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“Lise”

Tuval tizerine yagliboya / 80x100cm / 2016
“High School”

0il on canvas / 80x100cm / 2016
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“1984”
Tuval tizerine yagliboya / 150x210cm / 2016
“1984”

0il on canvas / 150x210cm / 2016
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Gorsel Arsivei

dustince

Marcus Graf

Antonio Cosentino’nun resimleri ve objeleri,
Istanbul'un kentsel kaosunun, yasayanlarinin
tuhafhiginin ve onlarin basina gelen garip maceralarin
sanatsal bir analizi olarak goriilebilir. Pratiginin
temelinde, yasadig1 ortama dair derin bir merak
vardir; sanatsal pratigi, modern hayati temsil

eden sokak manzaralari, apartmanlar, arabalar,
kamyonlar, reklamlar, sandalyeler, plastik torbalar

ve benzeri objelerden olusan gorsel bir glince olarak
okunabilir. Hem resimleri hem de ti¢ boyutlu isleri
siradan olanin giizelligini aciga vururken her seyin
guniumiz insanligina ait ikonlar olabilecegini de
gosterir. Istanbul ile olan iliskisinin iyi bir 6rnegi

ve uzun donemli bir proje olan “Resimli Tarih ve
Egyalar”da kentsel parcalar ile gecmisten kisisel
hikaye ve anilarini, kigisel arkeolojik arastirmasinda
birlestirir. Bu ytizden bu seriyi tanimlayan unsurlar
nostalji ve melankolidir. Eklektik ve cogulcu bir resim
stilini kullanan sanatci gerceklik ile hayal diinyasini
bir araya getirerek giizel oldugu kadar alisilmadik,
kaleydoskopik isler yaratir ki bu islerin ilham kaynag:
da metropoliimiiziin heterojen karakteridir.

Antonio Cosentinonun islerinin

guncel durumuna iliskin birkac

kendine 6zgl bir sentez elde etmis oldu. Artik

igleri cogunlukla sehirdeki sonsuz ylurtytslerinde
yakaladig1 fotografik imgelere dayanmalkta.

Bunun yani sira imgelerinde gazete ktiptirleri ile
kartpostallar: da kaynak olarak kullanir. Milenyum
sonrasinda, glincel islerinde de hala etkisi stirmekte
olan Arabesk kulturine ilgi duymaya baglamastir.
Proust ve Beckett gibi varoluscu yazarlar da sanatciy:
etkilemigtir. Gergekten de Cosentino ¢cok okuyan

bir sanat¢1 ve bu ytizden edebiyatin pratigi izerinde
vadsinamayacak bir etkisi var. Sanatc¢i ayni zamanda
romantizm felsefesine ve bu felsefik yaklagimin
karanlik ve aydinlik yanlariyla insan ruhunun bitin
yuzlerine ilgi gostermesine yakinlik duyar. Sanatci,
Romantizm’in duygular: ve diistinceleri bireysel
olarak ve 6ncelikli bir sekilde ifade etme bigimine de
deger vermektedir. Bu baglamda, adeta bir romantik
mutasyon olarak, melodramayi, nostaljiyi ve kitsch’i,
bireysel duygularin temsilinin radikal bicimleri olarak
okur. Antonio Cosentino, gerceklik ile basa citkmanin
higbir mutlak ve dogru bir yontemi olmadigini

iddia ederek sozii gegen biittin sanatsal ve kiiltiirel

parametreleri kullanan bir sentez yaratmigtir.

Cosentino ayni zamanda buluntu obje ve tenekeleri
kullanarak ti¢ boyutlu igler iiretir. “Teneke Sehir”
adli genis 6lcekli calismasinda minyatiir bir sehirde
tarihi binalar ile modern gokdelenleri, vinc¢leri hatta
eglence parklarini yan
yvana yerlestirmigtir.
Burada da resimlerinde
oldugu gibi diinyamizin
kesitlerden olusan,
karmasik bir modelini
Uretmisgtir.

[~

Bir stire sonra, 1990’lar
civarinda, 6nce ifadeci
soyutlama sonra

ifadeci figirasyon
stillerinde denemeler
yapan sanatci,

daha sonra modern
sanatin bu iki farkl |
ekolinden beslenerek =

“I ima’
Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 200x300cm / 2008 / 6zel koleksiyon
“Lima”

0Oil on canvas / 200x300cm / 2008 / private collection

Ancak o zaman Cosentino kendini bagimsiz ve 6zgir
hisseder. Sanatcilar bugiinlerde sergi programlari,
galeri sozlesmeleri ve koleksiyoncu siparislerinden
dolay1 is adamai gibi davranmak zorunda kalabiliyor.

Bu ylizden gecici
trendler ve heyecanlar
ile ilgilenmeyen

~ sanatcinin iglerini

degerli buluyorum;
kendine ve iglerine
yogunlagma tavri, hele
bugiinlerde ¢cok 6nemli
bir durus bi¢imi.

Zilberman Gallery'deki
sergi, sanat¢inin
pratiginin eklektik ve
cogulcu ozelliklerini
on plana cikariyor.,
Masist Gul'in
1980lerde yaptigi
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A Visual Archivist

Marcus Graf

Antonio Cosentino’s paintings and objects can

be understood as an artistic analysis of Istanbul’s
urban chaos, its strange inhabitants, and the weird
adventures they experience every day. His oeuvre

is based on a deep curiosity of the environment he
lives in, and it can be understood as a visual diary
consisting of street scenes, apartments, cars, trucks,
advertisements, chairs, plastic bags and other objects
that represent modern life. The paintings, as well as
the three dimensional works, reveal the beauty of

the ordinary, and show that everything can become

an icon of today’s mankind. A good example for his
relationship with Istanbul e.g. is the long-term project
“Picture Book of History and Stuff”, in which he
conducts a personal archaeology by combining urban
fragments with personal stories and memories from
the past. That is why in this series, a sense of nostalgia
and melancholy characterizes the works. With an
eclectic and pluralist painting style, he merges reality
with imagination for creating beautiful but challenging
kaleidoscope-like pieces for which the heterogeneous
character of our metropolis
functions as source of
inspiration.

Cosentino also creates three
dimensional works out

of ready-made ohjects or
packing tins. In an extensive
piece entitled “Tin City”, he
even has built a miniature
city, in which historical
buildings stand next to
modern skyscrapers, cranes
or amusement parks. There,
like in his paintings, the
artist builds a complex and
fragmental model of our
world.

After a period in the 1990s,
in which his painting style
was first characterized by
expressive abstraction and
then expressive figuration,

A few thoughts on
the current state of

Antonio Cosentino’s work

he later achieved to form a synthesis between these
two different schools of modern art. Now, his pieces are
mostly based on photographic images that he captures
during his endless walks through the city. Besides

this, cut-outs of newspapers, as well as postcards

are sources of his imagery. After the millennium, he
became interested in the culture of the Arabesque,
which still plays an important role in his current work.
He is also influenced by the existentialist writers
Proust and Beckett. Indeed, Cosentino reads a lot,

and that is why literature has a great impact on his
oeuvre. The artist also feels close to the philosophy

of romanticism, and its interest in all facets of the
human soul, the dark and the bright ones. In the

end, he also values romanticism’s way of expressing
feelings and thoughts individually and immediately.
In this context, as some kind of romantic mutation,

he understands melodrama, nostalgia and kitsch

as radical ways of representing personal emotions.

Out of all the mentioned artistic and various cultural
parameters, Antonio Consentino creates a great
synthesis by claiming that
there is no absolute, objective
or right way to deal with
reality. That is why the artist
does not believe in styles

or the need for a coherency
in his oeuvre. He loves to
improvise, and aims at doing
art in the way he wants.
Only then, Cosentino feels
independent and free. I
believe that this approach is
hard to find these days, as
artists due to their exhibition
programs, gallery contracts,
and collector orders are
sometimes expected to act
like businessman. This is the
reason why I consider his
work as a valuable example
of a contemporary artist, who
is not caring about temporary
trends or hypes, but who

“Az Pilav”
Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 130x160cm / 2008 / 6zel koleksiyon
“A Little Rice”
0il on canvas / 130x160cm / 2008 / private collection



cizgi-roman serisi
Kaldirim Destaninin
ana karakterini

cikis noktasi olarak
kullanan portreler,
kiictik soyut resimler,
tenekelerden yapilmig
buytk 6lcekli bir
araba modeli olan
“ferare” ve siir serileri.
Bunlar, Antonio
Cosentinonun
iglerinin farkh
boyutlar: ve mecralar:
hakkinda bir fikir
veriyor. Spontane
hareketler ve dikkatli
gozlemler, rastlantisallik ve inceleme omuz omuza
gidiyor. Sanat¢inin her resmi kendisi ve malzemeleri
arasindaki iliskiden dogdugundan isler kendiliginden
gelisiyor. Buiytik sehir hayati, modernizasyon tarihi

ile baglantili objeler, endiistriyel gelisim ve tiketim,
yerellik, kimlik ve gehir gibi konular tekrar eden
temalardan bazilar:.
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Hizh ve disavurumecu stili sayesinde resimleri stiratle
yapilmis gibi goztikiiyor. Aslinda gercek durum tam
tersi. Resimlerin tiretim stireci yavas, bazen aylarca
stirtiyor. Sanatci, hafiza ve hatirlama, tarih ve bugiin
ile calistigindan zaman aslinda iglerinde varolan
o6nemli bir kavramsal unsur.

Antonio Cosentino, proje sanatcisi degil; tam tersi,
sanat projelerinin seri bir sekilde tiretilmesi beklenen,
sanatcidan ¢ok proje yoneticisine benzeyen modele,
kultartn endstrilesmesine stipheyle yaklagiyor. Siki
bir sanatsal programi takip etmek yerine, dogaclamay1
tercih ediyor. Cosentino, gercekligin farkl

boyutlarini kesfetmesini, bilinenin 6tesine ge¢mesini
sagladigindan kaybolmay: seviyor. Ayni zamanda
glinimiiziin kiltiirel ve sosyo-politik durumunu
sanatsal olarak irdelemesi, dinyay1 yeni bicimlerde
algilayabilmemizi sagliyor. Yabancilasma ve yer
degistirmeye meydan okuyarak, gercekligi alternatif
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sekillerde gorebiliyoruz.

Sergisindeki portre
serisinde Kaldirim
Destani adli ¢izgi
romani ¢ikis noktasi
olarak aliyor;

sanatci, bu portreler
ile toplumumuz
hakkindaki alisilmamisg
goriislerini agiga
cikariyor. BAS-Banu
Cennetoglu tarafindan
kesfedilip yeniden
yvayinlanan kitaplar:
gordiigi anda Masist
Gul'tin otuz yildan
uzun bir stire 6nce yaptigi isten etkilenen Cosentino,
hikayelerdeki ana karakteri kendi resimleri icin
kullanarak bir nevi sayg1 durusunda bulunuyor.
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Sanatcinin Zilberman Gallery'de gosterdigi bir bagka
calisma da kiiciik, soyut resimlerden olusan serisi.
Soyutlamanin farkh dillerini kullandig: bu islerde,
Cosentino ¢oklu yaklagimi ile soyut sanattaki farklh
yontem ve anlayislardan (organik-lirik ve geometrik-
rasyonel estetik gibi) yararlanir. Ge¢gmiste farkl
resim ekollerinin, zit bigimsel ve kavramsal duruslar:
temsil ettiginden, tek bir sanatci tarafindan bir araya
getirilmesi kabul edilir bir sey degildi. Ote yandan,
bugiiniin gincel sanat diinyasinda eklektizm ve
heterojenlik, 20 yi1ldan uzun stiredir temel kavramlar
olarak yerlerini aldi. Antonio Cosentino, bu fikirlerin
giicintin farkina vararak islerine dahil eder; farkl
bicimsellikler ve renk kullanimlari, degisik dokular ve
estetikler yan yana gorulir.

Siirlerinden olugan yayin ile izleyicilere tuvallerinin
arkasindaki diinyay: da gérme sansini veren
sanatcinin, tenekelerden yaptig1 araba modeli de goz
kamastiriyor. Isin ismi olan “ferare”, yeniden yapma,
kopyalama ve simiilasyona referans veriyor. Popiiler
bir spor arabasina benzediginden araba tanidik gelse
de, bu model tamamen Antonio Cosentino’ya ait.
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rather focuses on
himself, and his work.

The exhibition at
Zilberman Gallery
underlines this eclectic
and pluralist character
of his oeuvre by
showing a set of poems,
portraits based on

the main character of
the comic book series
“Kaldirim Destan1”
made by Masis Gl

in the 1980s, small
abstract paintings

and a large model of a
car made out of tin cans called “ferare.” In this way,
the show gives a good insight in the work of Antonio
Cosentino, as it presents appealing examples from
various artistic facets and disciplines. His exhibited
paintings are characterized by a balance between
spontaneous acts and careful reconsiderations. During
the production process, spontaneous improvisation
and careful observation, as well as randomness and
reconsideration go hand in hand. He does not plan
any of his paintings, as they occur in the interplay
between the artist and his materials. Though, topics
around big-city-life, objects connected to the history of
modernization, industrial progress and consumerism,
as well as locality, identity and urbanism are topics
that are recurrent.

Due to his expressive and hasty painting style, his
works look as if they are made quickly. Though, quite
the opposite is the case. He takes his time, so that some
paintings need months to be finished. Time is actually
also an important conceptual factor in his work, as he
intensively deals with memory, and its recollection, as
well as with the notion of history and present.
Antonio Cosentino is not a project-artist, and he is
actually sceptical towards the industrialization of
culture, which sometimes seems to expect an artist to
become a project-manager, producing art-projects in

a serial manner. Instead of following a strict artistic

Ttm fotograflar “1sta,nb_ul Atlasindan” / 1996-2016
All photographs from the “Istanbul Atlas” / 1996-2016

| program, he prefers
to improvise. Indeed,
Consentino loves to
be lost, as it gives him
the chance to reach
beyond the known in
order to discover new
dimensions of reality.
At the same time, his
artistic review of our
cultural and socio-
political situation
opens up new ways
of understanding

the world. Here, a
challenging form

of alienation and
translocation give the spectator the chance to see
reality in alternative ways.

In his current exhibition, a series of portraits that are
inspired by the comic book series “Kaldirim Destan1”
are a good example of how he reveals unorthodox
insights in our society. The moment he saw the books,
which are discovered and republished by Banu
Cennetoglu/ BAS, he was touched and impressed by
the work made by Masis Giil more than thirty years
ago. Consentino uses the stories’ protagonist for his
own paintings in order to create a homage to the comic
book.

Another series that the artist presents at Zilberman
Gallery is consisting of small abstract paintings.

Here, he is dealing with the multiple languages of
abstraction. Also in these pieces, a pluralist approach
is given as Cosentino presents various approaches and
understandings of abstract art by using organic/lyric as
well as geometric/rational aesthetics. In the past, these
different schools of painting would not be combinable
by one single artist as they represented opposite formal
and conceptional notions of abstraction. Though,

in today’s contemporary art world, eclecticism and
heterogeneity have been its new core concepts for more
than twenty years. Antonio Consentino understands
the power of these ideas and incorporates them in
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Suriye'de kaldig1 sirada
endustriyel Giretimdeki
intihal 6rneklerinden
etkilenen sanatci,
meshur spor arabalarin
kopyalarimi gordiigiinde
kendi aracini iretme
fikriyle, sonraki aylarda
kendi tasarim ¢ézUmuni
tretmek i¢in farkh

spor araba modellerini
inceledi. “Ferare” ayni
zamanda “Lima” (2008)
ya da “Stelyos Hrisopulos
Gemisi” (2013) isleri ile
de benzerlik gosteriyor.
Onceki islerinde
arabalar ve diger araclar kiltiirel ikonlar olarak
gosteriliyordu. Ornegin, Limada boyanmis oyuncak
bir araba karisik ve birbiriyle iligkisi olmayan tabelalar
ve referanslar arasinda yol aliyordu. Bicimsel ve
kavramsal olarak, “ferare” 2002°den beri yapmakta
oldugu ti¢ boyutlu teneke islerle iligkili. Bu igleri soyut
yapilar ya da mimari ve endiistriyel tasarim ile elle
tutulur sekilde iliskilendirmek miimkiin. Ornegin
2013’te yaptig1 “Stelyos Hrisopulos Gemisi”, oldukca
biytik bir gemi maketiydi. “Ferare” de diger bircok
isinde oldugu gibi sanat¢inin ¢ocukluguna isaret
ediyor. Oyuncaklara atifta bulunmasiyla, isleri hem
nostaljik hem oyuncu olarak tanimlamak mtumkin.
Kiulttrel ironi aslinda her zaman makuldir.

Zilberman Gallery'deki sergi, Antonio Cosentinonun
iglerinin bugtinkii halini kavramak icin dogru bir
resim ¢izerken bir taraftan da sanatsal arastirmasini
1990’lardan beri radikallikle, kararhilikla
stirdiirmesinin verdigi giicti de kanitliyor. Sanat
diinyasini ¢evreleyen zor kosullara ve her seye
htikmeden piyasaya ragmen sanatsal pozisyonunu
korumasi ve islerini yapmaya devam ettigini

gormek cok giizel. Bu baglamda dustntldiginde
Cosentino'nun ¢ok iyi sanat iglerinin fireticisi olmanin
yani sira geng sanatcilar icin de érnek tegkil ettigi
dustinulebilir.
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his work through the
simultaneous use of
various forms and
treatments of colour,
as well as textures and
aesthetics.

In the end, besides
presenting a publication
of his poems, where
the artist gives the
spectator the chance

to gain insight in

the world behind

his canvases, a huge
model of a car made
out of tin packages is
another spectacular piece in the exhibition. Here, the
work’s title “ferare” refers to the culture of remake,
copy and simulation. Although looking familiar by
showing similarity to popular sports car, the design of
the model completely belongs to Antonio Consentino.
While staying in Syria, the artist was impressed by the
phenomenon of plagiarism in industrial production,
and when he saw copies of famous sports cars, he was
fascinated with the idea of creating his own vehicle. In
the following months, he studied various sports cars

in order to find his own design solution. “Ferare” also
shows parallels to his works “Lima” (2008) or “Stelyos
Hrisopulos Ship” (2013). In many previous pieces, cars
and other vehicles were depicted as cultural icons. In
“Lima” e.g., a painted toy car is driving around in a
complex world of unconnected signs and references.
Formally and conceptually, “ferare” relates to other
three dimensional works made out of tin packages,
which he has been building since 2002. These pieces
can consist of abstract structures or show concrete
associations with architecture and industrial design. In
2013 e.g., he created a huge model-like representation
of a ship entitled “Stelyos Hrisopulos Ship.” “Ferare”,
like many other pieces of his, points to his personal
childhood. Through the reference to the realm of toys,
his work has a nostalgic but playful character. At the
same time, critical irony is always sensible.

Ttm fotograflar “1sta,nb_ul Atlasindan” / 1996-2016
All photographs from the “Istanbul Atlas” / 1996-2016

In the end, the
exhibition at
Zilberman Gallery
gives an accurate
insight in the current
state of Antonio
Cosentino’s work,
and proves that

he continues his
artistic quest with
the radicality, and
determination that

i since the 1990s gives
his oeuvre a great
artistic strength. It
is nice to see how

he propels his work,
and still preserves his artistic stand in spite of the
overwhelming pressure of the art scene with its
contextual demands and its omnipresent market. In
this sense, besides being the creator of great artworks,
Cosentino can be seen as a role-model especially for
young artists.






“Regulator”

Tuval izerine yagl boya / 200x250cm / 2011
“Regulator”

0il on canvas / 200x250cm / 2011
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Antonio Cosentino:
Asi Sehrin Bellegi

Burcu Pelvanodlu®

Antonio Cosentino’yu 1996 yilinda bir grup olarak
kurulan ve 2000°1i y1illarda bir inisiyatife doniisen
Hafriyat ile tanimig bulunuyoruz. “Mimari titopyas: ya
da modern mimarhgr olmayan bir tilkenin modern sanat:
da bir stirii orgtitlere gebe oluyordur. Ashina bakarsan
modern mimari ve modern sanat karsilikly beraber
yasamast gereken, birbiring stirekli besleyen ikt alandar.
Dolayrswla, burada garip bir melezlik doguyordu stirekli.
(...) Hafriyat bu celiskileri, bu tiir gariplikleri, bu dogustan
melezlikleri kRendi sergileri icerisinde 10 yul boyunca Ronu
etti.” Hafriyat'in kurulusunu yukaridaki ifadelerle
aciklayan Antonio Cosentinonun tiim tiretiminde

bu ¢eliskiyi ve kentin melez yapisinin yansimalarini
gormek miumkindir. Kentin tamamina sinen

bu celigki, Cosentinonun resimlerinde arabesk
kiiltiirinden izlere de yer verir. Ornegin, sanatcinin
2001 tarihinde gerceklestirdigi ve bir futbol
takiminin antrendritymiisgesine gosterdigi “Muslum
Sevenlere Armaganimdir” resmi ya da 2003 tarihli
“Kader”, “69 Vosvagen” gibi resimleri bu baglamda
degerlendirilebilir.

Genelde Hafriyatin, 6zelde ise Antonio Cosentinonun
tiretiminin, 1990’1 yillarin baslarindaki gerilimden
kendini ayirarak ortaya ¢iktig1 sdylenebilir. 1980
kusaginin deneyimlerinden, poptiler kiltir
{irtinlerinden, arabesk
kiltirden, sokagin
dilinden beslenen bu
sanatcilar, kendilerini
“kent gezginleri” olarak
adlandirmiglardir

ve bu misyonu
Cosentino'nun gerek
yirmi yildir kentin
farkh koselerinde
cektigi fotograflarla,
gerek tuvallerine
yansitmasiyla ve
gerekse ¢ boyutlu
calismalariyla tim
sanat yasami boyunca
stirdirdugtunt goruriz.

Antonio Cosentinonun tiretiminin beslendigi
kogullar: animsamak i¢cin Nurdan Giirbilek’in Vitrinde
Yasamak 1980°lerin Kiiltiirel Iklimi kitabindaki dénemin
karakteristigi tizerine analizlerine kulak vermek
yerinde olacaktir. 1980°li yillar yerelligin patladigi,

bir kiiltiirel cogullasmanin yasandigi yillardir, ancak
diger yandan biitiin bu patlamalar kiiresel basin¢larla
birlikte sekillenmistir. Bu yillarda bir yer duygusu
gelismis, ama bu duygu kacinilmaz olarak bir yerellik
ideolojisini, yerel olanin asil sahibinin kim oldugunu
belirlemeye yonelik bir iktidar miicadelesini de
beraberinde getirmistir. Kultiirel kimlikler artik
kendilerini bir siyaset dolayimi olmadan da ifade
edebilmektedir, ancak bu kimliklerin birbirleriyle
karsilagabilecegi, birbirlerini etkileyebilecegi,
birbirlerini déntistiirebilecegi siyaset alani glicini
yitirmis, kamu denen alan toplu bir kayitsizliga
déntigmistir. 1980’11 yillar, ktiltirtin de 6zerkligini

en fazla talep ettigi yillar olmustur ancak kiltir,
kendiliginden yasanan bir sey olmaktan cikmis, yeni
bir yogunluk, 6zel bir vurgu kazanmaistir. Bir yandan
da kiltiir, hem tizerinde o zamana dek olmadig1 kadar
cok kamusal tartismanin yapildig: bir bélge haline
hem de piyasaya fazlasiyla a¢ik, bagimli bir alan
haline gelmigtir. Glirbilek’e gore, “80°ler Tiirkiyesi,
bugtin sonuglarim cok daha net gormemize ragmen
yadirgama grictmiizi
yitirdigimiz i¢in bize

. daha karmakarsik
gortinen blitiin bu
Riiltiirel Rarsithiklar
olanca ¢iplakhgwyla
gormemizi saglada.
Bunun da dtesinde
kulttirun illa bastirma,
dwslama ya da feragate
zorlama gibi ilkelerle
degil, cok daha Rusatict
olabilecek baska ilkelerle
de drgiitlenebilecegini,
kuiltiir tarihinde yeraltina
itilmig iceriklerin surf
bastirilmas olduklary igin
: ykcr ya da dzgiirlestirict
“Kader”

Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 210x150cm / 2002 / 6zel koleksiyon

“Fate”

0il on canvas / 210x150cm / 2002 / private collection
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Antonio Cosentino: The
Memory of the Rebellious City

Burcu Pelvanoglu®

We know Antonio Cosentino from Hafriyat, which
was founded as a group in 1996 and was transformed
into an initiative in the 2000s. “A country that lacks an
architectural utopia or modern architecture has modern
art that is ripe with lots of different types of organizations.
In reality, modern architecture and modern art are two
things that need to co-exist and that are constantly in
dialogue with each other. Thus, there is a constant, peculiar
hybridity here. [...] Hafriyat has dealt with all these
contradictions, strangenesses over the last ten years in their
exhibitions.” Antonio Cosentino, who talks about the
founding of Hafriyat with the above statements, has
integrated this contradiction and the hybrid structure
of the city into all his works. This contradiction, which
has seeped into the whole of the city, also gives way to
traces of arabesque culture in Cosentino’s works. For
example, the artist’s “My gift to those who love”, which
he made in 2001 and that he showed as if he was a
soccer coach or his “Destiny,” “69 Volkswagen” from
2003 could be read within this framework.

It is possible to
say that Hafriyat’s
production and

in particular
Antonio
Cosentino’s work
was made through
separating itself
from the social
tensions at the
beginning of the
1990s. These
artists called
themselves
“urban travelers,”
inspired by their
experiences as the
80s generation,
popular culture
products,
arabesque culture,
street language;
Cosentino has

continued on with this mission in his own artistic
practice with the photographs that he has been taking
all across the city for the last twenty years, his canvas-
based works and his sculptural objects.

In order to remember the conditions that inspire
Antonio Cosentino’s production, it is necessary to
listen to the analyses of Nurdan Giirbilek in her
“Living on Display: The Cultural Climate of the
1980s.” 1980s is when the local disintegrated and a
type of cultural pluralism was experienced. On the
other hand, all of these explosions were shaped by
global pressures. It was during these years that a sense
of place developed, but this feeling inevitably brought
with it a struggle for power to determine who really
owned the local, the ideology of locality. Cultural
identities can now express themselves without a
political mediation, but the political space in which
these identities can be encountered, can influence
and transform each other, has been lost. The 1980s
are also the years when culture strongly demanded its
independence,
but it became
something that
could not be
experienced on its
own, charged with
a new intensity, a
. specific emphasis.
On the other
hand, culture has
become an area
that was more
publicly discussed
than before, while
also being almost
too open to and
dependent on the
market. According
to Giirbilek,
“80s’ Turkey
enabled us to see
all these cultural
polarities quite

“Suriye (Isporta)”
Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 200x250cm / 2012 / 6zel koleksiyon
“Syria (Street Vendor)”
0Oil on canvas / 200x250cm / 2012 / private collection



olmayabilecedini de
gosterdi.”™

Nurdan Gurbilek,
1980711 yillarin ilk
yarisina darbenin,
baskinin, siddetin;
ikinci yarisina

ise, goreli bir
ozgiurlesmenin,
daha modern,
daha sivil bir

iktidarin damgasini $

vurdugunu belirtir.
Ancak mesele
daha derinden ele
alindiginda, bu iki

strateji 19807li yillar &=

boyunca hichir
zaman birbirinin
yerini almamastir;
hep birbirini
cagiran, birbirine
ihtiyac duyan,
mesruluklarini
birbirine

bor¢lu bigimler
olmuglardir.

Bagka bir deyisle,
ilkinin bastirdiginm
ikincisi kigkirtmas,
ikincisinin
kiskirttigin ilki
bastirmistar. Tki
strateji, iki iktidar
olma bi¢imi, iki
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“Kaderi Yenen Adam”
Tuval izerine yagh boya / 210x150cm / 2002 / 6zel koleksiyon
“The Man Who Defeats The Fate”

0il on canvas / 210x150cm / 2002 / private collection

ortaya cikmasi gibi
karsithiklar bir
arada olmustur.
Gurbilek’in ifade
ettigi gibi, Turkiye
. 1980’lerde sunu
denemistir:
“Varhgwn ve
imkdnlarin
diinyaswla yoklugun
ve imkdnsizlhigin
diinyasim, birbirine
| temas etmeyecek,
birbirine gecisi

N olmayan iki kampa
ayvrdr. Simdi
sormak gerekiyor:
Birincisinin

| imkdanlarim

i ikincisinin isyamna
=t terciime edecek

bir gii¢ yeniden

§ uyanacak ma?”*

Antonio
Cosentino'nun
{iretiminin, Nurdan
Gturbilek’in
sorusuna bir yanit
oldugu asikardir.
Cosentino'nun
calismalari,
kaynagini birbirine
71t olan bu iki
dinyadan alir ve
ilkinin imkanini

farkl soylem, ikincisinin
devletin yasaklayici stylemiyle daha 6zgurlestirici isyanina doniistirme arzusunu tasir. Ancak sunu da
vaatlerle dolu, daha sivil bir s6ylem, 1980°1i y1llarda belirtmek gerekir ki, Cosentino burada ikincisinin
cakismigstir? 1980°li yillarin kiilttirel olusumlarini isyanini bir elegtiri mefhumu olarak gormekten yana
da bu iki cakisma belirlemistir. Kiiltiirel alandaki degildir; ikincisini de onun isyanini da tiretimiyle
yasaklar ile kiiltiire sermaye akitilmasi, kitlelerin kayda geciren kigidir. Nitekim Cosentinonun kendisi
taleplerini dile getirebilecekleri kurumlarin yok de tiretiminin bir tir sehir elestirisi olduguna

edilmesi ile neredeyse ilk kez kitle kultirunin dair yorumlar konusundaki soruyu soyle cevaplar:
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openly. However, as we have lost the ability to find their
consequences strange, although they are quite clear, things
appear more complicated than ever. Furthermore, 80s’
Turkey also showed that culture can be organized with
inclusive principles rather than repression, exclusion,

or pushing to self-sacrifice, showing the content that was
pushed underground in cultural history did not need

to be destructive nor liberating just because they were
repressed.”®

Nurdan Giirbilek
states that the first
half of the 1980s is
marked by the coup
d’etat, by repression
and violence, while
the second half can
be distinguished by a
relative liberation and
with a more modern
and civilian power?
But when the issue

is further analyzed,
these two strategies
never replaced each
other in the 1980s;
they always call on
each other, need each other and have always been
indebted to each other for their own legitimacy. In
other words, what the former has repressed, the latter
has provoked and what the latter provoked, the former
repressed. Two strategies, two forms of being in power,
two different discourses, the forbidding discourse

of the state filled with liberating promises, a more
civilian discourse, clashed in the 1980s. These two
clashes defined the cultural formations of the 1980s.
Prohibitions in the cultural field and the flow of capital
into culture, the destruction of institutions that could
have responded to the demands of the masses and the
emergence of the mass culture for the first time all
happened simultaneously. As Giirbilek expressed,
Turkey has tried this in the 1980s: “The world of wealth
and opportunities and the world of absence and lack of
opportunities have been separated into two camps that will

“GOVW>
Tuval izerine yagh boya / 210x150cm / 2002 / 6zel koleksiyon
“6gVW”

0il on canvas / 210x150cm / 2002 / private collection

not be in contact and that will not be integrated. Now is
it necessary to ask, ‘Will the power that can translate the
opportunities of the former into the rebellion of the latter
reawaken?”*

It is obvious that Antonio Cosentino’s production is
an answer to Nurdan Giirbilek’s question. Cosentino
is inspired by these opposing worlds and he wants

to translate the opportunities of the former into the
rebellion of the latter.
But it is important

to note here that
Cosentino does not
want to see the latter’s
rebellion as a critical
notion; he records

the latter and their
rebellion with his
production. Cosentino,
in response to the
comments that his
work is a criticism

L. of the city, says:

y “What I did, for me,
was something akin to
tracing the space that
I'm living in. With the
photographs that I have been taking intermittently over
the last fifteen years, especially of the periphery, I have
produced a DNA map of my living space. This was not

a critical gesture for me. As we rapidly lose our past,

none of the spaces that we used to live in are present. I
very clearly felt that today was also running away, very
quickly. As I realized that the images of the periphery of
the city, the most ephemeral, were rapidly changing, I
excavated a lot of what could be called creative materials
for myself. Furthermore, in my project Istanbul Atlas,
there is a documentation of this periphery. Sultanciftligi,
Rahmanlar, Habipler, Mescid-i Selam were neighborhoods
that we did not know about in Istanbul. People in that
neighborhood did not know about the center. Of course, the
structure there was chaotic, but this was more exciting for
me, it was not something to criticize. Seeing that everybody
is able to infinitely intervene in the city, where everybody
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“Yaptrgvm is, benim icin, daha ¢ok yasadigim mekdmn
12ini crkartmak gibi bir seydi. On beg yldar belirli
araliklarla cektigim ozellikle periferiye ait fotograflarla,
yasadigvm mekaman bir tiir DNA haritasin cikardum.

Bu bir elestirt gibi degildi kafamda. Gegmisimizi cok

hazly Raybettigimiz icin, hichirimizin yasadigs mekdnlar
bugiin mevcut degil. O ytizden bugiiniin de kacwyor
oldugunu, zaten en bastan cok belirgin olarak hissettim.
Cok hazly bir degisim icerisinde, bu en ugcucu olann,
kentin cevresindeki girtiintiilerin cok hazla degistiging
kesfetmemden sonra, oradan bircok malzeme, yaratict
denilebilecek bir malzemeyi cikarttvm kendim i¢in; ayrica,
cevrenin de bir dokiimii olusmus oldu Istanbul Atlasy adim
verdigim projemde. Soyle ki; Sultanciftligi, Rahmanlar,
Habipler, Mescid-i Selam mahallesi, bunlar Istanbulda
bilmedigimiz mahallelerdi. O mahallelerdekiler de aslinda
merkezi bilmiyorlardr. Oralarin elbette ki kaotik bir yapist
vardy, ama bu benim i¢in daha ¢ok heyecan verici bir
goruntmdil, yani bir elestiri Ronusu degildi kafamda.
Crinkii sonsuzca, herkesin diledigi sekilde kente miidahale
edebildigini, kendi enstalasyonunu yapabildigini,
mekdnlar kigisellestirdigini, diledigince davranabildigini
gormek bir tarafiyla da heyecan verici.™

Antonio Cosentionun tiretimi, kentin hizl
degisiminin bir elestirisi olmadig1 gibi, son 15 yildir
Istanbul Bienallerinde, Documentada, Manifestada
yva da Venedik Bienalinde gormeye alisik oldugumuz
bicimde bir tir ticincit dinya tilkelerinin durumunu
estetize etme biciminde de degerlendirilemez.
Cosentinonun tavri, kentin, mahallelerin, duvarlarin
bellegini kaydetmektir daha ziyade. Emre Zeytinoglu,
Hafriyat'in “Yalan Dinya” sergisine eslik eden katalog
metninde Walter Benjamin’in “flaneur”ler icin yazdig:
gibi, Hafriyatcilarin da yapitlarinin, sanat¢inin
metropollerde caddeler boyunca yurtimekte oldugu
izlenimini verdigini belirtir’ Antonio Cosentinonun
“Istanbul Atlasi” tam da Zeytinoglunun bu
benzetmesini hatirlatir. “Istanbul Atlasi”nin bir
versiyonu Cosentino'nun 2008 tarihli “Resimli Tarih
ve Esyalar” sergisinde g6yle sunulmustu: 2 Haziran
2008 tarihinde saat 14:49:51'de cekilen ilk fotograf

ve 16:03:17°de ¢ekilen son fotograftan (toplamda,

141 fotograf) olusan bir seriydi bu ve sanat¢inin

Sigli bolgesindeki bir gezintisine, aylakligina eslik
ediyorlardi.

Yukarida Antonionun daha cok fotograflarindan
bahsetmis olsam da, onun kent gozlemlerinin
resimlerine de ti¢ boyutlu tiretimine de temel
olusturdugunu eklemem gerekir. Sanatcinin
malzemeye bakisi da kente bakisi oraninda
romantiktir. Cosentinonun resmettigi de,
fotografladig1 da, ti¢ boyutlu bir tiretim haline getirdigi
de esyanin, mekanin kendi belleginden izler tasir, o
bellege deger verir. Nitekim Cosentino da 2008 tarihli
“Resimli Tarih ve Egyalar” sergisi icin kaleme aldig1
metinde bundan bahsediyordu: Yasam icin temel
ihtiyaca dontismemis nesnelerin-olaylarin envanterini
tutmaktan ve esyalarla, eskidikce nesnelestirip
biriktirdigimiz, bunlara ylikledigimiz anlamlarla
yasantimizin niteligini belirledigimiz bir tarihten s6z
ediyordu. Sanatcl, yaptigl bu resimlerde nesneleri,
olaylar1 ve diger tim seyleri “6lidoga’nin sinirlar:
icerisinde yan yana getirdigini belirttiginde dliidogay1
bir yontem olarak kullandigin acikliyordu?

Antonio Cosentino'nun yéntemini 6lidoga
resimlerine benzetmesi izerinde derinlesmek 6nemli.
Bilindigi gibi, mezhepler arasindaki ayriligin iyiden
iyiye giclendigi Barok donemde yeniden bagimsiz

bir tiir olarak ortaya cikan 6liidoga resmine, 6zellikle
Protestan olan Hollandada sembolik anlamlar
yiklenmis ve 6liidoga resmi, Katolik olan Flandra
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“Teneke Sehir”
Teneke / degisken boyutlar / 2009-2013 / 6zel koleksiyon
“Tin City”

Tin / variable dimensions / 2009-2013 / private collection

can install, personalize, and behave in any way they want
is somehow exciting.”®

Antonio Cosentino’s production is not a criticism of the
rapid change in the city nor is it an aestheticization of
the third world countries, which is something we have
become accustomed to over the last 15 fifteen years in
the Istanbul Biennials, Documentas, Manifestas, and
the Venice Biennials. Cosentino’s attitude is rather

to record the city, the neighborhoods, and the walls.

As Emre Zeytinoglu wrote about Walter Benjamin’s
flaneur in the catalogue text accompanying Hafriyat’s
exhibition “A Lying World”, Hafriyat artists’ works
evoke the impression that the artists walk on the city’s
avenues? Antonio Cosentino’s “Istanbul Atlas” reminds
us exactly of Zeytinoglu’s comparison. Another
version of the Istanbul Atlas was presented in the
exhibition “Illustrated History and Things” as: a series
of photographs, the first photograph taken on June

2, 2008 at 14:49:51 and the last photograph taken at
16:03:17 (a total of 141 photographs), accompanying the
artist on a walk through the Sisli neighborhood.

Although I primarily discussed Antonio’s photographs
above, I should also mention that his observations

of the city also form the foundations of his three-
dimensional works. The artist’s view of material is

as romantic as his view of the city. What Cosentino
paints, photographs, and sculpts carries traces of the
memory of the city and values that memory. Cosentino

talked about this in his text for the exhibition
“Illustrated History and Things” in 2008: He was
articulating a history that defined our life through the
meanings attributed to objects, keeping an inventory
of object-situations that have not become fundamental
needs and the accumulation of objects. When the artist
underlines how he has brought together the objects,
situations, and other things under the rubric of the
“still-life”, he was setting the still-life as a method?

It is necessary to go further into Antonio Cosentino’s
comparison of his method to that used for still-lifes.

As we all know, during the Baroque period when the
division between the different sects hecame more
pronounced, the still-life re-emerged as an independent
form and was charged with symbolic meanings in

the Netherlands, which was Protestant; the still-life
became more important in the Netherlands than in

the Catholic Flanders. Artists making still-lifes that
were accurate depictions with symbolic connotations
removed themselves from the arena of power that
historic or portrait painters were more involved with.
When we look at the still-life within the framework of
its historic rebirth, it is possible to seek other concealed
meanings. The artist shares this meaning with us in
the last sentence of the aforementioned catalogue,
“Consequently, the side-by-side display of image-objects
are not only inventories of pleasures and material feelings,
but also the yearning for the past with its viewpoint on
recent history.”®

The “yearning for the past” that Cosentino describes
takes us directly to Svetlana Boym’s description of
nostalgia. Nostalgia is a combination of the words
nostos (return home) and algia (yearning), describing
the yearning for a home that no longer exists or that
never existed. In Boym’s words, “nostalgia is a feeling
of loss and displacement, but it is also a love relationship
between the person and their own fantasy. Nostalgic love
can only be experienced in a long-distance relationship.
Nostalgia is the overlaying of two images or two moments
in cinema (reunion and diaspora, the past and the now,
dream and daily life). When we try to squeeze this into one
image, we break the frame or we cause surface burns.”
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ile karsilagtirildiginda daha ¢ok Protestan olan Antonio Cosentinonun resimlerindeki {ist tiste
Hollanda'da 6nem kazanmaigtir. Mutlak suretle birard  binmeleri de Boym™un nostalji tanimiyla aciklamak
anlama sahip olan 6liidoga resimleri yapan sanatcilar mumkin gortintiyor. “Turbo Mimari”, “Ralli”, “Captan

ise, tarihi konulu resimler ya da portreler yapan Cwvata”, “Fayans Mekan”, “Kasap Cemal”, “Cebel
ressamlarin hasir nesir olduklar: iktidar alanindan Topu”, “Suriye”, “Paralel Baglama” gibi resimlerinde
uzak durmuslardir. Oliidogay1 tarihsel yeniden-dogusu  Cosentino, bu tiir bir teknigi kullaniyor, cercevenin
igerisinde kavradigimizda, Antonio Cosentinonun disina cikiyor ve nesnenin anlamini ¢ogaltiyor. Belki
yonteminde de bir ard anlam aramamiz mimkin de Cosentinonun kente bakiginin zaman zaman
goriiniir. Bu ard anlami sanat¢inin kendisi de ayni elestirel olarak degerlendirilmesinin nedeni de bu:
katalogun son ctimlesinde bizimle paylasir: “Neticede Ust tiste binen imgelerin resimsel anlamda rahatsiz
bu “imge-nesneler”in yan yana durusu, sadece hazlarin ediciligi, s6z konusu imgeleri estetize etmemesi.

ve maddi duyumun envanteri olmaktan dte, yakin tarihe Sanatcinin resimlerinde kullandigi bu teknigin ti¢

»8

bakswyla “gegmise dzlemi de” i¢inde taswyor.

boyutlu tiretiminde kendini nostalji duygusunun
glicine biraktig: gorilebilir. Nostaljiyi, yitirme

ve yer degistirme duygusu olarak aldigimizda
“Banliyo Treni’ni de, “Teneke Sehir”i de, “Stelyos
Hrisopulos Gemisi’ni de rahatlikla tanimlayabiliriz.
“Banliy6 Treni”, yitirdigimiz bir seydir. Yitirilen salt
trenin kendisi degil, yolculuk ve o yolculuga eslik
eden rituellerdir, kultirdir. Kumkaprdan kalkan
“Stelyos Hrisopulos” gemisi, yitirilen azinliklara ait
tim degerleri animsatir. Artik yoktur ve Giretimin
altindaki etken de o degerlere duyulan 6zlemdir.

“cigara viski kolileri denizlerde, ferare sevgilim”,
Antoniomun son sergisinin ismi. Sergi, Antonionun
tabiriyle kendi kafasinin, evinin, atélyesinin,
arabasinin i¢ine benzetebilecegimiz serbestlikte bir
kurgu tagiyor. Masist Gul'in ¢izgi romanlarindan

Cosentino'nun belirttigi “gecmise 6zlem”, bizi ‘
dogrudan Svetlana Boym’un “nostalji” tanimina
gotiirityor. Nostalji, nostos (eve doniis) ve algia (6zlem)
sozciiklerinin birlesimi olup Boymun taniminda artik
var olmayan veya hi¢ var olmamais bir eve duyulan
6zlemi tarif ediyor. Boym™un deyisiyle; “nostalji bir
yitirme ve yer degistirme duygusudur, ama ayn zamanda
insanwn kendi fantazisiyle arasindaki ask iliskisidir.
Nostaljik sevgi ancak uzun mesafeli bir iliskide yasayabilir.
Nostaljinin sinemaya 6zgti imgesi aynr anda ki kare ya

da iki imgenin (sila ile gurbetin, gecmis ile simdinin, riiya
ile giindelik hayatin) iist tiste bindirilmesidir. Bunu tek bir
imgeye stkistirmaya calistigimaz an cergeveyi Rirar ya da
ylireyde yaniklara yol agariz.”™
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Ttm fotograflar “Istanb_ul Atlasindan” / 1996-2016
All photographs from the “Istanbul Atlas” / 1996-2016

It is possible to elaborate on Antonio Cosentino’s
overlays through Boym’s definition of nostalgia. In

his paintings “Turbo Architecture”, “Rally”, “Captain
Bolt”, “Tile Space”, “Butcher Cemal”, “Cebel Topu”,
“Syria”, “Parallel Baglama” uses such a technique,
stepping outside of the frame and multiplying the
meaning of the object. Perhaps this is why Cosentino’s
perspective on the city is seen as critical: the disturbing
nature of the overlaid images aestheticizes the included
images. The artist has left this technique in his three-
dimensional production to the power of the three-

dimensional production. When we deal with nostalgia
as a feeling of loss and displacement, we can easily cars, cement objects, twenty abstract painting and
define the “Banlieu Train” or “Tin City” or “Stelyos excerpts from Antonio’s texts, poems (including the
Hrisopulos Ship.” “Banlieu Train” is what we have lost.  exhibition’s title), reveal the artist’s kitchen, more than
being an exhibition. Above, I extensively discussed
the feeling of nostalgia in Antonio’s works as an urban
romantic. This feeling is once again revealed in the
decision to include Masist Giil in the exhibition. As a
reminder for those who do not remember: Masist Giil
(1947-2003) was an actor who had a strikingly strong
physique and who was in over 300 Yesilcam movies.
He would define himself as an “amateur sorrowful

art profession.” Giil wrote poetry and painted. At the
beginning of the 1980s, he designed a six-book series
in the form of a monthly magazine called “Pavement
Myth - The Life of the Pavement’s Wolf.” This series
depicted the violent and harsh life story of a hoodlum
called Pavement Fahri. With the exhibition “boxes

What is lost is not only the train itself, but also the trip
and the rituals and culture that accompany the trip.
The Stelyos Hrisopulos ship that left Kumkapi reminds
us of all the values lost with the minorities who left. It
no longer exists and the art work’s production stems
from a yearning for those values.

“Boxes of cigarettes and whisky all over the sea, ferare,
my love” is the name of Antonio’s last exhibition. The
exhibition has a structure that is as open and free as (in
Antonio’s words) his own mind, his house, his studio,
the inside of his car. Works from the comics of Masist
Gil, covers of high-school notebooks, the Aegean sea,
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alinmis calismalar, lise defteri kapaklar:, Ege denizi,
araba, beton objeler, yirmi adet soyut resim ve
Antonionun metinlerinden, giirlerinden alintilar
(serginin ismi gibi) bir sergiden ziyade, bir sanatcinin
mutfagini gosterir nitelikte. Yukarida Antonionun
tiretiminin bir kent romantigi olarak, nostalji
duygusunu barindirdigindan uzun uzadiya soz ettim.
Bu duygu, sergide Masist Gl'in seciminde kendini
bir kez daha ortaya koyuyor. Hatirlamayanlar icin
hatirlatayim: Masist Giil (1947-2003) giiclii fizigi ile
dikkat ceken, 300711 agkin Yesilcam filminde rol
almis bir oyuncuydu. Kendini “amator kahirkes
sanat uzmani” olarak tanimlardi. Siir yazan, resim
yvapan Gil, 1980°li yillarin baginda “Kaldirim Destani”
(Kaldirimlar Kurdunun Hayat1) adini verdigi aylik
mecmua formatinda 6 kitaplik bir dizi tasarlamis; bu
dizide 1905- 1978 y1illar1 arasinda yasayan Kaldirim
Fahri adl bir kabadayinin siddetli ve sert yagsam
hikayesini ¢izgi roman olarak resimlemisti. “cigara
viski kolileri denizlerde, ferare sevgilim” sergisinde
bize zihninin ve atolyesinin kapilarini ardina kadar
acan Antonionun da bu sergiyi Masist Gultin
goztinden kurdugunu, kenti onun géziinden seyre
daldigini diisinmek, abartili bir benzetme olmasa
gerek.
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Kent sosyologu Robert Park’a gore, sehir, insanin
icinde yasadig1 diinyay1 arzularina daha uygun hale
getirebilmek icin verdigi cabalarin en tutarlisi ve
butintine bakildiginda da en basarilisidir. Fakat
insanin yarattig1 bir diinya olan bu sehir, ayni
zamanda onun bundan boyle icinde yasamaya
mahktm oldugu diinyadir. Boylece dolayh olarak
ve kendisini bekleyen gorev hakkinda net bir fikri
olmaksizin, sehri inga ederken insan kendini de
yeniden inga etmistir!® Antonio Cosentino da, agirlikl
olarak Istanbul'un, buna ilaveten de ziyaret ettigi
Suriye ve Iran'daki kentlerin ve insanlarin yeniden
inga stirecinin tanig1 konumundadir, bu stireclerin
kaydin tutar. David Harvey, kapitalist kentlesme
stire¢lerinin, isleyen bir siyasi topluluk olarak sehri
Oylesine tahrip ettigini ve bu tahribatin artik sivil
bir antikapitalist secenegin sehir tizerinde ingasini
imkéansiz kildigindan bahseder! Antonionun,

bir nostalji duygusunu ve romantizmi de i¢inde
barindiran sehir envanteri, bana sivil-antikapitalist bir
kentin 6zlemi olarak da okunabilir gériiniiyor.

* Dog. Dr. (Mimar Sinan Giizel Sanatlar Universitesi, Sanat Tarihi Bolimii)
1 Levent Galikoglu (Haz.), Cagdas Sanat Konugmalar 2: Cagdag Sanatta Sivil Olusumlar ve Inisiyatifler, Yap1 Kredi Yayinlar, Istanbul, 2007,

s.17.

2 Nurdan Gurbilek, Vitrinde Yasamak 1980°lerin Kiilttirel Tklimi, Metis Yayinlari, Istanbul, 2002, s.10-11.

3 Age., s.13-14.
4 A.ge., s.27.

5 Antonio Cosentino, Memed Erdener (Extramiicadele) ve Nazim Dikbas Séylesisi, 19.12.2014, Anne Ben Beton Dékmeye Gidiyorum,

Istanbul, 2015, s. 37.

6 Emre Zeytinoglu, “Yer”in Altini Usttine Getirmek: Hafriyat”, Hafriyat: Yalan Dtinya. Miinih, 2004. s.6.
7 Antonio Cosentino: Resimli Tarih ve Egyalar, sergi katalogu, PiArtworks, Istanbul, 22 Kasim 2008-15 Ocak 2009, s.2.

8 A.ge., s.2.

9 Svetlana Boym, Nostaljinin Gelecegi, Cev. Ferit Burak Aydar, Metis Yayinlari, Istanbul, 2009, s.14.
10 Robert Park, On Social Control and Collective Behavior, Chicago, Chicago University Press, 1967, s.3’ten aktaran David Harvey,
Asi Sehirler: Sehir Hakkindan Kentsel Devrime Dogru, Cev. Ayse Deniz Temiz, Metis Yayinlari, Istanbul, 2013, s.43-44.

11 David Harvey, a.g.e.. s.197.
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of cigarettes and whisky all over the sea, ferare, my
love”, Antonio opens up the doors to his mind and his
studio. It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say that he has
constructed this exhibition through the perspective of
Masist Giil, looking over the city through his eyes.

According to the urban sociologist Robert Park, the
city is the most coherent product of people’s efforts to
shape the world in accordance with their desires and
over all, it is also the most successful product. But this
city, which is a world created by people, is also the
world in which the individual is imprisoned to live in
for the rest of their lives. Thus, the individuals have
indirectly constructed a new version of themselves
while constructing the city, without having a clear idea
of the expected task!® Antonio Cosentino holds the
position of a witness to the reconstruction of the cities
and the individuals in Istanbul (primarily), and also the
cities and people of Syria and Iran; he keeps a record
of these processes. David Harvey talks about how
capitalist urbanization processes destroy the city as a
functioning political community and this destruction
makes the construction of a civil anti-capitalist choice
impossible!* Antonio’s city inventory, which includes a
feeling of nostalgia and romanticism, appears to me to
reveal a longing for a civil-anti-capitalist city.

* Associate Professor (Mimar Sinan Fine Arts University, Art History Department)

1 Prepared by Levent Calikoglu, Contemporary Art Talks 2: Civil Formations and Initiatives in Contemporary Art, Yap1 Kredi Publications,
Istanbul, 2007, pg.17

2 Nurdan Girbilek, Life in the Shopwindow, Cultural Climate in the 1980's, Metis Publishing, Istanbul, 2002, pg.10-11.

3 ibid., pg.13-14.

4 ibid., pg.27.

5 Conversation with Antonio Cosentino, Memed Erdener (Extrastruggle) and Nazim Dikbas, 19.12.2014, Mom I'm Going Out To Pour Some
Concrete, Istanbul, 2015, pg. 37.

6 "Turning the Earth Upside Down: Hafriyat" Hafriyat: The False World, Munich, 2004, pg.6

7 Antonio Cosentino, Picture Book of History and Stuff, exhibition catalogue, Pi Artworks, Istanbul, November 22, 2008-January 15, 2009,
S.2.

8 ibid., pg.2.

9 Svetlana Boym, The Future of Nostalgia, Translation: Ferit Burak Aydar, Metis Publishing Istanbul, 2009, pg.14.

10 Robert Park, On Social Control and Collective Behaviour, Chicago, Chicago University Press, 1967, relayed from pg.3 by David Harvey,
Rebel Cities: From the Right to the City to the Urban Revolution, Translation: Ayse Deniz Temiz, Metis Publishing, Istanbul, 2013, pg.43-44.
11 David Harvey, ibid., pg.197.
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“Stelyanos Hrisopulos Gemisi”

Teneke / 330x148x68cm / 2013 / 6zel koleksiyon
“Stelyanos Hrisopulos Ship”

Tin / 330x148x68cm / 2013 / private collection
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viski kolileri denizlerde,

ferare sevgilim

Derya Yiicel ve Antonio Cosentino

Kent kavrama, sanatsal pratiginin merkezinde yer

alwjor ve tiim bu stirece baktigymazda kullandigin

mecralar degisse de icerigi tizerinden biitiinctl bir
yaklasym izleniyor. Tuval serilerin, heykelsi ve ti¢

boyutlu calismalarin, enstalasyonlarin, video ve fotograf
tiretimlerin... Yallar icinde sehrin yalmzca hafizasin tutan
bir tiir gorsel arsiv dedil ayni zamanda tuhaf estetigini

ele alan, sehrin amorflugu, carpikligr ve kargasasindan
incelmis bir ironi ve estetik tireten bir panorama
olusturuyor. Pratiginin ti¢ aksa ayrldigina soyleyebilir
miyiz? Egitiminin de etkisi olan ve baslangic noktan

olan resim, tenekeler ve betonlarla birlikte 1999 ylindan
itibaren tiretimlerine dahil olan ti¢ boyutlu islerin ve
ashnda stirekli bir biriktirme eylemi iceren fotograflarn.
Bu birikim diger yandan sana bir tiir kaynaklik ediyor
samarym. Fotograflar, diisiinsel ve girsel Raynaklarin olarak
resimlerinde ve diger tiretimlerinde ortaya ¢ikan estetigin
ipuclarne saghyorlar.

“Istanbul Atlas1”, 20 yila yakin bir zamandir tizerinde
calistigim, Istanbul'da 400°e yakin mahalleyi

gezerek olusturdugum, sayis1 60.000’°i bulan fotograf
arsivim. Turkiye disinda, Suriye, Litbnan, Iran

gibi tilkelerde de benzer sekilde binlerce fotograf
biriktirdim. Argivde zaman icinde belirli temalar
olusuyor. Ben bu kent sahnelerine “Turbo” imgeler
diyorum. Istanbul, Kahire, Meksiko City, Lagos, Lima,
Bombay gibi kentler yogun bir hareketin oldugu, her
acidan miidahaleyle dolu, yigintilarin, birikintilerin,
diizensizligin ve yamali halin zengin bir gérsellik
urettigi kentler. Turbo olarak tarifledigim bu kentler,
gecmisin cok hizli kaybedildigi ya da gegmisle bagin
koptugu ve modernizmin sorunlu yasandig tilkelerin
merkezi sehirleri. Dolayisiyla, bizim de Istanbul ile
olan iliskimizde mekéansal baglarimiz, anilarimiz,
hafizamiz zaman icinde kayboluyor. 1996 y1linda
analog bir fotograf makinasiyla basladigim ve 2000°1i
yillardan sonra da dijital olarak biriktirdigim bu
fotograflarda kendi sagaltimimi gerceklestirdim, bir
tur travma tedavisi gibi. Glincel sanat icinde 1990’11
yillardan sonra kent kavrami en merkezi 6gelerden
biri haline gelerek sanatcilar tarafindan daha fazla
elestirel ve travmatik bicimde ele alinmaya basland.
Ama, biriktirdigim periferi imgeleri benim i¢in
karamsar ve travmatik oldugu kadar biiytileyici

de. Cunki benim icin mekanlar iclerinde kendi

“Banliyo Treni”

Teneke / 300x65x60cm / 2014
“Banlieu Train”

Tin / 300x65x60cm / 2014
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boxes of cigarettes
and whisky all over the sea,

ferare my love

Derya Yiicel and Antonio Cosentino

The notion of the city is at the core of your artistic practice
and when we look at everything, while your medium
changes over time, there is a unified approach. Your series
of paintings, your sculptural and three-dimensional works,
installations, videos, photographs... Over the years, not only
a visual archive, but also a panorama that produces an
irony and an aesthetic sensibility that deals with and has
been honed through the peculiar aesthetics of the city, the
amorphousness of the city, its twists and chaos emerged.
Could we say your practice has three axis? Painting,
which has been influenced by your training and which is
your beginning point; three-dimensional works that have
been part of your practice since 1999, which include the
cement and tin pieces, and your photographs, which reflect
a constant desire to accumulate. This accumulation also
serves as a source for you, I think. The photographs offer
clues for the aesthetics that emerge in your paintings and
other works, which are products of your thought processes
and which reflect your visual sources.

The “Istanbul Atlas” is an archive of over 60,000
photographs that I formed over the course of 20 years,
by visiting approximately 400 neighborhoods in
Istanbul. I also accumulated thousands of photographs
from Syria, Lebanon, and Iran. Certain themes emerge
from the archive. I call these urban scenes, “Turbo”
images. Cities such as Istanbul, Cairo, Mexico City,
Lagos, Lima, Bombay are full of an intense sense of
movement, interventions—where heaps of things,
debris, irregularities, patchiness all contribute to a
rich visuality in the city. These cities that I define as
“turbo” cities are the centers of countries in which

the past is rapidly lost or where the connection with
the past is interrupted, where there is a problem

with modernity. Thus, our spatial connections with
Istanbul, our memories also disappear over time in
our relationship with the city. I started taking these
photographs in 1996 with an analogue camera and
continued in the 2000s digitally, healing myself,
almost like trauma therapy. The notion of the city

has become a central element in contemporary art
after the 1990s as the artists started dealing with it in

a more critical and traumatized manner. However,

the images of the periphery are not only pessimistic
and traumatic, but also enchanting for me. Because

for me, spaces experience their own romances. I

have been working with painting, photography, and
other materials simultaneously since the beginning

of 2000s. I was interested in materials such as tin

that were re-transformed; I think it is industrially an
in-consumable material. I would use them first raw

or I would make small-scale arrangements. The tins
later became monumental sculptures; the photographs
developed over time, increased in number and became
a type of atlas of images.

As you have already emphasized, the effort to keep a
document that connects the “now” to the past that is about
to be lost is reflected in your photographs quite clearly.

As if to mark and to make permanent what is kept in

the memory from what flows by. In your words, these

are images of “turbo” cities, the periphery, hyper heaps,
tins, cement, arabesque characters... They emerge from
the photographs and seep into your paintings, they are
transformed into three-dimensional pieces, and they
become monumental sculptures in your constellation

of objects. You have a rhythm that is informed by the
movement and transformation of the urban, architectural,
social, artistic and other articulations of all other types
of erosion. On the other hand, you are consuming what is
already being consumed. Consumed cities, people, times,
memories and objects are transformed into narrative
paintings in your practice, proposing a dystopic/
heterotopic aesthetic. Could you describe the connection
between the axis of your practice that sometimes shifts,
your way of dealing with social/societal issues, and your
artistic identity?

I think artistic identity is not a supra-identity that is
idealized, but should rather be seen as a profession.
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romanslarini tagiyorlar. 2000°lerin bagindan itibaren
eszamanli olarak resim, fotograf ve malzemelerle
ugrasim baslamisti. Tenekeler gibi yeniden doniisen
malzemeler ilgimi ¢ekiyordu, bunlar endiistriyel
olarak tikenmeyen malzemeler bana gore. Onlar:
once ham haliyle kullaniyor ya da daha kii¢ciik ebatl
diizenlemeler yapiyordum. Tenekeler daha sonra
anitsal heykellere evrildi, fotograflar da zaman i¢ginde
gelisti, cogald1 ve bir tir atlasa dontistii.

Vurguladagan gibi fotograflarna, “simdi™yi az sonra
kaybedilecek gegmise baglayan bir dokiim tutma ¢abast
tim ictenligiyle yanswor. Gecip gitmekte olanan icinden
hafizaya yazilana isaretlemek ve sabitlemek gibi. Senin
deyiminle “turbo” kentlerin, periferinin, hiper yigintilarn,
tenekelerin, betonlarm, arabesk karakterlerin... bu
Jotograflardan ¢ikap resimlerine sizmast, ti¢ boyutlu
malzemeye doniismesi, nesne diizenlemelerinden anmitsal
heykellerine temsil bulmast soz konusu. Kentsel, mimari,
toplumsal, sanatsal, her tiirlii erozyonun telaffuzu olarak
stirekli hareket ve dontisiim i¢inde olan bir ritmin var.
Diger yandan tiiketilmekte olana tiiketiyorsun. Tiiketilen
sehirler, insanlar, zamanlar, amlar ve nesneler senin
pratiginde narratif resimlere ve distopik/heterotopik bir
estetik onermeye dontistiyor. Pratiginin zaman 2aman
degisen aks ile sosyal/toplumsal meseleleri ele alis bicimin
ve sanater kimligin arasindaki bag tarif eder misin?

Sanatci kimliginin idealize edilmesi gereken bir
tist kimlik degil, bir meslek alani olarak gortilmesi
gerektigini diistintiyorum. Ben bir meslek
sahibiyim ve birikimimi, deneyimimi devrediyor ve
paylasiyorum. Tasarimyi, isciligi, ingast... yani kendi
tUretimimi her agamasiyla

kendim yapmay1 ve bu

stirecin de duyumsanmasini
6nemsiyorum. Benim de

6znel bir gindemim ve bir

sanat tasavvurum var. Tekil

olarak tim bu sosyallik

ve cevre ile catigmalar,

uzlagmalar, temaslar

tizerinden dengelenen bir akor _
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sorgulanabilen, terk edilebilen ve kendi 6zgtirliik
taleplerin dogrultusunda isletilebilen bir birikim
olduguna inaniyorum. Ki bu bende hasil olmada,
felsefe ve edebiyatin kavramlarinin birbirinden
devrederek ve bir tartisma icinde verimli bir sekilde
dontiserek evrilmesi gibi gorsel sanatin da benzer bir
birikimi oldugunu varsayiyorum. Dolayisiyla benim
de olusturdugum problematikler hem bu ailenin ortak
sorunlari, hem 6znel gindemim hem de toplumsal
konular tizerinden, tim bilegenleriyle ortak bir anlati
yaratiyor. Resim yapmak, fotograf izerine disinmek,
farkli malzemeleri kurcalamak, kaybolmak, hatta
yvapmamak... Bu iglerin icine sakladigim tartigmalarin
timtni kapsiyor, bunun disinda iglerimin bagka bir
yonu de edebi olanin bir siire dontismesi, duygulanimi
ac18a cikartmasi, keskin saptamalar: degil de
izleyicinin 6z duygularina nasil yanit vermeleri
gerektigi konusu. Bir sanat iretiminin tizerinde
1s1ldayacak olanin, onu insanlar arasinda dolagima
tasiyacak olanin bir tir bilinmezlik, kapanmamiglik,
degiskenlik olacagina inaniyorum.

Degiskenlik olarak bahsettigin sanatsal tiretim
deneyimini bir tiir “agik yapit” olarak tanymlayabiliriz
belki de. Twpka islerinde kullandigin leitmotif nesnelerin
kRullanam ve anlamlari, estetik alana terctime ederken
bile baglamlarndan tamamen sokiip almadan yeni
olanaklarm arastirp ortaya ¢rtkarman gibi. Ve bu
yonteminde birbirine baglanan btittinciil bir anlat
kurguluyorsun. Ornegin, bu serginin merkezinde yer alan
“ferare’de, diger ii¢c boyutlu anatsal teneke heykellerinin bir
devama niteliginde. Her agamasinda senin kontroliiniin
oldugu, tasarymandan tiretimine bir tiir zanaatkar

gibi yalmz yol aldrgwn bir

araba. “ferare”, bilinmeyen

bir zamandan firlamag haliyle
mekanda 1sildwyor, kendine
cekiyor ve mizahi tonuyla
serginin ritmini degistiriyor.
Performatif bir yonii de var.
“Teneke Sehir’de, “Marmaradan
Kagis™ta ve “Banliyé Treni"nde
oldugu gibi yapisini kendin

diyebilirim. Uslubun strekli

tasarhyor, tizerine hikayeler

“Teneke Sehir’den Kiitiphane

Teneke / 2013

The Library from the “Tin City”

Tin / 2013
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I have a
profession

and I rely

and share my
experiences.
Ifind it
important to
have a feeling
of each stage

of the process—
the design,
craftsmanship,
and construction...
I have a subjective
agenda and a vision of art.
I could say that it is a chord
that is balanced through conflicts,
negotiations, and contacts with the social

and the environmental from my specific position. I
believe that style is cumulative that can be operated
through your own demands for freedom, that can be
questioned and abandoned. This did not happen to me;
I consider visual art’s cumulative aspect not dissimilar
to how philosophical and literary concepts pass
between each other and evolve productively within a
discourse. Thus, the problematic that I form are shared
concerns for this family, they are on my personal
agenda, and they form a common narrative of societal
issues through its constituents. Painting, thinking
about photography, dealing with different materials,
getting lost, not doing anything... These include all of
the discussions that I have concealed in these works.
Another aspect of my works is that the literary is
transformed into a poem, laying bare my feelings—the
issue of having to respond to the viewer’s own feelings
rather than making sharp statements. I believe that
what will shine in artistic production, what will enable
work to freely circulate among people is a type of
obscurity, an openness, an instability.

We could perhaps define the shifts in your artistic practice
as a form of “open work.” This is comparable to how you
are aesthetically translating certain leitmotif objects and
their meanings without completely decontextualizing them,

“Stelyanos Hrisopulos Gemisi”

Salt Ulus (2015)
“Stelyanos Hrisopulos Ship”
Salt Ulus (2015)

seeking new
possibilities and
revealing these
possibilities.
Within this
method, you are
constructing a
unified narrative
that interconnects
different
components. For
example, “Ferdre”
which is at the center
of this exhibition, is a
continuation of your three-
dimensional, monumental
tin sculptures. It is a car that you
constructed meticulously with full control
in each stage from the design to the production. “Ferdre”
shines in the space as if it has just emerged from an
unknown time, drawing in the viewers and changing the
rhythm of the exhibition with its humor. There is also
a performative aspect. Asin “Tin City”, “Escape from
Marmara”, “Banlieu Train”, you design its structure, write
stories about it, you transform the material, hammering,
piercing, reconstructing and revealing... You are horrowing
the identities from novelists, designers, architects,
engineers, urban planners, constructing a narrative but
relaying narratives to the viewers through visual stories.

Yes, there is a continuity. I started designing a fictional
city in 2009. I made up the stories, the plans of this
designed city. During my exhibition at Kiilah, “Tin
City”, I transformed the space into a studio, displaying
this city, working plans, sketches. I continued to

work in this space for the duration of the exhibition. I
formed a space for myself in this fictional city where

I spent time with my records and trumpet. The work
“Derzor Highway” which I realized in 2013 with
cement materials for the exhibition “Overtime” also
functioned in the same vein. “Escape from Marmara”,
which could be seen as a continuation of “Tin City”
told a story with two meanings. An escape that is
imagined, promised, desired, but with no return.
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yazwor, malzemeyi yeniden doniistiiriiyor, cakwyor, deliyor,
birlestiriyor ve ortaya cikariyorsun... bir tiir romanca,
tasarvmer, mimar, mithendis, sehir planlamacisy gibi farkh
Rimlikleri ddiing alarak bir anlaty yaratmayr ama sonucta
gorsel hikayeler formunda aktarmay tercih ediyorsun.

Evet, devamlilik s6z konusu. 2009°da kurgusal

bir kent tasarlamaya bagladim. Tasarladigim bu
kentin hikayelerini, planlarim olusturdum. Kilah'ta
diizenledigim “Teneke Sehir” adli sergide bu kenti,
calisma planlarini, eskizlerini gésterip, mekani bir
tar atolyeye cevirdim. Sergi stirecinde de bu mekanda
calismaya devam ettim. Plaklarim, trompetimle
zaman gecirdigim bu kurgu kent icinde bir alan
olusturdum. 2013 yilinda “Zaman Agimi1” sergisinde
beton malzemelerle gerceklestirdigim “Derzor
Otoban1” da bu yonde isleyen calismalardan olmustu.
“Teneke Sehir’in devami sayilabilecek “Marmaradan
Kacis” ¢ift anlaml bir hikaye anlatmigsti. Hayal edilen,
vaad edilen, arzulanan ama déniisit olmayan bir gidis.
Kacis igin tasarlanmig gemi, hem bu cografyanin
gidenlerine, gitmek zorunda kalanlarina, gitmek
isteyenlerine ve gidemeyenlerine dair 6ykiileri tasiyor
hem de ironik bir ¢cercevede umudu da icinde saklh
tutuyordu. Bu geminin ad1 “Stelyanos Hrisopulos
Gemisi’ydi. Oyuncak gemisi batirilan bir cocugun
anlatildig Sait Faik Abasiyanik hikayesiyle ayni ad.
Bu bile aslinda hayal kirikliklari, travmalar, arzular
ve umutlar adina bir ¢ok metaforu ihtiva etmesi
acisindan anlamliydi. “Ferare’de, Suriye'de kopyanin
kopyasi, yansimanin yansimasi, cakmanin cakmasi
olarak gordiigiim yamasaki, yonda gibi markalardan
yola ¢iktim. Sahte bir araba tasarlayan sahte bir
mithendis gibi hareket etmek istedim. Bir tar
simiilasyona déniigen gergegin simiilasyonu. Gercekle
sahte arasindaki mesafeyi yok etmeye calisan bir
simiile etme durumu. Bu hem formda hem algida
hem de kimlik etrafinda degerlendirilebilir.

Araba heykelin, ti¢ boyutlu nesnelerin, soyut giinliiklerin,
defter kapaklarin, mermer boyamalarin, ykiisel
tuvallerin... Serginin genelinde bir tiir “zamansallik”
vurgusu hissediliyor hatta yogun olarak ‘80 ve 90l
yllarim ruhu geziniyor sanki. Serginin bashg tizerine
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“Lagos”

Tuval izerine yagh boya / 200x300cm / 2010 / 6zel koleksiyon
“Lagos”

0il on canvas / 200x300cm / 2010 / private collection

de karar vermeden dnce epey diisiindiigtini biliyorum.
‘cigara viski kolileri denizlerde, ferare sevgilim”, yazdigwn
sitr-metninden ¢ikan, aym zamanda bu sergide yer alan
bir tuval resminin de adr. Cagristirdugn imgelemin serginin
ruhuyla ortiistiigini sdylemistin.

Aslina bakarsan bu basligin cagrisimi karmasik,
zengin ve belirsiz olmasiyla, serginin genelini
tarifleyecek bir vurgu iceriyor. Calisma stirecimde
ozellikle ortaya cikarmaya giristigim sey, “Ege
Denizi” resminde oldugu gibi, ardisik olarak tiretilmis
olmalarina ragmen kendi i¢ hikayelerini tagimalar:
ama tim farkhhklariyla bir karsilasma alani
yaratmalariydi. Cakma geometriden digavuruma,
fotografa yaklagsan resimden ¢izgi roman arasinda
salinmaya ¢aligan bir sarkac gibi. “1984” isimli tuval
Ataturk Kitaplig1 arsivinde buldugum bir gazete
haberinden yorumladigim bir resim. Bir otobiis
etrafinda sirtlar: bize doniik ve ne yaptiklar: belirsiz
bir grup figir gériiyoruz. Kentin karmakarigsiklig:
i¢cinde melodramatik sahnelerin oldugu resimler

bir tiir nostaljiyi igeriyor. Ayaklar: beton doktlmiis
bir tenekenin icinde denize atilmay1 bekleyen

¢iftin oldugu sahne ya da sahte geometrik tuvaller,
mermer boyamalar... Fayans formu, defter yapraklari,
soyutlama ve mekan kurgusu i¢inde ¢oziilen
resimler. Mermerin soguklugu ve hicligi yine
psikolojik katmanlara referans veriyor. Bir tiir halet-i
ruhiye envanteri citkarmak gibi. Otonom tuvaller
olarak tanimlayabilecegim bu resimlerin kendi
hikayesi, kendi seyri olan, ara sira yon degistiren bir
tarafi oldu. Benim ic¢in bitmeyecek sapmalar ama
hepsini birbirine baglayan seyin de bu oldugunu
dustintiyorum.

Bana gore tam da bu zamansallik ve heterotopik hurgu,
isleri birbirine baglayan bir dil olusturuyor. Serginin
ayne anda hem simdi ile ilgili hem de gecmise stirtikleyen
bir ruhu ve yasadigimaz mekana baglanan gorselligi

bize toplumsal bellegin Risisel dlgekte ortaya ¢cithkma
bicimlerini hatwrlatwor. Twpky hafizamaz gibi, serginin
butiint hatirlama/ammsamamn farkly tezahtirleri olarak
isliyor. “Ferdre” mizahi ifadesiyle serginin merkezinde
yer alsa da sanirvm bugtinlerin agirligh ve karanliginan
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A ship that is designed for escape, carrying stories
from this geography about those who left, those who
had to leave, those who wanted to leave but could not,
while also retaining hope within an ironic framework.
The name of this ship was “Stelyanos Hrisopulos.”
The title is eponymous with the story by Sait Faik
Abasiyanik in which he describes a boy whose toy
boat was sunk. Even this was meaningful in and of
itself as the story included many metaphors relating to

3

disappointments, traumas, desires, hopes. For “Ferare,’

I started off with brands such as yamasaki, yonda
which I see as copies of copies in Syria, reflection of
the reflection, sham of sham. I wanted to work like a
fake engineer designing a fake car. A simulation that
destroys the space between the reality and the fake.
This could be analyzed within the frameworks of form,
perception, and identity.

Your car sculpture, three-dimensional objects, abstract
diaries, notebook covers, marble paintings, narrative
canvases... There is an emphasis on “temporality”
throughout the whole exhibition; in particular, there is
an intense feeling of the 80s and the 90s. I know that you

contemplated on the title for the exhibition for a long time.
“Boxes of cigarettes and whisky all over the sea, ferdre,
my love” is from your poem-text and is also the name of a
painting included in the exhibition. You had mentioned
that the imagery of this title corresponds well with the
spirit of this exhibition.

Actually, the connotations of this title are layered,
complicated, and ambiguous, including an emphasis
that described the whole of the exhibition. What

I try to reveal in my working process, as in the
painting “The Aegean Sea”, is that although they

were produced consecutively, they all include their
own stories and they create a field of encounters

with all their differences. Ranging from geometry to
expression, from photorealistic painting to comics,

like a pendulum. “1984” is a painting in which I
interpreted a newspaper clipping that I found in the
archive of the Atatiirk library. We see a group of
figures standing around with their backs to us next to a
bus. Melodramatic scenes contained in the chaos of the
city include a certain element of nostalgia. The scene
of the couple with their feet buried in a tin container




islere yansymamasy miimkiin degildi. Bu anlamda,
Masist Gultin 1980 lerde yazip ¢izdigi el yapvma ¢izgl
romamndan bazi portrelerin biiyiik dlgekli yeniden-
tiretimleri, bu resimlerin ekspresif tonu ve agresif plastik
degerleri bu atmosfert biraz daha agvrlasturiyor ve
derinlestiriyor. Aym zamanda “unutma/anymsama’an
mikro dlgekte bile dahi, olast etkilering diistiindiiriiyor.

Sergide yer alan Masist Gl portrelerinin dehgetli
ifadelerini yasadigimiz cografyanin, yasadigimiz
zamanlarin karsiligl olarak ele almak istedim.
Masist’in ¢izgi romaninda isledigi siddetinin

kendi kendini sagaltim mekanizmasi oldugunu
dustintiyorum. Adanali bir Ermeni olarak kendi
icindeki travmay1 ytizeye ¢ikartip isliyor. Adeta bir
sitiasyonist ve art-brut’cii. Onun tagkin caresizligi ve
cabasi ile arabanin abstird sicaklig: ve sergideki diger
nesnelerin pespayeligi ya da resimlerin nostaljisi,
degigken ritmi birbirine karigsin istedim. Serginin

34 cigara viski kolileri denizlerde, ferare sevgilim / boxes of cigarettes and whisky all over the sea, ferare, my love / 2016

yvasayabilmesini saglayan sey bellegin tasinabilmesidir.
Izleyicinin belleginde kaldig: siirece bir eser iletisim
kurabilmeyi bagarmis demektir. Kavramsal, gorsel

yva da ikisinin karisimiyla, her ne olursa olsun

ac1ga cikacak olan tizerinden iletisim kurabilir.

Bu nedenle, sergiyi olustururken her bir parcanin
kendi icindeki kuvveti ve birbiri ile diyalogunu
onemsedim. Disinmek, gozlemlemek, yagsamalk,
{iretmek, yontinii kaybetmek... Benim sanatsal
seritvenimde bu dinamikler birlikte igliyor. Bu
nedenle, zorlanmis bir buitinlik kurmaya girismeden,
“konseptiiel” olarak insa etmeden, oldugu gibi, islerin
birbirleriyle kendiliginden diyaloga girdigi bir sergi
olarak diistinebiliriz. Cunkii 6nceki galigmalarimda
oldugu gibi, bu serginin de bitiintinde 6ngorilebilir
ve tanimlanabilir “buiytik” bir anlati1 kurmay1 degil,
sezgisel bir alg1 olusturmay1 6nemsiyorum.

“Der-Zor Otoban1”

Teneke, beton, plastik oyuncaklar / degisken boyutlar / 2012
“Deir ez-Zor Highway”

Tin, concrete, plastic toys / variable dimensions / 2012
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of cement, waiting to be thrown into the sea, the
geometric canvases, the marble paintings... The form
of the tiles, the pages of the newspaper, abstraction and
spatial construction are deconstructed in the paintings.
The coldness of the marble and its void again refer

to psychological layers, not dissimilar to creating an
inventory of states of mind. These paintings that I
could define as autonomic canvases each have a story,
their own process, a direction that shifted from time to
time. These are endless deviations for me, but I think
they all connect to each other through this aspect.

I think this temporality and the heterotopic construction
produce a language that connects the works. The exhibition
has a spirit that brings viewers both into the past and

to the now, reminding us of the forms of expressing

the communal memory on a personal scale. Just like

our own memory, all of the exhibition functions as
different expressions of remembering and reminiscence.
While “Ferdre” is in the center of the exhibition and
carries a humorous connotation, it is impossible for the
heaviness and the darkness of today not to be reflected in
the exhibition. Within this framework, the large-scale
reproductions of Masist Giil’s hand-drawn comics from
the 1980s, the expressive tone and aggressive plastic
undertones of the paintings add weight and depth to this
atmosphere. At the same time, these paintings are evocative
in thinking about the effects of “forgetting/remembering”
even on a micro scale.

I wanted to deal with the grim expressions of the
Masist Gl portraits as they corresponded to our
geography and the times we are living in. I think that
the violence that Masist includes in his comics is his
method of healing. He pulls to the surface his own
internal trauma as an Armenian from Adana and
works with it. He is almost a situationist, an art-brut
artist. I wanted his overflowing desperation and effort,
in combination with the car’s absurd warmth and the
destitute state of the other objects in the exhibition

or the nostalgia of the paintings to mingle with a
shifting rhythm. An exhibition is able to stay alive

by being able to hold the memory. A work is able to
communicate with the viewer only as long as it is

able to remain on their memory. It can communicate
through what can be revealed, no matter what it is, be
it conceptual, visual, or a combination of both. Thus,

I thought about the works’ internal strength as well

as their dialogue with each other when forming the
exhibition. To think, to observe, to live, to produce, to
lose direction... In my artistic practice, these dynamics
work together. So, instead of forcing a unification,
constructing “conceptually”, the works are organically
in dialogue with each other. I care to form an intuitive
perception in this exhibition, as I did with my previous
works, rather than a preconceived and definable
“grand” narrative.
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“Kasap Cemal”

Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 250x200cm / 2011
“Butcher Cemal”

0il on canvas / 250x200cm / 2011
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“Kasap Cemal”

Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 250x200cm / 2011
“Butcher Cemal”

0Oil on canvas / 250x200cm / 2011
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“Fayans I1I”

Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 130x160cm / 2011
“Tile III”

Oil on canvas / 130x160cm / 2011

“Fayans IV~

Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 130x160cm / 2011
“Tile IV~

0il on canvas / 130x160cm / 2011
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“Huzur®
Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 200x250cm / 2011
“Serenity”

0Oil on canvas / 200x250cm / 2011
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“Moda®
Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 114x146cm / 2015
“Moda”

0Oil on canvas / 114x146cm / 2015



cigara viski kolileri denizlerde, ferare sevgilim / boxes of cigarettes and whisky all over the sea, ferare, my love / 2016 41

“Cebel Topu”

Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 210x150cm / 2015
“Cebel Topu”

0Oil on canvas / 210x150cm / 2015
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“Fkim”
Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 210x150cm / 2014
“October”

0Oil on canvas / 210x150cm / 2014
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“Yesilkoy”

Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 210x150cm / 2013
“Yesilkoy”

Oil on canvas / 210x150cm / 2013
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“Basket Sahas1”

Iron and concrete / 40x50x45cm / 2016
“Basketball Court”

Demir ve beton / 40x50x45cm / 2016
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“Beton-Demir”

Demir ve beton / 25x25x65¢cm / 2016
“Concrete-Iron”

Iron and concrete / 25x25x65¢cm / 2016
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“Iskele”

Demir ve beton / 100x25x20cm / 2016
“Pier”

Iron and concrete / 100x25%x20cm / 2016
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“Teneke Sehir ve Istanbul Atlas1”
Roma, MAXXI Miizesi (2016)

“Tin City and the Istanbul Atlas”
MAXXI Museum, Rome (2016)



Antonio Cosentino

Utiiler
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Ceviri / Translation: Nazim Dikbasg
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Nam-1 diger Aygdaz, sana ayiracagim boliim senin

Masist’in bir ikizi oldugun gercegini yumusaklikla isleyecek,
size yakisan bu ferarede, saclariniz ucusarak ayni renkte
giydiginiz takim elbiselerle tasvir edileceksiniz.

Bos vagonlarin 1s1kli koselerinde birbirinize anlatacaginiz o
kadar cok hikayeniz olacak ki, Haygaz senin Libya onlerinde
acik denizde gemiden atilman buna dahil.

Hangi vicut gelistirme salonuna gitseniz calisanlar agirlik
kaldiranlar her seyi birakir sizi izlerdi. Peynir tenekesine
beton doldurarak yapmis oldugunuz agirhiklar dambillar
harikuladeydi. I(;inde palmiyeler, benzinlikler ve Afrika olan
bir ton tutturdunuz. Yediginiz dayaklarda hep baskalarinin
dis gicirtis1 vardi, Masist sen 1909'da Adanada

yag tuccarlar ile kabzimallara kaptirdigin dislerini
Akdeniz’de adalarin melteme doniik limanlarinda
yasayacaksin.
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Also known as Aygaz, the chapter I dedicate to you will softly
expand on the fact that you are a twin of Masist, and you two
will be depicted in this ferare that becomes you, in matching
three-piece-suits, your hair blowing in the wind. You will have
so many stories to tell each other in the illuminated corners

of empty coaches, including, Haygaz, the time you were
thrown off a ship at open sea off the shore of Libya. Whichever
bodybuilding saloon you went to, everyone, the staff and the
weightlifters would drop everything and watch you. The
weights, the dumbbells you made by pouring concrete into tin
cheese containers were magnificent. You managed to capture
a tone containing palm-trees, gas stations and Africa. All the
beatings you took always involved the teeth-grinding of others,
Masist, you will recapture in Mediterranean island harbours
facing the breeze the dreams you lost in 1909 in Adana to oil
tradesmen and middlemen.
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Antonio Cosentino

Pencere, yeni kokular, garip hisler, duyulmadik sesler
ve daha sonu gelmeyen ayrintilar, iyi ¢izilmis bir ¢izgi
romanin yapraklarindan doktliiyor. Glizel ve kisa
olumler, 1lik nefesler, giiller ve aydinlik.

Susmayan radyo. Sevgili ile otobanda geziyoruz,
otobanda gezmek hangi zamanda aklima geldi
bilmiyorum aslinda higbir sey bilmiyorum, tanimak
diye bir sey varsa o da dahil. Bir-iki hareket yapmam
lazim, sik bir gsey. Oteldeyim, 1slak yastikl bir odada.,
disarida insanin tenini kesen soguk, her sey bugulu,
neye elimi atsam nemli, sevgilim! Otobanda fark
ettim, batmaya yakin gtines bulutlardan kurtulmustu;
asfalt, musambaya benzeyen bir ayna gibiydi.
Arabanin havasinda garip miizik, hayatimda ilk defa
gordugltim acayip bir kamyon. Hangi suda ytizsem hep
ayni duyguya kapilirim.

Tl perdelerin arasindan sikkinca gokyuziini
seyrettim. Sonra karsidaki apartmanlara baktim.

Bir ara goztim odadaki kazaklara takildi, sanki bir
seyi bir ylize benzettim, ardindan tekrar karanhk
geceye baktim, en zor en siki filmlerde bile aglamadan
durabilmistim. Kim derdi ki tereddiit bile etmeden,
buldugum sudan sebeple denizlere agilacagima.

Birbirinden giizel iskembeciler sehri Istanbul'da

kim bilir kac¢ devir iskembeci dekoru geldi gecti, ar1
gibi kosusan garsonlar, mecli kadinlar, isinde diinya
markasi olmus erkekler, kapida lastik ayakkabilara
benzeyen bir stirtt araba. Kayalarin icinden sular akan
dekorunda ya da havuzunda yaratildi tim bu dinyalar,
kaplama masalar, biriktirdigim aliminyum su sisesi
kapaklari, ve daha neler neler. Lodosla ilgili bir seyler
anlatabilirim, ama nasil olur bilemiyorum ashinda
uzmani oldugum bir konu, sadece bu gece kendimi bir
lodosu kurup tfleyecek giicte hissetmiyorum.

Elektronik miizigin bitmez aleminde bir yengec sana
yol gosterecek. Yengecin yolundan git, o sana sevgiliyi
gosterecektir. Ama bunu senin karlanan bahtinin
disinda bir secenek gibi algilama.

Aksamiistli evden ¢iktim. Temiz acik bir hava varda.
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Baharin kokusu ¢carpti, rahattim, istasyona vardigimda
giines batti, yine de her sey rahatca se¢iliyordu.
Agachklardan hafif bir serinlik geldi. Trenin 1giklar:
gozukti. Yildizlarin altinda yolculuk etmeye bagladim.
Vagonda kimsecikler yoktu, karanlikti, camlar:
kapattim. Indigim istasyonda beni circir bocekleri
karsiladi, yoksa Agustos muydu? Agaclikli bir yola
saptim, sokak lambalari, ara sira bir araba fari, 6nce
15181 gozuiktiyor ardindan 151k agaclarda bir tiinel
aclyor, gozium kamasiyor, sehirlerarasi bir yoldaymis
gibi. Yurtimeye devam ederek iki kath evleri ve bos bir
araziyi gectim. Aksamsefalar: her yeri sarmigsti. Saga,
denize dogru déndim, fener ¢alisiyordu. Zili calmadan
kayalar: déven dalgalarin sesini dinledim. Etrafa
bakinip belli belirsiz goruntileri secmeye caligtim.
Evde mum 15181na benzeyen hafif bir 151k vardi. Kapiy1
anahtarla agtim. Ayakkabilarimi cikardim, mutfaga
gectim, biraz salata ve tavuk yedim. Arkasindan bir
sigara yaktim. Hi¢ bilmedigimiz {ilkelerde insanlarin
nasil yasadigini anlamak icin onlarin nelerine

dikkat ederdiniz? Giyindiklerine mi, kullandiklari
yastiklara mi, ses tonlari ilging olabilir, bindikleri
otobtislere mi, ben otobiislerden daha ilging bir seyler
¢ikarirdim sanki, parklarina mi, sanirim saymakla
bitmez. Balkona ciktim, denizi tekrar dinledim.

Bir kafe diistintin, sadece araba ile gidilebilen, yani
yuriiyerek gitmenin imkansiz oldugu, disarisi
yvagmurlu oldugunda icerisi bos ve sarki caliyor, yok
sacmasapan bir cimle oldu. Evden ¢iktim. Ay en
beyaz hali ile tepedeydi, savki denizin tistiini kadife
bir battaniye gibi kaplamigti. Bir kedi mirildanarak bir
stire bana eslik etti. Litks bir otelin ¢éntinden ge¢tim.
Bostu, sessizdi. Bira bahg¢esine oturdum, birkag

masa doluydu, g6z ucuyla stizdiim, asagidan deniz
kiyisindan turistlerin kaldigr mokamp’tan sesler
duyuluyordu, mac yapiyorlar. Birami ictikten sonra
kalktim gece glizeldi, kultipte 1siklar altinda basket
oynuyorlar, tanidik var mi diye baktim. Sar1 oradaydi
sevindim. ‘Mag yapalim m?’ ‘Olur’ - biradan sonra
biraz zor olacakt1 ama salakc¢a gezinmekten iyidir.
‘Kacarli?” Bakindy, “gerli olur’. Oynadiktan sonra
yoruldum bayagi. ‘Denize girelim mi?’ ‘Olur, hava da
sogukca ama.’ ‘Sabah sorfe gelmedin.’ ‘Isim vardi.’ ‘Ne
igin vardi?’ ‘Sana ne lan igim vardi.’
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Antonio Cosentino

A window, new scents, strange emotions, unheard
sounds and many, endless details spill from the pages
of a well-executed graphic novel. Beautiful, brief
deaths, warm breaths, roses and the light.

A radio that won’t shut up. We’re driving around, along
the highway with the girlfriend, I don’t know when I
thought of driving around on the highway, but in fact, I
know nothing, including the act of knowing something
or someone, if that kind of thing exists. I need to do

a few moves, a few smart moves. I'm in a hotel, in a
room with a wet pillow, outside there is a cold that cuts
through the skin; wherever I lay my hand, everything
is steamed up, my love! I realized when we were on the
highway that the sun had rescued itself from behind
the clouds just as it was about to set; the tarmac had
turned into a mirror, glittering like tarpaulin. Strange
music plays in the car, then a weird truck passes by,
one I've never seen before. Wherever I swim, I always
get the same feeling.

Slightly troubled, I looked up at the sky from between
the tulle curtains. Then I looked at the apartment
blocks opposite. Then I took a glance at the sweaters
in the room, I thought something in the pile looked
like a face, then I turned back to the dark night, I had
managed to hold back my tears even during the most
demanding, most challenging films. Who would have
said that I would set sail with the slightest of excuses,
with no hesitation at all.

Who knows how many types of interior decoration
have come and gone at the tripe soup restaurants of
Istanbul, a city of exceedingly delicious tripe soup
restaurants. Waiters running around like bees, women
with streaks of colour in their hair, men who have
become world-brands in their line of business, and
outside, a herd of automobiles looking like rubber
shoes. All these universes were created inside the
decorative scenery, or pool, through the rocks of which
streams flowed, coated tables, all the aluminium water
bottle lids I have collected, and what have you got. I can
tell you something about the lodos, the south-westerly
wind, but I don’t know how that would be, it is, in fact,

a subject I specialize in, yet it’s just that tonight I don’t
feel upto mustering up and blowing out a lodos.

A crab will guide you in the endless universe of
electronic music. Follow the crab’s path, he will show
you your beloved. But do not perceive this as an option
beyond your blurred fortune.

Ileft home in the evening. Clean, clear air. The scent
of spring struck me, I felt easy, the sun set by the time
I arrived at the station, but I could still see everything
clearly. A slight coolness drifted from the woods.

The lights of the train appeared. I began to travel
beneath the stars. There was no one in the coach, it
was dark, I closed the windows. When I got off, I was
met by crickets; was it August, I wonder? I entered

a path lined with trees, street lamps, every now and
then car headlights, first the lights appeared, then

the light opened a tunnel among the trees, my eyes
were dazzled, as if I was walking along an intercity
road. I continued walking, past two-storey houses

and an empty plot of land. Four o’clock flowers had
blossomed everywhere. I turned right, towards the
sea, the lighthouse had lit up. Without ringing the
bell, I listened to the waves beating against the rocks. I
looked around, trying to make out the vague shadows.
There was a weak light in the house, like candlelight.
I opened the door with the key. I took off my shoes,
went into the kitchen, ate some salad and chicken.
Then 1lit a cigarette. What would you pay attention

to in order to understand how people live in countries
you do not know at all? Their clothes, the pillows they
use, their tone of voice may be interesting, or perhaps
the buses they ride, I feel I would come up with more
interesting things from the buses, or their parks, I
guess this line of thought could go on forever. I went
on to the balcony, I listened to the sea again. Imagine a
café that you can only travel to by car, I mean, a place
where you cannot walk to; it’s empty inside because
it’s raining outside, and a song is playing, no, this is an
absurd sentence. I left home. The moon was out in its
whitest colour, its reflection had covered the surface
of the sea like a velvet blanket. A cat accompanied me
for a while, purring. I passed by a luxury hotel. It was
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Oglum gégiin en parlak ama goztikmeyen yldizlarydik
Acik denizlerde ikt kiigtik balik surt surta

Sen minik bir kutup ayist, patilerin onde

Ben titrek baba goztim ufuklarda

Itis kakis gezmedigimiz yer kalmady baba ogul

Tim bunlar, anlatsam kimlere neden anlatsam.

Bir sinek olarak Istanbul'dan, yani dogdugum kentten,
Bodrum’a oradan da Kahire'ye ugmak istiyorum.
Sinek olarak dogdugum kentten ayrilmak hem bana
iyi de gelebilir. Boylece yolculuk sirasinda su kisa
omrimin enerjisini evlere ditkkanlara lokantalara
coplere dalarak, saglikli besinler tiitketerek, baska
sineklerle sevigerek harcardim. Sinek oldugum icin
yolculuk esnasinda molalarda denize giremeyecek
olmam beni distindiriyyor. Bunu nasil yapabilirdim,
bir kere gtindiizleri dalgali deniz beni bir lahzada
yutabilir. Belki geceleri bir ada sahilinde, taglarin
arasinda kipirtisiz bir su birikintisinde, kafamai
kanatlarimi islatmadan, ayaklarimi suya degdirerek
banyo ihtiyacimi giderebilirim. Biz sinekler sosyal
yaratiklar sayilmayiz. Yan yana ucuyor goziitksek

de beraberce vakit ge¢irmeyiz. Birbirimizle temas
havada ya da yerde ¢ok kisa anlar i¢in o da cogunlukla
sevigsme amacl ile olur.

Topluigneler mezarhiginda tanisacagimiz aklima
gelmemigti. Ardindan tarikatin sekiz kulvarl ytizme
havuzunda ytizecegim. Aklima gelmeyen seyler
arasinda araba farlar: 1s181nda gegirilmis bir yaz tatili
de yoktu. Toz Golu! Tum egyalardan, bedenlerden, her
seyden biriken canl bir klime diistin, iste bu toz ¢l
olsun, anilarin birikintisi gibi, istah agic1 billur sular
gibi. Goniil oksayici degil belki ama ylikseklikleri
atlamadan sakla iste bunu.

Nerden geldigi bilinmeyen giin, batimina dogru
gidiyor. Nereye gidecegi bilinmeyen giin, bana gore
serin, kalemlerim tam bana gore, her sey koreliyor
ontumde. Kesmez oldu gin artik gazetemi. Az mi
ugrasmistim bu gérinimi vermek i¢in. Adacaylar:
karanfiller icinde beyhude gecti biitiin bu arabalar.
Kalakaldim cehennemde, asansor-radyatorin
kuyrugu zaman icinde tag-tabaklarla donanmais.
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Uzun menzil buyrugunda ve elektrikli sobalarin
digumlenmis kablolar iginde, ciltlenmis camlasmais
saman denizi. Déndinek! Déndiin demek. Bizi tercih
ettiginiz i¢in tegekkiir ederiz. Siz kimsiniz ulan!
Nerden geldiniz maksadiniz nedir tam olaraktan,
yokus asag1 sokaklarda oynanmig mahalle maclari,
siddetli lodoslara karsi oynanmigs mahalle maclari,
gazozuna oynanmis mahalle maclari, camur icinde
oynanmis mahalle maclari, sa¢ tararken kar yagarken
oynanmis mahalle maclary. Tekrar asagl ¢iktim
merdivenlerden indim tekrar yukari cikip saga
doéndim diikkana girdim dikkandan ¢iktim tekrar
yokustan asag1 indim oradan merdivenleri indim saga
déndim sola dondiim, saatimi cebime koydum kavga
ettim, tekrar yukar: ciktim en sonunda denize vardim.
Aksam oldu gegen gemileri seyrettim.

Lodosun ugultusu ile uyandim. Saat gece yarisini
gecmisti. Asagi kata inip su ictim. Sokaga baktim
kagitlar ucusuyor, kediler kendi kendilerine
kagitlarla oynuyor, riizgardan hareketlenmis agaclara
tirmaniyorlardi. Sokak lambasi sallandikca golgeler
yer degistiriyordu. Televizyonu actim, atli arabalarin
kosturdugu, karli ve gaz lambalariyla aydinlanmis
siyah beyaz bir film akiyordu, kar ¢ylesine

yagiyordu ki her sey bembeyaz, gece simsiyahtu.
Bakiml evlere girip ¢ikiliyor, kizgin usaklar ve hos
alimh bir hatun saliniyordu ortalarda. Sesini hic
acmadim aletin. Tekrar digar: kulak kabarttim. Bir
sarhosun bir kopekle konusarak gecisini dinledim.
Tekrar aksamiistint disindim. Serin ormandan
bisikletimle eve donerken goz ucuyla inen ugaklar:
gozliyordum. Ardindan sessizlik ve kendi nefes
sesim diginda bir sey yoktu. Carsiya indigimde biraz
incir ve ceviz aldim eve vardigimda oglum salincakta
valnizdi. ‘Annen nerde’ diye sordum. ‘Sahile gitti’
dedi. Vardigimda onu dalgin denizi izlerken buldum.
Son ¢apariciler oltalarini toplamigti, ‘Birazdan
gelincige ve iskorpite yatarlar’ dedim. ‘Kendinize
gelin ulan develer, bu kentin en biiytigt benim.
Kadir oglum! Votkamla erigi caligtir’. Ardindan kap:
caldi Kemal Sunal agik pembe kreme calan takim
elbisesi ve abartili yurtytsi ile igeri girdi, herkes
sustu. Bu sahneyi daha ¢nce seyretmistim, ama yine
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empty, silent. I sat in the beer garden, a few tables were
full, I glanced around, sounds could be heard from
below, from the mo-camp where tourists were staying,
they were playing football. I got up after I finished

my beer, the night was pleasant, they were playing
basketball under the headlights at the club, I checked
if I knew any of them. The Blonde was there, I was
glad to see him. ‘Care for a game?’ “Why not?’ -bit of a
challenge after that beer, but beats wandering around
senselessly. ‘How many a side?’ He looked around,
‘three will do it’ he said. I was pretty tired by the time
we finished. ‘Shall we go for a swim?’ ‘Right, but it’s
quite cold.” “You didn’t come surfing this morning.’
‘Had work to do.” “‘What work?’ “‘What’s it to you, I had
work to do.’

My son, we were the brightest stars in the sky, but could not
be seen

Two small fish in open seas, back to back

You a tiny polar bear, your paws in front of you

I, the trembling father, my eyes fixed on the horizon
Rough-and-tumble, father and son, we have travelled over
yonder

Who could I tell about all this, and then, why.

I want to be a fly, and fly from Istanbul, in other words,
the city I was born in, to Bodrum, and from there,

to Cairo. It might do me good, you know, to leave

the city I was born in, as a fly. In this way, during

my trip, I would expend the energy of my short life,
dipping into homes, shops, restaurants and waste pits,
consuming healthy food, and making love to other
flies. However, it makes me wonder that I won’t be able
to go swimming during breaks since I am a fly. How
could I, anyway, after all, in the daytime, if it’s wavy,
the sea may swallow me up in an instant. Perhaps

at night, at the shores of an island, at a still puddle
amidst the rocks, I could satisfy my need for a bath by
paddling my feet in the water, and not getting my head
and wings wet. You wouldn’t consider us flies social
creatures. Although we appear to fly side by side, we
do not spend time together. Contact among us takes
place for very brief instances, either in mid-air, or on
the ground, and that is often for the purpose of making
love.

I had never imagined we would meet at a cemetery
for pins. And that I would then swim in the eight-lane
swimming pool of a religious order. I never imagined

55



56 cigara viski kolileri denizlerde, ferare sevgilim / boxes of cigarettes and whisky all over the sea, ferare, my love / 2016

gulimsedim, bu adamda kesin komik bir sey varda.
Uykum iyice ka¢mist1 yarini diisindiim belki ¢cocukla
koske gider yluzerdik. Orda Deniz bize giizel yemekler
hazirlardz.

Tamir i¢in verdigim saatimi saat¢iden geri

aldigimda eskisi gibiydi ¢alismiyordu. Ben on
milyonu denklestiremedigim icin oraya ugramazken
gittigimde adam bana “parcasi yok bu ytzden
yapamadim’ dedi, ‘Seiko’ya giderim, o zaman bilmem,
belki de yapabilirim’ dedi. Bana Allahin siktir ettigi bu
pasajdaki saatci bu saati hi¢ agmadi gibi geldi. Disar:
ciktim, saniye kadrani atmiyordu yani calismiyordu,
ama alarm caliyordu, neyse bir kac kez siddetlice
vurdum saate, saniye iki tik yol aldi durdu. Saat ilk

su aldiginda - ki bunun sebebini de biliyorum - saatin
pilini degistirmek icin servis yerine Sirkecide alelade
bir saatcide gormistim bu isi. Bulagik yikadiktan
sonra fark etmistim 6nce cam buhar yapmasti,
ardindan durdu. Sanirim simdi i¢indeki su buharlagip

gitmisti ancak tuz pas tortu bir seyler birakmigsti
geriye. Saate st camindan ti¢ parmagimla tokatlar
gibi vurmaya devam ettim. Saniye yine hafiften

yol aldi, durdu. 15 dakikanin sonunda saate vura
vura 15 saniye yol aldirabildim. Bu iyiye isaretti.

Eve gelince ¢alisma masamin bagina oturdum.
Vurma iglemine devam ediyordum artik saniye 45,
46, 47°de ve 50°de takiliyordu, ha bir de 9'da, onun
disindaki aralar sorunsuzca geciliyordu. Vurmaya
devam ettim, kah elimle kah saati masaya vurarak
bu esnada 9. saniye engelini gectik, 45 ve 46'da
takiliyordu, 45te ileri geri yapiyordu saniye cubugu.
Karsi apartmanda ahsap dogramalar: sékityorlardi,
yerlerine plastik pencere takmak icin, gecen ay

da kars1 kdsede bir ev sahibi kiraz agac: parkeleri
soktit; dayanamayip sormustum, ‘gicirdiyorlar
komsu’ demisti. Bu gerizekalilar aldiklar: evlerin
ahsap dogramalarini falan sékiiyorlar, bagka tir
gerizekalilar da var onlar balkonlar: plastik pencere
ile kapatip i¢cini de fayans dostiyorlar, ardindan sabah
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a summer holiday spent under the headlights of cars,
either. Dust Lake! Imagine a living cluster made up of
all objects, bodies, an accumulation of everything, now
that can be the dust lake, like a puddle of memories,
like appetising crystal waters. Perhaps not soul-
soothing, but keep this for yourself without ignoring
sentimental heights.

A day out of nowhere heads towards the sunset. A
day heading who knows where, cool I would say, my
pencils precisely serving my purpose, everything
becomes blunt in front of me. The day no longer cuts
through my newspaper. No mean effort had I spared
to come up with this appearance. All these cars pass
in vain through all these sage plants, these carnations.
Stuck in hell, the tail of the elevator-radiator is
decorated with stone-plates over time. Under the heel
of the long range, inside the knotted cables of electric
heaters, a bound, vitrified sea of straw. Soyoback! So
you're back. Thank you for choosing us. Who the hell
are you! Where have you come from, what is your true
purpose, backstreet foothball matches played on slopes,
backstreet foothall matches played against a severe
lodos, backstreet football matches where the winner
gets soda pop as reward, backstreet football matches
played in mud, backstreet football matches played
while combing one’s hair. Once again I went down, I
descended the stairs, I climbed back up, turned right,
entered the shop, went out of the shop, again I went
down the slope, went down the stairs there, turned
right, turned left, put my watch in my pocket, had a
fight, went back up, and finally I arrived at the sea.
Evening fell, and I watched the ships pass by.

I woke up to the roar of the lodos. It was past midnight.
I went downstairs and drank some water. I looked out
onto the street, pieces of paper were flying about, cats
were playing with the pieces of paper, and climbing
the trees that had become animated in the wind. As
the streetlamp rocked, the shadows moved as well. I
switched on the television, a black-and-white movie
was playing, horse carriages running around, under
snow and illuminated by gas lamps, it was snowing so
hard that everything had turned white, and the night

was pitch black. People went in and out of well-kept
homes, angry servants and a good looking, attractive
woman wandered around. I didn’t turn the sound

up at all. I listened in again. I listened to the passing

of a drunk, chatting to a dog. I thought about the
evening again. Returning home on my bike through
the cool forest, I was glancing at the planes landing.
Then, silence, and nothing but the sound of my own
breathing. When I arrived in the market place I bought
some figs and walnuts, and by the time I returned
home my son was alone in the swing. “‘Where’s your
mom?’ I asked him. ‘She’s gone down to the shore,’

he said. When I went down to the shore, I found

her watching the sea, lost in thought. The last line
trawlers had packed up, ‘Soon they’ll start waiting for
the rockling and the scorpion fish,” I said to myself.
‘Come to your senses, you camels, I'm the greatest

in this town. Kadir, my son! Get my vodka and the
plums out’. Then the door bell rang and Kemal Sunal
entered in his creamy light pink suit and with his
exaggerated walk, and everyone fell silent. I had seen
this bit before, but I still smiled, there was definitely
something funny about this guy. I had lost my sleep for
good by now, I thought about tomorrow, perhaps we
could go to the mansion with the kid for a swim. There,
Deniz would prepare some nice food for us.

When I got my watch back from the repairman I had
left it with, nothing had changed, it still wasn’t working.
I hadn’t been able to drop by because I hadn’t managed
to get together the 10 million to pay him, yet the

man said, ‘T couldn’t find the spare part, that’s why I
couldn’t fix it,” adding, ‘T’ll go to Seiko, if I find the part
there, then maybe’. I felt like this watch-repairman in
this God-forsaken arcade hadn’t even opened the lid. I
went outside, the second hand wasn’t ticking, I mean

it wasn’t working, but the alarm was fine, whatever, I
gave it a few stern slaps, the second hand moved a few
steps, and stopped. The first time water had gotten into
the watch - and I know the reason for that as well - I
had taken it to a random watch repairman in Sirkeci

to have its battery changed rather than the official
service. I had realized after I had done the washing-up
that the glass had first steamed up, and then the watch
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aksam ellerinde 1slak bir bez o fayanslar: siliyorlar.
Bir ttir gerizekali daha var mantolama kurbanlari,
onlardan bahsetmek bile istemiyorum, bir hayli sinir
bozucu bir konu. Buralarda sabahlar: ilkenin milli
marsindan daha tanidik gelen seslerle geciyor hayat.
Matkap, hizar, delgi sesleri ile yillardir uyaniyorum,
bir hayli sinir bozucu. Yarim saattir saati izliyorum
ve 45’te durdukega tokatlamaya devam ediyorum.
Sonra bir aralik 45’te durmadai, saniye bu sefer 9, 10,
11'de takilmaya bagladi, icindeki hareketliligin yer
degistirme ihtimali belirdi. Bende de tanimadigim
bu mekanizmaya yanhs yaklastigim korkusu
peydahlandi. Ama yok, ilk basta hic ¢calismiyordu,
simdi ise sadece belirli yerlerde takiliyordu. Saati
biraktigim pasaji disindiim; berber, lotocu, digin
davetiyecisi, televizyon tamircisi, film kiralayan bir
videocu, terzi, caddeye bakan 6n kapida ise mezeci
ve bir gece kuliibli vardi. Tam hatirlayamadim,

kuru temizlemeci ile bir iki 6nemsiz ditkkan daha.
Buras: kiigtik bir Oblomovka’ya benziyordu, mutlu
mu mutsuz mu belli olmayan kadinli erkekli bir
esnaf takimi. Bir roman yazacak olsam konusu en
azindan bir bolimi kesinlikle boyle baygin bir pasajda
gecerdi. Yerler kirik mermerle kapli olurdu ve remiks
dolduran tifil esmer kasetgi ile gimuisclide calisan
patates yanakli kizin iligkisi nefis olabilirdi, bir de
onlarla gezen ve Findikzade'de anacaddede oturan
bir hemsire. Bu arada 45 dakika 6nce basladigim ve
saati hirpalayarak elde ettigim mesafe inanilmaz. Bir
on milyoncuk yliztinden bir ay boyunca vicdan azabi
cekerek orada uykuya biraktigim ve alamadigim saat
caligta.

Arabalar kentin neredeyse her kadrajinda duran
saksilar: gibi her yerdeler, donmus bir simdinin
yvaninda hep umutlu ge¢gmis, olmayan bir gelecek,
yurtidigtim her yol girdigim her mekan sanki
gelecegi daha fazla karartmis, glindelik lisanin
islemedigi bahcelere dogru, esige dogru yol aliyorum.

Dustimde 6grencimle konusurken arabami sahibine
satmis oldugum cay bahcesinin 6ntinde ona sirtim
déniikken sesinden tanidim. Icinde atesler yaktigim
karlarin altinda saklh hatirladigim arabam. Onun
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uzaktan okslirerek gegisini seyrettim, ardindan
riyadaki biiyytik stirpriz hichir zaman gitmek
istemedigimiz cay bahcesinin arkasinda limanin

sol késesindeki yola hareket etme istegiydi ki,

orada uzaktan secebildiklerim; kirmiz plastikten
sandalyeler, bir kiiciik plaj, bir-iki eski apartman.
[lerledikce bir mucize olmaya baghyor, benzer bir sahil
kasabasinda daha buna yakin bir sey hatirliyorum
-yine rityada- evet gordigtiimiiz seye yaklastikca

artik heyecanimiz gizlenemez oldu, denize uzanan

bu yarimada gercekte bir kanallar sehri idi; ytiksek
tag binalar, kiliseler ve kanallarla dolu gérkemli bir
kentle karsilagtim. Nasil haberim olmazdi bunca

yil bu limana gelirdim ve nasil bu kdéseden iceri
girmezdim, ¢cok saskindim. Biiylik binalarla kusanmis
dev kanalin isminin Cay Caddesi oldugunu 6grendim.
Zihnimden buranin cay ticareti yapan bir site oldugu
ve dev gemilerinin korundugu bir limani olabilecegi
fikri gecti. Sahil kismi kiigiik cakillik taglarla yarim
ada boyunca kenti ¢evreliyordu. Arabama gelince
gercekte yillarca onun mahallede giderek coktisint
izledim. Bazen hayvanlar yatiyordu icinde, sabahlari
evden ¢iktigimda onu gormemeye calisiyordum.
Onun bu hali tiztinti veriyordu bana. Bir stirii

anim vardi ve salakca ona dahi baglanmigtim. Son
yolculuguna ¢ikmadan u¢ma hissini tatsin diye
gineyde falezlerden agag1 atmay1 diisindiim bir ara,
bir video-iste hatirliyorum, torenle acikli trompetler
esliginde gomiiyorlardi, bu da olabilir dedim igimden.
Arabamin i¢i her zaman tipki masam, evim, cantam
ve kafam gibi karmakarigikti. Ne zaman icinde bir
seyler arasam kaybettigim bircok seyi, elbiseler, ¢opler
ve daha bir stiri seyin arasinda karigtirmak zorunda
kalirdim. Onu eskiciye verdigim giin tizerimden
buytik bir yiik de kalkti, biraz takviye ile 6kstirerek
calist1 bu i¢imi biraz daha burdu, zaten hichir zaman
yar1 yolda birakmamaist: beni. Karh yollarda, donmus
bozkirlarda, cehennem sicaklarinda o hep bir dikis
makinesi gibi calisti.

Cigara viski kolileri denizlerde, bak ferare sevgilim!

Sana bok rengi iki takim elbise -gercekten cok kisa
stirede icindeki ¢izgili tisort dahil mazot lekesi i¢inde
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stopped. I think now, the water inside had evaporated,
but it had left behind some salt and rust and residue
or something. I continued hitting the watch, with my
three fingers, on its outer cover, as if I was slapping it.
The second hand moved a bit more, and stopped again.
At the end of 15 minutes, slapping it constantly, I had
managed to get it to move 15 seconds. That, was a good
sign. When I got home, I went and sat at my desk. I
was continuing with the slapping process, and now
the second-hand was stopping only at the 45th, 46th,
47th and 50th seconds, and yes, at the 9th, other than
those it was running seamlessly. I continued slapping,
at times with my hands, and also by hitting the watch
against the desk, we managed to overcome the obstacle
at the 9th second, it was still stopping at the 45th and
the 46th, and right at 45 it was doing a back-and-forth.
They were dismantling the woodwork in the apartment
block opposite, so that they could fit plastic window
frames. It was last month when a landlord on the
opposite corner dismantled the cherry-wood parquet;
I could not help but ask about that, and he responded,
‘they screak, neighbour’. These morons dismantle

the woodwork of the houses they buy, and then there
is another type of a moron, this type close off their
balconies with plastic frames, tile it and then, day and
night, keep wiping those tiles with a wet cloth in their
hands. Then there is yet another kind of a moron, they
are the victims of insulation, I do not even want to talk
about them, it is quite a disconcerting topic. Around
here, life in the morning passes by amidst sounds that
sound even more familiar than the national anthem
of the country. I have woken up for years to the sound
of drills, saws, perforators, it is quite distressing. I
have been watching the watch for half an hour, and
every time it stops at 45 I give it another slap. Then,
for a while, it did not stop at 45, it began to jam at 9, 10
and 11, and the possibility emerged of the dynamics
inside of it shifting. I then developed the fear that I
was applying the wrong approach to this mechanism I
did not know well. But no, in the beginning, it did not
work at all, yet now, it jammed only at certain places.

I thought about the arcade where I had left my watch
to be repaired; there was a barber, a lottery shop, a
wedding invitation printer, a television repair shop,

a video shop renting films, a tailor, and at the front
entrance facing the main street, a mezze shop and a
night club. I can’t remember exactly, there was a dry-
cleaner and a few more insignificant shops. This place
resembled a small Oblomovka, a group of shopkeepers,
men and women, it was unclear whether they were
happy or not. If I were to write a novel, at least a part
of it would definitely be set in a hazy arcade like that
one. The floors would be covered in cracked marble
and the relationship between the preppy dark-skinned
cassette shop owner who made his own remixes and
the girl with the potato-cheeks working at the silver-
shop could have been delicious, and there would be

a nurse who lived on Findikzade main street and
went out with them. Meanwhile, the distance I have
managed to cover within the last 45 minutes spent
roughing the watch up is incredible. The watch I had
left there sleeping with great regret for the sake of just
10 million, is now working.

Cars are everywhere like plant pots of the city, in its
every frame, a permanently hopeful past beside a
frozen present, a non-existent future, it is almost as
if every road I walk along, every place I enter has
darkened the future even more, I proceed towards
gardens over which everyday language has no power,
towards the threshold.

In my dream, talking to a student of mine, I recognized
my old car, despite standing with my back to it, when
I was standing in front of the tea garden, to the owner
of which I had sold it to. My car, inside of which I
had made fires, my car, which I remember hidden
beneath the snow. I watched it pass by from afar,
coughing and spluttering, the great surprise that
followed in the dream was the desire to go towards
the road behind the tea garden that we never wanted
to go to sit at, in the left corner of the harbour; what

I could make out there from a distance included;

red plastic chairs, a small beach, and one or two old
apartment blocks. As we progressed, a miracle began
to take shape, I remember something close to this in
a similar coastal town - again in a dream - yes, as we
approached what we saw, we could no longer contain
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biraktigin- diktirdigim o kumaslar: hipodromun
yvakinindaki bir depodan almistim. Anlattigin
hikayeler inanilmazdi, sahil givenlik yaklastiginda
denize attiginiz sigara ve viski kolileri hahsetmedigin
eski hayatindan bir seyler soyltiyordu. Balik bittigi i¢in
(Canakkale'de yasamakla ilgili bir seyler soyliiyordun.
Tanker yoluna birakip da bulamadigin aglar, dipte
takili capan, ve teknendeki piknik ttipti. Garo seni bir
Tanpinar romanina soktum zorla, orada yasayasin
diye, bir boy biiytik geldin. Villalara sattigimiz baliklar,
gizli kerterizlerin, oldugun kuduz asilar: ve daha bir
¢ok hikaye.

Otobana yakin evlerde daimi bir trafik ugultusu,
bitmeyen ambulans sesleri, mavi moteller, mahalle
aralarinda homurdanarak bir ‘Redoutable’

dolasiyor. Apartmanlarin arka bahcelerini bitistiren
duvarin tistiinde kedilerin de bir otobani var, tatsiz
karsilagsmalar ve yol verme-vermememe hikayeleri ile
dolu olan.
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Bisikletle yokus asag1 pedal ¢evirmeden yapilmig bir
yolculuk, onun yergcekimine yenik diistip dinyanin
merkezine dogru dolambacl yollardan da olsa boyun
egmesi anlamina da geliyor. Haygaz! Nam-1 diger
Aygaz, sana ayiracagim bolim senin Masist’in bir
ikizi oldugun gercegini yumusaklikla isleyecek, size
vakisan bu ferarede, saclariniz ugusarak ayni renkte
giydiginiz takim elbiselerle tasvir edileceksiniz. Bos
vagonlarin 1sikh késelerinde birbirinize anlatacaginiz
o kadar ¢ok hikayeniz olacak ki, Haygaz senin Libya
onlerinde acik denizde gemiden atilman buna dahil.
Hangi viicut gelistirme salonuna gitseniz ¢alisanlar
agirhik kaldiranlar her seyi birakir sizi izlerdi. Peynir
tenekesine beton doldurarak yapmais oldugunuz
agirliklar dambillar harikuladeydi. Icinde palmiyeler,
benzinlikler ve Afrika olan bir ton tutturdunuz.
Yediginiz dayaklarda hep baskalarinin dis gicirtisi
vardi, Masist sen 1909'da Adanada yag tiiccarlar:

ile kabzimallara kaptirdigin diislerini Akdeniz'de
adalarin melteme déniik limanlarinda

yasayacaksin.
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our excitement, this peninsula stretching out towards
the sea was in fact a city of canals; I had before me a
magnificent city with tall stone buildings, churches
and canals. How could I not have known about it, I
had come to this harbour for many years, how could I
have not turned this corner before, I was immensely
surprised. I learned that the name of the great canal
surrounded by tall buildings was Tea Street. The
thought passed through my mind that this was an
estate trading in tea and where gigantic ships were
harboured. The coast line, covered in small pebbles,
surrounded the city around the peninsula. As for my
car, back to reality, I watched it fall to pieces for years
in the neighbourhood. Sometimes animals would seek
shelter in it, and I would try not to look that way in

the morning. It caused me sorrow to see it in such a
state. I had many memories with it and I had stupidly
attached myself to it as well. There was a time when I
thought of hurling it off a cliff in the south so it could
experience the sensation of flying before it set out on
its final journey, then also, I remember this from a
work of video-art, they buried a car by ceremony, to the
sound of mournful trumpets, that is also a possibility,

I thought to myself. The inside of my car was always a
huge mess, just like my desk, my home, my backpack
and my brain. Whenever I looked for something inside
of it, I would have to go through many other things I
had lost, clothes, waste and a lot of other stuff. The day
I gave it to a waste collector, a great weight lifted off my
shoulders, it puffed and coughed but did start up in the
end, that caused me even more sorrow, it had never left
me stranded, after all. Along snowy roads, in frozen
steppes and in hellish heat, it always worked, like a
sewing machine.

Boxes of cigarettes and whisky all over the sea, look,
ferare, my love!

I had bought the fabric I had two shit-coloured suits
made for you from a warehouse near the racing course
—in no time you left them both, and the striped t-shirt
you wore inside them in oil stains. The stories you told
were incredible, the cigarette and whisky boxes you
hurled into the sea when the coast guard approached

told me something about your past life, which you
never talked about. You said something about moving
to Canakkale because there were no fish left in the

sea. The nets you cast along the route of tankers that
you would never find again, your anchor stuck on the
seabed, and the camp stove on your boat. Garo, I forced
you into a Tanpinar novel, so you could live there, but
you were one size too big. Fish we sold to mansions,
and many other stories full of secret points of bearing,
the rabies injections you got and what not.

The constant humming of traffic in houses close to the
highway, endless ambulance sirens, blue motels, and a
‘Redoutable’ snarls its way through the neighbourhood.
The cats have their own highway above the wall joining
the backyards of apartment blocks, full of stories of
unpleasant meetings and stories of allowing passage,
or not.

A freewheeling downbhill bike journey means that

it is defeated by gravity and submits to the centre

of the earth, even if its by a winding road. Haygaz!
Also known as Aygaz, the chapter I dedicate to you
will softly expand on the fact that you are a twin of
Masist, and you two will be depicted in this ferare that
becomes you, in matching three-piece-suits, your hair
blowing in the wind. You will have so many stories

to tell each other in the illuminated corners of empty
coaches, including, Haygaz, the time you were thrown
off a ship at open sea off the shore of Libya. Whichever
bodybuilding saloon you went to, everyone, the staff
and the weightlifters would drop everything and watch
you. The weights, the dumbbells you made by pouring
concrete into tin cheese containers were magnificent.
You managed to capture a tone containing palm-trees,
gas stations and Africa. All the beatings you took
always involved the teeth-grinding of others, Masist,
you will recapture in Mediterranean island harbours
facing the breeze the dreams you lost in 1909 in Adana
to oil tradesmen and middlemen.

I broke the most beautiful parts of the chest of drawers
Coal trucks roam around in Sisli, carrying the Zonguldak
spirit of the Republic upon their shoulders



62

Konsolun en gtizel yerlerini Rirdim

Siglide Romiir kamyonlar geziyor surtlarinda
Cumhuriyetin Zonguldak ruhu ile

Arabam bu gece cok soguk karlarin altinda

Iki cekerimde ates yaktvm, yakmisim

Iki cekerimin icinde ates yaktvm ismmaya
Elektrikli ates ve onun bin tesisaty

Torpido goztinde Hotel Alevok, esen poyraz
Giinegliginde kaka fotograf

Konusan dort ayr koltuk, manyaklar gibi bir gidis
Gomlegimin yakasimdan dokiilen kontrolsiiz giiliis
Giinesi benden ¢cok onun tistii bagy gordii, 1sinda
Utiiler burusuk denizi diizliiyjor.

Evrenin kisa tarihi
ile ilgili baz1 6z
duistinceler belirdi
kafamda, kisa m1
dedim, evet kisa.
Bir geriye dontis stz
konusu olmadigina
gore kisa bile degil
aslinda hicbir sey.
Bunca savrulmus
materyalin degisik
ktimelenmeleri
i¢inde, tanimlama
yapabilmek herhalde
olusmus en bliytk
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ancak calismayi, ¢cok calismay1 hele de amaci belirsiz
calismay kiigiimsiiyor oldugumu hatirlatmak geliyor
elimden. Calismanin sikinti ile baglarini kegfettigim
noktadan sonra benim kendime yapacagim her

tur aciklama bana yeterince doygun gozikmiiyor.
Insan kendisine yasiyor oldugunu soylerken stirekli
gecmisgle hagir nesirse nasil yagiyordur? Bir cesit
yastyordur diyelim ancak bu sorunun bir cevabi yok.
Simdinin ve ge¢misin bir simdiki zamanmaig ve biitiin
zamanlarin hep bir simdiki zamanmis oldugu fikrine
kapiliyorum. Bu yoniiyle bir seye ge¢cmis dediysem

ve boyle oldugunu varsaysam da kendimi onun bir
gecmis oldugu konusunda ikna edemedim. Kendimi
hichir konuda ikna
edemedim. Her seyin
her sey oldugunu ve
tim her seyin diger
her seyler i¢cin bir
varsayimda bulunuyor
oldugunu biraz
hissedebiliyorum.
Riuzgar dedigim seyin
bana ¢arpip sekil
bulmasi bir seyse
benim ona rizgar
demem de bir sey
oluyor. Toplamda
olan seye iki sey
dememin nihayetinde

handikap. Bazen bir
zaman’in bile stz
konusu olamayacagini ditstintiyorum. Bunlar diistince
olarak tecelli etmis maddenin ipe sapa gelmez
varsayimlari. Boylece zihnimde bir yercekimi yasas:
etrafinda klimelenmis bir hiclik denizi var oluyor. Ee,
nedir simdi bu. Bunun etrafinda odaklanan diistincem
biitin her geye - buna kelimeler de dahil - nasil
muamele edecegini sasiriyor. Tasarladigim eylemlerin
bir baglangici olabilecek mi bilemiyorum. Yine

buna resimlerle birlikte kelimeler de dahil. Hayaller
olusturan zihnin bir yerinde durdugunu varsaydigim
seylerden bir sey ¢ikabilecek mi? Bilmiyorum. Cok
calisildiginda belli bir facilita elde edilebilecegi
soyleniyor. Dudak biitkerek kendime bunu bildigimi

olan bitene hig bir
katkis1 yok ama

bir etkisi var. Bu konuya gozlem yaparak vardigimi
soyleyebilirim. En basit gézlemim her seyin birbirinin
pesi sira gidiyor olmasi. En koti disten uyanmamak
en tath riizgarlardan ayrilmamak diye bir mesele
yok. Gecerek ilerliyoruz birinci gbzlemin en belirgin
sonucu bu. Benim en biiytik gercegim bir sikinti
¢olinden gecerek ilerliyor olmam. Tutkuya bulanmais
insanlar bir yerde talihsizdirler de. Topladiklar: her
ustalik, her facilita, ustalikla igledikleri her teknik
onlara yapismis birer kara bahttir.
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My car is very cold tonight under the snow

Ilit a fire in my two-wheel-drive, I did

I'made a fire in my two-wheel drive, to warm up

An electric fire, and its thousand fittings

Hotel Alevok in the glove compartment, poyraz, the north-
easterly wind, blows

A nasty photograph tucked in the sun-shield

Four separate seats that can speak, a crazy drive

An uncontrollable laughter spills off my shirt collar

Her clothes saw the sun many more times than mine, and
warmed up

Irons ironing the wrinkled sea.

A few essential thoughts about the short history of
the universe came into my mind, short, I thought,
yes, short. Since a return is not on the cards, not
short, but nothing at all. The greatest handicap is
perhaps to make definitions within the different
clusters of all this matter cast around. Sometimes

I think that it is unreasonable to conceive even of a
‘time’. These are the disjointed assumptions of matter
manifested as thought. Thus, in my mind, a see of
nothingness appears around a law of gravity. Eh, so
what is this about. My thoughts, focusing around this,
is puzzled about how to treat everything - and that
includes words. I do not know whether there will

be a beginning of the actions I have planned. And
that, too, includes paintings as well as words. Will
anything emerge from the things I assume are located
somewhere in the mind that produces visions? I don’t
know. It is said that a certain facilita can be acquired
by hard work. I sneer at that, saying to myself that I
know it, but that I disdain work, hard work, and most
of all, working with no clear objective. No explanation
I have made to myself has seemed satisfactory since I
realized the ties between work and boredom. One may
keep telling himself he lives, but if he is constantly
caught up in the past, what kind of living is that? He
lives in some way, let’s say, yet this question has no
answer. I begin to get the idea that both the present
and the past are some kind of present, and that all
times that have come and gone are always, some kind
of present. In this respect, if I have called something
the past, and even if I assume it is so, I have failed

to convince myself that it is, in fact, a past. I have
failed to convince myself about anything. I can feel,

to some extent, that everything is everything and that
all everythings are making assumptions for all other
everythings. If what I call the wind takes shape when
it hits me, and that is one thing, then me calling it the
wind is also some thing. The fact that I call their sum
total two different things contributes nothing to what
is going on, but it does have an impact. I could say that
I have reached this conclusion through observation.
My simplest observation is that everything follows
each other. Never waking from the worse nightmare,
or never departing from the sweetest breeze -both

are impossible. The most distinct outcome of the first
observation is that we progress by passing by. My
greatest truth is that I progress by passing through a
desert of gloom. People clouded with passion are, in
some way, unfortunate as well. Each mastery, each
facilita they gather, each technique they cultivate with
mastery is a dark misfortune that clings to them.
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“rg A"
Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 250x200 cm / 2016
g A

0Oil on canvas / 250200 cm / 2016
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“Feza Kent - Cumhuriyetin Zonguldak Ruhu”
Teneke / 90x110x42cm / 2016

“Feza Kent - Zonguldak Spirit of The Republic”
Tin / 90x110x42cm / 2016
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“Ege - cigara viski kolileri denizlerde, ferare sevgilim”

Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 114 x 146cm / 2016

“The Aegean - boxes of cigarettes and whisky all over the sea, ferare, my love”
Oil on canvas / 114 x 146cm / 2016
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“Ege”
Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 40x60cm / 2015
“The Aegean”

0il on canvas / 40x60cm / 2015

“Ege”
Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 40x80cm / 2015
“The Aegean”

0il on canvas / 40x80cm / 2015

“Mermerli Kosk”

Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 40x60cm / 2015
“Mansion with Marble”

0il on canvas / 40x60cm / 2015
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“Bad-reftar Seri”

Tuval tizerine yagh boya /
40x50cm / 2015

“The Rapid Series”

0Oil on canvas / 40x50cm / 2015
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“Kaldirim Destani'ndan”

Tuval izerine yagh boya / 70x50cm / 2016
“From the Pavement Myth”

0il on canvas / 70x50cm / 2016

“Kaldirim Destani'ndan”

Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 70x50cm / 2016
“From the Pavement Myth”

0il on canvas / 70x50cm / 2016
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“Kaldirim Destani’ndan, Masist”
Tuval tizerine yaglh boya / 150x180cm / 2016
“Masist, From the Pavement Myth”
0il on canvas / 150x180cm / 2016
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“ferare”

Teneke ve araba lastikleri / 230x70x90cm / 2016
“ferare”

Tin and auto tires / 230x70x90cm / 2016
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“Mermer”

Tuval tizerine yagh boya / 80x100cm / 2016
“Marble”

0Oil on canvas / 80x100cm / 2016
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“Kosecik”

Tuval izerine yagh boya / 210x150cm / 2016
“Tiny Corner”

0Oil on canvas / 210x150cm / 2016
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“Hotel Alevok”

Teneke / 40x29x78cm / 2016
“HotelAlevok”

Tin / 40x29x78cm / 2016



