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In this new series of paintings, Szaweł Płóciennik reaches back 

to his personal history of growing up in a monstrous housing 

estate in Warsaw during the political transformation. lt is the 

art of time and memory. The murmurs of personal experiences 

come through the cracks in the concrete.
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Szaweł Płóciennik – graduate of the Academy of Fine Arts in Warsaw 

(2019), in the studio of prof. Jarosław Modzelewski. His leading field is 

painting; also author of graphic novels, performer, musician. The artist 

drew a graphic novel presenting the biography of Krzysztof Brandt “Pinki” 

(Kultura Gniewu, 2014) - a hippie and an extravagant figure associated 

with the Warsaw counterculture. He co-created the musical project 

Żelazna Brama. His song provided the soundtrack for the film “Behind 

The Iron Gate” by Austrian documentary filmmakers Heidrun Holzfeind 

(CSW, 2009). He cooperated with Robert Brylewski (legendary Polish 

countercultural artist), creating the “Elementals of Chaos” group. Szaweł 

Płóciennik also illustrated memories of Sławomir Gołaszewski in the 

comic book “Moja Terapia”. Cooperates with the Anna Zorina Gallery from 

New York and the Uitstalling Gallery from Genk, Belgium.

Influenced by his origins and from the Polish culture, Szaweł is inspired 

by the mythology and fairy tales of his childhood memories, as well 

as when elaborating the titles of his works, always enigmatic, never 

explanatory. While the study of tradition acts as a sort of path-breaker 

prior to the development of the works, it is only as the elaboration of 

the works proceeds that the artist progressively realises and concretises 

the awareness and his specific intentions of the piece he is working on. 

Having completed the first preparatory sketch phase, often on very large 

canvases, Szaweł goes on instinctively, letting himself be carried away 

not only by his emotions but also by the result that he progressively 

obtains by painting and mixing different techniques. Asexual, immersed 

in poetry and myths, the subjects represented are the reincarnation of his 

desires, traumas, dreams and personal catastrophes, they are creatures 

that are born with more or less effort, and the context in which the artist is 

involved collaborates to create new landscapes and backgrounds.

Szaweł Płóciennik | Artist



Paweł Brylski is an author and exhibition maker whose interests span 

visual arts and literature. He engages with language, narratives, and the 

negotiation of discourse surrounding art. He is intrigued by the interplay 

between museum principles and the integration of creative activities 

with knowledge dissemination. When he is not engaged in exhibits, 

he composes song lyrics. Renowned for the exhibition “How to Make 

a School” in collaboration with Szymon Maliborski (2021, Museum of 

Modern Art in Warsaw, nominated for the Warsaw Architectural Award, 

with a subsequent edition in Poznań in 2022), as well as exhibitions at 

the Salon Academy Gallery, Academy of Fine Arts in Warsaw, and both 

collective and solo exhibitions, including “Let’s Watch” by Ida Karkoszka, 

featuring sculptures installed on the rooftop of a hotel in central Warsaw.

Paweł Brylski | Curator



THE CURATOR ON 

‘MACHINES FOR LIVING’

— PAWEŁ BRYLSKI 

M
achines captured the 20th-century imagination. The triumph of 

technology brought films produced in the dream factory and ma-

chine-made death in the Holocaust. The even beat of the mecha-

nisms gave rhythm to new steps. Machines shortened distances, reprodu-

ced words, questioned the concept of uniqueness, and finally decided on 

the shape of new houses, estates, and cities. The tension between man 

and machine often resembles body horror. The machine is synthetically 

produced and ruthless; it does not understand organic processes; it is a 

structure, an intention with a precisely defined purpose, subject to the 

laws of logic. When, at the beginning of the 20th century, architects and 

urban planners looked at the machine and understood what a change the 

speeding engines had brought to the lives of individuals and societies, it 

became clear that the city had to be reinvented as a machine powering 

work and leisure. The house was to become a machine for living.

The “Machines for Living” exhibition is not about one of the many 

anonymous social modernist housing estates. The paintings are rooted 

in a specific place with a very strong historical and visual identity, the Be-

hind the Iron Gate housing estate in Warsaw, built in 1965-1972. The estate 

consists of nineteen blocks with fifteen residential floors each. Loosely 

spaced blocks were to provide access to light and air, and the urban lay-

out was complemented by schools, service pavilions, and recreational 

areas. The ground floors of the blocks were designed as service and pu-

blic areas; common spaces were created on the ground floors and first 

floors intended for neighborhood activities; each block had one entrance 

with a kiosk at it; the backbone of each block were two elevators and 

staircases; there were long lines running through each floor. corridors, the 

rhythm was marked by rows of doors to subsequent apartments.



The estate is located on the Saxon axis, the most important historical 

urban planning scheme in Warsaw, marked out next to the palace of the 

kings of the dynasty ruling simultaneously in Poland and Saxony, and the 

axis was also a communication route between Warsaw and Dresden and 

therefore also with Western Europe. The name of the estate comes from 

the massive, ornate, wrought-iron gate to the garden, which was initially 

created as part of the palace; then, as a city park, it was an entertainment 

area for the upper classes. Behind the gate, the market area began, more 

socially accessible but at the same time more chaotic. After World War II, 

the area of Warsaw, especially the former Jewish district, was practically 

completely destroyed. In the post-war years, the areas located west of 

the city center were referred to as the Wild West, apt due to the geo-

graphical directions and the atmosphere known from western films popu-

lar in cinemas at that time.

The competition for the development of the Saxon complex, the axis 

around which the urban imagination of Warsaw revolved, was won by the 

team consisting of Jerzy Czyż, Jan Furman, and Andrzej Skopiński. At that 

time, the dynamic studio won competition after competition, and as a re-

sult, it filled most of the gaps in the city’s fabric, proposing simple, techno-

cratic architecture in a simplified way, referring to the ideals formulated by 

the International Congress of Modern Architecture. New housing estates, 

even if they were not perfect, effectively satisfied the housing hunger of 

the demographically revived city. Although house factories were already 

operating at that time and prefabricated elements were already widely 

used, the blocks of the Behind the Iron Gate estate were not built of large 

slabs but were cast on site, floor by floor, of concrete, using the technique 

used during the World War to build bunkers.

When the housing estate was built, it was said to be the most beautiful 

in Warsaw; it was beautiful with the beauty of the new machine. The en-

gine is beautiful when it runs. Beauty in functionalism is not aesthetic but 

utilitarian. Form follows function. A car or plane is beautiful as long as it 

is designed to optimally reach its destination. A school is beautiful when 

it provides good learning conditions. It is similar with machines for living 

and with the city, which is beautiful when it works. But the facades of the 

estate’s blocks are also beautiful in the most cool, scientific, and syste-

matic way. After superimposing on their image the golden ratio pattern, 

the famous Fibonacci shell, a pictorial representation of the numerical se-

quence that explains proportions in nature, it turns out that according to 

this model, every detail in the block, as well as the entire facade, is subject 

to the laws of golden numbers. The abstract beauty of nature was supe-

rimposed on the beauty of the machine.

The housing estate, which provided an apartment in the clouds, in the 

vicinity of cinema and television stars inhabited in each block, was ope-

ned in a mood of triumphalism. The daily practice gave the blocks a gro-

wing bad name. Widespread faults, lack of hot and sometimes even cold 

water, improper functioning of the sewage system, and lack of heating 

paralyzed the operation of living machines. The city also malfunctioned. 



The estate’s builders did not build a giant shopping and service center in 

the middle of the estate. No catering establishments were established to 

feed the inhabitants and to justify the abjectly small kitchens only large 

enough to make tea. Both the crisis of the last years of socialism and the 

corrective attempts of early capitalism caused the machines to gradually 

stop working. What was common gave way to what was private; what 

was social gave way to what was individual; what was cubic before what 

was amorphous.

The basic experience of a long-term stay in one of the three hundred 

apartments of a concrete block is the festering tension between same-

ness and differences, repetition and change. When, while walking bet-

ween blocks, you found yourself in another block of the estate or even on 

another floor of the same block, everything looked identical to another 

extruded product from the same factory matrix. However, the greater the 

similarity, the greater the differences that confused the mind. Each floor 

smelled a little different; each life was deposited in matter in a different 

way and had a different impact on the senses. The shades of the walls, 

painted with pale shades of oil paint, were slightly different. Although 

the apartments had the same layout and resembled subsequent copies of 

the same model, each had different traces of life, the effects of different 

decisions, different imaginations, thoughts, fears, and dreams.

The exhibition tells the story of coming of age. Szaweł Płóciennik, as 

a father, goes back to his childhood and tells himself and us the chan-

ges that took place in his mind and body while growing up. It is a story 

in which the changing hero is accompanied by the changing world. The 

series of works is a kind of private mythology. Visually, the images may 

evoke associations with surrealism, but they are strictly anchored in rea-

lity, and the extraordinary is generated as a result of deformations made 

by memory. The monolithic structure of social modernist blocks of flats 

and housing machines erodes under the subtle influence of individual af-

fects. Machines for Life is an exhibition about what does not fit into the 

pattern, about what becomes visible in contrast to the soulless rhythm 

of windows, about emotions and clumsiness, about life that slips out of 

shape, and finally about the power of a story that saves an individual in a 

dehumanized world.

Paweł Brylski | Curator



LITTLE LEGENDS 

BEHIND THE IRON GATE

— SZAWEŁ PŁÓCIENNIK 

I 
spent my childhood and adolescence near Rondo ONZ, specifically at 

Pereca Street, where I lived with my parents and brother in a sixteen-

story building. Together with my grandparents, we occupied the eighth 

floor. Grandpa Edward worked on the railway. In the 1970s, an apartment 

was allocated to my father’s family in one of the blocks in the Za Żelazną 

Bramą estate. From the corner window of my parents’ bedroom, I had a 

view of the parking lot, surrounded by pre-war tenement houses made 

of red brick. Since childhood, I have associated this square with the site 

of the war. The estate 

was built on the former 

ghetto grounds. 

Grandma talked about 

the war. About planes 

that covered Warsaw 

in a pale shadow on a 

sunny day. I imagined 

that the entire war was 

taking place only in this 

parking lot. There were 

legends that a thicket 

of plants and fungi 

developed for years between the walls of the apartments and the external 

slabs. They covered the drawers of the apartment building’s residents 

like a giant sheepskin coat. Childish logic also suggested that this was 

where the ants, cockroaches, and other creatures that graced us with their 

presence came from. Alfred, my friend from eleventh grade, had ants in 

his apartment but no cockroaches. The reflex of trampling the running 

creatures seemed to be unconditional. We were pretty good at it. Close to 

perfection. I don’t know how much truth there is in it, but I also heard that 



our blocks of flats generated as much oxygen as a large forest. In fact, the 

worms were coming out of the chute.

A vertical corridor through which the waste flowed connected all floors. 

Walking with the garbage into the chamber, looking as a throat opening, 

terrified me. Especially in the evenings. One day, when my brother and I 

were alone, the door handle moved. Someone was checking if the door 

was locked. When I was six years old, a military patrol from WKU came 

for me. My father explained that it was probably the upstairs neighbor 

who had the same surname as us. I didn’t want to join the army, and I was 

afraid of the war. My father said that in the army they insert a huge needle 

into the buttocks. One day I noticed a military helicopter circling over the 

palace of culture. Then “Beijing” was clearly visible from my room. They 

were installing the firing pin. I associated the helicopter with the planes 

from my grandmother’s stories. “The war is coming,” I thought. In summer, 

the storms were fierce, and strong winds opened all the windows in our 

M3. I was sitting on the windowsill, holding the window, afraid that my 

brother and I would be blown out of our rooms and crash on the sidewalk. 

I had a panoramic view from the eighth floor. The entire area was enclosed 

in a few rectangles. In the distance, the palace loomed and the then tallest 

skyscraper in the area with the “Merola” badge on it. Today, a barely 

noticeable halfling. I often sat on a chair in the kitchen so that my head 

was hanging in the hole in the backrest and I saw the world upside down.

Car break-ins on the street that ran perpendicular to the windows 

occurred regularly. I often observed the behavior of thieves—how 

they pretended to be ordinary citizens walking around. They discreetly 

approached the windows and looked inside the cars. Suddenly, they 

pulled out a stone from behind their coats and, with their armed hands, 

pacified the glass that separated them from the treasures lying on the 

seats or still stuck in the dashboard. Using this method, the removed 

radios could later be purchased at the market, which took place once a 

month on the playground of my primary school. The largest computer 

exchange in Poland. A paradise for pirates and kids eager for new titles 

for consoles or PC.

At last, they opened a shop with games on Pereca Street. Today it is 

a large corporation producing films and games about the Witcher. We 

would hang out there with our friends, testing new products on shared 

computers. 

Subcultures segregated our world but also added color. I hung out with 

a crew of punk and metal musicians who also attended Scout meetings, 

the place where we met. Because I had longer hair, I was exposed to the 

local neo-Nazi network. “Gross” was a skinhead who liked to chase down 

long-haired, or “stinkpot,” as he called them. He always had a lighter or 

scissors with him. This way, he intimidated boys with longer feathers.



During one of his attempts to set my hair on fire, I tried to convince him that 

metal music was not music for hippies, as he believed, but for Satanists and 

naughty boys. It didn’t help. I’ve always had good scores on my 100-meter 

runs. I could run fast, and I’m still pretty good at it. Probably because more 

than once I preferred to run away rather than confront violence. The elders 

were gathering on the football field. Skaters, metalheads, and punks sat 

on the walls. All in 

one cauldron, like 

vegetable soup. On 

the other side, at the 

goal boxes, there 

were tracksuit men 

and a squadron of 

bald knights. The 

quiet truce lasted no 

longer than 8 p.m. 

More than once in 

the housing estate, 

I was robbed of my 

phone or chain. It 

didn’t help that “I’m 

from here.” Nobody 

cared about the 

kids. A classmate of 

mine got so badly 

beaten in his chest that he later walked around in a cast on both arms. 

Not to mention the teeth that had to be collected. My friend’s mother was 

collecting these teeth, crying silently as she was doing so. Someone didn’t 

like the earring that “Rudy” had in his ear. Later, “Rudy” got the nickname 

“Vampire.” He didn’t like it.

When we all got a bit older, we came up with the idea of starting a 

band with our friends from the playground. We preferred to play music 

rather than break jaws. We called ourselves “Iron Gate.” We wanted to 

tell something about us and where we grew up. I rapped, and my friends 

played punk-reggae-funky melodies. Alfred played bass. The lineup was 

complemented by my friend from primary school, “Szajba,” who played 

the oar, and my cousin Tomek, aka DJ “Kolaż.” It was then that I began to 

meet local bards and great artistic personalities from the district. Alfred’s 

uncle, “Dżeksong,” who founded the band Immanuel in the 1980s, lived on 

Pańska Street. He helped us record the first things. Sławek “Goły” lived 

on Ogrodowa Street. A neighborhood druid, the progenitor of Polish 

“reggae” music, and an extremely well-read man. Some called him the 

wizard, “Merlin.”

We met at a concert of the band Izrael, where he played the saxophone. 

I became friends with Sławek. I drew a comic book based on his memories 

from the times when he was working as a music therapist at the Drug-

Free Day Therapy Department on Sobieskiego Street. I recorded our 

conversations on a dictaphone. His mother was always sitting by the TV. 

An old lady in her nineties. He offered me liqueurs of his own production. 

His room was decorated with shamanic props and mementos from the 

past. There was dust on the shelves. Sławek took a drag on his pipe and 

said:

- When the dust gains the appropriate mass, it begins to transform into 

balls, which then self-annihilate.

Robert Brylewski was stationed on Chłodna Street. I visited him often. I 

asked him on the phone:

- Hello Robert. Can I come over?

“Sure,” a raspy voice replied.  

Little bricks with recorded sounds jumped on the monitor and arranged 

themselves into intricately woven symphonies. Pause. Listening. Pause. 

Listening again. Adjustment. Cutting. Interleaving. New layout. Listening. 

Suddenly a phone call. Pause. I heard Robert reply:

- Mom, not now. I’m working. I’ll call you later.

 Remember that it was with him that I realized that creativity could 

actually be a job. I never thought about it like that. I associated my job 

with a sad obligation. I wanted to be like him and work like that. He 

sculpted beats and trance compositions in his laboratory, which we then 

listened to in silence a dozen times. He overdubbed guitars. He didn’t talk 

much, but we spent all days together. Robert had a room decorated with 

rock ‘n’ roll trophies, posters of the Crisis Brigade, Army, and Israel, as well 

as drawings and sculptures of his own creation. The psychedelic interior 

was filled with the scent of patchouli and herbs. He created collages from 

newspaper clippings. He complemented them with dense drawings and 

letters forming abstract slogans. He was drawing new issues of his author’s 

zine “Goniec hempny” with a marker. Sometimes I sang something to his 



songs; we also recorded my themes. I dropped by with recordings of 

Żelazna Brama. We listened. He said, “Okay, a bit like Joy Division.” The 

clock stood still. I was transported to an absolutely fabulous soundscape. 

Robert drank a lot of Coke. Within reach of the fingers of his left hand, 

which was resting on the mouse, which he held on a stand in his lap, there 

was a liter bottle with black liquid and an ashtray filled to the brim with 

cigarette heads. He smoked a lot, mainly red ones, and he always used his 

teeth to remove the filter from inside.

When I became familiar with “Brylu,” he invited me to a tour of the band 

called Izrael, where I sang songs. It was a time when, according to behind-

the-scenes accounts of group members, he lost contact with reality. I 

didn’t see it that way. Maybe naivety, or maybe my unshakable faith in 

the idol, told me that he was simply lost in space for a moment and that 

he would come back soon. While playing live, he came up with alternative 

versions of songs. I enjoyed it and appreciated his imagination. I didn’t 

think there was anything wrong with it. Then, on the route, in a hotel in 

Olsztyn, he said to me, “In life you can be a locomotive or a wagon.” It 

stuck in my head for a long time.

When I was studying at the Academy of Fine Arts and running the 

“Kaplica” gallery, Robert came to us to give a lecture and presentation of 

his animations. He edited the videos, accompanied by electronic trance 

music, using VCRs, copying fragments of VHS tapes. In the National 

Museum, on the permanent exhibition, I found one of his films with “Pig-

Man.”. “Pig Man,” powered by rocket fuel, is a superhero character invented 

by “Bryl.” I immediately hurried to inform him of this honorable fact.

- I didn’t know. Nice, he said modestly.

During Armia’s concert at the festival in Jarocin in 1991, Robert spoke 

to the audience: “Remember, never respond to violence with violence, 

because it is an evil like any other.” In May 2018, my son was born. A month 

later, Robert left us. Two events that resonated in my head on completely 

different scales. “Brylu” fell into a coma as a result of a brutal beating. On 

the fateful night, he opened the door to his apartment in Praga.

He was probably tinkering on his laptop, arranging sounds, and listening. 

Pause. He stumbled upon pure evil. The life of a dove-hearted man was 

taken by force by a heartless bandit.



WORKS  

THE MACHINES FOR LIVING



A boy lived in the block, not much older than me. They called him 

“Flour.” He was raised by his single mother. She was entangled in mafia 

connections. She drove taxis. When she came back from the city, she was 

unsteady on her feet. “Flour” took care of his mother the best as he could.

IXTH FLOOR

IXth floor 

Acrylic on canvas, 100x80cm, 2024, signed on the back



“Gross” was a friend who really wanted the hair to be no longer than a 

millimeter away from the skull. Horst Wessel’s song regularly resounded 

from his apartment at 2 Pereca Street. Skinheads, Nazis—there were plenty 

of them, and they were all looking for the victims. One day “Gross” chased 

me with a lighter to set my hair on fire. Another time he brought scissors 

to the football field. To get to the school playground via shortcut, you had 

to go through a vagina-shaped hole in the fence.

GROSS 

Gross 

Acrylic/oil on canvas, 100x80cm, 2024, signed on the back



My grandmother had a small prosthetic shop located in a storage room. 

She did teeth there for her friends. I often sneaked there to watch her 

polish her works.

LUCKY TOOTH 

Lucky Tooth 

Acrylic on canvas, 100x80cm, 2024, signed on the back



“Lonek” was not much older than my father. He had cerebral palsy. He had 

difficulty moving and slurred speaking. His goal was to help the residents 

of our block. He opened the doors for everyone downstairs in the hall. 

Such a “porter’s” job—as some commented. He always greeted everyone 

by saluting like a soldier.

LONEK

Lonek 

Acrylic on canvas, 100x80cm, 2024, signed on the back





One day, my friend “A” whipped the keys from the security guard, which 

opened the hatch leading to the rooftop of our block. Since then, we have 

steadily climbed to the top. The view from the 16th floor was phenomenal. 

You just had to be careful not to fall because sometimes it was windy. In 

the background of the painting, you can see the legendary concert of the 

Immanuel band, which took place on the roof at Pańska Street, shortly 

before my birth. Immanuel, Brygada Kryzys—they were very important 

musical phenomena for us as adolescents. Older brothers, idols. Uncle “A” 

played with Immanuel. 

I once took a girl to this rooftop. “A” came up with the idea that he would 

play the guitar and that we would serve spaghetti. It ended up raining 

heavily, and my girlfriend was rather disappointed with the attraction.

TRYST 

Tryst 

Acrylic/oil on canvas, 140cm x 180cm, 2024, signed on the back  



PERECA STREET, 1989

Pereca street 1989 

Acrylic/oil on canvas, 100cm x 160cm, 2024, signed on the back 

Six of us lived in our M3. Me, my brother, my parents, my grandma, and 

grandpa. April 4, 1989, was a unique and mysterious date in the history of 

our family. 

That day, my father had a car accident. He ripped off his entire eyebrow. 

I have this image in my head of him lying on the couch with that missing 

eyebrow and it was very strange to me. 

Two more things happened that same day. My brother was crawling in 

his rompers on the outside of the windowsill. And it was the 8th floor. 

At a critical moment, he was grabbed by our mother. In the evening, my 

grandfather went to visit a friend who lived on Graniczna Street, also in 

the Żelazna Brama block. He was supposed to pick up the eggs. They 

talked. Suddenly he had a heart attack and died. Grandpa apparently 

smoked a lot. A ghost appears in the painting to symbolize guilt. My father 

once told me about this feeling. 

That his accident might have upset his grandfather. Interestingly, when 

my father recently had a heart attack, I wondered if it was because some 

unexpected things were happening in my life at that time.





THE BRICKS ARE SCREAMING

The bricks are screaming 

Acrylic on canvas, 100x80cm, 2024, signed on the back 



Recently I came across an interesting monograph on Bronisław Linke, the 

Polish painter. I totally sunk in. He painted a series of paintings depicting 

brick figures emerging from the ruins of destroyed Warsaw. He called it 

“The Scream of Stones.” Today, many pre-war and post-war tenement 

houses in Warsaw are being demolished to make way for skyscrapers. I 

thought I would build a narrative analogous to Linke’s, only in relation to 

the contemporary architecture of my city.

CONCRETE DOESN’T SPEAK 

Concrete doesn’t speak 

Acrylic/oil on canvas, 182cm x 152cm, 2024, signed on the back 



Waliców was a street I tried to avoid. Pre-war tenement houses decorated 

the two banks of the black river flowing in the middle. After dark, spooks 

emerged. You had to be very careful not to drown. The basic rule was: 

“Don’t look them in the eye.”

BASILISK FROM WALICÓW 

Basilisk from Waliców 

Acrylic on canvas, 200cm x 180cm, 2024, signed on the back



In primary school, I had a friend three years older than me who I was in 

love with. She had a drug problem. She listened to punk rock music and 

wore sneakers pierced with safety pins. She also had a boyfriend, a fan 

of the capital sports club. He didn’t like me. I also remember an incident 

when I spent the night at school with the Scout troop. The closed school 

was surrounded by tracksuit militia. They wanted to get inside. Back then, 

I really wanted to have wings and fly home safely.

BACK TO SKULL

Back to skull 

Acrylic/oil on canvas, 100cm x 80cm, 2024, signed on the back



Collective Memory

Acrylic on canvas, 182cm x 152cm, 2025, signed on the back

Me and my friends from the estate often went to drink wine near the 

ghetto wall. There were three such places in the area. At Sienna, Złota 

and Waliców streets. An attempt to connect with history, a strange kind 

of mysticism or simply fantasy, told us that these were the best places to 

meet and talk. We touched bricks. The blocks of flats I lived in reminded 

me of a great giant holding thousands of little people in its insides. We all 

created a kind of great machine, projecting the past dreams of the land on 

which our houses grew.

COLLECTIVE MEMORY



Car break-ins were a regular occurrence in the estate. Mainly, car radios 

were stolen. Our car was damaged several times. I was afraid that one day 

thieves would break into our house while we were sleeping and steal me 

instead of the radio. The door handles to our home sometimes moved on 

their own.

DAVID & GOLIATH

David  and Goliath 

Acrylic on canvas, 30cm x 20cm, 2024, signed on the back



What would happen if the Basilisk from the collapsing tenement house 

looked at the glass skyscraper? Maybe glass would turn into stone? The 

sculpture is an extension of the narrative contained in the painting “The 

Bricks are Screaming”.

ENCHANTED GLASS

Enchanted glass

25cm x 15cm x 15cm, sculpture, ceramics, polychrome
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	 MAD Art Gallery, Poznań, Poland

2024	 Artists in Residency, MAD Art Gallery, Poznań Poland

2023	 Curated Flashback, Green Family Art Foundation, Dallas, Texas

2023	 Eve Presents #3, Eve Leibe Gallery, London, United Kingdom

2023	 Garden, The Curators Room & Tesoro, Amsterdam, The Netherlands

2023	 Bad Romance, Art Center of the Academy of Fine Arts,  

	 Katowice, Poland

2022	 Warehouse, Eduardo Secci Gallery, Pietrasanta, Italy

2021	 New Figuration, Gorzów Wielkopolski Art Exhibition Centre, Gorzów 

	 Wielkopolski, Poland 

2019	 HWDPięknu (A.C and BEAUTY.A.B.), Sinfonia Varsovia, Warsaw, Poland

2018	 Wihajster Freiheit Swallow, Academy Lounge Gallery, Warsaw-Berlin, 

	 Poland and Germany

2016	 Painted Havirov, Radost Gallery, Havirov, Czech Republic
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