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“The Struggle for Beksinski” is a memoir by Piotr Dmochowski, in which he
recounts his attempt to introduce Zdzistaw Beksinski’s paintings to French art
circles in the mid-1980s. And we must keep this genre in mind, because contrary
to appearances, this is neither a biography nor a monograph devoted to Beksinski.
And although there is no shortage of biographical material in it, anyone who picks
up this book hoping for an artistic curriculum vitae will be disappointed. But they
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have only themselves to blame for misjudging the genre. Meanwhile, when read
correctly, “The Struggle for Beksinski” proves to be an interesting and bold read.

The world as seen through Dmochowski’s eyes bears some resemblance to
Beksinski’s paintings—it 1is hostile, governed by cruel rules, and full of
perversions and monstrosities. Cultural mummies and artistic scarecrows reduce
the enthusiast’s struggle to a quixotic endeavor. The story begins in the fall of
1985, when the author—already living in Paris, fascinated by Beksinski’s
paintings, and in possession of a collection of his works—decides to promote the
Polish artist in France. Unable to find—to use a modern term—strategic partners
locally, he decides to carry out the project on his own. And although it arouses
considerable interest among Parisians, he simultaneously finds himself in
financial trouble. From that moment on, the titular struggles begin, though they
are threefold in nature: first, financial struggles to get out of trouble and increase
the value of the paintings; second, a struggle against the artistic and cultural milieu
of Paris at the time—a solitary battle against exclusivity and the establishment;
and third, a struggle in which the stakes are recognition of the artistic value of
Beksinski’s paintings and generating interest in his art among the widest possible
audience. Dmochowski essentially takes on this battle alone, with practically
everyone against him: from gallery owners and art dealers, through journalists and
representatives of the so-called art scene, to—often—Beksinski himself, who
does not always agree with the strategy adopted by the art dealer.

It reads almost like a novel—the plot development is so well thought out that it
seems like the result of a fictional creation rather than real life. It begins with a
crash, the protagonist’s downfall; after his first exhibition, he picks himself up
through a series of efforts, steadily pushing toward his goal, and finally achieves
success at his next exhibition. What is most interesting, however, is that this is
neither a marketing memoir (it is not intended to promote Beksinski) nor a self-
promotional one (nor does it serve to promote Dmochowski), but rather a form of
self-therapy. “The Struggle for Beksinski” is an attempt to turn away from
economic problems (debts incurred after the first exhibition) or to work through
them via writing. For the diary entries to fulfill this intended function, they had to
be sincere. And this is the most difficult kind of sincerity: sincerity toward oneself.
It took a great deal of courage not so much for Dmochowski to describe his dark
fantasies—about burning his enemies, etc.—but to publish these descriptions.
Such fantasies are a normal part of the human psyche, yet due to their content and
their socio-political incorrectness, they are taboo. Dmochowski, however— —
remains brutally (or, in these terms, “politically incorrect”) honest, admitting to
thoughts that are easy to criticize but even easier to share.
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This book also offers an authentic portrait of France in the mid-1980s—a world
that was still quite exotic to citizens of the late Polish People’s Republic. It is a
portrait that focuses on culture and, at times, brings to mind August Strindberg’s
*The Red Room*. Dmochowski analyzes with great insight the processes and
dynamics at play in the artistic community—that characteristic and perhaps
timeless “clique” that clings to its “cultural models,” which are usually business
models where talent is converted into dollars (or francs). And although economic
issues are ever-present in *The Struggle for Beksinski*, it must be acknowledged
that for Dmochowski they play a secondary role to artistic values. It is not money
that drives the author, but the passion that Beksinski’s work awakens in him. His
work, but not Beksinski himself—a point to which I will return in a moment.

We eagerly reach for the memoirs of renowned artists, yet their path to the top was
rarely a solitary journey. Behind them stood other people, often more resourceful,
more down-to-earth, or more worldly. “The Struggle for Beksinski” offers us a
glimpse into the activities and reflections of one such promoter—an amateur at
that, who initially knew nothing about promoting art. He had barely a vision of
what it should look like, but that vision shattered when confronted with reality and
the harsh rules governing that world.

A great complement to *The Struggle for Beksinski* are the letters (and, to a large
extent, emails) that Dmochowski exchanged with Beksinski, collected in the
volume *Beksinski — Dmochowski. Letters 1999-2003.” In the introduction,
Dmochowski admits that this volume covers only the second part of the
correspondence between the two men, but at the moment, it is the only one that has
been published. All the letters are available on Dmochowski’s website, but let’s
focus on the collection published in book form.

These letters reveal the peculiar dynamics of the relationship between Beksinski
and Dmochowski. Much has already been said about this relationship—it has been
depicted in biographies, diaries, and even films. Beksinski has often been
portrayed as a victim exploited by a greedy art dealer. As early as in *The Struggle
for Beksinski*, Dmochowski demonstrates the groundlessness of such an
assessment; however, the letters prove something else entirely: that conflict—or
even conflicts!—were inevitable. Not because someone wanted to take advantage
of someone else, not because one person was right and the other was wrong.
Dmochowski and Beksinski are two very different personalities, often at odds
with one another, two different temperaments. And this difference in temperament
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is undoubtedly the strength of this collection of letters. Dmochowski is more
aggressive, but also more energetic, dynamic, and resolute. Beksinski, on the
other hand, resembles a Buddhist monk shut away in his apartment-cell—calm,
though, within that calm, quite pessimistic. And fearful of death, which, I admit,
completely undermines the entire analogy.

In any case, even if the letters paint an unflattering picture of Dmochowski, their
publication once again clearly shows that he places Beksinski above himself.
That, for him, art matters above all else. And even if Beksinski as an artist is (for
him) more interesting than Beksinski as a private individual—which, after all,
happens quite often among artists—Dmochowski still cares about the context of
that art, to which these letters undoubtedly belong, by consistently making them
available to a wide audience of interested readers. In fact, I should write “an ever-
wider audience,” because Beksinski’s popularity has grown tremendously since
the 1980s. And it would not be an exaggeration to say that Piotr Dmochowski
deserves much of the credit for this.

Piotr Dmochowski: “The Struggle for Beksinski.” MD Publishing. Warsaw 2016.

Zdzistaw Beksinski, Piotr Dmochowski: “Beksinski — Dmochowski: Letters
1999-2003.” MD Publishing. Warsaw 2017.
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Aleksandra Narog

The Struggle for Friendship

Piotr Dmochowski, The Struggle for Beksinski (2nd revised edition), Mawit
Druk Publishing House, Warsaw 2016

Beksinski — Dmochowski. Letters 1999-2003. Mawit Druk Publishing House,
Warsaw 2017

The “Struggle for Beksinski” exhibition, revived in 2016, and the
correspondence between Zdzistaw Beksinski and Piotr Dmochowski, published a
year later, are a telling testament to the ever-growing interest in the Polish
painter’s work. This interest became particularly evident following the success of
the fictionalized film *The Last Family* and the biography *The Beksinskis: A
Double Portrait®. In the latest interpretations, the artist has become a pop-culture
figure—fascinating yet shrouded n a “cursed legend”
and a family curse. The central theme of both *Struggles... * and *Letters... * is the
painter’s long-standing, difficult, and ambiguous relationship with his patron and
promoter of his work. It is a constant—sometimes fascinating, sometimes tedious
in its meticulousness—oscillation between compassion and envy, close
collaboration and its breakdown, friendship and hatred.

Both books, each nearly 700 pages long, are best read in parallel—the
letters very often refer to *Zmagania o Beksinskiego* (*The Struggle for
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Beksinski*), first published in 1995, which is the subject of a constant dispute
between the two interlocutors. Dmochowski is aware of the often extreme
emotions accompanying the entries contained in *Zmagania...* As he writes
emphatically in the introduction: “(...) these confessions were written by me
under the influence of strong emotions and at times resemble the scream of a man
being flayed alive. Today, all of that has calmed down, settled, the wounds have
healed, and on top of that, I am now an old man.” The lawyer’s first encounter
with Beksinski’s work was, in a sense, a matter of chance—fascinated by one of
the exhibitions, he found his number in the phone book and asked
for a meeting; he then began gradually buying paintings and selling them. The
painter decided to collaborate with the lawyer, convinced that Dmochowski was
allegedly being supported by a “wealthy patron from France” and certain of the
financial benefits that would result from this fact. Under the terms of the jointly
signed agreement, Dmochowski undertook to promote and sell Beksinski’s work
abroad, while the painter agreed to supply at least twelve new works for sale each
year. The terms of the agreement, which were impossible for either party to fulfill,
sparked a growing, long-standing conflict. This was further fueled, among other
things, by the premiere of the controversial film *Hommage a Beksinski*—which
Dmochowski supported—a film that bordered on exaggerated kitsch. (As the
painter venomously commented on one of the scenes: “Above all, I think I hate
boorishness. (...) I’'m capable of walking out of a good—or even a very good—
film if it’s devoted to the lives and problems of boors. (...) My paintings are just
being defaced by a fool—there’s absolutely no connection between * *! (...)
Tomek’s first thought was ‘Fellini for the spiritually poor.’ I rarely agree with
him, but this time he hit the nail on the head' ).

The second edition of *Zmagania...* was intended to be Dmochowski’s

response to the accusations leveled by the painter in his diary *Dzien po dniu

! Letter from Beksifiski to Dmochowski dated October 29, 1985;
http://beksinski.dmochowskigallery.net/library.php, accessed December 10, 2018.
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konczgcego sie zycia*. The lawyer was accused of a cynical, mercenary attitude
toward the painter’s work, of stubbornness, and of petty attempts to build his own
fame at the painter’s expense. Nevertheless, his writings paint a picture—at times
tragic and poignant, at other times irritating—of a sincere admirer of the painter
who devoted his entire life to promoting his work. Struggles... for this is not so
much a story about Beksinski as it is, above all, about Dmochowski himself—a
multi-page, meticulously recorded, almost day-by-day, detailed analysis of his
thoughts, problems, and insecurities as an émigre. It is also a record of the
immense psychological burden the collector endured over the years as he tried in
vain to promote the painter’s work in France. The author describes the high-
society, often pompous meetings with French art world figures, as well as his
fruitless efforts
to organize exhibitions of the artist’s works or sell his paintings. As Anna
Dmochowska comments on the dispute between the two: “We cannot be called art
dealers. Because our love for Beksinski’s paintings stood in our way. We were not
able to put every one of his paintings up for sale, as a real art dealer would have
done* ™.

Although Dmochowski managed to open a Beksinski gallery near the
Pompidou Center in 1989, the exhibition (though artistically excellent) turned out
to be a complete financial failure. Due to a breach of the contract between the
patron and the painter and a lack of funds, the museum ceased to exist. In this
context , the diagnosis offered in *Zmagania...* regarding the
incomprehensibility of Beksinski’s art in the West—represented here, pars pro
foto, by the hermetic world of Parisian galleries—seems particularly interesting.
The Sanok artist’s paintings strike the local audience as heavy and off-putting—as
Dmochowski scoffs, in accordance with the French bourgeois aesthetic paradigm,
“unsuitable for hanging on a wall.” Dmochowski also points to the simplistic and

trivializing Western interpretations of Beksinski’s paintings, which view them

2 Quoted from: M. Grzebatkowska, *The Beksinskis: A Double Portrait*, Krakow 2016, p. 274.
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solely through the lens of Poland’s experience of wartime trauma and the
Holocaust.

Dmochowski interweaves detailed, anecdotal descriptions of Parisian
cultural life with reflections on his own academic career, the current political and
social situation, and the philosophy of law. Humorous childhood memories also
frequently appear here: descriptions of the problems of growing up and romantic
setbacks, as well as (at times tiresome in its repetitiveness and length) the author’s
self-analysis of his psyche and his interpersonal and marital relationships. The
writings reveal both humorous elements and complexes and resentments; at times,
the author’s own megalomania—as he considers every phrase he writes fit for
publication—becomes irritating. There is, however, little doubt regarding the
sincerity of his intentions; Dmochowski seems to explicitly adopt the
autobiographical convention of a confession here. He also often does not mince
words: in a fit of anger, he calls Beksinski an exploiter, a hypocrite, and a
hypochondriac. As he describes their relationship: “He still doesn’t consider me a
friend, but only an associate. That’s how he describes me in conversations with
people. When I ask him if he would still enter into the agreement with me that we
signed at the beginning of our acquaintance, he replies: ‘Yes, because, after all,
knowing you is beneficial to me. (...) Besides, it’s the same with others, even
those he describes as his loved ones.” One of the most meticulous and interesting
passages in *Struggles... * turns out to be the observations regarding the painter’s
personality. Particularly striking is the pedantically detailed, nearly thirty-page-
long, at times brutal psychological profile of Beksinski. Dmochowski
perceptively, centimeter by centimeter, analyzes nearly every detail of his psyche,
his work, and his family situation, his neuroses and his physiognomy. Every detail
1s scrutinized here—a scar on one of his hands, a phobia of being touched, or his
knowledge of foreign languages. This may raise the question: Is the relationship

between Beksinski and Dmochowski one of friendship, or perhaps a merciless,



penetrating observation? One possible answer to this question is provided by the
letters recently published in book form.

The second volume of the correspondence between Beksinski and
Dmochowski consists of nearly 700 pages of email exchanges from 1999 to 2003.
(The first and third volumes are currently available only online on the attorney’s
website.) The two correspondents share a deep bond, as evidenced by the
extraordinary intensity of their nearly daily exchange of letters. This bond is
underscored by mutual grievances of a personal and financial nature, which have
affected their personal relationship. Some of the letters are not connected in terms
of content, as Beksinski and Dmochowski, having fallen out, had no contact with
one another and did not correspond for several years. Detailed psychological
portraits of each correspondent emerge from the content of the messages, as they
often engage in self-analysis. This is both a meeting of two types of sensibility and
two personalities, but also a fascinating intellectual dialogue, particularly evident
in the correspondence concerning the visual arts and film. Both figures also
engage in a strong sense of self-creation, underpinned by a narcissistic element
that manifests itself in various ways. It is a constant, often charming,
Gombrowicz-esque battle of wits. Beksinski comes across as an ironic, withdrawn
figure, deeply concealing his feelings beneath a layer of his art and often soothing
his patron’s anger. Dmochowski, on the other hand, can be spiteful, petty, and
embittered in his letters, childishly dredging up old grievances and the issue of a
broken agreement. Importantly, both correspondents wrote their letters with the
intention that they be published later. Hence, Dmochowski often openly asks
Beksinski to answer a specific question or express his views “on a given topic,”
provoking him to take a stance on matters that often held no interest for Beksinski.
Nevertheless, he remains an extremely sincere admirer of the painter’s work,
openly admitting to him his lifelong fascination with his art. The artist is
sometimes highly self-deprecating in response to Dmochowski’s admiration,

disarming him by exposing his flaws and weaknesses. He often responds to
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attacks in a surprisingly calm manner, refusing to be provoked. This stems from a
fundamental difference in worldviews—as Beksinski writes in one of his letters:
“I don’t need to explain things or believe in them to know that I feel them. If I
sometimes do so, it is by no means to create a theory or to convey to others,
through an exchange of ideas, what I feel.”

Dmochowski’s intention was to preserve the correspondence in its
unaltered form, free of abbreviations and editorial interventions. At times, this
results in significant verbosity in the text, as well as—from today’s perspective—
amusing, detailed exchanges regarding the specifications of desktop computers
Just coming into use or the technical parameters of images. The letters were also
not subject to any censorship, which may spark considerable controversy:
Beksinski writes openly about his fantasies involving rape and sadomasochism,
while Dmochowski writes about cheating on his wife and their mutual exchange
of links to pornographic films. From today’s perspective, Dmochowski’s
expressions of fascination with fascist ideology—though seemingly concealed
under the guise of skillful rhetoric—are completely unacceptable. The most
valuable element of the correspondence, however, seems to be above all the image
of Beksinski himself that emerges from the letters. The contrast between
Beksinski’s personality and his painting style is intriguing: the darkness lurking
behind the facade of a cheerful, often pedantic personality. , the painter describes
—often with humor and irony—his daily life, his move, his illnesses, his tendency
toward hypochondria, and his increasingly severe pain. Furthermore, his dyslexia
makes writing letters difficult—each message must be properly corrected by
Dmochowski. This is also a testament to the painter’s loneliness following the
death of his wife and son, as he channels his experience into his work, creating art
that continues to resonate with contemporary audiences.

“I don’t like hearing about myself—or rather, about my work—whether it’s
good or bad. Since time immemorial, perhaps since birth, I have lived in an

imaginary world that is sometimes more real to me than so-called reality,”
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Beksinski writes in one of his letters. Both *The Struggle for Beksinski* and the
collection of correspondence seem to contradict this statement. By focusing on
Beksinski himself—constantly gazing at his reflection in a mirror arranged in
various ways by Dmochowski—they allow us to pose new questions about his

work, without providing unambiguous answers.
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“Ethos” 31(2018) No. 2(122) 453457

Piotr Dmochowski, *The Struggle for Beksinski*, MD Publishing, Warsaw 2016,
647 pp.

Piotr Dmochowski, a lawyer, university professor, and art collector living in
France, has for many years been a promoter of Zdzistaw Beksinski’s work, an
organizer of exhibitions, the author of two albums of his works, and the producer
of the short film *In Tribute to Beksinski*. From 1990 to 1996, he ran the “Galerie
Dmochowski, musée-galerie de Beksinski” in Paris. Together with his wife, he
owns the largest private collection of the artist’s paintings and drawings. In the
1980s, he was involved in the sale of his works. This volume is the second, revised
edition of a book originally written in French, translated into Polish by the author,
and published in 1995 (the original version of the text, titled *Notes sur la
situation générale. Historique d’un échec*, is available online). The publication
takes the form of an irregularly kept journal, combining the characteristics of a
personal diary and an external journal. The entries—each bearing a title alongside
the date—generally cover the period from December 1985 to December 1987.
The exception is the final entry, dated August 15, 1995, titled “Postscript.” The
diary offers a behind-the-scenes look at the author’s efforts to popularize
Beksinski’s work in the West during the early period of the art dealer’s
collaboration with the artist (the contract between them was signed in 1983, and
terminated in 1994); only “Postscript” contains a brief account of events related to
this activity that took place between 1987 and the publication of the book’s first
edition, while the “Afterword” covers the events that followed. The “struggles”
referred to in the title are the difficulties Dmochowski encountered in his efforts to

Discussions and Reviews
457

promoting the painter’s work, which involved, above all, overcoming the
resistance of critics and decision-makers at cultural institutions toward this type of
art. An extensive excerpt from the diary, dated December 15, 1987, which in a
sense sums up the battle for recognition of the Polish artist’s work, can be
described as a bitter study of the Western cultural world’s aversion —which the
author accuses of being monolithic and attached solely to decorative and formal
art—toward expressive art. The title of the book’s original version, * *, describes
the course of this battle more bluntly: “A History of Failure,” even though it was
by no means devoid of successes. After all, *The Struggle for Beksinski* is not
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only a story of the author’s struggle with the cultural establishment, but also of his
struggles with Beksinski and—with himself. The reader is privy to financial
conflicts with the artist and the related disagreements regarding strategies for
promoting the paintings. Dmochowski reveals his fascination with the artist—
whom he repeatedly describes as a genius—and, above all, with his work, as well
as his acute need to win Beksinski’s friendship; yet he also makes no secret of his
downright aggressive aversion to certain aspects of Beksinski’s personality and
his regret over the lack of recognition for his efforts and the artist’s lack of
gratitude for them. The diary entries, however, are not limited to the subject
indicated in the book’s title. The author presents his social and political views
(concerning both French democracy and the situation in Poland in the 1980s), as
well as his moral convictions (especially regarding ethical issues related to the
profession of a lawyer and lecturer); he also weaves in very personal threads,
beginning with memories from his childhood and youth. The self-portrait
presented in the book, though not without its dark aspects, comes across as
convincing to the reader. The portrayals of other people who appear in the notes
are often highly critical, even scathing. The publication presented here to readers
is a controversial book. In it, Dmochowski sketches a highly subjective, rather
one-sided characterization of Beksinski. The individual entries are written under
the influence of emotion; they are traces of the author’s experiences. Such a
narrative is never entirely free from a certain element of artistic creation. These
are, in a sense, the defining characteristics of a diary and constitute the value of
this form of expression. However, the fact that a text containing very personal
details from the artist’s life (some of which were likely based on confidential
conversations) was first published while Beksinski was still alive—even though
the author was aware of Beksinski’s concern for privacy—may raise some doubts.
Reading *The Struggle for Beksinski*, especially when viewed in the context of
the letters (see *Beksinski — Dmochowski. Letters 1999-2003*, MD Publishing
House, Warsaw 2017) and the artist’s diaries (see *Beksinski. Day by Day of a
Life Coming to an End, MD Publishing House, Warsaw 2016), offers a unique
opportunity to examine the relationship between the artist and his art dealer—a
relationship that was difficult, at times dramatic and painful—as well as the
special, close bond that united them. The book may also serve as interesting
research material for theorists of autobiographical writing.

M.Ch.

hdhhdohddk
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No. 4 (277) Vol. XXII April 2019

Roman Sidorkiewicz

The French Battle for Zdzislaw Beksinski

Piotr Dmochowski (b. 1942) is our man in Paris, who undertook an
extraordinarily difficult task—paving the way for Zdzistaw Beksinski (1929-
2005) to conquer the West. Much has already been written about this painter’s
work, but little is known about the struggles and battles to establish his presence
on a broader, international stage.

The author is a lawyer who has lived in Paris for many years (since 1964). He
spent several years studying law in Poland but interrupted his studies to complete
his degree at the Sorbonne. After many twists and turns, he secured a good
position at a university and runs a private law practice. All this may seem like a lot,
but at the same time, it’s not much; a middle-class existence was certainly not the
goal of his dreams. He decided to take a risk, put his savings on the line, and
become an art dealer—a promoter of some great painter. And, of course, to make
good money in the process. He assesses his decision this way: “It was the
adventure of my life, and I don’t regret even the worst moments of it. Because
there are millions of professors and lawyers in the world. But not everyone is
given the chance to move in the immediate circle of a brilliant artist for many
years.”

The choice fell on Zdzistaw Beksinski, who had already achieved a high standing
—but only in Poland. Dmochowski sensed that Beksinski had enormous potential;
he could conquer the whole world. This whole theory is very clever; but how to

put it into practice?
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In his voluminous book (647 pages), the author masterfully describes the
mechanisms that promote one artist over another in capitalist and supposedly
democratic France. Mechanisms that can elevate one artist to the heavens or
destroy any other. Mechanisms that are utterly soulless, governed by laws known
only to themselves. Mechanisms that are entirely subjective, allowing no outsider
to squeeze through their cogs.

Dmochowski works on many levels to achieve success. He eloquently describes
his battles with all the forces that influence the promotion of an artist in France.
His book makes for a very interesting read; I’d say you devour it in one sitting—
but only up to a certain point. He subjects influential circles to scathing criticism,
and I find it hard to believe that Dmochowski actually succeeded.

No one wanted to help promote Beksinski. “An unknown painter, an unknown

2

promoter,” they said. The power of the decision-making establishment is
incredibly strong. It’s made up of cultural officials, critics, gallery owners, art
dealers, collectors, and journalists. They are the ones who can canonize an artist
and also erect an impenetrable wall for others. In practice, they decide everything
and are incredibly united in this endeavor. The public has no say—it is presented
with ready-made idols to accept. How does one break through in this unfamiliar
world?

Piotr Dmochowski was an outsider in the art world, but he had an open mind and
knew where to go and whom to approach. His academic background and
experience as a lawyer served him well. His wife, who worked as a model at a
prestigious agency, was a great help to him. She, too, had certain connections.
People used to say in Poland that you couldn’t get anywhere without connections,
because that’s how it is under socialism. Dmochowski proved that in France, that’s
where the world of connections really is! You can’t get anywhere without them.
The author began his work—and racked up an enormous amount of debt.

Preparing even a small exhibition costs a fortune—gallery rent, flyers, catalogs,

videos, invitations, insurance, transportation, cocktail parties, staff—all of which
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far exceeded Dmochowski’s financial means. But he was stubborn— nd,
thankfully, his loving wife tolerated it all and chipped in her savings.
Dmochowski describes his experiences with verve, sparing no one. Not even
Beksinski, who stipulated in his contract an annual salary of 10,000 dollars
regardless of how well his paintings sold in France. Let me remind you that this
was an enormous sum in those days—a family of five could live very comfortably
for an entire year in Poland on just one thousand dollars. In his dealings with the
painter, it was Dmochowski who took on all the risk. Beksinski was ruthless, even
though he realized that his promoter’s failure in France would also be his own
failure. He himself said that he would have remained just another painter in
Poland, unknown to the world.

Journalists. The author takes a hard swipe at this little world. So much depends on
them. They’re corrupt at every turn. Generally, it’s not about bribes—it’s just that
they constantly invite themselves over for dinner. They drove Dmochowski to
despair. They can eat as if they’d been starving for three days. Like Sobakiewicz in
Gogol’s *Dead Souls*, they can devour half a pig, gobble up an entire sturgeon,
empty a bowl of black caviar, and drain a barrel of the finest wine. And you have to
pay for all of it! Worst of all, they might not write a single word, since the
newspaper’s editors might not approve of Beksinski’s paintings.

In his mission, the author reached out to several well-known Poles in the West. He
asked Roman Polanski (b. 1933) to write something about the exhibition. Polanski
wrote very little, but it was better than nothing—though he made it clear that he
didn’t want to be bothered about it anymore. Andrze; Wajda (1926-2016) spent
some time with him during his stay in Paris. Dmochowski asked the director to
help him promote a short film about Beksinski at the Cannes Film Festival. Such
short films are screened before the main feature films. Wajda refused. In France,
Beksinski is an unknown painter; his promoter is unknown; the director of the

short film 1s unknown. It would be a shame to tarnish one’s reputation. The author
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turned to Wojciech Fibak (b. 1952), a tennis player and art dealer. He, too, turned
him down.

Eighty percent of French publishers and editors-in-chief publish famous figures
because this guarantees them easy sales of books and magazines. Fifteen percent
publish those who were lucky enough to obtain a letter of recommendation from
someone influential. Thus, only 5 percent of opportunities go to talented
individuals who have somehow managed to overcome all barriers. And there are
35,000 painters registered in France waiting for that chance! So how is one
supposed to get Beksinski noticed?

Dmochowski called these editors-in-chief many times. The responses he received
were along the lines of: “Yes, yes, I remember you; I didn’t have time to watch
your tape—should I return it to you?...”, “The editor isn’t here; please call back in
a week,” “I’ll connect you with the right person, but they’re not in the office right
now,” “Please don’t send us any tapes; we’re swamped—maybe in two months”. ..
It’s the same with cultural officials at the ministry or in government agencies:
“This artist’s painting doesn’t fit within the trends we support” or “It doesn’t
contribute to the development of painting.” Officials like to cite the opinions of
various committees to avoid further discussion and brush off the applicant:
“According to our committee, your client cannot be promoted by our agencies.”
And what about art gallery owners? They’re only interested in business and push
well-known figures. If someone really insists on an exhibition for their artist, sure,
they might rent out a gallery for a few weeks, but they’ll fleece the organizer
ruthlessly, demanding a hefty cut of the sales.

Dmochowski gives an example: a certain Ms. Ewa Pape, whom Beksinski had
recommended, claimed she would help him organize an exhibition in New York.
She wrote: “I’ll find you an extraordinary gallery on Fifth Avenue. It won’t cost
you a thing. All you have to do is sign a commitment for 20,000 dollars, which
you’ll pay to the gallery in case none of the paintings sell. But that’s just a

formality, because you’ll sell absolutely everything. I guarantee it. I know
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everyone here, and I’ve got the press in my pocket. Just please hurry up!” Her
guarantees were, of course, a load of nonsense—the woman just wanted to
squeeze a ton of money out of Dmochowski.

Dmochowski was also working under a lot of pressure in Poland. Word had begun
to spread in Warsaw about his ambitions to conquer Paris. Jealous people had
already emerged who wanted to destroy Dmochowski right from the start. What a
destructive force lies in jealousy! An article by a certain Bonarski appeared in
*Polityka*: “A thuggish heist is being prepared in Paris, the capital of the world. A
certain smooth-talking scoundrel—Dmochowski—is promoting a mediocre
painter—Beksinski—and exhibiting his paintings at exorbitant prices, hoping that
some Texan or naive Japanese person will fall for it and buy them. A corrupt
journalist—Kotodziejczyk—is writing a flattering article under dictation to
deceive the Polish public. No major gallery was willing to exhibit Beksinski.”
Piotr Dmochowski overcame these obstacles. He conquered a Himalayan range of
difficulties. He promoted Beksinski, and sales took off. The Japanese recognized
the Polish painter’s merit and bought his works in bulk. Dmochowski made a
profit, freed himself from debt, and became a well-known figure in the Parisian art
world. Through persistence and talent, he achieved his goal. He was also very
lucky, as Poland was the talk of the town in the 1980s. Until recently, our country
was unknown to the French—situated somewhere between Germany and vast
Russia. Keywords such as Solidarity, Watesa, the Pope, Jaruzelski, and martial
law propelled Poland onto the front pages of the world’s mass media. It is easier
now to promote Polish art. Those days are long gone—unlike, for example, in the
1970s, when in the U.S., until the election of John Paul 11, Poland was given... 30
seconds! on major television news programs.

Dmochowski’s book has one drawback—it’s a bit too long, and after a while, it
becomes harder to read. The author could easily have shortened it to 500 pages
without losing the main thread. In the second part, the author strays from the main

topic. He touches on other interesting subjects—fascinating, to be sure—but they
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have little to do with the central theme. He writes extensively about local Poles,
such as , and speaks most harshly of them. He makes frequent use of so-called
“Latin,” but this adds color to the book. I personally met one of the Poles there, a
certain Stefan Dziworski, described as “an even worse scoundrel than his brother
Bogdan—the director of the videos about Beksinski”—in Paris. It was 1969, and
we worked together on the black market in the French capital. We were friends; he
helped me a lot in my job search. I remember him fondly, but Mr. Piotr may have a
different opinion. His acquaintance with that Stefan ended in a brawl and a police
report. Mr. Piotr had many adventures of this sort; he didn’t let anyone push him
around.

Dmochowski sharply criticizes the French. He has no sympathy for them. He
reproaches them for their widespread collaboration with the Nazis during World
War II. Their greatest misfortune at the time was ... the lack of good butter during
the occupation. They are ashamed of their behavior during the war, when they
overwhelmingly supported Marshal Pétain (1856-1951) and his Vichy
government. Dmochowski and his wife attended a screening of the Soviet film
*Requiem After the Massacre®/ “Go and See” in the original /directed by Elem
Klimov (1933—-2003)/, depicting the massacre of the Belarusian village of Khatyn
carried out by Nazi perpetrators in 1943. During the war, over 600 villages in
Belarus were burned to the ground and their inhabitants murdered, most often by
being burned alive. The Soviet embassy organized a promotional event for the
screening. The result? A mere 18 people were present in the large hall! At the same
time, the well-known politician Jean-Marie Le Pen (b. 1928) claimed that
concentration camps were merely a “minor detail of World War II”’! The suffering
of the Belarusian people simply cannot break through into the world’s collective
memory.

Piotr Dmochowski’s work deserves the highest praise. It is a must-read for all
those who dream of conquering the West. Few Poles have achieved this; I will not

mention their names, as I might forget someone. It is extremely difficult for artists
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to make a name for themselves abroad. They must be original, have the right
promoter, and be active at the right time and in the right place. Only a combination
of such factors can propel an artist to prominence. It’s not like soccer players,
tennis players, or boxers—their work is judged purely objectively, because in
sports, it’s immediately clear who is better or worse. In art, subjectivity reigns
supreme.

Piotr Dmochowski, The Struggle for Beksinski, Warsaw 2016, MD Publishing,
pp. 648
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Damian Romaniak
Beksinski vs. Paris

Piotr Dmochowski, The Struggle for Beksinski, Beksinski — Dmochowski:
Letters 1999—2003, MD Publishing House, Warsaw 2016, 2017

I understand those readers and culture enthusiasts who have had enough of the
topic of Beksinski and the Beksinski family.

Some time ago, while reviewing Wiestaw Weiss’s extensive monograph
*Tomasz Beksinski: A True Portrait™ in the pages of *Elevator*, I noted that
Magdalena Grzebatkowska had sparked the entire media frenzy with her
excellent book *The Beksinskis: A Double Portrait. For two years, the author
meticulously gathered material and spoke with people who knew the members
of the “last family” well, and the result was a shocking book. The public and
critics alike raved about it.

The biography sold hundreds of thousands of copies; after just two years, a
second edition was published, which also quickly flew off the shelves.

Films were also made that generated a lot of buzz. I’'m referring to Jan P.
Matuszynski’s *The Last Family* and the highly acclaimed documentary *7he
Beksinskis *. Marcin Borchardt’s video-audio album, which turned out to be one
of the most important films of 2017.

I approached reading *The Struggle for Beksinski* and the *Beksinski—
Dmochowski Letters*

from 71999-2003 with some skepticism and a sense of fatigue with the subject
matter—after all, how much more can one read about this outstanding and
controversial painter and his family? This initial impression

was further intensified by the sheer thickness of both volumes. The first book
has over 650 pages, and the second nearly 800. *The Struggle for Beksinski* had
me completely hooked after just a few short chapters.

In my opinion, this publication was sorely needed on the Polish publishing
market. The entries it contains are candid (to the point of pain!) and deeply
intimate.

Certainly, for some readers, the author’s revelations will seem too bold or even
inappropriate for publication, but I believe that their strength lies precisely in
this raw, vivid, and at times sarcastic language.

I won’t deny that reading this book can really get your blood boiling. Every
reader of this work will be caught up in the author’s emotional rollercoaster; he
comes across as a truly extraordinary individual, but also as someone who is
extremely neurotic and pessimistic about reality.

spent many years of his life promoting the work of Zdzistaw Beksinski in Paris.
France became his second homeland; during the communist era in Poland, he
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decided to emigrate to the West. In Paris, pursued an academic career, wrote his
habilitation thesis, and taught law at a prestigious university.

However, his great love and passion were painting and collecting paintings.

At the beginning of his journey to promote Polish artists in France, he appears to
the reader as an idealist, a man with a vision who knows exactly what he wants
to achieve, yet has practically no understanding of the political realities
prevailing in the West or the criteria governing the art scene there. The author
has one main goal—he wants to infect France and the entire West with his
fascination for the paintings of Zdzistaw Beksinski. At all costs, he wants the
work of this artist from a provincial, communist country to be seen by the world.
This dream becomes nothing short of an obsession for Dmochowski. He does
not realize, however, that a very difficult, bumpy road lies ahead, full of
suffering and uncertainty. This will involve immense fear and stress, sleepless
nights, and endless financial problems (taking out loans to organize exhibitions,
buying paintings, and then paying off debts). The author attacks the democratic-
liberal system in a very sharp and ruthless manner; to him, it is a “tyranny of the
majority,” a “system of patronage and mutual favors,” and he often vents venom
and hatred toward the prevailing regime in his writings. He is aware of the fact
that art, like any other domain, is becoming a battlefield for ideological struggle.
For Dmochowski, the democratic-liberal system is just as cynical in its artistic
ecstasies as the communist system. Freedom and pluralism supposedly reign, but
this is merely a facade, because one must submit to the will of the majority and
“political correctness.” The art world is ruled by money; critics write because
they are handsomely paid, accepting commissions from the owners of major
galleries promoting a particular painter. Articles about artists’ work are, in
reality, disguised advertisements. The cultural establishment in the West consists
in part of opportunists who do not look at the nature or value of art at all, but
only at whether it brings profits. The author contemptuously refers to cultural
officials in Europe as “nightmarish, crawling vermin.”

Particularly striking to the reader are those passages in which Dmochowski
attempts to analyze and delve deeply into Beksinski’s paintings. He is fascinated
by the motif of Death, capitalized as “Death”; for him, it is Beautiful and
Sublime Death. He considers this body of work mystical; the Polish artist paints
his pictures without understanding (and without wanting to understand) the
source of the impression of meaning that radiates from them. In his view,
Beksinski’s entire body of work revolves around a certain Essence, hidden in the
painter’s unconscious depths, which the artist is ashamed of and represses. Even
more striking are the notes detailing the French decision-makers’ aversion to
Beksinski’s paintings. While organizing exhibitions, Dmochowski noticed a
certain paradox. Namely, the French public almost always reacted
enthusiastically to the Polish artist’s works, while cultural and artistic
institutions remained silent, cold, and unmoved.

There were also numerous opinions that Beksinski was a very good, talented—
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or even outstanding—artist, but that his art was too macabre, repulsive, dark,
and outdated, so it certainly wouldn’t sell. The author of *The Struggle for
Beksinski* clearly states that without selling paintings, a painter has no chance
of making a name for himself in the West. Sales inspire trust and recognition;
without them, an artist can kiss fame goodbye, and the public’s admiration is
irrelevant in this case, because viewers may praise the work, but they won’t lift a
finger to help. Dmochowski, wanting to promote the Master’s work, goes from
office to office, talks to gallery owners, journalists, and potential buyers, and
even tries to ask Andrzej Wajda and Roman Polanski for help.

Unfortunately, both great directors refuse to help. I must admit that [ was
surprised by the fact that the director of *Rosemary’s Baby* dismissed
Beksinski’s work, which, with its horror and macabre elements, should have
resonated with such an outstanding director.

I should add that Dmochowski produced a short documentary film titled *In
Tribute to Beksinski*, which was selected for screening at the 1986 Cannes Film
Festival. The film was directed by Bogdan Dziworski.

Reading Piotr Dmochowski’s notes, many readers will ask themselves a
fundamental question: where does the aversion of French decision-makers to
Beksinski’s paintings come from? Is it really due to the horror emanating from
these paintings? The Polish artist’s art dealer concludes that the Polish artist’s
expressive work does not fit into the prevailing artistic paradigm in France. The
French value decorative and formal art, which, according to Dmochowski, is
cold and neutral. According to the author, art in the West is impoverished
precisely because it consists only of these two aforementioned types. So what if
there is pluralism, numerous museums, movie theaters, and a plethora of cultural
publications—there is no room in them for “frowned-upon” expressive art.
Beksinski’s friend is fascinated precisely by expressive art, which is merely a
marginal phenomenon in the vast ocean of decorative and formal art. The
following confession is worth noting: “I love the art of the human soul, its
unfathomable abysses, its recesses where fear and the desire for death lurk,
compassion for human suffering, and horror at the abomination of life: Great
Art. I like Kantor and Szajna, Brecht and Kubin; I like Bacon and the great
Soviet films—those by German, Bondarczuk, or Lapuszynski. I like art that,
once seen, is not forgotten two minutes later.” Dmochowski believes there is a
fundamental difference between Poland and France, which was not as degraded
during the war as our country was; he writes ironically that the French people’s
only problem during the occupation was a lack of butter, and thus they have no
need to delve into the dark recesses of the soul—they shy away from art that
expresses horror and fear.

*The Struggle for Beksinski* is, above all, a study of the difficult—and at times
very strained—friendship between the outstanding painter and his art dealer, a
relationship rife with numerous arguments and misunderstandings. Dmochowski
recognizes the genius— —and the uniqueness of this painting, but he does not
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mince words and spares no bitter criticism of its creator. Terms such as
“paranoid,” “greedy,” “coward,” “ingrate,” and “egocentric” are thrown around.
Beksinski did not know any foreign languages, did not have a driver’s license,
did not like to travel to the openings of his own exhibitions, led a sedentary
lifestyle, and sometimes sharply criticized the way Dmochowski promoted him
and his work 1n Paris, accusing the art dealer of incompetence. The Polish
painter was terrified of a situation in which his promoter would leave him
penniless, a fear the author aptly exposed in his notes. It is important to mention
that Dmochowski and Beksinski were bound by a written contract, under which
the painter was to sell a specific number of paintings to the art dealer each year.
The Polish artist valued his freedom; he disliked working under duress or on a
piecework basis, which is why he felt like a prisoner of the obligation weighing
on him. In 1994, he decided to terminate his contract with Dmochowski, which,
among other things, led to the promoter of his work having to close his own
gallery in Paris, which he had founded with his wife Anna in the late 1980s.

The renewal of his friendship with Master Beksinski—but now without a
binding contract—took place after the deaths of Zofia Beksinska and their son
Tomasz. The painter’s wife could not forgive Dmochowski for what he wrote in
the book *Zmagania o Beksinskiego™ (the first translation from French was
published in Poland at his own expense in a run of several hundred copies after
1995); she was outraged that the author was dragging intimate family disputes
into the open, and in her eyes, Dmochowski had become a traitor. It is also
worth noting the author’s attitude toward Tomasz Beksinski, which was
unequivocally negative. The Polish painter’s art dealer believed that the son was,
in fact, abusing his parents and taking advantage of their kindness. After the
death of his loved ones, the Polish painter felt lonely and proposed to his former
friend that they “smoke the peace pipe.”

The letters from 19992003 bear witness to the renewal of their friendship; right
at the beginning, the topic of the controversial book *The Struggle for
Beksinski* resurfaces—a book that was originally intended to be published after
the deaths of the painter and his art dealer. Old grievances and resentments, still
very much alive, also appear throughout the extensive correspondence.
Beksinski harbored deep resentment toward Dmochowski over the latter’s
attempts to seek help from various influential figures (including the
aforementioned Wajda and Polanski), which he found humiliating and hurtful to
his pride. He cannot forget the failed brochures for his first exhibition of
paintings; he unceremoniously calls the old catalog “rubbish” and “nonsense.”
The Polish painter tries to explain his point of view to his promoter. From the
letters, Dmochowski appears to the reader as a fully mature man who has
recognized the mistakes and shortcomings in promoting Beksinski’s paintings in
France, has come to understand the mechanisms governing the Western art
world, and can now look at it all with a certain degree of detachment. However,
he does not believe that these “struggles” were pointless, for they did change
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him and became an invaluable school for character building. He used to be an
idealist who believed in people and human kindness, but now he has no
illusions; he tries not to maintain close relationships with anyone and lives
alone.

In his letters, Dmochowski portrays himself as a misanthrope by choice. In their
extensive correspondence, their conversations about movies are particularly
striking: while Dmochowski values auteur and art-house cinema, Beksinski is a
fan of entertainment; he likes action, shootouts, and car chases, and wants
movies to serve as an escape from monotonous, gray reality and a respite after a
hard day of creative work. The painter refers to blockbusters that were box-
office hits in the 1990s, mentioning titles such as *Twister* and *The System *
starring Sandra Bullock; *The Matrix* also comes up, though the Master is not a
big fan of it—he doesn’t particularly care for cyberpunk—but he does enjoy
James Bond films. Although Dmochowski—as he writes ironically—can’t stand
the French, he is an enthusiast of films such as *Sombre* and *Last Year at
Marienbad*.

Also noteworthy are his very bold discussions of erotic fantasies; Beksinski
writes without a hint of embarrassment about his fetishes and hidden sadistic
tendencies—he even fantasized about raping someone, but knew he would be
unable to carry it out in reality because he was too cultured a man who despised
violence. The Polish painter admits in one of his letters that he enjoys looking at
staged photographs depicting men being choked by a woman’s crotch until their
faces turn blue. For many readers, these descriptions may be distasteful and
considered overly pornographic.

Dmochowski, however, is also candid in his confessions; in his youth, he was a
highly sexually aroused man with intense desires, which led him to see a
psychoanalyst, though over the years his sex drive stabilized.

The published correspondence between Beksinski and Dmochowski is uneven,
however, because alongside excellent passages that reveal the behind-the-scenes
aspects of the artist’s work and his struggle with his own demons, there are
sections that are simply boring, dealing with technical details, computer
operations, file transfers, copying CD-Rs, or photo-editing software. Beksinski
loved computers and all kinds of technical innovations, while his art dealer was
very reluctant to learn how to use modern devices. Furthermore, some of the
information and confessions in the letters are well-known from *The Struggle
for Beksinski*. 1 particularly recommend reading these letters to ardent fans of
the great painter’s work and biography who wish to broaden and supplement
their knowledge of their favorite artist.
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WIESEAWA TURZANSKA

NOT JUST BEKS.
PIOTR DMOCHOWSKI’S CONTROVERSIES

Published by the Warsaw-based publishing house Mawit Druk, the book
*Beksinski — Dmochowski: Letters 1999-2003* is the second, middle volume of
the correspondence™ between Zdzistaw Beksinski and Piotr Dmochowski—a
Paris-based collector, promoter of the artist’s work, and his friend. Their
epistolary friendship lasted from 1983 to 2005, that is, until Beksinski’s tragic
death. A four-year hiatus in their correspondence (beginning in 1995) resulted
from the painter’s decision to sever all ties with his former art dealer.

This occurred due to the artist’s wife’s vehement reaction to Dmochowski’s
revelation of the Beksinski family’s secrets in his book *The Struggle for
Beksinski*, particularly Tomek’s extreme behavior. Hence, the publication in
question opens with a letter dated May 12, 1999, in which, following Zofia
Beks’s death, he proposes “smoking the peace pipe.” Interestingly, as we read
through the subsequent emails, we see that their former closeness had returned.
The two men wrote to each other several times a day and also spoke on the
phone.

During book-promotion events, Dmochowski emphasizes that he published the
letters with his friend’s consent, on the condition that they would appear only
after his death and without any edits. In the foreword, however, we find an
explanation for the two gaps in the correspondence collected in the volume.
Writing about the first gap, covering the period from December 17, 1999, to
April 30, 2000, Dmochowski states: “We didn t write to each other then
because, after the interview Zdzistaw gave to the weekly *Polityka™, I took
offense at him.” We can only add—it’s a shame, because on December 24, 1999,
Tomasz Beksinski took his own life... The second hiatus was due to a computer
malfunction and lasted about a year and a half.

The published correspondence bears witness to the difficult friendship between
two extraordinarily intriguing individuals. Some of the letters are poignant,
others amusing; some are serious, while others can be read with a grain of salt—
but thanks to them all, we can gain a deeper insight into the intricacies of the
psyche of one of the most important Polish artists of the 20th century.

Of course, some of the emails are practical and informational in nature; for
example, Beksinski repeatedly discusses the progress of renovations on a studio
apartment for the so-called “housekeeper princess”—that is, the woman who
might eventually take care of him in his old age.

A significant portion is devoted to descriptions of health issues, computer
problems, the sale of paintings, exhibitions, and interviews. And the artist had a
very specific attitude toward the latter, as evidenced by an excerpt from a letter
dated September 5, 2000: When [ recently (... ) compared myself to
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Chamberlain, who deluded himself that after Munich he was bringing peace to
his generation, but in fact brought war, some idiot wrote that Chamberlain was
my idol and role model and put that nonsense into my mouth. There are many
such scathing remarks about the media’s pursuit of sensationalism, and they are
tied to an assessment of the present day. It’s hard to overlook even this
observation: Nevertheless, giving a three-page interview to an illustrated
magazine means less today than a single-column mention in *Ekspres
Wieczorny™* or *Trybuna Ludu™ during the communist era. Today, all of this is
drowned in an ocean of information and an abundance of publications. If there's
an exhibition opening, there are at least three TV stations and just as many
radio stations present, along with a swarm of photographers, but nothing comes
of it. I myself don 't even know when or where it aired (December 6, 2002).
Perhaps that is why the artist viewed the exhibitions organized by Dmochowski
with a certain distance, even though the desire for fame was not foreign to him.
Similarly, Beksinski spoke out against institutional forms of recognition, which
he detested both during the People’s Republic of Poland and afterward. He
attributed his aversion to appearing in public to “provincial shyness,” but above
all, he was irritated by the glitz of the ritual; he was also aware of the
embarrassing absurdity of official situations. His frustration is evident in these
words: “Tomorrow I'm supposed to sign those fucking albums at that fucking
EMPIK, and for the past few fucking days it's been hanging over me like a
fucking black hole. I hate this. I'll get through it somehow, but the only fucking
thought I can muster is the realization that by this time tomorrow, it’ll all be
over (November 22, 2002). Of course, most of the letters aren’t quite so
expressive, especially when they’re meant to exchange impressions or
reflections on God, philosophy, art, and eroticism. And it seems that
Dmochowski encourages his friend to engage in precisely such reflections—
even when he himself writes about exhibitions, trends in painting, or individual
paintings.

Beksinski’s replies reveal intellectual and personal paradoxes.

Although the painter repeatedly emphasized that he knew nothing about art
history, rarely attended exhibitions, and had seen the works of the masters only
in reproductions, we nevertheless find in the book fascinating comments on
artistic issues—and not only in relation to the work of such luminaries as Turner,
Magritte, and Moreau. The same is true of film classics, on which Beksinski
spoke with expertise, often returning to Orson Welles’s *Citizen Kane*. This
didn’t stop him, however, from spending his evenings watching second-rate
American horror movies, a fact he noted with humor: “In a moment, an
American movie about a guy who comes home to find his own clone there. A
true-to-life story. Theres sure to be a shootout and maybe even time travel.”
Yum, yum (November 17, 2002).

Most engaging, however, are his reflections on fundamental issues.
Dmochowski constantly provokes Beksinski to tackle these kinds of topics,
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revealing his own idiosyncrasies in the process. So at , we can read interesting
musings on the death penalty, the meaning of violence, and the prospects for the
world’s development. Beksinski’s answers are often of a

polemical: In your vision of a bright future, you harbor hopes for a mass
slaughter, which (as you previously claimed) you would carry out if you had the
means to do so. Why must absolutely everyone who wants to make humanity
happy begin either by murdering some group of people or at least by causing
their numbers to decline statistically? (August 3, 2002). The artist himself,
however, predicts the emergence of a virtual reality that could become a panacea
for all sorts of ills, and with his characteristic absurd sense of humor, he adds:
Perhaps within the virtual world, it will be possible to create yet another
internal virtual world, and within that, still other worlds, one inside the other,
like Russian nesting dolls. In the end, we won t know which world were in
(ibid.). What’s more, the artist uses these insights—inspired by the movie *The
Matrix* and video games—to outline a concept for a new form of visual art, the
goal of which would be to create a pseudo-reality in an extremely realistic way
—complete with olfactory and tactile sensations. Well, given the downright
frenetic pace of technological development, it’s impossible to dismiss this vision
as a pipe dream.

Much of the correspondence is devoted to discussions of the painter’s
sadomasochistic obsessions. However, he maintains a considerable distance
from them and at one point concludes: “I’'m willing to bet that everyone has
hidden desires, but is terribly ashamed to reveal them, because doing so risks
ostracism, breaking ranks, and ridicule.” These desires are sometimes
ridiculous, even to the person who harbors them, because they arose during the
hormonal upheaval of adolescence (October 21, 2000). And since the former art
dealer returns to this topic several times, Beksinski playfully sums it up in one
of his emails. Of course, you’ve seen right through me: I'm preparing a studio
apartment for a 19-year-old Ukrainian porn model who promised to strangle me
every evening in return. If she strangles me and robs the apartment, it will be a
kind of extra bonus for yours truly (October 25, 2002). Undoubtedly, the letters
reveal a lesser-known side of the artist—not only as a scholar and intellectual,
but also as a brilliant, witty man with immense reserves of self-deprecating
humor, who enjoys playing with words and situations.

Readers are thus presented with an interesting dialogue between two distinctive,
vastly different personalities. But despite differing points of view, animosity, or
disputes, it is clear that a bond of understanding exists between the
correspondents.

It should be added that Beksinski eventually accepted Dmochowski’s book,
although this topic is still treated emotionally in the letters. This raises the
question: why did *The Struggle for Beksinski* lead to a conflict that resulted in
a four-year break in contact? Undeniably, Dmochowski wrote this book during a
difficult period in his life and made no secret of his bitterness or even rage.
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Much of this is explained by the title of the original French edition: *Noftes sur
la situation générale. Historique d’un échec*, or * *—*Notes on the General
Situation. An Account of a Failure*. This failure refers to the fruitless yet
persistent attempts to promote Beksinski’s paintings in the West, and above all
in France.

The Struggles ... begins with a description of the failure of the first exhibition,
organized in 1985 at the Valmay Gallery in Paris, and ends two years later. In a
postscript from 1995, Dmochowski explains: There was little point in continuing
to write, since as the years passed, there was no significant change in my
relationship with him, just as there was no significant change in the Western
establishments attitude toward his painting. So if I had continued writing, 1
would have had to repeat myself (p. 635).

Although the book covers a relatively narrow time frame, the approach adopted
by the author allows readers to understand his complex relationship with
Beksinski and to explore the Parisian cultural scene not only from the
perspective of a Polish émigré but also from that of a successful man. Let us
recall that Piotr Dmochowski left Poland in 1964 and has lived in Paris ever
since, where he graduated from the Faculty of Law and the School of Political
Science, founded a law firm, and became a professor of law at the Université de
Paris X. Beksinski’s work became his passion in 1983, and he has been
promoting it ever since. And writing *Zmagan*... was a desperate attempt at
self-therapy: Because if I started writing these notes, it was to free myself from
unbearable anxiety. Pouring my heart out on paper is like taking an aspirin. The
anxiety would leave me then, and I could go back to sleep. But the therapy
helped. I am free from fear once again. Despite 260,000 in debt and just as
many other misfortunes in plain sight—somehow I've calmed down (p. 278). The
book thus fits into the convention of the intimate diary popular in the 20th
century; in using this term, [ mean the original meaning of the word “intimacy”:
I am referring to delving into the recesses of the human soul, revealing
weaknesses, allowing the writer to admit to shortcomings and limitations. By
writing in his journal practically day by day, Dmochowski was able not only to
escape reality but also to come to terms with the world and with himself.
Beksinski is a key figure here, and the French rejection of his paintings
undoubtedly served as a catalyst for Dmochowski’s pessimistic reflections.

The author repeatedly returns to the issue of his complicated relationship with
the artist and gives vent to his bitterness, stating that he received no gratitude for
his efforts, no recognition for his results, and no encouragement to continue.
Several times he quotes the words with which Beks responded to his problems:
“Go ahead and drown, Piotr, drown, but return the unpaid paintings to me, pay
compensation, and then drop dead if you feel like it” (p. 602). Dmochowski is
also irritated by the painter’s stinginess; though Beks is one of the wealthiest
people in the People’s Republic of Poland, he lives extremely modestly and
constantly complains about a lack of money. Elsewhere, the author maliciously
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notes that Beks is terrified of the tax office. He simply has nightmares about it.
He wakes up sweating with terror that he's been called in for a dressing-down
and that he must account for his income—not only high by Polish standards and
always concealed, but also illegal, since it'’s in dollars (p. 276). At the same
time, we find an extremely interesting and perhaps accurate analysis of the
contradictions inherent in the character of the master from Sanok in the notes of
*Portrait of Beks 2*, which conclude with a telling observation: There are two
figures within Beks. One, the conscious one, sees the reality surrounding him
realistically. He is a skilled painter, a highly talented professional. (...) The
other Beks, the subconscious one, is a visionary composed of neuroses,
obsessions, and fears. But also of the entire history and culture of the country in
which he lives (p. 397). And Dmochowski has an almost religious attitude
toward the painting born of these visions: he emphasizes the joy that
contemplating his paintings brings him, while he considers their creator to be the
only genius he has ever met in his life.
This also explains the aggressive assessment by the Parisian establishment,
which rejected Beksinski’s paintings, describing them as “morbide”—a term that
can be translated as “an obsessive preoccupation with death” or “an unhealthy
fascination with death” (p. 211). Dmochowski attributes the French aversion to
Beksa’s art to a loss of spirituality and emotionality, which, in his view,
constitutes the very essence of consumerism. Equally persuasively, the author
justifies the monolithic nature of Western culture, thereby debunking the myth of
cultural pluralism in that society. In the concluding reflections, titled
“Expressive Art,” the author states that under such conditions, only decorative,
formal painting can hope for recognition and popularity. It is therefore hardly
surprising to see the passion with which the author writes about officials, gallery
owners, and critics, whom he outright accuses of corruption: magazines publish
articles that are, in reality, paid, hidden advertisements produced by galleries
promoting painters (p. 75).
Dmochowski extends his animosity to the entire system of liberal democracy,
which so many of us dreamed of during the People’s Republic of Poland.
Throughout *Zmagania...*, we find evidence on many pages that everything is
based on money and connections. As examples, the author cites, among other
things, his own university career and the functioning of the courts, which show
more mercy to criminals than to victims, especially when the latter demand
financial compensation for the harm they have suffered.
Western journalists also come under fire, portrayed as a sectarian rabble of
mediocrities, full of hypocrisy and peddling half-truths: 7o stand up to it (the
press—ed. W. T.), one would probably have to be a multimillionaire obsessed
with “‘freedom of speech’ and willing to sacrifice one's entire fortune in its
defense.... only to end up suffering a crushing defeat at the hands of “Mr.
Editor” anyway (p. 573). Although these observations pertain to the reality of
the 1980s, it is difficult to assume that the mechanisms described have changed.
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One might also assume that, as a result of dramatic circumstances, Dmochowski
became a misanthrope who writes warmly only about his wife Ania, who always
supports him in difficult moments. However, in his introspective meditations,
the author does not spare himself either: we learn of the bouts of hatred that
torment him—bordering on a lust for murder—as well as his dark fantasies and
the numerous misdeeds he has committed.

Of course, the question arises as to whether there is any record at all in which
the author is completely honest. Is it possible to fully uncover the truth about
oneself, or is writing simply the act of creating a text and oneself as its main
character? In the case of a diary kept with publication in mind, we are
undoubtedly dealing with an authorial creation, which is evident, for example, in
the fact that certain events are omitted, while others are given more attention. So
how much of this is artistic creation, and how much is a record of real life?
Originally, *The Struggle for Beksinski* was to be published only after the
deaths of both individuals involved. Fate, however, had other plans. The
question of truth thus remains open, but what is more important is that we have
been given an intriguing “double portrait” of extraordinary personalities. On the
one hand, one of the greatest Polish artists of the 20th century; on the other, a
passionate and tireless promoter of his work—a man full of controversy

and a rebellious intellectual.

* A three-volume edition of this correspondence was previously published in
digital form on the website dmochowskigallery.net.

Piotr Dmochowski: The Struggle for Beksinski. Mawit Druk, Warsaw 2016, 648

pp-
Zdzistaw Beksinski, Piotr Dmochowski: Beksinski—-Dmochowski. Letters 1999—

2003. Mawit Druk, Warsaw 2017, 791 pp.
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JANUSZ MAJCHEREK

Piotr Dmochowski, “The Struggle for Beksinski,” Warsaw, Mawit Druk, 2016,
p. 704.

Zdzistaw Beksinski, Piotr Dmochowski, Letters 1999—-2003, Warsaw, Mawit
Druk, 2017, p. 846.

The artist and the other: someone who loves, adores, and comments on the artist,
paves the way for him into the world, and is willing to make sacrifices for him. I
read accounts of Zdzistaw Beksinski’s relationship with Piotr Dmochowski, and
for a moment I think about the role that Konstanty A. Jelenski played in relation
to Gombrowicz’s work. The similarity is only partial: Gombrowicz found in
Jelenski a devotee and a steadfast promoter, whose loyalty he appreciated and
with whom he did not engage in any peculiar psychological games. With the
benevolence of an absolute ruler, he expected homage and service. Moreover,
Jelenski himself held a prominent position and wielded influence among the
European elite, not to mention that,
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that he cultivated his own style of essay writing. However, without Jelenski’s
selfless efforts, Gombrowicz’s fame would not have spread throughout Europe
so early.

Dmochowski was in a different situation. A lawyer by profession, he became a
Parisian art dealer—essentially, for Beksinski. In other words, for some strange
for his vanity and an irresistible urge to make a name for himself on the world
stage, he combined this with the prospect of financial gain.

In the case of an art dealer, this is hardly surprising; what is more astonishing is
how much he was willing to endure in order to realize his idée fixe. It 1s well
known that Beksinski

He struck a deal with Dmochowski: he painted a certain number of paintings, so
to speak, on an exclusive basis, and received payment in foreign currency,
which was illegal under the Polish People’s Republic, but he took that risk
because the income allowed him to lead a relatively stable life (he lived
modestly, though, terrified for his own future and that of his family).

The agreement between the two men was drawn up with, one might say,
neurotic attention to detail. Its clauses often put Dmochowski in a difficult
position—to meet his financial obligations, he poured his own savings into the
venture, and Beksinski was ruthless in demanding payment. Dmochowski paid
not only for the commissioned paintings and not only for the exhibitions,
catalogs, and publicity organized at the Paris gallery; he was so fascinated by
certain paintings that he bought them for himself. He invested a fortune in
Beksinski and for a long time had no prospect of ever seeing a return on his
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investment. So what was it? Pure love of art? A mania? An obsession? A cynical
and far-sighted hope for profit?

A fragmentary yet fascinating glimpse into the nature of the art dealer’s
relationship

and the painter is provided by Dmochowski’s recently published diary, with its
aptly titled *The Struggle for Beksinski*. If read alongside an extensive selection
of letters from “both parties involved,” one might just as well speak of “the
struggles with Beksinski,” which the latter, incidentally, illuminates from his
own perspective in diaries published—along with other testimonies—in the
wake of the film *The Last Family*.

Anyone who knows and appreciates Beksinski’s paintings may be disappointed
by these

volumes: there is relatively little in them about his painting. But

yet how many other matters they contain! They provide material for a study of
the psychology of both the artist and the art dealer, but also a portrait of
everyday life—at home and in the West; they are a record of a unique alliance in
which allies support one another just as much as they wage war; they reveal, as
it were, the dark side of art—that is, everything that constitutes its
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A trivial backdrop: money, the struggle for fame, bureaucratic obstacles, family
and personal struggles, illnesses and ailments; yet both *Zmagania™ and the
*Letters™ are replete with profound reflections on the state of culture, as well as
aesthetic, philosophical, sociological, and political musings. Considering that
both Beksinski and Dmochowski speak from the perspective of amateurs, the
depth, breadth, and accuracy of their observations are astonishing.
Dmochowski’s analyses and self-analyses are particularly interesting in this
regard. A “civilian” who has settled in France, driven by an incomprehensible
passion for art, plows through obstacles, repeatedly coming up against the
indifference of the French cultural elite. He spares them no sarcasm, which often
provides the basis for brilliant remarks about the art market in the West. Anyone
else would have had every right to become discouraged, but he, fighting for
Beksinski, is able to endure even humiliation. His faith in the painter’s success
and his heroic effort to, in Gombrowicz’s words, “impose” him on the world are
truly impressive.

Meanwhile, Beksinski, with the pedantry of an accountant, inquires about
money as if he didn’t care about fame; besides, once he had achieved it, he was
so consumed by his own obsessions and fears that he was unable to fully enjoy
it. He avoided travel and exhibition openings due to a neurosis that manifested
as an upset stomach. He never visited Dmochowski in Paris; instead,
Dmochowski would come to Warsaw, where he was received with varying
degrees of hospitality. At one point, the painter severed ties with the art dealer
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and regarded him as an enemy. Over time, their relationship returned to relative
normality.

Beksinski, as is well known, does not enjoy widespread approval. His

Painting has its staunch supporters, but there are also those who see

it as kitsch. For readers of *Zmagania™ and the *Diaries™, this is a secondary
matter; there are other benefits to be gained from them. One may or may not
appreciate Beksinski, but it is impossible to remain indifferent to such an
extraordinary and unprecedented record of existence— , in fact, an interweaving
of two biographies, one of which—that of the painter—is in some way laid bare,
while the other—that of the art dealer—harbors a strange mystery.

AFRO

A review of *Zmagan* and *Listow* that appeared in issue 8 of the magazine
*Afront* (September 2019)

Fundacja Kultury

Erazm Furman

“Beksinski — Dmochowski x 2”

Of course, there are all sorts of reasons why people write books. The most noble is
writing for money; it’s pure craftsmanship that should command (and generally
does command) respect. People also supposedly write books for fame, and that
makes sense too, because fame usually brings money (see point 1). Many write
because they have to—something simply compels them to write, something that
generally has a lot in common with an addiction, just like alcoholism or sex
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addiction. Others, however, write out of love—simply for someone they’ve fallen
for. And it is precisely this reason that applies to the two voluminous books
published by the French lawyer and art dealer Piotr Dmochowski. When the poet
Kazimiera IHakowiczéwna wrote her memoirs of the time she served as Jozef
Pitsudski’s secretary, she modestly titled them *A Path Beside the Road*;
however, Piotr Dmochowski is not a modest man—a fact he makes no secret of,
since he doesn’t really hide anything —which is why in both books, which
ostensibly feature the famous painter Zdzistaw Beksinski as their main character,
he functions on an equal footing—or even has more of it—because, in truth, it is
Dmochowski who dominates in terms of the volume of text; besides, he is the
narrator in *7The Struggle for Beksinski*, and the narrator is always right. These
are, in fact, books about love—Ilove for a painter whose work the author loves,
admires, and considers genius, as well as self-love. The former love is fulfilled,
though 1t does not require reciprocity. For Dmochowski loves not Beksinski
himself, but his painting. In the second case, too, we have a fulfilled emotion,
because self-love is always fulfilled—it’s just that this is a sick love, of which
Domagalski is well aware: but how often do we misplace our feelings? He, too,
has misplaced them, for he is at once arrogant and insecure, strong and weak—in
other words, he is an ordinary man who would like to be a genius. He needs
Beksinski to rub shoulders with genius, but let’s appreciate Dmochowski’s insight
and taste—he has no doubts about Beksinski’s brilliance, though most people at
the time do; in France, where Dmochowski was trying to promote him, the artist—
already recognized in Poland—was not appreciated by the “frog-eaters” who
favored formal art, and yet his art dealer never ceased in his efforts to elevate him
to a pedestal. He deserves respect, because an ordinary art dealer, investing in art
solely for the money, would have given up long ago—but not Dmochowski. It
borders on madness: the dinners he hosts for various culture journalists, generally
—as he writes about them—mere “assholes” who live off him, his efforts to
secure support from government offices and prominent cultural figures—
Polanski, Wajda—thousands of phone calls, paid-for articles in major magazines,
a film, and finally a grand, mind-blowing exhibition—all of this costs a fortune
and yields not even minimal profits, yet Dmochowski persists in his efforts.
Beksinski—as can be gathered from Dmochowski’s complaints—completely
underestimates all this hard work, does not believe in a positive outcome, and even
mocks it and, wherever he can, undermines the position of his French art dealer.
And when things get really bad—with financial ruin looming on the horizon—
Dmochowski begins to write about the hopeless situation he has found himself in
—all because of his adoration for Beksinski’s paintings. He publishes the book
*The Struggle for Beksinski*, in which he spares no harsh words for his master,
dragging Beksinski’s family secrets into the open—for which Beksinski
temporarily cuts off their collaboration. Beks (as Dmochowski calls him) took
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offense at his loyal art dealer and collector—the man thanks to whom Beksinski
didn’t have to worry too much about the cost of living in Poland and was able, in
effect, to operate outside the system for many years. Dmochowski cannot fathom
that his master has had enough of him—that he is particularly fed up with the
contract requiring him to paint a specific number of paintings, which overwhelms
him. Dmochowski is not an artist, so he does not know that freedom is the most
important thing for a creator. “Better a meager morsel in freedom than delicacies
in captivity,” wrote Bishop Krasicki, but he was a writer; he understood this
relationship.

Both books are extremely interesting, but not because of their literary merit—
though I don’t entirely dismiss that either (Beksinski’s letters are particularly
noteworthy, as they prove he was a truly gifted writer: his style was engaging,
witty, and self-deprecating)—but mainly because they shed light on the
mechanisms behind the promotion of art. There’s a lot here about everyday life; if
I were planning to renovate my apartment, thanks to Beksinski’s detailed
descriptions, I think I’d be able to put up a partition wall on my own. It’s
interesting when the two men chat about movies—they have different tastes and
can’t fathom that the other prefers something else (Dmochowski appreciates
ambitious cinema, while Beksinski watches naive action movies with undisguised
joy). On the other hand, the descriptions of computer and photographic equipment
—and how they work—with which the painter bombarded his interlocutor are
tedious; the volume of their correspondence would benefit greatly if most of this
computer-related—and, in any case, repetitive—fluff were cut out. An advantage
of both books that cannot be overstated is their incredible candor. A candor that at
times borders on self-exposure; the two men share their obsessions, sexual
fantasies, and negative opinions about others. Due to lack of space—and an even
greater lack of desire—I won’t dwell any longer on Dmochowski’s lamentations
over the fact that extermination camps no longer exist—some sort of Majdanek
branch—where he could personally finish off the foolish people who
underestimate him and Beksa. I wonder how Beksifiski—had he not been
murdered—would have reacted to the publication of his correspondence with
Dmochowski, to whom he repeatedly emphasized that he was counting on
discretion. After all, the situation is not similar to that of Franz Kafka, who, on his
deathbed, asked Max Brod to destroy all his manuscripts; however, the editor of
*The Judgment* did not obey the author, thereby saving *The Trial* and *The
Castle* for world literature. Beksinski’s body of work would not have lost any of
its significance if these letters (emails) had not been made public, because when
looking at his paintings, hardly anyone feels the need to know that in his sexual
fantasies the painter imagined what it would be like to be one of the “men being
strangled by the crotch (...), that their faces had turned blue from lack of oxygen,
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and that the tongue of the strangled man slips out and enters the vagina or the
rectum.”

Yes, these are books about love—bad love, love that kills, that takes away, that
drains, and ultimately makes a person angry, angry at the whole world, so angry
that they no longer recognize themselves. Apparently, it’s possible to love the art
created by humans while at the same time hating people—as people—so terribly.

Just so there’s no doubt—I recommend both books to my esteemed readers; at
times you’ll grit your teeth, throw them against the wall, and skip over
Dmochowski’s tedious legal arguments, but in the end you’ll realize that nothing
has drawn you in like this in a long time; so intensely that for a moment you’ll
forget that you yourselves aren’t worth a pamphlet, or even a single page in
someone else’s book. That’s just how it is with us, grains of sand on the path
trodden by the great ones of this world.

Piotr Dmochowski, The Struggle for Beksinski, MD Publishing, 2nd revised
edition, Warsaw 2016.

Beksinski — Dmochowski. Letters 1999-2003, MD Publishing House, Warsaw
2017.7

REVIEWS FOUND ONLINE (B)

“First there was Beksinski, Zdzistaw, and his poignant, incredibly beautiful work.
No, actually, first there were the paintings, then the artist himself. But that was a
long time ago; I might be mistaken. Then, quite recently, a short film about
Tomek, shot shortly after his death. And before that, he himself, on Tréjka. And
finally, almost yesterday, there was *The Last Family*—the movie, not the book.
That’s where I met Dmochowski, wonderfully portrayed by Chyra, and I wanted
to read his chronicle, an extended interview with the painter. An extended
interview, because that’s how I imagined the book.

And what did I get? Something completely different (I shrug my shoulders and
smile uncertainly, a river of expressions). *The Struggle for Beksinski* is a very
intimate, personal, almost exhibitionist book. The narrative is slow,
phlegmatically describing day by day, minute by minute—but not Beksinski’s
life, rather Dmochowski’s. And it doesn’t follow his daring exploits; the plot isn’t
driven by an energetic path to success (promoting Beksa’s paintings) but by the
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painstaking, ant-like work, reflections, and doubts of an ordinary man who set out
to make another’s talent famous—without any experience in the field but with
immense energy and faith in success.

What can I say? There isn't much of Beks himself in this book, but there are tons of
Beks inside Dmochowski. I'm surprised. Very surprised. »

*

“For anyone who has come across Zdzistaw Beksinski’s biography before but
hasn’t delved deeper into the subject, the figure of Piotr Dmochowski may seem
controversial at best. We are well acquainted with the version of events as told by
the artist, which has since been repeated many times. However, it is important to
remember that there are two sides to every story—and, if one looks hard enough,
even a third.

“The Struggle for Beksinski” is the story of the popularization of Zdzistaw’s
paintings in France and other Western countries. Although Beksinski’s genius
seemed obvious, the task of promoting his art beyond Poland’s borders proved to
be a painstaking, daunting, frustrating, and—in the early stages—mostly fruitless
undertaking. The memoirs begin at the moment when the first, very expensive
exhibition of Beksinski’s paintings was a success among visitors, yet none of the
cultural figures, journalists, or collectors expressed any enthusiasm (to put it
mildly) for it. Consequently, from the very first pages, we are presented with a
portrait of Piotr Dmochowski—both the author and the narrator—broken,
overwhelmed by debt, and terrified by the prospect of the future. The central
theme of the entire story is not only the heroic attempt to promote Beksinski’s
paintings but also the struggle to bounce back from financial ruin.

One could criticize the book for not featuring much of Beksinski, but the truth is
that there is just as much of him as there is too little. There are chapters devoted
solely to him, but the vast majority of the book tells the story of its author—his
efforts, memories, and reflections. The author spares no one, just as people are
usually not spared in memoirs, which by their very nature contain the most
intimate and candid (though not necessarily positive) opinions and judgments. It’s
incredible how many of the observations recorded in the 1980s still seem relevant
today: the controlled pluralism of a democratic society, the spiritual decline of
Western civilization, absurd court rulings, collusion among journalists, and
terrorism. "The Struggle for Beksinski" is an incredibly fascinating guide to 1980s
France from the perspective of an émigré who had to achieve everything through
his own hard work.
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Piotr Dmochowski’s memoirs are written in a very pleasant, lively, and
conversational style. Some anecdotes are funny, others shocking. Very insightful
analyses of reality are interwoven with humorous stories from the author’s
childhood and youth. Of course, the verbal cruelty and merciless exposure of
flaws and weaknesses won’t be to everyone’s taste, but for me, this imperfect
portrait of a man is simply human—and that’s exactly how I wanted to see him.

If T had to make one criticism, it would be that, in my opinion, the book ends
abruptly and without warning. Of course, the whole work is coherent and framed
by the organized exhibitions, but I was sad to finish reading it, and despite its
considerable  length, I feel it ended far too quickly.

In summary, *The Struggle for Beksinski* is not a biography of the painter (it’s
surprising, but this criticism kept cropping up in negative reviews of the book). If
you want to learn about the artist’s life, I recommend checking out other works
(e.g., *The Beksinskis: A Double Portrait*). In Piotr Dmochowski’s book,
Beksinski and his work serve only as a backdrop (albeit a very vivid one) and a
motif for describing the author’s promotional activities, his reflections, and his
memories. | recommend this book primarily to those interested in the work of the
Master from Sanok. It’s also worth a read for those who believe they are well-
versed in the complex relationship between Beksinski and Dmochowski—a
relationship that was presented one-sidedly by the painter himself and by public
opinion. In my view: far too one-sidedly. "The Struggle for Beksinski" presents
the story of both men, but from a completely different, unpopular perspective,
complementing the much more widely accepted version of Beksinski’s story. »

*

« Definitely worth reading.

From the book, we learn about the difficulties Dmochowski encountered on his
way to promoting Beksinski. We also learn a little more about Beksinski himself
from a different perspective, because the author treats him—to put it mildly—not
very gently in his notes. He adores the works created by the Master, but the man
himself gets on his nerves.

It’s a shame that the diary ends in 1987 and the subsequent events are described in
the form of a postscript—very briefly.

I’'m giving it only a 6/10 because, for me, there’s simply not enough of Beksinski
himself in the book. There’s too much philosophical rambling and repetition of
themes.
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For fans of the Master, I think this is a must-read, though. »

sk

An interesting read for die-hard fans of Beksinski. It offers a different perspective
on the difficult relationship between Dmochowski and Beksinski. Very well
written. The only minor drawback is the author’s occasionally tedious
philosophical musings on political and religious topics, which may not necessarily
interest someone who picked up this book simply out of curiosity about the
Beksinski-Dmochowski relationship.

No. 01/2018

I think it took me about a month to read the book; even though it’s incredibly
interesting, I had to somehow work my way through those 650 pages. It turned out
well, because in the meantime I had the opportunity to see Beksinski’s paintings in
person for the first time, which was a great complement to the book.

In short, *The Struggle for Beksinski* is the story of the author’s efforts to
popularize the painter’s art in France. It promised to be interesting, but what |
actually got turned out to be even more fascinating. This book is, in fact, an
intimate, personal, and astonishingly insightful memoir by Dmochowski. In it, we
find a wealth of very detailed information about Beksinski’s family life, artistic
career, and the man himself. To keep the whole thing from becoming too
monotonous, the author has enriched the book with his own reflections on politics,
sociology, philosophy, psychoanalysis, art, and many other topics.

Throughout the book, Dmochowski comes across as a keen observer and
participant in Parisian cultural and legal circles. Personally, I was both delighted
and disheartened by the fact that, so many years after the book was written, this
critique of French society—and in particular the artistic and journalistic
establishments—remains just as relevant today.

A huge plus for his courage to be extremely candid in his assessment of himself,
others, and Beksinski. It’s a wonderful read—a text that shatters all the rules of
today’s political correctness (see the passage about being a Nazi or about the
Auschwitz camp).
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I do not recommend this book only to die-hard fans of Beksinski’s art who cannot
tolerate criticism of their master. »

%k
« Author: Hooked from the First Glance
Book:_The Struggle for Beksinski (Piotr Dmochowski)l= =
Date added: April 29, 2018, 8:27 PM

The BiblioNETka editorial team recommends it!
2 people recommend this text.

To anyone who has come across Zdzistaw Beksinski’s biography before but
hasn’t delved deeper into the subject, the figure of Piotr Dmochowski may seem
controversial at best. We are all familiar with the version of events as told by the
artist and later repeated many times. However, it’s important to remember that

there are two sides to every story—and if you look hard enough, you can even find
a third.

"The Struggle for Beksinski" tells the story of the popularization of Zdzistaw’s
work in France and other Western countries. Although Beksinski’s genius seemed
obvious, the task of promoting his paintings beyond Poland’s borders proved to be
a painstaking, daunting, and frustrating undertaking—and, in the early stages,
mostly fruitless. Piotr Dmochowski’s notes begin at the moment when the first,
very expensive exhibition was a success with visitors, yet none of the cultural
figures, journalists, or collectors expressed (to put it mildly) any enthusiasm.
Consequently, from the very first pages, we meet the author—who is also the
narrator—broken, overwhelmed by debt, and terrified by the prospect of the
future. The central theme of the entire story is not only the heroic attempt to
promote Beksinski’s paintings but also the struggle to bounce back from financial
ruin.

One could criticize the book for not featuring much of Beksinski, but in fact, there
is just as much of him as there is too little. Some chapters are devoted solely to
him, yet the vast majority of the book recounts the author’s own story, his
endeavors, memories, and reflections. Dmochowski spares no one, just as one
usually spares no one in memoirs, which by their very nature contain the most
intimate and candid (though not necessarily positive) opinions and judgments. It’s
incredible how many of the observations recorded in the 1980s still seem relevant
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today: the controlled pluralism of a democratic society, the spiritual decline of
Western civilization, absurd court rulings, collusion among journalists, and
terrorism.

"The Struggle for Beksinski" is an incredibly fascinating guide to 1980s France
from the perspective of an émigré who had to achieve everything through his own
hard work. It is written in a very pleasant, lively, and conversational style. Some
anecdotes are funny, others are shocking. Very insightful analyses of reality are
interwoven with humorous stories from the author’s childhood and youth. Of
course, the verbal cruelty and merciless exposure of flaws and weaknesses won’t
be to everyone’s taste—for me, * *—but this imperfect portrait of a human being
is simply human, and that’s exactly how I wanted to see him.

If I had one criticism of this book, it would be that it ends abruptly and without
warning. Of course, the whole thing is coherent and tied together by a narrative arc
consisting of organized exhibitions, but I was sad to finish it, and despite its
considerable length, I feel that the reading experience ended far too quickly.

To sum up, *The Struggle for Beksinski* is not a biography of the painter (it’s
surprising, but this accusation kept cropping up in negative reviews of the book).
If you want to learn about the artist’s life, I recommend other books (e.g., *The
Beksinskis: A Double Portrait*). In Piotr Dmochowski’s book, Beksinski and his
work serve only as a backdrop (albeit a very vivid one) and as a pretext for
describing the author’s promotional activities, his reflections, and his memories.

I recommend it above all to those interested in the paintings of the Sanok Master.
It’s also worth a look for those who believe they have a thorough understanding of
the complex relationship between Beksinski and Dmochowski—a relationship
presented one-sidedly by the painter himself and by public opinion. In my view,
it’s been presented too one-sidedly. "The Struggle for Beksinski" presents the
relationship between the two men from a completely different perspective,
complementing the much more widely accepted image of Beksinski.

[I published this review on my blog and on the websites Lubimy czyta¢ and
Goodreads] »
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« On the Shelves: Read, Owned
Read: March 5, 2018

This is a unique and amazing book.
...I’ll say right off the bat that there’s no objectivity here—Beksinski has been my
master in painting for many, many years...

As soon as one falls into my hands (I keep a close eye on new releases in this
regard)—so there’s no question of it just “falling into my hands”; it’s a deliberate
and premeditated act of buying and collecting, at times bordering on mania (!) —
whenever another book about the master Beksinski comes out, I immediately set
aside all other reading material and immerse myself in the world of my master’s
reflections.

It might seem like nothing out of the ordinary—just an exchange of letters
between an admirer— , a former art deale—and a painter. But all of this is
underpinned by a deeper meaning and the inner worlds of each of these men.
There is much to be read “between the lines” as well as in the direct statements
about each of the men and their complicated relationship, which spanned many
turbulent years.
For me, this by no means easy read completely absorbed me, consuming me every
evening and sometimes into the morning, without a moment’s respite.
I recommend it to anyone who appreciates the work of Zdzistaw Beksinski; it
helps you understand a lot and reinterpret many things. It’s just a shame that the
earlier volumes of this correspondence weren’t published in such a beautiful
format—that would have been wonderful (!). As it is, you have to print it out from
Mr. Dmochowski’s website, where he makes it available for free as a file.
I invite all admirers of the master to read it—it’s worth it, worth it, worth it!!! :) »

« Description from the publisher’s website:

The correspondence between Zdzistaw Beksinski and Piotr Dmochowski,
published for the first time in book form, is an uncensored record of the
relationship that connected the artist with the promoter of his art. The candor and
openness with which the letters are written allow readers to gain insight into the
authors’ genuine feelings, experiences, and views.
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Grief in an Envelope

In the process of creating the most complete portrait possible of one of Poland’s
most outstanding painters, I turned to another work that reveals the private side of
Zdzistaw Beksinski—his correspondence with Piotr Dmochowski, an admirer of
his paintings and a longtime friend.

The exchange of letters, following many years of silence, was initiated by
Zdzistaw Beksinski, who, after his wife’s death, decided to renew a relationship
that had been abruptly severed amid intense emotions. I had very much hoped that,
after an initial clearing up of past grievances, the conflict would be resolved, the
hatchet buried, and all wrongs forgotten. Unfortunately, that did not happen, and
every few dozen pages, a new wave of regret and bitterness poured out of the
correspondence; in those moments, reading became overwhelming, and I did not
enjoy reading those passages.

Can the relationship between Zdzistaw Beksinski and Piotr Dmochowski be
called a friendship? I have no doubt about it at all, because I believe that only in
friendship are people capable of setting aside their psychological comfort and
sense of justice (or sense of being wronged) in favor of a relationship that is
valuable to them—a relationship that helps them grow and offers new
perspectives. Besides, if it weren’t a friendship, would the two men speak to each
other so candidly? Would they discuss the most intimate details of their lives—
their longings, fantasies, and illnesses?

This collection of correspondence is an invaluable source of knowledge about
Zdzistaw Beksinski—and it’s firsthand! Fans of the Master’s work can learn what
—if any—ypolitical and religious views he held, and which artists he admired.
They can discover whom he admired, what insecurities he had, and what his vision
of reality was. The book covers a wide range of topics: art, sports, politics,
philosophy, religion, technology, eroticism, cinema, literature, music, and many,
many, many others. The letters often illustrate the mundane circumstances in
which his metaphysical, mysterious works—blurring the line between dream and
reality—were created.

If you have any doubts about whether to read this book due to its intimate nature
and the typically private nature of correspondence, you should know that
Zdzistaw Beksinski was aware that his correspondence with Piotr Dmochowski
would be published in the future and raised no objections to it. The book is

49



therefore not an exposure of the painter’s dirty laundry or private affairs against
his will; rather, it was published with his full consent.

The letters from 1999-2003 are the perfect complement fo *The Struggle for
Beksinski*, and 1 recommend reading them in that order, because the
correspondence often contains references to Dmochowski’s book, as well as
comments and even corrections. I recommend the book, * *, first and foremost to
fans of Zdzistaw Beksinski’s paintings, as it is an invaluable source of knowledge
about the artist himself. It also offers a fascinating glimpse into interpersonal
relationships that were far from simple. It’s a conversation covering almost every
topic, but above all, it’s a truly fascinating read that—given its length—will keep
you entertained for many, many, many evenings.

taina

Posted by niepoczytalna »

An anonymous user posted the following review on the “Lubimy Czyta¢” website:
“On the shelves: 2016

Read on February 18, 2017

“Note—this is absolutely not a book about Beksinski—Beksinski is barely
mentioned here—and there isn’t much about the struggle to promote him either,
and what there is is described in a very uninteresting way. This book is a huge
bucket (or rather, an entire ocean) of mudslinging directed at dozens of people,
entire communities, and groups that Mr. Piotr hates. This work is a jumble of the
author’s philosophical musings on all manner of topics: from politics, through art,
and social issues, all the way to psychoanalysis. The sheer volume of repetition,
the frustration, and the venom radiating from every page make reading this a
veritable ordeal. Seriously—it’s one of the worst books I’ve ever read in my life.
Every page was a struggle with myself not to throw it in the corner. What kept me
from giving up on the book was the hope that maybe in a moment there would be
another passage about Beksinski—and the truth is that what I was expecting from
this book makes up maybe 10% of its content—the rest is unbearable gibberish. In
the sparse passages where Dmochowski described his collaboration with
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Beksinski, he went out of his way to ridicule him, humiliate him, and reveal his
“true face,” but as far as I’'m concerned, he only discredited himself and exposed
what a parasite and scoundrel he was. Dmochowski muses, among other things,
that he would gladly reopen the camp in Auschwitz and burn those who oppose
him there, or he argues that the sick should die—because, after all, they shouldn’t
survive (natural selection reigns). In fact, the wish for various people’s deaths
appears in the book more than once. Not only that—at one point, Dmochowski
describes a pseudo-dream in which he imprisons and tortures his opponents; in
another entry, he ponders whether he would have been a good Nazi (he answers
himself that he would!). With each successive chapter, I got the impression that the
author was descending into some kind of madness at that time, and 1 was
overcome by an ever-growing sense of revulsion—which seemed to be confirmed
in the latter part of the book (a visit to a psychiatrist—unfortunately, the topic
wasn’t explored further—which is a shame). The author comes across on these
pages as the ultimate scoundrel, an unlikable, spiteful, and contrarian bastard. It’s
hardly surprising that Beksinski couldn’t stand him. Dmochowski rants and raves
throughout these pages, tearing his clothes in despair, portraying himself as a
martyr suffering for millions. Unfortunately, I, too, felt this torment with every
passing page. The author himself summed up his notes as follows: “Reading them
here and there, | realize that my notes are carefully selected; almost always awful
and most often seething with hatred. It seems as if I take pleasure in recounting
what is most bitter and sordid about others. My interludes in this whiny narrative,
I admit, are a collection of repulsive little stories.”—and everything is true, except
that the “whiny narrative” consists of brief interludes amid a torrent of insults,
curses, and outbursts of hatred. My opinion of this “work™ is also wonderfully
reflected by Beksinski himself at one point in the book, when he utters these
telling words to Dmochowski: “You have the mind of a paranoid (...) You’re
going too far with your accusations. And besides, you’re so systematic in leveling
accusations against those who’ve gotten under your skin (...) that your readers
will be bored after just the first few pages. If something is exaggerated and
systematic, you don’t feel like reading it.” BINGO—reading this book is like
slowly shoving a running blender into your eyes. »

*

After the publication of “Letters...,” the same person wrote the following review
online:

On the shelves: Read, 2017
Read: January 7, 2018

« Another book about Zdzistaw Beksinski has fallen into my hands. I try to read
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everything that comes out on the market. After the tragically boring
correspondence between the Master and Jerzy Lewczynski, it was time for the
exchange of letters between the artist and his longtime art dealer and promoter,
Piotr Dmochowski. I’d previously had the misfortune of reading Dmochowski’s
book titled *The Struggle for Beksinski*, which was a real ordeal to get through—
and, incidentally, I reviewed that “work™ on the lubimyczytac.pl website as well.
I’d also read Beksinski’s diaries, so I had a pretty good idea of what to expect from
the letters between these two men.

The correspondence between the art dealer and the painter consists of constant
attacks by the former and the latter’s constant defense against them. Dmochowski
seems to be the most irritating, spiteful, dishonest, and petty person in the world.
In a torrent of malice, he accuses Beksinski of homosexuality, a lack of taste in
film, and hundreds of other charges—in short, he suggests that while Beksinski’s
art is great, Beksinski himself is a petty, wicked, and foolish man. He often tries to
insult Zdzistaw, but Zdzistaw not only refuses to be drawn into these games—
never stooping to the level of a hack—but also responds with class to every
accusation or snide remark. Halfway through the book, Dmochowski suddenly
comes to the conclusion, while poring over the correspondence that had already
been established, that he has been picking on the master most of the time—he
promises to improve—but fails to keep his word. Beks never lets himself be
provoked, which infuriates Dmochowski even more. Dmochowski keeps
returning to the old agreement he drew up with Beksinski (anyone who has read it
knows it was a scam). He comes across as childish, and his letters read like the
complaints of a spoiled eight-year-old. Contrary to what he assures us, he hasn’t
changed; he hasn’t calmed down since the time he wrote *Zmagania*.
Respect to Mr. Piotr for his courage, because of his own free will he publishes
letters that portray him as a greedy man, hungry for applause (eager to ride on
Beksinski’s coattails into history), a hypocrite, and an unstable individual—who
himself admits that he would gladly murder thousands of his enemies if given the
chance, reveals a fascination with Hitler, and also boasts of his wife’s numerous
infidelities—on top of that, he considers everyone else to be idiots—while holding
himself up as a paragon of virtue. Well done. Dmochowski’s wife herself stated
that “he has an aggressive and annoying style,” and that her husband will lose the
dispute with Beksinski—that readers and history will judge him as such.

A review of this book is really a critique of Dmochowski, because in this book he
resolutely tries to dominate the Master, who doesn’t try to shine by force, while the
art dealer constantly wants to impress Beksinski with his knowledge (despite
being ignorant in many fields, whereas Zdzistaw is a Renaissance man —his
remarks, often tossed off in passing, reveal the vast knowledge he possessed on
various topics), throws around names, and brags about everywhere he’s been and
everything he’s seen.
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Beksinski’s letters are mostly either rebuttals of Dmochowski’s attacks—who
sees Beksinski’s (imagined) hidden malice everywhere—or amusing descriptions
of everyday activities—very ordinary ones—such as renovations or trips to the
stores—but they make for a pleasant read. There isn’t much to say about
Zdzistaw’s correspondence because at times one gets the impression that he
replies to Dmochowski out of politeness and isn’t entirely eager to continue this
forced correspondence, which was designed from the outset for publication as a
book. Contrary to what Beksinski claims about his writing style, his own thoughts
are expressed very clearly; he is able to convey—sometimes profound
philosophical reflections—in a simple way, so that even Dmochowski could
understand them. The painter’s letters paint a picture of a well-read man who,
despite his advanced age, is perfectly at home in the world of computer
technology.

So, is the book any good? It’s a very good and engaging read. The two men are
completely different—their collaboration was bound to fail. »
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styczna. W jej sklad wchodzg poeci E. Mesens,
Marcel Lecomte, Paul Nouge, Camille Go-
emans i malarz René Magritte, péZniej dziatal —
raczej samodzielnie — Marcel Marién.
Zainteresowanie surrealizmem trwa do dzisiaj
(w niektérych przejawach kultury moina nawet
méwié o odradzaniu sig tego ruchu). Skromnym

ca swoich dni. -Belgijski tworca troch¢ w od-
mienny sposéb, niz to zalecal André Breton, re-
alizuje koncepcje przedmiotu kojarzonego. Nad-
realizm rozszerzyt pojecie przedmiomu na sfery
psychiki, luznych skojarzefi, na przedmiory
obecne w umysle lub w marzeniu sennym, stad
konotacje w naszej pod§wiadomoéci tworza wy-

W roku 193/ Marcel Marnen SHUK1 okuiary
i umocowat oprawke wokt jednego tylko szkiel-
ka, tworzac L'introuvable (Nie do odnalezienia).
Tym troche nielogicznym haslem mozna by
okresli¢ zasade poszukiwania Mariéna. Przed-
mioty, materialy, ksztalty oderwane od swego
normalnego Zycia s3 w naszej wyobraZni inaczej

vianena zywioly, CZy poZusiawiuny J© saulyin
sobie w pozaczasowym trwaniu.

Dziwaczny pokdj Marcela Mariéna,
Galeria Migdzynarodowego Centrum
Kulury w Krakowie, pazdziernik 1997

dowodem na to jest wystawa twérczosci surre-  zwolony obraz rzeczy.

odnalezione, nie do korica okreslone, gdyz w zu-

i} ,

Préba wylansowania w Paryzu

wybitnego artysty
nie powiodla si¢

Beksinski,
mon amour

Joanna Skoczylas

szystkie szczgsliwe milosci

,)m sq do siebie podobne -
wigc nieciekawe, kazda
nieszczg$liwa jest nieszezgSliwa na
swéj sposdb. Tg trawestacje stynne-
go aforyzmu Lwa Tolstoja potwier-
dza cala historia literatury i kultury.
Aby miloéé warta byla opowiesci,
potrzebne sa dramatyczne kompli-
kacje — nagte rozstania, utrata majat-
ku, intrygi niechg¢tnego otoczenia
i inne nieszczeseia tworzace 6w tak
pozadany przez czytelnikéw efekt
napigcia, przerazenia czy wspéiczu-
cia dla bohateréw. Mniej waZne przy
tym, czy obiektem namigtnosci jest
pigkna kobieta, czy np. dzielo sztu-
ki. Historia, o ktérej opowiada Piotr
Dmochowski w Zmaganiach o Bek-
siriskiego, zdarzyla si¢ naprawdg
1 obok wszystkich dramatycznych
komplikacji, nad ktérych wymysle-

niem glowig si¢ autorzy niezliczo-
nych romanséw, ma jeszcze inny
atut — 6w smak autentyzmu, faktéw,
odslaniania kulis $wiata wielkiej
sztuki i pienigdzy.

Wszystko zaczglo sig na poczatku
lat 80., kiedy to Anna i Piotr Dmo-
chowscy, miode polskie malzeristwo
zamieszkale w Paryzu, zachwycilo
si¢ malarstwem Zdzistawa Beksini-
skiego i postanowilo zagra¢ va ba-
nque, postawi¢ na jedng kartg caly
swoj zyciowy dorobek, by wylanso-
waé artyste w stolicy sztuki europej-
skiej. Sam Beksiriski odnosil si¢ do
tej idei i swoich szans bardzo scep-
tycznie, ale uleg! w koricu entuzja-
zmowi i urokowi osobistemu obojga
miodych ludzi, ktérym udalo sig juz
odnie$¢ w Paryzu sukces — on,
prawnik, po wyjeZdzie z kraju w la-
tach 60. ukorczy! tam studia (jest
wykladowcg na Uniwersytecie Pa-
ryz X i prowadzi prywatng prakty-
kg), ona robila karierg podrézujacej

TS (Calbwratve S ymvaead fea 1337 s.f(@.wm

po $wiecie wzigtej modelki. Zreszig
pomyst wylansowania nie znanego
poza Polska, lecz wybitnego artysty
nie byl tak szalony, jak mogloby si¢
wydawaé. Wiadomo, Ze artystyczny
Paryz juz od dziesigcioleci cierpi na
niedobdr rodzimych talentéw i chet-
nie importuje obcych. Ktog, kto wy-
bierze artyste, ktérego twérczosé
moze tam si¢ spodobaé, poswigci
mu swéj czas, energig, zainwestuje
spore pienigdze, a przede wszystkim
bedzie umial wilizgnaé si¢ do istnie-
jacego ukladu artystycznego, moze
odnie$¢ mniejszy lub wigkszy suk-
ces. Dmochowski poswigcil Beksiri-
skiemu caly swdj czas i majatek,
rzucil artystycznemu Paryzowi za-
iste rastignakowskie wyzwanie - i
ponidst druzgocacq klgskg.

Nie zdradzam tu zadnej tajemni-
cy, bo zapiski Piotra Dmochowskie-
go rozpoczynaja sig od tej konstata-
¢ji i widma bankructwa, ktére nad
nim zawislo. Najciekawsza jest wi-
wisekcja przyczyn porazki, kidrej
autor dokonuje bez roztkliwiania sig
nad soba, cho¢ nie bez poteznej
dawki goryczy ptyngcej z wielkiego
zawodu, jakiego doznal, mimo
wszelkich podejmowanych wysil-
kéw i préb. Nie szczedzi przy tym
smakowitych, pikantnych scenek
z Zycia artystycznego establishmen-
tu Paryza, jakze cz¢sto skorumpo-
wanego, przymilnego wobec moz-
nych tego $wiata, a wynioslego wo-
bec nowych przybyszéw bez odpo-
wiednich rekomendacji. Dmochow-
ski opowiada o wielu przykrych roz-
czarowaniach, ktére pojawiajg sig,
gdy tylko lekko przetrze¢ blichtr
wielkiego monde’u. Najbardziej

gorzkie bylo dla niego wrazenie, ze
gdy zaczgl lansowaé Beksa - jak
pieszczotliwie nazwal artyst¢ — po-
czul sie, jak gdyby znalazt si¢ w éro-
dowisku chciwych notariuszy, a nie
wéréd ludzi ozywionych pasja do
pigkna i sztuki.

Mozna powiedzied, ze nie moglo
by¢ inaczej, skoro eksperci
z wszechwladnego w dziedzinie
sztuki wspdélczesnej paryskiego
Centrum Beaubourg nie wyrazili
najmniejszego  zainleresowania
twérczoscig Beksinskiego, malarza
:EH_NSH_GWD tam za mrocznego
i ogarnigtego obsesjy Smierci i brzy-
doty, a w dodatku uprawiajacego
tradycyjne warsztatowe malarstwo.
W dzisiejszym $wiecie sztuki. ceni
si¢ znacznie bardziej innowacyj-
nosé, poszukiwanie nowej ekspresji.
Whbrew wszystkim dobrym radom
Dmochowski wytrwal przy swoim
i z calym przekonaniem i energig
rzucil sig w wir prac i zabiegéw wo-
k6l lansowania swego idola. Dzigki
Dmochowskiemu twérezosé, wysta-
wy Zdzislawa Beksifiskiego mialy
w Paryzu reklame, na jaka nigdy nie
bylo sta¢ naszych panstwowych in-
stytucji wobec zadnego artysty. Me-
gapostery, tysiace plakatéw, eksklu-
zywne katalogi, luksusowy album,
film dokumentalny, prezentowany
podezas festiwalu w Cannes, a na-
wet wlasna galeria-muzeum w zna-
komitej dzielnicy Paryza. Dmo-
chowski nie kryje zalu i pretensji do
znanych w Paryzu Polakéw, ktérzy
mu nie pomogli (Polariski, Wajda).

Po latach zmagan o Beksiriskiego
zostaly Dmochowskiemu pelne pa-
sji zapiski w formie dziennika, ktére

swoim zwyczajem sam przetluma-
czyl na polski i wydal za wlasne pie-
nigdze. Wyznania spontaniczne -
o ile to mozliwe w przypadku slowa
pisanego — szczere az do bélu, jak to
si¢ dzisiaj mowi, czgsto niesprawie-
dliwe, ale bez wewngtrznej cenzury,
co ciggle rzadkie. Z pewnoscig
ksigzce przydalyby sig jeszcze skré-
ty, ale watpig, czy komukolwiek
udaloby sie nakloni¢ do tego autora,
podobnie jak nikomu nie udalo si¢
wyperswadowaé mu jego wielkiej
zyciowej milosei.

Piotr Dmochowski Zmagania
o Beksiniskiego, ksigzka wydana
nakladem autora, 1996, s. 610.
Okladka jest reprodukcijg obra-
N_mmaNnN.ﬁ_uim Beksiniskiego,
1
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Immediately after I translated “Notes sur la situation générale. Historique d’un
¢chec” into Polish and publishing the book under the title “Zmagania o
Beksinskiego,” I gave it to the late Tadeusz Jelenski—a writer and close friend
of mine who was then editing a certain Polish magazine, the name of which I no
longer recall—to read. He gave the book to Ms. Joanna Skoczylas, a contributor
to his magazine, for review (her husband was then the editor of a Polish art
magazine called “Sztuka™). Ms. Skoczylas’s review, titled “Beksinski, mon
amour,” appeared in Jelenski’s magazine, but unfortunately I did not keep a
copy of it.

After the Skoczylas article was published, I posed as a certain Janusz Porebski
(who, by the way, was a coworker of mine at Lido, but who didn’t have a clue
about my writings) and replied. I’ve kept that reply, posted under the
pseudonym “Porebski,” and still have it to this day, because it’s still relevant.
And here’s why:

Both Ms. Skoczylas’s review and all the others that have appeared in various
publications about my books since then see only Beksinski in them. Only what
concerns him is commented on. All my digressions on a wide variety of other
topics are ignored. That’s what irritated me about Ms. Skoczylas and what
continues to irritate me about others. So my response under the pseudonym
“Porebski” remains fully relevant to this day. And here it is:

“Beksinski, mon amour”? Something else entirely—and so much more!

I read with interest the article by Joanna Skoczylas titled “Beksinski, mon
amour” in your magazine, and I’d like to add my two cents.

I found Piotr Dmochowski’s book *Zmagania o Beksinskiego* at a Polish
bookstore on Boulevard Saint-Germain in Paris and read it in one sitting.

If I had read Ms. Skoczylas’s article first, I probably wouldn’t have bought the
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book and would never have looked inside. Because what your journalist writes
about this book gives a rather superficial and highly selective impression of its
literary and documentary value.

If Ms. Skoczylas is to be believed, the book deals exclusively with Beksinski
and the attempts to promote him in a hostile France.

That’s not the case.

Beksienski’s thread makes up only one-third of the whole. The other two are
devoted to—rather pessimistic, in fact—reflections on freedom, love, justice, the
death penalty, God, Auschwitz, journalists, democracy, etc., etc.

These reflections—intelligent, painful, always based on authentic facts—usually
begin with some anecdote, only to immediately move on to broader issues.
They are short essays straddling the boundaries of philosophy, sociology,
journalism, and memoir writing—dry, concise, and almost devoid of adjectives.

Portraits of many people written in hydrochloric acid—concise, caustic, vivid.
And although Dmochowski claims he has no sense of humor, it is often so witty
that the reader bursts into Homeric laughter at the literary “sight” of those
greedy, sticky hands reaching out to him to snatch a little money, to cheat him a
little, or to flatter him a little.

And the portrait of “Beksa”—whom the artist does not refer to by that name at
all—is particularly striking because of its “affection.” For there is no trace of
affection here: every page oozes irritation toward this artist, whose paintings
Dmochowski regards with downright fanatical adoration, yet whose character he
simply cannot stand.

And in this portrait of “Beksa,” there is a vast amount of information about his
obsessions, flaws, views, and inner conflicts. “Portrait of Beksa,” spanning some
thirty pages, will surely one day become an irreplaceable source of information
for all lovers of this artist.
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Finally, a few words about the book’s literary merits, as they are exceptional. Its
style is clear and straightforward. The sentences are short, concise, and thought-
provoking. There are few adjectives, but plenty of facts. All of this is generally
presented in the form of administrative reports or university lectures. Each essay
begins with an introduction (for example, a quote or a reminder of a fact that the
reader surely knows, which allows them to immediately understand what kind of
intellectual adventure the author is inviting them on). The introduction is
followed by an outline of the structure, which is usually divided into two or
three parts, and these, in turn, into points and subpoints. Finally, there is a
conclusion, also containing a quote, a fact, or some sort of “fin mot.” All of this
gives the impression of great coherence, clarity of argument, and persuasive
power. How many times while reading did it occur to me that, “He’s absolutely
right!”

Despite its didactic style, over six hundred pages, and rather intellectual content,
the book reads like a crime novel. Just like everyone to whom I’ve lent *The
Struggle for Beksinski* to read since then, I devoured it in three days and three
nights because I couldn’t put it down.

I believe that our grandchildren will still be reading it, without feeling that it
has lost its spark or grown old—that’s how much truth and power it exudes.

No, Dmochowski’s book deserves better than Ms. Skoczylas’s cold, distant,
selective, and superficial criticism.

JANUSZ POREBSKI

Paris
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