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nneanne evleri hep cok dizenlidir, cogu

aynidir zaten. Muazzam bir uyum iginde

her oyma, her varak bir digeri ile konugsma

halindedir adeta. Sanki birini eksiltsek, butin
ev eksik kalir, evin akigi boltnir. Anneanne evleri éyle bir
bitindir. Oysa bu butinligin icinde, gizliden gizliye
durur erimis perdeler, seloteyp ile yapistirilmis vazo,
¢cikmis duvar kagitlari, sandalyenin kirilmis ahsap oymasi,
catlamis ama atilmamis tabaklar. Anneannemin Evinden
Kalanlar iste bu siziyi konu alir.

Giden, ardinda buyik bir bosluk ve hizln birakarak
gider. Bu durumun agirligi, aslinda eve coktan
¢okmustur, ev basina gelecegi bilir. Belki de ev, insandan
daha &nce hastalanmaya baslamis, biraz ¢tirimis, biraz
eskimistir. Onarilmasi da daha glctir artik; bekler. Ev,
icinde yasayana, icinde yasayansa evine benzemistir
artik, sahibine benzeyen mal misali bikular. Bukik bir
evin icinde yasayan insanin yazgisi bellidir; gider. Zaman
donar, ev ise kalakalir.

Giden artik ¢irilgiplaktir. Bellegi, duygulari, distindikleri,
yazdiklari, cizdikleri, hesapladiklari, aldiklari, attiklari
hepsi giin ytziine ¢ikar. Giden savunamaz kendini.
Arkasinda biraktigi kadar kalir.

Esyalarin Tesellisi iste bu noktada devreye girer. Esyalar
vasitaslyla yapilan arama ve anma sairane bir yaklasimdir.
Bu siirselligin icinde, hafiza, esyalar araciligi ile ayakta
kalmaya cabalarken, bugiline kadar gérmedigimiz
golgeler kesfederiz. Gélgedeki kipirti ve yasam

belirtisi, bize aslinda hicbir seyin kaybolmadigini ve hig
kimsenin gitmedigini animsatir. Sessizce gerceklesen
bu animsatma, bize kendimizi ev(imiz)de hissettirir.
Siziy1 sarmalar, hiizn romantiklestirir, boslugu doldurur.
Geride kalanlar, kendilerinin, gélgeleri gérebildikleri
kadar var olduklarini er ya da ge¢ anlamak durumunda
kalirlar.

icimdeki hiizne ve siziya bir barinak bulma yéntemi
olarak goérdigim bu sergi, esyalar tGizerinden, boslugu
algilayabilme cabamdir. Anneannemin Evinden Kalanlar,
golgeleri gérebilmeyi umar.

Kasim 2016 - Subat 2018
Eda Soylu




ouses of grandmothers are always very

organized, most resemble each other. Every

ornament, every foil, being in perfect harmony,

are in dialogue with one another. As if, if one
goes missing, the house becomes lacking, breaking the
flow. Grandmother houses are complete as such. Yet,
within this wholeness, stands the presence of ragged
curtains, a vase mended with tape, ripped wallpapers,
broken wood carving of a chair, cracked but preserved
plates. Remnants From My Grandmother’s House tells on
this aching within.

The departed leaves with an empty void and melancholy
behind. The weight of this situation had already downed
in all around the house, the house already being aware
of what is coming next. Perhaps, the house has fallen ill
even before its inhabitant, a bit older now, a bit more
rotten. At that point, repairs become more difficult; the
house waits. As a property reflecting its owner, the house
resembles its inhabitant and the inhabitant its dwelling;
the house is broken. The fate of a person that lives in

a broken house is certain; she or he will depart. Time
becomes frozen, house remains muted.

The departed is now stark bare. The memories,
emotions, thoughts, writings, scribbles, calculations,
bought, discarded they all come to light. The departed
cannot defend itself. The departed remains within the
things left behind.

The consolation of objects enters our lives as such. The
search -the commemoration, through objects is a poetic
approach. While the memories try to stay vivid within this
poetry through objects, we discover shadows that were
hidden to us. The slightest movement and the signs of
life in the shadows remind us that nothing actually is lost
and no one has departed. This quiet evocation makes

us feel at home. It wraps the aches, romanticizes the
sadness and fills the void. The ones left behind, sooner
or later realize that they exist as much as they can see in
the shadows.

This exhibition that | seek refuge to the sadness and
ache inside me, is an attempt to comprehend and
fill a void through the objects. Remnants From My
Grandmother’s House seeks to see the shadows.

December 2016 - February 2018
Eda Soylu
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Siginak Bulan Sergi

Istanbul Art News,

Sebnem Kirmaci Réportaji




“Anneannemin Evinden Kalanlar” sergisi icin fikir
ne zaman olugsmaya basladi?

“Anneannemin Evinden Kalanlar” sergisi igin

fikir olusumu 2016 yilinin Kasim ayinda basladi.
Anneannemin yaklasik ¢ ay kadar stiren hastalik
déneminin baslariydi ve daha hayattaydi ben

bu serginin ismini buldugumda. Sabah aksam
anneannemin evinde, yani basinda zaman
gegirirken salonun erimis perdelerini farkettim;
ve farkindaydim, eriyen yalnizca perdeler degildi.
Orhan Pamuk “Zamanin bir tirli ge¢gmedigini
hissettigimiz anlarda esyalarin esyaligini

daha ¢ok farkederiz” der. Bu hastalik dénemi,
evlerin icinde yasayana iginde yasayaninsa

evine benzedigini gézlemledigim bir dénem
oldu. Bu benzerligin olusumunda esyalarin

rolii cok biiyiik. icimde o zaman sekillenmeye
baglamis olan bu sergi icin uzun bir duraklama
streci gecirmem gerekti. Yalnizca okumalar ve
yazmalar ile ilerleyebildigim, icimdeki siziya bir
barinak aradigim ve es zamanl olarak devam
etmekte olan hayata adapte olmaya calistigim bir
dénemdi. Bu sergi, hayati yasadikga ¢dzimlendi.
Anneannem, ardinda biraktigi eve hep benim
geg¢menmi isterdi, sergiyi somutlastirigim ancak
evine yerlesmem ile gerceklesebildi. Evin iginde
bulunarak, bosluktaki gélgeye tanik olarak,
degisen hayati ve hizla akan zamani algilamaya
calisarak gerceklesebildi. Bir kag katmanli

bir sergi bu. Gidenin ardinda biraktiklari var,
kalanlarin hissettikleri, esyalarin kendi i¢lerinde
gecirdigi sureg, evin kendi icinde gecirdigi
yolculuk, bir devri objeleri tizerinden okuyabilme,
bir insanin ruhunu ve aklini esyalar tzerinden
okuyabilme, egyalarin kendi hikayelerini
anlatmasi durumu var. Egyalarin tesellisinde
siginak bulan bir sergi bu.

Bu sergi tamamen kisisel tarihinizin izlerinden yola ¢ikiyor degil mi?

Evet, bu sergi tamamen kisisel tarihimin izlerinden yola ¢ikiyor; ama
geldigi noktada goriyorum ki, bu yalnizca benim kendi tarihim degil.
Herkes bir kayip, bir bosluk yasiyor; icinde sizi ve hiziin barindiriyor.
Hayatin dogal dénglsl bu sekilde: doguyoruz, yasiyoruz ve gidiyoruz.
Bizler bu déngulyi yasarken, bitin bu slrece egyalarimiz taniklik
ediyor. iste bu sebepten, bu sergi, insanin tarihinden ziyade, esyalara
sinen bir tarihin izlerini takip eder. Bir palimpsest misali, bu sefer isiga
tuttugumuzda degil de, golgeleri gérebildigimiz an okuyabilecegimiz
bir birikim.

Sergiye giden stirecte bu projenin nihai hali nasil sekillendi?

Projenin nihai haline ulasmak igin epey arastirma yapmam gerekti;
Szellikle bogluk, sonsuzluk, zaman, ev, esya, sizi, hizlin ve ruh Gzerine.

Bu suregte yolum birbirlerinden ¢ok farkli zamanlarda yagsamis, ama ayni
kavramlar algilamaya calismis yazarlar ve filozoflarla kesisti. Bana yon
veren, kapi aralayan, neyi-nereye-nasil yerlestirecegimin cevabini ¢cok
uzun yillar dnce vermis olan yol gdstericiler edindim. Bu sayede, aslen bir
kiratérid olmayan sergimin birden fazla kiratéri oldu. Bu durum benim
icin cok kiymetli ve bu yiizden kelimelerin 6nemi bu sergide ¢ok buyuk.

Sergiyi tanitan basin blilteninde “Anneanne evleri hep aynidir” gibi bir
ciimle var. Bu gézlem sadece belirli kronolojik bir dénem anneanne -

cocuk evlerinden mi yola ¢ikiyor yoksa sizce nesilden nesile anneanne
evi hissiyati hep ayni mi?

Evet, bence nesilden nesile anneanne evi hissiyati hep ayni. “Anneanne
evleri hep aynidir” cimlesinde ise bir ddneme referans verilir; evlerdeki
yemek takiminin ayni oldugu, oymalarin, varaklarin arasindaki diyalogun
ayni oldugu. Bu dénem Turkiye'si yeni gelismektedir ve imkan azhd:
vardir; ama anneanne evleri ona ragmen hep ¢ok dizenlidir, iginde
muazzam bir uyum ve ahenk barindirir. Ve evet cogu da aynidir. Masa
ortileri, dantelleri, koltuk takimlari -onlarin eve yerlestirilis bicimi-,
lambalarin sarilidi, duvarlarin sariligi, ahsabin kirmizisi, halinin laciverti
hep aynidir. Bu evler inanilmaz bir bitinlige sahiptir, evin icinde bir
akis vardir. Bu evlere zaman yerlesmistir. Biz bunu objeler Gzerinden
okuyabiliriz; kirllganhk olarak adlandirdigim anlar da bunlardir. Bir
dénemin insanlarinin evleri hep aynidir. Ve bu dénemin insanlari

¢ogu zaman anneannelerimizdir.

“Anneannenin evinden” “kalanlar” diyince bu “kalanlar” denilen nelerdir ve yine
metinden yola ¢ikarak nasil bir “Siziya” yol acarlar?

Kalanlar aslinda giden kisinin her seyidir. Bellegi, duygulari, distndikleri,
yazdiklari, ¢cizdikleri, hesapladiklari, aldiklar, attiklari ve tabii evi ve esyalar,
kisacasi kalanlar gidenin gercek manasiyla her seyidir. Sizi, bitin bunlar geride
kalmigken etrafi sarmalayan bosluktan 6turi olusur. Sizi, gidenin ardindan

evini ve egyalarini toplarken karsiniza ¢ikan kirilmig bir vazodur, seloteyple
yapistiriimig; bitinligin icinde sessizce duran erimis bir perdedir, ¢ikmis duvar
kagididir, catlamis ama atilmamis tabaklardir, ayadi kirik bir masa, sandalyenin
kirllmis ahsap oymasidir. Sizi iginde hiznl barindinr. Bitin bu kalanlar eve yer
etmis, zaman donmus ve ev asil kalakalmistir. iste bu kalakalmigliktir sizi.

Burada “Giden” diye tasvir edilen nedir-kimdir? Biraz “gidenden” ve éneminden
bahseder misiniz?

Burada giden diye tasvir edilen kisi go¢ eden kimsedir. Gitmek, yani bir
cogunun dlmek olarak nitelendirdigi eylem, aslinda bir son gibi gérinse

de, giden kisi igin yepyeni bir baglangictir. Elbette kalanlar icin de hayat
degisecektir, ama giden kisi i¢in durum daha giigtir. Clinkl giden artik kendini
savunamaz, arkasinda biraktigi kadar kalir. Giden aslinda cirilgiplak kalir ve biz
geride kalanlar, o ¢iplakhigi desip kendimize tutunacak bir kelime, bir isaret
aramakla meggul oluruz. Satir aralarindan kendimize mesajlar ¢ikarmaya
calisir, artik nefes almayan ve fiziken yanimizda var olmayan kisi ile son bir bag
kurmaya, onunla biraz daha ani biriktirmeye cabalariz. Esyalarin tesellisi iste bu
noktada devreye girer.

“Esyalarin tesellisi” diye bahsedilen nedir?

Bachelard, evi insan ruhuna iligkin bir analiz aleti olarak gérir, biz onlarin icinde
oldugumuz kadar onlar da bizim icimizdedir, der. “Ev sayesinde anilarimizin
blytk bir bélimi yerlesecek bir yer bulur; hele de ev biraz karmasiksa,
mahzeni ve tavanarasi, kdse bucagi ve koridorlari varsa, anilarimiz da niteligi
gittikce belirginlesen siginaklar edinir.” iste anneanne evleri, bu bahsedilen
ahenge ve derinlige sahip evlerdir.

Anlar ve anilar egyalara sinmistir. Esyalarin tesellisi diye bahsedilen, gideni
kalanlarda arama ¢abasidir. Orhan Pamuk, esyalara duydugumuz ilginin
hayatin en buyuk tesellilerinden biri oldugundan bahseder, “Ruhumuz

seylere odaklandikga, diinyanin bitinliguna kirk kalbimizde hissediyor ve
acilarimizi kabul ediyoruz.” Esyalarin tesellisi, esyalarin sihrine inanmak, onlarin
arasindaki diyaloglara kulak kabartmak, ruhlarina yer vermek ve gélgelerinde
barinabilmektir. Clinkii en nihayetinde “Gélge de bir konuttur.”







When did you establish the idea for Remnants From My Grandmother’s House?

The idea development for my exhibition Remnants From My Grandmother’s
House began in November of 2016. It was the beginning of the three month
period of my grandmother’s sickness and she was alive when | came up with
the title of this exhibition. Orhan Pamuk states in the catalogue of Museum of
Innocence "At times that we think time is not passing we realize the objectness
of objects.” This sickness period became a time that | observed the similarity
between the inhabitant and her house, the house resembling its inhabitant
and the inhabitant its dwelling. The significance of objects in this resemblance
cannot be underestimated. | had to have a grand pause for this exhibition as

it was being establihed within me. It was a period when | could only move on
with readings and writings that assisted me in finding a dwelling for the agony
| carries within, as | struggled with adopting to daily life. The process of this
exhibition untangled as | lived. Grandmother always wanted me to move into
her house after her and embodying of this exhibition could only happen after
I moved into her house. It could only happen through being in the house and
witnessing the shadows of the void as trying to comprehend the time passing
so fast. This exhibition has many layers. There are objects that are left behind
after the departed, there is a process within those objects, there is a journey the
house takes, there is a reading of a period through its objects, reading the mind
and sould of the departed through her objects and objects telling their own
stories. This exhibition takes shelter in the consolation of objects.

Is this exhibition driven by the traces of your own history?

Yes this exhibition is completely driven from my own personal history, but
I've come to realize that it is not only my history. Everyone loses someone,
experiences the emptiness, carries the agony and sadness within. The nature
of life is this way. We are born, we live, and then we depart. As we live within
this cycle it is the objects that witness our process. This is why instead of the
history of the inhabitant, this exhibition focuses on the history of objects. As
a palimpsest it is an acumulation of layers, but this time instead of holding it
against light we look at shadows and only then we are able to read it.

How did the end result of this project take shape as approaching the
exhibition?

In order to reach the end result | had to do a lot of research especially on

void, infinity, home, objects, agony, pain and soul. Within this process my path
crossed with philosophers and writers who lived at different times but dwelled
on the same subject matters. It is because of them that | could install the
exhibition, because of the light they shone on my way. With this light, although
this exhibition did not have a curator, it grew to have many. This is a situation of
great importance for me and so are the words; words matter significantly in this
exhibition.

In the press release it says “Houses of grandmother’s are always very
organized, most resembe each other.” This observation, does this belong
to a certain chronological period of a grandmother-child house or do
you think the feeling of a grandmother’s house is always the same with
each and every generation?

Yes | think the feeling of a grandmother’s house is always the same
with each and every generation. Within the sentence “Houses of
grandmother’s are always very organized, most resembe each other,”
there is a reference to a certain period, when in the houses the dining
suits are the same, the dialogue between carving and leaves are the
same. This period of Turkey is newly developing and ther is a lack of
things -facilitywise, but even in these conditions grandmothers’ houses
are always very neat, objects in perfect harmony with each other. And
yes, most of them are the same. Table cloths, laces, sofa sets -and

how they are placed in the house-, the yellowness of the lamps, the
redness of the wood, the dark blueness of the carpets are all the same.
Grandmother houses are complete as such and they carry a harmony
within. Time has settled in these houses. Houses of this particular
period’s people are all the same. And often times those people are our
grandmothers.

When you say “ 'Remnants’ Fom My Grandmother’s House” what do you
mean by “remnants” and what kind of a melancholy do they cause?

Remnants are actually everything that are left behind of the departed.
Memories, emotions, thoughts, writings, scribbles, calculations, bought,
discarded and of course her house and objects, in other words,
remnants, in its truest form, are everything of the departed. Melancholy
occurs when covered with all these objects that are left behind in a
crowded manner, the presence of void appears Melancholy is a broken
vase mended with tape, ragged curtains remaining silently in the
wholeness, ripped wallpapers, cracked but preserved plates, a table with
broken leg, a chair’s broken wooden carving. Melancholy carries sadness
within. All these remainings settled iin the house, time being frozen
house remaining muted. Melancholy lies within this silence.

Who is the departed? Could you please tell more
about the departed and its significance?

Here the departed is the one that migrates.
Departing, the action of dying as most would

say, although seems like an end is a actually a
beginning. Of course things will also change for
the remaining ones as well, but this situation is
more difficult for the departed. The departed
cannot defend him/herself. The departed remains
within the things left behind. The departed is now
stark bare and those that are remaining behind
penetrate the bareness in order to find a word or
two to hold onto, searching for a sign in between
lines. The remaining ones search for messages
from these lines in between, hoping to bond
more with the person that is no longer physcially
present. The consolation of objects enters our
lives as such.

Then what exactly is the consolation of objects?

Gaston Bachelard sees the house as a tool to
analyze the human soul and says that as much as
we are in them, they are in us. "It is because of a
house that our memories find a place to settle,
especially if the house is a bit more complex,
with a cellar and an attic, corner parish, corridors,
our memories own more apparent dwellings.”
Grandmothers' houses own a similar osrt of
harmony and depth. Moments and memories

are embedded in the objects. What is meant

by the consolation of objects is the attempt of
searching for the departed within the remainings.
Orhan Pamuk states that our interest in things is
the biggest consolation of life, “When our soul
focuses on things, we feel the wholeness of the
world within our broken heart and accept our
agony.” The consolation of objects is believing the
magic of things, hearing the dialogue between
then, allowing space for their souls, dwelling in
their shadows. For shadows are dwellings.
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