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,Ciwszyscy chlopcy, z ktérymi zaczynatem, wiedzieli, ze jest fatalnie, ale

czekali przez lata, aby méc napisaé jeden wiersz; aby méc namalowac
jeden surrealistyczny obraz czy tez wystawi¢ rzezbe niepodobna do
niczego. Ale byli to wszystko ludzie, ktérzy wbrew faktom i wbhrew
wszystkiemu, co dzialo si¢ dookola, usitowali zachowaé wiare,
ze nadejdzie chwila, w ktérej wolno bedzie powiedzie¢: nie.
My, lysiejacy juz, i nie pigkni, i nie dwudziestoletni, mieli§my
tych pare krokéw w storicu; jedni z nas zrobili to gorzej, drudzy lepiej;
nie powstaly w tym czasie dzieta o wielkiej wartosci, ale by¢ moze
przydadza si¢ one przyszlym kronikarzom jako dowody nedzy
i nieudolnosci i jako dowody niemocy cztowieka zyjacego w koszmarze,
nie znajdujacego w sobie sity, aby to wyzna¢”

Moarek Htasko, Piekni deowdziestoletsn.

Szanowni Panstwo

Oddajemy w Wasze rece mysli grupy mlodych ludzi pisane wierszem
—picknych dwudziestoletnich. Nie ma nicbardziej uzdrawiajacego i radosnego
dla $wiata niz tchnienie delikatnosci, rzewnosci, gniewu, niepohamowane;j
radosci i tkliwego smutku, wywodzace si¢ z wrazliwosci duszy ludzkie;j.
Nie ma pigkniejszego daru dla drugiego czlowicka niz stowo, przekazane
szczerze, z szacunkiem.

Wiersze napisane przez tych wspanialych mlodych ludzi sa darem dla
nas wszystkich, dla Was — Kochani Studenci, dla nas — Tych Lysiejacych
i Juz Nie Pigknych. Przyjmujemy Wasz podarunek ze wzruszeniem,
dzickujac za Wasza odwagg, za zaufanie, za ukazanie tego, co dla Was wazne,
a dla nas jeszcze nie stracone.

Dr Matgorzata Kesicka



Kto nigdy nie zaznal pocatunku przynajmniej jednej z muz, temu najpewniej idea wydania
niniejszego tomiku wyda si¢ obca, a moze nawet nieco ekstrawagancka. A jednak poezja
— a juz szczegblnie ta mloda, ta studencka — dotyczy wszystkich, i tych ktérych muzy
hotubia, i tych, ktérych omijaja. Réznorodnos¢ podejmowanej problematyki, jak tez szeroki
wachlarz formy prezentowanych tu utworéw, pozwalaja wyciagna¢ wniosek, ze jaka$ czes¢ —
bardzo wazna cze$¢ — braci studenckiej Kolegium Karkonoskiego nie przechodzi obojetnie
obok stajacej si¢ rzeczywistosci, lecz stara si¢ ja rozpoznad, nazwaé lirycznie, a to oznacza,
ze ,patrzy sercem i patrzy w serce”. Okazuje si¢, ze takie wlasnie patrzenie sercem moze
zaowocowaé twérczoécia, ktéra wydaje si¢ by¢ dowodem na to, ze tajemnicza furtka,
»wyjscie w estetyczng nadprzestrzen,” zostaly wlasnie odkryte.

Tym, ktdrzy nie wahali sic wejs¢ na obszary estetycznego przezycia ujawnila si¢ z jednej
strony wielka swoboda lirycznego Ja, wyzwalajacego si¢ ze stynnej klatki wyczarowanej przez
R. M. Rilkego w ,,Panterze”, z drugiej zas olbrzymi potencjat lirycznego przekazu, bo przeciez
nie tylko stowo tu przemawia, lecz réwniez — a moze przede wszystkim — to co zawarte
miedzy stowami, miedzy wierszami. Aura dziela poetyckiego tam wlasnie powstaje, tam tez si¢
manifestuje, w tej szczegdlnej przestrzeni ,pomiedzy”; i dlatego kazdy mlody tworca, ktdrego
wybrala ponadczasowa kategoria pickna, by zaistnie¢ w dziele i ukaza¢ si¢ nam zwyklym
$miertelnikom, moze by¢ dumny, bowiem to, co zapisane, stuzy¢ bedzie nam wszystkim.

Wszystkim piszacym nalezaloby w tym miejscu zyczy¢ dalszej weny tworczej i dyscypliny
potrzebnej do cyzelowania pisarskiego warsztatu, dla ktérego w miejscu, w ktérym zdobywamy
wiedze, prowadzimy dyskusje, sprzeczamy si¢, panuje sprzyjajacy klimat, wspierany
niewatpliwie réwniez przez pickny park naszego kampusu, skrywajacy wiele tajemniczych
miejsc, mogacych sta¢ si¢ wspaniatym refugium i dla poety i dla mysliciela.

Dr Jézef” Zaprecki

»Brzeg Mysli” to debiutancki zbiér tekstéw literackich autorstwa studentéw Kolegium
Karkonoskiego. Oddajac go w rece czytelnikéw cheiatabym podzickowac przede wszystkim
Pani Agnieszce Krajewskiej, bez ktérej poswigcenia, pomystowosci i zaangazowania tomik
albo nie powstatby wecale, albo nie mialby takiej wiasnie formy. Dzigkuj¢ takze Pani
Malgorzacie Kesickiej, Panu Jézefowi Zapruckiemu i Simonowi Over, ktérzy czuwali
nad dopracowaniem najdrobniejszych szczeg6téw tekstéw i pomagali ,uwypuklic” ich
przestanie. Chcialabym takze doceni¢ role autoréw, ktérzy zdecydowali sie odda¢ nam swoje
prace. Bogactwo ich emocgji, trafnos$¢ i wnikliwo$¢ spostrzezeri sa godne pozazdroszczenia.
Zycze wiec wszystkim piszacym — ale nie tylko im — aby trwali nadal w swojej wrazliwosci
i nie wstydzili si¢ uczué, bo zycie bez nich jest szare i puste.

Prezes Kota Lideratdeo
Monika Pluszczewoicz



Contemplating poetry

Since the beginning of civilisation people have tried to create various works of art, starting
from primitive paintings on the walls of caves or first folk songs and religious hymns, and
finishing with modern pictures shown in art galleries or more and more innovative pieces
of music listened by contemporary people. Out of all fields of art, poetry has always been
regarded as something heavenly, and poets were often thought to have some supernatural
power. Depending on the times and societies they lived in, they were believed to be inspired
by a Greek Muse of poetry, Euterpe, Christian God or other divine beings. On the contrary,
many poets themselves have considered writing poetry to be an ordinary craft, an exhausting
process, or even a curse, which has a destructive impact on the poet. In my opinion, writing
poetry is tightly connected with one’s own mental effort and hard work, not with creation
under the influence of some godlike power called inspiration.

Firstly, there are no special universities for aspiring poets and “there are no professors of
poetry”, as Szymborska states in her Nobel Prize lecture; however, writing poetry also requires
some knowledge, which has to be learnt. Although many people believe that being innovative
is the most essential ability in every field of art one has to know the canons in order to be
able to break them. Therefore, a beginner musician should first learn how to play classical
melodies to be good at improvisation later; and likewise, a beginner poet should become
acquainted with all the stylistic devices and try to write classical forms of poems, starting
from a short epigram and finishing with a sonnet, believed to be the most difficult form,
which can easily check poet's abilities.

Having acquired all the essential knowledge and abilities, aspiring poets can put them to
use. This, however, does not only mean sticking to the form and using rhymes; writing
a poem is no different than writing an essay when it comes to rewriting it, changing
the order of words or whole fragments of the text, or even erasing half of it and starting
from the beginning. In his article “Jak powstala Romantycznos$¢”, Czestaw Zgorzelski
(2003,72-73) describes the processof creating the poem “Romantyczno$¢” by Adam Mickiewicz.
He cites four different versions of one stanza, which show how the poet worked on the poem.
The author also mentions that Mickiewicz consulted many friends and rewrote the poem
several times until he was satisfied with his work. It took him over a year to create the final
version which may be a proof that every poet, even Mickiewicz (who is claimed to be one
of the most talented poets in Polish history), needs to consider every single word before
he writes a truly satisfactory poem.

On the other hand, there are those who believe inspiration really exists. They argue that if
it was not present, everyone would be a potential poet, composer, or painter. However, the
enigmatic term “inspiration”, may simply stand for a state of raised concentration and, for
example, a greater sensitivity to combinations of words when it comes to poetry. What is
more, even if artists are inspired by something or someone, they will only gain an idea; yet
it should not be forgotten that before a concept becomes reality, it requires both time and
effort of the creator.



Considering all the above, it can be seen that it is difficult to state whether poets and other
artists create their works under the influence of a mysterious power called inspiration;
opinions about it have been divided both among artists and people not connected with
art. Anyway, whether the students who wrote the following poems were inspired by Muses,
God, nature, other people, or not, I am convinced they had to employ their brains and
use their abilities to create those pieces of poetry. I also strongly believe that their writing
was, sometimes, a very arduous process connected with a meticulous choose of words
and phrases. Therefore, the beginner poets and their work deserve indeed being appreciated
and admired.

Bibliography:
Zgorzelski, Czeslaw. ,Jak powstata Romantycznos¢” Miedzy tekstami I1I, Second edition.
Stanistaw Rosiek, et al. Gdansk: Gdariskie Wydawnictwo Ogwiatowe, 2003. 72-73
The Official Site of the Nobel Foundation. Copyright © Nobel Web AB 2008.
23.11.2008. <http://nobelprize.org/nobel_prizes/literature/laureates/1996/szymborska-
lecture.html>

Katarzyna Fronczak

“Schwarz”

Schwarz ist die Farbe des Grauens

das mich umgibt und mich nicht in Ruhe lisst,

Farbe die ich immer vor Augen habe

wenn ich aufstehe, atme, einschlafe...

Die Widerspiegelung meiner Gedanken, meiner Seele

die nur mit Hass und Furcht erfiillt ist

und vergeblich und verbittert um die Vergebung bittet

fir das was ich mal getan oder nicht getan habe..

Esist der Freund der Angst,

mit der er Hand am Hand immer zusammenliuft,

Freund der Einsamkeit, der mit Alleinsein nichts zu tun hat.
ES ist aber auch die Farbe des Schreckens und der Tiefe

in die ich langsam hineinfalle, egal, ob ich was tue oder nicht
Schwarz ist das, was ich gerade empfinde, fithle und sehe

Joanra T gdrzt‘:jow\sfa



“Hoffnung”

Leben und Tod
Tod und Leben
immer das selbe
und immer im Kreis

Hoffnung, was ist das?

Versteckt sie sich?, wenn ja, dann wo
Erst ist sterben an der Reihe,

dann das Leben und dann wieder zuriick
Wird das jemals ein Ende haben?...

‘Was soll man daraus wihlen:

Tod oder Leben?

-den Tod?

Nein, den Weg zu sich selbst denn...

die Lebenswege beleuchtet ein Stahl
die Hoffnung ist ein Schimmer
wenn man gute Freunde hat
ziindet der Strahl sich an

Das ist Glut und Herz...

Den Herausforderungen muss man sich stellen
Schmerz und Leid aushalten

Dieses Kreuz stecke in jedem von uns

und Erlésung ist die Belohnung...

Uns steht ein langer Weg bevor
durch Trinen und Schmerz

aber wir haben den selben Traum
und wir sind beide fiireinander da

Verliere nie die Hoffnung

Lass das Kind in dir lachen

Wil das, was in dir brennt

ist das Feuer fiir dein ganzes Leben...

*(Hoffnung)

Hatte mal das,

was jeder haben wollte
hatte mal das

was jeder schitzen sollte

Das etwas, es war da
zwar ne kurze Zeitlang

aber da

Helfen, das sollte es
Am Leben, halten auch
das tat es, mal vielleicht
jetzt ist das weg,

und blieb nur eins

ein schwarzer leerer Teich...

Joanna Je c/rZe‘/'oa)S,éd



Na opak szczesciu

Brak akceptacji.

Brak zrozumienia.
Prézno$¢ mych racji.
Wyrzuty sumienia.
Autonienawis¢.

W sercu niepokdj.
Weciaz innych zawis¢,
Wiec gdzie méj spokoj?
Gdzie jest m6j dom?
Czy taki istnieje?

Cho¢ bliscy sa,

Ja dalej kuleje.

Powiedz kim jestes?
Czy jeszcze zyje?

Jak mam by¢ soba,
Gdy si¢ wciaz kryje?
Kazdy wytyka.

Kazda wy$miewa,
Wigc oczy zamykam.
Po cichu $piewam.
Stwarzam swoj $wiat.
Tam jestem bezpieczna.
Tam kazdy jest rad.

Tam milo$¢ jest wieczna.

Ten $wiat nie istnieje,
lecz ja w nim zyje,
bo slorice w nim grzeje
i twarzy nie kryje.
Realny $wiat?
Co o nim wiecie?
Ze zdradzi brat,
a wy placzecie?

Nie umiem zy¢ w prawdziwym $wiecie
Nie wiem kim jestem,
a czy wy wiecie?

Na opak szczgsciu si¢ wszystko dzieje.
Kazdy si¢ kl6ci, wojna szaleje.

Uciekam od tego do $wiata fantazji,
Gdzie kazdy si¢ $mieje przy kazdej okazji,
Gdzie nie ma smutku i nie ma lez,

Gdzie nikt nie czeka zycia kres.

Eoelina Krysin'\s&z



Papierowa forteca
Monice

Oderwalas od $wiata kawat

kes jakby

Ogrodzitas go szczelnie
papierem

Ocieplitas wata, podpartas
zapatkami

Umeblowatas we wszystkie
wartosci

Mieszkasz tam pewna, bo wiesz
gdzie co lezy

Stoj¢ za oknem, a ty nawet do mnie

nie wyjrzysz
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Lonely wolf

A lonesome wolf. My only love Luna.
Some nights she leaves a kiss with her cold lips on my cheek,
But that’s all. She won't hug me,
Won't stop my soul from scratching my heart,
Won't light a flame in it, so that it would get warm.
So it’s just left shivering in the snows of loneliness
And hiding from deadly shade in the silver glow of wolf's last and only lover.
Waiting for salvation by the one he has yearned for throughout his life,
Or for the oncoming of the one who has been waiting just as long to come for him.

Demon mind

“Welcome to the chaos realm”- says the inscription written on the door
To the psyche of one demon, which inhabits this world.
Single incomprehensible creature,
Too superior even for his own mind.
Lost in the net of twisted paths,
Wandering in a psychedelic forest,

Trapped between reality and dream by the corrupting fog
Polluting him mentally, and dividing into imperceptible beings
While oscillating between the states and dimensions of the world which is seen by him
Pushing his demonic figure
Down the abyss of madness and sick dark happiness.
Crushing it with the overwhelming chaos of its nature.

Pasja

Smiertelna egzystencja, obca dla stéw $wiata,
Smolisty kleks mroku otaczajacy iskre serca $wiattosci,
czy tez snop $wiatla rozrywany wewnetrznie przez jadro ciemnosci,
wypelnione hebanowa, oleista ciecza sptywajaca w kazdym kierunku
po pajeczynach rozpostartych wokoét serca wypelnionego,
uksztattowanego, kreowanego przez cienie,
malujacego farba wtlaczana w zyly, komponujac powykrecane i chore
fragmenty obrazu zastepujacego mgla $wiatta nad nim si¢ wznoszaca,
wraz z ktdrg tworzy karykature
Samouwielbienia przeciwieristw jednego ciala,
Zbawionego i Wykletego jedynie przez siebie.

Leszek ;Jyéowgb



Father is your name

The beginning — my father’s arms
in the end — my father’s arms
what I desire — my father’s arms
what I see — my father’s arms
where I am — my father’s arms
what I seek — my father’s arms
now forever — my father’s arms

What I find — solitude

no way to lose — solitude
always there — solitude
through the heart — solitude
across my way — solitude
given into — solitude

You're gone beyond

in the shadow

stay with me forever
Internum

pass away in your arms

in my father’s arms

only mine to me

only mine to be

only one to one

Now that I'm left on my own
how can I go on?

Therefore hear me away

what your words to me will say
will flow into my heat to stay
Father is your name each day

Sebastian Czesnakowicz



Wolnos¢

Powiescie mnie do géry nogami!
Otepiate oczy,
Niechybny wzrok,

Koslawe nerwy w koszmarach z puchu

Za kratami liter,
Wigzami réwnan,
fadcuchem liczb splatani.
Gdzie wzér na wolno$¢?

Posréd serc migotania?
Tymczasowe $wiatlo,

Takie bez wyrazu...

Czastka wszech$wiata

Nakreslona palcem na pustej kartce
Whiosek jest jeden

Wolnosci nie ma

2005-11-22

Kropla

Ciemna kropla, wilgotna kropla,
Zlocisty blask w ciemnosci,

Z serc bijacy,

Pelna impresja,

Magii niesamowitos¢ w ciszy,

Wilgo¢ w powietrzu i drzace powieki
Wszystko wilgotne,

Wszystko magiczne,

Kazda sekunda sptywa po $cianie,
Kazda minuta paruje w czar,

Kazda drobinka Twojego istnienia,
W pyle ztotym z pary na twarzy,
Dwa ognie na wodzie niesione przez wiatr...
Dwie krople w jedna...

Dwa ognie w jeden...

Dwie dusze w jedna...

I nie ma juz uczué...

I nie ma juz nas...

I nie ma juz kropel...

I zniknat tez czas...

Zamykam oczy... Ty zamykasz tez...
I nie istniejemy...

Lecz w sobie trwamy...

Na wieki wiekéw...

Nie czasem lecz miloscia liczone...

2005-11-11

A 3/7/&62(& frqckoa)/a(



tza

Pustka w nicoéci,

Brak mnie we mnie samej

Pylek nerwéw

Koszyk ziarna

Bol glowy i niezadowolenie

Brak emocji, szczescia

Tylko gorycz, bdl i strach
Dlaczego?

Czy juz nikt nie potrafi mi pomdc??
Lzy..

Przytul mnie,

Tak, jakby$ to robit ostatni raz...
Badz przy mnie,

Jakby to byt ostatni dzier

Dotknij mnie,

I zapamietaj...

Jakbym istniala tylko przez chwile,
Tylko dla Ciebie,

A péiniej cierpiata w kaciku przy Iozku
Na twardym postaniu

Przykryta bezsilnoscia.

2005-11-24

Respirator

Ciemny puch, dokota las

Mrozna cisza krazy w mroku

Echem ciepla si¢ odbija

Dizwieki $wiatta — respirator

Zimny mrok i pusty $miech

W zyciu nie widzialam tylu sladéw...
Tak przewija si¢ w oddali

Snieina czastka mej historii...

A moze histerii,

Mialam ochote biec, a tylko posztam
Miafam ochote krzycze¢, a tylko statam
Mialam ochote znikna¢ — dalej trwatam
Cichnace stowa w falach nut,
Zagluszone przez pikanie

Czy ono ustanie?

Czy ono ustaje?

Martwe Twe powieki,
Zarysowane platkami $niegu
Na mym sercu

Jak tza na lustrze...

Odbicie smutku...

2005-12-01

A 3/7/&62(& frqckoa)/a(



0s czasu

Juz dawno tak cudownie nie $nitam

Dawno, to prawda, z chwila, gdy cig stracitam.
Czasami czuje jeszcze tak wyraznie

Twoja obecno$¢ — utuda karmi¢ wyobraznie.
Wtedy stajesz przede mna, jak zywy z krwi i kosci
Tlez wysitku, by poczu¢ chwile radosci.

Chodz! Pobiegnijmy razem i badzmy szaleni
Wreulmy sie w siebie wéréd traw i drzew cieni.
Zamknijmy oczy, obudZzmy zmysty

Czy kochasz mnie jak kiedy$? Czy uczucia prysty?
Kiedy tak $pisz, jak dziecko w moich ramionach
Czujg, ze $wiatlem rozblysla ciemna strona.
Zaklinam t¢ chwile, oby trwala na wieki

Bo wiem dobrze, ze gdy tylko uniose powieki
Znikniesz. Staniesz si¢ znowu powietrzem.

Ja za$ bez tchu pozostang i u$pic ta mitos¢ na dni lepsze.

Wtulona w ciepla jeszcze posciel

Cala soba chlone sens mitosci.

Ostabiona zmystéw sita,

Szukam §ladéw twojej obecnosci.

Nie zostawiaj mnie kochany jak li§¢ na wietrze,

Przychodzisz by zaraz odej$¢ pospiesznie.

Nie katuj mnie tym mily, ja tego nie zniosg

Czy nie jestem ci wierna niewolnica w dzied i w nocy?

Gdy noc skrywa cial naszych bliskos¢

Gdy w twym cieple zatraca si¢ wszystkiego przejrzystosé,

Snie-nie $nie... widze tylko ciebie,

Dwie dusze splecione w jeden oddech odnajduja Boska niewinnos¢.

I teraz, kiedy leze tu twoja tylko, pelna zachwytu

Ty znikasz we wstydliwych promieniach $witu.

Wole by¢ jak posag czekajac na nocy przyjicie,

By twym oddechem przebudzona, nigdy juz nie zazna¢ zapomnienia...
...taki jest sens mego istnienia.

Katarzyna Falkowska



The Liar

Excuse me, Sir! Excuse me, Sir!

An enormous change has happened here.
My older sister whose name is Roddy
into a lark has turned her body

and now up on the beech she’s sitting,
“cuckoo, cuckoo” all day repeating

What are you talking about, my dear?
That’s a simple lie, thats clear!

Excuse me, Sir! Excuse me, Sir!

An amazing thing has happened here.
Today, at the neighbours’, instead of raining,
it was all day orangeading,

It was also much, much drier

Tut, tut! That’s awful! What a liar!

Excuse me, sir, but that’s not all!
Yesterday morning at my aunt’s

the alphabet from the stove did fall
and ate the roast meat then and there
And for dinner, it was said,

was to be a lion and a big bear.

‘What a liar! Storyteller!

Excuse me, Sir! Listen, please!

At the party that afternoon

the little duck drowned in the pool
Don't you believe me? I can swear!
The fire brigade was present there
They sieved the water with a net,
And so many fishes did they get.

Tut, tut! This is awful! Who lies like that?
I'll tell on you! Where’s your Dad?

A 3/7/}352,&2 Pierz

I was delighted to get the version of “The Liar” (by Jan Brzechwa).

It is very difficult to put a poem into a language that isn’t your own. You can take various
liberties in verse, but it’s easy to go too far so that it just doesn’t sound natural. You'll find
my suggestions in italics to make it sound like real English. Having said that, I think
you were absolutely brilliant coining the word “orangeading” - that’s a real poetic use of
language and I would never have thought of it! Warm poetic wishes to you all.

Anita Dgé&éﬁi Jones



“Haiku”

The term haiku refers to the traditional form of Japanese poetry which follows the pattern
of five, seven and five syllables. This structure has been derived, centuries ago, from longer
literary genres that followed the traditional composition of the seventeen syllables together.
Haiku is a relatively short poem; however, the diminished construction of the poem is
supposed to stimulate the reader to reflect on the exposed subject. The style of haiku may
be admittedly described as “less expresses more,” which is simultaneously one of the most
noticeable aspects of the Japanese tradition itself.

Quite a frequent motif in the haiku poetry is the description of nature, which has been the
foremost subject in the Japanese poetry for hundreds of years. The haiku poems do open
a new interpretation on the weather conditions like clouds, rain or wind, and do evoke
certain emotions on the often ignored things around the people. Nevertheless, the variety of
themes in those concise compositions expose the fact that almost everything may become the
subject of the poem.

There are a number of great Japanese poets, like Yosa Buson or Kobayashi Issa, who are
considered the representative of the haiku; however, the most recognizable poet is Matsuo
Basho. The poet Basho devoted his life to the poetry and sought for artistic inspiration by
traveling throughout the 17th century Japan. The man who has become the icon of haiku
poetry seems to provide the eternal truth about the poems saying that a person will create
poetry only when he or she feels the thing’s true character (Zulawska-Umeda 9).

Not only is Japan a country of fascinating history and people but also, it is a country of
remarkable cultural heritage. The haiku poetry belongs to the unique Japanese traditions that
appear to clearly deliver the hidden beauty of the world.

Bibliography:

Zulawska-Umeda, Agnieszka. Poezja Starojaporiska. Warszawa: Ludowa Spétdzielnia
Wydawnicza, 1984.

Jarostac Osmolak



Sakura

Yet covered with pink

Cherry Blossom gives me such

equilibrium.
There was a samurai from Kamakura,
Who was well-known for his bravura.
However, he was once drunk,

And like a shipwreck sunk,
That’s how he became a relic of his era.

\\/3
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Jarostaco Osrolak

Limerick

German professor from Berlin
claimed to be very smart and keen
on not only grammar

but also high drama

of students who swot and get thin.
Limeryk

Pewna Paniag w Zakopanem
widziano z przystojnym Panem,
kt6ry co rano

klekat na kolano

i przyrzekal tej Pani by¢ fanem.

rmgr Magdalena Bac zyriska



~XXI wiek”

Byly tajemnicze sady i ogrody

w pomarariczowe, upalne popotudnia,

w pachnace gwiazdami, chlodne wieczory.
Niesmiale szepty i muzyka §wierszczy

— zeby tylko nie obudzi¢ ciem.

Dyskretne spojrzenia i przypadkowe zupehnie
musniecia dloni,

whoséw...

Teraz mozemy ic do pubu,
napi¢ si¢ piwa
z sokiem
malinowym..
Zamieni¢ kilka stéw o nowym reality:
kto?
Z kim?!..
co?.. =) i jak =)) robit

pod prysznicem.

Bo przeciez nie ma si¢ czego wstydzié.
Nic,

co ludzkie nie jest,

nie jest

nam obce

dzisiaj.

Pomysl

Pomydl, zanim za$niesz, o wszystkich
biedronkach,
ktére mogles ocali¢
od rozdeptania
czarnym, brudnym butem.

Monika Pluszczewicz



Zaraz opadnie r6j zadlacych stow.

Wulkany gniewu ucichna na chwile.

Poznajesz mnie wta § nie czy poznajeszzn 6 w?
Czy to méj grzech ci po twarzy splywa?..

I znéw zawieszenie: tam gwiazdy, tu ziemia.

I pieklo — od zaraz.

Niebo...

od niechcenia.

Ja - Tobie
Kocham Cie

Kocham ta smuzka $wiatta
co wpada przez okno z rana.
W szklance przejrzystej jak krysztat
kocham zapachem herbaty...
I gdy si¢ ubierasz zaspany
kocham gladkoscia krawata.
A kiedy wychodzisz z domu

kocham Cig rosa na trawie...

Kocham Cie moim u$miechem.
I kocham moimi fzami.
Kocham iskierka w oku

i kocham smutkiem na twarzy.
I kocham Cie skéra, rzesami,

i kazda mysla, westchnieniem...

Tysiacem iskier mozesz by¢

przy mnie,

byle nie za blisko. Za duzo

uczud, jak na jedno zycie. Za duzo
twarzy, krokéw, wnetrz. Za duzo
jablek zakazanych

z wysokich sadéw.

Wszystkim, co Ci¢ oddala
— kocham i zblizam do Ciebie.

I kocham Cie zgietkiem ulicy.
Kocham Cie storicem i deszczem.
I bede tak kochaé i wielbié

z dnia na dzieft mocniej i wigcej.
I ¢6z, ze rozchodza si¢ drogi?

Co zgubilismy — wrécito.

Ja jestem z Toba. Ty ze mna.
Nasz grzech.

I nasza mito$¢é.

Monika Pluszczewicz



~RomeON i JulJA”

Sa takie stany, ktdrych znie$¢ nie mozna.
To cisza po kims, kto przed chwilg odszedt.
Przyszedt za szybko. Reka reke musnat
pigkny RomeON z papierowa dusza.
Marmurowym sercem ...

Woskowa JulJA — w nowej sukience,

nienagannych wlosach i z za duzym sercem -

nocami czekala na $wiato jego oczu.

Na puls, ktory mogla obok siebie poczuc.
Dwa ciche stowa ...

Ten maj byl cieply. Pachnacy bzem i deszczem.
Pelen spaceréw, spojrzeni, szeptéw, westchnien...

Stopita si¢ JulJA zarem swego szczescia.
Dusza RomeONa pozotkla tylko z lekka.

Weciaz niezapisana ...

Monika Pluszce zewic z

Glupia

glupia

glupia

glupia

ciagle czeka na to jedno Slorice

na nieokreslony uktad fioletowych chmur

a przeciez nie ma dwoch identycznych
porankéw i tylko zachody sa troch¢ podobne



Imagination is shaped by sound

You listen out for any sound, but muffled voices lapse into deadly silence, which spills out
around you awkwardly. The click of a cassette recorder’s button shatters the quiet, and then
the soft music resounds through the room. Somebody turns the volume up making these
faint, almost inaudible sounds, filling the place to overflowing.

LISTEN UP

‘The whisper of the soft blowing of the wind, high-pitched whistles of the birds and the

gentle sound of running water.............
WHAT ARE YOU THINKING ABOUT?

Marvelous images are created in you heads. You may forget about the entire world, and
listening in on, reminds close friends, beautiful memories or important places. Soft music
with the sounds of nature may help you unwind and find internal harmony by bringing
your senses iton a deep state of relaxation.

SLOW YOUR BREATHING AND CLOSE YOUR EYES........
JUST LISTEN

And when the music tails away and silence fills the room, you will stay... speechless.

Arna Szewczy/k

However, the students did not stay speechless. They voiced, whispered, murmured - they all
seemed to be moved by the music and the sounds. They were divided into groups each of
which was to focus on one sense: visual, auditory or kinesthetic, allowing the others to rest.
Their aim was to become sensitive only to the stimuli characteristic to the particular sense.
To visualize that they are as blind as bats, as deaf as door-post or insensitive was more than
difficult for the 21st century-image-population.

‘They were given only instructions and were allowed to use dictionaries and consult

their ideas with me or other peers. When I read what they had written, I was more than
surprised, amazed and breathless with excitment.

i A 3/7/;262:% a Kra ‘/ea_)\ﬁé a



Imaginary trip

VAKOG - impression writing
Aim: to make Ss more sensitive, to practice VAKOG technique.

T brainstorms the words that can be used as synonyms to see, hear, feel/touch, smell, taste;
and adjectives that can be used to describe objects/situations:

Visual — appear, bright, clarify, clear, cognizant, colours, conspicuous, dark, delineate,
depict, discern, distinguish, dream, examine, expose, eye, flash, focus, foresee, glance,
glimpse, graphic, hindsight, illusion, illustrate, image, look, notice, observe, outlook,
paint, perception,perspective, picture, pinpoint, preview, reveal, see, scene, scope, screen,
scrutinize,shortsighted, show, sight, vague, view, vision, visualize, watch, witness.
Auditory -

Kinesthetic -

Olfactory -

Gustatory -

(based on NLP, Pace Personal Development Led.)

T plays any melody - the music without words; (for example, sounds of nature, or a piece of
classical music). Ss close their eyes, listen and imagine a place, a person, a situation; after
5-10 min, they try to describe their images: what they can see, feel, hear, smell; then Ss
write a short story, a poem, a haiku, etc.

T and Ss read their writings, they choose a core story, and then Ss start vocabulary work
(to find synonyms, collocations), rewrite the work, and organize it on a paper.

»Muzyka jest jak morze —
widzisz brzeg, na ktérym stoisz, lecz drugiego dojrze¢ nie podobna...”

Y. Sienkiecic z

Powyzsze ¢wiczenie mialo poméc uczniom dojrze¢ to czego dojrze¢ nie podobna, miato
pomoc im oderwa¢ si¢ na chwile od $wiata pulsujacych na ekranach monitoréw obrazéw
i zobaczy¢ $wiat cala paleta koloréw, ksztaltow, cieni i odcieni; mialo poméc uslysze¢
dawno zapomniane dzwigki: odglosy natury, nawolywanie si¢ ptakéw, czy szmer strumyka;
i w koficu miato poméc poczud zapach lasu po deszczu, czy zapach nadchodzacej wiosny...
bo, jak pachnie wiosna? Jak spostrzega $wiat nietoperz? Jakie kolory widze w swoim $nie?

Dodatkowa trudnoscia bylo wykonanie éwiczenia w jezyku obcym, zmudna praca ze
stownikami, odnalezienie nowych, nieznanych stéw: odmalowanie stowami obrazéw,
odgloséw, uczud....; a moze dla niektorych byla to tak naprawde ucieczka w obcy jezyk,
schowanie si¢ za stowa i dzigki temu wyrazenie tego co skryte gleboko. .. ?

i A 3/7/;262:% a Kra ‘/ea_)\ﬁé a



Grandpa, violence and armour.

Early morning, a very beautiful morning. The sound of singing birds accompanied by

a conversation in the kitchen. The nice and pleasant sound of chatting friends, their gentle
voices harmonize with the birds babble. I am still in the bathroom - the gentle touch of

a water stream, the sound of a little ocean or a little waterfall.

The doorbell rings, the conversation stops, even the birds fall silent - so quiet you can hear

a pin drop. The calm before the storm? The doorbell rings again. I want to open, but when
I am in the middle of the hall some furious soldier suddenly and without any warning kicks

off the door.

WHAM!!

I am confused. A loud and irritating scream coming from the kitchen sidetracks my
attention for a moment. The next thing I hear is an incredibly high-pitched whistle of
a bullet, which luckily only passes over my head. And now I am on the floor - I received
a huge and heavy stroke with a gun.

I hear nothing...

Conscience slowly comes back. The sounds revert at the begining. We move on to the
kitchen. I hear screams and screeches, and I hearken to a jerky colloquy.

“What's going on??? Who are you???” it was Patricia’s voice.
“WHAT? GRANDPA?777”

Than T overheard a silent whisper, full of scorn and derision, but I only recorded two words:
“death” and “kill”. It did not sound encouraging.

“Is that a bazooka? A real bazooka????”
“Are you insane you old wacko??2?” This time it was “the Queen” who took the floor.
¥ ¥

A staggering, frankly speaking, unheard-of rumble.

goooom!

... The earth moved, but then, the shot sounded as it was taken in the distance. Suddenly,
I barely saw, a big shape dashing through the hall.

IT WAS “THE QUEEN’S” BODY!!!!!



I must try to get up; if only I could see something. But a huge and impenetrable dust cloud
made me blind, so I guess I will have to believe in my hearing. Now, a few things happened
almost simultaneously. I heard a thud, than a loud yell, someone fell on the kitchen floor

- I recognized the sound of something heavy hitting the tiles. Someone grabbed my hand
and screamed straight into my ear.

“Quick!!! To the convenient room!!!! Hurry for heaven’s sake!!!” Thank God it was Patricia,
not that madman.

“Luckily I keep a shotgun behind the lavatory seat!”
“WHAT?! For what???”

I asked surprised.

“Just in case.”

At that moment grandpa entered the convenient room. His heavy steps, his slow, deep, and
wheezy breath gave me the creeps. My heart went mad, and so did Patricia’s.

BUMP, BUMP, BUME ......

I can say that I will surely need a psychiatrist if I survive this massacre.

“Now, that wasnt very nice Patty. To hit your old grandpa with a pan?
Where did you learn that?”

This jeering vein of his voice starts to irritate me.

........... silence full of suspense. No answer given by ‘Patty’.

“DIE GRANDPA!!!!! DIE YOU SICK BUSTER!MIIY”

Asingle shot.............

Early morning, a very beautiful morning. The sound of singing birds accompanied by

a conversation in the kitchen. A nice and pleasant sound of chatting friends, their gentle
voices harmonize with the birds babble. I am still in the bathroom - a gentle touch of water
stream, a sound of a little ocean or a little waterfall. Just me and my sick imagination.

>Z/aéerz‘ Treid/&éf



A beautiful young woman is trembling. With her hair tied in a braid and the strings of
flowers pinned into it, she seems so ethereal. Quiet and pensive, she is staying behind the
curtain. Her hands are shaking. She closes her eyes and all nervous moments, along with

performances she participated in plays through her mind. She is so anxious about what will
happen next, that she cannot calmly stay in one place.

The lights dim, the orchestra begins to warm up... and then the curtain rises. Yes. It is her
turn now. She takes a deep breath... and the pressure, which she bears on her shoulders,
does not allow her to move one step further. But it is time to forget about the past and start
to live once again risking in order to win. It is her last chance to prove that she is worth
something more than people think.

She realizes that dance is an unwavering source of confidence and energy in her life.
She starts dancing, showing to the audience basic footwork and easy dance positions.
She starts a performance in which dancing and music tell a story without any speaking.

But one wrong step and she falls on the cold floor.
Suddenly silence... the music stops in expectation of her next move.

This obstacle does not make her upset. In fact, this fall helps her to reveal advantages of
this seemingly nasty situation. She is so determined to continue her dance, especially as the
audience is against her. Persistent and thick skinned, she stands up with a big smile on her

face and starts dancing again.

Now, her dance is full of joy and excitement. She moves smoothly on the dance floor,
smiling and being proud of herself. She demonstrates poise — her calm and confident way of
behaving, combined with an ability to control reactions in difficult situations.

Look at her!
She is dancing up to a storm with a lot of energy.
Watch her moves... she spins and whirls in the rhythm of a beat.
Look at her!
She does not dance attendance on you.
She is not doing anything in order to please you.
Look at her!
She is in seventh heaven dancing and watching the world drift by.
Look at her!
The world belongs to her when she is dancing all alone.
It is so visible in her acute and difficult steps.

While she is dancing, her world turns into a haven from the high-speed frenzy of the modern

world. She has no need for anything more than to feel beatific. This dynamic dance is not
an end to years of training but the beginning of a new dancing journey... a new life...

Tlona Barasiska



The place I am going to describe is hidden somewhere in the middle of a wild forest.
The dreamy landscape resembles the ones you can see on exotic islands but differs from them;
it is more far fetched and far beyond the real world. The colours are vivid, but the outlines
are fuzzy. Trees seem to protect this place from outsiders; they are tall and straight, almost
reaching the blue sky, their leaves have a rich emerald colour, and their trunks are covered
with a chocolate bark. Their shadows on the grass make it have different tones of green colour
from bright lime to dark sea green. The trees look like real protectors, proudly guarding the
fabulous fairy tale place.

In the middle of the “wooden ring”, there is a beautiful meadow where you can see numerous
flowers of all colours, beginning with the most common ones with scarlet petals and sallow
middles, to big and very exotic with one line of indigo petals, second with cherry, and with
cobalt middles. Those unusual species grow particularly next to the turquoise pool, with
water so clear that one can see through it small fishes of all species you can think about,
very distinctive is the rounded, lavender one. It swims slowly between the sides of the pond
opening its little mouth; you could think it is covered with thousands of small diamonds
when it moves, but those are just the scales flashing in the sun. The fish swim so close that it
seems you can reach and grab them, others try to hide deeper.

The surface of the bright water is encircled by ashy and grey stones of irregular shapes; the
bigger rocks, covered with dark bottle green moss, form a huge waterfall right above which
small colourful and cheerful birds fly. Around the pool gather wild animals, among them
lions looking as if somebody painted them with cappuccino paint. They walk calmly on the
juicy grass, stopping too drink the pure pool water. It is a big family, and even the diminutive
pink, azure and lime elves do not seem to be frightened. They look marvellous, not only
are their little bodies colourful, but also their transparent wings are sparkling with different
colours in sunbeams.

Bozena ﬂ)cg/'c/ec/]ows,éa



I am lying in a small forest on the lichen, I rub its rough surface. It is summer, the sun
is hidden behind the mist, but I feel warm and see beams, which are almost tangible.
The foliage is light green. I am smelling the strangely-shaped blue flowers growig there.
Because of the fog I cannot see clearly psychadelic butterflies. I feel that something is tickling
me. It is silver dragonfly. ’'m touching gently her fragile wings, they are soft and permanent.
Large branchces of trees give me a pleasant shadow, lukewarm and re-freshing. After a few
minutes I get up because of the ground’s coldness. I wash my face in the water from the
stream. Now I am awakened. The water is deeply cold, but the day is so muggy that water
drops evaporate immediately from my face to the sultry atmosphere. Sometimes it seems
to me that I see elven, but they probably exist only in my head, because from some time
I don’t trust my eyes... even though I enjoy the ambience of this moment. When I mosey along
a stream, I slip on a wet rock and fall into the icy water. I'm trying to scream, but then my
lungs fill not with the air, but with the water. My eyes are open, so I can see everything
through this crystal water, everything that I was touching a minute before. I feel great cold.
I’'m so scared. I cannot breathe. 'm drowning. I'm gone. And the sun still shines impassive
and the water still runs unyielding. Suddenly, drenched with sweat I wake up, go to the
kitchen and I take a shit like I do everyday... I take my pills.

Patrycja Jurek

While I am sitting on a green sunny meadow on a warm summer day, a little whispering
stream has attracted my attention. Flowing without stopping through the murmuring forest,
its humming sound is so gentle yet so clear and distinct. I rest a while by the babbling
brook. The rustling of the leaves in the breeze, the twittering of sparrows, and the beautiful
singing of the lark, all disappear within minutes. The buzzing of the torrent overwhelmingly
resonates in my ears. As I walk along the bank, this small susurant stream becomes a rushing
river. Rumbling and roaring along the riverside it becomes greater and louder. Suddenly
the water falls down with an immense blast. I cannot hear anything above the thunder of
the waterfall which reverberates around the forest. The sound becomes unbearable, I decide
to walk away and separate myself from this deafening din. Eventually it fades away...

Joanna Strarka
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My dream vision

I'm reading my favourite book and I feel vary relaxed. I close my eyes and suddenly find
myself in another world, almost as if it was another dimension. I'm standing in the middle of
a sunny glow meadow in a white delicate dress with long fair hair falling on my shoulders.

I can perceive a slight, pleasant breeze touching the grass, colourful butterflies, birds, me
and him. My eyes are caught by his impression. He is standing on the other side of the lea.
I discern he is a solid, proud stag with enormous antlers and dangerous looking hooves.
He seems to be the master of this place and I sense he is calling me. Slowly he turns back
and moves towards the forest. I am stunned, yet I follow him because of my curiosity and his
enigmatic behaviour.

I’'m entering a dark, threatening forest in which I feel all my fears. 'm barefooted and I'm
stepping on rough, razor edged tree idles and from time to time on rounded, stiff cones.
Despite the inconveniences, I continue to succumb to the feeling of mystery and to the hope
of finding rareness and unnaturality in this place. I hear nothing but a chill wind dashing
against my skin and wild animals running from time to time behind the trees and shrubs.
I am startling to lose my track and a return way. Unexpectedly he stops. It is so dark that
I have to come closer to see what is happening. It turns out there is a slippy, deep, filled with
pink lilac precipice and high, mountainous stream with water splashing loudly and vividly
down the hillside on the other side. To my astonishment the stag jumps and I have the
impression that he is calling me to do the same. After a minute I am a bird, free, not bound
by anything earthly. I'm landing on white, soft down, similar to a feather pillow and the
depiction around me looks heavenly.

I rub my eyes in disbelief and now I'm sitting again in my armchair on a spongy cushion

with a book in my hands. Was it really just my imagination and there is no magic
in this world?

Aleksandra Czarncch



TRAPPED

I
open
my eyes
and try to
rise, but the
invisible ceiling
limits my movements.
Shortly, I realize that
[ am lying in a coffin made
of glass. I try to escape but I am
trapped. Being scared and disoriented,
I attempt to calm myself. I close the eyes,
open them again and all I can see is the blue
sky and a few white clouds heralding a fair and
warm day. [ glance left and notice seven little creatures
disappearing behind the trees. I call for help and try to break
the glass but nobody can hear me and the tomb does not even
move. I cannot understand why am I here. I presume that my
stepmother tried to poison me because she may be jealous of the beauty
of my face. I look out for the creatures again but cannot mark even one of

them. I notice only handmade and wet tissues dropped on the grass. Either
the morning dew or a few tears of dwarfs dumped them. Near the scattered
cloths I can see a narrow stream with clear and crystalline water that reflects
sunbeams which form a colourful rainbow. Little and sparkling drops reach the
grass and dispel into a million smaller bits, reminiscent of tiny diamonds. On the
other side of the jet grows a dark, dangerous and mysterious forest, and every time
I glimpse through the trees, I have the impression that somebody is watching me.

I start to wonder whether I will die in this incredible surrounding of juicy green

grass, wandering wild birds and animated stream. I even feel jealous when
two thirsty rabbits come out of the wood and reach the water. I wish I was
adrop that dumps their fur and sparkles on the sun. I begin to cry because
the air within the coffin ends and I am about to die. I close my
eyes and prepare for the last breath. A few tears fall on the
thick glass, and suddenly it begins to melt. Also my
body changes into a transparent and cold
liquid. I reach the stream and never
feel trapped again.

Marda Brenda



A bat’s day

Suddenly different sounds started to surround me. I did not know what was happening,
because they were totally dissimilar from the tones I usually heard. They filled my cave with
happiness and hope. Something was wrong and I knew that because the echoes of night are
always full of menacing silence. I had never woken up in a broad daylight. It was an unnatural
situation for me, so I decided to check it. I spread my wings and soared to the cavern’s exit.
Hearing the hum of the waterfall and feeling water drops on my wings I came up to the way
out. I overcame the sheet of water and got out to the surface.

I felt dizzy because of a number of voices I heard. Birds seemed to barrack one another.
Everywhere there were too many screams and squeals. Animals were joyful and delighted.
It made me angry. They should not forget that at night the situation will change. The sun
burned my wings. The sunlight dazzled me completely and I could not distinguish shapes.
I bounced off the branches and struck out in trees. I felt confused and I could not find the
shade. I hated this world full of gladness, without fears. I smelt fruitiness and heard beasts
running in the forest. With difficulty I came back to my home, to my den.

I felt relief.

Kalarzyna Lukas

Touch of the stream

It is a hot summer day. The calming atmosphere is almost touchable. You walk slowly
through the forest listening to the beautiful birds’ songs and sough of the trees. All at once
you come across something more wonderful than you have met during your walk. It’s the
stream flowing down from the top of the mountain. When you are close to it, you feel
its coldness. But it’s not freezing, it's more like a sense of being refreshed. Put your hand
under the tiny fall and feel the melting snow on the peak of the slope, its purity and power.
‘The water is slowly dropping on your skin giving you the sense of being a part of nature.
You want to take with you this gentle, soft feeling but it can’t be grasped. It changes all the
time, giving vary impressions. When the gust of wind moves the small drops of water, you
feel tickle but how different is experiencing it in the sunlight. The water is slowly getting
warmer and warmer and, finally, when it disappears you want to feel it again. Now put
your hand deeper in the stream and you will be affected how it surrounds it, takes its shape
and unites with it. Its calmness can’t be disturbed by anything. It always stays the same...
unadulterated.

M. CZC/eJ Z l'eM/'n'S,éf



Dreamy Solitude

I woke up and sat in the old wooden chair facing the open window curtained with linen.
I had a dream that I was standing on a huge windswept field surrounded by mountain ridges
that continued into the horizon. I was gazing into a stunning emptiness... and not a soul
in sight...

The countryside was covered in a pea soup fog today, a refreshing breath of rain was in the
air. By the time I finished breakfast, the sky had changed into a cloudless azure. I saddled my
horse and set off in search of the desolate place of my dream.

I was riding through a dense forest while eagles were circling over my head. From behind
old spruces rustling mysteriously, sandy brown peaks protruded like giants™ faces. The trail
crossing the forest wound downwards onto a virgin moorland. I was the only living soul on
the moor. The tangy smell of barren soil enlivened me after the long hours that I had spent
in the saddle. I wound the reins around a curved birch growing alone among a vast expanse
of purple heather. Hardly had I knelt at a rivulet to wash my face when my horse started to
snort anxiously.

My heart began to thump. I saw that the blue sky had transformed into a dome of storm
clouds. Within seconds the moorland changed into a hostile, wild, swathed in a chilly mist,
valley. Only the rivulet’s soothing mumble was cheering me up while the landscape was
turning dim. The eagles were still gliding gracefully piercing livid clouds when a pear-shaped
creature, lumbering back towards its burrow, squeaked in dismay. A heavy raindrop fell on
my forehead. Suddenly, a large herd of stampeding fallow deer crossed my path. I mounted
my horse and hid in the forest.

The sounds began to die away... I was waiting watching the sky when the landscape changed
again. The clouds disappeared revealing the bright sun, the heat became blistering. I sat on
the purple flowers and immersed myself in the taste of isolation. Nobody was going to disturb
my dreamy solitude...

Magdalena Cierpka



My Future?

When I think about my future I always imagine it in dark colours. What is yet to come cannot
be foretold, but I am sure it will not be bright and carefree. This world is going to collapse,
and the new society will be more savage not to mention earth itself, which will become hostile
and very hard to exist. I will be forced to survive in a devastated hopeless future, to live in this
new reality and to adjust to a population, which even now is brutal and merciless.

In my darkest visions and dreams I see myself walking the earth alone under the fading sun
and sky covered by dust and fire. This blaze is melting my hopes for a normal life in the
future. War as always became a continuation of politics and consumed most of mankind,
inhuman rage rolled across the world and only the strongest and most prepared survived.
I am none of them, my education as an English teacher turned out more useless than I had
thought and the fact that I am still among the living I owe only to my luck. The earth is dry
and covered with scars that used to be bright cities, a great achievement for past societies.
The air is polluted and radioactive clouds cover the sky most the time. Nuclear fallout
took a grim harvest; the whole planet became an endless desert of sand and post-nuclear
grey snow.

Living as a scavenger of past civilisation is quite an experience. I do not need to care about
family, home, and all sorts of things that I thought an important and essential part of life,
past life. In this domain of dust, getting food and searching for a safe shelter are the most
important. There is no such thing as money, only that what you can exchange has any value,
ammunition, drugs, clothes, such is the new world economy. A scrap of pre war metal is
worth more than a human life. I wonder how I can survive this, how can such a person as me,
an artist with a sensitive soul, live like that. The cruel world which has become a negation of
everything worth, no longer can I draw, enjoy views and taste the beauty. My whole world
has flipped out and I have become a wreck of the man I used to be, waiting for death to end
this torment.

In my future I am alone, nobody is my friend and no family left alive after that wreck of
havoc. Most people I meet are as empty as I am or sometimes even more savage and wild.
Civilisation no longer exists, most of humanity live like desert nomads wandering here and
there without reason and perspective. Societies are on the edge of extinction. There is no
government and the rest of mankind lives like their tribal ancestors. Cities, once full of light
and overcrowded now lie open for strange new animals and thick dark forests.

Such are the predictions for my future, my vision and dreams. A world fallen into the grip of

destruction, destroyed civilisation and extinct humans with me as a key figure, alone trying to
survive, struggling with every day, confronting myself with a future that I cannot stop.

Lukasz Z.?/'e,é



Rzecz o wspotczesnym Bravehearcie

Nardd bez parstwa. Od ponad trzystu lat w stalej unii z Anglia. Jeden z potentatéw na
$wiatowym rynku wydobycia ropy naftowej, cho¢ tak naprawde niewiele ma z tego
finansowego pozytku. Stynacy na caly $wiat z bursztynowego trunku — whisky. Przesiakniety
deszczem, mgla i wiatrem kraj, w ktérym nietrudno o stoneczne, biale plaze oraz blekitna
wode w zimnym morzu. Kraj, ktdrego mieszkaicy od lat liczac na niepodleglos¢, odkladaja
z roku na rok referendum w tej sprawie. Kolebka wspélezesnej pitki noznej. I wreszcie kraj
z najwicksza iloscig odkry¢ i wynalazkéw naukowych na $wiecie, z kedrych zaledwie kilka
odniosto prawdziwie swiatowy sukees.

Szkocja. Kraj kontrastéw. Funkcjonujacy w zbiorowej wyobrazni w oparciu o obraz
Mela Gibsona ,Braveheart”, przywodzacy na mysl mezczyzn w kiltach, zamglone jeziora
z majaczacymi w oddali wzgérzami, wrzosowiska, ruiny zamkéw i dziwny akcent
W tym miejscu nalezaloby postawi¢ pytanie, kim jest wspolczesny Szkot, potomek
Bravehearta? Jakim warto$ciom holduje? Dokad zmierza?

Szkocka $wiadomos¢ narodowa nie narodzita si¢ z dnia na dzied. Potrzeba bylo wielu lat,
wielu zdarzen, aby wspélczesny mieszkaniec Glasgow mogl powiedzie¢: ,Jestem Szkotem”.
Z rozméw przeprowadzanych ze Szkotami wynika, ze do dzi§ najbardziej znaczacymi
wydarzeniami w ich historii, dajacymi poczucie tozsamosci narodowej sa: 1) Akt Uniiz 1707 .
narzucony pod wplywem presji ekonomicznej i psychologicznej, 2) Zubozenie spoleczeristwa
pod wplywem tzw. Clearances, 3) Odzyskanie ,niepodleglosci” w 1999 r. oraz pierwsze
po prawie trzystu latach obrady rzadu w Edynburgu, 4) Referendum niepodleglosciowe
w 1997 r. — przegrane, co jednak nie zmienia faktu, ze wymieniane jest jako wazny czynnik,
5) Wydarzenia sportowe, w ktorych Szkocja byta i jest lepsza od Anglii.

Szkoci dumni sg tez z akcentu i jezyka, ktéry stal si¢ ich wyréznikiem tozsamosciowym.
Nie ulega watpliwosci, ze mechanizmy mentalne sa ludzka wlasciwoscia. Inny jest zakres
doswiadczenia zmyslowego i umyslowego w wymiarze jednostkowym i w wymiarze
wspélnoty postugujacej si¢ tym samym jezykiem. Doswiadczenie zmystowe zwiazane jest
z polem obserwacji, ograniczonym jednostkowo i terytorialnie. Do$wiadczenie umystowe
ksztaltuje jednostkowa wrazliwos$¢, zakres i charakter posiadanej wiedzy, kontakty, polozenie
spoleczno-polityczne, uwarunkowania cywilizacyjne, historia, itp. Dlatego jezyk narodowy
przedstawia $wiat z punktu widzenia pewnej spolecznosci, jej wzorcdw percepeyjnych,
kategoryzacyjnych i strategicznych. Nie mozna méwi¢ o jezyku niezaleznie od kultury
i o kulturze bez uwzglednienia specyfiki okreslonego jezyka naturalnego. Jezyk bowiem to nie
tylko stownik i gramatyka, lecz takze komunikacyjne ich zastosowanie w wypowiedzeniu.

Michael Gardiner? pisze o oficjalnym okresleniu szkockiego jako ,Scottish English — ScE”
na podstawie dialektow i akcentéw z regionu Edynbugra oraz Glasgow, przyznajac,
ze jest to okreslenie, ktére ma zastosowanie do jezyka pisanego. W szkockiej odmianie jezyka
angielskiego réznice w stownictwie i wymowie sa na tyle znaczne, ze czesto mieszkaricy
Glasgow nie rozumiejg tych z Aberdeen, a ci z kolei nie majg pojecia, o czym mowa
w Dundee.



Czy zatem mozna, nie ulegajac stereotypowym przeswiadczeniom, przedstawi¢ modelowego
mieszkarica Szkocji? Wybdr juz na poziomie postrzegania powoduje, ze tylko czes¢
doznari zmystowych zatrzymywana jest w pamieci (inne moga istnie¢ w podswiadomosci).
Na ich podstawie czlowiek buduje swéj wewnetrzny model $wiata i innych w wyniku
przetwarzania informacji wedtug indywidualnych mozliwosci percepdji, zgodnych z wlasnymi
strategiami koordynowania przetwarzanych informacji. Zatem uzyskiwana wiedza o $wiecie,
w tym przypadku o Szkodji i jej mieszkanicach, stanowi przejaw subiektywizmu.?

Wspélczesny mieszkaniec Szkocji ma okolo 30 lat. Prawdopodobnie po przejsciach
iz historig wypaczona przez znienawidzona Zelazng Dame. Urodzony w kraju. W dziecifistwie
uczeszezajacy do publicznej podstawéwki i gimnazjum. Nieco pézniej starajacy si¢ o przyjecie
na najbardziej prestizowa szkocka uczelni¢ w St. Andrews. Niestety ze wzgledu na duza liczbe
kandydatéw, réwniez tych z zagranicy, nasz Szkot przyjmuje oferte lokalnego uniwersytetu
w Glasgow, Dundee lub Aberdeen i rozpoczyna studia na kierunku zwigzanym z komputerami
lub psychologia. Bierze kredyt, za ktéry finansuje studia, ztoszczac sie, ze rzad oplaca studia
obcokrajowcom. Mieszka w wynajetym domu lub apartamencie, na ktdry go teoretycznie
nie staé. Dorabia wigc kilka dni lub wieczoréw w pobliskich pubach i barach, po czym
wydaje zarobiona tygodniéwke na, trwajacych nieraz po cztery dni, zakrapianych imprezach.
Nie dziwi wigc fake, ze jesli chodzi o ilos¢ wydanych na alkohol funtéw Szkoci zaliczani sa do
europejskiej czotéwki.?

»Przygode” z zalozeniem rodziny Szkot zaczyna w bardzo mlodym wieku. Majac 15 lub 16 lat
jest rodzicem przynajmniej jednego dziecka. W wieku 25 — 30 lat jest na tyle doswiadczony, ze
w ogloszeniach o prace typu: ,Potrzebny mlody, doswiadczony, wyksztalcony, dyspozycyjny,
z uregulowana sytuacja rodzinna, itp.” moze przebiera¢ niczym w ulegalkach. Wybiera wicc
stanowisko urzednika w wydziale spolecznym Urzgdu Miasta.

Niewielki odsetek ambitnych Szkotéw zostaje inzynierami lub magistrami i zajmuje si¢ praca
w dziedzinie biotechnologii, informatyki lub pokrewnych naukach $cistych.

Szkot jest ciagle inwigilowany przez parstwo. Dzigki obrazom z kamer przemystowych,
zainstalowanych na kazdym rogu ulicy, ma trzyprocentowa szans¢ na to, ze zostanie mu
udowodniona wina.

Wieczorami, bedac w stanie wskazujacym na spozycie, Szkot, jakby mu byto mato, podrézuje
od pubu do pubu. Pub tours wpisuja si¢ w krajobraz zaréwno Glasgow, Aberdeen, Edynburga,
jak i malutkich wiosek na pétnocy kraju. Pilnowane sa przez oddzialy Policji, czesto konnej,
do ktérej kazdy poczciwy Szkot ma szacunek. Wycieczki do pubdw koncza si¢ o godzinie
23.00, nastepnie Szkoci udaja si¢ grupowo do klubéw lub dyskotek, kontynuujac zabawe
do rana. Nastepnego dnia biora przymusowe wolne w pracy (sick day), a gdy wybije godzina
20:00 sa w pelni sit, by zacza¢ zabawe od nowa.

Jedno ze szkockich powiedzen brzmi: w Szkocji weekend zaczyna si¢ juz w czwartek, a konczy
w poniedzialek rano. Nie dziwi zatem fake, ze szkockie firmy za sprawa niedysponowanych
pracownikdéw tracg corocznie miliony funtéw.

Co roku Szkot z rodzing wybiera si¢ na zastuzone wakacje. Wezeéniej jednak odktada pieniadze,
by méc przez dziesie¢ dni zabawi¢ si¢ w Hiszpanii lub na Cyprze, gdzie bez problemu



dostanie ulubiona rybe z frytkami i satatka coleslaw, smazonego na glebokim oleju batonika
Mars, ktéry popije napojem gazowanym Irn Bru (napdj przypominajacy polska oranzade
z lat 80.); swoja droga napéj ten uwazany jest réwniez za lekarstwo ,dnia nastepnego’.
W ojczyznie Szkot moze jeszcze liczy¢ na energetyczne placki z migsem (steak pie), haggis?
oraz zapickana, wysoce kaloryczna, migsno-ziemniaczang papke (mince and tatties).

W poszukiwaniu sportowych emocji w postaci meczu pitki noznej lub rugby najedzony Szkot
zasiada przed telewizorem. Zazwyczaj jest fanem jednej z kilkunastu druzyn pilkarskich oraz
Celticu badZ Glasgow Rangers. Wybér ten powodowany jest lokalnym patriotyzmem oraz
podzialami spoleczno-religijnymi w przypadku druzyn z Glasgow. Szkot zostaje w ten sposéb
weciagniety w sektarianizm, ktéry przybiera ostatnio na sile ,na pétnocy Anglii”.

Moéwiac o uprzedzeniach i animozjach, Szkot czgsto narzeka na przybyszéw z Europy i Azji,
chwalac zarazem ich cigzkq pracg i wysitek wkladany w rozwdj kraju.

O potomku Bravehearta mozna powiedzie¢ tez, ze jest pomocny i gotowy poswieci¢ chwile
wolnego czasu, aby porozmawia¢ o problemach innych. Czesto jest ciekawy i zadaje duzo
pytan, na ktére trudno odpowiedzie¢. Ta cecha, to prawdopodobnie genetyczny spadek po
wynalazcach i odkrywcach z przesztosci.

Szkot nie jest chytry i — wbrew stereotypowym wyobrazeniom — nie liczy kazdego pensa.
Czesto zdarza sie, ze Szkoci potrafia, tak jak Polacy, ,,co$ zatatwi¢” i znalezé wyjscie z sytuacji
pozornie bez wyjscia.

Analizujac wspolczesnego mieszkarica pétnocnej czesci Wyspy wyraznie widaé, iz posiada on
tak cechy negatywne, jak i pozytywne. Czy zaradnos$¢, odwaga i pociag do whisky to tylko
cze$é, czy calos¢ spadku po dzielnym wojowniku? By¢ moze w przeciagu kilku ostatnich
stuleci szkockie geny staly si¢ odporne na dziatanie ,,najezdzcéw z potudnia” i po wymieszaniu
z kontynentalna europejska oraz azjatycka kultura, uksztaltowaly obywatela $wiata, ktéremu
nic nie jest obce. I kt6ry ostatnimi czasy wie jak powiedzie¢ ,,cze$¢” nie tylko po szkocku czy
angielsku.

Czas zmierzaé ku konkluzji. Céz wigc wynika jako moral z tych rozwazari?
Chyba wzmocnione przekonanie, ze wspdlczesny Szkot nie zabiega specjalnie o rozglos.
Moze nalezy mu tylko troch¢ poméc i poda¢ bratnia, polskq dori?

U Michael Gardiner, Modern Scottish Culture. Edinburgh: Edinburgh University Press, 2005.

2 Por. ]. Miller, In Search of Mind, “Dialogue” 69, 1985 nr 3, s. 17-20, za B.Z. Kielar,
Ttumaczenie i koncepcje translatoryczne, Wroctaw, s. 15-16.

¥ Whzelkie dane statystyczne podane za: Michael Gardiner, Modern Scottish Culture.
Edinburgh: Edinburgh University Press, 2005 oraz David McCrone, Understanding
Scotland. London: Routledge, 2001.

¥ Specjat szkockiej kuchni narodowej, prazyrzadzany z owczych podrobéw (watroby, serca i ptuc),
wymieszanych z cebulg, makq owsiang, tuszczem i przyprawami, zaszytych i duszonych
w owczym zolgdku.
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Brzegq M}/\é/ /

I've certainly been impressed by the language used by the students. Their use
of descriptive adjectives was particularly effective. In writing such pieces it is
important students are able to express their personal feelings appropriately.
This they succeeded in doing and the reader is able to imagine exactly what the
writer is trying to decribe.

My congratulations to all the writers!

Mgr Sinron Over

Dzickuje wszystkim za niezapomniane wrazenia jakie towarzyszyly mi czytajac
Wasze prace. Drzigkuje za cierpliwo$¢ przy przepisywaniu, wspaniale pomysly
i zaangazowanie!

Mgr /43/7/}952(& Kra k/‘ew&éa

Linie pisane przez Was dla nas méwia - tak, méwia - nie. Nie pozwalaja tylko
mileze¢ i tylko patrze¢. Daja przyzwolenie na bycie soba, na krzyk i na zagapienie.
Nie pozwdlcie nam zasna¢ Kochani.

Dr Matgorzata Kesicka





