14 BEST-SELLING NOVEL OF 1983 |

|
; g
i~ 38 WEEKS ON THE NEW YORK TIMES BEST SELLER LIST

/ FAWCETT)
20587-8 L caest ) $4.95






f “Mr. Michener is accomplished....As is to

be expected... there is a depth and richness
of detail....an intriguing class-warfare in-
terpretation of the Rural Solidarity move-
ment...the sweep of history...is faithfully
and powerfully captured. And that alone is
‘good reason for anyone intrigued by the
Polish situation of today to read it.”
The New York Times

“Stunning. . . Michener took extraordinary care
with his facts....an unmatched overview of
Polish history. .. he can genuinely handle epic
sweep. ... the families themselves come very
much alive, and through them, Poland it-
self. . .. Michener can write scenes of master-
ful confrontation.”
USA Today

“The most successful feature of this
...panorama is how deftly it weaves the
strands from Poland’s difficult 20th cen-
tury. .. with patterns of more distant years....
in his inimitable way, Michener delivers
...engrossing entertainment. Poland is
James Michener at his best, prodigiously
researched, topically relevant.”
Washington Post

“A titanic documentary novel...l, for one,
am delighted that Mr. Michener undertook
two years of legwork and foraged through
hundreds of musty chronicles to give me a

total-immersion course in Poland.”
\\ The Wall Street Journal




The way Michener weaves the interaction of 1

(& —

the three families with each other and with
real historical characters is nothing short of
masterful. The result is 700 years of Polish
history, delivered in an enthralling
...package.”

The Dallas Morning News

“Like a film-maker, Michener uses close-ups
and long shots, showing a battle scene as ef-
fectively as the hands of a woman grinding
wheat, moving from casts of hundreds to the
smallest, most significant details....
powerful and disturbing... Poland is a mas-
sive work of fiction, backed by years of re- I
search.”

Los Angeles Times

“James A. Michener has the passionate in-
tellect, the unquenchable thirst for knowl-
edge, and the quiet intensity normally
associated with a college professor....The
sweep of history which Michener commands
in Poland is quite amazing.”

Los Angeles Herald Examiner

“Hf there is a theme to Michener’s work, it is
Poland has endured.... Poland is a gallant
book, an inspirational saga of a people who
not only survived catastrophe, but were ca-
pable of building on that very destruction.”
New York Daily News




“More than any of Michener’s other novels,
Poland is on top of the news. ... a panoramic
view of Poland’'s troubled history...
Michener explores each historic period
succinctly and informatively.”

Business Week

“A classic Michener production, an expertly
synthesized novel weaving fact and fiction into
the kind of detail-packed, sympathetic rat-
tling good read one has come to expect from
him. .. thorough, enthusiastic, patient, filled
with romance and adventure and heroes and
villains and lessons in pronunciation, and
even a recipe for Polish cherry soup. .. Poland
shines with interest and pleasure and appre-
ciation of the country and concemn for Its
future.”
The Detroit News

“Rousing...thorough...The author com-
bines the skill of a master storyteller with the
depth of a dedicated archivist....a topical
and illuminating story of a land again under
siege.”

King Features Syndicate

“Michener is a delight to read.... Poland is
no exception....It’s a big, sprawling, detail-
laden book covering seven centuries of
turbulent Polish history.”

The Baltimore Sun
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In 1977 a television company invited me to go to any exotic place in the world
to shoot a documentary, and I astonished them by choosing without hesitation:
‘Poland.” When they asked why, I replied: ‘If you look at its geographical
and ideological position, you'll see that it must become a focal point within
the next decade.’

In succeeding years | visited Poland some eight times, traveling to almost
every parnt of the nation. Private sources provided me with a helicopter for the
better part of a week. | used it to fly at a very low altitude over all of Poland.
1 was encouraged to visit schools, universities, laboratories, art centers, his-
torical sites, and at one point | said that what I needed most was to spend
some time with a devout Roman Catholic clergyman who spoke English. By
good luck I was taken to see the Bishop of Krakow, Karol Woijtyla, with
whom [ had a series of productive conversations. Later 1 spent time with
Cardinal Wyszynski and Primate Glemp, and through them was allowed to
see the workings of a church within a Communist country.

By accident 1 spent a beautiful vacation at Lancut Palace and by design
an extended tour to some dozen of Poland’s magical castles. 1 also spent an
equal amount of time in the heavy industries of Katowice and in the Lenin
shipyards at Gdansk. By car | traveled many hundreds of miles to all parts of
Poland.

In such work 1 had the guidance of Edward J. Piszek, an American Pole
who, because of his humanitarian interest, had strong ties to Polish affairs,
with an entree to almost any facet of Polish life. The car in which | traveled
was often driven by his assistant, Stanley Moszuk, a gifted citizen of Poland
with a strong knowledge of its art and history.

When the time came in 1979 that I thought of writing a novel about the
critical developments in Poland, it was obvious to me that since [ did not
speak Polish or read it, I would need some kind of bibliographical assistance,
and Piszek and Moszuk came up with the idea of asking some dozen top
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intellects in Poland to draft summaries of recent scholarship in fifteen vital
fields. They chose the scholars; I set the topics; and a happy relationship
ensued. The scholars received payment for summarizing material they already
knew well and I received an uamatched overview of Polish history as local
authorities view it today.

They wrote in Polish, which was translated by experts who sometimes
knew the field under discussion as well as the writer. From such sources and
many others 1 compiled an impressive body of h data, including some
excellent books written in Polish but now available in English.

After I had digested an enormous body of material and felt myself prepared
to write the novel which I had had in mind for some years, I reruned to Poland
in the summer of 1981 and revisited every spot I proposed to write about:
Tannenberg, where the great battle took place; Malbork, of the Teutonic
Knights; Zamosc, which must be one of the most evocative small cities in
Europe; Krzyztopor, a castle of unbelievable dimension; Dukla, of the cap-
tivating Mniszechs; Krakow, with its trumpeter; and of course, that section
of the Vistula shoreline which would house my story. I mention no Polish
place in this novel which 1 have not visited, and that includes Kiev, which
was once Polish.

I followed each mile of Jan Sobieski’s military expedition to Vienna, and
there traced out his brilliant defense of that city. I went to all borders, followed
all the military trails my characters would follow, and lived once more in
Lancut Palace, imagining myself a2 guest of the great Princess Lubomirska,
friend of Goethe, Ben Franklin and Thomas Jefferson, all of whom considered
her one of the most brilliant women in Europe.

One of my best excursions was with a pair of notable Polish scholars, who
spent two weeks with me finding specific and out-of-the-way sites I wished
to write about, including remote and towering Niedzica, which used to guard
the far Hungarian border.

I had the remarkable experience of being arrested twice within ninety
minutes for speeding in Czechoslovakia, once at forty miles an hour, once
at forty-five. ‘Polish license plates will trap you every time,” my companion
explained. One had to pay the fine in Czechoslovakian currency, of course.
But it could be purchased only miles distant from the point of arrest. I left
Czechoslovakia just ahead of the police, who wanted to make a third arrest.
I left Poland one week before martial law was declared.

The point of these comments is that I was constantly befriended and advised
by a sterling group of Polish men and women who discussed with me hour
after hour every aspect of Polish history that I proposed touching. Normally,
as | have done in my other novels, 1 would list their names, their impressive
occupations, their achievements in research and scholarship, but I cannot
ascertain whether in the present climate this would hurt or help them.

I know this: they were loyal Poles; they loved their land; they spoke of it
with unbounded affection and never a hint of disaffection. They were patriots
of a high order; two of them who had spent time in Auschwitz and Majdanek
brought tears to my eyes as we retraced in brutal, infinite detail the day-by--
day existence in the latter camp.

viii



This book is dedicated to them, and I hope it conveys some of the passion
they expressed in telling me of their Poland.

The completed manuscript was read by Professor Marian Turski in Rome and
by Klara Glowczewska in New York, both of whom are entitled to my warmest
thanks.
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Explanation

This book is a novel. The three main families—the Counts Lubonski, the
petty nobles Bukowski, the peasants Buk—are fictional, as is the village of
Bukowo, its two castles, the manor house and its peasants’ cottages. Most of
the characters on whom the action of the novel depends are also fictional.

Because of the importance of the subject matter and the strangeness of
Polish history to the average reader, the identification of certain historical
characters, settings and incidents may prove helpful.

Chapter 1: Characters, settings and incidents are fictional.

Chapter I: The Tatars Genghis Khan, Batu Khan and Ogode: are historic,
as are Henry the Pious, his mother, Queen Hedwig, and his reluctant general
Mieszko the Obese. The siege of Krakow and the Battle of Legnica are historic.

Chapter III: The Teutonic Knights Hermann von Salza, Ulrich von Jun-
gingen and Kuno von Lichtenstein are historic, as are Queen Jadwiga from
Hungary and King Jagiello and Grand Duke Witold of Lithuania. The Battle
of Grunwald is faithfully presented.

Chapter 1V: The Swedish king and his ravaging are historic, as are the
Polish king Jan Kazirmir and his 2ide Jerzy Lubomirski, and the Transylvanian
invader Gyorgy Rakoczy. The sieges of Czestochowa and Zamosc are historic.
The Krzyztopor castle existed and was destroyed as depicted and its Ossolinski
owners are real, except that the particular members shown here are fictional.

Chapter'V: All the principal military leaders on all sides are historic: King
Jan Sobieski of Poland, Duke Charles of Lorraine, Prince Waldeck of the
Germans, Kara Mustafa of the Turks. Inside Vienna, Riidiger von Starhemberg
and Hieronim Lubomirski are historic. Sultan Muhammad IV is depicted
accurately, as is the great battle for Vienna.

Chapter VI: Princess Lubomirska and her palace at Lancut are historic, as
are the Czartoryskis at Pulawy, the Zamoyskis at Zamosc and the Mniszechs
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at Dukla. The Granickis and their castle at Radzyn are fictional, as are the
particular Mniszechs at the Niedzica castle, which is very real. The Palais
Princesse in Warsaw is fictional.

Chapier VIi: Emperor Franz Josef and his mistress Katharina Schratt, who
appear briefly, are historic; all else is fictional.

Chapter VIi. The Polish prime minister Ignacy Paderewski and the Russian
general Semyon Budenny are historic, as is the crucial Battle -of Zamosc,
which is not much stressed in most current histories because it involved a
Polish-Russian battle in which the Poles won.

Chapier IX: The three centers of Nazi terror in Lublin—Under the Clock,
Zamek Lublin and Majdanek—are historic and are depicted as accurately as
data permit, except that the specializations of the various fields at Majdanek
varied from time to time. Governor General Hans Frank in Krakow and Oven-
Commander Eric Muhsfeldt at Majdanek are historic, but all other characters,
Polish or German, are fictional. When I was far into the writing of this chapter,
I learned that the rocket experiments at Peenemiinde— which | had dealt with
in an earlier novel—had been transferred right next door to the imaginary
village I had invented for this book. Polygon was very real, as were the
expulsions from Zamosc and the Polish retaliation.

Chapier X : Except for the brief appearances of President Reagan and Pope
John Paul 11, all characters are fictional, as are the settings and incidents.
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The People of Poland

During the major part of this namative the people of Poland were organized
in these clearly defined categories.

Nobility

Magnates: Ovwmers of vast lands and with many prerogatives, they con-
trolled Poland, with no superior power to discipline them. Ostensibly similar
to the great barons of England, they were in fact much more powerful, since
they refused to grant consistent allegiance to their king. Because of Poland’s
geographical position, they often allied themselves, individually, to foreign
powers. Thus the powerful Radziwills often represented Russian interests; the
Leszczynskis, French. They could be either extremely conservative (Lubom-
irskis, Mniszechs) or surprisingly liberal (Czartoryskis, Zamoyskis). But they
were invariably pig-headed and in the end destroyed their fatherland. The
various Counts Lubonski are fictional.

King: Originally an inherited title, it became an elected one, the magnates
and gentry doing the voting and preferring to grant the crown to someone
outside Poland rather than to one of their own, lest he become too strong.
The title was not hereditary, and at the death of any king a riotous election
ensued, with foreign powers usually participating with nominees favorable to
their interests. This curious system provided one superb king (Stefan Batory
of Hungary); one pitiful failure (a weak-willed French prince who resigned
after three months); two imbecilic nonentities (from Saxony); three reasonably
good kings who brought disaster in their wake (the Vasa rulers from Sweden);
and occasionally some authentic Polish-nobleman who ruled at least as well
as the outsiders (Leszczynski, Poniatowski). They also elected one Pole of
dynamic power who proved to be a most memorable ruler (Jan Sobieski, hero
of Vienna). R B

-

Princes, counts: Poland conferred no titles, but the papacy, the Holy
Roman Empire and surrounding countries did, often at a stiff price, so there
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were princes, dukes and counts, but such titles conferred no power or standing
superior to what the magnate enjoyed. Prince Lubomirski and Count Lubonski
had no greater standing than tough old Mniszech of Dukla and were sometimes
much poorer in worldly goods.

Minor nobility: Verbally. this category causes trouble. Polish writers use
the word gentry, which doesn’t sound quite right in English. European writers
use petry nobility, but the adjective has unfortunate connotations. The minor
nobility were divided into two groups: those owning land controlling the
peasants thereon, and the landless factotums who affiliated themselves with
one or another of the magnates. These latter resembled the lesser samurai of
Japan, men of good lineage without castles or great estates who survived as
hangers-on or as mercenaries. Another useful analogy is with the caballero of
Spain, the man with only a horse, a lance and a proud name. The minor
nobility provided five functionaries popular in Polish fiction: voivode (powerful
governor of a territory); hetman (field marshal of the armies): castellan (gov-
emor of a palace and the territory subordinated to it); palatine (palace func-
tionary); starosta (warden or constable). The category includes men almost
rich and powerful enough to be magnates, and all intervening levels down to
the roving rascal with no castle, no money, no village, no peasants. one horse
and pride unbounded. The Bukowski family represents the middle levels and
is fctional.

Clergy

Cardinal, bishop, abbor, monk, friar: Directly linked to Rome, members
of this group owned vast estates and whole villages and towns, with all the
peasants included. Militantly defensive. they opposed the Orthodox Catholics
of Russia, the Protestants of Sweden and Germany, the Jews of their own
country and the pagans of the Baltic lands. Toward the famous Uniates of
Poland, created by Rorfie to suborn the Orthodox, they were ambivalent; just
as the good Catholics of Spain found it difficult to accept wholeheartedly Jews
who converted, Polish Catholics always suspected the turncoat Uniates. In the
earliest years of Polish nationalism, the clergy were often the only people in
an area who could read and write. and thus they exerted great political pressure.
but quickly the magnates and the better nobility educated themselves, often
with great sophistication, and then a balance of power developed.

Townsmen

Mercharus: Polish writers use the noun burgher to designate this category.
A growing power throughout this entire narrative, owning their own stores
and small factories. they resembled the middle class of all Europe.

Cruftsmen: Of considerable skill in Poland. they inhabited the lowns. were
ofien owners of their shops, and were-governed by their guilds.

Jews -

Financiers: Because the Catholic religion commanded its believers not to
charge interest, and because Polish knightly tradition forbade its members to
engage in business of any kind (an injunction ignored in the case of wheal
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and lumber), the handling of money became the accepted responsibility of the
Jew. Poland was far more liberal in its acceptance of Jews than most of its
neighboring countries, so many found refuge there and prospered, but ani-
mosities did sometimes flare.

Countrymen

Small landholder: Although Polish lands were usually held by either the
magnates or the crown, clever farmers managed through adroit behavior, or
courage in warfare, or service to magnate or king, to sequester small pieces
of land on which they made enough profit to acquire other pieces until they
became self-sufficient with their own farms, their own horses, their own rude
machinery, and in time, hoards of zlotys which they used for the betterment
of their families. Often the money was used as a dowry when an especially
attractive daughter was married to a penniless member of the minor nobility.

Peasans: The vast majority of Poles were peasants, like the vast majority
of all people in medieval Europe—and down to modemn times in eastern
European countries like Russia, Poland, Ukraine, Rumania and Hungary. In
other countries they were called serfs, esne, villeins, thralls, vassals, muzhiks.
They were not exactly slaves, but they belonged to the land, rarely owned
their own homes, had to wark stated days for their master, could not remove
to another village without permission, had no education and not even a remote
hope of bettering themselves. However, as in western Europe although at a
much later time, Polish peasants did gain certain freedoms, release from ancient
impositions and a measure of land ownership.

Despite this harsh system in which the magnate owned and controlled
everything, a kind of rude democracy thrived in Poland, which was always
much more liberal than its neighbors. In England only three percent of the
population could be classified as nobility; in France, only two percent; but in
Poland a full twelve percent were so qualified, which is justification for the
Polish use of the designation geniry. And in the towns another ten or twelve
percent associated themselves with the nobility, which meant that many citizens
had an interest in the government.

The incredible liberum veto, by which one man in a Seym (parliament) of
hundreds could negate and prorogue the entire work of the Seym by merely
crying ‘I oppose!’ was a major cause of Poland’s disappearance from the map
of Europe, but it was defended as the last refuge upon which a free man (in
this case the magnate or his henchman) could rely to defend his freedom. That
Poland survived so many fatal reverses was a testimony to its volatile spirit
of freedom.
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Buk versus Bukowski

In a small Polish farm community, during the fall planting season
of 1981, events occurred which electrified the world, sending
reverberations of magnitude to capitals as diverse as Washington,
Peking and especially Moscow.

This village of Bukowo, 763 souls, stood at the spot where the
great river Vistula tums to the north in its stately passage from
its birthplace in the Carpathian Mountains at the south to its destiny
in the Baltic Sea at the north. In the little settlement there was a
stone castle erected in A.D. 914 as a guard against marauders from
the east, but this had been destroyed in the early years when those
marauders arrived in stupefying force. Each subsequent owner of
the village had planned at one time or other either to tear down
the ruins or rebuild them, but none had done so because the old
castle exercised a spell on all who saw it, and there was a legend
among the villagers that so long as their ruined tower stood, they
would stand. There must have been some truth to this because
there had often been great clamor in Bukowo, but like its doomed
tower, it still stood.

Nearly thirty-six million Poles, of whom eighteen million were
of voting age, were controlled by the Communist party of only
three million members. This minority had made a symbolic conces-
sion right at the start of the present trouble. They agreed to hold
the discussions over farm policy in the very village from which
the principal protester came, and this was interpreted by all as a
sincere gesture of good will, but as Janko Buk, the leader they



were trying to placate, said: ‘With the steel strikers giving them
so much trouble in Gdansk, they can’t afford to have us on their
backs, too.’

The Communists had chosen this village for several additional
reasons. It lay in the heart of a large agricultural district and was
thus representative. It was also well removed from any big city
whose practiced agitators might try to influence or even disrupt
proceedings. And perhaps most important, it was near the recently
renovated Bukowski palace, with its seventy rooms available for
meetings of whatever size might be required.

The three names—Buk for the peasant leader of the troubles,
Bukowo for his village, and Bukowski for the family which had
once owned the palace— obviously stemmed from the same root,
the strong word buk signifying beech tree, and this was appropriate
because from time past remembering, the vast area east of the
river had contained a large forest whose principal trees had been
oaks, pines, ash, maples and especially beech, those tall, heavy
trees with excellent trunks. Through the centuries foresters had
selectively cut these trees, sometimes floating the great trunks all
the way to the Baltic for shipment to Hamburg and Antwerp, but
all the woodsmen had carefully tended a particularty noble stand
of beech that defined the eastern edge of the village. Like the
castle which they resembled, the beeches of Bukowo possessed a
special grace.

The great forest of which they formed such a major part had
not borne a name until A.D. 888, when the extremely primitive
people who lived between it and the river were frightened by a
semi-madman who lived amongst them. He claimed that one eve-
ning while returning home with a bundle of faggots collected from
under the beech trees, he had been accosted by the devil, who
wore about his neck long chains which clinked and clanged, and
he convinced them, especially the children, that if they listened
closely when the devil was afoot, they could hear the rattling
chains.

The dense woods was named the Forest of Szczek in that long-
ago year, and everyone agreed that the name was well chosen,
for clinking, clanging sounds did often come from this forest, and
since in Polish the letter e—if printed with an accent, ¢ carries
an n sound, the word was pronounced shtchenk, which resembles
the sound that a chain clinking would make.

The villagers protected the ruins of their good-luck castle and
tended the beech trees they loved, but they were proudest of their
palace. It had been assembled in rambling style over many cen-
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turies by the poor Bukowskis, who had been little better than
peasants themselves although acknowledged as petty nobles, and
in grand style by the Bukowskis of 1896, who had stumbled upon
a fortune.

The palace stood on a slight rise overlooking the castle ruins
and the Vistula beyond and was a place of real magnificence, the
equal of the lesser French chateaux along the Loire. Shaped like
a two-story capital U, the open part with its two protruding wings
facing west, its long major base faced east, overlooking the village
and the forest beyond. It had been heavily damaged in the closing
days of World War II during the German defeat and the Russian
victory, but its many rooms had been rebuilt in the 1950s and
now functioned as a museum, a rest home for Communist party
VIPs and a meeting place for major convocations. A good chauf-
feur could drive from Warsaw in something under four hours and
from Krakow in less than three, so that when government officials
selected Bukowo as the site for this important conference they
knew what they were doing. Anyone who had visited the Bukowski
palace once wanted to do so again.

A major charm of the setting was the village which perched at
the edge of the forest. Even before the rude castle had been built
or the forest named. a few hovels had collected here, and in the
more than a thousand years which had followed, the number had
constantly but slowly increased, with the addition of one or two
new cottages every fifty years. Improvements came slowly, for
the petty nobles who occupied the more perrnanent buildings that
would evolve into the palace cared little about what happened to
their peasants. Over a space of eight hundred years no cottage in
Bukowo had other than a dirt floor. For nine hundred years none
had a chimney, none had windows, and some cottages had passed
a hundred years without acquiring a permanent door.

Yet improvements did slowly filter in, 2 wooden roof to replace
a thatch, a slab of precious glass for a rude window, so that in
time an attractive collection of harmonious, low, modestly colored
cottages grouped themselves artistically about the three sides of a
trim central rectangle. As with the palace, the open end faced the
Vistula, with the backs of the cottages abutting against the grove
of becch trees. Peasants who were bom and raised in Bukowo
preferred it to any other villages they knew, but this was a limited
endorsement because many would have had an opportunity to see
only those few that were within a dozen miles. Beyond that
.perimeter the villagers rarely moved.

That was Bukowo: primeval forest to the east, a splendid grove
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of beech trees, a snug village, a handsome palace, ancient castle
ruins and, dominating everything, the majesty of the Vistula. Here
was where the most advanced theories of the contemporary world
would do battle.

Sessions would be held in one of the many medium-sized rooms
on the upper floor of the palace, and there were six widely rec-
ognized clues by which those attending would be able to determine
the importance of their meeting. In Communist Poland if guests
invited to a formal discussion were of trivial position, only tea
was served, in plain cups and from a plain pot. Guests slightly
more important saw with gratification that the teacups were placed
on a lace doily. Those of medium power sometimes gasped with
pleasure when bottles of a delicious black-currant cordial called
sok (juice) were to be provided, but one did not wield real power
until the fourth level was reached: all the preceding plus a bottle
of really good brandy.

If the visitors held truly high office, a plate of cookies would
be added, delicious things wafer-thin and decorated with sugared
designs, but if the official being honored held a cabinet position,
or comparable rank in the army or church, or if he was a cinema
star or a leading editor, a sixth mark of honor could be reached.
In addition to the five customary degrees—tea to cookies—a final
one appeared: actual sandwiches, made of the best bread, with
thick butter and tangy cheese, or ham, or spiced chicken. Persons
attending a meeting where all this was offered did not require
medieval trumpets or modem cannon salutes; they knew they came
with honors.

For the meeting of the agricultural consultants, sandwiches were
prepared and a chocolate cake.

The Communist representatives reached the palace first, and
custodians showed them to their rooms; with so many to choose
from, it was casy to get one overlooking the castle to the south
and the river to the west. Clerks and research assistants received
rooms looking toward the beech trees, and some deemed these
preferable, for the Forest of Szczek was in its own way as beautiful
as the river.

The arrival of the cabinet minister occasioned a good deal of
memriment, for his name was Szymon Bukowski, and everyone
joked: ‘It’s nice to be in your palace,’ and he had fun explaining
that the Bukowskis who had owned this showplace were not from
his Bukowskis, but nevertheless everyone kept calling it his palace.

He was an important member of the Warsaw government, fifty-
seven years old, gray hair close-cropped and clipped far up the
4



sides and back, steel-rimmed glasses, heavyset, with slightly
hunched shoulders, squarish, placid face, dark-complexioned and
with deeply recessed eyes. He wore even in summer a dark, con-
servative suit made of thick wool and a neatly shaped dark tie.
He could have been any Communist official, in any Iron Curtain
country; actually, he was Poland’s Minister of Agriculture, and it
was his job to deal with the rural disturbances which threatened
the food supply of his country.

He was a logical choice for the task, a devout Communist who
had real appreciation for the difficulties under which farmers la-
bored. He had lived in this village of Bukowo until the age of
fifteen, watching his father, who supervised a group of farms, and
his hard-working mother, who tilled her own garden patch. In
those years he himself had often worked on the farms his father
superintended, thus acquiring a sense of what the problems of
agriculture were.

After the Germnan occupation ended he had studied architecture,
gaining his reputation in government circles because of two ac-
tivities: he helped organize strong Communist movements among
his fellow students, and upon graduation he launched into massive
projects for the rebuilding of war-ravaged Poland. In the latter
field he achieved remarkable results, the one most often com-
mented upon being his reconstruction of whole sections of the city
of Lublin and the adding of nearly twenty thousand housing units
for war refugees who would otherwise have been homeless.

He was not appreciated by all members of the Polish community,
however, because he was so stout a Communist that he could find
no place in his heart for religion, and whereas many members of
the government decried the Catholic church publicly in order to
retain their jobs, then worshipped privately to preserve their Pol-
ishness, Szymon Bukowski would have nothing to do with the
church, public or private. He believed, as Lenin had repeated so
often, quoting Marx, that religion was the opium of the people,
and he found his own work of building the new Poland so exciting
that he required no intruding opiate. He did, however, keep such
views to himself, for he felt that if he fought the battles of building
and food, he was not required to fight the church as well.

But he was determined to fight this fellow Buk, whose efforts
to stir up the rural population were causing so much concern
throughout the country. Farmers saw Buk as the man who would
lead them out of the despair in which they were trapped; govern-
ment saw him as an incipient force threatening the fundamentals
of the system. When shipyard workers in Gdansk formed a union
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which they called Solidarity, that could be considered acceptable,
if one wished to stretch a point, for it was a movement within the
great tradition of European labor movements. Factory workers in
all nations had formed unions, even in old Russia, and Commu-
nism had devised procedures for absorbing such unions easily into
its system, preempting their good ideas, killing off the bad, and
always forestalling any runaway tendencies. The needs of factory
workers could be accommodated to the needs of mechanical pro-
duction.

But when farmers started talking about unions that would control
the growing and distributing of foodstuffs, upon which the nation
depended day by day, a new and dangerous dimension was being
introduced, one without precedent and one which could lead to
the most deplorable aberrations. This Lech Walesa, the factory
worker in Gdansk, was in no way an enemy of the state; he was
a logical outgrowth of the state, and although he might need
discipline to keep him in line, his dimensions and his capabilities
were known. But Janko Buk, who was creating so much distur-
bance among the farmers, was unknown; there was nothing in the
theory of state socialism which prepared the Communist leaders
of Poland to accept a man like Buk, and they were greatly disturbed
by his actions.

As the leaders of the party wamed Szymon Bukowski when he
left Warsaw for this confrontation: ‘If Lech Walesa causes us to
miss the building of one ship, too bad. We can adjust to that and
deliver the ship at some later date. But if Janko Buk causes us to
lose a substantial portion of even one harvest, this nation will be
in profound trouble. You get him straightened out.’

The young man to whom this stricture applied now arrived,
accompanied by three farmers from surrounding districts. He was
thirty-six years old, stockily built like all men of his family, ex-
tremely square of face, with a shock of sandy hair and eves that
smiled easily. He had a slight gap between his two big fro... teeth,
but this was offset by their unusual whiteness, which gave him
an appealing expression when he gave a wide smile. Like many
farmers, he held his elbows out from his body as if ready for any
assault which might come at him, but he seemed more stubbomn
than aggressive.

He was Janko Buk, Janko of the Beech Trees, a name familiar
in this village for a thousand years. Some men in his line had
been plain Jan, a name of solid virtue; others of a livelier dis-
position had been called by the affectionate diminutive Janko, or
Good Old Jan. He was a responsible farmer, supported by a sturdy
6



country wife and a widowed mother who knew as much about
rural life as he.

How had this wonderfully average man with less than a high
school education become the spokesman for the farmers of south-
castern Poland and by extension, it seemed, all of Poland?

First, he had a strong intelligence capable of seeing that if the
industrial unions that comprised Solidarity gained the higher wages
to which they were entitled, the cost of things the farmers needed,
like machinery and fertilizer, would have to rise. And then, if
government kept the prices of food down to prevent riots in the
cities, the farmer would inevitably find himself in a bind: ‘In-
creased prices on everything we buy, same prices for everything
we sell. That leads to ruin.’ It was really worse than that: ‘To
cover unexpected expenses in the cities, the government is actually
lowering what they pay us. We can’t live that way.’

Because of the tradition in his family, generations of speaking
out, including a fiery great-grandmother who had been hanged for
refusing to obey nonsensical rules promulgated by the German
Nazis in 1939, a father who had probably been executed by the
Russian Communists in 1944, and above all, a mother who had
defended freedom and decency with a courage that few could have
equaled, Janko Buk was more willing to speak out on these matters
than most of his fellow farmers, and in those gradual steps which
lead simple men from the contemplation of a wrong to discovered
truth, to a voicing of complaint, to actual resistance, he had found
himself almost accidentally at the head of a vast rural protest
against the irrational way the Communist system was managing
its farmers, and the more he spoke out, the more clearly other
farmers recognized the truth of what he was saying.

So when Janko Buk entered the palace, he brought considerable
weight behind him, and the representatives of the government had
to treat him with respect. When he came into the meeting room
he saw in rapid succession the cups for tea, the doilies beneath
them, the bottles of currant sok, the brandy, the cookies, and in
the middle of the table the plate of delicious-looking sandwiches,
and he was assured that the discussions were to be senous.

He sat opposite Szymon Bukowski and nodded pleasantly. He
had never met this high official before but he had heard a great
deal about him, and he wondered who should speak first. When
Bukowski said nothing, Janko Buk felt no hesitation in plunging
right in: ‘I’ve always been told, since you became famous, that
is, Mr. Minister, that we're related.’

“That could well be. I came from these parts.”



‘My wife thinks that your grandmother and my great-grand-
mother were the same woman.’

‘My grandmother Jadwiga was hanged in 1939 for resisting the
Nazis.’

“Then we are related!’ With visible pleasure, Buk stood, reached
across the table and shook Bukowski’s hand, holding it warmly
and strongly in his own.

“That’s a good beginning,” one of the farmers said, and a mem-
ber of Bukowski’s team agreed: ‘Token of a good ending.’

Bukowski, seeing an opportunity to establish his credentials with
the farmers, said: “You know, I was raised in this village. Used
to work on your farms. And during the first part of the Nazi
occupation I hid in your forest. When peace came I returned to
help rebuild this palace . . . worked on this room we’re sitting in.’

‘My family was in Krakow at that time,’” Buk said. ‘I'm sorry
we missed you.’

‘So 1 know your region well, gentlemnen. I know your problems.’

‘I don’t think you do,’ a stern voice from the far left of the
table said.

Everyone turned to stare at the speaker, a farmer in his late
fifties whose worried countenance spoke even more loudly than
his words: ‘We're caught in a vise, Mr. Minister, high prices for
what we buy, low prices for what we sell.’

‘I understand, and that's why my team has come down to talk
with you.’

‘It isn’t talk we need, Mr. Minister.” The older farmer spoke
with a harshness which surprised some of the Warsaw men. It
was obvious that the old days when rural people nodded and agreed
with anything the high commissioners said were gone. There was
now a contentiousness in this room that was almost frightening.
Ten years ago, even two, Szymon Bukowski would have come
thumping into this room and said: ‘That’s how it's to be,’ and
that's how it would have been. Had there been even a whisper of
protest, he would have indicated either by inflection or outright
statement: ‘Because that’s how Big Brother wants it to be.’ One
always said this with a twist of head or shoulder to the east. In
those simple days, what Russia wanted is what Poland got. Now
it was all different, and both the farmers and the Warsaw men
were sparring more with an unknown future than with each other.
They were obligated to determine what the relationship between
the Polish city and the Polish farm would be, but far more im-
portant, they were endeavoring to discover what the logical re-
lationship between the Polish nation as a whole and the Soviet
8



Union ought ostensibly to be. They were a group of administrators
and farmers wrestling with a gnawing problem; in reality they
were the forerunners of the 1980s and 1990s grappling with one
of the most profound problems in the world: how does a Com-
munist dictatorship relax its controls, especially when the collapse
of its economic policies demands that such controls be relaxed?

Once the problem was voiced, even inferentially, the embittered
farmers knew that they must state their case strongly so as to attain
a good bargaining position, and they spoke with a fury the men
from Warsaw had never before seen in rural areas:

FIRST FARMER: | cannot pay a hundred zlotys for everything you
make me buy from your government retail stores and then accept
seventy zlotys from you when I deliver my produce to your whole-
sale centers. Mr. Minister, that isn’t fair.

SECOND FARMER: | don’t grow wheat and barley. I grow veg-
etables which people in the city need right now. Our papers show
us your city people standing in line hour after hour for my cu-
cumbers, my turnips, my beans and radishes. And I had to leave
my vegetables rot in the ground because your system of purchasing
and delivering them has broken down. People are starving and my
vegetables are rotting. That’s criminal.

THIRD FARMER: Six of us bought a tractor three years ago. Ex-
cellent idea. We shared it, with never a problem. Janko Buk was
one of us, he’ll testify. Now gasoline is high, we understand that,
what with the Arabs and America messing around and all. We
could adjust to that if we got decent prices for what we grow.

FIRST FARMER: Now wait! Even if you did increase what we
got, we still couldn’t use that tractor. And do you know why, Mr.
Minister? Because we can't get any spare parts.

SECOND FARMER: So do you know what we’re doing? We're
cannibalizing. We steal parts from everybody else’s tractor, then
watch our own with guns all night so they can’t steal from us.
Janko will tell you.

THIRD FARMER: Do you know what I stole last time? One bolt
this long. Impossible to buy such a bolt in all of Poland.

FIRST FARMER: [ think you know what’s happening, Mr. Min-
ister. Our farmers aren’t taking our produce to your buying centers.
I won't use names, but some farmers’ pigs are not going on the
national market. They butcher at night, then sneak the meat into
Krakow. Sell it door-to-door. Some send their wives to Rzeszow,
to sell eggs door-to-door.

THIRD FARMER: My grandfather says it’s back the way it was a
hundred years ago. No one accepts zlotys any more. They aren;t



worth a damn, and you know it, Mr. Minister. We barter and
trade and sell at night.

SECOND FARMER: We're growing the stuff. We're raising the
animals. And our families aren’t hungry for something to eat. But
the city people will sapn begin to starve. And when we can't get
any fertilizer or spare parts, we’ll starve too.

FIRST FARMER: We're in great trouble, Mr. Minister. The women
in my family need new clothes, new shoes. Unless they can find
someone who needs our meat and vegetables, there’s no way my
women can get anything.

THIRD FARMER: Everything seems to be breaking down. Mr.
Minister, I think it’s the system that’s breaking down.

ALL THE FARMERS: Yes! Yes! The whole damned system.

FIRST FARMER: We believe, all of us believe because we’ve
talked about it, if you let us farm in the old way, each man
responsible for what he grows and what he sells. . . If he makes
a mistake, he suffers. If he works hard and is bright, he prospers.
You let us do that, you let us price our goods in relation to what
we have to pay for what we buy, we could feed Poland and half
of Russia.

SECOND FARMER: In the old days we did. Fifty years ago we
did. Ten years ago we did. And we can do it again.

The fusillade continued for more than half an hour, a patient,
non-hysterical outlining of proof that Polish agriculture had col-
lapsed. During this time Janko Buk saw no reason to insert his’
own doleful experiences, for in recent months he had begun to
think on a somewhat higher level than mere personal grievance,
but if he wanted his statements to be effective, it was necessary
that a full account of all grievances be on the table, with a rec-
ognition by both sides that they were serious, permanent and
apparently incurable. He could afford to wait.

Nor did Szymon Bukowski interrupt. He had learned in recent
months that it was prudent to allow dissidents to enjoy the new
experience of full complaint before the government official tried
to contest each small point. He knew that if he tried to give an
answer to the spare-parts problem by itself, he would become
totally enmeshed in its details, any one of which could be debated
on its peculiar merits, and the discussion would achieve nothing
but petty animosity. But if the entire animosity was spewed forth
in one great mess, then a sensible man could confute it in an
orderly way. So he encouraged them to talk.

FIRST FARMER: Does the government realize that up to forty
percent of things grown in this area now filter into the black

market?
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THIRD FARMER: Not filter. Rush in like the breaking of a dam.
Soon it will be seventy percent. And then what happens to orderly
life in the cities? Tell me that.

SECOND FARMER: What happens to orderly life on the farm? My
wife can’t get soap. I can’t get tobacco or matches.

FIRST FARMER: | keep speaking about the women in my family;
I have to live with them. And they cannot get dresses. Or stockings.
Or things at the apothecary’s. Damn it, seems to me they can't
get anything they need.

THIRD FARMER: Do you men in Warsaw, those of you in com-
mand . . . do you realize that your fine plans are falling apart?

Now Bukowski had to speak. -Keeping his forefingers to his
chin to give the impression that he was thinking deeply, he said:
“The government of Poland is going through a woeful deficiency
from which we haven’t recovered—’ One of the farmers started
to interrupt, but Bukowski held up his hand: ‘You spoke. Let me
speak. The pricing policy of the oil nations has also damaged us.
And for the moment we’re having trouble with the international
banks to whom we owe large sums, so that this hurts our spare-
parts program. We're aware of all this and intend to do something
about it.’

‘When?’ some of the farmers said.

‘But our nation, as you well know, is undergoing a time of
stress—

‘Poland has been under stress for a thousand years,’ one of the
farmers said. ‘But it always managed to feed itself.’

*Stresses of a harsh new kind,’ Bukowski continued, unflustered
by the attacks, which were getting stronger. ‘We're trying, all
across this country, to adjudicate between the claims of the in-
dustrial worker and the farmer.’

‘It’s all going to the factory man,’ the farmer complained.

‘For the moment, I grant you, it looks that way. Lech Walesa
and his men have won enormous gains—'

‘At our expense.’

‘For the moment, it seems that way.’

‘It doesn’t seem, Mr. Minister,’ the first farmer snapped. ‘It
is. You have four women who need clothes and other things for
the house, and they can’t get them, it’s not seems any longer. It's
are. We are in desperate trouble.’

‘Of course you are. That’s why we're here. But I assure you
that the government has plans—'

Unanimously the farmers hooted at this unfortunate word. Ever
since the Russians arrived victoriously in 1944, installing a Com-
munist government which a majority of the Polish people appeareidl



to desire, the farmers of the nation had heard of plans. Originally
there had been rumors that all farms in Poland were to be converted
forcibly into collectives, following the Russian pattern, but the
prudent Polish leaders, well aware of the Pole’s hunger for his
own bit of land, wisely rejected the collective. Instead, great to-
do was made of the fact that ‘each farmer is to have his own plot,
and he will help us to redistribute the fields of the big landowners.’
So across most of Poland old patterns, under new ownership, were
allowed to prevail, and they were wasteful beyond imagination.
Each farmer had his collection of long, narrow strips, usually non-
contiguous, in conformance to apportionments first made in the
Middle Ages. Between one man’s holding and another’s a wide
strip of untilled soil marked the boundaries, thus wasting about
eighteen percent of all arable land and making the rational use of
tractors difficult.

Of course, in those northem holdings that had been consolidated
by the great Prussian Junkers, the Russian collective could be
installed, partly for political reasons, partly because there were
few intractable Poles on the land to fight it. So some farmers like
Janko owned their land, others didn’t, but considering all of Po-
land, nearly ninety-seven percent of the farmland was individually
owned, and this the men in the Kremlin did not like.

This dual system might have worked if there had been a rational
plan for providing seeds, fertilizer, machinery and ultimate mar-
kets, but Communist planners intervened at every point and a
horrendous complication ensued, with decisions being made by
well-intentioned men like Szymon Bukowski who did not really
know enough about the hard-core problems of farming. Slowly,
year by year, just as in the Soviet Union, the food-producing
capacity of the land diminished until what had once been known
as the breadbasket of Europe, a land of waving wheat fields capable
of feeding a hundred million, became a land of deficiency.

It was appalling to a sensible man like Janko Buk to see that
the planners in Warsaw seemed invariably to choose precisely
those plans of action which were guaranteed to diminish the output
of the soil. ‘Don’t they want to feed the people?’ he often asked
his wife and his mother. ‘Don’t they want to feed themselves?’
At first he had assumed that the errors stemmed from the fact that
the government contained very few experienced farmers; in those
days he had supposed that in the manufacturing field the govemn-
ment men, all of whom seemed to have come from that sector,
were making sensible decisions, and sometimes he was prone to
agree with them: ‘When they get the factories humming and goods
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appear everywhere, we’ll all be better off. Then we can wrestle
with the problems of the farmers. I’m willing to wait.’

But now the outspoken leaders of Solidarity were revealing that
conditions in the factories were just as chaotic as on the farms,
and this was disgraceful. When Buk could buy no spares for the
community tractor and it could be kept operating only by stealing
from some other farmer, when consumer goods began to disappear
from store shelves, when he or his wife had to stand in long lines
to buy even the simplest product, then he began to suspect that
everything, and not only the farmer’s life, had begun to collapse.

At last he was ready to speak. Using the concise sentences he
had preferred since his reticent childhood, he said with almost
painful slowness: ‘Mr. Minister, the evidence is on the table. We
all accept it. Government is doing everything for the factory worker,
nothing for the farmer.’ This brought assent from the farmers. ‘1
wouldn’t object if factory workers got more, so long as they
produced more for us.’

“That would be all right!” one of the farmers cried.

‘Like if my women could get the things they need,” the first
farmer pressed.

‘But from where we stand,’ Buk said, ‘it looks as if the factory
workers are getting more and producing less. And that puts a cruel
burden on us. We pay in two ways. We don’t get the money due
us, and what money we do get is worthless.’

Buk tried to speak precisely, and he used words which two years
previously he had not even heard, for his education was proceeding
at a gallop. His tough-minded mother had never had formal school-
ing, but when the Nazi invasion had closed down all institutions,
in those darkest hours of the occupation when the Germans were
trying to eradicate all Polish learning, she had valiantly conducted
a secret school of her own, determined to keep Polish learning
alive, and this had forced her to educate herself. She knew a lot
and saw to it that her daughter-in-law learned something, too.
There were lively discussions in the Buk kitchen, and often the
two women lectured Janko so severely that in self-defense he had
to master the arts of logical thinking and clear presentation. He
was a man trained in that great university of rural Poland with its
two colleges: the farm soil and the kitchen argument.

‘It seems to me, Mr. Minister,’ he said slowly, ‘that your gov-
emment offers us farmers no protection whatever. You no longer
import improved strains of seed. You don’t print the instruction
books you used to. You take our taxes but you refuse to provide

spare parts in return. And you use the police and army to prevent
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us from selling our food in a free market where we would be
clever enough to protect ourselves. Maybe what these men say is
true. Maybe your whole system is falling apart.”

This persistent charge infuriated Bukowski, for out of a wealth
of harsh experience in the bad years of 1939 through 1944 he had
concluded intellectually and emotionally that Communism offered
Poland infinitely more than any alternative. In the bad years prior
to the Great War peasants in this village had kowtowed to the
Bukowskis who owned the palace. Children received a pitiful
education. People in the city slaved for capitalist owners and
participated neither in management nor in profits. The government
had been corrupt; it had failed to protect the nation; and it had
refused to form an alliance with Soviet Russia, the only country
that could protect it. For Szymon Bukowski the arrival of Com-
munism in Poland had signaled the awakening of a bright new
day, and he had been proud to be a part of that awakening.

At first he had been merely one student in the new university
at Lublin, next a minor member of a Communist study cell, then
its leader, and finally, a recognized spokesman for the new system.
Even when membership in the party had been less than two million
Poles out of a total population of more than thirty million, he had
faith that this small fragment contained the leadership that would
save Poland. This dedicated six percent of the population knew
what the slothful ninety-four percent needed, and was prepared to
provide it.

It was decades before he became even a minor part of the
leadership, but during that time he was perfecting himself as a
Communist, mastering the precepts of Marx and Engels, studying
the steps whereby Lenin and Trotsky achieved power and the
procedures by which Stalin stabilized it. Szymon Bukowski, at
age forty, had been a knowing, devoted Communist and the quality
of his thinking attracted those less well trained. Finally the high
command recognized his ability and promoted him grudgingly
from one level to the next, always testing him, until the day he
was made dictator for housing, which was reasonable, since he
was an architect, and now of agriculture, which was not, because
although he had been reared on a farm and was vaguely familiar
with the basic problems, he had never managed land of his own
or been in control of even the smallest agricultural process, let
alone the complex matters of buymg seed, finding fertilizer, and
then marketing the results.

Aware of his deficiencies, he had protested: ‘I am not com-
p:tent,' but the party officials had growled: ‘Nonsense. A good
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Communist can do anything.’ Polish Communism promoted men
according to their party loyalty, not their demonstrated ability.

But Bukowski made himself an able administrator, and since
the high command had ordered him to placate these farmers and
nip this rural uprising, he intended doing so. ‘You've stated your
concerns forcefully, and I understand them. Indeed, I appreciate
them, and I concede that you have real problems. On your part,
you must concede that I am limited in what adjustments I can
offer at this time. Poland faces many crises. Yours is only one,
although I agree it’s a crucijal one. ..’

He continued in this placatory way until one of the farmers
asked bluntly: ‘What can we expect?’

‘Well," he said, ‘you can certainly expect consumer goods to
start flowing from the rejuvenated factories—’

‘When?’

‘How can I be held to a specific date?’

‘When can we expect spare parts for our Czechoslovakian trac-
tors?’

‘You can be sure the government is looking into that. Most
seriously.’ N

‘When?’

The tension was broken by a delegate from Warsaw, who cried
with almost boyish enthusiasm: ‘Let’s have some of these delicious
sandwiches!’

Tea was poured and little glasses were brought for the brandy,
but Buk reached for the dark currant juice, which he preferred
above all other drinks. However, even as he put his hand out,
Bukowski already had the bottle of sok and was pouring himself
a large glass.

“Your preference too?’ he asked, as he passed the half-empty
bottle across the table.

‘I love this drink,” Buk said. ‘Tastes like the fields. Like the
forest.’

‘Speaking of the forest,” Bukowski said easily. ‘I see it’s visible
from these windows.’

‘It must be,” Buk said carefully. ‘I’ve not been in this room
before. We don’t get into the palace much.’

Without saying so in words, Bukowski intimated that it would
be good if Buk accompanied him to the window that overlooked
the forest. There he indicated with the slightest movement of a
finger that Buk should look past the cluster of stately beech trees
that stood just beyond the village houses.

Since Janko Buk knew well what was in the forest, he looked
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not at it but at Bukowski, who nodded sagaciously. Then Buk
stared into the shadows and saw the sight with which the villagers
were so familiar: the glint of sunlight flashing back from metal.
‘They’re still there,’ he said, and Bukowski replied with consid-
erable firmness: ‘And there they stay, permanently.’

Bukowo was one of three dozen strategically scattered locations
in Poland in which powerful concentrations of Russian tanks were
kept on steady assignment, threatening none of the nearby villages,
menacing none of the cities. They just stayed there, always on
the ready, always waiting for that signal from the east which would
spring them into action, as had happened in 1956 in Hungary and
in 1968 in Czechoslovakia. The soldiers who manned these tanks
were highly disciplined and never appeared on the streets of any
Polish community; there were no soldier-civilian brawls, no ar-
rogant displays. It was as peaceful an occupation as Europe had
ever known, but there the tanks were, immensely powerful objects
equipped with immensely powerful armament. One such tank could
destroy the entire village of Bukowo in ten minutes, riding down
whatever its guns had not pulverized. Fifteen of them could take
defenseless Krakow in a day. But they made no show of their
power to crush. They just waited.

‘They also are a part of our discussion,” Bukowski said, and
Buk replied: ‘I know.’

When the session resumed, Bukowski acted as if he expected
his reminder to Buk to deaden the latter’s outcry against the central
government, but it did not. Buk said in his quiet way: ‘We’re not
fools, Mr. Minister. We know your government is limited in what
it can do. .. well, I mean, in what it can permit.’

‘You’re very wise to keep that limitation in mind, Pan Buk.’

‘We do. We realize that Poland is one part of a much bigger
unit. The great bloc of the socialist republics. And we’re mindful
of our obligation within that bloc. But we’re now talking about
the management of a food program for a great nation of nearly
thirty-six million people. The program is in confusion. Even the
food we do grow is not reaching the people who need it.’

‘We are taking steps—' Bukowski began, but one of the farmers
interrupted: ‘If we say that our baby is taking steps, we suppose
that pretty soon he’s going to walk, and if he’s strong, maybe
even run. We no longer have any confidence that your steps will
ever lead to walking, let alone running.’

‘These readjustments take time,” Bukowski argued, but the
farmers were adamant: ‘You’ve had since 1944. And things have
ggown constantly worse.’
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Now Bukowski grew angry. He wanted to shout at these clods:
“You don’t know what you’re talking about, you simpletons who
have never traveled fifty miles from home. Have you been to
Rumania? Poland is ten times better off. East Germany? Poland
is superior in all respects. Czechoslovakia—where they’re afraid
to breathe? Hungary? Even Yugoslavia? And what about Bulgaria?
Who in his right mind would trade with Bulgaria?’ But as a loyal
Communist he could not denigrate the other bloc countries, so he
listened in bitterness as the farmers argued.

‘I hear Czechoslovakia’s much better off for food than we are,’
one said, but another pointed out: ‘I’'m not so sure about Russia.
Why did they stop their people from visiting in Poland? Because
they didn’t want their citizens to see how much better we ate.’

Now Bukowski had to speak: ‘Poland is a paradise. Everyone
else knows it, and you better not forget.’

At this, the farmers fell silent, for each knew that of all the Iron
Curtain countries, Poland was the one that was relatively free—
no heavy police, no army in the streets, and until recently, no
rationing of food or clothing. Travelers familiar with other coun-
tries within the bloc had liked to play the game ‘If you didn’t live
in Poland, which other socialist country would you prefer?’ Uni-
versally, Bulgaria rested at the bottom; life there was deplorable,
beyond rescue. Rumania stood next to the bottom, then East Ger-
many. Czechoslovakia stood in the middle, a land of great promise
but soft in spirit. Hungary stood very high, partly because it had
braved a massive showdown with the Soviets and survived.

About Yugoslavia the players had to be cautious. One couldn’t
afford to praise it too highly because it wasn’t really a part of the
bloc, and to acknowledge that life there was superior, which it
was, would be disturbing. People didn’t say much about Yugo-
slavia except in whispers: “That’s a gorgeous country.’” They also
used whispers in evaluating Russia: ‘May God preserve me from
being forced to take my vacation there.’

This last judgment was shrewd and accurate; the Poles knew
what they were talking about. Prior to 1980, Russian tourists had
been a familiar sight throughout Poland; they arrived in big buses,
stayed severely together under the rigid discipline of a tour direc-
tor, marveled at the abundance and variety of consumer goods
available, and stood gazing in wonder at the displays of flowers.
They looked very much like peasants from the eastern part of
Paland, good, lively people strong in body, suspicious in mind,
and it was obvious that the free, varied life in Poland surprised

and made them envious. They were rarely allowed 1o talk with
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Poles but they did seem to extend friendship rather than animosity.

Some years back a knowing Pole had summarized it this way:
‘A Russian coming to Poland is like a Pole traveling to West
Germany. He can’t understand the freedom and the surplus of food
and consumer goods.’ And that was what the silent farmers were
thinking about as they compared their Poland with the other na-
tions.

‘Our problem,” Bukowski said at last, ‘is to preserve the great
good things we have in Poland. And keep our independence.’

One of the farmers burst out laughing. ‘It’s crazy to talk about
our independence when we’re free to make no important deci-
sions.”

This was moving close to forbidden comment, and Bukowski
was about to reprimand the farmer when another remarked: ‘You
think we have trouble in Poland. You ought to spend a winter in
Bulgaria!” At this, even Bukowski had to stifle a chuckle.

The recital of grievances continued, and Bukowski felt that it
was healthy to allow these rural people who had never before met
with a high official to present their complaints before getting down
to the real negotiating, and this was not a new tactic devised for
this occasion. Discussion had generally remained free and open
in Poland, which had never imposed a censorship as rigid as
Russia’s. Poles tended to say what they thought, and it was only
during the first harsh years of Russian domination that they had
suffered for doing so. It was not like Czechoslovakia or, God
forbid, Bulgaria, where the citizens were terrified and muted.

At the lunch break everyone, even old-hand Bukowski, was
startled by the large number of reporters delivered to this little
village by the press bus. They had come to report on the talks:
London, Paris, Berlin, Rome, Tokyo, Washington and Moscow
being represented. Television crews came from most of the nations
and double teams from Japan and America. Bukowski, looking
toward the Forest of Szczek, saw that the Russian tanks had drawn
back, and he was relieved.

Buk spoke no foreign language, but Bukowski could handle
German and English, so he stepped forward to offer a résumé of
what had been happening, but this did not satisfy the reporters:
‘We want to hear from the little guy. It’s his fight.’

Interpreters from among the government people volunteered,
but reporters from Paris and Berlin spoke Polish, and they wanted
to interrogate Janko Buk directly, so the interpreters were used
only to translate Buk'’s answers to the others, and it became ob-
vious that the newspeople were going to report this meeting as a
18



battle between Buk and Bukowski. BUK VERSUS BUKOWSKI, The
New York Times would proclaim, and the reporters were right.
This was David going up against Goliath.

Buk, who had never before been publicly interviewed even by
Polish reporters, showed remarkable self-confidence and restraint
in giving his answers. He did not assume the posture of one who
had told the government what it must do.

‘Could we say,’ the Paris man asked, ‘that you explored dif-
ferences?’

*That would be accurate,” Buk said.

‘And what were those differences?’ a young woman from Berlin
asked.

‘The problems that you can see all about you,' Buk replied.

‘Centering on food?’ one of the Japanese television people asked.

‘We’re farmers. Always we center on food.’

‘And about other shortages?’ the Berlin woman pressed.

Buk smiled at her, the gap between his teeth showing attrac-
tively. ‘We men worry about food. Our wives, they worry about
shortages in the stores.” When this brought chuckles, he added:
‘But at night we hear about the store shortages too.’

Now the Americans began to bore in: ‘Is it true, Mr. Buk, that
you and Minister Bukowski come from this same little village?”

Buk deferred to Bukowski, who said: ‘We do.’

But again the reporters wanted to keep the focus on Buk, so
they asked him: ‘Would it be correct to say he’s your cousin?’

Buk looked up at the much taller Bukowski and smiled again.
‘I never saw this man before today. But I've heard about him all
my life. He would be more like my uncle.’

‘Does he lecture you like Big Uncle?’ This was too difficult for
the interpreters to handle, not linguistically, for one of them knew
the locution well, but no one wished to introduce any word or
idea that might represent Russia. The illusion must be maintained
that this was a purely Polish debate with no intrusion being made
by the Soviet Union.

“What is the exact relationship between you two?’ the American
asked, and again Buk deferred to Bukowski.

‘My grandmother,” Bukowski said very carefully, ‘was Pan
Buk's great-grandmother, so he was correct. I am of the generation
that would be his uncle.” He paused, then left the steps of the
palace where the television people had asked them to stand, and
walked to a spot from which he could point toward the village.
He was not engaged in a game and he wished to bring the interview

back to a proper level of sobriety. ‘The woman we’re speaking
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of was hanged over there in 1939 for grinding her own wheat.
My mother, that would be Pan Buk’s great-aunt sort of, she was
shot against that wall, a few days earlier.’

‘For what?’ the woman from Paris asked in Polish.

‘Because she was here when the Nazis arrived,’ he replied in
English.

That ended that line of interrogation. Now a man from Berlin
well versed in economics asked: ‘What solutions do you see to
the food shortage, Herr Buk?’ and Buk said with great caution:
‘One, to grow any food at all, we face a grave shortage of fertilizer
and spare parts. Two, if we want to increase production, we must
have more of everything. Three, to distribute even what we do
have, we must change present patterns.’

This was a bold, sharp answer, and- pencils scribbled rapidly.
Both the Japanese and American television men asked if Buk
would repeat his three points for their cameras and he said yes,
but before doing so he asked that Bukowski appear with him:
‘Because we're not fighting, you know. We’re talking.’

So the two Poles with such similar backgrounds and such con-
trasting positions stood side by side to face the cameras, and after
Buk had repeated what he had just said, Bukowski smiled thinly
and added his comment: ‘We're exploring every avenue to relax
the present crisis.’

‘Even a farmers’ union?’ the Berlin man shouted, and the two
Poles merely smiled.

But in their afternoon session both sides began cautiously to
explore exactly that question, and Bukowski tried to stamp out

. the first tentative proposals: ‘Unions have always been for workers
in cities. You can't find a major nation in the world which amounts
to anything that allows agricultural unions.’

‘Maybe it’s time,’ Buk said, and the debate was joined.

Bukowski had been warmned by his superiors in Warsaw, who

_had been wamed by rheir superiors in Moscow: ‘You can make
almost any reasonable concession you wish. Prices, schedules,
priorities, spare parts, lower rates for agricultural gasoline . . . But
under no circumstance should you even discuss a farmers’ union.
That would imperil the state.’

‘A rural union,’ he said with attempted finality, ‘would be
untidy. Difficult to administer. Open to ail sorts of fraud. It simply
isn’t needed.’

‘But when all us farmers face the same problems, we’re going
to take the same action whether we have a union or not.’

‘That’s the socialist way,” Bukowski said eagerly, ‘without a
union.’
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‘But if we did have a union, our responses would be more
sensible, more productive.’

“You would gain nothing by a union,’ Bukowski said with near-
contempt.

A Warsaw official who had not yet spoken now did so: ‘What
you would gain, Buk, would be the power to control this nation’s
food supply, and that cannot be tolerated.’

Buk sat with hands folded in front of him on the table. Leaning
forward until his chest almost touched his hands, he said: ‘We
will control the food supply whether we have a union or not. You
can never make us sow and reap at the rate we did when we were
free to find our own markets. You know that’s why Russia is
starving. With all the power they command, they can’t get their
farmers to produce two-thirds of what they produced in the old
days. And we Poles in 1981 aren’t producing two-thirds of what
our grandfathers produced, either. And if you allow things to get
worse, the food supply will get worse.” Leaving his hands folded
resolutely on the table, as if they represented his answer, he leaned
back.

The fierce confrontation continued all that afternoon, farmers
with their backs to the wall defending themseives against a
bureaucracy with its back to several walls. But gradually certain
definitions did emerge: the government would not allow a union;
the farmers demanded one with powers equal to those obtained
by factory workers. On that there was a stalemate. But certain
concessions were agreed to: the government would make a con-
centrated drive to find spare parts; the farmers promised not to
diminish any further their norinal schedules of planting and hus-
bandry.

And then Janko Buk dropped his bombshell. When it had been
agreed that he and Bukowski would go before the cameras again
and stress the agreements, not the differenoes. Bukowski said:
‘We’ll resume our discussions tomorrow,’ and Buk said: ‘We
would like to involve the Bishop of Gorka.’

Bukowski stopped dead. His head jerked back and he stared at
the farmers. ‘Yes,’ they agreed. ‘We'd like to have the Bishop
of Gorka take part.’

‘He has no concern in this!” Bukowski exploded. ‘This is an
economic problem. This is food and money and oil and machin-
ery.’
‘It’s the welfare of Poland,” Buk said stubbomnly. ‘And the
church is a third part of Poland. We want the bishop here.’

The appearance before the television cameras had to be delayed

while Bukowski went to the telephone to consult with Warsaw:
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‘We had everything going smoothly when the clever little bastard
threw a hand grenade at us. He wants to involve the Catholic
church.’ _

There was a loud rumble in the phone, to which he replied:
‘That’s exactly what I told him. But he still wants to bring in the
bishop.’

This simple proposal apparently caused as much turmoil in War-
saw as it had in Bukowo, for during five minutes Bukowski did
nothing but listen. Then he said meekly: ‘I think your suggestion
is very wise. Yes, yes. Four weeks. Yes.’

When he left the phone he reassembled both parties and an-
nounced grimly: ‘The talks will be recessed for four weeks."
Everyone wanted to know why, but he stonewalled: ‘I'll announce
it to the press. We’ll resume here in four weeks.” And when he
went before the cameras this time he did not ask Buk to stand
beside him. In cold, crisp, bureaucratic tones he delivered an
ultimatum: ‘Our talks have progressed amiably, but both sides feel
the need for further study. We’ll resume in four weeks.” He would
say no more and permitted Buk to add nothing, so the world press
was free to interpret the impasse as it wished. No reporter came
even close to guessing the reason for the break.

Long after the lumbering press bus had started back t6 Warsaw
and the private cars of the lesser Communists had followed, Szy-
mon Bukowski quietly accompanied Janko Buk to the latter’s
cottage, where he knew he would meet Buk’s young wife and an
older woman he had known with passionate intensity forty years
earlier, not in the way of love-making but in the brutal warfare
of life and death. In the early winter of 1941 he had come to this
cottage, to this woman and her husband, pleading for help.

Whem Buk pushed open the door, indicating that Bukowski
should enter, he noticed that the. commissar was trembling, but
then his wife saw them and hurried forward to greet their visitor
and he took her hand. Buk'’s mother stayed behind, hands folded
across her apron, standing very still and erect, for she, too, was
remembering those distant fateful nights.

Then Bukowski saw her, and he left the younger Buks to stride
across the kitchen he had once known so well, and he saw that
clean hard face with the dreadful welt from left eye to chin, and
ke held out his hands, grasped hers and drew her toward him in
a long embrace.
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‘It is many years since you stood in this kitchen at midnight,’
she said. Then, pulling away, she looked at him admiringly. ‘You've
done wonderful things with your life, Mr. Minister.’

‘The name is Szymon,’ he said. ‘The name was always Szy-
mon.’

“You were just a boy when I first knew you,’ she said.

‘Think of it,” he said to the younger Buks as he took a chair at
the kitchen table. ‘At seventeen I was in that forest. . . head of a
commando . . . had already killed my first Nazi. . .the one who
had hanged my grandmother.’

He liked what he saw of young Pani Buk: Kazimiera was of
that stalwart breed which had always kept the farms of Poland,
Lithuania, Ukraine and Russia functioning. She was prepared to
serve as wife, mother, cook, seamstress, ox when the plow had
to be pulled, and always as the sharp verbal critic. It was to her
that he now spoke, as if acknowledging that inside the cottage she
was Tnistress.

‘Pani, when I left Warsaw at dawn this moming the women in
my building asked me—'

‘I know,’ she said abruptly. ‘They hoped you could bring home
some meat.’

‘And vegetables.” Quickly he added: ‘I have the zlotys, you
know.’ ’

Buk’s mother broke in: ‘Zlotys are of no use any more. We
can’t buy anything with them.’

‘But I'd leave them anyway. To demonstrate my good will.’

‘Good will we know you have. I knew your mother, | knew
your grandmother. And women like that do not produce poor
sons.’

They talked for a while of the old days, and tough Biruta began
to weep when she recalled that special night when Bukowski had
come to this cottage to talk her and her husband into joining his
underground unit, then operating out of the Forest of Szczek.
‘They were heroic days,’ she said.

‘These are heroic days, Biruta.’

‘How have you managed to mess up this country so abomina-
bly?’

‘We're not free in Warsaw, you know.’ And that was all he
would concede. ‘You will let me have some food?’

‘Of course. You came here before, beggmg for food, and we
gave it then, didn't we?"

‘What can I give you in return?’

‘Not zlotys. Szymon, zlotys are no longer worth a damn. B;;



we would like some books about farming . . . for Janko and our
young ones.’

‘Books you shall have,” he said. Then he left the cottage and
whistled for the driver to bring the government car closer so that
its trunk could be packed with items of food no longer obtainable
in Warsaw.
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From the East

Lna.n. 1204, Genghis Khan, scourge of Asia, reached a straight-
forward decision. For a score of years he had been trying to
discipline the Tatars, that small difficult group of horsemen who
lived at the edge of the desert, and sallied forth at unpredictable
intervals to upset the Great Khan's plans. Most often they raided
grazing lands occupied by the enemies of Genghis, but when such
meadows provided unattractive targets, they were just as willing
to raid his Mongolia.

Small in number, they were also small in size; even their ponies
were smaller than those of the Mongols, but they were an unruly
lot, and what they won in rigorous battle they often lost in riotous
celebration. They liked to come cascading into an area like the
floods of a spring freshet bursting down from snow-capped moun-
tains, sweep everything before them, kill every shepherd or horse-
man encountered, and drag back to slavery the women and children.
They were a devastating force, and when Genghis first encountered
them he had said: ‘These can be the greatest of the lot.’

And they would have been had they submitted themselves to
his leadership. He was, in these early years of the thirteenth cen-
tury, incomparably the greatest general in Asia and probably in
the world. He was a cruel genius whose simple rule was: ‘Leave
no conquered leader behind who might rally his horsemen.” When
he subdued an area he killed off all leaders, distributed survivors
over vast and differing districts, then galloped off with his booty
to the next challenge. Like the Tatars, he destroyed existing orders;
unlike them, he established new systems which would endure for
centuries.



He had begun by subduing and disseminating all the enemy
tribes in Mongolia. He faced little capable opposition when he
rampaged through northern China, and by the year 1199 he was
supreme in an area reaching from the Pacific Ocean to the Ural
Mountains, and then he ran into the Tatars.

The first time he encountered their fierce little horsemen he
defeated them, but in the last moments of battle, when they were
thoroughly beaten, they somehow slipped away. In the second big
battle he thrashed them outrageously, but in the end they managed
to regroup. Realizing that he was up against something special, a
desert breed that could not be controlled, he sought to make allies
of them, and in a series of wild, triumphant battles the Mongol-
Tatar forces raged westward to Turkey, slaying, buming, laying
waste even the deserts.

But Genghis could never rely upon his Tatars, for at the moment
of victory they were likely to go thundering off to sack a city that
did not pertain to the major goal, causing the Great Khan to lose
an objective which he understood but which they did not. He
talked with them, cajoled them, promised them rewards greater
than those offered any of his other allies, and in the end they
turned against him, not once but three times. The Tatars of central
Asia were a force that not even Genghis Khan could hammer into
civilized form.

In 1204 he made up his mind. Summoning all the known Tatars
in the world to a convocation west of the Gobi and north of the
Himalayas, he ordered a line of desert carts to be brought forward
and his warriors to apply a simple test: ‘Any Tatar who stands
higher than the axle of that cart is to be slain.’

Rigorously the rule was applied. Men, women, girls, lads were
stood against the carts, and if the crowns of their heads inched
above the hub, they were slaughtered. A few recalcitrants might
have remained hidden in gullies and so escaped, but most of the
adult Tatars were eliminated, never again to challenge Genghis in
battle or disappoint him in peace.

Among the little ones who witnessed the slaughter and survived
was a dwarfish fellow named Vuldai, whose age, had it been
revealed, would have automatically caused him to be slain but
whose shortened stature kept him below the hub, and the reedu-
cation which the Mongols forced upon the Tatar children caused
great bitterness in his savage heart. ‘There never was a Tatar
kingdom," the teachers said. ‘The Tatars never existed. You are
Mongols subservient to the Great Khan. You will fight the way
he teaches you and only when he commands, and after the battles
are over, you will behave the way he decides.’
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Vuldai and the other little ones were taught new words, new
gods, new systems, and in fifteen years the boys became the
foremost horsemen in Asia, the girls the ablest women of the
steppes. They did learn the new rules; they did obey the precepts
of Genghis; and when he tummed these young battalions loose they
accomplished immense conquests. They were the light cavalry of
the Mongol horde, men and women unafraid to dash forward on
their small horses, carrying only some strips of dried meat and a
handful of dried beans to sustain their charge for fifteen or twenty
days without retumning to camp.

Vuldai and his men did not encumber themselves with the heavy
machines of war which Genghis had leamed to use so effectively
in the siege and subjugation of cities: the mangonels, the movable
towers, the flamethrowers and the heavy gear for digging tunnels
under fortifications. The Tatars rejected even the arbalests which
sped arrows so piercingly; their galloping horsemen were content
with spear and saber and short dagger, and with them they were
well-nigh irresistible.

There was one new device which Vuldai did appreciate; it came,
some said, from China; others claimed, from Turkey; but regard-
less of derivation, it was most effective when fifteen hundred
Tatars had to defeat seven thousand enemy. It consisted of small
kegs of black powder—not gunpowder—which emitted a sick-
ening, poisonous gas that could be ignited only when the wind
was so directed that it camried the fumes into the faces of the
enemy. It did not kill, but it did ruin battle plans, for while the
confused infantry were gasping and vomiting, Vuldai's cavalry
chopped the flanks to pieces, turning the battle into a rout.

When Genghis died in 1227 his restructured Tatars were the
most formidable fighting force in the world, subsisting on ailmost
nothing, capable of sweeping forward forty or fifty miles a day,
conquering all that intervened, yet rigorously trained in subordi-
nating their wild forays to the general plan of battle. They were
never, under the Khan'’s specific orders, used at the center of any
attack, only on the flanks, and by habit they customarily found
themselves on the right flank, which meant that since most of the
Mongol advances were from east to west, the Tatars instinctively
drove toward the northwest.

When Genghis was buried, with sheepskins draped over the
drums to muffle their mournful beat, his vast empire, continental
in size, passed to his lecherous, wine-bibbing, incompetent son
Ogodei, forty-two years old, who had the good luck to find in his
nephew Batu Khan, grandson of Genghis, a military leader of
some ability. Ogodei had wild, drunken visions, Batu the ability
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to realize them, and in the year 1239 these two leamed from
travelers who came east from Europe and from spies sent west by
the Mongols that the entire continent of Europe, even down to
Italy, was ripe for another of those vast explosions which from
time to time had come out of Asia.

Ogodei outlined the strategy: ‘We will attack on two massive
flanks. You and I, Batu, will smash into Hungary, which is un-
defended if we can believe what they tell us. We'll send the Tatars
north to smash Poland. Qur two arms will meet in Bohemia, then
on to the other ocean.’ Plans no more subtle than this had suc-
ceeded eight centuries earlier when Goths and Vandals surged all
the way to Rome, and the Mongols were convinced that with their
superior horsemanship and tactics, they would succeed again.

The Tatar contingent, on its customary dash to the northwest,
would be required to cover enormous distances: campsite to the
Caspian Sea a thousand miles, then another thousand crossing the
Volga and the Don rivers to that formidable spot where much
trouble was to be expected, the fortified city of Kiev on the Dnie-
per. If Kiev could be subdued—say, seven months of heavy as-
sault—the Tatars would be free to gallop another four hundred
miles to Lwow, Lublin and Sandomierz in Poland itself.

Then they would have before themn a prize which would justify
the manifold dangers of their wild invasion: Golden Krakow would
stand awaiting them, with the most beautiful women in Europe to
be ravaged, the richest churches to be looted and the finest shops
to be emptied and then bumed. Krakow was a magnet powerful
enough to draw invaders more than two thousand miles, and Vul-
dai’s dark eyes glowed when he visualized it.

At the final planning sessions the leaders of the Mongo! horde
which would invade Hungary informed two Tatar generals, the
brothers Pajdar and Kajdu, that they were to command the thryst
into Poland, and the young men bowed. ‘God of the Great Dis-
tances,’ the Tatars shouted as they mounted their horses, ‘lead us
to victory!' And in a clatter of lances and a swirl of dust they
were off to the far adventure. '

The Tatars organized their troops on a basis of tens: a unit of
horsemen under a lieutenant, a company of a hundred under a
captain, a battalion of a thousand under a colonel, and a tumen
of ten thousand under a brigadier. As generals, each of the two
young brothers commanded three tumen, that is, thirty thousand
horsemen each, or sixty thousand in all, but not all were battle-
ready troops, for an immense train followed the Tatar fighters.
'{gere were foragers, and horse-tenders, and women to make camp



when the warriors regrouped, and children who begged to come
along, and spare horses. Not one Tatar in the vast assemblage
was on foot. This was, unquestionably, the most mobile force in
the world, and one of the most temmifying.

The warriors carried no armor or protection for their horses;
defense depended upon evasion and speed. The Tatars appeared
to be only an attacking force, but they knew every trick so far
devised for protecting themselves and their horses. They liked to
divide their force into three segments: the first would attack single
file and run into obvious difficulty; in retreat, it would encourage
the victorious enemy to thin itself out in swift pursuit, whereupon
a hidden second unit would crash in upon the flanks; and when
the confusion was at a peak, the third force would dash in to
annihilate. The Tatars took few male prisoners.

The two major wings of this assault, the southem Mongols
toward Hungary and the northern Tatars toward Poland, achieved
larger successes than they had anticipated, so that by the end of
1240 the southermn prong was in position to attack the Carpathian
Mountains guarding Hungary while the northem closed in upon
Kiev, the well-defended fortress city that blocked the approaches
to Poland. It seemed to the messengers who moved back and forth
between the far-separated arms that the invasion had reached its
halting spot and that a year or two might be required for regroupmg
and a careful assault upon formidable barriers.

‘But there is real hope,’ reported the leaders of the Tatar di-
visions, ‘that if we can subdue Kiev within the year, we can gallop
into Poland next year and into the heartlands of Europe the year
after.” Batu Khan, reporting from the borders of Hungary, assured
the Tatars that his troops would match that schedule or even im-
prove upon it.

So the attack on Great Kiev, as it was called, began. On a
November day the Tatar horde assembled on the left bank of the
Dnieper, some ten miles distant from the city, and spies sent out
from Kiev reported back: ‘They resemble no army we have ever
seen before. No armor, no machines, no panoply. Just rather small
men on rather small horses.’

It was cold when the Tatars started to move forward, sixty
thousand wiry, eager horsemen coming like a firestorm out of the
steppes. They wore thick jackets and had drooping mustaches.
They carried lances and daggers. Each man had a small pouch
tied to his saddle containing enough thin strips of dried meat to
keep him alive for twenty days, but in some ways the most pow-
erful weapon the Tatars carried with them as they rode was a
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hunger for the spoils they were about to gamer and a lust for the
women they would soon embrace.

The attack on Kiev tumed out to be one of the miracles of
contemporary warfare: the Tatars approached at an easy canter,
then spurred their horses and simply rode over the defenders. On
and on came the terrible horsemen, not shouting or screaming to
cause terror, but in irresistible force, shaggy aliens from the heart-
land of Asia exploding into the mainland of Europe.

The two young generals, Pajdar on the left, Kajdu on the right,
led the wild gallop into the city, encouraging the thundering ranks
that followed, and before dusk the looting and the screaming
began. A city that had considered itself impregnable had collapsed
in one day.

The destruction of Kiev was pitiful to see. Noble churches were
burned. Streets were corrupted with hundreds of corpses. Any
house that looked as if it might contain a single item of unusual
value was gutted. And for three days the raping was incessant,
and public, and frequently terminated by a score of stabbings with
the dagger. Kiev was desolated, leaving the Tatars free to attack
Poland a full year ahead of schedule. From the Carpathians, Batu
Khan reported a similar unexpected success, and now the mes-
sengers between the two groups carried the exultant word that
Europe lay defenseless.

In the last cold days of 1240 the Tatars, emboldened by their easy
conguest of Kiev, embarked upon an enterprise of great daring.
Said Pajdar: ‘Let us assemble those warriors with the swiftest
horses and the fiercest manner and send them forward to invade
as quickly as possible. Speed, speed.’

When his wiry little assistant Vuldai asked: ‘How will the slower
horsemen with our supplies catch up?’ the daring general replied:
‘They’ll not leave Kiev. They stay here to rebuild the city the way
we want it. We gallop on ahead without supplies. Then our men
will have to fight, or starve. Every farm we sweep past will give
us its pigs and chickens.’

‘And the loot?’

‘Whatever our men can carry.’

‘And slaves?

‘At four stopping points we'll collect all our captives and send
them back to Kiev. But we forge ahead.’

The light in Vuldai's eyes as he visualized the endless assault,
the unlimited booty, so pleased Pajdar that he said: ‘You shall
lead the southern horsemen. Not many, but very swift. To draw
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attention while Kajdu and I take the greater mass through the
north. We meet at Krakow, then on through what they call the
German states.’

‘My men must start to dry their beef,” Vuldai said in proud
acknowledgment of his new command, and for six weeks the
Tatars took all the beef they could command from the conquered
peasants and cut it into strips, which they dried in what sun there
was and in the harsh blowing wind. They made little balls of hard
cheese from whatever milk they found—cow’s, mare’s, goat’s,
ewe’s—and by mixing a handful of parched wheat or barley they
made a durable, nourishing kind of food which only men with
good teeth could manage.

They were particularly careful to salt whatever foodstuffs they
dried, knowing that this delectable addition not only helped pre-
serve the food for long periods but also added to its utility when
a piece the size of a thumb might have to suffice for three days
in the saddle. ‘A little salt,” Vuldai told his men, ‘is better than
a banquet.’

By the middle of December the two arms of the assault on
Poland were ready, with rude maps showing each the recom-
mended route. Pajdar’s men would sweep north through Zhitomir,
Chelm and Lublin, crossing the Vistula near Sandomierz; Vuldai's
would ravage the lands to the south: Berdichev, Lwow, and Przem-
ysl, negotiating the Vistula well below Sandomierz. They would
meet before the gates of Golden Krakow, and when it fell, the
men would be awarded seven days for looting and raping.

It was a bold plan, and they knew that if at any point either the
Ruthenians (later to be known as Ukrainians) or the Poles managed
to mount an effective resistance, their Tatar cavaliry, lacking any
organized supply, would have to retreat; but if they could gallop
from one farm village to the next, bypassing any troublesome
cities, they had a fighting chance for success. Speed, savagery,
foraging, plunder, the capture of slaves to be marched eastward,
that was the daring strategy, and of all the fighting forces then
operating throughout the world, the Tatar horsemen formed the
one most likely to execute it properly.

It was agreed that Vuldai would start his diversionary sweep to
the south seven days ahead of the major force in order to attract
the attention of spies. Now, as he rested sideways in his saddle,
left leg hanging free, Vuldai was five feet one inch tall and weighed
one hundred and eighteen pounds. His hair was close-cropped
sides and back; his mustaches were big and drooping. He dressed
himself in thick feited trousers, linen shirt and kaftan made from
animal skins, and wore a conical fur cap. Tied to his saddle waais



a kind of thin cape that would be used to fend off rain or snow
during storms and the cold when he slept on the bare earth. He
carried four weapons, four pounds of dried food, no change of
clothing, no medicines, no replenishments of any kind, yet he
proposed to ride his horse, and others he would steal along the
way, eight hundred miles through nations which should have been
prepared to repulse him easily, except for two things: he moved
with speed that bedazzled the enemy, and he was prepared to slay
anything that threatened to impede him even momentarily. He and
his men represented one of the most terrible forces ever let loose
upon a civilized world, and he was prepared to devastate that
world.

‘We go!” he shouted one frosty moming, and his little horsemen
headed west. .

It was eighty miles from Kiev to Berdichev, and the galloping
force covered this distance in two days, but they did not attack
the well-fortified city; they swept around it, destroying every out-
lying settlement and accumulating stores which would carry them
safely the two hundred-odd miles to Lwow, where they employed
the same tactics.

Their strategy was seen at its best when they approached a small
settlement called Polz, a farm village containing some sixty cot-
tages, with an equivalent number of barns and lesser buildings.
Two hundred and eighty people lived in or near Polz, clustered
about the small, rude castle occupied by the younger son of the
magnate who owned sixty other villages of similar size.

When the Tatars’ six thousand hungry, excitable horsemen spot-
ted Polz lying ahead, Vuldai ordered his men to ride forward at
a slow trot so that their dust could be plainly seen in the village,
warning the occupants of what faced them. He then dispatched
three horsemen to ride ahead, asking that the villagers surrender
all their goods immediately, but when the latter employed delaying
tactics, hoping to salvage at least some of their possessions, the
three Tatars grew angry and flashed a signal, whereupon the six
thousand spurred their horses and came thundering down full force
upon the village.

Everything was destroyed. All bams were burned, all houses
leveled. Not a living animal escaped, not a pig, not one fowl.
During the first mad rush all visible men were slain, some chopped
down with swords, most run through with lances. A good many
women died too, cut to pieces in the mad onslaught, but when
the fury subsided the younger women and the girls were saved
for two nights of sporting, then shipped eastward into slavery at
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what was now the Tatar capital of Kiev. About twenty younger
men were saved to service the Tatar horses, but when this job was
completed, they were killed one by one, until none was left. A
few strong boys were preserved for playful and repulsive games,
then marched eastward to join the slaves. And at the conclusion
of the two days, there was only death and devastation where Polz
and its two hundred eighty citizens had once existed.

But Vuldai and his men had acquired enough food and new
horses to sustain them for their gallop to the next village, which
would be treated in similar fashion. Cities, because of their walls,
escaped these horsemen; no village did.

By 10 January 1241, less than three weeks after having departed
from Kiev, Vuldai’s men completed their dash across the steppes
and realized that their first target, the Vistula River, lay less than
a day’s ride ahead, with their second target, Golden Krakow, only
a short distance beyond. But crossing the river might prove dif-
ficult, so Vuldai reined in his rampaging horsemen and sent out
two groups of scouts, one to the north to ascertain how Pajdar’s
army was doing, the other straight ahead to reconnoiter approaches
to the river.

The latter moved cautiously, capturing a family of peasants,
who informed them that directly ahead lay the huge Forest of
Szczek whose far end opened directly on the river, and when the
scouts had ridden some miles into the forest and seen the giant
beech trees and the oaks, they realized that this would be a splendid
hiding area in which to assemble the horsemen. From here the
avalanche would be launched to destroy any settlements guarding
the river, throwing it open to an easy passage.

Two scouts penetrated the entire depth of the forest, standing
finally in a grove of large beech trees from which they could scout
the specific obstacles they would face when the time came to cross
the Vistula, and they reported back to Vuldai: ‘A village like the
others. Roofs easy to bumm. A small castle, wood and stone of no
consequence. Easy to bum. To the south, along the bank of the
river, a larger castle of stone which can be invested. Wipe these
out, and we have a safe passage to the other side of the river,
with enough time to build any boats we might need.’

So on the morning of 11 January 1241, a date recorded with
awe in the chronicles, the six thousand mounted troops of the
Tatar leader Vuldai eased themselves quietly into the eastern limits
of the Forest of Szczek and started cautiously infiltrating toward
the western edge, where the little settlement waited.

* ko
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One unauthorized person witnessed this passage of the Tatars
through the forest. From the village a boy of twelve named Jan
was working in the woods gathering fallen branches for his father,
also named Jan, but with the additional designation The Woods-
man, and he had wandered far to a place which had always en-
chanted him: a grassy glade hidden among the tall trees which his
father tended for the knight who owned them. The area was sur-
prisingly large, a pleasing gap in the forest where birds came and
deer and sometimes one of the bears who lived nearby.

Young Jan liked to visit here and rest from his labors, lying on
the grass and staring at the open sky, and on this day he was in
this position when he heard a clinking sound to the east, and it
occurred to him that once again the devil was rattling his chains
in the forest to which he had given a name. But when the sound
grew closer, appearing to be not devilish but human, he prudently
slipped away from the glade and hid himself among the trees.

What he saw astounded him, for out of the trees to the east
came two men on horseback, and they were certainly not Poles,
for they were dressed in costumes he had not seen before, and
their skins were dark, their mustaches long and their eyes cocked
curiously. That they were some kind of military men seemed
evident from the swords and daggers in their belts, but they rode
easily, letting the reins hang slack, and they spoke in low voices
as they passed, using words he could not understand.-

One thing.was clear: they were men ready to strike at anything
that surprised them, and when they were gone Jan moved farther
back into the shadows lest others follow.

Now solitary horsemen entered the area, always from the east,
and they were fascinating to see: small, heavily clothed, darting
eyes, each man looking as if he were an inseparable part of his
mount. The lone rider would pause, encourage his horse to browse
on the good grass, then pass quietly on, leaving the area silent.

But then four or five of the strangers would arrive in unison,
and they, too, would graze their horses and talk quietly, then
vanish mysteriously into the farther trees.

Now eleven of the little men came through on a determined trot
and they did not stop, but six or seven others who filtered through
actually dismounted, and Jan saw that they had captured a Polish
woodsman who sometimes worked with his father. They threw
him to the ground and shouted strange words at him, as if asking
questions, and when the woodsman could not reply, they pierced
him many times with their daggers, remounted and rode on.
34It was then that Jan, staring at the inert body and hearing echoes



of the unfamiliar words, realized that these intruders must be the
dreaded strangers from the steppes: Mongols! They’ve come to
destroy us all!

He wanted to run westward to his village, but before he could
move, large groups of the horsemen passed through the glade,
each man reacting in his special way; one dismounted and walked
directly toward where Jan was hiding, but at the edge of the glade
he stopped to inspect the strange trees whose like he had not seen
before. Then he urinated and returned to his horse. But no rider
bothered with the dead man in the middle of the glade, for they
were accustomed to the death of strangers.

By nightfall more than a thousand warriors had passed close to
Jan, and when the stars came out he knew that it was his duty to
go quickly and alert his village, but it seemed that all around him
the Mongols were camping, and he could move only with extreme
caution lest they hear him. Avoiding the trails he customarily
followed, he took a long detour, checking with the stars whenever
they twinkled through the treetops, and as the night deepened he
heard, no matter where he crept, the sound of clinking, waming
him that on this night the devil was truly in the forest.

The little settlement which the Tatars were proposing to destroy
and which the boy Jan was trying to save was dominated by three
Polish families. In Castle Gorka, a shabby stone affair guarding
the Vistula, lived a red-haired knight of medium means whose
name, Krzysztof, would in western nations have been Christopher,
and with the same exalted meaning: Christo-phoros, the Christ-
bearer, a man of good will dedicated to the service of Our Savior.
The ancestors of the present Krzysztof had been placed in this
particular castle by the duke himself to serve as frontier guards
protecting the eastern advances to the ducal city of Krakow, and
through the decades the various knights had served well. [literate,
and married to the daughters of illiterates, they had occupied their
meager castle with only the barest amenities: no forks to eat with,
one plate for all things cooked, glass in only a few windows, thin
draperies supposed to kill the dampness of the walls, only a few
smoking oil lamps to brighten the long nights, heavy old-style
armor and not the light new chain, swords of only moderate length
and strength, and worst of all, four horses only and not the min-

imum of thirty which marked an important knight.
But Krzysztof and his ancestors did have three attributes that
clothed them in virtue: they loved Jesus and sought to bring his
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realm into being in Poland; they were brave; and they were loyal
to the duke whose preference had lifted their family from the
ordinary dregs into knighthood. When Christianity first edged its
way tenuously into Poland before the years were counted in thou-
sands, Krzysztof’s family had been one of the first to comprehend
what the flowing vision of a new world meant, and in subsequent
years they had volunteered to fight on behalf of bishops, they had
helped build churches and monasteries, and they had supported
all the good works of the church. They were Christian in the great
good sense of this word and were prepared to live, or fight, or
die for their faith.

Their castle, a rough affair built in the year 1060, bespoke no
power, for the owners did not control vast lands; they owned some
five thousand acres, mostly wooded, and seven rather small vil-
lages, but that was all. The fields and the villages had been given
to the family in reward for services to the duke, and it was assumed
that if the present Krzysztof of Gorka behaved with any distinction,
these domains could be enlarged.

The castle stood on a piece of high land that had always borme
the name Gorka, and by tradition it was referred to as Castle
Gorka, which meant that the owner was known widely as Krzysz-
tof of Gorka, and in the heat of battle, simply as Gorka or Red
Head. In the entire settlement, including knights, gentry and peas-
ants, no one carried a last name and no one felt the need of any.

The smaller castle to the north was much older than the one in
which the knight lived; records show that it had been in existence
as early as A.D. 914, a stubby, tough little affair intended to provide
a hiding place for defenders of the river in which they could resist
alien sieges until help came from Krakow, and it had served this
purpose well. True, it had been bumed and nearly destroyed some
six or seven times, but it had been a deterrent, so that even if its
occupants did perish, they died knowing that they had held up the
invaders for precious weeks or even months until defensive forces
could gather on the far side of the river. It was a small castle with
a giant reputation.

It was now occupied by a family that stood in the same rela-
tionship to Krzysztof in the big castle as he did to the duke in
Krakow. Zygmunt was a liege of the knight’s, by no means a
servant but, rather, a man of historic lineage who happened to
own almost nothing: he had no land, no villages, no peasants, and
worst of all, he had only one horse. He was obliged to report for
military duty whenever the knight summoned him, but he was
re6cognized throughout the region as a full-fledged member of the
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gentry, a man of some distinction whose ancestors had boasted
of the same restricted honor.

What he lacked in goods he compensated for with a quality
which he exemplified: he was proud, proud of his family, proud
of his courage in battle, proud of his piety, proud of his willingness
to defend Jesus Christ. A rather stupid man, he walked through
the world as if he were a porcupine ready to throw his barbed
quills at anyone who even smiled askance; indeed, he was known
mockingly to his associates as Jezyk, the hedgehog, the porcupine.
Having little but his sense of honor, he wore it like a suit of armor.

The village to which his castle was attached had been known
for as long as men could remember as Bukowo, the place of the
beech trees, so his official title was Zygmunt of Bukowo, and
with his one poor horse he did function as a kind of knight, but
a2 most impoverished one, landless and with little prospect of
advancement.

In the village itself, which he and his castle were supposed to
protect, three hundred and forty peasants lived in little hovels with
carthen floors, no windows, no chimneys and no fumiture other
than a platform for a bed, a table and a couple of three-legged
stools. A few mean pots, some rude equipment to work the fields
and never an extra piece of clothing—such was the wealth of the
family. Months could pass or sometimes even years without the
cooking of a piece of real meat that a man could chew. Over
the long grind of life they ate turnips and cracked wheat and thin
soup and huge amounts of cabbage in varied forms.

The peasants worked for three masters: Zygmunt in the little
castle, Krzysztof in the big castle, and the duke in Krakow, and
in some years they would spend three hundred and twenty days
working for these masters, forty-two days working for themselves,
and three days in idleness at the festive season. They rarely saw
money; they tended to die before they reached forty-four; and the
only solace they had was poaching a rabbit now and then from
the knight’s forest and attending comforting services in their little
church when some itinerant priest happened by. They spun thread
and wove cloth; they threshed grain; they minded numerous geese
belonging to the knight; they sang a lot; they fell into bed at
sundown and rose an hour before sunup; and they died without
ever having moved ten miles from where they were bom, unless
some marauding enemy captured them as slaves and later set them
loose, in which case they invariably returned to Bukowo, for it
was known as the finest village along the river, the one with two

castles.
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Among the villagers there was one stubborn family that had
survived every vicissitude, century after century. Its eldest sons
were always known as Jan, and because they worked as foresters,
sometimes as Jan of the Forest. They were a tacitumn lot, clever
in the lore of the woods, obedient to the rule of their masters, but
occasionally they produced a lad of fiery temperament, gifted in
playing pranks and daring in his challenges to authority, and these
Jans were always given the affectionate nickname Janko. There
had been seven or eight Jankos in village memory and some had
been redoubtable. When Ruthenian marauders had penetrated al-
most to the Vistula, one Janko led a band of village men who
drove them back with heavy losses, and from a dead body this
Janko had stolen an odd-shaped medal bearing 2 non-Christian
symbol, which the priest wanted to destroy because it was pagan,
but which the various Jankos kept hidden beneath one of the walls
of their cottage. On the occasions when it was produced, the
villagers were convinced that it honored a heathen goddess.

In this generation there was no Janko, nor anything distinctive
about the miserably poor family that occupied the cottage. There
was Jan the Woodsman; Danuta, his wife, toothless although only
twenty-nine; the boy Jan, who loved the forest and was now
running through it to spread an alarm; and the girl Moniczka, a
lively, pretty lass. Among the four they had only two extra pieces
of clothing: a man’s jacket, which either of the two Jans could
wear to festivals, and a woman’s dress, which could be let out or
tucked up depending upon whether Danuta or her daughter was
to wear it.

It was now an hour before dawn, and when Danuta awakened
to make the morning broth she discovered that her son was not
sleeping in his accustomed place on the floor and she nudged
Moniczka with her foot. The girl jumped up instantly, supposing
that she was being summoned to work, but her mother merely
asked: ‘Where's Jan?’

‘I thought he was here,’ the girl said.

‘Well, he isn’t.” Then, with instinctive fear of the unknown,
Danuta asked: ‘Was he here at all?’

Before the girl could answer, there came from the edge of the
forest her brother’s agonized voice uttering the terrible cry that
would awaken the whole village: ‘Mongols!’

Fifty years had passed since the last intrusion of this dreadful
horde, but legends of what it meant were so much a part of daily
life that a few fortunate people reacted almost instantaneously and
gl:;us saved themselves. Others, terrified by what might happen in



the next moments, hesitated or became confused, forgetting prom-
ises they had made themselves as to how they would act ‘when
the Mongols came,’ and these would perish.

Mother Danuta grabbed her shaw! with one hand, her daughter
with the other, and without even waiting for her son to reach the
cottage or for a chance to say goodbye to her husband, who had
responsibilities of his own, she dashed for a secret path that led
into the heart of the forest and by accident chose the very one that
her son was using to leave it. ‘Save yourself!’ she shouted as they
passed.

Her husband, reacting to inherited fears, bolted like a frightened
deer to the little castle, shouting as he approached ‘Mongols!
Mongols!’ and when his panic-filled voice penetrated to the dark
halls, Zygmunt knew instantly what he must do. Springing from
bed, grabbing what little armor he possessed, he shouted at his
wife ‘Save yourself!” and sped to where his priceless horse was
tethered. Leaping to its back, he galloped to the river’s edge and
goaded the beast to plunge in. As soon as the water was deep
enough he slipped out of his saddle, grabbed the horse’s tail, and
swam with it to the far side, where, as planned, he would meet
up with other lesser knights.

Jan, satisfied that he had done all he could to wamn the little
castle, now dashed along small footpaths to the bigger one, shout-
ing as he drew near ‘Mongols! Mongols!” whereupon Krzysztof,
who was always awake before dawn, appeared at the castle gate
urging Jan to hurry inside. As soon as the peasant ran gasping in,
the heavy door was clanged shut, to reopen periodically as a group
of terrified peasants and two lesser knights from the castle environs
clamored for refuge.

Now red-headed Krzysztof demonstrated why his neighbors
considered him a2 man of character. Pacifying everyone and de-
manding silence, he coidly calculated his position: ‘Only three
fighting knights. Where’s Zygmunt?’

‘He escaped across the river,” Jan reported.

‘With his horse?’

‘Of course.’

‘Excellent. We have fifty-five peasants here. Far too many, but
what can we do?’

He studied each face as if judging the owner’s capacity for
heroism, then continued: ‘We have little water. Damned little food.
So we can’t survive a long siege.’ No one groaned, but he did
see some jaws drop in fear and he knew that what he said now
would be critical. ‘We have one chance, and it's a good one. \;{)e



don’t know if they’re Mongols. . . with machines to knock down
castles. Suppose they’re really Tatars on an expedition . . . horses
only. They'll come raging here, hoping to overwhelm us, but if
we kill off the first half dozen, they’ll wheel their horses about
and gallop off.” When some faces brightened, he cried: ‘To us
they must be Tatars. And we must drive them back.’

With swift precision he placed his best archers at slits in the
wall, directing them not to release their arrows until the Tatars
were almost at the gates, and then to shoot three arrows as rapidly
as possible: ‘Don’t even aim the last two. Just fire.”

‘And if the Mongols keep coming?’ a farmer asked.

“They are not Mongols!' Krzysztof shouted. ‘Surely God, seeing
our desperate plight, will send us Tatars.’

He did his best work on the battlements, where he led most of
the male peasants to man the huge piles of boulders he had col-
lected there, year after year. These were to be thrown down with
as much force as possible onto the beads of the Tatars: ‘I trust in
God that these great stones will tum them back.’

A woman lookout shouted from her topmost position in the
tower: “The village is bumning.’ And after only a few minutes’she
called: ‘“The other castle is burning.” And then the fearful report:
‘Here they come!”

Krzysztof stared at the opening in the forest through which they
would appear, and those about him could see that he was praying,
and then he saw the first little horsemen with their flowing mus-
taches and conical fur hats and he knew that he and his defenders
had a fighting chance. Falling to his knees before the first arrow
sped out from his castle or the first boulder was hurled, he cried
for all around him to hear: ‘Thank you, blessed Lord Jesus, for
sending us Tatars without machines,’ and he began the defense
of his fortress.

When Vuldai led his Tatars out from the Forest of Szczek he
perceived in one glance that the miserable village of Bukowo was
not going to provide much booty, so with a brief flash of his right
hand he cried: ‘Destroy it.”

Like an explosion of lava from a volcano, the horsemen swept
over the settlement, setting fire to every cottage, slaying every
human being they encountered, even killing cattle too old to be
herded easily to that night’s campsite, wherever it was going to
be. Of those Bukowo peasants trapped inside the village, all were
slain, even though not one of them had taken arms against the
I(z)nars or tried in any way to oppose them.



When Vuldai found the little castle practically undefended, his
men simply broke their way in, slaughtered everyone they caught
inside, including the wife and children Zygmunt had abandoned
when he swam his horse across the Vistula. Disappointed at the
poverty of the goods they uncovered inside the castle, the Tatars
took revenge by setting it afire, watching with glee as all things
consumable fed the roaring blaze, even the corpses. When the fire
subsided, the vigorous little men tore down what walls were left,
then urinated on the embers.

The invaders now rode to attack Castle Gorka, but here they
encountered a much different situation, for when the first line of
horsemen galloped up to the walls they were met by a withering
hailstorm of arrows, which killed four men and wounded six oth-
ers. As these latter lay on the ground, wrestling with arrows that
had pierced them, great boulders descended from the battlements,
crushing three of the men horribly. And when other riders dashed
in to rescue survivors, they, too, were met by arrows and crashing
boulders.

When Vuldai approached the castle walls, in the third line of
attack, he again perceived the situation quickly, and with another
wave of his right hand, cried: ‘Leave it. We cross the river.’ And
he wheeled his own horse tightly, headed for the steep banks of
the Vistula, and scrambled his mount down the shaley slope and
into the dark water.

By nightfall his six thousand, somewhat diminished, had reached
the western shore, and scouts were already scurrying northward
to make contact with the larger army to determine where the two
branches should meet to concert their attack on Golden Krakow.

When Krzysztof of Gorka surveyed the pitiful condition of his
domain he could have been forgiven had he allowed himself to
be submerged in despair, for only his castle remained. His other
six villages had been destroyed as completely as Bukowo; his
peasants had been slain; the homes of his lesser knights had been
devastated and their women killed; and there seemed to be no
reasonable strategy by which the terrible scourge of Tatars could
be either punished or turned back. Inevitably, Golden Krakow
must fall to their torches, but Krzysztof was unwilling to concede
this inevitability, and in the perilous days ahead he became the
soul and animating spirit of Poland.

He was forty-eight years old, almost an ancient in that time of
early death, with no substantial resources of his own except his
conviction that knights defended their dukes regardless of circum-
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stances: ‘We will march to Krakow and save that city from the
wild horsemen.’

When he studied his position coldly he found little to reassure
him: ‘Nine horses only in my entire territory. Fourteen men who
know how to use arms. No food surplus. No help arriving from
any quarter. Good! We know we must depend upon ourselves.’
Running his fingers through his red hair, he laughed, spat on the
ground, and renewed his pledge: ‘We march to Krakow, for the
duke will need us.’

From the forest he conscripted every man who had escaped
slaughter, and found among them the boy Jan whose running
shouts had enabled Castle Gorka to prepare its defenses: ‘You
march with me to tend the horses.” And when he learned that this
lad was the son of that adult Jan who had joined in the boulder-
hurling, he cried: ‘Jan and Jan, that’s a good omen. For in the
Bible there are many Jans, and they are all men of good report.’

With the same enthusiasm he would have shown had he com-
manded a battalion of well-equipped cavalry, he assembled his
fragile troop, then dispatched the older Jan to the far side of the
Vistula to locate Zygmunt and any other gentry who had escaped
with their horses. His orders were: ‘You are to come back across
the river and assemble at Castle Gorka.”

There the expeditionary force was organized, a pitiful rabble of
men whose wives and children had been slain, of cavaliers with
wretched horses or none, of lancers with no weapons. They com-
prised about ninety men, if one counted the foot-servants who
tagged along and the boy Jan. They set forth immediately for
Krakow, hoping to arrive before the Tatars could mount their
attack, and when young Jan saw the golden city for the first time,
with its splendid towers and walls, and formidable castle and shops
with incredible riches, he told his father: ‘They can never capture
such a city,’ but the woodsman whose eyes were trained to note
differences saw quickly that the supposed defenses were more
show than reality. He wouid not allow such walls to be built in
the village of Bukowo.

The boy, like his elders, was perplexed by the young duke to
whom all present owed allegiance, for although he was sovereign
in this part of Poland, he seemed never to know what exactly to
do and he alternated between surges of heroic optimism and tor-
ments of despair, so that on this day he was prepared to defend
the city with his life and on the next he was seeking counsel as
to the best way to surrender the town before the Tatars started to
burn it. When Jan asked a local soldier about such contradictions,
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because Krzysztof of Gorka certainly displayed great constancy,
the Krakow man explained: ‘You must excuse the duke. He doesn’t
know whether Krakow belongs to him or not, or even whether he
belongs to Krakow.’

This sounded silly, so Jan asked what the man was saying, and
the latter replied: ‘Poor fellow. His friends have put him on our
throne five times, but his enemies have kicked him off four times."

‘Do they want someone else?’ Jan asked.

‘No. The people of Krakow don’t want to be ruled by anyone.’

Jan pondered this during most of one night when he was helping
pile logs across the main entrance to the city, and he thought it
strange that a big city like Krakow could not govemn itself intel-
ligently when a little village like Bukowo could: Our knight tells
us what to do and we do it. When the priest comes he tells us
how to remain friends with Jesus and we do what he says. Here
they have a duke and an archbishop, but nobody obeys.

Next day at noon, when the Tatars were reported on the outskirts
to the north, Jan became totally confused, for word flashed through
the defenders that the duke, terrified by the prospect of what might
happen in the next days, had fled the city completely, taking along
two women he liked, with the intention of crossing the mountains
into Hungary, where there was peace and where the Tatars never
came. In its moment of maximum peril, Krakow was abandoned
by its legitimate ruler.

It was curious that no one in the remaining leadership considered
even for one moment marching north to engage the Tatars in
preventive battle: ‘They’re so swift they’d overwhelm us. The
horses of our cavalry are too slow. With Tatars there’s nothing to
do but hide until they go away.’

Krzysztof alone wanted to sally forth, and he believed he had
tactics which would neutralize Tatar mobility, but he was forbid-
den to try. Polish strategy, with the young duke gone, consisted
of selecting the largest churches with the stoutest walls and hiding
therein as many citizens as possible, then praying that the walls
would stand until the Tatars ran out of food or patience.

Four times Krzysztof addressed the knights, pleading with them
to take decisive action, but they had no concept of union or strong
leadership or concerted movement toward a common goal; they
were men of insolent freedom, and the abuse they had showered
upon their reasonably capable young duke they also showered
upon any one of their own members who threatened to stick his
head above the generality. Poles hated strong leadership, and when
Krzysztof of Gorka showed signs of exerting it they cut him down.
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‘You have been given St. Andrew’s church with the big cloister,’
the commanders told him. ‘Allow as many citizens inside as it
will hold, and pray.’

On 21 March 124] red-headed Krzysztof, aware of the dis-
graceful act he was performing, led his Bukowo men into the nave
of the fine old church with the stoutest walls in Krakow, and there
they accepted seven hundred residents of the city, including a
group of priests who started prayers that the church might be
spared. There they remained for three awful days and nights,
shivering in terror as they heard the Tatars galloping into the city,
where fires began to rage and women scream. They could hear
the destruction moving methodically from street to street, until it
reached the area of the church itself, crashing at last against the
powerful walls. They cringed as they heard great oaken beams
come thundering at the gates, and they watched with terror as the
gates swayed inward, but at this point Krzysztof and his strongest
men rushed forward to support the doors, and they held. When
the Tatars tried to set the gates afire, men from aloft poured down
precious water, and again the doors were saved, but the screams
and the galloping of horses continued throughout the three days.

On the fourth moming, at about the ninth hour, one of Krzysz-
tof s watchmen on the tower shouted: ‘They’re moving off!” and
when excited aides rushed up to verify the report, they saw that
the Tatars were indeed quitting the city, but they also saw that
Golden Krakow of the beautiful towers, this center of light and
commerce and religion, had been put to the torch, and when the
gates of St. Andrew’s were swung open, at noon on 24 March,
the survivors walked out in a stupor to see only the charred remains
of what had been one of the world’s illustrious cities.

Krzysztof of Gorka did not waste time in lamentation; he more
than most could appreciate the terrible loss which had occurred
here, but he also knew that only a relentless pursuit of the Tatars,
an incessant harassment of their flanks, would ever turn them back
from their devastating sweep through Christian Europe, and he
was grimly determined to provide that harassment.

Collecting all the remnants he could, and turning the governance
of the city over to the aides of the absconded duke—for his
enemies knew nothing of government except how to overtum
it—he marched westward, hoping to encounter other remnants
who would coalesce to oppose the Tatars on some battlefield more
favorable to the Polish cause.
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The spring of 1241 was one of the darkest periods in Polish history,
for the rampaging Tatars had ripped the fledgling nation into shreds.
Krakow lay in ruins. The Vistula was closed to river traffic. Fields
were lett barren and centers of production were bumed out. There
seemed to be no cohesion anywhere, and deep shadows covered
the land.

Krzysztof was faring as poorly as his land. His two best horses
had been killed and the ones that remained were not strong, but
he did have this fellow Zygmunt of Bukowo, who was proving
to be a man of some stability; if you told him to hold a difficult
position, he held it. He was not intelligent and could not follow
a complex argument, but when his neck muscles tightened and
his shoulders squared he could be formidable. There were a few
others like him, so with undiminished conviction that the Poles
would triumph in the end, Krzysztof led his remnants westward
to intermediary battles he knew they could not win.

He mustered a half-hearted stand at Raciborz, where the Poles
were almost annihilated by the brilliant horsemanship of General
Pajdar and his united forces. Undaunted, he regrouped and re-
treated stubbornly to the town of Opole, where he fell in with an
enormously fat duke named Mieszko Otyly, Mieszko the Obese,
who displayed some skill in generalship. With Krzysztof 's daring
help, the fat one laid a trap for the Tatars as they attempted to
cross the Oder River, and the Polish forces might have won their
first real victory except that at the height of the battle Mieszko
the Obese grew frightened at the magnitude of what was happening
and ordered a full retreat. He might have been overly cautious;
he might have been downright cowardly; or he might have shown
real brilliance in damaging the Tatars and moving off before they
could annihilate him. Regardless of what impelled his move, he
allowed the Tatars free access to the riverbanks, but he did save
his troops for a disorganized retreat to the formidable city of
Wroclaw, called Breslau by the Germans, where at last Krzysztof
heard some reassuring news.

Wroclaw could be defended, for it, too, stood on the Oder River;
it had steep flanks; it already contained a large number of troops;
and best of all, it was governed by a remarkable pair: Hedwig, a
strong-minded German princess who had come here decades ago
to marry a dashing Polish count, now dead; and her able son
Henryk Pobozny, Henry the Pious, a sagacious, just and heroic
man whose ambition it was to unite the many shattered dukedoms
like Krakow’s into one powerful nation. To achieve this, he re-
alized that he must demonstrate his leadership by being the only
Polish commander to defeat the Tatars.
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When Krzysztof first met Henry the Pious he liked him and
saw a chance that here at last was a leader capable of establishing
order among the Polish forces and common sense among their
captains. Hope began to germinate, but when Krzysztof met Hed-
wig, whom the years would consecrate as a saint, he was trebly
encouraged. She was a rare woman; after she and her husband
had produced seven children, she cried ‘Enough!’ and retired to
a monastery, from which she continued to give counsel and even
rule when her powerful husband was incapacitated.

She was especially likable when she appeared with her son, for
his strength and piety were reinforced by her German sagacity,
and no part of Poland was better governed than the lands adjacent
to Wroclaw. Krzysztof sensed this immediately as he talked with
Hedwig and her son, but he was even more impressed by a much
different group of Germans who rode in from the Baltic coast.

He saw them first as they approached the north gate of Wroclaw,
a company of some four hundred knights, all big, all strong, all
blond, all dressed in black, with capacious white surplices covering
their armor and proudly displaying the mark of their order: a huge
black cross standing out boldly against the white ground. These
were the Teutonic Knights, a holy order blessed by the Pope
himself and commissioned by him to carry Christianity to the
heathen lands facing the Baltic. Each item of their appearance,
from their supple chain armor to the arbalests some carried to the
grim set of their mouths, announced that here were men ready for
battle, and Krzysztof joined the other watchers in checnng their
arrivat.

They were led by a handsome man in his fifties, Wolfram von
Eschl, who, when he approached Hedwig and her son, threw
himself before them, grasped the hem of Hedwig's gown, and
cried: ‘We have come to serve Christ in your behalf.’

‘Rise," she said quietly. ‘We have great need of you.’

In the council directing the defense of Wroclaw, Krzysztof was
struck by how similar his own assessments were to those of Von
Eschl. Both men believed that Polish troops must meet Tatar
mobility by great free movements of their own. Both felt that the
place to strike the Tatars was when they attempted to cross the
Oder again. And most significant of all, both were convinced that
the Poles could win if they kept hacking away remorselessly at
the Tatar flanks.

Von Eschl also endeared himself to Krzysztof by saying bluntly:
‘We must watch this Fat Mieszko. 1 don’t like him, and | fear
that if the battle grows fierce . ..” He shrugged his shoulders.

46



‘At Opole he ran away, so don’t count on him in your plans,’
Krzysztof said, but he was concerned with deeper matters. ‘I'm
sure the Tatars know they must subdue Wroclaw or their passage
west will be prohibited. They can'’t afford to bypass us. And they
can’t sustain a siege. So what we must prepare for is a frontal
assault.’

To inhibit this, Henry the Pious decided to meet the Tatars a
goodly distance east of the city, and there he positioned a major
part of his army, with Krzysztof and the Germans on his right
flank, and when the two had studied the terrain, Von Eschl said
with sober calculation: ‘I'm not sure we can hold them here. Quite
possibly -we’ll have to fall back into the city.’

‘But certainly we’ll do what damage we can,” Krzysztof pro-
tested.

‘That we will!’ the German agreed. ‘It’s like our constant battles
with the Lithuanians. Hack away at them whenever you can.
Punish them as sorely as you can. But when they outnumber you
with better horsemen and more spearmen, let them go past and
wait for a better day. But even as they go, cut at their horses,
wear them down.’

Von Eschl’s anticipation of this preliminary battle proved amaz-
ingly accurate. The Tatars knew that this time they could not afford
to bypass this linchpin in Europe’s defenses and they supposed
that the best way to take it was by overwhelming the Poles in the
first skirmish, and this they did. At their first flight of arrows,
which came humming like a flight of deadly birds, Fat Mieszko
turned and took his needed brigades with him, leaving a vast empty
space into which the Tatars galloped and from which they spread
destruction on all sides.

Within less than an hour the battle was over, a total rout, but
even so, when Krzysztof and Von Eschl studied the results, they
saw cause for hope, glimmering though it was at a far distance.
‘In this battlg,” the Teutonic Knight said, ‘they’ve tasted real
opposition. The fat one fled, true, but you and 1 made them pay
viciously for every horse they stole. You’re wondering tonight,
Red Head. And I'm wondering. But be damned, the Tatars are
beginning to wonder most of all. The next battle, that’s when we’ll
get them.’

‘Always you say “the next one,”’ Krzysztof said, and Von
Eschl, whose ancestors had fought in the Holy Land and Hungary
and Prussia and Lithuania, replied: ‘A soldier lives always for the
next battle, because he knows that before it arrives impossible

changes can occur in his favor.” When the stars came out, he
47



pointed to the defenses of Wroclaw: ‘Imagine what we’ll do to
them when they try to attack the city!’

To the surprise of these two tested warriors, the assault on
Wroclaw never came, for early next moming Henry the Pious
announced that all troops would be withdrawn forty miles to the
west, where they would engage the Tatars in a culminating battle
around his secondary castle at Legnica. So without firing an arrow,
the Tatars took their third ducal city, and as they bumed and
raped, shouted that now all lay supine before them.

This was not the case. Dowager Hedwig had summoned from
all neighboring nations allies to unite in one great effort to repel
the invaders, and now the army would comprise not only her son’s
tested Silesians but also South Germans and Bohemians and a
scattering of Frenchmen, and particularly, the huge Teutonic
Knights with their blazing white tunics and black crosses. But on
8 April 1241, Krzysztof and Von Eschl were walking through the
castle grounds, swearing to one another how each would deport
himself the next day, when a massive stone dislodged itseif from
a comice and fell only a few feet ahead of the duke.

‘It’s an omen!” his men shouted, and news spread through the
allied camp that God had wamed Henry the Pious not to start the
battle on the morrow, and that night, when Dowager Hedwig added
her pleas that everything wait till a contingent of Hungarian mer-
cenaries arrived from the south, Krzysztof had an opportunity to
witness behavior which justified Henry’s name of Pious, for the
duke said with prayerlike gravity: ‘Beloved Mother, I cannot wait
even one day longer, because great is the misery of my people as
they die under the Tatar lash. Therefore I must fight tomorrow,
and risk my life, and await death itself if I am fated to die in
defense of our Christian faith.’

He prayed most of that night, and in the moming he moved as
if an aureole placed by God Himself hovered above his head.
Inspiring his men as never before, he led them igto battle, ten
thousand Poles against twenty thousand Tatars, and he came very
close to winning an inspired victory, for aides like Krzysztof of
Gorka and Wolfram von Eschl ripped at the Tatar flanks, causing
terrible disruption, but in the end the miracles which the Poles
hoped for favored not them but the Tatars.

It was when the battle hung in the balance that a company of
six Tatars rode toward the Polish lines with the wind strongly at-
their back, carrying aloft a monstrous red banner with an X painted
across it. On top of one of the shafts supporting the banner stood
the carving of an ugly black head, its chin buried in black hairs,
48



its eyes glaring defiance. When the Tatars reached a point only a
hundred paces away, the men began to shake the giant banner
with all their might, and immediately this huge black head started
to puff out large clouds of smoke which stank so awfully that it
nearly knocked the Polish cavalry off their horses, and caused
them to choke and even to vomit. And there was confusion every-
where.

At this moment a man rushed from the Tatar lines as if he were
a prisoner escaping, and he dashed into the middle of the Polish
troops, shouting in good Polish: ‘Run! Run! All is lost!” And by
ill luck this spy ran directly into the section captained by Mieszko
the Obese, who became so terrified by the biting smoke and the
wild shouts that again he fled the battlefield with all his troops.

With shock and sorrow Krzysztof saw chaos overtake the Polish
lines, where a score of leaders were cut down, but there was still
a chance to restore reason, so he galloped to where Von Eschl in
his white tunic was inflicting real damage on the invaders. But as
they fought side by side Krzysztof happened to look across the
fray, and saw the Tatars surround the duke, and isolate him, and
stab at him many times, and finally sever his head from his body.

In great rage he led his Poles and Von Eschl’s Germans in
pursuit of the Tatars who carried away the head, but he was
frustrated by thousands of fresh Tatar cavalry who now entered
the battle, and as day waned, all hope of a Polish victory vanished.
But remembering Von Eschl’s doctrine that one hacked and chewed
at an enemy as long as possible, he did just that, but in time his
third horse was killed under him, and he had to pursue his ven-
geance on foot, for he could not locate young Jan, who was tending
the fourth horse.

As he slashed about with his long sword, keeping the Tatars at
bay, Zygmunt of Bukowo saw his lord’s predicament, dashed
through the battle lines, leaped down from his own horse, and
shouted: ‘Sir Knight! You are the one to ride!” Without even
pausing to acknowledge the gift, for this was what a liege was
expected to do in such circumstances, Krzysztof mounted the new
horse and galloped off to join Von Eschl’s Teutonic Knights, who
were slaughtering Tatars as they attempted to withdraw with booty
gathered from Polish corpses.

At dusk the humiliated Poles lifted the headiess body of their
duke, and a rumor started that the corpse was not the duke’s and
that he still lived on another part of the battlefield, but Hedwig
recognized a scarf she had given him and said: ‘This is my son,’
and she directed the men holding the body: ‘Pull off his left boot,’
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and when this was done everyone saw that the foot had six toes.
Thus died Henryk Pobozny, a man of superpiety who believed

that dukes should not run away in moments of danger but should

stand and fight for their castles, their people and their God.

When Pajdar and Kajdu, the victorious Tatar generals, surveyed
the battlefield their first impression was that they had gained a
total triumph, and the latter cried exultantly: ‘Look at the Polish
dead! And we have the duke’s head! We’ll jam it on the end of
.a staff and carry it down to Hungary. To show Batu Khan what
we've accomplished.’

But Vuldai, who had been more personally engaged in the fight-
ing, said: ‘General, our losses before were never so great. That
one with red hair, the other in the flowing white tunic, they fight
like devils.’

To this Pajdar responded: ‘The gateway to Europe beckons us.
If Batu Khan and his army conquer Hungary, we can ride to where
the other ocean flows.’

Vuldai saw things differently: ‘In Wroclaw we had an easy

victory but little booty . . . few horses. Today we killed many, but.

again, where are the horses we need? The food supplies? Each
battle becomes more difficult and yields us less.’

General Kajdu countered: ‘It is strange to hear such talk on the
night of a great victory. Are you counseling me to retreat?’

Vuldai said honestly: ‘At this moment, when we count our
numbers, can we really call it a victory? If we ride forward another
six weeks, we’ll meet armies always larger than before. . .and
ours will be smaller. . . man by man.’

Pajdar snapped: 'Speak forthrightly, what do you advise?’

Vuldai, counting the enormous losses in his head, said: ‘I say
go back to Kiev. That’s our land. We know it. We can rule there
forever, protected by the steppes.’

Pajdar, remembering his promises to Batu Khan, asked: ‘And
what about Hungary? Where they’ll be waiting for us. For the
march together into Europe.’

Vuldai said with commendable prescience: ‘On the night of
their great victory in Hungary, they’ll be asking these same ques-
tions. Believe me.’

In some irritation Pajdar asked: ‘What would you have me do?’
But before his subordinate could reply, the general confessed:
‘Little warrior, your words have meaning.’ Reaching across his
horse’s neck, he grasped Vuldai’s shoulder: ‘Tell me straight,
what?’
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The diminutive horseman, whose courage no man could ques-
tion, told the brothers: ‘Half the army tumns south over the moun-
tains into Hungary to provide help if they need it, and they will.
Half, back to Kiev with our slaves and our booty.’

The two brothers indicated that they would stay together, and
General Pajdar asked: ‘Which half of the army will you lead?’
and the little captain said: ‘My heart longs for Kiev...and the
open steppes,” but young Pajdar said: ‘Mine longs for wherever
the next battle is to be.”

So it was decided that night that half the Tatar force, under the
two fiery generals, would turn south toward the Carpathians, where
they would be needed, while the other half, under the command
of Vuldai, would deliver the spoils of battle and the slaves to Kiev,
where the capital of the Tatar nation would henceforth be.

While the Tatars were adjusting to their victory, Krzysztof and
his German friend were assessing their defeat, and Wolfram von
Eschl was almost exultant: ‘We’ve stopped them. We’ve struck
terror into their hearts.’

‘We've lost everything,” Krzysztof lamented.

‘No!” Von Eschl cried excitedly. ‘We may have lost this bat-
tle—'

‘We’ve lost every battle,” Krzysztof corrected. ‘1 myself have
faced them six times and been defeated six times. Today, worst
of all.”

‘No, no!” Von Eschl said, almost pleadingly. ‘With every loss
we’ve damaged them more fatally. I hope they continue westward
toward the German towns. We'll massacre them!” He stopped,
grasped his Polish ally by the wrist, and predicted: ‘There is no
possibility that those men’—and he pointed toward the Tatar camp
where General Pajdar and his aide Vuldai were doing their plan-
ning—*will dare to continue. They've seen what determined Poles
like you can do when your fury is roused.’ He chuckled at what
he was about to say next. ‘And they’ve certainly seen what a
company of German knights can do with our big horses and strong
lances.” He came close to flexing his muscles in anticipation of
the next battle.

A fugitive thought crept into Krzysztof's battle-weary brain,
and he considered some moments before expressing it, for he had
not explored its implications, but now he said: ‘Wolfram, I wish
that you and I could continue standing against them.’

Without much thinking, Von Eschl said: ‘My company must
return to our Christianizing in the north. We’re needed up there.’

51



But then the meaning of his friend’s comment sank in, and he
said: *Germans and Poles should be natural allies. Your country-
man Conrad of Mazovia realized this when he invited us into
his domain to help him civilize it.” He grew enthusiastic: ‘We
Germans could bring you so much. Christianity . ..books for
your monks when they leamn to read...strong government. ..
music. ..’

‘We have all those things,’ Krzysztof protested. ‘Our monks
can read. We’re Christians now. We’ve been so for three centuries.
And as for music. ..’

‘I mean real Christianity,” Von Eschl said. ‘The direct line from
the Pope to the head of our Order to men like me handing it over
in consecrated form to men like you.’

‘My great-great-grandfather was already Christian.’

‘Not really. Poland was never converted in an orderly way.
That’s what 1 mean when [ say that we Germans could bring you
so much.’

Krzysztof was not an argumentative man, so he dropped the
discussion of Christianity and spoke directly to the problem which
concerned him on this night of battle: ‘I meant that with your skiil
at arms. ..’

‘That we have,” Von Eschl said. ‘And it’s yours to call upon
at any moment. One day soon we’ll have thousands and thousands
of our knights along the Baltic, and they’ll always be ready to
spring to your defense, as we did this time.’

‘I'm pleased to hear that,” Krzysztof said, and with great warmth
he clasped Von Eschl’s hands, for he had found in this valiant
German knight a man upon whom he could rely and he could
foresee many future opporwnities when they might be fighting
side by side. As they said their last goodbyes Krzysztof was almost
ready to concede that by dogged resistance the Christian armies
had gained a curious kind of victory over the pagans.

During Vuldai’s retreat across ravaged Poland, he issued orders
to the conquered people: ‘From this day on, when Tatars ride in
from the east, you are to throw wide your gates, open your barns,
herd your cattle before us so we can choose the best, and stand
aside while we search your cottages. If you hesitate even one
moment, we will burn and pillage and take your women.'

In the dreadful years that followed, Golden Krakow would be
sacked many times in enforcement of Vuldai’'s program, and the
Poles were bewildered as to why this terrible scourge could not
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be resisted, but Poland was not alone in its inability to fend off
the invincible thrusts coming out of Asia. Hungary also fell. Bo-
hemia was ravaged; Transylvania and Rumania were powerless to
halt the rampages; and even the future Russia lay like a stricken
caterpillar attacked by legions of ants. It would not be until such
time as Europe developed its manufacturing, fighting and gov-
eming skills that it would generate the power to withstand the
constant eruptions out of Asia.

But it would be precisely in the development of these skills,
especially government, that Poland would lag. In the year 1241
all the nations around her were as disorganized as she: the future
Germany was a shambles of minor dukedoms; Russia was a vast
swampland of petty competitors; France was broken into warring
units; Italy would not coalesce for another six hundred years; and
England had developed no central tendency around which to unite
the various segments of her island.

Thus Poland was by no means unique in her chaos, but she
displayed one ominous difference: whereas other European coun-
tries were struggling toward some form of central government and
were supporting kings determined to impose their will upon frac-
tious barons, Poland seemed determined to tear down any putative
leader who showed signs of being able to consolidate the shattered
nation. This abhorrence of central power was recent; in the tenth
century Poland had been unified and strong enough to send Chris-
tianizing missions to the Baltic lands, but in 1138 a king had
intentionally partitioned the nation among his three sons, hoping
to avert the fratricidal wars of succession so common at that time.
Subsequent ducal partitions rendered the country exceptionally
divided and weak.

So in those centuries when other peoples were taking their first
awkward steps in forging political entities like councils and par-
liaments upon which future greatness would depend, Poland was
frustrating attempts by its sturdy middle class to govern itself, for
the nation despised central authority and did everything possible
to thwart it.

But there was no nation on earth which prized freedom more.
Stubbom men like Krzysztof and Zygmunt in their little castles
along the Vistula clung to freedom the way deer in the Forest of
Szczek utilized every maneuver to preserve theirs, the way the
great dark bear of the same forest fought with claws to stay free.
Personal freedom was the lifeblood of Poland, but the supreme
irony was that its freedom-loving citizens were not able to develop

those governmental forms which would preserve that freedom.
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This time the Poles had saved Europe from invasion by eastern
barbarians, and in centuries to come they would repeat the sac-
rifice, but they could not save themselves.

As Vuldai prepared to retreat across the Vistula at Sandomierz on
his homeward route through Lublin, he leamed from a captive
that the big red-headed knight who had wreaked so much havoc
at the Battle of Legnica was the same who had repulsed his troops
in January at Castle Gorka, only a few miles to the south. Inflamed
with desire for revenge, Vuldai turned his army abruptly and
headed for the castle, and before long his horde had crossed the
Vistula and begun their assault upon the fortress.

With wild and savage grandeur the great destroyers from the
east broke down the gates that had once defied them and roared
through the rooms, raping and killing. They then piled the castle
with limbs from the forest, scattered a pot of oil, and set it ablaze.
Every item not stone in this centuries-old building was consumed:
roof, ceilings, doorjambs, the bodies of Krzysztof’s womenfolk,
the corpses of his grandchildren and even the hunting dogs whose
throats had been slit vanished in the conflagration. Castle Gorka
was no more.

Vuldai then led his men into the Forest of Szczek, which they
combed for a last crop of fugitives whom they could carry as
slaves to Kiev, and among the beech trees they captured toothless
Danuta and her attractive daughter Moniczka, both of whom they
raped incessantly.

But this Danuta was a considerable woman, and at the age of
twenty-nine she did not fancy spending her days in some savage
Tatar camp, so when the speeding army reached Zhitomir, grown
careless with its easy victories over undefended villages, she waited
till the men who kept her and Moniczka for their pleasure were
drunk, and she slit their throats. Appropriating their horses, she
and her daughter slipped past the reveling guards and set out across
the vast and empty wastes that separated them from the Vistula.

It was many hours before Vuldai leamed of their escape, and
in his rage he was disposed to send troops to recover them, but
when he was reminded of who the fugitives were, and could
visualize them, he held his right hand out, twisting it now this
way, now that, and he said: ‘One young and very good, one old
and no good. Let them go.’

So the Tatars returned to their new capital. They had been gone
from late December to mid-June, just about half a year, sixty
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thousand tumultuous horsemen coming out of the steppes to con-
front nations that had cities and organized patterns of life. In that
time, in addition to what Batu Khan was doing in Hungary, the
Tatars had destroyed more than four hundred Polish villages, had
ravaged sixteen towns and cities, had gutted and burned nearly a
hundred isolated castles, and had slain more than a hundred thou-
sand Poles.

They brought with them from the steppes no new ways of doing
things, no inventions, no concepts which would revolutionize life
within the lands they conquered. And they took back with them
no tangible artifacts which they could use to make their own life
better: no process for weaving cloth or putting ideas into written
words or building a better wooden plow. They brought nothing
and they took nothing:

Yet in exactly this same year Crusaders from Europe were
fighting in the Holy Land about Jerusalem, and from that expe-
rience they would bring back ideas and artifacts which would
revolutionize Europe, and the Saracens among whom they lived
and fought would borrow from them concepts innumerable. It was
Poland’s grief that her visitors were Tatars and not Saracens, that
her intercourse was not with cultivated Arabs but with explosive
barbarians from the vast Asian deserts.

Explosive? Yes, the Tatars did bring that one thing to Poland,
that mysterious poison gas which had so terrified Fat Mieszko.
But they did not reveal the formula for its manufacture, so that
even this potentially important innovation proved abortive.

If they did not take back things, they did return with something
which would in the end prove more meaningful than mere things:
the concept of a city, an orderly collection of human beings who
could accomplish results that a horde of wandering individuals
never could. Remembering Krakow, they established Karakorum,
a city of majestic spaces and beautiful constructions. From later
raids they would bring back glittering adornments to embellish it,
and upon this example, the other cities of central Asia would be
fashioned. Rampaging horsemen can conquer; only the city can
civilize.

And if they brought one concept home, they left one behind,
and this was perhaps the major significance of their invasion. From
then on, Poles knew that at almost any time, without reason or
provocation, barbarians were free to come storming across their
indefensible eastern frontier, and this perilous condition would
continue for as long as Poland existed.

* ok *
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Along the Vistula, Vuldai's invasion did have consequences of
some importance for the three families of Bukowo. The confusion
of dukes who now attempted to rule Poland recognized that in
Krzysztof of Gorka they had a champion on whom they could
depend, 5o to help him rebuild his ruined castle and to establish
him therein as a bulwark of dependability, they ceded to him tracts
of land for which they had little use but which he might make
profitable. In this manner he received one town, nine villages and
some seven thousand additional peasants whose output would be-
long principally to him. The deed of grant read:

I, Duke Boleslaw the Chaste, newly restored to my rightful
throne at Krakow, do bestow upon my loyal servant Krzysz-
tof of Castle Gorka, in respect of his innumerable services
to me during the recent invasions, lands which pertain to
my dukedom. In order to ensure that no other person will
be tempted to claim these lands for himself or in any way
to convert them to his favor, I have prudently ordered nine-
teen stones placed firmly in the soil at the places 1 herein
indicate, each stone bearing clearly my initials.

The first stone, on the banks of the River Vistula near the
three oaks. The second stone, placed personally by me at
the far end of the village called Minice. The third stone,
where the streamn Brochocin crosses the footpath leading to
the bishop's town of Raszow . ..

All towns and villages and farms within the area marked
by my stones belong henceforth to said Krzysztof, except
that all persons pertaining to these towns, villages and farms,
save only the wine-makers and the priests, are obliged to
work for me during six weeks each year, as follows: after
the Easter octave, two weeks; after the Whitsuntide octave,
two weeks; and before St. Martin’s day, again two weeks.

During the summer each adult man must provide five stacks
of corn and must cut three cartloads of hay for my use. And
whenever | travel in said areas, each village is to provide
two carts and two guards. But from this time on, said
Krzysztof shall act as judge for the entire area and only in
very major cases will any hearings be held in my presence
or that of any castellan from Krakow.

Among his new villages was one rather similar to Bukowo in that
it also had a small castle, but in this one the knight had been slain
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by the Tatars while the lady lived, and Krzysztof went to her and
said: ‘Lady Benedykta, it is not the will of God that you should
live alone in your castle and I in mine,” and she agreed, and the
line of Gorka was restored.

At the wedding ceremony, which lasted eleven days, Krzysztof
remembered with gratitude the good work performed at various
battles by his henchman Zygmunt, and to him he gave Bukowo
and its few peasants. At the time this did not seem a generous
move, for Bukowo consisted of exactly two reconstructed cottages,
but others would be built, and upon that fragile foundation the
security of the family of Zygmunt of Bukowo would be estab-
lished. For the moment he remained a petty knight with only one
horse, but that would soon change.

And what of the peasant Jan of the Forest and his son Jan who
had behaved so bravely when the Tatars came, what did they
receive as a reward for their service and their heroism? Nothing.
They were peasants who had belonged to Krzysztof and now to
Zygmunt, and it was their duty to serve, whether in peace or war.
They did not even get assistance in the rebuilding of their cottage,
for where they slept was their affair.

But from an unexpected quarter they did receive benefit from
the war and the battles they had engaged in. One moming as they
toiled in Zygmunt's fields, for he was a stern master eager to
rebuild his fortunes, the boy Jan heard a clinking sound in the
forest and for one dreadful moment he thought it was the Tatars
returning to pillage, but when he looked more closely he saw to
his astonishment that it was his mother Danuta and his pretty sister
Moniczka . . . on horses!

Old Jan and young Jan leaped in the air with delight and uttered
shouts-of joy, but the two women came on in silence, dropping
the reins of their horses and leaning forward as if all energy was
spent. Through many vicissitudes and many nights of hunger they
had ridden more than three hundred miles, and often they had
feared that they would never see Bukowo or their men again. They
did not weep, or laugh, or cheer, or respond to their men, who
did all three, but gravely they descended from their horses. They
were home, ready to resume thelr duties, and the first thing they
noticed was that the cottage their men were building needed thatch-
ing.

When the village learned that both were pregnant by the Tatars,
there was 2 moment of grief and indecision, but in these years of
wild dislocation women were often pawns in the tumultuous move-
ment of peoples, and a little village like Bukowo could consider
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itself lucky if it received any of its captured women back, so in
the end these two were welcomed. Of course, in February of 1242
they did produce bastards, but young ones were so earnestly needed
to rebuild the settlement that no disgrace adhered to them. Such
events, repeated over the centuries, accounted for the fact that
many Poles along the Vistula would have darkened skins and eyes
slightly aslant, as if they represented echoes out of Asia.

It was not the two bastards who caused trouble, it was the two
horses, because Zygmunt, who took mastery of his new-found
peasants seriously, supposed that the horses belonged to him, and
he was avid about this, for if he could boast of three, he would
move out of the miserable condition he had been in when he had
only one. But Danuta could not imagine getting the horses the
way she had, cutting men’s throats to do it, and then surrendering
them, so she refused to yield them to her master.

The argument was carried to Krzysztof himself, and in a solemn
hearing convened in Castle Gorka, now with a roof, he listened
patiently as his liege Zygmunt tried to establish his claim. At the
conclusion the red-headed knight delivered his decision:

‘It is unthinkable that a knight, even a minor one like Zyg-
munt of Bukowe, should have only one horse. Great knights
ought to have thirty. But it is also unthinkable that a brave
woman like Danuta, whose men trnied so valiantly to save
this community and who herself captured the two horses
and rode them with such difficulty back to our village,
should have them taken away from her.

‘My decision! The big black horse to Zygmunt, the smaller
brown horse to Jan the Forester.” (It would never have
occurred to him to give it to Danuta.)

So Bukowo was reestablished, and once again its two castles
guarded the Vistula, and the number of both its cottages and its
inhabitants increased. But to the Tatars, always restless in Kiev,
the lure of Golden Krakow was imresistible, and they returned on
great foraging expeditions in 1260 and most forcefully in 1287,
leveling the village on their way and buming its castles. Each
time, the patient Poles rebuilt, for it was ingrained in them to love
their land, even though they had not yet found a way to protect
it.

They even succeeded in transmuting the hideous invasions into
one of the golden legends of European history: during one attack



on Krakow the Tatars crept close to the walls at midnight and
would have captured the city had not a trumpeter stationed in the
watchman's tower sounded a bold call that awakened the defend-
ers. But as he blew a repeat of his waming, eager to alert everyone,
a Tatar archer shot him through the throat, silencing him.

Thereafter, every hour on the hour, in the great square in Kra-
kow, a trumpeter from that tower has sent forth the same call.
But just as the melody seems about to establish itself, the trum-
peting stops. The arrow has struck home.

Since that night seven hundred years ago, thousands, millions
have stood in the square and heard the trumpeter of Krakow, and
as they listened to his brief, brave wamning some have dedicated
themselves: ‘When the Tatars return I must be ready.’
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o 11 &

From the West

Ln the year 1378 a remarkable marriage ceremony took place in
Hungary, one which was to have considerable significance for
Poland.

The father of the bride was a man of French descent, Louis
d’Anjou, who ruled as King of Hungary, and also of Poland, a
country he rarely visited. He was a wise king of great personal
attractiveness and would be remembered in Hungarian history as
Louis the Great and in Poland as Louis the Hungarian. He had
three charming daughters, and the later years of his life were
preoccupied with finding them husbands and kingdoms of their
own.

The bridegroom was a handsome German prince, Wilhelm of
Habsburg, who had been reared in Vienna and who gave promise
of becoming an excellent king in either Austria, Hungary or, more
likely, Poland. He was a good catch for the Anjou family, and
King Louis was pleased with the match.

But the radiant star of this marriage was the bride, an adorable
princess with an inborn grace, a winsome smile and a beauty which
set her apart in whatever crowd she graced. She had a charming
habit of looking directly into the eye of anyone to whom she spoke
and in this way enchanted kings, cardinals, generals and financiers.
She was known widely as one of the choice princesses of Europe,
and she was five years old.

The wedding was of course ceremonial, but it was also real,
because in conformance with a royal custom followed by various
countries, as soon as the bride reached the age of twelve her
husband was permitted to exercise his connubial rights, and in
this case it was hoped that the princess would have early and



numerous pregnancies, for it would be her duty to produce sons.

Her name was Hedwig in German, Jadwiga in Polish, and when
her illustrious father died in 1381 it was agreed among the nations
that she should inherit the Polish throne. Although only eight, she
was old enough to know what this meant, and she assured Wil-
helm, of whom she had become desperately fond, that as soon as
she reached the age of twelve he would be her consort on the
throne.

When she was ten she crossed the Carpathians, entered Poland
for the first time, and was crowned king .. .not queen, for the
Polish nobles wanted to preserve dynastic links to their original
kings. They wished her to be known as their king—the preserver
of royal tradition.

As soon as she became king she found herself plunged into
dynastic problems which with her premature intelligence she was
able to understand, so that when her counselors came to her with
the sad news ‘It is no longer desirable that you be married to
Withelm of Habsburg’ she wept a little, sent a message to Austria
that she would always love him, and then listened as the men
around her explained why she must marry an extraordinary stranger
from the north.

Spokesman for her advisers was a minor nobleman of great
mental acuity from the middle reaches of the Vistula, Kazimir of
Castle Gorka, a wise man although only in his thirties:

‘Majesty, the principal problem of your reign will be how
to protect Poland from the power of the Teutonic Knights,
who threaten us from the west. Believe me, that is of greater
significance than any other difficulty you will face, and
you must brood upon it constantly.

‘How best to keep the Germans in check? You must operate

according to one of the wisest counsels ever given a king:
“He who is the enemy of my enemy is my friend.” For the
present, the real enemy of the Teutonic Knights is Lithu-
ania, a good and powerful nation to our north and east. If
you can ally yourself with Lithuania, you can forge a great
nation powerful enough to hold off the Germans. If you
stand alone, you and Poland may both perish.

‘Fortunately; Lithuania has now produced a grand duke of
great ability and considerable charm. His name is Jagiello,
and your counselors advise you, plead with you, to marry
him.’
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‘How old is he?' the twelve-year-old king asked, and Kazimir
replied: ‘Thirty-five, but he is young in appearance and vital in
performance.’

‘1 am told that he is not a Christian,’ Jadwiga said, and Kazimir
replied: ‘That is correct, but he has promised that if you will have
him, he will become one and will command his entire nation to
convert, also.’ The counselor paused, then said: ‘Rarely can a
young woman convert an entire nation to God’s divine guidance
simply by marrying the right man.’

‘I am also told that he is a heathen, with a body all covered
with matted hair, like an otter or a bear.” The young king blushed.

This was a serious charge, especially the part that she did not
voice because of maidenly modesty, for it was rumored throughout
the court that Jagiello was not only covered with hair like an elk
but was also possessed of sexual organs monstrously large and
destined to destroy or kill any woman he mated with.

‘Majesty,’ Kazimir said with a comforting, placid smile on his
broad face, ‘I know your fears. You were to have married a
handsome young prince of the Habsburgs. Now we propose to
replace him with a hairy barbarian of God knows what disposition.
Majesty, 1 will myself go to Lithuania with two men that you
select from your council and we shall ask this Jagiello to take a
complete bath in our sight, and we shall report to you honestly
what we have seen when he stands naked before us.’

Jadwiga agreed that this was a most sensible solution to her
problem, so a diplomatic mission consisting of three counselors,
eighty horsemen and sixty servants set out from Krakow to journey
into Lithuania, where the counselors would request Jagiello to take
a full bath in their presence. Sitting not three feet from the carved
marble tub, they discovered to their delight that the Lithuanian
grand duke was not covered with hair and that his.sexual organs
were in no wise larger than their own and, as one of the counselors
told Kazimir, ‘Rather smaller, if accurate measurements were
made.’

They hurried back to Krakow with the joyous news that there
was no impediment to the marriage, and after Jadwiga was assured
that Jagiello would indeed convert to Christianity and bring his
pagan nation to the baptismal font with him, she consented to the
marriage. She was thirteen, he thirty-six, and they formed one of
the noblest royal couples in Europe.

They gave Poland and Lithuania good government and launched
one of the most powerful dynasties in Renaissance Europe. During
their reign a great university was founded in Krakow, hospitals
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were started, and stable forms of government initiated. Lithuania,
a country of enormous size—Baltic to Black Sea—was officially
Christianized, and Polish influence reached to the doorsteps of
Muscovy, the future Russia.

Always Jagiello and Jadwiga kept before them the specter of
invasion by the Teutonic Knights, but they knew instinctively that
they were not yet strong enough to oppose the terror which the
knights visited on the far fnnges of their land, and they had to
bear the invasions and insults in silence.

‘The time will come, Jadwiga,’ Jagiello promlsed, ‘when Poland
and Lithuania will rise up against these Germans,’ but he never
predicted when this time was likely to happen. So as Poland made
progress in small, carefully considered steps, they watched the
Teutonic Knights on their western and northern borders vaulting
ahead in military and economic prowess. ‘

In these years Jadwiga became the best-loved king Poland had
ever had, a gracious, warm, intelligent woman, wise far beyond
her years, gifted in political analysis, and winning in her capacity
to convince others of the rightness of what she wanted to do. It
was particularly noted by foreign ambassadors to the court at
Krakow that she made an ideal partner for Jagiello, and many
rumors circulated in Paris, Rome and London that when the proper
time came, this amazing Polish-Lithuanian couple intended to take
the measure of the Teutonic Knights.

In 1399, at the age of twenty-six, Jadwiga evoked thunderous
joy throughout Poland by letting it be known that she was pregnant,
and seers predicted as a consequence of many favorable omens
that the baby was to be a boy. But the child was stillbom, and
shortly thereafter this lovely princess, this regal queen, this king
of great ability and fortitude, died, and for some years her widowed
husband languished, but starting about 1405, when his equally
capable cousin Witold, his successor as Grand Duke of Lithuania,
began to show mettle and a willingness to join him in opposing
the Germans, Jagiello indicated to those about him that the time
was drawing near when the new nation of Poland-Lithuania must
take arms against the Teutonic Knights, regardless of the conse-
quences. As he told Witold: ‘We can no longer bear the humili-
ation.’

But Jagiello was a prudent man, and before launching a major
war of defense he desired to know all he could about his powerful
enemy, so one day in the winter of 1409, when war clouds began
to lower, obscuring the northern skies, he asked his counselor

Kazimir of Gorka: ‘Have we at court someone we could insert
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into the Amber Road? Someone who would travel quietly to the
Baltic and see for himself what the Teutonic Knights are up t0?’

‘Not at court,” Kazimir said, ‘but [ have a liege with a big,
dumb face who might serve our purpose. I’m sure no one would
take him for a spy, and although he’s not quick of mind, he is
trustworthy.’

‘Who is he?’ the king asked.

‘Pawel of Bukowo.’

‘1 have not heard of him. But if you say—’

‘1 promise nothing! I've wamed you that he’s rather stupid, but
I assure you he’s dependable.’

‘Send him forth,’ the king said, and Kazimir left the court and
journeyed the relatively short distance to his castie along the Vis-
tula, where he summoned Pawel of Bukowo to meet with him.

This Pawel was a petty nobleman with three horses, a castle
that was mostly in ruins and the heavy gait of a farmer. He had
almost no neck, sloping shoulders and hands that hung out from
his hips. Also, he wore his hair cut straight across his eyebrows,
so that he created an appearance that was far from attractive, but
if one looked at him carefully, one noticed the shrewd eyes that
absorbed most of what occurred about him.

‘Pawel,” Kazimir asked, ‘how would you like to buy amber for
the king?’

‘Why doesn’t he buy it himseif? There's plenty in Krakow.’

Very quietly Kazimir said, looking Pawel directly in the eye:
‘He would prefer a better quality. Say, from Lembok.’

Pawel folded his hands over his belly, rocked back and forth a
couple of times, and said: ‘He wants me to spy on the Teutonic
Knights.’

‘I doubt that he would express it that way, Pawel—"

‘Where do I get the money?’

“That will be provided.’

‘You know what they say, Pan? That not a bead of amber leaves
Lembok any more except through the knights’ hands.’

‘We want you to buy it from them. In the end, that is. We want
you first to see if you can buy it from the Lithuanians. So that
you give the appearance of an honest dishonest trader.’

Again Pawel rocked back and forth, assessing this dangerous
mission. ‘And when I do that, the knights arrest me. They drag
me off to their castle in Malbork and I get hanged.’

‘Up to the point of hanging, that’s what we want. We want you
to be arrested. We want you to see Malbork. But we also want
you to come back to us with your story.’
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Pawel dropped his chin onto his fingertips and studied his mas-
ter. ‘How do you propose arranging that?’

‘You carry with you a letter from the king himself, authorizing
you to buy amber—from the Lithuanians, if possible.’

‘That guarantees my hanging.’

‘No, the knights will want to use you to send a message back
to the king.’

Pawel rose from his chair and moved about the castle room.
‘They’d see through such nonsense in a minute. The Germans
aren’t stupid.’

‘Of course they’ll see what we're doing. But they’ll also see
that King Jagiello wants to establish contact with them.’

‘Why not send an ambassador? As you did in the past?’

‘Too formal. Too weighed down in heavy protocol. When the
knights see an ambassador coming, they freeze up. With you,
they’ll talk.’

‘Do you want me to do this, Pan?

‘1 do.’

“Then I'll do it.” He rose and moved toward the door. ‘But |
will want Janko to accompany me. He’s very resourceful, Janko.'

So it was agreed, and the king’s letter was composed, and the
two suede bags of gold coins were delivered, and on an April
moming in 1409 square-faced Pawel of Bukowo started eastward
toward the Amber Road, which led by ship from Constantinople
to Odessa, by land to Kiev to Minsk to Wilno to the beautiful
seacoast town of Lembok, where precious amber was collected
for the bazaars of Persia, India, China and Japan.

When Pawel and his attendant Janko, also of Bukowo, had been
on the Road one day, spies hurried northward with reports to the
castle at Malbork that two mysterious Poles were on their way to
Lembok: ‘We shall follow them closely and inform you of their
doings.’ But at a stop near the town of Mozyr, Pawel told a Polish
spy who was awaiting him: ‘Inform the king’s counselor Kazimir
of Gorka that the knights have noticed us and are sending mes-
sengers north to keep Malbork informed of our movements.’

It must be understood that the Teutonic Knights who crept out of
Germany to occupy the Baltic seacoast—which should normally
have been a part of Poland—acted under a signed commission of
the Pope ordering them to Christianize the pagan lands in that
region, so that regardless of how they behaved, they acted with

papal authority and the approval of God Himself.
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Their Order had been formed near Jerusalem in 1189 by a group
of crusading knights from Bremen and Liibeck, and their intentions
were the noblest: to provide medical services to Christian soldiers
striving to wrest the Holy Land from its infidel possessors. The
orotund name they took at their beginning testified to their inten-
tions: ‘Knights of the Teutonic Order of the Hospital of St. Mary
in Jerusalem.’ .

The Order achieved little success, and by 1210 boasted of less
than ten members who could move into battle fully armored and
mounted. What was more ominous, the Catholic church was be-
ginning to move against the Templars and other orders which had
proved difficult to discipline, and it scemed likely that the Teutonic
Knights would quietly vanish.

But at this critical moment the Order selected as its Grand Master
one of the truly great men of the Middle Ages, Hermann von
Salza, who combined piety and managerial ability to a high de-
gree-— with more of the latter than the former. In a brilliant move
he shifted the Order out of the Holy Land, where they were ac-
complishing nothing— primarily because it was too far for knights
from Germany to travel—and into Hungary, whose savage land
awaited Christianity and colonizing. Within fifteen years Von Salza
threatened to become more powerful than the King of Hungary,
Andreas I, who, with practically no warning, banished the knights
from his territories. Homeless, but still possessed of great organ-
izing skill and military prowess, they looked all through Europe
for a theater in which to exhibit their abilities, arid by the most
fortunate chance they heard of a Polish duke who was having
trouble managing the pagan barbarians on his northern borders.

In 1226, the year after they were expelled from Hungary, Conrad
of Mazovia in northern Poland begged the knights to enter his
domain for a brief spell to help him subdue his pagans, and in
gratitude for their assistance, he wrote some unfortunate letters
that could be interpreted as an invitation to stay permanently and
also as a grant of land on which they could build a headquarters
from which to Christianize territories that he, Conrad, did not
own.

Hermann von Salza had brought his first German knights to
Poland in 1226, with the presumned intention of staying a year or
two. Nearly two hundred years later they owned most of the Baltic
coast, including the lands of the Latvians and Estonians, and
showed every intention of soon controlling Lithuania, Poland and
much of Russia. Superior in military might, managerial ability
and commerce, they excelled in diplomatic relations with the rest
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of Europe—especially with the papacy —and seemed destined to
rule eastern Europe.

Their first Christianizing mission involved the Prussians, a hand-
some, barbaric, rural group of people who controlled the amber
trade along the Baltic. All Europe applauded when the Teutonic
Knights brought civilization and the church to these heathens, and
it was upon this laudable beginning that the Germans erected their
powerful structure.

They Christianized the Prussians in a most effective way: they
eliminated them. Dividing the tribes, they dealt with them one by
one, driving some into the sea, others into slavery, others into the
wastelands of Russia. Those who remained on soil the knights
wanted, about half the number, were converted into serfs and
forbidden to marry, so that no further Prussian children woulc be
forthcoming; they were to work fifteen hours a day, seven days
a week until they died off.

The knights always held the Prussian barbarians in contempt,
but when the latter were annihilated, the knights assumed their
name and many of their characteristics. In later centuries, when
Prussia became a name famous throughout Europe, there was
hardly a true Prussian alive.

From this secure base, not very large, the Teutonic Knights
launched two campaigns of real brilliance. Avoiding the pitfall
which had overtaken early Poland and which would always con-
taminate its political processes—that of refusing to identify and
follow one competent leader—the knights adopted the policy of
electing one capable man Grand Master for life and then following
his guidance for better or worse. With extraordinary luck, they
picked a chain of men who were perhaps not as brilliant as the
great Hermann von Salza but certainly as single-minded and as
devoted to the Order. Prussia, under the Teutonic Knights, was
the best-govemned unit in Europe, and not once was there any war
of succession, rebellion by contending claimants or uprising by
the general population, for with great prudence the knights had
replaced the vanished Prussians with loyal Germans imported from
the homeland.

Once Prussia was established, a chain of impeccable military
campaigns pushed the boundaries of the tiny original grant out-
ward, so that the Teutonic state was fabulously enlarged, with its
new areas also filled by German farmers imported from the west.
Pomerania was captured, Chelmno Land, Dobrzyn, Samogitia;
always the pressure was maintained, the civilized west encroaching
upon the savage east.
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These military campaigns were an unquestioned success, but it
sometimes seemed that the Order’s diplomatic triumphs were more
fruitful, for the knights repeatedly circulated through the courts
of Europe glowing written reports of their extreme piety, their
unfailing courage in the face of barbarian enemies, their success
in introducing Christianity to alien lands:

We fight against the savage Lithuanians, the pagan Poles,
the heathen Latvians and the Estonians who know not God,
and a score of darkened lands between. Especially we war
against the Muslim Tatars, a branch of the same infidel
nation that controls the Holy Land where we fought for so
long. We are the right arm of God, the successful extension
of Rome, and all who long to fight for Jerusalem but cannot
get there are invited to join this greater crusade at home.

As a consequence of this constant insistence on the virtue of the
Germans and the barbarity of all others, a flood of knights from
other countries sought to join the Order, and though they were
refused full membership, they were granted honorable afftliation,
so that when the knights went into battle against a country like
Lithuania they had in their ranks young men of noble family from
France, England, Luxembourg, Austria, Hungary, Bohemia and
the Low Countries, and each man was satisfied that he rode under
the banner of Jesus Christ to subdue an inferior civilization and
bring it into the glorious fold of the Christian church.

The propaganda campaign was especially vicious against Po-
land, which had become Christian officially in a.D. 966 and
unofficially perhaps fifty years earlier, and it was impossible in
this year of 1409 when Krakow had a fine university, a sophis-
ticated court and a strongly entrenched church for Poles to think
of themselves as pagan. But that was the report circulated through
the knightly circles of Europe, and it was to rescue Poland from
darkness that many of the alien knights volunteered to help the
Germans.

If one asked a hundred courtiers throughout Europe what the
Teutonic Knights did, the answer almost universally would be:
‘They carry Christianity to pagan lands. They are the right arm
of God.” And if one asked: ‘Who are these knights?' the answer
would be: ‘They are ordained priests who have taken the vow of
chastity and poverty, and they do only as their leader, the Pope
in Rome, commands.’

The truth was somewhat different. At Marienburg, not far from
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Danzig where the Vistula River enters the Baltic Sea, the Teutonic
Knights had erected within a semicircle of high brick walls—a
river forming the other half of the wall—the most powerful fort
in Europe, a magnificent red structure that ran more than three
thousand feet from northeast to southwest. It consisted of two
great central castles, many-storied and battlemented, and, north
and south, two immense walled courtyards filled with adminis-
trative buildings. In time of stress, the fortification at Malbork
could bring within its protection about ten thousand defenders,
with adequate food and cistern water to withstand a siege of months
or even years.

This was not a monastery fortress such as one might see at
Cluny in France or York in England; this was a tremendous battle
station, infinitely rich in possessions and power, and it was ruled
by hard-headed men determined to use it as the nucleus of a vast
temporal kingdom.

The knights had forewamned the world of their intentions early
in their occupancy of the castle. In 1308 the nearby town of Danzig
had given trouble, so the knights marched there singing ‘Jesu
Christo Salvator Mundi’ and killed most of the citizens, about ten
thousand in number, replacing them with German immigrants who
gave them full allegiance.

It was difficult for the Poles to inform Europe about such mat-
ters, because the Teutonic Knights always got their report in first,
and also because every settlement in Prussia bore two names, the
German and the Polish, and this would continue throughout his-
tory, as the following table compiled by a Polish scribe in 1409
testified:

Its real name is Gdansk but they call it Danzig

Its real name is Malbork but they call it Marienburg

Its real name is Pomorze but they call it Pomerania

Its real name is Klajpeda but they call it Memel

Its real name is Szczecin but they call it Stettin

Its real name is Krolewiec but they call it Koenigsberg

Its real name is River Wisla but they call it Vistula River
[And so on, for more than a hundred altered place names)

In certain cases the German version was superior; for example,
Marienburg bespoke a fortress dedicated to Mary the Mother of
Jesus from which the teachings of her son were promulgated, while
Malbork conveyed none of the gentleness of Mary. In a way, of

course, this might have been more appropriate, for of a hundred
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persons residing in the castle at any one time, the distribution was
this: Grand Master, one; his immediate council, seven; knights
from Germany, twenty; knights from other nations, nine; squires,
pages and other assistants to the knights, eighteen; full-fledged
priests, three; friars, six; paid soldiers, eight; servants of all kinds,
twenty-eight. And if one distributed the gold pieces in the castle
coffers among the twenty-nine knights, each would receive more
than three thousand pieces, but even this would be deceptive,
because the Order maintained numerous subsidiary castles, often
of considerable strength, in Prussian towns like Frauenberg (From-
bork), Marienwerder (Kwidzyn) and Rastenberg (Ketrzyn), not to
mention a dozen lesser ones erected in what had once been Polish
towns but which were now occupied by the Order. The fortune
of the Order was tremendous, but so were its expenses, and by
careful manipulation and the constant watchfulness of the Grand
Master, it avoided sending any great tithe to Rome. It was, in
fact, a nation unto itself and it intended staying that way, always
growing, always encroaching upon the lands of its neighbors.

Said Ulrich von Jungingen, the brilliant Grand Master who
controlled the Order in these exciting years: ‘We are, as we say,
the forward arm of God Almighty, but we are also the forward
arm of German settlement, and that combination is irresistible.’
It was upon this powerful state that dumb-looking Pawel of Bu-
kowo was presuming to spy.

He discovered the power of the Teutonic Knights when he left the
city of Wilno on his way to the little amber town of Lembok,
which lay to the north of the powerful German town of Koenigs-
berg. From Wilno, the Amber Road passed through villages only
recently occupied by the knights, and when he and Janko spent
the night at a Lithuanian farmhouse, Pawel learned of their harsh
rule.

“We cannot give you good bread,’ the wife lamented, ‘because
they’ve broken our quern.’ And she pointed to the shattered pieces
of what had once been her most valued possession: the hand mill,
consisting of two flattened stones, the upper of which revolved
upon the stationary lower, grinding wheat into flour.

Explained the husband: ‘“The knights have given orders that we
must henceforth sell all our wheat to them, at the prices they state.
And they’ve smashed our querns to enforce that law.’

Later the wife said: “They're going to allow us to keep our
spinning wheels for the time being, because they can’t find women
to spin for them at Malbork, but they’ve smashed our looms
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because only they will be allowed to weave cloth.’

‘It’s about the same with cattle,’ her husband said. ‘I had nine,
but now [’'m allowed only four.’

‘Did they pay for the five they took?' Pawel asked.

‘Pay?’ the husband snorted. He stared at Pawel, one farmer to
another, and after a while Pawel asked: ‘What are you going to
do?" and the Lithuanian said: ‘When the word comes, | take my
scythe and 1 help you Poles when you go looking for Germans.’

‘Who said we were going to do that?’ Pawel asked, and both
the husband and wife wanted to speak at once. They said that with
Witold at the head in Lithuania and his cousin Jagiello ruling
Poland, it was obvious that something must happen, and soon.
‘We can’t let the knights gobble up our countries, can we?’

‘I know nothing of such things,” Pawel said honestly, but he
was leamning.

At the next village they saw three burned cottages and a woman
hanging from a tree, and when Pawel inquired as to what crime
she had committed, the Lithuanians told him: ‘She hid her quern,
and the knights caught her grinding illegal grain.’

That night three families sat late with the travelers, telling of
the terrible repression that had settled over their lives after the
knights captured their territory: ‘Cattle were confiscated. Our mill
was burned. Now we must pay to cross the bridge. My sons were
taken to Lidzbark to work as servants in their castle. And all trade
must pass through their hands.’ )

‘Do they leave you any rights?’ Pawel asked.

‘None. They say we’re pagans and that they’re doing all this
to save our souls. For four generations my fathers were Chris-
tian...’

‘Way to the east,” one of the women said, pointing in that
direction, ‘there are still pagans. And because those few remain
after Jagiello converted us, the Germans say we’re all pagans and
that whatever they wish to do is all nght, because they’re saving
us.’

Late in the evening one farmer voiced the real complaint of
these people: ‘What hurts more than the loss of the cow is the fact
that they treat us with contempt. They treat us like slaves, because
we aren’t German. And they leave us no hope, because we can
never become German, and we see them taking all the good land
and moving their farmers onto it, and pretty soon there’ll really
be no place for us. My farm will go, and his, and his.” He halted
his recital, clenched his hands, and said: *‘They treat us with con-
tempt.”

After nine days of travel through these newly acquired German
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territories, Pawel and Janko entered the coastal areas which the
knights had held for many years, that chain of beautiful little
seaports on which the amber monopoly operated by the knights
centered, and Pawel saw at once the superior quality of any place
controlled by the Germans. Everything was clean. Order prevailed.
The shops were small but they were neat, and people behaved in
an organized manner.

As they moved from one seacoast town (o the next, always in
a northerly direction as if trying to escape the German domination,
Pawel became aware of a very large dark-haired knight who seemed
always by accident to be traveling in the same direction, and he
set Janko the task of determining who this Teuton was. It was not
difficult, because the first peasant Janko spoke to in the barbarous
mélange of words he had acquired—Polish, German, Lithuanian,
Prussian—told him that the impressive knight was Graf Reudiger,
commander of the Baltic coastline and enforcer of the amber mo-
nopoly, which allowed sales to officials of governments but not
to random individuals. When Pawel heard this he smiled, because
it was now obvious that Graf Reudiger was trying to catch Pawel
circumventing the amber laws, and Pawel was trying to be caught
so that he would be hauled off to the legendary castle at Marien-
burg.

An amusing game developed, with the two Poles asking obvious
questions of persons who might be expected to report them to
Reudiger, and the big knight trying to look inconspicuous as he
trailed them. In this fashion the three came to Lembok, a village
of the greatest charmn and with the finest amber, and after two
days of rest Pawel eased himself into a small building by the clock
tower where the amber trade flourished, and there for the first
time he saw why it was understandable that an entire roadway
across Asia and Europe had been established to trade in this pre-
cious substance, more beautiful than silver, more valuable than
gold.

The merchant, a German, had on his wooden counter a selection
of pieces brought to him over recent days by the Lithuanian fish-
ermen who prowled the shoreline searching for any amber that
the waves might wash up and by other Lithuanians who actually
mined for deposits laid down long ago. Pawel had no clear idea
of what amber was, except that Polish ladies cherished such oc-
casional samples as the knights allowed to filter into that country,
and when he was actually permitted to handle a fragment he was
surprised by its light weight, soft surface and radiant color.

It did not sparkle harshly, nor was it luminescent when sunlight
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struck it. A golden brown, it gave forth a soft radiance, but what-
ever its physical character, it created an impression of worth and
loveliness and candlelight. The first piece Pawel handled was
opaque, filled, it seemed, by a thousand white bubbles of air, and
when Pawel asked about this, the German nodded: ‘Exactly right!
When it formed, it was filled with tiny bubbles, and there they
stay, forever.’

So Pawel, looking the big dumb peasant with a few gold pieces
from his master, asked: ‘How did it form?’ and the German became
pleasantly excited; he enjoyed answering that question, for he was
the expert.

‘Have you ever worked with trees?’ he asked. ‘Good. Have you
ever worked with pine trees? The ones that give off sticky sub-
stances? Good. That liquid is resin, and when you collect it you
can do many things with it.’

‘But how do you make amber from it?’

The German laughed and jabbed Pawel in the ribs. ‘You can’t
make it and I can’t make it, but if you put it in sand under the
sea for a hundred years. . . two hundred years, it binds itself to-
gether and hardens and makes amber.’

*You mean that this wonderful thing was once the stuff that
makes my hands sticky when I cut a pine tree?’

‘Yes! And to prove it, I'm going to show you something ex-
tremely precious,” and from a little suede pouch he placed on the
counter a piece of flawless amber, about the size of a pigeon’s
egg, completely transparent and with no interior bubbles, colored
like the coat of a fawn and hiding in its center perfectly preserved
in every <detail a single fly with wings extended.

‘May I touch it?’ Pawel asked, instantly appreciative of its rare
form. When he had inspected it from all angles, allowing sunlight
to dance past the suspended fly, he asked: ‘How did you get the
fly in there?’

This time the German laughed boisterously. *You think [ put it
there with my big, heavy fingers? No, my friend. That fly landed
on the resin while it was still sticky and it got caught. This was
a hundred years ago. And more resin flowed about it, and then
the whole thing was left in sand underwater for another hundred
years and it became amber.’ He admired the lovely bead and said:
‘The fly holds his wings forever ready to soar again the minute
the amber lets it go. But it will never let go.’

‘Is such a piece . . . well, is it valuable?’

‘A piece like this? It goes to China, where they appreciate such
perfection.” And from another pouch he produced a set of beau-
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tifully matched nine globelets of golden amber, none with flies,
but so radiant in their purity that they formed a kind of halo. ‘For
the Sultan of the Turks,’ and he spit as he said the infidel words.

Finally he produced the piece which he himself had selected as.
the nonpareil, the one he had held back until the Pope himself or
some great king came by to claim it.- It was the size of a small
hen’s egg and similarly shaped; its color was a soft gray-gold and
radiant. Perfectly translucent, it seemed to break ordinary light
into myriad colors, and yet it did not shine of itself. Said the
German: ‘[t longs to be held by a golden chain below the throat
of a beautiful woman.’

‘What will you do with it?’ Pawel-asked.

‘Wait.’

‘For what?’

*Just wait.’

Pawel took such a liking to this trader, a man who obviously
loved his work, that he retumed to the center many times, and
during one visit the German said: ‘I suppose you’re an official of
your government. I suppose you have papers authorizing you to
buy.’

‘Oh, I have!" Pawel lied. That night—with the connivance of
Graf Reudiger, who hurried in shortly after each of Pawel’s visits—
it was arranged that a set of six amber beads would be sold to
Pawel. They were extremely beautiful objects, not so large as the
special ones set aside for the Sultan, but each matched nicely with
the others, as if all were golden-skinned sisters from some remote
Asian village.

*They were formed a hundred years ago,’ the German said, ‘and
they’ve been waiting for you.’ Then, as he held them in his hand
for the last time, he said: ‘I sometimes think it must have taken
much longer than a hundred years . . . for something like pine resin
to make something like this.” He was right. It had taken some
sixty million years; that insect imprisoned in the other piece was
not a fly as Lithuania now knew flies; it was some nameless
progenitor that had flown through a pine forest those millions of
years ago, and if the amber which held it was indeed more valuable
than a similar weight of gold, there was good reason, for amber
had a subtle, woodland, sunset beauty that nothing else could
match.

After Pawel had wrapped his six beads in linen and then in
heavy cloth, he told the dealer: ‘I shall be very nervous carrying
these to Krakow for our king,” and the German said with a tertain
s7ad cynicism, for he had come to like this stolid Pole who reacted
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so enthusiastically to the amber: *Yes, you will indeed be nervous.’
And as soon as Pawel stepped out of the little building beside the
clock, servants of Graf Reudiger grabbed him and Janko, and the
big knight, now dressed in full regalia with the black cross em-
broidered on his tunic, stepped from behind a door and said in a
loud voice: ‘You are arrested. For trying to evade the amber laws.’

It-was more than a hundred miles from the seaport of Lembok to
the capital at Marienburg, and since Pawel was obviously not a
full-fledged knight, he was owed no great consideration. He and
Janko were allowed to keep their horses but they were lodged
wherever Reudiger could find them a bed, and they ate poorly. It
took six days to cover the distance, and occasionally the big Ger-
man knight would ride with them, never abusing them but telling
them frankly that at the end of the journey they would doubtless
be hanged and their bodies shipped back to Poland—or at least
their heads—as a warning to other Poles not to try to breach the
Order’s monopoly of the amber trade.

Late in the afternoon of the sixth day Graf Reudiger began to
spur his horse and commanded the others to do the same, and one
of the knaves explained: ‘He wants to reach Marienburg before
night falls,” and as the sun was setting, the little company of
travelers rounded the side of a hill and saw before them the mighty
battlements of Marienburg Castle glowing red, a fortress of such
size and strength as to immobilize the courage of any foe who
happened to approach it.

Vast, mighty, thick-walled and impregnable, it would stand five
hundred years without being taken by siege. both the symbol and
the reality of German power in the Baltic states. Pawel, looking
at it when it seemed part of the coming night, shuddered to think
that within those massive walls he could be imprisoned for the
rest of his life, like the fly in amber, or tortured, or even hanged.
Janko, less imaginative, compared this tremendous fortress with
the scrawny castles he knew along the Vistula, the ones that had
been regularly destroyed at fifty-year intervals, and said: ‘“Nobody
could ever knock this one down.’

They approached it by the eastern gateway, where guards told
Reudiger: ‘You're lucky. Fifteen more minutes. . . closed.” And
before they left the inspection courtyard, the massive iron gates
clanged shut for that night.

With torches they were led through devious pathways which

would be difficult for a stranger to follow, and impossible to
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penetrate if they were defended, and into a walled northern area
of staggering size where the heavy shops for the fabrication of
swords and armor were located. From here they were led across
a wide wooden drawbridge to the massive gateway seven tiers
deep, each graced with carved figures, and into the beautifully
walled courtyard of the first castle, itself bigger than anything
Pawel had seen or heard of in Poland.

They traversed this courtyard without halting and left the first
castle altogether, passing through a low archway, easily defended,
into the great castle itself, and there Graf Reudiger directed a
herald to sound a signal indicating his arrival. Trumpet sounds
echoed through the enclosure, bouncing off a dozen walls and
making strange melodies, at which a small, heavily ironed door-
way in the western wall slowly opened, revealing the tall, severe
figure of a knight dressed all in white, except for the black cross
upon his breast.

This was Ulrich von Jungingen, brilliant leader, fearless warrior
and Grand Master of the Teutonic Knights for the duration of his
lifetime. ‘Brother Reudiger, you have done your job. To the dun-
geons.” Saying no more, he retired.

The dungeons of Marienburg Castle were spacious affairs, larger
than most inns and capable of holding more people. They were
not composed of individual cells, except for a few reserved for
prisoners of major fault, but of huge stone-walled rooms, four of
which served a very special purpose: they were packed with large
wooden logs which prisoners fed into furnaces that had brick-lined
ducts leading to important rooms in the castle. Thus when a single
fire raged in the cellar, heat could be delivered to rooms far distant
and high above the dungeons.

Pawel and Janko were thrown into one of the lesser compart-
ments, but Pawel complained to the guard that this was improper,
since he, Pawel, was.a knight and not accustomed to sleeping
with peasants. The Germans, taking this complaint seriously, moved
him to better quarters, where there was straw upon which he could
sleep.

But his nights were wakeful, for he tormented himself with
speculating as to what was going to happen to his six amber beads,
which Graf Reudiger had rudely taken from him at the time of
his arrest, and he conceived the curious idea that his safety, the
continuance of his life on earth, depended upon his custodianship
of those amber beads. He devised a score of ridiculous plots
whereby-he might recover them and smuggle them through German
lines to Krakow, but he knew they were futile because all depended
76



upon his escaping from this tremendous fortress, and that was not
likely.

He could not tell how many days he had been in the dungeon,
and it seemed that most of the men who shared it with him had
lost sense of time, for they had been there for years: Lithuanian
farmers who had tried to avoid delivering their grain to the knights;
Poles captured on raids to the south; other Poles caught visiting
the city of Danzig, Danish sailors who had attempted to fish
the Baltic; and a few Tatar infidels taken on raids into Russia. The
dungeons of Marienburg formed a map of German power in the
east.

On the sixth or seventh day, when his eyes were accustomed
to the gloom, he was dragged forth, allowed to wash, given fresh
clothing, and taken to a room where two remarkable men sat
awaiting him. The first and tallest was a proper knight, Siegfried
von Eschl, forty years old, a traveler to Jerusalem and Rome,
scion of an ancient German family occupying various castles along
the Rhine, a man devoted to the welfare of the Order and one of
its ablest commanders. The second was of a smaller size and a
less distinguished bearing, but in some ways he was the more
impressive, for he could read and write. He was Priest Anton
Grabener of Liibeck, younger brother of a master merchant in the
Hanseatic League.

The two indicated that Pawel was to sit on a small chair on the
opposite side of the table, facing them, and to answer honestly
all questions put to him by Priest Anton, who spoke Polish in
addition to Latin, French, Italian and Lithuanian. Since Pawel had
been carefully coached in Castle Gorka as to what he must reply
when questioned, he was prepared for this interrogation, but to
his astonishment it proceeded along lines no one in Krakow could
have anticipated:

PRIEST ANTON: [s it true that your King Jagiello is covered with
heavy body hair from his neck to his toes?

PAWEL: I've seen him only a few times, but once was when he
stayed at Castle Gorka for three days, and I saw no such hair.

PRIEST ANTON: Are his private parts of enormous dimension?

PAWEL: How would I know?

PRIEST ANTON: [s it true that he killed his Queen Jadwiga because
she produced in her womb a devil of tremendous size?

PAWEL: No one ever told me that. She died in childbirth, I
believe.

PRIEST ANTON: We know she died in childbirth. But why? For

what terrible reason?
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PAWEL: Many women die in childbirth. My wife’s sister—

PRIEST ANTON: Why was no one allowed to see the stillborn?
Was it not because of its monstrosity?

PAWEL: | do not know. | heard of no monster.

PRIEST ANTON: Is your King Jagiello known among your people
as a pagan?

PAWEL: When he stayed at Castle Gorka, and | was asked to
serve as attendant, he certainly joined us in prayers.

PRIEST ANTON: Did he kneel? Did he cross himself?

PAWEL: | suppose—

PRIEST ANTON: We want no supposing. Did he cross himself?

PAWEL (snapping out the word): Yes.

PRIEST ANTON: You are lying, and you can be put to the rack.

PAWEL (stubbornly): 1 saw him cross himseif. On three days 1
saw him do it.

PRIEST ANTON: Are the Lithuanians who came with him to Kra-
kow, are they not pagans too?

PAWEL: I know none of them.

PRIEST ANTON: Are not the peasants of your village pagans?

PAWEL (bursting into laughter): Our Father Bartosz would give
them something to worry about if they tried that.

PRIEST ANTON: In the next village? Aren’t they pagans?

PAWEL: Father Bartosz has that village too, and the ones after
it and the ones after—

SIEGFRIED VON ESCHL (breaking in): Are there many Tatars in
the Polish army?

pPAWEL: We fight against the Tatars. They used to burmn our
village, but now we fight against them.

VON ESCHL: But there are many in your army, are there not?

PAWEL: I've never seen a Tatar, and I don’t want to see one.

VON ESCHL: But surely you've heard of Tatars serving in your
army?

PAWEL: I've heard only that it's death for a Pole to go to Kiev.

VON ESCHL: Have you been to Kiev?

PAWEL: God forbid, no.

VON ESCHL: How did you get onto the Amber Road?

PAWEL (breathing more easily, for now the questions would
begin on topics whose answers he had memorized): | left my village
of Bukowo in the month of January, and I rode east for six days,
south of Lublin and north of Przemysl—

VON ESCHL (impatiently): Did you not go first to Kiev to meet
with the Tatars? .

PAWEL: God forbid that | should consort with those devils.
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VON ESCHL: Yes, yes. Our own opinion. Then why does your
king hire Tatars to fight against the forces of Christendom?

PAWEL: | know of no—

PRIEST ANTON: Have you ever met one Lithuanian who was a
true Christian?

PAWEL: | told you—King Jagiello. But you understand, [ did
not meet him personally, like eating with him. I never claimed
that.

PRIEST ANTON: Do not the people of your village consider all
Lithuanians pagans?

PAWEL: We don’t bother with Lithuanians.

PRIEST ANTON: Your king is a Lithuanian.

PAWEL: We think of him as a Pole, and a damned good one.

PRIEST ANTON: If you use profanity, you can be put to the rack.

PAWEL: I am sorry, Your Reverence, but to tell you the truth,
I don’t believe I've ever met a Lithuanian.

PRIEST ANTON: When Jagiello was at Castle Gorka, did he ask
for fresh pine branches. . . so that he could cast pagan spells?

PAWEL: | heard of nothing such.

On four different occasions Pawel was questioned like this,
Priest Anton Grabener hammering at the supposed paganism of
King Jagiello, all Lithuanians and most Poles, while Siegfried von
Eschl was preoccupied with the presence of Tatars in the Polish
forces. Pawel, obviously, knew nothing about either topic, but
his apparent innocence merely fortified the suspicion that he was
lying to hide the faults of the Polish-Lithuanian confederacy. The
questioning was therefore confusing and non-productive.

On the fifth day Von Eschl said with a show of impatience and
authority: ‘We've been questioning you, Pawel, in order to verify
facts for an important document which Priest Anton is writing for
circulation to the courts of Europe. It must go forth within the
week, for couriers are leaving to strengthen our alliances and
recruit knights for our crusade. [ want the priest to read you three
sections of our letter, and I want you to identify anything which
might sound dubious or false to you. Proceed with the first.’

Von Eschl leaned back, his fingertips forming a little temple at
his chin, as the priest, obviously proud of his composition and its
irrefutable logic, read the first indictment:

‘Know, Sire, that the Lithuanians have never been Chris-
tianized, that they are a willful and pagan people, that they
live like animals without the blessings of Jesus Christ, and
that they constitute a menace to all Christian lands. They
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must be reduced on the battlefield and brought to a true
Christianity.

“Their king, this Jagiello, is known to be a barbarous brute
with matted hair covering the entirety of his body and with
private parts so much like those of some great horse that
he ruptured and killed the saintly Queen Jadwiga, a devout
Christian of Hungary. This Jagiello claims to have been
baptized, but he makes his claim only to gain the Polish
throne, for he remains as pagan as he ever was. On visits
to Christian homes he is known to have asked for fresh-
cut pine branches so that he might continue his pagan rites
and cleanse himself of any Christian influences.

‘The Teutonic Knights, right arm of God and personal agency
of the Pope in Rome, beseech your help, both in gold and
knights to fight alongside of us, for we are determined to
convert Lithuania to Christianity and bring it the benefits
of civilization.’

Von Eschl dropped his hands and asked: ‘Do you find anything
wrong with that?’ and Pawel, totally unqualified in Lithuanian
affairs, remained silent. ‘Proceed with the next,” Von Eschl said.

‘Know, Sire, that one of the most grievous faults of King
Jagiello is the irrefutable fact that he employs in the armies
he sends against us Tatar regiments composed solely of
infidels. Some of the Tatars are pagans from the vast waste-
lands of Asia, some adherents of Islam, the criminal reli-
gion which holds Jerusalem in its grasp, denying access to
our Holy Places to all Christians.

‘It is disgraceful and an offense in the nostrils of God that
a pagan country like Lithuania should employ pagan troops
to withstand the pious effort of the Teutonic Knights to
bring Christianity to the Baltic coast. We implore you to
send us assistance to eradicate this terrible blasphemy, and
we inform all true knights in your domain that if they hunger
to smite the infidel, which they can no longer do on crusade
in the Holy Land, they must come to Marienburg, where
we continue the struggle against the infidel and where
Christians can once more cross swords with the followers
of Muhammad.’
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‘Do you find anything wrong with that part?’ Von Eschl asked,
and Pawel said truthfully: ‘I despise Muhammad and the way he
keeps Jerusalem in thrall. If [ could, I would go to the Holy Land
tomorrow to fight him.” Von Eschi nodded and said: ‘Now listen
carefully to this.’

‘Know, Sire, that the principal reason why the Sacred Order

of the Teutonic Knights must pursue defensive warfare in
these parts is to bring true Christianity to darkened Poland.
Despite what their defenders say, this is not a Christian
land. It has never been converted by any saint or bishop
or even priest in a direct and honest line from St. Peter to
Rome to the Holy German Empire to Krakow. It is a pariah
among nations and it must be converted, first by the sword,
then by true priests who will bring not only the Bible but
also European law and custom to this wilderness.

“The Pole is not like the German or the Frenchman or the
Englishman. He is more Asian than European, more animal
than man. Only the saving grace which the Teutonic Knights
can bring, their superior piety and order, can save Poland,
and it is our solemn duty to bring that grace to this moral
wildemess.

‘As proof of our claim, we cite the fact that Poland willfully

chose as its king the pagan Jagiello when it could have
taken a proved Christian, Sigismund of Luxembourg, and
it forced its saintly Queen Jadwiga, daughter of Louis of
France, a devoted Christian, to marry Jagiello instead of
Wilhelm of Habsburg, a true Christian to whom she was
legally engaged and to whom she had been marmied since
the age of five.

“The only salvation for Poland is for it to fall under German
rule, and the Teutonic Knights stand prepared to effect this
change if only the courts of Europe will support us and if
the knights of Europe rally to our cause.’

On hearing this terrible indictment of a land he had known in a
much different light, Pawel’s neck muscles, which came straight
down from his ears to his shoulders, began to stand out like big
willow reeds. His face grew red. His hands trembled. And he
could imagine no circumstances under which he could accept such
condemnation. At the castigation of the Lithuanians he had re-
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mained silent, and he had seen no reason to defend the Tatars,
whom he had feared since childhood when tales of how they
ravaged villages terrified his dreams, but he could in no way
approve what he had just heard about his homeland.

‘Did you find anything wrong?’ Von Eschl repeated, and Pawel
said: ‘It's a pack of lies.’

‘Be careful,” Priest Anton said. ‘You could be thrown on the
rack, you know, for claiming that what the church—’

‘We have good bishops in Poland. They preach the word of
God. I’ve heard them. And what you say about them and us is
wrong. You say it for some wrong purpose, and you should be
ashamed.’

They could not bully Pawel into admitting that their condem-
nation of Poland was accurate, and when they threw him into one
of the single cells from which harsh punishment was administered,
he sat in darkness, mumbling to himself: ‘I refuse to say that what
he wrote is true.’ And he was prepared to die for his obstinacy.

But before he could be lashed to the rack, as Priest Anton had
directed, he was brought out of his cell, allowed to wash and put
on fresh clothes, and taken before the Grand Master himself, who
saw in Pawel’s presence a chance to promote a scheme which lay
close to his heart.

- ‘Brother Pawel,’ the powerful Grand Master said as they sat
with Von Eschl over a quiet lunch, ‘you are to be set free. You
are to take these beautiful amber beads, which you purchased with
your funds, to the king in Krakow. And you are to carry a letter
from me to him, but first I should like to ask you a series of
questions quite different from those my friend here and the scrib-
bling priest asked you.’

Pawel bowed, took a healthy bite of the good bread baked by
the friars, and waited.

‘In your opinion, Pawel, if war came between our Teutonic
Knights and Lithuania, would Poland remain neutral?’

‘Never. Lithuania and Poland are one nation. With one king.’

‘That we know, all of us. But matters of national interest do
arise. And Poland is a nation guite different from Lithuania. Do
you still think she would join the battle?’

In his dark, solitary cell, Pawel of Bukowo, this petty knight
with only three horses, had reviewed every word he could re-
member of the indictment against his homeland, and he had
rejected every charge, except maybe the employment of Tatar
cavalrymen, about which he knew nothing. And he confirmed his
resolve to die rather than to besmirch his nation or its Christian
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people. Now he was being asked if Poland would betray its major
ally.

‘Grand Master,’ he said with proper deference, ‘it seems to me
that what you want Poldnd to do is stand aside while you destroy
Lithuania, so that you can enjoy a free hand later on to destroy
Poland.’

Ulrich von Jungingen, a master in exactly the kind of diplomacy
Pawel was outlining, neither smiled nor frowned. Leaning slightly
forward, he asked: ‘So you think Poland would fight?’

‘I know it.’

*You gave honest answers, Pan Pawel,” Von Jungingen said,
and his voluntary use of the Polish honorific proved the sincerity
of his evaluation. Now he asked: ‘If my Order sought an armi-
stice . . . a cessation of all hostilities between us. . .everywhere. . .’
He paused to allow the gravity of what he was about to propose
to sink in, and when he believed that Pawel understood, he con-
cluded: ‘If we offered an armistice for one year, would Poland
accept?’

‘Why not peace for all years?’ Pawel asked.

Von Jungingen did not reply. Instead he turned to Von Eschl,
tall, straight, keen of mind and brilliant in negotiation, who said
very slowly: ‘Because permanent peace between the Order and
pagan countries like Lithuania and Poland is impossible. Itis God’s
will that Christian Germans should bring the glories of civilization
to these parts.’

‘Then why have an armistice, as you call it? Why not war and
have done?’

Now the Grand Master spoke, leaning back in the great carved
chair which served as his throne: ‘We propose an armistice now
because at certain times each side knows that it is improper to go
to war—neither is ready, the issues have not firmed. War at such
times would be a sloppy affair. . .’

He hesitated, then leaned far forward until he was almost touch-
ing Pawel’s hands, and asked with utmost sincerity: ‘Tell me, does
your side really employ Tatar cavalry?’

‘I don’t know,” Pawel said.

‘That would be a terribly wrong thing to do,’ Von Jungingen
said. ‘To use the followers of Muhammad against a Christian
army’— his voice dropped several levels—*against an army which
fights only to bring civilization to backward countries.’

Abruptly he terminated the interview, ordered that Pawel be
given fresh clothes, the set of six amber beads and two good
horses, one for himself and one for Janko.
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But Pawel had grown to love these beads so much, imagining
them to have lain under the sea for countless years, that he did
not deliver them to King Jagiello in Krakow. He gave them to his
lord, Kazimir of Gorka, where they formed the chief treasure of
that castle.

Unbelievably, the armistice that Grand Master Ulrich von Jun-
gingen proposed was accepted by Jagiello and his cousin Witold,
and for the very reasons that Von Jungingen had outlined: neither
side was fully ready for war, and to plunge into one haphazardly
might lead to haphazard consequences. The truce was to last from
8 October 1409 until sunset on 24 June 1410, at which time the
tremendous battle which had been forming for the past ten years
would legally begin. .

During this pause no serious effort was made to avert the war,
only to postpone it, and for the very good reason that each side
vigorously wanted to settle growing animosities. The Teutonic
Knights believed that they must pursue with European applause
their publicized effort at converting the heathen or they would
lose their private goal of building a massive German state which
would comprise the Baltic lands, much of Russia and all of Poland.
For them, a battle that would crush Lithuania and Poland for half
a century was imperative.

It was equally so for Jagiello’s two nations, which had witnessed
the slow erosion of their-lands, as if an insuperable tidal wave
from the west were hammering their shores, cutting away Pom-
erania here, Danzig there, Samogitia on the next wave. As Jagiello
told his captains when accepting the armistice: ‘Next year we either
conquer the Crossed Knights or we perish as a nation. . . and as
individuals.’

He used his respite brilliantly, visiting magnates like Kazimir
of Castle Gorka and pleading with them that it wouid serve their
own self-interest to contribute armies to the Polish cause. This
begging was necessary because even a king as strong as Jagiello
had no real power to make the magnates do anything they did not
wish to; they ruled, not he, and if he could not make them sece
that it was to their advantage to give him an army, he would have
none.

But Jagiello’s brilliance lay mainly in his ability to persuade,
and gradually, from all parts of the chaotic nation, he assembled
a force of quite stunning dimensions, one of the largest that had
ever operated in this part of Europe. He had Lithuanians in great
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number, double that amount of Poles, a volunteer battalion from
Bohemia, and one group so strange that Pawel of Bukowo, who
was sent to enlist it, could not believe his eyes.

The king himself had come to Bukowo with two Lithuanians
sent down by his cousin Witold, and he had commissioned his
emissaries: “You are to go to Kiev and invite them, pleadingly,
to join us, for it is just as much in their interest that we defeat the
Order as in ours.’

Naturally, Pawel had dlfﬁculty conversing with the two Lith-
uanians, for peoples of the two nations had no common language,
but each side had a smattering of words, and on the ride to Kiev,
attended by sixteen soldiers, he had an opportunity to learn more
about Grand Duke Witold, who was to be of such crucial impor-
tance in the forthcoming battle.

‘Remarkable man,’ the Lithuanians said, each one volunteering
a broken phrase. ‘Like a volcano they tell about in Italy. Ten years
ago strong ally of the Teutonic Knights. Fight on their side val-
iantly. Eight years ago, big fight. We declare war against Mar-
ienburg. Six years ago, big friends again. Together we fight big
battle against the Tatars. Much killing, believe me. Witold a hero,
Grand Master himself kisses Witold at Marienburg. Next year
German knights steal much of our land. Witold forms alliance
with Tatars against Marienburg. But knights very clever. They
make peace with Witold and together they fight Tatars again.’

‘Who is he with this year?" Pawel asked.

‘That depends.’ One of the Lithuanians did not like the sound
of this, sp he added: *No matier who he fights for, he fights with
great valor. He is Witold, champion of all.’

When they approached Kiev, Pawel became aware of much
movement among the mounted troops guarding the city, and some
dozen miles from the outskirts the envoys were in effect arrested
by a contingent of cavalry. They were then led by circuitous paths
into the city, where they were apparently expected by one of the
Tatar leaders with whom Witold had been allied twice and against
whom he had warred three times. It was Tughril, a small, wiry,
incredibly tough veteran of the steppes and of battlefields reaching
from the Black Sea to the Baltic. His official suzerain had been
Tamerlane the Great, under whose orders he had attacked Lith-
uania, but when Tamerlane died, Tughril had found much joy in
warring on his own, stealing from the Sultan’s convoys at the
edge of Constantinople, foraging on the Amber Road, laying siege
to Moscow, never winning any great battle, never losing a crip-
pling one.
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His left eye seemed not to be fixed, looking now this way, now
that, but his right had a piercing quality; it seemed always to be
laughing at the insanity of life, and whenever some outrageous
proposal was laid before him, his left eye wandered this way and
that around the possibilities, while his right stared sternly at the
visitor as if to ask: ‘What gain do I get in this transaction?

He now stared at the three emissaries from the Polish king: ‘I
can see why your Jagiello wants to battle the Germans, but why
should 1?7’

Pawel had been schooled in the only answer he was to give:
‘Because there will be much booty . . . much looting.’

‘Good!’ Tughril said, leaning back and stroking his huge mus-
taches. ‘How many men do they want me to bring?’

‘Ten thousand.’

‘Impossible. They don’t need that many.’

‘How many can you bring?’

‘Can? Can? 1 can bring the entire city of Kiev if needed. But
I will bring about fifteen hundred.’

‘So few?’

‘Each man a warrior. Each man on the fastest horse you’ve ever
seen.” He hesitated, desiring to nail down the agreement ‘You
promise there’ll be looting?’

‘There will be,’ Pawel assured him, but one of the Lithuanians
warned: ‘No killing of women and children.’

‘That happens only under necessity,” Tughril said, dismissing
the implied criticism of Tatar methods.

“There will be no killing of women,’ the Lithuanian repeated.

‘Not even in the German towns we capture?’

‘Not even there.’

Tughril shrugged his shoulders as if he had been instructed not
to use bowmen against a stone castle; if that was the rule, so be
it.

The compact was arranged: Tughril promised that fifteen hundred
Tatar horsemen would leave Kiev on the first of May 1410 and
arrive in the north one week before 24 June, the day the battle
was to begin. The four men embraced, heads were nodded se-
dately, and the mission was completed, confirmed—that is, unless
the Teutonic Knights visited Kiev in the interim, converting the
Tatars to their side with the promise that they could loot Polish
villages.

When the three travelers reached the separation point, at Zhi-
tomir, the Lithuanians headed north to report to Witold; Pawel,
going west to inform Jagiello, had perplexing doubts as to the
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propriety of enlisting an infidel army in a fight against a Christian
king, and he could still hear the voices of the German knights at
Marienburg hammering on this very point. It did not seem right.
It was a travesty to ally one’s self with a Muhammadan in a fight
against soldiers of the Pope. But the more he reflected on the
matter the more he felt instinctively that in a battle of this mag-
nitude and importance, it was much better to have Tughril fighting
for you rather than against you. He was not unhappy with the
outcome of his visit to Kiev.

All across Poland, that winter was spent in military husbandry:
pikes were given new hafts, swords were sharpened or annealed
if they had lost their temper; horses were shod and armor was
closely fitted. And the peasant Janko of Bukowo told his wife:
‘It’s time to cut the ash,’ so together they went into the Forest of
Szczek where for some years he had been watching over a young
ash tree, now about ten feet tall and three inches thick. At various
intervals over a long period of time he had cut deep incisions into
the trunk, into which he had inserted rather large pieces of jagged
flint, encouraging the ensuing growth of the tree to close upon
them, making their bases almost a part of the living tree but
allowing their knifelike edges to prottude. Some two dozen of
these implantations were now so securely wedded to the ash that
nothing could dislodge them, not even the hardest blow against a
suit of armor, and when Janko tested each with his thumb and
forefinger he found it well rooted.

‘Il cut it first down here,’” Janko said, ‘to give me a good
knob, then up here for the handle.’ He asked his wife’s opinion,
and with her smaller hands she grasped where the handle would
be and said: ‘Maybe it’s too thick there,” but when he tested it he
could find nothing wrong.

It was a solemn moment, deep in the woods, when a man was
about to harvest the weapon an which his life would depend, and
he could not bring himself to destroy the tree that he had tended
for so long. Stepping back, he studied his home-grown war club
once more and asked his wife if she really thought he was cutting
to the right length. Grabbing the axe from him, she made a big
gash at the lower end, then handed him the axe with the assurance:
‘It will be just right.’

From his various villages Kazimir of Castle Gorka assembled
a battalion of one hundred and eighty-seven men all told, including
himself. He had seventeen gentry of minor category, four or five
of whom self-styled themselves as knights, a titie few outsiders
recognized, about two dozen professional soldiers whom he paiga



the rest knaves, farriers, armorers and peasants. One priest, Father
Franciszek, completed the roster. Kazimir would allow no women
or boys to accompany him, but his definition of the latter category
was flexible, for the youngest knave was only thirteen.

They started north in May, like a minute streamlet heading for
a distant ocean, but as they moved they accumulated other groups—
sixty from this castle, only twenty from that, four hundred from
Sandomierz—until by the middle of the month they constituted
a vast throng marching slowly, resolutely toward an inevitable
battle of tremendous magnitude. And one night as they camped
well to the north, Pawel could imagine that in the lands ahead the
German knights were doing the same, assembling from the farthest
reaches of their territory, and from France and England and Hol-
land as well. Only then did he appreciate what a titanic battle this
was to be. -

In the second week of June, only eleven days before the ar-
mistice was to end, the Polish forces were surprised by the arrival
of three Teutonic Knights in full armor and bright trappings. They
unfurled a flag of truce and sought to speak with King Jagiello:
‘The Grand Master proposes that we extend the armistice for three
weeks.’

‘Why? Jagicllo asked, always suspicious that the Germans might
seduce Cousin Witold to join them.

‘Because knights from the other nations of Europe wish to par-
ticipate, and we feel that honor should not be denied them.’

‘Sensible condition,’ Jagiello said, and the extension was granted.

He did this not out of consideration for the Order, but because
he judged that he could use the extra days constructively in aligning
his heterogeneous units into a more compact battle array. He was
especially insistent that the Tatar cavalrymen be used effectively.

His plan was threatened when Tughril’s men did arrive—not
the fifteen hundred promised, but only eleven hundred-—for they
procecded at once to sack a village, as was their wont, but it turned
out to be not a German village but a Lithuanian one, and Witold
was enraged. The two leaders had a harsh meeting with Tughril,
who looked contritely at Jagiello with one eye, at Witold with the
other: ‘Our men killed no women, as we promised.’

‘You are to sack nothing till after the battle,” Witold said angrily.

‘All right! I understand.’

On the next day Witold summoned Tughril to a bivouac area,
where a branch of his Lithuanian troops had been marshaled, with
a stack of tree trunks and planks in the center. Two of Witold's
rsnsen, hearing about the Tatar sack of their village, had taken it



upon themselves to do a little sacking of their own, and it was
bad luck that they, too, had struck at a Lithuanian village, not a
German one.

‘Did you sack the village?” Witold shouted at them.

‘Yes.’

“Then build your own gallows.” And everyone watched in si-
lence as the two men stuck the tree trunks in the ground and
fastened crossbars, which they secured with diagonal members.
When the gibbets were in order, having been tested by Witold
himself, he ordered the men to attach ropes to their necks, after
which they were hauled into the air and left kicking.

‘That’s how we discipline our troops,” Witold snapped at the
Tatar commander, who said: ‘You lost two good soldiers that
way.’

‘What would you have done?’

‘Forbidden them to share in the looting when we win.’

The extended armistice ended at sunset on 4 July 1410, but the
battle did not begin on the following day because the two huge
armies, like two great beasts on a darkened plain who knéw that
struggle was inevitable, maved and parried to gain advantage, and
the Grand Master, who had been in such situations often before,
laid clever traps to trick Jagiello. Deep trenches were dug and
covered over with sod on planking intended to break the legs of
the Polish cavalry, but crazy-eyed Tughnl took one look at the
areas from a distance, and because his focus danced back and
forth, the camouflage became ridiculously obvious, and he told
Jagiello: ‘Charge your cavalry far to the south, then back up.’

On the sixth of July the armies sweated as each tried to outflank
the other. On the seventh a heavy rain impeded everyone, but on
the eighth the ground dried and it looked for a while as if the
Teutonic Knights were going to charge, but Jagiello deftly with-
drew to such a distance that the German horses would have been
exhausted by the time they reached the Poles.

On July ninth the armies had moved so close together that
engagement on the next day was inescapable, and late that after-
noon the two generals made characteristic moves. The Grand Mas-
ter brought his entire force onto open ground so that when dawn
came their superior horsemen could sweep with terrible fury at
the larger but less skilled body of the Polish-Lithuanian troops.
And Jagiello, appreciating the superiority of the Germans, posi-
tioned his vast army deep among the trees, where the first charge
of Germans could not reach them, for he intended to send his men
forth when and how he wished.
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As night fell each general prayed, and Von Jungingen asked
his aides: ‘Is it true that no Tatars joined them?' and his spies
assured him: ‘A chieftain named Tughril was supposed to come,
but as always, he deserted at the last moment,’ and Von Jungingen
said: ‘I'm glad. I don’t want to face those little fleas. They confuse
a battle.’

As midnight neared and the fatal day— 10 July 1410— began,
one could have imagined all Europe holding its breath, for this
bartle had been so long coming that its tremendous significance
was widely understood. And then one of those curious twists of
history occurred: the Teutonic Knights positioned their headquar-
ters near the little village of Grunwald, while some three miles
distant the Polish commanders slept not in but near to the equally
small village of Stebark (Tannenberg), yet in subsequent history
the Poles would call this the Battle of Grunwald, after the Teutonic
headquarters, while the Germans would name it Tannenberg, after
the Polish quarters, but both names would echo with tales of
heroism, feats of honor, and dead innumerable.

Since the two villages lay far to the north, and since it was mid-
summer, the sun rose at about four in the morning, so at half after
three Pawel of Bukowo was awakened and, with his serf Janko,
was directed to help erect a tented chapel, where shortly after
dawn King Jagiello, Witold of the Lithuanians and the other com-
manders reported for moming devotions.

A slight, misting rain obscured the proposed battlefield and
assisted the warriors in that it kept the dust down, but as the
commanders entered the chapel they could not keep from casting
furtive glances at the terrain, calculating where and how their
troops would move on this fateful day.

All the commanders were present except wild Tughril of the
Tatars; as a pagan, he felt no need of Christian ritual, but when
Jagiello sent for him particularly, dispatching Pawel to relay his
request, the tough little horseman shrugged his shoulders, looked
this way and that with his wandering eye, and said: “Why not?
On a day like this 2 man needs all the luck he can find,’ and he
marched to the chapel, where Jagiello greeted him with an em-
brace, standing him in the forefront.

When the priest finished the words of the Mass, ending with
Christ’s blessing on this great venture, Jagicllo spoke: ‘Brothers,
we move this day to end the tyranny which has oppressed our
lands. The Teutonic Knights will come against us with the blessing
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of the church and the cross of Christ upon their bosoms, but they
come also clothed in lies. We ride forth with truth as our banner
and the deep love of Jesus Christ as our shield. To freedom! To
victory!’ .

Kazimir of Gorka supposed that at the closing of the Mass,
Jagiello would bring his cavalry out from the trees and line them
up for battle, but the king did nothing of the sort. He talked with
his captains, joking with those who seemed nervous, and when
Kazimir asked: ‘When do we move into battle position?’ he replied
with a broad smile: ‘We don’t.’

Jagiello was sixty years old that day, senior to any of his com-
manders or to any of the enemy leaders, and he had devised a
plan which would give him every possible advantage, for his
inescapable disadvantages were numerous and could destroy him
if he made mistakes or wasted what power he had. The Poles had
provided 18,000 knights, 12,000 retainers and 4,000 foot soldiers,
to which must be added 11,000 Lithuanjans and 1,100 Tatars, for
a grand total of about 46,100 troops. But only a precious few were
heavy cavalry; most of the Lithuanians were armed with clubs;
he had only sixteen cannon; and in almost every respect the allied
equipment was inferior to that of the German.

The Teutonic Knights could assemble on this day 21,000 superb
heavy cavalrymen, 6,000 massively armed infantry, 5,000 ser-
vants trained in battle and armed better than most of the Lithuanians,
and about one hundred excellent cannon capable of throwing with
tremendous force balls larger than a man's head. In addition, the
Germans had the best field leaders in the world, men tested in
many battles: Ulrich von Jungingen as Grand Master; Frederick
von Wallenrode as Grand Marshal; Kuno von Lichtenstein, one,
of the finest swordsmen of the century, as Grand Commander;
and Albrecht von Schwarzenberg, a marshal serving as Com-
mander of Supply. Each of these men wore a suit of full armor,
the chain-link kind and not the massive plate favored by the Poles;
each rode a huge horse; each carried a powerful lance which a
young knight would not have been able to heft let alone handle;
and each wore as a kind of special assurance from God the huge
black cross upon the front of his white tunic. Most important,
each Teutonic Knight approached battle with the knowledge that
his Order had known one smashing victory after another since
moving into Prussia.

Outnumbered in bodies, 46,100 Poles and allies to 32,000 Ger-
mans, the knights were vastly superior in armor, in horses, in

experience and in battlefield leadership. This was to be one of the
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decisive battles of the world, an immense clash of arms which
would determine the history of the Baltic and the destiny of two
emerging nations, Poland and Lithuania.

But still King Jagiello did nothing. Five o’clock came and the
massed Teutonic Knights could be seen waiting on the horizon,
but no Poles opposed them. At six o’clock, when the sun was
driving away the mists and making the summer fields oppressively
hot, three Polish champions, the heart of the army, came to Ka-
zimir of Gorka, asking him to intercede with them, and together
they presented themselves to the king: Zawisza Czamy, Black
Zawisza, known on many battlefields as the premier knight of the
east; Jan Zyzka, the huge Czech who wielded the heaviest and
deadliest sword; Firczyk of Plock, with the massive iron ball at
the end of its heavy link chain.

“Your Highness,' Zyzka said, ‘we grow impatient.’

‘But I do not,’ the king replied, and then he revealed his strategy:
‘Let them wait there in the hot sun. Let them wait all morning
while we stay here among the cool trees. When they’re exhausted
by the heat and lack in water, only then do we engage them in
battle.’

The three powerful champions were not entirely pleased with
this strategy, but when the sun grew hotter at six and extremely
hot at seven, they began to see the wisdom of their king’s plan,
for they remained under the trees where cool breezes were blow-
ing.

At half after eight, when the Teutonic Knights were dripping
with sweat, Grand Master von Jungingen engaged in a superb
maneuver: he detached two of his finest knights, handed each a
flowing banner and a handsome long sword, and thus armed, the
two men, one showing a black eagle against a golden ground, the
other a red griffon rising from a white field, cantered their horses
easily across the intervening ground toward where the Poles waited
amid the trees.

When their horses rested, about twenty yards from the Poles,
one of the heralds cried in a loud voice: ‘Lithuanians and Poles,
Dukes Witold and Jagiello, if you are afraid to come out and
fight, our Grand Master sends you these additional weapons.’ And
with contempt the heralds threw their swords point-down into the
earth, where they quivered. ‘Also, you cowardly ones, if you feel
you require more room for your maneuvers, the Grand Master
says that he will now withdraw our troops one mile to aid you.’
And at a signal from the other herald, the Teutonic Knights on
the distant field did tumn about and retreat a full mile.
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This insult enraged warriors like Black Zawisza and Jan Zyzka,
but Jagiello remained unperturbed and sent one of his aides to
recover the swords. Brandishing one, he said: ‘I accept both your
swords and your choice of battleground, but the outcome of this
day 1 entrust to the will of God.’

At this challenge the heralds withdrew, gave a signal indicating
the failure of their mission, and wheeled their horses to rejoin the
monstrous wave of their fellow knights as the latter prepared the
charge which would rout the Poles and Lithuanians from their
forest and destroy them.

Now Jagiello was ready, and with maneuvers as graceful as the
unfolding of a petaled flower, the various groups of knights moved
into their assigned positions, each group edging forward to be first
in the fray. Trumpets sounded. Cheers rose. And the allied forces
waited for the savage charge of the Germans, who came over a
slight rise waving their banners and chanting ‘Christ has risen’ as
they bore down on the pagans.

In that first moment of battle disaster overtook Jagiello’s troops,
for with his customary skill the Grand Master had detected where
the major weakness in Jagiello’s dispositions would probably be,
and he had dispatched his foremost cavalry, under the leadership
of Kuno von Lichtenstein, crashing into that spot, where the eleven
hundred Tatars with their light swift horses abutted the Lithuanians
with their light armor.

- When Tughril and his licutenants from the steppes looked up
the hill and saw this descending array of giant horses and equally
giant Germans—four Germans to every Tatar—he made the only
rational decision. He fled. Wheeling his horse before the Germans
could get to him, he led his entire complement in undisciplined,
chaotic flight. Away from the protecting trees and out onto the
gently rolling fields the Tatars galloped, hoping that their speed
would save them from the monstrous Germans, and any Tatar who
fell even two horse lengths behind was cut down.

Cheering and shouting battle cries, the Teutonic Knights swept
on, routing the men from Kiev completely. For more than five
miles the chase continued, and whereas more than fifty Tatars
were killed, not one Teutonic Knight was even badly wounded.
It was as complete a victory as the Germans would gain that day,
and it started their part of the battle with a burst of glory.

Of course, when the sweating knights returned from their rout
of the Tatars, they were spread out and some were burdened with
spoils lifted from dead bodies, and in this careless formation they

passed where Grand Duke Witold waited with a contingent of his
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best Lithuanians, and suddenly the knights were engaged in an
entirely different kind of battle.

Now men of roughly comparable strength engaged one another,
and the incessant clash of swords was like the rolling of thunder
across a field. Lance countered lance, great two-handed swords
clove enemies from neck to hip, horses whinnied and went down,
throwing their masters under the hoofs of other horses, and a wild,
confused and temrible hand battle raged for nearly half an
hour, producing no victor. When Kuno von Lichtenstein fought
clear and was able to rejoin the Teutonic commanders, he gasped:
‘The Tatars proved craven, but those damned Lithuanians have
learned to fight.” When questioned, he said gravely to the Grand
Master: ‘Sire, we can afford no more errors this day. It's going
to be fierce battle to the end.’

In the third hour the Germans gained a notable advantage and
one which came close to ending the battle altogether, and in their
favor, for Marcin, the Chamberlain of Krakow, had been awarded
the honor of bearing aloft at the heart of battle a big Polish flag
marked with the sign of a white eagle, and when the Germans
saw this they supposed, sensibly, that King Jagiello must be nearby,
fighting at the head of his troops in the European fashion, not
realizing that he had stationed himself atop a small hill well to
the rear, in the tactic dictated by Genghis Khan and his inheritors.

With enormous courage and determination, a squadron of Ger-
man knights crashed into Marcin, wounded him, and cast down
his flag. In the average battle this would have signaled the defeat
of the army to which the flag belonged, and the Germans so
interpreted it, with hundreds of knights rushing to kill the fallen
king and disperse his immediate entourage.

But this was not an ordinary battle, and when the flag fell Black
Zawisza and a remarkable Polish warrior named Florian of Kor-
ytnica rushed forward to defend it. Each Polish nobleman had his
own heraldic banner—eagle, bear, hawk, Kazimir of Gorka with
his castle—but Florian, who loved battle the way some men love
wine, had as his insignia a twisted length of human gut, testifying
to the fact that even in the remotest part of his intestines, he had
never known fear. At his side galloped the mighty Jan Zyzka, and
these men not only saved their flag, they drove back the crashing
knights and used this event not as an excuse to surrender, as the
Germans had anticipated, but to renew the battle.

It was now two in the afternoon, the hottest time of that long,
brutal day, and Jagiello’s strategy began to show resuits. The
German knights, among the bravest men in the world, had been
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sweating in the saddle since dawn and some were beginning to
tire, especially those who had galloped after the fleeing Tatars.
And it was at this precise time that Jagiello released a contingent
of his knights who had not yet seen battle, and when these rested
warriors joined the fray, the line of German knights was slowly
driven back.

But this was exactly what the Grand Master had planned, and
waiting until the Poles were extended, he threw in a huge reserve
of his own, and these powerful men began to smash the Poles.

The fight was now a general melee, single sword against single
sword, one horsemnan galloping after another and cutting him down
from the rear. Like the echo of a vast storm, the sounds of battle
rose and fell over the fields of Tannenberg-Grunwald, and the
dead fell like wheat stalks cut down by summer hail.

In the individual fighting, the advantage seemed to lie with the
Germans, for at this kind of battle they were supreme, but Siegfried
von Eschl, perhaps the most astute of the Teutonic Knights, did
not entirely like what he saw, and he reported to the Grand Master:
‘I have ridden everywhere, Sire, and I assure you, the Polish and
Lithuanian foot soldiers have not yet been released. Sire, they are
lurking somewhere. We must smell them out.’

‘Good Siegfried, look at the battle. We are winning. At sunset
the rabble will have been driven from the field.”

‘I am afraid, Sire. | am afraid of those damned foot soldiers
coming at us from some unexpected quarter.’

Von Eschl, a superb tactician, had good reason to be appre-
hensive, for in the dense woods near the village of Tannenberg,
Janko the peasant from Bukowo and two thousand like him had
huddled throughout this steaming, explosive day, uttering not a
word on pain of death. There they hid beneath the trees, their
clubs and scythes and pikes at ready, and three times Janko deemed
it right for them to surge forth and cut at passing knights, but
always they were held back.

Now it was almost five in the afternoon, and the Germans sensed
that before darkness the outcome of this titanic battle would be
known, and although they were tired, with many close to ex-
haustion, their superiority in physical stature, armament and the
strength of their horses began to tell.

As Polish fortunes started perceptibly to wane, Firczyk of Plock
became a focus of attention. Standing at the center of a circle, his
feet planted wide, with massive swings of his oaklike arms he
twirled his heavy iron ball about his head, lowering it a few feet
whenever a German came into range and smashing the man apart.
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Horses, knights, foot soldiers, all felt the crashing of this tre-
mendous weapon, and Firczyk was beginning to rally the faltering
Poles with his mighty shouts and indomitable courage, when Sieg-
fried von Eschl came on the scene. He watched for some moments
the tactics of the big Pole, then dropped dramaticalily to the ground
and rolled forward in four complete circuits of his body, thus
escaping the swing of the deadly ball—and found himself face to
face with Firczyk. ‘Page!’ the giant warrior bellowed, but before
anyone could come to his aid or he was able to slow his swirling
ball, Von Eschl drove at him with a dagger, entered his throat
above the chain mail, and brought him crashing to the earth. As
soon as the terrible ball fell powerless, other knights swarmed
upon the bleeding Pole and finished him. The tide of the battle
had turned definitely in favor of the Germans.

At this perilous moment King Jagiello from his hillside far to
the rear flashed his long-awaited signal, and from the woods the
Polish peasants began to emerge, walking gingerly at first, then
half-running with their pitiful wooden weapons in the air, and
finally surging forward with cries they might have used in hunting
bear. They constituted a terrible force, a body of men dug out of
the earth and determined to protect that earth. On and on they
came, their cries growing louder and higher, until like an all-
engulfing dust storm they swept into the heart of the battle.

They moved toward the German flanks like a mass of irresistible
ants, on and on and on, falling, dying, shattered by Teutonic
power, but never stopping. They hacked and stabbed and pierced;
with bare hands they grabbed at rearing horses' hoofs and clutched
at wavering knights, and although one mounted knight on a great
horse with a long sword could defend himself against eight of the
peasants, he could not hold off twenty as they swarmed about him
and his horse.

‘God who guides us,’ screamed Kuno of Lichtenstein, ‘free me
of these damned flies!”

Siegfried von Eschl, fresh from his victory over Firczyk, studied
the behavior of the peasants and noted something which frightened
him. Galloping over to where the Grand Master followed the
conduct of the battle, he shouted: ‘Sire, do you notice that the
peasants are leaving a clear path to their left?’

*Accident,” Von Jungingen said. ‘Fall of the land.’

‘Perhaps not, Sire. | would send our best detachment of cavalry
to that spot.’

‘I see no cause,” the Grand Master said, but as he spoke the
two German commanders witnessed a most terrifying sight. From
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the woods that had hidden the peasants through this long day came
galloping at full speed the reassembled Tatar regiment, which the
Germans thought they had destroyed early that morning.

At their head rode Tughril of Kiev—small, drooping mustache,
wild fury in his good eye—shouting for revenge. Behind him
came the thousand desert horsemen who had survived the German
rout, and they, too, were lusting for a battle in which the odds
and the terrain would now favor them. It required about six minutes
for the Tatar horde to cover the open ground between their section
of the Tannenberg wood and the battle line that had now moved
closer to Grunwald, and in that time Von Jungingen, his face
ashen and his throat suddenly parched, realized that this was going
to be a battle to the death and that his knights might lose. Grasping
Von Eschl’s arm, he said in hushed voice: ‘Now comes the time
when we defend the cause of Jesus Christ with our own lives.’
And without hesitation or calling for support, he spurred his horse
and dashed directly to the spot where the oncoming Tatars would
hit.

It was six in the afternoon, with the sun still blazing hot, when
the Tatars smashed into the faltering German lines, and in the
ensuing half-hour there was a scene of such savagery that no
Teutonic Knight had ever known its equal, not even when he had
been the author of it. The infuriated Tatars, burning from the
contempt with which the Germans had dismissed them in the
morning skirmish, knew no restraint, in either the protection of
their own persons or in their attack upon the enemy. Astride their
swift horses, they swept into a struggling mass, cut and slashed
and killed and sped away. Regrouping at the edge of the entangled
battle, they suddenly appeared at some new spot, striking like a
bolt of terrible lightning across an empty steppe.

Tughril and some of his men came upon Ulrich von Jungingen
and those defending him, and not knowing that this was the Grand
Master himself, they fell upon him like a configuration of hawks
attacking a wounded eagle and they supposed that they would
knock him from his horse and kill him, but with massive swipes
of his huge two-handed sword, Von Jungingen drove them off,
and displaying a heroism which astonished the Tatars, fought his
way clean through their attack, and they galloped off to concentrate
on some other foe.

With repetitive force these swift little warriors hacked at the
Teutonic Knights, and whenever one of the Germans was thrown
from his horse or lamed or left behind, Polish peasants and scythe-
swinging Lithuanians swarmed in to slash the stumbling bodies,
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and three times Janko of Bukowo swung his frightful flint-studded
ash tree against a German skull, shattering the bone but leaving
the flints unscarred.

Polish horsemen who had been hard pressed at the approaches
to Grunwald, where they were trying vainly to attack the German
headquarters, took renewed hope when 2 herald came shouting
‘The Tatars are back!” and they came roaring against the Germans
from the opposite direction.

Slowly, like the remorseless tentacles of a giant octopus, the
various bands—Lithuanian, Polish, Bohemian, Russian, Tatar—
closed in upon the knights who had so abused them, and when
the circle was complete, the slaughter began. Lances, daggers,
pikes, scythes, poignards, the hoofbeat of horses, the strangling
force of maddened hands, all combined to crush the German power
which only one day before had seemed so impregnable.

At the height of the killing, Pawel of Bukowo performed an act
which eventually modified sharply the development of his village,
his own castle and that of his master, Kazimir of Gorka. It began
with a feat of heroism that attracted wild applause from those who
witnessed it: ferocious Graf Reudiger, who had led numerous
German sorties, was about to lead another which might have res-
cued many of the Germans, but as he spurred his big horse forward,
Pawel, with almost superhuman effort, leaped up behind him and
struck at him many times, his dagger hitting only the protective
chain armor, until finally, one thrust pierced it and severed the
spinal cord.

For several swaying, dreamlike moments dead Reudiger and
stubborm Pawel dashed through the battle astride the panicking
animal—Pawel still stabbing at the body before him, not realizing
that it was already dead—until suddenly the horse reared in terror
at the sight of a peasant coming at it with a pike, pitching the
dead German hero and his bewildered Polish assailant backward
onto the earth.

From that ignoble position, with Reudiger’s heavy body atop
him and blood streaming from God knew where, Pawel looked
up to see the climax of the battle, for Grand Master Ulrich von
Jungingen, aided by Kuno von Lichtenstein, Von Wallenrode and
six of the bravest knights, was endeavoring to hold off a tumul-
tuous Polish attack, and with their dreadful long swords they were
succeeding, until a group of determined foot soldiers and peasants
armed with long pikes rushed at the Grand Master with such force
and in such numbers that he could not repel them all. One point
caught him in the neck just above his armor, another in his face,
98



one in the side of his head, and a fourth at the left temple. Thus
pinioned, he uttered the cry ‘Jesus save me!’ and perished at a
moment when he must have known that his crusade to crush Poland
had failed.

Pawel, still pinioned by Graf Reudiger’s corpse, tried to break
free in order to attack Von Lichtenstein, who was battling to break
clear, when he saw rushing to the side of the dead Grand Master
a knight for whom he bore a personal grudge. It was Von Eschi,
who had treated him with such contempt at Marienburg Castle,
slim, fierce-eyed and brave. With a mighty effort Pawel shoved
Reudiger’s heavily armored corpse aside, leaped to his feet with
blunted dagger still in his right hand, and rushed toward the Ger-
man, shouting: ‘Von Eschl, it’s me!

He missed and stumbled past the German, but quickly he turned
and with a wild cry leaped forward, flying through the air parallel
to the earth, catching Von Eschl by the knees, dragging him down
and knocking his sword away.-

Still shouting for revenge, Pawel drew back his right arm and
was about to drive his dagger deep into the fallen knight’s throat,
when he felt his arm gripped powerfully and heard his master’s
stern voice: ‘No, Pawel! Save him for me!" And when Kazimir
of Gorka knelt down beside the two fallen men he said softly, in
the heart of battle: ‘Siegfried von Eschl, you are my prisoner.’

The German looked up into the eyes of his unknown captor and
asked: ‘Your name, Sir Knight?’

‘I am Kazimir of Gorka, and you have two choices. Confess
that you are my prisoner and honor-bound to observe that state,
or die.’

‘T accept your capture,’ the German said.

‘I accept your word of honor,” Kazimir said. Then, helping
Pawel to his feet, he commissioned his man: ‘You are responsible
for this prisoner. With your life you are responsible for him.” And
during the remainder of the battle Pawel guarded Von Eschl, and
when he saw Janko of his village roaring past with a pike wrested
from a wounded German he whistled, the familiar sound used
often in the Forest of Szczek when the two were hunting wild
boar, and Janko joined him, eager to stab the prisoner, but Pawel
explained that this one they must keep alive, and so the great
Battle of Grunwald, or of Tannenberg if one preferred, ended.

At twenty past seven, when there still remained a half-hour of
daylight, Jagiello rode down from his command position and em-
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braced his cousin Witold, who had been the greatest of the allied
battle commanders, a man of supreme courage following his years
of siding first with the Germans, then with the Poles, then the
Russians, then the Tatars, and finally with his own Lithuanians
against their mortal enemy. Vytautus the Great, he would be known
in subsequent Lithuanian history, savior of the nation.

Together the two leaders, surrounded by their splendid captains,
moved across the darkening battlefield, while men who knew the
enemy read out the names of the fallen for scribes to indite:

“This is the body of Grand Master Ulrich von Jungingen,
died bravely, let his corpse be covered with purple. This
is the body of Wallenrode, died at the head of a charge,
let his corpse be covered with purple. This is their greatest
hero, Kuno von Lichtenstein, died grappling with seven,
let him be treated with honor. This is Schwarzenberg, this
is the great Graf Reudiger, let them be treated with honor.

‘And here we have placed the foreign knights who fought
against us because they thought we were pagans who knew
not Jesus Christ. This is Jaromir of Prague, none braver,
and this is Gabor of Buda, who led the Hungarians with
skill, and this is Richard of York, who brought four other
Englishmen with him, and these two are the French brothers
Louis and Francis, knights without reproach. Let them all
be buried with honor.’

At dusk, after prayers of victory and thanksgiving, King Jagiello
performed two acts which brought him praise. Assembling some
three dozen Poles who had distinguished themselves in battle—
men like Pawel of Bukowo, who had slain the famous German
champion Graf Reudiger—he asked them to kneel and commis-
sioned them battlefield knights. And then he went to where the
surviving Teutonic Knights were crowded into a circle guarded
by peasants with scythes, and he asked each Pole who had captured
a German to stand forth and identify his prisoner, and Janko pushed
Siegfried von Eschl forward for Kazimir of Gorka to claim, and
when captor and captives were paired, the king said: ‘ You Knights
of the Cross fought bravely today, and you have work to do at
home. You are set free, on your word of honor as knights that
you will report to me at Krakow four months hence on St. Martin’s
Day. Do you accept the charge?’ The Germans did, and they were
set free.
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Jagiello next ordered all captured wine barrels to be split open,
lest his troops riot, and Janko, seeing the drink flowing on the
ground, lamented: ‘The only battleground in history where the
blood of the defeated mingled with the wine of the victors, one
loss as great as the other.’

Eighteen thousand Teutonic Knights and their helpers were slain
that day. Of sixty leaders of the Order, more than fifty perished.
Of the foot-soldier Lithuanians who attacked without serious weap-
ons, more than two-thirds died, and of the eleven hundred Tatars,
one hundred and twenty-six were killed.

It was these Tatars who caused the Battle of Tannenberg to
become something of a scandal, because Priest Anton Grabener
of Liibeck, who did not participate in the fighting, drafted an
emergency report to all the capitals of Europe informing the courts
that the Teutonic Knights were defeated only because the pagan
Jagiello and his heathen cousin Witold had imported one hundred
thousand Tatars, who overwhelmed the defenders of Christianity.
Later German historians would claim that the figure was ‘two
hundred thousand mad, screaming followers of Islam who killed
any Christians they captured with long-drawn agonizing tortures.’

Polish historians, somewhat embarrassed by Jagiello’s reliance
upon infidel Tatars, insisted that their total number was only two
hundred, a substantial difference from the German figures. A
Czech commentator on the discrepancy suggested that the Germans
could be forgiven their exaggeration because Tughril’s eleven
hundred screaming little devils must have seemed like two hundred
thousand.

In the week prior to St. Martin’s Day, 1410, some hundred and
thirty Teutonic Knights straggled in to Krakow, where in con-
formance with their vow, they surrendered themselves for a second
time to their Polish captors. Kazimir took Siegfried von Eschl to
Castle Gorka and sent Pawel to Germany to arrange for a ransom,
and in the castle town of Eschi, along the right bank of the Rhine,
Pawel located members of the weaithy family who were eager to
ransom their bold nephew from pagan hands.

In the waiting period before Pawel returned with the money,
Kazimir the Pole and Siegfried the German had many opportunities
to discuss the battle, and it was the latter’s freely expressed opinion
that the Order’s loss at Tannenberg was a loss not only to the
Germans but especially to the Poles:

“Your country, Gorka, does not know how to govemn itself.
Allied with mine, it could form one of the strengths of
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Europe. We would provide the fighting men, the governors,’
the scholars; you, the backbone, the wheat, the timber.

“You will never catch up with us, I think. Always you will
require the guidance we can provide, and although this
time we lost in our effort at civilizing your areas, history
will demand that we try again, for under the leadership of
Grand Masters like Hermann von Salza and Ulrich von
Jungingen we will forge ahead to new accomplishments,
while under a king like Jagiello, who is not even a Pole,
you can accomplish very little, and what you do, most
insecurely.’

When Kazimir pointed out that in the recent battle Ulrich von
Jungingen appeared to have made several mistakes and Jagiello
almost none, Von Eschl asked which side, the victors or the van-
quished, stood in better condition right now, and when Kazimir
tried to say that Poland did, the German laughed. So Kazimir
asked: “Who will be your Grand Master now? Who will lead you
to the greatness you foresee?’ and Von Esch! gave a surprising

reply:

‘I know that if my family will not pay the ransom you
demand, the Order will, because there was talk that [ was
to be the next Grand Master. And if [ am, and if you
continue to have the ear of your king, let us work together
as partners, Gorka. Germany and Poland are natural allies.
We complement each other in all respects: our leadership
in so many areas; your strength in numbers and foodstuffs.

‘Also, we have no natural barrier separating us—no great
river, no mountains, no impassable swamps. Germany
blends naturally into Poland. The division line could be
anywhere we set it between us, but I see no reason for a
division line at all. Let us be one country, one unit. {And -
always in these conversations he introduced the phrase which
infuriated Kazimir; Von Eschl was powerless to avoid it
because he believed it so wholeheartedly.] You see the
situation, Gorka. You will always require German guid-

»

ance.

From these talks, conducted with such frankness; Kazimir deduced
that as long as Poland and Germany existed, each would fear the
other: Germany would always suspect that indefensible Poland"
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would be a pathway whereby Russian power, when it coalesced,
would attempt to invade the German states; and Poland would
always fear that its western border would be invaded by Germans
whenever they saw an opportunity to use Poland as a buffer against
the east.

Von Eschl proved a model prisoner, obedient to every rule his
captor laid down, but as soon as the money arrived and he departed,
Kazimir hurried to Krakow to report to the king: ‘The man terrified
me. The defeat at Tannenberg taught him nothing. Already he's
plotting a return invasion, whenever he feels the Order has re-
covered its strength.’

Jagiello said that such recovery could not take place in fifty
years, for all the German leaders were dead: ‘I saw them on the
battlefield. You saw them.’

‘Sire, 1 saw the new leaders in my castle. Believe me, our
permanent enemy will be the German states. Always we will be
attacked from the west.’

In the meantime, Kazimir occupied himself by applying the
ransom funds that Pawel delivered—a vast sum in those days—
to the purchase of huge estates to the north and cast, some of them
hundreds of miles from the Vistula, and after he had acquired
them, people began to speak of him as a magnate, one of the
seventy or eighty men of immense power who really controlled
Poland. Indeed, before long he was beginning to think of himself
and his fellow magnates as Poland.

Pawel did not fare as well, but obedient to the principle that
what was good for the master would also probably be good for
the servant, he did gain three advantages from the battle in which
he had played a heroic part: he had been formally knighted by the
king himself and thus promoted from the rank of dubious to ac-
knowledged gentry; he received a second village as a gift of thanks
from Kazimir; and he came home with his own plus two captured
horses, which, added to the one he had left behind, meant that he
was now a respected member of the gentry with four horses.

Janko gained nothing from the battle, although in his own mer-
curial way he was as brave as either of his lords; it was not to be
taken lightly when a man on foot armed with only an ashen stave
studded with flint nodules attacked a knight on horseback, and by
breaking the horse’s leg, caused the knight to tumble so that his
skull could be crushed. Such a feat required a special kind of
courage, but because Janko was a peasant, supposed to do such
things, it went unnoticed.

In fact, the Battle of Grunwald served Janko poorly, for it made
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him freedom-loving and outspoken and daring, and several times
on the long ride home his master Pawel observed to himself: This
Janko is going to be difficult to handle. And when the two reached
Bukowo, Janko did strut about and talk of his role in the great
battle and of how he had spent that waiting day with the Tatars,
who were a good lot no matter what the legends of the village
said: ‘I wouldn’t mind serving with those Tatars. They know how
to have fun.’

Infected by the powerful excitement that stay-at-home men often
find in wars that introduce them to strange lands, Janko began to
experiment with freedom—stealing a chicken now and then, ap-
propriating to his own kitchen fire branches fallen in the forest,
and ultimately killing one of Pawel’s rabbits.

Some spy informed on him, not only about the rabbit but also
about the chicken and the branches and several other offenses
which might or might not have happened, and Pawel took advan-
tage of this as an excuse to rid himself of a man he had grown to
dislike. Ordering Janko brought before him in the little castle, he
found him guilty of numerous crimes, and within twenty minutes
of passing judgment, Janko was dragged to the public square,
where a rope was suspended from a limb and he was hanged.



Q8 IV &8

From the North

T he excitement of Castle Gorka was so intense the Magnate
Cyprjan ordered not one but two hogs to be slaughtered, but
when the carcasses were hung and he had inspected them he
realized that he had more meat than the banquet would need, and
in a fit of generosity inspired by the good fortune his daughter
was having, he sent for his henchman Lukasz of the little castle
at Bukowo. When that petty knight appeared, Cyprjan actually
embraced him, which surprised Lukasz exceedingly, for magnates
did not customarily embrace their minor gentry.

‘Lukasz, I am so pleased this day that I’ve ordered the butcher
to cut away the forequarters of the two hogs for you and Danusia.
Make a feast of it in my daughter’s honor.” When Lukasz bowed,
obviously delighted with this unexpected gift of meat, for in his
meager quarters this was not often seen, the magnate clapped him
on the shoulder, an unheard-of gesture of approval, and said: ‘Of
course, we shall expect you and Danusia at the banquet,” and at
this vote of confidence Lukasz bowed once more, caught his lord’s
hand and kissed it.

Then, in a further burst of generosity, Cyprjan said: *And [ want
you to give the haslet, all of it, to this fellow they call Jan of the
Beech Trees. He was most helpful during our last hunt.’

So the butcher made two packages, one of the lean but tasty
forequarters for Lukasz, another of haslet for the peasant Jan, and
the lord of Bukowo, as petty a one as lived in all of Poland, rode
home with his meat and a sense that he had been honored.

The rich major quarters of the hogs were delivered to the castle
kitchens, where an extraordinary woman took charge of them.



Twenty years before, Cyprjan had ridden south to the little town
of Dukla, where the great Mniszech clan centered, and there he
had paid court to Zofia Mniszech, whose famous aunt Maryna
had become Czarina of Russia, twice. Zofia had inherited many
of the characteristics of her notorious predecessor: headstrong,
beautiful in an artless way, daring and extremely capable. At first
she had not liked Cyprjan, for he was much too quiet when com-
pared to the robust Mniszech men, those giant brutes whose faces
were covered with hair and whose hearts were filled with larceny,
but after having rejected him twice, she listened when her uncles
told her: “This Cyprjan has so many estates across Poland that he
can be a leading magnate, if he wishes, and you're not likely to
find a better catch.’

‘But he is so rigid,” she protested. ‘So proper. He might as well
be a Frenchman.’

‘It will be your job to make him unbend.’

‘How many estates does he actually have?’ shrewd Zofia asked,
and she listened attentively as her uncles ticked them off: ‘He has
the very old castle at Gorka, which he honors as his headquarters,
and the new castle near Lublin. He has a huge estate with no
castle near Przemysl, but his real holdings are east of Lwow,
where he has four or five immense estates worked by Ukrainians.
Then, as you know, for you’ve seen them, he has the two small
but very nice farms near Warsaw and the two over toward Russia.
He is a man of substance, Zofia, and you won’t do better.’

‘Still,” as she told her aunt Eulalia, the one who had left her
own husband, the Hungarian Bela, ‘I have dreamed of a man more
in the mold of Lubomirski.’

‘He's taken,’ Aunt Eulalia said with a sigh, ‘and what’s left for
you is Cyprjan.’

Reluctantly the headstrong girl had accepted her suitor, and the
marriage at Dukla had been a tumultuous affair, nine days of riot,
after which Zofia had said farewell to her vigorous family and
traveled north to visit her husband’s many estates before deter-
mining where she would make her permanent home. She had liked
the wildness of the Ukrainian fields and the color of their little
villages, but she could see that life there would be bleak, for there
were no castles and Polish neighbors might sometimes be no nearer
than a score of miles.

‘1 will always want to come here for a season,’ she assured her
young husband, ‘but let's live somewhere else.’

They tried the castle near Lublin, but it was too new and smelled
of stonemasonry. ‘I like Lublin and would always be happy coming
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here for vacations, but the castle is not inviting. Let’s see the
farms west of Warsaw.'

She found these much to her liking, especially since the great
Radziwill family of Lithuania had established a chain of summer
homes in that area, and they would be pleasing to visit. But as
with the Lwow holdings, the lands contained no residences of
note, and she was perplexed as to where she would psefer to live
until they traveled south along the Vistula to Castle Gorka, and
once she saw its towers nestling beside the river, she fell in love
with it. Whenever her family or distinguished visitors from
Krakow asked why she had selected this spot above the others,
she surprised them with her answer: ‘Because this fellow Lukasz
who lives in the little castle up there is such a remarkable man,’
and on the spur of the moment she would bundle all her guests
into a cart and they would trundle off to see a man whose fame
had spread well beyond his little village.

Most visitors, when they first regarded his modest castle from
a distance and saw the crumbling tower that had been assaulted
by so many raiders, approved of its picturesqueness, saying: ‘This
looks like the Poland my mother spoke of," or ‘I’ve always wanted
to own a castle just like this,” but when they drew closer and saw
that the walls, too, were in disrepair, they often modified their
judgment: ‘This place is falling down!

But once they crossed the filled-in moat and entered the castle
grounds, a small area enclosed by walls and marked by trees, they
were apt to gasp, for shuffling forward to greet them was a large
female bear, who terrified everyone until she drew closer, leaned
forward, and planted a slobbery kiss on each visitor’s cheek. She
would now draw back as if judging the merit of the stranger, then
hug him in the most friendly manner and kiss him again.

As soon as the bear decided to let the visitor pass, an otter,
long and sinewy, would slither up to give his approval, and then
a sly fox would sneak along the path, smelling every footfall, and
when at last he sidled up to the stranger and rubbed legs, two
huge dogs would come thumping out to jump upon chests and
lick faces, at which a pair of tame storks would cackle their delight,
and this would bring Lukasz and his wife, Danusia, to the door.

‘Welcome to The Ark,’ Lukasz would shout, and at the sound
of his reassuring voice the bear would move behind the visitors
and nudge them forward, past the otter and the fox and the giant
dogs.

No one who ever visited The Ark of Lukasz and Danusia ever
forgot it. Some spoke only of the bear; others, of the otter and
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the fox playing together; and some, of the tame storks who stalked
majestically among the beasts, often nestling their heads on a
human shoulder as if to share important secrets.

Zofia Mniszech loved the animals and she would sometimes
spend an entire afternoon wrestling with the bear or chasing the
sly otter or trying to trap the fox, who eluded her with devilish
cunning, waiting until the very last moment before darting away,
then coming running back at her with a leaping kiss. She liked it
best when she stood at the entranceway and called to the menag-
erie: ‘We’re going fishing!” Then she and Lukasz would walk in
front, with the bear right behind, while the otter and the fox,
knowing what lay ahead, jumped and frolicked. The storks marched
behind, solemn and almost disapproving, and the two dogs ran to
wherever they felt they were needed.

In this way they would descend to the river, where Zofia would
take the otter in her arms, and caress it and whisper: ‘I want some
fish for supper.’ She would then place him on the bank and watch
as he dived into the water; disappearing for a moment, then sur-
facing with some large fish, which he would deposit gracefully
and with obvious pride at her feet.

*One more!” she would cry, and off he would go, but this time
she would say: ‘Well done, otter!” and he and the fox would dash
back to the walled enclosure which was their home.

Once when the king came to Castle Gorka, and heard that Zofia
was absent visiting the menagerie, he cried: ‘I've always wanted
to see that!’ so Cyprjan drove him up to Bukowo. When the king
entered the courtyard quietly he found the bear lying in a curled-
up position, with the otter inside one paw, the fox inside the other;
the two dogs were stretched out, their heads pillowed on the bear’s
flanks, and tired Zofia lay with her head nestled on the bear’s
neck. And all were sound asleep. The two storks, each standing
on one leg, kept guard.

For some moments the king studied the pastoral scene, and then
the otter wakened and alerted the others, until one by one the
animals came to inspect the newcomer, and when the bear ap-
proved, he got behind the king and nudged him forcefully right
at Zofia, who was so sleepy she could not recognize who the
stranger was.

‘l am Jan Kazimir,” the king said, and when Zofia rose and
curtseyed, the otter, who had grown to love her, stood on his hind
legs and kissed her left hand at the instant the king kissed her
right.
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Later the king asked Lukasz how he was able to tame his an-
imals: ‘A bear and an otter and a fox? They 're never seen together
in nature.’

‘I find them when they’re young,’ Lukasz said, ‘when they've
been deserted, with no mother. I give them my love and they give
me theirs.” As he said this the bear nestled close to him, and the
king could not tell whether she thought Lukasz was her son or
her father, but it was clear that she loved him, and then he looked
to where Zofia rested, and on her lap he saw the otter and the
fox.

It was this Zofia who accepted the hog meat when it reached the
kitchen: many chatelaines never saw their kitchens, but Zofia
enjoyed not only the hurly-burly of an active cooking place but
also the creative things that could be done there, and now she was
ready to ensure that the pork would be properly presented to the
guests.

She had six cooks, two of whom doubled as waiters, and her
instructions were specific: ‘I want the large cuts to be properly
roasted, the heavy skin cut into diamond shapes and studded with
caraway, the excess fat to be trimmed away but saved for larding.
I want the roast to be seasoned with marfjoram and a touch of
mace, and as it stands over a slow fire, basted every fifteen minutes
with a goose feather dipped one time in butter, the next in beer,
the last two times with melted sugar. It must be brought to the
table in as large pieces as possible, so that all can see the glazing.
And | want to supervise the carving myself, because the knife
must cut across the grain, so that the chewing is made easy for
those with poor teeth.”

It was not difficult to prepare a good roast if instructions were
followed, but it required a touch of patient genius to handle the
lesser cuts of pork, and since these often proved to be the tastiest,
Zofia wanted her cooks to follow the ancient recipes developed
by the Mniszechs: ‘I want the meat to be cut flat, and not lumpy.
It is to be well pounded until tender and uniform. Rub it well with
garlic and oil, spread it with a generous mixture of onions, sauer-
kraut and diced apple. Roll it handsomely and tie it with a cord.
You know how to watch it while it bakes, basting it with beer
and butter.

‘I want it served with the best Krakow kasha you have ever
made, Soak the kasha in light vinegar, then roast it until each
grain is brown and separate and very dry. Then prepare a sauce
of eggs and beer and scalded raisins and blanched almonds cut
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fine, and [ want it seasoned as before with pepper and nutmeg
and marjoram. Do not stint on the raisins and almonds, for I want
each grain of kasha to have its own accompaniment. And you are
to serve this great bowl of kasha with eight Easter eggs, brightly
colored, around the edges.’

Each item of her menus for the three-day visit was supervised
in this careful way, and it was proper that she take such pains,
because this visitor to Gorka was more important to the welfare
of the castle than even the king had been. Chancellor Ossolinski,
from the vast estates which stood just across the Vistula, was
attached to one of the most powerful and richest magnate families
in Poland, and he was bringing his nineteen-year-old son Roman
to see if a marriage with sixteen-year-old Barbara was feasible.
Cyprjan certainly did not need the wealth of the Ossolinskis, but
in the unsettled time that loomed and might continue for the du-
ration of Barbara’s life, the Gorka people could profit from the
strength and wisdom of the Ossolinskis, which would come to
them if the marriage occurred.

Barbara, of course, was offended by all this: ‘I'm being paraded
like a cow at an auction, with everyone looking at me to see if I
will give milk."

“You hush such talk!" her father cried. ‘Girls have to get married,
and there’s no other way.’

‘Is he presentable? Has he a chin? Or three ears?”

‘Barbara,’ her father said with considerable insight, ‘don’t you
suppose he’s asking the same about you? “Do her eyes bulge?
Has she a hump?”’ He broke into laughter and dispatched a servant
to fetch his wife from the kitchen, and when Zofia came in,
protesting that she was needed elsewhere, her husband cut her
short: ‘Where you’re needed is right here with us. Barbara’s wor-
rying about what your Ossolinski will be like. Three heads maybe.
And I wanted her to know that all young people have these ap-
prehensions. Tell her what you had heard about me before I reached
Dukla to ask for your hand.’

‘Oh, that!’ She chuckled and sat close to her husband as she
said: ‘All thcy told me was that this Cyprjan was rich, and of a
proper age. That's all I knew. And I began to speculate on what
must be wrong with him for him to come so far—all the way to
Dukla, when he could have any girl he wanted in Krakow or
Warsaw. And all they would tell me was “If he's from Gorka, he
can’t be too bad.” And | wondered for days about what roo bad
might cover.’

She drew back, studied her now-distinguished husband, and
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said: “When [ met him [ saw what they meant. The Mniszech men
were big and bold and hairy and very brave and they drank a lot
and they showed their love for women by kissing their wives and
pinching the wives of other men, and here comes this stick of
wood . . . Barbara, we were married six months before [ saw him
laugh, and I thought: Oh my God, what are they asking me to
marry? And what were you thinking all that time, Master Cyprjan?’

He looked at this fiery woman whom he had not understood
then, or now, and he confessed: ‘I was filled with fear, Barbara.
I had heard about the Mniszechs...uncles to the Czar of
Russia . . . brawlers on the frontier . . . difficult men at the king's
court. And 1 tell you, I could not imagine what a Mniszech girl
would be like. Halfway to Dukla, I wanted to turn around and
run home.’

‘Why were you going?’ Barbara asked.

‘Because my very wise father had said: “Son, we need stronger
blood in this damned family.” And look what we got!”’

He pointed not to his wife, who was a magnificent woman, but
to his daughter, who was a dream ¢ f unfolding beauty: long blond
hair in braids, dark eyebrows, bright and knowing eyes, an ex-
cellent figure, dainty feet, and a kind of rhythm in all she did. At
sixteen she was more than eligible to take charge of any Polish
castle, except for one fault: she still had a modest opinion of
herself and sometimes doubted her ability to move with the mag-
nates or their families.

‘I shall be terrified when he appears,’ she told her parents.

‘And so shall we,” Zofia confessed. ‘It's as important for us,
Barbara, as it is for you.’

In the last two days before the arrival of the barges that would
bring the Ossolinskis across the Vistula, Cyprjan summoned every-
one from three of his surrounding villages to the castle to tidy up
the grounds and sweep the entranceways, trim the trees and clean
the stables. He wamned Lukasz of Bukowo that the -chancellor
might want to see the bear and the otter, at which Lukasz said
with his normal cunning: ‘In that case I’d better take my villagers
back home to straighten up,’ and off he went with everyone from
Bukowo to work on his menagerie, everyone, that is, except Jan
of the Beech Trees, who was kept behind to work on the grounds.
When all was polished and the last pruned branches cleared away,
Jan went to Cyprjan and said: ‘My wife and I thank you for the
haslet.’ He dropped to one knee and kissed Cyprjan’s hand, at
which the magnate bade him rise. ‘You're an excellent workman,
Jan, and I wanted to show my appreciation. Tomorrow, will you
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brush your clothing and stand here to tend the horses I shall be
lending the chancellor?’

‘I would be proud to do that,” Jan said, and when the barges
arrived *he was one of forty servants standing by to welcome the
visitors.

Young Barbara was not visible when the Ossolinskis, father and
son, entered the castle, for she was in an upper room being dressed
by an elderly retainer of the Mniszechs who had come north from
Dukila, and this old woman was not awed by the visitors, not at
all: ‘Remember when you go down that you're not from Gorka.
You're a Mniszech and the blood of great ones flows in your
veins. Your great-aunt was Czarina of Russia. . . twice. Your un-
cle was hetman. And you. ..’ She threw her hands to her face,
then dabbed at her eyes to stop the tears. ‘Dear God, was there
ever a maiden more lovely than you?’

And Barbara Mniszech of Gorka was exquisite as she prepared
to meet the young man who might prove to be her future husband.
She was just a little taller than the average girl her age but much
more attractive. She had a grace of movement that was winsome
and a hesitant smile which captivated. The old woman had dressed
her in a long filmy gown that gathered beneath the breasts, put
three smali flowers in her hair, and tied a delicate gold ribbon
about her left wrist. She looked severely unadomed, which the
old woman intended as a means of emphasizing her beauty, but
Barbara was of no help, for her face was ashen pale with fright.

Twice the old woman pinched her cheeks, to no avail, then
slapped her sharply. ‘Barbara! You must not dream! You are the
fairest child in Poland, and if Ossolinski doesn’t want you, the
King of France himself will come riding here one day and shout:
“Where is this Barbara Mniszech they told me about?”’

But when the girl was ready to descend, with her mother and
father waiting at the foot of the stairs to present her to the chan-
cellor and his son, the old woman did not like the three flowers
in her hair, and with a rude hand she swept them away: ‘That’s
for peasant girls. You’re a queen.’ And from a small chest in an
inner room belonging to Zofia, she obtained something that would
exactly suit this girl, and her complexion, and her coloring.

It was a golden chain from which were suspended six amber
beads of significant size, not perfectly matched but each comple-
menting the other like six individual flowers in a garden, similar
but magnificently individual. When the old woman locked the
chain behind Barbara’s neck and bounced the six pieces of amber
up and down so that they fell naturally about her throat, lending
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a sunlight quality to her appearance, she cried with pleasure:
‘Barbara, they were made for you! Go forth, Queen of the Sunrise,
and may the world greet you with kisses!”

Wearing the amber necklace, the girl left the dressing room and
stepped easily to the head of the stairs, and when she looked down
she saw with relief that Roman Ossolinski did not have two heads
and three ears, and he, looking up, gasped. But it was her mother,
Zofia, who was most affected. My God, she said to herself, those
beads never looked that good on me! And the chancellor thought:
That girl would grace any castle in Poland—and before Barbara
had reached the foot of the stairs he had dispatched one of his
servants to fetch the diagrams he had brought with him across the
river.

As the two powerful magnates stepped forward to greet Barbara,
they formed an image of Poland, for their exact likenesses could
not have been found in any other country. They were both tall
and robust, with heavy bodies enclosed in fine cloth from Turkey
or France or Russia, marked especially by long, sweeping coats
encrusted with the richest embroidery. They wore boots into the
tops of which were tucked white linen trousers, swords which they
handled with much ritual and gracefulness, and the invariable mark
of their caste: a very long, extremely wide sash which they doubled
and wore about their capacious bellies. This sash, a mark of rank,
was excessively ornamented, Cyprjan’s having been woven in
three bold colors, red, green, gold, and studded with silver bolts
which made it and him glisten.

But the memorabie aspect of the two men came from the ex-
traordinary appearance of their hair: Ossolinski had a copious beard
which engulfed his broad face; Cyprjan, no beard but enormous,
flowing mustaches which gave him both a noble and a sinister
look. Each man had directed his barber to dress his hair in the
fashion then popular with the Polish magnates: from cheekbone
to almost the top of the head, everything was clean-shaven—
temples, sides of the head, most of the crown-—except that straight
through the middle, from forehead over the top and down to the
nape in back, a strefch of thick hair about an inch and a half wide
was left.

Once when Barbara was a little girl she saw in a picture book
from Germany a drawing of an American Indian whose hair had
been cut this way —completely bald except for that running ridge —
and she had cried: ‘Look! They have Papa in the book!’ and when
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her elders came to see, they also exclaimed at the similarity. This
strange hair style, coupled with the huge beard of Ossolinski or
the wild mustaches of Cyprjan, imparted a sense of exciting bar-
barism to any assembly of magnates. They were not Frenchmen,
nor Spaniards, nor Austrians. They were Poles and proud of it.

At dinner three pleasant things happened. Ossolinski recognized
Lukasz’s name when introductions were made, and cried with
some excitement: ‘Can I see your otter and your bear?” and Cyprjan
was pleased when Lukasz said with a gracefulness not expected:
‘Sire, they told me when I left that they await your coming!’ And
the chancellor cried: “Tomorrow at nine! Have them groomed!’

At the seating, Ossolinski halted proceedings to stand and ad-
mire the service which Zofia had acquired some years earlier from
Paris. It stood on a pedestal in the center of the table, about twice
the size of a large melon, and it was constructed of white silver
and a very light gold, an intricate sculpture representing the arrival
of a Chinese emperor at a pavilion in the middle of a lake. Springs
tightly wound in advance moved swans over the golden water and
caused drooping willows to drift in the wind, and all was of such
an appropriate delicacy that diners had to be captivated by it.

‘I have never seen a better service,” Ossolinski averred, and
then turned to his son and asked: ‘Have you, Roman?’ but the
young man was paying attention only to Barbara, whose cheeks
now showed a color livelier than that of the amber beads.

Zofia interrupted to announce: ‘You must choose, roast of pork
done in the French style, or roll of pork done Polish style with
roasted kasha.’

‘I will take some of each,’ Ossolinski said, and at the conclusion
of the copious meal, which ended with Hungarian wine and
German-style cookies, the chancellor said: ‘Now may we leave
the wonderful service in the center of the table and clear away the
rest, because [ want to ask Panna Barbara some questions.’ The
girl blushed, not because she was afraid of questioning, for after
the good Hungarian wine she was afraid of nothing, but because
this was the first time in her life she had been addressed as Panna
and it marked a growing up.

When the table was cleared, the chancellor looked directly at
Barbara and asked: ‘Are you imterested in building things? In
sending life forward?’

‘I expect to have children,” she said with no embarrassment.

*All women have chiidren,’ he replied with no embarrassment.
‘But 1 mean additional construction? The heavy work of life?’
And with that he unfurled two rolls of paper on which architects
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had done much planning, and to his startled audience he disclosea
the wild plans which preoccupied him:

‘l am going to build nothing less than the grandest castle
in Europe. See! It will have one glorious tower representing
the unity of God. It will have these four huge towers, each
one—you will forgive me for saying, Cyprjan—Ilarger
than your castle here. They represent the four seasons of
the year.

‘We have inside seven major edifices—living area, guests,

warehouses—representing the days of the week. We have
twelve corridors for the months of the year and fifty-two
separate rooms for the weeks. If you cared to count, you’d
find three hundred and sixty-five windows plus this little
one here for Leap Year.

‘See the mighty bulwarks we plan around the entire, the
moat, and the two drawbridges. These steps going down,
down, down lead to the subterranean well, which assures
us of water during the sieges we can expect, and the interior
is large enough to hold three normal villages, with space
for the occupants of ten villages plus a good-sized town.

“That is what I propose to build, starting next month, Panna
Barbara, and would you like to engage yourself in such a
task?’

Pointing at the plans, she said in a low voice, as if apologizing
for what she considered her brazenness: ‘But, Sire, you have no
church or chapel inside the walls?* He burst into laughter, shout-
ing: ‘Cyprjan, by God, your filly’s an architect!” And he pointed
to a large structure which he had overlooked in his catalogue: ‘A
church bigger than any in this region until you reach Krakow.’

He then disclosed the second drawing, showing how the great
castle would fit into its countryside, and this had been done as if
the castle already existed, so that she could see how the four
towers and one spire and the moat and the trees fitted together,
and it was a staggering concept, for the artist had sketched beside
the walls four men and two cows, and they seemed like specks
against that massive structure.

*Can you build it?” Cyprjan asked, and Ossolinski almost shouted:
‘It’s my life’s work,’ and Barbara asked: ‘What’s it to be called?’
and Ossolinski replied: ‘Krzyztopor, the Battle Axe of the Cross.’
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*“That sounds ominous,” Barbara said, and he boasted: ‘We build
it to confuse the pagans. It stands there as Christ's axe against all
infidels, outside and in.’ In the silence that followed, for in these
years no man knew when the infidels would strike again, the
chancellor looked at Barbara and asked quietly: ‘Would you be
interested in helping me to build this great castle?’ and she replied:
‘1 would.”

When Castle Gorka went to sleep that night it was understood
that Barbara Mniszech had agreed to marry Roman Ossolinski,
even though neither had spoken a serious word to the other. Early
next morning everyone was awakened by the chancellor’s merry
shout: “We go to see the tame otter!” and immediately after break-
fast they all went over to Bukowo, where Zofia called out as they
neared the little castle: ‘Lukasz, dress your bear, for we are here.’

When the gate opened, the Ossolinskis were amazed by the bear
that trundled over to greet them, but they were astonished to find
the otter and the fox playing with the big dogs, biting at their
heels, then scampering away when the dogs pretended to snap at
them.

They stayed with the animals so long that Lukasz invited them
all to stay for lunch. His wife, Danusia, had begun to make meat
pierogi from the forequarters of the hogs that Cyprjan had given
her, and everyone crowded into the kitchen to watch the final
preparation of this admirable dish.

‘We find ourselves with meat only rarely,’ Danusia confessed,
‘so when we get some I chop it fine.” She showed them how with
great deftness she sliced the cooked pork, mixing it with spices
and shreds of cabbage.

She liked, she explained, to make four different kinds of pierogi
at once, ‘so as to conserve what meat we have,’ and she displayed
the three other fillings: stewed cabbage, roasted kasha with plenty
of onion, and the favorite of everyone, extremely acid sauerkraut
with mushrooms.

When the four fillings were lined up, she rolled out her dough
while Zofia helped, for the Mniszech woman loved such im-
promptu experiments in the kitchen; it was she who put the salted
water on to boil and looked for the two cutters that were so
important in the making of this delicacy. She could not find them,
and the clutter she made irritated Danusia, who shouted: ‘Every-
body out of here! I'm busy!” But no one left, for Chancellor
Ossolinski said: ‘I want my son to see how this is done.’

With the dough flat upon the board and not too thick, Danusia
produced from a hidden corner what might be called the jewels
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of her kitchen, the two pierogi cutters. One was a small circle
about four fingers in diameter, and with this she cut out rounds
of thin dough, one after another, and as soon as they stood clear
upon the board, Zofia and Barbara spooned little mounds of filling
in the middle of each round, and then Danusia applied her second
instrument, a semicircle of iron whose edge had been curiously
cut. It had a heavy wooden handle, and as soon as one of the
rounds of dough was properly filled, she deftly folded it in half,
pressing the half-moon edges together and crimping them with the
tool, so that they formed beautiful puffed-up semicircles of deli-
cious food.

Now the miracle happened. The pierogi at this point were a
brownish color of no great appeal, but once they were thrown into
the boiling water, the dough was transformed into a lovely trans-
lucent covering that revealed the contents inside. ‘Better yet!
Lukasz cried as he heated fat in a skillet. ‘When some of them
are fried, they’re doubly delicious.’

So Lukasz of Bukowo, a petty knight with four horses of his
own and a ruined castle, fried pierogi for the chancellor of the
nation, who could not decide whether he liked the boiled ones
better than the fried, or the pork ones better than the cabbage. But
finally all agreed that fried or boiled, the pierogi that contained
the bitter sauerkraut and the delicate mushrooms were the best.

At the height of the little feast Ossolinski announced: ‘Panna
Barbara has consented to marry my son Roman, and together we
shall build the greatest castle in Poland, and everyone will be
invited to its christening.’

When Jan of the Beech Trees brought the package of haslet home
to his wife, Anulka, and she tumed back the wrapping and saw
that she was to have real meat, and in such unbelievable quantity,
she started to cry, for it had been more than a year since she and
her husband had eaten anything but cabbage and kasha and beets,
with now and then a slab of fat containing no meat whatever, and
she could scarcely credit the good luck that had befallen her family.
There it was, in some ways the best part of the hog: the liver,
the kidneys, the feet, the heart, the tongue, the brains, the meat
still on the head and neck, the sweetbreads—the whole inside and
history of the hog, meat so precious that it must be treated with
reverence. For a moment she had a fright: “They didn’t give us
the intestines!” But at the bottom of the package Jan found the

long strings of guts, and now she was ready.
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First she carefully examined the treasure for whatever choice
pieces of meat could be cut, and set them aside, catching every
precious drop of blood. She then singed the skin, and carefully
cut away the fat that remained close to it. Next she went to the
river, where she washed the intestines and singed portions until
they gleamed.

She now had three pots boiling, each at its appropriate speed,
and had she owned a fourth, she would have kept it busy boiling
the kasha. From the fields she gathered the herbs she would need,
and after a long day’s work she was ready to begin the serious
business of making her kielbasa. She carefully seasoned whatever
choice meat she had with generous amounts of garlic, pepper,
herbs and spices. Then, having tied one end of an intestine with
a thread, she took a wooden spoon and carefully fed her mixture
into the free opening, pressing it along with her fingers but taking
great care never to compress the mixture too tightly lest it burst
the skin at later cooking. The whole was then carefully tied ‘into
links, which Jan hung in the chimney for smoking. After the
kielbasa was properly cured, Anulka would apportion it sparingly,
a little piece here, another when the children were good. The
fatback was salted and stored in a wooden container. It would be
used in the preparation of almost any meal, or eaten with bread
to provide nourishment during the long winter months. The blood
was mixed with the kasha, spices and onions, spooned carefully
into the larger intestines, baked at mealtime, and was called kiszka.
The knuckles were cooked with spices and other remaining bones,
until even the most minute shred of meat had been loosened, and
this became a tangy gelatinous delicacy. Nothing was wasted.

In this prudent way every portion of the Castle Gorka hogs was
utilized: the good cuts for the banquet, the tougher ones in Pani
Danusia’s pierogi, the haslet in Anulka’s kielbasa. This good hus-
bandry was symbolic of the rational way in which Poland had
organized itself in the year 1646, when magnates, gentry and
peasants were about as happy as they had ever been.

The wedding was a joyous affair. It started one Wednesday when
peasants from four of Cyprjan’s villages arrived, bringing what
carts they had, the horses decked in flowers, and each person
dressed in the one good garment she or he owned. The peasants
wore shoes, which they had carmed to the festivities, heavy dark
trousers and jackets for the men, brightly colored dresses and
headgear for the women. Girls of marriageable age, to which the
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wedding was a special treat because here they could review the
young men of the district, wore particularly attractive skirts, heav-
ily embroidered bodices and scarfs of the brightest color; they
moved in groups, laughing and teasing, and seemed at times like
little flocks of spring birds chirping with delight.

One village provided a rustic band: an old man with bagpipes,
a young man with a fiddle, and a man of middle age with a wooden
flute that he himself had carved. They played country tunes with
which everyone was familiar: krakowiaks (the dance of Krakow)
and chodzonys (a strolling dance) and gonionys (a chasing dance).
The musicians, who were occasionally joined by two or three men
who performed wenders with the jew’s-harp, played incessantly,
stopping only when someone slipped them a mug of beer, and
this encouraged dancing day and night.

The visiting villagers were housed in various barns on the estate;
the largest one was reserved for the dancing, the eating and the
general assembling. Here shy young men studied the groups of
girls, joshing and pushing each other until one gained the courage
to approach them, to be invariably rebuffed with loud squeals and
left standing foolishly in the middle of the barn. But as the after-
noon waned, each boy somehow subtracted from the groups of
girls someone with whom he wished to dance or talk, and then
the remaining young women would fall silent for a moment, watch-
ing to see how the young man behaved himself.

The peasants were fed from a central kitchen area at which older
women prepared feasts from such foods as they had brought with
them—cabbages, beets, kasha, onions, a few eggs—but during
the first two days there was no meat. For about six hours each
day they were supposed to work at tasks set them by the castle,
and this they did with generosity and even pleasure, for it was
known that beginning with the third day, Friday, the magnate
would provide them with meat, or at least fish and chicken, and
this was a boon worth working for.

The villagers from Bukowo, who now pertained to Lukasz of
the small castle, were brought en masse to Cyprjan’s to help with
decorating the large castle, and Lukasz came with them to su-
pervise their efforts. As one subservient to Cyprjan, it was prudent
for him to perform well, and considering the exalted position of
some of the guests, he realized that someone dependable like
himself was a necessity.

On Thursday the other gentry who served Cyprjan’s extensive
holdings began to arrive, mothers, fathers, children, principle ser-
vants, and since many of them came from great distances, even
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from the Ukrainian estates, they had to be housed in the castle
itself, except that two of the gentry who were actually Ukrainian
and not Polish were sent to the little castle at Bukowo.

Now the pace of festivity increased, and its quality too, because
Cyprjan had imported from Krakow two orchestras of skilled mu-
sicians who played violins, basses, real flutes, horns and a small
drum. One group was Jewish, dressed in their traditional Galician
garb: black shoes and white stockings, black pants which came
just below the knee, long black coat which came just above the
knee, flat hat with wide bim which they wore indoors and out,
and beards fancifully cut so that long curls descended about the
ears.

‘Na wedding would be official,” Cyprjan said, ‘without the
Catholic priest and the Jewish orchestra,” and since the latter would
play about eighteen hours a day for the next six days, except on
their Sabbath, he had provided a small special cooking area for
them in which they could prepare their own dishes in their own
traditional ways. Although the Poles did not look kindly on their
Jews, who had known Jesus and rejected Him, they did tolerate
themn and, indeed, expressed pleasure whenever it was announced
that a Jewish orchestra would be appearing.

The Jews played good music, sophisticated dances from
Hungary and Germany, Ukrainian folk songs of high quality, and
at special moments, which they announced to the audience in
accented Polish, ‘music which has come to us from Italy, where
it is highly regarded.’ But mostly they played the excellent Polish
music that was being composed throughout Poland and performed
in the inns and homes of Warsaw or Krakow. Exciting moments
came when they played some fine Jewish dance from Moldavia
or Hungary, or from Poland itself, because then the listeners had
a sense of the forbidden, or the mysterious, which intensified their
pleasure. The musicians did not mingle with the guests, or eat of
their food, or drink their beer. They were apart and were content
to be so, but they were also a treasured component of the festivities,
and they knew it.

With their armival, serious dancing started within the castle itself
and not only in the peasants’ bamn. Young Barbara, as the bride-
to-be, did not dance, nor did she watch the others enjoying them-
selves; these were critical days for her and she stayed above with
the older women, who fitted her with dresses and showed her the
linens they were storing in the chests she would take with her to
Krzyztopor. But the other visiting maidens between the ages of
ten and twenty had a gala time, swaying across the stone floor in
pretty dresses and gazing with admiration as young men from
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other well-born families tested their new shoes in the slower dances.

On Friday there was real commotion, for in the moming the
archbishop arrived from Krakow, and he was met by all the local
clergy, sixteen of them, who commented on how fine he looked
and how well the affairs of the church were progressing under his
leadership. He had been to both Rome and Compostela and was
a man of substance in the hierarchy. He had known Cyprjan in
Krakow and had participated with him in a mission to Lithuania,
where a group of clergymen who had been members of the Russian
Orthodox church desired to convert to Rome’s Uniate church under
the dispensation of the Union of Brzesc, 1595. The archbishop
had greeted the converting priests with a warmth that pleased
Cyprjan, who told the newcomers: ‘You have left a church wal-
lowing in darkness and joined one gleaming in God’s light. You
will never regret your decision.” Three of them would, of course,
because their conservative parishioners out in the distant villages
would not understand their apostasy and would shortly slay them.

In the afternoon all the peasants gathered at the riverbank, where
a small platform had been erected for the Jewish orchestra and
another larger one for Cyprjan, Zofia Mniszech and the bishop;
again, Barbara was not to be seen.

Trumpets sounded and there were shouts of ‘There they come!’
and from the west bank of the Vistula three canopied barges dec-
orated with thousands of flowers set out, each with six men rowing
and six poling with long shafts that reached the bottom of the
river. They came slowly, like faery boats in a dream; the current
of the river carried them northward, but the polers fought against
this, so that the barges seemed to be moving in a sideways posture.
Persons aboard began singing wedding songs, and sound floated
over the river, and several fish, disturbed by the unusual proces-
sion, leaped into the air as if they, too, were celebrating.

Thus Roman Ossolinski, attended by two hundred, journeyed
from Krzyztopor and crossed the Vistula to claim his bride. As
his barge, the one in the lead, approached the eastern shore the
orchestra broke into joyous music, and the girls who had been
coached how to throw their flowers when the chancellor and his
family stepped ashore ran to the water’s edge, but before the
flowers could be thrown, the archbishop stepped forward and
blessed the river, the barges upon it and all who had made this
journey: ‘God blesses this day. God blesses Roman Ossolinski,
who comes on such a splendid mission. God blesses the union
which will ensue.” Then five rumpets blasted and the festivities
began in earnest.

That Friday night there was a gala banquet served on plates
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from Paris, each containing enameled scenes of rural life featuring
lovers working in the fields while goddesses watched approvingly
and birds flew overhead. An orchestra played slow dancing music
as forty servants trained for the occasion and dressed in livery
supplied them by the master served nine courses, beginning with
a delicate white borsch made from soured rye flour and ending
three hours later with small pieces of a cake which Zofia herself
had made for this opening occasion: a bottom layer of dark-brown
walnut cake, an upper layer of golden-yeHow almond cake, and
over all, a thick layer of orange preserve with chunks of the rind
glistening through.

The archbishop, who loved to drink seriously at any banquet,
gave a rambling speech in which he avowed that he had never
had a better cake to end a meal, to which Chancellor Ossolinski
agreed. It was a splendid beginning to a wedding and the guests
enjoyed themselves immensely, but Barbara had still not made an
appearance.

On Saturday most of the women, including Zofia and Chancellor
Ossolinski’s wife, went to the kitchen to prepare the ritual bread
which would grace the wedding and unite it with the earth. Using
only the best grains, the women ground small supplies of symbolic
flour: wheat, rye, oats. This they mixed with large amounts of
similar flours obtained in the usual way, and ingredients were laid
out for the bread-making. ’

This bread had to be made in specified ways: the salt was
blessed; the yeast was taken from special crocks in which it had
been carefully nurtured; and the caraway seeds were inspected
almost one by one to ensure their purity. When the older women
were satisfied that ritual procedures had been observed, they gath-
ered the others and said: ‘It is time to fetch the bride.”

With the two mothers, Zofia Mniszech and Wanda Ossolinska,
leading the way and chanting ‘All men to leave the castle!’ the
procession of women in their beautiful dresses made its way to
Barbara’s chamber, while two guards were left along the way to
continue chanting ‘All men to leave the castle!”

They found Barbara sitting with the old nurse, who was in the
midst of reminding her once again that the family of Cyprjan and
Zofia was no less distinguished than that of the Ossolinskis, whom
fate had placed at the top of the ladder at this particular moment,
and when the older women stood around the room, one said: ‘Lady
Barbara, it is time now to bake the bread for your beloved,’ and
with the mothers once more in the lead, the splendid procession
wound its way back to the kitchen as the women again chanted
*All men to leave the castle.’
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In the kitchen Barbara went to a special table where ritual in-
gredients were spread out for the making of dough sufficient for
one loaf, and as she mixed them and kneaded the dough the other
women did the same, using more ordinary ingredients, for on this
gala day they would bake thirty-seven loaves, and as they worked
they sang:

‘May this marriage be fruitful . . .

May the mouth that eats this bread sing praises. . .
May the womb that this bread nourishes be fruitful . . .
May God be praised in all things. . .

May Jesus Christ be praised. ..’

But before Barbara’s loaf could be placed in the oven the arch-
bishop was summoned from among the men waiting in the court-
yard, and when he entered the kitchen he knelt before Barbara,
saying: ‘You are to be queen of this household,” and then he
blessed each of the loaves, uttering a solemn prayer for the hap-
piness of the wedding which this bread was to honor. Into the
ovens they were popped, and after Barbara retired to her room,
Zofia and Wanda peered into the ovens from time to time, reporting
to the others: ‘The bread is doing well.”

That night, when all were seated at the long table with the
French plates before them containing nothing, trumpets sounded
and the orchestra began playing solemn music, and into the hall
came Barbara—dressed in flowing white robes, with a single
flower in her hair and the amber necklace about her lovely throat.
When she approached the table her attendants withdrew and she
stood alone. Walking slowly and with marvelous grace, she went
to where the bridegroom sat and kneeled before him, offering on
her upturned hands a loaf of the new bread: ‘I give you the soil
of Poland. I give you the grain of Poland. Eat this good bread
and be strong. Eat this good bread and be my husband.’

At this moment Zofia Mniszech handed a loaf to her husband,
Cyprjan, and Wanda Ossolinska honored her husband in the same
way, whereupon servants scurried about giving each guest a small
piece of the fresh bread. It was eaten not ritually, as in a celebration
-of Mass, but hungrily, as if this were substance of Poland upon
which all life depended.

Sunday, both for the gentry in the castle and the peasants in the
barns, was given over to religious services, so the orchestras were
excused until sunset, when a giant feast was served in the castle
and the meat from two large roasted pigs was distributed among
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the peasants. There were songs and dances, and processions and
_trumpet blasts, while Cyprjan and Ossolinski sat on improvised
thrones beaming their general approval.

On Monday, at eleven in the morning, the wedding ceremony
was solemnized by the archbishop and three of his priests. He
realized that he was joining two of the noblest families of Poland,
and two of the richest, and in his brief address to the newly married
couple he stressed just this:

‘Roman and Barbara, because you come from special fam-
ilies you must accept special obligations. Poland needs your
leadership. Poland needs your help in preserving its free-
dom. Jealous enemies beset us on every side, and we must
defend ourselves against them.

*You are building a great castle on the other side of the
river, one that will withstand any siege, but you must also
build in your hearts a love of Jesus Christ so that you will
be ready to defend His freedom, too. The church is the
salvation of Poland. Holy Mother Mary is the protectress
of our liberties. May you be strong in your defense of both.’

That night there were endless celebrations in both castles and in
the barns, and there was dancing till moming. The bagpipe-flute-
fiddle scraped away with country dances while the Jewish orchestra
alternated lively Polish mazurkas with more serious music from
Rome and Paris. Barbara, in a lighter dress than the one in which
she had been married, danced with every father and son from her
father’s outlying castles, but when the cock crowed she drew aside,
as she had been instructed, and with her mother in front holding
a candle, she and all the women in the castle, even the cooks,
paraded majestically three times around the dining hall while the
men applauded, and then they marched up the great stone stairway
to the upper floors, where the bridal chamber, strewn with flowers,
awaited.

Now Chancellor Ossolinski lifted a candle, whereupon his son
stepped behind him, followed by all the men, and they circled the
room, singing 'Chnist is the bridegroom in heaven, Roman the
bridegroom on earth,” after which they headed for the stairway,
delivering the bridegroom to the chamber. Dawn broke and roost-
ers crowed and men fell into drunken sleep.

Early Tuesday morning all who could be spared were placed in
carts and driven the short distance to the Bukowo castle to see for
themselves that Lukasz really did have a tame bear, an otter that
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played with a fox, and two storks, and although the crowd was
rather large, Lukasz's animals behaved as if they knew this was
a special occasion. The bear moved among the guests, nudging
themn and pushing them in the chest with one big paw, while the
fox darted here and there as if it were his business to greet each
guest individually.

To many, it was the two storks that occasioned most comment,
for though all had seen these ungainly birds atop their chimneys,
few had ever been close enough to inspect their structure or their
curious faces; the storks behaved as if they, too, had rarely seen
anything as strange as a human being. So the entire morning was
spent with the animals, and this became so tiring to the beasts
that before the wedding guests departed, the bear was asleep, with
the fox and the otter dozing inside her paws.

The next years were among the happiest Cyprjan and Zofia would
ever know, for the Ossolinskis proceeded with amazing vigor to
the building of Krzyztopor, and when the foundations were dug
the enormous place looked even larger than it had on paper. It
was tremendous, an entire city within great battlesgents and pro-
tected by those four gaunt towers reaching into the sky. The wind-
ing stairway to the hidden well was constructed; the immense
chapel was built, finer than many cathedrals, the three hundred
and sixty-five windows were installed, and the fifty-two rooms,
each an apartment in itself with three or four attendant rooms,
were completed.

It was a castle of such strength and magnificence that Cyprjan
was proud to think that his daughter was one day to be its cha-
telaine, and Barbara rose to her responsibilities, applying the les-
sons she had leamed from her tutor while traveling in France with
her father, and poring.over the books on palaces she had acquired
during the year he had served- as an ambassador in Italy. She
studied the husbandry of the place and how its two hundred ser-
vants and groundkeepers and woodsmen were orgainized and su-
pervised. She grew lovelier each year; motherhood enhanced her
charm; and she was becoming known not only in Poland but in
surrounding countries as a notable beauty.

At the dedication of the castle and its formal christening as the
Battle Axe of the Cross, a Polish poet from the Jagiellonian Uni-
versity at Krakow asked permission to read a poem which he had
written in honor of Barbara Ossolinska’s famed amber necklace,
and he recited a rather heavily constructed but deeply moving
evocation of amber’s mystery and glory:
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‘Not harsh or brilliant like a challenging diamond,

Nor stained with miners’ blood like a throbbing ruby,

Nor brazenly proclaiming its worth like a cube of gold. ..
You are an autumn moon rising over a field of ripened grain.’

The poem, containing three othet similar stanzas, occasioned much
applause, and various persons asked for copies, so that it became
well known and even treasured, but a young French diplomat
serving in Krakow considered the poem rather bucolic, and he
asked permission to produce a version more in the style of the
English poets of the time, whom he admired exceedingly, and on
the next night he offered the guests his more graceful version,
which he called ‘A Pretty Conceit in Which My Lady’s Amber
Is Compared with the Constellation Pleiades’:

‘The Pleiades are seven stars,
But only six are seen.
The seventh is immured by bars,
A sad imprisoned queen.

“The Sisters Six glow on your breast,
The fairest ever seen.
The seventh shines beyond the rest,
‘Tis you, their heavenly queen.’

He recited his poem with such appropriate delicacy that those
about Barbara applauded vigorously, but friends of the Polish poet
grumbled: ‘The Pleiades isn’t a constellation by itself,” and one
man explained: ‘It’s part of Orion, as everyone knows.’ The Polish
poet stared at his defender. ’

Then, in the year 1648, frightening rumors began reaching both
Krzyztopor and Castle Gorka concerning an uprising of Cossacks
throughout the Ukrainian territories of Poland, and since Cyprjan
had large holdings there, estates vaster than some European prin-
cipalities, he had to hasten eastward, taking Lukasz and his hench-
man Jan of the Beech Trees, to stem the trouble before it reached
his estates.

They rode at the fastest practical speed for more than two hundred
miles, but as they approached the vast empty area east of Lwow
they saw the ruins of Polish estates, one after the other, and a
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sick feeling assaulted Cyprjan, for he could guess what he was
going to find when he reached his holdings. Four miles west of
the first estate the travelers encountered a Catholic priest who,
recognizing Cyprjan, gasped incoherently: ‘Peaceful . . . your four
hundred peasants. . . the little church. . . the mill. . . and then the
Cossacks.” They had destroyed everything in one wild protest
against the heavy impositions of the Polish landowners and the
spiritual tyranny of the Roman Catholic church, since they were
loyal only to the Orthodoxy of Constantinople and Moscow.

‘All the priests but me. . .slain. All the Jews...most of the
Poles.' When Cyprjan, rembling with rage, asked how he had
escaped, the priest said: ‘A Jew saved me, and then I saved him.
We were the only ones who lived.” Cyprjan asked where the Jew
was, and the priest said: ‘He went back. The Jews always go
back.’

It was a time of heartbreak for Cyprjan and sullen Tage for
Lukasz and Jan, for they saw at each of Cyprjan's five Ukrainian
estates only complete desolation and the loss of at least sixty
percent of the former population. But the two attendants applauded
the determination with which Cyprjan decided to rebuild: ‘If it
takes every zloty we earn along the Vistula and in the north, these
estates will be reconstructed. Lukasz, you stay here with Jan and
supervise things. I'l] send all the gold I can collect.’

So the two men from Bukowo were absent from their homes
for two years. On the steppes they collected a new group of
peasants, who had no other choice but to submit themselves to
the custodianship of the magnate Cyprjan. New Jews were im-
ported to operate the stores and the money systemn, new priests of
the Roman faith to rebuild the little churches.

In 1649, in the midst of the rebuilding and before too many
goods or houses had accumulated, the Cossacks struck again,
killing and burning as before, but Lukasz had anticipated their
coming, and he hid himself, Jan, two priests and a Jew who was
doing his trading from a cave which he had prudently constructed,
and there they waited in darkness until the hurricane passed. After
that second sweep, the Cossacks let this part of the Ukraine alone,
and a kind of peace was restored, and magnates like Cyprjan
dismissed the Cossack incursion as merely one more of the
troublesome invasions from the east.

In 1654 an event occurred which at the time seemed much less

important than the great Cossack raids but which in the long run
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proved much more disastrous to the welfare of Poland, for as
Lukasz and Jan of the Beech Trees had proved, damage done by
the raids could be repaired, but the damage about to be done by
this new development would in the long run prove fatal.

The government of Poland had several unique weaknesses that
differentiated it from other European nations, making it much less
stable than they. First, the magnates dominated the election of the
king, but they insisted upon doing so reign-by-reign, lest an in-
herited dynasty slip into dictatorship. Second, they refused to
conduct the election vivente rege—that is, while the old king still
lived, for fear he might exercise too much influence and throw
the election to his son or some other member of his family. Third,
the magnates were afraid to elect one of their own number, who
might wax too strong and restrict succession to members of his
own clan, they strongly preferred to elect foreigners, which inev-
itably involved them in the dynastic troubles of other nations with
which they had no functional affiliation.

At first the elected kings performed like responsible hired man-
agers, and some actually provided excellent custodianship, but the
inevitable arrival of weak foreign kings precipitated the decline
of the kingdom, for as the papal legate explained in one report to
Rome: ‘It would be much easier for some trivial French nobleman
to become King of Poland than for an honest Polish patriot. You
see, the magnates are satisfied that if they don't like the French-
man, they’ll be able to kick him out of the country, something
they might not be able to do with a native Pole.’ He might have
added that on occasion the voting had ended in such chaos that
two different kings were elected, a situation that could be resolved
only by civil war.

Electing a foreigner king under such circumstances was bound
to be a sorry affair, but even so, it might have worked had not
the Poles added a fourth and a fifth complication after the man
was elected. Having chosen a Swede or a Saxon or a Hungarian
to be their king, they then refused to give him any real power, or
any right of taxation, or even the privilege of conscripting a serious
army. The king must be kept a figurehead, never a dictator, and
what pitiful power he might amass in his self-defense, he could
obtain only by cajoling or flattering magnates like the master of
Castle Gorka.

Why did Cyprjan behave in this fashion? He was a patriot;
without question he was loyal to the concept of a free, strong
Poland; he was intelligent and liked to associate with other mag-
nates who were as well-traveled as he, and he listened carefully
when they explained what was happening in Italy and England
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and France. Constantly he speculated on procedures which would
prove good for Poland and his family.

And there was the rub! Whenever he voiced this last concem
he invariably phrased it: ‘What’s good for my family and Poland.’
As a great magnate who literally owned more than sixty villages
and thousands of peasants, he simply could not visualize any
governing entity more important than himself. He was not a vain
man, not a poseur, and certainly not one who flaunted his immense
wealth, but he was convinced that he was Poland and that every
instrument of state power or policy must be judged by one simple
criterion: ‘Is it good for the magnates?’ If in the slightest way a
suggested change in procedure—such as electing the next king
while the old king still lived, to avoid the horrendous interregnums
which sometimes left Poland for two or three years without a king
while the magnates wrestled over the election—if such a change
threatened even the slightest prerogative of the magnates, Cyprjan
had to oppose it, which he did, most vigorously. Indeed, he would
have taken arms on a day’s notice to protect his rights, and he
would not have been able to conceive of this as treason, for he
thought of himself as markedly superior to the king and much
closer to the soul of Poland, for the king would vanish after a
brief reign, whereas he, the magnate, would continue forever.

The final monstrosity which the magnates invented to protect
what they called their Golden Freedom, and at the same time
hamstring both the king and the rising middle gentry, can only be
described as insane. Reported the papal legate: ‘The concept of
liberum vero must have been devised in hell by a special devil
charged with the task of destroying Christian Poland.” In 1654,
Magnate Cyprjan, through the agency of his slow-witted but honest
henchman Lukasz, demonstrated what the liberum veto could ac-
complish in speeding a great nation on its slide to oblivion.

Three times in a row— 1587, 1632 and 1648 during the Cossack
uprisings—the magnates had elected as their king a member of
the Swedish royal family, and this was remarkable because Poland
was an intensely Catholic nation while Sweden was just as in-
tensely Lutheran, the most obdurate of the Protestant faiths. True,
the various kings imported by Poland had promised that whereas
in Sweden they had been Protestant, in Poland they would be
Catholic, and they were faithful to this pledge. Up to now, Poland
had had no great cause for religious complaint, but there was
always confusion and an underlying irrationality. At any moment
the apparently Catholic Swedish king might revert to Protestant-
ism, with disastrous consequences.

Magnates like Cyprjan were not at all happy with Jan Kazimir,
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their present Swedish king, and it was only with the preatest
reluctance that they voted him any taxes or army; in 1648 a well-
organized Poland should have been able to drive back the Cossacks
within three months of frontier fighting, but the confused little
army did not like to venture into the frontier, so the Cossacks had
been allowed a free hand to bum and plunder.

Now throughout Poland there arose among the lesser gentry,
the town burghers, some of the clergy and the farmers who had
obtained land, a realization that the current system of government
was defective, and there was talk that when the Seym, Poland’s
parliament, convened in Warsaw, correction would surely be made.
Like many other parliaments, Poland’s consisted of two houses,
Senate and Deputies, and only magnates or their personal repre-
sentatives or their churchly equals could sit in the first; lesser
nobles only, in the second. In addition to passing laws, the Seym
acted as the court of last appeal to which any person of noble rank
could present his plea for clemency. Of course, townspeople,
traders, Jews and peasants could appeal to no one.

Cyprjan, an aloof patriot who did not like personal display and
who would have abhormred showing himself arguing in public,
deputized Lukasz of Bukowo to sit for him and gave him the
strictest instructions as to what he must do and how: ‘Seym is a
silly business. It creates only trouble. You sit there and keep your
mouth shut and ['ll send you word as to how you’re to vote.’

When the 1654 Seym had been in session only two of its allotted
six weeks, it became clear to the magnates that decisions were
being discussed which would strengthen the king, give townsmen
privileges they never had before, and weaken the magnates’ op-
pressive grip on the peasants. So Cyprjan, already distressed by
his losses in the Ukraine and fearful of any change, which he
termed revolution, summoned Lukasz to 2 meeting with three of
the more powerful magnates, who seated him on a chair before
them as if he were an unruly schoolboy. They formed a frightening
quartet: heads shaved, except for tufts of hair down the middie;
great protruding bellies swathed in gold-encrusted sashes; flowing
mustaches. And they spoke as roughly as they looked: *Your stupid
Seym. Have you gone out of your mind? Everything you propose
threatens our position, and that means it threatens Poland.’

‘We thought that the townsmen—’

‘Traders. Men of no substance. Pitiful persons who have been
to the university. The townsmen have no rights and they deserve
none. Don’t speak to us of townsmen.’

‘We also thought that the peasants—'
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‘We will tell the peasants what to do. We will protect their
interests. The Seym has no concern with peasants.’

‘But there is a spirit in the air—’

‘It is to be extinguished.’

‘How? It seems very strong.’

‘It is to be extinguished by revoking every change you have
made so far.’

‘I don’t think the Seym would permit that,” Lukasz said weakly,
for the magnates in their golden coats, brocaded belts and shaved
heads were overpowering.

‘It is no longer what the Seym wants. It’s what we want. What
Poland wants.’

When Lukasz said nothing, the magnates glared at him, waiting
for him to come to his senses, but this did not happen, so Cyprjan,
as the owner of the man, said sternly: ‘Lukasz, everything that
the Seym has done will be revoked. . . tomorrow . . . by you.’

‘Me?" The voice was very small.

‘Yes. In the 1652 Seym the patriot Wladyslaw Sicinski, acting
under secret orders from the Radziwills, said in a loud voice “I
object!” and this established the good principle that every act of
every Seym must have unanimous approval. If even one member
objects, the act is rejected. And what is most valuable to us, every
other act which Seym has enacted is also rejected. It’s as if the
Seym had never existed.’

‘What am I to do?" Lukasz asked, and he received instructions
which seemed incomprehensible: “You are to stand up and cry in
a loud voice “I object!” and when you say that, the Seym ends.
And everything wrong it’s done so far is also canceled.’

‘But our Seym has four more weeks to run,” Lukasz protested
feebly.

‘Not now it doesn’t. Your Seym ends tomorrow.’

So when the Seym reconvened, having passed more than a dozen
commendable laws which would have strengthened the nation,
bringing it into conformity with the powerful nation-states being
so painfully forged in England, France, Russia and even America,
Lukasz of Bukowo rose from his seat and cried as directed ‘I
object!” and the whole structure collapsed. One little man, voicing
the will of one selfish magnate, was able to frustrate the thoughtful
efforts of an entire nation to reform itself.

In Seym after Seym, many of the wisest decisions then being
made in the world, the equal at least to anything being accom-
plished in England or France and much like the tentative begin-
nings in America, were destroyed by the single veto of one man
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working in the interests of a venal aristocracy. Progress was de-
feated at each tumn by the selfish interests of magnates who preached
that they were acting thus to defend their Golden Freedom, and
in a sense they were. ’

They were defending their freedom to neutralize the king; they
were defending their freedom to keep the newly built towns sub-
servient to their country areas; they were defending most strongly
their freedom to keep their peasants in a state of perpetual serfdom
as opposed to the liberties which were being grudgingly won in
the western parts of Europe; and they were doing everything re-
actionary within their power to preserve the advantages they had
against the legitimate aspirations of the growing gentry. The Golden
Freedom which the magnates defended with every bit of chicanery
and power they commanded was the freedom of the few to oppress
the many, the freedom of a few grasping magnates to prevent a
strong king from arising. .

When any essential part of a governing system becomes corrupt,
it endangers all parts because it tempts officials to engage in
parallel wrong actions, and this inescapable truth became crimi-
nally obvious when the magnates took intricate steps to protect
the freedoms they obtained through the liberum veto. Many mag-
nates began to look outside Poland for support in their efforts to
thwart the popular will, and they began to forge alliances with
some alien power, accepting bribes and other advantages from
Russia, or Sweden, or Austria, or France, or one of the German
states in return for voting not in the interests of Poland but of the
foreign power that was paying the money. Thus the Radziwills
often defended the interests of Russia or Sweden; the Leszczyn-
skis, those of France; and Cyprjan, with a coterie of his friends,
those of Austria.

Why would he, with one of the most powerful names in Poland,
look outside his native land for leadership, and why to Austria?
From childhood he had failed to construct in his mind a vision of
Poland united and capable of governing itself. The heroes extolled
in his family were the rowdy Mniszechs, the freebooting Radzi-
wills, the self-directed magnates who ventured into the vastness
of the Ukraine, hacking out great estates, with thousands of peas-
ants subservient to their whims—they were the prototypical Poles.
Never had he visualized the professors at Jagiellonian University
as leaders of a nation, not even when he invited them to his castle,
and he certainly had no respect for the functionaries who bothered
with taxes and the administration of laws. Each Swedish king he
had known seemed pettifogging, a Protestant at home, a Catholic
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in Poland, so that strong central government could not be his ideal,
because he had never known it.

On the other hand, he revered the Habsburgs and the resolute
way they went about enlarging their territories, decade after dec-
ade. He foresaw that one of these days they would encompass
outlying principalities like Hungary and Transylvania, and all to
the good. He did not actually think that Austria would one day
engulf Poland; he was too much a patriot for that, but he did admit
that if any outside nation were to do so, it ought to be Austria.

With such rot at the core, the politics of Poland became the
most corrupt in Europe, surpassing in venality even that of the
Turks in Constantinople, and year by year the Golden Freedom
of the magnates meant the weakening and debasement of Poland.

Cardinal Pentucci, the papal legate, wondering how Christian
Poland could be saved, reported:

Now when a bill comes before the Seym the question is not
‘Will this be good for Poland?’ but rather ‘How does Russia
want me to vote on this? Or France? Or Austria?® Because
of the corrupt weaknesses that I have spoken of earlier—
the election of foreigners, the refusal of the magnates to
share their power, and especially the degradation of the
Seym with its liberum veto and the sale of votes, one might
say that Poland has become the plaything of Europe.

Never was this shrewd judgment more applicable than in the chain
of years starting in 1655, when Barbara Ossolinska and her hus-
band, Roman, were beginning to make Krzyztopor Castle one of
the adomments of Europe.

‘Why would the King of Sweden want to invade Poland?’ the
legate asked the French ambassador at the latter’s palace in
Warsaw.

‘Because of Sweden's perpetual lust to control the Baltic coast-
line,’ the Frenchman replied.

*Can she do it?”

‘I think so.’

‘But will Poland allow her?’

The ambassador considered how best to answer this probing
question, and he saw that there were two logical explanations, an
easy one pertaining to Poland’s military ability, and a most difficult
one involving her will power. He decided to tackie the latter first:
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‘Like all nations, Cardinal Pentucci, Poland has wonderful strengths
and weaknesses, and they derive from her basic character. But
the strangest deficiency, and ['ve watched the rise and fall of many
nations, is her refusal to look northward. . . to the Baltic.’

‘What do you mean by that?’

The ambassador poured himself and his guest drinks of good
French brandy, and said: ‘I’ve developed a theory that every nation
has a natural territory which it must occupy if it's to fulfill its
destiny. At whatever cost, it must reach out and use that space.
France has done this. England is doing it rather well with her
recent alliances with Wales and Scotland. On some appropriate
day your Italy will do.it, and Germany is already in the painful
process.’

‘l see what you mean about nations with natural boundaries.
But what about Poland, which has none?

*There you’re wrong! East and west you're right. Poor Poland
has no natural limits. But in the other directions she does. South
with the Carpathians. And most important, north with the Baltic
Sea. To fulfill her destiny she must, in my opinion, control her
proper share of that coastline.’

‘Yes, yes,” the legate said reflectively. ‘Her great river the
Vistula does empty into the Baltic. Danzig does control all her
trade. The fish her people love so much do reach her in the fishing
boats of other nations.’

‘Don’t you see, Cardinal? If she allowed the Teutonic Knights
in the past, or Sweden now, or Germany in the future to dominate
her Baltic coastline, she’s sure to be strangled. Yet she does
nothing to avoid it. Time and again, she backs away from her
own destiny.’

‘Would she have the power to halt Sweden now, even if she
did have the will?’ '

‘Bluntly, no. Poland’s allowed herself to become incredibly
weak. Her magnates will permit no army, afraid it might become
an agency of the king.’

‘Is he as foolish as he seems?

‘Jan Kazimir is deceptive, Cardinal Pentucci. As the Catholic
King of Poland, he’s rather good. A real patriot. But as a secret
Protestant trying to gain the throne of Sweden...It's a pitiful
confusion.’

‘He's been baptized a Catholic, you know,’ the legate said.
‘And | believe he’s a rather good one.*

‘But as a member of the Swedish royal family, he dreams of
becoming King of Sweden, and obviously the Swedes will permit
none of that.’
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‘Is he really so ill-advised?’

‘He’s worse. He not only dreams of becoming King of Sweden.
He takes overt steps to achieve it.’

*And so the legitimate King of Sweden . . . His cousin or some-
thing? He must oppose. And is that where the threatened invasion
springs from?’

‘The king ruling in Sweden is like all other kings, Your
Eminence. One-third avarice. One-third stupidity. One-third sheer
brilliance in protecting his interests.’

*And if this complex man, this Charles X Gustavus, proceeds
with his plan to invade, will he conquer Poland?’

‘I have advised my king that Sweden will crush Poland within
a matter of months.’

The two men pondered this for some minutes, after which the
legate said: ‘Is it not strange that a small country like Sweden,
with so few people and such little wealth, can presume to conquer
a great nation like Poland, superior in so many ways?’

‘It isn’t strange if the small nation is well governed and holds
together, while the big nation is poorly governed and flies apart.’

‘Does government mean so much?’

‘It means everything.’

‘But what about spirit? Will? Faith?’

‘Without an army, what are they?’

‘A great deal, sometimes. What army has our Pope? He has
only faith and will."

“That’s why he rules the world of faith, and kings rule the world
of power and wealth.’

‘I cannot believe that a Catholic Poland will surrender so easily
to a Protestant Sweden.’

‘Now there,’ said the Frenchman, ‘you begin to face the real
problem. Poland by itself could exist, and nicely. But when, through
its unfortunate kings, it becomes involved in the dynastic disputes
of neighboring countries . . . then it falls into peril. And if you add
religious warfare as well, the whole thing falls into chaos. Have
you heard what the Swedish king has boasted in a letter to Oliver
Cromwell? “When I finish with Poland, there will not be a papist
in the land.”™’

‘Alas! Another Lutheran fanatic to deal with! Poor Poland.’ But
even as he issued this lament, he thought of certain Polish leaders
he had met who did not fit the description of irresponsibility the
ambassador was drawing: ‘I know this man Cyprjan of Gorka,
and I truly doubt that he could ever bring himself to betray either
Poland or his king.’

‘Cyprjan is one of the finest,” the ambassador conceded. ‘And
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I’ve heard good reports of this other magnate, Lubomirski.’

‘Yes, yes. If the nation had enough like them, it would have a
chance of survival,’ the legate said with an echo of hope in his
voice.

‘But the good are so few and the weak so many,’ the Frenchman
said, at which the legate nodded. ‘In Rome the same.’

With extraordinary perception the Frenchman had anticipated
exactly what happened when the dynamic Swedes struck the le-
thargic and leaderless Poles, but not even he could have foreseen
the speed with which the invaders triumphed, hor the collapse that
overcame Poland’s army, her civic will and the leadership of her
magnates.

On 21 July 1655 the Swedish armies, led personally by their
energetic king, burst into Poland, and a brief four days later the
Polish armies began to cave in. On 18 August the great Lithuanian
magnate Radziwill hastened forward to surrender all his part of
the Polish kingdom, and by the first of September, Swedish troops
had overrun the entire nation. Rarely had a major nation collapsed
with such great speed and such little effort to protect itself.

What the French ambassador had not been able to predict was
the ferocity with which the Protestant victors treated the Cathotic
losers. Cities, towns and villages were destroyed in maniacal fury.
Churches, guildhalls, shops and farmhouses were sacked and
burned. Priests and nuns, burghers and Jewish traders, housewives
and farmers defending their possessions were slain in terrible num-
bers, whole communities being erased in fire and fury. No invader
had ever behaved with more savage contempt than the Swedes
who overran Poland.

During the last days of that dreadful summer the Swedish forces
approached the formidable castle of Krzyztopor standing on its
slight rise and surrounded by its wide, secure moat. The Ossolin-
skis, surveying their water and food supplies, satisfied themselves
that their mighty fortress could withstand any siege, so when the
chancellor suggested that perhaps Barbara might want to flee to
Krakow, she refused the offer.

“This is my castle,” she said, displaying the fortitude which had
marked both her father's and her mother’s families. She was at
the height of her beauty that summer, a stately woman of extraor-
dinary charm who had schooled herself in the various subjects
necessary to be a good manager: she could read and write; she
had traveled to France and lItaly; she patronized musicians and
artists, so that songs were written to her and portraits painted; and
she had a nice feel for politics, assessing accurately the grievous
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errors made by the magnates with whom her various families
associated. She was a voice of the new Poland, the one that might
come into being after this Swedish deluge had subsided, and she
intended to make Krzyztopor Castle a focal point of that revival.

The immediate problem was simple: ‘We must resist the Swedes
and allow them nothing. Roman, you must ensure that the guards
do their duty, and do it well.’

Such wamings from the chatelaine were not necessary, for
everyone within the castle walls was determined to save this castle
for the important years that lay ahead.

Had this been the year 1241 when the Tatars were attacking
this area, or the year 1410 when the Teutonic Knights were ram-
paging, the castle could have withstood a siege of better than a
year and repulsed all invaders, but this was 1655, when mighty
new cannon were available and when moats however wide afforded
little protection.

The Swedish king marched to Krzyztopor, took one look at the
massive walls, and told his generals: ‘Wait till we can haul in the
cannon,’ and when those great gray monsters were lined up, all
facing the northern wall, the bombardment began, and the Swedes
could see that the entire wall would be breached at more than a
dozen spots, through which as many Swedes as wished could enter.
Krzyztopor was doomed. Almost before its hearthstones were
properly heated, it was to be destroyed.

Inside the castle the Ossolinskis listened with mounting horror
as the cannonade broke down their wall, and when it became
evident that the fortress must fall, Roman suggested that he ap-
proach the Swedes with a white flag, seeking safe passage for
Barbara and the other women, but she would not permit this: ‘My
fate is linked with that of my castle.’

Through two homble days she watched the protecting wall
crumble, disintegrate as if it had been built by children, and as
night fell on the second day she realized that before noon on the
following day her castle would be overrun by northern barbarians,
and she began to put her life in order.

She went to the large church inside the walls and prayed. She
then talked with the older of the two priests and asked him to
bless her, whereupon she talked with her three children, trying to
instill in them the courage which she possessed. After that she
visited the castle kitchens, reassuring the women that the Swedes
would do them no harm, and then, as if the Swedes were guests
who were coming for a few weeks, she went automatically to the
linen chests to assure herself that all was properly arranged, and
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when she saw the neat stacks assembled -at such heavy cost of
money and her effort she broke into tears, and where no one could
see her grief she cried: ‘This was to have been a center of light
for a hundred years.” Looking up at the vaulted ceiling, she la-
mented: ‘We built you with such care . . . such love. Oh God! This
can’t perish. Surely, they'll not break down this beautiful thing
we built.’ ’

But even as she uttered this hope, she knew it was vain, for in
her despair she had uncovered a profound truth: ‘We built the
wrong castle, in the wrong century, to protect ourselves against
the wrong enemy, the wrong kind of warfare. Dear God, what
fools we were.’

Then, ashamed of her temporary weakness, she went in search
of her husband, determined to lend him what support she could,
and he told her: ‘Barbara, we’ll resist as long as possible, then
surrender with honor and throw ourselves upon their mercy.’

There was to be no mercy. As Barbara had anticipated, the
Swedes broke through the final defenses at about ten in the moming
and began the systernatic destruction of the castle and all things
within it. Roman Ossolinski and his wife were slain in the first
onslaught. Their children were killed and the women in the kitchen
and the two priests and all the defenders. No one escaped the
terrible fury of the soldiers who had been defied for three days.

And then the sack of Krzyztopor began. Every item of even the
remotest value was carried out into the huge central courtyard:
food supplies, the chalices from the chapel, the brocades from the
walls, the fumniture, the chests, the dresses, the ceremonial robes
of the priests. All corners of the castle were stripped and laid bare.

Carts commandeered from surrounding villages before they were
burned were hauled in through the tall gates dnd loaded with
treasures of Krzyztopor and sent on their way to Stockholm. Most
precious were the books taken from the castle and the personal
records, for these represented -the lifeblood of a nation. Most
valuable was a golden chain from which were suspended six lovely
globelets of flawless amber, ripped from the corpse of the beautiful
lady who had once ruled this castle. They were placed within a
paper folder, then wrapped in canvas and tucked into a corner of
Wagon 307, where they would rest securely until they reached
Sweden.

In the closing days of that fateful year, 1655, Swedish.forces
reached the Vistula, where they went totally berserk, throwing
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down the walls of Castle Gorka and killing all the women and
children. The village of Bukowo they burned, leveling every cot-
tage and killing more than half the peasants, but they saved their
most hideous behavior for the smaller castle, where Danusia, wife
of the absent Lukasz, tried to herd together her tame animals and
explain to the invaders. ..

One soldier lunged at Danusia with his lance and pierced her
above the heart, whereupon. two others lanced her from the side.
The tame bear, seeing her drop to the ground, ambled over to
comfort her, but the soldiers intercepted it and speared it numerous
times. The otter, of course, tried to protect the bear, and was slain.
Then the red fox hurried up to help the otter, and it was speared.
Finally the storks flew down, as was their custom when guests
came, and they were clubbed to death. Then the castle was set
ablaze, becoming a funeral pyre for all the creatures who had once
shared so much love.

So the three women who had kept their homes such warm
refuges were slain by the Swedes: Anulka, who made the spicy
kielbasa; Danusia, who baked the best pierogi; and Zofia
Mniszech, who kept a huge kitchen bustling—all were murdered.
Why had their men proved powerless to defend them?

When the great debacle began and other craven magnates turned
traitor, rushing to the side of the Swedish king, Cyprjan and his
liege Lukasz stood firm. With the field hand Jan of the Beech
Trees along, they formed the nucleus of a small personal army
that retreated from one indefensible position to another, until they
came finally to the heavy-walled monastery of Czestochowa in
the west.

Here a devout group of priests and monks manned the shrine
that contained Poland’s most precious religious relic, a time-
darkened Byzantine painting of the Virgin Mother holding her
infant son, the famous Virgin of Czestochowa, adored by the
faithful. Here the patriots of Poland would make their final stand
against the ruthless invader.

When Cyprjan of Gorka marched his pitifully small group into
the monastery, the prospects of holding it against the cannon that
had destroyed Krzyztopor seemed minimal, but all inside the walls
were determined to offer as stout a defense as possible, and
Cyprjan found himself in charge of the east wall, which was where
the Swedes would probably concentrate their attack.

On 18 November 1655 the invaders began the assault, expecting
to gain an easy victory over the unarmed monks, but two surprises
awaited them. The clerics defending the monastery proved most
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resourcefu! in repelling attacks, and the walls, rebuilt and strength-
ened many times through the centuries, showed remarkable re-
sistance to the cannonades. And if a hole was hammered through,
Cyprjan’s men repaired it quickly. This siege was going to be
much different from the easy victory at Krzyztopor.

On 1 December the Swedes were no claser to winning than they
had been two weeks before, but their two heavy cannon were
damaging the walls, and if this continued indefinitely, the tide of
battle would have to flow their way, so on 5 December, Cyprjan
and some other daring spirits began contemplating the possibility
of knocking out the cannon: ‘We could sneak sacks of gunpowder
to the sites, stack them around the cannon, and blow them up.’

‘What do we do with the Swedes guarding them?’ a friar asked.

‘Kill them,’ Cyprjan said, and when some of his listeners
blanched, he said: ‘I will do this thing, I and my men.’

He did not ask for volunteers; he told Lukasz, Jan and six of
his other peasants: ‘We will creep out tonight,” and they had to
follow.

They left the monastery at about eleven o’clock on a cold,
blustery night when the Swedish guards would be having a difficult
time keeping warm. Moving with extreme caution, they crept
down a gully that carried rain water away from the walls, came
upon a dozing guard, whom Cyprjan himself strangled, and then
to the protected embankment on which the two cannon rested.

For more than fifteen minutes they huddled close to it, speaking
no words but surveying the situation, and when each of the nine
knew exactly what he must do in the next blazing moments, they
swarmed upon the cannon, killed the guards, piled their sacks of
powder, and retreated to light the fuse. It required about a minute
and forty seconds for the tiny flame to negotiate the length of
fuse, and during this awful suspense Swedish soldiers, alerted by
the killings, began running toward the embankment, and Cyprjan
heard himself praying, ‘Beloved God, delay them!" They were
not delayed, for with loud cries they burst into the emplacement,
but the writhing fuse reached there first, and with a wremendous
explosion the two cannon and the fifteen running Swedes were
shattered and tossed high in the air.

On Christmas Day the infuriated Swedes mounted a massive
attack, which was repulsed by the iron-willed monks, so during
the night of 26 December the enemy began to withdraw. Three
days later the only sign that the Swedes had ever been there was
the extensive damage to the eastern wall and the blackened scar
where the two major cannon had been.

On that day the sacred image of the Virgin, black and radiant
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and victorious, was paraded through the monastery grounds and
across the battlefield outside the gates, for her triumph had been
complete. The faltering courage of Poland was revived and men
began to see some hope that their homeland, ravaged though it
was, might be rescued.

After their defense of Czestochowa the three widowers—Cyprjan,
Lukasz and Jan—from the destroyed village of Bukowo allied
themselves with similarly devastated patriots who vowed that
Poland must not perish.

They formed a tatterdemalion army, lacking in food, clothing
and arms, but they did occasionally gain some small victory by
harassing the Swedes in night forays and daring ambuscades. How-
ever, the enemy was powerful and cleverly led, so that the Poles
were forced to retreat moré than they advanced, and by late March
of 1656 this particular band of irregulars had been practically
driven out of Poland proper.

They withdrew from one vantage point to the next, always
breathing hard, always short of supplies and, what was worst of
all, facing each week some new enemy whose troops were fresh.
This week they had to stand off rampaging Cossacks; next week
the King of Sweden himself led the charge against them—and
always they were defeated, but always they tired the enemy and
made him wonder when this dreadful war, which had once seemed
so easy, would end. ’

Sometimes at night during these fugitive years when there had
been little food and no comfort, Cyprjan would awaken with a
sense of strangulation at his throat. He would bolt upright, gasping
for air, and in the darkness he would wrestle with the specters
that haunted him and all of Poland: the devastation of the land,
the endless killing of the people, the buming of the villages. But
then his images would become more personal, and he would see
his lovely daughter slain in her castle, and the hideous death of
Zofia Mniszech, and then he would see Lukasz’s tame bear, rid-
dled with lances they said, and he would begin to tremble as he
thought of all that lost wonder, and he would cross the boards
where they were trying to sleep that night and rouse Lukasz frem
his sleep: ‘I was thinking of your bear, Lukasz, and the pierogi
Danusia used to make.’ The men would remain silent for a while,
and then Cyprjan would vow: ‘By God, Lukasz, they’ll be avenged.’
But when he was in his bed again, the choking would return and
he could not sleep.

Once when they were camped near Lwow, the major city of
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the Ukrainian area in which he held his largest estates, he came
upon another man of some importance who also could not sleep.
It was the king himseif, Jan Kazimir, tortured by the calamities
that beset his kingdom, and he wanted to talk, but not with Cyprjan
and not even with Lukasz, the petty knight, but with Jan of the
Beech Trees.

‘What is it like,” he asked in the spring darkness. ‘As a peasant,
how do you live?’

‘We get up at dawn,’ Jan began.

‘As 1 do,’ the king said.

‘And we work all day, and at sunset we go to bed.’

‘What do you eat?’

‘Cabbage, beets, we grind our own flour."

‘l mean, what meats?’

‘We never eat meat. Well, at Easter, maybe one chicken.’

‘And what do you work at, Jan?’

‘Whatever the master tells us. Then six weeks each year for the
duke. And three weeks for you.’

‘What do you work at?’

‘We till the fields. We sow the grain. We harvest. And then
we go to bed.’

The king could scarcely believe what he was being told, and
all through the night he interrogated Jan, even demanding to know
how he got his clothes, who assisted his wife in childbirth, what
medicines he used, and this led to a peculiarly meaningful ex-
change.

‘Jan, tell me again, what do you do when you fall sick?’

‘We die.’

Two days later the king informed Cyprjan that he wanted him,
Lukasz and especially Jan to be present in the cathedral at Lwow,
where in front of a treasured portrait of the Virgin Mary he was
going to make an important statement, and when the four tattered
magnates were assembled, and the seventeen lesser nobles and
the hundred peasants and the townsmen and even the Jews, he
made this pledge:

‘When with grief in my heart [ hear of the oppression which
our peasants suffer and I see the tears with which they pray
for relief, I think, Blessed Mother of God, that it is your
Son, a just and merciful judge, who has been punishing
my kingdom with pestilences, wars and other failures, and
I know in my heart that we, and all of us here, have been
guilty.
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‘Therefore, I promise and vow that after peace has been
restored, I will do my best to prevent further misfortunes,
and [ promise now on bended knee before you that I will
free our peasants from all unjust burdens and hardships.
Help me, Merciful Lady and Queen, enlist on my behalf
the grace of your Son to help me fulfill this vow, whichJ
make willingly before my magnates, my people and my
peasants.’

Lukasz and Jan were impressed by this Vow of Lwow, but Cyprjan
and the magnates whispered knowingly: ‘Clever thing for the king
to tell his ttoops when the war is going badly. But when we win
we can force him to rescind.’

In the dark weeks that followed, there was little talk of winning,
for a series of new blows struck the poor country, almost destroy-
ing the will of men like Cyprjan and Lukasz to continue their
fight. From the west the newly powerful state of Brandenburg,
scenting a chance to make a kill, came roaring in with many troops
and guns to tear off its share of Poland. From the east the Cossacks,
seeing their traditional enemy about to be dismembered, launched
an attack to seize the Ukraine. In Lithuania the Radziwills, sat-
isfied that the union with Poland could not survive, volunteered
to build a new Lithuania under Swedish protection, and most
dreadful of all, from the turbulent state of Transylvania in the
south a man of terrible power, Gyorgy Rakoczy, marched his
troops to pick off his share of the spoils. Like hungry wolves on
a stormy wasteland who tumn to attack one of their own who has
been wounded, the nations gathered to dismember Poland.

By a grotesque coincidence the King of Sweden assembled the
leaders of these predators at the ruined castle of Krzyztopor, where
in the desecrated chapel he brought in tables and chairs and sleep-
ing arrangements for the generals and their advisers. And there,
in the only part of the great fortress that still had a roof, the victors
met to divide the spoils. The ruiners met amidst the ruins.

The King of Sweden and Rakoczy dominated the proceedings,
of course, but it was the political adviser who accompanied the
Brandenburg generals who exerted the subtlest influence. He was
Wolfgang von Eschl, a tall, thin, clean-shaven man of icy intellect
whose ancestors had been familiar with Polish problems, and once
the gross details of who was to receive what had been agreed
upon, he more or less took command, his penetrating questions
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and crisp decisions introducing structure into the discussion.

RADZIWILL: We seek a free Lithuania protected by Sweden.

VON ESCHL: I doubt that guarantees will ever signify much in
this part of Europe. Each state must be viable within its own
integrity.

KING OF SWEDEN: Are you questioning our intentions?

VON ESCHL: No, your power. It seems great now, almost un-
opposable. But it cannot remain that way for long.

KING OF SWEDEN: What will subdue it?

VON ESCHL: Time. Russia.

KING OF SWEDEN: We will handle Russia, when the time comes.

vON ESCHL: No one will handle Russia. You will accommodate
yourself to Russia as we will have to, and all the others here.

CcossACK: We will never surrender to Russia.

VON ESCHL: You most of all.

rRaKOCZY: What will you do to help Transylvania if the Turks
decide to attack us?

VON ESCHL: Nothing.

RAKOCZY: Is that true, Sire?

KING OF SWEDEN: We have no fight with Turkey.

RAKOCZY: But I do.

VvON ESCHL: Then you must protect yourself. We’re giving you
most of southern Poland. Use it creatively to build protection.

RAKOCZY: But we can protect ourselves only if we all stand
together.

VON ESCHL: We stand together on this day to partition Poland.
After that’s done, each must protect himself.

RAKOCZY: Are we not building a grand alliance?

VON ESCHL: No.

KING OF SWEDEN: Let us agree, then. Sweden will take all the
Baltic coast down to Danzig. The Germans get all the west, in-
cluding as much of Silesia as they wish. You Cossacks get a free
hand in the Ukraine. Rakoczy gets all of southern Poland. And
Radziwill gets his free Lithuania. Shall we leave a smalil central
area around Warsaw for the Poles themselves?

VON ESCHL: A nation which cannot defend itself has no right to
exist.

RAKOCzZY: | agree. Remove Poland from the map. Move all our
borders in till they meet.

voN ESCHL: Excellent proposal. Poland will always require lead-
ership from outside, and the German states are prepared to provide
it.

From the day that the roof had been placed atop the castle at
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Krzyztopor, bats had inhabited the rafters, and as this fateful day
drew to a close, they began to stir themselves and waken for the
night. One by one they left their hiding places, circled through
the near-deserted church and flew out for their foraging. They
created a stir with their wings and an interruption with their soft
stutters, as if they were discussing the decisions of that-day, but
after a while they were gone and the resolutions continued.

KING OF SWEDEN: We have the nation subdued except for one
small trouble spot. That difficult town of Zamosc on the eastern
frontier. I suppose you’ll all join me in subduing it?

RAKOCZY: 1 must attend to Krakow. I intend making it a sec-
ondary capital, you know. -

VON ESCHL: The Germans will not fight that far east.

KING OF SWEDEN: You Cossacks will. It's on your doorstep.

cossack: I led our siege of Zamosc in 1648. Forty days, and
they knocked us back. We have no taste for Zamosc, because we
consider it a Polish town. ,

KING OF SWEDEN: Don’t you'see that as long as it stands free—

COSSACK: We have no interest in Zamosc. None whatever.

KING OF SWEDEN: Then you agree with me that we ought to
leave a small free Poland at the center?

VON ESCHL: There is no justification for a free Poland of any
size, any character. You must listen to me. If we allow any kind
of Poland to exist, we shall have only trouble with her. The Poles
are a most difficult people, most stubbom. They can’t govern
themselves and they don’t allow anyone else to govern them. They
must be removed from the face of Europe, and the German states
will discharge their responsibilities in achieving this. But you men
must do your duty, too. Zamosc must be reduced by you Swedes.
Eliminated. Rakoczy says he will capture Warsaw. The Cossacks
will do their duty, I’'m sure. And Radziwill can be depended upon.
Gentlemen, there must be no hesitation now. This troublesome
sore must be cauterized. . . deeply . . . permanently. Is it agreed?

ALL: It is agreed.

Gyorgy Rakoczy discharged his obligation brilliantly, but with
a brutality Poland had not witnessed hitherto; even the Tatar in-
vasions of 1241 had been gentle compared to the savage devas-
tation wrought by the Transylvanians. The slaughter was so terrible
that one priest wrote afterward:

It seemed that they were determined to kill even the stones,
for they spat on them and urinated on them and burned them

with fire. People were killed thoughtlessly, not in anger but
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because they were there. I saw them kill eleven nuns for
no reason whatever, and scores of children. They killed pigs
and chickens in the same way, and there was nothing of
value they overlooked. One man in our town had a gold
tooth, which they cut out of his mouth before they killed
him, hacking and jabbing with their daggers.

Oh God, 1 cried in the midst of the devastation, why have
You permitted this in a Poland which has always cherished
You? Where shall I live now, with my church bumed, my
village destroyed, my town in ashes and all my parishioners
dead?

The lament of this priest was in no way hyperbole. In these awful
years the population of Poland dropped from ten million to six
million, which meant that in every town and village four people
out of ten were killed. Farms were ravaged; cattle were slain;
every item of value was stolen; every human process by which
people live together in some kind of reasonable order was dis-
rupted. In a hundred churches, only five or six priests survived
to say the Mass, and in those same churches not a piece of golden
omament or silver remained. And in the towns all the buildings
in which the elders met, and the councillors, were leveled.

The tempestuous success of the allied armies had one curious
consequence: the few Polish defenders were compressed ever more
tightly into the easterm corridor, where, with their backs to the
wall, they determined that the decisive battle, the one that would
end everything, would be fought in the vicinity of Zamosc, that
remarkable walled city built in one year by one man with his own
funds and his own driving energy. He was the Magnate Zamoyski,
wise before his time, a patriot of glowing character who' had
visualized the necessity of some permanent fortified city on the
frontier—a city that would be defensible against Russians, Turks,
Cossacks, Hungarians, Swedes, all of whom would at one time
or another seek to subdue it, all of whom would fail.

When Cyprjan’s raggle-taggle troops were still fifteen miles
south of the town, he told them: ‘You are not about to enter a
fort. This is a real town, and a most beautiful one. It was built
by an Italian architect who gave it a chain of lovely arcades cool
in summer, protecting in winter. I love Zamosc and would like
to end my days sitting in the grand square, drinking a little wine
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and watching the girls as they do their shopping. My daughter
Barbara...’ As he visualized her passing through Zamosc and
stopping at the Italian arcade, tears came to his eyes. Now there
was no Barbara, there was no Zofia Mniszech, there was no Castle
Gorka—there was nothing but the human resolve not to allow
this fearful drift to continue any longer.

‘Men,’ he said, ‘when we reach Zamosc, there is nothing more.
We stop them here, or we. ..’ He said: *‘We stop them here.’

Very soberly his men marched inside the walls of Zamosc,
where many like them had gathered, and whereas the fortifications
were not immensely thick—not half as thick as those at Krzyzto-
por—they encompassed the entire town, so that the town itself
and all within became the fort, with human will power forming
an extra chain of bastions immensely more resistant than the walls
of Krzyztopor.

‘Here we have a fighting chance,” Cyprjan assured his men,
and because of his leadership they were not terrified in early
November when the King of Sweden moved his entire force before
the walls to begin the methodical bombardment. The first rain of
cannonballs frightened the inhabitants, but Cyprjan ran amongst
them with heartening news: *‘The Cossacks are not participating!
Rakoczy's men are not here! We face no Germans! We can hold
them off !’

When it became apparent that the king had not brought enough
cannon to reduce the walls, the defenders actually made two sor-
ties, one led by Lukasz of Bukowo, which damaged the besiegers
considerably, and in the following weeks the Swedes became
apprehensive about their chances of ever breaking down the walis
of Zamose.

The day came when the King of Sweden realized that he must
lose this battle, and with it, his opportunity to erase Poland from
the map of Europe. The stubborn resistance of men like Cyprjan
of Gorka, when all was lost, when there was not a chance of
victory, had weakened the coalition and dissipated its force. Even
the Swedish army, incomparably the best in Europe at that time,
was worn down by the years of war. The only sensible thing to
do was withdraw and return to Sweden.

As the retreat started, a terrible climax to the war occurred, for
a large detachment of Swedes became confused, or received wrong
instructions, for they found themselves without heavy armor and
were easily surrounded by Poles streaming out of the town in a
victorious chase, and so embittered were the Polish toops, who
had seen their villages destroyed and their women slaughtered,
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that a furious battle ensued in which the Swedes were annihilated.

It was never known how it started, but some Polish peasant,
blood-red with anger, cried to a partner: ‘They swallowed our gold
coins to keep them from their officers,” and these two men began
to rip open the bellies of the dead Swedes, and in the intestines
of the very first man they gutted they found two Austrian thalers,
and word spread like firée among the troops, and a general gutting
of the corpses began. It was in this horrible scene that Jan of the
Beech Trees, whose family had been cremated in the sack of
Bukowo, found himself four large pieces of gold, which he gave
to his master Lukasz, and it would be this wealth wrenched from
the gut of Sweden that would enable Lukasz to build a new home
along the Vistula.

In these hectic years, magnates like Cyprjan slowly became aware
of a redoubtable man named Jerzy Lubomirski, who had the gift
of associating with himself patriots of the most diverse quality—
other magnates, gentry, Jewish merchants, burghers from the towns,
peasants and mercenary troops—and with this rabble he began to
win battle after battle against superior troops of the Swedish-
German-Transylvanian coalition. Lubomirski became a name to
utter with respect, and Cyprjan remembered that as a girl, Zofia
had been in love with him. Others informed him that Lubomirski
had suffered fearfully at the hands of the enemy: ‘From his castle
at Wisnicz the Swedes carried away one hundred and fifty-two
wagons of paintings, jewelry and furniture. Rakoczy’s men bumed
his castle at Rzeszow. And the Germans destroyed two of his
biggest castles up north. He is a man of vengeance.’

When the siege of Zamosc ended with the Swedish troops in
retreat, this Lubomirski conceived the daring idea of defeating
Rakoczy’s forces not by a frontal assault, which the Poles would
surely lose, but rather by a foray into Rakoczy's own backyard,
and with Cyprjan’s help he assembled a wild and rugged army
that marched right out of Poland and into the heart of Transylvania,
where they created so much havoc that the fearsome Rakoczy had
to scurry back to protect his national interests.

Too late! Lubomirski, displaying unusual talent as a general,
continued to destroy Transylvanian property and at the same time
evade bloodthirsty Rakoczy. Indeed, Lubomirski left Transylvania
in such shambles that the Turks from the south, to restore order
in what was essentially their territory, would ultimately have to
invade it and kill the terrible Rakoczy as no longer useful to their
cause.
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So in the autumn of 1658 the widowers Cyprjan, Lukasz and Jan
came slowly and painfully back to Bukowo, where the two castles
stood in ruins and the village consisted of one cottage rebuilt by
an enterprising peasant who had tilled his field for winter planting.

Cyprjan, surveying the desolation, listened to reports from his
various outlying towns and villages. All were destroyed, and
Lukasz, standing with him, started to weep, but Cyprjan consoled
him, telling those about him: ‘A Pole is a man born with a sword
in his right hand, a brick in his left. When the battle is over, he
starts to rebuild.’

And rebuild they did: Castle Gorka, upon the old foundations
but with improved conveniences; the village itself, with cottages
in the time-honored tradition; and for Lukasz, not the little castle,
which was now beyond repair, but a big, strong house halfway
between a farmhouse and a minor mansion. Poland’s left hand
was doing excellent work.

Of course, the men needed wives to inhabit their new homes
and lend them grace, and prudent Jan of the Beech Trees was the
first to solve his problem. Stolidly he walked from village to
village, inquiring as to whether any widows had been left by the
war, and finally he found a woman of thirty, but she was fright-
eningly pretty and he surmised that he would never be able to
hold her, so he passed on. In the third village, and not one be-
longing to either Lukasz or Cyprjan, he found Alusia, a fine
woman left with two children whom the Swedes had not slain,
and within ten minutes of meeting her he asked if she and the
children would consent to live with him: ‘I work hard and I'll
build you a sturdy cottage.’ Since she had no better prospects at
the moment, nor the likelihood of any in the future, she accepted,
and the four started walking home, the two children shying away
from Jan, the stranger who was now their father.

Jan’s life, even with his new wife and children, was modified
in no way by the generous oath the king had made in the Lwow
cathedral. No reforms of any kind were instituted; indeed, the
peasants found themselves burdened with extra obligations, less
time for themselves, and the impossibility of finding even a chicken
at Easter. The king had wanted to respect his pledge, but the
magnates had wamed him: ‘The war devastated our estates so
sorely that we must have more work from our peasants, not less,’
and they spoke so forcefully, Jan Kazimir realized that if he op-
posed them he would be booted out altogether, so he did nothing.
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Lukasz solved his marriage problem in much the same way as
Jan, except that instead of visiting villages, he rode from one small
castle to the next, inquiring as to the fortunes of war, and in
several he met men like himself who had survived but whose
families had not. At Baranow, down the river, he found such a
member of the gentry, a man older than himself, who said that
he believed two sisters had survived in a small town near
Tarnobrzeg, so they mounted their horses and rode to this town,
and it did indeed contain two sisters who desperately needed hus-
bands of quality, but there was some discussion as to which sister
should marry which man, and Lukasz proposed a simple solution.
They would put two beans in a hat, one white and one black, and
the older sister would draw—black for Lukasz, white for the
Baranow man—and this seemed the only practical solution; since
none of the four could read, written ballots were impossible.

The drawing took place and Lukasz was won by Zosienka, the
younger sister, who was not unhappy with her award. ‘Do you
like animals?’ Lukasz asked, and when she said she did, he told
her that he had found a baby bear in the Forest of Szczek, at
which she chuckled: ‘Oh, you're the man who had the bear and
the otter! I'd love to have an otter!’ and he explained: ‘Otters
aren’t so easy, but we’ll find something to play with the bear.’

Cyprjan’s problem was solved in an equally practical way. Many
fine estates were in such ruin that their owners, lacking money,
had no chance of restoring them, and others had been owned by
men and women slain in the camage, so that magnates like
Cyprjan, whose other estates yielded a little income, were in a
position to extend their holdings.

There was such an estate abutting the roadway that ran from
Lublin to Zamosc. It took its name from a village of exceptional
attractiveness called Lubon, a word which carried an implication
of love or loveliness or a thing to be cherished, but cynics averred
that it meant only a kind of sweet plum. At any rate, it had a castle
of distinction, and as soon as Cyprjan saw it and realized its
neamess to Zamosc, a town which now had extra meaning for
him, he decided to buy it. But when he approached the owner,
Halka, he found her to be an attractive widow with a daughter of
about the age Barbara had been when she marmied Ossolinski, so
instead of offering to buy the estate and its castle, he proposed to
Halka and married her, knowing that together with her daughter
they could restore the line of Gorka.

But shortly after their marriage he ceased using the name Gorka
and was never again referred to in that way. The change occurred
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because the papal legate who had spoken so well of him to the
French ambassador did the same in his reports to Rome, so the
Pope announced that he was ‘conferring upon Cyprjan of Gorka,
who had defended the Faith so valiantly at both Czestochowa and
Zamosc, the title of Count,’ and out of his love for his new bride
he took the name Lubonski. Henceforth the master of Castle Gorka
would be Count Lubonski.

So the rebuilding of homes and families in the Bukowo district
prospered, but there were some losses that could never be restored,
not even if the survivors carried bricks in both hands. When the
Swedes had retreated from Poland in 1657 they took with them
2,183 wagonloads of old books, the maps, the paintings from the
castles, the gold and silver work from the cathedrals, the furniture,
the family heirlooms, the accumulation of centuries of good living.
The culture of Sweden would be nurtured by the heritage of
Poland.

Fortunately, this grand historical record passed into the hands
of people who appreciated and protected it. Items of significance
were catalogued, so that in subsequent years, anyone wanting to
study Polish history could go to Swedish museumns and libraries.

The golden necklace bearing the six amber droplets was not
lost. In its paper folder, wrapped inside the canvas cloth, it re-
mained in Wagon 307 of the Krzyztopor hoard till it reached
Sweden, and may now be seen—in all the beauty it possessed
back in 1409 when it was first assembled and in 1655 when it
was taken from the corpse of Barbara Ossolinska—as it sleeps in
its velvet case in a Stockholm museum.
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From the South

Seldom in the long Ristory of human effort did any nation recover
so swiftly from disaster. In 1658, Poland lay prostrate following
the terrible destruction visited upon her by the Swedes, the
Germans and the Transylvanians, but in January of 1683 repre-
sentatives of five European governments convened in Warsaw,
begging for Polish help to protect Christianity from a dark cloud
of terror which threatened from the south.

Germany, France, the Papal States, Hungary and, most of all,
Austria pleaded with the Poles for help: ‘Without your assistance,
and soon, Europe will be overrun by the most terribie menace that
has ever threatened it. Please, please, spring to our assistance.
Lead the great crusade which alone can save us.’

The danger was real, and of quite a new dimension: Turkey
was on the march, having already consumed Greece, Bulgaria,
Rumania and much of Hungary, ard wherever the Sultan’s vic-
torious army triumphed, the losers who were lucky enough to
survive faced a harsh choice: convert to Islam or suffer vast dis-
abilities. Only rarely did the Muslims massacre whole populations
for religious reasons; they preferred to keep them alive as slaves,
producing Janissaries for the army and trade goods for taxation,
but life for a Christian under Muslim rule was harsh.

Europe trembled, for it saw that unless unprecedented action
was taken, the key city of Vienna must fall to the Turks before
the year was out, and whereas the Germans and the Austrians
were willing to resist with what armed force they had, they realized
that they would be ineffective without Polish strength and lead-
ership. So the very nations which only a short while before had



been endeavoring to destroy Poland now came to her begging for
assistance.

What had ignited this transformation? And more important, how
could a nation with almost no army suddenly find itself with one
of the best?

Four factors explained the miracle. First, the good-hearted but
confused Swede serving as King of Poland, the bumbling Jan
Kazimir, had the good sense to quit; finding himself hamstrung
by venal magnates and frustrated by the liberum veto, he abdicated.
Second, after a painful gap without any king, and a furious struggle
by various foreign powers to elect men favorable to them, the
Seym chose a pathetic Polish incompetent, who had the good sense
to die rather promptly. Third, after another perilous interregnum
and a brutal fight between French and Austrian aspirants, much
the better man won, and he happened to be from the French camp.
Fourth, and most significant of all, the victor, Jan Sobieski, was
in the process of proving that he was one of the most active kings
Poland would have.

He was an extraordinary man, fifty-four years old and most
curiously shaped, with a large head, an enormous belly and smail
feet. ‘He is,” reported a French observer, ‘a perfect oval which
from a distance looks like a very large egg stood on the small
end.’ A man of gargantuan appetites, explosive rages and piercing
perceptions, he might have ended poorly had he not had the great
good fortune to marry a brilliant Frenchwoman who had one of
the most cupidinous natures in history. Rumored to be the ille-
gitimate daughter of Louis XIV’s queen, she believed that no
married couple ever had enough money and that any king was
worth double what the state allowed him. Repeatedly this Mary-
sienka, always calculating possible advantages, warned her hus-
band: ‘Look at what happened to the two before you. Jan Kazimir
kicked out. The other one persecuted to his grave by the magnates
who would give him nothing. Take advantage of things while you
have the chance.’

Together Sobieski and his queen sold every office in the land;
if a clergyman threatened to give trouble, they arranged to have
him made a cardinal, then charged him for the favor. Nothing
was granted without cash in advance, and before long these two
had estates, palaces and jewels worth fifty million in modern
currency, and the queen had her own secret security fund in cash
of more than five million.

But they gave good value. With the lithe quickness of a leopard
Jan Sobieski sprang from one comer of his nation to another,
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driving back this attacker or that, and in doing so, had four times
faced large Turkish armies, winning thrice. During that time he
put together a formidable army, spearheaded by a cavalry unit
unlike any that Europe had ever seen before.

To begin with: the hussars were excellent horsemen, and they
backed this up by first-class work with the long lance, the short
sword and, if necessary, the dagger. Pride of unit made them
especially fearsome when they charged into a battle line from a
distance, for they rode with terrible precision, their lances evenly
leveled and inescapable. But what made them unique was that as
they charged they wore riveted to the back of their armor a curious
lyre-shaped metal-and-leather construction, which seemed to come
out of their backs and rise two or three feet higher than their heads.
To it was attached in a beautiful fanlike design some three dozen
large turkey or eagle feathers whose purpose was mysterious.
Wrote one German knight who had faced their charge at a battle
near Szczecin, which he referred to as Stettin, its German spelling:

Like all my fellows, I had heard of the fierce Polish hussars,
and like them I supposed that their quality lay in the dis-
cipline of their charge and the uniformity of their work with
the long lance, but when I first saw them approaching in
battle array, coming at me Trom the crest of a hill, I was
astounded by their appearance. Each man seemed to come
with a halo about his head, like a Madonna in some Italian
painting. The feathers made a wonderful sight, but I asked
as we prepared for battle: ‘What are the feathers for?’ Be-
cause they obviously were real feathers, and feathers cannot
serve as arrnor, not in any way possible.

Then, as they drew near, galloping in the wind, the feathers
began to mourn, or to chant like old women at a funeral or
like witches at a false Sabbath, and then to shrick as the
wind tore through them. I got frightened by the weird sound
and the hellish echoes, but my horse became terrified. He
reared and whinnied and I could not control him, and the
effect on the other German horses was the same, so that by
the time the Polish hussars reached our battle line, all was
in confusion.

I can state without fear or apology: The Polish cavalry did
not defeat us in fair battle. They sang us to death with those
damned feathers.

154



It was these hussars that Europe now wanted for its protection
against Islam, and no plea was too undignified for the other nations
to make: ‘Sire, without your aid the Star and Crescent will fly
over Paris,’ and there was much truth to this, because the Turks
already controlled the Danube, occupied Budapest, and were on
the march to Vienna, which would surely capitulate long before
autumn unless Poland sprang to the rescue.

But Poland’s insane way of choosing its kings had created a
difficult problem. France spent huge sums to bribe magnates in
favor of Sobieski—Germany, Austria and Russia doing the same
to support a Habsburg—and the contest had become quite ugly,
with hardly a magnate uncontaminated by foreign gold. In the
end, Sobieski had won, but he and everyone else knew that he
did so as a lackey of the French.

Where did the complications arise? In European politics France
always supported Turkey against her mortal enemy Austria, and
Germany supported Austria against her mortal enemy the Turks.
It was preposterous, in many ways, for these nations now to ask
Sobieski to ignore his patron France and ally himself with his
enemy Austria, and the pleas would not have succeeded without
the presence of a very old cardinal of the Catholic church, dis-
patched personally by the Pope.

He was Cardinal Pentucci, the papal legate who had watched
so closely and with such keen, knowing eye the debacle of 1655,
and he had now come back to Warsaw with an urgent request
from the Pope himself and with stubbom persuasive powers of
his own. In the general meetings he offered merely ritual remarks,
which might have been expected, to the effect that the continuance
of Christianity itself depended upon what Poland did now, but in
private he was crisp and canny and to the point:

*Jan, child of God, if you do not help us, the church will
suffer and perhaps even vanish, but you already know that.
I must remind you that Poland also will vanish, and most
cruelly. If you think the Turkish occupation of Hungary is
brutal, with the mass slayings and the appropriations, think
of what it will be like if Turkey invades Poland.

*“They will remember the humiliating defeats you have vis-

ited upon them, at Podhajce in 1667 before you were king,

at Chocim in 1673, which qualified you to become king,

and at Zurawno in 1676 after you were king. Sultan
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‘Muhammad IV remembers every one of those defeats, and
he will be avenged in strange and terrible ways.

‘Jan, child of God, you are like a hunter deep in the woods

who has attacked a bear but not slain him. You may wish
to retire from further battle, but the bear will not allow it.
You have aroused him and he will fight with you until one
of you perishes. You have aroused Turkey and you are not
free to stop the battle now. If you do, and if Vienna falls,
Krakow will be next, and then Warsaw, and we shall never
see Poland again.’

is was sage counsel, for when Vienna fell, say, at the middie
August, the Turks would surely bring their Tatar subsidiaries
across the Carpathians and into the flatlands of Poland, where they
would be encouraged to desolate the country one final time. If
rmany and France were threatened by the vast Turkish sweep,
Poland had cause to fear that she would be eliminated permanently.

Sobieski, much sobered by the hard advice of the old cardinal,
met with the military men who had accompanied the diplomats to

Warsaw, and they told him a doleful story:
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‘Sultan Muhammad has given his Grand Vizier Kara
"Mustafa the green cord, and you know what that means.
Capture Vienna or strangle yourself. So it will be a siege
to the death, ours or his.

‘Hungarian spies who have watched the Turks marching
through that country report that Kara Mustafa wears the
green cord about his neck day and night, so that all sub-
ordinates who speak with him will know the gravity of the
undertaking.

‘He brings with him an army of three hundred thousand,
including the best engineers, the best cannoneers, and what
is mast important, the very best sappers in the world.
Vienna is a walled city now, but when those Turkish sap-
pers finish digging tunnels under the walls and into the
heart of the city itself, and then explode enormous charges
of gunpowder, Vienna will be blown apart.

‘Our job is simple, Sobieski. We must rush to Vienna to
neutralize Kara Mustafa’s three hundred thousand, and we
must do it before his engineers break down the walls, or
his cannoneers knock down all the buildings, or his sappers



blow the whole place to hell. And only you can lead us,
for our Germans and Austrians have never defeated the
Turks, and you have do_ne 50, three times.’

When Sobieski asked whether the other forces would accept him
as their general, he was assured that the Duke of Lorraine, who
would be in charge of the Austrian forces, was most eager to
cooperate, and that Prince Waldeck, who would be leading the
German contingents, had told Emperor Leopold of Austria: ‘With-
out Sobieski and his hussars, we have no hope.’

Assured on this delicate point, because fighting a battle as part
of a coalition had to be one of the most difficult of all military
operations and not to be attempted if even one of the partners was
disgruntled, he then asked about the relative strengths of the con-
tending armies, and received a more balanced report: ‘It is true
that Kara Mustafa did leave Turkey with about three hundred
thousand men, but at least half of them were not fighting soldiers.
Did you know he brings whole tents filled with houris? Our soldiers
could have some pleasure with them if we win.’

‘We shall win,” Sobieski said. ‘What are our strengths?’

‘Austria can provide twenty-three thousand. We Germans will
have at least twenty-eight thousand. They tell me you might bring
as many as thirty-four thousand.’ When Sobieski frowned at the
disparity of his troops compared to the Turk’s, his informant re-
assured him: ‘Sire, by the time Kara Mustafa gets his horde to
Vienna, it will have diminished to half the size. We have a chance.’

“That leaves an army of a hundred and fifty thousand, roughly
twice our size,” Sobieski said. ‘But of the real atmy, two-thirds
are forced conscripts from captured lands, and who knows how
they will fight when they have to face our hussars and the German
pikemen? And twenty thousand will be the Tatars on one of the
wings, and not even Kara Mustafa himself can predict what they
will do. So it comes down to eighty-five thousand of our proved
troops, and about the same number of theirs.’ He broke into a
robust laugh. ‘Gentlemen, I have never faced the Turks when their
army was not three times the size of mine.’

‘How did you win?’ the emissary of the Duke of Lorraine asked,
and Sobieski replied: ‘Speed. Those blessed hussars of mine, sing-
ing across the battlefield. And one thing more. Although the Turks
always outnumbered us, I never permitted all their force to con-
gregate at one time. They are a terrible foe, one of the worst ever
to be let loose on Europe, but they can be defeated.’

‘And you think we can save Vienna?’
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‘We must save it, and we shall, to preserve Christianity in the
world.’

At the end of the meeting he learned one thing which pleased
him: *You know, Sobieski, that you already have a Polish army
in Vienna.’

‘I did not know.’

*Yes. Lubomirski is inside the walls there with three thousand
of the best. And he promises that when you attack from the outside,
he will attack from inside and there will be a happy reunion.’

‘I would always be proud to cooperate with Lubomirski. His
family knows how to fight.’

Those meetings with the papal legate and the Austro-German gen-
erals took place in January 1683, and during the next three months,
while Kara Mustafa and his Islamic warriors crept closer and closer
to Vienna, details of the treaty that would govern the coalition
were painfuily hammered out. When Gyor in Hungary fell to the
Turks, and Petronell in Austria, death rattles could be heard issuing
from Vienna, and the allies speeded negotiations.

On the last day of March 1683 a grand defensive alliance was
agreed upon by Austria and Poland, with King Jan Sobieski prom-
ising to march at the proper time to the rescue of Vienna. On the
first day of April, with Cardinal Pentucci blessing the holy oc-
casion, formal papers were signed in Warsaw by which Poland,
a devastated land only twenty-five years earlier, volunteered to
stand forth as the champion of Christian Europe. It was a resur-
gence that no one would have dared predict.

When the convocation broke up, with each group of emissaries
about to head for its own beleaguered country and with Cardinal
Pentucci in tears of gratitude for what had been accomplished,
Sobieski told his allies: ‘It will take me till mid-August to assembie
my army. But I will do it. You, in the meantime, must assure that
Vienna withstands the siege. [ will send a messenger to Lubomirski
to encourage him with a promise that I shall soon be at his side.’

But even when faced with this dire predicament, with the fate
of European civilization in the balance, the Polish Seym was
incapable of behaving in a responsible manner. Only two years
before, when Poland itself was threatened by a Turkish invasion,
one deputy, a man ramed Przyjemski, who had accepted one
thousand pieces of gold from the Hohenzollerns, who wanted to
disadvantage the French, stood in the Seym and cried ‘I object!’
-and the entire defense structure had been destroyed. When one of
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Sobieski’s men asked: ‘Why didn’t someone shoot him?* he was
told: ‘The magnates insist upon their Golden Freedom, which is
far more important to them than what the king wants.’

Now Sobieski encountered more of the same opposition, with
the danger that at any moment some magnate in the pay of some
foreign government with a special interest in the continued sub-
ordination of Poland might rise and cry ‘I object!’ and there might
go the whole alliance against the Turks. So the king moved cau-
tiously, talking privately with first this magnate, then the next,
and obtaining from each a promise of troops and tax support for
the crusade that was about to set forth.

He encountered major opposition from a source which surprised
him. Count Lubonski of Gorka, now a slim, austere patriarch in
his seventies, with his protruding belly long gone but his golden
sash still in view, was reluctant to follow Sobieski’s leadership.
Always faithful to Austrian interests, and always dreaming of a
Habsburg on the throne of Poland, Lubonski had opposed
Sobieski’s election move vigorously and in the years 1674—1683
had worked consistently against the king and his French advisers
in support of any move that would strengthen Austria. As one of
the richest men in Poland, he never accepted outright money bribes
from the Habsburgs, and they never offered them because they
knew they didn’t need to, but he did accept other favors, like
excessive honors at the Habsburg court when he visited Vienna
and vague promises that a position of enormous power would be
his whenever an Austrian was clected king.

Magnates like Lubonski had already precipitated the abdication
of one king, the Swede Jan Kazimir, and had been on the verge
of doing the same with his pitiful successor, when the latter died,
so it was natural that after a taste of Sobieski they decided to
depose him, and in this struggle Lubonski had taken the lead. The
movement failed because Poland realized that Sobieski was the
only man who could protect the nation, but the animosity between
the two men continued.

Now, however, things were changed. Sobieski needed the sup-
port of Lubonski and his private army, and Lubonski found himself
obligated to help Austria, whose interests he had always defended.
It was a strange meeting that occurred in Krakow after Sobieski
had sent a personal envoy to Gorka, imploring Lubonski to meet
with him. They met as equals, a powerful king who already sensed
the great things he might accomplish in building a stronger Poland
and a better Europe, and a most powerful magnate who wanted
no change except the union of Poland and Austria under a Habs-
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burg king. Enemies the two men were, yet each knew he needed
the other, and it was Sobieski's brilliance which solved the di-
lemma.

‘Lubonski!” he cried as he rose ponderously from his chair,
projecting his great bulk: forward to accord the old count the def-
erence he merited. ‘I need your help so badly.’

‘I think all patriots stand ready to help, Sire.’

‘In your case I have a special need .. .’

‘You may have my army. I shall ride at its head.’

‘I knew that,” Sobieski said, almost dismissing the offer. ‘What
I require from you is difficult and daring.’

‘I am ready,’ the tall, stiff nobleman replied.

‘I remember you as the man who blew up the two blg Swedish
guns at Czestochowa.’

‘We did indeed destroy them.’

‘And one of the heroes at the siege of Zamosc.’

‘We drove them back that time.’

‘Many claim that it was at Zamosc that you broke the back of
Charles X Gustavus and sent him reeling homeward.’

‘Someone had to do it.’

‘But most of all, Pan Cyprjan, I think of you as a papal count,
a man ordained to defend Christianity.’

Still erect, still refusing to seek the comfort of a waiting chair,
the old man said: ‘I would be proud if I were so considered.”

‘And it is in that capacity that I seek your help—your personal
help.”

‘I've said my army would join you.’

Again the king dismissed the offer: ‘I don’t want your army—
Oh, of course I do. [ hoped for it and felt sure I'd be allowed to
have it. What I really want is you."

‘You have me. Poland is endangered, and you have me.’

‘I want you to slip into Vienna, to meet with Lubomirski. To
find out what the prospects are. And most important, to scout the
route to the city. The route we will follow when we march there
this summer.’

This was a most dangerous assignment, and both men knew it.
Capture would probably mean death, but there was a good chance
that Lubonski’s elevated position might induce the Turks to treat
him either as a diplomatic envoy or as a subject for extreme
ransom. And if the mission did succeed, and if Lubonski could
return with the needed information, it could mean a significant
difference.

‘I will go,” he said, and now Sobieski pulled him down to a
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chair beside him and shouted for beer with which to celebrate this
pact.

Before the servants could bring it, the king snatched an Italian
book he had been consulting and showed Lubonski a handsomely
engraved plate of a snarling lion, the astrological sign under which
he, Sobieski, had been born. Jabbing at a paragraph beneath the
lion, the king said laughingly: ‘You magnates have a poor opinion
of me, and a worse of my French wife. I know you call me
avaricious, and stubborn, and poorly advised. But read what the
stars say about me." And he shoved the almanac at Lubonski, who
could see that someone had added to the printed page a notation
in ink, but what the words said he was unable to decipher: ‘I can
read French and German, Your Majesty, but not Italian.’

Showing no displeasure, Sobieski took back the book and with
an impulsive gesture of friendship drew Lubonski close. ‘I added
this in my own hand. “Jan Sobieski, borm 17 August 1629 under
the protection of Leo.” Now here is what | wanted you to read,
and when you hear it, you must tell your friends how the stars
assess me.’ And with obvious pride and satisfaction he read:

“The man of important position born under this sign will be
good, pious, righteous, honorable, faithful, serene, pleas-
ant, discreet, charitable, peace-loving, kind, sincere in all
his friendships, clever, brave, honorable, of cautious au-
dacity, hot-tempered when his honor is impugned, very
alert to grasp meanings before others, and with a remark-
able memory. Without the regular offices of Venus he falls
easily into distemper.’

Hammering at the almanac with his fist, he cried: ‘By God, they
got it all right, and that’s worth noting, since they never met me
in person.’ Then he nudged Lubonski and said: ‘They were also
right about the Venus business: If I do not lie with a lady four
nights a week, I grow nervous. How about you?

‘That seems a long time ago.’

Sobieski roared: ‘When I’m ninety I'll have three different women
a week. But for the present, my French wife—God, Lubonski,
she’s adorable. I could not live a day without that dear woman.’

At this moment the servants, three of them, appeared with flag-
ons of beer and a plate of country cookies, which Sobieski wolfed
down, three at a time, cramming them into his mouth so roughly
that crumbs spread across his capacious lap, from which he brushed
them with a huge, darting hand. Lifting his flagon, which held

161



nearly a quart, he cricd: ‘To our wives! To the green cord that
Kara Mustafa wears about his neck. May he have occasion to draw
it tight before this summer is over.

The impending war with Turkey exerted curious effects upon the
three old veterans who lived at Bukowo. Count Lubonski, aged
seventy-three, felt it his duty as a papal count to undertake the
dangerous mission to Vienna and later to lead his private army
into battle. These were extraordinary decisions, and his age alone
would have excused him from either, but to avoid his responsi-
bilities never occurred to him. All his life he had volunteered to
serve where needed, and if King Jan Sobieski had mentioned two
of his major contributions—Czestochowa and Zamosc—he over-
looked three others: the defense of the Ukraine against Cossack
invaders, the raid into Transylvania to punish Rakoczy, and his
service on the western front when German troops tried to take the
best grain fields of Poland.

He was not by nature a warrior; he showed no command ability,
but the times had required him to be a dogged, brave, willing
soldier, and this he had trained himself to be; since eleven wars
occurred during his adult years, it would have been difficult to
escape soldiering. Like all the nobility, he felt that a man of his
position was degraded if he had to move about on foot, so he had
always been a cavalryman, and even at the siege of Zamosc when
he made a sortie he did so on horseback.

He maintained a stable of forty-eight horses with carriages in
proportion, and although he did not at his age qualify to rnde with
the winged hussars, he did form, wherever he was, a reliable part
of the ordinary cavalry that performed so well. So in a spiritual
sense as a good Catholic and in a military sense as a fine horseman,
he was ready for war.

But in his private life he was not. His second wife, Halka, had
brought with her an attractive daughter whom Lubonski adopted
eagerly, spending almost two years endeavoring to find her a
suitable husband; with Halka’s help he finally settled on one of
the young Lubomirskis, nephew of the general who had performed
so well during the war, but after the marriage, which united two
of the great families, the young couple moved to one of the sleven
Lubomirski castles and Cyprjan saw them infrequently, a fact
which distressed him.

Belatedly, Halka had given him two sons who showed signs of
being true Lubonskis: conservative, patriotic, Austrian in their
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sympathies as if one could never be merely a Pole; devoutly Cath-
olic; and while not brilliantly intellectual, leamed in their alphabet
and figuring. They were fine lads, and before long they would
reach the age at which their father would go searching the better
castles and palaces for brides.

He therefore wished to stay home, at Gorka, surrounded by
people he knew, and cared for by servants who had been with
him for many decades. He felt no threat of death, for his health
was excellent and his mind alert, but he had reached those years
when spare time ought to be allocated to the furtherance of his
family interests. Halka was a lovely wife, similar in many respects
to Zofia Mniszech, but since she came from only a modest family
with one castle and sixteen horses, she lacked the bargaining power
that Lubonski had. He was needed at home, but he was also needed
in Vienna, and the latter obligation superseded.

When he announced that on his mission he would take Lukasz
of Bukowo, the old animal-lover was delighted. He was sixty-two
years old, still hearty and still adept at finding orphan animals and
teaching them to live with others not of their kind. He had a bear
now, a male, but he had never been able to replace that wonderful
otter slain by the Swedes. In its place he had a small deer, a female
who loved the red fox that completed the coterie of wild animals.
He had no storks now, they were most difficult to tame, but in
their place he had a splendid egret who stalked about the place
like a hetman with a gold baton. And of course he kept two Jarge
dogs, who often seemed bewildered by the diversity of wildlife
with which they had to share their quarters.

In place of the castle courtyard in which the original animals
had lived, this group occupied an area between the manor house,
if anything so rude could be called such, and the farm buildings.
It was enclosed by a wicker fence which the deer could leap over
if it wished, or the fox penetrate or the bear knock down, but they
were happy within their voluntary cage and did not stray even if
the gate was left open.

The manor house, erected in 1660, was a poor thing when
compared to the stately country houses of England, France or
Spain, but Lukasz preferred it to the drafty old castle whose ruins
grew more picturesque each year. [t had two low stories, the lower
built of stone and plastered over, the upper of wood and heavily
shingled with cuttings from the forest. Windows were small and
scarce, walls thick to repel future invaders, and the chimney large
so that storks could nest. The house was distinguished at one comer
by a small onion-shaped tower in the Russian style, and considered

163



as a unit, it was a heavy, dark, secure and reasonably comfortable
residence.

Lukasz was about as happy with his new home and his new set
of animals as he had been with the old, and he was certainly as
happy with his new wife, the girl Zosienka, whom he had won
at the drawing of the beans. Zosienka had produced two excellent
children, who played with the Lubonski boys and who showed a
real love for the river. One summer when Lukasz put together a
tremendous raft of logs carefully chosen from the Forest of Szczek,
he had permitted his son to ride it with him all the way down the
Vistula past Warsaw and Plock to Gdansk, where they supervised
the loading of valuable logs onto a freighter bound for London.

It had been a rewarding journey, with the sun so far north that
there was scarcely any night, and as the great raft drifted silently
past this town or that, Lukasz told the boy of events associated
with the area. At Plock, for example, he told about the famous
hero Firczyk who had swung his massive iron ball at the Battle
of Grunwald, holding the German knights back until one crept
beneath the swinging ball and stabbed him. At Torun he showed
where Nicholas Copernicus had studied the stars, and when the
raft went past the place at which vast Malbork Castle lay somewhat
to the east, he told of the time their great-great-great-great-great-
great-great-great-grandfather had been imprisoned there because
he had tried to buy an amber necklace.

How marvelous that trip had been! So if he was content with
his animals, and his wife, and his children, what inspired him to
shout when the count invited him to risk the trip to Vienna: ‘I'd
like that!*?

The problem was one which assails many families, in all so-
cieties and all nations. Zosienka, lovely as she was and hard-
working too, had one grievous fault. She had a brother named
Piotr, and despite all the benefits that Lukasz had provided the
young man, all the doors he had opened for him, Piotr remained
a problem. Four times he had bungled arrangements that Lukasz
had made for his marriage to some appropriate girl, and twice he
had failed spectacularly in positions Lukasz had found for him,
once with Count Lubonski himself, and now it was clear that
Lukasz and his wife were burdened with the young man.

He was known as Brat Piotr, Brother Piotr, for he had joined
the fraternity of monks who served at Czestochowa, but this did
by no means remove him as a burden from his Bukowo relatives.
He always needed extra money, or clothes, or recommendations
for an advantage of one kind or other. Twice he had been dismissed
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from the order as unsuitable—he was a tall, ungainly man who
would wander off, not on any particular mission, just off —and
only special pleas from Lukasz and Count Lubonski enabled him
to win reinstatement. During the periods when he was allowed to
leave the monastery, he invariably came to Bukowo, where he
would appear suddenly at dusk, opening the gate and whistling to
the bear and perhaps playing with the animals a good hour before
he bothered to inform his sister that he was there. The children
loved him, as did the fox and the deer, but Lukasz and his wife
were distressed to the point of pain by his irresponsibility and by
the fact that at age forty-five he still behaved as if he were eleven,
walking in the forest with the children and even climbing trees
with them.

Lukasz would be damned content to get away from Brat Piotr
for a while.

The case with Jan of the Beech Trees was quite different. His
life had been one of incessant labor, inadequate food and repeated
wars. If Count Lubonski had served Poland with distinction during
these troubled years, leading in battle and counseling with the
king, Jan had served with no less distinction. When the castles
were torn down, he rebuilt them. When a raft of valuable logs
must be assembled for the float downriver to Gdansk, he cut them.
When the village of Bukowo was destroyed by Swedes or Cossacks
or Transylvanians or Germans, he had always helped the other
men rebuild their cottages. And when the fields needed plowing
or the crops harvesting, Jan had done the work.

He had started at the age of three, back in 1626, and he had
not stopped for fifty-seven years. In his own home he had never
known a wooden floor, only earthen; he had never had a window
in his cottage; he had never had a chimney to carry away the
smoke. He had eaten meat so rarely that he could savor a good
bite of chicken for nine months, and he had never had more than
two pairs of pants at a time, the good one lasting for twenty or
thirty years. Now he was tired. His life, spent so honorably, was
drawing to a close, and sometimes he wished that he could just
for one season—summer or winter, he didn’t care which—be left
alone to rest in the sun.

The population of Poland had increased since the Swedish war
and was now about nine million, which meant that there were
some three million peasant men like Jan who had spent or would
spend their lives in the kind of remorseless labor he had performed,
and around them the strength and the greatness of Poland was
built.
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Obviously, in these days of near-exhaustion Jan occasionally
thought of death, and the word held little fear for him. He saw it
as a form of release, a final benediction for work well done. He
loved his wife, Alusia; she had proved a far better helpmate than
he could have expected and he worried now and then about leaving
her, but he knew that she was resourceful, and with four older
children upon whom she might rely, she was not going to be
destitute the way many peasant widows were. But the principal
reason why he faced approaching death with equanimity was that
his youngest son, whom they called Janko, was such a delight.
Blond, good-looking, quick in his movements where Jan himself
had been slow, gentle in manner and bright in his ability to
understand rapidly, he was a pleasure to have about the cottage,
and at fifteen he was as able as any of the men in the village. He
was the kind of son who made a father happy, and old Jan was
not loath to think that when he did die, young Janko would take
over the cottage. That he would be generous with his mother, Jan
never doubted.

Indeed, the boy had only one fault. On the occasions when Brat
Piotr left the monastery at Czestochowa and appeared at the man-
sion in Bukowo to visit with his sister and brother-in-law, Janko
displayed an immoderate desire to be with the friar, listening to
his improbable yarns and strolling with him among the beech trees.

‘You must stay clear of Brat Piotr,” both his mother and his
father warmed. “That one is no good, no good at all.” They told
their son what Lukasz from the big house had himself said about
his wife’s brother: ‘Our red fox is more dependable than Piotr."
But no amount of harsh counsel dissuaded the boy from showing
his affection, and even his regard, for the tall, gangling, grinning
friar-

They formed an interesting pair as they headed for the forest
or explored along the riverbank—Piotr, in his monk’s garb and
his big, flapping shoes, loose-limbed and all out of joint, a grown
man who had never matured, and Janko,; marvelously average and
proper in all things. Walking together, the boy was silent and
attentive, the friar animated, waving his hands, bobbing his an-
gular head, and pointing out the mysteries they encountered on
their brief journeys.

“That’s where some family of rabbits lives, surely,’ Piotr would
say, and they would stop to investigate. Or at the river he would
notice where birds had walked and they would speculate on where
those birds had spent their winter: ‘Not around here, surely. Too
cold.’
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They were fascinated by the storks, those ungainly creatures
that looked so much like Piotr himself, and he proposed the
extraordinary theory that because they were so thin, they needed
little heat and so spent their winters at the North Pole. Janko
thought this unlikely, and when he argued against the theory, Piotr
shrugged his shoulders and said: “You may be right.’

But on the matter of historic battles which had been fought
along the Vistula he admitted no rebuttal. He could see Tatars as
they came dashing out of the forest, or Swedes as they burned the
castles, or Hunganians when they arrived in strength, and often
he told Janko: ‘I was destined by Almighty God to be a great
warrior, a hussar I think, with the feathers singing about my ears
‘and me on a white horse dashing through Russian and Turkish
and German lines.” On several occasions, when they were on flat
land, he would bestride his imaginary charger, wave his long arms,
and set his lance for the Tatars coming out of the woods. And off
he would go, flapping his arms and whistling to imitate the feath-
ers. At such times he frightened Janko, who supposed that Piotr
would do the same with the enemy—if he ever got himself a
horse, and a suit of armor, and a horseshoe of feathers over his
head.

The simple fact was that Brat Piotr was fun. His unbounded
imagination inspired others, not the leaders of the monastery, to
be sure, and certainly not his brother-in-law Lukasz, but all the
younger monks and the lads like Janko.

‘I’'m always glad,” old Jan told his wife, ‘when Piou leaves.
He is not good for the boy,’ but Alusia replied: ‘All work isn’t
good for him, either.’

They were engaged in this mild argument one April morning
when their lord, Lukasz from the mansion, appeared, bubbling
with good news: ‘Jan! We’re going to Vienna!’

Jan, two years younger than Lukasz by the calendar, fifty years
older when the burdens of time were considered, said: ‘Vienna's
too far.’

‘No! The king himself has ordered Count Lubonski to represent
him on an important mission. And the count ordered me to help
him, and now I’m ordering you to help me. We leave on Thursday.’

‘Are you sure you want me? I won’t be of much help.’

‘Jan, we’ve been in all the battles together. I trust you." And
the two old men reflected on the endless warfare they had known,
and Lukasz, with obvious enthusiasm, told Alusia: ‘One night at
Czestochowa we crept out, Jan and me, and we blew up the
Swedish guns. You never heard such a bang when they exploded.
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And in Transylvania one moming just Jan and me, we captured
an entire village, and do you remember how terrified we were
when we realized that no Polish troops were behind us?’

Their lives had been one unbroken battle conducted over the
face of eastern' Europe, with interludes now and then for the re-
building of their homes, which some new enemy would destroy,
and they had good reason to believe that this would be the nature
of life in Poland for as far into the future as they could imagine.
Now the battleground was Vienna, a new one, but the enemy was
Turkey, an old one.

‘On Thursday we ride west to Krakow, where we’ll meet the
king, then over the mountains to Vienna.’

All his life Jan had been obedient to the orders of those who
owned him and he was obedient now: ‘Thursday momning, I'll be
ready.’ But after Lukasz left, it became apparent to Alusia that
her tired old husband was not prepared for this lengthy and dan-
gerous trip, and when he failed to rise early the next day she knew
that something was seriously wrong. She sent for the women who
advised on such matters, but by the time they reached the cottage
Jan was out of bed and packing the small amount of gear he would
be taking with him: his good knife for hand-to-hand battle if that
became necessary, a stout cudgel he had raised in the forest—an
ash tree into which he had imbedded jagged chunks of iron while
the tree was still growing, so that the spikes became an integral
part of the club—and a pair of rude leather shoes for use in the
mountains.

It was a pitiful collection to represent a lifetime of labor, but
that is what he had, and in the past it had served him well.

However, at noon on Wednesday the old man had no appetite
for his turnips and kasha, and by sunset it was quite clear that he
was not going to rise next morning from his bed, so Alusia sent
Janko running to the mansion to inform Lukasz that Jan of the
Beech Trees was far too sick to leave for Vienna, or for anywhere
else. This news displeased the master, who came himself to the
cottage to ascertain what the true situation was, and just as he
entered the low door, his face ascowl, the old man gasped, tried
to rise on his left elbow, and fell back dead.

At that moment there was a commotion in the village square,
and those about the deathbed heard young Janko shouting: *Here
comes Brat Piotr!’ and indeed it was the lanky friar, and when
disgruntied Lukasz left the cottage, saddened only because he had
lost a man who had served him so well, he saw Jan’s brother-in-
law ambling along with children at his heels, and on the spur of
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the moment he cried: ‘Piotr! We leave for Vienna in the moming!’
and the friar’s face became brighter and wider than the setting
sun’s: ‘Ah! What a glorious adventure! Vienna?® But immediately
he became practical: ‘Do I get a horse?’ Satisfied on this point,
he then asked: ‘Do I get arms?” And when he learned that he
would be given a lance, he grasped Janko’s hands and jumped up
and down like a wooden doll on a string: ‘I'm going to war! I'm
to be a knight!’

From the village of Bukowo to the imperial city of Vienna was a
distance of two hundred and eighty miles, and in the last days of
April and the first of May in the year 1683 the land was as filled
with beauty as it had ever been. The route of the travelers—the
elderly count, the petty nobleman and the rather ridiculous friar,
accompanied by a small detachment of soldiers who tended the
extra horses—took them west to the ancient town of Cieszyn,
which everyone called Chzn, as if it contained no vowels. This
fine town, which guarded the area’s only low pass through the
mountains, had a tumbling river coming down the middle. The
emissaries bought what provisions they would be needing on
the ride to Vienna, packing their bags with the good sausages
made there and the hard black bread filled with caraway.

On a bright spring moming they moved into Moravia, that
gentle flower garden of eastern Europe, and siowly made their way
along a roadway which had been used for a thousand years and
by a hundred thousand adventurers. Lipnik, Olomouc, Bmo and
Nikolsburg appeared where expected and with the friendly recep-
tion accorded any potential ally who promised assistance against
the Turks, whose armies moved closer week by week.

Among the people it was a tense, uneasy season, but with the
land it was a time of glory, as if it wanted to remind its owners
of what a paradise they had. Lukasz and Piotr were enchanted by
the grape arbors; north of the Carpathians, grapes could not be
grown, and their mouths watered to think of what those vines
would be producing in September if the Turks allowed these grapes
to mature. They were equally preoccupied with Moravia’s spe-
cialty, the vast fields covered with poles along which sturdy strings
had been stretched and up which grew the hops with which much
of Europe flavored its beer.

And since all Poles loved flowers as much as they did music,
the travelers were awed by the richness of the blooms that covered
the Moravian hillsides. This was a land of plenty, and Lukasz
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asked the count: “How does it happen that Moravia is not joined
to Poland, or the other way around?’ and Lubonski answered
correctly: ‘The Czechs and Moravians are such stubborn Protes-
tants that no good can come from them.’

‘Are the people of Vienna Protestant too?’

‘No, thank God. They acknowledge the true church, which is
why Jan Sobieski must come here to save them.” And Lukasz said
with some enthusiasm: ‘This Moravia is well worth saving.’

From Nikolsburg the travelers dropped due south toward
Vienna, but as they rode they were met by Austrian soldiers who
demanded to know their reason for being on the road at a time
when Turkish forces might appear at any moment, and when Count
Lubonski explained that they came with assurances from King Jan
Sobieski, the troops were delighted and began cheering, for they
knew that by themselves alone they could never repel the Turks.

Lubonski and his unusual team were to be taken directly into
the city, but since they could not reach it before gates were closed
for the night, they camped at dusk some miles north, and in the
moming they were awed by an experience which not even Warsaw
or Krakow, grand as they were, could provide. Over flat land they
approached the Danube River, and as they crossed it on a ferry
they could see for themselves how broad and swift it was, how
magnificent a river. When they landed on the south bank they
assumed they were in Vienna.

Instead, they were in a large cluster of outlying villages, and
from the way the defenses of the city were being hastily con-
structed, it was obvious that all this valuable territory was going
to be surrendered when the Turks mounted their siege. ‘Are you
giving this up?’ Lubonski asked in amazement.

‘We have no other choice,’ one of the soldiers said. ‘There,’
he said as he pointed directly ahead, over arid land that contained
not a single structure, to where the walls of the great city rose.
*‘There, inside those walls is where we make our stand.’

Not one of the Poles could have visualized what a remarkable
thing had been done at Vienna, since they had supposed it was
going to be like any of the cities they had seen in their wars. But
not at all. For a distance of about half a mile from the stout walls
of the inner city, every building had been eliminated. There was
not a shed, not a barn, not even the meanest house in which an
invader could take refuge as he crept closer to the walls. Vienna
was surrounded by a broad strip of emptiness in which a blade of
grass became conspicuous and a mark of landscape. What was
equally important, where this flat empty land joined the walls, a
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glacis had been constructed, a sloping, stone-covered, perfectly
smooth rise, up which any attacker would have to scramble, find-
ing no toehold or handhold as he crawled into the muzzles of the
waiting guns. To subdue Vienna was not going to be easy.

The walls of the city, which completely encircled it, contained
a dozen or so major towers, beautifully interlocked so that the
firing from one covered the approaches of the other, and some
two dozen smaller towers that supported the majors. In addition,
an enormous canal had been dug—a river in itself, really—bring-
ing an arm of the Danube right up to the city walls on the north
and east, forming a moat of enormous width and depth.

But when Lubonski and his men entered the city itself they were
struck by how small it was, and Lukasz, who noted such things,
said: ‘Two-thirds of Vienna lies outside the walls, and that’s to
be surrendered. It’s this small central nut that counts, but it will
face hell when the Turks surround it.’

Before noon on their first day inside the walls, they met
Hieronim Lubomirski, relative of the great Jerzy Lubomirski of
Wisnicz, under whom Lubonski and Lukasz had invaded Tran-
sylvania in 1657. Like his predecessor, he was a daring man,
commander of three thousand Poles who had come to the defense
of Vienna more than a year ago. From the moment the visitors
started talking with him they were assured that he intended staying
at his post regardless of what happened to the city.

But he was not hopeful. As he conducted his fellow Poles
through the city, he pointed out its manifest weaknesses. Once
when a carriage passed bearing some important personage to the
palace, he said: ‘Before the summer is out, we’ll be eating those
horses.’

‘Is food so short?” Lubonski asked.

‘Space for storing it properly is.’

‘You’ll have plenty of water, with that arm of the Danube.’

‘It stops outside the walls. First thing Kara Mustafa will do is
deny us that water.’

‘Is he an able general?’

‘He’s a Kopriilii. Those Albanian bastards who've given the
Turks such able jeadership.’

‘[ believe he’s not a Képrilii himself,” Lubonski corrected.
‘He's married to the sister of the great Koprilli who died a few
years back.’

‘One and the same. They’re a tremendous family, with victories
from Venice to Kiev. And Kara Mustafa intends to improve the
family record.’
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‘Can he capture the city?’ Lubonski asked, and General
Lubomirski stopped his inspection, turned to face the two Polish
noblemen, and said with grave emphasis: ‘If we are restricted to
our present forces, Kara Mustafa will subdue Vienna by the middie
of July. Men like me will be slaughtered. Everything of value will
be taken from the city. The people will be allowed to live, most
of them, but they’ll have to convert to Islam. The churches will
become mosques, and the city will be used as a great base from
which to subdue the rest of Europe.’

‘But these walls? The excellent glacis? The moats? Do they
count for nothing?” _

Lubonski asked these agitating questions as they were entering
a.small, beautiful street near the cathedral, Anna Gasse it was
called, and at the far end, where a broader street intruded, they
halted before a fine old house on which, set into the wall facing
the street, there was a handsomely carved stone bearing the legend:

ANNA GASSE
22
1648

Lubomirski indicated the house and said: ‘Don’t those walls seem
solid?” With his knuckle he tapped the carved stone, which re-
turned no echo.

‘They look strong,” Lubonski said.

Then Lubomirski did a strange thing. Standing close to the wall,
he hammered with his heel on the surface of the roadway and said:
‘Down there is where the Turks will defeat us,” and when Lukasz
asked: ‘What do you mean?’ he explained: ‘They have the best
sappers in the world, and on the day the siege begins Kara Mustafa
will take one look at our walls, and especially at the glacis at the
end of that open space, and he’ll tell his men: “It is impossible
for us to march up to the walls and reduce them,” so he will put
his sappers to work.’

‘But how can they get to the walls?” Lukasz asked. ‘To
undermine them?’

‘They will start far, far out there, even beyond the empty space,
and they will dig like swift moles under all that protected area,
right under it, and they will come up three feet below the cellar
of this house’—and again he thumped on the roadway with his
boot—‘and they will pile enormous sacks of powder right under
this house, and one day in mid-July they will ignite the whole
damned thing . . . this house and that and that. . . and into our city
they’!l swarm and massacre us all.’
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Very carefully Lubonski looked about him, and when he was
satisfied that no Austrian soldiers or officials were listening, he
asked: ‘What about our leadership?’

‘I think Emperor Leopold will scamper out of the city with his
women at the first threat. He always does. But this Riidiger von
Starhemberg, who will be left in command, is a very dependable
man. If Poland and Germany fail to send help, and Vienna falls,
as it would have to, I expect Von Starhemberg to be standing
beside me when the Turks come rushing in. I would be appalled
if he wasn’t.” He hesitated, shook his head, and added: ‘It would
be unthinkable for him to desert me.”

When they returned to Lubomirski’s headquarters, Lubonski
bored in with the question which had immediate import: ‘Will the
other allies send troops to help?’ and now the general became
downright enthusiastic: ‘Duke Charles of Lorraine is as dependable
as the rising of the sun. He promises to bring twenty-three thousand
additional Austrians from all parts of the country, and I assure
you he will. Prince Waldeck of the German states will bring us
at least twenty-eight thousand. Bavarians, Thuringians, Saxons
and Swabians. He's a grand general, and | trust him. Now please
tell me what Sobieski will do.’

Lubonski felt, and correctly, that the safety of Vienna and
Europe depended upon what happened in the next few months,
and he believed that a man as brave as Lubomirski deserved a
completely honest statement: ‘Sobieski has promised thirty-four
thousand and the Seym has authorized this number.’

‘Splendid! With that reinforcement we have a chance.’

‘But as you know, promises on paper, sworn to on word of
honor, do shrink when a final count is made.’

‘What will the Polish thirty-four thousand shrink to?’

‘I'd be happy if we mount twenty-six thousand.’

‘I'd be happy to receive them.’

‘With them, do we have a chance?’

‘It becomes a race.’ With his expressive hands he indicated
compass directions. ‘Will Sobieski and the Poles reach here from
the north before Kara Mustafa’s sappers blow us to hell from the
south?” He paused to allow the gravity of his remark to sink in,
then asked bluntly: ‘Tell me honestly. When is the earliest thdt
Sobieski can leave Krakow?’

‘August fifteenth.’

‘Good God!" Lubomirski gasped. ‘That may be too late.’

‘But he will come in great strength...and with his winged
hussars . . . and with the knowledge on both sides that he has al-
ready defeated the Turks three times.’
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Lubomirski studied this response, and made small strategic pat-
terns with his hands, as if he were disposing his troops. ‘We will
have a fighting chance to hold out. Not good. We’ll be eating the
horses before long. But we will have a chance. . . if you hurry.’

In the remaining weeks of May and June, all the hurrying was
done by the Turks pressing in from the east and south. They won
a significant victory at Gyor, then routed General Lubomirski’s
Polish volunteers at Bratislava, and on the thirteenth of July ap-
proached Vienna with an army that had originally contained about
300,000 men, including even servants and muleteers, but which
now had some 115,000 who could be called fighting units.

They were an extraordinary army representing an extraordinary
state. Turkey, whose center of power continued to be Constanti-
nople, was governed by Sultan Muhammad IV, who had ascended
the throne at the age of six. This meant, of course, that the ex-
tensive empire had to be governed by a regency, in this case one
person, the boy’s mother, one of those termible, remorseless women
more capable of ruling than most of the men with whom she had
to deal.

After watching the grandeur of Turkey decline through the in-
eptness of her assistants, she had started to promote from rank to
rank a man of notable ability, the Albanian Kopriilii whose free-
dom from the palace intrigue of the capital kept him relatively
able to govern in an honest manner. And from a nation near
dissolution from bad government, he had built an empire that
reached from Italy east to Russia, from Persia north to Hungary,
encompassing such European nations as Greece, Macedonia,
Albania and Bulgaria.

The Suitan, meanwhile, had scemed to be concerned only with
his own interests: women and hunting. To assuage the former
hunger he had enormous seraglios, but even when they were
crammed with the most delightful houris from eleven nations, his
principal joy continued to be hunting. He had extensive preserves
throughout Europe, each area larger than Belgium or Holland, in
which only he was allowed to hunt. On one historic occasion he
dragooned ten thousand Christian inhabitants of an area to serve
as his bearers over a period of three weeks, during which he shot
or shot at several thousand deer, bear and buffalo. In one part of
Bulgaria his Christian slaves served as custodians for a herd of
eleven thousand buffalo, which were reserved for him.

The various Kopriliis responsible for governing the empire had
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adopted a simple policy: ‘Keep the idiot happy, for as long as he
lives, we live.’ In the days of rapid expansion this tactic worked,
for they managed exceedingly well and captured fortresses which
the Chnistians had deemed impregnable; whole nations fell into
the Turkish grip and the possibility of further conquests seemed
endless. But starting in 1681 this irresponsible Sultan began to
see that as his troops pressed forward on significant cities like
Vienna, Christian retaliation would become inescapable, so he
began to caution Kara Mustafa, his grand vizier of the moment:
‘Take all of Hungary. It’s a miserable land unable to govemn itself.
And take Poland too, if you will, because it has no future. But
do not try to capture Vienna, because if you do, you will arouse
the sleeping dragons.’ i

Kara Mustafa, eager to emulate or surpass his predecessors who
had marched all the way to Venice, would not listen. ‘If I can
hold together my army, and if 1 can have enough Tatars on my
left flank to harry whatever enemy we encounter, I can take Vienna
and all of Austria.’

Muhammad was insistent:-‘] foresee real danger if you try.’

But still Kara Mustafa would not listen. ‘Since you ascended
the throne in 1648, decisions of war and peace have been made
by my family. Let it continue that way, and Turkey will rule
Europe.’

Muhammad, now forty-one and surprisingly knowledgeable de-
spite his preoccupation with women and hunting, became angry
with his grand vizier for treating him like a child, and to the
tremendous surprise of his court, he stepped forward and handed
Kara Mustafa a green silk cord, very strong and more than two
arms in length: ‘Go to Vienna, besiege it, but if you fail, you are
to hang yourself.’

In accordance with ancient tradition, while the Sultan and his
court watched, the grand vizier tied the green cord into a running
knot and passed the noose over his head, tightening it when it
reached his neck. From that day on, during the march through
Hungary, and the battle at Bratislava, and the exciting approach
to Vienna itself, Kara Mustafa never removed the silken cord from
around his neck, and if General Lubomirski inside the walls was
apprehensive about the forthcoming battle, so was Mustafa, for
each man knew that this was a battle to the death.

The Sultan, for his part, decided to support his army by a display
of austerity at home. From his several harems he dismissed bat-
talions of his best concubines. In seven different countries he
closed down many of his hunting establishments, tuning the land
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over to peasants. And most important of all to a confirmed hunts-
man, from his many stables he released nearly nine hundred of
his favorite horses to the military. He did not make himself des-
titute, however, for he did keep an impressive selection of the
most attractive women, nine of the best hunting areas and about
four hundred choice horses, and in the years 1682 and 1683, as
the battle for Vienna approached, he continued to enjoy himself,
but he often paused to speculate on how Kara Mustafa and his
green cord were doing.

By early August, when he had assembled what expeditionary force
he was going to be able to collect, King Jan Sobieski already knew
that Vienna was completely surrounded by Turkish troops and that
a siege of the most brutal efficiency was under way. On the
fifteenth of July, the day after the attack began, General Lubo-
mirski had asked a brave as3istant to see if he could slip through
the Turkish lines with an urgent message for Sobieski, and this
man, riding at top speed, informed the Poles as to what was
happening at Vienna:

‘The siege began at dawn on the fourteenth. Trumpets
sounded and three horsemen from the Turkish side cantered
easily across the empty land leading to the city walls, set
up a small catapult and threw numerous rocks into the center
of Vienna. Each bore a message: “Surrender now and you
will be saved. Open your gates, tum your churches over
to us and lay down your arms, and no one will be killed.
If you resist the Will of Allah, your leaders, and all of
them, will be slain. Able men and women will be sold into
slavery. You will be allowed no rights of worship, and
your mighty walls will be thrown down. Fight and you die!
Surrender and you live!”’

When Sobieski interrogated him. regarding military details, the
man said: ‘On the north and east, where the arm of the Danube
protects us, large concentrations of Turkish soldiers are blocking
any movement in or out of the city. On the south huge arrays of
cannon already bombard us night and day. And to the west, from
which the greatest trouble will come, sappers already work at
digging tunnels to deliver gunpowder under the walls.’

‘How long did Lubomirski estimate the forces inside the city
could resist?’
176



“You must reach Vienna before the end of August.’

‘“That I cannot do,” Sobieski said with heaviness of spirit.

‘Then the city is doomed.’

Gravely Sobieski walked back and forth, a huge man whose
monstrous unruly mustache made his head look even larger than
it was. ‘“We must rely upon two miracles. Those in Vienna shall
resist the siege until September. Those of us outside must reach
there in time to save them.’ He raised his large arms to heaven
and cried: ‘Blessed Virgin of Czestochowa, allow us those mir-
acles.’

When all was in readiness at Krakow he delayed departure for
four days to allow him time to journey to that shrine of the Virgin,
where in the company of his advisers, including Count Lubonski,
he prayed before the Black Madonna, and as he rose from his
knees, a priest attached to the shrine presented him with a repro-
duction of the painting which one of the monks had done. It was
about two hands high, one hand and a half wide and was suspended
from a heavy gold chain, which the priest passed over the king’s
head, so that the painting came down over Sobieski’s chest, hang-
ing like a small plate of armor.

The incident moved the king deeply, and placing his left hand
reverently upon the painting he asked for his sword, which he
raised in his right hand until it pointed to heaven, and cried in a
loud voice: ‘Poles! It has always been our duty to defend the
Christianity of Europe from the threat of its barbarian enemies.
Tomorrow we ride forth once more to hurl back the infidel. May
God ride with us.’

On the trip back to Krakow he toid Lubonski: ‘Old man, it is
not necessary for you to repeat this long and dangerous journey.
You've served Poland well. Go home and pray for us.’ »

But Lubonski could not accept this advice. ‘It seems I have
spent my life fighting the enemies of my homeland. But the great-
est battle was saved for the end. If we lose Vienna to enemies of
God, we lose all.” And Sobieski, imbued with religious fervor,
understood this attitude and said: ‘Come along, old man. You’ll
be the best warrior we have.’

So Lubonski sent Brat Piotr, the friar from Czestochowa, gal-
loping to Bukowo to fetch Lukasz, but when those two reported
to Krakow ready for the forced march into Austria, Lubonski saw
that they had brought with them young Janko from the village,
and he protested: ‘We want no boys on such a venture,” but Piotr
replied: ‘He is the son of Jan who served with you in all the battles,
and he is ready.’
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‘Bring him along,” Lubonski said, and next morning, 11 August
1683, the king and his army rode forth, as Cardinal Pentucci cried
when he blessed them, ‘to save the world.’

Not even the king knew how large his army was, for although
he had promised the coalition 34,000 Polish troops, he had reason
to believe that the honest number had to be smaller than 30,000,
but how much smailer he could only guess. It was not that his
clerks were careless; they handed him carefully compiled lists that
showed a specific total: In all, 29,516 men under arms.

This precise figure, so neatly presented, was worthless, because
each unit commander reported many more men and horses than
they had in order to draw down excess stores, which he then sold
for his personal profit. So whem Sobieski marched toward Vienna
he did not know whether he had 27,000 troops or 26,000, and in
reporting to his fellow generals he would use either figure, know-
ing that regardless of what he said he would be wrong. But of
course their figures would be wrong, t0o, and for identical reasons.

As they moved west toward the mountain pass at Cieszyn, they
formed an amazing spectacle: the wingéd hussars in front, the
cavalry made up of magnates and the lesser gentry, a horde of
foot soldiers, a much larger horde of servants like Brat Piotr and
Janko, and about a thousand wagons carrying the goods that would
be needed. In the rear, utilizing most of the spare horses, came
the hundred and twenty huge cannon which Sobieski hoped would
offset those of the Turks. It was an act of considerable will power
even to think of transporting such an army at great speed across
mountains and rivers, but actually, it was an act of faith.

They did not follow the leisurely route which Lubonski and
Lukasz had taken on their expedition into Austria, but rather a
direct line to the towns of Bmno and Hollabrunn, where the Austrian
and German generals participating in the battie would meet them,
and as they marched, always at maximum speed, Brat Piotr, with
Janko at his side, began to strike friendships with the noblemen
who formed the contingent of wingéd hussars. He was at their
camp every evening, pestering them about their horses, their spe-
cial lances, and especially that halo of turkey and eagle feathers
they wore about their heads when they rode into battle.

‘Could I see how the feathers are attached?’ he asked on the
fifth night, when the riders had become accustomed to him. They
aliowed him to inspect the contraption which held the tall feathers
in place, and he studied every aspect of it, explaining it most
imperfectly to Janko.

Some evenings later, when camp was struck earlv—about eight,
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when there was still plenty of daylight—Piotr prevailed upon one
of the hussars to let him try on the piece of armor to which the
crown of feathers was riveted. When he felt the armor on his body
and could see from the corner of his eye the feathers rising above
his head, he called to Janko: ‘Fetch me a horse,’ and once astride
it, he began brandishing an imaginary lance and dashing back and
forth over the campground, shouting in a high-pitched voice: ‘I
am a winged hussar. Stand back, you infidels.’

At one point, his long legs kicking at his mount, his elbows
flapping and his dark-brown monk’s garb flying in the wind, he
came roaring down upon Janko, who would have been ridden over
had he not leaped into a ditch: “You are dead, foul Turk! Lje there
in your blood!” Back and forth the wildly excited friar galloped,
his feathers making a mournful sound in the dusk, and when slowly
he brought his horse back to where the owner of the gear stood
laughing, he was most reluctant to surrender it. Fondly he patted
the armor, avowing that it was as fine as any he had ever seen,
and with care he straightened each of the feathers.

‘You must be proud to wear such a uniform,’ Piotr said, and
the hussar replied: ‘I am.’

Now each night when halt was called, Brat Piotr mingled with
the hussars, borrowing armor first from this one, then from that,
and he galloped so fervently over the campgrounds, his arms and
legs extended in strange directions, that the hussars began calling
him The Flying Friar, for he looked like those pictures in German
books showing goblins and other strange beings flying through
the air at night. But always when he finished his ride he would
seek out Janko: ‘'l used to think that being master of a great
monastery was the best a man could hope for, but I would rather
be a hussar with feathers singing about my ears, fighting for the
will of God against the infidel. That I would very strongly like to
be.’

On 31 August, when it was doubtful that Vienna could much
longer withstand the dreadful siege being mounted by Kara
Mustafa, Jan Sobieski rode into the small town of Hollabrunn,
northwest of Vienna and only a short distance from the Danube
River, which the army would have to cross before it could engage
the Turks, and there he met for the first time with two of the finest
gentlemen of Europe. )

The meeting could have been terribly embarrassing. Back in
1674, when Sobieski was clected king through French support,
his principal opponent had been Duke Charles of Lomaine, a Habs-
burg for whom Austria was buying votes scandalously. The contest
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had been keen, with many believing that Duke Charles would win,
but in the end the French poured in huge sums, bought magnates
right and left, and secured the victory for Sobieski. Now the former
antagonists must work together not only as allies but as generals
sharing a difficult command.

Another reason for likely failure was that the generals, all of
them, must devise a workable plan under which three disparate
armies, which followed different systems and had not even a
common language, could do battle against a force immensely
larger than their own. When the three leaders, accompanied by
their staffs, met for the first time in a poorly lit room in an inn
at Hollgbrunn, there was a moment of extreme tension, for on the
rustic table confronting them lay the jeweled baton, about thirty
inches long, which would be carried by the commander in chief,
and no one knew who that would be.

King Jan looked at_the splendid baton with narrow, conniving
eyes; he was a vain man who might demand the baton as a kingly
right. Duke Charles, stiff and proper, represented the host nation,
which gave him a substantial claim. And watchers could see the
German Prince Waldeck eying the baton with real desire; he was
not only contributing the largest number of troops but he was also
a proud, able warrior. This meeting could end in disaster.

However, it started well, for the moment Duke Charles saw his
mighty adversary for the kingship of Poland, he stepped forward
and embraced Sobieski: ‘You are welcome, Sire, you are twice
welcbme!” And then Prince Waldeck kissed Sobieski’s hand, crying
for all to hear: ‘We have waited desperately for your troops. Thank
God you have come.’

Now the three generals hesitated, and the watchers could not
anticipate how the problem of the baton was to be settled. Then
the Duke of Lorraine placed one delicate forefinger on the emblem,
and immediately Waldeck did the same, and slowly, gravely they
pushed the baton to where Sobieski stood. When he realized that
he was to serve as commander in chief of all the armies, he lifted
the baton, kissed it, and said: ‘It shall be my duty to bring us
victory,” and the watchers cheered.

But when they sat down to a frugal dinner, each man knowing
that a great battle and possible death waited only a few days away
and a few miles distant, a difficulty of the most dangerous kind
arose, at first only a raised eyebrow, but, potentially a disaster
that could destroy the alliance.

Sobieski, as commander in chief, sketched on paper provided
by Duke Charles the plan of battle. ‘We are three armies, all
twenty miles west of Vienna. How we march to that city and in
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what formation may determine the outcome of the battle. There
is an easy route, the left flank along the Danube. There is a very
difficult route, the right flank through the high hills of the Vienna
Woods. And there is a route half-easy, half-difficult, down the
center.’

The generals—some dozen of them—nodded agreement, for
they had studied this terrain.

‘What [ propose is that we Poles take the extremely difficult
right flank through the mountains and the woods. We have the
men and horses to haul our cannon across the ravines.’ All favored
this gallant proposal, but now they leaned forward to catch the
next decision, the important one. ‘I think, strongly, that Prince
Waldeck and his Germans, who have not fought in this kind of
terrain before, should assume the left flank, along the Danube.’
Then, very quickly, before there could be the protest which he
was sure would arise, he snapped out: ‘And the Austrians will
come down the center.” Some of the generals gasped, and when
two started to exclaim, he knew he was in trouble.

For several centuries the armies of Europe, when marching to
battle, had observed a convention which stated that the right flank
constituted the position of highest honor, and in the present sit-
uation all agreed that Sobieski had priority in that claim. He was
a king, he was commander in chief, and he had repeatedly proven
his ability. But the position of second honor was always the left
flank, while traditionally, the weakest force or the one led by a
general with dubious reputation occupied the center, from which
he couid not run away, since the two flanks led by heroes would
hem him in.

In an army composed of troops from one nation only, it was a
simple matter for the king or commander to assign the center
position to his weakest general, and the latter had to accept because
he usually realized that he was the weakest. But in a coalition
when national honor was at stake, the leader of that coalition
incurred a grave risk when he assigned the troops of one nation,
in this instance Austria, to the center.

‘Sire!” a lesser Austrian general cried. ‘It would be a requirement
which the Duke of Lorraine could not accept, to occupy the center.’

‘He cannot!’ several other irate Austrians agreed, whereupon
Sobieski appealed to the duke, praying that the latter would gra-
ciously accept, but Charles was a man of the most sensitive pride,
and he said with no embarrassment: ‘As leader of the forces of
the host country, it would be highly improper of me to place my
troops in the center.’

A tense silence filled the little room in which these men were
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plotting strategies which would determine the fate of many nations,
and all hung in the balance until Sobieski performed an act that
won him the enthusiastic support of all; he left his place at the
head of the table, walked ponderously to where Prince Waldeck
sat, and bowed low before him, his massive belly seeming to
touch the floor. *Honored Prince, I have just made an unforgivable
mistake. ] overlooked the honor of a great champion. Duke Charles
has every claim on the left flank, and I beg you to accept the
center.” Before Waldeck could respond, the king said: ‘“To you
will go the honor of facing Kara Mustafa himself. For in the
Turkish line of battle the center is the place of honor.’ And then,
still afraid of Waldeck’s reaction, he continued: ‘I know what I
speak about, Prince, because in my battles against the Turks, I
always chose the center so that I could get to their commander
myself.’

While Sobieski remained in his supplicating position, the Ger-
man generals conferred, and in the end Prince Waldeck said, with
obvious sincerity: ‘This battle will be big enough for any position
to be one of honor. I accept your placement.’

A sigh filled the room, and when Sobieski was back in his chair
he asked: ‘And what do we know about the Turkish position?’
Now Duke Charles assumed command. ‘As you just said, Kara
Mustafa in the center, and a very dangerous opponent he is. But
I do believe he has already committed a fatal error. He has split
his troops. About forty percent of the best remain preoccupied
with besieging Vienna. Only sixty percent have been moved into
the battle line to oppose us.’

The generals engaged in vigorous discussion of this cntical
mistake; they could not comprehend how a military man as suc-
cessful as Kara Mustafa could allow it, and when they were sat-
isfied that he had indeed made it and was persisting in it, they
agreed that this opened a chance for victory.

‘And where will the twenty thousand Tatar horsemen be?’
Sobieski asked.

Duke Charles rubbed his chin and said: ‘Now, there we have
a problem. They are far removed, on the Turkish left flank. This
means that when you come through the Vienna Woods, Poland,
you will have to face first the ravines in the hills, then the Turkish
cavalry when you break through, and always the threat of the Tatar
attack on your flank, each footfall of the way.’

‘Where exactly are they camped?’

. ‘Here. From where they can strike at your flank, no matter
where you are.’
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‘Well,” Sobieski said, ‘we fight on two fronts. East against the
Turks, south against the Tatars. Pray God they don’t both hit us
at the same time.’

*They will," the duke said, and Sobieski nodded; he had faced
joint enemies before. But now he asked: ‘Who is leading the
Tatars?’ and the duke replied: ‘Khan Murad,” at which Sobieski
frowned. ‘The best. I've fought him twice. The best.’

Count Lubonski asked: ‘And how is General Lubomirski, inside
the city?’

‘It’s very difficult for us to receive messages from inside,’ the
Duke of Lormraine said. ‘A few daring souls sneak out between the
Turkish lines. They say the city’s starving. Starhemberg is valiant,
no doubt about it. And Lubomirski is a pillar of strength.’

‘And Emperor Leopold?’ Lubonski asked.

The duke looked away, unwilling to answer that difficult ques-
tion, but a lesser Austrian general did, allowing no inflection of
any kind to creep into his voice: ‘When danger threatened,
Emperor Leopold and his women fled the capital, heading for
Linz, a hundred miles west of here. With him he took six thousand
of our best troops.” No one spoke, so after a while the general
added: ‘He pointed out that in a time when disaster threatened a
nation, it was important that the emperor be kept safe so that he
could ensure guidance . . . if the battle was lost.’

‘l understand that feeling,” Sobieski said generously, but he
could not approve the cowardice; as King of Poland he had vol-
unteered to march more than two hundred miles to anticipate
trouble and strangle it before it could injure his country.

At this solemn moment Prince Waldeck said: *“We face a bad
terrain and a terrible foe. But the salvation of a great city depends
upon us, and the preservation of Christianity. May God allow us
to be valiant.” And on this prayer the remarkable meeting at
Hollabrunn broke up. Three vain and strong-minded men had met,
judged one another, and formed an alliance which would not be
broken, regardless of the adversity which threatened it.

On the moming after he was created commander in chief, Jan
Sobieski launched his remorseless attack on the Turks besieging
the city, and although his three armies were still twenty miles
away from the battleground, they began to take those effective
steps which would qualify them for victory. Duke Charles, with
his 23,000 Austrians, moved slowly down the right bank of the
Danube, exercising care lest he get too far ahead of his allies,
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who had to traverse much more difficult terrain, and in proper
time he established his headquarters at Klosterneuburg, not far
from the Turkish front lines. Prince Waldeck, with his 28,000
Germans, hacked his way through moderately difficult areas to
reach a point from which he would be able, on the day of battle,
to thrust directly at Kara Mustafa’s center.

Jan Sobieski and his Poles had an infinitely more difficult task;
first he-had to move from Hollabrunn, over low and marshy land,
to a point opposite the Danube town of Tulln, and there he had
to assemble pontoon bridges which would lift his troops across
the river and onto the side of the Danube where the Turks waited.
This required four agonizing days, on each of which he expected
Khan Murad and his Tatar horsemen to attack. ‘If they hit us when
we're on the river, they win,’ he told his generals, but for some
incomprehensible reason of their own the Tatars did not strike.
Scouts reported that all twenty thousand were waiting in a camp
only a few miles distant.

Once across the Danube, the real struggle began, because ac-
cording to plan, the Poles were required to march well south from
Tulln, then turn sharply east through the lovely and historic Vienna
Woods, an area of low mountains, rolling hills and occasional
small streams.

Mountains worry generals and horses; they terrify peasants, who
know that horses are too valuable to be used hauling cannon up
steep slopes, and therefore it would be they, using ropes and skids,
who would do the work. Now Janko learned what warfare was,
because he and eighteen men older than himself were assigned to
one rope, another two dozen to a second rope, and three dozen
to the job of tuming the heavy wheels by hand, grabbing first one
spoke, then the next as the cannon made its way slowly up the
hills.

It was murderous work, from the fourth of September to the
tenth, and on two occasions, as they struggled in the fiercely hot
summer sun, they saw on the crests of hills to their right bands
of Tatar horsemen who kept track of their progress. When these
men from the steppes would strike, no one could guess, but if
they did so now, when the entire Polish flank was exposed, they
could create havoc.

As he slaved over the cannon with Janko, Piotr, sweating and
swearing in his monk’s garb as he hauled on the ropes, advised:
‘Only the hussars know how to make war, Janko. They don't
waste their horses on work like this.” At dusk he was too exhausted
to seck out the cavalry encampment, but at dawn he had to go
back to the cannon.
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It was brutal work, and it succeeded only because Kara Mustafa
refused to believe his Tatar scouts when they reported that the
Poles were dragging their cannon right over the mountains. It was
inconceivable to him, accustomed as he was to orderly battle in
which one army approached the other on flat ground, that Sobieski
could move an entire army across terrain as rugged as the Vienna
Woods and come out on the right flank prepared for battle. And
as to the possibility that the Poles would bring cannon and hussars
through such forests—he dismissed the idea.

So inch by inch, while the Austrians and the Germans waited
in their prepared camps, Sobieski's men crept through the grassy
woodlands, watching always for the attack of the Tatars who could
have destroyed them so easily.

On 10 September, Janko and Piotr, straining at their ropes,
reached the crest of the final hill, and when they looked eastward
they sighted something that both horrified and enchanted them.
Before the walls of Vienna, and for as far as their eyes would
carry, were the tents and the guns and the emplacements of the
huge Turkish army, dug in and waiting. Piotr gasped: ‘It’s like a
field of flowers. They’re everywhere.’ But Janko looked in silence,
realizing that within the next days he and the other peasants, armed
only with clubs and knives, would be expected to march through
that vast assembly of tents and battle the men now waiting in
them. It was an awesome moment, and the boy appreciated its
gravity.

The Poles spent the next day making their way down the steep
slopes and onto the level ground on which the battle would be
conducted, and now Piotr and his men had to tie their ropes to
the rear of their cannon, and work just as hard to keep it from
running down the hill as they had done to drag it up.

When the fearful passage was completed, the Polish forces as-
sumed battle formation, still waiting for the Tatar strike—which
never came. ‘Khan Murad must be mad to have allowed us to
come down that final slope unopposed,’” Sobieski said as he re-
viewed the disposition of his troops. ‘But for that favor we thank
Almighty God. Now if Murad strikes, we can repel him.’

The roles of the men from Bukowo were clearly understood:
Count Lubonski would ride not with the hussars, for they were a
special force, but with the gentry’s cavalry. He would be supported
on horseback by Lukasz, a man of proven heroism. Brat Piotr
would march with the foot soldiers, brandishing a pike. And Janko
would tend the extra horses, which he would keep close to
Lubonski in case either the count or Lukasz might need a remount.
All four would be in the location of greatest honor, the right flank
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of the right flank. ‘May God permit us to deport ourselves with
bravery,” Lubonski said as he explained their responsibilities.

On the evening before battle Supreme Commander Sobieski,
surveying the field from the courtyard of a church high on a hill,
told his associates three things: ‘Kara Mustafa continues to divide
his forces, half at the walls, half here. Our flanks will harass the
Turks badly, but we must depend upon you Germans to punish
the main body. And although our Polish position is strong, with
our cannon in place, we are still vulnerable on our right flank,
for the Tatar cavalry is waiting until we get stretched out. We
shall have to watch carefully.’

Duke Charles asked when Sobieski intended to release his winged
hussars, and the king said regretfully: ‘We’ve scouted the land in
front of us, and it's too uneven for a major cavalry charge. The
Turks have cut trenches across it. But once we get past that, about
four in the afternoon, I'll set them free.’

‘How long do you expect the battlé to last?” the German prince
asked, and Sobieski said with great caution: ‘No battle of this size
can be decided in a single day. But by the night of the second
day, if God supports us, we shall have a victory.” And the generals
prayed.

While Sobieski and his generals were planning their attack on the
Turkish camp, Kara Mustafa was urging his men, sometimes with
whips and hangings, to speed the capture of Vienna. If the sappers
could place their charges beneath the walls and at various spots
throughout the city and explode them before the coalition forces
could strike from the west, his Janissaries would be able to storm
into the city and capture it before the battle even began. His sappers
were so skilled in their work—engineers from France, Germany,
Italy and Hungary—that the ground undemeath the city was be-
ginning to resemble a honeycomb, and his experts assured him
that the explosions would become possible sometime around the
middle of September, less than a week away. On his crucial gam-
ble, Kara Mustafa seemed to have won, and as he moved about,
always wearing his green silk cord, he exuded confidence.

Certainly those inside the city were aware of the likelihood of
its fall. General Lubomirski, endeavoring to maintain discipline
among his starving Polish troops, tried not to hear the sounds of
the sappers underfoot, and once when he was inspecting conditions
in Anna Gasse and came upon the beautiful small house at Number
22, he shuddered when he heard the distinct sounds of Turkish
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engineers chipping away the last bits of earth before the gunpowder
was installed.

For three weeks he had eaten nothing but horsemeat, and very
little of that, and good water was more precious than wine. More
than a month had passed since either he or his soldiers had seen
any vegetables, and nights were sometimes made unbearable by
the cries of hungry children. Rarely had a major city been so
completely isolated as Vienna was now, but rarely had one been
besieged by such a formidable force.

‘If Sobieski said he was coming by mid-September,” Lubomirski
assured his troops, ‘he will be here,” and with this daily encour-
agement the Poles became one of the mainstays of the city. Ac-
customed to meager rations, they managed the deprivations better
than most, and their unflagging courage heartened the citizens.
But major credit was also due the stalwart deportment of Von
Starhemberg, who consistently turned down Kara Mustafa’s re-
peated demands for capitulation: ‘We will all die here, in defense
of a city we love.” And when the Muslims tied messages to the
rocks they were catapulting into the city, he did not endeavor to
censor them; instead he read them personally to crowds that gath-
ered: ‘Mustafa promises that if we surrender, all Christians will
be allowed to remain Christian, without let or hindrance.” When-
ever he read this promise he paused, then shouted: ‘ Ask the Greeks
‘what that promise means. Ask the Bulgarians. Ask the Thracians,
the Albanidns.’ Then he would pause dramatically and cry: ‘How
do the people of Vienna reply to that invitation?’ And men planted
in the starving crowd would shout ‘No!’

But the digging continued and soon the city must explode.

Another general besides Sobieski and Lubomirski was also per-
plexed by Kara Mustafa’s obstinate refusal to take troops away
from the walls so that the army facing the coalition might be
strengthened, and that was Khan Murad, who had fretted for some
months at the sorry misuse to which his gifted Tatars were being
put. Hidden in a camp far to the south as if they were pariahs,
not used in any of the assaults on the city, and now forbidden to
attack Sobieski’s exposed flank, the Tatars had justification for
deeming themselves insulted by the Turks, but this had often
happened in the past and Khan Murad was familiar with such
treatment.

Now, however, such insolence had become more than a matter
of pride to a valued ally; the misuse of the Tatars threatened the
success of the whole enterprise, and Khan Murad was not disposed
to see his Tatars defeated in some pitched battle when by clever
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thrust and parry they could have so harried the enemy that the set
battle would never take place.

So Khan Murad left his camp, accompanied by two subordi-
nates, determined to confront Kara Mustafa, but as he rode he
saw two things which infuriated him: coming down the slopes,
which he could have attacked so easily, was the Polish army,
unimpeded except by the difficulty of the terrain; and spread out
in the battle camp of the Turks were countless tents of lavish
construction and elaborate adomment. He was ashamed of this
army of which he was a fighting part.

Turning away from the Poles, who were being allowed such an
easy progress to the battle, he focused on the tents of the minor
viziers, so luxurious that they seemed more suitable for a parade
ground at some provincial capital where gallant horsemen and
well-groomed women assembled than for a battlefield. One tent
in particular offended him; austere on the outside, it carried near
the flap of the entrance a small green embroidery signifying that
it belonged to a man of rank, and since the day was warm the
flap was thrown back, and Khan Murad could see inside the three
beautiful women garbed in silken robes as if attending a picnic,
and the omnate decorations that crowded the interior walls of the
tent: Horrible! He must have spent,more on that tent than I spend
on my whole army.

There were a hundred such tents, each with some refinement
that the others lacked: portable bathtubs, mirrors from Bordeaux,
huge hampers of figs and dates, boxes of rare clothing for the
women who tagged along, and gold and silver omaments beyond
counting. Some tents, like the one with the green emblem, had
walls half covered with ceremonial scimitars encrusted in gold
and precious stones, and some had marshals' batons heavy with
diamonds and rubies, the mark of the Sultan’s approval. These
tents represented a concentration of wealth such as Khan Murad
could scarcely imagine, and he was outraged.

When he was finally allowed to see Kara Mustafa he spoke
abruptly, avoiding the usual courtesies, even though he was aware
that by doing so he endangered his life: ‘Grand Vizier, you place
us in jeopardy by keeping your forces divided.’

Fingering the green cord which gave weight to what he was
about to say, the vizier nodded: ‘It must seem so to you.”

‘And you kept us from attacking the Poles as they came across
the hills, where we could have destroyed them.’

‘You will destroy them when the battle starts.”

‘And I remember well when the Sultan himself advised you not
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to attack Vienna, that it would cause the nations to unite against
us. At that time I spoke in his support. You have done a foolish
thing, Kara Mustafa, in coming to Vienna. And now you seem
determined to lose our battle. I am distressed to participate in such
decisions.’

Only rarely in any tenure did any grand vizier have to listen to
such words, and almost always the person who spoke them was
beheaded, and Khan Murad must have appreciated the grave dan-
ger in which he had placed himseif, for when he saw the vizier's
face grow red and his hands tremble, he could guess that when
the battle ended he faced execution, so he said harshly: ‘And do
not think to slay me, Kara Mustafa, when the battle is over, for
I shall not be here.’

And before the startled grand vizier could respond, the Tatar
chieftain was gone from the great tent in which the meeting had
occurred, and from the congregation of lesser tents, and from the
whole battle area itself. In disgust he rode across empty land to
the segregated spot to which his Tatars had been assigned, and
he summoned his commanders.

‘We ride!” he shouted, and they shouted back ‘Against the
Poles?’ and he cried ‘No.’

He led them away from the battlefield, and from the besieged
city, and from Austria completely. He led them across Hungary
and through the glens of Transylvania and through the Ukraine
and across eastern Russia, until they reached once more the steppes
of central Asia, where they were absorbed by that endless land-
scape. Never again would Polish armies be required to fight against
or with the Tatars.

At half after three on the moming of 12 September 1683, Jan
Sobieski rose, prayed, and placed about his neck the portrait of
the Virgin of Czestochowa. In the growing daylight he surveyed
the vast battlefield on which his three armies would perform during
the next two days, and the magnitude of the Turkish camp might
have appalled him had he not been inwardly convinced that his
troops could subdue it. The 25,000 tents glowed in the dawn, the
50,000 carts stood like ramparts, the 80,000 Janissaries and spahis
in this part of the army looked like ants, and the 60,000 horses
moved uneasily as if they knew a battle was, about to begin.
‘We shall cut them this way and that,” Sobieski told his sub-
ordinates, and his heralds announced the start of battle.
In the first hour the Germans under Prince Waldeck performed
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heroically, for as Sobieski had promised, they were the ones who
encountered the main force of the Turkish army, and they did so
over terrain that was forbidding: vineyards, each one protected by
low stone walls behind which the Turks lay hidden. But Waldeck
used his small cannon with good effect, blasting a wall to rubble,
then sending in his men with lances and bayonets.

Because the Poles on the right flank had to move much farther
than either the Germans or the Austrians, it was the latter under
the Duke of Lorraine who next made contact with Kara Mustafa’s
troops, and they performed excellently, moving with studied force
over their flatter terrain: stand-fire-charge, stand-fire-charge, yard
by yard they kept moving forward, and Sobieski was so pleased
with their rugged determination that he sent a messenger to con-
gratulate them.

And now, on the right, the Poles at last reached the Turklsh
lines and began a systematic assault. different from either the
Germans’ or the Austrians’. Once they started moving forward,
they kept coming vigorously until something like a stone fence
or a bam stopped them. Then they milled about in seeming
disarray until they regained forward movement, when they over-
whelmed the Turks. Now the three armies were moving forward
in unison.

However, Kara Mustafa was not impotent, and whenever he
spotted a weakness in the allied line, or a flank exposed, he sent
his men dashing to that spot, and with the skill they had acquired
in many battles, they knew just how to wreck the allies’ plans.
By nine in the moming Austrians on the left, Germans in the
center and Poles on the right were well bogged down, and a general
melee ensued, in which hand-to-hand fighting predominated.

This continued for two hours, and the Duke of Lorraine became
so disconcerted by the lack of forward movement that he dis-
patched a messenger to Sobieski: ‘When will you send the hussars
forward?’ and Sobieski had to reply: ‘As of now the terrain will
not permit it, but as soon as we break through. ..’

To test the terrain, and especially how far the grape fields and
the stone fences continued before flat ground became available,
he asked for a volunteer cavalry force—not his precious hussars,
who must be held in reserve for the critical moments—to penetrate
the enemy lines and bring back a scouting report. Count Lubonski
cried: 'l shall lead!” and horsemen formed about him. Sobieski,
himself fifty-four years old, knew that the count was far too old
for such a venture, but he also knew that the leadership of such
a man would prove invaluable in a dangerous mission like this,
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so he brought his right hand up to the edge of his fur shako in a
salute of honor: ‘God ride with you!”

At the head of his detachment, Lubonski started his horse at a
slow pace, then spurred it to a brisk trot, and when the Turkish
lines were close he jabbed his horse with his heels, set his short
lance at the ready, and led the charge into the heart of the enemy
force. Dodging and twisting both his horse and his own body in
the saddle, he succeeded in getting three-fourths of his horsemen
into the rear area of the Turkish camp, back among the tents, and
there he found the flat ground the remainder of the cavalry would
need, so with a wild cry he wheeled about and led his men back
through the exact part of the line they had penetrated.

There they went! Their steeds leaped over the low fences and
cleared the ditches. They galloped straight for an obstacle, then
veered cleverly away, man and horse swaying in the bright sun-
light. They swept through the vineyards, knocked down the
Janissaries, gained open ground between the combat lines, and
galloped back to the Polish headquarters, where old Count Lu-
bonski saluted his king and said: ‘Four hundred yards, Sire, and
we are free.’

It was a fearful four hundred yards. From one in the aftenoon
till nearly five the three armies moved forward almost inch by
inch, for when the Turks realized that their tents were being threat-
ened, their valued homes for the past two years, they stiffened
their resistance, and with Kara Mustafa always in the thickest of
the battle, for he was exceedingly brave, they confronted the
coalition.

It was now apparent to the three generals that they would have
to be lucky if they were to traverse the final four hundred yards
before nightfall, camp uneasily there, and resume the battle in the
moming when the cavalry could be used, but at this critical junc-
ture the lesser cavalry, composed of petty noblemen like Lukasz
of Bukowo, began to break through here and there, so that
Sobieski, as the day began to die, saw a chance not only to cover
the four hundred yards but also to gain a solid footing on the level
ground for his night’s camp, and he gave the signal for all his
Polish troops to make a supreme effort during one last hour, and
this they did.

No one, in later analysis, could recall where the break came,
but it was probably not along the Polish front at all. Waldeck’s
Germans, seeing the Polish effort, emulated it, and because Kara
Mustafa had rushed troops to stop the Poles, he had to leave the
center sector weakened, allowing the Swabians and Thuringians
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to rip a great hole in his lines. Almost immediately the Austrians
did the same, and immediately thereafter the Poles cracked their
line, and in one roaring sweep the entire allied line surged forward,
traversing the last of the bad terrain. -

It was five in the aftemoon when this fortunate development
crowned the allied effort, and both Lorraine and Waldeck sent
messengers to Sobieski congratulating him on having obtained a
solid base from which to launch the next day’s attack, but when
the Polish king saw for himself the wonderfully flat land his troops
now occupied, and when he saw disorder among the Turkish
troops, who were retreating hastily to their tent area, a flash of
vision like a bolt of summer lightning possessed him, and he cried:
‘We can finish this- battle tonight!” And with a mental vitality
equal to his enormous physical size he barked out a dozen orders:
‘Hussars to the front! Every man in every unit who has a horse,
to the ready! Along the entire line, when my cannon fires, charge
and carry to the walls of Vienna if we can!’

The three armies at that moment were about six miles from
Vienna, the first five were level land, the last one was the denuded
area leading to the glacis and the wall itself, so once an immense
cavalry charge got started, it was not unreasonable to believe that
it could go a great distance. There would be three thousand winged
hussars in the lead, followed by some five thousand superior cav-
alry, backed up by thirteen thousand fighters on horseback, mostly
petty noblemen and farmers with no military training but long
experience with horses and self-defense. There had probably never
been, in European warfare, a cavalry charge of this magnitude.

It was twenty minutes past five, on a day when the sun would
set at half after six, when Jan Sobieski gave the order to charge,
and like some boundless autumn wind chasing dried leaves, the
twenty thousand horsemen spurred their mounts to a gallop and
bore down on the disorganized Turks. For only ten minutes did
the outcome of the charge hang in the balance; during that time
Kara Mustafa, with the green cord growing tighter about his throat,
performed heroically, endeavoring in vain to rally his troops. Some
remained faithful to him, many did not, and he realized that all
was lost when at the height of the enemy attack he saw his own
-troops begin to loot the tents of their officers.

“You!" he shouted at some Bulgarian slaves who were ripping
apart a tent valued at eight hundred gold pieces, and when his
command had no effect, he shrugged his shoulders in a pathetic
admission of despair and told his own bodyguard: ‘Take what you
can,” and a general looting proceeded, not by the Germans or the
Poles, but by his own men.
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The looting had one tragic outcome which no one could have
anticipated. Count Lubonski, austere and brave and straight in the
saddle at age seventy-three, kept his horse in the van, and with
his modified lance, for he no longer had the strength of arm to
master a long one, he accomplished much, sending Turkish sol-
diers scattering. He was ably supported by Lukasz, who rode at
his left, and by Brat Piotr and the boy Janko, who kept not far
behind with the extra horses.

But as the quartet from Bukowo entered the tent area, where
the confusion was greatest, Piotr saw that a young hussar had been
slain by a Turkish cannon shot, and his left leg was still in the
stirrup, his precious circle of feathers broken in the dust, so on
the spur of the moment the friar reined in his horse, leaped down,
and tried to tend the fallen hussar. A moment’s inspection proved
the young Pole was dead, but there was his armored vest, his halo
of feathers, so with breathless delight Piotr stripped him, placed
the armor about his own chest, adjusted the crown of feathers,
discarded his own rather ordinary mount, and leaped upon the
dead hussar’s beautiful beast.

Feathers waving, long legs kicking, Piotr galloped forward to
join the charge, shouting as he came: ‘Make way for the hussars!’
And with no lance or any other kind of weapon, he started chasing
Turks.

It took him only a few moments to catch up with Count
Lubonski, and the feathers, the flailing legs, the stretch of friar’s
garb flowing behind, made such a ridiculous figure, even Lubonski
had to laugh. Young Janko, now at the count’s side, was captivated
by the idea that the man he liked so much had at last attained his
life’s desire, and, thoughtlessly, he left the count and joined the
soi-disant hussar.

Together the two roared through the rear guard of the retreating
Turks, dashing in and out among the canopied tents, and accom-
plishing nothing except the exhilaration of the ride.

The metal-and-leather frame to which the feathers of the winged
hussar were attached had been broken when its former owner
pitched to the ground, and now as Piotr rode with it about his ears
the left half tore partially loose, dropped down, and began to flap
about the horse’s left eye, so that instead of terrifying enemy
horses, as intended, the feathers now annoyed the hussar’s horse,
who began to run under its own direction, hoping to break free
of the pestilential flapping.

Piotr, never a firstclass horseman, found himself unable to
control the runaway horse, so he resorted to the coward's only
defense: leaning far forward, he grabbed the horse's neck, and
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with feet dangling, robe flying behind and the good half of the
feathered halo still about his right ear, he roared through the
Turkish camp, astonishing both the Poles and the Turks. Janko,
endeavoring to keep close, shouted encouragement: ‘Hold on,
Piotr! You’re a hussar now.’

And as the pair galloped, causing as much constemation among
their own troops as among the enemy, Piotr caught a glimpse out
of the comer of his eye of a special tent, austere on the outside,
but with a small green medallion by the flap and a glimpse of
richness inside, and although he looked the fool astride that horse,
he was not a fool, and with almost superhuman effort he stopped
the horse, wheeled it about, and brought it to a halt before the
tent, where he hastily dismounted, and when Janko stood beside
him; peering inside, their mouths gaped at the wonders which
stood revealed. )

The tragedy of this affair did not pertain to the adventures of
Piotr and Janko, but to the exposed position in which their de-
sertion left Count Lubonski, for now he had only Lukasz to support
him, and no spare horses, for they had vanished with the deserters.
Even this might have proved acceptable had not Lukasz suddenly
noticed something which stunned and delighted him.

Lubonski’s charge, always headed for the strongest concentra-
tion of enemy forces, had carried them into one of the rear areas
where the Turks guarded the animals needed in their stupendous
enterprise, and at first Lukasz saw only strings of camels chewing
sideways as if there were no battle, and herds of buffalo brought
along for their meat, but in an enclosed area he also saw some
two hundred of the best Arabian horses, and as a fly-by-night
Polish nobleman who had never owned more than five horses, he
was mesmerized by the richness of his find, and without making
a moral choice, he drifted away from Lubonski and started se-
lecting the two dozen Arabians that he would claim as his booty
when this day ended.

Cyprjan Lubonski, now alone and like any courageous warrior
in the van of his troops, rode on for some minutes before he
realized that no one supported him, and when he did discover his
predicament he considered, briefly, wheeling about and seeking
help, but he rejected this, for he supposed that others, perhaps
even the winged hussars, would soon overtake him, and at a slowed
pace he continued to move forward. As he did, he came upon a
contingent of special troops who had remained loyal to Kara
Mustafa in this moment of disaster, and when they saw the lone
Polish horseman, erect and bewildered in his saddle and with only
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a short lance, they fell upon him with great fury.

One struck him in the throat, bringing blood to his mouth.
Another cut at his head, and hot blood blinded his left eye. One
spear entered at his right knee and penetrated upward to the hip,
but still he maintained control of his horse, trying to escape. The
Turks were relentless, and with cries of triumph they moved in
close, hacking at him with their scimitars, slashing his arms and
legs. Finally, one spahi leveled a great lance at Lubonski’s. gut,
rode forward with speed and pierced him through, knocking him
from his horse and breaking his neck bones.

Still the old man did not faint or die. With only the broken shaft
of his lance he tried to fend off his attackers, but when he had to
lower his bleeding right arm, foot soldiers stabbed him many
times. Cyprjan Lubonski died as he would have wished, not in
the saddle but almost, and facing till the end the enemies of
Christianity.

The tremendous battle should have taken two days, but it ended
in one. A French engineer, working for pay with the Turks, saw
the general rout and shouted to his European friends: ‘This is a
real sauve qui peut,’ then led the desertion of the foreigners.

The people starving inside Vienna became aware at dusk that
the Turkish threat was ended, and they began surging through the
city gates, running toward the tethered buffalo, which they began
to butcher on the spot.

General Lubomirski, too, left the walled city, seeking King Jan
Sobieski, and when they met in the growing darkness, Lubomirski
so thin he seemed like a shadow, the two men wept.

Kara Mustafa, resisting the efforts of his loyal troops to drag
him safely from the battlefield, cried that he wanted to die here,
but they insisted upon surrounding him, and saving his life so that
he could later strangle himself with the green cord at some rear
headquarters like Sofia or Edimme.

Prince Waldeck sought neither Sobieski nor Lorraine; he was
appalled at the cruel fighting his Germans had been required to
do that day, and as he sat exhausted in a captured Turkish tent he
told his assistants: ‘Never speak to me of where the place of honor
is, left flank, right flank. The place of honor is where the enemy
hits hardest, and today it was the center.’

The first thing Duke Charles did when it became apparent that
the victory would be won this day was to dispatch two messengers
to Linz with a reassuring message for the Austrian king: ‘Leopold,
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Sire, it is now safe to return to Vienna.” The duke realized that
it was important to have the king on hand, in person, lest the Pole
Sobieski garner all the honors, with consequences that might prove
embarrassing.

Lukasz spent that night guarding his twenty-four Arabians, and
when a group of Polish soldiers passed he tried to commandeer
some of them to help him protect his booty, but they ignored him.
However, when some of the French deserters came by, he accosted
them, and glad to find refuge for the night, they stayed with him.

In the tent with the green blazon Brat Piotr and young Janko
were bedazzled, for the interior was rich beyond anything they
had ever imagined, and the friar assured the boy: ‘Not even the
treasury at Czestochowa, where the Virgin keeps her brocaded
robes, has anything like this.’

Closing the flap quickly to prevent others from seeing the shim-
mering wealth, they moved about in the gloom, noting the en-
crusted daggers richly bejeweled, the carpets woven with gold and
silver threads, the open bags of thalers, the sumptuous fabrics.
Suddenly there came a temrifying scream from Janko.

Poking into a small room within a room, he had come npon a
fallen body from which had gushed an inordinate amount of blood,
and when Piotr hurried to his side, he saw the corpse of an ex-
ceedingly beautiful young woman, one of the legendary Circassian
slaves so highly prized by the Turks, and he told Janko: ‘I think
her owner must have killed her himself. To keep her from being
molested by the victors. She was probably a Christian, and we
must say a prayer for her deliverance.’

Janko could not pray. He was sickened by what he saw, for
whoever had killed the beautiful girl had tried to chop off her
head, but had failed; it now lay at such a grotesque angle from
the torso that Janko turned away from the sight, and while Piotr
prayed over the corpse of what had indeed been a Christian slave,
Janko stepped outside the tent and vomited.

As he raised his head, two Polish soldiers came roistering down
the passageway between the tents, and seeing Janko, asked him
what was going on. Before the boy could respond, Piotr, sensing
danger and the possible loss of this immensely valuable find,
rushed out, made the sign of the cross, and cried: ‘King Jan
Sobieski.’ This sudden combination of piety and political power
confused the soldiers, and after a prolonged consultation, during
which Piotr explained that the king personally had placed him
there to protect the royal booty, the two soldiers decided to help
him guard it.
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‘If you do that,” Piotr assured them, ‘the king will reward you
when we return to Krakow.’

So the guard was mounted, and all during the night whenever
intruders tried to ravage this tent, Piotr reared up before them,
crossed himself once or twice, and said in a loud voice: ‘King Jan
Sobieski.’

Sometime after midnight Janko told Piotr: ‘I want to fix the
dead lady,’ and he left the others, returning to the little room
which had made him so violently sick only a few hours before,
and tenderly he straightened out the exquisite fawn-colored dress
and draped the voluminous cloth, which weighed almost nothing,
so that folds covered the bloodstained areas. Then, his heart beat-
ing as if it might explode, he knelt down and placed his two hands
tenderly about the girl's head, moving it slowly until it resumed
its proper angle in relation to her torso. Then he sat in the darkness
at her feet, as if she merited a guard of honor, and he was still
there when dawn broke.

‘Now!” Piotr cried when the sun was up. “Your job is to find
Lukasz.’ And he sent the boy out to search the area, and in time
Janko found his master and one Frenchman guarding the twenty-
four Arabian horses. He started to take Lukasz aside to whisper
about the treasure he and Piotr had found, but Lukasz said: ‘The
man knows no Polish,’ and he listened with his mouth agape as
the boy spoke.

Lukasz, sixty-two years old and a veteran of a dozen wars from
which he had brought home almost nothing, sat down and studied
his position. He already had in his possession, more or less se-
curely, twenty-four of the best horses he had ever seen, and with
them he could start a stud at Bukowo. It would require some
careful managing to get the horses home, but with the help of
Brat Piotr, Janko and the Frenchman this might be done.

But if what the boy said was true, and it was not imprebable,
then the more important booty might be that tent, and to transport
it and its contents home would require wagons, so he told Janko:
‘Find me three carts. Get them to the tent immediately.’

‘How?

‘That’s your task. But first, lead me to the tent.’

Tying the horses one to the other, Lukasz and the Frenchman
and Janko led them to where Piotr waited with his two soldiers,
and when the friar heard approaching footsteps he rushed to the
flap, threw it back just far enough for him to exit, and shouted:
‘King Jan Sobieski,” but when he saw it was his brother-in-law

Lukasz, he cried: ‘God has smiled upon us!’
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Janko took the two soldiers and scouted the demolished camp
area for wagons and the horses to draw them, but at first they
found nothing. Then, turning a comner, they came upon a storage
area that contained at least two thousand carts, and carefully se-
lecting ones which looked as if they might survive a journey of
several hundred miles, they commandeered a set of horses and
drove back to the tent.

Lukasz was staggered by the sumptuousness of the tent, espe-
cially by the incredibly valuable fabric from which it was con-
structed—drab on the outside, flashing with precious metals and
jewels on the inside, but he was also impressed by the luxury with
which the owner had gone to battle: ‘What time did he have for
fighting, Piotr, tell me that? A golden basin for washing his hands.
A big tub of what looks like marble for bathing himself. Fifty
cloths for drying. This basket of figs and dates and dried plums.
The bags of Austrian money. And those little swords decorated
with rubies. My God, Piotr, one of those swords. ..’

‘The trick will be to get them home,’ the friar warned, and
many times that day he had to make his sign of the cross, most
reverently, and cry: ‘King Jan Sobieski.’

Janko faced his own problem: he wanted to make sure that the
slain girl was buried. The camp contained so many corpses that
one more scarcely mattered, but when he saw how the townspeople
of Vienna, free at last to move about, were vandalizing the bodies,
he crept into the tent, carefully picked up the slave girl and carried
her to a grassy bank, where with a stick and his two hands he dug
a shallow grave. He collected some rocks, which he piled over
it, and although he could find no wood with which to form a cross,
he used his digging stick to draw a rude one in the dust, for he
had convinced himself that she must have been a Christian. He
then crossed himself and returned to the treasure-filled tent, where
he suddenly burst into tears and remained unconsoled while Lukasz
and Piotr plotted how they might get their three wagons home.

That day, the thirteenth, when Sobieski had expected to be in the
midst of battle, he rode in triumph through the battered streets of
Vienna, a flopping, misshapen man dressed in royal purple and
wearing a large Russian-style fur shako that seemed on the point
of falling off his pumpkinlike head. He was not accompanied by
either the Duke of Lorraine or Prince Waldeck, for they were
fearful that if they appeared on the streets before King Leopold
had time to get back, they might be severely disciplined, and
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indeed the reception Sobieski received as the savior of Vienna did
infuriate the emperor, who was already designing a grandiose
monument which would proclaim him to have been the salvation
of the city.

When Leopold finally arrived he expressed no gratitude to the
Polish troops who had come so far to rescue his city, nor would
he review the winged hussars whose whistling flight had started
the rout of the Turkish armies. He rebuffed Sobieski, paid no
tribute to General Lubomirski, whose fortitude during the bleak
days had been heroic, and refused permission for the erection of
any statue, ever, to Sobieski. He authorized two for himself, and
perhaps he was sagacious in what he did, however ridiculous it
might have seemed, for if the dead Count Lubonski had always
envied Austria, siding with her in every contest between the na-
tions, it could only have been because the Habsburgs gave the
country excellent leadership. When the long welfare of Austria
was considered, it was much more important that the Habsburg
Leopold be remembered as the victor of Vienna rather than the
intruder Sobieski, who would not be able to found a dynasty even
in Poland.

Now the hard work began. Lukasz Bukowski, as he would be
known after his exploits in this battle, had to transport three heavily
loaded wagons and twenty-four Arabian horses—six stallions and
eighteen mares—two hundred and eighty miles to his village. He
would be threatened at every step of the way by voracious Poles
who would seek to grab their share of the loot, and by the streams
which had to be forded, and by the mountain passes to be nego-
tiated. The returning army, which had not lost an excessive number
of men thanks to the brilliant manner in which Sobieski had used
it, contained about twenty-two thousand men, and each one was
now a potential enemy of Lukasz Bukowski.

To help him in his difficult task he had his undependable brother-
in-law, the peasant serf Janko, the French engineer and the two
soldiers Brat Piotr had conscripted. They had arms, but so did
everyone else.

The little expeditionary force left Austria in good style and
completed half of Moravia with the loss of only one horse; two
men from Lublin made off with it one midnight.

They were approaching the mountain pass at Cieszyn, which
would take them into Poland, when disaster struck . .. twice. One
evening just after sunset a small group of cavalrymen returning

199



to the walled city of Zamosc dashed in among the Arabians and
made off with five of the best, taking time to ensure that they had
one stallion and four mares. Lukasz trembled with rage when he
learned of it, and he wanted his five assistants to storm after the
thieves and recover the horses, but Piotr simply stared at him and
asked: ‘Brother, have you gone mad?’

That was all. Piotr would not allow anyone even to track the
stolen horses, let alone try to recover them, for he knew the raiders
were armed and bound by no law.

Piotr was undergoing curious changes as this foray into Austria
ended. He had seen great battle; he had ridden as a hussar, although
a rather dubious one; he had helped defeat an enemy of Jesus
Christ; and he was half a year older. He realized the futility of
much that mankind did, and he sometimes speculated on what
honor meant when a man as stalwart as Count Lubonski could
end the way he did, alone and pierced by sabers, and he grieved
over the insulting way King Jan Sobieski had been treated by the
city he saved. Then, too, although he had behaved in a more
constrained manner than young Janko, he had been deeply shaken
by the beheading of the Circassian slave, and as he rode north he
reflected often on the strangeness that must have characterized her
life. Where had she been born? Who captured her for what slave
market? The man who bought her had obviously loved her deeply,
for he had killed her—or tried to—rather than have her fall into
the hands of others. No fabric in that tent had been more precious
or more beautifully made than-the simple gown she wore. Piotr
knew nothing of women, but he supposed that had he lived an
ordinary life, like his brother-in-law Lukasz, he might have loved
a woman like that dead girl, and he thought kindly of young Janko
for having buried her properly.

He was reflecting on these matters when the Frenchman raised
a cry, and all the Lukasz party ran to where the trouble was. Too
late! An army contingent on its way back to Warsaw, a rough lot,
had boldly swept in and stolen an entire wagon, and were now so
far in the distance that overtaking them was impossible. One-third
of the treasure was gone, but when Lukasz, blinded by tears,
surveyed what remained, he said several times: ‘Thank God, they
didn’t get the tent!” And Piotr began to realize that his brother-
in-law valued the ornate tent more highly than any of its contents.
The eighteen remaining Arabians first, then the tent, then the
jeweled scimitars.

When they reached Krakow the two soldiers and the Frenchman
supposed that Brat Piotr was going to turn his cargo over to King
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Jan Sobieski, whose property he had proclaimed it so often to be,
but it became quickly clear that Lukasz Bukowski intended march-
ing right past the king’s palace and on to his home village of
Bukowo, and the men began to complain.

Lukasz faced this dangerous situation head-on, for he knew he
required their help now more than ever, for as the army dispersed,
the various contingents became in effect freebooters capable of
almost anything. So he and Piotr assembled the three men: ‘We
shall be taking the king’s treasure to our village, where the dead
count’s family must get his share. Then the king gets his. Europe
is in turmoil and so is Poland. You men know nothing of what is
happening at your homes. Stay with us in Bukowo and we will
give you a little piece of land and a cottage and local girls from
whom to choose a wife. You can have a good life with us, and
the new Count Lubonski will be just as fine a man as the old.
You saw what he could do.’

So these clever conspirators delivered the two wagons and the
eighteen Arabians to Bukowo, where they formed the basis of the
Bukowski wealth and prestige, for Lukasz was no longer a poor
nobleman with only five horses. Now he had cighteen Arabians
and the nine regulars that had hauled the wagons and the riders
north, and he was at last a man to reckon with.

But as they approached Bukowo and saw looming on the horizon
the towers of Castle Gorka, both Lukasz and Piotr were overcome
with remorse over the fact that they had deserted their knight in
battle and been the agency of his death. So as soon as the wagons
were safely delivered to Lukasz’s mansion, and the treasure safely
stored in his rooms, he and Piotr selected one beautifully decorated
small dagger—one six-hundredth of the total—and ceremoni-
ously delivered it to Countess Halka Lubonska, with a heartbreak-
ing account of how they had stood with her husband in the fatal
moments when eighteen Turkish Janissaries had ambushed them,
and of how the three had fought almost clear of their assailants
when Lubonski’s horse had stumbled, killing him instantly.

‘We did manage to hold off his attackers,” Lukasz said with
tears in his eyes, ‘until we could recover his body, which we
buried with honors on the battlefield. Piotr himself said the pray-
ers.” As a token of the affection in which they held the old count,
they wanted Halka to have a memento of the fight: *Your husband
captured it from a Turkish general just before he was slain.’

But when the two heroes returned to Bukowo village Lukasz
faced an accounting which stunned him, for Piotr forced his way,
uninvited, into the room where the treasure was being kept, and
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when Lukasz demanded stemly: ‘What are you doing here?’ the
friar said: ‘I have come for God’s share.’

‘What?’

‘Brother Lukasz, you have stolen this treasure from King Jan.
You have stolen it from the soldiers who helped us bring it here.
And you have stolen it from the widow of Count Lubonski. But
you cannot steal it from God, who has protected us in this venture.’

Trembling, Lukasz asked: ‘What do you intend?’

‘We are going to divide this treasure, half for God, half for
you.’

*‘And what are you going to do with God’s share?’

‘Give it as a votive to Czestochowa.’

Lukasz broke into relieved laughter. ' You must be insane. The
monks there don’t need this.’

“You are right,’ Piotr agreed. ‘They don't need it, but the safety
of their monastery does. Remember how it stood off the Swedes
and saved Poland? It needs strengthening against the next siege.’
He saw that his avaricious brother-in-law was not impressed, so
he said quietly, but with unmistakable conviction: ‘If you do not
give God His share, He will strike you dead. And if He doesn’t,
T will.’

Lukasz looked at his stupid brother-in-law, this scarecrow of a
man, and saw that he meant what he was saying. ‘You would. ..’

‘1 will kill you, Lukasz, and publish to the world how you
behaved in the battle.’

So the two men sat in the room and divided the spoils, this to
God, this to Lukasz, and from time to time the latter would protest
his share and lift a piece from God’s pile into his: ‘God doesn’t
need anything that rich,” and Piotr allowed this, for as he said:
‘God never objects to a little stealing.’

The treasure was delivered to Czestochowa by the two brothers,
and the priests in charge of the shrine were astounded by what
Brat Piotr had achieved, for like Lukasz, they had underestimated
both his intelligence and his piety.

In the centuries to come, architects’ diagrams of the great mon-
astery in which the Black Madonna rested ‘would show a set of
formidable bastions protecting the compass points of the fortress,
and each carried the name of the man who in reverence had paid
for it: Lubomirski, Potocki, Czartoryski and, one of the most
reverent, Bukowski.

So in the grand distribution of spoils from the legendary victory
of the Poles over the Turks at Vienna, each participant received
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something. Poland received a spiritual boon of dubious and tem-
porary value—respect among nations for her valor in defending
Christianity—and two practical gifts of long-lasting value. Coffee
had not been known in the country before, but when Sobieski's
soldiers brought samples home it quickly became the national
drink; and potatoes were welcomed not only as a tasty alternative
to kasha but also as the staple food of the peasant. The Virgin of
Czestochowa, who fought on the bosom of King Jan Sobieski,
received a new defense system. Count Lubonski won a hero’s
death and a small bejeweled scimitar for his widow. Lukasz
Bukowski came home with a name, eighteen Arabian horses and
a room full of treasure. Brat Piotr was promoted to a position of
some distinction in his order. The Frenchman and the two soldiers
received wives, cottages and small plots of land in the village.
And the peasant Janko, as always, received nothing, for it had
been his duty to go where his owner directed and do as he was
told. He did, of course, remember for the rest of his life the
Circassian slave girl whom he had buried.
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The Golden Freedom

Legend is replete with instances of how Mars, the god of war,
influences the history of nations, and never more instructively than
in the case of Poland. Incessant war with Tatars, Teutons and
Turks—it sometimes seemed as if Poland were the special prov-
ince of Mars.

But Venus, the goddess of love, can also play a major role in
the destiny of nations, and once more Poland is a good example.
It was Jadwiga, the heavenly Hungarian, whose love for Jagiello,
the barbarous Lithuanian, inspired him to develop the courage and
the skill to win the Battle of Grunwald. The last two kings of the
original Polish line, Zygmunt 1, who ascended the throne in 1506,
and his son Zygmunt II—who in 1529, at age nine, was elected
king to rule jointly with his father—experienced unfortunate first
marriages and magnificent second ones. The father had the great
good luck in 1518 to import Bona Sforza of the famous Italian
family; she brought with her flowers, music, painting, good table
manners and a fierce intuition where the defense of royal prerog-
ative was concerned. The son made an important dynastic marriage
with the daughter of the Habsburg emperor, only to find that his
child bride was a hopeless epileptic; when she died prematurely
he fell under the speli of two powerful Radziwill brothers who,
fortunately, had a sister Barbara of great beauty, and they ma-
neuvered her so that in 1547, Zigmunt could not escape falling in
love. Thus he found himself a charming, passionate, knowing
assistant who helped him stand off the pressures of the other
magnates, but not of the Radziwills.

King Jan Sobieski owed an enormous debt to his French di-



vorcée, the conniving Marie-Louise, known to her admirers as
Marysienka, who took him when he was merely another magnate
and converted him into a magisterial king with a personal fortune
of eighty million. But in no instance was the power of Venus
greater than in 1757, when in two towns not far from Bukowo
two of the ablest families Poland was to produce combined for
the moment in daring enterprises which changed the destiny of
the country. .

At Pulawy, a lovely little town some distance to the north on
the right bank of the Vistula, the tenacious Czartoryskis, who had
never attained the political power to which their intelligence en-
titled them, were developing through study, travel, thoughtful
analysis and exceptional instinct a vision of a greater Poland. It
was to be led by a strong king who would found a dynasty in
which elections dominated by alien powers would no longer be
permitted. It would have a properly elected Seym exercising the
same functions as the English Parliament; people living in towns
would at last be entitled to vote and own land, and serfs owned
by rich people would be set free.

The Czartoryski brothers had a sister Konstancja, who married
a man of insignificant backgronnd, a Poniatowski, with whom she
produced six handsome, clever and enterprising sons. One of them,
Michal, would be placed in the priesthood, where with his uncles’
goading he would become primate of all Poland. His younger
brother, Stanislaw August, was earmarked for an even more ex-
alted position, King of Poland, and groomed with meticulous care
for the throne. The uncles felt that as king he could sponsor their
reforms and coax Poland into the family of respectable nations.
In brutally frank discussions with their young protégé they said:
‘If you do become king, your first job will be to produce sons
who will inherit the crown after you, and their sons after them,
so that never again shall we elect foreigners, who do us only
damage.’ Since he was an ambitious young fellow, he listened.

The Czartoryskis were not powerful enough to achieve this
exalted goal by themselves, but they had the support of an equally
remarkable family, also late to acquire conspicuous power, the
Zamoyskis, who had built with their own funds the walled city
of Zamosc, so important in Polish history. From decade to decade
power seemed to flow toward the Czartoryskis and Zamoyskis,
and always the two great clans kept in tandem, striving mutually
for a better, saner Poland. They were supported by many—the
powerful Potockis and sometimes the intelligent branch of the
Radziwills—but the leadership came from them.
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They were opposed by many, too—the Lubomirskis, the Lu-
bonskis and invariably the neanderthal Mniszechs of Dukla—but
as the 1750s waned, it began to look as if the Czartoryskis with
their splendid tier of Poniatowski nephews were destined to triumph,
and Poland’s chances for a modem state never looked brighter.

In this year of 1757 the studious Czartoryskis decided that if
Stanislaw was ever to become king, he had better learn kingly
manners, and they arranged for him to be sent to St. Petersburg
to catch a taste of court life. He arrived there one snowy day, a
twenty-five-year-old handsome diplomat with good manness and
a command of French, German and Russian; within a week of his
arrival he had attracted the serious attention of a headstrong, beau-
tiful German. noblewoman, Sophia Anhalt-Zerbst, who would be
known to history under a more glamorous name, and within the
second week he was in bed with her. ’

They enjoyed a passionate love affair: sleigh rides over frosted
fields, with wolves howling in the forest; a duel in military bar-
racks; concerts at court; and when spring came, endless bucolic
picnics. Young Sophia obtained from this flattering attention a
strengthening of her ego; Poniatowski gained notoriety as her
Polish lover, a young man of enormous promise, and it was here
in the Russian court that he was first publicly mentioned as a
possibility for the Polish throne. ‘With Russian help,’ Sophia said
several times, ‘you could become king.’

‘And how would I get Russian help?’ he asked.

‘Through me,’ she replied.

‘You're a German,’ he said.

‘I intend to be a Russian,’ she said with a grimness he had not
observed when they were in bed.

The possibility that she might help him to the throne burgeoned
spectacularly in 1762 when the tough old Empress of Russia,
Elizabeth, the daughter of Peter the Great, died. This meant that
by a series of improbable events, Sophia Anhalt-Zerbst’s pitiful
husband, Peter, became czar, in which position he proved himself
as incompetent as he had been in bed. His brief rule of 185 days
was so inept, so totally chaotic that Sophia had to take steps to
protect her interests. Rallying about her a group of officers, many
of whom had shared her favors, she proclaimed herself Empress
and Autocrat of all the Russias; as Catherine the Great she would
rule for thirty-four tumultuous years. Eight days after her self-
coronation her husband was found murdered.

Young Poniatowski trembled with excitement as these events
unfolded, and imagined himself Catherine's new consort-—in Rus-
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sia, husband of the czarina; in Poland, king—and he made plans
along these lines. But Catherine had moved far beyond her interest
in this rustic Pole; she was now so enamored of an authentic count,
Grigorii Orlov, that poor Poniatowski became an embarrassment;
he was hustled out of Russia without wife or crown.

However, his ambitious uncles in Pulawy did not intend to allow
this unique opportunity for family advancement to slip through
their fingers. Intimate friendship with a czarina, even though it
had evaporated, was negotiable, and they sent emissaries to St.
Petersburg outlining the advantages which would accrue to Russia
if Catherine threw her considerable support to Stanislaw: ‘If he is
not elected King of Poland, some German or Austrian will be,
greatly to your loss. If you help him to the throne, you will have
bought yourself a constant ally.’

Catherine repaid her former lover in 2 most dramatic way. When
the Saxon king died, last of a pathetic chain of bumblers, the
magnates of historic and distinguished lineage like the Lubonskis
and Radziwills refused to allow upstarts like the Czartoryskis and
Zamoyskis to put one of their members on the throne; as so often
before, the Polish magnates would much rather see a weak German
or Frenchman or Portuguese as king than a strong Pole, and they
made it clear that young Poniatowski was not acceptable. He and
his family seemed to have lost their bold gamble.

But Catherine was unwilling to see her one-time favorite abused,
‘especially when he might prove to be of service to her in the
future, so after a disgracefully protracted interregnum, in which
five nations pressed large sums of money upon the voting mag-
nates, she told her advisers: ‘We cannot maintain a festering Po-
land on our doorstep.’ As a reward for Poniatowski’s love, she
dispatched a full Russian army to the place in Poland where the
magnates were conducting their circus. Surrounding the voting
area, the Russians let it be known that Catherine insisted upon the
election of Poniatowski and that if any magnates refused to abide
by her wishes, they would be shot. In this crude and even brutal
manner, Poland elected the king who would prove to be her last.

So Stanislaw August ascended the throne thinking that Catherine
had awarded it to him because she still loved him, and he told his
uncles: ‘With her support we can achieve all we dreamed of. A
bright new day has dawned for Poland.’

He miscalculated dreadfully. Catherine, watching the debacle
in Warsaw from her command post in St. Petersburg, chuckled
with the knowledge that she had solved her Polish problem so
casily: ‘Poniatowski will prove a miserable king. He has the heart
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of a poet. He proved that many times. But he’s weak. He knows
not his own mind. He will be despised by the senior magnates
because he’s so obviously nouveau riche. And in the end he will
destroy the nation he loves.’ ’

‘What will happen to Poland?’ an adviser named Fyodor Kuprin
asked.

‘It will break into a thousand pieces,” Catherine said. ‘And you
are to be there when it happens, my dear Kuprin. To pick up our
share of the pieces.” When he bowed obediently, she added: ‘Go
there quickly, Kuprin, and encourage it to fall apart.”

It can be seen from this peculiar chain of events that Venus
proved as adroit as Mars in altering the destiny of nations, but the
scandalous affair with Catherine the Great represented only half
the goddess’ intervention, with the second episode the more in-
teresting. The Czartoryski uncles recommended that in order to
reinforce the concept of dynasty, with members of the family
inheriting the throne perpetually, it would be prudent for King
Stanislaw August to marry one of the Czartoryski girls, a some-
what heavy, gawky young woman his own age named Izabella.
She was not from one of the historic families, nor was she what
even her friends could call a beauty; what was worse, she was
already spoken of in the Pulawy district as a young woman with
a sharp mind of her own.

The uncles made the embarrassing mistake of spreading the
rumor—'The king is going to marry Izabella’—and there was
even speculation as to when the wedding was to be. But the king,
having known the splendor of the Russian court and the excitement
of a love affair with a czarina, could not imagine himself wedded
to a drab like Izabella, and he rejected her: ‘Too plain. Too lacking
in courtly graces.” He chose instead a woman with a lineage more
distinguished, a face more standard and a mind more vapid, with
tragic consequences which would become apparent only thirty
years later.

In the year 1771, after Catherine the Great had done everything
possible to weaken Poland and prevent King Stanislaw August
from instituting the reforms the Czartoryski-Zamayski cabal pro-
posed, a strategy in which she was supported by Prussia and
Austria, it became apparent to Poland’s neighbors and to Europe
generally that the amorphous nation surrounded by great powers
was no longer viable. Prussian diplomats sent messages to Russia:
*As long as Poland is allowed to exist, she will form a danger
spot between us,” and Russian diplomats wrote to Austria: ‘The
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time approaches when we should settle the Polish question lest it
become a bone of contention between us,” and Austria sent a
démarche to Prussia: ‘If you and Russia are prepared to settle the
Polish question once and for all, we will join you.'

What animosity did these three powers have toward Poland?
There were religious differences—Poland was devoutly Roman
Catholic; Russia was Orthodox Catholic, with all the bitterness
which that implied; and Prussia was Lutheran—but even such
fundamental contrasts had rarely caused open breaks. Economi-
cally the interests of the four nations interlocked and provided no
cause for warfare or invasion. Dynastic struggles would be elim-
inated with the establishment of a Czartoryski-Poniatowski ruling
family, and since each of the adjoining nations had conspicuously
larger armies than Poland’s, she posed no military threat.

But even so, the danger she represented to the others was real,
and each of the great powers sensed it. Poland loved freedom; it
was a restricted freedom, to be sure, and it applied only to the
very rich, but nevertheless it was freedom. Specifically, every
incident in Polish history testified to the nation's determination to
avoid autocracy and dictatorship. King Jan Sobieski had been a
noble king, no doubt about it, and he had saved Poland, but the
nation did not want his inept son inheriting the throne. Nor did
Poland want to spend its good money supporting a large army
which might, like the armies of ancient Rome and modern Turkey,
become the agents of repression.

Very rich people—in all nations—can be divided into two
categories; those with brains and those without. Those with brains
make a great effort to hold on to every penny they have while
preaching to the general population that freedom and dignity and
patriotism are possible only under their protection; in this way
they elicit the support of the very people they hold in subjection.
The magnates of Poland used this tactic brilliantly, preaching
loudly: ‘The most insignificant member of the gentry with one
horse and sword is the equal of the most powerful magnate in his
castle,” while at the same time depriving landless gentry of almost
all rights and treating them with contempt. The peasant was kept
happy by being assured that it was the magnate who defended
Christianity. The townsman, who was allowed no rights whatever,
was reminded: ‘It is the magnate who protects your freedom and
your shop.’ And all were told repeatedly: ‘If the magnate is left
free to accumulate his great wealth, you can be sure that some of
it will sift down to you.’

Rich people without brains, such as those in France who were
heading blindly into a revolutionary debacle, saw no reason to
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defend themselves with words and built no philosophical justifi-
cation for their position of privilege. ‘Let them eat cake’ would
soon be their response to demands for freedom. No Polish mag-
nate, in public, ever uttered such inflammatory words, although
Janusz Radziwill, father-in-law of Count Lubonski, did one day
proclaim during a drinking bout at Castle Gorka: ‘The petty gentry,
those who clutter the palaces of the magnates, jumping at every
command, they’re nothing but horse manure. And the peasants
whom some of our fools worry about, they’re the ugly little beetles
that burrow in the dung.’ But such opinions were kept to the
privacy of the great halls, where they were believed and acted
upon.

And yet, despite all its cynicism, Poland was a democracys; it
did know freedom, and its gentry were both more numerous than
in any other nation of the time and more involved in the rights of
government. It was the nation’s misfortune to espouse these rel-
ative freedoms at the precise time when her three neighbors were
developing the most powerful autocracies Europe had known for
a thousand years. The Habsburgs in Austria, the Hohenzollemns
in Prussia and the Romanoffs in Russia were perfecting techniques
which would keep them in dictatorial power for more than a cen-
tury, constantly enlarging their prerogatives at the expense of the
burgher and the peasant. At the precise time when good-hearted
King Stanislaw August was honestly attempting to improve the
lot of his peasants, Catherine was depriving hers of what few
privileges they had, and she would not stop until ninety-seven
percent had been driven into the most abject serfdom. To Russia,
which was enforcing such a cruel dictatorship, it was offensive
for neighboring Poland to strive to build a workable democracy,
for if the Polish worker attained even the slightest freedom, it
might encourage the Russian to attempt the same, and that could
not be tolerated. Poland must be crushed.

Adroitly Catherine enlisted Prussia and Austria in her plan, and
together they devised a program in which the intemal weaknesses
of Poland could be cleverly used to destroy her, and in the winter
of 1771 three foreign diplomats convened at the Granicki palace
in Warsaw to ensure that destruction.

‘Poland’s grief,’ said the Prussian minister, addressing the com-
mittee that would decide how the country should be divided, ‘is
that no other nation can take her seriously.’

‘Quite right,’ the Austrian ambassador agreed. ‘Three times now
they've elected two different kings at the same time, and the
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ultimate winner had to be decided by warfare. Preposterous.’

‘One would think,” said the Russian agent, Fyodor Kuprin, ‘that
they would have learned from our history. One of the worst things
that can happen to a nation is an interregnum. That fearful period
when no one knows who is to be the next king.'

‘With every election Poland has that,” the Prussian said. ‘We
would never permit it in our country.’

‘I disagree with you, sir, on your basic point,” the Austrian
ambassador said reflectively. ‘Poland could have survived dual
kings the way Rome survived two Popes. And could have weath-
ered the interregnums. Other nations have. But no country could
exist for long with the liberum veto. The day that started, Poland
was doomed.’

‘No,” said the Russian. ‘She could have survived even that
monstrous wrong if she had defended herself.” Tuming to the
German, he asked, ‘How big is Prussia? I mean in people?’

‘Two and a half million.’

‘And you support an army of a hundred and forty thousand.’

‘We do. At great cost, but we do.”

‘And what is the population of Poland?’

*About twelve million,’ said the Austrian.

‘But has an army of only eighteen thousand.’

‘In truth,’ said the Prussian, who knew about such matters, ‘it's
an army of eleven thousand. They tell the king it’s eighteen thou-
sand and he pays for eighteen thousand, but there is so much
deception and falsification.’ The minister shook his head. ‘In Prus-
sia they would all be shot.’

“They do our work for us,’ the Austrian said, and then, without
philosophical preparation of any kind, he asked bluntly: ‘Are we
to partition the entire country, so that nothing remains. ..’

The German laughed, a thin-lipped, grudging laugh, more in
contempt than jollity: ‘You know what my king once said of
Poland? “Let us eat it as we would an artichoke, leaf by leaf.” I
no longer subscribe to that. Let us with one stroke finish this
pitiful country, each of us taking his just share.’

‘No,’ said Fyodor Kuprin, who. had a clever, devious mind.
‘Russia wants a truncated Poland to stand forever, no strength of
her own and subservient to whatever we three decide, but existing.’
He paused, either to find the right French words to explain his
position or to allow time for the others to appreciate the gravity
of what he was about to say. ‘We feel it wouid be best to retain
something called Poland as a permanent buffer between Russia
and Germany, between Russia and Austria.’

The German representative was a tall, thin man skilled in ne-
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gotiation, Baron Ottokar von Eschl, whose family had served the
German states for centuries and who had acquired from his hard-
thinking ancestors a distinct vision of what eastern Europe should
be. Only forty-one years old, he had many reasons to believe that
Poland would never be viable, regardless of how much land the
present partition altowed her. ‘“There is no need in the future history
of Europe for an entity called Poland. If we offer a partial solution
now in 1771, we shall have to come back in 1781 and finish it,
and if we offer another partial in 1781, we will be called back to
our task in 1791. Let us erase the foolishness now, once and
forever.’

He found no support for this daring proposal: Kuprin adhered
to his belief that eastern Europe needed Poland as a buffer, and
to Von Eschl’s surprise, the Austrian ambassador said that he
would have moral qualms about eliminating a frec nation entirely.

Von Eschl was sharp in his rejection of that timorous attitude:
‘Prussia is Lutheran. Russia is Orthodox. Only Austria is Roman
Catholic, and I think, sir, that that colors your attitude.’

‘It certainly does!” the Austrian agreed with surprising enthu-
siasm. ‘Poland is a Christian country deserving of Christian rights.’

*‘So you will carve off a small piece for Austria—" Von Eschl
began, but Kuprin interrupted: ‘Not so small, either,” and Von
Eschl concluded: ‘You’ll take some but not all?’

‘I think that represents a significant moral difference,’ the Aus-
trian said, but Von Eschl was still reluctant to concede that Prus-
sia’s proposal had failed: ‘Is it settled, then? Austria and Russia
refuse to allow total elimination?’

However, when those two plenipotentiaries nodded, he acqui-
esced with a graciousness he did not often display: ‘So be it. A
partial cutting away. But in years to come, please remember what
I prophesied this day. We three will return to this table, and sooner
than you imagine, to complete our task. Poland is doomed, but
we allow her a short breathing space before the death rattle sets
in.” Amiably he rose, shook hands with his colleagues, and said
brightly: ‘Let’s bring out the maps.’

This meeting, which would initiate the dismemberment of Po-
land, took place in the very heart of Warsaw, in the Granicki
palace, and when the large oak table was cleared and Von Eschl
had spread his carefully drawn map, the others gasped, for the
Prussian cartographers had awarded themselves all of western Po-
land including Warsaw, with the huge expanses of the east going
to Russia and an insultingly small section in the south to Austria.
No entity called Poland remained. But before the others could
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point out that this total elimination was precisely what they had
rejected, Von Eschl crumpled his map and threw it on the floor,
saying with a cold smile: ‘Obviously, that’s not what we want . . . at
this time.’

When Kuprin revealed Russia’s map, both Von Eschl and the
Austrian ambassador were visibly surprised, for the area to be
absorbed by Russia was astonishingly small, not much larger than
what would be given to Austria, but as the three men studied the
map, Von Eschl began to appreciate the cleverness of Russia’s
proposal. ‘You win Poland’s sympathy by taking little, but from
your foothold, you intend to dominate all.’

Kuprin smiled. He was fifty years old, a man who had served
on many delicate missions and who knew that he could not hood-
wink this clever Prussian. ‘To dominate what’s left of Poland?
Isn’t that what we all aspire to?’

The three plotters interrupted .their map study to discuss this
interesting point, each disclosing what plans his nation had for
the disciplining of Poland, but after a few exchanges Von Eschl
said with some impatience: ‘Let us see the Austrian map,” and
when it was spread on the table, he saw that to a marked degree
it resembled Russia’s.

‘Did you compare plans?’ he asked, and when each denied any
complicity, he shrugged and said: ‘Prussia is defeated. My map
is useless, so we shall conform yours and yours.’

For two days these brilliant men sat in the Polish palace and
divided Poland, each with considerable knowledge of the terrains
under debate, each with a clear view of what ought to be done.
Von Eschl fought for all the lands that had ever been held by the
Teutonic Knights back in the fourteenth century; Austria, for the
rich farmlands east of Krakow; and Russia, for the low flatlands
that would provide an easy entrance into Europe. If one granted
that Poland had to be partitioned because of her inability to govern
herself, the partition devised by those neighbors was not imprac-
tical. Each received what it felt it needed, and a central core as
large as France remained for the Poles to play with in their game
of Golden Freedom.

As the diplomats folded their maps, each duplicating the lines
on the others, Von Eschl said: ‘Our major weapon in the years
ahead, gentlemen, will be the phrase that the Poles themselves
invented. The Golden Freedom. Everything we do to keep Poland
off balance, everything we do to strangle it in preparation for the
final partition, let us do in the name of Golden Freedom. We will
become the champions of Poland’s freedom. We will defend her
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rights against the revolutionaries. When we send our armies to
Warsaw, and we will, let us always do so waving the flag of
Golden Freedom.’

‘Why do you propose that?” the Austrian asked, for his nation
had less intimate experience with day-to-day political maneuvering
in Poland than either of the other two.

‘We have in our hands a subtle control,” Von Eschl explained.
‘If we cry to the world “We are doing thus-and-so to protect Polish
freedom,” we will be permitted great latitude. We must show
ourselves always to be the champions of freedom. Freedom this,
freedom that. Our hearts bleed for freedom.’

‘To what devious purpose?’ the Austrian asked.

‘No deviousness whatever,” Von Eschl replied sanctimoniously.
‘We really shall protect Polish freedom—the freedom of a nation’s
few wealthy magnates to destroy the whole. The great families
must remain free to terminate one Seym after another with the
liberum veto. They must continue to own the serfs and control
their labor. Let them continue to prevent townsmen from ever
owning land. Let them remain free to oppose the king in any
sensible move he tries to make. Gentlemen, by preserving such
freedoms, we shall encourage Poland to strangle herself, and we
shall divide the corpse without our marching battalions’ ever firing
a shot.’

‘Can we rely upon the magnates to commit such folly?’ the
Austrian asked, and the Russian Kuprin replied: “You can depend
on them to do almost anything stupid that you can devise.’

At this point the conspirators engaged in a negotiation so shock-
ing that they felt compelled to lower their voices. In the heart of
Warsaw, which stood at the heart of Poland, they discussed which
Polish leader was in the secure pay of which foreign power, and
the precise degree to which this patriot could be depended upon
to betray his country.

" “You Russians,” said Von Eschl, ‘have the Mniszechs tucked
away in your hunting bag. And the Granickis.’

‘We ought to have,’ Kuprin said, ‘considering how much money
we spend on them every year. But you Germans do the same with
your Pasek.’

‘And we get just as loyal service from him as you do from
Mniszech.’

‘We have only two solid supporters,’ the Austrian ambassador
confessed, ‘but they are sterling. Count Lubonski of Gorka, to
whom we make no payments whatever, and the younger Prince
Lubomirski, to whom we pay a great deal.’
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‘Why do you give Lubonski nothing?’ Von Eschl asked. ‘He’s
your strongest voice in the Seym.’

‘Lubonski visualizes himself as a patriot,’ the Austrian said.
*He acts on our behalf because his family has always been strongly
pro-Habsburg.' Smiling, he added: ‘The traitor you win by con-
viction is always a better bargain than the one you hire.’

‘But sometimes,’” Von Eschl said, ‘the paid spy works harder.
We pay Radziwill handsomely, and from him we get excellent
results.’

‘Excuse me,’ Kuprin said. ‘It’s Russia that pays Radziwill. And
a great deal, too.’

‘You must mean another Radziwill,” Von Eschl said. ‘I'm
speaking of Janusz Radziwill, of Lithuania.’

After briefly consulting his papers, Kuprin said: ‘Soam . Janusz
Radziwill, whose daughter Anna is married to Austria’s Count
Lubonski.”

‘That Radziwill?’ the Austrian ambassador cried, consulting his
own list. ‘We're paying him...and rather generously, Janusz
Radziwill, father-in-law of Count Laskarz Lubonski, of Gorka.
He came to us himself with a most interesting proposal—came
to me personally—and he’s been in our pay ever since.’

The three diplomats fell silent, conjuring up pictures of Janusz
Radziwill, sixty-two years old, slight of build, clean-shaven in
the French style, sharp-eyed, quick of speech and deft of manner,
a nobleman at home in any court.

‘Remember,” Von Eschl said, ‘Radmwnll spem two months in
Paris three years ago, and in several close negotiations he seemed
to us to favor France’s position much more heartily than he did
ours.’

‘You must also remember,” Kuprin reminded the others, ‘that
France and Turkey are always allies, and we know for a fact that
Janusz Radziwill accepted large gifts from the Sultan for a fa-
vorable vote on the Ukraine settlement.” He broke into a hearty
laugh, for it appeared that this Radziwill, one of the more im-
pecunious ones, had managed to place himself in the paid service
of five different countries.

The men then proceeded to analyze which other magnates were
receiving substantial funds from France, from Turkey and espe-
cially from Saxony, whose ruling family had occupied the Polish
throne for more than sixty years and aspired to return. When the
impressive list was completed, showing the apportionment of mag-
nates among the competing countries, the Austrian ambassador
asked: ‘Is there no one to be considered honest?’ and Von Eschl
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replied: ‘The Czartoryskis and the Zamoyskis . . . they're the ones
we must fear.’

‘They’re new to the ranks of the magnates,’ Kuprin said. ‘Too
young to have been corrupted.’

‘But they seem to side with Russia these days,” Von Eschl
complained.

‘They’re like honest Lubonski,’ Kuprin said. ‘He votes always
for Austria because he believes in the Habsburgs . . . without pay.
The Czartoryskis and the Zamoyskis vote for Russia because they
honestly believe that only our Catherine, whom we are beginning
to call Great, can save Poland.’

‘Does nobody vote for Poland?’ the Austrian asked.

‘Nobody with any sense,” Von Eschl said. ‘Because if he had
sense, he would know as we do that Poland is doomed.’

‘It might survive another ten years,” Kuprin said. Then, pointing
to the pile of maps, he asked: ‘Are those boundaries agreed upon?’

‘For the time being,’ Von Eschl said, and the First Partition of
Poland, the one of 1772, was under way.

Not everyone in what had once been Peland was unhappy with
the new distribution of territory; some who were now within the
Russian empire preferred their new masters and the Orthodox
religion practiced there; some who found themselves in Prussia
respected the stern order of that nation and its rigorous leadership;
and a good many in southern Poland were finding it easy to ac-
commodate to Austrian rule.

Most of the people living about the village of Bukowo actually
preferred the new regime, and in this response they were led by
their count, Laskarz Lubonski, who proclaimed: ‘At last we have
reason in the saddle and the prospect of an easy canter through
the remainder of this century.’ He personally supervised the trans-
fer of land titles from Polish law to Austrian, and encouraged his
people to learn German so that they could cooperate with the new
government.

As a reward for his services in helping to bring this huge area
of Poland under Habsburg rule, he was offered a position with
the new government, but declined: ‘I can serve you better by
staying here at home and secing that things move easily.” Nor
would he accept any money payment for his leadership on behalf
of the Habsburgs, but he was pleased when Vienns verified the
titte Rome had given him and added one of her own: he was now
Baron Lubonski of the Austrian nobility, but he continued to use
the older title of Count.
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When he studied the new map of the area, he saw with interest
that whereas Poland had previously contained about 300,000 square
miles, making it much larger than any other European nation
except Russia, it now contained only 200,000, but this proportion
did not maintain where population was concerned, because there
the drop was from 12,000,000 to a mere 6,500,000. The salient
facts about the partition were that Russia gained a geographical
entrance to the heart of Poland, Prussia picked up a few points of
great strategic importance, while Austria, which had not sought
partition in the first place, acquired a large helping of the best
lands and the most productive people.

Lubonski’s castle at Gorka stood at the extreme northern edge
of the Austrian territories, so that his Bukowo holdings represented
a kind of frontier fortress, and he was pleased to find that Zamosc
was similarly situated: ‘We are the keys to northern safety. Vienna
will have to treat us considerately.’ But he did not voice his sore
disappointment over the fact that his major castle, Lubon, re-
mained not in the new Austria but in the old Poland; the dividing
line ran two miles south of it. ’

‘It’s a blessing!” dapper Janusz Radziwill cried when he visited
his son-in-law. ‘Look, Lubonski, if you have your major estates
in Austria, you possess great leverage in Vienna, and if you have
three or four estates in what is still Poland, you can also operate
in Warsaw. I would like that.’

He asked Lubonski to spread a map of his estates, and when
the large free-hand paper was before him he picked out almost
avariciously the fourteen large holdings of the Lubonskis: ‘Gorka
and Przemysl, here at the northern edge of Austria. That’s good
placement. Lubon and Ostroleka in old Poland, along with the
three smaller ones. Two west of Torun in Prussia, and we can’t
predict what will happen to them. And the five really big ones in
the Ukraine. They’re the ones that will safeguard your income,
Lubonski.’

Always eager to know the most intimate details, Radziwill con-
tinued: “How many villages do you own, Lubonski?’ and the count
replied that he thought it must be about two hundred: ‘But many
of them are in the Ukraine, and they don’t amount to much.’

‘How many serfs?” Radziwill persisted, and Lubonski estimated
that counting the rather substantial population of his six real towns,
he might have as many as a hundred and thirty thousand: ‘But
many of them are toothless infants at one end, toothless old people
at the other.’

Radziwill was pleased at the position in which his daughter and
her husband found themselves. ‘You have castles in four countries,
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counting the little one that’s now in Russia, so you can exercise
a voice in four governments. I've always preferred doing that,
because then you can protect yourself.’

‘No,” Lubonski said, ‘I’m a man of one country. [ wish it could
be Poland, but that seems impossible. So I shall be quite content
to be an Austrian.’

‘Lubonski. . .” his visitor began, but then he directed his atten-
tion to his pretty daughter. ‘Anna, 1 chargé you. Do not let your
husband sever his ties with Poland. Events of enormous importance
will develop there, and a clever man— Look, with Russia, Prussia
and Austria all fighting for the spoils, a clever man. . . he could
accomplish almost anything.’

‘Where will you be during the squabbles?’ Lubonski asked.

‘Well, 1 have that little place in Warsaw and | keep the family
manor in Lithuania, and I've been living in St. Petersburg a lot.
What I wanted to learn from you, Lubonski, is whether 1 could
use the castle at Lubon. It would keep me close to Austrian in-
terests.’

‘You would always be welcome, Father,” Anna said, and with
sudden emotion she crossed the room to kiss her ebullient parent.
He was returning home from Paris and Vienna, and this oppor-
tunity to see Anna and her two-year-old son, Roman, had proved
enticing.

‘I don’t know what will happen to Poland,’ Radziwill said. ‘I'm
sixty-three and I’ve had the feeling several times that I might die
before it’s settled.”

‘Don’t say that!’ his daughter protested. ‘Our family lives to
old ages.’ '

‘I'm worried about those Czartoryskis and Zamoyskis . . . their
radical views. You've heard what they 're proposing next? To allow
townspeople to vote, and own land, and even sit in the Seym.’

‘Would that be so wrong?’ Anna asked. '

Her father looked at her in astonishment. ‘The heart of the world
is the honest landowner, like Lubonski here. He knows what's
good for the nation, what’s best for the peasants. The man who
lives in town is a bloodsucker, or a sniveling priest, or a Jew. In
the long history of the world, no decent idea ever came from a
town. Anna, believe me, when townspeople in their dismal shops
get the right to vote, the world as we treasured it is doomed.’

‘But can so few continue to keep power from so many?

“That’s what history is. The efforts of men like your uncles and
Lubonski’s sainted father, Onufry, to keep things as they are. Do
you remember how he behaved when the king sent him to Torun
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to look into that wretched affair when the ten Protestant burghers
refused to convert to Catholicism, even when the students at the
Jesuit school begged them to do so? Onufry didn’t waste words
or pictures. As judge, he asked them twice “Will you accept the
true religion?” and when they said “No,” you remember what he
did? I was there at the time, fifteen years old, and saw it all. For
the third time he asked “Will you accept?” and when they said
“No” again, he gave one simple command: “Chop off their heads.”
And they chopped them off with me watching, and we had very
little trouble with Protestants after that.’

‘T have always been asharied of what my father did that day,’
Lubonski said. ‘It is the only blemish of its kirid on our history,
and it grieves me to think that my family was involved.’

‘It settled things,” Radziwill said. ‘Some of my family were
dissenters, you may remember, and I suspect that some of them
are secret Masons now, but, by God, after those heads rolled in
the sand at Torun we heard very little about it.’

‘Whose side will you support, Janusz, if things go poorly for
Poland?’ the count asked, and his father-in-law replied: ‘If they
go poorly? My dear son, they’re bound to go poorly, and I suppose,
as always, you’ll back Austria.’

‘I will. Because the Habsburgs bring order. And you?'

‘I had some very interesting talks in Paris. You know, Lubonski,
they're terrified of Prussia. They believe our interests are best
served through Russia. | incline that way myself.’

‘But you just asked us for the Lubon castle, so that you could
be near Austria.’

‘T certainly cafi’t guess at this point how things are going to
go.’

‘You just said you thought Russia.’

Radziwill looked at his son-in-law in disbelief. ‘Lubonski, a
game of vast dimension is being played, old France and new Russia
opposed to old Austria and new Prussia. Who in this room is wise
enough to predict how that game will go? If you're intelligent,
Lubonski, you'll put in appearances at your castles in each of the
countries. Listen, and test, and judge, and be prepared always to
jump in the right direction.’

‘Is that what you’re going to do, Janusz?’

“That’s what I've always done. That’s why I have two beautiful
daughters married to men with castles, and two handsome sons
married to women with castles.” He laughed at this felicitous
summary of his life, then scowled. ‘Anna, twice in our conver-
sations today you sounded as if you were defending the rights of
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townspeople. What's got into this child, Lubonski?”

‘She’s been talking with this fellow Bukowski . . . at the manor
house in the village.’

‘Command her to stop,” Radziwill said, but the count reminded
him: “You warned me at our wedding: “Son, remember one thing.
No man has ever been born brave enough to give orders to a
Radziwill woman.™’

Lubonski had been correct in assuming that his wife’s surprising
inclination toward republicanism as opposed to the Golden Free-
dom of the magnates stemmed from her casual associations with
Tytus Bukowski, who occupied the manor house in the village.
She had met him occasionally at the castle when he came to discuss
political matters with her husband, and during the next dozen years
she had continued to move about the area with that intellectual
and social restlessness which had always characterized the best
Radziwills.

At such times she often asked Tytus what he thought of how
Austria was governing her section of Poland: ‘Doesn’t it seem to
you that they treat us as merely another remote colony?’ And he
would remind her that although he did live in the Austrian sector,
subject to its laws, his more important responsibility was to serve
in the Warsaw Seym as protector of Count Lubonski’s interests
in free Poland. It was an insane system, made worse by the fact
that Lubonski worked diligently to bring all of remaining Poland
under Austrian rule. Poles conspired to destroy Poland.

In recent years things had not gone well with the Bukowski
family; indeed, things had never gone particularly well. The sub-
stantial fortune which one ancestor had filched from the Vienna
expedition against the Turks had been quickly dissipated in the
stables for the Arabian horses that accompanied the fortune and
in dowries for daughters whose young husbands quickly squan-
dered them. In only one decade after the Battle of Vienna, the
Bukowskis had already fallen back to what they had always been:
very poor gentry with an honorable history and some horses. Now,
in 17835, their manor house needed major repairs and their fields
improvements, but the stolid owners went their careless ways,
with conditions along the Vistula continuing much as they had
done for the past seven centuries.

There was, however, one notable change. Tytus Bukowski, for
reasons which not even he could have explained, had begun to
speculate on the nature of Polish history, especially as it compared
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with the development of surrounding countries about which he
heard many accounts, and he saw that each of Poland’s neighbors
had strong central governments, and regular taxation, and armies
which increased in size, while Poland did not.

More specifically, when he watched the Seym, of which he was
now an important member, he realized that almost everything he
was ordered to do by Count Lubonski, Prince Lubomirski and the
powerful Granickis and Mniszechs was helpful only to them and
extremely hurtful to the nation as a whole. Tytus was not a rev-
olutionary, but he did believe that the time had come when people
who lived in towns—some of the-best people in Poland, he
judged—must be given the right to own land, to vote, and even
to take their rightful place in the legislative bodies. Jews he was
willing to exclude because they denied Christ and the primacy of
Rome, which any good Pole subscribed to, and he was not yet
certain what he thought about freedom for peasants, since he
owned three villages, and to give peasants rights might mean
financial loss, but even in this case he was beginning to see that
a prospering society required much more freedom for serfs than
Poland now allowed.

One spring morning Countess Lubonska asked him about these
matters: ‘Tytus, when you meet with the Seym in Warsaw, what
will be your feeling about greater freedom for the townspeople?’

When the countess first asked such questions he had temporized,
for he suspected she might be a spy sent to test him on behalf of
the magnates, but with the passage of time he found that she was
much like himself: a person trying to visualize a new Poland, and
he grew to trust her. ‘I think the time has come, Countess, when
we must have a union of strong men in the towns with strong men
in the countryside.’ _

*You’ve heard what my father says? “Townsmen are like horse
piss. Smelly, noisy and good for absolutely nothing.”’

“That was the old view, Countess. But if Poland wants to protect
itself .. .’

‘Would you allow your daughter to marry a townsman?’

‘I’'m nobility, Countess. Poor but noble. My family has always
married with its own kind.’

‘So you have the same opinion as my father?’

‘I do not.” He leaned against a stone fence that separated the
castle grounds from, those of the village, and said very carefully,
choosing each word for its exact meaning: ‘Countess, you must
prepare your husband, and his friends, for what I believe the Seym
is going to do if it is ever allowed to meet again.’
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‘It will do what it’s told,” Anna Radziwill said, as if she were
one of her fighting uncles.

‘I think . . . that such days. . . are ended.’ As soon as he uttered
these portentous words, both he and Anna appreciated their pro-
found significance, for they constituted a revolutionary challenge
and she wanted to know its dimensions. Perching herself upon the
fence, she asked bluntly: ‘And what will your Seym attempt to
do?”

‘Have you listened to your magnates, Countess? Have you just
listened to what-they say when they meet in your castle?’

‘They talk a lot of bombast, but I think all men do.’ She laughed,
a beautiful, free-spirited woman approaching fifty, amused by the
contradictions of Polish life, whether in the Austrian segment or
the free, and with a finger that contained two rings she pointed
at Tytus and said: ‘Right now, Bukowski, you're talking bombast,
aren’t you?’ )

‘1 must respectfully contradict you, Countess. 1 am the voice
of the future, not of bombast.”

“Tell me about the future, Tytus.’

‘Let’s take three magnates. In old Poland, where I work. One
takes his orders from Prussia because it’s growing. One takes his
orders from Russia because it’s big. And one listens to Austria
because it’s well governed.’

‘It’s always been that way,’ Countess Lubonska said, smiling.
‘You speak as if there were something unusual.’

‘There is. At a time when Poland needs everyone joined together
in a great effort, the first magnate despises everyone in the town—
the burghers, the shopkeepers, the Jews, the priests, the artisans.
They’re all cut off —permanently—from Polish life.” With both
hands waving the air, he made broad exclusionary gestures. ‘The
second magnate hates peasants—will grant them no freedoms at
all, not even land.’

‘Who's left for the third magnate to despise?’ the countess
asked.

Bringing his hands back to his chest, he tapped himself with
his fingertips: ‘Me. The little nobleman with few horses . . . few
villages . . . few peasants.’

‘Oh, they don’t despise you, Bukowski. I'm sure my husband
doesn’t despise- you. If he did, he wouldn’t use you as his voice
in the Seym, would he?’

‘He uses and despises,” Bukowski said, dropping his voice on
the last word as if to end that line of argument.

2;ch, there are degrees,’ she conceded. Flicking her dress so
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that its folds fell attractively over the stones on which she sat, she
said: ‘My father. . . well, you’re right about hirn. He despises all
your three groups. He sees Poland as the fief of about sixty fam-
ilies—the only ones in his opinion who count.” She brought her
hands to her face to hide the broad smile; then she dropped them
to look bewitchingly at her husband’s factotum. ‘Tytus, when I
was about eighteen my father took me aside, sat me in a chair,
and showed me a small sheet of paper on which he had written
seven names. | can see them yet, in order, starting with Radziwill.
Then: Lubomirski, Lubonski, Potocki, Ossolinski, Mniszech,
Granicki. They were the families from which I must select my
husband, for in his opinion no others existed.’

‘How were they numbered?’ Tytus asked.

‘A combination of ancient power and modern wealth. The Gran-
ickis were newcomers, but they were damned rich. The Mniszechs
were of Czech derivation but they were damned powerful. Os-
solinski and Lubonski were both ancient and rich, and Lubomirski,
of course, was best of all.’

“Then why did he place the Radziwills first?’

‘Because we are first.’

‘Weren't the Czartoryskis and Zamoyskis already rather rich
and powerful?’ -

‘Father had them on his list—over to one side, with a note
above them: “If things go poorly.”’

‘Meaning?’

“That if I couldn’t catch a Lubomirski or one of the rich Rad-
ziwills. . . You know, of course, that our branch of the Radzi-
wills . . . we had damned little. That's why my father has had to
be so...” She thought for a long time as to how best she might
characterize her conniving parent, and she smiled as she visualized
him in his long overcoat darting here and there as his probing nose
smelled out possibilities. No appropriate word came, and in the
end she said in a kind of defeat: ‘That’s why Father has had to
be so flexible.’ )

‘Was it easy, catching a Lubonski?’

‘From the moment I saw Laskarz, and I think that from the
moment he saw me . . . because [ was not ugly when I was young . . .’
She kicked at the stone wall with the heel of her left boot, then
asked in real anxiety: ‘Oh, Tytus, what's going to happen to
Poland?

One day in 1786 they carried this question to the count, who
laughed at their fears, citing an old truism: ‘Anarchy is the sal-
vation of Poland. We have always thrived on chaos.’
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‘But if we can't defend ourselves?’ his wife asked.

‘Our strategy is to be so obviously weak that no neighbor will
feel it necessary to attack us.’

‘It seems to me,” Bukowski said, ‘that in 1772 our neighbors
attacked us rather severely. They stole half our citizens.’

‘That was a readjustment,” Lubonski argued, ‘and I think you'll
agree we're better off now than we were then.’

‘People are beginning to take seriously the proposals of the
Czartoryskis,' Tytus wamned, and the countess jumped to his sup-
port: ‘Yes, I've heard much good said about their plans.’

Now the count dropped his easy rebuttals, for he had heard even
some of his associates discussing seriously the proposed reforms,
and he simply could not fathom why a man in his senses would
even listen to them, let alone accord them attention. ‘I want you
to hear, one by one, the incredible things they’re suggesting. First,
abolition of the liberum veto, the agency with which we protect
our rights. Second, the Seym to serve for two years instead of six
weeks, and God knows what would happen then. Third, townsmen
to have the vote. Fourth, banishing landless gentry from the Seym
on the grounds that they vote always for the magnates who pay
their bills. Fifth, an end to private armies like ours and the in-
stallation of a strong central army, which would threaten our free-
doms. Sixth, peasants to be given their own land, at our expense.
Seventh, additional power to the king, who would soon dictate to
the magnates. Eighth, hereditary king rather than free election by
the magnates and the gentry.’

As he listed these demands, his voice grew more and more
grave, until at last it was a mournful rumble, as if he were la-
menting the passage of an era, and he looked soberly at his listeners
to impress upon them the revolutionary nature of these proposals.
But then he brightened. ‘This was before your time in the Seym,
Tytus, but when the patriots awakened to what was happening,
we sprang to action. Lubomirski, myself, Granicki, Mniszech
.. . there were other good men too, but we led the way in defense
of the motherland.’

‘What did you do?’ the countess asked.

‘We proposed our own series of bills, the ones that would
preserve freedom. First, the king to be elected, preferably from
among foreign nominees, by us magnates. That would protect us
from dictators and hereditary domination. Second, continuance
forever of the liberum veto, which is the protection of the few
against the pressure of the many. Third, the ancient right of any
magnate to renounce allegiance to the king, if the king persists in
error. Fourth, land ownership and office occupancy reserved ex-
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clusively for magnates and their supportive gentry. Fifth, land-
owners’ control of peasants to be continued and strengthened.’

‘Who won?’ the countess asked.

‘For the moment, reason prevailed and we won. But revolu-
tionaries like Czartoryski refuse to surrender, and if we ever have
a Seym again, you can be sure they’ll be back with their radical
reforms.’

In 1788, to everyone’s astonishment, the Seym was permitted to
open a session which many predicted would be a turning point in
Polish history, and they were right, because the sober, well-
educated men who met this time were deeply aware of the fact
that the salvation of their country depended upon the decisions
they were about to make, and they approached their task with
prayers and a proper gravity.

Historically, Seyms were supposed to meet only in alternate
years and then for just six weeks. This one lasted four glorious
and rewarding years that saw one after another of the restrictive
old privileges swept away: the liberum veto was abolished, mean-
ing that henceforth Poland’s parliament would operate like those
of other nations, on the majority principle; townsmen were allowed
to own land; the more onerous impositions on the peasants were
removed, but of course serfdom was continued, since even re-
formers could not visualize Poland without it; the Catholic church
was deprived of its vast land holdings but was justly compensated;
and most important of all, the town businessmen were invited into
the halls of government.

On 3 May 1791 a new constitution evolved out of this revo-
lutionary four-year Seym. It was recognized as the best in Europe
and the equal of what had recently been promulgated in America,
philosophers hailed it as an architect’s drawing for a modern na-
tion. With one gigantic leap, Poland left the Middle Ages and
catapulted herself into the front rank of governments. The Czar-
toryskis had defeated the Lubonskis.

But in Prussia and Russia the new plan activated alarms of terror,
for the rulers of those autocracies properly evaluated it as a mortal
blow to their dictatorships. In Berlin the King of Prussia sum-
moned Baron von Eschl and stormed: ‘Your partition in 1772 was
supposed to have forestalled such nonsense. If this new eonsti-
tution is allowed to function even one year, it will spread havoc
in the German states. Everyone will be demanding similar free-
doms.”

‘We must start a war to disrupt things,” Von Eschl proposed.
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‘That we’ll do, but first you get yourself to Warsaw and repair
the damage your leniency allowed.’

‘Are you willing, Sire, to support me if we erase Poland alto-
gether this time?’

‘Wipe it out.”

‘Even if Austria refuses to come along?”

‘We’re in a better position if she doesn’t. [ want you to occupy
everything we need—Warsaw . . . Krakow . . . Lublin. . . all the way
to Brest-Litovsk.’

‘Russia and Austria might combine against us.’

‘That’s a risk we must take. But Poland is to be eliminated. It
has no excuse for existence.’ And with this harsh directive, Von
Eschl made his way to Warsaw.

In Moscow the Empress Catherine was even more disturbed,
and at a session with her councillors she enunciated, without being
aware that she was doing so, the policy that would henceforth
govern Russian-Polish relations: ‘Whenever the people of Poland
enjoy a better life than those in Russia, we are in mortal danger.
At such times Poland must be held down.’ After the meeting she
held private counsel with Fyodor Kuprin: ‘My dearest little ad-
viser, things have gone sadly wrong in Poland. Hurry there and
make corrections.’

‘Total dismemberment this time?’

The question posed the most severe difficulties for Catherine,
and she attacked it circuitously: ‘I intended that my old friend
Poniatowski should vacillate, for | knew he was weak. But [ never
expected him to be this weak. When those men laid that new
constitution before him, he should have shot them all. Since he
refused to do the job, we’ll have to do it for him.”

‘Then you do mean total dismemberment?’

‘I wish I did, my treasured little guide, but we must keep one
consideration always in the forefront. We are not strong enough
right now to engage in war with Prussia. Sadly, we must tem-
porize. And what we must prevent more than anything else is a
situation in which Prussia grabs most of Poland and sits on our
front doorstep, growling to be let in to Moscow.’

‘What must I do?’

‘Cut Poland to pieces. Great slices off here and there. But leave
a central core, because for the present we need it as protection
against Prussia.’

*You hand me a most difficult assignment. Kill, but not quite.’

She rose and kissed him, this strange little man who had served
the Romanoffs so dutifully, chopping off heads for Empress Anna,
ripping out tongues for Empress Elizabeth, subjugating Cossacks
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for Czar Peter, and now destroying nations for Catherine. ‘We do
one thing at a time, little friend, but I assure you that before the
years pass, you and I will finish with Poland forever. Now off to
Warsaw.’

While the two diplomats were moving into position for their
assault on the Polish nation, pamphleteers in both Berlin and St.
Petersburg started sending out messages to all the courts and jour-
nals of opinion in Europe, one from autocratic Russia sounding
the tone that would prevail:

It is sickening to all who love freedom to leamn in dispatches
from Warsaw how the freedom which the people of Poland
once enjoyed is being trampled underfoot by the same kind
of revolutionary excess which has darkened France with the
blood of its best citizens. In Poland the rights of man have
long been protected by an admirable system known as the
Golden Freedom, under which kings and peasants alike,
knights and townsmen, equally enjoyed the benefits of be-
nign rule, and under which the precepts of Christianity were
observed.

Now the historic Golden Freedom which made Poland a
leader among nations is being swept away. Radical reforms
strike at the very heart of a free nation, threatening to make
it a nation of slaves, and this the liberty-loving nations of
the world must not permit. It is the duty of all to rise up
and wamn the tyrants of Warsaw that the family of nations
will not allow this desecration to go forward. It is our duty
to halt it and to restore to a strong and beautiful nation the
freedom it has always enjoyed.

When Baron von Eschl reached Warsaw he became the leading
spokesman for all who were defending Poland’s freedom, and he
rallied around him magnates like old Janusz Radziwill, now eighty-
three but still persuasive in argument, and the Paseks, who carried
weight with the distant magnates who maintained their own armies.
Von Eschl’s heart bled, almost literally many Poles thought, for
the good of Poland, and on his extensive trips into the eastern
portion of the truncated country he noted the location of all castles

and the means by which they attempted to defend themselves.
He was a brilliant, forceful debater, and whenever he met with
magnates, for he refused to deal with anyone of lower position,
he stressed one overwhelming fact: ‘Gentlemen, always bear in
mind what happened in the aftermath of 1772. The Prussian gov-
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emment did not confiscate a single estate owned by your brothers.
No Polish magnate lost a square of 1and to us. But what happened
where Russia took over? You know better than 1. Kieofas Granicki,
a true friend of Russia’s through the years, two of his largest
estates near Vitebsk ripped from him and given to Russian generals
who now call themselves noblemen. . . at Granicki's expense. If
you side with Russia, all your precious freedoms will be lost. If
you side with Prussia, your estates and your freedoms alike will
be protected.’

In this manner Von Eschl won over to his side many of the
leaders of Poland, but Fyodor Kuprin was not idle. He met often
with his Prussian counterpart, compared notes with him, and smiled
when Poles suggested to them that their countries might soon be
at war with each other over how to divide Poland. That some kind
of further partition threatened, everyone acknowledged, but the
form it might take, with Austria not participating, was uncertain.

In Tytus Bukowski's mind several pressing questions arose.
‘Why,” he asked patriots like himself, ‘do we allow these two
foreigners to parade about Warsaw plotting the war that might
destroy us?’ To this he received no sensible answer, except that
King Stanislaw August was too weak to discipline them. Tytus
also asked: ‘How will this nation continue to exist if even more
territory is stolen from us?’ The answer to this was a universal
‘We'll get by somehow.’ His third question was more persistent,
and he directed it to almost every Pole he met: ‘What can you
and I do to prevent the tragedy that looms?’

He even asked this question of Countess Lubonska during one
of his visits home when the Seym was not in session, and she
responded gloomily: ‘I'm terribly afraid a great theft is under way,
Tytus. Let's discuss this with the count.’

When Tytus presented Lubonski with his evidences of Prussian
and Russian duplicity, he found the count reconciled to whatever
evil might happen. ‘Your Seym has gone too far too fast. Any
one of the reforms might have been palatable. 1 have nothing
against townsmen owning a little land. But taken altogether . . . it’s
inescapable that Russia should react unfavorably.’

‘But you’ve always sided with Austria,” the countess said. ‘If
what Tytus reports is true, there could be a partition between
Prussia and Russia alone. Poland could even disappear.’

‘Now that’s ridiculous,’ the count said. ‘Poland will always be
needed where it is. If it didn't already exist, Russia and Prussia
would have to invent it.’

‘As a Habsburg man,’ Tytus asked, ‘are you happy to see Austria
excluded?
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‘Such things are of little moment, Tytus. Poland will always
be there, and if a few miles are chopped off for Prussia and a few
for Russia, no great harm is done.’

He ordered refreshments and then heard that his son and Bu-
kowski's were tending horses at the stables, and he sent for them,
and when the young men appeared—Roman Lubonski, aged
twenty-two, tall and extremely shy, and Feliks Bukowski, a year
younger and a slender, healthy fellow—he asked them to join the
discussion, for he was eager to have his son learn the workings
of Polish politics, and this meant that young Bukowski must, too,
for in a sense, well-adjusted Feliks was a planned companion for
the self-consciously diffident Roman.

“Tytus has been telling us that things looked dark at Warsaw.
Explain to the boys.” And Tytus gave a brief summary of the
ominous slide which he and his friends in the Seym had witnessed,
concluding: ‘It looks like war.’

‘Should it come,’ the count said, ‘we have no part in it...no
interest in it. Do you understand that, young men?’

‘I should think we'd all be very interested,’ Feliks said.

‘1 agree,” his father said hastily, without considering what effect
such opposition to the count’s opinion might have. To his relief,
Lubonski did not lose his temper: *All we’re discussing is a little
trimming of the fat. Russia wants a few miles that Poland doesn’t
need. Prussia wants her share. And there’s no more to it. To start
a war over such inconsequentials would be folly. Don’t you agree,
Tytus?” And this time Tytus nodded.

But when Bukowski and his son were back at their own home
the discussion was quite different, for Tytus said: ‘I'm a Pole,
Feliks, and so are you. What happens up there concerns me and
I hope to God it concems you . . . always.’

‘The count says we're Austrians now. But the countess tells me
on the sly: “You’'re Polish and always will be.” I asked her if she
was Polish too, and she said: “Forever.”’

Tytus led his son to 2 window, and as if to lend emphasis to
what he was about to say, pointed toward the river: ‘As long as
the Vistula flows, it waters the soul of Poland.’

‘What can be done if Russia and Prussia attack?’ the young man
asked.

‘Nothing,’ his father said in a frank admission of the futility
that oppressed him. ‘But the time will come, Feliks, and be at-
tentive to recognize it when it does come, when patriots will arise
armd sweep Austrians out of our lands, and Germans out of the
west, and Russians out of the east.’

‘Are you sure?” Feliks asked.
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‘As sure as a man can be. Poland will be Poland again.’

‘When?’

Tytus slumped in a chair and pondered that most difficult of
questions, and when he had weighed all possibilities, he felt that
he must speak honestly with his son: ‘I fear there will be another
great retreat, and then perhaps another. It’s even possible that our
lovely neighbors will gobble us up completely. For a time. Maybe
even for a long time, because they're powerful and we’re weak.’
He rose from his chair, and again he and his son looked down at
the great river which had always commanded so much of their
family's life, and his voice was strong as he said: ‘As long as the
Vistula flows, Poland will be Poland.’

Two weeks later a most fatuous debate erupted in the Seym,
proving that even a patriot like Tytus Bukowski could behave like
a child when some matter of truly Polish concern had to be handled.
This one involved horses.

A deputy with experience in both Russia and Prussia addressed
the parliament with some vigor:

‘I have visited five foreign nations in my day, and being of
a military cast of mind, I have invariably studied the armies
of the lands I've been in. And I want to assure you gentle-
men that we in Poland are committing a terrible mistake,
which must be corrected if this nation is to preserve its
existence. -

‘Listen to these figures. In the Prussian army the foot sol-
diers who fight the battles and take the land constitute sixty-
eight percent; cavalry who dash about for show, thirty-two
percent. [Here there was a wild upheaval as cavairy officers
in the Seym demanded a retraction, which the speaker was
forced to give.] I meant no aspersion on our proudest branch
of service.

‘In Russia the proportion is sixty-nine to thirty-one in favor
of the foot soldier. In Austria, which has always been partial
to cavalry and losing important battles, something closer
to sixty to forty. [Here again there was rioting and a demand
for another apology, this time not only to the cavalry but
to Austrian heroism.] In France, so far as we can ascertain
during the revolution, seventy to thirty, and in England,
where they fight with heroic courage to win their battles,
which they seem always to do, seventy-two infantry to -
twenty-eight cavalry.
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‘And what is the proportion in Poland? Foot soldiers who
do the fighting, twenty-nine percent; and cavalry who—
[Cries of Careful. Retract. Retract. And a general distur-
bance in which Delegate Tytus Bukowski, who loved horses,
challenged the speaker to a duel. Unperturbed, the critic
continued.] So we must ask ourselves whether in our new
army, which the Seym has so courageously authorized, we
intend to have the infantry fighting or the cavalry parading.’

The debate, so forthrightly presented, fell quite out of hand, and
it was the general opinion of all the delegates, save those who
had traveled abroad or studied military history, that no Polish
gentleman worthy of that distinguished name would go into battle
on foot; it had never been done and it never would be. Orators
reminded the Seym of the gallant Polish knights who had ridden
into battle at Grunwald in 1410 and of the even more dashing,
daring winged cavalry who had defeated the Turks in Vienna in
1683.

‘The honor of Poland has always ridden astride some great
horse, and it always will,’ cried a Lubomirski appointee, and Tytus
Bukowski, speaking for Count Lubonski, said: ‘The Polish infan-
try is a rabble of peasants armed with clubs, and no gentleman
would have anything to do with it.” At the conclusion of a fiery
oration defending the horse, hé renewed his challenge to the del-
egate who had opened this subject, but the acting chairman, a
clergyman, prevailed upon him to withdraw it, which he did in a
phrase which circulated approvingly throughout the castles of Po-
land: ‘As long as Poland has a well-trained cavalry, she will remain
free, and if the day ever comes when she relies on the foot soldier,
she will march to her surrender.’

But when in the summer of 1792 a group of magnates begged
Czarina Catherine to send in an army to protect their Golden
Freedom from the nihilistic reforms proposed by the Seym, and
when the ardent defenders of the horse saw that the Russians came
with few cavalry and many foot soldiers, who occupied and held
on to territory, even men like Tytus Bukowski had to confess their
error, for the new-style Russian army was irresistible. And when
shortly thereafter Prussian armies of comparable composition be-
gan to win great victories in the west, Polish reformers saw that
their cause was doomed; by the beginning of 1793 all was lost.

Tytus did not hurry back to the sanctuary in Austrian Poland to
which he was entitled. Circumstances had converted him into a
patriot; with like-minded friends, he had given Poland one of the
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finest constitutions in the world, one of the best forms of govern-
ment, guaranteeing freedom for all within a workable future, and
he could not stand idly by and see this noble vision perish.

Count Lubonski, aware, from things his wife had disclosed,
that Tytus might stay with the reformers, saw to it that the two
young men—his son and Bukowski’s—did not bolt off to join
him; he kept them tight within his castle and was careful to censor
what news reached them. They were fine lads, he thought, better
educated by far than he had been at their age, and although Roman
did seem rather slow at times and reticent to state his opinions,
when he did so they proved surprisingly sound. He had his moth-
er’s brilliance of insight, his father’s tremendous stability, and the
count could visualize him pefforming well at the court in Vienna.
‘He could easily become the governor general of Polish Austria.’
Lubonski told his wife, ‘and I like the way in which young Bu-
kowski helps him in this developing period. We must look out
for young Feliks and assist him when we can, because I'm afraid
his father is irresponsible.’

Tytus Bukowski was proving his lack of stability rather spec-
tacularly. Gathering about him eighteen members of the Seym,
he organized a cavalry unit and placed it at the disposal of the
general defending Warsaw, but the Polish effort was so chaotic,
compared to the steady pressure of the Prussians from the west
and the Russians from the east, that not even the valiant efforts
of the patriots accomplished anything, and a general debacle en-
sued.

The army was defeated. The traitorous magnates who had in-
vited Catherine in to devastate the country she had once given to
her bedfellow Poniatowski fled the country. Prussia and Russia
occupied the entire nation, or as much of it as they cared to. And
tall, austere Baron von Eschl and short, clever Fyodor Kuprin met
as before to draw the new lines.

When Bukowski saw the map he choked with despair. This was
not the nibbling away of which Count Lubonski ‘had spoken so
cavalierly; this was wholesale, callous, brutal dismembering of a
great and Christian state. For no moral cause whatever, except a
desire to crush a liberal nation whose leaders were charting new
courses to freedom, Prussia and Russia had castrated Poland in
defense of their Golden Freedom. All the good works of the years
from 1772 to 1793 were scomed and discarded by outsiders be-
fore the insiders had a chance to make them function. It was one
of the cruelest destructions in history and one of the least warrant-
ed, the more remarkable in that no foreign state protested. A sove-
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reign nation was raped while the trading nations loaded their ships
and spoke of freedom of the seas, and religious leaders spoke of
moral responsibility and justice.

The more Bukowski studied the map, the deeper became his
despair. Russia was taking a vast expanse from Vitebsk to Minsk,
and Prussia was doing the same, from Poznan almost to the gates
of Warsaw. ‘My God!" Tytus cried when he saw the pitiful rem-
nant, an elongated strip with no logical basis for existence. ‘How
do they expect us to live?’” And he was so outraged that he stormed
into the quarters where his improvised cavalry unit was berthed
and persuaded a group of men like himself to make protest against
this crime. They mounted their horses, brandished what informal
weapons they could find, and started out at a slow canter to attack
the Granicki palace, where the Prussian and Russian diplomats
were meeting to refine the boundaries of the lands they were
stealing. As they reached Senatorska, the wide avenue leading to
the royal castle and the palace, they spurred their horses to a faster
pace, but when the time came to leave Senatorska and head for
the palace, a detachment of Prussian guards intercepted them, the
German commander shouting: ‘Halt! It is forbidden!’

Bukowski, in the lead, refused to slow his horse; instead he
spurred it, so that he and the horse leaped right past the Germans,
with others following.

At this moment Baron von Eschl, hearing the disturbance, came
to the front door of the palace, and comprehending immediately
what was happening, he screamed in his high, quavering voice:
‘Fire on them!’ This brought the Prussian guards to their senses,
and kneeling in the snow, they took aim and brought. Bukowski
down, four bullets through his back. When his horse stumbled,
other horses fell, and there was a general massacre.

When the fusillade stopped, all Polish horsemen having been
gunned down, Von Esch] walked over to the commander and said:
*You’d better shoot them all again. We need no heroes.’” And as
he watched, the officer went to each of the prostrate bodies and
put a bullet through the temple. No such coup de grice was needed
for Tytus Bukowski, for he had died at the first volley.

As soon as Count Lubonski learned that his factotum had been
killed in the disturbances attendant upon the Second Partition, he
dispatched a messenger to the manor house at Bukowo with a
request that the inheritor of the Bukowski estate report to him at

once.
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Selecting one of the Arabian horses for which the manor was
noted—and which kept it plagued by nagging debts—Feliks rode
slowly south to Castle Gorka, where he presented himself to the
count, who in this time of sorrow would be his adviser and in a
sense his commander, for he still practically owned the Bukowskis
and their estate.

‘Feliks!’ the count cried as he hurried forward to greet the young

an. ‘I am saddened by news which has reached me from the
north.’

As he and his wife feared, the young man had already heard of
the shooting and was distraught, and Countess Lubonska tried to
console him: *Your father died a hero, and in a heroic cause.’ The
count, hearing these dubious words, wanted to growl ‘He died a
damned fool opposing the inevitable, but he kept his silence, for
he liked young Bukowski and wanted him to adjust quickly to his
loss.

Feliks was twenty-two years old, and unlike most of the Bu-
kowskis,-was slight of build, biond-haired and generally attractive.
He had a quick mind, a rarity in his rather stodgy family, and a
keen interest in all things Polish, but in this tragic time he was
obviously confused and not yet aware that he was now in charge
of his family’s fortunes.

“Sit down, Feliks, while [ call my son,’ said the count as he
poured the young man a glass of Hungarian wine. Lubonski, fifty-
six years old and at the height of his considerable powers, fumbled
among his papers while they were waiting, and when the tall young
nobleman appeared, Lubonski cried: ‘Good! Now we can study
the map.’

‘Why?* Roman asked.

‘Because there’s a new world to be mastered. . . a new Poland
to be understood . . . and because it’s needful that each of you find
a wife.’

Roman blushed. ‘I have not thought about a wife,’ he said, and
his father snapped: ‘Young men rarely do...at least not in the
right way.’ Then, unfurling a map, he added: ‘This time, though,
we shall all go about it in the right way,’ and with the young men
standing behind him he began to piece out the grand tour they
would be starting three days from then. But before he indicated
the first stop he looked up at them, smiled warmly, and said:
*‘What we shall be doing, the three of us, is searching out the
beautiful young ladies of Poland.” Then he added almost sadly:
‘But of course, with the new changes, most of them won't be in
Poland any longer.’
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With long, delicate fingers, almost the hallmark of his family,
he indicated a castle only a short distance to the north: “We’ll go
first to Baranow of the Leszczynskis, one of our noblest families,
then up to that troublesome spot, Pulawy, to see what the great
Czartoryskis plan to do with what’s left of Poland, then over to
my favorite city, Zamosc of the equally powerful Zamoyskis.’

Here he lifted his hand from the map and asked the two young
men to sit down while he addressed them. ‘It is important, it is
crucially important, that you see and understand these two new
families—Czartoryski, Zamoyski. They represent dangerous forces
in our society against which you must protect both yourselves and
the nation. They’re charming people. They’re able. And I am the
first to admit that they’ve done some good things. But they rep-
resent a terrible threat to the welfare of Poland, and they must be
opposed in whatever they attempt.’

‘Isn’t King Stanislaw August a Czartoryski?’ Roman asked.

‘He is. His mother was sister to the two powerful brothers, so
it's a family to be reckoned with.’

“Then why do you dislike them?’ his son asked.

‘Because they represent all that’s revolutionary . . . all that might
destroy what'’s left of the Golden Freedom that made Poland great.’

He resumed his place at the map and summoned the young men
to follow his finger as it roamed the immense eastern reaches of
the nation: ‘From Zamosc we’ll drop down to Granicki’s castle.
He has a daughter Katarzyna whom we must meet. And from there
we'll go far east of Lwow to our estates in the Ukraine, then back
to the grandest of all, Lancut, where the great Lubomirska has
invited us for six weeks in summer. That you will never forget.
[ believe she has a niece who seeks a husband, and if either of
you can catch her, you will be fortunate indeed. Then the portion
of the tour that excites me most, down to Dukla, where the Mni-
szechs have a glorious child, Elzbieta, who needs a husband, and
over to Wisnicz, where the other Lubomirskis have two daughters
awaiting us.’

Placing his hands over the map as if the tour were already
completed, he said: ‘I want you to accomplish three things on this
trip. Study the new Poland to estimate its chances for survival.
Study the old families to determine which of them will survive.
And find yourselves wives. The countess has something to say on
that matter,” and with this he cleared the desk for her.

‘It is very important for each of you young men to find the right
wife.’ Looking boldly at her son, she said: ‘Roman, you must
find a girl who will help you at the court in Vienna. With the
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right wife, anything will be possible. Money you do not need,
but as my father will assure you, for he’s never had any, it is
never harmful. Feliks, you have a name and a fortune to make. . . an
estate to build. Your family has reached a point where the next
marriage will be crucial, and you must consider the matter most
carefully.’

As she spoke of the importance in Polish life of making the
right alliances, by which she meant important to the magnates
who in her opinion constituted Polish life, she asked one of her
servants to fetch the pasted-together sheets of paper she had been
preparing in her room, and when the first of these was spread
upon the table she instructed the young men: ‘One of your most
important stops will be at the Granicki castle. A newish family
of no historic distinction, but extremely wealthy because of the
brilliant marriages the three brothers made in the last generation
and the even more excellent ones Kleofas has made during my
lifetime. The man is exceptional, and you can learn from him the
intricacies of the marriage game.” Almost proudly she pointed to
his remarkable record, commenting upon each element as she
went.

‘You must notice carefully several things, Roman and Feliks.
The Granickis have always lived on dangerous land in dangerous
times. Their men have gone repeatedly to battle, so that many of
them have had two wives or husbands, with the mighty Kleofas
wearing out his fourth right now. His first wife was my aunt,
Grazyna. The second important fact is that these Granickis always
had large families, and in building a dynasty, a girl baby is just
as valuable as a boy. Look at some of the excellent alliances those
girls achieved. But the fact that supersedes all others, and the one
my father drilled into me— You know, my brothers and sisters
made quite wonderful marriages, but even back in the old days
when our Barbara married King Zygmunt the Second, the Rad-
ziwills have always married well.

‘What was I saying? Oh, yes. ..the vital fact is that the Gran-
ickis in their many marriages have done well. Look at that parade
of distinguished names. Ossolinski of the millions. Czartoryski of
the power. And always here and there a Lubomirski to lend wealth
and elegance. You know, even when one of the children strayed
a little to marry into an upstart family like the German Bruhls,
they chose one with new power and new money.’

The countess looked admiringly at the impeccable record of the
Granickis, and with a kind of reverence, as if she were blessing
them, placed her fingertips on the genealogy and said: ‘“To a family
like this, it doesn’t really matter what happens to Poland. It’s the
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farnily that continues.’ Then, as if to share with them the pragmatic
lore which had kept the Radziwills strong through all vicissitudes,
she told them: ‘Even when you've found your first wife, keep
watching, because the probabilities are that one of these days you'll
need a second, and in our family it was often the second marriage
that proved significant.” With that powerful Radziwill forefinger,
which in centuries past had so often spotted the good alliance, she
pointed to the tenth child of Kleofas: ‘Katarzyna Granicka. She'll
be seventeen this year and well worth anybody’s attention.’

Even if the two young men had not participated, this tour would
have been an important one for Count Lubonski, who had not
visited his Ukrainian estates for several years and realized that
decisions of some importance were required there, since, under
the new partition, one of them now lay in Russian territory. So
when he rode out of his castle grounds it was at the head of a
considerable equipage: thirty servants, six wagons, two carriages,
forty-four horses, two tents, a complete kitchen, a barber, a trav-
eling laundry and seven members of the Lubonski private army.

But his major interest on the trip was not his various estates,
which would be visited in turn, but the introduction of his two
young men into the niceties and the history of Polish life, and as
the group approached each new stop he summarized the importance
of the family they were about to meet. When the beautiful low
towers of Baranow became visible he said: ‘This is an excellent
place to start, for it reminds us of what love can achieve. From
this little castle Maria Leszczynska left to become Queen of
France. .. Louis XV ... He had a score of mistresses at the same
time, some of them quite famous, [ think, and we Poles didn’t
approve. But he always came back to Leszczynska, for she was
the woman he loved and the mother of his children. Imagine, from
this small place.’

For some days they kept toward the riverbank as it traveled
north to the lovely village of Pulawy, and on the evening when
they were close enough to see the roofs of the various palaces,
the count decided to pitch camp in an area from which they could
look down at this formidable spot where so many decisions af-
fecting Poland were being made: ‘These next days could prove
the most instructive on our tour. The Czartoryskis are relentlessly
striving to make their family the hereditary kings of Poland—
through the line of Poniatowski—and each year their efforts grow
bolder. You’ll find no girls here available for marmage. They're
being saved for alliances which can strengthen their claim to the
crown.’ .

When servants brought the evening meal the count laughed and
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told the young men: ‘Perhaps I’m jealous of those brilliant plotters
down there. You must judge for yourselves. Listen to them. They’re
a clever lot, and although.I despise their revolutionary politics, I
have to admire the way they’ve magnified the power of their
family. We could all learn from them.’

Pulawy was a revelation to the young men, for its great mansions
were filled with scintillating members of the family, Czartoryskis
and Poniatowskis alike, and it seemed to the visitors that all of
them had learned degrees from Padua, or Geneva, or Oxford, or
the Sorbonne. They were a dazzling lot, and one entire wing of
the paJace in which the travelers stayed was filled with artists and
musicians from Italy and France. The library in this palace alone
contained thousands-of books, and Feliks leamned that in a large
building nearby this influential family conducted what amounted
to an informal university.

But the young women of the Czartoryski family overawed both
Roman and Feliks, who found many to be attractive but all to be
of an intellectual level that was forbidding, and young Roman
said one night to his father: ‘They educate the daughters just as
they do the sons," and Lubonski said: ‘A dangerous process. Never
marry a Czartoryska.’

At Pulawy discussion tumed sooner or later to politics, and on
the last evening one of the Czartoryski men confronted Count
Lubonski with a sheet of paper and a question which lay at the
heart of Polish life: ‘Laskarz, tell me one thing. Why do you and
your old-style friends still seek to revive the liberum veto?

‘Because the major problem of any free government is how to
protect the responsible few from the pressures of the irresponsible
many. Plato knew that. So did Cicero.’

‘But look at these figures. Under King Augustus II, eighteen
Seyms met, but only eight were allowed to enact any legislation.’

‘I’m sure the other ten deserved to die.”

‘Under King Augustus III, fourteen Seyms met and only one
was allowed to function. Your people halted all the rest.’

‘And saved Poland from a flood of bad laws.’

“In later years nine tried to meet, and all nine were broken up
by your men. How can a nation govern itself under such circum-
stances?”’

‘We used the veto to prevent wrong decisions, Czartoryski, and
our courage saved men like you from your own folly.’

‘Are you. . . you handful of magnates. . .are you wise enough
to make all the rules for Poland?’

‘We are, because only we know the value of freedom.’

, ‘Lubonski, talk sense! Your creatures may have broken up a
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Seym now and then to protect your freedom, not Poland’s, but
what about those that were broken up with the money of some
foreign power, to protect their interests, not Poland’s?’

“That never happened.’

Coldly, bitterly, the facts were set forth: ‘In 1730 France paid
the Bishop of Smolen sixty thousand livres to negate all the good
work that the Seym had accomplished. A few years later Russia
paid Granicki forty thousand rubles to do the same for it. Not long
ago Prussia paid Pasek fifteen thousand ducats. And God knows
how many thalers Austria paid her agents in the Seym to render
it futile.’

Lubonski ignored this terrible indictment, turning instead to one
of his and Poland’s strongest points: ‘Look at it this way, Czar-
toryski. What is the biggest complaint we have right now from
our neighbors? That their peasants are flooding into Poland, de-
priving their owners of valuable property. And why do they come
to us like an unending plague of locusts? Because they know that
Poland is free and their homelands are not.’

From Pulawy—memories of which lingered even as they headed
eastward, for in this little village men discussed matters which
gnawed at the soul—the travelers proceeded to two of the major
Lubonski estates, the mansion at Ostroleka and the name-castle
at Lubon, where only agricultural business was conducted. But
when they resumed their jouney, there was much exciting talk
about the approaching halt at the walled town of Zamosc, where
the other radical family centered, the noble Zamoyskis. ‘I do not
like them," the count said as they approached the town, ‘but at
vartous crises in our history some Zamoyski has stepped forward
to save the nation, so we owe them respect. Of course,’ he added
sardonically, ‘when the danger passed we found that somehow or
other the Zamoyski in question had acquired seven more villages
and two thousand more serfs. They own most of this part of
Poland.’

They stayed eight days with this powerful clan, one much ruder
than the cultivated Czartoryskis, but just as Feliks was about to
relegate the Zamoyskis to a lower stratum, he learned that two
men in the family had been rectors of Italian universities. ‘They’re
different,’ the count explained when they were alone one night.
‘l would never want you to marry a Zamoyska. . . far too unre-
liable . . . new ideas all the time. But I think that in a time of crisis
like this, they should be listened to.’ Laughing, he added: ‘What
I’m advising is, listen to the men but don’t look at the women.’

His counsel was unneeded. There were three Zamoyski girls of
marriageable age, but it was painfully obvious that each considered
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the two young men much too bucolic and uninformed, and what
conversation there was centered on the recent partition and was
carried on by the elders.

‘Do you think there will be another?’ Lubonski asked.

‘Without question,” Zamoyski said. ‘Prussia and Russia are
rapacious, so for us it’s merely a question of “Will they bring
Austria in this time?” and if they do, “Where will we wind up,
in Austria or Russia?"’

‘What is your thinking?’

‘Well, | know you’re an Austrian at heart, Lubonski, and |
know you feel that Habsburg rule is on the whole congenial, but
I tend to think that the future lies with Russia. More excite-
ment . . . more energy ... more. .. You'll laugh at this, but I see
Russia as having more poetry and music, and any nation which
has them in abundance lasts a long time. 1 hear damned little
singing in Austria.’

Lubonski could not accept this: ‘Wait! Wait! Vienna has the
greatest musicians in the world—the operas, the symphonies, the
litile groups.”

‘Paid music, yes,” Zamoyski agreed, ‘but the music of the soul,
no.’

‘If there is another partition, where do you suppose Za-
mosc . . . your castles and mine, that is, where will they land?’

‘l...think..." He paused a long time, obviously not happy
with his alternatives. ‘1. . .suppose. .. Austria.’

‘I'm relieved,’ Lubonski said, and the wise old man who had
charted the Zamoyski course for many years nodded: ‘I was sure
you would be. Will you be moving to Vienna?

‘1 doubt it,” Lubonski said. ‘You know they’ve made me a
baron there. But I'm sure my son here will in due course. As soon
as he’s married . . . after he finds his bride, that is.’

In the awkward pause Zamoyski made no attempt to propose
one of his granddaughters, for he knew that none would want to
ally herself with these reactionary rural men, and two days later
the visitors departed, with Roman and Feliks expressing no regrets.

They were excited by the prospects of the next stop, for there
they would meet for the first time the mighty Granicki family,
including the legendary Kleofas of the four wives and ten children.
As they approached the huge, stumpy, thick-walled Radzyn Castle
that had withstood half a dozen sieges, Lubonski told them: *You
saw my wife’s chart. I have nothing to add except that Kleofas
has always been strongly in the pay of the Russians, so let’s not
speak well of Austria.’
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But minutes after they met him, huge, bulky, head-shaven Kleo-
fas growled from beneath his monstrous mustaches: ‘By God,
Lubonski, I wish my estates had fallen into Austrian hands rather
than Russian. You were damned lucky. Cathenine has stolen two
of my best lands from me and I'm worried sick trying to protect
my other two from her rapacity.’

The young men liked Kleofas from the moment they saw him;
he was an epitome of the old Poland, for he dressed in the style
of the 1400s in long, sweeping cloaks covered with embroidery
and chains, and he talked in that style too, with many round oaths
and recollections of battle. Six of his children were sharing the
castle with him at the moment, each in his or her own suite of
gusty rooms adorned with wall hangings from the past, and one
of them was the unmarried daughter Katarzyna, seventeen and
charming in her various costumes, also in the style of the 1400s.
She was the daughter of Kleofas’ fourth wife, a Lubonska who
had the grace which characterized that family and who had passed
it along to Katarzyna.

As soon as Feliks saw her he was enchanted, for she was a
delightful young woman, her hair in long braids, her smile un-
usually free and warm. There was, however, a distraction: in the
castle at this moment was a young member of the Lubomirski
family who had been studying in both Geneva and Paris. He was
a year older than Roman, which made him two years older than
Feliks and infinitely older in charm and learning. His name was
Ryszard—Richard he called himself when traveling abroad—and
it was obvious that since he had come to court the charming
Katarzyna, Feliks was not going to stand much chance.

But there was a major reversal during the first dinner at the
castle, an affair for thirty, because young Lubomirski appeared in
the French style of dress rather than the old Polish style favored
by the Granickis, and from the moment he entered the large room
with the glistening mirrors there was trouble. Kleofas roared: ‘Who
brings women’s clothes into this castle?” and young Ryszard af-
fected not to have heard the gibe. This amused Kleofas, and he
bellowed to his wife: ‘Jadwiga, we have an extra woman for dinner
tonight.” At this the various wives snickered behind fists held to
their mouths, whereupon Kleofas shouted: ‘Let’s see what she
wears underneath!” And before his wife could halt him, the huge
man had leaped from his chair, grabbed Lubomirski from behind,
and started shouting for his sons to help him strip away the of-
fensive French clothing.

Two of the Granickis joined their father, who despite the screams
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of his women ripped away Lubomirski’s jacket and shirt and trou-
sers, leaving him in the skimpiest possible covering. ‘Now,’ roared
the head of the Granickis, ‘we have a true Pole at our table.’

Feliks could not keep from staring at his rival and wondering
what he would do in such a situation, and he was astonished at
how Lubomirski handled it. Flushed, but showing no anger what-
ever, he resumed his seat at the big table, reached for his glass
of wine and half-toasted each of his aggressors, then sat back
waiting to be served. Old Kleofas watched the performance, again
leaped from his chair, ripped down a drapery from one of the
windows, threw it about the bare shoulders of his guest and em-
braced him, kissing him on both cheeks. ‘By God, you’re a true
Lubomirski. You’ll get the first cut of lamb.” And onto the young
man’s plate he heaped a large slab of meat.

Now for the first time Katarzyna spoke, sharply, directly at her
father: ‘I have told Ryszard that I am like the women of the
Czartoryski and Zamoyski families. [ will marry no man who
continues to dress in the old style.’

‘Then you will never get married,” Kleofas roared, ‘for I will
have no son in this castle who wears French clothing!’

‘Good!’ Katarzyna snapped, her eyes blazing. ‘You can fit me
for a nun tomorrow.’

Kleofas reached over, slapped a chunk of lamb on her plate and
growled: ‘Eat it and keep quiet.’ Then he burst into loud laughter,
pointing with his carving knife at young Lubomirski: ‘By God,
he looks like a Roman senator, but at least he don’t look French.®

By the time the visit ended, Feliks Bukowski was hopelessly
in love with Katarzyna, and the thought of leaving her in the castle
with a competitor as attractive as Lubomirski depressed him, but
when the Lubonski caravan was preparing to start eastward toward
the endless expanse of the Ukraine, Kleofas surprised everyone
by announcing that he was moving his own visit forward and
would be traveling with them as far as Lwow. To the delight of
Feliks, he said also that Katarzyna would go with him, for it was
time that she saw her eastern estates.

It was an extraordinary convocation that Kleofas Granicki put
together for his regal passage: a hundred and sixty horsemen, tents
galore, kitchens, a priest, a tutor for his daughter, and enough
servants to staff a major hotel. A German traveler secing the
departure from Radzyn wrote: ‘Granicki has two hundred and
thirteen separate stalls for his horses and eleven books. He knows
the name of every horse but the title of no book.’

What made the procession memorable was that on his visits to



his Ukrainian estates—through marriage he had acquired half a
dozen in the other parts of Poland—Kleofas dressed all his horse-
men in Tatar costume, and when they reached the great plains he
liked to have them charge, shouting and firing their guns and
yelling battle cries as they approached any village. It made a brave
show, and often he rode along at the forefront, his flowing mus-
taches making him look like a Tatar on a rampage. Of course, he
had terrified the villagers in the old days, and in several cases
peasants had fired at him to protect their homes, thinking the
invasion a real one. Now members of his entourage slipped ahead
to warn the people on the lonely wastelands: ‘Kleofas Granicki is
riding again. Lots of noise but no real bullets.” And when he
galloped up to the edges of the villages, women were apt to be
waiting there with their children to see the crazy magnate.

The last snow of winter covered the ground when the Granicki-
Lubonski expedition approached the ancient town of Przemysl,
and once the San River was crossed, Feliks was astounded by
what this amazing Kleofas did next: from the direction of Lwow
came a camel corps of sixty riders, also in Tatar uniform, also
firing their guns and shouting battle cries. They were the honor
guard of the Granickis for entry into the Ukraine, and during the
entire visit this corps would ride with them.

The slow, wonder-filled journey from Przemysl to Lwow, over
the flat and glistening snow, was one that Feliks would never
forget; Katarzyna rode with him sometimes, she on her camel, he
on his, and occasionally they would urge their stately beasts well
ahead of the others. He would imagine himself and this delectable
girl nding forever into the vast distances, and when Katarzyna
asked: ‘Would you be willing to wear modem clothes?’ he inter-
preted it almost as a proposal of marriage.

The land was almost as enchanting as the girl, an incredible
sweep of emptiness dotted here and there with small villages pop-
ulated by Ukrainian peasants who existed at the starvation level,
then some town of modest size filled with intruding Polish mer-
chants and Jews and Roman Catholic priests who scarcely dared
move out among the Orthodox Ukrainians. When the snow was
fresh, it was like crystal, stretching forever; and when it started
to melt, it revealed a million little flowers, gold and blue and red
and bright yellow, all smiling at the sun and the passers-by.

Six of the camel riders formed a small band featuring Ukrainian
balalaikas, and at unexpected times the men broke into songs that
all the riders knew, and then the steppes echoed with joyousness,

and once on such an occasion a village loomed on the horizon.
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and the camel corps broke into a run, with Katarzyna and Feliks
amongst them, and they dashed at the village, singing and firing
their rifles and wheeling the camels about as if it were some great
attack, and the peasant mothers told their children: ‘Here comes
that wild Pole again,’ and the entire village joined the singing.

In Lwow, Granicki owned a small palace which he used only
for such visits—once every two or three years—and for six starry
days the young people said their goodbyes; Roman told his father
that Katarzyna was about the most attractive girl he had ever met,
and when Lubonski relayed this important information to Granicki,
the old man growled: ‘I'm afraid Lubomirski with the French
clothes has settled the matter.” The count did not inform his son
of the probable engagement, and he certainly did not tell Feliks,
who was not to be considered a competitor, but he did say to
Kleofas: ‘Things often change, old friend, as you and I know.’

‘Damned well we know,’ Kleofas roared. ‘Remember when [
wooed your cousin? She snapped: “An old man who’s already had
three wives! Begone!” So I smashed her across the ear and said:
“No one tells me begone,” and we had quite a tussle. She was
going to shoot me with my own gun, but in the end she considered
the matter and accepted me, and we’ve had three beautiful daugh-
ters.’

‘The loveliest is Katarzyna.’

‘No,’ Granicki cormrected. ‘The loveliest is always the one who
hasn’t found her husband yet. For the moment that’s Katarzyna.’

‘Will she marry the Lubomirski boy?’

‘[ think so.’

‘I think maybe not," Lubonski said.

They parted in the morning, Granicki heading northward toward
his estates now in Russian hands, Lubonski eastward toward his
vast Ukrainian holdings. And when the camel corps started to
move through the flower-strewn steppes, with the horsemen and
the wagons trailing behind, and old Kleofas and his lovely daughter
bringing up the rear, Feliks felt his heart bursting. For the first
time in his life he was truly in love.

Without the Tatar charges on little villages, and without the camels
to divert attention, the Lubonski group assumed a more honest
character, and now Feliks and Roman could study the real Ukraine,
that mysterious land which lay between Russia and Poland, be-
tween Europe and Asia, and the more deeply the caravan pene-
trated this always-conquered but forever-unconquered land, the
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more the young men respected it. They were therefore in a re-
ceptive mind when they approached at last the village of Polz, the
largest of the Lubonski holdings in this area.

It was a low, flat village of small cottages built of many in-
expensive substances—wood, wattles, mud—and it contained
only one building of significance, a small wooden church with
two onion-bulb steeples painted in red and blue. The nearby manor
house was also of one story, but its walls were stone and it rambled
over a substantial area in order to provide rooms for the many
attendants who accompanied the count on his peniodic visits. The
factotum, a man named Grabski, occupied a cottage indistinguish-
able from the others except for the multitude of flowers which
surrounded it whenever the snow melted.

The young men were fortunate to see Polz at this time of year,
for Easter was at hand, not the real one, which had come while
they were en route, but the more lively Orthodox one when the
Ukrainian year reached a climax and young women wore their
best while their mothers counted eggs to ensure that there would
be enough for the decorating geniuses produced by every village,
none better than in Polz. After the long snows of winter, and the
shivering nights, the earth seemed to burst with new life at Easter,
as if the year were just beginning, as it had in the old calendar.

Roman and Feliks had an interesting introduction to the daily
life of Polz, for on the morning of their second day in the village
a young Ukrainian of about their own age appeared at the manor
house to seek a beneficence from the count, who sat himself in a
chair with high back and heavy arms, waiting to hear the appli-
cant’s plea: ‘Your Excellence, I want to get married.’

‘Have you found yourself a good girl?’

‘Yes, Benedykta, the cobbler’s daughter.’

‘Does she wish to marry you?

‘She does, Excellence; and she hopes we may have the cottage
that old Natasha occupied.’

‘Is Natasha dead?’

‘No, her mind left her. . . during the coldest part of the winter.’

‘It may come back.’

*It might, Excellence, but now she lives with my aunt and her
cottage is empty. I beseech Your Excellence. ..’

‘Let me think about this. Return in four days.’

It was clear to Feliks that Count Lubonski had decided within
the first moments to allow the young man to marry Benedykta,
and to have the cottage too, and the postponement was 10 remind
the young fellow and his intended bride that the power in such
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matters rested with the count, who owned them, and their cottages,
and their land.

On the third moming Feliks was walking in the village when
he saw the young suitor and they spoke, the Ukrainian using a
few words of Polish, Feliks a few of Ukrainian, and the former
asked: ‘Would you honor me by greeting my intended?” and Feliks
nodded, whercupon he was led to a cottage near the edge of the
village, its walls decorated gaily and its flowerbeds in bloom.

‘Benedykta!’ the young man called, and a most beautiful girl
came to the low door, slim of waist, her flaxen hair in braids, a
wide smile on her wide face, and a kind of poetic lilt in how she
held her head and moved her hands. Feliks thought he had never
before seen a girl who so completely expressed the joy of being
young and beautiful and in love, and he noticed especially that
her quilted dress, tight at the waist and flaring out below her
knees, was made not of ordinary cloth but of a felted material
omamented with tufts sewn to it, and bright bits of metal, and
many areas of singing color,

How fortunate this fellow is, Feliks said to himself as he stepped
forward to meet Benedykta, but to his surprise the Ukrainian
showed disappointment and asked the girl: ‘Where’s Benedykta?’
and before she could reply he told Feliks: “This is her sister,
Nadzha,’ and Feliks felt an actual burden lift from his heart.

He spent much of his time during the next days at this cottage,
so beautiful on the outside, so meager and forbidding inside. It
had no floor other than the earth, no furniture other than the table,
the beds and the three-legged stools, and nothing much else except
the bench on which the father mended shoes, yet it was one of the
wealthier homes in the village and a center of much delight, for
the two daughters were beautiful, and there was bread, and the
parents had their teeth.

Nadzha accompanied her sister to the manor house on the momn-
ing when the latter and her young man stood before Count Lu-
bonski to receive his formal permission to marry and occupy the
old woman’s cottage, and the sisters formed a lovely pair, Ben-
edykta slightly taller, Nadzha slightly more animated. ‘I am sure
this is to be a good marriage,’ the count said as he left his big
chair to kiss the intended bride.

The girls also appeared together when on the Saturday before
Easter they brought to the manor house the seven decorated eggs
which their family had presented there each Easter since history
began; when the count was in attendance they delivered them to
him, singing an old song as they bowed before him with these
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gifts of elegant and intricate beauty: the eggs of Easter were the
sonnets and the symphonies of the Ukraine, and those prepared
in the cobbler’s house were among the most honored:

‘I bring these eggs
As Melchior brought myrrh.
They are the gifts
That Jesus played with
In the manger. ..’

The girls’ voices blended nicely, and they bowed together as if
studiously trained, so that even Pan Grabski, who was not a happy
man and who disliked Ukrainians, admitted openly to everyone:
“The cobbler’s daughters bring the best eggs and the brightest
smiles.’

By Saturday afterndon, when all the required eggs had been
delivered, seven by seven, the large room in the manor house
resembled a field of flowers, or a jeweler’s shop, for the decorated
eggs, each a work of superlative art, shone in the shadows: red
and green and blue and gold and a dazzling black that made the
other colors dance. Each family had its own preferred designs,
several hundred to choose from, and each colored its eggs ac-
cording to secrets long protected, but in the end the total collection
from the village formed a kind of hymn to nature and to God, a
subtle and magnificent blending of a small fragile thing and the
longing of human beings to create something of beauty.

Feliks was awed by the Easter eggs of the Ukraine and pleased
by the imaginative use to which Count Lubonski put them. On
Easter Monday, at nine in the morning, he allowed the children
of Polz to gather at his grounds, about which his servants had
hidden the eggs provided by the parents, and at the firing of a gun
the little ones were free to run where they wished in search of the
colored eggs, but Lubonski held in his personal reserve about four
dozen, which he himself distributed to the children who were too
small to find any for themselves. Mothers and fathers beamed at
the benevolence of their count.

After the rigors of Lent were relaxed, the village held a dance
at which the cobbler’s daughter and her young man were feasted,
and it lasted three riotous days, during which the fiddle, the flute
and the tambor were constantly at work, one player after another
assuming responsibility for the music-making.

Here for the first time Feliks and Roman saw the robust, artistic
dancing of the Ukrainian peasant, so much more earthy and vig-
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orous than that of their homeland, and Feliks in particular noticed
the enticing manner in which Nadzha twirled to cause her heavy
dress to flare out parallel to the floor while she flashed her pretty
eyes this way and that as her head turned in the echoing air. She
was delectable, the essence of a young woman flirting, whispering,
laughing to the young men of her village: ‘Here I am, Nadzha the
cobbler’s daughter, Nadzha the beautiful dancer.’

Feliks Bukowski was dangerously attracted to her, for after he
had danced with her several times at the extended party, and the
fiddle and flute fell silent, he walked with her along the edges of
the village, and although he was himself responsible for the peas-
ants of three similar villages in Poland, it was only through her
that he learned what village life meant, and the grave obligations
he undertook when he presumed to direct it. ’

‘We girls are beautiful for a few years,’ Nadzha said one day
in a remarkable confession. ‘Then the five babies come, and we
grow fa