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Zotnierz

Wrécit zotnierz na wiosne z wojennej wyprawy,
Ale bardzo niemrawy i bardzo koslawy.

Kula go tak schtostata po nogach i bokach,
Ze nie mogt i$¢ inaczej, jak tylko w poskokach.

Stat sig smutku wesotkiem, skoczkiem swej niedoli,
Smieszyt ludzi tym bélem, co tak skaczqgc, boli.

Smieszyt skargi hotubcem i zalu wyrwasem
| zmudnego cierpienia nagtym wywijasem.

Zwlokt sie do swej chatupy: ,Idz precz popod ptoty,
Niepotrzebny nam skoczek w polu do roboty!”

Pobiegt do swego kuma, co w kosciele dzwonit,
Lecz ten nie chciat go pozna¢ i kijem postronit.

Podreptat do kochanki, a ta sie zagmiata
Ramionami, biodrami, wszystkqg mocq ciatal

»Z takim w fozu drygatq mam tanczy¢ do $mierci?
Ciata ledwo éwier¢ miary, a skokéw — trzy ¢wiercil

Ani mysle ci dotrwa¢ w takim niedoplgsie!
Ani mysle wargami sypia¢ na twym wagsie!

Zanadto$ mi wyskoczny do nieba na przetai!
|dzze sobie gdziekolwiek i nie kinij i nie tajl”

Wiec poszedt do figury, co stata przy drodze:
,Chryste, na wskro$ sosnowy, a zamysl sie srodze!

Nie wiem, czyja cie reka ciosata wysmiewna,
Lecz to wiem, ze skqpita urody i drewna.

Masz kalekie kolana i kalekie nogi,
Pewno skaczesz, miast chodzi¢, unikajgc drogi?

Toki z ciebie chudzina, takie nic z obtokoéw,
Ze mi bedziesz dobranym towarzyszem skokéw”.
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Chrystus, styszqc te stowa, zsungt sig na ziemig,
Ow, co Boga wyciosat, bity bywat w ciemie!

Obie rece miat lewe, obie nogi — prawe,
Sosnowymi stopami podziurawit trawe.

»Marna ze mnie so$nina, lecz piechur nie marny,
Przejde wieczno$¢ piechtami, chociazem niezdarny.

Pojdziemy nieroztgcznie, bo wspdina nam droga,
Bedzie nieco cztowieka, bedzie nieco Boga.

Podzielimy sie¢ mekq — podzielna¢ jest meka! —
Wszak ta sama nas ludzka skoslawita reka.

Tobie trocha $miesznosci, mnie §miesznosci trocha,

Kto sie pierwszy — zasmieje — ten pierwszy pokocha.

Ty podeprzesz mig ciatem, ja ciebie so$ning;
A co ma sie nam zdarzy¢, niech sie zdarzy ino!”

| wzieli sie za rece i poszli niezwlocznie,
Wadzqgc nogg o noge $émiesznie i poskocznie.

| szli godzin wieczystych nie wiadomo ile,
Gdziez bo owe zegary, co wybrzmiq te chwile?

Mijaty dnie i noce, ktérym mija¢ chce sie,
| mijato bezpole, bezkrzewie, bezlesie.

| nastata wichura i ciemnos¢ bez konca
| straszna nieobecnos¢ wszelakiego storica.

Kto tam z nocy na pétnoc w burze i zawieje
Tak bardzo cztowieczeje i tak bozyscieje?

To dwa boze kulawce, dwa rzewne cudaki
Kulejq byle jako w $wiat nie byle jakil

Jeden idzie w weselu, drugi w bezzatobie,
A obydwaj nawzajem zakochani w sobie.

Kulat Bég, kulat cztowiek, a zaden — za mato,
Nikt sie nigdy nie dowie, co w nich tak kulato?

Skakali jako trzeba i joko nie trzeba,
Az wreszcie doskoczyli do samego niebal
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A Soldier

In spring a soldier returned from a war —
He was very lame and brawny no more.

The crutch beat his legs as well as his sides;
He could only walk — in jumps and in strides.

He was a woe-wag, a jumper of pain,
With his jumpy pain, crowds were entertained.

He amused complaints with a dance of rue;
With laborious dolor, with a sudden slew.

He limped to his shack: ,Crawl under the fencel!
We need no farmhand, be gone, jumpster hence!”

He limped to his pal, who rang the church bell —
That one brushed him off and sent him to hell.

He limped to his lover — she laughed in his face,
With her rams and hips, all over the place.

,Should | dance in bed for’er with this corse?
One sheer fourth of body, and his jumps — three fourths!

| can’t live with you in this half-a-leap!
On your lips my lips — in no way — can sleep!

You are too up-jumpy to the sky asidel!
Be gone anywhere — neither curse nor chide!”

He went to the statue, which stood by the road:
,Christ, all piny here, let your thoughts explode!

| don't know whose hand carved you, with a sneer,
But | know it skimped on wood and grace here.

Your both knees are crippled as are both your feet
And instead of walking — beyond doubt, you leap.

You are such a starveling, a nothing of sky —
That we can be brothers in leaps and in cry.”

Christ, hearing those words, slipped down to the ground
That one who carved God must have been a clown!

Both His legs were right, left were both his hands,
With his pinewood feet, He pierced nearby lands.
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,Poor pinewood of me that can limp a lot;
| shall hobble through eons, though fit | am not.

Since our path is one, let’s go side by side:
You, a piece of God; a piece of man —I.

Let's share our pain — partedness is woe!
The same hands misshaped us — indeed, they did so.

Half misshape for you, and for me there’s half,
This one falls in love — who first gives a laugh.

Your body does prop me, my pinewood’s your cane;
What is to befall us, so be it unfeigned.”

And they held their hands and went ‘thout delay,
Knocked foot against foot in a jumpy way.

And they went for eons, no one knows how long.
Where are all those clocks to chime each ding-dong?

Days and nights did pass, which wanted to pass,
A no-field, a no-bush, and no-woods did pass.

There fell endless darkness, and broke out the squall,
And grimly there was — a no-sun at all.

Who — from night fill half-night, and when storms arise —fis
Manifies himself, himself deifies?

They're two godly limpers, wistful freaks who go,
Limping in this world — not any world, no!

Griefless, one walks limply, the other — with joy,
They are both in love with each other — hoy!

God limps and man limps — pretty much the same,
Never will you know what was in them lame.

If need were or not, high-higher they hopped
Till they both leapt up — into Heaven-top.
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