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From the editors 
 
We invite readers to read our next anthology published in the 
Contemporary Writers of Poland (USA) series. This unique 
publication was prepared for the occasion of the important 
anniversary of the publishing house's 20th anniversary. 
A few words about the past. The creation of the Contemporary 
Writers of Poland series took place in Florida. The initiator of the 
idea was Danuta Błaszak, who is still the spiritus movens of the 
publishing house. After a few years, the poet, essayist, and 
editor Anna Maria Mickiewicz from London joined the editorial 
staff. They were supported by a group of friends from several 
continents: North America, Australia, and Europe. 
Initially, the publishing house's goal was to show the world of 
contemporary Polish poets. The publications were published in 
English and contained translations of poems. At that time, these 
volumes were a significant breakthrough, Poland was still in a 
period of Transition, and socio-political conditions were 
changing very slowly. New challenges appeared with them. The 
world has become more and more friendly and open to Polish 
literature. That is why the publishing house took on the 
challenge to create an international literary arena. It turned out 
that foreigners, mainly Americans and the British, willingly 
started publishing cooperation. A completely new stage has 
appeared, the publishing house has become known in the world. 
Later, the formula was expanded, and critical and literary 
studies were included. 
In the latest jubilee anthology, we present an international group 
of contemporary writers from countries such as: Poland, USA, 
UK, Belgium and Italy. We present both poetic and prose works. 
Although the name Contemporary Writers of Poland has 
remained, its definition has changed. We invite all interested 
authors from around the world who write in English to 
cooperate with us. 
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Anna Andrych (Poland) 
 
The Sailor  

While sailing out 
he breathes with a different landscape 

at home not finished book is awaiting 
written with every season 
he procreates deadlines 
and family calls for  
inner preservation 

sleeps with one woman to desire another one 
her fingers on his thigh are as light as a butterfly 
he hates himself tightening  
another loop in life 

seagulls laugh 
when hunched on the seashore  
he sometimes tries 
to hide his thoughts under a wrinkle 
touches seashells and stones shapes 

polished by water 
in his hands they turn into dice 
to play with himself 

at daybreak he goes out to the sea 
watching for help 
with another landscape 

 

Translated by Lilla Latus 
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Zdzisław Antolski (Poland) 

Seismograph 

He sits in the room 
 with a pen in his hand 
 over a white sheet of paper 

He fills it with 
trembling irregular 
black signs 

frail pale 
 he records earthquakes 

wars 

crises 
 eruptions 

He records 
a fever graph 
of the contemporary world that 
is rising crawling 
 winding like a zigzag 
on the snake’s back 

  

Translated by Elżbieta Kwasowska-Jachimowska 
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Andrzej Appel (Poland) 

 
*** 
 
To believe  
does not mean  
to know.  
 
Seems similar  
but is not. 
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Anna Banasiak (UK) 

 
Grandma 
 
 
In a rocking chair at the window 
she was left alone tired 
unwanted 
still behind the glass she sees 
her son’s grandchildren 
little granddaughter behind the curtain 
sad Anka 
only old furniture 
faithful to death 
Remained 
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Jo Bell (UK) 
 
TAKEN 
 
‘When a thief kisses you, count your teeth.’ – Yiddish proverb 
 
Let’s just say it was complete surrender. The wanted word is 
visceral; the usual exchange of fluids does not quite compare. He 
closed his eyes and tilted back his head and he was mine, as 
naked as a worm. He yielded like a sapling to the axe. 
Humility is not an asset in my trade, but such an ecstasy of loss 
brought out the best in me, at last. I stripped. His willingness 
unmanned me; such a glut of giving. It was hard to take but oh, I 
took it, breath for breath and blow for blow. 
I got up with the sun; gobsmacked, lovestruck. My keys were 
missing. All the doors were locked.  
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Marta Berowska (Poland) 
 
Letters from Margaret Trakl to her Brother  
 
Letter 1.  
 
We could sin only like the rest of them 
With a bold look 
Whisper while with others 
Or with a loud question asked in the dining room 
For which we were scolded by our aunties’ stern looks 
 
We could sin only like the rest of them 
With naive lies – just like other children 
It was even allowed at home 
You were sent to the corner for a while 
And then 
God forgave you 
And you could do it again 
 
But our sin was different 
They could not be like that 
Remember Georg 
It was July - remember  
With the open window 
Scared by the shadow of the tree...  
You got to know all of me as the first 
For the first time 
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Letter 2 
 
Snow flowers 
Like droplets of sweat on your forehead 
When after the night with me you hurriedly put 
Your shirt smelling like a pharmacy 
 
Hurry up hurry up you said 
The collar the cuffs 
A little button fell 
What if the aunt finds it? 
Oh Georg 
Will you stop being scared 
You hugged me in a hurry and I desired so                                                                           
much 
Of your steady breath next to my temple 
So different than fear  
  - This noise at the door – it is a mouse 
Georg 
And the whistling sound  
That is wind in a leaky window 
 
And only scream was close 
That was my scream 
Yes 
That scream 
For which you did not want to forgive me 
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Letter 3  
 
You were always annoyed by the abundance 
Of things 
Needed for sleep…pillows bed skirts 
Night caps stiff from the starch 
And sheets that displayed everything 
Georg and one could see us 
And in the end the aunts noticed  
 
Then you went to the army and I 
Straight into the hands of that butcher... 
Do not call him my husband 
I  
Did not want him that big handed 
German smelling like pigs’ feet with beer 
Grabbing me with yells of victory 
 
Now there are no pillows no night caps 
It is good when there is a hard sofa 
That is not him 
Who breathes heavily over me every night 
Taking what rightfully belongs to him 
Not him but you Georg 
And that is why I draw him to myself so 
close with my thighs  
 
Translated by Barbara Voit 
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Anna Blasiak 

ANXIETY 

I am a hammock hung in a small garden 
between two wooden poles 
erected at opposite ends. 
  
I blush all orange and grey, 
tightly hugging two metal hooks, 
rubbing them with black rope. 
  
I swing back and forth 
gently (or not), 
sometimes nauseatingly. 
  
I get wet with the rain 
or with water from the hose. 
I like brushing against the potted mint. 
 
Or sage. 
I can be tricky to get into, 
even trickier to get out of. 
 
I am a cocoon 
padded with blankets and cushions, 
cozy and stifling. 
 
Come in to me, 
be in the sun and out of the sun. 
Sway 
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Danuta Błaszak (USA) 
 
They Wrote to the Paper 
 
dedicated to Marek Kasz 
 
Marek Kasz was one of my first masters. During his time, he was 
a famous journalist. Today I am not sure whether the world 
knows his name. Conversations with Marek, his stories, have 
repeatedly been an inspiration to write a poem. Here is one of 
them: 
 
 
the man took the woman and owned her 
in the house far from everything 
far from the station and the bus stop 
past the bridge take a left 
on the path among the birch trees 
every dawn dreams humbled 
the windows of the house tightened the bars 
no human no dwarf 
could sneak between the bars 
the woman wrote to the newspaper  
dear editor I need help 
I need people 
the man wrote to the newspaper 
what is mine is mine 
I will not give you my wife 
do not save her, she is ugly and lazy 
I attach a photograph 
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Chris Bodor (USA) 

Kerouac in Florida: 1957 to 1969 

                      First published in Lummox #4 

It can be said  
That Kerouac came to Florida to die 
An Orlando reporter believes otherwise 
Kerouac came to live 
Alive in Sunshine State sunsets 
Far away from his Massachusetts hometown 
Always by his mother's side 

A masterful manuscript maker 
Content to be his mother's caregiver. 

The King of the Beat Generation  
Took a detour and moved to Florida 
In bathtubs full of ice water 
In a small two room College Park cottage 
With his mother in the other room 
He wrote The Dharma Bums 
and then died twelve years later  
Hemorrhaging in a St. Petersburg hospital. 
A shot of Jack across the armadillo landscape 
On the road kill 
Alive 
In the aroma of orange blossoms  
In the sounds of pounding typewriter keys 
In the humidity of last call humiliation 
Returning each night 

To the drawing board 
of a writer’s roll-top desk. 
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Joanna Bogudał-Borkowska (Poland) 
 
I am looking for you 
 
I am looking for you 
In a seagull’s call  
And rush of waves 
Maybe fear of the wind has taken you 
And I fought with it and I failed 

In Cracow 
Among street cats whom I adopted 
I am asking about you 
They call my telephone unceasingly 
Saying – you still exist but hidden 
In canals as homeless 
Safe as in a mother’s womb 

In the whisper of insects 
Of an autumn night 
Somewhere in the Świętokrzyskie Mountains 
- They have never been as beautiful as with you 

On the banks of the river  
We sit 
I eat fruits, you drink their juice 

Ubi tu Gajus, ibi ego Gaja 
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Juliusz Erazm Bolek (Poland) 
 
Devil 
 
have you ever felt the devil 
like a storm wave 
swim right to the threshold 
as you and a girl make love 
and with the voice of a choked stream 
demand help 
perhaps to cut 
your dream life short 
when tulips flower 
so very sad 
bereft of time 
that he might share 
something heroic 
at the games others invent 
in stories of unfinished fights 
and fictional as many things 
possessing eyes 
lighting fires 
hands that can shake the world 
and thoughts to wring out 
violence from every man 
but worst 
to feel the devil as you stroll 
with promenaders 
amongst fresh fruit stalls 
still sitting 
strangely quiet 
without even a 
bottle of beer 
just sitting 
watching you 
and waiting 
 
Translated Anita & Andrew Fincham 
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Alison Brackenbury (UK) 

Dickens: a daydream 

 

The scrapman’s son bangs at our door, 
skives school, like father, his before, 
all crammed in van’s hum. ‘Anything, sir?’ 
curls wild, your scavenging people. 

The doe-eyed girl at the café till 
is child’s height yet does not spill 
one bean from heaped trays, hammers bills, 
your frantic, stunted people. 

Bad teeth, bent hips, the pitbull’s snarl 
called you out from the lawyer’s yarns. 
Happiness bored you most of all, 
white tables, good, quiet people. 

One was your wife. You glimpsed ahead 
the young actress’s breasts instead, 
buds crushed by silk. She never said 
your name, changed dates, fooled people. 

London, in its lost party time, 
the trees’ lit snow, the towers’ gold chime, 
the heat of bars, the twist of lime, 
you shun as in a fever. 

We meet beneath the dripping bridge, 
soot, fear and sorrow on each ledge. 
Hurt child, you scour each rag-strewn beach, 
walk all night, stride and shiver 



 21

until the dawn strikes London’s walls 
and clangs Good morning from St Paul’s. 
Waitresses, Poles, striped bankers pour, 
your million words. Sleep, river. 

 

Published in: 

A Mutual Friend: poems for Charles Dickens Ed. Peter Robinson, 
Two Rivers Press, 2012, 978-1-901677-78-2 
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Jan Zdzisław Brudnicki (Poland) 

Humor in Essays 

Essay became the main kind of expression, and columnists 
became kings of journalism. 

In movies, humor ruled from the very beginning.  Sketch, 
burlesque, and later comedy were the most watched films.  
Theater always had an inclusion of some kind of cabaret.  
Starting with Shakespeare, it became a rule.  Radio and TV 
programming, more and more employ obvious or camouflaged 
comedy.  This is only a short step from Pop Culture.  Pop 
Culture either town or country always used humor.  But now it 
is supported by almighty commercialism.  Bandstand and stage 
became its center. Białoszewski, for example, used in his 
“Cabaret Kici-Kici” bohemian humor encountered on the streets 
or subways.  Politicians adopted this trend and took it to 
parliament and other high offices.  Sociologists say that only 
small part of jokesters and internet calumnies escape the 
scrutiny.  But media notice this, and just before yesterday, I read: 
“Keep it this way, Mr. Romek, and it will be even funnier around 
you.” (…) 

The money, influence and fame in humor are too big not to 
become institutionalized into acting departments, theaters, 
journalism, talk-shows, books (whole libraries of studies, 
memoirs, press clippings), breaks for laughs even in Church 
homilies.   

 

Translated by Barbara Voit 

Jan Zdzisław Brudnicki “Let’s Talk About Poetry And 
Not”, (Essays of Polish Literature), Pub. Heliodor, Warsaw 2005, 
First Edition, fragment from chapter 
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Andrzej Chodacki (Poland) 

THE DYING 

 

She was approaching a dried old woman who held a rosary in 
her hand. With a cool smile she has touched her forehead when 
the last breath left her body. All around, full of longing, angelic 
hymns blasted out into heaven along with blessed candle’s 
smoke. People were calling for the Angels and God’s forgiveness. 
She liked that hymn about the angelic procession. Whenever she 
saw the adumbration of these gentle essences’ faces afar, she 
always brooded reverentially, concerned that the Creator’s 
thought has not been squandered. 

Coming back, she visited a huge teaching hospital. Among all 
these noisy equipment’s, tumult and coil she saw a man larded 
with tubes, laying in an isolation ward. He has been beseeching 
her yet in the night before he got in here. The grey-haired 
dignified men were standing above him, discussing what should 
be done to save his life. 

She smiled, this time with indulgence. The diseased man opened 
his eyes and asked them to ‘give him some cold water from a 
well’. No one listened to him. After a while through the 
machines’ buzz next more and more nervous commands started 
to break in. The patient’s body jiggled, being scathed with an 
electricity. The nurses were running stumbling over cables 
thrown all over the place. After some time, the dignified gray-
haired men departed from saving the diseased one’s life, 
reasoning that it has been his own fault. She waited for some 
time until he got detached from all this equipment. No one even 
mentioned in their thoughts that here was the soul returning 
into blessed God’s hand. No one showed it, frightened, which 
direction to go. 

The dignified men left to save another life. 
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David Clark (UK) 

Lost and Found  
 
 
We parted with heavy heart.   
She was on a visit back home, to family in Gdansk.  
For a while I still felt her presence next to me,  
imprinted on my shoulders, elbows, thighs.  
 
I walked home, still feeling the warmth of her breath. 
The house now dark, an empty shell.  
I lost track of minutes, hours, days.  
Then, oh joy, I heard her voice again,  
I am at the airport- home soon.  
The house lit up again, spirits uplifted,   
I ran to meet her. 
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Magdalena Cybulska (Poland) 

*** 

I remember that she sat at the patio 
tuned into the acacia whispers 
swallows under the roof 
were making a nest 
watched cautiously and even  
envied 
the evening smelled of  
raspberries matthiola 
and surely of love 
in the candy drops landscape 
he had warm hands 
and heaven could be caught into 
a spiderweb woven in between 
the ceiling beams and a shutter 
she didn’t know that a long passage awaits 
before she buys a piece  
of her own roof 
for swallows 
and a window of which corner 
a spider  
would never live in 

 

Translated by Ula de B  
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Marek Czuku (Poland) 

 
*** 

 
The lamp in the room shines 
actually not in the room, 
actually not a lamp, 
actually it's off 
actually it's night 

 

Translated by Anna Maria Mickiewicz 
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Gary Deschenes (USA)  
 
A part of the book "Family Life" 
 
It was mid-July of that year and was the first day I finally felt I 
was going to cry.  I guess I was beginning to realize that my 
“work” was almost over.  I have finally got my siblings to agree 
on a burial date of her ashes.  I was extremely worried about my 
promise to my mother of making sure she would be buried with 
her boyfriend Jack as well as my Father.  Her ashes were split 
into 2 urns.  I decided that I would just set the date for the burial 
with Jack so no one could do anything to her remains and let my 
brother Rick take the other urn to his home in the northern 
mountains of New Hampshire as she really liked it there.  I 
knew none of them would screw with the ashes to be buried 
with my father.  I did not ask their opinions, I just had it 
scheduled.  My brother Rick wanted to take both urns, have a 
family reunion during the summer and all go to the burial.  I 
thought he could do the same with one urn.  The burial will be 
Saturday, April 19th, and I will not be attending; this one 
anyway.  I think my mother would be very pleased of how I 
handled everything.  This past week I have been having dreams 
about my mother and she is always with someone different in 
our lives that have already died.  In my dreams they are quite 
alive, and it gives me a little peace thinking that maybe she is 
trying to tell me that she is with our past loved ones now.  
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 Mary T Duggan (UK) 

Irish/Family poems 

Houseproud 
 

Letters were scattered everywhere!  
Torn open or left in perfect posting. The odd shoe  
discarded among dishevelled clothes. 
Unmatched colours slung over from the night before 
A Cinderella frock flung beneath the clock 
with no neck to grace those jumble sale gems 
that sparkled on the bedroom floor 
and no one to blame but me I let the mess be! 
My friends advised me to go Feng Shui.  
To take that cloistered walk and set my spirit free  
but I am being no mordant mendicant of minimal obscurity  
kept to my do-as-you -please. Closed Sunday like a village shop  
to sprawl in my sumptuous solitude until  
the moody gloom of mother’s voice protested overhead  
at the state of my undress and unmade bed.  
Her ghost roll thunder threatening my sloven happiness  
I made a beanstalk escape. Reached and pulled up 
the rumpled pile. Climbed away from this giant’s gape 
and “Fee-Fi-Fo-Fum foot on the stairs… 

 
MtD https://www.mtdpoetry.com
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Maria Duszka (Poland) 

 

*** 

country stupid man 
is sitting next to his mother grave  
embracing his knee  
and rocking  
 
he is repeating:  
mother in ground  
ground in mother… 
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Peter L. Evans (UK) 

*** 

you grind and mix the pigments 
which on paper, canvas, silk, 
will make the perfect colour 
the shade the artist searches for 
has searched you out for. 
I watch you, appreciate your skill, 
can remember each pyramid of colour, 
their texture, their taste –  
a dab on a wet finger 
from a pile discarded as not quite right 
tastes sour. 
all this I remember in perfect detail, 
but never the complexity of your eyes. 
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Maria Fafrowich Childs 
 
Call Prayer 
 
My prayer has taken a very long time. 
The distance between us should heal our bond. 
I stand. 
By our sweet universe with my day prayers in my arm. 
I hold you smell your perfume WILED. 
I'm your hair, there is a thousand of roses   
The gold of sun on your face. 
The wind sings a song taking me farther 
For a dance and night 
filled with bright stars painting your name.   
I see you coming back like a beautiful 
angel with arms open saying   
I love you mom. 
Let's dance our time embrace 
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Zuzanna Ginczanka (Poland) 
 
NON-OMNIS MORIAR 
 
Let me not to the marriage of true minds 
Admit impediments, love is not love 
When it does not love the neighbour and all his belongings 
Always ready those belongings to remove. 
You, Mrs. Chominowa, you are my neighbour 
You will inherit my things after I am taken. 
I have no worldly heir, you have grassed on me 
In order to speed up my journey to heaven. 
Soon you’ll be ready to search for that Jewish gold 
It must be hidden in quilts and pillows of down. 
You will rip them open, and the feathers from the pillows 
Will stick to your hands and arms, still wet with my blood. 
 
With those hands like wings you will be an angel 
And you will be ready to fly straight to Heaven.  
 
Translated by Włodek Fenrych 
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Norbert Góra  
 
This world is a sequence of codes  
 
DNA is a sequence 
of shapes and letters, 
speech is a coded message, 
it opens the structure of words 
to be interpreted. 
 
Sequences of numbers 
regulate the exchange of goods, 
everything has a hidden meaning, 
people, animals and even fruits. 
 
Money that brings a human up 
it is the sum of ordinary numbers, 
transfers are the continuity of signs, 
digit by digit, non-stop. 
 
This world is a sequence of codes, 
a mathematical perfection, 
every day and nights show 
that life is a continuous data selection. 
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Ryszard Grajek (Poland) 
 
Not a harvest yet 
 
Tomorrow, about which I know everything 
 - is only an illusion to me 
Expected tomorrow 
 - but what will it bring 
Tomorrow visible today 
 - but what does it mean 
seeds like stars in the sky 
seeds like grains of sand 
in this is Everything 
already a grain, not a harvested yet 
 
 
Translated by Renata Cygan   
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John Guzlowski (USA) 
 
Cattle Train to Magdeburg 

She still 
remembers 
The long 
train to 
Magdeburg 
the box cars 
bleached 
gray 
by Baltic 
winters 

The rivers 
and the 
cities 
she had 
never seen 
before 
and would never see again: 
the sacred Vistula 
the smoke haunted ruins of Warsaw 
the Warta, where horse flesh 
met steel and fell 

The leather fists 
of pale boys 
boys her own age 
perhaps seventeen 
perhaps nineteen 
but different 
convinced of their godhood 
by the cross they wore 
different from the one 
she knew in Lvov 
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The long twilight journey 
to Magdeburg 
four days that became six years 
six years that became forty 

And always a train of box cars 
bleached to Baltic gray 
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John Guzlowski (USA) 

My Mother Reads "Cattle Train to Magdeburg" 

She reads it through and says 
“That’s not how it was. 
I couldn’t see anything 
except when they stopped 
the boxcars and opened the doors 

And I did not see 
any of those rivers, 
and if I did, I did not know 
their names. No one said, 
‘Look, look this river 
is the Warta, and there 
that’s the Vistula.’ 

What I remember 
is the bodies being 
pushed out—sometimes 
women would kick them out 
with their feet. 

Now it sounds terrible. 

You think we were bad women 
but we were not. We were girls 
taken from homes, alone. 
Some had seen terrible things 
done to their families. 

Even though you are a grown man 
and a teacher, we saw things 
I don’t want to tell you about.” 
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Agnieszka Herman (Poland) 

let the window and snow be the background. 

 
a poet stands against the barrel of the lens 
without a pose usually ready for such occasions. 
a suit button dangles on the last thread. 
we wait for a ray of sunshine. 
for contrast. for a glance, 
which will lead us somewhere. 
and then darkness appears. 
the poet rests his head on it. 
he closes his eyes. he is at home. 

 

Translated by Anna Maria Mickiewicz 
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Włodzimierz Holsztyński (USA) 

a commoner 

to be or not to be to me to worry? 
i work to feed my wife and my three children 
the royals wrestle with my question in my story 
the stage is my home at home i am a pilgrim 
 
the spring's foul breath will claim so many mortals 
the kings forever live on stage superior 
the theater's closed_ the poetry opens portals 
i write new sonnets playfully like a bull terrier 
 
now is the time for the rich to read my mind 
my rhymes serve as a biconvex reading lens 
their silly curiosity is ill-timed 
the actors on the stage clearly make much more sense 
 
it's just spring _the people need no enemies 
to be will live or not for centuries 
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Thaddeus Hutyra (Belgium) 
 
Thinker 

 Old man with long grey hair and a grey beard 
Bending over a book bound with goat skin 
In his starry mind, the paths of the wise men 
Whose works he had already read thoroughly.  

Eureka! * ... Cogito ergo sum ** ... Wisdoms of predecessors 
Brilliantly glow in the universe of his mind 
Not as a directive but as navigational hints 
For in his opinion there is no ultimate truth.  
He picked up his pen, leaned over his book 
"Man!" - He wrote. "No philosophy or dogma 
Are the definitive truth. They are but your nourishment."  

"Man!" - He continued. - "They are only molecules 
like the Higgs boson enabling you to discover yourself 
in the spirit of freedom, in which you are an eagle in its skies.  
So… Don’t be too serious with your philosophy 
Don’t be too serious with your religious views 
We all are roses of Jericho, sent by the winds 
To four points of the world, then resurrecting  
Having new lives, time upon time, upon time. 

World healing is you and me, all of us 
Taking into our hands precious stones of peace 
And holding them as a reminder the world is us.” 

„Man!” - Exclaimed the thinker in the end 
„Be the cosmic rays of healing  
Here on this starship called Earth 
Take care of you, of us all, be angels of Earth 
For we all are a family, one called humankind!”  

„Man!” - Let’s open our hearts, let’s heal the world 
Let’s free our minds, have fun, enrich ourselves with freedoms 
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May the lights of peace, lights of healing light us forever 
And be our eternal way of life, so help us, God! 

  

* "Eureka" comes from the Ancient Greek word εὕρηκα heúrēka, 
meaning "I found (it)", an exclamation attributed to Ancient Greek 
mathematician and inventor Archimedes. 
** "Cogito, ergo sum" is a Latin philosophical proposition by 
philosopher René Descartes usually translated into English as "I think, 
therefore I am". 
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Klaudia Natalia Jaissle (Germany) 
 
Love 
 
The safest 
corner on earth 
– here, in arms. 
 
A clutching hold 
hand in hand. 
 
Weaved by braid 
two breaths. 
 
A drop of light 
in gazes. 
 
Heart into heart beats. 
 
Lips closing 
by key of the kiss. 
 
30.08.17 Düsseldorf 
 
 
Translated by Ula de B 
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Agnieszka Jarzębowska (Poland) 
 
Inspiration 
 
Inspiration comes 
in the peace of body 
or restlessness of the spirit, 
 
attracted by the pictures, 
the moment. 
 
It grows out of anxiety 
or fascination 
expectation, 
satisfaction, 
dissatisfaction, 
loving, 
not loving. 
 
Fragile, 
conjured from the impossible. 
 
It wanders 
around a starry map, 
knocking on the poetic sky. 
 
And then it is enough 
to keep a word in word. 
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Maria Jastrzębska (UK) 

On the 70th Anniversary of the Warsaw Uprising  
 

Ola says: Oh politicians, they love a dead hero. 
All my life I had wanted to build a shelter.  
See, birch bark and mud plaited through  
boughs of pine keep out the wind. I would lean  
my shelter of debris against a dry base  
of spruce, save the lower twigs for tinder.  
Those whose bodies lie under open sky, 
I would hide them. Wounded, dead, with no one 
beside them, in war, in peacetime. But if I ask 
Jula and Ola what poems should be about  
they say: write about this day and the next,  
about quarrelling then running for the bus, 
about dropping your ticket, write about birches 
if you must, but mostly write about kissing. 
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Jacek Jaszczyk (Ireland) 
 
Morgana Le Fay  
 
 
I breathe beneath your skin 
And when you hide your dream in me  
 
I am uncovered by the drum rhythms  
Of Irish Brigands  
 
The Winnowing Oar flows through me  
Blindly when turned from the sun  
 
Like the Cimmerian you lie in me  
With cold song Calypso  
 
Or perhaps like Hermes overgrown with meadow  
You will beget me indestructibly  
 
Afore in extinguished corners  
Of the Celtic Alban Eilir  
 
The bruised depths of our oceans 
Will sail away before Ēostre arrives  
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W. Barbara Jendrzejewska (Poland) 
 
Poem 
 
 
He came unannounced 
there was not a piece of paper 
he had nowhere to live 
 
words were rattling scattered 
along thought terminals 
 
passed elations 
excitements 
love  
 
time has wafted out of it 
only crumbles   
 
How to make a jug out of those  
to lift the spring  
   
 
Translated by Ula de B 
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Barbara Jurkowska (Poland) 
 
*** 
 
I beside: 
by you 
by you too 
and by myself. 
 
I here 
and also there –  
where you  
and how you want –  
I know. 
 
My palms have stars 
Marks of joy. 
I am… 
 Still… 
 
  
 
Translated Anita & Andrew Fincham 
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Ewa Kaczmarczyk (Poland) 

Nevermore 
 
Sensitivity covers my heart 
My thoughts 
Wander 
Nothingness tears 
Rainy morning 
This emptiness 
Immerses 
In the depths of trust 
Perhaps communication 
Nevermore without you 
So 
emerge 
To the space time 
To this whirl of love 
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Janusz Kliś (USA) 
 
LAVENDER HILLS 
 
I find your dreams 
on the lavender hills 
shy whispers 
in green trees 
hidden 
 
where the warm wind 
with dream infinity 
sways hearts 
I pick a flower 
I grab your soul 
 
in a lavender embrace 
my thirsty heart 
gets the purest drink of tears 
gentle and quiet 
quietest 
 
on the lavender hills 
nothing starts 
nothing ends 
it lasts like the soul … forever 
and butterflies never die 
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Jan Maria Kłoczowski (Poland) 
 
Eyes of time 
 
In a brick manor house on the Prussian border 
Life was modest not only out of necessity 
That was shared generously by almost everyone 
But – which today seems less obvious –  
By choice as well 
 
My great-grandmother Casimira 
Who got bored with all those Lemans and Biarritzes 
And whom a certain handsome Count  
Successfully yet painfully healed of her illusions 
Comes back to her family nest  
Willing to teach the peasants’ children 
 
At the same time and place my grandfather realizes 
That man is inflicted to everyone 
Regardless of their origin or religion 
And although there were some outrages in the family history 
That would rather be forgotten 
My grandpa had always known  
What it meant to love people  
 
 And somewhere else by a big lake 
Of a magic name Narocz 
My other grandfather teaches my Mum to swim 
And tells stories about the watermelons of Besarabia 
 
Keen on casinoes and billiards he was a connoisseur of women 
A glass of alcohol - at least a small one -  
Accompanied him till his sorrowful death 
He was a man of great bravery and always full of plans  
For the future 
 
But little do I know about the woman 
Whom my mother even did not manage to call Mum 
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Who was she? 
Polish 
Lithuanian 
Or both lineages in one 
 
What I know for sure is 
That her simple grave 
Is at the back of St. Peter’s and Paul’s 
In Vilnius 
 
And here am I 
Tangled 
Somewhere there 
In the plait of genes 
Homely and strange at once 
Similar though fractious sometimes 
Looking in the eyes of time 
And waiting 
 
I’m waiting for you 
 
Casimira 
Eugene 
Louis 
Euphemia 
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Sylwia Kokot-Martin (USA) 

*** 

My most dependable lifeline 
is night. 

From the last to the new ray of sunshine, 
it keeps watch over me 
through the cracks of stars. 

 
It takes me in 
after I put out the light in my eyes. 
It flows down the thoughts pale with fatigue, 
gently splashing at the foot of a dream. 

It protects me 
from the know-how of day. 

But most importantly, 
it puts a distance between me 
and the merciless carmine of love 
which thorns I climb 
heading straight towards those 
who are incapable of loving me back. 
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Krystyna Konecka (Poland) 
 
WITH HERBERT IN ITALY. ROVIGO 

 
Mid places not losing colour though others faded  
Rovigo exists like a sharp stone at the crossroads. 
You cannot fail to trip it up when choosing a path 
from Venice to the south. From the sea to Padua. 
 
And it became a longing. Unattainable dream 
for the one who knows the cryptic secrets of the word  
and he said – little will remain of the poetry  
of this crazy period. He - the poetry’s shaman. 
 
Between Vistula and Leta, Adige and Po 
at quagmire of time where I gather these verses  
not an issue that I will not be granted a chance 
to embark at the train station of that Rovigo. 
 
Yet I am unable to resist not to lean on 
this unequalled poem which is still pursuing me. 
Rovigo '93 
 

Translated by Ewa Sherman 
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Izabella Teresa Kostka (Italy) 

TURBINE (Terminal Realism) 

In mind mazes 
we are digging as bulldozers, 
moving the clumps of dogma 
heavy of fertile soil.  

They drench us with laws 
- resistance solvent 
put in the closet 
of the best times. 

We are replaceable rotors 
in the ruthless turbine 
created to feed 
the Never Sated of this World. 

Suffering generator. 
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Justyna Kotowiecka (Norway) 
 
*** 
 
I creep quietly  
I'm almost a thought  
Stents  
Shadow I'm not here yet  
But you can feel the dawn touch  
My longing among the stars  
Be yours, in you and for you  
Only 
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Alicja Maria Kuberska (Poland) 
 
Prescription for a poem 
 
It is not easy to write a poem 
You have to gather your thoughts 
Swirling quickly like snowflakes during a blizzard 
Catch them before they melt and disappear into oblivion 
Later add fever of feelings and strength of emotion  
Decorate your sentences with your dreams collected 
from the silver dust of falling stars. 
 
You can also 
 pick out a melancholy longing from the bottom of the lake 
and hang it on eyelashes to shine with tears 
Then collect the wet haze of sadness 
shimmering like drops of dew on calamus, 
add grayness of the November’ s landscape 
Season it with a bit of bitterness and regret 
 
Or you can 
Capture the laughter suspended by an echo 
Between high mountain peaks 
Catch the merry words in the net of butterflies 
carried by the warm breath of the wind 
Turn the rainbow over to add a smile to the sky 
Sprinkle it with a touch of humor and joy 
 
Finally, crazy metaphors must be released 
Let them draw colors from the imagination 
That the poem would acquire a transparent lightness 
and like a soup bubble rise above everyday life 
Allow it to  fly off in an unknown direction 
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Lilla Latus (Poland) 

A sculptor in love is looking at the tree 

 
I will carve your face 
its expression  
shape of thoughts 

I will revive you  
with a breath 
although lungs are weak 
too weak  
to relish  
you and life 

you say  
the idea of home is mere chimera 
and it takes something more 
than wood and a street 

I tell you 
that even a broken branch  
will bloom  
once the bondage of doubt 
has been cut off from it 
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Kazimierz Linda (Poland) 

autumn trees (jesienne drzewa) 

 

The fall 
undressed all the trees 
  
ashamed 
they are extending their arms begging 
  
the winter 
for a white blanket  
of humbleness 
  
the spring 
for an apparel  
of a new life 
 

Translated by Dorota Zegarowska
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Ewa Lipska (Poland) 

Sharks 

 The country stood in my throat. 
I cannot swallow it 
Or spit it out.  

I breathe 
Across the sea 
full of sharks. 

 

Translated by Anna Maria Mickiewicz 

 
 
 

Ewa Lipska (Poland) 

In safe mode 

There 

Where they took off to fly 
our bed 
There is an airport now  

Nobody remembers anymore 
That there was life here 
Which flew away 
In safe mode 
 

Translated by Anna Maria Mickiewicz 
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Katarzyna Lisowska (Poland) 
 
Home - I am gonna go... 
 
Basi Rosiek (Writer, 1959-2020), for being beside in every need of life 
in memory of eternity  
(I promised to carry the memory of her overseas)  
 
I am crossing my own fist of time. 
I am constantly becoming, 
To stop 
Breathing, 
Swallowing air. 
I will stop living like a dream. 
I will close myself to eternity. 
On the other side of time 
There is fulfillment waiting 
 
And now You, Basiu.  
 
Translated by Anna Maria Mickiewicz 
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Adam Lizakowski (USA) 

The wonderful world of animals 

The eagle 

Once upon a time there were two brothers, Lech and Czech, who 
went hunting together but each of them followed a different 
prey and eventually they both traveled in different directions. 
Czech headed to the West and became the founder of the Czech 
nation.  While Lech traveled to the North until he came across a 
magnificent white eagle guarding her nest. Startled but 
impressed by this spectacle, he decided to settle there. He 
adopted the White Eagle as his coat-of-arms, which remains a 
symbol of Poland to this day.  
 

Old Polish Legend 

The pictures of eagles were in every classroom, public office, and 
institution. He had never seen any eagle alive, but dreamed to 
see the magnificent bird flying, not a painted symbol of power 
and money. Eagles are known for their superior vision--a 
metaphor for the “all-seeing eye.”  He didn’t know that. When 
he came to America to find a job on every single dollar he made, 
working to the bone there was an eagle again 
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Anna Łęcka (Poland) 

Hope  

Words as good as bread 
 in some colors of life  
decorated with a black ribbon braided  
with earth  
missed sun moon and stars  
raise your head to the space  
let glances go high  
 
memory of life disappears  
eyes glisten with tears  
thoughtful humble  
look at the furthest point 
put your values into balance  
hope will cover  
your longing heart 

 

Translated by Błażej Majsterek 
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Marek Łukaszewicz (Poland) 

Frankness 

 

Should I deserve tolerance when I wander awkwardly on my 
thorny way? 
Should I lose ground if I unveil the unsuspected? 
The volcano sweeps away the clamour, though I wonder i 
we should be beloved even in the moment of frankness. 

We have been roving for too long to be mistaken... 
it’s time for reflection 
it’s time for reflection 
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Błażej Majsterk (USA) 
 
Nonexistence 
 
i do not exist  
created by dreams  
 
my fears:  
when dreams come true 
the reality will push me away 
when somebody is with you  
you cannot hear my voice 
 
your love: 
being always together 
me created by dreams  
the real always with us  
 
material and spiritual:  
you  
the real  
and me 
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Mikoła Martyniuk 
 
* * * 
 
Night  
was hiding  
the sky painted by winds 
in a contemporary style 
on the palette of the day 
behind the black square of Malevič 
And by morning 
the colors went pale 
transforming  
yesterday’s masterpiece 
into today’s 
banal copy 
palimpsest 
with and on the canvas of a genius 
 
How can they know 
that the newest 
most perfect 
and most complete 
harmony is unable  
to save 
and protect 
this world 
from premature 
aging 
 
© Translated from Ukrainian by Bronislava Volkova, August 
2019 
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Barbara Mazurkiewicz (Poland) 
 
In the Shimmer 
 
Just with July summer’s passing, 
air tasting like strawberries, 
You dance, as if ascending – 
with the garland and flowy dress.  
 
I remember you mummy, 
and cornflowers filled with sky, 
Butterflies in high grass, 
and fast-moving daily chores. 
 
Dreams become bitter, 
and I feel lost in  
this parade of visions 
fading on the sun’s scales. 
 
Mistrust is creeping 
between ‘’Heaven” and Earth 
And I, mummy, am looking for 
trust in stranger’s eyes. 
 
Holy mass is conducted in corn fields 
reaching beyond the horizon. 
Angelic clouds pass across the sky 
And you are in my heart. 
 
With a feather, you tickle me, 
in the shimmer.  
  
 
Translated by Ula de B 
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Anna Maria Mickiewicz (UK) 
 
The mystery of time 
 
In the solitude of a silent garden 
spring snowdrops 
wake Socrates 
from his dream of a dialogue 
 
He makes a covenant 
with eternity's evanescent closure 
forged with 
fragile cobwebs 
 
 
It will keep secrets 
enchanted 
in the blackbird’s song 
 
  
Socrates calls me in the middle of the night 
He is crying 
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Romuald Mieczkowski (Vilnius-Warsaw / Lithuania-Poland) 

The Lady Asks Me 

The lady is asking – what language are you thinking in – 
One thinks in the language of love or the lack there of 
Without words or letters 
One thinks in the language of spring or autumn 
Without seasons 
In the language of happiness or longing 
  
And I am praying, my lady, in the language I know 
In the language of prayers. 
  
And what language am I counting in – 
I am counting, my lady, in the language of losses and gains 
Like one count star on a July night 
  
And if there was a sudden war 
Which side would I be on – 
I would, my lady, get out of the war’s way 

  

Translated by Paul Matusewicz (Seattle) 
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Zbigniew Milewski (Poland) 

T h e p o e t 
 
Today there is no need, there are different 
scholarship projects for life, diet, and deals 
included in price mundane idea, career paths. 
 
Hit the moon, knowing that it is too high, 
pretend to be masters, coping their style 
in the new times. It is not the same. 
 
It is a luxury and mystical gift for 
author who, like the hero of Andersen’s story, 
goes proudly straightened despite the nudity. 
 
Behind him a retinue and laughter but he writes 
a new modern fairy tale which will be after us. 
 

Translated by IHM – Isia Hanna MIlewska
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Aleksander Nawrocki (Poland) 
 
Barbara 

 
You put your name between raspberries 
Behind the heathers the deer smell your smile  
To the ill cherry tree you bring a prince 
And wolf’s cry you frame in silver 

A palm is smooching to you with celebration 
And a bastard breaks the jug and runs away 
Patiently you collect the pieces teeth 
In a beautiful mosaic day is lost thought 

Everyone is living you paint the snow 
Spider that once was a star 
You put on your hand to listen to heaven 
Until spring broke on twigs yesterday 

And king ordered king’s red to the rains 
And I threw my burke from the hedgehog  
I dig my teeth into dawn of the oak 
When together with the juice of hidden raspberries 
I drank your navy name out 

 

Translated by Ula de B
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Barbara Orlowski (Germany / Brazil)  
 
TIME 
 
where dreams come true in full magic 
they have a taste for passion 
 
and the whispers of angels 
they touch the tops of the mountains slightly 
 
where stones carved in the  
shade – they are silent 
 
where moments smell of delight 
and you have other hands in your hands 
 
longing has become the motto of life 
wisdom suits sarcasm 
 
despite the dusty clocks 
you know – time is running out fast  
 

Translated by Dariusz Tomasz Lebioda  
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Barbara Osuchowska (Poland) 

About the Sunset above the Sea   
 in memory of Joseph Conrad 

 

Seagulls’ screams call the imaginary       
And I see the ancient words  
Already on the sky-blue waves               
The crimson vessels race  
The sea is their cradle                      
Dark abyss is their thumb  
Wives of the Vikings never cry               
Feminine weakness is their strength  
The Poseidon’s music rings on                
The hum of the sea’s shells and horns  
For there’s a need for a new offering        
To the ancient gods  
A young man stands on the shore              
Listening to the voice of waves  
He talks to the ghost of his father     
He raises his steel sword   
In the blade’s red brilliance                
The sun’s firry death  
The clouds as white wings                    
They flare as a pearly crown  
So many men have died                        
As they left to concur the world  
The vessel ready to leave                    
Stands in the port all set  
Long centuries will pass                     
 

Till water returns its extortion  
Human sadness is always alive                
Sobbing is present in the night’s  
Here the story breaks away                   
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Far from here the ship is gone  
It is just a puny page                        
From my diary of sea dreams 

 

Translated by Ula de B 
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Małgorzata Karolina Piekarska (Poland) 
 
A Letter to Danuta B. Living in Florida 
 

I sent you a poem 
It is fresh like a bread from bakery 

It was plunging into the net of Dreams like a Christmas fish 
It is like an unplanned pregnancy  
But there is no way out 
Abortion is forbidden 
In a head there is no delete key 

I did not want to get up 
But he spent me from my bad 
It was so obstinate 
I was tightening the eyelids being so tired but 
It ordered me to press record key 

Although it was pitting in my head like on the throne 
It insolently squeezed through my fingers 
And it is standing on the page  
Importunate! 
Intruder! 

Take it Danuta because I am so sleepy  
There are six hours to daybreak in your home 

Warsaw 18 October 2001 
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Yvette Popławska (Belgium) 
 
President of the International Association of Authors and Artists, 
Journalists, Lawyers, Virtualia ART. Tied sentimentally and 
emotionally between Poland and Belgium. In her plans she is 
intending further expansion of the Polish-Belgian horizons, 
creation of an indissoluble tandem of cooperation.  
(Translated by Thaddeus Hutyra.)  
My sky-high youth 
 
I have been finding my childhood in sepia and black and white 
photographs. I grew up on a military base, where the eye could 
become slim machines with their aerodynamic shape. I can say 
that in the 3115 aviation unit in Wrocław. I gained erudition and 
a kind of military experience, which to this day remains in me, 
when I knew how to wear vests, I got some knowledge of 
emergency exits, and l listened to the pilot in command.  
 
In 1987and 1988, I worked as a manager of the musician band 
Vincent. When we were flying to Russia, we always expected 
technical glitches. I remember, once in the passenger cabin, there 
was a huge problem. There were thick clouds, turbulence, heavy 
rain, and the cockpit was leaking. The rain was getting into the 
airplane.  
 
I believe ... who once in her/his life he/she touched the ceiling 
of the sky, wants to return, glide, float in space on a board the 
aircraft or in a basket filled with helium with adrenaline. In our 
galaxy magical journey remained a faithful symbol of the “blue 
uniform” from my childhood memories. 
 
Translated by Blazej Majsterek 
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Renata Pytel (USA) 

Election of authorities 

As an old Polish custom 
Don't dream of paradise!! 
 
The new government  
just go and choose. 
if you want inheritance, 
if you want to get a new pair of shoes. 
 
Passport, visa, dollars 
it's like cabbage for hares  
when they only flee to the UNION. 
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Andrew Rea (UK) 
 
Snow 
 
White blossoms of snow, as the day lengthens, 
Fall from the heavens, as the cold strengthens. 
A wintery veil, of elfin white crowned, 
Forms a comfortable, wrappage for the ground. 
 
Children lark and laugh, like merry field wights, 
Oblivious of, these cold chilly nights. 
In nightly revels, with their frivolity, 
They have overwatched, in their jollity. 
 
Crisp wintery form, descends from the sky, 
An elfin white mist, falling from high. 
Through the heavy snow, the gait of night stark, 
Whose specter full many, a man doth mark. 
 
Winding chill winds howl, along the long leigh, 
Stand fast, dost fear? Dost fear to ride with me? 
Some durst not venture, on this elfin night, 
Doth the still moon shine, in the soft snow bright. 
 
The holly tree with, his snowy white crown, 
Dreaming of when, summer cometh to town. 
O tree, full oft, hast thou been so bedecked, 
Snowy down blanket, with emerald spikes flecked. 
 
Trudge home contemplating, that cheerful glass, 
Heavy gait of night, wilt soon come to pass. 
Jack frost soon be gone, if he dost intend, 
And bring the bitter, wintertide to an end. 
 
 



 78

Copyright Andrew Rea, First week in Advent 2019 
Eva Elizabeth Rea (UK) 
 

Willow Ashwood: The Girl Who Danced with Dragons 
by Eva Elizabeth Rea (available on Amazon) 

Chapter One: The Voice from Nowhere 

 
‘Who are you?’ I muttered. ‘Tell me.’ 
‘You will find out shortly. For now, let me just say that my 
intentions are honourable.’ 
Somewhere I found within myself a little bit of strength I didn’t 
know I had. ‘I don’t have invisible friends. Where are you?’ 
‘I am unable to elaborate on this at present,’ said the Voice. Then 
I heard a deep groan. ‘Oh, my joints ache.’ 
It wasn’t the groan of a human being, at least not that of an 
ordinary person. 
‘Can I do anything?’ I asked, desperate to find out more. 
‘Perhaps one day you will be able to help me. I implore you to 
trust me.’ 
‘It’s easy for you to say that. You can see me, but I can’t see you. 
It’s not every day I hear voices from nowhere.’ 
‘Oh, I would not say that. In fact, I am closer to you than you 
think.’ 
I looked around my room again, but still couldn’t see anyone. 
‘Come out and show yourself then,’ I cried out, and before I 
could stop myself, I went on, ‘Stop scaring me! You’re freaking 
me out.’ 
‘Is that the right way to talk to your elders? Show me some 
respect, Miss Ashwood. Young people these days ...’ 
So, he’s an ancient museum piece! ‘Okay, I get it. If I ask nicely, will 
you show up?’ 
‘Not yet,’ said the Voice firmly. ‘It is imperative that you do not 
divulge anything about our conversation to anyone, especially 
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not to your parents. They would not understand. This is our 
secret.’ 
‘Even if I did, they wouldn’t believe me.’ 
‘I insist upon you maintaining silence. Talking about me will 
spoil the plans I have for you.’ 
‘Plans?’  I gasped, shivering in disbelief. ‘You’ve plans for me?’ 
‘Miss Ashwood, as I intimated earlier, all will be revealed at the 
right time. Patience is a virtue.’ 
‘Please tell me just a little bit,’ I begged. ‘What plans?’ 
‘Upon my honour, they are good plans. I will send you to a 
special place.’ 
‘What do you mean?’ I mumbled, my whole-body trembling. 
‘This is my home. I’m not going anywhere.’ 
‘But you are not happy here. Are you?’ 
‘No, I’m not, but I’m still staying here.’ 
‘You will thank me for instructing you to go there. I say no more 
than the truth.’ 
‘Can I at least tell my dad about you?’ I pleaded, feeling too 
frightened to keep it all to myself. 
‘Absolutely not!’ The loud and commanding reply reverberating 
around me. ‘I forbid you from doing such a thing.’ 
‘All right, all right, I’ll keep it a secret.’ I was now ever so 
desperate for the Voice to go away. ‘I promise.’ 
‘Pray heed well my words. I bid you farewell, Miss Ashwood.’ 
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Maciej Rembarz (Poland) 
 
rests his head on a heath. 
 
 
He looks good with this 
really postmodernist 
fragrant hairdo. 
Four grey cranes 
from friendly, distant swamps, 
spread this living tapestry 
on the wall of the forest. 
In very important moments the cranes  
dance; Maciej Rembarz is grateful for  
this, as he waits for the sorrowful 
farewell bugles. 

 
Translated by Włodek Fenrych 
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+ 

The first four verses from Thanks (to Ovid) by Steve Rushton 
(UK), an illustrated poem of over ninety verses to be published 
by frACTalia press later this year. 
 
I, i 
 
So to begin, telling a story 
About my poet, telling a story, 
About my poet, other half 
(not my wife, my other half). 
I am an artist, half the time, 
The rest, a poet, making rhymes. 
My other half, my poet, thought 
To write a verse about rebirth— 
Renaissance was his chosen theme 
(a favourite time—Leonardo, 
Botticelli, Michelangelo, 
ancient art inspiring new). 
 
 
I, ii 
 
I knew Laocoon, ancient sculpture 
(writhing snakes and tortured father) 
Influenced Titian, others too, 
And so my poet, other half, 
Believes he is found another link, 
Between the ancient and renaissance— 
Writing by the poet Ovid, 
In translation by another, 
Finding beauty in translation, 
Going on to greater work, 
Inspiring Shakespeare, greatest poet 
In renaissance English verse. 
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I, iii 
 
Ovid’s words inspired others— 
Marlowe (who translated Ovid), 
Also William Shakespeare’s favourite  
Book was Metamorphoses. 
And Dryden also studied this, 
And then translated part of it, 
The best translation he attempted— 
And what is more, he also worked 
On Ovid’s Amores, as did Marlowe. 
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I, iv 
 
So we have two marvellous poets, 
Both translating work from Ovid, 
Similar verses from Amores. 
Looking at the differences 
(and also citing Ovid’s importance 
to renaissance English verse)  
Might bring to light the unexpected, 
Hidden, but by work exposed, 
A link between these marvellous poets, 
Undiscovered, until now. 
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Jan Rychner (Poland) 
 
Whispers 
 
 
Your shadow 
sat on the moss 
right next to mine. 
Shy whispers… 
The skies above us are burning 
the road full of garlands 
is leading us 
to infinity 
Our bodies tangled by passion 
Close your eyes 
There is silence around 
our hands 
have stopped the time. 

 
Translated by Dorota Zegarowska 
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Agnieszka Sadlakowska (Poland) 

A moment in spring. 

The crocuses came up first through the ground when spring 
arrived. The snow, for which we expected to fall in the morning 
and melt in the evening, paralyzing the train traffic for several 
days, did not fall. This year there was no snow, after autumn 
spring was announced by loud birdsongs, buds on trees, 
blinding sun at noon and morning fog. 

 It was at this moment on the verge of sleep, the meeting 
happened. 

 The night air, moist and carrying the smell of the moon, filled 
the whole house. 

 He flickered for a moment green stripes, looked carefully out of 
his big black eyes and carefully sat on the edge of the sofa. 

 - Why are you here in the middle of the night? - She was 
surprised. 

 - I'm some kind of Night Creature.  

- You have amazing eyes...  

- How long has it been? - He wondered.  

- Five years, she answered. I like to listen when you play. 

 - Really? I will reveal to you, and just you, a secret. I pour elixir 
in the guitar's strings, which comes alive; we become one. I have 
to suffer to create, but now I have enough suffering, I don't need 
more.  

- Don't you mind the flickering candle flames? 
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 - They are fascinating in the morning! 

 He suddenly thought, listened... 

 - How these birds sing! It is spring... Let's go to the beach we'll 
make it just before sunrise.  

The sun and moon are visible in the sky together for a moment. 
It feels like August, these last days of March, that is how warm it 
is. People walk on the beach, alone, with children, with dogs, in 
groups, but no one is swimming yet. 

 Fishermen catch fish, jellyfish, small crabs, and small, gray 
shrimps in landing nets. For them, it is all about the shrimps! 
Small fish are thrown into the sea again, along with the crabs, 
although not all, some fishermen clearly do not want to; and 
that's what the seagulls are waiting for, they peck what remains 
in the wet sand after fishing. The sea, although calm and warm, 
washes a lot of jellyfish ashore, of various sizes, with amazing 
colors and shapes. Their sight is both sad and beautiful. 

 On the horizon, a blue fishing boat with a net visible on the side, 
drags a veil of seagulls behind it 

It is time to go back. Sunk away in our own thoughts, we look at 
each other silently. We know that we will never forget this 
moment.  

 

Translated by Jane Verwer 
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Jo Sanders (UK) 

Catastrophe? 

 We were partners and quite happy 
for a little while. 
Then things started to go wrong. 
“ You’ve changed”, he said.  

Maybe I had, 
But it was accidental  
I had scratched him in the night. 
He’d done worse before now.  

He did not like it either 
that sometimes I’d wander in the garden 
while he was sleeping. 
He wanted to own me 
but I won’t be contained. 

 So, after a fearsome row 
he kicked me out 
-in the middle of the night. 
“ You wouldn’t treat  
an animal like that”, I said. 
He just looked at me.  

So I became homeless 
And took to roaming the gardens and the park, 
watching the birds, sitting in the sun 
and meeting new people.  

I soon found somebody else; 
someone who appreciated me 
for who I was  
and what I had become.  
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He took me in and gave me a home, 
no questions asked. 
Gave me freedom and love 
and two good meals a day. 

He thought I was beautiful 
and caressed me 
while I sang to him. 

I sink down in front of the fire; 
curl my tail around me 
and am content. 
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Eliza Segiet (Poland) 

A human footprint 

I keep asking myself questions and the one keeps 
recurring, what about you, man, that you treat your mother like 
that? And it triggers more. Why do not you care about her? Why 
are you destroying her? 

You only have one. Unless you have found a twin refuge 
(I doubt it) somewhere. Even if it is the case, it is good to leave 
behind good memories of you. In my opinion, there is no other, 
synonymous, equally beautiful, in which a man can live. Mother 
Earth is one. Unique and friendly to a man. Of course, there will 
be those who will say: what about floods, volcanic eruptions, 
typhoons, tsunamis? Yes, they happen, but it is the law of 
nature. 

It is frightening that a man destroys his own territory. 
However, this is happening. The Earth - the home to people 
from around the world - is destroyed by its inhabitants. Not 
thinking that someone will live after us, we leave traces 
everywhere – of nothing spectacular, but of our our stupidity. 
Tons of plastic floating in the seas and oceans, littered forests, 
poisonous fumes from chimneys heralding the death of the 
future of nature. 

Even in the Arctic and Antarctica you can see the results 
of human thoughtlessness. Glaciers are melting due to the 
changing climate. Unfortunately, a man- who seems not to see 
the problem - is helping them. 

In the seas and oceans, fish die because of plastic, or 
being tangled in the net. 

Let us not leave any traces of thoughtlessness. Let us take 
care of Mother Earth, because another one may not be available. 
We destroy this one on our own request. 
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I’m still asking myself a question - what about you, man, 
that you have stopped thinking and you leave behind plastic, the 
totem of modern times. There is a high likelihood that if you do 
not throw it away, you may burn in a stove empty water bottles 
which, not well, you may be short of one day. 

I am convinced that disposable plastic bags waving in 
trees are not a testimony to the fact that now trees instead of fruit 
begin to flourish with artificiality, it is the man again, the 
garbage collector who allows nature to takes the look of the lack 
of imagination of homo sapiens. 

There are dozens of examples that can be multiplied, but, 
everybody knows that, and hardly anyone thinks that he is 
doing wrong. He throws away because what is he supposed to 
do with it? It is enough to think that used tires should not lie in a 
forest that we will want to go to for a rest one day. Felling of 
trees is depriving us (and our lesser friends from the world of 
fauna) of oxygen. In winter, we start wearing masks so that we 
do not breathe in poisonous air. Maybe we should take off our 
masks and look from a different perspective? Changes must be 
made first in your own home, in your lifestyle. 

The harm that we do to the world depends on the course 
of thought. If living amidst thrash does not convince you, think 
about the life of your children. Not only should you take care of 
their environment, but also set an example of a conscious 
inhabitant of the Earth, inspire you to live in harmony with 
nature. The world does not need the "Earth Day", it needs 
understanding, respect, and help - not once in a blue moon, but 
every day. 

Man has the right to choose values, he has the ability to 
make decisions. I do not know why he decides to kill the world 
of nature. To kill himself... We did not appear in the world to 
destroy it. We are here to live in symbiosis with nature, to draw 
from her gifts and to protect her in return. 

 
 

Translated by Anna Spryszyńska  
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Adam Siemieńczyk (UK) 

Firebird 

when old faith is forgotten 
I will turn into an enormous peacock, a hawk, a demon 
with a purple beak and gold feathers 
into a firebird – godlike creature 
the personification of vulnerability and composure 
which you can hold in your hand 

 

I’ll sit on your arm 
and kill your enemies with my sight 
or turn them into trifles 
when you let me go at night 
to the sky. 
I’ll become 
a light that sends happiness 

like a red rooster I will spark the fire 
of love within you 
and I’ll wake you up  
from nightmares 

as a god's ground guard 
I’ll leave the gates ajar 
with the strength of my will I’ll lift the burdens 
as a wildfire wind I’ll give you strength, 
light and heat 
for your pure heart I’ll bring soothing 
in my songs 
when you’re harassed 
my pearly tears will heal you 
when there’s such need 

before death 
on the altar of the sun made of cinnamon, mirth and nord 
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I will build a nest like a stake 
I will burn during new moon 
reborn as an egg 

it needs to be held in warmth for nine days 
I break the shell and start to breathe 
you’ll feed me with tree sap 
from fragrant trees 
you’ll give me morning dew 
and a universe will be born 
when I’ll fly above the sea 
my scream will create time 
and I’ll be  

only yours 
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Dorota Silaj (Poland) 

I’m a writer  

I’m a writer with big writing heart 
I want to write a great story 
But I have one big problem now 
I don’t know what to write about 
Every writer is writing something nice 
About people, about love 
And me? What I could write about 
Maybe about my soul, about my love, about my spirit 
But is that it so far 
Maybe I open my mind and with  
the wind’s spirit I will write about? 

 

 

 



 94

Susan Jane Sims (UK) 

Personal Development 

What would you come back as? 
I'd opt for butterfly. 
A few short days  
of adult life; 

nothing to think about  
apart from sex 
and basking on leaves 
wings outstretched. 

It beats the years we have 
of worrying how to live, 
how to love. 

 

From collection A number of things you should know (Indigo 
Dreams Publishing, 2015) 
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 Małgorzata T. Skwarek-Gałęska (Poland) 
 
"where a battle cannot be avoided, it must be taken"  

                                                              Sun Tzu 

 

bullets have grown into the soil - they germinate 
poets do not give up without a fight 
they collect the fallen 
they exorcise the words over them 
peacefully oriented to theory 
they enter the war like 
a well-seduced lover defeated  
by a double-edged weapon - easy prey of history 
they give their hearts burning with a song  
into the ruling of necessity 
 
 
 
Translated by Artur Komoter 
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Alex Slawiński (UK) 

IT'S GETTING COLDER 

 

There is no tomorrow in my Dreamland. 
No sunshine, nor a single drop of rain.  
Not even a moonshine, shining in a bottle.  
Just a deep, abyssal NOTHING. Lukewarm peace.  

You have never told me about your dreams.  
So, how could I fulfil them? Or fail them?  
It is so hard to roam through the vast emptiness 
Of someone's dark soul, hidden behind innocent blue eyes.  

Calendars lie. Years pass, but time stand still.  
Nothing seems to change. Blood is as thick as always been.  
Maybe it's slightly sweeter. And fatter. You know, I am ageing. 
Yet still, staining tiles in its usual way.  

My Dreamland gets smaller. And colder. And darker.  
And emptier with every grain of eternity.  
I will not say goodbye, as I am sure you will know,  
If I touch your face for the last time...  
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Ted Smith-Orr (UK) 

TREE. 

They planted me on Redfern's grave, 
beside the yellow bush, planted to  
celebrate the birth of their daughter. 
As it grew I grew. 

His ears are my ears, his legs my legs; 
My roots keeping us firm. 
Sharing our senses to protect us from 
dangers. 

My arms are his arms,  
Supporting the homes of creatures, 
giving shelter from sun and storms. 
Offering a haven to playing children. 
My skin protects him  
from the nail’s boys use to climb me. 

His eyes are my eyes 
and through these eyes we observe  
the changing landscape: 
from rolling fields to rising rooftops. 
From livestock to raging wheels. 
We glimpse the sea between the buildings 

Our grave is ever growing, 
our roots entwined with the tree 
celebrating his grown daughter. 
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Tomasz Snarski (Poland) 

The boulder of Sisyphus 

Why are you rolling the boulder? 
It will never do: 
Switching into progressive thinking, 
Even going back to conservative roots, 
Striving for job, 
Asking for help, 
Submitting applications, 
Raising and educating, 
Steadfastness and ambition. 
You are weighed down, 
You step back, 
The boulder always rolls down. 
 
It will never do: 
The boulder slips away again. 
Will it kill you or will you dodge it? 
It will never do. 
No miracle will happen. 
Wake up at last. 
Do not be stubborn, do not be blind. 
 
It will never do: 
All your efforts, all your pains 
Will not change the fate, 
Let it go 
Switching into other thinking – 
It will never do. 
 

Translated by Agnieszka Sikorska 
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Gregory Spis (UK) 

July 26th The Land’s End, Cornwall. 

 for Carmen 

...from a journey to the USA  

that has never happened 

I was lying on the beach 
holding a plastic sandwich bag 
in both hands 
over my head 
I wanted to catch  
the sun going down 
and when it slid slowly 
right inside 
I got up quickly  
to take it home 
for ever 
but it burst out 
through the bottom 
sinking softly and frivolously 
somewhere in the Celtic Sea 
this is what the American sun is like 
always free 
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Vladan Stamenković (Poland) 

CONSUMPTION 

Write a poem 
Write it for yourself 
and about yourself 
Breathe 
Wait for it to cool down 

Smell it from all sides 
Look at it from above 
diagonally 
Check how it looks from the back 
What shadow casts 
in daylight 
under the light bulb 

So put it on your tongue 
until it softens 
Clench your jaw 
and chew your poem 
Change its shape and structure 
using tongue 
teeth and thoughts 
Those ones just coming up 
and still fresh 

Don't let decaying words  
put you off 
unsuccessful and missed 
Replace them with more resistant ones 
if necessary and stolen 
Soon as long as you can 
Until your imaginary wisdom 
 won't get stuck in your throat 
irrevocably 

Translated by Alicja Kuberska  
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Stanisław Stanik (Poland) 

hyacinth for Gosia 
 
who gave a purple flower to Gosia 
a flower with petals so many 
 
who gave a hyacinth to this redheaded 
girl of exquisite form 
dressed all in black 
who gave it to Gosia 
 
although Gosia is not in mourning 
she chooses colors for her skin 
and eyes in flight 
swallows 
 
the violet hue reflects on the face 
a pale shadow 
as the fragrance fills the room 
 
this is not my merit 
that beauty of Gosia with this hyacinth 
although it is certain 
that I gave her this flower 

Translated by Błażej Majsterek 



 102 

Wanda Dusia Stańczak (Poland) 
 
Raspberry Juice 

 You were giving me raspberry juice 
Whether I needed it or not 
for good health 
replacing sugar 
with a smile with an aroma 
of alabaster hands 

 you were giving me raspberry juice 
in a transparent glass 
once I wanted to sketch it 
and could not find a pencil 
with matching color 
you said with a smile 
„there is no such pencil 
I have colored this juice with love 
We laughed for a long time 

Why this is not funny to me 
today? 
You colored it too much 
Mom... 
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Władysław Szlengel (1912-1943) 

The Account with God 

 
(The Warsaw Ghetto, 1943) 
 
Perhaps it was a dream – (but rather not) 
or maybe my drink had intoxicated me. 
We sat together – God and me 
and were settling the account... 
 
God was an elderly gentleman, 
his look was full of grace 
he had a long grey beard 
and walked without the armband.  
 
He did not have a "Kennkarte"  
 
for He'd arrived directly from Eden, 
yet He had a citizenship, 
reportedly... Uruguay's. 
 
I pulled out a large book 
while God – His Waterman pen. 
I opened the account – The Faith, 
and said... Sir... 
 
I am 32 years old, 
the years of satiety or poverty, 
but until now, Oh God, 
I had an open credit.  
 
I was told: "you pray..." 
– I did pray, 
I was told: "you fast..." 
– I did fast... 
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Throughout the hard days of fast, 
with not a drop of water in my mouth, 
just for Your grand glory 
and the fictitious laws. 
 
In the exhausting streaks of the candle lights, 
in the turmoil of synagogues' rooms 
I prayed so that You could 
Count my deeds... 
 
I was told: "Thou shalt not steal..." 
– I did not steal, 
I was told: "Do not eat pork..." 
 
(I like it) – I did not eat. 
I was told: "So wants God..." 
I was told: "It is the way of God..." 
I was told: "Thou shalt not commit adultery..." 
– I did abstain... for God. 
 
I was told: "Thou shalt not kill..." 
– I did not kill. 
"Thou shalt have no other gods before Me..." 

– I did have none.  
 
There are various pleasant feasts, 
There are various difficult ones, 
both ten times a year, 
I was commanded to remember them all... 
 
I was commanded to sit in a sukkah, 
to drink bitterly, eat the matzah, 
to atone many times, 
and neglect my work. 
 
With the phylactery straps I squeezed my hands, 
I devoured the holy books through all nights 
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and mortified my body. 
Pardon me, I'm asking – what for? 
 
I have said: "God will help," 
I have said: "God will save," 
I have believed: "God's been with me," 
I have said: "And so on..."  
 
Please have a look into the book 
It is clear and obvious. 
Look! – The page of Your deeds 
towards me – is whole blank... 
 
They hit me in my face 
– I do not keep escaping 
like a hunted animal from burrow to burrow. 
I'm waiting... yet You do nothing... 
 
I'm hungry, I'm freezing, I'm longing, 
my way is getting wilder and longer, 
it's become empty and deadly all around me, 
but I’m not crying... I'm waiting... 
 
Blown into the winds have been: 
the craving, the fast, the lamentation 
and a hundred thousand of prayers 
and half a million of "Amen"... 
 
What do You give me today 
for all my deeds? 
– This Block... This tin badge, Umschlagplatz, 
The coupons, or Treblinka? 
 
Do You still expect that I 
the day after tomorrow, like in the Testament, 
when going under Prussian gas 
Shall still say "Amen" to You? 
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So, say something, please, speak up, 
take out the account from the hiding. 
The books are open – look! – 
You, Partner of my life... 
 
And the gentle, elderly man, 
with whom I drank at the table, 
took a pencil in his hand and said... 
and here I got awaken... 
 
Was it but an ordinary dream? – 
Or was I just overcome with the drink? 
Yet till this day I know not how 
the account has been settled. 
 
Translated by Halina Birenbaum. 
The translation edited by Andrew Kobos 
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Marianne Szlyk (USA) 

Flying into Warsaw in Another Life 

In this life, the eastbound airplane 
simply hangs above the toy landscape: 
cotton ball clouds; tiny, nameless trees: 
the ocean, a smooth, dark sheet 
without trash or fish or shipwrecks. 

Tomorrow morning I land in Poland, 
my grandfather’s country, country of trees 
with yellowed leaves and peeling bark, 
of cobblestones coated with cigarette smoke, 
of lumbering oxen and steam trains, 
of people who look like me 
but swish and swallow vinegary consonants 
that burn going down an American’s throat. 

In this life, I do not know 
that Grampy never lived in Poland. 
In his own village, near Vilnius, 
his words, a foreign language, swirled 
like wood smoke in morning air. 
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Stella Greta Szymaniak (Poland) 

Poetry heals the prose of life 

The circumstances in which they met were hard to both of them. 
The winter was diversified by crows in the snow, which 
heralded the arrival of inevitability. She did not think that she 
would find a lighthouse keeper efficiently walking on the border 
between rationality and irrationality. He found her in the dark, 
in the darkest part of the labyrinth. Each door led to the next 
door, missing the door handles in despair. Each window did not 
shine with its transparency, in which it was difficult to see its 
reflection. The line dividing the real world flexibly flexed so that 
only a talented tightrope walker could balance between worlds. 
He was the guide, Charon coming to his aching souls in a half-
sinking boat. 

The door creaked open, she heard - Come in, he's already 
waiting for you - 

An elderly gentleman was sitting on the messy bed, smiling 
wickedly at her. She thought that he was confusingly similar to a 
man named Gustaw, who played the role of "Master and 
Margarita", and maybe to Gustaw from the fourth part of 
"Dziady". She thought that it was certainly contemporary 
Gustaw from another world, from the world from which she was 
looking for a way out. Around him were many manuscripts, 
which waved in space with a gust of wind. He watched her 
closely, and when she got the words out, he became speechless: 

-"You are part and I am part of the world, 
you know about Earth, and space knows about me. 

We are like profit and loss, 
when you sigh, I am the air "- 

 

She gave stereo to his inner self. Poetry appealed to him, phrase 
by phrase, it was a coherent whole. The next verses were both a 
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question and an answer at the same time. As if he heard her 
voice in his inner home all his life. Who is she, where did she 
come from? He thought. Suddenly he heard: 

- "I am like the Nike of Samothrace, 
unchained about love! 

Although killed, but I run with the same enthusiasm 
extending mine arms cut off ... "- 

 

They talked for a long time outside of space and time. As if the 
world around ceased to exist. He was a writer, architect of souls, 
she exemplified his inner voice. The stone sky in which they 
found themselves began to crack. She continued: 

- "You create light and I create light, 
which form of darkness will take 

and every star that falls from your premonitions 
daydreaming to shine in a dream "- 

 
When she whispered these words, he knew that they had not 
met by accident. In a maze of delusions entangled in regression, 
all words began to come to life. He thought if I was younger, girl, 
if I was younger, girl. The word of fighting Nike was not a 
strong weapon, he thought, the weapon of a pen. 

-„I'm searching for a teacher and a master 
let him give me back my sight hearing and speech 

let him name objects and concepts again 
let him separate the light from the dark.”- 

 

The writer decided to become her teacher, but soon became her 
master. He knew that she had the potential that should be 
shown. He put in her hands a strong weapon, which is a pen, 
and taught her how to use it. Thanks to him she was able to 
describe the path from every maze. She sat in his head, like 
Minerva, the daughter of Jupiter, heralding a breath of prophetic 
change. However, the writer's life is not easy and not untroubled. 
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He knew that great minds do not shine in salons, they often fall 
into the disease of their eclipse, because they are chased by the 
thought of subordinate content. The artist should carry not only 
the burden of responsibility for his life, but also responsibility of 
the lives of others. He knew the secret and his intuition was 
ahead of the present time, he created new worlds. The inner 
voice that accompanied him was hers. He wrote for her: 

-"I fit in your whole 
because you have high awareness 

and you do not limit mine 
you let me be small 

and then grow 
because you do not measure by perigeum 

but a simple phrase”- 
 

He was aware that he was a Norwid’s shadow going through the 
endless tracts of homelessness. She could share a crumb of bread 
with him. Warm his rough hands with her breath. It was a story 
that no one has ever described before. Then the phone rang. It 
turned out that he received the literary prize of Gustaw Herling 
Grudziński, where his literary effort was appreciated. Gustav’s 
literary prize, he thought… 

He remembered that time, maybe not the place where they met. 
As she entered his hospital room, he was sitting in pajamas in 
white and blue stripes, like from a concentration camp. She 
didn't know he was writing poems he had been writing for a 
long time. She was, like a breath of spring aura, surrounded by 
the cold walls of the place where they found themselves. She sat 
down next to him, not quite knowing who he was. -You look like 
Gustave- 

These words have taken in the current hand of history a different 
meaning. The literary award was an ennoblement in the circles 
of writers. Could she have predicted that he would get one? He 
never said that poetry would made the biggest impression on a 
man. At the beginning of his writing career, he wrote that a 
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woman is greater than poetry even poetry is a woman.  Her 
recitation of his poetry impressed him the most, he saw in her 
real woman. She recited as if she knew him. She pronounces the 
words the way he wanted to hear and say. Later, when he wrote 
a poem which he dedicated to her and published it, he used the 
metaphor that she recites his poems best. Just her intuition, just 
her listening to him, it all felt like she knows him very well. 
Their meeting was so strangely unexpected. This corridor, these 
people, this environment. 

 

-Who would have thought that we had to go there to find 
ourselves - he whispered. 

 

The literary work "Poetry heals prose of life" contains fragments of 
poems by Tadeusz Różewicz, Zbigniew Bieńkowski, Maria 
Pawlikowska Jasnorzewska and Stanisław Stanik 

 
Translated by Adam Lizakowski 
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Leszek Szymański (Australia) 

Marek Hłasko. A Pilot  
 
 

Of the four elements of ancient philosophers and medieval 
alchemists, Marek Hłasko loved water and air. In the late 1950's, 
Marek was best known in Poland and abroad as a writer during 
the Polish October (velvet) Revolution. "I am like Gungha Din-a 
water man," he joked. "I must be close to the water, to smell the 
water, to be in the water." And indeed, on almost every weekend 
(weather allowing), we got into Marek's old jalopy and went to a 
beach. It was not far from his Hollywood apartment on 
Pointsettia Street - Santa Monica or Venice. We were usually 
accompanied by my first wife, Jadviga, and Leonidas Dudincew 
Ossetynski, the famous actor, painter and eccentric. Sometimes 
we were even accompanied by Dr Otto Lauterbach, or by 
Henryk Grynberg and his wife. (Theirs was a relatively cheap 
love.) In those golden years (though at the time we did not know 
they were golden) gas cost less than thirty cents per gallon. Gas 
station employees cleaned car windows, checked water and oil 
levels, and "filled'er up." You also got a souvenir mug for free, as 
well as maps if you requested them. All this was only for a few 
dollars, and although basic wages at the time was only a dollar 
or two, it was not a financially big deal. But the air, the love of 
flying, was a different matter. Marek (after a few menial low 
paying jobs) found good work at Mr. Wnurowski's factory, 
thanks to Dr. Michal Zawadzki and his wife, Danuta. He carried 
sheets of metal, which cut into his hands. When his cuts were 
disinfected with some red stuff, they gave a shocking impression 
of him having stigmata. However, the work was not too bad – 
the boss was nice, and the pay was good. Even so, it took Marek 
roughly a week to save enough money for some airplane hours. 
He took everyone to some faraway airport a few hours outside 
of Los Angeles. He generally did this after work on the 
weekdays since the fares were cheaper. I did not really know 
what kind of license he wanted to earn, as I was not interested in 
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such an expensive and ethereal hobby. However, I had a vague 
impression he wanted a commercial pilot license. At that time, 
we were both about thirty-five years old. Once, when Marek was 
at my place at Union Street (close to downtown Los Angeles), he 
told me and my ex-wife about a novel he was writing. In the 
novel, he wrote about pilots spraying fertilizer or insecticide 
over fields. There was also murder and attempted murder, 
airplane sabotages that resulted in crashes, and airplane dog 
fights. He tried to persuade me to collaborate on his book with 
him. However, I knew almost nothing about airplanes to even 
attempt work on a novel with such a background – we were 
writing different novels. 

I remember an anecdote Marek told me once about a 
stupid student pilot and an evil instructor. The student was told, 
in a swearing way, to follow the instructor's action. At the final 
lesson, the instructor threw out the steering stick and said to the 
student, "Now you fly solo, you bastard." "Yes sir," replied the 
student and threw away his own steering stick. The instructor 
fainted, but of course the student had a spare stick. 

Other times, each of us tried to impress the other with a 
knowledge of technical English. I cited to him all the expressions 
I knew from the linotyping and printing professions and he 
quoted to me tens and tens of names for airplane parts. Well, 
that is all I remember about Marek as a pilot.  

There is something more. Marek told that he saw the 
movie "Battle of Britain" at least three times, if not more. He told 
me there was a minute or so of Polish language spoken, as Polish 
pilots played a significant part in the battle, perhaps even a 
decisive part. I hope the censors of Political Correctness did not 
erase that part, for whatever reason. 
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Maja Trochimczyk (USA) 
 
A Song for a Key 
  
 ~ for Jan Jakub Kolski and his Mother 
 
   
This is a key. 
This is an iron key. 
This is a large, iron key. 
This is an old, large, iron key. 
A key my mother carried in her purse. 
  
This is an old, large, wrought-iron key my mother 
carried in her purse every single day. 
  
This is a field. 
This is a flat field. 
This is a flat, empty field. 
This is a flat, empty field in the Ukrainethat 
used to be Poland. A flat, empty field where my mother’s house 
once stood, surrounded by a tall wooden fence with a tall 
wooden gate, 
and a solid, large, wrought-iron lock. 
  
They told her: pack! 
They told her: go! 
They told her: out! 
You do not belong. 
This is our land. 
  
There is not house. 
There is no fence. 
There is no gate. 
  
This is the key. 
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Bohdan Urbankowski (Poland) 
 
Third love 
 
Third love - - the wise one 
Knowing all grasps skillfully 
Underlying its beauty with a lipstick. 
 
Third love 
Not being afraid of pregnancy sharp words ugliness 
Cutting faces like wrinkles 
Not threatening with death any more  
Not desiring of immortality. 
 
But it’s not a third love my Dear 
Even not a second one.  With anxiety  
Looking at a mirror and eyes in which flame of next day is going 
out 
How will we manage 
The sudden first love?  
 
How will we dare to kiss each other in a park? 
To cuddle in a dance among pairs 
Younger ones more dexterous than us -  - 
 
How we will dare to be younger than them? 
 
How will we venture to be the most beautiful ones? 
 
 With an uncertain cry like a sinking person  
 We fall our legs plait 
 At daybreak 
 The sea will expel our bodies on the shore 
 dead 
 will they not be afraid of death anymore? 
     
Translated by Danuta Ruminski 
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Bohdan Wrocławski (Poland) 

Pain 

Because you are still in this place 
From which all letters return 
 
And their blue hearts still pump 
Deep all the way through horizons 
I am trying to touch you in one of my dreams  
I t doesn’t matter which one  
 
Maybe this one in which 
 dried ground hard like an Athlete’s muscle  
Thrusts out in virgin pristine of the mountain snow 
Falls laughing like a waterfall   
All the way to the tip of our lips  
 
Again, the pain is her companion  
 
You could possibly start to like it  
Accept his humanity  
Existence of septic hospitals with whiteness  
where by the help of catheters 
It probes into the most hidden niches of the body 
 
Or when it dives  
Between the waves of your habits  
It tries to convince you of the future trip one day you will take 
Submit to him - attach great wings 
And you fly somewhere into the unknown  
Geographical areas  
 
The sun leads you to a giant gate  
In which are visible engraved inscriptions  
Of the purest humankind intention 
 
Somebody hides inside  
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with a gesture of full professional indifference opens the gate’s 
wing 
In the streak of a long ray two of you try to continue the trip  
 
You and your shyness 
You hear a scream from the other side of the sun 
This is your pain - protesting  
 
 
Translated by Ula de B. 
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Barbara M. Voit (USA) 
 
Best in Life 
 
To fall in love, 
To laugh aloud incessantly,  
Take a warm shower, 
Sleep till you have enough, 
Take a ride into the woods, 
Hear your favorite song 
Stay up till wee hours talking to a friend. 

Receive a long awaited letter, 
Find money in a pocket of your hanging slacks, 
Go to the beach, 
Have a cold drink on a hot day, 
Take a long walk,  
Feel a gentle breeze on your face, 
First kiss, 
Locking your eyes with a handsome stranger, 
A warm hug from a child. 
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Henryka Wołoszyk (Poland) 

*** 

a piece of coal is rolling in flames 
as if a spark did not matter 
yesterday I was closing my eyes 
against the wind anti-anesthetic in rains 
full of crazy understatements 
as if there was too much in us 
a quarter of an episode provides an insight in what comes up 
in silk there will stay a frisson of excitement 
thrown over carelessly among chill 
 

 

Translated by Lilla Latus 
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Ewa Maria Zelenay (Poland) 
 
my summer 
 
 
my summer explodes in flames of nasturtiums... 
 
my summer explodes in flames of nasturtiums 
in curves of green stems of Art Nouveau 
 
and leaves on the plates, silver drops of dew 
beads of mercury falling into a furrow 
 
my summer tastes of nasturtium juice 
licks bittersweet nectar from a flower’s spur 
 
in the thicket of unravel able pale stems 
counts the hard seeds in ovoid pairs 
 
 
Translated by G. Crawford 
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Izabela Zubko (Poland) 

Walk through life 

 
in the corners of lips 
without snowflakes 
stuck to the heart 
without the feeling of hunger for 
amorous madness 
I wake up 
because a moment earlier 
your eyes 
fixed on my dream 
became a guide-post 
 
Translated by Anna Mazur 
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Marlena Zynger (Poland) 

Indian summer 

late afternoon blows perfume 
essence of scents collected in the past 
delicately matching appropriate auras 
bouquet of abundance connection touch  

hints of infusions of herbs of experience 
flowery resins arising from root 
powerful seduction so casually played   
desirous of coolness and heat 

 smoothing with softness and teasing with thorns 
secretly glinting in colours of change 
late summer marches through woods across meadows 
in gold and in red and gossamer webs 

sometimes at rest in unsteady suspension  
among pine needles leaves flowers meadow spreads 
allowing existence of memory mist 
light racing among branches of shrubs 

as this summer late afternoon breath 
so was I conscious of body and mind  
casting spells of honey tar and sighs 
playing with life without trembling or fear 
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Leszek Żuliński (Poland) 

A short account of our encounter at Tuileries 
  
I stand at the window of my studio and look beyond the horizon 
suddenly the same ludicrous dream returns: 
I'm still young, you wait for me at Ecole de Paris, 
you throw your arms around me and we continue walking 
together; 
we pass Jean-Paul and Simon on Saint-Germain, 
we walk into Cafe de Flore, sip some wine, and later 
wander the streets of Monmartre among the hundreds of easels 
and old books stands. at night we are invited 
to dinner at Meli Muter's, finally we return here exhausted 
and head straight to bed. you put your hand on my chest, cling  
to my tired body and fall asleep. I see you then  
sitting on a bench at Tuileiries, I approach timidly 
and ask if you would care to pose for me. you agree. 
today that is how I think we met, 
I do not know where the years that followed went. I am still 
painting you 
and I still have not finished. you may not exist at all, you are 
the incarnation of unfulfilled dreams, a prelude to insanity. you 
are Moira, that 
led me through the galleries of the world, to make me 
understand, 
that there's no canvas worthy of your skin and no art 

that will spare us from the still life of an apple picked from a tree. 

 

 Translated by Urszula Śledziewska-Bolinska 
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Wanda Kinasiewicz-Idzik (UK) 

Polish Memoirs from Soviet Captivity 

Collected and edited by Karol Michał Nawalicki 

Dedication: To, at the time small, Misia 

A part of memories from our mutual Odyssey 

Wanda, May 2014 

I was fifteen years old, when the Second World War 
broke out. In April 1940 we were deported, with my mother 
Paulina, from Złoczów (Tarnopol region) to Kazakhstan, along 
with several thousand other inhabitants of this historical part of 
the south-eastern Borderlands (Kresy).  

My father, Julian Kinasiewicz, who was a retired Major 
and veterinary doctor, was arrested at the beginning of April 
1940. According to one source, he died in the Katyń Massacre. 
Another source claims he was in the Soviet camp in Starobielsk 
and the gulags1. Following the amnesty for the Polish soldiers in 
the Soviet Union, he died somewhere in southern Russia, near 
Samarkand or Tashkent. His surname is on the ‘Katyń List’.2 

My brother, Zdzisław, joined the resistance in the 
western part of the Małopolska region, following the September 
Campaign 3 , under the pseudonym ‘Track’ (Tor). He was a 
Captain of the Home Army (AK4) and after the war he was 
forced to leave Poland in 1949 due to a denunciation. 

 

1 Network of Soviet labour camps. 
2 List of Polish officers executed by the Soviets in the Katyń forest in April 
1940. 
3 Defence war following the Nazi invasion of Poland on 1st September 1939. 
4 Armia Krajowa – Polish Resistance during WWII. 
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Typhus 

The December snow covered the Uzbek earth with a matt 
shroud. 

The growing darkness covered the vast cotton fields, 
sinking in fluff, throwing dark blue shadows on the roads worn 
out by human feet and sledges, on the crouching huts of the 
locals, on the abandoned kolkhoz5 barn. The silence of the night 
was sometimes broken by barking dogs, or by the squeal of 
heavy shoes on the beaten and frozen track. Sometimes one 
could see, through the tiny, dirty, and microscopic window, a 
weak flame of the oil chimney. The Uzbek aul6 was asleep. 

On the edge of the village the hut looked the same as the 
others. It was made from earth; it was low, small, and had a cone 
roof. The window was partly boarded up and partly covered 
with newspapers. A strong wind and bitter cold sneaked in, 
through gaps in the door. The indoors were dark, only 
sometimes lightened up by the burning glow of cotton sticks 
with some weird, thorny, dried up bushes, mixed with them. 

Previously it had something one could call a fireplace, 
today it became a memory, and all the warmth escaped through 
the hole in the roof. 
            People were sitting on straw, squeezed due to lack of 
space, on lairs made from linen and clothes. A few days ago, 
there were ten people here, today this group is much smaller. 
Nineteen-year old Zbigniew, who recently returned from 
Kolyma, due to the amnesty, and joined the rest of his family of 
six, in exile. He was the strongest and most resourceful and, 
therefore, he left two weeks ago for Tashkent to sell the rest of 
their properties, which they gathered: a watch, a wedding ring 

 

5 Soviet collective farm. 
6 Type of fortified village found in Central Asia. 
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and someone’s last ring. Small Teresa was taken to hospital the 
day before, with her mother, Jadwiga Przeździecka, due to 
typhus. The father is currently covering Wojtek, who is lying in 
the corner, with a coat. The child has a strong fever, purple 
cheeks and eyes covered with tears from the fever. Lusia is 
curled up next to her brother, opposite, under the window, is 
Mrs. Borysławska with her son; further me and my mum. 
             I got up, threw in the bundle of dry sticks and the flame 
on the hearth became livelier. Mum, taking off the thin blanket, 
stretched her numb bones and started preparing the meal. We 
follow her movements in silence. Wojtek was wining quietly. He 
turned his head the other way. Clearly, he was annoyed by the 
weak glow of the fire. Our faces only lit up when we saw the 
large, odd-shaped, poor, dark pierogi, which Mum took out 
from the cast iron casserole and shared between us equally. 

It was Christmas Eve 1941. I sat at my mum’s legs with a 
bowl full of pierogi. 

I curled my head in her very thin legs. She stroked my 
hair with her small hand, then hugged me and kissed my 
forehead. I felt salty tears on my lips. Something was choking 
my throat. I knew that our thoughts, were at that moment, 
focused on Dad, imprisoned by oppressors, and on my brother, 
who was somewhere, alone, thousands of miles away. How 
grateful was I to God, that, during these difficult moments of my 
life, he let me be with Mum, that he spared her? 

We did not wish each other wishes. The future was 
misty, the past was not worth remembering, in order not to 
darken the already daunting atmosphere. Not many words were 
said that evening… 
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The flame was turning down. We started tucking in the 
sheets more strongly and going to sleep. I do not know if anyone 
could fall asleep that night. I heard the old Count’s wheezing 
breath and felt Mum’s warmed face for a long time. 

The small horse is pulling the sledge with difficulty. He 
steps slowly. The furman with cheeks sticking out is sitting on 
hay. He has a small fur hat, he lazily chews tobacco, he spits 
from time to time in both directions. He let go of the reins 
slowly, the horse follows the beaten track himself. They are not 
in a hurry. They both carry out the Kolkhoz work without 
enthusiasm. 

Translated by Stan Mickiewicz 

d by: Anna Maria Mickiewic 
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Danuta Błaszak 
 
The history 
 
On Miasto Literatów 2000++, one of the oldest literary 

portals, a website that I own and edit together with my husband, 
we started our presentation of Polish poets in English. A 
presentation that resulted in the first book of the series 
Contemporary Writers of Poland.  

The first volume captured Polish literature at the time of 
the opening of the borders and the end of 

Communism. Some anthologies existed at that time. Not 
many, not well known. Still it was my pioneer work - to translate 
and bring to the world the great Polish poets who had no 
presence in English language literature. 

One more time, I would like here to thank the authors 
and translators without whom this book would not exist. 

From the beginning of the publishing series, the covers 
and graphics have been designed by Agnieszka Herman. 

The Second Book of Contemporary Writers of Poland 
was enhanced by the meeting with the legendary Dr. Leszek 
Szymanski (aka Dr. Leslie Shyman) – and contained historical 
material explaining facts distorted during the communist period. 

Again, time continues to run fast. One of my friends said: 
“When we worked on the first book of Contemporary, nobody in 
Poland spoke English. Now everybody speaks English”. It 
reflects the dramatic change from isolation to globalization. I am 
happy that I work with the best poets from around the world.  

The volume 'The Other Side of the Screen', edited with 
Alicja Kuberska, was based on her poetic travels, summits and 
engagements. This book depicted a variety of world literature.  
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The next volume, 'Flying Between Words', published by 
the Contemporary Writers of Poland in 2015, is a unique 
anthology, a collection of poems, short stories and memoirs, 
dedicated to the theme of aviation. I was delighted to invite 
Anna Maria Mickiewicz to join as the editor for this volume. She 
became a member of our editorial board. 

I have an honor to collaborate with Anna Maria 
Mickiewicz. I appreciate her merit and extraordinary 
contribution to the promotion of Polish literature. It is also 
important what she did throughout the creative period of her life 
before we met and present some of her achievements.  
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Anna Maria Mickiewicz (http://faleliterackie.com) is a Polish-
born poet, writer,  editor and foreign correspondent who writes 
both in Polish and in English. Anna moved to California, and 
then to London, where she has lived for many years. She edits 
the annual literary magazine Pamiętnik Literacki (The Literary 
Memoir), London, and Contemporary Writers of Poland (USA), 
and is a member of the English Pen. As a student, she was a co-
founder of the magazine Wywrotowiec (The Subversive).  
Her first collection of verse was published in 1985. Since then, 
her publications include short stories and essays Okruchy z 
Okrągłego Stołu (Breadcrumbs from the Round Table) in 2000, 
Londyńskie bagaże literackie in 2019, and verse collections 
Proscenium in 2010, London Manuscript, published by Poetry 
Space, Bristol, in 2014 and The Mystery of Time, published by 
Flutter Press, USA 2019. She has published an anthology with 
Danuta Błaszak, Flying Between Words, Contemporary Writers of 
Poland (Florida: 2015).  
Her poetic works have appeared in the following journals in the 
United States, UK, Australia, Canada and Poland:  Akant, Poezja 
Dzisiaj, Tygiel, Galeria, Pamiętnik Literacki, South Bank Poetry (UK), 
Kritya, The Exiled Ink (UK), The Screech Owl (UK), Syndic Literary 
Journal (CA), Lost Coast Review (CA). 
Her verse has appeared in the following anthologies: Through A 
Child’s Eyes: Poems From World War Two, chosen by Moira 
Andrew (Great Britain: Poetry Space Ltd., 2013), Contemporary 
Writers of Poland, edited by Danuta Błaszak (Orlando: Dreammee 
Little City, 2013), The Arts of Being Human, Volume 13 
(Burlington, Ontario, Canada: Brian Wrixon Books, 2015), Piękni 
ludzie, by Adam Siemieńczyk (Warsaw: Wydawnictwo IBiS, 
2012).  
She has also translated British and American poetry and drama.  
Additionally, introductions written by her appeared in books: 
Krzysztof Muszkowski Spod angielskiego parasola (Toruń 2006), in 
the Australian collection of short stories My Emigration (Buccan 
2012, Australia) and in a volume of verse by Steve Rushton 
Burning a Paper Plate – Towards a New Art (erbacce-press 
Liverpool UK 2015).  
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She has also published a review in an Australian anthology titled 
Jeden dzień. Polska, jaką pamiętam (Favoryta Publishing House 
2014, Australia). She performed at the Penzance Literary Festival 
in 2013, and organised European Poetry Dialogues events to 
celebrate UNESCO’s World Poetry Day in 2014. Anna has 
contributed to literary academic research and publications. Her 
poetry featured on the radio in the UK (Poets Anonymous), 
Australia and Poland. 
Anna won the Miasto Literatów (The City of Writers) Author of the 
Year in 2013 (http://www.miastoliteratow.com). They wrote of her 
work: We were moved by the harmony the poet achieves with the 
richness of time and space; by her respect for those who passed away, 
and those who coexist … The world in time and space is like the great 
carpet: with platonic patterns of ideas, and threads connecting people 
and circumstances. 
For many years she was a member of the Board of the Union of 
Polish Writers Abroad. She is the founder and moderator of the 
first literary portal of the Union of Polish Writers Abroad 
(London). She cooperated with many organizations, including 
with the British TV Channel 4 and Institute of Public Affairs in 
Warsaw. Together with the British translator of Polish literature, 
Noel Clarke, she took part in the creation of the exhibition Eagle 
and Lion, which was presented during the official visit of Queen 
Elizabeth II to Poland. In 2013, together with dr. Urszula 
Chowaniec, at the University College London School of Slavonic 
and East European Studies, she organized the World Premiere of 
World Poetry Day - European Literary Dialogues, which took 
place as part of the seminar meetings:  
e Migration Landscapes Seminars on contemporary emigration 
& its literary and artistic representations.  
Honored with the Gloria Artis medal for Merit to Culture by the 
Polish Ministry of Culture. 
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