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ONSOZ

Ben, Kumru Tibet Aydin. Civan'in kiz kardesiyim. Hayatimiz boyunca aramizda hep makarasini yaptugimiz
sekliyle soylemek gerekirse “Uvey Kiz Kardesiyim”... Ama O'nun bana hep hitap ettigi gibi séyleyecek
olursam da “Civan’in Biricik Kumag'iyim®...

Bu serginin acilisindan tam bir yil dnce, 20 Agustos 2022 gunu, Civan'imizi bir hastane odasinda pup
koklayarak sonsuzluga ugurladik...

Ne vazik ki dnceki yaz da babama, yani Civan'in gok sevdigi “Kartal Agabeyine” veda etmek zorunda

kalmistik. O'nun aramizdan ayrilisini duyuran, o stUre¢te hepimizi kanatlari altina alarak koruyup kollayan
Civan olmustu. Hayat gercekten cok garip... insanin aklinin ucundan bile gecmemis tatsiz strprizler karsisinda
sorulan sorular da edilen isyanlar da yerini ¢caresiz bir kabullenise birakiyor sonunda...

Civan'in rahatsizigi sUrecinde her sey inanilmaz bir hizda ilerledi. Daha dogrusu, kendisi de dahil olmak Uzere
ailece durumu ilk 6grendigimiz anda, maalesef coktan geri dénulemez bir noktaya gelmisti.

O kisa ve zor zaman esnasinda, Civan'in bizden istedigi tek bir sey vardi: Gerceklesmesini cok arzu ettigi, 6n
hazirliklarint hevesle tamamladidi bu sergiyi agmamiz.

Henuz rahatsizhigini 6grenmeden, sergiye daha ¢ok zaman olmasina ragmen, bazi detaylar o kadar ciddiyetle
planliyordu ki bir aksam O'na “Neden acele ediyorsun?” diye sormustum. Simdi bunu hatirladigimda, bazi
seyleri dnceden hissetmis oldugunu dustnuyorum. Eminim O'nu taniyan, hassas yuregini bilen herkes de bu
dusunceme katilacaktir.

O'na veda ettigimiz andan itibaren bu istedi, bizim igin ¢ok kiymetli bir s6z, cok anlamli bir vasiyet haline geldi.
Adini koydugu, hazirliklarina basladigi sergisini, yani DAMLALAR'| tarifsiz bir heyecan ve dzlemle, O'nun ayak
izlerini takip ederek, adim adim bugune tasidik. Yureginden ve eserlerinden aldigimiz ilhamla, O'nu anlatacak
ve hatirlatacak dokunuslar katmaya ¢alistik. Bu yolda bizimle yuridyen, destek veren, emegdi gecen herkese
gonulden bir tesekkur borgluyuz.

Eger su anda bu satirlar okuyorsaniz, Civan, hayat yolculugunuzun bir yerinde sizin de kalbinize dokunmus
demektir: Belki yazdiklariyla, belki resimleriyle, belki oyunculuguyla, belki de yasaminizdaki varligiyla... Sunu
bilmenizi isteriz Ki sizler de ya acilista bulunarak ya da sonrasinda sergiyi gezerek ailemizin hayatina
dokunuyor, DAMLALAR'a renk katiyorsunuz. Bir baska deyisle, O'nun degerli vasiyetini, hep birlikte
gergeklestiriyoruz.

Size ¢cok tesekkur ediyor ve DAMLALAR'a hos geldiniz diyoruz!

Civan'imiza vedamizdan sonra yasadigimiz ve yasamakta oldugumuz zor surecte, tanidigimiz ya da
tanimadigimiz herkes tarafindan acimizi paylasmak icin dile getirilen tek bir kelimenin bile ylUreklerimizdeki
yeri cok ozel.

Ancak artik, O'nu tebessum ederek anma zamani... Eserlerinin rengarenk dunyasinda parmaklarindan dokulen
firca darbeleri kadar, guzel kalbinin atislarini da arayip bulma zamani...

Biz ailece, bu serginin kapilarini agisi huzunlu ve yas dolu bir anma dedil, buruk da olsa keyifle yasanacak bir
kutlama olsun istiyoruz.

CunkU 20 Agustos 2023, yani gidisinin birinci yilddnumu, bir sanatcinin eserleriyle sonsuzluga uyanis gunu
bizim icin. Bize dusen, O'nun kiymetli ruhunu onurlandirmak...

Iste tam da bu yUzden, blyUk bir cogkuyla diyoruz ki: Vi KI VARSIN CIVAN CANOVA!

Tum aile adina,
Kumru
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PREFACE

My name is Kumru Tibet Aydin. | am Civan's sister, or, as we joked around all our lives, | am his stepsister.
If I must use his nickname for me, | am Civan's one and only Kumas.

A year before this exhibition's opening day, on the 20th of August, 2022, Civan drew his last breath in our
loving arms, in a hospital room...

Unfortunately, a year before that happened, we had to also say goodbye to my father, to Civan's dear
“Kartal Agabey” ("Brother Kartal”). Civan was the one that publicly announced his death and took us under
his wings, embraced us during our grief. Life is really strange sometimes... Questions and denials to most
unpleasant surprises of life that have never crossed one's mind eventually come to a helpless state of
acceptance.

During Civan's illness everything proceeded at an unbelievable speed. More precisely, when we —including
himself- learned about his illness, he was already at a point of no return.

During this short and difficult time, Civan asked just for one thing from us: Going forward with his exhibition
for which he has ardently completed the preliminary preparations and dearly wished to realize.

Before he learned about his iliness, he had been devoutly handling the details of the exhibition and during
one of our late night conversations, | asked him why he was in such a rush, since there was much time before
the launch. Now, remembering that evening, | think he must have felt something was awry. | am sure that the
ones that know him and his sensitive heart would agree with me on that point.

From the moment we said goodbye to him, his wish became a very important promise, a bequest, for us. We
prepared his exhibition that he named DAMLALAR and got started on, following his footsteps, bit by bit, with
an indescribable excitement and yearning. We are deeply grateful to those who walked with us, gave their
support and endeavoured with us.

If you read these lines right now, Civan must have touched your heart at some point in your life, too: Perhaps
with his writings, perhaps with his drawings, perhaps with his existence in your life. We would want you to
know that you are touching our family's life, too, embellishing DAMLALAR by attending the cpening or later
visiting the exhibition. . In other words, together, we are realizing his precious last wish.

During the difficult period since our farewell to Civan, even a single kind word that was uttered to alleviate
our pain by those people we do or don't know is very dear to our hearts.

Now, it is time to remnember him with a smile: it is time for searching and finding his beautiful heart's beating,
as well as his brush strokes, in the colorful world of his painting.

We, as a family, wish this opening to be a bittersweet celebration and not a scmber and sorrowful
remembrance.

Because, for us, the 20th of August, 2023, the first anniversary of his passing, is the day of his awakening to
eternity. Our duty is to honor his precious soul...

This is why we say with great exuberance; WE ARE SO GLAD YOU TOUCHED THIS EARTH, CIVAN CANOVA.

On behalf of our family,
Kumru



My dear brodter. / eut thi slont. We alt krow that yore dlia rot dike. borg Lieades and f domeone kgat on latking.
ot woultd laeigl on yott dbeeve and become feealledd like @ . Bt do reol forgel, my ceabitily b wie dfiovt dentenced

4 becaude of you.

Y youe fead not depanted, you wouli reowadays e in Eodn... hdecisively but deliplifully and a litte Gi grumpadly yore
woulid heave alanted growcting.: Showld !/ get back lo lataridedd now?’ Gecaude of cttanging plares, allered dchedides ard

yout condlanl W 4 feakl, youtt W@ woll fave beors Jilbed Wik orodded oul roted. Vou wouli be é/moa?af ot

a%atwm&’%eﬁwwﬁﬂw/@admmq/;mmwmwﬂm. fﬁzww&"demm@%emw
%(ﬁe/oadym;memmmée %mmedbzm.%mmé&@aﬂeﬁm.ﬁd&;mwm&’éeymwzfzw,

Peobably, you wouldd kave cheated amazing painlingd ared wrlter pleces during Yt dumeer. Vou woulid tave completed
Jangpects lo be realized next season Hat woulid bung you logedier witt your faved.

Jere, /(g,eém%@z. /szf@zﬁoa&z;w/zéwﬁ@dmmiam;. fﬁmméme@mwﬂgzafwé /feeé’mfaz‘/
czém%t/eej‘/m éza%;. 77e wondd c"/é.zd‘yaa é{/ﬁ@’wmf/ﬁwfmd‘a@yﬁm;z‘ Hbowd aheared. /&&W@ 2714

olberuide o mﬁ/@wim afan?”

Look, the way you ervelyped and prolected ws al yout blfe, Hhede lned dhal / wrole aboud yottt pmeciois exttibition é
enelogping you.

Andd / kreow very well Yiat He slony of Hte foun siblings vl ane altacked o eack obter with indeseribabte love witt never end,
& Wit eonlieue witt e yourger meneders gf out Janiy. imﬁe%zmd bke you daid LFE, AS MVCH AS WE REMEELR.

'%MWWM@WWW@MZW' W are eternally gratefel & yo.

/figpe we will rewidle domedzy..







66

Cocukluk yaslarimdan beri resim yapilyorum. Baslarda yaptiklarimi begenmiyor,
bitirdikten sonra parcalayip atiyordum. Sonra ara verdim resim yapmaya. Liseyi
bitirip, bir yil da A.U iktisadi Ticari ilimler Akademisinde okuduktan -daha cok
kantininde oturduktan-sonra, “Bu hesap isleri bana gore degdil” dUsuncesiyle
kaydimi sildirdim. Amacim oncelikle babam gibi tiyatro oyuncusu olmakti. Babam
konservatuvar tiyatro bolumunun sefi ve Devlet Tiyatrolarinin bas rejiséru oldugu
halde istemiyordu konservatuvara girmemi.

“Bu meslek diger mesleklere benzemez. Basarili olamazsan bir dmur boyu aci
cekersin” diye dusunuUyordu. Ben bu dusuncesini sonradan 6grendim. Bir gun
Ankara Kizilay'da babam ve ablamla yururken, kendim cesaret edemedigim igin
ablama soyletmistim tiyatrocu olmak istedigimi. Babam de sdyle cevap vermisti
ablama: “Oyle bir hevesle olacak is degil bu. Mlzik bileceksin, resimden
anlayacaksin, siir yazacaksin... Tiyatro butun sanatlarin toplamidir.”

Ve yaninda yuruyen beni kast ederek bitirmisti konusmasini: “Soyle kardesine,
tiyatro dyle hevesle baslayip hevesle bitecek kadar kolay bir meslek degildir.”
Sonra iktisat'a girdim. Orada hic mutlu olamadim. Bana gére degildi hesap isle-
ri. Bari istanbul'a gidip GUzel Sanatlar Akademisi Resim Bolumuni deneyeyim
dusuncesi ile, subat tatilinde istanbul’'un yolunu tuttum. Sinav tarihini 6grendim.
Ayni tarinlere Ankara'da da konservatuvar sinavi vardi. Ben de oyunculugu tercih
ederek Ankara'ya dondum. Ne olursa olsun, balbam ne derse desin, girecektim
sinava. MUracaatimi yaptim. Derken araya yaz girdi ve tekrar istanbul’a,
annemlerin yazligina gittim. Orada Yilmaz Guney ile tanistim. Bana filminde rol
teklif etti. Babama sorayim diyerek Ankara'ya telefon ettim, Selimpasa
Postanesinden. Babam izin vermedi tabii. Ama ben onu dinlemedim ve oynadim
filmde. Film bitiminde ise Ankara'ya donerek konservatuvar sinavlarina girdim.
Bunlari daha once anlattigim icin dzet gectim.

O tarihten beri oyunculuk ve tiyatro yazarhdi yapiyorum.

2014 yihinda tuvallerimi ve boyalarimi yeniden ¢ikardim. Ve butin ugraslarimin
yani sira, yogun olarak tekrar resim yapamaya basladim.

“Yas| tutulmamis 6lumlerim yelkovan yelinde...
Zamansa her zaman gelecege bes var
Ve hayatim hatirladiklarim kadar”

Nefesimi tuttugum anlari, o anlarin gectigi mekanlari, o mekanlardaki guzel
insanlari, kisacasi siklikla hayalini kurdugum ve kurarken cok mutlu oldugum ne
varsa, hepsini yillar sonra tuvalle bulusturma sansini elde ettim.

Neye benzedi diye soracak olursaniz, sadece bana benzedi. Benim hayallerime...
Simdi de bu hayallerimi sizlerle paylasmanin mutlulugunu yasiyorum.



| have been painting since | was a kid. At first, | did not like my paintings, and after
finishing them, | smashed and threw them away. Then | took a break from painting.
After finishing high school and studying at the A.U Academy of Economic and
Commercial Sciences for a year -mostly sitting in the canteen- | dropped out, thinking
that: “These calculations are not for me.” First of all, my goal was to become a theater
actor like my father. Even though my father was the Chief of the Theater Department
of the Conservatory and the Chief Director of the State Theaters, he did not want me to
enter the Conservatory.

He thought: “This profession is not like any other profession. If you don't succeed, you'll
suffer for a lifetime.” | learned about that later. One day, while walking with my father
and sister in Ankara Kizilay, | made my sister to tell him that | wanted to be a theater
actor; | did not have the courage to do it myself. My father replied to my sister as follows:
“It's not something to do on such a whim. You have to know music, understand painting,
and write poetry... Theatre is the sum of all the arts.”

And he ended his speech by referring to me who was walking next to him: “Tell your
brother, theater is not an easy profession to start on a whim and end on a whim."

Then | enrolled in the Economics Department. | was never happy there. Accounting was
not for me. With the idea that | could go to Istanbul and try to enter the Painting
Department of the Academy of Fine Arts at least, | went to Istanbul during the winter
break. | learned the exam date. At the exact date, entrance exam for the Conservatory
in Ankara was going to be held. | returned to Ankara, choosing acting. No matter what
happened, no matter what my father said, | was going to take the exam. | made my
application. Then the summer came, and | went back to Istanbul, to my mother's
summer house. There, | met Yilmaz Guney. He offered me a role in his film. | telephoned
to Ankara from the Selimpasa Post Office, with the tought of asking my father about it.
My father did not give his blessing, of course. But | did not listen to him and acted in the
film. After finishing the film, | returned to Ankara and took the conservatory exams.

| have given here a short summary because | have told these before.

Since then, | have been acting and playwrighting.

In 2014, | brought out my canvases and paints once again. And even with all my
occupations, | started to paint intensely again.

“My unmourned deaths are in the minute’s hand wind...
Time, it is always five to the future
And my life is as much as | remember”

After all these years, | got the chance to bring forth the moments that | held my breath,
the places where those moments took place, the beautiful people in those places; in
short, everything | often dreamed of and was very happy while dreaming, to the canvass.
If you asked me how they look like, | would say they look just like me and my dreams...
Then | animated my paintings and prepared clips with them, to which | sometimes visit
and sometimes show my loved ones. | will also share them with you...



Ozgecmis

1955. Ankara' da dogdum.

1973. T.E.D. Ankara Koleji' ni bitirdim.

1974. Yilmaz GUney' in “Arkadas” adli filminde rol
aldim.

Ayni yil Ankara Devlet Konservatuari Tiyatro
Boliumune girdim.

1979. Konservatuardan mezun oldum.
istanbul Devlet Tiyatrosu kadrosuna katildim.
Bircok oyunda goérev adim. Bunun yanisira
sinema filmlerinde, dizilerde oynadim.

Vagdgum Oyuntae

Kiyamet Sularinda (1994)

Kizil Otesi Aydinlik (1996)

Sokaga Cikma Yasagi (1996)

Erkekler Tuvaleti (1999)

Dugun Sarkisi (2002)

Ful Yapraklari (2002)

Ustat Harpagon'a Saygl ve Destek Gecesi (2004)
Mitosmorfoz (2005)

Niobe (2006)

Neon (2007)

Promiyer (2008)

Lydia'nin DUgunu (2008)

Tuna'nin Korsanlari - Cocuk Oyunu (2008)
YildénUim (2009)

Evaristo (2011)

1996. ilk oyunum, “Kiyamet Sularinda”, Kenan Isik
yonetiminde, istanbul Devlet Tiyatrosu tarafindan
sahnelendi.

1997. ikinci oyunum, “Sokagda Cikma Yasag!’,
Clneyt Caliskur yénetiminde, izmit Belediye
Tiyatrosu tarafindan sahnelendi.

1998. “Sokaga Cikma Yasagd!”, Arif Akkaya
yénetiminde istanbul Sehir Tiyatrosu tarafindan
sahnelendi.

2005. “Ful Yapraklarn”, Turgay KantUrk yonetiminde,
istanbul Devlet Tiyatrosu tarafindan
sahnelendi.

2005. “Erkekler Tuvaleti”, “Oyun Okulu” tarafindan,
Dokuz Eylul Universitesi GSF Tiyatro BélUmU’'nden
Yrd.Doc¢.Dr. Semih Celenk yénetiminde izmir’ de
sahnelendi.

2006. ‘Dugun Sarkis!”, Isil Kasapoglu ydnetiminde,
izmir Devlet Tiyatrosu tarafindan sahnelendi.

2010. “Promiyer”, Isil Kasapoglu ydnetiminde,
Konya Devlet Tiyatrosu tarafindan sahnelendi.

2010. “Sokaga Cikma Yasagi!”, Emrah Eren
yonetiminde, Bakirkoy Belediye Tiyatrosu
tarafindan sahnelendi.

20T1. “Ustat Harpagon'a Saygi ve Destek Gecesi”,
Levend Oktem ydnetiminde, istanbul Devlet
Tiyatrosu tarafindan sahnelendi.

2012. istanbul Devlet Tiyatrosunda, “DUgun
Sarkisi” adli oyunumu yonettim.

2012. “Kizil Otesi Aydinlik” oyunumu yénettim.

2012. Kumbaraci50, 6UstU Yazar projesi icin
“Evaristo” adli oyunu yazdim. Nihal Koldas
tarafindan yoénetildi.

1989. “Kor Bulusma” adli film senaryosu ile; “Kultar
Bakanligl, En lyi 10 Senaryo Oduli.

1996. “Kiyamet Sulari” - “ismet Kiintay - Yilin En lyi
Oyun Yazar Oduly”

1996. “Kiyamet Sulari” - “Avni Dilligil. - Yilin En lyi
Oyun Yazar Odull”

1997. “Sokaga Cikma Yasagd!” - “Cevdet Kudret
Edebiyat Odula”

2006. “Eve DONUs"” - “Antalya Altin Portakal, Yilin En
iyi Yardimci Erkek Oyuncusu Odali”

2006. “Eve DONUS” - “Sadri Alisik, Yilin En lyi
Yardimci Erkek Oyuncusu Oduly”

2009. “Neon” ve “Promiyer” adli oyunlarimla;
“4. Oguz Atay Oduly”

2011 “Oluleri GémMUN" - “Afife Jale, Yilin En lyi
Yardimcl Erkek Oyuncusu Odulu”

2011. Hacettepe Univesitesi Devlet Konservatuva-
ri’'nin 75. Kurulus yili nedeniyle “Onur Projesi”
olarak, Tiyatro Anasanat Dali Baskanligi tarafindan
hazirlanan “75. yil Clneyt Gékcer Tiyatro Odulleri”
kapsaminda, “Yazarlik Ozel Oduli”

Sergilerim

2016. Ering Sanat Galerisi, Kisisel Sergi

2017. Ering Sanat Galerisi, “Cebecililer” Karma Sergi
2017. BiTiyatro, Kisisel Sergi

2020. Uluslararasi GumuslUk Sanat Festivali,
Kisisel Sergi



Eiograpty

1955. | was born in Ankara.

1973. | graduated from T.E.D Ankara College.

1974. | took a role in Yilmaz Guney’s film “Arkadas”.
In the same year, | started the Ankara State
Conservatory Theater Department.

1979. | graduated from the Conservatory.

| joined the staff of the Istanbul State Theater. | had
parts in many plays. | also acted in movies and TV
series.

Theaterrd | Whote

Kiyamet Sularinda (1994) [In the Waters of
Apocalypse]

Kizil Otesi Aydinlik (1996) [Infrared Luminious]
Sokaga Cikma Yasagi (1996) [The Curfew]
Erkekler Tuvaleti (1999) [The Men’s Restroom]
DUgun Sarkisi (2002) [The Wedding Song]

Ful Yapraklari (2002) [The Ful Leaves]

Ustat Harpagon'’ a Saygi ve Destek Gecesi (2004)
[Night of Respect and Support to Master
Harpagon]

Mitosmorfoz (2005) [The Mythosmorphosis]
Niobe (2006) [Niobe]

Neon (2007) [Neon]

Préomiyer (2008) [The Premiere]

Lydia’nin DUgunu (2008) [Lydia's Wedding]
Tuna'nin Korsanlari - Cocuk Oyunu (2008) [Pirates
of the Danube - Children’s Theatre]

YildonUmuU (2009) [The Anniversary]

Evaristo (2011) [Evaristo]

1996. My first play, “Kiyamet Sularinda” [In the
Waters of Apocalypse] was staged by Istanbul
State Theatre under the direction of Kenan Isik.
1997. My second play, “Sokaga Cikma Yasagi” [The
Curfew] was staged by Izmit Municipality Theatre
under the direction of CUneyt Caliskur.

1998. “Sokaga Cikma Yasagl” [The Curfew] was
staged by Istanbul City Theatre under the direction
of Arif Akkaya.

2005. “Ful Yapraklan” [Ful Leaves] was staged by
Istanbul State Theatre under the direction of
Turgay Kanturk.

2005. “Erkekler Tuvaleti” [The Men's Restroom]
was staged by the “Oyun Okulu” in izmir under the
direction of Assistant Professor Semih Celenk from
Dokuz Eylul University Theater Department.

2006. "Dugun SarkisI” [The Wedding Song], was
staged by Izmir State Theatre under the direction
of Isil Kasapoglu.

2010. “Promiyer” [The Premiere] was staged by
Konya State Theatre under the direction of Isil
Kasapoglu.

2010. “Sokaga Cikma Yasag!” [The Curfew] was
staged by Bakirkéy Municipality Theatre under the
direction of Emrah Eren.

20T1. “Ustat Harpagon' a Saygi ve Destek Gecesi”
[Night of Respect and Support to Master
Harpagon] was staged by Istanbul State Theatre
under the direction of Levend Oktem.

2012. | directed my play “Dugun Sarkisi” [The
Wedding Song] at Istanbul State Theatre.

2012. | directed my play “Kizil Otesi Aydinlik”
[Infrared Luminious].

2012. | wrote the “Evaristo” for Kumlbaraci50, 6Ustu
Yazar Project. It was directed by Nihal Koldas.

/i/y Rewands

1989. The script of the film “Kér Bulusma”, “Ministy
of Culture, Top Ten Scripts”

1996. “Kiyamet Sulari” - “ismet Kintay — Best
Playwright of the Year”

1996. “Kiyamet Sulari” - “Avni Dilligil. - Best
Playwright of the Year”

1997. “Sokaga Cikma Yasagdl” - “Cevdet Kudret
Literature Award”

2006. “Eve DoOnus” - “Antalya Golden Orange, Best
Supporting Actor of the Year”

2006. "Eve DonUs” - “Sadri Alisik, Best Supporting
Actor of the Year

2009. “Neon” and “Prémiyer”; “4. Oguz Atay Award”

20M1. “Oluleri Gomun” - “Afife Jale, Best Supporting
Actor of the Year

2011. Prepared as an “Honorary Project” for the 75.
Anniversary of the establishment of Hacettepe
University State Conservatory by the Theater
Department, | was given the “Special Author
Award" under the “Cuneyt Gokger Theater Awards”

My Extibitiond

2016. Ering Art Gallery, Solo Exhibition
2017. Ering Art Gallery, “Cebecililer” Group
Exhibition

2017. BiTiyatro, Solo Exhibition

2020. International GUmuslUk Art Festival,
Solo Exhibition
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Taksim Gigekgisi | Taksim Florist 70 cm x100 cm

Prova | Rehearsal 60 cm x 100 cm



Sor ve Profesor | Sir and Professor 60 cm x 80 cm

€ski Bir Taksim Sabahi | An Old Taksim Morning 70 cm x 100 cm



Taksim'de Bir Kis Giinii | A Winter Day in Taksim —m————————100cMx60cm

Kedi ve Sergeler | Cat and Sparrows —————————— 70cmx100cm




Diinya’nin Ayak Izleri | Footprints of the World

70 cm x100 cm

15
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Kulis Anilar | Backstage Memories

70 cm x100 cm



66

Yazdigim oyunun kulisi.

“Ustat Harpagon'a Saygi ve Destek Gecesi”,

26 Kasim, 2010.

Oyuncular gala icin hazirlik yapiyor.

Sevgili Ozden Ciftci, Umut Demirdelen ve Sahin CeliK'i
canlandirdiklari karakterlere uygun bicimde resmetmeye calistim.
Resmi bitirince de imzami aynanin onundeki menekselerin arasina
ilistirdigim kartvizite attim.

O menekseleri; o streci birlikte yasadigimiz, emeklerini esirgemeyen,
cogu ile bir dmurluk meslek hayatini ve paha bicilmez anilari
paylastigimiz arkadaslarima ve de Umut'umuzun ve perukacimiz
ilhan Erem’in cennetteki ruhlarina yolluyorum.

Backstage of the play | wrote.

“Night of Respect and Support to Master Harpagon”.
26 November 2010.

The actors are preparing for the gala.

| tried to portray beloved Ozden Ciftci, Umut Demirdelen and Sahin
Celik similar to the characters they played. When | finished the
picture, | put my signature on the business card | had attached
between the violets in front of the mirror.

| am dedicating these violets to my friends with whom we shared a
lifetime of professional life and invaluable memories, also to Umut
and our wigmaker llhan Erem who are in heaven now.



60 cm x100 cm

ayinda yapmisim. Yani tam bes yil 6nce. Ama pek iIsinamamistim
yaptigim resme. Eksik kalmisti sanki. Ya da tam olarak hayal ettigim
ortami yansitmiyordu. Oylesine karalanmis bir siir taslagi gibiydi.
“Yaptim artik, fazla Ustelemenin anlami yok” diye disunerek, resim
dolabima kaldirmis ve bir daha da hi¢ dokunmamis, hatta bakmamistim
bile. Gene de hep aklimdaydi. Gegen gun bir resim ararken carpti gézime.
“Gel bakalim buraya” dedim ve ¢ikardim, tam bes yildir istirahat ettigi
raftan...

Ve de yepyeni bir resme baslarmisgasina, gecelerce boyadim durdum.
Ta ki icime sinene kadar.

Artik seviyorum bu resmi )

‘ ‘ Bu hafta, daha 6nce yaptigim bir resimle ugrastim. 2016 yilinin mart

This week, | tackled a painting | have done before. | did it in March of
2016. That is, exactly five years ago. But | did not really warm up to the
painting that | had made. It felt incomplete. Or it did not exactly reflect
the environment | imagined. It was like a poem that was sketched
randomly.

Thinking, “I've finished it, there's no point in brooding over too much
now,” | put it in my painting closet and never touched it again, or even
looked at it. Still, it was always on my mind. The other day when | was
looking for a painting, it caught my eye.

| said, “Come here,” and | took it off the shelf where it had been resting
for the last five years.

And | stayed up for many nights painting it, as if | was starting a brand
new one.

Until | was satisfied.

| love this picture now :)



Yilbasi Sofrasi - 2 (Resmin Son Hali) | New Year's Table-2 (

Final Picture)

60 cm x100 cm
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Haller, Hayaller, Hayaliler | Conditions, Dreams, Imaginaries

Gosteri yapabilmek ve biraz para kazanip
ihtiyaclarini giderebilmek i¢in, bir umut,
Ramazan ayini bekleyen; iki kocamis, emektar,
go6lge oyunu ustasi. (Hayali)

Meslegin adi “Hayali” ama resim de hayali )

Hayali Kucuk Ali (Mehmet Muhittin Sevilen
1886-1974) Anilarindan:

“Bundan kirk yil 6ncesinde, yani Birinci

DUnya Harbi baslamadan énce istanbul'un
her semtinde birer hayal perdesi kurulurdu.
Ramazan’a dort gun kala herkes yerlerini
hazirlar, kis mevsimi ise kahvelerde ve
muntazam ¢adirlarda, yaz mevsimi ise hem
kahvelerde hem de bahcgelerde tertibat
alinirdi. Zaptiye Nezaretine birer dilekge verilir,
dilekgeler Polis MUdurlugune, oradan da Polis
Merkezine ve oradan da karakollara havale
edilir, tahkikat baslardi. Karag6z oynatmak
icin zaptiyenin ileri sUrdugu sartlar da soyle:

1) Oyun yerleri cami, tekke ve mekteplere en
az kirk metre uzakta olacaktir.

2) Bu yerleri tutanlar eshabi namustan olacak
ve hicbir sug ile mahkdm bulunmayacak.

3) Karagozcunun elinde vesikasi olacak.

Bu vesika Karagdzclye hukUmetce inceden
inceye tahkikat yapildiktan sonra verilirdi.
Fakat bununla is bitti mi bakalim?... Ne
gezerl... Bir dilekce de ait oldugu Belediye
Reisligine verilecek... Haydi oraya tasinirdik.
Orada da soyle tahkikat yapilirdi:

1) Karag6z oynatilan yer sihhate muzir midir?
2) Yangin oldugu zaman ka¢gmak icin iki kapisi
var midir?

3) Yangin sondurmek icin tertibat alinmis
midir?

Bu tahkikat da tamamlanip ruhsat tezkeresi
(yerine gdre 450, 300 veya 150 kurus
mukabilinde) alindiktan sonra Karagoz (yahut
o zamanki tabiriyle hayal) oynatmaya mezun
olurduk. Ama bUtun bu isler Ramazan’a on
gun kalincaya kadar arkasini kovalamak
suretiyle zor biterdi. Ha sunu unuttum,
Karagdz oynatmak icin aldigimiz izin
tezkeresine para verdikten sonra, DarUlace-
ze'ye da ayni miktarda bir sey 6derdik. Ama
bunu seve seve verirdik. Cunku bircok
“hayali“lerimiz, yani KaragozcUlerimiz gozlerini
Darulaceze'de kapamistir.”

Turk Folklor Arastirmalari Dergisi
No:140 Mart 1961



Two old, veteran, shadow play masters (Hayali)
waiting hopefully for the month of Ramadan
to be able to perform and earn some money
and to make ends meet.

The name of the profession is “Imaginary”
(Hayali), but the painting is also imaginary
(hayali) 2)

From the memoirs of Hayali Kicuk Ali
(Mehmet Mubhittin Sevilen 1886-1974):

“Forty years ago, before the First World War
began, a curtain of dreams had been set up
in every district of Istanbul. Four days before
Ramadan, everyone would prepare their plac-
es; if the Ramadan happened to be in winter,
arrangements were set in coffee houses and
neat tents, and in summer, they were set both
in cafes and gardens. A petition would be
submitted to the Zaptieh (Security) Ministry,
and the petitions would be transferred to the
Police Directorate, from there to the Police
Department and from there to the police
stations, and the investigation would have
begun. The conditions put forward by the
Zaptieh for playing Karag6z were as follows:
1) The stages shall be at least forty meters
away from mosques, tekkes and schools.

2) Those who hold these places shall be
honest people and not been convicted of any
crime.

3) Karagoz player shall obtain credentials.

60 cm x120cm

These credentials were given to Karagéz
player after a thorough investigation by the
government.

Do you think it is the end of it?... No, there is
morel... A petition should also be submitted to
the Municipality of the district where the play
would be shown... We would go there all
together. There, too, the following
investigation would be carried out:

1) Is the place where Karagdz will be played
sanitary?

2) Does it have two doors to escape if there is
afire?

3) Are fire extinguisher appliances prepared
and ready?

After this investigation was completed and
the license permit (equivalent to 450, 300

or 150 kurus, depending on the place) was
obtained, we would be ready to play Karagdz
(or hayal as it was called at that time). All this
work would hardly be finished with
arduously chasing after until ten days left for
Ramadan. Oh, | forgot to mention that after
we paid for and obtained the permit to play
Karago6z, we would pay the same amount

to the Darulaceze. But we would gladly give
that money away because many of our fellow
“imaginaries”, that is, our Karagdz players, had
passed away in the Darulaceze.”

Journal of Turkish Folklore Research

No: 140 March 1961
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Set Kafeteryada | At the Set Cafe

22

70 cm x100 cm



Resmi Yaparken | While Making the Painting

70 cm x100 cm
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€ski AKM Tarafi | Former AKM Side

Z1RA SAL

60cm x90cm

Siraselviler | Siraselviler Street



60 cm x100 cm

istiklal Caddesi | istiklal Street

60 cm x90cm
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Anneannem | My Grandmother ————————————————100cm x70 cm

30'lar, anneannem.

Nisan tdreni disinda hayati boyunca hi¢ bdyle giyinmemis. Zamani da
olmamis zaten. Once dksUz, sonra yetim kalmis. On dért yasindayken
kardeslerine annelik etmis. On alti yasinda gelin olmus. Mubadele sirasinda
aile buyuklerini kaybetmis. Dayisini yillar sonra Bogaz vapurunda tesadufen
bulmus. On sekiz yasindayken ilk kizini kucagina almis. Evlat acisi yasamis.
Kirkinda dul kalmis. Evlatlarini buyUtup kendini torunlarina adamis.

DUn kUgUk kizinin, yani annemizin dogum gunuydu. Allah annemizi
basimizdan eksik etmesin.

Anneannemize gelince; 6te alemde —varsa eger- ruhuna serpilen nurlar onu
en guzel haliyle yansitsin.

30s, my maternal grandmother.

She had never dressed like this in her life except for her engagement
ceremony. She did not have time to do so anyway. First, she lost her

mother, and then her father, as a child. She mothered her siblings when she
was fourteen years old. She became a bride at the age of sixteen. She lost her
grandparents during the population exchange. She found his uncle years later,
on the Bosphorus ferry, by chance. At the age of eighteen, she had her first
daughter. She lost a child. She was widowed in her forty. She raised her
children and devoted herself to her grandchildren.

Yesterday was the birthday of her little girl, our mother. May Allah give our
mother a long life.

As for our grandmother; may the heavenly lights sprinkled on her soul in the
other realm —if there is one-illuminate her in her most beautiful form.
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Piyanist Biiyiikanne ve Torun | Pianist Grandmother and Granddaughter

100 cm x70 cm

Aynada piyanist bUyUkanne, piyano basinda kuguk torun. Kim bunlar
diye sormayin, tanimiyorum. Benzerlerini biliyorum ama... Bu ise hepsinin
toplami bir duygu sadece.

In the mirror, there is the pianist grandmother, the little granddaughter
at the piano. Do not ask me who they are, | do not know them. But |
know similar ones... And this is just the sum of all these feelings.
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Kediler, Cigekler ve Raki Sisesi | Cats, Flowers and Raki Bottle

" o g

€ski TRT'de Yilbasi Kutlamasi | New Year's Celebration on Old TRT

60 cm x100 cm

70 cm x 100 cm



Teyzem | My Aunt 90 cmx70cm

Kocabeyoglu Pasajinda Kumasgi | Fabric Shop in Kocabeyoglu Passage 60 cm x 100 cm



Durakta | At the Stop 60 cm x 80 cm

Virasli Yaz | Virus Summer 70 cm x 100 cm

30



Virislii Yaz | Summer with Virus 70 cm x 100 cm

i W20 00533333
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Benzerler Festivali | Similars Festival 60 cm x 100 cm

ikinci Zil | Second Ring 70 cm x100 cm
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Giimiisliik’e Bakis | Overview of Gumuslik

“ Bu resmi 6gleye dogru bitirdim. Duygu-
larimi da soyle dile getirdim resim bitikten sonra:
“80'li ve 90’1 yillar boyunca, sahilde oturup atil
haline bakarak, ‘GUmusluk’'un icine ediyorlar’ diye
hayiflandigim beton yigininin tepesinde oturu-
yorum su an. Tuhaf bir ¢eliski gibi gérunse de;
ormanlari katlederek rant pesinde kosanlar gibi
olmayan, hayatlari boyunca galisarak biriktirdik-
leri Ug bes kurusla deniz gdren bir ev edinme ha-
yalleri kuran, bu ugurda mahkeme kapilarinda yil-
larca karar bekleyen, sirtlarinda ¢cimento tasiyan,
emeklilik caginda gunesin alninda harg karistiran,
bir kismi neticeyi gbremeden gogup giden saf ve
temiz insanlara duydugum saygidan ve de

70 cm x100 cm

Ozdemir Asaf’in sdylemiyle, ‘butun renklerin ayni
hizla kirlendigi’ bir dinyada, henUz tam olarak
doga ile butunlesememis olsa bile, bazi renklerin,
goruntulerin temiz kaldigini disundugumden
olsa gerek, icim de huzursuz degdil pek.”

Sonra uykuya daldim bir iki saatligine.
Komsumun telefonuyla uyandim. “Yangini
gordin mu?” diye soruyordu. Telasla balkona
kostum ve Derekoy tarafindan gékyuzuine
yUkselen dumanlari gordum. Simdi ayni
balkonda, icim huzursuz, dumanlara bakiyor,
rizgarin bir an 6nce dinmesi icin dua ediyorum.
Yollar kesilmis. Elimden baska bir sey gelmiyor.

| finished this painting by noon. After the

picture was finished, | also expressed my feelings
as follows:

“Now | am living on top of the concrete pile
which | deplored, saying ‘They are screwing up
GUmusluk, during 80s and 90s while | sat at the
beach and looked at its unexploited state. Al-
though it may seem like a strange contradiction;
| do not feel anxious really, because of the respect
| have for those who are not like the ones that
pursue to ruin forests for financial gain, who have
saved a little sum of money by working through-
out their lives for the dream of having a home
with a sea view and for this cause who wait in

the court for many years for a verdict, who at the
age of retirement carry cement on their backs

and mix mortar under the sun, and knowing that
some of them died before seeing the result; and
also thinking that -using Ozdemir Asaf’s
expression- in a world in which ‘all colors taint at
the same speed’ some colors, some sights
remain to be clean even if they are not yet in
harmony with the nature.”

Then | fell asleep for an hour or two. | woke up to
my neighbor’s calling. “Have you seen the fire?”
he was asking. | rushed to the balcony and saw
the fumes rising to the sky from Derekoy direc-
tion. Now | am sitting on the same balcony,
anxious, looking at the fumes, praying that the
wind will stop in no time. The roads are cut off. |
have no other choice but to wait.



Hep Ayni - 6 Mayis 1972 Aksami | All the Same - on the Evening of 6 May 1972~ 70cm x100 cm

Bir 6 Mayis aksami... Cogunluk icin siradan bir gun. Televizyonda
reklamlar. Rafta cep fotoromanlari, sinema dergileri.. Kbmur tenekesinde,
g0z gezdirilmis ve yakilmak Uzere oraya birakilmis gunlik gazete.
Manset: “idam Edildiler!”

Ama kimsenin aldirdidi yok bu idamlara. Herkes kendi aleminde.

The evening of May 6th... It is an ordinary day for the majority.
Commercials on the TV. Pocket photo novels, cinema magazines are on
the shelf.. A daily newspaper in the coal can, browsed and left there for
burning.

The headline: “They were executed!”

But no one cares about these executions. Everyone is in their own world.
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BlOFf - 1| Bluff-1

100cm x70 cm



BLOF

(Kisa Oyun)

Yer, bir otel odasi. Ortada televizyon sehpasindan
bozma bir poker masasli. Masanin Ustunde korni-
sinden ¢ikartilmis oda perdesi, Uzerinde sikis tepis
iskambil kagitlari, paralar, kadehler, cerezlikler...
Bir otel musterisi, davudi sesli bir zat (Nur Bey) ve
kendi gibi oyuncu olan iki arkadasi poker oynamakta,
digerleri izlemekte. Zaten otel musterisi

disindaki takriben on kisinin cogu oyuncudur.
Davudi sesli zatin umulmadik bir anda, buyuk bir
ciddiyetle ettigi umulmadik bir laf ve akabindeki
kahkahalar disinda genelde sessiz bir ortam.
Kagitlar dagitilmis, oyuncular ellerine bakmakta.
Otel MUsterisi — Rest.

(Sessizlik)

Nur Bey — (Dusunceli) Eeee...

(Sessizlik)

Nur Bey - Kag kart almistin yavrucugum?

Otel MUsterisi — Tek.

Nur Bey — (Dusunceli) HiImmm...

(Sessizlik)

Nur Bey - Mohh!

Otel Musterisi — Pardon?

Nur Bey — Yok bi sey yavrum. Ukalalik etme. Bekle.
(Kikirdamalar. Sessizlik)

Nur Bey - (Elindeki iskambil kagitlarini masaya atar-
casina birakarak) Pas.

(Otel muUsterisi ortadaki paralari dnune ¢eker.)

Nur Bey — Ulan Ug¢ papazim vardi, gérmedim restini.
Eger blof yaptiysan... Helaaal olsun sana, hayvan
herifl

1979 yili sonlari. Ankara'da, turnedeyiz. Stad Otel'de
kaliyoruz. Yeni Sahne'de oyunumuzu oynamis, otele
dénmusUz. Ertesi gun repo. Lobide oturuyoruz ekip
halinde.

Nur Bey kasiniyor hafiften. Poker oynamasi lazim.
iki goNullG var ekipte ama kare tamamlanamiyor
bir turld. Kime dérduncl olmayi teklif ettiyse hep
olumsuz cevap aliyor. ismail bir yemege davetli.
Otelde olsaydi oynardi. Ama bu aksam hayat arka-
dasi ile tanistirilacak. Tabii henuz bilmiyor bunu.
Haluk Agabey ve esi de yok otelde. Haluk Agabey,
oglu Cem’in nisan kosusturmasina eslik ediyor.
Gergi dmru ¢cok uzun olmayacak bu nisanin ama
tabii henlz bilmiyorlar bunu. “Bir &mur” vaatleriyle
takilacak olan yuzukler bir yila varmadan ¢ikartila-
cak. Oysa az dinlememistik Cem'den iki gun sonra
nisanlanacagi kizi. Okuldaki sirasina bile kazimisti
ikisinin ismini, Cem’in isminin bitimindeki ve Meli-
ke'nin isminin ilk harfi olan “M"yi ortak harf olarak
kullanarak. CeMelike. Hepimiz davetliyiz iki gece
sonraki nisana.

Nur Bey caresiz, ne yapacagini dusunerek lobide
volta atarken, kése koltuklardan birinde tek basi-
na oturan gencgten bir otel musterisi ile goz goze
geliyor.

“Tebrik ederim Nur Bey” diyor adam. “Aksam
oyununuzu izledim, ¢cok etkilendim.”

Nur Bey'in gozleri parliyor ansizin. “Galiba buldum
dordUnclyu” diye geciriyor icinden ve hemen ¢6-
kUyor adamin karsisindaki bos koltuga. Once biraz

muhabbet, nasiliz, nasil gidiyor, nereliyiz falan...
Sonra acikliyor niyetini.

“Poker oynayacadiz. Bize dordlncu olur musun
geng adam?”

“Cok isterdim Nur Bey. Ama sabah erkenden
otobUsum kalkiyor. istanbul'a dénecedim. Ogleden
sonra da toplantim var. Yola cikmadan birkag saat
uyusam iyi olur.”

“Olmaz yavrum!” diyor Nur Bey. “Oynayalim, kafan
dagilsin, otobUste uyursun.”

“Fazla para da kalmadi yanimda. Onun igin
otobusle dontyorum.”

“Para dnemli degil yavrucugum. Oldugu kadar.
Bitince kalkarsin. Belki de kazanir, cebinde

parayla gidersin memleketine. MUhim olan mu-
habbet olsun.”

Adam ne kadar itiraz etse de ise yaramiyor.
AgJzindan giriyor burnundan ¢ikiyor Nur Bey ve
neticede razi ediyor.

Yedinci kattaki Nur Bey'in muUstakil odasina ¢ikiliyor
ve kare kuruluyor.

Bizler, yani ekibin diger elemanlari, iki
arkadasimizin esleri, “Kral” yataginin kenarlarina
iliserek, elimizde kadehlerimiz, ilgiyle izlemeye
basliyoruz poker partisini.

Adam sans kUpu mubarek. Durmadan kazaniyor.
Bizimkilerin butun parasini aliyor bir saat icinde.
“Bitirelim artik” diyerek kalkmaya yelteniyor birkag
kez, ama Nur Bey birakmiyor bir turlu.

“Asabimi bozma, otur yerine! Daha yeni basladik!”
Nur Bey, once biz ¢caylaklarin cebindeki harcirahlari
“bor¢” olarak aliyor. Onlar da tukenince kendi
cebinde ne varsa cikartip kav olarak koyuyor masaya.
“Bu kibrit kutusu 150 lira.” “Bu anahtarlik 500 lira.”
“Bu tukenmez kalem 1000 lira..."

Onlari da kazaniyor adam. Ayip olmasin diye de
arada oda servisinden hepimize bir seyler ismarliyor.
GUn isiyor, otobUs saati yaklasiyor ama umrunda
degdil artik adamin. Bir ara masadan kalkarak otel
gorevlisini ariyor ve kendine 6gleden sonrasi icin
istanbul ucaginda yer ayirtiyor.

Ucak saati yaklasana kadar surUyor oyun.

“Bu kurdan 1500 lira.” “Bu kadeh 2000 lira.” “Bu
leblebi 5000 lira...”

Ve bizler; ucak biletini alip, cebine de butun turne
paramizi harclik olarak koyarak, UstUne Ustluk bir
de borglanarak yolcu ediyoruz, adini bile
bilmedigimiz bir otel musterisini.

Gene de kibar adammis. Vedalasirken kalan
borclari helal ediyor.

Yakin zamana kadar aklimiza geldikge yad ederdik.
“Ulan kimdi o herif, in miydi cin miydi, birkag
saatligine girdi hayatimiza, hepimizi salladi sonra
da uzadi gitti”

Olayin gectigi donemde Nur Bey'in sakallari ve

o aydinlik basinin iki yanindaki saclari simsiyah-

tI. Ama tuvale daha sonraki hali yansidi. Olsun.
Donem dnemli degil ki artik... Butun tuketilmis
zaman dilimleri, birlikte yasananlar, anlatilanlar,
yakistirilanlar, mal edilenler, canlandirmalar, taklit-
ler... Hepsi ayni efsaneye dahil. Hayalimizde butun
suretleriyle belirebilen, suretsiz, yassiz, zamansiz, €si
benzeri bulunmaz bir efsaneye... English at 37.



BLUFF

(Short Play)

The setting is a hotel room. In the middle there is a
poker table that is a repurposed television table. A
curtain removed from its cornice was placed on the
table. It is crowded with a deck of cards, coins, glasses,
shacks...

A hotel customer, someone with a bass voice (Mr. Nur)
and two friends who are actors like him are playing
poker and the others are watching. Most of the ten
people at the room, other than the hotel customer,
are actors. It is mostly a quiet environment, except

for an unexpected word uttered by the person with

a bass voice in an unexpected moment with great
seriousness, and the laughter that followed. Cards are
dealt, players are looking at their hands.

Hotel Customer — Rest.

(Silence)

Mr. Nur - (Thoughtful) Well...

(Silence)

Mr. Nur - How many cards did you get, my child?
Hotel Customer — One.

Nur Bey - (Thoughtful) HImmm...

(Silence)

Nur Bey - Mohh!

Hotel Customer — Excuse me?

Nur Bey - It's nothing, my child. Don’t be smartass.
Hang on.

(Chuckles. Silence)

Nur Bey - (Laying the cards on the table as if throwing
them) Pass.

(The hotel customer draws the money in front of him.)
Nur Bey - | had three kings, | didn't see your all in. If
you bluffed... . Well done! You brute!

Late 1979. We are on the tour in Ankara. We are
staying at the Stad Hotel. We performed our play in
the Yeni Sahne and returned to the hotel. The next
day is repo. We sit in the lobby as a team.

Mr. Nur is fidgeting. He must play poker. There are
two volunteers in the team, but the square cannot be
completed. Whoever he offers to be the fourth gives a
negative response. Ismail is an invitee to a dinner. If he
was in the hotel he would have played. But tonight,
he will be introduced to his lifelong partner. Of course,
he does not know this yet. Brother Haluk and his wife
are not in the hotel too. Brother Haluk is helping his
son Cem with the preparations of his engagement.
Although the lenght of this engagement will not

be very long, of course they do not know it yet. The
rings, which would be worn with the promises of “to

a lifetime”, will be removed before the end of a year.
However, we listened a lot about the girl to whom he
would be engaged two days later. He even engraved
their names on his school desk, using “M", the first
letter of Melike's name at the end of Cem’s name, as

a common letter. “CeMelike.” We are all invited to the
engagement two nights later.

While Mr. Nur is desperate and pacing up and down
the lobby thinking about what to do, he catches the
eye of a young hotel customer sitting alone in one of
the corner seats.

“Congratulations Mr. Nur,” says the man. “I watched
your play in the evening, | was very impressed.”
Suddenly, Mr. Nur's eyes begin to shine: “l think I've

found the fourth,” he thinks and immediately resides
into the empty seat in front of the man. First, a little
chit-chat, how we are, how things are, where we are
from, and so on so forth... Then he explains his
intentions.

“We're going to play poker. Would you be the fourth,
young man?”

“I would love to, Mr. Nur. But my bus leaves early in
the morning. | will return to Istanbul. | also have a
meeting in the afternoon. I'd better sleep a few hours
before | leave.”

“No way, my boy!” says Mr. Nur. “Let’s play and get
distracted, you'll sleep on the bus.”

“I don't have much money left. That's why I'm retur-
ning by bus.”

“Money doesn't matter, my dear. Whatever you have
is fine. When it's finished, you can leave. Maybe you
will win and go home with a little bit of money in your
pocket. It's for the sake of companionship anyway.”
No matter how much the man objects, it does not
work. Mr. Nur twists his arm and finally persuades
him.

We go to Mr. Nur's single room and establish the
square.

We, the other members of the team, the wives of the
couple of our friends, perch to the edges of the “King”
size bed, with glasses in our hands, and start to watch
the poker party with interest.

Man is full of luck! He is winning non-stop. He has all
the money of our friends in an hour.

He tries to leave a few times by saying “Let’s finish it
now”, but Mr. Nur would not let him.

“Don't make me angry, sit down! We've just begun!”
Mr. Nur first takes the pocket money of us rookies as
“debts". When he spends it all, he takes out whatever
is in his pockets and puts it on the table as money.
“This matchbox is 150 liras.” “This keychain is 500 liras.”
“This ballpoint pen is 1000 liras”...

The man wins them too. To not to affront us, he orders
something for all of us from room service in between.
The sun rises, the bus time approaches, but he does
not care anymore. At one point, he gets up from the
table, calls the hotel attendant and books himself a
plane ticket on the Istanbul flight for the afternoon.
The game lasts until the flight time approaches.

“This toothpick is 1500 liras.” “This glass is 2000 liras.”
“This leblebi is 5000 liras"...

And we, we say goodbye to a hotel customer whose
name we do not even know, we buy a plane ticket for
him, put all our tour money in his pocket as an al-
lowance, and on top of that, become indebted to.
Still, he must have been a kind man. While saying go-
odbye, he says he is giving up the remaining debts.
Until recently, we talked about him from time to time
when we think of him. “Who was that guy, was he a
genie, he came into our lives for a few hours, shook us
all and then disappeared.”

At the time of the incident, Mr. Nur's beard and hair
on either side of his luminous head were pitch black.
But his older version was reflected on the canvas. It
happens. Time doesn't matter anymore... All the peri-
ods of time we consumed, what happened together,
what was told, what was ascribed, what was approp-
riated, what was portrayed, what was imitated... They
all belong to the same legend. To a legend that may
appear in our imagination in all its forms, which is
faceless, ageless, timeless, unique...



Blof - 2 | Bluff-2

100cm x70 cm
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Yesilcam’da Hayali Bir Set | An Imaginary Set in Yesilcam 60 cm x100 cm

Ankara’ya Giderken | On the way to Ankara 70 cm x100 cm



Oyun Sonrasi Kayinti | Post-Game Meal 60 cm x120 cm

Dolunay ve Giimiisliik €arsisi | Full Moon and Gumusluk Bazaar 60 cm x100 cm
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Eski Gecelerden Bir Gece | A Night from the Old Nights
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Giivertede Riizgar | Wind on the Deck

70 cm x 100 cm
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Hayat Akarken | Life as It Flows

Bodrum’da Bayram Tatili | Holiday in Bodrum

60 cm x120 cm

70 cm x100 cm
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Yolluk - Tek buzlu | Carry out - Single frosted 60 cm x 100 cm
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Cek yavrucugum Taksim’e!

KUtUr sarayina bakalim tepeden...

Ruh bakisi.

Harcanmis gunlerimizi gozden gecirelim...

Son bir kez.

Kemal Agabey prova yapiyor Oda Tiyatrosunda. Bir merhaba diyelim ona da, sevinir...
Hanimefendiler girisin orada, az sonra gelecek olan turne otobUsunu bekliyorlar. “Gule gule
gidin kUcuk hanim! Alkisiniz bol olsun!”

Cocuklarim da Park Café'ye takilmis gene.

“Yavas ic yavrum. Uzme beni!”

Necmi Agabey pasaja dogru yUrUyor, Kenan Bey'le birlikte. Odlen kacamagi.

Ankara'ya da ugrayacagiz unutma. Klcuk Esat'a. Benim ¢ati katina. Merdivenlere bakalim
bir, gullerim duruyor mu...

Sonra da kadeh kaldiralim anilara; Arap Cetin'e, Savas'a, Nuri Agabeye, Haluk'a, Zekai'ye,
Orhan Tetikcan'a, Orhan Kuraner'e, Sadrettin Kili¢'a, S6nmez Atasoy'a, Numan Tala'ya, Turgut
Savas'a, Alev Sezer'e...

Hepsine.

Oradan da devam ederiz yola... O belirsiz yere...

Belki nur olup dostlara karisiriz,

Olmadi s6z olur efsanelere...

Anlayacagin, her halUkarda bir sUre daha buralardayiz.

Muhabbet bitmedi ki henuz...

TribUlansa girme yavrucugum! Kepazeligin alemi yok! Sana Bagdat halisi dedik gittin kilim
getirdin! Utanmasan makine halisiyla uguracaksin Nur Agabeyini, hayvan herif!

Hadi bakalim... lyi geceler...



Yukarida yazdiklarim resmi yaparken hissettiklerimdi. Sonradan paylasip paylasmama
konusunda tereddute dUstum. Acaba gidenin ardindan bunlari yazmak laubalilik mi olur,
diye dusundum. Bilirsiniz laubaliligi hi¢c sevmezdi rahmetli. Ama ben onu ruhumu acitan
duygularla degil de hayatimiza kattiklariyla, nukteleriyle, tebessimle anmak istiyorum.
Affiniza siginarak ve samimiyetinize gUvenerek sadece bu sayfaya koyuyorum.

Bir sanatci icin meslege atilandan ¢ok daha degerlidir gdnullere kazinan imza.

Ve herkes beceremez bunu. iste bu nedenle Nur Bey paha bicilemez, benim icin.

Cengiz Korucu; “Cenazesine yetisirken, buzdolabinin fisini ¢ekip icindekileri bosalttigimda
son gelisinde bitiremedigimiz Altinbas rakisiyla goz gdze geldik.

‘Bu nolucak’ diye sordugumda ‘Sakla bir dahaki sefere iceriz. demisti. Artik o rakiyl ne yazik
ki icemeyecegiz.

Ama yarim kalan yetmislik Altinbas'i sana getirmeyi dusunuyorum. Nur Bey'in bu resminin
altinda kadehiyle birlikte durursa cok daha hos olur. S6zUm s&z arkadasim. Kim bilir, rakisi
biterse sana ugrar ucan halisiyla ve takviye yaparken ‘Noluyor buralarda Civan bey?’ diye
sorar belki de.”

Eee, yolculuk suruyor arkadasim. Dostluk ve sevgiyle kal.

Take me to Taksim!

Let's gaze down at the Kultdr Sarayi from atop...

Heavenly gaze.

Let's sift through our days spent...

One last time.

Brother Kemal rehearses in the Oda Theater. Let's say hello to him, too, he would be happy...

The ladies are standing at the entrance, waiting for the tour bus that will arrive soon. “Goodbye,
little lady! Have plenty of applause!”

My children are also stuck in the Park Café.

“Drink slowly, my dear, don't upset me!”

Brother Necmi walks towards the passage, together with Mr. Kenan. Lunch getaway.

Don't forget that we will stop by Ankara. To Kuguk Esat. To my rooftop flat. Let's look at the stairs
and see if my roses are still there...

Then let's raise a toast to the memories; to Arap Cetin, Savas, Brother Nuri, Haluk, Zekai, Orhan
Tetikcan, Orhan Kuraner, Sadrettin Kili¢, Sonmez Atasoy, Numan Tala, Turgut Savas, Alev Sezer...
To all of them.

From there, we will continue our way... To that mystery place...

Maybe we will become heavenly lights and mingle with friends,

Or we could be words to the legends...

You see, we will be around here for a while anyway.

The conversation is not over yet...

Don't get into the tribulation, my dear! There's no room for arrogance! We asked for a Baghdad
carpet, and you brought a rug! You would even dare to fly your Brother Nur with a machine woven
carpet, you animal!

Off we go... Good night...

What was written above was my feelings while making the painting. Afterwards, | hesitated about
whether to share it or not. | wondered if it would be foolish to write these things after the deceased.
You know, the deceased did not like sillyness at all. But | want to remember him not with the
feelings that hurt my soul, but with the things he added to our lives, his jokes, smiling.

| place this piece on this page, taking refuge in your forgiveness and trusting in your sincerity.

For an artist, the signature engraved on the heart is much more valuable than the one that is
thrown into the profession.

And not everyone can do it. That is why Mr. Nur was precious to me.

Cengiz Korucu said: “Leaving for his funeral, | unplugged the refrigerator and emptied inside, then |
saw Altinbas raki, which we could not finish the last time he came.

When | had asked, ‘What are we going to do with it?’ he said, ‘Save it, we'll drink it the next time |
visit. Unfortunately, we will not be able to drink that raki anymore.

But | am thinking of bringing you the unfinished bottle of Altinbas. How nice it would be if it stood
under your painting of Mr. Nur with a glass next to it. You have my word, my friend. Who knows, if
he runs out of raki, he will stop by your place with his flying carpet and maybe he will ask ‘What's
going on here, Mr. Civan?’ while fulling the glasses.”

Well, the journey continues, my friend.

Stay with friendship and love.
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70 cm x110 cm

Mete Yalein'in Evi | Mete Yalgin's House

Mete Yalcin'in Evinde Nur Bey'den Hayat Dersleri
Bu resmi yaparken cok tereddut ettim, acaba Yalgin
Agabey kizar mi bana diye.

Bu yaziyi yazarken de dyle. Hiddetlenir, sdylemedi-
gini birakmaz diye korka korka yaziyorum. Belki de
cok hosuna gider, kahkahalara bodulurdu. Oyle ya,
hi¢ belli olmazdi rahmetlinin sadi solu; ne zaman
kizacagl, neye gulecegi...

Mete Yalcin Agabeyimiz. Bilmeyenler bosuna
aramasin, arama motorlarinda falan bulamazlar.
Sagliginda yakin cevresi disinda pek taninmazdi.
Opera korosundaydi ama ben onu hi¢ sahnede ya
da bir arya sdylerken gormedim. Agabeyi Necdet,
Unlu bir opera sanatgisiymis. Geng yasta losemiden
vefat etmis. Bizler yetisemedik ona. Anlatirlardi.
Mete Yalcin Agabey ise taninmazdi ama dikkat
cekerdi. Sadece iri cUssesiyle degil. Mesela, sigara
yanigini kapatmak icin gomlek cebinin yerini
degistirdiginden, cebi gbbeginde sari bir gdmlekle
dolasirdi. Ya da ayni sari gomlege kirmizi bir papyon
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takip bir galaya giderdi, elinde oyuncak robot
seklinde bir pilli radyoyla, nedense...

Bazen de dyle yatardi. Oldugu gibi. Cok
gormusumdur papyonla uyanip odasindan ¢ikisini.
“Ne diyorduk” diyerek muhabbete devam edisini.
Karli bir kis gunu, Bodrum sandaletleriyle gelebilirdi
mesela, opera provasina.

Cebeci'de okumustu. “Yedigim her lokmada
babanin hakki var” der, beni ayri tutar, ayri severdi.
Gene de, bir lafa alinip durduk yere evinden
kovmuslugu vardir, gecenin bir yarisi. Sonra da,
ertesi sabah, AKM koridorunda boynuma sarilip

bir gece 6nce hicbir sey yasanmamis gibi sakalar
yapist... Bir keresinde de, rahmetli Macit Flordun
agabeyimizin yer yoklugundan emaneten biraktigi
esyalarin arasinda buldugum bleyzer ceketi, haber
vermeden giyip film ¢ekimine gittigim icin
kovulmustum.“Onlar bana emanet. Ne hakla haber
vermeden giyersin!”

“Kizmaz ki Macit Agabey. Getirdim iste.”



“Hadi canim. Anca gidersin.”

Sdylene sdylene ceketi alip koymustu beni kapinin
6nune.

AKM'nin 6ndnde gérmustim bir gun... Giristeki
uzun, metal borularin bulundugu cimenlige
uzanmis, elinde sigarasi, gulerek tutturuyor, kulunu
de borunun dibine silkiyordu. Bakislarimiz kesisince
de soyle demisti:

“Tabla istedim, dUnyanin en uzun kul tablasini
getirdiler.”

“Absurt"dl rahmetli. Pek taninmazdi dogru. Ama

o herkesi tanir, camiada olup biten her seyden
haberdar olurdu. Girgindi. Sakacl, cana yakin, zeki,
sayglliydi. Dost canlisiydi. Uysaldi. Ama tersi kdtUydu.
Kendine ya da bir baskasina yapilan bir haksizlik
karsisinda dyle hiddetlenir, dylesine 6fkelenirdi ki,
cevresindekiler aninda toz olurdu.

Yesilkoy, Cinar Otel'de, alkolun basrolde oldugu bir
gece, arkadaslariyla dalasan futbolcularin arasina
dalarak butun takimi hacamat ettigi rivayet edilirdi.
Yedekler dahil. Bazen de sebepsiz 6fkelenirdi. Ya da
biz anlayamazdik sebebini. Gérmezden gelir,
yolumuzu degistirirdik.

Nur Bey'i okuldan beri tanir, pek bir severdi.

Zaten ilk tanismamiz Nur Bey vasitasi ile olmustu.
Kulise gelmisti Mete Yal¢in Agabey, oyun sonrasi,
tebrik etmek icin, bizler Oda Tiyatrosunda
“Antigone” oynarken, 1979 yilinda...

“Yavrucugum nereye gotlreceksin bizi?” diye
sormustu Nur Bey.

“Emrine amadeyim Nur'cum. Nereye istersen.” diye
cevap vermisti.

Ve bir taksiye atlamis, Sariyer'in yolunu tutmustuk;
Nur Bey, Metin, Ahmet, ben ve Mete Yalcin. Once
yegenlerinin davetlisi olarak sahil lokantalarindan
birinde mukellef bir aksam yemegi, levrek firin,
limitsiz raki ve envai ¢esit meze esliginde, sonra
gene yegenlere ait cumbali bir evin salonunda, yer
sofrasinda cay ve muhabbet, sabaha kadar...
Kurtlar Vadisi'nden bir sahne gibiydi ortam.
Varlikhydi aile. Karadenizliydiler. OtobuUs sirketleri
bile vardi. Ve buyuk dayi Mete, ailenin en
sayglideger Uyesiydi.

Ahmet arkadasimiz, yani en duzenli ve tertipli
arkadasimiz, baligini afiyetle yiyip, gittigimiz
cumbali evde bir kdoseye uzanmis, sabah, bizler
evden ayrilirken uyanmisti, gunluk ritmini hi¢
bozmadan. Bizlerse dort bes sise rakiyl devirmistik
o uyurken. Ben, birka¢ dubleden sonra sizmistim
bir ara. Ayilldigimda, ben sizarken basladigi cUmleyi
hala surdurlyordu Mete Yalgin Agabey:

“..adaclar, kuslar... insan... sanat... dyle ulvi bir sey ki...
kelebekler mesela... cik cik 6ten bildircinlar...
hepimiz... bir sanat yuvasi... Oyle degdil mi Nur?”

“Ne diyorsun yavrucugum?”

“Sanat diyorum Nur. Sevgi... Agag... Kus..."

“Kes cocugum! Verdigin anahtar kelimeleri tek bir
cUmlede anlamlandirip cevap verecek durumda
degdilim su an.”

Gulusmeler...

O anlattikga, Nur Bey “Ne anlatiyorsun yavrum”
diyerek kesiyordu. Sova dénmustu is.

En cok da yegenler gulUyordu. Anlamislardi Nur
Bey'le dayinin aralarindaki hukuku. Kimse kimseyle
dalga falan ge¢cmiyor, kimse masanin mezesi
olmuyordu. Egleniyorlardi sadece.

Mete Caddesi, Mete Palas Apartmaninin Zemin
katinda otururdu Mete Agabey. Her sabah Akm'ye
gelmeden 6nce, Pamukkale Turizm'in yazihanesine
ugrar, bilet satan tembihli gorevliden gunluk
harchigini alirdi. Oyle fazla bir meblag degil. GUnu
gecirecek kadar. Onu da bitirirdi zaten aksam
olmadan. Sonra tekrar Park Kafe'ye, borca icmeye,
yemek yemeye giderdi. Ya da evine. Yalnizdi Mete
Yalgin. Bizlerden de yalnizdi. Bir de bu evi tutmus-
tu iste aile. Salon girisinde bir Amerikan bar vardi.
Sadece goruntu olsun diye. Sanirim dekor ambarin-
dan, eski parcalarin arasindan alinmisti. Duvarlarda
ise, gene Opera arsivinden alinmis afisler, 8Imus
sanatgilarin portreleri falan... Bir de kanepe, iki
koltuk ve tabureler. Evinde kaldigimiz geceler, Gg¢
paket makarnayi kocaman, kalaysiz bir tencerede
haslar, suyunu dékmeden salcay! UstUune boca eder,
koyardi 6nUmuze. Sonra da sabaha kadar kendi
bitirirdi hepsini. Ben, eger kalacak yerim yoksa,
Amerikan barin kosesindeki silteye kivrilirdim.
Rahmetli Ferit Akin Agabeyimiz de gelirdi kalmaya,
evden kagip ickiye basladigi zamanlar. Gecenin bir
varisi kalkip icki almaya gitmesin diye, 6lmus ne
kadar sanatgl varsa, Ferit Agabeyin yattigi
kanepenin etrafina dizerdi Yalgcin Agabey. Kapi
girisine de bir kurukafa biblosu koyardi. Ferit
AJgabey korkudan kipirdayamazdi yattigi yerden.
Ankara gunlerinde, Sakarya Caddesine gittiklerini
anlatmisti Ferit Agabey. Balikcilardan sanayi

buzlari alip kaldiklari evin salonuna yigmislar. Sonra
da buzlarin Ustune cilingir sofrasi kurmuslar. Ne o,
canlar Kuzey Kutbunda icki icmek istemis.

90’'larin basinda ortadan kayboldu bir ara. Meger
Amerika'ya gitmis, karaciger nakli icin. DdnuUste
oldukga zayiflamis ve cékmuUstu. ickiye de

birakmisti caresiz, o ara.
sH¢ ' Devami 38'de...



Borsa Lokantasinda karsilasmistik dénusunde.
“Sifir kilometre Kizilderili karacigeri taktirdim”
demisti gulerek.

Elinde kurcaladigi, o zamanlar pek revacta olan
dijital telefon rehberini uzatmisti, “Sunu bir
codzsene” diyerek. “icindekiler nasil siliniyor géster
bana.”

“Nerden c¢ikti bu?”

“Yanimda yatan hasta hediye etti, 6lmeden 6nce.”
Dedim ya yalnizdi. Cok yalnizdi. icindeki boslugu
dolduracak bir ugrasi da yoktu. Butun birikimi
yarim kalmis, anlamini arayan cumleler ve saf bir
yurek. Yetmedi tabii.

Cok gegmeden yeniden basladi igkiye.

Ve o Kizilderili karacigeri de eridi, gitti.

Sonra da 6lum haberi geldi.

Belki dise dokunur bir performansi yoktu.
Taniyanlar bile gug¢lukle hatirliyordur. Ama bir renkti
0, biz yakindan taniyip bilenlerin hayatinda. Nevi
sahsina munhasir bir dostumuzdu. Simdi ¢ok
uzaklarda kalan bir dénemin, arada bir sahneye
girip ¢cikan yan kisilerinden biriydi.

Belki o olmasa da sUrUp giderdi oyun. Ama eksik
kalirdi.

Ne olur kizma Yalcin Adabey. insan dénustigunde
gecmise tebessum ederek bakiyor. Sen de melege
donustugune gore mesele yok sanirim.

Mekanin cennet olsun Yalgin Agabey...

Mekanin cennet olsun Nur Bey.

Life Lessons from Mr. Nur in Mete Yalgin's House

| was very hesitant when | was making this paint-
ing, | wonder if my Brother Yalcin would be angry
with me.

| feel the same thing about writing this piece. | am
writing in fear in case he would get angry and let
fly at me. Maybe he would like it so much that he
would burst into laughter. Well, the deceased had
always been tempramental, one would never know
when he would be angry, what would he laugh at...
Our brother Mete Yalgin. Those who do not know
him should not search for him on the internet in
vain, they cannot find him in the search engines.
He was hardly known outside of his close circle. He
was a member of the opera choir, but | have nev-
er seen him onstage or singing an aria. His older
brother Necdet was a famous opera singer, he died
of leukemia at a young age. We were too young to
know him, but people would talk about him.
Brother Mete Yalgin was not famous, but he was an
eye catcher. Not just for his big body. For example,
he would wear a yellow shirt that he moved his
shirt pocket to navel area to cover a cigarette burn
or he would wear the same yellow shirt with a red
bowtie and go to a gala with a battery radio of the

shape of a toy robot, for whatever the reason...
Sometimes he would just lie there. With the same
clothes. | must have seen him waking up with a
bow tie and leaving his room countless times.
Continuing the conversation by saying “What were
we talking about”...

On a snowy winter day, he could come to the opera
rehearsal in Bodrum sandals, for example.

He had studied at Cebeci. He used to say, “l am
indepted to your father for everything,” and he
kept me apart and loved me especially. Even so,

he kicked me out of his house in the middle of the
night because he was offended by a word | said.
And the next morning, he hugged me in the AKM
corridor and joked as if nothing had happened the
night before...

One time, | was kicked out for going to the filming
without informing him about wearing a jacket |
found among the belongings stored there by our
brother, the late Macit Flordun because he did not
have a place then.

“They are entrusted to me. How dare you wear
them without telling me!”

“Brother Macit would not get angry. | have just
returned it.”

“Bugger off.” He took the jacket fromm my hands
grumbling and kicked me to the curb, so to speak.
| saw him in front of AKM one day... He was lying
on the lawn at the entrance where there were long
metal pipes. He had a cigarette in his hand, smiling
while smoking, and shaking the ash to the bottom
of a pipe. When our eyes met, he said: “| asked for
an ashtray, they brought the longest ashtray in the
world.”

He was “absurd.” He was not very well known. But
he knew everyone and was aware of everything
that was going on in the community. He was
sociable, funny, friendly, intelligent and respectful.
He was friendly. He was gentle. But when he got
angry it was bad. He would become so enraged
and angry at an injustice done to him or to
someone else that everyone would run away when
he was like that.

It was rumored that in Yesilkdy, Cinar Hotel, on a
night when alcohol was playing the leading role,
he got into the middle of football players fighting
with his friends and beat the whole team. Including
the backups. Sometimes he would get angry for no
reason. Or we couldn't understand why. We would
ignore him and change our routes.

He had known Mr. Nur since school and loved him
very much.

It was Mr. Nur who introduced us. Brother Mete
Yal¢cin came backstage to congratulate us after the
play, when we were playing “Antigone” in the Oda
Theater in 1979...

“Where will you take us, dear?” asked Mr. Nur.



“I am at your command, my dear Nur. Wherever
you want” he replied.

And we hopped on a taxi and went to Sariyer; Mr.
Nur, Metin, Ahmet, me, and Mete Yalgin. First, a
sumptuous dinner in one of the seaside
restaurants, as guests of his nephews, roasted sea
bass, unlimited raki and various appetizers, then tea
and conversation on the floor table in the hall of a
house with a baywindow, which also belonged to
the nephews, until morning...

It was like a scene from the Kurtlar Vadisi.

It was a wealthy family. They were from the Black
Sea Region. They even owned a bus company. And
great uncle Mete was the most respected member
of the family.

Our friend Ahmet, our most organized and neat
friend, ate his fish with pleasure and slept in the
corner of the house with a bay window that we
went to, and woke up in the morning as we were
leaving the house, without disturbing his daily
routine. We knocked over four or five bottles of raki
while he was sleeping. | dozed off for a while after a
few drinks. When | sobered up, Brother Mete Yalgin
was continuing the sentence he had started when |
dozed off:

“.trees, birds... people. art... such a divine thing...
butterflies for example... chirping quails... all of us... a
nest of art... Isn't that right, Nur?”

“What are you saying, dear?”

“| say art, Nur. Love... Tree... Bird..."

“Cut it off, old boy! I'm not in a condition to make
sense of the words you gave in a single sentence
and answer them.”

Laughters...

Whenever he speaks, Mr. Nur Bey would cut him off
by saying, “What are you talking about my dear?”
It had become a show.

The nephews were laughing the most. They saw
the understanding between Mr. Nur and their
uncle. Nobody was making fun of anyone, nobody
was ridiculed. They were just having fun.

Brother Mete used to live on the ground floor

of Mete Palas Apartment on Mete Street. Every
morning, before coming to AKM, he would stop by
the tourism office of Pamukkale and get his daily
allowance from the clerk selling tickets who had
been told about the situation. It was not a big sum
of money. It was just enough to get through the
day. He would spend it before the evening anyway.
Then he would go to the Park Café to run on a tab
for food and drink. Or he would go home. He was

a lonely person, even more so than us. His family
rented that flat. There was an American style bar at
the entrance of the living room, | think just for the
looks. | think it was borrowed from the décor
storage among the old pieces.

On the walls, there were posters from the Opera

archive, portraits of dead artists, etc. And a sofa, two
armchairs and stools. During the nights we stayed
at his house, he would boil three packages of pasta
in a big, tin-free pot, pour the tomato paste on it
without draining the water, and put it in front of us.
Then he would finish it all by himself by morning. If
| had no place to stay, | would curl up on the
mattress in the corner of the American bar.

Our late brother Ferit Akin would also come to stay
whenever he ran away from home and started
drinking. To stop him from getting up in the middle
of the night to buy a drink, Brother Yalgin used to
put all the portraits of dead artists around the sofa
where Brother Ferit slept. He would also put a skull
figurine in the doorway. Brother Ferit could not
move because of fear.

Brother Ferit told me about the day they went to
Sakarya Street when they were still living in Ankara.
They bought industrial ice blocks from the fisher-
mens and piled it in the living room of the house
where they were staying. Then they set up a raki
table on the ice. And do you know why? They
wanted a drink at the North Pole.

He disappeared in the early 90's. It turned out that
he went to America for a liver transplant. When he
was back, he was quite weakened and shrunk. He
also stopped drinking because he had to.

We ran into each other at the Borsa Restaurant

on his return. “I had a zero-kilometer Indian liver
fitted.” he said, laughing.

He held out the digital phone book he was fiddling
with, which was very popular gadget then, saying,
“Can you figure this out? Show me how to erase
the contents.”

“Where did this come from?”

“The patient lying next to me gave it to me, before
he died.” Like | said, he was alone. He was very
lonely. He had no occupation to fill the void inside
of him. All he had was unfinished sentences
looking for meaning and a pure heart. Of course, it
was not enough.

Not long after, he resumed drinking.

And that Indian liver melted away, too.

Then we heard that he died.

Maybe he did not have a significant performance.
Even those who know him can hardly remember
him. But he was a color in the lives of those he
knew closely. He was a unique friend. He was one
of the transient players on the stage in an era that
was now far away.

Maybe the play would have gone on without him.
But it would be incomplete.

Please do not be angry, Brother Yalgcin. When a
person transforms, he looks at the past with a
smile. | guess it is okay since you turned into an
angel, too. May your place be heaven, Brother
Yalcin. May your place be heaven, Mr. Nur.
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Nono’mun &vi | My Nono’s House

70 cm x100 cm
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Sinema Emekgileri Cekime Giderken

60cmx90cm
Cinema Workers Going to the Shooting
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Ortakoy’de | In Ortakdy

70 cm x90 cm
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70 cm x 100 cm

Sahil Kahvesi | Coffee House by the Sea

80'li yillardan, Ege'de bir sahil kahvesi. Arsalar
yeni sahiplerini bekliyor. Cogunlugu hayati
boyunca denizden uzak yasamis ama hep deniz
goren bi ev alma hayalleri kurmus sehirlilerden
olusan bir kalabalik. Kuracaklari kooperatifin
Genel Kurul Toplantisiicin bir araya gelmisler.
Duvardaki bez afiste kooperatifin adi, genel
kurul saati ve konusulacak olan konular
siralanmis, madde madde...

A coffee house by the Aegean Sea from the
80's. The plots are waiting for their new
owners. A crowd of city dwellers, most of whom
have lived all their lives away from the sea but
have always dreamed of buying a house with

a sea view. They came together for the General
Assembly Meeting of the cooperative that they
will establish. The name of the cooperative, the
general assembly date and the topics to be
discussed are listed on the cloth poster on the
wall, item by item.



ikinci Sergimden | From My Second Exhibition 60 cm x 120 cm

6

Sol dnde iskender Altun, az ilersinde
FUsun Onal. Ortada Fikret Urucu
oturuyor. Solda arkada Nihat ileri, sirti
donuk, resimlere bakiyor. Lacgin Ceylan,
Nur Bey'e dogru giderken Nur Bey de
benim yaptigim kendi resmine dodru
yuruyor.

iskender Altun is on the front left, Flisun
Onal is a little further behind. Fikret Urucu
is sitting in the middle. On the left, Nihat
ileri, his back is turned, he is looking at the
paintings. Lacgin Ceylan is walking towards
Mr. Nur, while Mr. Nur is walking towards
his own painting that | have made.



Prova - Jil Sezar | Rehearsal

60cm x120cm

66

Eski AKM'de sahnelenmistik. Can GUrzap
yonetmenimizdi (sagda kareli gémlekli). Jul
Sezar't Muammer Esi oynamisti. Antonius'u Zafer
Ergin, Brutus'u Haluk Kurtoglu, Cassius'u Atilla
Olgag, Calpurnia'yi Tijen Par oynamisti.

We staged it at the old AKM. Can GuUrzap was
our director (wearing a checkered shirt, on the
right). Julius Ceaser was played by Muammer Esi.
Antonius was played by Zafer Elgin, Brutus was
played by Haluk Kurtoglu, Cassius was played by
Attila Olgag, and Calpurnia was played by Tijen
Par.



Cadilar Macbeth’ i | The Machbeth of Witches 60 cm x 120 cm

‘ Muge Gurman’in kaleme alip It is a play written and directed
yonettigi oyun. BUtln o zamanki by MUge Gurman. All the young
genc tayfa oynuyordu oyunda. actors performed in that play.

Yeni Sezona Hazirlik | Preparation for the New Season 60 cm x120 cm

66

Taksim Sahnesi'nin 6nU. Kapida Kenan Bey Front of the Taksim Stage. Mr. Kenan
(Protokol MUdUrud), Ali Bey (Sahne Amiri) ve Turgut (Protocol Manager), Mr. Ali (Stage

Savas (Oyuncu ve MUdUr Yardimcist ). iki dekor Supervisor) and Turgut Savas (Actor and
calisani trafik isiklarinin yanmasini bekliyorlar. Assistant Director) are at the door. Two decor

“Bambi”ye gidip sandvic yiyecekler. Arkalarinda ise | Workers are Waiti"rng for the traffic lights, they
benim genclik dénemimde asik olup hig¢ bir zaman will g0 to Bambl and have a sanglwmh. And

o S : behind them is the green-eyed girl whom |
acllamadigim yesil gozIu kiz bekliyor. Babam ve

ben: sirt dontik bab S mettidl Lysistrat fell in love with when | was a teenager and
en, sirtimiz 'onu ! abamin yonettigl Lysistrata never confessed my interest to. My father
oyununun resimlerine bakiyoruz.

and |, our backs are turned, are looking at the
pictures of the Lysistrata game directed by my
father.
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€ski Yazlardan Bir Misafir | A Guest from the Old Summers

1989 yazindan yegenim ugradi.

Sahilde esen ruzgar, topunu tuvalin 6tesine sUruk-
lemis. Tabii minik Emir de pesinden... Ve kendini
benim resim masamda bulmus, topuyla birlikte.
Denizde yUzen geng dayisi ise bakinip duruyor,
nereye kayboldu bu diye. Ama telaslanmiyor pek.
Ablasl, enistesi ve babasi da oralarda oldugundan,
meraklanacak bir durum yok diye dusunuyor geng
dayl; yani ben. Ablamlar, tam benim resim masamin
buludugu noktada, ama baska bir zaman boyutun-
da, cay igiyorlar, Turan'in derme ¢atma restoraninda.
Yer, Kadikalesi. Karsi tepelerde su an, yani benim bu
resmiyaptigim zaman diliminde; Asko58,
Ormancilar Sitesi, Yasmin Otel ve daha bir suru
baska site ve oteller var. Tepelerin arkasi ise
GUmusluk. Ben, resimde goérunen iki bos tepenin
arasindaki elektrik direginin bulundugu noktada,
GUmusluk'in en kalabalik sitesinde oturuyorum.
Artik bUtun o gordugunuz kayaliklar, tepeler;
yarimadanin diger tepeleri gibi betona burdnmus
durumda.

80'li yillarda ise arazilerin cogu el degistirmemis
henuz. Degerini bildikleri de yok mal sahiplerinin.
Dagin tepesinde, kus ugmaz kervan gecmez, yolu,

70 cm x100 cm

suyu olmayan, ¢cogu ise yaramadigi icin kadin
mirascilara verilmis, dededen kalma verimsiz

toprak parcalari. Ne ekilir, ne bicilir. Birkag yil
icersinde en bUyUk parsayl damatlarin toplayacagini
kimse hesap edemiyor. Bu nedenle Enver Ada'nin
buyuk oglu Muammer bakkallik yapiyor sahil
kahvesinin yanindaki kiicUk dikkaninda. Kisith

urun yelpazesiyle hizmet vermeye calisiyor yeni yeni
yerlesen Ankarali yazlik¢i komsulara. Kuguk oglu
Adnan ise askerden yeni gelmis. Sonraki yillarda
evlenecek ve adayligini koyacak muhtarlik secimle-
rinde. Simdilerde ise torun torba sahibi, otuz kUsur
yillik muhtarimiz. NUfus da o ginden buglne en az
yirmi kat artacak. Bunu da hesaplayamiyor o yillarda
hic kimse.

1986 yilinda cami imami ezan saatleri disinda
tesisatcilik yapardi. Bir seferinde bizim terasa su
deposu baglayacakti, tam isin ortasinda saate bakip,
“Su namazi kildirip geleyim” diyerek aceleyle
cikmisti evden. Tuhafima gitmisti depoyu yerine
yerlestirirken yanik turkuler sdyleyen adamin iki Gg
dakika icersinde cami hoparlérinden sesini
duymak, sonra da geri gelerek kaldigi yerden
turkUsUne devam etmesi.



Eee, din isi baska dunya isleri baska. Hem Allah da
sevmez bos durani. Artik cuma ve pazar gunleri
yarimadanin her tarafindan gelen arabalar nedeni
ile cami yolundan zor geciliyor. Pek bir nam saldi
Mustafa Aga'nin kendi ve rahmetli karisi adina
yaptirdigi caminin hutbeleri. Bizim eski tesisatcl
imam ise Bodrum’'da dukkan a¢gmis. Benim
simdiki evi boyayan usta taniyormus, konusturdu
bizi telefonla. Benim musluklara bir bakar misin
diye sordum, orali olmadi. Vakti yokmus.
Gordugunuz gibi, resimde Kadikalesi sahili bombos.
Az ilerde birkac tas ev var sadece. Birinde izmir
Devlet Konservatuvarinda gorevli Adil Bey oturuyor.
Babamin tavla arkadasl. Bir digerinde ise Cevat
Sakir'in mirascilari oturuyor. Sonraki yillarda sahilde
bar isletecek olan Mahmut arkadas kiralayacak.
Avta Tatil KoyU yeni yeni insa ediliyor. Avukatlar igin
yapllan bir devremulk. Kurucusu da Turgut Kazan
Beyefendi. OzgUr ve Zeynep Erkekli de evlerden
birinin haziran devresini almislar. Sahilde onlarla ilk
karsilastigimda ¢ok seviniyorum. Yillar cabuk
geciyor. O zamandan bu zamana komsuyuz. Her
yaz basl, bir an 6nce gelsinler de 6zlem giderelim
diye haziran devresini iple cekiyorum. istanbul'da
zor gorusulUyor. Hele eski AKM yikildiktan sonra
anca Facebook yoluyla haberdar oluyoruz
birbirimizden. Arada bir de arasip lafliyoruz.
Ankara Devlet Konservatuvari Bale Bolumu 6g-
retmenlerinden Mr. ve Mrs. Kemp de Uguncu tas
evi kiralamislar yetmisli yillarda, yUz seneligine. O
zamanlar yabancilara mulk satisi yasakmis sanirim.
Fakat ev sahibi bir zaman sonra aldigi parayi az
bulmus ve evi bosaltsinlar diye onlari tarihi eser
kacirmakla suclayip ihbar etmis. Arama yapmis-

lar evde. Hig delil bulunmasa da kirginlklarindan
gelmiyorlar artik. Ama inat bu ya, evi de bosaltma-
mislar. Onlarin yerine Shakespeare eserleri uzmani
Prof. Engin Uzmen, esi dekor ve kostum kreatdru
Nur (Audrey) Uzmen ve cocuklari geliyor, yazlari.
Babamla beni aksam yemegdine davet ediyorlar
evlerine, zaman zaman. Genellikle de sahilde
guneslenirken sohbet ediyorlar.

Babam ¢cok mutlu burada. Sahilden yluz metre
kadar yukarida, Ankaralilarin kurdugu kooperatifte
ev aldi, emekli ikramiyesiyle, 1985 yilinda. Aslinda
cok daha énce almis, parasini da pesin ddemisti
ama evi anca 85'te teslim ettiler, yari bitmis olarak.
Babacigim o haliyle yillarca ugrasacak evin eksikle-
rini tamamlamak icin. Baska bir muteahhit parayi
gene pesin alip bir sre sonra sirra kadem basacak,
bir digerinin yaptigi én balkon ertesi gun biz de-

nizdeyken ¢okecek, su borulari yanlis baglanacak,
Ankara'dan getirdidi usta butln evi lambri kaplayip
kebapc¢l dukkanina gevirecek... Bir suru dert. Butun
eksiklere ragmen mutlu babam. Ogle sicaginda
Mustafa Aga'nin yaptirdigi cami hayratindan eve bi-
donla icme suyu tasisa da, geceleri sahildeki kuguk
kahvede, karli bir ekrandan TRT haberlerini izlemekten
ya da tavla oynamaktan baska bir ugrasi olmasa da
cok mutlu. Komsularla da ¢ok iyi arasi. Simdiden
kaynastilar. Arabasi olmadigindan hangi araball
komsu gidiyorsa onunla gidiyor Turgutreis'e, aligve-
rise. Yol yapilmamis henuz. Daracik bir patikadan
gidiliyor. Alacaklarini aldiktan sonra marketi isleten
Suzan Teyze ile sohbete daliyor, saatlerce. Kendisini
getiren komsuya sen git diyerek genellikle taksiyle
donuyor eve. Sonra pazarciliga baslayacak Suzan
Teyze. 90'l yillarin sonuna dogru karsilasacagiz
Turgutreis pazarinda. Babamin oldugund duydu-
gunda hungur hungur adlayacak pazarin ortasinda,
“Cok kiymetli adamdi Mahir Agabey” diye. Hala
calisiyor Suzan Abla. Sonunda ev yemekleri yapan
bir dukkan acti Turgutreis carsisinda. Yolum
dustikge ugruyorum.

ik tasindigimiz yillarda, yani 85 ve 86 yazinda, Zeki
Muren’in Buick marka bordo arabasi gegerdi evin
onunden, tozu dumana katarak. Pasa GUumusluk’e
giderdi, balik yemeye. GUmusluk'te ise, 12 Eylul
cuntacilarindan Ersin Pasa koyu kapatmis zincirle,
darbe sonrasi, deniz tasitlari girip de dinlenme
saatlerinde ses yapmasin diye. Zaten denize de
girilmiyormus o yillarda evinin bulundugu yerden.
Nobetci asker beklermis sahilde. Arkadaslar
anlatirdi. Bizse pek gitmezdik GUmusluk tarafina,
arabamiz olmadigi icin. Daha ¢cok resimdeki sahile
inerdik, benim seyrek gidislerimde, aksamustleri.
Arada, GUmUslUk'U ilk kesfedenlerden Cemil Ozba-
yer, Mutlu Guney ve Selcuk Sazak geliyorlar, babami
balik yemege goturmek icin. O zaman daha da
mutlu oluyor. GUn icinde ise bahceye cicek ekiyor,
agac dikiyor, denize giriyor, gunesleniyor, evle
ilgileniyor. Ablam, enistem ve 1987 dogumlu
yedenim Emir de geliyorlar. ikinci yegenim Ozan ise
dodmadi henuz. 1990 yilinin subat ayinda dogacak.
Bense daha seyrek ugruyorum Kadikalesi'ne. Gitti-
gimde ise, babam gonul koysa da, en fazla bir hafta
kalip, harchdimi da alarak déndyorum istanbul’a.
“Ah be babacigim. Bir silkinebilsem... Bir toparlaya-
bilsem kendimi... Hi¢ ayrilmam buralardan.”
diyemiyorum ayrilirken. “isim var” diyorum sadece.
Sormuyor bile ne isim oldugunu. Bal gibi biliyor
gercegdi, ama elinden bir sey gelmiyor.



Oyle ya, cok dnemliislerim var istanbul'da, tiyatro
tatilken, yaz sicaginda.

Park Kafeterya barmenleri, garsonlari, mudavimleri,
Taksim Sahnesinin girisindeki tekel bayiini isleten
Naif Agabey merak ederler. Sonra, evde yangin
cikardi, yanik parkeleri sokerken tavanimi deldi,
sigortalarimi attirdi, sokak kapisini kirdi diye dur-
madan annemi arayip sikayet eden alt komsum
Suzan Teyze. (TesadUf onun da adi Suzan). Allahtan
seviyor beni de karakola falan gitmiyor. Noel gunle-
ri, nasihatlerini dinler gibi gorinup bir sUre ayakta
dikilmeyi goze alarak, gi¢ceklerle susledigi kapisini
calip Noel'ini kutluyorum. O da telaglanir Ust kattan
gurultu gelmeyince. Meraklanir, 6ldu mu kaldi mi
diye. Bir pavyon vestiyerinde calisiyor Suzan Teyze,
BuyUkparmakkapr'da. Yalniz yasiyor. Geceleri
genellikle ayni saatlerde cikiyoruz evden. O pavyona
bense ya Taksim Sanat’a, ya Park Kafeterya'ya..

“Cok icmeyesin!” diye sesleniyor arkamdan, apart-
madan cikarken, “Déndugumde evimi yerinde
bulmak istiyorum.”

Kiz arkadasima da soyluyor karsilastikca:

“Sen daha sik gel. Sen olmayinca bu zivanadan ciki-
yor."

Turgut Savas Agabeyim geliyor sik sik yoklamaya.
Yalniz olmadigimi gérdugunde seviniyor, bir stre
oturup gidiyor. Eger yalnizsam ve de iciyorsam, dnce
siseyi bosaltiyor lavaboya, sonra da beni yemege
goturlyor. Bazen da sevgili Ediz Baysal'l yolluyor, git
suna bir bak diye.

Suzan Teyzenin yan dairesinde ise Arzu Abla
oturuyor. O da baska bir pavyonda Uverturmus.
Giris katta oturan yoneticinin oglu Murat soylemisti.
Konsomasyona da ¢ikiyormus ama disari gitmiyor-
mus. iIkin apartman toplantisinda gérmustim Arzu
Ablayl. Ogretmen ya da banka memuru sanmistim.
Bir gece, sabaha karsi anahtarimi apartman giris
kapisinin anahtar deligine denk getirememistim bir
turld. Arzu Abla da isten donuyormus yaninda iri yari
bir adamla birlikte. Yardim etmislerdi bana, kapiyi
acmam icin. Sonra da koluma girip daireme kadar
cikarmislar, kapimi agmislardi. Sasirmistim o zaman
onu pur makyaj gordugumde. Yasi belki benden
kUgUk ama Murat, apartman toplantisinda “abla”
dedigi icin ve de saygl duydugumdan ben de “abla”
diye hitap ediyorum. Aidat artislari konusulurken
soylemisti, ben yedi nUfusa bakiyorum, U¢ de kardes
okutuyorum diye. Karsilastik¢a selamlasiyoruz. O

iri yari adam da koruyucusu ve erkek arkadasiymis.
Onunla da selamlasiyor, hal hatir soruyoruz birbiri-
mize. Belki onlar da merak eder, Ust kattan ses seda
gelmeyince.

Sonra yan komsularim. Karisi mutfaktayken, i¢
cebimde goturdugum votka sisesinden su bardagina
gizlice bir miktar koyan, bir zamanlar Ortakdy'de
kasap dukkani isleten, ayaklari tutmayan, muflis
Suleyman Amca ve karisi Seyhan Teyze. Ve kizlari

Nurdan... Onlar da merak eder. Arada Suleyman
Amcayla sohbete gidiyorum. Memleket meselelerini
konusuyoruz hararetle, ben kafayi buluncaya kadar.
Paraya para demedigi gunleri anlatiyor bazen. O an-
latirken Seyhan Teyze de mirildaniyor; “Ah su kumar,
gozu kor olsun” diye. Seyhan Teyze bize cay yapiyor.
Ama ben cesitli bahanelerle bes dakikada bir kendi
daireme gecip cebimdeki siseden rahatca koca bir
firt aliyor, geri déntyorum. iki saat icinde kafayi
bulunca da vedalasip evime, uyumaya gidiyorum.
Bir de Yesilcam'da ve bizim bazi oyunlarda
figUranlik yapan bir kizcadiz var. Amerika'ya
yerlesen agabeyi de benim ilk oynadigim “Arkadas”
filminde yardimci oyuncuymus. Onlarin annesi de
bana yakin oturuyor. ihtiyar bir teyze. Bazi aksam-
lar da ufak bir pasta alip ona gidiyorum. Cok mutlu
oluyor. Kahve iciyoruz birlikte. Falima bakiyor. Hep
gelecek olan guzel, huzurlu gunlerden séz ediyor.
inanmasam da mutlu oluyorum. On gun
ugramasam gittigimde sitem ediyor.

Resim de yapiyorum. Ama bedenmiyorum yaptikla-
rimi. Genelde parcgalayip sobaya atiyorum ertesi gun.
Bazilari hosuma gidiyor, sakliyorum bir sure. Siir

de yaziyorum bol bol. Siir musveddeleri. Uyku arasi
aklma gelen bir dizeyi kalkip yatak odamin duvarina
yaziyorum, yari TUrkce yari ingilizce;

Madem ki bdyle bu kast

| must!

OzgUr Erkekli, Cengiz Korucu ara sira bende
kaliyorlar meyhane dénusu. Ozgur'le paylasiyorum
yazdiklarimi. Cengiz'e anlatiyorum yazmayi
dusundugum senaryo ve oyunlari.

Ama hep derler ya; “Bir konu var kafamda, bir gun
oturup yazacagdim” diye ve o konu hep kafada kalir,
bir tdrlu hayata ge¢gmez, benimki de dyle iste. Hep
kafada kaliyor. CUnkU yasadigim hayat ¢calisma
disiplinine ve saglikl kurgu yapmaya uygun degil.
Karisik. Karmakarisik bir kisir dongunun icindeyim.
Geceleri Usuyunce kdsedeki manavin 6nunden
asirdigimiz sandiklari, eski perdeleri falan yakiyoruz
kovall sobada. Zaten parkeler de o nedenle yanmisti.
Gecelerden bir gece, sobanin kapagdini agik unutun-
ca alev yere sicramis. Son anda uyanmistim, yatak
tutusmaya baslayinca, ev duman icindeyken. Ve
Allah’in [Gtfu olmali, Gg yildir su ¢ikmayan dairemin
musluklarindan gurul gurul su akiyordu. Zor séndur-
mustum. Ama halilar ve yatak kullanilmaz haldeydi.
Ertesi sabah, ben “Daha gdérecedim gunler varmis”
diye bir yandan suUkredip 6te yandan “Nasil duzelte-
cedim bu evi” diye kara kara dusunurken, Cengiz'le
ortak arkadasimiz rahmetli Turkel ugramisti kahve
icmeye. Evin halini gérince ciglik atmisti kizcagiz.
“Yanik kokusunu apartmana girer girmez aldim ama
bu kadarini ummuyordum” demisti. Neyse ki bizim
marangozhanenin elemanlari ve boyacilar
kosmustu yardimima. “Cuzi” bir bedel karsiligi
onarmislardi yanik yerleri, duvarlari.



Bir keresinde de matine 6ncesi isinmak icin evde ne
bulduysam sobaya doldurmus, Ustune de gaz dok-
mus, yanacak mi diye egilip bakarak caktigim kibriti
atmistim icine. Sonu¢ mu? Yanik kaslar, kirpikler

ve kalan bir parmak yanmamis biyikla gitmistim
oyuna.

Sonra, ayda bir evi soyan hirsiz da ¢ok telaslanir, ben
Kadikalesi'nden dénmezsem. Caldigi da sadece
taksiti yeni baslayan ve calindikga, bdtun tiyatronun
mudavimi oldugu, Besiktas'taki taksitci Oral Bey'den
yenisi alinan muzik seti ve ufak televizyon. Gozleri
parliyor Oral Bey'in, her ay maas gunleri beni gérdu-
gunde. Hem eskilerin taksitini ddUyor hem de yeni
cihazlar aliyorum. Baska da bir sey yok evde zaten.
Hirsiz da hakli. Kirik bir kapl, top atsan uyanmayan
bir ev sahibi ve her ay yenilenen gicir gicir aletler.
Omur boyu aylik gelir. Sonra yakaliyoruz bir ara.
Annemde kaldigim bir gecenin sabahi, eve girip de
daginikhgi gdériunce hemen karakolun yolunu tutu-
yorum.

“Gene mi?"diye soruyor komiser yardimcisi.
“Maalesef” diyorum, “Gene soyuldum.”
“Degistirmedin mi kilidi?”

“Degdistirdim coktan. Zorlama da yoktu kapida
ama...”

Karakoldan bir polis memuru alarak kesif icin eve
gittigimizde, belki catidan girmistir diye terasa ciki-
yoruz. Ev tam St. Pulcherie Kiz Lisesinin karsisinda.
iki odall, genisce terash bir cati katl. Yaninda da bos
bir bina var. Memurla birlikte, belki oradan girmistir
diye terastan yandaki bos binaya atliyoruz. Bir de ne
gorelim. Sevgili hirsizim; yaninda muzik seti,
televizyonum ve valizim, bas ucunda bos votka
sisesi, boylu boyunca yatiyor yerde. Valizi doldurup
aletleri aldiktan sonra, buzdolabindaki tek Urun olan
votka sisesini de kapip terastan bos binaya gecmis.
Geldigi yoldan gitmeden 6nce de, naslil olsa kimse
yok diye rahatca dikmis kafaya votkayi. Ve sizivermis
oraclikta. iki ay kadar sonra, hapisten cikinca tekrar
gelecek elimi dpmeye. Biz kiz arkadasimla cay
icerken kapi ¢calinacak. Actigimda tanimayacagim
ilkin. Celimsiz, “Caki" surath, kambur bir oglan.
“Tanimadin mi agabey, ben senini hirsizinim. Tahliye
oldum, elini 6pmeye geldim.”

Hadiii...

Karnini doyurup c¢ebine birkag kurus koyup, bir de
usumesin diye yeni aldigim montu da hediye ede-
rek yollayacagim. Hani her seye ragmen iyilik edip
dogru yola sokacagiz ya... Kiz arkadasim da gurur
duyacak benimle... Bak bak, hesaplara bak! Evliya
misin mubarek! O gece ben gene annemde kalirken
bir daha soyacak evi. Meger kesif yapmaya gelmis.

Neyse ki sonra Cihangir Caddesinin bir alt sokadina
tasinarak kurtulacagim o beladan.

Sonra...

Sonra, sonra, sonra...

Her birinin ardina sayfalarca ani siralanmis, sayisiz
“sonra”...

1990 yilinda, Bebek sirtlarinda tuttugumuz ve
dayayip dosedikten bir ay sonra bombos kalan eve
kapanacagim. Sadece anneannemin evinden Bebek
yokusu boyunca sirtimda tasidigim yatak siltesi
olacak evde. Bir de resim malzemeleri. On bes gun
kimseyle gérusmeden, sadece resim yaparak ve
dusunerek butun hayatimi kare kare gézden gecirip
sorgulayacagim yasadiklarimi, yasayamadiklarimi,
yaptiklarimi, yapamadiklarimi, pismanliklarimi,
o6zlemlerimi; tam on bes gun, sabahlara kadar.
Sonra da arinmis olarak 90l yillara adim atacagim.
Ve bu zamana kadar suruyor o arinmislik. Zaten
surmemis olsaydi ne bu resmi ne digerlerini
yapabilecek, ne o guzel rolleri oynayabilecek, ne de
onlarca oyun yazabilecektim. Ne de yaslanma firsati
bulacaktim. Ardimda dise dokunur hicbir sey biraka-
madan gogup gidecektim yillar dnce bu dunyadan;
geride beni sevenlerin acisi, yUregimde yapmak
isteyip de yapamadiklarimin 6zlemiyle.

Butun bu anlattiklarim koca bir donemin ozetinin
Ozeti aslinda. Boyalarimi tuvalime sUrerken beliren
sekillerin cagristirdiklari.

Peki bu kafaya nasil geldim.

iste isin orasl tek bir resme ve birkac sayfaya sigmaz.
Cabalarimi, yurekten yakarislarimi duymazdan
gelmeyen, her dustugumde kalkmam icin destek
veren, sonrasinda bana belki de hak etmedigim
kadar huzurlu, yasanasi ve Uretken yillar armagan
eden yaradanin bir [Utfu sanirnm.

Her hafta evime gelip beni toparlamak icin ¢aba-
layan anneme, Kartal Agabeyime, canimin pargasi
ablama ve kardeslerime, o yasli ve yorgun haliyle sik
sik istanbul'a gelen babamin ruhuna selam olsun
buradan. Umarim sizlere istemeden yasattiklarimi
bir nebze olsun telafi etmisimdir sonradan.

1989 sonbaharindan sonraki “sonra” larin cogunda,
sevgili Kenan Isik vasitasiyla tanistigimiz, aci tatli bes
yilimizi birlikte gecirdigimiz, iznini almadan bura-
da kendisinden s6z etmenin dodru olmayacagini
dusundugum kiz arkadasim da var. Ona da selam
olsun.

Her neyse...

1989 yazindan yegenim mi ugradi?

Sevdigim bir alinti ile bitireyim bari bu yaziy!.
“Hayaller diyorum, iyi ki varlar, yoksa bu mesafeden

nasil sarilacaktim sana?” .
English at 46...



My nephew from the summer of 1989 visited.

The wind blowing on the beach drags his plastic
ball beyond the canvas. Of course, the little Emir

is after him... And he finds himself at my painting
table, with his ball. His young uncle, who is swim-
ming in the sea, keeps looking for the disappeared
nephew. But he is not too alarmed. Since his sister,
brother-in-law and father are also there, the young
uncle, that is me, thinks that there is nothing to be
anxious about. My sister and the others are drinking
tea, right where my painting table is located, but in
another dimension of time, in Turan’'s makeshift res-
taurant. The location is Kadikalesi. On the opposite
hills right now, at the time when | make this paint-
ing; there are Asko58, Ormancilar houses, Yasmin
Hotel, and a lot more houses and hotels. The back
of the hills is GUmUuslUk.  am now living in the most
crowded place of GUmusluk, at the point where the
electricity pole between the two empty hills seen

in the picture is located. Now, all the rocks and hills
you see are covered up with concrete like the other
hills of the peninsula.

In the 80s, most of the land had not changed hands
yet. Landowners did not give much value to their
properties. They were desserted, without water,
without road, barren places at the top of the moun-
tain, mostly inherited from grandfathers and given
to the female heirs because of their uselessness.
They were uncultivable. No one knew that in a few
years the biggest money would be collected by

the grooms. That was why Enver AJa’s eldest son
Muammer had a small grocery next to the beach
café. He was trying to serve a limited product range
to the newly settled summer house owners in the
neighborhood coming from Ankara. His younger
son, Adnan, just came from military service. In the
following years, he would get married and run for
office in the muhtar elections. Now he has
grandchildren, our muhtar of thirty-odd years. The
population would also increase at least twenty-fold
from then. No one could have calculated these in
those years.

In 1986, the imam of the mosque used to work as

a plumber outside the hours of the adhan. One
time, he was going to connect a water tank to our
terrace, and in the middle of the work, he looked at
the clock and hurriedly left the house saying, “l will
lead this prayer and come back.” It was very strange
to me: The man had been singing sentimental folk
songs while placing the tank and after two or three
minutes | had heard him through the mosque loud-
speakers and then he came back and continued

his song from where he left off. Well, the work of
religion and the affairs of the world are two different
things. Besides, Allah does not love those who are
idle. Now, on Fridays and Sundays, it is difficult to
cross the mosque road due to the cars coming from
all over the peninsula. The Khutbahs of the mosque
builded by Mustafa Aga in the name of himself

and his late wife became very famous. Our former
plumber imam opened a shop in Bodrum. The
artisan who painted my current house knew him,
and he made us talk by phone. | asked if he would
look at my taps, but he did not want it. He did not
have time.

As you can see, in the picture, the beach of Kadikale-
siis empty. There are only a few stone houses just
ahead. At one of them, Mr. Adil from Izmir State
Conservatory is living. My father’s backgammon
friend. In another, the heirs of Cevat Sakir are living.
In the following years, my friend Mahmut, who will
run a bar on the beach, will rent that house.

Avta Holiday Village is just being built. A time-share
made for lawyers. The founder is Mr. Turgut Kazan

. Ozgur and Zeynep Erkekli took the June period of
one of the houses. | rejoice when | first meet them
on the beach. The years pass quickly. We have been
neighbors since then. At the beginning of every
summer, | look forward to the June period so that
they come as soon as possible so that we can fulfill
the longing. It is difficult to get together in
Istanbul. Especially after the old AKM was
demolished, we only heard from each other
through Facebook. Every once in a while, we call
each other and talk.

Among the teachers of the Ballet Department of
the Ankara State Conservatory are Mr. and Mrs.
Kemp rented the third stone house in the seventies,
for a hundred years. | think it was forbidden to sell
property to foreigners at that time. But after a while,
the landlord found the money he received was
small, and he denounced them for stealing histor-
ical artifacts so that they would vacate the house.
Police searched the house. Although there was no
evidence, they did not want to come back to the
house out of resentment. But stubborn as they are,
they did not vacate the house either. In their place,
the expert on Shakespearean works, Prof. Engin
Uzmen, his wife, décor and costume creator Nur
(Audrey) Uzmen and their children began to come
in the summer. My father and | are invited to dinner
at their house, from time to time. And they often
chat while sunbathing on the beach.

My father is very happy here. About a hundred
meters above the beach, he bought a house in a
cooperative founded by Ankara residents, with his
pension bonus, in 1985. In fact, he bought it much
earlier, and he paid for it in advance, but they only
delivered the house in ‘85, half finished. My poor
dad is going to be working on it for years to come
to complete the house. Another contractor will
take the money in advance again and after a while
will disappear, the front balcony built by another
one will collapse the next day while we are at sea,
the water pipes will be connected incorrectly, the
artisan he brought from Ankara will cover the whole
house with paneling and turn it into a kebab shop...
Lots of problems.



Despite all the shortfalls, he is happy. He is happy
although he has to carry drinking water from the
mosqgue built by Mustafa AJa to the house with a
bucket during the midday heat or having nothing
else to do other than watching TRT news from the
blurred, old TV at night in a small coffee shop on the
beach or playing backgammon. He is getting along
nicely with the neighbors, too. They are already
mingled. Since he does not have a car, he is going to
Turgutreis for shopping with whichever neighbor is
going. The road has not been built yet. It is reached
by a narrow path. After buying his needs, he en-
gages in conversation with Aunt Suzan, who runs
the grocery store, for hours. He usually takes a taxi
home, telling the neighbor who brought him to go
without him. Aunt Suzan will start to sell at farmer's
market in later years. We will run into each other
near the end of the 90s at the Turgutreis Market.
When she hears that my father has passed away,
she will cry in the middle of the market, “He was a
very valuable man, Brother Mahir.” She is still work-
ing, Aunt Suzan. Finally, she opened a diner serving
home-made food in the Turgutreis Bazaar. | stop by
whenever | go there.

In the first years we moved there, namely in the
summer of ‘85 and ‘86, Zeki MUren's Buick burgun-
dy car would pass by the house, adding dust to the
smoke. Pasa used to go to GUmUsluk to eat fish. In
GUmUsluk, one of the junta members of the Sep-
tember 12 Coup Ersin Pasa closed the bay with a
chain, after the coup, so that the boats could not
enter the bay and make a sound during his resting
hours. Besides, it was not allowed to go swimming
from where his house was, in those years. The guard
was waiting on the beach. Friends would tell me.
And we did not go to the GUmusluk side much,
because we did not have a car. We used to go down
to the beach depicted in the painting more often in
the evenings, on my infrequent trips.

Meanwhile, Cemil Ozbayer, Mutlu Guney and Selcuk
Sazak, who were the first to discover GUmusluk,
come to take my father to a fish dinner. Then he
becomes even happier. During the day, he plants
flowers in the garden, plants trees, goes to the sea,
sunbathes, and takes care of the house. My sister,
brother-in-law, and nephew Emir, born in 1987, are
also coming. My second nephew, Ozan, has not
been born yet. He will be born in February 1990. |
visit Kadikalesi less often. And when | go, even
though my father sulks, | return to Istanbul after
staying a week at most and taking my allowance.

| cannot say: “Ah, dad. If | could just shake myself.. If
| could just pull myself together.. | would never leave
here.”

| just say: “I'm busy.” He does not even ask me what
my business is. He knows the truth, but there is
nothing he can do.

Anyway, | have very important things to do in
Istanbul, when the theater is on vacation, in the

summer heat.

Park Cafeteria bartenders, waiters, regulars; Brother
Naif who runs the Tekel shop at the entrance of the
Taksim stage would miss me. Then, Aunt Suzan
(coincidentally, her name is also Suzan), my
downstairs neighbor, who constantly calls my
mother complaining that | started a fire in the
house, pierced her ceiling while removing burnt
parguet, blew her fuses, broke down the street door.
Fortunately, she loves me, and she does not go to
the police. On Christmas, | risk pretending to listen
to her advice while standing up for a while and |
celebrate her Christmas by knocking on her door,
which she decorates with flowers. She could also get
worried when there is no noise coming from up-
stairs. She wonders if | am dead or alive. She works
in a night club cloakroom at the BUyUkparmakkapi.
She lives alone. We usually leave the house at the
same time at night. She goes to that night club, | go
either to Taksim Sanat, or to the Park Cafeteria...
“Don’'t drink too much!“ she calls out from behind
me as | leave the apartment building, “l want to find
my house in place when | get back.”

She also tells my girlfriend that when we run into
each other:

“You come more often. He gets out of hand without
you.”

Brother Turgut Savas comes to check on me often.
He gets delighted when he sees that | am not alone,
he sits down for a while and leaves. If | am alone and
drinking, he first empties the bottle into the sink,
and then takes me to dinner. Sometimes he sends
dear Ediz Baysal to have a check on me.

And in Aunt Suzan’s next-door apartment, Sister
Arzu lives. She is an overture in another night club.
Murat, the manager’s son, who lives on the ground
floor, told me. He said she visits tables for food or
drink in the night club, but she does not go out with
the customers. | first saw Sister Arzu at an
apartment meeting. | thought she was a teacher or
a bank clerk. One night, upon morning, | could not
get my key to the keyhole of the apartment
entrance door. Sister Arzu was coming back from
work with a big man next to her. They helped me

to open the door. And then they got into my arms
and took me all the way to my apartment, opened
my door. | was surprised then when | saw her in full
make-up. Her age may be younger than me, but
because Murat called her “big sister” at an
apartment meeting and because | respected her,

| also call her “big sister.” When we were talking
about the monthly due increase, she said she is
looking after seven people, and funding her three
siblings’ education. We greet whenever we saw
each other. And that big guy was her protector and
boyfriend. We also greet each other and have a chit
chat. Maybe they would also worry too when there
is no sound coming from upstairs.



And then there are my next-door neighbors. Uncle
Suleyman who secretly pours a bit of vodka from
the bottle | take there in my inner pocket into a
water glass while his wife is in the kitchen, who
once ran a butcher shop in Ortakdy, have crippled
feet, is washed-out; and his wife Seyhan. And their
daughter Nurdan... They would also get worried. | go
to chat with Uncle Suleyman every once in a while.
We talk about Turkiye's problems hotly, until | get
drunk. Sometimes he tells me about the days when
he was filthy rich. Aunt Seyhan also mutters while
he was talking; “Ah, this damned gambling.” Aunt
Seyhan makes us tea. But |, under various pretexts,
go to my own apartment every five minutes and
comfortably take a big swallow from the bottle in
my pocket and go back. And when | get drunk in
about two hours, | say goodbye and go home to
sleep.

And there is the poor girl who works as an extra in
Yesilcam movies and some of our plays. His older
brother, who settled in America, was a supporting
actor in the movie “Arkadas”, where | first acted.
Their mother also lives close. An old lady. Some eve-
nings | buy a little cake and visit her. She becomes
happy. We drink coffee together. She reads my
fortune. She always talks about the good, peaceful
days to come. Although | do not believe it, | become
happy. If | do not stop by for ten days, she reproach-
es me when | go.

| also paint. But | do not like what | have done. |
usually chop it up and throw it on the stove the next
day. | like some of them, | keep them for a while.

| also write a lot of poetry. Poetry manuscripts. |
scribble a line that comes to my mind at the middle
of the night to my bedroom wall, half English, half
Turkish:

Since this is the case, this caste

| must!

Ozgur Erkekli, Cengiz Korucu stay with me from
time to time, returning from the tavern. | share my
writings with Ozgur. | tell Cengiz about the scripts
and the plays | am thinking of writing.

But you know the saying, "l have an idea in my head,
one day | will sit down and write,” and it stays in

the head, does not come to life: That is my case. It
always stays in the head. Because the life | live at is
not suitable for disciplined work and healthy imagi-
nation. It is turmoil. | am in a chaotic vicious circle.

At night, when it is cold, we burn the cases that we
stole from the greengrocer in the corner or the old
curtains etc. in the bucket stove. That is why the
floors were burned anyway. One night, when | left
the stove door open, the flame jumped to the floor.
| woke up at the last minute, when the bed started
to catch fire, when the house was in smoke. And by
the grace of Allah, there was water flowing from the
taps of my apartment, which had not been running
water for three years. | barely put it out. But the
carpets and the bed were gone. The next morning,
when | was feeling greatful thinking that “There
must be more days to live” on the one hand and
thinking gloomly “How will | fix this house” on the
other hand, the late Turkel, our mutual friend with
Cengiz stopped by for coffee. She screamed when
she saw the state of the house. "l smelled the fire as
soon as | entered the building, but | did not expect
this much,” she said. Fortunately, the employees of
our carpentry shop and the painters had rushed to
my aid. They repaired the burned places, the walls,
for a “small” price.

And once, to warm up at home before the matinee,
| filled up everything that | could find in the house
on the stove, poured gas on it, bent down to see

if it would burn, and threw a lit match inside. The
result? | went to the game with burnt eyebrows,
eyelashes and one remaining finger of an unburned
moustache.

And then the thief who robs the house once a
month gets very worried if | do not come back from
Kadikalesi. The only thing he steals is a new set of
music players and a small TV -l have just been paid
their first installment- that was bought from Oral’s
store in Besiktas where you can buy with install-
ments and all members of the theater were regulars
at. Oral's eyes shine when he sees me on paydays
of every month. | both pay installments for the old
ones and buy new devices. There is nothing else to
steal in the house anyway. You cannot blame the
the thief: A broken door, a landlord who does not
wake up even if you throw a ball, and brand-new
appliances that are renewed every month. Monthly
income for life. And then we catch him.

On the morning, returning from my mom'’s home
where | spend the night, | see the mess in the house
and immediately go to the police station.



“What, again?"asks the deputy commissioner.
“Unfortunately,” | say, “I've been robbed again.”
“Didn’t you change the lock?”

“I've already changed it. There was no break at the
door, but.."

Then | take a police officer from the police sta-

tion and go home for inspection, we go out to the
terrace in case he entered through the roof. The
house is right in front of the St. Pulcherie Girls’ High
School. It is a two-room penthouse with a spacious
terrace. And there is an empty building next door.
Together with the officer, we jump from the
terrace to the empty building next door in case he
entered from there. And guess what. Dear thief,
along with the stereo, TV, suitcase, an empty vodka
bottle right beside him, sleeping on the floor. After
filling the suitcase and taking the appliances, he
grabbed the vodka bottle, which is the only prod-
uct in the refrigerator and went from the terrace to
the empty building. And before he took the road he
came from; he drank the vodka bottle comfortably
because there was no one out there anyway. And
he must have passed out on the spot. About two
months later, when he gets out of prison, he will
come back to kiss my hand. There will be a knock on
the door while we are having tea with my girlfriend.
I will not recognize him initially. A thin, hunched boy
with a "Chucky" face.

“Don't you recognize me, brother, I'm your thief. |
got out of prison; | came to kiss your hand.”

Well...

| will feed him, put a few pennies in his pocket, and
send him off with the coat that | have just bought
as a gift so that he will not get cold. You know,
despite everything, we are going to do a favor and
get him on the right path... And my girlfriend will
be proud of me... Look, look, look at the calculations
| have made! Are you Evliya mubarak! He will rob
the house again that night while | am staying at
my mother’'s home again. Turns out that he was
there to scout. Fortunately, then | will get out of this
trouble by moving to a street down from Cihangir
Street.

After...

After, after, after...

Pages after pages of memories are lined up,
countless “after’s...

INn 1990, | will seclude myself in a house that we
rented on the Bebek’s hillside, the house that stayed
empty after a month we had rented and furnished.

The house will be empty except for the mattress
that | carry on my back on the Bebek slope from my
grandmother’s house and the painting materials.
For fifteen days | will review and question my whole
life, frame by frame, without seeing anyone, just
painting, and thinking about my experiences: what |
have lived and have not, what | have done, have not,
my regrets, my aspirations; for exactly fifteen days,
until the mornings.

And then | will step into the 90s clean. And that
cleanness has been continuing to this day. If it

did not last, | would not have been able to do this
painting and the others, play these beautiful roles,
or write dozens of plays. Nor was | going to have the
opportunity to grow old. | would have left this world
many years ago without leaving anything
substantial; with the pain of leaving my loved ones
behind and with a yearning that | had not
accomplished what | wanted, in my heart.

All | have told is a very brief summary of a whole big
period. It is the reminiscence of the past, surfaced
by the shapes that appear when | apply my paints
to my canvas.

So, how did | come here?

You cannot fit this into a single image and several
pages.

| think it is a blessing of the creator who did not
ignore my efforts and heartfelt pleas, who support-
ed me to get up every time | fell, and then gave me
more peaceful, livable, and productive years than |
perhaps did not deserve.

Sending my greetings from here to my mother, my
brother Kartal, my dear big sister, my sister and my
brother who have a piece of my heart, who came to
my house every week and try to straighten me, and
to the soul of my father, who often came to Istanbul
even if he was old and tired. | hope | have atoned a
little for what | have inadvertently caused.

After the fall of 1989, in most of the “afters” | was
together with a girlfriend whom | met through dear
Kenan Isik, with whom we spent a bittersweet five
years together, and | do not think it would be right
to mention her name here without her permission.
Sending my greetings to her too.

Anyway...

Did my nephew from the summer of 1989 visit?

Let me finish this article with a quote that | love:
“About dreams, I'm glad they exist, otherwise how
could | hug you from afar?”



Bir yandan kediler, bir yandan
surlp giden televizyon dizisi ve
butlin hengameye ragmen yeni
bir resme baslama durtusu.

On the one hand, cats, on the
other hand, a TV series that
goes on and on, and despite all
the turmoil the urge to start a
new painting.

€v Hali | House Mood 70 cm x100 cm

Ve Perde | And the Curtain

Tiyatrolar kapaniyor. Nazim Hikmet'ten Bre-
cht'e, Euripides'den Can Yucel'e, Homeros'dan
Shakespeare’e, Moliere'e butln yazarlar salona
el salliyorlar. Oysa ¢oktan gitmis seyirci. Ve
sahnenin 6nune kalaslar gakilmis. “Bir gun
yeniden bulusacagdiz” umuduyla, Israrla el
salliyor yazarlar.

60cm x80cm

Theaters are closing. From Nazim Hikmet to
Brecht, from Euripides to Can YUcel, from
Homer to Shakespeare, from Moliere to all
the writers are waving to the audience. But
the audience has already left. Stage boarded
in front. With the hope that “One day we will
meet again,” the writers persistently wave
their hands.



Benzerler Festivali | Similars Festival

90 cm x100 cm

UnlU muzisyenlerin benzerleri yarisma icin bulusmuslar.

John Lennon, iki adet Robert Plant, Carlos Santana, Elvis, Louis Armstrong,
Aretha Franklyn, Grandpa Elliott, Ray Charles, Stevie Wonder. Havaalaninda
elinde pankart kendi gibi David Bowie arayan David Bowie benzeri...

Similars of the famous musicians met for the competition.

John Lennon, two Robert Plants, Carlos Santana, Elvis, Louis Armstrong,
Aretha Franklyn, Grandpa Elliott, Ray Charles, Stevie Wonder. David Bowie in
the airport, a banner in his hand, looking for other David Bowie lookalikes...
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Gala Cikisi | After the Gala 70 cmx 110 cm
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Sanirim kimsenin dikkatini cekmemisti. Ben de sadece sevgili Ege Aydan’la
paylasmistim.

Ankara Opera binasi. Oyun bitmis, seyirci kapilara yonelmis... Mevhibe Hanim ve
ismet Pasa yeni cikmislar disari.

ismet Pasa'nin sag tarafinda az ilerde Adnan Menderes. Menderes'in sag tarafinda az
arkada, deve tUyu paltosuyla Celal Bayar.

Elbette hepsi ayri ayri gelmisler.

Siyah araba Celal Bayar'in makam arabasi. Ama sofor kayip. Arabayl Clneyt Gokger'in
yerine park etmis.

Ya Celal Bey'i indirdikten sonra o da oyun izlemek icin salona girdi ve kalabalik
nedeniyle zamaninda isinin basina gelemedi, ya da oyunun bitis saatini
hesaplayamayip tuvalete gitti. ikinci intimal daha akla yatkin. Déntnce anlasilacak
durum.

Arabayi biraktigi alan park yeri degil aslinda. Opera binasinin idari boélumudne inen
merdivenlerin yanindaki bos alan. Ama Cuneyt Bey toplantida oldugu zamanlar
makam sofort onu beklerken burayi kullaniyor. Genel Mudur degistiginde bu
aliskanlik devam etti mi, isin orasini bilmiyorum. Bu gece de Celal Bayar'in makam
soforune nasip olmus ayni yere park etmek.

Ve diger seyirciler.

AbdUulhak Hamid Tarhan'in yazdigi, babamin sahneye koydugdu, “Finten” adli oyunu
izlemis, evlerine donuyor herkes.

Eskiden siyasi liderler sadece meclis ¢atisi altinda atisird.
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| guess no one noticed it. | only shared it with my dear Ege Aydan.

Ankara Opera House. The play is over, the audience is exiting... Ms. Mevhibe and ismet
Pasa have just come out.

On the right side of ismet Pasa, just ahead there is Adnan Menderes. Celal Bayar, in a
cameline coat, is on the right side of Menderes, a bit behind.

Of course, they all came separately.

The black car is Celal Bayar's offical car. But the driver is missing. He parked the car in
CuUneyt Gokger's place.

Either the driver went into the hall to watch the play after Celal Bey was inside, and
he could not come to work on time due to the crowd, or he could not calculate the
ending of the play and went to the toilet. The second guess is more plausible. It will
be understood when he returns.

The place he left the car is not a parking lot. It is just an empty space next to the stairs
leading down to the administration division of the opera house. But when Mr. Clneyt
is in a meeting, his driver parks here while waiting for him. | do not know if this
continued when the General Manager changed. Tonight, Celal Bayar's driver was
granted the opportunity to park in the same place.

And other spectators.

Everyone returns to their homes after watching the play “Finten” written by Abdulhak
Hamid Tarhan and staged by my father.

In the past, political leaders only quarreled under the roof of parliament.
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Momti'nin Karavani | Momti's Caravan 70 cm x100 cm

2022, Temmuz ay! basinda GUmuslUk'e gittim. “U¢ Kurus” adl diziyi yeni bitirmis, dizi
bitince bir de ufak operasyon gec¢irmistim. Amacim hem dinlenmek, hem uzun
zamandir arzu ettigim sergi icin hazirlik yapmak, hem de Gumusluk’te biraktigim
tablolarimla hasret gidermekti. Kiratoérim Dilek Cakir'la surekli mesajlasarak sergi ile
ilgili sorunlari halletmeye ve sergi tarihi belirlemeye calistik. Ve nihayet buradayiz iste.
GUmusluk'te biraktigim tablolar genellikle GUmuslik'le ilgili. Mesela bu tablo, aslinda
iki ayri resimden olusuyor. Hikayesini klip olarak anlattim. ilginizi cekerse izleyin.
izlemeseniz bile iyi ki geldiniz sergime. Beni bu mutlu ginimde yalniz birakmadiniz.

| went to GUmUsluk at the beginning of June 2022. | had just finished the TV series “Uc
Kurus” and had a minor operation after the series was over. My aim was to rest and to
prepare for the exhibition that | have wanted for a long time, and to satisfy my longing
with the paintings that | had left in GUmuUslUk. By constantly messaging with my
curator Dilek Cakir, we tried to solve the problems related to the exhibition and to
establish the date. And here we are, finally. The paintings | left in Gumusluk are
generally about GUmUslUk. For example, this painting actually consists of two separate
pictures. | told its story as a clip. You can watch it if you are interested. Even if you have
not watched it, | am glad you have come to my exhibition. You do not leave me alone
on this happy day.
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Py ety

 © Buresim sergide yok. Zaten esas resim degil bu. Esas resimden kirpilmis bir kesit.
g Resmin asli Ingiltere’de. Sirf rahmetli Gvey babam Kartal Tibet'i anmak igin
buraya, katalogumun arka sayfasina koydum. Bu yilin temmuz ayinda
yitirmistik onu. Sergimi géremedi. Ama eminim goérseydi ok mutlu olurdu.
Ben de bu resimden sonsuza kadar bizlere baksin istedim. Ruhu sad olsun.

This painting is not in the exhibition. It is not the original painting anyway.
It is a cropped cross-section from the original. The originalis in England.

I put it here on the backpage of my catalog just to commemorate my late
stepfather, Kartal Tibet. UJe lost him in July of this year. He could not see my
exhibition. But I know for sure that he would be proud if he could have seen.

And I wanted him to look at us from this picture forever. Bless his soul.




