an emperor, but not of the Muscovites; their tsars have never used tobacco.

A great man, cried Cydzik, and in a long grey coat? I thought that great men wore gold, for among the Muscovites any sort of a general, sir, fairly shines with gold, like a pike in saffron.

Bah! interrupted Rymsza; why, in my youth I saw Kosciuszko, the chief of our nation: he was a great man, but he wore a Cracow peasants coat, that is to say, a czamara.

Much he wore a czamara! retorted Wilbik. They used to call it a taratatka.

But the taratatka has fringe, shouted Mickiewicz, and the other is entirely plain.

Thereupon there arose disputes over the various forms of the taratatka and the czamara.

The ingenious Robak, seeing that the conversation was thus becoming scattered, undertook again to gather it to a focus  to his snuffbox: he treated them, they sneezed and wished one another good health; he continued his speech: When the Emperor Napoleon in an engagement takes snuff time after time, it is a sure sign that he is winning the battle. For example, at Austerlitz: the French just stood beside their cannon, and on them charged a host of Muscovites. The Emperor gazed and held his peace; whenever the French shot, the Muscovites were simply mowed down by regiments like grass. Regiment after regiment galloped on and fell from the saddle; whenever a regiment fell, the Emperor took a pinch of snuff, until finally Alexander with his little brother Constantine and the German Emperor Francis fled from the field. So the Emperor, seeing that the fight was over, gazed at them, laughed, and dusted his fingers. And now if any of you gentlemen who are present here ever serves in the army of the Emperor, let him remember this.

Ah! my dear Monk! cried Skoluba, when will that be? Why, on every holiday set down in the calendar they prophesy to us that the French are coming, A man looks and looks until his eyes are weary, but the Muscovite keeps on holding us by the neck as he always has. I fear that before the sun rises the dew will ruin our eyes.

Sir, it is womanish to complain, said the Bernardine, and a Jewish trick to wait with folded hands until some one rides up to the tavern and knocks on the door. With Napoleon it is not so hard to beat the Muscovites; he has already three times thrashed the hide of the Suabians, he has trodden down the nasty Prussians, and has cast back the English straight across the sea: surely he will be equal to the Muscovites. But, my dear sir, do you know what will be the result? The gentry of Lithuania will mount their steeds and seize their sabres, but not until there is no longer any enemy with whom to fight. Napoleon, after crushing everybody alone, will finally say: I can get along without you: who are you? So it is not enough to await a guest, not enough even to invite him in; one needs to gather the servants and set up the tables; and before the banquet one must clean the house of dirt; clean the house, I repeat; clean the house, my boys!

A silence followed, and then voices in the throng:  

How clean our house? What do you mean by that? We will do everything for you, we are ready for anything; only, my dear Father, pray explain yourself more clearly.

The Monk glanced out of the window, interrupting the conversation; he noticed something peculiar, and put his head out of the window. In a moment he said, rising:  

To-day we have no time, later we will talk together more at length. To-morrow I shall be in the district town on business, and on the way I will call on you gentlemen to gather alms.

Then call at Niehrymow to spend the night, said the Steward; the Ensign will be glad to see you, sir. An old Lithuanian proverb says: As lucky a man as an alms-gatherer in Niehrymow. 

And be good enough to visit us, said Zubkowski. You will get a half-piece of linen, a firkin of butter, a sheep or a cow. Remember these words, sir: A man is lucky if he strikes it as rich as a monk in Zubkow. 

And on us, said Skoluba; and on us, added Terajewicz; no Bernardine ever departed hungry from Pucewicze.

Thus all the gentry said good-bye to the Monk with prayers and promises; he was already the other side of the door.

Through the window he had caught sight of Thaddeus flying along the highway, at full gallop, without his hat, with head bent forward, and with a pale, gloomy face, continually whipping and spurring on his horse. This sight greatly disturbed the Bernardine; so he hastened with quick steps after the young man, towards the great forest, which, as far as the eye could reach, showed black along the entire horizon.

Who has explored the deep abysses of the Lithuanian forests up to the very centre, the kernel of the thicket? A fisherman is scarcely acquainted with the bottom of the sea close to the shore; a huntsman skirts around the bed of the Lithuanian forests; he knows them barely on the surface, their form and face, but the inner secrets of their heart are a mystery to him; only rumour or fable knows what goes on within them. For, when you have passed the woods and the dense, tangled thickets, in the depths you come upon a great rampart of stumps, logs, and roots, defended by a quagmire, a thousand streams, and a net of overgrown weeds and ant-hills, nests of wasps and hornets, and coils of serpents. If by some superhuman valour you surmount even these barriers, farther on you will meet with still greater danger. At each step there lie in wait for you, like the dens of wolves, little lakes, half overgrown with grass, so deep that men cannot find their bottom; in them it is very probable that devils dwell. The water of these wells is iridescent, spotted with a bloody rust, and from within continually rises a steam that breathes forth a nasty odour, from which the trees around lose their bark and leaves; bald, dwarfed, wormlike, and sick, hanging their branches knotted together with moss, and with humped trunks bearded with filthy fungi, they sit around the water, like a group of witches warming themselves around a kettle in which they are boiling a corpse.

Beyond these pools it is vain to try to penetrate even with the eye, to say nothing of ones steps, for there all is covered with a misty cloud that rises incessantly from quivering morasses. But finally behind this mist (so runs the common rumour) extends a very fair and fertile region, the main capital of the kingdom of beasts and plants. In it are gathered the seeds of all trees and herbs, from which their varieties spread abroad throughout the world; in it, as in Noahs ark, of all the kinds of beasts there is preserved at least one pair for breeding. In the very centre, we are told, the ancient buffalo and the bison and the bear, the emperors of the forest, hold their court. Around them, on trees, nest the swift lynx and the greedy wolverene, as watchful ministers; but farther on, as subordinate, noble vassals, dwell wild boars, wolves, and horned elks. Above their heads are the falcons and wild eagles, who live from the lords tables, as court parasites. These chief and patriarchal pairs of beasts, hidden in the kernel of the forest, invisible to the world, send their children beyond the confines of the wood as colonists, but themselves in their capital enjoy repose; they never perish by cut or by shot, but when old die by a natural death. They have likewise their graveyard, where, when near to death, the birds lay their feathers and the quadrupeds their fur. The bear, when with his blunted teeth he cannot chew his food; the decrepit stag, when he can scarcely move his legs; the venerable hare, when his blood already thickens in his veins; the raven, when he grows grey, and the falcon, when he grows blind; the eagle, when his old beak is bent into such a bow that it is shut for ever and provides no nourishment for his throat; all go to the graveyard. Even a lesser beast, when wounded or sick, runs to die in the land of its fathers. Hence in the accessible places, to which man resorts, there are never found the bones of dead animals. It is said that there in the capital the beasts lead a well-ordered life, for they govern themselves; not yet corrupted by human civilisation, they know no rights of property, which embroil our world; they know neither duels nor the art of war. As their fathers lived in paradise, so their descendants live to-day, wild and tame alike, in love and harmony; never does one bite or butt another. Even if a man should enter there, though unarmed, he would pass in peace through the midst of the beasts; they would gaze on him with the same look of amazement with which on that last, sixth day of creation their first fathers, who dwelt in the Garden of Eden, gazed upon Adam, before they quarrelled with him. Happily no man wanders into this enclosure, for Toil and Terror and Death forbid him access.

Only sometimes hounds, furious in pursuit, entering incautiously among these mossy swamps and pits, overwhelmed by the sight of the horrors within them, flee away, whining, with looks of terror; and long after, though petted by their masters hand, they still tremble at his feet, possessed by fright. These ancient hidden places of the forests, unknown to men, are called in hunters language jungles.



Stupid bear! If thou hadst abode in the jungle, never would the Seneschal have learned of thee; but, whether the fragrance of the honeycomb lured thee, or thou feltest too great a longing for ripe oats, thou earnest out to the edge of the forest, where the trees were less dense, and there at once the forester detected thy presence, and at once sent forth beaters, clever spies, to learn where thou wast feeding and where thou hadst thy lair by night. Now the Seneschal with his beaters, extending his lines between thee and the jungle, cuts off thy retreat.

Thaddeus learned that no short time had already passed since the hounds had entered into the abyss of the forest.

All is quiet  in vain the hunters strain their ears; in vain, as to the most curious discourse, each hearkens to the silence, and waits long in his position without moving; only the music of the forest plays to them from afar. The dogs dive through the forest as loons beneath the sea; but the sportsmen, turning their double-barrelled muskets towards the wood, gaze on the Seneschal. He kneels, and questions the earth with his ear. As in the face of a physician the eyes of friends read the sentence of life or death for one who is dear to them, so the sportsmen, confident in the Seneschals skill and training, fix upon him glances of hope and terror. They are on the track! he said in a low voice, and rose to his feet. He had heard it! They were still listening  finally they too hear; one dog yelps, then two, twenty, all the hounds at once in a scattered pack catch the scent and whine; they have struck the trail and howl and bay. This is not the slow baying of dogs that chase a hare, a fox, or a deer, but a constant, sharp yelp, quick, broken, and furious. So the hounds have struck no distant trail, the beast is before their eyes  suddenly the cry of the pursuit stops, they have reached the beast  again there is yelping and snarling  the beast is defending himself, and is undoubtedly maiming some of them; amid the baying of the hounds one hears more and more often the howl of a dying dog.

The hunters stood still, and each of them, with his gun ready, bent forward like a bow with his head thrust into the forest; they could wait no longer! Already one after another left his station and crowded into the thicket; each wished to be the first to meet the beast; though the Seneschal kept cautioning them, though the Seneschal rode to each station on his horse, crying that whoever should leave his place, be he simple peasant or gentlemans son, should get the lash upon his back. There was-no help for it! All, against orders, ran into the wood. three guns sounded at once, then a continual cannonade, until, louder than the reports, the bear roared and filled with echoes all the forest. A dreadful roar, of pain, fury, and despair! After it the yelping of the dogs, the cries of the sportsmen, the horns of the beaters thundered from the centre of the thicket. Some hunters hasten into the forest, others cock their guns, and all rejoice. Only the Seneschal in grief cries that they have missed him. The sportsmen and the beaters had all gone to the same side, between the toils and the forest, to cut off the beast; but the bear, frightened by the throng of dogs and men, turned back into places less carefully guarded, towards the fields, whence the sportsmen set to guard them had departed, where of the many ranks of hunters there remained only the Seneschal, Thaddeus, the Count, and a few beaters.



Here the wood was thinner; from within could be heard a roaring, and the crackling of breaking boughs, until finally the bear darted from the dense forest like a thunderbolt from the clouds. From all sides the dogs were chasing him, terrifying him, tearing him, until at last he rose on his hind legs and looked around, frightening his enemies with a roar; with his fore paws he tore up now the roots of a tree, now charred stumps, now stones that had grown into the earth, hurling them at dogs and men; finally he broke down a tree, and brandishing it like a club to the right and the left, he rushed straight at the last guardians of the line of beaters, at the Count and Thaddeus. They stood their ground unafraid, and levelled the barrels of their muskets at the beast, like two lightning-rods at the bosom of a dark cloud; then both at once pulled their triggers (inexperienced lads!) and the guns thundered together: they missed. The bear leapt towards them; they seized with four hands a pike that had been stuck in the earth, and each pulled it towards him; they gazed at the bear till two rows of tusks glittered from a great red mouth, and a paw armed with claws was already descending on their brows. They turned pale, jumped back, and slipped away to where the trees were less dense. The beast reared up behind them, already he was making a slash with his claws; but he missed, ran on, reared up again aloft, and with his black paw aimed at the Counts yellow hair. He would have torn his skull from his brains as a hat from the head, but just then the Assessor and the Notary jumped out from either side, and Gerwazy came running up some hundred paces away in front, and after him Robak, though without a gun  and the three shot together at the same instant. as though at a word of command. The bear leapt into the air. like a hare before the hounds, came down upon his head, and turning a somersault with his four paws, and throwing the bloody weight of his huge body right under the Count, hurled him from his feet to the earth; he still roared, and tried to rise, when the furious Strapczyna and the ferocious Sprawnik descended on him.

Then the Seneschal seized his buffalo horn, which hung by a strap, long, spotted, and crooked as a boa constrictor, and with both hands pressed it to his lips. He blew up his cheeks like a balloon, his eyes became bloodshot, he half-lowered his eyelids, drew his belly into half its size, sending thence into his lungs his entire supply of breath, and began to play. The horn, like a cyclone with a whirling breath, bore the music into the forest and an echo repeated it. The sportsmen became silent, the hunters were amazed by the power, purity, and marvellous harmony of the notes. The old man was once more exhibiting before an audience of huntsmen all that art for which he had once been famous in the forests; straightway he filled and made alive the woods and groves as though he had led into them a whole kennel and had begun the hunt. For in the playing there was a short history of the hunt. First there was a ringing, brisk summons  that was the morning call; then yelp upon yelp whined forth  that was the baying of the dogs; and here and there was a harsher tone like thunder  that was the shooting.

Here he broke off, but he still held the horn. It seemed to all that the Seneschal was still playing on, but that was the echo playing.

He began once more. You might think that the horn was changing its form, and that in the Seneschals lips it grew now thicker and now thinner, imitating the cries of animals; once, prolonging itself into a wolfs neck, it howled long and piercingly; again, as if broadening into a bears throat, it roared; then the bellowing of a bison cut the wind.

Here he broke off, but he still held the horn. It seemed to all that the Seneschal was still playing on, but that was the echo playing. Hearing this masterpiece of horn music, the oaks repeated it to the oaks and the beeches to the beeches.

He blew again. In the horn there seemed to be a hundred horns; one could hear mingled outcries of setting on the dogs, wrath and terror of the hunters, the pack, and the beasts: finally the Seneschal raised his horn aloft, and a hymn of triumph smote the clouds.

Here he broke off, but he still held the horn. It seemed to all that the Seneschal was still playing on, but that was the echo playing. In the wood there seemed to be a horn for every tree; one repeated the song to another, as though it spread from choir to choir. And the music went on, ever broader, ever farther, ever more gentle, and ever more pure and perfect, until it died away somewhere far off, somewhere on the threshold of the heavens!

The Seneschal, taking both hands from the horn, spread them out like a cross; the horn fell, and swung on his leather belt. The Seneschal, his face swollen and shining, and his eyes uplifted, stood as if inspired, catching with his ear the last expiring tones. But meanwhile thousands of plaudits thundered forth, thousands of congratulations and shouts of vivat.



They gradually became quiet, and the eyes of the throng were turned on the huge, fresh corpse of the bear. He lay besprinkled with blood and pierced with bullets; his breast was plunged into the thick, matted grass; his paws were spread out before him like a cross; he still breathed, but he poured forth a stream of blood through his nostrils; his eyes were still open, but he did not move his head. The Chamberlains bulldogs held him beneath the ears; on the left side hung Strapczyna; on the right Sprawnik, choking his throat, sucked out the black blood.

Thereupon the Seneschal bade place an iron bar between the teeth of the dogs, and thus open their jaws. With the butts of their guns they turned the remains of the beast on its back, and again a triple vivat smote the clouds.

Well? cried the Assessor, flourishing the barrel of his musket; well? how about my little gun? It aims high, does it! Well? how about my little gun? It is not a large birdie, but what a showing it made! That is no new thing for it either; it never wastes a charge upon the air. It was a present to me from Prince Sanguszko.

Here he showed a musket which, though small, was of marvellous workmanship, and began to enumerate its virtues.

I was running, interrupted the Notary, wiping the sweat from his brow, I was running right after the bear; but the Seneschal called out, Stay in your places! How could I stay there; the bear was making full speed for the fields, like a hare, farther and farther; finally I lost my breath and had no hope of catching up; then I looked to the right: he was standing right there, and the trees were not dense. When I aimed at him, I thought, Hold on, Bruin! and sure enough, there he lies dead. Its a fine gun, a real Sagalas; there is the inscription, Sagalas, London à Balabanowka. (A famous Polish smith lived there, who made Polish guns, but decorated them in English fashion.)

Hows that? snorted the Assessor, in the name of a thousand bears! The idea of your killing it! What rubbish are you talking?

Listen, replied the Notary, this is no court investigation; this is a hunting party; we will summon all as witnesses.

So a furious brawl arose in the company, some taking the side of the Assessor and some that of the Notary. No one remembered about Gerwazy, for all had run in from the sides, and had not noticed what was going on in front. The Seneschal took the floor:  

Now at all events there is some reason for a quarrel, for this, gentlemen, is no worthless rabbit; this is a bear: here one need have no compunctions about seeking satisfaction, whether it be with the sabre or even with pistols. It is hard to reconcile your dispute, so according to the ancient custom we give you our permission for a duel. I remember that in my time there lived two neighbours, both worthy gentlemen, and of long descent; they dwelt on opposite sides of the river Wilejka; one was named Domejko and the other Dowejko. They both shot at the same time at a she-bear; which killed it it was hard to ascertain, and they had a terrible quarrel, and swore to shoot at each other over the hide of the bear: that was in true gentlemans style, almost barrel to barrel. This duel made a great stir, and in those days they sang songs about it. I was their second; how everything came to pass  I will tell you the whole story from the beginning.

Before the Seneschal began to speak, Gerwazy had settled the dispute. He walked attentively around the bear; finally he drew his hanger, cut the snout in two, and in the rear of the head, opening the layers of the brain, he found the bullet. He took it out, wiped it on his coat, measured it with a cartridge, applied it to the barrel of his flintlock, and then said, raising his palm with the bullet resting upon it:  

Gentlemen, this bullet is not from either of your weapons; it came from this single-barrelled Horeszko carbine. (Here he raised an old flintlock, tied up with strings.) But I did not shoot it. O, how much daring was needed then! it is terrible to remember it; my eyes grew dark! For both the young gentlemen were running straight towards me, and behind them was the bear  just, just above the head of the Count, the last of the Horeszkos, though in the female line! Jesus Maria! I exclaimed, and the angels of the Lord sent to my aid the Bernardine Monk. He put us all to shame; O, he is a glorious monk! While I trembled, while I dared not touch the trigger, he snatched the musket from my hands, aimed, and fired. To shoot between two heads! at a hundred paces! and not to miss! and in the very centre of his jaw! to knock out his teeth so! Gentlemen, long have I lived, and but one man have I seen who could boast himself such a marksman: that man once famous among us for so many duels, who used to shoot out the heels from under womens shoes, that scoundrel of scoundrels, renowned in memorable times, that Jacek, commonly called Mustachio; his surname I will not mention. But now it is no time for him to be hunting bears; that ruffian is certainly buried in Hell up to his very mustaches. Glory to the Monk, he has saved the lives of two men, and perhaps of three. Gerwazy will not boast, but if the last child of the Horeszkos blood had fallen into the jaws of the beast, I should no longer be in this world, and perhaps the bear would have gnawed clean my old bones. Come, Father Monk, let us drink your good health!

In vain they searched for the Monk: all that they could discover was that after the killing of the beast he had appeared for a moment, had leapt towards the Count and Thaddeus, and, seeing that both were safe and sound, had raised his eyes to Heaven, quietly repeated a prayer, and had run quickly into the field, as though some one were chasing him.

Meanwhile at the Seneschals bidding they had thrown into a heap bundles of heather, dry brushwood, and logs; the fire burst forth, and a grey pine tree of smoke grew up and spread out aloft like a canopy. Over the flame they joined pikes into a tripod; on the spears they hung big-bellied kettles; from the waggons they brought vegetables, meal, roast meats, and bread.

The Judge opened a locked liquor case, in which there could be seen rows of white necks of bottles; from among them he took the largest crystal decanter  this the Judge had received as a gift from the Monk, Robak. It was Dantzic brandy, a drink dear to a Pole. Long live Dantzic! cried the Judge, raising the flask on high; the city once was ours, and it will be ours again! And he filled each glass with the silvery liquor, until at last it began to drip golden and glitter in the sun.

In the kettles they were cooking bigos. In words it is hard to express the wonderful taste and colour of bigos and its marvellous odour; in a description of it one hears only the clinking words and the regular rimes, but no city stomach can understand their content. In order to appreciate Lithuanian songs and dishes, one must have health, must live in the country, and must be returning from a hunting party.

However, even without these sauces, bigos is no ordinary dish, for it is artistically composed of good vegetables. The foundation of it is sliced, sour cabbage, which, as the saying is, goes into the mouth of itself; this, enclosed in a kettle, covers with its moist bosom the best parts of selected meat, and is parboiled, until the fire extracts from it all the living juices, and until the fluid boils over the edge of the pot, and the very air around is fragrant with the aroma.

The bigos was soon ready. The huntsmen with a thrice-repeated vivat, armed with spoons, ran up and assailed the kettle; the copper rang, the vapour burst forth, the bigos evaporated like camphor, it vanished and flew away; only in the jaws of the caldrons the steam still seethed, as in the craters of extinct volcanoes.

When they had eaten and drunk their fill, they put the beast on a waggon, and themselves mounted their steeds. All were gay and talkative, except the Assessor and the Notary, who were more testy than the day before, quarrelling over the merits of that Sanguszko gun and that Sagalas musket from Balabanowka. The Count and Thaddeus also rode on in no merry mood, being ashamed that they had missed and had retreated; for in Lithuania whoever lets a bear get through the circle of beaters must toil long before he repairs his fame.

The Count said that he had reached the pike first, and that Thaddeus had hindered him from encountering the beast; Thaddeus maintained that, being the stronger, and the more skilful in work with a heavy pike, he had wished to relieve the Count of the trouble. Such nipping words they said to each other, now and again, in the midst of the cries and uproar of the train.

The Seneschal was riding in the middle; the worthy old man was merry beyond his wont and very talkative. Wishing to amuse the quarrelsome hunters and to bring them to an agreement, for their benefit he concluded his story of Dowejko and Domejko:  

Assessor, if I wanted you to fight a duel with the Notary, dont think that I thirst for human blood; God forbid! I wanted to amuse you, I wanted, so to speak, to arrange a comedy for you, to renew a conceit that I invented forty years ago, a splendid one! You are younger men, and do not remember about it, but in my time it was famous from this forest to the woods of Polesie.

All the animosities of Domejko and Dowejko proceeded, strange to say, from the very unfortunate similarity of their names. For when, at the time of the district diets, the friends of Dowejko were recruiting partisans, some one would whisper to a gentleman, Give your vote to Dowejko; but he, not hearing quite correctly, would give his vote to Domejko. Once when, at a banquet, the Marshal Rupejko proposed a toast, Vivat Dowejko, others shouted Domejko; and the guests sitting in the middle did not know what to do, especially considering ones indistinct speech at dinner time.

That was not the worst: once a certain drunken squire had a sword fight in Wilno with Domejko and received two wounds; later that squire, returning home from Wilno, by a strange chance took the same boat as Dowejko. So, when they were journeying along the Wilejka in the same boat, and he asked his neighbour who he was, the reply was Dowejko. Without further ado he drew his blade from under his winter coat; slash, slash, and on Domejkos account he cut off the mustache of Dowejko.

Finally, as the last straw, it must needs be that on a hunting party things happened thus. The two men of the name were standing near each other, and both shot at the same time at the same she-bear. To be sure, immediately after their shots it did fall lifeless, but before that it had been carrying a dozen bullets in its belly. Many persons had guns of the same calibre. Who killed the bear? Try to find out! How can you tell?

Here they shouted: Enough! We must end this matter once for all. Whether God or the devil united us, we must separate; two of us, like two suns, seem to be too much for one world. And so they drew their sabres and took their positions. Both were worthy men; the more the other gentry tried to reconcile them, the more furiously they let fly at each other. They changed their arms; from sabres they passed to pistols; they took their positions, we cried that they had put the barriers too near together. They, to spite us, swore to shoot over the skin of the bear, sure death! almost barrel to barrel; both were fine shots. Let Hreczecha be our second. All right, I said, let the sexton dig a hole at once, for such a dispute cannot end without results. But fight like gentlemen, and not like butchers. It is well enough to shorten the distance, I see that you are bold fellows; but do you want to shoot with your pistols on each others bellies? I will not permit it; I agree to pistols, but you shall shoot from a distance neither longer nor shorter than across the bears hide; with my own hands as second I will stretch the hide of the bear on the ground, and I myself will station you. You shall stand on one side, at the end of the snout, and you at the tail. Agreed, they shouted; the time? To-morrow. The place? The Usza tavern.  They parted. But I set to reading Virgil.

Here the Seneschal was interrupted by a cry of At him! Right from under the horses a hare had darted out; first Bobtail and then Falcon started after it. They had taken the greyhounds to the hunt, knowing that as they returned through the fields they might very likely happen on a rabbit. They were walking without leashes alongside the horses; when they caught sight of the hare, before the hunters could urge them on they started after it. The Notary and the Assessor wanted to follow on horseback, but the Seneschal checked them, saying; Hold! stand and watch! I will not permit a person to stir from the spot. From here we can all see well how the hare runs for the field. In very truth, the hare felt behind it the hunters and the pack; it was making for the field; it stretched out behind it its ears like two deers horns; it showed like a long grey streak extended above the ploughed land; beneath it its legs stuck out like four rods; you would have said that it did not move them, but only tapped the earth on the surface, like a swallow kissing the water. Behind it was dust, behind the dust the dogs; from a distance it seemed that the hare, the dust, and the dogs blended into one body, as though some great serpent were winding over the plain; the hare was the head, the dust in the rear was like a dark blue neck, and the dogs seemed to form a restless double tail.

The Notary and the Assessor gazed with open mouths, and held their breath. Suddenly the Notary grew pale as a handkerchief; the Assessor grew pale too: they saw  something fatal was happening; the farther that serpent went, the longer it became; it was already breaking in half; already that neck of dust had vanished; the head was already near the wood, and the tails somewhere behind! The head disappeared; for one last instant some one seemed to wave a tassel; it was lost in the wood, and near the wood the tail broke up.

The poor dogs ran bewildered along the border; they seemed to offer each other mutual advice and accusations. Finally they came back, slowly bounding over the furrows, with drooping ears and tails between their legs; and, running up, for very shame they did not dare to lift their eyes; and, instead of going to their masters, they stopped on one side.

The Notary drooped his gloomy brow towards his breast; the Assessor glanced around, but in no merry mood. Then they began to explain to the audience how their greyhounds were not used to going without leashes, how the hare had started out suddenly, how it was a poor chase over the ploughed field, where the dogs ought to have had boots, it was all so covered with flints and sharp stones.

They learnedly elucidated the matter, as experienced masters of hounds; from their words the hunters might have profited greatly, but they did not listen attentively; some began to whistle, others to titter; others, remembering the bear, talked about that, being still occupied by the recent hunt.



The Seneschal had hardly once glanced at the hare: seeing that it had escaped, he indifferently turned his head and finished his interrupted discourse:  

Where did I stop? Aha, at my making them both promise that they would shoot across the bear skin! The gentlemen cried out: That is sure death, almost barrel to barrel! But I laughed to myself, for my friend Maro had taught me that the skin of a beast is no ordinary measure. You know, my friends, how Queen Dido sailed to Libya, and there with great trouble managed to buy a morsel of land, such as could be covered with a bulls hide. On that tiny morsel of land arose Carthage! So I thought that over attentively by night.

Hardly was day dawning, when from one side came Dowejko in a gig, and from the other Domejko on horseback. They beheld that over the river stretched a shaggy bridge, a girdle of bear skin cut into strips. I stationed Dowejko at the tail of the beast on one side, and Domejko on the other side. Now blaze away, I said, for all your lives if you choose, but I wont let you go until you are friends again. They got furious, but then the gentry present fairly rolled on the ground for laughter; and the priest and I with impressive words set to giving them lessons from the Gospel and from the Statutes. There was no help for it; they laughed and had to be reconciled.

Their quarrel turned later into a lifelong friendship, and Dowejko married the sister of Domejko; Domejko espoused the sister of his brother-in-law, Panna Dowejko: they divided their property into two equal portions, and on the spot where so strange an occurrence had happened they built a tavern, and called it the Little Bear.


BOOK V.  THE BRAWL

ARGUMENT

Telimenas plans for the chase  The little gardener is prepared for her entry into the great world, and listens to the instructions of her guardian  The hunters return  Great amazement of Thaddeus  A second meeting in the Temple of Meditation and a reconciliation made easy by the mediation of ants  Conversation at table about the hunt  The Seneschals tale of Rejtan and the Prince de Nassau interrupted  Preliminaries of peace between the two factions also interrupted  Apparition with a key  The brawl  The Count and Gerwazy hold a council of war.

The Seneschal, after honourably concluding his hunt, was returning from the wood, but Telimena in the depths of the deserted mansion was just beginning her hunting. To be sure she sat without moving, with her arms folded on her breast, but with her thoughts she was pursuing two beasts; she was searching for means to invest and capture them both at once  the Count and Thaddeus. The Count was a young magnate, the heir of a great house, handsome and attractive, and already a trifle in love! Well? He might be fickle! Then, was he sincerely in love? Would he consent to marry? especially a woman some years older than he? and not rich?

With these thoughts Telimena rose from the sofa and stood on tiptoe; you would have said that she had grown tall. She opened slightly her gown over her bosom, leaned sideways, surveyed herself with a diligent eye, and again asked counsel of her mirror; a moment later, she lowered her eyes, sighed, and sat down.

The Count was a grandee! Men of property are changeable in their tastes. The Count was a blond! Blonds are not over passionate. But Thaddeus? a simple lad! an honest boy! almost a child! he was beginning to fall in love for the first time! If well looked to he would not easily break his first ties; besides that, he was already under obligations to Telimena. While they are young, though men are fickle in their thoughts, they are more constant in their feelings than their grandfathers, because they have a conscience. The simple and maidenlike heart of a youth long preserves gratitude for the first sweets of love! It welcomes enjoyment and bids it farewell with gaiety, like a modest meal, which we share with a friend. Only an old drunkard, whose inwards are already burning, loathes the drink in which he drowns himself. All this Telimena knew thoroughly, for she had both sense and large experience.

But what would people say? One could withdraw from their sight, go to another locality, live in retirement, or, what was better, remove entirely from the vicinity, for instance make a little trip to the capital; she might introduce the young lad to the great world, guide his steps, aid him, counsel him, form his heart, have in him a counsellor and brother! Finally, she might enjoy the world herself, while her years permitted.

With these thoughts she walked boldly and gaily several times up and down the chamber  again she lowered her brow.

It might be well also to think about the fate of the Count  could she not manage to interest him in Zosia? She was not rich, but of equal birth to his, of a senatorial family, the daughter of a dignitary. If their marriage should come to pass, Telimena would have a refuge for the future in their home, being kin to Zosia and the one who secured her for the Count; she would be like a mother for the young couple.

After this decisive consultation, held with herself, she called from the window to Zosia, who was playing in the garden.

Zosia was standing bareheaded in her morning gown, holding a sieve aloft in her hands; the barnyard fowls were running to her feet. From one side the rough-feathered hens came rolling like balls of yarn; from the other the crested cocks, shaking the coral helms upon their heads and oaring themselves with their wings over the furrows and through the bushes, stretched out broadly their spurred feet; behind them slowly advanced a puffed-up turkey cock, fretting at the complaints of his garrulous spouse; there the peacocks, like rafts, steered themselves over the meadow with their long tails, and here and there a silver-winged dove would fall from on high like a tassel of snow. In the middle of the circle of greensward extended a noisy, moving circle of birds, girt round with a belt of doves, like a white ribbon, mottled with stars, spots, and stripes. Here amber beaks and there coral crests rose from the thick mass of feathers like fish from the waves. Their necks were thrust forward and with soft movements continually wavered to and fro like water lilies; a thousand eyes like stars glittered upon Zosia.

In the centre, raised high above the birds, white herself, and dressed in a long white gown, she turned about like a fountain playing amid flowers. She took from the sieve and scattered over the wings and heads, with a hand white as pearls, a dense pearly hail of barley grains: it was grain worthy of a lords table, and was made for thickening the Lithuanian broths; by stealing it from the pantry cupboard for her poultry Zosia did damage to the housekeeping.

She heard the call Zosia  that was her aunts voice! She sprinkled out all at once to the birds the remnant of the dainties, and twirling the sieve as a dancer a tambourine and beating it rhythmically, the playful maiden began to skip over the peacocks, the doves, and the hens. The birds, disturbed, fluttered up in a throng. Zosia, hardly touching the ground with her feet, seemed to tower high above them; before her the white doves, which she startled in her course, flew as before the chariot of the goddess of love.

Zosia with a shout rushed through the window into the chamber, and, out of breath, sat down upon her aunts lap; Telimena, kissing her and stroking her under the chin, with joy observed the liveliness and charm of the child (for she really loved her ward). But once more she made a solemn face, rose, and walking up and down and across the chamber, and holding her finger on her lips, she spoke thus:  

My dear Zosia, you are quite forgetful both of your age and of your station in life. Why, to-day you are beginning your fourteenth year; it is time to give up turkeys and hens. Fie! is such fun worthy of a dignitarys daughter? And you have petted long enough those sunburned peasants children, Zosia! My heart aches to look at you; you have tanned your shoulders dreadfully, like a real little gypsy; and you walk and move like a village girl. From now on I shall see that all this is changed. I shall begin to-day; to-day I shall take you into society, to the drawing-room, to our guests; we have a throng of guests here. See that you do not cause me shame.

Zosia jumped from her place and clapped her hands; and, clasping both arms around her aunts neck, she wept and laughed by turns for very joy.

O auntie, it is so long since I have seen any guests! Since I have been living here with the hens and turkeys, the only guest that I have seen was a wild dove. Im just a little tired of sitting in the chamber; the Judge even says that it is bad for the health.

The Judge, interrupted her aunt, has continually been bothering me with requests to take you out into society; has continually been mumbling under his breath that you are already grown up. He doesnt know what he is talking about himself; he is an old fellow who never had any experience in the great world. I know better how much preparation a young lady needs, in order to make an impression when she comes out in society. You see, Zosia, that any one who grows up in the sight of men, even though she may be beautiful and clever, produces no impression, since all have been accustomed to seeing her ever since she was small. But if a well-trained, grown-up young lady suddenly appears glittering before the world from no one knows where, then everybody crowds up to her out of curiosity, observes all her movements, each glance of her eye, attends to her words and repeats them to others; and when a young person gets to be in fashion, every one must praise her, even if he does not like her. I hope that you know how to behave; you grew up in the capital. Though you have been living two years hereabouts, you have not yet completely forgotten St. Petersburg. Well, Zosia, make your toilet; get the things from my desk, you will find ready everything needed for dressing. Hurry up, for at any minute they may come home from hunting.

The chambermaid and a serving girl were summoned; into a silver basin they poured a pitcher of water, and Zosia, fluttering like a sparrow in the sand, washed with the aid of the servant her hands, face, and neck. Telimena opened her St. Petersburg stores and took forth bottles of perfumes, and jars of pomade; she sprinkled Zosia over with choice perfume  the fragrance filled the room  and smeared her hair with ointment. Zosia put on white open-work stockings and white satin shoes from Warsaw. Meanwhile the chambermaid had laced her up, and then thrown a dressing-sack over the young ladys shoulders: after crimping her hair with a hot iron they proceeded to take off the curl-papers; her locks, since they were rather short, they made into two braids, leaving the hair smooth on the brow and temples. Then the chambermaid, weaving into a wreath some freshly gathered cornflowers, gave them to Telimena, who pinned them skilfully on Zosias head, from the right to the left: the flowers were relieved very beautifully against the light hair, as against ears of grain! They took off the dressing-sack; the toilet was complete. Zosia threw over her head a white gown, and rolled up a little white handkerchief in her hand, and thus, all in white, she looked like a white lily herself.

After adjusting once more both her hair and her apparel, they told her to walk the length and breadth of the room. Telimena observed her with the eyes of an expert; she drilled her niece, grew angry, and grimaced; finally at Zosias curtsy she cried out in despair:  

Unhappy me! Zosia, you see what comes of living among geese and shepherds! You stride along like a boy, and turn your eyes to the right and left like a divorced woman! Curtsy! see how awkward you are!

O, auntie, said Zosia sadly, how am I to blame? You have locked me up, auntie; there was nobody to dance with; to pass the time away I liked to feed the birds and to pet the children. But just wait, auntie, till Ive lived among other people for a little while; youll see how I improve.

Well, of the two evils, said her aunt, it was better to stay with the birds than with such a rabble as have hitherto been our guests; just recollect who have been our visitors here: the parish priest, who mumbled a prayer or played checkers, and the lawyers with their tobacco pipes! They are noble cavaliers! You would have learned fine manners from them! Now at all events there is some one to show yourself to; we have a well-bred company in the house. Note well, Zosia, we have here a young Count, a gentleman, well educated, a relative of the Wojewoda; see that you are polite to him.

The neighing of horses is heard and the chatter of the hunters; they are at the gate: here they are! Taking Zosia on her arm she ran to the reception room. None of the sportsmen had as yet come in; they had to change their clothes in the chambers, as they did not wish to join the ladies in their hunting coats. The first to enter were the young men, Thaddeus and the Count, who had dressed in great haste.

Telimena discharged the duties of hostess, greeted those who entered, offered them seats, and entertained them with conversation; she presented her niece to each in turn, first of all to Thaddeus, as being his near relative. Zosia curtsied politely; he bowed low, wanted to say something to her, and had already opened his lips; but, when he looked into Zosias eyes he was so abashed, that, standing dumb before her, he first flushed and then grew pale. What lay upon his heart, he himself could not guess; he felt himself very unhappy  he had recognised Zosia  by her stature and her bright hair and her voice! That form and that little head he had seen as she stood upon the fence; that charming voice had aroused him to-day for the hunt.

The Seneschal extricated Thaddeus from his confusion. Seeing that he was growing pale and that he was tottering on his legs, he advised him to go to his room and rest. Thaddeus took his stand in the corner and leaned on the mantel, without saying a word  his wide-open, wandering eyes he turned now on the aunt and now on the niece. Telimena perceived that his first sight of Zosia had made a great impression on him; she did not guess all, but she seemed rather distracted as she entertained the guests, and did not take her eyes from the young man. Finally, watching her chance, she ran up to him. Are you well? Why are you so gloomy? she asked him; she pressed her questions, she hinted about Zosia, and began to jest with him. Thaddeus was unmoved; leaning on his elbow, he kept silent, frowned, and puckered his lips: so much the more did he confuse and amaze Telimena. Suddenly she changed her countenance and the tone of her discourse; she arose in wrath, and with sharp words began to shower on him sarcasms and reproaches. Thaddeus, too, started up, as if stung by a wasp; he looked askance; without saying a word he spat, kicked away his chair, and bolted from the room, slamming the door behind him. Luckily no one of the guests paid attention to this scene except Telimena.

Flying out through the gate, he ran straight into the field. As a pike, when a fishermans spear pierces through its breast, plunges and dives, thinking to escape, but everywhere drags with it the iron and the line; so Thaddeus bore with him his troubles, as he ploughed through the ditches and vaulted the fences, without aim or path; until, after wandering for no small time, he finally entered the depths of the wood, and, whether on purpose or by chance, happened on the little hill which was the witness of his yesterdays happiness, and where he had received that note, the earnest of love: a place, as we know, called the Temple of Meditation.

When he glanced about, behold! there she was! It was Telimena, solitary, buried in thought, and changed in pose and costume from her of yesterday: dressed all in white, seated upon a stone, and motionless, as if herself carved of stone, she had buried her face in her open hands; though you could not hear her sobs you felt that she was dissolved in tears.

In vain did the heart of Thaddeus defend itself; he took pity, he felt that compassion moved him. He long gazed without speaking, hidden behind a tree; at last he sighed, and said to himself angrily: Stupid, how is she to blame if I deceived myself? So he slowly thrust out his head towards her from behind the tree. But suddenly Telimena tore herself from her seat, threw herself to the right and the left, and jumped across the stream; with outstretched arms and dishevelled hair, all pale, she rushed for the wood, leapt into the air, knelt, and fell down; and, not being able to get up again, she writhed on the turf. One could see by her motions from what dreadful torture she was suffering; she seized herself by the breast, the neck, the soles of her feet, her knees. Thaddeus sprang towards her, thinking that she had gone mad or was having an epileptic fit. But these movements proceeded from a different cause.

By a neighbouring birch tree was a great ant-hill; the frugal insects were wont to crawl around over the grass, mobile and black. Whether from necessity or from pleasure one cannot tell, they were especially fond of visiting the Temple of Meditation; from the hillock, their capital, to the shores of the spring they had trodden a path, by which they led their troops. Unfortunately Telimena was sitting in the middle of the pathway; the ants, allured by the sheen of the snow-white stocking, crawled up on it, and in swarms began to tickle and bite. Telimena was forced to run away and shake herself, finally to sit down on the grass and catch the insects.

Thaddeus could not refuse her his aid; brushing her gown he bent down to her feet; by chance he approached his lips to Telimenas temples  in so tender a posture, though they said nothing of their recent quarrels, nevertheless they were reconciled; and there is no telling how long their discourse would have lasted, had not the bell from Soplicowo aroused them.

It was the signal for supper; it was time to return home, especially since in the distance the crackling of broken branches could be heard. Perhaps they were looking for them? To return together was not fitting; so Telimena stole to the right towards the garden, and Thaddeus ran to the left, to the highway. On this detour both were somewhat disturbed: it seemed to Telimena that once from behind a bush shone the thin, cowled face of Robak; Thaddeus saw distinctly that once or twice a long white phantom made its appearance on his left; what it was he knew not, but he had a suspicion that it was the Count in his long English frock coat.

They had supper in the old castle. The obstinate Protazy, not heeding the definite orders of the Judge, had again stormed the castle in the absence of the people of higher station, and, as he said, had foreclosed the mortgage on it. The guests entered in order and stood about the table. The Chamberlain took his place at the head; this honour befitted him from his age and his office; advancing to it he bowed to the ladies, the old men, and the young men. The Collector of Alms was not at the table; the Chamberlains wife occupied the place of the Bernardine, on her husbands right. The Judge, when he had stationed the guests as was fitting, pronounced a Latin grace. Brandy was passed to the gentlemen; thereupon all sat down, and silently and with relish they ate the cold salad of beet leaves whitened with cream.

After the cold dish came crabs, chickens, and asparagus, along with glasses of Malaga and of Hungarian wine; all ate, drank, and were silent. Probably never since the time when the walls of this castle were erected, which had generously entertained so many noble gentlemen, and had heard and echoed so many vivats, had there been memory of so gloomy a supper. The great, empty hall of the castle echoed only the popping of corks and the clink of plates; you would have said that some evil spirit had tied up the lips of the guests.



Many were the causes of this silence. The sportsmen had returned from the forest talkative enough, but when their ardour had cooled, and they thought over the hunt, they realised that they had come out of it with no great glory: was it necessary that a monkish cowl, bobbing up from God knows where, like Philip from the hemp, should give a lesson to all the huntsmen of the district? O shame! What would they say of this in Oszmiana and Lida, which for ages had been rivals of their own district for the supremacy in woodcrafts? So they were thinking this over.

But the Assessor and the Notary, besides their mutual grudges, had on their minds the recent shame of their greyhounds. Before their eyes hovered a rascally hare, leaping nimbly about and bobbing its little tail from the woods edge, in mockery of them; with this tail it beat upon their hearts as with a scourge: so they sat with faces bent over their plates. But the Assessor had still more recent reasons for chagrin, when he gazed at Telimena and at his rivals.

Telimena was sitting half turned away from Thaddeus, and in her confusion hardly dared to glance at him; she wanted to amuse the gloomy Count, and to make him talk more freely, so as to get him into better humour; for the Count was strangely glum when he returned from his walk, or rather, as Thaddeus thought, from his ambuscade. While listening to Telimena he raised his brow haughtily, frowned, and looked at her almost with contempt; then he sat down as near Zosia as he could, filled her glass, and passed plates to her, saying a thousand polite things, and bowing and smiling; sometimes he rolled his eyes and sighed deeply. It was evident, however, despite such skilful deception, that he was flirting merely to spite Telimena; for every time that he turned his head away, apparently by accident, his threatening eye glittered upon Telimena.

Telimena could not understand what all this meant; shrugging her shoulders, she thought, Hes showing off! After all she was rather glad of the Counts new courtship, and turned her attention to her other neighbour.

Thaddeus, also gloomy, ate nothing and drank nothing; he seemed to be listening to the conversation, and glued his eyes on his plate. When Telimena poured him out wine, he was angry at her importunity; when she asked about his health, he yawned. He took it ill (so much had he changed in one evening) that Telimena was too ready to flirt; he was vext that her gown was cut so low  immodestly  and now for the first time, when he raised his eyes, he was almost frightened! For his sight had quickened; hardly had he glanced at Telimenas rosy face, when all at once he discovered a great and terrible secret! For Heavens sake, she was rouged!

Whether the rouge was of a bad sort, or somehow had been accidentally scratched upon her face, at all events, here and there it was thin, and revealed beneath it a coarser complexion. Perhaps Thaddeus himself, in the Temple of Meditation, speaking too near her, had brushed from its white foundation the carmine, lighter than the dust of a butterflys wing. Telimena had come back from the wood in too much of a hurry, and had not had time to repair her colouring; around her mouth, in particular, freckles could be seen. So the eyes of Thaddeus, like cunning spies, having discovered one piece of treason, began to explore one after another her remaining charms, and everywhere discovered some falsity. Two teeth were missing in her mouth; on her brow and temples there were wrinkles; thousands of wrinkles were concealed beneath her chin.

Alas! Thaddeus felt how unwise it is to observe too closely a beautiful object; how shameful to be a spy over ones sweetheart; how even loathsome it is to change ones taste and heart  but who can control his heart? In vain he tried to supply the lack of love by conscience, to warm again the coldness of his soul with the flame of her glance; now that glance, like the moon, bright but without warmth, shone over the surface of a soul that was chilled to its depths. Making such complaints and reproaches to himself, he bent his head over his plate, kept silent, and bit his lips.

Meanwhile an evil spirit assailed him with a new temptation, to listen to what Zosia was saying to the Count. The girl, captivated by the Counts affability, at first blushed, lowering her eyes; then they began to laugh, and finally to talk about a certain unexpected meeting in the garden, about a certain stepping over the burdocks and the vegetable beds. Thaddeus, eagerly pricking up his ears, devoured the bitter words and digested them in his soul. He had a frightful meal. As a serpent in a garden drinks with its double tongue from poisonous herbs, then rolls into a ball and lies down upon the path, threatening the foot that may carelessly step upon it, so Thaddeus, filled with the poison of jealousy, seemed indifferent, but yet was bursting with malice.

In the merriest assembly, if a few are out of sorts, at once their gloom spreads to the rest. The sportsmen had long ceased to speak, and now the other side of the table became silent, infected with the spleen of Thaddeus.

Even the Chamberlain was unusually gloomy and had no wish to chat, observing that his daughters, handsome and well-dowered young ladies as they were, in the flower of youth, by universal opinion the best matches in the district, were silent and neglected by the young men, who were also silent. This also caused concern to the hospitable Judge; and the Seneschal, noticing that all were thus silent, called the meal not a Polish but a wolves supper.

Hreczecha had an ear very sensitive to silence; he himself was a great talker, and he was inordinately fond of chatterers. It was no wonder! He had passed all his life with the gentry at banquets, hunts, assemblies, and district consultations; he was accustomed to having something always drumming in his ears, even when he himself was silent, or was stealing with a flapper after a fly, or sat musing with closed eyes; by day he sought conversation, by night they had to repeat to him the rosary prayers, or tell him stories. Hence also he was a staunch enemy of the tobacco pipe, which he thought invented by the Germans in order to denationalise us. He used to say, To make Poland dumb is to Germanise Poland. The old man, who had prattled all through his life, now wished to repose amid prattle; silence awoke him from sleep: thus millers, lulled by the clatter of the wheels, as soon as the axles stop, awake crying in fright: The Lord be with us!

The Seneschal by a bow made a sign to the Chamberlain, and, with his hand raised to his lips, motioned to the Judge, asking for the floor. The gentlemen both returned that mute bow, meaning, Pray speak. The Seneschal opened his address:  

I might venture to beg the young men to entertain us at this supper, according to the ancient custom, not to sit silent and munch: are we Capuchin fathers? Whoever keeps silent among the gentry acts exactly like a hunter who lets his cartridge rust in his gun; therefore I praise highly the garrulity of our ancestors. After the chase they went to the table not only to eat, but that they might together speak forth freely what each one had within his heart; the faults and merits of the huntsmen and the beaters, the hounds, the shots  all were included in the order of the day; there would arise a hubbub as dear to the ears of the sportsmen as a second rousing of the beast. I know, I know what ails you all; that cloud of black cares has undoubtedly arisen from Robaks cowl! You are ashamed of your bad shots! Let not your shame burn you; I have known better hunters than you, and they used to miss; to hit, to miss, to correct ones mistake, that is hunters luck. I myself, though I have been carrying a gun ever since I was a child, have often missed; that famous sportsman Tuloszczyk used to miss, and even the late Pan Rejtan did not always hit the mark. Of Rejtan I will speak later. As for letting the beast escape from the line of beaters, as for the two young gentlemens not holding their ground before the beast as they ought, though they had a pike in their hands, that no one can either praise or blame: for to retreat with ones gun loaded was, according to our old ideas, to be a coward of cowards; likewise to shoot blindly, as many do, without letting the beast come close or sighting at it, is a shameful thing; but whoever aims well, whoever lets the beast come near him as is proper, even if he misses, may retire without shame; or he may fight with the pike, but at his own pleasure and not from compulsion; since the pike is put in a sportsmans hands not for attack but for defence alone. Such was the ancient custom; and so believe me, and do not take your retreat to heart, my beloved Thaddeus and Your Honour the Count. But whenever you call to mind the happenings of to-day, remember also the caution of the old Seneschal, that one hunter should never get in anothers way, and that two should never shoot at the same time at the same game.

The Seneschal was just pronouncing the word game, when the Assessor whispered under his breath, dame. Bravo, cried the young men; there arose a murmur and laughter; all repeated Hreczechas caution, especially the last word: some cried game, and others, laughing aloud, dame; the Notary whispered skirt, the Assessor, flirt, fixing upon Telimena eyes like stilettos.

The Seneschal had not thought at all of making any personal allusions, and had not noticed what they were secretly whispering; glad that he had been able to stir up laughter among the ladies and the young men, he turned to the hunters, wishing to cheer them up also; and he began anew, pouring himself out a glass of wine:  

In vain do my eyes seek the Bernardine; I should like to tell him a curious incident, similar to what occurred at our hunt to-day. The Warden told us that he had known but one man who could shoot at long range with as good aim as Robak, but I knew another; by an equally sure shot he saved the lives of two men of high rank. I saw it myself, when Rejtan, the deputy to the Diet, went hunting with the Prince de Nassau in the forests of Naliboki. Those lords were not jealous of the fame of an untitled gentleman, but were the first to propose his health at table, and gave him countless splendid presents, and the hide of the boar that had been slain. Of that wild boar and of the shot I will tell you as an eyewitness, for the incident was similar to that of to-day, and it happened to the greatest sportsmen of my time, to the deputy Rejtan and the Prince de Nassau.

But then the Judge spoke up, pouring out a beaker:  

I drink the health of Robak; Seneschal, clink your glass with mine. If we cannot enrich the Alms-Gatherer with a gift, we will at least try to pay him for his powder; we promise solemnly that the bear killed this day in the wood shall suffice the cloister kitchen for two years. But the skin I will not give to the Monk; I will either take it by force or the Monk must yield it to me through humility, or I will buy it, though it cost me the pelts of ten sables. Of that skin we will dispose according to our will; the first crown and glory the servant of God has already received, the hide His Excellency the Chamberlain shall give to him who has deserved the second reward.

The Chamberlain rubbed his forehead and lowered his eyebrows. The sportsmen began to murmur, and each made some remark; one how he had discovered the beast, another how he had wounded it; this one had called on the dogs, and that turned back the beast into the forest once more. The Assessor and the Notary disputed, one exalting the merits of his Sanguszko gun, the other those of his Sagalas musket from Balabanowka.

Neighbour Judge, pronounced the Chamberlain at last, the servant of God has rightfully won the first reward; but it is not easy to decide who is the next to him, for all seem to me to have equal merits, all to be equal in skill, adroitness, and courage. Fortune, however, has this day distinguished two by the danger in which they were; two were nearest to the bears claws, Thaddeus and the Count; to them the skin belongs. Thaddeus will yield, I am sure, as the younger, and as the kinsman of our host; hence Your Honour the Count will receive the spolia opima. Let this trophy adorn your hunting chamber, let it be a reminder of to-days sport, a symbol of fortune in the chase, a spur to future glory.

He concluded gaily, thinking that he had soothed the Count, and did not know how grievously he had stabbed his heart. For at the mention of his hunting chamber the Count involuntarily raised his eyes; and those horns of stags, those branching antlers like a forest of laurels, sown by the hands of the fathers to form crowns for the sons, those pillars adorned with rows of portraits, that coat of arms shining in the vaulting, the old Half-Goat, spoke to him from all sides with voices of the past. He awoke from his musings, and remembered where he was and whose guest; he, the heir of the Horeszkos, was a guest within his own threshold, was feasting with the Soplicas, his immemorial foes! And moreover the jealousy that he felt for Thaddeus incensed the Count all the more powerfully against the Soplicas. So he said with a bitter laugh:  

My little house is too small; in it there is no worthy place for so magnificent a gift: let the bear rather abide amid these horned trophies until the Judge deign to yield it to me together with the castle.



The Chamberlain, guessing whither things were tending, tapped his golden snuffbox, and asked for the floor.

You deserve praise, my neighbour Count, he said, for caring for your interests even at dinner time, not living thoughtlessly from day to day as do fashionable young fellows of your years. I wish and hope to end the trial in my Chamberlains court by a reconciliation; hitherto the only difficulty has been over the improvements. I have formed a project of exchange, to make up for the improvements with land, in the following fashion.

Here he began to develop in due order, as he always did, a plan for the exchange that was to take place. He was already in the middle of the subject, when an unexpected movement started at the end of the table; some were pointing at something that they had noticed, and others were looking in the same direction, until finally all heads, like ears of grain bent down by a wind behind them, were turned away from the Chamberlain, to the corner.

From the corner, where hung the portrait of the late Pantler, the last of the Horeszko family, from a little door concealed between the pillars, had quietly come forth a form like a phantom. It was Gerwazy; they recognised him by his stature, by his face, and by the little silvery Half-Goats on his yellow coat. He walked straight as a post, silent and grim, without taking off his hat, without even inclining his head; in his hand he held a glittering key, like a dagger; he opened a case and began to turn something in it.

In two corners of the hall, against pillars, stood two musical clocks in locked cases; the queer old fellows, long at odds with the sun, often indicated noon at sunset. Gerwazy had not undertaken to repair the machines, but he would not give up winding them; he turned the key in the clocks every evening, and the time for winding had just come. While the Chamberlain was occupying the attention of the parties interested in the case, he drew up the weight; the rusty wheels gnashed their broken teeth; the Chamberlain shuddered and interrupted his dissertation. Brother, he said, postpone a bit your faithful toil; and he went on with his plan of an exchange; but the Warden, to spite him, pulled still more strongly the other weight, and suddenly the bullfinch perched on the top of the clock began to flap its wings and pour forth one of its melodies. The bird, which had been artistically made, but was, unfortunately, out of order, began to moan and whistle, ever worse and worse. The guests burst out laughing; the Chamberlain had to break off again. My dear Warden, he cried, or rather screech owl, if you value your beak, quit that hooting.

But Gerwazy was not at all frightened by the threat; with dignity he put his right hand on the clock and rested the left on his hip; with both hands thus supported he cried:  

My precious Chamberlain, a grandee is free to make jokes. The sparrow is smaller than the owl, but on its own shavings it is bolder than the owl in a mansion not its own. A Warden is no owl; whoever comes by night into another mans loft is an owl, and I will scare him hence.

Put him out! shouted the Chamberlain.

Count, you see what is being done, called the Warden. Is Your Honour not yet sufficiently tainted by eating and drinking with these Soplicas? In addition, must I, the keeper of the castle, Gerwazy Rembajlo, Warden of the Horeszkos, be insulted in the house of my lords?  and will you endure it!

Thereupon Protazy called out three times.  

Silence, clear the room! I, Protazy Baltazar Brzechalski, known under two titles, once General of the Tribunal, commonly called Apparitor, hereby make my apparitors report and formal declaration  claiming as witnesses all free-born persons here present and summoning the Assessor to investigate the case in behalf of His Honour Judge Soplica  as to an incursion, that is to say, an infringement of the frontier, a violent entry of the castle, over which hitherto the Judge has had legal authority, an evident proof of which is the fact that he is eating in the castle.

Wind-bag, yelled the Warden, Ill show you now!

And, taking from his belt his iron keys, he whirled them round his head and hurled them with all his might; the bunch of iron flew like a stone from a sling. It would surely have split Protazys brow into quarters, but luckily the Apparitor ducked and escaped death.

All started from their places. For a moment there was a dead silence; then the Judge cried, To the stocks with that bully! Ho, boys!  and the servants rushed nimbly along the narrow passage between the wall and the bench. But the Count blocked their way with a chair, and, placing his foot firmly on that feeble entrenchment, called out:  

Beware, Judge! No one shall do injury to my servant in my own house; whoever has a complaint against the old man, let him present it to me.



The Chamberlain cast a sidelong glance into the eyes of the Count:  

Without your valuable aid I shall manage to punish the insolent old fellow; but Your Honour the Count is appropriating the castle ahead of time, before the decree is pronounced. You are not lord here, you are not entertaining us. Sit quiet as you have been sitting; if you honour not my grey head, at least respect the first office in the district.

What do I care? muttered the Count in return. Enough of this prattle! Bore other men with your respects and offices! I have been guilty of folly enough already, when I joined with you gentlemen in drinking bouts that end by becoming coarse brawls. Give me satisfaction for the injury to my honour! We shall meet again when you are sober  follow me, Gerwazy!

The Chamberlain had never expected any such answer as this, and was just filling his glass, when he was smitten by the insolence of the Count as by thunder: resting the bottle motionless against the glass, he leaned his head to one side and pricked up his ears, opening wide his eyes and half unclosing his lips; he held his peace, but squeezed the glass in his hand so powerfully that it broke with a snap and sent the liquor spurting into his eyes. One would have said that with the wine fire was poured into his soul; so did his face flame, so did his eye blaze. He struggled to speak; the first word he ground indistinctly in his mouth, until it flew forth between his teeth:  

Fool! you cub of a Count! Ill teach you! Thomas, my sabre! Ill teach you mores, you fool; get to hell out of here! Respects and offices wound your delicate ears! Ill pay you up right off over your pretty earrings. Get out of the door, draw your sword! Thomas, my sabre!

Then friends rushed to the Chamberlain, and the Judge seized his hand.

Hold, sir, this is our affair; I was challenged first. Protazy, my hanger! I will make him dance like a bear on a pole!

But Thaddeus checked the Judge:  

My dear uncle, and Your Honour the Chamberlain, is it fitting for you gentlemen to meddle with this fop? Are there not young men here? And you, my brave youth, who challenge old men to combat, we shall see whether you are so terrible a knight; we will settle accounts to-morrow, and chose our place and weapons. To-day depart, while you are still whole.

The advice was good; the Warden and the Count had fallen into no common straits. At the upper end of the table only a mighty shouting was raging, but at the lower end bottles were flying around the head of the Count. The frightened women began to beseech and weep; Telimena, with a cry of Alas! lifted her eyes, rose, and fell in a faint; and, inclining her neck over the Counts shoulder, laid upon his breast her swans breast. The Count, infuriated though he was, checked himself in his mad career, and began to revive her and chafe her.

Meanwhile Gerwazy, exposed to the blows of stools and bottles, was already tottering; already the servants, doubling up their fists, were rushing on him from all sides in a crowd, when, fortunately, Zosia, seeing the assault, leapt up, and, filled with pity, sheltered the old man by extending her arms like a cross. They checked themselves; Gerwazy slowly retired and vanished from sight; they looked to see where he had hidden himself beneath the table, when suddenly he came out on the other side as if from under the earth, and, raising aloft a bench in his strong arms, whirled round like a windmill and cleared half the hall. He seized the Count, and thus both, sheltered by the bench, retired towards the little door; when they were already almost at the threshold, Gerwazy stopped, once more eyed his foes, and deliberated for an instant, whether to retire under arms, or with new weapons to seek fortune in war. He chose the second; already he had swung back the bench for a blow, like a battering-ram; already, with head bent down, breast thrust forward, and foot uplifted, he was about to attack  when he caught sight of the Seneschal, and felt terror in his heart.

The Seneschal, sitting quietly, with half-closed eyes, had seemed buried in deep thought; only when the Count had bandied words with the Chamberlain and threatened the Judge, the Seneschal had turned his head, had twice taken a pinch of snuff and rubbed his eyes. Although the Seneschal was only a distant relative of the Judge, yet he was established in his hospitable house, and was beyond measure careful about the health of his friend. Therefore he gazed with curiosity at the combat, and slowly extended on the table his arm, hand, and fingers; on his palm he laid a knife, with the haft extended to the tip of the index finger, and the point turned towards his elbow; then with his arm extended a trifle backward he poised it as if playing with it  but he watched the Count.

The art of throwing knives, terrible in hand to hand combat, had at that time already fallen into disuse in Lithuania, and was familiar only to old men; the Warden had tried it often in tavern quarrels, and the Seneschal was expert at it. From the motion of his arm one could see that he would hit hard, and from his eyes one could easily guess that he was aiming at the Count (the last of the Horeszkos, although in the female line); the young men, less observant, did not understand the motions of the old Seneschal, but Gerwazy turned pale, shielded the Count with the bench, and withdrew towards the door. Catch him! shouted the crowd.

As a wolf when surprised over its carrion throws itself blindly into the pack that disturbs its meal; he is already chasing them, he is about to tear them, when amid the yelping of the dogs a gun hammer gently clicks; the wolf recognises it by the click, glances in that direction; he notices that in the rear, behind the hounds, a hunter, half crouching and upon one knee, is moving the gun barrel towards him and is just touching the trigger; the wolf droops its ears and scuttles off with its tail between its legs; the pack with a triumphant uproar rush on and pluck it by its shaggy flanks; the beast often turns, glances at them, snaps its jaws; and hardly does he threaten them with the gnashing of his white teeth when the pack scamper away whining: so did Gerwazy withdraw with threatening mien, checking his assailants by his eyes and by the bench, until the Count and he reached the back of the dark niche.

Catch him! they cried again; the triumph was not long: for over the heads of the throng the Warden appeared unexpectedly in the gallery, by the old organ, and with a crash began to tear out the leaden pipes; he would have worked great havoc by his blows from above. But the guests were already leaving the hall in a throng; the terrified servants did not dare to hold their ground, but, seizing some of the platters, ran out after their masters; they left behind even the plates and a part of the service.

Who last, caring not for the threats and blows, retired from the scene of battle? Protazy Brzechalski. He, standing unmoved behind the Judges chair, in his apparitors voice recited his notification until he had reached the very end; then he abandoned the empty battlefield, where remained corpses, wounded, and ruins.

Among the men there were no casualties; but all the benches had legs dislocated, and the table was also crippled: stripped of its cloth, it lay upon plates dripping with wine  like a knight upon bloody shields  among numerous bodies of chickens and turkeys, from which protruded the forks lately stuck within their breasts.

In a moment all within the deserted building of the Horeszkos had returned to its wonted calm. The darkness thickened; the remnants of the magnificent feast lay like that nocturnal banquet to which the ghosts of the departed must gather when evoked at the festival of the Forefathers. Now the owls had cried thrice from the garret, like conjurers; they seemed to greet the rising of the moon of which the form fell through the window on the table, trembling like a spirit in Purgatory; from the vaults beneath rats leapt out through holes, like the souls of the damned; they gnawed and drank; at times in a corner a forgotten champagne bottle would pop as a toast to the spirits.

But on the second story, in the room that was still called the mirror room, though the mirrors were gone, stood the Count on the balcony facing the gate. He was cooling himself in the breeze; he had put his long coat on only one arm, folding the other sleeve and the skirts about his neck and draping his breast with the coat as with a cloak. Gerwazy was walking with long steps through the apartment; both were deep in thought, and were talking together.

Pistols, said the Count, or, if they prefer, sabres.

The castle, said the Warden, and the village, both are ours.

Challenge the uncle, the nephew, exclaimed the Count, the whole family!

Seize the castle, exclaimed the Warden, the village and the lands!  As he said this he turned to the Count. If you wish to have peace, take possession of the whole. Of what use is the lawsuit, my boy! The affair is plain as day: the castle has been in the hands of the Horeszkos for four hundred years; a part of the estate was torn from it in the time of the Targowica confederacy, and, as you know, given into the possession of the Soplica. You ought to take from them not only that part, but the whole, for the costs of the suit, and as punishment for their plundering. I have always said to you, let lawsuits alone; I have always said to you, raid them, make a foray on them. That was the ancient custom: whoever once possessed an estate was the heir thereof; win in the field and you will win in the court too. As for our ancient quarrels with the Soplicas, for them I have a little penknife that is better than a lawsuit; and, if Maciej gives me the aid of his switch, then we two together will chop those Soplicas into fodder.

Bravo! said the Count, your plan, of Gothico-Sarmatian stamp, pleases me better than the wrangling of advocates. See here! Through all Lithuania we will make a stir by an expedition such as has not been heard of for many a long day. And we shall enjoy it ourselves. For two years have I been abiding here, and what fighting have I ever seen? With boors over a boundary line! Our expedition, however, promises bloodshed; in one such I took part during my travels. When I tarried in Sicily with a certain Prince, brigands bore away his son-in-law into the mountains, and insolently demanded a ransom from his kinsfolk; we, hastily gathering our servants and vassals, attacked them: I killed two robbers with mine own hand; I was the first to break into their camp; I freed the prisoner. Ah, my Gerwazy, how triumphant, how beautiful was our return, in knightly-feudal style! The populace met us with flowers  the daughter of the Prince, grateful to the deliverer, with tears fell into my embraces. When I arrived at Palermo, they knew of it from the gazette, and all the women pointed at me. They even printed a romance about the whole event, where I am mentioned by name. The romance is entitled, The Count; or, The Mysteries of the Castle of Birbante-Rocca. Are there dungeons in this castle?

There are immense beer-cellars, said the Warden, but empty, for the Soplicas have drunk up the wine!

We must arm the jockeys on the estate, added the Count, and summon the vassals from the village.

Lackeys? God forbid! interrupted Gerwazy. Is a foray a drunk and disorderly affair? Who ever heard of making a foray with boors and lackeys? Sir, you know nothing at all about forays! Vassals, that is, mustachioed champions, are something quite different; vassals of that sort can be found. But we must not look for them in the peasant villages, but through the hamlets of the gentry, in Dobrzyn, in Rzezikow, in Cientycze, in Rombanki; the gentry of ancient lineage, in whom flows knightly blood, are all well disposed to the family of the Horeszkos, and are all mortal enemies of the Soplicas! Thence I will collect some three hundred mustachioed gentlemen; that is my affair. Do you return to your mansion and sleep your fill, for to-morrow there will be hard work; you are fond of sleeping, it is already late, the second cock is already crowing. I will guard the castle here until day breaks, and at sunrise I shall be in the hamlet of Dobrzyn.

At these words the Count withdrew from the balcony, but before he departed he glanced through the opening of an embrasure, and exclaimed, seeing a multitude of lights in the household of the Soplicas, Illuminate if you will! To-morrow at this time it will be bright in this castle, but dark in your mansion.

Gerwazy sat down upon the floor, leaned against the wall, and bent down his thought-laden brow towards his breast. The light of the moon fell on his bald pate, and Gerwazy drew upon it various patterns with his finger; it was evident that he was spinning warlike plans for future expeditions. His heavy lids were more and more weighed down; his head nodded on his powerless neck; he felt that sleep was overcoming him, and began according to his wont his evening prayers. But between the Pater Noster and the Ave Maria arose strange phantoms, wavering, and jostling each other: the Warden sees the Horeszkos, his ancient lords; some carry sabres, and others maces; each gazes menacingly and twirls his mustache, flourishing his sabre or brandishing his mace  after them flashed one silent, gloomy shadow, with a bloody spot upon its breast. Gerwazy shuddered, he had recognised the Pantler; he began to cross himself, and, the more surely to drive away his terrible visions, he recited the litany for souls in Purgatory. Again his eyes closed fast and his ears rang  he sees a throng of mounted gentry; their sabres glitter: The foray, the foray against Korelicze, and Rymsza at the head! And he beholds himself, how he flies on a grey horse, with his dreadful sword uplifted above his head; his taratatka, opened wide, rustles in the breeze; his red plumed hat has fallen backward from his left ear; he flies on, and upon the road overthrows both horsemen and foot-travellers, and finally he burns the Soplica in his barn. Then his head, heavy with its musings, drooped upon his breast, and thus fell asleep the last Warden of the Horeszkos.


BOOK VI.  THE HAMLET

ARGUMENT

Warlike preparations for the foray  Protazys expedition  Robak and the Judge consult on public affairs  Continuation of Protazys fruitless expedition  A digression on hemp  Dobrzyn, the hamlet of gentry  Description of the person and the way of life of Maciek Dobrzynski.

Imperceptibly there crept forth from the moist darkness a dawn with no red glow, bringing on a day with no brightness in its eye. It was day long since, and yet one could hardly see. The mist hung over the earth like a straw thatch over the poor hut of a Lithuanian; towards the east one could see from a somewhat whiter circle in the sky that the sun had risen, and that thence it must once more descend to the earth; but it did not advance gaily and it slumbered on the road.

Following the example of the sky, everything was late on earth; the cattle started late to pasture, and caught the hares at a late breakfast. These usually returned to the groves at dawn: to-day, covered by the thick fog, some were nibbling duckweed; others, gathered in pairs, were digging holes in the field, and thought to enjoy themselves in the open air; but the cattle drove them back to the forest.

Even in the forest there was quiet. The birds on awakening did not sing, but shook the dew from their feathers, hugged the trees, tucked their heads under their wings, closed their eyes again, and awaited the sun. Somewhere on the borders of a swamp a stork clacked with its bill; on the haycocks sat drenched ravens, which, with open beaks, poured forth ceaseless chatter  hateful to the farmers as an omen of damp weather. The farmers had long since gone out to work.

The women, reaping, had already begun their usual song, gloomy, melancholy, and monotonous as a rainy day, all the sadder since its sound soaked into the mist without an echo; the sickles clinked in the grain, and the meadow resounded. A line of mowers cutting the rowen whistled ceaselessly a jingling tune; at the end of each swath they stopped, sharpened their scythes, and rhythmically hammered them. The people could not be seen in the mist; only the sickles, the scythes, and the songs hummed together like the notes of invisible music.

In the centre, the Steward, seated on a pile of grain, turned his head gloomily, and did not look at the work; he was gazing on the highway, at the cross-roads, where something unusual was going on.

On the highway and in the byways since early dawn there had been unusual animation; from one side a peasants waggon creaked, flying like a post-chaise; from another a gentlemans gig ratded at full gallop, and met a second and a third; from the left-hand road a messenger rushed like a courier, from the right raced a dozen horses; all were hurrying, though they were headed in different directions. What could this mean? The Steward arose from the pile. He wished to look into the matter, to make inquiries; he stood long on the road, and shouted vainly, but could stop no one, nor even recognise any one in the fog. The riders flashed by like spirits; there could only be heard from time to time the dull sound of hoofs, and, what was stranger yet, the clank of sabres; this greatly rejoiced the Steward and yet it terrified him: for, though at that time there was peace in Lithuania, dull rumours of war had long been current, of the French, Dombrowski, and Napoleon. Were these horsemen and these arms an omen of wars? The Steward ran to tell all to the Judge, hoping likewise to learn something himself.

At Soplicowo the inmates of the house and the guests, after the brawl of the day before, had arisen gloomy and discontented with themselves. In vain the Seneschals daughter invited the ladies to tell fortunes with cards; in vain they suggested a game of marriage to the gentlemen. They would not amuse themselves or play, but sat silently in the corners; the men smoked pipes, the women knitted; even the flies were asleep. The Seneschal, who had thrown aside his flapper, was bored by the silence and went to join the servants; he preferred to listen in the kitchen to the cries of the housekeeper, the threats and blows of the cook, the noise of the serving boys; at last the monotonous motion of the spits that turned the roast gradually caused him to fall into pleasant musings.

Since early morning the Judge had been writing, locked in his room; since early morning the Apparitor had been waiting beneath the window, on a bench of turf. After finishing his summons, the Judge called in Protazy and read in a loud voice his complaint against the Count, for wounding his honour and for insulting expressions, and against Gerwazy, for violence and blows; both of them he cited before the criminal court in the district town for threats  and to pay the costs of the lawsuit between them. The summons must be served that very day, by word of mouth, in presence of the parties, before the sun went down. As soon as he caught sight of the summons, the Apparitor extended his hand and listened with a solemn air; he stood there with dignity, but he would have been glad to jump for joy. At the very thought of the lawsuit he felt himself young again; he remembered those years long gone by, when he used to serve many a summons, sure to receive bruises in return, but at the same time generous pay. Thus a soldier who has passed his life waging war, and in his old age rests crippled in a hospital, as soon as he hears a trumpet or a distant drum, starts up from his bed, cries in his sleep, Smite the Muscovites! and on his wooden leg rushes from the hospital so quickly that young men can hardly catch him.

Protazy hastened to put on his apparitors costume; he did not however don his tunic or his kontusz: those were reserved for the pomp and ceremony of the court sessions. For the journey he had different clothes: broad riding trousers, and a coat, of which the skirts could be buttoned up or let fall over the knees; a cap with ear flaps, tied up with a string  they could be raised for fine weather and let down in case of rain. Thus clad he took his cane and set out on foot, for apparitors before a lawsuit, as spies before battle, must hide under various forms and costumes.

Protazy did well in hastening to depart, for he would have had no long comfort from his summons. In Soplicowo they changed their plans of campaign. Robak, thoughtful and perplexed, suddenly broke in upon the Judge and said:  

Judge, we shall have trouble with that aunt, with that giddy-pated coquette, Telimena. When Zosia was left alone, a child and poor, Jacek gave her to Telimena to be brought up, hearing that she was a good sort of woman and knew the world; but I notice that she is stirring things up for us here; she is intriguing and seems to be flirting with Thaddeus. I have my eye on her. Or perhaps she is aiming at the Count, perhaps at both at once. So let us think over how to get rid of her, for from her actions may arise gossip, a bad example, and quarrels among the youngsters, which may be a hindrance to your legal negotiations.

Negotiations? cried the Judge with unusual warmth, Im done with negotiations; Ive finished with them, broken them off.

Whats this? interrupted Robak, wheres your sense, wheres your head? What nonsense are you telling me? What new row has come up?

It is not my fault, said the Judge; the trial will make the matter plain. That pompous, stupid Count was the cause of the squabble, and that rascal Gerwazy; but this is the business of the court. It is too bad that you were not in the castle at the supper, Father; you would have borne witness how fearfully the Count insulted me.

My dear sir, cried Robak, why did you insist on going to those ruins? You know that I cannot stand the castle; henceforth I will never set foot there again. Another brawl! The judgment of God be on us! How did it happen? Tell me! This matter must be hushed up. I am sick already of seeing so many acts of folly; I have more important business than to reconcile litigious squabblers; but I will reconcile you once again.



Reconcile? What do you mean! Go to the devil with your reconciliation! interrupted the Judge, stamping his foot. Look at this monk! Because I receive him courteously, he wants to lead me by the nose. Pray understand that the Soplicas are not wont to be reconciled; when they summon a man to court they must win their case. Sometimes a suit has continued in their name until they won it in the sixth generation. I committed folly enough by your advice when I convoked for the third time the Chamberlains court. From this day on there shall be no compromise, none, none, none! (As he shouted these words he walked up and down and stamped both feet.) Besides that, he must beg my pardon for his discourteous act of yesterday, or fight a duel!

But, Judge, what will happen if Jacek learns of this? He will certainly die of despair! Have not the Soplicas done evil enough in this castle? Brother, I do not wish to mention that terrible event, but you too know that the Targowica confederates took a part of the estate from the owner of the castle and gave it to the Soplicas. Jacek, repenting his sin, had to vow, when absolved, to restore those lands. So he took Zosia, the poor heiress of the Horeszkos, under his care, and he paid a great price for her bringing up. He wished to win her for his own son Thaddeus, and thus unite in brotherly affection two hostile houses, and yield without shame to the heiress what had been plundered from her.

But what have I to do with all this? cried the Judge. I have never been acquainted with Jacek  have not even seen him; I had scarcely heard of his riotous life, since I was then studying rhetoric in a Jesuit school, and later served as page with the Wojewoda. They gave me the estate and I took it; he told me to receive Zosia, and I received her and cared for her, and am planning for her future. I am weary enough of all this old wives tale! And then why did this Count intrude upon me here? With what right to the castle? You know, my friend, hes only some sixteenth cousin to the Horeszkos, the tenth water on the kisiel. And he must insult me? and I invite him to a reconciliation!

Brother, said the Monk, there are weighty reasons for this. You remember that Jacek wanted to send his son to the army, but later let him remain in Lithuania: what reason was there for that? Why, at home he will be more useful to his country. You have surely heard the news of which every one is talking, and of which I have often brought tidings: now is the time to tell it all, now is the time! An important matter, my brother! Now the war is upon us! A war for Poland, brother! We shall be Poles once more! War is inevitable. When I hurried here on a secret mission, the vanguard of the army was already on the Niemen. Napoleon is already gathering an immense army, such as man has never seen and history does not remember; by the side of the French the whole Polish army is advancing, our Joseph, our Dombrowski, our white eagles! They are already on the march, at the first sign from Napoleon they will cross the Niemen; and, brother, our Fatherland will be restored!

The Judge, as he listened, slowly folded his spectacles, and gazed fixedly at the Monk, but said nothing; he sighed deeply, and tears stood in his eyes  finally he clasped Robak about the neck with all his might, exclaiming:  



My Robak, is this really true? My Robak, he repeated, is this really true? How many times they have deceived us! Do you remember, they said that Napoleon was already on the road? And we were waiting! They said, he is already in the Kingdom, he has already beaten the Prussians, and is coming in among us! And what did he do? He made peace at Tilsit. Is it really true? Are you not deceiving yourself?

It is the truth, cried Robak, as God is in Heaven!

Blessed be the lips that bring these tidings! said the Judge, raising his hands on high. You shall not regret your mission, Robak; your monastery shall not regret it; two hundred choice sheep I give to your monastery. Monk, yesterday you expressed a desire for my chestnut and praised my bay; to-day the two shall at once be harnessed to the waggon in which you gather alms. To-day ask me for what you wish, for whatever pleases you, and I will not refuse! But as to all that business with the Count, let me alone; he has wronged me, I have already summoned him to court  is it fitting that I should propose an accommodation?

The astonished Monk wrung his hands. Fixing his eyes upon the Judge and shrugging his shoulders, he said:  

So, when Napoleon is bringing liberty to Lithuania, when all the world trembles, then you are thinking of your lawsuit? And after all that I have told you will you sit calmly, folding your hands, when one must act?

Act? How? asked the Judge.

Have you not yet read it in my eyes? replied Robak. Does your heart still tell you nothing? Ah, brother, if you have one drop of the Soplicas blood in your veins, just consider: the French are striking from in front  what if we stir up a rising of the people from the rear? What do you think? Let our Warhorse neigh, let the Bear roar in Zmudz! Ah, if only a thousand men, if but five hundred should press from behind upon the Muscovites, and spread abroad the rising like fire; if we, seizing cannon and standards from the Muscovites, should go as conquerors to greet the deliverers of our kinsmen? We advance! Napoleon, seeing our lances, asks, What army is that? We shout, The insurgents, Most August Emperor; the volunteers of Lithuania! He asks, Who is their commander? Judge Soplica! Ah, who then would dare to breathe a word of Targowica? Brother, while Ponary stands, while the Niemen flows, so long will the name of the Soplicas be famous in Lithuania; to their grandsons and great-grandsons the capital of the Jagiellos will point, saying, There is a Soplica, one of those Soplicas who first started the revolt. 

Peoples talk is of small account, answered the Judge. I have never greatly cared for the praises of the world. God is my witness that I am innocent of my brothers sins; in politics I have never meddled much, but have performed the duties of my office and ploughed my patch of ground. But I am a gentleman by birth, and should be glad to wipe out the blot on my escutcheon; I am a Pole, and should be glad to do some service for my country  even to lay down my life. With the sabre I was never over skilled, and yet some men have received slashes even from me. The world knows that at the time of the last Polish district assemblies I challenged and wounded the two brothers Buzwik, who  But enough of this. What is your idea, sir? Should we take the field at once? To gather musketeers is easy; I have plenty of powder, and at the parish house the priest has some small cannon; I remember that Jankiel has told me that he has some points for lances, which I may take in case of need. He smuggled these lance-points in cases of goods, from Königsberg; we will take them, and make shafts at once. There will be no lack of sabres; the gentry will mount their steeds, my nephew and I at the head, and  ? Somehow well manage it!

O Polish blood! exclaimed the Bernardine with emotion, leaping towards the Judge with open arms; true child of the Soplicas! God ordains you to wipe out the sins of your vagabond brother. I have always respected you, but from this instant I love you, as though we were own brothers. Let us prepare everything, but it is not yet time to take the field; I myself will indicate the place and will inform you of the time. I know that the Tsar has sent messengers to Napoleon to ask for peace; the war is not yet proclaimed. But Prince Joseph has heard from Pan Bignon, a Frenchman, a member of the Imperial Council, that all these negotiations will come to nothing, that there will be war. The Prince sent me as a scout with instructions that the Lithuanians should be ready to announce to Napoleon when he came that they wish to unite anew with their sister, the Kingdom, and desire that Poland be restored. Meanwhile, brother, you must be reconciled with the Count; he is a crank, a trifle fantastic in his notions, but he is a good, honest young Pole; we need such; cranks are very necessary in revolutions, as I know from experience; even stupid fellows will be of service, so long as they are honest and under the authority of clever men. The Count is a magnate, and has great influence among the gentry; the whole district will rise if he joins the revolt; knowing his estate, every gentleman will say, It must be a sure thing, since the magnates are in it; I will join directly. 

Let him make the first move, said the Judge, let him come here, let him beg my pardon. At any rate I am older than he, and hold an office! As for the lawsuit, we will refer it to arbitration.

The Bernardine slammed the door.

Well, a happy journey to you! said the Judge.

The Monk mounted a vehicle standing by the threshold, lashed the horses with the whip, tickled their sides with the reins, and the carriage flew off and vanished in billows of fog; only now and then the grey cowl of the Monk rose above the mist like a vulture above the clouds.

The Apparitor had long ago arrived at the Counts house. As an experienced fox, when the scent of bacon allures it, runs towards it but bears in mind the secret tricks of hunters; it runs, stops, sits up frequently, raises its brush, and with it as with a fan waves the breeze to its nostrils, and asks the breeze whether the hunters have not poisoned the food: so Protazy left the road and circled over the meadow around the house; he twirled his stick in his hand and pretended that he had somewhere seen some stray cattle; thus skilfully manœuvring he arrived close to the garden; he bent down and ran so that you would have said that he was trailing a land rail; then he suddenly jumped over the fence and plunged into the hemp.

In that thick, green, fragrant growth around the house there is a sure refuge for beasts and men. Often a hare, caught among the cabbages, leaps to find surer hiding in the hemp than in the shrubbery, for among the close-set stalks no greyhound can catch it, nor foxhound smell it out because of the strong odour. In the hemp a serving man, fleeing from the whip or the fist, sits quietly until his master has spent his wrath. And often even runaway peasant recruits, while the government is tracking them in the woods, are sitting in the hemp. And hence at the time of battles, forays, and confiscations, each side uses immense exertions to occupy a position in the hemp, which commonly extends forward to the walls of the mansion, and backward until it joins the hop fields, and thus covers their attack and retreat from the enemy.

Protazy, though a bold fellow, felt some terror, for the very smell of the leaves called to his mind various of his former adventures as apparitor  one after another  of which the hemp had been a witness: how once a gentleman of Telsze, Dzindolet, whom he had summoned to court, had put a pistol against his breast, and bidden him crawl under the table and from there bark out a recantation of that summons with a dogs voice, so that the Apparitor had to run full speed for the hemp; how later Wolodkowicz, a haughty and insolent grandee, who used to break up district diets and violate courts of justice, receiving his official summons, had torn it into bits, and stationing footmen with clubs at the doors, had with his own hand held a bare sword over the Apparitors head, crying: Either I will cut you down or you will eat your paper. The Apparitor, like a cautious man, had pretended to begin to eat it, until, stealing up to the window, he had plunged into the hemp garden.



To be sure, at this time it was no longer the custom in Lithuania to defend oneself from a summons with the sabre or the whip, and an apparitor only got cursed now and then for his pains; but Protazy could not know of that change of customs, for it was long since he had carried any summons. Though he was always ready, though he himself had begged the Judge to let him, up till now the Judge, from a due regard for his advanced age, had refused his requests; to-day he had accepted his offer because of pressing need.

The Apparitor gazed and listened  all was quiet  slowly he thrust forward his hand through the hemp, and, separating the dense mass of stalks, swam through the greenery as a fisherman dives beneath the water. He raised his head  all was quiet  he stole up to the windows  all was quiet  through the windows he surveyed the interior of the mansion  all was empty. He stepped up on the porch, not without terror, and undid the latch  all was empty as in an enchanted house; he took out his summons, and read aloud the notification. But suddenly he heard a clatter, and felt a trembling of the heart, and wanted to run away; when from the door there came towards him a person  luckily well known to him! Robak! Both were surprised.

Evidently the Count had departed somewhere with all his train, and in a great hurry, for he had left the doors open. It was evident that he had been arming himself; on the floor lay double-barrelled muskets and carbines, besides ramrods and gunhammers and locksmiths tools with which they had been repairing the arms. There were also gunpowder and paper; they had been making cartridges. Had the Count gone hunting with all his train? But why should he take hand arms? Here lay a rusty, hiltless sabre, there a sword with no belt; they must have been selecting weapons from this rubbish, and have ransacked even the old armouries. Robak surveyed with care the guns and swords, and then went out to the farmhouse to explore, looking for servants of whom he might inquire about the Count. In the deserted farmhouse he at length found two peasant women, from whom he learned that the master and his whole household had departed in a body, armed, along the road to Dobrzyn.

The hamlet of Dobrzyn has a wide reputation in Lithuania for the bravery of its gentlemen and the beauty of its gentlewomen. It was once powerful and populous, for when King Jan III. Sobieski had summoned the general militia by the twigs, the ensign of the wojewodeship had led to him from Dobrzyn alone six hundred armed gentry. The family had now grown small and poor; formerly at the courts of the magnates or in their troops, at forays, and at the district assemblies the Dobrzynskis used to find an easy living. Now they were forced to work for themselves, like mere serfs, except that they did not wear peasants russet doublets, but long white coats with black stripes, and on Sunday kontuszes. Also the dress of even the poorest of their women was different from the jackets of the peasants; they usually wore drilling or percale, herded their cattle in shoes not of bark but of leather, and reaped and even spun with gloves on.

The Dobrzynskis were distinguished among their Lithuanian brethren by their language and likewise by their stature and their appearance. They were of pure Polish blood, and all had black hair, high foreheads, black eyes, and aquiline noses. From the land of Dobrzyn they derived their ancient family, and, though they had been settled in Lithuania for four hundred years, they preserved their Masovian speech and customs. Whenever any one of them gave his son a name at baptism, he always used to choose as a patron a saint of the Kingdom, either Bartholomew or Matthias [Matyasz]. Thus the son of Maciej was always called Bardomiej, and again the son of Bartlomiej was called Maciej; the women were all christened Kachna or Maryna. In order to distinguish themselves amid such confusion, they took various nicknames, from some merit or defect, both men and women. Sometimes they would give a man several surnames, as a mark of the contempt or of the regard of his compatriots; sometimes the same gentleman was known by one name in Dobrzyn, and by a different title in the neighbouring hamlets. Imitating the Dobrzynskis, the rest of the gentry of the vicinity likewise assumed nicknames, or by-names. Now almost every family employs them, but only a few know that they originated in Dobrzyn, and were necessary there, while in the rest of the country they became a custom through mere stupid imitation.

So Matyasz Dobrzynski, who was at the head of the whole family, had been called Cock-on-the-Steeple. Later, after the year seventeen hundred and ninety-four, he changed his nickname and was christened Hand-on-Hip; the Dobrzynskis themselves also called him Bunny our King, but the Lithuanians styled him the Maciek of Macieks.

As he over the Dobrzynskis, so his house ruled over the village, standing between the tavern and the church. To all appearances it was rarely visited and mere trash lived in it, for at the entrance stood posts without gates, and the garden was neither fenced nor planted; in the vegetable beds birches had grown up. Yet this old farmhouse seemed the capitol of the village, for it was handsomer and more spacious than the other cottages, and on the right side, where the living-room was placed, it was of brick. Near by were a storehouse, granary, barn, cow shed, and stable, all close together, as is usually the case among the gentry. The whole was uncommonly old and decayed; the house roofs shone as if made of green tin, because of the moss and grass, which grew as luxuriantly as on a prairie. The thatches of the barns were like hanging gardens of various plants, the nettle and the crimson crocus, the yellow mullen and the bright-coloured tassels of mercury. In them too were nests of various birds; in the lofts were dove-cotes, nests of swallows in the windows; white rabbits hopped about at the threshold and burrowed in the untrodden turf. In a word the place was like a birdcage or a warren.

But of old it had been fortified! Everywhere there were plenty of traces that it had undergone great and frequent attacks. Near the gateway there still lay in the grass a relic of the Swedish invasion, an iron cannon ball, as large as a childs head; once the open gate had rested on that ball as on a stone. In the yard, among the weeds and the wormwood, rose the old stumps of some dozen crosses, on unconsecrated ground, a sign that here lay buried men who had perished by a sudden and unexpected death. When one eyed from close by the storehouse, granary, and cottage, he saw that the walls were peppered from ground to summit as with a swarm of black insects; in the centre of each spot sat a bullet, like a bumble-bee in its earthy burrow.



On the doors of the establishment all the latches, nails, and hooks were either cut off or bore the marks of sabres; evidently here they had tested the temper of those swords of the time of the Sigismunds, with which one might boldly cut off the heads of nails or cleave hooks in two without making a notch in the blade. Over the doors could be seen coats of arms of the Dobrzynskis, but shelves of cheeses veiled the bearings, and swallows had walled them in thickly with their nests.

The interior of the house itself and of the stable and carriage-house you would find as full of accoutrements as an old armoury. Under the roof hung four immense helmets, the ornaments of martial brows; to-day the birds of Venus, the doves, cooing, fed their young in them. In the stable a great cuirass extended over the manger and a corselet of ring mail served as a chute through which the boy threw down clover to the colts. In the kitchen the godless cook had spoiled the temper of several swords by sticking them into the oven instead of spits; with a Turkish horsetail, captured at Vienna, she dusted her handmill. In a word, housewifely Ceres had banished Mars and ruled along with Pomona, Flora, and Vertumnus over Dobrzynskis house, stable, and barn. But to-day the goddesses must yield anew; Mars returns.

At daybreak there had appeared in Dobrzyn a mounted messenger; he galloped from cottage to cottage and awoke them as if to work for the manor: the gentry arose and filled with a crowd the streets of the hamlet; cries were heard in the tavern, candles seen in the priests house. All were running about, each asked the other what this meant; the old men took counsel together, the young men saddled their horses while the women held them; the boys scuffled about, in a hurry to run and fight, but did not know with whom or about what! Willy-nilly, they had to stay behind. In the priests dwelling there was in progress a long, tumultuous, frightfully confused debate; at last, not being able to agree, they finally decided to lay the whole matter before Father Maciej.

Seventy-two years of age was Maciej, a hale old man, of low stature, a former Confederate of Bar. Both his friends and his enemies remembered his curved damascened sabre, with which he was wont to chop spears and bayonets like fodder, and to which in jest he had given the modest name of switch. From a Confederate he became a partisan of the King, and supported Tyzenhaus, the Under-Treasurer of Lithuania; but when the King joined the men of Targowica, Maciej once more deserted the royal side. And hence, since he had passed through so many parties, he had long been called Cock-on-the-Steeple, because like a cock he turned his standard with the wind. You would in vain search for the cause of such frequent changes; perhaps Maciej was too fond of war, and, when conquered on one side, sought battle anew on the other; perhaps the shrewd politician judged well the spirit of the times, and turned whither he thought the good of his country called him. Who knows! This much is sure, that never was he seduced either by desire for personal fame, or by base greed, and that never had he supported the Muscovite party; for at the very sight of a Muscovite he frothed and grimaced. In order not to meet a Muscovite, after the partition of the country, he sat at home like a bear that sucks its paw in the woods.

His last experience in war was when he went with Oginski to Wilno, where they both served under Jasinski, and there with his switch he performed prodigies of valour. Everybody knew how he had jumped down alone from the ramparts of Praga to defend Pan Pociej, who had been deserted on the field of battle and had received twenty-three wounds. In Lithuania they long thought that both had been killed; but both returned, each as full of holes as a sieve. Pan Pociej, an honourable man, immediately after the war had wished to reward generously his defender Dobrzynski; he had offered him for life a farm of five houses, and assigned him yearly a thousand ducats in gold. But Dobrzynski wrote back: Let Pociej remain in debt to Maciej, and not Maciej to Pociej. So he refused the farm and would not take the money; returning home alone, he lived by the work of his own hands, making hives for bees and medicine for cattle, sending to market partridges which he caught in snares, and hunting wild beasts.

In Dobrzyn there were numbers of sagacious old men  men versed in Latin, who from their youth up had practised at the bar; there were numbers of richer men: but of all the family the poor and simple Maciek was the most highly honoured, not only as a swordsman made famous by his switch, but as a man of wise and sure judgment, who knew the history of the country and the traditions of the family, and was equally well versed in law and farming. He knew likewise the secrets of hunting and of medicine; they even ascribed to him (though this the priest denied) a knowledge of higher, superhuman things. This much is sure, that he knew with precision the changes of the weather, and could guess them oftener than the farmers almanac. It is no marvel then that, whether it was a question of beginning the sowing, or of sending out the river barges, or of reaping the grain; whether it was a matter of going to law, or of concluding a compromise, nothing was done in Dobrzyn without the advice of Maciek. Such influence the old man did not in the least seek for; on the contrary, he wished to be rid of it, scolded his clients, and usually pushed them out of the door of his house without opening his lips; he rarely gave advice, and never to common men; only in extremely important disputes or agreements, when asked, would he utter an opinion  and then in few words. It was thought that he would undertake to-days affair and put himself in person at the head of the expedition; for in his youth he had loved a combat beyond measure, and he was an enemy of the Muscovite race.

The aged man was walking about in his solitary yard, humming a song, When the early dawn ariseth, and was happy because the weather was clearing; the mist was not rising up as it usually does when clouds are gathering, but kept falling: the wind spread forth its palms and stroked the mist, smoothed it, and spread it on the meadow; meanwhile the sun from on high with a thousand beams pierced the web, silvered it, gilded it, made it rosy. As when a pair of workmen at Sluck are making a Polish girdle; a girl at the base of the loom smooths and presses the web with her hands, while the weaver throws her from above threads of silver, gold and purple, forming colours and flowers: thus to-day the wind spread all the earth with mist and the sun embroidered it.

Maciej was warming himself in the sun after finishing his prayers, and was already setting about his household work. He brought out grass and leaves; he sat down in front of his house and whistled: at this whistle a multitude of rabbits bobbed up from beneath the ground. Like narcissuses suddenly blooming above the grass, their long ears shine white; beneath them their bright eyes glitter like bloody rubies thickly sown in the velvet of the greensward. Now the rabbits sit up, and each listens and gazes around; finally the whole white, furry herd run to the old man, allured by leaves of cabbage; they jump to his feet, on his knees, on his shoulders: himself white as a rabbit, he loves to gather them around him and stroke their warm fur with his hand; but with his other hand he throws millet on the grass for the sparrows, and the noisy rabble drop from the roofs.

While the aged man was amusing himself with the sight of this gathering, suddenly the rabbits vanished into the earth, and the flocks of sparrows fled to the roof before new guests, who were coming into the yard with quick steps. These were the envoys whom the assembly of gentry at the priests house had sent to consult Maciek. Greeting the old man from afar with low bows, they said: Praised be Jesus Christ. For ever and ever, amen, answered the old man; and, when he had learned of the importance of the embassy, he asked them into his cottage. They entered and sat down upon a bench. The first of the envoys took his stand in the centre and began to render an account of his mission.

Meanwhile more and more of the gentry were arriving; almost all the Dobrzynskis, and no few of the neighbours from the hamlets near by, armed and unarmed, in carts and in carriages, on foot and on horseback. They halted their vehicles, tied their nags to the birches, and, curious as to the outcome of the deliberations, they formed a circle about the house: they soon filled the room and thronged the vestibule; others listened with their heads crowded into the windows.


BOOK VII.  THE CONSULTATION

ARGUMENT

Salutary counsels of Bartek, called the Prussian  Martial argument of Maciek the Sprinkler  Political argument of Pan Buchmann  Jankiel advises harmony, which is cut off abruptly by the penknife  Speech of Gerwazy, which makes apparent the great potency of parliamentary eloquence  Protest of old Maciek  The sudden arrival of reinforcements interrupts the consultation  Down with the Soplica!

It came the turn of the deputy Bartek to state his case. He was a man who often travelled with rafts to Königsberg; he was called the Prussian by the members of his family, in jest, for he hated the Prussians horribly, although he loved to talk of them. He was a man well advanced in years, who on his distant travels had learned much of the world; a diligent reader of gazettes, well versed in politics, he could cast no little light on the subject under discussion. Thus he concluded his speech:  

This is not, Pan Maciej, my brother, and revered father of us all  this is not aid to be despised. I should rely on the French in time of war as on four aces; they are a warlike people, and since the times of Thaddeus Kosciuszko the world has not had such a military genius as the great Emperor Bonaparte. I remember when the French crossed the Warta; I was on a trip abroad at the time, in the year of our Lord one thousand eight hundred and six; I was just then doing some trading with Dantzic, and, since I have many kinsmen in the district of Posen, I had gone to visit them. So it happened that Pan Joseph Grabowski and I  he is now colonel of a regiment, but at that time he was living in the country near Obiezierz  were out hunting small game together.

In Great Poland there was then peace, as there is now in Lithuania; suddenly the tidings spread abroad of a fearful battle; a messenger from Pan Todwen rushed up to us. Grabowski read the letter and cried: Jena! Jena! The Prussians are smitten hip and thigh; victory! Dismounting from my horse, I immediately fell on my knees to thank the Lord God. We rode back to the city as if on business, as if we knew nothing of the matter; there we saw that all the landraths, hofraths, commissioners and all similar rubbish were bowing low to us; they all trembled and turned pale, like those cockroaches we call Prussians, when one pours boiling water on them. Laughing and rubbing our hands we asked humbly for news, and inquired what they had heard from Jena. Thereupon terror seized them, they were astonished that we already knew of that disaster. The Germans cried, Ach Herri Gott! O Weh! and, hanging their heads, they ran into their houses, and then pell-mell out of their houses again. O that was a scramble! All the roads in Great Poland were full of fugitives; the Germans crawled along them like ants, dragging their carts, or rather waggons and drays, as the people call them there; men and women, with pipes and coffee-pots, were dragging boxes and feather beds; they scuttled off as best they could. But we quietly took counsel together: To horse! Let us harass the retreat of the Germans; now we will give it to the landraths in the neck, cut chops from the hofraths, and catch the herr officers by the cues. And now General Dombrowski entered the district of Posen and brought the orders of the Emperor to stir up an insurrection! In one week our people so whipped and banished the Prussians that you couldnt have found a German to make medicine of! What if we could turn the trick just as briskly and smartly now, and here in Lithuania give the Muscovites just such another sweating? Hey? What think you, Maciej? If Moscow picks a bone with Bonaparte, then he will make a war that will be no joke: he is the foremost hero in the world, and has armies unnumbered! Hey, what think you, Maciej, our Father Bunny?

He concluded. All awaited the verdict of Maciej. Maciej did not move his head or raise his eyes, but only struck himself several times on the side, as though he were feeling for his sabre. (Since the partition of the country he had worn no sabre; however, from old habit, at the mention of a Muscovite he always clapped his hand to his left side; he was evidently groping for his switch; and hence everybody called him Hand-on-Hip.) Now he raised his head, and they listened in deep silence. Maciej disappointed the general expectation; he only frowned and again dropped his head on his breast. Finally he spoke out, pronouncing every word slowly and with emphasis, and nodding his head in time with them:  

Silence! Whence comes all this news? How far off are the French? Who is their leader? Have they already begun war with Moscow? Where and on what pretext? Which way are they going to move? and with what numbers are they comings? Have they a large force of infantry and cavalry? Whoever knows, let him tell!



The crowd was silent, each man gazing at his neighbour.

I should be glad, said the Prussian, to wait for the Bernardine Robak, for all the tidings come from him. Meanwhile we should send trusty spies across the border and quietly arm all the country round; but meanwhile we should conduct the whole matter with caution, in order not to betray our intentions to the Muscovites.

Hah! Wait, prate, debate? interrupted another Maciej, christened Sprinkler, from a great club that he called his sprinkling-brush; he had it with him to-day. He stood behind it, rested both hands on the knob, and leaned his chin on his hands, crying: Delay, wait, debate! Hem, hum, haw, and then run away! I have never been in Prussia; Königsberg sense is good for Prussia, but I have my plain gentlemans sense. This much I know: whoever wants to fight, let him seize his sprinkling-brush; whoever prefers to die, let him call the priest  thats all! I want to live and fight! Of what use is the Bernardine? Are we schoolboys? What do I care for that Robak? Now we will all be Robaks, that is, worms, and proceed to gnaw at the Muscovites! Hem, haw! spies! to explore! Do you know what that means? Why, that you are impotent old beggars! Hey, brothers! It is a setters work to follow a trail, a Bernardines to gather alms, but my work is  to sprinkle, sprinkle, sprinkle, and thats all!

Here he patted his club; after him the whole crowd of gentry yelled, Sprinkle, sprinkle!

The side of Sprinkler was supported by Bartek, called Razor from his thin sabre; and likewise by Maciej, known as Bucket, from a blunderbuss that he carried, with a muzzle so broad that from it as from a pail a thousand bullets poured in a stream. Both cried, Long live Sprinkler and his brush. The Prussian tried to speak, but he was drowned by uproar and laughter. Away, away with the Prussian cowards, they shouted; let cowards go and hide in Bernardine cowls!

Then once more old Maciej slowly raised his head, and the tumult began somewhat to subside.

Do not scoff at Robak, he said; I know him; he is a clever priest. That little worm has gnawed a larger nut than you; I have seen him but once, but as soon as I set eyes on him I noticed what sort of bird he was; the Monk turned away his eyes, fearing that I might summon him to confession. But that is not my affair  of that there would be much to say! He will not come here; it would be vain to summon the Bernardine. If all this news came from him, then who knows what was his object, for he is the devil of a priest! If you know nothing more than this news, then why did you come here, and what do you want?

War! they cried. What war? he asked. War with the Muscovites! they shouted, to fight! Down with the Muscovites!

The Prussian kept shouting and raising his voice higher and higher, until he finally obtained a hearing, which he owed partly to his polite bows, and partly to his shrill and piercing tones.

I too want to fight, he shouted, pounding his breast with his fist; though I dont carry a sprinkling-brush, yet with a pole from a river barge I once gave a good christening to four Prussians who tried to drown me in the Pregel when I was drunk.



Good for you, Bartek, said Sprinkler, good for you; sprinkle, sprinkle!

But in the name of the most dear Jesus, we must first know with whom the war is and about what; we must proclaim that to the world, shouted the Prussian, for what is going to make the people follow us? Where they are to go, and when, and how, we do not know ourselves. Brother gentlemen, we need discretion! My friends, we need order and method! If you wish war, let us make a confederacy, and discuss where to form it and under whose leadership. That was the way in Great Poland  we saw the retreat of the Germans, and what did we do? We consulted secretly together; we armed both the gentry and a company of peasants; and, when we were ready, we waited Dombrowskis orders; at last, to horse! We rose as one man!

I beg the floor, called out the manager of Kleck, a spruce young man, dressed in German costume. His name was Buchmann, but he was a Pole, born in Poland; it was not quite certain that he was of gentle birth, but of that they asked no questions, and everybody respected Buchmann, because he was in service with a great magnate, was a good patriot, and full of learning. From foreign books he had learned the art of farming, and conducted well the administration of his estate; on politics he had also formed wise opinions; he knew how to write beautifully and how to express himself with elegance: therefore all became silent when he began to discourse.

I beg the floor, he repeated; he twice cleared his throat, bowed, and with tuneful lips thus proceeded:  

My predecessors in their eloquent speeches have touched on all the principal and decisive points, and have raised the discussion to a higher plane; it only remains for me to unite into one focus the pertinent thoughts and considerations that have been put forward: I have the hope of thus reconciling contrary opinions. I have noted that the entire discussion consists of two parts; the division is already made, and that division I follow. First: why should we undertake an insurrection? in what spirit? That is the first vital question. The second concerns the revolutionary authority. The division is a proper one, only I wish to reverse it, and begin with the authority: when once we understand the authority, from it I will deduce the nature, spirit, and aim of the insurrection. As for the authority then  when I survey with my eyes the history of all humanity, what do I perceive therein? Why, that the human race, savage, and scattered in forests, gathers together, collects, unites for common defence, and considers it; that is its first consultation. Then each lays aside a part of his own liberty for the common good; that is the first foundation, from which, as from a spring, flow all laws. We see then that government is created by agreement, and does not proceed, as men erroneously hold, from the will of God. Thus, since government rests upon the social contract, the division of power is only its necessary consequence.

So there you are at contracts! Do you mean those of Kiev or of Minsk? said old Maciej. You must mean the Babin government! Pan Buchmann, whether God or the devil chose to cast the Tsar upon us I will not dispute with Your Honour; Pan Buchmann, tell us, please, how to cast off the Tsar.

Theres the rub, shouted Sprinkler; if I could only jump to the throne, and with my brush  splash  once moisten the Tsar, then he wouldnt come back, either through the Kiev tract or the Minsk tract, or by any one of Buchmanns contracts; the Russian priests would not revive him either by the power of God or by that of Beelzebub  the only brave way is to sprinkle. Pan Buchmann, your speech was very eloquent, but eloquence is nothing but noise; sprinkling is the principal thing.

Good, good, good! squealed Bartek the Razor, rubbing his hands, and running from Sprinkler to Maciek like a shuttle thrown from one side of the loom to the other. Only do you, Maciek of the switch, and you, Maciek of the club, make up your disagreement, and, so help me Heaven, we will knock the Muscovites to splinters; Razor advances under the orders of Switch.

Orders are good on parade, interrupted Sprinkler. We had a standing order in the Kowno brigade, a short and pointed one: Strike terror and be not terrified; fight and do not surrender; advance always, and make quick strokes, slish, slash! 

Those are my principles, squealed Razor. Whats the use of spilling ink and drawing up acts of confederation? Do you want one? Thats the whole question. Maciej is our marshal and his little switch is his baton of office.

Long live Cock-on-the-Steeple! shouted Baptist. The gentry answered, Vivant the sprinklers!

But in the corners a murmur had arisen, though it was stifled in the centre; evidently the council was dividing into two sides. Buchmann shouted: I will never approve an agreement; thats my system. Somebody else yelled Veto, and others seconded him from the corners. Finally the gruff voice of Skoluba was heard, a gentleman from another hamlet.

What is this, my friends of the Dobrzynski family? What does all this mean? How about us, shall we be deprived of our rights? When we were invited from our hamlet  and the Warden, My-boy Rembajlo invited us  we were told that great things were to be done, that the question did not affect the Dobrzynskis alone, but the whole district, the entire gentry; Robak mumbled the same thing, though he never finished his talk and always stammered and expressed himself obscurely. Well, finally we have gathered, and have called in our neighbours by messengers. You Dobrzynskis are not the only men here; from various other hamlets there are about two hundred of us here; so let us all consult together. If we need a marshal, let us all vote, with an equal voice for each; long live equality!

Then two Terajewiczes and four Stypulkowskis and three Mickiewiczes shouted, Vivat equality, taking the side of Skoluba. Meanwhile Buchmann was crying, Agreement will be our ruin! Sprinkler yelled: We can get along alone without you; long live our marshal, the Maciek of Macieks! Let him have the baton! The Dobrzynskis cried, We beg you to take it! but the rest of the gentry shouted with one voice, We forbid it! The throng was breaking up into two groups, and, nodding their heads in contrary directions, one faction cried, We forbid, and the other, We beg you.

Old Maciek sat in their midst the one dumb man, and his head alone was unmoved. Opposite him stood Baptist, resting his hands on his club, and, moving his head, which was supported on the end of the club, like a pumpkin stuck on the end of a long pole, he nodded it, now forward and now backward, and cried incessantly, Sprinkle, sprinkle! Up and down the room the mobile Razor ran constantly from Sprinkler to Maciejs bench, but Bucket slowly walked across the room from the Dobrzynskis to the other gentry, as if he were trying to reconcile them. One shouted continually, Shave, and the other, Pour; Maciek held his peace, but he was evidently beginning to be angry.

For a quarter of an hour the uproar seethed, when above the bawling crowd, out of the throng of heads, there leapt aloft a shining pillar. This was a sword two yards long and a whole palm broad, sharp on both edges. Evidently it was a German sword, forged of Nuremberg steel; all gazed at the weapon in silence. Who had raised it up? They could not see, but at once they guessed.

That is the penknife, long live the penknife! they shouted; vivat the penknife, the jewel of Rembajlo hamlet! Vivat Rembajlo, Notchy, Half-Goat, My-boy!

At once Gerwazy, for it was he, pressed through the crowd into the middle of the room, carrying his flashing penknife; then, lowering the point before Maciek as a sign of greeting, he said:  

The penknife bows to the switch. Brothers, gentlemen of Dobrzyn, I will give you no advice. Not at all; I will only tell you why I have assembled you; but what to do and how to do it, decide for yourselves. You know the rumour has long been current among the hamlets that great things are preparing in the world. Father Robak has been talking of this; do not you all know this? (We know it, they shouted.) Well, so for a wise head, continued the orator, looking sharply at them, two words are enough. Is not that true? (It is, they said.) Since the French Emperor is coming from one direction, said the Warden, and the Russian Tsar from the other, there will be war; the Tsar and the Emperor, kings and kings, will start to pummel one another as monarchs usually do  and shall we sit quiet? When the great begin to choke the great, let us choke the smaller, each his own man. When we set to smiting above and below, great men great ones, and small men small ones, then all the rascals will be overthrown, and thus happiness and the Polish Commonwealth will bloom again. Is not this so?

As true as if you were reading it out of a book, they said.

It is true! repeated Baptist, drop after drop, every bit.

I am always ready to shave! exclaimed Razor.

Only make an agreement, courteously begged Bucket, under whose leadership Baptist and Maciej shall proceed.

But Buchmann interrupted him: Let fools agree; discussions do not harm the common weal. I beg you to be silent. (We are listening.) The case gains thereby; the Warden is considering it from a new point of view.

Not at all, shouted the Warden, I follow the old fashion. Of great things great men should think; for them there is an Emperor, and there will be a King, a Senate, and Deputies. Such things, my boy, are done in Cracow or in Warsaw, not here among us, in the hamlet of Dobrzyn. Acts of confederation are not written on a chimney with chalk, nor on a river barge, but on parchment; it is not for us to write such acts. Poland has the secretaries of the Kingdom and of Lithuania; such was the ancient custom: my business is to whittle with my penknife.

To sprinkle with my brush, added Sprinkler.

And to bore with my awl, cried Bartek the Awl, drawing his sword.

I summon you all to witness, concluded the Warden; did not Robak tell you, that before you receive Napoleon into your house you should sweep out the dirt? You all heard it, but do you understand? Who is the dirt of the district? Who traitorously killed the best of Poles; who robbed and plundered him? Who? Must I tell you?

Why, it is Soplica, interrupted Bucket; and now he even wants to snatch the remnants from the hands of the heir; he is a scoundrel.

O, he is a tyrant! squealed Razor.

Then sprinkle him! added Baptist.

If he is a traitor, said Buchmann, to the gallows with him!

Hurrah! they all cried, down with Soplica!

But the Prussian ventured to undertake the defence of the Judge, and cried with arms held up towards the gentry:  

Brother gentlemen! O! O! By Gods wounds, what means this? Warden, are you mad? Was it this we were discussing? Because a man had a crazy, outlaw brother, shall we punish him on his brothers account? That is a Christian way of doing things! The Count is behind all this. As for the Judges being hard on the gentry, that is not true! In Heavens name! Why, it is you who summon him to court, but he always seeks a peaceful settlement with you; he yields his rights and even pays the costs. He has a lawsuit with the Count, but what of that? Both are rich; let magnate fight magnate: what do we people care? The Judge a tyrant! He was the first to forbid that the peasants should bow low before him, saying that that was a sin. Often a company of peasants  I have seen this myself  sit at table with him; he has paid the taxes for the village, and it is quite different at Kleck, though there, Pan Buchmann, you run things in German fashion. The Judge a traitor! I have known him since we were in the primary school; as a lad he was honest, and to-day he is the same; he loves Poland above everything, he keeps up Polish customs, he will not yield to Muscovite fashions. Whenever I return from Prussia, and want to wash off the German taint, I drop in at Soplicowo, as the centre of Polish ways; there a man drinks and breathes his Country! In Gods name, brothers Dobrzynski; I am one of you, but I will not let the Judge be wronged; nothing will come of that. It was not thus in Great Poland, brothers: what a spirit! what harmony! It is pleasant to remember it! There no one dared to interrupt our counsels with such a trifle.

It is no trifle to hang scoundrels! shouted the Warden.

The murmur was increasing. Suddenly Jankiel asked a hearing, jumped on a bench, took his stand on it, and thus raised above their heads a beard like a tavern bush, which hung down to his belt. With his right hand he slowly took from his head his foxskin hat, with his left he adjusted his disordered skull-cap; then he tucked his right hand in his girdle and spoke thus, bowing low to all with his foxskin hat:  

Well, gentlemen of Dobrzyn, I am nothing but a Jew; the Judge is no kith or kin of mine; I respect the Soplicas as very good gentlemen and my landlords; I respect also the Bartek and Maciej Dobrzynskis, as good neighbours and my benefactors; but I say thus: if you want to do violence to the Judge, that is very bad; some of you may get hurt and be killed. But how about the assessors? and the police-captain? and the prison? For in the village near Soplicas house there are heaps of soldiers, all yagers! The Assessor is at the house; he need only whistle, and they will march right up and stand there ready for action. And what will happen then? But if you are expecting the French, why the French are still far off, a long road. Im a Jew and know nothing of war, but I have been in Bielica, where I met Jews straight from the boundary. The report is that the French were stationed on the river Lososna, and that if there is to be war, it will not come till spring. Well, I tell you, wait; the farm of Soplicowo is not a fair booth, that is taken apart, put in a waggon, and carried off; the farm will stand as it is until spring. And the Judge is no Jew in a rented tavern; he wont run away, you can find him in the spring. But now pray disperse, and dont speak aloud of what has occurred, for to talk of it will do no good. And I beg you all, kind gentlemen, follow me: my Sarah has given birth to a little Jankiel, and to-day I treat the crowd; and the music is splendid! I will order bagpipes, a bass viol, and two fiddles; and Pan Maciek, my friend, likes old July mead and a new mazurka. I have new mazurkas, and I have taught my kids to sing just fine.



The eloquence of the universally beloved Jankiel touched the hearts of his hearers; there arose cries and exclamations of joy; the murmur of approbation was even spreading beyond the house, when Gerwazy aimed his penknife at Jankiel. The Jew jumped down and disappeared in the crowd; the Warden shouted:  

Begone, Jew, dont stick your fingers into the door; this is not your business! Prussian, because you, sir, conduct your trading with the Judges pair of miserable boats, are you shouting for him? Have you forgotten, my boy, that your respected father used to make the trip to Prussia with twenty Horeszko boats? Thence he and his family grew rich; yes, and every one of you that are living here in Dobrzyn. For you old men remember, and you young men have heard, that the Pantler was the father and benefactor of you all. Whom did he send as manager to his Pinsk estates? A Dobrzynski. Who were his accountants? Dobrzynskis. He chose none for majordomos and none for butlers except Dobrzynskis; his house was full of Dobrzynskis. He pressed your cases before the courts, he gained pensions for you from the king; he put your children by droves in the Piarist schools, and paid for their clothes, board, and lodging; when they grew up he even got places for them, also at his own expense. Why did he do this? Because he was your neighbour. To-day Soplicas landmarks touch your borders; what good has he ever done you?

Not a bit! interrupted Bucket, for he is an upstart that rose from being a petty landholder. But how haughtily he blows out his cheeks, pooh, pooh, pooh; how high he holds his head! You remember, I invited him to my daughters wedding; I offered him drink, but he wouldnt take it; he said: I dont drink as much as you gentry; you gentry swill like bitterns. What a magnate! a milksop made of pastry flour! He wouldnt drink, so we poured it down his throat; he cried, This is an act of violence! Just wait; Ill pour it into him out of my bucket!

The knave! exclaimed Baptist; Ill just sprinkle him on my own account. My son used to be a clever lad; now hes turned so stupid that they call him Buzzard, and he has become such a ninny all because of the Judge. I said to him once, What do you run off to Soplicowo for? If I catch you there, God help you! Immediately he slunk off to Zosia again, and stole through the hemp; I caught him, and then took him by the ears and sprinkled him. But he blubbered and blubbered like a peasants baby: Father, you may kill me, but I must go there! and he kept on sobbing. Whats the matter with you? I asked, and he told me that he was in love with Zosia, and wanted to have a look at her! I felt sorry for the poor lad, and said to the Judge: Judge, give me Zosia for Buzzard. She is still too young, he answered. Wait about three years, and then she may do as she likes. The scoundrel! He lies; hes already arranging another match for her. I have heard of it; just let me screw myself in there at the wedding, and Ill bless their marriage bed with my sprinkler.

And shall such a scoundrel hold sway, cried the Warden, and ruin ancient magnates, better men than he? And shall both the memory and the name of the Horeszkos perish! Where is there gratitude in the world? There is none in Dobrzyn. Brothers, do you wish to wage war with the Russian Emperor and yet do you fear a battle with Soplicowo farm? Are you afraid of prison! Do I summon you to brigandage? God forbid! Gentlemen and brothers, I stand on my rights. Why, the Count has won several times and has obtained no few decrees; the only trouble is to execute them! This was the ancient custom: the court wrote the decree, and the gentry carried it out, and especially the Dobrzynskis, and thence grew your fame in Lithuania! Yes, at the foray of Mysz the Dobrzynskis alone fought with the Muscovites, who were led by the Russian general Voynilovich, and that scoundrel, his friend, Pan Wolk of Logomowicze. You remember how we took Wolk captive, and how we were going to hang him to a beam in the barn, because he was a tyrant to the peasantry and a servant of the Muscovites; but the stupid peasants took pity on him! (I must roast him some time on this penknife.) I will not mention countless other great forays, from which we always emerged as befitted gentlemen, both with profit and with general applause and glory! Why should I remind you of this! To-day the Count, your neighbour, carries on his lawsuit and gains decrees in vain, for not one of you is willing to aid the poor orphan! The heir of that Pantler who nourished hundreds, to-day has no friend except me, his Warden, and except this faithful penknife of mine!

And my brush, said Sprinkler. Where you go, dear Gerwazy, there will I go too, while I have a hand, and while this splish-splash is in my hands. Two are a pair! In Heavens name, my Gerwazy! You have your sword, I have my sprinkling-brush! In Heavens name, I will sprinkle, and do you strike; and thus slish and slash, splish and splash; let others prate!



But, my brothers, said Razor, you will not exclude Bartek; all that you may soap I will shave.

I too prefer to move on with you, added Bucket, since I cannot make them agree on the choice of a marshal. What care I for votes and balls for voting? I have other balls. (Here he took from his pocket a handful of bullets and rattled them.) Here are balls! he cried, all these balls are for the Judge!

We will join you, shouted Skoluba, indeed we will!

Where you go, cried all the gentry, where you go, there will we go also! Long live the Horeszkos! Vivant the Half-Goats! Vivat the Warden Rembajlo! Down with the Soplica!

And thus the eloquent Gerwazy carried them all away, for all had their grudges against the Judge, as is usual among neighbours; now complaints of damage done by cattle, now for the cutting of wood, now squabbles over boundary lines: some were aroused by anger, others merely by envy for the wealth of the Judge  all were united by hatred. They crowded about the Warden, and raised aloft sabres and sticks.

At last Maciek, hitherto sullen and motionless, rose from his bench and with slow steps came out into the middle of the room and put his hands on his hips: looking straight before him and nodding his head, he began to speak, pronouncing slowly every word, pausing between them and emphasising them:  

O stupid, stupid idiots! Whoever dances, you will pay the piper. So long as the discussion was over the resurrection of Poland and had to do with the public weal, idiots, all this time you quarrelled! It was impossible, idiots, either to debate, idiots, or to get order among you, or to put a leader over you, idiots! But let any one raise his private grudges, idiots, then straightway you agree! Get out of here! for, as my name is Maciek, I wish you to millions, hundreds of hundreds of thousands of waggons of hogsheads, of drays of devils!!!

All were hushed as if struck by lightning! But at the same moment a terrible shouting arose outside the house, Vivat the Count! He was riding into Maciejs yard, armed himself, and followed by ten armed jockeys. The Count was mounted on a mettled steed and dressed in black garments; over them a nut-brown cloak of Italian cut, broad and without sleeves, and fastened at the neck with a buckle, fell from his shoulders like a great shroud. He wore a round hat with a feather, and carried a sword in his hand; he wheeled about and saluted the throng with the sword.

Vivat the Count! they cried; we will live and die with him! The gentry began to gaze out of the cottage through the windows, and to press continually towards the door behind the Warden. The Warden went out, and behind him the crowd tumbled through the door; Maciek drove out the remnant, shut the door, bolted it, and, looking out through the window, said once more, Idiots!

But meanwhile the gentry had rallied to the Count. They went to the tavern; Gerwazy called to mind the days of old, and bade them give him three Polish girdles, by means of which he drew from the vaults of the tavern three casks, one of mead, the second of brandy, and the third of beer. He took out the spigots, and immediately three streamlets spurted forth, gurgling, one white as silver, the second red as carnelian, the third yellow: with a triple rainbow they played on high; they fell in a hundred cups and hummed in a hundred glasses. The gentry ran riot: some drank, others wished a hundred years to the Count, all shouted, Down with the Soplica!

Jankiel rode off on horseback, silently, without saddle; the Prussian likewise, unheard, though he still discoursed eloquently, tried to slip away; the gentry chased him, crying that he was a traitor. Mickiewicz stood apart, at some distance, without either shouting or giving counsel, but from his air they perceived that he was plotting something evil: so they drew their blades, and at the shout of Down with him he retreated, and defended himself; he was already wounded and leaning on the fence, when Zan and the three Czechots sprang to his aid. After this the men were separated, but in that scuffle two had been wounded in the hand, and one had got cut over the ear. The rest were mounting their horses.

The Count and Gerwazy marshalled them and distributed arms and orders. At last, all started at a gallop down the long street of the hamlet, crying, Down with the Soplica!


BOOK VIII.  THE FORAY

ARGUMENT

The Seneschals astronomy  The Chamberlains remarks on comets  Mysterious scene in the Judges room  Thaddeus, wishing to extricate himself dexterously, gets into serious trouble  A new Dido  The foray  The last protest by an Apparitor  The Count conquers Soplicowo  Storm and massacre  Gerwazy as butler  The banquet after the foray.

Before a thunderstorm there is a quiet, sullen moment, when the cloud that has gathered over mens heads stops and with threatening countenance checks the breath of the winds; it is silent, but surveys the earth with the eyes of the lightnings, marking the spots where soon it will cast bolt after bolt: such a moment of calm rested over the house at Soplicowo. You would have thought that a presentiment of unusual events had closed all lips, and had borne off the spirits of all into the land of dreams.

After supper the Judge and his guests went out into the yard to enjoy the evening, and seated themselves on benches of turf built along the house wall. The whole company, in gloomy, quiet attitudes, gazed at the sky, which seemed to grow lower and narrower, and to approach the earth nearer and nearer, until both, hiding beneath a dark veil, like lovers, began a mysterious discourse, interpreting their feelings in the stifled sighs, whispers, murmurs, and half-uttered words, of which the marvellous music of the evening is composed.



The owl began it, hooting from beneath the house roof; the bats rustled with flimsy wings, and flew towards the house, where shone the panes of the windows and human faces; but nearer, the little sisters of the bats, the moths, hovered in a swarm, attracted by the white garments of the women; they were especially troublesome to Zosia, beating against her face and her bright eyes, which they mistook for two candles. In the air an immense cloud of insects gathered and whirled about, playing like the music of the spheres; Zosias ear distinguished amid the thousand noises the accord of the flies and the false half-tone of the mosquitoes.

In the fields the evening concert had hardly begun; the musicians were just finishing the tuning of their instruments: already the land rail, the first violin of the meadow, had shrieked thrice; already from afar the bitterns seconded it with a bass boom below in the marshes; already the woodcocks were rising up with whirling flight, uttering repeated cries, as though they were beating on drums.

As a finale to the humming of the insects and the din of the birds there resounded in a double chorus two ponds, like enchanted lakes in the Caucasus mountains, silent through all the day and playing at evening. One pond, which had clear depths and a sandy shore, gave forth from its blue chest a gentle, solemn call; the other pond, with a muddy bottom and a turbid throat, answered it with a mournfully passionate cry. In both ponds sang countless hordes of frogs; the two choruses were attuned into two great accords: one thundered fortissimo, the other gently warbled; one seemed to complain, the other only sighed; thus the two ponds conversed together across the fields, like two Æolian harps that play alternately.

The darkness was thickening; only in the woods and among the willows along the streamlet the eyes of wolves shone like candles, and farther off, on the narrowed borders of the horizon, here and there were the fires of shepherds camps. Finally the moon lighted her silver torch, came forth from the wood, and illumined both sky and land. Now they both, half uncovered from the darkness, slept side by side, like a happy married pair; the heaven took into its pure arms the breast of the earth, which shone silvery in the moonlight.

Now, opposite the moon, first one star and then another began to shine; now a thousand of them, and now a million twinkled. Castor and his brother Pollux glittered at their head, once called among the Slavs Lele and Polele; now they have been christened anew in the peoples zodiac; one is called Lithuania and the other the Kingdom.

Farther off glitter the two pans of the heavenly Scales. Upon them God on the day of creation  as old men say  weighed in turn the earth and all the planets before he set the burden of them in the abysses of the air; then he hung up in heaven the gilded scales: on these men have modelled their balances and scale pans.

To the north shines the circle of the starry Sieve, through which God, as they say, gifted grains of corn, when he cast them down from heaven for Adam our father, who had been banished for his sins from paradise.

Somewhat higher, Davids Car, ready for mounting, turns its long pole towards the north star. The old Lithuanians know, concerning this chariot, that the populace err in calling it Davids, since it is the Angels Car. On it long ago rode Lucifer, when he summoned God to combat, rushing at full gallop along the Milky Way towards the threshold of heaven, until Michael threw him from his car, and cast the car from the road. Now it is stretched out ruined amid the stars; the Archangel Michael will not allow it to be repaired.

And it is also well known among the old Lithuanians  but this knowledge they probably derived from the rabbins  that the huge, long Dragon of the zodiac, which winds its starry coils over the sky, and which astronomers erroneously christen a serpent, is not a serpent, but a fish, and is named Leviathan. Long ago it dwelt in the seas, but after the deluge it died for lack of water; hence on the vault of heaven, both as a curiosity and as a reminder, the angels hung up its dead remains. In the same way the priest of Mir has hung up in his church the ribs and shanks of giants that have been dug from the earth.

Such stories of the stars, which he had conned from books or learned from tradition, did the Seneschal relate. Though in the evening the old Seneschals sight was weak, and he could see nothing in the sky through his spectacles, yet he knew by heart the name and form of every constellation; with his finger he indicated their places and their paths.

To-day they listened little to him, and gave no heed at all to the Sieve, or to the Dragon, or even to the Scales; to-day the eyes and thoughts of all were absorbed by a new guest, recently observed in the sky. This was a comet of the first magnitude and power, which had appeared in the west and was flying towards the north; with a bloody eye it looked askance upon the Chariot, as though it wished to seize the empty place of Lucifer; behind, it threw out a long tail, and with it encircled a third part of the sky, gathered in hundreds of stars as with a net, and drew them after it; but it aimed its own head higher, towards the north, straight for the polar star.

With inexpressible apprehension all the Lithuanian folk gazed each night at this heavenly marvel, foreboding ill from it, and likewise from other signs: for too often they heard the cries of ill-omened birds, which, gathering in throngs on empty fields, sharpened their beaks as if awaiting corpses. Too often they noticed that the dogs rooted up the earth, and, as if scenting death, howled piercingly, which was an omen of famine or of war. But the forest guards beheld how through the graveyard walked the Maid of Pestilence, whose brow rises above the highest trees, and who waves in her left hand a bloody kerchief.

From all this the Overseer drew various conclusions, as he stood by the fence after coming to report on the work; so likewise did the Bookkeeper, who was whispering with the Steward.

But the Chamberlain was seated on the bench of turf before the house. He interrupted the conversation of the guests, a sign that he was preparing to speak; in the moonlight shone his great snuffbox (all of pure gold, set with diamonds; in the middle of it was a portrait of King Stanislaw, under glass); he tapped on it with his fingers, took a pinch, and said:  

Thaddeus, your talk about the stars is only an echo of what you have heard in school; as to marvels I prefer to take the advice of simple people. I too studied astronomy for two years at Wilno, where Pani Puzynin, a wise and a rich woman, had given the income of a village of two hundred peasants for the purchase of various glasses and telescopes. Father Poczobut, a famous man, was in charge of the observatory, and at that time rector of the whole university; however he finally abandoned his professors chair and his telescope and returned to his monastery, to his quiet cell, and there he died as a good Christian should. I am also acquainted with Sniadecki, who is a very wise man, though a layman. Now the astronomers regard planets and comets just as plain citizens do a coach; they know whether it is drawing up before the kings palace, or whether it is starting abroad from the city gates; but who was riding in it, and why, of what he talked with the king, and whether the king dismissed the ambassador with peace or war  of all that they do not even inquire. I remember in my time when Branicki started in his coach to Jassy, and after that dishonourable coach streamed a train of Targowica confederates, as the tail follows that comet. The plain people, though they did not meddle in public deliberations, guessed at once that that train was an omen of treason. The report is that the folk has given the name of broom to this comet, and says that it will sweep away a million men. And in reply the Seneschal said with a bow:  

That is true, Your Excellency the Chamberlain. I remember myself what was once told me when I was a little child; I remember, though I was not ten years old at the time, how I saw at our house the late Sapieha, lieutenant of a regiment of cuirassiers, who later was Court Marshal of the Kingdom, and finally died as Grand Chancellor of Lithuania, at the age of one hundred and ten years; when Jan III. Sobieski was king, he had served in the Vienna campaign under the command of the hetman Jablonowski. So this Chancellor related that just at the moment when King Jan III. was mounting his horse, when the papal nuncio had blest him for the journey, and the Austrian ambassador was kissing his foot as he handed him the stirrup (the ambassador was named Count Wilczek), the King cried: See what is going on in Heaven! They beheld that over their heads was advancing a comet by the same path that the armies of Mahomet had taken, from the east to the west. Later Father Bartochowski, who composed a panegyric for the triumph at Cracow, under the title Orientis Fulmen, discoursed much about that comet; I have also read of it in a work called Janina, in which the entire expedition of the late King Jan is described, and where there is engraved the great standard of Mahomet, and just such a comet as we see to-day.

Amen, said the Judge in reply, I accept your augury that a Jan III. may appear along with the star! To-day there is a great hero in the west; perhaps the comet will bring him to us: which may God grant!

Sorrowfully drooping his head, the Seneschal replied:  

A comet sometimes forebodes wars, and sometimes mere brawls! It is not good that it has appeared here over Soplicowo; perhaps it threatens us with some household misfortune. Yesterday we had wrangling and disputes enough, both at the time of the hunt and during the banquet. In the morning the Notary quarrelled with the Assessor, and Thaddeus challenged the Count in the evening. The disagreement seems to have arisen from the bears hide, and if my friend the Judge had not hindered me, I should have reconciled the two adversaries right at the table. For I should have liked to tell a curious incident, similar to what occurred at our hunt yesterday, which happened to the foremost sportsmen of my time, the deputy Rejtan and the Prince de Nassau. The occurrence was as follows:  

Prince Czartoryski, the general of Podole, was travelling from Volhynia to his Polish estates, or, if I remember correctly, to the Diet at Warsaw. On his way he visited the gentry, partly for amusement, and partly to win popularity; so he called upon Pan Thaddeus Rejtan, to-day of holy memory, who was later our deputy from Nowogrodek, and in whose house I grew up from childhood. So Rejtan, on the occasion of the Princes coming, had invited guests, and the gentry had gathered in large numbers. There were theatrical entertainments (the Prince was devoted to the theatre); Kaszyc, who lives in Jatra, gave fireworks; Pan Tyzenhaus sent dancers; and Oginski and Pan Soltan, who lives in Zdzienciol, furnished musicians. In a word, at home they offered entertainments gorgeous beyond expectation, and in the forest they arranged a mighty hunt. It is well known to you gentlemen that almost all the Czartoryskis within the memory of man, though they spring from the blood of the Jagiellos, are nevertheless not over keen on hunting, though certainly not from laziness, but from their foreign tastes; and the Prince General looked oftener into books than into kennels, and oftener into ladies alcoves than into the forests.

In the Princes suite was a German, Prince de Nassau, of whom they related that, when a guest in the Libyan country, he had once gone hunting with the Moorish kings, and there with a spear had overcome a tiger in hand to hand combat, of which feat that Prince de Nassau boasted greatly. In our country, at that time, they were hunting wild boars; Rejtan had killed with his musket an immense sow, at great risk to himself, for he shot from close by. Each of us admired and praised the sureness of the aim; only the German, de Nassau, listened with indifference to such compliments, and, walking off, muttered in his beard that a sure aim proved only a bold eye, but that cold steel proved a bold hand; and once more he began to talk big about his Libya and his spear, his Moorish kings and his tiger. This began to be annoying to Pan Rejtan, who, being a quick-tempered man, smote his sword and said: My Lord Prince, whoever looks boldly, fights boldly; wild boars are equal to tigers, and sabres to spears. Then the German and he began somewhat too lively a discussion. Luckily the Prince General interrupted their dispute, and reconciled them, speaking in French; what he said to them I know not, but that reconciliation was only ashes over live coals: for Rejtan took the matter to heart, bided his time, and promised to play the German a good trick. This trick he almost atoned for with his own life, but he played it the next day, as I will tell you immediately.

Here the Seneschal paused, and, raising his right hand, asked the Chamberlain for his snuffbox; he took several pinches, but did not vouchsafe to finish his tale, as though he wished to sharpen the curiosity of his hearers. At last he was beginning  when that tale, so curious and so diligently hearkened to, was again interrupted! For some one had unexpectedly sent a man to the Judge, with the message that he was waiting on business that brooked no delay. The Judge, wishing them good night, bade farewell to the company: immediately they scattered in various directions; some went into the house to sleep, others into the barn, to rest on the hay; the Judge went to give audience to the traveller.

The others were already asleep. Thaddeus wandered about the hallway, pacing like a watchman near his uncles door, for he had to seek his counsel about important affairs, on that very day, before he went to sleep. He did not dare to knock, for the Judge had locked the door and was talking secretly with somebody; Thaddeus awaited the end of the interview and pricked up his ears.

From within he heard a sobbing; without touching the latch he cautiously looked through the keyhole. He saw a marvellous thing! The Judge and Robak were kneeling on the floor in each others embrace, and were weeping hot tears; Robak was kissing the Judges hands, while the Judge, weeping, embraced Robak around the neck; finally, after a pause of a quarter of an hour in their talk, Robak softly spoke these words:  

Brother, God knows that till now I have never betrayed the secrets that, in repentance for my sins, I vowed at my confession to keep inviolate; that, entirely devoted to God and to my country, not serving pride, nor seeking earthly glory, I have lived till now and wished to die a Bernardine monk, concealing my name not only from the crowd, but from you and from my own son! However, the provincial has given me permission to make the disclosure in articulo mortis. Who knows whether I shall return alive! Who knows what will happen in Dobrzyn! Brother, affairs are frightfully, frightfully confused! The French are still far away, we must wait till the winter is over, but the gentry may not restrain themselves. Perhaps I have been too active in stirring up the insurrection! They may have understood me ill! The Warden has spoiled all! That crazy Count, I hear, has rushed away to Dobrzyn; I could not head him off, for an important reason: old Maciek has recognised me, and if he betrays me I must needs bow my neck beneath the penknife. Nothing will restrain the Warden! My life matters little, but by that disclosure I should destroy the foundations of the plot.

And yet! I must be there to-day, and see what is going on, though I perish! Without me the gentry will run wild! Farewell, my dearest brother! Farewell, I must hasten. If I perish, you alone will sigh for my soul; in case of war, the whole secret is known to you  finish what I have begun, and remember that you are a Soplica.

Here the Monk wiped away his tears, buttoned his gown, drew on his cowl, and quietly opened the shutters of the rear window; evidently he jumped through the window into the garden. The Judge, left alone, sat down in a chair and began to weep.

Thaddeus waited a moment, before he jingled at the latch; when the door was opened he went in quietly and bowed low.

My dear uncle, he said, I have spent here but a few days, and the days have passed like a flash. I have not yet had time to enjoy fully your house and your own company, but I must depart, I must hasten away at once; to-day, uncle, or to-morrow at the latest. You remember that we have challenged the Count; to fight him is my affair, and I have sent a challenge. Since duelling is prohibited in Lithuania, I am going to the borders of the Grand Duchy of Warsaw; the Count, of course, is a braggart, but he does not lack courage, and will appear without fail at the appointed place. We will settle accounts; and, if God grants me his blessing, I will punish him, and then will swim over the Lososna, where the ranks of my brothers await me. I have heard that my father in his will bade me enter the army, and I have not heard that that will has been cancelled.

My dear Thaddeus, said his uncle, have you been scalded with boiling water, or are you dodging like a hunted fox that waves its brush in one direction and itself runs in another? We have challenged him, to be sure, and you will have to fight, but why are you so bent on going to-day? Before a duel it is the custom to send friends and settle the terms; the Count may still beg our pardon and make amends: just wait, there is still time enough. Some other whimsy must be driving you away from here; speak it out frankly: why such excuses? I am your uncle, and, though old, I know what young hearts are; I have been a father to you. (As he spoke he stroked his nephew beneath the chin.) My little finger has already been whispering in my ear that you, sir, have been carrying on some intrigues here with the ladies. Nowadays young men take to the ladies devilish quick. But, my dear Thaddeus, confess it to me, and frankly.

That is the truth, mumbled Thaddeus, there are other causes, my beloved uncle! Perhaps it was my own fault! A mistake! No, a misfortune! It is now hard to correct it! No, dear uncle, I can stay here no longer. An error of youth! Uncle, do not question me further; I must depart from Soplicowo as quickly as may be.

Oho! said his uncle, this is certainly some love tiff. I noticed yesterday that you bit your lips while you looked from under your eyebrows at a certain little girl; I saw that she too had a sour expression. I know all that nonsense; when a pair of children fall in love, then they have no end of misfortunes. Now they feel happy, now again they are afflicted and cast down; now again, for God knows what reason, they are ready to bite each other; now they stand in corners as if playing blind mans buff, and wont say a word to each other; sometimes they even run out into the fields. If such an attack is upon you, just be patient, there is a cure for all that; I will undertake to reconcile you shortly. I know all that nonsense, I have been young myself. Tell me all about it; in return I too may reveal something, and thus we will confess ourselves to each other.

Uncle, said Thaddeus, kissing his hand and blushing, I will tell you the truth. I have taken a great liking to that little girl, Zosia, your ward, though I have seen her only a couple of times; but they tell me that you design for my wife the Chamberlains daughter, a beautiful girl, and a rich mans daughter. Now I could not marry Panna Rosa when I am in love with Zosia; it is hard to change ones heart, but dishonourable to marry when one loves another. Perhaps time will heal me; I shall depart  for a long absence.

Thaddeus, interrupted his uncle, that is a strange way of being in love, to run away from ones belovèd. It is well that you are frank; you see, you would have committed an act of folly by going away. But what should you say if I helped you to obtain Zosia? Hey? Well, arent you jumping for joy?

Your goodness amazes me, said Thaddeus after a pause, but yet  the favour of my kind uncle will avail me nothing! Ah, my hopes are vain, for Pani Telimena will not yield me Zosia!

We will ask her, said the Judge.

No one can prevail upon her, interrupted Thaddeus hastily. No, I cannot wait, uncle; I must be on my way quickly, to-morrow. Only give me your blessing, uncle; I have made all my preparations, and am now leaving for the Grand Duchy.

The Judge, twirling his mustaches, gazed angrily at the lad:  

Are you so frank? Have you opened your heart to me so fully? First that duel! Then again love and this departure; O, there is something behind all this! They have been telling me, I have watched your steps! You are a deceitful, giddy fellow; you have been telling lies. Where were you going that evening, and what were you tracking like a setter outside the house? See here, Thaddeus, maybe you have seduced Zosia and are now running away? If so, booby, you will not succeed! Whether you like it or not, I tell you that you shall marry Zosia. Otherwise, the horsewhip  to-morrow you shall stand before the altar! And you talk to me of feelings  of an unchanging heart! You are a liar! Foh! Ill look into your case, Pan Thaddeus, Ill make your ears smart for you! Ive had enough trouble to-day  till my head aches with it  and now you come to keep me from going to sleep in peace! Now go to bed!

So speaking he threw open the door and called the Apparitor to undress him.



Thaddeus went out quietly, hanging his head, and thought over his bitter interview with his uncle. It was the first time that he had ever been scolded so severely! He appreciated the justice of the reproaches and blushed at himself. What should he do? What if Zosia should learn the whole story? Should he ask for her hand? But what would Telimena say? No  he felt that he could remain no longer in Soplicowo.

Thus buried in thought, he had hardly made two steps when something crossed his path; he looked  and saw a phantom all in white, tall, frail, and slender. It approached him with an outstretched arm, from which was reflected the trembling light of the moon, and, stepping up to him, softly moaned:  

Ungrateful man! You sought my glance, and now you avoid it; you sought for speech with me, and to-day you close your ears, as though in my words and in my glance there were poison! I deserve my fate; I knew who you were! A man! Guiltless of coquetry, I did not wish to torture you, but made you happy; and is this the gratitude you show me! A triumph over my soft heart has hardened your heart; since you won it so easily, too quickly have you despised it! I deserve my fate; but, taught by bitter experience, believe me, that I despise myself more than you can despise me!

Telimena, said Thaddeus, I vow to Heaven that my heart is not hard, nor do I avoid you through contempt. But just consider, they are watching us, following us; can we act so openly? What will people say? Why, this is improper, I vow  it is a sin!

A sin! she answered him with a bitter smile. O you young innocent! you lamb! If I, who am a woman, from very force of love care not though I be discovered, and though I be put to shame  but you! you a man? What matters it to one of you men, even though he may confess that he has intrigues with a dozen sweethearts at a time? Speak the truth, you wish to desert me.

She dissolved in tears.

Telimena, answered Thaddeus, what would the world say of a man, who now, at my time of life, in good health, should settle down in a village and pass his time making love  when so many young men, so many married men are leaving their wives and children and fleeing abroad, to the standards of their country? Although I might wish to remain, does it depend on me? My father in his will bade me enter the Polish army, and now my uncle has repeated that command; to-morrow I depart; I have already made my resolution, and with Heavens aid, Telimena, I shall not change it.

I do not wish to bar your path to glory, said Telimena, or to hinder your happiness! You are a man, you will find a sweetheart worthier of your love; you will find one richer and fairer! Only for my consolation, let me know before we part that your liking for me was a true affection, that it was not merely a jest or wanton lust, but love; let me know that my Thaddeus loves me! Let me hear once more from your lips the words I love, let me grave them in my heart, and write them in my thoughts; I shall forgive more easily, though you cease to love me, remembering how you have loved me!

And she began to sob.

Thaddeus, seeing that she wept and implored him so feelingly, and that she required of him only such a trifle, was moved; sincere sorrow and pity overcame him, and if he had searched the secrets of his heart, perhaps at that moment he himself could not have told whether he loved her or not. So he spoke eagerly:  

Telimena, so may Gods bright lightning strike me, if it be not true that I have been fond of you  yes, that I have loved you deeply; short were the moments that we spent together, but so sweetly and so tenderly did they pass that for long, forever, will they be present to my thoughts, and Heaven knows that I shall never forget you!

With a bound Telimena fell upon his neck:  

This is what I have hoped for; you love me, so I still live! For to-day I was going to end my life by my own hand! Since you love me, my dear one, can you abandon me? To you I have given my heart, and to you I will give my worldly goods; I will follow you everywhere; with you each corner of the world will be charming; of the wildest wilderness love, believe me, will make a paradise!

Thaddeus tore himself from her embrace by force. What? said he, are you mad? Follow me? Where? How? Shall I, being a common soldier, drag you after me, as a sutleress?

Then we will be espoused, said Telimena.

No, never! shouted Thaddeus. At present I have no intention whatever of marrying, nor of making love  nonsense! Lets drop the matter! I beg you, my dear, bethink yourself! Be calm! I am grateful to you, but it is impossible for us to marry; let us love each other, but just  in different places. I cannot remain longer; no, no, I must go. Farewell, my Telimena, I leave to-morrow.

He spoke, pulled his hat over his eyes, and turned aside, meaning to depart; but Telimena checked him with an eye and countenance like those of Medusas head: against his will he had to remain; he looked with terror on her form; she had become pale, without motion, breath, or life. At last, stretching out an arm like a sword to transfix him, with her finger aimed straight at the eyes of Thaddeus, she cried:  

This is what I wished! Ha, tongue of dragon, heart of viper! I care not that, infatuated with you, I scorned the Assessor, the Count, and the Notary, that you seduced me and have now abandoned me in my orphanhood; for that I care not! You are a man, I know your falsity; I know that, like others, you too would be capable of breaking your plighted troth; but I did not know that so basely you could lie! I have been listening by your uncles door! So what about that child Zosia? Has she attracted your regard? And do you traitorously lay claim to her! Hardly had you deceived one unfortunate, when already beneath her very eyes you were seeking new victims! Flee, but my curses will reach you  or remain, and I will publish your perfidies to the world; your arts will no longer corrupt others as they have corrupted me! Away! I despise you! You are a liar, a base man!

At this insult, mortal for a gentlemans ears, the like of which no Soplica had ever heard, Thaddeus trembled, and his face grew pale as that of a corpse. Stamping his foot and biting his lips, he muttered, Idiotic woman!

He walked away, but the epithet base echoed in his heart; the young man shuddered, and felt that he had deserved it; he felt that he had inflicted a great wrong on Telimena; his conscience told him that she had reproached him justly: yet he felt that after those reproaches he loathed her more violently than ever. Of Zosia, alas! he did not venture to think; he was ashamed. However, that very Zosia, so lovely and so charming, his uncle had been seeking to win for him! Perhaps she would have been his wife, had not a demon, after entangling him in sin after sin, lie after lie, at last bade him adieu with a mocking laugh. He was rebuked and scorned by all! In a few short days he had ruined his future! He felt the just punishment of his crime.

In this storm of feelings, like an anchor of rest there suddenly flashed upon him the thought of the duel. I must slay the Count, the scoundrel! he cried, I must perish or be avenged! But for what? That he did not know himself. And that great burst of anger, as it had come over him in the twinkling of an eye, so it vanished away; he was seized anew by a deep sadness. He meditated whether his observation might not be true, that the Count and Zosia had some mutual understanding. And what of that? Perhaps the Count sincerely loves Zosia; perhaps she loves him, and will choose him for her husband! By what right could I desire to break off that marriage; and, unhappy myself, to destroy the happiness of every one?

He fell into despair and saw no other means except speedy flight. Whither? To the grave!

So, pressing his fist against his bent brow, he ran to the meadows, where, below, the ponds glittered, and took his stand above the one with marshy banks; in its greenish depths he buried his greedy gaze and drew into his breast with joy the swampy odours, and opened his lips to them; for suicide, like all wild passions, springs from the imagination: in the giddy whirling of his brain he felt an unspeakable longing to drown himself in the swamp.

But Telimena, guessing the young mans despair from his wild gestures, and seeing that he had run towards the ponds, although she burned with such just wrath against him, was nevertheless alarmed; in reality she had a kind heart. She had felt sorrow that Thaddeus dared to love another; she had wished to punish him, but she had not thought of destroying him. So she rushed after him, raising both her arms and crying: Stop! What folly! Love me or not! Get married or depart! Only stop!   But in his swift course he had far outstripped her; he already  was standing at the shore!

By a strange decree of fate, along that same shore was riding the Count, at the head of his band of jockeys; and, carried away by the charm of so fair a night, and by the marvellous harmony of that subaqueous orchestra, of those choruses that rang like Æolian harps (for no frogs sing so beautifully as those of Poland), he checked his horse and forgot about his expedition. He turned his ear to the pond and listened curiously; he ran his eyes over the fields, over the expanse of the heavens: he was evidently composing in his thoughts a nocturnal landscape.

In very truth, the neighbourhood was picturesque! The two ponds inclined their faces towards each other like a pair of lovers. The right pond had waters smooth and pure as a maidens cheeks; the left was somewhat darker, like the swarthy face of a youth, already shaded with manly down. The right was encircled with glittering golden sand as if with bright hair; but the brow of the left bristled with osiers, and was tufted with willows: both ponds were clothed in a garment of green.

From them there flowed and met two streams, like hands clasped together: farther on the stream formed a waterfall; it fell, but did not perish, for into the darkness of the ravine it bore upon its waves the golden shimmer of the moon. The water fell in sheets, and on every sheet glittered skeins of moonbeams; the light in the ravine was dispersed into fine splinters, which the fleeing flood seized and carried off below, but from on high the moonbeams fell in fresh skeins. You might have thought that by the pond a nixie was sitting, and with one hand was pouring forth a fountain from a bottomless urn, while with the other she cast sportively into the water handfuls of enchanted gold that she took from her apron.

Farther on, the brook, running out from the ravine, wound over the plain, and became quiet, but one could see that it still flowed, for along its moving, shimmering surface the quivering moonlight twinkled. As the fair serpent of Zmudz called giwojtos, though, lying amid the heather, it seems to slumber, still crawls along, for by turns it shows silver and golden, until it suddenly vanishes from the eye in the moss or ferns; so the brook wound and hid among the alders, which showed black on the far horizon, raising their light forms, indistinct to the eye, like spirits half seen and half in mist.

Between the ponds in the ravine a mill was hidden. As an old guardian who is spying on two lovers and has heard their talk together, grows angry, storms, shakes his head and hands and stutters out threats against them; so that mill suddenly shook its brow overgrown with moss and twirled around its many-fingered fist: hardly had it begun to clatter and stir its sharp-toothed jaws, when at the same moment it deafened the love talk of the ponds, and awoke the Count.

The Count, seeing that Thaddeus had approached so near the spot where he had halted under arms, shouted: To arms! Seize him! The jockeys rushed forward, and, before Thaddeus could comprehend what was happening to him, they had already caught him; they ran towards the mansion and poured into the yard. The mansion awoke, the dogs barked, the watchmen shouted, the Judge rushed out half clad; he saw the armed throng and thought that they were robbers until he recognised the Count. What does this mean? he asked. The Count flashed his sword over him, but, when he saw that he was unarmed, his fury grew cool.

Soplica, he said, ancestral enemy of my family, to-day I punish thee for ancient and for fresh offences; to-day thou wilt render me an account for the seizure of my fortune before I avenge me for the insult to my honour!

But the Judge crossed himself and cried:  

In the name of the Father and of the Son! foh! My Lord the Count, are you a robber? By God, does this befit your birth, your education, and the station you occupy in the world? I will not permit myself to be wronged!

Meanwhile the servants of the Judge had run up, some with clubs, others with guns; the Seneschal, standing some distance away, looked curiously into the eyes of the Count  and held a knife in his sleeve.

They were already on the point of beginning battle, but the Judge prevented them; it was vain to offer any defence, for a new enemy was coming up. Among the alders they saw a flash, and heard the report of a carbine! The bridge over the river rattled with the trampling of cavalry, and a thousand voices thundered, Down with the Soplica! The Judge shuddered, for he recognised Gerwazys watchword.

This is nothing, cried the Count, there will soon be more of us here; submit, Judge, these are my allies.

Thereupon the Assessor ran up shouting:  

I arrest you in the name of His Imperial Majesty! Yield your sword, Count, for I shall summon the aid of the army; and you are aware, that if any one dares to make a night attack under arms, it is provided by ukaz one thousand two hundred, that as a malef  

Thereupon the Count struck him across the face with the flat of his sword. The Assessor fell stunned, and disappeared among the nettles; all thought that he was wounded or dead.

I see, said the Judge, that this looks like brigandage.

Every one shrieked; all were deafened by the wailing of Zosia, who, throwing her arms around the Judge, cried like a child pricked with needles by Jews.

Meanwhile Telimena had rushed among the horses and extended her clasped hands towards the Count.

Upon your honour! she cried with a piercing voice, with head thrown back and with streaming hair. By all that is holy, we implore you on our knees! Count, will you dare to refuse? Ladies beg you; savage man, you must first murder us!

She fell in a faint.  The Count sprang to her aid, amazed and somewhat disconcerted by this scene.

Panna Sophia, he said, Pani Telimena, never shall this sword be stained with the blood of an unarmed foe! Soplicas, you are my prisoners. Thus did I in Italy, when beneath the crag that the Sicilians call Birbante-Rocca I overcame a camp of brigands; the armed I slew, those that laid down their weapons I captured and had bound: they walked behind the steeds and adorned my glorious triumph; then they were hanged at the foot of Etna.

It was an especial piece of good luck for the Soplicas that the Count, having better horses than the gentry, and wishing to be the first in the engagement, had left them behind, and had galloped at least a mile in advance of the rest of the cavalry, along with his jockeys, who were obedient and well disciplined, and formed a sort of regular army. For the rest of the gentry, as is usually the case with insurgents, were turbulent, and beyond measure quick at hanging. As it was, the Count had time to recover from his heat and wrath, and to deliberate how to end the battle without bloodshed; so he gave orders to lock the Soplica family in the mansion as prisoners of war, and stationed guards at the doors.

Then with a shout of Down with the Soplicas! the gentry rushed on in a body, surrounded the estate and took it by storm, so much the more easily since the leader had been captured and the garrison had run away; but the conquerors wanted to fight and looked for an enemy. Not being admitted to the mansion, they ran to the farmhouse, to the kitchen  when they entered the kitchen, the sight of the pots, the hardly extinct fire, the fresh smell of cooked food, the crunching of the dogs, which were gnawing the remains of the supper, appealed to the hearts of all, and changed the current of their thoughts; it cooled their wrath, but inflamed their desire for food. Wearied by the march and by an entire day of debate, they thrice shouted with one voice, Eat, eat! to which there came a reply of Drink, drink! from among the throng of gentry. There arose two choruses, some crying Drink! and others Eat!  the watchwords flew and echoed, and wherever they reached they made mouths water and stomachs feel empty. And so, at a signal given from the kitchen, the army unexpectedly dispersed for foraging.

Gerwazy, repulsed from the Judges rooms, had to retire, out of regard for the Counts watchmen. So, not being able to take vengeance on his enemy, he bethought himself of the second great aim of this expedition. As a man experienced and adept in legal matters, he wished to establish the Count in his new possessions legally and formally; so he ran for the Apparitor, and at last, after long search, discovered him behind the stove. Straight-way he seized him by the collar, dragged him to the yard, and, pointing his penknife at his breast, spoke thus:  

Mr. Apparitor, my Lord the Count ventures to ask Your Honour that you would be so kind as immediately to proclaim before the gentlemen and brethren the establishment of the Count in the castle, in the estate of the Soplicas, the village, the sown fields, the fallow land, in a word, cum grovibus, forestis et borderibus; peasantibus, bailiffis, et omnibus rebus et quibusdam aliis. You know the formula; so bark it out: dont leave out anything.

Mr. Warden, wait awhile, said Protazy boldly, thrusting his hands into his belt. I am ready to carry out all the orders of the contending parties, but I warn you that the act will not be valid, being extorted by violence and proclaimed by night.

What violence? said the Warden. There is no assault here. Why, I am asking you politely; if it is too dark for you, then I will kindle a fire with my penknife so that it will be as bright in your peepers as in seven churches.



My dear Gerwazy, said the Apparitor, why be so huffy? I am an apparitor; it is not my business to discuss the case. Everybody knows that a party to a suit summons an apparitor and dictates to him whatever he chooses, and the apparitor proclaims it. The apparitor is the ambassador of the law, and ambassadors are not subject to punishment, so that I do not know why you keep me under guard. I will immediately write an act if some one will only bring me a lantern, but meanwhile I proclaim: Brothers, come to order!

And in order to make his voice carry better, he stepped up on a great heap of beams (near the garden fence beams were drying); he climbed on them, and at once, as if the wind had blown him away, he vanished from sight; they heard how he plumped into the cabbage patch, they saw how his white hat flitted like a dove over the dark hemp. Bucket shot at the hat, but missed his aim; then there was a crackling of poles  Protazy was already in the hop patch. I protest, he shouted; he was sure of escape, for behind him he had swamps and the bed of the stream.

After this protest, which resounded like the last cannon shot on conquered ramparts, all resistance subsided in the mansion of the Soplicas. The hungry gentry pillaged and seized upon whatever they could find. Sprinkler, taking his stand in the cow-shed, sprinkled an ox and two calves on the brows, and Razor plunged his sabre in their throats. Awl with equal diligence employed his sword, sticking hogs and sucking pigs beneath the shoulder blades. And now slaughter threatened the poultry  a watchful flock of those geese that once saved Rome from the treachery of the Gauls, in vain cackled for aid; in place of Manlius, Bucket attacked the coop, strangled some of the birds, and tied others alive to the girdle of his kontusz. In vain the geese called out hoarsely, winding their necks about; in vain the ganders hissed and nipped their assailant. He ran; besprinkled with the glittering down, borne forward as if on wheels by the motion of the close-packed wings, he seemed to be Chochlik, the winged evil spirit.

But the most terrible slaughter, though the least uproar, was among the hens. Young Buzzard assaulted the hencoop, and, catching them with a cord, he pulled down from the roosts the cocks and the rough-feathered and crested hens; one after another he strangled them and laid them in a heap; lovely birds, fed upon pearl barley. Heedless Buzzard, what fervour carried thee away! Never after this wilt thou win thy pardon from the angry Zosia!

Gerwazy called to mind the days of old, and bade them give him the belts from their kontuszes, and with them he drew from the Soplicas cellar casks of old brandy, mead, and beer. Some they broached at once; others the gentry, thick as ants, seized with a will and rolled to the castle. There the whole throng gathered for the night encampment; there were established the Counts headquarters.

They laid a hundred fires, boiled, broiled, and roasted; the tables bent beneath the meat, and drink flowed in a river. The gentry were minded to eat, drink, and sing the whole night through, but slowly they began to doze and yawn; eye after eye was extinguished, and the whole company nodded their heads; each fell where he sat, one with a platter, one over a tankard, one by a quarter of beef. Thus the victors were conquered at last by Sleep, the brother of Death.


BOOK IX.  THE BATTLE

ARGUMENT

Of the dangers arising from the disorderly conduct of a camp  Unexpected succour  The gloomy situation of the gentry  The visit of the Bernardine, collecting alms, is an omen of rescue  Major Plut by excessive gallantry draws down a storm upon himself  A pistol shot, the signal for combat  The deeds of Sprinkler; the deeds and dangers of Maciek  Bucket by an ambuscade preserves Soplicowo  Reinforcements of cavalry; attack on the infantry  The deeds of Thaddeus  Duel of the leaders interrupted by treason  The Seneschal by a decisive manœuvre inclines the scales of combat  Bloody deeds of Gerwazy  The Chamberlain as a magnanimous victor.

And they snored in so sound a sleep that they were not wakened by the gleam of lanterns and the entry of some dozens of men, who fell upon the gentry as wall spiders, called mowers, upon drowsy flies; scarcely does one of them have time to buzz before the grim master encircles it around with long legs and strangles it. The sleep of the gentry was still sounder than the sleep of flies: not a one buzzed; all lay as if lifeless, though they were seized by strong arms, and thrown about like straw when it is bound into sheaves.

Bucket alone, whose head was strongest at a banquet of all those in the district; Bucket, who could drink two butts of mead before his tongue faltered and his legs tottered  Bucket, though long had he feasted and deeply did he slumber, still gave a sign of life; he blinked with one eye, and saw!  real nightmares! two dreadful faces directly above him, and each had a pair of mustaches. They breathed upon him, and touched his lips with their mustaches, and flourished about four hands like wings. He was terrified, and wanted to cross him self, but he tried in vain to stir his arm; his right arm seemed pinned to his side. He strove to move his left  alas! he found that the spirits had wrapt him tight as a babe in swaddling bands. He was terrified still more frightfully; immediately he closed his eyes and lay without breathing; he grew cold and was near to death.

But Sprinkler made an effort to defend himself, too late! For he was already bound fast in his own belt. However, he twisted himself about and leapt up with such a spring that he fell back on the breasts of the sleeping men and rolled over their heads; he tossed like a pike, when it writhes on the sand, and roared like a bear, for he had strong lungs. He roared: Treachery! At once the whole company awoke and answered in chorus: Treachery! Violence! Treachery!

The cry went echoing to the mirror room, where slept the Count, Gerwazy, and the jockeys. Gerwazy awoke, and in vain struggled to free himself, for he was tied fast at full length to his own sword; he looked about, and saw by the window armed men, in short, black helmets and green uniforms. One of them, girt with a scarf, held a sword, and with its point directed his company of men, whispering: Bind! Bind! Around him lay the jockeys, tied up like sheep; the Count was sitting unbound but without arms, and by him stood two private soldiers with bare bayonets  Gerwazy recognised them: alas! the Muscovites!!!

Often had the Warden been in like distress, often had he felt ropes on his arms and legs; and yet he had freed himself, for he knew a way of breaking bands: he was very strong and trusted in himself. He planned to save himself by silence; he closed his eyes as if he were asleep, slowly stretched out his arms and legs, held his breath, and contracted his belly and his chest to the utmost; then suddenly he grew short, puffed himself out, and doubled up: as a serpent, when it hides its head and tail in its coils, so Gerwazy became short and thick instead of long. The cords stretched and even creaked, but did not break! From very shame and terror the Warden turned over and hid his angry face upon the floor; closing his eyes he lay senseless as a log.

Then the drums began to roll, at first slowly, then with a rumble that became ever faster and louder; at this signal the Muscovite officer gave orders to lock up the Count and the jockeys in the hall, under guard, but to take the gentry out into the yard, where the other company was stationed. In vain Sprinkler fumed and struggled.

The staff was stationed in the yard, and with it many armed gentry, the Podhajskis, Birbaszes, Hreczechas, Biergels, all friends or kinsmen of the Judge. They had hastened to his relief when they heard of the attack upon him, the more eagerly since they had long been at odds with the Dobrzynskis.

Who had summoned the battalion of Muscovites from the villages? Who had gathered so quickly the neighbours from the hamlets? Was it the Assessor or Jankiel? As to this there were various rumours, but no one knew with certainty either then or later.

Already the sun was rising, and showed blood-red; its blunt edge, as if stripped of beams, was half visible and half hidden in the black clouds, like a heated horseshoe in the charcoal of a forge. The wind was rising, and it drove on the clouds from the east, crowded and jagged as blocks of ice; each cloud as it passed over sprinkled cold rain; behind it rushed the wind and dried the rain again; after the wind again a damp cloud flew by; and thus the day by turns was cold and drizzly.

Meanwhile the Major had given orders to drag up the beams that were drying near the yard, and in each beam to cut with an axe semicircular notches; into these notches he thrust the legs of the prisoners and closed them with another beam. The two logs, nailed together at the ends, fastened upon the legs like the jaws of a bulldog; with cords they tied the arms of the gentry still more tightly behind their backs. The Major for their further torment had already had their caps pulled from their heads, and from their backs their cloaks, their kontuszes, and even their jackets  even their tunics. Thus the gentry, fastened in the stocks, sat in a row, chattering their teeth in the cold and the rain, for the drizzle kept increasing. In vain Sprinkler fumed and struggled.

Vainly the Judge interceded for the gentry, and vainly Telimena joined her entreaties to the tears of Zosia, that they should have more regard for the captives. Captain Nikita Rykov, to be sure  a Muscovite but a good fellow  allowed himself to be mollified; but this was of no avail, since he himself had to obey Major Plut.

This Major, by birth a Pole from the little town of Dzierowicze, according to report, had been named Plutowicz in Polish, but had changed his name; he was a great rascal, as is usually the case with Poles that turn Muscovites in the Tsars service. Plut, with his pipe in his mouth and his hands on his hips, stood in front of the ranks of soldiers; when people bowed to him, he turned up his nose, and in answer, as a sign of his wrathful humour, he puffed out a cloud of smoke and walked towards the house.

But meanwhile the Judge had been appeasing Rykov, and likewise taking aside the Assessor. They were consulting how to end the affair out of court, and, what was still more important, without interference from the government. So Captain Rykov said to Major Plut:  

Major, what do we want of all these captives? If we send them up for trial, there will be great trouble for the gentry of the district, and no one will give you any reward for it, sir. I tell you, Major, it will be better to settle the matter quietly; the Judge will have to reward you for your pains, and we will say that we came here on a visit: thus the goats will be whole and the wolf will be full. There is a Russian proverb: All can be done  with caution! and another proverb, Roast your own meat on the Tsars spit, and a third proverb, Harmony is better than discord. Tie the knot tight and put the ends in the water. We will not make a report, so that nobody will find out. God gave hands to take with  that is a Russian proverb.

When he heard this the Major rose and exploded with wrath:  

Are you mad, Rykov? This is the Imperial service, and service is not friendship, you idiotic old Rykov! Are you mad? Shall I discharge rebels! In these warlike times! Ha, my Polish friends, Ill teach you rebellion! Ha, you rascally Dobrzynski gentlemen; O, I know you  let the rascals soak! (And he guffawed, as he looked out of the window.) Why, that same Dobrzynski who is sitting with his coat on  hey, take off his coat!  last year at the masked ball started that squabble with me. Who began it? He  not I. I was dancing, and he yelled, Turn the scoundrel out! Since I was just then under investigation for stealing from the regimental treasury, I was much embarrassed; but what business was it of his? I was dancing the mazurka, and he shouted from behind, Scoundrel! The gentry after him cried Hurrah! They insulted me. Well? The beggarly gentleman has fallen into my claws. I said to him: See here, Dobrzynski, the goat will come to the butchers waggon! Well, Dobrzynski, switches are cut for you, you see!

Then he bent over and whispered into the Judges ear:  

Judge, if you want to have this matter hushed up, a thousand rubles cash for each head. A thousand rubles, Judge, thats my last word.

The Judge tried to bargain, but the Major would not listen; once more he stalked about the room and puffed out clouds of smoke, like a squib or a rocket. The women followed him, imploring and weeping.

Major, said the Judge, even if you go to law, what will you gain? There has been no bloody battle here, and no wounds; for their eating of hens and geese they will pay fines according to the statute. I shall not make complaint against the Count; this was only an ordinary squabble between neighbours.

Judge, said the Major, have you read the Yellow Book?

What yellow book? asked the Judge.

A book, said the Major, that is better than all your statutes, and in it every other word is halter, Siberia, the knout; the book of martial law, now proclaimed throughout all Lithuania: your tribunals are now on the shelf. According to martial law, for such pranks you will at the very least be sent to hard labour in Siberia.



I appeal to the Governor, said the Judge.

Appeal to the Emperor if you want to, said Plut. You know that when the Emperor confirms decrees, he often by his grace doubles the penalty. Appeal, and perhaps in case of need, my dear Judge, I shall get a good hold on you too. Jankiel, a spy whom the government has long been tracking, is a frequenter of your house and the tenant of your tavern. I may now put every one of you under arrest at once.

Arrest me? said the Judge. How do you dare without orders?

And the dispute was becoming more and more lively, when a new guest rode into the farmyard.

A strange throng was coming in. In front, like a courier, ran an immense black ram, whose brow bristled with four horns, two of which were decked with bells and curled about his ears, and two jutted out sidewise from his forehead and were hung with small, round, tinkling brass balls. After the ram came oxen and a flock of sheep and goats; behind the cattle were four heavily loaded waggons.

All divined that Father Robak, the Alms-Gatherer, had arrived. So the Judge, knowing his duty as host, took his stand on the threshold, to welcome the guest. The Monk rode on the first wain, his face half hidden by his cowl; but they immediately recognised him, for, when he passed the prisoners, he turned his countenance towards them and made a sign to them with his finger. And the driver of the second wain was equally well known, old Maciek, the Switch, disguised as a peasant. The gentry began to shout as soon as he appeared; he said only Idiots! and imposed silence by a gesture. On the third waggon was the Prussian, in a torn overcoat; and Zan and Mickiewicz rode on the fourth.



Meanwhile the Podhajskis and the Isajewiczes, the Birbaszes, Wilbiks, Biergels, and Kotwiczes, seeing the Dobrzynskis under so severe constraint, began slowly to cool down from their former wrath; for the Polish gentry, though beyond measure quarrelsome and eager for fighting, are nevertheless not vindictive. So they ran to old Maciej for counsel. He stationed the whole crowd about the waggons and told them to wait.

The Bernardine entered the room. They hardly recognised him, though he had not changed his clothes  his bearing was so different. He was ordinarily gloomy and thoughtful, but now he held his head high, and with a radiant mien, like a jolly monk, he laughed long before he began to talk:  

Ha! ha! ha! ha! My respects, my respects! Ha! ha! ha! Excellent, first-class! Officers, some people hunt by day, but you by night! The hunting was good; I have seen the game. Pluck, pluck the gentry, peel them well; bridle them, for the gentry sometimes kick! I congratulate you, Major, that you have caught the young Count; he is a fat morsel, a rich fellow, a young man of old family; dont let him out of the cage without getting three hundred ducats for him; and when you have them, give some three-pence for my monastery and for me, for I always pray for your soul. As I am a Bernardine, I am very anxious about your soul! Death pulls even staff-officers by the ears. Baka wrote well  that Death seizes on sinners at dinners, and on silken frocks she often knocks, and monks cowls she slashes like satin sashes, and the curb of girls she raps like shoulder-straps. Mother Death, says Baka, like an onion, brings tears from the dears she embraces, and fondles alike both the baby that drowses and the rake that carouses! Ah! ah! Major, to-day we live and to-morrow we rot; that only is ours which to-day we eat and drink! Judge, doesnt it seem to you time for breakfast? I take my seat at the table, and beg all to be seated with me. Major, how about some stewed beef and gravy? Lieutenant, whats your idea? Should you like a bowl of good punch?

Thats a fact, Father, said two officers; its time to be eating, and to drink the Judges health!

The household, gazing at Robak, marvelled whence he had got such a bearing and such jollity. The Judge at once repeated the orders to the cook; they brought in a bowl, sugar, bottles, and stewed beef. Plut and Rykov set to work briskly; and so greedily did they feed and so copiously did they drink, that in a half hour they had eaten twenty-three plates of the stewed beef and emptied an enormous half bowl of punch.

So the Major, full and merry, lolled in his chair, took out his pipe, lighted it with a bank note, and, wiping the breakfast from his lips with the end of a napkin, turned his laughing eyes on the women, and said:  

Fair ladies, I like you as dessert! By my majors epaulets, when a man has eaten breakfast, the best relish after the stewed beef is chatting with such fair ladies as you fair ladies! I tell you what: lets have a game of cards, of vingt et un or whist; or shall we start a mazurka? Hey, in the name of three hundred devils, why, I am the best dancer of the mazurka in the whole yager regiment!

Thereupon he leaned forward closer to the ladies, and puffed out smoke and compliments by turns.

Lets dance! cried Robak. When I have finished my bottle, though a monk, I occasionally tuck up my gown, and dance a bit of a mazurka! But you see, Major, we are drinking here and the yagers are freezing there in the yard. Sport is sport! Judge, give them a keg of brandy; the Major will permit it; let the bold yagers have a drink!

I might beg the favour, said the Major, but you are not forced to grant it.

Judge, whispered Robak, give em a keg of spirits.

And thus, while the merry staff tippled in the mansion, outside the house there began a drinking bout among the troops.

Captain Rykov drained cup after cup in silence; but the Major drank and at the same time paid court to the ladies, and the ardour for dancing continually increased within him. He threw aside his pipe and seized Telimenas hand; he was eager to dance, but she ran away; so he went up to Zosia, and bowing and tottering invited her to open the mazurka.

Hey you, Rykov, stop pulling at your pipe! Put away your pipe; you play the balalaika well. You see that guitar there; go, get the guitar and give us a mazurka! I, the Major, will lead out in the first couple.

The Captain took the guitar and began to tune it; Plut again urged Telimena to dance:  

On the word of a Major, madam, I am not a Russian if I lie! May I be the son of a bitch if I lie! Ask, and all the officers will bear witness, all the army will tell you that in the second army, ninth corps, second division of infantry, fiftieth yager regiment, Major Plut is the foremost dancer of the mazurka. Come on, young lady! Dont be so skittish, for I shall punish you in officers fashion.

So saying he jumped up, seized Telimenas hand, and imprinted a broad kiss on her white shoulder; but Thaddeus, darting in from the side, slapped his face. The kiss and the blow resounded together, one after the other, as word after word.

The Major was dumbfounded, rubbed his eyes, and, pale with wrath, shouted, Rebellion, a rebel!  and, drawing his sword, rushed to run him through. Then the Monk took a pistol from his sleeve, and cried: Shoot, Thaddeus, aim for the bulls eye. Thaddeus at once seized it, aimed, and shot; he missed, but he deafened and scorched the Major. Rykov started up with his guitar, crying, Rebellion! rebellion! and made for Thaddeus; but from the other side of the table the Seneschal swung his arm with a left-hand motion, and a knife whistled through the air between the heads of the company and struck before they saw it flash. It struck the bottom of the guitar and pierced it through and through; Rykov dodged and thus escaped death, but he was frightened; with a cry of Yagers! Rebellion! In Gods name! he drew his sword, and, defending himself, he retreated to the threshold.

Then on the other side of the room many of the gentry poured in through the windows with swords, Switch at their head. In the hall Plut and Rykov behind him were calling the soldiers; already the three nearest the house were running to their aid; already three glittering bayonets were gliding through the door, and behind them there were bent forward three black helmets. Maciek stood by the door with his switch raised on high, and, squeezing close to the wall, lay in wait for them as a cat for rats; then he struck a fearful blow. Perhaps he would have felled three heads, but the old man either had poor eyesight, or else he was too much wrought up; since, before they put forward their necks, he smote on their helmets, and stripped them off; the switch, falling, clinked on the bayonets.  The Muscovites started back, and Maciek drove them out to the yard.

There the confusion was still worse. There the partisans of the Soplicas vied with each other in setting free the Dobrzynskis by tearing apart the beams. Seeing this, the yagers seized their arms and made for them; a sergeant rushed ahead and transfixed Podhajski with a bayonet; he wounded two others of the gentry and was shooting at a third; they fled: this was close to the log in which Baptist was fastened. He already had his arms free and ready for fight; he rose, lifted his hand with its long fingers and clenched his fist; and from above he gave the Russian such a blow on the back that he knocked his face and temples into the lock of his carbine. The lock clicked, but the powder, moist with blood, did not catch; the sergeant fell on his arms at the feet of Baptist. Baptist bent down, seized the carbine by the barrel, and, brandishing it like his sprinkling-brush, lifted it aloft; he whirled it about and straightway smote two privates on the shoulders and gave a corporal a blow on the head; the rest, terrified, recoiled in dismay from the log: thus Sprinkler sheltered the gentry with a moving roof.

Then they pulled apart the logs and cut the cords; the gentry, once free, descended upon the waggons of the Alms-Gatherer, and from them procured swords, sabres, cutlasses, scythes, and guns. Bucket found two blunderbusses and a bag of bullets; he poured some of these into his own blunderbuss; the other gun he loaded in the same way and gave over to Buzzard.

More yagers arrived, fell into disorder, and knocked against one another; the gentry in the tumult could not cut and slash; the yagers could not shoot, for they were fighting hand to hand. Like tooth on tooth, steel on steel clashed and snapped; bayonet broke on sabre and scythe on sword hilt; fist met fist and arm met arm.

But Rykov, with a part of the yagers, ran up to where the barn adjoined the fence; there he made a stand and called to his soldiers that they should stop so disorderly a fight, since, without having a chance to use their weapons, they were falling beneath the fists of the enemy. Angry that he himself could not fire, for in the press he could not distinguish Muscovites from Poles, he shouted, Fall in (which means form in line); but his command could not be heard in the midst of the shouting.

Old Maciek, who was not good at hand to hand combat, retreated, clearing a place before him to the right and to the left; now with the tip of his sabre he sheared a bayonet from a gun barrel as a wick from a candle; now with a slashing blow from the left he cut or stabbed. Thus the cautious Maciek retired to the open field.

But an old corporal, who was the instructor of the regiment, a great master of the bayonet, pressed upon him with the utmost obstinacy; he gathered himself together, bent down, and grasped his carbine with both hands, holding the right on the lock and the left at the middle of the barrel; he dodged and skipped, and at times crouched down; he let go with his left hand, and thrust forward the weapon with his right, like the sting from the jaws of a serpent; and again he withdrew it and rested it on his knees; and thus dodging and jumping he pressed upon Maciek.

Old Maciek appreciated the skill of his adversary, and with his left hand adjusted his spectacles on his nose; with his right he held the hilt of his switch close to his breast, and withdrew, following the motions of the corporal with his eyes; he himself tottered on his legs as though he were drunk. The corporal pressed on the more quickly; sure of his triumph, and in order the more easily to reach his retiring foe, he arose and stretched forward his right arm at full length, pushing forward his carbine; he made such an effort in thrusting with his heavy weapon, that he even leaned forward. Maciek shoved the hilt of his sword just under the spot where the bayonet is set upon the gun barrel, and knocked up the weapon; then, suddenly lowering his switch, he wounded the Muscovite in the arm, and again, with a slash from the left, cut through his jaw. Thus fell the corporal, the finest fencer among the Muscovites, a cavalier of three crosses and four medals.

Meanwhile, near the logs, the left wing of the gentry was already near victory. There fought Sprinkler, visible from afar, there Razor hovered around the Muscovites; the latter slashed at their waists, the former pounded their heads. As a machine that German workmen have invented and that is called a thrasher, but is at the same time a chopper  it has chains and knives, and cuts up the straw and thrashes the grain at the same time  so did Sprinkler and Razor work together, slaughtering their enemies, one from above and the other from below.

But Sprinkler now abandoned sure victory and ran to the right wing, where a new danger was threatening Maciek. Eager to avenge the death of the corporal, an ensign was attacking him with a long spontoon  the spontoon is a combination of pike and axe, now discarded, and employed only in the fleet, but then it was used also in the infantry. The ensign, a young man, ran nimbly back and forth; whenever his adversary beat the weapon to one side, he retired; Maciek, not being able to drive off the young man, was obliged merely to defend himself without inflicting wounds. Already the ensign had given him a slight wound with the spear; already, raising the halberd aloft, he was collecting himself for a blow. Baptist was unable to reach him in time, but stopping half way, he whirled his weapon, and cast it under the feet of his enemy; he broke a bone, and the ensign immediately dropped the spontoon from his hands. He staggered; Baptist rushed on him, and after him a throng of gentry, and after the gentry the Muscovites from the left wing ran up in disorder, and the battle raged around Sprinkler.

Baptist, who had lost his arms in defence of Maciek, almost paid for that service with his life; for two strong Muscovites fell on him from behind, and twisted four hands at once into his hair; bracing their feet, they pulled as on springy cables, hitched to the mast of a barge. In vain Sprinkler struck out blindly behind him; he tottered  but suddenly he saw that Gerwazy was fighting close by; he shouted, Jesus Maria! the penknife!

The Warden, hearing Baptists cry, knew that he was in mortal terror; he turned back, and plunged the sharp steel blade between the head of Baptist and the hands of the Muscovites. They withdrew, uttering piercing cries, but one hand, more firmly entwined in the hair, remained hanging and spurted forth blood. Thus an eagle, when it buries one talon in a hare, catches with the other at a tree, in order to hold back the beast; but the hare, pulling, splits the eagle in two; the right talon remains on the tree in the forest; the left, covered with blood, the beast bears away to the fields.

Sprinkler, free once more, cast his eyes about, stretched out his hands, sought for a weapon, shouted for a weapon; meanwhile he brandished his fists, standing his ground manfully, but keeping close to the side of Gerwazy, until he caught sight of his son Buzzard in the press. Buzzard with his right hand was aiming a blunderbuss, and with his left was pulling after him a great club, a fathom long, armed with flints and knobs and knots. (No one could have lifted it except Baptist.) Baptist, when he saw his darling weapon, his sprinkling-brush, seized it, kissed it, jumped into the air for joy, whirled it over his head and straightway moistened it.

What deeds he then performed, what disasters he spread abroad, it were vain to sing, for none would believe the Muse: even so they did not believe the poor woman in Wilno, who, standing on the summit of the holy Ostra Gate, saw how Deyov, the Muscovite general, coming on with a regiment of Cossacks, was already opening the gate, and how a single burgher, named Czarnobacki, killed Deyov and routed a whole regiment of Cossacks.

Suffice it to say, that things came to pass as Rykov had foreseen; the yagers in the crowd yielded to the power of their foes. Twenty-three rolled slain on the ground, thirty and more lay groaning with frequent wounds, many fled and hid in the garden, the hops, or along the river; some took refuge in the house under the protection of the women.

The victorious gentry ran with a cry of joy, some to the casks, others to tear booty from the enemy; Robak alone did not share their exultation. Hitherto he had not fought himself (for the canons forbid a priest to take part in combat), but as an experienced man he had been giving counsel, had run about the battlefield in all directions, and with his glance and his arm had urged on and guided those who were fighting. And now he shouted for them to assemble around him, attack Rykov, and complete the victory. Meanwhile by a messenger he informed Rykov that if he would lay down his arms he would preserve his life; but, in case the surrender of arms were delayed, Robak gave orders to surround the remnant and cut them down.

Captain Rykov was far from asking quarter. Gathering about him half a battalion, he shouted, Ready! Immediately the line seized their carbines and the arms rattled; they had long since been loaded. He shouted, Aim! and the barrels glittered in a long row. He shouted, Fire in turn! and one report followed another; one man shot, another loaded, a third clutched his musket. One could hear the whistling of bullets, the rattle of locks, the clink of ramrods; the whole line seemed to be a moving reptile, which moved a thousand glittering legs at the same time.

To be sure, the yagers were drunk with strong liquor; they aimed poorly and missed their mark; few inflicted wounds and hardly a single one killed his man: however, two of the Maciejs were already wounded, and one of the Bartlomiejs had fallen. The gentry replied but sparingly from their few guns, and were eager to attack the enemy with swords; but the older men restrained them: each moment the bullets whistled, struck, and forced the gentry to retreat  soon they would have cleared the yard; already they began to ring on the windows of the house.

Thaddeus, who by his uncles orders had remained in the house to protect the women, hearing how the battle was becoming ever fiercer and fiercer, ran out, and after him rushed the Chamberlain, to whom Thomas had at last brought his sabre; he hurriedly joined the gentry and took his place at their head. He ran forward, raising his weapon, and the gentry moved after him. The yagers, letting them come near, poured upon them a hail of bullets; Isajewicz, Wilbik, and Razor fell wounded; then the gentry were checked by Robak on one side and Maciej on the other. The gentry cooled in their ardour, glanced about, and retired; the Muscovites saw this, and Captain Rykov planned to give the final blow, to drive the gentry from the yard and seize the mansion.

Form for the attack! he cried. Charge bayonets! Forward!

Immediately the line, levelling their gun barrels like poles, bent down their heads, moved on and quickened their step; in vain the gentry endeavoured to check them from in front and shot from the side; the line passed over half the yard without resistance. The Captain, pointing with his sword to the door of the mansion, shouted:  

Surrender, Judge, or I will order your house to be burned!

Burn it, cried the Judge, and I will roast you in that fire!

O mansion of Soplicowo! if thy white walls are still whole and glitter beneath the lindens; if a throng of the neighbouring gentry still sit at the Judges hospitable board, they surely often drink the health of Bucket, for without him Soplicowo would to-day be no more!

Bucket had so far given few proofs of valour. Though he was the first of the gentry to be freed from the stocks, and though he had straightway found in the waggon his darling bucket, his favourite blunderbuss, and with it a pouch of bullets, he did not care to fight. He said that he did not trust himself when dry, and so he went to a cask of spirits standing near, and, using his hand as a spoon, dipped up a stream into his lips. Only when he had well warmed and strengthened himself did he adjust his cap, take up his bucket from his knees, ram home a charge, sprinkle the pan, and gaze at the battlefield. He saw that a glittering wave of bayonets was smiting and dispersing the gentry, and he swam to meet that wave; he bent down and dived through the dense grass, across the centre of the yard, until he paused in ambush where the nettles were growing; with gestures he summoned Buzzard.

Buzzard, who was on guard at the mansion, was standing with his blunderbuss by the threshold, for in that mansion dwelt his dear Zosia, whom he loved eternally (though she had scorned his courtship), and in whose defence he was glad to perish.

The line of yagers was already entering the nettles, on the march, when Bucket touched the trigger, and from the broad mouth of his blunderbuss let fly a dozen chopped bullets into the midst of the Muscovites; Buzzard let fly another dozen, and the yagers fell into confusion. Dismayed by the ambuscade, the line folded back into a disorderly mass, retreated, and abandoned the wounded; Baptist finished their slaughter.

The barn was already far off; fearing a long retreat, Rykov made for the garden fence, and there checked his fleeing company in its course. He drew them up, but changed their formation; instead of a line he made a triangle, with its point to the front and its base protected by the garden fence. He did well, for the cavalry descended on him from the castle.

The Count, who had been in the castle under the guard of the Muscovites, when his terrified guards had dispersed, had mounted his followers, and hearing shots, was leading his cavalry into the firing line, himself at their head, with his steel raised aloft. At once Rykov cried, Platoon fire! A fiery thread flew along over the locks, and from the black levelled barrels three hundred bullets whistled. Three riders fell wounded, and one lay dead. The Counts steed fell, and the Count with it; with a cry the Warden ran to the rescue, for he saw that the yagers had aimed at the last of the Horeszkos  though in the female line. Robak was nearer, and covered the Count with his body; he received the bullets in his stead, drew him from under his horse, and led him away; but the gentry he bade disperse, take better aim, spare vain shots, and hide behind the fences, the well, and the walls of the stable. The Count and his cavalry had to wait a more fitting season.

Thaddeus comprehended Robaks plans and carried them out splendidly, seeking cover behind the wooden well; and, since he was sober and was a fine shot with his fowling piece (for he could hit a gold coin thrown in the air), he did terrible execution on the Muscovites, picking out their chiefs; with his first shot he at once killed the sergeant-major. Then with his two barrels, one after the other, he mowed down two sergeants, aiming now at the gold lace, now at the middle of the triangle, where stood the staff. Thereupon Rykov grew angry and chafed, he stamped his feet and bit the hilt of his sword.

Major Plut, he cried, what will come of this? Soon not one of us will be left here to give orders!

So Plut shouted at Thaddeus in great wrath:  

Shame on you, you Pole, for hiding behind a plank shelter; dont be a coward, come out into the open and fight honourably, as a soldier should.

To this Thaddeus replied:  

Major, if you are so bold a knight, why do you hide behind a company of yagers? I am not afraid of you  come out from behind the fence; you have had your face slapped, but still I am ready to fight with you! Why all this bloodshed? The quarrel was between us two; so let the pistol or the sword settle it. I give you your choice of weapons, from a cannon to a pin. Otherwise, I will shoot you and your men like wolves in a cave.

So saying, he shot, and aimed so well that he hit the lieutenant by Rykovs side.

Major, whispered Rykov, go out and fight a duel with him, and take vengeance on him for what he did some time ago. If anybody else kills that young gentleman, then, Major, you see that you will not wash off your disgrace. You must coax out that gentleman into the field; if you cant kill him with a carbine, you may with a sword. Old Suvorov used to say, Rifles are trifles, but hand arms are grand arms. Go out into the field, Major, for he is shooting at us; look, he is aiming now.

Rykov, my dear friend, replied the Major, you are a fine boy with a sword; go out yourself, brother Rykov  or, I tell you what, we will send one of our lieutenants. I, the Major, I cannot desert the soldiers; to me belongs the command of the battalion.

Rykov, hearing this, lifted his sword and went out boldly; he ordered the firing to cease and waved a white handkerchief. He asked Thaddeus what weapon he preferred; after discussion, they agreed on swords. Thaddeus had no weapon; while they were looking for swords, the Count rushed out armed and interrupted the negotiations.

Pan Soplica, he shouted. begging your pardon, you challenged the Major! I have a grudge of longer standing against the Captain; he has broken into my castle Please say our castle, interrupted Protazy at the head of a band of robbers, the Count concluded. He  I recognised Rykov  tied up my jockeys; I will punish him as I punished the brigands beneath the crag that the Sicilians call Birbante-Rocca.

All became silent, and the firing ceased; the armies gazed eagerly at the meeting of their leaders. The Count and Rykov advanced, standing sidewise, threatening each other with the right hand and the right eye; then with their left hands they uncovered their heads and bowed courteously  it is the custom of men of honour, before proceeding to murder, first to exchange greetings. Their swords were already crossed and had begun to clash. The knights, each lifting one foot, bent their right knees, and jumped forward and back by turns.

But Plut, seeing Thaddeus in front of his line, had a quiet consultation with Corporal Gont, who passed for the best shot in the company.

Gont, said the Major, you see that rascal there; if you will put a bullet into him right under the fifth rib Ill give you four silver rubles.

Gont cocked his carbine and bent over the lock; his faithful comrades sheltered him with their cloaks. He aimed, not at the rib, but at the head of Thaddeus; he shot and hit the centre of his hat, close to his mark. Thaddeus whirled about, then Sprinkler rushed on Rykov, and after him the gentry, crying Treason! Though Thaddeus shielded him, Rykov barely managed to retreat and find refuge in the centre of his ranks.

Again the Dobrzynskis and the other Lithuanians vied with one another in pressing forward, and, despite the former disagreements of the two factions, they fought like brothers, each urging on his comrade. The Dobrzynskis, seeing how a Podhajski was prancing before the line of yagers and slashing them with his scythe, shouted joyfully: Long live the Podhajskis! Forward, brother Lithuanians! hurrah! hurrah for Lithuania! And the Skolubas, seeing how the valiant Razor, despite his wound, was dashing on with his sabre raised aloft, cried: Hurrah for the Macieks! long live the Masovians! Inspiring one another with courage, they ran upon the Muscovites; in vain Robak and Maciek tried to restrain them.

While they were thus smiting the company of yagers from the front, the Seneschal abandoned the battlefield and went into the garden. By his side strode the cautious Protazy, to whom the Seneschal was quietly issuing orders.

In the garden, close to the fence against which Rykov had supported his triangle, stood a large old cheese house, built of lattice work made of beams nailed across one another, like a cage. In it there shone many scores of white cheeses; around them bunches of sage, bennet, cardoon, and wild thyme hung drying, the entire herb apothecary shop of the Seneschals daughter. The cheese house was some twenty feet square, but it rested only on a single great pillar, like a storks nest. The old oaken pillar slanted, for it was already half decayed, and threatened to fall. The Judge had often been advised to destroy the age-worn structure, but he always said that he preferred to repair it rather than to destroy it, or even to rebuild it. He kept postponing the task to a more convenient season, and in the meantime bade put two props under the pillar. The structure, thus strengthened, but still not firm, looked over the fence at Rykovs triangle.

Toward this cheese house the Seneschal and the Apparitor walked silently, each armed with an immense pole, as with a pike; after them the housekeeper stole through the hemp, with the scullion, a small but very strong lad. Arriving at the spot, they rested their poles against the rotted top of the pillar, and, clinging to the ends, pushed with all their might, as when boatmen with long poles push from the bank into the deep water a barge that has grounded on a reef.

The pillar snapped, and the cheese house tottered and fell with its load of beams and cheeses on the triangle of Muscovites; it crushed, wounded, and killed; where the ranks had just now been standing lay beams, corpses, and cheeses white as snow, stained with blood and brains. The triangle was shattered into bits, and now in the centre of it the sprinkling-brush thundered, the razor flashed, and the switch slashed; from the mansion rushed a throng of gentry, and the Count from the yard gate sent his cavalry against the scattered fugitives.

Now, only eight yagers with a sergeant at their head still defended themselves; the Warden ran against them, but they boldly stood their ground and aimed nine musket barrels straight at the brow of the Warden; he flew to meet the shot, brandishing the blade of his penknife. The Monk saw it, and ran across Gerwazys path; he fell and tripped Gerwazy. They fell at the very moment when the platoon fired; hardly had the bullets whistled over him, when Gerwazy rose, and jumped up into the smoke. He straightway sheared off the heads of two yagers; the rest fled in confusion, the Warden chased and slashed them. They ran across the yard, Gerwazy on their track; they rushed into the door of a shed standing open, and Gerwazy entered the shed at their heels. He vanished in the darkness, but did not quit fighting, for through the door could be heard groans, yells, and frequent blows. Soon all became silent; Gerwazy came out alone, with a bloody sword.

Now the gentry had won the field; they pursued, slashed, and stabbed the dispersed yagers. Rykov alone remained, and cried that he would not lay down his arms; he was still fighting, when the Chamberlain went up to him, and, raising his sabre, said in an impressive tone:  

Captain, you will not soil your honour by accepting quarter; unhappy, but valiant knight, you have given ample proof of your daring: now abandon hopeless resistance; lay down your arms, before we disarm you with our sabres. You will preserve life and honour; you are my prisoner.

Rykov, overcome by the dignity of the Chamberlain, complied, and gave over to him his naked sword, bloody to the hilt, saying:  

Brother Poles, woe is me that I did not have even a single cannon! Suvorov said well: Remember, comrade Rykov, never to attack the Poles without cannon! Well! The yagers were drunk, the Major let them drink! Ah, Major Plut! He has played sad tricks to-day. He will answer for them to the Tsar, for he was in command. I will be your friend, Chamberlain. There is a Russian proverb, Chamberlain, Who loves well, shoves well! You are good at a bottle and good at a battle  but stop playing your rough jokes on my yagers.



Hearing this, the Chamberlain raised his sabre and, through the Apparitor, proclaimed a general pardon; he gave orders to tend the wounded, to clear the field of troops, and to disarm and imprison the yagers. They searched long for Plut; he had buried himself deep in a nettle bush and lay there as if dead; at last he came out when he saw that the battle was over.

Thus ended the last foray in Lithuania.


BOOK X  THE EMIGRATION. JACEK

ARGUMENT

Consultation in regard to securing the fortunes of the victors  Negotiations with Rykov  The farewell  An important discovery  Hope.

The morning clouds, dispersed for a moment, like black birds, kept gathering and flying towards the summit of the heavens; hardly had the sun declined from noon when their flock had covered half the sky with an immense mantle; the wind drove it on faster and faster, the cloud grew more and more dense and hung lower and lower: finally, half torn away from the sky on one side, bending towards the earth, and spread out far and wide like a great sail, it gathered into itself all the winds and flew over the sky from the south to the west.

There was an instant of calm, and the air became dull and silent, as if dumb with terror. And the fields of grain, which just before, bowing to the earth and again shaking their golden ears on high, had tossed like waves, now stood motionless and gazed at the sky with bristling stalks. And the green willows and poplars by the roadside, which, like mourners by an open grave, had been bowing their heads to the earth, and brandishing their long arms, with their silver tresses spread out on the winds, now stood as if dead, with an expression of dumb grief like the statue of Niobe on Sipylos. Only the trembling aspen shook its grey leaves.

The cattle, usually loath to return homeward, now rushed together, and, without waiting for their keepers, deserted their pasturage and ran towards the barn. The bull dug up the ground with his hoof and ploughed it with his horns, frightening all the herd with his ill-omened bellowing; the cow kept raising her large eyes to the sky, opening her mouth in wonder, and lowing deeply. But the boar lagged behind, fretting and gnashing his teeth, and stole sheaves of grain and seized them for his stores.

The birds hid in the woods, in the thatched roofs, in the depths of the grass; the ravens, surrounding the ponds in flocks, walked to and fro with measured steps; they turned their black eyes on the black clouds, and, protruding their tongues from their broad, dry throats and spreading out their wings, they awaited their bath. Yet even they, foreseeing too fierce a storm, already were making for the wood, like a rising cloud. The last of the birds, the swallow, made bold by its fleetness of wing, pierced the cloud like an arrow, and finally dropped from it like a bullet.

Just at that moment the gentry had finished their terrible combat with the Muscovites, and one and all were seeking shelter in the houses and stables, deserting the battlefield, where soon the elements joined in combat.

To the west, the earth, still gilded by the sun, shone with a gloomy, yellowish-red tint; already the cloud, spreading out its shadows like a net, was catching the remnants of the light and flying after the sun as if it wished to seize upon it before it set. Blasts of wind whistled sharply below; they rushed by, one after another, bringing drops of rain, large, clear, and rounded as hailstones.

Suddenly the winds grappled, split asunder, struggled, whirled about, and in whistling columns circled over the ponds, stirring the waters in the ponds to their depths; they fell upon the meadows and whistled through the willows and the grass. The willow branches snapped, the swaths of grass were borne on the wind like hair torn out by handfuls, mixed with ringlets from the sheaves. The winds howled; they fell upon the field, wallowed, dug into the earth, snatched up clods, and made an opening for a third wind, which tore itself from the field like a pillar of black earth, and rose and whirled like a moving pyramid, boring into the ground with its brow and from its feet sprinkling sand in the eyes of the stars; it broadened at every step and opened out at the summit, and with its immense trumpet it proclaimed the storm. At last with all this chaos of water and dust, of straw, leaves, branches, and torn-up sod, the winds smote on the forest and roared through the depths of the thicket like bears.

And now the rain poured as from a sieve, in great, swift drops; then the thunder roared and the drops united; now like straight strings they bound the sky to the earth with long tresses, now, as from buckets, they poured down in great masses. Now the sky and the earth were quite hidden; the night, and the storm more black than night, shrouded them. At times the horizon cracked from side to side, and the angel of the storm, like an immense sun, showed his glittering face; and again, wrapped in a shroud, he fled into the sky and the doors of the clouds crashed together with a thunder-clap. Again the gale increased and the driving rain, and the dense, thick, almost impenetrable darkness. Again the drops murmured more gently, the thunder for a moment subsided; again it awoke and roared and water once more gushed forth. At last all became calm; one heard only the soughing of the trees around the house and the patter of the rain.

On a day such as had just passed the wildest storm was to be desired, since the tempest, which covered the battlefield with darkness, drenched the roads and destroyed the bridges over the river, and made of the farm an inaccessible fortress. So of what had been done in the Soplicas camp the news could not spread abroad on that day  and it was precisely upon secrecy that the fate of the gentry depended.

In the Judges room an important consultation was in progress. The Bernardine lay on the bed, exhausted, pale, and blood-stained, but wholly sound in his mind; he issued orders and the Judge carried them out to the letter. He invited the Chamberlain to join them, summoned the Warden, had Rykov brought in, and then shut the door. For a whole hour the secret conversation continued, until Captain Rykov, throwing on the table a heavy purse of ducats, interrupted it with these words:  

My Polish friends, it is common talk among you that every Muscovite is a rascal: now tell any one who asks, that you have found a Muscovite who was named Nikita Nikitich Rykov, a captain in the army, and who wore eight medals and three crosses  I beg you remember that. This medal was for Ochakov, this for Izmailov, this for the battle at Novi, this for Preisizh-Ilov; that for Korsakovs famous retreat from Zurich. And tell them that he received also a sword for valour, and likewise three expressions of approval from the field-marshal, two compliments from the Emperor, and four honourable mentions, all in writing.

But, but, captain, interrupted Robak, what is going to happen to us if you will not come to terms? You know that you have given your word to hush up this matter.

Certainly, and I will give my word again, said Rykov; there you have it! Why should I want to ruin you? I am an honest man; I like you Poles, for you are jolly fellows, good at a bottle, and likewise bold fellows, good at a battle. We have a Russian saying: Who rides in the cart often falls under the cart; who is in front to-day may be behind to-morrow; to-day you beat and to-morrow they beat you. Why be angry over it? Such is the way of life among us soldiers. Why should a man be so mean as to be angry over a defeat! The fight at Ochakov was bloody, at Zurich they crushed our infantry, at Austerlitz I lost my whole company; but before that, when I was a sergeant, your Kosciuszko cut up my platoon with scythes at Raclawice. What did it matter? Later on, at Maciejowice I killed with my own bayonet two brave gentlemen; one of them was Mokronowski, who was advancing with a scythe in front of his troops and who had cut off the hand of a cannoneer, with the match in it. Ah, you Poles! The Fatherland! I feel it all, I, Rykov. The Tsar gives the order  but I am sorry for you. What have we against the Poles? Let Moscow be for the Muscovites and Poland for the Poles! But what is to be done? The Tsar will not permit it!

The Judge replied to him:  

Captain, that you are an honest man all in this district know, where you have been quartered for many years. Good friend, be not angry at this gift; we did not wish to offend you. These ducats we have ventured to collect because we know that you are not a rich man.

O my yagers! cried Rykov, the whole company cut to pieces! My company! And all the fault of that Plut! He was the chief in command; he will have to answer for it to the Tsar. But, gentlemen, take those pennies for yourselves; I have my captains pay, such as it is  enough for my punch and for a pipe of tobacco. But I like you, gentlemen, because with you I eat, drink, and am merry  with you I can have a friendly talk, and thus my life passes. So I will protect you, and when the inquiry comes up, on my word of honour, I will testify in your favour. We will say that we came here on a visit, had a drink, danced, got a trifle tipsy, and that Plut accidentally gave the word to fire; then came a battle, and the battalion somehow melted away. If you gentlemen will only grease the inquiry with gold it will come out all right. But now I will repeat to you what I have already said to that gentleman with the long sword, that Plut is the first in command, I the second; Plut is still alive, and he may play you a trick that will be your ruin, for he is a cunning specimen  you need to stuff his mouth with bank notes. Well, my friend, you with the long sword, have you called on Plut already? Have you had a talk with him?

Gerwazy looked around and stroked his bald pate; he made a careless motion of his hand as if to signify that he had already arranged the whole matter. But Rykov persisted:  

Well, will Plut keep quiet? Has he given his word to do so?

The Warden, vexed that Rykov should torment him with questions, solemnly bent down his thumb to the ground, and then, with a wave of the hand, as if to cut short further discourse, he said:  

I swear by my penknife that Plut will not betray us! He will talk no more with any one!



Then he let his hands fall and cracked his fingers, as if he were shaking the whole mystery out of his hands.

This dark gesture the hearers understood; they began to gaze in amazement at one another, each trying to guess his neighbours thoughts, and the gloomy silence lasted for several minutes. At last Rykov said:  

The wolf was a robber, and robbers have caught him!

Requiescat in pace, added the Chamberlain.

In this was the finger of God! said the Judge. But I am not guilty of this blood; I did not know of this.

The Monk rose on the pillows and sat up with gloomy mien. At last he said, looking sharply at the Warden:  

It is a great sin to slay an unarmed captive! Christ forbids us to take vengeance even on our enemies! Ah! Warden, you will answer heavily for this to God. There is but one ground of pardon  if the deed was done not from stupid vengeance but pro publico bono.

The Warden made a motion with his head and with his outstretched hand, and, blinking, repeated, Pro publico bono.

There was no more talk of Major Plut. Next day they sought vainly for him in the yard, and vainly offered a reward for his body: the Major had perished without leaving a trace behind, as though he had fallen into the water; as to what had become of him there were various rumours, but no one knew with certainty, either then or later. In vain they tormented the Warden with questions; he said nothing but these words, Pro publico bono. The Seneschal was in the secret, but, bound by his word of honour, the old man kept silent as if under a spell.

After the conclusion of the agreement, Rykov left the room and Robak had the warrior gentry called in, to whom the Chamberlain gravely discoursed as follows:  

Brothers, to-day God has favoured our arms, but I must confess to you in plain terms that evil results will follow these untimely battles. We have erred, and each one of us here is to some degree at fault: the Monk Robak, for spreading tidings too zealously; the Warden and the gentry, for completely misunderstanding them. The war with Russia will not begin for some time; meanwhile, those who took the most active part in the battle cannot without danger remain in Lithuania. So, gentlemen, you must flee to the Grand Duchy of Warsaw; to be specific: Maciej, called Baptist, Thaddeus, Bucket, and Razor must depart over the Niemen, where the hosts of our nation await them. We will throw the whole blame on you who are gone, and on Plut, and thus we shall save the rest of your kindred. I bid you farewell, but not for long; there are sure hopes that in spring the dawn of freedom will arise for us, and Lithuania, who now bids you farewell as wanderers, will soon behold you again as her victorious deliverers. The Judge is preparing everything needful for the journey, and, so far as I am able, I will aid you with money.

The gentry felt that the Chamberlain counselled wisely. It is well known that whoever has once quarrelled with the Russian Tsar, can never conclude a lasting peace with him on this earth, and must either fight or rot in Siberia. So, saying nothing, they looked gloomily at one another and sighed; in token of agreement they nodded their heads.

The Pole, though famous among the nations because he loves his native land more than life, is nevertheless always prepared to abandon it, and to travel to the ends of the earth, to live long years in poverty and contempt, struggling with men and with fate  so long as amid the storm there shines upon him this hope, that he is serving the Fatherland.

They declared that they were ready to depart at once. However, this plan did not meet with Pan Buchmanns approval: Buchmann, prudent man that he was, had not meddled in the battle, but as soon as he heard that they were having a consultation, he hastened to put in his word; he thought the project good, but wanted to alter it, to develop it with more precision, to explain it more clearly, and, first of all, legally to appoint a commission, which should consider the aims of the emigration, the means and methods, and likewise various other matters. Unfortunately the shortness of the time prevented them from adopting Buchmanns advice. The gentry took a hasty farewell and at once started on their journey.

But the Judge retained Thaddeus in the room and said to the Monk:  

It is time for me to tell you what I learned with certainty only yesterday, that our Thaddeus is sincerely in love with Zosia; let him ask her hand before his departure! I have spoken with Telimena, and she no longer opposes the match; Zosia also agrees to the wishes of her guardians. If we cannot to-day make the pair happy by marriage, then at least, brother, we may betroth them before his departure; for the heart of a young traveller, as you know well, is exposed to various temptations. And yet, when a young man glances at his ring and calls to mind that he is already a husband, at once the fever of temptations in a foreign land subsides. Believe me, a wedding ring has great force.

I myself, thirty years ago, had a great passion for Panna Marta, whose heart I won; we were betrothed, but God did not bless that union; he left me alone on earth, taking to his glory the fair daughter of my friend the Seneschal Hreczecha. There was left to me only the memory of her virtues and her charms, and this golden wedding ring. Whenever I have looked upon it, the hapless girl has always appeared before my eyes; and thus, by the grace of God, I have preserved till now my plighted faith, and, without ever having been a husband, I am now an old widower, though the Seneschal has another daughter, very fair and very like my beloved Marta:

So saying, he gazed tenderly at the ring, and wiped the tears from his eyes with the back of his hand.

Brother, what think you? he concluded. Shall we betroth them? He loves her, and I have the consent of the aunt and of the girl.

But Thaddeus, stepping quickly up to him, said eagerly:  

How can I thank you enough, my good uncle, for the constant care that you take for my happiness! Ah, my good uncle, I should be the happiest of men if Zosia were betrothed to me to-day, if I knew that she were to be my wife! However, I tell you frankly, this betrothal cannot take place to-day; there are various reasons. Question me no further; if Zosia will consent to wait, she may perhaps soon find in me a better man  and a man more worthy of her; perhaps by my constancy I shall gain her affection, perhaps I shall adorn my name with some trifling glory, perhaps I shall soon return to the home of my fathers. Then, uncle, I shall remind you of your promise, then on my knees I shall greet my dear Zosia, and, if she is free, I shall beg her hand; but now I am abandoning Lithuania, perhaps for long, and perhaps in the meantime another man may win Zosias favour. I do not wish to bind her will, and to beg for an affection that I have not deserved would be a base act.

While the young man, much moved, was uttering these words, two tears, like two great round pearls, shone in his great blue eyes and rolled down quickly over his rosy cheeks.

But the curious Zosia from the depths of the alcove had been following this mysterious conversation through a crack; she had heard Thaddeus tell frankly and boldly of his love, and with fluttering heart she had seen those two great tears in his eyes. Though she could not find the key to his mystery, why he had fallen in love with her, why he was abandoning her, and where he was departing, nevertheless this departure made her sad. For the first time in her life she heard from the lips of a youth the great and marvellous news that she was beloved. So she ran to the little altar of the house and took from it a picture, and a small reliquary; the picture was of Saint Genevieve, and in the reliquary was a bit of the robe of Saint Joseph the Bridegroom, the patron of youths and maidens who are betrothed. With these sacred objects she entered the room:  

Are you going away so soon? I want to give you a little present for the journey and a bit of warning too: always carry with you these relics and this picture, and remember Zosia. May the Lord God guide you in health and happiness and may he soon guide you back prosperously to us!

She ceased, and lowered her head; hardly had she closed her blue eyes, when floods of tears escaped from under her lashes, and Zosia stood there silent, with closed eyelids, shedding tears like diamonds.

Thaddeus, taking his gifts, kissed her hand, and said: Panna Sophia, now I must bid you good-bye! Farewell, do not forget me, and deign sometimes to repeat a prayer for me! Sophia!   He could say no more.

But the Count, who had entered unexpectedly with Telimena and had observed the tender farewell of the young pair, was much moved, and said with a glance at Telimena:  

How much beauty is there even in this simple scene, when the soul of the shepherdess and the soul of the warrior, like a boat and a ship during a storm at sea, must at last be parted! In very truth nothing so kindles the feelings in the heart as when heart separates from heart. Time is like a blast of wind; it extinguishes only the little candle; a great flame it fans to an even mightier conflagration. And my heart also is capable of loving even more mightily at a distance. Pan Soplica, I regarded you as my rival; that mistake was one of the causes of our lamentable quarrel, which forced me to draw the sword against your household. I perceive my mistake, for you sighed to the little shepherdess, while I had given my heart to this fair nymph. Let our differences be drowned in the blood of our countrys enemies; we will no longer fight each other with the murderous steel! Let our amorous strife be settled otherwise; let us contend which shall surpass the other in the feeling of love! Let us both leave behind the dear objects of our hearts, let us both hasten against swords and spears; let us contend with each other in constancy, sorrow, and suffering, and pursue our countrys enemies with our manly arms!

He spoke and glanced at Telimena, but she made no reply, being overcome with amazement.

My dear Count, interrupted the Judge, why do you insist on departing? Believe me, you had best remain in security on your estate. The poor gentry may be skinned and scourged by the government, but you, Count, are sure of being left whole. You know what sort of government you have to deal with; you are fairly wealthy, and may ransom yourself from prison at the cost of only half your income for one year.

That is not in concord with my character, said the Count. Since I cannot be a lover, I will be a hero. Amid the cares of love I will call on glory as my comfortress; since I am a beggar of heart, I will be mighty of hand.

Who hinders you from loving and being happy? inquired Telimena.

The power of my destiny, said the Count, mysterious forebodings that with a secret impulse urge me to foreign lands and to unwonted deeds. I confess that to-day I wished in honour of Telimena to light the flame on the altars of Hymen, but this youth has given me too fair an example by tearing off his marriage wreath of his own free will and rushing to test his heart amid the hindrances of changeful fortune and amid the bloody chances of war. To-day for me, too, a new epoch is opened! Birbante-Rocca has resounded with the renown of my arms; may this renown spread far and wide in Poland also!

He concluded, and proudly smote his sword hilt.

It is hard to blame such a desire, said Robak. Depart, but take money with you; you may equip a company of soldiers, like Wlodzimierz Potocki, who amazed the French by contributing a million to the treasury, or like Prince Dominik Radziwill, who abandoned his lands and goods and furnished two fresh regiments of cavalry. Go, go, but take money; across the Niemen we have hands enough, but money is scarce in the Grand Duchy; go, we bid you farewell!



Alas! said Telimena with a mournful glance, I see that nothing will restrain you! My knight, when you enter the lists of battle, turn a feeling gaze on the colours of your belovèd. (Here she tore a ribbon from her dress, made a cockade, and pinned it on the Counts bosom.) May these colours guide you against fiery cannon, against shining spears and sulphurous rains; and when you make yourself famous by warlike deeds, and when you shade with immortal laurels your blood-stained helmet and your casque, bold in victory, even then look once more on this cockade! Remember whose hand pinned upon you these colours!

Here she offered him her hand. The Count knelt and kissed it; Telimena raised her handkerchief to one eye, but with the other eye she looked down on the Count, who was bidding her farewell with deep emotion. She sighed, but shrugged her shoulders.

But the Judge said: Hurry up, my dear Count, for it is already late! And the Monk Robak called out with a threatening mien: Enough of this; hurry up! Thus the orders of the Judge and the Monk separated the tender pair and drove them from the room.

Meanwhile Thaddeus had embraced his uncle with tears and was kissing Robaks hand. Robak, pressing the lads brow to his breast and hying his palms crosswise on his head, gazed aloft and said: My son, may God be with you! Then he began to weep. But Thaddeus was already beyond the threshold.

What, brother? asked the Judge, will you tell him nothing? not even now? Shall the poor lad still remain in ignorance, now that he is going to leave us!

No, nothing! said the Monk, after a long interval of weeping, his face covered by his hands. Why should the poor fellow know that he has a father who has hidden himself from the world as a scoundrel and a murderer? God sees how I longed to tell him, but of that consolation I will make an offering to God, to expiate my former sins.

Then, said the Judge, it is now time for you to think of yourself. Pray reflect that a man of your age, in your weak condition, would be unable to emigrate along with the others. You have said that you know a little house where you must hide; tell me where it is. We must hasten, the waggon is waiting, ready harnessed; would it not be better to go to the woods, to the foresters hut?

Early to-morrow morning will be time enough, said Robak, nodding his head. Now, my brother, send for the priest to come here as quickly as may be with the viaticum; send off every one but the Warden, and shut the door.

The Judge carried out Robaks instructions and sat down on the bed beside him; but Gerwazy remained standing, resting his elbow on the pommel of his sword, and leaning his bent brow on his hands.

Robak, before beginning to speak, riveted his gaze on the face of the Warden and remained mysteriously silent. But as a surgeon first lays a gentle hand on the body of a sick man before he makes a cut with the knife, so Robak softened the expression of his sharp eyes, which he allowed to hover for a long time over the eyes of Gerwazy; finally, as if he wished to strike a blind blow, he covered his eyes with his hand and said with a powerful voice:  

I am Jacek Soplica.

At these words the Warden turned pale, bowed down, and, with half his body bent forward, remained fixed in this position, hung upon one foot, like a stone flying from on high but checked in its course. He raised his eyelids and opened wide his mouth with its threatening white teeth; his mustaches bristled; his sword dropped from his hands, but he caught it near the floor with his knees and held the pommel with his right hand, gripping it convulsively: the long black blade of the sword stretched out behind him and shook back and forth. And the Warden was like a wounded lynx, about to spring from a tree into the very face of a hunter: it puffs itself into a ball, growls, flashes fire from its bloody eyeballs, twitches its whiskers and lashes its tail.

Pan Rembajlo, said the Monk, I am no longer alarmed by the wrath of men, for already I am under the hand of God. I adjure thee in the name of Him who saved the world, and on the cross blessed His murderers and accepted the prayer of the robber, that you relent, and hear in patience what I have to say. I have myself declared my name; to ease my conscience I must gain or at least beg forgiveness. Hear my confession; then you will do with me as you wish.

Here he joined his two hands as though in prayer; the Warden drew back amazed, smote his hand on his brow and shrugged his shoulders.

And the Monk began to tell of his former intimacy with the Horeszko and of the love between him and the Pantlers daughter, and of the enmity between the two men that thence arose. But he spoke confusedly; often he mixed accusations and complaints in his confession, often he interrupted his speech as though he had ended, and then began anew.

The Warden, who was thoroughly familiar with the story of the Horeszkos, straightened out in his mind the whole tale, though it was sadly tangled, and could fill up the gaps in it; but the Judge entirely failed to understand many points. Both listened attentively, bending their heads forward; but Jacek spoke more and more slowly, and often interrupted himself.

* * * * * * * *

You already know, my dear Gerwazy, how often the Pantler used to invite me to banquets; he would propose my health, and many a time he cried, raising his beaker aloft, that he had no better friend than Jacek Soplica. How he would embrace me! All who saw it thought that he shared his very soul with me. He a friend? He knew what then was passing within my soul!

* * * * * * * *

Meanwhile the neighbourhood was already whispering; gossips would say to me: Ah, Pan Soplica, your suit is vain; the threshold of a dignitary is too high for the feet of Jacek the Cup-Bearers son. I laughed, pretending that I mocked at magnates and their daughters, and that I cared nothing for aristocrats; that if I often visited them, I did it out of mere friendship, and that I would never marry outside my own station in life. And yet these jests pricked my soul to the quick: I was young and daring, and the world was open to me in a land where, as you know, one born a simple gentleman may be chosen king just as freely as the most powerful lord. Once Tenczynski asked in marriage a daughter of a royal house, and the King gave her to him without shame. Are not the Soplicas of equal merit with the Tenczynskis, through their blood, through their ancient crest, and through their faithful service to the Commonwealth!

* * * * * * * *

How easily a man may ruin the happiness of others in a single instant; and in a long lifetime he cannot restore it! One word from the Pantler, and how happy we should have been! Who knows? Perhaps we should be living still; perhaps he too, with his belovèd child  with his fair Eva  and with her grateful husband, would have grown old in peace! perhaps he would have rocked to sleep his grandchildren! But now? He has destroyed us both  and he himself  and that murder  and all the consequences of that crime, all my sufferings and transgressions! I have no right to accuse him, I am his slayer; I have no right to accuse him, I forgive him from my heart  but he too  

* * * * * * * *

If he had but once openly refused me  for he knew our feelings  if he had not received my visits, then who knows? Perhaps I should have gone away, have become enraged, have cursed him, and finally have left him in peace. But he, the proud and cunning lord, formed a new plan; he pretended that it had never even entered his head that I could strive for such a union. But he needed me, I had influence among the gentry and every one in the district liked me. So he feigned not to notice my love; he welcomed me as before and even insisted that I should come more often; but whenever we were alone together, seeing my eyes darkened with tears and my heart over-full and ready to burst forth, the sly old man would suddenly throw in some indifferent word about lawsuits, district diets, or hunting  

* * * * * * * *

Ah, often over the winecups, when he was in a melting mood, when he clasped me so closely and assured me of his friendship, since he needed my sabre or my vote at the diet, and when in return I was forced to clasp him in friendly wise, then anger would so boil up within me that I would turn the spittle within my lips and clasp my sword hilt with my hand, longing to spit upon this friendship and to draw the sword at once. But Eva, noticing my glance and my bearing, would guess, I know not how, what was passing within me, and would gaze at me imploringly, and her face would turn pale; and she was so fair and meek a dove, and she had so gentle and serene a glance!  so angel-like that  I know not how  but I lacked the courage to anger or alarm her  and I held my peace. And I, a roistering champion famous through all Lithuania, before whom the greatest lords had been wont to tremble, who had not lived a day without a battle, who would not have allowed the Pantler, no, not the King himself, to do me wrong; I, who was driven to fury by the least disagreement  I, then, though angry and drunken, held my peace like a lamb!  as though I had suddenly beheld the consecrated Host!

* * * * * * * *

How many times did I wish to open my heart and even to humble myself to implore him; but when I looked into his eyes and met his gaze cold as ice, I felt shame for my emotion; I hastened once more to discourse as coldly as I might of suits at law and of the district diets, and even to jest. All this, to be sure, was from pride, in order not to debase the name of the Soplicas, in order not to lower myself before a magnate by a vain request and receive a refusal  for what gossip there would have been among the gentry, if they had known that I, Jacek  

* * * * * * * *

The Horeszkos refuse a wench to a Soplica! They serve me, Jacek, with black soup!

Finally, not knowing myself what way to turn, I bethought me of gathering together a little company of gentry, and of leaving forever this district and my Fatherland; of going off somewhere or other, to Moscow or to the land of the Tatars, and beginning a war. I rode over to bid the Pantler farewell, in the hope that when he saw his faithful partisan, his former friend, a man almost of his own household, with whom he had caroused and made war for so many long years, now bidding him farewell and riding off to the ends of the earth  that the old man might be moved and show me at least a trace of a human soul, as a snail shows its horns!

Ah! if one has at the bottom of his heart the faintest spark of feeling for a friend, that spark will break forth when he bids him farewell, like the last flame of life before a man expires! The coldest eye, when for the last time it touches the brow of a friend, will often shed a tear!

* * * * * * * *

The poor girl, hearing that I was about to leave the country, turned pale, and fell in a swoon, almost dead; she could not speak, but from her eyes there streamed a flood of tears  I learned how dear I was to her.

* * * * * * * *

I remember that for the first time in my life I shed tears, for joy and for despair; I forgot myself, I went mad; I was ready once more to fall at her fathers feet, to cling like a serpent about his knees, to cry out, Dear father, take me for your son or slay me! Then the Pantler, sullen, cold as a pillar of salt, polite and indifferent, began a discourse  of what? of what? Of his daughters wedding! At that moment? O Gerwazy, dear friend, consider; you have a human heart!

The Pantler said: Pan Soplica, a wooer has just come to me on behalf of the Castellans son; you are my friend, what do you say to that? You know, sir, that I have a daughter, fair and rich  and the Castellan of Witepsk! That is a low, parvenu seat in the Senate; what do you advise me, brother? I have entirely forgotten what I said in reply to that, probably nothing at all  I mounted my horse and fled!

* * * * * * * *

Jacek! cried the Warden, you are clever at finding excuses! Well? They do not lessen your guilt! For it has happened many a time ere now that a man has fallen in love with the daughter of a lord or king, and has tried to capture her by force; has planned to steal her away or to avenge himself openly  but so stealthily to kill him! a Polish lord, in Poland, and in league with the Muscovites!

I was not in league with them, answered Jacek in a voice full of sorrow. Seize her by force? I might have; from behind gratings and locks I would have snatched her; I would have shattered this castle of his into dust! I had behind me Dobrzyn and four other hamlets. Ah, would that she had been such as our plain gentlewomen, strong and vigorous! Would that she had not dreaded flight and the pursuit and could have borne the sound of clashing arms! But the poor child! Her parents had shielded her so carefully that she was frail and timid! She was but a little spring caterpillar  the larva of a butterfly! And to snatch her thus, to touch her with an armed hand, would have been to kill her. I could not! No!

To avenge myself openly, and tumble the castle into ruins by an assault, I was ashamed, for they would have said that I was avenging myself for my rejection! Warden, your honest heart cannot feel what hell there is in wounded pride.

The demon of pride began to suggest to me better plans: to take a bloody revenge, but to hide the reason for my vengeance; to frequent the castle no more and to root out my love from my heart; to dismiss Eva from my memory and to marry another; and then later to find some pretext for a quarrel, and to take vengeance.

At first I thought that I had succeeded in overcoming my heart, and I was glad of that fancied change, and  I married the first poor girl that I met! I did evil, and how cruelly was I punished for it! I loved her not, Thaddeuss poor mother, my most devoted wife and the most upright soul  but I was strangling in my heart my former love and my anger. I was like a madman; in vain I forced myself to work at farming or at business; all was of no avail. Possessed by the demon of vengeance, morose and passionate, I could find no comfort in anything in the world  and thus I passed from one sin to another; I began to drink.

And so in no long time my wife died of grief, leaving me that child; and despair consumed me!

* * * * * * * *

How ardently I must have loved that poor girl! for so many years! Where have I not been! And yet I have never been able to forget her, and still does her belovèd form stand before mine eyes as if painted! I drank, but I have not been able to drink down her memory for one instant; nor to free myself from it, though I have traversed so many lands! Now I am in the dress of Gods servant, on my bed, and bleeding  I have spoken of her so long  at this moment to speak of such things! God will forgive me! You must learn now in what sorrow and despair I committed  

That was but a short time after her betrothal. Everywhere the talk was of nothing but her betrothal; they said that when Eva took the ring from the hand of the Wojewoda she swooned, that she had been seized with a fever, that she had symptoms of consumption, that she sobbed continually; they conjectured that she was secretly in love with some one else. But the Pantler, calm and gay as ever, gave balls in his castle and assembled his friends; me he no longer invited  in what way could I be useful to him? My scandalous life at home, my misery, my disgraceful habits had brought upon me the contempt and mockery of the world! Me, who once, I may say, had made all the district tremble! Me, whom Radziwill had called my dear! Me, who, when I rode forth from my hamlet, had led with me a train more numerous than a princes! And when I drew my sabre, then many thousand sabres had glittered round about, striking terror to the lords castles,  But now the very children of the peasant boors laughed at me! So paltry had I quickly made myself in the eyes of men! Jacek Soplica! He who knows the feeling of pride  

Here the Bernardine grew weak and fell back on the bed, and the Warden said, deeply moved:  

Great are the judgments of God! It is the truth! the truth! So is it you? and are you Jacek? the Soplica? in a monks cowl? Have you been living a beggars life! You, whom I remember when you were strong and rosy, a handsome gentlemen, when lords flattered you, when women went mad over you! The mustachioed champion! That was not so long ago! it is grief that has aged you thus! How could I fail to recognise you from that shot, when you hit the bear with so sure an aim? For our Lithuania had no better marksman than you, and next to Maciek you were also the foremost swordsman! It is the truth! Once the gentlewomen sang of you:  



When Jacek twirls his whisker, men tremble far and near;

Gainst whom he knots his whisker, that man feels mortal fear  

Though he be Prince Radziwill, to fight he will not dare.

You tied a knot against my lord! Unhappy man! And is it you? Fallen to such a state! The mustachioed Jacek a monkish alms-gatherer! Great are the judgments of God! And now! ha! you cannot escape the penalty; I have sworn, he who has shed a drop of the Horeszkos blood  

Meanwhile the Monk had raised himself to a sitting posture on the bed; and he thus concluded:  

I rode around the castle; who can tell the names of all the devils that filled my head and heart! The Pantler? Is he slaying his own child as he has already slain and ruined me?  I rode up to the gate; a demon enticed me there. Look how he revels! Every day a drinking bout in the castle! How many candles there are in the windows, what music peals through the halls! And shall not this castle crash down upon his bald head?

Think of vengeance, and a demon will at once furnish you a weapon. Hardly had I thought of it, when the demon sent the Muscovites. I stood gazing; you know how they stormed your castle.

* * * * * * * *

For it is false that I was in any league with the Muscovites.

* * * * * * * *

I gazed; various thoughts passed through my head: at first with a stupid laugh I gazed as a child upon a burning house; then I felt a murderous joy, expecting that speedily it would begin to blaze and totter; at times I was prompted to leap in and save her  even the Pantler  

* * * * * * * *

Your defence, as you know, was vigorous and prompt. I was amazed; the Muscovites kept falling close by me; the beasts aimed poorly.  At the sight of their overthrow hatred again overcame me.  That Pantler a victor! And shall he prosper thus in his every purpose? And shall he triumph even over this fearful assault? I was riding away, smitten with shame.  Day was just dawning; suddenly I beheld him and recognised him; he stepped out on the balcony and his diamond buckle glittered in the sun; proudly he twirled his mustache and proudly gazed around; and it seemed to me that he mocked at me above all others, that he had recognised me and that thus he pointed his hand at me, scoffing and threatening,  I seized a carbine from a Muscovite; I barely raised it to my shoulder, scarcely aimed  it went off! You know the rest!

Cursed firearms! He who slays with the sword must take his stand and press on; he parries and flourishes; he may disarm his enemy and check his sword halfway. But with these firearms it is enough to hold the gun; an instant, a single spark  

* * * * * * * *

Did I flee when you aimed at me from above? I levelled my eyes at the two barrels of your gun. What despair! A strange grief pinned me to the earth! Why, Gerwazy, ah why did you miss at that time? You would have done me a kindness!  evidently as a penance for my sin I must needs  

Here his breath failed him once more.

God knows, said the Warden, I sincerely wished to hit you! How much blood did you shed by your one shot! How many disasters have fallen upon us and upon your family, and all of them through your guilt alone, Pan Jacek! And yet to-day, when the yagers aimed at the Count (the last of the Horeszkos, though in the female line), you preserved him; and when the Muscovites shot at me you threw me on the ground, so that you have been the saviour of us both. If it is true that you are a monk, in holy orders, then your habit shields you from my penknife. Farewell, I will set foot no more upon your threshold; our account is clear  let us leave the rest to the Lord.

Jacek stretched out his hand  but Gerwazy started back.

Without dishonour to my noble blood, he said, I cannot touch a hand denied by such a murder, committed for private vengeance, and not pro publico bono.

But Jacek, sinking from the pillows into the bed, turned to the Judge and grew more and more pale; he eagerly asked for the parish priest, and cried to the Warden:  

I implore you to remain; in a moment more I shall finish; hardly have I strength to conclude  Warden  I shall die this night.

What, brother? cried the Judge, I have seen your wound; it is trifling: why do you say this? Send for the priest! Perhaps it has been ill tended: I will send for the doctor; he is at the apothecarys.

It is too late, brother, interrupted the Monk. In the same place I have an earlier gunshot wound; I received it at Jena. It was ill healed, and now it has been irritated  there is gangrene there already. I am familiar with wounds; see how black the blood is, like soot; a doctor could do nothing. But this is a trifle; we die but once; to-morrow or to-day we must yield up our souls. Warden, thou wilt forgive me; I must die!

* * * * * * * *

There is merit in refusing to betray your country, though your own people proclaim you a traitor! Especially for a man who had such pride as mine!

* * * * * * * *

The name of traitor clove to me like a pestilence. The neighbours turned their faces from me, my former friends fled from me, the timid greeted me from afar and turned aside; even a mere peasant boor or a Jew, though he bowed, would, as he passed by, smite me with a sneering laugh. The word traitor rang in my ears and echoed through my house and over my fields; that word from morn till dark hovered before me like a spot before a sick mans eye. And yet I was not a traitor to my country.

The Muscovites showed by acts of violence that they regarded me as one of their partisans: they gave the Soplicas a considerable part of the dead mans estates; later the Targowica confederates wished to bestow an office upon me. If I had then consented to turn Muscovite!  Satan counselled it  I was already influential and rich; but if I had become a Muscovite?  The foremost magnates would have sought my favour; even my brother gentlemen  even the mob, which is so ready to disparage those of its own number, is prone to forgive those happier men who serve the Muscovites! I knew this, and yet  I could not.

* * * * * * * *

I fled from my country! Where have I not been! what have I not suffered!

* * * * * * * *

At last God deigned to reveal to me the one true remedy: I must reform myself and repair as much as possible what  

* * * * * * * *

The Pantlers daughter and her husband the Wojewoda had been transported to some place in Siberia; there she died young, leaving here behind her a daughter, little Zosia. I had her brought up.

* * * * * * * *

Perchance I slew him more through stupid arrogance than through disappointed love; so I humbly became a monk. I, once proud of my birth, I who was once a warlike hero, I bowed my head, I became a gatherer of alms, and took the name of Robak, the Worm, since like a worm in the dust  

The evil example that I had set my countrymen, that invitation to treason, I must redeem by setting a good example, by blood and by self-sacrifice.

I have fought for my country: where? how? I shall never tell; not for earthly glory have I run so often upon shot and steel. I like better to remember, instead of my famous, warlike exploits, my quiet, useful acts, and my sufferings, which no one  

Often have I succeeded in penetrating into this land, bearing orders from the generals, or collecting information, or concluding agreements  the men of Galicia know this monkish cowl  and in Great Poland they know it too! For a year I toiled in a Prussian fortress, chained to a wheelbarrow; thrice the Muscovites have cut up my back with stripes, and once they had me on the road to Siberia; later the Austrians buried me in the dungeons of Spielberg, at hard labour, in carcer durum  but by a miracle the Lord God delivered me and granted that I should die among my own people, with the sacraments.



Perchance even now, who knows? Perchance I have sinned anew! Perchance I have hastened too much the insurrection, exceeding the commands of my generals. The thought that the house of the Soplicas should be the first to take up arms, and that my kindred should raise the first banner of the Warhorse in Lithuania!  That thought … seems pure.  

You have longed for vengeance? You have it now, for you have been the instrument of Gods punishment! With your sword God cut short my plans. You have tangled the thread of the plot that had been spun for so many years! The great aim that absorbed my whole life, my last worldly feeling upon earth, which I fondled and cherished like my dearest child  that you have slain before the fathers eyes, and I have forgiven you I You!  

Even so may God forgive you too! interrupted the Warden. Father Jacek, if you are now about to take the sacrament, remember that I am no Lutheran or schismatic! I know that whoever saddens the last moments of a dying man, commits sin. I will tell you something that will surely comfort you. When my late master had fallen wounded, and I was kneeling by him, bending over his breast; when, wetting my sword in his wound, I vowed vengeance, my lord shook his head and stretched out his hand towards the door, towards the place where you were standing, and drew a cross in the air; he could not speak, but he made a sign that he forgave his murderer. I understood well, but I was so furious with rage that I have never said even a word of that cross.

Here the sufferings of the sick man made further speech impossible and a long hour of silence followed. They were awaiting the priest. The thunder of hoofs was heard, and the Tavern-Keeper, out of breath, knocked at the chamber door; he brought an important letter, which he showed to Jacek. Jacek gave it to his brother and bade him read it aloud. The letter was from Fiszer, who was then Chief of Staff of the Polish army under Prince Joseph. It brought the news that in the Privy Council of the Emperor war had been declared, and that the Emperor was already proclaiming it over the whole world; that a General Diet had been convoked in Warsaw, and that the assembled representatives of Masovia would solemnly decree the union of Lithuania with the Grand Duchy.

Jacek, as he listened, repeated prayers in a low voice, and, clasping to his breast the consecrated candle, raised to Heaven his eyes, now kindled with hope, and shed a flood of last joyous tears. Now, O Lord, he said, let thy servant depart in peace! All kneeled; and then a bell rang at the door, a token that the priest had arrived with the body of our Lord.

Night was just departing, and across the milky sky were streaming the first rosy beams of the sun: they entered through the window panes like diamond arrows, and fell upon the bed; they surrounded the head of the sick man, wreathing with gold his face and his temples, so that he shone like a saint in a fiery crown.


BOOK XI.  THE YEAR 1812

ARGUMENT

Spring omens  The entrance of the armies  Religious services  Official rehabilitation of the late Jacek Soplica  From the talk between Gerwazy and Protazy a speedy ending of the lawsuit may be inferred  A love affair between an uhlan and a girl  The quarrel over Bobtail and Falcon is at last settled  Thereupon the guests gather for the banquet  The presentation of the betrothed couples to the generals.

Memorable year! Happy is he who beheld thee in our land! The folk still call thee the year of harvest, but the soldiers the year of war; old men still love to tell tales of thee and poets still dream of thee. Thou hadst long been heralded by the marvel in the sky and preceded by a vague rumour among the folk; with the coming of the spring sun the hearts of the Lithuanians were seized with a certain strange foreboding, as if the end of the world were approaching  by a certain yearning and joyous expectation.

In the spring, when the cattle were driven forth for the first time, men noticed that, though famished and lean, they did not run to the young corn that already made gay the fields, but lay down on the ploughed land, and, drooping their heads, either lowed or chewed the cud of their winter food.

The villagers too, as they ploughed for the spring grain, did not show their wonted joy in the end of the long winter; they did not sing songs, but worked lazily, as though forgetful of the sowing and the harvest. As they harrowed, at every step they checked their oxen and their nags, and gazed anxiously towards the west, as though from this direction some marvel were about to appear. And they regarded anxiously the birds, which were returning home; for already the stork had flown back to its native pine and had spread its white wings, the early standard of spring; and after it the swallows, coming on in noisy regiments, gathered above the waters, and from the frozen earth collected mud for their tiny houses. At evening in the thickets one could hear the calling of the woodcocks as they rose from the earth; and flocks of wild geese honked over the forest and, wearied, settled noisily down to feed; and in the depths of the dark heaven the cranes kept up a continuous clamour. Hearing this, the night watchmen would ask in dread whence came such disorder in the winged kingdom, and what storm had driven forth these birds so early.

And now new swarms, like flocks of finches, plover, and starlings, swarms of bright plumes and pennons shone bright upon the hills and came down into the meadows. It was cavalry! In strange array, and arms never seen before, came regiment after regiment; and straight across the country, like melted snows, the iron-shod ranks flowed along the roads. From the forests emerged black shakos, a row of bayonets glittered, and the infantry, countless as ants, swarmed forth.

All were turned towards the north; you would have said that at that time, coming from the Sunny South and following the birds, men too were entering our land, driven on by the force of some instinct that they could not comprehend.

Steeds, men, cannon, eagles flowed on day and night; here and there fires glowed in the sky; the earth trembled, in the distance one could hear the rolling of thunder.  



War! war! There was no corner in the Lithuanian land to which its roar did not reach; amid dark forests, the peasant, whose grandfathers and kinsmen had died without seeing beyond the boundaries of the wood, who understood no other cries in the sky than those of the winds, and none on earth except the roaring of beasts, who had seen no other guests than his fellow-woodsmen, now beheld how a strange glare flamed in the sky  in the forest there was a crash  that was a cannon ball that had wandered from the battlefield and was seeking a path in the wood, tearing up stumps and cutting through boughs. The hoary, bearded bison trembled in his mossy lair and bristled up his long shaggy mane; he half rose, resting on his forelegs, and, shaking his beard, he gazed in amazement at the sparks suddenly glittering amid the brushwood: this was a stray bombshell that twirled and whirled and hissed, and at last broke with a roar like thunder; the bison for the first time in his life was terrified and fled to take refuge in deeper hiding.

A battle! Where? In what direction? asked the young men, as they seized their arms; the women raised their hands in prayer to Heaven. All, sure of victory, cried out with tears in their eyes: God is with Napoleon and Napoleon is with us!

O spring! Happy is he who beheld thee then in our country! Memorable spring of war, spring of harvest! O spring, happy is he who beheld how thou didst bloom with corn and grass, but glittered with men; how thou wert rich in events and big with hope! I see thee still, fair phantom of my dream! Born in slavery and chained in my swaddling bands, I have had but one such spring in my whole life.

Soplicowo lay close by the highway along which two generals were pressing forward from the Niemen. Our own Prince Joseph and Jerome, King of Westphalia, had already occupied Lithuania from Grodno to Slonim, when the King issued orders to give the army three days of repose. But the Polish soldiers, despite their hardships, murmured because the King would not permit them to march on; so eager were they to overtake the Muscovites at the earliest possible moment.

The main staff of the Prince had halted in the town near by, but in Soplicowo was a camp of forty thousand men, and with them Generals Dombrowski, Kniaziewicz, Malachowski, Giedrojc, and Grabowski, with their staffs.

As it was late when they arrived, each man chose quarters wherever he could, either in the old castle or in the mansion; soon orders had been issued and guards stationed, and each weary man went to his chamber for sleep. As night drew on all became quiet, both camp, mansion, and field; one could see only the patrols wandering about like shadows, and here and there the flickering of the camp fires; one could hear only the watchwords being passed about from post to post in the army.

All slept, the master of the house, the generals, and the soldiers; the eyes of the Seneschal alone were not closed in sweet slumber. For on the morrow the Seneschal had to arrange a banquet by which he would fain make famous the house of the Soplicas for ever and ever; a banquet worthy of guests so dear to Polish hearts, and in keeping with the great solemnity of the day, which was both a church holiday and a family holiday; on the morrow the betrothals of three couples were to take place. Moreover, General Dombrowski had made known that evening that he wished to have a Polish dinner.



Though the hour was late, the Seneschal had gathered cooks from the neighbourhood with all possible speed; there were five of them working under his direction. As head cook he had girt him with a white apron, donned a nightcap, and tucked up his sleeves to the elbows. In one hand he held a fly-flapper, and with it he drove away insects of all sorts, which were settling greedily on the dainties; with the other hand he put on his well-wiped spectacles, took a book from his bosom, unwrapped it, and opened it.

This book was entitled The Perfect Cook. Herein were described in detail all the dishes peculiar to the Polish table: with its aid the Count of Tenczyn was wont to give those banquets in the Italian land at which the Holy Father Urban VIII. marvelled; by its aid, later on, Karol My-dear-friend Radziwill, when he entertained King Stanislaw at Nieswiez, arranged that memorable feast the fame of which still lives throughout Lithuania in popular tales.

What the Seneschal read, understood, and proclaimed, that straightway did the skilful cooks carry out. The work seethed: fifty knives clattered on the tables; scullions black as demons rushed about, some carrying wood, others pails of milk and wine; they poured them into kettles, spiders, and stew-pans, and the steam burst forth. Two scullions sat by the stove and puffed at the bellows; the Seneschal, the more easily to kindle the fire, had given orders to have melted butter poured on the wood  this bit of extravagance is permitted in a well-to-do household. The scullions stuffed bundles of dry brushwood into the fire; others of them placed upon spits immense roasts of beef and venison, and haunches of wild boars and of stags; still others were plucking whole heaps of birds of all sorts  clouds of down flew about, and grouse, heath cocks, and hens were stripped bare. But there were very few hens: since the attack that bloodthirsty Buzzard Dobrzynski had made on the hencoop at the time of the foray, when he had annihilated Zosias establishment, without leaving a bit for medicine, Soplicowo, once famous for its poultry, had not yet managed to blossom out again with new birds. For the rest, there was a great abundance of all the sorts of meats that could be gathered from the house and from the butchers shops, from the woods and from the neighbours, from near and from far: you would have said that the only thing lacking was birds milk. The two things that a generous man requires in order to give a feast were united at Soplicowo: plenty and art.

Already the solemn day of the Most Holy Lady of Flowers was approaching; the weather was lovely, the hour early; the clear sky was extended about the earth like a calm, hanging, concavo-convex sea. A few stars shone from its depths, like pearls from the sea bottom, seen through waves; on one side a little white cloud, all alone, drifted along and buried its wings in the azure, like the vanishing pinions of a guardian angel, who, detained through the night by the prayers of men, has been belated, and is hastening to return to his fellow-denizens of heaven.

Already the last pearls of the stars had grown dim and been extinguished in the depths of the sky, and the centre of the skys brow was growing pale; its right temple, reposing on a pillow of shadow, was still swarthy, but its left grew ever rosier; but farther off the horizon line parted like a broad eyelid, and in the centre one could see the white of an eye, one could see the iris and the pupil  now a ray darted forth and circled and shimmered over the rounded heavens, and hung in the white cloud like a golden arrow. At this beam, at this signal of day, a cluster of fires flew forth, crossing one another a thousand times on the sphere of the skies  and the eye of the sun rose up  still somewhat sleepy, it blinked and trembled and shook its gleaming lashes; it glittered with seven tints at once: at first sapphire, it straightway turned blood red like a ruby, and yellow as a topaz; next it sparkled transparent as crystal, then was radiant as a diamond; finally it became the colour of pure flame, like a great moon, or like a twinkling star: thus over the measureless heaven advanced the solitary sun.

To-day from the whole neighbourhood the Lithuanian populace had gathered before sunrise around the chapel, as if to hear some new marvel proclaimed. This gathering was due in part to the piety of the folk and in part to curiosity; for to-day at Soplicowo the generals were to attend service, those famous captains of our legions, whose names the folk knew and honoured as those of patron saints; all whose wanderings, cam-paigns, and battles were the peoples gospel throughout Lithuania.

Now some officers and a throng of soldiers arrived. The folk surrounded them and gazed upon them, and they could hardly believe their eyes when they beheld their fellow-countrymen wearing uniforms, and carrying arms  free, and speaking the Polish language!

The mass began. The little sanctuary could not contain the entire throng; the folk kneeled on the grass, gazing at the door of the chapel, and bared their heads. The white or yellow hair of the Lithuanian folk was gilded like a field of ripe grain; here and there a maidens fair head, decked with fresh flowers or with peacocks feathers, and with ribbons flowing loose from her braided hair, blossomed among the mens heads like a corn-flower or poppy amid the wheat. The kneeling, many-coloured throng covered the plain, and at the sound of the bell, as though at a breath of wind, all heads bent down like ears of corn on a field.

To-day the village girls had brought to the altar of the Virgin Mother the first tribute of spring  fresh sheaves of greenery; everything was decked with nosegays and garlands  the altar, the image, and even the belfry and the galleries. Sometimes a morning zephyr, stirring from the east, would tear down the garlands and throw them upon the brows of the kneeling worshippers, and would spread fragrance abroad as from a priests censer.

When the mass and the sermon were over in the church, there came forth at the head of the whole gathering the Chamberlain, who had recently been unanimously chosen Marshal of the Confederacy by the electoral assembly of the district. He wore the uniform of the wojewodeship, a tunic embroidered with gold, a kontusz of gros-de-Tours with a fringe, and a massive brocade belt, on which hung a sabre with a hilt of lizard skin. At his neck shone a large diamond pin; his cap was white, and on it was a large tuft of costly feathers, the crests of white herons. (Only on festival days is worn so rich an ornament, every little feather of which is worth a ducat.) Thus adorned, he stepped up on a mound before the church; the villagers and soldiers crowded around him: he spoke:  

Brothers, the priest has proclaimed to you from the pulpit the liberty that the Emperor-King has already restored to the Kingdom, and is now restoring to the Duchy of Lithuania, to all Poland; you have heard the official decrees and the letters convening a General Diet. I have only a few words to say to the company on a matter that pertains to the Soplica family, the lords of this district.

All the neighbourhood remembers the crime committed here by the deceased Pan Jacek Soplica; but, since you all know of his sins, it is time to proclaim his merits, also, before the world. Here are present the generals of our armies, from whom I have heard all that I tell you. This Jacek did not die at Rome, as was reported, but only changed his former way of life, his calling, and his name; and all his offences against God and his country he has blotted out by his holy life and by great deeds.

It was he who at Hohenlinden, when General Richepanse, half vanquished, was already preparing to retreat, not knowing that Kniaziewicz was on the way to his rescue  it was he, Jacek, called Robak, who amid spears and swords brought to Richepanse from Kniaziewicz letters announcing that our men were attacking the enemy in the rear. Later, in Spain, when our uhlans had taken the fortified ridge of Somosierra, he was wounded twice by the side of Kozietulski! Following this, as an emissary, with secret instructions, he traversed various quarters of our land, in order to watch the currents of popular feeling and to found and build up secret societies. Finally, at Soplicowo, in the home of his fathers, while he was paving the way for an insurrection, he perished in a foray. The news of his death arrived in Warsaw just at the moment when His Majesty the Emperor deigned to bestow on him as a reward for his former heroic deeds the knightly badge of the Legion of Honour.

Therefore, taking into consideration all these matters, I, as representative of the authority of the wojewodeship, proclaim to you with my confederates staff of office that Jacek by faithful service and by the favour of the Emperor has removed the blot of infamy from his name, and has won back his honour, taking once more his place in the ranks of true patriots. So whoever dares to speak a word at any time to the family of the deceased Jacek of the offence that he long since atoned for, that man will be liable, as a penalty for such a taunt, to gravis notæ macula, according to the words of the statutes, which thus punish both militem and skartabell if he spread calumny against a citizen of the Commonwealth  and since general equality before the law has now been proclaimed, therefore Article 3 is likewise binding on townsfolk and serfs. This decree of the Marshal the Scribe will enter in the acts of the General Confederation, and the Apparitor will proclaim it.

As for the cross of the Legion of Honour, the fact that it arrived late does not derogate from its glory; if it could not serve Jacek as an adornment, let it serve as a memorial of him: I hang it on his grave. For three days it will hang there, then it will be deposited in the chapel, as a votum for the Virgin.

So saying, he took the badge from its case and hung on the modest cross that marked the grave a red ribbon knotted into a cockade, and a starry white cross with a golden crown; the rays of the star shone in the sunlight like the last gleam of Jaceks earthly glory. Meanwhile the kneeling folk repeated the Angelus, praying for the eternal repose of the sinner; the Judge walked about among the guests and the throng of villagers and invited all to the banquet at Soplicowo.

But on the bench of turf before the house two old men had taken their seats, each holding on his knees a tankard full of mead. They gazed into the garden, where amid the buds of bright-coloured poppy stood an uhlan like a sunflower, wearing a glittering head-dress adorned with gilded metal and with a cocks feather; near him a little maid in a garment green as the lowly rue raised eyes blue as forget-me-nots towards the eyes of the youth. Farther on girls were plucking flowers among the beds, purposely turning away their heads from the lovers, in order not to embarrass their talk together.

But the old men, as they drank their mead and passed from hand to hand a bark snuffbox, continued their chat.

Yes, yes, my dear Protazy, said Gerwazy the Warden. Yes, yes, my dear Gerwazy, said Protazy the Apparitor. Yes, yes indeed, they repeated in unison over and over again, nodding their heads in time to the words; finally the Apparitor spoke:  

That our lawsuit has a strange conclusion I do not deny; however, there are precedents. I remember lawsuits in which worse outrages were committed than in ours, and yet marriage articles ended the whole trouble: in this way Lopot was reconciled to the Borzdobohaty family, the Krepsztuls with the Kupsces, Putrament with Pikturna, Mackiewicz with the Odynieces, and Turno with the Kwileckis. What am I saying! The Poles used to have worse broils with Lithuania than the Horeszkos with the Soplica family; but when Queen Jadwiga took the matter under advisement, then that difficulty too was settled out of court. It is a good thing when the parties have maidens or widows to give in marriage; then a compromise is always ready at hand. The longest suits are ordinarily with the Catholic clergy or with close kindred, for then the cases cannot be concluded by marriage. Hence come the endless quarrels between the Lechites and the Russians, who proceed from Lech and Rus, two born brothers; hence also there were so many prolonged lawsuits between the Lithuanians and the Knights of the Cross, until Jagiello finally won. Hence finally that famous lawsuit of the Rymszas and the Dominicans long pendebat on the calendar, until finally Father Dymsza, the syndic of the convent, won the case: whence the proverb, the Lord God is greater than Lord Rymsza. And I may add, mead is better than the penknife.

So saying, he drank off a tankard to the health of the Warden.

True, true! replied Gerwazy with emotion. Strange have been the fortunes of our beloved Kingdom and of our Lithuania! They are like a true married pair! God joined them, and the devil divides them; God has his own and the devil has his own! Ah, dear brother Protazy, that our eyes should see this  that these brethren from the Kingdom should visit us once more! I served with them years ago, and remember that bold confederates came from their country! If only my deceased lord the Pantler had lived to see this hour! O Jacek, Jacek!  but why should we lament? Now Lithuania will soon be reunited to the Kingdom, and therewith all is forgiven and forgotten.

And it is strange, said Protazy, that in regard to this Zosia, for whose hand our Thaddeus is now suing, a year ago there was an omen, as it were a sign from Heaven.

Panna Sophia she should be called, interrupted the Warden, for she is now grown up, and is no longer a little girl; besides that, she comes of the blood of dignitaries; she is the granddaughter of the Pantler.

Well, it was an omen prophetic of her fate, Protazy concluded; I beheld the omen with my own eyes. A year ago our servants were sitting here on a holiday, drinking mead, and we saw  whack! there fell from the eaves two sparrows fighting, both old males. One, which was somewhat the younger, had a grey throat, the other a black one; they continued to scuffle about the yard, turning over and over, until they were buried in dust. We gazed at them, and meanwhile the servants whispered to one another that the black one must stand for the Horeszko, and the other for the Soplica. So, whenever the grey one was on top, they would cry, Vivat Soplica; foh, the Horeszko cowards! but when it fell, they shouted, Get up, Soplica; dont give in to the magnate  thats shameful for a gentleman! So we laughed and waited to see which would beat; but suddenly little Zosia, moved with pity for the birds, ran up and covered those warriors with her tiny hand: they still fought in her hands till the feathers flew, such was the fury of those little scamps. The old wives, looking at Zosia, quietly passed the word about, that it would certainly be that girls destiny to reconcile two families long at variance. So I see that the old wives omen has to-day come true. To be sure, at that time they had in mind the Count, and not Thaddeus.

To this the Warden replied: There are strange things in the world; who can fathom them all! I too will tell you, sir, something which, though not so marvellous as that omen, is nevertheless hard to understand. You know that in old days I should have been glad to drown the Soplica family in a spoonful of water; and yet of this young fellow Thaddeus I was always immensely fond, from his childhood up. I took nonce that whenever he got into a fight with the other lads he always beat them; so, every time that he came to the castle, I kept stirring him up to difficult feats. He succeeded in everything, whether he set out to dislodge the doves from the tower, or to pluck the mistletoe from the oak, or to tear down a crows nest from the highest pine: he was equal to anything. I thought to myself  that boy was born under a happy star; too bad that he is a Soplica! Who would have guessed that in him I was to greet the owner of the castle, the husband of Panna Sophia, Her Grace my Lady!

Here they broke off their conversation, but, deep in thought, they continued to drink; one could only hear now and then these brief words, Yes, yes, Gerwazy; Yes, Protazy.

The bench adjoined the kitchen, the windows of which were standing open and pouring forth smoke as from a conflagration; at last between the clouds of smoke, like a white dove, flashed the shining nightcap of the head cook. The Seneschal, putting his head out of the kitchen window, above the heads of the old men, listened in silence to their talk, and finally handed them some biscuits in a saucer, with the remark:  

Have something to eat with your mead, and I will tell you a curious story of a quarrel that seemed likely to end in a bloody fight, when Rejtan, hunting in the depths of the forests of Naliboki, played a trick on the Prince de Nassau. This trick he nearly atoned for with his own life; I made up the gentlemens quarrel, as I will tell you.

But the Seneschals story was interrupted by the cooks, who inquired whom he would have set the table.

The Seneschal withdrew, and the old men, having finished their mead, turned their thoughtful eyes towards the centre of the garden, where that handsome uhlan was talking with the young lady. At that moment the uhlan, taking her hand in his left (his right hung in a sling, so that he was evidently wounded), addressed the lady with these words:  

Sophia, you positively must tell me this; before we exchange rings, I must be sure of it. What does it matter that last winter you were prepared to give me your promise? I did not accept your promise then, for what did I care for such a forced promise? I had then stayed in Soplicowo but a very short time, and I was not so vain as to flatter myself that by my mere glance I could awaken love in you. I am no braggart; I wished by my own merits to win your regard, even though I might have to wait long for it. Now you are so gracious as to repeat your promise  how have I ever deserved such favour? Perhaps you are taking me, Zosia, not so much from attachment, as because your uncle and aunt are urging you to do so; but marriage, Zosia, is a very serious matter: take counsel of your own heart and do not hearken to any ones authority, either to your uncles threats or to your aunts entreaties. If you feel for me nothing but kindness, we may postpone this betrothal for a time; I do not wish to bind your will: let us wait, Zosia. There is no reason for haste, especially since, yesterday evening, I received orders to remain here in Lithuania as instructor in the local regiment, until I am healed of my wounds. Well, my beloved Zosia?

Raising her head, and looking timidly into his eyes, Zosia replied:  

I do not now remember perfectly what happened so long ago; I know that everybody told me that I must marry you. I always assent to the will of Heaven and the will of my elders. Then, lowering her eyes, she added: Before your departure, if you remember, when Father Robak died on that stormy night, I saw that you were dreadfully sorry to leave us. You had tears in your eyes: those tears, I tell you truly, fell deep into my heart; since then I have trusted your word, that you were fond of me. Whenever I have uttered a prayer for your success, I have always had before my eyes the picture of you with those great shining tears. Later the Chamberlains wife went to Wilno and took me there for the winter; but I longed for Soplicowo and for that little room where you met me for the first time one evening by the table, and where you later bade me farewell. In some strange way the memory of you, like seeds of kale planted in the fall, all through the winter sprouted in my heart, so that, as I tell you, I continually longed for that little room; and something whispered to me that I should find you there again; and so it has happened. While thinking of this, I often had your name on my lips as well  this was at Wilno in the carnival season; the girls said that I was in love. So now, if I love any one, it must surely be you.

Thaddeus, happy at such a proof of affection, took her arm and pressed it to him, and they left the garden for the ladys chamber, for that room that Thaddeus had occupied ten years before.

At this moment the Notary was tarrying there in marvellous array, and proffering his services to his betrothed lady: he bustled about and handed her signet rings, little chains, gallipots and bottles and powders and patches; gay at heart, he gazed in triumph on the young damsel. The young damsel had finished making her toilet, and was sitting before the mirror taking counsel of the Graces; but the maids were still toiling over her, some with curling irons in their hands were freshening the limp ringlets of her tresses, others, on their knees, were working at a flounce.

While the Notary was thus tarrying with his betrothed, a scullion rapped on the window to attract his attention; they had caught sight of a rabbit. The rabbit, stealing out of the willows, had whisked over the meadow and leapt into the garden amid the growing vegetables; there it was seated, and it was an easy matter to fright it from the cabbage patch and to course it, stationing the hounds on the narrow path that it must take. The Assessor ran up, pulling Falcon by the collar; the Notary hurried after him, calling to Bobtail. The Seneschal made them both stand with their dogs near the fence, while he himself with his fly-flapper set out for the garden, and by trampling, whistling, and clapping his hands greatly terrified the poor beast. The huntsmen, each holding his hound by the collar, pointed their fingers to the spot from which the hare was to appear, and made a soft smacking sound with their lips; the hounds pricked up their ears, snuffed the wind with their muzzles and trembled impatiently, like two arrows set on one string. All at once the Seneschal shouted, At him, and the hare darted from behind the fence into the meadow, the hounds after him; and speedily, without making a single turn, Falcon and Bobtail together fell upon the grey rabbit from opposite sides at the same instant, like the two wings of a bird, and buried their teeth like talons in his back. The rabbit gave one cry, like a newborn babe, pitifully! The huntsmen ran up; it already lay breathless, and the hounds were tearing the white fur beneath its belly.

The huntsmen were patting their dogs, but meanwhile while the Seneschal, drawing the hunting-knife that hung at his girdle, cut off the feet and said:  

To-day each dog shall receive an equal fee, for they have gained equal glory; equal was their fleetness and equal was their toil; worthy is the palace of Pac, and worthy is Pac of the palace; worthy are the huntsmen of the hounds, and worthy are the hounds of the huntsmen. Thus is ended your long and furious quarrel; I, whom you appointed your judge and stakeholder, at last give my verdict: you both have triumphed. I return your stakes; let each man keep his own, and do you both sign the treaty.

At the summons of the old man the huntsmen turned beaming faces on each other and joined their long parted right hands. Then the Notary spoke:  

My stake was a horse with its caparison; I also agreed before the district authorities to deposit my ring as a fee for the judge; a forfeit once pledged cannot be withdrawn. Let the Seneschal accept the ring as a reminder of this incident, and let him have engraved on it either his own name or, if he prefers, the armorial bearings of the Hreczechas; the carnelian is smooth, the gold eleven carats fine. The uhlans have now commandeered my horse for their troop, but the caparison remains in my possession; every expert praises this caparison, that it is strong and comfortable, and pretty as a picture. The saddle is narrow, in the Turko-Cossack style; in front it has a pommel, and in the pommel are set precious stones; the seat is covered with a damask pad. And when you leap into your place, you rest on that soft down as comfortably as in a bed; and when you start to gallop  here the Notary Bolesta, who, as is well known, was extremely fond of gestures, spread out his legs as though he were leaping on a horse, and then, imitating a gallop, he swayed slowly to and fro and when you start to gallop, then light flashes from the housing as though gold were dripping from your charger, for the side bands are thickly set with gold and the broad silver stirrups are gilded; on the straps of the bit and on the bridle glitter buttons of mother of pearl, and from the breastplate hangs a crescent shaped like Leliwa, that is, like the new moon. This whole splendid outfit was captured, as rumour reports, in the battle of Podhajce, from a certain Turkish noble of very high station. Accept it, Assessor, as a proof of my esteem.

Happy in his gift, the Assessor replied:  

My stake was the gift that I once received from Prince Sanguszko  my elegant dog-collars, covered with lizard-skin, with rings of gold, and my leash woven of silk, the workmanship of which is as precious as the jewel that glitters upon it. That outfit I wanted to leave as an inheritance for my children; I shall surely have children, for you know that I am to be married to-day. But, my dear Notary, I beg you humbly that you will deign to accept that outfit in exchange for your rich caparison, and as a reminder of the quarrel that was prolonged for so many years and has finally been concluded in a manner honourable to us both.  May harmony flourish between us!

So they returned home, to proclaim at table that the quarrel between Bobtail and Falcon had been concluded.

There was a report that the Seneschal had raised that rabbit in the house and slyly let it out into the garden, in order to make the huntsmen friends by means of too easy a prey. The old man played his trick so mysteriously that he completely fooled all Soplicowo. A scullion, some years later, whispered a word of this, wishing to embroil once more the Assessor and the Notary; but in vain did he spread abroad reports slanderous to the hounds  the Seneschal denied the story, and nobody believed the scullion.

The guests were already assembled in the great hall of the castle, and were conversing around the table as they awaited the banquet, when the Judge entered in the uniform of a wojewoda, escorting Thaddeus and Sophia. Thaddeus, raising his left hand to his forehead, saluted his superior officers with a military bow. Sophia, lowering her eyes and blushing, greeted the guests with a curtsy (she had been taught by Telimena how to curtsy gracefully). On her head she wore a wreath, as a betrothed maiden; for the rest, her costume was the same that she had worn that morning in the chapel, when she brought in her spring sheaf for the Virgin Mary. She had reaped once more, for the guests, a fresh sheaf of greenery, and with one hand she distributed flowers and grasses from it; with the other she adjusted on her head her glittering sickle. The leaders, kissing her hands, took the posies; Zosia curtsied once more to all in turn, her cheeks glowing.

Then General Kniaziewicz took her by the shoulders, and, imprinting a fatherly kiss on her brow, lifted the girl aloft and set her on the table; all clapped their hands and shouted Bravo! being charmed by the girls figure and bearing, and more particularly by her Lithuanian village attire; since for these famous captains, who in their roving life had wandered so long in foreign lands, there was a marvellous charm in the national costume, which reminded them both of the years of their youth and of their loves of long ago: so almost with tears they gathered around the table and gazed eagerly upon her. Some asked Zosia to raise her head and show her eyes; others begged her to be so kind as to turn around  the bashful girl turned around, but covered her eyes with her hands. Thaddeus looked on gaily and rubbed his hands.

Whether some one had counselled Zosia to make her appearance in such garments, or whether she knew by instinct (for a girl always guesses by instinct what is becoming to her), suffice it to say that this morning for the first time in her life Zosia had been scolded for obstinacy by Telimena, since she had refused to put on fashionable attire: at last by her tears she had prevailed on them to let her remain in this village costume.

She wore a long white underskirt and a short gown of green camlet with a pink border; the bodice was also of green, laced crosswise with pink ribbons from the waist to the neck; under it her bosom took refuge like a bud beneath leaves. On her shoulders shone the full white sleeves of the shirt, like the wings of a butterfly stretched for flight; at the wrist they were gathered and fastened with a ribbon; her throat was also encircled by the close-fitting shirt, the collar of which was fastened with a pink knot. Her earrings were artistically carved out of cherry stones; in their making Buzzard Dobrzynski had taken huge pride; they represented two hearts with dart and flame, and had been a present to Zosia when Buzzard was paying his court to her. About her collar hung two strings of amber beads, and on her temples was a wreath of green rosemary; the ribbons that decked her tresses Zosia had thrown back over her shoulders. On her brow, as is the custom with reapers, she had fastened a curved sickle, freshly polished by cutting grasses, bright as the new moon above the brow of Diana.

All admired and clapped their hands. One of the officers took from his pocket a portfolio containing bundles of papers; he undid them, sharpened his pencil, moistened it with his lips, gazed at Zosia, and began to draw. Hardly had the Judge beheld the papers and pencils, when he recognised the artist, though he had been greatly changed by his colonels uniform, his rich epaulets, his truly uhlan-like bearing, his blackened mustache, and a small Spanish beard. The Judge recognised the Count: How are you, Your Excellency? So you keep a travelling painters kit even in your cartridge box! In very truth it was the young Count. He was a soldier of no long standing, but since he had a large income and had fitted out a whole troop of cavalry at his own expense, and had borne himself admirably in the very first battle, the Emperor had to-day just appointed him a colonel. So the Judge greeted the Count and congratulated him on his promotion, but the Count paid no attention, and continued to draw diligently.

In the meantime a second betrothed pair had entered. The Assessor, once in the service of the Tsar, had entered that of Napoleon; he had a company of gendarmes under his command, and, although he had been in office hardly twelve hours, he had already donned a dark blue uniform with Polish facings, and dragged behind him a curved sabre, and clinked his spurs. By his side, with dignified steps, walked his belovèd, dressed with great magnificence, Tekla Hreczecha: for the Assessor had long ago abandoned Telimena, and, the more deeply to wound that coquette, he had turned his hearts devotion to the Seneschals daughter. The bride was not over young, she had perhaps already seen half a century go by; but she was a good housekeeper and a dignified and well-to-do person, for, aside from her ancestral village, her dowry had been increased by a little sum presented to her by the Judge.

For the third pair they waited vainly, a long time. The Judge grew impatient and sent servants; they returned and reported that the third bridegroom, the Notary, when looking for the rabbit, had lost his wedding ring, and was now looking for it in the meadow; meanwhile the Notarys lady was still at her dressing-table, and, though she was herself hurrying and was being aided by the serving women, she had been absolutely unable to finish her toilet: she would scarcely be ready by four oclock.


BOOK XII.  LET US LOVE ONE ANOTHER!

ARGUMENT

The last old-Polish banquet  The state centrepiece  Explanation of its figures  Its transformations  Dombrowski receives a present  More of Penknife  Kniaziewicz receives a present  The first official act of Thaddeus on receiving his inheritance  Remarks of Gerwazy  The concert of concerts  The polonaise  Let us love one another!

Finally with a crash the doors of the hall were thrown wide open, and the Seneschal entered, wearing a cap, and with his head held high; he did not greet the company nor take his place at the table, for to-day the Seneschal emerged in a new character, as Marshal of the Court; he bore a wand in sign of office, and with this wand he indicated to each in turn his place and showed the guests their seats. First of all, as the highest in authority in the wojewodeship, the Chamberlain-Marshal took the place of honour, a velvet chair with ivory arms; next him on the right sat General Dombrowski, and on the left Kniaziewicz, Pac, and Malachowski. Amid this company the Chamberlains wife had her seat; farther on other ladies, officers, magnates, country gentry, and neighbours, men and women alternately, all took places in order as the Seneschal indicated.

The Judge, with a bow, withdrew from the banquet; in the yard he was entertaining a throng of peasants, whom he had gathered at a table a furlong in length; he himself sat at one end and the parish priest at the other. Thaddeus and Sophia did not take seats at the table; being occupied with serving the peasants, they ate as they walked. Such was the ancient custom  that new owners of a farm, at the first feast, should wait on the common folk.

Meanwhile the guests, as in the castle hall they awaited the bringing in of the food, gazed with amazement at the great centrepiece, the metal and the workmanship of which were equally precious. There is a tradition that Prince Radziwill the Orphan had this set made to order in Venice, and had it decorated in Polish style according to his own ideas. The centrepiece had later been carried off in the time of the Swedish wars, and had found its way in some mysterious manner into this country gentlemans mansion; to-day it had been brought forth from the treasury and it now occupied the middle of the table, forming an immense circle, like a coach wheel.

The centrepiece, which was coated from rim to rim with froth and sugar white as snow, counterfeited marvellously well a winter landscape. In the centre a huge grove of confections showed dark; on the sides were houses which seemed to form peasant villages and hamlets of gentry, and which were coated, not with hoar frost, but with sugary froth; the edges were decorated with little porcelain figures in Polish costumes: like actors on a stage, they were evidently representing some striking event; their gestures were artistically reproduced, the colours were individual; they lacked only voice  for the rest they seemed to be alive.

What is it that they represent? asked the curious guests; whereupon the Seneschal, raising his wand, spoke as follows (meanwhile brandy was being served, in preparation for dinner):  



With your permission, honoured gentlemen and guests, those persons whom you see there in countless numbers represent the progress of a Polish district diet, its consultations, voting, triumphs, and disputes; I myself guessed the meaning of this scene, and I will explain it to the company.

There on the right may be seen a numerous assembly of gentry: they have evidently been invited to a banquet, preceding the diet; the board is waiting ready set, but no one is showing the guests their seats; they are standing in groups, and each group is deep in discussion. Notice that in the centre of each group stands a man from whose parted lips, wide-open eyes, and restless hands you may see that he is an orator and is expounding something, that he is explaining it with his finger and marking it on his palm. These orators are recommending their candidates with various success, as may be seen from the bearing of the brother gentlemen.

You may be sure that there in the second group the gentry are listening with attention: this good man has tucked his hands into his belt and has pricked up his ears; that other is holding his hand to his ear and is silently twirling his mustache; he is evidently gathering in the words and storing them up in his memory. The orator takes solid comfort in seeing that his hearers are converted; he strokes his pocket, for he already has their votes in his pocket.

But in the third gathering the situation is quite different: here the orator must catch his auditors by their belts  notice how they are pulling away and turning aside their ears; notice how this auditor bristles with wrath; he has raised his arms and is threatening the orator and stopping his mouth; he has evidently heard praise showered on his opponent. That other man has bent down his brow like a bull; you might think him about to toss the orator on his horns. This party are drawing their sabres, and those others have started to flee.

One gentleman stands silent and alone between the groups; he is evidently a non-partisan and is timidly hesitating for whom to give his vote! He does not know, and is at odds with himself; he leaves it to chance  he has lifted up his hands and extended his thumbs; with his eyes shut he aims nail against nail; evidently he will trust his vote to fortune; if the thumbs meet, he will cast an affirmative ballot, but if they miss he will deposit a negative.

On the left is another scene, a convent refectory, transformed into the assembly hall of the gentry. The older men are seated in a row on benches; the younger are standing and looking curiously over their heads towards the centre; in the centre stands the Marshal, holding the urn in his hands; he is counting the balls, and the gentry devour them with their eyes; he has just shaken out the last one: the Apparitors raise their hands and announce the name of the elected official.

One gentlemen has no respect for the general concord: see, he has thrust in his head from the window of the refectory kitchen; see his wide-open eyes, how insolently he stares; he has opened his mouth as though he wanted to eat up the whole roomful: it is easy to guess that this gentlemen has shouted Veto! See how at that sudden challenge to a quarrel the throng is crowding to the door; they are evidently on their way to the kitchen; they have drawn their swords, and a bloody fight is sure to break out.

But there in the corridor, sirs, pray notice that reverend old priest advancing in his chasuble; that is the Prior bringing the Host from the altar, while a boy in a surplice rings a bell and asks all to give way. The gentry at once sheathe their sabres, cross themselves, and kneel; but the priest turns in the direction whence a clink of arms is still heard: soon he will arrive, and at once he will calm and reconcile all.

Ah, you young men, do not remember this, how among our turbulent, self-willed gentry, always under arms though they were, no police were ever needed: while the true faith flourished, laws were respected; there was liberty with order and glory along with plenty I In other lands, I hear, the government maintains soldiers and all sorts of policemen, gendarmes, and constables. But if the sword alone guards the public security, then I shall never believe that liberty can exist in those lands.

Suddenly, tapping his snuffbox, the Chamberlain said:  

Seneschal, I pray you, postpone these stories until later; this diet is a curious thing, to be sure, but we are hungry; pray, sir, have them bring in the dinner.

Bending down his wand to the floor, the Seneschal replied:  

Your Excellency, pray grant me this indulgence; I will speedily finish with the last scene of the district diets. Here is the new Marshal, borne out of the refectory on the shoulders of his partisans; see how the brother gentlemen are throwing up their caps and standing with open mouths  vivats! But there on the other side lingers the outvoted candidate, all alone, with his cap pulled down over his gloomy brow; his wife is waiting in front of her house, and has guessed what is going on. Poor woman, now she is fainting in the arms of her maid! Poor woman, she was to have received the title of Right Honourable, but now she is left just Honourable for three more years!

Here the Seneschal concluded his description, and gave a sign with his wand; immediately lackeys began to enter in pairs, bringing the different dishes: the beet soup called royal, and the old-Polish broth, artistically prepared, into which the Seneschal in marvellous and mysterious wise had thrown several pearls and a piece of money; such broth purifies the blood and fortifies the health; after it came other dishes  but who could describe them all! Who would even comprehend those dishes of kontuz, arkas, and blemas, no longer known in our times, with their ingredients of cod, stuffing, civet, musk, caramel, pine nuts, damson plums! And those fish! Dry salmon from the Danube, sturgeon, Venetian and Turkish caviare, pikes and pickerel a cubit long, flounders, and capon carp, and noble carp! Finally a culinary mystery: an uncut fish, fried at the head, baked in the middle, and with its tail in a ragout with sauce.

The guests did not ask the names of the dishes, nor were they halted by that curious mystery; they ate everything rapidly with a soldiers appetite, filling their glasses with the generous Hungarian wine.

But meanwhile the great centrepiece had changed its colour, and, stripped of its snow, had already turned green; for the light froth of sugared ice, slowly warmed by the summer heat, had melted and disclosed a foundation hitherto hidden from the eye: so the landscape now represented a new time of year, shining with a green, many-coloured spring. Various grains came forth, as if yeast were making them grow; gilded ears of saffron wheat were seen in rich profusion, also rye, clad in leaves of picturesque silver, and buckwheat, made artistically of chocolate, and orchards blooming with pears and apples.

The guests had scant time to enjoy the gifts of summer; in vain they begged the Seneschal to prolong them. Already the centrepiece, like a planet in its appointed revolution, was changing the season of the year; already the grain, painted with gold, had gathered warmth from the room, and was slowly melting; already the grasses were growing yellow and the leaves were turning crimson and were falling; you might have said that an autumn wind was blowing; finally those trees, gorgeous an instant before, now stood naked, as if they had been stripped by the winds and the frost; they were sticks of cinnamon, or twigs of laurel that counterfeited pines, being clad in caraway seeds instead of needles.

The guests, as they drank their wine, began to tear off the branches, stumps, and roots, and to chew them as a relish. The Seneschal walked about the centrepiece, and, full of joy, turned triumphant eyes upon the guests.

Henryk Dombrowski feigned great amazement, and said:  

My friend the Seneschal, are these Chinese shadows? Or has Pinety given you his demons as servants? Do such centrepieces still exist among you, here in Lithuania, and do all men feast in this ancient fashion? Tell me, for I have passed my life abroad.

No, Your Excellency the General, said the Seneschal with a bow, these are no godless arts! This is only a reminder of those famous banquets that used to be given in the mansions of our ancient magnates, when Poland enjoyed happiness and power! All that I have done I learned by reading in this book. You ask me whether this custom has been preserved everywhere in Lithuania. Alas, new fashions are already creeping in even among us! Many a young gentleman exclaims that he cannot stand the expense; he eats like a Jew, grudging his guests food and drink; he is stingy with the Hungarian wine, and drinks that devilish, adulterated, fashionable Muscovite champagne; then in the evening he loses as much money at cards as would suffice for a banquet for a hundred gentlemen and brothers. Even  for what I have in my heart I will to-day speak out frankly; let not the Chamberlain take it ill of me  when I was getting that wonderful centre-*piece from the treasure room, then even the Chamberlain, even he made fun of me, saying that this was a tiresome, antiquated contrivance  that it looked like a childs plaything and was unfit for such famous men as we have with us to-day! Judge!  even you, Judge, said that it would bore the guests! And yet, so far as I may infer from the amazement of the company, I see that this is fine art, that it was worthy of being seen! I doubt whether a like occasion will ever again return for entertaining at Soplicowo such dignitaries. I see, General, that you are an expert at banquets; pray accept this book: it will be of use to you some day when you are giving a feast for a company of foreign monarchs, or perhaps one even for Napoleon himself. But permit me, before I tender the book to you, to relate by what chance it fell into my hands.

Suddenly a murmur arose outside the door, and many voices shouted in unison, Long live Cock-on-the-Steeple! A throng pushed into the hall, with Maciej at their head. The Judge led the guest by the hand to the table and gave him a high seat among the leaders, saying:  



Pan Maciej, unkind neighbour, you come very late, when dinner is almost over.

I eat early, replied Dobrzynski; I did not come here for food, but only because I was overpowered by curiosity to see close at hand our national army. Of this much might be said; it is neither fish, flesh, nor fowl. These gentlemen caught sight of me and brought me here by force; and you, sir, are compelling me to seat myself at your table  I thank you, neighbour.

With these words he turned his plate bottom upwards, as a sign that he would not eat, and relapsed into glum silence.

Pan Dobrzynski, said General Dombrowski to him, are you that famous swordsman of the Kosciuszko times, that Maciej, called Switch! Your fame has reached me. And pray tell me, is it possible that you are still so hale, so vigorous! How many years have gone by! See, I have grown old; see, Kniaziewicz too has grizzled hair; but you might still enter the lists against young men. And your switch doubtless blooms as it did long ago; I have heard that recently you birched the Muscovites. But where are your brethren? I should beyond measure like to see those penknives and razors of yours, the last relics of ancient Lithuania.

After that victory, General, said the Judge, almost all the Dobrzynskis took refuge in the Grand Duchy, and must have entered one or other of the legions.

Why certainly, answered a young squadron commander, I have in the second company a mustachioed scarecrow, Sergeant-Major Dobrzynski, who calls himself Sprinkler, but whom the Masovians call the Lithuanian bear. If you bid me, General, we will have him brought in.



There are several other natives of Lithuania here, said a lieutenant. One such soldier is known under the name of Razor; another carries a blunderbuss and rides with the sharp-shooters; there are likewise two grenadiers named Dobrzynski in the chasseur regiment.

Well, but I want to know about their chief, said the General, about that Penknife of whom the Seneschal has told me so many marvels, worthy of one of the giants of old times.

Penknife, said the Seneschal, though he did not go into exile, nevertheless feared the result of an investigation, and hid himself from the Muscovites; all winter the poor fellow roamed about the forests, and he has only recently come forth from them. In these times of war he might have been good for something, for he is a valorous man, only he is unfortunately a trifle bowed by age. But here he is.

Here the Seneschal pointed towards the vestibule, where servants and peasants were standing crowded together. Above the heads of all a shining bald pate showed itself suddenly like the full moon; thrice it emerged and thrice it vanished in the cloud of heads; the Warden was bowing as he strode forward, until finally he made his way out of the press, and said:  

Your Excellency the Hetman of the Crown  or General  never mind which is the correct title  I am Rembajlo, and I present myself at your summons with this my penknife, which, not by its setting nor by its inscriptions but by its temper, has won such fame that even Your Excellency knows of it. If it knew how to speak, perchance it would say somewhat in praise even of this old arm, which, thank God, has served long and faithfully the Fatherland and likewise the family of the Horeszkos: of which fact the memory is still famous among men. My boy, rarely does a bookkeeper on an estate mend pens so deftly as this penknife cleaves heads: it were long to count them! And noses and ears without number! But there is not a single nick upon it, and no murderous deed has ever stained it, but only open war, or a duel. Only once!  may the Lord give him eternal rest!  an unarmed man, alas, fell beneath its edge! But even that, God is my witness, was pro publico bono.

Show it to me, said General Dombrowski with a laugh. That is a lovely penknife, a real headsmans sword!

He gazed with amazement on the huge blade, and passed it on to the other officers; all of them tried it, but hardly one of the officers could lift that blade on high. They said that Dembinski, famous for his strength of arm, could have brandished the broadsword, but he was not there. Of those present only the squadron commander Dwernicki, and Lieutenant Rozycki, the leader of a platoon, managed to swing the iron pole: thus the blade was passed for trial from hand to hand along the line.

But General Kniaziewicz, the tallest of stature, proved to be also the stoutest of arm. Seizing the huge blade, he swung it as lightly as a common sword and flashed it like lightning over the heads of the guests, recalling to their minds the tricks of the Polish school of fencing, the cross stroke, the mill, the crooked slash, the downright blow, the stolen slash, and the attitudes of counterpoint and tierce, which he knew likewise, for he had been trained in the School of Cadets.

While he was still laughing and fencing, Rembajlo had kneeled and embraced him about the knees, and was groaning out between his tears, at every turn of the sword:  

Beautiful! General, were you ever a confederate? Beautiful, splendid! That is the Pulawskis thrust! Thus Dzierzanowski bore himself! That is Sawas thrust! Who can so have trained your arm except Maciej Dobrzynski! But that? General, that is my invention; in Heavens name, I do not wish to boast, but that stroke is known only in Rembajlo hamlet, and from my name it is called My-boys slash. Who can have taught it to you? That is my stroke, mine!

He rose and clasped the General in his arms.

Now I can die in peace! There still exists a man who will fondle my darling child; for I have long been grieving, both day and night, at the thought that after my death this my blade might rust away! Now it will not rust! Your Excellency the General, forgive me!  throw away those spits, those German swordlets; it is shameful for a gentlemans son to wear that little cane! Take instead a sabre such as befits a gentleman: now I lay at your feet this my penknife, which is the most precious thing that I possess in all the world. I have never had a wife, I have never had a child: it has been both wife and child to me; from my embrace it has never departed; from dawn till dark have I petted it; it has slept by night at my side! And since I have grown old, it has been hanging on the wall above my couch, like Gods commandments over the Jews! I thought to have it buried in my grave along with my arm; but I have found an owner for it. May it be your servant!

The General, half laughing, and half touched with emotion, replied:  

Comrade, if you give up to me your wife and child, you will be left for the rest of your life very solitary and old, a widower and without children! Tell me how I may recompense you for this precious gift, and with what I may sweeten your childless widowhood!

Am I Cybulski, answered the Warden mournfully, who gambled away his wife, playing marriage with the Muscovites, as the song relates?  I am quite content that my penknife will still gleam before the world in such a hand. Only remember, General, to give it a long strap, well let out, for the blade is long; and always hew from the left ear with both hands  then you will cut through from head to belly.

The General took the penknife, but since it was very long and he could not wear it, the servants put it away in an ammunition waggon. As to what became of it there are various tales, but no one knew with certainty, either then or later.

Dombrowski turned to Maciek:  

What have you to say, comrade? Can it be that you are not glad at our coming? Why are you silent and glum? How can your heart help leaping up when you see the gold and silver eagles, and when the trumpeters trumpet Kosciuszkos reveille close to your ear? Maciek, I thought that you were more of a fighting man: if you do not seize your sabre and mount your horse, at least you will gaily drink with your colleagues to the health of Napoleon and the hopes of Poland!

Ha! said Maciej, I have heard and I see what is going on! But, sir, two eagles never nest together! Lords favour, hetman, rides a piebald steed! The Emperor a great hero! On that subject we could expend much talk! I remember that my friends the Pulawskis used to say, as they gazed on Dumouriez, that Poland needed a Polish hero, no Frenchman or Italian either, but a Piast, a Jan or a Jozef, or a Maciek  thats all. The army! They say it is Polish! But these fusileers, sappers, grenadiers, and cannoneers! You hear, in that crowd, more German than native titles! Who can understand them! And then you must certainly have with you Turks or Tatars or Schismatics, or men of God knows what faith: I have seen it myself; they are assaulting the peasant women in the villages, plundering the passers-by, pillaging the churches! The Emperor is bound for Moscow! That is a long road if he has set out without the blessing of God. I have heard that he has already incurred the bishops curse; all this is  

Here Maciej dipped some bread in his soup, munched it, and did not finish his last phrase.

Macieks speech did not suit the taste of the Chamberlain, and the young men began to murmur; the Judge interrupted the wrangling, by announcing the arrival of the third betrothed couple.

It was the Notary; he announced himself as the Notary, but nobody recognised him. He had hitherto worn the Polish costume, but now his future wife, Telimena, had forced him by a clause in the marriage articles to renounce the kontusz; so the Notary willy-nilly had assumed French garb. The dress coat had evidently deprived him of half his soul; he strode along as if he had swallowed a walking-stick, stiffly and straight forward; like a crane, he dared not look to the right or the left. His expression was composed, and yet from his expression one could see that he was in torture; he did not know how to bow or where to put his hands, he, who was so fond of gestures! He tucked his hands into his belt  there was no belt  he only stroked himself self on the stomach; he noticed his mistake, was greatly confused, turned red as a lobster, and hid both his hands in the same pocket of his dress coat. He advanced as if running the gauntlet, amid whispers and banter, feeling as ashamed of his dress coat as of a dishonourable deed; at last he met the eyes of Maciek, and trembled with fright.

Maciej had hitherto lived on very friendly terms with the Notary; but now he turned on him so sharp and furious a glance that the Notary grew pale and began to button his coat, thinking that Maciej would tear it off him with his glance. Dobrzynski merely repeated twice over in a loud voice, Idiot! and was so fearfully disgusted with the Notarys change of garb that he at once rose from the table; slipping out without saying good-bye, he mounted his horse and returned to the hamlet.

But meanwhile the Notarys fair sweetheart, Telimena, was spreading abroad the gleams of her beauty and of her toilet, from top to toe of the very latest style. What manner of gown she wore, and what her coiffure was like, it were vain to write, for the pen could never express it; only the pencil could portray those tulles, muslins, laces, cashmeres, pearls and precious stones  and her rosy cheeks and lively glances!

The Count at once recognised her, and, pale with astonishment, rose from the table and looked about him for his sword.

And is it thou! he cried, or do my eyes deceive me? Thou? In my presence? Dost clasp anothers hand? O faithless being, O traitorous soul! And dost thou not hide thy face for shame beneath the earth? Art thou so unmindful of thy vows so lately made? Ah, man of easy faith! Why have I worn these ribbons! But woe to the rival who so contemns me! Only across my body shall he advance to the altar!

The guests arose; the Notary was in frightful distress; the Chamberlain was making hurried efforts to reconcile the rivals, but Telimena, taking the Count aside, whispered to him:  

The Notary has not yet taken me as his wife: if you have anything against his doing so, answer me this, and answer me right off, short and to the point: do you love me, have you not yet changed your affections, are you ready to marry me right off; right off, to-day? If you agree, I will give up the Notary.

O woman beyond my comprehension! said the Count, formerly in thy feelings thou wast poetic; but now thou seemest altogether prosaic. What are your marriages except chains that bind only the hands and not the spirit? Believe me, there are proffers of love even without an avowal of it, and there are duties even without an engagement! Two burning hearts at the two ends of the earth converse together like stars with trembling beams. Who knows? Perhaps for this very reason the earth so aspires towards the sun, and is thus ever dear to the moon  that they gaze upon each other eternally, and run towards each other by the shortest path, but can never draw near to each other!

Enough of that, she interrupted; by the grace of God I am no planet, Count! Enough, Count, I am a woman. I know whats coming; make an end to all this chatter. Now I warn you; if you utter one word to break off my marriage, then, as God is in Heaven, I will jump at you with these nails and  

I will not disturb your happiness, madam, said the Count, and he turned away his eyes, full of grief and contempt; and, in order to punish his faithless sweetheart, he chose the Chamberlains daughter as the object of his constant flames.

The Seneschal was eager to make peace between the estranged young men by citing wise examples, so he began to recount the story of the wild boar of the forests of Naliboki, and of the quarrel between Rejtan and the Prince de Nassau; but meanwhile the guests had finished eating their ices and were going outside the castle into the yard, to enjoy the fresh air.

There the peasantry were just finishing their banquet, and pitchers of mead were going the rounds; the musicians were already tuning their instruments and summoning people to dance. They looked for Thaddeus, who was standing some distance away and whispering something of pressing moment to his future wife:  

Sophia, I must take counsel with you in a very important matter; I have already asked my uncles opinion, and he is not opposed. You know that a considerable portion of the villages that I am to be the owner of, according to the law ought to have descended to you. These serfs are not my subjects, but yours; I should not venture to dispose of their affairs without the consent of their lady. Now, when we ourselves possess once more our beloved Fatherland, shall the peasants by that happy change gain only this much, that they receive another lord? To be sure, they have hitherto been governed with kindness, but after my death God knows to whom I may leave them; I am a soldier, and we both are mortal; I am a man, and I fear my own caprices: I shall act with greater security if I renounce my own authority and give over the fate of the villagers into the protection of the law. Being free ourselves, let us make the villagers free likewise; let us grant them as their own the possession of the land on which they were born, which they have gained by bloody toil, and from which they nourish us all and make us all rich. But I must warn you that the grant of these lands will lessen our income; we must live in moderate circumstances. I from my youth am wonted to a frugal life; but you, Sophia, spring from a mighty line, and have passed your early years in the capital  will you consent to live in a village, far from the great world, like a country girl?

In reply Zosia said modestly,  

I am a woman, authority does not belong to me. You will be my husband; I am too young to give advice  whatever you arrange, I agree to with all my heart! If by freeing the villagers you become poorer, then, Thaddeus, you will be all the dearer to my heart. Of my family I know little, and to it I am quite indifferent; I remember only that I was poor and an orphan, and that I was taken in as a daughter by the Soplicas, that I was brought up in their house and married from it. Of the country I am not afraid: if I have lived in a great city, that was long ago; I have forgotten it, and have always loved the country. Believe me, that my hens and roosters have given me more amusement than all those St. Petersburgs, If at times I have longed for amusement and for society, that was from childishness; I know now that the city wearies me. I convinced myself last winter, after a short stay in Wilno, that I was born for a country life; in the midst of gaieties I longed once more for Soplicowo. And I am not afraid of work, for I am young and strong; I know how to walk about the place and wear a bunch of keys: you will see how quickly I shall learn how to manage the household!



While Zosia was speaking these last words, Gerwazy came up to her, amazed and glum.

I know it already, he said, the Judge has already been speaking of this liberty! But I do not understand what that has to do with peasants! I am afraid that there may be something a trifle German in this! Why, liberty is not a peasants affair, but a gentlemans! To be sure, we are all derived from Adam, but I have heard that the peasants proceed from Ham, the Jews from Japhet, and we gentry from Shem; hence we are lords over both, as the elder brothers. But now the parish priest gives us different teaching from the pulpit  he says that so it was under the old law; but that when once Christ our Lord, though he sprang from the blood of kings, was born among Jews in a peasants stable, from that time on he has made equal all classes of men and brought in peace among them. Well, so be it, since it cant be otherwise! Especially if, as I hear, Your Excellency my Lady Sophia has agreed to everything; it is for you to give orders and for me to obey them: authority belongs to you alone. Only I warn you that we must not grant merely an empty liberty, in words alone, like that under the Muscovites, when the late Pan Karp freed his serfs and the Muscovite starved them to death with a triple tax. So it is my advice that according to the ancient custom we make the peasants nobles and proclaim that we bestow on them our own coats of arms. You, my lady, will bestow on some villages the Half-Goat; to others let Pan Soplica give his Star and Crescent. Then will even Rembajlo recognize the peasant as his equal, when he beholds him an honourable gentleman, with a coat of arms. The Diet will confirm the act.

But, sir, do not make anxious your lady wife by saying that the giving up of the lands will make you both so extremely poor; God forbid that I should see the hands of a dignitarys daughter hardened with housewifely labour. There is a way of preventing this: in the castle I know of a certain chest in which lies the table service of the Horeszkos and with it various rings, necklaces, bracelets, rich plumes, caparisons, and marvellous swords  the Pantlers treasures, hidden from plunderers, in the ground; to Pani Sophia, as his heiress, they belong; I have guarded them in the castle like the eyes in my head, keeping them from the Muscovites, and from you, my Soplica friends. I have likewise a good-sized pouch of my own thalers, saved from my earnings, and likewise from the gifts of my masters; I had intended, when the castle should be returned to us, to devote some pennies to the repairing of the walls  to-day it turns out that they will be needed for the new style of farming. And so, Pan Soplica, I am moving to your abode; I shall live with my lady, on her bounty, and shall rock to sleep a third generation of Horeszkos; I will train my ladys child to use the penknife, if it is a son  and she will have a son, for wars are coming on, and in time of war sons are always born.

Hardly had Gerwazy spoken these last words, when Protazy approached with dignified steps; he bowed, and took from the bosom of his kontusz a huge panegyric, two and a half sheets long. It had been composed in rime by a young subaltern, who once had been a famous writer of odes in the capital; he had later donned a uniform, but, retaining even in the army his devotion to letters, he still continued to make verses. The Apparitor read aloud full three hundred of them; at last, when he came to the place:  



Thou whose fair eyes

Rouse in us painful joys and blissful sighs;

When on Bellonas ranks thy glance descends,

All spears are broken and each buckler bends:

To-day soft Hymen conquers cruel Mars;

Thy gentle hand the hissing serpents tears }

From Discords hydra front, emblem of dreadful wars  }

Thaddeus and Sophia began to clap vigorously, as if in applause, but really because they did not wish to hear further. Now at the Judges bidding the parish priest mounted the table and proclaimed Thaddeuss determination to the villagers.

Hardly had the peasants heard this news, when they leapt towards their young master and fell at the feet of their lady. The health of our masters! they shouted with tears, and Thaddeus shouted, The health of our fellow citizens, free Poles, our equals! I propose the health of the common people! said Dombrowski  the people shouted: Long live the generals, vivat the army, vivat the people, vivat all classes! With a thousand voices, one health thundered after another.

Buchmann alone did not deign to share in the general joy; he praised the project, but would have preferred to change it slightly, and first of all to appoint a legal commission, which should  but the shortness of the time prevented them from adopting Buchmanns advice, for in the yard of the castle the officers and ladies, the privates and the village girls were already standing in couples: the polonaise! they all shouted with one breath. The officers were bringing up the army musicians, but the Judge whispered in the Generals ear:  

Pray give orders for the band to restrain itself for a while longer. You know that to-day sees the betrothal of my nephew, and it is the ancient custom of our family to celebrate betrothals and marriages with village music. Look, there stand the player of the dulcimer, the fiddler, and the bagpiper, all worthy musicians  already the fiddler is making mouths, and the bagpiper is bowing and begging with his eyes that I will have them begin  the poor fellows will weep. The common folk will not know how to skip to other music; so let them begin and let the folk have their fun; afterwards we will listen to your excellent band.

He made a sign. The fiddler tucked up the sleeve of his coat, squeezed tightly the finger board, rested his chin on the tailpiece, and sent his bow over the fiddle like a race horse. At this signal, the bagpipers, who were standing close by, blew into their sacks and filled their cheeks with breath, making a quick motion with their arms as though flapping their wings; you might have thought that the pair would fly off on the breeze, like the chubby children of Boreas. But there was no dulcimer.

There were many players of the dulcimer, but none of them dared to perform in Jankiels presence. (Jankiel had been spending the whole winter no one knows where; now he had suddenly made his appearance along with the General Staff.) Everybody knew that no one could compare with him in playing that instrument, either in skill, taste, or talent. They begged him to play and offered him the dulcimer; the Jew refused, saying that his hands had grown stiff, that he was out of practice, that he did not dare to, that he was embarrassed by the men of high station; with many a bow he was stealing away. When Zosia saw this, she ran up, and with one white hand proffered him the hammers with which the master was wont to sound the strings; with the other hand she stroked the old mans grey beard, and said with a curtsy:  



Jankiel, be so good; you see this is my betrothal; play for me, Jankiel. Havent you often promised to play at my wedding?

Jankiel, who was beyond measure fond of Zosia, nodded his beard as a sign that he did not refuse. So they led him into the centre of the company and put his instrument on his knees; he gazed on it with delight and pride, like a veteran called back to active service, when his grandsons take down from the wall his heavy sword: the old man laughs, though it is long since he has had a sword in his hand, for he feels that his hand will not yet betray the weapon.

Meanwhile two of his pupils were kneeling by the dulcimer, tuning the strings afresh and twanging them as a test of their work. Jankiel with half-closed eyes sat silent and held the hammers motionless in his fingers.

He lowered them, at first beating a triumphal measure; then he smote the strings more briskly, as with a torrent of rain: all were amazed, but that was only a test, for he suddenly broke off and lifted both hammers aloft.

He played anew; now the strings trembled with motions as light as though the wing of a fly were sounding on the string, giving forth a gentle, hardly audible buzzing. The master fixed his gaze on the sky, awaiting inspiration; he looked down and surveyed the instrument with a haughty eye, he raised his hands and lowered them together, and smote with both hammers at once; the auditors were amazed.  

All at once from many strings there burst forth a sound as though a whole janissaries band had become vocal with bells and cymbals and drums. The Polonaise of the Third of May thundered forth! The rippling notes breathed of joy, they poured joy into ones ears; the girls wanted to dance and the boys could not stand still  but the notes carried the thoughts of the old men back into the past, to those happy years when the Senate and the House of Deputies, after that great day of the Third of May, celebrated in the assembly hall the reconciliation of King and Nation; when they danced and sang, Vivat our beloved King, vivat the Diet, vivat the people, vivat all classes!

The master kept quickening the time and playing with greater power, but suddenly he struck a false chord like the hiss of a snake, like the grating of iron on glass  it sent a shudder through every one, and mingled with the general gaiety an ill-omened foreboding. Disturbed and alarmed, the hearers wondered whether the instrument might not be out of tune, or the musician be making a blunder. Such a master had not blundered! He purposely kept touching that traitorous string and breaking up the melody, striking louder and louder that angry chord, confederated against the harmony of the tones; at last the Warden understood the master, covered his face in his hands, and cried, I know, I know those notes; that is Targowica! And suddenly the ill-omened string broke with a hiss; the musician rushed to the treble notes, broke up and confused the measure, abandoned the treble notes, and hurried his hammers to the bass strings.

One could hear louder and louder a thousand noises, measured marching, war, an attack, a storm; one could hear the reports of guns, the groans of children, the weeping of mothers. So finely did the wonderful master render the horrors of a storm that the village girls trembled, calling to mind with tears of grief the Massacre of Praga, which they knew from song and story; they were glad when finally the master thundered with all the strings at once, and choked the outcries as though he had crushed them into the earth.

Hardly did the hearers have time to recover from their amazement, when once more the music changed: at first there were once more light and gentle hummings; a few thin strings complained together, like flies striving to free themselves from the spiders web. But more and more strings joined them; now the scattered tones were blended and legions of chords were united; now they advanced measuredly with harmonious notes, forming the mourrlful melody of that famous song of the wandering soldier who travels through woods and through forests, ofttimes fainting with woe and with hunger: at last he falls at the feet of his faithful steed, and the steed with his foot digs a grave for him. A poor old song, yet very dear to the Polish troops! The soldiers recognized it, and the privates crowded about the master; they hearkened, and they remembered that dreadful season when over the grave of their country they had sung this song and departed for the ends of the earth; they called to mind their long years of wandering, over lands and seas, over frosts and burning sands, amid foreign peoples, where often in camp they had been cheered and heartened by this folk song. So thinking, they sadly bowed their heads!

But they raised them straightway, for the master was playing stronger and higher notes; he changed his measure, and proclaimed something quite different from what had preceded. Once more he looked down and measured the strings with his eye; he joined his hands and smote with the two hammers in unison: the blow was so artistic, so powerful, that the strings rang like brazen trumpets, and from the trumpets a well-known song floated to the heavens, a triumphal march, Poland has not yet perished; march, Dombrowski, to Poland!  And all clapped their hands, and all shouted in chorus, March, Dombrowski!

The musician seemed amazed at his own song; he dropped the hammers from his hands and raised his arms aloft; his fox-skin cap dropped from his head to his shoulders; his uplifted beard waved majestically; his cheeks glowed with a strange flush; in his glance, full of spirit, shone the lire of youth. At last, when the old man turned his eyes on Dombrowski, he covered them with his hands, and from under his hands gushed a stream of tears.

General, said he, long has our Lithuania awaited thee  long, even as we Jews have awaited the Messiah; of thee in olden times minstrels prophesied among the folk; thy coming was heralded by a marvel in the sky. Live and wage war, O thou our

As he spoke, he sobbed; the honest Jew loved his country like a Pole! Dombrowski extended his hand to him and thanked him; Jankiel, doffing his cap, kissed the leaders hand.

It was time to begin the polanaise.  The Chamberlain stepped forward, and, lightly throwing back the flowing sleeves of his kontusz and twirling his mustache, he offered his arm to Zosia; with a polite bow he invited her to lead off in the first couple. Behind the Chamberlain a long line of couples formed; the signal was given and the dance began  he was its leader.

Over the greensward glittered his crimson boots, the light gleamed from his sabre and his rich girdle shone; he advanced slowly, with seeming carelessness  yet in every step and every motion one could read the feelings and the thoughts of the dancer. He stopped, as if he wished to question his lady; he bent his head down towards her as if wishing to whisper in her ear; the lady averted her head, was bashful, would not listen; he doffed his white cap and bowed humbly; the lady deigned to gaze upon him, but still kept a stubborn silence; he slackened his pace, followed her glances with his eyes, and at last he laughed.  Happy in her reply, he advanced more quickly, gazing down at his rivals; now he hung his white cap with its herons plumes over his brow, now he shook it above his brow; at last he cocked it over his ear and twirled his mustache. He strode on; all felt envious of him and pressed upon him in pursuit; he would have been glad to steal away from the throng with his lady; at times he stood still, courteously raised his hand, and humbly begged them to pass by; sometimes he meditated withdrawing adroitly to one side; he often changed his course, and would have been glad to elude his comrades, but they importunately followed him with swift steps, and encircled him from all sides in the evolutions of the dance: so he grew angry, and laid his right hand on his sword hilt, as if to say: I care not for you; woe to those who are jealous of me! He turned about with a haughty brow and with a challenge in his eye, and made straight for the throng; the throng of dancers did not dare withstand him, but retired from his path  and, changing their formation, they started again in pursuit of him.  

Cries rang out on all sides: Ah, perhaps he is the last  watch, watch, you young men  perhaps he is the last who can lead the polonaise in such fashion! And the couples followed one another merrily and uproariously; the circle would disperse and then contract once more! As when an immense serpent twines into a thousand folds, so there was seen a perpetual change amid the gay, parti-coloured garments of the ladies, the gentlemen, and the soldiers, like glittering scales gilded by the beams of the western sun and relieved against the dark pillows of turf. Brisk was the dance and loud the music, the applause, and the drinking of healths.

Corporal Buzzard Dobrzynski alone neither listened to the band, nor danced, nor made him merry; with his hands behind him he stood glum and sullen and called to mind his old-time wooing of Zosia; how he had loved to bring her flowers, to plait little baskets, to gather birds nests, to make little earrings. Ungrateful girl! Though he had wasted upon her so many lovely gifts, though she had fled from him, though his father had forbidden him, yet how many times he had sat on the wall just to see her through the window, and had stolen into the hemp in order to watch how she tended her little flower garden, picked cucumbers, or fed the roosters! Ungrateful girl! He drooped his head; finally he whistled a mazurka; then he jammed his casque down over his ears and went to the camp, where the sentinels were standing by the cannon: there, to distract his mind, he began a game of cribbage with the private soldiers, and sweetened his sorrow with the cup. Such was the constancy of Dobrzynski to Zosia.

Zosia was dancing merrily: but, though she was in the first couple, from a distance she could hardly be seen; on the broad surface of the turf-spread court, in her green gown and decked with garlands and with flowery wreaths, she circled amid the grasses and flowers unseen in her flight, guiding the dance as an angel guides the motion of the stars by night: you could guess where she was, for towards her all eyes were turned and all arms stretched out; towards her the tumult pressed. In vain did the Chamberlain strive to remain by her side; his envious rivals had already pressed him out of the first couple: nor did the happy Dombrowski long enjoy his triumph; he yielded her to a second, but a third was already hastening up; and he, too, at once pressed aside, departed without hope. At last Zosia, by this time wearied, met Thaddeus as she passed down the line; and, fearing further change, and wishing to remain with him, she brought the dance to an end. She went to the table to pour wine for the guests.

The sun was already setting, the evening was warm and quiet; the circle of the heavens, here and there strewn with little clouds, was azure on high, but rosy in the west; the little clouds foretold fine weather, being light and shining  here like flocks of sheep sleeping on the greensward, there of somewhat smaller size, like coveys of teal. In the west was a cloud in shape like the drapery curtains of a couch, transparent and with many folds, pearly at the summit, gilded on the margin, purple in the centre; it still burned and glowed with the western gleams; at last it slowly turned yellow, then pale and grey; the sun dropped its head, drew the cloud about it, and sighing a single time with a warm breath  it fell asleep.

But the gentlefolk continued to drink and to propose the healths of Napoleon, the Generals, Thaddeus, and Zosia; finally of all three betrothed pairs in turn, of all the guests present with them, of all those that had been invited, of all the friends that any one alive could remember, and of all the dead whose memory had remained holy.

And I was there among the guests, and there drank wine and mead;

And what I saw and heard I wrote, that all of you might read.


The Poems

[image: img25.jpg]

In September 1815, Mickiewicz enrolled at the Imperial University of Vilnius, studying to be a teacher. After graduating, under the terms of his government scholarship, he taught at a secondary school at Kaunas from 1819 to 1823.
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A museum dedicated to Mickiewicz in his native city, Navahrudak


MY FIRST BATTLE
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A SERGEANTS STORY

Translated by Jimmy O'Regan

They envy Attila, who fought a thousand battles, and in the thousandth still felt that, which he called gaudia certaminum, that is, the delight in the slaughter. Oh, that old general was a lecher of blood. As far as I am concerned, holding the rank of light artillery sergeant, I confess, that I was truly in love with war, but only during the first week of my military career, and that only one single time I tasted Attilas delight. For this reason my honeymoon and first battle will never leave my memory.

The first battle has the most particular similarity to first love. How many hopes! how many illusions! before this ceremonial action, which resolves the fate of nations, any recruit feels obliged to play at least a role… as a hero of history or a romance.

It finally comes to the trial and you stand before it with impatience and a certain anxiety, experiencing once mortal terror, then again a crazed joy; now fear pierces you, now the pride of the triumphant picks you up.. In one hour you pass through crowds of emotions, and you collect keepsakes for your whole life! but in order to feel it in full force, you must have the heart of a virgin, the heart of a recruit.

Someone said that every man can compose a good romance, telling only the simple story of his first love. This insight encouraged me to describe the first battle, in which I was. You need to know that this battle is only an episode of a famous war, that in it we achieved a great victory, and that in its time it won us the admiration of the European people. Admittedly, these are times long past, because people have well forgotten both about our defeats and about our triumphs. In spite of this, the Polish soldier will never forget about the Battle of Stoczek.

After the revolution of the 29th of November1, I decided to join the ranks, and I pondered, whether to the infantry, or to the cavalry? To make a definite choice, I ran through the streets of Warsaw, eyeing closely the uniforms of several regiments. I stopped ahead of a battalion of grenadiers, who marched in tight rows, silently, in order and seriously. Each moustachiod, with chevrons on his shoulders. These were the remains of the Napoleonic legions. As they passed, they were yielded to with the utmost respect, and they were whispering in the crowd: There are my soldiers! there are our defenders! I envy them, I thought, its a beautiful thing to be a grenadier! And I approached the division, and having taken the place beside the drummer, I marched in the grenadiers step, singling out the commander, to whom I immediately wished to offer my services.

Suddenly, on the other side of the street, a new military meteor appeared to me. He was a Krakus2 on a white horse, in a white sukmana3, in a red cap with a white feather, which cut like a swan through black waves of crowding townsfolk. He turned his horse beautifully; he welcomed pedestrians with a nod, with cavalrymen squeezed hands, and to beautiful ladies, standing in windows, sent grateful kisses. All eyes turned towards him; men clapped, women smiled in silence; and the beautiful Krakus became the god of the moment.

It came to my mind right away, that a Krakus uniform at my age and height would suit me better, and so my true calling manifested itself: God had made me a Krakus!

So I turned in the direction of the cavalry barracks; but halfway across the road I fell into the immeasurable crowd who captured me into itself and bore towards the tollbooths. The people pressed to meet the newly approaching rows. A stranger figure rode at the front; it was it is an old Capuchin in habit and on a horse, in one hand a lance and the other blessing people with a cross, who kissed his legs. Behind the Capuchin followed a thousand archers from the Augustów forests. They had slung double-barrelled guns and badger skin bags with claws and bared teeth, whitening on green jackets. Another thousand villagers, armed with crooked scythes and axes, brought up the rear of the procession. Never had the entrance of the most beautiful regiments, even the entrance of Prince Józef at the head of victorious legions, aroused such enthusiasm, as this, with which the people of Warsaw greeted badger skin bags and bark clogs. Now there wasnt applause, or smiles, but shouts, thundering hurrah! and blessings, mixed with loud crying. Because the people, surprised by their own instincts, could seize the noble and beautiful side of the image. At the sight of these priests, of these farmers who had left monastic cells and their forests, in order to beat the enemies of the homeland, people understood the whole horror of danger, and also comprehended with complete trust that it was the only means of defense.

I was overcome by a sudden temptation to steal immediately behind the scythe or double-barrelled gun and to join the row with the peasants in order to share with them the triumphant entry to the capital. But how to do it? how to fit myself in with the bold and taunting movements of Mazowian scythe-bearers, or the grim expressions and wild shooters from the Nieman? How to match them in the height and breadth of their backs? amongst these giants I would look like a rabbit among wolves. So what will I do with myself? Should I be a Krakus, or a grenadier! This uncertainty cost me dearly.

A colonel of my acquaintance met me in passing, and patting me on the shoulder, said: I am in command of a guerrilla unit; some of my people have already left for the field, I myself am setting off today from Warsaw, I need gunners; perhaps you know where I can find them?

I know about one, I said, assuming a military posture; you need a gunner, here you have him!

Agreed! the colonel said, put on a uniform and be at my place this evening at ten oclock exactly, do you understand?

Soldiers were being recruited in this manner during the uprising. That day at eleven at night I marched in uniform by the cannons. During the march we trained ourselves in the use of weapons, and I added so much urgency, that after three days I was appointed sergeant and a cannon was placed under my orders. The envious claimed that I had owed my rank to the colonels peculiar considerations.

After all, I myself was surprised, confused and almost ashamed at such a sudden promotion. My head spun and only after a few hours of astonishment did I start to feel the influence of my new dignity. Involuntarily I adopted a martial and more serious face; having gravely stretched my right hand, I laid it on my property, on the muzzle of the cannon. This large piece of bronze, I thought to myself, will be a pillar in the temple of my fame; will be the first step in my knightly profession, or perhaps even lead me to the throne! A well aimed cannon often settles the fate of a war. And how did Napoleon get his start, if not as a gunner? Full of these dreams I fell in love with my bronze cannon as if with a young girl and from then on I was always beside her. I examined her defects and attributes, I debated character and got to know most precisely her entire composition and nature; physical as moral. She is so well engraved in my memory, that I could paint her portrait from memory. I knew sound of her voice so well that I could have recognised it amongst the roar of the liveliest cannonade, even if it were Leipzig, or Ostrołęka. My beloved cannon! what happened to you? into whose hands did you fall? Certainly nobody will caress you as I did… Only that thought comforts me. She was admittedly a little eight pounder, but to me she was huge, as she was pregnant with my entire future. As well as well settled, simple to manoeuvre and with a strangely accurate shot. A whole day was barely enough for me in fulfilling my duties by the beloved cannon, and at night I didnt stop thinking about the object of my love. And so, one night I dreamed of battle, and who did I see opposite me? Field Marshall von Diebitsch! At once I take aim  poof! and my cannon ball cuts him in two. I took off, to tear off his head and carry it still warm to our Commander-in-Chief, Prince Radziwiłł; but the corpse of von Diebitsch was so heavily defended, that until I awoke completely into reality, instead of the head of the Muscovite leader, I held the head of the gunner sleeping opposite me. Another night a worse thing happened to me: I dreamed that the Muscovite cavalry fell on us unexpectedly; they killed me in advance, then cut down my gunners, and finally a Muscovite cuirassier mounted my cannon like a horse and started to plug it, looking at me with contemptuous eyes. Then I felt all the torments of the husband of Lucretia and the torments of the father of Virginia. Although I was already a cold and stiff corpse, nevertheless I gathered all my strength to give some sign of life and adjusting to myself, I managed at last to scream so strongly, that I both woke myself and alarmed the entire camp. Having jumped to my feet, and just as day was beginning to break, my eyes seek my cannon and I see with no little joy, that shes there, that she sits free and calm on her carriage.

Her open jaws seemed to draw the coolness of the morning, and the gleaming surface reflected the first rays of sunshine. I lay down again on the wet ground, but this time as a precaution I held on to a spoke.

So passed a whole week, my first week after marrying the beautiful eight pounder: the honeymoon of an artillery sergeant, the happiest week of my life! I kept busy every moment, in the belief that I had already achieved the purpose of my existence in world; my soul went completely into the beloved cannon.

Meanwhile we drew closer and closer to the banks of the Vistula; ice was already giving way in many places and here and there you could see water appearing. Our colonel, with a long pole in his hand, was first to go through the ice, wading in the water up to his knees, then he ordered us to follow him. Follow him with our cannons over such weak ice? At this order I went pale as death, because our entire military future could drown. In the end we passed happily and we stopped on the opposite bank with the shout: Long live Poland!

That same evening saw the joining of the corps, with the front sent from Warsaw. They awaited us impatiently; because young soldiers have an elevated opinion of the power of artillery, and it worried them very much that on the eve of the expected battle they had no cannons. Having heard the rattle of cannon wheels, the whole camp lost possession of itself in joy: our artillery approaches! Long live the artillery! they called from all sides and ran to meet us, and placed us in the centre of the camp.

We also enthusiastically greeted our comrades. Until then marching in loneliness, now we were in a crowd of brave soldiers, whose number gave itself significance to the eye. That raised our confidence. Only altogether there werent more than twelve squadrons, filling a wide area. Proudly we looked at a forest of stuck lances, on which new flags sparkled with colours, still not knowing blood or dust. After a cheerful and grand supper we lay down to sleep, swung with the sound of military music and the singing of the mazurka.

At dawn, when our corps entered the village, mixed shouts reached us. We pulled in; they sent for reconnaissance and it turned out that these were shouts of victory! The first triumph! You should have seen, how pleased we were with them. These Cossacks, bearded, disarmed, walked with heads lowered and with sour expressions. As they went by us, our young soldiers jeered at them, cursed or threatened. And I had a desire to do the same, but the duty attached to the rank didnt permit it, so severely reprimanding them, I said: Poles! respect misfortune! The fate of war is often doubtful! Death to our enemies! Mercy to the conquered! Long live Poland!

The soldiers calmed down, taken aback by the nobility of my emotions and sententious eloquence. For some time my attention turned to one old gunner, riding beside me, who constantly climbed in his stirrups, lifted his head, neck craned over the shoulders of his comrades.

What are you looking at, Mateusz?

At those beasts, sergeant, may the hangman take them… and pointed his finger at hills, which were ahead of us. I saw then, how something was blackening the hilltop. Where they bushes, or the caps of the Muscovite infantry? I didnt have time to look longer, because the officers came running, calling with all their might: Forward artillery! stand in position! We moved, every horse jumping. A cannon shot and the ball, having killed one of our horses, rained earth on us and flew onwards, ricocheting. We occupied the hill, directly opposite the enemy, who doubled fire.

A wide plain, surrounded by bushes and forest, stretched before us. In the centre of it, on the hill, rolled a Muscovite battery of twelve heavy gauge cannons who powdered us with cannon balls and grenades. Behind the battery you could see thick ranks of cavalry, standing motionless. Our cavalry similarly stood calmly, leaving time for the operations of the artillery.

I noticed that soldiers of different weapons throughout the battle preserved the stance and the facial expression characteristic of themselves. And as the artilleryman has neither the cavalrys extravagance, nor the infantrys impatience, but attentive to command, fast and accurate amid all the commotion, appearing calm, though his eyes burned with the smoke, bloodshot, eyebrows furrowed, face pale, mouth clenched, speech short and hard, expressing fierce, suppressed and concentrated fury.

In the middle of this fire, even though death swept past their heads, they didnt stop making jokes; every time each cannon ball ricocheted, the young soldiers made a point of talking to it, and to give it advice. A ricocheting cannon ball can be seen from afar, as it jumps across the field, so if it was going to one side, to the left, they were calling to it: Where are you going, blind man! get to the right! and if it was going straight, they encouraged it: good, good! and so they spoke to it until it fell right in the middle of the enemy line and then they were applauding it.

I dont know now, how many hours that cannonade lasted. Although we passed each other feverishly beside the cannon, in the same way this play lasted too long, to not wish for nightfall. The Russian artillery had an obvious advantage over us, both in numbers, and in cannon gauge. They had already hit a few of our people, many were wounded, but everyone, although extremely tired, equally didnt sink in spirits and nobody even thought about retreat.

Suddenly from the left cannons roared horribly. The Muscovites had placed a new battery right there, which fired at us from the side. We turned two of our cannons against this new threat, with whom we needed to chat; but our position was becoming more and more unpleasant, because six field cannons to answer twenty heavy gauge cannons is no small matter! Our soldiers, at the sight of this imbalance of power, seemed to be stirred. Now their movements weakened, now our shots happened less frequently, and whats more the anecdotes and jokes ceased completely.

It seems that our commander was waiting until the Muscovites separated their forces, in order to profit from that moment and strike them; I suppose, although they arent tempting themselves to debate the battle plan. I only know that at the most critical moment we heard from the left a horses hoofbeat, rushing at a gallop and a few minutes later that second battery went silent, when it was conquered.

Our commander turned around and dashed to the main strength of our troops, calling: Forward at a trot! everyone forward! And our entire cavalry, drawn up in two rows, moved out, passing our battery. Theyre going to charge! cried our gunners and at once we ceased firing. How did it look? The young lancers with eager gaze, fevered face, burst impatiently forward, but advised or unadvised they still needed to obey the strict orders of the commander, who still repeated: Trot! forward! trot! You could see from the movement of the flags, how feverishly the soldiers hands were twitching. In the end the trumpets sounded, flags descended and now they kicked themselves off towards the enemy. Forward! Gallop! everyone forward!

They took off  we stayed by our cannons, doing nothing, and even thinking nothing. The artillery recently so busy and noisy, now seemed to be petrified. Our souls flew far and rested on the tips of the lances. Now the Muscovites are close! Already the Muscovite ranks are deploying, in order to receive them. The gunners climbed on the gun carriages, on the ammunition carts and stare into space, looking ahead with gaping mouths; it was so quiet that you could hear the flight of a fly. Each of us felt, that on this clash hung our fate, the fate of our army, perhaps even our homeland! It was a moment of expectation and terrible uncertainty, luckily lasting only a few minutes. Our cavalry clashed with the Muscovites on the high ground, both lines clashed with each other and mixed.

In the whole of this mass it boiled and the whole mass disappeared, like a dust cloud driven by the wind.

I dont know who, but someone among us shouted at the top of his lungs  that shout broke the deathly silence, because he proclaimed victory, however nobody accompanied him. Because we, young soldiers, still we werent understanding, nor guessing the outcome of this battle, but besides that we feared to yield to premature joy. Wait! someone or other said as yet theres nothing certain; nothing to be seen, everyone seems to have disappeared!

Finally, the part of the mass that we could see, as it vanished from our sight, started to come towards us. By their colours we recognised our lancers and by the war cry: Poland Is Not Yet Lost.4

Now theres no doubt, victory is ours! The approaching mass presented a peculiar spectacle. In it you could see a lot of foot soldiers with diverse weapons, in addition wagons, ammunition carts, artillery pieces… There were Muscovite prisoners, captured with the artillery and the whole encampment.

I wouldnt be able to describe our joy, this frantic joy! How can it be! their whole artillery! this mighty artillery in our hands. We rushed headlong upon these cans, pressing them, caressing them, and I myself for a moment forgot about my love, the eight-pounder.

Beautiful they were, these Russian cannons, so huge, new, well mounted and stocked with everything.

Look, sergeant the gunner Mateusz called out look at what red, shining cannons these cursed Muscovites5 have!

I started with a delicate hand to stroke the polished bronze surface, and everyone repeated in chorus: Oh, but how these muscovite cans do shine! and what a calibre noticed one gunner, thats the calibre for me! thats no peashooter!

I started measuring the muzzle of the cannon, and the soldiers repeated: those jaws are no joke!

Then, when we started examining the harness, then again they called as a choir: Oh, what sturdy straps those cursed Muscovites have!

Nobody will guess in the end, what caused us the greatest joy; it was none other than ordinary oats, taken as spoils. Our cavalry didnt have any more fodder, but the Muscovites had it in ample amounts; their wagons, caissons, gun carriages even, were full of oats. Soldiers rushed on them hungrily, filling sacks with them, cartridge cases, pockets, and saying that they had never seen such beautiful oats.

The leader rode up and at the sight of him a shout of enthusiasm and worship thundered. Perhaps he was very tired, because despite a cool day, sweat flowed from him in drops.

We surrounded him in a dense crowd. Amid the general commotion and bursts of joy, he alone was calm and silent, though visibly moved.

My children, he said to us, I promised to lead you to the enemy; you promised to beat him  and so both you and I have kept our words.

Such was our memorable day at Stoczek. With night falling stories began by the camps bonfires, there were no listeners, because everyone spoke; everyone bravely acquitted themselves in battle, everyone had jokes  because everyone was happy.

If that blessed hour comes to me, that I can again fight for my country, to see the Muscovite army in panic, to seek out my beloved eight pounder and to hurl cannon balls from it at golden roofs of the Tsarist capital city, then I will call myself happy; but even then I wouldnt be able to feel that, which I experienced in the first battle, in the memorable Battle of Stoczek.



ENDNOTES.

1 1831.

2 A soldier of the Cracovian cavalary. Krakus is an alternative name of Krak, the legendary founder of Cracow, and is used to refer to an inhabitant of the city.

3 A type of tunic, of Turkish influence, typical of Cracow.



4 The first line of Dąbrowskis Mazurka, now the National Anthem of Poland.

5 Untranslatable: Mateusz here uses the non-human form, echoing his earlier use of beasts
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The last of the eighteenth century was an important period for Russia and Poland, not only politically, but in letters and art. It marked the birth of statesmen, patriots, poets and writers. It was into a Poland of great names and greater activities that Adam Mickiewicz was born in 1798, as son of an impoverished family of the old nobility. Three years before, the third and last partition of his native land had taken place, and the signed documents had been hastened to Petersburg to make more triumphant the birthday of the Great Catherine.

Just a few years before this (1792), Kosciusko had courageously led his forty-five thousand valiant Poles in their brave defiance of an overwhelming number of Cossacks and Russians. History had recorded the bloody Turkish wars, the Pugatshev rebellion, the uprising of the Zaporogian Cossacks and the Polish confederations. And with the nineteenth century came the Napoleonic wars with the dramatic entry of Napoleon into Russia, and a new and different mental life began to dawn over Europe.

Mickiewicz was born in Novogrodek in Lithuania. This [VIII] was the birthplace of Count Henry Rzewuski, who wrote the delightful memories of the Polish eighteenth century, under the title of The Memories of Pan Severin Soplica,[*] and who declared he considered it an honor to be born a schlazig (noble) of Lithuania, and of Novogrodek. He went to a government school in Minsk, and later attended the University of Vilna, which city in his day was a place of Jesuit faith, gloomy convents and echoing bells. All about him epoch-making events for Slav lands were taking place. It was a resounding, inspired age for his race, and he grew up to take a fitting place in that age and to be called the immortal hero of Polish poetry. Poland just then was the battle-ground not only for the armies of Europe, but for the diplomats. It was a place for statesmen to win their spurs. If accredited to Petersburg or Warsaw, and successful, they were believed to be equal to any diplomatic emergency. Eloquence, inspiration, and patriotic fervor must have cradled his childhood.

[*] The full title of the book is: Memories of Pan Severin Soplica, Cupbearer of Parnau, by Count Henry Rzewuski.

At the time of the birth of Mickiewicz, Russia was bringing to a close a prodigious period of development in almost every field of human activity. It was really the [IX] birth-throe of a nation that was to move powerfully, and to dominate  partially  the new age. And the splendid and never again to be equalled pageant of the life of Catherine the Great, with its wild dreams of world dominance and of the glorious revival of perished Greece, had just been unrolled for the amazement of Europe. What dramatic and enchanting memories the names of her followers call up: the Orlows, Potemkin, Panin, Poniatowski, Bestushew-Rjumin, Princess Daschkov, Razumowski.

In France, too, the same preceding period had been brilliant. It had been the France of Voltaire, the Encyclopedists, and a most resplendent and luxurious monarch. England had known her greatest orators and prime ministers. It had been the Prussia of Frederick the Great; the Dresden of August the Strong; the Austria of Joseph the Second.

A little later  during Mickiewicz own youth  Goethe was at the height of his power and the intellectual dictator of Europe. Under his direction and encouragement the treasures of oriental literature were being translated and made known to the West. This is merely a hasty glimpse of the mise-en-scene that preceded the debut in life of the most renowned of Polish poets. The old traditions of absolute and God-created monarchs and princely times were [X] coming to an end, and that democratic modern world, where everything was to change, was close at hand, just over the crest, indeed, of this new century into which Fate was ushering him. He was to see the last of blind power and royal prerogative, and the first dawn of a modern spirit which in time would sweep away forever, the old. It was an uncertain, difficult transition period, without standards and without measurements.

As we take a fleeting, birds-eye view of the stirring times in which his days were spent, his travels, his army life, his periods of professorship, we can not help but wonder at the amount of writing Mickiewicz did. And his life was not a long one; it did not reach to sixty years. But during the working years allotted him, before a mystical melancholy  which was threatening to degenerate into madness  had impaired his faculties, his mind was unusually brilliant, creative and marvelously disciplined. It obeyed at will. At one time he was professor of Latin in Lausanne; at another time he held the chair of Slavic languages in Paris. He taught Polish and Latin in Kovno. He traveled extensively in Italy in the interest of the Polish revolution. His mind was many-sided and capable of various activities. He devoted considerable time to advanced [XI] mathematics and philosophy. He made scientific investigations in Vilna under Lalewel. At one time and another he lived in various large cities of Europe. In Germany he met and became friendly with Goethe. In Switzerland he met Krasinski. In 1833 he married Celina Szymanovska. Her mother was the famous Slav beauty and musician who had so delighted Goethe in her youth.

Among writers of Russia and Poland whose life period somewhat coincided with that of Mickiewicz are: Korzenowski (born in 1797), the novelist (a brother of Adam Mickiewicz was fellow-teacher with Korzenowski at Charkov); Danilewski (1829), likewise a novelist  it was he who translated The Crimean Sonnets into Russian; Malzweski, Polish patriot and poet, whose Maria  perhaps the most popular poetic story in Poland  appeared at almost the same time as The Crimean Sonnets; Zaleski (1802), Slowacki (1809), Krasinski (1812), the three greatest poets of Poland excepting only Mickiewicz himself, the Polish critic, Brodzinski.

In Russia, the golden age of literature almost covered the same period as Mickiewicz own life  Puschkin, Lermontov, Schukowski, Gogol, to mention only some of the most important names.

[XII] In the eighteen-thirties we find Mickiewicz in Paris, which happened to be filled just then with a crowd of brilliant Slavic exiles. Here he became the friend of Chopin, and one of Chopins most talented pupils  a young Polish girl  made the first translation of the Sonnets into French. It was a wonderful and brilliant Paris which Mickiewicz entered. This was the time when the city was first called the stepmother of Genius. Heine was here in exile, and Börne. It knew the personal fascination and the denunciative writings of Ferdinand la Salle. It was the day, too, of Eugene Sue, Berlioz, George Sand, de Musset, Dumas, Gautier, the Goncourt Brothers, Gavarni, Sainte Beuve, Liszt, Felix Mendelssohn, Ary Scheffer, Delacroiz, Horace Vernet  to mention only a few great names at random. Julius Slowacki, Count Krasinski and Adam Mickiewicz were all here editing their poetry in the midst of this brilliant life in the inspiring city by the Seine. This period in Paris signs perhaps the high-water mark of the creative genius of Mickiewicz. He had already written the Ballads and Romances, the third part of Dziady, Pan Tadeuz.

The Crimean Sequence belongs to the period of Mickiewicz youth, the Vilna period. He joined a society at this [XIII] time which was looked upon with disfavor by the Government. At length, because of his continued participation in it, he was exiled to southern Russia. On that trip, while he was going toward Odessa, he began the Crimean Sonnets. Their success was quick and astonishing. They were translated into every language of Europe. Although the form is the traditional and classic sonnet form, he makes use of it in a slightly different manner, not altogether as an exposition of the sentiments of the soul, and the convictions and emotions of the mind, but as an instrument with which to sketch what he saw upon this eventful journey. He used the sonnet form at that period just as Verhaeren used it in Les Flamandes, to show us Flanders, and as Albert Samain in Le Chariot dOr, to picture the gardens of Versailles. This is worthy of note. And this we must remember was before 1826. In the poetical works of Mickiewicz there was always traceable an inclination to break tradition and to search for new and untried possibilities.

On this exile in Russia he learned to know Puschkin, then a young man like himself. Puschkin has written a verse letter to him which we transcribe in free prose. He lived among us for a while  a people strange to him. And [XIV] yet his mind cherished no hatred and no longing for revenge. Generous, kind of heart, noble-minded, he joined our evening circles, and we loved him. We exchanged our dreams, our plans  our poems. God gave him genius and inspiration. He stood always on the heights and looked down on life. We talked of history and of nations. He declared a time would come when races would forget all evil things  like war, rebellion  and dwell together peaceably in one great family. We listened to him eagerly for he had the gift of speech. After a while he went away and we gave our blessing to him. Then we learned our guest  spurred on by his revengeful race  had become our enemy. To please that bitter race of his he filled his songs with hatred. Of our beloved friend there came to us only revenge and angry thoughts. God grant that peace may come again to his embittered heart!

Puschkin himself wrote eloquently of these same Crimean scenes that Mickiewicz shows us. He, too, was inspired by the old capital city of the Tartar rulers. We recall his Fountain of Baktschi Serai. And he, too, brings before our eyes again that gigantic mountain world of southern Russia in The Prisoner of the Caucasus.

The fame of The Crimean Sonnets was so great that [XV] Mickiewicz was offered a government position which attached him to the person of the powerful Prince Galitzin, in Moscow. It was in Rome, and singularly enough it was when he wrote the Ode to Youth that he began to devote himself to mystical studies which had such an injurious effect upon his mind. For some time after he had lost his fluent power as a poet, he retained his conversational gifts which were remarkable and brought him almost as much fame as his poetry. His life ended in a period as dramatic as that in which it began. He entered the Turkish wars in 1855 and died in Stamboul in that same year. It is somewhat peculiar and at the same time no little to his credit that he should have chosen the sonnet as the instrument of his quick sketching of Crimea on the trip of exile, because the sonnet has never been a frequently chosen means of expression of the Slav races, despite the numerous sonnets written later by Vrchlicky, Preseren and others. The sonnet has belonged more to the Latin races, and to the English race. The Crimean Sonnets, however, rank among the famous sequences.
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Beyoğlu, a district in the European side of İstanbul, Turkey, formerly known as Pera  Mickiewicz returned ill from a trip to a military camp to his apartment on Yenişehir Street and died on 26 November 1855. Some have speculated that political enemies might have poisoned the poet, yet there is no proof of this and he most likely contracted cholera, much prevalent at that time. 
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Wawel Cathedral, Wawel Hill, Kraków, Poland  Mickiewicz final resting place. Although buried at Montmorency, Val-dOise, in 1861, the poets remains were disinterred in 1890 and moved to Austrian Poland.
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St. Leonards Crypt, Wawel Cathedral  location of Mickiewicz tomb
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Mickiewicz tomb
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