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Sarkis: Staging Simultaneity
Defne Ayas

In early June 2014, I was asked by IKSV, who in turn was asked by Sarkis,
whether I would be interested in curating the exhibition that would bring
Sarkis together with the Pavilion of Turkey at the Venice Biennale. There
was every reason to accept this offer, except one—I was about to give birth!

A phone call with Sarkis followed, where he described the opera
he was after. “I will be reaching out a million-plus years, going back to the
creation of the universe and the beginning of time, back to the first-ever
rainbow—the very first breaking point of light,” he explained in his pearly
Turkish. I opened my notebook to capture his words, but they simply
evaded me. His characters would not turn into ink. What intrigued me
most about his open invitation was that he was looking for eye-to-eye
contact. Could I really perform at my best, I thought to myself, given
the circumstances?

Here was a master who, for five decades, had combined ingenuity
with a subtle critique of history—so deftly that one could only bow to this
dedication. Then there was the landscape, the konjonktiir as we would say
in Istanbul Turkish—one of deep political uncertainties. And here I was
with a full, expectant belly, with the unknown yet to be born.

“Sometimes my head is burning; the planets are heating up,
Defne-san,” he would tell me on the phone in later months. “But it will
be perfect; we will guard it, and we will keep it as pure as a baby.”

Did he know why now, why this year? Of course he knew; he had
restless nights, thinking through it all. Thinking of his mother, his father,
the unspokens. The personal connection was palpable.

There would never be another 2015, I thought to myself. Who knew
whether there would even be another pavilion? The absence of a model,
of an example was clear: What is representation in the 21st century, after
all? The only given: his half-a-century-old oeuvre, its timelessness and
its timeliness. And perhaps one other: our love for the land, freed of before,
now, and after.

We decided to become one and reply jointly to requests for clarification:

“Given that the 100th anniversary of 1915 is a fact—independent of
whether or not the invitation to work with the Pavilion came to both of us
because of this—and given that Sarkis's oeuvre has encrypted and distilled
themes addressing the cultural-historical spoils of war for such a long
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Sarkis: Eszamanliligin Sahnesinde
Defne Ayas

IKSV'nin teklifi geldiginde 2014 Haziran1 baslarindaydik. Sarkis,
Venedik Bienali'nin Tiirkiye Pavyonu sergisinin kiiratorliigiinii tistlenmemi
istiyordu. Bunu kabul etmemem diisiiniillemezdi bile. Ama diistindiim:
Dogum yapmak iizereydim ¢iinkii!

“Evrenin yaradilisina ve zamanin baslangicina, ilk gokkusagina,
1s181n ilk kirilma noktasina kadar gidecegiz,” diye anlatiyordu nasil bir
opera tasarladigini Sarkis telefonda. Not almak i¢in defterimi a¢ctim, ama
tilstmh ciimleleri sayfaya diisemiyor, sozciikler miirekkebe gecemiyordu.
Havada yuvarlanmayi stirdiirdiiler.

Elli yildir sanatini incelikli bir tarih elestirisiyle birlestiregelmis,
ki bu adanmishigin 6niinde egilmekten baska secenek birakmiyordu insana,
gercek bir usta vardi karsimda. Karsimdan cok yanimda, aynamda... Bir de
derin bir siyasi belirsizlik hali iceren konjonktiir vardi. Ve de bilinmezlige
gebe o koca karnimla ben...

Sarkis g6z temas1 ariyordu, giivenecegi gozlerdi istedigi.

“Gezegenler 1siniyor Defne-san,” diyordu sonraki konusmalarimiz-
dan birinde. “Bizim sergimiz pirlanta olacak. Hi¢bir zehir sokmayacagiz
mekanimiza. Her sey bir bebek kadar saf kalmal1”.

Neden simdi peki, neden bu yil bu davet? Cevabini elbette biliyordu.
Biitiin bunlar: tarttigi uykusuz geceler gecirmisti. Annesini, babasinz,
hi¢ konusulmamis olanlar: diisiindiigii uzun geceler...

Bana gelince, bir daha baska bir 2015 olmayacak, diyordum kendi
kendime. Hatta baska bir Tiirkiye Pavyonu olup olmayacag bile kuskulu.
Elimizde baska bir 6rnek de yok. Belli olan tek sey, Sarkis'in yarim yiizyillik
kiilliyati ile bunun zamansizlig1 ve zamanliligi. Ve belki bir sey daha:
Oncesi, simdisi ve sonrasindan bagimsiz bir toprak sevgisi.

Bir olup ilk cevaplarimizi olusturuyoruz:

“Sarkis'in yapitlar1 hep bulusmalardan dogar; felsefeyle, miizikle,
mimariyle, sanat tarihi ve siyaset tarihiyle. Yarattiklariyla, sanatin
alanlarini hep genisletmis, zenginlestirmeye calismistir. Acili tarihlerin
acilimlarla iyilestirilebilecegine inananlardaniz. Bu yerlestirmeye
ilistirilmis bilingalt1 kodlar tarihe 1lik bir nefes getirebilirse eger,
kendimizi amacimiza ulagsmis addedecegiz.”

Uykusuz gecelerinde ve belki de diislerinde sergiyi biitiiniiyle
gormiistii Sarkis. Scuola di San Giorgio degli Schiavoni'deki ilk goz agrisi
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time, we recognize that this exhibition is an unprecedented attempt,
and we hope that the subconscious codes embedded in the installation
will offer all kinds of new possibilities to revisit histories.”

Sarkis had already seen the exhibition over and through his sleepless
nights, in his dreams. He had the vision when he went to Venice, where
he visited Scuola di San Giorgio degli Schiavoni almost every year over
several decades to see his beloved Carpaccio, arguably the first Orientalist
painter, where he felt the space in the Arsenale, which he saw together ,s,}*«“'
with the production team. He had already started the dialogue with the
place itself; he had already mentally placed the works. He dreamt up sy
his magnum opus; he had decided how he would tap into his rich arsenal i
of visual, architectural, and musical apparatuses.

“Two large-scale, neon-light rainbows will set the stage for the
space, and two giant mirrors featuring children’s fingerprints will divide Y, “(a
it into two,” he continued on the phone. - {

After all, his rainbow was born in Istanbul. This fact was very
important to him. His first rainbow also coincided with the now-iconic
rainbow stairs in Istanbul. p.60 He had the premonition, as he had
for the Charlie Hebdo incident months later, with the twelve candles he
placed in the basement of a church in the Armenian countryside years 1 "
ago. [p. 76] Currently, this rainbow is breathing on the Bosphorus, on " it
the exterior of Istanbul Modern as part of their collection, while risking i A
being perceived as merely decorative. p.68

Children have been equally important to Sarkis; he had already
been working with different age groups for decades. We would bring the
children from both Istanbul and Venice, so they could spend a few days
in the exhibition. With a three-day workshop preceding the opening, they
would then apply, with their fingertips, the patterns of the cosmos Sarkis
has been drawing in his notebooks. [p. 20]

“We will punctuate the installation with images distilled through
stained glass panes suspended from the ceiling. Imagine, like diamond
earrings,” he added. His stained glass series is created with a medieval
technique, so as to frame, contour, capture, and encapsulate the image

;:ﬁn -- e

within it very precisely; so as to eclipse the history of art starting in :3.\{2_
the 15th century with that of photography and of politics, while light is 55;;;'"
continuously let in. His photographs and found images—the palm of A
a hand cups a flame [p. 128], a young woman resists in a red dress [p. 101],

a seraph is depicted in mosaic high on a wall [p. 82], Hrant Dink is smiling ; : L
against a background of pomegranates [p. 124], a patient lies dying, a tree ' nah/r 2
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blossoms—stipulate a request, a walk from image to image, like paging
through the leaves of a book; the images ask one to tune into a pictorial
orchestra, which paves the way into a shared consciousness with anyone
who comes close to them.

As the months passed, we talked about the cornucopia of personal
and collective, albeit transhistorical and cross-cultural references that
fed these images; we talked about how he sourced them from his own
journeys. It was his intention to turn his handpicked scenes and situations
into icons, so as to draw visitors deeper into our contemporary lived
experience. Images, after all, have the potential to deeply wound, but will
also hopefully heal.

Sarkis and I had met only few years before this, telling each other
tales from far-distant corners of the world: about ancient gods and
goddesses, their migration, Nike at the Louvre, the reemergence of antiquity
in the contemporary... This was during his exhibition commissioned
by Museum Boijmans Van Beuningen in Rotterdam. Within my capacity
as the director at Witte de With, I had agreed to organize a conference
exploring the influence of art historian and cultural theorist Aby Warburg
on Sarkis’s artistic practice; Warburg’s concept of memory as Leidschatz
[p.86] (the treasure trove of sufferings) has clear resonance in his work,
maintaining turbulent emotions and registers while keeping the energy
of cultural memory alive.

Then came a visit to his magical studio, followed by a Cantonese
meal, where we talked about Chen Zhen—one of his former students—
who is known for his constant shifting between cultures and homelands.
Then came another visit to his chapel, followed by a heart-to-heart
conversation over bread and home-cured fish, hand-prepared by his
beloved Isil, with lemon on the side. Where else could I have found out
more about the Dozo, one of the West African hunter fraternities, with
their amulets and inherited brown hunting clothing possessing magical
properties, making them bulletproof, protecting them from any harm
while amplifying their vision and hearing? Or where again could
I have learned about kintsugi, the Japanese art of fixing broken pottery
with gold-dusted lacquer, which treats breakage and repair as part of
the history of an object rather than something to hide? p.52

Where else could I have had a sneak preview of his nuanced
sequences of The Scream (by Edvard Munch), the first image that ever
struck him, and his studies in oil paint? And what did I know about
the atonal mysticism of the Viennese composer Josef Matthias Hauer,
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Carpaccio'yu gormeye her yil gittigi Venedik'i bu defa da sergi ekibiyle
birlikte ziyaret ettiginde, Arsenale'deki mekani hissetmis ve sergiyi
zihninde canlandirmaya baslamisti. Mekanla diyaloga giristigi gibi,
isleri de yerlestirmeye de koyulmustu. Basyapitini olustururken cephane-
sindeki gorsel, mimari ve miizikal araglari nasil harekete gecirecegini
de diisiiniiyordu.

“Iki neon gokkusagimiz olacak, iki de devasa aynamiz,” diye devam
etti telefonda. Gokkusaklar1 mekani sahneye doniistiirecek, cocuklarin
parmak izlerini barindiran aynalar ise sahneyi ikiye bolecekti.

Sarkis'in ilk gokkusagi Istanbul'da dogmustu. Bu bilgi onun igin
cok kiymetliydi. Ayrica bu ilk gokkusag1, yine istanbul'da ikonlasacak
olan gokkusagi merdivenlerle de kesisecekti. s.60 Bu konudaki 6ngoriisii
kanitlanmisti, tipki yillar 6nce Ermenistan kirsalindaki bir kilisede yerles-
tirdigi on iki mumun birkagc yil sonra Paris'te yasanacak olan Charlie Hebdo
olayiyla kesismesi gibi. [s. 76| Su anda bu gokkusagi, Sarkis'in daha once
sergi act1g1 Istanbul Modern'in cephesinde, Bogaz kiyisinda nefes almay1
suirdiirityor, zaman zaman salt dekoratif bir unsur olarak algilansa da... s.68

Sarkis'in ¢cok 6nem verdigi bir diger sey de, yillardir birlikte calistig1
farkli yas gruplarindan ¢ocuklardi. Bu defa da Istanbullu ve Venedikli
cocuklar1 bir araya getirecektik. Bu cocuklar agilistan 6nce gercek-
lestirilecek ii¢ giinliik atolye calismasinda, Sarkis'in defterlerine
cizdigi kozmik desenlere parmak uglariyla dokunarak aynalar iizerinde
iz birakacaklardu. [s. 20]

“Elmas kiipeler gibi asacagiz vitraylarimizi,” diye ekledi Sarkis.
Vitraylarla imgeyi ¢erceveliyor, imgenin hatlarini belirliyor, yakalayip
hapsediyor ve boylece Ortacag'da baslattig: vitray sanatini, fotograf
tarihiyle ve 1sikla bulusturuyordu. Vitraylardaki imgeler —ates avuclayan
el [s.128], direnen kirmizi elbiseli kadin [s. 101], yiikseklerden asag1
bakan mozaik melek tasviri [s. 82], nar tezgahinin oniinde giiliimseyen
Hrant Dink [s. 124], 6liim doseginde hasta, ¢cicege durmus aga¢— bir talep
ileri stiriiyorlardi sanki. Bir kitabin sayfalar: arasinda dolasirmiscasina
dogal bir imgeleraras1 gezinti talebiydi bu ve ortak bir bilince gotiiren
bu resimli orkestranin frekansiyla uyumlanma ¢agrisiydi.

Aylarca Sarkis'le kisisel ve kolektif olanin bereketini konustuk.
Imgelerin tarih Stesi ve kiiltiirleraras1 referanslardan beslenerek
kendi yolunu nasil ¢izdiklerini de... Kendi sectigi olaylar1 ve durumlar1
ikonalara donfistiirerek bizi giincel yasam deneyimlerimizin derinlerine
cekmek istiyordu Sarkis. Asil niyeti buydu. Imgelerin ¢ok derin yaralar
acabildikleri gibi, bir o kadar da iyilestirici olabildiklerini de biliyordu.
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the underrated music theorist and composer, who was known for developing
a method for composing with all twelve notes of the chromatic scale?

Complementing the installation, Sarkis told me he had commissioned
a soundtrack by the composer Jacopo Baboni-Schilingi. As with me,
he had called him to tell him about the kind of atmosphere he wanted to
create. The music was to play at the pavilion day and night. In addition,
he gave him his own drawing of the rainbow’s seven colors so the composer
could use it as a system of partitions. p.70 This music is not only
playing in Venice, but also in the lobby of the newly opened building of
Hrant Dink Foundation, just adjacent to Altin Ikona (Golden Icon), which
is presented as a golden square and related to the same scale as Sarkis's
series of stained glass on view in Venice. [p.137]

Can gold of certain carats and light work as a shield? [p.86]

Can one really shoulder a rainbow? Where does the six-winged Seraphim
stand—in Hagia Sophia, in Pushkin's poems, which Sarkis’s favorite
filmmaker Tarkovsky loved so much, or universally? [p.82] Can angel wings
in a tattoo foreshadow the thorns of a rose or shattered glass? [p. 44
Sarkis had full autonomy in selecting the artworks (“I cannot wait for
the day when I will be installing, Defne-can.”), the music, and his curator.
And together we would be working as dramaturgs for a theater play.

The invitation was to continue the infinite dialogue that was at
the core of his practice, to continue the breathing in and out, an attempt
to keep all works and ideas alive, in the air, in oxygen. Every Sunday at
11 a.m., there were these incredible conversations, with no ambivalence
about terms or shared observations. Or a 9 a.m. date at Notre Dame
and Sainte Chappelle in the pursuit of a certain crown of thorns. This
began a process to continue a language that could close our generational
gap as if there were any; that could capture our varied references across
histories and religions, and our capacity to deal with poison through the
transformative power of art.

It was perhaps in the third or fourth conversation that Sarkis told
me about the book he had received as a gift from his friend Biilent Erkmen.
It was the book that my mother had written, over the course of three
years, in tears, about the Armenian-Turkish journalist who was murdered.
Day and night she wrote this 700-pager, and now Sarkis was burning
his way through it, letting it burn him in return. He had not known that
the author was my one and only mother, Ttiba Candar. So, for the first
time in my life, I broke my rule against mixing family and business, and
extended an invitation to Sarkis to come to my parents’ home for a plate
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Bundan sadece birkag y1l oncesindeydi ilk tanismamiz. Diinyanin
birbirine uzak koselerinden hikayeler anlatmistik birbirimize: Kadim
tanri ve tanrigalar ile onlarin go¢gmenlik halleri, Louvre'daki Nike,
antikitenin giincellik icinde yeniden ortaya ¢ikisiydi sohbet konularimiz.
O, Rotterdam'da Boijmans Van Beuningen Miizesi ile limandaki sergisini
hazirliyordu; ben ise Witte de With Giincel Sanat Merkezi'nin direktorii
olarak, sanat tarihgisi ve kiiltiir kuramcis1 Aby Warburg'un Sarkis'in
sanatsal liretimi tizerindeki etkisinin incelendigi bir konferans
diizenliyordum. Warburg'un Leidschatz, yani acilarin hazine sandig1
olarak tanimladig1 hafiza kavraminin, Sarkis'in kiiltiirel hafiza enerjisini
canli tutan, ama calkantili duygular: ve kayitlar1 muhafaza eden
yapitindaki yankisi barizdir. [s. 88]

En ¢ok da Sarkis'in atolyesinde hissedersiniz bunu. Bat1 Afrika'nin
avcl topluluklarindan biri olan Dozo'yu, onlar1 kursun gecirmez kilan,
gorme ve duyma yetilerini artirip her tiirlii beladan koruyan avci
kiyafetlerini ancak atolyesinde gorebilirsiniz. Kintsugi'yi, yani kirik
canak comlegi altin tozlu vernikle tamir edip, kir1g1 ve tamirini saklanacak
bir seydense objenin tarihinin bir parcasi olarak goren Japon sanatini
gordiigiiniizde, incinmislik halinin nasil bir gii¢ kaynagina doniisebilecegini
hissederseniz... s.52 Kendisini ilk carpan esere, Ciglik'a (Edvard Munch)
dair gizli calismalarini da burada gosterir size. En sevdiginiz sanat¢ilardan
biri olan, kiiltiirler ve topraklar arasinda mekik dokumus Chen Zhen'in
onun O6grencilerinden biri oldugunu atolye ziyareti ardindan birlikte
yiyeceginiz Kanton yemeginde 6grenirsiniz. Ve kromatik dizinin on iki
notasinin tiimiinii kullanarak beste yontemini kesfetmis ama kiymeti
bilinmemis Viyanali besteci Josef Matthias Hauer'in atonal mistisizmine
dair bilgileri burada duyarsiniz.

Yine sohbetlerimizden birinde besteci Jacopo Baboni-Schilingi'ye
enstalasyon icin bir soundtrack 1smarladigini 6grenecektim Sarkis'in.
Bana yaptig1 gibi, onu da arayarak nasil bir atmosfer yaratmak istedigini
anlatmisti. Bunun yani sira, bestecinin partisyonlar icin bir sistem olarak
kullanabilmesi amaciyla ona gokkusaginin yedi renginin ¢izimini de
vermisti. Miizik Venedik'teki sergi mekaninda gece giindiiz ¢alinacakti.

s.70 Bu miizik yalmizca Venedik'te degil, haberci mekanlarimizdan
Hrant Dink Vakfi'nin yeni a¢ilan binasinin lobisinde, Sarkis'in vitray
serisine ayni dlcek iizerinden baglanan Altin Ikona adl1 altin dértgenin
yan1 basinda da caliyor olacak bienal boyunca. [s. 137]

24 karat altin ya da 151k bir kalkan gorevi gorebilir mi? [s. 86 ]
Insan gergekten de bir gokkusagini omuzlayabilir mi? Alt1 kanatli melek
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or two of manti—one of his favorite dishes—and our family expanded
that night. This publication is proof of this. Rakel Dink, beloved wife
of late Hrant Dink, the journalist the book was about, kindly joined in,
too, and sang even an Armenian lullaby to my newborn with her
gorgeous velvet voice.

We agreed to shoulder the rainbow, to look at the girl with the tattoo
on her back as inspiration, and to stage the exhibition as a statement in
defiance of stagnation. Why keep revisiting the old wounds, licking them
over and over, when you can rise above them? We formed our formidable
team, and decided to take the word nefes, the Turkish word for breath, to
heart. Nefes did not leave us for a second; it has been our inspiration, our
guide through all of our conversations. The idea of giving birth to newer
rhythms within vector points in the conception of history, time, and
space has become our tool to remove stumbling blocks, our way of folding
in philosophical as well as (art)historical connotations, of embracing
contemporaneity at the intersection of both the present and the distant
past, allowing us to navigate through thousands of years with one thing
in mind: rehearsing and negotiating an ever-infinite well of meanings and
entanglements within and for a recurring cast.
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Serafim nerede durur, Ayasofya'da mi, Sarkis'in favori yonetmeni
Tarkovski'nin de ¢ok sevdigi Pugskin'in siirlerinde mi, yoksa evrensel olan
her yerde mi? [s.82] Bir dovmedeki melek kanatlar1 giiliin dikenlerini ya
da cam kiriklarini golgeleyebilir mi? [s. 44

“Baslayacagimiz giinii iple cekiyorum Defne-san,” diyordu Sarkis.
Sanat yapitlarinin, miizigin ve kiiratoriiniin seciminde tam bir 6zerklik
icinde davranmisti. Simdi ikimiz birlikte bir tiyatro oyunun dramaturglar:
olarak calismaya bas koyuyorduk.

Her pazar saat 11.00'deki sohbetlerimizde Sarkis'in yapitlarinin
oziinde yatan sonsuz diyalog fikrini canli tutmaya 6zen gosterdik.
Nerede olursak olalim, tarihler ve dinler arasi farkli referanslarla
cesitlenen ve sanatin doniistiiriicii giicii yoluyla zehirle bas edebilen
bir dil kurmaya calistik.

Calismamizin ikinci ay1 dolmadan Sarkis bana arkadasi Biilent
Erkmen'in kendisine hediye ettigi bir kitaptan soz etti. Gecesini
giindiiziine katip yazmist: annem bu kitabu ii¢ y1l boyunca, her sayfasi i¢in
gozyas: dokerek. Simdi yaniyordu Sarkis o kitabin atesinde gece-glindiiz.
Kitabin yazar1 Tiba Candar'in annem oldugunu da simdi 6greniyordu.
Omriimde ilk kez aile ve is hayatini ayr1 tutma kuralim1 bozdum ve
Sarkis'i ve Isil'in1 annemlerin evinde yemege davet ettim. Kitabin konusu
olan Hrant Dink'in sevgili esi Rakel Dink de bize katild1 o gece. Ve o
kadife sesiyle yeni dogmus bebegimin kulagina Ermenice ninni fisildada.
O gece ailemiz biraz daha biiyiidii. Bunun bir kanit1 da bu yayin oldu...

Sarkis'le gokkusagini omuzlamak, sirt1 dovmeli Berlinli kiza
bir esin kaynagi olarak bakmak ve sergiyi duraganliga kars: bir meydan
okuma olarak diizenlemek konularinda anlasmis; ge¢cmisin yaralarini
desmek yerine bunlarin iizerinde yiikselmeye niyet etmistik. Ekibimizi
kurduk, nefes kelimesinin rehberliginde yola koyulduk. Nefes alip vererek,
hem tarih ile zaman ve mekan arasinda yepyeni ritmler dogurduk,
hem de sifre, kod ve referanslardan hareketle, milyonlarca yillik uzak
gecmisin bugiinle kesistigi yerde, eszamanlilikta, Sarkis'in zamanindalig:
ile zamansizliginda kendini sonsuza degin yineleyen anlam diinyalar1
kurgulayarak bilinmeze yon verdik, yelken actik.
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A detail from Leonardo da Vinci's “Adoration of the Magi.” In the foreground
is the king, kneeling, extending a censer to the child in the Virgin Mary's lap.
Superimposed on this detail from the painting are the credits and titles of
the film in white letters (music: from Bach’s Matthéaus Passion, the “Erbarme
Dich” Aria). The camera wanders over the worshipping figures, slowly ascends
over the tree’s form in the background, and stabilizes on its crown, covered
by leaves (The hum of the wind and the shrieks of the seagulls intermingle
with the orchestra).

A misty day in the middle of the summer. A flat, treeless lakeside with
expansive meadows. On the left, next to the water, is a dilapidated wood hut.
Alexander is planting a dried tree in the green, flat land between the lake and
the road (sound: seaqulls shrieking, the humming of the wind).

ALEXANDER: Come help me, son. A long time ago, an old monk
called Pamwe lived in an Orthodox convent. One day, Pamwe went
up to the mountains and planted a dried tree there, just like what we
are doing. And he asked one of his students—a monk called Joann
Kolow—to water this tree every day. Every day... until the tree would
reawaken to life. Could you bring me some stones from over there?

The boy, the younger son of Alexander, enters the image from the left, walks
up to his father, and starts to place the stones around the trunk of the tree.

ALEXANDER: And Joann would set off on the road early in the
morning, every day. He would go up the mountain, water the dried
body of the tree, and would return to the convent when the sun
set. And this went on for three full years. Later, on a beautiful day,
he went up the mountain again and saw that his tree had blossomed,
covered with flowers...

So no matter what anybody says, there is something extra-
ordinary in this method, this system (sound: seagulls shrieking,
the sounds of stones being placed on top of each other). You know, I tell
myself sometimes, if we were to do the same thing at the same time
every day, and if we were to repeat this like a ritual, persistently
and systematically, the world would then change. Something in the
world would change; a change would take place for sure.

Excerpt from the script The Sacrifice by Andrei Tarkovsky
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Leonardo da Vinci'nin “Krallarin Tapinisi” adli tablosundan bir detay. On planda
diz ¢6kmiis kral, Bakire Meryem'in kucagindaki ¢ocuga bir buhurdanlik
uzatmaktadir. Tablonun bu detay1 iizerinde filmin jenerigi verilir. (Miizik: Bach'in
Matthdus Passion'undan “Embarme Dich” aryas1). Kamera tapinanlarin iizerinde
gezindikten sonra, gerideki agacin gévdesinden agir agir yukar siiziiliir ve
yapraklarla kapl dorukta sabitlesir. (Esen riizgdrin ugultusuyla marti ¢ighiklar
orkestraya karisir).

Yaz ortasinda puslu bir giin. Genis ¢ayirlariyla diiz, agagsiz bir gél kenari.
Sol tarafta, suyun kenarinda kéhne bir ahsap kuliibe. Alexander gél ile yol
arasindaki yesil diizliige kurumus bir aga¢ dikmeye ¢alismaktadir. (Ses: Mart
cighiklari, riizgdrin ugultusu).

ALEXANDER: Gel bakalim, yardim et bana evlat. Bir zamanlar, ¢ok
uzun yillar once, bir Ortodoks manastirinda Pamwe adinda ihtiyar
bir kesis yasarmis. Pamwe bir giin daga ¢ikmis ve oraya kurumus
bir aga¢ dikmis, tipki bizim gibi. Ve 6grencisine, o da Joann Kolow
adinda bir kesismis, bu agaci her giin sulamasini soylemis. Her
gln..., ta ki agac yeniden hayata uyanincaya kadar. Oradaki taslardan
getirir misin bana?

Oglan, Alexander'in kii¢iik oglu, sol taraftan goriintiiye girer, babasina dogru
yiiriir ve agacin gévdesinin etrafina taslari yerlestirmeye koyulur.

ALEXANDER: Ve Joann sabahlar1 erkenden elinde bir kova suyla
yola revan olurmus. Daga ¢ikar, kurumus aga¢ govdesini sular
ve geceleri hava karardiginda manastira geri donermis. Ve bu boyle
tam i¢ yil stirmiis. Sonra, giizel giinlerden bir giin, gene daga ¢ikmais,
bir de bakmus ki, agaci ¢igekler icinde...

i§te, kim ne derse desin, bu metotta, bu sistemde muazzam
bir sey var. (Sesler: Mart1 ¢igliklari, birbiri iizerine birakilan tas sesleri).
Biliyor musun, bazen kendi kendime diyorum ki, eger her giin aymi
saatte, ayni seyi yapsak ve bunu bir ritiiel gibi kararlilikla ve sistemli
olarak her giin ayni1 saatte tekrarlasak, diinya degisirdi o zaman.
Diinyada bir seyler degisirdi, mutlaka degisirdi.

Andrei Tarkovski'nin Kurban senaryosunun Taba Candar tarafindan Almancadan
yapilan ¢evirisinden alinmistir, 1987
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Transcendence
Wendy Meryem Kural Shaw

Religion lies in ruins. Faith springs eternal, a crocus in an empty lot of
broken glass where that blanket called snow refuses to fall. Faith rises
from spite. It rises where religion does not deign to tread. Faith rises from
the sites of transgression, where desperation left room for a seed to
sprout, like an arrow through the human heart. Faith—the name nobody
dares whisper, lest it, the only hope, then too disappears.

And this is how such fragility came to be.

Once upon a time, when the world was born, gods and men lived
together. But the men envied the lives of the gods. They begged for water,
and they begged for fire. They begged for flight, and they begged for
sight—and then they begged for life eternal. Bored with their demands,
one day the gods vanished.!

Then the people were left to their own devices, but were blessed
with the memory of the gods living among them. The earth still spoke
to them in the voices of its trees and the songs of its animals. Through
them, the people remembered. The flesh of the animals became one
with them, as food. The hides of the animals became one with their own
skin. In winter, their toes touched famine, and in summer, their tongues
touched plenty. This made the people deep with memory. They blessed the
body of the fat mother earth who bore them, who fed them, who carried
them in her fleshy arms. They learned to carve her out of stone, so
they could hold her tight in their fists. In the dark lean months of winter,
they held her fast. And this was called memory.

When the world was a bit older and learned to tell stories, there
lived a rich man who had two sons. The younger son asked his father to
split the inheritance and to bequeath his portion while his father was still
alive. Receiving his share, he traveled to distant lands. There, he quickly
squandered his inheritance on wine and women. He awoke one morning

in a smoky den. He was dazed, his back hurt, and he was covered in blood.

Needles of every hue lay around him. Unable to move, he fell back asleep,
then awoke starving. With no money or fame to his name, and no fortune
left to protect him from famine, he took the lowliest of jobs and became

a swineherd. He resolved to return home and beg his father to become

the least of his servants. His father saw this ragged figure from a distance,
hobbling closer and closer on the path toward home. He ran to his lost son.
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Askinlik
Wendy Meryem Kural Shaw

Din harabe halinde. Inan¢ figkiriyor ebedi, kar denen battaniyenin drtmeyi
reddettigi kirik camla kapli bos bir alanda bir ¢igdem cicegi. Kinden
fiskirtyor inang. Dinin ayak basmaya tenezziil etmedigi yerden. Caresiz-
ligin bir tohumun insan yiiregini delip gecen bir ok gibi figkirmasina
alan biraktig1 ihlal bolgelerinden yiikseliyor inang. Inang, kimsenin
fisildamaya ciiret edemedigi o cisim, o tek umut da kaybolmasin diye.

Ve boylesi bir kirilganlik boyle ortaya ¢ikmus.

Diinyanin dogdugu o ahir zamanlarda, tanrilar ve insanlar birlikte
yasarlarmis. Ancak insanlar imrenirlermis tanrilarin yagsamina. Su i¢gin
yalvarmislar, ates icin de. Yalvarmislar u¢mak icin ve de gormek icin;
ve sonra da Sliimsiizliik icin yalvarmislar. Isteklerden bikan tanrilar bir
giin ortadan kaybolmuslar.!

Boylece insanlar bir baslarina kalmis, ama aralarinda yasayan
tanrilarin anilariyla kutsanmaislar. Yeryiizii yine de agaglarinin sesi,
hayvanlarinin sarkisi olup onlarla sohbeti siirdiirmiis. Bunlar sayesinde
hatirlamis insanlar. Hayvanlarin eti yiyecek olup biitiinlesmis onlarla.
Postlari, onlarin derileri ile bir olmus. Kisin kitliga dokunmus ayak
parmaklari, yazin ise dilleri bolluga. Bu bir derinlik katmis insanlarin
hafizalarina. Onlar1 doguran, doyuran ve semiz kollarinda tasiyan bereketli
toprak ananin bedenini kutsamislar. Onu tastan oymay1 6grenmisler
ki, avuglarinda siki siki tutabilsinler. Kisin o karanlik, verimsiz giinlerinde
ona tutunmuslar. Iste buymus hafiza dedikleri.

Diinyanin biraz biiyiiyiip hikaye anlatmay1 6grendigi zamanlarda,
iki oglu olan zengin bir adam varmis. Kiiciik ogul, 6lmeden evvel
mirasini paylastirip kendi payini ona vermesini istemis babasindan.
Payina diiseni alinca, uzak diyarlara gitmis. Gittigi yerde, mirasini tez
zamanda carcur etmis sarap ve kadin ugruna. Bir sabah, les gibi bir
batakhanede uyanmis. Sersem bir halde, sirtinda agrilar, tistii basi
kan icinde. Etrafinda cesit cesit igneler. Kipirdamaya mecalsiz, yeniden
uykuya dalmis ve karni zil ¢alarak uyanmis. Ne adinin bir kiymeti, ne
san1 sohreti, ne de onu acliktan koruyacak bir serveti kaldigindan, islerin
en asaligini kabul edip domuz ¢obani olmus. Eve doniip hizmetc¢ilerinin
en kifayetsizi olabilmek icin babasina yalvarmaya karar vermis. Babasi,
aksaya aksaya eve dogru yaklasan o pejmiirde halini goriince kayip
ogluna kosmus. Ciplak sirtindaki kiirek kemiklerinden yiikselen melek
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Seeing the wings of angels rising from his naked shoulder blades, the
father wrapped the son in the jeweled cloak of his forgiveness, so he
could never again fly away.>

Not all fathers, of course, are alike—and neither are all sons. Once
there was a son who, bored of a simple life with his father, wandered
into the world and squandered his wealth until he became a pauper who
lived off of birdseed and dust. His father searched the world high and
low, but failed to find his son. Instead, the father became a wealthy man
and established a kingdom. Thirty years later, his son, seeking work, came
upon his father’s town. Seeing him, the father was filled with joy and sent
his men to fetch his son. But the son was terrified, so the king let him
be and hired him as a laborer. Slowly, he trained the son to rise to higher
stations. In twenty years, the son knew all of the accounts of the kingdom,
but he never saw himself as anything more than the humblest of servants.
On the king’s deathbed, he finally told his son the truth and left him
the entire kingdom.? No transcendent dance took place on the grave of
transgression; life simply flowed on like a river, until the wings painted
on its back bore the son in flight.

When the world was older still, and stories were written to become
histories, there lived an elderly and revered religious sheikh in Mecca.
Hundreds of students followed his wisdom; none could compete with his
subtle interpretation of the law. Yet every night, he dreamed of himself
living in Rome; he saw himself bowing before idols. His dreams disturbed
him. He could give them no meaning. “No path,” he said, “comes without
stones,” and he resolved to travel to Constantinople. There, he saw a
princess so beautiful that the entire world flocked to her feet. He caught
a glimpse of her face from behind the veil of her blowing hair. He lost all
sense. He fell in love. Upon her order, and to win her love, he renounced
his faith. He went to the great church of the city, Hagia Sophia, and at
its altar he prayed to its holy wisdom. His tears fell upon the marble floor
and splashed into the eye of an angel, who peered at him from the corner
of the dome. The angel winked at him, but he failed to see this kindly,
laughing eye. He prayed to icons, he drank wine; but she was cruel. She
mocked him, and he abased himself still further for her love. She made
him her swineherd, and still she mocked him. And still he loved her.

His followers begged him to repent and return to the true path. Drunk,
covered in nothing but the mud of pigs, he persisted in his love. In the
end, the prophet Muhammad called both the sheikh and the princess into
his light, and they died happily ever after.*
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kanatlarini goriince, bagislayiciliginin incili kaftaniyla sarmis onu
ki bir daha uzaklara u¢camasin.?

Tiim babalar ayn1 degildir elbet, tiim ogullar da. Bir zamanlar,
babasiyla siirdiigii basit hayattan sikilip diinyay1 dolagsmaya ¢ikmis ve
servetini ¢arcur edip kus yemi ve ¢ople beslenen bir gariban haline gelen
bir ogul varmis. Babasi diinyanin altini iistiine getirmis, ama oglunu
bulamamis. Bunun yerine, varlikli bir adam haline gelmis ve bir krallik
kurmus. Otuz yil sonra, oglu is bulma umuduyla sehre gelmis. Babasi
onu goriince mutluluktan u¢cmus ve onu alip getirsinler diye adamlarini
yollamis. Ama ogul ¢cok korkmus, kral da hi¢ ses etmeden onu
irgat olarak ise almis. Yavas yavas daha yiiksek kademelere ¢ikmak
iizere egitmis onu. Yirmi yilda, ogul kralligin her seyini bilir olmus,
ama kendini en basit hizmetkardan fazla gormemis hi¢. Kral oliim
dosegindeyken, nihayet anlatmis gercegi ve biitiin kralligini ona
birakmis.® Askinlik, ihlalin mezarinda dans etmemis; hayat bir nehir
gibi akip gitmis, ta ki arkasina resmedilen kanatlar onu havalandirip
Obiir diinyaya ucurana kadar.

Diinyanin biraz daha biiyiidiigii ve hikayelerin tarih olsun diye
yazildig1 zamanlarda, Mekke'de cok yasli ve saygi duyulan bir seyh
yasarmis. Bilgeliginin pesinden yiizlerce miirit geldigi halde, onun
kanunlara getirdigi incelikli yorumla hi¢biri asik atamazmis. Buna ragmen
sevh her gece riiyasinda kendisini Romada yasayip, putlarin 6niinde
egilirken goriirmiis. Bu rityalar onu huzursuz edermis. Anlamlandiramazmais
bunlari. “Hi¢bir Allah yolu yoktur ki,” demis bir giin, “tassiz dikensiz
olmasin,” ve Konstantinopolise gitmeye karar vermis. Orada giizelligiyle
tim diinyay1 etrafinda pervane eden bir prenses gormiis. Ugusan
saclarinin ortiisiinde gizlenen yiiziine bir bakmais; akli basindan gitmis.
Vurulmus prensese. Emrine amade oldugu gibi, dininden imanindan
olmus. Sehrin gorkemli kilisesi Ayasofya'ya gitmis ve mihrabinda diz
cokiip kutsal bilgeligine el agmis. Mermer zemine diisen gozyaslari,
kubbenin kosesinden dikkatle kendisini izleyen melegin goziine sigramis.
Melek g6z kirpmis ona, ancak o gérememis bu iyi kalpli, giilen gozii.
Ikonalara dua etmis, sarap i¢cmis. Acimasizmis prenses, alay etmis onunla.
O ise prensesin agki i¢in ne kadar al¢alabilirse o kadar al¢calmis. Domuz
cobani yapmis onu prenses ve alaylarini da siirdiirmiis. Ama yine de
asikmis prensese. Miiritleri tovbe edip dogru yola donmesi i¢in ona
yalvarmislar. Sarhos olup domuz pisligine bulansa da, yine de agskindan
vazge¢cmemis. En sonunda, Hz. Muhammed seyhi ve prensesi niiruna
cagirmis ve ikisi mutlu mesut 6lmiisler.*
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Later still, when the earth was so old it thought history was truth
and forgot all about memory, there was a secular century. It promised the
people (and they would be us) a super-hero called Reason to fight against an
enemy it called Religion. Reason offered a new sacred realm here on earth,
where the power of the mind would triumph over Religion’s nit-picking
over the soul. Reason grew loud. Religion grew louder. Reason and Religion
each blew their trumpets, and the world became a great cacophony. Their
weapons pointed higher and sharper into the sky. Bodies lay strewn along
one side of the path, and spirits lay strewn on the other. Reason could
have won, but it forgot not to turn into Religion. And Religion could have
won, but it forgot that rules live for their transcendence.

In this time (not once upon, but our time), tiny women full of flesh
stand monumental in small glass cages under bright museum lights. They
long for our worshiping fingers as our fingers long to worship their petrified
fecundity. They come from many places where they were left behind;
the mother gods, forgotten, deep under the soil. They come unearthed into
our bright lights, their open eyes blinking, their big breasts pointing again
to the sky. Transformed into stained glass, they become the cathedral of
unremembered bodies, embodied, the love of famines lost in fleshy feasts
and feasts of flesh. [p.40

In this time, our time, an angel who once winked at a weeping
sheikh peeks out from under a wall of plaster. There he hid for centuries,
unseen and unseeing. When first the conquerors arrived in 1492, they
paid him no heed. Unafraid and certain were they in their faith, in their
submission to the one God. For this reason, the little angel in the dome
above did them no harm as he whispered of the past from behind his
folded wings. But time passed, and the students of the straight path,
ardent as the followers of the sheikh, complained. The angel was covered
over with plaster, and he could wink no more. [p.82] Until, of course, the
plaster fell away. “Oh, how strange,” the angel said, speaking the language
of angels and looking at the tourists below, “I guess they must pray to a
new God now.” And this was called restoration.’

In this time, our time, faith pricks through the skin as the thorny
wings of an angel on the back of a young woman. She leans to the side, on
a bus on a summer day in Berlin. She stretches her young limbs and rests
her weary bones in a city rediscovering the long-lost roads of its youth,
where people walk beyond a wall they had learned not to see. Her hair
creeps in wild tendrils, untamed as a river. Her body becomes the stained
glass that framed angels as it framed martyrs in the cathedrals of the
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Masal bu ya, ¢ok sonralari, diinyanin tarihin gerceklik olduguna
hiikmedip hafizaya dair her seyi unutacak kadar biiyiidiigii zamanlarda
sekiiler bir yiizyil varmis. Bu yiizyil, insanlara (ve onlar biz oluyoruz),
Din denilen bir diismana kars1 savasacak Mantik denilen bir siiper
kahraman vaddetmis. Mantik, aklin giiciiniin Din'in ruha kusur aramasina
galebe calacagi yeni bir kutsal alan sunmus bu diinyada. Mantik sesini
yiikseltmis. Din daha da ¢ok yiikseltmis. Mantik ve Din'in kendi borularini
ottiirdiikleri diinya koca bir kakafoniye dontismiis. Sipsivri silahlari
gokyiiziine ¢evrilmis. Yolun bir yanina bedenler, diger yanina ruhlar
serilmis. Mantik kazanabilirmis belki, ama Din'e doniismemesi gerektigini
unutmus. Din de kazanabilirmis belki, ama o da kurallarin asilmak i¢in
var oldugunu unutmus.

Bu zamanda (evvel zamanda degil, bizim zamanimizda), dolgun
viicutlu ufacik kadinlar, parlak miize 1siklar1 altindaki kiiciik cam vitrinlerde
birer anit gibi duruyorlar. Onlar bizim duaya durmus ellerimizi 6zlerken,
ellerimiz de onlarin fosillesmis dogurganliklarina tapinmay1 arzuluyor.
Kokleri terk edildikleri cografyalara dayaniyor; ana tanricalar, unutulmus,
topragin derinliklerinde. Topragin altindan parlak 1siklarimizin altina
geliyorlar, acilmis gozlerini kirpistiriyor, koca memelerini tekrar
gokyiiziine ceviriyorlar. Vitraya doniuistiiriiliince, unutulmus bedenlerin
tapinagi oluyor, viicut buluyor, etli butlu ziyafetlerde dindirilen
acliklarin agki oluyorlar. [s. 40

Bu zamanda, zamanimizda, bir zamanlar gézlerinden yaslar
fiskirmis bir seyhe goz kirpan melek duvardaki sivalarin ardindan etrafi
gozetliyor. Orada yiizyillarca sakli kalmis, gormeden ve goriinmeden.
1492'de gelen ilk fatihler aldirmamislar ona. inanglarindan, o tek
Tanrr'ya siginmalarindan emin ve korkusuzlarmais. Bu yiizden, katmerli
kanatlarinin ardindan maziyi fisildayan kubbedeki kiiciik melek rahatsiz
etmemis onlari. Ama zaman ge¢cmis ve o dogru yolun, tipki seyhin
miiritleri kadar atesli olan takipcileri yakinmaya baslamiglar. Melegin
uzeri swvayla kaplanmis, artik kirpamiyormus goziinii. [s. 82] Ama tabii
ki o siva dokiilene kadar. “Ah ne garip,” demis melek, meleklerin dilinde
konusup asagidaki turistlere bakarak, “Sanirim artik yeni bir Tanri'ya
dua ediyor olmalilar”. Ve bunun adina restorasyon denmis.’

Bu zamanda, zamanimizda, inang geng bir kadinin sirtindaki melegin
dikenli kanatlar1 gibi batiyor tene. Bir yaz giinii, Berlin'de bir otobiiste
yanina yaslaniyor kadin. Insanlarin gérmemeyi 6grendikleri bir duvarin
Otesinde yurudigi, gencliginin ¢oktan kaybolmus yollarini yeniden
kesfeden bir sehirde, genc¢ uzuvlarini esnetip yorgun kemiklerini
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religious days, an ethereal transparency flying on wings to the heavens.
They may say a woman like that is no angel, but they have no idea what
they say: it is not a tattoo, but her dream, which becomes our dream,
growing on her skin from within. [p. 44

In this time, our time, a dome radiates light. Suspended between
earth and sky, it points to the heavens through stained glass windows.
Suspended between the dome and the floor, a circle of lamps radiates like
spokes of the sun in the night. In this dome, letters that once unraveled
into prayers in the eyes of worshipers gazing up to its heavens today float
like tendrils unhinged from words. No more lettered prayers; all that is
left to flutter below is the light.

In this time, our time, there lives a hijra, a human of the space
in-between. Not man, not woman. Not born of a family but the builder
of a family of hijras. Left to serve the unspeakable desires of respectable
men, the hijra blesses the young boy with fertility. His power lies in
the mocking terror of his curses. Faith flows in his turmeric sweat,
washing the color of worship. During Holi, when the faithful celebrate
spring in a wild spiral of color tossed, splashed, and splattered in the
wind and against flesh, this swineherd celebrates too—wild, tangled,
unkempt, untouched and touchable. [p. 48

And on his face streams a painting of the divine.

Adapted from the Satapatha Brahmana 2:3:4:4.

Adapted from the book of Luke 15:11-32.

Adapted from the Lotus Sutra of the Buddha.

Adapted from The Conference of the Birds by Farid ad-Din Attar.
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The Telegraph, 26 September 2010, www.telegraph.co.uk/comment/columnists/
christopherhowse/8026330/Sacred-Mysteries-An-appointment-with-an-angel-at-
Hagia-Sophia.html
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Christopher Howse, “Sacred Mysteries: An appointment with an angel at Hagia Sophia,”

dinlendiriyor. Bir nehir gibi azgin sa¢lar1 yabani asma filizlerine siiriiniiyor.
Bedeni ruhani zamanlarin tapinaklarinda sehitleri nasil cercevelediyse,
melekleri de cercevelemis olan o vitray haline geliyor, kanatlarin tizerinde
gokytiziine ucan ruhani bir seffaflik. Boyle bir kadinin melek olmadigini
sOoyleyenler cikacaktir, ama onlar ne dediklerini bilmiyor: Bu bir

dovme degil, onun riiyasi, bizim rityamiz haline gelen, icinden filizlenip
teninde buyiiyen. [s. 44

Bu zamanda, zamanimizda, bir kubbe 151k saciyor. Yeryiizii ile
gokyilizii arasinda asili halde, vitrayli pencerelerden goklere isaret ediyor.
Kubbe ile zemin arasinda asili duran, lambalardan olusan bir cember
gece glinesinin oklar1 gibi 151k saciyor. Bu kubbede, bir zamanlar
sokiiliip, inananlarin goziinde, yiiziinii onlarin cennetine donmiis dualara
doniisen harfler, bugiin kelimelerden kurtulmus asma filizleri gibi
havada saliniyorlar. Harfli dua yok artik; asagida pir pir etmeye birakilmis
tek sey 1s1k.

Bu zamanda, zamanimizda, bir hicra yasiyor, bir araf insani bu.
Erkek degil, kadin degil. Bir ailenin ¢ocugu degil, bir hicralar ailesinin
kurucusu. Saygideger adamlarin agza alinamayacak arzularini yerine
getirmeye memur edilmis hicra, geng erkegi bereketlenmesi icin kutsuyor.
iktidar1, beddualarinin alayci dehsetinden geliyor. inanci safran sarisi
terinde akip ibadetin rengini solduruyor. inang sahiplerinin, havaya atilan,
sicratilan, riizgara ve ¢iplak ete serpistirilen vahsi bir renk ciimbiisii
icinde baharin gelisini kutladiklar1 Holi bayrami1 esnasinda, bu domuz
cobani bahari kutluyor; vahsi, karmakarisik, hirpani, dokunulmamais
ve dokunulabilir. [s. 48

Ve yiiziinden akan ter, kutsalin resmidir.

Satapatha Brahmana 2:3:4:4’ten uyarlanmistir.

Luka incili 15:11-32°den uyarlanmistir.

Buda'nin égretilerinden olusan Lotus Sutra’dan uyarlanmistir.

Feridiiddin Attar’in Mantiku’t-Tayr eserinden uyarlanmistir.

Christopher Howse, “Sacret Mysteries: An appointment with an angel at Hagia Sophia”,
The Telegraph, 26 Eylul 2010, www.telegraph.co.uk/comment/columnists/
christopherhowse/8026330/Sacred-Mysteries-An-appointment-with-an-angel-at-
Hagia-Sophia.html
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Cognition, Storation, Paration
David Kazanjian

Although I was asked to write about three distinct works presentfed at
two pavilions during the 2015 Venice Biennale, I have been u e to
keep them from co-mingling. This opening paragraph will t
among these three works: by Nina Katchadourian and Aikaterini Gegisian
in the Pavilion of the Republic of Armenia, and by Sarkis in the Pavili
of Turkey. It will mark the event of this co-mingling. Now, in some stric
sense it is impossible for these three works to co-mingle. Catastrophe,
diaspora, and exile interdict it. And yet, paradoxically, Katchadourian,
Gegisian, and Sarkis show us that such co-mingling is also urgent—
but not for the reasons we might rush to think. Not because they perfotm
the tired triumvirate so pithily expressed by the chorus of Los Angeles
Armenian alt-metal band System of a Down’s late 1990s hit song
“P.L.U.C.K": “Recognition, Restoration, Reparation.” In fact, in their refusal
to sing this chorus, Katchadourian, Gegisian, and Sarkis—in distinct ways
and to disparate effects—displace the habits of thought and action that
have ossified around a word that links Turks and Armenians, in losses and
gains, in struggles and claims. [ won't even write this word properly, since
the presumption of its propriety is the very agent of that ossification.

I will simply refer to it as “the-word-genocide,” the implications of
which have barely begun to be thought (as the philosopher and literary
critic Marc Nichanian has taught us) even while it is so often uttered

as if by rote, or perhaps precisely because it is so often uttered by rote.!
For although the events to which that word refers of course happened,
catastrophically, it has become evident to some that the significance

of those events cannot be captured by the-word-genocide, a too-calculable,
too-juridical word that was not even coined until many years after the
catastrophe to which it now refers.? Indeed, words like “catastrophe,”

as well as older, Armenian words used for those who lived through and
died in the massacres and deportations—yeghern, medz yeghern, darakrutiun,
aksor, chart, and aghet—could be said to tell us much more, or at least

to call for thinking rather than rote reiteration. In the spirit of just

such a call, Katchadourian, Gegisian, and Sarkis each suggests to us that
those events need not be recognized, restored, or repaired in the too-
familiar ways. Their works unhinge and displace the rote “re-"—a prefix
that melancholically dreams of an impossible return to a presumptively
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Cognition, Storation, Paration
David Kazanjian

2015 Venedik Bienali'ndeki iki ayr1 pavyonda sergilenecek olan ti¢ farkl
is hakkinda yazmam istendigi halde, bunlarin birbiriyle i¢ ice ge¢cmesini
onleyemedim. Bu nedenle yazinin girisinde ii¢iinii birden ele almak
istiyorum: Ermenistan Pavyonu'nda Nina Katchadourian ve Aikaterini
Gegisian ile Tiirkiye Pavyonu'nda Sarkis'in isleri. Simdi, dar anlamiyla
bakildiginda bu fi¢ isin birbirine karigmasi imkansiz gibi goziikiiyor;
felaket, diaspora ve siirgiin kavramlar: bunu engelliyor c¢iinkii. Ama

yine de, paradoksal olarak, Katchadourian, Gegisian ve Sarkis bize boyle
bir i¢ ice ge¢misligin olabilirligini gosteriyor. Ancak aklimiza gelen

ilk nedenlerden otiirii degil bu. Los Angeles'taki Ermeni alternatif
metal grubu System of a Down'in 1990’larin sonlarindaki hit sarkilar
P.L.U.C.K'1n nakarat kisminda soyledikleri biktirici o ii¢ kelimeyi
“Recognition, Restoration, Reparation"u (taninma, tazmin, tamir)
sergiledikleri i¢cin degil islerinde. Tam tersine, her ii¢ sanat¢1 da,

bu nakarat: tekrarlamay: reddederek Tiirkler'i ve Ermeniler’i miicadele

ve taleplerle, kay1p ve kazanclarla birbirine baglayan o mahut kelimenin
etrafinda kemiklesmis olan diisiince ve eylem kaliplarini da yikiyorlar.

O kelimeyi kullanmayacagim, onu kullanmanin uygun oldugunu
varsaymak bile kemiklesmenin temel etkenini olusturuyor zaten. Simdilik
“soykirim kelimesi” olarak adlandiracagim onu, ciinkii felsefeci ve edebiyat
elestirmeni Marc Nichanianin 6grettigi gibi, cogu zaman ezberden
soylendigi halde ya da belki tam da bu yiizden, yani cogu zaman ezberden
soylendigi icin, soylenmesinin doguracagi muhtemel sonugclar {izerine
heniiz diisiiniilmemis olan bir kelime bu.! Zira bu kelimeyle kastedilen
feci olaylar elbette vuku buldu; ancak karsilik geldigi felaketin
yasanmasindan yillar sonra ortaya ¢ikmis olan, bu fazlasiyla hesaph ve
hukuki terim olaylarin vahametini aciklamaya yetmiyor.2 Oyle ki, “felaket”
kelimesinin yani sira, katliam ve tehciri yasamis ve hayatini kaybetmis
olanlar icin kullanilan yeghern medz yeghern, darakrutiun, aksor, chart

ve aghet gibi daha eski Ermenice kelimelerin bize ¢cok daha fazlasini
anlattiklari ya da en azindan ezbere bir tekrar yerine bizi diisiinmeye
davet ettikleri soylenebilir. Bu cagrinin ruhuna uygun olarak, her iic
sanat¢1 da) yasanan felaketin lasiyla bildik i le taninmasi, tamir
ve tazmin edilmesinin gerékmedigini one siiriiyorlar. Onceden var oldugu
varsayilan bi biitiinliik haline geri doniisiin miimkiin olabilecegini
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prior unity and fullness—and instead transport us to three potent
thresholds: re cognition (Katchadourian), re storation (Gegisian), and
re paration (Sarkis).

Note: For Parts I. and II., please see the entries on Nina
Katchadourian and Aikaterini Gegisian in the catalogue for
the Pavilion of the Republic of Armenia, Armenity.

IIL. ve-paration: Sarkis’s Respiro (2015)

If we can contemplate anew the now obsolete word “paration,” which
once referred to the process of making ready—that is, if we can parate
paration—then we will have encountered with Sarkis an ever-potent place
of departure, a place that eschews reparation in the name of perpetual
becoming: a tipping point, a threshold.

“Paration” could be said to name the kind of potency experienced
in the Middle Ages through acedia, which quintessentially afflicted monks
as they contemplated their divine desires in the solitude of their monastic
cells. Typically translated today as “sloth,” acedia was not understood
as “laziness” nor was it “the awareness of an evil,” despite being one of the
seven deadly sins, as Giorgio Agamben reminds us. Rather, it was “the
contemplation of the greatest of goods,” “the vertiginous and frightening
withdrawal (recessus) when faced with the task implied by the place of
man before God.” Understood in this sense, acedia “contains in itself
a fundamental ambiguity... [W]hat the slothful lacks is not salvation,
but the way that leads to it... [T]he recessus of the slothful does not betray
an eclipse of desire but, rather, the becoming unattainable of its object...
Insofar as his or her tortuous intentions open a space for the epiphany
of the unobtainable, the slothful testifies to the obscure wisdom according
to which hope has been given only for the hopeless, goals only for those
who will always be unable to reach them... [I]t can be said of acedia that
‘the greatest disgrace is never to have had it.””* For us today, acedia’s potent
potential is a counter-intuitive way of understanding loss: a kind of
ongoing ready-making, ever-verging. Paration.

By contrast, the term “reparation” promises to fix something
presumed to have been broken, having been used in that sense since
at least the 14th century. While much critical thought about reparation
focuses on the range of ways (juridical, affective, artistic) we might
think the acts or gestures of repair, it would seem that any use of the
term demands some recognition of that which has been and continues
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tahayyiil eden “re-" 6nekinden vazgeciyorlar ve bunun yerine bizi iic
kuvvetli kirilma noktasina gotiiriiyorlar: re cognition (Katchadourian),
re storation (Gegisian) ve re paration (Sarkis).*

Not: Bu yazinin I. ve II. béliimleri i¢cin Ermenistan Pavyonu
katalogundaki Nina Katchadourian ve Aikaterini Gegisian
kisimlarina bakiniz.

IIL. ve paration: Sarkis'in Respiro’su (2015)

Bir zamanlar hazir etme siirecini anlatmak icin kullanilan ve artik
tedaviilden kalkmis olan “paration” kelimesini yeniden derinlemesine
diisiinecek olursak, yani paration'u yeniden siiriime sokabilirsek, o zaman
Sarkis'le saglam bir hareket noktasinda, stireklilik halindeki bir olus
adina reparation’dan kac¢inan bir yerde bulusmus olacagiz: Bir kirilma
noktasinda, bir esikte de diyebiliriz buna.

“Paration” Ortacag'da manastir odalarinin yalnizliginda ilahi arzular
uzerine derinlemesine diisiinen kesislerin basina gelen acedia yoluyla
deneyimlenen bir tiir yiikselme halini adlandirmak icin kullanilir.
Genellikle “miskinlik” olarak ¢evrilen acedia, Giorgio Agamben'in bize
hatirlattig1 gibi, yedi 6liimciil glinahtan biri olmasina ragmen, ne “tembellik”
ne de “kotiiligiin farkindaligl” olarak bilinirdi. Aksine bu, “iyiliklerin en
buyuginii tefekkiir etmek”, “insanin Tanri'min huzurundaki yerinin ima
ettigi gorev karsisinda bas dondiiriicii ve tirkiitiicii geri cekilmesi (recessus)”
demekti. Boyle anlasildiginda, acedia “kendi i¢cinde ¢ok temel bir belirsizlik
barindirir... Miskinin eksikligini ¢ektigi sey giinahlardan kurtulusu
degil, kurtulusa giden yoldur... Miskinin recessus'u arzunun bastirilmasini
degil, hedefinin erisilmez olusunu ifsa eder... Miskin, karisik niyetleri
elde edilemez olanin tezahiirii i¢cin bir alan a¢tig1 siirece, umudun sadece
umutsuzlar icin, amaclarin sadece onlara asla ulasamayacak olanlar i¢in
verildigini ileri stiren o belirsiz bilgelige taniklik eder. Acedia i¢in ‘en biiytik
utang onu hi¢bir zaman yasamamis olmak’tir denebilir.”? Bugiin bizler icin
acediamin yiikselme potansiyeli icgiidiiye aykir1 bir yitirme algis1 demektir,
yani bir tiir siirekli hazirlama, daima esikte olma hali. Paration.

Bunun aksine, 14. yiizyildan beri kullanilan “reparation” tabiri kirilmis
olan bir seyin onarilmasi vaadini barindirir. Reparation iizerine elestirel
diisiince, onarim eylemleri ya da jestleri olarak diisiinebilecegimiz hukuksal,

* Yazarin kullandig bicimleriyle “cognition/storation/paration” terimlerini baglam
icindeki anlamlarini yitirebilecekleri kaygisiyla aynen biraktim. (¢.n.)
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to be broken.* The “re-,” in this sense, imagines not only the-bfoken but
also the unbroken, both prior to breaking and subsequent to reparation
itself. Or perhaps we should say that a condition of possibility for any

reparative account of the broken is both a nostalgic and an aspirational

20th century, the German philosopher Edmund Husserl devoted important
pages of his Logical Investigations to this problematic of parts and wholes,
also called mereology.® Husserl’s reflections on mereology share a
conjuncture with the catastrophic end of the Ottoman Empire and the
consolidation of the Turkish nation-state, inicluding what we have come
to call the Armenian Genocide, as well as the creation of the modern
Armenian diaspora and the first brief existence of the independent state
of Armenia.” This conjuncture was rife with violently enforced claims for

essential wholeness. Though seemingly devoid of political considerations,
the Logical Investigations cannot be neatly separated from the implications
its claims had for the moment in which it was written and continue

to have for us who live in that moment’s wake. Indeed, Husserl himself
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duygusal, sanatsal bir dizi yontem tizerine yogunlasir. Oysa, tabirin her
kullanilis1 bir kez kirilip halen kirik olmaya devam edenin bir ol¢iide
taninmasini talep ediyormus gibi goriinebilir.* Buradaki anlamiyla
“re-/yeniden-" hem kirilma oncesinde, hem de onarimin hemen ardindan,
sadece kirilmisi degil kirilmamais olani da tasavvur eder. Ya da belki
kirilmis olanin onarilmasini miimkiin kilacak sartlardan birinin kirilmamig
olanin hem nostaljik, hem de arzu uyandiran bir tasavvuru oldugunu
soylemeliyiz; dolayisiyla bizatihi kirilmamais olma fikri, yani biitiinlitk
hali kirilmis olma, parcalara indirgenmis olma tehdidine davetiye cikarir.

Kirilmamais ve kirilmis, biitiin ve parcalar, burada, felsefenin de
coktan beridir konu ettigi bir cesit s6zdizimi degisimini ifade ediyorlar.
20. yiizyilin baslarinda Alman filozof Edmund Husserl, Mantik Arastirmalar:
yapitinin 6nemli sayfalarini, parcabilim (mereology) olarak da bilinen
bu parcalar ve biitiinler sorunsalina ayirmist1.® Husserl'in mereoloji
iizerine diisiinceleri, Osmanli Imparatorlugu'nun felaketle sonuclanan
cokiisii ve Tiirk ulus-devletinin tahkimi ile ayni konjonktiirii paylasur,
ki bu, Ermeni Soykirimi olarak adlandirdigimiz olayin yani sira modern
Ermeni diasporasinin olusumunu ve kisa siiren bagimsiz Ermenistan
devleti deneyimini de kapsar.” Bu donemde konjonktiir temel bir biitiinliige
iliskin olarak siddetle hak iddiasinda bulunmaya uygundur. Siyasi
degerlendirmelerden bagimsiz gibi goziikse de, Mantik Arastirmalar: adli
eser, yazildigi donemin onermelerinin doguracagi sonuclardan ayri
tutulamaz ve bu, o déonemin girdabinda yasayan bizler i¢in de gecerlidir.
Oyle ki bizzat Husserl de bu anafora yakalanip, tarihte kétiiliigiiyle en
fazla nam salmis temel biitiinliigii, yani Uciincii Reich’1 tahkim etmeye
calisan 1933 Nazi 1rk¢1 kanunlarinin bir sonucu olarak, Yahudi bir ailede
dogmus oldugu icin, bir Lutheryen olarak vaftiz edilmis olmasina ragmen,
akademik kariyerinden olacaktu.

Buna ragmen Husserl belki biraz da sasirtici bir sekilde, Mantik
Arastirmalari’nda, birbirinden ayrilabilir parcalarin bir araya getirilme-
sinden olusan gecici bir birlik fikrine karsi ¢ikar ve bunun otesinde,
karmasik ama biricik, tekil ve boliinemez olan bir biitiin fikrinin arzu
edilebilirliginden dem vurur. Kirilmamais, sonra kirilmis ve en sonunda
da kirilmamis haline geri dondiiriilmiis temel biitiinliiklerin varligini
varsaydigimiz ya da bunlara dair iddiada bulundugumuz siirece, Husserlci
bir mereoloji kavraminin icinde hareket etmis oluruz.

Bu diistince bicimi, cesitlilik ve ¢okseslilikte oldugu gibi, dnceligi
boliinemez biitiinlerden ¢ok parcalara vermeye yonelik, Lucretius gibi antik
atomistler ve Spinoza gibi heterodoks Aydinlanma diisiiniirleri tarafindan
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would be caught up in that wake, eventually losing his academic standing
for being born into a Jewish family (though he was baptized a Lutheran),
as a result of the 1933 Nazi race laws, which sought to consolidate one
of history’s most notoriously essential wholes: the Third Reich. Perhaps
surprisingly, then, in the Logical Investigations, Husserl argues for the
desirability of an idea of a whole that is complex and yet one, singular,
and indivisible, over and against the notion of a provisional unity
composed of separable parts. To the extent that we presume or make
claims for essential unities that can be unbroken, then broken, and finally
repaired to their unbroken state, we operate within something like a
Husserlian mereology.

This line of thought stands in marked contrast to efforts to privilege
parts—as in multiplicity and plurivocality—over indivisible wholes, efforts
elaborated by ancient atomists such as Lucretius as well as heterodox
Enlightenment thinkers such as Spinoza. Such thought also flourished
during the 20th century, in the work of Louis Althusser and Stuart Hall
on the concept of articulation; Gilles Deleuze and Félix Guattari in their
concept of the rhizome; Antonio Negri in his notion of the multitude;
Judith Butler in her performative account of universality; and Fred Moten
in his speculations on ensemble and improvisation.® All of these theories,
as different as they are from one another, question or reject outright
the possibility of a Husserlian whole governed by an essential oneness,
and instead seek political potential in the irreducible multiplicity of parts.
They are theories of paration, if you will, more than reparation: they
attend to the making-ready rather than the ready-made.

Sarkis’s Respiro also departs from the Husserlian whole and thus
co-mingles with these theorists of potent parts. Like a breath, un respiro,
it prepares us for what might come next. What is more, Respiro amplifies
the political resonances of mereology. This is perhaps unsurprising, given
Sarkis’s Armenian and Turkish heritage and Respiro’s setting in a pavilion
honoring a nation-state that—like Husserl's Germany, like most nation-
states in fact—was founded and continues to renew itself by means
of catastrophic violence. Respiro’s political potency shines from its many
sources of fluorescent, reflected, and refracted light: the neon rainbows
at either end of the installation echoing Istanbul’s rainbow staircases,
themselves part of the Gezi Park struggle; the blood-red slab of glass,
bloodshed coloring foundations.

Above all, however, I am drawn to the stained glass panels running
along the sides of the hall Respiro occupies. Sarkis has taken up a number
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detaylandirilan ¢abalarla agik bir karsitlik icindedir. 20. yiizy1il boyunca
da, artikiilasyon kavrami cercevesinde Louis Althusser ve Stuart Hall'un;
rizom kavrami cercevesinde Gilles Deleuze ve Félix Guattarimin; ¢cokluk
kavrami ¢ercevesinde Antonio Negri'nin; evrenselligin performatif algila-
nisiyla Judith Butler'in ve topluluk ve dogaclama iizerine spekiilasyonlariyla
Fred Moten'in yapitlarinda benzer bir diisiince gelisip serpilmistir.? Biitiin
bu kuramlar, birbirinden ¢ok farkli olmakla birlikte, temel bir tekligin
sekillendirdigi Husserlci bir biitiiniin olabilirligini ya sorgular ya da kokten
reddederler ve bunun yerine siyasi potansiyeli parcalarin indirgenemez
cesitliligi icinde ararlar. Bunlar “paration” kuramlaridir, tabir caizse,
reparation'dan fazlasidirlar: Zaten hazir olana degil hazir-etmeye egilirler.

Sarkis'in Respirosu da Husserlci biitiinden ziyade, parcalilik hakkinda
yazan kuramcilarla iliskidedir. Bir nefes gibi, un respiro, bizi daha sonra
gelebilecek olana hazirlar. Bunun da otesinde, Respiro mereolojinin siyasi
yankilarinin sesini yiikseltmektedir. Sarkis'in miras aldig1 Ermeni ve
Tiirk kimligi ile Respiro'nun, tipki Husserl'in Almanyasi ve aslinda bir¢ok
ulus-devlet gibi, katastrofik bir siddet vasitasiyla kurulmus ve kendini
bu sekilde yenilemekte olan bir ulus-devleti onurlandiran bir pavyonda
bulundugu hesaba katildiginda bu belki hi¢ de sasirtic1 degil. Respironun
siyasi erki parlayan, yansitilan ve kirilan bircok 1s1k kaynaginda parliyor:
Enstalasyonun her iki ucunda, bizzat kendileri de Gezi Parki miicadele-
sinin bir par¢asi olmus olan Istanbul'daki gokkusagi merdivenlerini
animsatan neon gokkusaklari, 1slanmis gibi goziiken kan kirmizisi cam,
belki de dokiilen kanin renklendirdigi temeller.

Ama, hepsinin de 6tesinde, Respiro'nun bulundugu mekan boyunca
yerlestirilen vitraylar beni kendine cekiyor. Sarkis, siyasi gondermelerle
dolu bir dizi fotografik imgeyi ele almis: Istanbul'un gokkusag1 merdivenleri

.60 ; bir nar y1gininin yani basinda giilimseyen Hrant Dink [s. 124];
Gezi Parki'nda biber gazina maruz birakilan kirmizi elbiseli ikonik kadin
[s.101]; kendi annesiyle babasinin Tiirkiye'deki bir Ermeni mezarligindaki
mezar taslar1 gibi [s.152]. Ama klasik bir yontem kullanarak, bu fotograflar1
kursun seritler ve bir ¢ercevenin bir arada tuttugu irili ufakl boyali cam
pargalariyla kaplamis. Kursun seritler her bir imgenin i¢inden gegerek
onlarin fotografik belgelerden ¢ok yapbozlar gibi gérﬁnmesini\‘saglarken,
paneller de her bir imgenin akla gelebilecek temel anlamina meydan

Zira vitray parcalardan olusan bir sanat formu. Cam parcalar1 olara
basliyor ve bitmis halinde bile parcalili§1 kursunla isaretleniyor. Parcalar:



asla “kirik” degil, aksine basindan sonuna kadar 6zgiin ve parcali. Bu itibarla,
vitray kurgusal yapilar olusturmak icin parcalar1 birbirine kaynastirarak,
Husserlci boliinemez biitiin kavramina meydan okuyor.

Respiro'nun bulundugu salonun her iki ucunda salinan neon
gokkusaklar1 —~boyali cam panel dizilerinin hem basladig1, hem de bittigi
yerde—- birden sasirtici bir 151g1n altinda beliriyorlar. Comlekler dolusu
altina ya da cennetvari giizellikteki romantik figiirlere giden yollar olmak
bir yana, bu gokkusaklar1 hep kirilmis parcalar ve sivri u¢lu kenarlardan
ibaret. Bunlar, vitray tlizerinde gezinen kursun seritler gibi, belirli
bir diizeni olmadan egilip biikiilen birbirinden bagimsiz neon tiiplerden
yapilmis. Bos alanlarinin araliklar1 parlayan renklerinden daha ¢ok yer
kaplayarak parcalar biitiiniinden bile daha fark edilebilir hale getiriyorlar.
Bunlar bir araya gelmenin oldugu kadar birbirinden ayrilmanin da
esiginde gibi gortiniiyorlar. Gezi Parki hareketine muhalif bir destek
olarak Istanbul'un her yerinde ortaya ¢ikan, belediye tarafindan griye
boyandiktan sonra bile yeniden beliriveren gokkusagi merdivenlerine
yapilan bir gonderme olarak ele alinacak olurlarsa, Respironun neon
gokkusaklari paration'un bir cesit siyasi yorumunu sunuyor. Sanki bizi,
coskuyla ama gecici olarak bir araya gelen bir parcalar siyasetine hazirliyor
gibiler; her an sokiiliip yeniden takilabilecek, ya koordinasyonun ya da
uyumsuzlugun esiginde olan parcalar bunlar. Bu anti-devletci ya da hatta
devlet-dis1 ve dolayisiyla da anti-milliyet¢i ya da hatta milliyetg¢ilik-dis1
bir siyaset. Giiciinii coklugun 6nceden tahmin edilemezliginden aliyor.
Diasporik ya da siirgiinde bir konumda durmak yerine Tiirkiye de dahil
olmak tizere, birden fazla memleketi olan Sarkis'in yarattig1 Respiro,
gercekten de reparation'un hem diasporik hem de milli tekrarlarina taze
bir nefes veriyor.

Respiro biitiinlerden kacinip paration'un pargasi oluyorsa, yani onun
parcaliliklar1 bizi hazirliyor, bir esige getiriyor, bir kirilma noktasini
miimkiin kiliyor ve bir esikte duruyorsa, ne icin hazirlaniyoruz, neyin
esigindeyiz, neyin kirilma noktas1 bu ve hangi esigi asmak tizereyiz? Bu
sorular1 burada, hele de bu yaziy1 yazdigim giinlerde heniiz kesinlesmemis
olan baska isitsel ve gorsel unsurlar1 da kapsayacak olan Respiro tamamlan-
mis haliyle heniiz gozler oniine ¢ikmamisken, 6zgiiven icinde cevaplamak
kolay degil. Belki de boylesi cok daha iyi. Ciinkii Sarkis'in bizi paration
icinde ve onun vasitasiyla yasamamaiz i¢in hazirlamasina izin vereceksek,
belki de o zaman onun bizim i¢in kurgulamis oldugu o kirilma noktasinda
kalip nefesimizi tutmaliy1z. Gelin reparation'u ezberden tekrar etmek yerine,
Respironun bizi heniiz bilinmeyen geleceklere hazirlamasina izin verelim.
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of photographic images packed with political potency: one of Istanbul’s
rainbow staircases p.60 ; Hrant Dink smiling alongside a pile of
pomegranates [p. 124]; the iconic woman in a red dress being gassed
or hosed w1th water in Ge21 Park [p 101]; the gravestone of his parents

into parts, confounding the meliorist logic of reparation (unbroken,
broken, repaired). For stained glass is an art form of parts. It begins as
pieces of glass, and its partiality is marked by lead even in its finished
form. Its parts are never “broken,” but rather originally and forever
partial. As such, stained glass challenges the Husserlian conception
of the indivisible whole by fusing pieces to form semblances or fictive
constructions, effectively but not essentially one.

The neon rainbows that hover at each end of the hall in which Respiro
is staged—both at the beginning and at the end of the lines of stained
glass panels—suddenly appear in a surprising light. Rather than paths
to pots of gold or romantic figures of Edenic beauty, these rainbows are
all broken parts and jagged edges. They are made up of discrete neon
tubes, which—Ilike the wandering lines of lead on the stained glass—
arc irregularly and barely coordinate. Their gaps of empty space take
up more room than their glowing colors, making their parts even more
noticeable than their whole. They seem to verge as closely on coming
apart as they do on coming together. If they can be taken to reference the
rainbow staircases that sprung up throughout Istanbul in defiant support
of the Gezi Park movement, returning repeatedly even when they were
painted over in steely grey by the state government, then Respiro’s neon
rainbows offer a kind of political hermeneutic of paration. It is as if they
make us ready for a politics of parts that come together exuberantly yet
provisionally, parts that can be disassembled and reassembled at any
moment, parts on the verge of tipping into either coordination or discord.
Such a politics is anti-statist or even non-statist, and hence anti-nationalist
or even non-nationalist. Its potency is the unpredictability of the multitude.
Created by Sarkis, who claims neither diasporan nor exilic status but
rather multiple homes, including Turkey, Respiro indeed breathes fresh
air on both the diasporic and the nationalist reiterations of reparation.
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If Respiro eschews wholes and partakes in paration—that is, if its
partialities make us ready, bring us to the verge, render a tipping point,
linger on a threshold—then what are we made ready for, what are we on
the verge of, where might we tip into, which threshold are we to cross?

It is difficult to answer these questions confidently here, especially before
Respiro has even appeared in its finished form, which will include sonic
and other visual elements not evident at the moment I am writing this
essay. This is, perhaps, all the better. For if we are to allow Sarkis to prepare
us for living in and through paration, then perhaps we ought to remain
on the tipping point he has constructed for us, catching our breath.
Rather than repeating reparation by rote, let us let Respiro prepare us
for as-yet-unknown futures.
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Image Readings |
imge Okumalari



You have to understand evil before you can recognize good. Tyiyi anlamaya kotiiliigii bilmek gerek.
Angels shine not only in the heavens; they can be found in places Bir melek gok kubbede degil, herkesin ve her seyin terk ettigi
abandoned by everybody and everything. An angel glimmers amongst ... yerde parlar. Tozlarin, 6riimcek aglarinin arasinda 1si1ldar. Oradasindir ...
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... dust, amidst spider webs, in that makeshift shelter you carved for
yourself. There is rust and dirt everywhere, but you don't care; you have
arrived here because you ached. Now you are in this place, where no
one calls on anyone else; where you want to forget and be forgotten.

As luck would have it, you encounter an angel. Then you see yourself
in the eye of the angel. Unlike a mirror, this angel reflects back the you that
it sees in you, the you that you have been trying to forget, the you that
you have been forced to forget. There is no escape—you snap out of it and
remember yourself.

Remember that age? When you reached it, the surface of the cake
would turn into a sieve as you put candles on it. Instead, one or three
symbolic candles would light the surface. You would feel your age and
the passage of time.

There was a time before this feeling, before this sieve-like surface.
The best thing about the age of twelve was that glowing cake. Yet you
still believed your wishes would come true. You blew on the candles three
times on purpose, as if you did not have enough breath—three puffs
for three individual wishes. You did not bother to think about whether
the previous wishes had come true or not; you just made a wish. And
then those gathered around simply applauded you. At twelve, you were
neither a child nor an adult—that strange in-between age. Many dozens
of years have passed since that twelfth birthday in fact.

Twelve is special enough to have its own name—a dozen. At that last
suppetr, Jesus was joined by his twelve apostles, only to be betrayed, to
be handed over by the one closest to him. Looking at a clock, we try to
map, where exactly we fall on that dial divided into twelve. Children learn
in school about the twelve months in a year. We seek the meaning of
our existence in the twelve signs of astrology. With the sun and the moon,
there were twelve planets in space. Twelve Gods looked at the world
from Mount Olympus in ancient times. Jacob had a total of twelve sons
born to him. Mother Mary had a crown with twelve stars. The Knights
of the Temple were twelve in number, too. Buddha had twelve students;
Alevis had twelve imams, who persevered through so many cruelties.

Were there also twelve states of loneliness? She tried to separate
the various states of loneliness, one by one:

The angry, grieving, suffering state of loneliness;

The desperate, rebellious, inconsolable state of loneliness;

The pessimistic, nonchalant, unshareable state of loneliness;

The accepting, enduring, yearning state of loneliness.
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... derme catma kovukta. Her yer kir pas, aldirmazsin. Diinyanin steril
temizliginin nasil kanli oldugunu bildiginden. Agridigin i¢cin buraya
geldiginden. Kimsenin kimseyi aramayacag1 bu yere. Unutasin ve
unutulasin diye.

Gel gor ki o izbe odada bir melek durmaktadir karsinda. Diistiigiin
yerden sana soyle bir bakar. Melegin goziinde kendini goriirsiin.

Ayna oniinde durmak gibi degil ama. Melek sende gordiigii seni yansitir.
Unutmaya c¢alistigin ve unutturulmaya calisilan seni. Kacis yok,
hatirlarsin kendini.

Bir yas vardi, oraya geldiginde artik pasta iizerine mum koymaya
kalktiginda yiizey siizgece donerdi de, temsili tek ya da iic mum
konulurdu. Yas: ve zamani hissederdin.

Stizgecten ve temsilden bir oncesi vardi. On iki yasin belki de tek
ihtisamli yonii 1s11t1l1 pastasi. Yoksa nasil da zordur ne ¢ocuk ne yetiskin
oldugun o garip araf. O an ama, inanirsin dileklerinin gercek olacagina.
Mahsustan ii¢ kere iiflersin mumlari, sanki nefesin yetmemis gibi. U¢ nefes
ii¢ ayr1 dilek demek. Daha 6ncekilerin gercek olup olmadigina bakmaksizin
dilersin. Cevrendekiler alkislar seni.

O on iki yasin iizerinden daha kac on iki y1l gecti. Matematikte
diizine deniyordu bir seyin on iki tanesine. Kendisine ad verilecek kadar
6zeldi on iki. On iki havarili son yemeginde Isa Mesih ihanete ugrayacagi,
en yakini tarafindan ele verilecegi o an1 bekliyordu. Okulda ¢cocuklar
hayat bilgisi dersinde bir yilda on iki ay oldugunu 6greniyordu. Her an
saate bakiyor ve on ikiye boliinmiis kadranin neresine diistiigiimiizii
anlamaya calisiyorduk. On iki burcun icerisinde davranis ve halimize
bir aciklama, varligimiza bir anlam ariyorduk. Eski zamanin on
iki Tanris1 Olympos dagindan diinyaya bakardi. Giines ve ayla birlikte
on iki gezegendik uzay boslugunda. Hz. Yakup'un on iki oglu vardi,
Meryem Ananin on iki yildizli bir taci, Tapinak sovalyeleri on iki kisiydi.
Budanin on iki 6grencisi, Aleviligin nice zuliimler gérmiis on iki imamu...

Yalnizligin on iki hali var miydi sahi? Tek tek ayirmaya calisti
yalnizligin hallerini.

Yalnizligin ofkeli, yalnizligin kederli, yalmzligin ¢ileli hali;

Yalnizligin umutsuz, yalnizligin isyanli, yalnizligin tesellisiz hali;

Yalnizligin karamsar, yalnizligin aldirmaz, yalnizligin
paylasilmaz hali;

Yalnizligin kabullenmis, yalnizligin ¢cok beklemis, yalnizligin hep
bir seyler dilemis hali.

Merdivenlerle inilen o los kilisede diinya disarda ve uzakta kalmisti.
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The world seemed far away when she descended the stairs in that
dimly lit church. The darkness helped and made the light a bit brighter.
Life was only in the lighted tips of the candles. She looked at the candles
before her. Each candle was a wish, a deep hope. Each flame had something
to say as it quivered in a different direction, accompanied by the breeze.

She then realized that she could see into people’s hearts by looking
at the candles, and that those who would come after her would be able
to read her, too, in the candle she had just lit. The language of candles
belonged to all, after all.

She looked at the twelve candles in her hand. The twelve small
candles were beautiful, more breathtaking than a single candle. She set
them side by side. She did not wish for anything for herself. Only a
“we” breathed out of her mouth, and she softly whispered:

Protect us, look out for us, love us.

Give us strength, give us hope, give us inspiration.

Give us love, give us faith, give us joy.

Find us, get to know us, make us one another’s.

She lit those twelve candles for everything. She lit them for the truths
that people only confess to themselves on sleepless nights; for the secrets
that must be understood without words; for those who are weak in their
strength, and those who are strong in their weakness.

When she lifted her head from the flickering flames of the candles,
she found the angel next to her. The angel approached and whispered
the most powerful word, like the chorus of a song in its lightest form:
Amin. Amen. Namaste.
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Karanlik, 15181 fark etmeye yariyordu. Mumlarin ucundaki o kiictik 1s1ltila
alevdi artik hayat. Kendisinden 6nce yakilan mumlara bakti. Her mum bir
dilek, her mum bir umuttu. Her birinin alevi kilise icerisindeki o tirpertici
esinti esliginde farkli istikametlere dogru titreserek bir sey anlatir
gibiydi. Mumlara bakarak insanlarin kalbini gorebilecegini o an fark etti.
Ve kendisinden sonra gelenlerin de yakacagi mumlardan ruhunu
okuyabilecegini. Mumun dili herkesindi.

Elindeki on iki muma bakti. Tek bir koca mumdan daha ihtisamliydi
on iki mum. Yan yana dizerek yakmaya basladi hepsini. Kendisi i¢in hi¢bir
sey dilemedi. Agzindan bir “biz” ¢ikt1 sadece. Usulca fisildada.

Bizi koru, bizi kolla, bizi sev.

Bize gii¢ ver, bize umut ver, bize ilham ver.

Bize sevgi ver, bize inanc ver, bize nese ver.

Bizi bul, bizi bil, bizi birbirimizin kal.

On iki mumu her sey icin yakti. Herkesin uykusuz gecelerde bir
kendine itiraf ettigi hakikate, soylenmeden anlasilmasi gereken sirlara,
kudretinde aciz, aczinde kudretli olanlara yakti.

Mumlarin titrek alevinden basini kaldirdiginda kovugundaki melegi
yani basinda buldu. Melek yaklasti, yaklast1 ve en giiclii sozii en hafif haliyle
sarkinin nakarat1 gibi mirildandi: Amin. Amen. Namaste.

Karin Karakash
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One can approach in space or through a telephoto lens a representation Bir melegin temsiliyetine —ki bu temsiliyet sadece bir temsiliyettir—

of an angel that is merely that, a representation, but one cannot bir mekanda ya da telefoto lens araciligiyla yaklagsmak miimkiinken,
legitimately do this when the ostensible representation of the angel is melegin so6zde temsiliyeti aslinda melegin kendini ibraz etmesi ise,
actually his presentation, that is, when the angel is present in the guise yani melek bir temsiliyet kiliginda ise, bunu mesru bir sekilde yapmak
of a representation, for example, a mosaic or a detail of a mosaic on the miimkiin degildir; 6rnegin, bir mozaik ya da bir kilisenin duvarindaki
wall of a church (it may be that what appeared to be representations of ... mozaik detay1 olarak. (Istanbul'da Aya Sofya'daki melek temsiliyetleri ...
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... angels in the Hagia Sophia in Istanbul were angels, and that these angels
ended up withdrawing sometime before or after the fall of Constantinople
to and its plunder for three days and nights by the Ottoman army in 1453,
and the turning of the church into a mosque and then into a museum,
their figures becoming reduced then to just great representations). Given
the aura of the angel, he is indivisible into limbs and other parts, so that
any accurate demarcation regarding him would have to be not of any
articulations or joints, since he has none, but of his aura (in a fiction film
there should be no close-up of the angel since, given his aura, he cannot
be cropped so as to enlarge a “part” and he is as a whole already somewhat
abstracted from the space-time where he appears during his visitation,!

as it were keyed on it). Had the angel appeared initially to be very far away
and I, attracted to him notwithstanding my terror of being overwhelmed
by his presence, formed the intention of walking toward him, then the
impression that it was not I who was thenceforth approaching him but
him who was approaching me would be confirmed by the lack of any
tiredness on my part by the time I found myself the closest to him spatially
that his aura allows. During the angel’s approach toward me, when I miss
him as an apparition, which happens repeatedly since he does not move
linearly in three-dimensional space, I continue to feel his presence; when
I do not miss him as an apparition, I do not lose sight of any part of him,
never just see his face; and although I can perceive more and more
regarding him as a whole, I do so without feeling that the additional things
and effects I am perceiving are details (from French détail (noun), détailler
(verb), from dé- (expressing separation) + tailler “to cut” (based on Latin
talea “twig, cutting”) [Oxford Dictionary of English, 3rd ed., 2013]).

Nota bene: As long as some writers, thinkers, and filmmakers write
or make films also for the angel, it is inaccurate to say that no angels
exist—indeed angels exist possibly more as addressees of writing,
etc., than as addressees of praying religious people.

Jalal Toufic

1 “As [Béla] Balazs has already accurately demonstrated, the close-up ... abstracts it
[its object] from all spatio-temporal coordinates, that is to say it raises it to the state
of Entity. The close-up is not an enlargement ...” (Gilles Deleuze, Cinema 1: The
Movement-Image, translated by Hugh Tomlinson and Barbara Habberjam [Minneapolis:
University of Minnesota Press, 1986], 95-96).
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... olarak goziikenler meleklerin kendisi olmus olabilirler ve bu melekler
Konstantinopolis'in Osmanli ordusu tarafindan 145 3'te, {i¢ giin ii¢ gece
yagmalanmasindan sonra diisiisiinden ve kilisenin camiye ve daha sonra
da miizeye doniistiiriilmesinden bir siire Once ya da sonra geri cekilmeye
maruz kalarak, figiirleri sadece gorkemli temsiliyetlere indirgenmis
olabilirler). Melegin aurasi oldugundan, melek uzuvlara ve farkli parcalara
ayrilamaz. Bu yiizden de melegin sinirlarina dair kesin belirlemeler
ancak melegin aurasi yoluyla miimkiin olabilir, ¢tinkii melegin bogumlar:
ya da eklemleri yoktur. (Kurgusal bir filmde, melegin aurasindan dolayi,
bir kisminin biyiitillmesi amaciyla parcalara boliinmesi miimkiin
olmadigindan ve zaten yeryiiziine inisi sirasinda zaman ve mekandan
soyutlanmis bir biitiin halinde goziiktiigiinden, hicbir zaman melegin
yakin ¢ekim goriintiisii olmamalidir).! Melek ilk basta ¢ok uzaktaymis
gibi goziikseydi ve ben onun varligina kapilma ihtimali karsisinda
duydugum dehsete ragmen ona hissettigim ¢ekim ile ona dogru yiiriimeye
niyet etseydim, sonrasinda benim ona degil de onun bana yaklastigi
izlenimi, aurasinin izin verdigi ol¢iide ona mekansal olarak yakinlastigimda,
kendimi hi¢ de yorgun hissetmemem ile dogrulanmis olurdu. Melegin
bana yaklasmasi sirasinda, o ii¢ boyutlu mekanda cizgisel bir sekilde
hareket etmedigi i¢cin onun bana goriinmesini tekrar tekrar kacirdigimda,
onun varligini hissetmeye devam ederim ve kagirmadigimda da hi¢bir
yerinin goriintiisiinii gozden kacirmam, hicbir zaman sadece yiiziinii
gormem. Ve onu bir biitiin olarak degerlendirdigimde giderek daha fazla
algilayabilirim; bunu ilaveten gérdiiklerimi ve bunlarin etkilerini detay olarak
hissetmeden yaparim. (Fransizcadaki détail (isim), détailler (fiil), dé-'den
(ayrilik ifade eden) + tailler “kesmek” (Latince'deki talea “dal, kesme’den)
[Oxford Ingilizce Sozliik, 3. edisyon, 2013]).

Dikkat: Baz1 yazarlar, diisiiniirler ve yonetmenler melek icin
yazmaya ya da film yapmaya devam ettikleri siirece, meleklerin
var olmadigini soylemek dogru olmaz. Belki de melekler dindar
insanlarin dualarinin muhatab1 olmaktan ¢ok, yazi, film, diisiince
vb. etkinliklerin muhatabi olarak var olmaktadirlar.

1 “[Béla] Balazs'in isabetli bir sekilde gosterdigi gibi yakin ¢cekim ... objesini bitiin mekansal-
zamansal koordinatlardan soyutlar; diger bir deyisle, onu bir Varlik mertebesine cikarir. Yakin
¢cekim, blylUtme degildir...” (Gilles Deleuze, Cinema 1: The Movement-Image, ¢ev. Hugh
Tomlinson ve Barbara Habberjam [Minneapolis: University of Minnesota Press, 1986],
95-96). Tirkge ceviri igin Tomlinson ve Habberjam'in ingilizce cevirisi kullaniimistir. (¢.n.)
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Let us propo
masterpiece
which illustrat

etations of the use of gold in Paolo Uccello’s
an Romano. The large-scale painting,
ash between the forces of Florence against ...




... those of Sienna and Milan in 1432, recalls Gilles Deleuze'’s question
“Where is the battle?” in quite a literal way: Today the triptych is split up
between three museums (in London, Florence, and Paris), so that it is
impossible to view it all at once. For Deleuze, a battle can never be precisely
localized in the skirmishes and violence that would seem to compose

it, but is an event that is both linked to and yet detached from its messy
physical reality; the aim of artistic representation is to capture this “eternal”
event, which floats on the surface of things. In this sense, the gold leaf
applied to the surface of the painting is not merely glitz—decoration for

a Florentine banker’s bedchamber—but bears witness to the splendor of
the battle-event. On the other hand, this impressive golden sheen appears
on the point of turning into its opposite, of transforming into the cruelty
and chaos it barely covers. This coincidence of opposites, a great theme of
modernism (though already present much earlier), receives one of its most
profound articulations in the equation of gold with feces, proposed by
Freud. According to Freud, there is a deep connection between waste and
money or treasure (paradigmatically gold), feces being a precious substance
for the child, its first gift or “exchange object.” Or as the Slovenian poet
Srecko Kosovel wrote, “Shit is gold and gold is shit.”

Aaron Schuster
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... Olcekli tablo, dar anlamiyla, Gilles Deleuze'iin “Savas nerede?” sorusunu
akla getirir: Bugiin bu triptik, Londra, Floransa ve Paris’teki ii¢ ayr1
miizede, boliinmiis olarak sergilendigi i¢in, li¢ parcasini da ayni anda
gormek miumkiin degildir. Deleuze'e gore, savas hi¢cbir zaman sadece onu
meydana getiriyormus gibi goziiken ¢atigsmalar ve siddet ile sinirlandiri-
lamaz. Oysa savas, hem darmadaginik fiziksel gercekligine bagli olan, hem
de bu gerceklikten ayrilan bir olaydir; sanatsal temsiliyetin amaci, yiizeyde
stiziilen bu “sonsuz” olay1 yakalamaktir. Bu baglamda, resmin yiizeyine
uygulanan altin varak Floransali herhangi bir bankacinin yatak odasinda
dekoratif goziikecek bir yaldizdan ibaret degildir; tam tersine altin, savas
olgusunun gérkemine taniklik etmektedir. Ote yandan, bu etkileyici altin
parlaklik, tam da ziddina, iistiinii zar zor kapatabildigi zalimlik ve kaosa
dontistiigii noktada ortaya c¢ikar. Daha 6nceden de var olmasina ragmen,
modernizmin ana temalarindan biri olan zitlarin ¢akismasi, en ince
ifadesini Freud'un tanimiyla altinin diski ile esitlenmesinde bulur. Freud'a
gore, diski ile para ya da hazine (paradigmatik olarak altin) arasinda derin
bir baglant1 vardir; nitekim diski ¢cocuk icin degerli bir maddedir, cocugun
ilk hediyesi ya da “degis-tokus nesnesi"dir. Ya da Slovenyal: sair Srecko
Kosovel'in yazdig: gibi, “Digki altindir ve altin da diskidir”.
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When the artist unearthed the figure of a Bamileke woman in a Paris
antique dealer’s shop some decades ago, he instantly knew she had been
waiting for him. She had made a brief stop there on her journey from ...
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... the Cameroon Grasslands, and the experience of how laborious it is
to make one’s way through the world was etched onto her body and into
her soul. The woman came from a people whose turbulent history had
involved long wanderings through central Africa, and who as late as
the 17th century had fled from Islamic fanatics to reach their present
homelands. She has now found her own home in the artist’s studio—
like her, he is a great traveler who dwells in the diaspora—but her
fragmented portrait, which discreetly conceals her pregnant body from
us, travels on through the world in the medieval genre of stained glass,
as a veritable “image vehicle” (Aby Warburg). In both the physical
and the mental diaphany of the glass image, the bead-embroidered figure
comes to life in all its breathtaking beauty.

Her intense gaze, in which the artist has used the age-old lead-strip
technique to create expressive, almost Cubist accents, penetrates us
as the ray of light does the glass, conjuring up the memory of her life’s
journey: from Cameroon to Paris, from the Chateau de Chaumont
(where she was first exhibited) to Venice, and into the future of an art
that encompasses the whole world and reconciles all cultures, that her
child may be born into freedom and peace.

Uwe Fleckner
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Sanatg yillar 6nce Paris'teki bir antikaci diikkdninda onu giin 151g1na
¢ikardiginda, bu Bamileke kadin figiiriiniin kendisini beklemekte oldugunu
derhal anlamisti. Kadin, Kamerun cayirlarindan baslayan yolculugunda
gecici bir durak olarak kullanmist1 burayi; diinyada kendine bir yol
cizmenin ne kadar zor oldugu, bedenine ve ruhuna kazinmisti adeta. Orta
Afrika topraklarindaki uzun gocebelik yillarindan sonra daha 17. yiizyilda
Islamc1 koktendincilerden kagarak simdiki anavatanlarina ulagmis olan,
tarihi calkantilarla dolu bir toplulugun iiyesiydi. Sanat¢inin atolyesinde
nihayet kendine uygun bir yuva bulacakti, kendisi gibi sanatc¢1 da diasporada
dolanip duran bir yolcuydu ¢iinkii. Ama yine de kadinin parcalanmis
portresi, hamile govdesini korumak istercesine bizden gizleyerek, Ortacag'a
ait bir “imge arac1” olan vitray vasitasiyla (Aby Warburg) diinyadaki
yolculugunu stirdiirityor. Cam imgenin fiziksel ve zihinsel seffaflifinda
boncuklarla islenmis figiir nefes kesici giizelligi ile canlaniyor.

Kadinin keskin bakisi, sanat¢inin eski kursun serit teknigi kullanarak
yarattig1 disavurumsal ve hatta Kiibist vurgularla belirginlesir, 15181n
cami delerek gecmesi gibi icimize isler ve hayat yolculugunun hatirasini
bizde uyandirir. Bu, Kamerun'dan Paris’e, ilk sergilendigi yer olan Chateau
de Chaumont'dan Venedik'e uzanan, oradan sanatin gelecegine yonelen,
biitiin diinyay1 ve biitiin kiiltiirleri kapsayana ve bagdastirana dek siirecek
bir yolculuktur. Ciinkii kadinin ¢ocugunu 6zgiir ve baris icinde bir diinyaya
dogurabilmesi ancak boyle miimkiin olabilir.
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Here Sergei Parajanov is sitting in the middle of his bedroom, wrapped up Burada, Sergei Parajanov yatak odasinin orta yerinde carsaflara sarinmis
in sheets as if he has just had a bath, or like a newborn child in swaddling halde, otururken goériiliiyor. Sanki banyodan yeni ¢ikmis ya da kundaktaki
clothes, watching attentively with his eyes opened wide, exposing ... yeni dogmus bir bebek gibi... Gozlerini faltas1 gibi agmis, derin yalnizligi ...
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... himself in his profound solitude and grief. Or perhaps he has just woken
up, exposed and fragile. He is as lonely as the strange architecture, which
reminds one of both a medieval oriental dungeon (zindan) and a mysterious
palace from the Arabian nights. The lead strips fragment, recompose, and
transpose the image, identifying the bodies of the artist and the dungeon
with each other. This relationship between bodies revives the memory

of that dramatic period of Parajanov’s life when he was sentenced to
prison—first accused of homosexuality, then of currency speculation—
where he nevertheless continued producing his incredible drawings and
collages, mythologizing even the reality of prison.

Having embraced transformation during those years in prison,
Parajanov is one of the few people with whom Sarkis has remained in
constant, distant dialogue, a mirror reflection of Parajanov’s epic, poetic
movies—full of intertwined drama and celebration, grief and contemplation,
intense complexity combined with almost naive immediacy.

Ruben Arevshatyan
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... ve kederinde kendini ifsa ediyor. Belki de daha yeni uyanmuis,
korunmasiz ve kirilgan. Hem Sark'in bir Ortacag zindanini hem de Binbir
Gece Masallari'ndaki gizemli bir saray1 animsatan tuhaf bir mimari kadar
yalniz. Kursun seritler imgeyi parcaliyor, yeniden birlestiriyor, parcalarin
yerlerini degistiriyor, sanat¢1 ile zindanin viicutlar: bulusuyor. Bedenler
arasindaki bu iliski, 6nce homoseksiiellik, sonra da doviz spekiilasyonu
suclamasiyla mahkém edilen ve her seye ragmen olaganiistii desenler ve
kolajlar iireterek hapishane gercekligini bile mite doniistiiren Parajanov'un
hayatinin o dramatik donemini yeniden canlandiriyor.

Hapiste gecirdigi yillarda doniisiim yasayan Parajanov, Sarkis'in
uzaktan stirekli bir diyalog icinde oldugu az sayidaki kisilerden biridir.
Bu diyalogda, Parajanov’'un epik ve siirsel filmlerindeki drama ve kutlama,
keder ve tefekkiir, kacinilmazlik ve giriftlik Sarkis'e de bir ayna gibi yansir.
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A woman in a casual, cherry-red dress. Her face is covered by her hair,
blowing in the wind. Note her right foot; it reveals a sense of uncertainty,
an uneasiness. The lead strips hint at a source of aggression, an impulsive ...
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... outburst; the much softer lines of her body denote her movement,
her twisting torso, charging it with a sense of serenity.

You might think she is just an ordinary woman. She was in front
of that click, that camera, that day, to quickly but unwittingly become a
symbol for a popular movement.

This image came to epitomize for some the peaceful nature of public
protests, for others police violence or simply frustration—all bound to
a locality. Initially endowed with the power of evidence, but now broken
into stained glass parts and without caption, it conveys much more than
a documentary photograph, which would isolate a moment and a place
out of the continuum of time and space. Instead, the image transcends its
immediate context and deftly turns the woman into a saint in daily life,
a sacred figure with an earthly umbilical cord. Look once again at the
lead strips on the left—they lock up the gas so as to contain that force,
that violence.

While the woman, directly en face to aggression yet with no
immediate pain in her face, is being transformed into a secular relic of both
suffering and resilience, she is also capturing and concentrating hopes
and fears, simultaneously resisting her own closure as an icon.

Ozge Ersoy
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Kirmizi, rahat elbiseli bir kadin. Riizgarda savrulan saclar1 yiiziinii ortiiyor.
Sag ayaginin durusu kendinden emin olmadigini, rahatsizliini ele
veriyor. Kursun seritler bir saldirganliga, fevri bir patlamaya isaret ederken,
viicudunun yumusak hatlar1 ve govdesinin kivrimlar: hareketindeki
dinginlige gonderme yapiyor.

Onun siradan bir kadin oldugu diistiniilebilir. Oysa o giin, o fotograf
makinesinin 6ninde durarak aninda, istemeden de olsa, bir halk hareketinin
sembolii haline geldi.

Bu imge, kimileri i¢in kitle gosterilerinin baris¢t dogasinin, kimileri
icin ise polis siddetinin ya da hayal kirikliginin somut bir 6rnegiydi.

Ve bunlarin hepsi yerel bir duruma isaret etmekteydi. Once bir taniklik
degeri tasiyan bu gorsel, vitray parcalarina bdliinecek ve kiinyesinden
kopacakti. Imgenin bu hali, bir 4n1 ya da bir yeri zaman ve mekanin
stirekliliginin disina ¢ikaran herhangi bir belgesel fotograftan ¢cok daha
fazla sey aktariyor. icinde yer aldig1 seyin Stesine gecerek kadini giindelik
hayatimizin bir azizesine, diinyaya gobek bagiyla baglh kutsal bir figiire
doniistiiriiyor. Soldaki kursun seritlere bir kez daha bakin, gazi nasil
sikistirip, siddeti nasil zapt ediyorlar.

Kadin dogrudan saldirganliga maruz kalsa da yiiziinde ac1 ifadesi
yok; boylece yalnizca ac1 cekmenin degil ayni zamanda direncin de
sekiiler bir kutsal emaneti haline geliyor. Umut ve korkulari kendinde
yogunlastirirken, ayni zamanda bir ikon olarak sonlandirilmaya da
kars1 koyuyor.
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Bir varmais, bir yokmus... Gokkusaginin altinda, Kaf Dagi'nin dibinde
bir korler tilkesi varmis. Burada yasayanlar iyi kotii goriirlermis
de, bir tarihte islenmis bir biiyiik giinah yiiziinden goniil gozlerine ...
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Once upon a time, under the rainbow by the foot of Mount Qaf, there was
a country of the blind. Those who lived there could see more or less, but
a grave sin committed deep in their history had veiled the eye of their
souls. As their hearts grew cold, the sparkles in their eyes went out one
by one until they could look but could not see.

The sin was so deep that it was hidden by a pack of lies, concealed
in bottomless wells, sealed with fear, condemned to scarlet silences.

The people all lived together: the ones who knew, in the mandatory silence
of desperation, and the ones who didn't in the mind-numbing unawareness
of ignorance.

Time passed. An unseeing seer emerged. His name was Hrant.
Carrying his ancestors’ centuries of pain in his heart, he came to live
his own life through this pain. And then he made others’ pain his own.
Out of all of this, Hrant'’s truth was born. The only cure was to shoulder
this burden and tell this story to all those he encountered on his path.

Thus he reached out to the fruit of forbidden secret. He cracked
the shell of the pomegranate, to use the healing power of each seed that
spilled out to share his truth. At the moment he revealed the secret of
the pomegranate, the knowledge of the harmony formed by a thousand
differences would be crowned in eternity:.

As he touched the pomegranate, Hrant became a healer. He healed
himself as he healed others.

Like all healers, he worked with his hands; he knowingly touched
the wound. Speaking the language of love, he unlocked imprisoned hearts.
As the blindness of those who could confront the sin was shed through
tears, hearts and tears met; those who could share the vast pain started
to see again.

As Hrant transcended borders, so did his fame. As he found the good
in each soul, he purified those that he healed.

But in the country of the blind, there were also evil people who were
afraid of light. Like all cowards, they were also cruel—they shot Hrant
on the skirts of Mount Qaf.

Where he fell, Hrant himself became a pomegranate. In every single
seed, his blood came alive. He became light. In the circular time of the
fairy tale, he kept flowing from hearts to consciences. He continued to tell
his tale to those he was unable to reach when he was alive.

They say that those who were touched by him crossed paths
in invisible cities; the healed members of the pomegranate tribe would
recognize each other by their eyes.
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... perde inmis. Kalplerinin sogumasiyla gozlerindeki yildizlar da birer
birer soniince bakip da géremez olmuslar.

Giinah o kadar derinmis ki, yalan dolanla ortiiliip kor kuyularda
gizlenmis, korkuyla miihiirlenip 1al suskunluklara mahktm edilmis.
Bunu bilenler ¢aresizligin zorunlu dilsizligi, bilmeyenler bilgisizligin
akla ziyan kayitsizlig1 icinde hep birlikte yasayip giderlermis.

Giin olmus devran donmiis, bir gédrmeyen goriicii ¢ikmis ortaya.

Adi Hrant'mis. Atalarinin yiizyillik acisini icinde tasirken, kendi hayatinda
da yasamaya baslamis. Derken baskalarinin acisini da kendisinin kilmas.
Sonunda bunlarin hepsinin yumagindan Hrant'in hakikati dogmus. Derdine
derman bulabilmesi bunu omuzlayip sirtlamasina, yoluna ¢ikan herkese
anlatmasina bagliymais.

Boylece uzatmis elini bilginin yasak meyvasina. Narin kabugunu
catlatacak ve dagilarak sacilan nar tanelerinin iyilestirici giiciiyle hakikatini
paylasacakmis. Narin sirrini agikladigi an, bin farkliligin olusturdugu
bir ahengin bilgisi de sonsuzlukla taglanacakmais.

Nara dokunmasiyla bir sifactya doniismiis Hrant. Sifa dagittikca
kendisi de sifalanir olmus...

Biitiin sifacilar gibi elleriyle ¢alisir, yaraya bilerek dokunurmus.
Sevginin diliyle konusurken yiireklerin kilidini de ¢6zebilirmis. Giinahla
yiizlesebilenlerin korliikleri gozyasi olup aktikca, goniillerle gozler birbiriyle
bulusur; biiyiik acida ortaklasabilenler yeniden gérmeye baslarmis.

Zamanla kendisi gibi iinii de sinirlar1 agsmis Hrant'in. Herkeste
bulup cikardigi o iyi yana seslenirken, insanlari iyilestirdigi gibi
arindirtyormus da ¢iinkii...

Ama korler iilkesinde aydinliktan korkan kotiiler de varmais. Ve
biitiin korkaklar gibi zalimlermis... Kaf Dagi'nin dibinde vurmuslar onu.

Diistiigii o yerde nara doniismiis Hrant. Kirilip dokiilen her bir
nar tanesinde kani canlanmais. Isik olmus. Masalin cember zamaninda
yiireklerden vicdanlara akip durmus. Ve yasarken anlatamadiklarina
da anlatmay: stirdiirmiis...

Derler ki, ondan el alanlarin yollar1 gériinmez kentlerde kesisir,
nar kavminin sifalanmis taneleri birbirini gozlerinden tanirmais.

Tiba Candar
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The murder of my beloved on 19 January 2007 was the moment when
I first felt the pressure of deep uncertainities, grief, and darkness upon me.
It was then I remembered the promise of Jesus: “I'm with you when you ...

erin, karanligin
gim andir.



... feel weak; my power will be made visible in you.” This was such a deep,
inexplicable pain; with it came also the pains of the 1915 Armenian
Genocide, of all those without graves, without recognition—the pain has
become infinite. Just like the limitlessness of grace.

In fact, this pain was the trigger, the prompt for many Armenians
and other people of conscience from across the world to come together,
to act as one, to join their thoughts and deeds. To me, this is proof of an
invincible, renewing power that looks beyond pain and redeems it, that
looks above pain and transforms it into a treasure trove, instead of being
burdened, crushed, and destroyed by it. This act of turning pain into
treasure is a deep secret; it is sacred knowledge. It helps us to understand
and realize Jesus’ goal of transforming his pain and his death into the
treasure of life.

Children are our today and our tomorrow. They are our accomplish-
ment and our joy, a gift to us, bestowed upon us and upon the future. They
are our hope, our abundance; they are love. Their innocence is revealed
in their carefree and direct expression of both love and discontentment;
in their freedom to say whatever they may be thinking, without considering
what they should be saying or thinking. In the word of God, there are
many passages on children:

“Can a mother forget the baby at her breast and have no compassion
on the child she has borne? Though she may forget, I will not forget you!”

“Jesus said, ‘Let the little children come to me, and do not hinder
them, for the kingdom of heaven belongs to such as these.”

“And he said, ‘Truly I tell you, unless you change and become like
little children, you will never enter the kingdom of heaven.”

Yes, a child can become a murderer or a helpful person. Their
fingerprints on these mirrors represent the impact we have made on
them, and what we will see here is our own reflection.

To me, the rainbow is the contract that God made after the great
flood. In the harmony of the colors, we can see wisdom and power
combined with blessing, love with compassion and loyalty:

“Whenever I bring clouds over the earth and the rainbow appears
in the clouds, I will remember my covenant, which is between me and you
and all living creatures of every kind. Never again will the waters become
a flood to destroy all life.”

These two rainbows that radiate light, together with the stained glass
placed like earrings, remind us of the promise and the one who made
the promise. The evil, anger, harshness, resentment, meaninglessness,
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... glicim sende goriinecek”. Bu dyle biiyiik bir ac1 ki; bu aciyla 1915
Ermeni Soykirimi'nin acilari, biitiin mezarsiz ve anilmamis kayiplarin
acilar birlesti ve ac1 da simirsizlasti. Liitfun sinirsizligs gibi...

Nitekim ayni aci, bir¢ok iilkede yasayan Ermeni bireylerin ve
diinyadaki tiim vicdan sahibi insanlarin emeklerini, diisiincelerini
de birlestirmek iizere harekete geciren bir dokunus oldu.

Bu da, acinin altinda ezilmek, yok olmak yerine, acinin iizerinden
bakip, aciy1 hazineye doniistiiren ve yenileyen, yenilmez bir gii¢
oldugunun kanitidir.

Yani, acilar1 hazine koleksiyonuna doniistiirmek bir sirdir ve
tanrisaldir. Hisus'un acilarindaki hazineyi, 6liimden yasama gecirme
maksadini anlamak ve ona ulasmak gibi...

Cocuklar bugiiniimiiz ve yarinimizdir. Emegimiz ve sevincimizdir,
verilmis armagandir. Bize de, gelecege de... Umuttur, berekettir, sevgidir.
Cocuklarin masumiyeti, onlarin dogrudan diistindiigiinii ifade etme
ozgurligiinde, ne derler, ne diisiiniirler demeden, riyasiz davranislari,
sevgisini veya hosnutsuzlugunu belli ederler. Kelam'da ¢ocuklarla ilgili
bircok boliim vardir:

“Bir anne emzikteki yavrusunu hi¢ unutur mu? Sevecenligi
esirger mi? Anne unutsa bile, ben seni asla unutmam, ¢iinki seni
avuglarima naksettim.”

“Isa ‘Birakin ¢ocuklar bana gelsin, dedi. Onlar1 kucagina
alip bereketledi.”

“Size dogrusunu soyleyeyim: Yolunuzdan doniip kiiciik cocuklar
gibi olmazsaniz goklerin egemenligine asla giremezsiniz.”

Aynalarda gordugiimiiz parmak izleri bizlerin onlar tizerine
biraktigimiz etki ve dolayisiyla gorecegimiz kendi suretimizdir. Evet,
bir bebek bir katile de faydali bir insana da doniisebilir.

Gokkusagi benim icin tufandan sonra tanrinin yaptigi antlasmayi
temsil etmekte:

“Yeryiiziine ne zaman bulutlar gondersem, yayim bulutlarin arasinda
ne zaman goriinse, sizin ve biitiin canli varliklarla yaptigim anlasmay
animsayacagim. Canlilar1 yok eden bir tufan bir daha olmayacak.”

Renklerin ahengiyle, bereketle sevginin yaninda bilgeligi, kudretin
yaninda merhamet ve sadakati birlikte gorebiliyoruz.

Elbette onemli olan, isaret degil, vaad ve vaadin sahibidir. Renk
sacan bu iki gokkusagi ve kiipeler seklinde yerlestirilmis camlar, hayatla-
rimizdaki kotiyi, 6fkeyi, hoyratligi, kabaligi, kiiskiinliig, anlamsizligi,
umutsuzlugu, siddeti, kiskancligi, dedikoduyu, memnuniyetsizligi,
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hopelessness, violence, jealousy, gossip, dissatisfaction, lies, insolence, and
degeneration—together with all of the good things—are exposed to light;
confronting the darkness, looking for truth, always moving into the light,
created in the image of the sacred, able to shine, claiming the promised
spirit, reminding others of change and hope. Then evil will go to sleep
and goodness will awaken to life. Our deeds of death will be replaced
by deeds that bring and sustain life. As the writer of the Psalm has said,
“Your word is a lamp to my feet and a light to my path.” He will show us
the way with his staff, and just as his hand breaks up the darkness with
light, so we will break up the nightmares that descended upon us.
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yalani, dolani, kiistahlig1, gasp1 da tiim iyi seylerle birlikte vaade ve
vaadin sahibine teslim ederek, 1s18a tutarak, yiizleserek, gercegi arayarak,
her zaman vermis oldugu aydinliga cikip kutsala benzesme, parlayabilme,
vaadedilen ruhu alma, sansini ve umudunu hatirlatiyor. O zaman kétiiliik
uykuya, iyilik yasama donecek. Oldiiren islerimizin yerini yasatan islerimiz
alacak. Mezmur yazarinin “So6ziin adimlarim icin ¢ira, yolum ic¢in 1siktir,”
dedigi gibi, bize asasiyla yol gosterecek ve tipki bu elin, 1s1kla karanlig1
dagittig1 gibi tizerimize ¢oken kabuslar1 dagitacagiz.

Rakel Dink
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In memory of Hrant Dink, who
loved children, especially those homeless,
neglected, and abandoned.

Cocuklari, 6zellikle de evsiz, kimsesiz ve terk
edilmis olanlar1 seven Hrant Dink'in anisina.



Messengers

Complimentary to Respiro by Sarkis, a site-
specific gesture titled Altin Ikona [p. 137]

is commissioned for the lobby of the

newly opened building of the Hrant Dink
Foundation in Istanbul. Created in the same
scale as the stained glass rendition of Hrant
Dink’s photograph [p. 124], which is part

of Respiro, the work is on view at the Hrant
Dink Foundation from its opening day on
26 March 2015 onwards.

This intimate piece is complemented

by a soundtrack by Jacopo Baboni-Schilingi,
based on Sarkis’s drawing of the rainbow’s
seven colors as a system of partitions.

[p. 70] The soundtrack goes live on

7 May 2015—starting to resonate the same
day with the opening of Respiro in Venice,
until 22 November 2015.

In addition, a new video work by artist
Ali Kazma titled Atelier (2015) [p. 138]

is premiered at the Hrant Dink Foundation
on Respiro’s opening day. In this video,
Kazma turns his camera to Sarkis’s studio
in Paris—home of his artistic production
spanning over fifty years.

Additional messenger sites include:

@ Museum Boijmans Van Beuningen, Rotterdam

@ @@ Chdteau d’'Angers, Angers

Haberciler

Sarkis'in Respiro sergisine eslik etmek tizere,
Istanbul'daki Hrant Dink Vakfi'nin yeni
binasinin lobisi i¢in mekana 6zgii bir eser
yaratildi. Altin bir doértgenden olusan
Altin fkona [s. 137] adindaki is, sanat¢inin
Respiro icin tirettigi, Hrant Dink’in
fotografindan yola ¢ikan yeni bir vitrayla
ayni Slgekte iiretildi. [s. 124] Altin Ikona,
Hrant Dink Vakfinin ag¢ilis tarihi olan

26 Mart 2015 itibariyle izlenebilir.

Altin fkona, Respiro'da oldugu gibi, Jacopo
Baboni-Schilingi'nin Sarkis'in gékkusaginin
yedi rengini gosteren desenini partisyon
sistemi olarak yorumladig1 bestesi ile
tamamlaniyor. [s. 70] Bu beste, Respiro
sergisinin ac¢ildig: tarih olan 7 Mayis ile
22 Kasim 2015 tarihlerinde Hrant Dink
Vakfi'nda izleyiciyle bulusuyor.

Altin Ikona ile birlikte, sanat¢1 Ali Kazmanin
yeni video isi Atélye (2015) [s.138]
Respiro'nun acilis giiniinde ilk defa Hrant
Dink Vakfi'nda gosteriliyor. Rezistans serisine
ait olan bu videoda Ali Kazma kamerasini
Sarkis'in elli y1l1 agkin siiredir sanatsal
iretimini siirdiirdiigii atdlyesine ¢evirdi.

Diger haberci mekanlar:

Domaine de Chaumont-sur-Loire, Chaumont-sur-Loire
Musée du Chdteau des ducs de Wurtemberg, Montbéliard

@ Mamco, Museum of Modern and Contemporary Art, Geneva

@ la Biennale di Venezia, Venice

@ Hrant Dink Foundation, Istanbul
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Biographies

Sarkis (b. 1938), a graduate of Mimar Sinan
University of Fine Arts, Istanbul, had his
first exhibition at the Istanbul Art Gallery
in 1960. A prominent figure of the

global art scene, whose career spans more
than five decades, Sarkis has worked with
various mediums, and has been, since

the end of the 1960s, an icon of installation
art in particular. His works have been
exhibited worldwide in established
institutions, including the Centre Georges
Pompidou, Paris; Guggenheim Museum,
New York; Musée d’'Art Moderne de la Ville
de Paris, Paris; Kunst-und-Ausstellungshalle,
Bonn; The Louvre, Paris; Bode Museum,
Berlin; and Kunsthalle Diisseldorf. Sarkis
was part of When Attitudes Become Form,
Kunsthalle Bern, 1969; documenta VI

and VII, Kassel, 1977 and 1982; and the
biennials of Sydney, Shanghai, Sao Paulo,
Moscow, and Istanbul. Most recently,
Sarkis has had solo shows at Galeri Mana,
Istanbul, 2013; ARTER, Istanbul, 2013;
Museum Boijmans Van Beuningen,
Rotterdam, 2013; Galerie Nathalie Obadia,
Paris, 2014 and 2011; Mamco, Museum

of Contemporary Art, Geneva, 2011;
Centre Pompidou, Paris, 2010; and Istanbul
Modern, Istanbul, 2009. He has been living
and working in Paris since 196 4. Sarkis

is represented by Galerie Nathalie Obadia,
Paris/Brussels.
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Defne Ayas (b.1976) is the director of
Witte de With Center for Contemporary
Art and publisher of its online journal
WdWReview. Since 2005, she has been

a curator at Performa, the biennial of
performance art in New York, where she
remains a curator-at-large. Ayas co-founded
Arthub Asia, an Asia-wide production
and research initiative (2007-present),
and Blind Dates Project, an artistic
platform that “match-made” artists and
scholars to tackle what remains of the
rupture of the Ottoman Empire. In 2012,
Ayas co-curated the 11th edition of the
Baltic Triennial of International Art.
Mother of Ela Tara, Ayas is the co-curator
of the 6th Moscow Biennale.

Ruben Arevshatyan (b. 1965) is an artist,
art critic, and independent curator based
in Yerevan. He is the president of AICA-
Armenia, and teaches at the Contemporary
Art Institute, Yerevan.

Jacopo Baboni-Schilingi (b. 1971)
composes music for soloists, ensembles,
orchestras, installations, and movies.
He has collaborated with various artists,
including Arman, Miguel Chevalier,
Elias Crespin, and Sarkis.

Tiiba Candar (b. 1948) is a journalist,
writer, and editor based in Istanbul.
Her biography of Hrant Dink was a
best-seller in Turkey.

Rakel Dink (b. 1959) is the president of
the Hrant Dink Foundation, which was
founded to promote democracy and human
rights. Her Cutak was killed in front of

his newspaper, Agos, on 19 January 2007.

Biyografiler

Sarkis (d. 1938) egitimini Istanbul
Mimar Sinan Universitesi Giizel Sanatlar
Akademisinde tamamlady, ilk sergisini ise
1960 yilinda Istanbul Sanat Galerisinde
act1. Kariyeri boyunca farkli mecralarla
calisan Sarkis, 1960’larin sonundan beri
yerlestirme sanatinin bir ikonu haline
geldi. Sanat¢inin eserleri, aralarinda Centre
Georges Pompidou, Paris; Guggenheim
Miizesi, New York; Musée d’Art Moderne
de la Ville de Paris, Paris; Kunst-und-
Austellungshalle, Bonn; Louvre Miizesi,
Paris; Bode Miizesi, Berlin; ve Kunsthalle
Diisseldorf'un bulundugu bir¢ok kurumda
sergilendi. When Attitudes Become Form,
Kunsthalle Bern, 1969; documenta VI,
documenta VII, Kassel, 1977, 1982; ile
Sidney, Sangay, Sao Paulo, Moskova ve
Istanbul Bienalleri Sarkis'in katildig1 6nemli
sergiler arasinda yer almaktadir. Sarkis'in
son donem kisisel sergileri arasinda, Galeri
Mana, Istanbul, 2013; ARTER, istanbul,
2013; Boijmans van Beuningen Miizesi,
Roterdam, 2012; Galerie Nathalie Obadia,
Paris, 2011 ve 2014; Mamco, Cenevre
Cagdas Sanat Miizesi, Cenevre, 2011;
Centre Pompidou Cagdas Sanat Merkezi,
Paris, 2010; ve Istanbul Modern, 2009
sayilabilir. Sarkis 1964 'ten beri Paris'te
yasiyor. Sanate¢i Galerie Nathalie Obadia
tarafindan temsil edilmektedir.

Defne Ayas (d.1976) 2012 yilindan bu
yana Witte de With Giincel Sanat
Merkezinin direktorligiini siirdiiriiyor.
2005'ten bu yana New York'taki Performa
bienalinin kiiratorliigiinii de yiiriiten

Ayas, Arthub Asia Kiiltiir Vakfinin kurucu
es direktOrii ve ayn1 zamanda Osmanli
Imparatorlugu mirasi iizerine sanatci

ve arastirmacilari bir araya getirmis bir
platform olan Blind Dates Projesinin es
kurucusu. Ela Tara'nin annesi olan Ayas,
2012'de gergeklesen 11. Baltik Uluslararasi
Sanat Trienalinin es-kiiratorliigiini yapti
ve 6. Moskova Bienali'nin es kiiratorleri
arasinda yer aliyor.

Ruben Arevshatyan (d. 1965) sanatci, sanat
elestirmeni ve bagimsiz kiirator. Erivan'da
yasiyor. AICA-Ermenistanin baskani

ve Erivan'daki Giincel Sanat Enstitiisiinde
Ogretim gorevlisi.

Jacopo Baboni-Schilingi (d. 1971) solistler,
korolar, orkestralar, yerlestirmeler ve filmler
icin miizik besteliyor. Beraber calistig1
sanateilar arasinda Arman, Miguel Chevalier,
Elias Crespin ve Sarkis yer almaktadir.

Tiiba Candar (d. 194 8) gazeteci, yazar

ve editdr. Istanbul'da yasiyor. Yazdig1 Hrant
Dink biyografisi Tiirkiye'de en ¢ok satan
kitaplar arasinda yer aldi.

Rakel Dink (d. 1959) demokrasi ve insan
haklar1 i¢in ¢alisan Hrant Dink Vakfinin
baskanligini yapiyor. Cutak’t 19 Ocak
2007'de gazetesi Agos'un oniinde dldiiriildii.

Ozge Ersoy (d. 1984) kiirator ve yazar.
Istanbul'da yasiyor. Kar amaci giitmeyen
sanat kurumu collectorspace’in program
yoOneticisi ve internet yayini m-est.org'un
editorlerinden.
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Ozge Ersoy (b. 1984) is a curator and
writer based in Istanbul. She is the
program manager of the nonprofit
collectorspace, and an editor for the
online publication, m-est.org.

Uwe Fleckner (b.1961) is Professor of
Art History at Hamburg University and the
director of the Warburg-Haus Hamburg.

Karin Karakash (b. 1972) is a writer based
in Istanbul. She is the deputy chief editor
of the newspaper Agos, and teaches
Armenian literature at the Getronagan
Armenian Highschool.

David Kazanjian (b. 1967) is Professor

of English and Comparative Literature at
the University of Pennsylvania, and the
author of The Colonizing Trick (Minnesota)
and The Brink of Freedom (Duke), as well

as the co-editor with David L. Eng of Loss:

The Politics of Mourning (California).
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Aaron Schuster (b. 1974) is a writer. He is
a fellow at the Center for Advanced Studies
Southeast Europe, Rijeka, and teaches at the
Sandberg Institute, Amsterdam.

Wendy Meryem Kural Shaw (b. 1970)
is Professor of the Art History of Islamic
Cultures at the Free University of Berlin.

Jalal Toufic (b. 1962) is a thinker and a
mortal to death. His books, many of which
were published by Forthcoming Books,
are available for download at his website,
www.jalaltoufic.com.

Uwe Fleckner (d. 1961) Hamburg
Universitesi'nde Sanat Tarihi Profesorii
ve Warburg-Haus Hamburg'un direktorii.

Karin Karakasl (d. 1972) yazar. Istanbul'da
yasiyor. Agos gazetesinin genel yayin
yonetmeni yardimcisi ve Getronagan Ermeni
Lisesinde Ermenice edebiyat 6gretmeni.

David Kazanjian, (d. 1967) Pennsylvania
Universitesi'nde Karsilastirmali Edebiyat
ve Ingilizce Profesérii. Kitaplar1 arasinda
The Colonizing Trick (Minnesota) ile

The Brink of Freedom (Duke) yer almaktadar.
David L. Eng ile Loss: The Politics of
Mourning (California) adl1 kitabin es
editorliiglinii yapmastir.

Aaron Schuster (d. 1974) yazar.
Rijeka'daki Giineydogu Avrupa ileri
Calismalar Merkezi'nde arastirmact olarak
calisiyor ve Amsterdam'daki Sandberg
Enstitiisii'nde ders veriyor.

Wendy Meryem Kural Shaw (d. 1970)
Berlin'deki Freie Universitit'te Islam
Kiltiirleri Sanat Tarihi Profesori.

Jalal Toufic (d. 1962) diisiiniir ve oliimlii bir
canli. Cogu Forthcoming Books tarafindan
basilan kitaplarina www.jalaltoufic.com
sayfasindan erisilebilir.
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Cast of Works | Aktorler

14 bowls of color |

14 renk kavanoz, 2007

Glass jars, watercolor |

Cam kavanozlar, 6z boya

Dimensions variable | Degisen boyutlarda

36 stained glass panes |
36 vitray, 2012-15
Stained glass, metal, LED |
Vitray, metal, LED
Dimensions variable |
Degisen boyutlarda

A Partir du Rouge |

Baslangigta Kirmizi, 2007

Red glass plate | Kirmizi ddkme cam
238 x101x 3 cm

Big Meteor with Seven Colors of the
Rainbow (Mirror 1) | Gkkusaginin Yedi
Rengi ile Koca Meteor (Ayna 1), 2015
Mirror, watercolor, fingerprints |
Ayna, suluboya, parmak izleri
420x720cm

Big Meteor with Seven Colors of the
Rainbow (Mirror 2) | Gokkusaginin Yedi
Rengi ile Koca Meteor (Ayna 2), 2015
Mirror, watercolor, fingerprints |
Ayna, suluboya, parmak izleri
420x720cm

KRIEGSSCHATZ Leidschatz
Rainbow Respiro| KRIEGSSCHATZ
Leidschatz Gékkusagi Respiro

May 2015 | Mayis 2015

144 books, chest in gold

144 kitap, altin varakl kasa
210x25x20cm

Leidschatz (Uccello) (the chest in gold) |
Leidschatz (Uccello) (altin varakl kasa),
1992-2007

Wood, neon, tapes, gold |

Ahsap, neon, kasetler, altin

53 x 317 x 49 cm

Rainbow, Bucharest-Venice

(Big Bang)| Gékkusagt,
Biikres-Venedik (Big Bang), 2015
Neon

920 x 455 cm

Rainbow, Venice (Big Bang) |
Gokkusagi, Venedik (Big Bang), 2015
Neon

830 x470cm
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Image Captions | Eser Bilgileri

pp-|s.1, 2, 34-35,40-41, 44-45, 48, 60,
76-77,82-83,93,96-97,101,106-121,
124,128-129,152-153

Sarkis, Stained glass panes |

Vitraylar, 2012-15

Stained glass, metal, LED |

Vitray, metal, LED

Dimensions variable | Degisen boyutlarda
Photographs | Fotograflar: André Morin

pp.|s.10-17

Sarkis, 14 bowls of color |

14 renk kavanoz, 2007

Glass jars, watercolor |

Cam kavanozlar, 6z boya

Dimensions variable | Degisen boyutlarda

pp-|s.20-21
Sketches from Sarkis's notebook |
Sarkis'in not defterinden eskizler, 2014

p.|s.25

Vittore Carpaccio, The Baptism of the
Selenites | Selenitlerin Vaftiz Edilmesi, 1507
Tempera on canvas | Tuval iizerine tempera
Detail | Detay, 141 x 285 cm

Licensed under Public domain via

Wikimedia Commons, commons.wikimedia.

org/wiki/File:Vittore_carpaccio,_
battesimo_dei_seleniti_01.jpg

pp.|s.52-53

Sarkis, The Sweeper with two Kinstugi |

Iki Kinstugi'li siipiiren siyah adam, 2015
Black and white photograph with Kintsugi |
Altinla onarilmis siyah-beyaz fotograf

24 x 36 cm
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p-|s.56

Sarkis, Kintsugi 2 (for Dmitri Baltermants) with

Leica Illc 1941 | Leica Illc 1941 ile Kintsugi 2
(Dmitri Baltermants'a), 2014

Leica Illc of 1941-1942 with kintsugi |
Altinla onarilmis 1941-1942 Leica Illc
83x63x19cm

p-|s.63

Sarkis, Rainbow, Bucharest (Big Bang) |
Gokkusagu, Biikres (Big Bang), 2014
Crystal neon | Kristal neon

9 meters wide | 9 metre genisliginde
Installation photograph, the National
Museum of Contemporary Art Bucharest |
Yerlestirme goriintiisii, Biikres Ulusal
Cagdas Sanat Miizesi, 2014
Photograph | Fotograf:

Daniel Mihail Constantinescu

pp.|s.68-69

Sarkis, Rainbow, Istanbul (Big Bang) |
Gokkusag, Istanbul (Big Bang), 2014

Neon

16 meters wide | 16 metre genisliginde
Installation photograph, Istanbul Modern |
Istanbul Modern'den yerlestirme goriintiisii
Photograph | Fotograf: Muhsin Akgiin

pp-|s.70-73

Jacopo Baboni-Schilingi, Score instructions
for Respiro della voce | Respiro della voce'nin
notalari, 2015

Courtesy of Jacopo Baboni-Schilingi |
Jacopo Baboni-Schilingi'nin izniyle

pp.|s.86-89

Sarkis, Leidschatz (Uccello) (the chest in gold) |
Leidschatz (Uccello) (altin varaklh kasa),
1992-2007

Wood, neon, tapes, gold |

Ahsap, neon, kasetler, altin
53x317x49cm

Photograph | Fotograf: Sarkis

p-|s.137

Sarkis, Golden Icon | Altin Ikona, 2015
Gold foil, gold powder |

Altin varak, altin tozu

77x60.3cm

Installation photograph, Hrant Dink
Foundation | Hrant Dink Vakfi'ndan
yerlestirme goriintiisii

Photograph | Fotograf: Berge Arabian

pp-|s.138-139

Ali Kazma, Atelier from Resistance series |
Atdlye, Rezistans serisi, 2015

Production still | Uretim siirecinden
Courtesy of Ali Kazma |

Ali Kazma'nin izniyle

p-|s. 140

Installation photograph from the exhibition
Ailleurs, Ici at Chateau Chaumont |

Chateau Chaumont'daki Ailleurs Ici
sergisinden yerlestirme fotografi
Photograph | Fotograf: André Morin

Installation photograph from Mamco,
Museum of Modern and Contemporary
Art Geneva | Mamco, Cenevre Modern

ve Giincel Sanat Miizesi'nden yerlestirme
gOriintiisii, 2015

Photograph | Fotograf: Sarkis

Unless otherwise noted, all images are
courtesy of the artist and Galerie Nathalie
Obadia, Paris/Brussels.

p-|s. 141

Sarkis, Passages Croisés en or |

Altindan Capraz Gegitler, 2012
Installation photograph from

Chateau d’Angers | Chateau d’Angersden
yerlestirme goriintiisii, 2012
Photograph | Fotograf: Sarkis

Installation photograph from the Musée
du Chateau des Ducs de Wurtemberg |
Chateau des Ducs de Wurtemberg
Miizesinden yerlestirme goriintiisii, 2015
Photograph | Fotograf: Sarkis

pp-|s. 148-151, 160-161

Installation photographs from

Respiro, Venice | Respiro'dan yerlestirme
fotograflari, Venedik

Photographs | Fotograflar: Sarkis

pp.|s. 152-158

Installation photographs from

Respiro, Venice | Respiro'dan yerlestirme
fotograflari, Venedik

Photographs | Fotograflar: André Morin

Aksi belirtilmedigi siirece tiim
gorseller sanat¢inin ve Galerie Nathalie
Obadia'nin izniyle kullanilmistir.
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All rights reserved. No part of this
publication may be reproduced, stored in
a retrieval system or transmitted in any
form or by any means, electronical,
mechanical or otherwise, without seeking
the written permission of the copyright
holders and of the publishers.

The views and opinions expressed in
this book are those of the authors and
do not necessarily reflect the views or
position of IKSV.

Biitiin haklar1 saklidir. Bu yayinin
hicbir parcasi telif hakk: sahiplerinin

ve yayincinin iznine bagvurulmaksizin
saklanamaz; elektronik ya da mekanik
hi¢bir yolla ¢ogaltilamaz ve aktarilamaz.

Bu kitapta yer alan goriis ve diisiinceler
yazarlarina aittir; IKSV'nin goriis ya da
durusunu yansitmayabilir.

Bandrol Uygulamasina fliskin Usul

ve Esaslar Hakkinda Yonetmeligin 5’inci
maddesinin ikinci fikrasi ¢ercevesinde
bandrol tagimasi zorunlu degildir.
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