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Zachwyt nad pracami bardzo mtodego artysty zawsze niesie ze sobg ryzyko.
Zachwycamy si¢ tym, co tu i teraz, ale wkrotce juz oczekujemy kolejnych fajerwerkow,
rozwoju, zaskoczen. Pragniemy pozosta¢ w stanie zachwycenia.

Kiedy siedem lat temu prezentowalisSmy pierwsza wystawe Katarzyny Karpowicz
w Galerii Art, nasze zadanie bylto tatwe — podzieli¢ si¢ naszym zachwytem z szersza
publicznoscig.

Mloda malarka, $wiezo po dyplomie w krakowskiej Akademii Sztuk Pigknych, z miejsca
zyskala sobie wierne grono fanéw. Formalna uroda i pozorna naiwnos¢ tematdéw jej prac
wywolywaly podziw, wprawialy w stan oczarowania. Weszlismy w $wiat jej obrazdw,
czytali$émy je niczym basnie dla dorostych.

U Katarzyny Karpowicz obraz zawsze wynika z glebokiego przezycia rzeczywistosci,
z obserwacji i odczué. Z pozoru odrealniona scena wyplywa ze zdarzen, spotkan,
rozmoéw. Z zyciowych do$wiadczen biorg sie kolejne malarskie cykle.

Przez ostatnie lata Katarzyna duzo podrézowala po $wiecie, kilkakrotnie zmieniata
miejsce zamieszkania. Diuzsze pobyty w Budapeszcie, na angielskiej prowincji czy

w Hiszpanii pozwolily jej odkry¢ nowy zaséb motywoéw i ludzkich historii. Filtrowata
je przez swojg wrazliwos¢ i po swojemu opowiadata na ptétnach. Nadal tez po swojemu
prowadzi subtelny dialog z mistrzami, jak Balthus, Picasso czy malarze realizmu
magicznego. Inspiruje sie literaturg i kinem, ostatnio hiszpanskim. Teraz dzigki jej
obrazom odkryjemy filmy Victora Erice.

Kazdy jej obraz jest metafizyczny. Kazdy powstaje w skupieniu, i widz to czuje.

W soczewce pldtna artystka skupia to, co prawdziwe, i to, co wysnione. To, co mamy,

i to, 0 czym marzymy. Konkret i przeczucie. Kazda scena wydaje si¢ dzia¢ poza czasem,
zatopiona w kropli bursztynu czy szkla. Stad wzial sie tytul wystawy Niebieskie szkietko,
bo $wiat przedstawiony jest u Katarzyny Karpowicz tylko pozornie rzeczywisty, tak jakby
artystka patrzyfa na niego przez kawalek biekitnego szkta.

Mozna by uzna¢ to malarstwo za autobiograficzne. W pieknych twarzach dzieci i kobiet
doszukiwac si¢ ryséw samej artystki, wzig¢ udzial w jej podrézach. Ale poniewaz

w gruncie rzeczy kazda tworczos¢ jest autobiograficzna, to jednak spojrzmy poza ten
stereotyp. Tworczos¢ Katarzyny Karpowicz jest gteboko uniwersalna i egzystencjalna,
opowiada o relacjach, oczekiwaniach, nadziejach i lekach. Dziewczyna, ktora lata temu
ktadfa swoje bohaterki u podnéza géry czy wielkiego niedzwiedzia, skulone niczym
dzieci w tonie matki, i kazata im $ni¢ sen o zyciu, stala si¢ kobieta. Nie bez powodu teraz
na jej obrazach tak czgsto pojawiajg si¢ maski: motyw gry i udawania, ale jeszcze bardziej
dojrzalej umiejetnosci radzenia sobie w swiecie. I nawet jesli tego od razu nie widac,

to w calym tym liryzmie jest dawka humoru, ironii i przymruzenia oka.

Malgorzata Czynska, Wojciech Tuleya

The admiration for the works of a very young artist always carries a risk. We admire
what is here and now, but soon we expect more fireworks, more growth, more surprises.
We want to remain in a state of admiration.

When we presented the first exhibition of works by Katarzyna Karpowicz at Galeria Art
seven years ago, our task was easy: to share our admiration with a wider audience.

The young painter, freshly graduated from the Krakow Academy of Fine Arts, gained
a faithful group of fans right from the get-go. The formal beauty and seeming naivete
of the subjects of her works evoked admiration and enchanted audiences. We entered
the world of her paintings, we read them like fairy tales for adults.

In Katarzyna Karpowicz’s works, the painting is always the result of deeply experiencing
reality, of observations and feelings. The seemingly unreal scene flows from events,
meetings and conversations. Life experiences give rise to new painting series.

In recent years, Katarzyna has travelled around the world, changing her place of
residence several times. Longer stays in Budapest, in the English countryside or

in Spain allowed her to discover a new trove of motifs and human stories. She filtered
them through her sensitivity and retold them in her own way on her canvases. She still
conducts a subtle dialogue, in her own way, with the masters, such as Balthus, Picasso
and magical realism painters. She draws inspiration from literature and film, most
recently Spanish. Now, thanks to her paintings, we will discover Victor Erice’s films.

Each of her paintings is metaphysical. Each one is created in a state of focus, and the
viewer can feel it. In the lens of the canvas, the artist concentrates what is real with what
is imaginary, the concrete and the premonition. Thus the title of the exhibition — Blue
Glass — because the world that Katarzyna Karpowicz presents is only seemingly real,

as if the artist were looking at it through a piece of blue glass.

One could consider this type of painting to be autobiographical. Look for the artist’s
features in the beautiful faces of the women and children, take part in her journeys.
But since, technically speaking, every work is autobiographical, let us look beyond
this stereotype. Katarzyna Karpowicz’s works are deeply universal and existential,
speaking about relations, expectations, hope and fears. The girl who, years ago put
her heroines at the foot of the mountain or a great bear, huddled like children in their
mother’s womb, and had the dream a dream of life, has become a woman. It is not
without reason that masks appear so often in her paintings: the motif of playing and
pretending, but even more the mature ability to cope in the world. And even if it is
not immediately visible, there is a dose of humour, irony and tongue-in-cheek in all
this lyricism.

Malgorzata Czynska, Wojciech Tuleya
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KAPIEL Z BLAKIEM
Patrycja Pustkowiak

Wsrdd wielu moich dziwactw najwazniejsze jest to, Ze do wanny
zawsze chodzitam z Williamem Blakiem. Jesli chodzi o to, jakie dziela
wybieralam, to juz réznie. Najczesciej chyba Miltona. Milton to byta
czysta sztuka, dostownie.

W najdziwniejszym dniu mojego Zycia tez to zrobitam — rozebralam
sie, weszlam do wanny pelnej goracej wody i wzietam do reki Blakea.
Za oknem szalala wichura. Zawsze dobrze jg styszalam. Mieszkalam

w Krakowie, na Debnikach, w jednej z uliczek szerokosci szalika, tak
ciasnych, ze miedzy mojg kamienice a t¢ kolejng, z naprzeciwka, ledwie
wcisnieto drzewa. W czasie wiatru ich galezie stukaly mi w okna

jak potepiency, tak mocno, ze — jak mialam wrazenie — drzaly od
tego nie tylko wszystkie garnki w komodzie, ale i moje obrazy, te na
$cianach i na sztalugach, czekajace, az je dokoncze.

Lezalam w wannie juz od pot godziny, woda nakrywala mnie jak ciepty
koc. Bytam sam na sam z Williamem Blakiem. Prawda jest taka, ze
zawsze bylam z nim sam na sam. William Blake byl mi najlepszym
towarzyszem zycia. Jedynym, jakiego miatam.

Czasami udawalam, ze jest inaczej. Rano ubieralam si¢ w moja
ulubiong sukienke barwy nieba po nawalnicy, robilam sobie cztery
jajka na migkko — cztery to liczba adekwatna do posiadania idealnej
rodziny — i niostam je na sto6t jak cyrkowiec, doktadnie obliczajac
kroki, dbajgc o rytm i precyzje, wreszcie ktadac je na stole zastanym
wykrochmalonym obrusem i zjadajac, jakbym swdj smutek zjadata —
w dokladnie obliczonych, biato-zo6itych dawkach, a kazdy kes uwierat
mnie w gardlo jak kawatek starej koldry. Cztery jajka, w tym trzy

dla moich nieistniejgcych bliskich, znikaty w moich ustach, jakby to
byta jakas dlugo ¢wiczona sztuczka. Potem siedzialam przy tym stole,
martwa jak natura z mojego ostatniego obrazu, martwigc si¢ juz nie
tylko o swoja przysztos¢, ale i o cholesterol.

Sto lat samotnosci — zawsze zalowalam, Ze ten tytul jest zajety,
poniewaz powinien by¢ tytulem mojej biografii.

Westchnetam ciezko i na chwile zamknetam oczy. Wodny pled
szczelnie mnie otulal, czutam sig, jakbym byla znéw mata jak gtowka
od szpilki i ptywata w wodach ptodowych mojej matki, obijata sie

o trzustke i watrobe — och, jak czesto chcialam tam wrdci¢, zlozy¢
zazalenie z powodu wypchniecia mnie w $wiat, na Debniki, prosto

w wichure, prosto we wszystkie punkty zapalne miasta, w krajobraz
siedzgcy tam za szybg jak potwor; za oknem padat deszcz, jego krople
miarowo uderzaly o szyby.

Kiedy otworzylam oczy, siedzialam sama przy drewnianym stole,
w calkiem pustym pokoju. Przede mng, na talerzu, lezaly owoce
jarzebiny, czerwone jak stréj toreadora.

— Zal6z maske — rozkazala mi jedna jarzgbinowa kulka gtosem, ktéry
brzmial, jak gdyby pochodzit z wnetrza studni.

Obejrzalam si¢ w prawo, na $ciane. Wisialo na niej mndstwo masek

o roznych kolorach, cienkich i delikatnych, zrobionych jakby

z nalesnikowego ciasta lub — czego zaczetam si¢ obawia¢ — z ludzkiej
skory. Przestraszylam sig¢ i zaczetam protestowac.

— Po co? Nie chce. Dlaczego nie moge by¢ po prostu sobg? —
zapytalam juz bardziej ugodowo i zrozumialam nagle, jak mato to
znaczy. Moja twarz wydala mi si¢ jabtkiem, ktére wypadio mi z dtoni
i potoczylo si¢ gdzies daleko, poza zasieg mojego wzroku.

Zeby, jak to méwig,odnalez¢ siebie, zajrzalam w oko
zwierciadla, ktore stalo na stole. Byto miedzianozlote jak rybie tuski.
I przerazitam si¢ jeszcze bardziej — nie widzialam w nim swojego
odbicia. Im dluzej si¢ nad nim pochylatam, tym bardziej mnie

tam nie bylo. W lustrze odbijaly sie tylko maski, ktdre — jak sie
zorientowalam — wisialy wszedzie, na wszystkich $cianach, festiwal,
karnawal, horror masek, ktére otoczyly mnie nagle jak wilcza
wataha i wbijaly we mnie puste spojrzenia, wykrzywiajac twarze

w gumowym u$miechu.



Jarzgbinowe kulki zasmialy sie zlodliwie, syczac. Od tego gromkiego
$miechu maski na $cianie zaczely sie ruszac. Drzacg reka, nie patrzac
na nie, siegnelam po pierwszg z brzegu i powoli zalozytam jg na twarz.

Kiedy przez nig spojrzalam, stalam calkiem naga w zupelnie innym
pokoju, ubieraly mnie inne kobiety.

— Buty na $lub ci przyniosg drewniane — powiedziala jedna z nich

i delikatnym ruchem reki zdjeta mi maske z twarzy. Zastanawialam sie,
co jest teraz w jej miejscu — nie zdziwitabym si¢ nawet, gdybym na
szyi nosila ksiezyc.

— Druhny od rana czekaja w sadzie — powiedziala inna. — Drzewa
juz biale i biale ich sukienki. Punkt potudnie wszystkie zdejmg maski.

— Tamte dwie wyrosty na drzewach — odezwala si¢ kolejna,

z niepokojem, jakby ostrzegawczo. Miala tak dziwnie upiety kok, ze
wygladalo to tak, jakby na glowie siedzialo jej jakie$ zwierz¢. — Dwie
kuzynki na starych gruszach.

— Beda zbiera¢ owoce i je zbiorg — rzekla surowo najstarsza z nich.

— Jedna jeszcze lezy naga wsrod krzewdw — szepneta najmlodsza,
ale zamilkta pod karcagcym wzrokiem tej starej.

— Juz czas, juz czas. Oni konczg partie szachow! — goraczkowata sie
ta z kokiem na glowie.

Wziely mnie pod rece i poprowadzily do pokoju obok; zdgzytam tylko
szybko rzuci¢ na siebie okiem. Na moim ciele nie bylo sladu wloséw.
Bytam naga i gladka jak ryba.

Stanety za mng i okryty mnie aksamitng narzutka, kolorem
przypominajaca rozpotowiony owoc granatu; nie chcg nic mowig, ale

w pewien sposob przypominato mi to Chrystusowe szaty, co znéw mnie
przerazito. Rozgladatam si¢ wkoto w panice, czy aby nie ma tam krzyza.

— Nie na krzyzu. — Ta najmlodsza zachichotala. — Jesli juz, to na
byczym rogu.

— Za nig tamte wyrosty na drzewach. — Stara zdecydowanie uciela
temat. Jak zrozumiatam, mialo to by¢ dla mnie pocieszeniem.

Zawinely na mnie t¢ czerwong szate tak, ze wygladala jak sukienka;
pulsowata barwg krwi. Na twarz zalozyly mi czarng maske byka
przystrojong barwnym wiankiem $wiezych kwiatéw; na niektérych
byly jeszcze krople rosy, drobne i blyszczace jak peretki. Potem
poprowadzity mnie do innego pomieszczenia. Tam czekal juz mtody
mezczyzna w stroju toreadora. Wygladal, jakby wtasnie zbudzit sig

z glebokiego snu. Jego twarz wydawata mi si¢ znajoma. Wpatrywalam
sie w nig uparcie jak w za¢mienie stonca.

— William — przedstawil sie. — William Blake. Tez lubie jajka.

Otworzylam oczy, tak ciezkie, jakby do kazdej powieki przymocowano
mi po jednym odwazniku. William Blake — w postaci ksigzki —
plywal w wannie jak nieodkryty jeszcze gatunek ryby. Piscis papierus.
Powoli si¢ podniostam i wysztam z wanny. Akurat skonczyta si¢
wichura. Odetchnetam gleboko i spojrzalam w dol. Wtedy pod moje
stopy potoczyl si¢ maly, czerwony jak bycza krew owoc jarzebiny.



BATHTIME WITH BLAKE
Patrycja Pustkowiak

Among my many quirks, the most important is that I always took
baths with William Blake. As far as the works I chose are concerned,
it varied. Most often, I think, it was Milton. Milton was pure art,
literally.

On the strangest day of my life, I did it, too — I undressed, stepped
into a bathtub full of hot water and picked up Blake. There was a gale
outside the window. I always heard it clearly. I lived in Krakdéw, in
Debniki, on one of the streets as narrow as a scarf, so tight that the
trees were barely squeezed in between my townhouse and the next,
on the opposite side. In the wind, their branches knocked on my
windows like the damned, so strong that it felt like not only all the
pots in the commode rattled, but also all my paintings, the ones on
the walls and the ones on the easels, waiting to be finished.

I had been lying in the tub for half an hour, the water covering me
like a warm blanket. I was alone with William Blake. The truth is that
I was always alone with him. William Blake was my best companion
in life. The only one I had.

Sometimes, I pretended things were different. In the morning, I put
on my favourite dress the colour of the sky after a storm, made

four soft-boiled eggs — four is a number adequate for a perfect
family — and carried them to the table like a circus performer,
calculating the exact steps, ensuring the rhythm and precision,
finally putting them on a table covered with a starched tablecloth
and eating them — as if I was eating my sadness, in carefully
measured white-and-yellow doses, and each bite would get stuck

in my throat, like a piece of an old duvet. Four eggs, including three
for my non-existent loved ones, disappeared in my mouth as if it
was a long-practised trick. Then I sat at the table, still like the life in
my latest painting, worrying not only about my future, but also my
cholesterol.

One Hundred Years of Solitude — 1 always regretted that this title was
already taken; it should have been the title of my biography.

I sighed heavily and closed my eyes for a moment. The watery blanket
wrapped me tightly, I felt like I was small again, like the head of a pin,
floating in my mother’s amniotic fluid, bouncing against her pancreas
and liver — how often I wanted to go back there, complain about
being pushed out into the work, into De¢bniki, straight into the storm,
straight into all the inflammatory points of the city, the landscape
sitting there behind the glass like a monster; it was raining outside the
window, the raindrops rhythmically hitting the window panes.

When I opened my eyes, I was sitting alone at a wooden table,
in a completely empty room. In front of me, on a plate, were
rowanberries, red like a toreador’s costume.

“Put on a mask,” said one of the rowanberries in a voice that sounded
like it was coming from inside a well.

I looked to the right, at the wall. There were many masks hanging
there, in different colours, thin and delicate, as if they were made out of
crepe dough or — I started to worry — human skin. I grew frightened
and started to protest.

“Why? I don’t want to. Why can'’t I just be myself?” I asked more
amicably and suddenly understood how little that means. My faces
seemed to me to be an apple that fell out of my hand and rolled
somewhere far out of sight.

In order to, as they say, find myself, Ilooked into the eye of the
mirror that stood on the table. I was copper-gold, like fish scales. I got
even more scared — I didn’t see my reflection in it. The longer I leaned
over it, the more I wasn't there. The reflections in the mirror were masks,
which I realised hung everywhere, on all the walls, a festival, a carnival,
a horror of masks that suddenly surrounded me like a wolf pack and
pierced me with empty gazes, twisting their faces in a rubber smile.

The rowanberries laughed maliciously, hissing. From this thunderous
laughter, the masks on the walls began to move. With a trembling



hand, not looking at them, I reached for the nearest one and slowly put
it over my face.

When I looked through it, I was standing naked in a completely
different room, other women dressing me.

“They will bring you wooden shoes for the wedding,” one of them said
and with a gentle movement of her hand took the mask off my face.

I wondered what was in its place now — I wouldn’t be surprised even if
I wore the moon around my neck.

“The bridesmaids have been waiting in the orchard since the morning,”
said another. “The trees are white, and white are their dresses. At noon
sharp, all of them will take off their masks.

“Those two grew on the trees,” said another one, anxiously, as if it was
a warning. She had such a strangely pinned chignon that it looked as if
an animal was sitting on her head. “Two cousins on old pear trees.”

“They will pick the fruit, and they will collect them all,” the oldest one
said roughly.

“One more lies naked among the bushes,” the youngest one whispered,
but she fell silent under the punishing gaze of the old one.

“It’s time, it’s time. They're finishing the chess game!” the one with
the chignon on her head said feverishly. They took my arms and led
me to the next room; I only managed to have a quick look at myself

— there was no trace of hair on my body. I was naked and smooth
like a fish.

They stood behind me and put a velvet cape over me, its colour
reminiscent of a split pomegranate; I don’t want to say anything, but
in a way, it reminded me of Christ’s robes, which scared me again.

I looked around in a panic to see if there was a cross there.

“Not on the cross,” the youngest one giggled. “If anything, on a bull’s
horns”

“The others grew on the trees for her,” the old one said, cutting off the
conversation. As I understood, it was supposed to console me.

They wrapped me in this red robe so that it looked like a dress; pulsing
with the colour of blood. They put a black bull mask on my face,
decorated with a colourful garland of fresh flowers; there were drops
of dew on some of them, tiny and glittering like pearls. Then they led
me to another room. A young man dressed as a toreador was already
waiting there — he looked as if he had just woken up from a deep
sleep. His face seemed familiar to me. I stared into it stubbornly,

as if into a solar eclipse.

“William,” he introduced himself. “William Blake. I like eggs, too.”

I opened my eyes, as heavy as if weights had been attached to each
eyelid. William Blake — in the form of a book — was floating in the
tub like an undiscovered species of fish. Piscis papierus. I slowly got up
and out of the bathtub. The storm had just ended. I breathed deeply
and looked down. And then a small rowanberry, red as bull’s blood,
rolled under my feet.
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FILM
Malgorzata Czynska

Dobrze wiem, jak to wyglada. Mloda dziewczyna siedzi przy
restauracyjnym stoliku. Za mloda na takie samotne przesiadywanie
w restauracji. Pewnie wiec na kogos czeka. Tak, czekam.

Pewnie na mezczyzne, przeciez nie na kolezanke. Na mezczyzne, nie
na chtopaka. Zaden chtopak tu nie przesiaduje, wiadomo. Czekam na
MEZCZYZNeE.

Staje w drzwiach, a mnie zamiera serce, podchodzi do stolika, siada.
Wszystko jasne. Kobieta przy stoliku obok omiotla nas pogardliwym
spojrzeniem. Jej partner wbil wzrok w swoj talerz. Dobrze wiem, jak

to wyglada.

Pamigtacie t¢ nowele Park Monceau z filmu Zakochany Paryz?
Te, w ktdrej graja Nick Nolte i Ludivine Sagnier?

Zapada zmierzch. Claire i Vincent spotykajg si¢ na ulicy. On
przyjechal autobusem, ona przyszla przed nim, czekala niecierpliwie.
Biegna do siebie jak kochankowie mtodzi. W kazdym razie ona
mloda, bo on w mocno $rednim wieku. Ale wiadomo, starsi
mezczyzni przy mtodych dziewczynach dostajg skrzydel. Tak to

wyglada.

Vincent: Claire, przepraszam, szybciej nie moglem.

Claire: Mowitam, zebys jechal metrem.

Vincent: Nie sadzilem, ze zadzwonisz.

Claire: Moze nie powinnam.

Vincent: Co masz na mysli? Juz tak daleko zabrnelismy?

Claire: Nie wiem.

Vincent: Zaczekaj, nie ufasz mi? (obejmuje Claire, spoglada jej w oczy).

Idg szybko, przekomarzajg sie, co chwile chwytajg si¢ za rece, tulg sie
do siebie. Ona mowi, ze boi si¢, co bedzie, jak Gaspar si¢ obudzi i jej

nie zobaczy. Bo czuje, ze Gaspar rzadzi jej Zyciem. Vincent radzi, zeby
odpuscita, to beda mogli czgsciej sie widywac.

Claire: Tyle marzylam o tym dniu, a teraz czuj¢ si¢ winna.

Vincent: Winna? Nie, nie, nie. Przynajmniej sprobujmy. Niech Gaspar
bedzie balonikiem, a nie kamieniem u szyi.

Claire: Ja bylam kamieniem?

Vincent: Moja malenka, nie bylas kamieniem. Bytas sterowcem.
Idz i baw sie dobrze, kiedy ostatnio bytas w kinie?

Claire to jego cdrka, a Gaspar jest synem Claire. Tak to wyglada.

Nie wiem, dlaczego przywoluje w tym momencie t¢ wlasnie scene.
Po prostu w mlodosci naogladatam sie filméw. A wilasciwie wiem:
szukam przykladéw na to, ze rzeczy czy zdarzenia czesto wygladajg
inaczej, niz w istocie s3.

Moja historia tez jest filmowa. Jest jak z filmem EI Sur Victora Erice.

Siedze w restauracji, chociaz nie pasuje do tego miejsca. Czekam na
mezczyzne. Na jego widok zamiera mi serce. Wiem, jak to wyglada.
Ale trzeba zobaczy¢ ten film.



FILM
Malgorzata Czynska

I know how it looks. A young woman, sitting at a restaurant table.
Too young to sit in a restaurant alone. Probably waiting for someone.
Yes, I'm waiting.

Probably for a man, definitely not for a girlfriend. For a man, not a boy.
No boys come here, of course. I'm waiting for a man.

He stops in the door, and my heart stops, he comes to the table, sits
down. Everything is clear. The woman at the table next to us gives us

a contemptuous look. Her partner’s eyes are firmly on his plate. I know
how it looks.

Remember the “Parc Monceau” segment in Paris, je taime? The one
with Nick Nolte and Ludivine Sagnier?

Dusk falls. Claire and Vincent meet on the street. He came by bus, she
showed up before him, waiting impatiently. They run towards each
other like young lovers. Anyway, she’s young, he’s well into his middle
age. But you know, younger women give older men wings. That’s what
it looks like.

Vincent: Claire, I'm sorry, I came as soon as I could.

Claire: I told you to take the metro.

Vincent: I didn’t expect you to call.

Claire: Maybe I shouldn't have.

Vincent: What are you talking about? We've already come this far.
Claire: I don’t know.

Vincent: Wait a minute, don't you trust me? (he embraces Claire,
looks into her eyes)

They walk quickly, teasing each other, taking each other’s hands,
cuddling up to each other. She says she’s worried what will happen
when Gaspard wakes up and doesn’t see her. She feels like Gaspard is

taking over her life. Vincent advises her to let go a little, so they can
see each other more often.

Claire: I've been dreaming so long of this day, and when I finally got
free, I feel guilty.

Vincent: Guilt... Don't, don't, don't. Let’s at least give it a chance.
Make Gaspard a balloon, not a ball and chain.

Claire: Was I a ball and chain?

Vincent: Mon petite Claire, you were not a ball and chain. You were
a zeppelin. Now you should go and have fun. When was the last time
you went to the movies?

Claire is his daughter and Gaspard is Claire’s son. That’s what it looks
like.

I don’t know why I'm bringing up that scene right now. I just watched
a lot of movies when I was young. Or rather, I do know: I'm looking
for examples that show that things and events often look different than
they really are.

My story’s cinematic, too. It’s like in El Sur.

[ sit in a restaurant, even though I don't fit in here. I'm waiting for
a man. My heart stops when I see him. I know how it looks. But you
have to see this movie.
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KOBIETA BYK
Malgorzata Czynska

Moéwili mi: zapomnij o tzach, urodzitas syna, urodzitas slicznego torero.
Jest pigkny, jest silny, mowili, przechodzit z rak do rak.

Znam ten rytual. Nadzieja, bdl, szczescie, duma, znowu bol.

To dzieje sie wiosna. Najpierw czuje ucisk w okolicy serca. Supet
niepokoju i trwogi wypelnia gardlo. Czekam na wiatr z péinocy, na
szatanski wiatr, tramontane. Wiem, ze nadejdzie, zatrzesie ziemia,
rozkotysze mdj brzuch, zostawi po sobie chlopca matlego jak ziarnko
czarnego ryzu.

Pozostaje we wladzy Wenus. Moj znak zodiaku moéwi, Ze jestem
zdecydowana, uparta i wytrwatla. To sg, tak sadze, zalety. Jestem réwniez
zaborcza. Jestem réwniez zmystowa. Wiesz to, nieraz mnie posiadtes.

To dzieje si¢ zawsze pomiedzy poinocg a switem. Madrugada. Kiedy
wydaje na $wiat malego forero, nie krzycze z bélu. Nad moja gtowa
kolysze si¢ zyrandol z byczych rogéw, krew wsigka w przescieradto.
Uszyja mu z niego piekng r6zowg kape. Choér kobiet szepcze we mnie:
~Walki bykow sa jedyna sztuka, w ktdrej artysta narazony jest na
$mier¢ i w ktdrej stopien doskonatosci wykonania pozostawiony jest
honorowi walczacego”. Nie moge krzycze¢. ,,Zabijanie czysto, w sposéb
dajacy satysfakcje estetyczng i dume, zawsze bylo jedng z najwickszych
przyjemnosci pewnej czgsci rodzaju ludzkiego” — szepcze chor.

Ja, kobieta byk, rodze chlopcéw. Dla sztuki, dla areny, dla stawy, na
Smierc.

Jestem dumna i niewzruszona.

Jesli widziale$ 1zy w moich oczach, zapomnij.

Cytaty pochodzg z ksigzki Ernesta Hemingwaya Smier¢ po potudniu.

WOMAN-BULL
Malgorzata Czynska

They told me — forget your tears, you have a son, a beautiful torero. He's
beautiful, he’s strong, they said as he passed from hand to hand.

I know this ritual. Hope, pain, happiness, pride, pain again.

It happens in the spring. First I feel a pressure around my heart. A knot
of anxiety and terror fills my throat. 'm waiting for the northern wind,
the devil’s wind, the tramontane. I know it will come, shake the earth,
rock my belly, leave behind a boy as small as a grain of black rice.

I remain ruled by Venus. My zodiac sign says that I'm determined,
stubborn and persistent. These are, I think, virtues. I'm also possessive.
I'm also sensual. You know that, you've possessed me more than once.

It always happens between midnight and dawn. Madrugada. When

I give birth to the little forero, I do not scream in pain. Above my head,

a chandelier made out of bulls’ horns sways, blood soaks into the sheet.
They will make me a beautiful pink blanket out of it. A choir of women
whispers inside me: “Bullfighting is the only art in which the artist is in
danger of death and in which the degree of brilliance in the performance is
left to the fighter’s honour” I cannot scream. “Killing cleanly and in a way;,
which gives you aesthetic pleasure and pride has always been one of the
greatest enjoyments of a part of the human race”

I, the Woman-Bull, give birth to boys. For art, for the arena, for glory, for
death.

[ am proud and unmoved.

If you have seen tears in my eyes, forget.

Quotations taken from Ernest Hemingway’s Death in the Afternoon.
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