
I remembered 
him 
from before, when he 
was selling pretzels 
here on the corner, 
by Drobnerówka, in 
the beautiful, wooden 
pavilion that used to 
exist back then. That 
must have been in the 
early 1950s.

He told me that he dropped out of middle 
school before the war because he wanted 

to train his body and soul — he was living 
in Krzemionki, in a cave of sorts, and he car-

ried people across the Vistula River in his own 
flat-bottom boat. He did that until the residents 

of the Dębniki area came and attacked him 
during the night, because they thought he was 

a sorcerer cooking up some sort of devilry.

His backpack had rice and a gas cooker, but at one 
point the cooker broke and he had to eat the rice 
raw — this gave him volvulus and he lay in some 
bushes, somewhere up in the Pomeranian region, 
until it passed.

Once he turned up in Zakopane 
bathed in sweat, he had 
forged through an icy 
stream, got leg 
cramps, the 
highlanders 
pulled him out, 
laid him out in the attic, and 
he lay there hungry for a few days 
until the cramps passed.

And I remembered him selling those 
pretzels because he was a real character, 

a short guy in glasses, with blue eyes.

(…) before the war he made a trip around 
Poland, on foot, because he rejected both 

the tram 
and 

the train.

He also went on foot 
to see his fiancée 

in a village during the occupation, 
he even walked to 

Zakopane — two nights and one 
day, or one night and two days, 

sleeping where he could, 
by the roadside.

He often told me such 
stories about how 
tough he was because 
he had a complex 
about his manhood. 
His masculinity had no 
outlet, because he was 
ugly, and the girls only 
liked him because they 
could take his money, 
but none wanted to 
stay with him.
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(…) great quantities of filthy sheets on the bed, 
where he reclined or lay and wrote, in the winter he 

kept his legs moving for warmth, he also warmed his 
legs with newspaper.

He smelled bad because he 
was a diabetic. 
The stink in his apartment was awful, he tried to temper it 
with tree branches and juniper, but nothing worked. The 
dirt, the stink, the darkness. And there he sat, covered 
in rugs, because he was always sick, he would doze off, 
write, doze, write, then go out, go on visits to his friends’ 
apartments, mostly to beautiful married women (he was 
drawn to feminine beauty).

We always gave him tea, 
bread, soup, he lived off of 

what people gave him, because 
he refused to cook for himself.

He always had a bun 
in his pocket. 
He was very hard on himself — 
he was an infidel, 
but a saintly 
infidel.

I remember a reading he gave at a dorm, I was 

sitting there with him and Czycz — and I noticed that 

some girls were staring at our legs under the table 

and laughing, nudging each other. Jaś was sitting be-

tween Czycz and I, wrapping his legs in newspaper.

He was walking down Krupni-
cza in an unbuttoned overcoat 
and a hat — his gaze terrify-
ing — and in front of him was 
a very famous professor from 
a local university. The students 
nodded at the professor on 
their way into town, the profes-
sor was too haughty to nod in 
return, but Jaś nodded, because 
he wasn’t certain if they were 
nodding at him...

He was down-at-heel. His friends once wanted to give him 
a shave and a haircut — hair grew from his ears and nose — but 

he had no desire to tidy up, 
he believed that it was 
talent, not clothing, 
that was important. 
After he dropped by we had to air out the apartment.

Jaś had practically no 
need for money, he 
lived off of coffee, tea, 
and milk, clothing was 
given to him, so he gave 
his money to girls, who 
loved him for it: 
because he was good, 
and because he gave 
them money.

He 
was 
walking 
down 
Krupnicza

Jaś had 
practically 


