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The Berlin Shroud 

I came across familiar views in Berlin a couple of years ago at a photo exhibition—of works by Péter Nádas
—, and now city-scapes familiar to me from Berlin welcomed me in the Köves studio, and even a flat was 
among them where I have often been, the flat of a Dutch Hungarian artist and his wife who live Berlin. These
familiarities recalled over long distances are on the one hand, the natural and constant companions of 
movement, as we go, look and remember, in this no borders interfere. Even our capitals are numerous, one of 
them, for example, is Berlin, which is in itself, as a capital doubled in my opinion, or rather quadrupled: 
East–West, Before–After. On the other hand, these are familiar things in an alien place, perhaps just a matter 
of where one is living at the moment, where the burdens of life happen to come upon you, the sort of omitted 
or inserted things, images that get embedded in each other. 

The moment we step out onto the street, we are lost. We have stepped out of time. Time exists when we sit at 
home, the clock ticks or we watch TV. Then only adverts splice into time. And when we are lost, we 
immediately find ourselves in a labyrinth; there is no question having made a mistake, or having forgotten the
way, no possibilities of correction. The labyrinth is made up of places and paths that are embedded in one 
another. A form of the simplest kind: one comb pressed into another. Two cities (capitals) pressed into each 
other. 

To look at the world through a comb. To look at the world through two combs pressed together. A grid has 
been formed right away (the simplest way to digitalise), and of course you can move the grids, remove them, 
slide them in somewhere else, making free play of the resulting image. 

Or let us say every point on the image has been marked separately, and clicking on one, makes a bubble 
appear. It could be a square bubble, another image that may again be clicked on. A hyper-image, another 
labyrinth. 

I can’t really explain why I went to Berlin. Somehow it does not feel like it is enough to say: someone said, 
all right, you can go (can come). Possibly I am no even able to say why I came back home. Or how in Berlin, 
while sitting at a bar table my earlier mentioned Dutch Hungarian friend living in Berlin tells me to go to 
Amsterdam, he can lend me his flat, so that we set out, with wife and small child and find ourselves suddenly 
on the seaside, the baby carriage ploughing through the ankle deep sand, and in February too, when it is 
really up to the sea alone what sort of brownish–greyish shades she has her picture developed in, if not quite 
on the scale of the ebb and flow at a place like that, yet still with an unforeseeably, unnervingly stubborn roll 
of the waves. In other words, this kind of thing really can not be explained any more. Or does ‘explanation’ 
mean something else these days? Are the needs of the soul no longer of the same hue? 

The photographs come closer to us by means of the paint applied. Without any particular stated grounds they 
step into our space, and like a comb, want to grab onto us. Or it is as if we were looking at them through 
those 3D, colour contrast glasses, and that is why they had become three dimensional, but then we would 
have a real masquerade, with everyone trying to pretend they were someone else, while no one is surprised. 
Or perhaps the way this would—most likely—be, is that it is the Shroud of Turin, which as everyone knows, 
is a photograph, and three dimensional at that, so much so, that a Hungarian artist from Hungary, living in 
Budapest, a close friend of the earlier mentioned artist, or perhaps his distant relative, programmed it into a 
virtual landscape one could wander through, an in fact, finally a model of the world.

In every picture there is another, hidden picture, in the same way that the hunter must find the hare, and in 
case of failure there is the solution on the back, turn the picture this way or that, up side down maybe, and 
there it is among the branches. We have to step out of the picture. Or the opposite, keep enlarging the image 
until it is so large that among the bushes a blurred pistol becomes visible. 

I had a problem with the clouds in Berlin. I needed to mention this, because there are a lot of clouds in these 



paintings of Berlin. That is, I often found the clouds that drifted into the Berlin sky threatening, somehow so 
huge, and grave, even really dark sometimes, and if I recall correctly they were usually very sudden to 
appear, one could almost say, like a fleet of bombers. Surprising, because I am otherwise very fond of clouds,
I do delight in them, in fact in a way I hunt for them from my kitchen window, or else I would see only the 
barren wall across the yard. In Berlin the city sometimes spreads open in places such as the wide valleys cut 
among the buildings by the S-bahn, or the place where the train lines coalesce to create a special landscape of
rails and overhead crossings, but most strikingly in the place, which had once been no man’s land. These two 
things in conjunction, half a sky or full of dark cloud massing and the urban wasteland was quite a fright for 
me. I may add, just as pertinent information that in my childhood I often had dreams of war. In retrospect I 
noted that these dreams (like all of them actually) were black and white. The only explanation I could find 
was that the black and white TV we owned at the time, and the war films I saw in it had a powerful effect on 
me. And a life or death situation was a must in the dreams, I had to escape somehow, and miraculously 
always succeeded. A door or window to awakening always opened at the end. This may have been embedded
into the dream. 

How would this play out in the opposite direction? Let us say I am going down the road in terrified, and 
suddenly enter a door to find myself in someone else’s flat. I try to convince myself that it belongs to 
someone else. Well, here is this flat belonging to a Bermudan Eskimo living in Budapest. Or to step into a 
photo, cause a disturbance in it with my self. Retouching it. I have a negative—a Szalai photo, taken with a 
hundred year old machine—of myself and my wife that I keep very safe, on it I am  covered in innumerable 
tiny pencil marks, I am almost a drawing. I may like to play with the thought of my drawn self having come 
first, and my face butting in.

The structure of the world ought to be revealed. The structure of the world is undoubtedly, of the folding and 
mirroring kind, sort of shroud like. The base is a triangle, and then comes the square, from which then 
anything can be derived. An unfolded square, for example, provides a pretty good door to insight. 

To unfold and to mirror are at the same time also acts of covering up, as the other side becomes invisible, but 
so long as the side facing has enough complexity, no body will raise an eyebrow.

The roll and whirl of the masquerade. It is a self cleansing carnival. These paintings make a fine play on the 
distinction between the photograph and the painting, while at the same time they unfold something into which
our lives are somehow washed, themselves like pictures, retroactively, until finally they are not even our lives
any longer, just something familiar from somewhere.

(Delivered at the opening of the Éva Köves exhibition In and Out, in the Deák Erika Gallery on 19 January, 
2006.) 


