Conspiracy of Beauty

Years ago we went for a long walk around the Highland Hotel Beauty, in which the philosopher Ladislav Klíma lived. On the way we decided to take down the three-metre high letters BEAUTY from the gable in the guise of bricklayers and to have them cemented into the Mánesa Meeting Hall as a memorial. But the day before we could carry out this plan two real bricklayers took down this beautiful sign and took away BEAUTY to the smelter, for a couple of crowns a metre.

 
It's somewhat similar with photography. One time it's like those who came too late, another time like the real bricklayers, who took down BEAUTY in time, but instead of taking it the smelter they brought it here.


The photographer Václav Chochola hangs his beauty for us from the walls  and completely honestly and with a healthy narcissism shows us the angle and context of his views and his miraculous meetings. He thus shares  his emotions with us. He wants us to learn to amuse ourselves at the expense of the globular surface, which we constantly carry around with us like a huge hump, whose centre is in our eyes. He wants to advise us that a person should  carry around a camera even if he hasn't got one with him, or hasn't got one at all and that it is possible to photograph in dreams as well. 


What is above all required of us is to go around like an amazed yokel, constantly as if for the first time. A a true Libeňák, Václav Chochola is  this amazed yokel, "astonished" - a person who is  honoured, that a postman with his horse appears for him in the window of the first floor, who can see an angel in the circus, suspended by his teeth teeth from a fine band and rope, who is honoured that he has had the luck  to meet a whetstone seller in the bustling street, running the scythe across his lips to test the taste of its sharpness. Beauty still hasn't left for the smelter, if he was lucky enough to see four workmen having a snack  opposite himself while sitting on the plush seats in a theatrical lodge and could catch them with their mouths full glancing into the lens of the camera.


And in other photographs you climb up a winding staircase with an old woman  and every time she gropes for and leans on the banisters  you feel, how a real walking stick is growing in the palm her hand. These are the adventures around us, when everything has a pregnant beauty, every event has a poetic child in its belly. And the photographer knows, that the round area of the pregnant belly is full of possibilities and variations on possibilities, but only one of them is essential and his art is to put his finger on it and catch hold of it and, what is terribly important, to know what to discard and what not to do. And mainly to reckon with the fact that as soon as reality senses, that the photographer doesn't have his camera with him it will start to have a tremendous sense of humour, start to show off, to show everyone its flashy side and confrontations and miraculous ganglions, as if you were to touch a live wire by mistake in the celler. Yet if reality knows that you are prepared and you have your camera ready it yawns and gets bored and falls asleep and then beauty flies away like an old crow when it senses that you've got a gun with you.


That is the conspiracy of beauty, which every man knows, whether four women are interested in him at the same time, or none.

 When we go home from this exhibition, we will start to ascertain, that  Vašek Chochola is not interested in everything that he stumbles over, that he is obsessed with certain themes, which keep reoccuring with modifications. It is the poetry of the Libeň suburbs of his childhood, the streets bustling with   pedestrians or again dismally deserted streets, but almost always covered with a glass roof, woven with the cables and lines of the tram tracks and the floor scarred with rails which never meet, or it is a river, above which slouches a bridge and hunching anglers, or is is the quiet of the  photographic studio with deformed appliances, on which every little screw has its own function and thus also a beauty, which can be arranged at will.


And then there are the portraits as such. The friendship with František Tichý caught with such truth, that you have the impression, that you are eating ground  glass. František is like a quiet giant here looking at us now from another place. You have the impression, that at night you are grasping the door handle, which someone is opening from the other side of a locked house. The painter Zrzavý has been captured by Vašek Chochola in his repeating camera in an unrepeatable manner. The master here sits in the  inimitable solemnity of the Přemyslid Kings and gives us a taste of what the Saints had around their heads in the form of slender, feathery, golden rims.


The portrait of Trnka moves off from Bohemia to the end of the world hung against a stone wall, like the Czech minor nobleman. And he is banging his clogs against the barrier, until the horse rears up its hind legs, but the minor nobleman doesn't even move. Jan Werich tries in vain putting opera glasses made from hollow palms over his eyes, so that the real form of his face will be disguised. But Chochola records his portrait on the empty chairs just now, like when we were small and bought three spots on black photographs with the operating instructions - 'afterwards fix your eyes onto the empty sky and you will see images there.'

Thus we suddenly ascertain, that the photographer knows how to be terribly  humble and at the same time to also cooly stare, astutly recognize  the best moment which now cannot escape him. His artefacts smell of humanity and enlightenment and instruction. I think, that is not too little, particularly today, in the age of Brussels conventions and conventionality.

 
Thus nature, so that it could see itself, thought up the human eye. 

This event, which happened at the beginning of the development of nature, and man and God, and photography has been from time immemorial symbolized by an equilateral triangle, from which the human and thus divine eye.stares unblinkng.

The photographer Chochola is such a wandering divine little eye, which loafs around the world as proof, that the secret of the Hotel Beauty hasn't yet gone to the smelter in Prague.
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