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Preface

Not far from Warsaw, a little off the main road to Poznań, there is a place called Arkadia. Built for the fancy of some early nineteenth-century count, it is a sort of park where, in a wood, there stand a number of dilapidated little monuments meant to evoke one or other of the romantic emotions. There is an attempt at Stonehenge, some fragmentary temples, a rocky grotto. And there is also an elaborate fountain, now dry, decorated with the stucco relief of a naked girl offering a drinking-cup to a dragon writhing intimately alongside her. It seems to be based on a fresco in the Villa of the Mysteries at Pompeii. Underneath is written: ‘L’Espérance Nourrit une Chimère, et la Vie s’Écoule.’

Since I first saw that fountain, more than twenty years ago on one of my early visits to Poland, the friends with whom I was young have grown middle-aged. Some nourished the thought that Polish Communism could, in spite of its past failures, find within itself the power to create a new synthesis of socialism and democracy which had never been seen in Europe. Others cradled the idea that the Soviet Union might one day be transformed or, less improbably, decide to withdraw behind its own frontiers. Meanwhile they raised children and, in their turn, now hear themselves explaining to sons and daughters – as their parents had explained to them — the difference between the real history of Poland and history taught at school. And life flowed away.

The events of 1980 in Poland were not, however, a chimera. The ‘self-limiting revolution’ which began at Gdańsk in the Lenin Shipyard was real, and whatever price Poland may eventually have to pay for it, its intangible and moral achievements are permanent. If the democratic reform of the Polish United Workers’ Party and the appearance of the independent trade union Solidarity can be consolidated, this will also prove to have been the most important change in eastern Europe since the end of the Second World War. This book is an attempt to describe what took place in 1980, much of which I witnessed, to analyse some of its consequences and implications, and to ask why so many hopes had to be poured away in the preceding thirty-five years.

I have deliberately written about Poland as a European society, a member of the ancient continental family which is at present so superficially divided into alliances and ‘communities’, rather than as ‘the problem member of the Communist bloc’ — a bloodless kind of terminology. Especially in Poland, however, many people will disagree with judgements and versions of history in this book. Perhaps this is inevitable. The encounter with Poland corrodes most political assumptions, not because this is an exotic nation but because it presents a view of the squalid under-side of big concepts — the side which rests on top of human beings. Bismarck, with his grand design for European peace, becomes the man who had thousands of Polish small boys caned for speaking their own language; Churchill and Stalin lost dignity in the hour of victory in wrangles over Polish rivers and villages they could not spell. Capitalism meant that the nation’s factories were owned by Germans and Frenchmen. Socialism, which in theory comes so much closer to the Polish sense of community and equality, has become a term so defiled by public squalor, private privilege and hypocrisy about the Soviet Union that it has become for the moment unrecognizable.

Ideological consistency, in Poland, is confined to leading articles in newspapers. The Poles are concerned to survive and Polish governments — however extreme they appear — are concerned not to do things to their own people that are unforgivable or irreparable. The results are often political systems whose structure mystifies the orderly mind of a foreigner, whether he is a Soviet official or an American professor. Edward Gierek’s régime between 1970 and 1980, a Communist Politburo relying upon the Roman Catholic hierarchy and mortally afraid of the industrial proletariat, made all Europe stop and stare. When it fell down, there emerged a workers’ revolution which walked behind the crucifix and refused to take control of the means of production. Solidarity has been infinitely distressing to many left-wingers in the West. My hope is that this book, by explaining a little, will reduce that distress.

Many people have helped me with this book; none are responsible for its contents. I would like to thank especially the Observer, the Scotsman, the Spectator and the Guardian for sending me to Poland so often in the last twenty-five years, and the Ministry of Foreign Affairs not only for so many visas but for the patience of its officials under interview. Among those who gave me assistance and encouragement in the last two years, and to whom I will always be grateful, are: Christopher Bobinski, Eric Bourne, Michael Dobbs, Gustaw Gottesman, Krzystof Klinger, Henryk Krzecz-kowski, Oliver MacDonald, Karol and Irena Małcużyński, Wojciech Sadurski, Marek Skwarnicki, Jadwiga Staniszkis, Ambassador Artur Stare-wicz, Boleslaw Sulik, Dessa Trevisan, Dr Jerzy Turowicz. I must also salute Belinda Magee for drawing the map, the British Library for Political and Economic Science for letting me work there, and especially Elisabeth Sifton of Viking for her phenomenal energy and sympathy as an editor. Finally, honour to the friends of 28 East Preston Street in Edinburgh, to Isabel Hilton, Lynda Myles, Tom Nairn and Ellen Galford, for whom what I write is written.


Chapter One

Introduction

‘Our Only Guarantee Is Ourselves’

At five in the evening, on 16 December 1980, the sirens of Gdańsk began to sound. The Lenin Shipyard spoke first, and then the repair yards. From the dark city the factory whistles joined them, the voices of the docks, the locomotives in the railway yards, the buses in their depots, the boats at the yacht basin, the bass sirens of the ships alongside in the port or at their moorings in the roadstead, all combining in one interminable, groaning chord.

For minute after minute, a hundred and fifty thousand people stood outside the Lenin Shipyard gate in reverence, their hats in their hands. One after another, the sirens began to drawl down the scale into silence until the only sounds were the wail of tugs and fishing boats still lamenting somewhere in the darkness of the Bay of Hel, or at the outfall of the Dead Vistula. They too became quiet. Then for a time there was nothing at all to be heard. The sleet glittered through the floodlights and slanted past the triple spire of the new monument. At its base, where strike leaders, Catholic bishops, Communist officials, Polish generals and admirals stood shoulder to shoulder, a conductor’s baton twitched. Another huge, foreboding cry burst upward, as the orchestra moved into the first bars of Krzystof Penderecki’s ‘Lacrimosa’ chorale.

Ten years before this day, there had begun in the Lenin yard the first of the demonstrations and strikes which, within a few days, reached along the Polish coast and became a general mutiny of the working class. Those ‘December Events’, touched off by a reckless government decree increasing food prices just before Christmas, were met by force. In Gdańsk and Gdynia, Szczecin and Elbląg, Polish police and troops opened fire on their fellow-countrymen. But the strikers held on, and as their movement began to spread throughout Poland, threatening a total national insurrection, the authorities gave way. Władysław Gomułka, First Secretary of the Polish United Workers’ Party (PUWP), was deposed with Soviet consent and replaced by Edward Gierek, the Party leader in the coalmining country of Upper Silesia. Gierek ordered immediate pay rises and promised a new, more liberal political course, But it took a fresh round of industrial action, another occupation strike in the port of Szczecin in January 1971 and then finally a strike by female textile workers in Łódź, to get the price increases rescinded.

Perhaps nobody, not even the Polish security police, knows how many people were killed in December 1970. For Gdańsk alone, the official total — for workers and police together — was twenty-seven dead. Many will always believe that it was far higher. At this commemoration ceremony, ten years later, the actor Daniel Olbrychski read out a roll-call of the fallen; after each of twenty-seven names, a choir chanted: ‘He is still with us.’ At the end, Olbrychski added: ’… and all the dead whose names are not known.’ Then he stepped down. Up to the rostrum in his place came a small group of slightly bewildered men and women in cheap winter coats, representing the families of those who had died. They cut a cord, and a Polish flag wrapped about the legs of the monument floated free into the westerly gale.

Poles had killed Poles. For the ordinary people watching these rites, that had been the real horror of December 1970. How could a nation that had suffered so terribly at the hands of foreign enemies have added to its miseries through fratricide? This was the symbolism of the factory sirens. On the days when Poland remembers all those who perished in the national cause, the people of Warsaw go to the military cemetery at Pową;zki. Boys and girls in Scout uniform lay wreaths, then stand stiffly to attention before the graves which stretch away, rectangle after rectangle, under the trees — the dead of the November Rising of 1830, the dead of the January Rising of 1863, the dead of the September Campaign of 1939, the dead of the Warsaw Rising in 1944 which cost the lives of perhaps a quarter of a million men, women and children — and all over the city, as people stop in the streets and bare their heads, the sirens set up their cry. On 16 December 1980 at Gdańsk — and the next day at Gdynia and Szczecin — this sound signified that the victims of 1970 had been welcomed into the company of those who died not just for bread or higher wages, but for the nation.

For those who watched the ceremony, it was all incredible, improbable. It was a moment at which one realized how much had taken place in Poland, and how rapidly. A man in a brown anorak walked forward with a familiar, short-stepping, swaggering gait to light the eternal flame. His long ginger moustache looked black in the floodlights. It was Lech Wałęsa, leader of the ten million members of Solidarity, the new independent trade union movement born only fourteen weeks before in the Lenin Shipyard beyond the monument. Now he was one of the most powerful men in Poland, received by the First Secretary in Warsaw and soon to be the guest of the Pope in Rome, the idol of western press and television throughout the autumn of 1980. Six months earlier, his name had meant nothing. Even among the small opposition groups active in Poland before August 1980, only a few organizers operating among workers in the conurbation of Gdańsk, Gdynia and Sopot, the two port cities and the beach resort which form the so-called ‘Triple City’ on the south shore of the Baltic, had even heard of Wałęsa. A year before, he had sworn that in twelve months’ time, on the tenth anniversary of ‘the December’, he and his friends would raise a monument of some kind outside the gates of the Lenin yard. For those who knew about Wałęsa’s vow, it seemed little more than a gesture; the militia would be waiting for him, and have him in the back of a police wagon before he had piled so much as one stone upon another. Now he stood on the plinth. Two workers in safety helmets passed him a long oxy-acetylene torch. Twice he tried to light it, and twice the sleet bit off the spark. The third time the torch ignited. He thrust it forward, and an extravagantly huge flame gushed up past his feet. Wałęsa watched it for a moment, then waved the torch nonchalantly at the crowds.

Above him rose the monument. Three steel shafts, each ending in a cross, met 140 feet over his head. From each cross hangs a black anchor, in Poland a sign not only of the sea but of redemption and struggle. At their base, the legs of the monument have a crumpled, buckling surface to represent the fiery days of the rioting, inset with reliefs of men and women at work in the yards. The designers carved on the wall behind the monument two lines from a translation of the Psalms by Czeslaw Miłosz, the exiled writer who delighted Poland by winning the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1980:

The Lord giveth his people strength;

The Lord giveth his people the blessing of peace.

Like most Polish monuments, this one — paid for by private gifts throughout the country — is monstrously dramatic rather than beautiful. (A few miles away at the coastal fort of Westerplatte, where the first shots of the Second World War were fired on 1 September 1939, the Polish defenders are honoured by the fifty-foot-long hilt of a stone bayonet thrust into the ground.) It was designed by a local engineer with the help of technicians at the Lenin yard. A maquette some two feet high had stood on the platform of the shipyard hall where the committee of the August 1980 strike had held its sessions; even then, it seemed unlikely that the authorities could consent to the erection of anything so enormous. But the strikers were placidly confident. ‘We want it big,’ said one worker. ‘They’ll have a job knocking that down. As hard a job as they had in Paris that other time.’ For a moment, I thought he was talking about some attempt to blow up the Eiffel Tower. Then I realized that he meant the destruction of the Vendôme Column, laboriously pulled over by the revolutionaries of the Paris Commune in 1871. The Polish régime has, at least, given its working class a socialist education.

Perhaps even Wałęsa, not a man for reflection, felt a pang of incredulity as he stood there with his cutting-torch and looked upwards. He must certainly have felt such a pang when he lowered his eyes and looked at the collection of official guests in front of him. This was a monument celebrating, in fact, the triumph of common working people over a régime that had tried ten years before to hold them in their place with bullets. Before him now stood Professor Jabłoński, the head of state of the Communist republic, with a deputy member of the Politburo, a secretary of the Central Committee of the Party, a deputy premier, and the minister of culture. They, together with the local navy admiral and army general, the prefect of Gdańsk, the diplomats of many foreign countries (not the Soviet ambassador), and an assortment of strike leaders still amazed to find themselves inspecting police guards rather than the other way round, were about to hear Mass performed by the Cardinal Archbishop of Kraków as he consecrated the monument and the banners of Solidarity. It was a moment almost too strange to savour.

And yet it was not a moment for easy irony. The coming together of these disparate forces — the Party and state, the Catholic episcopate, the independent working class — was not just a show of victory by one side over another. It was an urgent political project on which the survival of Polish national independence, let alone the future of the ‘independent, self-managing trade unions’, seemed to depend.

For all its splendour, there was something alienating about the ceremony at Gdańsk. Andrzej Wajda, the most famous film-maker in eastern Europe, produced and directed it, with all its use of lighting, of sound, of music (the Penderecki chorale was specially composed), of the solo human voice (Olbrychski is Wajda’s favourite leading actor). It was, indeed, a spectacle: the ordinary people who had brought all these things about by asserting their right to be subjects as well as objects of history now stood in darkness and watched the show as if they were watching a film. Once they intervened: when Tadeusz Fiszbach, the Gdańsk Party secretary, spoke of Poland’s liberation in 1944 by the Red Army, a soft breeze of whistles ran across the crowd. But for the rest they were passive.

In a way, it had to be like that. The dead of December 1970 were now leaving their relations and friends, who had known them as they really were, and ascending from earth to a patriotic Olympus where they would dwell among the saints and heroes and martyrs of Polish nationhood. After ten years, the Polish ‘establishment’ — the bishops, the generals, the politicians — were taking them over and deciding what the lasting meaning of their deaths should be. Official speeches and articles around the anniversary left no doubt about the meaning that was intended. They did not die simply to bring down the price of food, or to win better pay for their families, or in the effort to burn down Party headquarters, or — as happened here and there — because they were caught looting a shop. They were not even allowed to have died for the right of working people to live normally, without lies and cheating and intimidation. They died for the unity of the nation. That was the message.

Tadeusz Fiszbach, one of the very few Party officials whom the Solidarity leaders trusted, made this point in his own speech at the monument. The memory of the December events, though it hurts, should not and must not divide,’ he said. ‘It ought to unite the nation, the working class, the authorities, in a common effort to ensure that never again should we come to such a tragedy.’ Other official commentators made the point much more coarsely, until it might have been supposed that the men who were killed in Gdańsk and Gdynia, Szczecin and Elbląg and Słupsk, had immolated themselves expressly to prevent a social conflict in Poland, like that Marcus Curtius who closed the chasm which had opened in the Roman Forum by leaping into it on his horse.

In terms of fact, it was a strange point to make in the last month of 1980. Poland was not divided. Indeed, it was more united than it had ever been since 1944 — with the possible exception of those ecstatic months after October 1956 when the Poles overthrew what remained of the old Stalinist dictatorship. This sense of unity and community was the most general effect of the summer’s upheaval, of which the emergence of free trade unions was only one consequence. It was not so much an explosion as a geological convulsion, a long and deep tremor that finally brought down the artificial and crumbling barriers that separated one category of Pole from another. Before the evening ceremony that day at Gdańsk, the centre of the city was decorated with clusters of people as workers from other parts of Poland, who had often slept overnight on chartered coaches to arrive in time for the dedication, met each other and the people of Gdańsk and exchanged experiences. What was it like to be a Silesian coal miner? How did the strike go in Lublin? Do you in Wrocław have to wait as long for an apartment as we do in Gdańsk? These meetings, with their eager questions and revelations, could have taken place only in a country whose press and television had long ceased to inform.

But they were also a visible symptom of this collapse of barriers. The nation was uniting. The division lay not vertically between one section of society and another, as the official speeches seemed to suggest, but horizontally: between the population and the few thousand men and women who formed the leadership and the permanent bureaucracy of the Polish United Workers’ Party.

And this was precisely why the Polish establishment, supported by the leaders of Solidarity, had to take over the ceremony at Gdańsk. In deciding that December 1970 was too important to be left to the people, the Party and the Church and the brand-new union leaders were implicitly declaring that August 1980 was also too important to be left to the masses. It was time to put the brakes on. The strikes of July and August had culminated in the régime’s tactical surrender. Rather than use force, risking civil war and eventually Soviet intervention, Edward Gierek, the Party leader, agreed to the signing of the agreements at Gdańsk, Szczecin, Jastrzębie and elsewhere. The agreements permitted the creation of free trade unions, promised wage rises and a five-day week, and — among many other concessions — guaranteed a reduction and legal limitation of censorship.

Now, in December 1980, the question was again how to prevent a Soviet or Warsaw Pact intervention. The East German and Czechoslovak press, especially, resounded with accusations against Solidarity as an anti-socialist instrument, as the weapon of western subversion centres designed to prise Poland out of the Soviet bloc. The Soviet media also took this line on occasion. But for the Russian leaders, the real problem was not the existence of an independent trade union federation in Poland — that might be tolerated, if there was a reasonable prospect that the Party would slowly re-establish its authority and influence over the trade unions. The problem was the deadly weakness of the Party itself.

If the Polish United Workers’ Party could not regain control of the situation, if it were unable to play the ‘leading role’ in the state that both Leninist theory and the new Polish Constitution reserved for it, if Communists meekly permitted opponents of socialism to attack the PUWP in public and go unpunished, then — the Soviet leadership would have to conclude — counter-revolution was on the move. ‘Fraternal assistance’, some sort of military action in Poland, would be necessary to preserve the socialist system. The Polish leadership might appeal for such armed support, or it might become so enfeebled and subverted that it was no longer able to do so. Ultimately, the decision to intervene would not be determined by whether there were Poles prepared to ask for armed assistance or not.

This seemed to be the Soviet thought. From the start, the Polish workers understood it well. To think of overthrowing the Party in Poland was madness, for it would inevitably lead to a Soviet invasion and the destruction of all the liberties gained in the past ten or even twenty-five years. The point was something else: to take much of the substance of power away from the Party and the state bureaucracy but to leave them with the form. This, it was recognized, was a delicate game, but it was the only possible game to play. Poland was like an old house living under a preservation order. The interior could be modernized, even gutted and replaced. But the façade and the roof must stay intact.

Tarnobrzeg is a long way from Gdańsk, an inland town on the Vistula which is the centre of the biggest sulphur-mining district in Europe. A few days after the Gdańsk Agreement was signed, the mines remained almost completely closed down by a strike. One of the workers told me: ‘Our demands here are pretty modest. But we understand Poland’s situation, and that the socialist system is tottering. It’s a question of using the most cautious methods in order to prop it up so that there’s no tragedy, no tanks, no bloodshed. We can solve all these problems together if the government can stabilize itself.’

But it did not stabilize. As soon as demolition work began within the house, the roof began to show signs of caving in. The Solidarity leaders had hoped that, after the agreements of August, the Party would adapt itself to the new situation. On the night of 5 September, the Central Committee replaced Edward Gierek with Stanisław Kania, a solid, shrewd personality who seemed well qualified to hold the Party together and teach it more modest ways of ‘leading’ Polish society. But qualifications were not enough. The Party had been devastated internally by the events of July and August, and its own cohesion and self-confidence, badly eroded over the previous few years, now began to collapse. Kania did not even manage to establish the unchallenged authority over his own colleagues that the First Secretary of a Communist Party requires — even when that authority is limited by a so-called ‘collective leadership’. Within a few weeks, at least two prominent Party figures, the clever and ambitious Stefan Olszowski and Mieczysław Moczar (an ageing ex-head of security whose political style combined chauvinism and discipline in a mixture that reminded some of his opponents of Mussolini), emerged as potential rivals to Kania.

While factions stalked each other at the top, the mass membership of the PUWP began to escape the control of the Party apparatus. Some, perhaps several hundred thousand, left the Party outright. But the great majority of the working-class membership, over a million in a party totalling some three million members, stayed inside the PUWP and also joined the new Solidarity unions. An emergency congress of the Party was now expected in the early spring of 1981. In many factories and offices, the members declared that they wanted to use the congress for a total democratic transformation of the Party, through mass purges, free and open elections for Party posts, the rotation of senior Party officials and the exclusion of Party members holding state jobs from political decision-making. Worse, these new factory-floor radicals began to make contact directly with each other across the country, in defiance of the Leninist laws of Party organization which prescribe that contacts must be ‘vertical’ and should never short-circuit the next body up the Party hierarchy.

Instead of diminishing, the internal crisis of the Party grew steadily more alarming throughout the last months of 1980. Externally, the Party leaders, while insisting that they accepted the socialist character of the new independent, self-governing trade unions, allowed themselves to become involved in two disastrous conflicts with Solidarity, both of which they lost. An attempt, by blatant misuse of the judiciary, to force Solidarity to include an endorsement of the Party’s leading role in its statutes was dropped on 11 November, as the unions threatened widespread strikes. And at the end of the month, the police seized a Solidarity supporter in Warsaw for possessing a confidential document, but were forced to back down and release him as workers throughout the Warsaw industrial region began to stop work.

The result of these confrontations, the ‘Registration Crisis’ and the ‘Naroźniak Affair’, was threefold. In the first place, the two defeats shocked the other Communist leaderships in eastern Europe, confirming fears that the Party in Poland, far from re-asserting its authority, was still in headlong and increasingly disorganized retreat before the advance of Solidarity. In early December, the whole world became aware that the possibility of armed intervention in Poland was coming rapidly closer. Secondly, the rank-and-file militants of the new trade unions, who had always regarded the Gdańsk Agreements as a mere compromise, were confirmed in their bitter mistrust of the Party; any concession, they concluded, and any offer of friendly co-operation would be exploited as a sign of weakness. Third, the Solidarity leaders, under intense pressure from Church authorities, began to revise their own strategy.

The original concept of an independent workers’ movement, developed during the 1970s, had insisted that there should be no co-operation with the Party and state. The Party was terminally sick, beyond reform, and would compromise and eventually destroy any partner. An independent organization of workers, therefore, must steadfastly refuse to accept a share of responsibility either for the economy — whether at factory or national level — or for policy, and should limit itself to defending its own members’ interests, never forgetting that it existed in basically hostile territory.

This sort of thinking had been carried over into the Gdańsk Agreements. For Lech Wałęsa, and his close colleagues and advisers, the strikes did not mean any positive transformation of the governing of Poland. The victory was in a sense negative. The agreements enormously enlarged, at a stroke, the area of Polish life which the Party and the state bureaucracy did not manage. What the authorities did outside this new fence was almost a thing indifferent. Solidarity demanded and won the right to be heard when matters affecting the living standard of the working class were under discussion. But that did not mean that Solidarity would share in the power of decision. That remained the monopoly of the government. If the workers did not like the decision, they now had the ultimate right to strike. Co-existence with the régime: yes. Co-operation: no.

But for the union leaders at least, this programme soon failed to meet the new situation in Poland. The central and overwhelming danger was that of a Soviet-led invasion. Neither the Party nor the workers’ representatives wanted this. Even the negotiations between the two at Gdańsk had been full of mutual references to the exigencies of the Polish raison d’état (in Poland, a code phrase that denotes the impossibility of breaking the Polish-Soviet alliance, whether the speaker considers the relationship a healthy one or not). The raison d’état warned both sides that if they did not find a peaceful solution to their argument, there would probably ensue a ‘national tragedy’ (another code expression, usually meaning a vain insurrection followed by the loss of national independence). Wałęsa, especially, was unwillingly impressed by the need for continuing collaboration with the Polish government. He could reject, with a clear conscience at first, any share of responsibility for the wretched national economy. But Solidarity could not morally deny that — whether its members wished it or not — it did carry, together with Kania and his colleagues, joint responsibility for the nation’s independence.

As the autumn of 1980 passed, the outlines of an informal coalition began to emerge in Warsaw. It was never better than precarious, never cemented by any real mutual trust. But the leaders of Solidarity and the group around Kania began to discover that they needed each other. In the first place, their contact was a patriotic imperative, if they were to prevent the sort of civil strife that would induce the Soviet Union to intervene. Second, both leaderships were in danger from their own extremists. For Kania, it was the hard-line factions in the Party that had opposed the Gdańsk settlement and were still waiting for him to make a mistake; reckless militancy on the part of Solidarity might give them their chance. For Wałęsa, the threat came from impatient local activists in the union who suspected the authorities were preparing to cheat them of the fruits of Gdańsk; during the ‘Naroźniak Affair’, he and others discovered that striking workers could defy Solidarity’s instructions to go back to work. Kania needed Wałęsa to restrain the working class and make his task in the Party possible; Wałęsa needed Kania to regain control of the Party and commit it to a programme of democratic reform, so that his followers would no longer be inflamed by stupid Party provocations. And, as we shall see, the dominant powers in the Catholic hierarchy, even more obsessed by the danger to Poland’s independence than Kania or Wałęsa, worked desperately to convince Wałęsa that the new unions must only act ‘responsibly’ — by which they meant: with responsibility for the entire nation.

So it came to the ceremony at Gdańsk on 16 December, with its magnificence and its inhibitions, its ambiguous symbols. The three crosses seemed to stand for many things at once: for three shipyard workers who had been killed on that spot ten years before; for the three previous post-war risings of the Polish working class in 1956, 1970 and 1976; for the Triple City; for the triple power-balance of Party, workers and Church. And one could add that the workers in August had made three broad demands: for a better life, for more freedom and for vengeance — at law — on those who were responsible for ordering men to open fire in December 1970. But that last demand remained, and remains, unsatisfied. It was not mentioned at Gdańsk on 16 December 1980, although the city’s longing to see the guilty punished was in a way
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