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Gora w poblizu domu Leona Podsiadiego,
okolice Konakry (fot. Leon Podsiadiy)

A mountain near Leon Podsiadiy’s
house in Conakry (photo by Leon Podsiadty)
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W drodze do miasta Kindia — Leon Podsiadiy
z synem Dominikiem, zong Krystynag
Michatowska-Podsiadly i cérka Magda
(archiwum Magdy Podsiadiy)

On the way to the city of Kindia — Leon
Podsiadty with his son Dominik, wife Krystyna
Michatowska-Podsiadly and daughter Magda
(Magda Podsiadiy’s archive)
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On the Guinean pista
(photo by Leon Podsiadiy)

Na gwinejskiej piscie
(fot. Leon Podsiadiy)
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Na plazy De Miniére, w poblizu
domu Leona Podsiadtego w Konakry
(fot. Leon Podsiadiy)

On the De Miniére beach, near Leon
Podsiadly’s house in Conakry
(photo by Leon Podsiadiy)
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Na plazy De Miniére, w poblizu
domu Leona Podsiadtego w Konakry
(fot. Leon Podsiadiy)

On the De Miniére beach, near Leon
Podsiadty’s house in Conakry
(photo by Leon Podsiadty)
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Uczniowie Leona Podsiadiego z Ecole
de Beaux Arts et Métiers w Konakry
(fot. Leon Podsiadiy)

Leon Podsiadty’s students from the Ecole
de Beaux Arts et Métiers in Conakry
(photo by Leon Podsiadiy)
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Uczniowie Leona Podsiadiego z Ecole
de Beaux Arts et Métiers w Konakry
(fot. Leon Podsiadiy)

Leon Podsiadly’s students from the Ecole
de Beaux Arts et Métiers in Conakry
(photo by Leon Podsiadiy)
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Uczniowie Leona Podsiadiego z Ecole
de Beaux Arts et Métiers w Konakry
(fot. Leon Podsiadiy)

Leon Podsiadty’s students from the Ecole
de Beaux Arts et Métiers in Conakry
(photo by Leon Podsiadty)
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Uczniowie Leona Podsiadiego z Ecole
de Beaux Arts et Métiers w Konakry
(fot. Leon Podsiadiy)

Leon Podsiadly’s students from the Ecole
de Beaux Arts et Métiers in Conakry
(photo by Leon Podsiadty)

Uczniowie i ich profesor Leon Podsiadiy
z Ecole de Beaux Arts et Métiers w Konakry
(archiwum Magdy Podsiadiy)

Students and their professor Leon Podsiadiy
at the Ecole de Beaux Arts et Métiers
in Conakry (Magda Podsiadty’s archive)
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Profesor Leon Podsiadly ze swymi uczniami
z Ecole de Beaux Arts et Métiers w Konakry
(archiwum Magdy Podsiadiy)

Professor Leon Podsiadiy with his students
from the Ecole de Beaux Arts et Métiers
in Conakry (Magda Podsiadity’s archive)
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Lekcje w Ecole de Beaux Arts et Métiers
w Konakry — na pierwszym planie po prawej
Feliks Podsiadiy, malarz, brat Leona
Podsiadtego (archiwum Magdy Podsiadiy)

Lessons at the Ecole de Beaux Arts et
Métiers in Conakry, in the foreground on the
right — Feliks Podsiadiy, painter, Leon’s
brother (Magda Podsiadty’s archive)
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Profesor Leon Podsiadty byl czgstym gosciem Przegladu Sztuki
SURVIVAL. Poznali$my si¢ podczas jednej z pierwszych edycji festi-
walu, a po raz ostatni zobaczyli$my si¢ podczas tegorocznej — zrealizo-
wanej w Przepompowni Port Miejski we Wroclawiu. Jednak to latem
2016 roku, kiedy szykowatam si¢ do wyjazdu do Gwinei, na dobre
przeciely si¢ nasze losy. Polaczyta nas przyjazn i tgsknota za Afryka.
Profesor Podsiadly jest jednym z ogniw taczacych Wroctaw i Konakry,
stolice Gwinei. Tak samo jak byli nimi Arkady Fiedler, Stanistaw
Lenartowicz, Teresa Tuszynska, Zbyszek Cybulski, Ewa Szumanska...
Spedzilismy wiele godzin, wspominajac Jego Afryke.

Rozmawialismy o szczesliwych chwilach w szkole, o nieudanej
ksigzce Fiedlera, o kr¢ceniu filmu Cafa naprzdd, o tym jak Cybulski
wspial si¢ na palme... i ledwo z niej zszedl Zzywy. To Podsiadly opisat
mi po raz pierwszy sytuacj¢ kuriozalnej pomocy bratnich, socjali-
stycznych panstw dla Gwinei, ktora zaowocowata potem pelnym
polem nieuzywanych muszli toaletowych czy zastgpem nikomu nie-
potrzebnych ptugdéw $nieznych. PdzZniej ten sam opis odnalaztam
w ksigzce Ewy Szumanskiej Bizary. Opowiadal mi rowniez przy fili-
zance herbaty o tym, jak 6wczesny minister kultury Gwinei wystat
go do Paryza po niezbedne do pracy tworczej i dydaktycznej narze-
dzia, co zaowocowalo takze nowym autem! Zaraz potem plynnie
przechodzit do samotnej wyprawy w glab Gwinei, podczas ktorej
postanowil odwiedzi¢ dom jednego ze swych uczniéw, podrozujac
przywiezionym z Francji autem. Upierat si¢ nawet, Ze nad korytem
jednej z rzek przejechat po zwalonych specjalnie dla niego palmach!
Uwielbialam te historie. To byly chwile bezcenne. Jasne wowczas
si¢ stato, Ze podroz, ktéra si¢ szykowata, odbedzie si¢ sladami Leona.
Dzi¢gki jego opowiesciom i wlasnemu uporowi udato mi si¢ odnalezé
wiele miejsc, w ktorych w latach 60. ubiegltego wieku przebywata
gwinejska Polonia. Obecno$¢ Podsiadtych podczas najwazniejszych
wydarzen w Gwinei zapamigtat spotkany przeze mnie w 2016 roku
wspaniaty czlowiek i wielki naukowiec profesor Djibril Tamsir Niane,
wspotorganizator — wraz z profesorami Wtadystawem Filipowiakiem
i Bogustawem Szerniewiczem — wypraw archeologicznych w poszuki-
waniu stolicy imperium Mali (1962, 1964-1965, 1967-1968, 1973-1974,
1978). Uczestniczacy w tych badaniach naukowcy szczegolnie docenili
wowcezas umiejetnoséci malarskie brata Leona, Feliksa. Zresztg obec-
no$¢ Polakow jest wspominana do tej pory. Réwniez podczas spo-
tkania z jednym z bytych premieréw Gwinei méwiliSmy o lekarzach,
naukowcach, ludziach kultury, w koncu takze o nauczycielach. Za
cel postawitam sobie, by odnalez¢é szkote, w ktérej Profesor nauczal

rzezby. Niewiele pomogla w tym wizyta w Muzeum Narodowym
w Konakry. Tam dowiedziatam sig, Ze szkota sztuk picknych zostata
przeniesiona wiele lat temu poza Konakry, a wigkszo$¢ uczniéw
Leona juz nie zyje, w koncu mingto prawie pi¢édziesiat lat, a zycie
w Gwinei bywa okrutne dla starych ludzi. Dopiero ostatniego dnia
pobytu udato mi si¢ dotrzeé¢ do Szkoty Sainte Marie, w ktérej juz
tylko gote mury, plaze i pickne stare drzewa pamigtajg lekcje Leona.

Te i wiele innych powodéw zadecydowalo, ze w 2017 roku
w galerii Mieszkanie Gepperta przygotowalismy wystawe prac Leona
Podsiadtego inspirowang jego pobytem w Gwinei. Pokazalismy wow-
czas jego rzezby 1 asamblaze, a takze oryginalne rzezby gwinejskie,
o ktérych sam Profesor méwit, ,,ze takich w Afryce juz nie ma”. Na
tych kilka tygodni zaprezentowali$my $wiatu takze pamigtki rodzinne
z tamtego okresu, ktore ukazywaty Leona nie tylko jako wspaniatego
rzezbiarza, ale takze — $wietnego fotografa!

Na opracowanie czekaja wciaz godziny wywiadéw z Leonem,
podczas ktérych opowiadat mi o powojennym Wroctawiu, o ucieczce
do Francji, o odebranym paszporcie i 0 wyjezdzie do dekolonizowane;j
wowczas Afryki Zachodniej.

Przegladam teraz swoje zdjecia przywiezione z tej podrézy
i jedno z pierwszych ukazuje plakat thumaczacy, jak zachowac si¢ pod-
czas, ngkajacej Owcezesng Gwineg, epidemii eboli. Robigc je, nie sadzi-
fam, Ze inna epidemia dotrze do Polski i zabierze mojego drogiego
przyjaciela. Kolejny rozdzial zostal zamknicty. Pozostaly opowiesci
i ogromny dorobek Leona Podsiadtego. Katalog, ktéry dzi§ Panstwu
prezentujemy, jest wspomnieniem cudownych, jak sam o nich mowil,
lat Zycia Profesora, a dla mnie oddaniem hotdu przyjacielowi.
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Professor Leon Podsiadly was a regular guest of the SURVIVAL Art
Review. We met during one of the first editions, and we saw each
other for the last time during this year’s festival organised at the City
Port Pumping Station in Wroctaw. However, it was in the summer
of 2016, when I was getting ready to go to Guinea, that our paths
crossed for good. We were brought together by mutual friendship and
a longing for Africa. Professor Podsiadly is one of the links connecting
Wroctaw and Conakry, the capital of Guinea. Just like Arkady Fie-
dler, Stanistaw Lenartowicz, Teresa Tuszynska, Zbyszek Cybulski,
Ewa Szumanska... We spent many hours remembering His Africa.
‘We talked about happy times at school, Fiedler’s unsuccessful
book, the shooting of the film Full Ahead with Zbigniew Cybulski, in
which the actor climbed a palm tree and almost died trying to get
down. It was Podsiadly who for the first time described to me the
bizarre “friendly” help offered to Guinea by countries of the Socialist
Bloc, which resulted in a field of toilet bowls that had never been
used or a host of snowploughs, completely unnecessary on African
soil. Later I found the same memory in Ewa Szumanska’s book Bizary.
He also told me over a cup of tea about how the then Minister of
Culture of Guinea sent him to Paris to purchase the tools he needed
for his creative and teaching work, which also resulted in a new car!
Having shared this story, he would move on to remember his solo
trip into the Guinean interior, when he travelled in the French car
to visit the home of one of his students. He would insist that during
the trip, he had to cross a river by driving on palm tree trunks laid
especially for him! I loved these stories and these priceless moments.
It soon became clear that the journey I had been planning would
follow in Leon’s footsteps. Thanks to his stories and my own persis-
tence, I managed to find many places where the Polish community
in Guinea lived in the 1960s. The presence of the Podsiadly family
during some of the most important events in Guinea’s recent his-
tory was remembered by a wonderful man and great scientist whom
I met in 2016 — professor Djibril Tamsir Niane, co-organiser (together
with professors Wtadystaw Filipowiak and Bogustaw Szerniewicz)
of archaeological expeditions in search of the capital of the Mali
empire in 1962, 1964-1965, 1967-1968, 19731974, 1978. Scientists
participating in the excavations greatly appreciated the painting skills
of Feliks Podsiadty, Leon’s brother. Generally, many people still
remembered the presence of Poles in Guinea. During a meeting with
one of Guinea’s former prime ministers we talked about Polish doc-
tors, scientists, people of culture and teachers. My goal was to find

the school where professor Podsiadty taught sculpture. The visit to
the National Museum in Conakry did little to help. I was told that
the school had been relocated outside Conakry many years before,
and most of Leon’s students were no longer alive — after all, almost
fifty years had passed, and life in Guinea can be tough for old people.
It was only on the last day of my stay that I managed to reach the
Sainte Marie School, where only the bare walls, beaches and beautiful
old trees remember Leon’s lessons.

For these and many other reasons, in 2017 we prepared an
exhibition of Leon Podsiadty’s works inspired by his stay in Guinea.
The presentation at the Mieszkanie Gepperta gallery featured his
sculptures and assemblages as well as original Guinean sculptures,
which, as the professor explained, can no longer be found in Africa.
For a few weeks, we also exhibited some of the family heirlooms from
that period that proved that L.eon was not only a great sculptor, but
also an outstanding photographer!

There are still many hours of interviews with Leon waiting to be
transcribed and edited, in which he tells me about post-war Wroclaw,
his escape to France, how his passport was confiscated and, of course,
his time in West Africa during the decolonisation period.

I am now looking at the photos from my African trip and one
of them shows a poster explaining how to behave during the Ebola
epidemic, which was plaguing Guinea at that time. Little did I know
when taking the picture that another epidemic would reach Poland
and take away my dear friend. Another chapter is now closed. All
that is left is stories and Leon Podsiadly’s impressive ocuvre. The
catalogue that we present to you today is a testimony to what he
called the wonder years in his life, and for me — a tribute to my friend.



Lekcje w Ecole de Beaux Arts et Métiers
w Konakry, lata 60. XX wieku
(archiwum Magdy Podsiadiy)

Lessons at the Ecole de Beaux Arts et
Métiers in Conakry, 1960s
(Magda Podsiadty’s archive)
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Miejskie widoki, Konakry, lata 60.
XX wieku (fot. Leon Podsiadty, archiwum
Magdy Podsiadiy)

Views of the city of Conakry, 1960s
(photo by Leon Podsiadty, Magda
Podsiadiy’s archive)
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W mieécie Konakry, na pierwszym planie
malarka Krystyna Michatowska-Podsiadiy,
zona Leona Podsiadiego (fot. Leon Podsiadiy)

In the city of Conakry, in the foreground —
painter Krystyna Michatowska-Podsiadiy,
Leon’s wife (photo by Leon Podsiadiy)
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Na plazy De Miniére, Konakry,

na pierwszym planie Krystyna Michalowska-
-Podsiadty z cérka Magda (fot. Leon
Podsiadty)

On the De Miniére beach, Conakry,

in the foreground — Krystyna Michatowska-
Podsiadty with her daughter Magda

(photo by Leon Podsiadty)
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Zycie codzienne w Gwinei w latach 60.
XX wieku na archiwalnych pocztdéwkach
(archiwum Magdy Podsiadiy)

Everyday life in Guinea in the 1960s
on archival postcards
(Magda Podsiadty’s archive)
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W nabrzeznych lasach Konakry
(fot. Leon Podsiadiy, archiwum Magdy
Podsiadty)

In the coastal forests of Conakry
(photo by Leon Podsiadty, Magda
Podsiadiy’s archive)
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List Hanny Krzetuskiej do rodziny
Podsiadiych, wysiany do Gwinei 10 kwietnia
1970 roku (archiwum Magdy Podsiadiy)

Hanna Krzetuska’s letter to the Podsiadiy
family, sent to Guinea on 10 April 1970
(Magda Podsiadty’s archive)
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1o byl raj odbierany
wszystkimi zmystami

z Leonem Podsiadiym rozmawiata corka Magda

Podczas przyptywu morze rozbyato sig
0 mur naszej pracowni rzezbiarskie] —
mowi rzezbiarz Leon Podsiadty.

Magda Podsiadty, corka: Wchodzacy do twojej
pracowni trafia natychmiast do $wiata asamblazy.
Lubig je, spotykam wsrdd nich znajome rzeczy,
niekoniecznie stuzace sztuce, ale naszemu
codziennemu uzytkowi. Czasem ktérys z ele-
mentow odnajduje niespodziewanie w innym
zestawieniu, w nowej rzezbie. Na przyktad ten
afrykanski taboret.

Leon Podsiadty, ojciec: Ciesze sie, ze
pracuje w takiej technice, bo mam pra-
cownie rzezbiarska na trzecim pietrze.
Moge wiec moje asamblaze po kawalku
znosi¢ i wnosi¢, demontowa¢ i potem
montowa¢ na wystawie. Ich elementy maja
nieduze gabaryty.

Nawet sie zastanawiam, czy nie
zaczgt robi¢ dmuchanych rzeczy, bo potem
z tatwo$cig wypuszczam powietrze, zwijam
prace i nie zajmujg mi miejsca. Artysta
ma nieustanny wewnetrzny impuls, by pra-
cowaé, do tego jest powolany, ale gdzie
to potem wszystko sktadowac?

A propos owego afrykanskiego taboretu. Jeste$
podroéznikiem nie tylko przez zycie, ale i dostow-
nie. Przyjechate$ z Francji jako imigrant do Polski,

a potem wyruszyle$ na inny kontynent, mieszka-
les$ i pracowates kilka lat w Afryce.

Afryka wcigz mocno mnie nastraja.
Chciatbym uzyskaé w swojej pracy twérczej

te prostote przezy¢ estetycznych, kté-
rej tam doznatem. Maska afrykanska nie
jest oceniana w kanonie piekna, nie ma
sie podobaé¢, tylko stuzyé, komunikowaé
poprzez forme, kolor, symbol.

Kiedy ciosam drewno, to chwilami
czuje, jak te moje proby estetyzowa-
nia przedmiotu, materii draznig mnie.
Ujmuje mnie prostota formy, nawet uzy-
skana od uderzenia siekiera. Juz przed
Afryka robitem prace nawigzujace do
sztuki afrykanskiej. Znalismy twérczos$é
Pabla Picassa, Fernanda Légera, Geor-
ges’a Braque’a, ktérzy sie nig fascy-
nowali i inspirowali. Z tej fascynacji
narodzit sie przeciez kubizm. Znatem tez
ksigzke Arkadego Fiedlera Nowa przy-
goda — Gwinea. Potem wiasnie do tego
kraju trafitem i spotkatem ludzi, kto-
rych podréznik opisywat.

Jak to sie stato?

To byta propozycja konsulatu Francji

w Krakowie. Niesamowita okazja! Egzo-

tyka w tamtych czasach byta dla nas

w Polsce niemal nie do pomy$lenia.

Ludzie bali sie, ze jade do ludozercow!
Okazalo sie, ze bedzie nas w Gwi-

nei wiecej. Rzezbiarz Olgierd Truszyn-

ski, grafik Krzysztof Racinowski, méj

brat Feliks, malarz. Przyjechali$my do
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Konakry, stolicy i miasta portowego.
Zostali$my zatrudnieni w zawodowej
szkole plastycznej Ecole Nationale des
Beaux Arts et Métiers jako wykladowcy.

Jezdzilidmy po kraju i werbowalismy
mtodziez z Gwinei Le$nej, z miasta Kan-
kan, z gérskich wsi. Kandydaci czesto
przynosili prace, ktérymi chcieli sie
nam przypodoba¢, i ogladalismy znane
nam zachodnie motywy. Zaproponowa-
tem wiec ministrowi edukacji program
nauczania, ktoéry bazowatby na lokal-
nej sztuce tradycyjnej. Chetnie na to
przystat.

Design, jak sie dzi$ méwi, u Afry-
kanéw jest odmienny od naszego zachod-
niego. Tam przedmioty uzytkowe niosg
takze duchowe znaczenie, cechuje je
abstrakcja geometryczna oraz wielofunk-
cyjnos¢. Krzesto na przyktad moze
takze peini¢ role instrumentu muzycz-
nego, kalebasa moze by¢ i naczyniem,

i perkusja.

Trzeba zawsze pamietaé, ze to kul-
tura niezwykle humanistyczna, wszech-
stronna, wysoka, w ktorej nieodtgczne
sg muzyka, taniec, $piew, ktéra moéwi
0 najistotniejszych dla cziowieka
sprawach i ktéra do dzi$ czerpie z tra-
dycji przodkéw. Jest wielkim biedem
traktowanie sztuki tradycyjnej afrykan-
skiej jako prymitywnej. Ksztaitowata
sie, podobnie jak sztuka Zachodu, przez
wieki. To dlatego Zachdéd nieustannie
Z niej czerpie.

Do Gwinei przyjechates$ za rzadow jej pierw-
szego prezydenta Ahmeda Sékou Tourégo,
dekadg po uzyskaniu przez kraj niepodlegltosci.

Nowo narodzony, uwolniony od kolonia-
lizmu, kraj byt w rekach prezydenta

o lewicowych sympatiach. Rosyjska
ambasada ulokowala sie w Konakry duzo
wczesniej niz ambasada polska. Sékou

Touré byl w zazytych relacjach z ambasa-
dorem rosyjskim. Méwiono, ze pije tylko
wodke Stolicznaja.

To byty w Afryce Zachodniej rézno-
barwne czasy. Na przyktad w sasiednim
Senegalu rzadzit $swiatty humanista,
wielki poeta Léopold Sédar Senghor,
wspottwérca koncepcji i ruchu literac-
ko-politycznego ,négritude”, afirmujacego
historie i cywilizacje czarnego czio-
wieka. Podczas gdy Sékou Touré uwazal
sztuke afrykanska za prymitywng, za
sztuke dzikich, ktérej nalezy sie wsty-
dzié przed zachodnim $wiatem.

Gdy pierwszy raz wszediem do Muzeum
Narodowego w Konakry, to dostownie
styszatem, jak korniki chrupia drew-
niane maski i rzezby, bo prezydent o to
nie dbat, nie dofinansowywat kolek-

Ccji odziedziczonej po kolonializmie,
a wrecz posungt sie do palenia cze$ci
eksponatow.

Ale przeciez udzielit azylu politycznego wielkiej
artystce, pie$niarce Miriam Makebie. Czyli
jednak cenit sztuke, pochodzit wszakze z arysto-
kracji ludu Mandingo.

I owszem, jego zona Andrée byla patronka
naszej szkoty i bardzo interesowata

sie osiggnieciami naszych uczniéw. Na
poczatku roku prezydent podejmowat
miedzynarodowe $rodowisko nauczycieli
poczestunkiem w patacowych ogrodach.
Zapraszat na godzine dziewigta rano,

a zjawial sie o jakiej$ trzynastej.
Prawdopodobnie trzezwiat. Bo byl nie-
stety alkoholikiem.

Szkota miata poziom pomaturalny.
Powstata w budynkach po misji kato-
lickiej, w dawnym klasztorze opuszczo-
nym przez misjonarzy francuskich, na
matym péiwyspie. Zaadaptowaliémy sale
do zajeé. Rzezba ulokowata sie tuz nad
morzem, malarstwo i rzemiosto w gitebi

kompleksu matych budyneczkédw. Podczas
przyptywu morze rozbijato sie o mur
naszej pracowni rzezbiarskiej. Piekny to
byt widok, i niegrozny.

Nasza pani dyrektor, madame Bat-
chilly, pochodzita z Martyniki. Mia%a
skonczone trzy fakultety — z socjolo-
gii, literatury i psychologii. Umysi
wybitny. Jej maz, dyplomata, pracowat za
oceanem, w ambasadzie Gwinei w Stanach
Zjednoczonych. Rzadko bywat wiec w domu,
a gdy przyjezdzat, to wkrdtce rodzita
sie ich kolejna latoro$l. Pani dyrektor,
szczupta i zgrabna, matka dziewieciorga
dzieci, nie opu$cita zadnego dnia pracy.
Na dodatek miata czas na zyczliwos$¢
i uwage wobec swoich nauczycieli.

Pytata, jak sie czujemy, czy co$
nam nie dolega, czy w domu wszystko
w porzadku. W Polsce nigdy mi sie co$
takiego w pracy nie zdarzyilo.

Prowadzili$my zajecia z rysunku,
rzezby i malarstwa, byty tez zajecia
techniczne oraz do$¢ niezwykla sekcja
bambusowa powotana przez Chinczykoéw.
Nauczali rzemiosta wytwarzanego w bam-
busie, typowo chinskiego. Uczniowie nie
przepadali za tymi zajeciami i raczej
byli na nich nieobecni. Chinczykéw to
nie zniechecato, sami wykonywali te
przedmioty z bambusow i czytali namiet-
nie ksigzeczki z cytatami przewodniczg-
cego Mao Tse-tunga.

Na poczgtku szkota nie miata wypo-
sazenia. Pani dyrektor wystata mnie na
zakupy do Paryza, na dziesie¢ dni. Zata-
twitem papier, farby, otdéwki, sztalugi.

Duzo miates$ uczniéw?

W klasie miatem ich kilkunastu, w tym
trzy dziewczyny. Bardzo ich lubiiem,
zapraszatem nawet do domu. Do dzi$ pamie-
tam kilkoro: Ivette, Fatumate, bardzo
kreatywnego Keite Nanoumana i Oumara

Camare, takze bardzo dobrego ucznia.
Jego ojciec w podziece za edukacje syna
zaprosit mnie na przerwe semestralng do
swojego domu w mieécie Kankan.

Jechatem samochodem przez bezdroza,
przez piaszczystg afrykanska droge,
zwang pista. Chwilami pojawiaty sie piyty
betonowe, a w koncu zerwany most nad
przepaécig. Zadnych drogowskazéw, nie-
ustannie trzeba byio pyta¢ o droge. Przy
zerwanym moécie Afrykanie powalili dwie
palmy, by samochod mégt po nich przeje-
cha¢. Dzi$ nie miatbym odwagi wjechaé na
co$ takiego!

Nie miatem tez adresu, tylko
informacje, ze pan Camara mieszka na dru-
giej ulicy w Kankanie. Zapytatem o drugag
ulice i o pana Camare — wszyscy wie-
dzieli, ojciec mojego ucznia byt kraw-
cem. Pojechalisémy do jego domu na wsi,
dostatem wktasng chate i kobiete, ktéra
nosita mi positki, wode i byta na kazde
skinienie. Pan Camara miat mnéstwo dzieci
i wiele zon.

Jaka byta ta Afryka, ktora spotkate$ po przyjez-
dzie? Jak bardzo bylte$ zaskoczony?

Zaskoczony pozytywnie. Gwinejczycy byli
wyjatkowo uwazni, juz na poczatku pobytu
zapewnili nam $Swietne warunki do zycia,
pokoje w luksusowym hotelu Camayenne,

z szafg, wentylatorem. W Polsce w hote-
lach wtedy tak nie byto. Taras wysuniety
w morze, duza restauracja, orkiestra
grata, mozna bylo tanczyé, napi¢ sie
whisky.

Byibym zapomniat! Pierwsze dni
spedzilidmy w nie najlepszym hotelu
Mukarim, ze wzgledu na oficjalng wizyte
w Gwinei prezydenta Egiptu Gamala Abdela
Nasera i jego $wity. Wiec zabrakio
dla nas w tych dniach dobrych miejsc.

W tym Mukarim lataty szczury, robale,
jaszczurki. Poplamione stare materace
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byty bez przescieradel. Tredowaty por-
tier podawal na przywitanie dion bez
palcow. Ale przetrwalismy, a potem byio
juz tylko lepiej.

Przydzielono nam mieszkania dla
zagranicznych ekspertéw i wyktadowcow
na osiedlu blokéw Donka. Byli tam Czesi,
Rosjanie, Polacy, Izraelczycy, Amery-
kanie. W Konakry poza szkolami $rednimi
dziatata politechnika (Institut Poly-
technique), zreszta imienia Nasera.

Na poczatku nie mielis$my pieniedzy,
tylko zupy w proszku przywiezione z Pol-
ski. Wyptata miata by¢ na koniec mie-
sigca, wiec polskie biuro radcy prawnego
(wspomniane w ksigzce Fiedlera!) udzie-
1lito nam pozyczki.

W stotecznych sklepach byty takie
same pustki, jak w polskich. Ale,

0 dziwo, mozna bylo kupié polskie masio,
ktére nasz kraj eksportowat do Gwinei.
W nowoczesnym centrum byt market sieci
Nafaya, zdaje sie amerykanskiej, w kto-
rym wiecznie brakowato towaru. Ekspe-
dientki lezaty na ladach i spaty. Bali-
Smy sie kupowa¢ jedzenie na ulicy ze
wzgledu na ryzyko zakazenia amebg.

W portowym Konakry centrum z nowo-
czesng architekturg kontrastowaio
z ubogim, do$¢ przerazajacym otoczeniem
kilkaset metréw dalej. Ludzie wegetowali,
ledwo wiazac koniec z konhcem, w chatach
podobnych do wiejskich i w parterowych
budyneczkach pokrytych dachem z blachy
falistej.

Byles w Gwinei w czasach, gdy polski archeolog,
mediewista i afrykanista Wtadystaw Filipowiak
kierowat tam misjami archeologicznymi, ktore
doprowadzity do sensacyjnego odkrycia stolicy
Sredniowiecznego imperium Mali.

Mam w domu maske rytualng Nimbe, ludu
Baga, podarowang mi przez prezydenta
Gwinei w podziece za pomoc przy

realizacji wystawy poswieconej wykopa-
liskom prowadzonym przez Filipowiaka

w Fouta Djalon. Podobng otrzymat od
Sékou Tourégo méj brat Feliks Podsiadty.
Zrobilidmy te wystawe razem.

Bylto wtedy bardzo polonijnie w tej Konakry,
prawda? Polskie wykopaliska, polscy nauczy-
ciele — jak matematyk z Wroctawia Edmund
Codrow, inzynierowie, naukowcy — jak
Aleksander Kawalec, doradca ministra rolnictwa
w Gwinei. Nawet Tydzien Filmu Polskiego

organizowano.

Przyjechata na ten przeglad aktorka
Barbara Brylska i zostaiem jej prze-
wodnikiem po stolicy. Uznalem, ze na
poczatek targ bedzie atrakcyjny. Kobiety
sprzedawaty tam mielone przyprawy,
orzeszki ziemne i tym podobne. Z kolo-
rowych i intensywnie pachnacych kupek
usypanych wprost na matach naktadaty
tyzka do torebek, jakby niemowlece kupki
sprzedawaty. I Barbare Brylska strasznie
to zbrzydzilo. Pomy$lalem sobie potem:
dobrze, ze nie zabratem jej na targ sza-
manéw, tam to dopiero sg przerazajace,
$mierdzace mikstury i obiekty magii.
Brylska miata potem wypadek samochodowy
w interiorze i przetransportowano ja
btyskawicznie do Polski.

Gwinea rzeczywiscie utrzymywata
wtedy duzo kontaktéw z Polskag, przede
wszystkim handlowych.

Myslisz o Gwinei z nostalgia?

Fascynuje mnie jej kultura tradycyjna,
rytuaty, sztuka, magia, ktére zanikaja,
niszczone przez islam, dzi$, inaczej niz
wtedy, bardzo agresywny.

Tesknie do afrykanskich targow,
gdzie wszyscy chcg co$ kupié i co$
sprzeda¢. Nie ma chyba w Afryce bardziej
malowniczego krajobrazu od targowego.

Uwielbiam 6w kontrast pory deszczo-
wej i pory suchej i ten niezwykty moment,
gdy nastepuje eksplozja zycia w natu-
rze. Liécie rosng i zielenig sie niemal
z godziny na godzine.

My$le sobie, choé to zyczenie bez
szans na realizacje, ze w dzisiej-
szym $wiecie, zapetnionym imigrantami
z Afryki, powinno sie ich wspoméc w stwo-
rzeniu u nich takich warunkéw egzysten-
cji, jakie mamy my, biali ludzie. Afry-
kanie powinni zosta¢ u siebie, bo oni
kochaja swoja piekng ziemie i nie sg tam
obcymi.

Dla mnie ten $wiat to byl raj,
odbierany wszystkimi zmystami. Ta moja
Afryka to przygoda zycia.
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recelve

It was a paradise
SENSES

d with all

Interviewed by Magda Podsiadiy

At high tide, the sea crashed against the

wall of our sculpture studio — says sculptor
Leon Podsiadty

Magda Podsiadty, daughter: One entering
your studio is immediately taken to a world of
assemblages. I like them, I see familiar things
among them, everyday things that do not
necessarily serve artistic purposes. Sometimes

I stumble across one of such elements in a new

combination, in a new sculpture. For example,

this African stool.

Leon Podsiadty, father: I’m happy to be
working in this technique, because my
sculpture studio is on the third floor,
so I can carry my assemblages piece by
piece, disassemble them and then re-as-
semble at the exhibition. They consist
of elements that are small in size.
I’ve been wondering whether
I should start making inflatable works
that could be easily deflated to take up
less space. An artist feels a constant
urge to work, it’s his vocation, but
where to store it all?

Coming back to this African stool. You've always

been a traveller, not only through life, but also
literally. You emigrated from France to Poland,
and then you left for another continent — Africa,
where you lived and worked for several years.

Africa is an inexhaustible source of
inspiration for me. I’d like to achieve
in my creative practice the simplicity

of aesthetic experiences that I felt
there. An African mask is not assessed
according to the beauty canon, it is
not meant to be liked, but to serve

a purpose, communicate through its form,
colour and symbol.

When I’m carving wood, I sometimes
feel irritation at my attempts to aes-
theticise an object or material. I am
captivated by the simplicity of forms,
even rough-hewn ones. Before Africa,

I made pieces referring to African art.

I was familiar with the work of Pablo
Picasso, Fernand Léger or Georges Braque,
who were fascinated and inspired by it
too. Their fascination led to the birth
of Cubism. I also knew Arkady Fie-

dler’s book New Adventure — Guinea. When
I eventually ended up in this country,

I met some of the people he described.

How did you end up in Guinea?

It was an offer from the French consulate
in Krakow. Amazing opportunity! Back
then, such exoticism was almost unthinka-
ble for us in Poland. People were afraid
that I'd be living with cannibals!

It turned out that there were
more of us in Guinea. Sculptor Olgierd
Truszynski, graphic artist Krzysztof
Racinowski, my brother Feliks, a painter.
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We came to Conakry, the capital and port
city. We were employed as lecturers at
the professional art school Ecole Nation-
ale des Beaux Arts et Métiers.

We travelled around the country and
recruited youths from Forested Guinea,
from the city of Kankan, from villages
in the mountains. Candidates often
brought works that they thought would
impress us, with familiar Western themes.
So I proposed to the minister of educa-
tion a curriculum based on local, tradi-
tional art. He agreed to it gladly.

Design, as it is called today, is
different for Africans than for us in
the West. There, everyday objects also
carry a spiritual meaning, they are char-
acterised by geometric abstraction and
multifunctionality. For example, a chair
can be a musical instrument, a calabash
can be both a vessel and a drum.

You should always remember that it
is an extremely humanistic, versatile,
high culture, in which music, dance and
singing are inseparable, which addresses
the most important things for any human
being and which still draws from ances-
tral traditions. It is a huge mistake to
regard traditional African art as primi-
tive. Like Western art, it has developed
over the centuries. This is why the West
is still drawing from it.

You came to Guinea when its first president,
Ahmed Sékou Touré, was still in power, a decade
after the country had gained independence.

The recently created country, freed from
colonialism, was in the hands of a pres-
ident with leftist sympathies. The Rus-
sian embassy was established in Conakry
much earlier than the Polish one. Sékou
Touré got on very well with the Russian
ambassador. It was said that he only
drank Stolichnaya vodka.

Those were very colourful times in
West Africa. For example, the neigh-
bouring Senegal was ruled by an enlight-
ened humanist, the great poet Léopold
Sédar Senghor, co-founder of Négritude,
a literary and political movement that
affirmed the history and civilisation of
the black man. Meanwhile, Sékou Touré
considered African art primitive, cre-
ated by savages who should be ashamed of
it before the Western world.

When I first entered the National
Museum in Conakry, I literally heard
bark beetles devour the wooden masks and
sculptures. The president didn’t care
about them, he didn’t finance the collec-
tion inherited from the colonisers, and
he even went so far as to burn some of
the exhibits.

But he did grant political asylum to the great artist

and singer Miriam Makeba. So he must have
valued art — after all, he came from the aristocracy

of the Mandingo people.

Yes, his wife Andrée was the patron of
our school and she was very interested
in the achievements of our students. At
the beginning of the year, the president
would welcome the international commu-
nity of teachers with a reception in the
palace gardens. He would invite us for
nine o’clock in the morning and show up
at about 1 p.m. He was probably sobering
up. Because, unfortunately, he was an
alcoholic.

It was a post-secondary school
established in the buildings of the
former Catholic mission, in a monastery
abandoned by French missionaries, on
a small peninsula. We turned the rooms
into classrooms. The sculpture studio
was located right next to the sea, the
departments of painting and craftsman-
ship were deeper inside, in a complex of

small buildings. At high tide, the sea
crashed against the wall of our sculp-
ture studio. It was a beautiful sight,
completely harmless.

The headmistress of our school,
Madame Batchilly, was from Martinique.
She had three degrees — in sociology,
literature and psychology. A truly out-
standing mind. Her husband, a diplomat,
worked overseas at the Guinean embassy
in the United States. So he was rarely at
home, and when he did come, their next
sprig would be soon born. However, the
headmistress, slim and shapely, mother
of nine children, didn’t miss a single
day from work. What is more, she had
time for kindness and attention to all
the teachers.

She asked how we were feeling, made
sure that there was nothing wrong with
us, that everything was fine at home.
I’ve never experienced anything like that
in Poland.

We gave drawing, sculpture and
painting classes, there were also tech-
nical classes and a rather unusual bam-
boo section established by the Chinese.
They taught typically Chinese crafts
made in bamboo. The students were not
very fond of these activities and tended
to skip them. The Chinese were not dis-
couraged, they’d make these bamboo items
themselves. They were avid readers of
books with quotes from Chairman Mao
Tse-tung.

At the beginning, the school had
no equipment. The headmistress sent me
shopping to Paris for ten days. I got
paper, paints, pencils, easels.

Did you have many students?

I had a dozen or so in my class, includ-
ing three girls. I liked them very much,
I even invited them to my home. I still

remember a few of them: Ivette, Fatu-
mata, Keita Nanouman, very creative, and
Oumar Camara, also a very good student.
His father, grateful for his son’s
education, invited me to his home in the
city of Kankan during a semester break.

I drove my car across the wilder-
ness, along a sandy African road called
pista. Concrete slabs appeared here and
there, and finally there was a broken
bridge over the abyss. No signposts,
you had to ask for directions all the
time. Next to the broken bridge, the
Africans knocked down two palm trees so
that the car could drive on them. Today
I wouldn’t dare drive on something like
this!

I didn’t have the address, only
the information that Mr Camara lives on
the second street in Kankan. I enquired
about Mr Camara — everyone knew him, my
student’s father was a tailor. We drove
to his country house, I got my own hut
and a woman who brought my meals, water,
and was generally at my beck and call.
Mr Camara had many children and many
wives.

‘What was this Africa like upon your arrival?
How surprised were you?

I was positively surprised. The Guineans
were extremely attentive, they provided
us with wonderful living conditions from
the beginning of our stay, we had rooms
in the luxurious Camayenne hotel, with

a wardrobe and a fan. This was not the
case in hotels in Poland then. A terrace
overlooking the sea, a large restaurant,
an orchestra playing, you could dance,
drink whiskey.

I almost forgot! We actually spent
the first few days in the Mukarim Hotel,
which was much worse, due to the offi-
cial visit of the Egyptian president
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Gamal Abdel Nasser and his entourage.
Because of this, no good rooms for us
could be found. The Mukarim teemed with
rats, bugs, lizards. 0ld, stained mat-
tresses had no sheets. The leper doorman
extended his fingerless hand in welcome.
But we survived it, and then it only got
better.

We were allocated flats for foreign
experts and lecturers in the Donka block
of flats. There were Czechs, Russians,
Poles, Israelis and Americans. In Cona-
kry, apart from secondary schools, there
was a polytechnic (Institut Polytech-
nique) named after Nasser.

At the beginning we had no money,
only powdered soups brought from Poland.
Because we were supposed to receive our
salaries at the end of the month, a Pol-
ish legal advisor (mentioned in Fie-
dler’s book!) granted us a loan.

The shops in Conakry were as empty
as in Poland. But, surprisingly, you
could buy Polish butter that our country
exported to Guinea. In a modern shopping
centre there was the Nafaya supermar-
ket, probably American, which was always
short of goods. The saleswomen lay on
the counters and slept. We were afraid
to buy food on the street because of the
risk of amoeba infection.

In the port of Conakry, the centre
with modern architecture contrasted with
the poor, rather scary-looking surround-
ings a few hundred meters away. People
were vegetating, barely making ends
meet, living in country-like huts and
single-story buildings with corrugated
roofs.

You were in Guinea at a time when Wiadystaw
Filipowiak, a Polish archaeologist, medievalist and

Africanist, supervised archaeological excavations
that led to the sensational discovery of the capital

of the medieval empire of Mali.

I have at home the ritual mask of Nimba,
the people of Baga, gifted to me by the
president of Guinea in gratitude for my
help in the preparation of an exhibition
devoted to Filipowiak’s excavations in
Fouta Djalon. My brother Feliks Podsia-
dty received a similar one from Sékou
Touré. We did this exhibition together.

Conakry must have felt very Polish at the time,
right? Polish excavations, Polish teachers — e.g.
Edmund Codrow, a mathematician from Wroctaw,

engineers, scientists such as Aleksander Kawalec,
advisor to the minister of agriculture in Guinea.
There was even a Polish film week.

Actress Barbara Brylska came for this
review and I was her guide in the capi-
tal. I thought that the market would be
an attractive place to start with. The
women sold ground spices, peanuts and
the like. They took them from colourful,
intensely fragrant piles heaped right on
the mats, they spooned them into bags, as
if selling baby poop. Barbara Brylska was
terribly disgusted with it. I thought to
myself: fortunately I didn’t take her to
the shaman market, where smelly potions
and strange magic objects were sold.
Brylska then had a car accident in the
interior and was quickly transported back
to Poland.

Guinea did actually maintain a lot
of contacts with Poland at that time,
mainly commercial ones.

Do you think about Guinea with nostalgia?

I'm fascinated by its traditional cul-
ture, rituals, art, magic. They are
disappearing today, destroyed by Islam,
which is very aggressive, unlike back
then.

I miss the African markets where
everyone wants to buy or sell something.

There is probably no landscape more pic-
turesque than a market place in Africa.
I love the contrast between the
rainy season and the dry season, and
that extraordinary moment when nature
explodes. The leaves grow and turn green
almost by the hour.

I think to myself, although this
is probably wishful thinking, that in
today’s world, filled with immigrants
from Africa, they should be helped in
creating such living conditions for
themselves as we white people have.
Africans should be able to stay at home,
because they love their beautiful land
and are not strangers there.

For me, this world was a paradise,
received with all senses. This Africa of
mine was an adventure of a lifetime.
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Mg ojciec Leon

artysta

Magda Podsiadiy

Leon Podsiadly, $§wietny artysta, rzezbiarz, rysownik, cudowny pro-
fesor, wychowawca kilku pokolen znaczacych w sztuce polskiej twor-
coéw, cztowiek niezapomniany, obywatel $§wiata. Byl moim ojcem.
Pierwsze z nim wspomnienie wiedzie mnie do Afryki. Tam miatam
swoje cztery lata i zaczynatam pamictac.

[ juz w tym pierwszym wyrazistym wspomnieniu pojawia si¢
jego sposOb pojmowania $wiata — na wspak, przez filtr absurdu. Nie
wolno mi byto gania¢ na dworze na boso. Wigc oczywiscie gnatam na
boso. Bo zakazany owoc smakuje. A przyczyna zakazu byla proza-
iczna: tazity w tropikalnych gestych chaszczach weze, te nieszkodliwe
i te $miertelnie grozne. Chodzito L.eonowi o to, by nie nadepngd,
rzecz jasna. | jeszcze taka mi dat wskazowke, ze jak juz to si¢ stanie,
to lepiej blizej glowy nadepnad¢, bo waz gtowy nie odwinie!

Wigc w koficu stato sig: nadepnetam, daleko od glowy. Tak
wigc stope, logicznie, przesungtam blizej glowy, waz zamarl, ojciec
na tarasie schtadzal si¢ napojami w porze sjesty. Legenda rodzinna
glosi, ze stangtam na mambie czarnej, ale chybabym tego nie prze-
zyta. Bo to jeden z najwickszych jadowitych wezy. Z takg mamba,
ubitg, na kiju zawieszona, jestem uwieczniona jak jaki$ miniaturowy
paskudny my$liwy na safari, na fotce zrobionej przez tate, ale to byto
kiedy indziej, z mamba, ktora zakradta si¢ do komorki.

Ten waz, o ile pami¢¢ mi podpowiada, byt koloru piasku i nie-
duzy, ale moj Igk byl wielkosci mamby czarnej, wiec krzykngtam do
taty: — Stoje¢ na wezu!

—Tak, tak, zartuj sobie dalej! — zawotal z tarasu Leon i nawet na
mnie nie spojrzat.
— Ale ja naprawdg stoje na wezu! — zawrzeszczatam.
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— No jasne, jak kiedy$ nastapisz naprawde, to uznam to za zart
i b¢dzie ktopot — odpowiedzial tato, nawet na mnie nie spojrzawszy.

W tym czasie waz wy$liznat si¢ i zwial, nie wytrzymat psychicz-
nie naszej wymiany zdan. Tato nigdy mi w t¢ histori¢ nie uwierzyt, ale
to jego pot zartem, pot serio czytanie rzeczywistosci, takie odklejenie
od niej na chwilg zadziatato na mnie juz wtedy.

Jest kilka bardzo waznych rzeczy, jakie mi ofiarowat. Mito$¢
do Afryki, bycie bez ziemi, pomiedzy, w ciaglej nostalgii, tgsknocie
za Francja, za Afryka (dla mnie przede wszystkim za Afryka, ale i za
europejskoscia). Wrazliwos¢ na sztuke, nie tylko plastyczng, bo byt
oczytany, zakochany w literaturze, zwlaszcza francuskiej. Odwage
zyciows. Uczyl mnie mito$ci, nietatwej i niemozliwej do spetnienia
do konca, ojca do corki, cérki do ojca, mitosci do innych ludzi, czu-
osci, co jemu przychodzito naturalnie, bo miat dobre, otwarte serce,
mnie znacznie gorzej, bo wciaz bytam zbuntowana. Przekazal mitosé
i zachwyt dla przyrody. I 6w gen przygody, oj tak.

Byl bardzo plodny tworczo i pracowity. Méwit mi kiedys
w wywiadzie, ktéry robitam z nim dla ,,Gazety Wyborczej™ ,,Energie
czerpie si¢ z pami¢ci o najmlodszych naszych latach. Trzeba wcigz
wraca¢ wspomnieniami do dziecinstwa, do radosci dziecka. Te nie-
zwykle spotkania z czyms$, w ogrodzie chociazby. Zachwyty. Fascy-
nuje ci¢ jaka$ roslina atrakcyjna wizualnie, ktéra ma w sobie co$ jesz-
cze, co$ nicokreslonego. Albo wrébel, ktéry na twoich oczach wygala
ci z listkéw bazylic na balkonie. To sg whasnie te eliksiry, energia, ped”.

Wedrowat przez moj ogrod wokot domu pod lasem i wracat
z zachwytem, czasem z jakim$ kamieniem albo kawatkiem drzewa,
ktore objawiaty mu si¢ jako elementy przysziej pracy.

Pami¢tam nasza niedawng burzliwg rozmowe o patrzeniu na
swiat poprzez realizm i abstrakcje. Uprawiam fotoreportaz, reportaz,
wywiad, wi¢c staram si¢ o oddawanie realnej prawdy.

A Leon widzial $wiat wieloznaczny, otwarty, metaforyczny
i symboliczny. By wyjasni¢ mi w prosty sposob, jaka jest rola sztuki,
przywotywat stynna rzezbe Antoine’a Bourdelle’a Herakles tucznik.

LFucznik nie ma ni strzaly, ni cigciwy. Tylko tuk i ruch tucznika,
napi¢cie migs$ni gotowych do wypuszczenia strzaly. Nie ma $miertel-
nego narzedzia. Tylko postawione pytanie i brak kropki nad i”.

Pracowal do konca, nim zabral go okrutny czas zarazy roku
2020. Odchodzit peten niespozytej energii tworczej, bez PESEL-u,
w pelnym zaskoczeniu wobec tych, ktérych opuszczat.

Zawsze méwitam o moim ojcu ,,pét-Francuz”, choé pochodzit
z polskiej rodziny emigrantow, osiadlej przed wojna na poinocy
Francji. ,Parlal” cudownie po francusku i poprawiat nieustannie
mojg wymowe, co mnie wkurzato. Nosit sie jak , Francuzik”, jak
mawiali jego przyjaciele, wysmakowanie ubrany, z fantazja, luzi-
kiem. W szaliku — w ulubionym czerwonym kolorze — lub w apaszce

i z nieodtacznym kaszkietem na glowie. Spodnie, nawet dzinsy,
musialy mie¢ oryginalny styl, buty — oczko w glowie, nadto koniecz-
nie wygodne, kurtki i plaszcze w stylu wprost z paryskiej ulicy. Gdy
jezdzit do brata Feliksa Podsiadlego, malarza, do Paryza, $wietnie
wkomponowywat si¢ we francuska sceneri¢, byt tam u siebie. Zawsze
zatowal, ze nie wrécit do Francji, jak jego brat.

Moj dziadek, a ojciec Leona, Wladystaw, pracowal m.in.
w zaktadach lotniczych Bregueta. Jego synowie, Leon i Feliks, uro-
dzili si¢ w gérniczym miasteczku Drocourt, wychowali w departamen-
cie Pas-de-Calais, uczyli we francuskie;j szkole, nim ich rodzice, a moi
dziadkowie, zdecydowali si¢ wroci¢ w 1947 roku do Polski.

Zamieszkali w Gluszycy pod Walbrzychem. Leon mial juz
pietnascie lat i zderzenie z polska rzeczywisto$cig okazato si¢ bardzo
trudne. ,,Z bratem ¢wiczyliSmy przetrwanie w trudnych warunkach
w lesie na wypadek naszej ucieczki przez granice czeska do Francji”—
wspominat po latach. Powtarzal zawsze, Ze jego pierwsza ojczyzna
to Francja. Byl wigc dwuj¢zyczny, a czasem zdaje mi si¢, ze jednak
bardziej francuskojezyczny. Widac to w jego rysunkach, szkicach,
gdzie trwa cudowna, niepowtarzalna, surrealna zabawa formy, kreski
z oboma jezykami. Myslg, Ze to byloby fascynujace zadanie dla przy-
sztych autorow tekstéw o jego dziele.

Czesto myslat glosno po francusku. I denerwowat si¢ po fran-
cusku. Ze swoja mamg Stanistawg rozmawiali po francusku. Rowniez
ja rozmawialam z nim po francusku, oglagdatam francuskie kanaty
informacyjne, tak jak i on stamtad czerpigc wiedz¢ o codziennosci
wykraczajgcej poza nasze polskie podworko.

»,Nasigknatem zamitowaniem do kultury, do sztuki za posred-
nictwem literatury francuskiej, w jej picknym rodzimym jezyku.
Cudowny francuski romantyzm. Hugo, Maupassant, Mérimée, Dau-
det, La Fontaine. Do dzi$ recytuje fragmenty wierszy, na przyktad
Villona. Taki program to byta woéwczas baza ksztatcenia mtodego
cztowieka we Francji, ksztattowania postawy humanistycznej” —
wspominatl.

Byl Europejczykiem w kazdym calu, obywatelem, demokrata,
miat szerokie horyzonty, jezdzil na Zachdd zobaczy¢ wazng wystawe,
pooddycha¢ europejska atmosfera, spotkaé si¢ z ludzmi, wzia¢ udziat
w rzezbiarskim plenerze, zwiedzi¢ kolejny kawalek $wiata. Swietnie
rozumial i objasnial konteksty wspotczesnej sztuki. Miat swoje arty-
styczne wielkie mito$ci, tak niezwyklych tworcéw, jak amerykanska
rzezbiarka francuskiego pochodzenia Louise Bourgeois, aktywna
twérezo do konca, jak Leon, i niepokorny Niemiec Joseph Beuys,
ktéry podobnie jak Leon zasilal swojg tworczo$é doswiadczeniami
z dziecinstwa i byl rownie tworczym pedagogiem.

Francuskie korzenie zawiodly mojego tate do frankofonskiej
Afryki. Prac¢ w Konakry, stolicy Gwinei, zaproponowal mu konsulat
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Francji w Krakowie, gdy jako absolwent wroctawskiej Wyzszej
Szkoty Sztuk Plastycznych (dzi$ Akademia Sztuk Pigknych) miat
juz na koncie kilka nagréd za prace plastyczne i pobyt stypendialny
we Francji.

‘Wspominal, ze to ,byla niesamowita okazja, egzotyka w tam-
tych czasach dla nas w Polsce niemal nie do pomyslenia”. Pojechal tam
z bratem Feliksem Podsiadtym. Zostali wykladowcami w zawodowej
szkole plastycznej Ecole de Beaux Arts et Métiers w Konakry. Na
miejscu spotkali innych wroctawian, matematykow Haling i Edwarda
Codrowdéw, moich przyszywanych wujkéw. Inny wroctawianin, zna-
jomy Podsiadtych z wroctawskiej bohemy, rezyser Stanistaw Lenar-
towicz, spotkat si¢ z nimi w Konakry, gdy ze Zbyszkiem Cybulskim
krecit sceny do Catej naprzdd na wyspie Kassa.

Leon stworzyt dla szkoty program nauczania, ktéry bazowat na
lokalnej sztuce tradycyjnej. Tak mowi o inspiracjach, ktére przyniost
mu pobyt w Gwinei:

»Chcialbym uzyska¢ w swojej pracy tworczej t¢ prostote przezyé
estetycznych, formy, t¢ duchowo$é, ktérych tam doznatem. Maska
afrykanska nie jest oceniana w kanonie pickna, nie ma si¢ podobad,
ale stuzy¢, komunikowaé poprzez forme, kolor, symbol”.

Jego dzieta umieszczone w afrykanskich kontekstach zachwycaja
pltynno$cig przej$¢ miedzy nowoczesnymi formami a tradycyjnymi
ksztattami kultury afrykanskiej, migdzy realizmem a magia.

Taka jest Fatumara, w ktérej zaklal ,,swojg wielkg afrykanska
mito$¢”, méwit zartobliwie, ze ,miata taka zgrabna nézke”. Albo
Niger, o ktorym opowiadal: ,,Plynaé takg piroga po Nigrze nie jest
bezpiecznie. Trudno utrzymac réwnowage na tej dlugiej, cienkie;j
todzi, ktéra nie zostawia w wodzie $ladu. Nie wida¢ nurtu, fali,
powierzchnia wody jest gladka, prawie stalowa. Czarny czlowiek,
przewoznik, prze do przodu na statycznej pirodze. Ruch, ktory jest
zaprzeczeniem siebie”.

Zawsze zadziwialy mnie jego obserwacje, ujmujace filozofi¢
przeciwienstw w afrykanskiej rzeczywistos$ci i sztuce, i w jego twor-
czo$ci. Zderzal przeciwienstwa form i poje¢ w sposob prosty, prze-
korny, dowcipny, bawiac si¢ swojg cudowna umiejetnoscig widze-
nia $wiata na wspak, a zarazem nadajac im glteboki humanistyczny
wymiar.

Cate zycie namig¢tnie uprawial technike asamblazu i desam-
blazu, jak mawiatl. Zycie jest przypadkiem, dobrze o tym wiedzial,
sztuka takze. ,,Uprawianie technik asamblazu i desamblazu sprawia mi
ogromng frajde. Ta gra w pelni mnie pochtania. Pozwala mi uzyskac
nowe wymiary znaczen. Cechg gltéwng sg tu przypadki, wlaczone do
dzieta. Satysfakcje daja mi poprzez posiadang moc magiczna, ktéra
jest zarazem moca wynalazcza” — napisal w notatce, jakg mu przepi-
sywalam do komputera.

»Cieszg sie, ze pracuj¢ w takiej technice, bo mam pracowni¢ rzez-
biarskg na trzecim pigtrze. Wigc moge moje asamblaze po kawatku
znosi¢ i wnosié, demontowac i potem montowaé na wystawie .

Zartowal, ze zacznie robi¢ dzieta dmuchane, bo mozna z nich
potem powietrze wypusci¢ i zwinag¢ w mate ruloniki, i nie martwic sie,
gdzie to wszystko sktadowaé. Ten jego humor byt taki surrealny, lekki,
nie do podrobienia. Ale rzeczywiscie wcigz szukal dobrego, pojem-
nego i przyjaznego miejsca do sktadowania swoich rzezb i fragmentéw
prac, ktore po drodze zmienialy si¢ w nowe dzieta.

Te ukochane asamblaze i desamblaze otaczaly go wszegdzie
w afrykanskiej scenerii. W Afryce wszystko nieustannie si¢ prze-
ksztatca, zmienia funkcje. Drzewo umiera, przewraca si¢ i staje si¢
miejscem spotkan w centrum wioski. Ulubiony przez Leona rekwizyt,
wykorzystywany w kompozyciji jego dziet — kalebasa, przedmiot uni-
wersalny w zyciu Afrykanina, tatwo z naczynia do wody przeistacza
si¢ W instrument muzyczny.

Twierdzit, ze techniki asamblazu nauczyt go ojciec, przynoszac
mu po pracy, z zaprzyjaznionej stolarni, drewniane odpady obrobione
w klocki, specjalnie dla syna Monsieur Ladi (francuskie zdrobnienie
imienia Witadystaw).

,Obrobione na szybko, byle jak ci¢te, nie chcialy do siebie przy-
stawaé, gdy budowatem z nich rézne konstrukcje. To byta jednak
najpickniejsza zabawa mojego dziecinstwa, do dzi§ w pewnym sensie
zestawiam te niepasujgce do siebie bryly. Tak méj ojciec przyczynit
sic do mojej pasji konstruowania rzezby przez asamblaz, czyli z fran-
cuskiego — przez dodawanie i zestawianie elementéw” — opowiadal mi
w wywiadzie do gazety.

Pisze ten tekst tuz po jego $mierci, do katalogu wystawy sprzed
trzech lat, ktory powstaje teraz. W strasznym zalu, ktory zabiera
oddech. Ale pisze. Do wystawy zatytulowanej ,Bel Air”, ktora
objawita si¢ w 2017 roku w galerii Mieszkanie Gepperta (Eugeniu-
sza Gepperta, pierwszego rektora wroctawskiej PWSSP, profesora
i mistrza Leona). Wystawy o mocy magicznej i wynalazczej ptynace;j
z afrykanskiego nadmorskiego powietrza, z kultury i tradycji Gwi-
nei w Afryce Zachodniej. Bel Air to byta plaza mojego dziecinstwa,
a Leona — wielkiej zyciowej i zawodowej artystycznej przygody. Przy-
padek, szcze$cie, przeznaczenie?

W afrykanskim kraju nad Oceanem Atlantyckim, gdzie Zyje sic
w rytm ptywéw morskich, gdzie morze odchodzi i wraca, zamiesz-
kal w drugiej potowie lat 60. z rodzing — mojg mamg Krystyng
Michatowska-Podsiadly, malarka, ze mna, z moimi wujkami arty-
stami Jolantg i Feliksem Podsiadltymi i ich cérkami Agatg i Monika;
u konca naszego pobytu dotaczyt mdj malenki wowcezas brat Dominik.
Wszystkie dzieci z rodziny Podsiadlych zostalty potem artystami, poza
mng, dziennikarka.
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Marzyt o powrocie do Gwinei, ale nigdy tego nie zrealizowat.
Zrobitam to za niego, wracajac do Afryki po prawie ¢wieré¢ wieku od
naszego tam rodzinnego pobytu. [ wracam tam wcigz, gnana nostalgia,
jak méj ojciec. Do Gwinei przyjechatam od czasu dziecinstwa tylko
raz, w 1996 roku, i spotkatam jego uczniow, ludzi, ktérzy go swietnie
pamigtali, odnalaztam nasz dom nad plazg Bel Air. Powstal potem
plan wspdlnej rodzinnej podrézy, ale zycie napisato inny scenariusz.

Nie zdgzyliSmy wielu spraw zrealizowaé, nie zdgzytam zrobié
z nim wielu wywiadow, takze o jego mistrzu rzezbiarzu Borysie
Michatowskim, oryginalnej postaci we wroctawskim $rodowisku
plastycznym. Leon byt czg$cig niezwykle ciekawego wroctawskiego
srodowiska artystycznego czasow PRL-u, ktore wydalo stynng Szkole
Wroctawska, pdzniej nazwang Grupg Wroctawskg.
Zabral ze sobg na ten jaki$ inny $wiat calg game
zywych, barwnych, zabawnych wspomnien i opo-
wieéci o swoich kolegach, z ktérych wickszo$é
odeszla juz przed nim. Jak teraz zebraé okruchy tej
niezapisanej ksicgi?

Byt gawedziarzem niezrownanym, takim
afrykanskim bajarzem o niebywalej, fotograficznej
pamigci, do ludzi, charakterow, zdarzen, z poczu-
ciem humoru i nutg cudownego absurdu w sposo-
bach widzenia ludzkiej kondycji.

Ludzie go kochali, mial zniewalajacy usmiech,
zawsze na podoredziu anegdote. Uwielbial mtodziez, a jego uczniowie,
ci starsi i ci mtodsi, ci znani i ci u progu kariery, czgsto zwani Dzie¢mi
Leona — zapatrzeni w niego i zastuchani, nieustajgco odwdzigczali mu
sie obecnoscig i pomoca.

Mowil, ze w tym naszym wszechs$wiecie trzeba czasem przesu-
ng¢ jaka$ gore, ale ze jemu samemu wystarczy, Ze przesuwa kubki do
herbaty z jednego miejsca w drugie. I to tez moze by¢ cos wicelkiego.

»~Nasza wyobraznia ma swojg wlasng miar¢, mie$ci najwazniejsze rze-
czy, ktére pozwalaja nam cieszy¢ si¢ z zycia.

Leon Podsiadly jest autorem pomnika Mikotaja Kopernika we
‘Wroctawiu, na ulicy Piotra Skargi, obok ktorego codziennie przecho-
dzi mnostwo ludzi. Miatlam dwanascie lat, gdy trwata realizacja. Byly
lata 70. Leonowi pomagal rzezbiarz Janusz Kucharski. Przynositam im
z mojg przyjaciotkg z dziecinstwa, Magda Lis, positek przygotowany
przez moja mame. Wdrapywaty$my si¢ na wierzbe sgsiadujaca z pla-
cem budowy i zagladaly$my w trzewia pomnika Kopernika. To byto
co$, jedna z najwazniejszych rzeczy w moim zyciu, gdy patrz¢ wstecz.

Niezwykle jest zycie z ojcem Leonem Artysta. Nie wierzg, ze
Go juz nie ma.

of the Musée National in Conakry, 1996

Podsiadty’s favorite student, courtyard
(Magda Podsiadiy’s archive)

Magda Podsiadiy with Oumar Camara, Leon

dziedziniec Musée National w Konakry, 1996

najulubienszym uczniem Leona Podsiadiego,
(archiwum Magdy Podsiadiy)

Magda Podsiadiy z Oumarem Camara,
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My tather LLeon

the artist

Magda Podsiadiy

My very first clear memory already contains his way of perceiving the
world — upside-down, filtered through absurdity. I was not allowed to
run barefoot outside. So of course this is what I was doing. Because
the forbidden fruit tastes best. The reason for the ban was prosaic —
snakes were lurking in the dense tropical undergrowth, both those
harmless and deadly ones. Leon didn’t want me to step on them, of
course. And he had instructed me that if it happens, it is better to step
on the part closer to the head, because the snake won’t be able to turn
its head to bite!

So it finally happened — I stepped on a snake, on a body part far
from its head. So, logically, I moved my foot closer to the head. The
snake froze. Meanwhile, my father was sipping cool drinks on the
terrace, it was siesta time. As the family legend goes, I supposedly
stepped on a black mamba, but I don’t think I would have survived an
encounter with one of the most venomous snakes. There is a photo
taken by my Dad in which I'm immortalised like some ugly tiny hunter
on a safari, with a dead black mamba hanging on a stick, but that was
at another time, when the snake had sneaked into our larder.

If I remember correctly, this snake was the colour of sand and
small, but my fear was the size of a black mamba, so I shouted to my
father, “I'm standing on a snake!”

“Right, keep joking!” Leon called from the terrace, without so
much as a glance at me.

“But I'm really standing on a snake!”I screamed.

“Sure, but if you ever actually step on one, I'll take it as a joke
and it’ll be a problem,” Dad replied, still without looking at me.
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In the meantime, the snake slipped away and disappeared, prob-
ably unable to listen to our dialogue any longer. Dad never believed
this story, but I clearly remember my reaction to his half-joking,
half-serious attitude to reality, his tendency to momentarily become
detached from it.

There are some very important things he gave me: his love for
Africa, the ability to live in-between, without taking root; constant
nostalgia and longing for France, for Africa (mainly for Africa in my
case, but also for Europeanness). Sensitivity to the arts, not only the
visual ones, because he was well-read, he loved literature, especially
French. Courage in life. He taught me love, which was by no means
easy — father’s love for his daughter and daughter’s love for her father,
love for other people. Tenderness, which came naturally to him,
because he had a good, open heart, and which I found much more
difficult, because I was still rebellious. He passed down his love and
admiration for nature. And his adventure gene, oh yes.

He was very prolific, creative and hard-working. As he once told
me in an interview I did with him for Gazeta Wyborcza, “Energy is
drawn from the memory of our youngest years. One must constantly
return to childhood memories, to the joy of being a child. These
extraordinary encounters with something found in the garden, for
example. Sheer delight. You may be fascinated by a visually attractive
plant that has some indescribable quality to it. Or a sparrow devouring
basil leaves on your balcony right in front of your eyes. These are your
magic potions that will drive you, give you energy.”

He would stroll in my garden or in a forest near my house,
returning with excitement, proudly holding a stone or a piece of
wood that he had already visualised as an element of one of his
future works.

I remember our recent heated discussion about looking at the
world through realism and abstraction. I do photojournalism, report-
age, I interview people, so I try to convey the real truth. Leon saw
the world as ambiguous, open, metaphorical and symbolic. To
explain to me the role of art in simple words, he recalled Antoine
Bourdelle’s famous statue of Hercules the Archer. “The archer has nei-
ther an arrow nor a bowstring. There is only his bow and his move-
ment, the tension of his muscles ready to release an arrow. But the
deadly tool is missing. The question has been posed, but the i has not
been dotted.”

He worked until the very end, before the cruel time of the 2020
plague took him away. He left full of inexhaustible creative energy,
young at heart, surprised to be going away.

I always referred to my father as “half-French,” although he came
from a Polish immigrant family who settled down in northern France
before the war. He “parleyed”in French wonderfully and always

corrected my pronunciation, which drove me mad. He dressed like
a “Frenchy,” as his friends used to say — tastefully, fancifully, naturally.
‘With his favourite red scarf or neckerchief and a flat cap on his head.
Trousers, even jeans, had to be stylish, shoes were the apple of his
eye, jackets and coats not only had to be comfortable, but also to look
“Parisian”. When he came to Paris to visit his brother Feliks, a painter,
he would blend in perfectly, he felt truly at home. He always regretted
not returning to France, like his brother did.

My grandfather Wtadystaw, Leon’s father, worked at the Breg-
uet aviation plant, among other places. His sons Leon and Feliks were
born in the mining town of Drocourt, grew up in the Pas-de-Calais
department and attended a French school before their parents — my
grandparents — decided to return to Poland in 1947.

They settled in Gluszyca near Walbrzych. Leon was fifteen
years old and the clash with Polish reality turned out to be painful.
“Together with my brother, we used to hone our forest survival skills
in the event of having to illegally cross the Czech border to reach
France,” he recalled years later. He always stressed that France was
his first homeland. He was bilingual, and sometimes I think that
French was his first language after all. It is evident in his drawings
and sketches, with the wonderful, unique, surreal play of the form and
line in both languages. I think they will be a fascinating challenge for
future authors of texts on his oeuvre.

He often thought aloud in French. And he switched into
French when he got angry. He used French to speak with his mother
Stanistawa. I also talked with him in French, I watched French news
channels to draw knowledge about everyday life beyond our Polish
backyard, just like he did.

“I have been filled with a passion for culture and art through
French literature, in its beautiful original language. The wonders of
French romantisme! Hugo, Maupassant, Mérimée, Daudet, LLa Fon-
taine. I still recite fragments of poems, Villon for example. Back then,
such a curriculum was the basis of young people’s education in France,
instilling humanistic attitudes in them,” he recalled.

He was a European citizen through and through, a democrat
with broad horizons. He would travel to the West to see an important
exhibition, breathe in the European atmosphere, meet people, attend
a festival of sculpture, experience life in another part of the world.
He understood contemporary art contexts very well, and he was able
to explain them with simple words. He had his great artistic loves,
extraordinary creators such as the French-American sculptor Louise
Bourgeois, who worked until the very end, just like Leon, or Joseph
Beuys, the rebellious German who, like Leon, used childhood expe-
riences to feed his artistic practice, and who was an equally creative
educator.
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His French roots took my father to Francophone Africa. After
graduating from the Academy of Fine Arts in Wroctaw (today: the
Eugeniusz Geppert Academy of Art and Design), winning several art
awards and completing a scholarship in France, he was offered a job in
Conakry, the capital of Guinea, by the French consulate in Krakow.

He recalled that “it was an amazing opportunity, such exoticism
was almost unthinkable for us in Poland in those days.” He went there
with his brother Feliks. Both of them worked as lecturers at Ecole
de Beaux Arts et Métiers, a professional art school in Conakry. In
Africa, they met mathematicians Halina and Edward Codrow, fellow
‘Wroctaw dweller who would become like an aunt and uncle to me.
Another friend from the Wroctaw bohemia, director Stanistaw Lenar-
towicz, met them while shooting the film Fu// Ahead with Zbigniew
Cybulski on Kassa Island.

Leon designed a curriculum based on local, traditional art. This
is what he said about the inspirations that his stay in Guinea brought:
“I'd like to achieve in my creative practice the simplicity of aesthetic
experiences that I felt there. An African mask is not assessed accord-
ing to the beauty canon, it is not meant to be liked, but to serve
a purpose, communicate through form, colour and symbol.”

Placed in African contexts, his works strike with the delightfully
smooth transitions between modern forms and traditional shapes of
African culture, between realism and magic.

This is what Fatumata is like, in which he immortalised “his great
African love,” joking that “she had such a shapely leg.” Or Te Niger,
about which he said: “It’s not safe to go in a pirogue up the Niger
River. It’s hard to keep your balance on this long, thin boat that
doesn’t leave a mark on the water. There is no visible current, no
waves, the surface of the water is smooth, steel-like. The black man,
the boatman, pushes forward on the static pirogue. A movement that
denies itself.”

I have always been amazed by his observations, encapsulating
a philosophy of opposites both in African reality and art, and in his
works. He juxtaposed contrasting forms and concepts in a simple,
contradictory and witty way, enjoying his special ability to see the
world upside down, while endowing them with a deeply humanistic
dimension.

He used to say that all his life he was a passionate adherent
to the technique of assemblage and disassemblage. Life is ruled by
chance, he knew it well, and so is art. “Practicing assemblage and
disassemblage gives me a lot of fun. I'm fully absorbed in this game.
It allows me to reach new dimensions of meanings. The main feature
here is the element of chance included in the work. I derive satisfac-
tion from the magical power of chance, which is also a creative power,”
he wrote in a note that I copied to his computer.

“I am happy to be working in this technique, because my sculp-
ture studio is on the third floor, so I can carry my assemblages down
piece by piece, disassemble them and then re-assemble at the exhi-
bition.” He even joked about making inflatable pieces that could be
rolled up after letting the air out, which would solve the problem of
storing them. His sense of humour was so surreal, light, inimitable.
But at the same time, he kept looking for a good, spacious place
to store his sculptures and objects that could one day morph into
new works.

His beloved assemblages and disassemblages surrounded him
everywhere in the African landscape. In Africa, everything is con-
stantly evolving, changing its function. A tree dies, falls down and
becomes a meeting point in the middle of the village. Leon’s favourite
prop, which he used in the composition of his works, was the cala-
bash — a universal object in the life of an African, easily transformable
from a vessel into a musical instrument.

He claimed that his father had introduced him to the tech-
nique of assemblage by bringing pieces of wood turned into blocks
by a friendly carpenter, who made them especially for the son of
Monsieur Ladi (French diminutive of Wtadystaw). “Cut roughly and
hastily, they did not want to fit together as I was trying to built various
structures out of them. However, it was the most beautiful game of
my childhood, which I still continue in a way by trying to put together
incompatible shapes. This is how my father contributed to my passion
for creating sculptures by means of assermblage, which is a French word
for adding and juxtaposing elements,” he told me in an interview for
the newspaper.

I’'m writing this text shortly after his death, for the catalogue
of an exhibition shown three years ago. I feel inconsolable grief that
takes my breath away. But I keep writing. It is for an exhibition enti-
tled Bel/ Air, presented in 2017 at the Mieszkanie Gepperta gallery
(named after Eugeniusz Geppert, the first rector of the Academy of
Fine Arts in Wroctaw, Leon’s professor and master). The exhibition
was about the magical and creative powers flowing from the coastal air
of West Africa, from the culture and traditions of Guinea. Bel Air was
the beach of my childhood, and for Leon — a great adventure, both in
private life and professionally. Was it chance, luck, destiny?

He came to this African country on the Atlantic Ocean, where
your life follows the rhythm of the tides, where the sea comes and
goes, in the second half of the 1960s. He moved with his family —
my mother Krystyna Michatowska-Podsiadly, a painter, myself, my
artistic aunt and uncle Jolanta and Feliks Podsiadly and their daugh-
ters, Agata and Monika; towards the end of our stay, my little brother
Dominik joined us. All the children in the Podsiadly family later
became artists — all apart from me, a journalist.
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He dreamed of returning to Guinea, but it never happened. I did
it for him, returning to Africa almost a quarter of a century after our
family left it. And in my mind I keep returning there, driven by nos-
talgia, just like my father. I actually visited Guinea only once since
my childhood, in 1996, when I met his students and other people
who remembered him fondly. I also found our home on the Bel Air
Beach. We were later planning to go there as a family, but life wrote
a different script.

There are many things that we never managed to see through.
I didn’t find the time to interview him about many things, for exam-
ple his master, sculptor Borys Michalowski, an original figure in the
‘Wroctaw artistic milieu. Leon was part of an extremely interesting
environment that gave rise to the famous Wroctaw
School, later called the Wroctaw Group. He took
with him to this other world a whole lot of vivid,
colourful, funny memories and stories about his
friends, most of whom had already passed away
before him. How to collect the crumbs of this
unwritten book?

He was an unparalleled storyteller, such an
African tale teller with extraordinary, photographic
memory of people, characters, events, with a sense
of humour tinged with wonderful absurdity, which
was his way of seeing the human condition.

Everybody loved him, he had a captivating smile, always ready
to share an anecdote. He adored young people, and his students —
older and younger, those famous and those at the threshold of their
careers, often called the Children of Leon — looked up to him and lis-
tened attentively, repaying his kindness with their presence and help.

He used to say that in our universe, sometimes you have to move
a mountain, but for him it was enough to move teacups from one place
to another. And that could also be a big thing. “The imagination has
its own measure, it contains the most important things that allow us
to enjoy life.”

Leon Podsiadty was the designer of the Nicolaus Copernicus
monument in Wroctaw, in the busy Piotra Skargi Street, which is
passed by many people every day. | was twelve when its construc-
tion started. It was in the 1970s, Leon was assisted by sculptor Janusz
Kucharski. Together with my childhood friend, Magda Lis, I had
brought them a meal prepared by my mother. We climbed the willow
next to the construction site and looked into the dark bowels of the
monument. Looking back, it was one of the most important things in
my life.

It was amazing to live with my father Leon the Artist. I cannot
believe He is no more.

Magda Podsiadiy with students of Leon

Magda Podsiadty z uczniami Leona

i Feliksa Podsiadlych, dziedziniec Musée

and Feliks Podsiadiy, courtyard of the
Musée National in Conakry, 1996

(Magda Podsiadiy’s archive)

National w Konakry, 1996 (archiwum Magdy

Podsiadty)
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Magda Podsiadty na schodkach domu rodziny
Podsiadiych w Konakry, 1996

(fot. Oumar Camara / archiwum Magdy
Podsiadty)

Magda Podsiadly on the steps of the
Podsiadty family house in Conakry, 1996
(photo by Oumar Camara / Magda
Podsiadiy’s archive)
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,Bel Air”
Leon Podsiadty
we wspdipracy z Magda Podsiadiy

wernisaz: 15.09.2017
godz. 18:00
Mieszkanie Gepperta

kurator: Michat Bieniek
idea: Karolina Bieniek

Wroctaw i Konakry taczyt nie tylko tytut Swiatowej Stolicy
Ksigzki UNESCO, potaczyty je rowniez historie Zbyszka
Cybulskiego, Hanki Bielickiej, Stanistawa Lenartowicza
oraz Leona Podsiadlego. Po odzyskaniu niepodleglosci
Gwinea zainicjowatla intensywng wymiang intelektualna,
naukowg i gospodarczg z krajami bloku wschodniego,
w tym z Polskg. Dlatego tez w latach 60. i 70. do Konakry
przybywali liczni polscy arty$ci, wykltadowcy i pisarze.

Wystawa ,Bel Air” przeniosta nas w tamte czasy za sprawg
niezwyklych prac mentora wrocltawskiej rzezby, profesora
Leona Podsiadtego. Zaprezentowane zostaly fotografie,
rzezby i grafiki zainspirowane jego pobytem w Gwinei.
Opowies$¢ uzupelnita rozmowa ojca z cérka, dziennikarka
Magdg Podsiadty, ktora po wielu latach powrécita do Kona-
kry, by odnalez¢ uczniow ojca i odwiedzi¢ dawny, gwinejski
dom.

~Bel Air”starata sie przywotaé klimat pobytu rodziny Podsia-
dtych w Gwinei. Stad tez na réwni z pracami Leona Pod-
siadtego (rzezba, asamblaz, rysunek) w jej ramach zaistniaty
kulturowe artefakty z kolekcji Profesora, $wietne zdjecia
jego autorstwa dokumentujace gwinejskie zycie codzienne,
szkot¢, w ktérej Profesor wyktladat, czy wreszcie tamtej-
szg florg i faung. Po$rdd rodzinnych pamiatek odnalazty si¢
zdje¢cia domu przy plazy, pocztowki, klaser ze znaczkami,
plemienna rzezba podarowana matzenstwu Geppertow po



powrocie do Wroctawia, a takze pochodzacy z 1970 roku
list Hanny Krzetuskiej adresowany do rodziny Podsiadtych
rezydujacych w Konakry. Dwa ostatnie sposrod wymienio-
nych przedmiotéw symbolicznie scality ostatnig wystawe
Profesora z miejscem, w ktérym zostata zaprezentowana —
galerig Mieszkanie Gepperta, a wigc dawnym mieszka-
niem i pracownig Hanny Krzetuskiej-Geppertowej oraz
prof. Eugeniusza Gepperta. Miejscem, w ktérym rodzita
si¢ powojenna historia sztuki we Wroctawiu, w ktérym
spotykata si¢ — wspéttworzona przez Leona Podsiadlego —
tzw. Grupa (Szkota) Wroctawska. Tak oto lokalna, zda-
waloby sie, historia, biegnac nicoczekiwanie poprzez Gwi-
ne¢ i Konakry, zatoczyta koto, zamykajac niestety kolejny
rozdziat.

“Bel Air”
Leon Podsiadty
in cooperation with Magda Podsiadiy

opening: 15.09.2017
6 PM
Mieszkanie Gepperta

curator: Michal Bieniek
idea: Karolina Bieniek

‘What connects Wroctaw and Conakry is not only the title
of the UNESCO World Book Capital, but also the stories
of Zbigniew Cybulski, Hanka Bielicka, Stanistaw Lenar-
towicz and Leon Podsiadly. After regaining independence,
Guinea initiated an intensive intellectual, scientific and eco-
nomic exchange with countries of the Eastern Bloc, includ-
ing Poland. As a result, many Polish artists, lecturers and
writers came to Conakry in the 1960s and 1970s.

The exhibition entitled Be/ Air, featuring the extraordinary
work of the doyen of Wroclaw sculpture, professor Leon
Podsiadty, took us back to those days. Photographs, sculp-
tures and graphics inspired by his stay in Guinea were
presented. The narrative was supplemented with a conver-
sation between father and his daughter, journalist Magda
Podsiadty, who returned to Conakry after many years to
find her father’s students and visit their former Guinean
home.

Bel Air was intended to evoke the atmosphere of the Pod-
siadty family’s stay in Guinea. This is why, alongside works
by Leon Podsiadty (sculptures, assemblages, drawings), it
featured cultural artefacts from the professor’s collection,
his outstanding photographs documenting everyday life
in Guinea, the school where he lectured, and last but not
least the local flora and fauna. The family heirlooms also
included photographs of their house by the beach, postcards,



a postage stamp booklet, a tribal sculpture gifted to the

Gepperts after the Podsiadlys returned to Wroctaw, and

a letter from Hanna Krzetuska from 1970 addressed to the

family in Conakry. The last two of the above-mentioned

objects symbolically linked the professor’s last exhibition

with the venue where they were presented — the Miesz-
kanie Gepperta gallery, i.e. the former apartment and

studio of Hanna Krzetuska-Geppert and professor Euge-
niusz Geppert. It was a place where the post-war history of
‘Wroctaw’s art began during the meetings of the members

of the so-called Wroctaw Group (School), co-created by
Leon Podsiadly. In this way, what initially appeared to be

local history came full circle, having unexpectedly crossed
Guinea and Conakry to close the next chapter.
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Magda Podsiadly z uczniami Leona
i Feliksa Podsiadtych, dziedziniec
Musée National w Konakry, 1996
(archiwum Magdy Podsiadiy)

Magda Podsiadly with students of

Leon and Feliks Podsiadiy, courtyard
of the Musée National in Conakry, 1996
(Magda Podsiadty’s archive)

Magda Podsiadty z Oumarem Camara,
najulubienszym uczniem Leona Podsiadiego,
dziedziniec Musée National w Konakry, 1996
(archiwum Magdy Podsiadiy)

Magda Podsiadly with Oumar Camara, Leon
Podsiadty’s favorite student, courtyard
of the Musée National in Conakry, 1996

(Magda Podsiadity’s archive)

135

we wspotpracy z Magdg Podsiadty / in cooperation with Magda Podsiadty

Leon Podsiadiy

BelAir



136

Klaser z gwinejskimi znaczkami pocztowymi
z lat 60. XX wieku

Pocztowki ukazujace zycie codzienne
w Gwinei, wydane w latach 60. XX wieku

Album with Guinean postage stamps from
the 1960s

Postcards showing everyday life in
Guinea, issued in the 1960s

Rodzina Podsiadiych w drodze do miasta
Kindia, Gwinea, lata 60. XX wieku

Rodzina Podsiadiych w drodze do miasta
Kindia, Gwinea, lata 60. XX wieku

The Podsiadiy family on their way to
the city of Kindia, Guinea, 1960s

The Podsiadiy family on their way to
the city of Kindia, Guinea, 1960s

Pocztéwka z krajobrazem plazy Miniére
w Konakry, wydana w latach 60. XX wieku

A postcard with the landscape of the
Miniére Beach in Conakry, published
in the 1960s

(z archiwum Magdy Podsiadiy)

Archiwalny nr pisma ,Kontynenty”

(nr 9/1968) z artykutem ,Gwinejska
edukacja narodowa” Leona Onichimowskiego”
opisujacym m.in. dziatalno$¢ pedagogiczna
Leona Podsiadiego i jego brata Feliksa

w szkolnictwie artystycznym

Archival issue of “Kontynenty” magazine

(no. 9/1968) with an article titled “Guinean
national education” by Leon Onichimowski,
describing the pedagogical activity of Leon
Podsiadiy and his brother Feliks

(Magda Podsiadty’s archive)

Dom rodziny Podsiadiych w Konakry,
dzielnica Miniere, w latach 60. XX wieku

House of the Podsiadity family in Conakry,
Miniére district, 1960s
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