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Letters to Mother

Orient Line of Royal Mail Steamers
R.M.S “Orsova”
June 20, 1914

Dearest Mother,

We're nearing the strait of Bab’el Mandeb and are
about to cross into the Indian Ocean. The voyage
through the Mediterranean seems like a sojourn in
subarctic regions compared with the crazy heat that
we're having now. The sun has reached the tropic of
Cancer which we're crossing at this very moment, so
the sun’s rays are hitting us at right angles. One could
say that it was quite cool tll we reached Suez. We
arrived in Port Said at 11 a.m. and left early next
morning, at 2 o'clock. Bronio and I took a walk in the
Egyptian quarter. Marvellous faces and costumes.
Mostly blue long robes. Faces either wild or languid
with delight. Men only, quite obviously. In the streets
there are stands selling poppy cakes as well as other
sweets of a weird persuasion. And coffee-houses with
gentlemen sitting in them who are not of this world but
nevertheless seem to be more trustworthy than the
Italians in Naples. Even the worst rogues do not convey
the impression of a scoundrel; on the contrary: they
emanate a sort of seriousness and dignity. In front of a
cafe, on the pavement, there may be a buffet with a lot
of brass vessels standing on it or hanging on long
strings. (This is a letter of a total moron but [ feel
justified by this crazy heat). — Just think: a rather
narrow sea between two burning-hot deserts. The
bishop of New Guinea who's been traveling with us told
us today, when we were taking tea — barely conscious
from the heat and drenched with sweat as if we'd just
come out of a bath — that back in New Guinea he’'d
never experienced such pleasant coolness. Sounds like a
nice prospect for Bronio, who's planning to do some
conceptual work. The landscape along the Canal seems
awfully weird. The Canal itself is narrow, maybe 30 or
50 yards. On one side there's Egypt — oases, palms and
strange trees with fluffy flowers and a wonderful smell
that reminds me of linden. On the other side there’s the
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dreadful Arabian desert — yellow-orange sands which
begin right on the shore as little wavelets and gradually
turn into huge mountains gleaming with a pink
phosphorescent glow on the horizon. The valleys with
salty sediment at the bottom glitter with a bluish
reflection of the sky. We pass two steamers which hug
the shore to let us through. Every now and then we
come across the posts of the French company that owns
the Suez Canal. Little houses among palms and trees
with wonderful crimson flowers. Ctd. We left Port Said
at 2.30 a.m. and reached Suez only about 1 p.m. The
ship barely crawls, guided by a local pilot. It accelerates
a little when crossing salty lakes that the Canal passes
through. We stayed for half an hour in Suez. Marvellous
hues of the sea which cuts into the red and yellow sand.
Bands of emerald, turquoise, yellow, green, celadon and
ultramarine topped with a chain of wild rocky
mountains, purple (that’s a fact) in colour. Then we
entered the Gulf of Suez, flanked by the rocky
mountains of Egypt on one side and the orange sandy
mountains of the Sinai Peninsula on the other. We
could see both shores late into the evening.

It's been two days now since we saw any land and
the heat is getting worse. I'm sitting writing a letter,
sweat streaming down my forehead. This is the Music
Room on the deck. The cabin is a real sauna. All night
long the ventilator keeps booming. We sleep completely
naked. At 7 the sound of a monstrous gong wakes us up
so we can take a bath. Then breakfast (smoked meat,
fruit with rice and coffee). One can have both fish and
roasted meat. Then lying on the deck and reading
begins. Then some stupid games. Awful boredom. In
the evening we go aft and join the riffraff in the third
class to watch the stars. Last night we could see the
Alpha Centauri or the Canopus. The Cross hasn't
appeared yet. Venus is shining in the west. You and |
may be wartching it simultaneously. The sea hardly
moves at all and our huge ship (123000 tons) sways
very lightly and seriously. There's nothing curious in the
Red Sea except the heat, flying fish and
phosphorescence. The fish (about 10 inches long) fly in
droves, crossing a distance of some 50 yards, throwing
silver gleams against the dark blue wave.
Phosphorescence can be seen only in the wake of the
ship, along the twin walls of foamy water churned by
the two screw propellers. (Many, many kisses for
Mother from Sta$). Greenish sparks shoot from the
screws, fan out into the wan light and disappear a dozen
or so yards behind the ship.

June 21 — Today we passed 12 volcanic islands called
Zebayr. Wonderful pumice rocks, white and brown,
perforated like sponges. Two of them had distinct
volcanic cones. About 5 o'clock the island Jebel
Zukush. Coffee-coloured sky and a greenish sun. Green-
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[Papier z nadrukiem:] Orient Line Of Royal Mail Ste-

amers RMS ,ORSOVA”
20VI 1914

Najdrozsza Mamo: Zblizamy sie do ciesniny Bab-el-
-Mandeb, po ktérej zacznie si¢ Ocean Indyjski. Podréz
przez Morze Srodziemne wydaje si¢ pobytem w podbiegu-
nowych okolicach wobec tego szalonego upatu, ktéry te-
raz mamy. Przejezdzamy wlasnie zwrotnik Raka, w kt6rym
obecnie znajduje si¢ slofice i §wieci na nas kompletnie
prostopadle. Do Suezu mozna powiedzie¢, ze bylo chiod-
no. W Port Said stalismy od 11-2 w nocy. Byli$my z Bro-
niem na spacerze w dzielnicy egipskiej. Twarze i stroje cu-
downe. Niebieskie, dlugie szaty przewazaja. Twarze o wy-
razach dzikich albo mdlejacych z rozkoszy. Tylko mezczy-
#ni oczywiscie. Na ulicy stragany, w ktorych sprzedaja sie
stodycze i makagigi dziwnego nabozefistwa. Kawiarnie,
w ktorych siedza panowie nie z tego §wiata, ale jednak
bardziej wzbudzajacy zaufanie niz Wlosi w Neapolu. Na-
wet u najgorszych wywlok nie czuje si¢ kanaliowatosci,
tylko jakas powage i dostojnos¢. Przed kawiarnia, na tro-
tuarze, stoi bufet obstawiony i obwieszony naczyniami
mosieznemi na dlugich sznurach. (List zupelnego krety-
na, ale upal szalony usprawiedliwia.) — Prosz¢ pomyséleé:
waskie stosunkowo morze miedzy dwiema rozpalonymi
pustyniami. Biskup Nowej Gwinei, ktéry jedzie z nami,
powiedzial dzi§ przy podwieczorku do nas, nieprzytom-
nych z upalu i spoconych, jak gdybysmy wyszli z kapieli,
ze nie pamigta takiego zimna przyjemnego na Nowej
Gwinei jak dzisiejszy dzien na statku. Wesola perspekty-
wa dla Bronia, ktéry ma umystowo pracowaé. Pejzaz
wzdtuz Kanatu strasznie dziwaczny. Kanal waski. Moze
ma 30-50 m szerokosci. Z jednej strony Egipt z oazami,
palmami i jakiemi§ dziwnymi drzewami o puszystych
kwiatach i cudownym zapachu przypominajacym lipe.
Z drugiej straszliwa pustynia arabska, z z6lto-pomaran-
czowemi piaskami, ktére od malych fal przy brzegu Kana-
lu przechodza w ogromne géry §wiecace rézowym fosfo-
rycznym blaskiem na horyzoncie. Doliny $wiecg od osa-
dzonej w nich soli niebieskawym odblaskiem nieba. Mija-
my dwa parowce, ktére sie przytulily do brzegu, aby nas
przepuécié. Co pewien czas stacje kompanii francuskiej,
do ktérej Sueski Kanal nalezy. Domki obsadzone palma-
mi i drzewami o cudownie purpurowych kwiatach.

C.D. Z Port Said wyjechalismy o '/,3 w nocy, a w Su-
ezie byliSmy dopiero kolo 1 w poludnie. Okret ledwo si¢
wlecze, prowadzony przez pilota miejscowego. Troche
szybciej jedzie si¢ przez slone jeziora, ktére Kanal przeci-
na. W Suezie stalismy '/, godziny. Cudowne kolory mo-
Iza, wrzynajacego si¢ w czerwono-z6tty piasek. Szmarag-
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dowe, turkusowe, zélte, zielone, seledynowe i ultramary-
nowe pasy. Nad tym linia gor dzikich, skalistych, fioleto-
wego (dostownie) koloru. Potem wijechalismy w Zatoke
Sueska, majac po jednej stronie skaliste gory egipskie, po
drugiej pomaraficzowe goéry piaskowe Pélwyspu Synaj-
skiego. Do wieczora wida¢ bylo brzegi oba.

Juz drugi dzier bez ladu, wsréd wzrastajacego upatu.
Siedze spokojnie piszac list, a pot leje si¢ mi z czola ciur-
kiem. To w Music Roomie na pokladzie. W kajucie la-
#nia. Cala noc huczy wentylator. Spimy nadzy zupelnie.
O 7 budzi nas potworny gong na kapiel. Potem $niadanie
(wedzonka, owoce z ryzem i kawa). Mozna je$¢ i rybe,
i pieczen. Potem zaczyna si¢ lezenie na pokladzie i czyta-
nie. Potem idiotyczne gry. Nuda straszna. Wieczorem
idziemy do 3 kl. na tyl miedzy baciaréw i obserwujemy
gwiazdy. Wezoraj widaé bylo albo Alfa Centauri albo Ca-
nopus. Krzyza jeszcze nie ma. Wenus §wieci na zachodzie.
Moze jednoczeénie na nig patrzymy. Morze bardzo malo
si¢ rusza i nasz statek duzy (12300 ton) bardzo lekko i po-
waznie si¢ kolysze. Na Morzu Czerwonym oprocz goraca,
ryb latajacych i fosforescencji nic osobliwego nie ma. Ry-
by (wielkosci 30 cm) lataja po jakies 50 m calymi stada-
mi, §wiecgc srebrem na tle granatowe;j fali. Fosforescencije
wida¢ tylko z tytu statku wzdtuz dwéch waléw wody, spie-
nionej od ruchu dwéch $rub okretu. Zielonawe iskry wy-
latuja spod $rub i rozszerzajac si¢ w mdle $wiatlo ging
o kilkanascie metrow za statkiem.

21 VI [1914]

Dzi§ przejezdzalismy kolo 12 wulkanicznych wysepek
Zebayr. Cudowne skaly pumeksowe biate z brazowym jak
gabki dziurawe. 2 znowu mialy wyraZne stozki wulkanicz-
ne. Koto 5 wyspa Jebel Zukush. Niebo koloru kawy i zie-
lonawe slorice. Chmury na tem tle zielononiebieskie, ja-
sne, wygladaja jak przeziory w szarem niebie. Wyspa bra-
zowa ginie w kawowej mgle. Pod nig morze z seledyno-
wym odbiciem storica jak tafla z aluminium. Koto 10 wie-
czorem wjezdzamy w Bab-El-Mandeb. Monsoon podobno
jeszcze nie zaczal wiaé. Bardzo sie tym martwig. Dotad
morze zupelnie spokojne.
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blue, pale clouds look against this background like
openings in the grey sky. The brown island drowns in
the coffee-coloured mist. Underneath the sea with a
celadon reflection of the sun resembles an aluminium
sheet. About 10 p.m. we're entering the Bab-El-
Mandeb. They say the monsoon hasn’t started blowing
yet. I'm very worried. The sea has been quite calm so

far.

Trans. by M.K.

June 24, 1914

Our last day in the Red Sea and the day that we
spent in the Gulf of Aden were both monstrously hot.
39° R (sic) in the cabin. Even worse out there in the
sun. Bronio’s been totally lifeless. He doubts it if he can
stand New Guinea. Whereas I've got quite used to the
conditions and have been feeling fine these days. The
day before yesterday at 10 p.m. we passed Perim, a port
in the strait of Bab-El-Mandeb. We saw nothing but the
leering eye of a lighthouse. Then we spent the entire
day traveling across the Gulf of Aden with not a trace
of land in sight. That night we decided to sleep on the
deck because the heat was just terrible. The Alpha and
Beta Centauri can already be seen. The former is the
star nearest us. The light takes 4 years to reach here. At
night the ship began to rock slightly and at 6 a steward
woke us up telling us to remove our stuff since the
waves were going to start washing over the deck soon.
We were passing cape Guarda Fui at that moment (see
map). Some 4 miles away in the morning mist one
could see a vertical rock about 300 yards high and an
utterly yellow hill. About 8 o'clock, as soon as we
passed the cape and crossed into the Indian Ocean, the
monsoon started blowing and the huge waves of the
open sea grabbed us. We sat on the deck for a while,
wearing highly incomplete costumes. (The women sleep
on the left side of the deck and the men on the right).
The women started crossing over, so | went to take a
bath, but as soon as I tried to dress, I threw up quite
awfully. Horrible sinking of the floor or violent upward
movement of same. I hadn’t eaten anything so I kept
throwing up bile. Bronio, as it later turned out, was
doing the very same thing on the deck. Then I fell
asleep and slept till 10 o'clock. A navy officer by the
name of Pitcher woke me up, sent down by Bronio to
my rescue. He helped me dress (meanwhile I threw up
another portion of bile) and led me up onto the deck.
All the symptoms ceased at once and we spent the rest
of the day lying side by side, feeling sort of vomitive.
Just an orange for lunch. We only went downstairs at 7
o'clock to have dinner. But we ate just one course and
fled back onto the deck. Don't tell anyone about
Bronio's symptoms. I think he'll get used to the heat.
Another night on the deck. This morning Bronio kept

throwing up. I've got quite accustomed to the swaying
by now (it sounds like a risky statement since we need
another three days to reach Colombo). The waves come
at us from the side. It's a west-southerly monsoon.
Every once in a while the whole huge ship moves
sideways climbing a wave (about 6 yards high) and then
falls into an abyss. The sun is shining. The wind makes
the air cooler and it’s quite a pleasant time, really,
unless one is throwing up. The waves are just
marvellous. They rise slow as mountains and scatter
into splashes of green foam as soon as they meet
another wave which is moving forward. It'll go on like
this till we reach Colombo. The Southern Cross has
finally appeared.
[the letter ends here]
Trans. by M.K.

Letters to Father
R.M.S. “Orsova”, June 21, 1914
Dearest Father,

We're nearing the strait of Bab-El-Mandeb and we're
going to cross it at midnight. We’ve just passed 12
volcanic islands called Zebayr (scattered along some 6
miles). Weird, small, uninhabited, contorted in shape
and form, except for the two that emerge from the
water as regular cones. The sky looks like coffe. and
milk with little celadon-blue clouds. At the beginning of
our journey we took them for openings in the overcast.
The sea is calm. It's getting hotter and hotter. We're
right on the tropic and since this is summer the rays of
the sun fall quite vertically. This morning the
thermometer in my cabin read 34° R. I'm sitting in the
Music Room, wearing a shirt with sleeves rolled up.
Sweat is streaming down my face. Frightful heat, we're
lucky that it's dry. The bishop of New Guinea, who
been traveling with us, told us yesterday while we were
having tea that back in his diocese he'd never
experienced such pleasant cool days. (The paper is wet
with sweat which is literally pouring from my hands.)

The greenish sun seen against the coffee-coloured
sky reflects itself in the copper water as celadon sparks.

Droves of flying fish start from under the bow,
glittering in the sun as if they were made of metal. One
of them (10 inches long) fell through the window into
my cabin yesterday. The Mediterranean as I remember
it now seems like some subarctic country. The stars of
the southern sky begin to appear (such as the Canopus
or the Alpha Centauri). At night green sparks of
phosphorescence explode from under the propeller
screws and get spewed through the apertures in the hull
to melt in the foam, turning into broad, pale, luminous
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Ostatni dzien na Morzu Czerwonem i dziefi w zatoce
Aden mieli$my goraco potworne. 39°R (sic) w kajucie.
Cé: dopiero w stoficu. Bronio zupelnie zdechly. Watpi,
czy mu si¢ uda by¢ na Nowej Gwinei. Ja zupelnie si¢ przy-
zwyczailem i te dni czulem si¢ fizycznie zupelnie dobrze.
Zawezoraj wieczorem o 10 mingliémy port Perim w cieéni-
nie Bab-El-Mandeb. Z tego widzielismy tylko lypiace oko
latarni morskiej. Potem caly dziefi bez kawatka ladu przez
satoke Adenu. Tej nocy postanowilismy spaé
na pokladzie, bo upat byl straszny. Wida¢ juz
Alfa i Beta Centauri. Alfa najblizsza nam gwiazda, do
keérej $wiatlo idzie 4 lata. W nocy zaczelo sig lekkie falo-
wanie, a o 6-tej zbudzil nas steward, zeby$my rzeczy usu-
neli, bo fala bedzie zalewa¢ poklad. Wiagnie mijalismy
przyladek Guardafui (obacz na mapie). W odleglosci ja-
kiché 7 km widaé bylo w rannej mgle prostopadla skale
jakich 300 m i wzgérze zupelnie zéltego koloru. Jak tylko
minelismy przyladek kolo 8-¢j i znalezliSmy si¢ na Ocea-
nie Indyjskim, zadal Monsoon i chwycily nas wielkie fale
pelnego morza. Siedzieliémy chwile na pokladzie w stro-
jach mocno niewykoniczonych. (Na lewej pokladu stronie
épia kobiety, na prawej mezczyZni). Kobiety zaczely prze-
lazi¢, wiec poszedlem do kapieli, zaledwie jednak po-
probowalem si¢ ubieraé, rzygnalem strasznie. Potworne
zapadanie si¢ podlogi lub wypychanie do gory gwaltem.
Poniewaz nic nie jadlem, wiec rzygatem zélcia. Bronio,
jak sie okazato pozniej, robil to samo na poktadzie. Potem
zasnalem do 10. Obudzil mnie oficer marynarki wojennej
p. Pitcher przyslany na ratunek przez Bronia. Pomégt mi
sie ubra¢ (przy czym znowu rzygnalem zélcia) i wywiodt
na pokiad. Od razu wszystko przeszlo i caly dziefi przele-
zeliSmy obok siebie w pélrzyglikowym usposobieniu. Na
lunch pomaraficza. Dopiero na obiad o 7 poszliémy na
dét. Ale tylko jedno danie zjedlismy i ucieklismy na gore.
O sympromach Bronia nie trzeba nic nikomu méwié. My-
§le, ze sie przyzwyczai do upalu. Znowu noc na pokladzie.
Drzi§ Bronio jeszcze rzygal rano. Ja juz sie przyzwyczailem
zupelnie (hoje si¢ to méwié, bo jeszcze 3 dni do Colom-
bo). Fale mamy z boku. Monsun zachodniopotudniowy.
Co chwila caly olbrzymi statek wyjezdza bokiem na szczyt
fali (jakies 6 metrow wysokiej) i zapada w otchlan. Ston-
ce Swieci. Wiatr ochladza powietrze i o ile si¢ nie rzyga,
jest dosy¢ przyjemnie. Fale sg cudowne. Podnosza sie po-
woli jak géry i rozpryskuja si¢ w zielonej pianie, kiedy spo-
tykajg fale idacq od przodu. Do Colombo ciagle to samo.
Juz wida¢ Krzyz Potudniowy.

[na tym list sie urywa]

Do Ojca w Lovranie
RMS ,ORSOVA”, 21 VI 1914

Najdrozszy Tato:

Zblizamy sie do cieéniny Bab el-Mandeb, ktérg przeje-
dziemy o pélnocy. Minglismy tylko co 12 (na przestrzeni
10 km) rozsianych, wulkanicznych wysp Zebayr. Dziwacz-
ne, male bezludne, wykrecone w sylwetach i budowie,
z wyjatkiem dwoch, tworzacych regularne stozki wystaja-
ce z wody. Niebo koloru kawy z mlekiem, na tle czego
chmurki seledynowoniebieskie, ktére z poczatku bralismy
za przeziory niebieskie. Morze spokojne. Upal wzmaga sig.
Jestesmy na zwrotniku, a poniewaz jest lato, storice §wie-
ci zupelnie prostopadle. W kabinie bylo 34° Reaumura
rano. Siedze w koszuli z zawinigtymi rekawami w Music
Roomie. Pot leje sie z twarzy ciurkiem. Straszliwe goraco,
cale szczescie, ze suche. Biskup Nowej Gwinej, ktéry
z nami jedzie, o§wiadczyl wezoraj przy podwieczorku, ze
nie pamieta tak przyjemnie chlodnych dni w swojej die-
cezji. (Papier mokry od potu, ktéry sie leje z rak.)

Na tle nieba kawowego slofice zielonkawe, odbijajace
sie¢ w miedzianej wodzie seledynowymi iskrami.

Stada rybek latajacych wylatuja spod okretu, l$nige
sie w stoficu jak z metalu. Jedna (30 cm) wpadla do kaju-
ty wczoraj przez okno. Morze Srédziemne we wspomnie-
niu przybiera charakter kraju podbiegunowego. Pokazuja
sie gwiazdy potudniowego nieba (Canopus czy Alfa Cen-
tauri). W nocy spod §rub i tych womitujacych otworéow
okretowych wylatuja zielone iskry fosforescencji i roztap-
iajac sie w pianie na szerokie, blade plamy $wiecace, nik-
na w ciemnosciach.

W Port Said stalismy od 11-2 w nocy. Udalismy sie
z Broniem do dzielnicy egipskiej.

Domy otoczone balkonami na stupach ponad trotua-
rami. Zapach kéz, kawy i makakigéw dziwacznej formy,
ktore sie sprzedaje na straganach. Ludzie piekielni, o twa-
rzach dzikich albo omdlalych z rozkoszy. Tylko mezczyzn
widzi sie na ulicach. Trafiliémy na pochod weselny (tylko
mezczy#ni), w powozach panowie w fezach. Furmani trzy-
maja rury, z ktérych buchaja plomienie acetylenu, i pie-
kielna, ponura, monotonna muzyka (piszczatki i bebny)
za nimi. Ubrani w dlugie szaty, przewaznie niebieskie.
Najgorsza hotota w Egipcie ma powage i dostojnosé
wschodnig i ostatni baciarz wzbudza zaufanie.

Kanal waski (50 m, moze troche wigcej). Minglismy
dwa parowce, ktore przytulone do brzegu czekaly na nasz
przejazd.

Z jednej strony Egipt peten oaz i palm, z drugiej, stra-
szliwa, drgajaca w sloficu Pustynia Arabska, plaska
u brzegu, gérzysta w oddali. Pomaranczowe piaski drgaja-
ce w sloficu i doliny pokryte sola, w ktérych niebo odbija
si¢ mdlym, szarym fioletem. Co chwila stacje francuskiej
kompanii, do ktérej nalezy Suez. Domki otoczone palma-
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stains and finally disappear in the darkness.

We stopped in Port Said from 11 p.m. to 2 a.m.
Bronio and I went to the Egyptian quarret.

Houses ringed with balconies, raised on columns,
seem to hang over the pavements. Smell of goats, coffee
and strangely shaped poppy cakes sold from the stalls.
The people here are just infernal, their faces either wild
or languid with delight. Only men can be seen in the
streets, We came across a wedding pageant (men only)
composed of fezzed gentlemen riding in carriages. The
coachmen held pipes with acetylene flames blowing
from them. Infernal, morose, monotonous music (fifes
and drums) followed that whole parade. The men wore
long robes, most of them blue. The worst riffraff in
Egypt emanates eastetn seriousness and dignity so that
even the lowest bum seems trustworthy.

The Canal is narrow (50 yards, maybe a little more).
We passed two steamships which hugged the shore,
waiting for us to move along.

On one bank there's Egypt full of oases and palms,
on the other — the frightful Arabian desert shimmering
in the sun, flat near the shore, mountainous in the
distance. Orange sands shimmering in the sun and
valleys covered with salt. The sky reflected in the latter
looks bland, greyish-purple. Every once in a while we
pass posts of the French company that owns Suez. Lictle
houses among palms, trees with crimson masses of
flowers and others, smelling like linden. It takes us till
afternoon to arrive in Suez. Marvellous hues of the sea
which cuts into the desert with narrow bands, any
colour you can name, from ultramarine through
emerald and turquoise to yellowish green in shallow
places. Topped with wild rocky mountains, purple-
reddish. Whirlwinds milling the sand everywhere.

Then the Gulf Suez. On one shore we see the sandy
Arabian mountains of the Sinai Peninsula, while on the
other there are the rocky, funnel-shaped mountains of
Egypt. The heat makes writing impossible. I lie in a
deckchair all day long and go to the bar from time to
time to have an iced drink. Even reading is difficult in
this hell. We've got acquainted with some French
people from the first class and they often drop in for a
visit. I've developed a loathing of the English. Having
seen them in close-up I've decided that they [are]
nothing but brutes lacking any emotions or aesthetics.
About 5 p.m. we passed the island of Jebel Kuzur. Four
volcanoes joined together. A deathly, sombre,
fascinating sight. Brown island against the coffee-
coloured sky [drawing in text]. Some grey-green trees
and yellow beaches on the fong flat shore. The rest
{mountains about 500 yards high) is nothing but brown
lava. The bluish-green sun reflected in the slightly
wavy, bronze sea locks like a sheet of melted
aluminium. The brown seagulls with white-rimmed

208

wings and white tails add to this sombre picture.
Frighttul heat. Even the bishop has been sweating a
little and got slightly red. 34° R in the cabin. Sea water
at 80° F - about 30° R. I’'ve been tolerating the heat
quite well, the only trouble is that I'm sweating awfully,
but then everyone does. This glare, this general melting
into the brown fog, these mysterious desert islands
which disappear in the coffee-coloured haze have
something extremely attractive and fantastic about
them. Now and again a steamer scurries past (we see
seven ot nine of them daily} or there's a lighthouse on
an island, with a solitary man on a pumice rock blinking
at night. Some of these islands of white pumice look
like huge sponges.

Trans. by MLK.

R.M.S. “Orsova”, June 24, 1914

The evening before last we crossed the Bab el-
Mandeb. The only proof of that was the lighthouse in
Perim which leered at us with a greenish light. Then a
whole day of crazy heat in the Gulf of Aden. (39° Rin
the cabin). We slept on the deck, on blankets. The
women on the left side, the men on the right. The
mood downstairs is just terrible. Smells like a
hairdresser’s and a loo combined. It's stuffy beyond
anyone’s endurance. Plus the moaning of the pump.
Hell. &

A steward woke us at 6 telling us to grab cur gear }1
because the waves were about to start jumping. We
were already swaying quite impressively, passing cape
Guardafui, the last barrier between us and the Indian
QOcean, some 4 miles away. A vertical rock abour 300
yards high and a yellow hill disappearing in the morning
mist. The colours of the sky at sunrise and sunset are
pale and the sun itself is greenish-yellow. As soon as we
passed the cape, the southerly-western monsoon began
to blow and the huge ocean waves grabbed us. We will
remain in their power till Colombo where it will take us
three days to arrive without seeing a scrap of land in
the meantime. The sea is marvellous with the
whitecaps. Waves huge as mountains rise and life us
sideways (each wave parallel to the path of our
colossus). Then we fall [into] swaying ravines. The tops
of the waves have a marvellous colour like translucent
oxide finishing. I went down to take a bath but threw
up some gall instead from my empty stomach. I slept for
two hours and couldn't go out because 1 kept getting
sick whenever I tried to get up. The terrible heat in the
cabin put me in a vomitive mood. Mr. Pitcher, a navy
officer, rescued me at last, sent down by Bronio who
was puking up on the deck meanwhile. Mr. Pitcher
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mi, drzewami o purpurowych masach kwiatéw i inne, wy-
dajace zapach podobny do lip. Dopiero po poludniu
w Suezie. Cudowne kolory morza wrzynajacego si¢ w pu-
stynie waskimi pasami, od ultramaryny, przez szmaragdy
i turkusy, az do z6ltej zielonosci — gdzie plyciej. Nad tym
gory fioletowoczerwonawe, dzikie, skaliste. Wszedzie zry-
wajg si¢ traby piasku.

Potem zatoka Suez. Z jednej strony, piaskowe gory
arabskie (potwyspu Synaj), z drugiej, egipskie skaliste, lej-
kowato wymodelowane. Goraco odbiera mozno$¢ pisa-
nia. Leze caly dzier w lezaku i od czasu do czasu pije ice
drink w barze. Czytaé nawet niewiele mozna w tym pie-
kle. Zaznajomilismy sie z Francuzami z I kl. i ci u nas cze-
sto bywaja. Do Anglikéw mam juz wstret. Przy blizszym
Przyjrzeniu si¢ jest [to] bydlo bez zadnych uczué i estery-
ki. Kolo 5 po poludniu przejezdzalismy kolo wyspy Jebel
Kuzur. Wulkany 4 zlaczone. Smiertelnie ponury i fascynu-
Jacy widok. Wyspa brazowa na tle nieba [tu rysunek
w tekscie] kawowego. Na dlugim, plaskim brzegu jakie$
drzewa szarozielone i plaze zolte. Reszta (gory moze z 500
m) z brazowe;j lawy. Slorice niebieskawozielone odbija sie
w lekko s alowanym morzu koloru brazu (metalu) i odbi-

cie slorica wyglada jak plyta roztopionego aluminium.
Mewy brunatne z bialymi obrzezeniami skrzydel i bialymi
ogonkami dopelniaja ponuro$ci. Upal straszliwy. Nawet
biskup sie spocil troche i sczerwienial. 34°R w kabinie.
Woda w morzu 80° Farenheita. Kolo 30°R. Zupelnie do-
brze znosze goraco, tylko poce sig, jak zreszta wszyscy
w sposob straszliwy. W tym rozzarzeniu, roztopieniu
w brunatnej mgle, tych tajemniczych wyspach pustych,
znikajacych w kawowej srezodze jest [co$] nieslychanie
pociagajacego i fantastycznego. Od czasu do czasu prze-
myka parowiec (moze z 7-9 dziennie widzimy) albo na
ktérejs z wysp wida¢ latarnie morska, z ktérej w nocy
mruga jaki$ samotnik na skale z pumeksu. Niektére wy-
spy z bialego pumeksu wygladaja jak olbrzymie gabki.

RMS ,ORSOVA”, 24 VI 1914

Zawczoraj wieczorem o 10 przejechaliémy Bab el-
-Mandeb. Jedynym znakiem tego byla latarnia morska
w Perim, ktéra typala na nas zielonkawym swiatlem. Po-
tem caly dzien upalu szalonego w zatoce Aden. (39°R
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helped me dress and took me upstairs. I got better right
away. We lay down and ate nothing till lunch, of which
we only managed to have one course. Another night up
on the deck. Bronio has no stomach for the heat and
the sea, whereas I've got used to them and physically
I'm quite fine. Even this morning Bronio was getting
sick. I'm quite well now and although the waves are 6
yards high I can eat whatever’s offered. But even these
varied experiences are getting tiresome.

Evening. The Southern Cross can already be seen
quite clearly. The storm keeps raging with unrelenting
force. We devoured our lunch like real sea wolves.

Whole crowds of little flying fish surround the ship
just as they used to do. | wish we were in Colombo
already. I also wish the waves got bigger and bigger,
even if | had to vomit again. Life on a ship is so
frightfully boring that a struggle with sea sickness turns
into quite an entertainment. I've been reading Lord Jim
by Conrad. A real masterpiece. Have you read it? There
is a Polish trans [lation].

Trans. by M.K.

Hotel Suisse
Kandy, Ceylon
Monday, 29 June 1914

Dearest Father:

I'm in no state to describe the wonders I am seeing
here. These things are absolutely monstrous in their
beauty. We spent our last days at sea in frightful heat,
apathy, and lethargy. The ocean was relatively calm and
we weren't at all sick to our stomachs. On Saturday the
second-class passengers were allowed to sleep on the
first-class deck so they wouldn't get buried under the
coal while they were refueling the ship at Colombo.
Bronio preferred to choke in his cabin. I didn't sleep
from the moment I saw the lighthouse at Colombo.
From then I waited for us to land. At 2:30 A.M. we
dropped anchor. Except for several nearby ships and
different colored signal lights, I, of course, couldn’t see
anything. They woke me up at six and we packed,
sweating profusely in the forty-degree centigrade heat in
the cabin. My first impressions were unpleasant.
Sweltering heat at nine in the morning. Red houses,
streets red as the earth (terra rossa). Lush greenery. |
went to look at the ocean (the color of the Baltic plus a
beach). As soon as we passed by India, the sea changed
from blue to green. There I chatted on a bench with a
Sinhalese for the first time in my life. Bronio went to
see some guy to whom he'd been given a letter of
recommendation. Then we took rickshaws (each of us
in a separate one) and went to Cinnamon Gardens.

I had thought a ride in a rickshaw would be
something unpleasant because of having a guilty
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conscience. That’s not the case at all. They give the

impression of being animals. Wonderful people. In color

ranging from red chocolate to black bronze. Some with
long hair, others with a top knot and circular combs all
around their heads; the ends of these combs sparkle in
the sun like phlox roses. The diabolical impression a
tropical garden makes. Trees with forms and colors that
are beyond belief. Bamboos, lianas, eucalyptuses, flowers
of every color with shapes out of fairy tales. Then a
Buddhist temple 150 years old. New wall paintings and
gigantic painted statues and frescoes. But everything
gaudy and exaggerated. You could tell that everything
was new. We were taken for Jews. Six little Sinhalese
took our shoes off. After lunch we went out of the city.
Little houses in the midst of palm forests. Wonderful
costumes. Pieces of chocolate and black flesh amid
purple violets. Clean-shaven priests in long yellow
garments with fans. We're in tropical outfits with pith

helmets covering our heads. Despite the sweltering heat |1

and dirt, and garbage in the streets, almost no
unpleasant smell whatsoever. Colombo isn't any city at
all. Just lictle houses scattered among the palm forests.
Every blade of grass, every stone has its own individual
character and doesn't remind us of anything we know.
Outside the city, scrubby brush amid swampland

skirting a golf course where stodgy Englishmen play golf. |

If you half-shut your eyes, you might think that you
were in Lithuania. We slept for a rupee a person in a
Sinhalese hotel. Everything is so original down to the
smallest details. Mysterious, bronze monkeys wait on us
half-naked. The beds have mosquito nets. Terrific heat.
The sweat pours off a naked person lying quietly.
Colombo is full of ravens that croak hopelessly all day
and night and give a dismal cadaverous atmosphere to
everything. (We were late for the train to Kandy and
thus had to spend the night in Colombo.) In the port,
instead of seagulls, red-bronze vultures with jagged
wings fly about.

In the morning we're on our way to Kandy. The
capital of the independent state of the Sinhalese. A rich
Sinhalese planter is going with us and he’s explaining
things to us. Diabolical vistas. Meadows flooded with
water in the midst of forests. Strange olive-green
calami. In little ponds, purple-violet water lilies. The
vegetation madder and madder, and the people more
and more gaudily but wonderfully dressed (violet,
yellow and purple, sometimes emerald green), which
along with the chocolate and bronze bodies, and the
strange plants in the background, creates a diabolical
effect.

The mountains begin halfway there. Angolla Peak.
The mountains give the impression of something soft
made of peat. Everything is choked by the frenzy of
luxuriant vegetation. Trees with leaves in unheard-of
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w kajucie.) Spalismy na pokladzie na kocach. Po lewej
stronie kobiety, po prawej mezczyzni. Nastrdj na dole
straszny. Zapaszek fryzjersko-klozetowy, 39° i dusznosé
nie do zniesienia. Do tego jeczacy odgtos pompy. Pieklo.

O 6 zbudzil nas steward, zeby zabiera¢ rzeczy, bo fala

sie skakaé. Juz kolysaliSmy si¢ porzadnie. MijaliSmy
wiaénie przyladek Guardafui. Ostatnia przegroda oddziela-
jaca nas od Oceanu Indyjskiego w odleglosci okolo 7 km.
Skala prostopadla na jakie 300 mi261te wzgbrze ging-
ce w mgle porannej. Kolory nieba o wschodzie i zachodzie
_ blade, a stofice zielonkawozélte. Zaraz za przyladkiem
zadgl monsun poludniowo-zachodni i chwycily nas wiel-
kie fale Oceanu, i nie popuszcza az do Colombo, dokad
mamy trzy dni drogi bez ladu. Morze cudowne z baranka-
mi. Gory powstaja i podnosza bokiem (fala réwnolegta do
kierunku) naszego kolosa, po czym zapadamy [w] roz-
chwiane jamy. Cudowny kolor wierzcholtkéw fali — oksyd
przezroczysty. Zeszedlem na kapiel i zamiast tego rzygna-
fem z6lcia bedac na czczo. Lezalem i spalem 2 godziny nie
mogac wyjs¢, bo co wstalem, rzygalem. Goraco okropne
w kajucie usposobito do rzyglikéw. Wybawil mnie p. Pit-
cher, oficer marynarki wojennej, przystany przez Bronia,
ktory rzygal na pokladzie. Pomogt si¢ ubraé i wyprowa-
dzil. Od razu zrobilo sie lepiej. I tak na czczo przelezeli-
$my do obiadu, z ktérego tylko jedno danie zdolalismy
zje§¢. Znowu noc na pokladzie. Bronio w ogole Zle znosi
upal i morze. Ja juz si¢ przyzwyczailem i do tego, i do te-
go, i fizycznie mam si¢ zupetnie dobrze. Dzi§ Bronio je-
szcze chorowal rano. Ja juz mam sie dobrze mimo fal 6-cio
metrowych i jem wszystko. Ale nawet ta rozmaitos¢ juz
sie przykrzy.

Wieczor Wida¢ juz wyraznie Krzyz Poludniowy.
Burza trwa z tg samg sila. Obiad zjedli$my zupelnie jak
wilki morskie.

W dalszym ciggu tlumy rybek latajacych otaczaja
okret. Marze o dostaniu sie do Colombo. Teraz chciatbym
juz fal coraz wigkszych i nawer za to zdecydowatbym sie
chorowa¢ znowu. Tak strasznie nudne jest zycie na stat-
ku, ze walka z choroba morska juz jest rozrywka. Czytam
Lorda Jima Conrada. Arcydzielo. Czy Tata to zna? Jest

w tlom[aczeniu] polskim.

Hotel Suisse, Kandy, Ceylon
Poniedzialek, 29 VI 1914

Najdrozszy Tato:

Nie jestem w stanie opisa¢ tych cudéw, ktére tu wi-
dz¢. Sa to rzeczy wprost potworne od pigknosci. Ostatnie
dni na morzu przezylismy w straszliwym upale, bezwladzie
i zniecheceniu. Morze bylo z lekka sfalowane i nie rzyga-

| lismy weale. W sobote pozwolono spa¢ 11 kl. na pokladzie

I klasy, bo Bronio wolal dlawi¢ si¢ w kajucie. Nie spatem

od czasu, kiedy zobaczylem latarnie w Colombo. Potem
czekalem wyladowania. O '/, 3 w nocy zarzucilismy ko-
twice. Oprécz kilku bliskich statkéw i roznokolorowych
sygnalow nie widzialem oczywiscie nic. O 6 zbudzono
mnie i pakowali$my sie, oblewajac si¢ potem w 40° w ka-
jucie. Pierwsze wrazenie bylo nieprzyjemne. Upal o 9 ra-
no. Domy czerwone, ulice czerwone od ziemi (terra ros-
sa). Zielen jaskrawa. Wyszedtem nad morze (kolor Batty-
ku z plazg). Juz od czasu kiedy minglismy Indie, morze
stalo sie zielone z niebieskiego. Tam rozmawialem na taw-
ce z Syngalezem po raz pierwszy w zyciu. Bronio poszed}
do jakiego$ faceta, do ktérego miat list polecajacy. Potem
wsiedliémy w rikszas (kazdy w innego) i udali$my sie do
Cinamon Gardens.

Myslatem, ze jazda rikszasem bedzie czyms$ przykrym
ze wzgledu na wyrzuty sumienia. Tymczasem nic. Robig
wrazenie zwierzat. Ludzie cudowni. Od koloru czerwonej
czekolady do czarnego brazu. Jedni z dlugimi wlosami, in-
ni z wezetkami i grzebieniami okraglymi nackolo calej
glowy, ktorych konce §wieca w stoncu jak plomykowate
rozki. Piekielne wrazenie tropikalnego ogrodu. Drzewa
o formach i kolorach nie do uwierzenia. Bambusy, liany,
eukaliptusy, kwiaty wszystkich barw o ksztaltach z bajki.
Potem $wigtynia Buddy sprzed 150 lat. Nowe polichromie
i olbrzymie posagi malowane i freski. Ale wszystko jaskra-
we i przesadzone. Zna¢, ze nowe. Wzieto nas za Zydow.
Buty zdejmowalo z nas 6 matych Syngalezow. Po obiedzie
(lunchu) udali$my sie za miasto. Domki wérod lasow pal-
mowych. Cudowne stroje. Kawaly miesa czekoladowego
i czarnego wérdéd purpury, fioletéw. Kaplani ogoleni
w dlugich, z6ttych szatach z wachlarzami. My w ubra-
niach tropikalnych, w helmach na glowach. Mimo upatu
i brudu, i $mieci na ulicach zadnego prawie przykrego za-
pachu. W ogéle miasta Colombo nie ma. Tylko wsréd
palmowych laséw rozsypane domki. Kazda trawka, kazdy
kamiefi ma swoj odrebny charakter i nie przypomina nic
naszego. Za miastem zaro$la nad bagnami otaczajacymi
teren golfowy, na ktérym graja oglupiali Anglicy. Jak
przymknaé oczy, mozna by mysleé, ze sie jest na Litwie.
Spaliémy za 1 rupie od osoby w hotelu syngaleskim. Wszy-
stko oryginalne do ostatnich szczegolow. Usluguja taje-
mnicze, brazowe malpy pélnagie. Lozka z siatkami od mo-
skitow. Upal szalony. Z nagiego czlowieka lezacego spo-
kojnie pot leje si¢. Cale Colombo pelne krukéw, ktore ca-
la noc i dzief rozpaczliwie kracza i nadajg wszystkiemu
ponurotrupi charakter. (Spoznilismy si¢ na pociag do
Kandy i dlatego musieli$émy nocowaé¢ w Colombo.) W po-
rcie zamiast mew latajg czerwonobrazowe sepy z wystrze-
pionymi skrzydlami.

Rano jedziemy do Kandy. Stolica samoistnego pan-
stwa Syngalezéw. Jedzie z nami bogaty plantator Synga-
lez, ktory nam udziela wyjasnien. Piekielne widoki.
Eaki wsrdd laséw zalane woda. Dziwne tataraki oliwko-
wozielone. Na stawikach — nenufary purpurowofioletowe.
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shapes, from huge voluminous ones to different designs
fringed with minute jagged edges. The mountains bigger
and bigger. We're going over valleys hundreds of feet
deep, in the midst of which rice fields lie drowned in
water, cut out in strange patterns. The trees are covered
with flowers going from purple and orange vermilion to
violet and red and white... [A page is missing.]

They cart around fruits resembling orange melons,
full of sweet juice (a quart in each one) contained
within thick, white walls. Green, yellow, and violet
fruits. Gum trees, breadfruit trees. Coconut and banana
palms. By the railroad-crossing gate, a group of children
going to school. Further on you can see the school
without any walls, full of children of many different
colors. Mountains in fantastic shapes. Sheer cliffs fall off
into the thick of the jungle. We were in Kandy at
eleven in the morning. All along the way bushes
covered with flowers, orange bordering on vermilion.

The hotel where we’re staying, on the slope of the
mountains covered with palms, lianas, and the devil
knows what, on the edge of a lake full of fish and
turtles, is an enchanted palace. (Eight rupees including
meals.) All this causes me the most frightful suffering
and unbearable pain, since she's no longer alive with
me. Only the worst despair and the senselessness of
seeing this beauty. She won't see this — and I'm not an
artist.

I wouldn’t wish my worst enemy to go through what
I've been living through mentally on the ship and what
I'm suffering, looking at the inconceivable beauty of the
world.

All this is too much for me mentally and spiritually.
Everything is poison which brings close thoughts of
death. Will this inhuman suffering ever come to an end!
[ kiss you, Dad, my dearest Dad.

I kiss Mrs. Dembowska's hand.

Stas

Bronio sends his respects.

Trans. by D.G.

To Jadwiga Zielinska
[Envelope marked] Hotel Suisse/Kandy, Ceylon
The Honourable Miss Jadwiga Zielifiska (c.0. Mr &
Mrs Szyszlowski)
47 Lobzowska Street, Cracow, Galizien/Austria,

Europe

June 18, 1914
Passing through the Suez Canal

I'm awfully unhappy and feel that the end is near.
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Forgive me everything. Destiny has arranged our
meeting at a fatal moment: you were serene and pure,
just about to begin life, while I was broken,
disappointed and unable to create anything, descending
into death. I could never make you happy while I'm so

terribly, hopelessly and solely in love with My Lost One,

It's quite possible that I do love you, but even that
could not save me in this state of destruction I'm in.
The beauty of what I'm seeing makes a monstrous
impression on me. | knew in advance that whatever |

attempt to do would overwhelm me, so I shouldn't have |

embarked on this journey. Well, what's done is done.
But nobody /one or more lines missing from the xerox
copy / nor my Parents should have made me suffer so
terribly with no hope and no goal. That's why I'm
asking all of you to forgive me everything. I still try to
exert myself, but whatever I think of, the one thing
find in me is hopeless emptiness, while the world with
its beauty only makes me experience the torment of
uncreative barrenness and the terrible guilt at the
thought that She cannot enjoy this beauty any longer
and that [ am to blame. Whatever Karol, that born and
professed scoundrel, has done (which 1 cannort hold
against him, the persistent pig that he is), aided by
Micinski, that ultra-bohemian who commits little acts
of meanness in the name of lofty ideas, my guilt has
been so enormous as to dwarf anything else by
comparison. ['ve been going through horrible torment.
Until now everything in my life was beautiful. Now life
has turned into ugliness. Only death can put an end to
this. Please, forgive me.

Trans. by M.K.

To Karol de Beaurain

[Address on the envelope] The Honourable Doctor
/Karol Beaurain/ Executive/Sanatorium in Wista/Ustrof
post-office/Szlazk/Schlesien/Austria/Osterreich/Europe

R.M.S. “Orsova”
[June 18 — 28, 1914]

Dear and Respected Doctor,

I did not come to you because every moment spent
in Poland was an awful blow to my ambition. It was
either death or New Guinea for me, nothing else. Well,
easier said than done. Death and the thoughts that
push one in its direction are just the same in Zakopane
as in the Red Sea. | want to make it to Colombo. Every
moment causes me unbearable pain. I'm worthless. As a
human being I've been compromised. As an artist I
have destroyed myself. Now I've decided to try and cure
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Coraz wécieklejsza roélinnosé i ludzie coraz bardziej ja-
skrawo, ale cudownie ubrani (fiolet, z6¢ i purpura, cza-
sem zielefi szmaragdowa), co przy cialach czekoladowych
i brazowych, na tle roslin dziwnych, robi efekt piekielny.

Od polowy drogi zaczynaja si¢ gory. Angolla Peak.
Géry robia wrazenie czegos migkkiego zrobionego z torfu.
Wizystko dlawi si¢ od rozwscieczonej roslinnosci. Drzewa
o ligciach form niebywalych, od olbrzymich fatdzistych do
wystPiom’Ch w drobne zabki roznych ksztattéw. Gory
coraz wicksze. Jedziemy nad dolinami po kilkaset metréw,
wérod ktorych leza zatopione w wodzie, porysowane
w dziwne desenie pola ryzowe. Drzewa pokryte kwiatami
od purpury i minii oranzowej do fioletu i laki z biala [brak
stroniczki w rekopisie].

Roznosza owoce jak dynia pomaraniczowe, pelne soku
stodkiego (kwarta w kazdym), zamknietego w grubych,
bialych scianach. Owoce zielone, z6lte i fioletowe. Drze-
wa gumowe, chlebowe. Palmy kokosowe i banany. Przy
rampie grupa dzieci idgcych do szkoly. Dalej widaé szko-
fe bez $cian, pelna réznokolorowych dzieci. Géry o ksztal-
tach fantastycznych. Skaly prostopadte spadaja w gaszcza
dzungli [tu rysunek w tekscie].

W Kandy bylismy o 11 rano. Wzdluz calej drogi krza-
ki pokryte pomarariczowymi jak minia kwiatami.

Hotel, w ktérym mieszkamy na zboczu gér pokrytych
palmami, lianami i czort wie czym, otaczajacych jezioro
pelne ryb i zolwi, jest zaczarowanym palacem. (8 rupii
z jedzeniem). Wszystko to sprawia najstraszniejsze cier-
pienie, bol nie do zniesienia, bo Jej nie ma ze mng. Tylko
rozpacz najgorsza i bezsens widzenia tej pieknosci. Ona
tego nie widzi — a ja nie jestem artysta.

Najgorszemu wrogowi nie zyczylbym, [aby] przezyl to,
co ja przemyslalem na okrecie i co cierpie patrzac na nie-
pojeta pieknos¢ swiata.

Wszystko to sie we mnie nie miesci psychicznie. Wszy-
stko trucizna, ktéra zbliza do mysli o $mierci. Kiedy: sie
skoficzy to nieludzkie cierpienie.

Catuje Tate, Moj Najdrozszy Tato.
Pani Dembowskiej raczki caluje.
Stas
Bronio przysyla Tacie wyrazy czci i caluje serdecznie.

Do Jadwigi Zielinskiej
[Koperta z nadrukiem:] Hotel Suisse/KANDY, Ceylon
[Adres:] Wielmozna Panna Jadwiga Zielifiska (u W. P
Szysztowskich/47 Lobzowska /Krakéw /Cracow
- / Galizien Austria/Europe
I8VI1914 Na Kanale Sueskim

Jest mi strasznie Zle i czuje, ze koniec jest juz niedtugi.

Niech Pani przebaczy mi wszystko. Los kazal sie nam spo-

tkaé w fatalnej chwili, kiedy Pani spokojna i czysta wste-
powala w zycie, a ja zlamany, bez wiary i moznosci twor-
czoéci, schodzitem w $mieré. Nigdy bym Pani szczedcia nie
dal kochajac tak strasznie i beznadziejnie J jedna. Moz-
liwe, ze Panig kocham, ale to nie mogloby mnie uratowaé
w tym stanie zniszczenia. Potworne wrazenie robi na mnie
pieknosé¢ tego, co widze. Wiedzialem, ze wszystko, co zro-
bie, jest ponad moje sily i nie powinienem byt jechaé. Sta-
to sie. Ale nikt [w kserokopii ucigta jedna —!— linijka
tekstu] ani Rodzice kaza¢ mi si¢ meczyé¢ tak potwornie
bez zadnej nadziei i bez celu. Dlatego przebaczcie mi
wszystko. Jeszcze si¢ staram robi¢ wysitki, ale gdziekol-
wiek myél zwréce, pustka beznadziejna we mnie, a §wiat
ze swoja pieknoscia daje mi tylko poznaé meke niemoz-
nosci pracy tworczej i strasznego wyrzuty, ze Ona juz tej
pieknosci pojmowaé nie moze i to z mojej winy. Cokol-
wiek zawinila taka kanalia z przekonan i z urodzenia jak
Karol (za co nie moge mie¢ pretensji, bo jest w nim kon-
sekwencja $winstwa) i tak ultrakabotyn jak Micinski,
ktory popelnia male §wiistwa w imie wzniostych idei,
moja wina jest tak okropna, ze wszystko wobec tego ma-
leje. Straszna jest moja meka. Dotad wszystko bylo w mo-
im Zyciu piekne. Zycie teraz jest brzydota. Tylko jedna
$mier¢ to skonczy¢ moze. Niech mi Pani przebaczy.

Do Karola de Beaurain

[Na kopercie adres:] Wielmozny Pan Doktér / Karol
Beaurain / Dyrektor Zakladu Leczniczego w Wisle /
Poczta Ustron / Szlazk/Schlesien/Austria/Oster-
reich/Europe

RMS ,ORSOVA". [18-28 czerwca 1914]

Szanowny i Kochany Panie Doktorze:

Nie przyjechalem do Pana Doktora, bo kazda chwila
spedzona w kraju zadawala straszliwe ciosy mojej ambicji.
Albo émieré, albo Nowa Gwinea. Tymczasem latwo tak
moéwié. Smier¢ i myéli, ktore do niej sktaniaja, te same sa
w Zakopanem, co na Morzu Czerwonym. Chce dobrngé
do Colombo. Kazda chwila jest meka nie do zniesienia.
Jestem bez wartosci. Jako czlowiek zblamowalem sig. Ja-
ko artysta zniszczylem siebie. Wzialem teraz na siebie zo-
bowigzania wyleczenia si¢ przez podréz. Zabija mnie to do
reszty. Wszystko, co widze pieknego, dziala jak najstra-
szliwsza trucizna. Czemu Ona tego nie widzi, czemu
zmarnowalem J3 i najpickniejsza milo$é, jaka kiedykol-
wiek istniata. Nie idealizuje tego przez $mier¢. Nie umia-
lem siebie cenié. Bo bylem bezwartosciowym. Tylko Jq
teraz kocham i tylko siebie nienawidze. Smier¢ musi
przyjsé czy predzej, czy pozniej, bo meki tak okropnej diu-
go znosi¢ niepodobna.
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Stanistaw Ignacy Witkiewicz * LETTERS FROM THL | ROPICS

myself with this journey. But it's been killing whatever’s
still alive in me. Every beautiful thing that I see turns
into the most lethal poison. Why can’t She see all this,
why did I waste Her and the most beautiful love that's
ever existed. I'm not idealising them just because they
are dead. I did not appreciate myself. Since I was
worthless. Now I only love Her and hate nobody but
myself. Death must come sooner or later because it’s
impossible to suffer such terrible torment for a long
time.

Farewell, then, Dear Doctor. I kiss your wife’s hands
and thank both of you for all the kindnesses.

S. Witkiewicz

My self-portrait and the drawing of you will be
waiting for you to claim them.
Trans. by M.K.

To Mrs Jadwiga Janczewska (Mother)
[Envelope marked] Hotel Suisse/Kandy, Ceylon

The Honourable Mrs Jadwiga Janczewska/Leszcze
estate/Klodawa post-office/Kingdom of Poland/Kaliska
Guberniya/Russia, Europe.

Hotel Suisse, Kandy
[June 30, 1914]
My Dear and Respected Lady,

Why isn't She with me here. What a pity [ didn't
borrow some 2,000 roubles from you and we didn't
come here. I could have made a fortune painting the
beautiful things that I'm seeing here instead of being
stuck in stinking Zakopane with all that rabble.
Without Her everything is more awful than words can
say. Why cannot She, poor thing, see this. All this /one
or more lines missing from the xerox copy/

Had our relations been normal, had we got married
a long time ago, She'd surely have been happy with me.
[ feel nothing but the terrible love I have for Her and
the awful regret. Seeing the beauties of this world and
realising that She is no more and will never be again.
It’s a horrible punishment, too severe for my faults.
Forgive me and think of me sometimes as you
remember Her.

[ kiss yours and Father’s hands
S.Witkiewicz

Please send my works to a posthumous exhibition.
Miciniski has been much to blame for what

happened. What of him. He's just an unpretentious pig,
She really loved me and that's why my errors have
been the worst.

Trans. by MK,

*

From Aniela Jalowiecka to Maria Witkiewicz

(the letter defines the date of Witkiewicz's arrival in St.
Petersburg on the end of September 1914)

[St. Petersburgh,
February 13 (January 30), 1915]

My Dear,

I thought you'd known for a long time what had
been happening with your son. As far as we know, you
should have received his letter telling about the events
of his life in the latest months when he made the
irrevocable decision to join the Russian army and
defend Poland. He came here at the end of September,
and having conquered many obstacles got admitted into
the cadet school which he's going to leave in two
months with an officer’s certificate and join the army —
the Polish legion, perhaps, which is being formed at this
very moment. No reasoning, nobody’s influence could |
persuade him to change his mind. He'd never been like |
he is now. Cool, one might even say — joyful, holding
himself erect, carrying his head high, he shook himself
free of that desperate apathy and inertia in which we
saw him on his arrival. He's been studying diligently for
the exams in military theory and has had no problems
accepting the discipline. His health is perfect. He looks
very handsome in his uniform; the heavy boots, the
thick coat and the sabre do not cramp his style in the
least. Believe me, I've had a really hard time before |
accepted the idea of seeing him in the army, but that
must have been God’s will. His help often comes from
the most unexpected quarters and is nonetheless
effective. Towards the end of his military career your
son may regain his spiritual balance and come back to
you quite adjusted to normal life. We've sent 650
roubles to Lovrana since October. How come my
brother hasn’t got any of that money? My husband has
complained at the Spanish embassy here. We'll try to
find another way of sending money. We thought Mary
and Niusia were in Florence but it seems that they are
still in Zakopane, is that so? We've known nothing at all
about Zeficia's and our children’s whereabouts for more
than two months. The rest of the family are fine. We
kiss all of you

Aniela
Trans. by M.K.
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Stanislaw Ignacy Witkiewicz * LISTY Z PODROZY DO TROPIKOW

Zegnam wigc Kochanego Doktora i Pani raczki catuje
dziekuje Paristwu za wszystko
S. Witkiewicz
Portret mdj wlasny i rysunek p. Doktora beda zawsze
|o odebrania.

Do Jadwigi Janczewskiej (matki)

[Koperta z nadrukiem:] Hotel Suisse/KANDY, Ceylon

[Adres:] Wielmozna Pani Jadwiga Janczewska / maj.
Leszcze, poczta Klodawa / Krélestwo Polskie, Gub.
Kaliska / Russia, Europe.

Hotel Suisse, Kandy, [30 VI 1914]

Pani Szanowna i Kochana:

Czemu tu z Nig nie jestem. Co za szkoda, ze nie pozy-
czylem od Paristwa ze 2000 rubli i nie wyjechalismy tutaj.
Moglbym zrobi¢ majatek malujac te cudowne rzeczy,
ktére tu widze — zamiast siedzie¢ w tym parszywym Zako-
panem z t3 cala holota. Bez Niej wszystko tak straszne, ze
sléw nie mam do wyrazenia tego. Czemu Ona, biedaczka,
nie widzi tego. To wszystko [w kserokopii ucigta jedna —7—
linijka tekstu]

Zeby nasze stosunki byly normalne, zebysmy wzigli
§lub dawniej, bytaby napewno ze mng szczesliwa.
Nic, tylko straszna mitos¢ do niej i zal okropny. Straszna
meka widzenia picknosci §wiata z tym poczuciem, ze Jej
nie ma i nigdy nie bedzie. Straszna kara, za wielka na
moje winy. Niech Pani przebaczy mnie i pomyéli czasem
0 mnie wspominajac Jg.

Caluje rece Pani i Ojca
S. Witkiewicz

Moje prace, prosilbym, zeby postali Paristwo na wysta-
we posmiertna. Micinski bardzo winien byt wszystkiemu.
Céz tamten. Zwykla $winia bez pretensji.

Moje winy najgorsze, bo Ona mnie naprawde kocha-

la.

’ Od Anieli Jatowieckiej do Marii Witkiewiczowej

(list pozwala okresli¢ date przyjazdu Witkiewicza do
Petersburga na koniec wrzesnia 1914 r.)

[13 lutego (30 stycznia), Petersburg 1915

Moja Droga! Sadzitam. ze od dawna juz jeste§ poinfor-
mowana o losie swojego syna. Wedlug naszych obliczeri
powinnaé byla dostaé jego list. w ktorym opisuje dzieje
ostatnich swych miesiecy zycia, kiedy to powzigl nie-
odwolalng decyzje wstapienia do rosyjskiej armii, aby bro-
ni¢ Polski. Przybyl on tutaj w koficu wrzeénia i po licz-
nych trudnosciach zostal przy-jety do wojskowej szkoly
oficerskiej. skad wyjdzie za dwa miesigce w stopniu ofice-
ra, by wstapi¢ do armii - byé moze polskich legionow,
ktére sa wlasnie w trakcie formowania. Zadne perswazje
ni niczyj wplyw nie byly w stanie zmieni¢ jego postano-
wienia. Takim, jakim jest teraz. nie byl ni-gdy dotad. Spo-
kojny, moina by rzec - wesoly. trzymajacy sie prosto. z wy-

| soko podniesiona glowa. otrzasnal sie zupelnie z tego roz-

paczliwego stanu apatii i inercji. w jakim zobaczylismy go
po powrocie. Przygotowuje si¢ znakomicie do egzaminéw
teoretycznych i $wietnie znosi wojskowe rygory. Zdrowie
jego jest doskonate. W mundurze wyglada bardzo dobrze;
ani wielkie buciska. ani gruby plaszcz. ani szabla bynaj-
mniej go nie krepuja. Wierz mi. ze przezylam doprawdy .
ciezkie chwile, zanim pogodzitam sie z tym. ze zobacze go
wojskowym - taka byla jednak najwidoczniej wola Boga.
Pomoc Jego przychodzi niejednokrotnie z najbardziej nie-
przewidzianej strony. nie bedac przez to mniej skuteczna.
Byé moze u korica swojej wojskowej kariery syn Twoj
odzyska réwnowage duszy i powrdci do Ciebie zupetnie
juz przystosowany do normalnego zycia. Od paZdziernika
wyslalismy do Lovrany 650 rubli. czy jest mozliwe. by brat
méj nic jeszcze nie byl otrzymal? Maz zaczat reklamowaé
w ambasadzie hiszpanskiej - sprébujemy innej drogi dla
przesylania pienigdzy. SadziliSmy, ze Mary i Niusia sa we
Florencji. tymczasem. zdaje sig, nie opuscily one Zakopa-
nego? O Zefici i o naszych dzieciach nie wiemy zupelnie
nic od przeszlo dwéch miesigcy. Reszta rodziny miewa sig
dobrze. Calujemy Was wszystkie.
Aniela
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