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YADIRGAMAK UZERINE

Serhan Ada

Vaktin resmini yapabilir misin?

Sorularla baslanmazsa hi¢ baslanamayabilir. Sorularla
baslamak tepeden inmekten, haricten bakmaktan her
zaman iyidir. Evin kepengi glnln hangi saatinde yari
Ortull oluyordu? Kadinla adam hep ayni zaman araliginda
mi karsihkh geliyorlardi? Oturduklarinda, birbirlerine
baktiklari hic gértlmts mi? Ya konustuklari vaki mi?
Evdeki esyalarin yerleri hi¢ degisti mi? Baska herhangi
bir canliya rastlandi mi? Yaptiklari (oynadiklari?) seyin ne
olduguna dair tahmin yuritmek icin elde bilgi/veri var mi?
Bu seanslari ortalama ne kadar strtyordu? Oturduklari
yerden ayni anda mi kalkiyorlardi? Oradayken bir sey yiyip
ictikleri oldu mu? Balkona cikip sokaga bakmisliklari var
mi? Sorular uzun, biktirici bir liste halinde uzayip gidebilir.
Baslayabilmek icin bu kadari yeterli.

“Komsular”la ilgili sorularin cogu ge¢cen zamana
ve ayni sekilde gérulenin gerisinde/disinda olani,
degiseni anlamaya yonelik. Mekan orasi, iki yasl insan,
tipki kendilerini cevreleyen nesneler gibi, adeta onlarin
arasina karisarak oradalar. Belki sonsuza kadar, (glnesin
acisina bagl olarak azalip cogalan sararip kizillasan
isiktan badimsiz), orada, dylece olmaya/durmaya devam
edecekler. Mekan ve zamani ne kadar sorgularsak
sorgulayalim, sorularimizin timuU cevaplansa, geriye
kocaman bir bilinmez, anlatilmasi zor, anlasiimasi
imkansiz bir sey kalacak. iki insanin (bir baska -son-
resimde tek basina adamin) birlikte gecirdikleri vakit.
iste ona, onlara ve sadece onlara ait olana, vakitlerine
asla erisemeyecegdiz. O caresizlik noktasina vardigimizda,
belki de tek basvurabilecedimiz, dilde pek glzel
yvaptigimiz gibi, vakti éldirmek olabilir.

Selim Cebeci, fotografini ¢ektigi seylerin resmini
yapiyor. Yaptiklarinin gercekgilik basligr altina konmasi
mUmkin. imgenin imgesinden ne kadar gercek olursa...

Gergekeiligin értlsind kaldirmaya Parrhasius’un
orttsayle girisebiliriz. Malum hikaye, bir resim yarismasi.
Yasli Plinius bize 6yle anlatiyor. Gergcedi bUyUk ustalikla
resimledigdi rivayet olunan Herakleli (Heraclea Lucania
olduguna gére, italyan Ereglisi de denebilir mi acaba?)
Zeuksis ile bir baska usta Parrhasius’dan hangisinin
en usta olduguna bir yarismayla karar verilecek. ikisi
de marifetlerini sergileyecekler. Son anda anlasilsin,
etkisi zayiflamasin diye sanat dUellosuna eserler 6rtalu
baslaniyor. Zeuksis 6rtlyU kaldirdiginda agiz sulandirici
bir salkim GzUm gérinlyor. O kadar gercek ki, kuslar
salkima dogru hamle ediyorlar. Alkislar ustanin kim
olduguna isaret ediyor. Parrhasius’dan értlyU kaldirmasi
Israrla isteniyor. O ¢ekingen. En sonunda israrlara
dayanamayip sirrini acik ediyor. Onun resmi 6rtindn
kendisinden ibaret. Resmin gerceklikle iliskisi, iki gdzl ve
gb6rme yetisi olan fanilerin Parrhasius’un értUslyle olan
iliskisinden daha siki fiki degil.

Seylerle iliskimiz, onlarin gérintlleriyle (aynada
goriunenler dahil) iliskimizden daha mi yakin; kim bilebilir?

Hazir gercekligin sanatla bir dargin bir barisik
iliskisinin hikayesi demisken, yUzyillari asip ¢ok yakina,
XX. ylzyilin sonlarina gelip bir lavabonun hayatla sanat
ve oradan yine hayat arasinda gidip gelen gercek
hikdyesine bakabiliriz. Glnlerden bir giin, Madrid’e
gezmeye giden bir yazar bir sergiye gider. Gittigi
sergiden de evinde misafir oldugu arkadasina bir
kartpostal alir. Aldig1 kartpostali banyodaki aynanin



kenarina ilistirir. Kartpostalda bir lavabo resmi vardir.
Karti gdren ev sahibi resimdeki lavaboyla kendisininki
arasindaki gercek disi(!) benzerligi farkederek sanat¢inin
kim olduguna bakar. Yaptigi islere bakmak icin de
sergisini gdérmeye karar verir. Sergide sanatgiyla ilgili bir
de film gosterilmektedir. Filmi seyrederken “asiri-gercek”
bir durumla karsilasir. Sanatc¢i, her glin eve girip cikarken
karsilastigi alt kat komsusundan baskasi degdildir.

Gercgekligin hangisi oldugu sorusu ortada duruyor
ve galiba hep duracak. Lavabo, her gin iki muslugundan
su akitilip, basinda tras olunan o nesne mi yoksa
mUzedeki sergiyi dolasip gelince farkina varilan o
nesne mi? Komsu, iki giinde bir kapida karsilasilan o hi¢
gllmeyen adam mi yoksa filmde, elinde firca saatlerce
yapraklardaki gdlgeyi kovalayan o adam mi? Gercek
olan yasanan mi yoksa sanattan carpip yansiyan mi? Bir
sanat UrdinUne “gercekci” deyince onu sonsuza kadar
cikmayacak bir etiketle yaftalamis oluyoruz.

Burada ister istemez tarihe donmek zorunlu
oluyor. Belki de icinden ¢ikilmaz tartisma dumanlarinin,
tarihin baska alanlarina parmak isirtacak bagnazhgin,
uzun namlulu sanat kanonlarinin, put kiricilarin,
efsanelerin, sanatin tarihinin (savas) alanina. (Tarih
deyince kisa bir dil parantezi zorunlu. Dilekcelerin
altini imzalarken yanina yazilan gin/ay/yil'in adiyla
koskocaman, celiskilerle, devrimler ve geri gidislerle,
olaylar ve séylentilerle, dogrular ve yalanlarla dolu bir
glzel sUrecin adlarinin ayni oldugu bir dilde, Tlrkce’de,
tarih yapmak bir yana, ona séyle bir deginmenin dahi
ne kadar zor bir is oldugunu unutmayalim. Bize kalsa
her gln bir “tarih yazacagiz.”) Ustalarin, akimlarin,
okullarin, takimlarin birbirini izledigi, strekli ileri giden
dlz bir cizgi halinde anlasiliyor cogu zaman sanat tarihi.
GUn gelip hersey birbirinin icine gecince?, durumlarin
karistigini gérenlerin sonunu ya da 6limunu ilan ettikleri
bir tarih. Sanat, her ne ise, sona ermeyecegine (ki henlz
sona ermemis olmasi, ermeyecegdinin en yalin kaniti degil
mi?) gbre olsa olsa tarihi olabilir.

Bicare Hegel’e fatura edilen bu sanatin sonu
sdylentisi/efsanesi Uzerine ne kadar ¢cok yazilip cizildi.
Oysa, Hegel sanattan bahsederken “ruhtan dogan ve
yeniden dogan bir glzellik’ten dem vuruyordu. Yeniden
ve yeniden dogan bir seyin sona erdigini séylemek
kolay olmasa gerek. Ustelik, Hegel’in “son” bile demeyip
“gecmis”, “yitmis”, “bitmis” dedigini® unutmayalim.
Kendisinden sonra, sanatin sonunun geldigine dair o
sdylenti hi¢ bitmedigi gibi, Gstelik 8lumUunU ildn edenler
ciktl. Sanat tarihinin gecerliligini, deyim yerindeyse,
resmi, ilerlemeyi eksen alan tGrinU yeniden ameliyat
masasina yatirmaktansa sanatin sonunu hatta 6lUmudnt
iddia etmenin teorik bir ¢ekiciligi oldugundan stphe
edilemez. Ancak, bugln aldigi bicim ne olursa olsun,
olduguni sdyleyenlerin hakhligi bir an icin kabul edilecek

bile olsa, ortada sonunu, hele diinyamizi terk ettigini
gobsteren bir isaret henlz yok.

Gercgekcilik diye bir akim varsa, olmussa,
Courbet’nin defalarca ve defalarca yorumlanarak
adeta sanatcilarin kusaklar boyunca zihin dtnyasini
sUrekli ziyaret eden bir hayalete dénlUsmus olan
Dinyanin Kékeni isini anmamak olmaz. Son duragdi
muzeye varmadan énce Halil Serif Pasa’dan baslayip
psikanalist Lacan’un evine kadar uzanan macerali bir
yolculuk yapan su Gnlt esere. Onlinde duran Masson’un
tuvalini kaldirdiktan sonra Courbet’nin tablosunu
gbren Picasso’nun “gercekgilik imkansiz olandir” dedigi
anlatilir. Sanat tarihinde, resimde bacaklari goérinen
kadinin basinin sanatci tarafindan kasten saklandigi
yillar boyu yazildiktan sonra, ¢ok yakin zamanda ve
bUyUk bir rastlanti sonucu, kayip bas Paris’te bir sahaf
dikkaninda bulunuverdi!* Sanat tarihinin tartisiimaz,
sarsilmaz olarak sundugu bilgilerin sugoéttrarligindn
en glzel ve en yakin bir 6rnegdi. Yine de, bu vakanin
sanat tarihcileri arasinda atesli bir tartismayi baslatmasi
beklenebilecekken, magazin yoninlUn daha fazla ilgi
uyandirmasi galiba sanatin konumu hakkinda asil
konusulmasi gereken nokta.

Biraz da haksizlik yapilarak Hegel’e maledilen
sanatin sonu ya da 6lumu (tabii daha sonra yattigi
yerden kalkip dogrulmasi da dahil) tezinin tGzerinde
daha fazla durmak gereksiz. Ne var ki, sanatin buglnkl
durumunun medyayla, basin bultenleriyle, reklam
karsiliginda yapilan haberler ve “elestiri” yayinlayan
dergilerle igcice gectigini sdylemekle yetinilebilir.

Sanatin hayatla alip veremedigi olduguna slphe
yok. Zeuksis-Parrhasius’dan buglne, g6zimuzdin
kusurunu kullanip perspektif ¢cikaran trompe l'oeil’den
gblgeye dahi serik kosan chiaroscuro’ya bu hep béyle
oldu ve olmaya devam edecek. Hikayelerle baslamisken
bir hikdyeyle daha devam edilebilir. Hem de medyanin
ve tabii onun velinimeti reklam dlUnyasinin pek sevdigdi
Damien Hirst’den. Londra’daki galeri mekaninda
yaptidi yerlestirmede, bir partiden artakalmis gibi
go6rinen agzina kadar dolu kulltkler, yarisi icilmis kahve
fincanlari, bos bira siseleri, ortaliga saciimis gazeteler
vb. yer aliyordu®. Ertesi sabah galeriyi temizlemeye
gelen goérevli bu yayintiyr goérir gérmez ¢oépleri atip
ortalig| toplamaya giristi. Galeri gbérevlileri geldiklerinde
go6zlerine inanamadilar. Sanatcinin yerlestirmesi ¢épu
boylamisti! Bir telas ¢coplerden topladiklari nesneleri
eski halinde (galeri mekanina) yerlestirmeye giristiler.
Temizlik gorevlisi, “sanat eseri olabilecegdini bir an bile
dustinmedim... bana sanat eseri gibi gérinmedi” demisti.
Oysa Hirst’in yapmak istedigi belki de bunun tam
tersiydi: Hayatla sanat arasindaki ayrimin o ince cizgisini
goérinmez kilmak. Hayati sanat haline getirirken, sanati
arada kaynatmak.



Zamanin resmini yapabilir misin?

Selim Cebeci’nin “Evden Notlar” dizisine bakinca
sayisiz soru ¢ikarilabilir. TUm o esyalar, aletler ve diger
seyler hep orada, dylece duruyorlar miydi?

Gordigumuz resimlerin hepsi ayni bir “ev’e mi
aitti? Kirmizilar, gercekte, resimlerdeki kadar koyu ve
hizunla, yesiller karanlik ama canli miydi? Mekanlar hep
elektrik 1sigiyla mi aydinlanmisti? Buzdolabinin kapadi
acitk mi unutulmustu yoksa...? Bebek arabasi ve icindeki
oyuncakla diger resimdeki plastik bebek ayni cocuga mi
ait? Daha sanat¢inin niyetine girmeden “Evden Notlar”’a
dair sorular daha da cesitlendirilerek ¢cogaltilabilir. Bu
kadari bile yeterli.

Kisa ya da uzun slUre 6ncesinde yasaniyor olan
mekan, kullaniliyor olan nesneler, ise yarayan aletler
ve adeta birileri tarafindan terkedilmis, sonsuza kadar
birilerinin gelisini bekleyeceklermis izlenimi. Anin
yakalanmasi demek olan fotografin aynisi tuvale
aktarildiginda zamanin bosa aktigini cagristiran bir
yanilsamaya yol aclyorsa eger, gercekgilik denen seyin
ne demek oldugunu biraz daha derinlemesine disinmek
elzem hale geliyor. Hayatin icinden c¢ikip gelen tim o
seyler, resimlerine bakildiginda bir o kadar yabanci...

En klasik tarifindeki sanata, en adir darbeyi indirerek
tarihinde onulmaz bir yara acan Warhol, “gercekligi
altedemiyorsan onunla ortak ol”® demis. Gergekligi
altetmek sart mi diye sormadan edemiyor insan. Ya da su¢
ortadi gibi gértintp ona ihanet etmenin, gafil avlamanin
da pekald mUimkuin olabilecedi akla geliyor ister istemez.

Sanata dair G¢ mesafe var. Birincisi, sanatin
hayata olan mesafesi. ikincisi, sanatcinin yaptidi ise
olan mesafesi. Son olarak, bakanin sanat eserine olan
mesafesi. Aslinda her Uc¢ dizey de birbiriyle iliskili.
Hirst’Un yerlestirmesinde gérdigumuz, yapilanla
yasanan arasindaki mesafenin daralmasi en safiyane
gozlerle bakanin (temizlik¢inin) kandirilmasindan
baska bir ise yaramiyor. Ne sanat (hadi bir an icin
6ldl, sonu geldi diyelim) ne de hayat bu 6zdeslikten
karli cikiyor. Sanatcinin yaptigi isle korudugu ya
da koruyamadigi mesafe de ¢cok énemli. Yaptidiyla
arasindaki mesafeyi yok eden sanatgi, isin kendi basina
bir sey olmasinin yolunu timuyle kapatiyor. Kurdugu
yapan=yapilan ézdesligi bir tlr projeye, her ayrintisi
6nceden belirlenmis, strprize yer birakmayan planli
bir operasyona déntstyor. Uclincll diizeydeki mesafe,
sanatin, sanat¢inin elinden ¢iktiktan sonraki hikayesini
etkiliyor. Bu mesafenin daralmasi, blyUnin bozulmasi,
aura’nin buharlasmasi demek. Sanatin kllt degeri yok
olunca sergilenme ve degisim degeri adir basiyor.
Sanata bakan insanlar énce “izleyici” sonra hedef
kitle oluyor. Adina “mesafe yitimi” diyebilecedimiz,
adeta sarmal halinde blUyUyen slrec, sanatin gelecegdi
Uzerinde tehdit olusturuyor.

Gelenegdin rolll de azimsanmamali. Gelenek, adindan
anlasiliyor, (geriden/gecmisten) gelmekte olana dair bir
seyleri anlatiyor. Kusaklar, zamanlar 6tesinden bugiine
tasinanlari akla getiriyor. Modernlerin en fazla karsi ciktiklari
sey gelenekti. Ancak hatalarin en blyUgunt yaparak
gelecegdin yonuni bildiklerine inanmislardi. Gelenegin
mirasa cok benzeyen bir yani var. Miras bir kdsede saklayip
arada tozunu alip parlatmakla bUyUtulemez. Mirasi
korumanin yolu, onu acarak blyUtmek. Gelenek icin de
durum farkli degil. Gegmistekinin ayni olarak anlasilip farkh
zamanlarda yapilan bir tekrardan ibaret kaldiginda, gelenek
degersiz olmaktan 6te gidemiyor. Yeni gibi gérinenin
gelenek halini almasi ise sanatin 6nindeki tuzaklardan biri.

Anlami sonlara saklamali. Sanatin degismez
gailelerinden biri kuskusuz. Anlam, eserin icinde,
gerektiginde kullanima hazir durumda bekleyen bir sey
degil. Anlam i¢in, algilayanin islemcisinin ¢calismasina ihtiyac
var. Islemci calistiktan sonra da ortaya net (anlasilir?)
sonuclarin ¢ikmasi kolay degil. Tum o elestirmenler,
yorumcular, felsefeciler bunun icin var.

Ama onlarin yaptiklariyla isi daha da karistirmalari
isten degdil. XX. yUzyil bu anlam aracilarinin agirliklarini
ezici bicimde hissettirdikleri bir ddnem oldu. En 6nde
gelenlerinden biri, Arthur Danto, “sanat kuramlarinin rold...
sanat dlnyasini, sanati mimkudn kilmak”” diye yazabilmisti.
Aracilar olmazsa sirf bakmak, hilyalara dalmak,
cagrisimlara ziplamak mimkUn olmayacakti.

“Yikilsin aracilar...” demek kolay, ancak demekle
olmuyor. Sanatcinin kendisi isini yaparken (yaratmak
kelimesi tim isler i¢in gecerli olabilir mi?) kaynaklarini az
yva da cok bilir, arar, sezer vb. Ancak, is yapilip bittikten
sonra, sanat ekonomisinin ¢arklari yaglansin diye hazirlanan
anahtar teslimi aciklamalara ne demeli? Yani “eserime
bak yaninda anlam bedava” ttrinden bir perakende
promosyonu. Tuketicisi icin anlama giden yolu aydinlatan
metafora, fantaziye, uydurmaya ve hatta yanlis anlamaya
gerek kalmaksizin draje halinde Grln ve kullanim kilavuzu.
Sakasi bile Grpertici.

Selim Cebeci’nin resimleri glnlUk hayatin, siradan
insanlarin, goérip gectigimiz nesnelerin, yalinkat 1sigin, énce
fotografa sonra tuvale gecirilmis halleri. iyi bilinen tim o
seyler ayni gergekte olduklari haliyle karsimizda. Yine de
asina degiller. Garip, ayriksi, yalniz, uzak adeta disimizdaki
bilmedigimiz bir vaktin/zamanin icinde varoluyorlar. Bu
yazida siralanan sorular bir hi¢c. “Komsular”a, “Evden
Notlar’a bakarken sayisiz soru akla geliyor. En son
da kendimize, yasantimiza gérmeye alisik olup da es
gectiklerimize gelip ice dénlyor. Sanatin soru sordurmasi,
sordurabilmesi az is degdil. Selim Cebeci’nin resimleri
hayatin icinden imgenin imgesi, fotografin resmi olarak
cikip geliyor. Ne var ki, mesafeyi koruyarak, anlami, merami
kapsul icinde sunmayarak gelenege karsi ¢ikiyor; [akin onu
yeniden yaratiyor.
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ON FEELING STRANGE ABOUT

THE SEEMINGLY FAMILIAR

Serhan Ada

Can you paint a picture of passing time?

If one doesn’t begin with questions one may never
start at all. Beginning with questions is always better
than descending like a bolt out of the blue or looking
from without. At what time of the day were the shutters
of the house half-closed? Did the man and the woman
always sit across each other during the same time of day?
When they sat down, did they ever happen to look at one
another? And did they ever speak to each other? Was
the furniture in the house ever moved? Was there sign
of any other living creature? Do we have any information
that would help us guess what it is they do (or the game
they play)? How long did these sessions last on average?
Did they get up from where they were sitting at the same
time? Did they ever eat or drink anything while they were
there? Did they ever go out on the balcony and look
down on the street? There are many questions and the list
can go on and on, but this much is enough to start with.

Most of the questions regarding “Neighbors” are
about time passing by, and, likewise, to try and understand
what is behind or outside of the visible, to understand
that which changes. This is the place; two elderly people
are there, just like the objects surrounding them, virtually
mingling with these. Perhaps they will continue to simply
be or stand there forever (independent of the light, which
shifts from yellow to red and whose intensity fluctuates
depending on the angle of the sun). No matter how much
we question time and space, even if all our questions
were answered, we will be left with be a huge unknown;
something that is difficult to explain, impossible to
understand. The time spent together by two people (a

man alone in another -last- painting). This -the time that
belongs to them and them alone- is precisely what we
will never be able to attain. When we reach that point of
desperation, perhaps the only thing to which we can have
recourse is, as we do so well in language, to kill time.

Selim Cebeci paints pictures of the things he
photographs. It is possible to call what he does realism. To
the extent that the image of the image can be real...

We can venture to lift the veil of realism starting
with the veil of Parrhasius. The famous story is that of a
painting contest as recounted by Pliny the Elder. It was
rumored that Zeuxis of Heraclea (since it is Heraclea
Lucania, could we call it the Italian Eregli?) depicted
reality with great mastery. A contest between Zeuxis and
another great master, Parrhasius, was to decide who of
the two was the greater artist. They were both to display
their skills. The works were veiled at the beginning of the
artistic duel so that they would be revealed at the last
moment and their effect not weakened. When Zeuxis
removed his veil, a bunch of mouth-watering grapes
appeared. They were so realistic that the birds flew
straight at the grapes. The applause seemed to show who
the true master was. They insisted that it was Parrhasius’s
turn to remove his veil. He seemed reticent. Finally he
gave in and let them in on his secret. His painting was the
veil itself. Painting is no more hand in glove with reality
than mortals who have two eyes and the ability to see are
with Parrhasius’s veil.

Is our relationship with things closer than our
relationship with their images (including what we see in
the mirror)? Who knows?



Speaking of the on-again off-again relationship
between reality and art, we can skip over the centuries
and come to very recent times, toward the end of the
20" century, to take a look at the true story of a sink,
which oscillates between life and art and back again
to life. One fine day, a writer visiting Madrid goes to an
exhibition from which he buys a postcard for the friend
at whose house he is staying. He tucks the postcard into
a corner of the mirror in the bathroom. The postcard
is a picture of a sink. When his host sees the postcard,
noticing the surreal(!) resemblance between the sink in
the picture and his own, he checks out who the artist is
and decides to go to the exhibition to see his work. The
exhibition also features a film about the artist. While
watching the film he finds himself in a “hyperrealistic”
situation. The artist is none other than his downstairs
neighbor, whom he runs across everyday as he leaves or
enters the house'.

We are still faced with the question of which of
these is reality, and | guess we always will be. Is the sink
that object into which water flows from its two faucets
and over which people shave every day, or is it that
object which one becomes aware of when one comes
back from visiting the exhibition at the museum? Is the
neighbor that smileless man encountered at the door
every other day, or is he the man in the film who, brush
in hand, spends hours in pursuit of the shadow among
the leaves? Is the real what is experienced, or is it what
bounces off art? When we call a product of art “realist”
we forever mark it with a label that will never come off.

Here we must inevitably return to history. Perhaps
even to the (battle) fields of inextricable smokes of
discussion, of bigotry that can flutter the dovecotes of
other fields of history, of long-barreled art canons, of
iconoclasts, of legends, and of the history of art... (When
we speak of history, a brief linguistic parenthesis is called
for. Let us not forget how difficult it is to mention, even
in passing, let alone write history in Turkish, a language in
which the day/month/year written beside the signature
affixed to petitions is called the same thing as that
tremendous and beautiful process full of contradictions,
revolutions and backward moves, events and rumors, and
truths and lies? If it were up to us, we would “write down
a date/history” practically every day). Art history is often
perceived as continuously proceeding forward along a
straight line on which masters, movements, schools, and
groups follow in succession. A history which, when the
day came and everything became intertwined,® those
who saw that things were getting confused proclaimed
its end, or death. Since art, whatever it may be, would
never end (and isn’t the fact that it hasn’t ended yet
the barest proof that it never will?), it could only be its
history that would.

So much has been said and written on this myth or
legend of the end of art, which was inevitably imputed
to Hegel. Whereas, when speaking of art, Hegel spoke of
a “beauty born of the spirit and born again”. It couldn’t
have been easy to say that something that is born and
born again has come to an end. And let us not forget
that Hegel did not even say “end”, but wrote “past”,
“lost”, “over”4. After him, not only did the rumor that art
had come to an end never cease, there were even those
who proclaimed its death. There can be no doubt that
there is a theoretical appeal in claiming the end of art
and even its death, rather than putting once again the
validity of art history on the operating table -that is the
formal, progress-oriented history of art, if one may be
permitted the phrase. Nevertheless, whatever its current
shape, even if we were to admit but for a moment, that
those who say that it is dead are right, there is no sign
yet to show that it has ended, and certainly not that it
has left this world.

If there is, or has been, such a movement as realism,
one cannot but mention Courbet’s The Origin of the
World, which has been interpreted over and over again,
so much so that it has virtually turned into a specter
that has constantly visited the mental world of artists for
generations. We're speaking, of course, of the famous
work which, before reaching its final destination at the
museum, had an adventurous journey starting with
Halil Serif Pasha and leading to the home of Lacan,
the psychoanalyst. It is said that when Picasso lifted a
picture by Masson only to see Courbet’s painting hidden
behind it, he exclaimed “The real is the impossible!” For
years it has been written in art history that the head of
the woman whose legs can be seen in the painting was
intentionally hidden by the artist, yet very recently and
by sheer coincidence the missing head was suddenly
discovered in an antiques dealer’s shop in Paris!® This
is one of the best and most recent examples of the
contestability of the knowledge that is presented by
art history as indisputable and unshakable. Still, while
it would have been expected to spark a heated debate
among art historians, the fact that it was the case’s
tabloid aspect that aroused greater interest is, | suppose,
the point that really needs to be discussed in terms of
where art stands today.

There is no need to dwell any longer on the “end”
or “death of art” thesis somewhat unfairly attributed to
Hegel (including of course its rising again from where it
lay[s?]). We can, however, content ourselves with saying
that the present situation of art goes hand in hand with
the media, press releases, ad-supported news, and
magazines that publish “reviews”.

There is no doubt that art has a thing against life.
This is how it has always been and will continue to be,



from Zeuxis and Parrhasius to the present, from trompe
l'oeil, which uses the flaw in our eye to draw perspective
views, to chiaroscuro, which defies even the shadow.
Since we started out with stories, we can continue with
another one. And what’s more, one from Damien Hirst,
so adulated by the media and of course by his patron,
the advertising world. One of his installations in a gallery
in London featured ashtrays full to the brim, half-filled
coffee cups, empty beer bottles, and newspapers
strewn across the place, making it seem like they were
the remnants of a party®. The following morning, when
the gallery cleaner saw the mess he decided to clean

it up and throw away all the rubbish. When the gallery
staff arrived they couldn’t believe their eyes. The artist’s
installation had ended up in the trash! In a flurry they
started reconstructing the installation (in the gallery
space) using the objects they had salvaged from the
trash. The cleaner said: “I didn’t think for a second that

it was a work of art - it didn’t look much like art to me”.
Whereas, what Hirst wanted to do was perhaps the exact
opposite: To render invisible that thin line between life
and art. To transform life into art in such a way that, in the
process, he would blend art in unnoticed.

Can you paint a picture of time?

Numerous questions can come to mind when one
looks at Selim Cebeci’s series “Notes from Home”. Had
all this stuff, the appliances and all the other things,
always been simply sitting there? Do all the paintings
we see belong to one and the same “home”? Were the
reds as dark and melancholy in reality as they are in
the paintings, the greens obscure yet vivid? Were the
interiors always lit with electricity? Wait, had they left
the refrigerator door open...? Did the stroller and the toy
in it belong to the same child as the plastic doll in the
other painting? Questions about “Notes from Home” can
be further varied and multiplied, before we even venture
into the artist’s intention. Even this much is enough.

A place which was inhabited, perhaps recently,
perhaps a long time ago, objects which were in use,
appliances which served a function; and the impression
that they have virtually been abandoned by someone,
that they will continue waiting forever for someone’s
arrival. When photography, which means the capturing
of the moment, is replicated on the canvas, if it leads to
an illusion that suggests that time flows in vain, then it
becomes essential to think a little more in depth about
what this thing that we call realism is. All those things
that emerge from within life itself seem all the more alien
when we look at their pictures...

By dealing the heaviest of blows to art in its most
classic sense, Warhol inflicted an irremediable wound to
its history. Apparently, concerning reality, Warhol said “if
you can’t beat it, join it””. One cannot help but ask if it’s truly

necessary to beat reality. Or, one inevitably thinks how it
may very well be possible to pass as an accomplice and
betray reality; to take it by surprise.

There are three types of distances pertaining to
art. The first is art’s distance from life. The second is the
artist’s distance from his/her work. And lastly we have
the onlooker’s distance from the work of art. Actually,
all three levels are interrelated. Narrowing the distance
between the work and what is experienced, as we saw
in Hirst’s installation, has no effect other than to fool the
onlooker who has the most naive of eyes (the gallery
cleaner). Neither art (let’s say for a moment that it is
dead, that its end has come), nor life benefit from this
equivalence. Whether the artist can preserve his/her
distance from his/her work is also very important. The
artist who destroys this distance cuts off the possibility
for the work to become something of its own. The
equivalence he/she establishes between the maker and
the made becomes a kind of project, a planned operation
whose every detail has been decided beforehand, leaving
no room for surprises. The distance on the third level
affects the story of the art after it leaves the hands of
the artist. The narrowing of this distance means that the
spell will be broken, that the aura will evaporate. When
the cult value of art disappears, exhibition and exchange
value predominates. People looking at art first become
“viewers” then the target audience. This process, which
virtually grows in a spiral and which we could call “loss of
distance”, poses a threat to the future of art.

The role of tradition should not be underestimated
either. Tradition, as the name implies, (from the Latin
trans- (over/across) + dare “to give”) is about something
that is handed down from the past. It calls to mind
generations, what is transmitted across time into the
present. What moderns were most against was tradition.
However, they made the greatest of mistakes by believing
that they knew the direction of the future. There is an
aspect of tradition that very much resembles heritage.
Heritage cannot be nurtured by storing it in a corner
and dusting and shining it once in a while. The way to
preserve heritage is to nurture it by opening it up. It’s
no different for tradition. When tradition is understood
as being the same as what it was in the past and only
consists of a repetition performed at different times,
it can be nothing other than worthless. And one of
the pitfalls awaiting art is when what seems to be new
becomes a tradition.

It is best to save meaning for last. Doubtless, one
of the unchanging concerns of art. Meaning is not
something that just sits inside the work, ready to be used
when needed. For meaning, we need the perceiver’s
processor to work. But even after the processor starts
working, clear (comprehensible?) results do not come out



easily. And that is what all those critics, commentators,
and philosophers are there for.

But with what they do, they easily complicate
matters even further. The 20™ century was an era in
which the weight of these mediators of meaning was
overwhelmingly felt. Arthur Danto, one of the most
prominent of these mediators, even wrote “it is the role of
art theories... to make the artworld, and art, possible”®. If
it weren’t for mediators, it wouldn’t have been possible to
just look, to daydream, and to jump to associations.

It’s easy to say “down with mediators...” But what
then? When artists themselves do their job (can the word
“create” apply to all works?) they more or less know
their sources, they search for them, sense them, etc. But
once the work is done and over, what about the turnkey
comments prepared to oil the wheels of the economy of
art? In other words, a kind of “look at my work, get the
meaning for free” retail promotion. Products and manuals
offered in the form of sugarcoated pills, without need for
any metaphor, fantasy, fiction, or even misunderstanding
to light the path that leads the consumer to meaning. It
gives one shivers, even as a joke.

Selim Cebeci’s paintings are depictions of everyday
life, ordinary people, objects we pass over, and pure light,
which are first photographed then transferred to the
canvas. All those things we know so well are depicted
exactly as they are in reality. Still, they are not familiar.
They exist within a strange, eccentric, solitary, distant
(passing) time; a time that is virtually outside us, that we
do not know. The questions listed in this article; they are
nothing. Countless questions come to mind when one
looks at “Neighbors” or “Notes from Home”. And finally,
they reach us, our lives, what we are used to seeing but
pass by, and then they turn inward. It’s no easy task for
art to lead one -to be able to lead one- to ask questions.
Selim Cebeci’s paintings emerge from within life as the
image of the image, the painting of the photograph. And
yet, they go against tradition by keeping their distance,
by not presenting meaning and purpose in the form of a
pill; but they end up reinventing it.

1  For those who are interested, the artist who painted the picture of the
sink is Antonio Lépez, who is known as a hyperrealist painter, and the film
screened at the exhibition is Victor Erice’s “The Quince Tree Sun”, about
the artist’s yearlong quiet quest to capture the sun and shadow of the quince
tree in the backyard of his studio.

2 Translator’s note: In Turkish the same word, “tarih”, is used for both
“date” and “history”.

3 Already at the beginning of the 20" century, Paul Valéry, who was a ma-
jor opponent of the ‘museum as institution’, said that art as we know it, with
its separate disciplines, would one day end and be replaced by “lifestyle”.
Those who are interested can read his essay Le probléme des musées (The
Problem of Museums) (1923) which begins “I don’t like museums much”.

4 Eva Geulen, The End of Art, Readings in a Rumor after Hegel, California,
Stanford University Press, 20086, p. 9.

5 It is claimed that the painting was found by a collector, who prefers to
remain anonymous, in a shop where he had taken shelter on a rainy day.
Though it has been debated whether the painting is really by Courbet, it

is evident that there is still a mystery that needs to be unraveled. (http://
www.lemonde.fr/culture/article/2013/02/08/le-poids-des-mots-le-choc-du-
faux_1829215_3246.html)

6  The Guardian, 19/10/2001.

7 Walter Siti, Il realismo é l'impossibile, Roma, Gransasso Nottetempo,
2013, p. 77.

8 A.C.Danto, Aesthetics and Philosophy of Art, The Analytical Tradition,
Ed. P. Lamarque and S. H. Cesan, Oxford, Blackwell, p.33.

In ClaesEntzenberg, Art from death originated, Stockholm, Art & Theory
Publishing, 2013, p.667.






Komsular I, I, ITI, IV | Neighbors I, II, III, IV
2012, 2012, 2013, 2012, Tuval {izerine yaghboya | Oil on canvas, 57x57 cm






Komsgular V | Neighbors V
2012, Tuval tizerine yagliboya | Oil on canvas, 200x132 cm

Komsular VI, VII | Neighbors VI, VII
2013, Tuval lizerine yagliboya | Oil on canvas, 57x57 cm



Evden Notlar, “Kasirga” | Notes from Home, “Cyclone”
2010, Tuval tizerine yagliboya | Oil on canvas, 135x200 cm

Evden NotlarI | Notes from Home I
2008, Tuval iizerine yagliboya | Oil on canvas, 135x200 cm









Evden Notlar II | Notes from Home II
2008-2012, Tuval tizerine yagliboya | Oil on canvas, 135x200 cm

Evden Notlar IV | Notes from Home IV
2010-2012, Tuval tizerine yagliboya | Oil on canvas, 135x200 cm






Evden Notlar III | Notes from Home III
2010, Tuval tizerine yagliboya | Oil on canvas, 135x200 ecm



Tezgédh | Counter
2015, Tuval tizerine yaghboya | Oil on canvas, 75x110 cm



“Okumalar “dizisi ise yepyeni bir sayfanin acilacagini
haber veriyor. Sanatci, kendi okumalarinin Gzerinden
dlnyasina yeni bir isik tutuyor. Ancak, son derece ciliz
ve goblgeleri kendisinden koyu bir 1sik. Okumalarinin
etrafindan dolandiktan sonra onlarin imgelerinden
yeni imgeler yaratiyor. Yapageldigini bu kez baska bir
mecrada tekrarliyor. Ancak tekrarlarken, daha énce
fotograflardan yapilmis resimlerde oldugu gibi, basili
fotograflar ve diger gorsellerin resimlerini baska basili
kagitlarin Gzerine yaparken onlara kendi baglamlari
disinda yeni bir varolus sansi taniyor.

Yaptigi resimlerle alttaki malzemeyi kapatirken bazi
yerlerde sUrpriz nesnelerin, tuhaf hayaletler gibi resmine
sizmasina izin veriyor. Basili malzemeyi resmin ylzeyi
kilarken onun ne’ligini, kim’ligini titmuUyle yoketmeye
kalkismiyor. Hem kitaplardan kendi zihninde duran/gecen
goérintllere hem de Uzerine resim yaptigi basili kagida
g6z kirpmis oluyor.

Okumalar Uzerine yapilan islerin sergilenmesi, Selim
Cebeci’nin resim devrialeminde yeni bir merhalenin
acilmasi demek. Bizlere, o resimlere bakacak olanlara,
saylisiz soru armagan etmesi de cabasi.

As for the series “Readings”, it heralds the turning over
of a brand new leaf. The artist sheds a new light on his
world through his own readings. However, this light is
extremely weak and its shadows darker than itself. After
skirting around his readings, he creates new images out
of the images of these readings. He repeats what he
had already been doing, this time in a different medium.
Yet while repeating, as in the previous paintings done
from photographs, when painting the pictures of printed
photographs and different visual materials on other
sheets of printed paper, he gives them the chance for a
new existence outside their own context.

While he covers the material underneath with his
paintings, in some places he allows surprise objects to
seep like strange ghosts into his painting. While printed
material becomes the surface of his painting, he does
not attempt to completely do away with its what’ness or
who’ness. He thus winks at images from books that have
remained in or passed through his own mind, as well as
at the printed paper on which he paints.

To exhibit works done on readings means the
opening of a new phase for Selim Cebeci’s globe-trotting
in painting. And the fact that he will offer innumerable
questions to us, to those who will be looking at those
paintings, is an added treat.






Birinci Kitap, Resim 1, 2, 3, 4 | First Book, Paint1, 2, 3,4
2011, Kagit tizerine akrilik | Acrylic on paper, 40x60 cm






Birinci Kitap, Resim 5, 6,7, 8 | First Book, Paint 5, 6,7, 8
2011, Kagit tizerine akrilik | Acrylic on paper, 40x60 cm



ikinci Kitap, Resim 1, 2, 3, 4 | Second Book, Paint 1, 2, 3, 4
2011, Kagit tizerine akrilik | Acrylic on paper, 40x60 cm






ikinci Kitap, Resim 5, 6,7, 8 | Second Book, Paint 5, 6,7, 8
2011, Kagit tizerine akrilik | Acrylic on paper, 40x60 cm






Uciineii Kitap, Resim 1, 2, 3,4 | Third Book, Paint1, 2, 3, 4
2011, 2012, 2011, 2011, Kagut tizerine akrilik | Acrylic on paper, 40x60 cm






Uciineii Kitap, Resim 5, 6,7, 8 | Third Book, Paint 5, 6,7, 8
2012, Kagut tizerine akrilik | Acrylic on paper, 40x60 cm
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