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INTRODUCTION

These notes were written down in French, in the years 1986-87, that is
nearly ten years before their first publication, which I want to emphasise as
I talk about the reality at that time and a contemporary reader might get
an impression that some periods have been confused.

I am publishing this book myself, just like I published all my monographs
about Beksinski.

The English version of the notes has been translated from the Polish
version, which I translated from French on my own. All the described events
are authentic. I only changed or passed over three or four names. All
the others have been retained.



BARRET, 10™ DECEMBER 1985

Today Iinvited to dinner Robert Barret, an art critic and journalist
writing for the small economic weekly “Prévisions”. He is an extremely nice
and witty man, though already advanced in years. He’s willing to write
an article about my future exhibition. His magazine, however, requires
an interested person to first place an advert in it. In other words, if Mr Barret
is to say something nice about me, I'll have to pay for it.

I don’t know what it’s going to be like, because I haven’t got the money to
buy the advert in question. But it doesn’t change the fact that it’s really
heartening to finally meet a smiling guy amid all those grim mugs I have to
talk to on an everyday basis. For since the time I started to promote Beks,
I've had an impression of moving in a milieu of greedy notaries, and not
among people inspired by passion for beauty and art.



KOLODZIEJCZYK, 11™ DECEMBER 1985

Today I invited to dinner Leszek Kolodziejczyk, a retired Polish journalist.
He has written a short article about my exhibition in “Przekr6j”, which in
some respects is a counterpart of “Paris Match”.

Kolodziejczyk is going to Poland and coming back to Paris in May.
Perhaps our interests will converge, because upon return he’s going to look
for an odd job for three thousand francs monthly, and I must find a public
relations specialist for my next exhibition. He seems to have extensive
connections in Paris. At least this is what you might judge by the numerous
interviews he had with different French celebrities when working as a foreign
correspondent for “Zycie Warszawy” (“Warsaw Life”) and “Polityka”
(“Politics”) weekly. What’s most important, he will get me some journalists,
who wouldn’t bother to come without a “recommendation of Mr X...”.



EXHIBITION, 16™ DECEMBER 1985

After the exhibition of 22 paintings by Zdzistaw Beksinski, which I'd
organised in Valmay’s Gallery on the Seine Street in Paris in October 1985,
I found myself in a disastrous financial condition.

The exhibition itself was asuccess. Lots of people came to see it.
I officially say there were fifteen thousand, but in reality I guess there could
have been about ten thousand, as more than seven thousand leaflets were
taken by visitors. Actually, many guests didn’t take them. At peak times, on
Saturday afternoons, the number reached one hundred and thirty persons
per hour, while at “slump” moments, which usually occurred on weekday
mornings, there were about fifty per hour. Such a calculation was from time
to time done by Tommy, a young Pole who took care of the room upstairs
and, upon my request, made a list of incomers.

I'd been preparing the exhibition for many months. I will try to list, not
necessarily in the chronological order, my major endeavours to bring it
about. Please, forgive me for sort of highlighting my own merits in this way,
but I'm doing so not only to defend myself against the charges made by lots
of people, with Beksinski at the head, but also to preserve a written trace of
all that, before the memory of it fades away and everything sinks into
oblivion.

First of all, I managed to rent Valmay’s Gallery after endless bargaining
with its owner. Since he is a mean man, who would never spend a penny on
keeping it clean, he handed it over to me in a really poor condition. The room
itself was nice, spacious and well located on the Seine Street. The whole
place, however, was dirty, and I had to repair the wiring (it conked out on
the vernissage day) as well as refurbish three rooms the dwelling consisted
of. The facade was also repainted and a new signboard installed.



The old furniture, which had cluttered up the gallery, was removed and
replaced by my own. I even had to change the terribly destroyed doormat. In
the room on the first floor Iinstalled some framing halogens, which in
the dark, against the background of black velvet covering the walls,
highlighted the mysterious atmosphere of the paintings and brought out
their colours.

I exhibited the best twenty two paintings by Beks from among the ones
I possessed. Previously I'd had them framed by two Parisian picture framers,
whom we’d chosen with Ania after a few weeks of searching and comparing.

The exhibition was accompanied by a number of publications: a brochure
with twelve colourful illustrations, containing about thirty pages of
interviews with Beks, which I’d translated on my own, his biography, which
I'd written, and the bibliography, which I'd collected and put in order.

By the entrance to the gallery, leaflets in four languages (French, English,
German and Japanese) were given out. They contained my short article
“Painting without Meanings”, devoted to Beks’s works. Thanks to this leaflet,
I estimated the number of visitors to have reached about ten thousand.

I had 12 postcards printed on laminated cardboard of various dimensions,
in three thousand copies each.

The first form of invitation to the exhibition involved sending the above
brochure to two thousand and seven hundred addressees. Two weeks later
I sent the same people laminated 21 x 27.9 cm cardboard, which contained
two big colourful reproductions and invitations to the vernissage.

I spent many days in the library, leafing through French “Who is who”, so
as to find the addresses of all sorts of celebrities whom I wanted to send
invitations. One day the librarian asked me ironically: “You're paging
through this thick volume every day. Do you want to learn it by heart?”.

At twelve stations of the Parisian underground were pasted up one
hundred and fifty posters, which had the dimensions of 2 x 1.50 m, each
series containing thirteen pieces. Apart from, three thousand 70 x 60 cm



posters were printed, two thousand of which were put up in shop and café
windows in Paris.

I bought half apage in “Beaux Arts” and “Connaissance des Arts”
monthlies as well as in “Officiel des Spéctacles”, where I announced
the exhibition. The announcements were accompanied by the reproduction
of the most important painting (the one which Icall “A couple of
mummies”). Pierre Brisset, owing to the backing of Valmay’s Gallery owner,
wrote an article in “L’Oeil” about the forthcoming exhibition.

During the exhibition, the audience could view press cuttings about Beks
and put their names down in the golden book. Both volumes were leather-
bound. Their production took me six months and more than ten meetings
with the bookbinder, Ardouin, not to mention the weeks needed for
meetings, photocopying and classification of press clippings about Beks, and
then, putting them in a chronological order.

For the needs of the exhibition I also made a short 23-minute film, which
was shot by Bogdan Dziworski. The whole organisation of the production in
France (a number of scenes were shot in Poland, where the film was also
edited and provided with sound) was my responsibility. I had to buy the tape,
hire lamps, stands, supervise the staff, feed them, rent rooms for them,
transport them etc.

In order to screen this short movie — which was a mistake, partly
responsible for my current financial situation — I first of all made a video
version from the original recorded on a film tape. Next I hired two television
sets, which Iinstalled in the gallery so as to show it non-stop throughout
the exhibition. At the same time I rented the cinema room next to the gallery
(“Christine Studio”), where the film was screened for a number of weeks.

During the vernissage, another film team, managed by my friend Janusz
Porebski, shot areport about the exhibition. At the same time, Michal
Glinicki, a Polish photographer, came from Warsaw to make a photo report.
Let me add that for anumber of months Glinicki photographed in
ektachromes all Beksinski’s paintings which were available from museums



and collectors scattered throughout Poland. They were supposed to be used
in the album which I am still designing.

I hired six people (five too many) who supervised the exhibition during
the day and at night. Two persons gave out invitations before the entrance to
FIAC, which at the same time was taking place in “Grand Palais”.

The exhibition was insured with Lloyds for five million francs.

Oh, God, it’s hard to imagine to what lengths I went so as to make
the exhibition worthy of Beks’s genius! Can’t remember precisely, but there

must have been ten other things. Actually, I wonder if there’s anything
I didn’t do.

The press cuttings and the golden book were bound in the most exquisite
Marroquin leather, the publications were issued on laminated chalk paper,
the reproductions were always coloured, there was Cordon Rouge
champagne, the movie was recorded on a 35-mm tape by Eastman Kodak,
that is the highest quality professional film, the texts were translated and
proofread by professional translators, whom I'd carefully selected for this
purpose.

Should I also mention hundreds of hours devoted to the conclusion of
contracts, various endeavours, supervising the teams, transportation, text
translating, writing letters and phoning? the interviews with Beks alone took
more than fifty hours of recording, followed by typewriting and — at least
partial - editing.

All that was happening in the atmosphere of tension due to badly
performed work by people who didn’t care much for the whole thing, absent
in the office, “terribly busy, you understand”, which meant they kept coming
to work late and constantly made mistakes. I might sound conceited and
preposterous, but at the end of my enterprise Icame to realize that my
passion for Beks’s painting combined with asort of obsessed desire to
succeed in putting up the exhibition and making it dazzle Paris, gave better
results than all the work of clerks, journalists, printers, translators and



the others who do it professionally, on an everyday basis. Although I wasn’t
a specialist and I’'d had the first exhibition in my life, just to make Parisians
believe that Beks was a great painter, my work was better completed, better
thought-out, more punctual and more precise than that carried out by the so-
called professionals with whom I happened to cooperate.

Over the past two decades I've done the work of a whole team.

Before I started any kind of enterprise, I would give much thought to its
details, observed how the work was performed by museums and galleries,
specialist magazines and, in general, professionals, whom I actually often
asked for advice and opinion.

No, two months after the exhibition, when a time of bitter settlement has
come, I am still far from accusing myself of megalomania which might have
trapped me in my convictions and delusions. On the contrary, I have never
despised the experience or skills of other people. As a matter of fact, I did
follow their advice as long as it seemed reasonable.

I could make thelist longer and keep weaving wreaths for myself,
mentioning numerous merits and victories of mine.

If you are an amateur, though, it will come to light in the most important
thing. It’s true that the specialists I met when working on the exhibition did
drag along, falling behind me by a mile in terms of details, precision or
punctuality. Unlike me, however, they would have never made a cardinal
mistake. That mistake led me to the bottom of a financial precipice, with no
ladder to help me scramble out onto the surface. There is no point then in
further listing my merits, as all that didn’t come to much use.

Yes, I did make only one, but unpardonable mistake.

I knew next to nothing how a painter’s reputation was supposed to be
built. Of course, I had some “literary” idea of the machinations, plots,
the meaning of money, and in particular, the power of the milieu which could
block the way to any outsider wishing to sneak into the closed circle of
famous artists without obtaining their consent and paying the toll.



Yet Ididn’t really believe it, as I don’t tend to trust any systematically
pessimistic or systematically angelic visions conjured by novel authors or
journalists. The funny thing is that the same literature and press, in order to
adulate the democratic-liberal regime, being their support, simultaneously
presented me with enthusiast pictures of great artistic fame that people
achieved in ahonest way, owing to their talent, work and love for
the profession. Why should Ithen believe the black visions of grim
pessimists, and not the bright look of the liberal world eulogists? There was
no reason why I, having no personal experience in the matter and forced to
envision the environment of art propaganda on the basis of literature, should
concur with the systematic scepticism, which made my ambitions doomed to
failure?

Why shouldn’t Ibelieve the ones who kept assuring me that it is
hardworking, talented and persistent people who are on their way up in
a free world?

In aword, after afailed attempt of making the Parisian galleries and
Beaubourg Centre interested in organizing an exhibition of Beks’s paintings,
I thought that Iwas able to force him upon the world solely thanks to
the quality of his painting and the brilliance of the exhibition under my own
direction. It seemed to me that I would be able to get my own way with
the audience being my only ally and judge. I didn’t realize at that time how
unimportant was the opinion of spectators in the process of an artist’s
promotion and how much the aesthetic tastes of the audience depended on
the opinion voiced by decision-makers.

My primary hope was to establish Beks’s renown without the necessary
support of buyers and collectors.

Whoever has alot of money may cherish a well-founded hope that, in
the long term, after along positional war, the decision-makers’ resistance
will be broken. By paying for articles in the press, publishing books at their
own expense, flooding the media with paid reproductions, such a person may
impose their artist upon them. (In the end might suffer a defeat as well ...)



If I'd had the money and could have survived for many years, then I might
have done without decision-makers. But there were no buyers, and in my
situation of an ordinary everyman on a very scarce budget, I was not able to
do without the help of both. Well, French decision-makers flatly refused to
grant me any help. This made my task even more difficult, as at the end of
the day purchasers depend on decision-makers in the same way as
the audience does. Collectors will not buy, just like the audience will not like
a thing which has not been previously shown to them by critics, galleries and
the clerks of the culture department. These guidelines may be different and
even indirect, but they have to be coincident and lasting.

Having no support from decision-makers, you should at least win favour
with collectors, and I was so enchanted with Beks’s paintings that I didn’t
even see the need to solicit for their support, as it seemed to me I could do
without them as well.

The contempt for buyers took its revenge. At that time I was, and I am still
bound by an agreement with Beks, in which I obliged myself to sell his
paintings and share the half of the profits. Since I could satisfy him by buying
twelve paintings a year, there was nothing to make me put them up for sale.
As I wanted my exhibition to be wonderful, brilliant and prestigious, that is —
different from the ones organized by traders, motivated solely by the lust for
profit, I decided to show my best paintings, i.e. The ones I wanted to keep for
myself. Therefore, irrespective of my calculations, irrespective of my
knowledge, or rather ignorance of the principles governing the environment
and the tithe you must pay to have your own way, I'd already bolted the door
and excluded any kind of sale. For whatever calculations I would do, getting
rid of themost beautiful paintings by Beksinski was simply out of
the question. During the next exhibition — I kept telling myself — I will show
less interesting items and put them up for sale. I was convinced that it would
be easy to do and there would be enough buyers.

OK. Let there be a prestigious exhibition.

10



At this point, I'd like to make alittle digression. You must know, my
Friend, that the usual mechanism of a painter’s promotion known to me
involves getting a circle of fans around the artist in the first place, selling
his/her works at relatively low prices to favourably inclined people, who will
surely buy more so as to complete their collections and will keep talking
about the painter everywhere they stay, will help to organise next
exhibitions, bring journalist etc..

Well, instead of relying on that stereotypical mechanism, which involves
slow and patient building of the whole enterprise based on people’s real
motivations, I chose a spectacular strategy (alone against everyone). It is this
way that the media and poets later talk about, telling stories to idiots like me
about the staggering success of “great loners”.

But let’s come back to the issue of sale. The most aberrational thing about
it was not so much the actual exclusion of any sale during the first exhibition,
but the fact that I failed to explicitly explain the clear-cut rules of the game
that I invited people to join.

And it would have been such an easy thing to do: I merely should have
announced that the exhibition had a purely prestigious character.

But instead of excluding all the paintings from sale in a clear way, I did it
only in the case of fourteen. As for the rest, the gigantic prices in the order of
350 000 francs for an item were supposed to render any sale impossible.

It seemed to me I was smart doing it this way.

Horrendous prices — I kept repeating myself — will protect me from all
kinds of temptations and bargains. And at the same time, they will ennoble
Beks’s painting.

For I knew, how sensitive people are in this respect and how excited they
may get about the prices. I therefore expected they would talk about it, which
was actually my aim.

11



They will be convinced that the painter is great just because of the high
prices — I thought. Though such a strategy seemed logical, in reality it turned
out naive and dangerous.

Naive, because while it might be good when people are talking about us, it
is good indeed when they are saying nice things about us, and not when they
are calling us names. Well, owing to my price policy I was described as: a sly
one, petty con artist, second-class swindler, who wants to go high in
a disloyal way, without overexerting himself.

As for the renown which the artist was supposed to gain thanks to high
prices, my reasoning was even more naive, because what ennobles a painter
is the actual prices at which the paintings are sold, and not the ones that his
promoter has put on a poster.

Besides, the entire strategy was dangerous and short-sighted, because if
I really was to put up for sale any paintings at the next exhibition, the prices
would have to be affordable. Having once put them up for sale for 350 000
francs, I would find it hard to back off and establish the prices at a realistic
level, ranging from 40 to 80 thousand (as this is what I consider affordable
even now). The audience will think that Beksinski is becoming devalued and
I am organizing the sales of the works of a “collapsing” painter, which should
be sold rather than purchased, as the artist’s ratings keep falling ...

At that time, I didn’t know that beyond a certain price people buy art
objects neither for love nor because they are driven by their hearts. Some do
it to be praised by guests, while the others treat such items as a good
investment. For the former, the high price of a painting by an unknown artist
exceeds the pleasure they might derive from hanging his painting in
the living room and hearing potential praises from friends. For the latter,
a painter whose ratings are falling can’t be a good investment.

Today I know all that and everything is clear to me. It’s so damn obvious.
Then I was driven by pipe dreams rather than reality and facts, though. It
seemed to me that Iwas clever, rendering thesale impossible in
an ambiguous and, at the same time, suicidal way: by excluding fourteen
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paintings from sale on the one hand, and establishing exorbitant prices for
the remaining eight ones on the other hand.

At the same time, however, I cudgelled my brains, trying to leave my
options open and provide myself with a gate of retreat: just in case ... so
I placed the following explanation on the price list:

“The aim of the exhibition organisers is not only to sell the exhibited
paintings, but also to offer a few of them to museums and great collectors, so
that the works could exert an influence commensurate with their quality.
Considering the above goal and the small number of paintings they possess,
the organisers reserve a right to choose from among potential purchasers. In
order to avoid a mercantile atmosphere, the transactions will not be
announced during the exhibition”.

I told myself that if a museum really wanted to buy a painting, I would sell
it at a price even ten times lower than the offered one. But at the same time,
thanks to the above explanation, I wouldn’t have to disclose it. For other
“ordinary” buyers I felt contempt, so if a Smith or Brown suddenly fell in love
with Beks and wanted to buy a painting, I would either not sell it, or he
would have to pay a high price.

All that was neither clear nor precise and coherent. Rather vague and
uncertain. From time to time Iwas carried away by passion, on some
occasions I dreamt of dazzling Paris, while at other times I caught myself
hoping for a big profit, which was a sign of the most common greed. Today
I am almost certain of this.

As for the crucial issue, whether I wanted or not to sell paintings by Beks
and at what price, I found myself torn between various incentives, some of
which were noble, while other funny or shameful.

Anyway, I deluded myself that there would be enough purchasers willing
to buy a few paintings put up for sale and I would decide what to do about
the whole thing at thelast moment. Assuming any general theories in
advance was therefore neither necessary nor worthwhile.
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This didn’t however prevent me from taking temporary, partially
irreversible decisions, which ipso facto rendered any future change of
the strategy impossible.

But did Ireally think about all those low financial motives and lofty
spiritual reasons? When I recall that period, I'm not sure of it. I was in a state
of frenzy. Ok, I might not sell the paintings, so what? — I kept telling myself.
I will earn money selling the film.

Also in this case, I thought that the quality of a short-length film would be
the only criterion to be taken into consideration by purchasers. Since a film
is good — Ithought — it won’t be difficult to sell it to televisions all over
the world. Film distributors will also accept it without greater problems.

But did Ireally have all those thoughts? Again, I seem to ascribe such
reasoning to myself a posteriori, as at that time, full of exaltation, these
things were sort of distant, smothered and of minor importance.

Anyway, Ididn’t know at that time that a short-length film was a trap
from which you don’t get out alive. I didn’t realise that television stations had
their warehouses packed with such films and didn’t know what to do with
them. Finally, I didn’t realize in due time that cinema owners preferred to fill
the breaks between performances with adverts, and not short-length films,
because adverts were paid, while short films didn’t bring any profits. Besides,
my film was three times too long to be accepted by a commercial distribution
network. Finally (and particularly!), Dziworski, who wasn’t properly
supervised when shooting and editing the film, based it almost solely on
the macabre, gruesome - easy and superficial - aspect of Beks’s painting.
Thus the unique beauty of these paintings and the profound emotions they
aroused had completely disappeared from the film. While Beks’s painting
itself repels some people with its deathlike atmosphere, the film was even
more difficult to sell in this respect.

Today, two months after the exhibition, all the admirers are gone, and I've
been left alone in a disastrous financial situation.
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The cost of the exhibition was enormous. The advertising itself devoured
180 000 francs, thefilm — 350 000, the painting frames — 30 0000,
the renting of thegallery — 20000. Ishould also add thecost of
the exhibition insurance, payment for a number of teams made up of several
persons, which dealt with reports, supervision, the gallery renovation,
worked during the vernissage, translated texts, gave out leaflets etc.

The bill was steep: nearly one million francs.

For comparison, I will add that my remuneration of a research worker at
university amounts to 8 000 francs monthly, so the exhibition cost was

slightly more than my ten-year university salary. I'd drowned all our savings.
All

And now the debts. I'm up to my ears in debts, the most dangerous of
which is the bank loan of 430 000.

When the bank director realized that it had been stupid of him to lend me
money without thinking at the last moment he demanded our flat mortgage
and a security of 163 golden louises, which we kept in the safe.

Luckily, in the atmosphere of enthusiasm surrounding the exhibition,
Annie agreed to sign the mortgage. However, when the notary was reading
the document, she nearly passed out. Had she refused to sign it, I would have
been auctioned off straight away. At that moment, a number of my cheques
were still in many hands and hadn’t been cashed yet. If, in the absence of my
wife’s consent to mortgage, the bank hadn’t paid them, I would’ve had five or
six suits filed by my creditors breathing down my neck.

Today the debt of 430 000 francs hangs over me. It hasn’t budged an inch
since the time the mortgage was signed two months ago. It’s only swollen
with the interests payable to the bank, which inexorably keep growing every
day. I have to settle everything by 9th May, which means there are five
months ahead of me. If by 9th May 1986 I don’t return the bank what I owe to
it, it will sell my flat and I won’t have a roof over my head.

But I repeat — this sum of 430 000 is a drop in the ocean.
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I must add 40 000 francs resulting from the interests on the borrowed
capital for the next five months, i.e. until gth May.

14 000 francs has to be paid to the company that dealt with the shipment
of invitations.

19 000 francs I must give back to Brynski, who has lent it to me.

70 000 francs I need for the production of internegative, interpositive and
4 copies of the film demanded from me by Film Service.

100 000 francs I owe to Beks. I must have it before the end of 1986 for
the obligatory purchase of 12 paintings which I am supposed to buy from
him every year, according to our agreement.

Also to Beks I owe 16 000 francs for the drawings. He’s not going to wait.

50 000 francs for Szydlo for three paintings and arelief, which
I carelessly bought from him on credit before the exhibition.

70 000 francs I need to pay the tax for the current year and, what’s even
worse, the tax imposed by the Revenue Office due to my excessively big
operating costs, which I deducted in the years 1981 and 1986.

If my flat was to be sold, I'd have to find another dwelling and furnish it
somehow. The removal itself would cost me about 70 000 francs. Then you
should add 8 000 francs of a monthly rent.

I'd also have to find money for financing the only enterprise that would let
me regain a financial balance. I mean organizing a new exhibition, this time
sale-oriented. Well, the cheapest exhibition like that wouldn’t cost less than
100 000 francs.

In total? Altogether I have to find a million francs. A precisely calculated
million. No overstatement.

That’s not the end, though. There is also everyday life, different bills to
pay, telephones, car, the purchase of new clothes and cosmetics for my wife.
And I'm not allowed to touch them under the pain of aggression on her part,
which would paralyze all my efforts to get out of the precipice. I've never
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done any calculations of our monthly costs of living, but I guess it’s much
more than 30 000 francs. Then the list would have to be longer by another
360 000, which gives a total of circa one million three hundred thousand.

Where shall Ifind such asum? How? I'm not able to raise it by any
means.

Now, let’s move on to the income.
I keep counting hundreds of times:

The sale of the flat will bring me 550 000 francs. The sale of golden coins
— 80 000.

My legal practice has come to a deadlock. At the moment I've got two or
three cases (chiefly the case of Karys and Spararzynska), which should end
this year and give me 30 000 francs. A few divorces will surely come in on
the way. Let’s say, another 30 000. Of course, in good periods Ania used to
earn 380 000 francs annually. We might assume that the year ’86 will be
excellent in terms of money. How can you be so sure, though? If anything, we
should actually be less certain, because she’s going to retire from being
a model, and in any case, wants to break up with the main employer — Perris.
In other words, what she will bring home might be much more modest than
380 000 I am counting on. And even if it was 380 000, it’s ONLY 380 000.

Finally, there is my salary at university — 100 000 francs.
And that’s all.

In the best case scenario, I can count on anincome of more or less
900 000.Where shall I find the missing 400 000?

There is no way out ....

As for the prompt cash from the promotion of Beks, I don’t even take it
into account.

For I proposed the sale of five paintings to museums in the provinces: in
Grenoble, Lyon, Strasburg, Nicea and Marseille. Ialso offered to sell
paintings to three museums in Paris (the Centre Pompidou, the Museum of
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Modern Art of the City of Paris and the Museum of Decorative Arts).
The prices were reasonable — 40 000 francs. In the majority of cases I didn’t
get any replies. Once or twice I received the stereotypical “no, thank you”.

I have proposed to sell the film to three channels of the French television.
I've also sent cassettes to all TV channels in Europe and Israel. Till today
I haven’t got any answer. Actually, there is hardly any hope. If any reply does
come, it’s going to be “no, thank you”.

I offered to organize an exhibition of Beks’s works to many institutions,
museums and galleries in France and abroad. Afew museums in
the provinces replied that “this kind of painting does not suit our aesthetics”.
The others didn’t bother to give any answer whatsoever.

I proposed theissue of Beks’s album to many publishing houses:
Flammarion, Cercle D’Art, Hazan and others. So far I have received five
refusals. The others haven’t even acknowledged the receipt of my letter.

Finally, in the absence of new ideas, I proposed four gramophone record
publishing companies to place reproductions of Beks’s paintings on record
covers. No reply.

To sum up, I see no way out. No way out .... No way out ....
I keep telling that myself all days and during sleepless nights: no way out.

For there isn’t a single minute during the day when I don’t think about it.
There is no single night for me to sleep it through, from the beginning to
the end, without suffering from stomach cramps the moment I wake up.

This has become an obsession: to promote Beks. And this obsession
immediately breaks against the same wall: there is no money and no allies.
There are debts.

So I write to kill my own fear. Every night I walk the length and breadth of
my room, then sit down and start filling the pages.

What kind of atmosphere am I living in? How is my environment reacting
to it?

18



I am trying to show no signs of panic that has gripped me. Pretend to be
a self-pleased man who has succeeded.

Are your paintings selling well? — people keep asking me.
- They are, but too slowly — I reply casually.

All the people around me get an impression that I've managed to promote
Beks and done a deal. Nobody’s got a vague idea of the precipice I have fallen
into. Even Ania doesn’t realize it and thinks that the sale of the flat and gold
is going to cover our debts.

Her being unaware, and something else, her solidarity cause that I'm not
flooded with remorse. Except one or two scenes she made after
the exhibition had ended, she’s still in a good mood and doesn’t come back to
the object of my torment in everyday chats. Paradoxically then, my daily life
is surrounded by my wife’s feelings, which, if nothing changes, will make her
even closer to me.

It’'s much worse with Beks, though. He’s a painting genius, but also
a difficult man. Thinking soberly and knowing a lot, he once warned me that
I was taking risks. At the same time, however, using a hundred signs, words,
interjections, allusions and memories, he showed a profound conviction that
my strategy was right. His approving smiles, the ease with which he let me
take his best paintings for the exhibition - all that was supposed to mean
that, deep inside, he believed that what I was doing would be a great leap. In
ten different ways he showed me that he believed in an instant success every
Pole dreams about. For in Poland only a “leap” can get you out of a complete
deadlock. There are no prospects for success based on solid work and
patience.

Now, when everything has collapsed, Beks reminds me of his warning,
giving it some monstrous dimensions. All Idid he has suddenly seen as
ridiculous and inept: the exhibition was organized at thelast moment,
the frames I'd chosen for the paintings were “petty bourgeois and
pretentious”, the lettering in the brochures was “preposterous” (“even
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Polanski has noticed it ...”), and because of Dziworski’s film, I got a few
letters from Beks (actually funny) filled with such a dose of fury that we read
them with Ania a few times, just to make sure it was real.

And this is what it’s like, my friend. This is how things are when I've
failed.

If only Icould have another chance — Ikeep repeating myself like
a cripple who for years has been chewing over the moment when he made
a wrong move with the steering wheel, which left him chairbound for life.
Oh, God, how I wish I could start everything anew ...
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DINNER, 17™ DECEMBER 1985

A dinner in Maison du Danemark at Champs-Elysées. We've invited
a couple of people whose support we need in our Beks-related endeavours.

I'll start with Mr and Mrs Zarzecki. He’s arich Belgian businessman of
Polish origin, whereas she is a woman in her mid-forties, a bit obese, though
still pretty, with an ample bust. They have one painting by Beksinski and
both came to my exhibition.

Then there is Mrs Marszalek-Mlynczyk, the director of the Polish Institute
in Paris. She is a keen admirer of Beks and a nice person, though should be
classified as a typical representative of the Polish Communist Party circles.

Beside them a French journalist, in charge of the morning news on
the French television first channel TF1. An overwhelming feeling of disgust
comes over me as I observe this intellectual whore. He knows perfectly well
why this dinner has been bought for him. And he guzzles, stuffing himself
with food as though he hasn’t eaten for two days. Orders champagne, then
cigars (four!), the most expensive dishes (as if that meant they must be
the best), three coffees and three desserts. He speaks loudly, banging on
the table with his fist and showing his importance to me. To Zarzecki,
however, he is simply bowing and scraping. Oh dear, how he enjoys patting
Zarzecki on the back, laughing his head off at his jokes... Hardly bothers to
answer my questions, though. Just mumbles something.

He’s like a character taken straight from the grotesque stories by Gogol:
a caricature, once servile, another time arrogant. How many louses like that
have I met in the journalist world! These people earn little, but are powerful.
They are therefore torn between the hope to be invited to a few meals and
the intoxicating sense of power.

The remaining four persons watch the journalist’s behaviour with
embarrassment, resorting to courtesy so as to conceal the humiliation that all
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of us have been exposed to. They are nice to us, including Zarzecki, who
might be lacking good looks, but is undeniably a classy man.

What’s the purpose of this dinner? Easy to guess.

To obtain the consent of Mrs Marszalek-Mlynczyk to the organization of
an exhibition of Beks’s drawings in the Polish Institute next spring. But it’s
also meant to strike up closer bonds with this energetic woman, who is my
great ally, and in Poland will probably make a career.

As for Zarzecki ... Who knows? Perhaps this wealthy industrialist will
agree to sponsor my future exhibition? Now that I've come to understand
that it’s necessary to sell Beks’s paintings, I might be able to sell him
something, at least a single picture.

Unfortunately, throughout the dinner he doesn’t react to my allusions. He
doesn’t stop, however, enthusing over the way I organized the exhibition.
We’ll meet after Christmas. Great. Let’s come back to the point then. OK.

As regards the French journalist, I'll have to patiently buy him with
dinners and suppers, just like the rest of that journalist scum. I will have to
buy him so that he will kindly do his duty and come wherever something
connected with Poland (which is afrequently mentioned item in his TV
bulletins) takes place.

Will he take the hook? We'll see. Right now he keeps devouring the scraps
I throw him under the table. I don’t ask him for anything special. I just invite
him to an exhibition of drawings in the Institute. Oh, and one more thing:
I promise to send him a cassette with the film and the whole documentation.

If Isucceed in bribing him with meals (which is not impossible, as
similarly to most of his colleagues, he clearly implies that “in their profession
it’s just like that”), he might buy the film for TF1, where he’s one of
the important figures.

The cost of the dinner — 2030 francs. Almost everything I still had in my
drawer. I would have swallowed the bill stoically, though, if it hadn’t been for
that crippling impression that I’d rubbed shoulders with a vile rat.
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TABASTE, 20™ DECEMBER 1985

I call Mrs Tabaste from Jacques Lonore, Henri Laurens publishing house.

The idea of releasing an album about an unknown painter doesn’t interest
her.

- The position of our publishing house on the contemporary art market is
not strong enough to take such serious financial risks — she replies me. She
sends me back to other, vaguely specified publishers.
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NEWSAGENT'S, 20™ DECEMBER 1985

This morning I met with aboy from the newsagent on Saint Michel
Boulevard. The newsagent is situated just next to the Luxembourg Garden,
in the very heart of the Latin Quarter, full of intellectuals and students.
I counted on a specific clientele, which at first glance should share my tastes.
That’s why I'd left the boy some postcards from the exhibition so that he
could see whether they might sell. Since the beginning of the experience he’d
sold ... 10 (3 of which over the last two weeks).

Admittedly, he placed the shelf 'd made on my own somewhere at
the back, but the whole thing was still visible, especially that my cards are big
and conspicuous.

What do I do in view of such a failure?

Firstly, I give up repeating the same attempt with Irena Jordan’s cousins.
They have two small shops specialized in the sale of postcards on Tertre
Square in Montmartre. Wanting to please Irena, they proposed to put up for
sale mine.

The foreign department of Hachette publishing house also agreed, though
without much enthusiasm, to send the postcards with a sale proposal to their
clients outside France. But I'll give it up too, because neither the former nor
the latter cherish the slightest hope to sell my postcards and don’t hide
the reason why: “The postcards breathe an air of death!”.

For the time being, the failure on Saint Michel Boulevard seems to suggest
they are right.
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HAZAN, 23*° DECEMBER 1985

Today I'm calling a Mr Baillu (43-54-68-72) from Hazan publishing
house.

He hasn’t read my letter or looked through my documents yet.

- Please, don’t expect an answer before 3-4 months — he warns me. —
People keep sending us so many letters...

Surely you're not Stakhanovites — I'd like to reply him, but I don’t.
Instead, I present him with all the details of the idea with the album. He tells

me to call him at the beginning of January, as right now he’s going on
holiday.

- We could have dinner and talk about it one day, after you come back —
I suggest.

He is mistrustful and tries to weasel out of it. Since a lot of things in this
regime depend on personal relations with decision-makers, he doesn’t want
to establish any relationship with me, probably fearing that this would doom
him to accept my project.
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MISCELLANEQUS, 24™ DECEMBER 1985

I call “Penthouse” magazine (42-56—72-72). They inform me that
the “Art” column is run by someone called Nicolas Hugnet. He’s not in. Must
try to catch him in the afternoon.

*

I call Lechéne (Hachette group). Its director, Claude Chevalier (43-29-12-
24) is absent. They tell me to call back in the afternoon.

*

I call Flammarion publishing house. Talk to Adam Biro’s secretary, who in
the morning asked me to call again, as the boss was not in. Now she informs
me that she can’t find my documents.

- Must have got mislaid — she says. — Could you send them again? Let me
remind you the address: 26, rue Racine, Paris 6. No, no, do not come! We'll
write to you ...

*
I call “Penthouse” again. At last, Nicolas Hugnet is in.

- Oh, yes, I remember something ... It was such a thick envelope, wasn’t
it? He obviously doesn’t recall my dispatch.

- I quite liked it, but would be pleased to see something more — he adds
cautiously. — Could you send the documents again, please?

He hasn’t seen anything. I'm sure of it, so I offer to come to the editorial
office and invite him to dinner. He’s leaving Paris now and coming back on
7th January. I should call then and make an appointment.
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*

I call Lechéne publishing house for the third time. Speak to Mr Claude
Chevalier. He assures me that he hasn’t received my documents. — Do you
want me to send them again? — I ask, being perfectly aware that if I don’t see
him in person, he will not open another envelope, just like he hasn’t opened
the previous one. It will simply land in the dustbin.

I invite him to dinner then, “so as to personally present him the design of
an album about the Polish painter Beksinski”.

It seems to be my lucky day, because he accepts the invitation. He will let
me know in January so that we can arrange to meet.
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CHRISTMAS, 24™ DECEMBER 1985

1. Aray of hope: afew journalists, an editor (from Lechéne publishing
house) as well as the head of the art magazine “Penthouse” have accepted my
invitation to dinner. I'll have an opportunity to directly talk to them about
the album design and exhibitions. They ask me, sometimes twice, to provide
them with documents about Beks. I’'d like to remind you, my Friend, that
these documents consist of two posters (small and big), a two-part brochure
(one of which contains the reproductions of paintings, while the other one —
fragments of interviews with Beks arranged in three parts), a leaflet in four
languages with the text Beksinski — Painting without Meanings, avideo
cassette with a film and postcards.

2. A little consolation: today, with the morning post I got Ms Dzikowska’s
article about me, entitled Passion. It appeared in “Radar” magazine, read
chiefly by youth in the countryside. I'm surprised how that woman, after
a conversation lasting merely a quarter, was able to perform a thorough (and
full of anxiety ...) radioscopy of my effusive nature.

3. The sum of my financial commitments for the year 1986 practically
hasn’t changed. It’s still astronomical: 800 thousand instead of 850 000
francs. When calling Eclaire laboratory today, Ifound asolution which
should satisfy Film Service and spare me the expense of 50 000 francs for
the production of materials they demand from me. Instead of the sum of
70 000, which I was afraid of, 20 000 will be enough if I send Film Service
only the film “master”, that is the interpositive instead of the internegative,
whose production would cost more.

4. I also registered the film with Centre National du Cinéma. Since its
producer is aprivate person, and not acompany, the department of
registration hesitated whether the formalities could be completed. For
a moment, I thought that a new problem would join the old ones. Luckily,
a smile to the secretary solved the matter.
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5. Ania has decided that we shouldn’t put up our flat for sale until her
mother goes away. She’s lived with us for four months and is coming back to
Poland in two days. In the meantime the situation should have become clear.
In particular, Ania will already know how much money we may count on for
the spring fashion season.

6. I still don’t have any new clients.

7. It’s Christmas today. Already six o’clock, so we’ll be sitting down at
the table.

29



FLAMMARION, 24™ DECEMBER 1985

I call Flammarion publishing house (45-49-12-20).

The consent to new designs depends on the director, Adam Biro.
The secretary I talked to on the phone hasn’t got his answer yet. I must call
in the afternoon. In the meantime shell remind him of my calls and
the documents concerning Beks’s album.

- He’s very busy at the moment — she warns me.
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1200 FRANCS, 26™ DECEMBER 1985

1. Yesterday was Christmas. I've got 1200 francs in my desk drawer and
a multi-thousand hole in the bank. I don’t expect any cash before the end of
the month. I might sell a big icon, or Ania could have a few fashion shows ...
In two or three days the 1200 francs from the drawer will inevitably run out.
Ania will ask me to give her money for a living and I’ll answer her that there’s
nothing left.

2. I still haven’t got any new clients in my office. It’s like nobody in Paris
knew of the existence of a barrister having my name.

3. Afew journalists and arepresentative of agramophone record
publishing company have accepted my invitation to dinner. I already
mentioned it in my yesterday’s notes. But how shall I pay for these meals?
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SKORECKI, 315" DECEMBER 1985

The journalist from “Liberation” and the film critic having a Polish name,
Skorecki, whom I called yesterday, having previously sent him the film and
documents about Beks, replied me in a way which had already become
classic for me:

- Yes, yes, I remember. You wrote to me acouple of weeks ago. No,
I haven’t had time to see your cassette. Do you want me to send it back?

- No, I'd rather wait until you wa.......

- Well, it’s up to you — he interrupts me. - As you wish.

I call Roger Gicquel from TF1:

- He’s not in. Please, call back in a week.

I call Henri Chapier, a film critic from the French channel FR3.
- He’s out. Call back in the afternoon, please.

The same story with Chazal, a film critic from “Franc Soir” daily. I call
CNAP (National Centre for Fine Arts). Several days ago I asked them to send
me documentation on various painting events in Paris itself and in
the Parisian district. The person I turned to at that time is absent today.

- Please, call back later.

I call back later. Nobody answers. I wait two hours and call again.
A trainee tells me she doesn’t know about anything. She suggests I should
call another number and ask for the documentation in question. I call
the number she’s given me. Somebody asks me to wait for a “competent”
person, who right now is not in the office. After three minutes of waiting
I hang up.

In principle, I don’t include reports on the talks and endeavours in these
general notes'. However, all of them put together make it possible to realise
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how difficult it is in this country to move somebody from their place or
simply force them to do their duty.

Some of my interlocutors are absent from the office, and their inferiors
don’t know the matter and cannot take any decisions. The others didn’t read
my letters, or, even if they did, they “haven’t had time” to watch the cassette.
Some people promise to reply in 3-4 months (Hazan publishing house) or
don’t answer at all, while other return my documents without having
bothered to open the envelope I sent them (a museum in Lyon).

The most frequent reply is:

- No, don’t send anything. I won’t have the time to look at it, anyway. We
are terribly busy at the moment. Please, call in 3-4 weeks.

Two people fixed the date of an appointment with me for September 1986,
that is, in nine months.

- Then I'm going to be a bit less busy — said one of them.

The incompetence and lack of professional responsibility of many people
kept pestering me throughout the period of preparations for the exhibition.
But these people were ordinary contractors, because at that time it seemed to
me that I had money and didn’t need to ask decision-makers for anything.
Today, without an imagined, or at least borrowed franc in my pocket, I have
come to understand that Ican’t do anything alone. So Iturn to people
holding senior positions, to the cultural establishment of this country, to
editors, critics, museum curators, journalists. Logically speaking and
considering the professional position they hold, Ishould deal with
a completely different class of people and completely different work quality.
By and large, managerial positions in this system are held by those who work
better and are more professional than others.

However, objective criteria only partially determine a professional career
in this country, so Ioften come across incompetent persons, barely
interested in their job, unpunctual and bashing out their work, which they
obviously detest.
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A large part of this society works badly. Well, in Poland the level of
performed work is even worse, but it’s no consolation to me.

! This book has been written in French and in the French version its title is “Notes sur la situation générale”,

which means ,Notes on the General Situation”, hence the expression “general notes”.
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THE NEED TO WRITE,

7™ JANUARY 1986, 2 A.M.

I am finding the old need to write so as to relieve fear. Now I understand
what Beks once said to me:

- Paint death to forget about it, at least for a while.
But the new year began with a few heartening signs.

A contract for Ania from Féraud arrived at last. Without it, my hope for
another 60 000 francs would have certainly evaporated. But it did come.

The Finish television bought the film for 600 dollars. Just as much as it
costs to produce a one-inch cassette they had demanded. But at least this
purchase broke a cascade of refusals from Belgians, the Swiss and Japanese.

It wasn’t long, however, before the black serious came back.

I wonder if the cassettes I'm sending to different televisions actually reach
their addresses.

For example, the person who lives in New York and deals with
the selection of short-length films for Oscar awards, a Mr Rappaport, told me
on the phone that he hadn’t received anything. Just like Ms Georgiades,
whom I sent a cassette a month ago.

Other televisions don’t acknowledge the receipt.

I therefore start to react like an animal pressed against a wall that it’s not
able to jump over; I suspect that someone at the post office in Marly has
discovered the contents of my parcels and keeps stealing them.

In any case, I'm sure that the cassette for Israeli television has vanished.
A journalist from Tel Aviv has written that she hasn’t got anything, although
the cassette was sent two months ago.
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The documents which Isent a month ago to Flammarion and Hazan
publishing houses with a proposal of releasing an album about Beks have
evoked no response.

The most distressing, however, was my recent telephone conversation
with Ms Georgiades. She gave me to understand that her enthusiasm for
having an exhibition in Houston had greatly lessened. Anyway, she hadn’t
dealt with it for a month, as she was busy “hunting deer in Texas”.

My account has become heavier with new debts reaching 20 000. I've got
a 40-thousand hole in thebank and 600 000 of various financial
commitments for the year 1986 alone. And that’s without the costs of
the new exhibition in Valmay, which is necessary to maintain and deepen
the impression made by the first one.

Without selling the paintings and the film, I cannot count on more than
200 000.

My bad financial situation is also morally depressing. The relations with
the environment are deteriorating. I'm becoming nervous and aggressive
towards my only ally — Ania. And without her I will not be able to get myself
out of it. Especially that her liking and a good mood have so far provided me
with a kind of mental comfort. If I were to lose this atmosphere of love and
calmness in the event Ania started reproaching me — it would be even harder
to withstand.

Night fears have come back. I keep waking at about two in the morning,
after two hours’ sleep, with a painfully clear awareness that there’s no way
out. It inexorably carries me off into the depths. In the best case scenario,
the nervous, chaotic movements I make to clamber out of an avalanche
exhaust me before time.

There are afew vultures around me, sharpening their beaks in
anticipation. My friends hate me and are patiently waiting for a moment
when they can stigmatize my “light heartedness” and the lack of “caution”,
finally “sympathising” with my wife due to the financial disaster I have led
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her to. The acquaintances will attack me to give back all the blows I struck
them for years, which they furiously had to pass over in silence.

It will be like the last elections for the position of maitre de conferences at
university1 — a collective revenge, short, immediate and deadly.

Beks, unfair and exaggerating in his letter as of 1st December, apologized
to me in the next one, which arrived three weeks later. For some time, I was
cross with him and didn’t call. On second thoughts, however, I resumed
contact. But there was no heart in it. I can’t muster the warm feelings that
I still had for him not long ago. He must be feeling the same. During our
yesterday’s phone chat he just made acasual mention of some rumours
circulating in Warsaw that my exhibition was “brilliant”. He himself hasn’t
got the slightest intention to congratulate me on the exhibition, or to
apologise for the accusations of “hasty preparations at five to twelve”,
“pretentious, petty bourgeois frames” and “the ridiculous lettering, irritating
like a pimple”.

This man can neither be grateful nor can he correct his mistakes, which
certainly doesn’t prevent me from being deeply influenced by his painting.
During the day I repeatedly fix my gaze on “Katyn”, “Don Quixote”, “Bath”,
“Legs on the Chair” or “A couple of Mummies”, which are hung around me in
the study. Each time I get an impression that I've had them for merely two
days and I experience the first moments of joy known to a collector who has
just managed to buy the items he’s been dreaming of for years.

The thought that all that might end up in failure and the paintings would
remain unknown to thelocal audience for ever is even more cruel that
the fear that, due to my passion, I will end up stuck in abject poverty.

1 Maitre de conférences — the French counterpart of Polish associate professor
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CONSOLATION, 12™ JANUARY 1986

A few rays of comfort have lit my dull everyday existence:

Next week I'm meeting with two journalists working for second-class
magazines, who will write something about my next exhibition (if I manage
to arrange one at all ...). I am also going to see a member of the editorial staff
for the erotic magazine “Penthouse — France”, a Nicolas Hugnet, who seems
interested in the publishing of several paintings by Beksinski in one of
the subsequent issues.

The art director of the gramophone record publishing house Polydor (I
think his name is Ducros) is the first decision-maker who, having seen Beks’s
documents, was very enthusiastic over the phone and told me:

- We liked it very much!

There is a chance then to have the reproduction on arecord cover. Why
not? It is something, after all. Don’t look a gift horse in the mouth.

Apart from that, at the end of April a TV programme fair will be held in
Cannes (don’t confuse it with the festival, which is organised in May). Also
next week I've got an appointment with one of the fair organisers, as I'm
thinking of buying the right to participate in it. If the transaction takes place,
I will have an opportunity to personally present the film to foreign and
French televisions. This way I will be able to talk to the purchasers directly
and have a chance to defend the film, if necessary.

The ambassador of Poland, Mr. Stefanowicz, promised me to talk with
the French authorities and insist that they organize an exhibition of Beks’s
paintings in one of the Parisian museums.

That’s all.
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KEEP SILENT, 12™ JANUARY 1986

The hardest to stand is the fact that all my fears I must keep to myself. For
if a mere shadow of fear appeared in my eyes, most of my friends would leave
me. All those who today are congratulating me on the successful exhibition,
would turn their backs on me angrily. Beks, Szydlo, Nyczek or Louse, who in
a way admire my “success”, would change their minds immediately if they
found out about my real situation.

- It was easy to organize a prestigious exhibition with borrowed money —
they would chorus.

I can almost hear them. I can see them as they turn on me to settle a few
scores. Beks would immediately terminate the contract, which is beginning
to disturb him (unless some big money appeared very quickly). Or Szydlo —
would accuse me of fraud, if I returned him the three paintings and the relief
by Beks, having nothing to pay within the agreed time limit. Or finally
Nyczek — maliciously, with his ever reflective face, would announce ex
cathedra: “Didn’t I tell you at the beginning that he’s a pilferer ?”.

Not to mention the whole rest, just waiting for a moment of my weakness
to sink their claws in my carcass.

So Iwill be silent and keep striking triumphant poses, just to prevent
them from getting this pleasure.
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SOMEWHERE ELSE, 12™ JANUARY 1986

French decision-makers do not want Beks. Shouldn’t Ilook for luck
somewhere else then? I'm thinking of other countries, where some people
have been advising me to go since the very beginning: for example Germany,
the aesthetic tradition of which better suits this form of tragic
expressiveness, Nordic countries or the USA, where new things can get
through with less difficulty?

Easy to say.

My brother Johnny left me a message on the answerphone yesterday.
The proposal of having an exhibition in Boston doesn’t make him happy.
He’s talked to some traders and painters, none of whom gave him any hope
of selling Beks in the States. And who’s going to organize an exhibition
without at least the slightest chance to earn on it?

Ms Georgiades, who showed interest in the exhibition in Houston when
staying in Paris, has kept her mouth shut since that time. I suppose that, just
like Johnny, she showed the brochure everywhere and soon figured out that
nobody wanted it.

In Germany I don’t know anybody who could walk around galleries and
find out. Who Ishould turn to then, and upon whose recommendation?
Obviously, I've sent all the documents to a number of galleries there. It’s
equally obvious, however, that I haven’t received any reply. I tried to meet
the cultural attaché of the Embassy of the Federal Republic in Paris. Didn’t
manage to catch him. Although he’s German, he might have picked up
the French disease: whenever I call him, he’s not there, he always has “a
meeting downtown”. Even if I did contact him, though, the answer would be
negative, as usual. For why should he care for making a Pole popular in
Germany? Besides, how is he supposed to do that? the Lands in Germany are
not dependent on Bonn with regard to cultural policy. He would certainly
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send me back to the ministers of culture in each Land. I'd better do it on my
own, without waiting for his proposal. Just in case, I asked for their list in
the Goethe Institute in Paris. Of course, I will write to each of them, but
the result is a foregone conclusion.

In Norway Jasia Januszewska-Skreiberg is talking about Beks’s exhibition
in Unique Antique gallery in Dal near Oslo. It’s a thin thread, and though
I try not to paint a gloomy picture of things, I think it’s going to break soon.
For if the owner really wanted to show Beks, he would have contacted me
directly to present a coherent and clear project.

No, no matter how much I want it, I see no chance of seeking my fortune
anywhere else.

Besides, I'm aware that important things are happening right here. If
I intend to show Beks to the whole world, I must start with Paris.
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WONDERS, 12™ JANUARY 1986

Incredible but true ... As Ilook at the wonders that surround me:
“Katyn”, “Don Quixote”, “Bath” or “A Couple of Mummies”, hung on
the walls of my study, I can’t understand, don’t grasp it. How could anyone
be indifferent to so much beauty, so much strength and emotion emanating
from Beks’s paintings?

How come that the members of the French cultural circles shrug their
shoulders at this most beautiful and powerful kind of painting I have ever
seen?

Could I really be so different from them?

There is also the second question: even if they finally recognized Beks as
a genius, how could I possibly live next to them for the rest of my live, greet
them with a shake of hands, talk to them as if nothing had happened? ...
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THREE MONTHS, 12™ JANUARY 1986

Well, the conclusion that Icame to three months after the exhibition:
France, and at least its decision-makers (as for the audience, it was large and
enthusiastic) do not care for Beks at all.

I walked around nearly all the museums, publishers, or film and painting
purchasers, ministerial officials and gallery owners. In a word, all those who
are important in Paris. Nobody in the world of art can still claim that they
don’t know anything about Beks’s painting. As a matter of fact, having
studied the exhibition golden book, I found in it the signatures (without any
comment) of renowned Parisian reviewers. So they also were there. And they
did see. The others know about Beks owing to the documents I sent them
alongside the brochure and accompanying letters.

They didn’t answer, though. The others said: no.

At the beginning, I thought it was some kind of temporary difficulty: I'd
given them too little information. And anyway, too little time had passed and
I'd put too little effort to expect a visible result — I kept telling myself.

Then, annoyed with their stubborn silence, Istarted to accuse my
addressees of arrogance, laziness and incompetence.

It seems that both explanations are true to alarge extent. However,
the incessant, consistent refusal on the part of the people of art is acquiring
a new significance. Its meaning is becoming painfully clear to me: the French
cultural establishment just doesn’t like Beks’s painting.

Let me repeat: I still believe that I can’t expect a spectacular success and
I know I have to work really hard to achieve anything in this matter.

I still maintain that — not belonging to the local cultural elite — I'm treated

bluntly, haughtily and with contempt by the people who perform their work
badly.
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But it’s about something much deeper and more dangerous. Something
that the energy of ten people like me is not able to fight. Something that
neither painstaking work nor enormous patience can overcome throughout
years of endless efforts. Something I will never be able to eradicate, even by
sneaking into thelocal establishment, through contacts or (maybe in
the future) money earned. This thing seems to be simply the profound
aversion of the French world of culture to Beks’s aesthetics.

But why?

I don’t know and I'm bound to spend months, if not years, looking for
the reason.

As an advocatus diaboli, I will try to find all the faults that the average
man of art in France could find with this painting. Here are ten hypothetical
features that he finds irritating about Beks’s painting:

bleak

archaic

figurative

full of content

literary

Baroque

mystery-wrapped

sweaty

“sleek-licked”

Indeed, the whole local aesthetics that seems to prevail here at
the moment is based on completely opposite values. For those who persist in
rejecting, or actually ignoring my proposals, painting should be:

serene

futurist or at least avant-garde
rational

poetic

simple

light, or even frivolous
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decorative

ingenious

Spontaneous
deliberately unfinished

1. Bleak

When saying that Beks’s painting is bleak Ithink of five obsessively
recurrent motives: cruelty, fear, suffering, despair and death.

Beks’s paintings are full of corpses, figures turning their backs, walking
away into a grim distance, stitched up scars, twisted bones, black clouds,
gales, closed, misty or popping out eyes, drooped heads, leaves or pieces of
paper blowing in the air, ravens flapping their wings, open graves, cracked
tombstones, ominous crosses, gagged mouths, blood-stained bandages,
burning towns, hands clenched like claws, dark gulfs, cobwebs, bats, blind
men with leucoma covering their eyes, destroyed houses, skulls, temples with
holes made by bullets, figures tied up to stakes, Jewish cemeteries, tied up
hands etc., etc.

The French buyer is put off by the bleakness. The French have absolutely
no wish to discover every morning the memento mori hung on the walls of
their flats, or to clench their fists with fear when looking at them in
the evening.

- Beautiful, but I couldn’t live with it — my guests kept repeating during
the exhibition.

The average French spectator immediately associates this painting with
Aushwitz, the ruins of burnt Warsaw, ghetto etc. I've been asked hundreds of
times, whether Beks is Jewish, has he been to a concentration camp or does
he paint Polish martyrdom, the Jewish holocaust or the atom mass
destruction of humanity etc. A certain idiot, French critic, even wrote that
Beks’s painting was about the suffering of Poland under the yoke of
communism and marshal law of general Jaruzelski.
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The whole culture of rich France bursts with optimism, serenity and joie
de vivre. Here the German occupation did not wreak havoc in the minds or
predilections, or material goods. Earlier, except for losses sustained in
the First World War, France had never been murdered or plundered. But it
did ruthlessly murder and plunder the others in Africa and Asia.

That’s why a wealthy French buyer of works of art has such a reluctant
attitude to all kinds of death and destruction pictures, while being
tremendously influenced by the colourful, pleasing to the eye impressionism,
which allows you to accept life, as well as unaggressive, decorative
abstraction, emanating joy and hope. Local galleries are packed with it.
Whole walls in the flats of French bourgeois are wallpapered with this kind
of stuff.

Though hesitantly, a French decision-maker, who unlike a French
collector, does not have to buy, spend money and then live with these
pictures on an everyday basis, would agree a la rigueur to Beksinski’s
bleakness. After all, Pina Bausch, Bacon, Kantor, Velickovic, though equally
gloomy as Beks, are extremely popular in France. The bleakness of Beks
however, according to a French critic or an official from the Ministry of
Culture, is built of excessively clear, or even intrusive, elements. To a French
cultural decision-maker Beksinski’s dread is grotesque. “Empty threats”, “the
theatre of horror” ... How many times have I had to listen to that.

And that brings us to the next charge.

2. Figurative

To a French buyer, it doesn’t seem a sin. As long as they are serene, jolly
and optimistic, figurative paintings sell here quite well, so galleries in
the provinces, in all resorts, but also big cities, like Lyon or Marseille, sell
practically only figurative paintings (by the way, hideous!).

On the other hand, the French cultural establishment views this kind of
painting as an outright crime. The art shown by serious Parisian galleries,
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museums, public collections gathered by FNAC, FRAC and others, among
people who have asay in the so-called society and during exhibitions
organized by the ministry is almost solely abstract. Even if a human figure,
animal or plant does appear in such works, it’s merely a pretext, usually so
deformed that it becomes unreal.

Some part of the cultural establishment in France perceives any return to
the figurative past as an offence. And unforgivable one. For the formal
revolution, of which the French were the precursors, does not settle for
supporting the avant-garde, modernity or artistic experiments. Like all
revolutions, it goes much further: with all its strength it condemns the past.
With no mercy and no exception. It demands radical and absolute breaking
up with the 19th century and bans any return to traditions form the past
epochs. Whoever refuses to yield to it, will not get any support and, to make
the matters worse, will be ignored.

Like in every dictatorship, even if it’s a democratic dictatorship of
the majority, the official French art must find an enemy, which will motivate
it to fight. Like every culture, it has its “degenerated art”. Only except that
Hitler’s realism agreed to exhibit Chagall, just to spit at it. Since Picasso was
a sympathizer of Communism, he was often exhibited by socialist realism

3

dictatorships, whereas in this country of “freedom” and “pluralism”,

the “degenerated art” is simply ignored. That’s much more effective than any
kind of witch-hunt.

The formal revolution gave birth to ageneration (generation?
generations!) of headstrong, sectarian, or even blind fighters. The fear that
“pompiers”, taking advantage of the inattention and inexcusable tolerance of
the modernity upholders, could rise from the ashes, gives sleepless nights to
some of thelocal decision-makers. All of them feel burdened with a holy
mission to relentlessly defend the benefits of the “revolution”.

For those people Beks’s painting is not just outdated relic of the past. It’s
simply rotten. Like a corpse. A stinky, but dangerous corpse, as it might
resurrect.
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Since for the fanatics of novelties, modernity or progress in art, anything
that does not discover new horizons, does not blaze a trail or serve the avant-
garde, is like carrion . Just makes them sick. Especially figuration.

It’'s also anelement of contemporary French culture and one of
the reasons responsible for my failures. To amuch larger extent than
the arrogance and incompetence of the local decision-makers.

3. Full of content

But the sin of Beks’s painting is far more serious than the figuration itself:
it is full of associations, symbols, contents.

Well, in France, some people of culture are incomprehensibly reluctant to
compare painting with prose. They do, however, search for similarities with
poetry.

I use theterm “incomprehensible reluctance”, because when defining
a thing with the features of another thing, you usually choose the one which
adds splendour. Well, the French poetry has always been poor, whereas
the French prose is appreciated all over the world. Why is then painting so
eagerly praised for its bonds with poetry, and criticized for the links to prose?

I don’t know. But it’s true. You can often hear a Frenchman going into
ruptures over a painting: “it’s full of poetry”, while another picture will be
reluctantly, if not contemptuously, labelled by the same Frenchman with
a short: “literary, narrative”.

If therefore some painting is vague, misty and poetic, it stands a chance. It
will be called “lyric abstract” or something like that, and the French will
adore it. It just must be obscure, implied, inexplicit, discreet, bashful, that is,
similar to what poetry should be like in their opinion.

Anyway, mind you, my Friend, that some of the local art critics also try
(usually in an embarrassingly inept way) to be poetic, light and vigorous,
when writing about painting.
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On the other hand, all that’s painted or said in a clear way, explicitly,
unambiguously, with the i’s dotted and t’s crossed, is considered over-talked,
anecdotal, literary, self-evident, and essentially, boring like the 19th-century
realist literature. So these are the epithets that are hurled at Beks’s painting
by some of his enemies here.

And again, the difficulty I come across at this point is something more
than insufficient amount of information or an unfortunate coincidence. Here
the obstacle lies deep in the very culture of this country and is impossible to
skip over.

4. “Sleek-licked”

The others are put off by the ultraclassic technique of a “sleek-licked”
painting (“so sleek that it makes you sick” — they add so as to leave no doubts
how utterly disgusting it is to them).

The careful painting of details, perspective, a human body, a plant, a table
or aface seems to them extremely irritating. These people associate a well
and meticulously painted picture with a daub committed by alabouring
pictorial wannabe by the sweat of his brow. Anything that doesn’t spurt from
the brush, that is not born within a fraction of a second or does not pop out
onto the canvas like Athena leaped from Zeus’s head, is considered blunt,
down-to-earth scribbling of a mediocre craftsman. In the best case scenario,
it’s regarded as a school exercise, which shouldn’t be required from students
anyway, so as not to suppress the free pulsating of their inspiration.

Such understanding of painting is also part of today’s culture, hard-rock,
hard to break. Harder and more persistent than the arrogance and
incompetence of gentlemen from the cultural French establishment.
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5. Mystery-wrapped

While some of the local people are obsessed with modernity, poetry or
spontaneity, other decision-makers are paralysed with admiration for
knowledge, science and technological progress. After all, Cartesianism,
the Enlightenment, rationalism were French inventions, weren’t they?

Therefore, any art referring to mystery, esotericism, symbolism or
romanticism seems to them anaive babble of ignoramuses. Science has
already explained everything, or, if not, it will explain it tomorrow. Hence
we've got constructivism, geometrical abstraction, conceptualism and other
intellectual trends in art. All of them are supported by an endless stream of
hermetic, incomprehensible explanations, a complicated exegesis pushed
into the framework of strict syllogisms of contemporary logic, semantics or
ethnological analysis.

It’s enough to read the local reviewers. Just like avant-garde painters try
to create intellectual masterpieces, the critics go to great lengths to present
philosophical arguments, strewn with technical vocabulary, which they have
drawn from the scientific nomenclature. With every step you make in
the local art literature, you can come across “investigations”, “laboratories”,
“search”, “discoveries”, “experiments” and so on. When reading those guys’
master theses in the history of art, you get an impression that you've come
across a dissertation in hermeneutics. Yes, the naive scientism might have
died in science long time ago, but in theart of this country it’s still
flourishing.

Therefore, despite the vague, nearly shameful memory of Moreau,
Delville, Redon, Lévy-Dhurmer or Drops, today’s symbolic, visionary and
phantasy painting is viewed as ridiculous by a part of the French cultural
world. Blatantly contrary to today’s achievements of the reason, technology
and science, it presents merely a historical value. It might be still interesting
to poorly educated bumpkins. According to some “cultural” French people,
such art may be liked by lower classes, but not by the educated, enlightened
elite. Hence the painting by Beks (or Giger, or Hernandez for example)
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comes across too easy and popular (in the bad sense). The average French
decision-maker in the field of art associates it with cartoons for children,
phantasy, oriental tattoos covering the shoulders of people living on
the fringe of society, with decorations for the films intended for the youth
and cheap science fiction illustrations.

6. Sweaty

On top of that, all the French are in a way incapable of experiencing deep
emotions. This superficial, tepid, shallow sensitivity is the first thing noticed
by a newcomer.

Indeed, in public life the French seem moderate, which is undoubtedly
a valuable merit in politics. In art, however, they are cold. They hate painting
which speaks in a lofty tone, makes a grimace or calls for help. They detest
strong, expressive, tragic works.

To many local people of culture, Beks’s painting seems “garish”,
“hysterical”, “exaggerated”, “exhibitionistic”.

- You, Poles, do not know moderation. A diapason at the very start,
exaltation. As if you were murdered every moment — such annoyed
comments I heard during the exhibition.

And that’s also about the deeply rooted way of perceiving the art of
painting in the culture of this country. It’s typical of a part of the French
artistic world and so much harder to fight than the ordinary incompetence
and arrogance of my everyday interlocutors!

- Wishing to sell my paintings to Frogs is like trying to live off pork trade
in Israel — Beks predicted ironically, though soberly on the very beginning of
our acquaintance.

Today I've come to the conclusion that Iwas wrong neglecting his
warnings. Being a loner who’d never spent a day in France, Beks could better
see through the artistic sensitivity of this country than I, who had lived in
Paris for twenty one years.
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All in all then, should I manage to impose my idol upon this country one
day, it will be more significant than a usual success in the promotion of
anew painter. If Idid it, I would achieve a much more difficult thing: I'd
instil in the French culture the interest for aesthetics completely different
from its old and new traditions. A piece of cake!

But Ikeep coming back to the beginning, as if Ihaven’t understood
anything, haven’t made any observations or learnt anything. For even though
my mind is more and more clearly grasping the enormous work ahead of me
and can see a slight chance for success, the heart will not accept a failure. Not
only because I love this painting more than I can express it, but also because
my nature rebels against final judgements leading to resignation.

While my reason can see things clearly, the soul persists in believing that
there’s no flat refusal from the French decision-makers, no contradiction
with thelocal culture or the prevailing spirit of the age. Naively, but
stubbornly, I claim that it’s just usual, temporary difficulty and the French
must be given some time to better get to know Beks. That is has nothing to
do with violating the local aesthetic sensitivity, but merely trivial problems
with promoting a new talent. That it always costs some time and effort, as
there are many artists who would like to get a place in this culture etc.

And whoever says: difficulties, they assume there is a potential, hope,
persistence, effort.

No, even if I was to move a mountain from one place to another, I will not
give up and stop halfway.

- Don’t worry — says Ania jokingly. — You will teach the Jewish to eat
pork, and then we’ll open a slaughterhouse in Tel Aviv. You'll see.
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CHEVALIER, 13™ JANUARY 1986

I call Chevalier from Lechéne publishing house (46-34-68-00). He’s out.
His secretary tells me he’s handed over the materials to Hervé de la
Martiniere.

I call Hervé de la Martiniere (46-34-85-82). He’s not in. I must call back
at about eleven. A woman takes my details.

I call at five to eleven. He hasn’t looked at the materials yet. Busy. I should
call at the end of the week.
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RIDDLE, 16™ JANUARY 1986

1. Here’s a riddle that I can’t solve however much I try: the chasm the one
side of which is the enthusiastic welcome of Beks by the Parisian audience,
and the other — icy, adamant silence of galleries, museums, ministries,
televisions and other decision-makers.

This contradiction is so Manichaean that almost unreal. It resembles
a second-rate movie with the main character fighting with the world in
the style of Kafka, the absurdity of which eats everything away, including
the film, and is so exaggerated that the world loses all its credibility.

For there isn’t asingle day that somebody wouldn’t express their
admiration for Beks. But there is also no single day that I wouldn’t receive
four, five “no” answers from all those whom I address by phone or to whom
I send reproductions and cassettes with a request for support.

This play of simultaneous utter contrasts, this daily combination of
extremes which alternate with each other is in a way psychedelic. I would like
to believe that my paranoid mind suggests premature conclusions, but such
a lot of people are involved on both sides that any illusion is out of question.

2. Whenever I call, it’s usually the secretary who picks up the phone and
gives me aritual answer: “Mr X is not in the office now”. Or: “He’s in
a meeting.”

The second or third time I call, when I finally come across the decision-
maker himself, Thear areply in aslightly aggressive tone (as if my
interlocutor wanted to defend himself anticipating an attack on my part) that
he hasn’t had time to look at the documentation or see the film. If I make
a nice face, I will invariably hear the same explanation: “You understand, at
the moment we’ve got loads of work.”

If, after many telephone reminders, at last I succeed in forcing him to see
the documents, the answer is through the secretary again: “Mr X has seen
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your documents (or your film). Unfortunately, he can’t give you the answer
you counted on”.

If the decision-maker answers me personally, he serves the refusal in
a tone which cuts any kind of discussion, so as to avoid what he fears most:
polemics that might ensue from my question: “but why?”

In the event the decision is taken -collectively, therefusal itself is
formulated in the same way, except that it’s hidden behind the vague word
“commission”. “The commission has seen your documents (or: your film),
but cannot accept the proposal.” Or: “Your candidacy has not been accepted

by the commission”.

3. If the refusal comes in a letter, the formula is always the same. I might
have already mentioned it in my notes, so forgive me, my Friend, if I'm
repeating myself. It has two variants, a and B.

Variant a consists of three sentences, while variant B — four. The first two
sentences and the last one are the same for both versions.

One of the sentences plays therole of anintroduction and refers to
the facts: “We received your .... And ....... contained in them ...... for which we
thank you”.

The second sentence is the most important and contains the decision. It
starts with the word “unfortunately” and announces the refusal. It’s usually
short, kind of embarrassed.

Only variant B, relatively rare, contains the third sentence, namely
the motivation: “Our schedule for the years to come is already full”. Or: “This
kind of aesthetics doesn’t fall within the scope of our museum’s interests” (or
a similar formula).

After the disappointment which follows therefusal contained in
the second sentence, I most intently focus on the third one. If they have
already rejected me, at least I'd like to know why! — I think intensely and
carefully read the explanation a few times.
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But it’s always formulated evasively and doesn’t give areal answer.
Having received dozens such letters, I already know that I'll never discover
the real reasons of refusal.

Now follows the last, fourth sentence, shared by both versions. In this
very French sentence, my correspondent, who not only has never seen me in
his life, but has caused me distress, ensures me of his “cordial”, “respectful”,
“sincere”, “friendly” or “best” feelings. “Please accept my best regards..” — he
writes.

So I do. Of course, I accept ...
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CRITERIA, 16™ JANUARY 1986

As for many years I've been moving in the milieu of research workers, I'm
used to objective criteria that every enterprise should be guided by.

My intellectual world is inhabited by definitions, clear-cut orders and
prohibitions, regulations and the codes in force. Iwas taught them at
university, and now pass them to my students.

The fact that I'm a barrister hasn’t changed anything. On the contrary, my
interlocutors have included tribunals and civil service representatives with
their numerous vices, but also an undeniable, fundamental virtue, namely
rational behaviour. For the administration bodies and courts respond to
letters which are sent to them, observe the deadlines imposed by regulations,
draw up lists of bans and orders based on strict rules, issue permits having
previously examined the matter etc.. If civil servants do not observe these
requirements, they are punished by special courts after aprior lawsuit
according to a strictly defined procedure.

Living in such aworld for more than twenty years must have left
a permanent impression on my psyche, so when I entered the world of art, at
the beginning I couldn’t understand any of its mechanisms.

The French culture administration, contrary to other governmental
agencies, is not bound by any regulations or any forms of dialogue between
the decision-maker and the applicant. In its everyday activity, it’s not
subjected to any hierarchal or court control.

At the same time, I realize that also the private sector dealing with art is
not governed by any rational criteria, which are usually ascribed to it.

As regards the culture administration, the criteria of the quality of a work
of art, the quality of accompanying information, the benefit that it might
bring to the audience, its purchase or exposition, have very little influence on
decisions taken by officials.
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As far as the private sector is concerned, it turns out that, surprising as it
might seem, the basic, objective criterion of profit is not always decisive.

1. You will tell me that the quality of a work of art is relative. All right. It’s
not an answer, though, but merely an excuse, because if artistic quality is
a social value, its confirmation should be sought in the opinion of the society.
In such acase, thecrowds that came to see the exhibition, all those
admiration-filled entries in the golden book, the interjections which I heard
from all sides are a social, therefore, objective confirmation of the quality of
Beks’s painting.

- Oh, God, how beautiful it is, wonderful! — I heard from far and near.

Hiding behind the statement that “beauty is a purely personal matter”,
which is the typical behaviour of the officials from Beaubourg Centre, is
an example of exceptional hypocrisy.

No, quality criteria do exist, even in art. An aesthetic impression is not as
subjective as different Pontiuses Pilates claim, just because they want to
weasel out of giving their own opinion.

Well, in everyday activity of the French culture administration,
the criteria of quality and beauty of aspecific art work are of very little
importance. They account for merely afraction of decisions taken by
the officials who buy and exhibit works of art for the audience.

2. The same applies to the quality of information which accompanies
a given work of art.

After all, — I kept asking myself — isn’t it my fault? Did I go about it
properly? Perhaps Iam to blame for my own failures just because
I advertised Beks’s painting in the wrong way and didn’t give enough
information to French instances?
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Actually, it would be a sort of consolation for me, as it would mean that
when others take over my mission of making Beks’s works popular, they will
do it better than me and the culture administration in France will finally
accept his painting.

But this explanation does not satisfy me, either. Accepting it, I would be
unfair to myself, as each of you, Readers, will have an opportunity to leaf
through the documents which contain the copies of letters about Beks,
reports on telephone calls, detailed reports on the efforts I made so that
information about Beks could get everywhere. No, laziness wasn’t my sin.
There were hundreds of letters, reminders, phone calls.

Also, nothing in the documents implies that my endeavours, though
numerous, might have been awkward. It seems to me that they were neither
expressed in an inappropriate tone (for example, aggressive or effusive) nor
chaotic or incoherent, and the proposals I made were neither exaggerated
nor devoid of realism. To my mind, there was nothing in my doings that
would suggest I was a flippant and hence unreliable informant.

Finally, the choice of the doors I knocked at wasn’t either modest or
accidental. All of them were the doors of people in power, culture branch
decision makers holding their posts in ministries, governmental offices and
management bodies, that is, the doors of all those who, sooner or later, must
deal with an enterprise like mine in this country.

3. Then, there is the private sector and its driving force: profit.

The administration works according to the rules of public service, that is,
the duty of unpaid or low-paid service for the whole society. It is therefore
slow by principle, deprived of any individual motivation or enthusiasm.
Actually, this might have been thereason for my failures in talks with
ministers and different officials.

On the other hand, wherever the principle of profit applies, there should
be enormous energy, enthusiasm and efforts. At least, this is the motto of
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each liberal society: by seeking anindividual profit, satisfy (sort of
unwittingly, but efficiently) the needs of all. And where profit is the king,
the realm should be governed by rationality, efficiency, selection and
promotion.

Nothing of the kind.

The world of art trade, the world of galleries, art merchants and
collectors, as Isee it after two years’ observations, is deeply irrational, just
like the world of culture branch offices and institutions. Its decisions are
frequently influenced by obscure reasons, connections, influences, string-
pulling snobberies, phobias, antipathies and fears instead of profit and
rationality.

What is the conclusion then?

I'm going round in circles and still don’t know what to stick to. The more
I try to let in some light, the deeper and darker the mystery of my failures
becomes.
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KEY, 16™ JANUARY 1986

When talking to someone yesterday, Ifound a new key to solving my
problems. Admittedly, it was a bit large, but at first glance seemed to open all
bolted doors.

- For a very long time I worked alone — I talked. — First, being a student,
then a university research worker, and finally, a barrister, I had neither
colleagues at work nor superiors, so I coped and struggled solely with my
own skills, own motivations and own competence. Little did I know about
the world and its governing forces.

As an able adherent of Marxist theories, the huge doses of which I'd been
injected in my youth, I thought at the beginning that the history is ruled by
the efforts of masses, their work and struggle.

Only now, when I come in contact with many people while promoting
Beks, do I realize the passive idleness of idolised Demos. The public and its
admiration do not mean or contribute anything. The public will not lift its
finger. And if it does, it will be pointless.

I therefore changed my mind for a time and, banging the table with my
fist, began to claim enthusiastically that the world is pulled forward by
a handful of resourceful, talented and courageous people. In aword,
the history is driven by the minority and, owing to its gifts, persistence and
imagination, the world is able to stand on its feet.

And again, I had to come down apeg and open my eyes to reality:
the elites of a demo-liberal system (at least in this country) are affected by
sclerosis, nervously and greedily clinging to their privileges, inaccessible and
static.

I came to the conclusion that I couldn’t expect help either from one side
or the other, and had to become reconciled with the fact that I would have to
wade through the sea of mediocrity alone and nothing but alone.
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Telling my interlocutor all those things, I suddenly realised that I was
blathering like nutcases and impotent men. For I've heard on many
occasions loonies and wimps accusing the world of stupidity (“all of them are
idiots”) or dishonesty, corruptibility and partiality (“all of them are thieves”).
But I recall that at the time when I was still in my right mind, I used to smile
at such accusations, as they seemed at least exaggerated.

- Which - Italked to myself while sermonising before my interlocutor,
doesn’t change the fact that it’s impossible to close eyes to the obvious thing:
I can use the fingers of just one hand to count the people who, after a two-
year period of our cooperation for the needs of Beks’s promotion, deserve to
be called professionals, enterprising or open-mined.

An hour after I'd finished enchanting my interlocutor with these witty
arguments and had given afew intelligent replies to myself, Icame to
simpler conclusions, much closer to thecommon sense. Whenever
something is connected with Beks’s painting, Itend to set very high
standards and require people to make efforts which would match my
passion. But when fulfilling my other duties — especially in court — which
I don’t particularly love, I'm as mediocre as everybody else, equally deprived
of any enthusiasm whatsoever.

What is then the “fin mot” of this philosophy dissertation?

An enthusiastic amateur works better than a professional. However,
convinced of his own superiority, he feels contempt for others. As a result,
nobody wants to help him. All in all, he loses battles in the fields where
others achieve the set goal more slowly and without any drama.

To last ....
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MARTINIERE, 17™ JANUARY 1986

I call Hervé de la Martiniere (Lechéne publishing house). His secretary,
Ms Bragua, tells me that one of the programme commission members has
seen my documents.

- It’s about a Polish painter. The audience is scarce. I'm sorry, but despite
the quality of this painting, we have to refuse.

I ask:

- But is it only mercantile considerations that don’t allow you to issue this
album?

She answers:
-Yes ... Yes ...l thinkso....

And I've been sent back to the secretary again. So I'd already knocked
the doors of all publishing houses in Paris. All of them unanimously refused
to release an album about Beks’s works.

What shall I do then?
What?

Just do it yourself.

63



CARPENTIER, 22N JANUARY 1986

Today I met with the owner of a major gallery, located on Bac Street
(number 46), a Carpentier. In all that confusion, I wanted to seek some
advice from him. The meeting had been proposed and then arranged by
doctor Cohen. Before I recount the conversation with my main interlocutor,
I'd like to say a few words about our middleman.

Cohen used to be a doctor and next converted to a businessman. Today
he’s the owner of a chain of shops with imported English furniture. I met him
when buying asofa. As every good tradesman, he can easily strike up
an acquaintance. One thing led to another and Itold him that Iwas
interested in the painting of “a guy who lives in Poland and whose several
paintings I've already bought”. It was at the time when I purchased the first
items of my collection from Sciegienny, Beks himself and from Wahl. I had
a few slides with me, so I showed them to Cohen. Like hundreds of people
after him, he was surprised by the paintings. But his reaction was of
particular importance to me: it was one of the first reactions I'd experienced,
so it made a powerful impression on me. Additionally, it was accompanied by
a piece of advice, which later turned out to be decisive. Not realizing
the significance of what he was saying, doctor Cohen made a casual remark
when walking to the door with me: - When you’ve met such a painter, it’s
worthwhile having exclusive rights to him.

At that time I didn’t know anything about exclusivity agreements, just like
I didn’t know anything about art trade. But the idea started germinating in
my mind, and a month later, when going to Poland, I already had a ready
project. The project inspired by the talk with doctor Cohen. As you see, my
Friend, everything began quite by chance.

Upon return from Poland, I visited him and gave him a bottle of Polish
vodka as a present. He was surprised when he discovered the reason for
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the gift, as he hadn’t realised the importance of his advice and most probably
had simply forgotten about it.

Besides, since he long enthused over the painting “heads in blood”,
I decided to buy it from Baele’s son, though I actually didn’t like it much.

Later on, doctor Cohen often told me about a serious art tradesman he
would like me to meet. At the beginning, I wasn’t very keen on the meeting,
because its faint mercantile smell hurt my pride. However, the necessity of
selling at least a few paintings by Beks had become a matter of the utmost
urgency. I therefore contacted doctor Cohen and asked him to put me in
touch with his friend.

Well, this is what I wanted to say about doctor Cohen. I must admit that if
I have ever met anyone friendly, kind and really unselfish on my “Beks way”,
it surely was him.

Today I met with him in the quarter of St. Germain des Pres. Having no
money, I couldn’t invite him to a posh restaurant. Tough luck. But I'd noticed
that he wasn’t the extravagant type, either: just in case he had to pay the bill,
Cohen readily accepted my proposal to go to the Plate of Beef, which is
a restaurant with flat-rate menu pricing. Our conversation very quickly
moved to the problems which result from working with the French. My
bitterness soon found an attentive listener in him.

- Oh, dear, how well I understand you — he told me, while confiding his
own problems to me, the problems of a Jewish emigrant from North Africa,
who had to pave his way in this sclerotic, hostile and sluggish society.

- Have you ever been to the States? — I asked him. — I heard people work
really hard there and you can achieve things.

No, he’d never been to the States.

After dinner, at the arranged time, doctor Cohen takes me to that
Carpentier, for whom we have to wait twenty minutes. Right now we are
chatting about one or two things with his wife. First abit tense, Mrs
Carpentier soon relaxes and tells us interesting things about life in Israel,
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the inflation in this country, problems with finding a flat, earnings etc. She
goes there to see her daughter five or six times a year.

Her husband, who turns up a bit later, right away makes an impression of
an open, bright and cordial man. His handshake is firm and short.

He tells me that he’s already seen the brochure and the film, which doctor
Cohen gave him through an acquaintance of theirs. Now he’s looking at three
paintings by Beks, which I've brought along. These are: “Town in Ruins”,
which I bought from Seniuch, “Icon”, which Ania also calls “Makowski”, and
“Face with Inscription, Hanging over the Sea”.

When we start talking about Beks, Itake out a piece of paper and, as
the conversation moves on, Iput down all theimpressions of my
interlocutor. I can therefore certify that what I write is true.

Carpentier admits straight away that it’s “very good painting” and “Beks is
areal painter”. But the sale of his works is out of question, because they are
simply “scary”. He’s absolutely sure of that and will not change his mind
throughout the conversation.

“He’s never going to become a great painter. Too scary”.

“You're going to have endless problems with this painting. Give it up”.
“Stop! You're coming into a hole without a way-out”.

“Just try to recover the money you've put in it and forget it”.

At a certain point, doctor Cohen shows him the slide of Madonna and
Child.

- The moment you see it, you start thinking about death — says
Carpentier. — You’ll never sell this painting. Closed eyes are associated with
death. Misty eyes also bring death to mind.

In reply, I tell him about Beks'’s success in Poland.

- He might be liked in Poland — Carpentier answers. — Poles are peculiar
kind of people. They've had too many brushes with death.
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I listen to him attentively, but say to myself: Talk all you want,
“specialist”. This painter is going to be more fast-selling than Picasso.
Neither you nor I will live to see it, but a time will come when each painting
by Beks can be sold at a price determined by the seller.

And I'm not shaken in my belief even when Carpentier’s son (a 24 or 25-
year-old youth) enters the gallery and, asked by his father: “What do you
think of it?”, answers in an absolutely identical way: “Macabre. It won'’t sell.”

Actually, I don’t know the Old Testament at all, but I've heard it contains
a parable which goes more or less like that: “If one person tells you that you
are wrong, it might be true. If three people say you are wrong, it is almost
certain to be true. And if all people claim that you are wrong, you needn’t
worry: surely, you are right”.

Of course, this doesn’t prevent me from memorising a large number of
Carpentier’s strategic tips. It’s not even worth trying to show Beks in Japan.

- It’s like committing suicide. A gallery daring to exhibit such a painter
would be smashed up. To the Japanese, this painting would simply be
shameful. (See the endnote).

- The Australians buy only big names, but chiefly third-rate pictures. Just
out of snobbery, they want to have a great painter. For example, a mediocre
painting by Renoir.

- And what do you think of the States? — I ask.

- Perhaps in the west states? But that might come off only after prior 4-5
exhibitions around the world.

As regards Italy, he hesitates. When Itell him about Margonari and
the large-scale success of his exhibitions organised in Mantua and Florence,
he doubts:

- Well, maybe, maybe ...

But he does advise me to try in Germany and German Switzerland.
Proposes to look for the address of Bronstaad gallery (in Hamburg?) and give
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it to me on the phone. Before that, he will call the gallery and tell them about
me.

Among other strategic tips, I have noted also this one:

- To become famous, a painter must sell well. In many galleries, not just
one. This arouses confidence and people begin to appreciate him. If not
selling well, even a gigantic painter will never be famous. And vice versa.

Besides, he gives me a lot of practical advice, which I scrupulously write
down:

- If a gallery wants to have a decent exhibition of a painter, it must invest
at least 200 000 francs. So it must have 30-40 paintings to be put up for
sale. In such acase, thedivision of profits between the gallery and
the painter must be 50/50. If, however, the painter participates in the costs,
he’s got a right to demand more.

Small pictures by Beks (15 figures) might be put up for sale for about 10
000 marks (30 000 francs), “because he’s an unknown painter”. Big pictures
(100 figures) might be sold at about 65 000 francs. But he advises me against
conditioning the price on the size and suggests that it should depend on
the painting’s quality. It’s sort of comforting to hear it from a representative
of the profession in which art is usually sold by metres and kilograms.

- Why don’t you make lithographs? — he asks at a certain point. He then
moves on to explain that if someone doesn’t know how to do it on their own,
it’s possible to “cheat a little bit”. The painter must just prepare the patterns.
Then specialists in France use these patterns to make copies, and
the audience will not even see the difference.

- The cost of it would be 100-150 francs per a lithograph. And you can sell
it for 800 francs. This will let you recover the costs put in it, because
altogether the investment will not exceed 25 000 francs, and it will sell very
well.

- Don’t bind yourself with any gallery for more than one exhibition.
Anyway, no gallery would agree to that — he adds a moment later.
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- If you send your paintings abroad, send them only on the condition they
are bought.

Then he adds:

- Insure the paintings with Lloyds according to a fixed value. You must
make it clear that in the event the paintings don’t come back on the agreed
day, they will have to pay you the insurance. This will protect you against
dishonest and insolvent galleries.

I have now reached the crucial point, which requires the opinion of
a specialist: don’t I risk sort of downgrading Beks by proposing lower prices
at the next exhibition? Itell Carpentier about my previous strategy of
excluding 16 paintings from sale and establishing so high prices for
the remaining 6 pictures that nobody could buy them.

He assures me that I shouldn’t worry.

- If people really remember your prices, which I personally doubt, they
will just think that you didn’t want to sell the paintings and now you’ve
changed your mind. That will neither harm the painter nor belittle him in
the eyes of the audience.

I'm relieved. There’s no better thing to listen to than the one you want to
hear.

At one point doctor Cohen asks Carpentier if he is willing to exhibit Beks
in his gallery, to which he responds that “the matter is open”. Then, I add in
turn that I could take part in advertising costs, that “Penthouse” is going to
devote acouple of pages to Beks, which would undoubtedly help
the exhibition, and finally, that success with the audience is guaranteed, as
during the exhibition at Valmay’s the number of visitors ranged from 50 to
130 persons per hour.

- Just like at the exhibition of Lebenstein, that Pole we showed not long
ago — Carpentier’s son interrupts me. — Lots of people will come, and nobody
will buy anything. It’s true, however, that there is a difference of the whole
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quality class between them. When leaving, Carpentier asks me to call him in
two months.

-The schedule for this year is full. But next year... A prestigious exhibition
without any hope for sale ... Why not?

What is the general conclusion then?

This man made a powerful, good impression on me. He gave open, honest
and clear answers, quite different from the caution remarks I can hear from
everywhere. Which doesn’t change thefact that his advice to sell
the paintings and run away from the sinking ship let me down.

What delighted me, though, was that a specialist admitted I was right in
the fundamental question, namely, that Iwouldn’t downgrade Beks by
lowering the prices at the next exhibition.

In theend, Imeticulously wrote down his explanations about
the necessity to sell paintings if you want to promote their author and make
him a great artist. For, without the sale, he will remain unknown even if he
were Rembrandt.

POST SCRIPTUM

To what extent you shouldn’t believe specialists but yourself could be
proved by the fact that it was the Japanese who, in 1990, bought 59 paintings
by Beks in one transaction for a million dollars, paying for the last of them
(Sea with the Sun) 100 000 dollars. They were so excited that they’d have
bought for 100 000 dollars a piece all the remaining paintings by Beks from
my collection (apart from the ones I'd already sold them, Istill had 8o at
the time) if I'd only agreed. For Katyn they were ready to pay any price,
I mean the one that I'd have demanded. They came to Poland five times to
buy all Beks’s paintings circulating on the market.
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Can you then treat seriously the words of an experienced specialist who
claims that showing Beks to the Japanese would be tantamount to suicide,
that they consider this kind of painting shameful and would smash up
the gallery which dared to exhibit him?
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MINIERE, 28™ JANUARY 1986

A moment ago I had a meeting with the regional fine arts adviser, Claude
Miniere. His office is in Grand Palais, on the ground floor, entrance D.

In the previous note, I already described the surprising talks I'd had for
many weeks with his secretary, who persistently refused to organise
an appointment with her superior. Yesterday she unexpectedly called to
inform me that Mr Miniere had changed his mind and was going to talk to
me.

The meeting started at 6 o’clock sharp, that is, at the agreed time.
The conversation lasted forty three minutes.

Claude Miniere is a high-ranking official in the department of culture. He
must be about fifty. Medium height, slim, with an earring in his left ear. His
voice and behaviour, however, do not show any signs of homosexuality.

On his desk lies the cassette with my film and the documents I sent him,
asking for an appointment: atwo-part brochure on the exhibition, a four-
language leaflet, a small poster and 12 postcards.

Our conversation soon turns out to be important to me, because, at last, it
is clear. It’s clear, as Iget open and direct answers, which seems quite
unusual for this milieu. But it is also clear because I finally have the courage
to ask clear-cut questions.

Since I'm up against the wall and have practically nothing to lose, this
time I don’t limit myself to asking for help in my enterprise — which I did
with his predecessors. Now, I decide to openly ask my interlocutor what he
thinks of the difficulties I constantly come across. In the future it’s going to
spare me time which Iwould otherwise waste racking my brains over
the possible reasons for refusal and making wild conjectures about it.
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After exchanging a few hackneyed remarks on the impossibility of seeing
the movie (“we had our video cassette recorder stolen”), we move on to
the purpose of my visit.

I introduce myself as Beksinski’s friend and briefly tell him about
the exhibition in Valmay’s Gallery.

The experience has taught me one thing: this kind of introduction might
be deemed as bragging, so I'm brief and proceed to the heart of the matter:

- Since the time of that exhibition — I finish my story — I've tried to open
many doors. Everywhere I've heard a refusal.

- What doors did you knock at?

- Istarted with Beaubourg Centre. I'd done that before I exhibited
Beksinski in Valmay’s Gallery. At that time, I hoped the Centre would help
me ...

- And what did they tell you?
I give him a rough account of my conversation with Brunet and Zadora.

- Their invariable argument — Isay briefly — was that they couldn’t
evaluate the quality of this painting, because such an assessment would be
thoroughly subjective. The Centre adopted a policy — I was told. This policy
is to support a certain kind of art. Well, Beksinski’s art is not the kind that
the Centre decided to propagate.

I tell him about the difficulties I encountered at museums in Paris, in
the suburbs of Paris and in the provinces, which also refused to give any
assessment of Beksinski’s painting. The only opinion I heard was that this art
did not conform to the criteria and policy they had adopted.

I don’t want to provoke a hostile reaction, which appears when the office
is attacked before the official. Polemics on this subject would blur the real
cause of refusal, which I will hear in a moment. Therefore, throughout my
story, I avoid any critical remarks about my previous interlocutors. At
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the same time, as I am dealing with an official, Itry to use an ordinary,
matter-of-fact language, with as few adjectives as possible.

My tactics turns out right, because Miniére soon discloses his real beliefs
on theissues that keep bothering me. He doesn’t hide behind the high-
officials’ jargon, packed with cautious expressions, the jargon I know well,
which lets you talk a lot and say nothing.

The opinions I hear from my interlocutor are clear. I soon find out what
I wanted to know.

As I expected, Miniére — due to his position and milieu — doesn’t like this
painting. He won’t help me. The argument he uses I've already heard in
an indirect form from other culture department officials. All of them were
not particularly sensitive to aesthetic experiences, but extremely attached to
the criteria and rules of the policy allowing them to immediately separate
the art which is not worth any support from the one that deserves it. So,
having heard the usual speech on the great importance of novelties in art,
I already know that I'll hear arefusal in a moment. But I also realize that
I don’t risk anything if I get involved in polemics, and that I can freely speak
my mind.

Since it’s not going to cost me anything, Iwould like to take this
opportunity and find out something more about the causes responsible for
such a severe narrowing of the mind in a seemingly normal man. Especially
that this man holds a high position in the state culture administration.

- Is novelty the only value of a work of art? It is only novelty that can
encourage state authorities to help artists? — I ask.

Such a Manichaean question, though expressed in a polite tone, usually
provokes irritation.

- Yes, definitely yes — answers Miniere, to my amazement. — If a given
painter doesn’t inspire the contemporary artists, doesn’t provoke questions,
why should we help him? In France, there are thirty five thousand artists
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belonging to the National Insurance System. Why should we support those
whose art is already a relic?

Then he shows me aleaflet about Adami, who at the moment has
an exhibition in Beaubourg Centre.

- Look, this is an artist who has something to say, and Centre Pompidou
was right when taking the decision to exhibit him — he adds.

I awkwardly try to protest:

- But there are other criteria of art quality apart from its innovation and
inspiration for theyouth. Also, museums are not the only arbiters of
the greatness of artists. The innovation criterion is quite fresh and might be
temporary. It didn’t start until the time of impressionists and the abstract art
revolution. Nobody in their right mind would think of measuring Diirer’s
genius by the degree to which he influenced the art of other artists of his
time. He’s brilliant and immortal, as he appeals to the whole mankind, in
every epoch. As regards the arbiter — it seems to me that apart from
the museums which show artists’ works and critics who participate in their
promotion, there is also space for the audience. It also has something to say.
Well, there were crowds at Beksinski’s exhibition ....

Miniére interrupts me:

- It’s not acriterion. And the audience, as you say, buy daubs in
Montmartre. They will adore whatever they are told to adore.

For two seconds I keep silent, so as to emphasise the overtone of this
opinion.

- The officials responsible for culture in France — I say — seem to share
your opinion on this only criterion of the quality of art, namely innovation, at
least with regard to contemporary art. Iwas told exactly the same in
Beaubourg Centre. But if this is the case, why shouldn’t you help me simply
because it’s one of national painters in the country considered friendly by
France. For in Poland Beksinski is one of the major painters.
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- Is he a dissident?

- No — I reply, being more and more amazed by the sincerity of this man.
It’s true that I've been asked this question before, but always in a veiled way,
sort of casually, as if my interlocutors didn’t attach much importance to it.
Finally, however, Istarted asking myself this question: “if there was
a positive answer, would there appear any proposals? Art, as every other
domain, is a field of ideological struggle. The democratic-liberal system is as
cynical in its artistic ecstasies as the communist system. Claude Miniere is
evidently disappointed with my answer and with his both hands makes
a gesture which seems to be saying: “You must understand that in such
a case I can’t help you”.

But after a few moments he comes back to the issue of Polish identity and
encourages me to highlight this aspect in the future:

- Has your painter established a school in Poland? Please, write — he adds
with a sudden surge of energy, as if he finally found a key to the puzzle —
something which would explain that he has inspired the young, that he has
formed a school. Are there any painters who admit to be influenced by him?
— he comes back to his leitmotif and finishes: - If yes, there might be
a chance. And if no, let me repeat: this art is obsolete. Renoir can still be
exhibited, because he still exerts an influence on the young. But this art does
no longer inspire anybody.

I understood: Beksinski, a curiosity of the countries from the world’s end.

- This doesn’t change the fact that there is something tragic about it —
I start the conversation again, in an almost irritated tone. — Well, if it was
true that the quality of contemporary art is determined only by its novelty,
this would mean that we are coming back to official art. The art which is
recognizable on the basis of one criterion, like in the case of the art of salons
in the 19th century and Soviet socialist realism. This is the only art deserving
the support of state authorities, as it conforms to the official measure of
value. In this case, the measure of this value is supposed to be innovation.

76



Miniére does not react to my increasing aggressiveness. Just like his
colleagues from Beaubourg Centre, he will repeatedly come back to
the decisive, in his opinion, criterion of novelty and inspiration for the youth,
the only true values of contemporary art. The stuff I hear from those people
is so similar that, in the end, I've got an impression that all the officials,
those Grympases, Zadoras, Brunets and others had ganged up before they
met with me. Except that the previous ones drowned the gist of the matter in
a stream of more or less incoherent words, while this man seems to be
extremely precise and surprisingly consistent in what he’s saying.

Should I continue the polemics with him then? As for Beks, everything is
lost, anyway. Should I try to explain to this high-ranking official that art is
something far more complex? After the impressionists and cubism were
ignored, which was a humiliating experience for France, all of them were
made to believe that, since now on, art would be measured and weighted
according to one, but infallible criterion. That art is the ability of renewing
itself on an everyday basis, constant searching for new ways, in keeping with
the spirit of the age.

Shall I try to convince this man, within a few moments which he allotted
me, that looking for novelties in art might be a transitory, or at least a fresh
phenomenon? That it might be merely areflection of technological and
scientific progress observed in the world for about a century. That the art
which expresses this progress and serves the insatiable desire for novelty
could be afleeting trend? That in each of us there is something constant,
eternal, unshakable and universal, and there is always space for art which
refers to mysticism, death, infinity?

These people were taught from thesame textbooks, at the same
university, by the same professors, for years, slowly, every day — that
everything is replaceable, that art, just like science and technology, must
push its way forward to deserve to be called art; that any artist’s reflection on
what is universal and permanent, is bad, because it is static, passé and
outdated.
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They wrote master theses, then press articles and books about it. They
invested thousands of hours of individual and collective work to instil in
the people the vision of art as a promoter of progress. They are so convinced
of it that they can’t understand to what extent their outlook is historically
temporary. They cannot feel how much Beks’s painting is timeless, because it
is close to what is constant and immutable in human existence as long as
a human being is (still) a human being.

Should I hope that, within a quarter, I will convince the official who has
devoted all his life to propagate a certain vision of art that all his truth is
merely atiny crumb of Truth, small and fossilized. That art is a giant
phenomenon, complex and mysterious, which cannot be reduced to one or
two criteria?

How shall I convince a civil servant who disposes of public money that his
clear and simple criteria — which let him cut any discussion and spare him
any hesitation — are merely an illusion? That you can’t avoid uncertainty,
mental effort, risk and “unnecessary” polemics if you want to make a good
choice and spend public money in the right way. That to promote art, you
need passion, impulses, love at first sight and a “nose”. That relying on two
criteria and one “policy” might be justified in the case of road construction,
but not when you propagate art.

Should I try to convince him of all that? Convince him and similar officials
whom I've met on my “Beks way”?

Now we are talking about the purchase of paintings by CNAP (National
Centre of Fine Arts). I ask him about the obscure and tortuous principles
governing the selection of candidates for the purchase of paintings. And
above all, I ask him about the presentation and patronage of some painters,
which is exercised by mysterious inspectors.

In his opinion, there is nothing shocking or disloyal about these rules,
even if most candidates cannot take advantage of them.
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- What should I do then to make an inspector agree to see the paintings by
Beksinski, so that they can be recommended to thejury which takes
a decision on the purchase? Itried to arrange an appointment with Mr
Gassiot-Talabot. No way.

- These people don’t have a habit of seeing anybody. They search on their
own and contact the artists they've selected. They choose artists whom they
visit so as to see their works, and later provide them with patronage before
CNAP commission — answers Miniere.

- Tunderstand that such behaviour is typical of art critics — I answer
naively. — Critics are free people (as long as they aren’t paid by a gallery ...).
They can choose to meet a painter or not. They may visit his studio or not.
Inspectors are civil servants, and state offices are governed by the principle
of applicants’ equality and there should be objective control over
the administrators’ decisions. Besides, some minimum openness and
transparency must be ensured in the regulations of a contest whose winners
will obtain a benefit from the administration. In this case, I mean
the purchase of their paintings by the state.

Although my interlocutor is an official himself, and most probably
remains sensitive to this argument, he doesn’t respond.

At theend of the meeting, Miniere suggests that Ishould turn to
the Centre of Culture in Creteil (the suburbs of Paris) to have Beks’s
exhibition organised, because a Pole has recently exhibited his works there”.
Or I should propose Beks’s retrospective to a salon (“although at the moment
salons are not worth much”.). He gives me a whole list, which he must have
specially prepared for the meeting with me. He’s underlined four salons on
the list, the ones that he considers “a bit better than other” (May Salon,
Autumn Salon, Critical Figuration, Comparisons). And what shall I do if no
salon agrees to the retrospective of Beks? “Then exhibit him, like the others,
and wait until something happens”.
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Our conversation has come to an end. We’ve had it in a nice atmosphere,
despite a few bitter tones on my part. His tone was calm and polite.

POST SCRIPTUM, 29™ QCTOBER 1987

Since that time I have been asking myself:

Can you die of a heart attack if, instead of a heart, you've got a beating
criterion in your chest?
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DAILY LIFE, 5™ FEBRUARY 1986

1. It’s three in the morning. I get up so as not to wake up Ania with my
incessant fidgeting in bed. The feeling of fear becomes unbearable. I must
write a few pages to find some peace and quiet.

2. The series of failures goes on.

Well then, another German gallery refused to exhibit Beks’s paintings.
The whole explanation was contained in one short sentence: “We are not
interested”. And they sent the documentation back. In other words, they
weren’t even bothered to leave any trace. That’s strange, because both
Neuman and Carpentier recommended this gallery as the one specialized in
this type of painting.

Germany doesn’t look like an area easier than France. After German and
American failures, I will have to moderate my anger with the official art in
France and the sectarianism of the local culture branch establishment, which
rejects any other aesthetics than its own. The difficulties I come across must
have some deeper reasons than the mere arrogance of French decision-
makers. These causes are probably deeper than the very fact of existence of
official art in the West, which refuses to let any other art into its museums
and exhibition rooms. But what are these reasons?

3. I haven’t heard from Hugnet from “Penthouse” for along time. I'm
worried: will his publication really come out? Or is it another chimera I'll be
chasing like my own shadow?

4. Ms Chanlaire from Unifrance Film keeps silent. She’s in charge of
short-length films in this institution. And Unifrance Film is the lock which
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you must open if you want to make your way to grand international festivals.
What is she pondering over? How can I sleep well if somebody, somewhere,
at the same moment is taking decisions on my film, and I'm not present in
the room and can’t defend it?

5. 'm thinking of organising a private one- or two-day exhibition in a big
Parisian flat (if Ifind one). I would also like to invite my acquaintances,
Levéque or Brisset, that is, the only (paid) critics I know. Of course, if they
agree to come, which I doubt judging by the silence they respond with to all
my letters.

6. Yesterday I met Louse (see the memo on this meeting). As if nothing
had happened, Ibegan to unfold before him splendid prospects of
the exhibition which I proposed to organise in his gallery in September —
October.

- It will have to last two months — I told him. — And then, you can exhibit
Tadeusz Mroz.

Louse demands lots of money, and in no case does he want to take
financial risk (in return for participation in potential income), as he doesn’t
believe that I will succeed in selling anything. Itherefore need 200 000
francs to organise this exhibition. Where shall I find it? How? My debts have
already reached hundreds of thousands!

7. Grazyna Globus, a friend of my wife, working as a booth chief in Lanvin
fashion house, has brought her husband’s cousin, Jacques Fliderbaum, to us.
The cousin is interested in Don Quixote. I don’t feel like selling this painting.
No way. The cousin’s going skiing to Switzerland and will be coming back
with his wife in a month, so we put off the talks till his arrival. Maybe he will
be willing to buy another painting? I nervously cling to this prospect as my
last resort.
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8. Another friend of my wife, Kasia Mlodzikowska, a model with Dior, has
raised my vague hope that her acquaintance Prince Albert of Monaco is
reportedly ready to accept a painting as a gift. But will the Prince authorise
me to disclose this fact? And even if he does, where and how should I publish
such information? What’s the use of the gift then if I have no money to
publish Beks’s album or to organise another exhibition during which I could
publicly announce that one painting belongs to the private collection of
the Prince of Monaco? It would be useless from the point of view of Beks’s
promotion. If, however, this was to come about, I guess, I'd give him “Head
with Ruff and Earring”.

9. Bogdan Michalski has come from Poland and brought me Beks’s
photographs to be published in “Penthouse” in case the said publication
really comes out.

He has proposed his flat in Warsaw as a place where the exhibition could
be organised and combined with the screening of my film. He could invite
hundreds of diplomatic staff members and foreign correspondents in
Warsaw. It’s true that Michalski is a wordly-wise man and knows everybody.
But there is an obstacle: he wants me to finance the cocktail party which
would accompany the vernissage. It seems to me that the idea is good, but
I've got no money for it. I will therefore give Michalski the cassette of my film
and tell him that Tomek Beksinski (who confirmed it by phone yesterday) is
ready to lend his paintings for the exhibition. But I must find a way to get out
of its financing.

The grudge Ihold against Michalski is not receding. That’s a pity. He
himself is trying to get in touch with me and would like me to forget about
everything that happened and drove a wedge between us. I'm feeling bad
about my grudge, too, because he’s anice friend and could become one
again. But if I were to hold out my hand to him, I would have to not know
that his friendship is based only on his admiration for me and his fear of me.
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Unfortunately, I know it perfectly well. And I know that this friendship
would vanish the moment Michalski discovered how weak I am and how
little I've really achieved. He’s already let me feel it two times over the phone.
Therefore, what for some time seemed to be an emotional block, which
I couldn’t cope with, has now become a well-though-out attitude. Friendship
between two men which is not built of thousands of small facts, memories,
talks, events; friendship that is based only on admiration and fear is not
lasting. How many various kinds of political, intellectual or artistic dictators
made a mistake trusting the friendship of those who merely admired and
feared them. As soon as the admiration was gone and the fear disappeared,
all those admirers betrayed them. Et tu, Brute, contra me?

Any friendship based on solely two elements will not only collapse when
these elements are gone, but will cover with debris the one who was still
dominating yesterday.

On top of that, I can’t forget Michalski’s incompetence and poor work
during the exhibition. I paid him lavishly. He was supposed to be my
spokesman and create a screen between me and the people I didn’t want to
see, because Ididn’t like them or they aroused my aggression. Well,
Michalski limited himself to selling postcards. Even the mere 5 or 6
addresses of people interested in Beks’s painting, which he took during
the exhibition, were given to me only yesterday, three months after
the exhibition ended.
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PARANOIAC, 22N° FEBRUARY 1986

Today, in the toilet, where we keep “Paris Match” and other tabloid rags
browsed by my wife (which Ialso secretly look through), Icame across
an excerpt of an article about mental diseases, placed in the women’s
magazine “Cosmopolitan”.

I cut it out and stuck to this note, because it’s all me, like in a photo.
However, just in case the article got somehow mislaid, let me quote the most
“flattering” fragments about me:

“Un-bear-able ... little commander. In a state of permanent war with
the whole world, to which he must constantly prove that he’s not anybody ...
Collects evidence ... Builds quite a convincing delirium around his grudges ...
convinced that humanity doesn’t want to acknowledge his rights. Such
a person is a brilliant inventor or somebody who considers himself brilliant,
and yet the contest jury refuses to give him the award he deserves. One day
he will show them all ... Stiff ... Dominant megalomaniac ... Speaks clearly
and logically. Knows perfectly well what he wants ... Doesn’t have even
a grain of humour ... Everybody hates him”.

Oh, yes, the bit “everybody hates him” is true.

POST SCRIPTUM, 28™ JUNE 1986

I read this note to Ania.

- You are not like that — she said. Everything goes in your direction, but
it’s not you. It’s exaggerated. All is true, but raised to power. You have some
sense of humour, though, and you’re not so stupid. The fact that “I'm not SO
stupid” has a particularly strong appeal and flatters my ego.
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FLU, 23%° FEBRUARY 1986

Something’s wrong with my head.

1. I'm so irritated that in my heart of hearts I'm fighting with the whole
world. At such moments, I imagine to be staying on a podium on TV or in
Supreme Court and giving aspeech for the prosecution against all
incompetent, arrogant people and cowards. I don’t let anybody get away. All
of them ask for forgiveness, and Iremain merciless and punish them
severely.

I'm blathering — I say to myself and .... keep on announcing sentences.

2. The prospect of ausual day, just an ordinary Monday, like all other
Mondays in ayear, makes me anxious. I will have to do so many things,
which in the end will turn out useless ... It’s so hard to struggle through
a weekday.

3. I'm getting over anacute flu. That’s the cause of my nervous
exhaustion. It’s because of the flu that I'm constantly coming back to my
grudges, taking spiritual revenge. But I'm tired irrespective of the illness. If
no reason for a smile, at least a tiny ray of hope, appears on the horizon, I'll
plunge even deeper in my phantoms.

How many failures are there still ahead of me? How many?

4. My balance is so upset that I'm starting to worry about myself. I went
through a similar beginning of grim depression at the age of 22. But at that
time, there was the promise of the future. Today I'm approaching 44 and
the experience has taught me that you can have the black colour in roulette
20 or even more times in a row. In such a case, only beginners could be naive
enough to put a bet on the red against the table, hoping they win thanks to
patience.
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5. Ania is in Germany. I'm lying in bed alone and systematically spoil
the life of my mother-in-law, who has come from Poland to stay with us for
a couple of months. Every now and again I attack her, and later apologise.
Then I start anew.
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RESENTMENT, 24™ FEBRUARY 1986

I often reproach myself for not being able to forget the harms suffered
from people. When afriend Itook offence at tries to bury the hatchet,
I usually don’t respond. Having once turned my back on him, I rarely decide
to get closer again and hold out my hand to him. Usually, ten or fifteen years
must pass by before I forget the grudges.

And doing so, I think I'm right.

Firstly, if I wanted to make it up with somebody who has hurt me, I would
have to be able to find the motives for him causing me the pain. Can I do
that?

Usually, he doesn’t realize himself why he acted this way or another. In
any case, he doesn’t realize that he has done something wrong. At the same
time, he doesn’t realize how deeply he hurt me with his behaviour. He
doesn’t understand the motives or the effects of his deed. And if he himself,
who’s inside, is not able to find them, how I, the one who’s outside, could
possibly do that?

The reasons? the simplest hand gesture contains hundreds of them.
Numerous, tangled, changeable reasons; how could I find them, if he himself
claims that he didn’t realize the effects would be bad and cause me pain.

I really envy those happy ones who always know perfectly well why they
were harmed...

And suppose I could find the reasons, would I be able to explain them to
him?

It’s still a piece of cake — to single-handedly discover your neighbour’s
reasons for the gesture that insulted you. But you must justify them, as, by
definition, he doesn’t understand them. Should I then have an honest chat
with him? God forbid!
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Words are a thin footbridge. When you enter it to get to your enemy, it
breaks. A tiny sand grain, a wrong track, an awkward gesture are enough to
block the way to him. Anyway, there are ten other paths, and only one is
good. How to find it?

And even If I discovered it, could I convince my friend of his guilt so that
he would admit I was right?

Finding the motives on your own, then explaining them to him are just
two (and already exhausting) steps on the way which requires a hundred. To
convince him — that’s the real difficulty. How to omit it? That’s what I don’t
know. For how can you convince another person of the evil you've found in
them? For him, it’s only empty words to which he will respond with words,
too. The words which will be right and sufficient in his opinion. “It’s because

... — he will answer me, firmly believing in what he’s saying. A talk of
the deaf.

And finally, could I change him even if I managed to convince him and he
admitted I was right?

The most difficult part of work is still to be done: what to do to make him
improve his behaviour?

“I've understood — he will say in the best case scenario. — I will never do it
again”.

But despite the remorseful face and pricks of conscience, despite the firm
will to change himself, he won’t change a jot. He will remain what he was in
the past. Because in afight with oneself, one always loses. Once David
succeeded in beating Goliath. That’s why the Bible mentions it. Apart from
that, however, it’s Goliath who crushes David. This is what the Bible doesn’t
say, because there isn’t much sense in talking about obvious things, is it?

89



What can the contrition of my culprit do against his own ego? What’s
the point of attempts made by a man who wants to soar in the air if his own
weight gets him down, to the ground?

That is why, in general, I don’t hold out my hand to anybody who asks
forgiveness. And I guess I'm right.
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TEXT, 3%> MARCH 1986

Death here, death everywhere ...

At the beginning, like every proselyte, I observed the Master’s teachings to
the letter: there is no content in this painting.

I even wrote a short text “Beksinski — Painting without Meanings”. He’d
repeated it so many times that Ibelieved in what I was saying like in
the Bible. Besides, I had to put an end to the crude, annoying and ridiculous
deliberations on “the end of the world”, “we and infinity” or “ecce homo”,
which accidental members of the audience embarked upon during their
visits, because if I'd allowed the literary interpretation of Beks’s painting to
become widespread in France, the opinion on him as a narrative illustrator
would soon have been established. And due to the reasons I've never been
able to grasp, painting which illustrates poetry (especially optimistic) is by
no means threatened in France, while the one inspired by prose (especially
tragic) is doomed to ridicule.

Therefore, to remain faithful to Beks’s teachings on the purely formal
character of his painting, and to avert explanations that might harm him,
I started talking about the lines and colours, as if they were the only elements
explaining this painting. There is “neither any philosophical wisdom to be
instilled nor deadly stories to be told” — I wrote in the text accompanying my
exhibition.

Today, I view it in a completely different way!

I've seen too many paintings to stick to that fallacy. It’s nothing but death.
Beautiful, solemn and painful — Death. And, if I'm so fascinated by these
paintings, it’s because Death fascinates me in them.

I therefore wrote anew short text entitled Beksinski — “Soul-to-Soul
Talk”. I wrote it spurred by my feelings, which, as usual, were exaggerated.
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Although that text expressed exactly what I was feeling, it might have
seemed equally ridiculous, because of my grandiloquence.

When Iread it to Ania, she shrugged her shoulders. Beks, on the other
hand, gave me to understand that the text had irritated him with its ecstatic
tone.

Above all, however, thetext was afailure because, contrary to
the previous one, it ascribed to Beks the intention that didn’t exist. But only
now do I know about it.

For, unlikely as it might sound to any reasonable person, Beks paints
without understanding, without even wishing to understand where
the impression of content emanating from his paintings comes from. He is
like a tool himself, unaware tool in the hands of a higher being that inhabits
his sub consciousness and uses his brush to express itself. An incredible
thing to a spectator, who can’t understand how the author of a painting so
packed with content is not able to formulate any “message” while creating it.

So, even though I know that my text is poor for at least two reasons,
I can’t resist the temptation to quote its very conclusion. Although it’s
ecstatic and has nothing to do with what Beks really thinks while painting,
the text still proves the existence of this Being in the depths of his sub
consciousness. Beks renounces and is ashamed of this Being, but at the same
time he can’t help being a medium through which it constantly expresses
itself. Anyway, it’s this Being that attracts me and with which I identify.
The aware, sober Beks is not interesting at all.

I therefore wrote:

“This painting is mystic. And although the life of its author could be
closed in ten lines, the whole world of creatures and things inhabits his soul.
There is a deep mystery in him, though he denies it. The mystery, however,
shouldn’t be sought in his life. It is hidden in the fearful, dark world, in
which he has a constant dialogue with nothingness. The dialogue without
words, without meanings, without content.
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And when he paints a cross on a dumping ground full of rubbish, it’s not
because he wants to provoke viewers and force them to pity for a while. In
this painting, there is no pain screaming for people’s attention, because this
painting does not ask for anything. It is a desperate dialogue with Death,
a dialogue beyond any meanings, a soul-to-soul dialogue”.

93



ZARZECKI, 20™ MARCH 1986

An apartment on two levels in a wealthy house in Neuilly, “family” dinner,
she, he, Ania and me. A conversation about everything and nothing. In front
of me, there is hung on the wall a painting by Beks which I haven’t known
before.

Mr and Mrs Zarzecki came to the vernissage. They seemed to like
the exhibition, as they repeatedly emphasised their admiration for its
organisation. Ithen concluded they might want to join another one. Why
not? After all, they treated their own painting like a treasure.

- The most beautiful painting belongs to us — they kept repeating.

In the middle of September 1985, as far as I remember well, we invited
them to dinner to Maison du Danemark, in the company of Mrs Marszalek-
Mlynczyk and ajournalist from TF1 news, Jean Offredo. After the said
dinner, I wrote to them, attaching a cassette with my film. Later on, I heard
from somebody that they’d been to Poland and tried to contact Beks.

- Aha — I thought — they want to buy another painting, but cheaper than
from me.

So, when upon return they called me, inviting to dinner, Ithought I'd
already understood what the whole thing was about: they didn’t manage to
buy from Beks and now, are coming back to me. Great!

I need to sell something badly. It’s absolutely necessary. Nobody wants
my paintings here, and the only thing I've achieved after a five-month
tussling is that article in “Penthouse”, which cost me 170 ektachromes lost by
Hugnet.

It’s not long before I figure out that there’s nothing to hope for. Just at
the beginning, Zarzecki, like all the others, assures me:
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- This painting is of extraordinary beauty, but it puts me in a depressing
mood. I couldn’t live with skeletons on a daily basis.

Well, as amatter of fact, the painting they have is “mild”: aboard
standing on the seashore. The frequent motif in Beks’s painting; in this one,
however, there’s no aggression.

I hint to them that I also have many “mild” paintings. No reaction. A nice
chat.

When Mrs Zarzecka goes out of the living room, her husband can’t hold
on any longer and quietly confides in me:

- Two months ago, we bought one more from a collector in Warsaw. We'll
have it in Paris soon.

Now Iunderstand everything. The depressing character of Beks’s
paintings is merely an official version, which was supposed to explain
the refusal to buy a painting from me.

We promise each other to meet again. In our place. In theirs. They are
going to invite Offredo so that he will show areport on my autumn
exhibition on television. Then I kiss the hostess’s hand and .... that’s the end.
One of my last hopes floats away ....

I keep acheerful face and, in the car, try to gossip with Ania about
the Zarzecki in a carefree tone. She can’t be fooled, though. She’s worried, as
she knows how important this meeting was to me. Luckily, she only partly
knows about it. Finally, I change the topic, because I'm afraid of betraying
myself and changing her fear into panic.

Later come four hours of deep sleep, after which I suddenly wake up in
the middle of the night. Breaking out in a sweat, with a twinge of anxiety in
my stomach, I get up. In the bathroom, Ilook at myself in the mirror: my
eyes are popping out.

There’s the last hope left: a brother-in-law of Grazyna Globus. When
staying here last time, he clearly gave me to understand that he would like to
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buy the painting which I call Don Quixote. It’s a bit as if he wanted to buy
one of my hands, so I first said: no. Having my back to the wall, however,
today I would probably say: yes. Anyway, he’s already left for London. If he
gives me the slip, I can’t count on any other help. None!

And yet ... After finishing this note, as if nothing has happened, for
the rest of the night I will be correcting my talks with Beks and the article for
the next brochure: Beksinski — Soul-to-Soul Dialogue.
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FELIKS, 20™ MARCH 1986

There is grand History, and little histories beside it.
Last Sunday, Ida Smith with her husband Stan and son Feliks came to us.

Having seen the paintings, about which they already knew alot, as I'd
shown them the ektachromes, the film and “Penthouse”, they stopped in
front of Rectangular Sea, hanging in the hall.

- Do you like it? — Stan asked Feliks with emphasis.
The child answered:
- No.

A meaningless “no”, which means so much. A little “no”, which this little
boy could have easily said as alittle “yes”. Alittle “yes”, to which this
megarich man could have replied:

- I will buy it for you then.

For I know that Stan doesn’t like this painting and wouldn’t have bought
it for himself. But for his son ... And I would have been saved. Cleopatra’s
birthmark...
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HUGNET, 20™ MARCH 1986

It seems that Nicolas Hugnet has lost my 170 ektachromes.

At eleven o’clock this morning, I went to “Penthouse” to persuade him to
place some adverts about the autumn exhibition in different publications of
Filipacchi group, which the monthly belongs to, and to get the cassette with
my film back, but chiefly because I wanted to recover the ektachromes.

He hadn’t brought the cassette to the editorial office, as he’d been “up to
his ears at work”. He didn’t have time to talk with me about advertising,
because “the phone kept ringing all that time”. At the end, he told
the secretary to fetch the envelope with the ektachromes from the cupboard.

His office is a mess like an attic. How can one work in aroom where
everything is scattered around, papers, photographs, envelopes, different
weeklies, all that on the floor in an absolute mess?

After long minutes of patient searching, the secretary stands up and says:
- They are gone.
- Look for them.

The secretary plunges her head in the cupboard, rummages through
the stuff, takes it out and puts back again. Then Hugnet does the same. He
finds 16 ektachromes, the ones which appeared in “Penthouse”. They are in
an envelope with the name of aman unknown to me. Apart from my
ektachromes, there are two other pieces belonging to another painter.
The remaining 170 are gone.

I don’t say anything, but my breath is clearly giving away the condition of
my nerves. 170 ektachromes lost! I hate to think about it. If they have really
disappeared, the fortune and many-month work of Glinicki, who travelled
throughout Poland to photograph the paintings in museums and collectors’
houses, are lost ...
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Hugnet mutters something under his breath:
- I'll find them in a moment. I’ll call you in the evening.

If he finds them, all right. I've already got a pretty shitty day ahead of me,
but that’s another story. When such a day is finally over, you say to yourself:
much fear about nothing. But this day has just begun.

I hope Ican breathe asigh of relief in the evening. Even if it happens,
though, who’s going to pay me for 9 hours of fear? Assuming, of course, that
he finds them .... , which I really doubt. I have no receipt. Nothing. Only his
word ...

When will the black colour finally stop coming on my table?

It’s ten past four in the afternoon. I call Hugnet, as I'm so panic-stricken
that Twon’t hold on till the evening. He hasn’t found them yet. Still
searching...
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DELAGE, 27™ MARCH 1986

It doesn’t look good.

At about four in the afternoon I went to the Winter Salon on Taine Street,
to pick up two paintings by Beks (the ones which I call Trumpeter and
Precipice with Gravestones) and two paintings by Mroz.

- Too early — tells me Ms Dubreuil, whose job is to receive guests here —
please, come at five.

Waiting for the fixed time, Italk for alonger while with the Salon
organiser, a Mr Delage. He’s an old man with a clever and spiteful look.

- It’s well-painted — he says looking at Beks’s paintings. — But you’ll never
succeed in selling it. Such painting won’t get through in France. Too
macabre. Ms Dubreuil, who spent a month receiving guests here, will
probably confirm it. All those who’d seen the paintings got the same
impression. Your Mro6z is much better in this respect. Actually, Iwas
surprised by the number of people interested in this painting. But Beksinski
doesn’t arouse much interest. Besides, you know, everything is determined
by the traders. They won’t let you sell it. Americans? No, they don’t buy
much. Apart from that, they are interested only in big names.

I show him the brochure and “Penthouse”.

- It’s not worth anything. Every day I get a packet of such catalogues from
Lausanne, Munich, Washington. I throw everything away. Sometimes I will
have glance at a photo. “Penthouse”? Everybody knows that critics write
because they are paid. Nobody believes in what they say. Besides, everybody
knows that magazines sometimes publish articles which are, in fact, hidden
advertisements paid by galleries that promote painters. You can only count
on an amateur who will like it. Don’t even think about anything else — he
adds after a while.
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- And if I exhibited this painter in the provinces? — I ask.

- Where? In a museum? Mayor’s offices? Galleries? Actually, any good
painter tries to exhibit his works here, in Paris. It’s not worthwhile going to
the provinces. There, you'd find it even more difficult to sell. People in
the provinces buy only to invest. If you want to promote him, you'd better
exhibit. This is the only thing that makes any sense.

It’s not very heartening, is it? And not very logical.

By the way, I don’t really understand why this guy organises painting
salons, if he throws away all art publications he receives.

With the loss of the ektachromes, this day is written off.

I'm sleep-deprived. Drink too much coffee and sleep only half a night. At
two in the morning, I still pace back and forth in the study, or get up at dawn,
because Ania is just coming back from Germany to leave for Kuwait
tomorrow, and I have to drive her to the airport. Staying with her for a while
is my only joy.
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EXPERIENCE, 30™ MARCH 1986

If I'd spared myself this experience, I would have surely been good for me.

Saying that, I think about all the disappointments, hatred, grudges that
have built up in me towards people and myself since the time when, trying to
promote Beks, I met head-on with the reality.

Complaining about painful blows from the real world at the age of 44
might come across as aliterary pose. After all, I haven’t lived with angels
since the time I appeared on Earth. That’s true. I'm not making up stories,
though, because it’s at the time when I was trying to make Beks popular in
the West that I discovered (or rather re-discovered) the world as I remember
it from childhood: atrocious.

I've already explained it at length, so I know that I'm a tiring bore to come
back to the topic for the hundredth time. Yet ....

If you have a bad character, you’d better live in an out-of-the-way place.
From such aposition you find it somewhat easier to put up with life.
Otherwise, it’s unbearable. Well, it happens that I've got an awful character.
Therefore, my only defence has always been staying away from the others.
Now, the promoting of Beks forces me to constantly contact my neighbours.

Fine. This is what I wanted to say in a few words when starting this sour
note. Now, I’d like to tell about it in more detail.

1. My whole life has been based on building an independent position for
myself. I've usually been able to achieve it. Thanks to that, I existed away
from the others, even when I was staying right beside them. This way I could
put up with people, and even, in exceptional cases, grow fond of them:

a. My memories of childhood are dreadful. The situation of a little,
several-year-old creature completely dependent on others forced me to
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incessantly mix with mates, siblings and teachers. I had to stand them on
a daily basis, and there was nowhere to escape from them. Willy-nilly, every
day, I had to go to school with a feeling of hatred and misery deep in my
heart. I had to share a half of each day with them, like a prisoner has to share
the cell with a co-prisoner. Every day, Ihad to bear attacks of their
aggression, to which I replied with similar aggression, being unable to break
free from the chain which, against my will, bound me to them. Any moment,
any teacher could humiliate me in public, shouting at me or giving me some
corporal punishment, although I was one of the best pupils in the class and,
thanks to that, sort of favoured. What about the others then? Comparing this
world to a small concentration camp doesn’t seem to be hugely exaggerated.

b. Since that time, for about thirty years, I have lived in a sort of cocoon.
First as a student, then as a research worker and barrister, I had neither God
nor ruler. The relations at university, scientific articles as well as relations
with students and clients depended only on me. And even if Ihad to
cooperate with anybody, my position was usually dominant.

After I'd left high school, with the exception of Parisian beginnings,
I didn’t have an employer, colleagues or co-workers who could influence my
enterprises in any way. I was neither dependant on people nor cared for
them. And even if I did develop any bonds with the others, it was for some
minor purposes or in the interest of third parties. I didn’t feel committed
either here or there. In aword, though I physically lived next to my
neighbours, our relations were based on acasual acquaintance. Meetings
with friends, to whom I wasn’t bound with any chains, interest, duty or
common enterprise, were the most typical form of my contacts with the outer
world. And it didn’t matter how many people I met on the underground, at
university or in the street every day.

c. I've been obviously influenced by this very independent lifestyle: as
I stayed with people only when I wanted it, I sort of developed a liking for
them. At least, I didn’t have any reasons to detest them, because even if
someone was temporarily nasty to me, there were no grounds for
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complaining of the whole humanity, or to draw negative conclusions about
the whole universe.

Yes, after leaving high school, when I was no longer pestered by life, that
is, the omnipresence of the others, when Ididn’t have to defend myself
against their aggression or attack them myself any more, I found peace.

And I lived this way for a good bit of time, in accord with the others and
myself. Constant conflicts with people no longer fuelled my passion, my
anger, my exaltation and my hunger for exaggeration. These conflicts — at
least it seemed so to me — had died out once and for all. I'd changed.

I kept repeating it to myself, not realising that I owed this wonderful
mutation to myself as much as to life conditions. And that it would vanish
the moment these conditions returned to thezero point, namely, when
I started to be dependent on others again.

Actually, I was quite liked ... And, what’s most important — I stopped
hating other people. Anyway, one thing resulted in the other, in a chain of
actions and reactions. The less I had to put up with the unbearable presence
of the others, the easier it was. People felt I wished them well, and they paid
me back with the same, which made it even easier for me to tolerate them.
And so on.

I've finally managed to decipher this mechanism, and now I know exactly
how it works: following the miserable school experiences, all my life I've
looked for solutions which would free me from any kind of dependence, or
even, from just sharing an area of two square metres with other people.

To put it simply: my efforts to prolong the period of studies; the selection
of an academic, and next, barrister’s career; the searches for a sphere where
the pressure of the environment would be as little as possible, all that
resulted from a constant, though not necessarily conscious, pursuit of
freedom. To not depend on others! To not have to put up with the attacks of
the employer, colleagues, audience!
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With time, without the pestering presence of homo sapience by my side,
whose stinky odour I would have otherwise been forced to inhale, I found
peace, and even — let me repeat — some vague friendly feelings for people.

d. Though it might seem paradoxical, my four-year work in Lido was
an evident proof of all that. The world of thirty young people, workers,
engine drivers working at night, mostly illiterates from North Africa, or
French criminals, mercenaries from Kathanga, ex-soldiers from the Foreign
Legion — Ireally liked it. Asmall colony of Poles, almost all from
the Academy of Physical Education in Warsaw (which I didn’t attend) looked
like an intellectual institution. The accounts were squared with the necks of
broken bottles or chair legs. I repeat: all that suited me. Being physically
strong, I was not afraid of any assault.

Besides, I didn’t think that this environment reflected the world in any
way. There was no reason to generalise on human meanness after a young
criminal or Berber peasant (though Amar, Berber, was areal model of
nobleness and honesty) screamed or banged his fist. Despite the brutality
and incessant scuffles, the life in Lido was pleasant. The principles were
simple, clear, and the relations with people almost accidental (although
every night we spent four hours together). Our boss, Pappini, a nice and
liberal man, usually didn’t pick on us.

The most important thing, however, was that none of my personal
projects depended on those people, which let me feel quite comfortable
among them and be tolerated, if not liked. I had good relations with them,
just like with criminals I dealt with when working as a barrister for many
years.

2. The meeting with Beks changed everything.

Firstly, I started to care about something more than about getting an a in
an exam. Especially that the said a stopped depending on me. To achieve my
aim, again, I had to get in relations with people. And again, these relations
became a permanent source of conflicts and suffering for me, frustration
which makes me hate people and which causes people to hate me even more.
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This series of mutual attacks began this way:

a. The certainty that I'd come into possession of a treasure, something
unique in the world; the belief that I'd become the promoter of a genius,
made me self-confident.

Yes, the conviction that Ihad something which would be craved by
generations brought the old devil: excessive pride.

My real nature, covered with thirty years of a modest, mediocre and
pleasant life, scrambled onto the surface again. Like at the time when I was
ten years old, I became a boss again. Oh, yes, it certainly was me who set
the first step in mutual fights with the surrounding world.

b. Besides, I soon realized that — due to my passion for Beks’s painting, or
because of my character of a perfectionist — I worked better that the people
whom I now had to contact. I collected a whole pile of documents about it,
describing precisely my doings and stages of the exhibition preparations.
They are filled to the brim with examples of inaptitude, incompetence,
irresponsibility and disrespect on the part of people I happened to work with,
who contrary to me, however, were professionals.

Had it concerned another task, the clash with the real world of mediocrity
and amateurishness might have been like water off a duck’s back to me. Or
the other way round, I'd have given up the whole thing. But it was about
something I couldn’t give up, or ignore and watch passively as it wasted
away. It was something Icared about too much. I had to push Beks’s
wheelbarrows on my own and rush others to properly do their part of
the work. It sickened me when somebody made a blunder or did something
stupid.

This way the second stone was placed: pride resulting from the conviction
that I was better was joined by anger at poor work performed by other
people.

c. Apart from excessive pride and fury, the third stage in this devilish
whirl, which was pulling me down, was contempt for others. How come these
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people work so badly although they are professionals? — I asked myself,
believing that the whole mankind was a bunch of mediocrities.

d. When added, pride, fury and contempt equal arrogance.

In other words, the hit dog yelps. I was like that as a child and came back
to it at the age of forty. The sense of superiority and grudge, hatred and
contempt soon reached pathological dimensions.

Botchers and amateurs.

Supported by fury, my arrogance came across a half-closed door. It was
enough to push it alittle. Iwill show you, the bunch of morons, that I'll
manage without you and better than with you. Trash!

I was in a state of delirium. During the exhibition I could hardly recognize
myself. Itried to shit higher than my ass could reach. Most of the time,
I didn’t even bother to speak to anybody.

Finally, I went as far as to separate myself from the visitors with my
assistant (Bogdan Michalski), whom I entrusted with the task of talking to
them. It was disastrous from the commercial point of view. But I don’t feel
like talking about money now. The account that I want to settle is with my
own conscience.

e. No sooner had I started to show others that I hated them than they
started showing how much they hated me. Oh yes, the financial demands of
Dziworski, the greediness of Louse, the double-dealing and itchy fingers of
Sciegienny, all that was enough to drive a wedge between me and life.
I firmly defended myself from the hungry rats (which, by the way, would
have certainly been charming companions during dinners and night outings
if Thadn’t been in business with them, that is, in a situation of mutual
dependence). At the same time, I became terribly nasty to the people closest
to me: Ania and my best friends.
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“The chosen nation, self-confident and arrogant” — Iremember these
characteristics of Israeli Jews, given by general de Gaulle.

During and after the exhibition, my behaviour was obviously much more
irritating than theirs. I was proud to have organised an unusual exhibition
myself, against (because not: with) dozens of wasters, who could only fool
around. I was so proud that I didn’t recognise myself in the mirror. For what
I saw was terrifying. Unfortunately, it was terrifying only for a moment,
when I saw things in their right proportions. Then, I became myself again.

The whole shell which I'd slowly formed over my adult years melted like
wax, and a little 10-year old Peter came out: physically the strongest in
the class, one of the best pupils, violent, a brawler, a bigot, sickeningly big-
headed, hated by all mates, who shouted him nicknames from a safe
distance: - Hey, spastic, spastic ...

Oh, yes! Had I spared myself that return to childhood, to the real world
and to myself, I wouldn’t have lost anything.

But there’s no crying over the spilt milk. The sorrow will not disappear as
if by magic. So much bitterness towards people and resentment against
myself had built up that even if I managed to achieve the goal in the future, it
wouldn’t change anything — I won’t forget.

Yes, Beks ... meeting you on my way didn’t bring me much pleasure.
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DEATH PENALTY, 315" MARCH 1986

A few days ago I saw a TV report on the corridors of death in American
prisons. The report was accompanied by the reminiscences of the trial and
execution of Chesman.

It was a good report: simple, direct and unpretentious. No high-flown
words, just everyday life in the slammer. There was neither emphasis nor
aggression or tears. Meals, searches, handcuffs, talks about everything and
nothing. Poor colours highlighted the impression of the authenticity of
the report, shot with an amateur camera, without any special lights or a huge
team of assistants. The noise and voices were a bit amplified, so as to stress
the impression of the truth and strength. A matter-of-fact, simple report.
Just in the American way, previously plaintiff, now in the style of sparing
authenticity.

The report didn’t convince me at all. Manicheism doesn’t pay.

Just like it didn’t do any good to that French report on life sentence,
which was shot in the prison in Clairvaux, as far as Iremember well.
The report was made so well that I even recorded it on the VCR and stored it
for a long time. It must have been a few years ago. They showed it at the end
of the programme, at about midnight. Contrary to the previous one, that
report was made in an intellectual style: a prisoner in a mask, next to him
apriest and one or two leftish journalists, who asked questions.
The conversation was strewn with quotations from Kafka, Dostojewski and
Platon. A good quality film, muffled sound, no dirt, no body search, or
poking between prisoners’ legs. No fake indifference. A solemn tone and
deep reflection, instead. Confessions of a prisoner sentenced for life —
moving, because everything was expressed in simple words and a proper
tone. I've never read Goldman or Knobelspeiss, so supported by the Parisian
literary world. But it must have been something similar in style: talent,
authenticity and loftiness. I'll never forget that report, and I regret to have
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finally cancelled it so as to make some space for a new movie. I should have
kept it, just to have evidence proving how hypocritical and biased it was.

Because this report did not convince me, either.
I'm not for the death penalty. But neither am I against it ....

To be honest, this problem doesn’t exist in my consciousness, as it hid
somewhere in the shadow long ago. There was a time when it preoccupied
my thoughts and I would have spat in the face of Georges Pompidou for not
pardoning Bontemps, who was sentenced to death together with Buffet.
Georges Pompidou, the one who, “in philosophical terms”, was against
the death penalty ... Today my outbursts of outrage have eased off.
Meanwhile, I became a barrister, which has given me an opportunity to have
a closer look at things. So close that I can even smell them. This lets me see
and smell what the others try not to see and not to smell, the ones who talk
about criminals with compassion, because they look at them from a distance.

Enriched with this experience, in which I don’t take pride at all, I don’t
claim that both reports were made badly, because they defended the thesis of
abolitionists. I don’t even claim that fighting the fear of death by fighting
the death penalty is autopia, which defeats the purpose. I also do not
condemn Roger Badinter, the current minister of justice, who cleverly bound
the hands of France by ratifying the European Convention of Human Rights.
This way he settled the matter for good, in case anew majority in
the Parliament wanted to restore capital punishment in the future. No. But
my legal profession doesn’t let me agree to the outright cheating and tricks
that abolitionists use to feed us, which are epitomised by the two above
mentioned reports.

Before those TV reports began their story about convicts, in the first part
they should have shown the eyes of avictim at the moment of dying, in
a precise, detailed and scientific way. They should also have shown the eyes
of the person sentenced to death, when he was torturing or raping the victim,
or smashing the skull. The problem is that you who object to capital
punishment skip this stage and start with the second act. You start from
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the moment when, many months or years later, the perpetrator appears in
court, humble and downhearted, or when he struggles with prison
watchmen, who are taking him to scaffold. To defend your thesis, you hire
the best pens, like Sartre or Camus, and describe the fear of a convict, which
in fact is our fear, and his death, which is actually our death.

Why don’t you write something about the victim in the first part? In
the same words: dry, cold, precise and impartial. And devote the same space
to the first part as to the second one. Do something more: place a camera in
agood point, and show thecrime live. Just like you broadcast live
executions. Take agood microphone, which records all sounds: bone
breaking, the panting of the perpetrator and the victim, the roar of pain and
lethal hiccups. Then, play the sound tape at full volume. And do not interrupt
the spectacle after ten seconds, as usual. Set the camera on the victim’s eyes
to show how they were popping out of the head, how saliva was dripping
from their mouth, how the victim was farting and breaking out in sweat.
Show all that on television, from the beginning to the end, and do not stop in
the mid-way for the sake of shame or sensitivity. You should also show this
report to children, at primetime, between eight and nine in the evening,
when everybody is sitting in front of their TVs.

And then, if you wish, go ahead with your second part.
If you want to exhaust the topic, however, add the third part.

I know this third part of the drama perfectly well, though you never show
it. I mean the part in which the victim’s family or the victim himself/herself
struggles with the judiciary to get any help, compensation, and frequently,
even a rescue.

Do you want me to tell you this third part of the drama, which you tend to
discreetly pass over? I know it by heart, because doing my job, I watch it
every day. Well, listen. I will tell you. It won’t take long.

It begins with attorney, bailiff and expert fees. Then, you often have to pay
a deposit to file a lawsuit. Later come trials, many of which are postponed for
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x months. First adjournment, second, third. Then you have to face the fury of
the presiding judge shouting at the victim:

- You are a cheat! You haven’t told the tribunal that you’ve been divorced
for five years!

- Yes, Your Honour, but I don’t demand compensation for the loss of my
wife. It was my child who was killed, and it has nothing to do with my
divorce.

- Counsellor, please, explain to your client that cheating costs. Please, tell
him, because he doesn’t seem to understand it himself. Let him remember it
in the future.

- Yes, Your Honour, but my client doesn’t have any other children. There
will be no future. It was the only child that he had, and this child was killed.

- The decision will be announced on the 5th May.

What decision? Five thousand francs for the moral loss sustained by
the father due to the killing of his twelve-year-old son. Five thousand francs
of moral compensation for the death of the child killed by a drunk driver.
And the victim’s grandmother? Well, she hasn’t divorced anyone. She is
entitled to ... two thousand francs. The same sum as for the killing of a dog.
The attorney’s fee (that is, mine): ten thousand francs. The appeal is going on
and has already been adjourned four times, because the court has alot of
work. It is then postponed for another six months.

You should also show the drunk driver.

He spent fifteen days in custody. Then he was released pending trial. He
was tried by another presiding judge, quickly, without any anger, within
eight minutes:

- Do you live alone?

- Yes, Your Honour.

- And you drink alcohol to kill your loneliness?
-Yes, I do.
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The presiding judge — who is humane, and, like most people in this
country, has probably drunk-driven after a good dinner in a restaurant about
a hundred times, sighs. He understands the defendant, so he knowingly
looks at the members of the jury:

- Four-month imprisonment, suspended for three years. A fine of three
thousand francs. Driving licence withheld for three years, except driving for
job-related purposes from nine a.m. to six p.m. Counsellor, please, explain it
to your client that for three years he will be banned from driving a car after
six in the evening, and after three years he will have to take an examination
to regain his driving licence.

- Yes, Your Honour.
This should also be shown.

Then, if you want to make an exhaustive report, show what happened to
the two presiding judges and the drunk driver. I know what happened to
them. I met dozens of criminal judges and dozens of criminals throughout
the years that I devoted solely to criminal cases. The years during which
I spent mornings in the jail in Fresnes, Sante or Fleury, and afternoons in
criminal courts.

After the convict had left the room, both presiding judges proceeded to
deal with other cases. In the evening, they could hardly remember anything.
One of them had forgotten about his furious attack on the victim’s father,
and the other about his understanding for the drunk driver.

As for the latter, he had “serious problems”: for three years he couldn’t
drive a car after six p.m., because if he had done so, he would have been
sentenced to a month in jail .... suspended. A week later, he also forgot about
the whole thing.

And the victim must make endless visits to courts for five years, ask, write
and pay, only to finally hear from the judge that he demands too much and,
on the whole, behaves in a despicable manner.

Show it, too. Especially in France.
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I always tell my students:

- You can never be victims in this country. If you hurt or kill somebody on
the road, you will get away with it, because freedom is perceived here as
the highest good, and all courts will do their best to avoid taking it away from
you. Being victims, however, you will ask for compensation or punishment
for the perpetrator. Well, in this society, demanding money in return for
the harm is considered mean and vile. And demanding the culprit to be
punished is immediately associated with revenge, and as such, morally
discredited. All courts will go to great lengths so as not to grant you any
compensation whatsoever or to give you an absolute minimum you are
entitled to, as it is shameful and despicable, because it’s about money. All
judges will tell you to keep silent, if you demand that the perpetrator should
be punished. “It’s not your role — they will say briefly. — Such matters are
dealt with by the prosecutor”.

And what about compassion? Of course, compassion for perpetrators, as
for victims I haven’t seen much sympathy in France.

Among my criminal clients, there was not a single one, I say it cautiously,
who was undeservedly accused and undeservedly punished. Saying that, I'm
not driven by any animosity. To the contrary, indeed! I have many friends
among them, and they like and value me:

Blanki, an international fraudster, every week received Russian press, for
which I paid with my own money, as he no longer had his. I defended him
free of charge.

For Tajeb, a drug dealer, I brought clothes, because his cell was freezing.

I spent long hours in the prison director’s office to obtain the right for
receiving letters for Roby, a double murderer.

To Philibert, a professional criminal, whom I defended for free, I gave
four thousand francs from my own pocket, so that he could have his teeth
treated. Admittedly, at that time he advertised me in the jail and brought
new clients every week.
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All of them liked me, and Iliked them. You see, Ifind it easier to
understand and communicate with criminals than with “decent” people,
which doesn’t change the fact that I doubted their guilt only on one or two
occasions.

One time the case concerned Simenon. Did he real kill his wife by kicking
her stomach, or was he only accused by his son, who sought for revenge?
I will never find out. Anyway, I was able to defend him and he was released.

The second case concerned a black man from Cameroon. Was he really
stealing on the underground when he was caught this time? He swore he
wasn’t, and I think that he was frank, because to previous thefts he owned up
easily.

I had some doubts two times. And two times I hoped they would never do
it again. As for the others, I had absolutely no doubts, and I was seldom
mistaken. Broken personalities, no morals and one fear: being put in
the slammer.

What happened to my lofty ideals from the youth, which fed on the texts
by Camus or “Le Monde” daily for long years? And compassion for criminals,
which my saint Mother instilled in me for years? Where had it gone?

You will answer me: so what?

And you'’re right. It has nothing to do with the subject. I admit. All this
drama is our drama, not theirs. I know that inflicting death on them will not
free us from our own death. And that giving them a death sentence, we first
of all sentence ourselves to death. That’s why we are so afraid and would like
to free of it.

No, I'm not for capital punishment and life sentence. I'm not against,
either.

The only thing I want to obtain by writing this note is to force you to have
a decent trial and to make you speak honestly about the death penalty and
life sentence, while letting each side to fully express its feelings. I want you to
first show the victim and the crime, as I believe that only then can you talk
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about the vice of the judiciary. Audi alteram partem. Then you may file
an honest and exhaustive bill of indictment against the death penalty and life
sentence. After that, when the passion and hatred on the one hand, and
elevated feelings and compassion on the other hand are over, all of us
together can pronounce judgment, which we will not have to be ashamed of.

The judgment of honest people.
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PLAN, 15T APRIL 1986

Today Iinvited Nicolas Hugnet and his wife to dinner in the Polish
restaurant Ravaillac.

I would have got over his incompetence and written off the loss of 170
ektachromes — after all, I've experienced worse things in my life. What really
drives me mad is his aggression. Iswallow his loutish words, though,
because Ineed badly journalists and free advertisements for my future
exhibition. I can’t afford to pay for announcements, so in return, I treat
people of his ilk to dinners.

Today I'm showing a relaxed face and we are chatting about this and that.

Finally, at the end of the dinner comes a moment when we have to get to
the point and raise the main issue, which is not in a hurry to do that itself
and, just like others, would like to eat my pork chop for free.

So here are his promises.

1. He will try to feel out Ross Melcher, the representative of American
“Penthouse” in France, if it is possible to devote the “Art” column in
the American issue of the magazine to Beks. He therefore wants me to:

Send him a cassette with ashortened version of thefilm, because
the scene in the dive made a bad impression on him.

Send him a photocopy of the letter which Polanski wrote to me, thanking
me for the publication of his paintings in the French version of “Penthouse”,
just to flash some hope at the American “Penthouse” that Polaniski might also
write a few words if they publish Beks. The name of this man means a lot in
the States, despite the fact that he can’t return there, after his rape of a minor
girl.

Contact Wajda, so as to check if he’s staying in Paris, and sound him out
whether he would be ready to write a short text about Beks.
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2. In about ayear the French “Penthouse” will issue a special number,
devoted solely to art. It will be called “The Art of Love”. Beks will be placed
there among other painters.

3. If my film is selected for Cannes, “Penthouse” will publish its review
among other reviews dedicated to author’s films. I have to send him a film
photo (preferably, the burning hearse), so that he could publish it in the May
number of the magazine.

4. He dictates me the address and telephone number of one of his co-
workers, a Sureaut, a printer, who’s reportedly very cheap (800 francs for
a 21x29.7cm piece). The guy is also a distributor of postcards. He’s seen
Beks’s reproductions and liked them. He’s willing to distribute them if I have
them printed by him in the format of postcards. Their sale won’t bring me
much profit (20 centimes per card), but it’s going to be good advertisement
for Beks.

5. I'suggest that his Fillipacchi Publishing House (which “Penthouse”
belongs to) should from time to time use the reproductions of Beks’s
paintings on book covers. Hugnet keeps silent on the subject. I feel that his
influence in the hierarchical pyramid of this publishing house is very little,
and apart from “Penthouse” he cannot do much.

6. Nonetheless, he promises that during the exhibition they will print free-
of-charge announcements in a number of Fillipacchi magazines: “Elle”, “You
and Your Future”, “Periscope” (in this magazine he even promises me
a whole page), “The Echo of Savannah”, “Penthouse”, “Woman”, “Look” and
“Decoration Internationale”. I don’t really believe him and think he’s just
putting on airs, because, let me repeat, he’s merely a pawn in the mechanism
of Fillipacchi Publishing House. But I pretend to be smiling and thanking
him. Only in the case of “Paris Match” does Hugnet admit that he can’t help
me. I'm grateful to him for being so modest ... In July, I must provide him
a note for the press (1 page) and the slides. — I only have 24 x 36mm slides —
I say sort of casually. — You understand that Ino longer have 6 x 6¢cm
ektachromes ... He pretends to have not heard it, and changes the topic.
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7. If Ireturn him the costs, he will sell me duplicates of “Art” column
excerpts devoted to Beks, as he doesn’t need them. I can use them in my own
publications, but I won’t be allowed to lend them to other publishing houses.

8. He will give me the details of the photographer Hubert Fenthomme.
He’s reportedly very cheap, charging only 180 francs for one ektachrome
shot in two copies.

- Yes — I think, smiling wryly — thanks for advice. When multiplied by 170,
gives the sum of 30 thousand francs, anyway. Will you pay for them?

9. Fillipacchi publishing house will not issue an album about Beks,
because he’s not known in France. Neither will it go into partnership with me
in this enterprise. But it can deal with distribution for 55% of the price if
I issue the album at my own cost. 55% is too much, but still less than other
distributors demand.

10. Hugnet can’t help me with Artcurial Gallery (with which they are
issuing together the album of Matta at the moment) and won’t try to
convince them to exhibit Beks.

- Anyway, - he adds — the exhibition during which all the paintings aren’t
put up for sale is out of question. No gallery will accept that. And you want to
put up for sale only a few paintings ...
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NOLAN, 15T APRIL 1986

I call Caty Nolan from the American magazine “People”. She’s had
an interview with Ania about her impressions on thetrip to Haiti with
the Duvalier family, for which my wife recently showed the fashion of
Sherrer, if I remember well.

I propose an article about Beks. We agree that I will send her “Penthouse”
and the whole documentation. She’ll let me know if “People” can do anything
for me. In principle, the topics for publication are selected by their New York
head office. Anyway, articles about painters appear very seldom. And even if
they were to publish one, it would be about the man himself rather than his
works. Well, Beks not only lives somewhere far away in Poland, but also
there’s nothing unusual about his life, nothing that young girls dream about
during sleepless nights.
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QUARREL, 6™ APRIL 1986

When at two in the morning the guests are finally leaving, I feel that I'll be
given a dressing-down.

Throughout the evening, Ania laughed and was very talkative. I'd even
say, too talkative, if you ask me. She kept interrupting her interlocutors, who
I, personally, wanted to listen to.

For we talked about things important to me: the chances for success of my
future exhibition. Ania took every opportunity to interrupt us. I therefore
gave her to understand in a quite nasty way that she annoyed me. I could see
that it hurt her. She looked at me for a longer while, as if she wanted to say:
Just wait till we are alone. Just wait.

And now the guests are leaving. I'm going to get a scolding.

I try to forestall the inevitable reproaches. Pretending to sound relaxed,
I make a remark to her mother, but loud enough for Ania to hear it:

- Did mum see it? Did mum see how unbearable Ania was all the evening?
All the time she talked and talked, fast and endlessly. Oh, God, she’s such
a parrot ...

It doesn’t seem to be working. There is some anxiety in my voice, and
the joke doesn’t relieve the tension at all.

Instead, an avalanche falls on my head in a moment.

- Because you are not listening! — growls my wife. — When are you going
to learn to listen to people at last! Did you hear what they were saying?

- Sure, I pricked up my ears whenever I could. If only you'd let me focus
on listening for a while ... - Ireply in a semi-joking and semi-hostile tone.
Which means: Stop! Or I'll give back!
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-What? Listened! Pricked his ears whenever he could! You kept
interrupting me all the time! You skipped from one subject to another. You
talked about everything except what they wanted to talk about.

That beats everything! This is what Ireproach her, and she serves me
the same thing ...

- And tell me, darling, what was that thing they wanted to talk about so
much? What?

- The stupid things you did during the exhibition. When I said at the table
that you’'d made a mistake choosing “Legs on the Chair” for the cover of
the brochure, choosing such an idiotic lettering or fixing such preposterous
prices, you assumed that tone of yours, the tone of an infallible fanatic.
“Come on, what mistakes are you talking about? — you answered haughtily.

- Let’s say that it was you rather than them who wanted to talk about my
“mistakes”. And that it was you, not them, who Iinterrupted in
an inappropriate way, as you claim. Just be more modest and express
yourself in the singular.

That’s it! She wanted to turn the dinner into a small tribunal, so as to file
a suit more easily.

- Do you want us to have anargument?! — Ianswer back, leaving
the room.

I'm saying it still in a quiet voice, but fury begins to bubble in my throat.
Fury and fear. I'm exhausted and feel that my ego is going to fail me. I'm
afraid of my own violence.

Ania leaves the dining room and goes to the bathroom. A nervous thought
flashes through my mind: start thinking about something else! I must
immediately start thinking about something else! Change the topic. Breathe
deeply so as to relax the knot in my stomach. By the way, who did I plan to
write to tomorrow?
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It’s a waste of time. I can’t stop thinking about the things that are really
happening, and anxiously wait for Ania to come to the bedroom. I know
the argument will go on. It will go on just because I will start it anew as soon
as my wife gets out of the bath, since I hate uncertainty.

Will she attack me again? — I ask myself. — I must know if this is the end
of the argument or not. Shall I go to sleep? How can I defend myself?

I'd like to make it up with her, but to do so, I'd have to fawn, because she
won’t give in. And the word “sorry” sticks in my throat. My ego will not open
the mouth.

And if I don’t say anything? — I ask myself. — Then she won’t say anything,
either. But in such acase, I won’t be able to sleep for hours and will be
completely worn-out tomorrow. This argument must finish today.

At last, it’s Ania, not me, who comes back. Having got into bed, she turns
her back at me and mumbles, as if she talked to herself:

- Since the time you found someone who’s going to pay for your next
exhibition you’ve become confident and arrogant, again. Just like a year ago:
the one who knows everything. Don’t forget that I'm financing it, too.

That’s her favourite trick when she wants to cut me to the quick. She
knows that this charge will hurt me most painfully.

I see that my spouse is not going to make things easier for me. And to fall
asleep, I definitely need to make it up with her, so I suddenly assume a meek
tone:

- Unfortunately, I know about it too well, honey — I say.
My fury turns into bitterness, and bitterness into quiet whimpering.

- And as for sponsors, I haven’t found one yet — I add. — Because even if
Wojciechowski issues the catalogue, it will be a drop in the ocean of my
needs. I've got a hundred problems and I'm far from being arrogant. Believe
me.
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When a defeated dog gives in to the one who won the battle, it lies on its
back and shows testicles, which means that it accepts the defeat and lets
the winner bite its most sensitive place. I also prefer to show that I believe in
the magnanimity of my tamer and accept my fate.

It seems Ania is finally pleased. While she hates my supercilious face,
there’s nothing she enjoys more than my weak little voice, which I sometimes
use to complain. She’s blatantly triumphant when Iopenly show my
weakness, usually hidden under the mask of arrogance and self-confidence.
She would hate me if I really were a nice man. But she does like when, from
time to time, I turn out to be little and fragile, asking for forgiveness.

The argument comes to an end. I have admitted my failure, so Ania can
drop off. Thirty minutes later I also calm down and fall into a deep sleep.

This morning, when I've been already working in my study for three
hours, as usual, at about ten, Ania wakes up and, through the half-open door,
asks me in a jolly tone:

- Is everything ok, my little frog?
And everything is OK again.
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WORDS, 7™ APRIL 1986

1. 'm myself only when I doubt.
2. To be free is to do what you want.

But how can I break free of my own will? Especially when it wants me to
do what I myself don’t want to do, as I don’t understand what it wants, or
when the thing my will wants causes me pain?

3. Painting without meanings — I wrote.

- But it’s bursting with meanings! — somebody answered me, writing his
name in the golden book at the exhibition.

Could I doubt it?

4. Death, loneliness, madness, sorrow, depression, fall, leaving, breaking
up, suffering, melancholy, despair, anxiety, suicide — do these words mean?
Yes! I'm fascinated with pictures by madmen and paintings by Munch, my
recent discovery of Alfred Kubin, and my today’s encounter with
the photographs by Don McCullin “Images des ténébres”.

5. Idon’t like the following words: aggression, exaggeration, quarrel,
arrogance, hatred, I.
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UNIFRANCE, 10™ APRIL 1986

A moment ago I picked up my movie from Unifrance Film.

Certainly, it wasn’t endangered there. I know and don’t deny it. Still,
I prefer to keep it in my place. This is the only copy I have, and after
the unforgettable adventure with Hugnet losing my ektachromes, I'm afraid
of my own shadow, let alone the shadow of somebody else ...

Carriau, who together with Poitroneaut is the main organiser of
the Perspectives of French Cinema (one of the four parts of the festival in
Cannes, the one in which I hope to place my movie), has left. But his team
are in: two assistants and a boy, whom I don’t know. All of them are young
and nice.

- Thanks to you we’ve discovered Bek .... — he hesitates for a moment -
...sinski. Unpronounceable name.

They saw the film, which they liked, and they adore the paintings.

I show them “Penthouse” and the brochure, which I then decide to leave
them. I know, however, that their smiles and the warm welcome do not mean
anything. In due time I might hear them say the ritual “we are sorry”, which
I already know in a full range of tones, or the extremely rare “we’ve got some
good news for you”, of which I actually haven’t got the faintest idea yet.

Anyway, one of the girls stresses:

- No, believe me, I'm not kidding: we really don’t know yet which films
will be chosen. We choose as we watch them. Well, certainly, everybody’s got
their preferences. But it’s nothing final, and anything may happen.

Indeed, it must be really hard to select nine movies in a mass of 240 ...

My tension increases by two degrees.
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HAS IT STARTED? 10™ APRIL 1986

Is it possible that Ania is starting to show the first signs of exhaustion?
She’s making me an endless scene, methodically and with an emphasis on
the subject:

You must find somebody to finance your exhibition. I won’t give a penny.

She pretends to sound calm and moderate. The dangerous tone, which
I fear most.

Raising the argument by three octaves, thus discrediting myself at
the very beginning, I start yelling:

- When will stop attacking me at last? What? What else have I been doing
for months? Only this one thing: looking for a sponsor! Even if I wanted to
chip in with our money, I couldn’t do it, anyway. We haven’t got a single
franc.

- Yes — she answers imperturbably. — But you must find somebody to
finance the next exhibition. I'm not going to give anything.

And it starts again.

I'm red with anger, and she walks away with an offended look. Normally,
she isn’t stubborn, except when panic-stricken, so I ask myself whether it’s
not the first symptoms of panic.
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SURREAUT, 10™ APRIL 1986

I'm writing this note in Publicis drugstore at Etoile Square, by the exit of
Champs-Elysées. For an hour I've been waiting for the printer recommended
by Hugnet, a Sureaut. He was supposed to call me yesterday, after the failed
meeting in “Penthouse”. He didn’t. This morning I called his workplace three
times.

- He’s out — I was served this phrase three times.

Finally, he called and we arranged to meet at two thirty p.m. To make sure
he was not going to stand me up, I asked him with emphasis:

- Are you sure this time we will be able to talk about my project?
- But of course!

And yet, the clock struck a quarter to four, and he hasn’t turned up.
Another wasted afternoon.

France, France, how is it possible that you still stand on your feet, having
such workers to support you?

But why? the cars are going on the road, the shops are full of goods,
the pavement in front of me is clean and the waiter brings the coffee
I ordered. Ican’t get over my amazement: all that exists and functions
normally despite the fact that every day, invariably, on my “Beks way” I meet
so many people working like that printer, or like Hugnet, or that Eclair
laboratory. How can this country possibly move forward if it’s set in motion
by such a lot of incompetent and irresponsible people?

My mind goes round in circles, biting its own tail: how come there is such
a huge gulf between two real worlds, both of them tangible and evident?

The first of them is visible with a naked eye: this country is strong and
thriving.
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But also the reality of the other one is as plain as day: the people I work
with in connection with my Beks promotion enterprise are rotten
professionals, and any enthusiastic amateur is head and shoulders above
them.
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AMPUTATION, 10™ APRIL 1986

I'm sitting on an underground platform and feel like puking between two
trains. I must finally spit out the vomit that I'm choking on.

When at last will it be possible to have one’s character amputated? When
can I finally have the warts breeding on my soul removed and my hideous
ego castrated?

I've never loved my internal face, but meanwhile it has become simply
disgusting. Ican twist my nose in all directions, looking at myself in
the mirror of these notes — I still have it in the middle my face, with a huge,
suppurating carbuncle on top of it.
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EFFORT, 13™ APRIL 1986

“Doing nothing useful is a great virtue. But it mustn’t be abused”.

Have I abused my natural tendency to be lazy? the golden thoughts of
famous people appeal strongly to imagination. I claim, however, that this
one, though produced by Talleyrand, does not fit the reality. I therefore told
Ania yesterday:

- If, one day, I get my own way, it’s not going to come about by pure
chance. And also if I fail, nobody can accuse me of not working hard enough.
There isn’t a single day without ten calls, five letters and three meetings
about Beks, which I have in the city. And it’s been like that for three years.

- You're getting nowhere — answered Ania.
That’s true. I'm getting nowhere.

The day before 9th May, that is, the day before repaying my whole debt to
the bank according to the fixed term, or having to pack up and wind up my
business, the balance of the past ten days is as monotonous and banal as
before: a few slips and loads of failures.

Neither Dymitrievic (who refuses because this is “decadent” painting) nor
Wojciechowski (who might want to do it, but has no money) will issue
the album. And I don’t have the means to match the calibre of my ambitions.

Fliderbaum keeps silent, and Kasia hasn’t been able to get in touch with
Prince Albert, whom I was going to present with one painting and then boast
about it.

Polanski replied with anice letter, thanking me for sending him
“Penthouse”, in which two of his paintings were spanned across two whole
columns. But between the lines his letter clearly said: “For God’s sake, do
stop pestering me, please”.
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Andrzej Wajda promised to visit us next Tuesday, to see the film. Even if
he likes the movie, it will be too late to recommend it to the director Bernard
Tavernier (who seems to be the one who has the final word in the matter of
selection of films for Cannes) and obtain his patronage.

Veronéze, who was so enthusiastic about the prospect of having
an exhibition in Cannes, during the festival, delays his arrival in Paris to
establish the conditions.

Next Wednesday I'm meeting Miss Breutaut, who is responsible for
the purchase of films about art for Beaubourg Centre. I'll show her mine. But
the Centre has already said “no” to Beks, and it’s bound to do the same, just
to avoid contradicting itself, if not for any other reason.

Out of fifteen foreign galleries to which I've recently written, none (except
for Bronstaad — check if the spelling is right? — from Frankfurt) has replied
to my proposal of having an exhibition. Neither in Germany nor in
Switzerland, nor even in the States. And the one which answered did it only
to say the trivial “sorry”.

I've written to the minister of culture, Francois Léotard, to Suzanne Pajet
from the Museum of Modern Art for the city of Paris and to the critics of
twelve major Parisian magazines, sending them the whole documentation
(including the one from “Penthouse”). Not a single reply.

I've sent another 30 copies of “Penthouse” to different celebrities who
came to the exhibition and whose names were written in the golden book.
They haven’t even acknowledged the receipt of my parcel.

Ms Stratton, a young American fan of Beks, who'd seen the paintings at
the exhibition, contacted me to tell me that she was going to write a master’s
thesis in the field of psychoanalysis. Now she reports that the topic has not
been approved by her professor. And even if it was finally accepted, there’s
no chance for her to receive a master’s degree before the (uncertain)
exhibition in October. In other words, it’s sure that I can’t boast her work
and use it as a sort of showpiece.
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Hugnet lost my 170 ektachromes and, after the publication of six pages
devoted to Beks in the “Art” column of “Penthouse”, none of the magazine
readers has written to the editorial office to find out something more about
the artist.

Exhausted with all those futile efforts, who wouldn’t scream:
- Stop it! Can’t you see that you're getting nowhere!
So, I understand Ania perfectly well and don’t condemn her.

Is doing nothing useful such a great virtue then? Perhaps. In any case,
I don’t abuse it.
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PATRONAGE, 11™ APRIL 1986

Let’s not exaggerate things. After all, this country is not ruled only by
double-dealing, patronage or asystem of contacts with strings pulled by
friends in high places. This society is not made up solely of cliques formed by
cronies and clever dodgers.

All right.

The truth is, however, that if I've made any career in France, it’s not
because I'm better. If I've achieved anything, it’'s because Iwas
recommended by an influential person at the right moment or because I was
rendered a service which I needed at the moment. There are many talented
people in this country, but since they are not anybody’s protégés, they will
never make names for themselves.

I graduated from university with loads of diplomas. I'd left behind four
years at L.odz University and Warsaw University, where I received top grades
in exams. I'd been granted a master’s degree at the Faculty of Law in Paris.
I'd graduated from the Parisian Institute of Political Sciences (International
Relations Department) having the tenth place in general classification. I had
a diploma in one-year PhD studies in public law at Paris II University and
a diploma in one-year studies in political sciences, which I'd defended with
a good result at Paris I University. Sometimes I would get 10/10 mark in
an examination.

Having obtained all those diplomas, I started to look for a job.

- We're sorry — I heard everywhere. — You are a specialist in public law.
It’s not what we need.

After six months of writing to all possible places, I didn’t find anything.

My dream since childhood was to be a professor, just like my Father and
my brother Johnny. I applied for the position of an assistant at Paris II
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University. When Idid it for the first time, anonymously, without any
contacts, I wasn’t even taken into consideration.

But one day, in the hall of Panthéon Centre, I met André Mathiot,
a constitutional law professor, an outstanding mind, erudite, a character in
the style of old France. He lectured on the political system of the United
States at the one-year PhD course I mentioned before.

- What are you doing? — he asked me.

- No change — I answered. — I'm studying during the day, and at night I'm
pushing decorations in Lido.

- What? In Lido cabaret? Really? You are working at night? So how did
you manage to come to my seminar at eight o’clock last year?

- I didn’t go to sleep — I replied. — I finished work at two in the morning
and read. Then I came to your seminar at university at a quarter to eight.

It’s enough when somebody smiles to me or shows me some interest, and
I'm instantly willing to open up. Besides, I greatly admired the professor,
whose erudition and intelligence impressed me a lot.

- Do you like Lido? — I asked him spontaneously.

- I've never been there. I heard you're required to wear an evening dress
there, and I don’t have one.

- Adark suit is usually enough — I assured him. — And if you do me
an honour and accept theinvitation, Iwill be very pleased to have
an opportunity of taking you to a show.

He agreed.

Once a month, on Sunday, I had aright to bring my friends to Lido for
half the price. Ithen invited the professor with his wife, paying for their
entrance, because, I repeat, he was a unique person, though extremely right-
wing, at the time when I was still ultra-leftist.

Who could predict that next year Mathiot would be chosen dean of
the Faculty of Law at Paris II University? Certainly not me, and you may
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believe, my Friend, that I wasn’t trying to finagle anything when Iinvited
him to Lido. At that time, I didn’t know anything about the structure of
university authorities, research employees and work in higher education.
I was far more interested in organizing another strike in Lido than in
the clever moving of pawns on the chessboard of my university career.

That spontaneous gesture paid, as Mathiot presided over the meeting of
the Council, which considered my application for the position of an assistant.
And there were several candidates per one post.

And ....one of them fell to me.

Every year Isend Mathiot Christmas greetings, thanking him for that
gesture, though he’s been retired for a long time. And I'm going to thank him
till the end of my life, because I know that hadn’t it been for his help, I would
have never got a job at university, even if I'd had five more diplomas with
best grades. Without this backing given to me at the right moment, my life
would have taken a different course.

Later on, I used to be supported each time there was some promotion at
our university, until the time Mathiot retired.

Well, promotion came to an end with the end of patronage. Since that
time, I haven’t made any progress. Despite the fact that I've published many
articles in public law, defended my habilitation thesis with flying colours and
received further honourable mentions in the form of being proposed for
the award and ministerial subsidy — I'm not moving forward.

During the penultimate recruitment for the post of associate professor (in
France having habilitation is not tantamount to becoming an associate
professor) I thought that there would finally be fair play, because I found
that the commission (CSU), having examined my application, my
habilitation thesis and my articles, had given me the first place among alls
the candidates. Four of us had been selected, with me at the head.

I heard that after reading my works, the professor in charge had written
a favourable report.
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But there were only two places in that alleged contest. Two places and
four candidates, including the one supported by the new dean, so he was sure
to get it. The other one was the protégé of his professor, Gaudemet, who was
doing his best to pull strings for him. And if Gaudemet decided to back
somebody, he went the whole way. He would resort to any means to secure
the post of associate professor for his candidate.

So, according to the witness who later told me about the whole incident,
Daniel Amson, the one who you know, my Friend, from his columns in “Le
Monde” - during the meeting the said professor Gaudemet stood up and
said:

- Dmochowski? Oh, no! No way! I'm not going to work with him and I'd
rather he left my team.

I had never, but never spoken to that professor. Quite by chance, I'd found
myself in his administration law team a year before. We’d had no argument
whatsoever. Once or twice I'd shaken hands with him during the few
meetings of our teaching staff. But if I'd been nominated, his protégé
wouldn’t have got the job. That’s because in this pseudo contest there was
actually only one place, as the candidate backed by the dean, without any
discussion, had to get the other one. Therefore, the hostile declaration of
the Gaudemet was his way to make his candidate win that pseudo contest
rather than asign of his real reluctance towards me (because practically
hardly anybody knew one another in that huge factory with 13 thousand
people - the Faculty of Law).

Certainly, all the predictions materialised. The Council Members played
under the baton of the professor Gaudemet who was prejudiced against me.
Seeing such a great deal of aversion towards me, nobody wanted to argue
about a Dmochowski, who was disliked for his stiff and pompous face,

anyway.
After eliminating Dmochowski, his opponent, who’d been given the last
place by the All-France Commission, now held the first position.
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Then I submitted my application at another university. The All-France
Commission selected five of us and we were going to be interviewed by
the Faculty Council at this university. Irealized that the candidates were
leaving the room with an alarming speed. Ilooked at the watch when they
asked me in. I only had time to come in, sit down, introduce myself and say
three sentences, after which they told me: “thank you:. Having left, I looked
at the watch again. The interview had lasted exactly 6 minutes. Within 6
minutes a decision was taken on the university career of someone who’d
spent 25 years studying and writing. But also, within 6 minutes, a decision
was taken on the career of someone who for the next 25 years would have
aright to speak from thelectern to generations of students, in
the atmosphere of prestige around the title of associate professor.

In the evening I had a call from a professor of that university, Troper:

- I didn’t know that you’d applied at our university. Why didn’t you tell
me?

- Iwas surprised how fast the Council interviewed us — Ireplied,
shunning the question, as I would never want to become his debtor and
would never ask him for any support.

- Well, you know that such decisions are taken neither in this place nor at
this moment. Everything had been decided before you appeared in front of
the Council.

- And I wasn’t accepted, was I?

- And had you hoped? None of you stood achance, because there was
a candidate from our university, supported by three members of the Council.

OK.

Another recruitment at my university was coming near. I didn’t hide
before anybody that I was going to put forward my candidacy again. This
time also without any backing. Not because I was particularly honest, but
simply because I had no friend to ask for help since the time Mathiot retired.
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Again, there was a candidate supported by the commission chairman. To
avoid having to reso