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Hendi Volunu Arsinlarken
Bir Bedende Binlerce Kimlik

Hera Biiyiiktas¢iyan

Hava soguk. Blyiik demir kapiyi agir agir ardindan
cekerken, icerisiile disarisi arasindaki esikte
gecen zamanda, zihni ile bedeni arasindan araba
kornalarrile karigarak akip giden diistince selinin
devinimini izledi.

Sol ayagiyla digari ilk adimi atarken, zamanin
farkli bir diliminden, zihninde Yunanca harfler
ucusan kiiguk bir sag ayak esigi geciverdi.

Adeta bir daha geri gelemeyecek gibi hiizlinl(i bir
adimla kendini disari atan cocuk, ilerlemesinin
gerektigi yola bakarken son bir kez donlp gectigi
esige bakti. Boyundan biraz daha yiiksekte olan
kapi tokmaginin kullaniimaktan okside olmus
kokusunu parmaklarinda hissetti. iginden “adam
olarak” gikmanin sorumlulugu igin tasarlanmig
olan bu agir kapiya son kez bakarak yoluna kim
olarak devam edecegini sordu kendi kendine.
Ayaklari hareket etmeye ve yol ayaklarinin
altinda ilerlemeye baglarken, bu sorunun

yanitini ylrlyecegi yol uzunlugundaki siirede
distinebilecegini fark etti.

Arkasindan batan glines her adiminda onu
takip eden golgesini giderek daha fazla uzatiyordu
sanki. Golge uzamasina uzuyordu ama, sanki her
adimda bir bagkasinin siluetine brtintyor gibiydi.
Kimdi ona sessizce yoldaslik eden bu saydam
benlik(ler)?

Ayaklarina yapisik halde hareket eden bu bin
bir kisi seline ragmen ilerlerken, sol tarafindaki

dikkanlarin vitrinlerinde akip giden goriintiistine
ve ardinda kalan nesnelere kaydi bakiglari. Sualti
ve dalgic malzemeleri satan bu diikkanlarin renkli
vitrinleri derinlerde sakli kalmig olanlari glinisigina
cikarmak istercesine yansitiyorlardi bakigini.
Yizmek, yerytiziinde ylrimenin sudaki hali olsa
gerekti. Yizmek insanin kendi derinliklerine
inmesini andirirken yirimek kendi cennet ve
cehenneminin bitmeyen yollarinda ilerlemekle
esdeger gibiydi.

Bir diistince boyunda nefes alip dibe daldi;
gorintl bugulu, sesler boguktu. Tim bogukluguna
ragmen annesinin sesini taniyabiliyordu, zira
anneannesiyle Yunanca kelimelerin havada
ugustugu hararetli bir tartisma igindelerdi.
Kulaklarini kapatan ellerini konugulanlari anlamak
istercesine hafifce aralayip giderek netlegen
sesleri dinlemeye koyuldu. Fakat sonra babasinin
6grettigi oyunu oynamaya devam etme karari
alarak, Yunancayi her duyusunda kulaklarini
belletildigi sekilde elleriyle siki siki kapamaya,
cocukluk glnlerinin her bir zerresinde 6nemli bir
yeri olan bu dili farkinda olmadan zihninden ve
kalbinden digari dogru itmeye bagladi. En sevdigi
kitaplari, cizgi filmleri, 6glenleri yedigi yemek
esliginde soyledigi sarkilari olusturan Yunancanin
farkina varmadan elinden alinmasina kendi
kicuk elleriyle izin vermisti. Esasinda konusulani
duymak istemeyenin kendisi degil, bilmedigi bir



dilin konusuldugu anlarin tekinsiz glivensizligini
ve Otekiligini yasayan babasi oldugunu o zamanlar
bilmiyordu.

Sokaga cikildiginda da durum pek farkli
degildi sanki: Cocuk akliyla sokakta sadece
Turkgenin ve evlerinicinde de bagka dillerin
konusuldugu sonucuna varmisti. Bu diller
neden sokakta istenmiyordu ve neden sokakta
konusulmamaliydi? Peki istenmiyorlarsa nasil
oluyordu da bazi diikkanlardan ve Bogaz'daki balik
restoranlarindan Haris Alexiou ve hatta Rebetiko
sarkilari yikselebiliyordu?

Dillerin yarattigi 6tekiligin ciddiyetini cok
zaman gegmeden daha iyi anlamaya baslayacakti.
Peki blylytince kendisini en iyi hangi dilde ifade
edebilecekti?

Omriinin biyiik bir kismini olusturan Tiirkge
ile mi? Hep iceride konusulan Ermenice ile mi?
Yoksa blytduginde tekrar sarilmaya galistigr kirik
Yunancasiyla mi? insanin sadece kendisine ait bir
dili olsa ne iyi olurdu... Kimsenin karigsmayacagi,
yasaklamayacagi, 6fke duymayacagi bir dil. ..

Nefesinin azalmaya bagladigi bir anda hizla su
ylzeyine dogru cikiverdi...

Adim basi bir kulag, kulag bagi bir distince...
Her adimi ve kulaci bir bagkasi ama bir o kadar da
kendisi gibi atmak.

Hangi noktada kendisi gibi kalabilecekti?
Kendi olmanin sug olarak gorildigua bir dinyada
buna karsi nasil bir varolma savagi verebilecekti?
Bitlin bu sorularin yarattigi bag dénmesiyle
yeniden bir nefesle dibe daldi...

Uzun siire sonra yeniden evindeymis gibi
hissedebildigi bir yerde buldu kendini; igindeki
her seyin Ermenice oldugu bir adadaydi.
Cocuklugunda 6grendigi dili yeniden yazmaya
bagladigi, yeniden akici bir bicimde konustugu
yegane ada... Adalar, iclerinde zamanin ve bilginin
hazinelerini saklayan iitopik alanlar gibiydiler. iste
burasi da o Gtopik alanlardan biriydi. Hayata ve
olusturdugu tarihe dair her seyin binlerce dilde
yazildigi, ancak kendisini evinde hissettiren tek
bir dilin hakim oldugu bir kara pargasi. Dil mekandir
demiglerdi de inanmamisti.

Ada kiyilarinda yiridigu giinlerden birindeydi
ve kiyida bir grup tanig hararetli bir sekilde
diaspora kavramini tartigiyorlardi. Kendisi
harig, konugan diger herkes, her seyin bagladigi
cografyanin sinirlarinin kilometrelerce 6tesinden
gelen kisilerdi. Pratikte ayni dili konusuyormus
gibi gortinirken gercekte hayata gok farkli
noktalardan baktiklarindan, aslinda birbirlerini
anlayamayacaklari bir dil konuguyorlardi.
Kaybedilmis bir aidiyet mekaninin yarattig
hiznin yillar iginde kendisini 6fke ve nefrete
donustirmesiyle konusanlarin tonlarinin da
gerginlestigi bir anda “ama ben diasporadan
degilim” cimlesi gikiverdi agzindan. Donuklasan
bakiglar egliginde ortam gergin bir sessizlige
blrindu. .. Ortak bir dil konusan insanlar birden
farklilasmis ve yabancilagmislardi birbirlerine.
Kendi 6ztine sahip gikmak miydi yanlis olan,
yoksa her ne kadar bundan kagmaya calisilsa da
taraf olarak gortilmek mi? Tarihin yikinan agirhg
altinda ezilirken, bugtin kendi benliklerimizin de
bu yikin altinda elimizden yitip gitmesine seyirci
mi kalmaliyiz? O ana kadar hep kendi olarak kalma
savasi verdigi noktada birden kendisini tarihin
ordigu bir duvara toslarken buldu. Yikilmasi ne zor
duvarlar var bu hayatta... Kendi 6ziine ulagmaya
calisani geviren yik yik bitmez duvarlarla dolu bir
yol sanki hayat.

Egri bugra yerlestirilmis, oturtulduklar
zemine yerlesememis kaldirim taslarina takilmak,
her takilmada dalinan diinyadan sarsilarak
simdiye, varolunan ana ve iginde saklanilan
bedene geri donmek...

Her sarsintida kendini yirimeye vermek,
ayni anda bin kisilik adimlar atarak kendi tarihini
yazmak.

Boyle zamanlarda adim atmak oyle zorlagir
ki, sanki bir bedende binlerce kimligin tortusunu
tasiyan yizyillarin agirhigi varmis gibi gelir.

Yolun ilerisindeki rengarenk merdivenlerde
benliklerinden emin bir sekilde ve etrafi
umursamazcasina anin tadini gikararak poz veren
Japon turistlere bakarken, 6limstzlesen ana
tanik olan gozleri yridgi yol boyunca cirpindig



gecmis dalgalarindan siyiriverdi onu.

Kim olmasi bekleniyorsa o olarak diigtinmek,
konusmak, tepki vermek... Agzindan gikan her
bir kelimeyi tarta tarta, korka sikila diinyaya
akitmak, oldugu kisidense olma potansiyeli
olan, oldurulmak istenen kisi gibi kendini hayata
sunmak. Bu noktada adimini iki kaldirim arasindaki
blylk boslugu gérmezden gelmeden, dikkatle
atmasi gerekti elbette.

Iki bosluk arasinda gidip gelen diistinceleriilk
yagmurda hunharca akan suyun gokerttigi zeminin
yamalarina takilirken, icinde bulundugu zaman
karmasasini da sarsiyordu adeta.

Ne diine ait sanki, ne de bugtine.

Cocukken kafasininigini, pencere yerine
gozleri olan bir oda olarak hayal eder, zorda
kaldikca, insanlardan kagmak istediginde,
glivende hissettigi o odaya kapatirdi kendini.
Nasilsa geride kalan herkes ve her sey disarida
kalmis olurdu. Kimsenin bilmedigi bir “kendi”
olarak pencere kenarinda oturup kendinden ve
kim olduklarindan habersiz diger her seyi izlerdi.
“Kim oldugu’”, bilincini kontrol edip yonlendirdigi
bir kontrol kulesi gibiydi adeta. Bir giin kadin
yanina seslenirdi; diger glin Ermeni, Rum, Tiirk,
Hintli, kus, hava, su yanina. Aslinda her birinin
varligindan mutluydu ama beraber varolmaya da
tahamml edemiyorlardi sanki. Kim gibi distnip
konugacagina karar verene kadar zihninin zemini
kayiverirdi ayaklarinin altindan.

Acaba herkesin boyle bir ic odasi var midir,
diye diistinmeden de edemiyordu...

Kim olduguna yon verdigi bir kontrol ve
gozetleme kulesi var midir herkesin mesela?

Butiin bunlari kafasinda donddirtip
dolastirirken ylrtinen yoldaki sahneler degismis,
binlerce zaman, beden ve mekan geride
birakilmisti. Bir diistince yigininda bogulan bilinci
insani kendinden alan pastane kokulariyla yerine
gelmis, goktan pili bitmis olan mp3 galarinin
sessizliginin biraktigi bosluk hissini yeni fark
etmisti. Mizigin sesi kesilmisti, ancak kulakliklari
dis diinyaya kulaklarini tikamak istercesine
yerlerinde duruyorlardi. Hemiginde hem de

disinda yasadigi cennet ile cehennem arasinda
kalmanin verdigi dehset hissini gormezden
gelmek ister gibiydi adeta. Bir giin 6nce vapurda
okudugu Thomas Bernhard, bu durumu, gekilmez
olani gekmenin ve dehset vereni dehset veren
bir sey olarak algilamanin ta kendisinin sanat
oldugunu soyleyerek 6zetlemisti.

Kendisinin ve igindeki digerlerinin yarattig
zenginlik ve gerilimin hiziin ve mutluluguna
ragmen her bir benligi cekistire gekistire kargidan
karsiya gecmeye calistl. Trafik isiklarindaki sesli
uyari sistemi ondan geriye sayarken yine bin
kisilik kosar adimlarla gecti karsiya. Bu bin kisi
farkli benlikler de olsa, paylastiklari ortak zemine
basmak igin ayni varolma gabasini gosteriyor ve
her adimlarini kuvvetli atarak adimlarinin ruhunun
derinliklerinde yankilanmasini sagliyorlardi. Belki
de bu birlikteligin cekilmezligi ve gerilimiydi onu
ayakta tutan. Gitmesi gereken yere vardiginda
bitin bu yolculugun verdigi yorgunlukla aceleyle
bindigi vapurun ilk bos buldugu yerine oturarak,
bin yillik adimlari atan ayaklarini dinlendirdi.

Neticede binlerce distlince boyu yol
yUrimdasta. ..

Hera Bliyliktasgiyan,
1984 istanbul dogumlu
bir sanatgi. Marmara
Universitesi Giizel
Sanatlar Fakiiltesi
Resim Bolimii'nden
2006 yilinda mezun
oldu. Galigmalarini
istanbul’da siirdiriiyor.






Hera Biiyiiktas¢iyan

It’s cold. As she slowly pulled the big iron door
open, in the interval of passing over the threshold
between inside and out, she pondered the
movements of the torrent of thoughts flowing
between her mind and body, intermingled with
car horns.

As she took the first step with her left foot,
suddenly a small right foot passed the threshold
with Greek letters flying about in her mind. As a
child, with a heavy step and a slow pace, almost
as though she would never return, staring at the
road ahead, looking at the threshold she was
crossing for the last time. In her fingers, she felt
the oxidized smell of the doorknob slightly higher
than her height. She looked at this heavy door for
the last time, which was in fact well-suited for
the responsibility of “becoming someone” and
she asked herself, as whom would she continue
the road? As her feet started to move, and the
road started to move under her feet, she realised
that given the length of time she would spend on
that road, she could think about the answer to
that question.

The sun going down behind her was stretching
out the shadow that followed her every step. The
shadow grew, true, but in every step, it was as if
it carried the silhouette of someone else. Who
were these transparent identities that quietly
accompanied her?

As she continued, despite a thousand people
attached to her moving feet, her gaze caught her
reflection flowing on the windows of the shops
on her left and the objects that she left behind.
The colourful windows of these shops, which
were selling underwater and diving equipment,
reflected her gaze, as if they wanted to bring
what was hidden in the depths to light. Swimming
in waters should be the equivalent of walking on
earth. Just as swimming resembled going down
into one’s own depths, walking seemed to equate
to proceeding along the endless roads of one’s
own heaven and hell.

She took a breath as tall as a thought; the
view was misty, the sounds were hoarse. Despite
all their hoarseness, she could recognise the
sound of her mother, for she was passionately
discussing something with her grandmother with
Greek words flying around. She slightly opened
her hand that covered her ears, as if she wanted
to understand the conversation and started to
listen to the sounds that became clearer and
clearer. But she then decided to continue playing
the game her father taught her, and every time
she heard Greek, she started to cover her ears
tightly as she was instructed, and unwittingly
push this language, which had an important place
in every bit of her childhood days, away from her
mind and heart. She had allowed it with her little



hands that the Greek language, which composed
her favourite books, cartoons, and the songs
that accompanied the food she ate for lunch, was
taken from her before she even realised. At that
time, she didn’t know that it wasn’t her who didn’t
want to listen, but her father, who felt the uncanny
insecurity and alterity of the moments when a
language he doesn’t understand was spoken.

Probably, it wasn’t very different when she
got out: with her childish mind, she realised that
only Turkish was spoken on the streets and other
languages were to be spoken only at home. Why
weren't these languages welcome on the streets
and why shouldn’t they be spoken there? And yet,
if they were unwanted, how come Haris Alexiou
and even Rebetiko songs were coming from
some shops and the fish restaurants along the
Bosphorus?

In no time, she would understand the
seriousness of alterity created by languages.

So when she would grow up, which would be the
language she would best express herself with?

With Turkish, composing most of her life?
Maybe with Armenian, which was always spoken
inside the home? Or with her broken Greek,
which she tried to cling to again as she grew up?
How wonderful would it be if one were to have a
language of one’s own... A language that no one
would meddle with, that no one would ban and
that no one would be angry at...

At the point when she was short of breath, she
quickly came up to the surface...

A stroke for each pace, a thought for each
stroke. .. Swimming and pacing always as though she
was someone else but herself at the same time.

At what point could she remain herself? Ina
world where it was a crime to be oneself, how
would she struggle to exist against everything?
With the dizziness of all these questions, she
plunged down again with a new breath. ..

After along time, she found herself in a place
where she felt home again; she was on anisland
where everything was in Armenian. The only
island, where she could once again write and
speak fluently the language she learned in her
childhood... Islands are like utopian spaces hiding

the treasures of time and knowledge. And here,
this was another one of those utopian spaces. A
piece of land, where everything concerning life
and history is written in a thousand languages,
but only the one language that made her feel at
home pervaded. And she didn’t believe it when
they said language is space!

One day, when she was walking on the shores
of theisland, a group of acquaintances were
heatedly discussing the notion of diaspora. All of
them, besides her, were among those that had
come from kilometres away, from the borders of
the place where everything had started. Despite
the fact that they practically spoke the same
language, since they looked at life from very
different angles, they were actually speaking
alanguage in which they wouldn’t understand
each other. In a moment, when the conversation
took an intense tone, because the sorrow of
alost place or identity had turned itself into
anger and hatred with the years, the sentence,
“but I am not from the diaspora” came out of her
mouth. A nervous silence grew, accompanied by
glassy eyes... The people who spoke a common
language had suddenly differentiated and
alienated each other. What mistake had | made?
Claiming one’s own essence or being seen as
a party of interest, even though one was trying
to avoid exactly that? Should we be a mere
spectator as our own identities slip from our
hands, disappearing under the burden of history?
She suddenly found herself banging into a dead-
end wall built by history, while she had struggled
to remain herself until that day. There are some
walls in this world that are so hard to bring
down... ltis as if life is a road comprising walls
that one endlessly tries to pull down in order to
reach its essence.

Tripping over crooked paving stones that
didn’t settle to the ground, and with each
stumble, shattering and returning to the present,
to the moment of existence and the body you
hide in, from the world you dived into...

After each shattering, finding solace in
walking, writing one’s own history by pacing for a
thousand people at the same time.



At times like this, taking a step becomes so
difficult that one feels like carrying the burden of
centuries, which hold the residue of a thousand
identities in one body.

As she was looking at Japanese tourists on
the colourful steps further along the road, posing
for photographs, oblivious of their surroundings
and certain of their selves, her eyes witnessing
the immortalising moment tear her off from the
waves of the past that she fought on the road as
she paced.

Thinking, talking, reacting like the person she
was expected to be... Draining every word that
came out of her mouth by weighing, shying away
from the world, greeting life as a person who
expects to be constructed, as a potential being,
rather than who she really is. At this point, she
naturally had to take a careful step, minding the
huge gap between two pavements.

As her thoughts wandering between two gaps
were caught by the patches on the ground, which
collapsed, with water gushing from the first rain,
they were shaking up the time confusion that she
was in as well.

She didn’t belong to either the past or the
present.

As a child, she imagined the inside of her
head as a room with eyes as windows, and when
in trouble and wanted to run away from people,
she would lock herself into that room where
she felt safe. Anyhow, everything and everyone
remaining behind would be outside. As a “self”
that no one knew, she sat on the window ledge
and watched every other thing unaware of her
and themselves. It was like a control tower where
she could control and govern the consciousness
of “who she was”. One day, she would reach to
her womanly side, the other day to her Armenian,
Greek, Turkish, Indian, bird, air, water sides. She
was actually happy about the existence of all of
them but it seemed as if they wouldn’'t bear to
be together. Before she could decide whom she
would think and talk as, the ground of her mind
would slip under her feet.

She couldn’t help but wonder, did every one
have aninner room like this?

Did everybody, for example, have a control and
watchtower from which they steered who they are?

As she turned all that over in her head, the
scenes on the road had changed, a thousand
times, bodies and spaces had been left behind.
Her consciousness, which was swaying under a
pile of thoughts had returned with the dazzling
smell of pastry, and she only then realised the
feeling of emptiness from the silence of the MP3
player that long ran out of batteries. The sound
of music had stopped but her ears were at a
standstill, as if they wanted to shoot the world
out. It was as if she wanted to ignore the feeling
of horror caused by the in-between state she was
experiencing; between the heaven and hell she
wove in and out of. Thomas Bernhard, whom she
read the other day on the ferry, summarised this
situation by saying that bearing the unbearable
and feeling that what is horrible is something
horrible was itself art.

Despite the gloom and joy of the richness
and tension created by herself and the others
inside her, she tried to cross over, picking at each
of heridentities. As the voice prompt on the
traffic lights counted down from ten, she again
ran to the other side with the running steps of a
thousand people. Even though these thousand
people had different identities, they showed
the same struggle of existence to step on the
common ground and by taking each step firmly;
they managed to make their steps echo in her
soul. Maybe it was the insufferableness and
tension that kept her alive. As she reached her
destination, she sat in the first available seat
on the ferry, which she quickly boarded with the
fatigue of this long journey and she rested her
feet, which carried the steps of a thousand years.

After all, she had covered an expanse a
thousand thoughts long...

Hera Biiyliktasciyan is an

artist born in Istanbul in 1984,
and graduated from Marmara
University, Faculty of Fine Arts,
Department of Painting in 2006.
She lives and works in Istanbul.
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Sener Ozmen herkes gibi olmak istiyor. Ama Sener

Ozmen herkes gibi olamaz. Bunu goktan net bir
sekilde ortaya koymus durumda. Onu bir kez olsun
mavi tulumu, kirmizi kllotu, sart kemeri, kirmizi
coraplariyla “Stiper Misliman” kostimu iginde,
kirmizi pelerinini seccade olarak kullanip namaz
kilarken gordiigimazde, artik geri donls yoktur.!
Bir sanatci olarak sonsuza dek Kirt kimliginin
temsilcisi gibi gértlmeyi istemiyor olabilir belki
de. Ama direnisin kutsal Gniformast haline gelmis
posu desenli takim elbisesini her giydiginde,
hareketliligin yeni merkezinin -gtineydogudaki
Paris Komin(’niin- énderi olarak gérilecektir.
Cunkd tim mize galisanlarinin 6limsiiz oldugunu
yalnizca Sener Ozmen ilan edebilir.2 Ciinki
bolgenin yikselen burjuva cumhuriyetleriigin
-gelecegin havlu, til ve gigekli basma uluslari-
yeni bayraklar yaratabilecek tek kisi Sener

Ozmen’dir.

Yirmi yildir Ozmen izleyicilerle bir dizi
hesaplanmis ve degisen -kendi durumundan
esinlenen, ancak sadece kendisiyle sinirli

1 “Stiper Misliman” (2003),
sanatglyl Stipermen kostimii
giymis olarak namaz kilarken
gosteren, 12 dijital baskidan
olusan bir seridir. Sanatg!
burada pelerinini seccade olarak
kullanmaktadir.

2 “Optik Propaganda” (2012) adl
calismada, Ozmen kravatindan
ayakkabisina, takim elbise-
sinden gomlegine kadar posu
(cemedant) deseni ile kapli bir

kiyafet giymektedir. Ayni ku-
masla kapli bir kanepe (zerinde
uzanmaktadir.

3 “Miize galisanlari 6limsuzdur!”
(2012) adli igte daktilo ile bir
sayfa lizerine “Mize galigan-
lari 6lumsuzdir!” yazilmis ve
cergevelenmistir.

4 “Bayraklar” (2012) adl yerles-
tirmede duvara takili alti bayrak
diregine masa ortls(, havlu ve

kalmayan- ironi tonlari ve karamsarlik izleri
tasiyan pozisyonlardan iliski kurmaktadir.? Daha
evvel yaptigi romanimsi kitap projesi Tracey
Emin’in Oykiisti (2000) kapsaminda, tretimlerine
damgasini vuran dinamik, sizofrenik bakig
acisini tespit etmek mimkinddr.6 “Abdulbaki
Readymade, 21. Yiizyil'a kalesindeki odasinda,
Cagdas Ingiliz Sanatrnin simarik kizi Tracey
Emin’i kagirma planlariyla girdi” gibi olagantst
bir ciimle ile baslayan kitapta, geng kahramanin
donkisotvari bir hayalperestlikle ve sehvetle
bir serlivene atilarak Diyarbakir’dan yola ¢ikip
uzaklardaki kiltir bagkentinden bir ganimet ele
gegirmek igin yaptigi yolculugun hikéayesi anlatilir.
Bilincinde oldugu geperdeki konumundan
hareketle ve bu konumun iginde yUritilen absird
ya da siddet iceren eylemlerde bulunma temalari,
sonraki on yil boyunca agirlikli olarak videolar
lzerinden gelismistir. Bu calismalarin en bilineni,
Ozmen'’i at sirtinda, Erkan Ozgen’i de Sancho
Panza rollinde esek sirtinda tepelerde yol alirken
gosteren “Tate Modern’e Giden Yol”dur (2003).

perde gibi ev iginde karsilaga-
cagimiz gesitli kumaslardan
yapilmig bayraklar asilmistir.

5 Ozmen'i Kiirtlerin durumunun

bir s6zciisti ya da temsilcisi
olarak gorenler, onun iglerinin
icerigini cogunlukla eszamanli
siyasi gelismeler igine yerlestir-
meye caligirlar. Ancak belki de
dikkate alinmasi daha yerinde
olacak konu, izleyicilerin siyasi
olaylara iligkin bilgilerinin (ne

kadar boltk porgik veya sinirli
olursa olsun) Ozmen’in islerini
deneyimleyisleri Gzerindeki
etkisidir.

6 Ozmen Istanbul sanat camiasina,
ilk sanatsal projesi olan ve geg-
misteki siir galismalari tizerine
inga ettigi, sadece bir basili
metin olmanin 6tesine gegerek
bir nesne -bir dizi sayfa- halini
alan “Sizo-Defter” (1999)
ile girmistir.



1990l ve 2000’li yillarin sanat dlinyasinda

cok tartigilan merkez-gevre dinamiklerinin

bir parodisini yaparak, yoldan cevirdikleri bir
adamdan, sanki hac ziyaretine gittikleri kutsal bir
yeri veya bir pazar yerini sorarmig gibi (ne de olsa
bu iki adam takim elbise giymektedir) Londra’daki
mizeye giden yolu tarif etmesini isterler.

Bundan sonraki birkag yil boyunca Ozmen’in
Urettigi hemen her seyde bir siddet unsuru bulunur.
Hatta Gustave Courbet’nin 1854 tarihli resmini
mizahi bir yaklasimla Giineydogu Anadolu'nun
ovalarina tasiyarak yeniden canlandirdigi
“Karsilasma ya da Glinaydin Bay Courbet” (2004)
adli videosu bile, yore erkeklerinin oradan gegen
seyyaha -Ozmen'in pek sevdigi bir yaklasimla,
Avrupa sanat tarihinin igine siddetli catisma
altmetinleri zerk eden bilmece gibi 6zl s6zlerden
birini kullanarak- “realizm ve terorizm ayni boktur”
diyerek saldirmalari ve kavgaya tutugmalariile
sonlanir.” Ahmet Ogiit ile beraber yaptigi “Kan
Baldan Tathidir” (2004) adli gizgi roman kitabi bu
tlr sahnelerle doludur; mesela bu sayfalardan
birinde Ozmen Documenta 11'in sanat ydnetmeni
Okwui Enwezor’a suikast diizenlemeye calistigini
go6rdigu bir riiyadan uyanir.®

Kariyeri boyunca, otobiyografik olanin sanatsal
olanla i¢ ice gegcmesi sonucunda, sanatgi olarak
Sener Ozmen ile sahis olarak Sener Ozmen siklikla
birbirine karistirilmistir -izleyicileri tarafindan da,
bizzat sanatcinin kendisi tarafindan da. Tirkiye’de
ya da uluslararasi baglamlarda Ozmen’in bir Kiirt
sanatgisi olarak konustugunun distndldiga
gercedi de goz ontinde bulunduruldugunda,
karsimiza sanatsal, kisisel ve politik olanin
birbirine dolastidi, yorumlanmasi giig bir digim
ctkar. Ozmen’in 2015 yilinin Eyliil ayinda Pilot

Galeri’de gergeklesen, bu catigmali ve birbiriyle
baglantil memnuniyetsizliklerle dolup tasan
sergisine sivri dilli bir hiciv ile “Cikis Var” adi
verilmisti ve sergide ilk kargilagilan nesne
de sanatginin 2014 Ekim’inde kaleme aldigi,
istanbul’daki bir sanatci konusmasina katilmak
lzere Diyarbakir’dan ayrilmasinin mimkan
olmayigini Kobani’deki protestolarla iligkili olarak
aciklayan bir mektuptu. Otobiyografik olani
temsil glicline sahip bir numune mertebesine
ylkselten bir jest ile galeri duvarina isik olarak
yansitilmis mektup, ebedi bir mesaj tasiyan antik
bir tablete benziyordu. “Cikig Var” sergisinin
icine benzer bir sekilde sikismig bir bagka imge
ise eski Mezopotamya’da yari kadin yari yilan
gortnimli kadim bir mitik figr olan Sahmaran’in
bakir tepsi Uzerine iglenmis resmidir (ilging
bir sekilde, buradaki gorintd kalin biyiklaryla
biraz da Ozmen’e benzemektedir) ve etrafi da
mermilerden olusan halka seklinde bir sisleme
ile gevrilidir. Serginin alayci merkezinde de
siyah arka plan énlinde siyah bir kiyafet giymis
Ozmen'i beyaz bir giivercine bakarken gésteren
“Canli Bir Glvercine Barig Nasil Anlatilir?” (2015)
baslikli video galigsmasi bulunmaktadir.” Bu
video, sanatginin diigiincelerini dile getiren
bir gocugun (sanatginin oglu Robin’in) sesinin
“Acikgasi sevgili beyaz glivercin, seninle pek
itibar gérmeyen hayatimiz cehenneme dénmeden
once biraraya gelmeliydik, simdi degil!” demesiyle
baglar ve “Saliverecegdim seni sevgili beyaz ve
umutsuz glvercin. Siyaseten degil. Bunca beyaz
glvercinin yasadigi bir cografyada barigtan soz
edemedigimiz igin,” demesiyle sonlanir.

Alti aydan biraz uzun bir stirenin ardindan, bu
“barig” Uizerine daha birgok sey olduktan sonra,

7 Ozmen bir yandan da, yoksulluk
ve babalarinin galigamiyor olugu
ile ilgili bir sarki sdyleyen ve
bu sirada yiizleri giderek daha
hirpalanmis, yarali bereli ve kan
revan iginde kalan iki kizi goste-
ren videosu “Bizim Koy~ (2004)
gibi glicld, 6zelestiri igeren
isler de Uretiyordu. Bu videolar
arasinda belki de en kasvetli

olani, bagini elleri arasina almig
perigan gorinimli bir adam ile
bitdn bir paket sigarayiigen

bir kadini gésteren “Bitti mi?”
(2007) adli galigmadir. Kadin
paketi bitirince adam asagiya
bir sepet sallandirip bakkaldan
bir paket daha ister, sepetle yu-
kariya bir tabanca gelir ve adam
tabancayi havada sallamaya

baglar. Fonda bir Papa Roach
sarkisi calmaktadir: “Birbirimizi
6ldirmek bizim dogamizda var.
Bizim dogamizda var éldiirmek,
oldirmek, oldirmek...”

8 Keskin nigancr: “Cikiyor iste

orospu gocugdu! Biraz daha sola,

hadi dostum! Kahretsin, dniine
katilimci sanatgilardan biri

gecti” Enwezor ise soyle yanit
verir: “Ezilen tilke sanatgilarina
sesleniyorum: Asistan kirator-
lerimize sarbonlu proje dosyasi
gondermekten vazgegin! Sizden
korkmuyoruz (...) Glictiniiz bu
blyuk sergiyi sabote etmeye
yetmeyecektir! Keh keh keh!
Oldu mu?” Bir sonraki karede,
Ozmen’in karakteri uyanarak



Arter'de Sener Ozmen’in bunlardan tamamen
farkli —kasitl olarak gtinimizden kopuk- carpici
bir pozla kargimiza ¢iktigini gériiyoruz. Mart
2016 Ozmen’i Koh Samui sahilinde uzanmis
halde gérmeyi beklemeyecegdimiz bir vakit gibi
gorulebilir, ama “Giinessiz Bir Glin / Koh Samui”
(2016) adli galismada, boyutlari blytitilmis, tek
slaytlik bir slayt bakma kutusunda tam da bunu
gordriz. Oradadir iste ve soyle demektedir sanki:
Herkes tatili hak eder, ben de hak ediyorum.
Boylece Ozmen kendini bir kez daha bir sefere
cikmig olarak sunar, ama bu kez Bati'ya degil
otedeki Glineydogu’ya uzanmigtir. E§er Samui
Adasr’'ndaki bu sahile o gidebiliyorsa, diger herkes
de gidebilir demektir —-peki bu gergekten de bu
kadar radikal bir 6nerme olmak zorunda miydi?
Oysa bu baglamda, bir yeri geride birakma
arzusu, bir mola verme, tatile cikma arzusu,
aslinda bir yerin yerlisi olma gergeginin altini iki
kere gizmektedir. Bu liks, huzurlu sahil manzarasi
glinimuzde Diyarbakir'in iginde bulundugu
halin dramatik bir sekilde tam ziddini temsil
etmektedir.2? Ozmen’i tam da béyle bir zamanda
tatil yaparken gérmek yadsinamayacak bir rperti
hissettirdiginden olsa gerek, kafalarimizda
Ozmen'in kimligine ve kendi kimligimize ve bu
ikisi arasindaki her ttrli farkliiga iligkin fikirler
gezinmeye baslamistir bile. Bu kopukluk hali,
Ozmen'in sahne olarak (i¢ ahsap taht kullandig
kasvetli ve sade sergisi “Filtresiz’de Kurt kaltard,
tarihi ve Glneydogu’'daki mevcut duruma yonelik
belirgin atiflarla daha da artar. Glineydogu'da yaz
aylarinda sicaklardan ve akreplerden kagmak igin
evlerin gatilarina yerlestirilen yerden yikseltilmis
ahsap platformlar 6rnek alinarak hazirlanmig
olan bu tahtlarin tizerine sanatginin “filtre

soyle der: “Bugiin hangi kiira-
tora kargilayacagimi unuttum.
Offfffffff...”

tek tek butin yapitlari anlat-

tig1 “Olii Bir Tavsana Resimler

Nasil Anlatilir” (1965) adli igini

de hatirlatir.

9 Buigin yapisi, Joseph
Beuys'un ticari bir galeride
gerceklestirdigi tek sergisinin
acilisinda, kendisini altin varak
ve balile kaplayarak galeride
dolasip, elindeki 6li tavsana

10 Ozellikle Sur’un (Diyarbakir'in
eski kale igi yerlegimi) son
zamanlarda gekilmis fotograf-
larindaki kent igi gatigmalar
sebebiyle tamamiyla tahrip

11 Tehlikeli olan akrepler sadece do-

edilmemis anilar” ile ilgili tasvirler de kazinmistir.
Tahtlarin rahat edilecek, glivenli yerler olmalari
beklense de, tzerlerine kazinmig, uzun bir kiltirel
catigsma gegmisi igine yayllmig trajik olaylari
hatirlatan imgeler bunun aksini ima etmektedir.
Bu tahtlardan birinde bir su kulesinden agagiya
dlsen bir figtir, silahini bir kediye dogrultmus bir
asker, elinden yanliglikla bir el bombasi diigiiren
bir gocuk ve bir akrep gordlir.** Bir diger tahtin
Uzerinde bulunan tasvirler daha eski tarihlere
uzanarak eski Mezopotamya uygarliklarinin
kullandigi baska figlrlerin yani sira Davut Yildizi,
bir Ermeni hagi, Arapga yazilmig Allah, Hilal ve
Yildiz ve Yezidi sembol(i yirmi bir sagakli giines
gibi daha yakin zamanlara ait semboller de igerir.*?
Gortinuge gore rahathigin sundugu higbir glivence,
gerceklerden kacilarak ulasilabilecek gergek bir
kurtulus yoktur.

Her bir taht sadece bir (ilk ikisi birer video
ve sonuncusu da bir fotografik gérintdi olan)
“imgeyi” gergevelemekte, boylece mecazi
glglerini ve belirsizliklerini daha ileri bir seviyeye
cekmektedir. Ozmen'in “Filtresiz” sergisindeki
“Gunessiz Bir Giin / Koh Samui” adli fotografinda

icine yerlestirecek olsa, gogunlukla “sanatginin
bizimle kim olarak konustugu” sorusu kargimiza
cikar. Daha 6nceki yillarda gergeklestirdigi
“Kavgak” (2009) adli, en siradan sahnelerden
birini mitoloji ve kasvetli bir derinlige sarmalayarak
sundugu fotografinda, Sener Ozmen’e benzeyen
ve yolun kenarindaki kirli su birikintisine bakan
adami gordiigumuzde, kendimize gordigimazin
sanatginin kendisi mi yoksa sadece bir sanatgi
figlri mi oldugu, ya da belki de 6zellikle bir Kirt
sanatgi mi oldugu sorularini sormadan edemeyiz.

olmus binalara ve yerlerinden
edilmis halka baktiginizda bu-
rada bahsedilen durum gok net
gorinmektedir.

12 Kare bigiminde Kufi yaziyla
yazilmig bir bagka ikonda,
“Turksen 6viin degilsen itaat et”
yazilidir; bu ifade, goriinise

gore 2015 yilinin sonlarina

dogru Turkiye glvenlik glgleri
tarafindan Kirt yerlesimi Silvan’da
yazilmig olan bir duvar yazisindan
alinmigtir.

gada bulunanlari degil Turkiye’nin
glvenlik glclerinin kullandigi
“akrep” ismi verilen zirhli araglari
da kapsamaktadir.



Yoksa davet edilmeden igine girdigimiz bu sahne,
mitolojideki o kendi zararina olacak kadar yakigikli
avcinin soyundan gelen birinin bagroliinde

oldugu bir sahne midir? Ya da bu basitge kendi
icinin derinliklerine bakan, gergekten kim oldugu
gorintl agisindan higbir 6nem tagimayan bir
adam mudir? Burada yine, sizofrenik olan yanit,
ayni anda hem bu alternatiflerin hepsini kapsayan
hem de hichiri olmayan bir yanittir.*® Burada,
yapittaki 6znenin kimligini tespit etmek fotografin
nihai olarak tutuklanma ve mahkumiyetine

yol acacak suclamalari bile henliz tam olarak
sekillendirememisken gergeklestirilmis bir tir
idari gbzaltina alma olacaktir (herhangi biri: “gok
banal’; sanatginin kendisi: “cok tekbenci”; Kirt
sanatg: “gok didaktik”).*4 Bunun yerine, Courbet
tarafindan yapilmig gercekgi bir resimle karsi
karsiya oldugumuzdakine benzer bir sekilde,

bu gorintinin, hem bir pargasi oldugu hem de
ondan bagimsiz varoldugu bir gerceklige dahil
oldugunu, birden fazla kisilik tasiyisiyla, eszamanli
olarak hem fantezi hem de gergekligin varoldugu
bir alanda bulundugunu kabullenebilme ve

kendi 6zerk alaninda varolmasina izin verebilme
mecburiyetindeyiz. Nihayetinde, “Kavsak”taki
adamin kirli suyu mu incelediginden, kendi
yansimasina mi baktigindan bile tam olarak

emin dediliz.

Sonucta, belki de bu 6nemli degildir. Her
kosulda, “Kavsak”taki adam etrafindaki kasvetli
manzara ve/veya suda yansiyan kendi kimligi
tarafindan kapana kistirilmistir. Bunlarin her ikisi
de Ozmen’in sahip olmadigini ima ettigi tek bir
seye baglidir: “Huzurlu bir hayat.’*® “Filtresiz”
sergisindeki tahtlardan birini, geleneksel
olarak geceleri mahremiyet saglamak, yakin

zamanlardaki catigsmalardaysa evleri keskin
nisanci kursunlardan korumak igin asilan
battaniyeleri hatirlatacak sekilde kumasla
cevreleme kararinda da ayni “huzurlu hayat”
arzusu yankilanir. Kumas Uizerine yansitilan video
Grimm Kardesler'den ¢ikmis bir masal gibidir: Ug
kiz bir tepede ip atlamaya baglarlar. Onlarin atlayip
ziplamalariyla kalkan toz her yeri kaplar ve onlar
dakaranlik bulutlariniginde kaybolurlar. Ugursuz,
aciklanamayan bir kuvvet tarafindan istila edilen
siradan bir etkinligi gésteren videonun alegorik bir
havasi vardir.

Uciincii tahtin (izerinde, ekraninda sekiz
dilde “Media offline” (Medya ¢evrimdisi) yazili
(yukaridan asagiya dogru: ingilizce, Japonca,
Fransizca, Almanca, Cince, ispanyolca, italyanca
ve Korece) bir video ekrani bulunmaktadir ve
ekrandaki bir dizi daire kendi hallerinde hareket
etmektedir.'® “Sanatgi Tarafindan Uygulanmisg Bir
Sansirden Geriye Kalanlar” (2016) adli bu video
aslinda bir gifte kisitlamanin Griintddr: Ekranda
hareket eden daireler bizim gérmedigimiz bir
videonun sansurlenmig bolimleridir. Buradaki
cifte olumsuzlama, ayni anda hem iyicil hem
de tuhaf bir bicimde merak uyandirici ama
bir taraftan da bir ekran koruyucunun bitin
dokunakliligini tagiyan bu goérintiyd olusturur
sonunda. Bu miitevazi sanstr taklidi -ister ahlaki
ister politik gercevede ele alinsin- “hassas”
iceriklere erigimi zaten engelleyen mevcut
sansre ilaveten, kaginilmaz olarak 2015 sonlari
ve 2016 baglarinda Ulkenin bazi bélgelerindeki
olaylar hakkinda bilgi edinmeyi tamamen imkénsiz
kilan sanstr girdabi ile iligkilendirilecektir.

Buradaki cifte agmaz hali, 0zmen'in “cikis
yolunun” dahi hayali oldugu diger yapitlarini

13 Bu olasiliklardan birini segen

Barbara Heinrich, Bir Sener
Ozmen Kitabi (Art-ist, Istanbul,
2011, s. 71-75) icinde yer alan
“Buradan Nereye?” baslikli met-
ninde so6yle yazar: “Sanatginin
rolii Sener Ozmen’inislerinde
merkezi bir motiftir. Buna
sadece sanatginin kisisel durusu

ve sorumlulugu degil, sanat
sisteminin yapilariyla hasir nesir
olusg bigimi (...) ya da toplumsal
politik iligkilerle aligverigin bir
gereci olarak sanatin etkisinin
sorgulanmasi da dahildir.”

140zmen, iz Oztat ve Azra
Tuztnoglu ile Bir Sener

Ozmen Kitabi iginde yer alan
bir konugmasinda séyle

der: “Yanlis okuma dedigimiz
sey de sonug itibariyle bir

‘okuma bigimi’dir (...) Buradan

baktigimizda, islerimin

Kart kimligi veyahut gokca
cografi mefhumlar tizerinden
okunmasi, okunuyor olmasi

daileri bir adim sayilmali. Yanls
okuma kaginilmaz ise, bundan
neden zevk almayayim? Anlami
da bu yanlig okumalar yaratmiyor
mu? (...) Burada, Kirtlere iligkin
genel histerik bakigin da etkileri
oldugunu digtintyorum. (...) Ben
islerimin yasadigim cografya ile
ilgisi olmadigini séylemiyorum,



hatirlatir. Daha 6nceki videolarindan “Cikig™ta
(2003) kot pantolon giymis geng bir adami
yikilmig beton binalar iginde kosarken, siriinerek
enkazin altindan gikarken gorirlz, ancak tim

bu gabalari sonrasinda nefes nefese ve bitkin

bir halde kendisini yeniden ilk bagladigi yerdeki
ayni manzara iginde bulur. Video déndikce o da
tekrar tekrar ayni seyleri yapar. Koh Samui plaji
veya Diyarbakir'in tarlalari gibi acik alanlarda

bile bir kistirilmislik hissi vardir. “Sanatci Aslinda
Ne Ister?” (2012) adli videosunda Ozmen yeni
sUrlmis bir tarlada durmaktadir, kuzeye, glineye,
batiya ve doguya dondikten sonra dogrudan
kameraya donerek konusmaya ve 6nce zemini
isaret ederek, sonra izleyiciye dogru, en sonunda
da kollari iki yana agik halde etrafindaki bos
manzarayl muhatap alarak c¢esitli hareketler
yapar. Soyledikleri, ugaklarin inis ve kalkis sesleri
arasinda bogulup gider. Dudak okumasini bilenler
(ve duvar etiketlerini okuyanlar) belki de “Sizce
bulundugum noktadan diinya sanatini etkilemem
muimkin mi?” diye sordugunu anlayabilecektir.
Biz onu acik secik duyamadigimiz ve o da bizi tabii
ki duyamayacagi halde, sorusuna hep bir agizdan
verecegimiz yanit, kulaklarda ginlayacak bir “evet”
olmalidir. Ne de olsa, etraflarinda olup biten her
seye ragmen, kendi kaderlerini tayin etme hakki
gorintllerin en temel hakkidir.

H.G. Masters ArtAsiaPacific
dergisi ile yillik ArtAsiaPacific
Almanac’in editoruddr.

burada yagadigima gore, 15Pilot Galeri'de gergeklestirdigi “Sifir
bagka tirli olmasi da miimkin Tolerans” sergisi hakkinda Merve
gortinmayor. Fakat sorun bu Arkunlar ile Aralik 2012 tarihinde
degil, istelik bu sadece benimle  Timeout Istanbul igin yaptigi roportajda
ilgili bir sorun da degil. Zira, 0zmen séyle der: “Huzurlu bir hayat

sorunu —esasen yanlisi-yaratan  diginda hicbir sey talep etmiyorum.”
ben degilim, ben icindeyim, tipki

digerleri gibi, i-gin-de-yim bu 16 Ekrandaki bu gortintii Adobe Premiere
sorunun.” video-kurgu yazilimindan alinmigtir.
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Sener Ozmen

Sizo-Defter | Schizo-Notebook
1999, El yapimi kitap | Handmade book
Ozel koleksiyon | Private collection

Karsilasma ya da Giinaydin Bay Courbet | The Meeting or Bonjour Mr. Courbet

2004, Video, 3'16”
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Sener Ozmen

Bitti mi? | Is it over?

2007, Tek kanalli video, DV, renkli, sesli| Single-channel
video, DV, colour, sound, 6'18”

Sener Ozmen
Kavsak | Crossroads
2009, C-print, 80 x 120 cm



Sener Ozmen wants to be just like everyone else.
But Sener Ozmen cannot be like everyone else.
He has already ensured that. Once you have seen
him praying in his “Supermuslim” costume - blue
unitard, red briefs, yellow belt, red socks, with his
red cape transformed into a prayer mat - there
is no turning back.* As an artist, he may not
want to be forever seen as the representative
of Kurdishidentity. But every time he puts on
his posu-patterned suit, the sacred uniform of
resistance, he will be recognized as the leader of
the new centre of action: the Paris Commune of
the southeast.2 Because only Sener Ozmen can
proclaim that all museum workers are immortal.®
Because only Sener Ozmen can create new flags
for the region’s aspiring bourgeois republics: the
future terrycloth, tulle and floral-print nations.*
For two decades now, Ozmen has been
engaging with audiences from a series of
calculated and shifting positions - inspired
by, but not limited to, his own - inflected with
irony and scarred with pessimism.® In his earlier
novelistic book project, “The Story of Tracey
Emin” (2000), we can detect the dynamic,
schizophrenic perspective that underwrites
his productions.® The book begins with the

1“Supermuslim” (2003) is a set
of 12 digital prints, showing the
artist praying while dressed ina
Superman costume. He utilises
his cape as a prayer mat.

3 The phrase “Miize galiganlar
6limsizdar!” is typed onto
paper and framed in “Museum
Workers Are Immortal” (2012).

4 “Flags” (2012) is an installation
of six poles mounted on the wall
with flags made from various
domestic fabrics, from table-
cloths to towels and curtains.

2 In “Optical Propaganda” (2012),
Ozmen dresses from necktie to
shoes in a suit and shirts made
with the kefiyyeh (cemedant)
print. He lounges on a sofa

covered in the same fabric. 5 Those who might see Ozmen

extraordinary line, “Abdulbaki Readymade
welcomed the twenty-first century in the
castle, with plans of abducting Tracey Emin, the
pampered girl of Young British Art,” and proceeds
to tell a story of the young hero venturing out
from Diyarbakir on a quixotic, libidinous quest to
attain a prize from the distant cultural capital.
These motifs, of absurd or violent acts being
committed from and within a self-identified
peripheral position, were developed primarily in
videos over the next decade. The best known
of these, “The Road to Tate Modern” (2003),
captures Ozmen on horseback and Erkan Ozgen
on amule, playing the Sancho Panzarole, riding
together in the hills. They hail a man travelling on
foot to ask directions to the London museum,
as if it were a pilgrimage site or marketplace
(the two men are wearing suits, after all), ina
parody of the centre-periphery dynamics much
discussed in the art world of the 1990s and 2000s.
For several years afterward, almost everything
Ozmen produced was laced with violence. Even
his humorous video-restaging of the 1854
Gustave Courbet painting, relocated to the
plains of south-eastern Anatolia, “The Meeting
or Bonjour Monsieur Courbet” (2004), ends in a

6 Ozmen entered the Istanbul art
sphere with his “Schizo Notebook”
(1999), his first art project that
built on his previous medium of
poetry while becoming an object - a
pile of pages - rather than merely a
printed text.

as a spokesperson or
representative, of the Kurdish
condition often attempt to map
the content of his work onto
contemporaneous political
developments. But perhaps it
is more pertinent to consider
how viewers’ knowledge
(however fragmentary or
limited) of political events
impacts their experience of his
work.

7 Ozmen was also producing strong,
self-critical gestures, like “Our
Village” (2004), a video of two
girls singing a song about poverty



brawl, with the local men assailing the wandering
traveller, declaring that “realism and terrorism
are the same shit” - one of the cryptic maxims
favoured by Ozmen that injects the subtext of
violent conflict into European art history.” The
comic book he made in collaboration with Ahmet
0git, “Blood Sweeter Than Honey” (2004), is full
of such scenes, like the page in which Ozmen
wakes up from a dream in which he is trying to
assassinate Documenta 11 artistic director
Okwui Enwezor.®

Throughout his career, Sener Ozmen the
artist and Sener Ozmen the person have been
frequently conflated - often by his audience,
and just as often by the artist himself, as the
autobiographical merges with the artistic.
Coupled with the reality that in Turkish or
international contexts Ozmenis seen to be
speaking as a Kurdish artist, this creates an
interpretative knot in which the artistic, personal
and political become entangled. Brimming with
these conflicted, interrelated frustrations was
Ozmen’s September 2015 exhibition at Pilot
Gallery, which had the pointedly ironic title “There
Is a Way Out”, and where the introductory object
was a letter written in October 2014 explaining
why he had not been able leave Diyarbakir to join
an artists’ conversation in Istanbul, because of
the Kobani protests. The letter was illuminated
on the gallery walll, like an ancient tablet carrying
atimeless message, a gesture that elevated
the autobiographical to the realm of the
representative. Similarly, trappedin “There is a
Way Out” was an image of the ancient mythical

figure of Sahmaran, a hybrid female-snake from
ancient Mesopotamia, which was engraved on

a copper plate (and, curiously, looked a little like
Ozmen himself, with a thick moustache) and
which was encircled with a decorative ring of
bullets. At the sardonic core of the exhibition was
the video “How to Tell Peace to a Living Dove”
(2015), in which Ozmen, wearing black against a
black background, is seen staring at a white bird.’
We hear a boy’s voice (his son Robin’s) narrating
the artist’s thoughts, beginning with: “Frankly,
dear little dove, you and | should have met well
before our unrecognised lives went to hell, not
now!” and ends with the lines: “| will set you free
dear white, desperate dove. Not politically. For we
are unable to talk about peace in aland like this,
full of doves.”

At Arter, a little more than six months later,
after so much more of this “peace”, we encounter
Sener Ozmen striking an entirely pose - one
that is intentionally dislocated from the present.
March 2016 might seem like the strangest time
to see Ozmen lounging on a tropical beach, inside
an enlarged version of a single-slide viewer, in
“An Overcast Day [ Koh Samui” (2016). There he
is, as if to say: everyone deserves a vacation and
so do I. So Ozmen presents himself again on an
expedition - not to the West this time but even
further to the southeast. If he can make it to the
beach in Samui Island, so can anyone else - and
should that really be such a radical proposition?

Yet, in this context, the desire to leave a
place behind - to take a break, to go on holiday
- doubly underscores the reality of being from

and their father’s inability to
work, as their faces become
progressively more battered,
bruised and bloody. The bleakest
of his videos is perhaps “Is It
Over” (2007), which features a
woman smoking an entire pack

window to the bakkal down
below, and up comes a gun,
which he brandishes, as a Papa
Roach song plays “It’s in our
nature to kill each other. It’s in
our nature to kill, kill, kill...”

of cigarettes while a distraught- 8The sniper says: “Here comes

looking man holds his head in
his hands. When she’s finished,
he orders another pack for her,
sending a basket out of the

the son of a bitch. More to

the left, come on my friend.
Damn it, one of the participant
artists has stepped in front of

him.” Enwezor is seen saying:
“l am addressing to [sic] the

artists of oppressed countries:

Give up sending project files
with anthrax to our assistant
curators! We are not afraid of
you [...] You are not powerful
enough to sabotage this big
exhibition! Huh huh huh! Ok?”
In the next frame, the Ozmen
character wakes up, saying,
“I forgot which curator | am

meeting today. Oof fffffffff”

9The arrangement recalls Joseph

Beuys’ “How to Explain Pictures
to a Dead Hare” (1965), in which
Beuys covered himself in gold
leaf and honey, and, at the
opening of his only exhibition

in a commercial gallery, took a
dead hare around to each of the
artworks to explain it.



somewhere. The lush, tranquil, seaside idyll
serves as a dramatic inverse of Diyarbakir
today. Already lurking in our minds are ideas
about Ozmen'’s identity and our own, and
whatever differences might exist between
them, since there is an undeniable frisson about
seeing him on vacation at this precise moment.
The disjuncture is further heightened by the
specific references to Kurdish culture, history
and the current situation in the southeast in the
sombre, sparse exhibition “Unfiltered”, where
Ozmen has used three wooden taht as stages.
The elevated wooden platforms - modelled
on the ones customarily placed on the roofs
of homes in the southeast during the summer
months to escape the heat and scorpions - are
carved with iconography related to the artist’s
“unfiltered memories”. Although the taht are
meant to be places of comfort and security, the
inscribed imagery suggests otherwise, recalling
tragic incidents set within a longer history of
cultural conflict. On the taht, viewers see a figure
falling from a water tower, a soldier pointing a
gun at a cat, a boy accidentally dropping a hand
grenade, and a scorpion.'* The icons on another
taht look far back into history, incorporating more
figures from ancient Mesopotamian civilizations,
along with modern symbols such as the Star
of David, a Armenian cross, “Allah” written in
Arabic calligraphy, the Star and Crescent, and the
twenty-one-pointed Yazidi star.? There seems
to be no security in comfort, no real escape in
escapism.

The confines of each taht frame just
one “image” (two videos and a still image,

name of the small armoured
vehicles used by Turkish
security forces.

10 In particular, see the recent
pictures of Sur (the old
walled city of Diyarbakir)
where buildings have been
completely destroyed by
urban warfare and residents
displaced.

12 One of the carved imagesis a
square of Kufic script, reading:
“Turksen 6vin degilsen itaat et,”
(“If you are Turkish be proud;
submit if you are not”) price-tag
graffiti discovered on the walls

11 Not only are real scorpions a
threat, but “akrep” is also the

13 Choosing one of these options

respectively), thereby elevating their metaphorical
potency, and ambiguity. As Ozmen does in
“Unfiltered”, with the photograph “An Overcast
Day / Koh Samui”, whenever an artist appears in
their own work, the question often becomes “who
are they speaking to us as?” When we see a man
resembling Sener Ozmen staring into a dirty puddle
by the side of the road in his earlier photograph
“Crossroads” (2009) - the most mundane of
scenes wrapped up in a gesture of mythology

and bleak profundity - we have to ask whether

we are looking at the artist himself, or just the
figure of an artist, or perhaps a specifically Kurdish
artist. Or are we intruding on a scene featuring
amodern-day descendant of the mythological
hunter who was too handsome for his own good?
Oris it simply an introspective man, whose specific
identity isn’t even pertinent to the image itself?
Here again, the schizophrenic answer is the only
one that encompasses all of the alternatives and
yet none of them.® To determine the identity of

its subject would be to place the photographin a
kind of administrative detention before we even
formulate the charges that will lead to its eventual
arrest and conviction (any guy: “too banal”; the
artist himself: “too solipsistic”; the Kurdish artist:
“too didactic”).** Instead, like a realist painting

by Courbet, we are challenged to allow the image
to exist in its own autonomous zone, both a part

of and separate from the reality in which it is
situated - in a realm of simultaneous fantasy and
actuality, since it inhabits multiple personalities.
After all, we do not even know for sure if the manin
“Crossroads” is inspecting the dirty water or gazing
at his own reflection.

of the artist is a central motif
in Sener Ozmen’s works. This
not only includes the question
of the artist’s position and
responsibility, but also deals
with the structures of the art
system [...] or a questioning

of the real power of art as a
means of addressing social and
political conditions.”

of the Kurdish town of Silvanin
late 2015 and apparently written
by the Turkish security forces.

was Barbara Heinrich who, in
the essay “Where Do We Go
From Here?” in A Sener Ozmen
Book (Art-ist, istanbul, 2011,
pp. 66-70), declared: “The role



Ultimately, it may not matter. Either way, the
figure in “Crossroads” is trapped, by the bleak
landscape around him and/or by his reflected
identity. Both are connected to the one thing
Ozmen has suggested he doesn’t have: “a
peaceful life” 15 That same “peaceful life” is
echoed in his decision in “Unfiltered” to surround
one of the taht with fabric, which is customarily
done at night for privacy and is also a gesture
that recalls the use of blankets during the current
conflict to protect homes from snipers’ bullets.
The video projected onto the fabric reads like
one of the Grimms’ Fairy Tales. Three girls begin
jumping rope on the top of a hill. The dust they
generate covers the whole scene, and they
disappear into dark clouds. The video’s aura is
allegorical, as an ordinary activity is overwhelmed
by an ominous, inexplicable force.

On the third taht we encounter a video monitor
whose screen reads “Media offline” written
in eight languages (Top to bottom: English,
Japanese, French, German, Chinese, Spanish,
Italian and Korean), with a series of floating
circles moving innocuously around the screen.
This video, “Remains of an Act of Censorship
Applied by the Artist” (2016), is in fact the
product of a double restriction: the circles
moving about are the censored portions from
avideo that is not playing on the screen. The
double-negative ends up producing the image,
at once benign and oddly intriguing yet with all
of the pathos of a screensaver. This modest
sendup of censorship - whether moralistic or
political - will inevitably be understood against
the current maelstrom of late 2015 and early

14 As Ozmen points out in the
conversation with iz Oztat
and Azra Tuzinoglu in A Sener
Ozmen Book: “What we call a
misreading is nevertheless ‘a way
of reading’ [...] When viewed from
here, it should be considered a
step forward that my works are
generally read on the basis of my
Kurdish identity or geographic

concepts. If misreading is
unavoidable, why shouldn’t |
enjoy it? Isn’t meaning created
by such misunderstandings [...]
| think that the general
hysterical outlook on the Kurds
also has animpact here[..] | am
not saying that my works are
not related to the geography |
live in; anything else would not

15 In aninterview with Merve

2016, when information about events in parts of
the country is completely unavailable, on top of the
existing censorship that already blocks access to
“sensitive” material.

The double-bind situation echoes others
found in Ozmen’s works, where even the “the
way out” is illusory. In an earlier video, “The Exit”
(2003), a young man in jeans is seen running
through destroyed concrete buildings, crawling
out from under debris, only to emerge, panting
and exhausted in the same landscape in which he
started. As the video loops, he does the same thing
again and again. Even in open-air locations, like
the beach in Koh Samui or the fields of Diyarbakar,
there is ultimately a sense of being trapped. In
the video “What Does an Artist Actually Want?”
(2012), Ozmen himself is seen standingin a
ploughed field, turning to face different cardinal
directions, before speaking directly to the camera
and gesturing at the ground, then at the viewer
and, finally, with arms outstretched, at the empty
landscape around him. What he is saying is entirely
drowned out by the sound of airplanes taking off
and landing. Lip-readers (and wall-label-readers)
perhaps understood him to be asking: “Do you think
it’s possible for me to influence global art from
where | am standing?” Even though we cannot hear
him clearly, and he certainly cannot hear us, our
collective reply should be aresounding “yes”. After
all, the self-determination of images - in spite of all
that is happening around them - is their basic right.

H.G. Masters is editor-at-large of
ArtAsiaPacific magazine and editor of
the annual ArtAsiaPacific Almanac.

for Timeout Istanbul about
his 2012 Pilot Gallery show
“Zero Tolerance” Ozmen says:
“I don’t want anything but a
peaceful life”

be possible since | am living
there. However, this is neither
the problem nor a problem
related to me. | am not the one
creating the problem or the
mistake. I'm in the problem,
just like the others.” 16 The screen shot was taken
from Adobe Premiere video-
editing software.
Arkunlar, in December 2012,












Sener Ozmen

Filtresiz
Anilar

Birinci Ani

ik gézaltimda ok korkmustum. Beni
korkutan sey sorguda dldiiriilme diisiincesi
degildi, ki o vakitler bu tiir olaylari gok

sik duyuyor, kimi insanlarin nasil olup da
tlirltiigkencelere direnebildiklerine anlam
veremiyordum. Tabii ki diis kuruyordum
-giindiizleri de!- ve diislerimde direniyor;
benden, beni girilgiplak soymak suretiyle
istenen bilgileri vermemek icin her seferinde
insaniistii bir ¢aba sergiliyor; direndikge
kafamin, gévdemin ve yiiregimin d6rt misli
biiyilidiigiinii hayal ediyordum. Bunlari,
sorgu saatlerinde dogalistii bir yaratiga
doniistiigiim ve miicadeleye bu agamadan
sonra devam ettigim kimi fantastik sahneler
izliyordu —ben bir sairdim, sanatgiydim

ve ¢ok okuyordum. Boylesi diis yelpazesi
genis insanlari neden sorguya alirlardi ki!?
Biitiin sorguculari, hatta bulundugum binayi
tuglalarina varana dek yok ediyordum ama
6fkem dinmek bilmiyordu. O kosullardaki
bir insanin sorgucu képeklerden bir istegi
olabilir miydi? Benim olmustu ama. Siyah
kumastan g6z bandimin alt kismindan sadece
camurlu ayakkabilarini gorebiliyordum

ve gezindikleri soguk beton zemini. Sunu
istemigtim onlardan: “Liitfen anneme ve
kizkardesime kiifiir etmeyin! Bana istediginizi
yapabilirsiniz!” Yapmiglardi da. Ustiinde
durduklari asil konu kimligimdi. Bu kimlik
devrimci sosyalizmle birlestiginde ortaya
harikulade ideolojik bir cografya ¢ikiyordu!
iclerinden biri, o siralar birlikte oldugum kizi

65 SENER OZMEN

Unfiltered
Memories

First Memory

The first time | was taken into custody, | was
very scared. What scared me was not the
thought of getting killed during interrogation,
even though back then | kept hearing about
such instances and could not wrap my head
around how some people could withstand all
sorts of torture. Of course | dreamed - during
the day as well — and in my dreams | would
resist; each and every time they tried to

get information from me, stripping me bare
naked, | would exert a superhuman effort in
order not to divulge the information sought,
and | imagined how my head, body and heart
grew four-fold as | resisted. These would be
followed by certain fantastic scenes, where |
was transformed into a supernatural creature
during the course of the interrogation and
continued the struggle after this phase - |
was a poet, an artist and | read a lot. Why on
earth would they put people with such broad
imagination through interrogation!? [ would
destroy all interrogators, and even the building
I was held in down to its bricks, and my rage
would still not subside. Could a person under
those conditions have a request to make from
those interrogator swine? Yet | did have one,
from beneath the black cloth blindfold I could
only see muddy shoes and the cold concrete
surface they treaded on. This was my request:
“Please don't curse my mother or my sister!
You can do anything you want with me!” And
they did too. What they really concentrated on
was my identity, when this identity fused with

UNFILTERED




sormustu; onu ve ailesini tanidigini, o kizdan
bir an 6nce vazgegmem gerektigini, kizin
akliyla oynamamami pek de kibar olmayan
bir dille s6ylemisti. Yalniz miydi bunlari
soylediginde? Bu 6zel bir durum, bir anomali
miydi? Ele gegirdikleri dokiimanlar arasinda
Sivan Perwer’in bir kasedi, bir-iki de kitap
vardi sosyalizme dair. Bir de bros. Kiza hediye
edecegim bros. Saliverdiklerinde yagmur
yagiyordu, ayakkabilarimin bagciklari

yoktu ama brog bendeydi! Montumun
cebinde. Avucumun iginde. Direnme sonrasi
ozglirligiin beni bagka bir boyuta attigini
hissedebiliyordum. Artik 6lebilirdim.

ikinci Ani

ikinci ve daha uzun siiren gbzaltimda da

cok korkmustum. Bu kez evden, kapimizin
ontinden almiglardi beni. Sagli sollu
siralanmig 6zel timlerin olusturdugu, dénsii
olmayan bir koridor [6liim koridoru] agilmisti
onlimde. Sabahin kor bir saatiydi. Yener
(kardesim) yanimdaydi; ailenin geri kalani
ise, taginma halinde oldugumuzdan, heniiz
tlim egyalari toplanmamis eski evimizde
kalmisti. Elimizden aldiklari, memur
konutlarindaki kirasi ucuz dairede. Zaten hig
sevmemistim o daireyi! Durumun ciddiyetini
kamuflaj giydirdikleri ve gézlerini simsiki
bagladiklariitirafgiyi goriince bile, yok, hayir,
anlamamigtim. Emniyete gotiiriilene dek!
Yazin son demleriydi, kisa kollu, hatmi gicegi
desenli gémlegimi hatirlyor gibiyim. Dikisleri
sokiilene ve gicekleri solana kadar giymistim
onu. Yener'in gozlerini gordiim, korkuyordu;
ben de dyle. Ne de olsa en kiigiigiimiizdii ve
benden feyz alarak resim yapmaya yeni yeni
baslamigti. Emniyette polislerden biri yanima
gelmis, duruma g¢ok ama gok iiziildiigiinii
soyleyivermisti; ben de dyle. ikinci
duragimiz, agzima sigacaklari yerdi: Benimle
birlikte bagkalarinin da derdest edildigini
anlamigtim. idil'den ¢ikmig, gézlerimiz bagh
halde bir yerlere gotiiriilmiistiik. Ne kadar
stirmiistii, ok mu uzaklagmistik, bilmiyorum.
Zaman mefhumu yok olmustu. Bu kez
hayaller yoktu, dogalistii sahneler yoktu.
Dislerimden biri fena halde apse yapmis, sol
yanagim davul gibi sigmisti. Hiicrenin zifiri
karanliginda ellerimle yerleri yokluyordum,

FILTRESiZ

revolutionary socialism, a wondrous ideological
geography emerged! One of them had asked
about the girl | was in a relationship with at the
time, said he knew her and her family, said |
should leave her immediately, that | should not
mess with her head - only not in such polite
words. Was he alone when he said this? Was
this a special case, an anomaly? Among the
documents they seized was a Sivan Perwer
tape, and a book or two on socialism. And a
brooch. The brooch | was going to give to the
girl. When | was released, it was raining, my
shoes did not have laces, but | had the brooch!
In my jacket pocket. In my palm. | could feel the
freedom that followed resisting, casting me
into a different dimension. Now, | could die.

Second Memory

I was also very scared during my second and
more prolonged custody. This time they had
taken me from my house, right in front of our
door. A corridor of no return [a corridor of
death] had opened up before me, made up of
special ops lined up on the left and right. It was
the small hours of dawn and Yener (my brother)
was with me as we were moving house.. The
rest of the family had stayed in the old house
where all of our stuff had not yet been packed.
In that low-rent apartment in the civil servants’
lodgings they had seized from us. I never liked
that apartment anyway! | had not understood
the gravity of the situation, not even when |
saw the informant they had tightly blindfolded
and clad in camouflage clothes - no, | did not.
Not until [ was taken into the police station!

It was the last gasp of summer; | can almost
recall my short-sleeved hollyhock patterned
shirt. | had worn it till its stitches came undone
and the flowers faded. | saw Yener's eyes, he
was frightened; so was I. After all, he was

our youngest, and, following my example,

had only just started painting. At the police
station, one of the policemen had walked up

to me and blurted out that he was sad, deeply
saddened about what happened; so was |. Our
second stop was where they'd fuck me up: |
had understood that others were also brought
in with me. We had left idil, and were brought
somewhere blindfolded. How long had it taken,
had we gone very far, | don't know, the sense
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bir cam pargasi bulmak ve bileklerimi kesmek
icin. Sorguya ¢itkmadan evvel bunu yaparsam
kurtulacagimi diigiinmiistiim. Tanrim, nasil
da umutsuzdum! Marglar yiikseliyordu
hoparlérlerden; kesintisiz ve sézleri
delirtecek irkgilikta! Ben bir sanatglydim,
sanatgl! Mazgaldan betonda sirtiistii uzanmig
ve ¢igliklar atan bir kiz gordiim; tacizi de!
Uzerinde gelinligi cagristiran bir elbise

vardi. Bana gore sug teskil eden higbir sey
yapmamistim —okumak ve elde kitap gars!
pazar dolagmak disinda. Onlara gére ben bir
terdristtim veyahut terérist adayi. Geng kizin
“Bavo! Bavo!"! diye bagirdigini hatirliyorum.
Eve dondiigiimde abimden okkali bir yumruk
yemistim. Beni bagrina basacagi yerde,
goriir gérmez iizerime gullanmigti herkesin
go6zii 6niinde. Ondan nefret ettim! Amcamin
esinden de 6yle!

Ugiincii Ani

Merkez Camii'nin avlusuna bakan
evimizdeydik. Tas basamaklari aginmadan
otiirii iyiden iyiye parlamig ve kayganlagmis,
babamin kirasini her ay basi, ayni zamanda
altimizdaki ve bir boliimii de bitisigimizdeki
pasajin da sahibi olan Haci'ya elden

verdigi iki odali, tuvaletinin tavani ve
banyosu olmayan betonarme evimizde.
Burada kag yil yasadik, hatirlamam zor.
Ama diiglerimin biiyiik bir béliimiinii bu
evde, bu evin daminda ve pencerelerinin
birinden pasajin genisge damina rahatlikla
¢ikabildigimiz bu garip barinakta —barinak
diyorum, zira yoksullugumuzu burada
daha iyi goriiyordum- kurdugumu, tam

bir diigler prensi oldugumu biliyorum.

Taht (“taht” yazarken, kullandigim kelime
islemci program s6zciigii otomatik olarak
“that"” ~Ingilizce “su"- olarak diizeltiyor)
pasajin bize ait olmayan ancak zamanla
bizim sayilan damina kuruluydu. Babam
damin iistiine derme gatma bir baraka bile
yapmisti, orada her daim igi su dolu variller,
galonlar ve plastik bidonlar olurdu. Yaz
aksamlari hep o tahtta olurduk ailecek,
aksam yemegimizi orada yer, kardeglerimle
oyunlar oynar, annemden yilanh masallar

1. Baba!Baba!
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of time had vanished. There were no dreams
this time, no supernatural scenes, one of my
teeth had a horrible abscess, my left cheek
had swollen up like a drum. In the pitch-black
darkness of the cell, | was feeling the floor
around me with my hands, to find a piece of
glass and to cut my wrists. | thought if | did
this before going into interrogation | could get
away from it. My god, how desperate [ was!?
Anthems howled from speakers, constantly,
without interruption, and with lyrics of
infuriating racism! | was an artist, an artist!
From the manhole cover | saw a girl lying on
her back on the concrete floor and screaming,
and | saw the assault too! She had a dress
reminiscent of a wedding gown. In my mind,

I had done nothing that would constitute a
crime, save for reading and wandering around
the marketplace and streets with books in my
hand. According to them, | was a terrorist, or
a potential terrorist. | remember the young
girl shouting “Bavo! Bavo!”! When | returned
home, | had received a hefty punch from my
older brother, instead of embracing me he had
swooped down on me in front of everyone. |
hated him for that! And my uncle’s wife too!

Third Memory

We were in our house facing the courtyard of
the Merkez Mosque. We lived in a two room,
reinforced concrete house, with stone steps
that had become all too shiny and slippery
from use and a bathroom with no ceiling or a
bath, the place for which at the beginning of
each month my father paid the rent in cash to
Haji who also owned the arcade below, also
with a part adjacent to us. How many years we
lived there, | can hardly tell. But | know that |
conjured up a large part of my dreams in this
house, on the roof of this house and in this
strange shack - | say shack because | saw our
poverty more clearly there — where we could
easily climb up to the relatively large roof of
the arcade from one of the windows; here |
was an absolute prince of dreams. The taht, an
elevated wooden platform (“taht” is in Turkish;
and which as I type, the word processor | use
constantly autocorrects into the word “that”)

1. Daddy! Daddy!
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dinler, babamdan ise uyarilar alirdik. Tahtin
ahsap platformu sokiilebilir tahtalardan
ibaretti ve ben bu tahtalarin birkagini
giindiiz saatlerinde ve giinesin en tepede
oldugu vakitlerde soker, aya gidecek uzay
gemimiinga etmeye baglardim. Sirtt kirilmig
kdhne bir sandalye, bir legen, iki de tahta.
Tahtalari bir hag olusturacak sekilde iist
tiste koyar, sandalyeme (koltuguma) oturur,
legeni de bir kapak gibi listiime 6rterdim.
Boylece hem giines 1sinlarindan korunur
hem de bana gerekli olan sessizligi, en ¢ok
da gizemi yaratmig olurdum. Bunun bana
iyi geldigini anlamigtim. iki basamak sonra
baska bir gezegende oldugumu diisiiniiyor,
bundan miithis bir haz aliyordum. Buradan
komsularimizin damini da, tahtlarini da
gorebiliyordum. Tahta aksam yemeginden
once ¢ikmis geng sari sagli kizin 6teberisini
de. O memeler gibi birbirine uzak bellekte.
Hangi Yunan asilli sairin pesimi birakmayan
dizesiydi bu? Kizin apisarasi bir tity yumagi
gibiydi. Uzanabilecek miydim oraya?

Dérdiincii Ani

Ayni ev, ayni evin Merkez Camii'nin

avlusuna bakan yesil sineklikli penceresi.
Yaz. Hep yaz. Sabahlari en erken ben
uyanirdim. Annemden 6nce tabii ki. Bir kere
gormiistiim ve daha fazlasini talep ediyordum
oyunculardan. Yesil sineklikli pencerenin
oniinde saatlerce beklerdim. Zahide'nin

bos su bidonlariyla ¢ikip gelmesini, Asim'in
daeli bos “Ceee!” demesini. Bidonlardaki
suyun etrafa sagilmasini. Zahide'nin gurur
yapip ¢ighk atmamasini. Bir tek ben mi goriip
duyuyordum olani biteni? irikiyim Asim'in
Zahide'nin irice dudaklarindan bir dpiiciik
koparmak igin nasil tepindigini? Zahide'nin
yumruklarini, sessiz kiifiirlerini. irikiyim
Asim’in Zahide'nin memelerine uzandigini
ve onlari siktigini. Zahide'nin tiikiirmesini.
irikiyim Asim'in bu tiikiiriigii bile yuttugunu.
Zahide'nin bog bidonlarla avludan kagar adim
uzaklagmasini. Asim'in [aflarini: “Eninde
sonunda benim olacaksin!” Oldu mu? Hig
sanmiyorum! O anlarda bana da bir haller
oluyordu; sonrasi bana kaliyordu artik,
gidebilecegi yere kadar diis kuruyordum.
Sahneyi yeniden kurmakla yiikiimliiydiim ve

FILTRESiZ

was set up on the roof of the arcade that wasn't
ours but over time was accepted as such. My
father had even set up a makeshift shed on the
roof. There were always water-filled barrels,
gallons and plastic jerrycans held for reserve
up there. On summer evenings, we'd always sit
on that taht as a family, eat our dinner there,
play with my siblings there, listen to tales with
snakes from my mother, and receive warnings
from my father. The platform of the taht
consisted of demountable pieces of wood and

I would take a few pieces during the daytime
and when the sun was at its highest, begin to
construct my spaceship to go to the moon: a
shabby chair with a broken back, a washbowl,
and two pieces of wood. | would place one piece
of wood on top of another to form a cross,

sit on the chair (my seat), and cover myself
with the washbowl as a lid. Thus | would both
shield myself from the rays of sun and create
the silence, and above all, the mystery that |
needed. | could see that this was good for me.
Two steps later, | was thinking | was on another
planet, and deriving amazing pleasure from
this. From here, | could see both the roofs and
the tahts of our neighbours. Also the bits and
bobs of the young blond girl who climbed up
the taht before dinner. Distant in memory like
those breasts. Which Greek poet’s line was this,
relentlessly pursing me? Her crotch was like a
ball of fuzz. Would | ever be able to reach there?

Fourth Memory

The same house, and the green-screened
window of the house overlooking the courtyard
of the Merkez Mosque. Summer. It's always
summer. | was always the first one up in the
mornings. Before my mother of course. | had
seen it once and | was demanding more of the
actors. | used to wait for hours by the green-
screened window. For Zahide to come with
the empty water jerrycans, and for Asim to
say “Boo!”. And for the jerrycans to go flying
all over the place. To see Zahide being too
proud to scream. Was it just me who saw or
heard what was going on? How the hefty Asim
stomped around to steal a kiss from Zahide's
plump lips? Zahide's punches and her silent
curses. Hefty Asim reaching out towards
Zahide's breasts and squeezing them. Zahide
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6zdeslestigim kisi irikiyim Asim degildi: Ben
Zahide'yi Irikiyim Asim'in giiglii kollarindan
kurtaran ¢ocuktum bu diiglerde. Kurtarmak,
sahip olmanin bir bagka yoluydu. Mele Yasin?
devsirme zevcesinin terli apisarasindan
kalktiktan ve gusiil abdestini aldiktan sonra
geciyordu mikrofonun karsisina. Camiye
musallat olmug zirdelinin gelme saatleriydi.

Besinci Ani

Zirdeli gelip gelip minareye bakiyordu
saatlerce. Sadece minareye. Bakip bakip bir
seyler soyliiyordu miril miril. Giiltiyordu.
Once sessizce, sonra kahkahalarla. Lime
lime bir ceketi vardi, bir de unutulmaz kirgil
sakali. Bana “her sakalliy1 devrimci sanma,”
denmisti. Avlunun tag dosemeli kisminda
uzun uzun sicar, kig deligini ¢akil taglaryla
siler, tagi uzaga firlatir, yine giilmeye baglard.
Catismalarin yogunlastigi bir zamanda
vuruldu. O da, kasabanin pek ¢ok zirdelisi
gibi, dldiiriilen terdristler hanesine iglendi.
Minareye bakiyordu. Uzun uzun. “Cik

cik...” sesleri gikarip giiliiyordu. Gergek bir
militanla zirdeli arasinda kararsiz kalmigtim.
Caminin avlusuna tabii ki de sigmayacaktim.
Tavani olmayan bir ayakyolumuz vardi, tasi
da yoktu iistelik. Altimdaki bok ¢ukuruna
bakmamak igin tiirlii diigler kuruyordum.
Fena korkuyordum o karanhk ¢ukurdan.
Abime alinmis cizlavet ayakkabinin tekini,
sirf yoksullugumuzu géstermesin diye o
gukura atmigtim. Sorduklarinda “Ben bir sey
gormedim..."” demistim. Hala bilmiyorlar.

Altinci Ami

Biiylitmek istiyordum. Digbiikey mercegin bu
ozelligini her nasilsa 6grenmistim ama ne bir
mercedim vardi ne de mercek alacak param.
Mercek niyetine kullanabilecegim bir cam
pargasi da bulamiyordum. Zaman, babamin
ilgi alanlarimla ilgilenmedigini gostermisti.
Resim ¢izmek, tasarimlar yapmak, hayaller
kurmak, 6mriiniin en glizel yillarini -belki

de en katii yillariydi- bir Siiryani kéyiinde
gocuklarindan uzakta gegiren memur bir

2. Yasin Hoca veyahut imam Yasin.
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spitting. Hefty Asim swallowing that spit as
well. Zahide hightailing out of the courtyard
with the empty jerrycans. Asim’s words:
“Sooner or later you'll be mine!” Did she? |
doubt it! In those moments, something was
overtaking me as well, but the rest was up to
me, | would dream as far as it would go. | had

to reset the stage and the person | identified
with was not Hefty Asim: | was the kid saving
Zahide from the strong arms of Hefty Asim.
Saving her was another way of possessing her.
Mele Yasin2 would retire from the sweaty crotch
of his devshirme® wife, take his Junub bath and
then get in front of the mike. It was time for the
nutjob who haunted the mosque to arrive.

Fifth Memory

The nutjob would keep on coming, and stare

at the minaret for hours. Just at the minaret.
He'd look right at it and start mumbling things.
He would laugh, first silently, then out loud.

He had ajacket in shreds, and an unforgettable
grizzled beard. I had been told, “don’t be fooled
into thinking that everyone with a beard is a
revolutionary.” He would shit long and hard in
the stone paved part of the courtyard; wipe his
asshole with pebble stones; throw the stone

far away; and start laughing again. He was shot
during a time when the conflicts had intensified.
Just like many nutjobs of the town, he too, was
recorded under the section “terrorists killed".
He was staring at the minaret. Long and hard.
He would make sounds like, “Tsk tsk...” and
laugh.  was undecided between a real militant
and a nutjob. Of course, | was not going to

shit in the mosque’s courtyard. We had a privy
without a ceiling, but it didn't even have a
squatting pan. | would imagine various things
so as to not look at the shithole under me. |

was dreadfully afraid of that dark hole. I had
thrown one of the rubber gislaved shoes bought
for my older brother down that hole, just so
our poverty wouldn't be exposed. | had said,
haven't seen anything...” when they asked. They
still have no clue.

uI

2. Yasin Hodja or Imam Yasin.

3. Translator’s note: Christian children conscripted into the
army and/or the harem by the Ottoman army.
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babanin 6viinebilecegi tiirden seyler degildi.
Aslinda benden gok onun ihtiyaci vardi
mercege, durumumuza daha yakindan
bakabilmek icin. Belli ki istemiyordu adam.
Biiyiitmek istiyordum ve bu arzunun bana
nasil ve nereden bulastigini diisiiniiyordum.
Sonra sonra aklima geldi. Kiigiikken bir ara
Lahdo’'nun sinemasinda, makine odasinda
caligmigtim. Isim, film seritlerindeki yirtiklari
bulmak, bunlariizole bantla bantlamakti. O
siralar —haftasonlari- 6zel seks matineleri
yapilyordu izinli erler igin. Lahdo'nun
makinist oglu benim bu filmleri izlememe
izin vermezdi; yine de aralik kapidan kimi
sahneleri gorebiliyordum. Gévdenin ve
uzuvlarin biiytidiigiinii, meme uglarinin
kasabadaki kiigiik hayatlardan daha fazla
yer kapladigini, kizgin avuglarin avugladigi
penislerin yiiz penis giiciine eristigini...

Yedinci Ani

Komposto késesinin kenarindaki

pencere motiflerinin bilyiitme 6zelligini
kesfettigimde, yemegi birakmig ve
diisiinmeye baglamigtim. Annemin kaseyi
oldugu gibi kullanmama izin vermeyecedgini
biliyordum. Bunda kase takiminin Halep'ten
gelmis olmasinin da pay: biiyiiktii ve nadide
pargalarin ¢cocuklarin elinde oyuncak
olmasi diisiiniilemezdi. Kaselerden birini
kirdim, isime yarayacak olan pargayi aldim,
kiriklari damdan asagi firlattim. Parmagimi
kestim. Bulvar gazetesinden koparilmig
kadinin yanlarina tuttum giin isigindaki
barakada. Niikhet Duru'nun memelerinden
dumanlar yiikselmeye baglamigti. Amacim
onlari yakmak degildi, biiylitmekti, zira
bana fazla kiigiik geliyordu memeleri. O
cam pargasiyla nerelere gittim kimbilir...
Dayimgildeydik, bir ara yatak odalarina
kadar yayilmigti evdeki saklambag oyunu.
Naftalin kokuyordu dolaplar. Yatagin
altinda bir dergiden koparilmig resimler
bulmugtum. ilk resimdeki sarisindi ve ata
biner gibi oturmustu asiginin —gergekten
astk miydi ona?- iistiine. Cami gikarip
bakmisgtim, sarimsi tiiyler biraz daha
biiylimiistii. Dolaptaki balonlarin kondom
oldugunu bilmiyordum, 6grenmis oldum.
Aile efradindan degil tabii ki!

FILTRESiZ

Sixth Memory

| wanted to enlarge. Somehow | had learned
this quality of the convex lens, but | neither
had a lens nor the money to buy one. I could
not find a piece of glass | could use as alens
either. Time had shown that my father was not
interested in my fields of interest. Drawing,
making designs, dreaming, these were not the
sort of things that my father, a civil servant,
who spent the best years of his life - or maybe
they were his worst - in an Assyrian village
away from his children, could be proud of.
Actually, he needed the lens more than | did,
to look more closely at our circumstances.
Clearly, the guy didn't want to. | wanted to
enlarge and | was trying to find out how and
from where | had contracted this desire.

Then it occurred to me. When | was little, |

had worked in the projection room of Lahdo’s
cinema for a while. My job was to find the tears
in the rolls of film and stick them together with
insulating tape. Back then - on weekends -
special sex matinees were held for privates on
leave from the army. Lahdo's projectionist son
would not let me watch these films, but still

I could see certain scenes through a narrow
opening in the door. The body and extremities
growing larger, nipples occupying more space
than the little lives in our town, penises groped
by burning palms attaining the strength of a
hundred penises...

Seventh Memory

When | discovered the enlarging quality of

the window motifs on the compote bowl, | had
stopped eating and started to think. | knew my
mother would never let me use the bowl as it
was; this was largely due to the fact that these
special sets of bowls had come from Aleppo
and it was inconceivable for such rare pieces to
become toys in the hands of children. | broke
one of the bowls, took the piece that would

be of use to me, and then threw the broken
fragments down the roof. | cut my finger. In

the shed under the sunlight, | held the piece

of glass to the sides of the woman torn from
Bulvar newspaper. Smoke began to rise from
Niikhet Duru’s breasts. My aim was not to burn
them, but to enlarge them, because her breasts
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Sekizinci Am

Bana, ¢iikiiniin deliginden ¢ikan beyaz,
yapisgkan sivinin beyninin pargasi oldugunu
sOyledi. Boylece her “otuzbir"de® beyni
biraz daha kiigiiliiyordu, ki hakliydi. Bunu
birlikte yapmamizin daha ¢ok zevk verecegini
anlatiyordu hararetle. Pasajin damindan

bir kat asaglya inen basamaklarin sonunda
kilitli bir kapi vardi ve koridor her daim
karanlikti. Kedilerin yavrularini dogurup
besledigi, tiirlii haserenin cirit attigi, bok,
sidik, kiif ve rutubet kokularinin birbirine
karigtigi bu izbe yer Ugur'un otuzbir mekani
olup ¢ikmisti ve ben bu durumdan pek

de hoslanmiyordum. Neden gidip kendi
daminda yapmiyordu otuzbir igini? Beynine
ait siimiiksii siviy1 neden kendi daminin
izbelerine akitmiyordu da bizim dama
geliyordu? “Bir kiz var..."” demisti, komsunun
kiziydi s6z ettigi, anlamamigtim. Eylemiyle
kiz arasinda kurdugu iligkinin bir ugursuzluga
isaret ettigini anlatmaya calisiyordum ona,
giin gelecek akitacak beyni kalmayacak ve
bir kdpek gibi siiriinerek dlecekti. inanmis
goriinliyordu sdzlerime. Son bir kez otuzbir
cekip sonra gidecegini séylediginde giin
batmak lizereydi.

Dokuzuncu Ani

Hapishanenin oradaki evimizdeydik. Darbe
yillartydi. Herkesin agzinda bir “Hiikiimet”
lafi. Lahdo’nun kiraathanesinin camlarinda
arananlarin afigleri asili. Melké “Ankebut!"#
demisti ogluna, arananlardan birini
bastonunun ucuyla isaret ederek, biraz da
sertge ve diigmanca. Yeni barinagimizin
dami, oyunlarimi kurgulayacagim ve
oynayacagim uygun bir platforma benziyordu
ve oradan agagidaki evin avlusunu oldugu
gibi gorebiliyordum. Orayi dikizliyordum
dama her gikisimda. Annem, bir aksamiistii
tahtta qinlgiplak gordiigiim kizlarin
Almanya'dan geldiklerini, koltukaltlarini
-sadece koltukaltlarini mi?— dinsiz ve
imansiz olduklari igin almadiklarini ve

bir daha bakarsam beni kuyuya atacagini

3. Otuzbir sézciigiinii ve eylemini ilk ondan duymugtum.

4. Kur'anin 29. suresi. Oriimcek anlamina gelir.
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were a bit on the small side for my taste. And
did I go places with that piece of glass... We
were at my (maternal) uncle’s, at some point,
our game of hide and seek had spread all the
way into their bedroom. The closets smelled

of mothballs. | had found pictures torn from a
magazine under the bed. The one in the first
picture was blond and had sat on top of her
lover — was she really in love with him? - as if
mounting a horse. | had taken out the glass and
looked, the delicate blondish hair was enlarged
alittle bit. I didn't know that the balloons in the
closet were condoms, thus | learned. Not from
the family members, no doubt!

Eighth Memory

He told me the white, sticky fluid coming out
of the hole of his dick was a part of his brain.
Thus, his brain was shrinking further with
each “thirty one"#, and he was right. He was
fervently telling me that doing this together
would give us more pleasure. There was a
locked door at the end of the stairs descending
one floor down from the roof of the arcade,
and the corridor was always dark. This damp
dingy place where cats gave birth to and fed
their kittens, swarmed by all sorts of bugs

and beetles, and saturated with a mixture of
smells of shit, urine, mould and humidity had
become Ugur’s place for jerking off and | wasn't
too happy about this situation. Why didn't he
jerk off on his own roof? Why wouldn't he pour
the mucus like the liquid of his brain to the
dilapidated corners of his own roof instead of
coming to ours? “There is this girl.." he had
said. He was talking about the neighbour’s
daughter, but | hadn't understood. | was

trying to explain to him that the association

he formed between his action and the girl
signified an ill omen; that a day would come
when he'd have no more brain to discharge and
he'd die grovelling like a dog. He looked like he
believed in what | had to say. When he said he
was going to jerk off one last time and leave,
the sun was about to set.

4. lhad heard the word and act of “thirty one” (jerking off) for
the first time from him.
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soylemisti bir keresinde. Kikirdek kizlardi

ve pagan bir tarafi vardi ailenin. Tann
g6rmiiyor olabilir miydi o saatlerde? Ug

kiz, belki de kizkardes. Yan yana uzanir ve
sakalasirlardi tahtin tistiinde. Yillar sonra bir
Diyarbekir seyahatnamesinde okuyacaktlm:
putperestlik tapinaginin Semsilerin ibadetgahi
oldugunu anladik. Semsiler evvelce her cumartesi
giinii orada toplanarak aksama kadar yer iger,
karanhk basinca igiklar yakarak bir miiddet dua
ederler, sonra da 1511 sondiirerek, putperestlik
devirlerinde oldugu gibi, hayvani bir surette
birbirine sarilip, baba kizi, kardes hemsiresi, anneler
de ¢ocuklari ile cinsi miinasebette bulunurlard..
Erzurum gingene diyari oldugu gibi, burasi da
Semsilerin merkezidir. Bu iglerden haberdar olan

bir beylerbeyi, onlari yanina ¢agirarak kendi
ibadetgdhlarina devami menetmis, bilahare de
bunlarin namazlari olmadigini, Ermeni, Yahudi ve
Rum mezheplerinden higbirine merbut olmadiklarini
ve yalnizca Ermenice konustuklarini anlayinca,
tekrar yanina ¢agirarak hangi mezhepten olduklarini
sormus. Onlar Ermeni olduklarini sGyleyince,
beylerbeyi ‘Oyle ise ya Ermeni kilisesine veya camiye
devam edin, aksi takdirde hepinizi kiligtan gegiririm!’
diye tehditte bulunmustur. Semsiler yalvararak

ve riisvet vererek Ermeni kilisesine gideceklerine
dair s6z verdikten sonra saliverilmisler; fakat emre
itaat etmeyenin mallarinin miisadere edilecegine,
kellesinin de ugurulacagina dair siddetli emir
¢ikarilmistir. Boylelikle Semsilerin tapinagi bos
kalmis, kendileri de fran‘a, Siiryani memleketine,
Tokat'a, Merzifon'a ve daha baska yerlere
dagilmiglardir. Burada kalanlar ise, korkularindan,
kendileri namina kiliseye gitmek iizere Ermenilere
licret vermege, bazilari da gayri ihtiyari cumartesi
giinleri nébetle kiliseye gitmege baglamiglardir.""

5. M. Sefik Korkusuz, “Polonyali Si ‘un Sey

- 1608-1619", Seyahatnamelerde Diyarbekiriginde (Kent
Yayinlary, tarihsiz). 9. dipnottan aktararak: “XV. asir Ermeni
miielliflerinden Mezoflu Toma, Timur ve haleflerine ait
eserinde, Timur'un $emsi denilen tarikatgilarla meskun $ol,
Simarakh, Safari ve Marasi adli Mardin kdylerini yerle bir
ettigini, fakat ‘bu putperest tarikatlarin, bilahare, seytani

bir surette Mardin'de ve Amid'de tekrar ¢ogaldiklarini’ yazar.
Ermeni miielliflerinin arevortik (giines-ogullari) tabiriyle
zikrettikleri bu tarikat, V. asirdan beri Ermeniler arasinda
gériinen Arlikvan, Borborit, Tondrakli vs. adlarla bilinen
tarikatlarin bir nevi devamidir. Eski Iran menseli olup zhiren
Hiristiyanhga bagh bulunan bu tarikatlara kargi V. asirdan beri
siddetli miicadel rag , VIIL, XI-XII. asirlarda
muhtelif adlar altlnda ve nihayet XIV. asnrda ‘Arevortik’

ismiyle tekrar ortaya ¢ikmigtir. Patrik M. Ormanyan’a nazaran
(Azkabadam, I, s. 818), zamanimizdaki Yezidi tarikatinin
Arevortiklerin bir devami oldugu zannedilmektedir.”

FILTRESiZ

Ninth Memory

We were in our house near the prison. It was
the years of the coup. There was talk of “the
Government” everywhere. Posters of the
wanted were hung on the windows of Lahdo's
coffee house. Melké had said “Ankebut!"® to
his son, somewhat stern and hostile, pointing
at a wanted person with the tip of his cane.
The roof of our new shack seemed like an
appropriate platform where | would dream up
and play out my games, and from there | could
see the entire courtyard of the house below.

I would peep down on that place every time

| was on the roof. Once, my mother had told
me that the girls | saw bare-naked on the taht
one afternoon had come from Germany and
did not wax their armpits — only the armpits?
- because they were godless infidels and if |
were to take another peek she would throw
me down the well. They were giggly girls and
there was something pagan about the family.
Could it be that God did not see during those
hours? Three girls, perhaps sisters. They
would lie side by side and fool around on the
taht. Years later | had read in a Diyarbekir
travelogue: “We realised that a pagan temple we
saw outside the Mardin Gate was the worship place
of the Shemsi. In the past, the Shemsi used to gather
there every Saturday, eat and drink all day long,
and when the night fell they would light the lights
and pray for a while, then they would put out the
lights, and as in the pagan eras, embrace each other
in a bestial manner, father and daughter, brother
and sister, mothers and children would have sexual
intercourse. As Erzurum is the land of gypsies,

here it is the capital of Shemsi. A governor who

got wind of these goings-on had summoned them
and forbid them from attending their temples, and
subsequently realising that they did not practice
salat, and belonged to none of the Armenian, Jewish
or Greek sects and that they only spoke Armenian,
he summoned them once more and asked what their
sect was. When they said they were Armenian, the
governor threatened them, saying, ‘Then attend
the Armenian church or the mosque, otherwise |
will put you all to the sword!” Pleading and bribing,
the Shemsi were released after they promised they
would go to the Armenian church; however a severe

5. 29th Sura of the Quran. Means “spider”.

SENER OZMEN 72



Onuncu Ani

Yener'in dogdugu toprak damli
barinagimizdaydik. Meryem her Allah’in giinii
bizdeydi, gelip anneme evislerinde yardimci
oluyordu. Seviyorduk Meryem'i. Uzun, sari
saglari vardi kalcalarina kadar inen. Memeleri
de kocaman olmugtu. Beni teste koyar,
yikardi. Oyle annem gibi kafama tas indirerek
degil. Viicudumu kaynar sularla haglamadan.
Gozlerim yesil sabundan asiri yansa bile ses
etmezdim Meryem varken. Meryem usulca
yikardi, suyu usulca dokerdi bagimdan asag.
Yiin lifi usulca kullanir, oksardi adeta tenimi.
Bizler miisliimandik, en azindan annem &yle
diyordu. Evimizde duvara asili bir Kur'an vardi
ve ben korkuyordum ona bakmaya. Annem
etaminden bir kilif dikmisti ona. Kapagina

da (biiyiikge bir zarfi andiriyordu o haliyle)
Arapca “Allah" yazisi naksetmisti. Meryem'in
bagka bir dine ve bagka bir peygambere -isa
Mesih'e—inandigini hep sdylerdi annem,
hayiflanarak tabii. Boyle iyi, namuslu, edepli
ve yardimsever bir kizin miisliiman olmamasi
tiziintii vericiydi onun icin. Belki de onu
ogullarindan biri igin isteyebilirdi. Ama Tanri
birdi ve yukaridaydi. Tanri her seyi, herkesi
gorebilirdi. Uzunca bir zaman gozlerimi
gokyiiziine dikmis, Tanri'yi aramigtim
katrilyon sayidaki yildiz arasinda. Meryem'in
yesil gozlerini diisiinerek uyuyunca kabuslar
goriiyordum. O beni siit canagi memeleriyle
boguyordu. Siitten hep nefret ettim!

On Birinci Ani

Pasajli ev. Komsu bakkalin toprak dami.

iki basamak. Otlar uzamis, uzanip pusuya
yattigimda goriinmez oluyordum. Saglik
Ocagi'nin ¢opliigiinden topladigim kiigiik
ilag siseleri, serum hortumlari ve kullanilmig
siringalardan miitesekkil cephanemle, eski
zamanlardan kalma ciiretkar ve sebatkar bir
savasclydim ben. Diismanlarimi yakindan
incelemis, zayif yonlerini kesfetmistim.

O igreng zar kanatlilarin topraklarimda
gezinmelerine miisaade etmeyecektim!
Siringayi kegeli kalem iglerinden elde ettigim
miirekkepli suyla agzina kadar doldurmusg,
uzandigim yerden figkirtmak igin firsat
kolluyordum. Kiigiik, sari gicekleri olan
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order had been issued sanctioning the confiscation
of property and beheading of those who disobeyed
the command. Thus the temple of Shemsi was
abandoned and they themselves were scattered

to Iran, Assyrian land, Tokat, Merzifon and many
different places. Meanwhile, those remaining there
have, out of fear, started to pay Armenians to go to
church on their behalf, and some have unwillingly
been taking turns to go to church on Saturdays.”

Tenth Memory

We were in our earthen-roofed shack where
Yener was born. Meryem was at our place day
in, day out. She was helping out my mother
with the housework. We liked Meryem. She
had long blond hair all the way down to her
hips. And her breasts had become enormous.
She would put me in the washtub and bathe
me. Not like my mother, who would beat me
on the head with the water bowl. She would
not let the hot water scald my body. Even if my
eyes would burn terribly from the green soap,

| wouldn't make a sound when it was Meryem.
Meryem would wash me gently. She would
gently pour the water over my head. She would
scrub the wool washcloth gently, caressing

my skin as it were. We were Muslim; at least
that’s what my mother said. There was a Quran
hanging on the wall in our house and | was
scared of looking at it. My mother had sewn an
etamine cover for it. And she had embroidered
the word “Allah” in Arabic on its front cover

(it resembled a relatively large envelope). My
mother would always say Meryem believed in
another religion and another prophet —Jesus

6. M. Sefik Korkusuz, “The Travel Accounts of Simeon of
Poland (1608-1619)", in Seyahatnamelerde Diyarbekir [Diyarbekir
in Travelogues], (Kent Publications, n.d)) Quoting from
endnote 9: “In his work on Timur and his successors, Toma

of Mezof, a 15th century Armenian author, writes that Timur
laid waste to the Mardin villages of $ol, $imarakl, Safari and
Maragi inhabited by a sect known by the name of Shemsi; but
that ‘subsequently these pagan cults diabolically propagated
again in Mardin and Amid". This cult, which Armenian authors
allude to with the term arevortik (sons of the sun), is a sort of
continuation of the cults known by the names of Arlikvan,
Borborit, Tondrakli, etc. seen among Armenians since the

5th century. Despite the vigorous struggle since the 5th
century against these seemingly Christian cults with origins

in Ancient Persia, they have resurfaced in the 8th, 11th and
12th centuries under various names and finally in the 14th
century under the name of ‘Arevortik’. According to Patriarch
M. Ormanian (Azgapatum [National History], I, p. 818), it is
surmised that the Yezidi cult in our time is a continuation of the
Arevortiks.”
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otlar vardi damin topraginda yeseren, damin
altinda ise Pagavraci'nin diikkani. Nereden
bulup getiriyordu onca partali? Kadinlarin
cesaret edip giremedigi bir diikkandi,

belki karakuru karisi varken ve Pagavraci
ortaliklarda yokken, arada ugruyorlardi don,
sutyen, i¢lik almak i¢in, hem kendilerine, hem
yetiskin kizlarina. Bir ara baca deligindeki
pagavralari gikarip igeriye s6yle bir goz atmis,
ancak kayda deger higbir sey gérmemistim.
Annem kendi gélgemde oynamam gerektigini
soylerdi. Bu tabii Kiirtce bir deyisti ve
Tiirkgeye birebir ¢evirdigimde ortada anlam
falan kalmiyordu.

On ikinci Ami

Pagavraci’'nin tam karsisindaki diikkan, iri
memeli Wesila’'nindi, belaydi oglanlar, kizlari
da dyle. Muhtemelen dayak yemisimdir o
piglerin birinden! O kizlardan bir “gan” almak
icin dolanan ter biyiklilar da vardi. S6zciigiin
ne anlama geldigini bilmiyordum. Ta ki
Ekremo pratikte gosterene dek! Yilanl Gol'e
-vakti zamaninda iginde iki askerin boguldugu
hep sdylenirdi, zira géliin yanibasinda bitisik
iki mezar vardi- kasabanin geng kizlari
camagir yikamak iizere gelirlerdi. Ekremo
kizlardan en g6zdesini goziine kestirmis,
kosaraktan ayaktaki kizin kalgasina kalkik
oniinli degdirmis ve hizla uzaklagmisti oradan.
“Min ganek jé stand!"¢, Spliciik almak gibi bir
seydi galiba. Hig siirsel degildi gordiiklerim.

On Ugiincii Ami

Ne zaman bagladi? Cehennemden 6nce
miydi, sonra miydi? Yazmak neydi? Benim igin
neydi? Abimin felsefe egitimi igin idil'i terk
edip Erzurum'’a gitmesiyle, kiigiik diinyamdaki
degisimi daha agik gorebiliyordum. Onun
siirlerinde duygudan eser yoktu, bense
duygularimla ise koyulmugtum. Ayni

kitaplari okumamiza ragmen, o kitaplardan
farkli sekillerde besleniyorduk. O Rilke'ye,
Hofmannsthal'a bagladiginda, ben Yesenin'e

6. Ondan bir gan aldim. Gan (l): can, ruh, dirim (yagam giicii),
gan (Il): gan: 1. giftlesmek (erkek ve disi hayvanin déllenmek
igin biraraya gelmesi); 2. Sikmek, ganaki: sikici (Zana Farqini,
Kiirtge-Tiirkge Sozliik, Istanbul Kiirt Enstitiisii Yayinlari).

FILTRESiZ

Christ — of course bewailing it. The fact that
such a good, virtuous, well-mannered and
benevolent girl was not Muslim was upsetting
to her. Perhaps she could have taken heras a
bride for one of her sons. But there is one God,
up there high above. God could see everything,
everyone. For a long time | had fixed my eyes on
the sky, searched for God among a quadrillion
stars. When | slept thinking of Meryem’s green
eyes, | had nightmares. She was smothering
me with her milk bowl breasts. | have always
hated milk!

Eleventh Memory

The house with the arcades. The earthen roof
of the grocer next door. Two steps. Weeds

have grown tall; when [ lay in ambush [ was
becoming invisible. With my ammunition that
consisted of tiny medicine bottles, serum pipes
and used syringes collected from the dump

of the Community Clinic, | was an audacious
and tenacious warrior of ancient times. | had
closely examined my enemies, discovered their
weaknesses. | was not going to allow those
disgusting hymenoptera to roam my lands! |
would fill the syringe to the brim with the ink
water | got from marker pen refills, and watch
for an opportunity to squirt from where | lay

in wait. There were weeds with tiny, yellow
flowers sprouting in the earth of the roof, and
below the roof was the Ragpicker’s shop. Where
on earth did he find all those rags and haul them
here? It was a shop women did not dare go into.
Perhaps occasionally, when his dark and skinny
wife was in and the Ragpicker was not around,
they would stop by to buy panties, bras,
undergarments both for themselves and their
adult daughters. Once | had pulled out the rags
in the flue and stole a glance inside but could
not see anything worthwhile. My mother used
to say | should play in my own shadow. This,

of course, was a saying in Kurdish and when |
translated it word for word into Turkish it no
longer made any sense.

Twelfth Memory

Right across from the Ragpicker’s was the
shop of the big-breasted Wesila. Her sons
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kagiyordum. Siirsel diisiinebilirdi, ama siir
yazmak diisiinmekten te bir seydi benim

icin. Babam ise ikimizden farkli diisiiniiyor,
edebiyatin her tiiriinden nefret ediyordu.
Sanatin da dyle! Kiigiik bir kasabada
aydinlanmanin tiirlii riskleri vardi, hemen géze
batiyordunuz.

On Dérdiincii Ani

Giré Elim'e (Alem Dagi'na) kadar yiiriimeye
karar verdik. Dag, Beyara'dan (Hezex'in
sirtlarindan) bakinca oldukga yakin goriiniiyordu
bize, oraya gidecek ve Heidegger'in sozleriyle
“gizini agacaktik” o efsunlu dagin. Dogruya
dayalan, Annem Giré Elim'i mesken eylemis
devasa boynuzlu yilanlarin Tanri tarafindan
indirilen ¢cengellerle arsa gikarildigini
soyliiyordu, sanirim cezalandirilmiglardi
veyahut onun gibi bir sey. Bu boynuzlu yilanlar
cezalandirilmadan dnce tipki bizler gibiymigler,
yani insanmiglar; sonra bir sey olmus, Tanri'nin
tasvip etmedigi bir sey. “Anlat!” diyorum
Annem’e, “Anlat, ne olmus!?”, “Roze’j xwe re..."”
diyor Annem, “Hey sandil!"® Uyumayacagim! O
anlatana kadar uyumayacagim! “Mérét tozi xwe
dipivin hev..."? diyor ardindan. Anlamiyorum
zaten. “Mér” ve “tazi"nin'® ne anlama
geldigini biliyorum da, digerini bilmiyorum.
“Wek Qewmé Lat!""" diye ekliyor. Erkeklerin
kadinlarla mi yatmasi —burada uyumasi-
gerekiyor? Sabahlari bilik'imin'2 sertlestigini
goriiyorum ve yatagimdan ¢ikmiyorum
utancimdan. Oyle, kipkirmizi...

On Beginci Ani
Yiiriidiik de ne oldu? Ug kisiydik, Beyara
bitti, “Bitti!!"” dedik ligimiiz de. Kir bitti. Biz

yaklastik¢a dag uzaklasiyordu bizden. Gelincik
tarlasini da gegtik. Sonra esek arilariyla kaph

7. “Uyu..” diyor Annem, ama

Iinda “Uyu kendine...” diyor.
8. Sandil'in ne anl geldigini hig 6gr Hindistan'da
bir bélgeyi gosteriyor Google. Miimkiin mii? Kiirtge Hint-
Avrupa dil grubundan... Google Ceviri'den giriyorum, ardindan
gérsellerden. Kutu, sandik gibi bir sey gikiyor.

9. Giplak erkekler birbirleriyle yatiyorlarmig.
10. Erkek ve giplak.

11, Lat'un kavmi gibi.

12. Bilik: Giik.
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were trouble, as were her daughters. | must
have gotten a beating from one of those
bastards! There were also those with budding
moustaches who wandered around to have a
“gan” from those girls. | didn't know what that
word meant. Until Ekremo demonstrated it for
me! Young girls of the town used to come to
the Yilanli (Serpentine) Lake to do the laundry
— it was always said that once upon a time two
soldiers had drowned there, hence the pair

of adjoining graves right by the lake. Ekremo
had trained his eye on the most favoured girl,
ran up to her and brushed his hard-on against
her hip, then darted off. “Min ganek jé stand!"”?,
guess it was something like having a kiss. What
| saw was not poetic at all.

Thirteenth Memory

When did it start? Was it before hell, or
afterwards? What was it, to write? What was it
for me? With my older brother leaving idil and
moving to Erzurum to study philosophy, | could
see the change in my small world more clearly.
There was no trace of emotion in his poems
whereas | had set to work on my emotions.
Even though we read the same books, they
nourished us in different ways. When he was
rapt in Rilke or Hofmannsthal, | would retreat
to Yesenin. He could think poetically, but for
me writing poetry was something beyond
thinking. My father, on the other hand,
disagreed with us both, and hated every genre
of literature. And all art as well! In a small
town, enlightenment had all sorts of risks -
you immediately stuck out like a sore thumb.

Fourteenth Memory

We decided to walk to Giré Elim (Mount
Alem). Looking from Beyara (from the ridges
of Hezex) the mountain seemed quite close,
we were going to go there and in Heidegger's
words “unveil the mystery” of that enchanted

7. lhad a gan from her. Gan (l): life, spirit, vitality (vital force),
gan (Il): copulation (the joining of a male and a female animal
fori ination), gan: 1. late (the joining of a male and

f | imal for i ion) 2. To fuck, ganaki: fucker
(Kiirtge-Tiirkge Sozliik [Kurdish-Turkish Dictionary], Zana Farqinf,
Kurdish Institute of Istanbul publications; entry translated into
English by the translators.
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bir arazi ¢ikti 6niimiize. Biiyiik, kocaman
bir arazi. Kirmizi, sari gizgili esek arilari.
“Burasi cehennem arazisidir!” dedik liglimiiz
de. Kimse cesaret etmedi. Gerisin geri
donecektik o halde. Beyara'ya, oradan

da evlere dagilacaktik. Giineg batmak
tizereydi. Korkuyorduk, “Korkmayin!”
diyorum digerlerine, “Ben korkmuyorum!”
“Korkmuyoruz!" dedik iigiimiiz de. Giré
Elim orada, boynuzlu yilanlar orada, giplak
erkekler orada. Herkes mi ¢iplak? Nisko,
“Dénmeliyiz..." diyor.

On Altinci Ami

Evime geldi, odama girdi. ilk kez geliyordu.
Daha dnce de birileri gelmigti. Kapida
beklemis, tiim yagmuru yemis, ama igeri
girmek icin gereken isareti alamamis,
sadece “Kendine iyi bak...” deyip gitmisti.
Yagmur da dyle. Bana sevgilisinin sigara
yaniklarini géstermisti, sirtinda ve
omzunda. “Neden hald onunlasin?” dememi
bekliyordu. Demedim. “Korkuyorum
ondan...” Ulkiicliymiis! Ve Kiirtlerden nefret
ediyormug! Opiince geger miydi yaniklari?
Gocuk degildik ki!? Ne o ne ben. Bigimli
memeleri deli ediyordu beni, o Ulkiicii
opiiyor, oksuyor, sikiyor, yaliyor, isiriyordu
uglarini. Ona bir siir yazsam geger miydi?
Bunu sevmisti, bu dizeyi... Tuval bezinden
dikme perdeler kapaliydi, siki sikiya. Yatagin
ucunda oturmus, sigara igiyordu. Cok
giizeldi sigaraigisi. Her ne olacaksa, kimseler
gelmeden olmaliydi. Kim gelecekti ki? Saglari
saman sarisi, kirpikleri mavi degildi, olabilirdi
ama. Nazim"in kitabina uzandi, birakti hemen.
Kilimin iistiindeki miirekkepli ¢izimlere
bakti bir siire, biri Sylvia Plath igindi ve kan
siziyordu siitbeyazi bacaklarinin arasindan.
Kan, goktu.

- Sadece miirekkep degil, nane likorii
devar...

- llging birisin gergekten...

- Nanelikérii kullandim diye mi?

- Evet... Bilmiyorum. ilgingsin...
Onun gibi degilsin. Hig kimse gibi
degilsin....

- Sylviaigin yaptim...

- Sylvia?

- Sylvia Plath...

FILTRESiZ

mountain. Be it truth or fable, my Mother used
to say that the giant horned vipers that dwelled
in Giré Elim were elevated to the seventh
heaven with hooks brought down by God and

| think they were punished, or something like
that. Before they were punished, these horned
vipers were just like us, that is to say they were
human, then something happened, something
God did not approve of. “Tell me!” | say to my
Mother, “Tell me what happened!?”, “Roze’j xwe
re...”® says my Mother, “Hey sandil!"? | will not
sleep! | will not sleep until she tells me more!
Then she says, “Mérét tozi xwe dipivin hev..."1°.

| don’t understand anyway. | know what “mér”
and “tazi"'" mean but | don’t know the other
one. She adds “Wek Qewmé Liit!"12. Are men
supposed to lay - here, sleep — with women? In
the mornings | see my bilik'3 stiffen and can't
get out of bed out of embarrassment. Like
that, red as a beet...

Fifteenth Memory

So we walked and for what? We were three
people, Beyara was finished, and all three of us
said “Finished!” The meadow was finished. The
closer we got, the further away the mountain
moved. We passed the poppy field too. Then
we came across a terrain covered with wasps.
Ahuge, gigantic terrain. Red, yellow striped
wasps. All three of us said: “This is the land of
hell!” No one dared. There was nothing to do
but head back then. To Beyara, and then off

to our houses. The sun was about to set. We
were afraid. | tell the others “Don't be afraid!”,
“I'm not afraid!” All three of us said: “We are
not afraid!” Giré Elim is there, horned vipers
are there, naked men are there. Is everyone
naked? Nisko says “We should get back...".

8. “Sleep..” says my Mother, but actually she says “Sleep to
yourself...”

9. Inever did find out what Sandil means. Google shows a
region in India. Is that possible? Kurdish belongs to the family
of Indo-European languages... | search in Google Translate,
then in images. Something like a box, a chest comes up.

10. Naked men were sleeping with each other.
11. Men and naked.

12. Like the tribe of Lot.

13. Bilik: Cock.
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- Opsene beni...
- Prezervatifim yok!
- Bendevar, merak etme...

On Yedinci Ani

Babam hasta miydi? Babam hastaymis...
Basina annemin esarplarindan birini
baglamis, diigiimler atmig, siingerden yer
yataginda boylu boyunca uzanmigti ve

uzun uzun oksiiriiyordu titreyerek. Arada
sirilsiklam olmug fanilasini gikariyor, yenisiyle
degistiriyor ve dualar ediyordu fisiltiyla.
Yalnizdik, babam ve ben; digerlerinin

nerede oldugunu bilmiyordum. Kapilar
acildi, yok agilmadi, kapilar kirildi sonra,
ellerinde silahlariyla bir grup asker girdi
odaya, babamin oldugu tarafa dogru yiirtidii
iclerinden biri ve kendisine Fahri Ozmen olup
olmadigini sordu. Bir dksiiriik nébeti tuttu
babami, Fahri Ozmen oydu, biliyordum, zira
biz ¢ocuklari da ona Fahri diye sesleniyorduk,
hi¢ baba demedik ki! Karakuru bir asker

daha geldi, girdi odaya, gozleri parliyor,
“Komutanim dinamit fitili buldum!” dedi,
Singer dikis makinesinin ¢arkini geviren
lastikti elindeki, “Bu ne? Dinamit fitili mi?”,
“Benziyor..." dedi asker. Aglamaya bagladim,
Fahri'yi gotiirecekler miydi? Ya dldiiriirlerse?
O zaman bir Fahri'miz olmayacakti! Ve ben
baska hig kimseye Fahri demeyecektim!

On Sekizinci Ani

Mozambik'ten gelen kadin yatagin

kirlenmis garsafini degistirdi, hi¢ susmadan.
Mozambik'ten gelen kadin yastigin
kirlenmis kilifini degistirdi, hi¢ susmadan.
Mozambik'ten gelen kadin duvardaki aynanin
cergevesine ilistirdigim fotografa bakti,

hi¢ susmadan. Mozambikten gelen kadin
kim olduklarini sordu fotograftakilerin,

hi¢ susmadan. Mozambik'ten gelen

kadin HIV agisi yaptigini séyledi, hig
susmadan. Mozambik'ten gelen kadin alti
¢ocugu oldugunu sdyledi, hi¢ susmadan.
Mozambik'ten gelen kadin hangi ulusa
mensup oldugumu pek merak etti, hig
susmadan. Mozambik'ten gelen kadin neden
Ukraynali kizi sordugumu 6grenmek istedi,
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Sixteenth Memory

She came to my house, and into my room. It
was the first time she came. There had been
others before. One had waited at the door,

got soaked in the rain, but couldn’t get the
permission come in, had only said “Take care
of yourself..."” and left. So did Yagmur. She had
shown me the cigarette burns on her back

and shoulder inflicted by her lover. She was
expecting me to say, “Why are you still with
him?” I didn't. “l am scared of him...". Said he
was an ultranationalist! And hated the Kurds!
Would her burns go away if kissed? But we
were not kids anymore!? Neither she nor I.
Her shapely breasts were driving me crazy and
that Ultranationalist was kissing, caressing,
squeezing, licking, and biting their nipples.
Would it go away if | wrote her a poem? She did
like that, this verse... Curtains sewn of canvas
were drawn, tightly shut. Sitting on the edge
of the bed, she was smoking. It was beautiful
the way she smoked. Whatever was going to
happen had to happen before anyone came.
And who was supposed to come anyway?

Her hair straw-blond, eyelashes blue, no, they
were not, but could have been. She reached for
Nazim’s book, dropped it at once. She looked
at the ink drawings on the rug for a while, one
was for Sylvia Plath and blood was oozing from
between her milk-white legs. Blood, there was
alot of it.

- ldon't havejustink, there is mint
liqueur too...

- Youreally are an interesting one...

- Because l used mint liqueur?

- Yes...I don't know. You're interesting...
You are not like him. You are not like
anyone....

- ldiditfor Sylvia ...

- Sylvia?

- Sylvia Plath...

- Kiss me, won't you?

- ldon't have condoms!

- ldo, don't worry...

Seventeenth Memory
Was my father ill? My father wasiill... He had

wrapped one of my mother’s scarves around
his head, tied it in knots, stretched out at full
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hi¢ susmadan. Mozambik'ten gelen kadin
ona asik oldugumu diisiindii, hi¢ susmadan.
Mozambik’ten gelen kadin Kiirtler diye

bir sey duydugunu sdyledi, hi¢ susmadan.
Mozambik'ten gelen kadin bagka bir
ihtiyacim var mi diye sordu, hi¢ susmadan.
Ozlem aradi, nasil oldugumu sordu, hig
susmadan. Yagmurlu Miinih. Mozambik'ten
gelen kadin klozeti temizledi, hig susmadan.
Funda aradi, Ozlem'i hig sevmedigini soyledi,
hi¢ susmadan. Mozambik'ten gelen kadin ¢ok
az para kazandigini sdyledi, hi¢ susmadan.
Ben hep sustum.

On dokuzuncu Ani

Otelin barinda ve gecenin bir yarisi aglayan
bir geng kiz. Resepsiyondaki Uzakdogulu'ya
tiim bozukluklarimi birakiyorum, 5o Euro
falan eder. Miitegekkir. Saygiyla egiliyor.
Saydlkga sayiyor. Saygisiz.
Neyin var? Neden aglyorsun?

- Higgg...

- Higmi?

- Cokkotiiyiim...

- Goriiyorum... Ne oldu?

- Onunlayattim...

- Kiminle?

- Projenin bagindaki herifle...

- lyibok yedin...

- Yedim evet. Evliymis...

- Bilmiyor muydun?

- Sarhostuk...

- Benuyumaya gidiyorum...

- Biraz dahakalsan...

- Cokuykum var...

Erotik bir kanal bulsam bari. Varsa yoksa
sesler, iniltiler, kremler, dildolar, Arap
pornosu, ama tiim kizlar sarigin ve pegeli. Bu
alfabenin bir giin bu isler igin kullanilacagini
hig diisiinmemis olabilir miydim? Oper,
bir-iki alnimiza degdirir ve yiiksekge bir
yerin iistiine koyardik yerde buldugumuz
tilitlin yapraklarini. Oda telefonu galsa.
Erkek olmaktan nefret ettigim saatler. illaki
akiticam. Sicak havluya, koltugun késesine,
masanin ortiisline, vazoya, vazodaki
ciceklere... Sitte... seb'a... seldse... erba‘a...
Pegeler siizer...

FILTRESiZ

length on the foam mattress on the floor
and was coughing heavily in shivers. Every
once in a while, he took off his sweat-soaked
undershirt, put on a new one and prayed in
whispers. We were alone, my Father and |,

I didn’t know where the others were. The
doors opened - no they didn't — the doors
were broken down later, a group of soldiers
with guns in hand entered the room, one of
them walked towards my father and asked
him if he was Fahri Ozmen. My father was
seized with a coughing fit. He was Fahri
Ozmen, | knew that, because as his children
we also called him Fahri, we never did say
father! Another dark and scraggy soldier
came, entered the room, his eyes ablaze,
“Commander, sir, | found a dynamite fuse!”
he said. It was the rubber treadle belt of the
Singer sewing machine he was holding in his
hand, “What's this? Is this a dynamite fuse?”,
“Looks like it..." said the soldier. | started
crying, were they going to take Fahri away?
What if they killed him? Then we would no
longer have a Fahri! And | would call no one
else Fahri!

Eighteenth Memory

The woman who came from Mozambique
changed the dirty linen of the bed, talking
nonstop. The woman who came from
Mozambique changed the dirty pillowcase,
talking nonstop. The woman who came from
Mozambique looked at the photograph |

had tucked in the mirror frame on the wall,
talking nonstop. The woman who came

from Mozambique asked who the people in
the photograph were, talking nonstop. The
woman who came from Mozambique said she
gave HIV shots, talking nonstop. The woman
who came from Mozambique said she had six
children, talking nonstop. The woman who
came from Mozambique was much curious
about my nationality, talking nonstop. The
woman who came from Mozambique wanted
to learn why | asked about the Ukrainian

girl, talking nonstop. The woman who came
from Mozambique thought | was in love with
her, talking nonstop. The woman who came
from Mozambique said she heard about
something called Kurds, talking nonstop. The
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Ve Son Ani

Beni arabasina aliyor ve bilmedigim bir

yere gotiiriiyor. Bir golet var ayaklarimizin
dibinde, yemyesil ve igreng. Birer bira
iciyoruz arabanin iginde. Gozleri gozlerime
vuruyor. Eskiden de giizeldi o g6zler. Kiyilari
islak. Yikik bir duvar var. Bir de kocaman
harflerle yazilmig ayip seyler. Kusuyor.
Sokakta karsilagtik. Kucaginda bir bebek
vardi. Panikledi ve bebegi aldi yanindakiler.
Sarildi ve agladi. Oldiigiimii diisiinmiis.
Ter6rist oldugumu. Ben siyirmigtim o sira.
Katran kivaminda bir paranoya idi benimkisi.
Beni takip ediyor pervaneler... idil benim
dogdugum yer. Bir-iki aradi. Dergilerde
go6rmiis suretimi, sonra gazetelerde, sonra
ekranlarda, sonra riiyasinda, bir daha
goérmemis sonra. 20 yasindaydi ben onu
sevdigimde. Nevski'nin kaldirimlari da yoktu
o salgam sehirde, s6yle gidip kafami vuracak!
Asik olan kag giincel sanatgi var Allah agkina
su diinyada? Bence yoktur!

Eyliil - Ekim 2015
Diyarbakir
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woman who came from Mozambique asked
if | needed anything else, talking nonstop.
Ozlem called, asked how | was, talking
nonstop. Rainy Munich. The woman who
came from Mozambique cleaned the toilet
bowl, talking nonstop. Funda called, said she
didn't like Ozlem at all, talking nonstop. The
woman who came from Mozambique said
she made very little money, talking nonstop.
| was silent all the time.

Nineteenth Memory

In the hotel bar and in the middle of the
night is a young girl crying. | leave all
my change to the Far-Eastern guy at the
reception, it would add up to about 5o
Euros. Grateful. Bows respectfully. Keeps
counting and counting. Rude.

- What's wrong? Why are you crying?

- Nooothing...

- Nothing?

- I'mfeeling very bad...

- lcansee that... What happened?

- Isleptwith him...

- Withwho?

- With the guy running the project...

- Nice fucking job you did...

- ldid, yes. He is married...

- Youdidn't know?

- Weweredrunk...

- I'mgoing tosleep...

- Stayallittle, won't you?

- I'mverytired...

I should at least find an erotic channel.

All there are, are sounds, moans, creams,
dildos, Arabic porn, but all the girls are
blond and veiled. Is it possible that | never
thought this alphabet could be used for
these things? The tobacco leaves we

found on the ground, we'd kiss and brush
against our forehead a few times and place
somewhere high. | wish the room telephone
would ring. The hours | hate being a man.

| absolutely have to pour it out. On the
warm towel, the corner of the armchair, the
tablecloth on the table, the vase, the flowers
in the vase... Sitte... seb’a... seldse... erba’a...
Veils gazing...
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FILTRESiZ

And the Last Memory

Takes me in her car and drives me to a place |
don't know. There is a pond right by our feet,
very green and disgusting. We have a beer
each, inside the car. Her eyes lash against my
eyes. Those eyes were beautiful back in the
days too. Their shorelines wet. There is a wall
laying in ruins. And obscene things written

in huge letters. She throws out. We ran into
each other on the street. There was a baby in
her arms. She panicked and the people with
her took the baby from her. She hugged me
and cried. She had thought | was dead. That

I was a terrorist. | had gone off the deep end
at the time. Mine was paranoia thick as tar. |
am hounded by propellers... idil is where | was
born. She called once or twice. She had seen
my face in magazines, then in the papers,
then on the screens, then in her dreams, and
then she saw it no more. She was 20 when |
loved her. Not like there were pavements of
Nevski in that turnip town, which [ could go
bang my head on! For God's sake how many
contemporary artists do fall in love in this
world? | think none!

September - October 2015
Diyarbakir
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1. Sener Ozmen Kimi Temsil Etmeli?

Sener Ozmen’in hemen her zaman kendisinden
fazlasini temsil etmesine sanat diinyasi
neredeyse alismis durumda. Ozmen bazen

Kirt sorununun bir temsilcisi olarak, bazen Kirt
GUncel Sanatr'nin, bazen Kirt aleminin, bazen
Diyarbakir'in ve bolgenin yakin tarihinin, bazen
Diyarbakir’daki bir avug sanatginin, bazen
Diyarbakir 6rneginden hareketle (yerel merkez
olarak) Istanbul’a karsi periferinin, bazen de
(Londra, New York vd'lerinde cisimlesen) kiiresel
merkezlere karsi kiresel periferinin temsilcisi
olarak algilanageldi. Yeri geldi bizzat kendisi bu
role talip oldu, yeri geldi gdmlek tizerinde kaldi,
yeri geldi kararsiz kalsa da gitgeller iginde temsilci
rolliniin gereklerini yerine getirirken goraldu.
Kendi adina degil belki ama Diyarbakir adina, sanat
dinyasindan figirlerin (sanatgilarin, kiratorlerin,
elestirmenlerin) Diyarbakir'a devamliliklarinin,
oraya ne zaman gidip orada ne kadar kaldiklarinin
cetelesini tuttugu, yoklama aldigi bile oldu.*

1S6zkonusu devam tablosu, 3 Kasim-29 Aralik 2012 tarihleri
arasinda Pilot Galeri'de gergeklesen “Sifir Tolerans” sergisindeki
“Sifir Tolerans Gazetesi” adli gazetede yer aliyordu.

Bu kaniksanmis stirgit temsilci roling,
sonunda basliginin “Filtresiz” olmasinda karar
kildigimiz bu sergi icin hazirlanirken veri kabul
etmemeye calistik. Calistik diyorum, ¢link(
bunu siklikla bagaramadik. Fakat denedik ve
denememizle bir alan agmaya cliret ettigimiz
vehmine de ayni siklikta olmasa da zaman zaman
kapildik.

Filtresiz konugmak, biraz yukarida
andiklarimiza benzer énkabullere meydan okumayi
da gerektiriyor gibiydi. Ote yandan, sinirasma
jestlerini veya paradigma degistirme ilanlarini da
pek benimsemedigimizden, Ozmen’e yiiklenen
bu her zaman bir seylerin temsilcisi olma roliinG
tamamen tarihe gdmmeyi de distinmedik,
hedeflemedik. Ama katmanlandirma egilimi
gosterdik, belki bir kuple girift hale getirdik, az da
olsa dolayimini artirmaya yoneldik, kagis gizgileri
aradik, hatta imkéan buldukga tersinlemeler igin
olanaklar yaratmaya galistik. Teorinin kendi
deneyimini bulmak igin tekil, form kazanmamig,
henlz icat edilmemis, sdylencesiz modellerin
kapisini galmak hevesiyle elimizi kaldirdik.

Ozetle temsilci roliin(i kendi (izerine defalarca
katlamak suretiyle bu roliin kopartilabilecegi
kat yerlerini ortaya cikarir olduk. Sener Ozmen’in



kendisini temsil ettigi an’lari diger temsil
gorevlerini de igeren Ozmen aginda kritik diigim
noktalari haline getirebilmek bagli bagina bir
ugras gerektirdi. Kat yerlerine sizabildigimizi
diistindiigiimiiz her an kendimizi gok sayida
olasiligin koynuna biraktik.

Yukaridaki temsil denklemlerinin ilging bir
bileseni de konusan Sener Ozmen'in kimin adina,
kime seslendigi. Sanat diinyasindaki Ozmen,
ekseriyetle Diyarbakir (bazen genisleyerek
Kurt illeri, sonra Kiirt alemi, bazen bir tik artarak
kiresel periferi) adina konusuyor ve merkeze
(6ncelikle Istanbul, sonra kiiresel merkezler)
sesleniyor. Hemen hemen hig Diyarbakir'dan
s6z alip da Diyarbakir’a seslenen bir isi, demeci,
metni, girisimi yok Ozmen’in sanat diinyasinda.
Bu, Diyarbakir’i bir sanat diinyasi muhatabi
olarak gdzden gikardigi igin veya Diyarbakir higbir
zaman boyle bir isik vermedigi igin de olabilir,
sanat dlinyasinin merkezlerinde ihtiyac duyulan,
dozunda bir periferi tinisi, kontrol edilebilir bir
Diyarbakir sesi eksikligini kargilamasi igin maruz
kaldigi baskiya zaman zaman yanit vermesinden
de olabilir; veya tersine, yok sayilan bir Diyarbakir
sesini duyulur kilma sorumlulugunu Gizerinde
hissetmesinden de olabilir. Gelgelelim edebiyatci
Sener Ozmen, Diyarbakir’dan Diyarbakir’a, Kiirtce
cografyadan Kirtce cografyaya, Kirt dleminden
Kirt alemine seslenen bir figtirdir. Bu, zaten
metinlerini Kirtce kaleme almasinda kendini
belli ediyor denebilir, ancak temalar, konular, dil
ve yaklasim, edebiyat sdzkonusu oldugunda
Kirt aleminden Kirt alemine seslenen sesin
Diyarbakir'dan istanbul’a seslenen sese galebe
calmasiicin yeterli gibidir.

Sanatci kimliginin sabitleniglerinden siyrilma
ihtimalleri aramak kendi basina bir macera, hatta
bir tir kovalamaca, ¢link( kimlik kaliplari takibi
kolay kolay birakmiyor.

Esasen, sanatci kimliginin sabitlenmesine
kargi kimligin istikrarsizlastirilmasi arzusu, alttan
alta, filtresiz konugmak denince giindeme
gelen konusmanin en temel niteliklerinden birini
olusturuyor. Bunun sebebi, Ozmen’in lizerinde en

fazla hissettigi filtrenin kendi temsili gliciiniin
filtresi olmasi, sabitlenen sanatgi kimliginin
oOtesine giden Uretimlerin ve yaklagimlarin elendigi
bir esige denk gelmesi.

2. Kiirt Sorununda Toplumsal
Taninma ve Sanat Diinyasinda
Tikanik Kabuller

Her ne kadar farkli temsiller arasinda bélintyor
gibi goziikse de temelde Sener Ozmen temsili
Kirt sorunu gevresinde gelisir. Burada sanatginin
temel iglevi siklikla sorunlari gorinlrlestirme,
Kirt sorununun gorindrlik talebini cisimlestirme
olarak yorumlanir. Kabul ettirmek, duyurmak,
hissettirmek igin sanat fikri, kimlik filtresine tabi
tutulan sanatginin sanatsal arzularinin da bir
6lglide sabitlenmesi anlamini tagir: Sanatginin tek
talebinin kendisi, yagami, sanati ve temsil ettikleri
adina bir “taninma” oldugu diigtindlir. Varliginin
veya mesruiyetinin kabuliinden bagka beklentisi
olmadigi varsayilir. Ancak taninma resmi anlamiyla
gerceklesse bile, de facto bir tanima mi olacaktir,
yoksa de jure bir tanima mi? Yani teorik olarak bir
toplumun veya temsilcilik roliindeki sanatginin
varolusu, taninmasi gerektigi kanisina varildigi
icin mi taninmalidir yoksa de facto etkin diye
varolmasina razi mi olunmalidir? Taninmanin
gerceklesip gergeklesmeyecedi veya hangi yolun
takip edilecegi gibi ayrintilar farklilik gdsterebilir
ama Uzerinde uzlasilan tek nokta taninma
talebinin varoldugu varsayimidr.

Sanat dlnyasi, taninma talebi (izerinden
kimliklendirmeye niyetlendigi sanatgilara kugku
uyandirici bir benimsemeyle yaklagir. Buna bir tir

“tikanik kabul” diyebiliriz. Sanatci her seferinde, her

sergide, her yeni projede, her iste ve kaleme aldig
her metinde, bir kez daha engelleri agip taninma
talep eden bir seslenis, bir s6z alma veya tavir
olarak kavranir; ve iyicillik, hatta bazenilericilik,
kendini bu asamada gosterir: Taninma talebi hig
sektirmeden her seferinde neredeyse kosulsuz,
tartismasiz kabul edilir. Taninma talebinin timden



reddedildigi sag perspektiflerin etkileriyle
karsilastirilarak degerlendirildiginde bu kabul ilk
bakista milliyetcilikten kopma alani saglamak
ve 6zglrlesmeci bir adim atmak igin yeterli
sanilabilir. Ancak bir de bakarsiniz ikinci adima
asla gecilememis. Kabultin tikanikhigi buradadir.
Bir siire sonra sanki o ilk adim atilmamis gibi ayni
sanatclyl bir kez daha taninma talep ederken ve
sanat dinyasini da kendisine bir kez daha ayni
hakki tanirken gorlrtz. Bu, Turkiye 6zelinde, biraz
daha dolaysiz konusacak olursak, Diyarbakir’dan
ayaga kalkan bir Kirt sanatginin ne istedigini
bastan bildigimizi varsaymayi igerir ~kesin
kendisinin ve sorunlarinin taninmasini istiyordur-
ve bu istedigini her seferinde ona veririz. Taninma
talebi inkérin sona ermesi talebidir, inkar etmez
ve duraksamadan kabullenen bir bicimde taniriz.
Derken tikanikliga sira gelir: Clink( bir taninmadan
sonra kurulacak gergek esit iliskileri kurmayiz
-sorunlara karsi hassas ve duyarli oldugumuz
iddiasiyla kendi kimligimizi de glclendirecek
bicimde tekrar tekrar onu ve sorununu taniriz.
Sahne, strekli merdivenin ilk basamagina cikilip
tekrar inilen bir yineleme oyunu dogurur. Sanatgi
taninma talep edip sanatiyla bu hakki kendisi ve

temsil ettikleri adina alan/koparan kisi kimliginden,

sanat dlinyasi da siyasi ve toplumsal kabul
edislerini sanatcinin kimliginde sdrdardlebilir
kilmaktan memnun oldugu strece defalarca ayni
basamaga ¢ikip inmek, yeniden ¢ikip yeniden
inmek mimkn olabilir.

Bu durumu biz Tirkiye'de Kiirt sorununun
geldigi yeni asama acisindan da okumak istedik.
Artik “Kdrtler yoktur, Kirt denilenler kart kurt
eden Tirklerdir” benzeri tezler en fagizan bakista
bile karsimiza ¢ikmiyor. Ne popler kdltir, ne
resmi anlati, ne de yaygin kabul, Kirtlerin yoklugu,
aslinda hepimizin Tirk oldugu savi Gzerinden
kuruluyor. Higbir milliyetgi iddia KirtlGgin, Kirt

dilinin, Kiirt varliginin reddini tasimiyor. Ote yandan,

bu yeni asamanin iginde nefes almayi cennette
olmakla kiyaslamak da zor. Yillarca, 6zellikle
1990’lar boyunca, “Kirt” sdzciglinin telaffuz
edildigi her durumu biylk ilerleme saydigimiz

glnleri animsiyorum. “Ne istedigini iyi disin”
derler; iyi distinmemis olabiliriz. Gelinen noktada
Kirt varhigi taniniyor, inkar edilmiyor ve yeni
milliyetgilik “seni taniyorum ama istemiyorum” veya

“seni taniyorum ama ancak dayattiyim kosullara

uyarsan kabul ederim (piramidimdeki yerini kabul
edersen, ortak parametrelerimizin neler olacagini
benim kendi ideolojilerime gore denetlememden
gocunmazsan, benim diinya gériisiimin kaliplarina
girersen, vb)” hatlarini benimsiyor.

Sanatglya -ve 6rnegimizde Kiirt bireye-
konugma 6zgurligl veren ama konugmasina
gercekte gerek olmadigini diigiinen, konusmakta
cok israr ederse de buna tahammdl edemeyen
ve dahasi konusmaya bagladiginda konusma
6zgUrlGgind hak etmedigini ilan etmeye de
yonelebilen bir bakis. “Hi¢c konugsmaman sartiyla
sana sirekli konugsma 6zgurligi vermek isterim”
gibi. Ya da, konusma 6zgurligindn sartli oldugu
ancak konusursan ortaya ¢ikacagindan ve mesele
cetrefil bir hale biriineceginden, daha glvenlikli bir
cercevede durmak adina, konugma 6zglrlaginin
yoklugu ve sonra taninmasi ritielinin bir dong
halini almasi gibi.

3. Taninma-Sonrasi Doneme
Adaptasyon

Biz, sergiye hazirlanirken, bu duruma ayak
uydurabilmek ve bir yanit hayal edebilmek igin
ne yapabilecegimizi kestirmek durumundaydik:
Oncelikle bir taninma-sonrasi désnemde
oldugumuzu kabul ettik. Taninma talep eden her
isin ve yaklagimin gegmiste kaldigi saptamasini
yaptik. Tikanik kabullerin pansumani yaralarimiza
ivi gelmeyecekti. Simdi bize taninmadan sonra ne
olacagini aragtirmak kaliyordu.

Boylesi bir aragtirmayi, bakisimizi tilkece
girilmis olan yeni evrenin birebir Sener Ozmen’e
yansimalarina gevirerek siirdiirmek istedik. ilk
dikkatimizi geken nokta, taninmadan sonraki
slregte, taninan halkin, toplulugun, giderek
bireyin s6z hakkinin kuvveden fiile gegmesiydi.



Vaziyet, artik karsimizdakinin ne istedigini
bilemeyecegimiz -yani taninma talep ettigini
varsaymay! sUrdiiremeyecegimiz- anlamina
geliyordu. Soru, bir kez tanindiktan sonra ne
isteneceginde bogumlaniyordu.

4. Kullanilabilen Konusma Hakk:
Sanat¢inin Isteklere Sahip
Olusunun Altini Cizmesi

Sanatcinin isteklerinin olabildigince filtresiz

bir dokimu yapilabilir mi merakini aragtirmanin
baglangicina alarak ve bir anlamda sergi
calismasininilk somut adimi olarak, Ozmen’in
kisi olarak bizzat istediklerini madde madde
dokmesi igin zemin hazirladik -hem de istemeyi
aklindan gecirdigi hemen her seyi. Ozmen bu
amacla “... istiyorum.” diye biten diledigince gok
climle yazmak tzere bos sayfanin bagina oturdu.
Sonugta ortaya 200 kisur maddelik upuzun bir
“Istiyorumlar Listesi” ¢ikt.

Taninma sonrasinin iki adimindan ilkiydi sanki
istekleri ifade etmek. Hatta sergi icin baglarda
diistiindigiimiiz isimlerden biri oldu “Taninma
Sonras! lki Adim”. Birinci adim ile kastedilen
istekleri isitmekti; ikinci adimla kastedilen
de konuganin, taninanin glindeme getirdigi
deneyimlerini deneyimlemeye génil indirmek...
Buna dilerseniz empatiye génul indirmek deyin.
Ama daha fazlasi da masaya geldi. Neticede bir
karar agsamasi doguyordu tanimanin ardindan.
Birlikte yasama fikri catismasiz, birlikte
yasamanin kendisi ¢atismali. inkar etmeye bir son
verdigimiz, artik tanidigimiz bu varligin, kiginin
veya sorunun bir sonraki safhasina hazir miyiz,
isteklerine kulaklarimiz agik olacak mi, yoksa
duymazliktan mi gelecegiz onlari? Hadi agtik
kulagimizi dinledik diyelim, bu istekler bizden bir
seyleri degistirmemizi talep ediyorsa degisecek
miyiz veya deneyim ortakligina gagri iceriyorsa
buna gonilli olacak miyiz? “Hayatimi dikkate al,”
diyorsa mesela, “rakamlar ve tartigmalar olarak
degil, tim canliligiyla dikkate al..”

5. Istiyorumlar Listesi

“Istiyorumlar Listesi”, sergide dogrudan goriiniir

olmayacak. Sergide, deyim yerindeyse listedekilerin
sadece golgeleri var. Istiyorumlar Listesi'nin
timiind elinizdeki bu sergi kitabinda dahi
bulamiyoruz. Ancak secilmis yedi adet “istiyorum”
cUmlesini kitapta gorebiliyoruz. Bunlar, galigirken
daha fazla hiza aldiklarimiz oldu. Birer ipucu olarak
gordlebilirler. Bu arada, hic kayda gegmeyen ama
diisiintislerimizi etkileyen, Ozmen’in sadece sézle
dile getirdigi “istiyorumlar” da oldu.

Serginin amaci sanatginin bitln bu listelenen
isteklerini gergeklestirmek degildi elbet. Hepsinin
birer birer gergeklesmesine gidecek yolu
acmak bile degildi. Ama bunlari duymak, soze
dokulmelerine aracilik ve taniklik etmek, buradan
dislinmeye baslamak ve her seyi, ne gerekiyorsa,
deneyimlemeye acik olmakti. Buna, taninma
sonrasinin yeni 6znelligiyle tanisma olarak da
baktik. Filtresizlik, biraz da buradan geldi.

6. Filtresiz Anilar

Filtresiz konusma, gelecege donlk ylzind
arzularda, Istiyorumlar'da gésterdi. Ama bir de
gegmise donuk yiza vardi. Gegmisi filtresiz
animsayabilmek, gegcmisi bir hatira formunda
yeniden kurarken filtresiz bir dil tutturabilmek
meseleydi. Filtresiz Anilar’a boyle vardik,

“istiyorumlar”in bir devami olarak. Filtresiz Anilar,

aslinda “filtresiz animsamak ve filtresiz anlatmak
istiyorum, filtresiz duyulsun istiyorum yeniden
kurduklarim” talebini de igerdi.

“Filtresiz Anilar” baghgiyla bu kitapta bulacaginiz
20 ani metni, Sener Ozmen tarafindan sergi
hazirliklari siirecinde kaleme alindi. 0zmen, gecmisi
yeniden ingsa ederken bir yandan da her bir anrigin
bir ikon belirliyordu. Bu ikonlari daha sonra tahtlarda
gorecektik. Ikonlarin tamamini elinizdeki kitapta,
iliskili olduklari anilarla beraber bulabileceksiniz;
sergide ise anilarin sadece bir kisminin ikonlariile
kargilagmak mimkan.



“Filtresiz Anilar” kitapta Kirtgeyi nasil
temsil edelim, Kiirtge ne sekilde devreye girsin
sorusuna da iyi bir yanit sundu. Bu sayede bir
kez daha Kirtceyi taniyacagimiz bir Kiirtge
kullanma jesti yapmadik -veya boyle bir jestle
yetinmekten kurtulduk, diyelim. Onun yerine
Kirtge kendiliginden geldi, kendi anlatisiiginde,
uygun gordigu yerlerde konustu, dillendi. Bu
tutumun Ozmen’in edebiyattaki Kiirtge temsiliyle
de uyumlu aktigini distindik.

7. Tahtlar

Taht bizim igin nedir, bu sergi igin nedir? Taht hem
Kirt bolgesinde hem de baska sicak yerlerde
kullanilan yerel bir mobilya. Bir platform. Bir zemin.
Bir giindelik yasam nesnesi. Sener Ozmen bu
yerel mobilyadan/yapidan hareketle benzerlerini
Uretti, mekana yerlestirdi. Mekanda, farkli
boyutlarda ti¢ adet taht yer aliyor. Her bir tahtin
tzerinde CNC teknigiyle iglenmis farkli ikonlar
mevcut. Ve her bir taht kendi bagina bir is olmakla
beraber ayni zamanda birer platformislevine de
sahip oldugundan her birinin Gzerinde birer adet
de bagka is var.

Ucti de farkli ikonlar ve isler tagiyorlar
Uzerlerinde, gelgelelim gikis noktalari ayni.
Sergideki tahtlar sanatginin hazirladigi
Istiyorumlar Listesi ile birebir baglantili. Ozellikle
de bu listedeki gesitlimaddelerle ifade ettigi

“benim tahtlarla gegen cocuklugumu, tahtlar
etrafinda sekillenen imgelemimi sen de gor,
bil, deneyimle, yasayarak anla istiyorum,” tadi
tahtlarin hem sergideki varligina ilisiyor hem de
tahtlarin Gzerine gikmaya bizi tesvik ediyor.

Tahtlar hem bolgenin yerelliginin hem de
bireysel bir bellek kralliginin ylice tahtlari.
Ozmen’in sevdigi ifadeyle “muhtesem enkaz” her
biri. Forslar/ikonlar, bu bellek kralliginin armalar

siklikla ~ama bazen de temsili bir kralligin armalari.

Sener Ozmen, bizi cocukluk anilarinin
tahtlarina gikariyor, yapitiyla temasimizi tahtlarla
kosulluyor. Ip atlamaya dair fanteziler, hayaller,

gecmis uygarliklarin, belki de Kirt halkinin
cocuklugunun ve bitln bélge kiltirlerinin en
eski cocukluklarinin sembolleri. CNC teknigiyle
tahtlara oyulan ikonlar bizi bir tir sembolizme
tasidi —tahtlar temsili bir yandan sirdirirken
bir yandan da dénistirme, katmanlandirma
imkani verdi. ikonlar tahtlar Gizerinde fors etkisi
de yaptilar —unutulmus eski uygarliklarin, eski
kralliklarin tahtlari gibiydiler de bir yandan.
Uygarliklarin filtresiz anilarini ariyor gibiydi Ozmen,
kendi filtresiz anilarindan bir taht formunda
gecmisge seyahat ettiginde.

“Taht 1: Sanat¢1 Goriinmez
Diigsmanlarina Kars1 Savasirken”

Ozmen, cocuklugundan alip getirdigi mini slayt
gostericiyi alip blyuttd; oyuncagimsi, seker gibi
bir nesne olarak gordigu “Guinessiz Bir Giin / Koh
Samui” igine tasidi. Filtresiz Anilar’in gocukluk
evreninde beliren nesnelerden biri, bir zamanlar
yolculuktan dénenlerin gocuklara getirdigi
bu oyuncak zamanla blyUyor ve icine Sener
Ozmen'in gerceklesmesini hayal ettigi tatil aninin
imgesi yerlestirilmis bir imgeye, “Glinessiz Bir
Giin / Koh Samui”ye doniislyordu.

Istiyorumlar Listesi'ne varmamizin en énemli
sonuglarindan biri, taninma sonrasi gorinar
olan 6znenin arzularina dair bir pencere agilmasi
oldu. Uzak sicak imgelere sahip cografyalardan,
kiresel tatil destinasyonlarindan biri olan Samui
Adasi boyle devreye girdi. Samui Adasr’'ndaki tatil
imgesi hem Istiyorumlar’in hem biitiin serginin
diklenmesinin zirve noktasi gibi. Samui Adasi'na
ulasiyoruz ve sonra yay diger yone firlatiyor.
Diyarbakir'da bir odaya kapandiginda sanatgi,
disarida vahsi dlinya, en rabitasiz gézikeni
imgelemine dahil ediyor: Glney Yarimkire'nin
meshur destinasyonlarindan birinde sirtlisti tatil!

Istiyorumlar Listesi'nin hayali bir soruya yanit
yonU de var. Biraz “ne istiyorsun?” diye sertce
sorulmus bir soruya karsilik gibi. “Derdin nedir
senin? Ne istiyorsun benden? Ne istiyorsun



bizden? Kirtler ne istiyor? Sen ne istiyorsun?”

Biraz da, “biz neden keskin nisancilardan
kagisiyoruz sokak aralarinda, biz de Samui
Adasr'nda tatil yapmak istiyoruz,” dedigimi
diisiinmeni istiyorum der gibi...

Samui Adasi fotografi, Sener Ozmen’in Subat
2016’da, Diyarbakir, Cizre, Sirnak yanarken
kaslarini catarak ¢iktigi bir seyahatin Griind. Tek
bir kare fotograf. Temsiliyetin donlp dolasip
sanatclyl en uzak adada da yakaladidi bir an.
Sener Ozmen, o sahilde, palmiyelerin altinda,
kimin, kimlerin adina uzaniyor? Kimlerin, neyin
sinirlarini gekistirip esnetiyor, uzatiyor?

Bu ayni zamanda en ¢ok sayida ikonun,
en yaygin gecmis uygarliklar ikonografisinin
Uzerinde bulundugu taht. Bunca uygarligin
tam ortasinda, glizel bir gocukluk oyuncaginin
masalsi bir dokunusla boyut degistirmis bir
versiyonunun icinden en gerceklesmeyecek
gibi goziiken ama aslinda en basit istegimize
bakiyorum -bir lahza huzur!

Samui Adasi’'nda yudumlanan kokteyl -
Istiyorumlar'in iizerinde tutunamadi§imiz asgari
zemini...

“Taht 2: Memelerden
Duyduklarim”

Arada derede bir taht bu; arada kalma igeriyor:

Once umut ve arzu (bir patikada neseyle yiriiyen,

vardiklari diizlikte keyifle ip atlayan i geng
kadin gériyoruz, tc keyfi yerinde arkadas)
ve sonra, tam birlikteligin en glizel aninda, lg

arkadas doganin ortasinda, tepede ip atlarlarken,

yavas yavas yerden tozlar ylikseliyor, ziplayan
ayaklarin kaldirdidi toz giderek bitiin sahneyi
kapliyor. Sanki, tipki agktaki gibi, her seyin en
iyi oldugu anda her seyin yikilip gideceginden
duyulan korku devreye giriyor. Ustelik, gene
agktaki gibi, gergekte durum zannettigin kadar
iyi de dedildir.

Taninma’nin getirdigi 6zglrlesmeye, s6z
hakkinin kullanilabilmesinin getirdigi 6zgirlige

aligamamanin bir isareti. Tam o s6z hakki
kullanilirken =bir konusma olarak negselenme ve
haz Gretme ve gerek kolektif gerekse bireysel
hazzi sahiplenmeyi alirsak- yasanacak bir
felaketten, iyi olan her seyin masallarin dumanli
havasina kapilip gergeklikten inmesinden duyulan
korkuyu ortaya koyuyor.

Ve dahasi, ideal anin pargalanmasina,
bogulmasina bizzat kendi adimlarinin kaldirdigi
tozun yol agma ihtimalidir. Glrlttye gelmesi
s06zin, dostlugun, eglencenin, modern hazlarin,
en tehdit edici ihtimaldir. Kendi neseli sigrayiginin
kaldirdigi tozda bogulma korkusu nesenin ifade
edilisini sarmalar! Arada kalmayi yansitan bu
videonun hem geceleri mahremlik saglayan
perdelere yansitilan konusma hakkini, neseyi,
taninmaiile elde edilen glizel barig ve géneng
aniniimlemesi, hem de onun yokolup gitme
potansiyelini anistirmasi, somut, elle tutulur
gitgeli gibidir.

Sanat tarihine gondermeler bu korkuyu ifade
etmekte pek iglevli gikmadi, ironi yol gosterici
olmadi, yadirgatma efektleri ve tuhafligin
sahiplenilmesiise yaramadi, temsili rollerin
ezbere imgelerinde zaten pek akar yol kalmamisti.
Geriye sanatci kimliginin, bellegin, imgelerin,
hatta cografyanin sabitlenmeye direnisi, kendi
kendini istikrarsizlastirma denemelerinden aldig

-ve Onerdigi- glc kald..

“Taht 3: Kendi Golgende Oyna!”

Bu tahtta kargimiza gikan “Sanatci Tarafindan
Uygulanmig Bir Sanstirden Geriye Kalanlar”
videosu dylesine kirilmig bir filtresiz konugmadan
s0z aliyor ki elimizde salt filtrenin kendisi
kaliyor. Ustelik filtre glizeldir de. Sevimlidir artik,
filtreledigiiyice gérinmezlesince.
Sanstrlenenin tamamen yok oldugu ve
geriye yalnizca estetiklesmis sanstr toplarinin
birbirleriyle iligkilerinin, devinimlerinin, kendi
tathliklarinin kaldigr “Sanatci Tarafindan
Uygulanmig Bir Sanstirden Geriye Kalanlar”



videosunun nihilizan bir yani da belki var.
Terazinin olumsuz kismi agir basiyor. Gelecege
donik talepler veya mevecut durumu istenen
dogrultuda dénlstirmeye donik arzular
icerebilen Istiyorumlar Listesi'nin ileriye déniik
projeksiyonu, kendini ve taleplerini filtresiz ifade
edisi yok burada. Bir yandan secilmis Filtresiz
Anilar ikonlari var Gzerinde 3. Taht'in, filtresiz
konusmanin sifrelenmis hallerine imalar var, bir
yandan da filtresizligi diisinmek igin sadece

ve sadece filtreye bakabilmek var. “Sanatg!
Tarafindan Uygulanmig Bir Sansirden Geriye
Kalanlar” videosunda filtre o denli hakimdir ki
artik filtrelenecek bir sey yoktur elimizde. igerik
bulunamiyor.

L

Tahtlar bizi Sener Ozmen'in zihinsel cografyasina
davet ettikleri 6lctide bireysel bir gegmis ve
gelecek kralliginin tahtindayiz demektir. Bir
bélgenin zihinsel cografyasina cagirdiginda ise
belirlemesi daha gli¢ genel bir uygarliklar zihinsel
cografyasi agiliyor 6nimizde.

Bu belki de bir gegis donemi sergisi ~taninma
sonrasina dair bir sergi. 0zmen’in kendi deyimiyle

“daha durgun, daha mesafeli bir is yapmak”
istediginde dahi firtinanin pesinden gelmesinin
sergisi belki de. Samui Adasi’na kadar hem del!
Sergi hazirliklari boyunca bizi mesgul eden bir
kavram da su oldu: Yeni Asiriliklar. “Yeni agiriliklar
gerek bize,” diye mirildaniyorduk; belki de sadece
bir adet yeni asirilik gerek!..

Bu ylizden mesafesizlikten baglamig,
tahtlarda bulugsmaya cagirmis olabiliriz. Filtresiz
konugmak, dobra dobra konugmanin da adi gibi:

“Actk konus Sener Ozmen!” nidasinin Ozmen’in
kendi dudaklarinin arasindan dékdllp sonra ayni
dudaklarinisirilimasi sirasinda, s6z susturulurken
agizdan kaganlardan duyabildiklerimiz gibi de,
biraz dramatize etme riskini goze alirsak.

Gene Ozmen’den bir alintiyla bitirelim:

“Periferide degilim... Diyarbakir'da yagiyorum ve

Diyarbakir, devasa sorunlari olan kocaman bir kent”
diyordu bir s6yleside.? Buradaki Diyarbakar filtresiz
de bir Diyarbakir -yani sanatginin kendi, karanlik,
bohem yanlari olan, katmanli, girift Diyarbakir’i.

Bir ihtimal, Filtresiz derken isaret edilen, icinde
herkes icin bir seyler bulunan, Gmitsiz bir girigsimdir.

Siireyyya Evren, 1972 istanbul
dogumlu bir yazar. Sener Ozmen
monografisi Bir Sener Ozmen Kitabrnin
editorliigini Gstlendi (istanbul:
Art-ist, 2011). Calismalarini
istanbul’da siirdiriiyor.

2 “Mizah Siddete Bagvurmamak Igin Kapi Araliyor”, Ozge Kara ile
soylesi, Milliyet Sanat, Eylil 2015.






Rahat
ue tasasiz
_Isler
_retmek
istiyorum:?







tto multimediale non §
) 4 o]







1. Whom Should Sener Ozmen
Represent?

The art world has grown accustomed to the fact
that Sener Ozmen is almost always representing
something more than himself. 0zmen has

come to be perceived at various times as the
representative of the Kurdish question, of
Kurdish Contemporary Art, the Kurdish realm or
Diyarbakir and the recent history of the region, of
a handful of artists in Diyarbakir, of the periphery
against Istanbul, based on the Diyarbakir example
(as the local centre), and sometimes of the
global periphery vis-a-vis global centres (such
as London, New York, etc.). In certain instances,
he signed up for this role, at other times, he

was stuck with it, and now and again, though
irresolute and somewhat oscillating, he has
fulfilled the role of representative. Perhaps not
of his own volition, but on behalf of Diyarbakir, he
has even carried out roll calls of figures from the
art world (artists, curators, critics) that visited
Diyarbakir and even kept tabs on when and how
long they stayed there.!

1Theroll call in question was included in the newspaper Zero
Tolerance Paper in the “Zero Tolerance” exhibition at Pilot Gallery
between November 3 and December 29, 2012.

As we prepared for this exhibition, which we
decided to name “Unfiltered”, we tried not to
embrace this inured role of representative as a
fact. | use the word “tried” because we frequently
failed. Yet we tried anyway, and, though not as
frequently, we occasionally suspected that we
were daring to break new ground by trying.

An unfiltered discourse seemed to warrant
challenging a number of postulates similar to the
above- mentioned. Yet, since we do not embrace
gestures of transgression or proclamations
of paradigm shifts, we did not endeavour
to completely bury the role of representing
something attributed to Ozmen within the pages
of history. We did tend to layer it, however, and
perhaps made it a tad more intricate, sought
to mediate it a little, looked for exit doors, and
even strived to create opportunities for possible
ironies. We raised our hands with enthusiasm
to knock on the door of singular, unformed,
uninvented, non-mythical models to find theory’s
own experience.

In short, by folding over the role of
representative multiple times, we were able
to reveal the creases from which this role
could be torn. It was a struggle, in and of itself,
to transform the moments Sener Ozmen
represented into crucial points in the web of



Ozmen that encompassed other missions of
representation. In each moment in which we
felt we were able to permeate the folds, we

surrendered ourselves to countless possibilities.

Another interesting component of the
equations of representation cited above is
whom Sener Ozmen is addressing on behalf
of whom. The Ozmen in the art world mostly
speaks on behalf of Diyarbakir (sometimes the
Kurdish towns on a larger level, then the Kurdish
world, and, taking it a step further, the global
periphery) and addresses the centre (primarily
Istanbul, then global centres). Ozmen virtually
has no works, speeches, texts or endeavours
in the art world that speak out from Diyarbakir
and address Diyarbakir. It may be that he long
discarded Diyarbakir as a player in the art world
or that Diyarbakir never gave him any sign of this
sort. It could also be his occasional answer to
the pressure he is exposed to, to compensate
for the lack of a controllable Diyarbakir voice, a
resonance of the periphery in the exact amount
needed at the centres of the art world. Or, on the
contrary, he may have felt the responsibility to
make an oft-ignored Diyarbakir voice heard. As a
literary figure; however, Sener Ozmen addresses
Diyarbakir from Diyarbakir, Kurdish geography
from Kurdish geography, the Kurdish realm
from the Kurdish realm. This, one might say, is
manifested by the fact that he writes in Kurdish;
however, when it comes to themes, subjects,
language and approach in literature, the voice
addressing the Kurdish realm from the Kurdish
realm overcomes the voice addressing Istanbul
from Diyarbakir.

Looking for possibilities to wriggle out of the
fixed artist identity is an adventure in and of
itself, and even a kind of chase, for patterns of
identity hardly ever let their guard down.

Fundamentally, the desire to destabilise
identity vis-a-vis the fixed artist identity
constitutes one of the most essential qualities
of the kind of discourse involved when we talk
about unfiltered discourse. This is because the
filter Ozmen feels the most is the filter of self-

representation, coinciding with a threshold at
which production and approaches beyond the
fixed artist identity are eliminated.

2. Social Recognition in the Kurdish
Question and Stymied Acceptance
in the Art World

Although it appears to be divided between
diverse representations, the Sener Ozmen
representation is fundamentally centred on the
Kurdish question. Here, the basic function of
the artist is often interpreted as making issues
visible and embodying the Kurdish question’s
quest for visibility. To a certain extent, it also
means pinning down the artistic desires of the
artist, whose artistic ideal is subjected to an
identity filter to generate acceptance, empathy,
and to make the issues known. It is assumed
that the artist always demands “recognition”
for himself, his life, his art, and the things he
represents. However, even if recognition takes
place in the official sense, will this be de facto
recognition or de jure recognition? Theoretically,
must the existence of a society or an artist - as
its representative - be accepted because it is
widely concluded that it should or be resigned
to because it is de facto effective? There may
be some divergences on this detail, but the only
point of agreement is that the demand exists.
The art world suspiciously embraces the
artists it seeks to identify over claims of
recognition. We can call this a kind of “stymied
acceptance”. Each time, in each exhibition, with
each new project, work, and each text s/he
undertakes, the artist is perceived as a cry for
once again overcoming obstacles and demanding
recognition - s/he embodies a statement or
stance; benevolence and sometimes even
progressiveness reveals itself at this point: the
demand for recognition is accepted without
fail every time, almost always unconditionally
and undisputedly. When compared against
and assessed with respect to the impact of



the right-wing views by which the demand for
recognition is totally rejected, this acceptance
can, at first sight, be deemed sufficient for
creating a realm of rupture from nationalism
and take an emancipatory step. However, you
suddenly realise that the second step was never
taken. This is where the stymied acceptance
lies. Sometime later, we find the same artist
demanding recognition once again, as if the first
step, too, was never taken, and we find the art
world granting her/him the same right all over
again. To speak more directly and particularly
in the case of Turkey, this phenomenon entails
assuming that we know, from the outset, what a
Kurdish artist rising out of Diyarbakir demands

- he is surely asking for recognition of himself
and his issues - and we grant him his wish. The
demand for recognition is the demand to end
denial, so we do not deny and we recognise with
unflinching acceptance. Next comes the stymie:
we cannot establish the real and equal relations
that follow a true recognition - claiming we are
sensitive towards the issues, we recursively
recognise him and his issues in a manner that
reinforces our own identity. The scene gives
way to a repetitive game that entails taking a
step up and down the same ladder. Going up
and down the same set of stairs is possible
for as long as the artist is as satisfied with his
identity as the person demanding recognition
and taking this right on behalf of himself and
those he represents; the art world is content
with upholding its political and social terms of
acceptance in the identity of the artist.

We wanted to recognise this phenomenonin
terms of the new circumstances of the Kurdish
question in Turkey as well. Not even the most
fascist views continue to claim, “There are
no Kurds; those known as Kurds are the ones
making crunchy sounds when walking on snow in
the mountains.” Nor are popular culture, official
discourse, or widely-accepted views based on
the inexistence of Kurds and the belief that
we are all Turkish. No nationalistic claim denies
Kurdishness, the Kurdish language, or the Kurdish

existence. Meanwhile, it would be a stretch to
liken the attempt to assimilate this new stage

to some kind of heaven on earth. I recall how,

for years, especially throughout the 1990s, we
considered any situation in which the word “Kurd”
was pronounced as great progress. Be careful
what you wish for, they say; and we may not

have been. At this point, the Kurdish existence

is recognised and not denied, but the new
nationalism is adopting the stance “l recognise
you, but | don’t want you” or “l recognize you, but
will accept you only if you comply with my terms
and conditions” (accept your place in the pyramid,
do not take offence if | control our common
parameters according to my own ideologies,
submit to my world views, etc.)

This view grants the artist - and in our case,
the Kurdish individual - the right to speech, but
finds it unnecessary in reality, and cannot stand
it if this individual insists on speaking and tends
to proclaim when s/he starts talking that s/he did
not deserve the right to speech in the first place.
It is a paradox of the type: “I'd like to grant you the
right to speech on the condition that you never
speak.” Or, since the conditional state of the right
to free speech will only be revealed if you speak
and therefore complicate the matter further, we
create a vicious cycle of the absence of the right
to speech and its subsequent recognition, to be
on the safe side.

3. Adapting to the Post-Recognition
Period

As we prepared for the exhibition, we were trying
to predict what to do to keep up with these
circumstances and to conjure up a possible
answer. First, we admitted that we were ina
post-recognition period. We identified that each
work and stance demanding recognition was a
thing of the past. Stymied acceptance would

not dress our wounds. We had to scrutinise what
would happen after the recognition. We sought to
conduct this scrutiny by turning our gaze to the



repercussions this new phase Turkey entered
directly had on Sener Ozmen. The first point to
draw our attention was that the recognised
people’s/group’s right to speech was increasingly
being put into effect. The status quo meant

that we could no longer know what the other
person wanted; we could no longer assume that
he still demanded recognition. The question
culminated in what else would be demanded after
recognition was attained.

4. Usable Right to Speech:
The Artist Underlines the
Fact That He Has Demands

Making the question “can a largely unfiltered

list of the artist’'s demands be made?” the
starting point of our analysis and, in a sense, the
first concrete step of the exhibition work, we
prepared the grounds for Ozmen to itemise his
personal demands, or almost anything he could
think of wanting. Ozmen thus sat before a blank
piece of paper to write as many sentences as he
could imagine that would start with “| want...”. In
the end, we were left with a long list of “| Want”s
with more than 200 items.

Expressing demands seemed to be the first of
the two steps of post-recognition. In fact, “Two-
Step Post-Recognition” was one of the titles
we entertained for the exhibition. The first step
entailed hearing the intended demands, whereas
the second step was to consent to experiencing
what the speaking or recognised party brought
tofore... Let us call it consenting to empathy,
if you will. Yet, more was brought to the table.
After all, recognition led to a decision phase. The
idea of coexistence is non-conflictual, whereas
coexistence itself is conflictual. Are we ready
to witness the next stage of the being, person,
or problem we stopped denying and came to
recognise? Will our ears be open to demands, or
will we simply turn a deaf ear? Let us assume
we will be all ears. Are we going to do anything if
these demands are asking us to change things

or will we volunteer if they call upon us to share
experiences? What if it says, “take my life into
consideration,” for example, “not as numbers and
debates, but in all its liveliness...”

5. A List of “I Want”s

The List of “ Want”s won’t be directly visible in
the exhibition. Only its shadows, in a manner

of speaking, will be displayed. You cannot even
find the entirety of the List of “l| Want”s in this
exhibition catalogue you hold in your hand.

You can only see the seven selected “| Want”
sentences in the book. These were the ones we
covered most ground with during our work. They
can thus be regarded as clues. Meanwhile, there
were some unwritten, but spoken demands that
had an impact on our ways of thinking.

The objective of the exhibition was not to fulfil
all the listed demands of the artist, of course. It
was not even to pave the way to their fulfilment.
The idea, however, was to hear them, to help
articulate them and witness their articulation, to
start thinking about them and to be open to new
experiences, whatever these might entail. We
regarded this as being introduced to the new
subjectivity of the post-recognition period. The
state of being unfiltered stemmed, to a certain
extent, from this encounter.

6. Unfiltered Memories

Unfiltered discourse showed its future face

in the demands, the “I Want”s. Yet, it also

had another face that looked to the past.
Remembering the past unfiltered, maintaining
an unfiltered language when recalling the past
in memoir format was an issue. This is how we
reached Unfiltered Memories, as a continuation
of the | Wants. Unfiltered Memories also
encompassed the demand, “l want to remember
and recount unfiltered, | want what | reconstruct
to be heard unfiltered”



The 20 anecdotal texts you will find under the
heading “Unfiltered Memories” in this book were
penned by Sener Ozmen during the preparation
process for the exhibition. In rebuilding the past,
Ozmen also identified an icon for each memory.
We would later see these icons on the tahts. You
can find all of the icons in the book, alongside
the memories with which they are associated;
the exhibition, on the other hand, will display the
icons of only some of these memories.

“Unfiltered Memories” also provided a good
answer to the question of how to represent or
incorporate Kurdish in the book. This way, we
did not make a gesture to use Kurdish, which
would lead us to recognise Kurdish - or, let us
say, we were saved from confining ourselves to
such a gesture. The use of the Kurdish language
came of its own accord, spoke and had a voice in
places deemed appropriate. We thought this was
congruent with Ozmen’s Kurdish representation
in literature.

7. The Taht

What does a taht (literally, throne) mean to us
and what does it mean for this exhibition? The
taht, in this context, is alocal piece of furniture
used both in the Kurdish region and in other
warm climates. It is a platform, a stage, an object
from daily life. Sener Ozmen manufactured
similar ones based on this local furniture design
and installed them in the exhibition space. The
exhibition includes three tahts in different sizes.
Each taht features distinct icons applied with
CNC techniques. While a unique work in and of
itself, each taht also serves as a platform and
thus carries another work.

They may all bear different icons and works,
but their starting points are the same. The tahts
in the exhibition are directly related to the List
of “l Want”s the artist drafted. Especially the
aroma of, “l want you to see, know, experience
and understand vicariously the childhood | spent
around tahts, my imagination that took shape

around them,” both permeates the existence
of the tahts in the exhibition and compels us to
climb them.

The tahts are the supreme seats of the
indigenousness of the region and the kingdom
of personal memory. In Ozmen’s favourite term,
each one is a “magnificent wreck”. Flags or icons
are often the coat of arms of this kingdom
of memory, but sometimes they represent a
symbolic kingdom.

Sener Ozmen takes us atop the tahts of
his childhood memories and conditions our
connection with his works through the tahts:
fantasies about skipping rope, symbols of
civilisations past, dreams, perhaps of the
childhood of the Kurdish peoples, and even the
most ancient childhoods of all the cultures of
the region. Engraved into the tahts by using CNC
tools, the icons carry us into a kind of symbolism

- while the tahts maintain representation, they

also give way to transformation and layering. The
icons have a personal flag effect on the tahts,
making them look like the tahts of forgotten
ancient civilisations and old kingdoms. Ozmen
seems to be searching for the unfiltered
memories of civilisations, as he journeys into the
past in a taht-shaped vessel of his own unfiltered
recollections.

“Taht 1: The Artist Battling His
Invisible Enemies”

Ozmen enlarged the “Single-View Master” he
brought along from his childhood and carried

it into the work “An Overcast Day / Koh Samui”
he envisaged as a toy-like, candy-ish object.
One of the objects appearing in the childhood
universe of “Unfiltered Memories”, a toy that
travellers brought back as a present for children,
expanded over time and evolved into “An
Overcast Day / Koh Samui”, an object into which
Sener Ozmen placed a single image of a holiday
moment he wished would come true. One of the
most important consequences of the List of “|



Want”s was the ability to open a window to the
desires of the subject, which became visible
post-recognition. This is how Koh Samui, a global
holiday destination evoking images of a warm
and distant land, came into the picture. The
holiday image on the island of Koh Samui is like
the epitome of all the “| Want”s and the peak of
the entire exhibition. We reach Koh Samui and
the coil springs us in the opposite direction. The
artist confined to a room in Diyarbakir with a
savage world outside, presents the seemingly
most irrelevant things you could imagine: a
holiday spent lying on your back at one of the
most famous destinations of the Southern
Hemispherel!

The List of “| Want”s also provide an answer to
animaginary question. It is almost like the reply
to a gruffly asked, “What do you want? What is
your problem? What do you want from me? What
do you want from us? What do the Kurds want?
What do you want?”

It also seems to state, “| want you to think of
me say, ‘why are we scampering away from sharp
shooters on the streets? We also want to take a
vacation in Koh Samui.”

The photograph of the island of Koh Samui
is the product of the journey a scowling Sener
Ozmen took in February 20016 while Diyarbakir,
Cizre, Sirnak were all under fire. A single frame. A
single moment in which representation caught
up with the artist even on this remote island. On
whose behalf is Sener Ozmen lounging on that
beach under the palm trees? Whose borders is
he pulling, stretching, and expanding?

This is simultaneously the same taht that
carries the largest number of icons and the
most common iconography of civilisations past.
Amidst all these civilisations and through the
new version of a lovely childhood toy that has
been re-sized with a magical touch, | am looking
at the most seemingly impossible to achieve,
yet simplest desire we all possess: a moment of
peace! A cocktail sipped in Koh Samui - the most
basic, common ground of the “l Want”s that we
cannot attain...

“Taht 2: Things I Heard
from Breasts”

This taht is caught on the horns of a dilemma;

it contains a double bind. First, hope and desire
(we see three young women joyfully walking

along a dirt road, jumping rope at the plain they
reach - three friends in good spirits) and then, at
the most enjoyable moment of their play, as the
three friends jump rope amidst nature on a hill, we
see dust rising up from the ground, the dust the
jumping feet raise covers the entire scene. Much
like in love, fear takes over - fear that in the best
moment, everything can fall apart. Much like in
love, the circumstances are not as flawless as we
imagine them to be.

It is a sign of being unable to get accustomed
to the liberties granted by recognition, the
freedom extended by the right to speech. Just
as that right is exercised - if we take joy, creating
pleasure, and embracing that pleasure both on a
personal and collective level as a form of speech -
it demonstrates the fear of some pending disaster,
fear of the possibility that anything good will be
caught up in the mist of fairytales and come down
from reality.

What is more, the disintegration of the ideal
moment, its suffocation may possibly have been
caused by the dust their own feet raise. Causing
words, friendships, fun, and recent pleasures to
be lost in the confusion is the most threatening
possibility of all. The fear of choking on the
dust raised by one’s own skipping feet muffles
the expression of joy! Like a concrete, tangible
pendulum reflecting a double bind, this video not
only alludes to the right of speech, the joy, and
the beautiful moment of peace and prosperity
brought by recognition and echoed from the
curtains providing intimacy in the night, but it also
insinuates its potential to vanish off the face of
the earth.

References to art history did not prove very
functional in expressing this fear; irony was not
very instructive, befuddled effects and eccentric
approaches did not work, the clichéd images of



representational roles were exhausted. All
we had left was the resistance of the artist’s
identity, memory, and even geography against
being fixed and the strength it derived

- and offered - from its attempts at self-
destabilisation.

“Taht 3: Play in Your
Own Shadow!”

The video “The Remains of an Act of Censorship
Applied by the Artist” on this taht takes the
floor from such a broken unfiltered discourse
that all we have left is merely the filter itself.
What is more, filters are beautiful. Even charming,
if what they filter becomes virtually invisible.
“The Remains of an Act of Censorship
Applied by the Artist”, in which censorships
completely disappear and only leave behind
the relationship, movement, and sweetness of
aestheticised balls of censorship, might even
possess a nihilistic aspect. The negative pan
of the scale is heavier. It lacks the projections
of the list of “I Want”s that contains future
demands or wishes to transform the status
quo in a desirable manner; nor does it include
an unfiltered expression of one’s self and
demands. On one hand, Taht 3 carries icons
of selected Unfiltered Memories, allusions to
coded states of unfiltered discourses, and, on
the other hand, it possesses the possibility of
only looking at the filter, merely contemplating
the state of being unfiltered. The filter is so
dominant in the video “The Remains of an Act of
Censorship Applied by the Artist” that we have
nothing to filter at hand anymore. The content
cannot be found.

Hk

We stand on the thrones of a past and future
kingdom that invite us into the intellectual
geography of Sener Ozmen. Being invited into
the intellectual geography of a region opens up

amore general and yet less predictable intellectual
geography of civilisations.

This may as well be the exhibition of a period of
transition into a phase of post-recognition. In the
words of Ozmen, this is the exhibition of “chasing
the storm”, even when he chooses to execute
something “calmer, more at arm’s length”. All the
way to Koh Samuil Still, we were preoccupied
with yet another idea throughout the exhibition
process: New Extremes. “We need new extremes,”
we kept mumbling; perhaps we only need one new
extremel!

This is why we may have started at zero
distance and invited everyone to meet at the
tahts. The unfiltered discourse may be another
name for not mincing words, especially if we risk
a bit of drama - much like the instant the words
escape the lips that scream, “Speak your mind
Sener Ozmen!” still bite them down, as they are
being silenced.

Let us end with a quote from Ozmen: “l am not
on the periphery... I live in Diyarbakir and Diyarbakir
is a huge city with colossal problems,” he once
said in an interview.? The Diyarbakir he speaks
of is also an unfiltered one - the multi-layered,
intricate Diyarbakir of the artist with its own, dark,
bohemian aspects.

Perhaps what is intended when speaking of
Unfiltered is a hopeless attempt to express
something that will hold something for everyone.

Sireyyya Evren is a writer born
inlstanbul in 1972. He was

the editor of Sener Ozmen’s
monograph A Sener Ozmen Book
(Istanbul: Art-ist, 2011). He lives
and works in Istanbul.

2“Mizah Siddete Bagvurmamak igin Kapi Araliyor”, interview with
Ozge Kara, Milliyet Sanat, September 2015.
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