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Mekanin i¢indeyim, etrafimi saran havayi hissediyorum, garip bir yer. Buraya nasil
geldim bilmiyorum. Ama buradayim. Uzunca bir siire burada kalacagim, kendimi
bildim bileli bir gériiniimiin igindeyim, zamanin sekillendirdigi bir goriiniim. Ku-
lagimda stirekli tiz bir ses. Uzunca bir siire burada vakit gegirecegim, bilemedigim
bir siire. Gidecek hig bir yer yok, eskiden vard1 artik kalmadi. Etrafimi1 saran mekani
bir pargam gibi hissediyorum. Bu garip par¢adan kurtulmak istiyorum. Bir uzvuma
doniismiis par¢adan.

Tek bir yol kaldi, buradan Jpeg Takimadalari’na gidebilmek. Tek umudum bu gibi,
bagka bir umudum kalmadi. Aura sehrine varabilirsem belki orada yeni bir yol
bulunur, tekrar kendimden ¢ikabilecegim bir yol. Uzun siiredir kendimden ¢ikama-
digim i¢in kendimi biraz sikismis hissediyorum. Aslinda biraz degil epeyce sikismis.
Ne garip ki uzunca bir siiredir anlarin nasil gectigi konusunda bir muhakeme
yapmamistim, anlarin nasil bir birine baglandiklarini, nerede koptuklarini, hesap-
layamamigim. Uyku zamanlari belki de kopus anlaridir. Bir es verirsin. Riiyalara
yatarsin uyanirsin. Sabahlar1 yeni bir baslangig¢ sayilir.

Siirekli erteledigim bir “zaman” liiksii i¢cinde artik sonsuz da olmayan bir mekan-
dayim, bunun bilincindeyim. Serzenislerim, kendi kendime konugmalarim, mukayes-
elerim, hesaplamalarim beni siirekli bir sonuca tasiyor. Nasil bir bigimi olacaksa dyle
bi¢imlendi her sey. Emin de degilim. Nasil bir bigime kavusacagini nereden bilebil-
irdim ki. Bilemezdim sadece zamanin iginde iste boyle sekillendigini gormiis oldum.
Simdi bir siir sesi ¢ikarmaya calisan sesle bas basa, siirekli akan bir seyin i¢inde,
degisen bir seyin i¢inde. Havanin bile yogun olarak sert bir cisimmis gibi etrafimi
sardigini hissediyorum. Hangi mekandayim? Bunca zamani s6ylemediklerimi hep
6fkenin disinda baska bir seyin sekillendirebilecegini hayal ederek gegirdim.

Tiim bu seyleri istemenin disinda berrak bir duygunun tiim bir “hiper y1gin1” desene
dondiirecegini diisledim. Hangi mekanda oldugumun ne 6nemi var. Ama var iste bir
goriiniimiin i¢indeyim, ondan kurtulamiyorum, ondan yiiz ¢eviremiyorum, siirek-

li detaylara bakinarak yiiriimeye devam ediyorum. Kiigiik diisiiyor olmaya bir an
inansaydim, o zaman bir hisle kapli olurdum, hig bir hisle kapl degilim. Goriiniimiin
iginden gegerken tabi ki gérmeyerek geciyorum, onu sinir uglarimda canli yapacak
sey gormem degil, istemem de degil, baska tiirlii bir kendinden olus hali var onu
hep goriiniir kilan. Zihnim beni siirekli bir yerlere siiriiklityor. Sekilsiz bir yerlere
riiyalardaki bir yerlere, rilya m1 gergek mi bilemedigim bir goriiniime. Orada her
seyden vazgegmisim, 1srarim yok, bitmek yok, gegmek yok, sadece bir goriiniim var.
Varligimla sekillenen, varligimla sinirli bir goriiniim.

Cevirdigim sey, ¢eviremedigim sey, hepsinin bir hesabi vardi, olmasa da vardi,
uykunun berrakliginda, 6glen giinesinin golgelerinde, ayin savkini tagiyan bulutlar-
da, ¢camlarin dibinde. Hatirlamaya calistigim sey de ne? Binada, odada, yatakta, her
yerde kokular1 duyumsadigim tiim zamanda.



Riizgar, hi¢ bitmeyen, hep var olan o cisim, pargam oldugunu bildigim bir madde ne
kara ne ak, sanki hep benden ¢ikip bana donen, dondiigiinde nese veren.

Yer olityor benim igin, 6ldiigiinii hissediyorum, bu ciimleyle uyandim, puslu agir bir
hava vardi her zamanki gibi. Bir iki lokma bir sey yedim, kiyafetlerimi gegirdikten
sonra yola diistiim, mekandan ¢ikmaliyim diye diisiindiim, gériiniimden ¢ikmaliyim
bugiin, yiiriirken sagma bir ¢ok detay1 gozledim, agaglarin siralarina, gokyiiziiniin
durumuna, evlerin renklerine ara sokaklardan asag1 dogru ilerledim, agiklik alana
geldigimde epey bir zaman dolanmistim. Hi¢ kimseyi gérmek umudu yok kafamda,
artik buradan gidecegim diye diisiindiim, gitmeliyim. Jpeg Takimadalari’na dogru
uzunca bir yolculuk olacak ama gitmeliyim. Orada bir ¢ok kent oldugunu duydum,
tipki buradakine benzeyen hatta buradaki her kentin aynisi orada var diye duydum.
Gortimiinii tipa tip ayniymis ama ayni da degilmis, sanki buradaki sahtesi oradaki
gercegiymis gibi aynen bdyle duydum. Oraya gidip de kimsenin donmedigini bili-
yorum. Haberleri nasil nereden aldigimi sorarsaniz aldim iste. Bir ¢ok haber, bir ¢ok
konusma var Jpeg Takimadalari ile ilgili ama gidip de déneni ben heniiz gérmedigim
i¢in bilmiyorum. Yanlis seyler de olabilir duyduklarim, yine de denemem gerek,
evimden ayrilabilirsem eger becerebilirsem gidecegim, kesin karaliyim, uzunca bir
stiredir inga ettigim teknem hazir. Hazinelerimi de yiikleyip gidecegim.

Kendime bir bardak siit sdyledim yanina yiyecek bir iki bir sey oturup soluklandigim
yerden tek tiikk tramvaylar gegiyordu, bir iki arag, limandan deniz sesleri geliyor.
Garip goriiniimlii, bayrakli binalarin arasindan limanin siluetini goriir gibiyim.
Soluklandigim kahve spor malzemeleri satan bir diikkana bakiyor. Magazanin vitrin-
inde bayraklar formalar ve deriden bir kag top var. Diikkkanin yaninda duvara bir kag
afis asilmig. Biri bir sirk afisi, renkli bir gériiniimii var. Kocaman bir fil, trapezcilerin
altinda, taburesinde giiliimstiyor gibi. Dinlenmem bitince yola diistiim, kimi zaman
merdivenlerden kimi zaman hafif egimli sokaklardan asagiya, limana dogru yola
devam ettim.

Eger kendi varligiizin bir kanitin1 bulamazsaniz, yani varliginizi kanitlayan hig bir
sey yoksa elinizde, beylik laflarla var oldugunu 6ne siirmekten baska ne ¢areniz
kalir. Simdi dikkatlice diigiiniiyorum tiim goérdiiklerim hatirladiklarim bir yana, var
olmamis gibiyim. Kendi kendime sundugum kanitlar sanki beni var etmek bir tarafa
dursun varligimi tamamuyla siipheli hale getirdi. Iginde bulundugum tiim fiziksel
durumlar, tiim tinsel alanlar, diigiiniislerim, doniisiimlerim, temaslarim, hepsi siipheli
hale geldiler. Sahi ben ne zaman var oldum? Hangi mekanda, zamanin kaliba dok-
tiigl bir akis nasil kendisini “var” olarak tanimlayacakti ki? Elimi siksam, canimi1
yaksam, birine fenalik etsem, fenalik gérsem, ¢ektigim 1zdirap, aldigim haz hepsi

su anda bana bir kanit olmaktan ¢ok, baska bir duyumsama sinir sisteminin dogal
refleksleri olarak goziikiiyor. Hay Allah, insan bundan siiphe etmeye baslarsa aniden
kurumaya yatan aga¢ gibi olmaz m1? Bu siiphe olustuktan sonra bunu nasil tersine
dondiirebilirim, varligimi tekrar nasil var edebilirim? Boylesine bir problemle yiiz
yiize kalacagimi kestiremezdim. Oncesinde her seyin bir ne ise “0” oldugu konu-

sunda siiphe gotiirmez bir gergeklige sahiptim. Simdi ise bu son bir kag aydan beri
belki de daha uzunca bir siireden beri, bunu kendime kanitlayamaz oldum. Bu giine
kadar ne yasadiysam nerede bulunduysam bunlarin hepsi bir jpeg formati halinde
duruyorlar, bir jpeg formati halinde varlar, bunun diginda yoklar gibi. Bu sorulara bir
cevap tretemez oldum o yilizden Aura sehrine varmak zorundayim orada bir ¢oziim
oldugunu hissediyorum.

Belki bir noktada diger tiim her seyle baglarim koptu ve ben farkinda olamadim,
duyumsamanin duraksadigi bir an oldu ve ben bir karigikligin i¢inde oldugumdan
bunu atladim, bu kadar kor olabildigim bir an oldu mu? Her neyse, kafami dagt-
madan yola devam etmeliyim, beylik laflarla kendimi var edemeyecegim. Ayakta
tutmaya calistigim her sey bir anda gdziime ¢ok iiziintiilii gdziiktiiler. Inanislarim,
cabalarim, hepsinin degeri bir anda hiizne boguldu silindi sanki. Ya bu melankoliye
alismaliyim ya da yola ¢ikmaliyim.

Bir defasinda her zamanki yolumdan kendi kuliibeme doniiyordum, sadece donerk-
en kiigilik bir sokaga takildi goziim, daha once hi¢ fark etmemis oldugum bir sokak.
Oradan giderek kuliibeme kisa yoldan varabilecegimi hesapladim. Ardindan kay-
boldum. Kendi mekanima biraz daha yaklastigimi diisiindiigiim her noktada iyice
kayboldum. Ve aniden hi¢ ummadigim bir seyle karsilastim. Masmavi bir deniz
vardi 6niimde. Evet yillardir gittigim kulilbemin yolunun biraz arkasinda masmavi
bir deniz. Alabildigine genis bir manzara sakli. Bu nasil olabildi? Bilemedim, hep
bunun olabilecegini hissetmistim ama gercekten olabilecegini ummazdim. Biraz
daha yaklastim. Bir demir yolu gegerek ve bir duvarin lizerinde buldugum kiigiik bir
gegitten gegerek vardim bu yere. Bu inanilmazdi. Manzaraya biraz daha dikkatlice
taraymca dalgakiran vazifesi goren kayalarla ¢evrelenmis, incir zeytin ve gamlarin
stisledigi mavi, temiz bir koy ve kendi halinde salinan bir kag kii¢iik sandal vardi.
Bir de baska minik bir kuliibe, orada ¢amasir asan bir adam ve tiiten bir baca.

Nasil bir gergeklik: Once puslu bir giinbatimi1 ve karlar iginde giinesin kizilligini
kalin bulutlarin ardindan belli belirsiz hissediyorum. Ortasinda tekrar bir kuliibe

ve bacasindan agik gri bir odun dumani yiikseliyor. Alabildigince yagmis kar, gam
agagclarini, ¢atry1 doldurmus. Evin haresinde pembelikler ve siitsii mavilikler hakim.
Evin kiigiik penceresinde turuncumsu bir 151k var. Alacakaranliktan bir 6ncesi gibi.
Is181 belirgin kilan bir logluk. Orada igeride gemiden kurtardigi takim sandigini
agmis inceleyen bir Robinson var. Buraya kiigiik bir takim sandigi ile gelmis ve

bu tahta kuliibeyi insa etmis. Ormanin ayla aydinlanan karl karanliginda gore-
medigimiz bir sekilde igeride kendi sessiz diinyasinin detaylari ile mesgul,

Ikincisi: Karanlik bir gecede ayin aydinlattig1 bir gokyiizii var. Parca parca bulutlar
15181 bir ¢ok yerlerinden alip yansitiyorlar. Bulutlarin altinda dalgali denizde seyre-
den kiigiik bir tekne var. Isiklar1 yanik. Yildizlar ay oldugu i¢in pek de segilemiyor

ama belli basli olanlar1 orada yerli yerinde duruyor. ki kiigiik 151k teknenin iginde,

biri sanki elektronik bir cihazdan ¢ikiyor. Her sey, tiim goriiniim usta isi eski bir



graviir gibi goriiniiyor. Yelkenleri kapali tekne, karanlikta yol aliyor. Cok uzakta belli
belirsiz siradaglar var. Eteklerinde silik tozsu 1giklardan serpilmis kentler.

Ucgiinciisii: Gokyiiziinde giinbatimini kovalayan metalden sosis gévdeli bir ugagin
turuncu pencerelerine yaklasiyoruz, Iceride umutlu goziiken(sanirim bu los tepe
lambalarindan kaynaklaniyor) bir topluluk var. Gece lambalarinin altinda bazisi
uyukluyor, bazisi kitap okuyor, kimisi burnunu cama dayamis asagida galaksinin
gobegindeki bir yildiz firtinasina benzeyen kentleri seyrediyor. Asagida kiigiik
yemyesil bir televizyon ekrani var. Parlak bir stadyum sanirim. Pazar giinii ve tim
yerkiirede maglar oynaniyor. Bu mevsim bu yarimkiirenin kentlerinde ay gene en
tepede karanlik geceye parlak bir mavilik katiyor.

Evimdeyim, gecenin seslerini birer birer ayikliyorum. Bir iki insan konusmasi. Meta-
lik bir ses. Uzaklardan gelen bir ugultu belki otobandan. Bir motor sesi. Kiigiik bir
korna. Kulaklarimdaki ugultu, disaridaki pencerelerden yansiyan turuncu i1siklar. Kar
bekliyorum. Masam her zamanki gibi daginik; yenmis meyveler, agzina kadar dolu
bir kiilliik, kirli goraplar, ¢ise bile gitmekten {isendigim i¢in doldurdugum plastik
siseler. Tekrar bir araba sesi. Bir ugak kalkti. Agik bir radyodan gelen belli belirsiz
melodiler. Evimde geg¢irdigim tiim bu zaman iginde, kendi kendime, biriktirdigim
bir siirli nesne ile sanki bir evren olusturdum. Her seyin dogal oldugu bir diizenden
bahsediyorum. Sirasiyla gidersek beni var eden sebepleri, yani annemi, babami ve
onlar1 yaratan sebepleri, onlarin annelerini, babalarini sayarak geriye dogru gide-
biliyorum. Tiim sebeplerin birbirini yarattig1 bir diizenin i¢indeyim. Diinyanin beni
yaratmasi, giinesin diinyay1 yaratmasi; tiim bu yaratilanlarin hep bir seyler yaratmasi.
Oyleyse ben bir “dogal” ve dogal olmayan ayrimini anlamiyorum, reddediyorum.
Madem ki siire beni buraya getirdi ve ben de bir seyler yaratarak siirenin iginde
devam ediyorum. Bu durumda yarattigim, topladigim, temas ettigim her seyin

dogal olmas1 gerekir. Tiim esyalar uzantilarim gibi. Tim kavramlar bir pargam gibi.
Yarattigim, temasta oldugum her esya tipki canli tiirlerinin gesitlenmesi gibi ¢esitle-
niyorlar. Tiirler, siniflar ve kiimeler olusturuyorlar. Tiim bunlar limanlarda, evlerde,
sokaklarda biriktiler. Sekillendiler, sekillenmeye devam ediyorlar. Her sey birbirinin
dogal uzantisi olarak devam ediyor. Makine pargalari, contalar, bocek tiirleri kadar
¢oklar. Kumasa ait olanlar, diigmeler, yaprak tiirleri kadar ¢oklar. Belki daha goklar.
Kalemler, kelimeler, plastikten olanlar, metalden olanlar, insa edilmisler bestelenmis
olanlar. Hem benim dememle varlar. Hem kendi kendilerine varlar. Tiim bu varliklar
etrafimi kusatmis durumda. Kusatma belki dogru kelime degil “uzant1” gibi. Bagka
diger canlilarin da bir ¢ok seyler imal ederek bu kervanda olduklarini biliyorum.
Kendi kiiltiiriinii kurmak deniyor buna. Iletisim deniyor. Kolaylik deniyor. Yasama
tutunmak deniyor, daha sayabiliriz. Bir de cansiz olan nesneleri dogal olmayan
simifinda géren bir goriis var. Ama neden dogal olmasinlar. Onlar1 kafamizda “dogal
olmayan” olarak tanitlamamiz neden? Tipki benim kadar mis gibi dogallar. Tiim bu
kentler, tiim bu birikmis y18int1, sekillenip gesitlenmis, her sey kendi evrimlerini
yastyorlar. Ornegin bir vida, ardindan bir “diibel” maddesini getiriyor. Bu “diibel
maddesi” siirekli sekillenerek ¢esitleniyor ve evrimini bagka bir madde-kavrama

dogru donistiiriiyor. Tipki kelimeler gibi. Atesten, kontrol altina alinmasindan bagla-
yarak meydana ¢ikan 1siticilarin, 1s1y1 kontrol etmeye ¢alismak igin olusmus tiim
maddelerin bir dokiimiinii yapsak burada yer kalmazdi. Cini sobalar, metal sobalar,
gazli sobalar, kuzineli sobalar, dokiim sobalar, kalorifer petekleri, giines panelleri,
liste uzayip gider. Yapilmis her resim, ¢ogaltilmis her fotograf, yazilmis her kelime
bu hiper yigmtinin bir pargasi ve dogallar. Kendi evrimlerini siirdiiriiyorlar. Resimler
deyince, 6znel durumlar diye tarif edebilecegimiz seyler ama zaman gegtikge geriye
doniip baktigimizda hepsinin bir genellik ifade ettigini gériiyorum. Biitiin 6znel-
liklerin sanki zamanla bir genellige doniistiigii bir alandan bahsediyoruz. Hani derler
ya bir resmin bir filmin evrensel degerlerle donanmasi durumunda anlamls, iletigim-
de kalan bir yapiya doniisebilecegi fikri. Tam tersini sOylemeliyim ne kadar tikelse,
ne kadar 6zelse, ne kadar ana aitse, o kadar evrensel ve genel olma sans1 yiiksek,
hakikat olma sans1 yiiksek. Evrensel degerler s6z konusu olamaz. Ozel degerler

s6z konusu olabilir. Evrensel degerlere yola ¢ikan her yapi kendi mikro kozmosunu
atlayarak bir safsataya doniisiir. Bir siiril ise yarar nesneden maddeden bahsettik ya
en ise yaramazlari da bu evrensel degerlerle kusanmig sanat formlaridir. Belli kuvvet
odaklart “yeni” olan1 kutsarken bunlara da belli oranlarda kuvvetler verir ama yok
olmaya mahkum bir kuvvet, kendi donemi i¢inde bir “de facto” sadece. Belli kuvvet
odaklar1 kiiltiir tiranliklart hayatin i¢inde olusan bu 6zel durumlarr gérmek isteme-
zler. Onlar “yeniyi” kutsayan kutsal bir s6zlesmenin taraftar1 gibidirler, Gergeklik
carpiticilart gibi. Bir tiir “cambaza bak™ gibi. Her tarafi korkung bir jpeg bom-
bardimaninda tutarak ¢ogalirlar.

Kuvvet odag1 deyip gegmemek gerek. Tiim bu olugsmus kargasanin 6nemli
pargasindan bahsediyoruz, nasil ki sanati fiziktekine benzer insana etki etmesinden
anladigimiz bir “f” kuvveti ile duyumsayabiliyorsak, bu bahsettigimiz diger kuv-
veti de her yerde fiziktekine benzeyen bir f kuvveti ile hissederiz. Ornegin, tikele
donelim kentimize, kendi beton olusumumuza. Yarattigimiz kent tiim diger kentler
gibi essiz. Kendi kendini imal etmeye ve iginde bir ¢gok sey meydana getirmeye de-
vam ediyor. Olusturdugu bu bigim, tiirettigi nesneler, bicemler, biiyiik bir organizma.
Kent deyince daha binlerce seyden bahsedecegiz ama simdilik kisitli tutarak burada
simit, tavuk, ¢igkofte, kolboregi yedirilerek beslenmis bir maddeden bahsedecegim.
Bu madde, bu dedigim gidalarla beslenip siirekli bir ireme zincirine tabi tutularak,
calistirilarak siirekli faal, islek durumda sabitlenmis bir nesneye doniismiis durum-
da. Bu bahsettigim gidalar yedirilerek sekillenen bir madde. Yedirilen gidalardan
bahsetmek gerekir de tavuk dedigim seyi anlatmama liizum yok. Bir proteinmis gibi
goziiken proteinimsi. Kandirmaca bir gidadan bahsediyorum.

Tipki eski “kutsal” kitaplarda bahsedilen ve yarattigi nesneyi sinava tabi tutan bir
tanr1 gibi, bu “kuvvetler” de insan1 ¢esitli ac1 sinavlara tabi tutarak, biteviye bir
trajedi ortamini canli tutarak ona bir faallik, bir 6fke, bir dayanma giicii, bir dirayet
katarak kendi dekorunu kuruyor. Bir sirkmis gibi bir egleniyoruz durumu yarata-

rak da iste pozitif bir motivasyon da veriyorlar. Bir 6diil durumu yaratmazsan bu
madde de bir yere kadar salak. Calistirip tireme yapmasini saglayamazsin. Her neyse



bu yogurulmus maddeye daha ¢okga donecegim. Ciinkii bahsettigimiz her seyin
hammaddesi gibi.

Yolculuguma donmeliyim gevezelik yeter. Aura bolgesine gitmek istiyorum, imal
ettigim teknemin ismini Aura koydum, simdilik beni canli tutan tek hayal bu, bu
bolgeye giris yapabilirsem bagska bir gergeklige giris yapacagimi umuyorum, bana
sekil vermeye ¢alisan bu kuvvetler biitiiniinden uzakta olacagim, bundan eminim.
Zaman denilen kalibin digina ¢ikacagim. Madde denilen seyin 6tesinde bir yerlerde
olacagim, inancim bu. Adanin kuzeyi Jpeg bolgesi tarafindan yonetiliyor, aralarinda
biiyiik bir deniz var. Jpeg bolgesi bagnazlikla yonetildiginden, Aura bdlgesine etki
edemiyor. Gegis neredeyse sifir, orada, bu baska diinyada kaybolabilecegim. On
binlerce kii¢iik ada var, sicak giiney riizgarlar1 var.

Insan olmanin tanimi eski bin yillarin sekillendirdigi bir séylence. Huzursuzlugunun
sebebi sadece “zaman” degil, zamana verdigin tanim, senin kosusturan sey bu
tanimin kendisi bu kavrami olguyu yorumlayis seklin toz mezarligina gitmenin kotii
bir sey olmadigini tekrar agkla kuracagin iligskinin tanimindan gegtigini hatirlaya-
caksin, topragin altina gomdiigiin seyi hatirlayacaksin, eski inanislarin eski ¢aligma
sekillerin, eski panigin, sana eski diinyanin hediyesi. Bak bu “kuvvetler” eski diin-
yanin sozciikleri ile sana sesleniyor, eski diinyanin korkular1 ile seni motive ediyor.
Hatirlamaya ¢alis zaman neydi, zamanin kalibinda ne vardi? Eskiden biiyiik dikkat
gerektiren, insanlart hayran birakan isleri hep “onun” yanina gitmek i¢in yapardin.
Basina gelen tiirlii felaketlere hep “onun” varligi ile dayanirdin. O 61dii artik bagka
bir diisiiniise ihtiyacin var. Giines dogana kadar deseninin baginda baska bir ey i¢in
sabahlamalisin, kiymetli bir sey i¢in. Hos sabahlaman da gerekmiyor niye sabahl-
adigini anlayabilmis degilim. “Onun” yaninda yerin yok ama sen hala uyumuyorsun;
seni motive eden sey, sandigim sey olmasimn. Ofken, kirginligin, gériilmemis old-
ugunu hissetmen olmasin. Uziilme ama ¢abalama da artik. Aura’ya vardiginda gam
kokulu limanlarin senin i¢in var oldugunu anlayacaksin, sevgilinin senin i¢in var
oldugunu.

Sadece kiigiik bir koyda baslayan, etkisi on yillar siiren kii¢iik bir form, kiigiik

bir tekrar, belki iginden krallar, kraligeler ¢ikardi ve bu miizik sadece bogazin

bir yakasinda serpildi; visne rengi, manifoltlu arabalarda dinlendi, aynalar1 6pen
gengler, kocaman sirket miidiirleri tarafindan dinlendi, dinlendi etkili oldu bir for-
mat olarak kaydedildi, ¢almaya devam ediyor, evet, bogazin bir yakasinda gelisti,
belki Yenikap1 onlerine kadar ulasti, ama etkisi daha uzak yerlere kadar vardi. Tam
anlamiyla 6zeldi, tikeldi, evrenseldi, kii¢iik bir diinya igin. Elimizde bunlarin nasil
zaman etki ettiklerini gosterecek bir veri yok kendi deneyimlerimizden bagka.
Giivenmeli miyim kendi deneyimime?

Tiim hayalleri sadece gokytiziinii goren, giineye bakan bir pencereden bakarak kurd-
um, hava giizelken giiney riizgarlar1 kente dolarken.



I’'m in the space, I feel the air surrounding me, it is a weird place. I don’t know how

I came here. But I’'m here. I will stay here for sometime, I’m in this appearance as
long as I’'m aware of myself, an appearance shaped by time. I always hear a high-
pitched noise. I will spend a long time here, I do not know when will it end. There

is no place to go, there used to be one but now none left. I feel that the space around
me is almost a part of me. I want to get rid of this awkward part. This part that turned
into an organ.

There is only one way out, to go to Jpeg Archipelago. This seems to be my only
hope, I have no other hope left. If I can make it to the city of Aura, maybe there I
can find a new way, a way to leave myself again. I feel a bit stuck because I haven’t
managed to leave myself for a while. Not a bit actually, I feel very stuck. It’s unusual
that I haven’t been questioning how the moments are passing, I couldn’t calculate
how they connect to each other, where they diverge. Maybe only in sleep you can
disengage. You pause for a bit. You dream dreams and then wake up. The mornings
are new beginnings.

Here in a space that is not infinite, with a “luxury” of time that I’ve been constantly
postponing, I’'m aware of this. My remonstrance, my self-talk, my comparisons and
calculations always take me to a conclusion. Everything formed, as it should be. I’'m
not really sure. How was I to know what kind of form it will have. I couldn’t guess,

I was only able to see how it turned out in time. Now I’m alone with a voice that is
trying to make the sounds of a poem, within something that flows forever, changes. I
even feel the air encapsulating me as a hard, solid object. Which space am Iin? I’ve
spent so much of my time imagining that something other than anger could shape the
things I did not tell.

On top of all of these things I desire, I’ve always dreamt that a clear feeling will
transform this “hyper clutter” to a drawing. Does it matter which space I’m in. But it
does, I’m in a certain appearance, I cannot get rid of it, I cannot run away, I’'m walk-
ing along, constantly looking at details. If I believed, even for a moment, in feeling
small, I would be covered with an emotion, right now I don’t feel any emotion. Mov-
ing through this appearance of course I move without seeing it, seeing is not some-
thing that will make it living at my nerve endings, not even if [ want it to be, this
appearance has a different existence making it always visible. My mind is constantly
drifting me to places. To amorphous places, places from dream, to an appearance,
which I cannot discern whether it is dream or reality. There I gave up on everything,
I’m not persistent, there is no ending, no passing, only an appearing. An appearance
that is shaped through my existence, limited to my existence.

The thing I turn over, the thing I don’t turn over, there was calculation behind all,
there was even when it didn’t, in the clarity of sleep, under the shades of the noon,
the clouds that were carrying the light of the moon, by the pine trees. What is it that
I’m trying to remember? In the building, the room, the bed, everywhere, at all times
when I can sense the smells.



The wind, the never-ending, always existing object, a material I know is a part of
me, neither black nor white, as if it’s something that always returns to me, something
that brings joy at every return.

The ground is dying for me, I can sew that it does, I wake up to this sentence, there
was the usual misty, heavy air. I had a few bites, I put my clothes on and hit the road,
I thought I should leave this space, this appearance today, I spent too much time
observing a small detail, I walked towards the array of trees, the state of the sky, the
colors of houses, down through the side lanes. When I made it to the plain, I have al-
ready walked too much. I didn’t hope to see anyone, I thought that I will soon leave
this place, I have to leave. It will be a long way to the Jpeg Archipelago but I have

to go. I heard there is a city down there, a city that is exactly like the one here, a city
that is the same everywhere. | heard that it looks exactly the same but is not the same
that it is as if this city is the fake and that one is real. I know no one comes back
from there. If you ask me how I know these things, I just heard. There is a lot of
gossip, talking about Jpeg Archipelago but I don’t know anyone who went there and
came back. The things I’ve heard might not be true, but I have to try, if I can manage
to leave my house I will go, I’'m determined, my boat which I’ve been working on
for while is ready. I will load my treasures and leave.

I ordered a glass of milk and something to eat. Tramways were passing intermittently
by this place I was resting at, a few cars, voices of the sea were coming from the har-
bor. I feel like I’'m seeing a silhouette of the harbor through the awkward buildings
with flags.

This cafe is facing a store selling sports equipment. They display flags, jerseys and
some leather balls. There are posters on the wall next to the store. One of them is a
poster of a circus, it looks colorful. There is a huge elephant, smiling on his small
chair beneath the trapezists. After getting some rest, I hit the road again, walked
down to the harbor through the stairs and streets.

If you cannot find evidence of your existence, meaning that there is nothing that will
prove your existence, what else you have left other than sticking to the clichés. I'm
thinking now, apart from everything I’ve seen, I remember, I feel like I’ve never ex-
isted. The evidence I tried to find for myself, made my existence even more doubtful.
The physical state I’m in, all of the spiritual spaces, my thoughts, cycles, contacts
they all became doubtful. Really when was I existing? In what space, a flow of time
into a mold can define it self as “existing”? Squeezing my hand, hurting myself,
hurting someone else, seeing bad stuff, suffering or experience pleasure, these seems
to be natural reflexes of a different nerve system rather than being evidence. If one
begins to doubt this won’t he become a drying tree waiting for death? How can I
reverse this doubt once it is formed, how can I make my existence exist again? I’ve
never thought I will face a problem like this. I used to think that there is no doubt
that whatever a thing is it is “that”. For the last few months, maybe a bit longer, 1
cannot prove that to myself. Whatever I’ve experienced since today, wherever I’ve

been to, is all stored in the jpeg format, exist in the jpeg format, they don’t exist
outside of it. I cannot find the answers of these questions, this is why I have to make
it to the city of Aura, I feel that is where the solution is to be found.

Maybe at one point, I got disengaged from everything and I couldn’t understand,
there was a point that my perception hesitated and I couldn’t notice because I’m in

a mess, was I that blind? Anyway, I have to move forward without the distractions, I
cannot bring myself to existence with these clichés. All of a sudden, everything I’'m
trying to keep alive looks so sad to me. My beliefs, my effort, their values got all
effaced with this sadness. I can either get use to this melancholy or hit the road.
Once on my usual way home, to my cottage, a small alley caught my eye, an alley
that I’ve never noticed before. I thought I could go home quickly through this way.
Than I got lost As I thought I was getting closer to my neighborhood, I got even
more lost. And all of sudden I bumped into something totally unexpected. Ahead of
my laid the bluest sea. Yes, a blue sea behind the road to my cottage that I was taking
for so many years. Vast scenery was hidden. How could this be possible? I didn’t
know, I sensed that this might happen but I never really hoped for it. I walked closer.
I walked across the train tracks and through a small passageway I found on a wall,
came here. This was incredible. Looking closely to the scenery, I noticed a blue and
clean bay, surrounded by rocks that work as a jetty and ornamented with fig, olive,
and pine trees, and small boats floating on water. There was another small cottage,
there, a man hanging his laundry and a chimney smoking.

What kind of a reality is this: First, I subtly feel the hazy sunset and redness of the
sun behind the thick clouds and snow. At the middle of it is a cottage and its chimney
smokes the light grey smokes of wood. There is so much snow, the pine trees, the
roof of the house all covered under it. There is a pinkish, milky bluish halo around
the house. An orange light comes out of its small window. Like the eve of dusk.

A space that makes the light apparent. There, inside, is a Robinson who is going
through the toolbox salvaged from the ship. He came here with a small toolbox and
built this wooden cottage. In the moonlit darkness of the woods that is covered in
snow, we cannot see that he is occupied with the details of his silent life.

Second: There is a moonlit sky this dark night. Partly clouds take in the light and
reflect it. Beneath the clouds, on the wavy sea there is a small boat cruising. With
its light on. Because of the moon, the stars are not distinguishable but the main ones
are there in their usual places. In the boat there are two weak lights, one might be
coming from an electronic device. Everything, the whole image looks like an old
masterpiece etching. The boat with the sails down is cruising in the dark. Far away
there are vague mountains. At their foot are cities with dusty lights sprinkled.

Third: We are getting closer to the orange windows of a plane with a metal sausage
airframe, chasing the sunset. Inside there is a hopeful crowd (maybe the dim lights
make them look like that). Under their overhead lights some sleep, some read, leaned



against the windows some watch the cities that look like star storms at the center of
the galaxy. Down there is a small green television screen. I reckon it is an illuminat-
ed stadium. It is a Sunday and there are games played all around the world. In this
season on this hemisphere, the moon above adds again a bright blueness to the dark
nights of the city.

I’m home, weeding out the sounds of the night. Two people speaking. A metallic
sound. A roar from far away maybe from the high way. The sound of a motor. A light
horn. A hum in my ears, the orange lights reflected from the windows outside. I’'m
waiting for snow. My table is untidy, as always: Bitten fruits, an ashtray full of ciga-
rette buds, dirty socks, full plastic bottles as I’'m too lazy to go and piss. Another car.
A plane just took off. Vague melodies coming from a radio. All this time I spent at
home alone, I created a universe with all the objects I collected. I’m talking of an or-
der in which everything is organic. If we follow the line of logic, I can go back to the
reasons why I exist, meaning my mother and my father and the reasons that created
them, their mothers and fathers. I’m in an order where all reasons create each other.
The world creating me, the sun creating the world; all these created always creating
other stuff. Hence I don’t understand the distinction between “organic” and inorgan-
ic, I defy it. If it is time that took me here, I’m continuing to move in time by creat-
ing stuff. Then everything I create, collect, contact should be organic. All objects are
my extensions. All concepts my part. Every object I create, I contact multiply just
like species do. Species, classes and clusters. They accumulated in harbors, houses
and on the streets. They took form, still taking. Everything is continuation to be natu-
ral extensions of each other. Parts of the machines, joints, there are as many of them
as insects. Textiles, buttons, there are as many of them as leaves. Maybe even more.
Pens, words, plastics, metals, constructed, composed. They exist when I say. They
exist themselves. All these substances surround me. Maybe surrender is not the right
word but it’s more like they are “extensions”. I know that I’m in this state of produc-
tion together with many other beings. This is called constructing your own culture.
It’s called communication. It’s called convenience. It’s called hanging onto life, we
can count many more definitions. Then there is this perspective that sees the non-liv-
ing objects in the category of inorganic. But why shouldn’t they be organic? Why

do we define them as such? They are like me so excellently organic. All these cities,
all this clutter, anything that’s in form and diversity, live their own evolutions. For
example, a screw brings along the material “peg”. This “peg” material is constantly
changing and transform into another matter-concept of its evolution. Just like words.
From fire to our control of it, to the resultant heathers, if we were to make a list of all
materials that formed to control heath, it will go on forever. Porcelain stoves, metal
stoves, gas stoves, kitchen stoves, cast iron stoves, radiators, solar panels... Each
painting made, photograph reproduces, word written is part of this hyper clutter and
is organic. Paintings, they can be defined as subjective situations but as we look back
in time I realize that they all indicate a collectivity. In this context all subjectivities
turn into a collectivity in time. You know they say that a film only becomes a mean-
ingful, communicative work when equipped with universal values. I have to agree

with the opposite, the more particular, subjective, momentous it is, the more chance
it holds to be universal, collective and true. We cannot talk of universal values. We
can only talk of subjective values. Every work that starts out with universal values
becomes nonsense as it dismisses its own micro cosmos. Haven’t we talked of all
the functional objects, materials; the most futile ones are the art works that carry
these universal values. As certain forces of power consecrate the “new”, they lend
a certain level of power to them as well, a power that is bound to disappear, only a
“de facto” in its own ear. These forces of power, the tyranny of culture, they don’t
want to see the subjectivities of life. They are parties of a sacred agreement that only
consecrate the “new”. Like distorters of reality. Like a “Behold the trickster” scam.
They multiply by a horrendous jpeg bombardment.

We shouldn’t take these forces of power for granted. They are a big part of this mess,
just like our sensing of art’s effect on people similar to the “f” force in physics, this
force of power can be felt everywhere like the “f” force in physics. For example,
going back to the particular, let’s consider our city, our concrete formation. The city
we created is as unique as all other cities. It continues to produce itself and the many
things in it. The form it creates, the objects, forms derived, a huge organism. We can
mention thousands of things about the city but let’s keep it limited here to a matter
that is fed with simit, chicken, ¢igkofte, kolboregi. This matter, fed with these foods,
subject to a chain of reproduction, to constant work, turned into an active, productive
yet stable object. A matter that is form through these food mentioned. We need to
speak of these foods, but there’s no need to explain what is called chicken. A protein-
ish that looks like protein. I’m talking about a makeshift food.

Like a god of the old “sacred” books, testing its created objects, these “forces” set up
their own mis-en-scene by testing the people through difficulties, ceaselessly fuelling
the ambience of tragedy, giving them an activity, a rage, a perseverance, a wisdom.
Like in a circus, we enjoy creating this situation. But this also creates a motivation.
If you don’t create a rewarding situation, this matter is not that stupid. You have to
keep it working, reproducing. Anyway, [ will come back to this matter. Because this
is like the raw material of everything else.

Enough with the talking, I have to go switch back to journey. I want to go the Aura
region, I named the boat I produced Aura, this is the only dream that keeps me
going, [ hope to enter a new reality once I enter this region, I will get away from the
forces that keep trying to shape me, I’m sure of that. I will be outside of the limits
of time. I will be at someplace beyond matter, this is my belief. The north of the
island is governed by the Jpeg region, there is a vast sea in between. Jpeg is ruled by
bigotry, thus has no effect over Aura. These is almost no passing of borders, there I
can get lost in another world. There are tens of thousands of small islands, there are
the warm winds of the south.



The definition of being human is a rumor from the old times. “Time” is not the

only reason of your restlessness, its your definition of time that is making you run
around, the way you interpret this concept. You will remember that it is not a bad
thing to end up in the cemetery of dust, that it is a way through the definition of your
relationship with love. You will remember all the things you buried under. Your old
believes, old ways of working, old panic are gifts to you from the old world. See,
these “forces” call out to you with the words of the old, they motivate you with the
fears from the old world. Try to remember what is time, what is within the limits of
time? You used to perform tasks that require utmost attention, that were fascinating
people for the aim of reaching “him”. Everything you suffered through you’ve have
leaned on “him”. But he is dead now, you need to find a new thinking. You have to
draw till the sunrise for something else, something precious. Well you don’t have to
pull an all-nighter, I still don’t understand why you do that. You don’t have a place
next to “him” but you still don’t sleep; what motives you, is it possible that it’s what
I think it is. Is it your rage, your resentment, your feeling as invisible. Don’t be sad,
but don’t sweat over it either. When you make it to Aura, you will see that the ports
with the smells of the pine are there for you, that love is there for you.

A tiny form with an influence of ten years started out in a small bay, a little repeti-
tion, kings, queens may have arisen from inside and this music only flourished on
one side of the strait; listened in cherry-colored, manifolded car, by the teenagers
kissing mirrors, by the managers of big companies, it was listened, was an influence,
saved as a format, continues to play, yes, it flourished on one side of the strait, made
it to Yenikapi, but its influence made it beyond. It was completely subjective, par-
ticular, was designed for a small world. We have no data in hand but out experiences
to show when these were influencing? Should I trust in my experience?

I dreamt of all dreams while looking out of a south-facing window that only sees the
sky, when the weather was good and the winds from the south.
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. Jpeg Takimadalari / Jpeg Archipelago, 2020
Kagit iizerine mirekkep / Ink on paper
100 x 70 cm

. Agustos /August, 2020

Yerlestirme; ahsap ve seramik

Installation; wood and ceramic

Ahsap heykeller/Wood sculptures: 75 x 20 x 29.5 cm, 51 x 27 x 9 cm
Seramik heykeller/Ceramic sculptures: 7.5 x 20 x 9 cm

. Agustos /August, 2020
Ahsap heykel / Wood sculpture
29.8x16x81cm

. Cankurtaran Kulesi 1/ Lifeguard Tower 1, 2016
Beton, demir, ahsap, kumas / Concrete, Iron, Wood, Fabric
31,5x34x70cm

. Moongarden / Aybahcesi, 2016

Beton, demir, aliminyum, pleksiglas, kablo, lamba
Concrete, iron, aluminium, plexiglas, cable, lamp
60 x55x 57 cm

. Kalypso, 2020
Beton, neon, demir, ahsap / Concrete, neon, iron, wood
Kalypso: 70 x 67 x 78 cm, Feza: 33 x 6,5x 13,5 cm

. Ada/Island, 2020
Tuval tizerine yagliboya/ Oil on canvas
40 x 60 cm

. Basket Sahasi / Basketball Court, 2016
Demir, beton / Iron, Concrete

40 x50 x 45 cm
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Victory Monument / Zafer Aniti, 2019
Plexiglass, lamba, teneke/Plexiglass, light, tin
211 x 117 x 63 cm

Durak 1/ Bus stop 1, 2020
Teneke /Tin
106,5x30,5x20cm

Durak 2 / Bus stop 2, 2020
Teneke /Tin
45x18x 255 cm

Aura Boat, 2020
Yerlestirme / Installation; Teneke / Tin
Sirat motoru/Speed boat :250 x 90 x 69 cm

Feza / Celeste, 2020
Tuval tizerine yagliboya/ Oil on canvas
25x35cm

Cankurtaran Kulesi 2 / Lifeguard Tower 2, 2016
Beton, demir, ahsap, kumas / Concrete, Iron, Wood, Fabric
31,5x34x70cm

Haygaz, 2020
Kagit Uzerine flizen / Charcoal on paper
260 x 150 cm

Pas / Rust, 2020

Tuval tzerine yagliboya
Oil on canvas

54,5 X 44,5 cm
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