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Strona A

Side A

Polish recipe: The text tells about the food shortage in

contrast to the privileges of the bureaucrats, and their

promises.

1. Przepis po polsku

Vsiaf to, cszego nie ma,
dodaé soli i kminku,
potem smiessaé s tym, czego
ckwilowe brak na rynku,
Miessaé dlugo i dokZadnie;
Jak siq snudsi, przestaé
i posypaé tym, na ee
absolutnie nas nie staé,
Nokna upiec lub usmaiyé
lub prsypiekaé na roinach,
polevajac tym, o czym
navet marzyé nie motna,
Wagyscy u nas to jedza,
dla kazdego wystarczy,

Na tyk wladnie polega
polski cud gospodarcsy,

Polish recipe

Take a bit of nothing,

add salt and cummin,

then mix in anything

you cannot buy at the moment,
Nix long and thoroughly;
when you get bored, stop,
and strew with something

we cannot afford at all.
You can grill it or bake it,
or roast it on a skewer,
basting with something

you cannot even dream about,
We all feast on it,

and there is plenty for everyone.

That is what you eall
Polish economical wcnder,

Janek from Gdynia: The young man®s name was actually

something else - but Janek Winiewski is the name he since

is known by. The song starts with a documentary recording

from dec. 17, 1970, which is in the possesion of the trade

union in Gdansk. It was copied during our recording session,

and mixed together with the speaker voice and the song after-

wards.

The trainwhistle heard is the warning from the driver

of the local train to the workers that they would be met

by militia, and you can also hear the militia firing and

people screaming.

2, Pleff o Jenku z Gdyni

17go grudnia 1970go roku

strajkujacy robotnicy Stoczni Gdafiskiej,
{vesvml apelami miejscowego sekretarsza
partii,udali siq do pracy,Jadgcy do
Stoczni zostali znienacka zaatakowani
przesz milicjq, Polegly setki robotnikéw,
A vfr8d nich - Janek WiSniewski,

Chiopey s Grabdwka,

‘ch2opcy s Chyloni,

dsisiaj milicja

ugyla broni,
Dzielniefmy stali

i celnie rzucali —
Janek Wifniewski padi,
Na deswiach poniefli
v 462 Swigtojafisks,
naprzeciv glinom,
naprzeciv tankom,

Chopcy stoczniowey
pom$eci jecie druha -
Janek Wifniewski padl.
Hucszg petardy,

éciela siq gazy.

Na robotnikéw

sypia sigq razy,
Padaja, dzieci,

starcy, kobiety -
Janek Wifniewski padi,
Jeden sraniony,

drugi zabity.

Krwi siq zachcialo
stupskim bandytom,

To Partia strzela

do robotnikéw -

Janek Wifniewski padi,
Stogsniowcy Gdyni,
stoczniowcy Gdafiska,
idfcie do domu:
skoficsona walka,
Swiat siq dowiedzial,

A Song About Janek from Sdynis

On December 17, 1970 the wgrkers

from tke Gdafisk Shipyard,ﬁho had been
en strike, decided to go to work after
appeals of the local party secretary.
On their way to the shipyard they were
unexpeetedly attacked by the militia,
Hundreds of workers were killed,

Among them ~ Janek Wifniewski,

Boys from Grabdwek,

Boys from Chylonia,

today the militia

used their weapons,

We stood up to them bravely,
and ve aimed our stones well -
Janek Wifniewski has fallen,
They carried him on a door
down Swigqtojaflska,

sgainat the cops,

against the tenks,

Boys from tke ahipynrd!
Avenge your comrade -

Janek Wifniewski has fallen,
Petards are booming,

the gas is spreading.

The workers suffer

new blows every minute,
Chiléren, old ones

and vomen are falling -
Janek Wifniewski has fallen,
One is wounded,

another is killed,

The bandits from Slupsk

have grown blood-thirsty,

It is the Party

that guns the workers down =~
Janek Wifniewski has fallen,
Skipyerd workers from Gdynia,
shipyard workers from Gdafsk,
go home:

the fight is over,

The world has learned about it
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nic nie powiedziat -
Janek Wisniewski pad2,
Nie placszcie, matki,
to nie na darmo;

but said nothirg -

Janek Wilniewski has fallen,
Mothers, do not ery,

1t’s not in vain;

at the Shipyard we’ve raised
a fleg with a red ribbon:
for bread and for freedom

pod Stocznig sztandar
8 oservons kokards:
sa chleb i wolno$é

i nowg Polskg -~

Janek Wifniewski pad?,
——— —e

and for a new Polend -
Janek Wifniewski has fallen,

God, you who blessed Poland: The text (translated from the
swedish translatior? goes like this:

Oh, God You who during so many centuries// gave Poland
glory, power and honour// You, who safeguarded us// from
all misfortunes.// We pray to thee in front of Your altars://

Bless the free Fatherland.
Originally, the last line was: Give us back our free Father-

land. That text has been the common one during several epochs
in Polish history, for instance during Lhe second world war,.

During the strike this the originul text could be heard again,

3. Boe, cof Polske.., God, You Who Blessed,,,

_—

Colorful market: The melody is a popular song. The text speaks
for itself.

4, Xolorowe jarmarki

Kiedy vidzq poprzes ssybg
puste haki na tle bieli,
myflq wtedy: gdzie wedliny?
Czy je diabli vsigqli?

Gdsie sgingly przez te czasy

Celorful Market

When I see through the wirdow
empty hooks ageinst white valls,

I keep thirkirg: where’s the meat?
Has it teen blasted to hell?
Where have gone

balerony i kietbasy,
szynki, schaby i rolady?
Ale savaze wtedy powiem,
te najbardziej mi zal -
pPiecsonego prosiaka

s prsedévigtecznej wystawy,
bes kolejki schaboszczaka
i prawdzivej kawy,
Roz2okonych na péikach

v csekoladzie rodszynek,

the sausages, hams,

chops, and cutlets?

But I°11 always say

that I miss most -

the roast young pig

from the shopwirdow before Christmas,
a good piece of pork chop

without waiting in & line,

and real coffee,

Raisins in chocolate on the shelves,
siemniaczanej maki potato flour,

i bez dewiz szynek... and ham for Polish money,.,

Brand new suit: is about the contrast in living conditions

between men of power ard the

5¢ Garnitur spod igly

Garnitur spod igly,
kravacik w paseczki,
rumiane buziaczki

i skérzane teczki,

A ktéz to, spytacie,
c6% to za figury?

To, wypisz, wymaluj,
portrecik tych z géry,

Mina nieprzystqpna,
oczy wierne szare,
Konta wolne w banku
i tupet nad miare,

Teraz dla odmiany
inny portret skreflg,
ktéry dla przyk¥adu

Wytarty berecik,
zapadle policzki,
wymuszona dieta

i wieczne poiyczii,
Ci plerwsi siq bronia
przed tymi drugimi,
Zaslaniajg oczy
rekami brudnymi,

Brudnymi od kZamstwa,

£ lenistwa grubymi,

No i bez odeiskéw,
gtadkini, bialymi,

Nie cheg przyznaé ludziom,
co siq im nalezy,

My$la, ze siq im to uaa -
prosze im nie wierzyé,

Bg ogromna sila

veiaz drzemie w narodzie.
Dgta bezustannie,

daig ku swobodzie,

Uda siq na pewno —
ludzie wszyscy wierzcie:
bedzie sprawiedliwodé,
volnoéé bedzie wreszcie,

ordinary worker.

A Brand New Suit

A brand-nev suit,

a striped tie,

flushed cheeks,

and leather briefcases.
Vha 18 1t? « you’ll ask,
what ereatures are these?
This is the spitting image
of those from the top,

An unapproachable air,

grey, lorasl eyes.

Open bank acccunts,

and an excessive self-confidence,

Now for a change
1°11 drev another picture,
for example,

A wvorn-out cap,

fallen cheeks,

a forced diet,

and endless debts,

The former guerd themselves
against the latter,

And they cover their eyes
vith their dirty hands.

The hands dirty from lies,
and fat from laziness.
White and smooth hands

free from calluses.

They refuse to &rant people
vhat is rightly theirs,

They thirk they’ll get avay with it -~

please, don’t believe then,
Bocause the vitality of the nation
is yet unvanguished,

They strive for freedom
incessantly,

Success will be ours -

believe us, everybody:

there will be justice and freedom
in the end,




Song about another Poland: This is a joke about all the

official slogans from the party and the state that follow

the citicens all their lives.

6, Piosenka o drugiej Polsce

Wiersacy, co wierzs,

%o mussg byé v Partii,

bo &ona, bo dzieci,

bo raty, bo Maluch,

Partyjni, co chylkiem

preyjaujg komunig,

bo bony na cukier,

bo bony do raju -

sbudovaé dzif maja

tq drugs, ehoé plerwssa

dla jednych jest gorssza,

dla innych jest lepsza.

Zeby urosla, deby urosla v silq,
I deby iyli, 1 feby iyli lepiej.
Slqgns do reserw

Jedni opata,
a drudsy gdzie§ w komitecie,
Ci wesyscy, co mévia,

fe nic sig nie zmieni,
bo 5 jednej jeat Fosja,
a s drugiej jeat Niemiec,
Bo burdel, bo Zydsi,
bo Polak siq leni,
4 kto siq wychyla,
to swykly szaleniec -
sbudowaé dzif majs
tq drugs, bo pierwssza
" -dla jednych jest gorsza,
dla drugich jest lepsza,
A gdy urofnie, » ody urofnie v silg,
bedziemy Byli, bedziemy Zyli lepiej.
Jedni od drugich,
¥aidy, co zechce, kupi,
- jeden w Peweksie,
e drugi gdzief w Gieesie,
Mghceyini o twarzach
umgczonych wédka z plakatu:
*On pije, my za to placimy,
Kobiety w codziennym

A Song About Another Polend

The believers who believe

they have to join the Party

because of the wife, of the children,
of the installments, of the car.

The Party members who secretly

take the Holy Communion

because of the coupons for sugar,
beceuse of the coupons to Paradise -~
today they all are to build

another Polend, tkough the first one
is vorse for some

and better for others,

So that She grows, grows in strengih,
and so that they may live, live better,
In their deeca they will reach

4n +he. reasrvalr of lunan sweat.
Some with their shovels,

others somewhere on a committee,

411 those who say

that nothimng will ever change

because we have Russiens to the right,
and Germans to the left,

Because of the mess, because of the Jews,
because the Poles are lazy,

and he who sticke his head out

must surely be crazy -

today they all are to build

another Poland, because the first one
is worse for some

and better for others,

And wvhen She grows, grows in strength,
we shall live, live better,

We shall buy from one another

vhat we want,

some for western money,

others somewhere at reguler siores.
Men with faces

ruined by vodka, from tke posters:
®*He drinks, wve pay for it."

Women in everyday

smqczeniu i smutku,

w kolejnych kolejkach -
przyviefli, rzucili -
sbudovaé dzi§ majg...itd.

('Zbudujeny drugs Polake,itd, -
popularne haslo pafistwowej propagandy
v czasach Gierka)

toil and despair,

wvaiting in yet another line:
Something’s available) ~

today they all are to build,..,etc,

("We shall build another Polamd..."
was the stock slogan of the Cierek regite.l

g

Landscape after the big party: A historical tale with allusions

to the present situation. This song was recorded 1979 in

Warsaw.

Krajobraz po uczcie

Nie ogry£li koéci,

nie dopili wina,
Resztek jedzenia

ssuka pies pod stolem,
Na debowym blacie
obrana cytryna

i suche pestki czereéni
dookola.

Odeszli z damami

o zatiusicronych wargacih

do oznic szerokich

za cigikie zaslomy,

gdzie bialy pudel

kraj  jej krynoliny targa,

przez pania w rumieficach

zd fotel rzuconej.

A v stolicy koronacja sig zaczyna
i krél éwiatowy pokazuje szyk.
Ale z obecnych nie wie jeszcze nikt,
ie na tortach dal napis:

Wiwat Katarzyna!

Ksiag nie doczytali,

nie skoficzyli pisaé,

drukujac hymny, gorace epistoly,
Jakby mialy spoié

peknietych Scian rysy,

grysace pochwaly, pochwalne gryzmoly.
Odessli do zajgé

sennych, dlugotrwalych,

nad biurka za male

dla krélewskich zalecefl,

gdsie Switem piéra skrzypiace

Lendscape after the Big Party

They haven’t finished picking the benens,
they have left wine in their giesses,

A dog is looking for leftovers

under the table,

On the oak table a peeled lemecn

and dried out stones of cherries

everyvhere,

They have followed tke flushed ladies
with greased lips

to the four-posters

behind the heavy curtains,

wvhere a white poodle

is tearing the hem of the crincline
she threw btehind the armchair,

And in the capitsl a coronation comrences,
and the king shows his international lusire
But everytody preseni is still unaware
that on the cakes he’s had it writter:
Long Live Cathberinel" 2
They haven’t finished reading thefPifbocs,
they haven’t finished writing,

to print hymns and fiery epistles,

As if their biting eulogies,

laudatory scriblirgs,

could cement the broken walls,

They have gone te their idle

and endless chores,

to the desks too small

for royal decrees,

vhere at dawn the squeakinrg pens



siq amaly g, gwiece wiecily
by nic nie oéwiecié,

A v stolicy sejm koficzy obrady,
na rgkach niesiony

ufniecha sie krél,
Ambasadorowie nie zmieniaja rél,
wiedsge, jak dlisko

od chwaly do zdrady,

Nie skodcsyli ostrsyé

kos na sstorc stawianych.

Nie russyli szemkéw i sal palacowych,
Wie powywieszali

wesystkich sdrajedv stanu,

v siemie pﬁ bitewnyeh

powgniatane glowy,

Odessli w sukmanach,

kurtach 1 opoficzach

po davnemu sig mgezyé

nad nie swojg rols,

Ktof powiedsial:

Wiedsiaten, ke to siq tak skoficzy,
Na ger wyssly obee wojskowe patrole.
A krél bes krélestwa .

chodsil na spacery,

li, se swojej kasy

utrsymujge dwér,

I nie wiedzial jesscse
niapotrzebny chér,

Jakie, kiedy i za co

salénig mu ordery,

Akt abdykacji:

Il_po—n_to;o::_i pafistwa ofcienne
praywrbca spokojnoé obywatelon
nassym, Przeto z wolnej woli
dsif reszygnujeny z pretensji

do tronu i polskiej korony,
Niessczqflivie zdarzona w kraju
insurekcja pograzyia go w chaos
oras sftan szniszczenia, Pieczolowitofé
nassa na nic siq nie prazyda,
#viadcsyny s cals rzetelnodcis
nasgego imienia,

Nie ogryfli koéci,
nie dopili wina,

were breakirg down, and ecandles were 1it
to enlighten nothing,

And in the eapitel the parliament
concludes its sessicn,

the smiling king is earried around on
shoulders

The ambassadors do not change their roles
because they know how close
is glory to treason,

They haven’t finished sharpening

their scythes they put upright for battle.
They haven’t touched the castles or the
They haven’t hanged jdece,
all the traitors.

on the battlefields

heads are stamped into the ground,

They have gone away

in their peasant gowns

to toil as always on the soil

whieh tkey do not own,

Someone said:

I knev it would end like this,

Foreign military patrols are let loose
to prey.
And the king without®kingdom

kept having his strolls,
supporting his court with money
which was not his own,

And the superflous chorus

did nog kmov yet

vhen and for what

he’ll receive his medals,

The Emperess and the neighbouring powers
will return tranquility to our citizens,
Thus out of our own free will we resign
today all claizs to the throne and

to the Polish crown,

The unfortunate insurection has brought
the country chaos and desolation,

Our solicitude is to no avail, ve
declare witk full earnestness of

our name,

They haven’t finished picking the bones,
they have left wine in their glasses,

e ———————————————— e

Resstek jedzenia
szuka pies pod stolem,

8.

A dog is looking for leftovers
under the table,

e
Mary, our mother, safeguard us: The group performs during
mass in church, and also played their song in the shipyards
during the strike. This song, which in its own way tells
about Polands autonomy, was performed at a Sacrosong festival
in Cracow a couple of years ago, and was blessed by the present
Pope.
Mario, Matko obroff nas Mary, Our Mother, Sageguerd Us
Mario, Matko polskiej ziemii llu:r‘, Mother of the Polish land,
i nadziejo wszystkich nasa, and true hope of all of us,
Tq nadziejg dzif kyjemy, We live by this hope today,
¥ zlej god_:inie obrofi nas, safeguard us in this fatal hour,
Ciebie, Matko, milujemy, We love Thee, Mother,
od Baltyku az do Tatr, from the Baltic to thLe Tatras,
Tq nadziejg dzif iyjemy, We live by this hope today,
v slej godzinie obroff nas. safeguard us in this fatel hour,
Ty, co brataf nas w obrong, You have always protected us,
nie opuszczaj, Matko, nas, do not leave us now, Motker.
Ty nadziejg dzif zyjemy, We live by this hope today,
w g¥ej godzinie obrofl nas. safeguard us in this fatal hour,
Mrok niech w jasnoéé siq zamieni, Let darkness become light,
prawdy niechaj przyjdzie czas, let the hour of truth ccme,
T nadzieja dzif zyjemy, We live by this hope today,
v glej godzinie obrof nas, safeguard us in this fatal hour.
Strona B Side B ("Starzyk" ~ & popular

folk--song)

O0ld man from Gdansk: The tune is traditional. The text is

about the negotiations. Pyk, pyk means puff, puff, as when

smoking a pipe. And the name of the chief negotiator was

Pyka.
Gdafiski"Starzyk"

Juz od lat sa te metody,

zna je stary, zna je mlody:
dugo s18w a sensu brak -

to glupienie wierny znak,

Pyk, pyk, Pyka gledzi,

af nas v pewnym miejscu swedzi,
Glqdzi tak przez caly czas

do roboczych Gdafiska mas,

"01d Men" frcm Gdafisk

The methods have been known for years,
both old and young know them:

lots of words but no meaning -

a clear sign of brainwasting,

Puff, puff, Pyka’s babbling

80 that we itch in a certain place.
He’s babbling all the time

to the workers’ masses in Gdafisk,




Smiejq mu sig¢ w nos -

to rzgqdzgcych los.

Zdjqli Pyke, jest Jagielski,
Jego gadki-nastréj sielski.
Strajkujacy racjq majg

lecz do pracy nie wracaja,
Pyk, pyk, klgskq czuja,

s robotnikiem pertraktujg.

Dugo mbwig, obiecuja,
dzif nas nie wykoleguja.
Wielkiej stawki gra -
Gdafisk dzi§ racjq ma,
Zwarta masa robotnicza
dobrej rady nam uiycza,

Obiecanek dofé juz mamy -
bes vas takze radg damy,
Pyk, pyk, wlos siwieje,

cof siq cnowu w Gdafisku dzieje,

Znbw stoczniowcy majg gios -
smutny jest rzadzgcych los,
Sskoda 818w i 1ez -

wiladsy waszej kres,

They ’re laughing to his face -

this is the rulers’ fate.

They‘ve removed Pyka, now it’s Jagielski,
his tattle -~ a pure idyl,

The workers are right

but they don’t go back to work.

Puff, puff, they smell defeat,

they negotiete with the workers.

They talk a lct, they pronise a lct,

but today we wen’t fell for their sweet
A lot is at stake - talk.
but today Gdafisk is right.

The united massee of workers

gives us good counsel,

We are sick of prcmises =

we can manage withcut you.

Puff, puff, your hair is growing grey,
something is happening ir Gdafisk again,
The shipyard workers speak up again -
the rulers’ fate is sad.

No use talking or crying -

your power is over,

Our demands: There was an enormous increase in poem-writing

during the strike. This is one of those poems, and chat is

about all we know about its background.

2, Zadania

Od klamstwa do k¥amstwa,
od blgdu do biedu,

od gér az do Cdafiska -
do&¢ mamy oblgdu.

Pefdziernik i grudziefi,
po sierpniu znéw sierpief,
a ile v tym czasie
represji i cierpied!

Zmieniajq sig stolki,
gmieniajq nazwiska,
Dofé mamy obietnic
gdy pusta wcigz miska.

Nie Gdafisk i nie Radom,
nie Lublin, Warszawa,
lecz ecala juz Polska

Our Demands

From 1lie to lie,

from error to error,

from the mountains up to Gdafisk -
we‘ve had enough of this madness,

October and December,

August and August again,

and how much suffering and repression
in that time!

Pests change,

nages change.

We’re sick cf promises

when the plate is empty all the time.

Not only Gdafisk and Radom,
not only Lublin, Warsaw,
but all Poland

ma dosyé bezprawia,
Ma dosyé represji,
obietnic falszywych.
Chce chleba za prace.
I wvYadzy prawiziwej.

Na czele tych zgdafl,
nie "inne" czy "nowe",
leez wolne od wiladzy
zwigzki zawodowe.

—ee e

has had enough of lawlessness,

Enough of repression,

of false promises,

We want bread for our work,
And a true government,

At the top of these demands,

not "other", not "new",

but independant of the government
trade unions,

—————————————————————

Ballad of a shipyard: The form is adapted from old Polish

story-tellers tradition, "old men’s ballads'", the melody is

known through Bob Dylan.

3s Ballada stoczniowea

Posluchajcie, ludkowie,

co wvam dzisiaj opowiem -

co siq u nas v Gdafisku dzieje,
kto tu placze, kto siq émieje.-
nie miedci siq w glowie.
Zawsgze Gdafisk nasz polskim by,
sawsge polskim duchem zyi,
WolnoSé cenil, prawo cenil,

® przyszYofci jasnej #nii.
Nadszedl znowu préby czas
robotniczych gdafiskich mas,
Cheg nam zabraé demokracjg,
postuluja stanu racjs.

I to juz nie pierwszy raz,
Powstal znowu gdafiski lud,
néva walka, nowy trud,

zeby kazdy sercem calym
gosil wolnej Polski chwalg,
chociaz gngbig nasi nas,
Smialo, robotnicza braé,

przy swych idealach staé,

Dla historii zlotej karty
saciagnijcie dzisiaj warty,

Co zadacie, muszq daé,

A Ballad from a Shipyard

Come and listen, good people,

what I’n to tell you today -

vhat’s happening here in Gdaflsk,

who®s crying, who’s laughing -

you just can’t imagine,

Our Gdafisk has always been Polish,

and her spirit has always been Polish,
She’s treasured freedom, Justice,
dreamed of a bright future.

The time of trial has come again

for the workers of Gdafisk,

They want to take democracy away from us
claiming national interest.

And it’s not the first time.

Again people of Gdafisk have risem,

& new struggle, new hardships,

80 that everyone cculd laud wholeheartedly
the glory of the free Poland,

though it’s our own who opress us,.
Without fear, brothers,

stand by your ideals,

For the sake of a golden page of history
stand guard today,

What you demand they must grant you,

e ——————————————————————————————————————————————————
_

Cracow-song: A well-known Polish folkdance-tune, with a newly

written text about the strikes and the message from Gdansk

spreading around the country.
Gdafiski /nie/Krakowiaczek
Krakowiacszek jeden

Cracow—song - from Gdafisk

One Cracovian



tym siq v Polsce wslawil,
na konilu jefdszil,
szabelks sig bawil,

Za to u nas v Gdafisku ~
to nie zadne bajki -
stava nasza rofnie,

bo robimy strajki,

CaYa Polska patrzy,
cata Polska stucha,

bo nass Gdafisk prastary
podnosi w nich ducha,
Walcsy o te prawa,
ktére nam zabrano,

Prses lat kilkadziesiat
ciagle nas kiwano,
Lecs gdafiski robotnik

ma v porzgdku w growie,
luyh:g! do Warssawy:
Hola! Staé, panowie!
Mamy demokracjq

krvia ojcéw sdobytsg,
Nie damy, by Tadzil
nani falsz, koryto,
Dzif ivardo stoixy,
feby réunof€ vyia,

by kaidy byl wolny,

nie rzadzila sila,

A %o sg teis tacy,

©0 portkami trzqag
pr'ud roboczg sila

1 naszym Walgsa,-

nie bjcie sig bardzo,
nie vaw sie nie stanie.
Lecz wam wstyd i hafiba
na gawsze zostanie,

became famous in Poland:
he rode a horse,

played with a sword,

Here in Gdafisk, however -
and it’s not a fairy tale -
our fame grows

because we make strikes,
All Polend is looking,

all Poland is listening,
because our ancient Gdafisk
raises their spirits.

She fights for the rights
which®ve been taken away from us,

These past decades
ve’ve been conned all the time,
But the worker from Gdafisk

has his head in the right place,
He shouted to those in Warsaw:
There. Hold it, gantlenen!
We‘ve got democracy

won with our fathers’ blood,

We won’t be bossed

by lie and graft.

Today we stand firmly

by equality,

by freedom,

against the rule of force,

But there’re also those

who tremble in their pants
fearing the power of workers
and our Walgsa,

Fear not,

you won’t come to any harm,

But shame will be yours for ever.

Tke striking workers made a list of 21 demands to the

Government, This is the 22nd d

of the other ones:

emand and the very perequisite

Postulate 22: This poem became somewhat of a signature of the

strike movement. Several diffecent melodies appear.

5, Postulat 22

Przestaficie stale nas przepraszaé

1 mbéwié, ze blgdzicie.

Postulate 22

Stop apologizing all the tirve,

and telling us that you’ve gone astray.

Spéjrecie na nasze smgqczone twarse,

szare i gmigqte jak nasze iycie,

Przestaficie do nas apelowal
o godnodé i dyscypling pracy,

Wresacie zacznijoie siq sastanaviad,

gdy do nas wolacie: Drodzy rodaeyl

Przestaficie wmawiaé nam glupoty,
anarchiq i brak doéwiadczenia,

Zamiast klajstrowaé, gdzie popadnie,

od siebie zacznijcie gmieniaé.,

Przestaficie méwif o wrogofci
do ustroju 1 do sgsiada,
Policzcie, ile wytrzymamy,
a ile moZemy innym dawaé,

Przestaficie ludzi ossukiwaé,
sanykaé oczy, chovaé glowy,
Zamieniaé godnoé6 i kulturgq
v olbrzymi sklep monopolowy,

Przestaficie dzielié nas i sklécaé,
rozdzielaé punkty, przywileje,
przemilczaé niewygodne fakty,
faXszowaé historyczne dzieje.

Przywrb8cié wartoéé wielu slowonm
by juz nie byly pustymi s¥owanmi,
by 2yé z godnodcia i pracowaé

1 londamoﬁeig migdgy nami,

Przestaficie stale nas przepraszal
i méwié, ze blgdzicie.

Spéjrzcie na nasze matki i zony
s;um i zmiqte jak nasze sycie,

Look at our tired faces,
drab and shabby like our lives,

Stop appealing to us
for pride and discipline at work,
Stop to think at last
vhen you call us: Dear oo\mtmgnl

Stop telling us that we are stupid,
ungovernable, and without experience,
Instead of patching at random,

start changing with yourselves,

Stop talking about hostility
tovards the system and to the neighbour,

Reckon how much we can stand
and how much we can give avay,

Stop cheating people,

closing your eyes, burying your heads in the
turning dignity and culture onr
into a huge liquor store.

Stop dividing us and setting us at each
distributing credits,privilege§ther’s throat
covering up uncomfortable facts,

and falsifying history,

Return meaning to many words

80 that they are empty no more,
to live with dignity and to work
with solidarity among us,

Stop apologizing all the time,
and telling us that you‘ve gone astray,
Look at our mothers and wives,
drab and shabby like our lives,

A song for my daughter, a letter, and for Ewa, my daughter

of 12: They tell about the feelings and hopes people had

during the strike. "A song for my daughter" was written by

a famous actress, was heard by a trade

was inréired to write "A letter",

Piosenka dla eérk

Nie nam teraz czasu dla ciebie,
nie widziala cig diugo matka,
J trochgq p kaj, dorofnij,

opowiemy ci o tych wypadkach,
0 tych dniach pelnych nadzieji,

-union activist, who

A song for My Dsughter

I have no time for you

your mother hasn’t seen you for long.
Wait a little longer, grow up,

ve‘ll tell you about these events.,
About those hopeful days,



1.

pelnych rozmévw i sporéw gorgcych,

0 tych nocach kiepsko przespanych,

nassych sercach mocno bijgcych,
0 tych ludziach, ktérsy peczuli,
se 8 teraz wreszcie u siebie,
Solidarnie walczg o dzisiaj

i o przyszlo$é takze dla ciebie.

Vige siq nie smué i czekaj cierpliwie,

a% powrSciss v nasse objgcia,
w nassym domu, ktéry nie istnial,
bo v nim brak bylo prawdziwego

full of talk and heated disputes,

About those nights with hardly any sleep,
about our hearts beating like mad.
About those people who’ve come to feel
that at last they are at home,

Together they fight for today

and for a tomorrow for you,

So don’t be sad and wait patiently
until you’are back in our arms,

at our own home which has never existed
b true happiness has been missing

List

List do aktora warszawskiego
wystgpujgcego podezas strajkéw

w Stoezni Gdafiskiej.

Pray vierszu z naszego biuletynu
"0 céree", plakalam. Ja swojej
ofrki nie widzialam kilkanafcie
dni, ale kiedy wczoraj otrzymalam
od niej list, pisala: Mamuniu,

g¥ova do géry - swycigzymy. Wierssz,

ktSrym jej odpisalam na list,
dedykujq réwniei panu. Moze i do
niego skomponuje pan muzykg.
Podpisano: Jagoda.

Evie, mojej 12-letniej cdrce

Vytrsymaj jesscze, cérecsko.
Losy historii siq wais.

To nic, e tyle juz dni

Jestenm £ dala od ciebie,

T¢ nic, e noce nieprzespane,
ocsy, rgce zmgczone.

Wiara uzdrawia ludzi,

a ludzie sa z nami,

Nasge serca prawdziwie tu bijg-—
v oddali twe male serdussko,
Bija 0 jedno -~ o jutro.

0 nowe jutro.

0 dsief pogodny i czysty

Jak twoja mala duszyczka,

Bez klamstwa, obludy i falszu,
0 slowo wolne i szczery uémiech,
o ssczqfcie wolnego czlowieka,

there,

A Letter

A letter tc the Warsaw actor who
performed during the strikes at

the Gdafisk Shipyard,

When listening to the poem from our
bulletin "A Daughter" I cried, I haven’t
seen my daughter for a dozen or so days,
but in a letter from her yesterday

she wrote: My dear Mummy, cheer up =

we shall overcome, The poem which

I wrote to her, I dedicate also to you,
Maybe you’ll write music to it, too.
Signed: Jagoda,

To Eva, My Daughter of 12

Hold out a while longer, my little daughter.

Our destiny is at stake,

Never mind that so many days

I°ve been away from you,

Never mind the sleepless nights,

the tired eyes and hands,

Faith heals people,

and people are with us,

Our hearts beat truly here -

far away your little heart,

They beat for one thing - for a tomorrow,
For a new tomorrow,

For a tomorrow sunny and pure

like your little soul,

Without 1ies, pretence, and falsehood,
For a free word and a sincers smile,
for happiness of being free.

9.

Siowo: Wolna Ojczyzna
Jest twoim odbiciem,

Ty nie wiesz, co to jest zaklamanie.

Dlatego dodajesz mi sily

w te trudne, sierpniowe dni.
Twoja wiara pozwala mi przetrwaé
noce przespane na krzeslach,
Jeszcze wytrzymaj, céreczko -
slofice siq do nas uémiecha.

eesoniech da to najpelniejsze
roswigzanie wszystkich wassych
kiopotéw, w duchu milodci,
sprawiedliwoSci i pokoju, Amen,

The word: Free Motherland

is your. reflection,

You don’t know what a lie is,

Therefore you give me strength

in these difficult August days,

Your faith gives me strengtk to bear

the nights spent on chairs,

Hold out a while still, my little daughter
the sun is smiling to us,

esslet it bring the bvest possible
solution to all yeur troubles,
in the spirit of love, justice,
and peace, Amen,

See note in text trarslation.

Rota

(Bronié bedziemy Ducha,

Przed nim) sigq rozpa$é musi w py2
Krzyzacka zawierucha,

Twierdzg nam bgdzie kazdy prég...
- Tak nam dopoméz Bég.

Fie beqdzie Niemiec plul nam w twarz,

Ni dzieci nam germanii,
Na sercu orgi toczon nassz,
Duch bqdzie nam hetmanil,

P8jdziem, gdy sagrzai sloty rdg...

- Tak nam dopoméz Bég.

(p1e&f, napisena w 1908 roku przez
Marie Konopnicka, tradycyjnis §piewana

v casie klesk narodowych)

Rota: This is an authentigdal recording from the strike days.

Rota

(We shall defend the Spirit,

Before it) the Teutonic turmoil
Has to crumble,

Every home shall be our fortress,,,
= So help us God,

No German shall spit in our faces,

Or germanizé our children,

Our axms are shaped in our hearts,

The Spirit shall command us.

We ‘Il go when the golden horn sounds,,,
=~ So help us God,

(the song written in 1208 by ¥arts
Konopnicka, traditionally sung {a
times of national ealmities)

Song of the free trade unions: 0ld Polish folksong with a

new text. It is obvious that there are paralells to the old

american trade-union songs.

10. PieSf wolnych zwigzkéw

D316 pravdziwych zwigzkowcéw
Juz nie ma...

Gdzie nie spojrzysz -
interes i szmal,

The Song of the Free Trade Unions

Today the true trade unions

are No mMOre,.,
Whersver you look =
shady deals and fast dough.



Gdsie jJest troska o byt robotnika?
Odplynqla v nieznang gdzief dal,
Wssgdsie tylko kariera i stolek,
Robotniku, nie gadaj, pysk stull
Mass pracowaé, choé trud sgina plecy.
A v nagrodq masz troskq i bl

Jef1i wolnym pragniess byé,
to v sseregi nasze idf.
Z wolnym svigzkiem...rasem iyé,

Ujmie w rqce robotnik ster wladsy,
by oblicse odmienil ten dwiat,

By nie bylo i falesu 1 zdrady,

by katdemu by kaidy jak brat.
ioby trud robotnika ceniono -

Jogo ryce podnossy wswyi kraj.

Do wspélnego wysilku i pracy

dlof pomocng nam, bracie, dzif daj.

Jefli volnym pragniess byé,

to v sseregi nasse idf,

Z wolnym swiszkienm...razem iyé.
Sstandar idealu. wsnie8é,

Nowa bedzie iycia treéé,

Where has gone the conecern for a worker’s

It has run away somewhere, velfare?

Everyvhers only career and synecures,

And you, the worker, stop talking and shut up

Keep working even though you stoop under

As a revard you‘ll get worries the burden.
and pain.
If you want to be free

Join our ranks,
toulive with the free trade unions,

The worker will take over the rudder
and the world will change,

And deceit and betrayal will disappear,
and all will be brothers,

So that the worker‘’s labour will be
his arms 1ift the country “p.appreciated i
Give us, brother,a helpful hand

in our effort and work today,

If you want to be free

Join our ranks

to live with the free trade union,
Raise the banner of Ideal,

There will be a new meaning to life,

e ———————————————————————————————————————————————

The Polish national

anthem: Perhaps it deserves tc be men-

tioned, that unlike
national anthem has
clearly serves as a

history.

11, Jesscze Polska,,,

Jesscgze Polska nie zgingla

’ .
pbki my zyjenmy,

Co nam obea przemoc wzigla

szabla odbierzemy.

Marsz, marsz Dabrowski
¢z ziemii wloskiej do Polski,

Za twoim przewodem

zlgczym siq z narodem,

other East European countries, the Polish
remained the same for several years. It

patriotic song today as earlier in Polands

Poland Hes not Yet,,. = The Polish Natisnal

Anthem
As long as we live
Poland has not perished,
We chall take back with a sword
what the foraign power has %atcn auvay Swom
us,

Forward march, Dagbrowski,
from Italy to Poland.
Under your leadership

we shall rejoin the nation,

ymusly.

"This record is produced by Jorgen Widsell and Lars Holm-
berg in cooperation with the trade union “Solidarnosc’in
Gdansk. The recordings were made in Gdansk, Gdynia and Warsaw

by Lars Holmberg. All artists have chosen to appear anon-

1
Special thanks to Andzrej Koraszewski, Jerzy Adamczyk,

Natan Tenenbaum and our interpreter, remaining in Poland
and therefore anonymus. Without the help of these people
it would not have been possible to release this record.

Jorgen Widsell Lars Holmberg 4
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