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Hatira/Hafiza, Malzeme ve
Giivenli Alan
Kaarina Kaikkonen ile birlikte

15 Ocak 2026
Merhabalar arkadaslar.

Kaarina'yl da ugurladik. O da derin izleri birak-
t1 digerleri gibi, Mimarlik ve Sanatin i¢ ice girdigi
bu uzun maratonumuzda. Onunla da digerleri ile
yaptigimiz gibi geldiginde hep birlikte konustuk
tartistik. Bizim yasamimizi etkileyen “Memory”
yani hatira / hafiza lizerine yasadiklarimizin derin-
lerine indik. “Malzeme”, yer ile birlikte dnemli bir
diger 6ge idi. Son lglu ise etrafla diyalog kuran
“glivenli alan” oldu. Birkag giin i¢inde Kaarina'y
da hepimizi de etkileyen 6nemli isler ¢ikti. O gel-
meden size okudugum sanat ve mimarlik arasinda
yillar 6nce yazdigim ilk yazim “Babamin Ceketleri”
makalesinin kahramani hem Aura’daki konugmasi
ve atolyedeki yaklasimlari ve diyaloglari ile siirece
diger misafir yiriticiler gibi renk katti. Kendisi
de atélyemizden olduk¢a memnun ayrildi.

Diin de Eymen Homsi son konuklarimizdan biriy-
di. Atélyemizin baslig1 “Sinirlar” kavrami ile birlik-
te “Viicut” un kutsal mekanlarindaki yorumlama-
larini da icine alan bakisi “Sinir, Mimarlik, Sanat,
Viicut” konusmasi ile uzaklardan bizlerle oldu.

Bugiin ben daha 6nce planlanmis Yeditepe Univer-
sitesi Mimarlik Boliminin Diploma jiirisinde
olacagim. Uzun bir giin olacak hepimiz igin.
Zamaninda Atolyede olun litfen. Grup halinde
calisanlar diin konusuldugu gibi is bolimi liste-
sindeki yapilacaklarinda hizla yol almaya ¢alisa-
caklar. Gruptan ayri calisan arkadaslar da zaten
Kaarina oncesi yaptiklar senaryolarini gelistire-
cekler. Cuma giini yaptiklarinizi, gelistirdiginiz
isleri detayli goriismek Uzere. Cok sevgiler ve iyi
calismalar hepinize, hepimize...

yanar
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Memory, Material and Safe Place
with Kaarina Kaikkonen

15 January 2026
Hello, everyone.

We bid farewell to Kaarina. Like the others, she
left a deep impression on our long marathon
where Architecture and Art intertwined. As we
did with the others, we talked and discussed to-
gether when she arrived. As future artists and
professionals, we worked on our own person-
alities. We delved deep into our experiences of
‘Memory," which affects our lives. ‘Material,’
along with place and space, was another import-
ant element. The final trio was the ‘safe space’
that engaged in dialogue with the surroundings.
Within a few days, important works emerged that
affected both Kaarina and all of us. Before she ar-
rived, | read to you my first article written years
ago on the intersection of art and architecture,
‘My Father’s Jackets.' The protagonist of that ar-
ticle added colour to the process, much like the
other guest facilitators, through her talk at Aura
and her approach and dialogues in the workshop.
She also left our workshop quite satisfied.

Yesterday, Eymen Homsi was one of our final
guests. The title of our workshop, ‘Boundaries,’
encompassed interpretations of the “Body” in sa-
cred spaces, and he joined us from afar with his
talk, ‘Boundary, Architecture, Art, Body.’

Today, | will be on the diploma jury at Yedite-
pe University. It will be a long day for all of us.
Please be at the workshop on time. Those work-
ing in groups will try to make rapid progress on
the tasks listed in the division of labour, as dis-
cussed yesterday. Those working separately from
the group will develop the scenarios they created
before Kaarina. There is really very little time. We
will discuss in detail what you did on Friday and
the work you developed. Best wishes to all of us...

yanar
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Mavi Dostum

Ahmet Atakan Keskin

yle, yamulmus gd
yle yorgun bir dost®
du. her gegen gln
yorulmaktaydi ve
sonunda onunla veda-
lagmak zorunda
kaldm. bu ig ise, o'nu
digli oranlarini zorlayip,
sesini bir daha duyma
Gabasl.

Cocuklugumuzun bir parcasi olan bisikletler, bir
zaman benim en iyi, en sadik dostumdu. Kiigik
mavi bir bisikletti. Yardimc tekerleri vardi,
sokiildu; stirekli bir degisimdeydi, bir 6nceki giinle
asla ayni degildi. Benim igin; o, dislileri ve pedal-
larindan fazlasi, bilyalarin sesiyle, degisen las-
tikleriyle yorgun, yorulmaya devam eden bir
dostumdu. Her gecen gilin yorulmaktaydi ve
sonunda onunla vedalagmak zorunda kaldim. Bu
is ise o' nu disli oranlarini zorlayip, sesini bir daha
duyma cabasi.

Bisiklet seslerinin kaydedilip, bir ses kom-
pozisyonu cevrilen bu calisma, iki poster isi de
icermektedir. Bu mavi, yesil posterler ses kom-
pozisyonuyla birlikte izleyiciye duygu uyandir-
mayi amaglandirmaktadir.
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My Blue Friend
Ahmet Atakan Keskin
salinimin,
ozgiirliigiin,
sitenin,

diizenin

dostum |

Bicycles, a part of our childhood, were once
my best and most loyal companion. It was
a small blue bicycle. It had training wheels,
which were removed; it was in constant
change, never the same as the day before.
For me, it was more than its gears and pedals;
with the sound of its bearings and its changing
tires, it was a tired friend that kept growing more
worn. Day by day it became more exhausted, and
eventually | had to say goodbye to it. This work
is an attempt to push its gear ratios and hear its
sound once more.

This project, in which bicycle sounds are recorded
and transformed into a sound composition, also
includes two poster works. These blue and green
posters aim to evoke emotion in the viewer to-
gether with the sound composition.

Ses kompozisyonunun gorsellestirilmis ses dalgalari.
Visual representation of the sound waves in the composition.

Ses kompoze edilirken; bisikletin: diisme, fren-
leme, yerden kaldirma, disliler, zincir sesleri,
pedal cevirme, durdurma sesleri, jant bilyasinin
sesleri 6ncelikle kaydedilip belgelenmistir. Daha
sonra bu seslerin bir ritmi tekrar edilip, adeta
bir miizik yapacak sekilde siralanmistir. Jantlara
vurulma sesleri, reverb efekti altinda, bir melodi-
ye doénilismis, kaybolmus dostumuzun melodisi
gibi sonlara dogru cinlamaktadir. Zincir sesleri
hareketleri temsil etmekte, ritmik frenleme ses-
leri kompozisyonun ritmini belirlemektedir.

Bu ses, bir odada bulunup posterlerde gézlemlen-
ebilen mekanizma kullanilarak, o mekanin izleyici
icin belki de kendi mekanik renkli dostlarina do-
kunabilmelerini hedeflemektedir.

E ses i¢in qr kodu

= ar code for sound
g

While composing the sound, the bicycle's fall-
ing, braking, lifting from the ground, gear and
chain noises, pedaling, stopping sounds, and the
sounds of the wheel bearings were first record-
ed and documented. These sounds were then
repeated rhythmically and arranged almost
as if composing music. The sounds of striking
the rims, under a reverb effect, transform into
a melody, resonating toward the end like the
melody of our lost friend. Chain sounds repre-
sent movement, while rhythmic braking sounds
determine the rhythm of the composition.

This sound, presented in a room through a mech-
anism that can also be observed in the posters,
aims to allow the viewer to perhaps touch their
own mechanical, colorful companions.
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Buzlari Eritmek

Alim Yildirm

Video (0:21 dk)

2026

Video i¢in QR kodu
QR code for the video

Hep uslu bir ¢ocuktum, bir seyle oynamamam
soylendiginde oynamazdim. Bu nedenle ates ile
de ge¢ tanistim, mumlari ok sevmeme ragmen.

Benim atesle aramdaki buzlan eriten bir arag
olarak tanimladigim bu is, kendi givenli
alanimdan ¢ikmam icin beni cocuklugumla ve ani-
lanimla yizlestirdi.

Buzun icinde yakilan ates ile eriyen buzu ve o
eridikge giiclenen 15181 deneyimlemek...
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Icebreaker

Alim Yildinm

Video (0:21 min)

2026

| was always a well-behaved child; when | was
told not to play with something, | wouldn't.
For this reason, | encountered fire late, even
though | always loved candles.

This work, which | define as an icebreaker
between fire and me, pushed me out of my own
safe place and confronted me with my childhood
and my memories.

To experience the ice melting and the light
growing stronger as the fire burns within the ice...
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Doktor Amcanin
Evindeki Anilarim

Alperen Kurumaz

Fotograf: Annem ve Anneannem ile birlikte, 2003
Photograph: With My Mother and Grandmother, 2003

Yalova; dogdugum biyiidiigiim memleketim, ve
biriktirdigim tonlarca ani. Kiiclik bu sehirde
herkes birbirini tanir, ne olup bittigini bilir. Capi
kicuktur, yirtiyerek sehri dolasmaya c¢ok
musaittir. Binalar insan olcegindedir sizi ezmez,
davet eder, iliskilenmek ¢ok kolaydir.

Her gittigimde dolasmaya calisinm sokaklarinda,
eski binalar vardir, hala yikilmayan, yillara daya-
nan, kiiciik tatli kendi halinde apartmanlar. Cogu
hala direnir bu carpik kentlesme olaylarina, daha
sirasi gelmemistir ¢linkii. Bu olaylarin icinde
Fatih Caddesi’'nde, Hiirriyet Sokak'ta direnen g
katli bir apartman vardir. Blylidiigiim ev, Doktor
Amcanin Evi. Ah o seneler..

Kiigukligiml  dlsiundigiimde annem  hep
bizle ilgilenir, haftasonlari abimle beni piknige
gotururdl. Hafta icleri babam islerinden dolayi
gec gelirdi eve. Annem, ben ve abim
ebeveynlerimin  odasinda uyuyana kadar
saatlerce konusurduk. Ah,0 oda-nin tavan,
sanirim benim hayal diinyamdi.
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Memories in Doctor Uncle's
House

Alperen Kurumaz

Doktor Amcanin Evinin Eskizi
Sketch of Doctor Uncle’s House

Yalova is the hometown where | was born and
raised, a place where I've gathered countless mem-
ories. In this small city, everyone knows one an-
other and is aware of what's going on. Its scale is
modest, making it easy to walk everywhere. The
buildings along the streets are human in scale—
they don't overwhelm you; they invite you in, and
forming connections feels effortless.

Whenever | return, | try to wander through its
streets. There are old buildings still standing, small
and charming apartment blocks that have endured
for years. Many of them still resist the pressures
of chaotic urbanization—mostly because their
turn hasn't come yet. Amid all this, on Fatih
Avenue, on Hirriyet Street, stands a three-story
apartment building that continues to resist. The
home where | grew up: my Doctor Uncle's
House. Oh, those years...

When | think about my childhood, | remember
how my mother was always taking care of us.
On weekends, she would take my brother and
me on picnics. During the week, my father
would come home late because of work, and
my mother, my brother, and | would talk for
hours in my parents’ bedroom until we fell
asleep. Ah, that ceiling... | think it was the
birthplace of my imagination.

Battaniye kumasi ile yapilan sanat ¢aligmasi, 2025
Artwork Made with Blanket Fabric, 2025
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Siiziilen Isilti

Artiona Dushi

“Diisiinmek, bir tasi yontmakla baslar;, ama
asir1 diisiinmek, o tasi bir kristale déniistiirene
kadar durmamaktir.”

“Falling Radiance”, sadece i1sik ve kristalden olusan
bir yerlestirme degil; bir émiir boyu siiregelen
zihinsel bir giriltindn, yani asir disinme
(overthinking) ozelligimin sessizlige burtinmus
estetik bir manifestosudur. Cocuklugumdan bu
yana pesimi birakmayan, her detayi bin parcaya
bélen o yogun zihinsel siireg, bu eserde yer alir.

Benim icin bir seyi diislinmek, sadece zihinde
evirip cevirmek degil; bir dogal tasi, en ince
ayrintisina kadar yontarak bir miikkemel parcaya
donustirmek gibidir. Bu yontma islemi kimi
zaman oOyle derin ve sabirlidir ki ortaya c¢ikan
fikir mutlak bir berrakliga ulasir; kimi zaman ise
kendi tozunda bogulup gizemli bir bulanikliga
hapsolur. Eserdeki kristallerin bir kisminin 1518
dogrudan gecirmesi, bir kisminin ise pusuyla onu
saklamasi, zihnimdeki bu berraklik ve belirsizlik
arasindaki bitmek bilmeyen medceziri temsil eder.

Tavandaki  tekil odaktan  siiziilen gk,
digtincelerimin  kaynagini, zihnimi  simgeler.
Ancak bu distinceler havada asili duran bagimsiz
parcalar degildir; onlar birbirine ince iplerle
bagli, hassas bir dengenin parcalardir. Isigin
bu kristallerden gecerek yere biraktigi golgeler,
distincelerimin  duinyevi  karsiliklarini,  yani
eylemlerimi ve hislerimi anlatir. En hafif bir hava
akimiyla, disaridan gelen kiigliciik bir esintiyle
kristallerin salinmasi ve yerdeki golgelerin bir
dansa tutusmasi, zihnimin icindeki diinyasindan
bir fragmandir.

“Stzilen lsilt”, 1518in dokuldigu o en Ust
noktadan yerdeki en koyu gblgeye kadar, bir
insanin kendi zihniyle verdigi o sessiz ama
isiltili savasin hikayesidir.

Falling Radiance

Artiona Dushi

“To think is to begin carving a stone; but to
overthink is to never cease until that stone has
become a crystal.”

“Falling Radiance” is not merely an installation
of light and crystal; it is an aesthetic manifesto
of a lifelong mental resonance, my trait of
overthinking, now draped in silence. This intense
cognitive process, which has pursued me since
childhood, dissecting every detail into a thousand
fragments, finds its place within this work.

For me, the act of thinking is not just pondering in
the mind; it is akin to carving a natural stone with
meticulous detail until it transforms into a perfect
masterpiece. This carving process is sometimes
so profound and patient that the resulting idea
reachesabsolute clarity; at other times, it becomes
suffocated by its own debris, remaining trapped in
a mysterious blur. The duality of these crystals,
some transmitting light directly, others shielding
it behind a haze, represents the flow between
the clarity and uncertainty within my mind.

The light descending from a single focal point
on the ceiling symbolizes my mind, the very
source of my thoughts. Yet, these thoughts
are not isolated entities suspended in the air;
they are components of a delicate equilibrium,
tethered together by invisible threads. The
shadows cast upon the ground as light filters
through these crystals reflect the worldly
echoes of my thoughts, my tangible actions
and emotions. The way these crystals sway
with the faintest breath of air, is a fragment
from the world within my mind.

From the highest point where light pours down
to the darkest shadow, “Falling Radiance” is the
story of a silent yet luminous battle one wages
within the confines of their own mind.

H

@
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Not:

Eger zihniniz her detay1 bin pargaya bélityorsa, birakin o pargalar
15181 kirmaya baglasin. Unutmayin ki; en koyu golge bile yukaridan
dokiilen bir 1s181in sonucudur. Zihninizle verdiginiz o sessiz
ve yorucu savagi, kendi 1giltili manifestonuza doniistirmekten
korkmayin. Bazen en derin berraklik, en yogun karmasanin
iginden siiziilerek gelir...

Note:

If your mind dissects every detail into a thousand fragments, let
those fragments begin to refract the light. Remember that even the
darkest shadow is the result of a light pouring from above. Do not
be afraid to turn that silent and exhausting battle with your mind
into your own luminous manifesto. Sometimes, the deepest clarity

emerges only by filtering through the most intense chaos.

Art and Architecture : Boundaries



Bir Daha Asla O Cocuklar
Olmayacagiz

Asya Yurttas

Bu calisma, ¢ocuklukta kurulmus bir dostluk ve
ona ait olan 6zel bir dil Gizerinden hafiza, kayip ve
donusii olmayanlik kavramlarini arastirir. Mektup,
iki kisi tarafindan yalnizca birbirleri igin yaratilmig
gizli bir alfabe ile yazilmistir. Yillar boyunca un-
utulmus olan bu dil, bir kopusun ardindan beklen-
medik bicimde yeniden hatirlanmistir.

Metnin biyik bolimi bilingli olarak kapalidir.
Okunabilirligi yalnizca ayni ge¢misi paylasanlara
aciktir; geri kalanlar icin ise yalnizca bir iz, bir
kalinti, bir hatirlama nesnesi olarak var olur. Bu
erisilemezlik, hafizanin dogasina isaret eder: Bazi
seyler anlatilabilir, bazilari ise yalnizca yasamis
olanlara aittir.

Latin alfabesiyle yazilmis tek ifade: Bir daha asla
o cocuklar olmayacagiz. Yiizeyde bu ciimle bir
suclama gibi okunabilir; ancak isin merkezinde
bir yiizlesmeden ¢ok bir fark edis vardir. Zamanin,
deneyimin ve yasanan kirilmalarin ardindan ne
karsimdaki kisi ne de ben, bir zamanlar oldugu-
muz ¢ocuklar olarak kalirz.

Bu calisma, tek bir dostlugun sona erisinden yola
cikarak daha evrensel bir kaybi goriinir kilar:
cocuklugun geri dondiriilemez masumiyetini. Dil
hala vardir; alfabe hatirlanmistir. Ancak o dile an-
lamini veren bag artik yoktur. Bu geligki Gizerinden
is su soruyu sorar: Bir dil, konugsani kalmadiginda
da var olmaya devam ediyorsa, hatiralar kime
ait-tir? Ve bir sey yalnizca hatirlandigi icin hala
“bizim” sayilabilir mi?
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We'll Never Be Those Kids Again

Asya Yurttas

This work explores memory, loss, and irreversibil-
ity through a childhood friendship and the private
language that belonged to it. The letter is written
in a secret alphabet created at the age of fourteen
by two individuals solely for one another. Forgot-
ten for years, this language was unexpectedly re-
called after a rupture.

The majority of the text is intentionally closed. Its
legibility is accessible only to those who share the
same past; for everyone else, it exists merely as a
trace, aremnant, an object of remembrance. This
inaccessibility points to the nature of memory
itself: some things can be narrated, while others
belong only to those who have lived them.

The only phrase written in the Latin alphabet is:
We'll Never Be Those Kids Again. On the surface,
this sentence may read as an accusation; yet at
the core of the work lies not confrontation, but
realization. After time, experience, and rupture,
neither the other person nor | remain the same
children we once were.

Departing from the end of a single friendship, this
work renders visible a more universal loss: the ir-
retrievable innocence of childhood. The language
still exists; the alphabet has been remembered.
Yet the bond that once gave that language mean-
ing no longer does. Through this contradiction,
the work poses a question: If a language contin-
ues to exist after its speakers are gone, to whom
do memories belong? And can something still be
called “ours” simply because it is remembered?
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Giinliik Degil
Basak Cimen

Cocukluktan bu yana “gunliik” tutma aligkan-
lgr kazanilamamis olsa da, sanat¢ yasanan
yogun duygulari ve kayda deger anlan yaz-
ma ve ¢izme ihtiyac duyar. O an eline gecen
herhangi bir kagida aktarilan bu notlar; bir
cantanin goziinde, kullanilmayan bir defter-
in arasinda ya da ani kutularinda sakli kalir.

Bazen aradan yillar gectikten sonra rastlan-
tisal bir anda yeniden karsilagilan bu parcalar,
anilarin belirli bir diizen ya da kronoloji icinde
tutulmasa bile kaybolmadigini ortaya koyar.
Daginik, parcali ve zamansiz bu kayitlar, bellegin
kendine 06zgli calisma bicimini goriinir kilar.

Bu eser, diizenli bir giinliikten ziyade; anlarin,
duygularin ve hatirlamanin zamana direnerek
varligini stirdiirdiigi kisisel bir arsiv niteligi tasir.

Not A Diary
Basak Cimen

Although the artist never developed the hab-
it of keeping a traditional diary, there has al-
ways been a strong urge to write and draw
moments of intense emotion and significance.
These spontaneous notes recorded on what-
ever piece of paper happened to be at hand
are stored inside bags, between the pages of
unused notebooks, or within memory boxes.

Sometimes rediscovered years later in random
moments, these fragments reveal that mem-
ories do not disappear even when they are
not preserved within a fixed order or chronol-
ogy. Scattered, fragmented, and timeless,
these records reflect the personal nature of
memory and its unique way of functioning.

Rather than a conventional diary, this work exists
as a personal archive one in which emotions, mo-
ments, and acts of remembering persist beyond
time and structure.

Sanat ve Mimarlik: Stnirlar 397 Art and Architecture : Boundaries



Sanat ve Mimarlik: Stnirlar 399 Art and Architecture : Boundaries




400

Annemin Parfiimi

Bilgesu Tuncer

Annemin Parfumi benim igin bir “eve
gelis” hatirasiyla basliyor. Cocukken
annem 18.30 sularinda isten déndi-
ginde, daha kapi acilir agilmaz evin
icine cok spesifik bir koku yayilirdi.
O koku geldigi anda ev de degisir-
di: hava yumusar, enerji yiikselir, her
sey civil civil bir hal alirdi. Bu yiizden
bu koku, bende sadece bir parfiim
gibi degil; giivenli alan duygusunu
tetikleyen bir isaret gibi duruyor.

Bu calismada o hissiyat, ugucu ha-
linden cikartilip malzemeye formuna
donistirildid. Annemin parfiminiin
ust, orta ve dip notalari olan mal-
zemelerin toplanip goriinir sekilde
yerlestirildi. Boylece hafizadaki bir
an, havada kaybolan bir iz olmak-
tan c¢ikip saklanabilir bir nesneye
donisti: “annemin kokusu” ciimle-
si, bakilabilen bir nesneye donisti.

Parfimiin kompleks ve katmanli ya-
pisi, benim icin anne-kiz iliskisinin
kompleksitesini tasiyor: ilk anda car-
pan bir parlaklik, sonra daha ice dogru
yogunlasan bir sicaklik ve geride ka-
lan, uzun siire kalan bir iz...

Kavanoz, Hatira/Hafiza temasini ko-
kunun geri ¢agirdigl o an {zerinden
kuruyor; Malzeme temasini kokuyu
parcalara ayirip somutlastirarak gori-
nir kiliyor; Giivenli Alan temasini ise
annemin eve gelisiyle birlikte beliren
atmosfer lizerinden yeniden uretiyor.
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My Mother'’s Perfume

Bilgesu Tuncer

My Mother’s Perfume begins for me with
amemory of “coming home.” When | was
a child, when my mother returned from
work around 6:30 p.m., a very specific
scent wouldfill the house the moment the
dooropened. Assoonasthatsmellarrived,
the house changed too: the air softened,
the energy lifted, everything became
bright and lively. That's why this scent
feels less like “just a perfume” and more
like a signal that triggers a sense of safety.

In this work, that feeling is taken out of
its fleeting state and transformed into a
material form. The materials correspond-
ing to the top, heart, and base notes
of my mother's perfume were collect-
ed and arranged in a visible way. In this
way, a moment held in memory stops
being a trace that disappears into the
air and becomes an object that can be
kept: the phrase “my mother's scent”
turns into something you can look at.

The perfume’s complex, layered struc-
ture also carries—for me—the complex-
ity of a mother-daughter relationship:
a brightness that hits at first, then a
warmth that deepens inward, and a lin-
gering trace that remains for a long time.

The jar frames the theme of Memory/
Remembrance through the moment the
scent calls back; it makes the theme of
Material visible by breaking the fragrance
into parts and giving it form; and it re-cre-
ates the theme of Safe Space through the
atmosphere that appears with my moth-
er's arrival home.
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Annemin Kokusu

Ust Notalar
« Seftali

« Gl

* Kayisi Cigegi
* Leylak

* Ananas

« inci Cicegi

* Bergamot

Orta Notalar
- Gl

«iris

* Heliotrop

* Yasemin

Baz Notalar
« Seftali

* Kayisi

« Sandal Agaci
« Vanilya

* Kehribar

* Misk

402

My Mother's Scent

Top Notes

* Peach

* Rose

* Apricot Blossom
* Lilac

* Pineapple

* Lily of the Valley
* Bergamot

Middle Notes
* Rose

* Iris

* Heliotrope

* Jasmine

Base Notes

* Peach

* Apricot

« Sandalwood
* Vanilla

« Amber

* Musk

Sanat ve Mimarlik: Sinirlar
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Hayatin Tarifi
Dila Agtiziim

Ses kaydi - El yazisi “tarif”

2026

tek tarif, sayisiz yemek

Bu proje, anneannemin bayramlarda hi¢ degis-
meyen menisiinden yola cikiyor: borek, sarma,
pilav, et ve baklava. Yillar boyunca tekrar eden bu
mendi, bir aliskanliktan ¢ok, stireklilik hissi tagiyan
bir bulugsma bigimi.

Sofra, konusmanin kendisi degil; konusmaya aci-
lan bir baslangic noktasi. Yemekler uzerinden
baslayan sohbetler, zamanla baska yerlere akiyor.
Tarif, bu konusmalar icin bir vesileye donisiyor.

Tarif ayni, dokundugu noktalar sayisiz.

Anneannemin sesi, radyodan duyuldugu haliyle
bu isin merkezinde yer aliyor. Bu ses, tariflerin
actig iletisimin neye dénistiiglini gosteriyor. Ta-
rifler ise anneannemin bana kendi diliyle anlattig)
haliyle, benim el yazimla yaziya gegirildi; bu ileti-
simin bende aldig hal olarak.

Ses kayd1

Audio recording

Recipe of Life
Dila Agiiziim

Audio recording - Handwritten “recipe’

2026

one recipe, countless dishes

This project takes as its starting point my grand-
mother’s menu that never changes during holiday
gatherings: “borek (savory pastry), sarma, pilaf ,
meat, and baklava". Repeated year after year, this
menu represents not merely a habit, but a form of
gathering that carries a sense of continuity.

The table is not the conversation itself; it is a point
of departure for conversation. Dialogues that begin
around food gradually drift elsewhere. The recipe
becomes a pretext for these conversations.

The recipe remains the same, yet the places it touch-
es are countless.

My grandmother's voice, heard as it comes through
the radio, lies at the center of this work. This voice
reveals what the communication initiated by the
recipes turns into. The recipes themselves were
written down in my handwriting, exactly as my
grandmother explained them to me in her own
words reflecting the form this communication has
taken within me.

birek

Simdi hareyd aulatiyorven

Jirelw patakisler Yikiyoun - yikadikian  Sonca Lenteceyes
koyugoroms - Aenterede gadokisler heslonyor hasladittam o o
patabisled Soguyerws Seydukfas Seard  idined “-‘\Jdi,oam
atatisles  revdeliyoruma Auint  dir kova Sejam I‘Ml‘hlf)n’um
gatalign duwine  hagladikten Sonraa Soganlen rend el yorua~
dtne  atabisled de ﬂ.wlq_l,-yﬂ,m Sonra, AL L& Wape
koyoyorva~  mant . ya§ . b  Sonra Yufkayr yuflay:
Seaygorunn  Yuflkay Serdibien Sonca  iiking ginceelce
Yy gerdidyerum e Yublayr ikinci yulkay da Sedyerur~
ondan sonta gaghfivn horci catalisled yaghim hare t
‘.-,5{9.‘4\ Auing hl‘H.n’hJ:;lM patatisleq -wine Loguyorurn
Jqﬂjuvn—. -‘“"J‘t*"“ Soar o ‘LLQI":’U aiﬂ.i_l’nrva-.
Usking  Ordine Yogut  Sungicves  fieina Sy orumn

Qiil;"o-"-
bu kadar.

- hatice Suder

baklava

\\0 bﬂklnvE’[
b-tl-vu_,u ,fnul(.u haworunu i dane  yumurda km,.n,r\

iki dane Yusurda Girgorusa baklavay!

he sindi baklavay: Yapiyorus  dur  buaw biyle Yepilons
batlava Yagiyorvaa  simd,,

iwine hamuruna iki fane  yuuvrta  bir basdal yogurt

bir bardak. Vi Y43 Swi yag bir bardak ya§ bir bardatta
Ye3un gadst Aeteya§  yansi w1 Ye§ awine  Lunlan k oyuyorum
i gumvrta bunlan gincecheo dyice aicpiyorum  Girphkdon
Sonca  hamuru  YeGuruyenaa _yo’wJuk#ox Sonca  Waaura
onden Sonca S ¥ Sey  yagyorum aqmaya bashyorua~ aqiikta~
Sonra  Auwiny CVIT  cevi® Koyuyorva~  batlavawmia,  duine
cevitled do koyuyoryam  batlava lepsivini bikrditden. Somra
Ushiow  eee  tueyajl  dékiyorum dereyed  kesiyoroam Lereyos
dotiyorum  OMdan  Sowa  Qiiriyoruan Qisitditden  _Gura
Setbckini  dbkiyorvan:

- hatico onder

El yazis1 “tarif”
Handwritten “recipe”
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Oqua

k:mk,

Jo'wmja bie Lileya 30\”'\ ot JgujafuM», ,fg:audofi _guielie
dojrugoruan . dejrad iktar —fonra benternsyo eyt koyuyory an
Soganlan  Eavervyoruas Sofaunlan kavirdubtan~ _fomva dirinc
it yikervan  koyuyorvan ondan JoNrA  AUINE  Larakibes,
Qulbiber ge aoydonen ettt bayka dur —Salea e kwsau hiber
bunlarn  hepivinl pirntin dkint  Loyuyoruuvues ondas Jenre hegivni
Kawsrvgorowies onden Sonra GF%n Eagabiyoran Jonra feymays hs].,-m.,-_
Magraklan yagraklon _pintelco det {‘LJIL!}!M Yikadikten  touro-
Lek dek Ykadkben —owra, onlan gineecle iuig waarrladh i dyii

dolmalen  Saryoroa .

O bu ‘tader.

- hatice éader

Qilav ve ot

Cauwn Sehel  Canim beains

Sebebi gidnci  Sicab suya islatiyons Lagnar Suya Su
kayagor  pidnel  islaficens  pilev  gapicem  Suyu  Suyw
koynahyorwn~  kaynattiblen Sonra gidacim  Ushae diigora ra
fuz alyerwn  gidng  belyer bir $eet Yadar  bekliyor
becleditien Seara  pilavi yagmaya Yashyorun~ Juzwj Sl ,m.j
onlan kavuruysrumn  tavurdukdan  Senra  dGine S ke yayorum.
onlar  pifiyer e ango Sehriyu  Yavurugorem  fonrq girineA
koyugorusn. TWAY  Jonrm Su  Loyuyeru  ©  Qifiyer gilav  bu
kadar oluyer.

etlea do  awddkotlen  fste  aliyorym an\M\uHﬂdAﬂh’omm
atgamdan.  dolabo  Keyuyorua~  dideniyor Sabahleyin do Lalkiyorm
aisafic gelecel famant layaya keyuyorue~  onlar kil alegid

gisigolar giterkany Autvaun akiyoruan .
bu kadar onle da,

- Watite owder
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Mnemosyne

Elif Aysu Solak

Pleksiglas kiip icinde kisisel nesneler, 2026

406

Mnemosyne
Elif Aysu Solak

Personal objects inside a plexiglass cube, 2026
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Dogada, Gemini Nano Banana kullanilarak iiretilmistir.
In Nature, Generated by Gemini Nano Banana.

En giicli anilarim birlikte Gretme etrafinda
sekillendi: tamir etmek, tasarlamak, sohbet
etmek, deneyimlemek, birlikte yol almak. Bu
birliktelikler benim icin birer hatira olmasi-
nin yani sira bana problem ¢6zmeyi ve hayata
pratik bir yerden bakmayi 6greten bir diigiince
yapisi ayni zamanda. Bu nedenle giivenli ala-
nim sabit bir mekan degil yanimda tasidigim bu
bakis acisi, anilar ve nesneler. Cocuklugumda
sevdigim kiip formu, bu disiincenin tasiyicisi.
Seffaf bir kiip kutunun icinde, aileyle iretmeyi
ve kendi basima ayakta kalmay: hatirlatan es-
yalar yer aliyor. Daginik ama goériinir bir bi-
tiin, kapali olmayan bir hafiza alani. Sabit bir
guvenli alanim yok, hem her yerde hem de hig-
bir yerdeyim ama bu kutu, anilarim ve dogay-
la kurdugum iliski, benimle birlikte tasinan ve
beni yenileyen bir giivenlik hissini yaratiyor.

Sanat ve Mimarlik: Sinirlar

Yerlestirme, 2026
Installation, 2026

My strongest memories are shaped around
shared acts of making: repairing, designing,
talking, experimenting, and traveling togeth-
er. These moments formed not only memories,
but a way of thinking rooted in problem-solv-
ing and practical action. For me, safety is not
tied to a stable place, but to the memories,
objects, and mindset | carry. The cube, a form
| loved since childhood, becomes the structure
of this work. Inside a transparent cubic box are
objects that recall making with my family and
my ability to stand on my own. They form a
layered, visible accumulation open rather than
enclosed, a memory space that can be seen
from the outside. | do not have a single, fixed
safe place. Instead, this box, my memories,
and my relationship with nature create a sense
of safety that moves with me and continually
renews itself.
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Bagin izi

Elvin Tavsancil
Video, Fotograf Baski 2026

Yasanan zaman, mekan iizerinde iz birakir.
Umbilikal bag: yasamin devamini saglayan ilk
baglanti.

Kirmizi ip, mekanin icinde dolasan kesintisiz bir
hat gibidir; bir nesneden cok, uzayan, eklenen ve
hafizayi tagiyan bir bagdir. Uskiidar'dan Begiktas'a
uzanan giindelik rota, tekrarlarla kisisel bir harita-
ya déniisir. istanbul’un iki yakasi arasinda gidip
gelen bu hareket, yalnizca bir ulagim eylemi degil;
beden, yiiriiyiis ve ip araciiglyla mekénda iz bira-
kan bir siirece evrilir. Sehir, hi¢bir zaman tama-
mlanmayan bir beden gibi siirekli eklemlenirken,
kirmizi ip bu bitmemisligin icinden akar; bazen
elde tasinir, bazen yerde siiriiklenir, bazen den-
ize degerek agirlasir ve her temas mekanda yeni
bir iz birakir. Calisma, anilarin sabit imgeler degil;
hareket, tekrar ve temasla ¢cogalan izler oldugunu
varsayar; ip her dolastirilisinda yeni bir katman
kazanir, Gretim tamamlanmaz ve yasam boyunca
uzamaya devam eder. Videodaki altyazilar, Aura
stirecinde kurulan diyaloglardan olusarak kisis-
el deneyimi asan kolektif bir bellek alani yaratir;
yalnizca kirmizi ipin ¢izdigi hat goriinir ve bu hat,
sehirle, bedenle ve zamanla kurulan kisisel bir yol-
culugun bag kurdukca kolektif bir antya dontisme-
sini isaret eder.

Trace of the Bond

Elvin Tavsancil
Video, Photo Print 2026

Lived time leaves traces on space.
The umbilical bond is the first connection that
sustains life.

The red thread moves through space as a contin-
uous line; more than an object, it is a bond that
extends, accumulates, and carries memory. A
daily route from Uskiidar to Besiktag becomes
a personal map through repetition. This move-
ment between Istanbul's two shores is not mere-
ly transportation, but a process that, through the
body, walking, and the carried thread, leaves trac-
es in space. As the city unfolds like an unfinished
body, the red thread flows through this state
of incompletion sometimes held, sometimes
dragged, sometimes weighted by contact with
the sea each touch leaving a new trace. The work
proposes that memory is not a fixed image but
a trace produced through movement, repetition,
and touch; with each circulation, the thread gains
a new layer and continues to extend over time.
Subtitles drawn from dialogues formed during the
Aura process expand the personal experience into
a collective field of memory, where only the path
traced by the red thread remains visible, marking
the transformation of a personal journey through
city, body, and time into a shared remembrance.

g

Video kesitleri/ Video stills
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Maytap &
33 Al-Khawarezmi Caddesi

Fatima Sude Yildirm

2026

Yerlestirme

Maytap & 33 Al-Khawarezmi Caddesi, ¢ocukluk
yillarinda deneyimlenen giivenli bir alani hafiza-
nin derinliklerinden gikararak yeniden hatirlamak
iizere Giretilmistir. Eser, 2008 yilinda Urdiin'de ya-
sanmis bir cocukluk anisini, bugilin huzur ve aidi-
yet duygusuyla yeniden goriiniir kilmayi amacglar.
Urdiin'de gegirdigim ilkokul yillarinda Arapga ile
kurdugum iliski bugiin, bilingli bir 6grenme siire-
cinden ¢ok, kendiliginden gelisen bir uyum hali
olarak hatiramda yer etmis. Yabanci bir lilkede,
yabanci bir dile adapte olmanin; zaman ve mekan
baglaminda hafizada bir ayrisma yaratmiyor olu-
su, bu siirecte Arapca'nin, ¢ocukluk deneyimiyle
birlikte i¢sellesmis; en giicli ve en mutlu hatira-
larla ortlisen bir konfor alani haline gelmesiyle
iliskilendirilmistir. Zamanla biyiik 6l¢iide unut-
mus oldugum dil, bu eserde anlamindan arindi-
rilmig bir bicimde yeniden ortaya ¢ikiyor. Arap
harfleriyle kurulan rastgele ve anlamsiz ciimleler,
dilin bilgisini degil; hafizada biraktigi duyguyu
yeniden Uretiyor. Kaligrafik yazi, bir kaybi temsil
etmekten ziyade, hatirlamanin parcali, sezgisel ve
dogrusal olmayan dogasina isaret ediyor. Bugiin
kolonu saran bu yazi, ge¢miste deneyimlenmis bir
an ile bugiliniin mekani arasinda fiziksel bir temas
kurmakta. Enstalasyona eslik eden fotograf ise,
cocuklugumda yasanmis o ani bugiine tasir; dil,
imge ve mekan arasinda bir gecis alani olusturur.
Bu eser, ge¢mis ve simdi arasinda kurulan sessiz
bir iliski Gzerinden, hafizada yer etmis giivenli bir
alanin dil ve mekan araciligiyla nasil yeniden can-
landinlabildigini arastirir.
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Sparkler &
33 Al-Khawarezmi Street

Fatima Sude Yildirrm

2026

Installation

Sparkler & 33 Al-Khawarezmi Street was produced
as an attempt to retrieve and re-remember a safe
space experienced in childhood from the depths
of memory. The work aims to make visible a child-
hood memory lived in Jordan in 2008, re-emerging
today through a sense of peace and belonging. ur-
ing my primary school years in Jordan, my relation-
ship with the Arabic language has remained in my
memory not as a conscious learning process, but
as a state of spontaneous adaptation. The expe-
rience of adjusting to a foreign language in a for-
eign country did not create a rupture in memory
in terms of time and place; rather, Arabic became
internalized through childhood experience, trans-
forming into a comfort zone intertwined with my
strongest and happiest memories. Over time, a
language | have largely forgotten reappears in this
work stripped of meaning. Random and meaning-
less sentences formed with Arabic letters repro-
duce not the knowledge of the language, but the
emotion it left in memory. The calligraphic writ-
ing does not represent loss; instead, it points to
the fragmented, intuitive, and non-linear nature
of remembering. Today, the writing that wraps
around the column establishes a physical con-
tact between a moment experienced in the past
and the space of the present. The accompanying
photograph carries that childhood moment into
today, creating a transitional space between lan-
guage, image, and place. Through a silent rela-
tionship established between past and present,
this work explores how a safe space embedded
in memory can be reactivated through language
and space.

Arap harflerinin rastgele kombinasyonuyla yazilmis kaligrafi.

Calligraphy written using a random combination of Arabic letters.

Rastgele yazilan anlamsiz cimlelerin, kolon etrafina sarilmak tizere gogaltila-
rak bir araya getirildigi ¢aligma.
A work in which randomly written, nonsensical sentences are duplicated and
assembled to be wrapped around a column.
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Rastgele yazilmig olan kaligrafi ¢aligmasi, Urdiinde maytapla oynarken ¢ekilmis ¢ocukluk fotografina yerlestirilmistir. Bu sekilde hafizadaki giivenli alan harflerle birlikte yeniden kurgulanmistir. Al-Khawarezmi Caddesi, Amman, Urdiin. 3/10/2008
The randomly written calligraphic work has added to the childhood photograph while playing with sparklers in Jordan. In this way, the safe space in memory is reconstructed with letters. 33 Al-Khawarezmi Street, Amman, Jordan. 3/10/2008
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Riizgarla Pazarlik

Ferhan Hursit Déner

O ani hala hatirliyorum. Ugurtma ipinin elimden
kayip gittigi, riizgarin o ¢ocuksu ciiretimi darma-
dagin ettigi o an...

Gokytiziinde ugurdugum o ugurtma, sadece
renkli bir kagit pargasi degildi. O benim ¢ok na-
rin ve ¢ok cesur yanimdi. Merakli bir ¢cocugun,
hayatin acimasizligina karsi blyittigi o gor-
kemli, kusursuz yanilsamaydi.

Ama diinya, bdylesi bir masumiyetin sonsuza
dek siirmesine izin vermez. Rizgar (o kaginil-
maz gerceklik) sonunda o kirilganligi yakalar,
sinar ve kirar.

O giin, ucurtmamin yere cakilmasini bir felaket
sanmistim. Oysa simdi anliyorum ki, bu disis
bii-ylimemin tek yoluydu. Riizgarin o giin yaptig
sey yikim degil, acimasiz bir diizeltmeydi.
Reddedil-mis bir taslak, ham bir fikir gibi;
cocuksu hayalle-rim de yere c¢akilip dagild.

Ama bu enkaz bir son degildi.

Bu sarkan ipler ve birbirine kenetlenmis ucurtma
parcalari, o diislisiin mirasidir. Yere sagilan par-
calar supurilip atilmadi. Aksine, her kirk parca
birbirine kenetlendi. O narin citalar darbelerle
nasirlasti; firtinayla hirpalanmis o yirtik kagitlar,
saglam bir kabuga doniist.

O giin gokylzindeki ‘ugma  hevesimizi'
kaybetmis olabiliriz... Ama karsiliginda, yeryiizii
firtinalarinin sarsamayacagi bu siginagi kazandik.

Burasi bir moloz yigini degil. Burasi, kirildigi yer-
lerden giiclenenlerin kalesidir.
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Bargaining With The Wind
Ferhan Hursit Déner

| still recall that moment. The moment the kite
string slipped from my hand, the moment the wind
dismantled my childish audacity ...

That kite | flew in the sky was not just a colorful
piece of paper. It was my very delicate and very
brave side. It was that grand, flawless illusion a cu-
rious child nurtured against the harshness of life.

But the world does not allow such innocence to
last forever. The wind (that inevitable reality)
eventually catches, tests, and breaks that fragility.

That day, | thought my kite crashing to the ground
was a ca- tastrophe. Yet now | understand that
this fall was the only way for me to grow. What
the wind did that day was not destruction, but a
merci-less correction. Like a rejected draft, a raw
idea; my childish dreams also hit the ground and
scattered.

But this wreckage was not an end.

These suspended strings and interlocked kite
fragments are the legacy of that fall. The
pieces scattered on the ground were not swept
away. On the contrary, every broken shard
locked togeth-er. Those delicate slats grew
calloused from the blows; those torn papers,
beaten by the storm, were forged into a sturdy
shell.

We may have lost our ‘whim to fly' in the sky that
day ... Butin return, we gained this sanctuary that
the storms of the earth cannot shake.

This place is not a heap of debris. This is the fortress
of those who grow stronger in the broken places.
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Her-Dem

Gamze Sehla

Dort kardes, anne ve babamla birlikte toplam
alti kisiden olusan genis bir aileyiz. Hayatin
akisi bizi farkli islerin telagina siiriiklerken, ba-
zilarimizi da egitim ugruna baska sehirlerin
yollarina diisiirdi. Zaman gectikce ve yasimiz
ilerledikce, aymi c¢ati altinda paylastifimiz o
kiymetli anlar giderek seyreklesmeye basladi.
Ancak evimizin duvarlar arasinda yankilanan,
bizi goriinmez baglarla birbirimize kenetley-
en yazili olmayan bir kuralimiz var: Cay saati.

O demlik ocakta tikirdamaya basladiginda, kimin
ne kadar mihim bir isi olursa olsun hayat kisa bir
stireligine durur. Yere serilen bir 6rtiiniin etrafinda
kurulan o mutevazi sofra, mesafelere ve zamanin
yikici hizina kargi bir direnis alanina donisdr. Es-
kiden her aksam tekrarlanan bu ritiiel, simdile-
rde ancak hepimiz ayni sehirde bulustugumuzda
gerceklesebilen nadir ve kutsal bir kavusma ani.

Bu projede, ailemizin bu kokli bagini sembo-
lize etmek icin materyal olarak geleneksel cay
bardagini sectim. Bir biitiin olan bardag alti
parcaya ayirarak, her bir parca ailemizin bir fer-
diyle 6zdeslestirdim. Ayri duran bu alti parca, bir
araya gelip bitiini olusturdugunda ise bizi her
seye ragmen ayni ortiide birlestiren o essiz cay
saatlerimizin sicakligini animsatiyor.
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Ever-Steeped

Gamze Sehla

We are a family of six, including four siblings and
our parents. As the flow of life sweeps us into
the rush of different responsibilities, and edu-
cation draws some of us to distant cities, those
precious moments shared under the same roof
have grown increasingly rare. Yet, echoing with-
in the walls of our home is an unwritten rule
that binds us with invisible threads: tea time.

When the teapot begins to simmer on the stove,
life comes to a standstill, no matter how urgent
one’s business may be. That humble gathering
around a cloth spread upon the floor transforms
into a sanctuary of resistance against distanc-
es and the destructive pace of time. This rit-
ual, once a daily occurrence, has now become
a rare and sacred moment of reunion, possi-
ble only when we all find our way back home.

In this project, | chose the traditional tea glass as
a material to symbolize our family's deep-root-
ed connection. By dividing the glass into six
fragments, | identified each piece with a specific
member of my family. When these six separate
pieces come together to form a whole, they evoke
the warmth of those unique tea hours that reunite
us against all odds.
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Sergi siirecinde, rastlantisal bicimde ark-
adaslarimin ortiniin lzerinde bir araya gel-
erek konusmalari ve sergiyi birlikte dinlemeleri,
ailemin cay saatlerinde bir araya geldigi anlari
cagristirdi. Bu durum, atélye ortaminin zaman-
la samimi bir aile atmosferine ddnilismesini
saglarken, zihnimde o ortak paylasimlarla dolu
cay saatlerini yeniden canlandird.

424

During the exhibition process, the spontaneous
gathering of my friends on the fabric—talking
and listening to the exhibition together—evoked
memories of my family coming together during
tea times. This experience transformed the
workshop environment into a warm, familial at-
mosphere and rekindled in my mind those tea
hours filled with shared moments.
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Clayground
Irmak Déndiiren

3B dijital modelleme ve render (Blender) fiziksel maket;
oyun hamuru, 2026

Clayground'da giivenli alani, benim igcin hem
bugiline hem de ge¢mise ait bir malzemeyle ku-
ruyorum. is, cocuklugumdan kalan bir fotografla
basladi: abimle oyun hamuruyla oynadigimiz bir
an. Bugiin heykel iiretirken de hala oyun oynuyor-
musum gibi hissediyorum; sadece oyunun dili
degisti.Babaminbanagecendogumgiinimdeoyun
hamuru almasi da bunu giilimseterek hatirlatti.

Bu iste oyun hamuru bir hatira nesnesi degil;
hala canli bir Giretim aliskanligi. Temiz bir galeri
alaninda, sanki bir patlama sonrasi yiizeylere
yapismis gibi firlatilmis ve dagilmis oyun hamuru
parcalariyla mekana oyun, temas ve kendi giivenli
alanimi kuruyorum.

Alan 6nce Blender'da dijital bir kurgu olarak tasar-
land, ardindan gercek oyun hamuruyla trettigim
fiziksel bir maketle karsiligini buldu.

426

Clayground
Irmak Déndiiren

3D digital modeling and render (Blender) , physical model,
play dough

In Clayground, | build a safe space with a materi-
al that belongs to both my past and my present.
The work began with a childhood photograph: a
moment of my brother and me playing with play
dough. Even now, when | make sculpture, | still
feellike I'm playing, only the language of the game
has changed. My father buying me play dough for
my last birthday reminded me of this with a smile.

In this work, play dough isn't a souvenir from
childhood; it's a living habit of making. In a clean
gallery space, fragments of play dough appear
as if they were thrown and stuck to surfaces af-
ter an explosion. With these scattered pieces, |
spread play, touch, and | build my own safe area.

The environment was first designed as a digital
setup in Blender, and then found its physical coun-
terpart as a model | built with real play dough.
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Anilarim: Bedenin Hafizasi
Merve Giil Cakir

Viicudun Kaliplanmasiyla Olusturlulan Yerlestirme
2026

Bu proje, cocuklugumdaki sakarlik anilarimdan ve
sik sik dismelerimden yola ¢ikarak bedensel hafiza-
yi tekrar giin yiiziine ¢ikariyor. lyilesme siirecinin bir
parcasi olan al¢iyr kullanarak, o giinlerin kirilganligini
ve koruma ihtiyacini su ¢ baslikta yorumluyorum:

Materyal: Cocukken kolumu ¢atlatip bir ay boyun-
ca algiyla yasadigimda bu malzemeyi tanimistim.
O zamanlar kolumu iyilestiren bu sert dokuyu,
simdi kendi istegimle bedenimin o anki formunu
¢ikarmak icin kullaniyorum.

Giivenli Alan: Distugiimde yaralanan yerlerimin
sarilmasi bana hep bir korunma hissi verirdi. Bu
alci kaliplarin ici, tipki o giinlerdeki gibi yarali bol-
geyi dis diinyadan ayiran, sarmalayan ve saklayan
kisisel bir siginaktir.

Anilar: Hafizam diisiislerle dolu; merdivenden dii-
serek dudagimi, salincaktan diiserek kafami yar-
mam veya kolumun iizerine diiserek kolumu ¢at-
latmam gibi. Bu kaliplar, iyilesip gitmis olsalar da
bedenin asla unutmadigi o fiziksel travmalari ve
iyilesme anlarini dondurarak goriiniir kiliyor.

Algi ile viicudun pargalarinin kaliba alinmasiyla olusturulan yerlestirme
Installation created by casting body parts in plaster

= \ 3

L4
S

My Memories: Body Memory
Merve Giil Cakir

Plaster Body Cast Installation

2026

This project brings bodily memory back to the
surface, drawing from my childhood memories
of clumsiness and frequent falls. Using plaster,
which is a part of the healing process, | interpret
the fragility and need for protection of those days
under these three headings:

Material: | became acquainted with this material
when | cracked my arm as a child and lived with a
cast for a month. | now voluntarily use this hard
texture, which healed my arm back then, to ex-
tract the current form of my body.

Safe Place: Having my injured areas wrapped when
| fell always gave me a sense of protection. The in-
side of these plaster casts is a personal sanctuary
that separates, wraps, and hides the injured area
from the outside world, just like in those days.

Memories: My memory is full of falls; like split-
ting my lip falling down the stairs, splitting my
head falling off a swing, or cracking my arm by
falling onto it. These casts make those physi-
cal traumas and moments of healing—which
the body never forgets even though they have
healed—uvisible by freezing them.
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itiraflar

Onder Bekel

Ultraviyole Led, Kraft Kagit, Gériinmez Miirekkep

432

Confession

Onder Bekel

Ultraviyolet Led, Craft Paper, Invisible Ink

itiraflar, babamla aramda gecen son MSN Mes-
senger konusmasini izleyiciye agan bir yiizey. in-
san Olceginde, zemine yerlestirilmis kraft kagit,
UV 1sik altinda goriiniir olan bir metni saklar.
Yazi, ancak izleyicinin fiziksel miidahalesiyle or-
taya cikar: lizerine basarak, hissederek, egilerek,
gormek icin 15181 tutarak. Kagit énce burusturul-
mus, sonra yeniden dizlestirilmistir. Ancak izleri
silinmemistir. Bu islem, bellegin calisma bicimini
cagirir: hatirlamak, diizeltmek degil; izlerle birlikte
yasamaktir. Metnin okunabilmesi icin izleyicinin
yapitin iizerine basmasi gerekir. Bu zorunlu eylem,
tanikligi bedensel bir deneyime doniistiirir. Oku-
ma, ayni anda bir ihlal ve bir yakinlasma halidir.
UV isik, goriinmeyeni agiga cikarirken; MSN Mes-
senger, artik var olmayan bir dijital mekani ve
geri donililemez bir zamani isaret eder. itiraflar,
sOylenmis ama ge¢ kalmis, kaydedilmis ama silin-
mis bir konusmayla yiizlesme alani yaratir.

Confessions is a surface that opens to the viewer
the final MSN Messenger conversation between
my father and me. At a human scale, kraft paper
placed on the floor conceals a text that becomes
visible only under UV light. The writing emerges
solely through the viewer's physical intervention:
stepping on it, feeling it, bending down, holding
the light in order to see. The paper was first crum-
pled and then flattened again. Its traces, howev-
er, were not erased. This process evokes the way
memory operates: remembering is not about
correcting, but about living with traces. For the
text to be read, the viewer must step onto the
work. This compulsory action transforms
witnessing into a bodily experience. Reading
becomes, simultaneously, an act of violation and
of intimacy. While UV light reveals what is
unseen, MSN Messenger points to a digital space
that no longer exists and to an irreversible time.
Confessions cre-ates a space of confrontation
with a conversation that was spoken too late,
recorded yet erased.
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Daha Bilge Olmak Isterdim

Timugin Erk

“Bir ¢ocuk, tiim yetiskinlerin kusurlu oldugunu

fark ettigi glin ergen olur; onlan affettigi giin

yetiskin olur; kendini affettigi giin ise bilge olur.”
Alden Nowlan

“Evet, katiliyorum.”

Timugin Erk

434

| Want to Become Wiser
Timugin Erk
“The day the child realizes that all adults are
imperfect he becomes an adolescent; the day he
forgives them, he becomes an adult; the day he
forgives himself he becomes wise.”

Alden Nowlan

“Yes, | agree.”

Timugin Erk
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Bu Diin Birisiydi
Yamag Senelmis

1slak yapraklar, karton kutu

Telefon cald.

Toparlandik gittik.

Kapiyi agtik, iceri girdik.

Salonun ortasinda, evin cekmeceleri hizlica karis-
tinlarak apar topar bulunmus beyaz bir kumas.
Apar topar bulunmus beyaz bir kumas.
Anneannemin sogumakta olan bedeni, salonun
ortasinda, yerde sarili yatmakta.

Apar topar bulunmus beyaz bir kumasa.

Salonun tam ortasinda.

Etrafinda akrabalar, teyzemler, annem.
Anneannemi cevreleyenler, 6liim haberi geldigin-
den beri aglayip aglayip aglayip aglayip durul-
makta.

Aglamaktan yorulmus gozleri ortadaki beyaz
kumasta.

Beyaz kumasa sarili anneannemin cansiz bede-
ninde.

Karninin Gistiinde bir metalden bicak.

Ruhu ¢eksin diye.

Ceksin ki; evin duvarlarina sinmesin, evde kalma-
sin ruhu.

Telefon cald.

Cenaze araci gelmis.

Apartmanin éniinde beklemekte.

Erkekler tasisin.

Tasiyalim.

Tutttuk kumasin basindan ve sonundan.
Anneannemin basindan ve sonundan.

8el

Tutup kaldirdik.

Kumasi kaldirinca icindeki beden agirligini hisset-
tirdi, sarkti kumasin ortasi.

Oyle bir sarkti ki, salonu cevreleyen herkes o
goriintl karsisinda tek bir agizdan ¢igliga basladi
Sanki o an anladilar 6ldiigiin.
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This Was Someone Yesterday

Yamag Senelmis

wet leaves, cardboard box

The phone rang.

We pulled ourselves together and went.

We opened the door, went inside.

In the middle of the living room, a white cloth
hastily found by rummaging through the drawers
of the house.

A white cloth hastily found.

My grandmother’s body, growing cold, lying
wrapped on the floor in the middle of the living
room.

In a white cloth hastily found.

Right in the center of the living room.

Around her, relatives, my aunts, my mother.
Those surrounding my grandmother have been
crying and crying and crying and crying since the
news of death arrived, now growing still.

Eyes tired from crying fixed on the white cloth in
the middle.

On my grandmother's lifeless body wrapped in
the white cloth.

A metal knife on her stomach.

So that it may draw her soul.

So that it draws it; so that her soul does not seep
into the walls of the house, does not stay in the
house.

The phone rang.

The hearse has arrived.

Waiting in front of the apartment building.

Let the men carry.

Let us carry.

We held the cloth from its head and its foot.
From my grandmother’s head and her feet.

Eight hands.

We lifted.

When we lifted the cloth, the weight of the body
inside made itself felt, the middle of the cloth

Sabahtan beri sanki bu an icin hazirlik aglamala-
riymis onlar.

Sanki o an 6ldii o beden.

O an fiziksel bir aci cekercesine bagirdi annem.
Sanki o an isledi varligina, annesinin artik orada
olmayan varligi.

Annemi hig 6yle gormemistim; o an isledi varligi-
ma, annemin artik baska olan varligi.

Cikardik daireden.

Asansoriin tusuna bastik.

Geldi.

Kabinin kapisini agti birimiz.

Daracik bir kabin, gittikce de daralmakta.

Saskin, acemi birbirimize baktik o an.

Bu beden nasil sigar bir asansor kabinine.

Artik duramayan yerinde.

Diinyanin biitiin yikleri doldu tasidigimiz kuma-
sin igine.

Tuttuk onu sanki bir mumya.

Egip biikerek sokmaya calistik kabine.

Bir oyun hamuru ya da akip gitmeye calisan bir et
yigini kisaca.

Basini eg, bacaklarini yukari kaldir, kolunu al
omzuna.

Dort kisi, artik akip gitmek isteyen anneannemiz,
daracik bir asansor kabini.

Inadina yavas yavas inmekte asaglya.

Bu asansor ben ¢ocukken ¢ok hizli ¢ikardi yukari-
ya.

Kete yapinca anneannem, kokusu dolardi kabinin
icine, en alt kattan ne zaman tusa bassam.
Daracik bir kabin, artik cansiz bir beden, kumasin
bas kismi bana bakmakta, icinde her ne varsa.
Distyor, egiliyor, agirligini hissettiriyor.
Asansor yavas yavas asagl iniyor.

Az kaldi diye i¢ ¢ekiyor abim.

Asansor gitgide daraliyor.

Tuttugumuz kumas akip gitmek igin firsat kol-
luyor, basi egilip diistiyor, kollari cansiz, 6ylece
sallaniyor.

Asansor gitgide daraliyor, bu akip gitmek isteyen
sey giderek listime geliyor.

Daracik bir kabin, bir zamanlar canli bir sey, dyle-
ce teslim etmis kendini bize, gitgide agirlasiyor.
Dustiyor, egiliyor, agirligini hissettiriyor, sanki
akip gitmek istiyor.

sagged.

It sagged so much that everyone surrounding the
living room let out a single collective scream at
that sight.

As if they understood in that moment that she
was dead.

As if all the crying since morning had been re-
hearsals for this moment.

As if that body died at that moment.

At that moment my mother screamed as if in
physical pain.

As if at that moment it inscribed itself into her
being, the now-absent being of her mother.

| had never seen my mother like that; in that
moment it inscribed itself into my being, the
now-other being of my mother.

We took her out of the apartment.

We pressed the elevator button.

It came.

One of us opened the cabin door.

A narrow cabin, growing narrower still.

We looked at each other, bewildered, inexperi-
enced in that moment.

How can this body fit into an elevator cabin.

No longer able to stay in place.

All the burdens of the world have filled the cloth
we are carrying.

We held it like a mummy.

We tried to force it into the cabin by bending and
twisting it.

Like a lump of play-dough or briefly a mass of
flesh trying to flow away.

Bend the head, lift the legs, take the arm over
the shoulder.

Four people, our grandmother who now wants
to flow away, a narrow elevator cabin.
Descending downward slowly out of sheer stub-
bornness.

When | was a child this elevator used to go up
very fast.

When my grandmother made kete, its smell
would fill the cabin, every time | pressed the
button from the lowest floor.

A narrow cabin, now a lifeless body, the head
end of the cloth looking at me, whatever is inside
it.
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Asansor yavas yavas asagl iniyor.

Az kaldi diye i¢ cekiyorum.

Sanki akip gitmek istiyor.

Topraga diismek, onunla olmak istiyor.
Cicekler, bitkiler yetistirirdi bu sey.

En giizel yerinde dururlardi evin.
Ortalarina oturur disaryi izlerdi.

Topraklarini degistirir, sularini eksik etmezdi.

Dagitirdi sevdiklerine, komsularina.
Simdiyse akip gitmek istiyor o topraga.
Durmuyor yerinde, kumasi zorluyor.

Bu sey diin birisiydi.

438

Falling, bending, making its weight felt.

The elevator is slowly going down.

My brother sighs, “Almost there.”

The elevator is getting narrower and narrower.
The cloth we are holding looks for a chance to
flow away, its head bends and falls, its arms life-
less, swinging just like that.

The elevator is getting narrower and narrower,
this thing that wants to flow away is coming
more and more on top of me.

A narrow cabin, a thing that was once alive, now
having surrendered itself to us, growing heavier
and heavier.

Falling, bending, making its weight felt, as if it
wants to flow away.

The elevator is slowly going down.

I sigh, “Almost there.”

As if it wants to flow away.

It wants to fall into the soil, to be with it.

This thing used to grow flowers and plants.
They would stand in the most beautiful place of
the house.

It would sit in their midst and watch outside.

It would change their soil, never neglect their
watering.

It would give them away to loved ones, to neigh-
bors.

Now it wants to flow away into that soil.

It does not stay in place, it strains the cloth.

This thing was someone yesterday.
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KUMRU

Zeynep Ates

Gecici mekana Ozgii Yerlestirme
(Sinanpasa Is Merkezi 4. Kat Koridor), 2026

Kumas (fularlar), misina, silikon ¢ift tarafli bant, yapistirici
hamuru

Kumru, cocukluk evimin sessiz 1s181; duvarlar-
da yankilanan ilk sézcigim, esiginde atilan ilk
adimim. icimi yumusatan bir sicaklik tagird.
ipek hissi veren bir incelikle konusur, keskinligi iz
birakmadan icine alan, pamuk yumusakliginda bir
bakisla bakard:. Bir kus kadar hafifti: omuzlarinda
ki agirligi alip gotiiriir, ardinda icinden bir esinti
gecmis gibi ferahlik birakirdi.
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KUMRU

Zeynep Ates

Temporary Space-Specific Installation
(Sinanpasa Business Center, 4th Floor Corridor), 2026

Fabric (scarves), monofilament (fishing line), silicone dou-
ble-sided tape, adhesive putty.

Kumru was the quiet light of my childhood home
the echo of my first word on the walls, the mem-
ory of my first step at the threshold. She carried
a warmth that softened a room, speaking with a
gentleness that felt like silk, looking with a cot-
ton-soft gaze that absorbed sharpness without
leaving a bruise. She was light as a bird: lifting
what you didn't know you carried, leaving behind
a clean, airy clarity like a breeze passing through.
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Mekana 6zgii bir yerlestirme olarak gelistirilen bu
calisma, agirliksizlik halini askida duran bir tek-
stil alanina doénistirir. Yeniden yapilandirilabil-
ir yapisini korur ve hava hareketlerine ile izleyici-
nin yakinligina duyarli kalir.

Developed as a site-specific installation, the
work translates a state of weightlessness into
a suspended textile field. The piece remains re-
configurable and responsive to air movement
and viewer proximity.
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Uc Gobek Tas
Seyma Kaya

Beyaz ananin zenci kiziymisim meger. Saclarim
kipkivirciktir benim. Anneminki de tas catlasa
dalgali. Babaannemin babaannesinden almisim
sa¢imi. Kiigiikken hep canim acirdi sagim taranir-
ken. Annem de elinden geleni yapsa da o zaman
sa¢ kremi yoktu piyasada. Amerika'ya tasininca
anladim, meger sa¢ taramak, 6rmek, nesilden
nesile aktarilan bir bilgiymis. Afrikali, Brezilyali
arkadaslarimda gordiim nasil nesil nesil bir araya
gelip saclarina bakim yaptiklarini... Primatligimiz-
dan geliyor aslinda bu sagini basini tarama
ayiklamaisi...

Nesiller arasi aktarima binaen ben de li¢ gobek tas
hayal ettim. Uzerlerine arka arkaya (¢ nesil kadin
otursun, saglarini érsiinler diye.

ordiik (¢ogu) kara saglarimizi
we braided each other’s (mostly) dark hair

Three Belly Stones
Seyma Kaya

Turns out | was the Black daughter of a white
mother. My hair is tightly curled. My mother’s, at
best, is just wavy. | inherited my hair from my
grandmother's grandmother. When | was little, it
always hurt when my hair was being brushed.
And even though my mother did everything she
could, there simply wasn't any hair conditioner
on the market back then. When | moved to
America, | realized: combing hair, braiding it—this
is knowl-edge passed down from generation to
generation. | saw it with my African and Brazilian
friends, how women gather across generations to
care for one another's hair... In a way, this whole
business of grooming—combing, picking through
—comes from our primate-ness.

And with that intergenerational passing-on in
mind, | imagined three “belly stones”: stones for
three generations of women to sit on, one after
another, and braid their hair.
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Ogrenciler ile:
“Arkadaslik Cemberi"

yanar

Dayim 6ldi! ... Onun bir trafik kazasindaki bek-
lenmedik kaybi biitiin yolculuklarimin baslangi-
ciydi sanki. Yasamlarimizdaki her sey degismisti.
Biiyiiklerimle o zamanlar yasadigimiz istanbul
Suadiye'den Gemlik'e oglunu kaybeden dedem-
lerin teyzem ve iki cocugu ile oturdugu tarihi
Rum Evi'ne tasindik. O zamanlar 8 yasindaydim.
Dedemin evi 3.90 x 24,00 m uzunlukta, 4 katl,
ahsap, geleneksel bir yapiydi. Upuzun katlarinin
ortasinda dev sofalari, uclardaki biiyiik odalari,
yiiksek tavanlari, tavanlarinda bir bastan bir basa
siralanan, sik ritmik kirisleri, her kata cikan fark-
Ui merdivenleri hep hatirlarim. iki uctan 1sik cogu
zaman ¢ok gizemli gelirdi. Dede evi diger komsu
ahsap evlerle omuz omuzaydi. Dedemin diikkani
kentin merkezindeki evin altinda yer alirdi. istik-
lal caddesine bakan, ile, diger tarafinda ise zey-
tinlerin secildigi taslik kismina ve 6niindeki genis
avluya acgilan, asmali girisi olan bir evdi. Bir siirii
masalsi binanin bulundugu Gemlik ise biiyiiklerim
gibi llke disindaki farkli ilke ve kentlerden gelip
goc edenlerin gelip yerlestigi Rumlardan kalmis
bir sahil yerlesmesiydi. Denizinin farkli renkleri,
giin batimlar ile ona adeta kucak agan yiiziini
batiya dénmiis etrafini zeytin agaclarinin gevirdigi
riiya gibi bir yerdi Gemlik. Hi¢ unutamadigim ba-
tan giines ise cocuk kafamizda sanki dev bir umut-
tu. Cogu zaman biiyiik térenlerle, inanilmaz sere-
monilerle giile oynaya her seyi arkada birakarak
batardi. Her batisin ardindan da aydinlik giinlerin
siralanir dururdu. Ugsuz bucaksiz denizinde adeta
bindigimiz yelkenli teknelerimiz ile, aradigimiz ro-
talarimizda yollarimizi bulmay, riizgarlari, dalga-
lar, saganaklar 6grendik. Oradaki yillardan son-
ra siraya diger kentler, ilkeler, okullar, mimarlik,
sanat ve beni adeta insa eden akademisyenlik ile
her ulkeden 6grenciler girdi ve adeta bir cember
olustu yillar icinde, biiyiiye biiyiye.
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With Students:
“Friendship Circle"

yanar

My uncle died! ... His unexpected death in a traffic
accident seemed to mark the beginning of all my
journeys. Everything in our lives had changed. We
moved from Suadiye in Istanbul, where | was living
with my elders at the time, to the historic Greek
house in Gemlik where my grandparents, who had
lost their son, lived with my aunt and her two chil-
dren. | was 8 years old at the time. My grandfa-
ther's house was a traditional, wooden, four-storey
building measuring 3.90 x 24.00 metres. | always
remember the huge halls in the middle of the long
floors, the large rooms at the ends, the high ceil-
ings, the dense, rhythmic beams running from one
end to the other, and the different staircases lead-
ing to each floor. The light from both ends often
seemed very mysterious. My grandfather's house
stood shoulder to shoulder with other neighbouring
wooden houses. My grandfather's shop was locat-
ed under the house in the centre of town. It was a
house with a vine leaf-covered entrance on the top,
facing Istiklal Street on one side and opening onto
the stony area called “taslik” where olives were se-
lected and the large courtyard in front on the oth-
er. Gemlik, with its many fairy-tale buildings, was a
coastal settlement left behind by the Greeks, where
people from different countries and cities outside
the country, like my elders, came and settled. Gem-
lik was a dreamlike place, with the different colours
of the sea, the sunsets, its face turned westward as
if embracing it, surrounded by olive trees. The sun-
set, which | can never forget, was like a giant hope
in our childish minds. Most of the time, it would set
with great ceremonies, incredible celebrations, leav-
ing everything behind with laughter and joy. And
after each sunset, bright days would follow. On the
boundless sea, aboard our sailboats, we learned to
find our way along the routes we sought, learning
about the winds, the waves, the downpours. After
those years there, other cities, countries, schools,
architecture, art, and academia, which shaped me,
came into the picture, along with students from ev-
ery country, forming a circle over the years, growing
and growing.

|

Malzeme: Ikiser katli, dért pargali “Pegete” / “Circle of Friendship I-1I” / 40cmx40cm / 80cmx80cm / Yeni
yila dogru yaklagirken biitiin dostlarim igin ¢izilmistir / 2026 da yazilan bu metin 2021 yilinda ¢izilmis
resmin hikayesidir.

Material: Two-layered, four-piece ‘Napkin’ / ‘Circle of Friendship I-II' / 40cmx40cm / 80cmx80cm /
Drawn for all my friends at the start of new year / This text, written in 2026, is the story of a picture
drawn in 2021.
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