
 

1 
 

My journey for the painting 

By Jana Šmardová 

 

Saturday, October 25, 2014, 8:30 a.m 

We are starting! We have had breakfast, made coffee for the journey in our old thermos flask. 

The last baggage check is simple: two bags of clean clothes, two notebooks, a bag of music 

CDs and a basket of food. Ridiculously few things for such a big car. Yesterday, my husband 

drove to Letohrad, where he swapped our trusty little car (Citroën Grand Picasso) for his 

brother-in-law's van (Mercedes Benz-Vito). The Citroën would not carry the load we want to 

take in Lyon, France. 

Off we go! We are about to leave Brno, with the first sip of coffee in front of us, the first portion 

of music, conversations, and lots of thoughts... We are crazy! Four days of travel lie ahead of 

us: two days to Lyon and two days back... 

Prolog 1: 1998, Lyon 

Sometime in 1998, Pierre Jurdic took his work home with him for the weekend. Pierre is a 

scientist, a biologist. He studies the development of bones and is therefore also interested in 

osteoclasts, the cells that resorb bones. As part of his research, Pierre has stained certain 

structures inside the osteoclasts and wants to look at them at home in peace. Even though he 

has family visiting at the weekend. His wife's relatives are coming, including his brother-in-law 

Pierre Favre, a painter. When Pierre, the scientist, immerses himself in pictures of osteoclasts 

at the weekend, Pierre, the artist, looks over his shoulder. And he is thrilled. These colorful 

pictures of cells with mysterious structures are beautiful. So Pierre, the artist, asks Pierre, the 

scientist, if he can borrow the pictures and paint one of them. 

 This sudden inspiration gives rise to several paintings. And the idea of combining 

science and art on a different level is born. Next autumn, the Lyon section of the French Society 

of Cell Biology is organizing a national conference under the direction of Pierre, the scientist. 

One of the paintings will become the logo of the entire conference, and it has been agreed that 

an opening ceremony for the exhibition of all the paintings by Pierre, the artist, on the theme of 

osteoclasts will take place during the conference... 

Prolog 2: March 8, 1999, Brno 

 My day started like any other. Get up in the morning and rush to work. My two girls are 

still asleep. Anna is 10, Daniela is 6. They'll get up with their father, who will accompany them 

to school and kindergarten. At this point, I've already completed part of the working day. I am 

working in the lab, learning, writing and happy. My day starts early. And if I start on time and 

am quick enough during the day, I can finish in the early afternoon, pick up both daughters and 

spend the rest of the day with them. I'll shop, cook, clean. I will check Anna´s homework and 
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help her get ready for school tomorrow. I'm going to cut Daniela's hair today, I've been planning 

that for a long time. The short haircut suits her very well. I wait impatiently for my husband at 

six o´clock. It's Monday, the day I regularly go to the gym. Today is no exception. My husband 

is coming over, so I grab my training shoes and a T-shirt and run all the way to the gym to be 

on time. I'm just catching up. On the way there, it occurs to me that a yoga excersize might 

make more sense than aerobics in my hectic everyday life. But I can't think that through at this 

pace. And then the fast music kicks in, I throw myself into the rhythm and start pumping. A 

severe headache sets in! Terrible! Unbearable! I can't move because of the pain!  

I spent three weeks in hospital. The blood in my brain has slowly reabsorbed. After all the 

turmoil, three quiet, motionless weeks. I wait. Time drags on. Mostly at night. You cannot sleep 

here. So, I just count the days: from pain to pain, from injection to injection, from visit to visit. 

With hope. In the hope that it will end well. That I will return to my girls, that I will not die and 

that I will be healthy and fully functional again. The sleepless nights are endlessly long. But 

usually with a wonderful, almost dreamlike ending. Outside the hospital window, the sun rises 

every morning, almost always blood-red, almost every time you can feel the power and 

relentlessness, the inevitability of the arrival of a new day. I pray to this sun every morning. 

With respect for this power and greatness and inevitability. I pray and wish fervently to live 

and be healthy. Please let me stay alive, at least until my daughters are grown up. I pray and 

promise. I promise that from now on I will be much more attentive, much more careful. I 

promise that I will go through my life more slowly, that I will listen to myself more attentively. 

I will follow much gentler impulses and messages than the "knocks on the head" I was getting 

now. After three weeks, I was discharged from hospital. I am staying at home for the next two 

months before slowly returning to full-time work. Mercifully, I have been fully reintegrated 

into working life. Even the Grant Agency is postponing the deadline for new grant applications 

this year, so I can still make it after all the vicissitudes. I am getting a second chance. 

 

Lyon, October 27- 29, 1999 

I met Pierre for the first time around the turn of October / November 1999. We visited 

him in Lyon because my husband Jan had a joint Czech-French project with him, which 

involved both joint scientific projects and regular working meetings. Sometimes in Lyon, 

sometimes in Brno. It was my husband's first trip to Lyon and I accompanied him. We visited 

Pierre at the Ecole Normale Superieure de Lyon. He showed us around his workplace, the 

laboratories, introduced us to colleagues and students. Then we sat for a while in his office, 

which he shared with his colleague, and talked. I noticed an interesting picture behind the glass 

of the library (Fig. 1) and Pierre readily explained it to me. It was the cover of the proceedings 

of a conference he had recently helped organize for the French Society of Cell Biology. The 

logo - and this was what caught my eye - was the image of a girl figure on a background that 

resembled a cellular structure. It turned out that this was indeed the case. The author, Pierre's 

brother-in-law Pierre Favre, was inspired by Pierre's photo of a cell - an osteoclast that had a 

specially colored, highlighted cytoskeleton. He then painted a human figure on the background 
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of the colored cell. The result was a strange image, full of an eerie sadness probably that 

probably stems from the helplessness and lack of freedom of the human figure, but also full of 

color and life, whose steadfastness perhaps stems from the fact that I associate the cytoskeleton 

- a kind of cell scaffolding - with strength, support and unbreakability. The image has stayed in 

my head for a long time... 
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Fig. 1: Title page of the proceedings of the conference of the French Society of Cell Biology, 

which took place in Lyon from October 27 to 29, 1999. 

 Back in Lyon, Pierre introduced us also to his family. To his wife Brigitte, a Swiss 

woman whom he met years ago in the United States and whose brother Pierre painted this 

interesting paintings. And also to their three sons: Benjamin, Vincent and Rémi. We also went 

on a two-day trip to Provence together. It enchanted us immediately and forever.   

 

2000 - 2008 

In July 2000, the Mendel Days conference was held in Brno, where our results were 

presented. For a long time we tried to induce the differentiation of monoblasts transformed by 

the v-myb oncogene. The differentiation was successful to a certain extent, and the monoblasts 

turned into giant, lobulated cells. We were standing in front of our poster, explaining how we 

had induced the tumor monoblasts to differentiate, when Pierre, typically jovial and smiling, 

came up to us, jabbed his finger into the picture of the cells and exclaimed, “These must be 

osteoclasts!” We discussed all the details of our protocol, and I introduced him to my student 

Alice, who was working on this project as part of her doctoral thesis. And we agreed that Alice 

- as part of Pierre and my husband's project - would go to Lyon for a few weeks with another 

student from my husband's lab to see if they really were osteoclasts. This trip took place very 

early. Alice, working under Pierre's supervision, discovered that "our" cells had all the 

characteristics of osteoclasts with one exception: they could not resorb bones. In 2005, our joint 

work summarizing these results was published (Šmardová J., Nemajerová A., Navrátilová J., 

Jurdic P., Šmarda J.: CBP sensitizes v-myb–transformed monoblasts to differentiation 

inducers. Differentiation 73: 2005 , 222-232). 

 In the years that followed, we met Pierre and his family again and again, both 

professionally and privately. In 2002, my husband and I went to Lyon for a great conference of 

the International Society for Differentiation. The very next year (2003), we were in Lyon again, 

this time for a conference on the tumor suppressor p53, the central topic of my work. The 

conference was organized by the Lyon Agency for Research on Cancer IARC, as was another 

memorable conference on p53 in 2007. On all these occasions we saw Pierre and his family. 

Pierre and Brigitte came to Brno twice to give lectures to our students (2003, 2013) (Fig. 2). In 

the meantime, we spent two summer vacations together. First in 2004 in Mala Fatra, Slovakia, 

and then in 2005 in the French Alps (Fig. 3). We will also meet briefly during our family 

vacation in Provence in 2008, where Pierre and Brigitte visited us for a weekend.  
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Fig. 2: My husband, me and Pierre in Spilberk, Brno in 2003. 

 

 

Obr. 3: Pierre, Brigitte, our daughters and my husband in Alps in 2005. 
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Overlaps 

I have been teaching the Molecular Biology of Tumors course at Masaryk University 

since 1998. Over the years, I have become very aware of the parallels and similarities between 

the behavior of cells - healthy and cancerous - and the behavior of humans. Sometimes I have 

offered these comparisons to the students. To lighten the atmosphere during long lectures, to 

keep ste students´ attention and entertain them, and to facilitate insight into a problem. And 

sometimes also in the hope that it would be an opportunity for us to think together. I began to 

call these thoughts and ideas "overlaps". Gradually I came to believe that cancer is not just a 

disease and a matter of cells, but that perhaps it is a more general principle. And that tumors 

thrive not only in our bodies, but also in our lives and in the lives of society in general. On 

November 3, 2008, I wrote for the first time in my diary that my biggest dream was to write a 

book about cells that reflected this view. On April 21, 2009, I gave my first, very informal 

lecture to some close friends, explaining the properties that tumor cells and tumors gradually 

acquire during their malignant transformation, and for the first time showing the implications 

and overlaps of this knowledge. 

And on this occasion, I remembered the girl-in-the-cell painting that I had seen years 

ago in Lyon. It occurred to me that this intertwining of two levels – the cell and the human 

beeing - expresses exactly, concisely and accurately what I mean by "overlaps". And, therefore, 

it would be great to have it and use it as a symbol for my lectures. So I immediately sat down 

and wrote an e-mail to Pierre in Lyon and asked if he had the picture saved somewhere, in any 

form. A negative answer came very quickly. Pierre knew immediately which painting I had in 

mind, he remembered it well himself. He searched through all his files, at home and at work, 

but he could not find the painting anywhere. I was very sad about that. 

 

Prague, 2009 

In the summer of 2009 (July 4-9), a major international congress of the European 

Society of Biochemistry, the 34th FEBS Congress, was held in Prague. The program was 

prepared well in advance and many Czech experts took part. My husband also helped organize 

the section on cell differentiation, so I knew in advance that Pierre was also one of the invited 

speakers who would give a lecture on osteoclasts. A few days before the congress, a nonsensical 

thought occurred to me. What if Pierre brought a painting of a girl in a cell to Prague? It didn't 

make much sense, because Pierre clearly wrote that he was looking for the painting but couldn't 

find it. But the thought was already there and wouldn't leave me. And so, although I didn't take 

a notebook with me to Prague, I packed a USB disk in my handbag "just in case" to save the 

painting. And it actually happened! At our very first meeting, Pierre proudly told me that the 

painting had been found. Brigitte couldn't accept that it was lost and searched until she found 

it. Pierre's eldest son Ben scanned the title page and saved it, Pierre brought it to Prague and 

downloaded it from his laptop onto my prepared USB disk! 
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I used the image for the first time as early as in 2009. It was the first time I demonstrated 

my "overlapping" perception of cells and tumors in my lecture as part of the professor 

appointment procedureon October 14, 2009. At the same time, I wrote the article "On cells, 

tumors and humans" for the Information Letters of the Gregor Mendel Society for Genetics (IL 

GSGM, No. 23, November 2009, pp. 29- 43). As part of the article, the painting entitled 

"Overlaps" was published for the first time (Fig. 4). Of course, this was done with appropriate 

credit to the names of both authors and with their permission. I sent them both a copy of the 

journal. I also got their permission to use the painting in other lectures, always mentioning their 

names, of course. I also hung a copy of the painting in my office, as a reminder of my innermost 

work project. 

 

2011 – the 50th birthday 

 Sometime in spring 2011, Pierre surprised me in an email with the information that the 

painting "Girl-cell" was still unsold. My fiftieth birthday was just around the corner and I 

thought it would make a very nice present. But it seemed too daunting to negotiate this option 

with an author who does not speak English (netiher Czech, of course), or indirectly through 

Pierre, and then travel to Switzerland for the painting... In short, I did not take this option 

immediately, although I thought about it a lot and could not get it out of my head. It was only 

later, when Pierre told me that he had finally decided to buy the painting himself and hang it in 

his office at the Ecole Normale Superieure de Lyon, that the depth of my disappointment 

showed me how much I really cared about the painting. But it was too late. 

 The celebrations for my fiftieth birthday were still very successful. Among other things, 

I received many lovely gifts. The most surprising came from my colleagues in the Department 

of Pthology. They had an artist make a stained glass vitrage for me. And when they were 

thinking about a theme that I might like, they came up with the idea of using the picture that I 

have had hanging on the blackboard in my office for so long... Yes. When I opened the box and 

saw the stained glass vitrage with the familiar figure of a girl against the background of an 

orange and red flower (rather than cell), I was speechless, moved, overwhelmed! Although the 

original painting had slip through my fingers, it still found its way to me – albeit in a different 

form (Fig. 5)! 
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Fig. 4: The title page of the article published in Information Letters of the Gregor Mendel 

Society of Genetics (IL GSGM, 23, November 2009, 29-43), where the painting was presented 

for the first time. 
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Fig. 5: The vitrage inspired by the painting: a gift from my colleagues from the Department of 

Pathology, Iniversity Hospital, Brno, to my fiftieth birthday. 

 

Cell Philosophy - 2013 

I began to use the image motif more and more frequently incoprorating new "overlaps" 

into my lectures and presenting them more and more openly. Not only did I always show their 

symbol - the picture of a girl-cell - along with the introduction and explaination of the overlaps, 

but I prepared my lectures in such a way that the picture emphasised them all as a soft 

background. All these efforts culminated in the fall semester of 2013, when I taught the course 

"Tumor Biology for Non-Biologists, or Cell Philosophy" (later renamed "Tumor Biology for 

Everyone, or Cell Philosophy") for the first time. The course was inspired and motivated by my 

daughters when they complained that there Masaryk University had only a weak offer of 

interesting "C" courses – suitable for students of different faculties and study programmes. I 

decided to prepare such a "C" course for them and finally bring out the overlaps in a slightly 

more complete form. To my delight, 70 students found the course and enroll. Although I felt 
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nervousness and stage fright throughout the semester, it was at the same time and above all a 

profound experience for me. Among other things, it was a kind of mutual attunement with the 

students. When I read the essays after the end of semester, in which the students returned to the 

topics of the course, I could not have been more satisfied. The positive evaluations of the course 

predominated and some of the essays were really open and profound. Amazing! 

Sometime around this time I met Jana Koptíková at work again after years. Jana and I 

worked together on a chapter for an oncology textbook in 2002 and 2003. I wrote the texts, Jana 

prepared amazing pictures. When I started preparing my habilitation thesis in 2004, Jana again 

prepared great pictures for it, which we later used in a joint paper (Šmardová J., Šmarda J., 

Koptíková J.: Functional analysis of the tumor suppressor protein p53. Differentiation 73 

(2005) 261-277). We always worked well together, we understood each other. Now, years later, 

I approached Jana again with the request to prepare images for further joint work. We met 

several times and exchanged some news from our private and working lives. Of course, I 

couldn't help but tell her about my plans to write the Book of overlaps, and I also told her about 

the painting of a girl in a cell. Jana was – just like me – fascinated by the painting and insisted 

that I should try to get it! And coincidentally, it was at this point when Pierre started mentioning 

in his emails that he was about to retire and finish his work at the Ecole Normale Superieure de 

Lyon. If he´s leaving the school altogether, that means he'll also be clearing out his current 

office... including the painting! It occurred to me that this could be the last chance to get the 

painting. This time I didn't hesitate and wrote to Pierre quite openly. And Pierre replied me just 

as openly. He had no intention of getting rid of the painting, he'd never sell it, but in my case 

he would. He knows how much it means to me! And he also knows that his brother-in-law has 

painted other paintings inspired by osteoclasts, so Pierre would sell his existing painting to me 

and buy a new one himself. He just pointed out to me that the painting is quite large (125 x 185 

cm) and therefore a suitable place for would be necessary. In addition, transportation from Lyon 

wouldn't be easy. But we agreed: the painting will be mine! I couldn't imagine when we'd go to 

France for it, but it was already clear that it would happen sooner or later. It's a long way, should 

we combine it with a vacation? With another journey? Preferably at the time when the lavender 

fields are in bloom in Provence, I've never seen that before and would love to! But when? In 

which year? 

 

The weekend house – November 29, 2013 

 In August 2013, my husband and I were in California, where we spent a few days in 

Napa Valley, a famous wine region. This time I did not enjoy the trip as much, I had severe jet 

lag and a toothache, I was homesick. The result of the sleepless nights was the idea of buying 

a vacation home in South Moravia, a region related to both Provence and Napa Valley. And at 

the end of November 2013, we got it. We spent a few months getting used to it, slowly getting 

to know it and slowly planning its further use and design. And it quickly became clear that the 

house was the right place for the girl-cell painting. The largest empty room – the future living 

room – had just two large enough walls that would be perfect for it... 
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Cell Philosphy II - 2014 

 The meeting with Jana Koptíková led to plans for our further cooperation. Jana was 

impressed by the overlaps and my plans to write a Book about cells and tumors. She also 

listened carefully to my experiences from the first lecture series the Cell Philosophy course and 

checked my powerpoint presentations. It was clear that my graphics were not up to her 

standards. And so she very quickly made suggestions for the new graphic design of the 

presentations. Of course, this also included the painting motif. I used the new graphic form of 

the presentations for the first time in spring 2014 and converted all my presentations for the 

course "Tumour Biology for All or Cell Philosophy" to this new format. 

 This time, 187 students from all faculties of Masaryk University enrolled in the course, 

and some non-enrolled guests also attended it regularly. Since the beginninfg of the semester, I 

have had stage fright again, but again coupled with joy and excitement! I have actually been 

thinking about the course all the time since the summer. Just like about the painting. My 

impatience grew and grew. How I wished I already had it. Suddenly its name pepped up: "As 

above, so below". This expression has its origins in the Vedas and means that what happens on 

one level also happens simultaneously on all other levels. It is also often used for the 

macrocosmos and the microcosmos: The two levels overlap, and when we understand one, we 

understand the other. That is exactly what the painting expresses for me. This is what it 

symbolises for me! 

 In 2014, the course "Tumor Biology for Everyone or Cell Philosophy" was moved to 

the largest lecture hall so that all students could sit comfortably. In 2013, they also regularly sat 

on the floor. It was cozy, but still a bit uncomfortable. In 2014, classes were held every Monday 

in the early evening. This meant that one Monday would definitely be missed: November 17 is 

a public holiday. A colleague who taught in the hall before me also pointed out to me that 

Monday, October 27, was also a risky regarding the student attendance because this day was 

also followed by another public vacation: October 28. Although I didn't actually want to cancel 

the lecture on October 27, I finally thought it was reasonable to do so. This way, students can 

take 4 days off without jeopardizing the possibility of receiving credits for a course in which 

attendance at the lectures was compulsory. 

I immediately got an idea. I could also take four days off. And it would be sufficient for me to 

take just one day of my precious vacation. And four days, that's enough for the trip to Lyon and 

back! And so, on October 14, 2014, I write Pierre an email with a preliminary inquiry if we 

could meet briefly in Lyon at that time and finalize the business - the purchase of the painting. 

Pierre replies immediately and amused. Yes, this weekend is fine. In fact, it's the only weekend 

that fits for a long time... Then I cautiously approach my husband with this crazy idea. He 

immediately agrees. So, we quickly confirmed the date of the meeting Lyon. All that remains 

is to check whether the picture will actually fit in our car, Pierre reminds us once again that this 

could be a problem. Well! He's right, it really is a problem. We thought our car was big enough, 

but it's not that big. I'm slowly giving up on the idea of buying a painting fast... I speak to my 
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colleague about my disappointment and she "kicks" me to find another solution. And so, on the 

evening of Monday, October 20, 2014, I call my sister Iva, and within 10 minutes she arranges 

with her husband Josef, that my husband will drive to Letohrad (where they live) on Thursday, 

October 23, 2014, and borrow their van... Everything is ready for the trip! 

  

Saturday, October 25, 2014, 8.30 am. 

We are starting! We have had breakfast, made coffee for the journey in our old thermos 

flask. The last baggage check is simple: two bags of clean clothes, two notebooks, a bag of CDs 

and a basket of food. Ridiculously few things for such a big car. Off we go! We are about to 

leave Brno, with the first sip of coffee in front of us, the first portion of music, conversations, 

and lots of thoughts... We are crazy! Four days of travel lie ahead of us: two days to Lyon and 

two days back... 

 We end the first day on  the road in the German town of Sinsheim, where my husband 

has booked an overnight stay at the Hotel Leo. We don't feel like reading or working. We sleep 

for hours. We're tired and a little nervous about what tomorrow will bring. I'm a little worried. 

What if I don't like the painting? 

 

Sunday, October 26, 2014 

On Sunday, we are among the first guests to have breakfast at the hotel and set off 

straight after breakfast. We arrive at the house of our friends Pierre and Brigitte at 3.15 pm. 

After a brief and warm welcome, we are immediately taken upstairs to see - for the first time - 

the original painting! Phew! It's really impressive! I feel strong emotions! And then coffee, 

conversation, meeting their son Vincent. We provide each other with information related to the 

painting that some of us did not know before. For example, we learn that Pierre, the painter, 

had painted several paintings inspired by osteoclasts, but had not organised an exhibition. He 

had personal difficulties at the time and put painting aside for many years. We go upstairs and 

look at another painting from this series that Pierre bought instead of the one he left me. It is 

beautiful! And we learn that Vincent has another painting in his house. 

Over dinner, we reminisce about shared experiences and talk about many other things 

from our lives. For some reason, I also remember the time when I was painfully determined to 

go back to work after maternity leave. It took me years to find the determination and courage 

to work full-time on the one hand, and the courage and patience not to rush into anything, not 

to force anything, but simply to listen carefully to all the opportunities that life offers. 

We go to bed soon. We sleep in a room where the painting hangs on the wall. I fall 

asleep immediately, but around two of the clock in the morning I am awake and can no longer 

sleep. I lie in the bed, look into the darkness and have to smile. In this darkness, an image is 

projected before my eyes and I suddenly find other levels in it. I see the chained figure 
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crouching inside the cell nucleus. And I think: Yes, as long as we believe that we are only 

determined by our genes, we really are chained. As long as we believe that our life is only 

material, we are chained. 

 

Monday, October 27, 2014 

  We get up early, but Pierre is already in the kitchen preparing breakfast. When he sees 

us, he drops everything and hands me the printed and laminated title page of the proceedings 

of the 1999 conference and asks me to check the date. Indeed! The conference began on 

October 27, 1999, exactly 15 years ago today! 

 We make tea, talk and eat croissants. Brigitte joins us and we continue our conversation. 

Brigitte tells me that she doesn't like "my" picture so much, it's too sad. Vincent also says that 

he doesn't like it very much, sometimes he feels like a tied-up figure... I reply that everyone 

probably feels that way, just some more and some less. I still have a lot to think about. But we 

don't have much time yet. The painting has to be carefully carried down from the second floor, 

carefully stowed in the car and secured against damage (Fig. 6 and Fig. 7). And soon we set off 

on the long journey home. Pierre also gives us confirmation that the painting now belongs to us 

(Fig. 8). 

 We're on our way before nine o'clock. Coffee again, songs. Perhaps even less talking 

than on the way there. We're lost in thought, and I've to keep looking back at my new painting. 

I still can't believe we actually made the journey! I look at the painting and project the 

experiences of the last few hours into my head. And suddenly it dawns on me that perhaps not 

everyone feels as chained up as the figure in the painting. Perhaps only those who have 

recognized and felt that they "have wings" and the desire to fly. So I've another name for the 

painting: "Ikaros"! Or "Longing", that is a synonym… 

 

Tuesday, October 28, 2014 

We slept in the same hotel as on Saturday night. We are tired again, but calmer, less tense. It 

seems that our mission will be successfully completed. We sleep long and peacefully. And early 

in the morning we set off on the last leg of our journey home. Instead of Brno, we  head south 

to our weekend house. We arrive at 3.15 pm again. We carefully place the painting in the still 

empty future living room. And we try to imagine how he will like it here. It will! That's for sure 

(Fig. 9). I use the few minutes my husband needs to check the house and sit in front of the 

painting for a while. I cannot stand it and although I am not a fan of such spicy drinks, I pour 

myself a thimbleful of strong, homemade plum brandy and drink to us: to me and the painting! 

After 15 years, the first part of our journey together is coming to an end. I feel that nothing will 

be the same from now on, something has changed. The next stage begins. And I am very excited 

to see what it will bring.  
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Fig. 6: We are loading the painting to the car: my husband and Pierre, October 27, 2014, Lyon. 

 

 

Fig. 7: We are loading the painting to the car: Brigitte and Pierre, October 27, 2014, Lyon. 
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Fig. 8: The certificate that the painting belongs to us. 
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Fig. 9: The painting just arrived to the new home in Moravská Nová Ves: October 28, 2014, 

3.15 pm.  

 

 

         Brno, November 2014  
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Epilogue 1: June 29, 2021, Brno 

I saw my dream come true for the first time. The printed books "What Tumors Teach Us,  

Parallels in Behavior of Cells and Humans" were just delivered. To my great delight, half of 

the shipment ended up in our house (Fig. 10). 

 

Fig. 10: It is June 29, 2021. Freshly printed books are at home! 
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Epilogue 2: September 10, 2021 

I received an e-mail from Pierre Favre expressing his delight that the book with the motif of his 

painting was born. And sent a nice photo as proof (Fig. 11). 

 

 

 

Fig. 11: Photo of Pierre Favre with a copy of my book showing his painting on the cover. He 

sent me the photo by e-mail on September 10, 2021. 

 


