VADE-MECUM

ZAWSTEP
(OGOLNIKI)

Gdy, z wiosna zycia, duch Artysta
Poi si¢ jej tchem jak motyle,
Wolno mu mowic tylko tyle:
,»Ziemia jest krggla — jest kulista!”

Lecz gdy pdzniejszych chtodéw dreszcze
Drzewem wzrusza i kwiatki zleca,
Wtedy dodawad trzeba jeszcze:

U biegunow — splaszczona nieco...”

Ponad wszystkie wasze uroki -
Ty! poezjo, i ty, wymowo -

Jeden — wiecznie bedzie wysoki:
EEKKKKKKKKKKKKK KKK KKKKKX

Odpowiednie dac rzeczy — stowo!
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VADE-MECUM

AS INTRODUCTION
(GENERALITIES)

When, in the spring of life, the Artist’s spirit

Draws breath like a butterfly,
Herein his only limit lies:
“The earth is round — it’s spherical!”

But when late shivers, chills
Move a tree, and little flowers flit,

He must enlarge upon it still:

“Though at the poles — it’s flattened just a bit . . .

Beyond, above all your charms,
You! poetry, and you, speech! Behold,
Ever the highest will be - this aim:

KEKXKKXKKKKKKKXKKX KKK KKK

To name each matter by its rightful — word!

>
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I
VADE-MECUM

Klaskaniem majac obrzekle prawice,
Znudzony piesnia, lud wotal o czyny;
Wazdychaly jeszcze dorodne wawrzyny,
Konary swymi wietrzac blyskawice.

Bylo w Ojczyznie laurowo i ciemno

I juz ni miejsca dawano, ni godzin
Dla nieczekanych powié i narodzin,
Gdy Bozy-palec zaswital nade mna;
Nie zdajac liczby z rzeczy, ktére czyni,
Zyé mi rozkazal w zywota pustyni!

*

Dlatego od was . . . o! laury, nie wziglem

Listka jednego, ni zabeczka w lisciu,

Précz moze cieniu chlodnego nad czolem

(Co nie nalezy wam, lecz — storica przysciu . . .).
Nie wzigtem od was nic, o! wielkoludy,

Précz drég zarostych w piotun, mech i szalej,
Précz ziemi, klatwa spalonej, i nudy . . .

Samotny wszedlem i sam bladze dale;j.
*

Po-obracanych w przesztosé niepojete,
A uwielbiong - spotkalem niemato!

W ostrogi rdzawe utrafialem pigte
W $ciezkach, gdzie zbitych kul sporo padato.
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I
VADE-MECUM

Their hands swollen from clapping,

Bored by chants, people called for action;
Shapely bay trees heaved sighs,

While their limbs sensed bolts of lightning.

My Country was laureled and dark

With no place allotted, nor hour

For unexpected births,

When the Finger-of-God loomed above me;
Without giving account of worlds it creates,
It ordered me to live in life’s desert!

*

That is why from you . . . o! laurels, I took

No single leaf, nor its tiniest tooth,

Except a cool shade perhaps, above my brow

(Not due to you, but - to sun’s passing. . .).

I took nothing from you, o! you giants,

Except for roads overrun with wormwood, lichen, and cowbane,
Except for earth scorched with curses and tedium.. . .

I went all alone and wander on alone.

*

Of those who turned to a past that’s obscure,
Yet beloved — I met more than a few!
I stabbed my sole on corroded spurs

On paths where spent shells used to fall.
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Nieraz Obyczaj stary zawadzilem,

Z wyszczérzonymi na jutrzni¢ zebami,
Odziewajgcy si¢ na glowe pylem,

By noc przedtuzyl, nie zerwal ze snami.

*

Niewiast, zakletych w umarle formuty,
Spotkalem tysigc — i bylo mi smetno,
Ze wdziekéw tyle widziatem — nieczuly!
Zrenica na nie patrzac bez-namietna.
Tej, tamtej reke tknawszy marmurowe,
Wzruszytem faldy ubrania kamienne,
A motyl nocny wzleciat jej nad glowe,
Zadrzatiupadl...iodeszly, senne...

*

I nic - nie wziglem od nich w serca wnetrze,
Stawszy si¢ ku nim, jak one, bezwladny,
Tak samo grzeczny i zaréwno zadny,

Ze az mi coraz szczgscie niepojetsze!

- Czemu? dlaczego? w przesytu-Niedziele
Przyszedlem witad i zegnad — tak wiele? . . .
Nic nie unidstszy na sercu — précz szaty —

Pytaé was — nie chce 1 nie racze: KATY! . ..
*

Pisz¢ - ot! czasem . . . pisz¢ N4 BABYLON
Do JErRUuzALEM! —1dochodzg listy -

To za$ mi mniejsza, czy bywam omylon

Albo nie? . . . pisz¢ pamietnik artysty,
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Ofttimes an old Custom I would meet,
Its teeth bared at the dawn,
Its head covered in dust

To lengthen the night, not to sever dreams.

*

Women, into dead canons bewitched,

I met by the thousands - I was grieved
That so much grace — left me cold!

All this I touched with my passionless iris,
This and that marble hand,

I traced the cloth’s stony folds,

A night butterfly flew over their heads,

Trembled and fell . . . and they, half sleeping, were gone.. . .

*

Nothing - I took naught to my heart’s core,
And became toward them, as they were, inert,
Courteous, as they were, and equally worthless,
Until bliss was harder and harder to know!

- Why? Why? In that Sunday’s excesses

Did I come to greet so many — say adieu? . ..
Clothing my heart in naught — safe attire -

To ask you - I will not, deign not: EXECUTIONERS! . ..

*

I write — eh! sometimes . .. BY WAY OF BABYLON
Or 10 JERUSALEM! — my letters arrive —
I care little whether I blunder

Or not? ... I write an artist’s account,
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Ogryzmolony i w siebie pochylon —
Obledny!. .. alez - wielce rzeczywisty!

Syn - minie pismo, lecz ty spomnisz, wnuku,
Co znika dzisiaj (iz czytane pedem)

Za panowania Panteizmu-druku,

Pod olowianej litery urzedem —

I, jak zdarzalo si¢ na rzymskim bruku,
Majac pod stopy katakomb korytarz,

Nad czolem slorice i jaw ufny w bledzie,

Tak znéw odczyta on, co ty dzis czytasz,

Ale on spomni mnie . . . bo mnie nie bedzie!
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Ink-besmeared and inwardly hunched -
Errant! . .. but of course — utterly true!

My son - will skirt this work, but you, grandson, will note,
What disappears today (because hurriedly read)

While print-Pantheism still reigns,

By virtue of the printer’s type in lead -

And, as would happen on a Roman street,

With catacombs’ paths under one’s feet,

Overhead the sun, and daylight sanguine yet flawed,

So will he read again what you read today,

Andwill recall me . . . when I’ll be no more!
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