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  Preface


  



  



  "What an odd motley of things have been thrown together to form this book."


  


   Henryk Sienkiewicz, With Fire and Sword


  



  



  Given that my “free-form creativity” has amounted to no more than “whistling Dixie,” I realized my writing experiments were of no use to the nation and society, and thus I have decided to share my views on narcotics with the general public. I begin with the most commonplace – tobacco – and conclude with perhaps the most bizarre – peyote (for which I reserve a special place). This is my modest contribution to help the forces of good battle humanity’s most diabolical foes, outside of war, poverty, and disease. As the intent of this work is to lay bare bitter truths, it might end up being received in the same humorous or negative vein as my aesthetics, philosophy, works for the stage, essential portraits, old compositions, etc. – a “free-form product.” I hereby declare that I am writing in total seriousness, and that I finally seek to produce something useful. Yet there is no way of getting through to idiots and lowlifes, as I have learned over the course of my dreary career. It’s utterly futile to tell someone, “You're stupid, go learn a thing or two, maybe you'll wise up,” because a stupid man is also an arrogant man, so even if he could learn to wise up, it still wouldn’t break the vicious circle. It’s wasted breath to tell a scumbag: “It's not nice to be such a swine. Why don't you smarten up, get your act together?” We fail to comprehend that the majority of scumbags are consciously scummy – they are aware of it and would not wish to be any different, as long as they’re able to conceal their scumminess.1 “Can you forgive a stick for being a stick?” wondered Tadeusz Szymberski2 – and he had a point.


  I was once a fighting man3 par excellence: I had my ideas and wanted to fight for them, but there was no one around to fight. I stayed true to my ideas (Pure Form in painting and in theater, the reform of art criticism), yet I came to the conclusion that they were not timely, that maybe their time had passed. Well before the war, and in the fourth part of my New Forms in Painting,4 I noted that art was dying out, and now this is happening before our eyes. And so it no longer matters if art criticism, as I conceive it (formal criticism), will continue or how. When it comes to literature, not as art, there’s still something to say, and I may still offer a few words on the subject. At present I am a fairly mild-mannered middle-aged fellow who no longer dreams of wild, extravagant “escapades” – I dream only of putting an end to this life, which I have not regretted, despite all its catastrophes and failures. Que sera, sera. I would only point out that this “little opus” is highly personal, and thus posthumous, as it were. It contains no megalomania, nor would I want to perturb those who would prefer to think about other matters far more pleasant than me. But in detailing my private experiences there was no avoiding myself. I will thus provide some instructive personal truths in a digestible form.


  This is nothing, however, compared to the monstrous rumors circulating about me. Even in a society such as ours, so fond of gossip and slander, I believe I have been singled out. Despite my complete absence of megalomania, which I most sincerely stress, I would suggest that few Poles can boast the wealth of inanities and lies that have been and continue to be spread about me. This is not the place to examine the causes, but the general dismissiveness I encounter often comes from those who are hardly qualified to fathom me intellectually. And because I ignore public opinion, actions that would barely raise an eyebrow if done by others – such as drinking three vodkas in a row (!) in some bar – arouse disproportionate indignation when they pertain to me. But never mind all that.


  And so, today (February 6, 1930) I am beginning to write this book “on S,” that is, while smoking. Tomorrow, as usual, I shall quit smoking – this time for good, I believe, or at least for a very long time. I will write the chapter on nicotine in a sorry state of withdrawal – of course, I might very well begin smoking again in the middle of writing. And I will “not miss the opportunity to share” this fact with my potential readers. So many times this has happened! I’ve been struggling with nicotine for twenty-eight years, and despite frequent spells of abstinence (up to several weeks at a time), I have never managed to kick the habit entirely. I may fail now as well, despite having begun the present work. The moment is drawing near, however, in which I will have to quit or abandon all my higher aspirations. More details to come. I believe this form of descriptor – “NS1,”5 for the state of nonsmoking – will be rather crucial since a craving for this last-ditch drug, which I adore and despise (damn the Indians and those who brought us the foul stuff), will better equip me to analyze the temptations that consume the addicted smoker. I will list the ways to overcome them, having just experienced the hideously low self-esteem (often concealed from oneself and others) that follows a return to that foul, barren, and debilitating toxin. Only recently I went four whole days without smoking (we all know the second day is the worst, and on the third things start to look up), until “wham,” I was hooked on it once more (I analyze this mechanism below), and everything came crashing back to where I began. Naturally, I couldn't hold out, and I smoked this morning – just to see how everything looked on S and not because “once again” I couldn’t hold out, it’s just how it went: I wanted to see the world from "the other side" again (ruination, muddle, dismay, etc.), and then basta, for good this time. That's what I tell myself. No, the worst part is the weakness – durchhalten6 – which I'll get to in the chapter on nicotine. I have smoked – this is the dreary fact of the matter (but who cares, my concern is for others, for the thousands, or millions, of the dazed, demented, and flaccid) – and now I am writing what is left of this preface in a total fog. I wanted to move on with my philosophical work (a very risky business, I cannot say how it will turn out), but it has proved utterly impossible: the stupefaction, the lack of what Dr. Stefan Glass calls igrivost’ uma, mental acuity,7 a total inability to focus. These are only confessions for the time being – everything will be described “blow-by-blow” later. I began writing this preface out of misery, as the nicotine poisoning left me too crippled to work on anything more rewarding. I wanted to begin this “little opus” once and for all, to justify my own existence to myself. Is this not the root of all “creativity”?


  Getting back to public opinion: I have been and remain a chronic smoker, struggling heroically with this dreadful habit for twenty-eight years. In certain periods I could have been considered a hard drinker, insofar as this is what you might call a person who gets sloshed an average of once a week (it’s a relative term) and then abstains for a month or more. I am a man who has had a single five-day binge in his life (owing to a stage premiere – a particularly extenuating circumstance) and three three-day binges at most, but who has never downed a vodka with his morning shave. And I have never been a cocaine addict – on this I insist, though many perverse cretins will only see my denial as proof for and not against.8 If I could be called a sporadic boozer, a Wochensäufer,9 over the span of ten years, I would suggest the term Quartalkokainist10 for a three-year period, and even so with a heavy dose of exaggeration. I have taken cocaine sober only twice in my life, and I immediately attempted to drown the nasty stuff in drink. Other occasions for taking this drug (which I’ve never hidden, signing drawings executed under its influence with “Co”) were always in conjunction with mighty sprees à la manière russe.11 I’ve never been a morphine addict, as I had an odd reaction to this drug (once in my life I had a minimal injection and barely escaped with my life).12 Nor have I been an ether addict, as a result of a fundamental distrust of ether, which has not kept me from trying it a few times, inhaling it after downing a vodka. The drawings, of course, were fairly interesting, and the sense of the world’s and the body’s demise and then of the “metaphysical isolation in a vast wasteland,” was amusing, but somehow it never did much for me. Dr. Dezydery Prokopowicz,13 who has penned the chapter on ether in this “little opus,” begs to differ. Bohdan Filipowski,14 an occultist and longtime morphine addict, has contributed his thoughts on his drug of choice, the very thought of which makes my blood run cold – what I experienced in Saint. Petersburg was so horrible, as for four hours I stared death in the face amid vomiting and heart stoppage. This being the case, I most vigorously deny the habitual use of the aforementioned chemical substances, yet I do admit to the sporadic ingestion of peyote and mescaline, the former produced by Dr. Rouhier and the latter manufactured by the fine people at Merck. I also deny, parenthetically, that I have dabbled in homosexuality, to which I feel the deepest revulsion. I deny having had sexual relations with my Siamese cat, Schyzia (a.k.a. Schizophrenia, Isotta, Sabina, of whom I am so fond, but nothing more), and that the mongrel kittens she bore in any way take after me. I deny having had a portrait booth at the Poznań Fair and drawing ten-minute portraits for two złoty (what these bastards won't invent!). I deny being a braggart and a womanizer always on the make, or having seduced the wives of other men. I deny having hiked up to the summit of Giewont15 in a tuxedo (I have never even owned a tuxedo), written plays as a lark, swindled and mocked, and not knowing how to draw. These are all rumors invented by dreary ladies, cretins, and idiots, and above all, by slimeballs who wish to malign me. I deny such gossip and all that will continue to circulate about me in Zakopane and its environs in the future. Schluss.16


  One more thing: It might be imagined that I am writing this book as a form of self-promotion. On the contrary, some of this book’s contents will only sully my reputation. Its main aim is to save future generations from the two most monstrous stupéfiants,17 tobacco and alcohol, which are all the more dangerous in that they are legal, while the damage they wreak is insufficiently known. The higher grade “white” narcotics are taken by the elite of humanity – this is the aristocracy of narcotism – and thus are not so sinister as the far more dangerous gray, everyday, democratic intoxicants that everyone is free to consume with impunity.


  My method is purely psychological. My intent is to draw attention to the mental repercussions of these poisons, whose effects any novice can observe germinating long before he becomes consumed entirely. I am not about to break some (hens’) eggs before your eyes and toss them into pure alcohol to show how the whites coagulate in contact with the "transparent fluid" (as I recall Prince Giedroyć18 once demonstrating). I will not be showing slides of a smoker’s sooty lungs and distended heart, nor a drinker’s withered liver, nor a cocaine addict’s stomach, shrunken to the size of a child’s fist. “[I] shall not sing a sad song of shadows, I bring you triumph, proud and cruel …”19 etc. I hope to show you the small mental shifts that ultimately lead to a personality becoming entirely altered, spiritually disfigured, devoid of Geist (the Polish word for “spirit,” duch, does not convey the range of the German Geist and the French esprit – knack, spark, glimmer, drive, etc.), creative power, and a striving toward the Unknown, which requires courage and a carefree attitude that are systematically pulverized by an odious addiction. Though I have never managed to free myself entirely from the clutches of nicotine, my salvation is that I often quit smoking for extended periods (several weeks) so that, all told, I have gone without smoking for four or six months at a time. Of course, this kind of abstinence par intermittence20 could never equal prolonged, continuous periods of total abstention – but it still has some effect. Ninety percent of habitual smokers must continually up their intake, thereby committing spiritual suicide in installments, imperceptibly, and unaware of it themselves, depriving every experience of its color and luster while destroying that most valuable thing of all – the intellect – for a minuscule pleasure. For does a compulsive smoker feel any kind of pleasure? Only a negative one, satisfying a revolting and unnatural need. Such is the case, apparently, with all drugs if you allow yourself to reach an ample level of addiction.


  If you show a sixteen-year-old the liver of a forty-year-old alcoholic, bloated and rotten, will he stop drinking at the sight? No – he is too distant from his forties, it is too unthinkable – this I know from personal experience. One often says, “Ah, if I live a few years more or less it's ganz Wurst und Pomade21 – the thing is to live for the moment.” And then, when those last five years roll around, the same years this unfortunate soul had disparaged so nonchalantly and that he now stands to lose, he bends over backward to prolong his life, though, in most cases, this life is no longer worth prolonging. This fellow then lives on, past his technical death, so to speak, a vegetable, decrepit on the inside and often on the outside as well, incapable of doing useful work, a hypochondriac, taking his pulse every five minutes and swallowing masses of pills, which can no longer restore his wasted cells. We must demonstrate the direct psychological impact, whose slow progress (schleichender Vorgang22 – Ugh! Horrors!) cannot always be observed, particularly by a man whose narcotic use is constant. Hard narcotics generally produce brutal side effects – the damage is readily apparent. The attempt to overcome these ill effects, and not a craving for the high, is often what leads to addiction. Nicotine use does not result in “crapulence”23 (a katzenjammer),24 which makes it all the more hazardous for the public at large. In most cases, only degenerates, those especially predisposed, and the generally useless can commit themselves fully to a cocaine or morphine habit. Tobacco asphyxiates and alcohol can slowly burn out the best brains. There are those who will say, “I smoke and drink, but it doesn't harm me, I feel fine,” and of course this is true for a while. A heap of minor psychophysical ailments accumulate and then suddenly erupt in the form of a very concrete mental or physical disease. Just imagine, oh wretch, how wonderful you would feel if you had completely abstained, since your organism is strong enough to function tolerably well even when it is forever being poisoned. How would you feel if you had never tried any of it? This you will never know. There is no way to gauge or estimate the damage. Those who have quit and started again know a bit about it. What I would not give to get back those twenty-eight years of (irregular) smoking. Today it hurts me a hundred times more than it did when I was eighteen, and it is also one hundred times more difficult to quit this revolting habit than it was "in the good old days." And what true alcoholics or cocaine addicts – among whom I cannot be counted, despite the sincerest wishes of my "nemeses" – must live through, I shudder to think.


  So time to begin: Tomorrow is a ball, I shall get royally wasted, and then the next day I will quit. It is far easier to deal with nicotine with a bit of post-alcoholic “crapulence.”


   


  February 7, 1930
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  Leo Tolstoy is quoted as saying that a man who has never smoked a cigarette is incapable of committing a real crime, in the full sense of the word. There is some hyperbole here, given that people murdered each other right and left long before tobacco was introduced to Europe. Alcohol might have been instrumental – the devil knows for sure – but my intention is not to write a world history of narcotics. Besides, there was also a time before alcohol. Yet no matter how far back we go in the history of humankind, we invariably find some sort of “narcotic haze.” Evidently, a clear consciousness cannot cope with itself in the metaphysical monstrosity of Existence, and the mind has always needed something to muddle its faculties. The use of narcotics has always been an integral part of religious rituals and any number of cults. After all, religion and art once served to shield the eyes from the Eternal Mystery, the dazzling glare coming from the black abyss of Being. Greece was the first to begin a conceptual struggle with this mystery, one that could only end in failure. Our epoch is witnessing a major shift. All aspects of the past have merged with the contours of the future in our era, and as we presently strive toward social stability, I believe we are approaching a time when getting stoned will lose its appeal, which will spell the end of narcotics. The currently disastrous state of drug addiction marks their final death throes amid this temporal blurring. Anyone would prefer that a gangrenous limb unfit for existence falls off sooner rather than later – my hope is that the present book will help to hasten this process. What once had its rightful and inspiring place might now be no more than ballast preventing humankind from forming its future system. This ballast undoubtedly includes drugs, no matter how much, for the time being, some types (nicotine and alcohol) might be socially acceptable. Despite the hyperbole in Tolstoy's alleged statement, I would say that nicotine does offer a splendid introduction to alcoholism and all kinds of stupefacients: it creates a kind of psychological mechanism that can be transferred to any other addiction. A smoker finds himself ready to stumble off all manner of precipice, at whose bottom he may even find crime, even if he never had any special predisposition to it. Few are the notorious drinkers who have no taste for cigarettes. When I speak of a true boozer, I have in mind someone who regularly consumes alcohol every day until the end of his life – unless a last-minute fear of death stops him from ending his life via this lethal fluid, slightly prolonging his basically wasted existence. Nonsmokers who drink, a combination that I believe occurs quite seldom, generally stop drinking in time, before the critical phase, more or less around forty, and are thus capable of rounding off their existences with a relatively bright spirit. A classic example of this type is Boy-Żeliński,25 who once wrote a paean to alcohol and now consumes it only for big celebrations. This is why his output is still going strong, and why he will be capable of inner development till the end of his days.


  Man has a certain insatiability for existence itself, a primordial insatiability, tied to the inescapable fact of selfhood, which I call metaphysical.26 Unless it is stamped out, sated through grand emotions, work, creativity, power, and so on, it can only be smothered by narcotics. Für elende Müssiggänger ist Opium geschaffen,27 as I believe someone once said. The apparent contradiction between this statement and the following remarks on the “social value” of nicotine and alcohol (if used in moderation) for the mechanization of society will be elucidated shortly. Basically, I distinguish between drugs that are seemingly social and those that are evidently antisocial – but more on this later. So I have called the aforementioned insatiability a metaphysical feeling as it is rooted in the opposition between every individual’s infinite wholeness of Existence and the delimitations imposed by Time and Space. Although this insatiability appears in the most diverse constellations with other states and emotions to create various amalgams, it is grounded in the unity of our “I,” our selfhood. This insatiability might also act as a stimulant for some activities and lend a certain luster to other activities that are, for the most part, unrelated. Should this sensation overwhelm a person’s mind, it could lead to work of a religious, artistic, or philosophical nature, but if it remains negligible in a person's mind, it might cause his actions to take a metaphysical bent, or merely lend his inner life a special glow. This is not the place to summarize my philosophical and aesthetic views, as they have recently been expressed in my books: New Forms in Painting and the Misunderstandings They Engender; Aesthetic Sketches;28 and The Theater.29 As for philosophy, I may soon release my foundational work on the subject. For the time being, the above remarks will have to suffice. Thus I declare that all narcotics, both the “social,” in initial or small doses, and the antisocial, to some degree serve to appease an individual’s limitations, the feelings of insatiability and longing produced by the very essence of Being, only to dull these states, and then annihilate them entirely. Religion, art, and philosophy operate in a similar fashion, and though they initially express various degrees of metaphysical perturbation, they ultimately temper metaphysical sensations with veils of constructs and systems, art with artistic forms, and philosophy with conceptual systems. Then the horror of the individual’s isolation in meaningless Being is cushioned by society, it withers and vanishes, in step with the unease that originally engendered it.


  One more matter: Debora Vogel30 (Doctor of Philosophy and poet) once believed she had found a certain inconsistency in my theory of the historical development of artistic forms. She took issue with my claim that the aforesaid metaphysical sensations, having reached their apex, have gradually begun to wane as the socialization of humanity has progressed and are presently approaching nil. My proof was the collapse of religion, the end of philosophy in the impasse presented by a negative definition of the limits of knowledge and the final corruption of artistic forms. “How, then, could the wholesale disappearance of content,” Debora perfidiously inquired, “throughout the arts, that is, the sense of uniformity in multiplicity-in-itself, be reconciled with the degradation of expression?” I may not be quoting her precisely, but this was the gist of her “query,” to which I adamantly “parried”: “A spurious accusation. In the past people were more spiritually robust, leading less hurried lives. Individual spiritual forces have remained more or less constant while social forces have grown and require more concentration from the individual, who is unable to keep up with the demands of work quotas and energy expenditure. In every respect, society is beginning to outpace its members’ capacities to serve their functions. In times past, the artist spent a long time pondering and digesting his material, and the fruit of his work took a long time to ripen. These artists turned their experiences into great, tranquil forms, while spectators and listeners were powerfully affected by simple works devoid of perversity, i.e., works that created a harmonious whole out of parts that were, individually, of discordant resonance. In our day, with the decline of basic artistic sensibilities connected to the sense of the individual’s unity and singularity, the artist must harness far bolder means of expression to evoke a moment of metaphysical delight. With a whole storehouse of these sensations in his daily life, spectators or listeners can only vent their emotions through works that aggressively flay the nerves. To this we must add the apathy and progressive exhaustion in art, which we see unfolding before our eyes. In times past, the artist was only one step ahead of his epoch, differed only minimally from his predecessors, yet in our day we see shifts in basic concepts and the deformations of reality and sensations that ensue. As humanity adapts to society, to the progressive mechanization and quickening pace of life, the artist, a specialist in channeling the immediate expression of metaphysical sensations, has had to distance himself formally from the social foundation, though it is where his life is rooted. This accounts for the growing dissonance between true artists and a future-oriented society, and the fact that their work is understood only by small groups of a particular sort of individual, now in demise. As such, I believe it is clear why the disappearance of metaphysical sensations leads to the degradation of artistic forms, which will mark the end of art on our planet.”


  But enough of this – let's not wallow in artistic theories long forgotten and basically unneeded. For a certain small group of people, narcotics initially replace art, religion, and philosophy (here I am referring to avowed addicts of top-shelf poisons, naturally). Such addicts are utterly dehumanized in the mega-enhanced experience of their selves, annihilated completely, cut off from society, isolated in their own hermetic world of demented experiences, with a profoundly warped sense of reality, beyond which all communication with ordinary people is impossible. It’s an entirely different matter with alcohol in small quantities, as it is with nicotine. These toxins slowly deaden the anxiety-ridden modern human, crippling his self, yet not annihilating it so as to make him incapable of performing menial labor in today's society. Given its ancient culture and degenerate population, Europe would perhaps crumble under a total prohibition of alcohol and tobacco. Its lifestyle is incompatible with the last embers of metaphysical sensations, which can only be disruptive, like a tiny pebble lodged in the gears of a high-precision machine. While the small first doses of tobacco and alcohol initially soothe a European’s chaffed nerves, the quantity only increases, as does the number of buyers in subsequent generations, an unnecessary situation, as with proper instruction other ways could be found to unwind. Those who are older poison themselves to the hilt, making themselves prematurely unfit for work. The young, following their lead, begin drinking and smoking earlier and earlier, which nullifies even the consoling effect of tobacco and alcohol. The crisis comes when these toxins begin to produce an antisocial effect, afflicting even the young. The result is the systematic loss of productivity and the all-too-early exhaustion of the most talented individuals, who possess the most delicate nervous systems. The negative effects soon outweigh the positive, and then, in some respects, it is already too late – the further these habits become entrenched, the more violent the shock of sudden prohibition, which will become, sooner or later, a necessity. It seems to me that people blindly driven by economic pursuits fail to see the gravity of the psychological damage inflicted on a major part of society. A society of cocaine addicts would be a monstrous thing indeed – this no one denies. Few appreciate, however, that a nation of smokers and moderate alcoholics is just as dreadful compared to a society that abstains from all drugs. Such are the nations we presently inhabit, to which we belong, oblivious to the reigning foul atmosphere and to our true natures.


  Relatively new countries can afford abstinence. Their citizens, unlike those of Europe following the Great War, have neither the bad habits of older cultures nor their rattled nerves. We must also consider a country’s level of alcoholism and nicotine addiction. In Poland, this level seems to increase by the second, which is why our situation is so dire. I believe the general struggle against tobacco and alcohol should involve a short (e.g., ten-year) period of systematic restrictions. Afterward, all European countries should proceed to the absolute prohibition of these two terrible assommoirs,31 their economies be damned, and the sanity and productivity of the citizenry would swiftly recompense the resulting dislocations and losses. For the hopeless addicts, those for whom stopping would mean death, we could implement a registration system and a rationing of dosage, which would immediately curtail any bootlegging. By this system, the Americans have apparently eliminated cocaine abuse in some states, and the Japanese have eliminated opium use in Formosa. But I do not intend to invent the technical means for implementing this plan – I am limiting myself to the psychology.


  Thus, we have nicotine and its sidekick, carbon monoxide (CO). What smoker does not know the marvelous and fateful effects of the first cigarettes? Smoking generally has a "honeymoon" period at first, or a so-called weltschmerz.32 This involves more or less conscious metaphysical experiences, largely occurring during a formative stage of the personality, while still in its embryonic phase, a time in one's life when character is being molded for good. The basic effect of cigarettes at this stage is to quench abstract despair, or even to buffer the assorted objective misfortunes in life. Apart from unpleasantries such as headaches, nausea (even vomiting), and disgust, the mental state shifts from anger toward a melancholy that might even have its appeal. At the same time, there is a certain intellectual frisson and superficial clarity of thought, combined with an ease in performing work. And this is about all one can expect from cigarettes. These salutary effects are very short-lived – for some, only a few months – after which negative repercussions emerge, becoming more pronounced as the dosage of the poison increases. If people only knew what cost they ultimately have to pay by using the quick fix of tobacco instead of attempting to change their mood and mollify the dreadfulness of the world through their will, dealing with reality piecemeal, had they any idea, they would be alarmed and nip their addiction in the bud. Only those who have never smoked continuously, having frequently quit in the hopes of combating the systematic and all-too-swift increase in the daily intake of stupefying smoke, are able to evaluate the monstrous changes that imperceptibly occur in mental faculties clouded by this psychophysical swill. In the very first stages of smoking, however, the body's self-defense mechanism kicks in, symptomatic of the sense of ruin that follows every excess of tobacco. The novice smoker always believes himself to be only an occasional smoker, because of some special circumstances or as a momentary exigency, but God forbid he should intend to make the rotten stuff a habit. Before nicotine imperceptibly becomes a constant need, it might be used only in situations that stand out against the gray monotony of reality: a social evening, a stimulating discussion, a moment whose special charm makes it seem of more consequence than a lifetime of health, the necessity of meeting a work deadline. These are all occasions that seem worth sacrificing the next day’s sense of well-being, the sharpness of one's mental faculties, worth the physical and spiritual revulsion and self-disgust. But above all, our hapless smoker fails to glean that every surrender to the murderous dialectic of drugs tightens the noose around his neck, narrowing his escape from the cul-de-sac he has heedlessly wandered into, often through snobbery, or a search for cheap distractions, or just plain idiocy.


  I am currently writing while on S after several days of NS, which is why I can see this phenomenon so clearly in all its hideousness. As is the case with the majority of smokers, it brings me absolutely nothing positive, outside of a purely external pleasure, that is, the satiation of miserable gustatory/olfactory/tactile appetites. The objective value of work produced under the influence of smoking, apart from an illusory swiftness in execution, is indisputably lower if we consider the exertion it requires to finish it once and for all. A smoker's work is never perfect right away: he must spend many long, grueling hours "tweaking" it, revising his work instead of having it pour out in a way that matches his original idea. This applies not just to intellectual endeavors, but to work in general, though in some fields it is harder to assess the damage. If you’re a mediocre shoemaker or tailor, then that's that. Hard to say if tobacco abuse has stunted inner growth and hampered technique. I have had the opportunity to observe these effects at work in painting, where mental clarity and manual dexterity are required. My thesis holds over longer periods of time. It is just that not everyone has experience in addiction and sufficient introspection (self-awareness) and, above all, good will. That's how it goes, you say, and blunder into an abyss of progressive ruination.


  Yet at the start things don’t look as grim as they do once a certain point has been reached, once the increasing dosage begins to wreak havoc at an exponential speed. Once the growing quantities of the drug cease to “dope” you, then the real tragedy begins. You’ve nothing left to give, not even if you smoked 150 cigarettes a day. Perhaps some folks are incapable of wringing anything from themselves – this is another kettle of fish. But I maintain that with ninety out of every hundred smokers poisoning from nicotine and carbon monoxide will be the cause, which, when considering the partial burning of tobacco and paper, must be largely contained in the cigarette smoke itself. The daze and stupor increase with every inhalation of the murderous smoke, and a sense of disquiet along with them. The worst feelings are the contradictory ones, and tobacco provides a diabolical pair: a superficial stimulation with the incapacity to put it to use due to the paralysis of the higher faculties. I’m acutely aware of this as I write these words, and as I will continue to write each day on NS, every reader will get a sense of this transformation. And if not? That would be terrible – it would only prove that I have smoked for too long and that it is no longer possible to break the habit without suffering extremely negative and immediate consequences. But no, a thousand times no – it is only a question of time. Of course, if you’ve become accustomed to vast doses of nicotine through smoking constantly and then quit at the very end of your life, it’s hopeless, and better to remain in a fog than to see your total ruination in full clarity. Such specimens are ones for the books, though why anyone would want to write a book about them is beyond me. I believe the reason there are so few "great elders" here in Poland, in Russia, and in the Balkans is because of smoking and inhalation. Poles, passez-moi l'expression grotesque,33 “wither up” before their time, both in life and in literature, and are replaced by increasingly pale replicas. In the lands I’ve mentioned it is quite rare to see a man in his full wisdom and capacity, both in life and in art, producing his greatest works and deeds at a ripe old age. I chalk this up more to smoking than to boozing. Alcohol, at least, consumes its victims swiftly, sometimes in a creative burst, with the dosage increasing at a frantic pace. Nicotized “zombies” might stumble barrenly through life for a very long time, living on the memories of their glory days, creating virtually nothing. The Germans primarily smoke cigars, and few inhale the smoke, that is, pull it into their lungs, where the greater absorptive surface area sucks in the most poison. The amount of nicotine absorbed by the mucus membranes of the throat, nose, and stomach through saliva is negligible compared to what the lungs can absorb. The French generally do not inhale at all – a nicotized Frenchman is a rarity. I should point out, however, that the number of smokers in the West who do inhale has also increased since the war. The English salvation is the pipe, which lets less poison into their stomachs with the saliva – relatively few “sons of Albion” inhale. We Poles, Russians, and Balkaners of all stripes, to say nothing of the real East, suck the foul smoke right down to our navels, poisoning ourselves some 80% more than those in the West. Here, a man of fifty is basically a wreck. Those who have not smoked at all (e.g., Boy-Żeleński), or who have, like Żeromski34 and my father, stopped smoking in time because of lung ailments, save themselves. And forget the optimists who say that “nothing hurts us, we can handle it.” I repeat: Whoever is unable to stop smoking for a longer period of time does not know who he could be if he hadn’t smoked at all, or if he had quit entirely before the ultimate numbing and disintegration of his will. We know that at some stage the majority of smokers will take to drink, or begin to consume large quantities of coffee or tea. The exceptions are those who have become so mechanized by mindless labor they no longer expect anything from themselves. Like caffeine (theanine has turned out to be no different from caffeine), alcohol is the best antidote for a nicotine muddle, and, to some extent, may compensate for the languor of the cerebral cortex, asphyxiated by tobacco smoke. And thus we arrive at compulsive alcoholism and caffeinism, which also buoy the spirit for a certain period while inevitably leading to the moldering and decay of the corporal shell. Such a person might still be inspired to sudden bursts of energy in exceptional circumstances, but his daily rendement35 decreases with terrifying swiftness when these antidotes are used. Caffeine use, especially, leads to upping the dosage much more quickly than either alcohol or nicotine.


  Real pleasure in smoking is felt only by novices, or by those who, thanks to a rare and highly specific attribute – the inability to become dependent on nicotine – hold onto the initial kick, limiting themselves to a few or, at most, a dozen cigarettes daily. The true addict – and this is the vast majority of smokers – chain-smokes, immediately satisfying the slightest urge as soon it should arise. This is purely a negative pleasure, subhuman even, in that it relieves the tiniest distress instead of truly overcoming it. This is how the overall psychological mechanism evolves. It gets used to adapting to every task, to feinting rather than attacking head on, to avoiding rather than conquering difficulty. The result is the erosion of the will and the creation of a set response to other stimuli, paving the way for alcohol and the more potent “white frenzies.” Based on this initial positive experience, every difficulty in life is overcome with increasing quantities of cigarettes, cigars, or pipes, until your limit is reached, at which point no dose is sufficient. You then have to grasp for another substance or be satisfied with half measures, with only partly overcoming the difficulties you face. A person addicted to constantly shifting difficulties onto the external world, to relying on something outside of himself, is no longer capable of true independent will or of creating “out of nothing,” which is all that really matters. Ordinarily, novice smokers do not smoke in the morning, saving it for the finest hours of the day. Some begin in the afternoon, after the first large meal. Others smoke their first cigarettes come evening, when their weary senses are unable to apprehend on their own, incapable of joie de vivre, of experiencing basic pleasure as it comes. Instead of simply going to sleep and resting, you have a desire to take something after a full day’s work, an inescapable fact of modern life in which our capacities are stretched to the very limits. At this point you begin to live off reserves. But the period set aside for smoking tends to become prolonged, extending from evenings into afternoons and mornings. It comes to envelop morning, starting with breakfast. From there it moves to smoking on an empty stomach, even upon waking in the middle of the night. Thus you begin to hurtle toward utter stupefaction, slowly losing any sense of who you are, who you hoped to become, and what you once were capable of before you began to be “beguiled by puffs of seemingly marvelous smoke.” Even a very advanced smoker wakes up relatively hale and hearty after a night’s rest. A man who has never quit smoking doesn’t know how magnificent it can be to maintain this state until the glorious triumph over the addiction, when work proceeds more smoothly, when productivity increases, than in a narcotized state – when a sense of pure power replaces the barren anxiety that comes with agitated movements, shifty eyes, and the tremor of unsteady hands. Yes, this is how the average smoker awakes, insofar as he is not a severe neurasthenic for whom the start of every day is a wretched ordeal; he dreams of his first cigarette to give fundamental value to the early morning. After that, his head a fog, he trudges through his mundane day with the resignation of a man who has fallen into the gears of a machine, to be convinced only with the onset of evening that life “is livable.” Yet even in this worst of all situations, these bouts of morning depression may be reduced with the correct regimen from two or three hours to two or three minutes. Only for the love of God, do not smoke! When a morning depression is obliterated with nicotine, it rears its ugly head around noontime and lasts until late afternoon, only to turn into a mounting sense of anxiety in the evening and a "nighttime frenzy" that precludes an early sleep and requires a heavier dose of nicotine. This is how small, momentary setbacks turn into a serious psychosis that can color an entire day, even a period of twenty-four hours, swelling over the years into the total inability to lead a normal life. The most susceptible to destroying their own existences in this way are the schizoids, the physical asthenic types. Even the notorious pyknics36 undergo a “schizoid shift” under the influence of drugs, as when the substance of certain individuals is scrambled, and their schizoid component is considerably amplified. Pyknics generally are less susceptible to toxicants of all sorts, though they, too, can stray far from the path of their psychological structure. They, too, expend insane amounts of energy resisting drugs, even though they seem to lose their inhibitions under their influence and are said to be capable of extraordinary schizoid accomplishments: fanatical convictions, formal artistic creations, metaphysical conceptions. All this is pure bunk: pyknics have their place, and schizoids theirs – schizophrenia for the schizophrenics, the Monroe Doctrine37 applied to psychology and psychiatry.


  Curiously, when a smoker smokes on an empty stomach, which is especially damaging to the heart, stomach, and nervous system, the first cigarette has a milder effect than it does on someone less addicted who doesn't have the first cigarette until after breakfast. Perhaps he is too consumed by the momentary pleasure of relief from the woeful state in which he awoke, but the next few cigarettes give him a snapshot of how the day will unfold, and then one day to the next, for the rest of his life. His unnatural state of agitation intensifies until the afternoon. Washing yourself (and thoroughly! – see Appendix I) somewhat alleviates the effects of the poison. (The superstition that one cannot shave properly without smoking, or that it is impossible to write a letter, can be debunked with a single experiment. These are idiotic vices and nothing more.) With the simultaneous ingestion of drugs, which, unlike tobacco, cannot be used whenever and however one pleases, the muddle increases, along with a state of distraction. This only aids menial work that requires no creative effort. If the objective is to stupefy the greatest number of people to such a degree that they cease to pose any danger and, in this addled state, perform required functions automatically, then only countries with a minimal level of mechanization and old cultures, where nerves are particularly frayed, might tolerate tobacco use. This stupefaction of society will ultimately happen the world over. The pacifying function of tobacco is temporary – it works only in certain doses, at certain times of the day. Increasing the dosage leads to total psychophysical derangement and renders the smoker incapable of even the most mindless work – he sleepwalks through his job more than performs it, making a hash of the work just to be finished with it, basic productivity be damned. Does this not explain our proverbial sloppiness, imperfection, self-deception, and idleness? I know this mechanism firsthand, though in microcosm, of course. I know how much effort it cost me to maintain a level of output while on S, in a smoking phase. For I must confess one thing: I have never succumbed to the effects of nicotine. Why complicate your life or lower its standard for the meager pleasure of inhaling some fetid smoke, for its debilitating psychological effects? Even small doses of tobacco and alcohol vastly impair long-term productivity, all the while deluding you that work is getting done. This is why, in newer countries, where calming one’s nerves in the most intensive period of a working life (from the ages of 20 to 50) is a less vital issue, we see movements to prohibit even the most seemingly innocent “social” narcotics. In Europe, alcohol abuse is punished (a pity there is no penalty for oversmoking), while moderate use is rather encouraged, as it brings in revenue for the state. This is a “myopic” policy, looking only from one day to the next, sparing little thought for the future. Instead of cashing in on citizens' "short-term needs" (let one generation suffer jangled nerves), we ought to endeavor to help them to unwind and relax more effectively after their menial labors. Energy wasted on idiocy should be conserved to improve work. A person deadened by tobacco and alcohol is incapable of this. He seeks even more mind-numbing entertainment to relax, and there is plenty to choose from. The utterly depraved cinema with its vacuous attempts at artistry, radio reduced to “station surfing,” or, at best, to a sensory narcotization through music, much like a dog howls to a tune without any profounder feeling for art. A basic musical sensibility is required, a musical, not a “howling,” comprehension of music. Then there is the chronic and brainless dancing, that most monstrous of modern society's unacknowledged plagues. And finally, the best of them all, sports, which, if kept in check and not inflated to the comical dimensions of a priesthood, could at least promote physical fitness without the loftier pursuits of the young and healthy being ravaged by mental debilitation. To this we must add the steadily bulging daily newspaper, which comprises the sole "serious" mental exertion of at least 80% of the population. All this a far-gone smoker could endure, yet when the day's work is done, concentrated intellectual pursuits are out of the question. Something drives, urges, pushes, and violently expels him from himself and his home. He has to “step out for just a moment,” drop in somewhere for a chat, see to something important, he says, though in fact it is of no importance at all. His presence is required somewhere because someone cannot do without him, though this is, in fact, a lie. He has to rescue someone from something, though the person really needs no rescuing, and so on and so on. The smoker’s ingenuity is infinite when it comes to justifying his hideous anxiety, unrest, and inability to concentrate. I am offering only minor, simple examples – this process can take the most diverse forms, depending on the psychological makeup and living circumstances of the person. He finds thousands of pretexts to poison himself with nicotine, to justify this revolting “drive” stoked in him by this damnably barren poison. You can forget about true concentration – work proceeds at a feverish pace, but it is only superficial, never productive. The nicotized man pretends to be working, shamelessly duping himself and others with outward signs of “bustle” and “busyness,” in essence irrevocably squandering the gifts of God – time and energy – in exchange for fake commodities. He should be able to deal with all of it tomorrow, but every tomorrow gets worse and worse. Thus do all his ideas and projects go to the dogs, wafting off with the stinking smoke into the realm of the infeasible. On the heels of the foul evening “tremors” is the need for something stronger, even more assommant38 – dancehalls do the trick. Then late into the night, smoking vast quantities of cigarettes, he reads one of the idiotic pulp novels, both domestic and in translation, that presently flood our bookshops. He wakes up the following day with a head like a bucket of slop, a foul taste in his mouth and a foul taste for life, which still seems conquerable with another dose of the reeking poison. And thus he lives a life “of sorts,” from one day to the next, at every moment losing any sense of overall significance, imperceptibly transforming into a mindless, gelatinous creature, utterly unlike that solid individual he might have become. Temporality, spiritual myopia, lower and lower expectations from himself and others, a superficiality in everything from philosophy to views on society, seeking out a frivolous sort of company that requires no mental effort – these are the qualities that brand the true smoker. If only the day might drift along passably well, if only he could squirm his way out of the thornier conundrums, if only he could blot out the incredible risk to his life, demanding that he pool all his resources in order to wrestle with the terrible riddles of life. Everything will somehow work itself out. But behind the mask of animated vivacity is lethal tedium and a grim, onanistic powerlessness literally bolstered with every pull of smoke from this hideous plant, a consequence of immediately satiating every urge, no matter how paltry, to discombobulate the brain with that demonic carbon monoxide. Deep down is a lack of self-respect. How can a man, in full consciousness of the fact that he is becoming more of a cretin from one hour to the next, allow himself the dreary little pleasure that is making him a cretin? This is an unfathomable miracle indeed, unless, of course, it's merely something I fail to understand. This book seeks to open the eyes of those who are dying because they are unaware, and not because they lack willpower. Every smoker is the ruin of the person he could be if he abstained. The example I give is necessarily extreme as it is based on phenomena I have observed the hard way, but because I, too, have frequently quit smoking, they have not blossomed into their ultimate form. With a few minor exceptions, however, we can assume that smoking affects everyone, even the greatest titan, in a similar fashion.


  Some adhere more closely to this pattern, others less so, and while it may vary in intensity, the changes wrought in assorted individuals are identical in terms of quality. Hinter dieser glänzenden Fassade sind nur Ruinen,39 as Kretschmer says of “atrophying schizophrenics” in Körperbau und Charakter,40 a book that should be read by every person of at least middling intelligence. Someone might finally decide to translate this brilliant work into Polish. Our book market is flooded with hideous literature for cretins, with those ghastly detective novels that turn even the smarter among us into morons, while all that is worthwhile in world literature is fastidiously kept off the shelves. What’s more, lured by the fantastic lucre of foreign pseudo-literary sharks, our sharklings have begun producing their own stinking trash, befouling our literature, which is in its death throes as it is. Ugh! Revolting to the extreme, or as a certain general once put it, “Damn these mock hallucinations.”41 The smoker becomes inured to thinking that his unnatural, unproductive agitation is a creative state, and he thereby ceases to differentiate between the essence of things and their facade, losing all capacity to evaluate. He takes a filthy joke for the purest esprit, nefarious experimental ideas for revelations, and prattling bullshit for a dazzling display of “conversationalizing.”42 He becomes less demanding, seeking only a band of imbeciles among whom his ravaged brain might still shine, while more refined company begins to bore and exhaust him. Any mental effort or concentration becomes real torture, and the indolent nicotine addict, rotting away in his own juices, laughs cynically at his downfall, thinking, “Well, I'll get by somehow. You only live once. Why deprive yourself? Pleasures are so few.” Yet somewhere in the depths of his soul he still hears a strange voice, particularly in the initial stages of poisoning. It mumbles something about a different, better life, one that has been utterly annihilated. He struggles to ignore the voice and despises those who sow such doubts within him. I know the risks in writing these words, given that 95% of our society smokes, and even worse, they inhale, and of these, some 50% seem like mindless automatons or, to a greater or lesser degree, psychopaths (these are the only two classes of smoker). To hell with it all ... It’s not my problem anymore.


  One more thing: tobacco saps your courage. The muddle it causes allows you to get by tolerably well in lower states of brute existence, like doing time in prison, trench warfare, debilitating sickness, or mindless work. Even so, the smoker inevitably has less resistance to violent dangers that require him to “run on empty” in order to survive moments that exceed his daily reserves and to defend himself rationally, that is, unless he has reached the stage of idiocy where nothing matters anymore. Let a man like that smoke his fill, let him smoke himself to death, dammit, and vanish all the quicker from the face of our planet to keep from polluting this occasionally beautiful world (deny it though you may) with his undead carcass. Despite the blather of the intuitionists and anti-intellectuals, of those who misunderstand their own words or use them to conceal the poverty of their thoughts, one of the greatest and most beautiful things is the human mind. This is a truism. To pulverize this mind systematically in exchange for a vision of the world bled of color, mental depression, and hideous anxiety makes a mockery of real strength and conflict!43 And you, girls – maybe you hold the mind in less esteem than we do, but think of your lovely skin. You will be trading in your suede, silken, peaches-and-alabaster skin for shriveled, dirty, sallow rags. This should finally rally your common sense, though you generally have less of it at hand. Even Antoni Słonimski,44 who does not acknowledge the defining of concepts (have a look if you care to, dearie, at his polemic with Pomirowski over The Silver Dream of Salomea (a classic in my estimation) in Wiadomości Literackie), once shouted: “The world is not a football / The world is won with your head.”45 And to swap that head for a rotten mess of vile pleasures and a dungheap that could never produce anything new or valuable – horrors!! This is why I call upon you, parents, to beat some sense into your children who have taken up smoking if there is no other way of getting through to them. But you only have the right to do this if you’ve never smoked yourselves, or have quit smoking. Let the nonsmoking husbands browbeat (or torment if necessary) their smoker wives, and let the wives poison their husbands' lives to the extreme (as only they know how), till all send this odious addiction scuttling off to hell. Let friends challenge one another to the noble sport of NS, so seldom practiced, alas, in our corner of the world. Let the lovers ... but enough already.


  And now I would like to tell you the story of a man who quit smoking overnight, but I'll have to save it for tomorrow, unfortunately. I'm writing these words with a lousy “butt” in my foul kisser, struggling to keep going with such a relatively easy project as this “little opus,” which should, nevertheless, be read by one and all and translated into all the world's languages. Right, starting tomorrow, starting tomorrow – good luck. So we’ll see if it will indeed be tomorrow and if I, the Grand Master of Temporary NS, will take things to the next level and, starting tomorrow, quit smoking forever. And if someone should see me with a cigarette between my teeth he will be justified in thinking that I have given up on living the best life I can till the end of my days, that I have indeed given up on myself. This is not the place to mention senility, the acceleration of old age and ruination of the stomach (and to those who say they cannot take a decent “you-know-what” without S, try eating plums and doing Müller’s calisthenics, and then see).46 My sole concern is the mind. I'll leave all the other aspects to the experts, even though they, too, would have to stop smoking to gain an objective perspective and experience. Oh, and one last thing: going cold turkey first time around, with no dithering, never having known the blessed effects of nonsmoking, is a bad idea – I repeat, the very first time. A man who has never tried to quit and suddenly gives it up will stop smoking for a year, two at most, but then will return to smoking and never stop again. He will start up again with three cigarettes a day, and finish at sixty or a hundred, no longer even dreaming he could quit again. The rotten effects of cigarettes can be seen (even in a mirror) and felt clearly and emphatically just by smoking once after a three to four day pause. Apart from the unadulterated bovine pleasure (for fuck’s sake, are there really none better?!) of the first (well, let's also say the third) intake of reeking smoke, what immediately follows is a state which, apart from the purely physical symptoms (dizziness, weakness in the calves, an overall physical discombobulation, the desire to go out, a loathsome burnt stench), is a foretaste (Muster, échantillon)47 of those mental states that every smoker experiences. The difference is that with a brief abstinence these states are felt undiluted, not stretched over an entire life. And so our main, inevitable regret is: “Why did I ever start smoking?” For the sake of dubious sensory pleasures (much better are to be had out there, dammit!) he feels addled, self-alienated (most pitiable), out of sorts, and irresponsible. He is incapable of making the simplest decisions, the very core of the self erodes, he feels weak (we know all too well what cigarettes are to athletes – total mayhem, worse than alcohol), and above all, he senses that characteristic graying of reality only known to smokers who have quit for several days – once again the flood of mediocrity and tedium that can only be compared to sloshing a bucket of thick, gray slops onto a vibrant carpet. Life instantaneously loses its charm, and everything is coated with a fast-drying varnish of mediocrity, insipidness, and mundanity. A man feels weary and filthy, though he might have scrubbed himself with a brush from the Sennebaldt Bros. of Biała48 not half an hour before and felt spry as a jaybird. His every cell feels clotted with a revolting, stinking sauce – something like the gunk that collects in a pipe that hasn’t been cleaned for ages. He seeks salvation in a second, a third, a tenth cigarette, and in a few hours he is in the depths of total ruin, recalling those few days of “nonsmoking” like a journey to a marvelous land of crystalline colors, fire, enthusiasm, self-contentment, and utterly splendid opportunities. And then he even ceases to yearn for it. The smoker returns, miserable, like a poor horse to his mill, helplessly cranking the days away, with no hope of extricating himself, no higher aspirations (just knock off the work and rest, like a beast), no hope of making any progress, even in his drudgery. Though generally unaware of it, he is done for, yet somewhere deep down remain vague recollections of rather tiring, albeit pure, moments of grappling with the murderous addiction, back when he still could find a way out from the cul-de-sac. He has squandered all his life’s bright opportunities for the dreary inhalation of an inadequately toasted demon weed substance from hell – the stuff we aptly call in Polish tytoń (yes, ty (you) toń (drown)!). The smoker who just resumes after a long pause (of at least a few months) is generally oblivious to these symptoms. On the contrary, he feels the sumptuous excitement of the first time, but without the negative symptoms of the initiation into this contemptible, debilitating addiction – none of the nausea, headaches, or the like. He thinks, “Why did I ever stop smoking? What a splendid thing it is. Onward!” At first with small doses, which increase at a much swifter pace than when he first started, he imperceptibly returns, step by step, to the default state, in essence addled by tobacco, with no criteria to assess his downfall, unlike the smoker who has quit and begun again several times in his life, as his body stops producing antidotes, and these powerful symptoms of abstinence keep him from feeling the harsh effects of poisoning when quitting for brief periods. Whoever has made a short foray, or several, will eventually quit for good. The memories of the marvelous periods of self-denial will give him no rest. Even at times of the greatest pleasure he will see the specter of a wasted and hopeless life looming everywhere – and say what you will against life, it is the only one we have. This is why those who quit and then resume once more ought not to worry, and not to exaggerate the ignominy of their defeat. The experience they gain serves only to strengthen them, and at the decisive moment they will break with their progressive, systematic mental suicide once and for all. This is less a question of the lungs, the arteries, the throat, the heart, and the stomach, than of the brain and the nervous system. Without the mind and a clear vision of reality, even the lungs of a centaur and the stomach of a pig would be quite useless.


  You have to choose your moment to quit smoking. It is best not to do it (as some incorrectly suppose) during special occasions: on vacation, while traveling, or immediately after falling in love or even getting engaged. Returning to your normal daily routine immediately reminds you of the freshly kicked habit, forcing you to imagine that your initial reluctance to your ordinary life is because of the absence of the vile substance, whose perfidy overwhelms even the noblest of spirits. The best time to quit smoking is during your daily routine. It might be done on a Saturday or prior to a holiday (but not Christmas or Easter), to have a day to get accustomed to this new state. Under no circumstances should you accept any invitation to go out in the evening. Slipping into a postprandial coma and being incapable of normal small talk (a rotten business!) are very convenient pretexts for “just one smoke.” “One cigarette won't kill me,” the smoker readily mutters, happy, like any addict, to see a cousin, neighbor, a chance guest, or even (maybe precisely, precisely – who knows?) a good friend in the same deplorable state as himself. When in the state immediately after quitting, you should be focused, surrounded by loved ones (you have little use for others at such times), because this state (if you stick to your guns after the third or fourth attempt) only comes around once. And this is an extraordinary period – as if one has taken a new drug. Truly, this is how it goes. The contaminated organism must systematically produce antibodies to fight the poison flooding it. Freed from their disgusting duties, these antibodies go into a frenzy. The anti-nicotine poisoning is so pleasant that it compensates a hundredfold for the misery of abstinence. You only have to listen to the voice of your cells and guts and the “depths of your psyche” and avoid persuading yourself that you cannot live without cigarettes while you endlessly moan: “I want to smoke, I can’t talk, work, I don’t want to do anything,” etc. We should converse, do something, experience the moment as seems natural – we should somehow capitalize on it. The most important thing is how quitting affects your work. In three or four days other effects emerge, improving both physical and intellectual productivity. What is lost in those first three days, because of a blissful sort of sluggishness, is repaid in years of truly “joyful creativity,” no matter if you’re felling trees or punching numbers on an adding machine. You have to exert yourself, as always, but you are not overwhelmed by the same apathy brought on by the state of NS. (The same goes for a state of ND – nondrinking.) Through nonsmoking you become more conscientious in performing any kind of work and more inventive overall, hence you become more efficient. Your appetite and need for sleep likewise grow – though only at first. You can gorge yourself as much as you like for four or five days. and then the healthy instinct of the body waking to its new life is easily controlled. There is no need whatsoever to gorge yourself as some do and bloat up like a fatted pig. With only minimal effort, hunger can be regulated completely in three weeks. Just don't allow yourself to fall into a “substitute” craving as compensation for having endured tobacco cravings. As far as I know, no other drug has such a pleasant and positive initial stage of abstinence. I am somewhat familiar (somewhat, I repeat, dammit all!) with alcohol withdrawal, and this is a mental state that in its initial phase is absolutely and incomparably more wretched than tobacco craving. Not everyone is able to put this state to use as they should, as not everyone is able to hear the voice of their inner demon. This is why I belabor the point. Just go on a solitary walk and the world is in the palm of your hand. Let the pessimists tell you that the ability to quit is linked to your constitution, that some are unable to, and that meine Wahrheiten sind nicht für die Anderen.49 It all depends on your attitude from the outset. Some recommend that you quit smoking after a bender, if you have not already given up on alcohol. The two go hand in hand perfectly. During brunch you might just take one drop of vodka on NS, a beer in the evening, and the following day it's all over and you're feeling marvelous, crystalline, sublime! The best is to avoid smoking from the early morning on. You have to be prepared for an unpleasant half hour – after you wash, everything feels better. But not everyone can hold out for that half hour, which is harrowing indeed: you have to conquer all the morning’s grotesqueness in that first half hour, after smoking the night before, and without the help of a cigarette. You might smoke before bathing and quit afterward, or at noon, going out for a stroll, or at five, or even seven in the evening, but then only as a kind of preparation for quitting in the morning. The best system, however, is from the moment you wake up – either taking another “drop” of alcohol or not – given the magnitude of your intention, it really makes little difference.


  First thing in the morning your toxin-paralyzed cells seem to revive, and not just in the brain and the nervous system, but throughout your body. You feel the cells as though they were balls in their sockets, freshly oiled and cleaned. Of course, the first thought, or scraps of thoughts, you have are: “What a load of crap. To hell with it, I'll smoke if I feel like it. It's how I've lived till now – why trouble myself with all this quitting nonsense, it takes more energy than smoking does.” We need to spit on these thoughts. We should never enter a discussion with the demon drug – as we know, its dialectic, relying on a disregard for the time we have, inevitably wins. Here the will – that common, simple, uncomplicated, and sometimes damnably tedious will – must have its say: “I will not smoke, come what (what, what?) may.” So hold out we must. The first resolution leads to the next, and the good daimon will not be made to wait long for its reward, which is a blissful sense of freedom and liberty and that igrivost’ uma, the mental acuity lauded by Stefan Glass, which I echo in turn. Your psychophysical energy grows with every passing minute, and its waves merge with the waves of a healthy drowsiness, healthy stupefaction, and a savage appetite. Devour whatever you can get your hands on, and sleep, even every other minute, it makes no difference. Good for us – bonne la nôtre. Just don't assume the state of NS will automatically improve everything. Besides the core effort made with clenched teeth, carry on with your daily routine and duties, which then become the norm. The worst part is the morning after a night when a person (aka: a clever ape in a suit) sleeps like he’s taken a blow to the head. We do not want such a fellow to awake with the thought that in the morning he will be greeted with a purportedly delightful “smoke,” whether on an empty stomach or after his morning “cup of joe.” The hollowness and tedium seem insurmountable. The sense of meaninglessness is so profound that lighting that cig seems the very height of logic, something that keeps the world from fragmenting into unbearable chaos, that keeps existence from becoming a prison, and life, which has to be reckoned with, from turning into a rank burden. Make a clean break, don’t think about anything, damn it, knock off eight of Müller’s exercises, even with your teeth clenched till they crack, then right into the tub, a metal basin, or to the bathroom (more on this in Appendix I), and to work, vo chtoby to ni stalo,50 coûte que coûte51 (as the Russians say, kutkekutnoe raspolozhenie dukha, a “no-matter-what state of mind”). Yes, I confess, there are horrid moments when you feel the absolute meaninglessness of the whole of Existence, as well as the most ordinary, contented, bovine life, that you’re ready to chew on granite and guzzle gasoline. Just hold on: an hour, two, even three. If your heart has sunk to your bowels and your pulse drops below fifty, drink strong tea, or even coffee. Pay it no mind – things are about to improve. On the horizon is that blissful state, the feeling of being in control of the contemptuous, weak brute inside you, that you’re on top of it, riding it like a mottled bitch toward the ever-unattainable goals of your fate, instead of grumping, groaning, griping under it, your human dignity squandered and will in shreds, like the wretched victim of a vile mechanism cranked by the yellowed hands of the most heinous of devils, the “nicotine demon.” More such moments will come. After five or six days of waffling, after the loathsome crisis of the “general meaninglessness of Existence,” on the sixth (or for some, the tenth) day you feel as though the foundation has been set – everything is almost all right. Do not allow yourself to be tempted by this “benevolence,” press on – this is your task. Cultivate a sense of duty in yourself to strive for perfection, as in this state low morale is a luxury you cannot afford, and that’s that. And the moment this sensation dawns (and dealing with this state is 100% easier when in a state of NS than on S, to say nothing of D), the smoker can be considered practically saved. The satisfaction in having conquered new realms of the soul, not to be sunk in the gloom of debilitating, cretinizing, imbecilifying smoke, becomes otherworldly bliss, which any self-respecting person (even one who is fairly brutish and stupid) is incapable of denying. And now some confessions from a state of nonsmoking, NS, day by day, written in the heat of the moment, in utter sincerity, with no hyperbole for propagandistic effect:


  NS1 = An animal delight in existence. Fairly significant decline (temporary, as proven by previous experience) in intellectual prowess. Savage appetite and drowsiness. Enhanced sensitivity – both negative and positive. Conquering the morning’s pessimism without S brought major satisfaction.


  NS2 = Moments of wild bliss at “self-purification.” Enhanced sense of metaphysical insatiability. At times a fierce craving to smoke, to rid myself of melancholy caused by the passing of time. A slight sense of my absence in the world. Constriction of the overall mental horizon gives way to an optimism: not essential, yet good for the first days of NS. My whole life on S melts into a single capsule. Recollections from ages ago, on NS, emerge with extraordinary clarity.


  NS3 = A much shorter period of morning dejection. Shorter periods of fairly powerful and totally unmotivated despair are swiftly smothered by a growing desire to live. At times the monstrous pointlessness of everything on NS tempts me to smoke: what are a few meager puffs when nothing has any meaning. But the sense of greater distance and power dispels these temptations. As evening falls, the sheer bliss of inner purity grows. Later, more capacity to adapt to changing conditions and to spontaneous events.


   


  Note from Dr. D. Prokopowicz: One often hears that a cigarette helps to channel thoughts in intellectual work. This opinion is only superficially accurate. In reality, it goes as follows:


  In a normal state, the light of consciousness illuminates many objects all at once, so that special effort is required to focus on a single one. On the other hand, the suppleness of one’s thoughts makes unexpected associations. Inhaling a cigarette screws the light bulb of the consciousness, as it were, so that it illuminates a tighter circle: what was before dimly visible is now plunged into darkness. As a result, the reduced array of objects makes it easier to focus on a single thing (this is how smoking improves concentration). In this hazy atmosphere, however, contours become vague and swollen, freshness and sharpness of vision are lost, and the lethargic mind struggles to make associations, and when it does, it is only for a short time.
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  So much has already been written about the perils of alcohol that it turns the stomach when the subject is broached “with the pen,” as Ferdynand Goetel52 once (disdainfully) said in an interview. Nothing to be done – the subject cannot be ignored, not when over the past fifteen years I have consumed “a few” hectoliters of the fluid and possess such knowledge of its effects, both positive and negative.


  Though I absolutely support prohibition,53 I admit that, while at times one could ultimately do without alcohol, it does straighten out a number of misunderstandings, both internal and external. To my mind it should only be permitted up to a point to those artists and writers who are positively sure they need to go for broke and would be utterly incapable of creating anything of value without it. Yet with the irrelevance of literature, currently in its death throes (more on the subject shortly), and the death of art, which even the staunchest of optimists believe to be a reality,54 this objection is losing its (now superficial) sting. Is there even really a point in artists poisoning themselves with drugs when no one really needs their latest formal convulsions? And in other segments of society alcohol can produce crippling psychological effects within only a few years, if not at once, and so any self-respecting person and civilization should strive for total abstinence and prohibition (not even one small beer!!). Let the so-called “moderate” alcoholics (the worst sort) prattle on about prohibition increasing the demand for other drugs, the “salubrity” of drinking in moderation, how this will encourage the production of moonshine, and other such nonsense. This is a good way to ensure that life will never yield a single great idea. Only the firm stand of a small group of people might force change to trickle slowly into the paralytic corpus of society. Only organized action might reinforce the positive effects, at least in part, and dissolve the concentrate of the idea in the initially weak solution, whose potency will steadily grow in relation to unrelenting activism. Couching the issue in moderation will condemn us to total failure. The world moves forward (and, sometimes, backward) in great leaps, and without revolutions in the grander sense we would still be mired in totemism, magic, and cannibalism. Perhaps we would be happier – who can say? But since society has already oppressed the individual, it might as well oppress them all the way. The twilight of the era of duplicitous democratic pseudo-liberties is in sight. The concept of democracy was the final mask concealing values long in decay. This is why I believe that although Europe is neurotic and deranged by war, and despite the temporary crisis it might spark, we ought to make total prohibition our goal, for the psychological and not physiological consciousness of all our citizens. Even if, for the time being, moderate alcoholism might seem conducive to the process of painlessly mechanizing humanity, the price will be depression, the effects of which we will be battling for centuries to come. Abstinence, on the other hand, could be achieved via a moral and physical jolt to a single generation.


  The fact of the matter is that alcohol lets you perform actions at a particular moment that otherwise would not have been possible right then. This begs the question if in a given profession with a particular psychological makeup it is worth running the risk of wrecking the future in order to leave behind acts and creations that perhaps could have been achieved anyway with just a bit more effort and without the extra help.


  It would seem the only true spheres in which this issue still (I repeat!) has the veneer of importance are art and literature. Because in the final analysis, there will be little comfort or worry about whether this or that “scribbler” or “buffoon artist” (given the enormity of social transformations, this is how we must describe this vanishing species of ci-devant55 intellectual workers) ends his life sooner or later, all the more so since (unlike in other spheres) we will never be able to predict what he might have accomplished had his demise come in due time. This is a field plagued by fantastical psychology, unpredictability, and anxiety, and includes a dash of so-called “inspiration.” I say this without my tongue in my cheek – inspiration is a fact, and one that is, in some respects, as unremarkable as eating and drinking. Even so, we cannot precisely define the conditions in which it emerges – sometimes just a single shot of vodka is enough to spark the creation of truly great things, to be the point de déclenchement56 (what a shame there is no Polish equivalent). It all depends on the scope of a given life or work. Allow me to bring to the attention of certain parties a regrettable analogy: you’re a sprinter, and while burning out prematurely and failing to execute the work you’d promised yourself and others you ardently yearn to be a long-distance runner, but are now at a point when you no longer possesses the strength nor the inner reserves for it. Nor can one fish for inspiration at random, beyond certain self-imposed boundaries. If in between such moments a man does nothing but drink, chase skirts, or go to the cinema or nightclubs, his gifts will soon be wasted. The only thing with which artists and writers should fill their moments of creative void is intellectual work. Yet in our day precious few do so. It bores them, poor souls – they prefer entertainment, but they won't go far. We see this in the previous generation, while the “youth,” it seems, squander their energy at an even more manic rate, and alcohol and nicotine are not innocent here. But pay these creative types no mind, they’re a dying breed. They could, of course, be a bit more robust and graceful in dying off, but oh well. When it comes to other workers, however, we must categorically take a stand against alcohol. I myself drank virtually nothing until the age of thirty. Later I sometimes drank alcohol when writing the first sketches of my plays. I have never written drunk – only when I had finished a quick sketch of the whole did I brace myself with a few vodkas, just for strength. Despite some opinions to the contrary, my novels are completely narkotik- und alkoholfrei.57 I have drawn drunk, I confess – and not only drunk, I have also experimented with all narcotics known to man. Although I do not condone these states as such, I have created a small number of portraits I would never have been able to accomplish otherwise. Yet I should note that I do not regard these pieces as finished works of art but as an entirely different species. The portrait is a psychological game that uses artistic devices, though not a work of art as such – it can become art, naturally, under certain circumstances, as can three apples on a napkin or a bullfight. But I've said enough – it’s boring as hell – I intend to waste no more time on art, or theory.


  So then, is there a soul on this planet who has not known the strangeness of the first moments of alcohol? I won't analyze these moments here. I don't want to encourage anyone to try it. Alcohol sucks you in much more swiftly than nicotine. I was only ever a fledgling drinker, but I do know a few things on the subject. Alcohol has a more powerful effect than nicotine – it gives “wings” to thoughts and emotions. Everything comes easy, what seems the most difficult is readily at your fingertips. You reach out, and on the very first or second try you have it in your grasp. Reach out a third and fourth time – you come up with less and less. But the pleasure in easily reaching out is so potent, and you “grab” so fast, that later you’re left with nothing – though the hand keeps reaching out, it grasps only intentions. Alcoholics live on intentions – they cease to assess the objective results of their own superficial efforts. For the effort is entirely superficial, and every time drinkers express themselves with the help of the “clear fluid” they lose the ability to perform a genuine act of will, which creates the foundation for further work. Alcohol annihilates this foundation, and it accustoms the addict to swapping authentic will for a prosthesis. While nicotine is only a helper, giving the user “a boost,” it ultimately leaves him to do everything for himself, while alcohol provides the illusion of creation, and this is why it presents a greater peril. It is, after all, only an illusion: it allows him to manipulate a given material but not to create anything new, unless we are speaking of technical ability, mere dexterity of the fingers (or other extremities) in making a quick drawing (especially if drawing from nature), improvising at the piano, playing billiards (after small amounts!!), improvised dancing, and other less refined activities. Yet the drinker is decidedly lost whenever it comes to concepts. Alcohol facilitates making associations – in ad hoc displays of wit, for example, but it is useless for higher capacities, when composing poetry, plays, and novels. It hardly matters that the first two creatures are art forms and the third is not – they all deal with ideas. Emotional associations come quickly and effortlessly, and often, upon sobering up, they may serve as a kind of raw material to produce work of higher value, but where “conceptualizing” is concerned, alcohol is a delusion, especially for the schizoid type. The pyknic deals better with short-circuits of the brain, owing to the lipoid folds that smother his nerves and ganglions. Yet alcohol is lethal for even the beginner “schiz.” It lays bare the nerve endings, which quiver and shake like a rickety jalopy, not the healthy pulse of a mighty machine. Still, the immediate pleasure is greater – alcohol relieves tedium, that integral part of any truly great creative work, and amuses us with the very act of creativity. We lose control of the results because of the generally optimistic tone alcohol creates – this goes for work and everything else. It prevents us from seeing the negative side of anything, strips us of our critical faculties, the most abysmal trash captivates us, we are compelled to see intricate constructs where there is only dismal chaos, disorganization, and rot. Thus at the root of the psychology of “unsung geniuses,” so plentiful here in Poland and in Russia, lies alcohol, perhaps a direct result of alcohol abuse. All the effects of alcohol that could be called positive are fleeting. Nicotine produces a weak reaction – alcohol is monstrous. A mild symptom of abstinence, to begin with, comes the following day, known as a katzenjammer, or as we say, “the crapulence.” This is a foretaste of the final state, which begins a year or two after the first alcohol abuse, depending on the resilience of the nervous system and other organs. We require another dose, if not immediately, then after a short time (which can sometimes be advantageous, if the dose is not too heavy and does not entail embarking on another binge). This is because the poisoning lasts from three to four days, and even if no harsher symptoms follow, it does foster the tedium so familiar to alcoholics: nothing seems quite right, the faraway horizon is a pile of crap, it seems that whatever you set your mind to must end in disaster, rotten pessimism, a sense of life's brevity, that nothing is even worth starting – “eh, so what if five years are taken off my life?” – and bam!, one down the hatch – then a friend drops by in a similar state, prompting another session, and that's that – our man is in a downward spiral. The old delusions return: “It's really not so bad, tomorrow I'll turn over a new leaf, and naturally I'll stop drinking.” The point was just to get a look at the bottom. Yet there is an even lower depth, and of course, under the influence of vodka, it seethes and bubbles and overflows and the ordinary puddle of everyday reality seems a menacing and marvelous seascape, the detritus floating on its surface mimicking great ships that carry treasures to uncharted shores. Few stop after three rounds. Most (if they are like the typical Russian drinker) carry on to the very bottom,58 not content with making a few ripples on the surface of their puddle. And this is where they see the void and the need to keep boozing, until the power to gauge is utterly lost, until they wallow tragically and revoltingly in their own failure, after which comes the ultimate satisfaction. Some drink their “few vodkas” before getting something done – a more dangerous type in the long run – candidates for regular alcoholics. Others binge to the extreme and then need a few months, weeks, and eventually, only a few days to recover. In the end, however, these two “lines of development” converge – the former increase their “few vodkas” to twenty, thirty, or more, while the latter decrease the intervals between “benders.” Both face the same risks: idiocy, atrophy of will, impotence, and the total apathy toward action. Naturally, at this juncture the optimists will chirp up and say they had an “uncle” who died at the ripe old age of ninety-two, hale and hearty, in spite of the fact that he knocked back a tumbler of pure vodka with every lunch and supper, or a grandmother who started the day with a spot of “herbal tonic” – in other words, who got soused every two hours with a shot of vodka colored by some kind of harmless grass. Once again, I say, the exceptions are irrelevant, and our old man would have been perhaps even haler and heartier, and the grandmother might not have died at the age of eighty-five but at one hundred. The elderly often claim to have lived too long – so it is perhaps better if they booze. Who knows? This is no place for a neo-pseudo-Malthusian discussion. In Australia, the elderly and excess children are eaten; this is because of the lifeways of the indigenous nomadic tribes, whose degeneration is driving them to extinction. Ethics are a relative commodity – they concern the relationship of the individual to the social group and depend on a thousand variables. Regardless, alcohol is harmless only when it comes to ultra-pyknics, and this premise should be ignored when it comes to the pulse and palpitations of society as a whole. To my mind, the pyknics are slowly beginning to gain ground in terms of general development over the declining schizoids, whose perihelion was passed in the late eighteenth century. Read your Kretschmer, dear readers, it will do you good, even though one critic, a Mr. Furmański, prefers and even recommends Wild Woman (I don't even know who wrote the thing)59 after reading my novel, which only encourages the general populace to overintellectualize their daily lives.


  But getting back to drink: alcohol is boring. Anyone who has abused it even mildly knows this to be true. It initially provides the illusion of helping to conquer boundless realms of the spirit, which would be impossible without it. (Nicotine is also boring, but at least it makes no promises.) After the first drinks (of one’s life, and later, at the start of a “spree”) it seems that alcohol promises some remarkable revelations. The inexperienced drinker gains this impression by how easy it becomes to combine familiar elements. And when he sees that he's been duped, it is often too late to turn back. His heart fills with despair, and he barrels down the slope to his own ruin, drowning his terror at his own idiocy and that special bleakness of abstinence with new rounds of “firewater,” upping the intake to recapture the first moments of ecstasy. All in vain. Like any narcotic or excitant, alcohol has its ceiling. Beyond a certain amount there is no going back to the moments of initial intoxication that dragged the unfortunate into its lair of dubious virtues. The state of arousal comes to an end – the despair can only be vanquished by stupefaction. Even in the phase of its greatest “intéressantness”60 alcohol can totally distort life, swerving it onto a side road or even into a dead end, and right out of the gate – and regardless of the long-term ill effects from the fact that said drinker sees his emotions, experiences, and the people around him (women in particular) in an utterly false light. Often this wayward behavior under the temporary effects of C2H5OH takes its toll later in life, causing chronic alcoholism, which becomes the only means of softening life's blows, not to mention the monstrous quarrels, murders, etc. of which so much has already been written. But these are extreme or rare cases. My interest is in elucidating the very beginnings of the addiction in which they lurk, and in revealing these “crapulous” states, observing them in embryo. A one-off binge and, above all, the subsequent “crapulence,” often reflect in microcosm the entirety of the hopelessly wasted life that will follow.


  And so it goes: up to a certain point alcohol only excites the imagination while appearing to generate new conceptual combinations; the liquid facilitates rapport between incompatible types and brings about emotional reconciliation, sometimes sharpening conversations and experiences to the brink of ecstasy at the moment they occur. Whenever you snap out of this state of delight, particularly during the inevitable “crapulence” that follows, then you see the futility of your experiences and words – though often much too late to take them back. Then you go back to drink, return to that “artificial paradise,”61 where the sense of universal meaninglessness vanishes and everything appears inevitable in its perfection, like the parts of a true work of art linked by an overarching formal concept. Our old deceitful friend alcohol often gives the amorphous pulp of life this illusory form, which later dissipates like mist, along with the spirits’ vapors, despite the fact that just a few hours before it seemed built of reinforced concrete. Reality opens its gelatinous and reeking maw, its derisive eyes goggling with wild abandon – a monstrous caricature affected by the general degradation and inner flaccidity that comes with post-alcoholic crapulence. But by increasing the dosage of the intoxicant you can always occasionally return to the old ecstasy and gain at least a wan simulation of life. What remains of these “sprees” is the recollection of a better world, although in periods of abstinence it is harder and harder to scale those “delusional heights” to truly ethereal perfection. Frustration, a hair-trigger temper, the abuse of loved ones, close friends, and those who have been kindest to you, inability to focus, the endless search for gratification with the first companion that comes along, a sour and bitter disquiet, insomnia at night and heavy eyelids in the morning that make getting out of bed a real chore, anxiety in place of the joy of a new dawn, the depletion of courage, both civic and military, and an unbearable weight in the head with every intellectual exertion – these are the first (initially faint) signs that the first act of the tragedy is drawing to a close. At this point you might still turn back, but who bothers? Everyone is an imbecile in this case, even the most rational among us – the sight of a hypertrophied liver is not yet so terrifying. Such symptoms have to be “drowned,” this is the only way out. (This first phase varies in duration – for some it can last a year, for others twenty.) Then comes the phase when the dose of alcohol the body can withstand without incurring severe poisoning ceases to suffice if those heady summits are to be scaled. After a short time of enduring the symptoms of alcohol tedium, so dire to the real alcoholic who is truly bound to his favorite substance (feeling, at the very least, like a jilted lover), then comes a phase when the vile states caused by C2H5OH abuse are intensified. At this point you must stop drinking at all costs, as wading further into addiction might not only exacerbate the “crapulences” and diminish your ability to tolerate your environment, but also make you responsible, in the punitive sense, for damages, moral and otherwise, to this environment. A period of rage sets in – the alcoholic has hit rock bottom, and the bottom is a void created by constantly living on borrowed time, systematically watered by spiritual collapse and the delusion of solving problems with “a couple vodkas.” The alcoholic becomes enraged after only a few shots. His former “cordiality” and idealization of people and the world are long gone, his ganglions drowned in the foul fluid. All that is vile spills out of a man who is, after all, little more than a trained beast. The role of the tamer is played by society, which, even though it runs counter to its far-reaching instincts (and this is a creature whose formal instincts have been around since ancient times, beginning with the epoch of the totemic clans), tolerates moderate alcoholism in the interest of pacifying the brute-metaphysical states of its “citizens.” So good friends become enemies, and their maltreatment begins when they learn the “ugly truth,” which for their sake the avid drinker, ostensibly a defender of truth and foe of all lies, though steeped in lies from his addiction, does not hold back, and yet this hapless shell of a man hardly deserves to look a sober fellow in the eye. The most sacred emotions turn into a symbol of his downfall, not even his loved ones are safe, becoming the root of his misery and disintegration. And so it is chiefly those often (not always) angelic souls, women, who suffer. They are treated like dogs by the drunkard, sometimes beaten (or beaten to within an inch of their lives), so confident is he in his incontestable superiority. Then he berates society, which has slain the “great individualist.” A revelation of this sort occurs both in the lower strata as well as at the summits of society, even at times of objective success, because megalomania and egoism born of alcohol know no satiation point. The small-town mayor does not quench his desire to rule until he becomes at least the King of Siam, and the small-time scribbler must be a great and world-famous author. The minor officer wants to be a great leader who sends millions to their graves with a click of his boot heels, and that little porcine merchant dreams of becoming a high and mighty financier, and, oh, the blessings he would then shower upon humankind. The world is too small for such a gentleman. He would like to consume it all, barf it up, and then devour it all over again. Instead of teeth, he’s got only a revolting tongue in his maw and venomous saliva, which he jealously sprays on all he so recently held sacred, while today is no more than an object of this jaded impotent’s sick desire. The slightest signs such as these, which may be observed at the most louche corner pubs (they're always on corners – dives love corners) to the palaces and the parlors of any land’s most powerful moguls and potentates, should be the last call for a sot who needs to go cold turkey. He needs the torture of several months’ abstinence to wrench himself from the polyp tentacles suffocating him. He knows only one refuge: boozing until he’s utterly brain dead, unless, of course, the public prosecutor gets him first. Then it's all over. When cured, even such a dishrag might live in peace without doing much good or harm, now a complete waste – unless he is an artist (shudder!). Then, amid the rubble of his ego, he can perform one last leap into the void. Besides those odd species who create themselves through their work, there are artists who creatively self-destruct, and others who gorge themselves only on their own nothingness.


  As for productivity in an alcoholic state – forget it. Alcohol exhausts the nerve centers far more than nicotine, and the reaction after such abuse is so colossal that, in the long run, it takes a vicious toll. When we suddenly need to do something for a brief period that is difficult and demanding mentally or even physically, there are a multitude of other substances that can stand in for the killer transparent fluid without inundating the frazzled nerves, and they are not habit-forming: cola (particularly combined with physical and mental work), strychnine, and above all, glycerophosphate or phosphite. I have tried all of these substances myself, to marvelous effect. The consequences are harmless, and phosphoric solutions simply revitalize the ganglions, dephosphorized by work, without producing arousal. Of course, continual usage does have negative side effects that make it impossible to exert yourself without recourse to external stimuli. This applies to urgent cases that must be dealt with while doing the body minimal damage. The same remedies are recommended for those trying to kick alcohol or nicotine. Working “on alcohol” drains your reserves in no time – the subsequent inability to make any kind of effort without external stimuli takes a monstrous toll and traps the hapless worker who tries to dupe his body’s most basic functions, a vicious circle from which the only way out is drinking himself into the grave, or worse, to insanity. States of madness, so thoroughly pitiable in their advanced stages, can be seen in miniature in the mild “crapulences” after a brief, delightful “spree.” The entire body quakes, which may or may not be confined to the body alone (who can say if this is not the trembling of the soul unable to unite its dislocated parts), a rudderless doddering that makes you feel ashamed. Pained eyes furtively dart back and forth as if looking for succor in the heartless world all around. A vague apprehension of a terrible tragedy that might be lurking around every corner (again the corner – something demonic about these corners, isn’t there?) gives rise to that peculiar glancing to the side and behind and that errant mien of helpless confusion. The unease creates imbalance, that familiar lurching, the immediate blind sense of having no refuge, except in another shot of alcohol or in sedatives, which (even the most innocent ones: Valerian, Bromisoval, etc.) if used over longer periods of time, make you addled, and if cut altogether, result in anxiety and insomnia, which may only be cured by institutional care not everyone can afford. Based on these symptoms, we can imagine the alcoholic’s condition if he were to stop drinking, in microcosm, of course. One is horrified at the sight of a soused alcoholic, his condition amplified with every passing second, as if still wallowing in the blackest pits of the soul, swaddled in the thin vapors of alcoholic delusions. The special recklessness that comes with long-term alcohol abuse does not permit him to see the sticky web he so blithely circles, like an iridescent fly in the warm rays of an August sun (it has to be August – otherwise, forget it) – sooner or later he must fly into it, only to flounder to the end of his life in fibers that seem so light but are, in fact, stronger than steel cables. In nicotine and alcohol addictions the most terrible aspect is the imperceptible, insidious encirclement of the victim, who, deluded by the long period of apparent freedom, enjoys the new sensory impressions and the appearance of vitality, heedless of the characteristic warning signs of “the crapulences,” not sensing the noose tightening and the boundless horizons the poison seemed to open narrowing into a black stinking pit of dementia and decay. Then suddenly, generally when it’s already too late, he becomes aware of his perilous situation. We have those thousands or millions who “just make it” to the end of their lives with no belief, in fact, in its significance nor in the significance of their own work, and with delusional intentions to improve. A society ruled by this psychosis of the temporary, one that is shared by those not even under the influence of intoxicants, has no future. Raised in such an atmosphere, even healthy individuals tend to absorb it and become unfit for living.


  People who drink alcohol constantly, in small doses, find it very difficult to quit; but it is even harder for the Quartalsaüfer, the episodic boozer, who is struck every so often by the irrepressible desire to drink himself half-dead – what the Russians call zapoya. I am all for going cold turkey, for good. All gradual methods produce nothing more than self-deluding unfortunates who haven't the strength to make a final choice. While it might be easier for the chronic alcoholic to take the decision, the periodic drinker should first amass all manner of nutrients (phosphites) for the attack, and even take some mild sedatives (Valerian, Bromisoval, etc.) – the end will justify this minor abuse. Above all, smokers ought to go entirely without cigarettes. The symptoms of abstaining from nicotine are a great help against its incomparably more powerful partner, thus charging up your will. In general, all fundamental changes, internal and external, attempted by drinkers and smokers should begin with renouncing these two drugs, which are the most harmful in that they are the most widespread and the most subtly manipulative. Among degenerates, only the upper echelons of the aristocracy can let themselves succumb entirely to cocaine or morphine. Such folks, so to say, are lost anyway you slice it. The struggle against these substances must, of course, be as ruthless as the fight against tobacco and alcohol, because with the further degeneration of humanity they, too, could be democratized and turned into drugs of everyday consumption, like a “smoke” or a “nip,” those two alleged innocents, whose sweet maidenly masks conceal the rotting faces of sick and depraved prostitutes. Yet the worldwide fuss created around the aristocratic “white frenzies” strikes me as a bit comical. Consider the flourishing shops (particularly in Poland, it would seem) with their alluring displays, selling the two most monstrous poisons with total impunity, ravaging not only a handful of overgrown children, but society at large, and its most precious core, from which New Life62 ought to bloom. The battle I am launching here, based on my own woeful experience, with the hopes of improving myself and those who hear me out, will only be effective if taken up by a powerful organization. The state, instead of earning most of its revenue on the slow poisoning of its citizens, must support this fight. Perhaps moved by my words, a few smokers and drinkers, whose lives are still precious, will quit smoking and drinking until the end of their days, though raising future healthy generations will only be possible by introducing a total ban on tobacco and alcohol. I have spoken.63 One more thing: a drunk who is quitting drinking should not, categorically, allow himself even a so-called “touch of wine” or a “small beer” or porter. It's over – schluss. I myself have a hellish love for the taste of beer, but I stress that a single porter once brought me to total ruin after four months on the wagon. Only a true titan of the will can permit himself the small pleasure of “wetting his whistle.” It’s a slippery slope that will lead to the very “depths of misery” if you already have a certain predisposition. Every sip not only whets the appetite for another (even if you find, as I do, the very taste of vodka revolting), but your vigilance gradually flags, followed by disinhibition, that special mood of “one last time” so adored by schizoids, who like to live suspended between the intention and the execution, between repulsion and desire, on the cusp of fulfilling the most vital yearnings. Things are different with “pyknics,” but a last drink does them no good either. Apropos: a certain critic of my novel complained of an excess of psychological terms. I had merely thought that I might manage to interest him (and others as well) in things they ought to know. I consider it an outrage that Kretschmer’s brilliant, seminal Physique and Character, as with many other invaluable books, has not been translated into Polish. The Russians immediately have all the books that are worth reading translated into their language. It’s enough to royally piss you off, if people ought to know some things, and instead you find base ignorance, rife among the majority of our intelligentsia and pseudo-intelligentsia.


  And now to conclude with a brief elucidation of Kretschmer's theory. (NB: some have accused him of not covering all the types, of being imprecise, etc., and thus reject his work in toto. His theory is only the first step toward a classification, and if everyone was always so demanding humanity would never make any strides. Our intellectuals are indeed demanding – except when it comes to their own work. First learn a thing or two, then prattle all you please. This article is too clever, this art is too clever, this novel is too clever. Everything is too clever for them, because they have no desire to learn, dammit. Look at the number of popular titles in Germany. The average German construction worker is better informed than some of our pillars of criticism. With this constant lowering of the bar to suit the tastes of a mass audience we are breeding a generation of cretins, for whom even Wild Woman will be too clever. It is appalling what is happening to our literature and theater. I am by no means presenting myself as the epitome of wisdom, but I can say that I have done almost everything to maintain the highest intellectual standards. Some of the so-called “pillars” cannot make the same claim. My philosophy might very well be flawed, and meticulous criticism could expose this, but even the flawed reasoning of writers with only partial understanding of the basic problems in philosophy can lead to true discoveries for others, helping them through the difficulties discussed.)


  So then, Kretschmer’s thinking is as follows: humanity is basically divided into two types, whose psyches are closely tied to their physical builds. Each type has two almost opposite poles. This, for the time being, is utterly sufficient for a general classification. (Kretschmer’s second thesis runs as follows: he sees the mental hospital as a kind of magnifying glass, through which normal society could be viewed, observing all the human types developed to their fullest extents to the point of total caricature.) One type is called asthenics, characterized by long, stem-like necks, triangular profiles, sunken chests, long limbs, thick bones and ligaments, and slim builds. Their psychological type, schizoid, in its utmost development, schizophrenia, a fission of the ego, resulting in a sense of dissociation from life, doubling, contrary desires, fanaticism, and formalism. Their polar characteristics: hypersensitivity and indifference. Among asthenics we find artists, creators of religions, the discontent and insatiable, metaphysicians. Highly diverse. Short circuits. Sudden mood swings. Ruthlessness. Introversion. A lack of strong emotion.


  Pyknics have short necks, heads set low over their chests, they are fat and heavy, have slim joints, small limbs, and well-cut profiles. Their psychological type, cycloid, in its utmost development, cyclothymia,64 a circular psychosis from mania to melancholia and back again. Businessmen, organizers, and people who strive for compromise to resolve contradictions. Gentle souls. An open approach to life. “Hearts on their sleeves,” and so forth. Their poles: manic excitement and melancholy. Their long-term disposition is a mild inconstancy over long periods of time, exhibiting great joys and great sorrows. Sensitivity. The other types include athletic and dysplastic, and their combinations with the above types.


  I might not be summarizing precisely. I've read the book once; I'll read it again. It gives us an entirely new approach to ourselves and to others. It should be read by absolutely everyone. Perhaps only musicians, as such, might not have much to gain from it, but even they may find it useful in life.
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  It seems that among the “white frenzies,”65 that is, “top-shelf” narcotics, cocaine is one of the worst kinds of filth. I will not describe the pleasant effects of this intoxicant, because the reader will find such descriptions in my novel Farewell to Autumn,66 which was criticized for this reason in the hallowed pages of The Pharmaceutical News, not a distinction every “budding” author can claim. Let no one suppose that I am denigrating pharmaceutics as such – as a child, when I was interested in chemistry, I dreamed of becoming a pharmacist, and I still harbor a secret fondness for members of this profession. Nonetheless, there is a touch of (again!) not entirely explicable humor here. Hence, I quote Dr. Muszyński, a professor of pharmacognosy at Wilno University, whose article titled “Prophetic Plants and a New Plant-Based Narcotic: Peyote” was printed in the aforesaid periodical:67 “In lieu of describing the effects of cocaine in my own words, I shall take the liberty of quoting some extracts from a recent Polish novel (1927), written by Stanisław Witkiewicz [Why is “Ignacy” omitted? I should also add that I have never written a novel in any language other than Polish.] and titled Farewell to Autumn. I am not a literary critic [God be praised!] and I cannot opine on the value of the work, but if I were to be asked [by whom?] for my personal evaluation, I would call it a revolting novel. I would even avoid speaking of it, so as not to spark an unhealthy interest in it, were it not for the fact that it is the only Polish novel I know in which the impressions of a cocaine addict are rendered with such keen precision. Here is a synopsis of one of the novel’s chapters: Atanazy Bazakbal attends a cocaine orgy, preceded by an alcohol orgy, at the home of his friend, Count Łohoyski, and has the following experience ...” At which point a thirty-four line word-for-word citation from my novel follows. (The parenthetical interjections in the passage from Prof. Muszyński are mine.) Why he did not prefer to quote a “foreign” novel, even in his own translation, I cannot say. Regardless, at the risk of piquing the reader’s “unhealthy interest” he chose to quote my description of a novice cocaine user’s vision of the world. This should guarantee the quality of the description. I am neither a pharmacologist nor a physiologist, but I do concur with Prof. Muszyński’s opinion – the description is good. If Prof. Muszyński has no qualms about referring the reader to my novel, then neither will I, all the more since the description of the “artificial paradise” therein is followed by a detailed enumeration of the ill effects of visiting said paradise. Prof. Muszyński failed to mention this passage, though it might dissuade more than one soul from opening the deceptive trove of the “white frenzies.” Forgive me for babbling so long on the subject, but I do not know why Prof. Muszyński’s critique of my novel (unfortunately in so few words) has given me such wild delight.


  And so I ought to add that the initial sensations from cocaine are deceptive. It does not keep its promises. Some claim that long-term use, which in 95% of cases ends in vile and harrowing visions, total ruination, madness, and suicide, might have something more to it. Based on the effects of chronic cocaine use that I have observed in a few of my acquaintances, I would not wish it on anyone. People who are exceptionally immune to addiction might give it a try (despite opinions to the contrary, I count myself as one), as might those for whom it may give a sense of other dimensions, such as art. Yet trying this dangerous substance for kicks is reckless in the extreme. I would consider a madman anyone who uses cocaine without being up to, or, I would say, “unworthy of,” the test. Unfortunately, a cocainized person (like every addict – let us recall the hideous “rape” of “one last vodka” or the feverish pilfering of “smokes”) desires to take everyone to the heights of his paradis artificiel. And this can be done by someone who when sober shudders in revulsion and disgust at the very thought of it. This is because: 1) certain moments on cocaine can be rather pleasant, and without any demonic intent to harm another person, one might want to share this dubious blessing; and 2) cocaine paralyzes all inhibition, often compelling you to act in a way that might be called “indecent,” a term Prof. Muszyński employs to mean “unusual.” Of course, none of this goes to prove that I was ravished by some count while on cocaine – in fact, I reiterate that I have never been raped by anyone, a count or otherwise, as I have an insuperable revulsion toward homosexuality. Yet through some strange flash of intuition I described a scene in my novel when a person of innate contrariness seduces a fellow who normally exhibited no homosexual inclinations. A friend who had read Meyer’s monograph on cocaine informed me that it cited authentic cases such as this, of which I was ignorant.68


  The danger of cocaine comes less from the pleasure it provides than from the disproportionately atrocious reaction that follows its consumption. I maintain that people who become addicts are not trying to “reach” ecstasy again by continuing to take this hideous poison, as this is unattainable anyway, but are only trying to defeat the oppressive “crapulences” at any cost. Cocaine is capable of creating a depression so real there is no way to uncover its origins and thereby neutralize it. To some extent alcohol “crapulence” can still be comprehended, the real unpleasantness, now exacerbated, can still be distinguished from the general backdrop of bleakness and despair, a side effect of substance abuse. With cocaine it all runs together, and one is in the very heart of the hideousness of the world and of existence as such. Nothing could convince the “crapulated” wretch that only on occasion does life seem like one great unbroken chain of torments. The tiniest adversity swells to become an insurmountable landslide of failure, minor setbacks become unmitigated calamities, and the present, so despicable and deformed, casts its pall over the whole of the past, making it a series of gross errors and senseless sufferings, so that any thought of the future in this light, or rather in this eclipse, becomes insufferable torture. This state is thoroughly suicidal. The devaluation of everything that had been the only goal in life, the putrefaction of even the noblest pursuits and distractions, the gangrene at the very core of human essence – this is the usual complex of sensations that make up cocaine “crapulence.” While the poison is taking effect, everything seems a cinch, all negative sensations fade, and the smallest impression (from a knothole in the wall to a work of art) is imbued with an uncanny perfection that, under normal conditions, is only present in art or in a life of exceptional refinement. Later (often with an increased dose during the same round of intoxication) an abrupt inversion occurs – all positive values turn negative, with all proportions completely out of whack. This state overwhelms you with such terrifying power there is no telling yourself it is only temporary – it is a genuine worldview with such a firm logical structure besieging every bastion of the psyche, emotions, and preoccupations that struggling against it would seem to require a superhuman effort, and compared to the downright metaphysical consequences of this edifice of abominations, it is logically pointless. Either you sink your heels in the dirt or you take another snort of the poison – these are the only two ways out. You could sidestep the issue with a colossal dose of bromide or something similar and recover without a shred of inner tranquility and joie de vivre, but at least it will be tolerable. Everyday existence comes in shades of gray, like the ambiance of an office waiting room or a train station: but at least there you’re waiting for something, and that makes all the difference. Cocaine “crapulence” precludes even waiting; the basic motif is the desire to end this horrid nonsense we call life, and posthaste. Imagine this state intensified to the limits of endurance – based on this description of a one-off intoxication, we might generally imagine what happens in the soul of the cocaine addict who wants to be rid of the filthy habit after a few months of the “white fairy.” I am unable to provide anything beyond this image because, as already mentioned, I have allowed myself to experiment with “two-dayers” only twice, and I will never let myself do so again, nor will I even take a single snort of “snow,” though I have to admit that in the drawings I made under the influence of small doses of coke, kids’ stuff from a confirmed addict’s point of view – and always in combination with fairly large doses of alcohol – I was capable of certain achievements that would have been impossible under normal circumstances. If, however, we take into account the immense mental ruin engendered by chronic cocainism, then the drug simply isn’t worth a hoot. Some may claim that a certain type of line in a drawing or a particular deformation of the human face, color harmony, or general composition cannot be achieved otherwise, and this is truly vital for them, without which life is not worth one red cent. Yet I believe fewer and fewer people think this way, even among artists. I myself, who to some degree was perfectly predisposed to think along these lines, have overcome the compulsion to “forsake my life for art,” which should serve as a warning to the young who might want to use this as “justification” for the “white frenzies.” It is better to sacrifice some warped smudges than to lose something far more important to today's human being – a mind that works properly. In this regard, cocaine is an even worse pitfall than alcohol. It neither creates anything new, nor gives rise to intriguing new combinations between elements familiar to us. On the contrary, under the pretense of revelation, cocaine shows the naively captivated “daredevil” all that was accomplished long ago and even buried, except now they’re spruced up, lipsticked, and outfitted in a motley of old rags and trinkets pretending to be new dress specially created for them. For this infernal fée blanche69 is incapable even of creating new garb. Quashing all self-control while not supplying any truly new states or metaphysical flashes, it merely compels the deluded soul to admire the most idiotic and commonplace reality as if it were a spectacular miracle. I by no means deny the value of our one-and-only reality, of the world, its creatures, objects, and ourselves. The point is choice – we do have, after all, some criteria for evaluating a state of normality. Cocaine strips us of our capacity to judge and to perceive differences, crippling our abilities to evaluate, leveling all criteria. We become as defenseless and naive as cretins (not as children). We spend several hours admiring a stain on a tablecloth as the most beautiful thing in the world, only to subsequently fall prey to the most horrific doubts about the very essence of Being and of life at its most beautiful and sublime. And in our powerless rage we only hear the faraway, fiendish giggle of the “white fairy,” mocking and luring us into yet another orgy in her infernal company. Don’t give in – even if you have to give yourself a proper poisoning with bromide or some other revolting antidote, don’t give in, forget it once and for all – and above all, don’t be tempted the first time. The ransom is too high.
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  Now I am faced with an especially difficult task: I must avoid being misunderstood, which is against all the odds, given my verdict on peyote. Because I have debunked the three aforementioned poisons, I may be accused of seeking to prove that only this fourth one is worth consuming, that I have rescued myself from three addictions by falling victim to a fourth. Some might be very skeptical on this count, and by and large, they should be. When taking peyote, I stopped drinking for an extended period, about a year and a half (I have yet to relapse, I might add), before conclusively renouncing alcohol and other intoxicants (eucodal, harmine, i.e., a synthetic Banisteriopsis caapi (also known as “yagé”) produced by Merck, ether, and mescaline, a synthetic extract of one of peyote’s five ingredients), which I mainly took for my drawing experiments, with the customary doses of alcohol. During this period I heard numerous snide remarks that doubted I would give up drinking and other substances to which I was wrongfully assumed to be addicted. I was told: “I see you gave up drinking to become a peyote addict,” or: “Ho, ho, so that's how it goes: out of the frying pan and into the fire,” etc., etc. First and foremost: you can search the whole world and you will be hard pressed to find a peyote addict. Apparently there are a few in Mexico, all total degenerates who are forever chewing mescal buttons,70 that is, pieces of dried peyote. They are the last remnants of the unfortunately perishing tribes of the red race, now so whittled away and clearly destined to decline that they have even managed to become addicted to peyote, which is barely even habit-forming.


  I have no intention of reiterating what can be found in the scientific literature, from Dr. Alexandre Rouhier’s Le Peyotl,71 to a recent study by Professor Kurt Beringer on synthetic Merck mescaline, titled Der Meskalinrausch.72 I will just note my personal experiences with peyote, a drug that provides remarkable visions and profound glimpses into buried layers of the psyche and discourages the use of any other drug, above all alcohol. I consider its sporadic use utterly harmless, and given the absolute impossibility of forming a peyote habit, it ought to be used in every sanatorium where addicts of all stripes are treated. As proof of the impossibility of developing an addiction to peyote, I would simply mention that the Mexican Indians, who worship this plant as the God of Light, have been using it for millennia in religious ceremonies, and these might last almost two months, including the gathering of cactus in the desert, which can go on for several weeks, without apparently doing them any harm. The same cannot be said for the Peruvian devotees of the coca leaf, the chewing of which inevitably leads to full-blown cocaine addiction, not to mention both moral and physical degeneration.


  Naturally, ever since I heard of peyote and the visions it produces, my dream was to try this wonder drug. In Europe, unfortunately, it is such a supreme rarity I had hardly a hope of acquiring it. I considered the stories of the visions to be exaggerated, as would anyone who knows nothing about peyote when hearing the accounts of those incomparably personal experiences of seeing another world utterly unlike our reality, and I even suspected at bottom this was more flimflam than exaggeration. I should add that I knew absolutely nothing about the “moralizing” effects of this “sacred” plant (as the Indians see it, anyway) – my only reading had been a brochure, “The Worshippers of the Holy Cactus.” Everything that occurred was just an infernal surprise.


  I received out of the blue a maximum dose of peyote, seven pea-sized pills, from Prosper Szmurło,73 to whom I shall be inexpressibly grateful until my dying days. I should add that this was authentic Mexican peyote, from the modest stocks of Dr. Osta, President of the International Society for Metapsychic Research. The substances I later received from Dr. Rouhier, extracted, I believe, from cacti grown in the Côte d'Azur, were far less potent in summoning visions and had many more negative side effects. Certain obligations prevented me from consuming the mysterious pills the same day I received them, and I spent the next twenty-four hours in a state of tense expectation, practically frantic, heightened all the more as Mr. Szmurło, without undue excitement, had casually told me of his visions. Yet I considered even his tales to be slightly “retouched.” As we know, people not in the habit of fabricating might embellish when recounting their dreams – and when called on it, they sometimes retract many important details. But for some, dreams are totally separate from waking life. Freud would beg to differ, and he would even say the changes made to dreams by the teller express basic attitudes in the depths of the unconscious. I would say the same holds true for peyote visions, which can show you things you make every effort to conceal, even from yourself. I will describe my visions with absolute precision, but instead of altering aspects that are too personal, I will omit them entirely.


  I took the first dose of two pills at six in the evening. Because I had read nothing about peyote hallucinations, I was completely free of expectations as the drug took effect, without the slightest bit of autosuggestion. About half an hour after the first dose, right before I took the next one, I had a mild sense of arousal – like after two shots of vodka or a small line of coke. I believed my anxiety about the visions to come produced the arousal. It later turned out this was a peyote symptom. The whole time I was wracked by a fear of vomiting, afraid to retch up the precious substance before it seeped into my bloodstream. Fortunately, no such thing happened. Sheer willpower conquered the nausea, for fear of squandering this one and only dose of peyote, obtained purely by chance. I shut the curtains tight, because the light irritated my eyes, and I paced the room, feeling pleasantly light and foolish. My fatigue from three portrait sessions completely vanished. At 6:50 I took a third dose and lay down on the bed, afraid I would vomit. A strange sense of self. Waiting in vain for the visions to start, I lit a cigarette, though I had no craving for one. After a few puffs I discarded it in disgust. From that moment until five the next afternoon it was easy to forgo smoking; I felt a loathing and contempt for cigarettes. At 7:20 I had a hard time getting up to take the seventh and final pill. Powerlessness and discouragement. Pulse weak and slow – it dropped from the normal eighty-something to seventy. My sense of well-being was increasingly bleak, my pupils dilated. I drank a cup of coffee and lay back down. When I tried to get up, I felt awful: dizzy spells, nausea, and a strange sense of my own body, as if I were not entirely at one with myself, as if the ties that bound me to myself had come slightly undone. Here I must point out that I’ve almost never had (perhaps twice in my life, and only to a limited extent) “hypnagogues,” that is, visions when the eyes are closed before sleep, which a great many people have frequently, almost daily. Now I actually felt something like an enhancement of the imagination, but I wouldn’t call it visions. These were flat images – something like hypnagogic visions – whirls that seemed made of thin wires, bright against a dark background, sometimes with faint rainbow hues. Initially flat, they slowly fleshed out to become three-dimensional, swirling closer and further away in a black space that gave depth and motion to the normal flat background, even when the wiry whirls were imperceptible. This was now the background, yet, Lord knows how, nothing about it had changed. These whirls were so slight and subtle they were hard to analyze at the time, and then later it was hard to recreate this paradoxical state from memory. You knew it had happened, and that's that – nothing more to say about it. The hypnagogic images grew stronger, but I still didn’t consider them visions in the true sense of the word. I had never had any experience with visions, but I imagined they must be completely different, more real.


  8:20 – Increasingly clear images began to appear, though almost colorless, only just emerging from the black background. They recalled pale copied photographs from underexposed plates. Someone dressed in a wide-brimmed, black velvet hat leaning over an Italian balcony to speak to a crowd below. How I knew the balcony was Italian is anyone's guess, but I did know – and this is enough. A general characteristic of peyote visions is the mysterious voice from the “cellars of the self” murmuring the significance of the images seen and supplementing what is not in the picture itself. But I experienced this phenomenon only at the beginning of the hypnagogues, and then at times later, almost even at the peak of Dr. Rouhier’s substance, which, as I have said, was far less potent. I then had the strange impression, particularly at the beginning of the session, that I knew I was seeing things that were not actually there, but which I could nonetheless describe just as if they were. This is one of the peyote experiences that is remarkably hard to articulate, and it is even more difficult to communicate to the reader what’s really happening. More or less the same goes for the psychopathic states that come with pure mescaline, described below. Peyote sensations and the stranger visions – for some are utterly realistic – are as hard to reconstruct as dreams where you cannot be sure what is happening and for which no approximate comparison can be made, but whose contents one knows (intuitively, as it were), particularly right after waking. These images, connected in peculiar ways to sensations in the muscles and the internal organs, form a whole that cannot be untangled into its constituent parts, a remarkably subtle overall mood that eludes all analysis and crumbles into dust, into formless chaos, the moment the slightest effort is made to make it cohere. Generally speaking, hypnagogues, dreams, and peyote visions are closely linked – the same unconscious material is turned into symbols in all three cases. The difference is that a peyote trance is characterized by four clear stages, which are almost identical for every person, and art and decor, particularly when they have affinities with the great artistic styles of the past, take on a visual sumptuousness. This is an unfathomable mystery, on which I will offer my rather fantastical suppositions later. These ideas were conceived during the trance itself, when I was simply crushed by a landslide of magnificent visions, and in a state of bewilderment that was more visual than mental, I attempted to roughly explain why I was seeing this and not something else. My hypothesis establishes the features of a peyote vision rather than conveying its essence, which, I sincerely believe, is forever unknowable. Physiology and toxicology are completely helpless here, at the outer edges of our existence, while psychology would only be able to supply a theory of correspondences between phenomena but never elucidate their origins and essence.


  My mood was somewhat improving, but when I got up to answer the telephone I felt rather “dumb.” I saw luminous red and violet borders lining the furniture and door, which neither heartened nor surprised me. At that moment, Mr. Szmurło, wearing a cloak, entered the foyer unexpectedly, having traipsed through the courtyard and come up the back stairs. A powerful impression – a slight sense of terror, as if I’d seen a phantom. This swiftly passed, then I lay down once more, feeling worse. My pulse dropped from seventy-three to around sixty and was very faint and shallow. I felt as if I wanted to die, and I told as much to Mr. Szmurło, who said that these annoying, subjective sensations were totally harmless. I saw animal apparitions, sea monsters, a bearded guy I knew. I still didn’t consider any of these to be real visions. I was waiting for a miracle and “began cursing the peyote” for producing such a violent physical reaction with such a meager payoff. If these were the famous visions, I would have preferred to have just eaten a good supper instead of fighting this urge to vomit and having my pulse brought so low, to the minimum, it seemed, to keep me alive. Streaks of color, red, violet, blue, and lemon yellow, sometimes darted behind the powerful hypnagogues. They were on a different plane than the visible figures, somewhat closer, and they came from “a different visible world.” My imagination felt wildly enhanced, but again, no big deal. When I opened my eyes – I should mention that you rarely see anything with your eyes open – the world looked nearly normal. There was only a slight warping of space itself, and not of the objects in it, and a certain “uncanniness of reality,” slightly resembling a cocaine high. But insofar as alcohol and cocaine might be called “realistic intoxicants,” amplifying the world without lending it a veneer of the uncanny, I would call peyote a metaphysical narcotic. It gives a sense of the strangeness of Being seldom experienced in everyday life – alone in the mountains, late at night, at times of great intellectual exhaustion, sometimes at the sight of something very beautiful, or when listening to music, for this is not just a normal metaphysical-artistic sensation from directly apprehending the Pure Form of a work of art. This is a different case: it is not terror at the strangeness of Being, but a mild justification of its metaphysical necessity.


  9:30 – A desire to forget reality. A hushed conversation between Mr. Szmurło and my wife was driving me crazy. Mr. Szmurło quietly leaned over me to see if my pupils were dilated, and I suddenly saw his face right next to me so hideous and bizarre that I shoved him away. Everything seemed to be taking place before a pair of curtains. I realized this only later, after having taken peyote a few times. This phenomenon always repeated, but at the time, I had no idea the curtains would part. Then it finally happened – and it all began with a small gold statue of Beelzebub as a faun! How I knew it was Beelzebub, I have no idea and never will. A mysterious voice told me the captions of the pictures; if I had seen them under normal circumstances, I would never have guessed what they represented. But before I forget: the first sense that this was now a vision came via an image produced by the wiry swirls, continually repeating in between the monster apparitions. The wires began melding into objects, forming an Indian headdress that turned into trees. Amid the same continuous flow of shapes transforming one into another, made of rainbow-colored wires, I clearly saw ostriches against a dark background. They then turned into plesiosaurs, and for a second the image basically froze. The plesiosaurs swayed their necks over a pond surrounded by ostrich-tail bushes. I said out loud: “I think I'm having my first vision.” I started dictating some of the images to my wife, to remember them amid the fearful riot of visuals, which had now begun and would last 11 (eleven!) hours with brief intermissions when I opened my eyes to rest, have a bite to eat, or to draw. And so, getting back to Beelzebub: suddenly the curtains tore apart, “le grand rideau du peyotl s'est déchiré”74 (it can only be said in French), and the first real vision emerged from the blackness. These were no hypnagogues, trails, or illusions: this was a new reality. Even more, I sensed I was now at the mercy of a merciless narcotic, that whatever I might do the flood of bizarre occurrences could not be stopped – unless I sat up all night with my eyes pried open. But as I soon discovered, even keeping my eyes open was of little help, because the more I stared, the more reality warped in terrifying ways. It was a relief to return to the “world of closed eyes,” because I could be somewhat, though not totally, certain of the unreality with my eyes closed. There were no guarantees here, either. The Indians are right when they say that whoever dares take peyote without first repenting his sins might be horribly punished. So it was with me. I should not have done it, but shortly before peyote day I got sloshed and did some damned coke. “You've had your fun – now you’ll pay.” At first it seemed nothing was happening. And then! I will not be able to describe everything, for the sake of both myself and the reader. I want this book to be read by everyone. I just don’t know if I can “invest” these words with all the beauty and horror of what I saw. Fiction in a novel and real life are two different things. With fiction I can drop all ceremony, I can go “whole hog,” and it’s still never enough. At least, this is how I see it, though some complain if literature gets too intense, preferring milk toast to Abyssinian bitches roasted alive on bringhausers and drizzled with yagé juice. Yet it seems to me that everyone should write with all the intensity they can muster, in both the subtleties and the brutalities. I am not saying that bad language75 is a condition of good literature. Some can pull it off, others not. The point is for an intensity in both the angelic and the demonic, and this is precisely what our literature lacks. Bah, enough of these digressions – and there are those who also dislike digressions, while I think they are precisely what gives a novel its flavor – provided they have the right intellectual tenor. So, Beelzebub ... I will never forget that hellish impression when, being entirely of sound mind (at a point when I was not looking at the real world, with hardly a trace of the uncanny in me, of that “étrangeté de la réalité”76 that Rouhier describes) and fully cognizant that my eyes were shut tight, I saw a pure gold statuette (I could feel its weight) a couple of feet away, so sculpted and carved, so – passez-moi l'expréssion grotesque – cooked (an expression some painters use to mean “completed”), that it seemed the work of some truly Beelzebubic miniaturized Donatello from another planet, or some Europeanized Chinese artist who had squandered his whole life making this one thing. The miracle occurred. “I see it, I see it,” I repeated to myself. How long this ecstatic moment lasted (because those “first times” are always the finest, there's no denying it – later moments may be greater and more potent, fuller and more complete, but it's not the same – that first taste never returns), I do not know. Yet I became convinced later that the ability to judge fails us during peyote visions. I have called this, in “peyote language,” an “inflation of time.” Perhaps because we desire to formulate the indescribable in words, peyote creates conceptual neologisms true only unto themselves, warping syntax to the terrible proportions of the uncanny. (This is a brilliant term, and I would continue to use it in this sense even if a hundred professors were to string themselves up by their own intestines. Language is a living creature, and if it were always handled like a mummy and treated as if we could not change it one iota, then what would become of our literature and poetry, to say nothing of our goddamned treasured life?) But perhaps this desire to create new combinations of meanings is the famed “schizophrenic displacement” – Schizophrenische Verschiebung – that Beringer uses to describe Merck's mescalines. (Merck is a hellish name for all those who have shacked up with the white poisons. Apropos – peyote extract is blackish-brownish-green, like a mixture of asphalt and goose turds, and tastes revolting: bitter, sharp, with an aftertaste of barf.) Apparently, peyote makes even pyknics slightly wobble toward a schizophrenic psycho-structure – to say nothing of true “schizoids” who take it. But I will return to this point when I discuss mescaline.


  And suddenly (“O wonder of wonders!” as a poet might exclaim), Beelzebub came alive – though all the while a lifeless, gold Beelzebub, now he smiled, steeled his gaze, even turned his head. Yet I was sure that before me was just a chunk of pure gold. Peyote visions comprise three types of objects: inanimate, animated inanimate, and living creatures. These can be separated into the real and the fantastical, while the real ones can be 1) simple and familiar, or 2) a combination of familiar elements with no equivalents in reality. The fantastical ones “defy,” as they say (but, alas, never aloud), all attempts at adequate description – they are comprehended only for the moment they are seen, and even then, not entirely. The second they vanish from the peyote reality, no power on earth can reconstruct them. In the passages below I attempt to fix at least an approximate notion of how to categorize these fantastical visions. Whoever has never seen such creatures will not be able to fathom them. And then, of course, comes the show's demonic conclusion! Peyote reality is like our own seen through a microscope, though only in the precision of the “execution.” The field of vision is initially tight, the visions begin more or less in the center. The longer the eyes are shut, the more the field broadens and sometimes even almost “envelops” the peyote user like everyday reality, creeping up on both sides and even producing the strange sensation of having eyes at the back of your head. Meanwhile, I need to (definitely) add that the peyote field of vision is uniform throughout. There is no one focal point that blurs as the edges – everything in the near vicinity has the sharpness of a focal point under normal vision. The other thing I should note is that I will be describing about 1/2000 (one two-thousandth) of all the visions I experienced on that unforgettable night. Almost everything I did not note down over the course of the trance irrevocably vanished in the wild torrent of images, constantly changing and transforming into others, elusive and fleeting, though the contrasts between one image and the next were astonishing.


  I was facing the corner of a vast, red brick building. Every brick had a distorted and caricatured face. These faces turned bestial, and seconds later the whole edifice was spangled with creatures recalling the gargoyles on Notre Dame in Paris. A monstrous Negro whose skull expanded and opened. I saw the brain inside, covered in abscesses that were devouring it at a maddening speed. I saw whole years of this process in the space of a few seconds. Showers of sparks began spraying from the abscesses, and seconds later the whole brain and the head of the Negro were ablaze in multicolored flames shooting up like fireworks. The apparitions became increasingly unpleasant, but I was not yet afraid. This was happening in the presence of my wife and Mr. Szmurło, and so, despite the strangeness of my experiences, I felt fairly safe. The heart symptoms subsided, as did the nausea and weakness. Mr. Szmurło claims it is fairly easy to suggest images to someone in a peyote trance, even to those who are ordinarily quite immune to suggestion. All attempts to hypnotize me and to suggest images or activities have failed under normal circumstances. I readily agreed to Mr. Szmurło's proposition that I imagine I was in Hades. At once an underground chamber appeared, its depths illuminated by a purple glow. On the ceiling were clusters of green-black buffalo heads with enormous horns – they had the heads of buffalo and horns like Italian bovine. Enormous frog legs slowly sprouted from those heads and dangled almost to the ground. Sometimes they shook wildly as if jolted with electricity, then they were yanked back up into the heads in the ceiling, as if protoplasmic. Next Mr. Szmurło suggested I visit the ocean floor. A vision unfolded in a flash – even though before, when trying my hardest, I had never been susceptible to the slightest suggestion. At most, when admonished by the finest suggestionists, I found myself unable to open my eyes, or responded with the same word to any question I was asked. Now I was in green water. I saw the shadow of a shark swimming right above me, its belly turned toward me, and snapping its upper jaw. I saw things incomparably more true and precise than in reality or in fantasy. If what I saw was a synthesis and a reproduction of images I had actually seen in the cinema or in a natural history book – then how to explain the incredible clarity of the peyote visions? Their three-dimensional tangibility compared to the always volatile, fleeting images of memory and their combinations that can never be captured by the imagination beyond a certain degree of reality? On the left were dark rocks, covered with red sea anemones and polyps. Black cephalopods wrestled at their base.


  10:00 – Heaviness and bewilderment. A certain “spatial distortion” when I opened my eyes. A struggle between nonsensical and indescribable things. A row of chambers turned into an underground circus. Strange beasts appeared in the loges. The crowd was a mixed bag, an audience half-animal, half-human. The loges turned into bathtubs, connected to urinals in the Mexican or Aztec style. A sense at times of two layers of visibility: the images in the depths were chiefly black and white, while the background had putrid red and dirty lemon-yellow diagonal stripes. The majority of the visions had beasts of land and sea and horrible human faces. Giraffes whose necks and heads turned into snakes growing out of their bodies. A ram with a flamingo nose hung with pink guts. Indian cobras slithered out of the ram, then the whole thing crumbled into a mass of snakes. A seal on a beach – an utterly realistic sunny seascape. The seal’s muzzle became the “face” of a great-crested grebe (what the hell is a bird’s face called? Muzzle, puss, gob – every word seems wrong), a black crest sprouting from its head. Then this birdified seal fluidly morphed into a Spaniard, right out of a Velázquez painting, wearing a hat with great black feathers. All these visions were “life size” or just slightly shrunken. The first “Brobdingnagian” vision, as Dr. Rouhier calls those of inflated dimensions, as opposed to the miniature “Lilliputian” visions, was a gigantic “nameless maw.” (The words or sentences in quotation marks are cited directly from the minutes of the session, which I jotted down myself in the breaks between visions. I interrupted the visions by opening my eyes, because in the flood of images I was afraid I would forget the ones that were especially important.) The maw was too enormous to fit in my field of vision. It cracked and shook into shreds. A cross section of Earth, set perpendicular. I saw layers of the most variegated colors and incredibly luxuriant tropical foliage. Again a battle between “insubstantial monsters” – I tried in vain to memorize their shapes, but they changed every second. They were mechanized, but animate: rods, cylinders, all kinds of caricatures of machines and locomotives blending with monstrous insects that resembled grasshoppers, locusts, and praying mantises. Shaggy machines. Gigantic steel cylinders whirling at frantic speeds, sprouting in places delicate, rust-colored fur. The machines surged in power and turned into turbines of monstrous size, which a mysterious voice called “the engine of the Earth’s core.” The speed at which they rotated was simply inconceivable. I did not understand why I could still see everything clearly, despite the speed. I wanted the “Earth's turbine” to spin more slowly. Brakes made of the same marvelously delicate rusty fur appeared, and the massive steel shafts chaffed against them, causing friction, thus slowing down and allowing me to observe the oddly simple yet powerful machinery. These were “Brobdingnagians” of almost astronomical proportions. I could not work out the distance from where I was watching the thing. A volcanic, mountain landscape appeared. I viewed it as if from an airplane. The craters breathed red fire that did not glow. Their edges began to bend and twist, and suddenly I perceived that these were not volcanoes and craters at all, they were enormous fish with their heads jutting skyward. Then they turned green, their red mouths smacked and slurped, and their bulging eyes peered from all sides. Generally speaking, eyes peering from all sides is a basic feature of peyote visions, and they are so satanically piercing that no earthly creature’s eyes are capable of equaling their force, even in the wildest passion or most intense mental focus. The whole gamut of sensations, from the most subtle to the most monstrous, but wildly enhanced. The malleability of expression, from angelic faces to hideous pusses, taken to the extreme. Peyote eyes appear to burst from the unspeakable flame of thoughts and feelings condensed within them like infernal pills. They are no longer lifeless orbs that just twist and turn, in which – all their expression is in how they’re set and the way they change – by way of eternal convention we supposedly behold the psychological reality of a secret, unexplored self. These are the true “mirrors of the soul,” the infernal mirrors with which the peyote demon seduces us, persuading us that it might just be possible to know another person's psyche, to merge with it in the flames of a terrifying love, in which body and soul truly are absolutely united, though they might be annihilated. And the resounding silence of the visions created by the Aztec God of Light is good – a silence enhanced by the incredible deluge of events flowing before us in nothingness as we remain in its thrall. And yet this nothingness is not absolute. Something indestructible remains after the peyote trance ends, something higher creates this flow of visions in us, for which nearly everyone has, hidden within their depths, the symbolism of final things. And let no one suppose that I am praising a new narcotic while rejecting others that are similar but nowhere near as intense. There is a qualitative difference in spiritual terms, not just in visual pyrotechnics, in that you are afforded an unfiltered way to see yourself and your destiny, to perceive signposts to the distant future after trying it a single time, and without any of the addictions of other poisons: peyote supplies none of the physical, bestial euphoria of other “white fairies,” slowly pulling you into their forbidden paradises, pulverizing your will and devaluing the real world and life. Peyote is physically unpleasant: apart from brief periods of fairly diluted “bliss” there is no “sensual” attraction to the drug. It gives you a great deal mentally, though not in the form of illusions or hallucinations, and only on the first try, it seems, or when used very rarely. In subsequent experiences, the first visions and clairvoyance never have the same force. I myself have taken peyote on several occasions, and every time the visions were weaker, and practically no visions emerged in later use, and I never felt a genuine narcotic hook. In terms of potency, much depends on the quality of the substance, but from the very first time I never craved peyote as I sometimes do alcohol, or as I have nicotine for nearly all of my life, unfortunately. Considering all this, you might start to question the “morality” of my praise for peyote. Because ultimately the fact that someone saw a praying mantis in a locomotive grappling with a lamp brush, which by some strange miracle was hippopotamized, tells us nothing about the capacity for moral improvement. I shall try to clarify this later. For the time being I will just describe more visions. I only fear that readers will soon have had their fill of them, much as I myself had at around five o'clock the next morning, when I begged those mysterious forces to clear my weary brain of the ruthless procession of monsters and monstrous events. Mr. Szmurło tried to test my clairvoyance. He asked me what Dr. Tadeusz Sokołowski77 was doing at that moment. At once I saw him leaning against his fireplace, on whose mantelpiece stood decorative Chinese vases. Before him sat a woman leaning forward in a chair, her face concealed. Szmurło phoned Sokołowski – it turned out he was standing, leaning against an upright piano, talking to his cousin, who was seated in front of him in a chair. I had seen a variation of reality – as if reality had been warped by the inner visions superimposed upon it. After Mr. Szmurło left, I was gripped by a savage appetite – I had eaten practically nothing all day, following the instructions for taking the “sacred plant.” I got up and began to devour a salad. But I was hit by a great lethargy, and my movements were so slow that eating a few tomatoes took over half an hour. Chewing as ruminatively as a cow and sprawled out in an armchair, I closed my eyes and saw, almost at once, the shore of a lake, covered in tropical foliage.78 I knew this was Africa. Black women appeared on the shore and began to bathe. The statue of a deity, a pointed tower rimmed with ornaments, slowly rose amid the tangled thickets. The statue began twitching its eyes, the black women splashed in the dirty blue water. Seeing all this, I fully realized that I was sitting in an armchair in my room and chewing tomatoes. This combination of feeling in “sound mind” and the incompatibility of worlds was one of the greatest delights of the peyote trance. I lay down once more. Against a backdrop of nameless monsters appeared a gigantic air force officer's cap with a diameter of some four meters. The cap then shrank, and beneath it the utterly realistic smiling face of Mr. B.,79 the air force colonel, sketched itself in a yellow light, standing about three steps away from me, clad in a leather flight jacket. He laughed and gave some orders. Here my clairvoyance “tripped up” – Mr. B. was doing something entirely different at the time, unfortunately. Later visions of acquaintances, prompted through autosuggestion, in no way corresponded to reality, despite the intense realism of the images. Mainly, I saw them lying in bed, but when I later checked in with them, it turned out that the details I’d seen didn’t corroborate with the reality.


  From here on, I will quote the minutes of the visions almost verbatim, as I wrote them down in the pauses. And so: a marvelous beach appears against a backdrop of wild, chaotic tangles of “something unknown.” A young black boy rides a bicycle along the shoreline – not an ordinary bicycle, but an old-fashioned one with a big front wheel and a small back one. The black boy then turns into a funny man with a beard. Heaps of toys in his lap that slowly morph into brilliantly wrought Aztec sculptures, and these begin to climb upward on rope ladders, glaring at me. All the while they keep turning to face me in a comical way. I see them from behind. Either because I have “accepted” the peyote in an “unworthy” state or because I too often force myself to see certain things, the visions often turn foul, with an abundance of reptiles of every description combined with the erotic, exceeding in their fantastic diversity everything the whole world of art has ever produced on the subject. To avoid offending public decency, I will not delve too deeply into these visions. I do sometimes like to see monstrosities, but on this count peyote surpassed all my expectations. That one night was enough for a lifetime. I believe I have a fairly fertile imagination – but if I were to live a thousand years and were to force myself, every night, to invent the wildest things that I could imagine, I could not cook up one-millionth of what I saw that summer night. I will only enumerate the visions without going into detailed descriptions. I should point out that peyote prompts neologisms. A friend of mine who speaks like the most normal fellow in the world, during a visionary trance, unable to deal with a strangeness beyond every normal combination of words, once expressed himself as follows: “A clompitous symphonate and clodhopper in triwhirl curtsies.” He came up with many such expressions that night as he lay there beset by hallucinations. I remember only the one. Small wonder then that I, who exhibits this tendency even under ordinary circumstances, also had to create at times a word or two to parse and dismember the diabolical whorl of creatures that assailed me all night from the abyss of the peyote netherworld. I see a row of supernaturally huge vaginas with guts and live worms pouring out, and a green embryo as big as a St. Bernard jumps out for the finale, turning somersaults with wild delight. A sea of marvelous beauty, lit by a supersun. Some striped beasts frotting together over to the side, looking like colorful sharks, white, black, and orange. Then I see their cross sections, as if right before my eyes someone were slicing giant shark cold cuts of indescribable beauty. Anteaters spin backward with dizzying speed. Echidnas – and among them an incredibly cute rodent, a white steppe jerboa, covered in fur with forked split ends. Despite the speed of the transformations I see this with microscopic precision. Mrs. Z.80 – a very beautiful woman – comes to me wildly deformed, like in my drug-fueled portraits, but she has lost none of her usual beauty. This is an unfathomable miracle. She is playfully making eyes at me, which, given the general disfigurement of her face, is extremely comical.


  12:10 – Pulse at 72. “Time swells” to impossible dimensions. I experience whole weeks in the space of a few minutes. Golden metal Indian statues encrusted with precious stones of marvelous colors come to life and perform fantastic dances, their movements following an artistic logic. These are whole dance compositions that I could not even begin to concoct under normal circumstances. The infernal shapeshifting of stylized animal snouts and jowls, crowned by a snake pit of Massive Proportions – whole kilometers of space swarming with snakes in marvelous colors: green, yellow, sky blue, and red. Some snakes merge into fantastical creatures. “Frog prima materia”81 – a mass of frog stuff, with pimples like a toad, throbbing and panting, bulging frog-like eyes, and every so often frog shapes momentarily congeal out of the molten magma. Too tired to continue jotting down my visions,82 my wife now decides to go sleep on the sofa in my room, fearing that something might happen, because my pulse is sometimes horribly faint. When I stare at her face it undergoes ghastly deformations, while the rest of my field of vision remains the same. Her closed eyes grow out of all proportion, her eyelids cracking to reveal eyes as big as hens’ eggs, glaring hideously like the reptilian monsters I see with my eyes closed. The nose points outward, the mouth spreads wide, and the sleeping face turns into a loathsome carnival mask, alive and leering horrifically. The jug in the corner of the room springs to life, shoots out white tentacles like a cuttlefish, and comes crawling toward me, wriggling in the air. Two black cracks in the white enamel turn into sinister and seductive eyes, boring into me with incredible persistence. I prefer to close my eyes, because that reality is less convincing than the real shapeshifting objects. I see an escutcheon attached to an elbow. The hand of a human-lizard appears, alive, but fashioned like a Chinese cloisonné83 in yellow and blue. The hand is seized by a whole slew of colorless, crayfishy creatures that completely drain it of color. Green snakeworlds on a bronze background, slowly turning into Chinese dragons, stylized yet alive. “I feel like days have passed, but it’s been only fifteen minutes. So much happening in such a short time.”


  12:30 – I draw with a pencil on small sheets of ordinary paper, despite the overwhelming lethargy. I pull myself together enough to make a few drawings marked “peyote” for some friends who collect the “wilder” products of my imagination. The drawings are quite modest, but they do approximate what I’m seeing in my visions. The execution is also different than usual, and the content has a certain unpredictability. The hand moves by itself, which I never experienced in previous drug experiments.84 But drawing is a waste of time compared to looking. “What lovely snakes! The style and colors. The pearly tanks of Assyrian kings.” I often interrupt my visions to jot them down. So much is lost in the whirl. Simmler's portrait of Juliusz Kossak85 hanging on the opposite wall comes to life, steps out of his frame, and starts moving around. I return to that other world. “Such a plethora of colorful reptiles is monstrous. The acrobatics of higher (‘metaphysical’) chameleons. Take care their flips don’t kill them.” A certain naiveté here, but the world of visions is so convincing a bit of idiocy might be forgiven when faced with such unbelievable sights. “Cranials86 on the brain. Shifting masses of porcelain reptiles. Colonel B. again – a vast heap of liquid pigs pours from his left eye, becoming monstrously misshapen. A theater stage – on it artificial beasts. A hideous pig’s head in a green peaked cap with a feather.” I take a nip of vodka “to sober up.” Total aversion to cigarettes. The vodka has no taste, like water.


  12:55 – I try not to write, just to become more immersed in that world. I try to put out the lamp. I can't hold back from writing: “cross sections of reptilian machines (just a particle, of course). The unsistering of doublesharks in watery cretincoves.”


  1:19 – Another series of drawings. I roar with laughter. The drawings are fairly humorous, and even more so the captions. Nothing worth quoting here, unfortunately. “I drift around the room eating candy. A caricature drawing of my relatives.”87 Check in on what they’re up to. I close my eyes for a second. I see animals in smashed confinements. Shaggy supercattle tromping amid shell pieces of a partly crushed egg several meters in size. The continuous transformation of animals into people à la fourchette.88


  1:28 – I put out the lamp and decide not to write. It’s impossible. Whole ages pass, the clock shows 1:37. It all starts with Bolsheviks (Trotsky) and their metamorphoses. Crayfish-colored supergenitals, then in-de-scribable erotic scenes followed by a symbolic image of rapture in the form of crayfish-colored and azure beasts grappling with one another. Cobalt eyes sometimes flash on stamens. It all ends in reptiles.


  1:40 – Pulse at 68. I have the strangest sensation that it’s not my hand writing but an alien object I am moving, no idea how, from a distance. I shut my eyes before the burning lamp. Primordial matter with snakes. It begins with a scene from Macbeth from the side and from below, with lunatic intensity. A gigantic sister of mercy sliced open with horrific viscera, seen from below. I have a moderate urge to smoke, but a mysterious inner voice holds me back. I stare at a portrait hanging over the bed of my wife in her childhood, painted by Wojciech Kossak.89 The portrait smiles, rolls its eyes, but it will not look at me. Enough of these reptiles! Seals in a sea as dense as muck. A whole series of brown green reliefs depicting peyote scenes – highly artistic renderings. A monastery bathed in moonlight, lousy with snakes, viewed from where I hover over the sea. A monstrous living vagina encrusted with rocks. Violet lightning crashes down and the whole monastery collapses into rubble.90


  1:52 – The visions seem to be waning. I wash as usual, without much difficulty, and lie down on the bed. A fit of hilarity. I’m haunted by a Russian song I didn’t even know: “kogda ya perestanu kushat’ pomidory!” (“when I finish eating the tomatoes!”).


  2:05 – Ages pass. Entire mountains, worlds, and gaggles of visions. Too many reptiles. The last one: A cave made of pigs. I’m in a gigantic moving pig, made of piggish tiles. Narcotics spawn styles in art and architecture. The Chinese must have known peyote. It explains all the dragons and all of India. The initiated = artists. Eine allgemeine Peyotltheorie91 – panpeyotism.92 Music from a gramophone below spoils the gravity of the visions. Should I smoke? At moments I see red and blue dancing paper figurines.


  2:15 – A vision of a snakeified August Zamoyski93 (in this sense: he was slowly changing into a nest of yellow snakes with black stripes). Then I see him realistically, sleeping on the right side of his belly under a red blanket. Headache. Glassy, larcenous visions. Hyperurchins. Glass criminals in Japanese masks creep into the S. family’s villa below town and coax me to follow them. Of course, I scoff at the idea. The beginning of the fantastic play dissolves. I see Alcor – the double star in Ursa Major I once saw through a telescope. The magnification is enormous. I know that the stars in Alcor revolve every 160 years. They’re turning rapidly.


  2:30 – I see the brain of a lunatic, but it’s nothing like a brain, it is more like a giant liver with bubbling ulcers. Something like a blackberry keeps emerging from each one and staring at me – the actual eyeballs. The brain is in the talons of a green pterodactyl (a winged lizard – the primogenitor of birds), its head crammed up to its neck in meat. Its talons squeeze the bursting ulcers.


  2:35 – A massive temple made of red stone. Columns some two thousand meters high against a gray sky. Below, black ash on the steps of a red staircase – the whole of humanity. The surrounding mountains become monstrous live guts made of pink translucent stone, several hundred meters long. Violet fluid squirts out of them right into my face.94 No tactile hallucinations.


  2:45 – I eat wholemeal bread and butter with a fierce, animal appetite. I look through the curtains. Nearly dawn. The building opposite gives me a truly bleak feeling. It seems there is no reality. Or at least not beyond the confines of this room. I had to return to the real world, whose vastness depressed me. I see Mr. and Mrs. S. sleeping. Again the vision of miniature faces. It occurs to me that Janusz Kotarbiński,95 given his type of composition, would have made better use of this world than Rafał Malczewski96 or, for instance, myself. But at that moment I have an unhinged, savage contempt for realistic painting – it is almost a physical sensation – as I do for “new art” on the whole, only the great styles of Antiquity speak, as does primitive art – the rest seems like junk scarcely deserving to exist.


  2:53 – “Horrible guts spewing out whole cascades of colorful fluids.”97


  2:58 – “A procession with elephants and a pearl camel (made of pearls, that is) in a black mask. Marvelous proportions. Crazy realism. Spying on and viewing the fantastical innards with eyes on long pedicels.” It is interesting that the visions involved sculpture and architecture, arts of which I am totally ignorant, as I have no feel for the three-dimensional. In a normal state of consciousness I am incapable of making the smallest sketch for a building or sculpture (I once tried to sculpt, and once tried to design a monument – these were basically jokes. I fared better with architectural sketches, but these, too, showed a lack of invention and were absolutely unbuildable), but in my visions I see brilliant structures, in styles of the past, as well as an architecture of the future – a combination of today's box style, which I find atrocious, and aspects of past architecture.


  3:00 – “A little man resembling Miciński98 barreling off to the moon on his adventures. He parachutes down with a flabbyhead. Elves on a seesaw. (Comedic number.) The horny genitals of the Queen of Sheba in an astral museum. (Seen from an insane height. Gigantic proportions.)”


  3:05 – I say “enough of these visions,” and douse the lamp. Nothing doing. Necro-erotic visions follow. (Macabre number.) A skull liquefying and spilling over a bulging belly. It’s all so hideous that I rush to light the lamp. An erotic rain of skirted flowers. A smiling bearded man in Valois style, trapped in the maw of a giant ox.


  3:10 – A Hades of my own invention (I think: the other Hades was Szmurło’s – now I can witness my own). It’s a yellow-gray cavern, opening onto a desert of the same color. Light in the cavern. The hellish tedium of that image haunts me still. On the right a packed group of bashful yellow skeletons, on the left, near the ceiling, winged souls flap like bats, also yellow-gray, half-animal, like Goya's Los caprichos. I write a note about “panpeyotism”: “Goya must have known about peyote.”


  3:30 – Exhausting visions. A battle of centaurs turned into a battle between fantastical genitalia. The need to give up drugs, even as experiments or for drawing. A “conversion” of sorts. An incomparably higher state of spirituality compared to the whole of my past. Despite the monstrous visions, showing me my own errors in bestial form, I feel like I’ve attained a higher dimension of the spirit, and it would last. Red “murder crabs” scuttle over a giant skull. They pluck something from the cracks in the skull. Then they crawl off to one side, crabwise in the darkness, as if fleeing something. The partridgeification of a goshawk. The marvelously wise hawk-human eyes dim, replicate, and fly off in birdheads over the round horizon.


  3:45 – A pharaoh who resembles me. Torches and totemic rituals – somewhat hawk-lizardish. They come bearing a hyperhawk-lizard on a giant tray. Then it soars upward in the form of animal spirits. Reptiles in copulating embrace. The perversions of mad iguanas99 – absolutely realistic depictions.


  3:50 – Realistic number. Snakes in desert springs. Another vision of that hepatic lunatic’s brain, or a variant thereof. A pterodactylish reptilian monster with head submerged licks the brain, then lifts its head and glares at me with contempt. A comb like a dinosaur’s and shiny yellow phosphorescent eyes. It smiles sardonically with its bloodstained maw. A genital chasm with shaggy “blond” hippopotamus. Gruesome eyes. A skull covered in soot – in the soot a sheepish topaz eye. This is nicotine. Half of the skull splits away. A rainbow-colored snake slithers out of the eye socket and its beady black eyes glare at me. It’s covered with hummingbird feathers. This is alcohol. Again half of the skull split off and is covered by an inexpressibly delicate white fluff. In the fluff the blue eyes of a woman – marvelously beautiful and wise. A tiny white suede hand with black cat’s claws grows out of the bottom. The hand pulls and releases some white reins around my neck, but I feel nothing. This is cocaine.


  3:58 – Prickly concepts in the pure form of thorns. A strange creature emerges from these concepts in place of the truth (it stands alongside, its back unnaturally turned to me, in the form of a brown female statue with a protruding rump), it then turns into a wild pig.


  4:05 – The birth of a diamond goldfinch. A rainbow-colored dachshund sprays fireworks of black and pink butterflies on bent pink sticks. More processions of Egyptians and Assyrians. A female slave hiding behind a column. This then engenders a whole story of palace intrigues in pictures, later smothered in hideous greasy entrails.


  4:10 – I see graphic depictions of all my flaws and mistakes.


  4:15 – The transformation of a skeleton into an ethereal (diamond!) body. Mixed processions – e.g., Rococo with the present day. A mélange of hellish styles running wild races. Tribunes seen from below. “A Zakroczym crotch.” The need to renounce100 – only then might I conquer all this. The Indians were right, peyote punishes the guilty. A third series of drawings. At times an urge to smoke, but I stop myself effortlessly.


  4:40 – A slight ache at the back of the head – as if a metal egg were rattling around inside it. A feeling I’ve never actually known. Only once have I had such a headache, when I caught typhoid. However hard I stare, the portrait of my wife refuses to come to life. I have lost the ability to change objects. Sick of the visions, I want to sleep without them. Pulse at 72. I open my eyes and reality is increasingly normal, no longer weird. The bending of space – Einstein in action – slowly fades.


  4:43 – Fat old women hanging on ropes in Caterpillar Hall.101 Incomprehensible symbolism even on peyote.


  4:55 – I wanted to see Marshal Piłsudski.102 I see him sitting at a table upholstered in green. Next to him is Colonel P., alive. The Marshal looks like he does in photographs – I have not seen him since 1913 and can’t make his image move. He has a gray uniform with a red sash. His left eye edges out of its socket, and I see it now much enlarged. A violet meteor flies out of the eye and painlessly knocks me in the head. I find myself high up over Poland, I see the Earth like a map. But not the seas, and I cannot get a fix in terms of north and south. The meteor zooms below me. It crashes into fields carved in various colors. Then an explosion, like a grenade plowing into Earth. A mass of yellow, iron worms with black stripes pour out from the smoking crater and slowly flood the whole landscape below me. I wonder if it’s Pomerania or Ukraine that’s been hit by the explosion. Without a sense of direction I cannot sort this out, but I assume it’s Ukraine. Ever since the war I have suffered from vertigo, which prevents me from climbing too high in the mountains, but although I am some twenty kilometers above Earth, I feel no dizziness at all.


  5:00 – The mysterious tale of the “woman from the borderlands” in pictures. A gendarme, the pope, and an old man in a “nobleman's uniform” (I’ve never seen the likes of it before). English field marshals – one in a regulation cap, another in a cuirassier’s uniform, pulling a cart with an Indian statue through the rain. It’s meant to be a punishment. Reptiles. All the reptiles are born in me through my alcohol consumption103 – so little I have drunk, and so many reptiles!


  5:04 – The birth of a monster. A marvelously beautiful blonde with blue eyes – always that same cobalt shade – wrapped in furs. Her legs part – her body grows plump, glistens, and bursts – she gives birth to a terrible, roundheaded reptile with a face that is a cross between a seal, a cat, and a general I know: bulging eyes the same color as hers, a yellow, bristly mustache. The monster creeps toward me. It’s cheerful, but so ghastly that when its mustache is practically brushing my face I open my eyes, scream, and yet (Oh horrors! Oh wonders! – as a poet might exclaim) mad with terror, I see the same scene against the backdrop of the wardrobe.


  5:08 – A gloomy fleet with gigantic faces under the helms. Enough of these visions.


  5:11 – A rotting leg. A decaying shoe. Obscene pink worms slither out and grow continually upward, erect like blades of grass.104


  5:18 – A girl of incredible sweetness and beauty slowly transforms into a sloughing, bubbled horror.


  5:20 – I think I’m the incarnation of the Tatra King of Snakes. Mała Łąka Valley in the Tatras in winter. I’m on skis. When I make it to the Przysłop Miętuś Pass, I notice with terror that I’m standing on the back of an enormous gray snake, about 100 to 150 meters thick, stretching from the foot of Mount Giewont to where its tail drops into the Kościelska Valley.105


  5:25 – One of my wife’s ancestors, a heretic,106 seen in profile – and pulled into a gyre of snakes. His escutcheon grows into a snake that spills out. Nearby another escutcheon with a lion rampant. (Snooty number.) Dawn brightens the room through the curtains.


  5:47 – Again, a whole mess of visions. A luxe reptile, something like a dinosaur. To myself: a reptile pour les princes.107 Yellow-green with carmine. It laughs at me. A sunny knight under glass after a geographical vision with a double rising sun. From a rather shapely leg an empty bladder juts into infinity. Caricatures of male types in costumes. French officers in red kepis challenge the honor of a young, devilishly handsome, bearded Russian. Only peyote could have engendered such clever things as sculpture and painting. Music might have been born on its own, but such things as the ancient styles in sculpture and architecture could not have been created without visions. A desert well filled with red and white monsters by a mixed squad of Bedouins and Frenchmen on Percherons. The ulcerated tits of General Porzeczko.108 I know no such man, yet I see him stripped to the waist. In any case, affable and paunchy. Hydrocychnytine – moral turpentine.


  6:17 – I take valerian, no help. Sleep does not come – despite my weariness the visions keep me awake. Mundane disumbilicalment on a cone to the barking of flying canine dragons. A loathsome reptile, bleu acier in color with red dots, at the bottom of a shallow pond – flat as a ray, and headless. Nasty snakes sprout from it. I saw this lizard and lunatic's brain twice – the only recurring visions. Vanishing towers and a giant mourning cloak (butterfly) illuminated by the Sun of Truth.109


  6:30110 – I drink the rest of the valerian. I’ve definitely had enough of the visions. All the foulness of Naturalism (not nature itself) clear as day compared to this opulence of forms. Small wonder that, instead of imitating nature, the ancients were inspired by their visions to create such powerful styles.


  6:38 – I am in Zakopane, on the veranda of Villa Zośka.111 A torrential downpour. I see the leaves tremble from the falling raindrops and the mud on the street with such exactitude it’s like I’m really there. The peyote won’t let me look out the window. (I later learned there was, in fact, a rainstorm that morning). Mrs. X112 is asleep in the room, but I cannot rouse her.


  7:15 – Franz I turns into Władysław Orkan.113 Again, a marvelously indecent woman, though not the blonde from before, gives birth to a winged monster, which leans out of her to lap water from a puddle, craning its head upward. A heinous sex act with reams of reptiles. Fear of the light. Somewhat distorted sense of spatiality, but this could happen after a sleepless night in a train car without taking any substances.


  8:15 – Straggling visions of iridescent wires, as at the beginning of the trance. Breakfast, a bath. At ten I lie down to sleep and have the dregs of visions. I sleep till noon. I feel normal, apart from a slight giddiness and spatial disorientation. Pupils slightly dilated until evening. Pulse normal. At five p.m., I smoke without deriving much pleasure from the first cigarette.


  During subsequent sessions with Dr. Rouhier’s preparation I experienced similar phenomena, but to a far lesser degree. Nor did the mescaline visions compare to the effects of the real Mexican peyote. Cactus contains five alkaloids (including mescaline), the relative efficacy of which to induce visions depends on the age of the plant and the climate where it grows. Apart from the mescaline, there are two peyote alkaloids that produce the major effect. This seems to be why my experiments with mescaline alone had far weaker results than my first encounter with peyote, knowing as I did the effects of the real substance. Moreover, some claim that no synthetic substance could ever match the natural substance, even though they have identical chemical structures. We all know what can be done nowadays with chemicals, to say nothing of their complex combinations. In terms of the overall change in mental state, and not the visions themselves, mescaline was far more potent than peyote extract in either of the aforementioned types. Unfortunately, those who tried mescaline along with me were not familiar with the Mexican substance, so I lack a larger test group for comparing the two experiences. Regardless, after that unforgettable night I told myself: “I have seen the hereafter, now I can die in peace.” I would have never said the same after mescaline. In my case, then, the effects of mescaline were as follows: instead of my pulse slowing, it shot up to 130 and my overall physical state was dire (head spins, wobbly legs); mental state: at times practically unconscious, no sense of reality, euphoria and excitement alternating with disquiet, depression, and a vague anxiety. A schizophrenic split personality, sometimes bordering on mildly bonkers. A strangeness of self, an alienation from my body, a sense that everything was slightly off. On the other hand, my automatic drawings were fairly precise – the drawings were near peyote quality and totally different from those I made on alcohol or other drugs. A major distortion of reality while sitting and staring in a dark room. As for the visions themselves, they did not go beyond the second stage. Sketches of real visions, mostly colored wires and mere outlines – technically precise but weakly colored snouts, weird beasts (a lion made of pearls, screeching at me like a baboon), architecture, cities, machines, etc., but none of it crossing into the realm of the total realness of genuine peyote. Others, however, who have tried mescaline “praise it to the heavens.” They do not know the other stuff, the wretches ... Dr. B.,114 who is particularly sensitive to the tiniest dose of peyote No. 2 and experiences almost daily hypnagogues without ingesting any substance, after 0.3 milligrams of mescaline (the maximum dose is 0.5 mg taken twice, an hour apart), had utterly remarkable experiences not covered in Beringer's book. In addition to having first-rate visions, some of which he painted in oils, and experiencing a split personality much like what Rouhier's book describes, he saw his “other persona” as a flowing crystal a few kilometers away. He performed the following experiment: he was carefully blindfolded, then some movements were made a few steps in front of him. Dr. B. repeated all the movements, but in reverse. When a coin was placed on his forehead, he always knew which side was facing up. When a gold watch was put on his forehead, he saw an eagle. Even the owner of the watch had been unaware that an eagle was engraved inside. Others have experienced the sensation of splitting, the strangeness of their own bodies, almost to the extent that I achieved looking at my own hand on peyote No. 1. I ought to add that pure mescaline, like peyote, is not habit-forming.


  In terms of the ethical implications, I believe peyote, and perhaps pure mescaline as well, should be administered to addicts during rehabilitation and detox. Both substances produce a strong physical and moral revulsion to alcohol and tobacco, a revulsion that lingers long after the trance is over, and even a single use could lay the foundation for quitting drugs entirely. The addict who is unable to stop should be differentiated from the addict who is unwilling to stop. The former obviously comes from the latter. Peyote is splendid in building the willpower to quit – it can cause an aversion to any drug, which is always difficult in the initial phases. The desire to be cured (except with alcoholics, where this desire is a rare exception) generally arises when it is too late for “home remedies” and when, in the majority of cases, treatment in a sanatorium is out of the question. You can, of course, become habituated to anything, even aspirin or castor oil. And if you’d really like to belabor the point, you could, in fact, become addicted to peyote or mescaline – but you would have to be a perverse individual and doomed, one way or another, to annihilation. In no way am I promoting peyote as a novel way “to escape reality,” I am only pointing out its invaluable benefits when it comes to beginning “a new life.” When I first tried this miracle medicine, I was in a moderately dangerous drinking phase. After massive quantities of liquor, I often hankered for “white powder” to break the tedium of alcohol. I did not, of course, start boozing first thing in the morning, nor on a daily basis, but too often I needed a little kick, once a week, or every five or six days, only so I could start a “new life.” At one of these “orgies” I met Ossowiecki,115 who said he had something important to tell me. I had to leave town, unfortunately, and did not have the chance to see him. Some time later, when nine months had passed since my last drink, I bumped into him and asked him what he had wanted to tell me. He looked me up and down and said: “No longer important.” When I insisted, he told me he had wanted to warn me against what he believed to be encroaching madness. “You might have survived another two or three weeks of that lifestyle, and that would have been it,” he said. At the time, I had considered putting a stop to my experiments for a longer duration, because their frequency (for the second time in my life) had begun to cross the reasonable limits for even such an addiction-proof fellow as myself. And I doubtlessly would have done this myself without any artificial means, as I had done several times in less perilous obstoyatyelstva, or “circumstances.” But the peyote was indisputably a major help, as I abruptly quit drinking and not a drop touched my lips (aside from a bit of beer at times) for fourteen consecutive months, and without the slightest bit of difficulty. Of course, willpower is crucial here. Some effort is required as no one will get far with peyote alone. But sometimes you have to know how to unclench (kickstart, launch, sallyforth, sparkinate)116 the first impulse of a healthy will so that a whole edifice may be built on top. And peyote, apart from building a revulsion toward narcotics, lets you look deeper inside yourself, which might be particularly valuable for those who feel no special obligation to preserve their brains for the finer things, such as vodka and coke. Someone once told me: “Why should I bother taking the stuff? I see colors anyway, I can imagine whatever I like, I have no desire to delve deeper into myself than I do normally. I don't smoke, I drink twice a year – and sparingly at that – and I don't take anything else.” He was correct, of course. Yet I do have to defend the visions as such. Anyone who has not experienced them is incapable of understanding them, though you can live a splendid life (particularly as a pyknic) without such experiences, and that is the honest-to-god truth. I am certainly not urging anyone to take peyote. The visions I experienced possibly had too much humor and monstrosity mixed in, and this might cause them to be dismissed. Yet aside from the four basic stages, which are the same for everyone, we all get the visions we deserve. I’ve heard of a certain fellow who didn’t leave his home for a week after his peyote trip and didn’t want to see anyone, afraid that reality would dispel the marvels he saw in his peyote visions. Clearly I was “unworthy,” but I don’t regret it. I would never take peyote No. 2 or mescaline again, but I would like to try the genuine Mexican stuff once more before I die, just to see where things really stand with me now. It's too bad relations with Mexico make it incredibly difficult to obtain the genuine article.


  In addition to the above substances, I’ve also tried yagé (in the form of Merck harmine), Eukodal, and hashish – the latter as an extract of Cannabis indica, but authentic and freshly imported from Persia – I also smoked the Persian hashish, under whose influence I made some drawings, each distinct in the mood created and how it was influenced. In large doses, and particularly mixed with alcohol, hashish induces fairly odd visions, with objects and people multiplying into infinity. It also induces fascinating states of mind: identification with objects, a loss of identity for short stretches of time, etc. But hashish visions “don't hold a candle” to peyote ones. The two are incomparable. Harmine evokes a certain “strangeness of reality” and is good for automatic drawing. Yet because of its effect on the extrapyramidal system and its tendency to make you impulsive, I did not have the courage to exceed the maximum therapeutic dosage. Let anything at all happen to the head, but losing total muscle control is, I believe, a bridge too far.


  I conclude these meditations with a strident appeal: “Awake, smokers and drinkers, and other drug addicts, while you still have time! Down with nicotine, alcohol, and all the ‘white frenzies.’ If peyote proves to be a general antidote to all these vile substances, then in this case, and in this case only: Long live peyote!”
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  I believe the fundamental category to gauge the danger this narcotic poses to humanity, to try to classify and compare various narcotics, would have to be psychological (in accordance with the guidelines of my study as a whole). A narcotic’s emotional value is the measure that practically begs to be adopted. It goes without saying that practice furnishes the examples, every step of the way.


  The wider the scope and the profounder the psychological experiences a drogue provides, the greater its power of attraction and the stronger the temptation when an opportunity to try it arises.


  And yet, ask the addict why he so recklessly endangers his mind, health, and nervous system. Try using what they call persuasion, try appealing to his sobriety and reason, and in ninety cases out of one hundred he will tell you: “but my good man, if you only knew ... ,” and then enthusiastically proceed to tell you what incomparable emotion an alkaloid, supposons,117 gives him, and how this value utterly trumps all other priorities in his life.


  There you have it. So if I were to compare various narcotics from this point of view, then morphine must categorically be ranked among the most dangerous! For morphine possesses these “values” to the utmost degree – and some of these could even rightly be called positive values if ... it is on this “if” that everything hinges. But before I wheel out this major reservation, permit me a minor digression which is, if nothing else, timely.


  I cannot recall the French writer who stubbornly reiterated that the emotional properties of narcotics are purely and simply negative. Based on this false assumption he proceeded to arrive at a host of equally spurious conclusions.


  To wit: he said narcotics are utterly incapable of providing emotional and mental experiences of any positive value, that the stories of the phantasmagorias and sensations of opium, hashish, etc., the descriptions of the artificial paradises, are rubbish from beginning to end, and moreover, that narcotics are only capable of alleviating the pain of our soul and our sufferings born of the outside world, desensitizing us to all the worries, sorrows, and incommodities of our lives.


  From this comes a vital conclusion, namely: before you can taste the sweets of narcotic paradises you must first be miserable, you must first travel through all manner of hell and suffering in life, only then to find delight in liberating yourself in addled stupefaction, which ultimately is all there is. The author also explains this phenomenon by noting that addicts seldom are quick to help “laymen” understand how drugs work. It would indeed overcomplicate matters if your friend had to feel first profound dejection before discovering a true appreciation of an alkaloid.


  Clearly, this is an effort to depict narcotics as merely a kind of mental anesthetic.


  At the very least, this French author does sincerely confess he has only experienced drugs vicariously, on the basis of “rather vague stories” (and, I might add, probably fourth-hand). What a shame he decided to build an edifice of highly specious statements on such a rickety foundation.


  The reality paints an entirely different picture.


  Anyone who has had any practical experience with narcotics knows all too well that the various white and brown poisons harbor the potential for psychic experiences that far surpass all the literary fantasies conceived on the subject. This is for the simple reason that phantasmagorias born of intoxicants are, for the most part, exceedingly difficult to put into words.


  Of all the drugs endowed with these properties, the dull white crystal cubes labeled Morphinum muriaticum hold a special place.


  And this is why I say morphine is an extremely dangerous substance: it is highly seductive and has an array of positive effects that are not merely subjective sources of emotion, but even values that might be called objective, were it not for the fact that these values could never be practical in the long term, given the horrendous toll on your physical, moral, and mental well-being, in a way that courts swift and total collapse ...


  As such, I shall attempt an honest visual sketch of the mental states one experiences with a simple set of implements: 1) a Record Syringe;118 2) a 17-20 needle, generally thin; and 3) a flask containing the solution.


  I have already said that my desire is to make this sketch as honest as possible. As I have no desire to speak as an enemy of this narcotic, I shall discard any and all a priori biases I might have. Why? If morphine deserves praise, then why should I be averse? And if it should be condemned, then no critic will be as powerful as the naked truth. I shall try to take the reader into these extraordinary states in medias res, with all of their gradual development, with their apogee and decrescendo,119 and all the accompanying reactions and side effects, in all parts of the human ego.


  Like the majority of narcotics, morphine does not show its true face all at once. When the body is introduced to a new substance it is totally stunned, and this overwhelms everything else – the nerves cannot register and fail to classify the various impulses they are receiving. Depending on the body, this preparatory stage lasts from one to three sessions. Thus, it is only on the second, third, or fourth use that all the effects and states of mind proper to morphine are experienced.


  I will start this step-by-step description with a point that is sure to be widely known and supports the rationale of the aforesaid French author.


  This property is the trigger point for a host of subsequent states, appearing first and in almost all body types, and could be encapsulated as follows: morphine is a universal mental and physical analgesic.


  The fact that almost all physical suffering, even the most acute, fades within only fifteen minutes after an injection, is well known and of little interest, as this observation can be found in any medical journal.


  On the other hand, an analogous mental phenomenon will be of capital importance for my present purposes.


  Retracting the needle from the skin after the injection, the user observes himself, expecting something to occur in his soul, and almost never catches the moment when the spell takes hold. It is much like falling asleep. As long as he focuses on dozing off, wanting to study its progression, sleep never comes, but as soon as he averts his attention, he’s asleep!


  The same applies here. Entirely imperceptibly – impossible to say when and how – your relationship to the world changes, a new lens drops over your eyes. Your worldview, starting with your immediate surroundings, undergoes a fundamental, oh-so-integral shift, down to the deepest particles of your mental being.


  The moment when you pass between the two states has escaped notice, but at a certain point (provided, of course, you still have use of your faculties of self-criticism and observation, and depending on how keen they are) you are incontestably sure that for some time you’ve been riding mental rails you have never known.


  What, in fact, has happened? Ah! Something truly remarkable, something from another dimension. For could anyone fully grasp the whole significance of what I am about to relate, which sounds no less than insane:


  Evil has disappeared ...


  What?! … Yes – simple as that! It has disappeared, got lost somewhere or absconded to another plane of existence, got sucked up, toppled to the very bottom of Ahriman’s120 abyss, totally and absolutely deflated, taken flight, blown away, more and more, until it is utterly and completely gone, so that not the tiniest atom of this cursed principle remains in the blessed sphere you now call your own.


  Evil is no more ... not in any form – suffering of all shapes and sizes, worries and anxieties, human evil and the cruelty of the world, the hostility of a thousand things surrounding you, all of this has dissipated, melted like sugar in boiling water, and in a warm, amiable, welcoming atmosphere. In a most literal way, every particle of the air surrounding you is a friend, the air flows around you in order to give you pleasure (and itself as well – the air atoms experience delight in just touching your body).


  You are kind to the whole world, and the world brings you joy through its mere existence.


  Well, of course, if this is the world we inhabit, then life can only be beautiful!


  And your entire future is beautiful, from this moment on (sometimes the past seemed gray or miserable, only because you hadn’t known how to live!), because now you have to live with people in a whole new way. How? It's so easy! You must live simply, and sincerely, and above all – with kindness. Oh, how stupid you were when life seemed full of hardships, and the people you had to deal with were crude, cold, withdrawn, and generally difficult.


  Nonsense! You just have to go up to them and explain it all, like so, and so, and so. (My God! How clear it all is, it’s patently obvious; and incidentally, how marvelous and crystalline my thoughts are – the words pour forth of their own accord like emeralds, rubies, sapphires, and amethysts from some bottomless enchantment, assembling into paragons of rationality, sobriety, and logic. If only they could hear a fraction of these words, they would be astonished they ever supposed they could think differently.)


  All the same, tomorrow I'll go see him and tell him everything, or at least a bit of it, and our misunderstanding will be cleared up in the most marvelous way possible.


  By Jove!121 How precious my thoughts are today, and what an avalanche, what a gale of thoughts, words, sentences, how transparent, how singular, it would be a crime to squander them!


  You must talk! With whomever comes your way, so long as it is right now, whatever the cost ...


  No one? Makes no difference, maybe even better: you’ll talk to yourself, which, given the wealth of material, is perhaps the best solution anyway.


  So you converse with yourself and fabricated interlocutors, endless discussions, speeches, and lectures, delivered with such fiery enthusiasm that it seems you have a whole auditorium before you with hundreds of rapt listeners. You expound on any subject: philosophy, science, quotidian topics, from the most abstract and theoretical issues to the most everyday.


  You of course realize this whole state is artificial, but in no way does this prevent you from savoring it to the hilt.


  Strangest of all, your evaluation of things, objectively speaking, is accurate. This point deserves special emphasis, as it distinguishes morphine from other narcotics. Whereas with a heavy dose of cocaine, for example, one may pontificate on a whole heap of unconscious, or at the very least bizarre, paradoxes, with the firm conviction that these are priceless revelations for humanity, morphine excites you to create thoughts that in no way are later despised. If the above states are experienced by someone of a creative disposition – an artist, scholar, or writer – he will produce a work of indubitable and strictly objective merit, and achieve great results with disproportionate ease. This is precisely what seems to be the decisive, essential value of this drug, and which is, in my opinion, its worst and most monstrous danger. We shall soon see why. After what I have said thus far, it seems unnecessary to explain that in nine out of ten cases the morphine experiment is soon repeated, with the same added effects, and practically no negative side effects. Compared to the beautiful things this white poison offers, who in their right mind would care that the initial dose of one or two centigrams has increased to three, or that the whole digestive system, crippled by the narcotic, responds with a violent constipation that plagues the morphine user from the first session to the last. Apart from this, the hangover is generally minimal – a hardly perceptible reaction and some nausea. And so: Onward!


  You might indeed notice that you’re moving very swiftly, even with accelerating speed. After a short while you take a certain pride in this. Your body strikes you as a remarkable thing: after all, the dosage you’re taking “just like that” in the third or fourth month is enough to kill an elephant (it’s well past any dose that might be given to a horse).


  On the other hand, it does cross your mind that maybe you’re getting a bit carried away!! All’s well and good, but some moderation etc. – as a result, you make the praiseworthy decision to stash the syringes in the attic for a long rest.


  And here the Morphine Vampire bears its fangs for the first time – at a point, alas, when they are already deeply sunk into the tendermost parts of your being.


  For it soon turns out, and in a way far worse than you might have expected, that your noble intention is quite insupportable, that you simply must retrieve the syringes, and with all haste. After a brief yet fatal bout of vacillation, you become undeniably convinced that the addiction has enslaved you, that compared to your captivity, the addictions of a smoker or a drinker are piddling.


  A narcotic addiction needs to be analyzed from two basic perspectives: 1. psychological and 2. physiological. Every addiction, in fact, combines these two factors. In practice, however, in the two addictions most widespread in our culture – nicotine and alcohol – the psychological factor prevails, at least where the addiction has not yet reached a very high level of intensity.


  It is known that abruptly depriving someone of cigarettes or alcohol causes certain physiological disorders. Nonetheless, the average smoker (we repeat: the average smoker) returns to tobacco after a failed struggle simply because he has a powerful urge to smoke – he has such a craving his whole nervous system is out of whack.


  The deciding factor, therefore, is the urge, the desire, the psychological component. Though cognizant of how very difficult it can be to struggle with this one factor alone, I should like to stress once more: it can in no way be compared to what awaits the addicted body when it is abruptly cut off from morphine.


  Morphine works on the main nerve centers that regulate such basic functions in our body as breathing, heartbeat, blood circulation, etc.


  Over a period of many months, these centers grow accustomed to functioning more or less capably with gigantic doses of the narcotic. When the narcotic is suddenly taken away, they respond as though they had received an equivalent dose of an antitoxin to produce the opposite effect.


  The organism is jolted into a state of terrible shock, the basic gears and connectors of the machine that sustain you, wobbling as though under an eightfold increase in atmospheric pressure, verge on catastrophe. Blood undulates through all vessels, the lungs and heart go mad ...


  Staggered and irregular breathing turns into breathlessness, you suffocate, somewhere below your fifth rib a steam hammer is trying to crush your cells, stomach spasms soon produce indescribable pain, something rips and breaks in all your joints, and the throbbing, the throbbing is everywhere, your pulse pounds hundreds of times a minute ... foaming at the mouth ... And there is only one way out – and take a guess what that would be? Another fix – of the one and only!


  This is how it goes when you toy with morphine, and this is why morphine addicts can only smile when they hear of other types of addicts whose only problem is that they want to so badly ...


  And so, after the first attempt to free yourself, lover of this morphine paradise (sic!), you discover you’re condemned, a slave to your needle and the drug.


  Because you see no way out of this servitude (I shall speak of rehabilitation later), you soon become reconciled to your fate, trying to “make your existence as painless as possible.” In practical terms, you’ll ration out the doses to at least “get something out of it,” a bit of a kick at least.


  This is the fastest road to learning all the negative facets that accompany the “evolution of a morphine addict.”


  The first unfortunate discovery is that it is truly difficult to increase the dosage to “catch up” to the ever-weakening effects. The lovely initial sensations steadily diminish, replaced by a response that feels like a polar shift. The thrill increasingly grows weaker and briefer after every injection – the periods of general nausea and malaise, on the other hand, stretch on interminably and grow in strength. Overwhelming apathy, a general sense of aversion, an astounding drop in mental energy, lethargy – in a word, general moral and intellectual flaccidity – all this can last for hours. Not only is the rush curtailed to just the couple of minutes immediately following the injection – sometimes it does not come at all.


  This is then followed by an utterly miserable increase in dosage that ends in poisoning, vomiting, etc., and the truly monstrous part is that the craving only increases.


  How the user feels once he finds himself in this vicious circle – this I leave to the reader’s imagination.


  Regardless, if he does not begin rehabilitation in time, he is left with a single recourse: the very gradual reduction of dosage until he reaches the point where the morphine works normally as it did before – only to return immediately to the very same crisis at accelerated speed.


  I should stress that a range of extremely negative symptoms of morphine abuse crops up in the period long before the crisis.


  Every morphine addict capable of self-observation notes, for instance, a sharp drop in willpower (even when still mostly content with his alkaloid). Every decision requires a massive effort, every act is procrastinated from one hour to the next and is only performed under the greatest pressure, every little daily chore becomes a burden. At the same time, he is prone to long and frequent “rests,” during which he dreams morphine dreams of great things (never to be accomplished), an excellent substitute for genuine activity. These periods of rest are all the more necessary in that the addict is dogged by fatigue (in later stages he may nod off during any pause in conversation, or only pretend to be paying attention).


  The disdain for activity only intensifies with a general nervous breakdown and desolation, accompanied by the mysterious onset of timidity, a schizophrenic aversion to people, which afflicts even those who would seem the least susceptible.


  The only real action for which energy can invariably be mustered is the pursuit of the beloved alkaloid. Acquiring this in “necessary” quantities is, by the nature of things, quite impossible through normal routes, and this becomes yet another delight in the life of the morphine addict.


  This life might end in only one of two ways: either in catastrophe, if the addict is able to endure his body’s ruination to a state of hopelessness, or in the prospect of “rehabilitation treatment,” if the remnants of his self-preservation instinct kicks in. In the vast majority of cases, this treatment involves institutional confinement – as for the details, forgive me, but I will not attempt to describe them! Hard luck! I am no Ewers,122 that I might depict them in words, nor a Goya, that I might paint them!


  I will only note that doctors are mistaken that the old standby of going “cold turkey” poses no dire threat to the body. The annals of French medicine note two cases that ended with the patient being radically rehabilitated out of life on Earth ... In our day, this method is rarely used, and only in conjunction with the patient being anesthetized for several days.


  Another method involves very, and I do mean very, slow rehabilitation through substituting and knowledgeably decreasing the dosage. My advice would be that this is the only method that should be considered. Based on the cases I know, the best results come when the morphine is gradually substituted by dionine123 with a small admixture of heroin, a mixture that should again be gradually decreased.


  Going into detail, of course, is beyond the scope of my text.


  The fundamental question here is what should be the process of ridding oneself of the addiction and how long should it take to achieve this.


  The claims that a person “cannot cope without morphine” after only a few injections are horribly exaggerated, or are attempts by some morphine addicts to justify their weakness.


  There is not the slightest reason to worry that ten consecutive injections, for example, could make a person a slave to the narcotic in the most awful and terrifying sense I have described above. To create an addiction in the physiological sense, the body has to be poisoned for at least three or four weeks. I make this statement in all honesty!


  At the same time, I cannot stress enough: let no one suppose that using morphine just once or twice poses no risk. Trying it only a few times will give you a full taste of the drug, with all of its charms. Although you would not have the dismal experience of a physical craving, the psychological addiction emerges in full force. And who among us dares to suppose he has the titanic will to ignore these temptations, which get more powerful the more fascinating the experiences they provide. One more time! Just once or twice! Today has been difficult, I need solace, and then the next day – won’t one more dose pay off one hundredfold if it produces such crystalline thoughts, helping me to cap off this or that intellectual pursuit ...


  Reasons are never in short supply. And so, very imperceptibly, hard to say when, exactly, you become condemned.


  Need I say that it is my fervent desire to protect and warn at least a small number of individuals against what I must regard as a great peril, and one that courts a human being’s total, or at least partial, destruction?


  I will not try to sketch out the misfortunes of the morphine addict – descriptions that might hold true value if the right literary devices were employed, the right expression and color.


  I do trust, however, that the humble and straightforward content of this chapter might suffice the reader who would take it seriously. Albeit awkward or poorly constructed, it remains an accurate reflection of a most urgent truth.
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  Ether


  by Dr. Dezydery Prokopowicz


  



  



  le catoblepas


  buffle noir, avec une tête de porc tombant jusqu’à terre, et rattachée à ses épaules par un cou mince, long et flasque comme un boyau vidé.


  Personne, Antoine, n’a jamais vu mes yeux, ou ceux qui les ont vus sont morts. Si je relevais mes paupières, mes paupières roses et gonflées, tout de suite tu mourrais.


   


  antoine


  Oh! Oh! ... celui-là ... a … !


  Eh bien! … si j’allais avoir envie de les regarder, ces yeux? Mais oui, sa stupidité féroce m’attire! Je tremble! … Oh! Quelque chose d’irrésistible m’entraîne à des profondeurs pleines d’épouvante!


   


  G. Flaubert, La Tentation de saint Antoine124


  



  



  I first encountered ether during an operation when I was seven years old. As I passed out I heard a strange rhythm, one that was all-pervasive. I again heard this rhythm in later ether states. I believe it happens for the following reason: ether greatly enhances your sense of hearing (this lasts several hours after it is taken), making you aware of the rhythm of the blood beating in your ears. I thought I had died and was soaring through outer space, which looked like dark blue wallpaper spangled with golden stars. Everything shuddered to that odd rhythm. I had the ironic thought: “They're operating on me on Earth and haven't noticed I've died.” They lifted the ether mask for a second. I saw my childhood room, I was lying on the table. I thought: “I've died and gone to hell, but where are the devils? Maybe behind me?” I sat up to look. The mask was replaced and the three doctors struggled to force me back down on my childhood table, which was being used for the operation. In later visions I recall, none too clearly, a garden of paradise. And the heat. Two naked, ruddy, “ample” figures were stuffing themselves with grapes. Something tropical, luxuriant, sensual, and revolting. After the narcosis, I became aware, with joyous astonishment, that I was still alive. I touched objects with a blend of affection and happiness, confirming they were solid and “I was in fact back in reality.”


  At the age of fourteen, an episode of killing insects with ether rekindled my desire to try the drug. Dousing a handkerchief, I pressed it to my nose and inhaled deeply. It was summer. I was sitting amid stalks of wheat on a sunny hill. A moment later I heard the same rhythm, everything was the same as back then, and yet somehow different. And then came the oddest thing I ever experienced under ether, which I later made every effort to recapture. I saw the surrounding wheat, the hill, the sun – but it was not I who saw them: My ego had vanished, leaving pure consciousness. Soon thereafter I created a rather logically coherent pantheistic system where I placed supraindividual consciousness of being above the individual ego.


  From that point on, I took ether more frequently. I reached a peak when I was fifteen. I liked taking evening strolls through Warsaw’s dismal workers’ Powiśle district with a handkerchief held to my nose and a flask of ether in my pocket. Ether never made me euphoric, only strange and morose. During this period I was very restless and distressed (as often occurs in early youth), and in narcosis I was looking for a way to forget myself and my misfortunes at school (I was studying almost constantly). A seconde personnalité narcotique began to form around me. In normal life, we go from one waking state to another, we stitch evening to morning, and the night’s dreams – just amorphous marginalia; but in those days I had another life that was always within me, a narcotic life, which every so often ruthlessly demanded its quota. Apparently a “decent” woman pays her erotic life no mind, and if she does, then only with revulsion. Yet from time to time she must give vent to her desires. How? Her lovers know. Normally I remembered (and still do) mere scraps of my profound and powerful narcotic experiences, but all it took were several deep inhalations of an ether-soaked handkerchief – and in a few seconds I was elsewhere, immediately able to recognize my state of mind and relive certain moments, or their sequels.


  These were the scraps of memories my normal consciousness stored away: time slows, incredibly long periods seem to elapse, though in fact it is only seconds. Space also swells to vast proportions: Poniatowski Bridge125 seemed to stretch to infinity. Thanks to ether, I began to understand symbolism in poetry. Every streetlamp, every crack in the sidewalk, a passing dog, everything was a symbol, a necessity, with profound significance, profoundly important. Everything was beautiful and terrifying; a hill with autumnal trees and the nighttime left indelible memories of unspeakable grandeur and tragic beauty, as in Poe’s “Ulalume.” That symbolism, beauty, and necessity, the sense that everything was unfolding like a marvelous symphony, recalls the budding schizophrenic's experience of reality. It seems possible to see into the future. I think: “Over there – someone’s coming.” I turn around, and indeed, I see a pedestrian. I believe this can be explained as follows: A pedestrian is heard, but the sound of the footsteps does not register in the consciousness, only the impression that “someone is coming.” This explains the delusion of “prescience.” A flood of emotions and thoughts overwhelms consciousness, the cup of life runneth over. I say to myself: “Every moment is worthy of Shakespeare.” Then the awful, unforgettable, dead horror returns, the “cosmic” solitude that maybe only suicides experience, of which no one has ever returned to describe – because once you're gone, what can you tell. These are the experiences just before passing out from an excess of the drug. At that moment I thought: “If I could remember what I'm feeling right now, I'd never laugh again.”


  What I thought and experienced was more rooted in metaphysics: I saw reality as an endless battle between God and Nothingness. Harmony and peace in reality were a balance between powerful grappling forces. It may be of psychological interest that I was a pantheist at the time – I became a deist over a decade later, and yet under ether I was (sometimes) a deist. I say sometimes, because now and again it seemed to me that Nothingness had triumphed over God. I remember I was in that state once when I heard a granny soothing her grandchild in a miserable workers’ house. I was deeply moved. I thought: “There is no God, no afterlife, no rewards for this old woman in a hereafter, and nor will there be in this world, because the grandchild won’t repay her – the grandmother will die. And yet she cuddles him. This is true selfless love.”


  God had triumphed again. I saw His existence clearly. I produced quite a facile rationale to prove it. I jotted it down and then reread it when I had regained my senses – it was total crap. Only once did I write a passable poem under ether:


   


  No, I never ever shall forget


  What Powers, luminous, vast,


  Seas of Powers shuddered around me.


  — At that moment I heard God speak.


  Oceans of suns ... abyss of suns ...


  Brightness ... brightness ... brightness ... infinite! ...


  — For my God was with me then


   


  I remember I once awoke from an ether swoon and suddenly felt a presence, closer than the clouds, watching over me and guiding me through life. I clearly felt myself fall to my knees, drenched in tears, and I shouted: “God – You are here!” I believe this intense duality of God and Nothingness, their mutual struggle on a battlefield that seemed to span the world, was merely a projection of my internal, organic processes and my body's struggle against the poison (ether) onto metaphysics.


  One more thing. In those days I was tormented by a thought by St. Basil the Great: “I have known no woman, though I am not a virgin.” Ether not only brought me no solace, this thought became horrid and intolerable under the influence of the drug. Never have I known such total wretched solitude as I felt then.


  When I became interested in women, the intensity of the ether experiences waned. The strength of the metaphysical ascent toward God was no longer so tragic, the moments of fulfillment were not so shattering, nor was the frightful solitude so complete. I gradually stopped using ether. I no longer felt such a violent need to abandon myself, I did not yearn for that awful altering of consciousness. Whereas as a seventeen-year-old boy I took ether every few weeks, now, as an adult, I have not taken it for several years, and this has required no special strength of will.


  I have described what I recall from my ether escapades as well as I could, but their strangeness defies description. My task has not been to extoll the virtues of ether. I have discussed its dangers, trying to persuade myself and others with the same force of conviction a married couple tries to muster to believe they will truly be faithful to one another as they take their vows.


  I think one of the main charms – and one of the most profound harms – of narcotics, even a drug so unfortunate and joyless as ether (for myself, at least), is that it ravages the sanctuary of the soul – like a blasphemous pillager it smashes the holy vessels and spirits off a defenseless God, who should not be defiled by such hands and glimpsed by such eyes, gloating over His sight, His touch, and His devastation – while it creeps into our deepest subconscious to lie dormant and incubate thoughts and sensations that only enter our consciousness much later when they ripen. Then a miscarriage occurs: the swollen, monstrous embryo is hauled out into the light of day. Such has been the case with my deism. The narcotic puts you in touch with your inner depths, not in due time, but by force. I believe this has such devastating effect on the subconscious that its premature products will never grow as harmoniously as they might have without the narcotic’s intervention.


  The experiences themselves are interesting: your thoughts seem fascinating for as long as you are narcotized. Ether is a liar, and a short-term one at best.


  I should also stress that ether provides neither euphoria nor a chance to forget the real sufferings of the soul – on the contrary, it aggravates them, and then leaves you with a very rotten katzenjammer when you come down.


  I have also noticed its dire effect on the lungs: after taking ether I would almost always be stricken, sooner or later, with a stubborn cold and fever that would last several days, up to ten, and sometimes I would be laid up in bed for two weeks.


  Finally, the smell of ether is atrocious and gives away the user at a distance of several meters, even a day after it’s taken. Sometimes the unconscious user is taken into custody by the police or emergency workers, where the “putative” suicide has his stomach pumped.


  I know of no other drug that packs such a powerful metaphysical wallop, but it swiftly fades, and your health pays the price. The real sensation requires more patience, but a solitary hike in the mountains can be a more powerful metaphysical experience, and one that lingers much longer in the consciousness than the secondhand experiences and contrived ecstasies of the drug user.
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  Appendix I


  On washing, shaving, aristocratomania, hemorrhoids, and the ilk


  



  



  Preface


  I should say up front that many might well scoff at or deride this whole chapter of my “little opus.” It may indeed be laughable, but as to its irrelevance, I can only remain doubtful (or dubious, as some might prefer – I maintain that both are correct. The latter is more striking than the former, though it is more of a linguistic monster, which should be slain outright). Of course, the chapters vary in their irrelevance. Yet as this book is intended for everyone, without exception, I can hardly be concerned that certain individuals or social groups might find nothing novel in it. I want to share some experiences or information I have gained from others who, for various reasons, could not make it public knowledge. I am fairly certain that in some moronic and scummy milieux this book will provide ample occasion to further sully my reputation, which has already been considerably blackened by said morons and scum. Tough. One man is powerless against organized idiocy and vileness. I have to gather the fruits of my entire life, in which I have always tried to say what I truly believed, regardless of how it might affect me personally.


   


  I. On Dirt


  Physical hygiene is less expensive than you might think. I am not referring to public cleanliness (houses, streets, squares, etc.) – I will not be mentioning housecleaning, though I believe this, too, can be achieved for a pittance. Even so, we often find homes hung with expensive pictures, all carpeted and upholstered, yet covered in dirt, and even exuding a kind of stench – often subtle, though quite acrid. I believe that home cleanliness and, moreover, public cleanliness are an extension of personal cleanliness. If we start in our own backyard, the rest of our environment will all gradually become clean in time, because a hygienic person simply refuses to be surrounded by dirt. It seems to me idleness and ignorance of how to maintain cleanliness are to blame for our present state of affairs, which I would like to describe and then suggest countermeasures. Why is it that the majority of those who absolutely should not stink, do stink? I am speaking of the intelligentsia, the semi-intelligentsia, and the lower strata. This is neither the time nor the place for a stenchological analysis of the lower and upper aristocracy, as I am too remote from these spheres. But with the minimal data I do possess, I feel I might contribute something on the subject. Apart from washing, we also have to consider the changing of underwear and clothing. (I warn you in advance that I will be broaching some painful topics – if you object, just put the book down.) Whatever a person's underwear/clothing situation, it will invariably be improved by proper and regular washing. In a perfect world, obviously, you would change your underclothes daily and your clothes as often as possible, but if this is beyond your means, you can take longer intervals if you are diligent about keeping your body clean.


  Nations can also be classified as clean or dirty, and we shouldn’t beat around the bush – we are among the latter, so let's try to deal with it. When I read Polish, Russian, or French novels, I perpetually find myself wondering: Have the characters properly washed? This thought plagues me as I read of their trials and tribulations, it sabotages the most glorious escapades, eclipses the most sublime emotions. In English literature, despite all its flaws, I know one thing for certain – whatever the English may do, think, or feel, they are almost always clean. Russians have the advantage over other filthy nations in that, although they may not wash for an entire week, they do soak in their “baths,” scrub themselves with sponges, and flagellate themselves with branches at least on Sundays, and perhaps on Mondays, too, cleansing the pores all over their bodies, not just the parts most prone to “smelling off.” These are awful topics to discuss openly, but somebody has to. Physically speaking, humans are fairly repulsive creatures. A certain count (!) had wounded his hand and kept it in a rubber bandage that he did not unwrap for a very long time. The hand began to reek. He showed it to others, shouting emphatically: “There is no foot that stinks so horribly as my hand. Just take a whiff, dear lady.” And under many a nose he shoved his lovely, purebred, distinguished hand, which did indeed exude the subtle, though concentrated, odor of a body infused with ten centuries of good breeding. A count – think about the ordinary “upper nobility, magnificent officers, to give them their due honors,” as they used to write on circus posters during the Austrian era. Clothing produces many offensive human smells. Savages who stroll around naked (ignoring the different qualities we consider offensive, as we belong to another race) stink far less. And how lovely, in this respect, are beasts of all sorts – they are always fresh, their skin marvelously ventilated, scratched, bitten, and licked, as they say, to a hochglanz.126 Generally speaking, man is the world's filthiest creature, particularly in temperate and cold climes, mainly because he is forced to wear clothing. It is common knowledge that hands generally stink less than feet – and why? Because they are not swaddled up (exemplum: the count and his hand), and they are, of course, washed more frequently. You’re not allowed to walk around nude, but you can compensate by scrubbing passionately, fanatically, ferociously. The costs are minimal, and with just a bit of willpower it is easy to nab a few minutes from the jaws of sleep. So get to work, dirtbags, and in a few years we will no longer have to breathe the disgusting odors of the unwashed human swine in homes and public buildings (cinemas, theaters, waiting rooms, and such institutions), resulting in far more mutual kindness and warmth toward “our fellow man,” so sorely lacking at present. Compared to other nations, Poles are simply horrid in this department. Think how much energy we expend showing our mutual contempt in the streets. You find this nowhere else, at least not to the same degree. And the stench inside our buildings only exacerbates this rotten phenomenon. Unfortunately, every poorly washed individual fails to see that he is part of the general disfragrance, that the stench he tolerates in himself is by no means as pleasant to others as it is to himself and, perhaps, to his loved ones.


  My general theory of human stench is as simple as the theory of differential equations or tensors: because the entire body is given only a cursory wash, combined with a careful scrub of select parts (the face, neck, feet, underarms, etc.), all the foulness the body has to excrete through the skin is exuded only through the parts with unblocked pores. I once knew an elegant gentleman who was forever complaining of smelly feet. He washed them three times a day, and the more fastidiously he did, the worse it got. The fact is, he was much less fastidious in washing his entire body, so the most revolting stuff escaped his body through his feet. There are, of course, medical conditions for which no remedy exists, but the moment you begin to wash yourself thoroughly, all those products advertised in newspapers to elicit a shudder of horror (“Anti-stench cream will get rid of those pesky underarm and foot odors ...”) will vanish. Ugh ... Foul stuff. Instead of wasting money on such garbage, I urge you to buy:


  1. A good brand of soap, even a simple kind – this is entirely sufficient for average folk for a daily wash of their entire body.


  2. Brushes – for this purpose the best are Sennebaldt Brothers brushes (Bielsko-Biała, Silesia) 29 H No. 2, 30 F No. 2, and 137Ʃ, which the company recommends for underclothes. Everyone to whom I have given these brushes (and I have handed out over two dozen to promote them) has blessed both myself and the company. The brushes are bristly and, at “first glance,” seem rather stiff. When soaked a bit in hot water they are simply splendid. I have known women who complained of chronic rough skin. After using these brushes they turned as smooth as alabaster. Pumice does nothing – it only smooths the surface. Only a brush is capable of loosening dirt from pores. Many who consider themselves clean are in fact caked in dirt like ungodly creatures. I have known so many people who were terrified by the stiffness of these brushes, and then later scrubbed their miraculously rejuvenated bodies with sheer delight, almost until they bled. Bear in mind that a brush need not be used on a daily basis (every two or three days will do), but washing your whole body with soap every day is mandatory if you want to be part of the human race. Of course, there are those who hardly stink at all even if they seldom wash. All the better for them and for others. But this does not exempt them from washing, not if they care about their health. The number of apartments with bathrooms and public baths is naturally increasing, and this is having a salubrious effect on the general promotion of cleanliness. Yet you also need to know how to use a bathroom. I have known folks from “upper social milieux” who go a whole week with a single cold shower without soap (or only for select parts of the body, and rather sparingly at that), and then dry themselves with a fluffy towel. While it may be unhealthy to take a long hot bath every day, especially for low energy types, washing yourself from top to bottom with soap and hot, and then cold, water, or at the very least only cold water, is absolutely imperative.


  3. For those with no bathroom, a large tin basin will do the trick, and for travelers (who will lack the requisite facilities in most of our low-budget hotels) a collapsible rubber tub – a little pricey, but worth forgoing less essential pleasures (vodka, beer, cigarettes, dancing, a radio, cabs, cars, cinema) for a time to save up to buy one.


  4. Sponges, or what the Russians call “machalki.”


  This is all you really need, as well as a bit of time (which you can always find), and respect for yourself and your health, as well as for others, who, after all, are people, too. But the morning ablutions I have witnessed, the total neglect of evening washing (at least the essential parts should be washed in the evening) – this is simply monstrous. And this, I repeat, among those for whom such a practice should be a matter of course.


  This is what has prompted me to write these words, which has been neither amusing nor pleasant. I imagine that more than one pair of cheeks might blush when reading them, causing a bit of shame and consternation – and hopefully they will lodge in one’s memory. Not only aesthetics are at stake, this is likewise a question of health, for the skin is ultimately the main excretory organ. We all know that a person who suddenly destroys two-thirds of his skin dies. We slowly become accustomed, however, to any sort of poisoning and to skin that has stopped functioning as it should. Our peasants hardly ever wash, but this does not kill them, and they stink less than other segments of society. This is no proof, though: they don’t stink because their clogged pores no longer excrete anything, and they don’t die of poisoning because they have acclimated to it through long years of practice, apparently producing antitoxins. What would happen if they washed? – who can say.


   


  II. On Exercise


  I am very much against the athletics craze that has recently developed. Those Polish “ambassadors” from abroad (who are uniquely Polish, given their backwardness in other respects), those Ciumpałas and Wyptrzyks127 who represent the brawn of the nation and are worshiped like gods, all of it one big, unhealthy exaggeration. I no longer even truly envy the place sport occupies in the daily newspapers and in professional magazines, though our art could never expect such visibility. Art is clearly going to the devil, and maybe it is no longer a worthwhile pursuit. But this perpetual brainwashing of our youth with news that a Jasiek Wątorek jumped one inch higher than a Maciek Wąbala is a dire symptom that could, in the long run, have very grim repercussions for national culture as such. Like human strength and height, a sports record has a ceiling impossible to shatter, even if you push yourself till you burst. Of course, there will be specialists who devote themselves entirely to breaking sports records, which is altogether fine, and there will be a certain number of fans who will follow these exploits. But this should be kept within limits so that time is left for other things in life, at least where mental activity is concerned. On top of this we have radio (which takes the form of station surfing – in musical terms, what I call “the howling dog”128), dancing, sometimes first thing in the morning, cinema, which increasingly has nothing new to say and whose luminous future seems dimmer and dimmer, the newspaper, which gets thicker with every passing day and is coming to replace, for some, all other kinds of reading, for those who regard Wallace,129 for example, or our Marczyński130 (Lord help us!) as exceedingly demanding literature. There is no longer time for “higher” pursuits – total bestiality and stupidity looms large. Continual pandering to the tastes of a particular cross section of society in articles, books, and theater results in lowering a generation’s standards, the level of which must inevitably keep sinking, thus we will arrive at a society of cretins, for whom Kiedrzyński’s131 plays will truly be “incomprehensible” owing to their excessive philosophical depth, for whom cabaret music will seem like classical music, and the pulp novels of the present as difficult as Einstein's theory is today. The ambition to create perfection for its own sake will vanish, as will the desire to make any genuine effort and sincerely aspire to truth – the only goal will be to earn money. This state of affairs is only exacerbated by the base indecency of literary critics, who are mainly unqualified to do anything else, and thus must be critics, or they would simply die off. The result is a falsification of values on a mass scale that would have been hard to fathom in prewar times. Changes such as these happen gradually and imperceptibly – people we have come to admire for their authenticity toward themselves and others change before our very eyes. Umwertung aller Werte,132 but in minus. The sports craze is a major force in the general drift toward this darkness. Nonetheless, when non-professionals play sports in moderation it is a splendid way to combat physical degeneration. Whoever cannot commit himself to sport should, out of utmost necessity, do Müller’s calisthenics every day – no equipment required. At most you might consider dumbbells. Daily exercises do, however, require a little more discipline than daily washing. Waking up twenty minutes earlier than you absolutely need to, lifting your heavy, weary head to perform a bunch of seemingly nonsensical movements is a major chore for the ordinary worker, whether in the brain industry or the sex industry. But there’s no getting around it – they simply must be done, and after only a month or two even a wretch will see what he’s been missing, and after a year or two, apart from his improved state of mind and enhanced physique, he will note, to his astonishment, changes occurring in his (previously flabby) body. The rubbing133 melts away the fat and smooths even coarse skin, muscles swell and the entire body becomes remarkably spry and light. A day without exercise, for whatever reason, seems misspent. You spend all day with a vague feeling that something is missing, with a mild self-loathing. But don’t get carried away – you should start with a small set of exercises (the calisthenics in the morning, rubbing in the evening), and above all, don’t fret the initial pain in all your muscles, especially in the stomach. Müller focuses most on the belly, that most neglected part of the body. You can forget about laughing and coughing those first few days. Then the pain passes entirely, leaving only pure bliss – though not when you’re doing the workout, naturally. Next to shaving, exercising demands the greatest effort in the daily routine. Yet it will repay a hundredfold, if only as a mandatory act of will, which some might have precious little opportunity to exercise the rest of the day. Müller’s system also has a beneficial effect on the stomach and intestines. Exercise should always come before breakfast and the first cigarette – if anyone still dares to smoke after having read this book.


   


  III. On Shaving


  Someone once said: “Work up a good lather and have a sharp straight or safety razor – that’s all you need.” Unfortunately, this is incorrect, for shaving is a hundred times more complex. Not everyone is properly informed on this subject. Having observed many acquaintances, and considering the fact that only after twenty-five years of shaving have I acquired knowledge that some consider elementary, I have devoted a few pages of this appendix to this vexing problem. (I adore appendices, digressions, explications, extraneous conclusions, and revisions – except in portrait painting, and when the client demands it of me, that’s out of the question.) The first thing you need, then, is a good brush and quality soap.134 Then very hot water to wet the brush and moisten the areas to be shaved – lather these places for a long time. Naturally I don’t mean an hour or two. This is just a how-to for beginners who might be completely ignorant about shaving. Yet here is a tip not every amateur shaver might know: you have to know your facial topography, i.e., you have to be aware of which way your hair grows in various spots, as this is not identical for everyone. After these preliminary investigations, all areas should immediately be shaved against the grain (even the upper lip), and only once. Do not by any means shave first in the direction of the whisker growth then lather your face again and shave once more against the grain. This only unnecessarily irritates the skin and wastes time. What’s more, not everyone is aware that the razor should be held at approximately a 45-degree angle to the direction of shaving. Nor is it common knowledge that the tightness of the handle screw on a safety razor must be adjusted – the more it is unscrewed, the sharper it shaves, and the sharpest setting is best for older, stiffer growth. That’s it. But all this is for nothing if you have not acquired an Allegro blade sharpener – it is nothing short of a miracle. Every man who shaves, and particularly those who shave their own mustache, knows what a diabolical problem it can be, and one that can cast either light or a pall over the entire day, regardless of how it pans out. I can honestly say (and I am getting no kickbacks from the company that produces these devices) that I was literally born again when I began using a blessed Allegro. The mystery is why no blade company, the otherwise brilliant Gillette included, makes envelopes glued and stamped to prevent the selling of old blades in new envelopes – used, resharpened, and wrapped in wax paper. When I buy five razor blades, only one or two are any good – the rest are worthless after one use. For the entire day my mood, my success, my work, matters of state, all hinge upon the bastard who makes a tidy sum off sham razor blades. The fury from morning on, the sliced jaw that stings for the whole day, etc., they cease to exist as soon as you have an Allegro. It costs a bundle (around 28 złoty at the moment) but pays off in spades. Even if some saving is required (one blade can be used for two or three months!), the psychological payback is undeniable, and you can’t put a price tag on that. All the other devices I’ve tried aren’t worth a fig in comparison.


   


  IV. On Hemorrhoids


  My friend Xawery X. (apparently he even used to be a baron) visited me one morning, exclaiming these banal words: “Eureka! Eureka!” I ought to add, just between us, that he had long been suffering from hemorrhoids (or “haemorrhoids,” as the sophisticates prefer), and that my present exposé can hardly damage him as he perished in 1919 in the war against the Bolsheviks.135 He was a cavalry officer, and a good one. Those damned “lumps,” or “plums,” as he used to call them, were his torment, and he could not arrange an operation during the war. “Eureka” he cried, and the wretch danced for joy. When he had settled down, I queried: “What ho?” He immediately “retorted”: “Just think, my dear Stanisław, I went to five doctors seeking remedy, they gave me enemas, advised operations, and yet not one told me of what I discovered today on my own.” (This was in April 1918.) “A good poke – that’s the whole secret. What I once achieved in an hour of riding in a saddle I managed today in two minutes with one finger.” (Of course, I cannot swear this is absolutely accurate – yet the conversations’s been so lodged in my memory that I can only entertain minor deviations, if any, from what was actually said.) “I’ve smeared myself with oil, then bathed in cold water, yet it had never occurred to me just to give the thing a good poke. But today, practically possessed, driven by some mysterious intuition, I tried it. And wonder of wonders! It all came squishing out, without any pain, and I won’t be needing an operation. Tomorrow I’m off to the front, and I haven’t a care in the world. If I die, I’ll die happy.” And once more he began dancing, while singing an old Russian ditty:


   


  Oh what a hero I’d already be


  If not for hemorrhoids afflicting me136


   


  “Oh, why didn’t Rostopchin137 know this method,” he added a moment later, as he was quite well versed in history. I have recommended Xawery’s method to several of my acquaintances, and they have been simply overjoyed. Today this dreadful ailment (“samaya nepoeticheskaya bolezn’,” as a Russian writer 138 once put it, “the most unpoetical malady”) is treated with injections. But should you lack the courage for an operation or be unable to afford the injections, I heartily recommend the method devised by the poor, departed Xawery.


   


  V. On “Putting on Airs”


  Boy-Żeleński was the first to call attention to the tendency of Poles to “put on airs” for no apparent reason. Dziedzierski, for instance, a nobleman of moderate standing at best, has a bit of money, can afford to dress decently, and has learned basic etiquette. He even has “family connections,” as someone from the upper echelons once fell into a fit of passion and entered into a mésalliance with a Dziedzierska. Then suddenly a man like this begins to “mingle,” climbing higher and higher. If this mingling gives him pleasure, then God be with him – for me it would be the most unbearable torture. And the more he mingles, the more he puts on airs. He begins looking down on noblemen who are his peers, or even those with higher standing, and as his manners become more refined, his head grows emptier and emptier, until after some time he begins to believe he is a true aristocrat – before long he is looking down on the lesser counts, he is no longer impressed by the Lubomirskis or the Sanguszkos, his only dream is to marry a Hapsburg (anything can happen), and suddenly we see that Dziedzierski really is, in fact, an aristocrat. He traces his lineage back to some great-Dziedzierz from the pre-Mieszko era,139 he tells fantastical tales about his ancestry, and, most curiously of all, the actual lords believe him and treat him as an equal (or so it seems). Some may be laughing up their sleeve, but in general Dziedzierski walks away with the impression that he is a high lord, and this, after all, is his aim. I have been known to appreciate a true lord – I am no aristocratic snob – maybe just un tout petit bout de soupçon,140 like every featherless biped, but genuinely high lords have something amiable about them, something paleontological – though this is beyond the scope of this brief sketch. Whatever the case, they once amounted to something, which gives them an aura entirely unlike people whose ancestors were only a kind of muck from which the present flowers grew. We cannot deny the aristocracy their intrinsic merits, because to do so would be excessive and an injustice. Just as you can't say any old mongrel is a purebred dachshund or St. Bernard, we wouldn’t say a prince is no different from any run-of-the-mill Ciumpała. My point being, now that I’ve delved into these trivial affairs and problems, simply that any old mongrel ought not to pretend to be a true purebred. These remarks might seem outdated to some. Wrong. Only now that we have a republic, and titles and privileges have been officially eliminated, have so many people become anxious about their origins, even those who had never stopped to ponder such idiocy before. Some folks are making a tidy living off validating titles, manufacturing certificates of nobility, and stretching genealogies to the furthest extremes of human credibility. This is why we should dehierarchize all the families and thus prevent the gloating of the Dziedzierskis and their ilk, which can be very unpleasant for others. This is no real concern of mine – I do not “mingle,” but for some it is a rather thorny issue indeed. One wonders why it is not such an issue in other countries. Elsewhere people put on airs they are entitled to, and that's that. A man will strut about as much as he likes, he is given the position he deserves, he receives his due honors, and then everyone can say what they please. But here in Poland, we must be constantly putting on airs, constantly claiming authority with knowing smiles, allusions, facial twitches, etc. I shudder to think how much energy we squander. Saint-Simon apparently wasted half his life attempting to prove he was a duke one rung higher than the Prince of Luxembourg, and believed he was correct in fighting for this. I don’t know if he succeeded. No matter, it was not out of place, as criteria existed to establish superior or inferior status in this respect. In Poland, we have chaos. We should convene a Great Heraldic Council to work things out, hierarchize origins and kinship, publish the requisite lovely almanacs (raking in colossal sums of money off this lunacy), and thus curb the habit of putting on airs. Someone enters and says: “Series A, Second Division, Number Three,” everyone gets up, bows, and that's that. No more endless efforts to prove superiority, the constant machinations and maneuvers to prove to others and to yourself that you are not who you are, but someone far better – and to what lengths! Pathetic!


   


  VI. A Few Prescriptions and Then I Wrap Up


  To conclude, I would like to add a few prescriptions that have been of inestimable value to myself and my acquaintances.


  Back when I suffered arthritic pain in the arm, the late Dr. Janowski of Warsaw prescribed me the following ointment, which has proven itself to be a marvelous salve for this sort of ailment. Rub in a dollop the size of a lima bean (no skimping) until it’s dry.


   


  Salicylic acid 10.0


  Terebinth Oleum 10.0


  Vaseline 50.0


   


  Or, for more severe pains:


   


  Ung. Porci 40.0


  Salicylic acid 12.0


  Terebinth Oleum 8.0


  Extr. Belladonna 0.6


   


  Yet this ointment showed itself to have other properties “to boot.” I may seem to be exaggerating, given the rumors that circulate about me, but the fact is that I have very sensitive skin. I sometimes (though not always) get rashes from the slightest irritations (sun, wind, or changes of water, e.g., from Warsaw to Zakopane, or from Ceylon to Australia, etc.). It occurred to me that salicylic acid might do the trick. And indeed it did. This ointment relieves the most brutal rashes, callouses, hangnails, and corns (in others, at least – I have no such calamities myself). It even works for minor wounds, when applied after a bit of iodine.


  A second invention made by an aunt of mine – the eye ointment of the late Professor Wicherkiewicz – is good for all sores (not counting leprosy, syphilis, cancer, sarcoma, and the like). It’s good for the eyes, but just as good for the face, and any other place covered in less pernicious rashes, e.g., it is particularly good for stubborn pustular sores from sniffling and blisters around the nose and mouth, aka herpes. Rub in gently before going to bed. The recipe is:


   


  “Roche” Thigenoli 0.50


  “Original” Xeroformi 0.60


  Hydrarg. praecip. flav 0.15


  Lanol., Vaseline ana 7.50


   


  The third formula I’d like to share is a mouthwash concocted by a dentist I know. The rinse (ten drops per 1 glass of water) can be used three or four times a day, for the teeth, for a runny nose, and for a mildly irritated throat if associated with the former. The recipe is:


   


  Tinct. Rhatany 10.0


  Tinct. of Myrrh 5.0


  Mentholum 1.0


  Thymolum 0.5 


  Spiritus Vini Rect 50.0


   


  For a very runny nose, you can pipette the following directly into the nostrils:


   


  Glycerine 10.0


  Protargol 0.1


   


  Do not suppose, dear reader, that I have put everything I wanted to share into this “little opus.” It is merely a fraction of the whole, but it does cover topics seldom openly mentioned in conversation and in print. Any moron could write a literary critique in a serious journal, saying that this book proves I have never smoked, but that I am a drunk and a cocaine addict, that I have never taken peyote, and that moreover I never wash or do calisthenics, that I don’t shave and have a beard hanging down to my navel, that I have hemorrhoids and have never had pimples on my face, and that no one has ever written down such prescriptions. Such times, such people. Oh well – I have to live among them, regrettably, and keep doing as my conscience dictates.


  So it’s goodbye for now – perhaps for a long while, perhaps forever. Who can say? Don’t smoke, don’t drink, don’t take cocaine – try some peyote if you must take something. Wash properly and do your exercises, shave using my method, don’t put on airs, it’s a waste of time, and as soon as you finish reading this book, go buy yourself an “Allegro” and the remedies I have recommended. I urge each and every one of you to organize leagues for the prohibition of tobacco and alcohol.


  I have spoken141 – the rest is up to you.
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  Appendix II


  



  



  This appendix originally appeared at the end of Niemyte dusze [Unwashed Souls], written in 1936 but not published until 1975, which Witkiewicz closes by parenthetically stating: “An appendix to my book on drugs comes next; although this is hardly standard practice, where else could it go?”


  



  



  I. The NS Issue


  The crucial thing is the matter of nonsmoking.


  After publishing my book on narcotics I did not smoke for eight months, then I smoked for a month, then I gave it up for half a year, and later I smoked for two weeks. Since then (October 1932) I have abstained for over three and a half years (it is now year five) and I could not be happier. When I have returned to smoking it has always entailed a total drop in energy and creativity, not to mention the hideous mental and even physical depression; the former would sometimes torment me till five or six in the evening, but it is now reduced to ten minutes (the average schizoid can never be rid of it entirely) through Müller’s exercise regimen. Then it mostly vanishes without a trace, especially if I go to bed early. Going to bed late, without any intoxicants, even mild ones like tea or beer, results in feeling just slightly crapulent (why this lovely word, one of my “pet” phrases, has not caught on to replace the awful katzenjammer, I don’t know) – that should show the harm it does. Just recall Maurois’s Climates,142 in which Henri de Crosant chucks a gorgeous woman out of bed at ten o’clock to get a good night’s sleep; he lived a life he described as “intense” (la vie intense), and right he was.


  Some reprehensible skunk has, of course, spread the rumor (I wonder, when I’m dead, if those little monstrosities they invent about me will keep circulating?) that I only pretended to quit smoking for five years, and that I was inhaling the rotten crud on the sly, or during my (rare) drinking bouts. These are what you call “arrant” lies. This filth never touched my lips for five years, not a single month. Although once, when I got coked up and drunk till I was semiconscious (these rare excesses, alas, have occurred, it’s addictions I’m against – a real titan of work can sometimes allow himself to backslide, but he really must be a titan), someone stuck a cig in my mouth, but those “friends” (?) of mine couldn’t make me inhale.


  After a break from smoking you should count on three to four months of impaired productivity and “creativity,” but after a year you’ll be back to where you started: the mind will be far sharper than when you smoked. Only the working hours change: nighttime is out, a fella143 goes to bed early, but this means that the blessed morning hours (as early as five o’clock in the summer) are his to take on the most difficult projects. After only half a year the drowsiness and increased appetite are entirely gone, as are the extra pounds that some use to argue why NS is not possible, especially the zaftig ladies. Of course, in the event of a war or historical cataclysm, it is possible that I will begin to smoke and inhale, but if, in normal circumstances, anyone should see me with a butt in my mouth, he’s free to say that I have temporarily or categorically abandoned my intellectual and spiritual aspirations.


  During the first year, I still sometimes had the urge for “a puff” when hiking in the mountains. From the second year on I looked with pity and horror at those who dared to suck the reeking byproduct of that inadequately toasted weed into their lungs.144 As a result of the aforementioned NS intervals, there are those who, influenced by my book to quit smoking, have had longer NS periods than myself. I sincerely envy them and deeply regret my own relapses – I wish I didn’t have them. For the last time, I call upon smokers everywhere to organize NS clubs en masse to combat this vile and thoroughly harmful addiction. Our destinies would be altered if certain people didn’t smoke.145 If the world’s heads of states did not smoke, I believe the planet would look entirely different, and Poland might stand at the forefront of human progress.


   


  II. The ND Issue


  I have never been addicted to drink. During intensive work phases (on NS) I allowed myself brief periods (up to several weeks) of beer addiction. There is nothing more sumptuous than kurze Gewohnheiten146 (Nietzsche). But woe to him who progresses from kurze to lange, a luxury only a true “titan” can afford. Only when consumed in gross quantities (from several to a dozen a day) does beer energize and enhance productivity (as opposed to the drowsiness caused by small levels of “beeritis”). I believe the chief agent in beer, aside from the minimal effect of the alcohol, is the vitamins in malt and the little known hops alkaloids (with the exception of lupulin). It would be well worth making a “beer concentrate” – not for the alcohol, but for these other ingredients. Fifteen-percent “St. John’s” beer desecrates the very idea of beer.


  Vodka is filth and should only be drunk to combat raging influenzal head colds, and only on the first day: half a liter with lunch and half a liter with supper at most. Otherwise it should only be allowed on very special occasions. Vodka vouchers are the only solution, otherwise Poland will die from it, and mainly from tobacco.


  Cocaine – hideous filth. When I cut back on it the crapulence only got nastier, while the drawings it inspired, which did really use to be incredible, went to the dogs. Too bad! I don’t suppose I’ll ever experiment with that crap again, though I wouldn’t absolutely swear to it. I’ve never been addicted – only to cigarettes, while the beer and the tea, which I have to admit work wonders for short periods, are completely under control. After a harsh spell of beeritis (e.g., a week of eight a day), the period of missing beer lasts one morning (because the best thing is to chug one or two on an empty stomach, before lunch, as an aperitif) – the same goes for teaitis, which is equally rough, and you should be careful not to to contract hepatosis147 – then things get nasty. Anyway, I’m only covering the psychological side of the issue – I’ve got neither the credentials nor the desire to explain what happens to the body. Many know of my famed experiments on the relationship between coffee and tea at the Maciak doctors’ in Nowy Sącz, having visited them for this express purpose in 1933. Coffee gives you only a vague buzz, accelerating the heart and dilating the vessels, which make the brain feed directly from the surrounding fluids. Tea (apparently theanine is now considered different from caffeine!), apart from its (alleged) difference from coffee, has essential oils, thus it “inspires” more in both intellectual work and in drawing, where it also improves hand-eye coordination. (The same comes from beer if consumed semi-habitually. It is an interesting coincidence that beer dilates the pupils, like tea and cocaine.)


   


  III. Hemorrhoidal Update


  Making a special trip to the seaside to determine the effects of Alghorin148 on hemorrhoids in 1935, the “august gentleman” (this is what I call myself when I am invited somewhere and overcompensate for my debilitating complexes) had a run-in with a particularly vicious case. The Alghorin turned out to be ineffective (i.e., not what one might have supposed), and the lanolin was a total piece of ... As a footnote to Baron Xawery’s famous theory (see, you execrable moron, you stupid boob, the section on hemorrhoids in Narcotics149), we ought to note that studies on the cases of Dziambowicz, Wygórowski, and Pęchala, which were especially acute, have furnished the following findings:


  1. Apply lanolin in deep, before and after;


  2. Push them hard, but you need to carefully examine the topography of the rectum and know which “plum” to press first, and which one next. Otherwise you might be in for some nasty surprises;


  3. Gąsecki products (suppositories and ointment concocted by Popowski – nighttime use only)150 yield particularly effective results (according to Józek Pęchala and Staś Dziambowicz);


  4. Cold water en quantité, 151 applied carefully to the most sensitive spots;


  5. Sit and stand while applying pressure;


  6. Abstain from meat at night, and greasy and spicy foods in general. No drinking or smoking;


  7. If some substances are unavailable, then the nasal ointment with ephedrine and menthol supplied by Dr. Totwen in Zakopane might be used, and Alghorin will do in a pinch, as will eye ointment, now chiefly used for pimples and boils, with the following ingredients:


  



  Eye ointment:


  Thigenoli 0.6


  Xeroformi ung. 0.5


  Hydrarg. praecip. flav. 0.15


  Lanolin, Vaseline ana 10.0


   


  Totwen’s nasal ointment:


  Ephetonine 0.3


  Menthol 0.2


  Boric acid 0.15


  Eucalyptine gtt. 2


  Lanolin, Vaseline ana 10.0


   


  8. Better to avoid hemorrhoids in the first place.152


  If you start to feel nauseated, inhale a pinch of carbolineum off a piece of cardboard. That’s it. In fact, there are many other things, but those are my secrets to keep, I’m taking them with me to the grave – and I’ve already got one foot in it. So now it’s goodbye, or as Kiepura153 would say: “Later, pussycat.” Except that it’s not from the roof of a car, but from a modest room on Bracka Street 23, Apartment 42, Zakopane address: Zakopane 3. Antałówka.
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  From Farewell to Autumn


  



  



  At just that moment, with cinematic timing, a sloshed Atanazy encountered Jędrek Łohoyski “at a certain place.” Jędrek was drugged to the hilt, his mustache dusted with cocaine, and he was standing stock still, staring at a single tile, and only this tile, of red New Zealand marble. Beyond this tile the world had temporarily ceased to exist – the cocaine had turned it into a miracle beyond reckoning. He wanted to rape Atanazy, but was staunchly rebuffed, and Atanazy complained that he’d had too much to drink and was at loose ends.


  “Have some coke,” Łohoyski cooed, “take a snort, it’ll sober you up.” And he shoved a glass vial of white, glistening powder under his nose. Several empty vials jingled in his pockets.


  “It’ll just sober me up? That’s all?”


  “Of course. Just take a little bit,” sweet-talked the canny cocaine addict; persuading others to try the intoxicant was an obsession of his, as it is for all “druggies.” Atanazy took a sniff – not for the narcotic effect, just to sober up. And sober up he did. He smelled phenol and felt a clarity in the brain. But something had changed … His nose went numb, and he felt a pleasant chill. Oh yes – the world seemed not quite the same, or at least Jędrek and the “certain place” had changed for the time being. Everything seemed quite devoid of tragedy. Oh yes, things were quite all right. Now he could have that conversation with Hela. This infamous cocaine wasn’t half bad after all. Just a mild antidote to alcohol. He took so much the two intoxicants began dueling, with the “coke” gaining the upper hand. Moments later the strangeness began intensifying – then it stopped, and everything was fine, very fine indeed. His whole exhausted mood scattered like the seeds of a chicory pod. Atanazy retreated as Łohoyski cozied up to him. Everything seemed different. He began to look for Hela and, though it was hard to say when, he found himself in her room. […]


   


  •


   


  The last remnants of the narcotized state dissolved in Atanazy’s soul (or nervous system). He kissed Zosia (who was utterly deceived and the only one happy of the foursome) on the forehead and said: “I’m still drunk. I don’t want to talk when I’m like this. I love you. I’m going to bed now,” and he went into the bathroom. When he came back, Zosia was already asleep. How terribly, wildly, and hopelessly Atanazy loved her at that moment. The combined effects of the intoxicants had faded, and now he suddenly began to suffer horribly. A totally new sort of katzenjammer (is there no word in the Polish language?) that bordered on madness. The alcohol and cocaine began to take their revenge, and he comprehended the terrifying significance of wedlock. Surely nothing had actually changed just because Father Wyprztyk had bound their hands with his stole? And yet – and yet everything was quite different, incomparably different, yet the same – like the world after cocaine. Atanazy could not fathom what was at the bottom of this, and he never would. Again he felt a stab in his conscience, and he redoubled his oath of fidelity to Zosia. “If only I hadn’t taken that filth, maybe I wouldn’t have betrayed her,” he thought, pouring himself a massive dose of bromide. But he did not feel so confident. The chain of events of the following day heightened the feeling that everyday life had been oddly altered. […]


   


  •


   


  Something trembled within Atanazy – but what this was he had yet to discover. He felt the winds of another life, like a gust from “the other side” upon reaching an arête in the mountains. A space slowly opened, or perhaps less a space than a narrow crack into a dead-end cavern, or into a hideous corridor he now inhabited like in an uncanny dream. He had yet to realize that he was perched on a slope. He had an unconscious desire to snort some coke, a veiled desire to revisit the “honeymoon night” at the Bertzes’. But God forbid he should contemplate this consciously: if asked, he would have vehemently denied it. Despite Atanazy’s revulsion for Łohoyski’s erotic impulses, the man had a physical, even catalytic effect on him, rousing his monsters, which yawned and stretched deliciously after a long, forced slumber. A little flame flickered behind the utter nothingness, and in its glow Hela rose like a phantom. Not the one he sometimes saw at Zosia’s place or on official visits to the Red Palace, but the old one, with whom he still dared not fall in love.


  A moment later they were strolling through the dim streets. Atanazy had not said goodbye to Zosia. In this state, despite its volatility, he’d lacked the courage to draw near to her – to her and to that “something,” or more accurately, that someone buried in the depths of her body, that someone he loathed and reviled: he truly did revile her, as he would a blind cat at death’s door. The streetlamps were swept with flurries of snow, looming like suns in a whorl of planets. Shadows of large falling flakes skittered in circles on the ground toward the lampposts like flat, small nimble animals. The sound of bells reminded them both of winter in the mountains, and their hearts clenched with the same nostalgia.


  “Remember the mountains?” Łohoyski whispered, gleefully cozying up to Atanazy with a revolting newfound confidentiality. “That sunset at the summit of Wielki Pagór154 – even back then I ... though I dared not tell you.”


  “How awful, you’re laughing. You only want to wreck our friendship. But I already suspected something long ago ...”


  “No, no, don’t speak. That’s right.” He pulled his trusty little vial from his pocket, tapped a bit of white powder into his palm, and snorted it – he was a terrifying sight.


  “You should lay off the cocaine, Jędrek ...”


  “Don’t say a word. That’s right. You have no idea, the things appearing before me. Everything’s just the way it should be.”


  He took another pull up the nose with mounting ferocity. They entered a more crowded street. Łohoyski went rigid and walked erect, stiff, immersed in mute ecstasy. The two men were silent for a long time. A deep envy began frothing up from Atanazy’s guts. “It doesn’t make any difference. It’s all over now anyway. Why shouldn’t I do some, too? Instead of cheating on Zosia again and going to ‘her,’ isn’t it better this way? And who knows if that infernal Jewish girl still wants me?” Hela was now so proud, haughty, and full of herself – he didn’t even dare think “that.” “And another thing: I could continue to muddle through everyday mediocrity, the generic days, my new love for Hela being the only thing worth destroying myself for, otherwise I’d only be left with flings with ‘proxytutes’ – pure negativity where greatness might have been.” He envied Łohoyski that other world he visited with such disregard for his health, for life as such. Narcotics! How often had Atanazy dreamed of them without daring to fulfill his desires. Perhaps this really was the only way to resurrect the strangeness of life and “those” moments that were otherwise irrevocably lost: an artist’s conception of the world. Were Zosia and wedlock really at fault? Or maybe the disappointment he felt at the endless social revolution, which had come to bore every living soul, apart from the new activist recruits and the “next wave”? Still vacillating, he now felt himself on a perilously slippery slope. Łohoyski had eaten next to nothing in the restaurant and had drunk heartily, slowly, it seemed, snapping out of his ecstasy, getting tanked differently than usual. Atanazy, too, drank more than his share, and when they again stepped out into the frosty air, he felt as if he were on the “other side.” He decided to do more of the wretched stuff.


  “Not now,” Łohoyski whispered. “Let’s go to my place, then I’ll really give you something special. That other stuff doesn’t compare. You’ll be mine: we’ll rid ourselves of those horrid women. You have no idea the horizons this will open.” He showed Atanazy a vial: “or this,” he added moments later. “You’ve yet to deserve true friendship. All the greats were worthy, all the greatest epochs of creativity were built on this friendship. New sensations, fresh prospects, without the debilitating lies of relationships with women ...” Atanazy felt stung. Of what exactly – was he unworthy? He didn’t realize Łohoyski was seducing him into his world of narcotics and inversion.


  “Maybe the greats could afford to get mixed up with women, but we are the mediocre refuse of a dying world. If we do, then we’ll surely fail to achieve greatness in our time.


  “Total isolation from life: dying in your own hole, even if it means early annihilation.”


  “It’s my fate to suffer innocently, and I want to accept it, without taking the easy way out,” said Atanazy, firm yet insincere, sensing a soggy marsh that was once solid ground beneath his feet.


  “Why? What for? Show me the point!”


  “Yes, that’s harder these days, unless you’re a social worker or a dying artist.”


  “And anyway, there’s so few of us left. They just ought to let us die in peace.”


  “In the madhouse or in jail,” Atanazy scoffed bitterly. “No, those ‘artificial paradises’ are a painless way of getting what only comes through hard work, of truly transcending yourself.”


  “But there’s no force to lift us. Where’s your foothold? You wanted to support yourself on a patch of earth, so you married poor Zosia. And what do you have here? Life corked up in a five-gram bottle, while a barrel couldn’t hold all the hollowness inside you.


  “The dialectic of the narcotic is as irrefutable as the dialectic of social democracy. You can only fight it irrationally. Not so long ago syndicalism seemed a fantasy. Now we know what a socialist state really is: utopian and the wrong path. The effect is the same: you create a small foundation on nothing, and it spreads infinitely, without any artificial substances.” As the drinking wore on, they could no longer understand one another. […]


   


  •


   


  … Fagas brought some water. They drank. Atanazy felt fearfully drunk. Suddenly all the dams and valves burst in him – he had no time to think before reaching a hand to cocaine-snorting Łohoyski and saying: “Give it here.” He could not bear the sight of this other man: only two steps away, and yet on a strange and different plane.


  “I envy you,” Jędrek said nonchalantly. “Les premières extases de la lune de miel.” And then? Then “les terreurs hallucinatoires qui mènent à la folie et à la mort. La mort,”155 he repeated sumptuously. “Where did I read that? Anyway, chronic use has its own appeal. It’s just that you keep needing more, and then more after that ...”


  “You must be feeling pretty good after a night like that. I’ve heard the next day’s depression is ungodly. I even felt wretched after what you gave me the last time.”


  “Right, that’s how it used to be. Now whenever things go bad I just do a bump and I’m back in the clouds, until the junk runs out. But you’re right, maybe it’s not you: it’s a barren drug, it doesn’t make you the slightest bit creative. Even your thoughts ...”


  “I know, your thoughts were nothing special, the same old mess,” Atanazy said, and took a snort of white powder, as if it were snuff, twice as much as he’d had at the wedding. And suddenly he was completely sober.


  “Yours were no better,” Jędrek responded.


  “Is this a new batch?” asked Atanazy, astonished. “It’s as if I haven’t drunk a drop, and everything’s totally changed, and I mean totally, and yet it’s all still the same. (A pleasant numb chill spread through his nose and down his throat.) It’s magnificent! I’m utterly sober, and yet” – he struggled to grasp the crux of the change – “that wasn’t here before ... Hang on!”


  And suddenly he burst out with an odd, wooden laugh, which seemed to belong to another man. Someone was clearly laughing on the inside, though it wasn’t him.


  “Sit down and talk,” said Łohoyski, planting Atanazy next to him on the couch. A sudden clarity shone somewhere in the heart of the universe, and Atanazy saw that the room, where nothing had changed in the slightest, had transformed into an entirely new world, meant only for him, sealed, perfect. The clothes hanging on the opposite wall sprang to life without even a twitch, inflated from within by some unfathomable miracle. Their grays were the same, but they shimmered like the most beautiful harmonies in a Gauguin or a Matisse – and yet they were unchanged. Jędrek gazed triumphantly at Atanazy. Like every true “druggie” (Ziez Smorski’s expression), his main pleasure was initiating others into this world. And into the “other world” … He felt that now Atanazy would not slip away from him, that a real friendship would finally commence whose name he had dared not speak, having been wracked by jealousy over Zosia, over Hela, and other so-called friends. […]


  “Lord! How stupendous! I’ve never seen anything more beautiful than your pants. No, don’t bother me now, I want to have my fill,” said Atanazy in that wooden voice of another man, pretending to be sober. The outline of Jędrek’s houndstooth pants on the wall struck him as the most lovely thing in the world. His field of vision contracted. He wanted nothing more, nor would he ever. He only longed to stare at those trousers for all of eternity, the rest of the world could go to hell. All things must end, and the cocaine frenzy turns a corner, becoming a horrid torment, even when you up the dosage. Poor Atanazy knew this all too well.


  “More,” he whispered, not dispelling his ecstasy, which was slipping through his fingers, flowing out into the whole universe. He knew other things were out there, but he had no desire to tear his attention from these pantaloons. He truly had never seen anything so gorgeous. “This is a whole new world! Why have I never noticed everything could be so grand, so unique,” he said, while Łohoyski, with a face like Chevalier de Sainte-Croix,156 slipped another bump of the deadly poison under his nose. Atanazy snorted it up and immediately felt that his first sensation was nothing compared to what was now happening, and what might still come. He did not tear his eyes from those pants.He dwelt in them, among the crisscrossing black-and-gray stripes in a wonderful, uncharted life, as beautiful as his best memories enhanced to the nth degree. He was afraid to move his head or his eyes to see the objects quivering all around, lest they be less immaculate than these damned trousers. From now on, houndstooth would symbolize a miracle – he would yearn for it, like a lost paradise. We shall return to this. Apart from “Count” Łohoyski’s old pants, there were sensations one hundred times stronger in the cocaine stupor, such as Hela Bertz – but at that moment poor, beautiful, “fascinating,” and mortally suffering Atanazy spared her no thought. Now, for the first time, he truly was in that “other world” of his dreams, and he wallowed in this reality to the deepest fibers of his being. Łohoyski forced his head to look elsewhere. With vast regret did he part ways with that other world of breeches in and for themselves: die Welt der Reiterhosen an und für sich.157


  “Stop obsessing on that one thing, everything else is the same,” said Jędrek, reading his mind. And, as if it wasn’t our everyday familiar space, but a mentally non-Euclidean, Riemannian158 equivalent, Atanazy saw the whole room as a great temple of strangeness. The eternal (“pre-established” – what a rank word!) harmony159 of absolute perfection encompassed the entire world. This was no accident: as if a physicist’s perspective had embodied itself, in all its inevitability, into the image of the room’s disorder, which became a symbol of the eternal laws of being, in this random and revolting static confusion. The planets and the Milky Way, and all the orbiting nebulae of stars and cold gases beyond them whirled with the mathematical precision that held in the inevitable disorder of that incomparable room. Atanazy was no longer seeing things according to Father Hieronim’s principle of “the identity of factual particularity”160 – this was more like their ideas in a changeless state, beyond time. He wanted to tell Łohoyski, but feared he would dispel this singular moment that had immaculately frozen itself to become infinite. And he suddenly recalled there were others, dearly beloved. He was not alone in this luminous world, in which the most miserable, the most ordinary, became so perfect, whole, inevitable, singular, without deforming or ceasing to be itself. And here was Jędrek, that dear fellow who had snorted the same lovely coke. He threw his arms around Łohoyski’s neck and planted a pure and innocent kiss on his cheek. Jędrek did not so much as flinch. He kept seducing his victim coldly and methodically, afraid of wrecking the exquisitely unfolding situation with undue haste. He knew that after the ecstasy came arousal and loquaciousness, and then the beast awakens. That was when he would make his move and hold him close. Yet this was sincere, done in the name of a conception of friendship that blossomed in him when he had become prematurely jaded and erotically disappointed. To see this through, he had gone to the restaurant and planted a pair of acquaintances whom he had long been wanting to initiate into the arcana of cocaine. Even Tempe, whom Łohoyski had decided to steer through the meander of events, was meant to be there. He did not disturb Atanazy’s bliss, thoughts flashed through his head at electric speed. He had taken what was, for him, a colossal amount: about 3 or 4 grams. He was still at a fairly early stage, and the coke had an aphrodisiac effect. Yet his will restrained him: guests would be arriving any minute. Atanazy would be stimulated by conversation, then the guests sent packing, and he would be left alone with the ecstasy of his one love, amalgamated with friendship. “Then we shall talk,” he thought with a shudder of delight.


  Just then, Ziezio, Purcel, and Chwazdrygiel entered the room, and behind them, Prepudrech. A moment later, Sajetan Tempe imperceptibly slithered in. He wanted to cogitate while high: he had learned its “potential” in Russia. He could permit himself to do this because of his titanic will. Atanazy greeted everyone with wild abandon. Everyone was dearer to him than ever before. Wanton drinking and snorting ensued, and everyone (except Ziezio, who had already experimented with “artificial paradises” in all their forms, and looked down upon such “vulgar pleasures” as cocaine, preferring the exceedingly rare and expensive apotransformin) passed through the same emotional phases as Atanazy and gradually became unusually loquacious. Only Ziezio and Łohoyski conversed calmly, about music, off in a corner. Chwazdrygiel cursed science and loudly bemoaned never having become a painter, which was his true vocation. He drew monstrous things in Jędrek’s albums – infantile Goyaesque scenes that were 90% sodomitic pornography – without the slightest talent for drawing. Nonetheless, everyone hailed his drawings as brilliant. Thus did zoology avenge itself. De Purcel spoke about the Jews being subjected to so much wanton cruelty at the front that it would bring a merry grin to Sade and Gilles de Rais combined. Any one of those stories would have been enough to get him hanged; fortunately, it was likely a load of bunk. […]


  Atanazy mentally imbibed Azalin Prepudrech, who had just phased into a state of sheer ecstasy. The whole gathering had arrived drunk out of their minds, and the cocaine was working wonders. Only Tempe, alone and glum, sat there steeped in his morose thoughts. […]


  “O, the fathomless strangeness of it all, oh the marvel of being! It’s all so beautiful that I don’t want to believe it’s true. But ...” And again Atanazy tumbled into a moment’s ecstasy, observing, with a concentration that might have mauled a bull, how a point on the brown and gold wallpaper was inexplicably set apart (all the flowers were precisely identical) from the whole universe (or so it seemed) in its almost absolute perfection. Atanazy only failed to realize one thing: how mundane and pathetic his words were. Like Jędrek’s trousers and the flower on the wallpaper, his own hideous confessions seemed as beautiful, ideal, and inevitable as Kepler’s theory of planetary motion around the sun, or the structure of a Beethoven sonata. Azalin listened in silence, staring fiercely at the gloomy Sajetan Tempe, who had grown to the mental proportions of an omnipotent deity, without for an instant ceasing to be a dangerous “common nihilist.” But in his craven head, Atanazy’s words combined into a fearsome drawing on a stark, steel-gray background – a drawing that amounted to a death sentence. And so this torment of his was nothing compared to what would come? Or maybe he was actually joking? The prince dared not ask. He preferred uncertainty to some fresh horror. At this moment he did not comprehend his torment “as such” – it was merely a backdrop for the rush of time into the past, full of pure, existential delight. Łohoyski carefully observed the two men and, at the right moment, passed them another bump of the infernal powder. […]


  Then came the deranged snorting of the lethal poison, right down to their (metaphysical) navels.


  “So tell me, Atanazy, what do we do now?” Azalin began tentatively, without conviction.


  “Do what you please,” Atanazy blurted roughly, no longer perceiving the brown and gold flower as the world’s sole beauty. Hela had filled his imagination to the brim: he felt her in his swollen veins, mingling with the poison. “I’ll take her from you, no question. She is my lust for life incarnate. She and I will create a great epic of destruction, a new myth. She is a new Astarte or Cybele – I’ve taken the role of Adonis or Attis, or someone like that – it scarcely matters – not you, oh, not you – I have!” (He was mucking everything up.) “We’ll still be pals. I’m not jealous. Enjoy this glorious fatigue. In the end, this will be what saves us!” he said, pointing to the vial of powder. He was putting Łohoyski in sole command. “For some, life only has meaning through self-destruction. The only question is: How? In my case, your Hela is that pretext – I have no talent for art, for science, for anything. I live in myself for the secret goals of the future. I am just the protagonist of an unwritten novel or play.” – Atanazy thought everything he said was exceedingly sublime and important – this was the crux. The world no longer objectively existed: it was only him and a projection of images that were irrelevant in and of themselves, as they were created only for him.


  Azalin had hit a similar phase. The suffering suddenly vanished, though in the wake of Atanazy’s bombshell his life seemed as monstrous as a Goya etching. For the first time he sensed the meaning of his only life, as if he were looking sideways at an intricate, as yet inconceivable ornament against the backdrop of the dumb and hollow experiences of his twenty-six years of life. All of the past shrunk to the size of a tiny pill he swallowed to dissolve in the present, soaring moment, as if it were a mysterious, condensed elixir. He was finally hovering over himself. His task was to hold onto this dimension of reality, to inhabit it forever, with or without cocaine, come what may. He saw an unidentified object flash by, hard to say what, it was unlike anything he knew. And now, time for a concrete plan, an improvisation: Ziezio had to hear it, his learning in music, art. That was a solution. He could not comprehend how his own thoughts were notated. Something was thinking for him in the seething bowels of naked Being. Yet this particle was swelling to become the All. Now he could bear all the world’s torments and finally justify the cruel, inconceivable fact of his existence to himself (“and maybe to God,” something in him whispered). This was a moment of metaphysical revelation. Where did he get the presence of mind to fathom the dark abysmal mystery of his “I,” which he had never seen in this way? “Ah yes, the coke,” he gleaned through the whorl of strangeness, transcending all his previous visions of the inner world. Only now did he understand some moments from childhood and dreams in which he had taken forms incomprehensible by the light of day, fleeting and elusive ones that defied later reconstruction. He felt profoundly grateful to Atanazy and his filthy confessions for having cracked the membrane of his mundane life. Like a chick emerging from its shell, he hatched and flapped his outspread wings (like sails) into a world of the unknown.


  “Thank you,” he whispered. “It wasn’t your fault. I practically killed you. It was horrible. This moment would never have come. Now you’re my ‘taboo’! I know you’re miserable, even more than me. I used to be content, but then I got in over my head. Hela had me cowering like a bug. Now I’ve beaten it. I’ll never, ever use that powder again. But I’ve understood so much. This is how everything’s got to be, with or without the drug. Thank you.” – Atanazy stared at him contemptuously. “What the hell? That leaves me alone. This awful loneliness, this bottomless misery – where is it from?” He felt the absolute impermeability of his two selves in a mysterious world whose terror and strangeness we strive to conceal from ourselves through other people, a transparent network of false concepts that never get to the essence of things and a mountain of social obligations. “Yes, only society is real,” so thought this asocial creature par excellence. “And who cares? Who cares, when I exist and I have to endure this miserable scrap of time as dictated by the whole mess of structures in me and outside of me. A pure self is just a mathematical coordinate, practically nil. I might as well not exist at all.” Nothingness yawned a chill void, greater than the expanse of starless space. “And even if space didn’t exist? Nothing – a mathematical coordinate. Vitalism and physics infinitely plunge into the riddle of infinitely small beings and proportions. We can say nothing without extreme concepts. And the infinity we now have in ontology is nonsense. Unimaginable, beyond reckoning. So Existence had to exist ...” The awful abyss of the inexpressible, embraced by no known system (set theory abstractly dabbles with it), never having been grasped through all eternity by the sharpest intellects, cracked open before Atanazy’s wondering and terrified mind’s eye. He had mounted the highest tier of revelation. Or so it seemed. No doubt he could have pondered all this without cocaine (and often did), but now his thoughts had a gravity rare to ordinary thinking without artificial stimulants. Still grappling with the first plane of strangeness, the prince could not pursue him in these climes. “Did I have to exist, this something that calls itself ‘I,’ for all of eternity? Isn’t this what Wittgenstein calls the inexpressible, and shouldn’t we precisely express that there must be simple concepts without definitions, if only to avoid coming full circle: defining concepts by those selfsame concepts in other forms? Can the basic notion of logic and mathematics, the set, even be defined? The same goes for the concept of the ‘I’ and the concept of Being as such.” He had tumbled into the realm of imprecise beingness, of the final veil concealing the untapped mystery of real and ideal being. “The concept of ideal being might be expressed in terms borrowed from the concept of tangible existence, from qualities and their connections, while presupposing the unity and singularity of the ‘I,’ i.e., in a supplementary psychologistic system. Yet real being cannot be reduced to nothing. Where do we get a tangible sense of mystery? From the inescapable, direct opposition between the individual and all of existence – from the necessary difference between inner and outer qualities in every individual’s experience, and from the fact that the only form of being is a duality: space-time. Therefore – but where does this ‘therefore’ come from?” (Atanazy had skipped a slew of steps in the logic) – “the dissolution of the individual in society is a form of collective Nirvana: the only real Nirvana aside from the self-annihilation of retreating from life (never absolute) or suicide. It is only in this Nirvana that everything – the tiniest speck of dust, the vaguest inkling, a glimpse of color – becomes infinitely great, like death and suffering, two absolute conditions of existence, which is merely the coordination and struggle of creatures that are either free or part of other creatures, such as the cells in our bodies. At the very core of being lies a contradiction: unity in multiplicity. Happiness is only a chance encounter between brutish mindlessness and an individual’s utterly random chain of experiences. Yet social progress aims to eliminate the reverse situation, which is detrimental to all, not only to the individual. Social progress works against the fundamental laws of being – it is their sole negation, much like the thought it created. In a small slice, everything is a contradiction – this, too, becomes part of the prevailing inevitability. What a marvelous thing. The only deity, or true deity, the kind we now deserve, is society ...” These thoughts terminated in a new surge of ecstatic delight at the clarity of this worldview, which was not really so clear at all, though who knows – with just a bit more thought … but this was impossible. Someone piped up: “… for a beast you are, and to a beast you shall return. The whole rise of the individual was just a stage in social development, so that the strength of individuals could dissolve into the masses and help them self-organize. Every new great man who oppressed his underlings was just sacrificing himself to those he oppressed for the good of future generations: he empowered the masses and hindered the arrival of a successor. The disorganized and initially amorphous gaggle of social primitives, the lowest savages, the pre-Egyptian, pre-Babylonian, and pre-Chinese cultures (if we may call them that) gave rise to the individual, surrendered to him, and then, centuries later, having consumed and digested him, found happiness in wholly anti-individual, mechanical organization – a path back to their original state.” – This is what an “inspired” Chwazdrygiel said from his corner. And Atanazy no longer knew if his last thoughts subconsciously reflected his friend’s words, or if they were his own invention. In any case, the two lines had crossed – perhaps one of them was an illusion? But what could one know about what really happens between people under the influence of coke? “Anyway, I’m past that now. Social revolutions often inspire better revelations than narcotics. I’m a great artist who’s squandered his life on biological trifles,” concluded Chwazdrygiel, and he began sobbing loudly, hammering his fists on the arm of the couch. No one paid him any mind. Everyone apart from Ziezio, floating on his music as if sailing over the world in a metaphysical balloon, everyone (even de Purcel) knew and felt, if not consciously, then subconsciously, what Chwazdrygiel had said for them.


  Tempe got up and said to Łohoyski: “Thank you, Count, for this decadent evening.” […] And he left, without another word of goodbye. The banality, simplicity, and ruthlessness of his voice suddenly chilled everyone to the bone. They all reached for another snort. The randomness of the fact that Tempe was their friend from gymnasium, combined with his strength, inexplicable conceptually, and the incalculable potential of his future, gave everyone else a terrible sense of dissonance. (Chwazdrygiel, who had once been their zoology professor, suddenly stopped crying.) “Tempe’s such a fairy, but the creep is always right,” Atanazy thought, and the terrible, merciless tentacles of a fathomless sorrow again embraced him. He soared into interstellar space like a dead planet. “Maybe the friendship Łohoyski mentioned really is the way out of this abyss. Because not even the greatest love of a woman could conquer this loneliness. With a woman you might annihilate yourself or degrade yourself and waste away, or at best, live the normal life of an automaton in the social machine. Maybe it’s better to put a bullet in your head.” He had never seriously considered suicide. Now, for the first time, it seemed he understood the metaphysical significance of death, free will, and the elegant simplicity of this solution. “Death resolves all the insoluble equations – the mysterious murk of life frightens me,” he thought, recalling a passage from Miciński. “All cocaine addicts end up committing suicide, unless they die from the poison itself. Even when they’re cured of the physical addiction, it takes years, apparently, before they can reconcile themselves to how bland the world looks without the stimulant. There’s something lethal in the very first experience of ecstasy … ,” he thought in horror. The day after terrified him. In a flash everything would be back to normal: Zosia, the social upheaval, the dead end of the future, the tedium, and Hela Bertz, like a specter of annihilation as lethal as any narcotic. “It’s only to the vacuous that women pose a threat,” somebody once said. In a moment it seemed he’d keel over from this torture. With its weird physical hollowness and the ice in his chest, that moment of normalcy was unbearably painful. “So, another snort of that filth. Whatever tomorrow may bring, today I go all the way.” And he reached for more. The other guests were just leaving. Atanazy again plunged into an infernal clairvoyance, quite unlike the previous state of ecstasy. All possible deeds, evil or good, were totally equivalent; this was as “clear as day,” how odd he’d never seen it before. The dregs of “habits” that were part of no conceptual system or supported by the religion of ethics melted into the absolute nothingness of the All. There was only the infinitely narrow intersection of the two worlds: time and space, subjective being and the external universe – the extremes of two infinities, one in smallness, the other in enormity, and he was hovering over the nameless chaos like God. Upon that thin shore crashed two waves of boundless, inconceivable beingness. The nameless crept toward him from afar … His pulse thundered in his temples, and, alternately spurred by the cocaine and the alcohol, his heart furiously galloped on, at least one hundred and fifty clips a minute. The noise had subsided with the departure of the “druggies,” who had gone to cap off the evening elsewhere, likely to Ziezio’s place, where there were meant to be some “delightful girls.” The palace fell silent. Only the occasional whistle of a faraway locomotive or the dampened hum and clatter of passing cars were audible. Łohoyski’s smooth whisper slipped into this silence as if it were a soft, fur-lined case:


  “Now do you understand?” Atanazy nodded. “We’re the only ones, there is no world apart from us, no bodies and no souls. Be mine, as I have been yours for so long.”


  This whisper was sweet: the sense of revulsion vanished into a sleek, insubstantial, mental place that was able to subsume anything, from crimes to revelations. Compared to the restlessness of his heart and the knot of nerves on the surface, this higher tranquility seemed nothing short of a miracle. Łohoyski was standing over him and giving him the eye.


  “May I sit beside you?” he asked in a voice that pierced Atanazy like a greased rapier, giving him a peculiar shudder of bliss.


  “He’s not a woman – he’s my one and only Jędrek,” this inane phrase seemed to hold boundless depths of meaning. It was only now he noticed Łohoyski had shaved his mustache. “When did he do that?” Atanazy lazily wondered. He seemed so beautiful, like the memory of a friendship that was never imaginable – not even at this moment. “Oh, if only everyone could always be like this, like memories, then I would absolutely love humanity, I would happily die for it.” That awful feeling of cosmic loneliness had dissolved. One by one, images flashed through some corner of what was once normal consciousness – first Hela (or in fact, only her eyes), and the shadow of Zosia’s entire body (as if she were dead), and then they tumbled into a vortex of unspoken thoughts, indifferent as phantoms of other beings. And Atanazy “surrendered to Count Andrzej Łohoyski’s embraces in his own palace” – thus he thought in a last spasm of that faraway, revolting, real life. “Why don’t you do something useful,” a remark from his aunt interrupted, although it was a meaningless bunch of incomprehensible disconnected symbols. Łohoyski gave him a bear hug and kissed him right on the lips. And lo: they were a single spirit hovering over the bottomless abyss of being, as if that kiss torched and razed their old separate bodies. This dual spirit soared like smoke into another dimension. They found their way to the table, still locked in embrace, and they drank, and snorted more coke, and then loathsome things began to happen, in which “deloathed” loathsomeness (like a defanged viper) found itself like a strange and repulsive pearl beneath a horrible jumble of sickening objects (garbage, butcher’s offal, excrement, devil knows what), and ended up becoming the ecstasy of an orgasm. Then it truly happened: someone did something to somebody somewhere beside something on someone under somebody from the side inside sideways and yet, and yet – the most important part, this and yet – oh, and yet it wasn’t her, it wasn’t her! But who, then? And again they drank and again they snorted the poison into their puffy, numb noses, not in this room, but, or so it seemed, in the very navel of the universe, beyond good and evil, loathsome, something that cut in-between the familial and the familiar (yes: the familiar), even voyaging beyond the bounds of death. They could have died, but they didn’t wish it, yet – they wanted to die, but they couldn’t yet, they couldn’t part ways, abandon this, and they talked, they talked for ages, and then it started again: and it was even stranger, more loathsome, and even more marvelous, or more hideous – who could tell …


  Morning came, it was eight o’clock – this Atanazy knew for certain. The dawn alone was torture, and there were no black curtains. They had to kill the dawn – and they did. The brightness of the day was not the usual sort, it was monstrous – like the gigantic face of a loved one’s corpse – maybe his mother’s. No day had ever begun like this – this was a day on another planet, off in a bizarre and faraway constellation. “Our” ordinary sun, strange as Sirius, Vega, or Aldebaran, rose over the town ravaged by constant revolution – for “other” people it was the same, everyday sun, heralding an ordinary day.
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  Translator’s Note


  



  



  Reviewers in the 1930s of this “nobly shameless confession” were surprisingly open-minded and levelheaded, and all but unanimous in their praise — nowhere is there the slightest hint of anyone being scandalized by the content. The book was also hugely popular, with one critic commenting that it needed no introduction because half of Poland could be seen carrying it around. Yet some reviewers were not so enthusiastic, and it is no surprise why: The extreme eclecticism of Narcotics is undeniably both exhilarating and exasperating. Indeed, for a book so deliberately unhinged it maintains an oddly conservative undertone.


  The main difficulty with Stanisław Ignacy Witkiewicz (Witkacy, for short) is that no matter what he was writing, it seems he wished he were writing something else. His plays give the impression he would rather be writing philosophy, his novels are larded with pseudo-historical digressions, and his philosophy and art theory veer wildly from analysis to anecdote to digression to, yes, literature. This willful genre bending, however, is a strength and not a handicap, and Narcotics is a literary hodgepodge that wears its idiosyncrasies like a badge.


  It would be a mistake to view Witkacy’s evident buffoonery as entirely lacking in method. It is quite consistent with his personality on the whole. When his philosophy was not taken seriously it angered him, yet he would arrive at university philosophical conventions dressed in the colors of the papal guard. The vast majority of his many photographs are of him making faces, which is the first impulse of an adolescent with a new camera. Witkacy, however, kept it up for decades, even once convincing the otherwise reserved Bruno Schulz to join in. His portraits, produced by the hundreds, were painted in a mock-serious portrait studio with its own set of house “rules” that, for example, forbade the client from critiquing the portraits and insisted that the “firm” not be kept waiting. Yet in Narcotics he insists that his portraits are “essential” (i.e., not to be dismissed as a joke).161


  So what are we to make of Witkacy’s claim that Narcotics, which he self-deprecatingly calls a “little opus,” will be remembered as his most important work, as it might be of some use to society, unlike his other, bewilderingly diverse array of art projects? Though Witkacy would not be the first artist to misjudge the legacy of his own work, the best way to approach Narcotics, if not Witkacy in general, is by surrendering to its inconstant spirit, where the only real failures are facile categorization, inertia, and intellectual complacency.


  This “spirit” is often visible enough in the very language. If a sentence begins to sound too academic or highbrow, Witkacy will nearly always throw in a word or phrase that is colloquial, grotesque, or simply invented. Many quotes are fabricated or misleadingly attributed. An ungovernable intellectual restlessness is at work here, a discomfort with adhering too closely to the formal propriety of any one convention, but also something akin to self-sabotage, as if presenting an image too clearly would be an act of bad faith. The incidental humor this engenders is as natural as the long, convoluted sentences and the neologisms that are patently infantile, as if to prove he can do whatever he wants. Thus the translation should capture at least to some extent the bumps and awkwardness as stylistically motivated, and not unfortunate decisions, while every so often making the necessary concession to the reader.


  This ambivalence also extends to Witkacy’s stance on narcotics on the whole. On the one hand, the text cautions against drug use (mostly, he’s fond of peyote) and its degenerative effects, advocating for a general prohibition. His dystopian novel Insatiability is about Mongolians spreading a narcotic called the Murti-Bing pill, which causes bliss but strips people of their profounder (Witkacy would say: metaphysical) desires. Drugs threatening whatever it is that makes artistic achievement possible, and humans fundamentally human, is a running theme in Narcotics, a warning to those who might venture into the dark woods of substance abuse. Though present-day society needs no reminding about how destructive alcohol and tobacco excess can be, it is worth remembering that Witkacy is always objecting as an artist, and his concerns that certain drugs make the artistic process too easy is, at heart, the protest of a man who believes that true artistic achievement comes through real intellectual labor and not facile shortcuts.


  It is also worth remembering that Witkacy’s art — from his paintings to his drawings and his novels — is positively saturated with drug use, either ingested by the artist or as a theme. His “cocaine orgies,” documented by his friend and fellow writer Michał Choromański in his Memoirs, were legendary in his hometown of Zakopane. As Witkacy points out, he wrote this text with a keen awareness of his libertine reputation and, as mentioned, to baffle expectations. But after the constant reminders that everything here is the God’s honest truth, the reader might come to suspect the opposite.


  


  As for the appendices, Witkacy was unambiguously sincere about hygiene. The praise for Sennewaldt Bros. brushes in this text is echoed in a letter to his wife of 1932, where he enthuses about having purchased one for her as well, and he promotes the use of the brushes in Unwashed Souls, now often published as a companion piece to Narcotics (though not until 1975, decades after his death). Witkacy used them himself to wash daily, which was no mean feat in the town of Zakopane, where most homes had no running water. I will spare the reader a translation of the “epic poem” he wrote on the subject of crapping at his aunt’s house that had neither indoor plumbing nor electricity. Suffice to say, cleanliness was something that clearly preoccupied him.


  The 1975 edition of Narcotics censored out any mention of Russians being unhygienic or smelly, but these sections have now been restored. In addition, Witkacy self-censored his manuscript for publication, primarily in the “Peyote” chapter, where in many places “female genitals” is replaced by “guts.” A few examples of this and how the manuscript originally read are explained in the notes.


  In the catalogue for a recent exhibition of Witkacy’s photography in Kraków, the curator called him the cultural anthropologist’s dream. She likely meant that he is a prime example of “life as art,” or even that his art sometimes pales before the sheer extravagance of his biography and the myths that have sprung up about him. Indeed, his exploits in Zakopane, Russia, and in Papua New Guinea with the anthropologist Bronisław Malinowski make for marvelous reading.


  In 1985, performance artist Jacek Kryszkowski caused a minor stir by claiming to have tracked down Witkacy’s remains (he committed suicide in the town of Jeziory in 1939 upon finding himself sandwiched between the Soviet Union attacking Poland from the east while Nazi Germany was attacking from the west), and published a magazine whose every issue came with a small plastic bag filled with Witkacy’s alleged ashes. This kind of sham was only too consistent with the legacy of the dead artist. Only recently were the ashes in the bags proven to be ground animal bones.


  Witkacy’s body was officially exhumed to be given a much-belated proper funeral in 1988. Once the body arrived for burial, it was discovered that a terrible mistake had been made — the bones were those of a young woman.


   


  Soren Gauger


  Kraków, 2017


  Notes


  



  



  

  1 scumminess: The Polish neologism draniowatość, formed from drań (“bastard,” “scum”).


   


  

  2 Tadeusz Szymberski: (1881–1943), a lesser-known poet of the Young Poland movement. A good friend of Witkacy who appears in his novel The 622 Downfalls of Bungo, or The Demonic Woman (1911).


   


  

  3 fighting man: English in the original.


   


  

  4 New Forms in Painting: Nowe formy w malarstwie i wynikające stąd nieporozumienia [New Forms in Painting and the Misunderstandings They Engender] (Warsaw: Gebethner i Wolff, 1919).


   


  

  5 The digit following NS indicates the number of days. I use the same notation system for my drawings. –Author


   


  

  6 durchhalten: Ger., "to persevere,” “to keep at it.”


   


  

  7 Dr. Stefan Glass: (1895–1932), a mathematician, poet, and the Polish translator of André Gide, he provides the “Ether” chapter under the pseudonym Dr. Dezydery Prokopowicz. Witkiewicz was a close friend and produced several portraits of Glass. The phrase igrivost’ uma is from the Russian.


   


  

  8 After finishing a rough draft of this text I came across an article, the author of which escapes me, about the books of a Miss Żurakowska. I cannot claim to have read the entire article, someone merely showed me the following sentence (I quote from memory): “nor the cocaine-addled exhaustion of Witkiewicz, whose explosions are not explosive.” And what is the precise definition of the concept of “explosion” (in a work of literature)? Secondly, either the author of the article is a rank idiot with no awareness of his actions, or he is simply evil and consciously acts in a way that is vile, like the writing of such scandalmongering garbage.


  Regardless, I am surprised the editors of Wiadomości Literackie tolerate this sort of unethical scribbling in their pages. Accusing someone of cocaine addiction (for how else to understand this “exhaustion”) in a literary critique is slander plain and simple. You can claim someone is exhausted, but this needs to be proven, and not on the basis of asinine rumors. –Author


   


  

  9 Wochensäufer: Ger., a “once-a-week drunk.”


   


  

  10 Quartalkokainist: Ger., given the context, a “sporadic cocaine user.”


   


  

  11 sprees à la manière russe: Fr., “in Russian style.” Here and other places in the text Witkacy uses a Polonized version of the Russian word popoyka, “a drinking bout.” It is rendered throughout as “spree.”


   


  

  12 minimal injection: Serving in the Russian Army during WWI as an officer in the the elite Imperial Life Guard’s Pavlovsky Regiment, Witkacy suffered a serious wound at the front in 1916 and was given morphine in the hospital in Petrograd (Saint Petersburg). Evidently this is the episode he is referring to.


   


  

  13 Dr. Dezydery Prokopowicz: A pseudonym for Stefan Glass.


   


  

  14 Bohdan Filipowski: A mountain climber, occultist, wildlife conservation activist, he resided in Zakopane (d. 1934) and contributed the chapter on morphine.


   


  

  15 Giewont: A mountain in the Polish Tatras near Zakopane.


   


  

  16 Schluss: Ger., “finished,” “done with.”


   


  

  17 stupéfiants: Fr., “stupefacients.”


   


  

  18 Prince Giedroyć: The Polish surname Giedroyć traces back to princes of the Grand Duchy of Lithuania in the 13th century. The Prince Giedroyć mentioned here might very well be Franciszek Ignacy Dowmont Giedroyć (1869–1944), Professor of the History and Philosophy of Medicine at the University of Warsaw and member of the Polish Academy of Sciences.


   


  

  19 “[I] shall not sing a sad song ...”: Quoted from Tadeusz Miciński’s poem “Witeź Włast,” first published in the collection W mroku gwiazd [1902; In the Gloom of Stars].


   


  

  20 par intermittence: Fr., “intermittently.”


   


  

  21 ganz Wurst und Pomade: German idiom [lit.: “all sausage and pomade”] meaning “it makes no difference.”


   


  

  22 schleichender Vorgang: Ger., “a gradual, creeping process.”


   


  

  23 crapulence: The Polish has glątwa, a neologism that seems to be a pun on klątwa (curse), implying a hangover and its general effects. It is translated throughout as “crapulence” and derivations thereof.


   


  

  24 katzenjammer: Witkacy consistently uses this Americanism (borrowed from German) not only to refer to an alcohol hangover but to the come-down effects of other substances as well.


   


  

  25 Boy-Żieliński: the poet, dramatist, and translator Tadeusz Boy-Żieliński (1874–1941), known simply as Boy.


   


  

  26 insatiability: Cf. Witkacy’s most celebrated novel Nienasycenie [Insatiability, 1977], written in 1927 and published in 1930.


   


  

  27 Für elende Müssiggänger ist Opium geschaffen: Ger., roughly “Opium is for miserable loafers.” Evidently a quotation dreamed up by Witkacy, something he was fond of doing.


   


  

  28 Aesthetic Sketches: Szkice estetyczne (Kraków: Krakowska Spółka Wydawnicza, 1922).


   


  

  29 The Theater: Teatr, Wstęp do teorii czystej formy w teatrze [The Theater: An Introduction to the Theory of Pure Form in the Theater] (Kraków: Krakowska Spółka Wydawnicza, 1923).


   


  

  30 Debora Vogel: (1902–42), an avant-garde poet, prose writer, and philosopher who corresponded extensively with Bruno Schulz and others. Witkacy produced a number of portraits of her. Being Jewish, she was killed along with her husband and son in the Lwów ghetto in 1942.


   


  

  31 assommoirs: Fr., “traps”; Witkacy uses a Polonized French here.


   


  

  32 weltschmerz: Ger., “world-weariness,” a sadness or ennui derived from the imperfection of the world.


   


  

  33 passez moi l’expression grotesque: Fr., “pardon the grotesque expression.”


   


  

  34 Żeromski: Stefan Żeromski (1864–1925), a classic figure in Polish literature, author of The Faithful River and The Coming Spring, among others. His social activism earned him the moniker “the conscience of Polish literature.”


   


  

  35 rendement: Fr., “output,” “productivity.”


   


  

  36 asthenic types ... pyknics: According to the classification system developed by German psychiatrist Ernst Kretschmer (1888–1964), asthenics were small and thin and pyknics were rotund and stocky. Witkacy goes into some detail on this below.


   


  

  37 Monroe Doctrine: Declared by President James Monroe in 1823, the Monroe Doctrine established American opposition to European colonialism and any meddling in the entire Western Hemisphere as a tenet of U.S. foreign policy.


   


  

  38 assommant: Fr., “tiresome,” “tedious."


   


  

  39 Hinter dieser ... nur Ruinen: Ger., “Behind those glistening facades are nothing but ruins.”


   


  

  40 Körperbau und Charakter: First published in German in 1921, and in English as Physique and Character: An Investigation of the Nature of Constitution and of the Theory of Temperament, trans. W.J.H. Sprott (New York: Harcourt Brace, 1925).


   


  

  41 a certain general: The general in question is a fictional character from Witkacy’s novel Jedyne wyjście [The Only Way Out], written between 1931 and 1933 and published posthumously in 1968 by Państwowy Instytut Wydawniczy in Warsaw.


   


  

  42 conversationalizing: Witkacy has causeurstwo, a neologism formed from the French causeur (“conversationalist”) with a Polish ending tacked on.


   


  

  43 Painters who quit smoking know best how nicotine affects their perception of color and even the steadiness of their line. The world becomes no more than a dishrag, and a drawing’s lines lose all sureness, the singularity that is its greatest value. –Author


   


  

  44 Antoni Słonimski: (1895–1976), a novelist, poet, playwright, critic, and founding member of the Skamander group of experimental poets.


   


  

  45 Pomirowski: Leon Pomirowski (1891–1943), a literary critic who, like Słonimski, contributed to the highly influential interwar literary journal Wiadomości Literackie. The Silver Dream of Salomea is a play by Juliusz Słowacki (1809–49), one of Poland’s leading Romantic poets.


   


  

  46 Müller's calisthenics: Jørgen Peter Müller (1866–1938) was a Danish gymnastics teacher known for his bestselling book My System (1904) that expounded his philosophy of health through daily stretching and breathing exercises.


   


  

  47 Muster, échantillon: Ger. and Fr. respectively for a “sample” or “type.”


   


  

  48 the Sennebaldt Bros. of Biała: Witkacy misspells the name of his favorite brushes, which should be “Sennewaldt,” both here and later and in letters to his wife. See Appendix I (his extended meditation on personal hygiene). The brush factory and company was established by Albert and Erich Sennewaldt in 1876 in Biała (on the opposite bank of the Biała River across from Bielsko). The brush factory supplied products to the whole of Austria-Hungary and was given the title “Supplier to the Imperial Court in Vienna.” After WWII it was nationalized and became the State Brush Factory of Bielsko-Biała, later renamed in 1975 the Bielsko Brush Factory. It is still in operation today.


   


  

  49 meine Wahrheiten sind nicht für die Anderen: Ger., “My truths are not for others,” apparently a paraphrase of Friedrich Nietzsche; cf. Beyond Good and Evil.


   


  

  50 vo chtoby to ni stalo: Rus., “come what may.”


   


  

  51 coûte que coûte: Fr., “at all costs.”


   


  

  52 Ferdynand Goetel: (1890–1960), Polish novelist, essayist, playwright, and political activist who was a member of the Polish Academy of Literature and president of both the Polish Pen Club and Union of Polish Writers.


   


  

  53 This includes both wine and beer. Natural-born “vodka-swilling” alcoholics would just switch to insane quantities of wine and beer. The rest would just take to drink and slowly succumb to the side effects of the ingredients in drinks besides being poisoned by the alcohol itself. At any rate, beer and wine are, 95% of the time, just preludes to the “stiff stuff,” i.e., vodka. –Author


   


  

  54 I predicted this even before the war, in 1912, in a work that went, unfortunately (?), unpublished and only appeared later in an altered version in New Forms in Painting. –Author


   


  

  55 ci-devant: Fr., “former,” coined after the French Revolution to refer derogatorily to the nobility.


   


  

  56 point de déclenchement: Fr., “trigger point.”


   


  

  57 narkotik- und alkoholfrei: Ger., “narcotic and alcohol free.”


   


  

  58 to the very bottom: Likely a reference to the popular Russian toast do dna [lit. “to the bottom”].


   


  

  59 Wild Woman: Dzikuska (1927), a romance novel by Irena Zarzycka, made into a silent film in 1928 by Henryk Szaro.


   


  

  60 intéressantness: In the original, Witkacy employs a Polish-English amalgam word.


   


  

  61 artificial paradise: Cf. Baudelaire’s Les Paradis artificiels (1860), which describes the effects of opium and hashish.


   


  

  62 New Life: In a letter to his wife, Nina, of March 21, 1923, Witkacy uses this same capitalized expression to mean he has quit drinking.


   


  

  63 I have spoken: English in the original.


   


  

  64 cyclothymia: Currently cyclophrenia, i.e., bipolar disorder.


   


  

  65 Not my expression. –Author


   


  

  66 Farewell to Autumn: Pożegnanie jesieni (Warsaw: Ferdynand Hoesick, 1927), a novel Witkacy wrote in 1925; relevant passages are provided as an addendum.


   


  

  67 Published by Fr. Herod, MS in Pharmaceutics, editor of Pharmaceutical News, Warsaw, 1928. –Author


   


  

  68 Meyer’s monograph: Apparently Witkacy is referring to Hans Wolfgang Maier (1882–1945), author of Der Kokainismus. Geschichte, Pathologie, Medizinische und behördliche Bekämpfung (Leipzig: Georg Thieme Verlag, 1926), which outlined the devastating effects cocaine could have on the human body. Cf. also Annie C. Meyers, Eight Years in Cocaine Hell (Chicago: St. Luke Society, 1902).


   


  

  69 fée blanche: Fr., “white fairy.”


   


  

  70 mescal buttons: English in the original.


   


  

  71 Le Peyotl: La plante qui fait les yeux émérveillés – Le Peyotl (Paris: Gaston Doin et Cie, 1927).


   


  

  72 Kurt Beringer: (1893–1949), a German neurologist and psychiatrist, author of Der Meskalinrausch [Mescaline High] (Berlin: Verlag von Julius Springer, 1927).


   


  

  73 Prosper Szmurło: (1879–1942), founder and president of the leading parapsychology society in Poland and editor of the journal Metaphysical Issues.


   


  

  74 le grand rideau du peyotl s’est déchiré: Fr., “the great peyote curtain was rent.” Cf. as well Matthew 27:51.


   


  

  75 bad language: English in the original.


   


  

  76 étrangeté de la réalité: Fr., “the strangeness of reality.”


   


  

  77 Dr. Tadeusz Sokołowski: (1887–1965), a psychiatrist and President of the Polish Metapsychic Society in 1927. Witkacy wrote in a 1929 letter to his wife: “That Sokołowski is a metapsychical brute. The astral thug still hasn't returned to Stefanowski the book on peyote he borrowed, and now I’m the one taking the blame.”


   


  

  78 I visited Ceylon and Australia before the war, and I have also had the chance to see photographs of Mexican temples, but nothing explains the precision of my vision, infinitely more real and precise than recollections of things seen moments before. –Author


   


  

  79 Mr. B: Janusz de Beaurain (1893–1959), also called Col. B., an engineer and ultimately a general in the Polish Air Force. See Witkacy’s peyote portrait of him bearing the inscription: “The colonel went sour in the nose.”


   


  

  80 Mrs. Z.: Presumably Mrs. Zawadzka.


   


  

  81 “Frog prima materia”: The frog is a common alchemical symbol for the process of transformation and the origin of physical matter (prima materia).


   


  

  82 Too tired to continue jotting down my visions: Witkacy’s wife, Jadwiga, known as Nina (1893–1968), initially recorded the visions he was dictating as they came to him and his reactions. The point where she stops and he begins to record them himself is more apparent in the unedited manuscript, but it seems to be around midnight.


   


  

  83 cloisonné: Fr., “partition”; here, “a screen.”


   


  

  84 Two years later I had a similar experience when taking yagé in the form of Merck harmine – and, of course, there were the portrait sessions while I was on peyote and mescaline. —Author


   


  

  85 Simmler’s portrait of Juliusz Kossak: Józef Simmler (1823–68), a painter of portraits and religious and historical scenes; his portrait of Juliusz Kossak dates to 1862 or shortly thereafter, and it now hangs in the Warsaw National Museum. Juliusz Kossak (1824–99), a Polish painter of historical and battle scenes, was the maternal grandfather of Witkacy’s wife.


   


  

  86 Cranials: In the Polish the neologism Główniaki, derived from głowa (“head”).


   


  

  87 drawing of my relatives: In the original MS: “A drawing of the Mokrzyckis” – Gustaw and Helena Mokrzycki; Gustaw worked in the aviation industry.


   


  

  88 à la fourchette: Fr., lit. “with a fork” to denote a hearty meal that requires cutlery.


   


  

  89 Wojciech Kossak: (1856–1942), a Polish painter of primarily historical and battle scenes, son of Juliusz Kossak, thus the uncle of Witkacy’s wife.


   


  

  90 the whole monastery collapses into rubble: In the MS: “The monastery collapses on me in the sea. (Grabiński),” referring to Stefan Grabiński’s (1887–1936) novel The Monastery and the Sea (1928).


   


  

  91 Eine allgemeine Peyotltheorie: Ger., “A general theory of peyote.”


   


  

  92 Everything is cited verbatim from the night's notes. Under the influence of the visions everything struck me as revealed truth. —Author


   


  

  93 August Zamoyski: (1893–1970), a Polish count and sculptor, a friend of Witkacy. His work from the interwar period was influenced by Cubism and Futurism, and tended toward religious themes after the war.


   


  

  94 live guts ... Violet fluid: When Witkacy self-censored his original notes for publication he largely replaced “genitals” with “guts” and “sperm” with “fluid.” The MS here reads: “A violet sperm-spray right into my face from a hydrant of highland genitals (hyperstructures down below).”


   


  

  95 Janusz Kotarbiński: (1890–1940), a Polish spelunker, ethnographer, and painter who concentrated on fairly realistic and sentimental folk and highland themes.


   


  

  96 Rafał Malczewski: (1892–1965), a minor painter of Expressionist landscapes and race cars; son of the great Polish symbolist painter Jacek Malczewski.


   


  

  97 “Horrible guts spewing out whole cascades of colorful fluids.”: The MS reads: “Hyperasses continually discharging waterfalls.”


   


  

  98 Miciński: Tadeusz Miciński (1873–1918), poet, playwright, gnostic who was good friends with Witkacy, primarily known for his 1902 poetry collection W mroku gwiazd [In the Gloom of the Stars], from which Witkacy quotes earlier. Cf. note above.


   


  

  99 The perversions of mad iguanas: In the MS: “Iguanas fellating one another.”


   


  

  100 The need to renounce: The original MS reads: “I will never be completely saved because I cannot renounce eroticism.”


   


  

  101 Caterpillar Hall: “Hala Gąsienicowa,” a valley in the Tatra Mountains near Zakopane.


   


  

  102 Marshal Piłsudski: Józef Piłsudski (1867–1935), First Chief of State in the newly independent Poland after WWI. His mustache was proverbial. Michał Choromański writes that Witkacy was once invited to paint a portrait of Piłsudski at Belweder Palace in Warsaw, but was kept waiting for half an hour, and was thrown into such a foul mood that nothing came of it. Piłsudski is depicted in Insatiability as Kocmołuchowicz.


   


  

  103 alcohol consumption: Witkacy originally had “alcohol and cocaine consumption,” but since his growing reputation as a cocaine addict left him increasingly exasperated, he likely thought it best to remove the reference.


   


  

  104 erect like blades of grass: The original MS reads: “erect like phalluses.”


   


  

  105 Kościelska Valley: Located in the Western Polish Tatras near Zakopane, part of Tatra National Park.


   


  

  106 One of my wife’s ancestors: This would be Zygmunt Unrug (1676–1732), a Polish nobleman who served as a royal chamberlain and ambassador to the Kingdom of Prussia and was later charged with blasphemy. Witkacy’s wife’s maiden name was Jadwiga Unrug; they were married on May 30, 1923.


   


  

  107 pour les princes: Fr., “for the princes.”


   


  

  108 General Porzeczko: Unknown, likely invented.


   


  

  109 mourning cloak (butterfly): A literal rendition would be: “a giant mourner (butterfly) is illuminated by the Sun of Truth” as the Polish word żałobnik means “mourner” as well as being the name for the mourning cloak butterfly (rusałka żałobnik). The original MS reads: “and a giant mourner lights the sun of truth,”which is subsequently revised and somewhat clarified in the published text while retaining the ambiguity of its dual meaning. Thus it seems to be a simultaneous transposition, a dual image akin to some of Witkacy’s peyote portraits.


   


  

  110 6:30: In this section Witkacy omits references to his mother that appear in the original MS: “Sins against Mother”; “How my flaws and sins have ruined Mother’s health”; “Horrible visions of Mother.”


   


  

  111 Villa Zośka: Today called Villa Ślimak, a bed and breakfast, it was built in 1902 by Jędrzej Ślimak in the “Zakopane Style” created by Witkacy’s father, Stanisław Witkiewicz (1851–1915), who was likewise a painter as well as an architect and art theorist.


   


  

  112 Mrs. X: Witkacy’s wife. The original MS reads: “Nina on her honeymoon with a strange man in a hammock on the Riveria.”


   


  

  113 Franz I turns into Władysław Orkan: Franz I is likely referring to Franz Joseph I, Emperor of the Austro-Hungarian Empire until his death in 1916. Władysław Orkan was the pen name of Franciszek Ksawery Smaciarz (1875–1930), a modernist writer of minor repute. Franz is “Franciszek” in Polish (given as “Franek Orkan” in the original MS), so the transformation is inspired by the association of first names.


   


  

  114 Dr. B.: Most likely alluding to Doctor Teodor Białynicki-Birula (1886–1956), who was among the most adamant that Witkacy was not a drug addict. He attended Witkacy’s monthly cocaine orgies, where his nickname was “Master of the Stock” (in English). He is said to have speculatively invented the helicopter and cryogenic storage of human bodies. Witkacy created several portraits of him and his wife.


   


  

  115 Ossowiecki: Stefan Ossowiecki (1877–1944), an engineer who was considered a prophet.


   


  

  116 unclench: The Polish has a phoneticization of the French déclencher (“to release”), followed by a string of neologisms.


   


  

  117 supposons: Fr., “for instance.”


   


  

  118 Record Syringe: One of the first glass and metal syringes constructed with a high level of quality and dependability, the Rekordspritze was introduced by Berlin-based Dewitt & Herz in 1906.


   


  

  119 decrescendo: Ital., “a gradual diminishing of intensity.”


   


  

  120 Ahriman: Zoroastrian spirit of darkness and destruction.


   


  

  121 By Jove!: English in the original.


   


  

  122 Ewers: Hanns Heinz Ewers (1871–1943), a German poet, philosopher, and writer of decadent short stories and novels in the occult and horror genres. His most famous work is the so-called Frank Braun trilogy of novels, which were translated into English in the 1920s: The Sorcerer’s Apprentice; Alraune; Vampire.


   


  

  123 dionine: Ethylmorphine, a semi-synthetic morphinan opioid first created by Merck in 1884 and used as a weaker alternative to morphine. It was a forerunner of methadone.


   


  

  124 La Tentation de saint Antoine: Gustave Flaubert, originally published in 1874 in Paris; The Temptation of St. Anthony, trans. Lafcadio Hearn, 1910:


  Catoblepas: a black buffalo with a pig’s head, falling to the ground, and attached to his shoulders by a neck long, thin, and flaccid as an empty gut. […] No one, Anthony, has ever beheld mine eyes, – or at least, those who have beheld them are dead. Were I to lift my eyelids – my pink and swollen eyelids, thou wouldst forthwith die.


  Anthony: Oh, that one! Ugh! As though I could desire it? – Yet his stupidity fascinates me. No, no! I will not! Oh! Something irresistible pulls me into the depths of horror!


   


  

  125 Poniatowski Bridge: Built in 1904–14, the bridge spans the Vistula River in Warsaw.


   


  

  126 hochglanz: Ger., “high gloss.”


   


  

  127 Do not start suspecting me of some sort of feigned aristocratism, it’s just that these odd names do tend to crop up among athletes, because naturally the more muscular types are found in non-degenerate social strata. –Author


   


  

  128 “The howling dog” is a type of person who abounds in the radio world (90%), someone who listens to music not musically but emotionally, and for whom it makes no difference if they are listening to Szymanowski or the wailing of drunken highlanders to an accordion. –Author


   


  

  129 Wallace: Probably Edgar Wallace (1875–1932), a prolific writer of novels, stories, journalism, and screenplays, primarily known for his detective thrillers.


   


  

  130 Marczyński: Antoni Marczyński (1899–1968), one of the most widely read Polish authors of the twentieth century, now almost entirely forgotten. Author of several hundred novellas and humoresques, a few dozen screenplays, and forty-one novels, including The Clock of Death and Slaves of Long Island.


   


  

  131 Kiedrzyński: Stefan Kiedrzyński (1886–1943), author of once popular farces and dramas such as Lethal Mercy, The Venomous Flower, and Miss Cocktail.


   


  

  132 Umwertung aller Werte: Ger., from Nietzsche, “the revaluation of all values.”


   


  

  133 The rubbing: Müller’s exercise program consists of both body movement and rubbing.


   


  

  134 Here I need to state a regrettable fact. The Polish soaps I have used, which I initially rated as comparable to foreign brands, were found wanting and forced me to return to Colgate. Purchasing a foreign brand and then diluting the quality of the product for evident financial gain strikes me as very poor business practice. The brand I use, Puls, does no such thing and has recently been rated fairly high. –Author


   


  

  135 the war against the Bolsheviks: The Polish-Soviet War from February 1919 to the signing of an armistice in October 1920 (the final peace treaty was signed in March 1921).


   


  

  136 Oh what a hero … : Russian in the original: Ya by davno uzh byl geroy / No u menya est’ gemoroy.


   


  

  137 Rostopchin: Fyodor Rostopchin (1763–1826), Governor of Moscow responsible for organizing the defense of the city against Napoleon’s invading army.


   


  

  138 Russian writer: M.A. Aldanov (Mark Aleksandrovich Landau, 1886–1957), who wrote in his novel The Ninth Thermidor (1923; English 1926): “The most unpoetical malady fell to his lot – hemorrhoids – and this depressed him extremely.”


   


  

  139 some great-Dziedzierz from the pre-Mieszko era: “Dziedzierz” is a more archaic sounding version of Dziedzierski. Prince Mieszko I (ca. 930 to 992) was the first documented ruling Polish monarch and thus founder of the Polish state as well of the Piast dynasty that ended in 1370.


   


  

  140 un tout petit bout de soupçon: Fr., “the tiniest bit.”


   


  

  141 I have spoken: As before, English in the original.


   


  

  142 Maurois’s Climates: André Maurois (1885–1967) was a French biographer and novelist. His novel Climates (1928), which became a bestseller across Europe, compared the two marriages of a conventional French industrialist.


   


  

  143 a fella: In the Polish, the word snardz is a Witkacy invention.


   


  

  144 What Kurierek [The Courier] printed on the subject of the monopoly is a sheer monstrosity. They might as well put a monopoly on morphine or cocaine. –Author


   


  

  145 I should also note that for those champions who absolutely cannot suck on a pipe or make the switch from pipe to cigarette, there remains the third-rate olfactory-taste-tactile pleasure of the occasional pipe with no ill repercussions. I recently tried this experiment on myself with positive results. –Author


   


  

  146 kurze Gewohnheiten: Brief habits and lange (enduring habits) – from Nietzsche’s The Gay Science, no. 295.


   


  

  147 hepatosis: A Witkacy fabrication based on the word for liver, wątroba.


   


  

  148 A great medicine produced by Spiess for everything from stuffy noses to respiratory problems. A cold and oily inhalation, it’s good for chronic and severe ailments. –Author.


   


  

  149 Narcotics: The title of the first edition was what has de facto become the current subtitle. But here Witkacy is clearly suggesting the book’s title should be Narcotics.


   


  

  150 This is why Wacław Czarski, the editor of Tygodnik Ilustrowany [Illustrated Weekly], a man of remarkably profound intuition (as far as I am able to tell), without consulting me, in a flash of said intuition, placed an advertisement for these very products below my article on Bronisław Linke, a painter of brilliance, that appeared in the magazine (February 1936). This coincidence ought to be noted by The Metapsychic Courier. –Author


   


  

  151 en quantité: Fr., “plentiful.”


   


  

  152 In my view, the Gąsecki Co. is just outstanding. While I have never gotten headaches even after the worst narcotic abuse, their “little rooster” works wonders with every onset of crapulence. Lumbagol is also good for arthritis pain. –Author


   


  

  153 Kiepura: Presumably Jan Kiepura (1902–66), a renowned Polish singer and actor who had many radio hits in the interwar era.


   


  

  154 Wielki Pagór: Lit. “Great Hill.” No such hill exists, it seems, though it is also mentioned in Witkacy’s play Jan Maciej Karol Wścieklica [1922; Jan Maciej Karol Hellcat], where it is located near the Chlipuchna River, also an invention.


   


  

  155 Les premières extases de la lune de miel. […] les terreurs hallucinatoires ... La mort: Fr., “The first ecstasies of the honeymoon. […] The hallucinatory terrors that lead to madness and death. Death.”


   


  

  156 Chevalier de Sainte-Croix: Accomplice to Madame de Brinvilliers in the 1666 poisoning and murder of her father, and later of her two brothers, in order to inherit their estates.


   


  

  157 die Welt der Reiterhosen an und für sich: Apparently a playful allusion to Hegel, for whom the “an-und-für-sich” (“in-and-for-itself”) represented the third stage of the dialectical progression. “Reiterhosen” also conjures up the jodhpurs worn by army officers and carries a double meaning of fat hips and thighs.


   


  

  158 Riemannian: Bernhard Riemann (1826–66) was a German mathematician who made a major contribution to our understanding of geometry and spatial dimensions. Non-Euclidean, Riemannian space defies mathematical structure or understanding.


   


  

  159 pre-established harmony: Gottfried Leibniz’s theory of causation whereby a substance affects only itself but all substances interact in a harmony that has been preprogrammed by God.


   


  

  160 Father Hieronim: A character who appears earlier in the novel and espouses quasi-philosophical theories.


   


  

  161 According to the rules, clients could choose from seven types of portraits. Type C involved the use of narcotics and were the closest to what Witkacy liked to call “Pure Form.” Michał Choromański writes that the portraits were all psychological depictions that reflected both the inner and outer person, readily apparent if one knew the sitter.
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  Painter, photographer, novelist, and playwright, Stanisław Ignacy Witkiewicz (known as Witkacy) was born on February 24, 1885, in Warsaw, then part of the Russian Empire, but from the age of five lived in Zakopane, then part of the Austro-Hungarian Empire. Having studied at the Kraków Academy of Fine Arts, Witkacy wrote his first novel in 1910, The 622 Falls of Bungo, or the Demonic Woman. World War I broke out while he was in Australia with his friend, the anthropologist Bronisław Malinowski. A Russian citizen on paper, Witkacy returned to Europe and volunteered for military service in the Russian Army (though he was exempt as an only son), feeling he would be defending Poland from the Germans. Serving as an officer, he was seriously wounded at the front in 1916 (and decorated for bravery) and given morphine, which was the genesis of his experimentation with drugs as an artist. While convalescing in Petrograd, he witnessed the Russian Revolution firsthand. He returned in 1918 to Zakopane, now part of the independent Republic of Poland, and joined a group of painters known as the Formists, who pursued a program of Pure Form in the arts. Over the next two decades Witkacy penned a number of plays, theoretical texts, and his two great catastrophist novels, the most celebrated of which is Insatiability. When Nazi Germany invaded Poland on September 1, 1939, he fled eastward, but once he learned the Soviet Union was simultaneously invading from the east, he committed suicide on September 18 in the village of Jeziory (in present-day Ukraine).
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