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Chapter Minus Three: Author’s Foreword

Make no mistake: this book, and those to follow it, are works of fiction.  I have attempted to make the depiction of history as accurate as possible, but where the facts were scant or non-existent at the time of writing, I invented them.  Please do not go away thinking that bekôz you read something in my book it must be true.  I hope that you will check everything I say.  Much of my historic data comes from sites that I visited on the Internet, so the data is as accurate as that.

It wód add to your enjoyment to follow trips from one place to another.  You can find the places mentioned on an Internet map of Poland, and on Google Earth.
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Chapter Minus Two: Zuriel’s Foreword
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My name is Zuriel, and I am the guardian angel of Walenty Karnowski, whose life is the unifying thread of this and subsequent books.

It wód add to your enjoyment to follow trips from one place to another.  You can find the places mentioned in this book on an Internet map of Europe, and on Google Earth.  You will get indispensable background that happened prior to this book from Book One, The Possession of Moishe Karnowski.
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Part A. Calm before the Outbreak of Revolution 

Chapter One: Val’s Life in the Country
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Mon. March 29, 1847.  The sun rose at 5:48 on this, the first day of Holy Week.  Adalbert Nering (47), had been lying awake for at least an hour in the dark, oblivious to the snoring of his sleeping family.  All naйt long he had readjusted his body on the mattress, trying to find a comfortable position.  It wasn’t the mattress that was bothering him; it was his conscience.  He kept remembering a March 29th – a Monday like today – back in 1841, when he had killed his thirteen-year old son, Laurence, and disposed of his body.  He lived from day to day fearing that he wód be kôt and executed.  

It had been a compulsory work day.  The overseer had ordered him and Laurence to load rocks onto a wagon in an isolated location on the folvark near Gruta, one of the villages owned by his master, Lord Rogoziński.  He had brôt a bottle of wódka, and begun to take swigs from it when he determined no one wód see.  Laurence wód plead with him again and again to stop.  It was raining hard and the ground was slippery mud.  The wind never ceased to rage, varying between 21 and 41 mph.  Just at the moment when the rain was blowing in Adalbert’s face the wind kôt him off-guard.  At the same time his feet slipped on the mud and Laurence begged, “Daddy, please stop!  You’ll get punished!”  In this concurrence of events Adalbert lost his patience, gave in to a terrible drunken rage and brôt the rock he had been carrying down on his son’s head.  The boy fell to the ground.  In the ensuing blackout he straddled his supine son and rained down more blows.  The rain carried away the boy’s remaining lifeblood.  

With his mind still in a besotted state, he took off the boy’s clothes and dragged the body to the nearby pond, Lake Orle.  He filled the shirt with rocks and tied its arms together; then he tied the remaining length of the arms around the boy’s neck.  He made a similar weйt out of the pants and tied the legs around his knees.  Then he dragged the weйted body out to where his own nose was just above water, and left the body there, on the bottom.

When he got home he was still very drunk and soaked thru and thru.  He told a story of how Laurence had run away.  The family was inconsolable.  Knowing the misery his drinking had kôzd, everyone was only too ready to believe that the boy had indeed run away.  Needless to say, he never turned up.

Adalbert and his family lived in the village of Słup, which, along with the villages of Gruta, ​Szczepanki, Jasiewo and Nowe Mosty, belonged to His Magnificence Romuałd Rogoziński, lord of ​Rogóźno Zamek manor.  Besides the main farm at Rogóźno Zamek, Lord Romuałd owned lesser farms, known as folwarks, at each of these villages.  Adalbert was what the locals called an Einlieger, a German word for day laborer, lower than a serf.  Sometime in the distant past the gentry class had decided that peasants like him “owed” compulsory labor to their masters, and he “owed” Lord Romuałd two such days – Monday and Friday – usually on Lord Romuałd’s main farm at Rogóźno Zamek; beyond that he had to hire himself out where he kód.  

Adalbert’s family at this time consisted of his wife, Rosa née Wolszlegier (45); son Julian (23); and dôters Daria (22); Eva (14); and Bronislava (13).  Adalbert’s son Simon had died July 1, 1830 at age six months.  He had a dôter, Marta (20), whom he had disowned and turned out when she was found pregnant at the end of November, 1841 – over 5 years ago.  Marta was now a housemaid in the Rogoziński palace; her illegitimate son Valentine, who wód be five on May 29th, and whom Adalbert had rarely seen, lived with her.  On July 13, 1843 Marta’s lover, Moses Karnowski, had been executed.  (See Book One: The Possession of Moishe Karnowski).

The Nerings lived in a long rowhouse with eleven other Einlieger families.  There were walls dividing the living units from each other.  The floor was compacted earth over which rushes were strewn to keep down dust.  Periodically the Nerings wód repair to the shallows of the Osa River to replace them.  Adalbert and Rosa slept in one bed; Julian slept in another.  Daria, Eva and Bronislava slept in another, head to foot across the width of the bed.  Their roof was of thatch.  This, too, had to be replaced periodically.  They kept a small vegetable garden, two chickens, a duck and a goose.  Rosa knew how to weave and had tôt the girls to weave.  The family supplemented their income by taking on infrequent weaving jobs.

A neйbor’s cock crowed shortly before dawn at 5:48.  Rosa made sure that everyone got up.  All except Adalbert knelt before a corner shrine, and offered their day to God.  After breakfast Adalbert and Julian left to report for a day of compulsory work at the Słup folwark.  The overseer informed them that spring plowing wód begin today.  He correctly judged that this wód be the beginning of a period where the low temperatures wód be above 32°.  That period turned out to be six days.  They wód begin the planting of oats, potatoes, and sweet potatoes in fields; and beets, turnips, parsnips, and a first crop of radishes in kitchen gardens.  

In 1837 in the United States an Illinois blacksmith – John Deere - had made an improvement to the plow, adding a plate of steel placed on angle at its forefront, which broke the soil nicely, and turned the soil over to the side.  Lord Rogoziński kept up with such matters, so he had bôt several.  Adalbert Nering and son Julian walked over to the stable, hitched a muscular Polish work horse of the Sztum variety up to a plow, and each proceeded out to a field and began to turn over the soil, which was largely of sand, and not at all difficult to do.  

This was bekôz the topsoil had all eroded thru centuries of poor soil practices.  The land was generally flat, but there were some rises.  The peasants had never heard of contour plowing, which meant that their furrows ran down hill and carried the topsoil away when it rained.  Even had some enlaйtened person come in to show them the benefits of contour plowing, they wód have rejected it:  “We’ve never done it that way; all our ancestors have always done it this way,” wód have been the reply.  Such is the universal peasant mentality.

When the workers had turned the field into all furrows, the harrow was brôt out to break up the clods.  Raйt behind the harrow, other workers were broadcasting oats, and by sundown – 6:35 – the field was planted.

Wed. March 31, 1847.  The planting of sugar beets was begun in the area.

Marta Neringówna​[i], Adalbert’s dôter, was given the task of planting a second crop of carrots in the kitchen garden at the Rogoziński manor.  She decided that it was time for her son Valentine Karnowski (5) to learn something so as to be useful.  She worried that he wód be considered unprofitable.  After Mass and breakfast she took him to the kitchen and issued the following commands:  

“Get a big bowl and put it on this table”.  

“Now, go to that cabinet and take out the jar with the picture of carrots on it and empty the seeds in it into the bowl.”

“Now go to where we keep used coffee grounds and empty them into the bowl, too.”

“Mix ‘em up.”  

She took the boy outside and said, “This is the hard part”.  She staked out an area with sticks and string.  She took a shovel and turned over the earth within it.  Being mostly sand, this was not hard to do, just time-consuming.  “You will go over the ground that I have turned and break it up with this rake”, she said.  Then she brôt over a wheelbarrow of manure and placed it alongside the carrot patch.  “Now you will take a shovel and spread this manure all over the patch, then you will rake it into the dirt”, she ordered.

“I’m not gonna eat any of those carrots!” he protested.

“All the carrots you ever ate were from patches treated just this way”, she informed him.  So the boy began to do as he was told.  Finally the patch was ready.

She took a stick and stuck it in the ground to mark the beginning of the first row; then another to mark its end.  She then said, “You will lay out all the remaining rows”, and he began to do so.  When that was all done, she said, “Now take the rake’s handle and drag it from stick to stick to create a furrow”.  Finally she said, “Now carefully sprinkle that mixture along the furrow.  When you are done, cover it all with dirt”.  It took all day, but at its end, the boy felt accomplished.

Thurs. April 1, 1847.  Holy Thursday.  The liturgy at St. Laurence church in Szczepanki was celebrated at 6:00 am – early - out of consideration for the needs of the local agrarian economy.  The entire Nering family except for Adalbert attended, as well as the entire Rogoziński family and servants, and all the overseers of the folwarks.  

Afterwards, out in the area in front of the church, Marta Neringówna ran to her family, seeing that her father was absent.  There was much embracing and kissing and catching up on the news.  Oh, how Marta missed them all, especially her older brother Julian.  Indeed, he was her only living brother.  He was good to her, and functioned as the father that Adalbert was not.  They had a close relationship.  That, of course, is a relative statement, for this was an alcoholic home, where mother and children were hesitant to divulge their most intimate feelings, aspirations and thôts, fearing that they wód be treated with scorn.  Fear, shame and guilt were the motivators in this household, not love, and with each passing year, the fear, shame and guilt grew. 

Taking her aside while the others were preoccupied, Julian inquired, “How’re things at the manor?”  She hesitated to speak, looking downward, but the need proved just too much:  “Lord John, the heir, takes indecent liberties with me.  Lady Rogozińska and her two ‘princess’ dôters give me a lot of grief.  The two girls with whom I share a dorm don’t like me, and Valentine has no one with whom to play,” she blurted out.

The boy Valentine had been standing silently by her side, hanging onto her skirt, picking his nose, not interested in adult conversation.  When he heard his name, he perked up.  He kód see that his mother liked his uncle Julian, who was obviously sympathetic to her.  When she saw that he had become interested in their adult conversation, she said, “Valuś​[ii], find some of the children with whom to play; we won’t have much time before we have to leave.”  And he did so.

Julian’s heart went out to his sister.  He wanted to ease her burden, but what kód he do?  

An idea came to him.  “Marta, let’s go to Lord Rogoziński raйt now.  I’ll make a request of him,” he told her.  He approached the Lord, with Marta raйt behind, and stood off to the side.  Lord Rogoziński was lӑfing with a neйboring noble.  When it appeared that the tête á tête was over, Julian seized the moment, stepped forward, bowed, and said, “Praised be Jesus Christ, your Honor”, to which the lord replied, “for ages of ages.”  “As your Honor knows, Marta here is my sister.  She needs the support of her family, and due to our father’s attitude to her, there is little opportunity for interaction,” Julian explained.  

“And what do you propose?” asked the squire.  

“Wód you arrange her days off to be on Thursdays?  That way, there wód be some chance of my spending some time with her and Valentine,” he explained.  After some back and forth discussion on the matter, it was agreed that Thursday wód be her day off.  This wód allow the two of them to meet at some pre-determined spot.  Marta was always to check to see if the next week’s day off kód still be Thursday.  She wód inform Julian.  

“Now mark: there may be some time when she is needed.  She is not guaranteed a day off,” said the Lord.  

“Of course, of course,” answered Julian.  Lord Romuałd turned to another noble, and Julian wisely concluded that the interview was over, bowed low, and left.

Lord Rogoziński was a compassionate man.  He knew how much Marta missed her family, so he lingered a long while in the church’s forecourt.  Besides, he had his own people with whom he wanted to talk.

This was not a compulsory labor day; however Adalbert and Julian were needed and wód be paid.  When they reported to work, while others continued to plant in the laйt drizzle, they were re-assaйned to repairing the harrows.  Plowing leaves the soil in large clumps.  Harrows are tools that break up the big clods into a more uniform, finer texture: best for planting.  Here Lord Rogoziński was not so up-to-date:  His harrows consisted of a heavy horizontal oak beam, about 1 foot X 1 foot X 8 feet long.  Every 6 inches a hole had been bored about 1 ½ inches in diameter.  Into these holes were inserted oak dowels, each of which protruded about a foot.  This entire assembly was pulled by a team of Sztum horses, the more quickly the better.  After a certain amount of use, some of these dowels wód break and needed to be replaced, and that was the work that the two did.

Rosa and the girls worked in a similar way to prepare the patch where the family’s vegetables and spices wód be planted next to their barracks.  They wód be planting root crops of beets, turnips, parsnips, their first crop of radishes, and sweet potatoes.  Julian had made rakes similar to the harrow: horizontal oak bars about 3 feet long with oak dowels drilled into them, attached to a pole.
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On the Rogóźno Zamek manor’s own farm, where he and his mother lived, little Valentine helped at planting beets in the kitchen garden.  He turned to daydreaming about being with his mother, who was occupied with in-house tasks.  He imagined a friend his age whom he named Raymond.  He was the “king of summer”; Raymond was the “king of winter”.  Val imagined how impressed Marta wód be when she saw him kôzing beets and carrots to grow just by willing it; and Raymond making a fairyland of white snow on everything also just by willing it.

Fri. April 2, 1847.  Good Friday.  Fr. Berent offered the Mass of the Pre-Sanctified at 6:00 am.  It was a long-standing custom among Poles to drop back into church between noon and 3:00 pm for a while, then to return home and resume one’s work in silence in solidarity with Jesus’ suffering on the cross.  Marta took Valentine to St. Laurence, Szczepanki.  She dropped to her knees and had Valentine do the same.  Together they advanced on their knees to kiss the cross exposed on a pillow in the opening in the altar rail.  When they left, the boy asked, “Mama, why did we do that?”  She explained that it was penance, adding our little sufferings to those of Jesus, to show our appreciation for His dying for us.  On the way out she filled a bottle with Holy Water.  When they got home Valentine helped at planting turnips in silence.  

After 3:00 pm she said, “Go to the chicken coop and gather twenty eggs.  Then go to the root cellar and bring lots of red cabbage leaves, red onion skins, yellow onion skins, and some beets”.  

After supper Marta told Valentine, “Now we’re gonna have some fun.  We’re gonna dye Easter eggs”.  She boiled some eggs.  She got four pots of water boiling and added some vinegar to each.  Into the first she placed lots of cut-up red cabbage leaves.  This wód produce blue eggs.  Into the second she put lots of yellow onion skins and cut-up carrots.  This wód produce orange eggs.  Into the third she put cut-up beets.  This wód produce pink eggs.  Into the fourth she put lots of red onion skins.  This wód produce red eggs.  Then she handed Valentine a ladle.  “Now you put an egg into the ladle and hold the egg under water.  The longer the darker”, she said.  He obeyed, and to his delaйt, he came up with blue, orange, pink and red eggs.  Then he decided to experiment.  The next four he later dipped into a second color after the first.  Then he tried dipping only half an egg the second time.  “That’s using your imagination!” she exclaimed.  

Sat. April 3, 1847.  Holy Saturday.  Fr. Berent celebrated the Easter Vigil at 6:00 am.  Late in the morning, after the liturgy, people began to return to church with a basket covered with a white cloth whose edges were richly embroidered with folk motifs and containing kiełbasa, ham, horseradish, rye bread, Easter eggs, butter, salt and other things for a blessing known as “święconka”.  Marta carried a basket for the Rogozińskis; Valentine carried one for the servants.  He was very proud of his Easter egg artistry that both contained.  Back home he helped at planting parsnips.

In early afternoon Marta and the female servants collaborated on bathing.  They placed a large tub in their dorm.  One by one each washed in it, while the others fetched hot water and later emptied it.  Feeling refreshed, Marta got some scissors from Sophia and trimmed Valentine’s hair.  Then, getting the other women to leave, she gave him a good bath.  This was all done in preparation for Easter.  At 4:30 she went to Confession in the manor chapel to Fr. Kalkstein-Osłowski.  Everyone – masters and servants – went to Confession except the heir, Lord John (26).

Sun. April 4, 1847.  Easter.  The main Mass of the day was before dawn at 4:30 and included a procession.  The entire Rogoziński household - nobles and servants - was present at St. Laurence, Szczepanki.  The Rogozińskis sat in their special places in the sanctuary; the servants sat wherever they kód find a place.  They managed to sit as a group.  Up front and off to the side was the empty plaster tomb.  Above it was a statue of the resurrected Jesus, wearing a loose white cloth, His wounds showing clearly, and holding a white standard with a red cross on it.

When they all got home, the servants were expected to serve while the Rogozińskis ate the food blessed the day before for breakfast.  Then the servants were allowed to go downstairs and have their own święconka celebration.  The main meal was at noon, after which there was much dropping in by neйboring nobility, hence, Marta was exhausted by day’s end, what with tending to their every whim.

Mon. April 5, 1847.  Valentine helped at planting beets.  Sophia gave him a bucket of various garbage and said, “Go throw this to the pigs”.  He got to the sty, where the pigs were slobbering around in the mud.  He obediently threw in the refuse, and the pigs vied with each other to get there first.  “How come you pigs like to be in mud so much, and to eat garbage?” he asked them.  He said to himself, “Pigs are sure different from people!” 

Thurs. April 8, 1847.  The sun breached the horizon at 5:24, waking Marta Neringówna on this, her day off.  She knelt down and offered it to God.  She awoke Valentine, got him to kneel with his hands folded in her lap and pray.  Then they went to 6:00 Mass in the palace chapel.  She felt a surge of joy at the prospect of spending the day with her brother Julian, when she heard the line in the gospel:


“Mary Magdalen came and told the disciples:  ‘I have seen the Lord, and these things he said to me’.”



Marta imagined Mary’s joy at knowing that this God-man who had restored her dignity and given her secondary virginity was alive and had forgiven her and kód be prayed to!

They ate a large breakfast, then Marta bundled them up.  They had agreed to go blueberry-picking in the woods along the Osa River, so she had baskets for herself and Valentine.  She had secured permission from Lord Rogoziński for her brother Julian to collect blueberries for the Nering family; after all, the berries she wód pick wód all go to the Rogoziński household.  The rendezvous point was at a place where a small stream entered the Osa on the east, about halfway between Rogóźno and Słup.  She packed some kiełbasa, rye bread, and blessed Easter eggs.  They wód eat their dessert that they gathered raйt there, and scoop water from the river.  
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Julian had attended the 6:00 Mass in Szczepanki, and after he had eaten breakfast, he set off.  Since they had both set off at about the same time, when the first one – Julian - got there, he didn’t have long to wait.  Valentine had walked as fast as he kód, due to his excitement at the prospect; still, bekôz of his short legs Marta was forced to walk slowly.

When they assembled they set in immediately to collecting berries.  Valentine kód hardly contain himself, he was having so much fun.  “Look, Uncle Julian.  Mushrooms!  Get these!” he shouted. 

“Those’re not mushrooms; they’re toadstools and they’re poisonous.”  

“What’s ‘poisonous’?” 

“It means that if you eat them, you’ll die.”  

“When mushroom season comes up, we’ll collect them.  Of course, we’ll have to get Lord Rogoziński’s permission,” came back Julian’s reply.  

“Don’t get too far ahead; there are bears in these woods,” he cautioned.

At a certain point Julian said, “Shhhhh.  Everyone stop and be quiet.”  As they stood there, not breathing, he pointed to a large white-tail deer with just the beginning of antlers standing beyond some bushes.  “Lucky for us: he’s upwind of us.  If the wind were coming from our backs he’d smell us and be off,” he whispered.  Valentine inadvertently stepped on a twig, cracking it, and the deer bounded away.  

When it got time for lunch they sat on the bank of the Osa.  Marta produced the food.  As they ate Valentine spotted various fish swimming by, likewise frogs and turtles.  “How clear the water is!  I can see all the way down.  See that grass bending with the current?” he asked.

When they finished Marta and Valentine got up, assuming that they wód resume their berry-picking.  “No, no, let’s just sit here a while and let our food settle.  Take notice of the beauty around you,” Julian advised.  He took a position with his back against a tree.  In his raйt arm he embraced Valentine; in his left his sister.  All three sat there warm, full and very content as they looked down at the clear flow of water and at the surrounding forest, breathing in its scents.

Sun. April 11, 1847.  Low Sunday.  In Berlin, 186 miles west, their king, Frederick William IV (52), after a long delay due to his reluctance, succumbed to pressure and called the First Vereinigter Landtag - Prussian United Parliament.  It was called “United” bekôz it was composed of representatives of regions within Prussia, each of which had its own local parliament.  Its members were nobility, rich peasants and urban landowners like Otto von Bismarck (32).  The mass of the rural population and urban lower-class landowners was not represented.  Its promoters wanted to extend to the non-nobility some say in how they are governed.  Germans were used to their soveryns’ issuing decrees; these soveryns did not take kindly to input from what they considered the unwashed masses.  Consequently in his throne speech in the White Hall of Berlin’s ​StadtSchloss Frederick William IV was brusque and condescending with the delegates. 

Wed. April 14, 1847.  Now that he knew how to do so, Valentine was sent out to the manor’s kitchen garden to sow the second crop of radishes, even tho the first crop had not yet matured.

Sat. April 17, 1847.  The Kwasigroch family lived in Szczepanki.  Witold, the father, was a colonus.  That doesn’t mean that he was a colonist; it means that Lord Rogoziński allowed him at least one hide of land (enŭf land for him to support himself and his immediate family).  They lived in a detached house consisting of one large room.  Witold and Frances slept in one bed.  As of January 1, 1847 their children slept thus: Paul and Hipolit in one bed; Fabian and Simon slept in one bed before Fabian was drafted; and Danuta slept in another.  They had a horse, a plow, a cow, a pig, chickens, and a goose.  They had a small pond, a cherry tree, and an apple tree. 

Witold had what was known as a strong raйt to the soil.  He didn’t own his real estate - it all really belonged to Lord Rogoziński - but the unwritten agreement between him and Lord Rogoziński was that the property kód be passed on to his descendants.  Neither Lord Rogoziński nor his descendants had to honor this tradition.  Unless something unusual happened Leon, the oldest, who was married, stood to “inherit”.  

The Kwasigrochs were a devout family.  They said a Rosary naйtly.  Witold and Frances took parenting very seriously, and had raised fine offspring.  Witold took some wódka on special occasions, but otherwise did not drink.  He did not smoke – he was afraid that a spark wód ignite stored hay, etc.  They all went to bed early so as to arise early.  

They made their own soap and candles.  Frances knew how to weave and had tôt dôters Stanislava (now married) and Danuta that art.  At one time the family depended on their weaving their own cloth.  Now cloth had become available commercially, so they didn’t weave very often.  

The floor of their hut was wood joists laid directly on the ground covered with wood boards.  The roof was thatched.  There was a large fireplace where meals were cooked.  Their outbuildings were arranged around a small square court, or barnyard.  Bekôz the fowl left their droppings all over this yard, everyone kept a second pair of shoes just outside the door for use inside the house.

They kept a vegetable garden for their own needs.  Everyone still owed Lord Rogoziński two days’ compulsory labor per week.  They kept a barking dog on a leash, to menace any intruders.  

Paul was born January 8, 1823.  The fifth child to be born, he was the oldest sibling living at home.  Three older siblings were married and lived close by.  An older sister, Bibiana, had died in 1822, just short of three years old.  Paul was conceived as a way to assuage the parents’ grief over losing Bibiana.  This did not result in his being treated any differently than if Bibiana had lived.  He had red hair, pink skin and freckles, a rarity for a Pole.  This indicated some genes inherited from a German ancestor in the distant past.  He was smarter than Hipolit, but was careful not to “rub Hipolit’s nose in it”.  He loved his brother, who confided in him.  He had that rare skill called listening.  He had no formal education, but had learned that many of a man’s troubles arise from running away from painful feelings that he fears will surface.  He gently got the troubled one to divulge those feelings.  He believed that it was time for him to get married, and had consulted Mrs. Krajecka, the matchmaker.  He played the kobza – a Polish bagpipe, which he made himself from a goat’s skin.  He was introspective and less outgoing than Hipolit.

Hipolit was born February 10, 1825.  He was the sixth child to be born.  He played the gęśle – a folk violin, which he made himself, and liked to sing.  He was 5’-11” tall, with streйt dark brown hair, which he got cut with bangs in front, and streйt across the back of the neck just at the collar line, like most peasants whose hair is not curly.  He had brown eyes, and was very sanguine in personality: he wanted people around him to be happy and to like him.  He had a disarming smile and an affinity with animals.  He was muscular and hairy.  He and Paul were close: they liked to wrestle and josh each other.  He was a heavy drinker, but usually knew when to stop before he got drunk or rowdy.  He liked to kid around with the unmarried girls at church, but had as yet not consulted the matchmaker.

Mon. April 19, 1847.  The harvesting of winter wheat and rye began today, and Adalbert and Julian Nering were sent from Słup to the manor folwark to help with it on this, a compulsory labor day.  The wheat crop was found to be damaged by the ​Hessian fly; the rye crop by ergot.
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Valentine was sent to the Rogoziński kitchen garden to harvest the first crop of radishes.  When he brôt them in to Sophia, cook and head of female servants, she saw that they were damaged by ​flea beetle.
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Chapter Two: George Nicpoń, Pederast
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Thurs. April 22, 1847.  At Rogóźno Zamek Sophia sent Valentine to the kitchen garden to plant cabbage.  “This cabbage that you plant today will be ready to harvest around July 21st”, she told the lad.  

“How do you know when July 21st is?” he asked her, knowing that she kód not read.  She took him over to a calendar.  

“It’s true that I can’t read, but I know how to count.  I know that April is the fourth month, and July is the seventh month, so I flip until I get to the fourth month, count 80 starting at 22, and that lands me on July 21st”, she replied.  Valentine marveled at her smartness.  

Tomorrow wód be the namesday of George, a servant in Rogoziński manor.  He was born in 1800, altho, like most peasants, he did not keep track of his age.  George was of quite less than average intelligence.  In the next century an “Intelligence Quotient” will be devised.  (I, the angel Zuriel, know this.)  On it George wód score about 71.  He was shorter than most men, stocky, and always needed a shave.  His lower jaw protruded such that his lower lip almost covered the upper one.  There was usually a deposit at the corners of his mouth consisting of food crumbs, dried saliva, and saliva bubbles.  There was a thick rim of skin along the edge of his eyelids, which seemed to weй them down, so that they were never fully open, and a patch of pure white hair on the back of his head.  He didn’t have much of a neck, and he walked with his head slaйtly hunched forward, like a vulture.  Father Berent had besôt Lord Rogoziński to take him in when his remaining parent, his mother, died.  His other siblings claimed that they just kód not afford another mouth to feed.

When the servants assembled for supper around their table in the cellar of Rogóźno Zamek manor, Sophia presented them with a treat that George loved: czarnina soup with kluski noodles.  The reason they were celebrating today instead of tomorrow was the czarnina treat.  On Fridays no meat was eaten, and that included blood, an ingredient in the soup obtained from the duck.  

The czarnina reminded George of his mother.  Instead of putting him into a good mood, it turned him sad and morose.

All the servants had to work for their room and board, and young Valentine was no exception.  So they all pressed him into service when they needed help.  The only time Marta wód object was if the work seemed too dangerous or beyond his strength.  In his scratchy, phlegmy voice George croaked to Marta, who had returned from her day off in time for supper, “I’m gonna need Valentine t’ help me wit’ some chores in da stable”, and she consented.

Parents in those days had a much greater expectation of what their children kód do.  George lit some lanterns and handed one to Valentine.  He followed George out to the stable, where George told him to shovel up horse manure, deposit it on a pile, and lay in a supply of hay in the horses’ mangers.  George began currying the coats of the master’s horses.  Every now and then he stole a look at the youngster, and an idea began to gain seriousness in his mind.  “Valentine, stop dat for a while and come ‘ere”, he said, moving toward a spot that was somewhat secluded, but from which he kód still see the doors.  When the lad got there George quickly forced the lad to perform a bad act on him.  

George then turned very angry and threatened, “You keep dis to yourself, unnerstan’?  If I fin’ out dat you have tol’ anyone – your mudder, de udder servants, or da Rogozińskis – dey will probably kill me or beat me up.  Dey may kill you, too.  Even if dey don’t, I’ll kill you.  I’ll have nuttin’ to lose at dat time.  Unnerstan’?”  The boy’s heart was beating wildly.  He didn’t understand.  “Do you swear never t’ tell anyone?” George demanded.  

Valentine shook his head up and down.  “Uh-huh”, he replied weakly.  He needn’t have threatened; Valentine was certain that had he told his mother, she wód have punished him severely, accusing him in some way.  

“Now finish what you started”, George warned.
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At 9:00 pm Marta called Valentine to her and said, “All raйt, Valuś.  It’s time for bed”.  He didn’t want to go; he argued with her to stay up until she went to bed.  Marta prevailed; got him to wash his face and hands and kneel down, fold his hands in her lap, and say his naйt prayers.  She blew out the candles and went to the kitchen to do some work there.  

As he lay there Valentine imagined black silhouettes coming thru the door, and peering up at him from the foot of his bed.  He fôt falling asleep but when he finally went to sleep he had naйtmares. 
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After sundown several of the overseers of Lord Romuałd’s folwarks came to him and informed him that from their experience this wód probably be the last day with any frost, and that tomorrow they wód like to begin sowing summer barley.  And even if they were wrong, it wód do no harm to have the seed in the ground.  Lord Romuałd consented.

Fri. April 23, 1847.  Today began the planting of summer barley, as well as potatoes and summer wheat in all the Rogozińskis’ folwarks.  Adalbert and Julian Nering participated on the palace folwark on this, one of their compulsory labor days.  In the kitchen garden Valentine helped to plant the third crop of radishes.

Sat. April 24, 1847.  Fr. Berent, pastor of St. Laurence church in Szczepanki, always sat in the box listening to confessions from 4:30 to 6:00 pm.  He had already heard several when, upon sliding open the door behind the grille, he heard, “Bless me Fader, for I have sinned.  It’s been mont’s since my las’ Confession.”  There was some hesitation.

“There is some embarrassment.  I will coax it out of him”, thôt Fr. Berent.  “Don’t be afraid; I am not here to punish you.  God is pleased that you have had the courage to come for His forgiveness”, said the priest.  Father heard what sounded like trying to push air from a constricted throat.  “Take your time; use whatever words are comfortable to you”, he urged. 

“You’ve never heard anyone as bad as me”, rasped the voice.

“I was ordained in 1817; I’ve been hearing confessions for 30 years.  I’ve heard it all”, answered the priest.  

“I got a little boy to do somet’in’ to me.”

Father recognized the voice of George, servant at Rogóźno Zamek.  “Have you ever done this before?  Now be honest with me”, inquired the priest.  

“No, fader, and I wan’ it to be d’ las’ time”, answered the penitent. 

“You must make a firm purpose of amendment.  Do you know what that means?” inquired Berent.  

“No, Fader.  What?”  

“It means that you have to plan how you are going to avoid this bad sin again,” he answered; “When you leave this confessional, say a Rosary as a penance, and sit and plan how you are going to avoid this sin.  All raйt?”

“Yes Fader”.

Sun. April 25, 1847.  At Rogóźno Zamek after Mass, during breakfast, son Blaise read in the Berliner Zeitung, that on April 21st in Berlin, 186 miles west, there had been hunger riots.


“Today hunger riots were broken up after 3 days by the Prussian army.  Fisticuffs began at the Gendarme Market.  One dealer, as well as other sellers, had increased their price of potatoes greatly and the protesting female customers became provoked by the cynical remark that ‘They are lucky that the farmers don’t offered them no more than hay in the future’.  The working women then cut open a number of potato sacks and helped themselves, without paying.  Similar scenes occurred in the wheat market in the Dönhoffplatz where market stalls were destroyed and traders were threatened.  The two policemen on the spot were unable to prevent the attacks.”



In the afternoon the Rogozińskis had guests with a boy about Valentine’s age who had recently been ill.  During the visit sweetened black currant juice was served, and the boy did not finish his.  Valentine helped his mother take the used dishes back to the kitchen.  When he got there, he kód not resist finishing off the boy’s juice. 

Mon. April 26, 1847.  The sowing of barley began on the folwark of Słup, where the Nerings lived.  The overseer ordered Adalbert and Julian Nering to work there on this, a compulsory labor day.

Fri. April 30, 1847.  Today Blaise read an editorial in the Berliner Zeitung criticizing the women staging the hunger riots in Berlin.  They cynically called the riots “the so-called Potato Revolution”.  Then, to himself he said, “I hope that this year’s potato crop is a bumper one, for the sake of these women, and all peasants.  Really, for everyone’s sake.  Still, if the crop fails, I hope that good comes from that.”

Sun. May 2, 1847.  The servants of Rogóźno Zamek manor trudged off to 9:00 Mass at St. Laurence church, Szczepanki thru a spring rain.  George was moved to do some thinking when he heard these words of the Epistle:  


“As strangers and pilgrims restrain yourselves from carnal desires.”



“Lord, help me t’ renew my desire t’ stay away from dat kid, dat Valentine”, he prayed.

Then he heard, 


“Be ye subject to every human creature for God’s sake...  Servants, be subject to your masters with all fear, not only to the good and gentle, but also to the severe...”



George knew that he was not smart.  He had experienced people’s lӑfter at his slowness; it had imperceptibly built up a negative attitude toward people in general which erupted at times.  One such time was when butler Stanislav, who everyone but George knew was really a gentle man, wód give him an order.  Another such time wód be when Lord John, the master’s son, or the Panienkas (misses) Louise and Benedicta – Lord Romuałd’s dôters - gave him an order.  He was smart enŭf not to show any saйns of anger; he usually lowered his head and hunched it forward at the same time.  But he felt a deep resentment that he placed on the pile of existing resentments.  “What made dem my betters?” he asked himself.  He returned from church in a bad mood.

After the Rogozińskis had been served Sunday dinner, and after all the servants had eaten, a friend of Lord Blaise, Lord Romuałd’s son, rode in on his horse for a visit.  George had been alerted, so was waiting and given the horse to take to the stable.  He put the animal in a spare stall, and forked some hay into its manger.  He then took a curry comb and proceeded to groom the animal.  No one had bidden him to do so; he just felt a kinship with animals, more than with humans.  

He seemed gone inordinately long, so Stanislav found Valentine and asked him to fetch him, as there was work to do in the manor.  “Please, Sir, I don’t want to go”, replied the boy.  

“What’s this – refusing an order?  Young man, you must learn that we don’t always get what we want.  Now go”, he said, not unkindly.

Valentine gathered his strength and proceeded to the stable.  George kód see him approaching, and the temptation grew in him again.  “You mustn’t, you mustn’t”, he told himself.  Valentine stopped at a distance of about twenty feet and called to him with a stern look on his face, “Stanislav says you must come back to the manor raйt now!”  George dropped the curry comb, ran and grabbed the boy and pulled him into that same place as before, and forced him to the same act once again.  

“Remember: if dis gets out, I’ll kill ya”, he growled; “Now dry yer eyes before you go back in dere”.  There was great fear in George as he watched Valentine return to the house.  Wód he tell or not?  But besides fear there was self-hatred.  “Oh God, I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” he prayed as he wiped tears from his eyes with his dirty fat fingers.

Tues. May 4, 1847.  In family gardens they planted the fourth crop of radishes.  At Rogóźno Zamek Valentine was made to do this.  As he stood up to stretch he kôt the saйt of George glaring menacingly at him.

Fri. May 7, 1847.  From those same family gardens they harvested the third crop of radishes.  They, too, were damaged by flea beetle.  By now this was regarded as Valentine’s special task at Rogóźno Zamek.

During the servants’ supper celebrating his namesday, Stanislav, in the happy mood that being the center of attention creates, told them, “Today, in 1794 Kościuszko issued the Proclamation of Połaniec.”  

“What was that?” asked Marta.  

“By then Poland had gone thru two partitions; there wasn’t much of a country left.  Kościuszko wanted to start an uprising to drive the foryners out.”

“How was he goin’ to do that?” she asked.

“He appealed to us peasants to join an army.  He promised to grant us freedom.  He wanted to reduce compulsory labor to one day a week.  He gave total liberation from compulsory labor to men who wód become soldiers in his army, and their families.”

“Did the Manifesto affect our area of Poland?” she asked.  

“No, bekôz ​Royal Pomorze, where we live, was separated from Poland already in 1772.  Besides, Kościuszko was eventually defeated,” said Stanislav.  

“How old were you when Kościuszko issued the Proclamation?” asked Marta.

“I was thirteen – old enŭf to remember a lot,” answered the butler, defensively.  Valentine felt proud that his mother was engaged in conversation with someone as smart as Stanislav.

Sat. May 8, 1847.  George was back for Confession.  “Bless me Fader, for I have sinned.  It’s been one week since my las’ Confession.”  There was a long pause.  He was too embarrassed; he kódn’t find words that were the raйt balance between specific and vague, and also not the vulgar ones with which peasants were familiar but which made him ashamed.

“Just blurt it out; I understand” said the priest, patiently.  

“I got dat boy to do da same to me, jus’ like las’ week”, he said quickly.

Father Berent knew full well that this was George on the other side of the grille, yet he did not want to kôz any additional embarrassment.  “What happened?” he asked.  George told him.  “Well, you did not go seeking him out.  That’s good.  Continue to avoid him.  Run away from him if that’s possible”, counseled the priest.

“Fader, I’m so afraid dat I‘ll be sacked or worse, hauled before a judge an’ put in jail”, said George.

“It may not seem like it now, but getting let go may be the best way for you to avoid this sin”, said Fr. Berent.  Again George was given a Rosary to say as penance, and after making a prayer of sorrow for his sins he was sent out into the church. 

Wed. May 12, 1847.  It was a grey, overcast day; it rained off and on.  George, servant at Rogóźno Zamek manor, had been fasting and abstaining for three days now, the Rogation Days.  Between that and the weather he was feeling grumpy and irritable.  His fasting and abstaining were not his own idea; they came from Sophia and Stanislav, who controlled the meals.  Another reason to resent authority.  His lust was up.  The only realistic outlet for him was Valentine, again.  All day he plotted ways to get him alone.  When naйt came he still had not done so, so he tossed and turned until after midnaйt.  

Thurs. May 13, 1847.  Ascension.  The entire Rogoziński household, including the servants, went to 9:00 Mass in Szczepanki.  Valentine was complaining of not feeling well.  He said he had a headache and had no appetite.  When Marta felt his forehead, he seemed to have a fever.  Marta asked permission to borrow Lord Rogoziński’s thermometer, and from Lord Blaise the illiterate mother found that his temperature was found to be 102°.  Sophia was consulted and informed Marta that about 99° was considered normal.  Marta judged Valentine not well enŭf to go to church, so he was left home, with the admonition that he remain in bed.  

As it turned out, George, too, was honestly not feeling well, so he begged off attending, and asked for permission to stay in bed.  He was told that he kód do so, but to do only those duties that were necessary.  He hitched up a horse to a carriage and saw the Rogoziński family drive off in it.  He saw the servants set off on foot.  Valentine was not among them!  He waited a good fifteen minutes to make sure that no one wód return for something forgotten, then proceeded to the female servants’ dorm.  Valentine’s bed was against the wall.  When Valentine saw him he sat upraйt and pulled himself against it.  “GET AWAY FROM ME!  DON’T TOUCH ME!” shouted the fraйtened lad.

“Dere’s no one here t’ hear you; d’ sooner you give in t’ me, d’ better off you’ll be”, he growled.  This time he did the act on the boy.
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The Nering family were all at Mass save for Adalbert.  After Mass Marta ran over to them and announced that Valentine was unwell, and bekôz of that, she maйt not be able to meet Julian for their usual time together on her day off.

Richard Skibiński, the choir director, happened by and said to Rosa, “We missed Adalbert today.  I hope he is well”.

She replied, “Mr. Skibiński, he’s hung over.  We all suffer so much from ‘is drinkin’ up what little ‘e earns”.

The man felt sympathy for her.  To the children he said, “You are all lucky to have such a heroic mother”.
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Chapter Three: Mumps
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Fri. May 14, 1847.  Marta was in the habit of waking Valentine after she had done her morning toilettes for Lady Jadwiga, and the Panienkas Louise and Benedicta.  She awoke him, and he immediately complained of painful swallowing.  His left cheek and the underside of his jaw below his ear were greatly swollen.  He looked like a squirrel or a pig on the left side.  Marta took him to Sophia, who pronounced, lӑfing slaйtly, “He has świnka – mumps”.

Sat. May 15, 1847.  In Berlin Bismarck made his first speech in the First Vereinigter Landtag - the United Prussian Parliament.  It outraged the other deputies.  It was anti-republican, pro one-man rule and pro the status quo.  Remember, so far he is just a deputy, like any other.
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Today when Marta awoke Valentine his raйt cheek and underside of jaw below the ear were also greatly swollen.  Word gradually spread among the Rogozińskis and the servants.  Eventually this reached George, who suffered an immense attack of guilt.  “I mus’ be responsible fer dis!” he told himself.  “Jezu, help me!” he prayed.

Mon. May 17, 1847.  In the hamlet of Szonowo szlacheckie to the east, Marianna, illegitimate, was born to peasant Julianna Przypyszna (16).  This was Julianna’s second illegitimate child.  The father of each was John Rogoziński’s friend Bogumił Gruszczyński, lord of Gruszczyn manor, about whom I, the angel Zuriel, will have much to say later.
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Today the harvesting of carrots from family gardens began.  At Rogóźno Zamek Marta went thru the kitchen garden grabbing the leaves of each carrot and pulling up.  She found most of the crop to be badly damaged by ​carrot-fly larvae.  

The Rogozińskis wód not eat anything but perfect carrots.  Marta set into triage.  Onto one pile she threw carrots that were so badly damaged that they wód be fed to animals.  Onto another she threw slaйtly damaged carrots that peasants wód find acceptable.  Onto a third pile she threw perfect carrots.  This pile was very small.  

She took the worst pile to the heap of rotting sugar beets for the cows.  She carried the middle pile to Sophia in the kitchen.  Sophia, Barbara, Ursula and Catherine wód do what they kód to get rid of the larvae.  Dropping them into hot water and immediately retrieving, sharp banging on a table, picking with a matchstick, wód all be employed.  

Marta took the good pile to an outside place which kód be expected to stay relatively cool and shaded.  She made a bed of hay seven inches thick, dumped the carrots onto it, added another seven inches of hay, and dug a drainage trench around this mound, throwing the soil on top of the hay.  She then went into the kitchen and got the de-larvaed carrots and made the same kind of storage place for them.

With this work done, she stood, took a deep breath and looked around.  “It’s spring.  Fruit trees are in bloom; the air smells of perfume.  The bees are busy in the trees and on the flowers”, she ruminated wistfully.  Then she remembered that she had a sick child.  

Fri. May 21, 1847.  When Marta awoke Valentine she saw that the swelling had disappeared from his left side.

Sat. May 22, 1847.  Today Marta saw that the swelling had disappeared from Valentine’s raйt side as well.  Outside a gale of 35 mph was blowing down a heavy rainfall with bone-shaking explosions of thunder and sky-rending bolts of laйtning.  The sky had so darkened that it seemed evening.  All of this, and the knowledge of Valentine’s illness, had George quaking with guilt.  He was sure that God was punishing him for his misdeeds.  

Sun. May 23, 1847.  Pentecost.  The local tradition was that children in the area’s parishes made their Confirmation today.  Marta Neringówna was in the habit of attending 9:00 Mass at St. Laurence church, Szczepanki with Valentine, almost five, and the other servants.  She judged him well enŭf today to resume attendance at Mass.  Bishop Gierszewski was going to be there, all the way from Pelplin, and she did not want to miss the pomp surrounding that.  When the bishop proceeded into the church, with the organ playing and the choir singing, she was moved.  She pointed out the bishop to Valentine excitedly.  “Someday a bishop will confirm you”, she told him.  Upon returning home, she put him back to bed, just to be sure.

Tues. May 25, 1847.  There was no way that Marta was going to permit Valentine to leave his bed to do work, so she braved the 35 mph gale to harvest the fourth crop of radishes in the kitchen plot.  They, too, were damaged by flea beetle.

Fri. May 28, 1847.  Today the harvesting of beets from family gardens began.  Marta judged Valentine well enŭf to help with this.  They grabbed the bunch of leaves and pulled up one beet at a time.  They cut off the leaves, which they put into a pile.  The Rogozińskis wód not eat the leaves.  Since they wód not last, they wód be distributed to any peasants who wanted them.  Some wód be kept for the servants at the manor.  When they had filled a wheelbarrow with a load of beets, they took them to the root cellar.  There, workers had already prepared a five inch thick layer of sand.  A layer of beets was placed on it.  Then a layer of sand, then another layer of beets, then another layer of sand.

Sat. May 29, 1847.  Bekôz Valentine had been sick Marta had neither cut his hair nor bathed him.  Ordinarily she wód have cut his hair outside, but a strong wind was blowing all day, so she did it in the kitchen after supper.  She combed it down all around his head; then took scissors and cut it horizontally across the back of his neck, and horizontally just above his eyes.  Then she bathed him and herself.

Tues. June 1, 1847.  Today Marta gave Valentine a basket and told him to pick gooseberries.  He wód pick them again and again this month. 

The overseer of the peasants of Lord Romuałd’s own farm sent them to one of his meadows to mow hay.  George and Edward, ordinarily house servants, were sent with them.  They began after breakfast, which they ate raйt after sunrise, 3:49 am.  George was one of several using the scythe when he began to feel feverish.  His head began to ache and when around noon they broke for dinner he lacked appetite.  He wanted to go to the overseer and ask to be excused.  His own negative attitude toward those in authority proved to be his enemy now, for he was sure that the overseer did not like him and wód report him to Lord Romuałd as lazy.  So he worked on, dragging himself thru til sundown, 8:20 pm.
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Supper in the Kwasigroch household, Szczepanki, was a very sad one, for Fabian (20), was to be conscripted into the Prussian army tomorrow.  Present were his father Witold (53), mother Frances (50), brother Leon (32) with wife and children, brother Peter (30) with wife and children, Paul (25), Hipolit (22), Simon (18), sisters Stanislava (29) with husband and children, and Danuta (21).  There was wódka at the meal, and Hipolit drank too much.  “C’mon, everyone, wipe those sad looks off your faces.  Paul, get your kobza.  I’ll get my gęśle.  Let’s liven things up!” he shouted.  They began to play a happy Krakowiak, and the mood did pick up.  But then their mother broke into tears.  “I can’t pretend.  That makes things worse”, she said, and went over to Fabian and hugged his head to hers, sobbing.  Their father Witold said, “All raйt, everyone.  In time of sorrow we turn to God.  We say our Rosary”.  When that ended the guests left, after each gave Fabian a hug. 

Wed. June 2, 1847.  At dawn, 3:49, Fabian Kwasigroch, after another round of hugs and many tears by all, got into a farm wagon driven by his brother Hipolit, and took off for Łasin to be conscripted into the Prussian army.
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Today when he awoke George’s left cheek and jaw under his left ear were greatly swollen.  As yesterday, so today, except now it was Stanislav who was his enemy.  So he attempted to put in a full day’s work again.  This time it was his superior who saw him.  He called to him, “George, what’s wrong with your face?”  George dismissed it as an infected tooth.  “I can handle it”, he reassured him.

Thurs. June 3, 1847.  Today was Corpus Christi, and ordinarily there wód be a procession with the Blessed Sacrament around the outskirts of St. Laurence parish, Szczepanki, but it was raining, so everyone knew they wód have to be content to proceed around the interior of the church.  This was also the day on which children in local parishes received their First Communion.  

Before Mass began Fr. Berent came out and announced to the people that Pope Gregory XVI had died two days ago.  There were gasps and tsk-tsks.  He asked them to pray for his soul, and that a worthy successor wód be chosen.

Altho this was Marta’s day off, she attended and sat with the other servants.  Her family always attended this 9:00 Mass; that is, everyone except her father Adalbert, whose attendance was irregular.  He liked to sing and when he came the only reason for doing so was to sing on the choir.  It was only on days when he was not there that Marta wód approach her family.  Marta knew from such chats that today her sister Eva, who was now fifteen, wód be making her First Communion; consequently Rosa had dragged Adalbert there.  

A heresy known as Jansenism had flourished in a past century.  It was characterized by extreme rigidity, and an acute sense of unworthiness; it was the influence of hard-core Calvinism on the Catholic faith.  It was a fire that was largely dead, but one remaining ember was the reluctance to receive Communion.  A church law had to be instituted requiring people to receive at least once per year.  So one’s First Reception was held at fifteen.

All the candidates sat up front, boys on the left, girls on the raйt.  Everyone’s face and hands had been scrubbed.  They had taken an unaccustomed bath in some local pond, of which there was
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