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PART I. 6 DECEMBER 1816 – 9 SEPTEMBER 1828

001. Greetings card with wishes for Mikołaj Chopin on his name-day.
[Warsaw], 6 December 1816

002. Wishes for Justyna Chopin on her name-day.
[Warsaw], 16 June 1817

003. Wishes for Mikołaj Chopin on his name-day.
[Warsaw], 6 December 1817

004. Wishes for Mikołaj Chopin on his name-day.
[Warsaw], 6 December 1818

005. To Eustachy Marylski in Książenice.
[Warsaw, 8 September 1823]

006. A poem dedicated to Julian Fontana (?).
[Warsaw, 1823–1826 (?)]

007. To his parents in Warsaw.
[Szafarnia], 10 August 1824

008. To his family in Warsaw.
Szafarnia, 16 August 1824

009. To his family in Warsaw.
Szafarnia, 19 August 1824

010. To Wilhelm Kolberg.
[Szafarnia,] 19 August 1824

011. To his family in Warsaw.
Szafarnia, 24 August 1824

012. To his family in Warsaw.
Szafarnia, Friday, 27 August 1824

013. To his family in Warsaw.
Szafarnia, 31 August 1824

014. To his family in Warsaw.
Szafarnia, 3 September 1824

015. Wishes from Emilia Chopin and her siblings for Mikołaj Chopin on his birthday.
[Warsaw], 17 April 1825

016. To Jan Białobłocki in Sokołowo.
[Warsaw], 8 July 1825

017. To Jan Białobłocki in Sokołowo.
[Warsaw, 27 July 1825]

018. To his parents in Warsaw.
[Szafarnia], 26 August 1825

019. To Jan Matuszyński in Puławy (?).
[Szafarnia, first half of September, 1825]

020. To Jan Białobłocki in Sokołowo.
[Sokołowo, ca. 20 September 1825]

021. To Jan Białobłocki in Sokołowo.
[Warsaw, 29] September [1825]

022. To Jan Białobłocki.
Warsaw, 30 Oct[ober] 1825

023. To Jan Białobłocki.
Warsaw, [toward the end of November 1825]

024. To Jan Białobłocki in Sokołowo.
[Żelazowa Wola, 24 December 1825]

025. To Jan Białobłocki in Biskupiec [i.e. Bischofswerder].
Warsaw, 12 February 1826

026. Fragment of a poem.
[Warsaw, after 13 February 1826]

027. Wishes of Emilia Chopin and her siblings for Mikołaj Chopin on his birthday.
[Warsaw], 25 April 1826

028. To Jan Białobłocki in Sokołowo.
[Warsaw, 15 May 1826]

029. To Jan Białobłocki in Sokołowo.
[Warsaw, 20 June 1826]

030. To Wilhelm Kolberg in Warsaw.
Bad Reinertz [Duszniki Zdrój], 18 Aug[ust 1826]

031. To Jan Białobłocki in Sokołowo.
Warsaw, 2 [October 1826]

032. To Jan Białobłocki in Sokołowo.
Warsaw, 8 [January 1827]

033. To Jan Białobłocki in Sokołowo.
Warsaw, [12] March [1827]

034. To his family in Warsaw.
Kowalewo, [6 July 1827]

035. To Jan Matuszyński in Warsaw.
[Warsaw, 1827 or 1828]

036. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
Warsaw, 9 September 1828

 

PART II. 16 SEPTEMBER 1828 – 12 SEPTEMBER 1829

037. To his family in Warsaw.
Berlin, [16 September 1828] 

038. To his family in Warsaw.
Berlin, 20 [September 1828] 

039. To his family in Warsaw.
Berlin, 27 [September 1828] 

040. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
Warsaw, 27 December 1828

041. To his family in Warsaw.
Vienna, 1 September 1829

042. To his family in Warsaw.
Vienna, 8 August 1829

043. To his family in Warsaw.
[Vienna], 12 August [1829] 

044. To his family in Warsaw.
[Vienna], 13 September [1829] 

045. To his family in Warsaw.
[Vienna], 19 September [1829] 

046. To his family in Warsaw.
Prague, 22 August 1829

047. To his family in Warsaw.
Dresden, 26 [–27] August 1829

048. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
Warsaw, 12 September [1]829 

 

PART III. 3 OCTOBER 1829 – 12 OCTOBER 1830

049. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
Warsaw, 3 October [1]829 

050. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
Warsaw, 20 Oct[ober] 1829

051. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
Warsaw, 14 November 1829

052. A poem addressed to Ignacy Maciejowski (?).
[Warsaw, ca. 1829 (?)] 

053. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
[Warsaw], 27 March 1830

054. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
Warsaw, 10 April 1830

055. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
Warsaw, 17 April 1830

056. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
Warsaw, 15 May [1830] 

057. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
[Warsaw], 5 June 1830

058. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
Warsaw, 21 August [1]830 

059. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
[Warsaw], 31 August [18]30 

060. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
[Warsaw], 4 [September 1830] 

061. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
Warsaw, 18 September 1830

062. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
Warsaw, 22 September [1]830 

063. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
[Warsaw], 5 October [1830] 

064. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
[Warsaw], 12 October 1830

 

PART IV. 9 NOVEMBER 1830 – SEPTEMBER 1831

065. To his family in Warsaw.
Wrocław, 9 November 1830

066. To his family in Warsaw.
Dresden, 14 November [1830] 

067. To his family in Warsaw.
Prague, 21 November 1830

068. To Jan Matuszyński in Warsaw.
Vienna, [24 November 1830] 

069. To his family in Warsaw.
Vienna, 1 December 1830

070. To Joseph Christoph Kessler in Warsaw.
[Vienna], 14 December 1830

071. To his family in Warsaw.
Vienna, [22 December 1830] 

072. To Jan Matuszyński in Warsaw.
Vienna [26 and 29? December 1830] 

073. To Jan Matuszyński in Warsaw.
[Vienna, 1 January 1831] 

074. To Jan Matuszyński in Warsaw.
[Vienna, first half of January 1831] 

075. To Józef Elsner in Warsaw.
Vienna, 26 January 1831

* * * Fragments from Chopin’s Album.
Vienna, April-May 1831 

076. To his family in Warsaw.
Vienna, 14 May 1831

077. To Václav Hanka in Prague.
Vienna, 15 May 1831

078. To his family in Warsaw.
Vienna, 28 May 1831

079. To his family in Warsaw.
Vienna, 25 June 1831

080. To his family in Warsaw.
Vienna [16 July] 1831 

* * * Fragments from Chopin’s Album.
Stuttgart, September 1831 

 

PART V. 18 NOVEMBER 1831 – JUNE 1838

081. To Norbert Alfons Kumelski in Berlin.
[Paris, 18 November 1831] 

082. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
Paris, 12 Dec[ember] 1831

083. To Józef Elsner in Warsaw.
Paris, 14 December 1831

084. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Poturzyn.
Paris, 25 Decemb[er] 1831

085. To Józef Nowakowski in Warsaw.
Paris, 15 Ap[ril] 1832

086. To Kalasanty Jędrzejewicz in Warsaw.
Paris, 10 September 1832

087. To the President of the Polish Literary Society in Paris.
[Paris], 16 Jan[uary] 1833

088. To Dominik Dziewanowski in Berlin.
[Paris, ca. mid January 1833] 

089. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Paris, without a date, 1839 at the latest] 

090. To Feliks Wodziński in Geneva.
Paris, 18 July 1834

091. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Paris, no date] 

092. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Paris, 1834] 

093. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Paris, 1835/1836] 

094. To Kalasanty Jędrzejewicz in Warsaw.
[Karlsbad, 16 August 1835] 

095. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Paris, 1835] 

096. To Antoni Barciński in Warsaw.
Paris, 14 March 1836

097. To his parents.
[Paris, autumn 1836] 

098. To Teresa Wodzińska in Służewo.
Paris, 1 Nov[ember] 1836

099. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Paris, 1836] 

100. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Paris, without a date] 

101. To Józef Brzowski.
[Paris, 13 December 1836] 

102. To Józef Brzowski in Paris.
[Paris, winter 1836] 

103. To Teresa Wodzińska in Służewo.
Paris, 2 April 1837

104. To Teresa Wodzińska in Służewo.
Paris, 14 May 1837

105. To Antoni Wodziński in Saragossa.
[Paris, May 1837] 

106. To Teresa Wodzińska in Służewo.
Paris, 18 June 1837

107. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[London, July 1837] 

108. To Teresa Wodzińska in Służewo.
Paris, 14 August 1837

109. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Paris, no date] 

110. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Paris, 1837] 

111. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Paris, summer 1837] 

112. To Wojciech Grzymała.
[Paris, ca. 6 June 1838] 

 

PART VI. SUMMER 1838 – JUNE 1847

113. To Wojciech Grzymała.
[Paris, summer 1838] 

114. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
Palma, 15 November 1838

115. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
Palma, 3 December 1838

116. Chopin and George Sand to Wojciech Grzymała.
[Establiments], 3 December [1838] 

117. George Sand and Chopin to Wojciech Grzymała in Palma.
[Establiments or Palma, ca. 9 December 1838] 

118. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
Palma, 14 December 1838

119. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
Palma, 28 Dec[ember] 1838

120. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
Valldemossa, 22 January 1839

121. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
Marseille, 7 March 1839

122. Chopin and George Sand to Wojciech Grzymała.
Marseille, 12 March 1839

123. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Marseille, 12 March 1839] 

124. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Marseille], 17 March 1839, Sunday 

125. To Wojciech Grzymała.
Marseille, 27 March [1839] 

126. Chopin and George Sand to Wojciech Grzymała.
Marseille, 12 April 1839

127. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Marseille, toward the end of March 1839] 

128. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Marseille, March 1839] 

129. Chopin and George Sand to Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Marseille, 13 April 1839] 

130. Chopin and George Sand to Wojciech Grzymała.
[Marseille, 16 April 1839] 

131. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Marseille, 25 April 1839] 

132. Chopin and George Sand to Wojciech Grzymała.
Marseille, 21 May 1839

133. Chopin and George Sand to Wojciech Grzymała.
[Nohant], 2 Ju[ne] 1839

134. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Nohant, end of June 1839] 

135. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
Nohant, Monday [in June 1839] 

136. Chopin and George Sand to Wojciech Grzymała.
[Nohant, 8 July 1839] 

137. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant], Thursday, [8 August 1839] 

138. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, end of August 1839] 

139. Chopin and George Sand to Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Nohant, 20 September 1839] 

140. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant], Saturday, [21 September 1839] 

141. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant], Wednesday, [25 September 1839] 

142. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
Sunday, [Nohant, 29 September 1839] 

143. Chopin and George Sand to Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Nohant], Sunday, 29 September 1839

144. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, 1 October 1839] 

145. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, 3 October 1839] 

146. To Julian Fontana.
[Nohant], 4 October [1839] 

147. To Julian Fontana.
[Nohant], Monday [7 October 1839] 

148. Chopin and George Sand to Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Nohant, 8 October 1839] 

149. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, 8 October 1839] 

150. To Julian Fontana in Bordeaux.
Thursday, [Paris, end of 1839] 

151. To Julian Fontana in Bordeaux.
Paris, 23 c[urrent] m[onth; April 1840] 

152. To Ludwik Plater in Paris.
[Paris, before 29 April 1840] 

153. To Konstanty Gaszyński in Aix.
[Paris], 3 May [1840] 

154. To Józef Elsner in Warsaw.
Paris, 30 July 1840

155. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Paris, ca. 1840?] 

156. To Seweryn Goszczyński in Paris.
[Paris, probably the beginning of 1841] 

157. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, around the middle of June 1841] 

158. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant], Sunday [27 June 1841] 

159. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, 18 July 1841] 

160. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, 21 July 1841] 

161. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant], Monday night, [26 July 1841] 

162. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, 29 July 1841] 

163. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant], night of 9/10 August 1841 

164. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, 10 August 1841] 

165. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, 18 August 1841] 

166. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, 20 August 1841], Friday night 

167. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant], Tuesday, [24 August 1841] 

168. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, 1 or 8 September 1841] 

169. To Julian Fontana.
[Nohant, 11 September 1841] 

170. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, 13 September 1841] 3 in the morning – stars 

171. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant], Saturday, [18 September 1841] 

172. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, 30 September 1841] 

173. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, 6 October 1841] 

174. To Julian Fontana.
[Nohant, 7 October 1841] 

175. To Julian Fontana.
[Nohant, 9 October 1841] 

176. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, 11 October 1841] 

177. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, 18 October 1841] 

178. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, 20 October 1841] 

179. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant], Wednesday [27 October 1841] 

180. To Julian Fontana in Paris.
[Nohant, 1 November 1841] 

181. To Stefan Witwicki in Paris.
[Paris, winter 1841/42] 

182. To Józefa Turowska in Paris.
[Paris, winter 1841/42] 

183. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Paris, 1842] 

184. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Paris, without a date] 

185. To Adolf Cichowski in Paris.
[Paris, without a date] 

186. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
Nohant, Tuesday, [spring, 1842] 

187. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
Nohant, Wednesday, [25 May 1842] 

188. Chopin, George Sand, Maurice and Solange to Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Nohant, 3 July 1842] 

189. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Nohant, 27 July 1842] 

190. To Tomasz Nidecki in Warsaw.
Paris, 30 November 1842

191. To Wojciech Grzymała.
[Paris, October 1842–1844?] 

192. To Joseph Elsner in Warsaw.
Paris, 8 November 1842

193. To Tomasz Nidecki in Warsaw.
Paris, 25 January 1843

194. To Wojciech Grzymała.
[Nohant], Saturday, [27 May 1843?] 

195. To Zofia Rozengartówna in Paris.
Nohant, 16 June [1843] 

196. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Nohant, 15 or 16 October 1843] 

197. To an unknown female addressee.
[Paris, without a date; November 1843?] 

198. To an unknown addressee in Paris.
[Paris, without a date] 

199. To Zofia Rozengartówna in Paris.
[Paris, winter 1843–1844] 

200. To Zofia Rozengartówna in Paris.
[Paris, winter 1843–1844] 

201. To Stefan Witwicki in Paris.
[Paris, without a date] 

202. Chopin and George Sand to Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Nohant, 26 July 1844] 

203. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Paris, 30 August 1844] 

204. To Wojciech Grzymała (?).
[Nohant, 5 (?) September 1844] 

205. To Ludwika Jędrzejewiczowa in Warsaw.
Nohant, 18 September 1844

206. To Ludwika Jędrzejewiczowa in Warsaw.
Nohant, 31 Oc[tober] 1844

207. To Adolf Cichowski in Paris.
[Paris, without a date] 

208. To Adolf Cichowski in Paris.
[Paris, without a date] 

209. To Adolf Cichowski in Paris.
[Paris, without a date] 

210. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Paris, without a date] 

211. To Adolf Cichowski in Paris.
[Paris, ca. 1844] 

212. To Adolf Cichowski in Paris.
[Paris, without a date] 

213. To Krystyn Ostrowski in Paris.
[Paris, 17 January (?) 1845] 

214. George Sand and Chopin to Stefan Witwicki in Graefenberg, near Freiwaldau [Jeseník].
Paris, Easter, [23 March 1845] 

215. To Zofia Rozengartówna in Paris.
[Paris, after 5 March 1845] 

216. To his family in Warsaw.
[Nohant, 18–20 July 1845] 

217. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Nohant], 8 July [1845] 

218. To Ludwika and Józef Kalasanty Jędrzejewicz.
[Nohant, beginning of August 1845] 

219. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Paris, the beginning of December 1845] 

220. To his family in Warsaw.
Paris, Friday 12 [–26] December [1845] 

221. To Adolf Cichowski.
Paris, end of 1845 

222. To Wojciech Grzymała.
[Paris], Monday, [end of 1845 (?)] 

223. To Adolf Cichowski in Paris.
[Paris, without a date, Wednesday] 

224. To Adolf Cichowski in Paris.
[Paris, without a date] 

225. To Adolf Cichowski in Paris.
[Paris, without a date] 

226. To Adolf Cichowski in Paris.
[Paris, without a date] 

227. To Adolf Cichowski in Paris.
[Paris, without a date] 

228. To Antoni Kątski in Paris.
[Paris, 1845] 

229. George Sand and Chopin to Wojciech Grzymała.
[Nohant, 26 August 1846] 

230. Chopin and George Sand to Wojciech Grzymała.
[Nohant, 30 August 1846] 

231. To his family in Warsaw.
Nohant, 11 October 1846

232. George Sand and Chopin to Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Nohant, 12 October 1846] 

233. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Paris, 30 or 31 December 1846] 

234. To an unknown addressee in Paris.
[Paris, 1846 (?)] 

235. To an unknown addressee in Paris.
[Paris], Friday 

236. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Paris, without a date; end of 1846] 

237. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Paris, without a date] 

238. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Paris, 4 February 1847] 

239. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Paris, 5 February 1847] 

240. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Paris, 17 February 1847] 

241. To his family in Warsaw.
[Paris, 28 March–19 April 1847] 

242. To his family in Warsaw.
[Paris], 8[–9] June [18]47 

 

PART VII. 15 SEPTEMBER 1847 – 21 NOVEMBER 1848

243. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Paris] 17 [actually 15] Sept[ember] 1847, Wednesday 

244. To Hipolit Błotnicki in Paris.
[Paris, 15 December 1847] 

245. To Ludwika Jędrzejewiczowa and Izabela Barcińska.
[Paris], Christmas [26 December] 1847[–6 January 1848] 

246. To Józef Nowakowski in Paris.
[Paris], Wednesday evening, [1847] 

247. To Ludwik Piotr Norblin in Paris.
[Paris, January 1848] 

248. To Ludwika Jędrzejewiczowa in Paris.
[Paris], Thursday, 10 February 1848

249. To his family in Warsaw.
[Paris], Friday, 11 February 1848

250. To Adolf Cichowski in Paris.
[Paris, toward the end of February 1848] 

251. To Julian Fontana in New York.
Paris, 4 April 1848

252. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
London, Good Friday [21 April 1848] 

253. To Karol Franciszek Szulczewski in London.
[London, 24 April 1848] 

254. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[London], Thursday, 11 [May 1848; written on the 4th, dated the 11th, and sent on the 13th of May] 

255. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
London, Saturday 13 May [1848] 

256. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[London], 48 Dover Street, Piccadilly, Friday, 2 June [1848] 

257. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[London, 8, 15, 17 July 1848] 

258. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[London, 18] July [1848] 

259. To Julian Fontana in London.
Edinburgh, 18 August 1848

260. To his family in Warsaw.
[Calder House], 19 [10] August 1848

261. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Calder House], 19 August 1848

262. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Begun] 4 Sep[tember 1848], Johnstone Castle, [finished 9 September 1848] 

263. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
1 October [1848], Keir

264. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Edinburgh, 3 October 1848] 

265. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Hamilton Palace], 21 Oct[ober 1848] 

266. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
Edinburgh, 30 October [1848] 

267. To Adam Łyszczyński in Edinburgh.
London, 3 November 1848

268. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
London, 17 and 18 October [actually, November 1848] 

269. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[London], Tuesday, [21 November 1848] 

 

PART VIII. 1849

270. To Adolf Cichowski in Paris.
[Paris, without a date] 

271. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Paris, 1849] 

272. To Adolf Cichowski in Paris.
[Chaillot, spring 1849] 

273. To Adolf Cichowski in Paris.
[Chaillot, summer 1849] 

274. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Chaillot], Monday, 18 [June 1849] 

275. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Chaillot], Friday, 22 June 1849

276. To Ludwika Jędrzejewiczowa in Warsaw.
[Chaillot], Mond[ay], 25 June 1849

277. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
Chaillot, 2 July [1849] 

278. To Adolf Cichowski in Paris.
[Chaillot, 1849] 

279. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Chaillot], Tuesday, 10 July [18]49 

280. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
Chaillot, Saturday 28 July [1849] 

281. To Napoleon Orda in Paris.
[July 1849] 

282. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Paris, without a date; July 1849?] 

283. To Wojciech Grzymała in Paris.
[Chaillot], Friday, 3 August [1849] 

284. To Adolf Cichowski in Paris.
[Paris, 15 August 1849] 

285. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Karlsbad.
Paris, 20 August 1849, Square d’Orléans, Rue St Lazare 9 

286. To Tytus Woyciechowski in Ostend.
Paris, 12 September 1849
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Preface 

 

“The man waited three days in Châteauroux for the piano before I called him off yesterday, once I’d received your letter; but what sort of voice the piano has, I don’t know yet, because it hasn’t been unpacked . . .”

– Chopin to Julian Fontana, 9/10 August 1841

 

 

Readers who know only English have for almost a century faced the same problem as did the composer with his crated piano: what sort of voice Chopin had remains hidden, boxed up behind incomplete and inaccurate translations.[1] The situation has been most acute for the letters Chopin penned in his native Polish (the majority of his extant correspondence). Without correct and complete translations of those letters in which Chopin expressed himself most fluently, the English reader has had to struggle in order to grasp his personality and his modes of thinking. 

The present volume is thus cause for celebration. The translations by David Frick at last allow the Anglophone audience unfettered, nuanced access to the composer’s distinctive Polish voice. Within individual letters, we witness the characteristic processes of the composer’s imagination, at times in fully developed narratives (with logical structures of storytelling and distinctive turns of phrase), at other times unfolding through spontaneous digressions, entertaining outbursts, or angry curses (with the flow of the prose feeling more fragmented, often taking place in incomplete sentences). 

Countless details emerge clearly for the first time to English readers. One wonderful example is Professor Frick’s trenchant translation and explanation of Chopin’s atypical use of the Polish feminine first person singular in the last extant letter to his sister Ludwika (25 June 1849), an interpretation that lends poignant shading to our understanding of the importance of hope to the dying composer. Entire casts of characters – friends, colleagues, students, and antagonists – are fully restored to the documentary roster, again permitting the reader to witness the communities and contexts within which Chopin lived and worked. The new translations make it possible for the reader to experience Chopin’s voice in an almost conversational way, the composer commenting, letter-by-letter, on the life he led.

 All the major landmarks of Chopin’s compelling existence emerge in these Polish letters. From the years he resided in Poland, we read exuberant reports of a young lad away from his family embracing the diversity of country life, and lively and passionate missives to his friends Jan Białobłocki and Tytus Woyciechowski that document the deepening of Chopin’s emotional ties, the rapid expansion of his musical vision, and his first major successes as a pianist and composer. We encounter his first sustained residence abroad in Vienna, a time marked by further successes on the stage, but marred by the outbreak of revolution in Poland. 

Chopin’s Parisian years are first reported in chronicles that detail the musical and social whirlwinds he experienced. These give way to the letters of a composer who had quickly risen to acclaim as one of the major artistic figures of the day. From this position, he scrupulously negotiated through associates like Julian Fontana and Wojciech Grzymała the nagging details of his musical and personal life, larding his instructions with various measures of humor, abuse, and invective. His emotional relationships emerge as well, first in glimpses of his failed courtship of Maria Wodzińska. Chopin’s fabled liaison with George Sand is then described in passages from letters to his family and Polish acquaintances, penned from exotic locales in Majorca, Marseille and Nohant in France, and of course from Paris once Chopin and Sand returned there as a couple. We learn much about Chopin’s interests and pursuits in the 1840s, with his routine split between Nohant in the summer and Paris in the fall, winter, and spring. The rupture with Sand again emerges through the lens of his reports to family and friends. 

Finally, the correspondence vividly and movingly documents Chopin’s declining years, with the planning for his last concert in Paris, his extended, suffocating (figuratively and literally) sojourn in England and Scotland, and his poignant final months back in Paris. Through all these letters there pass a wide range of minor characters and places: the stories they narrate from Chopin’s life are as deep as they are broad.

The letters in this volume bristle with details about the publication of his music, and offer up many comments on his pending and past performances of them. But unlike the correspondence of many composers, Chopin’s letters seldom offer reflections on the content and sense of his own music. (The rare instances of such commentary are therefore all the more precious, as when Chopin explains to Tytus Woyciechowski that the Adagio of his E-minor Concerto “should create the impression of a pleasant gazing at a place where a thousand delightful memories come to mind . . . a sort of pondering during a beautiful springtime, but under moonlight” – letter of 15 May 1830.) But this hardly means that Chopin’s Polish letters only describe the details of the non-creative side of his daily life. As Ryszard Przybylski has persuasively argued (and Przybylski’s book makes a fine companion volume to the present tome), Chopin’s prose constantly reveals the invention and vision of its author.[2] 

An excellent guiding illustration of this sort of verbal creativity comes in a passage from Chopin’s letter to his family of 18–20 July 1845. Near the end of a beautiful description of his room in Nohant that is otherwise meant to convey an element of his wistfulness at recalling the prior stay of his sister there, he nonchalantly invokes a striking Cartesian term:

 

[. . .] I have placed the piano differently – next to the wall where there had been a little sofa with a little desk, at which Ludwika often embroidered my slippers, and the Lady of the House worked on something else. In the middle stands the desk at which I write, on the left lie a few of my music papers – Mr Thiers and poetry (including ‘the moustache’) ; on the right, Cherubini; before me, that repeater you sent me in its case (4 o’clock). Roses and carnations, pens and a piece of sealing wax still left over from Kalasanty.

I am always one foot with you – one foot in the room next door, where the Lady of the House works – and not at all in my own place at that moment – only, as usual, in some strange space.

Those are no doubt those espaces imaginaires – but I’m not ashamed of this; after all, it has become a proverb for us that ‘he went to the coronation in his imagination’, and I’m a genuine blind Mazovian.

 

It is not hard to sense Chopin evoking “imaginary spaces” throughout many of his Polish letters.[3] We can perceive an anticipation of them already in the sometimes-nonsensical whimsy of the issues of the “Szafarnia Courier” that the fourteen-year-old Chopin created for his family back in Warsaw. They emerge again, surely, in the macabre scenarios rehearsed in the so-called Stuttgart Diary, and not much later toward the end of long letter to Tytus Wojciechowski that he wrote on 25 December 1831:

 

Just when I was getting ready to a describe a ball to you, at which a certain divinity with a rose in her black hair enraptured me, I receive your letter. Everything moderne leaves my head. I move even closer to you. I take you by the hand, and I cry. I had your letter from Lwów – we shall meet all the later, and perhaps not at all, because, speaking seriously, my health is poor; I’m happy on the outside, especially among my own (I call the Poles ‘my own’), but inside something is killing me – some sort of forebodings, anxieties, dreams or insomnia – longing – indifference – the desire to live, and a moment later the desire to die – some sort of sweet peace, some torpor, unconsciousness of mind, and sometimes a precise memory torments me.

 

“Imaginary spaces” could be for Chopin strange places of nostalgic rumination, but they could also lead him to inhabit disturbingly darker realms. 

Other times, the espaces imaginaires blended directly into Chopin’s dream worlds, but in ways that led back to the nonsensical paths he explored in the Szafarnia Courier. Thus Chopin’s envoi to Julian Fontana from 9/10 August 1841:

 

Once I dreamed I’d died in a hospital, and that became so lodged in my head that it seems to me it was yesterday. If you outlive me, you’ll learn whether one should believe in dreams; several years ago, I dreamed something else, but it didn’t come true. And now I dream while awake; blither-blather, as they say; that’s why I’m writing you such nonsense. Right?

 

It should not surprise anyone that a composer celebrated for some of the most innovative flights of invention in the history of music should show an imaginative streak in his letters. This is not to suggest that his prose inventions in any direct way “explain” or somehow run parallel to his musical means of expression: Chopin himself inveighed with disgust against all such efforts (witness his complaints in these letters about the titles that the English publisher Wessel added to his publications). But from Chopin’s Polish letters we can infer creative habits of mind, ways of making sense of the outside world, and his place within it, and these habits in turn prove invaluable as we situate Chopin’s musical endeavors in their nurturing contexts. 

Chopin of course never imagined that anyone but the intended recipients would read his letters (and the further notion that they might be translated into another language would have been completely foreign to him). This puts the creativity we perceive in them in a different realm than that of his compositions: they cast light on a more private domain of inventiveness, one focused in Chopin’s past and present, but decidedly not on posterity. This, then, is the great gift of this new translation: the chance to eavesdrop on Chopin, to insinuate ourselves into his perception of his contemporary world, and to better understand his place in it. 

 

Jeffrey Kallberg

University of Pennsylvania

Philadelphia








Editor’s note

 

The correspondence presented here comprises all the known letters that Chopin wrote in Polish, as well as youthful verse and greetings, and also extracts from his personal journal dating from the period ‘in limbo’ between his youth in Warsaw and his life in Paris. Footnotes are provided to explain things that might otherwise be rather obscure, but in general this is not intended to be a scholarly edition. Consequently, although obviously no changes have been made to the substance of Chopin’s texts, their appearance has been slightly modified in some respects compared to the manuscripts, for ease of reading: occasional spelling mistakes are tacitly corrected, including the orthography of personal names, which was never Chopin’s forte; italics are used both for Chopin’s own italics and also for his underlinings; second person pronouns are given with a small first letter, although Chopin generally used the capital letter in line with traditional Polish usage; Chopin’s punctuation and paragraphing have occasionally been simplified and rendered easier on the eye – for instance, full stops and even new paragraphs are most often given instead of Chopin’s dashes, which were due, at least in part, to his wish to save paper (the publisher will forgive our profligacy in this respect!).

The correspondence has been divided into sections, based largely on the criterion of location (Warsaw, Vienna, Paris, UK, and so on), as well as changes in Chopin’s personal circumstances. Each section has been provided with an introduction, comprising a very brief historical/political background, biographical notes for Chopin, a list of the works he composed during the given period (only those works published during his lifetime, Opp. 1–65) and notes on selected individuals appearing repeatedly in the letters from that time. The dating of the compositions is based on Mieczysław Tomaszewski’s list in Chopin. Człowiek, Dzieło, Rezonans, and the biographical information is drawn largely from volume 1 of the new Warsaw University edition of Chopin’s correspondence (KorFCh), the updated edition of Krystyna Kobylańska’s Korespondencja Fryderyka Chopin z George Sand i z jej dziećmi and the website of the Fryderyk Chopin Institute in Warsaw (http://en.chopin.nifc.pl/institute), which is recommended for further information on all aspects of Chopin’s life and music.

The letters themselves are taken from KorFCh (1–80) and B. E. Sydow’s original two-volume Korespondencja Fryderyka Chopina (81–286), with additional letters supplemented from Kobylańska. All original sources and editions can be found in those three publications.

JC









A Note on Usage

 

Chopin frequently uses affectionate diminutives of first (rarely last) names in addressing letters to close friends. He also uses diminutives and, on occasion, augmentatives (which can be derogatory or express something like admiration and respect – the way he employs them) in his narration of events in the letters themselves. 

Here is a partial list of diminutives found in the correspondence:

 

Antek, Antoś – Antoni

Domuś – Dominik

Emilka – Emilia

Henryś – Henryk

Izabelka, Izia –Izabela

Jaś, Jasio, Jalek – Jan

Julisio – Julian

Józio – Józef

Kesslerek – Kessler (a last name)

Kostuś – Konstantyn

Kostusia – Konstancja

Ludka – Ludwika

Sol – Solange (daughter of George Sand)

Stańsio – Stanisław

Szaniasio – Szaniawski (a last name)

Tycio – Tytus

Wiluś – Wilhelm

Włodzio – Włodzimierz

Zuzia – Zuzanna

 

And here are two augmentatives:

 

Izabelisko – Izabela

Ludwiczysko – Ludwika

 

The ending –owa signifies ‘wife of’, and the ending –ówna ‘unmarried daughter of’. The suffixes can be attached to first or last names. For example, Maćkowa is ‘wife of Maciej’ (Matthew). I have kept all of these manners of referring to persons. The question of exactly which Jasio is meant (where that question has been resolved) will be clear from context or annotations.

Chopin signs his letters and refers to himself in them as Fryc or Fritz (usually the former, which is the Polish spelling, but I have consistently used the latter for ease of pronunciation). This is the German diminutive of ‘Friedrich’, i.e., ‘Fryderyk’. He uses it in a somewhat sly, self-deprecating manner. The word is, after all, German and not Polish (even though he preferred the Polish spelling). What is more, in addition to being a form of Chopin’s name, it also signifies, in Polish usage, a generic German or a ‘greenhorn’, ‘rookie’.
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Sources and abbreviations

 

Dbop – Dzieło bez numeru opusowego [Work without opus number], according to the Polish National Edition (see WN below)

Hoesick – Ferdynand Hoesick, Chopin. Życie i twórczość [Chopin. His life and work] (Lwów, 1932), vol. 1

Kobylańska – Korespondencja Fryderyka Chopina z George Sand i z jej dziećmi [Fryderyk Chopin’s correspondence with George Sand and with her children], ed. Krystyna Kobylańska, 2nd edn (Warsaw, 2010)

KorFCh, I – Korespondencja Fryderyka Chopina [Correspondence of Fryderyk Chopin], vol. 1, 1816–1831, ed. Zofia Helman, Zbigniew Skowron and Hanna Wróblewska-Straus (Warsaw, 2009)

Opieński – Listy Fryderyka Chopina [Letters of Fryderyk Chopin], ed. Henryk Opieński (Warsaw, 1937)

Sydow, I and II – Korespondencja Fryderyka Chopina [Correspondence of Fryderyk Chopin], ed. Bronisław Edward Sydow, 2 vols (Warsaw, 1955)

Tomaszewski, Mieczysław, Chopin. Człowiek, dzieło, rezonans [Chopin. The man, his work and its resonance] (Cracow, 2005)

WN – numbering of Chopin’s works not published during his lifetime, according to Wydanie Narodowe Dzieł Fryderyka Chopina / National Edition of the Works of Fryderyk Chopin, ed. Jan Ekier, 36 vols (Warsaw, 1959–2010)

Wójcicki – Kazimierz Władysław Wójcicki, Cmentarz Powązkowski pod Warszawą [Powązki Cemetery near Warsaw], vol. 2 (Warsaw, 1856)








I

6 

December 

1816 

–

9 

September 

1828


.

 


LOCATION: 

Warsaw, Szafarnia, Żelazowa Wola, Duszniki Zdrój, Sanniki

NB Poland did not exist as such at this time, divided into three ‘partitions’ under the rule of Russia, Prussia and Austria. Warsaw was capital of the Congress Kingdom under Russian tutelage

 

Chopin, Fryderyk (Fritz, ‘Jakub’, ‘Mikołajek’, ‘Pichon(ek)’)

Born in 1810 in Żelazowa Wola, grew up in Warsaw. Taught piano by Żywny, composition by Elsner. Attended secondary school (Lyceum) and conservatory (Main School of Music). Holidays spent on the family estates of his schoolfriends, at the Dziewanowskis’ in Szafarnia and the Pruszaks’ in Sanniki, where he encountered traditional customs and music. In Warsaw, attended concerts and operas. Poor health. First performances and compositions. Opp. 1, 2, 4, 5, 7/4 and 8 (begun). 


FAMILY

Mikołaj [Nicolas] Chopin (1771–1844), Fryderyk Chopin’s father (Papa), born in Lorraine. In 1787 (together with the family of Adam Weydlich, steward-administrator of the Marainville estate belonging to Count Michał Jan Pac), he left for Poland. An intelligent, receptive and well-educated young man, with time he became a highly esteemed tutor to families of the Polish gentry, including Ludwika and Kacper Skarbek in Żelazowa Wola and Warsaw. It was in their service that he met Justyna Krzyżanowski, whom he wed in 1806, in Brochów. The couple had four children: the daughters Ludwika, Izabella and Emilia, and the son Fryderyk.

In 1810, Mikołaj started working as a teacher in various schools, beginning with the Warsaw Lyceum. At the same time, from 1810 to 1837, the Chopins ran one of the most highly regarded boarding schools in Warsaw; the boarders became Fryderyk Chopin’s closest friends.

Mikołaj Chopin never returned to France and became fully attached, including emotionally, to his adopted homeland.

Justyna Chopin, née Krzyżanowska (1782–1861), Fryderyk Chopin’s mother (Mama). During the first years of the nineteenth century, probably due to the death of her father, she left the family home and moved to the estate of Kacper and Ludwika Skarbek at Żelazowa Wola, where she probably helped keep house. Thanks to the Skarbeks, Justyna met the tutor to their children, Mikołaj Chopin.

Justyna was very close to her son. In the recollections of those around her, she comes across as a devoted wife and mother, gentle, good, patient and pious, taking care to preserve the Polishness of her family and home. 

Ludwika Chopin (Ludwina, Ludka) (1807–1855), Fryderyk’s elder and closest sister. Together with her daughter (also Ludwika), she was the only member of the composer’s family to be with him when he died (she travelled to Paris at his request and looked after him during his final months). After his death, she took care of his affairs. She brought Chopin’s heart back to Warsaw, in accordance with his dying wish, and did a great deal to set his manuscripts in order.

Ludwika was endowed with musical and literary talents. She wrote and published several books (some with her sisters), mainly for children, and in 1848 also Krótkie wiadomości z nauk przyrodzonych i niektóre ważniejsze wynalazki [A digest of scientific knowledge and some major discoveries]. Published in 1841 was Krótki zbiór życia ś. Weroniki [A short life of St Veronica], translated by Ludwika from the Italian.

In 1832, she married Józef Kalasanty Jędrzejewicz (not a happy union, particularly during the final years), with whom she had four children; today, Ludwika’s descendants are the Chopin family’s only heirs.

Izabella Chopin (Izabelka) (1811–1881), Fryderyk’s younger sister. Like her siblings, she received an excellent education and was musically and artistically gifted. With her sister Ludwika, she wrote the two-volume Pan Wojciech czyli wzór pracy i oszczędności [Mr Adalbert, or A model of industry and thrift], reissued many times. In 1834, Izabella married Antoni Barciński; it was a childless marriage.

Self-sacrificing, modest and hardworking, she came to take care of her elderly parents and later her widowed mother, as well as the under-age son of her elder sister Ludwika on the latter’s death. Active within the community, she was also committed to national affairs. During the 60s, on her mother’s death, Izabella inherited the family souvenirs left by Fryderyk Chopin (a large part of that collection was destroyed during a revenge campaign undertaken by the Russians in 1863; it was then that Russian soldiers threw Chopin’s piano out of the window of Izabella’s flat – an occurrence immortalised in verse by the Polish poet Cyprian Kamil Norwid).

Emilia Chopin (Emilka) (1812–1827), the youngest of the Chopin siblings. Extant recollections extol her charm, wit and distinguished literary talent (among those to praise her verse were Count Fryderyk Skarbek, himself a talented writer and eminent statesman, and the esteemed writer Klementyna z Tańskich Hoffmanowa). Emilia and her brother wrote the comedy Omyłka, czyli mniemany filut [The error, or The supposed rake], which the children prepared and performed in 1824 for Mikołaj Chopin’s name-day. Together with her sister Ludwika, she also wrote the novel Ludwik i Emilka. Powieść moralna dla dzieci z pism Salzmana wytłumaczona i do polskich obyczajów zastosowana [Louis and Emily. An edifying children’s tale from the writings of Salzman, translated and adapted to Polish morals and customs]. Emilia died prematurely, at the age of fourteen, from tuberculosis. 

Zuzanna Bielska (Zuzia) (1803–1869), the beloved niece of Justyna Chopin, whom she helped keep house. Zuzia lived with the Chopins in Warsaw in 1824 and stayed with them more than once in subsequent years. In 1845, she resided with Fryderyk’s mother and sister, Izabella Barcińska, with whom she also lived after Justyna Chopin’s death until the end of her life.


FRIENDS

Białobłocki, Jan (Jaś, Jal, Jalek, Jasiek) (1805–1828), a close friend of Fryderyk Chopin; from 1816 to 1823, he attended the Warsaw Lyceum and boarded at the Chopins’. From 1823, he studied law and administration at the Royal University of Warsaw, but his poor health prevented him from completing the course.

Białobłocki was artistically and musically talented: he played the piano, sang in a choral-instrumental group and took painting lessons. He spent a lot of time with Fryderyk Chopin during the summer holidays of 1824 and 1825, when Fryderyk was staying at the Dziewanowskis’ in Szafarnia and Jaś on his family estate in nearby Sokołowo.

Jan Białobłocki died at the age of twenty-three, probably from tuberculosis of the knee bone.

Dziewanowski, Dominik (Domuś) (1811–1881), a schoolfriend of Fryderyk’s and a resident of the Chopins’ boarding school in Casimir Palace. Fryderyk spent the summer holidays of 1824 and 1825 on Domuś’s family estate in Szafarnia (he wrote letters to his family in Warsaw in the form of a daily newspaper, which he titled Kurier Szafarska). Dominik studied in Warsaw and Berlin. He was a highly regarded lawyer and a distinguished participant in patriotic and political life, having previously taken part in the November Uprising. His daughter, Cecylia, became the wife of Mateusz Ciechomski, brother of Ludwik Ciechomski, who was married to Fryderyk Chopin’s niece, Ludwika Jędrzejewicz.

Kolberg, Wilhelm (Wiluś) (1807–1877), a good friend of Fryderyk Chopin, the eldest of several children of Karolina and Juliusz Kolberg, brother of Oskar. When Juliusz obtained a professorship of the Royal University of Warsaw, from 1820 the Kolbergs were neighbours of the Chopins in an annexe of Casimir Palace. Wilhelm was trained as a cartographer, metrologist and construction engineer, specialising in roads and bridges; he was a participant in the November Uprising and subsequently an active and respected citizen and patriot.

Mentioned among the works of Chopin dedicated to Kolberg are the Mazurka in A flat major, Op. 7 No. 4 and the Waltz in B minor (Op. 69 No. 2). Fryderyk composed the ‘Farewell’ Polonaise in B flat minor especially for Wiluś. 

Matuszyński, Jan (Jaś) (1808/9–1842), one of Fryderyk’s closest friends. Matuszyński was musically gifted and trained in music as a child; ultimately, however, in line with the family tradition, he studied medicine in Warsaw and Tübingen. Shortly afterwards, he moved to Paris, where he lived with Chopin for a while (1834–1836). For several years, Matuszyński tried to cure Fryderyk’s illness. Unfortunately, in 1842, he contracted tuberculosis himself and died soon afterwards, after being moved by Chopin into George Sand’s apartment at 16 Place Pigalle. As the writer later mentioned in a letter to Pauline Viardot: ‘a Polish friend, a doctor, an old schoolfriend of Chopin’s, died in our arms after a slow and excruciating agony, which caused poor Chopin such suffering as if he had experienced it himself’. 

Pruszak, Konstanty (Kostuś, Kot, Kocio) (1808–1852), a good friend of Fryderyk’s from the Warsaw Lyceum and a boarder with the Chopins. He took part in the November Uprising and after its defeat worked at the Bank of Poland and elsewhere. In 1845, he inherited the family estate of Sanniki, where many years earlier he had been visited by the young Chopin.

Woyciechowski, Tytus (1808–1879), a landowner, a close friend of Fryderyk Chopin during their youth; he continued to exchange letters with the composer after the latter’s departure from Poland. From 1818, Tytus was a pupil of the Warsaw Lyceum and a boarder at the Chopins’. On completing his studies, he returned to the family estate of Poturzyn, which he began running in 1829.

In 1830, Woyciechowski accompanied Fryderyk Chopin on a journey to Vienna, but he returned home on learning of the outbreak of the November Uprising. 

Chopin dedicated to Tytus his Variations, Op. 2, whilst the latter kept souvenirs of his friend until his death: in 1873 he donated a bust of the composer to the Warsaw Music Society, and in 1876, via the intermediary of Izabella Barcińska, he made his letters available to Chopin’s biographer Maurycy Karasowski.


OTHERS

Barciński, Feliks Antoni (1803–1878), a mathematician, in 1825 a tutor at the Chopins’ boarding school; in subsequent years, having undertaken educational travels, he wrote a dozen or more books on accounting and arithmetic. In 1834, he married Izabella Chopin; they enjoyed a harmonious marriage until his death, at the age of seventy-five. The Barcińskis had no children of their own, but, on the death of Ludwika and Józef Kalasanty Jędrzejewicz, Antoni became the legal guardian of his wife’s nephew, Antoni.

Brzezina, Antoni (d. 1831), a publisher, from 1822 owner of a music shop on Miodowa Street in Warsaw, a lithographic workshop, an engraver’s atelier and then a printing press. Active as a publisher for almost ten years, he issued a total of 612 scores, as well as books, music textbooks, lithographic prints, maps, articles and periodicals; he also sold musical instruments. Brzezina published two compositions by Fryderyk Chopin: the Rondo in C minor, Op. 1 and the Rondo à la mazur in F major, Op. 5.

Dziewanowski family: Juliusz and Honorata (parents), Ludwika, Józefa (daughters), Dominik (son, see above).

The father of the family, Juliusz Dziewanowski (1779–1854), was a cousin of one of Mikołaj Chopin’s boarders, Piotr. Juliusz was owner of the estate in Szafarnia where Fryderyk Chopin spent two summer holidays. In 1834, Dziewanowski was a witness at the wedding of one of Fryderyk Chopin’s sisters, Izabella, and Antoni Barciński.

Another important figure in this family was Juliusz’s brother, Jan Nepomucen Dziewanowski (1782–1808). Probably ca. 1798, Jan Nepomucen’s tutor was Mikołaj Chopin. A soldier and patriot, Jan Dziewanowski secretly left Warsaw ca. 1806 to join the troops of General Jan Henryk Dąbrowski. In 1808, he took part in the Battle of Somosierra, and he was decorated as a hero by Napoleon, while still on the battlefield, with the Legion of Honour. Dziewanowski was the only Polish participant in the battle to be mentioned in the bulletin of Napoleon’s army. He died several days later in Madrid from his wounds.

Jan Nepomucen was the godfather of Ludwika Chopin.

Elsner, Józef (1769–1854), a Polish composer and teacher (his ancestors, who hailed from Sweden, settled in Poland during the seventeenth century). He taught Fryderyk Chopin harmony, counterpoint and composition at the Main School of Music (1826–1829). Elsner made a huge contribution to the development of cultural life and musical education in Warsaw, from the founding of the Drama School, through the opening (in accordance with his principles regarding the reform and development of musical schooling) of the School of Music and Drama (later divided into separate schools of music and of drama), to the founding of the Main School of Music under his direction. Elsner was also Director General of National Music, assessor to the Board of Theatres and All Dramatic and Musical Spectacles in the Kingdom and even a correspondent for the Allgemeine musikalische Zeitung and (in 1803) founder of his own music engraving atelier. Chopin dedicated his Sonata in C minor, Op. 4 to Elsner. 

Jędrzejewicz, Józef Kalasanty (1803–1853), a doctor of philosophy, master of law and administration and social activist. Born in Warsaw, he completed his schooling at the Warsaw Lyceum (in 1824) before graduating from the Royal University of Warsaw and the Jagiellonian University of Cracow. In 1828, he accompanied Count Fryderyk Skarbek and Eustachy Marylski (author of valuable recollections of Fryderyk Chopin’s youth) on an academic journey around Germany, Denmark, the Netherlands, Flanders, France, England, Switzerland and Austria, acquiring membership of international associations. In 1832, he married Ludwika Chopin. They had four children, but their union was not a happy one. Jędrzejewicz died suddenly in 1853. 

Kurpiński, Karol (1785–1857), a Polish composer, conductor and music teacher, alongside Józef Elsner an outstanding figure in the musical life of Warsaw at that time. Initially a conductor, he subsequently combined that work with the posts of director at the National Theatre, lecturer at the Drama School and later the School of Music and Drama, director of the Singing School and editor of a music weekly (the Tygodnik Muzyczny, for one year, from 1820); he also wrote books and reviews. He composed almost thirty stage works, as well as symphonic, chamber and solo compositions. On 17 March 1830, he conducted the first performance of Fryderyk Chopin’s F minor Concerto.

Skarbek, Fryderyk (1792–1866), count, son and heir to the owners of Żelazowa Wola, Ludwika and Kacper Skarbek. According to the Chopin family tradition, he was Fryderyk Chopin’s godfather.

Skarbek, a future eminent statesman, professor of the Royal University of Warsaw, economist, historian, author of successful novels, plays and memoirs (written in 1878 and first published in full in 2009), began his education under the tutorship of Mikołaj Chopin at Żelazowa Wola (from 1802). Throughout his life, he maintained close and sincere relations with the Chopins, holding his first teacher, Mikołaj, in high regard. 

Żywny (Živný), Wojciech (Vojtĕch) (1756 or 1760–1842), Fryderyk Chopin’s only piano teacher (from 1816 to 1821); it was Żywny who inspired in Fryderyk a love of the music of Mozart.

Żywny, of Czech origins, received a comprehensive training as an instrumentalist (besides piano, he also mastered the violin and the organ) and a composer (he also studied harmony and counterpoint). He spent most of his life in Warsaw, where he made his living from countless piano lessons; besides Chopin, his most illustrious pupil, he also taught Fryderyk’s sisters, Jan Białobłocki, Dominik Dziewanowski and Tytus Woyciechowski. Żywny was universally liked, and fortune bound him particularly closely to the Chopin family, with which he spent most of his time, as practically a member of the household. Chopin held his teacher in high regard and dedicated to him the childhood Polonaise in A flat major. 









001.

Greetings card with wishes for Mikołaj Chopin on his name-day

[Warsaw], 6 December 1816

[Source: KorFCh, I, 38–39]

 

[In verse]

 

When the world announces the celebration of your name-day,

My Papa, it indeed brings joy to me as well,

Since I can offer my heartfelt wishes:

That you might live happily, not know unpleasant blows,

That God might always favour you with good fortune,

These wishes I ardently proclaim for you.

 

F. Chopin

6 December 1816.








002.

Wishes for Justyna Chopin on her name-day

[Warsaw], 16 June 1817

[Source: KorFCh, I, 40–41]

 

[In verse]

 

I congratulate you today on your name-day, Mama!

Let the heavens fulfil what I feel in my heart.

May you always be healthy and happy,

And long may you live in good fortune.

 

F. Chopin 16 June 1817









003.

Wishes for Mikołaj Chopin on his name-day

[Warsaw], 6 December 1817

[Source: KorFCh, I, 42–43]

 

[In verse]

 

Wishes.

 

What great joy do I feel in my heart!

When such a pleasant, dear and magnificent

Day begins, on which I congratulate you,

Wishing you a long and happy life,

In health and heartiness, good fortune and peace,

May the gifts of the heavens flow bounteously upon you.

 

6 December 1817

F. Chopin.









004.

Wishes for Mikołaj Chopin on his name-day

[Warsaw], 6 December 1818

[Source: KorFCh, I, 44–46]

 

Dear Papa,

Although it would be easier for me to reveal my feelings if I could express them in musical tones, and since, nonetheless, even the best concert cannot encompass my devotion to you, dear Papa, I must employ the simple expressions of my heart, in order to offer you the homage of a son’s most affectionate gratitude and devotion.

 

F. Chopin

6 December

1818.








005.

To Eustachy Marylski in Książenice

[Warsaw, 8 September 1823]

[Source: KorFCh, I, 49–54]

 

Dear Marylski!

I went to Mr Zubelewicz myself in order to find out when the beginners’ courses, not the examinations, begin. He told me that the courses would begin on either the sixteenth or the seventeenth of this month, since the Commission has not yet decided whether the public session of the Academy will take place on the 15th or the 16th. In addition, he told me that the lectures would take place in the morning, the examinations in the afternoon, and that he would not register anyone at all after the 13th. Please forgive me for writing so badly, but I’m in a hurry. So please report to Weltz what I have written to you, and give him and Tytus my best regards. Białobłocki arrived in Warsaw on Saturday. He’s planning to register on Tuesday, depart only on Wednesday, and then return for the courses. Mama and Papa send their regards to Mr and Mrs Marylski, Ludwika sends hers to your sister. I embrace you and your brothers warmly.

F.F. Chopin

 

Messrs Kulikowski, Karwowski, Wilczyński and Krzywicki have been dismissed, and that professor from Kalisz has taken over the professorship in Mr Kulikowski’s place. Mr Dobronoki sends you his regards. Farewell. Don’t show anyone this letter, because everyone would say that I don’t know how to write at all, nor do I know anything about politics.









006.

A poem dedicated to Julian Fontana (?)

[Warsaw, 1823–1826 (?)]

[Source: KorFCh, I, 55]

 

True friendship is rare,

It grants its gifts stingily;

What happiness does he enjoy,

Who has been able to find a friend!

 

Just as a ball leaps out,

So, too, does friendship fly forth.

 

Chopin.









007.

To his parents in Warsaw

[Szafarnia], 10 August 1824

[Source: KorFCh, I, 56–68]

 

Tuesday, 10 August 1824

 

Dearest Parents,

I am well, by the grace of the Lord God, and the time always passes for me as pleasantly as possible. I’m not reading or writing, rather I play, draw, run, enjoy the fresh air, whether it is going for a ride in a carriage or riding on a grey participe du verbe connaître,[1], just as I rode over the fields only yesterday. I eat with exceptional appetite, and I lack nothing for the complete satisfaction of my skinny belly, which is already beginning to put on weight, as can only happen with the permission and freedom to eat country bread. True, Girardot forbade me to eat rye bread, but that only applied to Warsaw bread, not country bread. He forbade me to eat it because it is sour, but that baked here in Szafarnia has not the least sourness. The former is black, but the latter is white. The former is made of coarse flour, but the latter of fine flour. Finally, Girardot would like the taste of the latter more than the former, and if he could try it, he would certainly allow me to eat it, because it is doctors’ custom to allow their patients what they like themselves.

But there is more. Warsaw is a city, and Szafarnia a village. In the city, there are rolls for everyone, but here almost solely for me. So how could Mama not give me permission? Have I not expressed myself clearly enough that I can eat country bread? If only Girardot were in Warsaw, I would immediately ask Mrs Dziewanowska for a loaf of bread, and I would send it by the post in a little box, and with the first bite of a little slice, Girardot would give his permission. And so, in the hope that I will obtain what I seek so ardently (with the permission of Miss Ludwika and Miss Józefa, who have already once given me their permission, in the hope of the permission that is to come), I end my dissertation on this topic.

On Saturday, there were many guests in Szafarnia: Mr Podoski, Mr Sumiński, the Piwnickis, Mr Chamberlain Piwnicki, Mrs Borzewska, the brother of Mrs Dziewanowska, Mr Wybraniecki together with Białobłocki.

On Sunday, we were at the Piwnickis’ in Gulbiny; today we are at Wybraniecki’s in Sokołowo. 

I take my pills regularly, and I drink a little half carafe of herbal infusion every day, without fail. At table I don’t drink anything, just a little sweet wine. I eat fruit, but only the ripest and those approved by Miss Ludwika.

We await Papa with the greatest impatience, and I would ask Papa that he be so kind as to buy Air Moore variée pour le piano forté à quatres mains par Ries[2] at Brzezina’s and bring it with him, because I want to play it with Mrs Dziewanowska. In addition, if Papa could bring with him either the prescription or a jar of pills, since what I have, according to today’s reckoning, will last me for only 27 days. Other than that, I have nothing to write, only let Ludwika report to me about the health of Mama and of Papa, about whom I have no doubts that his back is now completely well.

I heartily embrace Ludka, Izabelka, Emilka, Zuzia, Mrs Dekert, Miss Leszczyńska. I send Grasshopper and Chomentowski my regards.

I kiss the hands and feet

of my Most Beloved Parents,

Your most devoted son,

FF Chopin

 

My respects to Mr Żywny, Mr Siebert, Mr Woycicki. 

NB, Chamberlain Piwnicki sends his regards to Papa and is happy that he will see Papa.

Mrs Dziewanowska, the Misses Dziewanowska, Mr Juliusz and Domuś send their regards to Mama, Papa and the children.[3]








008.

To his family in Warsaw

Szafarnia, 16 August 1824

[Source: KorFCh, I, 69–73]

 

SZAFARNIA COURIER

 

16 August

1824

 

National memory

the pond in the courtyard

desilted, 1820. 

 

Domestic News

 

On the 11th day of August, in the current year, His Lordship Fryderyk Chopin rode races on a courageous horse. He did his best to cross the finish line, and although several times he was unable to overtake Mrs Dziewanowska, who was going on foot (which was not his, but the horse’s fault), he nonetheless achieved a victory over Miss Ludwika, who had almost reached the finish line on foot.

His Lordship Franciszek[4] Chopin goes for a ride every day, but with such honours that he always sits in the rear. 

His Lordship Jakub Chopin drinks six cups of acorn coffee per day, whereas Mikołajek eats four rolls every day, nota bene in addition to a huge dinner and a three-course supper. 

On the 13th of the c[urrent] m[onth] and y[ear], His Lordship Better was to be heard playing the piano with uncommon talent. That virtuoso, a Berliner, plays in the style of His Lordship Berger (that pianist from Skolimowo), he surpasses Mrs Łagowska in the touch and positioning of his fingers, and he plays with such feeling that practically every little note seems to come out not from his heart, but from his mighty belly.

On the 15th of the c[urrent] m[onth] and y[ear], the important news arrived that Turkey-hen had happened to hatch her eggs in the corner, behind the granary. This important event not only contributed to the multiplying of the Turkey family, but it also increased the income to the treasury and guaranteed its further increase. 

Last night, the cat, having sneaked into the wardrobe, broke a bottle of juice. But just as, on the one hand, it deserves the gallows, on the other hand, it merits praise, because it chose the smallest one for itself. 

On the 12th of the c[urrent] m[onth], the hen went lame, and the drake lost a leg in a duel with the goose. The cow became so violently ill that it is grazing in the garden. 

On the 14th of the c[urrent] m[onth], the verdict fell that, upon pain of death, no piglet dare to enter the garden.

 

Foreign News

 

A certain citizen of the environs wished to read The Monitor. So he sent a servant to the Carmelite Fathers in Obory to ask for periodicals. Since the servant had never heard of periodicals in his life, he twisted the expression and asked the Fathers for hemorrhoidals.

In Bocheniec, a fox ate two defenceless ganders. Whoever catches him, please be so kind as to notify the court in Bocheniec, which will unfailingly punish the criminal according to the laws and regulations. 

He who surrenders the fox will be given the two ganders as a fitting reward. 

It may be sent.

The censor,[5]

L[udwika] D[ziewanowska]








009.

To his family in Warsaw

Szafarnia, 19 August 1824

[Source: KorFCh, I, 74–75]

 

[SZAFARNIA COURIER]

[fragment]

 

[Domestic News]

On the 15th of August of the c[urrent] y[ear], at a musical gathering in Szafarnia consisting of a dozen or so personages and half-personages, His Lordship Pichon put on a display. He played a concerto by Kalkbrenner, which did not make so much of an impression, especially upon the small figures, as the little Jew[6] played by that same Mr Pichon [...],[7] for he played so well, so well, as if he had been born a Jew.

On the 18th, His Lordship F[ryderyk] F[ranciszek] M[ikołaj] J[akub] Chopin drank seven cups of acorn coffee. One can only suppose that he will soon drink eight.








010.

To Wilhelm Kolberg

[Szafarnia,] 19 August 1824

[Source: KorFCh, I, 76–83]

 

Dear Wiluś!

Thank you for remembering me, but, on the other hand, I’m angry at you for being so foul, mean, horrid, and finally, that you are such an et cetera and have written to me with only half your pen. Did you begrudge me paper, or pen, or ink? Perhaps you had no time? Or did you simply not feel like writing to me as befits and finally remembering me. – Oh, well, well – he’s riding horses, having a good time, and he doesn’t think of me. 

But whatever. Give me a kiss, and we’re quits. I’m glad that you’re healthy and happy, because you need that when you’re in the country, and at the same time I’m glad that I can write to you. 

I’m having a pretty good time myself, and not only you are riding horses, for I, too, know how to sit on one. Don’t ask whether I do it well, but I know how; at least to the extent that the horse goes, slowly, wherever it feels like, and I, like a monkey on a bear, sit on it in fear. So far I haven’t experienced a fall from a horse, because the horse hasn’t thrown me, but ... perhaps I will fall sometime, if it feels like it. I won’t bother you with my business, because I know that you’ll have no use for it. I’ll just tell you this much [...]; flies often light on my lofty nose, but that doesn’t matter, because it’s simply the custom of those bothersome creatures. Mosquitoes bite me, but that doesn’t matter either, because it isn’t on the nose. 

I run around the garden, and sometimes I walk. I walk through the fields, and sometimes I ride, nota bene not on a horse, but in a britzka, or a coach, or in a carriage, but with such honours that I always sit in the rear, and never in the front. 

Perhaps I’ve bored you by now, but what to do? And if not, write with the next post, and I’ll continue my epistles at once.

And so I end my letter without any compliments, but in friendship.

Be well, dear Wiluś, and write to me, I beg you, and don’t just add your words to someone else’s letter.

We’ll see each other in 4 weeks’ time.

I embrace you heartily,

Your sincere friend,

FFChopin

 

The 19th day of August

1824

I send my respects to your Mama and Papa, and I embrace your brothers.








011.

To his family in Warsaw

Szafarnia, 24 August 1824

[Source: KorFCh, I, 84–85]

 

[SZAFARNIA COURIER]
[fragment]

 

[Foreign News]

 

On the 20th of the c[urrent] m[onth], the harvest festival took place in Obrowo. The entire village, which was gathered before the manor house, made sincerely merry, particularly after drinking the vodka, and the girls sang out in a squeaky, semitonal off-key voice:

 

Before the manor, ducks in slop,

But Our Lady’s all in gold.

Before the manor hangs a rope,

Our Lordship’s looking gloomy.

 

Before the manor hangs a snake,

Mistress Marianna will marry.

Before the manor lies a cap,

Our maid is like a ninny.









012.

To his family in Warsaw

Szafarnia, Friday, 27 August 1824

[Source: KorFCh, I, 86–90]

 

SZAFARNIA COURIER

 

Friday

27 August 1824

Memory.

In the year 1798, a chestnut stallion died on the way home, right at the border.

 

Domestic News

 

On the 25th of the c[urrent] m[onth] and y[ear], Her Ladyship, Miss Kostena, that lady who once called with a charming voice to His Lordship Szymon po[t]s, po[t]s,[8] was not paying attention when coming out of the kitchen with a kneading bowl full of water. She fell down and shattered the kneading bowl. 

Such a great event was immediately reported to the Editor of the Courier, who, considering it a trifle of extraordinary charm, allotted it first place among the national news.

On the 26th of the c[urrent] m[onth] and y[ear] a monstrous chicken was found in the henhouse. This freak has two legs and one wing and is lacking rump and head. The mistress of the chicken coup is attempting to have it sent, if at all possible, to Warsaw or to some other capital, so that, having been identified there, it might take its place in the ranks of the more peculiar phenomena of nature.

His Lordship Pichon is experiencing great tribulations on account of the cousins,[9] of which he has found very many in Szafarnia. They bite him whenever they can; a good thing it is not on the nose, however, because he would have an even bigger one than he does already.

On the 26th day of the c[urrent] m[onth] and y[ear], the bitch Sudyna caught a partridge in the grain field. Having seen this, Her Ladyship Miss Kozaczka took the poor dead thing away from her and hung it on a pear tree. The clever bitch shook the pear tree and jumped until she had retrieved the partridge, which, once caught, she consumed with gusto. 

The descendants of those glorious heroes[10] who defended the Capitol from the Gauls often purchase a standing crop of oats. That bazaar sometimes brings about the death of the gentlemen merchants; for many of them receive a stick to the head, and even more of them perish on the spit.

The brother of that melancholy turkey-cock got the putrid fever from his worry and lies without hope of recovery.

 On the 25th, Drake drowned, having secretly left the henhouse very early in the morning. It has been impossible, even until now, to discover the reason for this suicide, for the family is not quacking. 

The cow is much healthier now, and no one doubts her full recovery. 

 

Foreign News.

 

On the 26th of the c[urrent] m[onth] and y[ear], a turkey in Sokołowo sneaked into the garden. Kite, who had been kept in the garden from her youth, never having seen a turkey in her life, looked askance at him, and having approached, wished to scratch his eyes out. The turkey ruffled his feathers, but, seeing that he was not getting anywhere pulling faces, took to his beak. Battle was joined; victory was favouring neither side; until finally, after a long skirmish, the victorious turkey, having pecked out Kite’s eye, ended the duel almost regretfully. 

On the 26th of the c[urrent] m[onth] and y[ear], His Lordship Pichon was in Golub. Among other foreign beauties and specialities, he saw a foreign pig, which occupied the more particular attention of this so distinguished voyageur.

In Białkowo, on the 25th of the c[urrent] m[onth] and y[ear], a cat throttled a hen, whose loss no one can get over.

A certain gentleman from the area, in spite of the strictest inspections by the border guards, smuggled three clubs under his overcoat, because he had gotten them in Golub during the fair on his frock coat on the 24th of the c[urrent] m[onth] and y[ear]. 

A Jewish leaseholder in Rodzone was letting a calf out at night to do harm in the fields. He got away with it several times, but on the night of the 24th, a wolf came and ate his animal. The lord of the manor is pleased that he paid in this manner for his vile behaviour. But the wretched Jew, angry at the wolf, offers the whole calf to whoever delivers it to him.

 

It may be sent.

The censor,

L[udwika] D[ziewanowska]


[image: F 1]
1. Letter from Fryderyk Chopin to his family in Warsaw, [Szafarnia], 27 August 1824









013.

To his family in Warsaw

Szafarnia, 31 August 1824

[Source: KorFCh, I, 91–95]

 

SZAFARNIA COURIER

 

Tuesday

31 August 1824

 

Memory. 

In the year 1802, a mouse ate a hole in the slipper

of Her Ladyship Miss Józefa Dziewanowska

 

Domestic News

 

On the 28th of the m[onth] in the c[urrent] y[ear], when His Lordship Pichon, occupied with his toilet, was telling of breakfast, some lady flies barefoot into the room with a scream. Little Pichon, having opened his mug in surprise, stood at first like a ninny. After a brief moment, however, he discovered the reason for the tears and lament: His Lordship Esquire Carver Wiktor Sikorowski, commonly called Fichtur by Miss Michuchna, had quarrelled with Miss Kozaczka; and after long arguments and fussing, he whacked the fine lady with his fist so prettily in the head that she was obliged to seek satisfaction from a higher instance.

On the 29th of the c[urrent] m[onth] and y[ear], a wagon-full of Jews was driving by. Die ganze Familie consisted aus eine Maciore,[11] sree big Tshews, two little, and six tiny little Tshews. They all sat on top of one another like Dutch herrings. Meanwhile, they ran up against a rock, toppled over, and lay in the sand in the following order: first, the little brats, each in a different position, most of them with their little legs turned upward, and on them the Maciora, groaning under the weight of the grown Jews, whose hats had flown off their heads from the momentum of their flight. 

On the 30th of the m[onth] of the c[urrent] y[ear], three servant girls got into a fight in the barn. More particularly, two of them, armed with a bucket and a milking pail, beat the third defenceless one, and although she, toward the end, got both the milking pail and the bucket (nota bene, in the snout), she was nonetheless unable to defend herself against the other two. 

On the 30th of the m[onth] of the c[urrent] y[ear], Her Ladyship Zakierska, citizen of Szafarnia, having quarrelled with another, angered that she was unable to do her any harm, wished to drown herself. It was a piece of luck that Mrs Szreder, the wife of the Gärtner,[12] that old citizen, noticed this and ran up; and when that one already had her head in the pond, she nimbly pulled her out by her feet and saved her life.

The bitch Sudyna, walking through the village yesterday behind Miss Józefka, caught a goose, throttled it and ate it. 

On the 31st of the m[onth] of the c[urrent] y[ear], four geese were caught doing harm in the fields. 

They remain under house arrest, but it is not known how this affair will end. 

The cow is feeling better all the time, and at a general council, the doctors judged that there is no longer the least danger. 

Foreign News

 

On the 29th of the m[onth] of the c[urrent] y[ear], His Lordship Pichon, while driving through Nieszawa, heard a Catalani[13] sitting on a fence, singing something for all she was worth. This absorbed him mightily, and although he had heard the aria and the voice, nonetheless, not satisfied with just this, he tried to hear the words. He walked by the fence twice, but in vain, because he understood not a thing, until, finally, consumed with curiosity, he produced three groschen, and he promised them to the singer if only she would repeat the ditty for him. For a long time, she squirmed, made faces, excused herself, but finally, encouraged by the three groschen, she made up her mind and began to sing the little mazurka, of which the Editor, with the permission of the authorities and the Censor, cites only one strophe by way of example:

 

Lookie there, behind the turkey-cocks, behind the turkey-cocks, how the wolf dances,

But, after all, he has no wife, and so he’s so distressed (bis).

 

In Radomin, on the 29th of the m[onth] of the c[urrent] y[ear], a cat got rabies. Luckily, it did not bite anyone, but it ran and jumped through the fields, and that, only until they killed it; for after it was killed, it stopped and did not run mad any longer. 

In Dulnik, a wolf ate a sheep for supper. The worried guardians of the remaining lambs are offering the tail and ears to whoever catches the wolf, binds it and brings it to the family council for an inquisition.

 

It may be sent.

The censor,

L[udwika] D[ziewanowska]









014.

To his family in Warsaw

Szafarnia, 3 September 1824

[Source: KorFCh, I, 96–100]

 

SZAFARNIA COURIER

 

Friday

3 September 1824

 

Memory.

The foundation of Szafarnia in 1740 by 

Wawrzyniec Szafarniak.

 

Domestic News

 

On the 1st of the m[onth] of the c[urrent] y[ear], His Lordship Pichon had just played the little Jew[14] when Mr Dziewanowski, having summoned the Jewish lease holder, asked his opinion about the Jewish virtuoso. The Jew approached the window, stuck his hooked-lofty nose into the room, and listened, saying that if Mr Pichon should wish to play at a Jewish wedding, he would earn at least ten thalers. Such a declaration encouraged Mr Pichon to shtudeer[15] this sort of music to the best of his abilities, and who knows whether in time he will not devote himself entirely to such profitable harmony.

The 2nd of the m[onth] of the c[urrent] y[ear], a cat that had just been brought in, escaped from the room. The housekeeper ran out after it, and seeing that it was fleeing, she began to chase it.

She was just about to catch up with it, when the cat, making a leap over the fence, came to rest safely on the other side, but the Lady, wishing to catch it at all costs, climbed up on the fence in order to go over to the other side. Meanwhile, her foot slides off ... she loses equilibrium ... and ... goes splat like a pancake on the ground. 

The 3rd of the m[onth] of the c[urrent] y[ear], His Lordship Łukasz, a farmhand in his official capacity, having climbed up the pear tree, began to shake the pears for the ladies, who were eagerly awaiting the falling little pears in the shade of the tree; and having shaken the tree several times, when not a one of them would fall, he himself, nota bene by chance, flew down to the ground instead of a pear.

The 2nd of the m[onth] of the c[urrent] y[ear], Her Ladyship Miss Brygida, the cook, making various turns with the bread dough in the kneading bowl, through excessive agility and dexterity, dropped all the bread onto the ground.

The 1st of the m[onth] of the c[urrent] y[ear], Blackie, who had gone out into the fields with the Lord of the Manor toward evening, killed a partridge, nota bene without a fowling piece and without powder.

The cow is feeling incomparably better; she is already receiving visits, and soon, perhaps, she will be making them herself. 

 

Foreign News

 

On the 1st of the m[onth] of the c[urrent] y[ear], Kite ate a partridge in the Bocheniec woods. 

On the 5th of the m[onth] of the c[urrent] y[ear], the wedding feast of His Lordship Jan Lewandowski, Esquire Carver, and Miss Katarzyna Ciżewska, daughter of the Governor of the Bocheniec District, will take place in Bocheniec. 

The governor’s wife is making great preparations, and the groom is already inviting guests to the nuptials. Among others, Mr Pichon received an invitation, which gives him great pleasure, along with the Editor of the Courier, who will unfailingly report in the next issue on the more important scenes and events of that wedding feast. 

On the 2nd of the m[onth] of the c[urrent] y[ear], in Białkowo, a fierce battle was waged between a dog and a cat over a piece of meat lying on the road. Both men fought with dauntless intent. The scent of the meat roused their manliness; and their appetites, mutual envy. Long did they manfully clash; long did the undecided fate fill the onlookers with fear. Until, finally, the cat with its sharp claws, having scratched out Spitz’s eyes (who is now exhausted by the struggle and weakened by his numerous wounds), repulsed twice more, strangles him. ... And while everyone, astonished, bemoans the fate of the poor doggy, the victor raises the piece of meat in triumph; soon, however, covered with severe wounds, he faints, falls ... turns over on his back ... and ... dies.

On the 31st, in Rętwiny, wolves ate twelve sheep. Whoever is able to capture the ring leader is kindly requested to deliver him to the Governor of Rętwiny District. He will receive as a reward a half of one of the above-mentioned sheep. 

It may be sent.

The censor,

L[udwika] D[ziewanowska]








015.

Wishes from Emilia Chopin and her siblings for Mikołaj Chopin on his birthday

[Warsaw], 17 April 1825

[Source: KorFCh, I, 101–103]

 

[In verse]

 

Dear Father!

 

Barely had the night fled, barely had the day begun,

And already each of your children fervently desired

To lay our wishes upon our Father’s bosom,

With which our hearts burn for you. 

But just what, dear Father, should we wish you today?

Should it not be that which we always repeat every year?

True, with time, our gratitude and recognition grows,

But our love will always and forever remain the same;

So let us abandon here those vain phrases,

The kindnesses of Almighty God are various,

He does not abandon orphans, He sustains the misfortunate,

He comforts the distressed, He wipes the tears of the poor,

So may He perhaps deign to look into the depths of your

children’s hearts,

And then the sweet ray of hope will shine,

Then you will share with us and with dear Mama

Both peace and auspiciousness itself.

 

Emilia Chopin.

Izabella Chopin

FF: Chopin

Ludwika Chopin

17 April 1825








016.

To Jan Białobłocki in Sokołowo

[Warsaw], 8 July 1825

[Source: KorFCh, I, 104–109]

 

Friday, 8 July 1825

 

Dear Jaś!

It is good that such a favourable opportunity presented itself to write to you. 

First, I can report to you that we are all rather well. Second, that my examination is near, that it is right under my nose (under one’s belt, Poles said of old, but since I don’t wear a belt, just a big nose, you have a clear reason why I write to you that the examination is under my nose). Don’t expect me to write a lot to you, since I am very much occupied, and the man who delivered the note from Miss Konstancja made his appearance this evening, and he departs tomorrow morning. 

Kresner and Mrs Bianchi are giving a concert on Monday, but not in the theatre, rather in Ehlert’s hall, at the German Hotel. This will be a concert à la Krogulski, with private tickets; Kresner gave me 12, but I have only sold 3 so far, since they cost 6 złotys each.

I’m sorry that you’re not here, because it would be very good sometimes to have a chat with Your Good Sir, to joke, to sing, to cry, to laugh, to fight, etc.

I’ll write to you in the next letter–which will be a bit more extensive, and sent by the post–about when we’ll see each other, as we’ve heard that the examination is to be on the 26th of this month. I’m writing in the dark now. I have to get up early tomorrow, and today I have to sit and sit, sit, sit some more, and perhaps sit yet the whole night through.

Amice! Vale![16] I have nothing more to say to you than that I still haven’t received a letter from you from Sochaczew. If you didn’t write, then a sound scolding awaits you in the next letter.

I need to write you something more on this side, namely, to ask that you write to me, to ask whether your leg is better, and at the same time whether you got there in good shape.

This letter is a hodgepodge. There is no logic, że se kil mank de lożyk, me ke fer, ą se chat, kar ą napa de tan, pur ekrir onetman. Si se komsa,[17] please forgive me, I will write you more and better in a letter for the post, and for now I embrace you heartily.

FF: Chopin

 

Żywny and Mrs Dekert are well. They don’t know that I’m writing to you, otherwise they would send their regards. My respects to your Papa.









017.

To Jan Białobłocki in Sokołowo

[Warsaw, 27 July 1825]

[Source: KorFCh, I, 110–112]

 

Mą szer! 

La letr, ke wu mawe zekryt, gratified me, although I have learned, kom że woa, some sad noovels. Wotr żamb wu fe mal. That is what has afflizhed me, not ke wu zet ase ge, as you can see in the letr, sa me done dla sos, and I remain in a better mood. Demę nu finisą our exam; że ne pradrepa de pry, kar le lawman le pren. When I’m at your place, I’ll explain this riddle to you; ... es posibl, ką don ę pry a ę lawman.[18] ... It would take me a long time to give you an explanation for this so as to resolve it in a letter; on the contrary, one little word spoken orally will allow you to recognise the finesse of this phrase.

As Miss Ludwina has already decided, we will depart on Monday, and so we will already be there in Szafarnia on Wednesday, si wu wule me wuar, wene le premie, kar otrman[19] my good governess will not allow me to go to you beforehand.

Tomorrow at this time, kel boner! kieplezy! when I go to sleep, I won’t get up so early on Friday. I have new kiulotki z kortu rojalnego, [...] well made (although that last part isn’t true), a new neckerchief, or I will use some other term, because perhaps you wouldn’t understand that one, a cravat, for several złotys, że ne me suwię pliu kąbię, że le peie awek larżan e le mę de ma szer ser Luis.[20] 

Ekute, ekute mamsel Dorote[21] 

Adolf Szydłowski 

in the role of the servant

Ekute,[22] this is how I begin the summation, in other words, the end of the letter; we will soon see each other; you know that I don’t like to scribble too much, unless it be for 4 hands, so please forgive me for concluding now.

We are all well; I have already received 3 letters from you; the exam is tomorrow; Miss Leszczyńska sends her regards; Mr Domowicz was in Warsaw; Żywny is still wearing the old wig; Mrs Dekert embraces you; Barciński sends kisses; I will bring you a book for Okuń; our entire house sends you its regards; and please convey the same to your Papa as well. Give me a kiss; I love you.

F.F. Chopin

 

Oh, I just caught the scent of Sokołowo!

 

[Address:] A Monsieur Monsieur Jean Białobłocki à Sokołowo – par bonté.[23]

26 August 1825









018.

To his parents in Warsaw

[Szafarnia], 26 August 1825

[Source: KorFCh, I, 113–118]

 

My Dearest Parents,

I am well, I take my pills, but I don’t have very many of them left; I think of home, and I am sorry that I will have to spend the entire holiday without seeing the people dearest to me, although, often pondering the fact that later on it won’t be for a month, but for longer that I will have to leave home, I consider this time a prelude to the future. It’s an intellectual prelude, since I have to sing the musical one upon my very departure. Similarly here, too, in Szafarnia, I will sing a courante when I leave. Perhaps I won’t see it again so soon, since I don’t have the same hope as last year. But having set aside those sentiments, with which I am able to fill an entire page with writing, let us return to the day before yesterday, yesterday and today. The funniest was the day before yesterday, perhaps even of all the days of my stay in Szafarnia, on which two important events occurred. First, Miss Ludwika returned in good health from Obrowo in the company of Mrs Borzewska herself, together with Miss Tekla Borzewska. Second, that same day, the harvest festival of two villages was celebrated. We were sitting at supper, eating the last dish, when from afar we heard choirs of discordant descants, composed now of old ladies gaggling through their noses, now of girls mercilessly squealing a half-tone higher with the greater part of their mugs, to the accompaniment of fiddlers playing on three strings, who, after each strophe was sung, echoed from behind with the alto voice. Abandoning our company, Domuś and I got up from the table; we ran out into the courtyard, where an entire crowd, progressing with a slow step, came ever closer to the house. Their Ladyships Agnieszka Guzowska and Agnieszka Turowska-Bąkiewna, with wreaths on their heads, led the female harvesters with great pomp, conducted by two married women, Their Ladyships Jaśkowa and Maćkowa,[24] with bunches of flowers in their hands. Having come to a stop in such a column in front of the manor house itself, they sang all the verses, in which they make a dig at each of us, including the two following strophes directed at me:

 

Before the manor house there is a green bush,

Our Varsovian is thin as a dog.

In the barn stand rafters,

Our Varsovian is very quick.

 

At first, I didn’t know whether this was about me. Later, however, when Jaśkowa dictated the entire ditty to me, she said, when she got to these two strophes, that ‘now it will be about you’. 

I guessed that that second strophe was conceived by the servant girl, whom, a few hours earlier, I had chased in the field with a straw-rope. And so, having sung this cantata, the two above-mentioned young misses go with the wreaths to the lord of the manor. Meanwhile, two farmhands, who were lying in ambush for them at the door in the entrance hall with buckets of dirty water, so splendidly greeted the two Misses Agnieszka that water dripped from each of their noses, and a stream formed in the entrance hall. They deposited the wreaths and the bunches of flowers, and Fritz started playing such a lively dobrzyński[25] on the fiddle that everyone in the courtyard got up to dance. It was a beautiful night. The moon and the stars were shining. Nonetheless, they had to bring out two candles, one for the steward, who was pouring the vodka, the other for Fritz, who, although he was playing on 3 strings, sawed away as another would not have managed on 4. The leaps, the waltz and the obertas[26] began, but in order to encourage the farmhands, who were standing quietly and only hopping in place, I went to dance the first waltz with Miss Tekla, and at the end with Mrs Dziewanowska. Later on, everybody became so merry that they turned around the courtyard until they dropped. I use the right expression when I say until they dropped, because a few couples fell when the first tripped over a stone in their bare feet. It was already almost 11 o’clock when Fritzowa brings out the basetla,[27] which was worse than the fiddle, with only one string. Having grabbed the dusty old bow, as I begin to accompany on the bass, so mightily did I struggle that they all came to see the two Fritzes,[28] one playing sleepily on his fiddle, the other sawing away on the one-string, monochord, dusty old basetla, when, suddenly, Miss Ludwika called ‘raus’;[29] and so we had to return, say goodnight, and go to sleep. And so the entire company dispersed, and they went to the tavern from the courtyard for entertainment; where, whether they enjoyed themselves for a long time, whether badly or well, I don’t know, because I haven’t asked about that yet. I was very happy that evening, and immeasurably pleased on account of two events that occurred. We were lacking the 4th string, so what to do? Where to get one? ... I go into the courtyard, and here Mr Leon and Wojtek are asking with deep bows to try to come up with a string; and so I got 9 threads from Mrs Dziew[anowska] and I gave them to them; they twisted a string, but unfortunately fate would have it that they danced to three strings, because as soon as they twisted the new one, the fifth breaks, whose place the newly twisted one was to take. Second, Miss Tekla Borzewska danced with me twice; I conversed with her much, according to the custom, so they called me her lover and fiancé, until some other peasant corrected the error, and later they even knew me by name, and the tailor’s apprentice, when I wished to dance with Mrs Dziewanowska as the first couple, called out: now Mr Szope with Her Ladyship. 

I promised to send you in today’s letter Her Ladyship Miss Marianna Kuropatwianka, the sister of the famous Werona Kuropatwianka,[30] who, yesterday, fought a great battle with Mrs Kaszubina,[31] with rakes to the head and the chubby cheeks; luckily that battle did no great harm, for M-me Cachubina suffered only a small wound to her head, and M-lle Perdrix[32] ę mal de ne,[33] which involuntarily suffered un coup de râteau.[34] And so I send you this unusually successful drawing. The mechanics were faulty today, but the likeness remains. I don’t attribute that likeness to my own abilities, like a painter blinded by the greatness of his work. On the contrary, it seemed to me at first that I had not captured her, but when, walking through the room, having glanced at the picture I was painting, Jaś suddenly shouted out: ‘But that’s, but that’s ... just, just ... the Kuropatwianka’. Given the opinion of such a connoisseur, the confirmation of Mrs Franecka, as well as that of the kitchen servant girls, I had to believe that it was completely like her. Tomorrow morning we are going to Turzno, and we’re supposedly not returning until Wednesday, so I doubt that I will write a letter for the Wednesday post. Let Ludwika expect a letter only in a week.

I send you no waltz, but instead the Jewish letter of Mr Hirsch, sent from Golub to Mr Józefat, who, knowing my deep Jewish erudition, sent me this manuscript as a present. It is better written than the one I sent the last time to Mr Woycicki, but it is also less intelligible. For the easier understanding of the postscript to the manuscript, I inform you that Naccasion is supposed to mean occasion. I puzzled and puzzled what sort of naccasion this could be, until, finally, having glanced into my dictionary, and having deduced the etymology, I figured out that it was supposed to be an occasion. Please keep and hold inviolable such a valuable treasure. 

I haven’t seen either Białobłocki or Wybran[iecki]. 

Since yesterday, I have become the local Christiani, and I have already begun to erect a bridge. I ride almost every day in a cart. The books sleep, because the weather is beautiful. I am working on Moschel[es].

I have taken eight baths, lately almost in the very decoction. I heartily embrace all the children. Mama’s and Papa’s feet and hands 

I heartily kiss,

Your most devoted son

F. Chopin

 

I send Mr Woycicki a few Danish words, e.g., Kobler [...] engraving, axbildinger description, Kiobenhavn Copenhagen.

My kisses to Mr Żywn[y], Mr Ba[rciński] ..., Lub [Zubelewicz (?)], ... Ju[liusz] Kolb[erg], Matusz[ewski, (?), yński (?)], Now[akowski], C[eliński (?)] ... etc., etc., Mrs Dibert [Dekert], Miss Leszczyńska, etc., everyone.









019.

To Jan Matuszyński in Puławy (?)

[Szafarnia, first half of September, 1825]

[Source: KorFCh, I, 119–122]

 


My dear, beloved Jaś!

Oh! Mrs Sévigné could not describe my joy at the letter I so unexpectedly received from you, for I could have expected death sooner that such a surprise; the thought never even came to my mind that an inveterate paper rummager, that philologist who spends all of his time with Schiller, might have taken pen in hand with the intent of writing a letter to a spoiled-rotten cembalist;[35] what is more, to one who, to this point, has not read a single page of Latin; to that piglet, who, gaining weight on the broth, thinks to grow fatter, if only by a tenth of your blubber.

This is indeed a great favour, or rather the great favour of my Jasiek; and if it was ever the case, then it is now that I know how to value it only too highly; and I couldn’t bear it if, imagining Your Most Honourable Sir’s blubber, I hadn’t troubled myself to take pen in hand. Everything that I have written so far has been an exordium; now I proceed in fact to the matter at hand. And now, if you wanted to put fear into me with that Puławy of yours and your hare, I intend to put to shame that inexperienced marksman with my Toruń and my hare, but certainly a larger one than yours, as well as four partridges, which I brought back from the fields the day before yesterday. And just what have you seen in Puławy? What? You saw only a small portion of what my eyes beheld in its entirety. After all, did you see in Sybil[36] a small brick that had been removed from Copernicus’ house, from the place of his birth? But I saw that entire house, the entire place, even if it is now somewhat profaned. Imagine, dear Jaś, in that corner, in that room, where that famous astronomer received the gift of life, there now stands the bed of some German, who doubtless, having eaten his fill of potatoes, releases into the air at times quite frequent zephyrs, and over those bricks, of which one was sent to Puławy with great ceremony, more than a few little bedbugs crawl. That’s how it is, my brother! The German pays no heed to who lived in this house; he allows himself to do on the entire wall what Princess Czartoryska would not do on one tiny brick.

But enough of Copernicus, I will now speak of the Toruń Gingerbread.[37] Not that you wouldn’t know them well, and maybe even better than you know Copernicus, but with all this I will report to you an important piece of information about them, which might be of use for one of your scraps of paper; this information is as follows. According to the custom of the local gingerbread bakers, gingerbread shops are entrance hallways piled up with little boxes kept well shut with keys, in which reside gingerbreads, separated by type and organised in dozens. You will certainly not find this in the Adagiorum Chiliades,[38] but, knowing your curiosity about such important things, I give you my report, so that, as you translate Horace, you might be able to manage when you come upon doubtful, convoluted passages. That is all that I am able to write to you about Toruń. Perhaps I will say more, but I will write to you only that the gingerbreads made the greatest impressio upon me, that is to say, in other words, sensation. True, I also saw the entire fortification from all sides of the city, with all its details; I saw the famous machine for carrying sand from one place to another, a machine of the simplest construction, most interesting, which the Germans there call Sandmaschiene. In addition to this, churches of Gothic construction, founded by the Knights of the Cross, one of which was built in the year 1231. I saw the leaning tower, the famous town hall, both inside and out, the greatest peculiarity of which is that it has as many windows as the days of the year, as many halls as months, as many rooms as weeks, and that its entire construction is of the greatest excellence in the Gothic style. All of this, however, does not surpass the gingerbreads. Oh, the gingerbreads, one of which I sent to Warsaw. But what do I see? I have barely sat down, and already the last sheet is before me! It seems to me that I had barely begun to write, that I had barely begun to converse with you, and here it is already necessary to end! Dear, beloved Jaś, I am able to do no more now than to embrace you heartily. It is already 10 o’clock, everyone is going to sleep, and now my turn is coming. In Warsaw on the 22nd (since I won’t be there earlier), I will finish this for you orally, and I will heartily embrace you, dear Jaś. Now, at a distance of twenty miles, I press you to my lips, and I say my hearty farewells, until we meet again.

Your most sincere, most devoted

friend

F. Chopin

 

I so desire to see you that I would offer not to play for 2 weeks in order to see you now in reality, since I see you every day in my mind. Don’t show anyone this letter, because I am ashamed. I don’t know myself whether it makes sense, because I haven’t reread it.








020.

To Jan Białobłocki in Sokołowo

[Sokołowo, ca. 20 September 1825]

[Source: KorFCh, I, 123–124]

 

Dear, Beloved Jalek!

We leave very early tomorrow morning. I still promised yesterday to be at your place, but it was only today that I could be in Sokołowo. I am very sorry that I won’t see you any more during this holiday; so I must say my farewells to you at least on this piece of paper and give you a letter for Miss Konstancja, which Ludwika sent along with this post in my letter. I wish you the best possible health. I wish that your leg might heal completely. Kiss your Papa for me as well, and thank him for the broth – that broth to which I owe so very much. Declare to him that I will never forget this. And so, beloved Jaś, we must part without a proper farewell. I kiss you heartily.

Remember me, as I remember you.

F.F. Chopin

 

My regards to Miss Florentyna.

I would like to follow you to Radomin, but it is impossible. I would like to wait – it is impossible. Because Miss Ludwika, oh that Miss Ludwika! She is waiting for me. I will return quickly, because she wants to pack my things right away.

Give me a kiss!

You have no idea how sorry I am, how sorry I am! ... To the point that I don’t feel like leaving. Why did I knock around in a britzka to get this far only in order to find no one at home? But at least you will know that I was here. That I was here, in order to bid you and your Papa a hearty farewell.

I myself don’t know what I’ve written. I’m in such a plight as I have never been in before.








021.

To Jan Białobłocki in Sokołowo

[Warsaw, 29] September [1825]

[Source: KorFCh, I, 125–131]

 

Thursday, September

 

Dear and beloved Jaś!

I was gladdened extro, extra, extrissime by your letter; for immediately upon reading it, I recalled Sokołowo, that Sunday, the pantaleons,[39] the apples, and similar moments pleasantly passed. But I am saddened, extro, extra, extrissime, when I think how you were surprised by my long silence, that you didn’t receive a letter with the coach that returned to Szafarnia.

Don’t be surprised. Remember when it is that I begin to write letters! And besides, how many shelves await me, how many cupboards, drawers, how many hundreds of scores lying in disorder on the piano, a real hodgepodge (even with affront to the Hummels, Rieses and Kalkbrenners, whom fate has probably allotted a place in such a great republic next to Pleyel, Himmerlein, Hoffmeister)! 

Not to mention what Maciejowski has to say, Jasiński, Matuszewski, Koncewicz, Dziekoński! That impending Maturitas![40] I expect that I have already given you an account of the two weeks I have spent, giving you just a few reminders; I expect that no scolding will be awaiting me in a letter from Sokołowo!

And so, having shed the heaviest burden, and a double burden at that, for not only is my excuse complete, but in addition also the introduction, in other words the prologue to the letter, which always puts me in a quandary (forgive me for adding a little of the macaronic), I now proceed to the real, the literal, in other words, the epistolary correspondence, reporting to you that, first of all, we are all well.

Second, we have a new skubent,[41] the son of Tekla Czachowska’s brother, our nephew – Juliusz Czachowski, who, by constantly addressing my sisters as Auntie Zuzia, Auntie Ludwisia, Auntie Izabelka, Auntie Emilka, and me as Nuncle Fricho, fills the entire house with laughter. Third, the exhibitions are beginning in Warsaw, both in the Town Hall as well as in the halls of the University.

I don’t write to you where each thing is, because for now there is nothing to see and I haven’t yet seen it, but just as soon as my eyes catch sight of any żoli tablo, żoli portre, żoli maszyn, bą piano, bą dra, and in general, kekszoz dexelan,[42] my own hand will sketch it for you, and a courier from Dobrzyń will bring it to you. 

As far as musical news is concerned, all I have heard is that a certain Mister Gordon is supposed to be coming to Warsaw, the son of that merchant woman who has a shop in Warsaw with mineral waters, a student of the Prague Conservatory, about whose playing I am as curious as Eve was about the apple; about this, too, I will report to you later. So this is already the end of the news, and together with it, this must be the end of the letter, since otherwise it would be the end of the Thursday correspondence, since it is already 4 o’clock. And so, I commend myself to the favours of His Lordly Grace, My Patr[on] and Benefactor, and I remain as I was, or even still better than I was, since it has been longer.

F.F. Chopin

 

Our respects to your Papa, and tell him that Mrs Wiłucka herself should have responded a long time ago now! 

Kisses from my sisters for Miss Konstancja and Miss Florentyna, and a kiss to the hand from me.

 

My respects to Szafarnia, as also to Płonne, Gulbiny, Ugoszcz, etc.

Mama and Papa and the children send their warm regards, so now you write.

Mrs Dekert and Barciński, Żywny send their best regards.

I won’t even make an envelope. Instead, I’ll appropriate the first one that comes to hand, the one just removed from Opitz’s letter, so great is my hurry!

I wanted to take that envelope, but unfortunately it is too short. I trimmed the edges of the letter, but it still didn’t help.









022.

To Jan Białobłocki

Warsaw, 30 Oct[ober] 1825

[Source: KorFCh, I, 132–137]

 

Warsaw, 30 Oct. 1825

 

Dear Jaś!

Dear Jalek! ... And once more, Dear Jasiek!

Probably you are surprised that I haven’t written to you for so long. Don’t be; first read the preceding letter, and then what follows:

Three days ago, sitting at the table with a pen in my hand, I had already written ‘Dear Jaś’ and the first full period of the letter, which, since it sounded musical, I read with the greatest pomp to Żywny, as he was sitting over Górski, who was falling asleep at the piano. Żywny, smacks his lips, blowing his nose, making his handkerchief into a trumpet, stuffing it into the pocket of his ‘tickly patted grün frack coat’, and, putting his peruke in order, begins to ask: ‘And to whom are we writing this letter?’ I answer: to Białobłocki. ‘Hm, hm, to Mr Białobłocki?’ That’s right, to Białobłocki. ‘Well, and how are we to address it?’ How? To Sokołowo, the same place as always. ‘And how is Mr Białobłocki doing, do we know?’ Rather well, his leg is already better. ‘What! Better, hm, hm, well that’s good. And has he written to Mr Friedrich?’ He has, but it’s been a long time now, I answered. ‘So how long?’ Why are you asking so many questions? ‘Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha’ (Żywny laughs). Surprised, I ask him: do you know something about him? ‘Hahahahaha’ (he laughs even harder, nodding his head). Did he write to you, I ask. ‘Yes, he did’, Żywny answers, and he saddens us with the inauspicious piece of news that your leg is not better, and that you have gone to Old Prussia for a cure. And where, where to? ‘To Bischofswerder’. That was the first time I had heard the name of that town said aloud; otherwise I would have snorted at that Biszofswerter, but now I felt sad, all the more because you didn’t report this to me. Especially since it was your turn to write. And so I had finished my correspondence for the time being, and not knowing what to write, how to write, where to write to, I was so late with my letter that I didn’t even go to the post.

So you see how such an important piece of information came to me only little by little. I hope you will forgive me for not writing you by the last post. I would like to have something new to report to you, knowing that it might entertain you, but I know of nothing, other than the following news. The Barber of Seville (Le Barbier de Seville)[43] was played on Saturday at the theatre that is now under the direction of Dmuszewski, Kudlicz and Zdanowicz. I liked it a lot. Zdanowicz, Szczurowski and Polkowski performed well, as did Aszpergerowa and two more performers, one of them with a constantly runny nose, constantly sneezing, the other in tears, skinny, in slippers and dressing gown, constantly yawning to the rhythm. In addition, a certain Mr Rembieliński came to Warsaw from Paris, a nephew of the President, who has spent 6 years in Paris and plays the piano as I have never heard anyone play before. You can imagine what a delight this was for us, who have never heard anything so excellent here. He is not like an artiste, but like an amateur. I won’t expand on my description of his quick, smooth, rounded manner of playing, but I will only tell you this, that his left hand is as strong as his right, which is an unusual thing in one person. For a whole sheet would not be enough if I should wish to describe for you his most lovely talent. Mrs Dekert is feeling a bit ill; but we are all well. Adieu, my life, I must end here, because homework for Maciek awaits me. Write to me, my life, for I would wish it that our letters fly back and forth like syncopations.

Give me a kiss. I embrace you heartily.

F. F. Chopin

Your bos[om] friend.

 

Buniamin asked me about you and was surprised that you hadn’t written anything to him. Respects from all of us to your Papa.

Our entire household embraces you, and the children wish improvement in your health. Mama and Papa await a letter in which they expect to learn something about your health, and they embrace you heartily.

NB, when we asked Żywny why he didn’t say anything about you at first, he told us that he didn’t say anything because you didn’t write anything in the letter saying that he was to give us your regards, for which he received a severe scolding from Mama.

Mrs Dekert and Cerzyńska send their regards.
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To Jan Białobłocki

Warsaw, [toward the end of November 1825]

[Source: KorFCh, I, 138–144]

 

Warsaw.

 

Dear Jaś,

Kostusia[44] is in Warsaw, so it is impossible for me to resist and not scribble you at least a few lines. In spite of the scant pieces of news that I that have collected for you in this time, nonetheless I am compelled to recite them for you, beginning, however, with the following:

I was very much upset when I found out that you are doing worse, but now I’m completely pleased, because I will soon see you completely healthy. I really don’t envy you your warm cure, but if I knew that you would be healthy more quickly, then I myself would, just like you, stop shaving for almost two months.

Probably you didn’t receive that last letter, but you will receive it. I wasn’t able to write it to you in Bischofswerder, because 
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