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Kovacs Adam: A fekete kéz

A fekete kesztylis kezet a szobrasz, Paulikovics lvan hosszu évekkel késdbb tette hozza korabbi munkajahoz, a
tdgas, bdlcs, bolond alakhoz.

Talan Diogenész ez a gipszalak, feje nem is latszik, csak valami torzészerl, toégaja gydrott, kildg belble a segge.
Ott allt igy kildbgo seggel a sdtét poros raktarban félretéve, mert alkotdja ugy érezte, nincs még készen. Vagy epp
a napfenyes fehér meszsziklan allt a tenger folott, a szentjanoskenyérfak és a kaktuszok viragaira méhek
ropkoddtek, és a sok tovis kdzdtt kabdcak zenéltek, szdcskek ugraltak, a siralyvijogasban lenézett a szikrazo
hullamokra, nézte csodalkozva és ahitozva a végtelen tengert, egy tavoli kodlé szigetet. Es nem volt semmije és
senkije ennek a félkész bdlcsnek, nem voltak hétkdznapi problémai, de ideje igy viszont mar mindenre volt,
elmélkedni, filozofalni, racsodalkozni a vilag fontosabb dolgaira, titkokat megfejteni, €s volt ideje akar a nap alatt
sUtkérezni €s semmit tenni is. Boldog volt mindig, ha épp sutbtt a nap, és hat az gorégben elég gyakran sutott.
Evett, amit kidobtak, vagy hoztak neki, vagy a gyumaolcsét, amit talalt, - tarhalt is néha, be kell vallani -, forrasvizet
ivott, de ha bort kapott, szeretett meg vidamabb lenni téle, ruhaja nem volt masik, csak ez a régi téga. A derl
mintaképe volt, de ma mar tégaja aldl az utdlag odaillesztett fekete kesztyls keze kildg nyugtalanitdéan és
baljéslatun, ahogy Ivan ezt odatette, és elkészitette az évek Ota félkészen hagyott munkat.



Nem tudja senki igazan a kez elbtorténetét, miket tett, mieltt rakerGlt utdlag a szoborra. Talan s6tét sikatorokban
bolyongott egy orvgyilkos fojtogatd kesztyls kezeként, vagy ez szoritotta a tért, amivel Brutus leszurta egyszer
Cézart, vagy épp masik korban egy titokzatos tolvaj keze lehetett, aki a galériabdl elemelte a szobrot vagy a
képet, ami azota se kerllt el6.

Valami kellett még, érezte a szobrasz és hat mindennek van borus oldala, a fej nélklli torz0 mozdulatabdl
kisugarzo sztoikus mosoly sarkaban ott lakik a szomorusag, a magany. Lehet az is, hogy a kéz korabban csak a
szobrasz képzeletében mélyen elrejtve létezett és egy rémalom szulte életre, kitdrt a Covid 2019 jarvany, jott a
tavolsagtartas, a kijarasi tilalmak, galéria és étterembezarasok €s a maszk és kesztyl idészaka, odarakta hat Ivan
ezt a szoborra.

Mikor a hoditd Nagy Sandor egyszer Diogenész elé allt, hogy kérdezze az 6rok élet titkardl, az csak annyit
mondott neki, allj el elélem, ne takard el a napot. Mert a kiraly, ki napisten akart lenni, nem volt a bolcs szemében
olyan hatalmas és csillogd, mint maga a nap.

Talan a fekete kéz éppen ez az intelem, amivel a filozofus Nagy Sandor felé mutat, hogy hiaba minden, mert
nemsoka, miutan a rovid izzas utan hirtelen sététen flustdlogve kialszol, masnap a sirod fol6tt ugyanugy folkel a
nap. Mutathatna éppen felénk is, menjunk arrébb, ne ragyogjunk mi se annyira, ne takarjuk el a napot, ugyse
tudjuk.

De lehet, hogy az esthajnal csillagaval kisért naplemente utan a sdtétséget hizza majd le az égbolton ez a fekete
kéz a rozsaszinbe valtd fehér szilak kdzé, a sugd tenger fole, és Diogenész elamul majd akkor Ujra a
végtelenségen, mikdzben a Tejut halvanyan sugarzo vizesesén leuszik a hattyu és a sas csillagkép.



Adam Kovécs: The black hand

The black gloved hand was added by the sculptor Ivan Paulikovics many years later to his earlier work, the
tough, wise, foolish figure.

Maybe Diogenes is the plaster cast, - his head isn't even visible -, it's just something torso-like, his toga is
crumpled, his ass is sticking out of it. He stood there with his protruding ass, set aside in the dark dusty
warehouse because his creator felt he was not ready yet. Or he was just standing on the sunny white limestone
cliff above the sea, bees flying over the flowers of the carob trees and cacti, and among the many thorns cicadas
played music, grasshoppers bounced, watching while the seagulls were squawking, he looked down at the
sparkling waves, staring in amazement and coveted at the endless sea, a distant foggy island. And this half-
finished sage had nothing and no one, no ordinary problems, but he had time to think about everything, to
meditate, to philosophize, to marvel at the most important things in the world, to unravel secrets, and to bask in
the sun and to do nothing.

He was always happy when the sun was shining, and it was shining quite often in Greece. He ate what was
thrown away, or was brought to him, or the fruit he found — he also begged sometimes, it must be admitted —
he drank spring water, but when he received wine, he loved to be even happier, he had no other dress just this
old toga. He was a model of serenity, but now, from under his toga, his hand in his black glove, which was later
fitted, protrudes unsettlingly and ominously, as Ivan put it to him and finished the work that had been left half-
finished for years.

No one really knows the prehistory of the hand, what he did before it was put on the statue post factum. Maybe
he was wandering in dark alleys as the suffocating choked gloved hand of a murderer, or it squeezed the dagger
that Brutus had stabbed Caesar once, or it might have been the hand of a mysterious thief at another age who
stole a statue or picture from the gallery which hadn't turned up ever since.



Something more was needed, the sculptor felt, and then everything has an overcast side, sadness, loneliness,
lives in the corner of the stoic smile radiating from the headless torso’s movement.

It is also possible that the hand previously existed only hidden deep in the sculptor's imagination and then a
nightmare came to life, the Covid 2019 epidemic broke out, social distancing, curfews, gallery and restaurant
closures, masks and gloves, so lvan put it on the statue.

When the conqueror Alexander the Great once stood in front of Diogenes to ask about the secret of eternal life,
all he told him was to step aside, not to cover the sunlight from me. For the king who wanted to be the god of
sun not as powerful and shining in the eyes of the wise as the sun itself.

Maybe the black hand is precisely the admonition with which the philosopher points to Alexander the Great, that
in vain all, because soon after, after a short glow, you suddenly smoke out in the dark, the next day the sun rises
above your grave in the same way. He could point to us too, let's go further, let's not shine so much, let's not
cover the sun, we don't know.

But it may be that after the sunset starry with the star of dawn, the darkness will be drawn down into the sky by
this black hand among the white rocks that turn pink, over the whispering sea, and Diogenes will be amazed
again at the infinity as the swan and eagle constellation of the Milky Way slides down on the faintly radiant
waterfall.



