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WSTEP Matgorzata Czynska, Wojciech Tuleya

,Zapomniatem juz, ze cztowiek moze by¢ tak miody” — mowi tytutowy Homo Faber, bohater powiesci Maxa
Frischa, na widok Sabeth, dziewczyny z konskim ogonem. Jest bystra, fadna, ciekawa swiata. Budzi sie w nigj
dorosfose, juz jest kobietg, ale jak dziecko z zapafem gra w ping-ponga. Groza przysziosci, cienie przesziosci,
cale prawdziwe zycie to dopiero przeczucie.

Moze wiasnie tak zacznijmy ten krotki wstep towarzyszacy wystawie prac Katarzyny Karpowicz, bo niemal
w kazdym z jej obrazdw jest jeszcze dziecieca uroda, nieco naiwna ufnosc, ale juz podszyta strachem i do-
Swiadczeniem okrucienstwa losu. Beztroska juz nie jest zupetna i przysziosc nie jest prosta. Chyba wiasnie ta
dwoistose, to przemieszanie dzieciecosci i dojrzatosci spojrzenia decydujg o uroku prac artystki.

Malarstwo wydawato sie jej jedynym naturalnym wyborem, zyciowg koniecznoscig. Wychowana w krakowskiej
rodzinie znanych artystow, od dziecinstwa miata kontakt ze sztuka, z malarzami. Naoglgdata sie obrazéw, napa-
trzyta. Mistrzowie, do ktorych nieustannie wraca, to Beckmann, Picasso, Balthus, Hockney, Giotto, ale tez Dosto-
jewski i Kieslowski. Dziewczynka, ktora na kartkach papieru kredkami i pisakami , tworzyta Swiaty”, rysowata dzieci,
ucztowieczone koty, cyrkowcow, gimnastykow i ptywakow, dorosta.

Ale moze skonczmy z tymi probami analizy, doszukiwania sie przyczyn, omawiania skutkow. Moze jak bohater
ksigzki Homo Faber zapatrzony w muzeum w kamienng rzezbe — gtéwke dziewczynki — zapytajmy:

O czym ona $ni?

FOREWORD Matgorzata Czynska, Wojciech Tuleya

' have forgotten one can be so young,” says Homo Faber, the eponymous character from the Max Frisch novel,
seeing Sabeth — a girl with a horse tail. She’s smart, pretty and curious about the world, She’s becoming an adult
and she may already be a woman, but she still plays table tennis with childlike enthusiasm. The terror of the future,
the shadows of the past, all that real life is just an intuitive feeling.

This may actually be an appropriate beginning for this short introduction to the exhibition of paintings by Ka-
tarzyna Karpowicz, since all her paintings combine childlike beauty and somewhat naive trust, but are already
streaked with fear and the experience of the cruelty of fate. The carefreeness is not so absolute and the future
not so simple any more. And it's this duality, this blend of innocence and maturity of outlook that contribute to the
making of the charm these paintings have.

Painting seemed to have been the only obvious choice, a necessity of life. Brought up in Krakow, in a family of
famous artists, since early childnood she has had contact with art and painters. She has had a really good ook at
numerous paintings. The masters she always goes back to are Beckmann, Picasso, El Greco, Balthus, Hockney,
Giotto, and Velazquez. The girl, who once used to ‘create worlds’, who drew children, humanised cats, circus
acrobats, gymnasts and swimmers on sheets of paper, has grown up.

Still, let's put an end to all these analytical attempts, let's do away with searching for causes and discussing
consequences. Maybe, just like the character from Homo Faber, with his eyes fixed on a stone sculpture —
a girl’s head in a museum — we should ask:

— What is she dreaming about?
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Duzy basen / Large swimming pool, 2011, 150 x 140

na poprzednich stronach / on previous pages:

Pod wodga / Underwater, 2011, 33 x 46
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Para w basenie / Couple in swimming pool, 2011, 100 x 120

na nastepne;j stronie / on next page:
Skok do wody / Leap into water, 2011, 100 x 120 Ptywak nad basenem / Swimmer over pool, 2010, 46 x 60









Sen zimowy IV / Winter dream 4, 2010, 33 x 41 Sen zimowy Il / Winter dream 2, 2010, 33 x 41



Co przyjdzie do mnie we $nie / What comes to me in a dream, 2010, 73 x 60 Sen / Dream, 2011, 150 x 120




Biaty baribal / White Black Bear, 2011, 100 x 70 Co przyjdzie do mnie we $nie Il / What comes to me in a dream 2, 2011, 65 x 73




Cyrk we $nie /
Circus in sleep,
2011, 40 x 50







K, 2011, 40 x 30

na poprzednich stronach / on previous pages:
Przygotowania / Preparations, 2011, 150 x 140







Rodzina / Family, 2011, 73 x 63 Rodzina artystow / Family of artists, 2011, 65 x 54




Przebieralnia / Changing room, 2011, 40 x 30 W garderobie / In dressing room, 2011, 55 x 38







Za kulisami / Behind the scenes, 2011, 55 x 38

na poprzednich stronach / on previous pages:
Przygotowania Il / Preparations 2, 2011, 150 x 140




Portret mtodego mezczyzny / Portrait of a young man, 2011, 18 x 13

Przygotowania / Preparations, 2011, 65 x 54 Portret Pierrota / Portrait of Pierrot, 2011, 18 x 13







Pranie / Washing, 2011, 13 x 18 Bez tytutu / Untitled, 2011, 30 x 40



Letni poranek /
Summer Morning,
2011, 60 x 70




Magik i asystentka /
Magician and
assistant,

2011, 60 x 70




Chtiopak i kon / Boy and horse, 2011, 40 x 40 Chtfopcy karmigcy stonia / Boys feeding elephant, 2011, 40 x 40




Drabina / Ladder, 2011, 30 x 30 Dziewczynka i ston / Girl and elephant, 2011, 40 x 40




Taniec na rurze / Pole dancing, 2011, 33 x 27 Noc / Night, 2011, 70 x 50




Parada / Parade, 2011, 60 x 120










na poprzedniej stronie / on previous page:
Rodzenstwo / Siblings, 2011, 41 x 27



Ulica / Street, 2011, 65 x 92 Ulica Il / Street 2, 2011, 65 X 92



Para / Couple, 2011, 18 x 13 Sen w ciszy / Dream in silence, 2008, 170 x 100




PRZYSNILO MI SIE Maigorzata Czynska

Przysnito mi sie dzikie zwierze, nie wiadomo — dobre czy zfe. Dwoiste, nieprzewidywalne. POki
co, lezy spokojnie, pozwala wiulic sie w ciepty bok, kotysze mocnym spokojnym oddechem.
Dtugo tak kolysze, koi. Catymi latami.

Pracownia petna obrazéw — z zycia, ze snéw. Zamiast koncypowania — intuicja. Nic nie trzeba wymyslac
na site, bo tematy, pomysty przychodza same. Najczesciej we $nie. Codzienne zycie znajduje odbicie we
$nie, sen przeglada sie w obrazie.

Wiec moze ta historia powinna byé o tym, ze czlowiek $pi, $ni ze swoim przeznaczeniem. Zyjemy, nie wie-
dzac, co przyniesie los, czy to bedzie dobre, czy zte — czy lew zamruczy tagodnie i przymknie powieki, czy
niedzwiedz btysnie w ciemnosciach zagniewanymi czerwonymi oczami.

Ciekawos¢, nawet obsesja przeznaczenia, kruchosci cztowieka, jego losu. Maluje to, czego doswiadczyta,
co ciagle niezagojone tkwi gteboko, fascynuje, a we $nie niepokoi. Bo sny nie zawsze sg rézowe. Sg jak
gteboka woda, bezdenna ton, pociemniata nagle. Jak pomruk zwierzecia. Jak spacer po linie.

Przysnit mi sie kotek — przyjaciel, maskotka, przytulanka. Przeskakuje po kadrach dzieciristwa,
PO wspomnieniach, fantazjach, po kartkach szkicownika, po rysunkach stonia, linoskoczkow,
pierrotow. tasi sie do minionego czasu.

Czas byt jasny, beztroski. Kadry dziecinstwa przeswietla stonce, jakby zawsze byto lato. Dorastanie w ar-
tystycznej atmosferze, z rodzicami malarzami. Wakacje spedzane w Szczebrzeszynie (tym z wierszyka dla
dzieci), rodzinnej miejscowosci ojca; krakowskie mieszkanie i pracownia z nieustannym korowodem nieba-
nalnych ludzi.

Ciagle rysuje, rysuje przede wszystkim z wyobrazni. Zamiast sie bawi¢ — rysuje. Nie biega z innymi dziec¢-
mi, nie bawi sie z nimi w chowanego. Rysuje dla siebie dzieci przebrane za cyrkowcow, scenki z cyrku, lino-
skoczkow, arlekindw — to jest jej zabawa. Cyrkowcy bedg powracac, kiedy dorosnie. Bardzo lubi Picassa.

Przysnit mi sie byk. Niegrozny, daje sie wciggnac w taniec z torreadorem. Zapatrzyt sie w jaskra-
wag kurtke, zfoty haft — bawi sie. Mezczyzna i byk w taricu smierci.

Sny napierajg na obraz jak byk na torreadora, jak torreador na byka. Tacy sg przystojni ci mezczyzni, zgrab-
ni, pieknie ubrani — wdzieczny temat do malowania. Okrutni arty$ci zakochani w swojej sztuce. Ich bezre-
fleksyjnos¢ az poraza — oklaski i poczucie triumfu przychodzg w momencie $mierci zadanej przerazonemu
zwierzeciu. Kostium, arena, aplauz.

Przysnita mi sie tafla wody. Bezdenna. Pusty, wielki basen — biate kafelki. Rytm bicia serca
plywaka, gest przesuwania dfonig po mokrej twarzy.

Bezdech, wydech, oddech, rytm rgk, ndg, lot nad dnem basenu. Regularne odbicia od brzegéw basenu
jak mantra. Zapach chloru na skorze, zapach jeziora, stony smak morza. Chwile tylko dla siebie, chwile
skupienia sie na wlasnym oddechu, na sile i stabosci miesni, na biciu serca, ktére podchodzi do gardta.
Zmeczenie zmienia sie w metafizyczne przezycie, samotnosc jest piekna i bolesna. Woda przynosi ukojenie.
Wiec mozna ptyna¢ przez zycie?

Przysnifo mi sie dzikie zwierze. Znowu, wiesz? Brunatny niedzwiedz, taki pozornie nieporadny.
Czuty opiekun kryje w sobie bestie. Przeznaczenie jest ztudne, czasami pachnie strachem,
chorobg, Smiercig, dla niepoznaki lize nam reke jak wierny pies. Ma dfugi cieri, ogromny. Cien,
ktory jest schronieniem albo pufapka.

Siedzi przy chorym ojcu i rysuje go. Jej szkicownik zapetnit sie portretami wychudzonego mezczyzny. On
chwilami sie denerwuje, bo wie, ze nie wyglada dobrze, ale cérka ma takg potrzebe uczenia sie szybkiego
szkicu, ze w koncu nie oponuje. Po powrocie ze szkoty spedza przy nim cate popotudnia, rysuje go samego,
albo z kotem. Nie wie jeszcze, ze czuwa przy cziowieku, ktory umiera. Naturalnie czeka na jego wyzdrowie-
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nie. Tak juz ma, ze o pewnych rzeczach dowiaduje sig, kiedy je namaluje. Dopiero na rysunkach widzi, jak
bardzo silny, kochajacy zycie ojciec sie zmienit, jaki nagle stat sie kruchy. Smier¢ przyszta spokojnie. Tak
spokojnie, ze az przerazajgco.

Dziewczynka $pigca pod rozgwiezdzonym niebem, przytulona do boku brunatnego misia traci ufnosc
wobec losu — dorasta.

Przysnifo mi sie... Ciggle sie $ni...

Na obrazie mozna opowiedzie¢ tylko czgs¢ historii. Chodzi 0 nastroj.

I HAD A DREAM... Matgorzata Czynska

| dreamt about a wild animal and it's hard to say if it is good or evil. It is both, unpredictable. So
far it's been calm, it’s let me snuggle in its warm side and it’s lulled me to sleep with its peaceful,
rhythmic breath. It's been rocking and soothing me like that for quite a while. For years.

An atelier full of paintings — of life and dreams. No devising — intuition instead. There is no need to devise
things as themes, since ideas just pop up on their own. And most often in sleep. Everyday life is reflected in
dreams, and dreams can see themselves in the paintings.

So, maybe this story should be about the thing that a human sleeps and dreams together with their destiny.
We live with ignorance of what fate is going to bring us, whether things are going to turn out good or bad for
us. We have no idea if the lion will only purr gently and close its eyes, or if the bear’s eyes will sparkle angrily
in the dark.

Curiosity, even obsession with destiny, the fragility of man and his fate. She paints what she has experi-
enced herself, what still remains unhealed and has stuck deep inside, what fascinates and worries her in
a dream. Because dreams aren’t always rose-coloured. They happen to be like deep water, a bottomless
depth that suddenly goes dark. Like a murmur of the beast. Like walking along a thin rope.

| dreamt about a kitten — a friend, a mascot, a cuddly toy. It leaps across the frames of child-
hood, memories, fantasies, notepad pages, drawings of an elephant, tightrope walkers, Pierrots.
It fawns on the time that passed.

It was a clear, carefree time. The frames of childhood are lit up with the sun as if it had always been
summer. Growing up in an artistic family, with painter parents, holidays in Szczebrzeszyn (the one from the
tongue twister), her father’'s hometown, the Krakéw flat and atelier with a continuous procession of original
visitors.

She draws non-stop and mainly using her imagination. She draws instead of playing. She won't hang out
with other kids, she won't play hide and seek with them. She draws for herself — children dressed up as
circus acrobats, scenes from the circus, tightrope walkers, harlequins. This has been her idea of fun. The
circus artists will come back when she’s grown up. She is very fond of Picasso.

I dreamt about a bull. Rather harmless, since it falls for the matador’'s dance. lts eyes fixed
on the garish jacket, the golden embroidery — it’s having fun. A man and a bull in the dance
of death.

Dreams charge the painting the same way the bull charges the matador and the matador charges the bull.
Those men are so handsome, toned, well dressed — a very charming theme to paint. Cruel artists in love
with their art. Their lack of self-reflection is shocking — the applause and the sense of victory come with the
death of the terrified animal. The costume, the arena, the plaudit.

| dreamt about a sheet of water. Bottomless. A huge empty swimming pool — white tiles.
The rhythm of the heart of a swimmer, a gesture of a hand moving across the wet face.
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Apnoea, breathing out, breathing, the rhythm of arms and legs, a flight over the pool’s bottom. Regular
rebounding off the walls of the swimming pool. The smell of chlorine on the skin, the scent of a lake, the
salty taste of the sea. The time exclusively for oneself, the moments of concentration on one’s own breath,
on the strength and weakness of one’s muscles, on one’s heartbeat that can be felt in the throat. Exhaustion
changes into a metaphysical experience, loneliness is both attractive and painful. Water brings solace. Could
one possibly swim through life then?

I dreamt about a wild animal. Again, you know. A brown bear, a seemingly clumsy one. A tender
guardian that conceals a beast within itself. Destiny is illusory. Sometimes it smells of fear, ill-
ness, death. It licks our hand like a loyal dog, but only to trick us. It’s got a long shadow, a huge
one. The shadow that is a shelter or a trap.

The sketchbook has filled up with portraits of an emaciated man. She sits next to her ill father and draws
him. He gets irritated at times, since he realises that he does not look too well, but his daughter is so eager
to learn the technique of quick sketching that he eventually gives in. Once back from school, she spends
afternoons with him, drawing him alone or with a cat. She isn’'t yet aware that this is watching over someone
who is actually dying. Obviously, she is waiting for him to recover. That's what she is like. She won't learn
about certain things until she’s painted them. Only in her drawings can she see to what great extent her
once strong and loving father has changed, how fragile he has suddenly become. Death came peacefully,
frighteningly peacefully.

The girl sleeping under the starlit sky, nestling to the brown bear, is losing her trust in fate — she’s growing up.

I dreamt about... | always do...

In the painting only a part of the story can be told. It's all about the feeling.
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ZAMYSLENIE Tomasz Jastrun

Istotg tych obrazow jest zamyslenie. Wszystkie postacie, zwierzeta, nawet rzeczy, wydajg sie zamyslone i sen-
ne. To nie jest zmeczenie czy rozleniwienie, ale gra z czasem, ktory jest rzeczywiscie nierzeczywisty. Przypomi-
najg sie tu stowa z mitologii Aztekow:

Przyszlismy tylko spac,
Przyszlismy tylko snic,

To nieprawda, nieprawda,
Ze przyszlismy tu zyé.

Ale czy na pewno? — pytajg obrazy. — Skoro jest $mier¢, musi by¢ zycie. Cien przemijania jest wszedzie,
lecz to nie powdd do leku. Mozna Smier¢ obtaskawic jak niedzwiedzia. Zwierzeta we $nie dopetniajg Spigcego
i nie wydajg sie drapiezne, juz raczej tajemnicze.

Obrazy w malarstwie Katarzyny tworzg cykle, krétkie, ale wymowne. Powodem skupienia na jakim$ temacie
jest zawsze cztowiek i fascynacja nim. Trzeba tylko rzuci¢ $wiatto na postac, zanurzy¢ jg w wodzie, w powietrzu,
w nocy lub w cieniu. Ludzie ciggng za sobg niewidoczny welon — to ukryta historia ich zycia i pamiec. Artystka
podglada i obserwuje ludzi, zyczliwie i czule, jakby mowita: chce was zrozumie¢ i zatrzymac na chwile, nie
chodzcie tak predko. Zawsze jednak odchodzg na chwilg lub na zawsze. Stad cien smutku w tych obrazach.

W liscie do mnie Katarzyna napisata:

Wszystko, co maluje, musi wyjs¢ ze wzruszenia, emocyi, z namietnosci, dreczgcego snu. Nie
udajg mi sie obrazy wymyslone, wykalkulowane, naszkicowane i przeniesione na ptotno, musze
mie¢ powdd emocjonalny, inaczej sie nudze (...). Najbardziej interesuje mnie atmosfera wokot
czfowieka i drobna chwila, ktdra moze niewiele mowi, ale jest zmystfowa.

Energia uczucia, ktora jest w tych stowach, daje sztuce site. | zagadka, ktéra mieszka w tych obrazach, bez
wzgledu nato, czy tematem sg baseny, taniec, sny, czy zupetnie nowe sceny cyrkowe. Zapewne tajemnica kryje
sie tu w czasie. Ow czas w obrazach stanat, lecz tylko na chwile. Malarka wstrzymata go, by mu sie przyjrzeg.
A rozstaje sie z nim niechetnie, szczegdlnie z ludzmi, ale co robi¢ — czas w droge...

Uderza, jak dobry ma warsztat; jakby notowanie $wiata w rysunku byto chlebem powszednim. Zapewne
pomogta tu tradycja domu. Matka, Anna Karpowicz, jest bardzo dobrg malarka, ojciec Stawomir byt wybitnym
artysta. Zmart, gdy corka miata 16 lat, musiat jednak zauwazyc jej talent, ktdrego wczesnym swiadectwem jest
szkicownik — zapis choroby ojca. Jego odejscie wtasnie w dniu urodzin corki zostawito w tej sztuce trwaty
znak, jakby przeczucie, ze kazdy poczatek jest koncem, koniec za$ poczatkiem...

Osobny rozdzial powinien by¢ poswiecony temu, jak Katarzyna uzywa koloru. Z pows$ciggliwg odwaga, co
nadaje obrazom odmienng atmosfere i tonacje w zaleznosci od tematu. Chociaz kolor uzywany jest oszczednie
i roztropnie, co jaki$ czas zostaniemy uderzeni jakim$ mocnym akcentem.

Osadzenie tego malowania w solidnym rzemiosle, w wielkiej tradycji sztuki, sprawia, ze bez trudu znajduje-
my w tych obrazach rézne tropy — od renesansu, poprzez znaki malarstwa metafizycznego, do Balthusa; sg
nastroje z jego obrazéw, a nawet jakis$ okres Picassa, do ktdrego zblizyty malarke wystudiowane grupy postaci
oraz sceny cyrkowe. Dlatego krajobraz w tych obrazach czasami zdaje sie by¢ sumg wszystkich krajobrazow
w historii malarstwa.

Ta sztuka rozwija sie cyklami. Tematy sg porzucane dosy¢ szybko, ale w sposdb naturalny, tak jak zmienia sie
krajobraz podréznika. Nie wyczerpane do konca, ale przezyte, odchodzg, zostawiajgc smugi pamieci widoczne
potem w nastepnych cyklach.

Malarka zwiedza Swiat i wkrada sie w jego Swietlne tajemnice, jak i w jego mroczne zakamarki. Mtoda, tadna,
delikatna i wrazliwa, ale silna i wysportowana (trenowata kiedy$ ptywanie i wspinata sig) ma wiele energii, wiec
w malarstwie tez podejmuje ryzyko.

Powtdrze, co pisatem juz kiedys, myslgc nie tylko o Katarzynie Karpowicz:

Trzeba sie cieszy¢ — wiec sie ciesze — ze uparcie odradza sie grupa mtodych malarzy, ktérzy majg site
i odwage, by kontynuowac wielkg tradycje malarstwa figuratywnego. Wbrew komercji, modzie i krytykom.
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THOUGHTFULNESS Tomasz Jastrun

Thoughtfulness is the essence of these paintings. All people, animals, and even objects seem to be thought-
ful and dreamy. It's not tiredness or laziness, but playing with time that is realistically unrealistic. What comes
to mind here is the verses from the Aztec mythology:

We've come here merely to sleep,
We've come here merely to dream,
It's untrue, untrue

That we've come here to live.

‘But is it?,” the paintings seems to be asking. ‘Since there is death, there must also be life. The shadow of
passing is omnipresent, but it's not a reason to feel anxiety. It can be tamed like a bear. The sleeping animals
complement the sleepers and never look predatory — they appear to be mysterious instead.

Katarzyna's paintings form series — short but meaningful series. The reason to focus on a particular the-
me is always a human and the fascination with a human. What's left to be done is to cast some light on the
figures, immerse them in water, in the air, night or shadow. People drag an invisible veil behind them — it's
a hidden history of their lives and their memories.

The artist watches and observes people, in a kind and tender manner, as if she was saying: ‘I would like
to understand you and capture the moment, so do not disappear so rapidly.” They always do, however, for
a while or forever. This results in the shadow of sorrow in her paintings.

In a letter to me, Katarzyna wrote:

Everything | paint must stem from affection, emotions, from passion, from recurring dreams.
The paintings that are fictitious, sophisticated, first sketched and then transferred to canvas
never work for me. | must have an emotional reason to paint. Otherwise, | get bored (...) What
interests me most is the atmosphere around a person and a short moment that may not be too
meaningful, but is sensual.

The energy of emotions hidden in these words gives this art its power. And mystery dwells in these pain-
tings, regardless of their main theme, which may be swimming pools, dancing, dreams or completely new
circus scenes. Here, the mystery is probably hidden in time. And the time in the paintings has stopped or it's
the painter who stopped the time for a short while to have a good look at it. And she is reluctant to part from
it, and especially to part with people. But what can you do when it’s time to go...

What strikes me is the quality of her skill and technique. As if recording the world in a drawing was just that
easy. It should be put down to her family tradition | presume. Her mother, Anna Karpowicz, is a very good
painter, while her father, Stawomir, was a truly outstanding artist. Although he died when she was only 16, he
must have noticed how gifted she was. The early confirmation of her talent is her sketchbook — a recording
of her father's iliness. He passed away on her birthday, which left a permanent mark on her art. It's a feeling
that every beginning is, at the same time, the end, and vice versa...

A separate chapter should be devoted to the way Katarzyna uses colour. She does it with moderate co-
urage that gives her paintings a distinct atmosphere and tone, depending on the theme. She may be using
colour in a frugal and well-considered manner, but once in a while she hits us with a much stronger accen-
tuation.

Since her painting is based on a truly solid skill and technique, on the great tradition of fine arts, we can
effortlessly find there different motifs and traces — the Renaissance, the metaphysical painting, the atmo-
sphere of the works of Balthus and even Picasso as they both share well studied groups of figures and circus
scenes. For that reason the landscape of these paintings sometimes seems to be the summary of all land-
scapes ever painted in the history of painting...

This art is divided into series. The themes are abandoned rather quickly, but in a natural manner, the same
way the traveller’'s landscape is changing. They aren’t fully exploited, but well-experienced. Passing away,
they leave trails of memory that are later visible in next series.
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The painter tours the world, revealing its luminous secrets and dark mysteries. Young, pretty, delicate and
sensitive, but strong and fit at the same time — once she used to do a lot of swimming and climbing. And
having so much energy, she likes taking risk in painting as well.

In conclusion, | would like to repeat what | once wrote thinking not only about Katarzyna Karpowicz: There
is a reason to be glad and, thus, | am very glad that we again have a group of young painters with enough
strength and courage to continue the great tradition of figurative painting. And they do so against commer-
cialisation, fashion and critics.

71



POD WODA ZBIERAM MYSLI Katarzyna Karpowicz rozmawia z Bogustawem Deptutg

Bogustaw Deptuta: Jak to sie dzieje, ze w rysowaniu tak predko osiggnetas wielka sprawnosé i wtasny
styl, a w malarstwie ciagle jeszcze nie umiesz sie zdecydowac, jak ono powinno wygladac¢?
Katarzyna Karpowicz: Moze to dlatego, ze od dziecinstwa ¢wiczytam reke w rysunku. Odkgd pamigtam,
robitam szybkie szkice — niewazne, czy tadnie wyjdzie, czy nietadnie, wazne, zeby oddac¢ ruch i atmosfere.
Malarstwo wymaga juz innego trybu pracy. Rysunki sg zresztg tatwiejszg formg — trudno przeciez jecha¢ na
kolonie z farbami i calym warsztatem. Na kazdy obdz bratam ze sobg otdwek, kredki i maty szkicownik. Ciggle
szkicowatam — dzieci z rodziny podczas zabawy, albo tate, albo nauczycieli, kolegdw w szkole na lekcji; to
byt nieustanny zapis chwili, tego, co mnie otaczato, ale réwnoczesnie opowiadanie tego, co mam w gtowie. Bo
najpierw rysowatam z wyobrazni, dopiero pozniej z natury. W liceum na wagary do zoo sztam ze szkicownikiem.
Nie wiedziatam, ze nieustannie rysujac, ucze sie i dzieki temu bede rysowac coraz lepiej. Nie obchodzito mnie
to, robitam to dla samej potrzeby rysowania, z fascynacji zwierzetami, ludzmi, a przede wszystkim dziec¢mi,
dzie¢mi w ruchu. Rownoczesnie malowatam. W malarstwie interesowat mnie kolor, a w rysunku linia. Ale ani
w rysunku, ani w malarstwie nie szukatam wtasnego stylu. Nie musze i$¢ w jakim$ konkretnym kierunku, po
prostu opowiadam swoijg historig i ciesze sie tym. Staram sie by¢ szczera, podgzac za tym, co dla mnie wazne.
Oproécz atmosfery wazne sg dla mnie emocie, ktére malarstwo wywotuje. Staje przed obrazem, powiedzmy,
Beckmanna i prawie 1zy mi lecg z zazdrosci i pytam sama siebie: ,jak on to namalowal?”.

Mysle, ze w malowaniu nie chodzi o to, zeby wyksztatci¢ swoj styl, ale o to, zeby malowac i zeby szukac. Na
przykiad pojs¢ do muzeum i zobaczy¢ to, co teraz wiasnie trzeba odkry¢ w Veldzquezie, Dubuffecie, nawet
w abstrakcji, na przykfad u Kandinsky’ego. By¢ moze malarz musi dojrze¢, musi dfugo pracowac, zeby siebie
odnalez¢, cho¢ pozniej to i tak sie chyba przeksztatca... Z czasem przychodzi spokd.

Widaé, ze w rysunku inspirowat cie David Hockney; kto wsrod malarzy jest dla ciebie podobnie wazny?
Jest ich wielu. Jak sie bardzo zachwycamy jednym malarzem, to on sie moze w pewnym sensie znudzi¢ albo
wydac sie zwykly. Moge powiedzie¢, ze ostatnio jestem pod wielkim wrazeniem ekspresjonizmu i Kirchnera.
Widziatam we Frankfurcie jego retrospektywng wystawe i poruszyto mnie to, w jaki sposdb malowat — z takg
swobodg i odwaga.

To ostatnio, ale pytam o fascynacje starsze, trwalsze.

Hockney jest dla mnie wazny nie tylko ze wzgledu na to, jak rysuje, ale jak traktuje basen. Te baseny Hock-
neya i w ogole sama posta¢ Hockneya, ktéra w jaki$ sposdb méwi o jego obrazach — to mnie bardzo ujmuje.
Oczywiscie jest Balthus, co tez wida¢ w moim malarstwie. W liceum robitam nawet transpozycije jego obrazéw.
Czesto wykorzystuje fragmenty z dziet réznych innych malarzy: Piero della Francesca, Giotto, Velazquez, El
Greco. Nieustannie odkrywam co$ nowego, wiec mogtabym wymienia¢ chyba w nieskornczonosc¢. Podziwiam
ostatnio na przyktad Paule Modersohn-Becker. Lubie ogladac albumy, ale dopdki nie zobacze obrazu na zywo,
nie moge powiedziec¢, czy ten malarz mi sie podoba. A jak chce sobie dodac energii, wizyta w dobrym muzeum
daje mi power, zeby sig ,rzuci¢” na ptétno i namalowac co$ dla samego malowania.

A tematy, skad one sig biorg?
Tematy, ktdére sg osobiste — baseny czy teraz rzeki, czy $pigce postacie ze zwierzetami — tkwig we mnie gte-
boko. Wywodzg sie troche ze sndw, troche ze wspomnien.

Dlaczego wtasnie baseny?

Baseny zaczety sie od tego, ze jako piecioletnie dziecko, z powodu probleméw z kregostupem, byfam wysy-
tana dwa razy w tygodniu na ptywalnie. Chodzitam tam bez protestéw i nawet niezle mi szto, mimo ze byfam
najmniejsza. Zostatam ulubienicg trenera i nawet myslatam, zeby sie zapisa¢ do sekcji ptywackiej, ale niestety
to bytoby zbyt absorbujgce przy chorobie taty. Kiedy przyszta, przesiadywatam w swoim pokoju, z muzyka, nad
ksigzkami i kartkg papieru. Jedyne miejsce, gdzie wychodzitam, to byt basen, on byt odskocznig. Bardzo duzo
rozumiafam, oczywiscie instynktownie...
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Rozumiatas, ze choroba taty byta $miertelna?

Nie wiedziatam, ze tata umrze, ale czutam, ze dzieje sie cos zfego. Niewiele wiedzialam o tej chorobie, bo cho¢
w domu byt komputer, nie byfo Internetu, moi rodzice jako malarze byli zupetnie nietechniczni, troche zacofani,
mimo ze byt to 2001 rok. Razem z mama i siostrg opiekowatysmy sie tatg, pomagatam przy nim, a wieczorami
wychodzitam na basen, miatam tam dostownie pig¢ minut. Tam sie zanurzatam. Jak widzisz, jestem zawsze
rozgorgczkowana, wszystko mocno przezywam, a ptywanie mnie ochtadza. | w pewien sposob odcina od $wia-
ta zewnetrznego. Basen byt dla mnie ochrona. Ten rytm — uniesienie, lot i odbicie sie od brzegu. Jak mantra.
Zreszta sport wyzwala endorfiny, zaleca sie uprawianie sportu przy stresie. Wracajgc do domu po basenie,
potrafitam wcigz przebywac¢ na nim myslami, bo mam fotograficzng pamig¢. Nie zalezy mi na tym, zeby foto-
graficznie odwzorowac to, co widzialam, lecz potrafie sobie przypomnie¢ atmosfere. Kiedy nie mogtam pojs¢
na basen, wracafam tam w rysunkach. Potem zobaczytam Hockneya. Zafascynowato mnie jego mistrzostwo
w rysowaniu. Album z jego obrazami jest u mnie nieustannie otwarty, przegladany. Ludzie tez mnie interesowali.
Dla mnie w malowaniu basendw wazny jest cztowiek, jego lot. | to, co woda robi z cztowiekiem, gdy on sie w nigj
zanurza. Nie kazdy lubi basen, ale dla mnie to jest wazne miejsce, moje wiasne.

To wciaz rodzaj schronienia? Ucieczki?

Nawet nie ucieczki, ale miejsca, gdzie sig zbiera mysli. Chyba kazdy ma, albo powinien mie¢, takie miejsce,
dokad sie idzie, jesli cos jest nie tak, albo gdy ma sie cos$ do przemyslenia, gdy cos sie stato, cos boli czy wy-
daje sie zbyt skomplikowane. Kiedy jestem pod wodg, to mi pomaga. W ogdle lubie bezdech, on tez wyzwala
w organizmie co$ specjalnego. Inna sprawa, ze kiedy sie duzo ptywa, to ma sie wytrenowane ptuca i nie trzeba
tyle tlenu. Pod wodg jestem sama, catkiem sama, odcieta, wtedy co$ sobie przypominam, intensywnie mysle,
niekoniecznie logicznie. To jest takie miejsce, gdzie... nie nazwatabym tego modlitwg, ale swego rodzaju...
terapig.

Oczyszczeniem...

Woda zawsze mnie oczyszcza, kojarzy mi sie ze zmywaniem brudu, odczarowywaniem ztych chwil, odczy-
nianiem uroku. Baseny mnie kusza, jest w nich co$ apetycznego, mam nieustanny apetyt na wskoczenie do
jakiegos basenu i przeptynigcie sie. No i wracam czesto do tego motywu, po prostu musze co jakis czas ma-
lowac baseny. One sie zmieniajg razem ze mna. Kiedys byly ponure, teraz nie sg. Teraz zobaczytam baseny
z pejzazem. Ostatnio maluje nowa serig tryptykdw, ktére sg jak kadry z filmu. Czesto maluje seriami, troche
filmowo, bo poza malarstwem interesuje mnie film. Jako dziecko chciatam by¢ operatorem, opowiadatam hi-
storie o dzieciach. Teraz tez opowiadam historie — o moich przemysleniach i snach. W tych tryptykach, ktore
maluje, staram sie opowiedzie¢ na przykiad historie ptywaka. Plywak w pierwszym momencie jest w wodzie,
w drugim unosi sie z wody, jakby leci nad basenem, a w trzecim znika, sg tylko chmury, ktére akurat zauwazy-
tam nad Salwatorem w Krakowie, takie dziwne, graficzne.

Twoje obrazy majg bardzo redukcyjny charakter, sg pozbawione detali, takie ideowe. Czym wtasciwie
jest dla ciebie obraz?

To trudne pytanie. Moge raczej powiedzie¢, czym obraz dla mnie nie jest. Przede wszystkim nie ma odzwier-
ciedla¢ rzeczywistosci. Nie jest tez wazna koronkowos¢ ani ozdobnos¢. Nie interesuje mnie detal, bo nie ma-
luje obrazu po to, zeby pokazac, ze co$ jest tadne. Nie chce sie popisywac. Czasem detal jest potrzebny,
ale nie maluje detali dla detali. W obrazie wazna jest atmosfera i historia. Cho¢ nie zawsze trzeba opowiadac
wszystko po kolei. Ostatnio zauwazytam, ze warto obrazy redukowac, bo przez to stajg sie mocniejsze. Bardzo
lubie malowac ludzi, korci mnie, zeby rysowac¢ kazdg twarz. Znam mnoéstwo twarzy i emocii, ktore chciafabym
przekazac. Wazne sg tez relacje. Ale czasem, kiedy czyjas twarz sie odwrdci | zobacze inny szczegdt albo gdy
Z jakiego$ szczegotu zrezygnuie, to cos innego wybrzmiewa mocniej. Dlatego wiasnie czasem pomijam detale,
zeby wydoby¢ cos innego. Kolor, atmosfere, bryte.

Ale kolorystka to ty nie jestes. Wybierasz zazwyczaj zestawienia mato dZzwigczne kolorystycznie, stono-
wane: brazy, zielenie, btekity.
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Mimo to kolor jest dla mnie wazny. Nie chodzi o to, zeby byto kolorowo. Instynktownie wybieram barwy, ktdre
dla mnie lepiej brzmia.

Czyli wolisz takie melodie, w ktérych jest mniej nut?
Niekoniecznie...

Ale redukujac detale i kolory, jakby sama sie ograniczasz. Dgzysz do syntezy?

By¢ moze podswiadomie... W niektérych obrazach rzeczywiscie da sie zauwazy¢ ograniczenie — zgaszenie
koloru, redukcije formy. Przez to nie zawsze zdotam w jednym obrazie zawrze¢ wszystko, co bym chciata powie-
dzie¢, pewnie dlatego maluje serie. Ale z drugiej strony mam tez obrazy bogate w detale i mocniejsze w kolorze.

Sadze, ze jednak Swiadomie uprawiasz prymitywizacje. Gdy pierwszy raz zobaczytem twoje obrazy,
a nawet w ogole pierwsze z twoich obrazéw, to myslatem, ze to takie troche nieporadne, ze moze czegos
nie umiesz. Ale teraz, kiedy widze te rysunki, to wiem, ze ty wszystko umiesz, ze upraszczanie form nie
wynika z nieumiejgtnosci, tylko z checi malowania w taki wtasnie sposéb. Bo sg malarze, ktorzy skonczy-
li Akademie i nie umiejg malowag, ale ty do nich nie nalezysz. Ty $wiadomie wybratas takg droge.

By¢ moze... Wydaje mi sie, ze skorzystatam z nauki w Akademii. Nie udawatam, ze studiuje, wykonywatam
wszystkie zadania, chodzitam systematycznie na zajgcia. Co pot roku zmieniatam pracownig rysunku — na
przykiad bytam jakis czas na rzezbie. Na dyplom malowatam z natury muzykéw. Przychodzili do mnie ludzie
z Akademii Muzycznej i grali, a ja ich malowatam. To byto bardzo realistyczne studium postaci. Pomyslatam,
ze to ciekawa droga, zeby zrobi¢ cos$ w stylu Balthusa — przede wszystkim obserwacja rzeczywistosci. Poz-
niej jednak zrozumiatam, ze Balthus rzeczywisto$¢ mocno przesiewat przez swoje widzenie, uzywat wtasnej
ekspresji. Jesli chciat, potrafit realistycznie namalowac kobiety, ale nie o to chodzi w malarstwie. Oczywiscie
nie wszystkim sie to podoba, mozna nawet powiedziec, ze sie pomylit, malujgc kogos z wielkg gtowa. Taka
w pewnym sensie nieumiejetnosc jest tez na przykiad u Wréblewskiego — jego postacie majg jakgs sztywnosc,
ale patrzac na jego grafiki czy rysunki malowane pidrkiem, pedzelkiem, wiemy przeciez, ze Swietnie rysowat.
W moich obrazach postaci tez majg te sztywnos¢, sg widziane w inny sposoéb, niz to sie dzieje normalnie.

Czy to jest rodzaj filtra, okularéw, ktére zaktadasz, zeby skanowac rzeczywisto$¢ i zeby ona u ciebie
wygladata inaczej?

Co innego malowa¢ cztowieka z natury, a co innego namalowac istote czfowieka. Wtedy nie jest wazne to, co
sie widzi, ale to, co sig o tym czfowieku wie. Powtarzam, chyba za Japonczykami: nie maluj drzewa, tylko maluj
drzewiastos¢. Mogtabym malowac ludzi tak, jak wygladajg, ale samo malowanie prowadzi mnie w inne rejony
— redukuje, zmieniam, w pewnym momencie niektore postacie sg usztywnione, a inne bardziej naturalne, ale
to jest potrzebne. Spojrz na przyktad na Beckmanna — te czarne linearne obrysy postaci mieszajg sie z zotcig
albo kolorem ich ciat i to nie przeszkadza, wrecz wydaje sig bardzo trafione... Dla mnie najfajniejsze w malar-
stwie jest to, ze wtasciwie mozna wszystko.

| CAN COLLECT MY THOUGHTS UNDER WATER Katarzyna Karpowicz talks with Bogustaw Deptuta

Bogustaw Deptuta: How is it possible that, when it comes to drawing, you have reached great mastery
and worked out your own style, but you still cannot decide what your painting should look like?
Katarzyna Karpowicz: Maybe because | have done a lot of drawing since early childhood. Ever since | remem-
ber, | have been doing quick sketching. Whether the sketches were pretty or not wasn'’t really important. What
really mattered was to get the movement and the atmosphere across. Anyway, painting requires a different course
of work. Drawing is easier to organise — it's more difficult to go to a summer camp with a set of oil paints and the
rest of the painting equipment. Whenever | went to a camp, | would take a pencil, crayons and a small sketchbook.
| used to sketch all the time — other children in my family at play, or my dad, or my teachers, my schoolmates in
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the classroom. It was a constant recording of moments, the surroundings, but also depicting things that ran thro-
ugh my head. Because | would first draw out of my imagination and then from real life. In my secondary school,
whenever | bunked off and went to the ZOO, | used to take my sketchbook with me. | didn’t realise then that by
drawing non-stop | was practising, learning and that it would help me draw better and better. | never cared about
it, since | did it for the sake of drawing, out of my fascination with animals, people, and — above all — children,
children in motion. | painted as well. In painting | was mostly into colour, while drawing was interesting because of
aline. But I never looked for my personal style in drawing or painting. | do not really have to go into one specified di-
rection. | just tell a story and that’s what makes me happy. | try to be honest and follow whatever is vital for me. And
apart from the atmosphere, the emotions that painting evokes are essential for me. | stand in front of a painting by,
let’s say, Beckmann and | am almost reduced to tears by envy and | ask myself: ‘how did he manage to paint it?’

| believe that painting isn’t about developing your own style, but simply about painting and searching. It's also
about going to a museum and noticing what has to be noticed in the paintings by Velazquez, Dubuffet or even
in abstract art, e.g. by Kandinsky. Maybe a painter needs some time to grow up, work longer to find themselves,
although later it all transforms... Peace of mind comes with time.

I’s quite obvious that your style of drawing has been inspired by David Hockney. What painter is equally
important to you?

There are many. If we greatly admire a single painter, one day he or she may simply get boring for us or become
too ordinary. | can say that recently | have been greatly impressed by expressionism and Kirchner. | saw his
retrospective exhibition in Frankfurt and | felt deeply moved by the way he painted — with so much ease and
courage.

That’s recent, but | am asking about your older fascinations, the more permanent ones.

Hockney is important for me not only because of the way he draws, but also because of his attitude to the motif
of the swimming pool. These pools of Hockney and his figure itself — that speaks of his paintings in a way —
really appeal to me. Naturally, there is also Balthus, which you can tell just by looking at my paintings. In my se-
condary school | even made transpositions of his paintings. | often use pieces of other painters’ works — Piero
della Francesca, Giotto, Velazquez, El Greco. | am constantly discovering something new, so | think | could list
the painters endlessly. Recently | have had a lot of admiration for Paula Modersohn-Becker, for example. | like
looking at albums, but until | have seen a painting in real life, | cannot really say that | definitely like a particular
painter. And if | want to boost my energy, a visit to a good museum gives me the power to ‘grab’ a canvas and
paint something just for the sake of painting.

And what about themes, where do they come from?
The themes that are personal — swimming pools and now also rivers, or sleeping people with animals — are
somewhere deep inside me. They partially stem from my dreams and partially from my memories.

And why swimming pools?

It all began in my childhood. Being 5 years old, | had some spine problems and | was sent to a swimming pool
twice a week. | would go there without demur and | actually did quite well, even though | was the smallest one
there. | became the instructor’s pet and | even thought about joining a swimming club, but, unfortunately, that
would have been too engrossing in the face of my dad’s illness. When it came, | would sit in my room with mu-
sic, books and a sheet of paper. The only place | would go out to was the swimming pool, which was my form
of escape. | understood a lot. Intuitively, of course...

Did you understand that your dad’s disease was fatal?

| never knew he was going to die, but | could sense something wrong was going on. | knew next to nothing

about the disease. We had a computer at home, but there was no Internet connection, because my artistic

parents had no heads for technology and were a bit old-fashioned in that matter, even though it was already

2001. Together with my mum and sister, we looked after dad. | used to help around him and in the evenings
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| went to the swimming pool, where | literally had those five minutes for myself. That's where | could submerge.
As you can see, | am always feverish and take everything very emotionally and swimming cools me down. And,
in a way, it also helps me distance myself from the outside world. The swimming pool was my protection. The
rhythm — the elation, the flight and rebounding off the walls. It's like a mantra. Besides, doing sport releases
endorphins, so it's recommended to people who experience stress. On my way back home, in my thoughts
| could still be at the swimming pool, because | have a photographic memory. | do not bother recreating photo-
graphic images of what | have seen though, but | am able to recall a detailed picture of the atmosphere instead.
Whenever | couldn’t go to the swimming pool, | would return there in my drawings. And then | saw Hockney.
| was really fascinated by his mastery of drawing. | often return to and never really close the albums with his
paintings. People have always interested me as well. In my paintings of swimming pools, it's a man that’s most
important, a man and his flight. And also what water does to a man when he submerges. Not everyone is fond
of a swimming pool, but for me it's a very important place, my own space.

Is it still a kind of shelter? An escape?

Not even that. It's a place where you collect your thoughts. | think everyone should have a place of that kind,
a place where you go when things are bad or when you have some thinking to do, when something has hap-
pened, something hurts or seems to be too complicated. It helps me to be under water. | generally like apnoea,
because it triggers something special in your body. Another thing is that when you swim a lot, your lungs are
fitter and you don’t need so much oxygen. Underwater | am alone, completely alone, distanced, and then | re-
member things, my thinking is intense, but not necessarily logical. It's a kind of place where... | wouldn’t call it
a prayer, but a sort of... therapy.

Cleansing...

Water has always got that cleansing effect on me. | associate it with washing off dirt, breaking a spell of bad
moments, undoing bad spells. Swimming pools lure me. There is something inviting in them and | have this
constant desire to jump inside and have a swim. And, thus, | often go back to the theme. | simply feel the urge
to paint swimming pools once in a while. They are changing with me. Once they were gloomy, but now it's gone.
Nowadays | started noticing swimming pools with landscapes. Recently | have been painting a new series of
triptychs, which resemble film frames. | often paint series, just like a film reel, because — apart from painting —
| am really into cinema. As a child, | wanted to be a camerawoman and | told stories about children. Nowadays
| also tell stories, but about my thoughts and dreams. In those triptychs of mine | try to tell, for instance, a story
about a swimmer. At first, the swimmer is in water, then he rises slightly above its surface as if he was flying over
the swimming pool, and finally he disappears and we are left only with clouds, those strange, graphic clouds
that | noticed over the housing estate of Salwator in Krakéw.

Your paintings are of a reductive type, devoid of any detail, ideological. What is a painting to you, actually?
It’s a difficult question. | think it is easier to say what it is not. Above all, it's not meant to reflect reality. Precision
and decorativeness is not important either. | am not into detail, because | do not create a painting to show that
something is pretty. | do not want to show off. Sometimes details are necessary, but | never paint details just
for the sake of doing it. The most vital elements of a painting are its atmosphere and story. Although you don’t
have to tell everything in the right order. | have recently realised that it's worth reducing paintings, because it
makes them stronger. | do like painting people and | feel tempted to draw every single face | see. | know a lot of
faces that | would like to show. Relationships are also important. But, sometimes, when a face turns and | see
a new detail or when | decide against painting some details, something else floats to the surface. That's why
| occasionally skip some details, to stress something else. Colour, atmosphere, shape.

But you are not much of a colourist. You usually go for not really colourful and more muted hues —
browns, greens and blues.

Still, colour is important for me. It's not about the painting being colourful. I instinctively choose those hues that
‘sound’ better to me.
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So you prefer tunes with fewer notes, right?
Not necessarily...

But when you reduce colours and details, you seem to be limiting yourself. Are you heading for synthesis?
Maybe, subconsciously... In some paintings you can notice limitations — the subdued colours, the reduction
of their form. That's why | sometimes fail to put everything | want to say in one painting and, as a result, | paint
series. On the other hand, however, | also have paintings that are full of details and stronger in colour.

I still believe you knowingly cultivate primitivisation. When | first saw your later paintings, or even the first
ones you created, | found them slightly clumsy and awkward and thought that maybe you lacked skill.
But now, when | see your drawings, | know that you lack no skill at all and that the simplification of forms
does not stem from the lack of ability, but from a conscious desire to paint this way. There are painters
who graduate the Academy and still can’t paint, but you are definitely not one of them. You’ve chosen
this way purposefully.

Perhaps... Still, | think | did learn quite a lot in the Academy. | truly studied there. | conscientiously did all the
tasks, | attended my classes regularly. Every half a year | would change drawing classes to something else,
e.g. | spent some time on a sculpture course. My diploma work was musicians painted from nature. People
from the Music Academy used to come to my place and | painted them while they were playing. It was a very
realistic study of figures. | considered it to be an interesting way to do something in the style of Balthus — to
prioritise the observation of reality. Later, however, | realised that Balthus’s reality was substantially modified by
his outlook on the world and that he used his own expression. If he wanted, he could paint women realistically,
but that’s not the point when it comes to painting. Naturally, not everyone approves of that and one could even
say that he made a mistake when he painted someone with a huge head. This kind of inability you will also
find in Wrdblewski’'s works, as his figures have that stiffness about them, but when you look at his works in ink
pen or brush, you realise what a great drawing artists he was. My figures are also stiff — they are perceived in
a different way than it normally happens.

Is this a kind of filter, spectacles that you wear to scan reality and to make it look different in your paintings?
Painting a man from nature and painting his essence is a completely different story. It's not important what you
see, but what you know about the person. It’s the Japanese, | think, who claim that one should not paint a tree,
but paint ‘treeness’. | could paint people they way they look like, but the act of painting itself leads me some-
where else — | reduce, change and — at certain point — some of my figures become stiffened and some more
natural, but this is a welcome effect. Take Beckmann — those black, linear silhouettes of people that blend with
yellowness or the colour of their bodies... It's not a problem and, actually, it seems to be the righter way... For
me, the best thing about painting is that you can practically do whatever you want.
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