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Kordonumda Oto-Dirikesim*

Clarina Bezzola, New York'da yasayan ve calisan Isvicre dogumlu
bir sanatcidir. Parsons Tasarim Okulu’'nda metal esya yapimciligi ve
mobilya tasarimindan mezun oldu. Erken dénem isleri, hapsolmus
/korunmus kirilganliklardan olusan formlarla ilgilenen, gerilmis,
ozenli bir bicimde ve ustalikla hazirlanmis metal heykeller Uzerinde
yogunlasmakta idi.

Bunlari, daha yumusak malzemelerle yapilmis heykeller takip etti;
daha yakin zamanli heykel sentezlerinde ise performans ve sarki
eklendi. Bezzola'nin halihazirdaki isi ise, siradan tanimlamanin
Otesine gecen, cok daha akiskan bir goringlye serpilmis gibi
gorinmektedir. Bezzola, vyaklasik 45 dakika uzunlugundaki
Inside-Out'u (Tersyliz) icra etmek icin Antwerp’deki kar amaci
gltmeyen sanat mekani olan Lokaal 01'e geldi. Bu yazida yapmaya
calisacagimiz, bunun en kiskirtici sonuclarinin bir aciklamasi ve
olasi cikarimlarin bazilarinin dikkatle incelenmesidir.

Beton bir zemin Uzerinde bir beden vyatiyor. Endistriyel sanat
mekaninin tavanindan beyaz iplikle sarkitilmis, cicek desenleriyle
bezenmis bir kumas cadir ile gizlenmis. Iplik, yalnizca citi piti yapiyi
tutmaya yetecek kadar kalin ve cekistirildiginde kopacak kadar da
ince. Izleyiciler ise, (kirk kisi saglam), spotlarla aydinlatilmis cadirin
etrafinda, glivenli bir mesafede koltuklarinda oturuyorlar. Atmosfer
sessiz, sakin olsa da, seyirci orada, asagida bir hemcinsleri
insanin varligini, tipki bir kayanin altinda saklanan bir hayvan gibi,
hissedebiliyor.

Gozler oniine serilmek uzere olan olan bir ucube gdsterisi gibi, ortd,
once yikseliyor gibi gériinir, sonra acilir ve asiri ciddi, ancak devasa,
gri yun bir elbise giydirilmis, kocaman, sisirilmis bir beden ortaya
cikar. Beden, cadiri tamamen yutar, onu kendi gri enginliginin icine
ceker. Bir kafa firlar, orada bulundugu icin afallamis olan seyirci
kadar saskin gorinen.

Figr, ~ Willy ~ Wonka'nin ~ Cikolata  Fabrikasi'ndaki  Violet
Beauregarde'nin, yanlis sakiz parcasini cignedikten sonraki halinin
bir siyah - beyaz versiyonu gibidir: tamamen mor ve sisirilmis;
Oompa Loompa’lar tarafindan vyuvarlanarak, patlamasin diye,
licindeki] yaban mersini suyunun sikilmasi icin sikma odasina

Auto-Vivisection in the Chord of Me

Clarina Bezzola is a Swiss-born artist who lives and works in New
York. She graduated in metalsmithing and furniture design from
Parsons School of Design. Earlier work centred on taut, meticulously
crafted metal sculptures dealing with forms of entrapped/protected
fragility.

Sculptures in softer materials followed, and in the more recent
synthesis of sculpture, performance and song. Bezzola's current
work seems to have blossomed into a far more fluid phenomenon
that transcends ordinary description. Bezzola came to Lokaal 01,
the non-profit arts space in Antwerp, to perform Inside-Out, some
45 minutes long. Attempted here is a description of this most
provocative of denouements and a perusal of some of its possible
implications.

On a concrete floor lies a body. It is hidden by a floral patterned
fabric tent, suspended from the ceiling of the industrial arts-space
with white string. The string is just thick enough to hold up the
dainty structure, and thin enough to snap when tugged upon. The
audience, some forty people strong, are seated at a safe distance
around the spotlit tent. Although the atmosphere is hushed, the
audience can sense a fellow human being under there, like an
animal hiding under a rock.

In the manner of a freak show about to unfold, the canopy appears
to rise, then collapses. It reveals an enormous, overblown body,
dressed in a prim, but huge, grey woollen suit. The body devours the
tent completely, swallowing it into its grey expanse. A head pops out,
looking as stunned as the audience is to be there.

The figure is like a greyscale version of Violet Beauregarde in Willy
Wonka's Chocolate Factory after chewing the wrong piece of gum:
all purple and blown up, about to be rolled away by the Oompa
Loompas to the juicing room to have the blueberry juice squeezed
out of her, let she explode. Bezzola often refers to Inside-Out as
an ‘explosion’. But unlike Violet's adventure, there are no Oompa
Loompas at hand to save Clarina from herself.

In a state of utter self-absorption, her face, androgynous, framed by

g6turilmek Uzere.. Bezzola, sik sik Tersylz'den bir ‘patlama’
olarak bahseder. Ancak, Violet'in macerasinin aksine, Clarina'yi
kendisinden kurtaracak Oompa Loompa’lar yoktur el altinda.

Sadece ve tamami ile kendisi ile mesgul olma hali icinde, bir
Biggles havaci sapkasi ile cercevelenmis olan androjen yizi, sok
ve hayret arasinda ucusmaktadir. Kendi kendine acima ve tiksinme
dalgalarina yenik dismdistir - yavasca uyanmakta olan bir 6z
gerceklestirme ile birlikte. Bu, itk koruyucu sanri katmani delindigi
anda ortaya cikan ani 0z farkindaligin soku nasil ise - dyle birsey
olmali. Kendi kendini kesfetmenin hos olacagini kimse - asla
soylemedi ki.

Gorunur bir sekilde endiseli olan figir, icinde bulundugu durum ile
ilgili aglayip sizlamaktadir. Tim kalkma girisimleri basarisizlikla
sonuclanir. Sessiz, hirpani sallanmalar, anlasilmaz oflamalar,
homurdanmalar; bosa harcanan caba ylzinden buyik bir enerji
kaybi... aci verici derecede garip olmaya baslamaktadir hersey.
insan zilir, kendi kendine acima icerisinde debelenen bu figiire.

Sanatcinin, seyircisinin ilgisini kaybetme riski tasidigi bu bitkin
tempoda, Bezzola, zamanlamanin nasil giicli bir bicimde farkinda
oldugunu gosterir. Cok glicli bir beklenti hissi sahneye yayilir.
Kendisini izleyenleri, her bir hareketine tutkallanmis bicimde
tutmaktadir. icinde bulundugu halde, sorgusuz kabullenmenin
vurdumduymazligr ile gercekten bununla ilgili birseyler yapmak
arasinda kalmistir. Tamamen rahatsiz edici goriinmese de, pasif,
yerlesik bir hali vardir. Buyuk anlatilar, cok seyrek olarak boyle
dondurucu tereddit anlari icerebilirler. Bununla birlikte, ginlik
hayattan tasan bu momentumdur. Bezzola, bu yavasligi, can alici bir
dogrulukla gerceklestirmekte, izleyiciyi, aci verici bir farkina varisin
sancilariyla tokatlamaktadir. Kim herhangi bir seyde hic basarisiz
olmamistir ki?

Sonunda, sisman Kkiitiklerden (kollardan] kirmizi eldivenlerle
kaplanmis eller cikiverir ve (Clarina) zorlayarak elbisede bir aralik
acmayi basarir. Bel hizasinda birsey patlar. Derinliklerden bir nesne
cekip cikarir. Sasirmis bir vaziyette onu inceler; ona dokunur, ona
sarilir, oksar onu. Ona olumlu bir sekilde, olumsuz bir sekilde veya
samimi bir kayitsizlikla karsilik verir. Onu cumburlop yere, kendi
yanina yerlestirir, sonra, ilkinin yanina koymak Uzere, bir baska
nesne cekip cikarir. Elbisenin icinin ipekimsi ve et renginde oldugu
ortaya cikar.

a Biggles aviator cap, flits between shock and amazement. She is
overcome by waves of self-pity and loathing... together with a slowly
dawning self-realisation. This must be what a shock of sudden self-
awareness must be like, once the first protective layer of delusion
has been punctured. No one ever said self exploration was going to
be pretty.

Visibly ill at ease, the figure laments her condition. Each attempt
to get up fails. There are silence, ungainly wobbling, inarticulate
huffing, grunting; a great loss of energy through vain effort; it is
starting to get painfully awkward. One feels sorry for this figure
wallowing in self-pitty.

At this drawn-out pace, at which the artist could be at risk of losing
her audience’s attention, Bezzola shows herself to be acutely aware
of timing. She fulfils her enactment with the requisite poise to jerk
out a response from her audience. A strong sense of anticipation
pervades the scene. She keeps her viewers glued to her every
movement. She is caught between the complacency of acquiescing
in her state and actually doing something about it. Her status looks
passive, sedentary, although not entirely uncomfortable. Grand
narratives rarely contain such stalling moments of hesitation.
Everyday life, however, is thick with this momentum. Bezzola
performs this slowness with hard-hitting accuracy, socking the
viewer with pangs of painful recognition. Who hasn't ever failed at
something?

At last hands clad in red gloves emerge from the podgy stubs
that are arms, and she manages to wrest an opening in the suit.
Something at her waistline bursts. From her depths she pulls out
an object. Surprised, she examines it; touches it, hugs it, strokes it.
She responds to it, positively, negatively or with frank indifference.
She plops it down on the floor beside her, then pulls out another
object, only to chuck it down next to the first. The inside of the suit
turns out to be silky and flesh-coloured.

A succession of finds ensues. It is like a volcano spewing ashes
slowly enough to be marvelled at. Like a vomiting cat or a bird
washed up at the beach that has swallowed too much of humanity’s
debris, the figure performs a peculiar auto-vivisection, pulling up
one indefinable, colourful peculiarity after another. These bits of
stitched-together subconsciousness (sculpture, cuddly toys gone
gruesomely wrong?), include same-ish bits of yellow fat, which she



Bunlari, bir dizi kesif izler. Killeri hayretle izlemeye yetecek kadar
yavas puskirten bir volkan gibidir. Kusan bir kedi ya da sahilde
karaya vurmus, insanligin molozundan cok fazla yutmus bir kus gibi,
figur, tanimlanamayan renkli acayiplikleri birbirinin ardindan cekip
cikararak, 6zgin bir oto-dirikesim gerceklestirir. Bu birbirlerine
dikisli bilincalti parcalari (heykel, korkunc bir bicimde bozulan
sevimlioyuncaklar?), onun gortnir bir sekilde itici buldugu, aynimsi
sari yag parcalarini icerir. Bununla birlikte, onun kuskulanilmayan,
belki coktan unutulmus hazinelerden bazilari icin gosterdigi sefkat
ise, kimi zaman, esit derecede rahatsiz edicidir.

Bu bir duygusal dlcililik degildir. Bir operada oldugu gibi, duygular
resmen o kadar guclendirilmistir ki, tam zitlarina yuvarlanarak
neselendirici hale gelirler. Cekip cikarttiklari, gudubetten dekoratife,
mide bulandiricidan hasmetliye kadar degisir. Bereketli ve kirkld
- micevherimsi figirleri, daha az alimli 6geler izler: bagirsaklarla
ilgili, yumusakca benzeri, boynuzlu, bazilari da disli, asiri uzamis
tirnak parcalariiclerinden disari cikan digerleri. Kucaklanasi 6geler,
kirmizi, kahverengi, siyah, kirec-sarisi - en cok nefret edilenler
ve takintilar; acik mavi dokunaclari olan seyler veya Uzerlerinde
yuzler olan falluslar (onlari nasil okuyacaginiza dair seciminize
dayali olarak)... Bu uyumdan uzak, Freudien bir kaleideskoptur;
eglenceli ve hos bir glinde, soyut bir modda Jung’un arketipleriyle
kesistirilen, herhangi endamli bir siniflandirmanin catlaklarinin
arasina dusiveren... Oyle goriintiyor ki, o, kecileri kaciriyor.
izleyiciler, kendi ic kesiflerinin gdziipekliginde, acaba, bu
acayiplikleri sezecek hatta onlarla empati kuracak tecribeye,
bilgiye sahipler mi? Bu simdiki zamanda tikanmis kalmis olan
gecmis mi? insanligin, oldukca 6zgiin ve potansiyel olarak bozuk,
dengesiz bir tir oldugunu itiraf etmesinin zamani gelmedi mi?
Bezzola, insanligl, hem bireysel hem de kollektif seviyede, oldugu
gibi, cozimlenmemis travma rezervuari gibi gosterir. Performansi,
size, sadece daha sonra islak bir balik tarafindan yanaginizdan
tokatlanmak Uzere kendinize bakabilece@iniz biyileyici bir ayna
tutar.

Biraz uzaklastilrdi)gimizda, esas olarak gerdirilmis kumas ve
polyester dolgunun kullanildigl, usta ellerin dikkatlice sekillendirdigi
heykellerden olusan bir yigin goririz. Bunlar, sanatcinin gizlice
calistigi ve o esnada “hichir kurali takip etmemeye karar verdigi
cok yogun gecen iki bucuk senelik bir donemde yaratildilar. Cok
yiksek seviyede bir kendini kabul icermekteydi bu strec.

visibly finds repulsive. Her affection for some of the unsuspected,
perhaps long-forgotten treasures, however, is at times just as
disturbing.

This is no emotional sangfroid. Like in an opera, emotions are
formally amplified, to such an extent that they topple over into
their opposite, and become exhilarating. What she pulls out ranges
from the hideous to the decorative; from the sickly to the sublime.
Jewel-like figures, opulent and furry, are followed by less comely
items, intestinal, mollusc-Llike, with horns, some with teeth; others
with parts of overgrown fingernails sticking out of them. There
are cuddly items, red, brown, black, lime-yellow pet hates and
obsessions; things with light-blue tentacles or phalluses with faces
on them (depending on how you choose to read them). This is a
Freudian kaleidoscope out of whack and on a field day, crossed with
Jung's archetypes in abstract mode, falling in between the cracks of
any clean-cut categorisation. It looks like she is losing her marbles.

Are the audience sufficiently versed perhaps, in the temerity of
their own inner explorations, to intuit, empathise even, with these
oddities? Is this the past clogged up in the present? Isn't it time
human beings owned up to being quite a peculiar and potentially
deranged species? Bezzola shows up mankind as the reservoir of
unresolved trauma that it is, both at the level of the individual and
the collective. Her performance offers a fascinating mirror in which
to look at oneself, only to then be slapped in the face by a wet fish.

When we zoom out a little, we see a multitude of carefully crafted
sculptures, using mainly stretch fabric and polyester filling. They
were created over an intense two and a half year period in which the
artist was at liberty to work in privacy, during which she decided to
follow "no rules”. It involved a high degree of self-acceptance.

Existing individually as sculptures, the objects fully come into
being in the performance’'s chronology, as actors populating the
character’s psyche. In sequence, they are utterances; each object
refers to the previous one, as it does to the next, and to the whole;
just like phrases emerging in language, or notes in a piece of music,
they derive meaning from a mutual, inclusive complicity.

Beyond the care with which the objects were made, which can be
traced back to her earlier work, the ingredient of performance shifts
the work to a wholly other plane. Bar an occasional blank gaze in

Bireysel olarak heykeller seklinde varolan nesneler, performansin
kronolojisinde, karakterin ruhunu [tinini] senelten aktorler olarak
vicut bulurlar. Art arda, bunlar sozcelerdir; her nesne bir sonrakine
oldugu gibi, bir dncekine ve bitine atifta bulunur; dilde 6ne cikan
deyimler veya bir muzik parcasindaki notalar gibi, anlamlarini
karsilikli, kapsamli bir suc ortakligindan tiretirler.

Eserlerin yapiminda gosterilen ve erken donem islerinde de izleri
gorilen dikkatin otesinde, performans unsuru, isi tamamen baska
bir dizleme kaydirmaktadir. Arada sirada o yondeki bos bir bakisin
disinda, Bezzola, izleyici ile etkilesime girmez, boylece onlarin
kendilerini kolaylikla kendisi ile 6zdeslestirmelerine olanak saglar.
Sesin kullanimti ile, seyirciye sadece gorsel bir seviyede saldirilimaz:
daha gelismis ifadelerin yanisira konusma oncesi sozcelerde,
ses, izleyicilere daha iptidai yollarla dokunma becerisine sahiptir.
icgiidiisel (olan), sadece bir gérsel kusma degil de ayrica sesin
paralel, benzer olmayan, girtlaksi kullanimi ile cagristirildiginda ,
seyircinin iliskiye gecmesi icin tamamen yeni tespitler ifade edilir.

Bezzola, genisletilmis vokal tekniginin bitin araligini kullanir. Gizel
sarki soyler — ayrica basarili bir klasik muzik sarkicisi ve deneyimli
bir opera sanatcisidir - ve kusursuzca aktarilan vokallerin seyirci
Uzerinde nasil buydleyici bir etkisinin olabileceginin de oldukca iyi
farkindadir. Kulaga arya gibi gelen ancak daha sonra Bezzola'nin
ozellikle eser icin yazdi§r parcalar olduklari ortaya cikan (sarki)
parcaciklari, performansta belirli anlarda onun duygularini gosterir.
ingilizce ve ana dili olan Almanca sarki sézleri, beklentiye ve
blyl cézmeye /géz acmaya deginir. Sarki s6zu serilerinden birisi,
rahatlatan ve nefessiz birakarak bogan bir gri givenlik battaniyesi
Uzerinedir. Bir diger metin parcasi, birisi bir yerlerinden bir civi
cikmis olabilecegini duyana dek pek hos sesler cikartan bir balo
salonu zeminine atifta bulunur. Bir noktada, (Bezzola) kendisini
bir onceki hafta atmis oldugu bir teneke (konserve] bezelye ile
6zdeslestirir. Ayni melodiler, degisik asamalarda tekrarlandigi
zaman, bir dakika rahatlatici gelirlerken kulaga, bir sonrakinde
uygunluk tizerine deli gémleklerine doniisiirler. Insan klasik deyisle
soluk soluga bir cebellesmeyi algilayabilir: kimi zaman virtiozligin
gosterisi ile, diger zamanlarda ise o cok miizikal yetenegin (insani)
alip gotirtct nitelikleriyle karsilanilan bir dip akinti... Bezzola,
mantikli bir sekilde, bir performans sanatcisi olmanin (herseye
ragmen hesabi verilmis ve bitine gémilmis olan) gercek
degisiklikleri ile kendisini simartmamistir.

their direction, Bezzola does not interact with the audience, allowing
them to easily identify with her. In using sound, the audience is not
only assaulted on a visual level: in pre-verbal utterances as well
as more sophisticated enunciations, sound is capable of touching
viewers in more primordial ways. When the visceral is evoked,
not only in terms of a visual regurgitation, but in a parallel, non
identical, guttural use of sound, whole new registers are enounced
for the audience to engage with.

Bezzola employs the full range of expanded vocal technique. She
sings, beautifully - she is also an accomplished classical singer
and an experienced operatic performer - and is weel aware of
mesmerising effect flawlessly delivered vocalising can have on an
audience. Snippets of what sound like arias, but which turn out to
be pieces Bezzola has especially written for the piece, designate
her feelings at particular moments in the performance. The lyrics,
in English and her native German, touch on expectation and
disenchantment. One of the sets of words is about a grey security
blanket, which comforts and stifles. Another passage refers to a
ballroom floor that sounds delightful until one hears there might
be a nail sticking out of it somewhere. At one point she identifies
herself with a can of peas she threw out the previous week. The
same melodies, reiterated at different stages, seem themselves to
be comforting one minute and strait jackets of conformity the next.
One can detect a breathless grappling with the classical idiom; an
at others, by the transporting qualities of that very musical ability.
Bezzola sensibly does not spare herself the real vicissitudes of
being a performer, which are nonetheless accounted for, and built
into the whole.

The overall result of this performance, this inner exploration, is
more refreshing, beautiful and rewarding than the protagonist, or
the average human being, could ever imagine. In a sense Bezzola
does it for us. In this way Inside-Out has an overwhelming, positively
healing quality.

Inside-Out involves tremendous risk-taking; art that explores the
personal in such a devastatingly obvious way is rarely successful;
but through a sufficient degree of abstraction. Bezzola not only
manages to sublimate those sticky things that are feelings, but
creates a strong impetus for taking on such a challenge oneself.
Inside-Out's progression can be drawn in bold, cartoon-like lines:
an oft-related process of self-discovery and transformation.



Bu performansin, bu ic kesfin genel sonucu, baskahramanin veya
ortalama insanin herhangi bir zamanda hayal edebileceginden cok
daha ferahlatici, glizel ve tatminkardir. Bir anlamda, Bezzola, bunu
bizim icin yapar. Bu sekilde, Tersylz'in cok kuvvetli, olumlu bir
bicimde iyilestirici bir niteligi vardir.

Tersyliz, cok buylk risk alma icermektedir: mahremi bu kadar
tahrip edici bir sekilde bariz olarak inceleyen sanat cok seyrek
olarak basarili olur; ancak vyeterli derecede bir soyutlama
araciligiyla, Bezzola, sadece duygular denilen o yapiskan seyleri
aritmayl basarmakla kalmaz, ayrica insanin boyle zorlayici bir
mucadeleyi kendiliginden Ustline almasi icin kuvvetli bir itici glic
yaratir. Tersylz'Un ilerlemesi, kalin, cizgifilm benzeri hatlarla
cizilebilir: sik sik kendini kesif ve dontstimle ilgili bir strec... Gene
de, bu cok eski, tahmin edilebilir, ders verici 6yki, performansin
parcalarinin toplaminin gicl ile asilir; gorsel ve isitsel, heykelsel
ve performansa dair 0geler, konvansiyonel olmayan, ic-dinyamsi
bir tuhaflikta
arayip bulmak icin tekinsiz bir enstriman olur. Bununla birlikte,
performans, bir tir konsantre, dogmaya karsi koyan - spirittel boy
abdesti gibi var olmaktadir. Sanatcinin, izleyiciye, tepki vermesiicin,
bir izin vermesini, hatta dirdirci bir mecburiyet getirmesini saglayan

da bu gnidmuz ritdelinin harekete gecirilmesidir.

birlesirler. Performans, icerilmizldeki simdiyi

Bezzola, sokerek cozmesinin sonunda, ciplak, g6z kamastiric
bir sekilde, Venus gibi, asi bir bilincaltinin dalgalarindan tekrar
dogmus olarak ortaya cikar. Glizeldir, saclari omuzlarina birakilmis,
muzaffer... Ozgiir olmayisi hakkinda hic birsey hatirlamiyormus gibi
ylrlyerek uzaklasir....

Ardinda, seyirci, heyecanlanmis, biiylilenmis ve biraz da ciddi kendi
kendini incelemeye olan acil ihtiyacinin acikca farkina varmis bir

sekilde kalmistir.

Kate Mayne

*Dirikesim: Tibbi amacla diri hayvan tzerinde ameliyat yapmak.

Yet this age-old, predictable cautionary tale is transcended by
virtue of the sum of the performance’s parts; visual and auditory,
sculptural and performative elements unite in an unconventional,
inner-wordly strangeness. It becomes an uncanny instrument for
divining an inner present. The performance thus exists as a kind of
concentrated, dogma-defying, spiritual ablution. It is enacting this
present-day ritual that the artist gives the audience a license, even
a nagging obligation, to respond.

Atthe end of Bezzola's unravelling, she emerges naked, resplendent,
like Venus, reborn from the waves of some unruly subconcious. She
is beautiful, her hair let down on her shoulders, triumphant. She
walks away as if she remembers nothing of being un-free.

In her wake the audience is left agog, spellbound, and clearly aware
of its urgent need for some serious self-examination.

Kate Mayne




Birak uyuyayim Let me sleep: Lass mich schlafen

Biraaaaaaaaak uyuyayim, Leeeeeeeeceeet me sleep, Laaaaaaaaass mich schlafen,

Biraaaaaaaaak uyuyayim, Leeeeeeeeeeet me sleep, Laaaaassssss mich schlafen,

Birak olayim, birak olayim, birak olayim, Let me be, let me be, let me be, Lass mich sein, lass mich sein, lass mich sein,
Ilik, agrr, gri battaniyemin altinda. Under my warm, heavy, gray blanket. Unter meiner warmen, schweren, grauen Decke.

1uk Warm Warm

Battaniyem, benim sevgili, sevgili, sevgili, My blanket, my dear, dear, dear, dear Meine Decke, meine liebe, liebe, liebe, liebe

sevgili battaniyem, blanket, Decke,

Battaniyem, My blanket, Meine Decke,

Tut rdyami bir arada, Hold my dream together, Halte meinen Traum zusammen,

Battaniyem, benim sevgili, sevgili ilik, gri My blanket, my dear, dear warm, gray Meine Decke, meine liebe, liebe, warme,

battaniyem, blanket, graue Decke,

Tut riyami bir arada. Hold my dream together. Halte meinen Traum zusammen.

Tut, tut, tut riyami bir arada. Hold, hold, hold my dream together. Halte, halte, halte meinen Traum

Battaniyem, My blanket, zusammen

Benim sevqili, sevgili, ilik, yumusak, gri, My dear, dear, warm, soft, gray, heawy, Meine Decke,

agir, agir, agir, agir battaniyem, heavy, heavy, heavy blanket, Meine liebe, liebe, warme, weiche, graue,

Tut, tut, tut riyami bir arada. hold, hold, hold my dream together. schwere, schwere, schwere, schwere Decke,
Halte, halte, halte meinen Traum
zusammen.

Safe [Giivenli] Pushing Out [Disari itmek]

Tum sarkilar Clarina Bezzola tarafindan bestelenmistir ve ikisi disinda (iki Japon Tanka siiri) tum siirler Clarina Bezzola tarafindan yazilmistir.
All songs are composed by Clarina Bezzola and all poems except two (the two Japanese Tanka Poems) are written by Clarina Bezzola.



Ne nedir
Kendi icime baktim ve ayirt edemedim birbirinden,
Hazineleri... ve cercopl.

What is What
I looked inside myself and | couldn’t distinguish,
Between treasures....and rubbish.

A World is Born [Bir Diinya Doguyor]

Sizinti

B-i-i-i-i-r-r s-i-1-z-1-1-1-n-t-1-1-1-1 v-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-r-r-r-r-r

b-e-e-e-n-d-e-e-e-e-e-e
Bazen cok zor onu durdurmak!

Drain

[-1-1-1-1-1-1-1-11-1-1-1-1-1I--] ha-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-a-ave a-a-a-a-a-a

Draa-a-a-a-a-aiiin
Sometimes it's hard to close!

Odam
Benim odama girdiginizde,
Sessizlik aldatici olacaktir.

My Room
When you enter my room,
The silence will be deceiving.

Exulted [Kivanc]

Dansetmek

Bu balo salonunda bir yerde, bir noktada,
Bir yerde bir noktada,

Bu dans pistinde bir yerde bir noktada,
Var bir ... DISARI FIRLAMIS SIVRI Civillll

Dancing

Somewhere, some place in this ballroom,
Somewhere some place,

Somewhere some place on this dance floor,
Thereisa....... SHARP NAIL STICKING OUT!!

Askim

Askim, glizelim, glizel askim,
Hala senin hayalini kuruyorum,
Karar veremiyorum, askim,

Eger onlari istersem, o tatli, tatli, aci veren anilari,

Askim, benim giizel askim,
Sen de ister misin onlari geri?

My Love

My love, my lovely, lovely love,
| 'am still dreaming of you,

| can't decide, my love,

If want them, those sweet, sweet, painful memories,

My love, my lovely love,
Do you want them back?

Bir Peri Masali

Endiselenme, glizel kiz,

Beyaz atli prens glicli aygirinin tzerinde belirecek,

Ayaklarini yerden kesecek ve seni giizel bir kraliceye doénustirecek.
Endiselenme, sevgili kiz,

Beyaz atli prens, o ortaya cikacak,

Ve geri kalan isleri halledecek.

A Fairy Tale

Don't worry, fair maiden,

Prince charming will appear on his mighty stallion,

Sweep you off your feet and turn you into a beautiful queen.
Don’t worry, dear maiden,

Prince charming, he'll show up,

And take care of the rest.



Giinah Taslari Sin Stones
Bach!
Agir gtinah taslarindan bahsediyorsun. the composer)

Kendimi agir hissediyorum!
Bunlar, bunlar glinah taslari mi?

Siindensteine

Bach! (meant is Johann Sebastian Bach Bach!

Du sprichst von schweren Stindensteinen.

You are speaking of heavy sin stones. Ich fihle mich schwer!
I am feeling heavy!

Sind es, sind dies die Stiindensteine???

Are these, are these the sin stones?

LA
Playing with Autist [Otistle Oynamak]

Riizgar

Rizgaaaaaar, rizgaaaaaar, oh rizgaaaaar,
Seni ilaaaaaaahi cocuk,

Beni duslncelerimden uyandir!

Wind

You heeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeavenly child,
wake me up from my thoughts!

Wind

Du hiiiiimlisches Kind,
Weck mich aus meinen Gedanken!

Dropping my Blanket [Battaniyem Dustyor]

Devam et!
Devam et! Devam et! Devam et! Devam et! Devam et!

Devam et! Devam et! Devam et! Devam et! Devam et!
Bak gozlerimin icine...
Ama, emin ol 6zleyeceginden ordakileri ne pahasina olursa olsun!

Go ahead!

Go ahead! Go ahead! Go ahead! Go ahead! Go ahead!
Look.....

Go ahead! Go ahead! Go ahead! Go ahead! Go ahead!
Look into my eyes....

But, make sure to miss what's there at all cost!

Dancing with Eye Knot [G6z Digiimle Dansetmek]

Nerede?

Oraya gidiyorum!
Oraya gidiyorum!
Buraya!

Oraya!

Buraya!

Oraya!

Orada!

Orada daha iyi birsey var!
Orada!

Burada!

Orada!

Nerede?

Where?

I go there!

Ich gehe dort hin!
Here!

Dort hin!

Hier hin!

There!

Over there!

Dort ist something better!
There!

Here!

There!

Where?

Examining Intestine Bell [Bagirsak Cani incelemek]

Bir sohbet

Onunla sohbet ettigin zaman,
Sozclklerinin secimine COK dikkat et!
Bir Sozcik var, eger onu isitirse.....
Seni OLDURecek!

A Conversation

When you have a conversation with him,

Be VERY careful of the choice of your words!
There is one Word, if he hears it.....

He will KILL you!



Kendimle Karsilasma:

Bir yurlyuste birgin,

Ayagim birseye takildi, daha yakindan
inceleyince,

Benden bir tane daha olarak gosterdi
kendini,

Eksik kollar, bacaklar, gozler, kulaklar,

burun ve agiz disinda.

Finding Open Stomach [Acik Mideyi Bulmak]

Kayalar

Yolda, taslar topladim,

Yolda, yolda,

Taslar topladim,

Asiri hiddetliyim, asiri hiddetliyim..
Bilmiyorum neye firlatacagimi onlari!
(Japon Tanka’sl)

Rocks

On the road, | picked up stones,

On the road, on the road,

| picked up stones,

Too furious, too furious..

| don’t know what to throw them at!
(Japanese Tanka)

Meeting myself

On a walk one day,

| stumbled over something, which upon
closer inspection,

Revealed itself as my own complete copy,
Except for the missing limbs, eyes, ears,
nose and mouth.

A Hidden World [Bir Sakli Diinya]

Intestine-Scarf [Bagirsak Sall

Her giin - Sabahtan Aksama Kadar
Sekizden dokuza kadar,

Dokuzdan ona kadar,

Ondan onbire kadar,

Onbirden onikiye kadar,

Onikiden bire kadar,

Birden ikiye kadar,

ikiden ice kadar,

Ugten dorde kadar,

Dortten bese kadar,

Ceviriyorum cikrigl,

ve oncesinde ve sonrasinda kafayr cekmek
ve uyumak.....

Day in and Day Out
From eight to nine,
from nine to ten,

from ten to eleven,

from eleven to twelve,
from twelve to one,
from one to two,

from two to three,

from three to four,

from four to five,

|'am turning the craknk,
And before and after there is boozing and
sleeping

Intestine-Scarf [Bagirsak Sall

Tag ein, Tag aus
Von acht bis neun,
Von neun bis zehn,
Von zehn bis elf,
Von elf bis zwolf,
Von zwolf bis eins,
Von eins bis zwei,
Von zwei bis drei,
Von drei bis vier,
Von vier bis finf,
Dehe ich die Kurbel,
Und vorher und nachher wird gesoffen und
geschlafen.



Gozyaslari

Gdzyaslari, gozyaslari, Akiyor yorgun beynimden.
Gozyaslari, gozyaslari, akiyor yorgun beynimden gozlere.
Yanaklarimi kuru tutmayi basardim.

(Japon Tanka'si)

Tears

Tears, Tears, Streaming from my tired brain.

Tears, Tears, streaming from my tired brain to the eyes.
I managed to keep my cheeks dry

(Japanese Tanka)

Looking Into Myself [Kendime Bakmak]

Nerede??

Burada bir yerdeyim,

Burada bir yerdeyim,

Kendimi bu daginiklikta bir yerde bulacak
miyim.

Burada bir yerdeyim,

Belki de ovalamam ve temizlemem ve tim
bu coplikten kurtulmam lazim,

Burada bir yerdeyim,

Ama ya eger o bos bezelye tenekesinin
icindeydiysem.... gecen hafta..... attigim.

Dropping Robe [Diisen Ortii]

Where??

| am in here somewhere,

I am in here somewhere,

Will | find myself in this mess somewhere.
| am in here somewhere,

Perhaps | should scrub and clean and get

rid of all this junk,

Ich bin hier irgendwo drin,

But if | happened to be in that empty can of
peas.... | threw out....

...last week

Wo denn?

Ich bin hier irgendwo drin,

Ich bin hier irgendwo drin,

Will | find myself in this mess somewhere.
Ich bin hier irgendwo drin,

Perhaps | should scrub and clean and get

rid of all this junk,

Ich bin hier irgendwo drin,

But if | happened to be in that empty can of
peas.... | threw out....

...last week

Walking Off [Yiuruytp Gitmek]

Bos bir yer

Yiregimde bos bir yer var.
Yiregimde bos bir yer var.
Seni sevdim,

Seni cok sevdim,
Yiregimde bos bir yer var.
Nerede, ah nerede o kale,
Birlikte yasadigimiz.
Erimiz gitmis.....

An empty space

There is an empty space in my heart.
There is an empty space in my heart.
I've loved you,

I've loved you so much,

There is an empty space in my heart,
Where, oh where is that castle,

We used to inhabit together.

It has dissolved.



Head and Body Painfully
Separated
Basket [Sepet]  Bleeding Gold [Altin Kanayan] Brain Surgery [Beyin Ameliyati] Chained [Zincirli] Coin [Madeni Paral Autist [Otist] Cramped [Sikisik] Crippled [Engelli] Gate [Gecit]  [Aciyla Ayrilmis Bas ve Beden]

A hidden World  History [Tarih] Ingrown [Batik] Intestine Bell [Bagirsak Can] Intestines [Bagirsak] Kiss [Opiiciik] Little Red A look Into Myself Male and Female  Male [Erkek]
[Bir Sakli Duinyal Riding Hood [Kendime Bir Bakis [Erkek ve Disi]
[Kirmizi Baslikli Kiz]



1995

2011

2010

CLARINA BEZZOLA

1970 born in Zurich, Switzerland | 1970 Isvicre Zurih'te dogdu
Living and working in New York | New York'ta yasiyor ve calisiyor.

Education | Egitim

Bachelor Degree of Fine Arts, Parsons School of Design, New York
Solo exhibitions and Selected Performances | Solo Sergiler
ve Secilmis Performanslar

When | walk alone in the Street Performance on Times Square New York, part of Beauty Contest
show at the Austrian Cultural Forum (Avusturya Kiltir Forumu’'nda dizenlenen Giizellik
Yarismasi sergisinin parcasi), New York, USA

Inside-Out, (2 Performances) UBS Fall Fora UBS Wolfsberg Training Center and Seepark Thun
UBS Training Center, Switzerland

Guest of Honor (Onur Konugu) at the Pool Art Fair New York, (Exhibition and Performance),
Gershwin Hotel, New York, USA

One World Foundation Residency Exhibition, Galerie Krinzinger with One World Foundation,
Wathuregama, Ahungalla, Sri Lanka

Der Glickliche Tod im Leben und die Geburt ins Jetzt: (Exhibition and Performance) for: Playing
the City Project Schirn Kunsthalle, Frankfurt, Germany

2009
2008

2007

2006
2005

2003
2002

2001

Structure, (Exhibition and Performance] Stamp Gallery University of Maryland,
College Park, MD, USA

Two Worlds, Exhibition, Galerie Adler, Frankfurt am Main, Germany

Inside-0ut (Tersyiiz), (Exhibition and Performance) Part of Swiss Performance: Kunsthalle Wien
- Project Space am Karlsplatz, Vienna, Austria

Larm im Kopf (Kafamdaki Sesler), Exhibition, Galerie Antje Wachs, Berlin, Germany

Inside-0ut (Tersyuz], (Exhibition and Performance) Kulturstiftung Schloss Agathenburg,
Germany

Zone 1 - Vienna Art Fair, Exhibition in entire booth Galerie Krinzinger; Galerie Antje Wachs, Wien,
Austria

Swiss Miss: a Gathering, (Exhibition and 2 Performances) Galerie Nicola von Senger, Ziirich,
Switzerland

Der glickliche Tod im Leben und die Geburt ins Jetzt, (Exhibition and Performance] Krinzinger -
Projekte, Wien, Austria

Solo Vocal Recital with Ziirich Chamber Orchestra(Ziirih Oda Orkestrasi ile Solo Vokal Resitali,
Celebration at Cihl City, Zurich, Switzerland

Lamentation (Agit), [Performance] Looptopia, Chicago Cultural Institute, Chicago, Il, USA
Inside-Out (Tersyiiz), Lokaal 01, (Exhibition and Performance) / Antwerpen, Belgium
Inside-Out (Tersyliz), (Exhibition and Performance] Kunstraum Syltquelle, Sylt, Germany
Inside-Out(Tersyiiz), (Exhibition and 2 Performances) Galerie Antje Wachs, Berlin Germany

Lamentation (Agit), (Exhibition and Performance] Dalton Gallery, Agnes Scott College, Atlanta,
USA

Lamentation (Agit), (Exhibition and Performance) The Delaware Center for the Contemporary
Arts, Wilmington, DE, USA

Gathering, (Exhibition and 2 Performances) Cynthia Broan Gallery, New York, USA
Skin and Structure, Gallery International, Baltimore, MD, USA

Lamentation (Agit), (Performance] The Drawing Center, New York, USA

Fluid, Installation (Exhibition) The Drawing Center, New York, USA

Structure, (Exhibition and 2 Performances) Cynthia Broan Gallery, New York, USA
Wearable Sculptures, (Exhibition) Art Resources Transfer Inc., New York, USA

Revealing and Concealing: Conversation with Nick Cave, (Exhibition) John Michael Kohler Arts
Center, Sheboygan, WI, USA

The Domestic Empire: Conversation with Elise Engler, (Exhibition) PS 122, New York, NY, USA



2000
1998

2012

2011
2010

2009
2008
2007

2006
2005

2004

2002

1999

1998

Skin, (Exhibition]Cynthia Broan Gallery, New York, USA

Conversation with Amanda Guest (Amanda Guest ile Konusmalar), (Exhibition] Art Resources
Transfer Inc., New York, NY, USA

Group exhibitions | Grup Sergileri

When | Walk Alone in the Street Exhibition and Performance in May in the City Center of Vienna,
part of Beauty Contest, MUSA, Vlenna, Austria

We the Artists, Trinidad National Museum of Art, Port of Spain, Trinidad

Playing the City, art in the public realm organized through Schirn Kunsthalle,(Schirn Kunsthalle
organizasyonu ile kamusal alanda sanat), (Exhibition and Performance) Frankfurt, GER

Performance Il, Ubertragung und Ubersetzung, Photogalerie Wien, Vienna, Austria
Who are you? Faceless Tableaux Vivants, Galerie Adler New York, New York, USA
Sanctuary, Rupert Ravens Contemporary , Newark, NJ, USA

The Moss Gathering Tumbleweed Experience, NICC, Antwerp and Lokaal 01, Breda and also
Antwerpen, BEL

Le pays ou l'on n'arrive jamais, Galerie Antje Wachs, Berlin
Innenwelten, (Exhibition and Performance] Kunstraum Syltquelle, Sylt, Germany
Lamentation, (Exhibition and Performance) Dalton Gallery, Agnes Scott College, Atlanta, USA

Dress Makes the Woman, (Exhibition and Performance) The Delaware Center for the
Contemporary Arts, Wilmington, DE, USA

Art Project in the Public Realm, Grenzfall Schweiz, Hamburg
Brave New World, McClain Gallery, Houston, Texas, USA
Fresh: Works on Paper, James Kelly Cotemporary, Santa Fé, USA

15 Years Heads Projects, Galerie Baviera, Zurich, Switzerland
Spring Forward, Chanel Store, kuratiert von | curated by Downtown Arts Project, New York, USA
Art Here and Now, Sixteen Showcases in the Street, Zurich, Switzerland

Edition Heads in the EXPO Gallery, EXPO Gallery, Biel, Schweiz
Package, PS 122, kuratiert von | curated by Joe Amrhein, Pierogi 2000, New York

The Tip of the Iceberg, Dorfman Projects, New York

It Looks Familiar, Galerie & Edition Marlene Frei, Zurich, Switzerland
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