
IIIIIIII_ II IIó_IIrI__óII ___'_llñ IH_IIIñIIII III_I I___ñIII_ó_InIII IIIIIIIñIII__ñI /7}I_it_Eu_t1I_HII II_____mmlg _I___I _-___ I._IIII IIIó_IIIIIIIIIII IIIIII IIIIIIIIMyIIIIIIIW_I IIñII_III_II__$II_IIIIII__IIIIM_I_I_ImIIII
IIIIII IIIII II_II"IIII III_I

rk.

IIIóIIIIIIIII_]_óIiiIIII|} l 

\\_ó1\IIIh

óXII'|óôIóI IIII

I III _I_ II__vIII_ ___
I_IIIII_I I_IIIIIIIH___I__II_II___IIIII_a___þHñ__II_II_

ó___IIIII It_I_ý___I

óóIx óIII IñahI. _ó

_óII_Ió/IKIIó.\Ió______

' I_IIII I IIIinI_II\I III

ñI*____\IIKIII_I IxI___ I_III

QIII_I___m_IIIóIIII_I_ ó

__\IIIJ

IVIIó_____

ó ___Ix

___Ióô_\I

II __III_II _IIII____IWIII__IIIIII"_II__III_II_IIIIóI

__IIý___;  'IIIIóI1
III__\IIII II__ II II____IIIIIIIIIII_

III____I_hIIIIIr_IrI IñIIILIIII}____III__

____ôII IHIIII_ I___I___

III _II___mII IHHHI_I\.l\IþbóIH.II_I___I
II IIII I_II:I

óII.__III__I_I___II_IóII___LI
IIInfI IIIIII

I_III

___II__I

___II_"_II_I_IIII

I III__-Iý_'I_"_%MñIÃó_II_IóIIII

óIF

_I______II II_III III

0þD___.óIFóIó

IIIN
Ió_

I III\ómmóIII

_:IIIUHI_III II IIIIIHIMIIMIIIJanI II IIIII__IINIIMIIIIIIIIII

_I óIII_IñIIIII__I I HiTA?óIII____*-Iw"%hI_"III
I_______, _WIJIMII _"I I___I__ _I __IiII_I_I_ _ I I

II?IIIIIHI_I_I_IWHI__óIIBFIIIQ

_

III"I*IIII;IIII_

IIII.II-ññII___II_II
IIP}Ig_F _II II_YI___

if I_hI_IIIII_____IóIii_III__I____I%IIIII
I?tiU__I_III -

l___I IIII ___

IIHIHIIIIIII9_I

III'III @T_IHu_II__I_IóóIIIôI IIIIII

HH_I_III

wPIIUIILI___I_IIIII__I\__\|

InI IIIIIII_

I  WIII
óI_II,I III I

___I IIIII I

IIIrII

I_KI I__IIIIIóI_IIWIII_

II Iii?IIIII__

_I I IIIIIIIII_IIIIIIIIIIIIII__I_II__I_'|I_||II_III.-QIII_Ió IIIIIIIIII___IIIIIIIII II I II I_II_III_II_II__I___HII_J
III I_III____óII__II _IIIimI___óI_þ_III

III IIIIIIIllH

1 I\IIIII' I_II

óó

I'llóIð.\I|ô IllôIII I___ôI II

II_III_ IIIII"___IqII IIInU

Ió.Il-l-III"I'll.II_IIII_III

I II\IIIóII_III

II-__1I||III|__IIIIóIIf I

ItII II1

IIóIII -IóIó_fIrI ItIIfI III

II1ó,I.III

II _II\_IIIIIIñ-___IIIIIIJIIIIIII _

IIó I1__ó_\.\IIIIóB*1ó1|óI_.\l|I_____|rIr_||___rI II_III 1ó__l_I__|.r____óI\óIó_I|_n_IJurI L

IIII_III IIIII['1I IIIIll.óII_IIII_II_IIIII_I III IIIIñ

||_róIIIIIIII II-IllI_IIIII II I

IIIIIIIIII_IIIIIIIIIIYIII.II_III_III|IIII IIIIIIIIIIIIII_IIIII_IIIII IfII___IIIIIII_

_ñIiInþII_Iñ?II

Impi

______

þþ___

I IIJIóLI Ii__.r_'LII I1ó.IIó II_I _I

óI1II_|IIII_IIIIII

IIIIIIHI_

__|II _wII_III _

__IIIH__

DIJ

C__

I

I-I-||||I'llIIIóII

tI

III_I-I_II

IIIIIIHIIIIHIIIIIIIWIIIIIHII

IIIIII_It-.hlTIRI

I IHUIñInIIIIñ...IL-

IHIIIIIUIHHIIIDIIIIIIIIIHHIIIIIHIII

_IIIIIIIKII_I__I"IIôI__I

qI_IIIIM__I_I_IIHIMMI"MINI_HI___I
IIIIIIII IHII_I_____ó_ñ|_I-IIYII

_j_IIIIIIIHIIIII_IñýhiI

IIw-MI_H_ñIIHIIIIHm_IuIIIII_IHIIIIIIIIIIIWIIUI

_

_FI___

IIII_I_II

InIIñIIIUIJPIIIIIIIIII_IIHIIuIHII__rIIIMFIIIII

I

_ II _I___IIóIóii1._H\_ó____

__I I_II_*inhl--I.II__II__m

I_I I I_II

IIñIIIII_._|..wl.I

I___III_II

III__

I___I II_I_

_II'Lk

óII_I

I_IIII

óY

hrIIóI,DIñ

I I_III_

III I___I__I____II_IHHMIImIM___III__

II_IIII
IJrñ_IIIUIH"IIIII H___

I_ýI_I__ I

____MI
IFL_ffI.ó-W__JIWUIII___I_T_"I

II I

IIIllI_IwIhIñIIIIHIIIII_IIIIIHI__ñ__IIII"I_IIIIII_IIIHñI

|óñIIIIIEHIHHIWHIIHIIIIIIII_

IIIII_H_Iw_U_IHIHII__

II_MHIIIHIIIWIII

-

II__III_IIñ_I_II_III_II

IóIII_IILII_

_IIIIIIIIIII-óH--'II__n_I__mImI_IÄIu___ñIýIIIIIIII

IIó+3IIII_III

I_I_l_IIII

__--óJ-Ió.IFN

HII*I_óII_

I'I IM I

_II_I__ñIII_"IIIIhIñ___wñI

_

I I_II _
III_II_"ýIýIIII_IIñIII_I

__I

IIIII___IIII_IIñIII
I ___,I_L_IIII

II_

THIJ IIIIFh_I_ IIIIIII__IIIII_I_Iuv_IóI___I IIII I-WI--I _II_IIII_II_III II_ III h11'. IóII III__ II _IIIIMIHIIHIIIIIEIHIIIIIIIHE_I___I_II__IIII_IIII__II_IIIIIIIIIIIIIWIII_H_I__IIII__I__I__Ib|wI,I_III5III___M IIWII_II__IIIMnôh__Iq___II_wñIIII__1II_"_II ___III__I IIHI_I_HIIIn_I_IIñwI__IH#HIFMW-_.'ñ.uI I óIIDrþI'_"II
_I___II_IInfF____IIHIII_I_I_I__IIIHIIIII_IIIIIIQ--IIII_II_IIf___I_III__I_I_hI_IqI__IIIIIII_I IIII

ñEL_t.jý*I II"__I____ñ"IWþ_I|____IuIôuIó]II_____l$I____ñI___wh_____fM_I__rIIII1'1óII___ñ-III

__*"ó

gróI*_

IIMII_-ó-1.!___ I__ñIII ___HmIIñ_Iu___LIñIIIIIHIMILIIIñW.óHIII%#I__ñ__H_I__óHII IUIIIV_wII$I__I_ýi__I_IIIIHIIIIWIIIIIIIQIIIIIII___I_óII!LII_HóI___ó~*III___mwII_IIñ-ðI_IIIJ_I_III_IIIIIIII|l.____I__HI_I_IIIIIIHI__In.I.ItM"__II_"IlII_m||~II@Ihfó.I IIII_I I_I.II_III IIII_II_óI_II__hI_I__II1UIII _1AI __IIIIIWIEIIIIIIIIIIII_I_I IIIIII_ IIII IIIIIII

_____q__u_ó___I

II_II___I_IIIIIIIII?I_II?._|__|__II__IIII_IIIIIIIIIIIIII__I__III__IIIIII_"IIII_II__I_I_IHII_IIWg___II_IIII_IIñ___I
IIWI|~_II IIIIIIIIIII_III__I_IIIIH,III_III_II"Ixi_Jó-l||_III_ ónIIIIó:-HIIII_IIIII IIL_1ólr-I óI~I

ióI

-I ___I

Ii5-I_."qôII'"qIwkI_'II_I_|lI ..IIIIIIIIIII IIII

III II_I;I "IIII IIIIIHI.|óIIóI[III_I___Ivó!M1óIIIkIóIIIIIrIII_I
II IqIFóLI-IrIôIHI1IóII_II1II III



A noun BY 'l'Ol. STERN

||.|.us1'nAt|o|~|s a LAYOUT av
I ECZYSI; SZCZIIKA

covsn DESIGN av
TERESA ZARNOWER

IIEPIIOOIICED IIERE FROM 'lól-IE
OIIOINAI. POl.l$l'l EDITION OF

I 9 2 9

OABERBOCCIIIIS 1 LONDON I 9 6 2



@ Anatol Stern, I925
Original Polish Edition, Warsaw 1929

First English Edition :
É Gaberbocchus, London I962.

All rights reserved

translated by $-'|'- G H-|'|-r

with a new introduction
by MICHAEL IIOIIOVITZ

and photographs
from the film

EUROPA
made in 'l93O bY

Siefan and Franciszka Thelnerson

preface by Oswell Blalcesion

Printed in Great Britain



TRAGEDY IS not THE SUDDEN INTRUSION or CATASTROPHE: iT
is man reaping what man has sown. Anatol Stern's
poem sings such tragedy, hurling at us what has
been sown and reaped and reaped and sown through
hoop-curved idiot years of violence leading to
violence, of war to war. "They feed us", cries the
poet; and some ýfty years ago it was, in terms ofthe
political poster, ñPropaganda for Proper Geese".
lt goes on being true, and it is heart-rending. But
Europa is not just a marching song for lemmings.
We rush to our doom, and here are words separated
from the romantic gesture of our annihilation,
deliberately kept commonplace so that we can
regard them without assimilating them into the
elaboration of our excuses.
The absolute is not relative in the realm of mani-
festation; and so the poet is trying to create some-
thing which has no terms of contrast in its being.
Hence the epigrammatical use ofclich®s. It is as ifthe
poet were saying: You must be so bored with know-
ing that surely you know. l-le is a pleading oracle;
and is it not remarkableðan oracle you can under-
stand? s
It is a test. A test whether you have succumbed to
conditioning, to thinking of the absolute as an
inýnite number of relative values. Here poetry
breaks down andðthe poet breaks through. You
must not, cries a tortured man, deny the simple
statement: some things are wrong, absolutely
wrong. The line must be drawn with scissoring
heroic. You must not pass! man must say to his own
blood.
Yes, we are all tainted. We are born with original
sin, the unoriginal sin of thinking that an argument
is juster if one holds a club, a sword, a machine
gun, an atom bomb in one's hand. So, refusing to
evade, the poet dives back into his body, the war
between white and red corpuscles. We must face
this in order not to project it on to the world, in
order to grow up, to make terms with the vegetable
gods, the spectres of the mechanised psyche. Thus
the poet's use of flatness is a deliberation, a manipu-
lation to remind us that many problems cannot be
solved but can be transcended. As above, so it will
not be beneath.
Commitment at last: No, and no---not this again.
Words, simple and terrible as Cocteau reciting a
list of numerals on a disc of the thirties, urge fear-
fully a transcendence.
Hence the purpose of Stern's "simplicity"-that
it will drive us to cry stop to the words, and so stop
to the whole indiscriminate monster distraction of
power politics and wars to end wars and sorrows
to exploit banners. The poet writes here in order
not to have to write again. Let us read in order not
to have to read our tragedy once more.

Oswell Blakeston, l96l.



ANATOL STERN, born in I899, fuses the animal and the social
in poetry of theó present and the future. l-le was a co-
creator of the Polish literary movement ófuturism and avant-
garde' after the ýrst world war, and became a zealous
apostle of the cult of the irrational, of subconscious
associations as the source of inspiration. But along with
this he was all for the responsible conquest of new shapes,
and one of the ýrst to voice in poetry the vital importance
of scientiýc and industrial development. His published
collections include the titles i Futuryzie l, óEarth to the
Left ', ó The Angelic Churl ', i Run to the Pole ', óCon-
versation with Apollinaire ', H-liranslations from Maya-
kovsky ', and i Naked Man in the City Centre '.

' Europaó sets down the forces conflicting within the
poet: the conscious quest for a mechanical synthesis of

reality is broken down by the involuntary twitching of
bones, inward knowledge of its failure. The only salvation
lies in unconditional abandonment of the unýnished in
favour of a revised affirmation of human values. The
poem was ýrst printed in the magazine i Reflektor ' in
l9Z5. The present ' Europa ' preserves in facsimile the
format, the photomontage cover by Teresa Zarnowerowna,
and the original collages and design of l\/lieczyslaw
Szczuka for the bibliophile edition of l9Z9, which won a
prize two years later at the international exhibition of
modern books in Paris. Szczuka was killed on a moun-
taineering expedition just after he had completed the
art-work, which employed a mixture. of techniques
unheard-of at the timeðand hardly absorbed to this day.
We might take it as signal, there is still no English for
collage . . .

for myself, everything to do with this work functions as a signpostðbut with a reach more global than may
have been intended by the author ten years before my birth : anatol stern points back, and forward in
poetry of the extreme situation, written with the whole body

ñ My strongly strung guts sound like string
and my body is hungry like a bellicose lyre ò

a stark utterance, compulsive, not refined and formulated from the ashes of polish symbolismðthe
stock dilutions of a rimbaud or a staff cannot quench his thirstðto match the strident cacophonies which
shatter all traditions, which demand to be echoed

the stranglehold of materialism is not to be evaded, but articulated in images and forms equal to those
revealed by science and technologyðglibly spurned by socalled experimental artists, committed criticsð
deaf to mayakovskyôs order (to the army of the arts)-ð

ñ While we dawdle and quarrel
in search of fundamental answers,
all things yell :
ó give us new forms ! ô
. . . give us a new form of art ò

yet he gave it, and stern who translated him, and republics toil in the mud .. . .
with sternôs europa we enter a realm of the absolute, no question of similes in face of the naked reality-
a far cry from the faded conventions of poetic diction and addiction then and nowðno rein to the marginal
versiýcation of word-ideas-counters of genteel play, no felicity of phrase-ornament-words that capitalise
and gloss over-

mangled feelings cobbles vegetables governments workers force their counterpoint : how weave again the
bedraggled cobwebs of civilised .þ6SlIllBlIlC8 . . . stern frames his spidermouth perception in a massive,
seething construct of bare materials to reþect the ruthless advances of the -machine age T
after 35 years the blinkers are snapped down, the ruins almost cleaned away, pylons factories tower and
scrape the skyððbut see through that matchbox monster, penetrate the þimsy groundworkð- there is a
gash beneathðsewers of blood e
ñ when the town subsides/into void ô ô the motorcars remain and countenance the beauty man has created
to destroy : stern forestalls the wreckageð-destroys to create : poet as resistless screaming fact of
recording-machine ; and poet as human species, surveying from within the live corpses on a futurist
landscapeðbecome the present
and again from witlioutðchaplin beckons with clinical irony ; the luniinous projections of the (surrealist)
painter isolate the _seeds of_european despair without qualifying syntax-ðthe objects and elements juxta-
posed, seen each in its own nght and yet part of the inevitable process as if for the ýrst time : stern commits
himself to no single consistent or polemical attitude attacks the reader in the guts : no heroic mystiýcation
of protest for noble sentiments, nothing liberalðnothing but disgust directed from a milliard dead souls and
starved bodies at every ramiýcation of comfort, intellectualism not least
his europe is conceived as it is suffered ith all the poetôs senses he breaks down poetic form deliberatelyW 2
as the continent is deformed, suggests it with a piercing biologic regard, at once detached and involved-
dirtyððburningðð-compassionate



-ðbut no consolation : no--one escapes untouched by the poison flitguns of totalitaria'nismð-the acid in our
lungsðthe censor in the stomach : ñ we/who drag along the streets/our queue of sunken bellies . . . they
feed us/they feed us/they pour down our throats/"food for the spirit ! ò

stern evokes the physical repercussions of mechanist authority in savage caricature through photographic
stills, immediately graphic qualities which bring to mind the vision of eisenstein : the sombre repetitions
effect a ghoulish resignation which constitutes the ýnal indictment of standardised man, and pronounces
the crack of doom for a civilisation in the paws of mammoth power politics
today as yesterday brain--detergents of the hidden persuaders are eagerly devoured : our capitulation to
the decay is complete in practiceððwe speak of a sick society and swallow an aspirin, of rat-races and are
ratlike but do not biteðð-merely race for bigger better armaments, swifter vehicles, richer laurels, east or
westðyet here is our myth exploded :
we are not rats, only maimed people; stern connects with the roots of horror in wordsparks live as wires
plugged into his navelðsees the automated legions of propaganda-merchants cannot but extend the
bloodshed : vivisection of a continent exposes the hypocrisy of dialectical temporising with death as the end
in sight ; analysis of a continent tells the mind of man has not progressed an iota from barbarism
the poet's voice calls from the edge of silence : individual and proletariat alike give up-ðlabelled gagged
and battered to dumbness by the miles of daily crap; suicide is the only remaining problemðno-ðiiot
the word, not the concept, not the problemðð-ñ aaa I ! . . . drop that bayonet òððeverything that remains
of what was planted must go, the brick by brick demolition of Ia universe of architectures of cultures,
total desecration of the work of ages, systematic atrophy in the name of ñ the liberated/heart/of man"-
divided against itself, for its organic plurality that must perforce burst through and overþow the bonds
of imposed mechanic unity
ðstern was at pains from the ýrst to emphasize the validity of technical progress, but unity (like tradition
and continuity) is now an illusion, impotent to mask the yoke of mechanised conformity; the individual
and the collective cancel each other out in a vicious circle of meaningless reactions : no solace is found in
the threatening social revolution, in an intelligentsia of parrots canned and branded with sterile formulae :
labour as gloriýed for of and by the faceless masses is no organic growth but a diseased frenzy, drawing
ever more efficiently to its own annihilation
with a subterranean cunning ñ the life of a city ò is probed and diagnosed as the death of its inhabitants :
its ghastly apparitions are summoned up and retailed, its sounds and fragmentsðthe abstract labyrinths
and unrelated switches that govern anthropoid activity-ð-the developments in laboratory and warehouse
spelling disasters of þesh and blood : the response to such a drive cannot be realised in words (whose pre-
mium is ýxedðyet a blade of grass splits the measured clich®), only in terms of tools and weapons; man
has utilised scientiýc discoveries the better to imprison himself : the caveman's club lunges against the
bulldozer, wroughtiron sea and airships collapse in battledeath, families erupt with an agony unsuspected
by _bombpowerôs button ; but seeping with countless atomised reverberations into the poet's social sensi-
tivityðð-now yearning for the ultimate puriýcation which begins with the holocaust of all that europe has
come to stand for

I
I

l

The Polish critic Jan Nepomucen Miller wrote in his
introduction to the original edition that ñ Anatol Stern's
' Europa ' is not an isolated phenomenon in the cultural
life of post-war Europe. lt does not constitute a static
moment in the works of the poet, but rather an inevitable
junction, a meeting place for all the divergent tendencies
with which European culture, as a consequence of its
development, has been faced.

ñ The buddhistic negativism of Schopenhauer, the
superhuman individualism of Nietzsche, that romanticism
of the future wildly pulsating in lVlarinetti's inanifestos,
every encounter with the technical achievements that
triumphed on the battleýelds, from the Marne to the
Vistula, from the Neva to Kamchatka, all the conscious
gestures and unconscious reþexes peculiar to 20th century
man, all these have found their expression in that lynching
of Europe by herself that was shown by Spengler, Ehren-
burg and many others.

ñ Another symptom of the decadence of a civilisation
and of the paralysis of art can be found in Tristan Tzarais
dadaist manifestos, followed by the ýrst stage of Andr®

Bretonis anarchistic surrealism. From these sources of
the rebellion against the supremacy of the European
intellect in favour of an organic conception of existence,
Anatol Stern's ardent protest was born. ln ' Europe ' he
traces the fateful Writing on the Wall of the perishing
continent. l-le traces an interrogation sign over the scars
that have smoothed the wounds, and sounds a raspberry
at the hypocritical idyll of the bourgeois method of
pacifying the world. l-le offers the cosmic universality of
an epileptic Dionysos who will at last be able to satisfy his
need for conquest by gorging himself on the carrion of
Europe.
ñ. . . it is not against work itself that the poet revolts, but
against those i metaphysical flagellants ' who use the
tragedy of labour in order to chastise themselves. That
is why the poet's decalogue of the belly, and his bac-
chantes, who batten on the carrion of Europe, are the
personiýcation of the famished þesh of the masses dancing
a frenzied carmagnole, those masses whose work will erect
a new civilisation and a new law on the ruins of the old."

ðthe only tragedy is that man must reap what he has sown : sternôs contemptuous prophecy has been
fulýlled in a second world war ; and our communal dehumanisation to automata reacting mechanically
to stimuli is challenged all the more, arrested by the sustained insistent dynamics of one smanôs pulseððð-
an instinctual orchestration tuned to the breaking strings of his nerves : the outburst of this ñ seismograph
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