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Kiedy Kobieta spojrzala w lewo,
zobaczyla pierwszy zegar,

byla 6:15 PM,

a na wiezy vis a vis - 6:30 PM.

I w koncu w prawo,

na najpiekniejszym zegarze

na na 5th Avenue 6:05 PM



Przy 42 Street jej wzrok zatrzymatl sie na dziewczynie w sukience

w kropki. Szla szybko. Skoncentrowana na swoich krokach,

ale tak naprawde zastanowil ja wzrok nieznajomej.

Byl taki pochmurny, taki nieobecny, taki inny.

I sukienka w kropki zniknela w wejsciu do metra przy Bryant Park.
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Wreszcie miata ksiazke Gail Levin — Edward Hopper: An Intimate Biography

z ksiegarni przy Crossby Street 126.

Koniecznie musi zajrze¢ na 5, 23 czy 275 strone.

To az 777 stron, co za intrygujaca liczba...

Taki przypadek losowy, co kryje sie w srodku?

Co pisata Ona, co malowat On?

W barze satatkowym

vis-a-vis Crossby Street 126 zamé6wita kawe i otworzyta ksiazke.

Niech bedzie 48 rok jej urodzin i wpis... nie, nie ma z maja, jest z 9 wrzesnia:

I need people & talk. E so seldom designs to talk — & only nonsense,

good natured enough if it isn’t about my driving, but the real thing,

soul searching, he doesn’t go in for — & I like that kind

09.09.1948

Patrzy}a na biato-czarna reprodukcje pracy Jo — Obituary z 1948 r. na 406 stronie.
Olejny obraz przypominat kompozycje do bélu banalng; 61 x 50,8 cm.

Wazon z kwiatami, w tle biaty domek, nadbrzezne wydmy, morze, mata t6dka,
pewnie pejzaz z Truro, kot Artur wygladajacy zza firanki i te zwiedte maki,
chabry i biale lilie...

The queen white as lily — as tho i’d come out of a long gloomy tunnel — Painting

sure is a fine psychotherapy, even tho dead flowers might seem to be decadent.
15.09.1948




Bylo jej zal, tej Jo, jak mowil Edward, malarki od dzieci, kwiatow i kotow.
Dlaczego chciala to zmieniac?

Dlaczego lilie Josephine H. maja by¢ wazniejsze od bialych lilii Laurie Anderson?
Dlaczego nie mogla przestac¢ myslec¢ o jej White Lily i chropawym glosie Anderson.

What Fassbinder is it?

The one-armed man walks into

a flower shop and says:

“What flower expresses days go by?”
and they just keep going by endlessly
pulling you into the future.

Days go by endlessly.

Endlessly pulling you into the future.
and the florist says:

“White Lily”.

I czy powinna zdradzi¢ sekret, ze Sledzi tego mezczyzne z naprzeciwka,
ktory co drugi dzien stawia bukiet bialych lilii na stole.
I ktory chyba czeka na kobiete.




W Metropolitan Museum of Art z gabloty z miniaturami
patrzyly na nia oczy nieznajomego mezczyzny,

ale ona styszata tylko te kroki wysokich obcasow.

Zza rogu szta w jej kierunku kobieta

pehna ruchliwych, rudych lok6w, waska w pasie, z bujnymi piersiami.

Wszystko w niej byto zagadkowe i soczyste.

Jej czerwone usta byly jak z XVII-wiecznej miniatury.
Tak, to moglaby byc¢ jej Jo.

Za dziewczyna ciagnat sie zapach Angel.

Musiala na nig patrze¢, kiedy ta skrecita w bok i zniknela.
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I opowiadaj dalej... Opowiadaj...

Tak, kluczem moglyby by¢ unoszone wiatrem wentylatora sukienki
w salonie Darling przy Horatio Street.

Przechodzila tam codziennie, a one plynely w kropki, wzorki,
czerwone, niebieskie i zolte.

Na pewno musi je sfilmowac,

jak sie zmieniaja, znikajq i na nowo fruwaja.

Moze Josephine powinna wejs¢ do Darling w jednej sukience,

a wyjs¢ w zupeknie innej.






Subway to miejsce wszystkich uniesien,

tam je spotka, zauwazy, zgubi i znowu odnajdzie.

Nadjedzie metro i zobaczy dziewczyne w sukience w kropki.
To jej linia L.

Musi by¢ tylko cierpliwa i odwazna.

Hej, jak ci na imie? Jestem artystkq multimedialng, robie film,
a ty jestes taka, jak Jo — Josephine H.

Prosze poczekaj, nie... nie, daj mi tylko chwile, wszystko wyjasnie.
Wiesz, Josephine to Zona, modelka, artystka,

tylko wiesz, to jej Zycie takie moze nie do korca szczesliwe.
Zresztq czy ja wiem — to bylo dawno, inny swiat, inna sztuka.
Ale uczucia i Zycie takie same...

Tak, Abi — Abigail bedzie Josephine nr 1.

I co, i co? — opowiadaj dalej...

I koncert...

W Morgan Library.

Wiolonczelistka, jak ona gra jest cala dzwiekiem,
jest... jest jak negatyw i pozytyw z Yin i Yang, onai instrument
jak gra...

Tak musi, menadzerka... rozmowa...

I ona sie zgadza.

Ma na imie Clarice.

Clarice jest artystka — i ona czuje jej niezaleznosc.
Juz wie, C... przyjdzie do Westbeth.

Ma jej maila.

To punkt zwrotny.







Opowiadaj,

co dalej...

opowiadaj...

Abigail przychodzi razem z Danielle...
i ona studentka z Sorbony,

dorabia jako babysitter...

tak uwielbia Paryz

i w ogole jest taka francuska.
Sukienka w czerwone wisienki,

kalosze w szkocka kratke,

rude wlosy i biala przeswietlona cera.
Josephine miala mocna irlandzka pesture,
ale Danielle ma rude wlosy.

To jej fragment Josephine.

W koncu chodzi o to,

zeby zlozy¢ wspélny portret Jo.
I ile ma by¢ tych fragmentéw —
opowiadaj...

Moze dziesiec, pietnascie...
Tak, ilos¢ ma znaczenie,

ta sukienka w czerwone wisnie,
maly kolnierzyk jak u Josephine

i rude wlosy jak u Irlandki.



WSeyskko 7est

I dziewczyna w metrze...

z tatuazem od stép do polowy twarzy,

kwiaty i ptaki wedruja przez jej ciato,

moglaby by¢ naga, tak szczelnie opina jq zielony rysunek.
Patrzy na stopy, troche przybrudzone,

niebieski ptak na kostce chce pofruna¢.

Czerwona réza ktuje naga szyje.

Fascynujacy kamuflaz.

Widziala to juz w pracy Annette Messager.

Ciekawe, co mysla mezczyzni, kiedy ich wzrok przedziera sie
przez ta zielong dzungle.

Bedford i dziewczyna wychodzi...

Laltie | ntensywne




Toni Morrison, 7 grudnia 1993 rok, Sztokholm,

literacka Nagroda Nobla:

Szanowni Czlonkowie Szwedzkiej Akademii,

Panie i Panowie, Nigdy nie traktowalam narracji

wylqcznie jako rozrywki. Uwazam narracje za jeden z giéwnych
sposobow przyswajania wiedzy.

Zywie wiec nadzieje, ze zrozumiejq Paristwo, dlaczego zaczynam
niniejsze uwagi od sformufowania bedqcego najstarszym

bodaj zwrotem na swiecie i pierwszym, jakie zapamietaliSmy

w dziecinstwie:

»Dawno, dawno temu...”.

Toni...

...Powiedz nam, jak to jest — by¢ kobietq,

abysmy wiedzieli, jak to jest — by¢ mezczyzngq.

W powiesci Milos¢, twoj mezczyzna z oSmiu rozdzialow to:
Przyjaciel, Nieznajomy, Dobroczynca, Kochanek, Maz,
Opiekun, Ojciec, Cien...

Czy to wyczerpuje wszystkie role mezczyzny,

a gdzie oprawca, gwalciciel, manipulator...?

Czy przynajmniej te dwa niezapisane rozdzialy

nie pasowalyby do Edwarda — Oprawca, Manipulator?



Great intensity on my part —
interpreter by E. as obsession...
There was no peace here all that day.
E. had to hear rehearsed

all the meanness the accumulations
of meanness directed against my work
over a period of 16 yrs.

Their memory perceived

as in a viol /vile/ meanness directed
against my work & me as an artist...
19.01.1941

[ wyobraza sobie, jak przezywa te stowa Danielle,

kiedy z placzem wybiega z pracowni.



Patrzy na Abigail, ale to przeciez Patti Smith...

...Mialam na sobie dlugq granatowq sukienke w biale groszki, ze sztucznego jedwabiu

i stomkowy kapelusz — méj stréj z ,,Na wschod od Edenu”. Musi sprawdzic jak to bylo w filmie.
Czy to Julie Harris? Przy stoliku po lewej stronie brylowala Janis Joplin z zespolem.

Dalej po prawej stronie siedzieli Grace Slick i caly Jefferson Airplane razem z cztonkami Country
Joe and the Fish. Przy ostatnim stoliku, zwrécony twarzq do drzwi, zajql miejsce Jimi Hendrix
naprzeciwko jakiejs blondynki — jadl w kapeluszu ze spuszczonq glowq. Wszedzie byli muzycy,
siedzieli przy stolikach uginajqcych sie od stosow krewetek z zielonym sosem, paelli dzbanow
sangrii i butelek tequili. Statlam zdumiona, ale nie czulam sie intruzem. Hotel Chelesea byl moim
domem.

Tak moglby zaczynac¢ sie scenariusz filmu z holem w Hotelu Chelsea albo z pokojem 1017

przy 32nd Street miedzy 7th i 8th Avenue np. w 1969 roku, kiedy na tle rusztowan opasajacych
Hotel Chelsea zobaczy ponownie, jak idzie Clarice z wiolonczelq i zapisze jej kroki

az do wejscia do metra, ale jest 2 maja 2013 roku. Kiedy idzie tropem Patti w Westbeth —
wszystko wydaje sie by¢ takie podobne.

Winda jedzie powoli. Wysiadam na siédmym pietrze, aby sie rozejrze¢ za Harrym Smithem.
Klade reke na klamce, wyczuwam cisze. Zélte Sciany majq w sobie cos z wiezienia polgczonego
ze szkolq. Ide schodami i wracam do naszego pokoju. Sikam w lazience na korytarzu, ktérq
uzytkujemy razem z innymi lokatorami. Otwieram drzwi

Wysiada na széstym pietrze. Zielone $ciany rzeczywiscie podobne do szkolnych czy wieziennych

_ N . s . . i - M - -
korytarzy, z ulga sprawdza — toaleta z wyjatkowo dluga wanna jest czescia studia pod numerem pEid [STFS= 3! _.:1#!‘!:1 }_‘_ &
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631. Kladzie reke na klamce. Wyczuwa cisze. Powoli odkreca kurek i patrzy, jak biala wanna
wypelnia sie czysta lekko zielonkawa woda... 3 > ‘l
Slyszy winde, ktéra znowu zatrzymuje sie na széstym pietrze.
Powinna zobaczy¢ film Andy’ego Warhola Chelsea Girls.
Przeczytac do konca Poniedziatkowe dzieci Patti Smith







Ameryko, Ameryko, z tamtych lat szeS¢dziesiatych,
zloty wieku namietno$ci, mitosnych fascynacji i seksu.
Piosenek Elvisa, seksu Marilyn, czterech zon Humphreya

Bogarta, eksplozji queer, culture jamming, drugiej fali feminizmu,
Solanas, autorki Up Your Ass strzelajacej do Warhola w jego
Factory, Burroughsa i Ginsberga, ale i szefa FBI Hoovera.
Ameryko patosu, Ameryko pelna lodéwek, cadillakdw, pralek,
adapterdéw, tranzystoréw i komfortu matzeriskiego szczescia

i undergroundu — Moja nieznana Ameryko.
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I opowiadaj, opowiadaj dalej... Come see me dance... come see mi dance.

0 . . Przyjdz i zobacz, jak taricze,
W Central Park wiosenny bieg kobiet.

przyjdz i zobacz, jak taricze.

Filmuje, zmeczenie, pot, zaciete usta... Slyszy jej glos,

. . s kiedy podglada tan
Zabytkowa karuzela, konie do géry i w dél, B A
na Union Square za kolumnami

Afroamerykanie wciagaja przechodniéow do gry, arkad pojawiaja sie i znikaja
ich zreczne ruchy nieudolnie nasladuja turysci. TR M AT T

c . tango powoduje przechyly
Kamera wedruje przez twarze kobiet. i powroty.
Takie w nich zycie, energia, kolysanie, Smiech... To argentyniskie tango

. brzmi calkiem dobrze
To tego pragnela Josephine.

takze tutaj na... Union Square.




Abigalil,
Danielle,
Clarice —

to juz trzy
Josephines...

Mroczne spojrzenie Abi...
Rude wlosy Danielle...

Energia i talent Clarice.









I nagle reklamy urywaja sie,

zolty pasek z informacjq —

atak terrorystyczny w Bostonie,
zegar zatrzymuje sie

jedenascie minut przed trzecig.
Wiosenny maraton zamienia sie

w chaotyczny bieg,

krzyki, placze, polamane konstrukcje.
Zeznania swiadkow.

Trzy osoby zabite,

dwiescie szesc¢dziesigt cztery ranne.
Policja poszukuje zamachowcow.
Jest strasznie...




A jednak idzie do American Museum of Natural History,
tam zawsze czuje sie bezpiecznie.

To tutaj moglaby zobaczy¢ po raz pierwszy Josephines,
jak siedza na lawce przed gablota ze stadem pingwinéw,
albo kolo biegnacego strusia,

albo przed gablotga z bialym nosorozcem.

Tak, tutaj zobaczy je razem — po raz pierwszy.







Gdzie sa nastepne Jo? Gdzie?

...1 opowiadaj dalej...

W metrze linii Wakefield — 241 Street sami kolorowi,
rozne odcienie skory, splecione warkoczyki kobiet,

suknie wystajace spod skorzanych kurtek.

Wysiada przy stoisku z popcornem,

ciemna twarz z ISnigcymi zebami, Smieje sie do niej.
Slyszy, jak wolaja.

Hi Meredith!

I widzi, jak Meredith okreca sie wkolo i caly czas co$ nuci.
Jest w niej i lekkos¢ i powaga.

Meredith, daj mi porcje popcornu i czy zagrasz w moim filmie?
Potrzebuje twojej jasnej radosci,

twojego tarica i moze skoku do gory,

bo ty Meredith na pewno potrdfisz pofrungc.

2 WAKEF IELD-241 ST
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Chodzi po Henry Street, kiedys tutaj mieszkala wprawdzie tylko tydzien,
ale pamieta ten dom z brazowego kamienia, typowy brown stone.

Takie sa tutaj wszystkie.

To byl nr... 405 albo 406, a moze 407.

Jej kamera wedruje po okolicy i widzi wyraznie zagniewana twarz kobiety
w salonie masazu, kiedy zoomem wyciaga jej gniew.

Czy ja uzyje?

Jeszcze nie wie.

Na Henry Street mieszkal Christian z Joanna,

dzisiaj widzi tam dziewczyne z rudym psem, jak siedzi na schodach,

taka mloda w Swietle péznego popoludnia,

glaszcze postawione uszy rudego psa i méwi wyraznie.

Look for it, Red, look for — where is Tom?

I wskazuje palcem chlopaka z kreconymi wlosami.

Pies macha ogonem i skacze...

Slyszy jeszcze jak Tom wola - Naomi! Come here!

A wiec to jest Naomi.

Naomi z Henry Street — musi to zapamietac, te scene, to Swiatlo.

Tak moglby sie zacza¢ jej film.

Naomi idzie tylem, odwraca sie i kamera lokalizuje jej twarz.
Slychac szczekanie Reda... i Tom moéwi...
Co moze méwi¢ Tom?

':'\.".1:
=

g™



I opowiadaj dalej...

Slyszy jak kobieta w metrze szepce do innej kobiety

Coz po obiedzie poszlo energicznie...

I wie, Ze juz skads zna te stowa.

Coz, po obiedzie poszlo energicznie dalej,

do diwiekow uderzenia w mojq twarz... i mojej glowy uderzajqcej w potke
w kuchni nad lodowkq... boje sie, ze mnie zabije...

8.03.1942

On jest zabdjcq, tym wlasnie jest... Tak czesto padam ofiarq...

Wyobraz sobie tq wielkq odwaznq kreature, jak kopie swojq zone w piers...
19.07.1955

Jak powinna wyglada¢ taka scena? Jej erotyka, a dzwiek? On krzyczy,
Ona placze, dlaczego, dlaczego..?

Sztuka nie wymaga, by artysta dobrze postepowal,
lecz by tworzyl dobre dzielo.

Taki meski komentarz Swietego Tomasza z Akwinu. Niezle wytlumaczenie.




Dzisiaj piekne slonice w waskich pasmach

wedruje po pracowni, jest olSniewajaco.

Jezeli nie wykorzysta tej iluminacji bedzie ghupia d...
To jest ujecie — najlepsze, jakie mozna sobie wymarzyc¢.
Notuje czas — okolo 10:00 stonce znika

jest juz powyzej okien Westbeth.

A wiec od 5:30 do 10:00.

Mozolnie czyta An Intimate Biography...

Coz, jej angielski nie jest excellent.

I te 777 stron.

Co chwile wstaje i idzie do okna,

a tam ruch jak na Times Square.

Male i wieksze statki,

lodki i zagléowki przecinaja Hudson na rézne sposoby,
kreslac szybko znikajace znaki.

Ustawia kamere w gotowosci, musi to zanotowac...
Szkoda, ze nie ma Gucia,

poszliby na spacer wzdluz rzeki do Tribecy i z powrotem.
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Jej sasiadka z mieszkania 632 ma dziewiecdziesiat pare lat i wie wszystko,

ostatnio powiedziala, zZe pamieta jak wynosili zwloki samobdjczyni Diane Arbus. Miala
tylko czterdzieSci osiem lat. Sprawdzila, byt rok 1971, 28 lipca.

Pod data 26 lipca notatka.

Ostatnia kolacja DA

Czesto telefonowali do siebie rozmawiajqc o Lady Oldze — kobiecie z brodq
czy treserze pchlego cyrku. Wymieniali sie informacjami o nowopoznanych,
niezwyklych ludziach. Diane powtarzala, ze ,,wiekszosc¢ z nas idzie przez zycie bojqc

sie traumatycznych przezyc. Freaks rodzq sie z traumgq. Oni zdali juz swaj zyciowy

egzamin”. Z innym znajomym co jakis czas chodzita na West 42nd Street do Apollo
Theatre, zeby podziwia¢ De Larveric wcielajqcq sie w mezczyzne w przedstawieniu
»25 Men and a Girl”, w ktorym mezczyzni udawali kobiety. Ksiqzke Edith Sitwell
»English Eccentrics” znala niemal na pamieé. Zgadzala sie, z przedstawionq w niej
tezq, ze zajmowanie sie ekscentrykami jest lekiem na zobojetnienie — ,,na odroznianie
Czlowieka od Bestii”. Zbierala takze ksiqzki pornograficzne i wycinki prasowe, ktore
wklejala do swoich notatnikéw. Oglgdala peep shows — tandetne, wyprane z erotyzmu
i tajemnicy, ktorq tak namietnie tropila.

Wyweszy¢ bohatera — dobry komentarz.

W jej performance’ie Portret wielokrotny z 1985 roku w Galerii Akumulatory

w Poznaniu utozsamiata sie z Diane Arbus, méwita wtedy: Kamera notowala ostatnie
chwile jej zycia, taSmy zabral prawdopodobnie jej byly maz.

Edith sasiadka ¢wiczaca yoge, byta choreografka, a wczesniej tancerka Marthy
Graham, nie wiedziala nic o taSmach, ale z pewnoscia obie myslaty o Dianie w ten
cieply, lipcowy wieczér, dokladnie w czterdziesta trzecia rocznice jej Smierci.




Chantez przychodzi na casting. Ma za soba kursy aktorskie,

pracuje w pubie, Zyje ze starszym mezczyzna,

pojecie starszy jest dos¢ plynne, facet ma trzydziesci pare lat,

ale dla Chantez to wiek jej wujka, brata jej czterdziestoletniej matki,
tez starszej wedlug Chantez.

...a Kate, co zrobic z Kate?

Telma mieszkala juz chyba wszedzie, nie potrzebuje wiele,

taka mate Zeby ¢wiczy¢ yoge, ksiazki odziedziczone po poprzednim najemcy

i ,,National Geographic” sprzed lat.

Tak naprawde to nie ma znaczenia, bo Tajlandia jest od zawsze i tylko wyspa Phuket
dzwiga swoja historie setek nigdy nieodnalezionych ofiar tsunami.

Telma czasami jest Olga z Czechowa i jak ona, Olga, wnosi dostojnie herbate na
taniej chinskiej tacy...

a ona siada i mysli, ze jest jak siostra Telmy,

zagadkowe pokrewienstwo dusz,

bo Telma lubi Bergmana,

szczegolnie Sceny z 7ycia malzienskiego,

a ona przeciez tez...

i czyta wlasnie dzienniki Sontag z lat 70.
i lubi Audena,

a ona woli O’Hare

i tak, i prosty, i zawily jest ten wieczor.







Chodzi do Metropolitan Museum co kilka dni z nadzieja, ze spotka rudowlosa.
Pamieta, ze miala granatowy kostium, a to mogloby wskazywad, ze tutaj pracuje.

Za kazdym razem obserwuje przestrzen American Wing Cafe, ale nieznajoma spotyka
niespodziewanie w zagubionej czesSci trzeciego pietra American Wing.

Malo kto tam zaglada, w to wspaniale miejsce pelne szklanych gablot z tysiacami
srebrnych lyzeczek, dziesiatek szafkowych zegarow i krzesel z roznych epok.
Rudowlosa co$ skrzetnie liczy.

Ma na imie Sari i z pewnoscia wie wszystko o Hopperach.

Sari bedzie jej piata Josephine.
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Abigail, Danielle, Meredith,
Naomi, Chantez, Telma i Sari
- jej fragmenty z Josephine Hopper.

I wtedy poznaje producentke z Kazachstanu

od paru lat mieszkajaca w NYC.

Ma na imie Maira. Jest jeszcze Muriel, Karen, Yunus,

Carlos, Kristoffer i Agata.

Z Maira wedruje w poszukiwaniu planu do Nighthawks.

Na Brooklynie znajduja klimatyczny pub.

Ale cena za wynajem za dzien zdjeciowy jest zaporowa — wiec rezygnuja.
Ale teraz jest juz pewna, ze zrobi swoj film

i zacznie go od przeswietlonej sloncem pracowni w Westbeth jak Naomi,
albo nie, jak Abigail — jej pierwsza Josephine —

odwraca sie i patrzy intensywnie w obiektyw,

a metro z loskotem wjezdza na peron.
Tak to zrobi.




Josephine...

Pamietasz ten film z Bogartem, kiedy glina mowi:
»Sciggnij zwyczajowych podejrzanych?”

I oni wychodzq i to robiq?

...No to teraz oznacza mnie... Oni bedq mie¢ mnie na mysli.
Chyba do tej pory nie zdawalam sobie sprawy. To ja jestem
jednym ze zwyczajowych podejrzanych. Chyba powinnam
ci podziekowac za danie mi w twarz rzeczywistosciq.

Dopiero tu poczutam sie naprawde wolna. — pisata Patti Smith.
Tutaj tzn. w NYC.

Tak tez ona czuje sie wolna.

Czy na pewno?

That’s a good question.

Co dalej? I opowiadaj ... i opowiadaj...

Powinna kupi¢ ptyte Crush Songs Karen O., takiej tez
wspotczesnej Josephine, ktora Spiewa o utraconych uczuciach,
cigglym ich szukaniu, nagrang w prywatnym mieszkaniu Karen,
takie proste wyznania pogubionej dziewczyny.

Na... Union Square.

Kobieta jak Sw. Gertruda z Nivelles karmi koty.
Podobno Gertrude kusit diabet pod postacia myszy.
Fascynujace sa takie ukryte uwodzenia.

Na tawce siedzg dwa biale misie.

Moze dlatego tak ekscytujace sa zamiany Josephines.
Raz jedna — juz jq rozpoznajemy

i za chwile druga lub trzecia wydaje sie byc tq wybrana.
Wzgledne cechy podobienstwa, przypomnienie cyklu
z lat 1979-1990.

Jak tak dlugo mogta to robic?

~ g






I jak to jest, kiedy dochodzi sie do sciany?

. \
Jak to jest, kiedy brak pieniedzy na wszystko?

Albo jak sie ma pieniadze na wszystko? .
Jak to jest, | .W

Na impuls?
Na iskre?
W poczuciu Hopperowskiej samotnosci.

Na przekroczenie bezwladu.
Jak u Brodskiego. \

Gdy nas zdybie nuda, trzeba jej dd

r

Niech nas powali, pog egnijmy di a
Ta zasada dotycz,

go co nieprzyjem

im predzej czlowiek nie dna tym predzej
:%ly 2 na powierzchk [...
uda jest, by tak rzec, oknem n

na te jego cechy, ktore zwykle lekcewazymy,
najczesciej za cene utraty réwn(;ullgi psychiczne
Krotko mowigqc, jest oknem na nieskonczonos¢ czasu,
to znaczy na naszq w nim znikomosc.

Z niej rodzi sie strach przed samotnymi, nuzqcymi

wieczorami, fascynacja z jakq niekiedy obserwuje

f,,s,. Y
upalny,

pylek kurzu wirujqcy w promieniu
gdy gdzies tam cyka zegar, dzien jest

a nasza sita woli réwna sie zeru.










Z Telma idzie do Museum of The Moving Image
i z radoS$cia zanurza sie w wystawie Behind the Screen.
Krolik — z pierwszego filmu E. J. Marey’a — skacze
przed nimi. Jak dobrze, ze go widzi —

przyda sie w Hybrydach.

I opowiadaj... opowiadaj dalej...

- Jezeli wezmie swoj film z bialym krolikiem i zamieni
go w krolika z grafiki Diirera, potem w zajaca Beuysa,
potem w zlotego z Flanagana i powréci do Chapter I:
Down the Rabbit Hole Lewisa Carrolla

i porzuci go dla Warhola albo zajaczka Koonsa.

To czy to bedzie hybryda z krélika?

Tak jak hybryda z Josephines?

A co zrobi¢ z Maring Abramovic z Seven Easy Pieces

i jej repetycja z Beuysa?

A co z Krélikiem po berlinsku Bartosza Konopki?







Kolysze sie w rytmie metra i patrzy na Naomi.
Naomi powinna powiedziec:

— Nie jestem zadnym zlotym labedziem -

JA - Jestem skrzydlatym skunksem.

Ktos, kogo znamy, nazwal mnie twojq ,tariczqcq gwiazdq”.
O, z pewnoscigq, ale to oczywiste.

21.02.1955

Tak chcialaby, aby

Nie jestem zadnym zlotym labedziem powtorzyly np.:
trzy Josephines i ona sama tez.

Ciekawe jak wyglada latajacy skunks?

Czy jest podobny do pustynnego pieska

z American Museum of Natural History.




Sofia

Snilo sie jej Puerto Rico — duszny wieczér z dzwiekami,

ktore juz prawie zapomniala.

Ma zagra¢ Josephine.

Juz wie, ze kupi ré6zowa koszulke, troche zakryje, ale i odkryje cialo.
Taki mocny tekst i wie, ze juz gdzies slyszala, jak jedna kobieta w metrze
mowila do drugiej:

Coz, po obiedzie poszlo energicznie, az po odglos

kiedy dostatam mocno w twarz, a moja glowa uderzala w pétke nad lodéwka, ...
boje sie, ze mnie zabije...

08.03.1942

Sofie czuje, jak ogarnia ja przerazenie, Zze kamera odnajdzie jej za grube uda.

Ale tez wie, ze jej atut to czarne glebokie oczy i Ze kamera bezkarnie coraz

bardziej wchodzi w jej cialo i dusze dziewczyny z Puerto Rico.

Meredith stoi z granatowa walizka.

Meredith dokqd jedziesz?

A Ona otwiera walizke pelna réznokoelorowych sukienek.

Czerwona podbije kolor twojej skory.

Meredith, ekspresyjna Meredith,

Z pewnoscia Swietnie uczyla angielskiego w Australii.

A teraz podwaja sprzedaz popcornu, kiedy w budce w Morris Park.
Nawoluje do przechodzacych:

Hey,...!

I tak bedzie dobrze, kiedy Meredith w studio powie:

... ale przyszedl, by poczuc seks, plywanie, francuski... to jego domena —
malowanie takze z tego zostalam rowniez wypchnieta —

prawie, ale jestem gotowa walczy¢.

13.10.1941




W zadnym momencie nie okazatam sklonnosci do innych meiczyzn...

Moje wyobrazenie ograniczalo sie wtedy do obdarzenia tym,

czym moglam... Nie moglam nic poradzi¢ na to, Ze bylam dziewicq,

kiedy za niego wysztam... Gdybym nie byla i tak nie zechcialby sie ze mnq ozenic...
Dziewice... Chrzescijanki... wszystkie w tak niewielkim stopniu doceniane,

ale on wie kiedy nie sq...wyczuwa brak...

12.10.1944

I juz wyobraza sobie, jak Sofia mowi ten tekst i styszy chichoty dziewczyn.
Jak tlumaczy, ze Jo wyszla za maz za Edwarda
w wieku 42 lat i ze byla dziewica.

W zadnym momencie nie okazatam sklonnosci do innych meiczyzn...

Oczy Abigail robia sie okragle i ma wrazenie, ze zaraz udusi sie ze Smiechu,
kiedy mowi z niedowierzaniem: 42-letnia dziewica.

I wtedy Ciara wyciaga rece, kamera idzie tropem jej ciala,

wedruje az do ré6zowych paznokci stop i slyszy, jak Ciara z przejeciem méwi:

Nie chcialam kwiatéw, chciatam tylko leze¢ z dlorimi do gory i by¢ zupelnie pusta.
Jaka to wolnosé, nie masz pojecia jaka wolnosé¢ -spokdéj tak wielki,
Ze az oszalamia,i o nic nie prosi, tylko o tabliczke z imieniem, kilka ozdébek.

Do tego w konicu zblizajq sie martwi; wyobrazam sobie,

jak zamykajq na niej usta, jak na komunijnym oplatku.

a wiec Josephin musiala zna¢ Tulipany Sylvii Plath —

to przeciez fragment z wiersza Plath, zidentyfikowala sie z nim,
zawlaszczyla, moze zapomniala,

tak sie przeciez zdarza...

Pamieta jak z przerazeniem przeczytala:

Kobiety wyrzucone z helikoptera

Wsiadajq do wojskowego helikoptera, a potem zoldacy Saddama Husajna wyrzucajq je;
sukienki tych kobiet rozkladajq sie w powietrzu jak kwiaty tulipanow.







Jest w mieszkaniu przyjaciél,

z wysiltkiem uderza w klawisze komputera.

Z wysilkiem... nie pomagaja wentylatory i klimatyzacja, zar wciska sie

w kazda przestrzen Berry Street.

Berry Good, skojarzenie z mocnym drinkiem podnosi jeszcze efekt goraca.

Kiva wdrapuje sie na fotel, zwiesza glowe i posapuje.

Pies oddycha zbyt szybko i moze to jest wlasnie niepokojace - to jej...

Dzwiek telefonu brzmi dotkliwie w tym pustym przeciez mieszkaniu.

Ona i pies, ruda pitbulka sa na siebie skazane.

W mieszkaniu jednak czai sie ,,czas” nieobecnych wlascicieli, tyle tu jest
zakamarkow, detali intrygujacych obrazéw, fotografii i te maski, na ktéore suka
zerka z niepokojem, takze ona odczuwa, jakby ktos sSledzil jej obecnos¢,

tak jakby irracjonalnie co$ bylo w poblizu i zapowiada co?

Wilasciwie nie wie co...

Otwiera wiSniowy jogurt, wieczko odskakuje z dziwnym kla$nieciem,

zanosi sie na burze.

Kiva wylizuje reszte jogurtu i teraz $pi z pyskiem wtulonym w plastikowy kubek.
Na dzisiejszym planie filmowym znajomego operatora kobiety przygotowuja sie
do sceny orgii.

Mysli, ze tak naprawde przekonujaca jest jedynie ta dziewczyna o tepym wyrazie
twarzy i moze tylko ona jedna ja ciekawi, a raczej to, co moze wykrzesac z siebie
ta klocowata dziewczyna w relacji z pieknym guru.

Na odleglos¢ pachnie virgin i homoseksualista.

Ciekawy uklad mysli i moze jeszcze to, ze wcale ja nie bawi, co bedzie dalej.
Chce zanurzyc¢ sie w NYC. Greenpoint jest tak goracy, ze czuje jak przykleja sie
do rozgrzanego chodnika. Jest cieniem, zZar przeplywa przez nia,

Swieci jak ogon srebrnych wiewiérek w Central Parku.

Rosly Murzyn wskazuje droge do ferry boat, wsiada do pierwszego,

ktory przyplywa i wysiada na ostatnim przystanku.




Niepokojaca obecnosc tylu twarzy i oczu
sklania do namyshu.

Szklane oczy patrza wlasnie na nia.

Jak te z Fajum, jak przeciete w polowie
oko z portretu mlodego mezczyzny.

Co to moze znaczyc¢?

Czy to, Zze umart i Smiertelny blad
medyka powedrowal

za nim w zaswiaty?

A te dwie niezwykle

XVIII-wieczne miniatury,

na ktorych sa tylko oczy?

Zmyslna intryga kochankéw,
nieczytelna dla innych,

a tak znaczaca dla nich.

Jak zakochane oko Catherine

i czujne Morrisa Townsenda

z ksigzki Dom na Placu Waszyngtona.
...n0 wiesz, co z oczu to z serca...

Ruda suka kladzie glowe na jej kolanach,
brazowe oczy patrza blagalnie.

Cieszy sie, ze odkryla tajemnice
mlodzienca z Fajum.

Kiedy w muzealnym Art Store

widzi kubek, koszulke, a nawet plecak

z portretem chlopca z przecietym okiem.
I czuje niesmak,

Ze ta subtelna tajemnica

tez zostala wkrecona w machine reklamy.




No tak, nie ma za bardzo czasu na pisanie, a moze uzna,

Ze po prostu nie warto. Kogo moga ciekawic jakie$ tam zdania,

ani za bardzo intelektualne, ani filozoficzne, takie tam.

Ale lubi dotykac klawiszy, glaskac je — oswajac...

Za $ciang dwéch Peruwianczykéw kluje dziury pod nowa instalacje,
na migi pokazuja, ze beda tylko cztery godziny, po czym znikaja,

i ona mysli, Ze to bedzie na bank sze$¢, a moze nawet osiem godzin.
Po krotkiej burzy znowu jest wilgotno i duszno.

Tak, Auster warto go zacytowac.

Bo Auster jest jak ona - nigdzie i wszedzie - w NYC.

Nowy Jork stanowil niewyczerpany bezmiar, nieskoriczony labirynt
krokow, i chocby Quinn zaszedl nie wiedziec jak daleko, cho¢by poznal
na wylot rozmaite dzielnice i ulice, zawsze ogarnialo go w koricu
uczucie zagubienia. Byl zagubiony nie tylko w miescie, ale i w sobie.
Ilekro¢ wyruszal na spacer, czul sie tak jakby porzucil samego siebie,

a gdy juz sie poddat ulicznemu ruchowi, gdy juz sie catkiem uproscil,
stajqc sie zaledwie biernq parq oczu, wyzwalal sie wreszcie od przymusu
myslenia, to zas skuteczniej niz cokolwiek innego zapewnialo mu
minimum spokoju, zbawienne uczucie wewnetrznej pustki.

Swiat istnial gdzies na zewnqtrz, dookola z przodu, a tak przy tym sie
szybko zmienial, e Quinn niczemu z osobna nie mogl przez dluiszy
czas poswiecac uwagi. Istotq wszystkiego byl ruch, stawianie stopy
przed stopq, beznamietne podqzanie za inercjq wlasnego ciala.

Wsrod bezcelowej wedrowki wszystkie miejsca stawaly sie rownie wazne
i nie mialo juz znaczenia, gdzie sie jest. Podczas najbardziej udanych
spaceréow Quinn czul, ze jest nigdzie. I w sumie tego tylko pragngt

w zyciu: by¢ nigdzie. Zbudowal wokot siebie wilasne ,,nigdzie”,

czyli Nowy Jork, i w konicu uswiadomit sobie, e nigdy juz nie zechce

opuscic tego miasta.







Dlaczego wszystko jest proste i latwe w swoim funkcjonowaniu,

a tak zawile, gdy ona zaczyna mysle¢?

Ulice przecinaja aleje, mapa czytana jest zgodnie z kierunkami
geograficznymi, psy nie gryza sie, ludzie zyczliwie uSmiechaja sie

i nawet na cmentarzu w Nyack leza kolo siebie dwa kamienie:

na jednym napis mother, na drugim father.

Tak, zZycie moze by¢ proste przynajmniej w tych kilku wymiarach.




I opowiadaj...

Dlaczego kobiety lubia tak gadac?

Bez wiekszego ladu,

taki chaos mysli,

ze taka fasolka za grosze gdzies tam kupiona,

ze braly slub w takiej wlasnie sukni,

a dzisiaj to juz tylko blade wspomnienie.

I ze pies — gdzie jest pies?

I ze dziecko wklada palec do buzi.

I dieta wegetarianska.

I ze ci, co naprawiali instalacje, co$ tam sknocili.
A w ogoéle Obama to... ale Michelle jest OK.
Central Park jest pelen takich rozméw

i tylko Meredith skacze do gory z radoscia wielka.
Meredith powtorz jeszcze raz, bo nie zdgzylam wlqczy¢ kamery.
I Meredith w zwolnionym tempie plynie do gory.
I raz jeszcze, i jeszcze...

Meredith jeszcze raz juz ostatni, prosze...

Czy tego pragnela Josephine?
Bliskosci kobiet, rozmow codziennych?

Zyczenia urodzinowe i prezent- ksigika Carla Van Dorena...
zielony kaktus z blyszczqcego papieru w pustynnej ziemi...
nowy bodziec dla legendy...

a la petite Xanthippe qui le bon Dieu , dans sa sagesse ,

m’a donne comme femme.

[matej Ksantypie, ktorq dobry Bég w swej mqdrosci

dal mi za 7one.]

Podczas gdy mala... zona, z ktorq najtrudniej sobie poradzic¢
ze wszystkich istniejqcych kobiet— tak, albo i wszystkich,
ktore kiedykolwiek istnialy, albo bedq istniec...

31.12.1953










Czy Josephine mogla znac ten fragment
z popularnej wtedy powiesci
Niedziela na wsi Agathy Christie

Otoczyla go ramieniem.

Edward usmiechngt sie.

Jestes taka cieplutka Midge.

Tak — pomyslata Midge —

tak jest z rozpaczq.

Jest zimna i nieskorniczenie samotna.
Dopiero teraz zrozumiaia,

Ze rozpacz jest zimna.

Dotqd myslala, ze jest czyms gorqgcym
i poteznym, gwattownym i mocnym.
Ale to nieprawda.

Rozpacz to ciemnosc i chiod,

I samotnosc.










New Museum.

Rudowlosa dziewczyna stoi w pustej

i pelnej zarazem przestrzeni Torresa.

Idzie jej tropem, jest przy pracy Hannah Wilk

i dalej w muzealnej windzie.

W koncu sg obie odbite w lustrze damskiej toalety

i dziewczyna mowi do zamknietej w kabinie kobiety:
Et maintenant nous allons.

Juz wie, ze jest turystka

i na pewno nie bedzie jej w filmie o Jo H.

Szkoda, ma w sobie to cos, czego ciggle szuka.




I opowiadaj dalej

I co wazne.

Nie ma kompromisu, co$ rodzi sie z twojej wizji,

czeSciowo za twoje niemale przeciez pieniadze.

Wiec to jest tez ryzyko — jak zreszta zawsze,

ale jezeli jest jeszcze przygoda i odkrywanie nieznanego miasta jak NYC.
Wszedzie niezwykli ludzie, gotowa scenografia, metro zawsze z akcja.

To tak naprawde trzeba sie tylko zanurzy¢ i po prostu by¢ w $rodku,

i to jest taki wir, ktory wciaga, slyszysz stowa, widzisz obrazy.




Jedziesz z 14th Street na Washington Square

i jeszcze Union Square potem linig L

na Brooklyn, na 3th Avenue

wchodzi znajoma dziewczyna z zielonym tatuazem.

I wszystko wywraca sie do gory nogami

i znowu widzisz jak ptak szykuje sie do lotu na jej stopie
i wlasnie Bedford Avenue,

i wychodzisz za zielonym labiryntem jej tatuazu.

I to tez jest fascynujace.

Wyszla z innymi z podziemia metra

Jadla z innymi w samoobstugowym barze
Siedziala z innymi w chemicznej pralni
Ale raz zobaczylam jq samq

Jak stala przed rozwieszonq gazetq...

... Wyszla z innymi z biurowego wiezowca...
...Lezala z innymi w parku na trawie...
...Zdradzilas sie leworeczna!

...A moze chcialas da¢ mi znak?

Ile to juz lat temu znalazla ten tekst

w Kobiecie leworecznej Petera Handke.




R

Czy Jo czula niemoc i rozpacz?
Nlem%zw
w wieku czter tu dwaoch lat.

Dzisiaj mialaby swoje niezalezne zycie.
Uscisk wiktorianskiego gorsetu

dla spragnion wolnosci kobiet
musial-byc¢ dlawiacy.

zy Josephine mogla slyszec
0 samobojczej Smierci Sy }ﬂ Plath
11 lutego 1963?

Londynie przy Fitzroy Road 23,
w mieszkaniu, w ktorym kiedys
mieszkal Yeats. -

d_
...Mam niespelna trzydziesci lat .
I jak kot musze umrzec dziewiec razy.

To Byl Trzeci Raz™ = e
0 za bezsens : l —

unicestwiac.tak kazdq dekade .







Opowiadaj i opowiadaj...

Czasy Sylvii Plath czy Josephine H.

nie daly zbyt wiele szans dla mlodych
gniewnych kobiet.

To wszystko mialo nadejs¢ pozniej.

W 1982 roku niezyjaca od dziewietnastu lat
Sylvia Plath otrzymala nagrode Pulizera

za The Collected Poems.

Josephine nie doczekala sie zadnego uznania,
zaginely nawet jej prace, ktore oddala

do Whitney Museum of American Art.
L.adny, ale banalny pejzaz

widzi w domu Gail Levin,

ktora w dedykacji do biografii Juddy Chicago
napisala:

For John

and memory

of Josephine Nivison Hopper
and all the other

erased women artists.



Mocne slowo: ERASED.
A jednak nie wymazano
999 znaczacych kobiecych nazwisk,
ani 39 kobiet zaproszonych do stolu,
ani tez 13 kobiet pierwotnie zaplanowanych
do uczestnictwa w ostatniej wieczerzy,
Dinner Party —

dobry tytul pracy Judy Chicago z 1979 roku.

i jej 13 Josephines

i pytanie, ktora z nich to jej Jo?

Kochanki, zony, modelki i czy byly szczesliwe?
Czy byly szczesliwe?

One zony, modelki Amerykanskich malarzy Hoppera i Katza.
Powracajace pytanie.

Czy moje zycie jest takie jak zycie Susan Sontag w ,,Boston Review” z 19757?

Moje zycie to mdj kapital, kapital wyobrazni.



Moje zycie to moj kapital,
kapitatl wyobrazni.

O’Hara albo Ashbery,

Auden albo Lowell,

albo kobiety Emily Dickinson, Halina Poswiatowska, Anne Sexton,
Simone de Beauvoir i moze jeszcze Susan Sontag,

i zony

trzeba koniecznie pamietac,

dlaczego przegrywaja zony artystow.




Kobiety sa glodne, glodne zycia

czasami usypiaja swoje ja, taki komfort,
czasami poswiecaja sie dla innych,
sfrustrowane przegrywaja jeszcze wiecej.

To dobrze, Ze nie jest czyjas zona,

jest sama dla siebie,

to bywa bolesne,

ale w ogélnym rozliczeniu wychodzi na plus.
Josephines nie maja jeszcze tych probleméw,
ich mlodos¢ to niezapisana kartka.

Prébuje sobie wyobrazié, co stanie sie z Abigail,

Danielle za pare lat,
czy Naomi bedzie nadal Zona designera Toma,
czy powroci do matki do Australii.

L






Jakie bedzie zycie Meredith, ktéra mieszka w basemencie,

w pokoju wielkosci lazienki, a jej oknem na Swiat jest telewizor
schowany w szafie i kiedy Meredith otwiera drzwi z szafy, wysypuja

sie ciuchy i rozne szampony, i niezidentyfikowane buteleczki, a szaman
ukryty w pudelku telewizora mowi wlasnie o psychodelicznym pnaczu —
ayahuasce — zwanym tez yagé. I wtedy Meredith odplywa, aby za chwile
by¢ w pracowni w Westbeth i $piewa glosem czarnoskérej wokalistki

te znang przeciez piosenke.




Siedzi na lawce w Central Parku

wokél gléwnie kobiety z dzie¢mi, wyraznie babysitters z calego
Swiata, a dzieci pewnie z Dakoty, Columbus Circle i okolicy...
patrzy na tabliczki, ukochana Helen siadala na tej lawce...

i siada na miejscu Helen.
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Adam jest z Polski, jak méwi pracowal w czerwonym interesie,

branza kultura, a od lat rysuje portrety w Central Parku,

ale tylko latem, na jesien i zime jedzie do kumpla w Kalifornii

i tak juz od 11 lat. Wlasciwie nie wie, dlaczego go wybrala, portrety takie
jak wszystkie inne, ani on tez szczegélnie inny,

ale teraz rozmawiaja jak starzy znajomi tzn. jak Polacy gdzie$ w Swiecie,
ona shucha, a on nadaje na sasiadow, ze go okradli,

Ze 7adni artySci i takie tam...

W ksiazce Gail Levin autoportret Josephine wlasciwie nieudany,

taka troche paniusia ze skreconymi loczkami — moze lacza nas te loczki.
Nie zdradza sie, Ze co$ tam wie o rysunku,

mowi, Ze jest nauczycielka...

tez prawdziwe i dziwnie sie sprawdza, jak w Indiach kiedy kierowca
autobusu przydzielil jej do pomocy super przystojnego Sikha — tez
nauczyciela.

To bezpieczny zawod, nie budzi kontrowersji

i widzi, jak na rysunku Adama coraz bardziej staje sie Josephine

i skad on to wie, ze ona i Jo to artystki, kiedy poslinionym palcem nadaje
Swiatlocien tym skreconym loczkom.

W pracowni w Westbeth poréwnuje dwa prawie bliZniacze portrety
kobiet w Srednim wieku, z satysfakcja mysli,

ze wyglada lepiej i nie ma na plecach Edwarda —

jak ta malarka od kotéw, dzieci i kwiatow.
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Sposdb, w jaki artysta przeklada swojq autobiografie na jezyk Sztuki
to problem, przed ktérym zawsze staje konkretny czlowiek

i zawsze jego rozwiqzanie jest kwestiq jego indywidualnych metod.
Co sie stanie jezeli jakas kobieta powie prawde o sobie.

Swiat stanie otworem.

Muriel Rekuiser




Na Coney Island domy zabite deskami, pozostale po huraganie

Sandy...w wyprutym wnetrzu kolysze sie zé6lta plastikowa lampa I OPOWIadaJ’ OPOWIada]’ OPOWIadaJ'”
i przekrecony na Scianie obrazek z réozowymi flamingami,
. P Q ) y X Wy 8 ) Portier w Westbeth powiedzial, ze woda wlewala sie do lobby.
i cytat z jej niepokazanego nigdy filmu o szczurze DD in NY z 2012. L.
. .. X A to jakies dwa metry.
Portal CNN podal... Milion braci i siostr bialego szczura . o . . .
) .. Znajomy rzezbiarz, ktory tam wtedy mieszkal opowiadal,

utonelo na Manhattanie w podziemiach metra X . )
. ze poznal nagle wszystkich i zZe ta wspélnota byla

w kanatach wentylacyjnych huragan Sandy... i . : X
jak kesmiczna niespodzianka,

ktéra zdarza sie tylko raz w zyciu albo wcale...
w windzie znalazla kartke z informacja po 6 miesigcach
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A wiec wedruje wraz z innymi...

na dachu dwie dziewczyny wyginaja sie spazmatycznie,

z glosnika Skowyt Allena Ginsberga...

klatka schodowa, wczesne dzielo modernizmu...

tam Performance Beauty w choreografii Sally Gross.

Ten dom to cudo, pierwotnie miejsce Bell Laboratories (1868-1966),
od 1970 Westbeth — Home to the Arts

i performance nieznanej artystki z dziewczynami w bialych
perukach, ktore wynurzaja sie zza krawedzi betonowego balkonu.
Tak ,,ukradnie” ten fragment do swojego filmu.

To nastepne po Adach Alexa Katza zmultiplikowane kobiety.




Juz wie z absolutng pewnoscia, Ze dlugim korytarzem przejda wszystkie
Josephines i ze Telma to yoga, Abigail bedzie lekko podcieta,

tak jak wraca sie po party, Danielle odwréci sie i otworzy drzwi pokeju,
a tam zobaczy siebie, jak tanczy walca z Edwardem

Chantez przejdzie tak spokojnie, podobnie jak ona,

Meredith zaspiewa, Naomi pobiegnie z psem

i jeszcze Clarice w topornych butach przejdzie z wiolonczela,
chociaz tak naprawde to wiolonczela bedzie szla z Clarice

i stukot butow bedzie taki przejmujacy

ona spojrzy na Clarice w windzie i wtedy uslyszy jak Edward powie:




I plaska droga

i fasada z desek
mansardowy dach
i Zona...

And the flat road

and the clapboard facade
and the Mansard roof
and the wife...



Opowiadaj dale;j...

...a W pustej pracowni beda wyginac sie pchane wiatrem Iniane zaslony

i wejdzie zapach znad Hudson i slonce rozswietli twarzy pierwszej Josephine — Kate
i tak zacznie sie najwazniejsza scena w filmie,

trzynascie kobiet po kolei na réozowym lézku.

Co moze robic¢ trzynascie kobiet w rozowej poscieli?

I juz wie, ze Abigail — gniewna Abi — bedzie skaka¢ w koszulce z napisem

Don’t worry be happy

a Sari wyjmie spod poduszki zeszyt i zacznie czytac slowa Jo z 1952 roku...

a wtedy Annelise opadnie ramiaczko od przybrudzonej koszulki,

A w przestrzeni uniesie sie z wiatrem piosenka z filmu... Funny Face

ale tekst bedzie tak mocny, Ze az...

les animaux sont tres tristes... after gloomy... i czy Josephine byla na premierze filmu... w 1957 roku...

E zrobit dzis po potudniu cos, co bardzo przystuzylo sie obrazowi i czy poznala Jo Stockton...

umiescil cienie w tle, ktore duzo zrobily dla poglebienia pokoju. L (50 T T R TR, LR 7 97D 2 Ty e ST L0 0ol
Mowit a propos swojej obfitej Primadonny, do ktérej nie mogltam pozowac:

. . Naomi glaszcze zmeczonego Reda, w koncu szli Brooklynskim mostem
,»C’est la propre des animeaux d’etre triste apres ’amour.” g ¢ 8 > y

ettt st 0 R 5 R e z Henry Street, az do Westbeth dobre péltorej godziny.
Dobry tytut dla obrazu.

Mowi, ze wystraszy kupujqcych.
06.12.1949 z obrazu Stoneczny Poranek Edwarda H. z 1952 roku.

Tak, pies jest jej wsparciem, zagwizdze, Red nadstawi uszy i beda patrze¢
razem w Swiatlo poranka tak jak sze$c¢dziesiecioo$Smioletnia Jo H.






I opowiadaj...

To powinno by¢ na Central Station.

Uwielbia kolor tego miejsca, wielkie okna, marmurowe schody.

Staje na Srodku holu pod zegarem.

Moze to jednak tutaj zobaczy po raz pierwszy Abigail, Danielle, Sari, Sofie i Chantez.
I to tutaj nagle czuje, ze ktos na nia patrzy.

Jak jego wzrok slizga sie po wloesach... ustach i palcach.

Tak, on czyta w jej myslach. Tak, wie wszystko o niej... o Josephines.

Z pewnoscia zna jej sekret o filmowaniu.

I ona widzi to, czego nikt nigdy nie dostrzegl...

Stezona samotnosc kobiet,

prad przeplywa miedzy nimi...

I to jest jak namietnosc.

Wszechogarniajaca...

W 2001 roku dzien po zamachu na World Trade Center byla tutaj w prawie pustym
i ciemnym wnetrzu. Nie chodzilo metro, tylko kilka zagubionych i zdezorientowanych
jak ona os6b. Wyszla na zewnatrz bylo czarno w powietrzu unosily sie

popychane wiatrem gazety i Smieci.

W dalekiej perspektywie zobaczyla marines.

Zadzwonila do przyjaciela

Blagam, przyjdz po mnie, czekam pod zegarem.

Dlatego zegar na Central Station jest tak dla niej wazny.

Tak w ogole zegary powinny by¢ wszedzie,

filmuje je budzac dyskretne zainteresowanie.

To wazne, ze wskazuja tak rézny czas.







Niestety z czasem u mnie krucho
Naturalnie, jezeli nie mozesz znalez¢ czasu
Tylko dzisiaj mam szczegédlnie malo czasu
Oczywiscie, jezeli nie masz teraz czasu
Kiedy znow bede mial wiecej czasu

Z czasem na pewno, to tylko teraz

Jak bedziesz kiedys miat czas, moglibysmy
Wilasnie w tym czasie, kiedy znow to zagrajq
Musisz z czasem troche mniej

Gdybym tylko we wlasciwym czasie...
Jesli znow bedziesz mial wiecej czasu, to moze
Pé7niej na pewno bede mial wiecej czasu!

Ingeborg Bachmann
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I opowiadaj...

Na Washington Square na zmiane slonce i krétki deszcz,

jak w tropiku.

Na pewno Edward i Jo chodzili tutaj codziennie,

cala ulica jest taka jak wtedy, tylko drzewa urosly... i
Na Washington Square. £ .
To tutaj w tym wlasnie miejscu czuje, jak ogarnia ja

gleboka przyjemnos¢ w szukaniu... podgladaniu... i typowaniu, r

ktora z nich jest jej Josephine... iL x

i waha sie przez moment g

i wiatr, i przezroczysta sukienka, i Lato z 1943 o l L] 1

i Danielle — studentka z Sorbony ! = = ':__ | y >
wiecznie spieszaca sie Kate, : =
nieznajoma z dzieckiem o imieniu India, e :

ona, tak ona, : ; . ‘

i Meredith z 135 Harlemu ]
i Abigail, S -
Abigail, jak z ebrazu Letni wieczor z 1947

i Naomi.

Tak Naomi jest dziewczyna z obrazu Lato,

dziewczyna w przezroczystej sukience, ktorej ona dodala psa Reda.
Bo to jest jej Lato w NYC w 2013.
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Pracownia Hopperow przy Washigton Square, szara, niezwykle skromna.
Przypomina sobie, jak Josephine domaga sie jakiej$ kuchenki, lazienki,

a Edward podglada ja w lustrze ustawionym w osi pracowni.

Mysli, jak musialo by¢ tutaj zimno, i Ze zZelazny piecyk

na pewno nie ogrzal pomieszczenia, i jak Edward moéwi:

Dziewiecdziesiqt procent artystow zostaje zapomnianych
dziesie¢ minut po Smierci.

Jedyna jakosc, ktora przetrwa w sztuce, to osobista wizja swiata.
Metody sq ulotne, osobowos¢ jest stala.

1951

A Josephine dochodzi do swojej pustej Sciany
w grubym swetrze i pije dziesiata juz dzisiaj herbate
i marzy o wolnosci...

Poréwnuje widok z okna pracowni Hopperéw

Edward Hopper, November, Washington Square, 34 x 50”

i Jo Hopper, Judson Tower, Washington Square, Looking South, 29 x 36”.
Oboje malowali ten sam kosciol, skrecone drzewo i autobus.
Obraz Edwarda na stronie 724 jest statyczny i pelen melancholii,
a Jo ze strony 725... taki pogodny i ekspresyjny.

Szkoda, ze sa w czarno-bialych reprodukcjach.

Mozna by zbadac temperature kolorow.

W pracowni James powoli odwraca polaroidowa odbitke

czarny kwadrat jak z obrazu Malewicza.

Jak struna czasu otwiera sie.

I ona jest znowu na Washington Square North.

I widzi jak Hopper maluje Chair Car z 1965.
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Mysli o scenie w pracowni i rozumie Jo,
kiedy ta marzy o walcu z Edwardem.
I Danielle podaje reke Edwardowi...

To dobrze, 7e za niego wysztam,

nawet jezeli teraz bardzo malo taricze.

Ach! Wczoraj, gdy E malowal, w radiu puscili przesliczny

Walc wiedenski Straussa. E zostawil sztalugi... przyszedl do mnie,
Zeby zatanczyc... niezle sobie poradzil.

Nalegatlam, zeby nauczyl sie walca, bardzo prostego, do rytmu, krok...

noga dostawiona do drugiej...
muzyka...
E... krecit sie.

Rusza sie niezwykle lekko, kiedy tariczy.
25.02.1940

Dlatego tak chlonie brutalny taniec w Brighton Bay

i nie wie, czy woli elegancki walc z Danielle czy kadr z nogami

w szykownie podziurawionych ponczochach wlascicielki czapki z daszkiem
i opietych szortéw, i czuje, jak prosty rytm wchodzi w jej cialo,

i kamera tez idzie tym tropem,

i wie, Ze to bedzie dobry kadr, bo spontanicznie prawdziwy.

Czasami tak sie zdarza, i tez w pracowni po gay parade,

kiedy znajoma Meredith, czarnoskéra Omega,

ochryplym glesem zaczyna swoj song i dreszcz przebiega przez pracownie,
i wie, Ze wszyscy tak troche trafieni zastygli w letargu i za chwile Smiech
rozladuje ta cisze...

bo tak sie laczy ekstaza z wulgarnoscia codziennosci...
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| - I 'wraca mysl o hybrydzie...
. Hybryda drogi, tak moze byc,

kiedym.knq,.tak.mqu,
to-dobre .

na czterdzieste széste pietro
w Empire State Building...
i w jednej windzie sttoczone

obok siebie Naomi i Danielle, =

i Abigail, i Meredith, = el R

a co by byl-o-,-w S [
gdyby winda spadla...

hybryda z pieciu Josephines,
makabryczny przekladaniec
jak z Lema i Wajdy, —
kiedy quié_la po _wSrpadku ~ o —
torZémm ——

otrzymuje po transplantacji = ¥

rozne fragmenty z cial '
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Przeglada album Alexa Katza,
te same kobiety w plywackich czepkach,
ciemnych okularach

zmultiplikowane w czarnych sukienkach,
Josephines jak Ady — Ady — Alexa Katza...

I mysli o stowie recreativity

i dlaczego przyszlosc tkwi tak gleboko w przeszlosci,
kiedy przypadkiem w domu Naomi

slyszy ta piosenke z filmu Funny Face

wszystko uklada sie w calos¢ jak puzzle

z muzyka Gershwina.

Kiedy Josephines w bialych czepkach

i czarnych strojach kapielowych wykonuja obroty...
raz, dwa, trzy... i znowu raz, dwa, trzy...

na tle wschodniej strony Manhattanu.

Tak lubi te scene wyjeta jak z najlepszego musicalu,
z pewnoscia do wykorzystania na zaproszeniu czy plakacie.










Popatrzyl na obraz ,,Nocne Jastrzebie” na Scianie nad jej glowq.

To byl obraz pustej knajpki w nocy. Meiczyzna i kobieta siedzq
razem, inny mezczyzna siedzi sam. Dotqd myslal, ze to on jest tym
samotnym mezczyznq. Teraz przyjrzal sie parze i zastanawidat sie. ..
— Josephine.. musze wracaé. Wréce tu jak tylko ...bede mogi....

— OK... E... dzieki, ze mnie wyciqggngles....

— Josephine... poradzisz sobie?..

— Jasne

— Obiecujesz ?

— Obiecuje...

Tak naprawde nie wie gdzie uslyszala ten dialog.

Bo ona tez jest w tym barze

i nie wie dlaczego raz jest w czasie Jamesa

to znowu w przestrzeni Edwarda

i jak zmienia sie Josephine w Danielle, Naomi,

potem Kate — prowokujaca Kate,

i w koncu wchodzi Sarii w czerwonej sukience

i ona chce tylko Sledzi¢ jej gesty, patrzec jak sie Smieje,
i nie wie, czy woli zeby Sari siedziala z prawej czy z lewej strony
tego mlodego Claudio...

I slyszy jak Edward méwi:

Maybe I not very human.
What I wanted to do was paint sunlight on the side of a house.



Danielle, Kate, Sari, Abigail i Naomi

z obrazu Automat z 1927 roku...

i czy jej Josephines sa kobietami z
komedii,

tragedii,

czarno-biatego filmu,

z efektem Blockbuster.

I Ze ona ma jednak stabo$¢ do filméw noir
i moze jest zbyt sentymentalna

Opowiadaj, opowiadaj dalej...

z jakich dzialasz pobudek?

Wylacznie z ciekawosci

i moze jeszcze ta melodia z Funny Face

I love your sunny funny face...

I moze Josephine to jednak — Naomi.

Naomi zawija sie w jasny trencz — wyglada tak niewinnie,

a Kate jak zwykle prowadzi telefoniczng rozmowe

i ztosliwie podlozy jej taki fragment z listu Jo do Hermana Gulacka:

I said “a nice girl...wouldn’t have the soles of her feet so grimy.”

E said: “I ,m not sure she is a nice girl.”

But, said I, “soles of feet do get that way in Duncan sandals.”

To which E: “That girl doesn’t wear Duncan Sandals. She wears spikes.”
1959

Sari zapala papierosa i jak wirus wnika w nig skarga Josephine:

I’m tired of running to shows.

“Come see me dance, come see me dance.”

I dance too & no one comes to see me.

All my life I have gone to see other peoples work.

I am tired & sick of it — out of it all my works has found no friends,

no one to see that I ,am invited to show.

The years are many & long & the years are many & long the harvest none.
24.01.1949

Czy rzeczywiscie zniwo zadne? Deszcz i burza, Sari wskakuje na drewniany
st6t na zalanym deszczem patio i tanczy, taiiczy tak spontanicznie,

wysuwa jezyk, a deszcz strugami sptywa po jej rudych wtosach,

oblepia cialo czerwong sukienka. I to jest do$¢ erotyczna scena.
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Wiedziala, zZe miasto to drogi, metro i mosty.
Strategia ucieczki, szybkiego biegu.
Brooklyn — Manhattan i rejestrowata w pamieci

Brooklyn Bridge
Manhattan Bridge
Williamsburg Bridge
i Z powrotem
Williamsburg Bridge
Manhattan Bridge
Brooklyn Bridge.

Jednak wybiera Queensboro —

Queensboro Bridge jest piekny i grozny...

to tutaj Sari powinna skoczy¢ do East River,

a Meredith z okrzykiem Help! biegnie,

ale nie wiadomo dlaczego Meredith ma wysokie czerwone szpilki,

i wyglada tak absurdalnie, Ze powaga zamienia sie w Smiech

i juz wie, ze nie uzyje tej sceny, wiec po co trudzi¢ dziewczyny dublem

wiec zrobi to tak — kamera pojedzie w dot, syrena wozu strazackiego zawyje,
ciecie i zoomowana woda zaleje ekran,

a ona spokojnie powie work in progress...







Opowiadaj, opowiadaj dalej...

Skad byl ten fragment z kinem? Jak go odnalez¢?

Edward uwielbiatl kino,

te scene dobrze rozegral Gustav Deutsch w Shirley...

i siedzi teraz w czerwonym fotelu w teatrze...

obok Edwarda, czyli Jamesa.

Za chwile beda para komediantéw

z obrazu namalowanego pod koniec zycia Edwarda.

Czuje niepewnosé, kiedy spocona reka Jamesa $ciska jej palce
i wychodza, aby uklonic¢ sie jak Edward i Jo w 1965...

Nic ich nie laczy, pod biala koszula Jamesa

przeswituje podkoszulek.

I ona intensywnie mysli, czy kamera wychwyci

te podwéjna krawedz bieli i Ze jednak elegancki i przystojny
Edward pewnie nie nosil podkoszulka. No chyba, ze Jo...




Rozmysla o scenariuszu
nowego filmu

(Na moscie w Avignon),
kiedy w studiu Westbeth
znajdzie przypadkiem
zbior wierszy

Johna Ashbery’ego

i ze zdziwieniem przeczyta:

Wykorzystam

swojq zlos¢,

by zbudowac most,
jak w Avignon,

Zeby ludzie mogli

na nim tanczy¢

i mie¢ poczucie,

Ze tariczq na moscie.
W koricu zobaczq
swojq twarz w calosci.
Odbitq nie w wodzie,
lecz w wydeptanym

chodniku mojego mostu.

I wyobraza sobie, jak
przezywa te slowa Naomi,

a potem Sari jak Josephine
z obrazu Wagon C przedzial
293 méwi gniewnym glosem:

me as an artist, accounting

for my inhibitions now.

It was dreadful.

And E. never yielding one foot.
E’s English to my Irish,

his Grant to my Lee,

he dominating male

to me female.

I got cuffed & could I but have
reached, he’d have been bitten.
...zostalam skuta kajdankami...
ale gdybynm dosiegnela, zostat
by ugryziony...

19.01.1941

I wtedy ona tez gniewnie
powie:

La femme n’existe pas.
—jak u Lacana,

i doda:

Kobieta nadaje cielesnos¢
meskiej winie.

G. Deluze




Wraca do Johna Ashbery’ego

i jego refleksja wydaje jej sie dziwnie bliska.

...to chyba Levi-Strauss powiedzial, ze Swiat mozna podzieli¢

na ,,ingenieurs et bricoleurs”?

Bodaj w ,,Smutku tropikow”. Wedle takiego schematu ja z pewnosciq naleze
do ,bricoleurs”. Jestem raczej z tych, co zszywajq roine rzeczy na dowolny
stary sposob, a nie z tych, co najpierw majq jakis koncept,

a potem go rozwijajq.

Wiec pewnie ona jest tez z tych... ,,bricoleurs”.

Kiedy tak siedzi w pélmroku studia Westbeth, ukryta za biala Iniang
zaslona i co chwile spoglada w ekran kamery i widzi, co dzieje sie

za oknami sgsiedniego apartamentowca, a kamera rejestruje wszedzie
wieksze i mniejsze monitory z r6znymi programami — Swiat wydaje

sie by¢ calkiem maly. Polityka miesza sie z bajkami dla dzieci, filmami
science-fiction i reklamami, przez wypukle, naroznikowe okno wyjezdza
wyscigowe auto, a rudowlosa Matilda szybuje pod sufitem,

Obama co$ méwi, i wtedy wchodzi mloda kobieta, bierze w ramiona
niemowle i zaczyna je karmi¢. I wylacza kamere, bo tak jakos jej wstyd,
ze wkracza w tq niewinng intymnosc¢. I chociaz to taka mocna scena

to nie wie, czy odwazy sie jej uzyc...kiedykolwiek.







Chodzi ulicami Nowego Jorku i wszystko wydaje sie by¢ tak fascynujace.
Kiedy widzi na Broadway Avenue plakat musicalu Annie

nie moze oprzec sie pokusie poréwnania rudowlosej bohaterki

do Shirley Temple i mysli, ze powinna zobaczyc¢,

co robi ta ruda jak Josephine dziewczynka albo jeszcze inna tez ruda

Matilda, ktéra reklamuja na trzynastym kanale.







I opowiadaj...

W MoMA zwiedzajacy wswietlaja sie w instalacje wideo
Douglasa Gordona Play Dead; Real Time,

machaja rekoma, skacza,

spazmatycznie tarzaja sie na podlodze.

Nie do konca rozumie te strategie interaktywnosci.

I przywoluje w pamieci lato 2006 roku i inna
wideo-instalacje Gordona — rozciggnieta

w czasie — 24 Hour Psycho, a moze jeszcze bardziej
przeraza ja, jak bliski wydaje sie by¢ fragment

z Punktu Omega Dona DeL.illo, bo przeciez to ona mogla
byc¢ ta kobieta w zaciemnionej galerii MoMA,

ktoéra uslyszala:

— Pani tu pewnie pierwszy raz...

— Dla mnie wszystko zawsze jest pierwszy raz...

Czekal, az go spyta, ile razy juz tu przychodzit.

Jeszcze nie calkiem oswoil sie z cudzq obecnoscig,

ale czy nie tego wlasnie pragnqt

w minionych dniach - towarzystwa podczas seansu, kobiety,
kogos kto zechcialby podyskutowac o filmie,

ocenic to doswiadczenie?

Powiedziala, 7e od wszystkiego, co rozgrywa sie na ekranie,
dzieli jq milion kilometrow.

Podobalo jej sie to.

Powiedziala, e w ogole lubi wolne tempo.

— Tyle spraw dzieje sie blyskawicznie — dodala.

Trzeba czasu, Zeby cos sie znudzilo...

Weciqz czekal, az ona spyta, ile razy juz tu byt.

Dzien za dniem — powiedzialby. Stracilem rachube.

— Ktorq scene najbardziej pan lubi? — spytalaby.

— Przezywam chwile za chwilg, sekunde za sekundgq.




I co dalej...

MetroCard znowu nie dziala, widzi zlo$¢ na twarzy kobiety, Patrzy na komentarze internautow...
ktorej zatarasowala bramke. Cofa sie i idzie pieszo do 14th Street
to juz tylko krok do Bethanien — wjezdza na széste pietro,
otwiera drzwi i juz jest w studio. Kiedy wiatr uderza gwaltownie
w wysokie okna Westbeth, z laptopa dobiega New York, New York,
nieSmiale wykonanie Carey Mulligan z filmu McQueena Wstyd.
Ale pewnie woli jak Ella Fitzgerald plynie, bo to chyba wlasciwe
slowo, w piosence Manhattan.

P - ¢ w tekscie? Paul Schuller
3 tygodnie temu

We’ll have Manhattan, Que me perdonen, pero la version de Dinah Washington supera a las demds
The Bronx and Staten cantantes que he encuchado hasta ahora ..... el uruguayo.
Island too. Odpowiedz

We’ll try to cross Fifth Avenue.

A

b

Iam
1 miesiqc temu

I love Ella’s Music and “Mad Men”!
Odpowiedz

bubblinbrownsugar616
4 tygodnie temu

Thank you Mad Men for getting me hooked on this song. I freakin LOVE IT!!
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Tak, uwielbia podrézowa¢, zanurzac sie w ciemnosc kolejowych przedzialow,

cicho sunacych 320 km/h TGV. A kiedy znowu znajdzie sie w pélmroku
powraca do niej obraz Edwarda Przedzial C, wagon 193,

w ktorym siedzi ruda Josephine i powoli jej twarz zamienia sie w $piewajaca
piosenke Am I Blue Diane Lane z filmu Cotton Club Forda Coppoli.

I nie wie przez chwile, czy woli ten monotonny ruch pociagu czy cichy szum
samolotu, w ktéorym przytlumione $wiatla monitorow wkomponowanych

w lotnicze fotele, zmuszaja ja do rownoczesnej obserwacji hollywoodzkiego
zestawu filméw: kryminalu, science-fiction czy komedii romantycznej,

az do chwili kiedy z sennego letargu wybija gles nakazujacy zapia¢ pasy.

W tym krotkim momencie, kiedy samolot wydaje sie spada¢, mysli o Xavierze
de Maistre, ktory w ré6zowej pidzamie bezpiecznie wedruje w swojej
sypialni, rejestrujac szczegoly z tej prywatnej podrozy od l6zka do kominka
iz powrotem... co zostalo zapisane w 1790 roku

w Voyage autour de ma chambre.

A kiedy znowu zanurza sie w pélmroku powraca do niej Przedzial C, wagon 193
z 76ltym Swiatlem lampki, ktora pozwala czyta¢ rudej Josephine rozlozona

na kolanach ksiazke i zastanawia sie, co tez mogla czytac...i czy slyszala jak
Billie Holiday Spiewa Am I Blue.

Przypomina sobie, ze cala jej fascynacja Josephine zaczela sie od lektury
Pascala Merciera Nocny pociqg do Lizbony, kiedy na pierwszej stronie:

...Gregorius dostrzegl kobiete stojgcq na srodku mostu.

Opartla lokcie o barierke i nie zwazajqc na ulewe,

czytala cos, co wyglqdalo jak list. [...]

Gregorius bezwiednie przyspieszyl i teraz byl oddalony od kobiety zaledwie o kilka
krokéw. Na jej bladej, mokrej od deszczu twarzy widzial gniew...

Kobieta oparla sie na wyprostowanych ramionach o barierke, a jej piety wysunely
sie z pantofli. Zaraz skoczy.



Tak Josephine moglaby popelni¢ samobéjstwo

na moScie Queensboro albo Manhattan, albo Brooklyn Bridge,
widziala, jak jej stopy odrywaja sie od czerwonych pantofelkow
i kamera notuje ten moment. Czerwien powinna by¢ dobra,
chociaz byla przekonana, ze Josephine nosila tylko czarne

albo brazowe buty i na pewno nie byly to lekkie pantofelki...
Przypomniala sobie jak Joe Brainard w I Remember pisal:
Pamietam czerwone pantofelki Judy Garland

w ,,Czarnoksiezniku z Oz”.

31 maj 2014 - najwyzsza cene (15 tys. dolaréw)
osiagnely czerwone trzewiki Judy Garland
z tego wlasnie filmu.




Dobre stowa — elegancka porazka.
Ale wie, ze nie powinno by¢ chaosu ponad to,
co niesie w sobie jej hybryda,

aczkolwiek jej nieprzewidywalnosc

jest jak narkotyk — wciggajaca...

Tak, chce zrobic jeszcze taka

Hybryde Medialna.

Opera moze to za duze slowo,

ale czemu nie?

Juz wie, jak powinna sie zaczac —

od nagranych zwielokrotnionych oklaskow.
Wierzy w interaktywnosc.

Teraz spontanicznie

zaklaszcze publicznosc.

A potem zza kotary

wysunie sie powoli trzynascie kobiet.

Ich spiew podawany

od jednej do drugiej,

bedzie toczyl sie jak wodospad,

coraz mocniej i mocniej...

I to bedzie taki F.abedzi Spiew...







English translation

When the woman looked left she saw the first
clock; it was 6:15 PM,

and on the tower opposite — 6:30 PM.

Finally, on the right, 5" Avenue’s most beautiful
clock showed 5 after 6 PM.

Her eyes halted on a girl in a dotted dress in 42
Street.

She was walking fast, concentrated on her steps,
but it was the gaze of the stranger that made her
think.

It was so sombre, so absent, so different.

And the dotted dress disappeared in the entrance
of Bryant Park subway.

The story of your life is not your life; it’s your
story.
John Barthes

Finally she got that book by Gail Levin —
Edward Hopper: An Intimate Biography

from the bookstore in 126 Crossby Street.

She absolutely must take a look at page 5, 23 or
275.

It’s 777 pages long, what an intriguing number ...
Such a random coincidence, what’s hidden inside.
What She wrote, what He painted?

She ordered a coffee in the salad bar opposite
Crossby 126 and opened the book.

Let it be entry on her 48" birthday... no entry from
May, there’s one from September 9.

I need people & talk. E. so seldom designs to

talk — & only nonsense, good natured enough if

it isn’t about my driving, but the real thing, soul
searching, he doesn’t go in for — & I like that kind.
09.09.1948

She looked at a black-and-white reproduction of
Jo’s work — Obituary of 1948 on page 406. The oil
painting resembled the painfully trite watercolour
61 x 50.8 cm.

A vase with flowers, white house in the
background, dunes on the coast, the sea, a small

boat, surely a landscape from Truro, Arthur the
cat from behind a net curtain and those wilted
poppies, cornflowers, and white lilies...

The queen white as lily — as tho i’d come out of
a long gloomy tunnel — Painting sure is a fine
psychotherapy, even tho dead flowers might seem
to be decadent.

15.09.1948

She was sorrowful, that Jo, the painter who did
kids, flowers and cats, as Edward would say.
Why did she want to change it?

Why do the lilies of Josephine H. have to be more
important than white lilies of Laurie Anderson?
Why couldn’t she stop thinking about her White
Lily and Anderson’s husky voice?

Which Fassbinder film is it?

The one-armed man walks into a flower shop and
says:

“What flower expresses

Days go by?”

And they just keep going by endlessly

Pulling you

Into the future.

Days go by

Endlessly.

Endlessly pulling you

Into the future.

And the florist says:

“White Lily”.

And should she reveal her secret that she spies on
the man on the other side of the street, who puts
a bouquet of white lilies on the table every other
day.

And who’s probably waiting for a woman.

At the Metropolitan Museum of Art eyes of

a strange man looked at her from the cabinet with
miniatures,

but she only heard that tapping of high heels. From
behind the corner, there came towards her

a woman, full of lively, ginger curls, slim at the

waist, with voluptuous breasts.

Everything about her was mysterious and juicy.
Yes, that could have been her Jo.

The girl trailed the scent of Angel behind her.
She had to look at her as she took a turning and
disappeared.

Go on with the tale...

go on...

Yes, the dresses lifted by the gusts of air from the
ventilator in Darling salon in Horatio Street may
be the key.

She would walk there EVERY DAY, and there
they flowed, dotted, patterned, red, blue and
yellow, she just has to film them as the change,
disappear and fly in the air again.

Perhaps Josephine should go into Darling in one
dress and leave in a completely different one.

Subway is a place of all the elations, this is where
she’ll meet them, notice, lose, and find again.

A train will come and she’ll see a girl in a dotted
dress.

It’s her line, L.

Patience and courage is all she needs.

Hey, what’s your name? I’'m a multimedia artist,
I’'m making a film, and you’re just like Jo —
Josephine H.

Please wait, don'... no, just give a moment, I’ll
explain.

You see, Josephine is a wife, model and artist,
only, you know, that Life of hers is not altogether
happy

I don’t know, maybe, dfter all it was a long time
ago, a different world, different art

But feelings and life the same, she said.

And so she meets Abigail.

Yes — Abi, Abigail will be Josephine no. 1.

What happened next? — don’t stop, go on ...
And the concert...

In Morgan Library

The cello player, the way she plays she’s all sound,
she’s... she’s like negative and positive with Yin

and Yang, she and her instrument

how she’s playing...

Yes she has, the manager... talk it over

And she agrees.

Her name is Clarice.

Clarice is an artist — and she senses her
independence.

She knows already, C... she’ll come to Westbeth.
She has her e-mail.

It’s a turning point.

Tell me what happened next... goon ...
Abigail comes with Danielle... and she, a student
of Sorbonne, earns extra money as babysitter...
she loves Paris so much and she so very French.
Dress with a print of red cherries, tartan rubbers,
red hair and white, overexposed complexion.
Josephine had a strong, Irish physique but Danielle
has red hair.

It’s her fragment of Josephine.

After all it’s all about piecing a joint portrait of Jo
together.

How many fragments are to be there — go on...
Maybe ten, fifteen...

Yes, the quantity does matter,

that dress with red cherries, the small collar like
Josephine had

and the red hair of an Irish girl.

Everything is so intense.

And that girl in the subway ... with a tattoo
from her feet to half the face, flowers and birds
wandering across her body, she could have been
naked, so tightly is she enveloped in the green
drawing.

She looks at her feet, a bit dirty, the blue bird on
the ankle is about to take off.

A red rose pricks the naked neck.

Fascinating camouflage.

Wonder what men think, when their gaze
penetrates through that green jungle.

Bedford and the girl gets off...



Toni Morrison, December 7%, 1993, Stockholm,
Nobel Prize in Literature

My sincere thanks to the Swedish Academy, and
thank you all for this very warm welcome.
Fiction has never been entertainment for me.

1 believe that one of the principal ways in which
we acquire, hold and digest information is via
narrative.

So I hope you will understand, when the remarks
I make begin with what I believe to be the first
sentence of our childhood that we all remember,
the phrase “Once upon a time...”.

Toni...

... Tell us how it is — to be a woman, so that we
know how it is to be a man.

Your man is shown in the eight chapters of Love
as:

Friend, Stranger, Benefactor, Lover, Husband,
Guardian, Father, and finally Phantom...

Does it exhaust all roles of a man? Where’s the
torturer, the rapist, the manipulator...?

Wouldn’t at least two of those unwritten chapters
apply to Edward — the Torturer, the Manipulator?

If there’s a book that
you want to read, but
it hasn’t been written
yet, then you must
write it.

Toni Morisson

Great intensity on my part — interpreter by E. as
obsession...
There was no peace here all that day. E. had to

hear rehearsed all the meanness the accumulations

of meanness directed against my work over

a period of 16 yrs. Their memory perceived as in
a viol /vile/ meanness directed against my work &
me as an artist...

19.01.1941

And she imagines how these words are felt and
experienced by Danielle, when she runs out of
studio.

She looks at Abigail, but that’s Patti Smith...

...I was wearing a long rayon navy dress with
white polka dots and a straw hat, my “East of
Eden” outfit.

She has to see how it went in the movie. Was that

Julie Harris?

At the table to my left, Janis Joplin was holding
court with her band. To my far right were Grace
Slick and the Jefferson Airplane, along with
members of Country Joe and the Fish. At the

last table facing the door was Jimi Hendrix, his
head lowered, eating with his hat on, across from
a blonde. There were musicians everywhere,
sitting before tables laid with mounds of shrimp
with green sauce, paella, pitchers of sangria, and
bottles of tequila...

This could be the beginning of film script with the
Hotel Chelsea lobby or room 1017 in 32" Street

between 7" and 8" Avenue, e.g. in 1969, where she

sees Claryssa with her cello walking against the
backdrop of scaffolding which envelops the Hotel
Chelsea,

and records her steps until the entrance to the
subway,

but its May 2", 2013.

When she retraces the steps of Patti in Westbeth —
everything seems to be so alike.

The elevator is slowgoing. I get off at the seventh
floor to see if Harry Smith is around. I place my

hand on the doorknob, sensing nothing but silence.

The yellow walls have an institutional feel like

a middle school prison. I use the stairs and return
to our room. I take a piss in the hall bathroom we
share with unknown inmates. I unlock our door...

She gets off on the sixth floor.

The green walls do have an institutional feel, but
she’s relieved to see that the bathroom with an
exceptionally long tub is a part of the studio at
631.

She lays her hand on the door handle. She senses
silence.

She opens the tap slowly and watches as the white
tub is filled with clean, slightly greenish water...
She can hear the elevator which stops at the sixth
floor yet again.

She should see Andy Warhol’s Chelsea Girls.
Important — go through Just Kids.

America, America of the ‘60s,

the Golden Age of desire, amorous fascinations
and sex,

songs by Elvis, Marilyn’s sex appeal, Humphrey
Bogart’s four wives, queer’s explosion, culture
jamming, the second wave of feminism, Solanas,

the author of Up Your Ass, who tired to kill Warhol

in his Factory, Burroughs and Ginsberg, and also
Hoover!

America of pathos, America full of fridges,
washing machines, record players, transistors,
the comfort of maritial happiness — My unknown
America!

Go on, go with the story...

There’s a spring women’s run in Central Park.
She’s filming, the exhaustion, the sweat, the
grimaces of determination ...

Historic merry-go-round, the horses going up and
down,

African Americans get people to play the game,
their smooth moves are clumsily imitated by
tourists.

The camera glides over the faces of women.
There’s so much life, energy, swing, laughter...
Exactly what Josephine yearned for.

Come see me dance... come see me dance.

She can hear her voice when she’s spying on the
dancing pairs ... in Washington Square

behind the column of arcades women and men
appear and disappear, the tango causes them to
lean away and go back to upright again.

This Argentinian tango works fairly nice here as
well, in... Washington Square.

Abigail, Danielle, Clarice — that’s three
Josephines...

The dark gaze of Abi...

Danielle’s red hair...

The energy and talent of Clarice.

The wind and the rain so powerful today that the
windows bend inwards.

A wall of water at the subway exit at Lafayette.
A fat woman in trouser suit looks so joyful.

And her thoughts stray to Agata Zubel and poems
by Emily Dickinson

There came a wind like a bugle;

It quivered through the grass,

And a green chill upon the heat

So ominous did pass...

Dark blue clouds are streaming over Broadway
Avenue.

It’s just like in Dickinson, a chill goes through the
wet jacket.

The commercials are suddenly interrupted, yellow

line appears on screen — there was a terrorist attack

in Boston, the clock stops eleven to three.

A spring marathon becomes a chaotic run,
screams, cries, broken constractions.
Eyewitnesses’ testimonies.

Three people killed, two hundred and sixty four
injured.

The police search for bombers.

It’s terrible. ..

But she goes to the American Museum of Natural
History all the same, she always feels safe there.
She could see her Josephines for the first time
here,

as they sit on a bench next to a showcase with

a group of penguins,

or next to the running ostrich, or in front of

a showcase with white rhino.

Yes, she will see them for the first time here.

Where are the next Jo’s? Where?... and tell me
more...

The Wakefield — 241 Street line subway is full of
ethnic people, various skin colours, women wear
braids, dresses show from under leather jackets.
She gets off at a popcorn stand, dark face with
gleaming teeth, smiling at her.

She hears people call out.

Hi, Meredith!

And sees Meredith turn around and hum
something all the time.

There’s both lightness and gravity to her.
Meredith, give me some popcorn and will you play
in my movie?

I need your bright joyfulness,

your dance and maybe a skip and jump,

because you Meredith can surely fly.

She’s walking along Henry Street, she used to live
here once, a week only, but she remembers that
house of the typical brown stone.

They’re all like that here.

That was number... 405 or 406, or maybe 407.
Her camera wanders around and sees the clearly
angry face of a woman in a massage parlour, when
she draws her anger out with a zoom.

Will she use her? She doesn’t know yet.

Christian and Joanna used to live in Henry Street,
today she sees there a girl with a dog, sitting on
the stairs, so young in the lights of late afternoon,
stroking the pricked-up ears of the ginger dog and
she clearly hears her say:



Look for it, Red, look for — where is Tom?
And points to a boy with locks.

The dog waggles its tail and jumps down the stairs.

She can hear Tom call:

Naomi! Come here!

So that’s Naomi.

Naomi from Henry Street — she must remember
that, that scene, that light

This is how her film could begin.

Naomi walks backwards, turns around, and the
camera finds her face.

Red’s barking can be heard ... and Tom says...
What could Tom be saying?

Go on with the tale ...

She hears a woman whispering in the subway to
another woman

Well, we went with this considerable vigor after
dinner...

I know I heard those words somewhere.

Well, we went with this considerable vigor after
dinner — to the tune of my acquiring a good slap
in the face & having my head banged up against
a shelf in the kitchenette over the frigidaire.
‘Afraid he’ll kill me’...

08.03.1942

He’s a killer, that’s what he really is. And that so
greatly touted integrity applies only to the most
obvious & material considerations. So often I'm
victim of that integrity — see the brave big creature
kick his wife in the breast!

19.07.1955

How should a scene like that look like? Its
eroticism, how about the sound? HE screams,
She is crying, why, why..?

The test of the artist does not lie in the will with
which he goes to work, but in the excellence

of the work he produces. Thomas of Aquinas —
a masculine commentary of a saint. Quite some
explanation,

Today, narrow rays of beautiful sun wander across
the studio, it looks dazzling.
I ‘1l be a stupid a.... if I don’t use the illumination

That’s the shot — the best one can dream of.
She makes a note of the time — around 10 PM the
sun disappears above the windows of Westbeth.

So from 5:30 to 10:00 it is.

She is going laboriously through An Intimate
Biography...

Well, her English is not excellent.

Plus there are the 777 pages.

Time and again she gets up and walks to the
window,

outside it’s busy like in Time Square.

Smaller and larger ships, boats and yachts cut
across the Hudson in a variety of ways, tracing
quickly disappearing signs.

She sets the camera ready, she must record those
ships,

which measure her time looped in Westbeth like
clocks.

Pity Gucio is not there, they would go for a walk
along the river

to Tribeca and back.

Many people in Westbeth have a variety of dogs,
mongrels and pedigree,

big and small.

An elderly man with a dog stands in the elevator.
She suspects he’s Hans Haaeke, the artist, but
cannot muster courage to ask him.

Her neighbour from 632 is ninety something and
knows all, recently she said she remembers how
they carried out the body of the suicide Diane
Arbus.

She was only 48 years old.

She looked it up, it was 1971, 28" June. There was
a note under that date.

DA’s last supper

They would often call each other talking about
Lady Olga — a bearded woman or a flea circus
trainer. They exchanged information about the
newly met, extraordinary people. Diane repeated
that “most of us go through life afraid of traumatic
experiences. Freaks are born with trauma. They’ve
already passed their life exam.” Every now and
again she also went with another friend to Apollo
Theatre in West 42" Street to admire De Larveric
personating a man in “25 Men and a Girl”, in
which men pretended to be women. She knew
English Eccentrics by Edith Sitwell almost by
heart. She concurred with its thesis, namely that
dealing with eccentrics is a cure for indifference

— for distinguishing between the Human and the
Beast. She also collected pornographic books and
newspaper cuttings. She would watch peep shows

— tacky, stripped of eroticism and mystery which
she so passionately sought.

Sniffing out the protagonist

— that’s a good comment!

In her 1985 performance Multiple Portrait in the
Akumulatory Gallery in Poznan, she identified
herself with Diane Arbus; she said at the time:
The camera registered the final moments of her
life. The tapes were most likely taken by her ex-
husband.

Elizabeth, a yoga-practicing elderly lady, was

a choreographer, and even earlier danced for
Martha Graham, didn’t know anything about tapes
but they both must have thought about Diane

on that warm July evening, exactly on the 43
anniversary of her death.

Chantez comes to casting. She’s done acting
courses already, works in a pub,

lives with an older man,

“old” is a fairly fluid notion, the guy is thirty-
something,

but for Chantez it’s the age of her uncle, brother of
her 40-year-old mother,

also an elderly person according to Chantez.

... and Kate, what about Kate?

There is no place Telma hasn’t lived in before, she
doesn’t need much,

a mat for training yoga, books inherited after

the previous tenant and old edition of National
Geographic.

In fact it does not matter, because Thailand has
been there forever and only the island of Phuket
bears the burden of hundreds of tsunami victims
that have never been found.

Sometimes, Telma is Olga from Chekhov’s pages,
and just as Olga she brings in the tea on a cheap
Chinese tray, moving in that dignified manner...
while she sits down and thinks she’s like Telma’s
sister, a curious affinity of souls,

because Telma likes Bergman,

especially scenes from married life,

and the other one does too...

she’s reading Sontag’s diaries from the 1970s at
the moment.

and likes Auden,

and the other likes O’Hara

and so, the evening is both straightforward and

intricate.

She goes to the Metropolitan Museum of Art every
couple of days hoping to meet the red-haired.
She remembers she had a dark blue suit, which
might mean that she works here.

Each time she watches the bar in the large lobby,
but she meets the stranger unexpectedly in the
forgotten part of the American Wing.

Few people visit that section, that wonderful place
full of glass cabinets with thousands of silver
spoons, grandfather clocks by the dozen and chairs
from different periods.

The red-haired is counting something
meticulously.

Her name is Sari and she’s certain to know
everything about Hoppers.

Sari will be her fifth Josephine.

Abigail, Danielle, Meredith, Naomi, Chantez,
Telma and Sari — her fragments of Josephines
Hopper.

And then she meets a producer from Kazakhstan,
who has lived in NYC for a few years.

Her name is Maira. There are also Muriel, Karen,
Yunus, Carlos, Kristoffer and Agata.

She goes location scouting for Night Hawks with
Maira.

They find an atmospheric pub in Brooklyn

but the price for one-day rental is prohibitive, so
they pull back.

Nevertheless now she’s sure she will make her
film, which will begin in the sun-drenched studio
in Westbeth with Naomi, or perhaps not, with
Abigail — her first Josephine — turns around and
looks intently while a train arrives at a platform
with a clatter.

This is how she’ll do it.

Josephine....Do you remember that movie with
Bogart, when the cop says: “Round up the usual
suspects” and they go and do it?

This time it’s me ... They will have thoughts on me.
I guess I didn’t realize until know. No I’m one of
the usual suspect. I suppose I should thank you for
slapping me in the face with reality.

Here is where I felt truly free — Patti Smith wrote.

Here meaning NYC.
She feels free as well.
Or does she?



That’s a good question.
What then? Go on... more...

She should buy Crush Songs, the album by Karen
0., a kind of contemporary Josephine, who sings
about lost feelings, about ceaseless quest for those,
an album recorded in Karen’s own apartment;
simple confessions of a woman who got lost.

In... Union Square. A woman resembling St.
Gertrude of Nivelles feeds cats.

The legend has it that Gertrude was tempted by
devil in the guise of a mouse.

Such clandestine seductions are fascinating

Two white bears are sitting on a bench.

Perhaps this is why the Josephine switches are so
exciting.

There’s one — we already recognise her,

a moment later the second or the third seems to be
the chosen one.

Relative Similarities, revisit of a series from 1979-
1990.

How long was she able to do it?

And how is it when you’re up against the wall.
How does it feel when there’s no money to get
anything?

Or when you have money for everything?

How is it when you’re waiting?

For the impulse?

For the spark?

Experiencing the Hopperian solitude.

For overcoming the inertia.

As in Brodski.

When hit by boredom, let yourself be crushed by
it; submerge, hit bottom, go for it. In general, with
things unpleasant, the rule is: The sooner you hit
bottom, the faster you surface (...) In a manner
of speaking, boredom is your window on time, on
those properties of it one tends to ignore to the
likely peril of one’s mental equilibrium. In short, it
is your window on time’s infinity, which is to say,
on your insignificance in it. That’s what accounts,
perhaps, for one’s dread of lonely, torpid evenings,
for the fascination with which one watches
sometimes a fleck of dust aswirl in a sunbeam, and
somewhere a clock tick-tocks, the day is hot, and
your willpower is at zero.

Please, keep on talking... tell me more...

Without doubt she’s building a hybrid,

no doubt she’s taking a risk.

Medusa of many gazes.

Multiple arms.

A hybrid of Josephines.

Sari’s red hair...

Danielle’s French...

and Danielle’s waltz...

Sofia’s body...

Telma’s intelligence...

Telma’s flowers of evil?

Ciarra’s words I desired merely,

Abigail’s eyes so different...

Naomi’s hat...

Claryssa’s music...

Instead of Arthur the cat

Red the dog...

Kate’s prayer...

Chantez’s melancholy...

Annelise’s naivete...

Izabella’s age,

which leaves Meredith, her height, her skin...
Annelise’s soiled underwear...

Dresses from that period in Daerling shop,
my beautiful hybrid with shifts and switches.
In bodies, voices.

Oh, in everything.

Josephine, who dreams about a white cottage in
Trurro,

Josephine, who would like to dance,

The Josephine of Baudelaire,

The Josephine of Arthur the cat,

more important than Edward.

The Josephine of loneliness,

The Josephine of rugs,

The Josephine of flowers,

The Josephine of cats,

The Josephine of theatre,

The Josephine of Robert Henri,

The Josephine of bridges.

And she knows that she — Josephine — number,
well there it is, which loses its time On the Bridge
of Avignon, because that’s the bridge which does
not touch upon the other bank,

A bridge suspended in non-being.

She goes with Telma to the Museum of The
Moving Image and she immerse herself in the
exhibition Behind the screen.

A rabbit — from the first film by Etienne-Jules
Marey — is hopping in front of our eyes.

I’m glad to see it — it’ll come handy in the
Hybrids.

Come on... tell me more ...

If she takes her film with the white rabbit and
changes it into the rabbit in Diirer’s print and then
into Beuys’s hare, and then into the bronze one
from Flanagan and returns to Chapter I: Down the
Rabbit Hole by Lewis Carroll only to abandon it
for Warhol’s or Koons” hare.

Would that make a rabbit hybrid?

Just like the hybrid of Josephines?

And what to do with Marina Abramovi¢ from
Seven Easy Pieces and her repetition from Beuys?

Tell me more, Josephine.

Here goes then:

The apartment was a large studio with a small
bathroom and a Pullman kitchen. The furniture
was sparse and except, as if someone had chosen
it out a catalog. There was a television set, books
in a bookcase a framed Hopper poster from

a show a year ago at t he Whitney. There
was a hardcover book, a post-Cold War spy
thriller, on the round coffee table, with a scrap of
paper tucked in to mark his place. He’d got about
a third of the way through it.

I picked up a little brass elephant from its own
small wooden stand on top of the television
set.

I weighed it in my hand.

The super was across the room, watching me.
“You want it,” he said “put it in your pocket.”

The studio in Westbeth looks exactly like in the
description from Moon Palace by Paul Auster...
And she could be the 1950s Josephine — in this
very apartment.

She opens the drawer of an old bureau and takes
out a string which no one ever used anymore, and
an old, large battey for a photographic camera
made by Kodak.

In the bottom drawer there lies an abandonded
Zeiss Tkon camera.

Did anyone take pics with that camera?

Did they spy on the man in the apartment opposite,
who puts a bouquet of white Lilies on the table
every other day.

Who may be waiting for a woman.

What is she like?

She swayed to the motion of the subway train and
looked at Naomi.

Naomi should know:

— I’'m no golden swan. I’'m a winged skunk.
Someone we know called me your “dancing star”.
— Oh certainly, but one takes that for granted.
21.02.1955

Yes, she would like the line

I’m no golden swan to be repeated by e.g.:
three Josephines and herself too.

Curious, how does a winged skunk look like?

Is it similar to fennec fox from the American
Museum of Natural History?

Sofia

She dreamed of Puerto Rico — a stifling evening
with sounds she has all but forgotten.

She’s to play Josephine.

She knows she’s going to buy a pink top, which
will cover some and reveal some.

Such a power text, and she knows she’s heard it
somewhere, one woman talking to the other on the
subway:

Well, we went with this considerable vigor after
dinner — to the tune of my acquiring a good slap
in the face & having my head banged up against
a shelf in the kitchenette over the frigidaire.
‘Afraid he’ll kill me’...

08.03.1942

Sofia feels overwhelming dread that the camera
will find her fat thighs, but realizes as well that the
deep black eyes are her asset and that the camera
enters deeper and deeper into the body and soul

of a girl from Puerto Rico, doing so with total
impunity.

Meredith is standing there with a dark blue
suitcase.

Meredith, where are you going?

And She opens the suitcase full of colourful
dresses.

The red one will highlight the colour of your skin.
Meredith, the expressive Meredith, she must have
splendidly taught English back in Australia.

And now she’s highlighting the sale of popcorn, at
the stand in Morris Park.



She calls out to the passers-by: Hey,...!

It’ll be fine anyway when Meredith says:

... but he came to feel sex, swimming, French — are
his domain — Painting too — I’ve been crowded out
of that too — almost. But I’'m ready to fight.
30.10.1941

I had no time shown any inclination to trail off to
someone else.

My limited idea having been only to give what

I could...

I couldn’t help being a virgin when he married me
& if I hadn’t he wouldn’t have wished to marry
me anyway. Virgins, Christians ladies all so litte
prized — but he knows when they’re not and feel
what lacking.

12.10.1944

And she can already imagine this spoken by Sofia
and hears the sniggers of girls.

When she explains that Jo married Edward at the
age of 42 and that she was a virgin.

I had no time shown any inclination to trail off to
someone else.

Abigail’s eyes grow round and she has the
impression she’s about to choke with laughter,
when she says disbelievingly: 42-year-old virgin.

And then Ciara puts her hands out, camera follows
the trail of her body, wanders till it finds the pink
toenails, and then Ciara says excitedly:

I didn’t want any flowers, I only wanted

To lie with my hands turned up and be utterly
empty.

How free it is, you have no idea how free——

The peacefulness is so big it dazes you,

And it asks nothing, a name tag, a few trinkets.

It is what the dead close on, finally; I imagine them
Shutting their mouths on it, like a Communion
tablet.

so Josephine must have known Sylvia Plath’s
Tulips — that’s a fragment of the poem; she
identified with it, appropriated it, perhaps she
forgot, these things happen, after all ...

She remembers when she read with dismay:
Women thrown out of the helicopter

They get on an army helicopter and then Saddam
Hussein soldiers throw them out; the dressed of the
women spread out in the air like tulip flowers.

She is at her friends’,

she presses the computer key with an effort.

With an effort... the ventilators and air-
conditioning bring no relief, heat penetrates into
every space of Berry Street.

Berry Good, association with the strong drink
intensifies the sensation of heat.

Kiva clambers laboriously onto an armchair, hangs
her head and gasps.

The dog breathes too quickly and maybe it’s

a reason for concern — it’s her ...

The ringing of the phone sounds piercingly in this
empty apartment.

She and the dog, a red pit-bull, are doomed to each
other’s company.

However, the “time” of the absent owners

lurks in the apartment, there are so many nooks
and crannies, details of disquieting paintings,
photographs and those masks, on which the

bitch looks with some anxiety; she also feels as

if someone were following her presence, as if,
irrationally enough, something was near, and
heralds what?

She doesn’t know what, actually...

She opens a cherry yoghurt, the lid pops up with

a strange sound, as storm is brewing.

Kiva licks out the remains of the yoghurt and now
sleeps with the muzzle snuggled up to the plastic
cup.

Today on the set of a cinematographer she knows
women are getting ready for the orgy scene.

She thinks that in fact the girl with dumb
expression carries any conviction and she’s the
only one who interests her, or rather he’s interested
what that lumpish girl can bring off in the
relationship with the beautiful guru.

Virgin and homosexual can be smelled a mile off.
Interesting sequence of thoughts, and perhaps the
fact that she’s not amused by what happens next.
She wants to immerse myself in NYC. Greenpoint
is so hot that she feels she is becoming stuck to the
heated sidewalk. She’s a shadow, the heat flows
over her, she incandescent like the tails of silver
squirrels in Central Park.

A strapping African American shows her the way
to ferry boat, she gets on the first one to arrive and
gets off at the final stop.

The disturbing presence of so many faces and eyes

provokes reflection.

Glass eyes are looking directly at her.

Like those from Fayum, like the eye from the
portrait of a young man, cut in half.

What can that mean? Did he die and the fatal
error of the physician went with him into the
netherworld?

Or those two extraordinary 18"-century
miniatures, which show nothing but eyes?

An ingenious scheme of the lovers,
incomprehensible to others but so meaningful for
them.

Like the Catherine’s eye in love and the watchful
eye of Morris Townsend from Washington Square.
...you know, eyes being the window of the soul...
The ginger bitch lays her head on her lap, the
brown eyes look up imploringly.

She is happy to have divined the secret of the boy
from Fayum.

But when she sees mags, T-shirts, and even
backpacks with the portrait of the boy with the eye
cut in half in the museum’s Art Store

she feels disgusted that such a subtle secret is

a part of the advertising machine.

Ah, well, no time for writing, perhaps she’ll find
that it’s just not worth it.

Who would be interested in some odd sentences,
neither too intellectual nor philosophical, just stuff.
But she likes to touch the keys, stroke them — tame
them...

Two Peruvians behind the wall bore holes for

a new fixture; using gestures, they signed they’ll
be here only four hours and then they’re off, but
she’s dead sure it’ll be six hours, maybe even
eight,

After a short storm its humid and stifling again.
Yes, Auster is worth a quote.

Because Auster is like herself — nowhere and
everywhere —in NYC.

New York was an inexhaustible space, a labyrinth
of endless steps, and no matter how far he

walked, no matter how well he came to know its
neighborhoods and streets, it always left him with
the feeling of being lost. Lost, not only in the city,
but within himself as well.

Each time he took a walk, he felt as though he
were leaving himself behind, and by giving himself
up to the movement of the streets, by reducing

himself to a seeing eye, he was able to escape the
obligation to think, and this, more than anything
else, brought him a measure of peace, a salutary
emptiness within.

The world was outside of him, around him, before
him, and the speed with which it kept changing
made it impossible for him to dwell on any one
thing for very long. Motion was of the essence,
the act of putting one foot in front of the other
and allowing himself to follow the drift of his own
body. By wandering aimlessly, all places became
equal, and it no longer mattered where he was.
On his best walks, he was able to feel that he was
nowhere. And this, finally, was all he ever asked of
things: to be nowhere. New York was the nowhere
he had built around himself, and he realized that
he had no intention of ever leaving it again.

Why is everything so simple and easy in its
functioning and so complex when she starts to
think?

Streets intersect with avenues, the map is read
according to geographical directions, dogs don’t
bite each other, people smile kindly, and even at
the cemetery in Nyack there are two headstones
next to each other:

one reads mother, the other father.

Indeed, life can be simple in those few dimensions
at least.

Tell me more... go on...

Why do women like chatting so much?

Without any major order,

such a jumble of thoughts,

that they bought beans at a discount somewhere,
that they got married in a dress exactly like that
one,

and today it’s just a fading memory.

And that dog — where’s the dog?

And that the child puts its fingers into its mouth.
And vegetarian diet.

And that the repairs people

botched something about the fitting.

And besides, Obama is ...

but Michelle is OK.

Central Park is full of such conversations

only Meredith jumps in the air with great joy.
Meredith, do it again, I didn’t switch on the
camera on time.

And Meredith floats slow-mo upwards.



And again, and again...

Meredith, just one last time, please...
Was this what Josephine wanted?
Close company of other women, daily
conversations?

“Happy birthday” and giving me a present, Carl
Van Doren’s Borzoi Reader...

“a green tinsel paper cactus tree in desert soil ”,
giving the legend a new fillip:

“a la petite Xanthippe qui le bon Dieu, dans sa
sagesse, m’a donne comme femme”

(“to the little Xanthippe whom the good lord, in
his wisdom, gave me as a wife”)... while “the
little”... “wife who is the hardest to get along with
of all the women there are — yes or all the ever
were, I suspect, or ever will be.”

31.12.1953

Did Josephine know that fragment form Agatha
Christie’s The Hollow, a popular read in those
days?

Her arms closed round him firmly. He smiled at
her, murmuring:

“You’re so warm. Midge-you’re so warm...”
Yes, she thought, that was what despair was.

A cold thing — a thing of infinite coldness and
loneliness. She’d never understood until now that
despair was a cold thing. She had thought of it as
something hot and passionate, something violent,
a hot-blooded desperation. But that was not so.
This was despair-this utter outer darkness of
coldness and loneliness.

In Yeats’s poems the Double is our other side, our
opposite, the one who complements us, the one we
are not

nor will ever become.

What is that one — does she harbour some part of
Jo?

Who is she, when she’s multiplied in the mirror
reflections collected over the years in museum, or
even in public toilets?

American Wing is her mine of images reflected
in mirrors, dressers, counters and Victorian
wardrobes.

The New Museum. The red-haired girl is standing
in the empty and yet full space of Torres.

She follows the girl’s trail, she’s standing by

a work of Hannah Wilk and in the museum
elevator.

Eventually they’re both reflected in the mirror of
the ladies’ restroom and the girl speaks to a woman
in the closed cubicle:

Et maintenant nous allons.

She knows now the girl is a tourist and certainly
will not feature in the film about Jo H.

Pity, the girl’s got that something she is still
looking for.

Go on with the story...

Importantly enough,

there’s no compromise, when something is born
out of your vision, partly at your considerable
expense,

so this is the risk too — as it always is,

but if there’s adventure as well and the discovery
of an unknown city such as NYC.

There are extraordinary people everywhere, the set
is ready, there’s always live action in the subway.
All you need is to let yourself sink into it, simply
be inside of it, it’s a vortex that drags you in, you
get to hear words and see images.

On your way from 14" Street to Washington
Square, then to Union Square and then taking L
line to Brooklyn, the girls with the green tattoo
gets on the train at 3" Avenue.

And everything’s upside down now, you see yet
again how the bird is about to take flight on her
foot and at Bedford Avenue you get off, following
the green labyrinth of her tattoo. That’s fascinating
too.

She came with others out of a

Subway exit,

She ate with others in a snack bar,

She sat with others in a Laundromat,

But once I saw her alone, reading the papers
Posted on the wall of a newsstand.

... She came with others out of an office building. ..
... She lay with others on a grass plot...

... Left-handed woman, you’ve given yourself
away!

... Or did you mean to give me a sign?

How many years ago did she find that fragment in
The Left-Handed Woman by Peter Handke?

Did Jo feel powerlessness and despair?

She shouldn’t have married at the age of 42.
Today she would have lived an independent life.
The constriction of the Victorian corset must have
been suffocating for the women who yearned for
freedom.

Could Josephine have heard about Sylvia Plath’s
suicide on February 11%, 1963?

In London, in Fitzroy Road 23, in an apartment
where Yeats used to live.

... I .am only thirty.

And like the cat I have nine times to die.

This is Number Three.

What a trash

To annihilate each decade.

Go on... go on with the story...

The times of Sylvia Plath or Josephine H. did not
offer much of a chance to young, angry women.
All that was to come later.

In 1982, 19 years after her death, Collected Poems
won Plath a posthumous Pulitzer Prize. Josephine
did not live to see any of her work recognised.
Even those which she had given to the Whitney
Museum were lost.

She has seen a nice though banal landscape in Gail
Levin’s house, who in her dedication in Juddy
Chicago’s biography wrote the following:

For John and memory of Josephine Nivison
Hopper and all the other erased women artists.

A powerful word: ERASED

But they weren’t erased

the 999 important surnames of women,

nor the 39 women invited to the table,

nor 13 women originally planned to attend the last
supper,

Dinner Party by Judy Chicago from 1979 — a good
title for a work.

and her 13 Josephines

and a question, which one of them was her Jo?
Lovers, wives, models.

And were they happy?

Were they happy?

The wives, the models

of American painters Hopper and Katz.

A returning question

Is her life like life of Susan Sontag described it in
Boston Review 19757?

My life is my capital, the capital of my
imagination.

Susan Sontag, As Consciousness is Harnessed to
Flesh: Journals and Notebooks, 1964-1980

O’Hara or Ashbery

Auden or Lowell

or women: Emily Dickinson, Halina
Poswiatowska, Anne Sexton,

Simone de Beauvoir and Susan Sontag,

and wives

it cannot be forgotten why artists’ wives are the
ones who lose.

Women are hungry, hungry for life

sometimes they put their Self to sleep, kind of
a comfort, sometimes they sacrifice themselves for
others, frustrated

and lose even more.

It’s a good thing she’s not someone’s wife,
being for herself on her own,

it may be painful,

but you’re better off that way in the end.
Josephines don’t have those problems yet,

their youth is a blank, unwritten page.

She tries to imagine what’s going to happen to
Abigail, Danielle in a couple of years,

whether Naomi will still be the wife of Tom the
designer, or return to her mother in Australia,

How Meredith’s life will turn out, with her living
in the basement,

and her only window to the world being the TV set
in the wardrobe,

so when Meredith opens its door, an avalanche of
clothes and shampoos and unidentified bottles,
comes spilling out

while the witch doctor hidden in the TV box is just
speaking about

a psychodelic vine — ayahuasca, also called yagé.
Meredith’s flies away, arriving soon in Westbeth
studio and watches herself

sing the oh, so well-known song in the voice of
the black singer.

She’s sitting on a bench in Central Park,



it’s mostly women with children around, clearly
baby-sitters from around the world,

the children most likely from Dakota

from Columbus Circle and the area...

she’s looking at the plaques, beloved Helen used to
sit there...

and she sits on Helen’s bench

Adam comes from Poland, worked in the red
business he says, cultural line, and he’s painting
portraits in Central Park for years now, only in
summer though, because in autumn and winter he
stays with a friend in California, same thing for 11
years now.

Actually she doesn’t know why she chose him, the
portraits are no different than elsewhere, he’s no
particularly different either,

but now they’re talking like old friends. i.e. Poles
meeting somewhere in exile,

she’s listening, he’s going on about his neighbours,
how they stole his stuff, and so on...

Josephine’s portrait in Gail Levin’s book is a bit
of a disappointment, a fine lady wannabe, with
curly locks, maybe those locks are what we have
in common.

She doesn’t betray she knows a thing or two about
drawing,

says she’s a teacher...

which is true by the way and it’s curiously
effective too, like that time in India when the bus
driver told a super-handsome Sikh to help her —
also a teacher.

It’s a safe profession, does not arouse any
controversy

and she sees herself becoming more Josephine on
Adam’s drawing

how come he knows that Josephine and her are
artists, when he works chiaroscuro on those curly
locks with a

wet finger.

She compares two almost identical portraits of
women in the studio in Westbeth, she thinks with
satisfaction that she looks better and there’s no
Edward behind her back — like that painter who
does cats, children and flowers.

The way in which the artist translates their
biography into the language of Art is a problem
always confronted by a particular person and
the solution always depends on their individual
methods.

What would happen if one woman told the truth
about her life?

The world would split open.

Muriel Rekuiser

On Coney Island there are boarded up houses, left
in the wake of the hurricane Sandy... ripped open,
an interior reveals a swinging yellow plastic lamp
and a skewed picture with pink flamingos on the
wall,

and a quote from her never-shown film, the 2012
DD in NY.

CNN reports...

Million of brothers and sisters of the white

rat drowned in the air shafts of the subway in
Manbhattan... Hurricane Sandy reaped. ..

Go on... tell me more...

The doorkeeper in Westbeth said that water was
coming into the lobby. And that’s about two
metres.

A friendly sculptor who lived there at the time said
that all of a sudden he got to meet everyone, and
that the community was like a cosmic surprise,
which happens once in a lifetime or not at all...
in the elevator, she found a piece of paper saying
after 6 months our launderette is working again
Group... is holding jazz evening tomorrow...
Performances taking place on Sunday, enrol at
617...

So she’s wandering with the others...

on the roof two girls moves spasmodically, Allen
Ginsberg’s Howl blasts from the loudspeaker...
the staircase, early masterpiece of Modernism...
and then Beauty Performance choreographed by
Sally Gross.

The house is a wonder, the original location of
Bell Laboratories (1868-1966),

from 1970 Westbeth — Home to the Arts...

and a performance of unknown artist with girls in
white wigs, appearing from behind of the edge of
a concrete balcony.

Yes, she will “steal” this fragment for her film.
After Alex Katz’ Adas, this is another batch of
multiplied women.

She’s now absolutely certain that the long corridor
will have all Josephines walking through it and
that Telma is yoga,

Abigail will be slightly loaded, as you would after
a party,

Danielle will turn around and open the door of
the room to see herself there, dancing waltz with
Edward

Chantez will walk calmly, just like she does,
Meredith will sing, Naomi will run with the dog
and on top of that Claryssa in her massive boots
will walk past with a cello, although in fact it’ll be
the cello walking with Clarice, and the stomping
of the boots will be so poignant

she will look at Clarice in the elevator and hear
Edward say:

And the flat road,

and the clapboard facade

and the Mansard roof

and wife...

and the room... the roof... and wife...

Tell me more...

while in the empty studio the linen the curtains
will billow in the wind, and in shall waft the scent
from over the Hudson and the sun will light the
face of first Josephine — Kate

and so will begin the most important scene in the
film, thirteen women, one after another on the pink
bed.

What can thirteen women do in pink sheets?

And she already knows that Abigail — the angry
Abi — will be jumping, in that printed top of hers
Don'’t worry be happy

Sari will take a notebook from under the pillow
and read the words of Jo from 1952...

and then a strap of Annelise’s sleeveless will slide
down, but the text will be so powerful that... les
animaux sont tres tristes... after gloomy...

E. has done something very advancing to that
canvas this afternoon — put shadow in the
background that does much for deepening the
room. He was saying regarding his buxom
primadonna for whom I couldn’t be used to pose:
Primadonna, for whom I could not pose:

“C’est la propre des animeaux d’etre triste apres
I’amour.”

(“It is the nature of animals to be gloomy after
love™) —

a fine name for his picture. He says it could scare
off buyers.

06.12.1949

A song will float in the air with the wind, a song
from film... Funny Face

was Josephine at the premiere... in 1957...

did she meet Jo Stockton...

what about Red, what Red could be doing, when
her ginger ears go up...

Naomi strokes exhausted Red, after all it took
them a good hour and a half to get from Henry
Street over the Brooklyn Bridge to Westbeth.
Yes, the dog is her support, when she whistles,
the dog will prick up its ears and they will gaze
into the morning light like 68-year-old Jo H. in
Edward’s Morning Sun from 1952.

Go on with the story...

This should happen at the Central Station.

She loves the colour of this place, its big windows,
the marble stairs.

She stands in the centre of the hall just under the
clock.

This is the place where she sees Abigail, Danielle,
Sari, Sofia and Chantez for the first time.

She suddenly feels that someone is looking at her.
How his gaze slides over her hair... lips and
fingers.

Yes, he reads her minds. Yes, he knows everything
about her ... about Josephines.

Surely he knows her secret about filming.

And sees everything that everyone else has failed
to notice before...

the condensed loneliness of women,

an electric current flows between them...

And it is like a passion.

An overwhelming one...

In 2001, a day after the attack on the World Trade
Center, she was here in dark and almost empty
space. The subway stoped, only a few people, lost
and confused like she was.

She went outside, it was dark, there were
newspapers and litter tumbleweeds in the wind.
In the distance she saw marines.

She phoned her friend.

Please, pick me up, I’'m under the clock.

That’s why the clock of the Central Station is so
important for her.

Clocks should be everywhere, anyway,

When she’s filming them people observe her
discreetly.



Its important that they show different time.

Unfortunately, I don’t have time...
Naturally, if yo’re pressed for time...
Only today I have very little time...

Of course, if you don’t have time now...
When I have more time...

With time for sure, but now...

When you have time, we could. ..

Just in that time, when they play it again...
With time, you have to less...

If only I had at the right time...

When you have more time, then perhaps. ..
Later I will have more time!

Ingebor Bachmann

Go on ... with the story...

Sun and short rain one after another in Washington
Square, like in the tropics.

Edward and Jo must have surely walked here
every day, the whole street is just as it was then,
only trees have grown in...

in Washington Square

She feels the rising tide of

deep pleasure in searching.... spying on... and
guessing,

which one of them is her Josephine ...

and she hesitates for a moment

and the wind, and the see-through dress, and
Summer from 1943

and Danielle — the student from Sorbonne

Kate, always in a hurry,

the stranger with a child called India,

her, yes her,

and Meredith from 135 in Harlem

and Abigail,

Abigail, like in the painting Summer Evening from
1947

and Naomi.

Yes, Naomi is a girl from the painting titled
Summer,

a girl in a see-through dress, whom she added Red.
Because that is her Summer in NYC in 2013.

Hoppers’ studio in Washington Street, grey,
extremely modest.

She remembers how Josephine demanded some
kitchen, bathroom, while Edward watched her in
the mirror set along the axis of the studio.

She thinks how cold it must have been and that

the iron stove wouldn’t have heated the room, and
about Edward saying:

Ninety percent of them [artists] are forgotten ten
minutes dafter they’re dead.

The only quality that endures in art is a personal
vision of the world.

Methods are transient: personality is enduring.
1951

And Josephine reaches her empty wall in
a thick sweater and drinks the tenth tea that day
and dreams of freedom...

She compares the view from Hoppers’ studio
Edward Hopper, November, Washington Square,
34 x 50”

and Jo Hopper, Judson Tower, Washington Square,
Looking South, 29 x 36”

Both painted the same church, the twisted tree and
the bus.

Edward’s painting on page 724 is static and full of
melancholy,

while Jo’s on page 725... so cheerful and
expressive.

Shame the reproductions are black and white.

You could compare the temperature of colours.

In the studio

James slowly turns a Polaroid print

a black square just like from Malevich’s painting.
Like a time spring it opens up

and SHE is at Washington Square North.

She sees Hopper painting Chair Car from 1965.

She’s thinking about the scene in the office and
understands Jo, when she’s dreaming about a
waltz with Edward...

and Danielle proffers her hand to Edward ...

It’s a fine thing for me that I married that man.
Even if I dance very little anymore.

Oh yesterday, while E. painting, a most lovely
Viennese waltz — Straus — came over the radio.
E. left the easel & came to waltz with me — & did
very nicely.

I’ve insisted on his learning the waltz, very simple
cut down to feeling the rhythm, one step & other
leg brought up to meet the first one... The music
got E. & about he went. He’s amazingly light on
his feet when he dances.

25.02.1940

That’s why she hungrily takes in the ruthless
dance in Brighton Bay and she doesn’t know

if she prefers an elegant waltz with Danielle or

a shot with the legs in stylishly holed stockings
belonging to the owner of the peaked cap and
tight-fitting shorts, and feels how the simple
rhythm penetrates her body, and the camera
follows suit; she knows it’s going to be a good
shot, a spontaneously genuine one.

Sometimes it happens, also in the studio after gay
parade, when Meredith’s friend, African American
Omega, begins to sing her song in that husky
voice, and a thrill goes through the studio, and
knows that everyone somewhat struck froze in
lethargy, and in a moment laughter would relieve
that silence... because that’s how ecstasy is fused
with the vulgarity of mundane life...

When was that... SHE, 2008...

Perhaps it has always been so deeply ingrained,
that premonition that she would look for and
follow that woman,

and would never find her, just as in SHE?

Is the red colour actually necessary?

Perhaps it’s just anger-laden audacity...

And Josephine — Sari walks in front of The
Masquerade Dress by Robert Henri.

After all, both of them loved him / the camera
registers the red hair, the buttocks, and the clatter
of Sari’s high heels and she doesn’t notice how the
narrator, an American from Michigan, says

the only problem will be changing SHE to HE
but she’s tackled greater issues and that’s a petty
narrative lie...

a lie that’ll bear some alteration.

Tell me more...

You never know what’ll turn out to be important,
for instance such a hybrid route of the Sonicare
Philips electronic toothbrush...

The latest electronic toothbrush Philips Sonicare
is the result of cooperation of twelve teams
working in five different time zones. The Chinese
prepare copper wire coils and printed circuit
boards for electronic control systems. Electronic
subassemblies are made in Taiwan and Malaysia
and then forwarded on to Manila Philippines,
where the circuit boards sent from China are
already waiting. After assembly the electronics

is loaded on a plane and flown to Seattle in the
United States. At the same time, superior quality
steel is melted in Sweden for the metal elements
of the toothbrush. However, the steel is cut by by
Austrians in Klagenfurt, where the plastic parts of
the device are prepared as well. These components
are sent first to Bremerhaven in Germany, whence
they are shipped to Port Elizabeth in New Jersey
and then go by train to Snoqualmie near Seattle.
Electronics from the Philippines and batteries
manufactured in Japan, France and Taiwan should
be there by that time. Once the components have
been assembled into a functioning unit, the brushes
are packaged in Seattle and await distribution. By
that time they will have covered 27 880 km.

And the thought of the hybrid returns...

A hybrid of a route or road, that’s a possible
option, when they scud, yes scud, that’s a good
word, up to the 46th floor of the Empire State
Building...

crammed next to each other in the elevator: Naomi
and Danielle, and Abigail, and Meredith, what
would happen if the elevator fell...

a hybrid of five Josephines, a macabre layer cake
like in Lem or Wajda, when after an accident

on a race track Kobiela is transplanted various
fragments of bodies and emotion of men and
women, even a voice of a barking dog.

She flips through the album of Alex Katz,

the same women in swimming caps,

dark glasses,

mutliplied in black dresses,

Josephines like Adas — Adas — by Alex Katz...

And she’s thinking about the word recreativity
and why does the future is so profoundly stuck in
the past,

when accidentaly, in Naomi’s apartment, she gets
to hear that song from Funny Face

everthing falls into place just like puzzle with
Gershwin’s music.

When Josephines in white swimming caps and
black swimsuits turn round and round... one, two,
three... and again, one, two, three...

against the eastern side of Manhattan.

Yes, she does like that scene, as if taken from the
best of musicals,



perfectly fit to be used on an invitation or poster.

He looked at the Nighthawks print on the wall
above her. It was a painting of a lonely coffee
shop on a dark night. A man and a woman sitting
together, another man by himself. HE used to think
he was the man alone. Now he stared at the couple
and wondered. ..

— I’ll come back here as soon as I can.

— Okay. ED, thanks for getting me out.

— You going to be okay?

— Sure.

— Promise?

— Promise.

Actually, she doesn’t know where she heard that
dialogue,

because she’s in that bar too

and has no idea why she’s in James’ time at one
point,

and then in Edward’s space the next,

and how Josephine changes into Danielle, Naomi,
then Kate — provocative Kate,

and finally enters Sari in a red dress,

and all she wants is to follow her gestures, look
how she laughs,

and she doesn’t know if she prefers Sari sitting on
young Claudio’s left or right...

And she hears Edward speaking:

Maybe I not very human.

What I wanted to do was paint sunlight on the side
of a house.

Danielle, Kate, Sari, Abigail and Naomi

from a 1927 painting entitled Automat...

are her Josephines women from

comedy,

tragedy,

black and white film,

with Blockbuster effects.

Oh and maybe she has a soft spot for film noir
and maybe she’s just too sentimental.

Go on... go on with the story...

What makes you act?

only curiosity

or perhaps that tune from Funny Face too
I love your sunny funny face...

And perhaps Josephine is in fact — Naomi,

Naomi wraps herself in a bright trench coat — she
looks so innocent,

and Kate on the phone as usual

somewhat spitefully, she puts in her mouth that
fragment of Jo’s letter to Herman Gulack:

I'said “a nice girl...wouldn’t have the soles of her
feet so grimy.”

ED said: “I ‘m not sure she is a nice girl.”

But, said I, “soles of feet do get that way in
Duncan sandals.”

To which ED: “That girl doesn’t wear Duncan
Sandals. She wears 4” spikes.”

Sari lights her cigarette and Josephine’s complain
enters her like a virus:

I’m tired of running to shows.

“Come see me dance, come see me dance.”

I dance too & no one comes to see me.

All my life I have gone to see other peoples work.
I am tired & sick of it — out of it all my works has
found no friends, no one to see that I ‘am invited

to show.

The years are many & long & the years are many
& long the harvest none.

24.01.1949

No harvest indeed?

Rain and storm, Sari jumps on the table in the rain-
soaked patio

and she dances, dances so spontaneously,

and sticks her tongue out,

and rain is streaming down her red hair, her red
dress is plastered to body.

The scene is quite erotic.

She knew the city is all about roads, subway and
bridges.

The strategy of flight, fast run.

Brooklyn — Manhattan and recorded that in
memory

Brooklyn Bridge,

Manhattan Bridge,

Williamsburg Bridge,

and back

Williamsburg Bridge,

Manhattan Bridge,

Brooklyn Bridge,

But she chooses Queensboro Bridge —
Queensboro Bridge is beautiful and menacing...
this is where Sari should jump into the East River,

while Meredith’s running, shouting Help!

god knows why Meredith is wearing red high
heels,

and looks so absurd that seriousness changes into
laughter

and she knows now she would not use the scene,
so why bother the girls with another take

so she would do it like this — the camera will pan
down, the siren of a fire engine would whine,

cut and zoomed-on water will flood the screen,
and she would composedly say work in progress...

Tell me more...

Where did that fragment with the cinema come
from? How to find it?

Edward loved cinema, the scene was nicely sorted
out by Gustav Deutsch

in Shirley...

and she’s sitting in a red chair in the theatre... next
to Edward, or James.

In a moment they will be a pair of cheap actors
from a picture painted late in his life.

She feels uncertain when the sweaty hand of
James’s squeezes her fingers and the leave,

to take a bow like Edward and Jo in 1965...

They have nothing in common, a white undershirt
shows under James’s shirt.

She’s thinking intently whether the camera will
pick up that double edge

of white and that handsome Edward surely did not
wear an undershirt.

Well, unless Jo...

She’s considering the screenplay of a new film (On
the Bridge of Avignon),

when she accidentally finds a collection of poems by
John Ashbery in the Westbeth studio,

and reads, astonished:

I shall use my anger to build a bridge like that

Of Avignon, on which people may dance for the
feeling

Of dancing on a bridge. I shall at last see my
complete face

Reflected not in the water but in the worn stone floor
of my bridge.

And she imagines how these words are felt and
experienced by Danielle,

and then Sari, like Josephine from the painting
Compartment C, Car 293 says in an angry voice:
me as an artist, accounting for my inhibitions now.

It was dreadful.

And E. never yielding one foot.

E’s English to my Irish, his Grant to my Lee, he
dominating male to me female.

I got cuffed & could I but have reached, he’d have
been bitten.

19.01.1941

And then she’ll say angrily as well:
La femme n’existe pas — like in Lacan,
adding afterwards:

A woman shapes male guilt.

G. Deluze

She returns to John Ashbery and realizes the curious
kinship with his reflections.

...Was it Levi-Strauss who said the world could be
divided into “ingenieurs et bricoleurs”?

It’s in “Tristes Tropiques™, I think. According to this
definition, I’'m certainly one of the “bricoleurs”,
someone who patches things together any old way
rather than starting out with a concept and then
developing it.

So that would surely make her one of those...
“bricoleurs”.

As she sits in the semi-darkness of the Westbeth
studio, hidden behind a white linen curtain, every
now and again looking at the display screen of the
camera to see what’s happening behind the windows
of the neighbouring apartment block,

while the camera registers the ubiquitous big and
small screens showing different programs

— the world seems quite a small place.

Politics is mixed with cartoons, sci-fi movies and
commercials, a race car drives out a convex corner
window while red-haired Matilda glides under the
ceiling,

Obama is saying something,

when a young woman enters, takes a baby into her
arms and begins to breastfeed it.

She switches off the camera, somewhat ashamed of
intruding upon that innocent intimacy.

And although is a powerful scene, she doesn’t know
whether she’ll dare use it... ever.

She’s walking the streets of New York and everything
seems to be so fascinating.

From the moment she sees the poster of Annie
musical in Broadway Avenue, she can’t resist the
temptation of comparing the red-haired heroine to
Shirley Temple and thinks she should see what this
girl, red-haired like Josephine, actually does; or for
that matter the other, equally red-haired Matilda,
whom they advertise on Channel 13.


https://www.diki.pl/slownik-angielskiego/?q=spontaneously

Go on with the story... tell me more...

At MoMA, the visitors get involved in the Douglas
Gordon’s video installation Play Dead; Real Time,
waving their hands, jumping, thrashing about on the floor.
She does not quite comprehend that kind of interactive
strategy.

And recalls the summer of 2006 and another one of
Gordon’s installations — one extended over time — 24
Hour Psycho, and she is probably even more terrified

by how well the situation is described in DeLillo’s Point
Omega, because she might have been that women in the
darkened gallery of MoMA, who heard:

“It must be your first time here.”

“It’s always the first time for me.”

He waited until she asked how many times he’d been here.
He didn’t become quite used to strange presence,

but wasn’t it what he had desired in the past days —

a company during screening, someone who would like to
discuss the movie, evaluate the experience??

She said she was million miles away from what was
happening on the screen.

She liked it.

She said she liked slow pace in general.

“So many things happen suddenly,” she added.

Getting bored needs time ...

He waited until she asked how many times he’d been here.
“Day after day,” he’d say. “Lost count.”

“What’s your favourite scene,” she’d say.

“I take it moment by moment, second by second.”

Do go on, tell me more.

The MetroCard’s not working again, she sees exasperation
on the face of the woman whose turnstile got blocked.

She turns back and goes on foot to 14" Street, it’s just

a step away from Bethanien — she goes to the sixth floor,
opens the door and there she is in the studio.

When the wind blasts against the high windows of the
Westbeth,

Sinatra’s New York, New York comes from the laptop
and perhaps the even better, shy interpretation of Carrey
Mulligan in McQueen’s Shame.

But she’d rather have Ella Fitzgerald flow, because that’s
seems to be the right word, in Manhattan.

We’ll have Manhattan,

The Bronx and Staten

Island too.

We’ll try to cross Fifth Avenue.

All is illusion; some illusions work, some don't.
W. S. Burroughs

She looks at the online comments:
Paul Schuller

3 weeks ago

Que me perdonen, pero la version de Dinah Washington
supera a las demds cantantes que he encuchado hasta
ahora ..... el uruguayo.

Reply

Iam
1 month ago

I love Ella’s Music and “Mad Men”!
Reply

bubblinbrownsugar616
4 weeks ago

Thank you Mad Men for getting me hooked on this song.
I freakin LOVE IT!!

She closes the New York loop coming back to Liza
Minnelli.

If I can make it there

I’ll make it anywhere

It’s up to you

New York, New York

New York, New York

She’s loves New York so much — as all of them here:
Josephine and Edward, Patti Smith, Auster and others.

She drinks Manhattan cocktail, quite some mixture,
because here in Manhattan — as Grazyna suggests — this is
the drink to have.

She looks up the recipe:

40 ml Canadian whiskey

20 ml sweet vermouth

a bit of Angostura

She reads on the preparation:

Combine the ingredients in mixing glass filled with ice
cubes, stir well (do not shake), then strain into a chilled
cocktail glass. Add a cherry.

Her thoughts are naive ...and the cherry too.

In the end she would like to add what Jean-Luc Godard
wrote, she loves his films after all:

no matter where you take your ideas from — the point is
where they’ll take you...

Yes, she loves to travel, to sink into the darkness of train
compartments, the TGV gliding quietly at 320 km/h. And
when she’s in the half-darkness again, she is revisited

by the image of Compartment C, Car 293, red-haired
Josephine sitting inside; then her face transforms slowly
into Diane Lane singing Am I Blue in Coppola’s Cotton
Club.

For a moment she does not know whether that
monotonous motion of the train or the subdued hum of
the plane, in which the dimmed lights of display screens
mounted in the seats forced her to simultaneous watching
of a Hollywood movie set: a thriller, sci-fi or romantic
comedy, up until the moment when she is shaken out of
the dreamy lethargy by a voice commanding to fasten seat
belts.

In that brief moment when the plane seems to be falling
down, she thinks about Xavier de Maistre who, dressed

in pink pyjamas, walks safely to and fro in his bedroom,
registering the details from that private journey from the
bed to the fireplace and back... which was recorded in
1790 in Voyage autour de ma chambre.

And when the semi-darkness envelops her again,
Compartment C, Car 293 comes back, with its yellow
lamp light which enables red-haired Josephine to read

a book open on her lap, and wonders what she might have
been reading... and whether she heard Billie Holiday sing
Am I Blue.

She recalls that the whole fascination with Josephine
began with Pascal Mercier’s Night Train to Lisbon, when
on the first page:

[...] he noticed the woman in the middle of the bridge.
She had leaned her elbows on the railing and was reading
in the pouring rain what looked like a letter. [...]
Instinctively, Gregorius had walked faster and was now
only a few steps away from her. He saw the rage in her
pale, rain-wet face.|...]

Now the woman leaned on the railing with outstretched
arms, and her heels slipped out of her shoes. Now she
jumps.

This is how Josephine could have committed suicide on
Queensboro or Manhattan or Brooklyn Bridge, she saw

her feet detach themselves from the red shoes and the
camera captures that moment. Red should be fine, though
she was convinced that Josephine wore only black or
brown shoes, and they surely were not light loafers or
heels...

She recalls what Joe Brainard wrote in I Remember:

I remember Judy Garland’s ruby slippers in “The Wizard
of Oz”.

May 31st, 2014 — Judy Garland’s ruby slippers from that
very film fetched the highest price (USD 15,000).

Good words — elegant failure.

Yet she knows there should be no chaos above what her
hybrid harbours within,

although its unpredictability is like a drug — it pulls you
in...

Yes, she does want to do a Media Hybrid. Opera is
perhaps too big of a word, but why not?

She knows now how to begin — from a recording of
multiplied applause.

She believes in the interactive element.

Now let’s have the audience clap their hands
spontaneously.

And then, thirteen women will come out slowly form
behind a curtain.

Their song, passed from one to the other

will roll like a waterfall, ever stronger and more
powerful...

And it will be the Swan Song...


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YJsa0OfWcGA&google_comment_id=z12dsnpq1ovci5s2j23hezciuwqchzjbw04
http://www.youtube.com/profile_redirector/117952379627080964217
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YJsa0OfWcGA&google_comment_id=z13njhgrirz0tpp1p230whlpcmnrvnpq504
http://www.youtube.com/profile_redirector/115879806468336200764
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YJsa0OfWcGA&google_comment_id=z13puhrg2qa0wxlts23kxzwartaqhzrlu
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