I have decided to reproduce a note that [ wrote immediately after the exhibition
closed, in December 1985. It comes from my book Notes sur la situation
génerale. Historique d'un échec (Notes on the General Situation. The Story of a
Failure), which visitors to my virtual gallerys beksinskimuzeum,net and
beksinskiarchiwum.net can find in the "Library" section.

16 December 1985
EXHIBITION I

After the month-long exhibition of twenty-two paintings by Zdzistaw Beksinski,
held in October 1985 at the Valmay Gallery, 22 Rue de Seine, Paris, I found
myself in a catastrophic financial situation.

The exhibition itself, however, was a success.

Crowds came to see it. I often claim that fifteen thousand people visited the
exhibition. In reality, I believe the number was closer to ten thousand, since
more than seven thousand complimentary catalogues were taken from the
gallery entrance, while many visitors left without taking one at all.

During the busiest periods—particularly on Saturday afternoons—the gallery
received as many as one hundred and thirty-five visitors per hour. During
quieter hours, especially on weekday mornings, attendance averaged around
fifty people an hour. These counts were repeatedly carried out, at my request, by
Tomek, a young Pole whom I had hired to supervise the first floor of the gallery.

I had been preparing this exhibition for a very long time.

Na tym zatrzymalbym pierwszy fragment. Dzigki temu mozemy spokojnie
dopracowac ton, zanim przejdziemy do nastepnych kilkudziesieciu stron. Sadze,
ze w przypadku tekstu, ktéry ma wej$¢ do archiwum, warto poswigci¢ trochg
wiecej czasu na jakos$¢ niz na szybkos¢.

Without attempting to follow their chronological order, I shall simply list the
principal steps I took in preparing this exhibition.

One day, with a touch of irony, the librarian asked me:

"You come here every day to consult this enormous volume. Are you trying to
learn it by heart or something?"

One hundred colour posters, each measuring two by one and a half metres, were
displayed in twelve Paris Métro stations, arranged in uninterrupted rows of ten
or thirteen. In addition, three thousand smaller posters (70 x 60 cm) were



printed, two thousand of which were placed in the windows of shops and cafés
throughout Paris.

I purchased half-page advertisements in Beaux-Arts, Connaissance des Arts, and
L'Officiel des spectacles to announce the exhibition. Each advertisement
featured a colour reproduction of what I considered the exhibition's emblematic
painting—the work I called The Pair of Mummies. Through the good offices of
Pierre Brisset, the magazine L'(Eil also published an article devoted to the
exhibition.

Visitors had access to a leather-bound guest book and an equally elegant press
dossier. Preparing these two volumes required six months of work and more
than ten meetings with the master bookbinder Ardouin, not counting the weeks
spent collecting, copying, arranging and mounting every newspaper and
magazine article that had ever been published about Beksinski.

For the exhibition I also commissioned a twenty-two-minute documentary
directed by Bogdan Dziworski. During the French stage of the production—
since part of the film had already been shot, edited and sound-mixed in Poland
—1I personally supervised every aspect of the organisation. I purchased or rented
the necessary equipment, coordinated the film crew, booked hotel rooms,
arranged transport and dealt with countless practical matters.

To screen the film—which would later prove to be one of the gravest mistakes I
ever made and one of the principal causes of my financial disaster—I first had
video copies made from the original 35 mm print. I then rented two video
recorders and installed them inside the gallery so that the film could be shown
continuously throughout the exhibition. In addition, I rented a nearby cinema,
the Studio Christine, for two hours every day, where the film was projected
repeatedly for several weeks.

During the opening reception, a television crew led by my friend Janusz
Porebski filmed a report on the event. At the same time, at my request, the
Polish photographer Michat Glinicki travelled from Warsaw to produce a
complete photographic record of the exhibition.

It was the same Glinicki who, during the preceding months, had photographed
on Ektachrome transparencies every Beksinski painting he could locate in Polish
museums and private collections. Those photographs were intended for the
album that I was already planning to publish.

I employed a six-person security team—five people more than were actually
necessary—to guard the exhibition day and night. Two additional assistants



distributed invitations at the entrance to FIAC, the international contemporary
art fair taking place simultaneously at the Grand Palais.

The exhibition was insured by Lloyd's for five million French francs.
My God... what else did I do?
I can no longer remember everything.

There must have been dozens of other undertakings, all intended to ensure that
the exhibition would be worthy of Beksinski's genius.

That is why both the guest book and the press dossier were bound in full
Morocco leather, the finest material available; all printed publications were
produced on high-quality coated and laminated paper; every reproduction was
printed in colour; guests at the opening were served Cordon Rouge champagne;
the film was shot on professional Eastman Kodak 35 mm stock; and every text
prepared for the exhibition was translated in advance and then checked three
separate times by professional translators whom I had personally selected.

Should I also count the hundreds of hours spent negotiating contracts, dealing
with administrative formalities, supervising work crews, organising transport,
translating texts myself, writing letters and conducting endless telephone
conversations?

I devoted nearly one hundred hours simply to interviewing Beksinski.
Afterwards came many more hours spent typing out those conversations and
editing at least part of them into readable form.

All of this took place under the constant strain of working with people who
lacked commitment, were rarely present in their offices, claimed to be
permanently overwhelmed with work, delivered everything late and, when they
finally did complete their tasks, often did so carelessly and full of mistakes.

As absurdly conceited as it may sound today, once everything was over I
realised that my passion for Beksinski's painting—combined with an almost
obsessive determination to make his Paris exhibition an overwhelming success
—had produced better results than the professionalism of many officials,
journalists, printers, translators and other specialists with whom I had been
obliged to work.

Although I was an amateur organising my very first exhibition, my
determination to convince the public that Beksinski was a great painter led me to
carry out my work with greater care, greater precision and greater attention to



detail than many of the professionals for whom such work was nothing more
than an ordinary means of earning a living.

For two years, I had been doing the work of several people.

Before embarking on each of these undertakings, I spent a long time reflecting
on every detail. I observed how museums, galleries, specialist journals, and art
professionals approached similar projects, and I frequently sought their advice.

No—two months after the exhibition had ended, when the bitter time of
reckoning arrived, I still could not accuse myself of megalomania or of having
locked myself inside my own certainties and fantasies. I never dismissed the
experience or knowledge of others. On the contrary, whenever their advice
seemed sensible, I accepted it readily and without hesitation.

I could continue to crown myself with laurels. I could go on listing my
achievements and successes.

But when one is an amateur, one remains an amateur precisely in the matters
that matter most.

For although many of the professionals I encountered while preparing the
exhibition often fell far short of me in terms of meticulousness, precision, or
punctuality, none of them would have made the fundamental mistake that I
made—the mistake that plunged me into a financial abyss from which, today, no
escape is visible.

There is therefore little point in continuing to enumerate my accomplishments,
because in the end they achieved very little.

Yes, I made a mistake. A single mistake—but an immense one.
I knew nothing about how an artist's reputation is actually built.

True, I possessed a rather literary notion of networks, private arrangements, the
power of money, and, above all, the influence of the art establishment, capable
of blocking the path of any outsider attempting to enter, without its consent and
without paying its implicit tribute, the closed circle of celebrated artists.

Yes, I knew all this from books and newspapers. Yet I never fully believed such
accounts, because I have always been suspicious both of excessively pessimistic
and excessively optimistic visions of the world offered by writers and
journalists.



Besides, the very same literature—especially that which praised the liberal
system as the guarantor of freedom—simultaneously painted an inspiring picture
of great artistic careers built honestly, through the quality of the work itself,
devotion to art, and recognition of genuine talent.

Why, then, should I have believed the bleak vision of embittered critics more
readily than the optimistic narratives of those who celebrated the free world?

Having no personal experience whatsoever in this field, and knowing the world
of artistic promotion only through books, why should I have chosen pessimism
from the outset? Such a choice would have meant abandoning my ambitions
before they had even begun.

Why should I not have believed those who insisted that, in free countries,
success 1s achieved through hard work, determination, and talent?

In short, after my unsuccessful attempts to persuade Parisian galleries and the
Centre Beaubourg to organize an exhibition of Beksinski's work, I came to
believe that I could impose him upon the art world by my own efforts alone.

I would have to force his way forward single-handedly, against everyone,
relying solely on the power of his painting and on the scale of the exhibition, of
which I myself would serve as a one-man orchestra.

It seemed to me that this was possible, provided that the public alone acted as
both my ally and the ultimate judge.

What I did not yet understand was how little influence the opinion of ordinary
visitors has in the process of elevating an artist to the highest ranks, and how
profoundly their tastes are shaped by the judgments of those who truly hold
power.

Above all, however, I believed that I could build Beksinski's reputation without
the indispensable support of buyers and collectors.

A man endowed with immense financial resources may hope that, through
persistence and a prolonged war of attrition, he will eventually overcome the
resistance of the gatekeepers. He can pay for newspaper articles, finance
publications, and...

...books, pay for reproductions in the media, and in this way impose his artist
upon the world.

He may, of course, still lose in the end.



Had I possessed substantial financial resources and been able to persevere for
several years, I might perhaps have managed without the gatekeepers. But I
could never have managed without buyers.

In my position—as an ordinary man with only modest means—it was
impossible to dispense with either.

Yet the French decision-makers refused me every form of support.

This was all the more damaging because buyers, in the end, were just as
dependent on them as the public itself. Just as ordinary visitors are unlikely to
embrace what the authorities of the art world refuse to endorse, collectors tend
to buy above all what critics, galleries, museum professionals, and cultural
institutions indicate to them through a multitude of converging signals, even
when those signals are indirect and never explicitly stated.

Without the backing of the gatekeepers, I had, at the very least, to win over the
buyers.

Instead, I was so captivated by Beksinski's paintings that I felt no need to court
collectors.

And this is how my indifference toward buyers turned against me.

At that time—and indeed still today—I was bound to Beksinski by a contract
under which I had undertaken to sell his paintings.

Since, however, I could fulfill that obligation simply by purchasing twelve
paintings from him each year myself, nothing compelled me to place those
works on the market.

And because I dreamed of an exhibition that would be ambitious, prestigious,
and unlike those organized by art dealers interested only in profit, I decided to
exhibit the finest paintings from my own collection—the very works I intended
to keep for myself.

Thus, regardless of my calculations and strategies, and regardless of how well—
or rather how poorly—I understood the unwritten rules governing the art
establishment and the price one was expected to pay in order to succeed within
it, I myself closed off my own path and eliminated any possibility of making
sales.

For, whatever the financial calculations might have suggested, there was simply
no question of selling Beksinski's finest paintings.



"At the next exhibition,” | told myself, "I shall show less important works, and
those I will offer for sale."

It seemed obvious to me that everything would then proceed smoothly and that
buyers would not be lacking.

Very well, then. Let the first exhibition be one of pure prestige.
Let me open a parenthesis here.

You must understand, my friend, that the ordinary mechanism by which a
painter's reputation is built—a mechanism I understand only today—consists
above all in creating a circle of friends around the artist.

In other words, one should sell his works at reasonable prices to people who are
genuinely interested, people who will almost certainly acquire additional
paintings later in order to build their collections. They will speak about the artist

here and there, help organize future exhibitions, introduce journalists, and so
forth.

Instead, rather than choosing the slow and gradual construction of such a
network, founded upon people's genuine motivations, I embraced the spectacular
model—the model of one man against the world.

I chose the romantic pattern that journalists and writers later so willingly
celebrate, telling naive people like myself stories about the dazzling triumphs of
great solitary geniuses.

But let us return to the question of sales.

For the most absurd aspect of the whole affair was not even that I had
effectively excluded every painting from sale.

The greatest absurdity was that I never clearly and unequivocally defined the
rules of the game into which I intended to invite others.

It would have been so simple.

All T had to do was announce that nothing was for sale because this was a
prestige exhibition organized by a collector, not by an art dealer.

Instead of simply declaring every exhibited painting unavailable, however, I
chose to do so only for fourteen of them.



As for the remaining eight, I assigned them astronomical prices—around three
hundred and fifty thousand francs—prices deliberately intended to make their
purchase impossible.

I imagined myself to be rather clever.

"These outrageous prices," 1 thought, "will protect me from every temptation
and every possibility of actually having to sell the paintings. At the same time,
they will elevate Beksinski's reputation.”

I knew how fascinated people are by prices and how much importance they
attach to them. I hoped they would talk about those prices. That, after all, was
precisely what I wanted.

"If the prices are high, people will assume the painter must be a great artist," 1
told myself.

This line of reasoning, although it appeared realistic, was in fact both naive and
dangerous.

Naive, because it is certainly worthwhile for people to talk about an artist—but
only if they speak well of him, rather than showering him with ridicule and
insults.

Instead, it was precisely because of my pricing policy that I came to be regarded
as a trickster, a second-rate fraud trying to pull off a clever stunt with minimal
effort and questionable honesty.

As for the prestige that [ imagined exorbitant prices would confer upon the
artist, my reasoning was even more naive.

For it is not the prices printed on labels by a promoter that create an artist's
reputation.

Prestige 1s built only by prices that are actually achieved in real sales.
Moreover, the entire strategy was extraordinarily dangerous.

If, at the next exhibition, I genuinely intended to offer some of the paintings for
sale, I would have had to set prices that collectors could realistically afford.

But once Beksinski's paintings had already been publicly valued at three
hundred and fifty thousand francs, it would have been extremely difficult, a year
or two later, to reduce them to what I considered realistic prices—between forty
and eighty thousand francs.



The public would inevitably have concluded that Beksinski's market value was
declining and that I was organizing a kind of clearance sale for an artist whose
reputation was collapsing.

An artist, in other words, whom no one should buy because his prices were
falling.

At the time, I did not yet understand that once prices exceed a certain threshold,
buyers no longer purchase works of art out of love for art or because they have
suddenly been moved by a painting.

They buy for entirely different reasons. Some seek the admiration and
compliments of their friends, while others regard art primarily as a financial
investment.

For the former, an unknown painter whose works are excessively expensive
ceases to provide either the pleasure of living with fine paintings or the
satisfaction of hearing guests praise the owner's refined taste.

For the latter, an artist whose prices are declining ceases to represent a secure
investment.

Today all this seems perfectly obvious to me.
Today, of course.
But back then I trusted my own assumptions more than reality.

I imagined myself to be clever by prohibiting sales in a manner that was at once
ambiguous and self-destructive: excluding fourteen paintings from sale outright
while assigning the remaining eight prices so absurdly high that purchasing
them was virtually impossible.

Yet, like any scheming and calculating man, [ wanted to leave myself an escape
route.

Just in case.
If, after all...
That is why I included the following reservation in the price list:

"The organizers of this exhibition do not intend to engage in the commercial sale
of the paintings presented here. Their objective is rather to place certain works
in museums and major private collections, where they will be able to reach the



public in a manner commensurate with their artistic importance. In view of this
objective and the limited number of available works, the organizers reserve the
right to choose among prospective purchasers. In order to preserve the
exhibition from a commercial atmosphere, no information concerning the actual
sale of paintings will be made public during the exhibition."

At the time, I genuinely believed that if, despite everything, a major museum
wished to acquire one of the paintings, I would sell it—even at a price ten times
lower than the one printed in the catalogue.

Protected by such a reservation, I would not even have to disclose the true
selling price.

As for everyone else—the ordinary buyers—I felt nothing but contempt.

If some ordinary Mr. Smith wanted to buy a Beksinski painting, I would either
refuse to sell it to him or require him to pay the full, outrageously inflated price.

Nothing about this approach was clear, precise, or coherent.
On the contrary, everything was vague, unstable, and uncertain.

At one moment I was driven by passion, at another by the dream of dazzling
Paris, and at yet another by simple greed.

Today I am almost certain of that.

On the central question—whether to sell during the first exhibition, to whom I
should sell, and at what price—I was pulled in several different directions,
motivated by impulses that were often noble, sometimes ridiculous, and
occasionally downright embarrassing.

In any case, I remained convinced that buyers for the few paintings nominally
available for purchase would inevitably appear, and that I could then decide
what to do next.

I therefore saw no need to devise an overall strategy in advance.

Meanwhile, however, I was making a series of partial decisions that could no
longer be reversed and that automatically prevented me from changing course
later.

But did I truly spend much time reflecting on all these practical and lofty
considerations?



When I look back on that period today, I suspect that I did not.
I was living in a kind of fever.

"Even if I don't sell a single painting," 1 kept telling myself, "what of it? I'll
recover the money by selling the film."

Here again, I believed that success would depend solely on the quality of the
work.

"If the film is good," 1 thought, "I won't have much difficulty selling it to several
television networks around the world. Distributors, too, will surely accept it
without hesitation."

Did I really think that?

Today, once again, I have the impression that I am attributing some of these
reflections to myself only in retrospect.

At the time, such questions seemed distant and secondary.

In any event, I did not yet know that the short documentary film is a trap from
which no one emerges alive.

I did not know that television networks had no interest in such films because
they already possessed inexhaustible supplies of their own and scarcely knew
what to do with them.

Nor did I realize soon enough that cinema owners preferred filling the intervals
between feature films with advertising rather than with short films.

Advertising generates revenue.
A short film generates nothing.

Moreover, my film was at least three times longer than anything the commercial
market was prepared to accept.

Above all—and this was the most important point—Dziworski, left without my
supervision, constructed the film almost entirely around the macabre, terrifying,
superficial, and easily exploitable aspect of Beksinski's painting.

He overlooked its unimaginable beauty and profound emotional depth.



If the paintings themselves already repel some viewers because of what they
perceive as their morbid character, then the film was, in this respect, even worse.

Today, two months after the exhibition, all the enthusiasts have long since
disappeared, and I find myself alone, confronted with a financial catastrophe.

The costs of the exhibition were enormous.

Advertising alone cost me one hundred and eighty thousand francs.
The film cost three hundred and fifty thousand.

Frames for the paintings—thirty thousand.

Gallery rental—twenty thousand.

The commemorative guest book and the press dossier—another twenty
thousand.

To this must be added insurance, the costs of the numerous television crews
producing reports, the exhibition attendants, the workers renovating the gallery,
the staff assisting at the opening, the translators, and the people distributing
brochures.

The final bill was staggering:
nearly one million francs.

To put this into perspective, my salary at the university amounts to eight
thousand francs per month.

In other words, the exhibition cost the equivalent of ten years of my income.
Every one of our savings went into it.

Every last one.

And now, only debts remain.

The most dangerous of them is the loan of four hundred and thirty thousand
francs owed to the bank.

When the bank director realized that he had made a mistake by granting me a
loan without adequate guarantees, he forced me, at the very last moment, to



mortgage my apartment and to pledge the one hundred and sixty-three gold louis
d'or that we kept in our bank safe-deposit box.

Fortunately, carried away by the enthusiasm surrounding the exhibition, Ania
agreed to sign the mortgage documents.

Yet while the notary was reading the deed aloud, she suddenly felt faint and lost
consciousness.

Had she refused to sign, foreclosure proceedings against me would have begun
immediately.

At that time several of my promissory notes were still outstanding.

Had the bank, because of my wife's refusal to sign, ceased financing my
obligations, I would instantly have found myself facing five or six lawsuits from
people whom I had not yet paid.

Today, the debt of four hundred and thirty thousand francs to the bank still
exists.

A month and a half after signing the mortgage, it remains almost entirely
untouched.

Only the interest has increased, accumulating relentlessly with each passing day.
I have exactly until 9 May to repay the bank.
Five months.

If, on 9 May 1986, I have not repaid the money, my apartment will be sold, and
I will have nowhere to live.

But I repeat:
those four hundred and thirty thousand francs are still not the whole story.
To that amount must be added:

« forty thousand francs in interest that will accrue by 9 May;

« fourteen thousand francs owed to the company that handled the mailing of
the exhibition invitations;

« nineteen thousand francs owed to Brynski, who lent me that money;

« seventy thousand francs claimed by Filmservice for producing the
internegative, interpositive, and four release prints of the film;



« one hundred thousand francs owed to Beksinski for the compulsory
forfait purchase—that is, the twelve paintings which, under the terms of
our contract, I am obliged to buy from him before the end of 1986.

I still owe Beksinski sixteen thousand francs for the drawings. He will not wait.

I owe Szydto fifty thousand francs for three paintings and a relief that |
imprudently purchased on credit just before the exhibition.

I must also pay seventy thousand francs to the tax authorities for the current
year, together with additional tax assessments for 1981 and 1983 that were
imposed on me only a few weeks ago because of deductions deemed excessive.

If my apartment were to be sold, I would have to find a new place to live and
furnish it from scratch. The move alone would cost approximately seventy
thousand francs, to which would have to be added a monthly rent of eight
thousand francs.

I would also have to finance the only means of restoring financial equilibrium
that I can still envisage: organizing another exhibition, this time designed to
generate sales. Yet even the most modest exhibition could not cost less than one
hundred thousand francs.

The total?

The total is that I must find one million francs.
One million.

And I am not exaggerating.

But that is still not the end of it.

There is also everyday life: household bills, the telephone, the car, Ania's
expenses for clothes and cosmetics. I simply cannot reduce those expenditures,
because doing so would provoke reactions of anger on her part that would
paralyze all my efforts to escape this situation.

I have never calculated the exact cost of our daily life, but I estimate that it
exceeds thirty thousand francs a month.

To the total, therefore, another three hundred and sixty thousand francs must be
added.



That brings the overall figure to approximately one million three hundred
thousand francs.

Where am I supposed to find such a sum?

How?

I am utterly incapable of acquiring that kind of money.

Income

So I repeat to myself, over and over again, the following calculation:

The sale of our apartment would bring in five hundred and fifty thousand francs.
The sale of our gold coins—eighty thousand.

My law practice has practically come to a standstill. At present I have only two
or three cases (among them the Karys and Sarzanska matters), which should be
concluded before the end of this year and bring in about thirty thousand francs.

There will probably also be a few divorces here and there; let us assume another
thirty thousand.

In her best years Ania earned approximately three hundred and eighty thousand
francs annually.

Let us assume that 1986 will be equally successful.
Although nothing could be less certain.

On the contrary, Ania is considering withdrawing from her profession, or at least
ending her collaboration with her principal employer, the Perris company.

In short, the amount she contributes to the household budget may be far lower
than three hundred and eighty thousand francs.

And even if it does reach that figure, it will still amount to no more than three
hundred and eighty thousand francs.

Finally, there is my university salary—one hundred thousand francs.

That 1s all.



Even in the most optimistic scenario, I can expect total income of roughly nine
hundred thousand francs.

Where am [ to find the missing four hundred thousand?
There is no answer.

Income Expected from the Promotion of Beksinski

I no longer count on it at all.

I have offered Beksinski's paintings to five provincial museums: Grenoble,
Lyon, Strasbourg, Nice, and Marseille.

I made the same proposal to three museums in Paris: the Centre Beaubourg, the
Museum of Modern Art of the City of Paris, and the Museum of Decorative
Atrts.

The price I proposed was, in my view, entirely reasonable: forty thousand francs
for each p I received no reply whatsoever, apart from one or two standard "No,
thank you" letters.

I offered the film to three French television networks.

I also sent videocassettes to television stations throughout Europe, as well as to
Israeli television.

To this day, I have received no response.
Besides, I no longer have any illusions.
It will simply be another "No, thank you."

I also proposed organizing Beksinski exhibitions to various institutions,
museums, and galleries in France and abroad.

A few provincial museums replied that
"this form of painting does not correspond to our aesthetic orientation."
The others did not reply at all.

I proposed publishing a Beksinski monograph to numerous publishers—
Flammarion, Cercle d'Art, Hazan, and many others.



So far I have received five refusals.
The rest did not even acknowledge receipt of my letter.

Finally, in an act of desperation, I came up with the idea of offering Beksinski's
paintings as record album covers to four record companies.

Not a single reply.
In Summary

I can see no way out.
No way out...

No way out...

I repeat these words to myself endlessly, day and night, during my sleepless
hours:

no way out.

There 1s not a single night when I sleep uninterrupted from evening until
morning without awakening before dawn with violent, paroxysmal cramps of
anxiety gripping my stomach.

It has become an obsession:

to make Beksinski famous.

And that obsession immediately crashes into the same wall:
no money, no allies, and debts.

So I write in order to silence my fear.

Every night I pace back and forth across my study, and then I sit down and fill
page after page.

In what sort of atmosphere am I living?
How do those around me react?

I reveal nothing of my panic.



I play the role of a man satisfied with himself, someone who has successfully
carried his undertaking through to completion.

"Are your paintings selling?" people ask me.
"Yes, of course," 1 reply. "Only rather slowly."”

Everyone around me is convinced that I have successfully launched Beksinski
and that, financially speaking, I have managed perfectly well.

No one has the slightest idea of the abyss into which I have fallen.

Not even Ania, who believes that selling our apartment and our gold coins will
be enough to cover all our debts.

Her ignorance, but also something I never expected—her solidarity—has
prevented her from overwhelming me with reproaches.

Apart from one or two scenes immediately after the exhibition closed, she has
remained cheerful and never returns, in conversation, to the subject of my
troubles.

Paradoxically, then, my struggle unfolds in an atmosphere of warmth and
affection that I owe entirely to her.

If this continues, she will become even dearer to me than she already is.
My situation with Beksinski, however, is infinitely more painful.
This genius of painting was a difficult man.

Endowed with an exceptional sense of realism and undeniable perceptiveness,
he once warned me about the risks I was taking.

At the same time, however, through hundreds of indirect signals—words,
exclamations, allusions, and reminders—he made it perfectly clear that he
considered my strategy the right one.

His approving smiles, his frequent references to my plans, the ease with which
he entrusted me with his finest paintings for the exhibition—all this testified to
the fact that, deep down, he believed it would be what he himself called

"the breakthrough."”



In dozens of different ways he displayed his faith in the spectacular success that
every Pole dreams of.

For in Poland only a dramatic breakthrough can rescue a person from a situation
that offers no hope whatsoever of achieving success through patience and hard
work.

Now, however, because financial success has failed to materialize, Beksinski
constantly reminds me of his earlier warning and magnifies it far beyond its true
significance.

Suddenly, everything I have done has become, in his eyes, wrong and ridiculous.
The exhibition was prepared in haste—"at the eleventh hour."”

The frames I chose were "petit-bourgeois and pretentious."

The typography of the first catalogue was "absurd."”

("Even Polanski said so...")

As for Dziworski's film, it provoked several letters from Beksinski—Iletters that
were, admittedly, rather amusing—written with such extraordinary fury that
Ania and I have read them aloud to our friends several times, simply to convince
ourselves that they really exist.

That is how it 1s, my friend.

That is what happens when one fails.

And it was I who failed.

"Ah, if only one could begin again..."

I repeat those words to myself thousands of times.

Like a man who endlessly relives the fatal turn of the steering wheel that caused
his accident, and who from that moment onward is condemned to spend the rest
of his life in a wheelchair.

"My God, if only one could begin again..."

ainting.
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