
He was simply a good man. He 

loaned money, he brought books. 
Maybe his 

 of getting 

information from 

women that he needed  
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HE HAD 

INVITED 

ME TO 

COME  
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It was a hole, and a 
DARK one. I was there 
once to borrow a book,  

and he had  
invited me to  

come see his  
apartment. I didn't really 
want to go, because  
I was afraid  
he would try  
to put the moves on me,  
but Staszek chased me out. 

It's true they BLABBED 

EVERYTHING TO HIM, most 
often about quarrels with 
their partners. And he tried to 

comfort them, so he fondled 

and embraced them — 

this was a real boon for him, 

because they  

wouldn't have  

LET HIM DO IT  

for no good reason. 

I THINK SO, BECAUSE HE 

WAS TOTALLY  

NON-THREATENING.        
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IF HE HAD BEHAVED LIKE A SEDUCER, IF HE HAD 
BEEN HANDSOME AND 

ELOQUENT, 

 that would have been 

another thing 

altogether. 
 

HIS LIFE WAS MORE OR LESS SETTLED, SO HE JUST WROTE. 

   AFTER BREAKFAST HE SAT DOWN  
  AND SAT THROUGHOUT THE LATE  
         MORNING IN FRONT OF THE  
               TYPEWRITER — HE HAD TO  

       WRITE AT LEAST A PAGE OR TWO A DAY. 
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IN THOSE DAYS I DIDN'T THINK THAT WAY, 

BECAUSE SOMETIMES HE REALLY DROVE ME MAD. 

AND STASZEK KEPT PRODDING ME ON, which made me 
furious with him. Staszek said: "But he's so nice. 

Smile a bit at him.” Then I flew into a 

rage: “I can smile, just don’t  

let him touch me.” 
 

                            But he’s so nice. 

SMILE A BIT AT  

HIM. 
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He definitely did some  
kind of BUSINESS.  

He knew about business, 

even wrote something  

                           on the subject.           
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I DON'T KNOW. I ONLY HEARD ABOUT HIS  

        TRIPS TO ZAKOPANE ON FOOT. 

                           HE WALKED A LOT,  

                        WHICH IS MAYBE  
                                     WHY 
 

HE ALWAYS  

WAS IN   

SHAPE —  never becoming skinny  

or gaining weight. 
                           http://tinyurl.com/stoberskiada                                      



And he didn't eat much: a hunk  

of bread and some cottage cheese  

were ENOUGH.  
He was a VERY  

modest sort           

of fellow.                 
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                                      HE WAS A VERY   
                       MODEST SORT OF FELLOW. 

People seemed to meet him 

  by accident, as it were. 
           Someone would  

   MEET HIM SOMEWHERE,  

              then return  

        and meet him again. 
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(…) HE NEVER SAT BY THE 

TABLE. AS A RULE HE SAT OFF IN THE 
CORNER AND SELDOM SPOKE.  

HE GENERALLY 

RESPONDED TO  

QUESTIONS, BUT 
WOULD NOT START A 

CONVERSATION ON HIS OWN. 
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(…) HE GENERALLY  

LEFT EARLY. 
  
Sometimes he said: 

"I have got somewhere else to 

drop by” and …            
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                                                                          …  THIS WAS TRUE.  
     We knew that his habit was to sit here and there. 
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(…) after the first 

visit, he would drop 

by from  

TIM 

TO   

TIME. 
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HE NEVER SAID HE WAS 

COMING, 

 
I DON'T SUPPOSE HE OWNED A TELEPHONE. IF 

HE DID HAVE ONE, HE DIDN'T USE IT. AT 

ANY RATE, HE WOULD JUST DESCEND ON YOU, 

FROM OUT OF NOWHERE. 

 
HONORABLE AND AMBITIOUS 

 

 

 

(…) nor was he a stranger 

TO MENTAL DEVIATIONS. He was a 

remarkably secretive fellow, yet 

VERY HONORABLE AND AMBITIOUS. 
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     Janek was a very   

DELICATE, SENSITIVE,  

AND HUMBLE MAN;  
      

 he lived 

as though he was  

 APOLOGIZING FOR LIVING. 
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(…)what can you really say about a 

person who is entirely locked up in  

… 

HIS OWN WORLD 
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It was his humility that 

stood out – he would have 
been happiest in a magic 

cap: "I'm not here, you 

can't see me.” 
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       I'm not here, you can't see me 

 I'm
 not here, you can't see 

m
e 

 

 

He never went  

out begging,  

and didn't  

like to accept   

money,  

he could even get 

offended if  

someone offered 

it to him. 

   HE NEVER  
  WENT OUT  
    BEGGING 
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  HE WOULD DROP BY, SPREAD A 

 LITTLE GOSSIP, then 

doze off, had a bite to 
eat, and walk on. He 
liked to sit there in 
SILENCE with Father. 
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(…) he became an everyday 

part of our home 

http://tinyurl.com/stoberskiada landscape (…) 

He was a man who existed in a 

beautiful WAY.  

He was a 

literary 

figure, which 

IS HOW he was 

perceived  

by people who didn’t know  

much about him. 
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       (…) you couldn't even impersonate 
                  his accent, which came from  

                        the ZWIERZYNIEC 
                                                           lumpen proletariat. 

 
                                  IMPERSONATE 

         HIS ACCENT 
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HE ASKED ME FOR 
MY ADDRESS, and then 

he dropped by one day 

unannounced and …  

 

 

 

 

            ... FOUND ME AT HOME. 
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   UNDER  
    THE  
 CONSTANT  
  THREAT  
     OF  
  HUNGER 

After that he came 

regularly, at least once a 

week, he ate LUNCH OR 

SUPPER. What he didn't eat 

HE STUFFED IN HIS 

POCKETS,  
because he felt the 

constant threat of 

hunger. 
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Maybe he choose those whose houses  

HE COULD EAT AT, and others where,  

for some reason, he wouldn’t eat.  

He always ate at my house, and 
left with pockets full of leftovers, 

BECAUSE HE 

STUFFED WHATEVER 

DIDN'T GET EATEN 

INTO HIS POCKETS. h
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He said he didn’t eat meat when HE WAS A CHILD. He 

threw it defiantly OUT OF THE WINDOW, screaming 

at his parents: 

 "I WILL NOT EAT A PIG!”  

       At my house he wasn't a vegetarian.  

                                    He ate normally. 

 

              I WILL NOT EAT  
                                                                                    PIG! 
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We met long before the Martial Law period. He 

was already OLD when I met him, 

and YOUNG at the same time, He 

stayed young and old till the very 

end. He had the SMILE OF A 
CHILD and was a 

child inside. 
 

 

                                    He even laughed like a child. 
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                   Sometimes we  

                                went to  

                        the movies. 

          He generally chose COMEDIES,  

        and began LAUGHING even   
    while the ads were still playing. He  

thought that, since he paid for a ticket, 

he should laugh from the very start. And 

that's what he did, to the astonishment, 

and sometimes the irritation, of those 

sitting near us. 
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           He was NEVER famous,  
              the word doesn’t suit  

                      him at all. 
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EVEN BŁON ́SKI BORROWED 

MONEY FROM HIM ...  
Everyone relied on his 

money. It wasn't much, 

but BUT IT MEANT 

YOU HAD TO PAY 

HIM BACK, and he 
knew how to blackmail. 

He did it in a charming way, but he knew all too well 

what he was doing. EVERYONE OWED HIM MONEY.                        
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   IN THE AIR 

 

  he never demanded to be paid back,  

            never mentioned it, but it was  

              hanging there in the air. 
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It wasn’t misery, it was a plot taken 

from Bruno Schulz. You entered a 

DARK hole, and his brother — 

his ALTER EGO — was 

living behind a 

screen. Eternally filthy, he 

lay there in an undershirt, which 

was sticky from the dirt.  
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That room really created an 
IMPRESSION. A sack, a typewriter.  

Jaś didn’t use sheets. 

There were some military coats, blankets 

or cloaks. A gray wardrobe, a scrap of a 
curtain from between the world wars, it 

seemed.  The cobwebs were so thick you 
could cut them with a knife. 
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It wasn’t misery, he was just scruffy, but 

he lived as he pleased. HE WALKED 

AROUND IN THE SAME CLOTHES 

EVER SINCE I KNEW HIM:  

in a hat or a brown  

duffle coat and high 

boots, generally without 

laces. 
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He had a BALANCE PROBLEM. He had a 

very unusual gait.  

One leg was said to be shorter than  

the other. I knew it was him 

from two hundred meters 

away. It was like he was 
 

 

“carved out 

         of the air” 
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(…) HE CUT 

OFF ONE  

OF HIS 

FINGERS?  

IT  WAS  WHEN 

HE  WAS  WORKING  IN  

GERMANY. 
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HE WAS  

MERCILESSLY DIRTY. 

 

 

A doctor said that if he didn’t wash his hair he 

would have to stop seeing him, because he 

found it disgusting. I rubbed his head in oil, 

there was also a layer of dirt on his bald 

patch, on his chest. I smeared  him in the oil 

and then I tore it off. 

 
                                                       http://tinyurl.com/stoberskiada 

   HE TOLD ME, FOR EXAMPLE, 

ABOUT HIS TRAVELS THROUGH THE 

 MOUNTAINS. HE KEPT AWAY FROM 

HOSTELS AND SHELTERS.  
                          He preferred to sleep 

 in piles of hay. He went around to homes and  

                       asked for water or milk. 

            He visited all of Podhale this way.  
                                                    
                                                      http://tinyurl.com/stoberskiada 

 

(…) he seemed to read 

everything. We even read the 

Koran and the Torah together, 

though we were irreligious. 
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ONCE, WHEN HE WAS IN A BAD  
SHAPE, I SUGGESTED  
HE SEE A PRIEST,  
BUT HE THUNDERED AT ME:  
             
 

           “ONE OF THOSE GUYS  
               IN BLACK? 

                    not on 

                your life!  

http://tinyurl.com/stoberskiada 

                 
 
                 
 
 
 
                He never said a bad word about them.  
  HE NEVER SAID ANYTHING BAD 

         ABOUT PEOPLE IN GENERAL.  
                                     He only listened and debated. 
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             (…) HE SEXUALLY 

             MOLESTED HER, 
SHE TOLD ME ABOUT IT 

                                   HERSELF. 
                      
 

                                   He caught her  

                   somewhere, kissed her  

       hair... SHE SAID  

                                HE WAS 

              DISGUSTING. 
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His romances were 

an interesting 

chapter.  
Almost every one of 

those women was named… 

 

                         
 

                                                        KRYSIA. 
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HE ALSO HAD A GREAT 

COMPLEX ABOUT HIS 

UGLINESS.  

You can see it in his 

writing. 

 

       COMPLEX 
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THERE WAS A PORTRAIT hanging over the 

bed, a photograph basically, which he had bought 
somewhere, and he evidently liked it:  

it showed a kind of fop with his hair 

parted in the middle, a prewar dandy.  
 

WHENEVER HE LOOKED AT IT, HE 

LAUGHED. He had competitions with me to see  

who could laugh longer.  

WE GIGGLED LIKE WE WERE 

POSSESSED, AND HE 

GENERALLY BEAT ME. 
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 Our middle-school class once 

took a field trip to Skała — HE 

WENT THERE ON FOOT, 

went back to Kraków FOR 

LUNCH, and in the evening  

he returned, by himself,  to… 
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HAVE A GOOD LOOK AROUND. 

       AS A SIXTEEN-YEAR-OLD BOY 
       he ran away from  home  

for two weeks and was living  
               in a cave, somewhere  
                               in Krzemionki.    
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              HE TOOK BOOKS WITH HIM, A LOAF 

                       OF BREAD AND A FEW CANDLES  
                                          but when he ran out   

       HE HAD TO EARN A BIT OF MONEY  

                 and he found a job digging the Vistula,  

                               carrying rocks or something. 



(…) HE LOVED WILD  

FLOWERS, particularly  

forget-me-nots, and when  

my mother wanted to plant some  

on my grandma's brother’s grave,  

Janek wouldn’t stand for it:  
“No, I won't let you rule my parents' grave, 

there have to be forget-me-nots and ferns.”  

And so it was.  

 

                   HE LOVED WILD FLOWERS 
                 http://tinyurl.com/stoberskiada  

EVERY DAY  

WAS THE SAME 
In the evenings he took a walk to see 
some friends, day in, day out. Every 
day was the same, whether it was 
SATURDAY, or SUNDAY, or any day of 
the WEEK. 
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                                                                                   DAY IN 

                                            DAY OUT 

(…) HE LOVED 

WALKING, HE LOVED 

WANDERING ON FOOT, 

twenty or thirty 

kilometers  was no distance 

for him at all. He could do the 

same route many times. He enjoyed 

the sight of nature, a dashing 
hare, a meadow, a forest. He 

said it was good for his 

eyes. The greenery. 
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THEY TOOK HIM OFF            http://tinyurl.com/stoberskiada 

TO GERMANY to work.   

Snagged him in a roundup. When he was 

over there a Machine sliced off one of 

his fingers, but I remember how 

Grandma said: 

 
 

“Why did you stick your  

finger into that machine?”  

“And what would you have  

me do for the Germans...” 

He adored women, I don't know where 

he got it, but it was a disinterested kind of 

adoration, there were not GREAT 

LOVES, JUST CRUSHES. It seems there 

never were more powerful feelings in his 

life — if there had been, 

Grandma would 

certainly have known 
about it. 
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Janek was odd, he was lucky he lived in 

those days, because today they would call him a 

TERRIBLE FREAK. No car, no cell phone, no 

television, how does he get by?  

But he lived in peace, just as he pleased. 
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NO CAR 

NO  CELL PHONE 

NO TELEVISION 
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WHAT DO I NEED THAT 

FOR? 

He didn't have much, because there wasn’t 

much he needed.  

 

He would say:  

"What do I need that for?”  
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  He needed a kettle for boiling 

 water and a pot to cook beans. 

When the mailman came To bring 

his retirement benefits, his 

friends were sure to appear soon 

after, we never asked about it,  at 

any rate, that was his business. 
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      HE DIDN'T  

         WRITE A  

        LAST WILL 
          AND TESTAMENT. 
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                  (…) he was an example of a 
                  professional Sunday writer on every day 
                    of the week. He was always being   
                        hosted in various houses – visiting     
                         days were not only on the weekend. 
   

STOBERSKI'S WRITING IS THAT OF A GUEST,  

A FRIEND OF MANY HOMES, A COMPANION TO 

 MEN AND LADIES. 

        PROFESSIONAL SUNDAY WRITER 

                         http://tinyurl.com/stoberskiada 

It was thought to be a waste of ink to 
describe the community of artists, 
but he was undoubtedly a writer 

from  

SUCH AN  

ENVIRONMENT. 
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HE ONLY REALLY WROTE OF HIS 
RELATIONSHIPS WITH VARIOUS 
PEOPLE, he discovered a world right 
under his nose that was people with 
protagonists everyone knew, and who 
spoke of what everyone else did. 
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He didn't buy clothing, it was 

more like he got it from 

other people,  

he also said it pleased him that someone would 
come to his apartment and think:  

 

      "How good it is that I don't  

http://tinyurl.com/stoberskiada   live this way." 

       

                                To assimilate with 

     these simple folk he 

      TRIED TO SPEAK  

         THEIR LANGUAGE,  

       and he was heard saying… 

           "potaters" 

           or "waddah." 
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