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ﬂ%\\ This is Warsaw, capital of Poland, the city where I was born

lived for over thirty years. Some twenty years agd, I was a

rnalist in this city, a Polish television reporter whose face
easily recognized in a Warsaw tram. In this country as a
rnalist, 1 was supposed to become "an engineer of the human
soul," developing a new, socialist man. I didn't take the
challenge of my profession. I took off.

The memories are coming back. One is of the Joseph Stalin

Palace of Culture. This Soviet imposition on urban design we

called "a white elephant in lace panties." We were supposed to

e our lives the "Big Brother" way, but never really adapted to

"The country is falling apart,”" I am told, and I see proof
he decay. At first, the government blamed "Solidarity"
strikes for it, but now, beating its breast, it admits that the
socialist economy over a period of forty-three years has been an

-ys-_gt_;-r_—‘t-m

ecorjomy of waste. "Yes, we screwed up,"

says the party,
encquraging the people to take their small economies into their
own hands. The S0S signal is being broa@cast to the West: "Save
A Our |Souls." A village market in the midst of a capital city,

with| both sellers and buyers holding college degrees strikes me
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as an irony. So,|is Capitalism okay in Poland after all?

2<

During the C¢ld War, when McCarthy wgs looking for

communists in America, Polish police were|looking for cap{talists
in Warsaw. For lack of a better candidate, I, a ten year old
boy, was arrested| here in front of the U.$. Embassy under

suspicion of watching the American movie

ay-of the Warsaw district court.

Solid sman, is nn_t;r‘ir}
. He told the Western press that

during the last Mgy Day demonstration, the police were beating

:’7 -
Solidarity follow pﬁﬁ,u? vsoden sticke: "Theps fa b Sneh EHIEE;

in our police inventory," |claims the government, '"we only use

rubber."

He brought still photiographs of a plainsclothes policeman

with broken banner sticks |in his hands as evidence, but the court

refuses to view if:!ghlt' a parody of justice," says a woman,

"nothing but lies, makes you sick to your stomach."

s
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Poland needs a Gorbachey, I conclude, and decide to look for
one. Here is a candidate. His name is Mieczyslaw Rakowski, age

sixty-two, Ph.D. in History, former government negotiator with
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"Solidarity," who later plotted Martial Law.
%0
Ea¢h day before he goes to work at|the Party's Central
Committpe where he is in charge of propaganda, his bodyguérd

drops hiim here at the five star Inter-C¢ntinental Hotel, where he

—

swims tien laps to stay in shape.

In my time, he was the editor of "Polityka," a party weekly
known flor its liberalism. His role in the suspension of

" however, cost him not only his liberal reputation,

"Solidarity,
but alsjo a separation from his family: both his wife and two sons
emigratgd to the West. Since the rise of Gorbachev in Russia,

Rakowski champions a new liberalism within the party and many see

him as successor to General Jaruzelski.

"I [am here to humanize the communists," I tell him to break
the ice |and he concurs. I am at a double advantage with him:
for one, we have common friends, and two, I come from the United
States, rhere he would like to be wvisible.

¢5H<9 b o

"Today 'we are supposed to have a weedkly Politburo meeting,

but as our new policy, once a month we talk with the workers. He
offers 4e a ride with him to a petrochemical factory near Warsaw.
This isithe view of the forty billion dollar debt Poland owes

the West as a result of building plants like this one in the late
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'60s, With marshall law antagonizing Western banks, today theyfé'

1\ a3+l guffer for lack of funds for spare parts, mgintenance and
#

snake eating its
(NVE -

nlike most.state

/}9 renovation. The POllSh economy today is like

Govepmh

R Ik :
\{ own ail,Rit cohsumes more t an it produces.
Cﬁ* indugtry, this factory has not experienced labor unrest. It 'f\\

emplpoys a small crew of highly skilled workers paid relatively \pj

welll to take care of expensive machinery. Rakowski has chosen a

safe| place to Viiiiy/
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The outine fo fvisiting party politicians has/Bﬁéh the same /

fed fo .

answer the sam

ev.

gelected workers

questions.

f“How is wotk?" "Fine." "“What
y . , O e ,—f\( @T
ake J;es your LE ) {

"She is a teacher. Twenty-

are 4he problems?" "

wife |work? How much ?oas she make?"
five [thousand zlotys per month." "That makes seventy-five
thousand with your saﬂgry," figures Rakowski. "How many

chilﬂren?" "Three." ['How much extra per child?" "Two

calculates, "and that oesn)t include S eS i
__r¢=——- tﬁéfVQL E}S
"Youlhad two addition 1 this year, right?"

éi(ﬁ "Rigﬂt." "Do you havd an apartment7" "SurﬁdééfifThree hundred,

thoujand." "That makes eighty-one thousand," Rakowski

o

twen*y five square fe > t for the five of us." "

e
an you make ends meet?" "It's enough just
) -
for Xood and kids clpthes. Hard to save a penny." "No savings
i1

at aiy?

"No." "Byt a little reserve of twenty thousand, thirty

TCW o s, ool &/U,_\ i '/z

el Ftece m?ua oC/)mw/
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thousand must be somewhere,'

mx . . " insists Rakowski. '"No way. I %
Nothl?g. 7 :
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n our way bgck, I ask Rakowski thq burning question: "Whg{:
would have happen d to 'Solidarity' had |Gorbachev been in powe%AJ
in 19817" "It would all depend on whether 'Solidarity' would

o
have softened its |hard anti-Soviet edge,|' he answers D ("But kit:

different with thel support of a liberal Soviet 1eader;" I
continue. "Of course it would," he answers, '"fear is|a politic
& é

category." "So chances are," I conclude, "that you w#uld haveyilf\\\

~
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weren't you motivated by fear; wouldn'E‘;gz:$positiogwbe \ 4 .i&
b

found a political solution and avoided Martial Law." |"I think ‘;2

so," he agrees, "b?t on the other hand, by a historical paradoX e
without Martial‘Law in Poland, there would be no Gorbachev in n

Russia."
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"The problem both Gorbachev and we have to solve now,"

Rakowski tells me,x' is how to switch from our old collectivism

to the individualis} that is the basis of your capitalist

|
system." . s a nstead of
_that inste £

e
being the leader of| such a change, the party can easily become

. I_ ‘ - |

% e /)ixf/ ,
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£
‘ "Unfortunately," he argues,| "the—majoxrity of this society

DcceyFil L LM Q
has 2 P8 &b e o the|collective system, ; i Q&
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y.J4" What Rakowski forgets is that since the
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installation off this system by the Soviets, Poles ever had a
choicle. TIf the party really wants jErchange they must begin here
| 8 ), S

until Pow,“%’fwas a rubber stamp

T
!

at the Polish qarliament,
|

| |
for the Party's views with Rakowski at its helm.
| ;

| ]— % - -
W oty
am ridinlg with a man who had the luxury of making a

choice. Lech Zlembrzuski was a Polish diplomat in London who quit

S Dk
—

his job, got himself a BMW, and returned to Warsaw to become a

"perestroika" capitalist. In someone's backyard, he rented a

shack. From a state factory, he bought two old lathes, recruited

i

two of their best machinists, and doubled their state wages.

For the British client he met Lt London, Lech makes gears
| &5
used in aircrafJ enginesj/ Every sik weeks, Lech sends him eight
o : €569

gears, worth twelve hundred dollars{. Anticipating more income,

the Zembrzuskis want to build a houfse.

1\

gzﬂﬁééh and h 7m -f€;“Anna- ow—on_their way to see another
x&p\ ““entrepreneur who wants to build thlir'ﬁouse.

The builder's name is Julinn Iechowicz. As a young man, he

built houses in Poland until the gdvernment's hostility toward

private business chased him out of Vhe country.
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years He built wood frame houses. When he heard about

"perestroika, he left his business to his son, packed a bunch of

&
j emigrated to Springfield, Massachusetts, where for twenty
cataIOfues and returned to Poland.t:ﬁow he wants to introduce
this umknown two by four technology to a Poland hungry for
housing.
1 |
J lﬁan is not a man of small schemes. He tells his clients
that plads for the design of some eight hundred houses are

complete |and the transaction to buy the land almost finalized.

~¥Almost?" worries Anna, #4e thought we own the land already!W

i

~+=¥C'mon," |says the WBWbE%A Polish capitalis%,if}ou know the

i {
y bureaucrgcy here, nothing goes fast?*:
|
—l'How ¢ you build the house in six months when it takes
longer for wood to dry and you haven't purchased it yet?ﬂzzﬁzj’

-_p:obes/prw A—

"We, Americans, love challenges and know how to solve

problems," answers Julian and introduces the subject of kitchen
- s
cabinets. "I can offer you any color from the light to the

dark," gushels Julian, "the only problem is that I could not match
it with the BSoviet-made refrigerators... they only come in one

color."
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This is the land he wants to build on. It belongs to many

1

pri?ate farmers who got it out of the agrarian reform. But since

the| land was given by the state, to sell it to a private person

was | forbidden until recently. In Julian's scheme, ninety percent

of financing must come from the state, which is just beginning to
learn the concept of mortgaging.
i
- 23

So, which lot is ours?'" asks Anna. ;xﬁell, it -wilil “be

located exactly between the highest birch on the left and the
.

secpnd cow on the right/’r@bijw%
[ - .

— 1.

Poland's teflon man is Marek Zlotopolski/ He is not a

\ prdsident, he i
(]/(9\] st

badly needed in Poland. He has

S;a thirty-threel year o0ld chemist working for the

te, who wants to go private jand mass produce teflon piping

just bought an abandoned factor

calls it his "promised land]

on had to be impo

s\collecting dust,

| € €5

He just returned from a stdte agency in charge of private

entrepreneurs and cannot believe| their stupidity. He tells his

architlect and co-owner of the land that the contract they both
signed to form a partnership has| not been accepted. "It's

absurd\" says the architect.



The road to capitalism is a bumpy one. The word itself is
sg§ill taboo. You call it "free initiative," so the socialists
can take credit for ig. ‘iarek used private momney for the land
and building, and now[ he expects the state to loan him the money
to begin production, put the state still drags its feet. _“In a
year,*® says the teflon man, ‘Everything here will be nicely
f{nished, a huge business logo painted on the wall, cars parked
in front of the building, you will see. .t

—

T visit a man whio has already made it. A former European
car racing champion, |he made his first money as an Audi factory
team driver. iZenty- ive years ago, he invested it in a then
very risky private buginess. Today, on the wave of perestroika,
in the middle of farmland, Sobieslaw Zasada expands his
enterprise. He builds a refrigeration plant to store Polish

strawberries before rushing them to West Germany.) "We are the

first who brought technology to this area," he tells me, "it's

hard to find a skillful worker here, n atter what you offer to

pay.u

?&fs~i{ #f; son-in-law, a dentist |[#4d came to Zasada and
said:_fiisten, there 1s only one state facto producing false
teeth in Poland, supplying only fifteen percent of the demand;

the rest is imported. {;t's buy used machinels and manufacture
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acrylic\teeth in Poland." They first went;to a German factory

going out of business and bought thousands of teeth, which they
|

|

now sorti out, hoping to sell five thousanﬂ denture kits this
year. Slo one part of the building is beirg remodeled and ~
becoming| the tooth department, where the fgroduction line will be

installed as soon as the strawberries brirg hard currency.

\

Even more than dentures, Poland used to be deprived of well

N BaE

functioning zippers, but not since Zasada started making them

here fro scratch,thAﬁLﬁyﬂ@cal Western environment. In today's

economic climate, with price control lifted for most industrial

I

products, Zasada's zippers support his new investment in fruits

]

and vegetables and allow him to run the cleanest and best

organized factory of its kind. He not only pays his workers much
more than the state does, but provides them with unparalled

social gervices, like the free dental clinic his son-in-law just

opened.

But| the frosting on the cake in his business is the mini-
luxury clar he manufactures for the discriminating buyer. The
three-horsepower lawn mower engines come from Briggs & Stratton
in Milwalukee, the plastic body, paint and tires are from Germany,
only labpr is Polish. Two thousand of them are sold each year.

Tf it idg for a little son of a Saud® sheiE: it costs two thousand

lars;] if it's a European brat, it's only one thousand. Zasada
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eturned from California, which may open a new market.

Porsche is, of course, top of the line. Ii.EEEEEEEEEEEfEEEF

/ \\
'G% ith a technology already then outdated by a decade.
4
ndards, this plant employing sixteen thousand
Y

mod e rR—applacad 7 iej Szumowski, my former
evision, guides me over the grave yard
~zdfacent to the steelworks. “ﬁo can you get rid of this
patriotic steelworks you've been wrlting poems and songs about
Q}ﬁll/ fior forty years?* jokes Maciej. |We are talking about the

catastrophic pollution created by this industrial monster, often

forty times over the acceptable 1 vel,

7

{ﬁ To\my a tg}iég; nt, I lelarn [from\him that
J o
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ej shows me his videotape shot at the recent strike at ¢
#@ﬂ=VHﬁ§§“St§§lﬁg¥k@. .The woerkers—form their own May Day parade
official one organized by the gevernment

: {

0 yD They raise the banners and chant, "We want

in protest

ad and freedLm."

-
‘«{\ | T share with Maciej what Rakowski told me about the workers 1

- . Ty L poa~Tet

f)£’ being spoiled by collectivism. #Tt's the utmost arrogance, hc’ I?.eacé

espe¢ially when it comes from the mouth of a political party

whicH calls itself the workers party /hre-me—bs-.}"?
’ \ 1 !
| ' 1) o 47 018 |

"It's the same old een

1oty Lie

P
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the workers, so let'

workers
lala(s!

s change th
e-for “them et's change

Why| doesn't the party

SeerT

eitlher the workers or the matien? Maciej gives me his radical

a
—. —

. N
poljitical platform. ‘ p
e /A fZ/félthf,

?/( So cJZ“/@

) Eﬁé’lgl}i i

O
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He tells me to forg that fairy tale about capitalism
having a green light "So far, a few chicken coops have been

given away for private use," he jokes, "in many cases, into the

hands of former secret police captains and other good buddies of

the party bureaucrats. Why don't they give the steelworks away?"

L

SV

"But wh would want it?" I ask rhetorically and offer it to

him. No, he'$ not interested. 0esT

11' nor—the old fashile 7 7 : He thinks

something elsel must be built instead, and he is positive that a

broad infusion| of |(foreign capital is the only way out for Poland.

| i
"You will fin! clﬂents as soon as the state closes down a bunch

L1

of its bankrupt fdctories," he insists, "except that this will

bankrupt the party in the process and they're not ready for it."

){ —_—
Emigration is a way out for many. After all, one-third of

this nation already lives abroad. Each morning, some fifteen

hundred people form a cue in front of the German Embassy. Only

S?N (= L0 C(E{Sj___m

et rid of itsiif;_heacnse-lt doesn't suit

M_f
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day after

indgpendent w

license, or s

S i

hundred will leave with a vitg. The American viZa is even
g difficult to get, T learn from the crowd in front of the

& Embassy;%;;hey are all perspective tourists who want to work

Corsnl .
arrival and who must convinee the £euwnsel that such

ought doegn't even cross their mind. So they prove their

Falth in Poland with their nice clothes, a driver's

metimes a picture of a house owned by the neighbor.

story goe% that once someone showed up in a tuxedo.

r’“%ith su

Fh a noble look4)<l comfort an older man, Kﬁo one

NL{, will suspect Fhat you plan to mop the floor in an American

supermarket.%

—
<

buy

Grazyna

studies at th

4\/’ a generation
/)/b

parents, they will never earn the millions of “Zlotys needed to

their own

1

ichalska wants to emigrate. She is twenty and
Agricultural University in Warsaw. She is part of

ich calls itself homeless. Living with their

lace, and for state subsidized housing, they would

Lﬁhave to wait up to fifty-five years. Grazyna and her twin

sister, Anya,

parents,

live in one tiny room; another is occupied by the

the kfitchen is too small for eating, but this is

considered high-class living in Warsaw.

v N

sister,

"What woulld happen if all of us leave?" asks Grazyna's

"it would be a tragedy for Poland. I still have hope,"
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sheé adds, "You can not assume that everything will go down the
drain." "It will," answers Grazyna.

N
She brings me to one of Warsaw's communa} garden ploEs which
her parents got from the state for good service. Today, these
plets have become one of the hottest commodities on the free

market; a thousand square foot plot with a lilttle hut goes for

equivalent of a year's income. Here peop\le not only grow

frulits and vegetables for themselves, but oft¢n become mini-
farmers, selling the goods to neighbors. Gragyna's parents, now
retfired, spend at least six months of the year here, calling it
thegir happy exile.

U \

saw Airport. The place where the dream of flying out

materiallizes. I am meeting someone who experienced it all. Her
e | Krvvw A trv'n-. Cthc 44D .
is| Olympia. " She may be the bnly Olympia among the daughters

olitsh farmers. To name a daughter after a mythological Greek

‘\ af
e
g? mountai

things

nam

instead of a good Catholic saint requires one of two
rom a Polish farmer: enormous imagination or drunkeness.
Olympia \has not seen her Polish family for eight years. Eight

years ago, long before Gorbachev, she declared her own

"perestrpika,"

and went to America alone. Over these years, she
missed the marriages of her two sons, the births of her two

grandchildren and, of course, she has been missing her husband,
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I know her from Chicago. Across the street from us, a
lawyer couple with two small children and two big dogs used to
live in a six bedroom mansion. Olympia was their maid. 6n
Sundays, we would invite her to our home and speak Polish
togdether. When the lawyers moved to the suburbs, Olympia went
with them. She still cleans, shops, cooks and drives the kids to
scgool, to swimming, to skating, and to dancing and violin
1eésons.

o ?Gs{] gl Sars. he S

"TL,ook at this Polonez, Olympia, the red one{’?ﬂgt's your
!

even the

& W %0
ight years agd, one of her neighbors arranged for an

e

invitation from an TAmerican cousin,'",a famous ploy generations
{ %1
of Poles have been uUsing as a wgy to get to the States. A

tourist for the first six mon hs,\ghe hid in the wood work| for

P the remaining seven and a half years, until a recent amnesty for

jllegal aliens made her an American resident and allowed her to

travel to Poland.
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| "We thank you for everything you did for us, for your

heqping our life here," her son, Tomasz offers the toast. '"And

we 'lhope your vacation will be filled with many nice moments with

us "Too bad we're missing the rest of our family at the

tahle," answers Olympia.

hea fan Vil age
The rest of phem st1117;1v4 in the Aauaeiy. This

l& theastern part of Poland is known for both its beauty and its
r soil. To the left of the road lives her only surviving
brother with his wife, two daughters, two sons-in-law, and two

grapnddaughters.

"My brother had no imagination when he built this house,"
Olympia told me in Chicago, '"too much kitchen and not enough
sleeping room for eight people. I told him he was building a
stupid house, but instead of listening to me, he listened to his
wifle. But what can you do with a stubborn farmer?"

Her niece, Ewa. Her sister-in-law. And her older brother,
seventy-five years old, who she thinks is on his last legs.

"Whalt does the doctor say?" asks Tomasz. "Nothing. There is no

medicine for it."

his is a one-pig farm. The twelve piglets bring the only

]
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pro%it they make, since nothing grows on their fourteen acres.
Tod;y, Ewa's husband, Janek, who supports the family cutting
tombstones at the local cemetary, took the day off and went
fisTing. Tomasz announces the arrival of the American aunt.

An experienced Polish maid in Chicago,éiiimpia makes three
hundred dollars for a six day week. The one hundred dollars she
gives to her niece represent, at the free market exchange, a
hundred and eighty-five thousand zlotys. Wha takes Olympia two

—
days|to earn in Chicago equals the annual earnings of her
brothler's farm near Bialystok. "Why don't you kiss your aunt?"
says Ewa to her husband. "C'mon," says Olympia, "I don't need
ten kifisses for the stupid hundred dollars." m— /24Q§i§;

| HeRE coneS 266/ Fron e UEXT _.
——

On this farm across the road, Olympia was borm. It is now

occupied by her younger brother's widow, her nephew Kazik, and

his wife and child.

dish of cucumbers, buttermilk and potatoes is on the
table It is called "mizeria" from the word "misery," because no

matter] how hard times are, a farmer can always afford to put

"mizerlia" on the table. With fifty dollars in her hand, Olympia

does neot hesitate to scold her nephew. "If you would only stop
drinking," lectures the American aunt. But Kazik has a counter

argument. "Our life is so hard, the farmer needs to release his

-
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wor*ies,“ he says, "one glass, two glasses of vodka and you're

full of joy."

"I may be old fashioned," Olympia tells her niece, Ewa, "but

you must be from the middle ages, keeping the child so warm."

1

"Look at her, she talks like an American," answers Ewa.

Olympia demonstrates her English to her family and asks me

to bel her translator. She talks about hard times she had in the

village and her dream of moving to the city. The small of
57 g !
oranges was what attracted Olympia to city life;D;%Why aren't we

in th

L

city, where people can eat oranges,'" she {lways wondered.

- -
ilym;&a's brother gives us an economics lesson. "A Jew once
owned a factory here. Three hundred people worked for him. The
[k;3 )Q/ Jew himself, his daughter and his son-in-law, just three people,
%U(}C63 ran the business. The communists came and took over the factory.

A
?T&; Now three hundred people still work there, but you know how many

} of them areg bureaucrats? A hundred and e

A . in Poland," Olympia tells-me,—"buft since

}_Ba;aad_g_ —take-—ecare—of itself, some of us beco servantis in

“land, so our families

..'" L{S/

According to |the latest statistics, the Olympias of Roland, earn

-

more Western furrency than the state makes from its eRportsg.
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Back in the city with her best friend, Danuta, who after

yeard of cleaning houses in New York returned with a dozen
\ = s ettt v

wedding dresses and now rents them out.} The young girl is
bee

's daughter who will get_z%iiifé;izﬁi_few days;////”
167/ ki |

"We believe in every love and every truth, knowing that it

is only an illusion," goes the song Urszula practices for her

wedding. "Tired of screaming and lamenting about our little

, wWe believe in anythiﬁg so we won't feel tﬁérﬁain."
£
67/3

n two weeks, Olympia will be back in Chicagol. Her goal
. .

count

& ;
from now on will be to stay long enough to qualify for Social
Security benefits, then return for gbod and cash them in.Zlotys.

All help life, she has been a home-maker and the name of her home

\\\ is Poljand.



