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Jerzy Pilch’s best selling novel, published in 2000, is the prose
writer’s ninth book.

Delightful words, descriptions bordering on the genius, the
application of humour and lyricism in almost unbearable
situations, a work about love and finality, addiction and hope, a
private apocalypse and the rural town of Wis‡a, about the
consequences of writing literature and of the truth it holds.

Rights sold: France
The Netherlands
Serbia
Spain
Lithuania
Slovakia

Pod Mocnym Aniolem
[At the Sign of the Mighty Angel]

In (...) this book, Pilch tells us a story that had a
fundamental, even LIFE AND DEATH effect on him himself, yet
tells it with all his usual humour and lightness of touch. A must
for all fans of Pilch and his writing.
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At the Sign of the Mighty Angel - an excerpt

I dreamed I was searching for objects on the floor of the ocean; I

dreamed that to the amusement of the rabble, a dark-skinned wrestler was

taking a full mug of beer from under my nose. In the dream I didn’t know that

he was a wrestler; I wanted to humiliate him, but in vain, in vain, it was he who

humiliated me, and in the dream that had no end, and in the waking that had

not yet begun, I was humiliated. The dreams of a drunkard are separated from

the waking hours by a cardboard wall. At night the drunkard dreams of what he

lived through during the day, or rather: At night the drunkard’s daytime

hallucinations appear to him. I was wading, swimming, drowning in a sea of

forty-five percent proof alcohol. I woke drenched in a brownish sweat. I

checked the time: It was four in the morning, and the face of the clock was

steaming with digestive bitter vodka.Eighteen times I was in the drying-out

clinic; in the end Doctor Granada, in the majesty of his power and in the

majesty of his athleticity, ordered that I no longer be admitted. The fact that I

was incurable was neither here nor there-no one is curable (the healthy in

particular are incurable)-but I showed no promise, I lacked the will to get

better, I did not want to not drink. From tests as complex as quantum physics

that the trembling patients were ordered to complete by soft-spoken female

therapists unbreakable in body and soul, it emerged that I had suicidal

tendencies.

�Are you trying to drink yourself to death?�, asked Doctor Granada.

�I can neither confirm nor deny it�, I responded, since I was incapable in

any situation of forgoing a well-turned phrase. Too late it was that I came to

understand this is not a gift but a curse. Every phone call I made became a nove-

listic dialogue, every greeting a poetic aphorism, every request for the time a

theatrical speech. My tongue, thirsty for superiority, maybe even immortality,

ruled me. I was ruled by my tongue; I was ruled by women; I was ruled by

alcohol.

(Translated from the Polish by Bill Johnston)

A PEEK AT JERZY PILCH’S FORTHCOMING NOVEL, ENTITLED
AN EASTERN ACCENT

Jerzy Pilch on his latest novel in an interview for Gazeta Wyborcza:
"It’s set in Warsaw in the summer of 2000. The hero is a young man, Patryk,
who one day realises that he has a small supernatural gift. This gift is of an
ambiguous ilk and moves Patryk to commit certain quasi-criminal actions. The
dramatic backbone of the story is what I would describe as extremely quasi-
criminal. If I were to classify it, I would say I was writing a picaresque novel.
That’s all I can say right now. I am uneasy about the flair with which I am writing
it. In fact, for the first time in my life I’ve got the feeling that I’m really writing,
though that could be a delusion.�
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In his 1999 best-seller, which made its way into the final of the
NIKE ’99 awards, Jerzy Pilch registers the diversity of social and
moral life in today’s Poland, linking his observations with no-
stalgic and ironic reminiscences from his childhood and youth.
The originality of the observations, the humour and sarcasm
and brilliantly etched paradoxes and grotesque are just a few of
the qualities of Pilch’s autobiographical prose.

Bezpowrotnie utracona leworŒczno�æ
(The Irreversible Loss of Left-handedness)

Jerzy Pilch

Bezpowrotnie utracona leworŒczno�æ

[The Irreversible Loss of Left-handedness]

Kraków: Wydawnictwo Literackie 1999

248 pp.

ISBN 83-08-02909-4

' by Jerzy Pilch

& Wydawnictwo Literackie

JERZY PILCH
Born 1952 in Wis‡a, is a Polish graduate from the Jagiellonian
University in Kraków and one of the leading prose writers of his
generation, as well as a writer of film scripts. His works have
been translated into a number of other languages.

His first book,

(London, 1988), was awarded the Ko�cielski
Foundation prize, while his novel

(1993) was adapted into a film, with a superb
role for Jerzy Stuhr, which won best screenplay and dialogue at
the Festival of Polish Fictional Films. For a number of years Pilch
was the leading columnist for the weekly

, and he has also been awarded a
[awarded for achievement in the field of culture by the weekly
current affairs magazine - translator’s note]. Pilch is a
double NIKE nominee, and in 1999 was one of the seven
authors shortlisted for the NIKE prize for his bestseller

In 2001 he was awarded the prestigious
NIKE Prize for the novel

Wyznania twórcy pok„tnej literatury
erotycznej [Confessions of a Hole-and-Corner Purveyor of
Erotic Tales]

Spis cudzo‡o¿nic [The List of
Adulteresses]

Tygodnik
Powszechny Paszport Polityki

Polityka

Bezpowrotnie utracona leworŒczno�æ [The Irreversible Loss of
Left-handedness].

At the Sign of the Mighty Angel.
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Micha‡ G‡owiæski

Rights sold: Hungary

Zmierzchy i poranki [Dusks and Early Mornings]
This new novel by Piotr Szewc (�) gives an excellent
portrayal of real life, but is more than simply a work of realism.
It is a fairytale about places close to the author’s heart since
childhood, places whose past conceals no secrets from him. It
is a fairytale about the people who live in this world, who mill on
the streets of the city and close by, living out their petty but
often difficult affairs. And this world is surveyed from a number
of different perspectives at one point as seen by a small boy
who has scarcely grown away from the ground, and at another
as it might appear to a stork circling above the city (�).
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PIOTR SZEWC

Stanis‡aw PiŒtak
Stanis‡aw Wyspiaæski

Born in 1961, is a poet, prose writer and literary critic. His
publications include a collection of poems,

(1983), and a novel (1987,
1993), which has been translated into French, Italian, German,
English (in the USA), Hungarian and Norwegian.

1987 The Prize
1990 The Prize

�wiadectwo
[Witness] Zag‡ada [Annihilation]

SHORTLISTED FOR THE 2001 NIKE PRIZE
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Dusks and Early Mornings - an excerpt
When Chaim Brondwein entered the shop, the familiar humming welcomed

him. The mechanisms of all the clocks proclaimed that they were working, that

the passing time was under their control. The humming came from the walls,

from the shelves hanging on them, from the table, from the corners submerged

in the dark, and seemingly also from behind the frames and chinks in the floor.

One might think that each clock had something individual and urgent to say,

and of necessity did that discreetly and softly, not for a moment abandoning its

mission. The pendulums moved and two cuckoos (or their whole lot) were

impatient and wanted-even though their time hadn’t come yet--to open their

beaks. Chaim Brondwein heard the clocks simultaneously and separately.

From the barely audible humming of their mechanisms he picked up individual

voices which differed so much that each of them could be recognized, and hence

exist independently and maybe for its own benefit only. The second hands

rushed in mad pursuit of something that seemed to slip away right before them,

constantly elusive, though nearly tangible, invisible yet almost corporeal, three

millimeters, one millimeter ahead, always earlier, even if the finish line

remained more of a conjecture than a veritable fact. Did Chaim Brondwein see

the finish line when he placed a magnifying glass against his eyes and brought

closer the faces on which this unending pursuit took place? The town hall clock

and the sound of the bells had no authority over the clocks restored to life by

Chaim Brondwein. Here, in the cubby-hole at 7 Perec Street, they were at

home. They existed beyond the phenomena of nature, beyond the dictate of

the calendar, beyond human need and necessity. Released from service, they

were subordinated to no one’s will except their own. Chaim Brondwein (for

some time) restored their freedom, gave them shelter, allowed them

independence that would be unthinkable in a place other than his shop.
No one knew how the clocks behaved when they didn’t sense the

master’s eyes on them. He himself didn’t know that. But when Chaim

Brondwein showed up in the kingdom filled up with the humming and the

motion of the pendulums and clock hands, he reigned over them. If one of the

springs spoke in a strange voice, if a second hand hummed out of tune, the

watchmaker with a slight movement of his head and sometimes with his eyes

restored order. He reigned when he sat at the table by the window and from

among countless cogs, lenses, hands, and springs selected those needing to be

restored to life so that, incorporated into a disabled organism, they could

become again its indispensable part. The clocks’ freedom was illusory, it didn’t

go beyond acquiescence. The clocks were connected to Chaim Brondwein

through a dependence similar to the one that characterizes a trainer and his

animals. This dependence was determined long ago and seemed undisturbed:

the clocks brought for repairs quickly adjusted to the rules prevailing in the

shop. Those rules had nothing to do with compulsion. Chaim Brondwein

handled the clocks kindly and patiently. He didn’t doubt that each of them

possessed a soul and he couldn’t do violence to a soul.

(Translated from the Polish by Ewa Hryniewicz-Yarbrough)
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