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Malgorzata Rittersschild (ur. 1960)

Studiowatla w pracowni prof. Stefana Gierowskiego na Wydziale Malarstwa Akademii Sztuk
Pieknych w Warszawie (1979-1984). W latach 80. wspoltworzyla Srodowisko artystyczne
polskiej nowej ekspresji. Brala udzial w pierwszych formacyjnych wystawach Gruppy: “Las,
gora, anad gorg chmura” (BWA w Lublinie, 1983) 1 “Tylko dzisiaj wieczorem kochanie” (BWA
w Lublinie, 1985). W latach 90. zawiesila dzialalno§¢ artystyczng na ponad dwie dekady,
pracujgc zarobkowo m.in. jako ilustratorka, graficzka, stylistka, thumaczka, redaktorka,
nauczycielka i arteterapeutka. W tym czasie stworzyla kilkadziesiagt szkicownikéw-notat-

nikow. W 2018 roku powrdcila do zawodu artystki.

Malgorzata Rittersschild (b. 1960)

She studied in the studio of Professor Stefan Gierowski at the Faculty of Painting of the Acad-
emy of Fine Arts in Warsaw (1979-1984). In the 1980s, she co-created the artistic milieu of
Polish Neo-Expressionism. She took part in the formative exhibitions of the Gruppa collec-
tive: Las, gora, a nad gorq chmura (Forest, Mountain, and Above the Mountain a Cloud, BWA Gallery,
Lublin, 1983) and Tylko dzisiaj wieczorem, kochanie (Only Tonight, Darling, BWA Gallery, Lublin,
1985). In the 1990s, she suspended her artistic practice for over two decades, working in var-
ious fields including illustration, graphic design, styling, translation, editing, teaching, and

art therapy. During that time, she created several dozen sketchbook-notebooks. In 2018, she

returned to her artistic career.






Marika Kuzmicz
Jaszczurka oznacza krétkotrwate szczescie

Wypowiedziane, uslyszane i przeczytane zdania; kumulujg sie i zapadajg w pamie¢. Prze-
czytane definicje, zapamigtane w roznych jezykach. Pragnienie zrozumienia zasady istnie-
nia i licia i gwiazd; nieodgadnione tajemnice, ktérych nie zapisujesz w formie wzoréw czy
analiz, cho¢ czasem duzo notujesz. Dostac sie pod skore rzeczy. Odlozone ,na péZniej” stowa
i obrazy kielkuja i wszystko to jest tak bardzo zlozone.

Ale czy znasz ten moment, kiedy budzisz sie z glebokiego snu: pelnego znaczen, slow,
zdarzen i ich koloréw. Snu, w ktérym chcesz i potrafisz zaglada¢ do wnetrz rzeczy i istot
(ptakéw, ryb, aniolow), sprawdzac, czym sg naprawde. Upewniaé sig, Ze sg naprawde. Snu,
w ktorym w ciemnosci majaczg postaci, jednocze$nie: straszne, pociggajace, obce i znane
od zawsze. Takiego, w ktorym oko ma ksztalty ksiezyca, w ktorym pojawia si¢ i niebieskie
izielone slonce, albo tez slonice jest czerwone, plaskie jak cienki plaster dojrzalego, grozne-
go owocu. Snuw ktorym krajobrazy sa gladkie, o§wietlone rownym $wiatlem, jak wyciete
z kolorowego papieru kolaze, w ktorych czas dziala na innych zasadach kurczac si¢ i roz-
ciggajgc. Takiego snu, w ktorym wymyslamy wszystkie te lapidarne, trafne zdania, ktérych
brzmienie zostaje z nami takze po obudzeniu. Owe proste slowa, ktdre tylko we $nie majg
glebie, ktorych ukryte za dnia znaczenia, wtedy tylko si¢ ujawniaja.

Ten moment naglego przebudzenia, to krdtka chwila, kiedy porzgdek snu i jawy mie-
szajq sie, nakladaja na siebie, jak dwa przezrocza i z dwoch obrazéw, powstaje trzeci. Wra-
zenie mocy niedawnego snu jest wowczas nadal z nami. Towarzyszy nam realnosci zoba-
czonych we $nie zdarzen i postaci, ustyszanych slow, ktére chcemy rozpoznawac jako znaki

zwiastujgce to, co nadejdzie na jawie: ,Jaszczurka oznacza krotkotrwale szczeScie”.

Tekst towarzyszgcy wystawie Malgorzaty Rittersschild , Jaszczurka oznacza krotkotrwale szcze$cie”

w Fundacji Arton, 27.06-14.09.2025
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Wystawa Malgorzaty Rittersschild ,, Jaszczurka oznacza krotkotrwale szczescie” w Fundacji Arton, 27.06-14.09.2025
fot. Piotr Maciejowski

Exhibition by Malgorzata Rittersschild The Lizard Means Short-Lived Happiness at the Arton Foundation,

27 June-14 September 2025, photo: Piotr Maciejowski






Ale czy ona maluje?
Rozmowa Malgorzaty Kuki Rittersschild i Mariki Kuzmicz

Marika KuzZmicz: Zanim porozmawiamy o Akademii Sztuk Pigknych w Warszawie,

o Twoich studiach, moZe opowiesz mi o tym, dlaczego w ogole na nig zdawatas? Jak

to bylo z wyborem zawodu w twoim wypadku?

Malgorzata Rittersschild: Od dziecka duzo rysowalam. Ale tez duzo i wezesnie czytalam.
Pamietam, ze godzinami siedzialam nad nieduzym, ale gestym Stownikiem wyrazéw obcych
izwrotow obcojezycznych Kopalifiskiego. W domu mieliSmy tez przedwojenny Lexikon der sechs
Weltsprachen - stownik niemiecko-angielsko-francusko-wlosko-hiszpansko-taciniski. Cegta.
Oczarowal mnie. Stowo jest dla mnie wazne do dzis, trudno mi si¢ bez niego oby¢. Zasadni-
czg role w moim dziecinstwie odegraly tez kobiety, w réznym wieku. Pierwsza to babcia Hela,
mama ojca, nazywalam ja babcig Musig. Na méj widok rozjasniala sie, wyciggala zza tapczanu
blok, wreczala mi zaostrzone kozikiem olowki i szeptala: , rysuj!”. Mieszkala w niedogrzanym,
okopconym mieszkanku na Sadybie, nad jej 16zkiem wisialy obrazy i fotografie ,ukochanego
Janka” (jej pierwszego meza malarza, narciarza, toprowca i fotografa Tatr). Z tarasu obro$nie-
tego winem schodzity§my do ogrodu. To nie byt ogrod, tylko cztery metry kwadratowe raju.
Dziesigtki gatunkow ro$lin i zwierzat, §wiatlo, cien, wtedy zdawal mi si¢ dzunglg. Babcia Mu-
sia siadywala ze mna na popekanych schodkach, pokazywala mi, jak przemyslna bywa morfo-
logia roélin, jakie zaskakujgce sg strategie przetrwania w naturze, zarazala zachwytem nad
kazdym zdzblem trawy, winogronowym wasem czy Sciegiem gniazda raniuszka. Dla babci
Heleny oczywistym dowodem na istnienie Boga byla przyroda i jej prawa. Czesto rysowaly-
$my z babcig wspolnie, raz ja jej, raz ona mi. Rysunki rolin podpisywala lacinskimi nazwami.
Gdy od niej wychodzitam, dostawalam groszki pachngce albo fiotki, opatulone zwilZona ligni-
ng -, zeby ci nie zwiedly po drodze”.

Akolejne z tych kobiet?

Maria Przyborowska, siostra babci Heli, czyli Ciocia Duza. To jej zawdzigczam uwraz-
liwienie na stowo, pod jej wplywem planowalam, ze zostang jezykoznawczynia lub thumacz-
kg. Ciocia Duza byla filolozkg klasyczng i literaturoznawczynig. Tlumaczyta. Wspolpra-
cowala z przedwojennym ,Swierszczykiem”, pismem dla dzieci. Kochala antyk i renesans.

Oprocz grekiilaciny znala francuski, rosyjski, angielski, wloskii-swoj ulubiony - niemiec-
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ki; mowila, Ze niemiecki jest jezykiem ducha. MiatySmy swoj rytual: ciocia zabierala mnie
co sobote do filharmonii na koncert dla dzieci, a potem spacerem sztySmy naleniwe do pobli-
skiego baru mlecznego Ztota Kurka (teraz wiem, Ze po prostu nie bylo jej sta¢ na nic wiecej).

Mieszkata na poddaszu w budynku Towarzystwa Lekarskiego i wiodla Zywot na-
ukowezyni. Thumaczyta, czytala i dawata lekcje jezykow (czesto za darmo, ,bo tak trzeba”).
Pamig¢tam wizyty u niej: mama utrwalala swoj niemiecki, zapami¢tany z dziecinstwa. W tle
szmer niemieckiej konwersacji, a na mnie, kilkuletnia, czekal zawsze naszykowany do ogla-
dania a to album z obrazami Wyspianskiego lub Bocklina, a to kieszonkowy atlas ptakow,
a to skromny upominek - haftowana chusteczka, sojcze pioro, plaster wosku.

Potem bywatam juz u Cioci Duzej sama. Wyobraz sobie: przychodze¢ i czytamy wiersz Ril-
kego1i trzy rozne przeklady. I ciocia pyta, ktory przeklad wole! Porownywaly$Smy, omawiaty$my.

Ciocia Duza Przyborowska szefowala Towarzystwu Antropozoficznemu na Polske.
Bywala na wykladach Rudolfa Steinera w latach dwudziestych, a po wojnie wspolpracowata
z o§rodkiem Goetheanum w centrum steinerowskim w Dornach, duzo tlumaczyla. Ale nie
uprawiala zadnej indoktrynacji, miala zdjecie Steinera na biurku i tyle. Nastroj tego mieszka-
nia pamigtam, jakbym tam byla wezoraj. Pachnialo w nim rozmarynem, woskiem i cytryna.

Opowiedzjeszcze o trzeciej z nich.
Ciocia Cesia. Katoliczka. Jej Bog byl biblijny, a czlowiek wyposazony w wolng wole. O jej wy-
borach, o tym, ze dzialala w strukturach AKjako jedna z tak zwanych ciotek Cichociemnych
(spadochroniarzy ladujacych w okupowanej Warszawie) i nalezala do sodalicji maryjnej -
o tym wszystkim dowiedziatam si¢ dopiero z jej nekrologu. ,Cechna” wychowata w wierze
piatke dzieci, czeS$¢ poszla do klasztoru. Szorstka w ruchach, skora do §miechu, zaciggala
sie glo$no iz lubo$cig papierosem w fifce, a zajmowala si¢ wylgcznie czytaniem ksigzek. Ja
jej te ksigzki przynosilam z biblioteki, a potem odnosilam i tak w kétko. Czestowala mnie
czekoladkami posiwialymize staro$ci, bo wszystko bylo nieistotne. My$l byla wazna. Kazda
znich zyla po swojemu, to byly wolne duchy. Bardzo niebogate i bardzo zajete rzeczami, kto-
re je interesowaly w §wiecie. Jaki to musiat by¢ tolerancyjny dom, ze kazda mogla i§¢ w stro-
ne¢, ktora ja pociggala!

Te trzy siostry pomagaja mi do dzis, bo dostalam od nich glebokie przekonanie o wia-
snym prawie do wolno$ci wewnetrznej. Moja mama mawia, ze wygrala prawdziwy los na

loterii, wychodzgc za mojego tate, bo wyszla rownocze$nie za jego rodzine.
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Ajaka bylarodzina Twojej mamy?

Inna. Z silng wojenng traumg. Ktorg ja otrzymalam w pakiecie.

Babcia Izabella miala depresje i czworke dzieci. Mawiala: , Kuka, moje zycie skoficzylo
sie w1939 roku”. Wojna zabrata jej meza, zdrowie i bogactwo. , Tylko my$my zostali w Polsce,
zostawili nas, a sami wynie§li si¢ w lepsze miejsca” - taki refren styszatam w dziecinstwie.
Reszta rodziny faktycznie wyemigrowata za rézne oceany, a babcia wyladowala z dzie¢mi
i gruzlica w Zakopanem w wyziebionym domu Ewy Szelburg-Zarembiny. W pierwszych
dniach wrze$nia 1939 roku, w czasie ucieczki do Lwowa z Junikowa (obecnie dzielnica Po-
znania) moja mama miala cztery lata. Kiedy pytam: ,Mamo, wojne spedzila$ we Lwowie”,
odpowiedz zawsze brzmi tak samo ,Nic nie pamietam”. ,Mamo, przeciez to bylo pie¢ lat:
wiosna-lato-jesien-zima, i tak pig¢ razy. Nic?” Przestalam pytaé. Tam jest wielka luka w pa-
migci. Moi bliscy ze strony mamy do dzi$ si¢ nie wygrzebali spod ci¢zaru wojennych strat.
Systemy przemilczen wplynely na sposéb wychowania nast¢pnych pokolen, czyli rowniez
mnie. Potraumatyczne mechanizmy obronne sg ciasno wplecione w krajobraz tej rodzi-
ny i w zdumiewajgce, barwne osobowosci jej czlonkéw. Na wlasny uzytek nazywam to: lej
po bombie.

Mialam czterdzie$cilat, kiedy zaczelam odkrywac dla siebie, dokument po dokumen-
cie, kawalek po kawalku, zydowskg cze$¢ historii mojej rodziny. To bylo trudne i w szerokim
planie - po dekadach instytucjonalnego milczenia o polskich Zydach - i osobiscie trudne
ze wzgledu na bol, przykryty rodzinnym milczeniem. Wydobywatam z szaf' i z wilgotnych
piwnic dokumenty, listy i fotografie, mase fotografii. Historia, jakich w Polsce wiele: kto§
odkrywa sekrety rodzinne, bo wlamuje sie do szuflady. Z tg réznicg, Ze tu nie bylo zadnej
szuflady. Pewnej jesieni przyjechal z Australii wuj Aleksander, ktory ratowal mojg rodzing
we Lwowie, i opowiedzial mi nasza historie. Ale to ciggle nie jest odpowiedZ na twoje pyta-
nie, jak obralam kierunek w zyciu i zdecydowalam si¢ na Akademie. Skad pomysl na studia
w ASP? Mysle o dziadku. Zdzistaw Rittersschild. Zachowato si¢ kilka jego rysunkow, w tym
niewielki, ale wybitny autoportret. Cho¢ poznatamje pozno, pare lat po studiach. Teraz opo-
wiem Ci kilka obrazow, ktore zapamigtatam z dziecinstwa.

Pierwszy: mieszkalam na terenie warszawskiej skoczni igielitowej, przez co ogrod
mialam przeogromny. Ze skarpy wyplywalo kilka Zrodel, do ktorych przyfruwaly rézno-

rodne ptaki. Przyroda mnie otaczala bujnie - wtedy to byly peryferie Warszawy.
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Drugi: kiedys$ z zagranicy przyszto w paczce wielkie pudlo pasteli, ulozonych pietro-
wo, dziesigtki kolorow. Takich rzeczy nikt wtedy nie widzial. W dwie godziny wyrysowali-
$my je z dzieciakami do cna na chodnikowych plytach.

Trzeci: na $cianach nieduzego stuzbowego mieszkania rodzicow wisialy stare portre-
ty, poruszal mnie zwlaszcza jeden. Ktéregos dnia siadtam przed nim na podtodze i go skopio-
walam. Oléwkiem. Pamigtam zdumienie mojej rodziny, ze umiem. Moglam mie¢ ze trzyna-
$cie lat. Szkolne zeszyty mialam do cna zarysowane, rysowalam gléwnie ludzi.

Kto byl twoim waznym nauczycielem sztuki? Byl kto$ taki?

To sa sami mezczyZzni. W rodzinie najsilniej wplynely na mnie kobiety, na studiach - mez-
czyzni. No, co poradz¢. Tak wygladala wtedy struktura Swiata artystycznego. Przed egza-
minami na studia zaczetam chodzi¢ na rysunek do Zbycha Pospieszynskiego i to jest moj

pierwszy wazny nauczyciel. Rozwazatam studia na tkaninie w Lodzi i uparcie weigz pocia-
gato mnie tez j¢zykoznawstwo. LodZ-bo Muzeum Sztuki, Szkota Filmowa i aby doswiadczy¢

nieco odrebnosci od rodziny. Pojechalam do tej Lodzi obejrze¢ uczelnie, a Zbychu do mnie:

LEj, co ty wlasciwie z tg Lodzig? Masz w Warszawie malarstwo”. Nie bardzo rozumiatam, co

on mowi, dlaczego niby malarstwo? Malarstwo na poczatku nie bylo jaka$ wielkg moja mi-
loScig. Ja rysowalam, rysowalam non stop, bylam taka rozpedzona, Ze jeszcze na pierwszym

roku malarstwa mowilam ,narysowalam obraz”.

Drugim waznym dla mnie nauczycielem byt Stefan Gierowski. Jego cotygodniowe ko-
rekty to bylo $wieto: pelne namystu, serdeczne, sprawiedliwe, kolezenskie. Dzielil si¢ z nami
swoim spojrzeniem na sztuke. Az tu raz, szczerze zatroskany, mowi: ,Tu bardzo interesu-
jaco, tu te kolory sa zestawione wspaniale... no ale wy potem rodzicie te dzieci...”. Te stowa
przypominaly mi sie w Zyciu niejeden raz.

To bardzo niszczgce stowa.

Teraz mySle, Ze na poziomie nieSwiadomym mogly odebra¢ mi sile do walki w kilku decydujg-
cychmomentach. Ustysze¢ od autorytetu takg recepte: albo sztuka, albo dzieci... przytiaczajgce.

Moim kolejnym waznym nauczycielem byt Roman Owidzki w Pracowni Wiedzy
o Dzialaniach i Strukturach Wizualnych, ktory wyjasniat zasady kompozycji, optyki i ko-
loru. Jakie my$my tam robili fascynujace badania! To na tych zajeciach nabawilam si¢ gle-
bokiego szacunku do obrazu jako pelnego znaczenia dwuwymiarowego pola dzialania. Na

zapleczu pracowni odbywaly sie cotygodniowe spotkania z profesorem i jego asystentami:
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Tomkiem Tatarczykiem i Jackiem Dyrzynskim. Po tych spotkaniach trzeba bylo lecie¢ do
biblioteki, zeby zajrze¢ do prac teoretycznych Kandinskiego i Strzeminskiego i obejrze¢
omawianych artystow. O tym, jakiej klasy byla to osobowo$¢, niech za§wiadcezy ta anegdo-
ta. Rzadko wspominany, niedoceniony pedagog Tadeusz Dominik, ktory mieszkat drzwi
w drzwiz Romanem Owidzkim, pukat do niego, zamiast zajrze¢ do encyklopedii. ,Przeciez
Owidzki wie wszystko, bedzie szybciej”.

Czwartym waznym nauczycielem byl Tomek Ciecierski. Niewiele starszy od nas, stu-
dentow trzeciego roku. Akurat wtedy mial krétki epizod pedagogiczny i objal katedre ry-
sunku na malarstwie. To byl wykladowca marzen: otwierajacy, skupiony, inspirujgcy. Kiedy
raz znuzylo mnie rysowanie z modela, Tomek z zaciekawieniem asystowal mi, gdy w zimo-
wym semestrze miesigcami rysowatam trawnik za oknem, w §niegu w roznych odsltonach.
Wazny artysta, najzyczliwszy kolega.

Kolejny nauczyciel - to juz pigty - Ry§ Wojciechowski i jego Pracownia Tech-
nik Sciennych. Rysiu fachowy do bélu, dzielacy sie hojnie proporcjami i technikami,
w spodniach dzwonach, zawsze uSmiechniety, zawsze w oparach dymu, dzialacz Solidar-
nosci. Duzo nas bywalo na zapleczu ,Sciany” - jak nazywali$my jego pracownie - i wiecz-
nie rozmawiali§my. Pracownia Technik Sciennych oferowala to, co bardzo lubie: rzetelnie
popracowac fizycznie, utrudzic si¢, ubrudzic. To wtedy pozegnalam si¢ z rekami, bo jak
zaczniesz co$ robi¢ w wapnie, to dlonie ci si¢ zmieniajg. Wystarczy teraz odrobina kurzu
i skora mi twardnieje. Z pracowni Rysia Wojciechowskiego zostata mi jeszcze jedna waz-
narzecz: bardzo lubie duzg skale.

To wida¢ w twoich obrazach. Gdyby przenies¢ kazdy z nich na wigkszy format,

byloby tylko lepie;j.

Pamig¢tam wazng wystawe w Muzeum Narodowym w Warszawie na przetomie 1980/1981
roku: ,Lata siedemdziesigte. Nowe malarstwo amerykanskie”. Dla mnie wstrzasem byt
kon Susan Rothenberg (Czarne bloki 7. 1977 roku) i jego skala, w ogole duze formaty tam-
tych obrazow. A nas tu przeciez w latach osiemdziesigtych w Polsce rozpierato i duzy for-
mat byt doktadnie tym, czego wtedy potrzebowaliSmy.

Jak wspominasz Akademi¢?

Dobrze. Tam si¢ pracowalo w klasycznym systemie mistrz - uczen. Wszystko zalezy od

tego, kim jest mistrz (czy mistrzyni juz na szczeScie teraz). Wtedy bylo tam wielu wybit-
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nych artystow i wyjatkowych pedagogdw, prawie sami mezczyzni. Jedyng kobieta pro-
wadzgca pracowni¢ na malarstwie byla Wanda Paklikowska-Winnicka. Na Wydziale
Grafiki bylo lepiej: dzialaly tam Teresa Pggowska i Halina Chrostowska. Ja w to meskie
$rodowisko zawodowe weszlam jak w masto. Jakby bylo mi to organicznie potrzebne - by
zrownowazy¢ mojg rodzinng dominacje kobiet.

Opowiedzialas$ juz sporo o nauczycielach, a z kim studiowala$ na roku?

Miedzy innymi z Leonem Tarasewiczem. Razem ogladaliSmy wszystkie wystawy, potem
przyjazniliSmy sie przez dekady. Jednak to nie rok byl formujacy, tylko pracownia. To
u Gierowskiego toczyly sie co dzien wazne rozmowy, malowaly sie wazne obrazy, tworzy-
ty si¢ wigzi. Wazni dla mnie byliludzie z roznych rocznikow, w tym Rysiu Wozniak, Pawet
Kowalewski, Rysiu Lugowski.

Powiedz mi teraz o Gruppie, wjaki sposob powstalaijak si¢ w niej znalazlas.

ByliSmy razem z Pawlem Kowalewskim, Jarostawem Modzelewskim, Markiem Sobczy-
kiem i Ryszardem WoZzniakiem w pracowni u Gierowskiego. Rozmawiali$my o wszystkim,
o ksigzkach, o historii, o strajkach, o miejscu sztuki, o braku nadziei. Czas byl ci¢zki...

Studiowala$ tez w okresie stanu wojennego...

Tak, w latach 1979-1984. To byl niespokojny czas, pelen rozpaczy i niepewnosci. I z tego ga-
dania o $wiecie znad obrazow Pawel Kowalewski zaprosit mnie i Macka Wilskiego do udziatu
wwystawie.

Dorobek Gruppy zostal bardzo dobrze opracowany, zafunkcjonowal wystawienni-

czo, rynkowo tez. Nie masz poczucia, Ze koledzy Cig jednak odsuneli?

Dla mnie sg w tym pytaniu dwa osobne zagadnienia. Pierwsze dotyczy tego, jak to wy-
gladalo, gdy razem wystawialiSmy, jak wowczas koledzy z Gruppy postrzegali moja sztuke.
Drugie za$ odnosi si¢ do tego, jak si¢ o tym opowiada dzis. I to juz wyglada mniej rézowo.

Opowiedz o tym z twojej perspektywy.

Wystawiatam z Gruppg dwarazy: na poczatkujejistnienia, raz w1983 roku w BWA w Lublinie
jeszcze na studiach i juz po dyplomie, w 1985 tez w BWA Lublin. Rzeczywistos¢ frustrowata
nas w podobny sposob. Zderzalismy si¢ ze Swiatem. Strach byt powszedni, a ze strachu cz¢sto
rodzi sie bunt. I urodzil sie. Potrzebe rebelii, komentowania zjawisk mieliSmy jednakowq. Lu-
bilam to, co sie miedzy nami dzialo w warstwie werbalnej. Stowa lataly jak zwariowane. Byla

tez masa Smiechu. Podwazali$my zasady, rozwalaliSmy klasyczng forme obrazu, inspirowali-
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$my sie wzajemnie. W czasie tamtych dniach, w czasie narodzin Gruppy wystawiata z nami
takze Ewa Piechowska, modelka z Akademii, z niepelnosprawnoscig intelektualng. Ewa ma-
lowala bez przerwy akwarele na formatach A4 i pytala nas o zdanie. Pamigtam swoja troske
onig, zeby nie spotkalo jej zadne naduzycie.

Czy miala§ wowczas rowniez twoje wlasne wystawy?

Tak, dwie wystawy indywidualne w Galerii Dziekanka. I bralam udzial w dwdch formujg-
cych wystawach zbiorowych dekady: Bruno Schulz w Warszawie i Ekspresja lat 80 w galerii
BWA w Sopocie.

W jaki sposob planowalas swoja przyszlo$¢, droge zawodowq? Czy w ogéle moglas

to jakkolwiek planowac?

Tuz przed dyplomem zaczetam powaznie rozwazac emigracje. [ potem przez kilka lat jez-
dzitam za granice. Rysiu WoZzniak sumiennie wysylal mi na adres warszawski kolejne nu-
mery pisma Gruppy ,0j dobrze juz”. Jak wracatam do Polski, to mialam komplet. W p6z-
niejszej dzialalno$ci Gruppy gotowal sie coraz szybciej ten kociol, to wrzenie oparte na
prowokacji, na humorze, na intelektualnej awanturze. Nie bylo juz barier, barierg byla
wlasciwie tylko osobowo$¢ kazdego z chlopakow.

Mysle, ze gdybym nie zaczela wyjezdzac za granice, to my bySmy si¢ i tak naturalnie
rozjechali. Z dwdch co najmniej powoddéw: po pierwsze, dzialania performatywne zupelnie
nie s3 w zgodzie z moim temperamentem. Nie cierpi¢ wystepowaé. Po drugie, podwazanie
harmonii obrazu, w tym kolorystycznej, byto mi wtedy potrzebne, stuzylo do wyrzucenia
z siebie emocji. Ale to nie byla moja droga, wrécitam do koloru szybko, w drugiej polowie lat
osiemdziesigtych. Dla mnie kolor jest podstawowa sprawg. Jesli w nim akurat nie siedze,
to wiadomo, Ze zaraz do niego wrdoce. Harmonia koloréw jest dla mnie tozsama z funkeja
zapisu nutowego w muzyce. Kolor to jeden z jezykow, ktorymi my ludzie probujemy opi-
sa¢ Swiat. I go rozumie¢. Zamierzam zosta¢ przy kolorze, inne metody sq pewnie rownie
dobre, ale nie lepsze. I nie tak mi bliskie.

Czy umiesz wskaza¢ przyczyny, dla ktorych twéj dorobek praktycznie nie istnieje

w historii sztuki?

Mysle, Ze jest to wynikiem miedzy innymi, sposobu, w jaki opowiadana byla historia
Gruppy, takze przez samych jej czlonkow. Ta opowie$¢ zawiera anegdote o moim istnie-

niu, ale nie méwi nic o moim malarstwie. Potem powstawalo coraz wigcej artykulow, wy-
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wiadow, wystaw, retrospektyw, opracowan naukowych dotyczgcych sztuki lat osiemdzie-
sigtych i pozniejszej. Trwa to do dziS. Piszg si¢ kolejne rozdzialy bez mojej obecnoSci, bo
cytowane sg opracowania, w ktorych moja sztuka nie istnieje.

Cow zwigzku z tym czujesz?

Gniew? Tak, czuje gniew. Opowiadacie histori¢? To opowiadajcie ja porzadnie.

Cojeszcze robilas po dyplomie? Jak zarabialas na Zycie?

Po dyplomie przez pot dekady wyjezdzalam na Zachod do pracy. Remonty mieszkan we
Francji (pierwsze francuskie stowo to ,bricolage”), baby sitting, dog sitting, kelnerowanie w Lon-
dynie, sprzatanie. Podrozowalam z Magda Gotowskg, przyjaciolka z roku. W Polsce bylo de-
presyjnie, pamietam nasze rozmowy i to, jak razem tracilySmy nadzieje, ze komuna si¢ kiedy-
kolwiek skonczy. Teraz ta opresja jest trudna do opowiedzenia. Ztozyly$my obie kilkadziesigt
podan na studia podyplomowe do uczelni w Anglii, we Wloszech, w USA, w Australii nawet.
Dostaty§Smy niezwykle uprzejme odpowiedzi, Ze tak, naturalnie zapraszamy, ale semestr kosz-
tuje wiele tysiecy dolaréw, lirow czy funtow.

Miedzy wyjazdami robitam w Polsce roine rzeczy. Zartowalam, ze traktuje to po-
znawczo, ale mysle, ze bylo w tym tyle samo frustracji co w kazdym moim éwczesnym dzia-
laniu. Bojkotowali$my oficjalne struktury. Nie wstepowaliSmy do ZPAP. Nie bylo z czego Zy¢.
Kryzys, zadnych zlecen. Z grupg kolegdow z liceum i z podziemia jezdziliémy w obrebie
stu kilometréw od Warszawy, do Piotrkowa, Skierniewic czy Plocka, i prowadzili$my ob-
jazdowq sprzedaz rolet, drzwi harmonijkowych i Bog wie czego. Czasem nocowaliSmy
w hotelach robotniczych. Raz wracali$my nocg, przyszed! mréz, temperatura zaczela le-
cie¢ w dol z minuty na minute, az wiekowy mercedes zakrztusil sie i zgast w §rodku lasu.
Olej napedowy tezeje w temperaturze minus dwudziestu stopni Celsjusza, uklad paliwo-
wy sie po prostu zatyka. Mroz powyzej trzydziestu, gwiazdy wisialy tuz nad glowg, jak
w pazdziernikowych Tatrach. Po tym doSwiadczeniu dostatam zapalenia ptuc i porzuci-
tam akwizycje.

Pracowalam przez rok jako arteterapeutka na oddziale dziennym Szpitala Psychia-
trycznego Praga Potudnie. Bylam z Magdg Gotowska w Szwecji u kolekcjonera Pera Mattsso-
na. Per mial imponujgca kolekcje Swiatowej abstrakeji geometrycznej. W weekendy przecha-
dzal si¢ po niej i godzinamikontemplowal obrazy. Byli u niego wezesniej nasi koledzy malarze:

Tomek Tatarczyk i Leon Tarasewicz, Leon namalowal na $cianie abstrakcyjne stado ptakow
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wjednym z pokojow. Wiem, ze to kormorany. Kormoranem stamtgd jest tez moj duzy czarny
papier z ultramaryng i z61cig Co ma ptak w Srodku wedfug mnie.

Czyli to byla taka rezydencja artystyczna?

Tak wyszlo w efekcie. Ale mamy tu watek lekko patriarchalny. Otéz Rysiu Winiarski polecit
nas Perowi; wiec: zaproszenie, wizy, caly ten wysiltek konieczny wtedy, Zeby sie wydostac
z PRL. Upakowaly$my blejtramy na bagazniku dzielnego malucha Magdy na metr wysoko-
$ci. Prom, potem podréz na poinoc do Olandii. Ale na miejscu okazalo sie, Ze oprocz rezy-
dencji mamy tez umy¢ okna w palacu. Okien bylo kilkadziesiat, a kazde podzielone szprosa-
mi na wiele kasetondw, jak to bywa w pélnocnej Europie, mamy to na obrazach Flamandéw.
wijechac szmatka, bo do kazdziutkiego rogu trzeba bardzo precyzyjnie dotrzec¢. W polowie
wyjasnien przerwal, machnal rekg i ugotowal nam kolacje. Stamtgd mam kilka prac, w tym
duze papiery, potem kontynuowalam te formaty. Magda zrobita tam obrazy z dzikimi gesmi
w pieknych szaro$ciach. Przyroda tam byla monumentalna. Malo Szwedéw, duzo lasow.

W 1989 roku urodzila$ dziecko. Jak ten graniczny fakt wplynal na twoje zycie,

tworczo$¢? Jak wplynelo na nig macierzynstwo?

Macierzynstwo. Brzmi jak barbarzynstwo czy meczenstwo. Jak w tak zgrzytliwe stowo
ubrac te delikatng, kosmiczng, wieloplaszczyznowq przygode? A cigza, ktore ma ten sam
zrodiostow co ,ciezar”? No zgroza. Ja od poczatku bardzo lubilam by¢ mamg. Nie umiem
odda¢ stowami tego uczucia - by¢ moze najblizszym sensowi stowem bytby zaszczyt. Kie-
dy corka spojrzala na mnie pierwszy raz po urodzeniu - spokojnie, powaznie - zawigzat si¢
miedzy nami jaki§ pakt. Trudno opisac sile, ktorg dalo mi karmienie piersig i zdumienie, ze
po o$miu miesigcach corka podwoila wage. Zaprogramowane jest to wszystko precyzyjnie.
Dla mnie macierzynstwo jest do§wiadczeniem podstawowym, kluczowym, ale obiektywnie
bylo trudno - moja Agnieszka urodzila si¢ dokladnie na przelomie systemow, w czerwcu
1989. Wychowalam jg samodzielnie.

Pamigtam decyzje odejscia od meza, kiedy Agnieszka miala rok i cztery miesigce.
Ustyszatam wlasng mysl: , Zarty si¢ skoficzyly”. Po urodzeniu c6rkii po rozwodzie nadal ma-
lowalam, szybko jednak na pierwszy plan wysunela sie walka o byt. Robitam coraz mniejsze
formaty, coraz czeSciej gwasze. W 1993 roku, kiedy corka miala cztery lata, mialam indy-

widualng wystawe duzych papierow w BWA w Bialymstoku, potem kilka mniejszych wy-
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staw 1 pokazow. Rozwijal sie gwaltownie rynek wydawniczy, zostalam graficzkg prasowg,
harowalam w wydawnictwach, dorabialam czym si¢ dalo, a na wernisazach bywalam coraz
rzadziej. Mialam PIT-y roczne od kilkunastu pracodawcow. Raz w koncu lat dziewiecdzie-
sigtych, w czasie jedne;j z fuch jako stylistka przygotowywatam sesje foto Magdy Wuensche
Kuratorki z Andg Rottenberg i Miladg Sliziniska. Milada spytala mnie wtedy: ,Co robisz?”,
a ja odpowiedzialam: ,Spytaj mnie raczej, czego nie robie.” Spolecznie w §rodowisku rza-
dziej, na wystawy wpadalam pomiedzy pracami. Kiedy cérka dorosta i wyszla z domu, opa-
dla pelna mobilizacja. Przyszlo podsumowanie, a po nim kilka epizodéw depresyjnych.

Wtedy wrocilas do malowania.

Tak, wrocitam do regularnego malowania swoich rzeczy dekade temu. Ale wezesniej, przez
lata zapelnitam dziesigtki szkicownikow notatkami, rysunkami, projektami, cytatamii za-
piskami. Moja glowa czytala, stuchala, ogladala, ciekawita si¢ i uczyta, my$lata i zestawiata.

Moim powrotem byly cykle ,Préba koloru” i, Proby oka”. Po drodze, kilka lat temu Pa-
wel Kowalewski zrobil znaczacy krok w strone mojej sztuki. Zadal mi dwa proste pytania:
pierwsze: ,Malujesz?”, a drugie: ,Masz jeszcze swoje obrazy z lat osiemdziesigtych?”.

W miedzyczasie bylo wiele spraw i ludzi - powiedzialabym - niezasilajacych. Slysza-
am na przyklad od znajomych kobiet: ,Zmarnowal ci najlepsze lata zycia”. Do glowy im nie
przychodzilo, Ze to ja zdecydowalam o koficu malzenstwa. Kobieta porzucona to byla ich
jedyna dopuszczalna perspektywa.

A moje polskie pafistwo, ktdrego wolno$¢ tak mnie ucieszyta? Nie, zZaden system mnie nie
wspieral. A przeciez wychowywalam przez dwadzie$cia kilka lat obywatelke, ktora dla tego kra-
juteraz pracuje. Jauwazam, Ze wszystkim samodzielnym matkom nalezy sie z definicji podwdéjna
emerytura. Tak trudno na to wpasé, serio?

W jaki sposob myslisz dzisiaj o twoim zawodzie, o byciu artystkg? Byciu malarkg?

Pytam o to w zwigzku z tym, Ze przez dluzszy nie wystawiala$ swoich prac, nie po-

wstawaly twoje obrazy.

Rozmawiam o tym duzo z przyjaciotka Agatg Sieciniska. Artystka to nie tylko zawod. Bycie
artystkg to bycie w pewnej relacji ze §wiatem. A bycie malarka? Obrazy s3 dowodem na by-

cie artystka, ale tylko jednym z wielu mozliwych dowodow.
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Jaszczurka oznacza krétkotrwale szczescie, 1983
olej na plotnie, 45,5 x 60 cm

Kolekcja prywatna, dzigki uprzejmo$ci DESA Unicum

The Lizard Means Short-Lived Happiness, 1983
oil on canvas, 45.5> 60 cm
Private collection, courtesy of DESA Unicum

19






Marika Kuzmicz
The Lizard Means Short-Lived Happiness

Sentences spoken, heard, and read accumulate and sink into the depths of memory. Defi-
nitions absorbed in various languages, committed to recollection. The yearning to com-
prehend the principle of existence - of a leaf, of the stars; enigmas so profound they resist
expression through formulas or analysis, no matter how often you take notes. An urge to
penetrate the essence of things. Words and images deferred “for later” begin to germinate,
and the whole becomes increasingly intricate.

But do you know that moment upon waking from a deep sleep - dense with meanings,
with words, events, and their hues? A dream in which you both desire and possess the ca-
pacity to peer into the interior of things and beings - birds, fish, angels - to apprehend their
true nature. To affirm their reality. A dream where figures emerge from darkness, at once
terrifying and alluring, alien and intimately known. A dream where the eye assumes the
shape of the moon, where a sun in blue and green arises - or another, red and flat like a trans-
lucent slice of ripe, perilous fruit. A dream in which the landscapes are smooth, illuminated
with an even, diffused light, resembling collages cut from tinted paper; where time obeys
unfamiliar laws, contracting and elongating. A dream in which we coin concise, accurate
phrases whose echoes linger upon waking. Simple words, which acquire a depth unrevealed
by daylight, their concealed meanings disclosed only in dreams.

The moment of abrupt awakening is a fleeting juncture in which the orders of dreams
and reality interweave, superimposed like twin transparencies, yielding a third image. The
vivid residue of the dream still clings. The reality of the dreamt events and figures, the words
spoken within that realm, accompany us. We seek to decipher them as omens, auguries of

what might yet unfold in the waking world: “The Lizard Means Short-Lived Happiness.”

Exhibition text for Malgorzata Rittersschild’s The Lizard Means Short-Lived Happiness at the Arton Foun-
dation, 27 June-14 September 2025
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CyklStorica
od lewej:

Wschéd storica Iz VIII, 1984

olej na plotnie, 2733 cm

Zachdd storica Il z VIII, 1984

olej na ptotnie, 27 x 41 cm

Brak liscia o zachodzie storica IV z VIII, 1984
olej na plotnie, 2727 cm

Zachdd storica bez jednego liscia Vz VIII, 1984
olej na plotnie, 27> 33 cm

Zachdd storicaw rogu VI z VIII, 1984

olej na plotnie, 27 x 41 cm

Wschdd potowy storica VIII z VIII, 1984

olej na ptotnie, 27 x 41 cm

22



Sun Cycle
from left:

Sunrise I of VIII, 1984

oil on canvas, 27 x 33 cm

Sunset Il of VIII, 1984

oil on canvas, 27 x41cm

Absence of a Leaf at Sunset 1V of VIII, 1984
oil on canvas, 27 x 27 cm

Sunset Without One Leaf'V of VIII, 1984
oil on canvas, 27 x 33 cm

Sunset in the Corner VI of VIII, 1984
oil on canvas, 27 <41 cm

Half Sunrise VIl of VIII, 1984

oil on canvas, 27 <41 cm
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Poruszajgce sie gwiazdy, 1985
tusz, kredka na papierze, 21 29,5 cm

Moving Stars, 1985
ink, crayon on paper, 21x29.5 cm

24




But does she paint?
Matgorzata Kuka Rittersschild in conversation with Marika Kuzmicz

Marika KuZmicz: Before we talk about your studies at the Academy of Fine Arts in

Warsaw, perhaps you could tell me why you decided to apply there in the first place.

How did you choose your profession?
Malgorzata Rittersschild: I drew a great deal as a child. But I also read a lot - and I started
early. [ remember spending hours with Kopalinski’s small but dense dictionary of foreign
words and phrases. At home, we also had a pre-war Lexikon der sechs Weltsprachen - a massive
German-English-French-Italian-Spanish-Latin dictionary. I was fascinated by it. Words
have remained important to me to this day; I find it hard to do without them. Women of all
ages played a fundamental role in my childhood. The first was my paternal grandmother
Hela, whom I called Grandma Musia. When she saw me, she would light up, pull a notepad
from behind the sofa, hand me pencils sharpened with a pocketknife, and whisper, “Draw!”
Shelived in a cold apartment with soot-covered walls in Sadyba, where paintings and photo-
graphs of her “beloved Janek” (her first husband - a painter, skier, mountain guide and pho-
tographer of the Tatra Mountains) hung above her bed. From her terrace, covered in vines,
we would go down into the garden - or rather, into what was really just four square meters
of paradise. To me, as a child, it seemed like a jungle, with dozens of species of plants and
animals, light, shadow. Grandma Musia would sit with me on the cracked steps, showing
me how ingenious plant morphology could be, how surprising survival strategies in nature
were - infecting me with her delight at every blade of grass, every curling grape tendril, ev-
ery stitch in a titmouse’s nest. For her, nature and its laws were clear proof of God’s exis-
tence. We often drew together - sometimes I drew her, sometimes she drew me. She signed
her plant drawings with Latin names. And when I left her home, she would hand me sweet
peas or violets, wrapped in damp lignin, saying, “So they won’t wilt on the way.”

And the other women?
My grandmother Hela’s sister - Maria Przyborowska, whom we called Aunt Duza. It’s to her
that I owe my sensitivity to words; under her influence, I once planned to become a linguist
or a translator. Aunt Duza was a classical philologist and literary scholar, as well as a trans-

lator. Before the war, she collaborated with the children’s magazine Swierszezyk. She loved

25



antiquity and the Renaissance. In addition to Greek and Latin, she knew French, Russian,
English, Italian, and - her favorite - German. She used to say German was “the language of
the spirit.” We had a ritual: every Saturday she would take me to a children’s concert at the
philharmonic, and afterwards we would stroll slowly to the nearby Ztota Kurka milk bar.
(Only later did I realize she simply couldn’t afford anything better.)

She lived in the attic of the Medical Society building, leading the life of a scholar -
translating, reading, and giving language lessons (often for free, “because one should”). I
remember visiting her with my mother, who wanted to brush up on her German from child-
hood. In the background, the low murmur of a conversation in German; and for me, there
was always something to look at: an album of paintings by Wyspianski or Bocklin, a pocket
bird atlas, or a modest gift -an embroidered handkerchief, a quill pen, or a piece of beeswax.

Later, I would visit Aunt Duza on my own. Imagine: I'd arrive and we would read a
poem by Rilke and its three different translations. Then my aunt would ask me which I pre-
ferred. We’d compare and discuss them.

Aunt Duza Przyborowska was the head of the Anthroposophical Society in Poland.
She had attended Rudolf Steiner’s lectures in the 1920s and, after the war, collaborated with
the Goetheanum in Dornach, where Steiner’s followers gathered. She translated extensively.
But she never tried to indoctrinate anyone - she simply kept a photograph of Steiner on her
desk, nothing more. I remember the atmosphere of that apartment as if I were there yester-
day: the scent of rosemary, wax, and lemon.

Tell us about the third one.

Aunt Cesia. A Catholic - her God was biblical, and she believed that human beings were
endowed with free will. I only learned about her choices later, from her obituary: that she
had been active in the Home Army as one of the so-called “aunts” - women looking after
paratroopers who landed in occupied Warsaw, leading them to a safe house, providing false
documents, etc. - and a member of a Marian sodality. Cechna, as we called her, raised five
children in the faith; some of them entered convents. She was rough in her movements, quick
to laugh, puffing loudly and with relish on a cigarette in its holder, and she spent all her time
reading. | would bring her books from the library and return them when she was done - and
so it went, on and on. She treated me to chocolates long past their prime, because nothing

mattered - except the thought.
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Each of them - the three sisters -lived their own life. They were [ree spirits. They were
very poor, and entirely absorbed in the things that interested them. What a tolerant home
it must have been, where each could follow the path that called to them! These three sisters
stillhelp me today, because they gave me a deep conviction of my own right to inner freedom.
My mother always says she won the lottery when she married my father, because she mar-
ried his family too.

And what was your mother’s family like?

Different. Marked by severe war trauma - which I inherited as part of the package.

Grandma Izabella was depressed and had four children. She used to say, “Kuka, my life
ended in 1939.” The war took her husband, her health, and her wealth. “We were the only
ones left in Poland; they left us and moved to better places” - that was the refrain [ heard
throughout my childhood. The rest of the family did indeed emigrate across various oceans,
while my grandmother ended up with her children and tuberculosis in Zakopane, in the cold
house of Ewa Szelburg-Zarembina. In the first days of September 1939, during the flight from
Junikowo (now part of Poznan) to Lviv, my mother was four years old. When I ask her, “Mom,
you spent the war in Lviv,” she always answers, “I don’t remember anything.” “But Mo, it
was five years —spring, summer, autumn, winter, five times over. Nothing?” I've stopped ask-
ing. There is a huge gap in her memory. My mother’s family has still not recovered from the
burden of war losses. Systems of silence shaped the upbringing of later generations, myself
included. Post-traumatic defense mechanisms are tightly woven into the fabric of this fami-
ly -and into the amazing, colorful personalities of its members. For my own purposes, I call
itabomb crater.

[ was forty when I began to discover - document by document, piece by piece - the
Jewish part of my family history. It was difficult both in the broader sense, after decades
of institutional silence about Polish Jews, and personally, because of the pain that family
silence had buried. I dug documents, letters, photographs - piles of photographs - out of
closets and damp basements. It’s a story like many others in Poland: someone discovers
family secrets by prying open a drawer. Except that there was no drawer in my case. One
autumn, my uncle Aleksander, who had saved my family in Lviv, came from Australia and
told me our story. But that still doesn’t answer your question about how I chose my path in

life and decided to go to the Academy. Where did the idea to study art come from? I think
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of my grandfather, Zdzistaw Rittersschild. A few of his drawings have survived, including
a small but remarkable self-portrait. Although I discovered them late, a few years after
[ graduated.

Now I'll share with you a few images I remember from my childhood. The first: Ilived
on the grounds of a plastic ski jump in Warsaw, which meant I had a huge garden. Several
springs flowed down the slope, attracting all kinds of birds. I was surrounded by lush nature

-at that time, it was still the outskirts of Warsaw.

Second: once, a large box of pastels arrived from abroad, arranged in tiers - dozens of
colors. No one had ever seen such a thing before. In two hours, my friends and [used them all
up drawing on the sidewalk slabs.

Third: in my parents’ small apartment provided by their employer, old portraits
hung on the walls. One of them moved me deeply. One day I sat on the floor in front of it and
copied it in pencil. I still remember my family’s amazement that I could do it. I must have
been about thirteen. My school notebooks were completely covered in sketches - mostly
of people.

‘Who was your most important art teacher? Was there anyone like that?

They were all men. In my family, it was women who shaped me most, but at the university, it
was men. Well - what can I say? That was the structure of the art world at the time. Before
the entrance exams, I began taking drawing lessons with Zbych Pospieszyniski, and he be-
came my first important teacher. [ had been considering studying fabric design in LodZ, but
['was also stubbornly drawn to linguistics. L.odZ appealed to me because of the Art Museum,
the Film School, and the chance to live independently from my family. I went there to see
the facilities, and Zbych said to me: “Hey, what are you doing in L6dZ? You have painting in
Warsaw.” I didn’t really understand what he meant. Why painting? Painting wasn’t my great
love at first. I drew - constantly. Even in my first year of painting, I would still say, “I drew
apainting.”

The second important teacher for me was Stefan Gierowski. His weekly critical feed-
back sessions were a celebration - thoughtful, cordial, fair, friendly. He shared with us his
way of seeing art. Then one day, genuinely concerned, he said: “This is very interesting, the
colors are wonderfully combined... but then you will go and have children...”  remembered

these words on more than one occasion in my life.
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These are very destructive words.

Now I think that, on a subconscious level, they may have deprived me of the strength to fight
atseveral decisive moments. To hear such advice from an authority figure - thatit’s either art
or children - was absolutely dispiriting.

My next important teacher was Roman Owidzki at the Studio of Knowledge about
Visual Actions and Structures, who taught me about the principles of composition, optics,
and color. The experiments we did there were fascinating! It was in those classes that I de-
veloped a deep respect for a painting as a two-dimensional field of action full of meaning.
In the back of the studio, there were weekly meetings with the professor and his assis-
tants, Tomek Tatarczyk and Jacek Dyrzyniski. After those meetings, we would rush to the
library to consult Kandinsky’s or Strzeminski’s theoretical writings and look up the art-
ists we had discussed. The following anecdote captures Owidzki’s calibre: the rarely men-
tioned, underappreciated teacher Tadeusz Dominik - who lived next door to him - would
knock on his door rather than consult the encyclopedia. “Owidzki knows everything; it’ll
be quicker.”

The fourth important teacher was Tomek Ciecierski. He wasn’t much older than us
third-year students. At that time, he had a short teaching stint, taking over the drawing
department at the faculty of painting. He was a dream lecturer - open, focused, inspiring.
When I grew tired of drawing from a model, Tomek supported me with genuine curiosity
as I spent the winter semester drawing the lawn outside the window in all its snowy varia-
tions. He was both an important artist and the kindest colleague.

The fifth was Ry$ Wojciechowski, in his Wall Techniques Studio. Ry$ was professional
to a fault, generously sharing his knowledge of proportions and techniques - always in his
bell-bottoms, always smiling, always in a cloud of smoke, a Solidarity activist. There were
many of us in the back room of the Wall, as we called his studio, and we would talk endlessly.
The Wall Techniques Studio offered exactly what [ liked: hard physical work, getting tired,
getting dirty. That’s when I said goodbye to my hands - once you start working with lime,
they change. Now, just a little dust is enough to make my skin harden. But I also took one
more important thing from Rysio’s studio: I really like working large scale.

It’s evident in your paintings. If you transferred any of them to a larger format, it

would only be better.
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Iremember an important exhibition at the National Museum in Warsaw at the turn of 1980
1981 - The Seventies: New American Painting. I was stunned by Susan Rothenberg’s horse (Black
Blocks,1977) and its sheer scale, as well as by the large formats in general. And here in Poland
in the 1980s, we were bursting at the seams - large formats were exactly what we needed.

How do you remember the Academy?

Fondly. It was a classic master-apprentice system. Everything depended on who the master
was - or, fortunately now, the mistress. At that time, there were many outstanding artists
and exceptional teachers, almost all of them men. The only woman running a painting stu-
dio was Wanda Paklikowska-Winnicka. Things were better at the Faculty of Graphic Arts,
where Teresa Pagowska and Halina Chrostowska worked. I entered this masculine profes-
sional environment like a knife through butter. It felt organic to me - as if I needed it to bal-
ance the dominance of women in my family.

You'vealready told us alotabout your teachers, but who did you study within your year?
Among others, Leon Tarasewicz. We went to every exhibition together, and we remained
friends for decades. But it wasn't the year that shaped me - it was the studio. It was in Gi-
erowski’s studio that the important conversations happened every day, where significant
paintings were made, and where bonds were forged. People from other years were also im-
portant to me - Rysiu Wozniak, Pawel Kowalewski, and Rysiu Lugowski among them.

Tell me now about Gruppa - how it was formed and how you found yourself there.

In Gierowski’s studio, [ was with Pawel Kowalewski, Jarostaw Modzelewski, Marek Sobczyk,
and Ryszard Wozniak. We talked about everything - books, history, strikes, the place of art,
the lack of hope. It was a difficult time.

You also studied during martial law...

Yes, from 1979 to 1984. It was a turbulent time, full of despair and uncertainty. Following all
those conversations about the world and about painting, Pawet Kowalewski invited me and
Maciek Wilski to take part in an exhibition.

Gruppa’s work has been thoroughly described, it worked well in exhibitions and on

the market. Don’t you feel your colleagues pushed you aside?

There are two separate issues in your question. The first is what it was like when we
exhibited together - how my colleagues in Gruppa saw my work at the time. The second is

how it’s talked about today. And that looks less rosy.
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Tell us about it from your perspective.
[ exhibited with Gruppa twice, at the very beginning: once in 1983 at BWA in Lublin while [
was still a student, and again in 1985, also at BWA Lublin, after graduating. Reality frustrat-
edusallinasimilar way. We clashed with the world. Fear was a constant presence -and fear
often breeds rebellion. And rebellion came. We had the same urge to resist, to comment on
what was happening around us. [ liked the verbal exchanges between us - words flew like
crazy. There was also a lot of laughter. We questioned rules, broke apart the classic struc-
ture of the painting, and inspired one another. During those early days, when Gruppa
was forming, Ewa Piechowska - a model from the Academy with an intellectual disability
- also exhibited with us. She painted watercolors in A4 format non-stop and asked for our
opinions. I remember feeling protective of her, worried she might be taken advantage of.

Did you also have your own exhibitions then?

Yes - two solo shows at the Dziekanka Gallery. I also took part in two formative group exhi-
bitions of the decade: Bruno Schulz in Warsaw and Expression of the 80s at the BWA Gallery
in Sopot.

How did you plan your future - your career path? Could you plan it at all?

Just before graduating, I began seriously thinking about emigrating. Soon afterwards, I be-
gan travelling abroad, which lasted several years. Rysiu Wozniak diligently sent me every
new issue of Gruppa’s magazine Oj Dobrze Juz to my Warsaw address. When I returned to Po-
land, I had the complete set. By then, Gruppa’s activities had become more and more intense
- provocation, humor, intellectual arguments. There were no barriers anymore, except the
limits set by each member’s personality.

[ think that even without my going abroad, we would have drifted apart naturally - for
at least two reasons. First, performance art is completely at odds with my temperament;
hate performing. Second, in the first half of the 1980s I needed to disrupt the harmony of
the painting - including its color scheme - as a way of releasing emotion. But that wasn’t my
path, and by the late 1980s I had returned to color. For me, color is fundamental. If I'm not
working with it at a given moment, I know I'll return to it soon. Color harmony, for me, is like
musical notation. Color is one of the languages we humans use to describe the world -and to
understand it. I intend to stay with color. Other methods may be just as good, but they are not

better. And they are not as close to me.
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Can you point to the reasons why your work is practically non-existent in art history?
[ think it’s partly due to the way the story of Gruppa has been told - including by its own
members. In that version, there’s an anecdote about my existence, but nothing about my
painting. Then came more and more articles, interviews, exhibitions, retrospectives, and
academic studies on the art of the 1980s and later. This continues today. New chapters keep
being written without me - because they cite studies in which my art simply does not exist.

How do you feel about that?

Angry? Yes, I feel anger. If you're telling the story - then tell it properly.

What else did you do after graduating? How did you earn a living?

After graduating, I went West and worked there for halfa decade. I renovated apartments in

France - my first French word was bricolage — and I babysat, dog-sat, waitressed in London,
and cleaned. I travelled with a friend from my year, Magda Gotowska. The atmosphere in Po-
land was depressing; [ remember our conversations and how we lost hope that communism

would ever end. The oppression we felt at the time is hard to describe now. We submitted

dozens of applications for postgraduate studies at universities in England, Italy, the United

States, even Australia. The replies were extremely polite - yes, of course we were welcome -
but the tuition fees were many thousands of dollars, lire, or pounds.

When I was not working abroad, I did various things in Poland. I used to joke that [
treated it all as a learning experience, but there was as much frustration in it as in every-
thing I did then. We boycotted official structures. We didn’t join the ZPAP [Association of
Polish Artists and Designersl. There was nothing to live on. The economy was in crisis; there
were no commissions. With a group of friends from high school and the underground, we
travelled within a hundred kilometers of Warsaw - to Piotrkdw, Skierniewice, Plock - sell-
ing roller blinds, folding doors, and God knows what else. Sometimes we stayed in workers’
hotels. Once, coming back at night, a sudden frost set in. The temperature dropped by the
minute until our old Mercedes spluttered and died in the middle of the forest. Diesel fuel so-
lidifies at minus twenty degrees Celsius; the fuel system just clogs. It was below minus thirty.
The stars were hanging right above our heads, like in the Tatra Mountains in October. After
that, [ got pneumonia and gave up sales.

[ worked for a year as an art therapist in the day ward of the Praga Poludnie Psychiat-

ric Hospital. I also spent time with Magda in Sweden, at the home of collector Per Mattsson,
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who had an impressive collection of geometric abstraction from around the world. On week-
ends, he would stroll through his collection and contemplate the paintings for hours. Our
friends Tomek Tatarczyk and Leon Tarasewicz had visited him earlier; Leon had painted an
abstract flock of birds on one of the walls -1 know they were cormorants. My own large black
paper in ultramarine and yellow, Co ma ptak w Srodku wedtug mnie [What the Bird Has Inside Ac-
cording to Mel, also features a cormorant from there.

Soit was akind of artist residence?
That’s how it turned out. But there’s a slightly patriarchal thread to it. Rysiu Winiarski had
recommended us to Per, so we received the invitation, the visas, and whatever else was need-
ed to get out of communist Poland at the time. We packed the stretchers onto the roof of Mag-
da’s brave little car -a meter-high load - then took the ferry and drove north to Oland. When
we arrived, we discovered that, apart from residing there, we were also supposed to wash
the palace windows - dozens of them, each divided by muntins into many panes, the kind
you see in Flemish paintings. Per began explaining in great detail how the cloth had to reach
every corner with absolute precision. Halfway through, he stopped, waved his hand, and
cooked us dinner instead. I made several works there, including large papers, and I contin-
ued working in those formats afterwards. Magda painted wild geese in beautiful shades of
grey. The nature there was monumental - few Swedes, endless forests.

In 1989, you gave birth to a child. How did this defining moment affect your life and

your work? How did motherhood influence you?
Motherhood. [In Polish] it rhymes with barbarism or martyrdom. How can such a delicate,
cosmic, multifaceted adventure be described with such a harsh word? And cigza - pregnancy

-has the same etymology as ciezar, burden. That's awful. Iloved being a mother from the very

beginning. I can’t quite put the feeling into words - perhaps “honor” comes closest. When
my daughter looked at me for the first time after she was born - calmly, seriously -a pact was
formed between us. It’s hard to describe the strength breastfeeding gave me, or my amaze-
ment that after eight months she had doubled her weight. It’s all so precisely programmed.
For me, motherhood was a fundamental, crucial experience. But objectively, it was difficult.
Agnieszka was born in June 1989, at the very turn of the systems. I raised her on my own.

I remember the decision to leave my husband when she was a year and four months

old. I heard my own thought: “The joke is over.” After she was born and after the divorce,
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kept painting - but earning a living quickly became the priority. My formats grew smaller,
more often gouaches. In 1993, when Agnieszka was four, I had a solo exhibition of large papers
at BWA Biatystok, followed by several smaller shows. The publishing market was booming. I
became a press graphic designer, worked in publishing, took on any job I could to make ends
meet, and attended fewer and fewer vernissages. My tax returns listed a dozen or so employers
each year. Once, in the late 1990s, I was styling a photo shoot for Magda Wuensche’s Curators
with Anda Rottenberg and Milada Sliziriska. Milada asked, “What are you doing these days?”
and I replied, “Ask me what I'm not doing.” Socially, I was less and less active in the art scene -
dropping in at exhibitions between jobs. When my daughter grew up and left home, I was com-
pletely demobilized. It was time to take stock, and I went through a few episodes of depression.

That’s when you returned to painting.

Yes, I returned to painting on a regular basis about a decade ago. But before that, for years
[ filled dozens of sketchbooks with notes, drawings, designs, quotes, and jottings. My head
read, listened, watched, wondered, learned, thought, and compiled.

My comeback began with the series Préba koloru |Color Test] and Proby oka |Eye Tests!.
Along the way, a few years ago, Pawel Kowalewski made a significant contribution toward
my return to art. He asked me two simple questions: “Do you paint?” and “Do you still have
your paintings from the 1980s?”

In the meantime, there were people and situations that - how to put it - sapped my en-
ergy.lheard from female friends: “He wasted the best years of your life.” It never occurred to
them that [ had been the one to end the marriage. For them, the only acceptable perspective
was that of the abandoned woman.

And my Polish state - the one whose freedom I had been so looking forward to? No
system supported me. Yet I spent over twenty years raising a citizen who now works for this
country. I believe all single mothers should, by default, be entitled to a double pension. Is that
so hard to figure out?

How do you feel today about your profession - about being an artist? About being a

painter? I ask because for along time you neither exhibited nor painted.

[often talk about this with my friend Agata Siecinska. Being an artist is not just a profession
-it’sa certain way of being in relation to the world. And being a painter? Paintings are proof

of'being an artist, but they are only one of many possible proofs.
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Hustajqce sie gwiazdy podwdjne, 1984-1986
kredka, dlugopis na papierze, 21 x 29,7 cm

Swinging Double Stars, 1984-1986
crayon, pen on paper, 21x29.7 cm
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