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Stanisiaw Dzuiñski tops my list in the most remarkable and 
absolutely amazing friend category. Of the many colleagues 

I have worked with during the past 45 years, he was tally unique. 
Yes, this would be obvious from the first time 1 set eyes on him. 
Well, let's start right with that, it was a thesis defense in Grenoble in 
June 1961, mine, and I was completely unaware of Stan's presence 
in that august hall. He was not on the Jury, so who would have 
Icnown? Wasn't he supposed to be in Poland? Remember that the 
politico-economic climate in those days did not readily foster travel 
from the Carpathians to "la belle France" or any other distant place. 
To better understand the gist of this tale, it should be said that this 
was the first thesis defense on a turbidite subject being defended 
(that is the terra) in France. Believe or not, turbidites, modem or 
ancient, were not yet in fashion. After three rather rough hours of 
deliberation and just before the pass-or-fail 'moment of truth' one 
key member of the Juiy rose slowly but dramatically. Bad sign. 
In Daumier-like court fashion he looked down at me, pointing his 
finger, and said, loosely translated, ""Monsieur, your turbidites may 
perhaps be interesting to some, but I for one do not believe in them 
and know that I remain completely and totally unconvinced of your 
position as to their existence.'" Tough message, especially since 
that topic was the major theme of my multiple year Thèse d'Etat 
effort. One could clearly say that the procedure was not going well. 
My advisor, Madame Yvonne Gubler, no lightweight herself, stood 
up and said in a firm voice that one of eastern Europe's veritable 
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turbidite leaders 'just happened to be sitting in the audience,' 
yes, and he was no less than Monsieur le Professeur Dzutyñski 
de Cracovie. Unknown to us, she had quietly maneuvered to 
invite him for this gladiator blood-bath. Thus, the die was cast. 
Prompted by the president of the Jury to stand up and asked to 
pass independent judgment on my findings, Stan in a powerftil 
but mostly unintelligeable mixture of excited Lvovian Polish and 
smattering of what surely must be the most horrendous French 
ever heard in the university halls of Grenoble, stated that picture 
slides in my grès d'Annot presentation were the first images he 
had actually seen of the faciès for which he had coined a year or so 
earlier the term fluxo-turbidite. Well, I can assure you that no one in 
that audience knew, or probably cared, what a fluxo-turbidite was, 
and quite frankly now it does not matter. The point is that it was 
pretty clear from Stan's voice level and enthusiasm that this, at least 
for him, was super-great. I was grandly admitted into the doctoral 
ranks with the added citation of ''avec mention exceptionnel du 
Jiiiy". Thanks, Stan, that was a close one! 

A week later, taking him to see those fluxo-turbidites in the grès 
d'Annot, we nearly 'lost' him. It was a hot sunny summer day in 
the Maritime Alps, it was near noon and we each had finished our 
Pernod. Then there we were, Stan, Madame Gubler and I standing 
high on a cliff above at the Chambre du Roi, admiring exposures. 
He was near the edge when all of a sudden he started jumping up 
and down and yelling, ''yes, that's it, that's it, you see, you see, 
they do existT when he slipped. At the time he was carrying, no, 
not a map or field guide or hammer, but a large bag of oranges. 
He had been munching on them, a little like a sandwich, one after 
another. Remember, this is 1961 and at the time, to those "à l'est'', 
the orange was not a banal citrus fruit. Anyway, no time to think, 
I grabed my newfound saviour, pulling him onto the ledge, one 
good deed deserves another, but nearly a dozen oranges went 
sailing out of the bag. Down over 100 m they fell, smashing on the 
'fluxies'. Silence was followed by a number of harsh Polish words, 
and we think we saw what may have been moisture at the comer of 
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his eyes. Then, nothing but near-moody silence for the next half- 
hour. I definitely liked this veiy human fellow, hoping we might 
become friends. 

So you will now ask, did you see Stan in Ki-aków and work with 
him in the Carpathians? Why sure. After all, was he not the father of 
the fluxo-turbidite and my saving angel at the thesis defense? I need 
to say, however, that I was a bit dismayed to see his, ah...should 
we call it a flume? It seemed, at least to me, that the apparatus 
resembled a small, very dirty aquarium with a partially broken glass 
pane. Taken aback, I asked myself ''Did he really make all those 
absolutely remarkable plaster-of-Parts casts in that contraption?'". 
He then pointedly asked, ''OK, what sole mark do you want me to 
make?". I don't exactly remember at this point, but like a sorcerer 
he placed his hand in some old rusty cans and jars, pulled out a leaf 
and twig here and fish bone there and began preparing the mixture 
as only a magician could. The slurry of his special concoction and 
density began to flow downslope. As we were looking from above, 
the glass side of the aquarium being too filthy to see anything, some 
burned tobacco from his always present pipe fell into the dense 
mini-avalanche. We broke off for lunch, walked to his tiny Krakow 
apartment located just under a roof, where he had to bend so as not 
to hit his head on low ceiling beams. After returning to the lab, he 
carefijUy pried out, without breaking, the dirty grey sole-marked 
plaster slab. He smiled contentedly for, of course, it was as beautifial 
as it was unique. Stan's wonder science I called it. Great stuff. 

I think his friends will recognize the type of escapades we 
shared. They had about them a style. Where to begin? Ah yes, 
when we hid in the water under an overhang, a turbidite of course, 
on the edge of a Carpathian resei-voir clearly marked off limits to 
all, including two geologists ti7ing to escape the heat and cool off. 
No need for concern, I thought, at least until we saw a patrol boat 
in the distance moving slowly toward us, yes, with armed guards. 
Like in some war film. Something on my face must have made 
Stan utter, "Stay quiet, stay under the water until they pass. And 
remember that you are lucky Uncle Joe is no longer still with us 
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here." Easier said then done. Or when we went through a number 
of fields and crossed over a barbed-wire fence from Poland into 
Czechoslovakia, as it was then called, to see still more turbidites. 
"/s this wise?" and ''Where are the border guards?" and "Don't 
they have dogs?" I asked. From Stan I only heard 'Wow be a quiet 
capitalist" As it began to darken, he told me that we would spend 
the night right there on a slope. It was almost entirely covered by 
- yes, you guessed it - angular turbidite fi'agments of varying size 
and color. Angular is the key word here. I should have Icnown better 
than to ask, ''What are we going to sleep on?" His response was that 
it if I plan to continue in this vein I would be recognized by all as 
little more than a "capitalistic worm." Oh well, the vodka helped 
that long night, but only just a little. 

When Stan came to the States some years later, I picked him up at 
Washington's Union Station. What a solid hug I was given by Stan 
the Lvovian Mischa bear. He was as dismayed by my very little 
car, as I had been by his old green bump-mobile in Krakow. Both 
machines had seen better days. How was he going to fit in what had 
been a nice red Austin-Healy Sprite, but was now an old British 
sports car? He slid in, forced himself to sit low in the seat, and then 
as if on the ground, and he chuckled all the way home. I joined in 
the laughter, especially when he asked in his usual direct way "And 
where did you pick up this capitalistic kiddie car?". 

One can learn from good fi-iends, and that is one healthy reason 
to keep and cultivate them. In my case, I learned by rubbing 
shoulders with Stan that it was important to 'go with a gut feeling 
and/or intuition' and, even as a scientist, not to worry, not every 
problem needs a crisp answer or a neat solution. Many of us clearly 
remember that his professional situation was - to put it gently - not 
always an easy one. I never heard him complain. It seems to me 
that, perhaps in addition to his affection for Lwow, he was really a 
Taoist of sorts, able to face relatively calmly what had to be faced. 
Yes, beheve me, Stan advanced on his path in a truly special and 
unique fashion, and in so doing left a powerful trace. 
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