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BERSZAN Zsolt
"Black Fluid Transfusion"

intr-un peisaj apocaliptic, pe cerul carbonizat
si pe pamantul lucios erodat ne aluneca pri-
virea, apoi se impiedica de cineva. Sau de ce-
va. In centrul privelistii negre si gri sclipitoare
se afl3 o fiint3 stinsd. in singuritatea ei ne-
marginita se autoamuza, amortitd in acelasi
gest unic inepuizabil. Pantomima dureroasa
pe scena insensibilitatii. Dorinta de creatie o
obligé sd nascd, singura sursa de inspiratie
fiind propriul ei corp. Geamatul figurii cu a-
natomie neregulatd, rasucita in convulsie,
creeaza un ecou vegnic in spatiul surd.
Fundalul geometric strict construit, per-
spectiva accentuata cu linii groase fixeaza un
spatiu limitat, dincolo de care intrezarim
neantul infinit. Un paravan sau o cutie de
sticla ocroteste creatura de indiferenta lumii
de dincolo, nhumai noi o putem compatimi.
Nuanta si substanta sa este diferitd de cea a
mediului Tnconjurator. Se reliefeaza din sau
se cufunda in lumea bidimensionald, toata
fiinta ei se lupta impotriva apartinerii acelui
univers. Din cand in cand se transforma prin-
tr-un gest optimist, naste si se reinterpre-
teaza. Altadata isi incredinteaza trupul unei
usurari prelungite in speranta de a scapa de
pesimism. Revolutia sa singulara este incre-
menita fard speranta in aceasta framantare
vegnica, dar privind spre noi se resemneaza,
vazand veneticii lumii dinamic-plastice con-
damnati la aceeasi soarta.

Berszan Zsolt construieste o lume moarta,
decolorata. Insa lucrarile sale prind viata sub
vesnica imbinare a metodelor clasice cu teh-
nica inovatoare. O raza de lumina se isca in
acrilul negru, siliconul se umple in liniste cu
suflet iar in cordonul ombilical sintetic moto-
rina porneste incet pe drumul sau hranitor.

Szilard FERENCZI
traducere: Csilla SZABO

BERSZAN Zsolt, "Black Head" (detail), 200x300cm, 2008
tehnica mixta | vegyes technika | mixed media

www.bazis.ro

Apokaliptikus tajba nézlink, az elszenesedett
égen és a fényesre koptatott foldon siklik a
tekintetliink, majd belebotlik valakibe. Vagy
valamibe. A feketén és szlrkén csillogo kor-
nyezetben van egy megtort fényl Iény. Ha-
tartalan maganyaban 6énmaga szérakoztaté-
ja, egyetlen végtelen gesztusba merevedve.
Fajdalmas pantomim egy érzéstelen szin-
padon. Alkotni akar, de csak sajat testébdl
merithet, ezért szlilni kényszerll. A gércsben
vonaglo szabdlytalan anatdmiaju alak nyogé-
se 6rok visszhangot kelt a siiket térben.

A mértanilag szabdlyos hattér, az egyenes,
vastag vonalakkal megerGsitett perspektiva
véges teret hatarol be, amin tul felsejlik a
semmi végtelenje. A lényt paravan vagy
Givegbura védi az érzéketlen masviladg k6zom-
bosségétdl, meglesni és egylttérezni vele
csak errél az oldalrdl lehet. Anyaga és szinbeli
arnyalata mas, mint koérnyezetéé. Kidom-
borodik a kétdimenzids vildgbol vagy éppen-
séggel belestipped, egész lénye lathatdan az
odatartozas ellen kiizd. Olykor egy optimista
mozdulattal atalakul, megszil és ugy értel-
mezi Ujra 6nmagat. Maskor testét egy hosz-
szan tartd megkdnnyebbiilésnek adja at a
pesszimizmustdl vald szabadulds reményé-
ben. Egyszemélyes forradalma ebbe az 6rdk-
ké tartd vajudasba merevedik reménytelentl,
de kitekintve rank belenyugszik, latva a szi-
nesen mozgd vilag hasonld sorsra itélt jott-
mentjeit.

Halott, szintelen vilagot barkacsol Berszan
Zsolt. A hagyomanyos modszer és a technikai
Ujitds egymasba fonddasanak 6rok mocor-
gasa éleszti fel alkotdsait. A fekete akrilban
fény gyul, a szilikonba halkan belecuppan a
lélek, és gazolaj indul lassan taplald Utjara a
mUanyag kéldokzsindrban.

FERENCZI Szilard

We look at an apocalyptic landscape, our
eyes run over a carbonized sky and a ground
worn shiny, then they bump into somebody.
Or into something. There is a broken blazed
being in that environment glimmering in
black and grey. In his boundless solitude he
entertains himself numbed into one infinite
gesture. A painful pantomime on an insen-
sitive stage. He wants to create, but he can
take only from his body, so he is obliged to
give birth. The groan of the figure of an
irregular anatomy and wriggling in convul-
sion echoes infinitely in the deaf space.

The formally regular background and the
perspective strengthened with straight and
thick lines locate a finite space over which the
infinite of nothing looms. A folding screen or
a bell-glass protects the being from the
indifference of the insensitive beyond; one
can look out for him or feel for him only from
this side. His material and color shade is
different from that of his environment. He
stands out or even sinks into the two di-
mensional world, the whole being visibly
struggles against belonging there. Some-
times he transforms by an optimistic move-
ment, he gives birth and reinterprets himself.
Another time he renders his body to a long
lasting relief in hope of getting rid of pessi-
mism. His individual revolution hopelessly
freezes into this everlasting travail, but
looking at us he reconciles himself seeing the
similarly destined men of no credentials in
the colorful, dynamic world.

Zsolt Berszan tinkers a dead, achromatic
world. The ever moving interlacement of the
traditional method and technical innovation
revives his works. A light shines up in the
black acryl, the soul silently smacks into the
silicon, and the fuel gently starts its nouri-
shing journey in the plastic navel-string.

Szilard FERENCZI
translated by Tinde SZABO
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KUDOR DUKA Istvan

"SOI’I"
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KUDOR DUKA Istvan, "The other" (detail), 85x66cm, 2008
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tehnica mixta pe PFL | vegyes technika, farostlemez | mixed media on fibreboard

Cu un camp vizual ingust, nebanuind nimic
patrundem intr-o galerie, unde portrete uria-
se cu priviri pline de repros ne urmaresc fie-
care miscare. Sunt fete varstnice, si totusi fa-
ra varsta, care si-au adunat deja pe chip in-
treaga paleta de sentimente, sinceritatea din
ochii lor neputand fi trecuta cu vederea. Dau
impresia unor fotografii sifonate, deseori mo-
totolite, de parca artistul le-ar fi luat in mana
de nenumarate ori cu scopul de a dezlega
mistere. Asa cautam si noi rdspunsuri la in-
trebarile noastre, rasfoind si sifonand expe-
rientele de viatd proprii colectionate in gale-
ria constiintei personale.

in acest moment cdmpul nostru vizual se
largeste. Capul a capatat un corp intre timp,
la fel de incretit, dar mai putin expresiv. Chi-
pul ramane protagonistul panzei, pe care o
umple cu amintiri din negura vremii, insa
detaliile uitate raman inchise in subconstient.
Este vorba de schite reprezentdnd doud
persoane, bogate in amanunt, insa perfec-
tionarea lor nu poate fi asumata de catre
personaje. Au pierdut de mult cheia dezle-
garii, pot face fata numai relativ acestei sar-
cini. Fetele uitd cate o bucata chiar din ele
insele numai pentru a putea aseza la locul
potrivit piesele mai importante din acest
~puzzle”. Cap si corp nu pot sa se implineasca
unul in detrimentul celuilalt, gesturile sunt la
fel de importante ca si mimica. Completan-
du-se cu fragmente din amintiri, pictura se
linisteste in fata ochilor nostri, dar portiunile
ei lipsa sunt la fel de valoroase vietii ca si cele
puse la locul lor.

Participam la un joc al recompunerii alaturi
de Kudor Duka Istvan atunci cand cautam
tabloul complet al autoportretului sau. Se
recladeste din detalii prin radiografierea pro-
priilor gesturi mici si stari de spirit, despicand
universul sentimentelor sale. Astfel ne obliga
pe noi, ,prospectorii intregului” sa ne con-
centram asupra diferitelor noastre simturi,
pentru a ajunge sa constientizam frumuse-
tea complexitatii individuale.

Szilard FERENCZI
traducere: Csilla SZABO

BeszUkult latdmezdvel, semmit sem sejtve
belépink egy arcképcsarnokba, ahol hatal-
mas portrék szemrehanyod tekintete koveti
minden mozdulatunkat. Id6s és mégis id6tlen
arcok ezek, az érzések teljes skalajat arcukra
gy(jtotték mar, 6szintén néznek velink szem-
be. Gy(rott, sokszor szorongatott fényképek
benyomasat keltik, mintha a m(ivész szamta-
lanszor er6t meritett volna bel6lik, megfejté-
sek utan kutatva. Igy kereslink mi is valaszt
kérdéseinkre, sokszor fellapozva és meggy(ir-
ve a tudatunk m{icsarnokaban felhalmozoédott
élettapasztalatokat.

Ekkor kitagul a latomezonk. A fej ald test
kertlt id6koézben, ugyanolyan gylrétt, am
kevésbé kifejez6. Az arc maradt a vaszon
fészerepl6je, és a homalybdl el6bukkand
emlékeivel tolti meg azt, de az elfelejtett rész-
letek a tudatalattijdban maradnak, bezarva.
Kétszemélyes, részletgazdag vazlatok ezek,
tokéletesitésliket szerepl6i nem tudjak vallal-
ni. Mar rég elvesztették az értelmezés kul-
csat, csakis viszonylagosan tudnak e feladat-
nak eleget tenni. Az arcok sokszor 6nmaguk-
bél is kifelejtenek valamit csak azért, hogy e
~puzzle” fontosabb darabjat a helyére illesz-
szék. Fej és test egymas nélkil nem tud ki-
teljesedni, a gesztusok is ugyanigy meghata-
rozéak, mint a mimika. Kodos részemlékekkel
egészitve ki egymast, lecsillapodik szemiink
el6tt a kép, melynek hianyzo darabjai is épp-
Ugy az életbe vagnak, mint az, ami felkerilt
ra.

Hasonld kirakdjatékban veszlink részt Kudor
Duka Istvan oldalédn, amikor a m(ivész 6narc-
képének teljes latvanyat keressiik. Részle-
tekbdl épiti fel 5nmagat, atvilagitja apré gesz-
tusait és hangulatvaltozasait, feldarabolva
azt, ami meghatarozza kerek érzésvilagat.
Igy kényszerit minket, egység-latdkat arra,
hogy érzékszerveinkre koncentralva kézelebb
keriljink sajat 6sszetettséglink szépségének
tudatéhoz.

FERENCZI Szilard

bazis = S :
AZIS Contemporary Art Gallery

We step unsuspectingly, with confined field of
view into a portrait gallery where accusing
eyes of giant icons follow our every move if
we look up to them. Aged yet ageless faces,
gathering the whole scale of emotions, face
us baldly. They make the impression of
crinkly, often wringed photographs, as if the
artist had drawn strength from them count-
less times, searching for solutions. We also
search for answers this way, turning over and
wrinkling the pages of our life experiences
compiled in the gallery of our mind.

At this point, our field of view widens. In the
meantime, the head gained a body, likewise
crisped, but less expressive. The face re-
mained the protagonist of the canvas filling it
with its memories emerging from obscurity,
but the forgotten details remain closed into
its subconscious. These are twosome can-
vases full with detail, their characters cannot
overtake their improvement. They have long
lost the key of interpretation, they can only
partially handle this task. The faces often
leave out something even from themselves
only to put this key piece of the puzzle to its
right place. Head and body cannot reach
accomplishment without each other, ges-
tures are as decisive as the mimicry. Com-
pleting each other with blurry memories, the
picture calms down in front of our eyes,
where its missing pieces are as vital as those
appearing on it.

We are engaged into the same jigsaw with
Istvan Kudor Duka when we look for the
whole picture of the artist's self portrait. He
builds himself out of details, trans-illu-
minates his tiny gestures and mood changes,
cutting into pieces his well rounded affec-
tivity. This is how he forces us, unifying
viewers, to realize the beauty of our com-
plexity by focusing on our senses.

Szilard FERENCZI
translated by Tiinde SZABO
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BETUKER Istvan, "Company" (detail), 90x200cm, 2008
ulei pe panza | olaj, vaszon | oil on canvas

intre finalul si inceputul gesturilor noastre
exista intotdeauna o pauza de o clipeala.
Cand miscarea anterioard tocmai ni se stinge
fn muschi si mintea da porunca pentru urma-
toarea. Este o stare intretdiata in afara fizicii,
o fractiune de secunda fara reflexe. Astfel,
oprind timpul si scapand de nevoia miscarii
ne-am putea angaja in plutire. in acest mo-
ment artistul arunca gravitatia, ca pe o min-
ge, intr-un alt punct, neobignuit de nou al
spatiului. Din aceasta cauza trupul nostru
molesit, accepténd constrangerea, se depla-
seaza brusc in acea directie. Si asa ramanem
imortalizati. Pe panza raméane doar pauza
instantanee dintre gesturi, redata eternitatii,
ca o piesa smulsa din miscdrile noastre ne-
terminate si legate intre ele.

Admirand picturile artistului simtim cum ne
cuceresc, iar mintea ne indruma receptivi-
tatea pe cdrari neumblate. Nu ne mai simtim
infailibili. Imbratisam ceea ce vedem si ne
insusim acel sentiment fin-nelinistitor ndscut
din pacea eterica a modelelor pictate. Majo-
ritatea lor, cu ochii inchisi, se lasa tarate de
pe panzad, nu inainte insa de a se agata bland
de insesizabil. Unele, cu ochii deschisi, ne in-
gaduie sa le observam intimitatea, insa privi-
rea lor interogativa ne umple cu un senti-
ment apasator de rusine. Altele ne resping
atentia prin a nu ne lua in seama, accentuand
astfel insuportabilitatea curiozitatii noastre.
larasi altele cu chipuri izbitor de diforme sau
stralucitor de vesele ne aduc la cunostinta ca
nu are rost sa le cercetam, mastile lor n-o sa
ingdduie intrezdrirea altor sentimente.
Betuker Istvédn nu ne lasé sa-i chestionam
eroii, multi dintre ei sunt reprezentati din
ochiin jos, iar membrele lor, in cele mai multe
cazuri, sunt infatisate doar pe jumatate. Le
incredinteaza taina sentimentelor proprii asa
cum ne scriem jurnalul sau impartasim dile-
mele noastre cotidiene celor mai dragi noua.

Szilard FERENCZ,I
traducere: Csilla SZABO

Lezart és kezd6dé mozdulataink kozétt min-
dig van egy szemrebbenésnyi sziinet. Amikor
el6z6 gesztusunk elhal izmainkban és elménk
mar a kovetkez6t parancsolja. Szaggatott fizi-
katlan allapot ez, a masodperc toredékében
mért reflextelenség. Ekkor, megallitva az id6t
és megszabadulva a moccanas kényszerétdl,
lebegésbe kezdhetnénk. Ugyanabban a pil-
lanatban a m(ivész atdobja a gravitaciot, mint
egy labdat, egy masik, szokatlanul Uj pontjara
a térnek. Ettdl ernyedt testiink, engedve a
kényszernek, elmozdul abba az irdnyba. Es
igy maradunk megfestve. Befejezetlen és 6sz-
szetartozé mozdulatsoraink kiragadott darab-
jaként kertl fel egyetlen villanasnyi gesztus-
szunetlnk a vaszonra, atadva azt az 6rokkeé-
valésagnak.

Nézzik a mivész festményeit és érezzlk,
ahogyan elcsavarja a fejlink. Fejlink utan be-
fogadokészségink is jaratlan Utra téved. Mar
nem hiszlink tévedhetetlenséglinkben. De el-
hissziik, amit latunk, és magunkéva tesszik
azt az Uj, puhan nyugtalanitd érzést, amit a
m(ivész megfestett modelljeinek Iégies béké-
je valt ki bennink. Legtébbjuk csukott szem-
mel hagyja magat lesodorni a vaszonrdl, el6t-
te azonban még lagyan belekapaszkodik a
megfoghatatlanba. Egyesek nyitott szemmel,
ténykedésliket megszakitva hagyjak, hogy ki-
lessiik intim pillanataikat, kérd6 tekintetik
azonban sajat szégyenérzetiinkre hat nyo-
masztdéan. Masok elharitjak kutatd tekinte-
tinket Ggy, hogy nem vesznek tudomast ré-
lunk, kihangsulyozva ezzel kivancsisagunk el-
viselhetetlenségét. Megint masok ijeszt6en
torz vagy felhétlenul viddm arccal adjék tud-
tunkra, hogy felesleges tovabb flrkészni 6-
ket, ennél tobb érzelmi réteg nem hamozhaté
le dlarcaikrol.

Betuker Istvan nem hagyja, hogy alanyai ki-
flrkészhetbek legyenek, sokukat szemtdl le-
fele, végtagjaikat pedig csak félig abrazolja.
Sajat érzéseinek titkat ugy bizza rajuk, a-
hogyan mi vezetjik naplénkat vagy osztjuk
meg mindennapi dilemmainkat a neklink leg-

kedvesebbekkel.
FERENCZI Szilard

There is always a pause of wink between our
passed and beginning movements, when our
first gesture dies away in our muscles and
our brain sends the command for the next.
This is an abrupt state without physics,
without reflexes measured in the fragment of
a moment. At this point, we should begin
floating by stopping the time and losing the
necessity of stir. But right before that, in a
flash of a second, the artist throws the
gravitation, like a ball, to another, new and
odd point of the space. Our languished body,
yielding to this force, moves in that direction.
And we remain painted like this. Our gesture-
pause of one wink gets to the canvas, giving
it to eternity, as a snatched piece of our
unfinished and matching gesture-series.

We look at his paintings and feel how the
artist twists our head. After our head, our
percipiency also walks pathless ways. We do
not believe in our infallibility anymore. But
we believe what we see, and apprehend that
new, softly worrying feeling generated by the
painted models' airy peace. Most of them let
themselves drifted down from the canvas
with closed eyes, but before that softly grab
the impalpable. A few of them - with open
eyes, while stopping their activity - allow us
to take a glimpse into their intimate moment,
but their query look depresses our shame.
Another few brush aside our searching look
by ignoring us, stressing our unbearable
curiosity. Other models say with a frighten-
ingly deformed or a bright happy face that
there is no point in looking at them because
no more emotional stratus can be peeled off
their masks.

Istvan Betuker does not let his subjects to be
investigable, he pictures many of them only
from their eyes downward, and only half of
their limbs. He consigns the secret of his own
feelings to them like we write our journals or
share our everyday dilemmas with those

dearest to us.
Szilard FERENCZI
translated by Tiinde SZABO
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VERES Szabolcs
"PORTRAITS"

VERES Szabolcs, "Portrait no.5", 30x30cm, 2008
ulei pe panzé | olaj, vaszon | oil on canvas

O ceata ce amestecd om, prada si natura se
ridica in poiand, vanatoarea a luat sfarsit.
Artistul sta incd la pandd. Asteaptd ocazia,
cand toate isi vor ocupa locul. In momentul
potrivit isi scoate pensula si reinterpreteaza.
Acopera scena cu noi si noi straturi de acril,
revocand legile democratiei cromatice.
Tainuind si accentuand, creeaza un tablou
atat sumbru cat si senin. Picteaza in mod
autoritar faze ale zilei, vreme si prezenta
fizica. Rasarit crepuscular sau amurg de zori
elibereaza o negura lucioasd asupra peisa-
jului, pe cand rolul obiectelor si a fiintelor
devine discutabil. Se nasc sclipiri in circum-
stante neldmurite, conferind o notd vesela
armoniei obscure. Ne uitdm si avem nevoie
de timp ca sd descoperim spectacolul. Si nici
prin vointa nu ne-am putea dezlipi privirea.
Ne cucereste simfonia reflexiilor.
Comprimarea constiintei, a sentimentelor si
a starii de spirit pe un chip face din pictura de
portret o imensa provocare. Dar ce se in-
tampla, cénd intalnim o variantd grotesca a
acestora infatisate pe niste tablouri mici,
asezate la Tndltimea ochilor nostri? Suntem
invitati la identificare? Poate ca da. O accep-
tam? Probabil nu. Chiar daca nu dorim sa le
ludm in considerare, aceste chipuri cu priviri
caraghios de proaste, evident bolnave si fara
indoiala urate ne ranesc orgoliul, chestionan-
du-ne aroganta. in atelierul mimicii din fab-
rica de oameni a naturii asa aratau, probabil,
piesele de probd. Astdzi stim deja cd avem
de-a face cu rezultatul aspiratiilor noastre
exagerate catre perfectiune. Regretul de sine
ne cuprinde, cand ne dam seama ca am ridi-
cat manusa, primind inconstient provocarea
lui Veres Szabolcs. Martorii nostri fideli, ad-
miratia si reverenta fata de arta ne pot ajuta
sd trecem peste remuscari in acest duel al
constiintei.
Szilard FERENCZI
traducere: Csilla SZABO

www.bazis.ro
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VERES Szabolcs, "Portrait no.2", 24x18cm, 2008
ulei pe panzé | olaj, vaszon | oil on canvas

Embert, zsdkmanyt és természetet Gssze-
mosoé para szakadozik fel a tisztason, a vada-
szat véget ért. A mlvész lesben all még. Az
alkalomra var, amikor minden a helyére kertil.
A megfelel6 pillanatban lecsap, és ecsetjével
Ujraértelmez. Ujabb és Ujabb festékréteggel
vonja be a jelenetet, a kromatikai demokracia
kényszerének feloldasaval. Ellagyitva és fel-
erdsitve, egyszerre komor és egyszerre derls
korképet vardzsol a tisztdsra. Onkényesen
fest napszakot, idéjarast és fizikai jelenlétet.
Pirkadd alkonyat vagy szurkulodd hajnal sza-
badit fényes kodot a tajra, mig a targyak és
Iények szerepe vitathatd. Szamos tisztazatlan
kértlmények kozott sziileté megcsillanas vi-
ditja a sotét 6sszhangot. Nézzlik, és id6re van
sziikségiink a latvany felfedezéséhez. Es ha
akarnank sem tudnank levenni réla a sze-
miuink. Rabul ejt a tlikrozédések szimféniaja.

Tudat, érzelem és lelkidllapot arcra s(ritése
teszi oriasi kihivassd a portréfestést. De mi
torténik, ha ezek groteszk formaival talal-
kozunk egy kisméret(, fejmagassagban elhe-
lyezett portrén? Azonosuldsra kaptunk meg-
hivast? Talan igen. Elfogadjuk? Valdszinlleg
nem. Barmennyire is nem akarunk tudomast
venni réla, a rohejesen buta tekintetl, nyil-
vanvaldan beteg és kétségtelenil csinya ab-
razatok felhorzsoljak hilusdgunkat, megkér-
déjelezve arroganciankat. A természet em-
ber-izemének mimika-mihelyében igy néz-
hettek ki valamikor a prébadarabok. Ma mar
tudjuk, hogy a tokéletességre iranyulo eltul-
zott torekvéseink eredményével nézink
szembe. Onsajnalatunk belénkmarkol, ami-
kor radobbenlink, hogy mégis felvettik a
keszty(t, onkéntelenll reagélva Veres Sza-
bolcs kihivasara. Hl segédeink, a mlvészettel
szembeni aldzat és csoddlat segithetnek ma-
gunkba fordulni ebben a lelkiismeret-parbaj-

ban.
FERENCZI Szilard

ontemporary Art Gallery

VERES Szabolcs, "Portrait no.1", 30x24cm, 2008
ulei pe panza | olaj, vaszon | oil on canvas

A haze fading man, prey and nature, parts on
the clearing: the hunt has ended. The artist
still lays in ambush. He waits for the
occasion, when everything gets into place.
He dashes down in the right moment and
reinterprets with his brush. He applies newer
and newer paint layers onto the scene,
dissolving the coercion of the chromatic
democracy. Softening and strengthening it,
he conjures a panorama both somber and
gay onto the clearing. He paints arbitrarily
time, climate and physical presence. Dusky
daybreak or dawning twilight lets a shiny fog
on the landscape while the role of objects and
beings is debatable. Glances born in un-
explained conditions exhilarate the dark
harmony. We look at it, but we need time to
explore the sight. And we cannot help looking
atit. The symphony of reflections owns us.

Compressing consciousness, emotion and
state of mind onto a face transforms portrait
painting into a challenge. But what if we meet
the grotesque form of these on a small, eye-
leveled portrait? Are we invited to iden-
tification? Possibly. Do we accept it? Probably
not. No matter how we try to ignore it, the
ridiculously dumb looking, obviously sick and
undoubtedly ugly faces hurt our vanity,
question our arrogance. That is how test
pieces could have looked like in the mimicry
workshop of nature's man-factory. Now we
know that we face the result of our exagge-
rate aspirations towards perfection. Self-pity
grabs us when we realize that we took up the
gauntlet, involuntarily answering to Szabolcs
Veres' challenge. Our loyal assistants, humi-
lity and admiration towards art can help us to
withdraw into ourselves in this duel of

conscience.
Szilard FERENCZI
translated by Tlinde SZABO

BAZIS Contemporary Art Gallery
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