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i started on the second week, and i'm still pulling the chair.
Rijksakademie Open Studios 2023 performans dokiimantasyonu / performance documentation.
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sandalye ile ikinci kez
Girig | Nazli Yayla

Zeynep Kayan'in Rijksakademie misafir sanatgi programi siirecinde rettigi son dénem
islerini bir araya getiren kisisel sergisi sandalye ile ikinci kez, sanatginin gegmis dene-
yimleri ziyaret ve tecriibe ederek onlara bir kez daha tesebbiis ettigi tekrar kavramiyla
olan yolculugunu ele aliyor. Sergi bu anlamda benlik, beden ve insanlik haline dair tema-
lari tekrarin merceginden arastiran bir iggori ve de bir otoportre niteligi tasiyor. Kayan'in
uzam, tekrar ve devinime dair sanatsal arastirmalari geleneksel sanat medyumlarinin
Otesine uzanirken hem varligin siirsel boyutlarina, hem de gergeklik ve algi arasinda sii-
regiden ve devamli olarak doniisen oyuncu iligkiye dair anlik bir bakis sunuyor.

Sergide Kayan tekrari devinim, jest, ses ve dil arasinda bir ritim ve tempo olusturmak igin
bir arag¢ ve bir ayristirma mekanizmasi olarak kullaniyor. sandalye ile ikinci kez baslikh
video isinde sanat¢l neredeyse oturur halde, goriinmez bir sandalyeye bagli bir ipi yavas-
¢a kendine dogru cekerken goriiliiyor. Sanatginin sandalyeyle iliskilenirken tasvir ettigi
bu imge, Kayan'in galigmalarinda tekrarlanan ve daha 6nce 00'43“ (2022) ve 00'38" isimli
islerinde de goriilen bir 6ge. Kayan'in Amsterdam'a taginmasindan once {retilen bu video
isler, kendisine anneannesinden miras kalip daha dnce kendisinin hig oturmadigi bir san-
dalyenin anisini yagatmayi amaghyor. Her tekrarlandiginda doniisiime ugrayan ve yeni
bir gehre kazanan bu imge, ilk etapta hem bir devinim hem de bir nesne olarak incelenir-
ken, sonraki yorumlarinda ve ozellikle sanatginin Rijksakademie Open Studios 2023'de
gerceklesen ve gene bir sandalyeyi ¢cekerken goriildigi ikinci haftada basladim ve hala
sandalyeyi ¢ekiyorum (2023) isimli performansinda farkli bir nitelik kazanir. Sanatginin
tekrar tekrar arastirarak adeta yapitaslarina ayirdigi bu imge, hareket halinde devinime
ickin olan ritmik kaymalara bir bakig sunar.

Kayan icin tekrar kavrami, algiya meydan okudugu ve tanidik olani yabanci kildigi bir de-
gisim ihtimali sunar. Videolar ve iplerin tavandan sarkitildigi mekana 6zgii yerlestirme
Kayan'in daha dnce Berlin'de gergeklesen bir bir iki bir iki {i¢ bashkl kisisel sergisine de
atifta bulunuyor. Sanatginin iplerle olusturdugu yerlestirme, mekan iginde seyahat ederek
izleyiciyle daha dolaysiz bir iliski kuruyor ve onlar Kayan'in kigisel alanina davet ediyor.
Sicimler ilk etapta yalnizca video iste yer alan bir 6geyken artik kendinden menkul bir
varlik gosteriyor ve kendilerine atanan yerlesik rol, bu sekilde yeniden tanimlanmis oluyor.
Bunun yaninda sergide sanatgl tarafindan kaleme alinan ve rehber anlati islevi goren bir
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hikaye de yer aliyor ve sandalyenin etrafinda konumla-
nan islerin arasinda yeni baglar oriiyor.

Sanatsal pratigine siklikla kendi bedenini de dahil eden
Kayan'in sandalyeyle ikinci kez: mavi portreler serisi ise
sanatginin iglerinde bir degismez olan ve siyah, beyaz ve
griyle sinirlanan renk paletini sekteye ugratarak genisle-
tiyor. Kayan'in benimsedigi palette gézlemlenen bu kiril-
ma izleyicinin eserlerle etkilesimini artirirken onlarin ba-
kisini ve galeri alani igindeki hareketini de yénlendiriyor.

Bu anlamda sandalye ile ikinci kez Kayan'in kendi pra-
tigi igindeki yolculugunu tanimlayan ve islerinde siklikla
goriilen sabit 6geleri sekteye ugratarak tekrar kavrami-
na dair arastirmasini israrla siirdiirdigii bir tiir anagram
islevi goriiyor. Kendi deyimiyle Kayan “tekrar arzusu ve
tekrara ickin arzuyla, bitap diismekle, seylerin giinliik
bazda donilislimii ve peyderpey ayrismasiyla, higbir yere
varmayan bir dansla, yogunlasmakla ve kesintisiz siire-
rek zamana yayilan cgeligkilerle” ilgileniyor.

sandalye ile ikinci kez: prova

second time with the chair: rehearsal, 2023
47 x 30 cm, Matt fibre baski / Matte fibre print

Ed.5+2AP.




sandalye ile ikinci kez: mavi portreler 111,111
second time with the chair: blue portraits 1,111, 2024
120 x 56 cm (her biri / each), Fine art baski / Fine art print, Ed. 5+ 2 A.P.
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second time with the chair
Introduction | Nazli Yayla

Bringing together Zeynep Kayan's latest works, conceived during her residency at Ri-
jksakademie, second time with the chair delves into the artist's repetitive journey, re-
visiting, reliving, and reattempting past experiences in a transcendent manner. It serves
both as an introspective and an autoportrait, exploring themes of self, body, and the hu-
man condition through the lens of repetition. Kayan's exploration of space, repetition,
and movement breaks through conventional artistic mediums, offering viewers a glimpse
into the poetic dimensions of existence and the ever-shifting interplay between reality
and perception.

Throughout the exhibition, Kayan explores repetition not only as a means to establish
rhythm and tempo through movement, gesture, sound, and language but also as a mech-
anism for differentiation. In her video work second time with the chair, the artist herself
is depicted almost sitting on the floor, slowly pulling a string tied to an unseen chair,
drawing it closer to her. This depiction of the artist in relation to the chair is a recurring
motif in Kayan's oeuvre, seen in the videos titled 00'43“ (2022) and 00'38" (2022). These
videos were filmed before her relocation to Amsterdam and were intended to create a
memory with a chair inherited from her grandmother, which Kayan had never previously
utilized. With each repetition, the work undergoes transformation, evolving into some-
thing novel. This motif, initially examined as both a movement and an object, finds further
depth during Rijksakademie Open Studios 2023 in the performance titled i started on the
second week and i'm still pulling the chair (2023) where Kayan once again pulls a string
attached to a chair. This recurring motif, repeatedly explored and fragmented, delves into
the rhythmic shifts inherent in continuous movement.

For Kayan, repetition serves as a catalyst for change, challenging perceptions and ren-
dering the familiar unfamiliar. The video and the site-specific installations featuring
strings suspended from the ceiling pay homage to Kayan's previous solo exhibition in
Berlin one one two one two three. This string installation traverses the space, establish-
ing a more direct relationship with the spectator and inviting them into Kayan's personal
sphere. What was once a mere apparatus in the videos now emerges as an entity in its
own right, disrupting established roles anew. Furthermore, the exhibition is accompanied
by a story written by the artist, which serves as a guiding narrative, weaving through the
works that wander around the chair.
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While Kayan often incorporates her own body into her practice, the series, second time
with the chair: blue portraits stands out by breaking one of the constants in her practice,
the limited palette of black, white, and grey. Here, she presents herself in a blue dress,
creating an autoportrait that occupies a central position within the exhibition space. This
shift in color palette enhances the viewer's engagement, as the portraits direct the spec-
tator's gaze and movement across the gallery space.

second time with the chair is an anagram, where the artist navigates through her artistic
practice, disrupting constants while persistently engaging in repetition. In her words, she
is interested in the desire to repeat and repeat to desire, in exhaustion, in how things
alter daily and separate gradually, in the dance that goes nowhere, in concentration and
uninterrupted contradiction.

sandalye ile ikinci kez: ip / second time with the chair: string, 2024, 18,5 x 29 cm
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sandalye ile ikinci kez / second time with the chair, 2024
Yerlestirme: 3 kanalli video, gamur ve sivi kil ile kapli ip, 5 adet
baski (degisken boyutlar) / Installation: 3 channel video, ropes
covered with mud and liquid clay, 5 prints (variable dimensions)






Mika Hannula & Zeynep Kayan
Soylesi

Mika Hannula: Temel noktalarla baglayalim. Oyunun, yani serginin adi nedir? Neye atifta
bulunuyor?

Zeynep Kayan: Serginin adi sandalye ile ikinci kez. Gegtigimiz Haziran ayinda 2023 Rijk-
sakademie Acik Stiidyo giinlerinde gosterdigim iglerin hem devami hem genisletilmis bir
versiyonu. Buradaki "ikinci” ise Amsterdam’a degil, aksine Ankara'da sandalyeyi ilk kez
¢ektigim zamana bir gonderme. Kisaca sergide bir sandalye, ben bu sandalyeyi ¢cekerken
¢ikan sesler, ve bu eylemi Agik Stiidyo giinlerinde bir performans olarak kurgulamaya
¢aligirken ortaya ¢ikan tiim siireg var - fotograflar ve bir yerlestirme.

MH: Pargalarin, bagka bir deyisle “gorba"nin igindeki malzemelerin kisa bir tarifini sun-
dun. Peki bunlar sergide nasil yer aliyor? : THE way anefTecT mple g
MELTER ToabhETHES

ZK: Ug kanalli bir video yerlestirmesi var. Bunlarin ikisi ipin yakindan gériiniimii - salla- 4
niyor, diizlesiyor ve geriliyor. Uciincii, beni oldukca sakin bir sekilde sandalyeyi cekerken T
gordiigimiiz video. — -

¥ l_.l‘h,"'"'-v

ilk kez duvara yansittigimda bu video calismiyor diye diisiindiim, ama gergekten, nere-
deyse tiim bir yil bu sandalyeyi gekme konusunda kendimi ¢ok gelistirdim! Yine de du-
raganhgimin seviyesinin ben de farkinda degildim. Bu video 6 dakika ve birka¢ saniye
slirliyor, tam sandalyenin kadraja girdigi anda kesiliyor, yani sandalyeyi gormiiyorsunuz.

Bir bagka malzeme, kesinlikle hikaye, 7 sayfa, A4, olabildigince basit bir sekilde sergileni-
yor. Oncesinde birgok farkli kagit, tipografi denedim ama nihayetinde hikayenin kendisine
glivenmeye karar verdim. Pek kolay olmadi tabii, ¢linkii gergekten hayatimda daha donce
hig ama higbir sey yazmamistim! Cok sasirticiydi; biraz geg ortaya ¢ikti ama bir yandan
da ¢ok hizh!

Ve tabii, fotograflar var, projeksiyon goriintiisii lizerinde, ve projeksiyon goriintlisi digin-
da. iki ip videosunun iizerinde provalardan bazi fotograflar, ve iliskilendigini diisiindiim
eski fotograflar. Bir tanesi Berlin'deki son sergimden, parmaklarima ipler doladigim fo-
tografin bir versiyonu. Bir baska gorsel de hikayede bahsettigim kitabin ilk sayfasinin
kendisi, lizerinde "uzaktan etkilesim” yaziyor.

stiidyodan gorsel, amsterdam, subat 2023.
image from studio, amsterdam, february 2023.
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Projeksiyon alaninin disinda mavi portreler var, biraz hayalet gibiler, sanki yasl birileri,
sandalyenin tzerinden asla kalkmayacak gibi oturuyor. Hikayenin yaninda elimin bir fo-
tografi var, hem hikayenin hem de performansin 6nemli bir pargasi. Her sandalyeyi gekti-
gimde ipi elime dolamak zorunda oldugum igin elimde bir siirii iz kaliyordu. Tabii ki bunu
kendime kendim yapiyordum, ama sandalyeyi ¢cekebilmek icin ipi gergin tutmanin baska
bir yolu yoktu.

Ve yine hayatimdailk kez olan (i¢ boyutlu bir is var. Tavandan sarkan ipler, bazilari gamur-
la bazilar sivi kil ile kapli. Onlari anlamam uzun zamanimi aldi, etrafinda ytirliyebilecegim
bir sey.. ama nihayetinde yerlestirmenin 6nemli bir parcasi haline geldiler.

MH: Simdi yaziyi ele alalim. Metin oldukga giiglii, 6zli ve yogun. Ayni zamanda hareket
halinde, bir tiir duygusal holigan gibi. Ama kesinlikle ham veya kabataslak degil. Simdi
belirli bir mesafeden baktiginda metinle ilgili diistincelerini 6grenmek isterim. Yazmaya
baslaman nasil bu kadar uzun zaman aldi?

ZK: Duygusal holigan! Ne demek istedigini anliyorum. Metni hala seviyorum. Ona tam
olarak ne demeliyim bilmiyorum, bir siir mi bir hikaye mi bir metin mi? Daha ¢ok hikaye
gibi geliyor, ¢linkii bahsi gegen ¢cogu sey gergek bir siireci anlatiyor, sadece biraz soyut bir
dilde. Ornegin sandalyeyi modifiye etmeye gittim ve miimkiin degil dedikleri yer, gercek-
ten de Rijksakademie'deki metal atdlyesine gittim, ve teknik danisman bunun mimkin
olmadigini sdyledi. Ve denememi tavsiye etti, hatta sonsuza kadar denemememi yoksa
gelip sandalyeyi ¢ektigim proje stlidyosundan beni alacagini soyledi ve giildiik. Yani bana
slirecin tiim detaylari biraz biiyiilii geliyordu ve bunu paylasabilmek istedim.

Neden bu kadar uzun siirdd bu hikayeyi yazmam bilmiyorum. Bir yandan da bu 7 sayfayi
neredeyse sadece ii¢ glinde yazdim, sesli okudum, biraz daha yazdim, yeniden sesli oku-
dum. Belki de tiim o yogun stirecin bir trlinliydl. Daha dnce sandalyeyi kag kez ¢ektigimi
saydigimi ve 128 kere oldugunu sdylemis miydim? Her neyse, hikayeyi nasil sergilemem
gerektigini gergekten bilemedim basta, ¢linkii igimden ¢ikan seye ve siireci nasil da de-
distiriverdigine ben de hayret ettim. Ama zamanla okuyan danigsmanlar hikayenin ne ka-
dar kuvvetli olduguna inandirdi beni. Bazilari isin kendisine dair her seye sahip oldugunu
soyledi.

MH: Ve beklenen soru: Nedir sandalyeyle ilgili bu takinti?

ZK: Sandalyeden ¢ikan sesle ilgili bence. Tam anlamiyla tutsak olmus gibiydim. Biitiin
bir sene sandalyeyi cekmeyi durduramadim, sesin nereden geldigini anlamak, onu kontrol
edebilmek, sesi gogaltabilmek isteyip durdum. Hafiften bir delirme gibiydi. Bagka higbir
seyi umursamiyordum.

MH: Cekilen sandalyenin sesi. Bu sesi nasil tarif edersin?

ZK: Gok bildigimiz bir ses degil bence. Nasil bir ses diye diisiiniince aklima ilk gelen daha
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derinden gelen ses oluyor, daha algak bir ton, ve nadir olarak ortaya ¢ikiyordu. Eger sans-
liysam, bu ses tiim sandalyeyi ¢ektigim siire icerisinde belki iki kez ¢ikiyordu, belki de
hig. Ve bu ses c¢iktiginda devam etmesini saglayabilmek icin sandalyeyi daha da yavas
¢ekmem gerekiyordu.

Hem en sert ses gibiydi, hem de bu sesin gelmesi igin en nazik davranmam gereken.
Neredeyse durmaya yakin bir yavaslikta gekmem gerekiyordu sandalyeyi. Ya da sandal-
ye bana geldiginde elimle onu geri iterken de cikabiliyordu bu ses, tabii o esnada nazik
olmam daha kolay oluyordu. Giinkii sandalye benden 10 metre ya da daha fazla uzaktay-
ken, ve yapabilecegim tek sey onu bir iple gekmekken, nazik olmak gergekten hi¢ kolay
degildi.

ylizden rahatsiz edici. Baska zamanlar sadece sessiz bir ¢ekilme sesi, neredeyse ipin
sesi, nasil anlatacagimi bilmiyorum. Bir yandan her defasinda ama her defasinda ¢ok
farkhydi ses, tiim performanslar da dahil olmak lizere. Favorilerim vardi ve asla bunlar in-
san iginde gergeklesmedi, ancak tek basimayken ¢ikiyor gibiydi o sesler. Benim icin hepsi
biraz dramatik, biraz da bliyi gibi bir seydi. Hani bazen bir amator olarak bir enstriimani
iyi galdiginda iyi caldigini bilirsin ve ama hala "bunu ben mi ¢caldim simdi gercekten” der-
sin kendi kendine. Buna benzer bir his beni her defasinda sasirtiyordu.

MH: Sandalyeyi tekrar tekrar ¢ekiyorsun. Ortaya gikan akustik manzaranin farkli versi-
yonlarindan etkileniyorsun. Yine de... aslinda orada ne yapiyorsun? Yani sandalyeyle yap-
tigin seyi yaparken o sirada gergekten ne yapiyorsun?

ZK: Bence miizik yapmaya galisiyorum! Yani gercekten eger sandalyeden ¢ikan ses bu
kadar ilging ve katmanl olmasaydi, her seferinde farkli olmasaydi, bence tiim bir sene
onu asla gekmezdim. Sesin 6zel oldugunu hissediyordum, ve tekrar ederek ve kesfetmeye
devam ederek daha da 6zel olabilecegini. Bu Amsterdam'daki ikinci sandalye bana degi-
simi, bilinmeyene yaklagmayi, kontrolsiizliigii ve kontrold, hicbir zaman ayni olmamayi,
miizikal olmayi, kesinlikle miizikal olmayi sagladi. Ve sanirim Ankara'daki sandalye, kula-
gima “sandalye"yi bir enstriiman olarak kullanabilecegimi fisildadi.

MH: Tiim siiregler bir yerden baslar. Senin igin bu tematik yol nasil agildi?

ZK: Ankara! Annemin artik evde tutmak istemedigi anneanneme ait bir sandalye vardi.
Onu ¢ok sevdim ve stiidyoma gotiirdim. Uzun zaman stiidyoda dylece durdu bu
sandalye; {izerine hi¢ oturmadim, kimseyi de oturtmadim. Neredeyse bir heykel gibiydi.
Kendine ait bir alani vardi, stiidyodaki karmasaya dahil olmayan. Amsterdam'a gelmeden
onceki yaz, Temmuz 2022, sandalye ile stiidyoda bir anim olsun istedim. Zaten sanirim
o stlidyonun her kdsesinde her obje ile bir anim ya da isim vardi. Gok da bilingli bir karar
degildi. Stiidyodan gikacagim igin oldukga melankolik hissettigimi hatirliyorum. Ve bu
stiidyonun ¢ok garip bir alani vardi - 30-40 yil dnce bir kasap diikkani imis, etleri soguk
tutmak igin banyomsu bir oda. Ve aslinda bu stiidyoyu tutma sebebim tam da burasi
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00'38", 2022, Video, 00:38,Ed. 5+ 2 A.P.
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00'43",2022, Video, 00:43, Ed. 2/5+ 2 A.P.
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yiiziindendi ¢iinkili orada miizik yapacagimi diisiinliyordum, banyo karolarinin yarattigi
eko sayesinde.

iste stiidyonun bu kismi birgok video igsime mekan oldu, kendine has havasi ile. Nasil
anlatacagimi bilemiyorum - soguk, tuhaf bir isiklandirma, neredeyse bir film seti. Sandal-
yeyi oraya gotiirdim ve bir de ip aldim yanima. Biliyorum kulaga korkutucu geliyor, ama
hatirliyorum ayni zamanlarda not defterimde daha dnceden bu sahneyi tasvir etmeye
calistigimi gérmiistiim, bir sandalye ve bir ip yaziyordu sadece.

Her neyse, oraya bir ip ile gittim, énce belime bagladim bu ipi, ve sandalyenin {izerine
oturdum. Gok anlamsizdi. Sonra kalkip sandalyeyi gektim bu ip ile, ve gikan ses beni gok
etkiledi. Bir i¢ ses, bir aglama, rahatsiz edici, ama bir o kadar giizel. Tabii ki, stiidyonun bu
kismi sadece yedi sekiz adimlik bir yer oldugundan, bu videolar belki 1 dakika bile degildi
- sandalye yere diisti, pozisyonlar degistirdim vesaire. Sanirm ¢ok ¢ok uzun zaman oldu,
sesi islerime dahil etmek isteyeli, ve bunu bir sandalye ile yapabiliyor olmak beni biiyiile-
di. Ve bu ses benimle kaldi, ben de onu duymaya devam edebilmek istedim.

MH: Melankoliden bahsettin. Amsterdam'a taginmak biraz nostalji de getirdi mi? Hiiznlin
tadiyla ya da tozuyla kapliymissin gibi hissettin mi?

ZK:Kesinlikle, kesinlikle tamamen hiizne bogulmus gibiydim!!! Yaz aylarinin basinda bas-
ladi hiiziin ve durmadi. Bildigim yerden uzakta sadece Utrecht'te 1 sene yasadim 21 ya-
simda. Onun diginda bol seyahatli, gok gelip gitmeli, ama hep Ankara'ya donmeli gegti
zamanim. Bir anda 35 yasinda bu tasinma, kulaga komik geliyor olabilir ama tiim siste-
mime etki etti. ok uzun zaman birakmamaya direndigim kendime kurdugum diizen ile
ilgiliydi bence hiiziin.

MH: Bu kez sandalyeyi istanbul'da gdsteriyorsun. Amsterdam ile karsilastirdiginda hem
konum hem genel baglam olarak ne gibi farkliliklar s6z konusu?

ZK: Bence yerlestirmeye ekleyebildiklerimle ilgili bir dedisim var. Gegen Haziran'da mavi
portreler ve birgok ekran goriintlisii vardi prova videolarindan, ama onlara yer verecek
alan yoktu stlidyomda. Nihayetinde her seyi ¢cok minimal bir diizende sunmayi tercih
ettim. Mavi portrelerin kii¢lik baskilarini projeksiyon goriintlisii igerisine yerlestirmeye
calistigimi hatirliyorum, olmamisti. istanbul'da bir araya gelebildikleri igin mutluyum.

MH: "Mavi fotograflar" veya "mavi portreler" hakkinda konusalim. Bu islerin hikayesi
nedir?

ZK: Tam da az énce "yokluk ile saplanti” yazmistim, mavi portreleri diisiinerek. ilk ortaya
¢iktiginda ne hissettigimi hala hatiriyorum, tamam bunlar sandalyenin sahibi, sahip garip
duyuluyor olabilir, sanki bir bekgi, koruyucu, hak sahibi! Gergekten, sandalyenin lizerine
oturmus baska hig kimse gérmek istemedim onlardan sonra. Bazilarinda bulaniklikla be-
raber sandalye goriinmiiyor bile, ama kesinlikle oturma pozisyonu taniniyor. Biliyorum ki,
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stlidyodan gorsel, ankara, temmuz 2022. / image from studio, ankara, july 2022.

kesinlikle feminen, ama bir yandan da ¢ok absiirt ve gergek disi olmalarini da seviyorum.
Boyun neredeyse 1 cm genigliginde, eller ve yiizler mor, pembe, turuncu renginde. Gok
nadir renkli fotograflarimdan, ve ¢ok ama gok parlaklar. Baskilarin kendisi bir resim gibi
duruyor, tam olarak neden bilmiyorum. Belki de sandalyenin hayaletleri, ne ben, ne annem,
ne anneannem, daha da yasl, belki de soyumun en yaslilari.

MH: Tamam, baglantiya gegiyorsun. Peki soyunun en yaslilari seninle konusuyorsa veya
sana bir seyler soyliiyorsa ne dediklerini paylasabilir misin? Sinirliler mi, mutlular mi,
izglinler mi ya da sadece sikilmiglar mi?

ZK: Huzurlu, sessiz, sakin ve dinginler. Gergekten buna yakin bir his geliyor bana mavi
portrelerden.

MH: Yavaslik senin igin ne ifade ediyor? Diisiinme siirecinde, Giretiminde nasil bir anlama
veya role biiriinliyor? Yani sadece hizin kargiti olamaz, degil mi? Yoksa olabilir mi?

ZK: Olamaz evet. Gegenlerde not defterimde bir 6nceki yaz aylarinda yazdigim sayfalara
denk geldim, ve gordiim ki sandalyeyi lizerinde bir mum varken de ¢ekmisim. Mumun
diismemesi igin nasil da yavas olmam gerektigini yazmisim. Yeniden okuyunca bir ey-
lemin kendisine konsantre olmaktan ne kadar etkileniyor oldugumu hatirladim, ilham al-
maktan daha fazlasi sanki, neredeyse duygulandiriyor beni.

Bu sonugla ilgili degil tabii, daha gok siiregle ilgili, ya da ne tip bir insan oldugumla. Her-
hangi bir sey ile ilgili yeterince zaman gegirmezsem, sanki higbir sey kimildamiyor, ya da
calismiyor. Neredeyse 3-4 saat pespese yalniz vakit gegirmem gerekiyor ki, bir hareket
etme, kesif arzusu duyayim. Bu anlamda ¢ok ¢ok ¢ok yavas oldugumu diisiiniiyorum.
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Oziimsemek, islemek, isletmek, tiim bunlar ok uzun zamanimi aliyor. Biitiin bunlari tam
manasiyla gergeklestiremezsem, bir seyler beni rahatsiz ediyor, neredeyse suglu hisset-
tiriyor, ve nihayetinde bir bosluk hissi veriyor.

MH: Seni her giin stiidyoya gitmek i¢in motive eden nedir?
ZK: Yalniz kalabilmek, dinginlik ve uzaklik, rutinlerim ve ritiiellerim.

MH: Evet, 6zetlemek ve tiim malzemeleri bir araya getirmek gerekirse, bence, sandal-
yeyle ikinci kez, gecenin gline dondiigli anda gegen tekinsiz, ancak oldukga belirgin bir
atmosfere sahip bir film gibi. Elbette gliniin geceye dogru hareketini de gdsteriyor olabilir;
tek basina, benzersiz, fakat ayirt edilebilir, iligkilenebilecek ve iligki kurulabilecek bir sey.
Ancak bu noktada sunu da sormak gerekiyor: Film hangi sehirde geciyor?

ZK: Belki de Ankara'yi tim sikici tekrarlarina ragmen seven, onu 6zleyen biri ile ilgilidir.
Degisim icin beklemesi gerekiyorsa bekleyen birisi, belki de neredeyse bunu seven birisi.

Simdi bir anda 2019'da Zilberman istanbul'daki gegici aynilik ismini verdigim sergimi ha-
tirladim. Bir John Ruskin alintisi idi bana ismi veren: “Ancak biitiin durumlarda, asil bir
ruh, karanlik veya aciyi ne kadar seviyorsa tekdiizeligi de ancak o kadar sever. Ona sa-
dece sabir gdsterebilir ve gdsterdigi tahammiil veya sabirdan biiyiik bir haz, bu diinyanin
refahi icin gerekli olan bir haz alabilir, gegici ayniliga boyun egmeyip bir degisimden 6te-
kine kosturanlarsa gitgide degisimin sinirlarini korelterek tiim diinyanin lizerine bir gélge
disdirdr, bir bikkinlik getirir ki artik ondan kagis yoktur."

MH: Son olarak, iist ve alt, teori ve pratik arasindaki noktalari birlestirmeye calisalim.
Yazili ve tek renkli bir tisort tasarlaman gerekse tisortiin Gizerine ne yazardin, yazi ne renk
olurdu, hangi yazi tipini kullanirdin ve tig6rtiin rengi ne olurdu?

ZK: Beyaz tisort, siyah font, metin: tereddiit ve panik. Tiirkge %100. Tereddiit; gekinmek,

kararsizlk, neredeyse duraksama. Panik ise panik. Verdigim bir cevaptan hi¢ bu kadar
emin olmamigtim.
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provalardan gorseller, amsterdam, ekim 2022.
images from rehearsals, amsterdam, october 2022.
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Conversation

Mika Hannula: Let's start with the very basics. What's the name of the game, the exhibi-
tion, and what does it refer to?

Zeynep Kayan: The exhibition is called second time with the chair. It's in direct continua-
tion of the work | showed at Rijksakademie Open Studios 2023 in Amsterdam last June.
It's both a continuation and a development. The notion of the “second” here doesn't refer
to Amsterdam, though, but to the first time | pulled the chair in Ankara. So there is the
chair, the pulling of the chair, the sound of the chair, and what came out during the whole
process of me preparing to perform this act live during the open studio days— that is, a
variety of photographs and also an installation.

MH: That's the short version of the parts, the main ingredients of the 'soup’ so to say.
How are these various parts presented?

ZK: There will be a three-channel video installation. Two videos show close-ups of the
string that | am pulling—it shakes, straightens, and tenses at times. The third video shows
me pulling the chair in an extremely calm manner.

The first time | projected it on the wall, I thought the video was not working, but seriously,
this is how | almost mastered pulling the chair throughout the whole year. | just wasn't
aware of my level of stability. This video lasts for 6 minutes and a few seconds, exactly
the time that the chair comes into the frame, but you don't get to see the actual chair.

Another ingredient is definitely the story, seven pages, A4, presented as simply as possi-
ble. I tried all kinds of paper and typography but decided to trust the story. It wasn't easy
though, as | had never never never never never written anything before in my life! It was
amazing; it came out a bit late, but so fast!

Then again, there are the photographs—photos on the projection, photos outside of the
projection. In the two close-up string videos, there is one photo from the rehearsals
showing my shadow and the string, along with other photos from the past that | feel are
connected. One is from the last show in Berlin, showing my hand with ropes tied around
my fingers. Another image on the wall is the first page from the book | mention in the text,
which says: "action at a distance”.
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Outside of the projection sphere, there are the ghostly blue portraits that resemble an
elderly person just sitting on the chair forever; they won't leave. Next to the story is the
photograph of my hand, which is an important part of the story and the performance. |
had a lot of traces on my hand after each pull, each performance, because the string was
squeezing my hand. | mean, | was doing it myself for sure, to keep the string straight,
otherwise | wouldn't be able to pull the chair.

And there is the first-ever 3D work | did in my life! Strings hanging from above, some with
mud, some with liquid clay. It also took me a long time to make sense of them, something
I can walk around, but they did become an important part of the installation.

MH: Let's focus on the writing. As a text, it is very good, tight, and dense yet on the move,
kind of an emotional hooligan, but for sure, not too raw or rough at the edges. What's
your take on it now—with a little distance? And how come did it take so long for you to
start writing?

ZK: Emotional hooligan! | think | understand what you mean. I still like the text. | don't
know what to call it though, is it a poem or is it a story as a text? It feels more like a story
because most of the things are a real process, but just a bit abstract. Like the part where |
say | went to modify the chair and they said it's not possible, | did actually go to the metal
workshop at Rijksakademie, the technical advisor of the workshop said it is not possible,
and he really advised me to test it, and even said don't test forever in this project studio
or | will come pick you up and we laughed. So to me, the whole process was a bit magical.

I don't know why it took me so long. | wrote these seven pages in maybe three days,
reading out loud, then writing more and again reading out loud. Maybe it was a by-prod-
uct of the intense process of all the pulls? Did | mention | counted them once and they
were around 128 times? Anyway, | didn't know how to present it, | was a bit shocked with
what came out of me and how it changed the game. Slowly, people who read it in-be-
tween made me believe that it is a strong text, some even said it has everything, all that
is needed.

MH: Then to the obvious issue: what is it about, this obsession with the chair?
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ZK: It is about the sound of a chair, the sound of a chair | pulled the whole year. | was
completely captivated. | couldn't stop pulling, to see where the sound comes from, how |
can control it, how much more sound | can produce, and so on. It was kind of madness. |
didn't care about anything else.

MH: Sound of a chair being pulled, how would you describe this sound?

ZK: It's not a regular one. When | think about what kind of sound came from the chair, the
first thing | heard was this one kind, which was a low tone, and it came out rarely. If | was
lucky, it might come out twice during the whole pull, and sometimes not at all. And when
this sound was emerging, | had to slow down even more to make it continue.

So it was the most brutal sound but, in fact, to achieve it, the most gentle movement was
required, as if | almost had to stop pulling. This sound was also sometimes happening
when | was pushing the chair back with my hands, which is easier to be gentle in that
moment. Because when the chair is ten meters away and the only thing was to pull the
rope, it really was not the easiest thing to be gentle.

was sometimes annoying. Other times it was just a silent pull sound, or the sound of
the string being pulled, | don't know how to describe it. Also, it was very, very, very, very
different each time, including the live performances. | have my favorites, and none of
them happened publicly; they all happened when | was completely alone. To me, it was
dramatic, kind of magical. You know, sometimes as an amateur, you know you played
well, but still thinking, “Is this me making all this sound?” This kind of feeling leaves me
a bitin awe.

MH: You keep pulling the chair, enjoying the variations of the soundscape, but then again,
what are you actually doing... like really, really doing while doing the chair-thing?

ZK: | think | am trying to make music, and if the sound was not that interesting, not that
layered, not that changing all the time, there was no way | would pull the chair for a year.
I knew the sound was special; it could be more special with more repetition and poten-
tial levels or layers of discovery. This second chair in Amsterdam gave me the feeling of
change, getting closer to the unknown, having control but no control, never the same; it
was musical, definitely musical. And | guess the first chair in Ankara probably whispered
to me that this “chair” can be your instrument.

MH: All processes begin somewhere. Where and how did this particular thematic path
open?

ZK: Ankara! There was my grandmother's chair my mom did not want to keep anymore. |

loved it and took it to my studio. It stayed there for a long time; | never sat on it, and | did
not let anybody else sit on it either. It was like a sculpture. | think the chair itself became
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something in the studio, having its own space around it without being part of the mess. It
was the summer before | came to Amsterdam, July 2022. | wanted to have a memory in
the studio with the chair because other than that chair, | think | have memories in every
corner of my studio with every object and so on. It wasn't a conscious decision. But |
was very, very melancholic about moving. Then there was this strange part of my studio;
it used to be a butcher shop 30-40 years ago, the bathroom being a space where they
used to keep the meat cold on its own. Actually, that was the reason | rented this studio
because | thought | would make music with that bathroom tiles because it had an echo.

This part had already become a strange space to make videos because it had its own
aura. | don't know how to describe it—cold, with strange lighting, almost like a movie
atmosphere. So then | took the chair there, and a rope with me. It sounds scary, but | re-
member | found this in the notes of my notebook where I, you know, described this scene
with a chair and a rope.

So, | went there with a rope, tied it on my belly, and sat on it. It didn't make sense. Then
| pulled it, and the sound affected me so much. Like an inner cry, annoying sometimes
but also beautiful. Of course, that part of the length of the studio was only seven to eight
steps, so they became videos of maybe one minute each—the chair fell down, | changed
positions, and so on. | believe it's been a long, long time | had this desire to put sound in
my work, to include music in my work, and it mesmerized me that | can do it with a chair.
So it stayed with me, and | wanted to continue.

MH: You mentioned melancholy, but were you also nostalgic, or even a little bit covered
with a taste or dust of hiiziin when moving to Amsterdam?

ZK: For sure, | was covered with hiizlin all over!!! All over!!! Hiizlin started already at the
beginning of summer and it did not stop. I've only lived abroad in Utrecht for a year when
I was 21. The rest is going away for a certain time for many times, yes, but always return-
ing to Ankara. So this move at the age of 35, | know it might sound funny, but it definitely
affected my whole system. It was about leaving the whole structure | strongly resisted
leaving for years.

MH: This time you are showing in Istanbul. What's the difference in terms of both the
location and the overall context in comparison to Amsterdam?

ZK: | think the difference is more about the things | can add to the installation. Last June
there were the blue portraits and many screenshots from the rehearsal videos, but | didn't
have the space to include them in my studio. In the end, | opted for a very minimal type of
setup. | remember trying to put the small prints of the blue portraits onto the projection
space, but it didn't work. I'm happy they came together in this space in Istanbul.

MH: These "blue photos” or “blue portraits,” what's their story?
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ZK: Wow, | just wrote “obsession with absence" while thinking about blue photos. When
they came out, | remember clearly the feeling, okay this is the owner of the chair, even if
“owner" sounds strange, the keeper, protector of the chair, a possessor! Like really, | didn't
want to see an image of another person sitting on the chair. In some of them, because of
the blur, the chair is not even visible, but it's for sure a sitting posture. | know it's feminine,
one hundred percent, but | also love that sometimes the image is so ridiculous, it doesn't
look real. The neck looks like it's only one cm, hands and face are purple, pink, orange. It
is one of my rare color pictures, and they are so bright. Prints themselves really look like
a painting, | don't know how but they do. | think it's the ghost of the chair, it's not me, not
my mom, not my grandmother, someone more elderly, maybe it's my ancestors.

MH: Ok, you are getting connected. But, well, if ancestors are talking with or to you, what
are they saying? Are they angry, happy, or sad—or just bored?

ZK: They are peaceful, in quietness, stillness, and at rest. This feeling really comes to me
from the blue portraits.

MH: Slowness—what is it to you? What's the meaning of it, or its role in your thinking, in
your practice? Like, you know, it can't just be the opposite of fast—or can it?

ZK: No, it can't. The other day finally | came to the part of my notebook that | wrote last
summer, and | saw that | actually pulled the chair with a candle on top of it, so | wrote
about that, how | needed to be slow, not to make the candle fall. And well, now that | re-
visited it, | remembered how impressed | was about the concentration on the act; it was
more than inspiration maybe, it moves me.

So this is not so much about outcomes, but about process, or what kind of a person | am.
Like if | don't take my time with everything, nothing moves or works for me. | need to have
three to four consecutive hours of being alone to have a feeling of movement or trying
something out. | am so, so, so slow. For me, the digestion, processing, and reflecting take
areally long time. If | don't do it fully, | feel something is making me nervous, almost guilty
a bit, and in the end, gives me an empty feeling.

MH: What motivates you to go to the studio — everyday?
ZK: To be alone, for stillness and isolation, routines and rituals.

MH: Ok, summing up, and getting all the ingredients together, for me, this exhibition, sec-
ond time with the chair feels like a somewhat eerie but then again very precise atmos-
phere of a movie taking place in the moment when night turns back into the day — or al-
ternatively, of course, when the day moves on to become the night — on its own, singular,
but recognizable, something to relate to and with. But this begs the follow-up: made in
what city?
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ZK: Maybe it is about someone who loves and misses the time in Ankara with all the bor-
ing repetition that Ankara provides and loves to sit and wait for a change, thinking that
you need to sit and wait for the change.

Now, all of a sudden, | remember the exhibition of mine that | called temporary sameness
in 2019, again at Zilberman Istanbul. This links to the quote from John Ruskin that gave
the name to me: “...But in all cases, it is not that the noble nature loves monotony, any
more than it loves darkness or pain. But it can bear with it and receive a high pleasure
in the endurance or patience, a pleasure necessary to the well-being of this world; while
those who will not submit to the temporary sameness, but rush from one change to an-
other, gradually dull the edge of change itself and bring a shadow and weariness over the
whole world from which there is no more escape.”

MH: Finally, connecting the dots between high and low, theory and praxis, if you were to
design a t-shirt with a text, and in one color, what would the text be, on what color, what
font, and what is the color of the shirt?

ZK: White t-shirt, black font, text says: tereddiit ve panik. Turkish %100. Tereddiit means

hesitation, indecision, almost a pause. Panik is what it is. Never ever been so sure of an
answer.

1 Roskin, John. On Art and Life. London, Penguin Books, 2004, 23
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neredeyse sen, bir miizikal olmak istiyorsun
Lara Ogel

nereye? nereye? diisliyorsun ve her kimsen ben de seninle birlikte diigmek istiyorum.*

gel, simdiye diiselim birlikte. ¢iinkii bizi sadece burasi ilgilendiriyor. simdi kayip gider,
an da Gyle ve ben tam su saniyede sonsuza kadav simdideyim. su anda ben uguyorum,
metaforik degil, hakikaten, bu andan sana yaziyorum, ¢linki burada olma hali beni bir
nevi yok-yer'e bagliyor. bu yerde tim zamanlarda, tiim benlerim ile i¢ ice, hem yasanmis
hem de hi¢ yasanmamis gibi, olasiliklar silsilesinde sekillenecek bir ana kavusmayi bek-
liyorum. oldugum yerde, hepimizi hissederek nefes aliyorum.

calvino: ,her birimizin her bir noktasi, 6tekilerin her noktasi ile kesisiyordu, bu da hepimi-
zin bulundugu tek bir noktada oluyordu®”.

bu yok-yerde oldukg¢a rahatim artik, biz de seninle bu yok-yerde kavugmadik mi? fayansl
odalar, duvarda iz birakmig kokler, kirmizi bir ip, eszamanllik(synchronicity) boy goster-
misti. ve ben, sehrin 131 adim asagisina inmis, ve 112 sini geri tirmanip sana anlatmigtim.

ilk insan ya da karga da bu yok-yerde kendini kesfeder, ve sonra oturup bekler, biraz
emekler, oturup bekler, bir tohum diker, oturup bekler, ve bunlari yaparken fark eder ki
bir kus var, ve o kus bu insandan da evvel yok-yere gelmis, yani o hep varmis, ve o kug
insanin yolculugunda ona eglik eder, yol gdsterir... ve goklerden yere inen insan yavasc¢a
diinyayi elleri ve hayal giicii ile yaratmaya baslar.

sana yazmak Uzerine diistiniyorum, oturup bekliyorum, igimde uzun uzun anlatiyorum
sana hikayeler, ve tekrar duvara bakiyorum. aramizdaki imge ve alintilarda kendimi ari-
yorum. simdi mektup da yazamayacagim elbette, ¢linkii bu, her ne ise bagima gelmekte
olan, benden aksin ve kendi formunu bulsun istiyorum. sana hitaben ve senin 6tende her
sey ile bulusmasini istiyorum. bir itiraf, bir haykiris. erozyon.

koklerini kaybetmeden hareket edebiliyorsun.

yok-yer'de gergeklestirilecek insaatin baslangicini hatirliyorum. balgigin su ile kanistigi
bulanik bir birikinti iginde yiziiyorsun. gittigin yerlerden ceplerine atarak topladigin

*C.G. Jung, Kirmizi Kitap (Gev. Okhan Giindiiz)
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topraklari, yerleri unutmamak igin ufak ufak suyuna karistirarak igiyorsun. sen, nefes
aldigin her yerdensin. bir baglangi¢ vardir. simdi ona geri donelim. burasi ¢ok tanidik.
bedenine kavusmus fakat heniiz 6te diyarlara adim atmamigsin. gébeginden uzayan
kordon seni gevreleyen daglara baglanmis.

burasinin senin yeni yerin olacagini biliyorsun ve 6nce onu kozmiklestirmen gerekiyor.
tasidigin seylerle yeniden yaratmaya ve yaratilmaya koyuluyorsun. dnce dinliyorsun, ve
burada karsilasiyoruz. yan odada tavandan asilmis, sirasi geldiginde iplerinden gekilecek
cesetler var. burasi soguk, kiigiik, dar bir alan. Burasini gonliinde tasirken, kendine yeni
bir yer giziyorsun.

orasi hem bir manzara, hem bir uzay boglugu, hem bir kogus hem de bir yuva. ve gébek
bagiyla tutunan bedenin. neredeyse, annenin karnindan ¢iktiginda kesilen bagini tekrar
Ortiyorsun, bu sefer sen bir seyi kendine bagliyorsun ve onu ¢ekiyorsun, ve biitiin o geri-
lim, belirsizlik, gerginlik, hepsini tekrar yagiyorsun. sana bahsetmistim, yeni bir ev yapi-
lacagi zaman, evin temelini atarken bir yaratilis dansi tekrar edilmeliydi. bu senin dansin.
kendini dans ederek yaratiyorsun.

o, bana daha dogmadan anneannemizin rahminde, olugsmayi bekledigimizi anlatmisti.
heniiz annemiz ilk nefesini igine gekmeden, biz onun heniiz sekillenmemis ve tamamlan-
mamis organlarinda hayata gozlerimizi agmak icin siramizi beklemisiz.

kendi nefesinin bile ekosunu duydugun bu yerde nefesin 6tesinde bir ses var, onu ortaya
cikartmak icin kollarini sivadin. ‘vici, vici, bizzzzz ve sessiz bir siiriiklenme' bagh oldugun
gergin ipinin gapasini ariyorsun. ipi kopardigin o vakit, boslukta siiziilen diigiimleri tekrar
baglayacaksin. bir biiylicli gibi sapkandan sandalyeyi gikariyorsun. (o giin kartlarda da
sana biiyticli gikmisti.) sandalyene oturanlari, oturamayanlari, daha oturtacaklarini diigi-
niiyorum. senin bir yansimani, gélgeni ya da aurani da goriiyorum orada. kendini kendine
mi gekiyorsun? gobek bagini sandalyeye sabitledigin an, onu tekrar harekete gegiriyor-
sun, ve tekrar, ve tekrar. iizerine bir seyler koyuyorsun, ve onlarin diigmesini izliyorsun.
miitevazi bir taht olan sandalyende, senin parcaciklarinin kirllmalari, yanki ve ekolari tim
odayi, ve bilingaltimizi sariyor. biitlin bu dansta bir sey var ki, kagida gegemeyen, tanidik,
icinden hemen sana sigrayan sey.
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o seyler sesler ve sesler mekanin i¢ sesleri. mekan da sensin. (sesi igimin sesi gibi, zor-
lanmanin sesi) tim bu gicirdamalarin, sigramalarin, siiriiklenmelerin, nefes alislarin, akan
sularin, fisiltilarin, diisen kagitlarin, yanan resimlerin kiillerinde sen bir miizikal olmak is-
tiyorsun.

bu sekil almamig yok-yerde sana eslik eden, altinda boslugu, iistiinde seni tagiyan, jene-
rasyonlar arasinda tasidigin, ¢ektigin, siiriikledigin, kaldirdigin sandalyen var. bu senin
baslangig hikayen. kendinden bir kendin daha yaratiyorsun.

kendinden bir sey yaratmak ciddi bir istir. kendimi yaratiyorum. yaptigimiz
sadece zifiri karanlikta kendimizi arayarak yiiriimek. aci veriyor. ama bunlar
dogurmanin agrilari iste: bir sey doguyor boylece. kendisi oluyor.

‘sadece senin bildigin, kontroliin senin elinde oldugu bir canavar yaratmak istiyor ve onun
ustasi olmak istiyorsun.' evet. evet. ¢linkii bu sana tatmadigin bir kuvvet verecek. oda-
nin karanhginda kalmis kendine, kendisini gdstermek igin bir sans. ellerimizle sekillen-
dirdigimiz canavarlarimiz, zamanda asili kaldigimiz o giinlerde, yataklarimizin altindan
cikarak odalarimizda sessizce bizimle bulustular. sana 6zgiirlitk veriyorum. énce sivi
kesesini yirtiyorum. sonra da gobek bagini. sen de kendince hayattasin artik.
senin canavarini seninle birlikte taniyorum. yankilarinin kulaklarimda ¢inladig, kendi gol-
genle savastigin, golgene gii¢ verip onu kdseye sikistirdigin, senin cikardigin sesleri tak-
lit etmesini bekledigin, ve bekledigin canavarin. senin hareketlerini kopyalayan, senden
¢ogalan bu canavar, bedenini kesfedip ritim tutarken ilk ortaya ¢ikan kus ve insani da
hatirlatiyor bana. yok-yerdeki jest arayislarinda, diinyani yaratirken tekrarladigin, senden
dogan isaretlerle duvarlarda agiliyorsun.
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kaynagini aradigin o i¢ ses ile karsilasma aninda yanindaydim. 4 sene énce diyor ve bana,
beni gonderiyorsun. arkamda beni gizlice kaydeden sen, yuvana doniip bu miizikalin to-
humlarini atacaksin.

boslukta olusan seyleri de hatirlamak istiyorum biraz. bir felsefede, varolusun sonsuz
15101 kasilarak bir bosluk yaratir ve bu boslukta dogar yaratilis siireci. bu kasintiyi bir ka-
tarsis, bir karsilasma olarak goriiyorum. sana buzdan ve sudan, zaman zaman katilasti-
gimdan ve sonra da eridigimden bahsetmigtim. dyle bir diyarda gergeklesiyordu ki bunlar,
parmaklarimin ucunda tadi. gidiyorum, geliyorum, i¢ organlarimda, parmaklarimda ka-
silmayi bekliyorum. seni kabul edebilmem i¢in 6nce kendimle boslugumda kargilagmam
gerekiyor.. inayet acikliklardan sizar fakat sadece onu kabul edecek bir bosluk
var ise, ve bu boslugu yaratan ta kendisidir aslinda. ne olur, ne olur kabul edelim
bize gelenleri.

seni tanidigimda senin birden fazla oldugunu bilmiyordum, hatta bahsettim mi seneler
once, o bana senden kurtulmami dnermisti (o giinden beri seni arlyorum) ve dedi ki, ‘'sen’
‘0’ degilsin. bundan ¢ok emindi. fakat sana tekrar rastladigimda, artik o zamanki senden
daha baska bir sey oldugunu gordiim. tasa, toprada, havaya, kristallere, yildiz kiimele-
rine, okyanusa, golgelere, suretlere, renklere, seslere bir gok seye doniigmiistiin. sana
hep fisildadigim ikilikleri de tanidim sayende, ve ne anladiysam senin ortaya ¢ikmanda
anladim. sen ve ben iki ayri varolus olmaktansa birbirimize doniisen, ama aslinda bir
olan varliklarmisiz. simdide acilirken hatirladigim ve bildigim her seyi geride birakiyorum.
icglidiimiin, seslerin, dokularin beni olusturmasina ve yeni cagrisimlar yapmasini arzulu-
yorum. ve temelimize iniyorum.

her seyin temelinde siikran var. bu an var. beni okuyan sen varsin.

Clarice Lispector, Yasam Suyu (Cev. Basak Bingél Yiice)
Yercekimi ve inayet Simone Weil (Cev. M. Mukadder Yakupoglu)
Italic béliimler Zeynep Kayan & Lara Ogel arasinda gegen mektuplasmalardan alintilar.
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sandalye ile ikinci kez: mum

second time with the chair: candle, 2024

18,5 x 29 cm, Matt fibre baski / Matte fibre print, Ed. 5 + 2 A.P.
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it's almost as if you want to be a musical
Lara Ogel

where to? where to? you fall, and i want to fall with you, whoever you are.*

come, let's fall into the now, you and me, for this is the only place that concerns us. the
present slips away and the instant too, i am this very second forever in the now. at this
moment, i am above the clouds, not metaphorically, but quite literally, i'm writing to you
from this moment, because being here connects me to a sort of non-place. in this place,
i am amongst all my selves, all the selves that have been and have not been yet, and i am
waiting, to approach the moment to form itself in the midst of endless possibilities. in this
place, i take a breath, feeling us all.

calvino: "every point of each of us coincided with every point of each of the others in a
single point, which was where we all were".

now i'm deeply comfortable in this non-place, have we not also met here? tiled rooms,
traces of roots on the walls, a piece of red string; where synchronicity was at play. i had
walked 131 steps down the city and then climbed 112 steps back up, and then told you
all about it.

the first human or the crow discovers themselves in this non-place, they sit and wait for
a while, crawl a bit, sit and wait, plant a seed, sit and wait, and while doing all these they
notice a bird, and the bird has come to this non-place even before the human, i mean the
bird has always been here, it accompanies and guides the human on their journey... and
the human coming down from the heavens to the earth begins to create the world using
their hands and imagination.

i think about writing to you, i sit and wait, i keep telling you stories at great length, and i
stare at the wall again. i look for myself in the images and fragments between us. now i
cannot write a letter either, because, whatever it is that's happening to me, i want it to flow
out of me and find its own form. addressed to you and all that is beyond you, i want it to
encounter it all. a confession, an outcry. erosion.

you can travel without losing your roots.

*C.G. Jung, The Red Book (Translated by Mark Kyburz)
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i remember the beginning of the construction that would be carried out in the non-place.
you swim in a murky puddle where the mud and water have mixed together. pieces of soil
from places you have been, you've collected in your pockets, you put them in water little
by little and drink it so as not to forget these places. you are from everywhere you have
breathed. there is always a beginning. now, let's go back to it. it's so familiar here. you
have met your body, but haven't ventured into other realms yet. the cord coming out of
your belly has connected you to the surrounding mountains.

you know that this can be your new place, and you need to cosmicize it. you set out to
create and be created again with what you've carried with you. first, you listen, and here
is where we meet. in the next room, there are corpses hanging from the ceiling that will
be pulled by their ropes when the time comes. this is a cold, small and narrow space. as
you carry it in your heart, you begin to draw a new place for yourself.

that place is both a landscape, and an out-
er space, a dormitory, and a nest. and your
body is clung to its umbilical cord. it is al-
most as if you weave again the bond that
was cut when you came out of your mother;
this time, you tie something to yourself and
you pull it, and you experience once again
all that tension, uncertainty, unease. i told
you before, when a new house is to be built,
the dance of creation must be performed as
you lay its foundation. this is your dance.
you create yourself through dancing.

they told me that before we were born, we
were inside our grandmother's womb, wait-
ing to be formed. before our mother took her
first breath, we were waiting for our turn to
come into the world, within her organs, not
yet fully formed and incomplete.

from Guttorm Guttormsgaard archive, photo
by Lara Ogel.
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in this place where you can even hear the echo of your own breath, there is a sound
beyond that you set out to reveal. ‘vici, vici, bizzzzz and a silent drift' you look for the
anchor of the taut rope you are tied to. the moment you break the rope, you will tie the
knots that float in the void again. you pull the chair out of your hat, like a magician. (that
day, you had also pulled the magician from the cards.) i think about those that occupied
your chair, those that didn't, and what you will put on it. i also see your reflection there,
or your shadow, or your aura. are you pulling yourself to yourself? the moment you affix
your umbilical cord to the chair, you animate it again, and again, and again. you put things
on it, and you watch them fall. on your chair, this modest throne, the shattering of your
pieces, their reverbs and echoes fill the whole room and pervade our subconscious. there
is something in this dance that cannot be put on paper, something familiar, something
that immediately leaps out towards you.

these things are the sounds and the sounds are of the space. and the space is you. (its
sound is similar to the sound inside me, the sound of strain) amongst these squeaks,
drags, leaps, drifts, breaths, whispers, running waters and falling papers, on the ashes of
the burning photographs, you want to be a musical.

in this shapeless non-place accompanying you is the chair that keeps the void under-
neath and you on top. the chair that you have carried through generations, that you drag
and pull. this is your origin story. you create another you out of yourself.

to create a being out of oneself is very serious. i am creating myself. and walk-
ing in complete darkness in search of ourselves is what we do. it hurts. but
these are the pains of childbirth: a thing is born that is. is itself.

‘you want to create a monster that only you know and control, and you want to master it.’
yes. yes. because it will give you a power that you haven't experienced before. a chance
to show yourself, who has stayed in the darkness of the room, to yourself. the monsters
we shape with our hands met us in silence, emerging from underneath our beds during
the days when we were suspended in time. i am giving freedom to you. first i rip the
sack of fluid. then i cut the umbilical cord. and you are alive on your own ac-
count. i get to know your monster with you. it's the monster's echoes ringing in my ears,
your battle with your own shadow, how you give power to your shadow and push it into
a corner, how you expect it to imitate the sounds you make, the monster that you await.
the monster that copies your moves and has multiplied from you, as it explores its body
to find its own rhythm, reminds me of the bird and the human that simply came into the
world. as you search for gestures in this non-place, you begin to unfold onto the walls,
leaving marks from your repetitive creation dance.

i was with you the moment when you first encountered that inner voice, whose source
you've been searching for. four years ago, you say. and you send me to myself. you, who
secretly recorded me behind my back, would plant the seeds of this musical once you got
back home.
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now i want to remember some things that form inside the void. as per a philosophy, the
eternal light of being contracts and creates a void, and in this void, the creation process
comes to existence. i see this contraction as a catharsis, an encounter. i had told you
about water and ice, how i sometimes become solid, and then i melt. this would happen
in such a realm that i can still taste on my fingertips. i come and go, i wait for the con-
traction in my internal organs, on my fingers. i need to meet myself in my void so that i
can receive you.. grace fills empty spaces, but it can only enter where there is a
void to receive it, and it is grace itself which makes this void. please, please, let
us receive what comes our way.

when i met you, i didn't know that you were more than one. in fact, i don't know if | told
you this, years ago, they suggested that i get rid of you (i've been looking for you since)
and said: 'you' are not ‘them.’ they were so sure of it. but when i met you again, i saw that
you are beyond what i had thought of at the time. you had turned into stone, earth, air,
crystals, constellations, ocean, shadows, faces, colors, sounds, and many other things.
it was through you that i became familiar with the dichotomies that i whispered to you.
and everything i understood, i understood in your manifestation. you and i are beings that
transform into one another, but we are actually one, instead of being two separate enti-
ties. as i unfold in the now, i leave behind everything i remember and everything i know. i
want my instinct, its sounds and textures to conceive me, and create new associations.
and i retrieve into the bottom of us.

at the bottom of everything there is hallelujah. this instant is. you who read
me are.

Clarice Lispector, Agua Viva (Translated from Portuguese by Stefan Tobler)
Gravity and Grace, Simone Weil
Italics: Excerpts from the correspondence between Zeynep Kayan & Lara Ogel.
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sandalye ile ikinci kez: prova Il

second time with the chair: rehearsal 11, 2023
Matt fibre baski / Matte fibre print

46 x 83,5 cm (gergeveli / framed), Ed. 5 + 2 A.P.

70

7



sandalye ile ikinci kez: ip

second time with the chair: string, 2023
Matt fibre baski / Matte fibre print
100x65cm,Ed. 5+ 2 A.P.
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sandalyeyi ilk ¢ektigim yer Ankara’ydi
anneannemin

eski

ahsap sandalyesi

once
sandalyeyi bir iple govdeme baglayip
iizerine oturdum

sandalye ve bana ait bir anim olsun istedim
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buradaki ticiincii giintimde
yeni bir sandalye buldum
egri biigri

kirli

saga sola

sola saga

doniip duran bir sandalye

bir ip istedim

nasil olursa olsun fark etmez dedim
ipi sandalyenin

bacaklarina sikica bagladim

hala aym sekilde

bagh

ikinci hafta

kiitiiphanede

izerinde “alabilirsiniz” yazan kutuda bir kitap buldum
ilk sayfada soyle yaziyordu:

“uzaktan etkilesim”
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sandalyeyi asagida cekmek istedim

ama fazla ses ¢ikariyorduk ve yalmz degildik
st kata tasindik

sesimiz kayboldu

sandalye modifiye edilebilir mi diye sordum
higbir sey yapilamaz

dediler

yapabilecegin tek bir sey var

denemek

sesin nereden geldigini

sesin nasil geldigini gormek i¢in

denemek

mekansiz oldugunu hatirladim sesin
nereden geldigini gorene kadar biz
her yerde olabilir

v
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denedim
denedim
denedim

ip ortada durmalhydi
ip gergin olmaliyd:
ip sabit kalmaliyd:
ve ellerim

ellerim de

diz ¢coktliim

ayaga kalktim
yer degistirdim
¢omeldim

oyle gerektigi icin

son durusumda seni gordiim anne

daha once seni defalarca bu sekilde gormiistiim
Oylesine hosnut ve rahat

saatlerce boyle kalabilirdin

ve simdi

ben

tipki senin gibi durmus

bekliyorum

belirsiz dakikalar boyunca

sandalyeyi cekiyorum

sandalye

bir manzara

bir uzay boslugu
bir kogus

bir yuva
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bir hareketi

bir durusu

cekip cikardi yavaslatt1 yakaladi
sandalye

bana yol gosterdi

hitkmetti

ve ben tekrarliyorum
gerilimi

belirsizligi

bastan ortaya ortadan sona
son performansa kadar
tekrarliyorum

ve birakiyorum

yerimden ayrilmadan 6nce kesfettigim hareketi

tekrarliyorum
yeni bir yer bulmak icin

anne,
zaman icinde

ip inceldi

sandalyenin iki vidas1 diistii

ipi cektigim siire

2 dakika 59 saniyeden

10 dakika 25 saniyeye cikt1

sandalyeden diisenler seramik parcalara doniistii
zemin kayganlasti

ben hareketsizlestim

ellerimde yeni izler belirdi

ortada

mecbur

devamlh

yavas

daha da yavas olma ihtiyacim

degismedi

sandalye bana dogru geldiginde sikistigim kose de

bilmeni istiyorum ki
o koseden ¢ikmanin bir yolunu buldum
yangin c¢ikisina yiiriiyorum
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i started on the second week, and i'm still pulling the chair.
Rijksakademie Open Studios 2023 performans dokiimantasyonu / performance documentation.
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mother,

during all this time

the string became thinner

the chair lost its two screws

the minutes and seconds that I pulled
went from 2 minutes 59 seconds

up to 10 minutes 25 seconds

the things that fell from the chair had turned into ceramics
the floor became slippery

I became more still

I have new traces on my hands

the fact that I had to be in the middle

compelled

persistant

slow

slower

stayed the same

and the corner i get stuck in when the chair comes to me

I want you to know
I found a way to get out from that corner
and walk to the fire exit
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