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odernity and its forms is a burden for the individual
especially with the emer-gence of modern institutions
away from the natural laws of humanity.

Habits and customs of society first imposed at home by the family; the
expectations from a person are not humane but most of the time the
“must be done”s are severe obligations against being a person. Being

and staying in “order” are not compatible for the thinking being. What
are the expectations of other(s) is the only thing to question, and the
answer is to show what you have got “successfully”. What I want, and
indeed what/who I am is not the issue of society, especially in our wild
times. Tyranny of the clock, representing consistent modern time
norms and behavior patterns, is considered fantastically useful, creating
unimagined wealth and opportunity for modern times’ ambitious racers,
ignoring their inner potential. Constant struggle is leaving us drained
before the day even begins. The frustration, hopelessness, losing your
territory, remission of being, and finally giving up to exist is the result.
Gregor Samsas are either dragged or pushed away, forced to struggle and
kick about lying on their back, and consequently give up, indeed, given
up. Our intimate experiences of living and being are tamped with visions
of dominating cultures, and person/a dies this way or other.

odernlik ve onun degisik formlari, insanligin dogal
yasalarindan uzak modern kurumlarin ortaya ¢ikmasindan
sonra birey i¢in bir yiik haline geldi.

Bir toplumun aligkanliklar: ve gérenekleri ilk olarak evde aile
tarafindan empoze edilir; kisiden beklentiler insancil degildir ve
cogu zaman ‘yapilmasi gerekenler’ birey olmaya kars1 acimasiz
yikiimliliiklerdir. ‘Diizen’in icinde olmak ve kalmak diisiinen
bireyle bagdagsik degildir. Sorgulamasi beklenen, gerekli goriilen
tek sey diger(ler)inin beklentileridir, ve bu standart sorunun
cevabi da ‘basarili olarak’ ne elde ettigimizi gostermektir. Ben’in ne
istedigi, ve hatta ne/kim oldugu toplumun konusu degildir, 6zellikle
simdiki vahsi zamanlarimizda. Istikrarli modern zaman normlarini
ve davranig kaliplarini temsil eden Saat’in zorbalig: bireyin igsel
potansiyellerini géz ard1 eder ama buna ragmen fantastik bir sekilde
yararli bulunur, modern zamanlarin hirsli yarig¢ilar: icin hayal bile
edilemeyecek zenginlikler ve imkanlar yaratir. Stirekli miicadele
bizi daha giin baglamadan tiiketir. Sonug hiisran, umutsuzluk, kisisel
bolgenin, diisiince ve hareket alaninin kaybs, varligin siliklesmesi

ve son olarak da var olmaktan vazge¢mek olur. Gregor Samsalar ya
iteklenir ya defedilir, istemedigi miicadeleye zorlandikga sirt tistii
tepinir ve sonugta pes eder, hatta -onu dogrultmaktan iimitsizce
vazgegilip- aslinda terk edilir. Ozel yasam deneyimlerimiz ve igsel
varligimiz hakim kiiltiirlerin vizyonlar i¢inde sikigir ve birey/
persona, dyle ya da boyle, bir sekilde olir.

Ali Thsan Pinge



Toplum neden birey olmamiz igin giiglii olmamizi bekliyor? Ustelik bizim
giigsiizlitklerimizden beslenen oyken.

Toplum i¢inde var olabilmek i¢in “birey” olmamiz gerektigini sdyleyen diizen
bu durumda saglikli olabilir mi?
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Globalizas-yozlag-manin sosyal medya ile birlikte toplumun gergeklik algisini
bozmasi bizi nereye gétiiriiyor?
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Var olmak i¢in bir higlik alan1 icinde 0 ve 1’lere giiveniyoruz.
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Hangimiz stirekli gittigi restoranin fiyatlarindaki degisikligi farkediyor, gercek
olani takip edebiliyor?
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Iki kelimeyi anlamli bir sekilde yan yana getiremeyen bu nesil maruz kaldig1
sinirsiz bilgiyi nasil igleyebilir?
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Bu ¢irkin diizenin farkinda olup yasamak istemek normal midir? Peki bu
diizene uyumlu olanlar1 yok etmeyi istemek?
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Saklanan kusurlar saklandiklari ilk anki boyutlarinda m1 duruyorlar yoksa
giderek biiyiiyorlar mi1? Bunun saglamasini nasil yapabiliriz?

Why does the society expect us to be powerful in order to be an individual?
While it is fed by our powerlessnesses.

Could the order which tells us to be an “individual” in order to survive in
society be healthy?

S
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Where are we going with the global-depravity-ization of social media that
disrupts society’s perception of reality?

In order to exist, we rely on Os and 1s in a territory of nothingness.
Which one of us is able to perceive the changes in the prices of the
restaurant that one frequents, able to follow the real?

lar neden yiice bir varli

teslim olmak ister?

How could a generation who is unable to put two words together in a
meaningful way process the infinite knowledge it is exposed to?

Could anyone who is aware of this ugly order and who wants to live be
deemed normal? How about wanting to destroy those who want to abide
by this order?

Are concealed flaws remaining in the state that they are initially in or do
they keep growing? How can we check on this?

Peki ya gosterdigimiz gérkemden ¢ok daha giiclii isek, bu durumda

Kendileri giigsiiz hissettiklerinden mi yoksa gevreleri onlara gligsiiz
gorkemli olmak miitevazilik olarak algilanabilir mi?

hissettirdikleri i¢in mi?
Peki gii¢ gosterildiginde mi gergektir yoksa hissedildiginde mi?

Ben bu arayiga kendimi ¢ok giiclii hissettigim fakat glicimii
Goruniir olan gii¢ miidiir yoksa gérkem mi?

gosteremedigim igin girdim.
Gorkemli olmanin giig ile hi¢bir alakas: da olmayabilir.

Gorkemli géritnmek giigsiizliigiin gostergesi olabilir mi?

muadele

adaletsiz

Kisaca konumuz gii¢ ve gdsteri.

Insan

META_MORPHOSIS



Untitled is a liberal platform for individual
perspectives of younger generations with a
slightly bold attitude and an offensive touch.

Untitled biraz cesur ve belki de saldirgan olarak
goriilebilecek ifadelere yer veren geng kusaklar
igin agilmgs liberal bir platformdur.
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Yazin giizelligi-

The unbearable
solitude of the
beauty of sum-

m e r he summer clock starts to tick and the scorching sun is sizzling the dry soil. The
school bells ring and the footsteps crush the corridors and leave them with an ab-

solute silence just a few minutes later. Cupboard doors swing through and exam
papers float for an endless couple of seconds in the untouched air. The summer sun tears
the clouds and leaves the sky naked up above. Orange pink sunsets shine over the silent
sea as the water washes through sand and curled toes. Cicadas' and crickets' harmony
echo throughout the abondened fields of overly grown grass scorched solid beige with
the sun sparkling. Sweat drops travel down breathing necks and lemonade glasses, straws
brushing against cocktail sticks with the ethereal breeze. Summer rains rule and the scent
of the wet soil and soaked forests overpower the sugary smell of the sticky juice of newly
sliced watermelons. Mosquito bites on bare legs and urchin marks on soles of the feet.
Summer, summer, summer. One step into the possibilities and the incredible pressure of
new hopes. The unbearable solitude of the beauty of summer.

Nisan Eren Konyar

nin dayanilmaz
yal n lZl 1 g 1 Yaz saati tik taklamaya bagladi; yakici glines zaten kuru olan toprag: hagliyor. Okul

zili calmaya bagladi ve ayak sesleri koridorlar: ezerek gegtikten birka¢ dakika
sonra tamamen sessizlige birakiyor. Dolaplarin kapilar: aciliyor, sinav kagitla-
r1 sonsuz gibi géziiken birkag saniye havada asili kaliyor. Yaz giinesi bulutlar: yirtiyor
ve gokytiziiniin iistiinii ¢iplak birakiyor. Turuncu pembe giines batimlari sessiz giines
tizerinde parliyor, kumu ve kivrik ayak parmaklarini yikiyor. Circir bocekleri ve ¢ekir-
gelerin uyumlu sesleri terk edilmis tarlalarda yankilaniyor; fazlasiyla bitylimiis ¢imenler,
giinesin parlakligindan koyu bir bej rengini almig. Ter, nefes alan boyunlardan, limonata
bardaklarindan agag1 iniyor; kamiglar, kokteyl cubuklarina ¢arpryor, bir anlik bir serinlik
yaratiyor. Yaz yagmuru, topragin islak kokusu, sirilsiklam orman kokusu, yeni kesilmis
karpuzlarin yapiskan suyunun sekerli kokusunu eziyor. Ciplak bacaklardaki sivrisinek
wsiriklari, ayaklarin altindaki afacanlik izleri. Yaz, yaz, yaz. Yeni umutlarin, imkanlarin
inanilmaz baskisina dogru bir adim. Yazin giizelliginin dayanilmaz yalnizlig.







rainbow
of
clarity

Leo lives in an elevator. He is lifted up and pulled down.

Leo’ s world is made up of a narrow spectrum of colours.

He lingers and meddles with the greys.
Leo does not know what time is.
He fights with the hours.
Leo is not acquainted with having.
He is only in the knowledge of the warmth it gives.
He is acquainted with being,
and the furs on the end of his paws.

Do not belittle the satisfaction of clarity.
-leos.

berrakligin

gokkusag:

Leo asansorde yasar. Yukari, asag1.

Leonun diinyasinda tonlar kisitli.

Grilerle yasar, grilerle oynasur.

Leo zaman nedir bilmez.

Saatlerle kavgali.
Leo sahiplik bilmez.

varsa yoksa sicakligini tanir.

Var olmaktan haberdar,

patilerinin ucundaki titylerden oldugu kadar.

Berrakligin tatminini kiigiimseme sakin.

-leo s.



Things that have stuck with me
from Venice during the biennial

Deren Okcu

For me, art is a way to express our feelings in writing.
Under every artwork is a story; the important thing
is to try to listen to it, to understand it. The Venice Bi-
ennial, in its 57th edition this year and under the title
Viva Arte Viva, is inspired by artists who work with hu-
manism, finding the opportunity to discover and to ex-
plore themselves. The biennial, spread across the Giar-
dini and the Arsenale, was colored by the contributions
of artists participating from different countries.

T he most striking work exhibited in the biennial
was Erwin Wurm’s pieces in the Austrian Pavil-
ion. Erwin Wurm’s One Minute Sculptures are a
fun expression of the idea of freedom. If you're intrigued
by the term “fun” I'd like to point you to Amer Abbas’s
words, who has curated Erwin Wurm’s work before, “The
formation of an artist’s world is a push and pull between
freedom and inhibition. Things that appear meaningless,
futile at the beginning might pave the way to shed light
and to feel freedom later.”

Visitors to the Austrian artist’s works not only get a
chance to see the exhibition, but they also have the oppor-
tunity to become one with the art works. The things that
you need to do to become one with the work, to become
part of the work are relayed using drawings. You thus get
an opportunity to become one with artwork for sixty sec-
onds. If you want to be an artwork, push your arms through
the chair that Erwin Wurm placed on the wall, lean your
head against the table, dangle your feet out of the caravan.

ERWIN WURM, ONE MINUTE SCULPTURES, S7thINTERNATIONAL ART EXHIBITION, VENICE BIENNALE
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LORENZO QUINN, SUPPORT; 2017, VENICE

I'd like to tell you about the pair of hands that might be-
come the most famous sculpture in the world. Support, by
Italian artist Lorenzo Quinn, is a giant sculpture of the
hands of the artist’s son Anthony. The work was produced
to draw attention to climate change, aiming to show that the
human hand is both constructive and destructive. Quinn
leans these giant hands against the Ca’ Sagredo Hotel on the
Grand Canal, wanting to show that these hands are holding
up this building from the 14th century. Although the name
of the work is Support, it’s important to remember that it
has the power to save and to destroy the world. In Venice
where climate change poses a threat because of the rising
water level, the giant sculpture creates a huge impact on the
viewer.

Diinyanin en meshur heykellerinden biri olmaya aday bir
cift elden bahsetmek isterim. Italyan sanat¢1 Lorenzo Qu-
inn’in Support heykeli, oglu Antony’nin ellerini modelle-
yerek hayata gecirdigi dev bir heykel. Evrendeki iklim de-
gisikligine dikkat ¢ekmek icin hayata gecirilmis bu eser ile
sanatgl, insan elinin hem yapici hem de yikici olabilecegine
vurgu yapiyor. Quinn, Grand Canal’da bulunan Ca’Sagredo
Hotel’in duvarlarina dayadig: dev ellerle, 14. yiizyila ait bu
binayi elleriyle tutup destek oldugunun algisini yaratmak
istemis. Her ne kadar eserin ad1 Support olsa da, ellerin,
diinyay1 kurtaracak giice sahip oldugu kadar diinyay: yok
edecek giicii de barindirdigini unutmamak gerekiyor. Iklim
degisikligine bagli olarak deniz seviyesinin risk olusturdugu
Venedik’te dev heykel siiphesiz miithis bir etki yaratiyor.

J ]

i
4
i
:
P':
Y

Eh e,

i
T

SAN CLEMENTE PALACE KEMPINSKI S7th INTERNATIONAL ART EXHIBITION, VENICE BIENNALE

The extraordinary exhibition This is not the reality-what
kind of reality? is at the San Clemente Island Palace Kem-
pinski. The group exhibition that is curated by Dr. Gisela
Winkhelhofer includes works by 6 artists.

The Uyar family from Turkey bought the derelict San Cle-
mente Island, facelifting the whole island. Overlooking the
historic center of Venice, the San Clemente Church built
in the 12th century reflects the glorious history of the is-
land. As part of the biennial, this sacred space hosts Light
Steps, representing the steps that go up to heaven inside the
church while Lori Hersberger’s mirrors depict the harsh
fight between what illusion promises us and the demands of
life. In addition to these two artists, you can also see Jeppe
Hein’s Third Eye, Julian Opie’s Galloping Horse and Towers,
Gregor Hildebrandt’s The Cloud and Sylvie Fleury’s Mush-
rooms in the different corners of the San Clemente Island.

SAN CLEMENTE PALACE KEMPINSKI $78h INTERNATIONAL ART EXHIBITION, VENICE BIENNALE

This is not the reality-what kind of reality? (Bu gercek degil
- gercek nedir ki?) Gergek ve sessizlik arasindaki iligkiyi ir-
deleyen bu olaganiistii sergi size cenneti vaat eden San Cle-
mente Adas1 Palace Kempinski'de sergileniyor. Kiiratorlii-
gunii Dr. Gisela Winkhelhofer’in tstlendigi grup sergisi 6
farkli sanat¢inin eserlerinden olusuyor.

Bakimsizliktan terk edilmis San Clemente Adast’n1 satin
alan Tirkiyeli girisimci Uyar ailesi biiyiik emeklerle adaya
bambagka bir ¢ehre kazandirmis. Venedik’in tarihi merke-
zine bakan Adada 12. yiizyilda insa edilmis San Clemente
Kilisesi adanin gorkemli hikayesini yansitiyor. Bienal kap-
saminda, bu kutsal mekanda Light Steps (Isik Basamaklari)
kilise igerisinde cennete ¢ikan basamaklar: temsil ederken,
Lori Hersberger’in aynalar1 illizyonun bize vaat ettikleri ile
gercegin dayattiklar: arasindaki sert kavgay: anlatiyor. Bu
iki sanatc1 disinda Jeppe Hein’in Third Eye, Julian Opie’nin
Galloping Horse ve Towers, Gregor Hildebrandt’in 7he
Cloud, Sylvie Fleury’nin Mushrooms isimli eserlerini San
Clemente Adasr’nin farkli kdselerinde gorebilirsiniz.

DAMIEN HIRST TREASURES FROM THE WRECK OF THE UNBELIEVABLE, 2017, VENICE

Damien Hirst

The rebellious persona of the art world. The British artist
who has caused sensations with his works in the UK doesn’t
change his habits in Venice and again creates very controver-
sial works that are of course also quite expensive. Let’s re-
member the dead shark that he displayed in formaldehyde
and the cow and its offspring displayed in two different
tanks. Is it even possible to forget? While Hirst’s works are
perceived as strong slaps across the face, we can observe that
he has chosen a different path for the biennial.

Treasures From The Wreck Of The Unbelievable, exhibited at
Palazzo Grassi, is a fitting example of the concept of post-
truth, which has become established in the arts literature by
now. Post-truth, in short, refers to the times when truths,
realities, concepts are no longer valid. Post-truth is a percep-
tion of things where reality doesn’t matter. Treasures From
The Wreck Of The Unbelievable is made up of things that have
been discovered in a ship that was lost on the Indian Ocean
two-thousand years ago. Using materials including gold,
bronze, crystal, and marble, the works have been submerged
in the Indian Ocean for two thousand years, awakened by
Hirst’s magic kiss. The works that are all glamorous and os-
tentatious trigger the question: “Are these fake?”
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SHEILA HICKS, ESCALADE BEYOND CHROMATIC LANDS, 2016-17, 57th INTERNATIONAL ART EXHIBITION, VENICE BIENNALE

Sanat diinyasinin asi agabeyi. Yaptig1 islerle siirekli sansas-
yonlar yaratan ingiliz sanat¢t Venedik’te de gelenegi boz-
muyor ve yine ¢ok tartigilacak ve tabii beklendigi gibi ¢cok
pahali eserlere imza atiyor. Formaldehitin i¢ine koydugu 6lii
kopekbaligini, iki ayri tank i¢inde sergiledigi inek ve yav-
rusunu hatirlayalim. Ger¢i unutmak ne miimkiin? Hirst’iin
eserleri, izleyenlerin suratina ¢arpan sert bir tokat gibi algi-
lansa da Venedik Bienal’i kapsaminda daha farkl: bir yol iz-
ledigini hayretle gézlemliyoruz.

Palazzo Grassi'de sergilenen Treasures From The Wreck Of

The Unbelievable (Inanilmazin Enkazindan Hazineler) sergi-
si sanat literatiiriinde artik yerini perginlemis olan post-truth
kavramina gercek bir 6rnek. Dilimize gercek Otesi olarak
cevrilebilecek bu ifade dogrularin, hakikatlerin, olgularin
6nemini yitirdigi zamanlara isaret ediyor. Post-truth dedigi-

mizde gergeklerin 6neminin olmadig1 bir algidan bahsediyo-
ruz aslinda. Iki bin yil 6nce Hint Okyanusu’'nda kayboldugu
farz edilen bir geminin i¢inden ¢ikanlar; Treasures From The
Wreck Of The Unbelievable. Sanatginin altin, bronz, kristal,
mermer gibi malzemeleri kullanarak yarattig: yiizlerce eser
iki bin y1l boyunca Hint Okyanusu’nun derinliklerinde uyku-
ya dalmus ve Hirst’in sihirli 6pticiigii ile uyandirilmig gozii-
kityorlar. Birbirinden heybetli, birbirinden gésterisli eserler
tium ihtisamlarina ragmen, izleyicide, “Bunlar sahte mi aca-
ba?” sorusunun olugmasina engel olamiyor.

DAMIEN HIRST DEMON WITH BALL, TREASURES FROM THE WRECK OF THE UNBELIEVABLE, 2017, VENICE

The huge 18-meter bronze sculpture at the enterance of
Palazzo Grassi evokes fear with its size. This sculpture, De-
mon with Ball, emphasizes how weak and desperate human
beings can be. Videos, documents, photographs that accom-
pany the exhibited works claim to prove how these works
were brought up from the depths of the Indian Ocean. De-
spite all the efforts, Hirst’s works do not go beyond their
farce identities.

Directed by Paolo Baratta and curated by Christine Macel,
the 57th Art Exhibition of Venice Biennale opened to the
public on May 2017 and will be open until November 26,
2017. Those who want to feed their souls should experience
this visual feast that adorns the enchanting streets of Venice
with uniquely spectacular works.

Palazzo Grassi'nin girisinde sizi karsilayan 18 metrelik dev
bronz heykel ciissesiyle korku daglar1 yaratabiliyor. Demon
with Ball adli bu heykel insanin aslinda ne kadar da giig-
sliz, caresiz olabilecegine vurgu yapiyor. Sergilenen eserler
ile ilgili bilgi veren videolar, dokiimanlar ve fotograflar, bu
eserlerin Hint Okyanusu’nun derinliklerinden giin yiiziine
nasil ¢ikarildigina ispat etmek iddiasinda. Ancak tim bu
cabalara, ¢irpiniglara ragmen Hirst’iin eserleri, cakma kim-
liklerinin Stesine ne yazik ki gegemiyor.

Paolo Baratta bagkanliginda ve Christine Macel kiiratorlii-
giinde Mayis 2017°de gosterime acilan 57. Venedik Bienal’i
26 Kasim 2017 tarihine kadar kapilarini sanatseverlere agik
tutacak. Ruhunu beslemek isteyenler, Venedik’in biiyiileyi-
ci sokaklarini birbirinden gorkemli eserlerle taglandiran bu
muhtesem gorsel s6leni yagsamali.
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ESF-O

Mr C

Have you ever thought about
what do you mean to yourself and
what do you mean to the others?
Can someone change the mean-
ing of what you mean to yourself?

Hi¢ kendiniz ya da bagkalar
icin ne anlama geldiginizi dii-
stindiiniiz mii? Birileri, kendi-
niz i¢in ne anlama geldiginizi
degistirebilir mi?
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want to ask this straightaway, my dear friend. With-

out becoming someone, who I am not... Which is not

really possible! If I could become someone who I am

not, doesn’t it mean that I just don’t know or I'm not
aware of the mysterious side of myself; my identity. For de-
cades people invented billions of things, which they don't
even know about, that they can’t explain, because it was easy
to put meaning to something that we could imagine. Once, a
friend of mine told me that humans are not capable of imag-
ining something that doesn’t exist.

How do we exist Sir?

Are we a product of some higher consciousness’” imagina-
tion? Are we an imagination? Then who is imagining us?
Why should there be someone behind this all or why should
all this has to mean something.

People have a powerful drive in them about searching for
an explanation, for a simple meaning, and describing that
explanation, that reason, that meaning in a way, which we
can imagine. Or we can easily say that I was possessed by
evil powers, and that’s why I became someone who I am not
while trying to ask you a simple but a deep question about
both of us. I am well aware that it wouldn’t mean enough for
people like you and I. 'm sorry, my friend, sometimes I can
get a little too excited. Now I will ask my question but you

don’t have to answer it, tricky right? But just think about it;
try to answer it for yourself. 'How do we know what some-
thing means to us?' Perhaps you’re asking yourself ‘what is
this guy with strange scars trying to say to me, what is he try-
ing to mean? Forget about my ugly scars and me for a second
and start by thinking about yourself. What does this mean,
what does meaning mean, how does stuff have meanings.
Does stuff mean the same for everyone or can you change the
meaning of something without anyone knowing or hearing
what it means to someone else at the same time?

Have you ever thought about what do you mean to yourself
and what do you mean to the others? Can someone change
the meaning of what you mean to yourself? I bet you're one
of those kinds who looks around and thinks that everyone is
looking at him and becomes someone else and stares at him-
self outside of his body and tries to become the people who
are staring. Because you can't see yourself the way you mean
yourself because you reject the fact, you reject the proven
truth of you being like everyone else that in the end you want
to be everyone else to see yourself different, at least mean
yourself different. Or maybe this is the kind I am.

I am a father of two, my friend. The older one is almost 19
but she looks much older than her age. She has my moth-
ers grey eyes. My younger princess, Lydia, will turn 15 soon

By accept-
ing myself
I made you
accept me
as well.

and she looks just like her mother, unfortunately -you have
to admit that I have a great sense of humour! Don't I? No. All
right, next round is on me than, how does that sound? Rum?
Good choice. Anyway, I was telling you about the reason
why I'm here, drinking my problems off. Mr... What was it?
Sorry I'm very bad with the names Sir; may I just call you C?
C has no meaning when it is by itself, it is just a C. Nothing
has meaning unless you give them one. Mr C, my friend, have
you ever known someone who meant more than everything
to you. I have known two. And I haven't seen them for past
13 years. I still remember their smell the way their silk like
skin felt. For many years I rejected the fact that I was the
wrong one. I was stuck with my hate towards their mother
that it made me blind. If I knew that I would lose them, lose
their love, lose the meaning that they give me, I would have
never done it Mr C. Yes. I killed her. I drove our car to the
tree. I looked at her eyes, covered in blood just before she
died. I stared at her face and told her nothing. Just stared at
her eyes. My blood was dripping on her. She looked at me
with her meaningful eyes like she knows why I crashed. She
died there quickly. I was covered in blood but I didn't feel
any pain. I was just feeling like throwing up. Have you ever
has sex with a prostitute? After you're finished you regret that
you had sex with her so much. You could have kept that mon-

ey or you could have just satisfied yourself by yourself. I had
exactly the same feeling.

Mr C, I know it sounds disturbing but please let me finish.
It even sounds disturbing to me, even after so many years. I
rejected the fact I killed her on purpose for so many years. I
was rejecting my thoughts and my real identity in order to
be accepted by the society. But now in here, in front of you
and in front of whatever that thing that is imagining us right
now, I am accepting myself. People who hide their inner
selves from themselves are the people who have to live on
a fine line between being lost and being very sad. The only
way to change a fact is to accept it. If I was afraid of showing
my scars to you, I would be afraid, scared, not sure and sad.
When I showed my scars to you, when I crossed that fine line,
it either made me worthless or important in your eyes. By
accepting myself I made you accept me as well. Mr C, now
you accepted yourself and you saw how much your 1 year old
and 5 year old daughters mean to you. Now I should think
carefully, and decide wisely. Should I go home a talk to her in
calm way or should I take her from home and crash the car
into a tree. I think I just need another glass of Rum.
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unu size dogrudan sormak istiyorum sevgili dos-

tum. Olmadigim biri haline gelmeden... Ki bu

gercekte pek miimkiin degil! Eger olmadigim

biri haline gelebilseydim, bu gizemli tarafimi,
kimligimi bilmedigim veya farkinda olmadigim anlamina
gelmez mi? Onlarca yil boyunca insanlar, hi¢ bilmedikleri,
aciklayamadiklar1 milyarlarca sey icat ettiler, ¢iinkii hayal
edebildigimiz bir seye anlam vermek kolaydi. Bir keresin-
de bir arkadagim bana insanlarin var olmayan bir seyi hayal
edemeyeceklerini sdylemisti.

Nasul var oluyoruz Efendim?

Daha yiiksek bir bilincin tirtinleri miyiz biz? Birer tasavvur
muyuz? O zaman bizi hayal eden kim? Biitiin bunlarin arka-
sinda neden birileri olsun, ya da biitiin bunlar neden ille de
bir anlam tagisin?

Insanlar bir aciklama, basit bir anlam bulmak ve bu a¢ik-
lamay1, nedeni, anlamyi, tasavvur edebilecegimiz bir sekilde
tarif etmek konusunda giiclii bir diirtiiye sahip. Ya da kolay-
likla kotiiciil giigler tarafindan ele gegirildim, bu yiizden size
ikimiz hakkinda basit ama derin bir soru sormaya ¢alisirken
olmadigim biri haline geldim diyebiliriz. Siz ve benim gibi
insanlar i¢cin bunun yeterince anlamli olmadigini gayet iyi
biliyorum. Kusura bakmayin arkadasim, bazen fazlasiyla
heyecanlanabiliyorum. $imdi size bir soru soracagim ama
cevap vermeniz gerekmiyor, kafa karigtirici degil mi? Ama

bir diisliniin; kendiniz icin cevaplamaya caligin. ‘Bir seyin
bizim i¢in bir anlam tagidigini nereden biliyoruz?’ Belki de
kendinize ‘garip yaralari olan bu adam bana ne sdylemeye
calistyor, ne demek istiyor?” diye soruyorsunuz. Beni ve ¢ir-
kin yaralarimi bir dakikaligina unutun ve kendiniz hakkinda
disiinerek baglayin. Bu ne anlama geliyor, anlamin anlami
ne, seyler nasil anlam tagiyor? Seyler herkes i¢in ayni anlama
mi geliyor yoksa bir seyin anlamini, ayni zamanda bagkas:
i¢in ne anlama geldigini hig kimse bilmeden ya da duymadan
degistirebilir misiniz?

Hi¢ kendiniz ya da bagkalar1 icin ne anlama geldiginizi dii-
stindlintiz mu? Birileri, kendiniz i¢in ne anlama geldiginizi
degistirebilir mi? Bahse girerim siz de etrafina bakip herke-
sin gdziini size diktigini diisiinen ve bagka biri haline gelip
kendisine bedeninin digindan bakan ve kendisine bakan o
insanlar haline gelmeye ¢alisan tiplerdensiniz. Kendinizi
kendinize yiiklediginiz anlamda géremediginiz i¢in, herkes
gibi oldugunuzu, kanitlanmig bu gergegi reddettiginiz igin,
sonunda kendinizi farkli gdrmek ya da en azindan kendinize
farkli bir anlam yiiklemek i¢in bagkalari olmak istiyorsunuz.
Ya da belki ben béyleyim.

Iki kizim var, dostum. En biiyiigii neredeyse 19 yasina gel-
di ama yasindan ¢ok biiyiik gosteriyor. Annemin gri renkli
gozlerini almig. Daha kiiciik olan prensesim, Lydia, yakin-
da 15 yagina girecek ve ne yazik ki tipki annesine benziyor

Kendimi ka-
bul ederek,

sizin de beni
kabul etmenizi
sagladim.

—harika bir mizah anlayisim oldugunu itiraf edin! Yok mu?
Hayir. Tamam, bir sonraki i¢kiler benden, buna ne dersiniz?
Rom? lyi se¢im. Her neyse, size neden burada oldugumu ve
neden sorunlarimi icerek unutmaya c¢aligtigimi anlatiyor-
dum. Bay... Adiniz neydi? Kusura bakmayin, isimlerle aram
iyi degil Efendim; size sadece C diyebilir miyim? C kendi
basina bir anlam ifade etmez, sadece C’dir. Siz bir anlam
yitklemediginiz takdirde hi¢bir seyin bir anlami yoktur. C
Bey, dostum, hi¢ sizin i¢in her seyden 6te bir anlam tasiyan
birileri oldu mu? Ben bdyle iki kisi taniyorum. Onlar 13 yil-
dir gérmedim. Nasil koktuklarini, ipek gibi tenlerinin doku-
nusunu hatirliyorum. Uzun yillar hatali olanin ben oldugum
gercegini reddettim. Annelerine karsi duydugum nefret beni
kor etti. Eger onlari, bana duyduklar sevgiyi, bana yiikledik-
leri anlami kaybedecegimi bilseydim asla yapmazdim C Bey.
Evet. Onu 6ldiirdiim. Arabamizi dogrudan agaca siirdiim.
Olmeden hemen énce kanla kapli gozlerine baktim. Yiiziine
baktim ve hi¢bir sey séylemedim. Sadece gozlerine baktim.
Kanim iizerine damliyordu. Sanki neden kaza yaptigimi bi-
liyormus gibi anlamli gézlerlerle bana bakti. Orada ¢abucak
6ldi. Kan i¢indeydim ama hi¢ aci hissetmiyordum. Sadece
bir kusma hissi vardi. Hi¢bir fahiseyle beraber oldunuz mu?
Isiniz bittikten sonra onunla bu kadar ¢ok yattiginiza pisman
olursunuz. O para cebinizde kalabilirdi veya kendi kendinizi
tatmin etmekle yetinebilirdiniz. Iste ayn1 béyle hissediyor-

dum.

Size rahatsiz edici geldigini biliyorum C Bey ama bitir-
meme izin verin. Bana bile, bunca yildan sonra bile rahatsiz
edici geliyor. Bunca yildir onu bilerek 6ldiirdiigiim gergegini
reddettim. Toplum tarafindan kabul gérmek i¢in diisiince-
lerimi ve gergek kimligimi reddediyordum. Ama simdi bu-
rada, sizin ve su anda bizi hayal eden o sey her ne ise onun
6niinde, kendimi kabul ediyorum. Kendi i¢ benliklerini ken-
dilerinden gizleyen insanlar, kaybolmakla ¢ok tizgiin olmak
arasindaki o ince ¢izgide yasamak zorunda kalan insanlardur.
Bir gergegi degistirmenin tek yolu onu kabullenmektir. Eger
yaralarimi size gdstermekten korksaydim, korkmus, tirkmiis,
giivensiz ve tizglin olurdum. Size yaralarimi gdsterdigimde,
o ince ¢izgiyi gectigimde, sizin géziintiizde ya degersiz ya da
onemli oldum. Kendimi kabul ederek, sizin de beni kabul
etmenizi sagladim. C Bey, simdi kendinizi kabul ettiniz ve
biri bes digeri bir yasindaki kizlarinizin sizin i¢in ne ifade
ettigini biliyorsunuz. $imdi dikkatlice diigiinmem ve akilli-
ca karar vermem gerekiyor. Eve gidip onunla sakin bir sekil-
de konugmali miyim yoksa onu evden alip arabay1 agaca m1
¢arpmaliyim? Sanirim bir bardak daha rom i¢meye ihtiyacim
var.
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I’'m going to make love,

come.

Emir Koksal

[: ome see my manhood, come see
mutual satisfaction. Or don’t see
it, do your thing. Come see my
most perverted side. My being in my own
head. Come join me, let’s taste it togeth-
er. Bring a viewer to watch us. To see our
manhood. Or one person is not enough.
Bring the whole world. Let me do what-
ever they like. I don’t care if the person
across from me is dead or alive. I should

just get full. The whole world should ap-
plaud, some shouldn’t know. I'm going
to make love come. That’s the real thing
when you notice. You'd want to watch
with an open mouth to kill me. You'd even
close yourself to pity yourself.

I'm sick, you understand, I'm sick.

Sevismeye

gidiyorum gel.

el gor erkekligimi, gel gor kar-
G silikli tatmini. Veya hi¢ gérme,
kendi isine bak. Gel gor en sa-
pik yanimi. Kendi kafamda olan varligimi.
Hatta sen de katil, beraber tadalim. Bir de
izleyici getir izlesin bizi. G6rsiin erkekligi-
mizi. Ya da dur tek kisi yetmez. Tiim diin-
yay1 getir. Ne seviyorlarsa, onu yapayim.
Sevismeye gidiyorum gel elestir. Karsim-
daki kisi 6ldii mii kald1 m1 umrum degil.
Karnim doysun yeter bana. Tiim diinya
alkiglasin, belli kismi haberdar olmasin.
Sevismeye gidiyorum gel. Fark edince asil
olay o. Agzin acik izleyip 6ldiirmek ister-
sin beni. Hatta izlemeyip kaparsin kendi-
ne acirsin.
Hastayim ben hasta.
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She wolf

Did you tame my flame? Or were you consumed by

it Would you hold my dirty hands and thoughts and
kiss my liquor smelling breath one more time? Or will
you forget all of those feelings we shared? Could you
love a mind full of anxiety, unstableness and impurity?
Would you love a monster?

Atesimi sondiirdiin mii? Yoksa seni yakip kiil mii etti? Kirli ellerimi ve dii-
stincelerimi tutup, icki kokan nefesimi bir kez daha 6per misin? Yoksa pay-
lastigimiz onca duyguyu unutacak misin? Endise, tutarsizlik ve kirlilikle
dolu bir zihni sevebilir misin? Bir canavari sevebilir misin?

en I looked into his eyes, I saw myself, or
something similar to myself, something eager
to escape and conquer but was chained deep

down underneath what others seeing in him: something hid-
den. Underneath all of that flesh, I saw darkness desperate
to escape and run free but that wouldn’t be acceptable by the
others would it? Letting down barriers and letting all control
go isn’t “normal” right? But the difference I saw in him was
the will power to prove that wrong, or at least to him.

A friendly but dark soul willing to give his love to everyone
other than to the one who mostly deserved it, which hap-
pened to be himself. He is so much more than he thinks a she
wolf trapped inside skin and bone. Its actually very engag-
ing, I personally would say it is a manoeuvre. He was like a
cyclone; a funnel of strong winds of pure, raw emotions and
it just blew in out of nowhere taking control and consuming
everything involved around him. Maybe he was aware of it
or maybe not, tornadoes are strong and powerful things but
only last for such a short time, kind of like him. The either
destroys or conquers what surrounds them, then rapidly dis-
appear. When a tornadoes hits, were you prepared or aware it
was coming? No. You know there is a strange dignity of being
destroyed by love and feelings, sadness in particular, and it
has more depth than love.

The way the shadows and darkness just consumed us at
night was so extremely breath taking. In the beginning it was
ice cold and distant and turned into something so bright,
like fire; everything was an inch away from being burned
down to the ground, I'd like to ask him this. Did you tame
my flame? Or were you consumed by it? Would you hold my
dirty hands and thoughts and kiss my liquor smelling breath
one more time? Or will you forget all of those feelings we
shared? Could you love a mind full of anxiety, unstableness
and impurity? Would you love a monster? There are no dead
ends here just giving up. I felt as if for a moment you were
mine, all mine but it was ephemeral. It was never perfect and
I would never change a thing. I am not even sure what ‘it’
was but there was never a dull moment, I adored every part
of him and his being; the smell of his hair to his strange toes,
the way he spoke, in a slow comforting tone until he was up-
set and let that inner shadow loose.

Disi kurt

6zlerine baktigimda kendimi gordiim, ya da bana

G benzer bir sey, kagmak ve fethetmek i¢in can atan

ama digerlerinin onda gérdiigiiniin derinliklerinde

zincire vurulmusg bir sey: Gizli bir sey. Biitiin o etin altinda

kagmak ve ozgiirlesmek isteyen karanligi gérdiim ama bu

digerleri tarafindan kabul edilemezdi, degil mi? Duvarlari

yikmak ve kontrolii tiimden birakmak “normal” sayilmaz,

degil mi? Ama onda gérdiigiim fark, bunu haksiz ¢ikartma
iradesiydi, en azindan kendisine.

Sevgisini onu en ¢ok hak eden harig herkese vermeye goniil-
I, cana yakin ama karanlik bir ruh, ki o kisi de kendisiydi.
Sandigindan ¢ok daha fazlasi var onda; deri ve kemigin icine
hapsolmus bir disi kurt. Asinda oldukg¢a cazip, ben sahsen
bunun bir tiir 6nlem oldugunu séylerdim. Bir kasirga gibiydi;
saf ve ham duygularin sert riizgarlarindan olusan bir hortum
birdenbire patlayip kontrolii ele gecirdi ve ¢evresindeki her
seyi titketti. Belki bunun farkindaydi, belki degildi, kasirga-
lar zorlu ve gii¢lii seylerdir ama émiirleri kisaciktir, az ¢ok
onun gibi. Etraflarindaki her seyi ya yok eder ya da fetheder-
ler, sonra hizla s6niip giderler. Bir kasirga patladiginda, ona
hazir miydiniz ya da gelecegini biliyor muydunuz? Hayur. Bi-
lirsiniz, agk ve duygular 6zellikle de tiziintii tarafindan yok
edilmenin tuhaf bir onuru vardir ve agktan daha derindir.

Gece vakti golgelerin ve karanligin bizi ele gegirmesi olaga-
niistii ve nefes kesiciydi. Baslangicta buz gibi soguk ve mesa-
feliydi ama ¢ok parlak bir seye doniistii, ates gibi; her seyin
yanip kiil olmasina ramak kaldi, ona bunu sormak isterdim.
Atesimi séndiirdiin mii? Yoksa seni yakip kil mii etti? Kirli
ellerimi ve diisiincelerimi tutup, icki kokan nefesimi bir kez
daha 6per misin? Yoksa paylastigimiz onca duyguyu unuta-
cak misin? Endise, tutarsizlik ve kirlilikle dolu bir zihni seve-
bilir misin? Bir canavari sevebilir misin? Burada bir ¢ikmaz
yok, sadece vazge¢mek var. Bir anligina bana aitmigsin gibi
hissettim ama bu gelip geciciydi. Asla mitkemmel degildi ama
asla degistirmezdim. “Bunun” ne oldugunu bile bilmiyorum
ama hic¢bir ani1 sikicr degildi, onu ve varliginin her pargasini
deli gibi sevdim; sacinin kokusunu, tuhaf ayak parmaklarini,
yavag ve rahatlatici bir ses tonuyla konugmasini, ta ki kafasi
bozulup i¢indeki o gblgeyi serbest birakana kadar.
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plicated (also very negotiable) question as to “Why we exist?”. Is god and

religion just a belief to give society it’s rules and to “free” their minds and
maybe satisfy and give the most reachable yet unreachable feeling of being content?
On the other hand how we have come to exist and why we exist are very contradicting
phrases. I doubt that there only exists one answer. So I prefer asking along with many
others...

The 20th century is the era that gave birth to the most basic yet most com-

Does what you produce define you? Why does physical existence matter, when
thoughts are only entities that linger? Why do we give more flowers to the dead than
to the living? Why do we regret the elements that make us who we are?

Aloved one answered: “We regret things if they affect other’s lives more than ours.”
Do we regret our “mistakes” because others regret who they are? Maybe if they were
at least close to being content would you still regret your choices, opinions, actions,
words and mind set? Is regret born from regret ? In the end what is wrong and what
is right? Is it what you think should be done according to your knowledge? Isn’t every
conversation an act of PERSUASIAN ? But really what measures your knowledge?

ton

ton

variz’1 dogurdu. Tanr ve din sadece topluma kural saglamak i¢in kullanilan bir

inang m1? Akillar1 6zgiirlestirmek ve belki de ulagmasi hem kolay hem de zor
olan tatmin olmaya ulagmaya calisgmak midir? Ote yandan var olma bi¢imimiz ve
neden var oldugumuz iki celigkili durumdur. Tek bir cevabin oldugundan siiphe du-
yuyorum. Bu soruyu bagka sorularla birlikte sormay1 bu yiizden tercih ediyorum.

Ne iirettiginiz sizi tanimlayan sey mi? Oyalanan ve etrafta kalan seyler diisiinceler
ise fiziksel var olus neden 6nemli? Neden olillere yasayanlara verdigimizden daha
cok cicek veriyoruz? Bizi biz yapan unsurlardan neden pismanlik duyuyoruz? Sev-
digim biri dedi ki: ‘Bagkalarini bizden daha ¢ok etkileyen seylerden pismanlik du-
yariz. Hatalarimizdan pigmanlik duymamizin nedeni bagkalarinin kim oldugundan
pismanlik duymamiz m1? Eger tatmin olmaya yakin olsalards, siz de kendi kararla-
rinizdan, fikirlerinizden, hareketlerinizden, kelimelerinizden, kafa yapinizdan pis-

20. yizyil, basit oldugu kadar karmagik ve miizakereye acik bir soru olan ‘neden

man olur muydunuz? Pigmanlik pismanligi m1 dogurur? Sonugta ne hatalidir? Ne
dogrudur? Bildiginiz seye gore davranmak midir? Her konusma bir ikna degil midir?
Bilgiyi ne 6lger?

Leo S.
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Date
palm

nce upon a time, there was a date palm.

On an autumn day, there was a very strong wind. The
blowing wind caused the fruits to drop.

One of the dates rolled and fell on the asphalt of the highway. It
was crushed by the tires of a passing truck, destroyed.

Another date became a stone opening on the side of the road. A
bird found the date, flew away with the date in its beak and finally
dropped it in a pit of garbage, filled with carcasses. The date was left
here to rot.

A fruit fell in a stream. With the strength of the water, it was
dragged to a huge sea and was finally buried in the depths of the

ocean.

The other one fell to the top of the mountain. On this high hill that
is without a good yield, it was left to disappear by drying up.

Another date fell near the palm on the fertile and well-ploughed
land.

It rained; the wind blew on this fertile soil. The seeds of the date
permeated the soil in the best possible way. Throughout winter, the
seeds drew in all the beneficial elements of the soil and developed.
Then it was spring and they sprouted. The sprout started to flower.
And there was a small sapling. Years passed, the sapling became a
beautiful palm. Then more years passed, the beautiful palm became a
huge, magnificent palm. And then it started to yield fruits.

These fruits fell to the soil and became the fertilizer for the soil.
The rotting fruits made the soil richer and gave birth to a new date
palm. And this palm started to fruit itself. Instead of falling on an
asphalt road or a dirty pit, as it fell on fertile and ploughed soil, it was
born again through its own fruits. It lasted through horrible rains,
harsh storms, deadly colds, scorching heat, so that it could blossom
in the spring and yield fruits in the summer. In other words, the date
palm found the ideal circumstances to grow and to develop. As it
accepted the tests of nature, it became a strong, unshakeable palm,
becoming a magnificent and fertile date palm through the blessings
of this beautiful destiny.

Hurma
agact
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Yaksek rubk banksr, degre Hatalari ek’ adnaklar, olmug kigi-
bilye kit~ birki Materalish...

ir varmus, bir yokmus. Bir tane HURMA agaci var-

B mis...
Bir sonbahar giinii, ¢ok siddetli bir riizgar esmis.

Esen riizgar agacin meyvelerini yere diisiirmeye baglamus.

Hurmalardan biri yuvarlanip otoyol asfaltina diigmiis.
Yoldan gegen bir kamyonun tekerlekleri altinda ezilip yok
olmus.

Bir bagka hurma, yol kenarinda ac¢ilmis bir tas oluga
diigmiis. Oradan gegen bir kus hurmay:1 bulmus, gagasina
alip ugurmus ve sonunda les dolu bir ¢6p cukuruna diisiir-
miig. Hurma burada ¢iiriimeye terkedilmis...

Bir tane meyve bir dereye diigmiis. Suyun akis kuvveti
ile stiriiklene siiritklene kocaman bir denize varmis. Ve so-
nunda okyanusun en derin sularina gdmiiliip kalmus.

Obiirii yiiksek kayalik bir dagin tepesine diigmiis. Hig
bir verimi olmayan bu yiiksek tepede yapayalniz kuruya-
rak yok olmaya mahkum olmus...

Diger bir hurma, agacinin yakinlarinda, verimli ve iyi
sliriilmiis bir topraga diigmiis.

Yagmurlar yagmus, riizgarlar esmis bu dogurgan topra-
gin iizerinde. Buraya diisen hurmanin ¢ekirdeklerinin en
ideal sartlarda topraga niifuz etmesini saglamis.

Kis mevsimi boyunca, ¢ekirdekler topragin tiim yararli
unsurlarini igine gekerek gelismeye baglamis. Ilkbahar gel-

mis, ¢ekirdekler filizlenmeye baglamis. Filizler tomurcuk-
lar ¢ikarmaya baslamis. Kiiciik bir fidan dogmus.

Yillar ge¢mis, kiiciik fidan giizel bir aga¢ olmus. Daha
da yillar ge¢mis, giizel agag gorkemli dev bir agag olmus ve
sonunda kendi meyvelerini vermeye baglamis.

Bu meyveler topraga diiserek, topragin daha da verimli
olmasini saglayan bir nevi giibre olugturmuglar. Ciiriiyen
meyvelerden dolay: zenginlesen topraktan yeni bir hurma
agaci dogmus. Ve bu aga¢ da kendi meyvelerini vermeye
baslamuis.

Yapay bir asfalt yola veya pislik dolu bir ¢ukura diigmek
yerine, verimli ve iglenmis bir topraga diismesi sayesinde,
kendi tohumlarindan tekrar aga¢ olarak dogmus. Korkung
yagmurlara, sert firtinalara, 6ldiiriicii soguklara, kavuran
sicaklara dayanmug ki ilkbaharda tomurcuklanarak yaza
meyve verebilmeye hazir olsun diye.

Bagka bir deyisle, bu hurma agaci biyiiyiip gelismek i¢in
ideal bir ortam bulabilmis, doganin her tiirlii stnamasini
kars1 ¢ikmadan kabul etmesi sayesinde giiglii, sarsilmaz
bir agag olarak biiyiiyebilmis, giizel bir yazginin nimetleri
sayesinde muhtesem, gérkemli ve verimli bir hurma agaci
haline gelerek hayatini yagayabilmis.

Ece Ege
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The oblivious ingredient of a human being

Insanoglunun dikkatsiz ciizii

Naz Ziyal
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“Look down at me and you see a fool,
Look up at me and you see a god,
Look straight at me and you see yourself.”

Charles Manson

nothing
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here is something inhuman on this planet. A We are scared. We seek guarantees. We avoid learning

systematic strangeness. The spirits that choose

to be embodied here end their journeys with-
out ever having lived in order to reach the peak of their
own potential. We are all wearing an invisible leash.
While we think we are free, we are both the victim and
the applicator of the system. We are playing a game of
tag within the horrible manipulation based on the ma-
terialist world. We are trying to move forward hitting
walls, we walk without knowing where the road is lead-
ing us. We construct our own walls. We live in a pris-
on where we are the guards, we don’t even consider to
dig a tunnel to escape. We are crushed in the wheels of
the institutions that we call sites of education for many
years, dreaming beyond the confines of the framework
offered to us, we make calculations without knowing
the end, without finding our equal, suffering and ago-
nizing and leaving before we are able to settle accounts.

through experience things that we are uncertain about
and maybe miss the rose garden that is there at the end.
Without internalizing how fear is the stain of the heart,
we settle for the things that we encounter, which other
people have presented; we don’t realize that suffering
is knowledge coming down to the body. We shape our
skills to adapt to the situation that we are in, not to mo-
tivate our spirit that is begging for change. We know
the birthdates, perfume brands, neighborhoods, soccer
teams of the people that we think we know, but we don’t
know anything about their fears, joys, regrets, expecta-
tions. All our motivations are shaped through material
things. We make efforts to possess, not to understand
and to be understood. We are part of a structure that is
not about keeping alive, but to kill. While our differenc-
es is our golden key, if we possess ideas that others find
marginal, we are ostracized from society. We don’t have
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a perception of individuality, we are just like another
person. We live to be liked by others, we fight to belong,
we struggle to be accepted. We can’tlearn to control our
inner voice, living as its slave since it has been coded the
wrong way for years; we accept what it tells us because
we don’t have a choice. Our ability to adapt gets used to
living in the negativity that we live in, resisting our own
transformation, hugging prejudices and we think that
our loads will be lighter when they become partners to
our mistake, lost in the hallucination that we have cre-
ated. We don’t give up on eating glass.

We live in the darkest neighborhood of the dystopia
that we call destiny. If only our downstairs neighbor
is the uncle, our neighbor across is an aunt. We catch
yesterday with one hand, tomorrow with the other and
then screw up today, unhappy. We are not able to enjoy
ourselves when we are alone and we choose to be in ag-
gressive and loud environments. We do not know how
the things that we have chosen to do in our free time has
shaped our consciousness, totally lost. We know very lit-

h ]
“Bana yukaridan bakarsaniz aptalin tekini,

agagidan bakarsaniz tanriyi, tam karsidan bakar-
saniz kendinizi goriirsiiniiz.”

Charles Manson

tle about the structure of the universe. We only perceive
life through our sensory organs, we put at our focus the
things that we touch, see, measure. We are not able to
know that consciousness is the essence of the universe.
We don’t understand love, we don’t think it’s one of the
few things that is worth fighting for. We don’t analyze
our thoughts and emotions, we can’t see that the first
step of our transformation is this awareness, we don’t
die in life if necessary to be reborn.

We don’t focus on ourselves, we don’t realize our po-
tential. We haven’t been able to comprehend that while
one of us ascends, the other will be pulled down. We
dissolve into the deformation of this planet, surround-
ed by an environment in which people who have trans-
formed themselves can only exist by hiding. In order to
be ourselves, we pay the price of being alone.

u gezegende insanlik dis1 bir geyler var. Sistemli
Bbir tuhaflik... Bedenlenmis olarak buraya

gelmeyi secen ruhlar, kendi potansiyellerinin
zirvesine ulagabilmek i¢in yasayamadan seyahatlerini
noktaliyorlar. Pek ¢ogumuzun boynunda goriinmez
bir tasma var. Ozgiir oldugumuzu sanirken aslinda
diizenin hem kurbani hem de uygulayicis1 olarak
yasiyoruz. Materyalist diinyaya dayali korkung bir
manipiilasyon i¢inde korebe oynuyoruz. Duvarlara
garpa carpa ilerlemeye calistyor, bizi koyduklarin
yolun nereye ¢iktigini géremeden yiiriiyoruz. Kendi
duvarlarimizi kendimiz 6riiyoruz. Gardiyaninin gene
biz oldugu bir hapishanede yasiyor, kagmak i¢in tiinel
kazmay1 dahi diisiinmiiyoruz. Uzun yillar adina egitim
yuvast dedigimiz kurumlarin ¢arklarinin arasinda
eziliyor, bize sunulan c¢ergevenin iginde hayaller
kuruyor, sonumuzu bilemeden planlar vyapiyor,
dengimizi bulamadan diinyalar kuruyor, acilarla
bogusup hesabini soramadan gekip gidiyoruz.
Korkuyoruz. Garanticiyiz.Duygularimizagiivenmeyip
zihnimizin  oyunlarina kaniyor, deneyimleyerek
ogrenmekten kaciyor, emegimizin sonunda bizi
bekleyen cennet bahgesini 1skaliyoruz. Evrenin
enerjisinin kabinimizin 1s1ginda attigimiz her adimi
odiillendirip yolculugumuzda elimizden tutacagina
givenmiyor, “Korku kalbin lekesidir” anlayigini
igsellestiremiyor, bagkalarinin yériingelerinde doniip
durmaya razi oluyor, ac1 ¢ekmenin bilginin 6ziimiize
akmasi demek oldugunu géremiyoruz.
Adapte olabilme yetenegimizi i¢inde buldugumuz
duruma goére bigimlendiriyoruz, degisim igin yalvaran
ruhumuzun motivasyonu i¢in degil. Tanidigimizi
sandigimiz kisilerin dogum tarihlerini, sevdigi parfiim
markalarini, oturdugu semtleri, tuttugu takimlar
biliyoruz fakat onlarin cogkularini, sevinglerini,
hayal kirikliklarini, beklentilerini bilmiyoruz. Tim
motivasyonumuz maddeler iizerinden sekilleniyor.
Sahip olmak icin emek veriyoruz, anlamak ve
anlamlanmak i¢in degil. Yasatmak iizerine degil de
oldiirmek tizerine kurulu bir diizenin pargasiyiz.
Farkliliklarimiz bizim altin anahtarimiz oldugu halde,
baskalarinin marjinal buldugu fikirlere sahipsek
toplumdan dislaniyoruz. Bireysellik algimiz yok,
biri gibi olmak var. Bagkalar1 tarafindan begenilmek

i¢in yasiyor, ait olmak i¢in savasiyor, kabul gérmek
icin miicadele ediyoruz. I¢ sesimizi kontrol etmeyi
6grenemiyor, yillarca yanlis sekilde kodladigimiz
i¢in onun stajyeri olarak yasiyor, séylediklerini kabul
etmek icin uygun kosullar1 ona biz hazirliyoruz.
Atalet halinde yasiyor, iletisim kurmay1 beceremiyor,
hislerimizi bastiriyor, kendimizi doniistiirmemek igin
direniyor, Onyargilarimiza sariliyor, bagkalarimi da
bu yanlisa ortak edince yiukimiziin hafifleyecegini
diisiiyor ve kendi yarattigimiz haliisinasyonun i¢inde
kayboluyoruz. Cam yemekten vazge¢miyoruz.

Kader dedigimiz  distopyanin en  karanlik
mahallesinde yasiyoruz. Alt komsumuz eger amca,
karsi1 komsumuz keske teyze.. Bir elimizle diine,
digeriyle yarina yapisiyor, bugiinii elimize yiliziimiize
bulastirip mutsuz oluyoruz. Tek basina kaldigimizda
kendimizden keyif alamiyor, sirf bunun igin agresif
ve gilriltilii  ortamlarda bulunmay:
Bos zamanlarimizda yapmay1 sectigimiz seylerin
ruhumuzun ritmini bulmasini saglayacak ciddi
bir eylem oldugunu kavrayamamis,  paranoyak
catigmalarimiz i¢inde kaybolmus durumdayiz. Evrenin
yapisi ile ilgili ¢ok az bilgimiz var. Hayat1 sadece
duyu organlarimiz ile algiliyor, dokunduklarimizi,
gordiiklerimizi, 6l¢ebildiklerimizi odagimiza aliyoruz.
Evrenin Oziintin biling oldugunu bilemiyoruz. Ask:
anlayamriyor, onun kisisel gelisimimizde ne kadar
6nemli bir ara¢ oldugunu géremiyor, acty1 goze alarak
ugruna savagilacak yegane seylerden biri oldugunu
diisiinmiiyoruz. Diisiincelerimizi ve duygularimizi
analiz etmiyor, donligimimiiziin ilk adiminin bu
farkindalikta yattigini goremiyor, gerekirse yeniden
dogmak icin yasarken olmiiyoruz. Tirtila bakip
kelebegi goremiyoruz.

Tekamiiliimiize odaklanmiyor, potansiyelimizi agiga
¢ikaramiyoruz. Birimiz yiikselirken bir digerimizi de
yukarrya cekecegimizi kavrayamamis durumdayiz.
Bu gezegende deformasyonun iginde eriyip gidiyor,
kendini dontigtirmiis kisilerin ancak saklanarak
var olabilecegi bir ortamda bulunuyoruz. Kendimiz
olabilmek i¢in mutlaka yalnizlik bedelini 6diiyoruz.

seciyoruz.

@Baha.stc
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The candle is the light for sur-

vival and discovery, thriving  Mum, hayatin karanhgini
to hang on and light up the ve Otesini aydinlatmak igin

darkness of life and beyond.  direnen, hayatta kalma ve
kesfetmenin 1s1g1dzr.

A candle is to wish, to search, to guide, to enlight-

en, and to mediate and a journey of faith, as faith Gergekligi ve gormeyi, sakl giizelligi ve kiril-
is the flame that eliminates fear, gan olani temsil eden mum, ayni zamanda
representing truth and learning, rare and beauti- dileme, arzulama, hakikat ve 6grenmeye

ful and delicate things. rehber, aydinlanma, meditasyon, ve korkuyu

With or without people around, the walk is
alone, and the palm - shielding the flame- carries
the lifeline.

bertaraf eden inanca seyahattir. Etrafta baska
birileri olsun ya da olmasin, herkes tek basina
yiiriin, ve mumun 15181m1 koruyan avugiginde
onu tasryanin hayat ¢izgisi vardar.

Ali Thsan Pinge







