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Katarina Kassau se zaméfuje na abstraktné figurativni malbu. Ve své
praci balancuje mezi kiehkost{ a brutalitou, pficemz Casto vyuziva
symboliku t&la, zvifat a ndbozenskych motivii. Ustfednim zdjmem je
pro ni lidskd figura v expresivni podobé — jako forma nekonecnych
moznosti vyznamu i rozpadu. Clovék jako BoZi stvofeni — krasny

1 kruty. Déle zkouma napéti mezi pocitem uvéznéni ve vlastnim téle
a jeho prekrocenim, mezi zranitelnosti a krutosti.

Tento vnitini boj chédpe jako cestu k transformaci.

Katarina Kassau focuses on abstract figurative painting. Her practice
balances fragility and brutality, often incorporating symbolism of the
body, animals, and religious motifs. At the core of her interest lies the
human figure’s expressive form — as a vessel of endless possibilities for
interpretation, decomposition, and meaning. Man as a creature of God —
both beautiful and brutal. She explores the tension between the feeling
of being trapped within the body and the desire to transcend it, between
vulnerability and violence. This inner struggle is understood as a path
toward transformation.
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Velice tehka neslusna smrt

Mucednictvi je ze vSech smrti tou nejtrapnéjsi, pridrzime-li se vSech
vyznami toho slova: je smrti ubohou, Zalostnou a zarmucujici stejné jako
vyvolavajici rozpaky a opovrzeni. Svatorecené Katerina Alexandrijska,
Barbora, Ane7ka Rimsk4 &i Perpetua a Felicita by mohly vypravét; kterak
byly lamény v kolech, drdsany, zohavovény, a predevsim pak zlomyslné
a prehlizivé vysmivany, zatimco byly pfedhazovany Selmam v cirku

1 nevéstincich.

Svaty Petr se ukfizovanim hlavou dolti nechal pro zménu ponizit sam.
Ze studu, 7e opét a naposledy zaprel svého Péna titékem z Rima, a tedy
v pokorné snaze se jeho obéti nepodobat a necinit si narok na necekanou
duistojnost smirti, jez méla byt sama zahanbujici a neslavnou. A kterd se
jevila byt nécim marginalnim: udavsi se na periférii civilizace i na okraji
zajmu fimského pisemnictvi, za zdanlivé Ihostejnosti vlastniho Otce

i neochoty u¢ednika stat Kristovi nablizku.

Svatorecené by mohly vypravét. I kdyz... Mohly by? Neplati i pro né,

Ze spektaklem a slavou své smirti ,,uz maji svou odménu‘ (Mt. 6:5) a na
Kristovy nasledovnice se tim padem jaksi nekvalifikuji, ne zcela? Kde

se vlastné v Novém Zdkoné 1ikd, Ze bychom Krista meli ¢i pfimo museli
nasledovat i na Golgotu, pakliZe se obétoval za nas a nadto naposledy?
Neni — to kdyZ se pon¢kud podeziravé pta Jakuba a Jana, zdali mohou ,,pit
pohar, ktery ma pit [on] (Mk. 10:38) — pritakani jejich horlivosti o fadek
pozdgji prece jen ponekud vlaznym, zvlast€ pokud Kristus jednim dechem
doda, Ze ,,ud€lovat mista po mé pravici ¢i levici neni ma véc; ta mista patii
tém, jimZ jsou pripravena‘?

Mucednictvi je rozpacité i t€émito bezostySné trapnymi otdzkami, zv1asteé
pokud je samo svého druhu otdzkou. Skvéle to v knize Tize a milost
vystihla Simone Weil ( 1943), jez se sama stala mucednici v bolestné
snaze byt vérnou Kristu tam, kde maji Petrové tendenci cuknout:

»Zachovat Kristu vérnost bylo [v dobach raného ktest’anstvi] t¢zkeé.

Slo o vérnost naprazdno. Daleko snazsi bylo ziistat aZ do smrti vérny
Napoleonovi. Pozdéji bylo pro muéedniky daleko snazsi zachovat vérnost,
nebot’ jiz existovala cirkev, sila s asnymi piisliby. Umirdme pro to, co je
silné, ne pro to, co je slabé, nebo alespori pro to, co ackoli momentalné
slabé, udrzuje si aureolu sily. Vérnost Napoleonovi na Svaté Helené nebyla
vérnosti naprazdno. Zemfit pro to, co je silné, zbavuje smrt hotkosti.

A zéaroven celé jeji ceny.”

Weil je vii¢i mucednictvi pfiznaéné podeziivavou a klade proti nému
pojem bidy, pod ¢imz si predstavme zakuseni samého trpného dna stvorent
a opusténosti Bohem, aniz by jej ¢loveék — nikoli nepodobné Kristu na

kiiZi — prestal vérné milovat, tak trochu jako Job Teda Chianga v povidce
Peklo je nepfitomnost Boha. Mysleme tedy bidu, zatimco si ponechame
slovo mucednictvi: které je skandalnim prave tim, Ze je latentné
nesmyslnym nebo rovnou blbym, az piilis blizko opovrZeni stihajici dobré
1zI¢€ lotry po Kristove pravici i levici, od nichz je ve chvili krajni nouze
sdm Spasitel k nerozeznéni.

Vsak si ud€lejme maly mezisoucet: zatimco sebevrazda a eutanazie se
dockaly jisté glorifikace coby akty svobodného, respektive ,,rozumného
¢i dokonce ,,slusného‘ rozhodnuti (,,prece nebudu nikoho obtéZovat™),
aivrazda si — zvlaste je-li vaimana jako spravedliva — ¢ini narok na
dustojnost revoltujiciho ¢inu ve jménu ideji, zatimco idealistickd smrt na
barikadach vseho druhu je aristokratickou uz jen coby protiklad kupeckych
poctd, ve jménu ¢eho umird kiestanskd mucednice?

A nejde jen o principidlni vzdor viry viiéi piibéhu, ktery pusobi
pfinejmensim nedivéryhodné az absurdné (,,blaze t€m, ktefi nevidéli,

a uverili“). Nestiha kazdou mucednici sama o sobé mucivéa otazka, kterou
Sveédomi klade Johance z Arku v Bessonove filmu, totiz: ,,Jak t€ mohlo
napadnout, Ze Stvotitel nebe a zemé a vSeho Zivého potiebuje prave...
Tebe?“ Kdo tvou obét’ vlastne chtel? Kristus? On ti to fekl? A jsi si vazné
jist4, Ze to byl On?

Kdo si tedy mize byt jisty, Ze nebyl strZzen vlastnim patosem, popiipadé —
zv1aste pokud je kiestanstvi Weilové §ilené ba piimo neslusné svym
ztotoznénim s bidou, svou nepochopitelnou a nespolecenskou radikalitou —
7e se neobétuje jako Sasek?

A pak je tu onen nemozny ukol jit prikladem ve Slépé&jich radostné zvesti
a zaroven nejednat na odiv... Do ¢ehoZ — spolecné se vSemi obrazy
mucednictvi — vstupuji Katarininy obrazy, které se po svém perou

s podobné nemoznym tikolem vydat svédectvi utrpeni, na které se neda
a snad i nema divat, pakliZe jej alespon trochu, alespon nepfimo, nejsme
Ucastni.

Chépu to tak, Ze vystavené obrazy svéd¢i hned dvojimu Gctovani:

s utrpenim Zen, jehoZ byla Katarina pfimo i nepfimo svédkem a které se
ji dotyka, i se samotnou figuraci utrpenti, které na vystavenych obrazech
intuitivné smeéruje od naivity fimskych katakomb ke zranéni samotné
malby, jeZ do sebe pojima padlou osklivost a syrovost trapné smrti: at’
uz torturou figur hrouticich se do zmuchlanych barev nebo neprijemnou
a zaroven neokdzalou barevnosti rozedfenych ran, v nichZ se krev mis{
s prachem a hlinou.

Ve vzdalené, velmi vzdalené ozvéné mucednictvi se jedna o svar, ktery se
neda cele vyfesit, nebot’ srdci malby prikazuje maly ikonoklasticky infarkt:
prokézat ictu mucednicim zpravou, jez by byla velebnou a zaroven
neokdzalou, a do toho jeSté zamezit tomu, aby se z trpiciho t€la nestal idol
a tedy dokonat jeho zkazu tim, Ze se obraz bidy stane bédnym obrazem.
Jinymi slovy, vystavit t¢lo mucéednice posledni nespravedInosti, kterou

je — abychom parafrazovali slova Susan Sontag v eseji S bolesti druhych
pred oc¢ima — jeho rozpusténi v obecné obzalobé lidské krutosti, lidského
barbarstvi jako takového.

Lze tak souhlasit s Chestertonovym postfehem z Ortodoxie, totiZ Ze
mucednice je ,,uslechtilou pravé proto, Ze jakkoli by se zrikala svéta i
zatracovala lidské pokolent, stvrzuje posledni pouto se svétem a umira
proto, aby né¢kdo nebo néco mohlo Zit.” Snad jen Ze mucednictvi, které
bychom mohli nazvat takovym utrpenim, které je kritickym védomim
samotného utrpent, se oné uslechtilosti nevédomky ziika.

ProtoZe jsou ¢i nejsou mucednicemii i ty, které prezily, aby na sebe vzaly
néCi hanbu ¢ mohly nést sviij ¢i nééi kiiz jen o trochu déle? Co kdyby se
Petr z podobného diivodu ukfizovat nenechal? Neplati i pro mucednice,
zvlasteé ty bezejmenné, at’ uz na Ukrajiné ¢i kdekoli jinde, kde utrpent
polyka jména, Ze imérné své pokore, hrdosti a bédnosti ,,neveédi, co Cini?*
A neni prave toto v obzalobé lidské krutosti trapné?

Mgr. Ondrej Vasa, Ph.D.,
teoretik vizualni kultury

A very easy indecent death

Martyrdom is the most embarrassing of all deaths, if we stick to all the
meanings of the word: it is a death that is miserable, pitiful, and distressing
as well as embarrassing and contemptible. The sainted Catherine of
Alexandria, Barbara, Agnes of Rome, Perpetua, and Felicitas could tell
how they were broken in rounds, scratched, mutilated, and above all,
maliciously and scornfully mocked, while they were thrown to the beasts
in the circus and the brothels.

St. Peter, by crucifying himself upside down, allowed himself to be
humiliated for a change. Out of shame that he had again and for the last
time denied his Lord by fleeing from Rome, and therefore in a humble
effort not to imitate his sacrifice, and not to lay claim to the unexpected
dignity of a death which was itself to be shameful and inglorious. And
which appeared to be something marginal: having been smothered on
the periphery of civilization and the fringes of Roman letters, under the
apparent indifference of their own Father and the unwillingness of the
disciples to stand near Christ.

The canonized could tell the story. Although... could they? Doesn’t it also
apply to them that by the spectacle and glory of their death, ,,they have
already had their reward* (Mt. 6:5), and the followers of Christ are thus
somehow not qualified, not quite? Where in the New Testament does it say
that we should or must follow Christ even to Calvary, since He sacrificed
Himself for us and for the last time? Isn’t it - that is, when he somewhat
suspiciously asks James and John if they can ,,drink of the cup that [he]

is to drink (Mk. 10:38)* - that their nod of assent to their zeal a line later

is after all somewhat lukewarm, especially when Christ adds in the same
breath that ,,to grant places on my right or my left is not my business; those
places belong to those for whom they are prepared*?

Martyrdom is embarrassed even by these shamelessly awkward questions,
especially when it is itself a question of its kind. This is brilliantly captured
in Difficulties and Grace by Simone Weil (1 1943), who herself became

a martyr in a painful effort to be faithful to Christ, where the Peters tend to
flinch:

,» 1o remain faithful to Christ was difficult [in early Christianity]. It was
faithfulness for nothing. It was far easier to remain faithful to Napoleon
until death. Later on, it was far easier for the martyrs to remain faithful
because there was already a church, a power with early promises. We

die for that which is strong, not for that which is weak, or at least for that
which, though momentarily weak, maintains an aura of strength. Loyalty
to Napoleon on St. Helena was not loyalty in vain. To die for that which

is strong takes the bitterness out of death. And at the same time, it’s full
price.*

Weil is characteristically suspicious of martyrdom and puts the notion

of misery against it, by which we imagine experiencing the very
suffering bottom of creation and abandonment by God without one - not
unlike Christ on the cross - ceasing to love him faithfully, a bt like Ted
Chiang’s Job in the short story Hell is the Absence of God. Let us think
misery, then, while retaining the word martyrdom: which is scandalous
precisely because it is latently nonsensical, or downright stupid, too close
to contempt, prosecuting good and evil villains on Christ’s right and left,
from whom it is in the Saviour himself indistinguishable in a moment of
extreme need.

However, let’s do a little subtotaling: while suicide and euthanasia have
received some glorification as acts of free, or ,,reasonable* or even
»decent* decision (,,after all, I'm not going to bother anybody*‘), and

even murder - especially when perceived as just - claims the dignity of

a revolting act in the name of ideas, while idealistic death on barricades of
all kinds is aristocratic if only as opposed to merchant calculations, in the
name of what does a Christian martyr die?

And it’s not just a matter of a principled defiance of faith in the face of

a story that seems at least implausible to the point of absurdity (,,blessed
are those who have not seen and believed®). It is not the agonizing question
that Conscience poses to Joan of Arc in Besson’s film, namely, ,,How
could you...that the Creator of heaven and earth and all living things needs
just... You?* Who wanted your sacrifice? Christ? He told you? And you‘re
sure it was Him?

Who can be sure, then, that he has not been swept away by his pathos, or

- especially if Weil’s Christianity is maddening, even downright indecent,
in its identification with misery, its incomprehensible and anti-social
radicalism - that he has not sacrificed himself like a buffoon?

And then there is the impossible task of following in the footsteps of the
glad tidings while not acting out... Into which, along with all the images
of martyrdom, enter Katarina’s paintings, which in their way wrestle with
the similarly impossible task of bearing witness to the suffering that cannot
and perhaps should not be looked at unless we are at least a little, at least
indirectly, involved in it.

I take it that the paintings on display testify to a double reckoning: with
the suffering of women, which Catherine witnessed directly and indirectly
and which affects her, and with the very figuration of suffering, which in
the paintings on display intuitively moves from the naivety of the Roman
catacombs to the wounding the painting itself, which encapsulates the
fallen ugliness and rawness of an embarrassing death: whether through
the torture of figures collapsing into crumpled paint or the unpleasant yet
unglamorous colouring of gaping wounds in which blood mixes with dust
and dirt.

In the distant, very distant echo of martyrdom, it is a discord that cannot
be resolved in its entirety, for the heart of painting commands a small
iconoclastic heart attack: to pay homage to the martyrs with a message
that is both glorious and unglamorous, and to add to that, to prevent the
suffering body from becoming an idol and thus to complete its destruction
by making the image of misery a woeful image. In other words in other
words, to expose the body of the martyr to the ultimate injustice, which is
- to paraphrase Susan Sontag’s words in her essay ,,With the pain of others
before our eyes* - its dissolution in a general indictment of human cruelty,
of human barbarism as such.

One can thus agree with Chesterton’s observation from Orthodoxy, namely
that the martyr is ,,noble precisely because, however much she might
renounce the world or damn mankind, she affirms the last bond with the
world and dies so that someone or something may live.” Perhaps only

that martyrdom, which we might call that suffering which is a critical
awareness of suffering itself, unwittingly renounces that nobility.

For are or are not even those who have survived to take on someone
else’s shame or to carry their own or someone else’s cross just a little
longer also martyrs? What if Peter had not allowed himself to be crucified
for a similar reason? Does it not also apply to the martyrs, especially the
nameless ones, whether in Ukraine or anywhere else where suffering
swallows names, that in proportion to their humility, pride, and woe, they
,.know not what they do?“ And isn’t that what is embarrassing in the
indictment of human cruelty?

Mgr. Ondrej Vasa, Ph.D.,
theorist of visual culture



