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News, 2011, 200 x 200 cm, acrylic
lost boy, 2017, 140 x 170 cm, akryl
na platne, majetok autora

lost boy, 2017, 140 x 170 cm, acrylic
on canvas, courtesy of the artist
akryl na platne, sikromny majetok
black antlers, 2017, 140 x 170 cm,
acrylic on canvas, private collection

140 x 170 cm, acrylic on canvas,
on canvas, private collection

sleeping water Il. - collapse, 2014,
private collection

spiaca voda II. — collapse, 2014,
140 x 170 c¢m, akryl na platne,

na platne, sakromny majetok

stikromny majetok
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vy / Who is the king?, 2016, 220 x 190 cm,

acrylic on canvas, courtesy of Roman Oruzinsky, photo: Adam Sakovy

90 cm, akryl na platne, majetok Romana
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ERIKSILLE

Laco Teren

kurator vystavy / curator of the exhibition

ed ma Erik oslovil pri stole u Bruna, aby som mu robil kuréatora jeho vystavy,

hned mi napadlo, Ze to musi byt pod heslom: ,,Aby sme urobili radost sebe

a tym aj ostatnym. Teda tym ostatnym, ktori sa na vystavu pridu pozriet.

Stotoznujem sa s vyrokom Davida Hockneyho, Ze to, ¢o nazyvame umenim,

je vzdy robené s imyslom, aby sa na to niekto dival. Teda pre druhé¢ho az

posledného, teda pre seba samého. Nie do $uflika, ani za skrinu, ale do galé-
ric a na stenu, aby si to vietci mohli pozriet. Ziadne daliic vysvetlovanie vobec nie je
nutné. Ak nieco robim/malujem, tak to robim z osobnych dévodov a chcem, aby sa
do toho zapojil ten, kto sa diva, a to tiez z jeho osobnych dévodov. Mohol by tam najst
zmysel, svoj osobny zmysel svojej osobnej existencie, najvseobecnejsicho spésobu bytia.
Alebo zjednodusene, potesenie.

Prvy obraz, na ktory si od Erika spominam, bol obraz s nazvom Igrdcik. Legendar-
na plastova figtirka z ¢ias socializmu v predklone a za nim zrejme plastové hovno, kto-
ré akurat nas hrdina vysral. Obraz bol stcastou prieskumu Ivanovych ziakov zacinaju-
ceho Stvrtého ateliéru, nickedy zaciatkom nového milénia. Co ma na obraze zaujalo,
nebola figarka plastovej hracky prichytend v intimnej chvili, ale zvlastne vyzarovanie
banalneho obrazu, pripominajice Watteauovho Pierotta — lepsie povedané Watteauov
text na zadnej strane obrazku: ,,Pierrot Voulez-vous aimer.“ Pierott by sa vam rad
zapacil. Tento nazov bol napisany pri Watteauovom obrazku vo vyklade vetesnika
v Parizi zaciatkom dvadsiateho storocia a nikto si ho vtedy nechcel kapit. Spomina na
to — myslim — Picasso, dnes ma samozrejme nevy¢cislitelntt hodnotu, bol namalovany
niekedy v rokoch 1718 —1719 a nesie nazov Gilles a visi v Louvri.

Toto je dolezita informacia, nie to, ze ak nekupite teraz, budete to mat drahsie, to
je jasné. Ale pretoze Erikove obrazy pre mna spaja ten moment, ze jeho postavicky
(a Ze je ich za tie roky dost) sa nam chct zapacit. A robia to tak carovne a sikovne, ze
sa tomu neda odolat. Rozpravaju nam casto tie najvaznejsic a najdesivejsie pribehy
formou rozpravky na dobra noc, ktora viak neuspi, ale zobudza. Zobudza davno
uspaté sny z minulosti aj budtcnosti, aby nas sprevadzali nocou do nového dna, znovu
a znovu, az do konca casov.

Rozpraval mi véera vecer Ludvig, Ze sa mu snival taky sen ako z obrazov Erika
Silleho. Letel z Bergenu do Oslo, kde sa mal pripojit k viprave do vesmiru, vo vy-
hliadkovej kozmickej lodi, niekde medzi Los Angeles a San Franciscom, tak vyzerala
ta krajina, kde sa to odohravalo, v dialke vybuchovali farebné meteority padajice do
velkého jazera a vytvarajice na oblohe kaleidoskopické obrazce. Ludvig velmi tazil byt
uz v kozme, ale branila mu v tom zapcha a vestica, ktora sa mu snazila za uplatu vy-
vestit $tastnu bgdacnost. ,,A potom som sa zobudil, bol to pekny sen, taky zivy,” dodal
zasnene Ludwvig, zdvihntc pohér s vinom k tstam.

Ano, vieme si predstavit tento sen ako jeden z Erikovych obrazoy, aj s postavou
snivajuceho Ludviga s pohdrom griiner veltlineru v ruke. Mne sa n§0m paci ten pek-
ny a zivy sen. Kedy snivame? Ked spime alebo ked sme bdeli? La vida es suefio, Zivot
je sen, ako v hre Pedra Calderéna de la Barcu mo6zeme s jeho hrdinom Segismundom

deklamovat.

,, Lot sen, tu v smutku

zviazany, opovrhujtc osudu.

Bol to sen, raz stat

uzivajuc si svetla a radosti.

Co je zivot? Tot Sialenstvo.

éoje zivot? Vec, ktora sa zda.

Fantom radosti, zbytky predstav. o
A kym je zivot snom v tom najlepsom,

tak sny st snami.”

Tolko o Zivote a o snoch. A teraz k obrazom. Ak sa na ne divate, snivajte z celej sily, ale
s dosiroka otvorenymi o¢ami a otvorenym srdcom, moézete pritom aj mavat rukami. Ak
to budete robit dostatoc¢ne dlho a koncentrovane, budete sa podobat Erikovi, ktorému

rozpravanie pribehov snovych, a preto skuto¢nych, naozaj ide. Ked pisem tieto riadky,

obrazy este nevisia, este ich len zvazaju zo vsetkych stran, plan zavesenia sme uz s Eri-
kom pripravili, teda pripravil si ho Erik, ale plan je jedna vec, aj ten najpreciznejsi a zi-
vot na $tastie druhd. Takze to dobrodruzstvo sa zacne az na mieste. To dobrodruzstvo,
ktorého sa vy zacastnite, ked sa pridete pozriet.

Zatial len teaser. Urcite uvidite prepletené a elegantne farebné pribehy minulosti
a sucasnosti. Pribehy obrazov a ich hrdinov, ktori ako my vsetci sa niekde pechoria,
presuvaju, plavia a plazia a sedia a deklamujt a mnohymi vta¢imi ocami divaja a le-
tia a kricia a ticho sleduju ako sa na nich divate a trpezlivo nieco skladaja, ¢o potom
rozbija... Divadlo sveta, divadlo sveta figtir a figtiriek Erika Silleho s malou chybickou.
Chybickou cloveka v stroji. Toho, ktory drzi stetec. Toho, ktory vidi, lebo sa diva. Toho,
na ktor¢ho obrazy sa divate. Vitajte vo fantasticky realnom svete obrazov Erika Silleho.
Nieco tak radostné a desivé sacasne, ze by sa ziadalo citovat Epikurosa zo Samu a jeho
zahradu. ,,Vstap cudzinec! Caka ta vludny hostitel s hojnostou chleba a vody, tu sa
totiz tvoje ziadosti nebudua drazdit, ale ukajat.®

Error. Chyba, chybicka, mald, malicka. A zatial Erik, podobne ako jeho predchod-
ca Alfred Jarry, unika zo sveta sQich obrazov na bicykli po hradzach v okoli Dunaja
na vsetky strany v poliach a remizkach luznych lesov, cez karpatské hrebene daleko za
horizont, aby sa vratil usmiaty a znovu pripraveny domalovat nieco zo svojho sveta
marvelovskych hrdinov, ktorymi sme aj my, aj on. Sustredeny v ateliéri ako dieta be-
race hru smrtelne vazne. Hru naozaj, hru na malovanie, hru na milovanie, zlat hru
alchymistov a hazardnt hru zatratenych.

Ak snivate, zobudte sa! Ak ste bdeli, snivajte! To vsetko je povolené a este ovela
viac. Zakazané vlastne nie je nic¢, len snad ten mazlavy démon pochybnosti nech sa
taha dalej od nasich dveri. Nech vyschne na slnku niekde na hradzi, nech ho v luznom
lese zozert lisky, nech s nim bazanti polia hnoja, nech s nim ryby...

A este popis krajiny. V kazdom texte musi byt popis krajiny. T4 krajina je malebna.
Maliarska. Prastara a vzdy novd, bude tu po nas a bola tu davno pred nami. Krajina
detstva. Nosime ju v sebe a hocikam na svete sa dostaneme, ju porovnavame s tou
novou, ktort spoznavame. ,,Nie s cudzie krajiny, len my sme cudzincami.” Len dovte-
dy, kym si ju nepremietneme cez ta, ktora si nosime v nasom vnutri so sebou. Vidim
Erikov rybnik detstva, na ktorom hraval v zime hokej, ten na ktorom jeho stary otec
podpalil rakosie tréiace z ladu. Vidim zloment hokejku. Krajinu okolo Roznavy plnt
jaskyn a starych kostolov. Gemer plny vymalovanych romanskych kostolov.

To vsetko na dieta posobi, uklada sa hlboko v pamiti a vychadza na povrch ako
praveké nalezy z neprebadanych jaskyn. Vsetko je zapisané, kazda vrstva a teraz to
treba namalovat. Pekne vrstvu po vrstve. Cez seba a v planoch. Zachytit to tajomné,
¢o nas obklopuje. Dat tomu meno. To meno je obraz. A farby st svetlo. Meniace sa
a vecné. Svetlo v krajine. Svetlo na obraze. Svetlo v oku, svetlo v srdci. Rukou so Stet-
com ho maliar pomaly prenasa na platno. Platno prechadza krajinou ako nou precha-
dza nas zrak. Na rozdiel od nas je svetlo dokonalé. My sa len snazime zachytit to, ¢o
trva nickedy par sekiind a navzdy zmizne, aby sa vratilo v inej podobe. Ako sa k tomu
priblizujeme, tak sa aj vzdalujeme.

., Vidiet znamend zabudnat meno toho, na ¢o sa divame,* hovori Robert Irwin. Je
to dobrodruzné a objavitelské. Vietko sa odohrava v nas, ktori sa divame, v nas, ktori
zobrazujeme. Preto je malovanie taka zdrava cinnost. Nati nas stale sa znovu a znovu
prisposobovat novému prostrediu. Prinajmensom svetelnému. Na to st tu vsetky tie
farby. Vsetky od bielej po ¢iernu a zase naspat. Tam niekde za dihou, somewhere over
the rainbow...

Len kusok, len kiisoc¢ek som sa snazil napisat to, ¢o je namalované, ale Qdy zZnovu
a znovu narazim na to staré, jeden obraz je viac ako tisic slov. Ano, v tomto pripade

7777 znakov, ani o jeden viac! Hough! Dohovoril som, je ¢as sa divat!
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hen Erik approached me at a table at Bruno’s to curate his exhibition,
it immediately occurred to me that we had to do it in order ,to make
ourselves, and thus the others happy”; that is the others who come to
see the show. With that mantra in mind, | agree with David Hockney’s
statement that what we call art is always made with the intention to
be looked at; for the second to the last visitor, and in that way also
for oneself. Art is not made to be stuffed in a drawer or stocked behind the cup-
board, but to be hanged on the walls of galleries@ that everyone can see it. No
further explanation is necessary. If I'm making/painting something, it is for person-
al reasons, and | want the one who is watching to get involved - also foOheir per-
sonal reasons. They could find meaning, the purpose of their personal existence or
the most general being in it. Or - simply put - pleasure.

The first of Erik’s paintings that | remember was an image called Igracik, a leg-
endary plastic figure from socialism. Behind the bowing figure was a seemingly plas-
tic crap that the protagonist has just shitted. The image was part of a showcase ex-
hibition of lvan’s students from the emerging Fourth Studio (Stvrty ateliér) that took
place sometime in the dawn of the New Millennium. What struck me in the painting
was not the plastic toy figure caught in an intimate moment, but a special emanation
of a banal image that reminded me of Watteau’s Pierrot, or rather Watteau’s text on
the back of his painting: “Pierrot Voulez-vous aimer”. Pierrot asks for your favor. This
title was written next to Wateau’s painting in the window of a Paris junk shop at the
beginning of the twentieth century, and no one wanted to buy it at the time. | think it
was Picasso who was reminiscing on it. Today, of course, the painting from 1718-19 is
absolutely priceless, bears the title Gilles and is exhibited in Louvre.

This is the important information, not that if you do not buy something now you
will have it more expensive, that is clear. But the thing that ties the paintings of Erik
Sille together for me is the moment when the protagonists (the number of whom has
increased over the years) want to win our favor. And they're doing it in such a charm-
ing and smart way that we simply cannot resist. They often tell us the most grim and
nightmarish stories in the form of bedtime tales that wake up instead of promoting a
sound sleep. Sille awakens the long-lulled dreams of the past and the future to ac-
company us through the night to the new day, over and over, until the end of time.

Last night Ludvig told me that he had a dream as if from one of Erik Sille’s
paintings. He was on a flight from Bergen to Oslo, where he was supposed to join
a space mission in a sightseeing spacecraft somewhere between Los Angeles and
San Francisco, or so looked the landscape where it took place; colorful meteorites
exploding in distance were falling into a big lake, creating a kaIeidoscoG pattern
on the sky. Ludvig couldn’t wait to be in cosmos, but he was held back by a traffic
jam and a fortune teller who wanted to foretell him a happy future in exchange for a
consideration. “And then | woke up; it was such a nice dream, so vivid,” Ludvig add-
ed dreamily, lifting the wine glass to his mouth.

We can certainly imagine this dream as one of Erik’s paintings, depicting Lud-
vig dreaming with a glass of Veltliner in his hand. I like that nice and vivid dream.
When do we dream? When we sleep or when we are awake. La vida es suerio, life is
a dream, as the play of Pedro Calderon de la Barca declares, and we can certainly
agree with its protagonist Segismundo. o

And | too dream and behold, o
| dream | am bound with chains,

And | dreamed that these present pains

Were fortunate ways of old.

What is life? a tale that is told;

What is life? a frenzy extreme,

A shadow of things that seem;

And the greatest good is but small,

That all life is a dream to all,

And that dreams themselves are a dream.

So much about life and dreams. And now to the paintings. When you're looking

at them, dream with all of your strength, but keep your eyes and your heart wide
open and feel free to wave your hands. If you do this long enough and concen-
trate, you will be like Erik, who is really good at telling dreamy, and therefore true
stories. When writing these lines, the paintings are not hanging on the gallery walls
yet, they are just being transported to the gallery from all over. We have already
prepared the layout (or Erik has), but that is one thing-even in its most detailed
form-and life is, fortunately, the other. So the adventure will start right on the spot;
the adventure that you get to experience when you come.

This is just a teaser. You will surely see the intricate and elegant colorful stories
of the past and present. The stories of the images and their protagonists, who, like
all of us, are struggling, moving, sailing and crawling, sitting and declaring, and
watching with many bird eyesy¥and flying, and screaming, and silently watching,
and patiently assembling something just to break it afterwards... The theatre of
the world, the theatre of the world of bigger and smaller figures of Erik Sille with a
minor flaw. The flaw of a man in a machine. The man holding the brush. The man
who sees, because he looks. The man who created the paintings you are looking at.
Welcome to the fantastically real world of Erik Sille’s paintings. Something so joy-
ous and frightening at the same time that it evokes the urge to quote Epicurus of
Samos and his garden: “Come in, stranger! A gracious host is waiting for you with
an abundance of bread and water. Here, your appetite will not be whetted; it will
be satisfied.”

An error. A flaw, a tiny bug. And yet Erik, like his predecessor Alfred Jarry, es-
capes from the world of his paintings on a bicycle through the embankments sur-
rounding the river Danube to the fields and shrubs of the floodplain forests, through
the Carpathian ridges far beyond the horizon to return with a smile on his face,
ready to finish the painting from his world of Marvel heroes, that are both us and
him. Concentrated in the studio as a kid taking the game deadly seriously, he plays
a real painting game, love game, alchemist’s golden game, and the gambling game
of the damned.

If you are dreaming, wake up! If you are awake, dream! All this and much more is
allowed. In fact, nothing is forbidden, maybe except the slimy demon of doubt that
better keep away from our doors. Let it dry out in the sunshine somewhere on the
embankment, let the foxes eat it in the floodplain forest, let the pheasants manure
the fields with it, let the fish...

Let’s get to the description of the landscape, as that is an inevitable part of
every text. The landscape is picturesque. Painterly. Ancient and always new, it will
be here after us and it has been here long before us. The country of our childhood.
We carry it within ourselves, and compare it to anywhere new we get around the
world. “There are no strange lands; it’s just us who are the strangers.” Only until we
project them through the land we carry within ourselves. | see the pond of Erik’s
childhood, where he used to play hockey in the winter, the one where his grandfa-
ther burned reed sticking out of the ice. | see a broken hockey stick. The country-
side around Roznava full of caves and old churches. The Gemer region full of fres-
coed Romanesque churches.

All of this certainly affects the child, encrypts deeply in his memory and comes
to the surface as the ancient finds from unexplored caves. Each and every layer is
written, and now it must be painted. One layer after another, in different, yet over-
lapping schemes. To capture the mystery surrounding us. Give it a name. That name
is an image. And the colors are light. Changing and eternal. Light in the landscape.
Light in the picture. Light in the eye, light in the heart. The painter slowly applies it
on the canvas by his hand holding the brush. The canvas passes through the land-
scape as our eyes pass through'it. Unlike us, the light is perfect. We are just trying
to capture what only lasts a few seconds before disappearing forever to come back
in another form. As we approach it, we are also moving off.

“To see is to forget the name of the thing that one sees,” says Robert Irwin.

It is adventurous and striking. Everything is happening within us who are looking,
within us who are depicting. That's what makes painting such a healthy activity.

It forces us to constantly adapt to the new environment, at least to the light. That's
what we've got all the color for, from white to black and back. Somewhere over
the rainbow...

| tried a little (very little) to describe what is painted, but always come to the
same old conclusion that a single painting is more than a thousand words. Yes, in
this case, the description is 7,777 characters long, but not one more! Hough! I'm
done, it's time to watch!

Preklad / Translation: Martina Petakova



