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bir one

AYVA TUYLERI

Ayva tiiyleriyle yillardir siiren bir husumetim
var. Sikdyetciyim. Onlardan kurtulmaya
calistim ama basima bela acip bir de iistiine
iistliik arkadaslarinin da destegiyle
giiclenerek geri geldiler ve daha da saglam
sekilde yerlestiler eski konutlarina. Doktor
zoruyla ateskes imzaladik. Napalim?

El mecbur!

Utandim onlardan sakal gibi duruyorlar diye.
Adlarim aldiklar1 meyvenin renginde de
degiller... Belki dyle olsa icim hiraz
rahatlardi. Neyse bu aralar “sev kendini”
projesi iizerinde calisiyorum ve sadik bir
elemanim. 0 yiizden bu noktada kesicem
sesimi.

Evrim soruyor

“Karaciger ayva tiiyiine nasil doniisiir?”
‘Vay be!’ diyorum

Birincisi anlattigim gibi ad1 1azim degillerle
karanlik bir ge¢misim var. ikincisi
bilmiyorum. Hic diisiinmemistim. Paniik!

Sevgili arkadasim Yesim’den serginin
merkezine konumlandirdigim “Istemli Bir
Hareket” isimli videomun cagristirdigi duygu
ve diisiinceleri yazmasini istedim. Aslen
miizeci olan arkadasim, yillardir edebiyatin
icinde kalemiyle yol aliyor. 2010’a, bir
karasinekle karsilasmama uzanan videonun
metnini 2023’te SAHA Studio siirecinde
ortaya ¢ikarmistim. Simdiki sergim ise daha
da geriye zipliyor. Annesinin “temizlige
gittigi” kampta “hop biir iiki! hop biir iiki!”
diye bagira bagira ziplayan Siiper Necmi’ye
uzaniyor sergiyi tetikleyen hafiza. Ayva
tiiylerimin yeni belirdigi lise belki de ortaokul
yillarima...

Sergi havalanma ve sikigsma arasinda
saliniyor.

PEACH Fuzz

For years now, I’ve harboured animosity
towards my peach fuzz. Can’t deal with them.
I tried to get rid of them, but they came
back—and to make matters worse, they did so
with the help of their friends—settling into
their old dwellings even stronger this time.
We signed a ceasefire at the behest of the
doctor. What was I to do? There was no other
way.

I was ashamed of them because they made
me look like I had a beard. And they’re not
the colour of the fruit they’re named after
either. I may have felt better if that had been
the case. Anyway, currently I'm working on
a project to “love myself,” and I’'m in its
employee loyalty program. So, I'd better zip
it at this point.

Evrim asks

“How does the liver turn into peach fuzz?"
‘Damn!’ I say

First of all, as I already told you, I have a
dark past with
those-who-shall-not-be-named. Secondly,
I don’t know. Hadn’t thought about it.
Panicking!

I asked my dear friend Yesim to write about
what my video, “A Voluntary Movement,”
which this exhibition centres around, made
her think and feel. Yesim is a museologist.
She has been making her way in the world of
literature for seven years. I had worked on the
script for my video, which refers all the way
back to an encounter I had with a housefly in
2010, at SAHA Studio in 2023. This exhibition
makes an even bigger leap back in time. The
memories that trigger the exhibition go all the
way back to the Incredible Necmi, screaming
“hop one two! hop one two!” as he kept
bouncing on springs at the campsite where
his mother worked as a cleaner. Back to my

Evrim Kavcar

iki two

Her seyin havalanabildigini kesin olarak
biliyor videodaki anlatici. inanc degil bu.
Insan, hayvan, bitki, nesne ve bilinmezleri
kendi mantig icinde iliskilendiriyor; zemin
ayaginin altindan cekildikce, dengesini dyle
koruyor. “Havaya ugurulmayalim liitfen.
Sevincten havaya ucabilelim,” aklimdan
gecen. Thmaller zinciriyle ya da kasitls,
organize... “Aaa ne giizel, her yerden, biitiin
aralardan siyriliyor, deliklerden geciyorum”
hissine kapilacakken anlatici, régar kapaklar
ve kursun delikleri geliyor aklina... Orada bir
duraksama oluyor ve tam o anda havada bir
ters takla...

Metal kiil tablas1

Masada ozgiirce tingirdiyor

Videonun en cok burasini seviyorum

Hop! Kendine gel! Dur! Sakin ol! Diisiin! Tart!
Mani, depresyon, anksiyete her biri
kollarindan oraya buraya cekistirirken
kendini koru ve dengede kal! Diisme bu
tuzaklara! Gerekirse destek al. Utanma,
cekinme, iisenme ve liitfen harekete gec!

Ayaklarini ¢ok iyi basan mi1 yoksa yere az
temas eden mi daha rahat havalanir?

Bu ses kendi i¢ sesime karigiyor. Ozellikle de
metro yolculuklarinda, yerin altindan
gecerken, ne ya da kim nasil havalanir
goziiyle etrafi dikkatlice inceliyorum. Kafasini
telefondan kaldiramayanlar iimitsiz vaka.
Kimisi corabinin pembesiyle havalaniyor.
Sikica diigiimlenmis bir torba, unutmus
havalanabildigini. Sisli Etfal yikilmisg;
Seyrantepe’ye yollamiglar bizi. Capa tadilatta.
“Erenkdy askeriye gibi” diyor F.D. “Ne zaman
terhis olacagiz? Kafamin ici curcuna.”
Delirirse, cok bagirirsa, ya onu baglarlarsa?
Not ediyorum vapurda sallanan zinciri.

Agirliklarin, muhtelif yiiklerin farkinda
anlatici. Bir karacigerin havalanmak icin
fazla agir oldugunun da farkinda. Ama
coziimleri var. “Bir goz ucsa, bir kulak, o da
agir. Cekic, ors, lizengi. Hangisi hafif?
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high school or maybe even middle school
years, when my peach fuzz was first coming
in.

The exhibition oscillates between the states of
being in flight and stuck.

The narrator of the video knows for certain
that anything can lift itself off the ground.
This is not a belief. She connects people,
animals, plants, objects, and the unknown to
one another in her own way. I'm thinking,
“Please don’t let us be blown away. Let us be
over the moon instead.” Whether owing to a
chain of negligence, or intentionally, in an
organised way. Just as the narrator’s about to
be like, “How wonderful, I can slide through
each opening, make it through every gap,”
she’s reminded of the existence of manhole
covers and bullet holes. In that moment, she
stops, and does a backflip midair.

Metal ashtray

Clinking freely on the table

This is the part of the video I like the most
Hey! Snap out of it! Stop! Calm down! Think!
Weigh things up! Protect yourself and be
balanced while mania, depression, and
anxiety tug at you from all sides! Do not fall
into these traps! Seek support if you need it.
Don’t be ashamed, hesitate, or procrastinate,
and please take action!

Does someone who’s very grounded or whose
feet hardly touch the ground lift off easier?
This voice blends into my inner voice. I'm
especially on the look out for what or who
would be likelier to fly, and how they would
do so, when I'm taking the metro, making my
way underground. Those who can’t take their
eyes off their phones are the least likely. Some
manage to take off thanks to their pink socks.
A tightly tied bag has forgotten that it too can
fly. Sisli Etfal has been demolished, we have
been redirected to Seyrantepe. Capa’s under
renovation. E.D. says, “Erenkdy’s like a
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Bir kirpik?” diye akil yiiriite yiiriite en
incesinden bir tiiye variyor: Ayva Tiiyii! Her
sey ayva tiiyleri halinde havalaniyor. Ya da
toz. Parca parca, paramparca.

Videoda (2023, SAHA Studio) yer alan her seyi
Yesim piir dikkat defalarca izleyip
duygudurum bozukluklar: dahil bir¢ok acidan
irdelemis. On iki dakikalik “Istemli Bir
Hareket”in icinden onda karsilik bulan
noktalar arasinda en ¢ok ayva tiiylerine
giililyoruz. Sanatsal arastirma siirecimde ayva
tiiyleri beni 1s1 dengelemeye, divan
edebiyatindaki sevgilinin yiiziine, tiirli
canlilarin en ince tiiylerine tagimisti.
Giivenilmezdi anlatici: Ayva tiiyiine mi
doniisiirdii seyler yoksa toza m1?

Tiiy de toz da rahatsizlik vericiydi. Tozun goze
verdigi rahatsizliktan bahsediyor Yesim.
2018’de Istanbul-Berlin Misafir Sanatci
Programi’nda aylarca parklarda toprak
sikistiriyorum, yuvarliyorum, dagitiyorum,
eliyorum. Sabahlar: goz pinarlarimdan toprak
tanecikleri akiyor. Bir yas siireci. Kisisel,
toplumsal, cografi. Yere yaydigim toprak, yiik
trenleri gectikce minik minik hopluyor.
Ufliiyorum. Dagiliyor. Topragin bir yiizii 6liim,
bir yiizii yasam. Arada koca bir doniisiim.
Kelimelerin cagrisimlari ile bir anda isin
renginin degisme ihtimali ilgimi ¢ekiyor.

Sevyili Giinliik,

Riiyamda ucmayal yillar gecti. Oncesinde ne
zaman u¢sam son derece dogal, hi¢
cirpinmadan, zorlanmadan, hoop diye, yere
paralel havalanip istedigim yere
gidebiliyordum. Ellerimi éniime dogru
uzatiyordum Siipermen gibi, ama hep yere
paraleldim. U¢mak o kadar kolay ve dogald:
ki u¢mayanlara sasirtyordum. Evrim’in
tabiriyle “Istemli,” bilingli bir hareketti. Ama
bazen durum kontrolden cikiyordu. Kendimi
bir tabuta girmis buluyordum. Sirtiistii déniip
tahtayla burun buruna gelince de rahat nefes
alamamaya basliyor; panigi, sikisiklik hissini,
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hafifleme istegi ve temas arayisi ile yan yana
duruyor. Bir tag1 patates sanip cebime
atiyorum. Agir geliyor. “Bununla u¢ulmaz”
deyip birakiyorum aldigim yere. 2010-2026
yillar1 arasinda sanatsal arastirma siirecine
ait arsivsel ve 6znel malzemeler ve bu ¢aligma
icin tiretilmis stop-motion animasyonlar,
anlaticinin arada duraksayan sesi egliginde
gelgitli sekillerde birlesiyor. Dogal haliyle
kullandigim topragi bu sefer pisirmekle
ilgileniyorum. Pigince kiiciiliiyor, hafifliyor.
icinde hava kabarciklar kalirsa patliyor.
icindeki hava, kontrollii bir sekilde cikmal.
Parcalar piserken, gaz aciga cikiyor.
Havalandiriyoruz Orta Atdlye’yi.! Seramikte
izler kalici; stop-motion’da jestler gecici ve
siirekli doniisiiyor. Malzemenin icinden,
dokunarak, yapa ede yol almak, ayagimi yere
daha saglam bastiriyor. Canliligini nasil
korurum ¢amurun derken o beni
canlandiriyor. Bazen catlayarak bunu yapiyor.
Catlak! Heykelde, sergi alaninin zemininde,
riilyada, zihinde...

“Catlak,” “kecileri kagirmis,” “bir tahtas:
eksik,” “degisik...” “Deli o deli...” Sergi, bir
yandan arastirmaya dayal bir birikimi
tasirken, diger yandan karsilasmalara,
katkilara ve doniisiime acik. Kac yolu var deli
demenin? Serginin baslangiciyla birlikte
acilan bu diinya, sabitlenmez; ziyaretcilerle,
davet edilenlerle, yeni eklemlenmelerle, Gaye
Kalavlr'nin tabiri ile “cala cala havasini
bulur.” Calismalarin bosluklu, hafif aralikli,
yokluklar cagiran yanlarindan iceri Kevser
Giiler’le Evrim’in sohbeti sizar.

“hop biir iiki” hatlarin karigsmasina,
varliklarin birbirine degmesine ve
doniismesine izin veren bir alan acmay:
dener... Irrasyonel olanla temas eden,
cagrisimlarla ilerleyen bu yapi, ziyaretcileri
kosullarla hayal giicii arasindaki mesafeyi
yeniden yoklamaya davet eder.

10rta Atolye Kadikdy’de seramik odaginda farkl
disiplinlerin bir araya geldigi ortak bir iiretim alanidir.

military base. When are we being discharged?
My head’s a complete mess.” What if they
scream too much, or if they tie them up?

I note down the ferry’s swinging chain.

The narrator’s aware of weights and the
various types of burden. She knows that a
liver’s too heavy for liftoff. But there are ways.
While she’s thinking, “Could an eye fly, or

an ear—that’s also heavy. A hammer, anvil, or
a stirrup. Which one’s lighter? An eyelash?”
she arrives at the finest kind of hair: peach
fuzz! Everything lifts off like peach fuzz.

Or like dust. In pieces, ripped to shreds.

Yesim has given the video (2023, SAHA
Studio) all her attention, watching it many
times, and analysed it from numerous angles
including that of mood disorders. Of all the
points that resonated with her in the
12-minute video, “A Voluntary Movement,” we
laugh the most at the part about quince! fuzz.
During my artistic research, the quince fuzz
had taken me from thermal equilibrium to the
face of the beloved in Diwan poetry and the
finest hairs on all manners of creatures. The
narrator was unreliable: did things turn into
peach fuzz or dust?

Both fuzz and dust were unsettling. Yesim
talks about dust irritating the eyes. During my
2018 residency in Berlin, as part of the
Istanbul-Berlin Residency Program, I press,
roll, spread, and sift soil in parks for months.
In the morning, soil specks flow through my
tear ducts. A grieving process. Personal,
social, geographical. The soil I spread over the
ground bounce ever so slightly each time a
freight train passes by. I blow at it. It scatters.
Soil is part death, part life. And a vast
transformation in between. I'm interested in
things potentially taking a different turn
considering the other connotations the words
may have.

11In Turkish, peach fuzz is referred to as ayva tiiyleri,
meaning “quince fuzz.”

outside without killing it—all of which
constitute a threshold that’s testing the limits
of touch. A stalled tick, a hesitant laboratory
mouse, depictions of animals such as lizards,
and a multitude of objects also find their
place in the exhibition. As the narrator makes
connections between these things, deep
down, a world that's shaped by desire,
imagination, and the repression and violence
witnessed makes itself felt. The act of
observing those who have fallen, been
broken, and got stuck, leads to persistent
thoughts of lightness and flight.

The awareness of gravity, which transforms
how one would look at different
materials—including the bronze sculpture of
a figure whose head was too heavy for a
backflip, or the handsewn capes whose
stitches are coming undone—appears
alongside desires for lightness and touch.

I put a rock in my pocket thinking it was a
potato. It gets heavy. I put it back thinking,
“You can’t fly with this.” Archival and
personal materials from an artistic research
carried out through 2010-2026, and
stop-motion animations made for this
particular work blend into one another in
waves and are accompanied by the narrator’s
halting voice. This time I'm interested in
firing the soil that I've so far been using in its
natural state. When fired, it shrinks and loses
part of its weight. If there’re any air bubbles
left in it, it explodes. The air that’s inside has
to be released carefully. When the pieces are
fired, they release gas. We air out the studio,
Orta Atdlye.2 Any marks made on the ceramic
are permanent; the gestures in stop-motion
fleeting and in a state of constant
transformation. I'm all the more grounded
when I'm close to the material, touching it,
feeling my way through. I come to life
thinking about how I'm going to preserve the

2 Orta Atélye is a shared production space in Kadikdy
where different disciplines come together with a focus
on ceramics.

dért four

caresizligi, kdbusu iliklerimde hissediyordum.
Silastyordu gégsiim, ruhum, tiim benligim.
Bazen de yine ayn sekilde agr, icinden
ctkalamaz bir kum tabakasinin derinliklerine
gomiilmiis halde uyaniyordum dar nefes,
karabasana evrilmis riiyamdan. 0 silasmigshk,
nefes alamama, caresizligin verdigi ruh
daralmasini anlatamam. Sana da oldu mu
hi¢? Riiyada ya da uyanikken? Nefes
alamadigin? Koskoca bir 6kiiziin gelip tam
gagsiiniin ortasina oturup kallavi kalcasiyla
bir giizel yerlestigi?

Sergi boyunca mubhtelif yiiklerimizin
bilincinde havalanmak ve havalandirmak
filleri ic ice geciyor. Havalanmak, yerden
kesilme ve siyrilma ihtimaliyken;
havalandirmak, uzun siire kapali kalani acik
havaya cikarmak, nefes aldirmaktir.
Pencereyi acip iceride biriken agirlagsmis
havayla birlikte karasinegin de ucup
gitmesini beklemek... Her ne kadar rahatsiz
edici sesi ve konabildigi yerlerin cesitliligi
diisiintildiigiinde bir “istenmeyen,”
0zdeslesmesi zor bir varliksa da ayaklariyla
tat alabilme, gozlerini temizleyebilme ve
dikkat cekici seviyede manevra becerisine
sahiptir. Asir1 hizlidir. Her tiirlii yiizeye,
uygun kosullarda tutunur. Onu ezmek,
kovalamak ya da 6ldiirmeden disar:1 salmak
arasindaki tercihler, temasin sinirlarini
yoklayan bir esik insa eder. Duraksayan bir
kene, tereddiit eden bir laboratuvar faresi,
kertenkele gibi hayvanlarin temsilleri ve
tiirlii nesneler de serginin ugrak noktalaridir.
Anlatici bunlan iligkilendirirken, arka planda
arzular, hayal giicii ile bask ve siddet
tanikliginda sekillenen bir diinya hissedilir.
Diisenlere, kirilanlara ve sikisanlara
bakarken, hafiflige ve havalanmaya dair
1srarci bir diisiince belirir.

Ters takla atarken kafasi agir gelen bir
figiiriin bronz heykeli ve el dikisi fireli
pelerinler dahil, farkli malzemeleri
doniistiiren yapitlarda agirlik bilgisi,
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Ah Musca Domestica ah!
Ben

Artik bi ayaga kalksam m1?
Ucabilir miyim?

Ters takla atabilir miyim?
Aksama ne pisirsem?

Diye diisiiniirken

Sen

Hop! Birki! Hop! Birki! diye
Goziime soka soka atiyorsun ters taklalari!
Alacagin olsun e mi!

Yesim Anadol Zengin ve Evrim Kavcar

Dear Diary,

It’s been many years since I last flew in a
dream. Before, I could go wherever I pleased
by lifting off horizontally, and flying as if it
were natural, without any struggle or
difficulty. I would extend my hands forward
like Superman, but remained parallel to the
ground the whole time. Flying was so easy and
natural that I was surprised by those who
didn’t. To quote Evrim, it was a “voluntary,”
conscious movement. Though it sometimes got
out of hand. I would sometimes find myself in
a coffin. Have difficulty breathing lying on my
back, feeling the panic, constriction,
desperation, and the nightmare in my bones.
My chest tightened, along with my soul and
self. Sometimes, I would wake up from a
dream to a nightmare, having been buried in a
heavy layer of sand that I couldn’t get myself
out of. I can’t describe that feeling of being
stuck, unable to breathe, desperate. Did that
ever happen to you? In your sleep or when you
were awake? Did you ever feel like you
couldn’t breathe? As if a huge elephant were
sitting on you, comfortably, its big butt settled
on your chest?

The acts of flying and airing are rendered
interchangeable throughout the exhibition, as
they hold space for our various burdens.
While flying implies the possibility of lifting
oneself off the ground and rising above it,
airing denotes the taking of something that
has been kept inside, out, into the open air, so
that it can breathe. Opening the window and
waiting for the housefly to evacuate along
with the stagnant air. Even though it’s
“unwanted” and difficult to relate to due to
the irritating sounds it makes, and the variety
of surfaces it can perch on, it’s also capable of
tasting with its legs, cleaning its eyes, and is
remarkably agile. It’s incredibly fast. It can
hold onto any surface under the right
circumstances. The choices are between
crushing it, or chasing and releasing it

vitality of the clay. Crack! On the sculpture,
the floor of the exhibition space, in a dream,
on one’s mind.

“Cracked,” “has lost her marbles,” “has a few
screws loose,” “quirky.” “She’s insane.” While
it draws from a body of research, the
exhibition is also open to encounters,
contributions, and changes. How many
euphemisms are there for madness? The
world that’s opened up on the first day of the
exhibition isn’t fixed, as Gaye Kalavli says “it
finds its tune” with help from visitors, guests,
and new connections. Kevser Giiler and
Evrim’s conversation seeps into the space
through the gaps, passages, and the negative
space between the works.

“hop one two” attempts to create a space
where lines can blur, and creatures can make
contact with and transform into one another.
Engaging the irrational and guided by
associations, this structure invites its visitors
to feel out the distance between imagination
and circumstance.

Oh Musca Domestica, oh!
Should I

Get up this once?

Could I fly?

Do a backflip?

As I thought

What do I make for dinner?
You

Are rubbing in your backflips repeating
Hop! One-two! Hop! One-two!
You owe me one!

Yesim Anadol Zengin and Evrim Kavcar



