
438 "THE FROSTY GLITTER O"F A COLD LIGHT" 

MARCH 19, 1973 DAVID REICHERT 

I do not remember when I first met Julian 
Stanczak. Probably it was at one of his exhibitions 
at the Car~. Solway Gallery during the late 1960's. 
I ~m certaIn th~t he did not remember me since our 
brIef,conversatlDns had been limited to the trivia 
that lS exchanged at art openings between admiring 
collector and gracious artist. 

I knew that Walter Farmer was remodeling 
the Celestial Restaurant in Mt. Adams and had 
commissioned Stanczak to execute several large pain -
ings for the interior. Walter's impromptu call for 
me to come to the restaurant the Saturday afternoon 
the paintings were being installed provided me with 
the opportunity to invite Stanczak to be the first 
artist in a new project of the Cincinnati Print and 
Drawing Circle to commission a print by a major 
painter. 

When I arrived at the Celestial , Stanczak 
and Walter were supervising the installation of the 
magnificent canvases . After congratulating Walter 
on the remodeling, I approached the arti6t . 

Julian Stanczak is approximately five feet 
seven inches tall and weighs no more than one hundred 
and twenty pounds. His body although slight , undoub 
because he has not enjoyed good health, exudes inner 
strength and dynamic vi t ali ty. In his bearded face 
is the radiance and mirth that mock his slender body 
and useless right arm that either hangs limply at 
his side or is cradled cross-armed in £ront of his 
chest . Everyone who has met Stanczak and has seen 
his paintings stands in awe of his artistic skill in 
creating, with only one hand, painting after painting 
with unlimited parallel lines. It is Stanczak's 
technique to cause an interaction of one color by 
interrupting visual perception with a screen or grid 
of precisely painted parallel lines of another color. 
By v<:trying the width of the parallel lines he modulate_ 
the lnt~nsity of t he underlying base color. Gene 
Baro , dlrec~or o~ the Corcoran Museum in Washington, 
D.C., explalns hls style as follows: 

"With Stanczak , delicate geometries are 
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made ~rom col?r interacting not on~y with itself 
~~t w7th stralght line. His forms are breathed upon 
" e alr. In b~ack and white, too, and in the draw
lngs on metalllc paper, space is mobilized and form 
suggested almost entirely by the adjustment of 
straight lines . . " 

What was Stanczak's background that moti 
vated this brilliant artist to express his creativity 
through delicate and meticulous geometrics which 
summon difficult mechanical skills with two hands, 
let alone one? The life story of this artist is one 
of fascination, determination, pathos, triumph, and 
certainly miracle. 

Julian stanczak was born November 5, 1928 
on his grandparents' farm in the little village of 
Borownica in southeast Poland, approximately thirty
five miles from the town of Przemysl (Shemish). His 
parents were simple. people - - his father a construction 
worker, his mother a seamstress. Perhaps Julian' s 
artistic talents partially were derived from his 
maternal grandfather, who was a cabinetmaker. Other 
members of his family on his mothr's side were very 
much interested in painting and music. 

The large farm house where he was born.was 
built on the slope of a hill. As an infant, Jullan 
remembers looking down rather than up at the trees 
from his second story window. Pe~h~ps as a for~cast 
of his mature art Julian has a V1Vld recollectlon 
of the grainy wooden floors of his room and how the 
boards were joined together. 

Although Julian frankly has few recol~ections 
of his early years on the farm, he teasinglYh:n~~I~ 
relating that when th~ir ~~~g~!:~ew~~ ~~r~~ther's 
to his wife, "I rememtdere by her husband, his wife , 
"lk" Not t o be ou on 1" r ml • " d th t she remembers much ear le 

Barbara, replle a 
than that. 

93 2 when Julian was four, his fam~ly 
In 1, "th a opulation of Slxty-

moved to przemysl,.a 1ownl""!liOUS ~nd ethniC backgrounds; 
five thousand of mlxe re l~ of course Catholics, 
including Moslems, JeSWts, ~~kS and the predominant 
the religion of the anc 
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religion of Poland. 

With the help of his grandparents and unc : 
Julian's father built a new home on a hill overlook" 
both the city and the San, a river which divides the 
t own in half and flows into the Wisla. 

When Julian entered school at five there 
were Moslems and Jews in his room. Before class t he 
students were required t o stand and pray. The 
decision of the prayer to be used was resolved by a 
vote, and because of the Christian majority, a 
Christian praye~ was offered. However, the non
Christians were obliged only to stand in respect; 
they were not required to pray aloud. 

His early schooling was' to have an influenc = 
on Julian's later artistic expression. Julian remem 
vividly the music lessons and the classes in crafts, 
painting and particularly drawing. The instruction 
dealt with many illusionistic situations; how 
apparatus worked, how things were measured or per
ceived, how much of it was life, how much was visual 
and how much was mental interpretation that would mak
logical what appeared to be contradictory. Stanczak 
feels tha t his exposure to geometric problems 
represented a rigid type of discipline which had a 
very strong influence on his life. 

Then too, Julian was a withdrawn child who 
preferred to compete within himself instead of agains 
others. Mainly for his own satisfaction, rather than 
being competitive, hc cnjnyed handicrafts, carving, 
building, woodwork, or childlike games, such as 
climbing a telephone pole or throwing a rock. But 
he would attempt to outdo his peers only in his own 
secrecy rather than in overt competition. Thus, the 
seeds were sown early for the intense precision and 
discipline demanded by his later mode of express.ion. 

Life in Przemysl was rather uneventful for 
Julian between 193 2 and 1939. The country was conten 
and serene, the standard of living was improving 
there was prospe~ity throughout the land. Becau~e 
of a non-aggresslon pact with Germany, Poland was 
totally unprepared when war broke out. 
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Then, in August 1939 th 
was abruptly shatt d 6 ,e tranquility 
was playing outsid:r~e·sa ne evening , ~hi~e Julian 
across the h . w strange bl1nk1ng lights 

orlzon. They were of ' fl 
§~~~e~~ye h~gh explosives of artille~~u~~:bard::~~ngs 

. ,erman planes flew in~ry close to his· 
hlllto~ home, sho~ting everything down, and bombin 
t~e rallroad statlon and bridges across the San ~ ~'netyear old Julian the destruction and captur~ of 

0 

1S ow~ w~s fascinating as if in a puzzling 
surreallstlc 'dream. ' 

.. His mother had difficulty keeping. him 
lnsld~ the hous~, but she forced Julian, his brother 
and slster to · lle on the floor to avoid being struck 
by the bulle~s striking their hOUSA from the shooting 

, across the rlver. 

. Almost as quickly as it started, the shell-
lng ceased. After but three days the German troops 
crossed the San and captured the city '. Julian's 
curiosity led him into town where he saw the horrible 
destruction of life and property. In a nearby park 
ants and flies were swarming over the shattered 
corpses of people killed by the onslaught. 

Shortly after the town fell Julian ran home 
screaming one day that he had seen German troops 
packing many people with all their belongings in to 
a large building, slam the door, and set the building 
afire. At the time, Julian did not realize that the 
people were Jews and the building was their Synagogue. 

On another occasion he saw box cars crowded 

with half-starved people. 

It wasn't long, however, before the retreat
ing Germans re-crossed the river and vacated the town. 
For several days Przemysl was a quiet · No_Man's-Land. 
Then the Russians moved in, and proudly announced 
that they had come as friends to liberate the city 

froID the Germans. 

On February 9 or 10, 1940, at the dark hour 
of four in the morning, aomeone· bang~d vehem~nt~y 
on the doo~ of the stanczak home. Slnce JUll

an 
s 

father was hiding at the farm in Borownica because 
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he had previously fou ht . 
World War I Mrs St g ~gaInS t the Russians in 
the Russian ~ s Oldier:n~~~h opened the door. Outside 
fortifications through hereaaw~gon. "vye are bUildin 
shooting practice We must n ar~ gOlng to conduct 
days. Don't take·anyth " ~vacua ~ you for four 
and go with US," they o~~~~e~~st brlng your children 

" The.Stanczaks believed the story and left 
wIth the soldIers. But, instead of being escorted 
to a safe place, Mrs. Stanczak and . her tfuree childreL 
were taken to the r a ilroad station and forced into 
a ?OX ~C:U". JuliaI?-' 0 mother cried, "Where are we 
gOIng? The soldlers answered "Sorry we lied 
Y " ". ou are gOIng to Siberia for five years." 

"But I have nothing ," pleaded Mrs. Stanczak . 
"I didn't take anything from the house. How am I 
going to feed my children?R 

"That's your problem," replied the troopers. 

As the soldiers starteu to lock the freight 
car, Mrs. Stanczak blocked the door. She was brutally 
struck on the hea d and knocked unconscious. JUlian 
thought she was dead. But the others, jammed inside 
the car, helped her recover from the blow as the 
train pulled out. 

For two weeks the box car packed with over 
eighty people, rolled towards Siberia. Occasionally 

" they were fed a bucketful of snow, and sometimes a 
soup that was primarily water, mixed with some kind 
of grease or lard. 

. 
Meanwhile back in Przemysl, Julian's father 

returned to find his house locked and his family gone. 
. He was quickly captured by the MKVP, the Russian 
~litary poli ce. When he inquired as to the where
abouts of his fam i ly, he was told they had been 
taken to Siberia. The MKVP gave him the choice of 
serving his term in Poland or in Russia. He replied 
that he wanted to go to Russia. "We would advise 
you to stay in Poland, it's much better than going 
to Russia," they said. "No," he replied, "I want to 
join my family; that, would be best for me." 
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But if The Russians laughed. "You're a f 1 

you want t o we'll iv 00 • 
So you can join yo~r famil~ "e " ~ou the proper papers 
"Tomorrow we'll have anothe; t ~ agr~ed. They said, 
take." He said "No I ,traIn gOIng f or you to 
mee t them. It'~ im ;ss· won because I'll never 
train. " They laugh~d Ib~e. I want to be on their 
want to be on their tr:fa~n. "All right, if you 
ticket on the express t n .why don't yo~ pu:chase a 
in Kiev by now. " raln. ¥our famIly IS pr obably 

Mr. Stanczak said 
an express ticket . " ' "Sure , I'll buy myself 

And so he did They ga h' th 
papers, and ~cco~panied·by two RU:~ia~mS01~i~~~e!~ary 
never le f t hlS slde, t ook an ex ress t. "0 
where he caught up with his famIly on ~~~no~~s~~;~~. 

"We were absolutely shocked. We were stoll 
cramRed in th~ box car when he jined us. But the I 
Russlans promIsed and they did it . My father is 
prob~bly.the only person who ever paid his own way 
to SIberIa," recalls Julian. 

Onward went the train for another four 
weeks with more than eighty people squeezed into the 
box car. 

The health conditions were unbel i evably 
horrid. The worst problem involved the needs of body 
elimination. It was resolved by breaking a hole in 
the floor, and then wrapping a blanket around so 
that at least there was som~ privacy while one was 
attending to necessary physical needs. 

"The spirit of tl;te people about the whole 
thing was phenomenal," remembers Julian. "You would 
hear the best jokes. We were the most harmonious 
group - and we were so different from each other. 
Under normal circumstances everyone would get in the 
ha ir of each other, you know - - living in the same 
community. But here we were faced with the same 
predicament, the same miser y, and one never saw such 
human compassion for each other. 

"That taught me a lesson of how much we are 
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interdependent upon each other ; how much of assistan 
we can Sho~ each other. All the discrepancies that 
we create In the process of livin suoh ~ 
af~ ~d.aloousations because of backgr~~ndS ar~ss~e~~~ra -

lCla • -

"Misery, I think, makes a man a man , and 
creat7s re~pect for another man, for another life 
contaIned In that body. I think this is the first 
time that one finds out how much one is imprisoned 
for life in one's own self. And in a case like thi s . 
which is so painful to share, there is that great 
respect for another oontained unit that is next to 
you. " 

After what seemed to be an interminable 
length of time, the journey finally ended. In the 
middle of March the train came to a halt near Perm 
in the Ural Mountains of oentral Russia. The cqtive u 

got off the train in snow six feet deep and temperat 
about sixty degrees oentigrade below zero. 

After a miserable day and night traveling 
through the Russian wilderness by horse and sled, the 
group finally arrived at a compound in the woods. 
The habitation oonsisted of crude barraoks with 
large rooms in whioh a few dozen families were foroed 
to live together. 

Of course, their olothing was completely 
inadequate for the sub-zero temperature. However, 
it did not take the captives long to learn how to 
protect themselves from the cold. 

"We would take a raincoat or just rags, 
since many of us did not have raincoats, soak them 
in water, and step outside. Instantly, every~ng 
would freeze solid. This would insulate us beautiful 
as if we were inside an icicle. Sometimes we could 
not open our eye s beoause the moisture had frozen 
them shut. We oould not spit because the sputum 
would freeze in our mouth. As for urinating, well -
even that was a problem." 

"But," continued Julian, "there were some 
advantages. Nobody would catoh cold or pneumonia 
because the sub-zero weather killed all the bacteria. 
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Even in such primitive conditions 
people to disease. we lost very £ew 

. "The food, however, was incredible. Some-
tlmes for several weeks we would get nothing because 
they could not deliver during war-time. When we would 
ask for our food for the past few weeks they would 
a~swer, 'You lived through it didn't you? Once you 
llve through! why do you complain? Just look forward. ' 
That was thelr answer. 'It was always a tongue in 
cheek attitude toward us." 

The day after the prisoners. arrived at 
their new wilderness home, they were assigned chores 
primarily lum?erjacking and road building. Julian ' 
was also requlred to attend school. Mixed into one 
classroom were several hundred Poles and Russians 
ranging from grades one to four. The books were in 
Russian. But, after a few weeks as a result of both 
persistence and, according to Julian, "exquisite 
teaching," the Polish children learned to read Russian. 
They were taught geometry, trigonometry, and two 
courses which were later to te of invaluable aid to 
Julian: the geography and topography of the country. 

When the first summer arrived the inmates 
requested and were granted permission to build addi
tional quarters in order to alleviate the oppressive 
overcrowding. Accordingly, the woods were cleared 
and m~ barracks were const~ucted, so that only two 
families occupied one room. The Russians appreciated 
and respected the ingenuity and desire of the Poles 
to improve their existence. 

The Camp itself was not fenced. In spite 
of its openness, very few attempted to escape. because 
Perm was more than a day's walk through the wllderness. 
During the winter it was ~mpossible to walk because 
of the depth of the snow, and during the summer one 
was quickly tracked and captured by using hunting 
dogs. 

Julian excelled in school, although be 
rarely studied. Aft er a year he was awarded a large 
red diploma for extra ordinary accomplishment. On one 
side was a portrait o£ Lenin; on the other a por.trait 
of Stalin. Julian mischievously took Stalin' s portrait, 
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scratched out his eyes , and hung it over the . 
The prank a~most resulted in his father's exe~~~I~~e. 
Through an lnterrogation process of bunching a few . 
together and freezing them out by cutting off th 
heat, the Russians a lmos t traced the blame to JU~ian 
Fortunately, the incident eventually was forgotten . • 

. . Meanw~ile~ the Russians were engaging in 
. a dally l~doctrlnatlon program designed to integrate 
th~ Oamp lnto ~he.Russian community. The brighter 
chlldren were lnvlted to move into town to continue 
their education. Julian, however, chose to remain 
with hls family. 

During the winter of 1941 tragedy struck. 
Julian had been assigned work as a lumberjack. Inste 
of chopping wood in the frigid weather, he was warmi -
himself by the fire when he was caught and badly 
beaten by the Russians. As a result of the beating 
he suffered nervous shock , inflammation of his brain, 
damage to his vertabrae and then pneumonia. He was 
taken to a hospital in Perm, but the doctors were 
unable to diagnose his illness, and thus did not 
give him medication. To make matters worse, and un
known to the hospital attendants, other patients 
stole his food. As a result, he almost starved to 
death. 

When he recovered, he was beginning to lose 
the use of his right arm . Released from the hospital 
Julian .ceturned to the Camp, where he and others 
were subsequently granted amnesty to find jobs in 
the Soviet Union. The Stanczaks went to live with 
ano ther Russian family on a collective farm. 

In the late winter of 1942, news was receive~ 
that the Polish Army in Exile was organizing south 
of Russia in Tehran, Persia. Desiring to fight 
against the Germans, one evening the Stanczaks secret ~ 
walked off the farm , boarded a freight train and fled 
to southern Russia. Once there, Julian's father. left 
the family to search for the Polish troops. 

The six-week escape south was far worse 
than anything they had experienced in the wilderness 
camp. Although the Stanczaks were no longer prisoners 
because of the amnesty , they were unable to find food 
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or jobs. There was nothin t t . 
~ats disappeared . . " Grass dfsa~p::r;d.D~~: f~~~pe!~red. 
arre~. At ?ne tlme the family survived on a ba 

of onlons ~hlch Julian had stolen. Their drinki~ 
water c?nslsted of what steam they could collect ~ 
locomotlves . rom 

Finally in desperation , JUlian placed his 
six year old ?rother in.an orphanage, where he would 
at least recelve somethIng to eat while Julian 
attempted to locate the Polish Army . 

He was unsuccessful and returned t o the 
orphanage t o find his brother barefooted at a time 
when it was still terribly cold with frost on the 
ground. Julian stole a pair of shoes for his brother, 
frqm whom he learned that the children of the orphanage 
were about to be taken across the Caspian Sea to 
Persia. 

That night Julian illegally crept aboard 
the boat carrying his brother. While hiding i n the 
engine room, Julian became sick when th.e lavatory 
spilled over causing him to walk in excrement up to 
his ankles. As he rushed for relief to the deok for 
wat er and air, his brother recognized him and cried 
out "Julian Julian, take me. " "I had to deny that 
I k~ew him b~cause I was illegally on board." 

' When the boat finally docked, Julian could 
not find his brother, was told he had been take~ to 
Tehran. "I felt very sad because I could not gl,:e 
him some raisins I had purchased with a few Russl~n 
rubles. So right there , on t he bea?h of the Casplan 
Sea, I joined the Polish Army in EX11e. " 

Jull· an was only twelve. "But I lied and 
h . . d nt very 

said I was sev~nteen. I reme~ber tQ~ l~C~a~d ' Seventeen.' 
well They saId, ' How old are you. t 'k 

• k pants down' So I 00 my 
They said, 'Ta e you:d ' Are you' sure you are seventeen?' 
pants down. Th~y saIl, s venteen' 'Pull your pants 
I said, 'Yes, Slr. am e .' . t as 
up_, That was my physioal examlnatlon. I .was 
I=d_llljJ:::Le u.s -th"".-t _ It tonk me a while to realIze that 
they knew I wasn't seventeen at all." 

By now Julian was a very sick boy. He was 
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slowly losing the use of his right arm and was 
suffering excruciating nerve pains . He felt that by 
staying in the Army he would receive medical treat
ment. He wanted de~pera~ely to go to the hospital, 
but other s were dy~ng l~ke flies from typhoid fever 
dysentery, and cholera. 

An ignorant sergeant, who was practically 
deaf, suggested that he lie on the floor with others 
who were deathly ill, so that when the attendants 
came to remove the dying to the hospital they would 
a~so take Julian. Stanczak lay down, although he 
dld not know what disease the others were carrying. 

because 
took me 
me they 
arm and 

"Four days later I knew what they h~~ , 
I had it too. Typhoid fever. They finally 
to a British Army Hospital. While examining 
discovered that something was wrong with my 
put it in a plaster cast . That finished it. 

,~., '" As soon as Julian recovered from the typho i-
he was assigned to an army outfit and issued military 
paraphernalia. But Julian, who had discovered that 
his mother, sister and brother had been reunited in 
a nearby civilian camp, had different ideas. Upon 
leaving the hospital with his military papers, he . 
stopped at the first telephone pole, dropped everythl 
smashed the cast on his arm, deserted the army and 
walked to the civilian camp to join his family. 

But Julian 's troubles were not over, and 
he was to spend several more months in a civilian 
hospital recovering from pleurisy. 

After his rei~ase from the hospital, the 
Stanczaks were faced with the decision of where next 
to move. They decided they could not stay in Tehran. 
Nor did they know where Mr. Stanczak was, altho~gh 
they believed he was fighting in Russia. When It 
was suggested they go to Africa, Julian, as the male 
head of the family, although only twelve years old, 
made the decision to depart. 

So off went the family of four; first by 
tra in through the Middle East to Karachi, West 
Pakistan, which at that time was still British- then 
to Mumbasa, Africa ; and finally to Muscindes, Uganda. 
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. The steami ng t r opical jungle was a s t art-
lln~.c ontrast to the f rig id winter wi lderness of 
Ru~s~a: Out of the eighte en to twenty foot tal l grass, 
prlml~lve huts were bui l t among the marabous , monkeys, 
and . blrds: After a year, ~ camp of five thousand 
POllSh eXlles sprang up with larger houses of mud 
and grass and streets. Exo tic flowers and shrubbery 
were everywhere. In a nearby lake Julian would swim 
and chase the cr ocodiles. 

For the next six years the exiled Poles 
wa ited f or the war to end. They organized a school, 
using mimeographed books brought from Russia . . Anyone 
with a high school education was enlisted as . a 
tea cher . Julian found that he desperately wanted. to 
pa i nt and sculpt, but of course, he had no training 
and no supplies. His first ske t chbook consi sted of 
a roll of toilet paper brought from Persia . Upon 
each precious little square Julian would draw, paint 
or write. His right arm was now completely useles ~, 
and he was making the difficult transition fr om be lng 
right to left -handed. 

He manu.r~c 'L u.re d his own charc oal and ~ainto 
from the differ ent colors in the clay. Slowly hls 
work improved. He met a fellow-exile n~med.Frudes t, 
who formerly had conducted art schools In Vlenn~ and 
Warsaw Frudest gav e Julian several books on Plcasso. 
and ta~ght him such art~s~ic fundamentals as per spectlve 
and accuracy of col or mlxlng . . 

At a t i me when others were c omplaining about 
the noise of t he jungle , the heat, the deep-?~aCkf 
nights and the monot onous year-round re gui~~ ~tYd~re ctlY 
the sunri s e and sunl~et, s ~n~~spt~~~i~~r~n~llUsiasticallY 
on the equator, Ju l an wa 
to his environment. 

fires would level 
During t h e drrds~as~~ack and the sun and 

the vegetation. It ~tU ate~ by the smoke and dus t 
the sky would be obll.e~ pulverized by the heat . 
from everything becomln . he 

. f rain causlng t 
SDring br ought week~ oo eXDlode into f ull 
flower s and l eaves trees and 

bloom. 
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The colors of sunset and sunrise were more 
spectacular than in the American west. "For me t hO 
was a phenomena that was absolutely fantastic; y ou 
know, performing every day for me to enjoy. First 
the rain would come, and then the sun after. the r a· -
One would look at the jungle and it would turn fro 
purple to almost red, and then back again to blue
green, or black. It was a dazzling color display. 

"I was moved by all this drama, and r war-
to do something visually. I wanted to record real 
istically what was happening right in front of me. 
r tried to train myself to be a magic realist, if 
possible. I did a tremendous amount of work in tha
way. But the reali sm made me aware that once one 
is confronted with himself and what he sees, he pre
fers to recollect because that is the easiest. Bu. 
nobody gives a damn about your experiences in art. 
Art is supposed to be entirely different, more 
spiritual, more free, orfering more. 

"So I wondered what art should be like. T 

would observe the natives and see their masks, their 
carvings. What fascinated me was basic rhythm, 
rhythm of music, visual rhythm of their patterns an
designs. They do not call it art; they do not even 
have a word for art. 

I saw this need to create something which 
is not around. Something which would embrace many 
things into one performance, or one visual unit, and 
it started to intrigue me. So I was terribly t orn 
and confused." 

Through the Red Cross Julian learned that 
his father was £'ighting with the Polish Second Corps 
under the British in Italy. The British offered to 
settle in England members of any family fighting und _ 
their command. 

Thus, in 1948, the four Stanczaks departed 
th~i~ six-~ear jungle home and flew to England to 
reJoln ~helr long-separated father. TIuring a two
week walt for the plane in Nirobi, Kenya, Julian me t 
s?me people at the Stanley Hotel who gave him his 
flrst one-man show of his watercolors. Most of them 
sold. Stanczak's career as a professional painter 
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was launched. 

The Stanczaks lived in England f or t wo 
years. Julian received a scholarship from the Board 
of Education to study for a national teachers diploma 
and attended the Borough Polytechnic School where ' 
he took all the fine arts courses offered . . 

In May of 1950, faced with a decisi on of 
remaining in England or emigrating to America the 
family sailed for New York, where they arrived with 
$50.0? and no jobs. Julian was twenty-one. After 
spend~ng several weeks with a distant relative in 
Binghampton, New York; the odyssey, which had begun 
in 1940, finally terminated in Cleveland. 

Securing empl~yment was not easy f or the 
elder Stanczaks, who were forced, to obtain factory 
jobs in order for Julian to attend the Cleveland 
Art Institute. 

Julian's frustrations as a student were 
not unlike other budding artists who were opposed 
to stereotyped academic instruction, because t hey 
were striving to expre ss themselves differently . 

"They wanted me to paint as if art were 
a recollection of the paBt. I wanted to paint my 
way. We can share our joys if we do not impose our 
personal wants on others. The artist," says Stanczak, 
"should offer through his medium the right of each 
one to discover his own interpretation. In other 
words, art is similar to religion - one should no t 
be forced to interpret it in a particular way . 

"I started to look at things not as they 
are, but in a manner that could evoke another experience 
through itself." 

As a result of his individuality and the 
fact that he was not painting realistically, Stanczak 
was not immediately awarded his degre~ fr?m the Art 
Institute, although he later did recelve It. 

Stanczak.' s present style had not yet 
developed, but he was deeply aroused and interested 
in color and the pure energy it produced. The master 
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of color theory was Josef Albers, who was then 
teaching at Yale. So Julian applied for and was 
accepted for graduate work at New Haven. 

Because of his teaching methods stud" in 
under Albers was not easy. "Albers diminished ~e g 
completel~. , He told me that I was an idiot, that I 
knew nothlng. For weeks he would not even say hello 
or look at me or my work." 

. ~he feeling of discouragement coupled with 
the flnanc~al hardship of attending graduate school 
prompted Stanczak to seriously consider quitting and 
he went to Albers to withdraw. But the master was 
too perceptive and did not permit Stanczak to speak. 

Julian returned to ~ork and later realized 
what Albers had done. "Hi s purpose, says Stanczak, 
"was to undermine everything you think you have or 
know, and make you reshape, rebuild it back again 
in order to become an individual, not a follower. 
It was beautiful teaching." Today Albers and stanczak 
are good friends and correspond regularly. 

Stanczak received his masters degree from 
Yale, finishing second in his class. However, he 
was unable to secure a teaching position and returned 
to Cleveland to work as a librarian at the Art 
Institute. 

In 1957, Stanczak received his first big 
break . He was · appointed an instructor in painting 
at the Art Academy in Cincinnati . The rest is history . 

Stanc~ak spent seven happy years teaching 
in Cincinnati. He partially attributes his pleas~nt 
stay to the fact t~at ~incinnat~, situ~ted on .a hlll 
overlooking the OhlO Rlver, remlnded h~m of hlS . 
childhood horne in Przemysl overlooking the San Rlver. 
One of his students was Earbara Meerpohl , whom he 
was to marry in ~960 . 

- In 1964, he resigned his teaching position 
to return t o his alma mater in Cleveland where his 
paintings ripened to full maturity. 

Miraculously, the entire Stanczak family 
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today lives in Clevela d . 
directly beh.ind their ~o~, s J~llan' s ~are~ts res ide 
mother of four children o~e. HlS slster is the 
Russian at Western Reser' anud " ~ls b~other has taught 

ve nlverslty. 

Stanczak's works h 
national status. He has ave e~e~ated him to inter-
Art Institute, Akron Art ~~~~.~~lblted at the Dayton 
Art, Albright-Knox Galler . 1 U e, Museum of Modern 
Museum, the Whitney in Ne~ yln kBUftfhalo,.the San Francisco 
Itt" or, e PIttsburg n erna lonal o f the Carnegie Instit t d others. . u e, an many 

J 1· ~ The Oorcoran Museum in Washington honored 
~ lan wIth a show in November, 1972. In the cat alogue 

DIrector Gene Baro states, "In Julian Stanczak's work 
there are no objects, no solid shapes of the mundane' 
world. Ins~ead , hiD ~quare8 , circles, columns and 
bands are tISSU~S proJected into space -- ghosts of 
form tha~ organIze the frosty glitter of a cold light 
or the vIbrancy of hue ~hat is light anatomized. 

"Stanczak' s concern is with the shifting, 
evenescent quality of visual experience that never
the less leaves impressions in the mind, images 
caught in flux. On ano ther level, he can be said to 
explore the emotive content of perception, for the 
world changing beIore the eye is the essence of visual 
reality. Even as we see, everything is becoming 
different: the light imperceptibly changes; our 
attention flickers and is distracted - - yet we have 
seen. Stanczak expresses in exquisite formality the 
universi state of losing the visible even in grasp ing 
it." 

Stanczak is still a young and fertile artist 
with his career still ahead of him. He once told me, 
"If you asked me whi~h of my painti:r:gs.I like best, I 
would say none. I lIke best the paLnt~ng I h~ve not 
done yet. I am excited by the secrecy, the dIscovery 
of the next painting I am about to do." 

Incidentally, the meeting at the C~lestial 
Restaurant led to the commissioni~g of.a serIgraph 
for the Oincinnati Print and DrawIng CIrcle, . and ak retrospective exhibition of Stanczak's graphIc wor S 
at the Oincinnati Art Museum in February of 1972. 
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Julian dedicated the commissioned print t o the Print 
and Drawing Circle and a copy is in the permanent 
collection of the Museum. 

More than being proud of being instrumenta: 
in the Print and Drawing Circle project and the Muse 
show, I have been enriched by the friendship that 
has developed with this incredible human being, whose 
miraculous endurance and courageous achievemenw over 
seeminely insurmountable obstacles have finally been 
capped by success . 

David Reichert 




