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ZAPAL KA

PALKA ZAPALKA, DWA KIJE
KTO SIE NIE SCHOWA, TEN KRYJE.

PODWORKO GOSPODARSTWA

0BOK DZIAtKI DZIADKA WACKA I BABCI NASTKI
CO WIECZOR CHOWALISMY SIE

W STODOLE

ZA CIAGNIKIEM

POD WOZEM

W KURNIKU.

CZAS BEZTROSKI

Z DALA 0D DOMU,

KTOREGO NIE LUBILAM.

WSZEDZIE INDZIEJ BYtO LEPIEJ.

DZIECI GOSPODARZY I LETNIKOW,

MLEKO CIEPLE OD KROWY - KTOREGO SIE BRZYDZItAM,
STUDNIA Z WIADREM -

A W NIM MAStO ZMARZNIETE OD CHtODU
BABCIA STOJACA PRZY KUCHNI,

POD KTORA PALI SIE OGIEN.

CIEPLO, CIEPLEJ, GORACO.

TAM, NA DZIALCE

U BABCI PAMIETAM OBRAZY, SMAKI, UCZUCIA.
POCIERASZ GLOWKA ZAPALKI

0 BOK PUDELKA I POJAWIA SIE ENERGIA.

DOM TO PUSTY KARTON -
POPIOL Z ZAPALEK.

PALKA ZAPALKA DWA KIJE
KTO SIE UCHOWA
TEN ZYJE.

THE MATCHSTICK

MATCHSTICK, TWO STICKS-
WHOEVER DOESN’T HIDE, IS IT.

THE FARMYARD,

NEXT TO THE PLOT OF LAND BELONGING

TO GRANDPA WACEK AND GRANDMA NASTKA-

EVERY EVENING WE WOULD HIDE

IN THE BARN,

BEHIND THE TRACTOR,

UNDER THE WAGON,

IN THE CHICKEN COOP.

A TIME OF CAREFREE DAYS,

FAR AWAY FROM HOME—

A PLACE I DIDN’T LIKE.

ANYWHERE ELSE WAS BETTER.

CHILDREN OF FARMERS AND SUMMER GUESTS,

WARM MILK STRAIGHT FROM THE COW-WHICH I FOUND REPULSIVE,
A WELL WITH A BUCKET-

AND INSIDE IT, BUTTER HARDENED BY THE COLD,
GRANDMA STANDING BY THE STOVE,

WITH A FIRE BURNING BENEATH IT.

WARM, WARMER, HOT.

THERE, ON THAT PLOT OF LAND

AT GRANDMA’S, I REMEMBER IMAGES, FLAVORS, FEELINGS.
YOU STRIKE THE HEAD OF A MATCH

AGAINST THE SIDE OF THE BOX, AND ENERGY APPEARS.

HOME IS AN EMPTY CARDBOARD BOX-
ASH FROM MATCHES.

MATCHSTICK, TWO STICKS-
WHOEVER MANAGES TO HIDE,
STAYS ALIVE.



STOLICZEK

ENTLICZEK PENTLICZEK
CZERWONY STOLICZEK.
A NA TYM STOLIKU BUTELEK BEZ LIKU.

NIEWESOLE SA TE DNI,

GDY IMIENINY, KOMUNIE, CHRZCINY
GROMADZA TE DZIWNE, POMROCZNE RODZINY.
TWARZE WOKOt STOtU KRZYWE,

WIELKIE NOSY, GROZNE OCZY, MOKRE USTA.
CZEMU W SRODKU CZUJE SIE ZUPELNIE PUSTA?

WYLEWAJA SIE Z ICH UST POTOKI,SLOW
WIEDZIEC LEPIEJ - TO ICH SPOSOB

NA ISTNIENIE.

NIECHZE SPLYNIE NA MNIE ZAPOMNIENIE.

JEST ZAGRYCHA, JEST PASZTETOW CAtY TALERZ,
OGORECZKI, SZYNKI, SERY. I BAJERY,

KTORE MAMA Z WEGIER ZWIOZtA

W RAMACH HANDLU Z ZAGRANICA.

NIE MA ZA TO MIEJSCA NA ROZMOWE

PRZY TYM STOLE.

NA StUCHANIE TAKZE NIE MA WCALE. ALE
KAZDY SIE JAK UMIE RATUJE.

SIOSTRA NA PRZYKLAD SWIRUJE.
TYMCZASEM JA NIE REZYGNUJE I ZNAJDUJE
W KONCU WLASCIWEGO TERAPEUTE.

ENTLICZEK PETLICZEK
WAZNE BY ZROBIC SOBIE
SWOJ WLASNY STOLICZEK.

THE LITTLE TABLE

EENY, MEENY, MINY, MO,
A LITTLE RED TABLE, YOU KNOW.
AND ON THIS TABLE-BOTTLES GALORE.

THESE DAYS ARE HARDLY CHEERFUL,

WHEN NAME DAYS, COMMUNIONS, OR CHRISTENINGS
GATHER THESE STRANGE, GLOOMY KIN.

FACES AROUND THE TABLE-TWISTED,

LARGE NOSES, MENACING EYES, WET LIPS.

WHY DO I FEEL SO COMPLETELY EMPTY INSIDE?

TORRENTS OF WORDS POUR FROM THEIR MOUTHS-
ALWAYS KNOWING BEST-THAT’S HOW

THEY CHOOSE TO EXIST.

OH, IF ONLY OBLIVION WOULD WASH OVER ME.

THERE’S SNACK FOOD, A WHOLE PLATTER OF PATES,
PICKLES, HAM, CHEESE-AND ALL SORTS OF TRINKETS
MOM BROUGHT BACK FROM HUNGARY

AS PART OF HER “FOREIGN TRADE.”

YET, THERE’S NO ROOM FOR REAL CONVERSATION
AT THIS TABLE.

NO ROOM FOR LISTENING, EITHER. BUT

EVERYONE FINDS THEIR OWN WAY TO COPE.

MY SISTER, FOR INSTANCE, JUST LOSES HER MIND.
MEANWHILE, I DON’T GIVE UP-AND FINALLY,

I FIND THE RIGHT THERAPIST.

EENY, MEENY, MINY, MO,
THE IMPORTANT THING IS TO SET UP
A LITTLE TABLE OF YOUR OWN.



LISEK

CHODZI LISEK KOLO DROGI
CICHUTENKO STAWIA NOGI.

CHODZE NOCA

KOLO DROGI

ROKICINSKA ZWANEJ.

WZDtUZ TOROW TRAMWAJOWYCH
LINII NIE PAMIETAM JAKIE] -
BO TO DAWNO TEMU BYLO.
WYDAJE SIE, ZE

W INNYM ZYCIU.

I TROCHE TAK JEST.

TAM, PRZY TYCH TORACH I PRZY DRODZE
MYSLI TLUKLY SIE PO GLOWIE

CzY DAC SPOKOJ SOBIE

Z ZYCIEM.

CZY POCZEKAC, )

AZ MOCNIEJ MNIE JESZCZE DOCISNIE
STRACH I WSTYD -

ZE NIE OBCHODZE 0JCA - ALKOHOLIKA.
ZE NIE OBCHODZE MATKI,

KTORA MA NA OCZACH KLAPKI.

CHODZI LISEK KOtO DROGI,

A GDY ZMECZY SIE OKRUTNIE I WYPLACZE
CICHUTENKO

DO MIESZKANIA SIE ZAKRADA

NIC NIKOMU NIE POWIADA.

THE LITTLE FOX

THE LITTLE FOX WALKS ALONG THE ROAD,
PLACING HIS PAWS EVER SO SOFT.

I WALK AT NIGHT

ALONG THE ROAD

KNOWN AS ROKICINSKA.

ALONG THE TRAM TRACKS-

I DON’T REMEMBER WHICH LINE-
BECAUSE THAT WAS A LONG TIME AGO.
IT FEELS AS THOUGH

IT WERE IN ANOTHER LIFE.

AND, IN A WAY, IT WAS.

THERE, BY THOSE TRACKS AND BY THE ROAD,
THOUGHTS SWIRLED IN MY HEAD:

SHOULD I JUST GIVE UP

ON LIFE?

OR SHOULD I WAIT

UNTIL THE FEAR AND SHAME

PRESS DOWN EVEN HARDER-

THE SHAME OF NOT CARING FOR MY FATHER, AN ALCOHOLIC,

OR FOR MY MOTHER,
WHO WALKS AROUND WITH BLINDERS ON.

A LITTLE FOX WALKS ALONG THE ROAD,

AND WHEN HE IS UTTERLY EXHAUSTED AND HAS CRIED HIS FILL,

HE STEALS BACK
QUIETLY INTO HIS HOME,
WITHOUT SAYING A WORD TO ANYONE.



PCHLA

SZtY PCHLY KOLO WODY
PCHLA PCHLE PCHtA DO WODY.

GDY NA AESPE NIE DOSTALAM SIE,
- MARIA - MOJA RZUTKA MAMA

Z MOJA TECZKA, SAMA

POSZLA DO EASU.

NAROBItA TAM HALASU

DODAM, ZE POZYTYWNEGO,

DLATEGO - ]
ZOSTALAM STUDENTKA NA LAT PIEC.
JESTEM WDZIECZNA ZA JEJ CHEC

I SRODKI, KTORE Z TATA

ZAINWESTOWALT W MOJE WYKSZTALCENIE.

TO, CO WTEDY ZROBItA

ZNACZYLO, ZE MNIE LUBILA

I WIERZYLA WE MNIE -

MAM NADZIEJE - NIE NADAREMNIE.
ROZNIE TO MIEDZY NAMI BYWALO,
ALE PEWNE JEST JEDNO,

ZE 0 CO POPROSZE - TO DOSTANE -
TAKA MAM MAME !

PCHLA PCHLE PCHtA DO WODY -
I DOSZt0 W EFEKCIE DO ZGODY.

THE FLEA

FLEAS WERE WALKING BY THE WATER,
ONE FLEA PUSHED ANOTHER INTO THE WATER.

WHEN I DIDN’T GET INTO THE ART ACADEMY,
MARIA-MY GO-GETTER MOM-

TOOK MY PORTFOLIO HERSELF

AND WENT TO THE ACADEMY.

SHE CAUSED QUITE A STIR THERE-

A POSITIVE ONE, I MIGHT ADD-

AND BECAUSE OF THAT,

I BECAME A STUDENT FOR FIVE YEARS.

I AM GRATEFUL FOR HER WILLINGNESS

AND FOR THE RESOURCES THAT SHE AND DAD
INVESTED IN MY EDUCATION.

WHAT SHE DID BACK THEN
SHOWED THAT SHE LIKED ME
AND BELIEVED IN ME-

AND I HOPE-NOT IN VAIN.

THINGS BETWEEN US HAVEN’T ALWAYS BEEN SMOOTH,

BUT ONE THING IS CERTAIN:
WHATEVER I ASK FOR, I GET-
THAT’S THE KIND OF MOM I HAVE!

ONE FLEA PUSHED ANOTHER INTO THE WATER-
AND IN THE END, IT LED TO AN AGREEMENT.



TRUMF

TRUMF, TRUMF, MISIA, BELA,
GOSIA, KASIA, JOZEK, ELA.

PRZYJAZN TO BRAK KONTROLI

- I TU MNIE BOLI.

BO JA TAKI RYS MIALAM,

ZE KONTROLOWALAM.

I ZE STRACHU PRZED ODRZUCENIEM
NIE RYZYKOWALAM .
OTWIERANIA SIE I ANGAZOWANIA.

CZASEM PEWNIE MI CHODZItO O ZROBIENIE
CZEGOS RAZEM. ZAROBIENIE,
ALBO JAKICHS POTRZEB ZASPOKOJENIE.

CO TAM Z DRUGIEJ STRONY BYL0?

KTO TO WIE...

CZASEM COS NAM WYCHODZItO,

CZESTO - NIE. .
JEDNO SLOWO BRZECZY MI OD DAWNA, ZE
ROWNOWAGA BRANIA I DAWANIA

BARDZO LICZY SIE.

ZATEM DZISIAJ - ]
POWOLUTKU, BEZ POSPIECHU I UWAZNIE

PRZEDE DWIE, NO MOZE TRZY - PRZYJAZNIE.

I BEZ WIELKICH OCZEKIWAN
WSPOL I TWORZE DELIKATNA SIEC,
BY JE MIEC.

TRUMF, TRUMF, OLA, KRYSIA,
WIECEJ WIDZE I ROZUMIEM DZISIAJ.

TRUMF

TRUMF, TRUMF, MISIA, BELA,
GOSIA, KASIA, JOZEK, ELA.

FRIENDSHIP MEANS A LACK OF CONTROL
— AND THAT’S WHERE IT HURTS.
BECAUSE I HAD THIS TENDENCY

TO ALWAYS STAY IN CONTROL.

AND, FEARING REJECTION,

I WOULDN’T TAKE THE RISK

OF OPENING UP OR GETTING INVOLVED.

SOMETIMES, I SUPPOSE, I JUST WANTED
TO DO SOMETHING TOGETHER-

TO EARN SOMETHING,

OR PERHAPS TO HAVE CERTAIN NEEDS MET.

WHAT WAS HAPPENING ON THE OTHER SIDE?

WHO KNOWS. ..

SOMETIMES THINGS WORKED OUT,

OFTEN-THEY DIDN’T.

ONE THING HAS BEEN ON MY MIND FOR A LONG TIME:
THE BALANCE BETWEEN GIVING AND RECEIVING
MATTERS A GREAT DEAL.

SO TODAY-

SLOWLY, WITHOUT RUSH, AND WITH CARE,

I AM WEAVING TWO-MAYBE THREE-FRIENDSHIPS.
AND, WITHOUT GRAND EXPECTATIONS,

I AM CO-CREATING A DELICATE WEB,

JUST TO HAVE THEM IN MY LIFE.

TRUMF, TRUMF, OLA, KRYSIA,
TODAY, I SEE AND UNDERSTAND SO MUCH MORE.



BALONIK

BALONIKU NASZ MALUTKI
ROSNIJ DUZY, OKRAGLUTKI.

TA ROZOWA KRESKA

BUDZI PANIKE.

CO ROBIC?

GDY SIE NIE JEST KOCHANA...
BYCIE SAMOTNA MAMA

DWOJGA - PRZESTRASZA,

A TROJGA - NIE MIESCI SIE W GLOWIE.

0 MATKO NASZA!

NIE CHCE PATRZEC NA UESGIE ,

ZEBY NIE WIAZAC SIE

I NIE TESKNIC POTEM.

ALE TO NA NIC.

ONA I TAK PO LATACH I ZIMACH WIELU
WYCTAGA RECE DO MNIE,

KAZE PAMIETAC.

I TYLKO PRZYTULENIE SIEBIE SAME]
PRZYNOSI ULGE.

BALONIKU NASZ MALUTKI
NIE

ROSNIJ DUZY I OKRAGLUTKI.
BALON ROSNIE,

ZE AZ STRACH

PRZESZLAM ZABIEG

NO I TRACH.

THE LITTLE BALLOON

OUR TINY LITTLE BALLOON,
GROW BIG AND ROUND.

THAT PINK LINE

STRIKES TERROR.

WHAT TO DO?

WHEN YOU ARE NOT LOVED...

BEING A SINGLE MOTHER

TO TWO CHILDREN-IS FRIGHTENING,

AND TO THREE-IT’S BEYOND COMPREHENSION.
OH, GOOD HEAVENS!

I AVOID LOOKING AT ULTRASOUND SCANS,
SO AS NOT TO FORM A BOND

AND END UP MISSING SOMEONE LATER.
BUT IT’S ALL IN VAIN.

AFTER MANY YEARS AND SEASONS,

IT STILL REACHES OUT TO ME,
DEMANDING TO BE REMEMBERED.

AND ONLY HUGGING MYSELF

BRINGS ANY RELIEF.

OUR TINY LITTLE BALLOON,

DO NOT

GROW BIG AND ROUND.

THE BALLOON KEEPS GROWING,
IT’S TERRIFYING-

I WENT THROUGH THE PROCEDURE,
AND-JUST LIKE THAT-IT’S OVER.



BABCIA

KOSI, KOSI tAPCI
POJECHALABYM DO BABCI..

WIELE LAT TEMU
BABCIA NASTKA BYLA MOJA MUZA.
NA KAZDYM RYSUNKU NIEMAL
BYLA ONA - .

UBRANA LUB OBNAZONA.
POZOWALA, DBALA I KARMItA
MOJE CIALO ORAZ DUSZE,

GDY MYSLALAM, ZE SIE UDUSZE
W CZASACH LICEUM.

A TERAZ - GDY WYDAWALO MI SIE,
ZE NIE MA POWROTU

DO TWORZENIA I SPEENIENIA

- POKAZALA DROGE

Z TAK ZWANYCH ZASWIATOW.

CZESTO O NIEJ MYSLE,
BARDZO TESKNIE ZA NIA,
DZIEKI NIEJ SIE UKORZENIAM
I ZMIENIAM.

KOSI, KOSI, BABCI,
ANASTAZJI - JUZ OD DAWNA NIE MA,
ALE SA WSPOMNIENIA.

GRANDMOTHER

PAT-A-CAKE, PAT-A-CAKE,
I’D GO VISIT GRANDMA..

MANY YEARS AGO,

GRANDMA NASTKA WAS MY MUSE.

IN ALMOST EVERY DRAWING

THERE SHE WAS-

CLOTHED OR NAKED.

SHE POSED FOR ME, CARED FOR ME, AND NOURISHED
BOTH MY BODY AND MY SOUL,

BACK WHEN I FELT AS THOUGH I MIGHT SUFFOCATE
DURING MY HIGH SCHOOL YEARS.

AND NOW-JUST WHEN IT SEEMED
THERE WAS NO WAY BACK

TO CREATIVITY AND FULFILLMENT-
SHE SHOWED ME THE PATH

FROM THE SO-CALLED BEYOND.

I THINK OF HER OFTEN,

I MISS HER DEEPLY;

BECAUSE OF HER, I AM TAKING ROOT
AND TRANSFORMING.

PAT-A-CAKE, PAT-A-CAKE, FOR GRANDMA-
ANASTAZJA HAS LONG SINCE DEPARTED,
YET THE MEMORIES REMAIN.



CZAROWNICA

DESZCZYK PADA, StONCE SWIECI
CZAROWNICA COS TAM KLECT.

PIETNASCIE LAT

CZAROWALAM W REKLAMIE.

W MIARE SKUTECZNIE I Z ODDANIEM,
CHOC MAM PRZEKONANIE,

ZE TA ILOSC ENERGII I CZASU

NIE PRZELOZYtA SIE

NA NIC SZCZEGOLNIE WAZNEGO.

Z WYJATKIEM JEDNEGO

— PAJACYKA - KTORY MA SENS SPOLECZNY
I JEST OD LAT WIELU POZYTECZNY.

A GDY JESZCZE TAM SIEDZIALAM
TO MYSLALAM, ZE

- CO POMYSt - TO JEST ZtOTO,
LUB CO NAJMNIEJ CZEKOLADA.
NIESTETY TAK SIE SKLADA,

ZE NIE TAK TO BYLO, DLATEGO
NALEZA SIE PODZIEKOWANIA

DLA OWEJ I OWEGO

ZA PRZYSPIESZENIE MOJEGO
KURSU - NA COS WEASNEGO.

DZIS CZARUJE NICMI, CZY StONCE, CZY SNIEG.

I MAM WPLYW NA SPRAW BIEG.

THE WITCH

RAIN IS FALLING, THE SUN IS SHINING,
A WITCH IS BUSY, SOMETHING DESIGNING.

FOR FIFTEEN YEARS

I CAST MY SPELLS IN ADVERTISING-

WITH DEDICATION, QUITE EFFECTIVELY, TOO-
THOUGH I’VE COME TO BELIEVE

THAT ALL THAT ENERGY AND TIME

DID NOT AMOUNT

TO ANYTHING OF REAL SIGNIFICANCE.
EXCEPT FOR ONE THING:

THE “PAJACYK” (LITTLE PUPPET) PROJECT-
WHICH SERVES A SOCIAL PURPOSE

AND HAS BEEN DOING GOOD FOR MANY YEARS.

BACK WHEN I WAS STILL THERE,

I USED TO THINK THAT

EVERY IDEA WAS PURE GOLD-

OR, AT THE VERY LEAST, CHOCOLATE.

AS IT TURNS OUT,

THAT WASN’T QUITE THE CASE;

SO, I OWE A WORD OF THANKS

TO THOSE INDIVIDUALS-

FOR HASTENING MY JOURNEY

TOWARD CREATING SOMETHING OF MY OWN.

TODAY, I WEAVE MY MAGIC WITH THREADS-RAIN OR SNOW-

AND I HAVE A HAND IN HOW THINGS GO.



SROCZKA THE LITTLE MAGPIE

WARZYLA SROCZKA KASZKE, WARZYtA, THE LITTLE MAGPIE COOKED SOME PORRIDGE, SHE COOKED,
AZ SIE POPARZYtA. UNTIL SHE BURNED HERSELF.

BYt CZAS, GDY CALA DOBE NOC ISTNIALA THERE WAS A TIME WHEN NIGHT LASTED ALL DAY LONG,

I PO OMACKU PORUSZALAM SIE PO SWIECIE. AND I MOVED THROUGH THE WORLD FEELING MY WAY IN THE DARK.
WIECIE - NIE WIDZIAtAM DROGI, YOU SEE-I COULDN’T SEE THE PATH,

NIE WIDZIAtAM CELU. I COULDN’T SEE A GOAL.

KTOS MOGLBY POWIEDZIEC - JAK WIELU. ONE MIGHT SAY-LIKE SO MANY OTHERS.

ZAPADANIE W SOBIE SIE WITHDRAWING INTO MYSELF

TAK ABSORBOWALO MNIE, ZE CONSUMED ME SO COMPLETELY THAT

NIE BYLO MIEJSCA NA NIC INNEGO. DLATEGO THERE WAS NO ROOM FOR ANYTHING ELSE. AND SO,

GDY PEWNA PANI Z BIO MOCAMI WHEN A WOMAN WITH PSYCHIC GIFTS

RZEKLA: JA NIE WIDZE TU TWYCH DZIECT! SAID: “I DON’T SEE YOUR CHILDREN HERE!”

TO MNIE WOWCZAS OSWIECItO I IT WAS AN EPIPHANY FOR ME-

Z TAMTEJ SCIEZKI - ZAWROCILO. AND IT TURNED ME BACK FROM THAT PATH.

DOM I DZIECI ORAZ JA' W SWEJ NOWEJ ROLI HOME, MY CHILDREN, AND MYSELF IN THIS NEW ROLE-

Z PRZYJEMNOSCIA ORZE, GDYZ TWORZE. I PLOW AHEAD WITH PLEASURE, FOR I AM CREATING.

NA PRZEMIAN Z W DOMU SIEDZENIEM BETWEEN STAYING AT HOME

I WARZENIEM. i AND COOKING MEALS.

A TO ZUPY Z POMIDOROW I FASOLI SOMETIMES IT’S TOMATO AND BEAN SOUP,

LUB WATROBKI PLUS MIZERIA Z ZIEMNIAKAMI, OR LIVER SERVED WITH CUCUMBER SALAD AND POTATOES-
I NIECZESTO, ALE ZDARZA SIE TEZ AND, THOUGH RARELY, THERE’S EVEN

ZAPTEKANKA Z CUKINIAMI. A ZUCCHINI CASSEROLE.

I CHOC NIE CHCE MI SIE CZASEM I MNIE NUDZI AND EVEN IF I SOMETIMES FEEL RELUCTANT, OR IF IT BORES ME,
TO WARZENIE. TO JE CENIE. I STILL VALUE THIS COOKING.

WARZYLA SROCZKA KASZKE, WARZYtA THE LITTLE MAGPIE COOKED SOME PORRIDGE, SHE COOKED,

BO W RODZINE UWIERZYtA. BECAUSE SHE CAME TO BELIEVE IN HER FAMILY.



SMOK

ELKE TRELKE KARTOFELKE
SMOK SIE PRZEBRAL ZA MODELKE.

TAKI tADNY, TAKI MIEKKI

JAK PAMPUCHY BABCI NASTKI )

GDY CHCIALA NAKARMIC NAS MItOSCIA.

UGINALY SIE PUSZYSCIE POD ZEBAMI

PODCZAS GDY W GARDLE

POWSTAWALA KLUCHA UTRUDNIAJACA ODDYCHANIE.

WZRUSZAt T WZBUDZAt

SILNE UCZUCTIA MACIERZYNSKIE
TEN KTOS, KOGO BRALAM ZA MEZA.
WYTRWAL W ROLI CALKIEM DtUGO,
NIECH MU KTOS TO WYNAGRODZI

KOMU MAM NADZIEJE TO ZA BARDZO NIE ZASZKODZI.

OD ODLOTU DO INNEGO KROLESTWA
SPORADYCZNIE JESZCZE OGNIEM ZIONAt.
POPRZYPIEKAL TU I OWDZIE

JAKIMS CUDEM - NIE DO GRUNTU,

TAK, ZE DZIECI MAJA W SOBIE

TROCHE STtY

I DO ZYCIA I DO BUNTU.

MOJE ZYCIE ZA TO DZIEKI TEMU
JEST ZASOBNE WCALE WCALE
W DOSWIADCZENIA O NIEMALYM POTENCJALE.

ELKE TRELKE WRONA Z KRUKIEM
WIATR SMOKOWI ZWIAt PERUKE

RAZ, DWA, TRZY I SZESC
NIE CHCE NIGDY KLUCH JUZ JESC!

THE DRAGON

ELKA-TRELKA-KARTOFELKA-
THE DRAGON DRESSED UP AS A FASHION MODEL.

SO LOVELY, SO SOFT-

LIKE GRANDMA NASTKA’S FLUFFY DUMPLINGS,
SERVED WHEN SHE WANTED TO FEED US WITH LOVE.
THEY’D YIELD, PILLOWY, BENEATH OUR TEETH,
WHILE IN THE THROAT,

A LUMP WOULD FORM, MAKING IT HARD TO BREATHE.

HE WAS MOVING, HE STIRRED

SUCH STRONG MATERNAL INSTINCTS-

THIS SOMEONE I ONCE TOOK AS MY HUSBAND.

HE KEPT UP THE ACT FOR QUITE A LONG TIME;
MAY SOMEONE REWARD HIM FOR IT-

SOMEONE, I HOPE, WHOM IT WON’T HARM TOO MUCH.

BEFORE FLYING OFF TO ANOTHER KINGDOM,

HE’D STILL, NOW AND THEN, BREATHE OUT SOME FIRE.

HE SCORCHED A SPOT HERE, A PATCH THERE-

YET, MIRACULOUSLY, NEVER BURNED THINGS TO THE GROUND-
LEAVING THE CHILDREN WITH A SPARK INSIDE,

A STRENGTH FOR LIVING,

AND A SPIRIT FOR REBELLION.

AND BECAUSE OF THIS, MY OWN LIFE
HAS BECOME TRULY, RICHLY ENDOWED
WITH EXPERIENCES OF NO SMALL POTENTIAL.

ELKA-TRELKA-A CROW AND A RAVEN-

THE WIND BLEW THE DRAGON’S WIG AWAY!

ONE, TWO, THREE, AND SIX-

I NEVER WANT TO EAT THOSE DUMPLINGS AGAIN!



RAK

IDZIE RAK NIEBORAK
JAK USZCZYPNIE TO JEST ZNAK.

BOLI, CZY NIE BOLI?

0TO JEST PYTANIE.

KIEDYS NIE WIEDZIALAM.

CIALO ZAMROZONE MIALAM,

ZEBY JE POCZUC I POCZUC SIEBIE
SIE ZDERZALAM

Z INNYMI CIALAMI. MESKIMI.
NIERZADKO - PRZYPADKOWYMI.

NATRECTWO, KOMPULSJA, OBSESJA

- CO TAM CHCECIE -

I TAK SIE NIE DOWIECIE

JAK BARDZO TO SMUTNE BYLO -
DOPROWADZI+O0

MNIE TAMTA DO SKRAINEJ ROZPACZY.
NIECH SOBIE TAMTA EWA WYBACZY.

SKURCZONA, GORZKA, SZARA.
POTRZEBOWALAM POMOCY OD ZARAZ,

ALE NIEZBYT SWIADOMA TEGO BYLAM.

NA SZCZESCIE SA INNI... TADAM!

I TAKA JEDNA ZNAJOMA: SZUKAJ POMOCY
U SPECJALISTY LUB RADZ SOBIE SAMA

— RZEKtA I UCIEKtA.

IDZIE WOWCZAS DO TERAPEUTY TEN RAK
NIEBORAK. i

POTEM CZASEM IDZIE NAPRZOD, ALBO WSPAK,
ALE IDZIE.

THE CRAYFISH

HERE COMES THE POOR LITTLE CRAYFISH,
AND IF HE GIVES A PINCH-THAT’S A SIGN.

DOES IT HURT, OR DOES IT NOT?
THAT IS THE QUESTION.

ONCE, I DIDN’T KNOW.

MY BODY WAS FROZEN.

TO FEEL IT-AND TO FEEL MYSELF-
I WOULD COLLIDE

WITH OTHER BODIES. MALE ONES.
OFTEN-QUITE RANDOM ONES.

A COMPULSION, AN OBSESSION,

—CALL IT WHAT YOU WILL-

YOU’LL NEVER TRULY KNOW

JUST HOW SAD IT ALL WAS-

IT DROVE

THE “ME” OF BACK THEN TO THE BRINK OF DESPAIR.
MAY THAT EWA FORGIVE HERSELF.

SHRIVELED, BITTER, GRAY.

I NEEDED HELP-AND I NEEDED IT NOW-

THOUGH I WASN’T FULLY AWARE OF IT.

BUT THANK GOODNESS FOR OTHERS... TA-DA!

AND ONE ACQUAINTANCE SAID: “SEEK HELP

FROM A SPECIALIST, OR FIGURE IT OUT YOURSELF”
-THEN SHE RAN OFF.

SO, THE POOR LITTLE CRAYFISH

HEADS OFF TO SEE A THERAPIST.

SOMETIMES HE MOVES FORWARD, SOMETIMES BACK,
BUT HE KEEPS MOVING.



BEKSA CRYBABY

BEKSA LALA CRYBABY DOLL
POJECHALA DO SZPITALA WENT TO THE HOSPITAL,
A W SZPITALU LUDZI TLUMY. WHERE CROWDS OF PEOPLE SWARMED.
Z TYM NADMIAREM i THEY COULDN’T COPE AT ALL
NIE POTRAFIA SOBIE RADZIC WCALE. WITH SUCH AN OVERWHELMING SURPLUS.
DOSTAJE EXTRA TYDZIEN NA POZEGNANIE SIE I’M GRANTED AN EXTRA WEEK TO SAY GOODBYE
Z MIESNIAKIEM MACICY. i TO A UTERINE FIBROID-
CIALEM I OBCYM I MOIM - JEDNOCZESNIE. A BODY BOTH ALIEN AND MY OWN, ALL AT ONCE.
DRUGA WIZYTA W SZPITALU. A SECOND VISIT TO THE HOSPITAL.
TYM RAZEM THIS TIME,
ZNAJDUJA t0ZKO DLA MNIE. THEY FIND A BED FOR ME.
NIBY BEZPIECZNIE, A BOJE SIE. I SHOULD FEEL SAFE, YET I AM AFRAID.
FALE PANIKI, ZtOSCI, BEZRADNOSCI. WAVES OF PANIC, ANGER, AND HELPLESSNESS
PRZEPLYWAJA PRZEZE MNIE. WASH OVER ME.
LEKARSTWEM NA STRACH OKAZUJA SIE A NEEDLE AND THREAD
NICI I IGLtA. PROVE TO BE THE CURE FOR MY FEAR.
HAFTUJE MYSLI, ZAJMUJE NIMI RECE. I EMBROIDER MY THOUGHTS, KEEPING MY HANDS BUSY.
BOJE SIE MNIEJ. I AM LESS AFRAID.
KLADAC SIE NA tOZKU W SWIETLE LAMP LYING ON THE BED BENEATH THE BRIGHT LIGHTS,
PROSZE O NAPRAWDE MOCNY SEN. I PRAY FOR A TRULY DEEP SLEEP.
UKLUCIE IGLY W KREGOStUP. i A NEEDLE PRICKS MY SPINE.
ODPLYWAM. I PRZYPLYWAM. UCZE SIE CHODZIC I DRIFT AWAY-AND THEN I DRIFT BACK. I LEARN TO WALK
PO ZSZYCIU. TROCHE JAKBY W NOWYM ZYCIU AFTER BEING STITCHED UP-
A GDY ODBIERAM WYNIKI BADAN ALMOST AS IF IN A NEW LIFE.
PLACZE Z ULGI. AND WHEN I RECEIVE THE TEST RESULTS,
I WEEP WITH RELIEF.
BEKSA LALA
PRZYJECHALA ZE SZPITALA. CRYBABY DOLL

HAS RETURNED FROM THE HOSPITAL.



KURA THE HEN

WYSZtA KURA NA PODWORZE A HEN STEPPED OUT INTO THE YARD,

SPODOBALO SIE TAM KURZE. AND THE YARD SHE FOUND QUITE TO HER LIKARD.

W CZAS PANDEMII I ZAMKNIECIA, DURING THE PANDEMIC AND THE LOCKDOWN,

A TAKZE Z BRAKU ZAJECIA WITH NOTHING MUCH TO DO IN TOWN,

JEZDZItAM T SZUKALAM MIEJSCA I WENT AROUND, SEARCHING FOR A PLACE

GDZIE BYM MOGtA WYBYC, GDYBYM WHERE I COULD ESCAPE TO, JUST IN CASE

ZMECZONA BYLA MATKOWANIEM I GREW WEARY OF MOTHERHOOD

I CZEKANIEM, AND OF WAITING-AS I SHOULD-

AZ POJAWIA SIE INTRATNE FOR LUCRATIVE OFFERS TO COME MY WAY,

PROPOZYCJE WYSTAWOWO-WARSZTATOWE . FOR EXHIBITIONS OR WORKSHOPS, ONE FINE DAY.
JEZDZE, SZUKAM. I NIC MI SIE NIE PODOBA. I SEARCHED AND SEARCHED, BUT NOTHING FELT RIGHT.
BO ZA DROGO, ZA DALEKO, ALBO TOO EXPENSIVE, TOO FAR AWAY, OR-

- KTO MI TUTAJ REMONT ZROBI? “WHO’S GOING TO HANDLE THE RENOVATIONS HERE?”

I TAK KRECE SIE Z POt ROKU, GDY TYMCZASEM I SPENT HALF A YEAR GOING ROUND IN CIRCLES,

I.. W NATCHNIENIU UNTIL-IN A SUDDEN STROKE OF INSPIRATION-

MAMA Z SIOSTRA MI ODDAJA DZIALKE. MY MOTHER AND SISTER GIFTED ME A PLOT OF LAND.

Z LASEM. ] WITH A FOREST.

Z DOMEM - NIE ZA DUZYM, LECZ W SAM RAZ AND A HOUSE-NOT TOO BIG, BUT JUST THE RIGHT SIZE,
PLUS KRAJOBRAZ. PLUS A VIEW TO FEAST ONE’S EYES.

ODTAD GRZEBIE SOBIE CZASEM W ZIEMI, NOW, I OCCASIONALLY DIG AROUND IN THE SOIL,
CZASEM LEZE I NIE WIERZE, OR JUST LIE THERE, HARDLY BELIEVING

ZE TO BYLO BLISKO TAK. THAT SOMETHING LIKE THIS WAS SO CLOSE ALL ALONG.
WYSZtA KURA NA PODWORZE A HEN STEPPED OUT INTO THE YARD,

SPODOBALO SIE TAM KURZE. AND THE YARD SHE FOUND QUITE TO HER LIKARD.

NA PODWORZU DUZO DRZEW, A MALO LUDZI. IN THE YARD, THERE ARE PLENTY OF TREES, BUT FEW PEOPLE AROUND.
JEST TEZ CISZA, THERE IS ALSO A SILENCE,

KTORA SIE POZWALA TWORCZO NUDZIC. ONE THAT LETS YOU BE BORED-IN A CREATIVE WAY.



MAK

STIALA BABA MAK
NIE WIEDZIAtA JAK?
A DZIAD WIEDZIAL.

I TEMU AKURAT DZIADOWI

SLE WDZIECZNOSC I PODZIEKOWANIA
(GDZIEKOLWIEK TERAZ PRZEBYWA -
NIECH ODPOCZYWA).

BO PRZEZ LAT KILKA

PRZEGANIAL MOJEGO WILKA.
KONSEKWENTNIE, GRZECZNIE,

I SKUTECZNIE.

ZADBAL — WIEM, WIEM - ZAWODOWO,
ZEBYM CZULA SIE ZNOW SOBA.

RAZ W TYGODNIU GRUPA.

RAZ W MIESIACU TWARZA W TWARZ.
NO I MASZ

EFEKTY.

MAREK StUCHAL ,

AZ MU OKULARY ZACHODZILY MGtA.

DUZY BYt, A SERCE MIAt JAK DOM.
DOLOZYtA SIE TEZ OLA,

DLATEGO MYSLE, ZE

STALA BABA MAK, BO WIEDZIAtA CO I JAK.
DZIAD TEZ WIEDZIAL I POWIEDZIAt.

CIESZE SIE, ZE ICH SPOTKALAM
I SKORZYSTALAM.

POPPY SEEDS

AN OLD WOMAN SOWED SOME POPPY SEEDS,
NOT KNOWING QUITE HOW TO PROCEED-
BUT AN OLD MAN KNEW THE WAY.

AND TO THAT VERY MAN,

I SEND MY GRATITUDE AND THANKS
(WHEREVER HE MAY BE RIGHT NOW-

MAY HE FIND REST).

FOR, OVER THE COURSE OF SEVERAL YEARS,
HE HELPED CHASE AWAY MY “WOLF.”
CONSISTENTLY, KINDLY,

AND EFFECTIVELY.

HE TOOK CARE OF THINGS-I KNOW, I KNOW-WITH TRUE PROFESSIONALISM,
HELPING ME FEEL LIKE MYSELF AGAIN.

A GROUP SESSION ONCE A WEEK,

A FACE-TO-FACE MEETING ONCE A MONTH-
AND LOOK AT THAT:

THE RESULTS ARE THERE.

MAREK WOULD LISTEN SO INTENTLY

THAT HIS GLASSES WOULD FOG UP.

HE WAS A BIG MAN, WITH A HEART AS VAST AS A HOUSE.

OLA ALSO PLAYED HER PART,

WHICH IS WHY I BELIEVE

THE OLD WOMAN SOWED THOSE POPPY SEEDS BECAUSE SHE KNEW EXACTLY
WHAT TO DO.

THE OLD MAN KNEW, TOO-AND HE SHARED THAT KNOWLEDGE.

I AM SO GLAD I MET THEM
AND THAT I TOOK ADVANTAGE OF THEIR HELP.



CHUSTECZKA

MAM CHUSTECZKE HAFTOWANA,
CO MA CZTERY ROGI.
KOGO KOCHAM?

NO WLASNIE, KOGO?

MAJE, MIESZKA, MAME, DONIE I JADWIGE.
TYCH, KTORYCH NIE MA JUZ - TAKZE,

A JAKZE!

ALE NAJWIEKSZA NIESPODZIANKE

SOBIE OSTATNIO SPRAWILAM

ZE SIEBIE SAMA PRAWDZIWIE POLUBILAM.
TRWALO TO POKOCHIWANIE

LAT WIELE I TRUDU NIEMALO. LECZ SIE UDALO.

PRAWDA JEST TAKA, ZE WIADRA tEZ WYLALAM
ZANIM ZROZUMIALAM,

ZE NAJLEPTEJ WIEDZIALAM

CZEGO CHCE, )

GDY MIALAM LAT PIETNASCIE

I GDY MAM ICH PIECDZIESIAT I JEDEN.

C0$ PIEKNEGO WSZAK TO JEST,

ZE MAM CHUSTKE NA OTARCIE MOICH tEZ

A W ZANADRZU MAM I HAFT,

CO SIE STAt ZA MA ZGODA

I PRZYSZtOSCIA I MItOSCIA, I PRZYGODA,
KTORA CHCE, BY TRWALA PO MOJ KRES.

OH YES!

SIEBIE KOCHAM, SIEBIE LUBIE, SIEBIE POCALUJE
I CHUSTECZKE HAFTOWANA SOBIE PODARUJE.

THE HANDKERCHIEF

I HAVE AN EMBROIDERED HANDKERCHIEF,
WITH FOUR CORNERS TO ITS NAME.
WHOM DO I LOVE?

WELL, WHOM, INDEED?

MAJA, MIESZEK, MOM, DONIA, AND JADWIGA.
AND THOSE WHO ARE NO LONGER WITH US—
OH, MOST CERTAINLY!

BUT THE GREATEST SURPRISE

I’VE GIVEN MYSELF LATELY

IS THAT I’VE TRULY COME TO LIKE MYSELF.
THIS PROCESS OF LEARNING TO LOVE

TOOK MANY YEARS AND NO SMALL AMOUNT OF EFFORT.

THE TRUTH IS, I SHED BUCKETS OF TEARS
BEFORE I FINALLY REALIZED

THAT I KNEW BEST

WHAT I WANTED

WHEN I WAS FIFTEEN,

AND NOW, AT FIFTY-ONE.

IT’S A BEAUTIFUL THING, AFTER ALL,

TO HAVE A HANDKERCHIEF TO WIPE AWAY MY TEARS-
AND EMBROIDERED UPON IT, BY MY OWN CONSENT,
ARE MY FUTURE, MY LOVE, AND AN ADVENTURE

THAT I HOPE WILL LAST UNTIL MY VERY END.

OH YES!

BUT I SUCCEEDED.

I LOVE MYSELF, I LIKE MYSELF, I’LL GIVE MYSELF A KISS,

AND GIFT MYSELF THIS EMBROIDERED HANDKERCHIEF.



SLIMAK

SLIMAK, SLIMAK, POKAZ ROGI.
DAM CI SERA NA PIEROGI.

MOJA SIOSTRA DONATA -
KOCHANA, CHOC ZAPOMNIANA
NA DLUGO, NA LATA,

CHYBA POWRACA Z ODDALENIA.

KIEDYS, ZE STRACHU,

ZEBY MI SIE NIE PRZYTRAFItO TO SAMO,
ZEBY UCIEC CHOROBIE

I W TROSCE O MOJE

PSYCHCZNE ZDROWIE -

WYJECHALAM I ZAMIESZKALAM

W WARSZAWIE .

A DONIA OD WTEDY ODWIEDZAtA
PRZEROZNE SZPITALE I SALE

ZAMKNIETE LUB NIE.

CHOWANIE SIE W SKORUPIE,
NA PRZEMIAN Z — Z NIEJ WYCHODZENIEM-
JEST TRUDNYM DO WYOBRAZENTIA
DOSWIADCZENIEM — DLA MNIE.

DLATEGO CIESZE SIE, ZE TO PRZETRWALA,
CHOC TO TRZYDZIESCI LAT BEZ MALA.

SLIMAK, SLIMAK SIEBIE POKAZ,
PROSIC O TO DLUGO NIE KAZ.

THE SNAIL

SNAIL, SNAIL, SHOW YOUR HORNS.
I’LL GIVE YOU CHEESE FOR YOUR DUMPLINGS.

MY SISTER DONATA-

BELOVED, THOUGH FORGOTTEN

FOR SO LONG, FOR YEARS-

SEEMS TO BE RETURNING FROM AFAR.

ONCE, OUT OF FEAR-

LEST THE SAME THING HAPPEN TO ME,

TO ESCAPE ILLNESS,

AND FOR THE SAKE OF MY OWN

MENTAL HEALTH-

I LEFT AND WENT TO LIVE

IN WARSAW.

MEANWHILE, DONIA SPENT HER TIME

VISITING ALL SORTS OF HOSPITALS AND WARDS-
SOME LOCKED, SOME NOT.

HIDING AWAY IN A SHELL,

ALTERNATING WITH COMING OUT OF IT-

IS AN EXPERIENCE ALMOST IMPOSSIBLE

FOR ME TO IMAGINE.

THAT IS WHY I AM SO GLAD SHE SURVIVED IT,
THOUGH IT HAS BEEN NEARLY THIRTY YEARS.

SNAIL, SNAIL, SHOW YOURSELF-
DON’T MAKE ME ASK FOR TOO LONG.



CMENTARZ

SIEDZI BABA NA CMENTARZU,
TRZYMA NOGI W KALAMARZU.

ULUBIONYM KOMPANEM TATY

POD KONIEC JEGO ZYCIA

- BYt BIALY PIES, ZWANY SZON -

TO ON . N

MIAt JEGO UWAGE, ZYCZLIWOSC,

WRECZ TKLIWOSC )

JAKIE] JA NIE ZAZNALAM, CHOC CHCTALAM
BYC ADRESATKA CZULOSCT

- ZAMIAST GNIEWU I Z+0SCI.

MYSLE O TYM DNIU, )

GDY ZSZEDt POD ZIEMIE TATO MOJ

I WIELKI ZNOJ ]

JEGO ZYCIA SIE SKONCZYt,

A MNIE ZROBItO SIE LZEJ NA DUSZY I CIELE
I STYPA BYLA PRAWIE JAK WESELE.

CHQC BUDZI SIE CZASEM WE MNIE

COS NA KSZTALT TESKNOTY -

BO, A NUZ BY SIE UDALO )
PRZEKSZTALCIC TE RELACJE W COS FAJINEGO?
TO Z DUCHEM - NIE MAM OCHOTY.

ZATEM, GDY PRZYJDZIE DUCH I BABE BUCH,
TO BABA FIK, ZEBY DUCH ZNIKt.

THE CEMETERY

AN OLD WOMAN SITS IN THE CEMETERY,
WITH HER LEGS IN AN INKWELL.

TOWARD THE END OF HIS LIFE,

MY FATHER’S FAVORITE COMPANION

WAS A WHITE DOG NAMED SZON-

IT WAS HE

WHO RECEIVED HIS ATTENTION, HIS KINDNESS,
EVEN A TENDERNESS

THAT I NEVER EXPERIENCED, THOUGH I LONGED
TO BE THE RECIPIENT OF SUCH AFFECTION-
INSTEAD OF ANGER AND SPITE.

I THINK OF THE DAY

MY FATHER WAS LAID BENEATH THE EARTH,

AND THE GREAT TOIL

OF HIS LIFE CAME TO AN END;

MY SOUL AND BODY FELT LIGHTER,

AND THE FUNERAL RECEPTION WAS ALMOST LIKE A WEDDING CELEBRATION.

THOUGH SOMETIMES SOMETHING AKIN TO LONGING

STIRS WITHIN ME-

WONDERING IF, PERHAPS,

THIS RELATIONSHIP COULD HAVE BEEN TRANSFORMED INTO SOMETHING
WONDERFUL-

I HAVE NO DESIRE TO PURSUE IT WITH A GHOST.

SO, IF A GHOST SHOULD APPEAR AND TRY TO GRAB THE OLD WOMAN,
SHE’LL FLIP AWAY-JUST TO MAKE THE GHOST VANISH.



DRZEWO

NA WYSOKIEJ GORZE ROStO DRZEWO DUZE,
NAZYWALO SIE APLI-PAPLI-BLITE-BLAU.

MAM ULUBIONE DRZEWO

LUB DRZEWA..

BO CHOC DRZEWO JEST JEDNO,
TO MA OSIEM PNI.

SA DNI,

GDY WCHODZE W NIE,

ZEBY WZMOCNIC SIE )

- BO MI SMUTNO, BO MI ZLE.
ALE - SA DNI, GDY WCALE -
I WTEDY W NIM STAJE,
BY NABRAC OCHOTY NA POJSCIE DALEJ.

RAZ MI SIE ZDARZYtO

I TO MNIE ODURZYLO,

ZE MNIE W NIM SIKORKA MALA
PRZYDYBALA.

PRZYGLADAtA MI SIE DLUGO

I UWAZNIE, ;
AZ POCZULAM Z NIA PRZEDZIWNA WIEZ
I PRZYJAZNIE

POWIEDZIALAM JEJ - HEJ!

GDZIES W tAZIENKACH ROSNIE DRZEWO DUZE.
OBY ZYtO JAK NAJDLUZEJ.

THE TREE

ON A HIGH MOUNTAIN GREW A LARGE TREE,
IT WAS CALLED APLI-PAPLI-BLITE-BLAU.

I HAVE A FAVORITE TREE-

OR PERHAPS, TREES..

FOR THOUGH IT IS BUT ONE TREE,
IT HAS EIGHT TRUNKS.

THERE ARE DAYS

WHEN I STEP INSIDE IT

TO FIND STRENGTH-

WHEN I AM SAD, OR FEELING LOW.
BUT THEN-THERE ARE OTHER DAYS-
AND I STAND WITHIN IT

TO GATHER THE SPIRIT TO MOVE ON.

ONCE-AND IT QUITE DAZZLED ME-

A TINY TITMOUSE

CAME UPON ME THERE.

SHE WATCHED ME FOR A LONG TIME,
WITH GREAT ATTENTION,

UNTIL I FELT A STRANGE BOND FORM,
AND IN FRIENDSHIP,

I SAID TO HER: “HEY!”

SOMEWHERE IN tAZIENKI, A LARGE TREE GROWS.

MAY IT LIVE FOR AS LONG AS POSSIBLE.



