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MARYA KONOPNICKA (1846-1910)
STANISEAW NIEWIADOMSKI (1857-1936)

Never has the City of Lwéw worn a festive dress of richer colour than on
the fiftieth birthday of Marya Konopnicka in 1902, when the Polish people
presented her with a little country home in Zarnowiec (the ,,Gorse* Village),
and peasants from every Polish province, in their finest national array, with
ribboned horses and flowered waggons, came to honour their beloved poet and
patron saint.

For of all the wrongs and the misery in this world she took the peasanfs
earthly lot to her compassionate heart. His life of toil and tears, his oppression
and orphandom in the bondage of ignorance, his almost mystic dependance on
sun and clouds, his natural attachment to Mother Earth become manifest in
Konopnicka’s poetry. The peasant tove of native soil inspires her to the
magnificent apotheosis of the Polish Homeland in her great epic on Polish
emigration, ,,Pan Balcer in Brazil“. The same earthrootedness springs up in the
first line of her “Rota“ (“The Oath“) which has become a second national
hymn: “We shall not yield this soil from which we grew*. And her peasant
ballad: “When the king went forth to battle”, made famous in Koeneman’s
setting by Chaliapin, is a striking tribute to the “Unknown Soldier®,

Stanistaw Niewiadomski, a pupil of Chopin’s pupil, Karol Mikuli, has
devoted his life, apart from critical and pedagogical activities, exclusively to the
solo and chorat arrangement of Polish folksongs and to the composition of
melodies in a kindred style. His fruitfulness and accessibility provide the daily
bread in the average Polish musical household. “Johnny’s Earthly Lot“ is
Niewiadomski s personal choice from Konopnicka's lyrical garlands such as
“The Shepherd’s Flute* (“Na fujarce), “From Meadow and Field"
(“Z ¥k i pol“), “From the Peasant Hut“ (,Z chaty*), “Through the Morning
Dew" (“Po rosie®).

Though Poland is often accused of feudalism, Polish letters are richer in
peasant themes than any other European literature. Konopnicka strove for
mutual understanding and just partition between owner and tenant. May a near
future fulfil these lines of hers which | have freely paraphrased:

And on my tomb shall written be (A ja wam mowie: moj kamien mogilny
“Concord and Fraternity*. Mie¢ bedzie napis ,,braterstwo i zgoda“.
And blue will shine the sky aboue, | wzejdzie na tg mogita pogoda,

the brother will his brother love, I brat tam bratu z mitoscig dton poda —
and when they leaue me, hand in hand, | péjdg razem — i staby — i silny).

the strong will by the feeble stand.
JAN SLIWINSKI
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Na gody.

Allegro raoderato.

Si. Niewiadomski.
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Lento misterioso.
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St. Niewiadomski.
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Krakowiak.
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TO THE MEMORY
0z
Mme ROBERTA HARASOWSKA

Dear Adam,

they were your mother’s fauourite songs and
your filial deuotion urged you to publish them
here in exile. I did not know your mother. But
as tribute is paid to a mother, I could not
zuithold mine. Let us therefore inscribe this
English uersion to her cherished name.

Jan Sliwinski

London, in the fifth year of the war, 1944.
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ENGLISH YERSIONS

. CRADLE SONG

(SEE P. 3)
Andantino
Swing stoéw, swing slow-ly my Iimex‘ woodert crad-ie,
d.mfisuL
John- ny, Lord Jes - 1os will keep thee . Keep thee for a year Long, keeptkeefor an- oth- er.
A_
a t&npo
Swing slow, swing slowly Bast plait-ed crad- te ---- On the road the
plays a wild, wild ~ miLStc. One day thou. wilt fol- low  trumpets brazen.
sum- tnons, Leave thy mother, John- ny
Swi | i low - ly, i -
wing slow, swing slow - ly, cradle white and r\ll\é?tc())d S{b lento
-r t r—p* === p—L—-es -—
3" wander- ing whene my fect — will take me. Not so far theydt take me
ten. L <?>
i r..p..I-T pip rr=k it

/front my dear- ‘est

grave cold and lone”™- ly.

W

Swing slow, swmg slowly, my

Tohn-ny, On-ty to tke
' _Cpmeée soprg—.

lone-ly, t6 the

lime wooden cradle -----—----



1. CRADLE SONG

Swing slow, swing slowly, my linie wooden cradle!
In His care, my Johnny, Lord Jesus will keep thce.
Keep thee for a year long, keep thee for another.
And one day they’ll take thee to serve in the manor.

Swing slow, swing slowly, bast plaited cradle!

On the road the whirlwind plays a wild, wild musie . ..

One day thou wilt follow trumpets' brazen summons,
leave thy mother, Johnny, at the gateway weeping.

Swing slow, swing slowly, cradle white and wooden,
I shall go a-wandering where my feet may take me.
Not so far they'll take me from my dearest Johnny,

Only to thé¢ churchyard, to the grave cold and lonely.

Swing slow, swing slowly, my lime wooden cradle!

1. KOLYSANKA

Kotysz mi sie, kotysz, kotysko lipowa!
Niechaj cie, Jasienku, Pan Jezus zachowa!
Zachowa cie roczek, zachowa cie drugi,
A potem cie wezmg do dworskiej postugi.

Kotysz mi sie kotysz, kotyseczko z tyka!

Na goscincu tuman, z wiatrem gra muzyka.
Oj, grajg ci, grajg zlociste trebacze . ..
Jasienko sie zegna, matka w progu ptacze!

Kotysz mi sie, kotysz, kotyseczko biata,

A ja sobie poéjde, gdzie ja bede chciata!
Nie pojde daleko od dziecigtka mego,
Jeno na on cmentarz, do dotu czarnego!
Kotysz mi sie kotysz, kotysko lipowa!
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1. JOHNNY GOES A-WANDERING

(SEE P. 7)
Allegro Hoderato.
t
, Not a lit-tle was she weep- 5
For the brushwood, for the wat - 5‘}
-i1»> Jp P
Had a cap of Lambs skin rea-dy, And a shirt from fa-thers best ones. 3 Gave himshoesof hme bast
Lt tnust be so, Tint¢ has come when. people need, thee. May a good star guide thy

mMmMmMe\wWwsTti..................

he journ- ey :* In the World, th%u shalt ROW Wﬁridg towards the eastern $2/ towards

tng. Bless the nour thou. takest serv- Lee. Be con.tent with what they o were but ’\er
- \/\/
rise, 17T the worig=—hew- .tﬁou shalta—m tq!quo rise '
shroud. thee. May a good Star guide tKy do-ing, bless the honr thou. takest
= O S ss
Go now, Go, my John - - vice
Go now, go. - Go my John
Lento.
Joh.nny walks along the foot - way, Al' he knows is guickly pass-Ing. And it makeshim sad and
"W
sad- der, Shoccld he -fot-low, or tu.rn  homft-ward ? Here the wit- (ow at the roadside

d - 3
with. her feranehes seems to beck- on, Something crackles, something whimpers, Gould it be their way of
speaking* Alt, at home he had no pleas-ure, Neither rest there was, nor lels -

u.re

Lts tky lot to go a- Wand.r-Ing. Tinie has come when, thou art want- ed
at korne he had no pleas- Nelth.er ~ rest there was, nor ure ,

Its thy lot to go a- wand.r-inj  Time nas come when tlwu art want - ed .”



2. NA GODY¥*)

Pokiwali matu$ gtowa,
Poptakali mato wiele, 1

Dali czapke barankowy,
Tatusiowg kamizele.

Dali tapcie z tyka szvte,

Za pazuche kromke chleba:
Idz-ze, Jasku, w Swiat szeroki,

Na wschod stonka, na wschéd nieba . . .

Jeszczeébym ci w chacie rada,
Zbierzesz chréstu, dzwigniesz wody,
Ano kiedy ci do ludzi,

Jak nie teraz, nie na Gody.

A gbdz-ze sie w dobrg chwile,

W dobrg chwile i godzing,

Po wszelakiej naleznosci,

Cho¢ za zgrzebnag koszuline” .,.

Idzie Jasiek po Sciezynie,

Co sie spojrzy, to ja minie;
Co sie spojrzy, to sie smuci —
Albo poéjdzie, albo wrdci. . .
Stara wierzba jakby zywa,
Gateziami za nim kiwa,
Czegos$ skrzypi, czego$ biada,
Dziw do niego nie zagada ...

Oj! nie uzyt Jasiek w chacie
Ani wczasu ni swobody,

— Ano — kiedyz mu do ludzi,
Jak nie teraz, nie na Gody?

*) Gody, Godnie Swieta — Swieta Bozego Narodzenia.
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2. JOHNNY GOES A-WANDRING

Mother lingered in the doorway,

not a little was she weeping.

Had a cap of lamb’s skin ready

and a shirt from father’s best ones.
Gave him shoes of lime bast plaited
and some rye bread for the journey.
»In the world thou shalt now wander,
towards eastern sky, toward sunrise!"

I had liked to keep thee longer

for the brushwood, for the water.
Better go, if it must be so.

Time has eonie when people need thee,
May a good star guide thy doing,
bless the hour thou takest service.

Be eontent with what they offer,
were it but enough to shroud thee.

Johnny walks along the footway,

Ali he knows, is quickly passing,

and it makes him sad and sadder,

should he follow or turn homeward?
Here the willow at the roadside

seems to beckon with her branches,
something crackles, something whimpers,
could it be their way of speaking?

Ah, at home he had no pleasure,
neither rest there was nor leisure.
It's thy lot to go a-wandring,

time has eonie, when thou art wanted
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1. RING OUT, MY VOICE

(SEE P. 11)
Andantino. Piu lento .

Ring out my voice, oer mar”® shes and meadows, through oak- woods greenand_rust( - mg shadows,
Like gold the pebbles in. the riv-er glint-mer’, in "~ inoori- light§ co\d en-thc - = inj* shi.mmer.

r
Tosseff--the-dew fWonl  @rass- es and..heather -from _haw-thorn, and h

1 bloss-om. to-ge - ther.
T 1 but eared foric - st an (s Jow- er

band and graspthe fur - - ing treasure .

Oer tonele/ high-ways, and ferny by- ways,  Where the sheep flock wheru shepherds®are hom - ung,
Whaf eer Iim

brewing’, lis my wa-~ao-irfg. If those dreams dont come true and Im fail - ing.
That my parents hear me, and my girl tkat$ near'me, Mhen the birds fali a- sleep in the gloam-
Jheart gets stronger,  but the road gets long-er, Joy of to- days to- mor-row'$ be - vvail-
T 20, " i~
[ 1] (| r
Strange for- ces round me e - late and eon. —-found me Cheer and sadd- en.
Haiurted the nigkt, — and daunt- ed the might------- Which. a- round
The 50ull in my bosT drfTT Had 1 time, just time. this world would be mme,
i$ wav'nng and. weav- ing If 1 dared Ao try, I know that I céuld f|¥.
Lp yolta «2* Vhlia .
a
But Im. herditig the cows of my mas- ter 3 Witk the. sky — - lark towards
i V—
1 N N I
sun-rtse up cleav-in.a towards surt-rise up If | dared to try,

know that 1 could fly, L know that I could fly, that I could fly Towards

<3

rise up cleav- mg, f —

5 RING OUT, MY UOICE!

Ring out, my voice, o'er marshes and meadows,
through oakwood’s green and rustling shadows,
toss off the dew from grasses and heather,

from hawthorn and briar which blossom together.
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Ring out, my voice, ring out, ring out

o’er lonely highways and ferny by-ways,

where the sheep flock when shepherds are homing,
that my parents hear me,

and my girl that's near me,

when the birds fali asleep in the gloaming.
Strange forces round me, elate and confound me,
cheer and sadden the soul in my bosom.

Had | time, just time, this world would be mine,
but I'm herding the cows of my master.

Like gold the pebbles in the river glimmer,

in moonlight's cold enticing shimmer.

If | but cared for richness and pleasure

Id lower my hand and grasp the luring treasure,
if | but cared, if | but cared!

What e’er I'm brewing,

it's my undoing

if those dreams don’t eonie true and | am fading.
My heart gets stronger,

but the road gets longer,

joy of to-day’s to-morrow’s bewailing.

Haunted the night and daunted the might

which around me is wav'ring and weaving.

with the skylark towards sunrise up cleaving.

If | dared to try, | know that | could fly,

5. ROZLEGNIJZE SIE

Rozlegnijze sie, glosie, po lesie, Jasnos¢ miesigca w strudze odtraca,

Po zielonej, szumiacej dabrowie! Platki srebrne i ztote i sine. ..
Otrzasnij z rosy trawy i ktosy Zebym jeno chciat, to ztotobym miat!

I te gtogi, co kwitng w parowie! Tylko siegna¢ w te modrg giebine.
Przez pole, przez wie$, rozgltosem sie nies, I zal i mito, jakby sie $nito,

Az do drogi, co idzie w kraj S$wiata . .. Po gafeziach co$ szepcze, co$ gada . ..
Niech sie zastucha moja dziewucha, W sercu kotacze, $mieje sie, placze,
Wodna trzcina i tgka — i chata. I chce porwac i samo przepada.

Hej, gtos dokota cosci mnie wota, Hej, dziwna, dziwnaz to noc—ijaki$ dech i moc
Cosci z piersi zabiera mi dusze . .. Idzie na mnie od nieba, od ziemi, —
Zebym jeno chciat, p6t $wiatabym miat, Zebym jeno chciat, w gorebym sie rwat,

Tylko tyle, ze konie pa$¢ musze . .. Jak skowronek skrzydtami szaremi.



V. WINTER FAIRY

(SEE P. 15)
Duli the room, the hea. - an.d the. peasant bench. not  ea -
What she wears ts wov - neither woven, sewn meas-
da__ look m how the panes are c sil- ver
-ured. In her fair-y freakis like a swan she seems b
See, there stands a sheaf of moon. - - beams.sheaf of moon- - beams shinina , gleam -
Ali  the day she lies en- shrouud - - ed irt the, hedae - - rows, in the ditch. -

... a streak of white is anc - - ing, barefoot, soft the
es, butat n,ight - time, ntiag éq/»rierSq But at night she sings and dane - -es, and herdance the
Win-ter  Fab*-- - Fair ner hair, her plaifs un-plait - ed , with a crowning wreath of wicker,
world be - witch - es Dan-ces ort the frosty orass- es, laughs, allures with impish twinkling ,

O'er her brow, am- on” the tress - es, hidden, fires flare and flick- er. 2
Oer her head her hands are swing-iruj rainbow rattles qai- v Jtinkl- inq.
JE- bulLento K | k WV Vv -3
jCasr
Can.stthou.smel! the meadows greeming, smell the thousand rtew bom flow-ers , Come.we Il wander fhroiuj&the
spring fields, while the ear- ly dew still show- e,rs, In. the wood of birch. and al-
feather. Wherefhe ntountains high are scar® ing , I will pluck thee stars frept “heay-"er
.Lento misterioso.
In the o0 -ceans tkunder roar-ing, shall my sou! to Hiine be gt.v- en.

_er As the dew revives the flow- er
freedom. forti - fies the feryent Dreaming clottds their wmgs are beat- ing,
snow-flakes whirl and twirl so air-

Win - ter Fair - V. Dances on the frosty <"rass- *s*. Laugks, al-lures with impish twinkling,
Oer her head her hands are swing - ing raitbow rattles  cjai - ly tinkt- mg . Win-ter

Fair - r'



4. LATAWICA

W chacie duszno, w chacie nudno,
Twarda tawa popod $ciang . . .
— Spojrzyj, spojrzyj, chtopcze miody,
W szybke srebrem malowanag!
W szybce stoi snop promieni,
Od miesigczka, od ksiezyca,

A na biatej smudze tanczy,
Bosg stopg Latwica.

Jasny warkocz rozpleciony,

Na nim wianek z rokiciny,

A we wiosach, ponad czotem,
Migajacy ognik siny.

Latawica Inu nie sieje,

Lnu nie sieje, Inu nie przedzie,
Tylko w wiasnej chodzi bieli,
Jak po tace te tabedzie.

Pod tumanem przez dzien caly,
Latawica w jarach lezy,

Noca tanczy, nocg S$piewa

I rozkwita, jak kwiat Swiezy.
Na zroszonej tanczy trawie,
Wabi $miechem i pustota,

A nad glowg w reku trzyma
Brzakajace z tecz rzeszoto.

.»Zapachniata ku mnie #aka,
Zapachniata $wiezem sianem,
Péjdz, polecim ponad polem,
Chtodng rosg wysrebrzanem.
Za tg brzoza, za olszyna,
Powie tobie, kto ja taka,

A za lasem, za zielonym,

Dam ci zlote pidrko ptaka.
Za ta gora, za wysoka,
Zdejme z nieba gwiazdy sine,
A za morzem, za Szumigcem,
W koto ciebie sie owine.
Gdzie obrdce jasne oczy,

Z wiatrem wzlecisz, sptyniesz z woda,
Kwiat sie poi chtodng rosa,
Serce poi sie swobodal*

Senna chmurka w skrzydia bije,
$niezy pidra do ksiezyca,

A na jasnej smudze tanczy,
Bosg stopg Latawica.

4. THE WINTER FAIRY

Duli the room, the air is heavy,
and the peasant bench not easy.
Look, my Johnny, look, my laddie,
how the panes are silver freezing.
See, there stands a sheaf of moonbeams,
shining, gteaming light and airy, ah!
On a streak of white is dancing
barefoot, soft, the Winter Fairy.
Fair her hair, her plaits unplaited,
with a crowning wreath of wicker,
o’er her brow among the tresses
hidden fires flare and flicker.

What she wears is neither woven,
neither woven, sewn nor' measured;
in her fairy freakish whiteness

like a swan she seems befeathered.
Ali the day she lies enshrouded

in the hedgerows, in the ditches,

but at night she sings and dances,
and her dance the world bewitches.
Dances on the frosty grasses,

laughs, allures with impish twinkling,
o’er her head her hands are swinging
rainbow rattles gaity tinkling.

“Canst thou smell the meadow’s greening,
smell the thousand new born flowers,

come, we'll wander through the spring fields

while the early dew still showers.

In the wood of birch and atder

we shall sit and rest together,

I will show thee all the beauty

of the yellow-hammer’s feather.
Where the mountains high are soaring
I will pluck thee stars from heaven,
in the ocean’s thunder roaring

shall my soul to thine be given.
Where | turn, my eyes give power,
storni and sea shall be thy servant,
as the dew revives the flower
freedom fortifies the fervent.”

Dreaming clouds their wings are beating,
snowflakes wliirl and twirl so airy,

on a streak of white is dancing

barefoot, soft, the Winter Fairy.
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Na zroszonej tanczy trawie, Dances on the frosty grasses,

Wabi $miechem i pustota, laughs, allures with impish twinkling,
A nad glowag w reku trzyma, o'er her head her hands are swinging
Brzakajace z tecz rzeszoto. rainbow rattles gaity tinkling.
Latawica! Latawica! Winter Fairy! Winter Fairy!

V. IT IS NOT THE PEOPLE'’'S DOING

(SEE P. 20)

Mode rato. -o

| *! g i

6 Ir is not the peoples do: Ing. That we rergs gl @ - - woo -
Not ad-vice did it, nor  prais-ing, Nor a 'fi‘?ﬂg/ﬂ&ﬁ&[tkard rais -

un poco .nf

0 1 '
But  the skylarg in ~the morning wi+h her trills the May ad- orn - ing. Al ttese brookfts sil- ver
But the moortlight on. th.e heather Brought us loy-ers two to- ge - ther*JNeighbours did not try to
blink- in.g, Where the horses come a- drink-ing, And those pjgeons in. the tow- er, yonder foot - - path,

matek us, Or with craft and trick to catch u.s, But the eynitig calm and cool-ing, youndthe words -~“so

near the bower, duj jne snepnera: jn-riu - irtM —Au.or

dear and foolina, While the night- in- cali- ino, And the meadow dew was

And the rccstling reeds de - bat-ino. jururt-ny, go, the maid is wait- ing,
But the dawn renews the uish., \Where does she , my sweet one languish. ,
Johnny , go, the maid is wait - ing, Hey, hej. key, hey - John - ny , go , Jokn_-ny,,
where does she, my sweet one Jang- uisltE Hey, hty , hey,

JO. Where, my sweet one, where |

5 1T IS NOT THE PEOPLE S DOING

It is not the peoples doing

that we lovers got a-wooing,

but the skylark in the morning
with her trills the May adorning,



and these brooklets silver blinking
where the horses come a-drinking,
and those pigeons in the tower,
yonder footpath near the bower,

but the shepherd’s shawn so thrilling
vale and dale with languor filling,
and the rustling reeds debating, hey!
Johnny, go, the maid is waiting!

Not advice did it nor praising,

nor a friend his tankard raising,

but the moonlight on the heather
brought us lovers two together.
Neighbours did not try to match us,
or with craft and trick to catch us,

but the ev’ning calm and cooling
found the words so dear and fooling
while the nightingale kept calling
and the meadow dew was falling.

But the dawn renews the anguish, hey!
Where does she, my sweet one, languish?

5. NIE SWATALA MI CIE SWATKA

43S

Nie swatata mi cie swatka,
Ani ojciec, ani matka,

Jeno piesni skowronkowe,

W te poranki, w te majowe,
Jeno jasne one zdroje,

Kedy konie do dnia poje,
Jeno gotab 6w skrzydlaty,
Jeno drézka do twej chaty.
I fujarki onej granie,

Co rozlega sie po tanie,

I te trzciny rokiciny —

— Jedz-ze Jasku, do dziewczyny —
Hej!

Ludzie mi cie nie raili,

Ani do mnie miodem pili,
Jeno ten miesigczek biaty,

| te gwiazdy cie swataty.
Nie chodzity tu sasiady

Na namowy, na wywiady,
Jeno cicho$¢ wieczorowa
Niosta skadci$ mite stowa,
Nocka jeno w oknie stata,
Chtodng rosg przypijata,
Chtodng rosg mnie budzita —
A gdzie, Jasku, twoja mita?
Hej!
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VI. HOW CANST THOU BE MINE,

MY MAIDEN

(SEE P. 22)

How canst thou be ming, my maid- en, ming, howxanst thou, be,

How canst thou. be tnin.e, my friaid - mineg, how canst thou
mili pond, n.ev-er"'will a- gree * I'm no bird with ca - gle + tons.
mili pond; nev-er wili a- aree | am not the mist at morn.- ing ,
h-irh., that 1 could a- hght and take thee soar-ing to the sky
grey, CEul™ ervwraP an4 shield thee front the cru - el
Neitker am 1, dear/ a * spir - it, nor a fo - moi

were a tomb, my “jdar - Iltrv< ‘neath the nea- ven wide. I

blow like poi- - lert, from the i - lies, li- lies white . - —
earth-ly serf - dom, make thee mine e- ter - nal bride .--------m- -

6. HOW CANST THOU BE MINE,
MY MAIDEN?

How canst thou be mine, my maiden,
mineg, how canst thou be,

if thy parents from the miii pond
never will agree?

I'm no bird with eagle pinions
from the mountains high,

that 1 could alight and take thee
soaring to the sky.

Neither am |, dear, a spirit

nor a forest sprite,

that I could thee blow like pollen,
from the lilies wbite.

How canst thou be ming, my maiden,
ming, how canst thou be,

if thy parents from the mili pond
never will agree?

1 am not the mist at morning,

mist so dense and grey,

from the nnountains
den.se artd

misi so

~_sh
nr

ake

Fta- a-s
2}



that | could enwrap and shield thee
from the cruel day.

If I were a tomb, my darling,
'neath the heaven wide,

I would shake this earthly serfdom,
make thee mine eternal bride.

6. JAKZE CIE MAM BRAC DZIEWCZYNO

Jakze cie mam bra¢, dziewczyno,
Jakze cie mam brag,

Kiedy mi cie z biatej chaty

Nie chca ojce dac?

Anim ja nie ptak skrzydlaty,
Anim ja nie ptak,

Zebym z tobg leciat w gore,

Przez ten modry szlak!

Anim ja nie duch najmilsza,
Anim ja nie duch,

Zebym ciebie zdmuchnat z ziemi,
Jako z kwiecia puch!

Jakze cie mam brac dziewczyno,
Jakze cie mam brad,

Kiedy mi cie z biatej chaty,
Nie chca ojce dac?

Anim ja nie mgta z nad ki,
Anim ja nie mgla,

Zebym ciebie skryt tumanem,
Przed jasnoscig dnia.

Anim ja nie grob, dziewczyno,
Anim ja nie grob,

Zebym 1z toba poniewoli
Dostat wieczny $lub!
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VIlI. THE MOON SHINES SO BRIGHT

AHegretto .
tannts  me, Hey, lan-cer,
beck - on: God bless you.

crows a-round me
weep-

(SEE P. 24)

7 eT J*
S-at TT. IT. 7777

and

moon shines so  bright, the moon shines so bright

mfticker through the heather; is it aa e-vil o— men, that

spright - ty my chargers leaping, under the road shrine row- an poor
Somewhere a horn. is sound- ing, sheep in the sheds are bleat - ing,
ino. he is a \ov- er heart- Y,

eetin® A -p'e moorL shines so bright,

haunfs me, is it <@ dreamtof tid- ino whatis!

ple, Dad at the door stands griev- ina. | hotd
moon shines so bright., in  the hol-la, my stead is
steam- ing, | <an-not help this bed - lam, battles | am no.. The moon shines so
L-fr. -T-g fanem o ‘ fr -Jb I
bright, the moon shines so bright] 1 can-not help this bed - lam of bat-fles 1 am
s e</ axcp/- ’
dream - ing, of Dbattles atn dream - ! 8

7. MIESIECZNA NOC
(Krakowiak)

A czy tez urok jaki,

Czy mi tak na S$nie stanie,
Ze mnie kto$ nocka wota:
»A wstawajze, utanie!”
Miesiecznaz bo noc!

Ja konia duchem z #gki,
Stronami ognie $wiecg,

A za mng czarne wronki,

Od boru, kraczac leca.
Trabke gdzies stycha¢ w dali,

7. THE MOON SHINES SO BRIGHT

Is it a spell that haunts me,

is it a dreamt of tiding,

what is this cali that taunts me:
Hey, lancer, up, get riding.

The moon shines so bright!

Quick, to the grazing horses,
Lights flicker through the heather;
is it an evil omen,

that crows around me gather?
Somewhere a horn is sounding,



Psy we wsi czego$ wyija,
A we mnie serce wali,

I wdziewani ferezyja*). ..
Miesiecznaz bo noc!

A tu ci juz gromada,

| tatus przede progiem,

Ja czapke ciskam w gore:
,Ostanciez z Panem Bogiem!*
Miesiecznaz bo noc, miesieczna-z bo noc!
W lot furczg choragiewki,
Pode mng konik skacze,

U krzyza na rozstaju
Zosienka czego$ placze.

Oj, ptacze, lamentuje,

Cos<i przez dwie niedziele,

A w trzecig idzie prosi¢
Sasiady na wesele.

Miesiecznaz bo noc!

Z pod lasu tuman wstaje,
Rzy siwy, co$ sie leka.

A c6z ja temu winien,
Ze mi sie $ni wojenka,
Miesiecznaz bo noc!

*) Ferezyja, (z tur. feredze) — szata zwierzchnia,

sukmana.

sheep in the sheds are bteating,

louder my heart is bounding, bounding,
is it a witches' meeting?

The moon shines so bright!

There, what a crowd of people,
Dad at the door stands grieving,

I hotd my cap and beckon:

God bless you, I am leaving.

The moon shines so bright!
Hoorah, the flags are flying,
sprightly my charger’s leaping,
under the road shrine rowan

poor Neli is sadly weeping.

Be not afraid of waiting,

he is a lover hearty,

only three weeks, he’ll ask his neighbours
home to the wedding party.

The moon shines so bright!

Dust rises in the valley,
holla, my stead is steaming,
I cannot help this bedlam,
of battles 1 am dreaming.
The moon shines so bright!
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VIIl. FLOWERING FLAX

(SEE P. 27)
P Mother dear, the flax is flowring,  like blue its blossonr. Where Hie cross staruta
P.iwA rhom i U/iTri A VtzdA tlLo liln
K U e ! [ . e aliatjL-------)
1 ir < U* . | } . o
J..y—.L?2.1 i <. —L—X--- L — ] - Li----- I—1i—
weed the fur- rows, for - my time is draw- ing near-
leads the wand’re.r to the end that He has Weave me a

tears the -flax-en. grasses. that the sun-shine
thin threaded lin-en, and bleach it

and the sky- lark bless them.
it weu

I/ b hg Fober |, fi > r—f* / F>"Irz~"T> T b~i
them, while the tnoon shines,
shroud when at  mid - day, thy mreshold.
Gatker fhent in. easants, Ga- ther them !
were chos - * ett?
Somer, - er e © I for me s cast the  bul- ey
hJ i J; .../t
true to Gods u.n-
>- O clolclir
of my vil . hey I — e in the home - spttn, <n the homespuri dear ! z
8. LNY 8. FLOWERING FLAK
Oj, matusiu, Iny nam kwitna, Mother dear, the flax is flow'ring,
Jako niebo tak biekitno! like the sky is blue its blossom.
Pielciez zagon wedle krzyza, Where the cross stands, weed the furrows,
Bo sie na mnie czas przybliza, Hej! for my time is drawing nearer, heyi
A fzami go polewajcie, Bedew with tears the flaxen grasses,
A na stonku suszy¢ dajcie, that the sunshine may not harm them.
Niech go cieply wiatr przewiewa, And the south wind shall caress them,
A skowronek niech o$piewa, Hej! and the skylark bless them singing, hey!
A rwijciez go w nocke jasna, Go, gather them, while the moon shines,
Nim za borem zorze zgasna; ere the East the dawn is kindling,
A rwijciez go -poniewoli, gather them in villein labour

Z naszej czarnej, chtopskiej roli, Hej! from our soil, the soil of peasants.



A zwigzciez go powrdstami,
Jako dziewcze raczetami...
Prézno, darmo, boj sie Boga,
Ja i$¢ musze kedy droga, Hej!
UprzadzcieS mi cienkie pté6tno,
Wybielciez je na wygonie . ..
Mocny Boze, to¢ tam smutno,
To¢ tam ciezko w cudzej stronie, Hej!
Uszyjciez mi koszuling

W potudenko, w progu chaty,
Nie zalujcie zgrzebnej szmaty,
Albo wrdce, albo zgine, Hej!

Jak dostane w piersi kulg,

Jesli taki wyrok boski,

Niech na sercu mam koszulg,

Z Inu naszego, z naszej wioski, Hej!
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Bind them up with straw and hotd them
like a maiden’s waist so tender.

There’s no choice, God leads the wand'rer
to the end that He has fated, hey!

Weave me a thin threaded linen,

and bleach it white on the stubble.

Lord, how sad the life and dreary, hey!

How it weighs, if youre a stranger,

And sew my shroud when at midday

sun is shining on thy threshold.

Don't regret that coffin clothing!

Who could tell if life or death were chosen?

If for me is cast the bullet,

true to God’'s unfailing wisdom,

let my heart be warmly sheltered

in the homespun of my village, hey!
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IX. THE BELLS

On. ihe day he

died, poor John-ny,

(SEE P. 30)

and dark.

But the had hearts of me - tal, no pray
mo - ther went to ask the bells: Ring out from your white  tower.----- —
Forlenli mo-ther, will we wit-  ling- ly go ring -
my’ Jokrt - rty, 5or-  row, let your voic - es
my dear- - est, sak - en, fain, per- ka
0 a- ring ing. throngh the dawning mor- 2 Giye them all yoicr heart and.
tears skali ring thee , tears front heart blood skak - en . , Fain per—kaP§ .my tears shall
~t.r.fta.ada nioJta\ <
| |V-__
pow - er, set heaven ery- ‘< and the winds oer hills and val - - leys
like spring ram when they for  thy churckyard jour - ney
groanmg. sad - ly sigk - ing. My on.-ly son est
n Con ftran. V. + _j ' | : 'z j2\
J hour. Ring a- loud, ye bells, the tid - - mg, frontyour whitt tower-------- . Z
sak-eit, fain., per- kaps, my tears will .ring thee, from. heart blood skak — x en..

9. DZWONY

A gdy skonat w czarnej chacie
Jasienko mity,

Poszta matka prosi¢ dzwondw,
By mu dzwonity.

,»M0j synaczek, méj rodzony,
W trumience lezy.
O, zagrajciez wy mu, dzwony,
Z tej biatej wiezy.

Niechaj idzie glos bijacy,
O jasne stonce,

Przez te pola, przez te lasy
Z wiatrem szumigce . .

Moj syneczek, méj rodzony,
W trumience lezy,

O zagrajciez wy mu dzwony,
Z tej biatej wiezy!"

9. THE BELLS

On the day he died, poor Johnny,
and dark was the hour,

mother went to ask the bells: Ring
out from your white tower.

In his coffin lies my Johnny,
my joy, my SOrrow,

let your voices go a-ringing
through the dawning morrow.

Give them all your heart and power,
set heaven crying,

and the winds o'er hills and valleys
groaning, sadly sighing.

My only son is dead, my Johnny,
oh darkest. hour.

Ring aloud, ye bells the tiding
from your white tower.



Ale dzwony twarde serca,
Zimng piers miaty,

»Bedziem jemu dzwoni¢, matko,
Za talar biaty*

A Dolaz moja nieszczesliwa,
Jasienku mity!

. Chyba moje narzekanie
Beda dzwonity.

Chybaz moje narzekanie
Bi¢ bedzie z rosa,
Kiedy ciebie na mogitki
Z chaty wyniosg!”

But the bells had hearts of metal,
no pray’r set them swinging.
For a thaler, mother, will we
willingly go ringing.

Woe, my Johnny, woe, my dearest,
though I'm forsaken,

fain, perhaps, my tears shall ring thee,
tears from heart blood shaken.

Fain, perhaps, my tears shall bless thee
like spring rain falling,
when they for thy church yard journey,
to the hut come calling.

ZARZAD MIEJSKI w TARNOWIE

Miejs!
ul.

ibliczna

i. 491
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