Career Path
Excerpts from Sándor Nagygyörgy’s Letters, Notes and Interviews 

I never had to ’’go out’’ into nature. It was where I always lived – it was my real home. I was born in the country, in Nyíregyháza, in the summer of 1933. I spent all of my childhood on the Great Plain (Alföld), in Hódmezővásárhely, on the Tisza river. The parish garden was to me a vast jungle. But not only were my surroundings a strong inspiration. My deep love and respect for nature was also bequeathed to me by my parents.

My mother and my grandmother brought their immense love along from Szekler Land in Transylvania. My father was not only devoted to his work as a priest, he was addicted to nature and his garden, too. It was no wonder, then, that at secondary school biology was my favourite subject, and since I could not go outdoors freely, I loved to spend my time in the biology classroom among dusty, stuffed animals, and the lengthy volumes of Brehm. At thirteen I spent weeks on the banks of the Tisza in a small tent alone, attentively studying the daytime glamour of nature and listening to its rustles in the quiet of the night.

When my family emigrated to Argentine in 1947, the most painful thing was taking farewell from the Tisza. But I was not away for long. Homesickness triumphed with my father, too. A year later once again I strolled the countryside.

The post-war years, difficult as they were, brought me happiness. The deeply rooted conviction that I would become a painter dates back to those years. I took to intensive drawing and painting. After graduating from secondary school I took a degree in geography at the Szeged Pedagogical College, spending all my free time in front of my easel which, whenever I could, I set up outdoors. I next attended the Academy of Fine Arts and spent six years of study with my excellent master, Aurél Bernáth. I graduated in 1959. The following years were extremely hard: the battle between direct visual experience, the attraction of nature, and the development of more abstract modes of expression. I realised that the unrepeatable and unique moments of the miracles of nature could not be captured with a paintbrush. Hundreds of elementary natural experiences of mine disappeared without trace. It was this feeling, and a small, simple camera that was lent to me that turned my attention to photography. Besides drawings and paintings, nature photographs mounted up, too. My joy resulted, on the one hand, from the direct projection of nature and, on the other, from the fact that it was an entirely new area that I discovered for myself. Later, of course, I got more and more involved in studying technical literature, which did not, of course, make my venture less exciting.

I had many thousands of photographs in my drawer when Pál Csergezán (painter and graphic artist known for his pictures of nature) introduced me to the Hunting Association. I now faced many new tasks and possibilities. The 1971 Budapest Hunting World Fair was quite a contribution. For two years running I devoted all my time and energy to this area. The gates of the whole country, the richest hunting grounds suddenly flung open. At the International Photography Contest of Hunting World Fair my fallow deer photographs won the first prize in the big game category, and my landscape photo won second in the landscape category. I became a member of the Association of Hungarian Photographic Artists (he was admitted ín 1970).

Although I myself never carried a shotgun, I grew to like hunting very much. Nature and wildlife have always drawn me. Equally important was the fact that I met many excellent friends in the company of hunters. Without their immense help and advice I would never have achieved anything in wildlife photography. In hunting I discovered a new and wondrous world which offered inexhaustible possibilities. I hope I succeeded in capturing something of this rich world, passing it on in the form of my photographs.

To be able to set out to accomplish this task to a certain degree, I myself had to become a „hunter”. It took many long days, weeks and years of fruitless struggle to learn the laws of hunting. But those unsuccessful months are now compensated for by the moments when a large stag steps out into the clearing and the photographer, fighting his bias and his trembling hand, takes a ’’red-hot’’ shot. (Early 1970-s).

(1956) Expression is a problem in every case. Not only within my profession, in ’’real’’ life, too. Passion cannot burst out of me spontaneously and wildly, and I reject this type of manifestation in art as wel1. In my pictures I would like subjective manifestations to filter warmly through the crystal glass of intellect. I know I am still a long way from that; but it is something I must achieve. (17th July).

(1956) I cannot imagine there is anyone whose faith has never wavered. My own faith has wavered, but I have never lost it. That bad feeling still remains, as well as a certain spite. My will-power will not give up. In painting one must fight for everything. Nothing in given free. I have always had my painful hours, hectic weeks of anguish. I have always had to fight the profession, and myself – as I will always have to. Only I can do it. Nobody else. I chose my path myself, and follow it I must, to the very end.

Work. This word is insufficient when talking about art. Yet it is necessary. Art cannot be created without work. Work is a perpetual element, it forms the surroundings in which we live, it is the medium of creation. But work is not equivalent to creative activity. (31st July).
(1956) I am not a sceptical type of man. I believe that I am capable of creating great and lasting things. I believe in development. I have faith in my values, my heart and my head. Writing these words may seem a conceited thing, but it would be disingenuous of me to write otherwise. This feeling is not always the same. Faith is not a constant notion, neither is talent. But basically I have faith. The fact that I am shy is not due to lack of self-confidence. I am incapable of viewing and evaluating my work favorably just because it might satisfy an audience of lower standards and sophistication. I know but one kind of creative work: that which proceeds according to my own objectives, ambitions and standards even in the smallest matters. I always measure my works to my own standards, and with extremely rare exceptions I am always unsatisfied. I know, because I see them, that there are many in my surroundings who tend to feel contended even with the smallest results. They are satisfied, and proud, and are extremely demanding concerning others’ works. This I cannot do, even if I realise that I am well ahead of others. That is what my shyness consists of. If I ever discover my own voice, if I ever feel my work is a pure and uncompromised expression of what I wanted, I will surely not be modest and shy. I find it very hard to create – which does not mean that I am incapable of coming up with ready, adequate works. (7th August).

(1956) A peculiar setting: a small hut on the Tisza, in it uncle Samu with his 72 years of resignation, and me, 23, full of great plans. It is indeed a lot that I want: to create, and always create. I feel I must get on. I must progress, and I am capable of doing so. This is the foremost command. Real passion has overcome me. Tension rises high as I search for the path. I am beginning to understand the language, and meaning of the symbols underlying the everyday objects of reality. Trees and meadows all have their own characteristic quality which is expressed in an obscure way. Everything has a language. Presently I am chiefly interested in tree-language. I am capable of identifying with a rejoicing pear tree, or a willow, its silvery cowering, the passionate twisting of its branches; or the rustles of poplar trees. Uncle Samu’s old poplar tree has its own recognisable deep-toned ’’voice’’. It is a resonant sound similar to when the wind blows through large concrete pipes. The strange giant speaks. Every day I get more and more lost in this world. A new word is added to this dictionary every day. What can I express of it? Pathetically little for the moment, but day by day increasingly more. (12th September)
(1956) It was a wonderful night on my way out. It was getting rapidly dark when I set out. I hurried. In the west, in the grey sky I saw the sun, dark and red, while in the east the silver moon shone. The two lights intertwined in the air, touching the tree tops. The road wound gently among the quiet farmhouses. I scarcely met anyone. By the time I reached the embankment it was quite dark. I walked down to the shore. The cool autumn air lightly touched the smooth surface of the water. The Tisza, and the willows whispered their silver and black myth. There is something peculiarly ancient about this evening story. The boughs coldly hit my face... (14th September)

(1958) “Panta rhei”. I have been the spectator of a wonderful play. I have just left the box where I watched the whole scene. The magnificently beautiful “late autumn” storm is a princely spectacle in this area and the second floor balcony was a splendid observation point for me. This wonderful phenomenon needed less than an hour to unfold. The setting sun, heavy clouds swirling, breaking through each other in the midst of rumbling thunders. Light and deep night, wind and lightning. In flashes of brightness, a sequence of fantastic forms pop up, their leaden bodies stretching out in the sky. Its head leaning over the mountains has dived into the water of Balaton but its tail is still wagging here at the far edge of horizon. Two giant hands are holding the Moon and the Sun while lowering the latter raising the Moon with a wide fling…    

The whole picture turns and I, tilting and leaning, try to turn with the huge flowing, whirling, creeping sky. I’m spun by the giant hand. Their motions are simple and natural but so grand, wiping their cloth over this enormous charcoal sketch with the dignified sweep of an immense power. This immensity makes its wildest dynamics superbly dignified. It doesn’t need striving, fidgeting, hurrying. It isn’t urged by time because it creates, bears its own time; inflicts a deep wound in the body of a cloud and pulls out the moon in yellow, silver gleam. And goes on with its endless, inherent, ever-changing existence. Doesn’t act, doesn’t work. This eternal motion belongs to it as winding, gliding, bewitched flickering and swinging belongs to a snake. 

The lights of the city are beneath my feet. So many kitchen windows blinking, smelling of onions, yellow of roux. There are people behind; all of them want something, but acting, striving, pushing and dying.  

How is it that I am standing up here! Why can I look down? Only if I can see my own self… if my arms follow the motion of those two giant arms. Revolving, rising, sinking. The same wonderful play is taking place in us… (July 4)  

(1958) Those who create, create a world. Those who create, create an environment too! Those who create, command; even a slave enslaves! 

Lord, give me power, a chinking edge for steely thought, far-reaching roots for feet! (July 5) 

(1958) Panta rhei. The world has set in motion around me again. It is being filled with sense and symbols, produced  by inner turmoil, searching, and dissatisfaction with myself and with the ordinary grey face of nature. I start to realise again what should be done… The batteries in me are being recharged, the pressure is developing. Raw material should be processed, corn should be ground. Lights are flashing. I should cut like a razor. I am the master, the poem is a gaudy servant. I have the right to design and to reconstruct. Let me cast a sharp and penetrating glance at reality and make it lean, twist and move… this is a wonderful and unique feeling. The azure of sky, the curve of branches, murmuring waters, winds and clouds, piercing glances are mixed in it.   

Words are not really important for me now. And there is no reason and thinking either. I don’t know what there is! But there is everything in it. It encompasses everything. I feel again the new sensation of the world that has emerged several times in me, it must be held tight. Must be intensified as far as I have the brain and spirit… On the graph of each word my fantasy leaps further… (July 23)

(1958) Last night I went outside. I had a special experience. It was a deep, calm and silent night. Only the paleness of streetlights intruded into the bluish darkness. The night embraced the world with a voiceless smile. Rocks and forests loomed over the arch of the viaduct. The sky became bluer and steelier with each step. I went under the gateway arch of the viaduct and beyond I was welcomed by the silence of night and loneliness. Fear. Peaking stone giants with stiffened boughs in wriggling convulsion, pebbles, pine needles, muffled rustle of soaking soil and lawn. I climbed upwards, and the pettily hopeful blinking of the last streetlight edged away. The boughs lowered their crossing gates behind me. Fear. Of what? Of night, of loneliness? Of nature? But what is it compared to that distant unknown of future, people, my fate, and me, compared to the loneliness in which I am to face my world and the problems of my work? If I get stuck in my own pattering, clambering ego, I squeeze my fear in myself. But if I can reach the blue of the air, I don’t have to fear anymore. The stones and the pines remain beneath me and I get into a new medium with moonbeams where I can dissolve my fears. I double myself. My fear and courage mix in me. I halt, leaning against a pine trunk, and with my breath, I blow my own shudders into the air. The silence closes into a tight crystal. If I restart, it will be filled with new stirs, scrapes and whispers. I will become defenceless. Now the silence, the standing, and my motionless outstretched arm makes me at one with the world. Even the noiselessness of hidden inner movements beyond my stiffening exterior is too noisy.  My heart hammers in my chest and my eardrum, like a tiny tape-recorder, transmits this sound. 

Silence and solitude. Go ahead! The plateau cuts off a big circle of the horizon. The almost inaudible noise of my footsteps carries me on the grass. The wind is cool and full of the freshness of dew. On the other side of the meadow, the dell of a spring looms in front of me. Far away, Bakony becomes weirdly distinct. Tranquillity presses me to the cool stones… (July 24)  

(1958) What did Thomas Mann write about death? We must not admit death to life. It should appear as a clause, as a sense of the infiniteness of our life, which urges us to attain our ends. It should be used in favour of life so that we can appreciate the minutes and can see life as LIFE.  

Mednyánszky constantly drew and painted even at the battlefront. You must think of death too, you must have a dip into this thought too, and at the same time you must rise above it and use it. That is the only right artistic attitude. Expression should be used as a goal and not as a tool. It always means a relief, liberation. Emptying, to some extent. But as the things born in us become external we alienate them, and we can rule over them… (July 28)

(1958) I have read few poems lately and now, taking a Rimbaud in my hand tonight I feel it was foolish to forget about him. Rimbaud again? Who is he? For me a catalyst. A material that does not take part in the chemical reaction but its presence starts or accelerates it. Stimulates and keeps you excited. Warns you and shows trails in new paths. Hints at secrets.  At hidden possibility of new relations. His name is associated with the taste of seeking paths in a part of my self that is difficult to access. (September 23)

(1959) Something is pressing, suffocating me. Everything is standing still and I am circling alone, hesitating and cannot strike. I should speak not with words but with a brush. Say something new and true. I should write it in reverse order: something true and new. I should see farther. Touch wider and more comprehensive questions. 

What is the good of paint? What is the use of canvas? I am sure of one thing. It is not of hedonistic scratching or visual sole tickling. – Hell, no! I am not going to get entangled in such aesthetic polemics with myself. It doesn’t lead anywhere. Everybody is petty and stagnant around me. They have no character; if some of them have a kind of personality, it is only a parody, a caricature of an artist’s. They are miserable, petty wretches. 

This is again that loose self-tormenting tone I have plucked and thundered unceasingly in the past years. There is no need for it. Those “creators” around me can at least earn their daily bread. It doesn’t matter. I don’t give myself cheap. I must get rid of this terrible helplessness. 

Paris is immensely far from us. It is exciting like a detective novel but you cannot take it too seriously. We are sailing on Derkovits’s and Szönyi’s humanity in a characteristically Hungarian, dark transcription. 

What is to be painted? Pigeons, cows, lambs, round-bottomed women, and nuclear reactors? It is a wrong question! In art, it is not necessarily the object but mainly the attitude that makes something new. Anyway, you should widen the circle. 

Culture is the matter of leisure time. That is the cruel truth. Unfortunately the opposite is not true: leisure time = culture. I am actually in a transitory state: half conscious, half hovering in dreams. As if I was born to live for thousands of years. Time is whistling past my ears but I pretend not to hear it, I am rarely aware of the fact that we possess only a finite bit of it. If the sun shines in the morning, the trees will better crystallise. Maybe they will even on my painting.    

Dreadfully deep truths are hidden in Huij and Tuij chapter of Joseph in Egypt volume. The world of mud and the world of light. 

The fish-likeness of watery smell always haunts me. Why do I feel water to be my primordial substance? Tisza-myths, smelling of willows. “Still-life with aquarium” – but not as Bernáth meant it. The whole normative judgement has been shaken to its foundations in me. Bernáth’s norm is clear without definition as classical and qualitative norms are in general. But I cannot accept them as absolute validity. I don’t think they are valid for me. Lacking self-knowledge, I don’t have my own inner norms yet. The aim is not clear enough either and since comprised in my self – it’s difficult to measure achievement against it. The only real and useable foundation is the definition and normative application of the actual, particular aim. Years and practice may develop it into a wider, more comprehensive scale of values… (September)

(1960) Mostly passing sights and impressions constitute my experiences here. Impressions are pouring on me and I don’t really know what to do with them because of their plenitude perhaps…  At such times after rain the wet sand, the lawn, the sky, the trees and everything are exceedingly beautiful. I discover so much novelty in nature, especially in respect of colours as perhaps never yet… In fact, I am immensely dissatisfied with myself… 

Tonight I analysed the wonderful vision with an artist’s eyes. Shall I solace myself with Thomas Mann’s words about permanent recurring presence of Holidays? He is certainly right but I cannot plead the refining, creative force of repetition. One should proceed with increasing efforts towards the necessity of shocking reality of experience and vision. (March 28) 

(1960) What you can very rarely see in the city appears concentrated here, in the village. Human life, fields, work, children, cemetery are so close to each other and human life can be so clearly seen in this narrow rural section. 

(1960) It was my decision to discover Eger when I set out. It is a bewitching place. It has real buildings. I had wondered about the cathedral and the Lyceum. I wasn’t disappointed. The Cathedral (designs by József Hild) is a fine example of Hungarian classicist architecture. Clear proportions, simple, large-scale and monumental space. Nicely situated as well. Although its dimensions are inferior to Esztergom Cathedral its beauty far surpasses the latter. It is not the contents but architectural thinking that determines dimensions. In short, I like it. But not so much as I like the really beautiful, simple and grandiose baroque building of Lyceum designed by Jakab Fellner. It is all power, simplicity and dignity. This first baroque experience continued in the baroque church beside the town hall. It simply bewitched me. It’s full of tense energy, real pathos, and a kind of dignified, urging and superior tension and drift. (It’s strange that somehow it reminded me of Beethoven’s pathos.) It attracts the eye and its force can elevate the spectator. Unfortunately, I couldn’t find any paintings that would have been worthy of the buildings; and the most shameful is the stupid heresy with which they had set in hybrid shaped organs of rather neo-classic style. The Angszters and I don’t know who else did it. How magnificent baroque organs (Silbermann’s) look! Awkward howlers! I discovered a Jesuit or rather Cistercian church too. It was a delightful experience.

I rode on to North, towards the mountains and Szarvaskő. The experience provided by the landscape was in no way inferior to the architectural one. The road passed a stream running deep at the bottom of a steep valley. Everything was filled with the bluish grey curtain of mists. Soaking bald trees glittered among budding shrubs and poplars… I headed towards Felsőtárkány. Despite the foggy grey weather a magnificent view unfolded from the village. Mountain ranges waved with dignity. There are mountains before and behind me. A path snakes in the narrow and deep stream valley. Springs and a small pond. Steeply rising hillsides and rocky gullies. It is so awe-inspiring to look at the mountainsides thickset with bald trees. It is like an enormous unshaven face. The road does not stop attracting me. On and on, since each turn hides new wonders. Meanwhile I halted and wandered off the road. I tasted the abundantly springing water. I am not going to write about it, it would be an endless task. I could write pages about each turn of the road, each small valley without exhausting in the least the richness and vivid beauty of the experience… I have the torturing feeling that I have reached only the threshold of a wonderful world. (A sixty kilometre long cycling tour, April 6-7-8) 
(1966) The spring seems to be raving in Paris this April. Like an insane lover, she adorned herself with showers of rain every minute, only to take delight in herself in the morning sunshine. 

I like Maillol’s statues. In the Jardin des Tuilleries there must be around a dozen of them. Imagine these brilliant, lusty bronze statues on the bright green lawn in the sun on a spring afternoon, freshly fallen raindrops trickling down their bodies! I have now gone to the opposite extreme; anyway the two cameras and the teleobjective have had enough for today. Near the Notre Dame another shower forced me into a dark doorway. When it was over I stepped out and... once again I saw in front of me the cathedral in the bright afternoon sun, behind it a dark blue cloudy sky, all wrapped around by the arc or, rather, halo of a rainbow. I thought my heart would jump out of my chest. I started taking photographs again of the cathedral. Wonderful! But alas! Nothing will recall the entire image. The majestic brilliance of the building in the late afternoon sun, the rain-soaked leaves of trees, the white clouds passing above the spires, the pallid tone of the Seine, the white smile of a bridge in the distance... In the end I found I was putting my bag into puddles to take more photos.

(22nd April).
(1975) I am interested in photography in many ways, for example I want to know its possibilities: how far can you get towards a void in a photo? How far can you reduce a motif? The sun is a good case. But a haystack can also be a theme, or rather a motif that approaches a zero, nothing. After all, it’s not my own idea, Aurél Bernáth harped about this topic at the Academy. How can a very simple motif be set in a very fundamental relation? Find a relation between the horizon and the disc of the sun. Never between a flat line and a circle, always between the horizon and the disc of the sun. I am only interested in the relation of real things and not abstracted constructions like those of Modrian's. I have always been attracted to natural things, by the direct realities of nature that cannot be depicted. That is very important for me, that is the reason why I started taking photos. That is why I never use various graphic effects like hardening. I do not need them. On the other hand, I think tone values are very important. A grey can be snappish, sandpaper-like, silvery or caressing. But only within the given motif. 

I hate headings. My sad belief and experience is that one reason people are inclined to turn from real experience and a splendid opportunity – a splendid escape – is to give a title to it. If you stand in front of a high peak the first thing you will do is to dig up a commonplace, a quotation, a verse or an attribute: “grandiose” or “majestic”. Another escape is taking a snapshot; instead of being pervaded by staggering experience, you escape to your clips saying, “I will take a good look at it at home”… When you entitle something, you will determine it in some respect, you will narrow down the picture, and you will associate only with the heading, which will be your basis, and not the spectacle. However, the spectacle, the view is important. In most cases, I cannot even express the substance or contents of a picture; so the picture is some silver-grey with a soft transition beside and a hard short stripe. Not only, of course there are thousands of other things in it, but I don’t like to speak about direct emotions and memories connected to it, and I don’t think they are important either. 

After all, the core of it is in my relationship with nature. I accept and find it proper as is. And I do not need anything else, no other world superimposed in order to make it acceptable, to be able to create something from nature because I always feel it offers such infinite richness that I cannot utilise even a thousandth of it; therefore I don’t have to invent wonderful experiences when nature just pours them out. (Fotóművészet 1975/1 p. 19) 

(1976) Nature and wildlife photography offer the chance to enter a peculiar world and, at the same time, the possibility to attain more direct and complex meanings. I could never regard this type of photography as stock taking or collecting. Apart from registering the events of nature it was the aesthetic means of expression, inherent in it, that attracted me. I was always deeply moved by the unbreakable links with which (behind our determined social existence) nature connected us, living beings, to the life pulsating around us. In animal behaviour I discovered the likeness of human instincts and impulses in a much more primary and unconcealed form. Unveiling this mystery became a passion.

My approach is a contradiction in terms. Unbiased, with a loathing for distortion, I face the world in the attempt to understand it. I strive to remain unnoticed when observing and ’’recording’’ nature, however, the moments that I am really concerned with are those which, indirectly, may become the reflections of human manifestations. Another contradiction is the fact that, although nature’s events offers inexhaustible possibilities and the movements and behaviour of animals cover an infinite range, I cannot influence those events, the surroundings; since, the moment I am present I become visible, and my mere presence fakes or disturbs the event I would like to study. ’’A relationship with my model’’ is impossible. I cannot influence his behaviour, his habitat, in fact, most often not even my own position and viewpoint.

My teacher, Aurél Bernáth’s wisdom often comes to my mind: ’’A still life is a matter of discovery’’. Of discovery, as opposed to mannered, artificial settings. This is especially true when photographing nature. One indeed has to discover the model. Perhaps it is this waiting for a miracle to happen, the tension of perpetual alert that is most enticing.

Patience! It always surprises me to hear this word used in connection with nature photography or fine art. I do not understand how patience is related to a Van Eyck painting or nature photography. I do not believe it was patience that helped Van Eyck in creating his incredible paintings. Only with the passion of discovery and cognition can one attain such an artistic level and unity of details. (Fotóművészet, 1976/3, p. 29.)
(1979) Wildlife photography and hunting are close relatives. They share the same excitement and tension. To capture an animal visually is victory, too. Our ancestors must have felt the same excitement when they painted the picture of hunted animals on cave walls, thus capturing them magically. This exhibition is the result of a similar act of taking into possession. It is the trophies of a bloodless hunt that are exhibited here.

I strive to understand the everyday secrets of wildlife and to discover the rites of wildlife of many thousands of years. To approach nature whilst remaining unseen, without upsetting its strictly determined order. I would like to give an objective, true picture of nature and wildlife. Yet my objective is contradictory: however objective my photographs may be, evaluating and interpreting them will never be so. The most effective events and experiences will be the ones which evoke human feelings and instincts.

My work would have been impossible without the help of the caretakers of our forests. With their help entered a new world. How often I had to rest on their shoulders! (Introduction in the catalogue of De natura exhibition)

(1981) I never caught even the usual student photography disease either, though I didn’t remain intact totally for I meddled a lot in the photo shop and laboratory of my friend Jóska Gyulai’s mother. In short, I can say I am a nature-bred photographer. Even in my twenties after graduating from Art School, I would not have dreamed that I should take a camera in my hand. For me, Martély, this sweet little hamlet (unfortunately nowadays it is rather a holiday centre and recreation area) was the hub of the universe. I spent a lot of time and painted a lot at the Mártély colony of artists. Meanwhile, as style took me away from naturalistic representation (though I always pursued spectacle in principled and intelligible painting) I was thrilled by things that had interested me since my childhood and I could not portray in painting. Tiny things of nature like a small insect, a flower, funny trees, or natural experience in general yearned for recording but I failed to do it for stylistic or other reasons. At that time I began in a totally amateurish way – which I am quite proud of – like a self-made man, to invent and discover photography for myself.  This is true to such an extent that I pieced together my first apparatuses, my first wonderful magnifier of a thermos and some parquet board for example, and my first developing bowl was a piece of beautiful blue-painted pottery whose glaze the fixer removed. 

I didn’t feel like it was a big rupture because what I learned at the Art School permeated in me while painting and drawing – the existence of a picture that I try to create on a flat surface bordered by four right-angled lines: the task remains the same. It is not accidental that I started to photograph the same subjects at the same time and place where I had been painting. The same subjects and scenes went over to photography. 

Mártély is a separate chapter – let me say it is typical of a person’s habits originated in his childhood and paths of life he was partly forced to take – if I am concerned about an idea or theme, for example I imagine an astrological map lying in a puddle with the reflection of the sun, this must be a Mártély puddle, no doubt.

And there are somewhat “bigger puddles”, too. It was a bewildering excursion for me to the lake Baikal. I am very strongly linked to the Hungarian landscape. I think you must be imbued with everything, it must pervade you to identify yourself with it. That is how I feel about landscape. To borrow an expression from musicians: I only own what I can play without notes, any parts with any hand. Baikal was a great deviation from this. The virginity of the landscape, its bewitching charm, the fantastic clarity where one cannot feel dimensions.  It seems that the opposite bank forty kilometres away is like Badacsony hill in front of you. It is easy to feel like that because the air is crystal-clear and the mountain on the opposite bank is two thousand metres high… We got there with a Nimrod expedition and spent sixteen wonderful days on board of a small ship. We roamed about the lake. We wanted to take photos of games. We could snap seals. There are very few places where fresh-water seals can be found and the lake Baikal is one of the most important and most exciting ones.  (Edited text of a television talk show, June 30.) 
