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OLA(:BAN DURUMLARDA
OLAGANUSTU HISLER

Deniz Kirkal

Agiz (ya da giris)

Uzerime duman kokusu sinmis, mutfaktaki pencereyi agamiyorum
gunkl Nisan olmasina ragmen digarisi karli. Yasemin kokularing,
circir béceklerine ve son yillarda oldukga siddetlenmis yaz
yagmurlarina hazirlanirken mutfagimda tsliyorum. Sag isaret
parmagimin tavadan yandigini agzimdan gikan kisik ama lezzetli
‘Ah!’ sesini duyunca anliyorum. Her seferinde ayni parmagimi
yakmayi nasil bagariyorum? Evet, bunun bir basari olduguna
inaniyorum glinkl buradaki devamliligi tutarhilik olarak diisinmeyi
seviyorum. Sag isaret parmagim ve ategten isinmig dékiim tava
arasindaki iliski bagka birgok iliskimi hatirlatiyor. Bu mevsimde
yememin normal olmadigi mavi meyveyi yanmig sag isaret
parmagim ve bag parmagim arasinda uzunca bir sure tutuyorum.
G6z ucumla mutfagin sol girisinde gérdiigiim kuyrugunu sallayarak
sabirsizlikla beni izleyen siyah karalti gibi ben de elimdeki meyveyi
ilgiyle izliyorum. Kiguik yuvarlak daha dikkatli baktikga yeni bilgiler
Uretiyor. Ayni anda hem tehlikeli ve uzak bir gezegen gibi gizemli
hem de parmaklarimla birazcik daha baski uygularsam sivilarini
akitarak yok olacak kirilganlikta olmasi onunla ne yapmam
gerektigini dislindiriyor. $lpheli yuvarlagi agzima atiyorum ve
sicak dilimin Gstlinde soguklugunu hissediyorum.
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Yutak (ya da gegis)

Yuvarlak meyveyi dilimin Ustline biraktigim anda ne kadar uzun
zamandir birgey yememis oldugumu fark ediyorum. Viicuduma bir
anda giren sekerin fikri bile yer ayaklarimin altindan gekiliyormus gibi
hissetmeme yetiyor. Ya da mutfaktaki duman etrafimdakileri gérmemi
veya gordigiim seyleri anlamlandirmami zorlastiriyor. Diglerimi
gegirdigim meyvenin suyu yutagimdan, viicudumdaki ortalama 12 cm
uzunlugundaki mukoza ile kapli bu tuhaf organdan asagi stiziltyor.
Yemek borusuna takilan ince tavuk kemigi yliziinden &leceginden ve
bu gliliing 6limundn kizi igin 8mir boyu utang kaynagdi olacagindan
korkan adami dislintiyorum. Yutmanin ne kadar disiinmeden
gergeklestirilen bir eylem oldugunu, hatta Gzerine diistinmeye
baslarsan bir seylerin ters gitme ihtimalinin (bakiniz yemegin suyunun
nefes borusuna kagmasi veya dereotunun bogazina takilmasi gibi)
arthgini distiniiyorum. Gok gec, distintyorum artik. Okstirliyorum.
Sanki birisi kafama plastik poset gegirmis gibi, uzanabilecegim en
yakindaki oksijen maskesi nerede kim bilir? Bogazimdaki tikaniklig
acmak i¢in daha ¢ok siviya ihtiyacim var. Buzdolabini agiyorum

ve kapakta duran kim bilir ne zaman aldigim yulaf sitiint kafama
dikiyorum. Yulaf stitiintin bozulup bozulmadigini higbir zaman
kokusundan anlayamiyorum. Aylarca igmeye devam ediyorum.
Gezegendeki metan gazi Uretimine daha az katkida bulunayim
derken bagirsak floramla gatigmak istemem.

Mide (ya da igerisi)

Midem yaniyor. Artik aglktan mi, tuhaf yuvarlak meyveden mi, goktan
bozulmus olan yulaf sttlinden mi, mutfaktaki dumandan mi emin
olamiyorum. Mavi kiire mideme oturuyor ve sanki yulaflarla birlikte
orada sisiyor, sisiyor ve Ust bedenimi kapliyorlar. Koridordaki aynada
Skslirmekten yaglanmis ve kizarmig gézlerime bakiyorum. Kollarimla
kendimi ve igimdekileri sariyorum. Sismekte olan yulaflar, yuvarlaklar,
bakfteriler, virsler. Ben zannettigim sey olan onca hiicre, onca
yabanci birbirimize kenetleniyoruz. Bu bedenin kalabaligi beni bazen
korkutuyor. Neyin bana ait, neyin biz, neyin benim baskasina akmaya
bagladigim yerler oldugunu bazen hig bilmiyorum. ig ice gegiyoruz. Bir
yandan da yalnizliktan élesiye korkan ben bu komunitenin bir pargasi
olmakta huzur buluyor. Birlikte sindirmeye galisiyoruz igeri girenleri,
yeni seyler Uretmeye, gogaltmaya, donistiirmeye odaklaniyoruz. Ama
elbette plirtizsiiz ilerlemiyor slireg, midem yanmaya devam ediyor.
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Bagirsak (ya da disarisi)

Koltukta uyandigimda mide problemleri yasayan insanlar igin ideal
yatis pozisyonlarindan olan sol tarafima dénmusgiim. Hava karanlik,
aksam olmus belli ki. Ben durdugumda herseyin durmamis olmasina
bir kez daha hayret ediyorum. Koltukta yavasga dogrulup birkag
derin nefes aliyorum. Agzimdan girip, nefes borumdan gegen ve
mideme génderdigim hava dig dlinyayi bedenime dolduruyor.
Mide yanmam gegmis ama bu sefer de susamisim. Dudaklarim
kupkuru. Onlari dilimle islatiyorum. Ve kendime mi siyah kuyrukluya
mi bilmiyorum ama “SU” diyorum. Dibi yosunlanmig stirahiden bir
bardaga ve metal tasa su koyuyorum. Uyandigimdan beri 6nce
hava, sonra su girdi igime. Bedenimde yer agilmis oldugunu fark
ediyorum. Ne hava, ne su sisirdi beni daha 6ncekiler gibi. Ancak
suyun tadi bir tuhaf mi ne. Ben daha ne oldugunu anlamadan
siyah kuyruklu karsima dikiliyor ve ayaklarimin éniine bitin
icindekileri bosaltiyor. Yemyesil sivi biraz yosun, biraz da salondaki
aloe veralarin karisimindan olusan kiigtik bir havuz olusturuyor
bedenlerimiz arasinda.

Bir yer (burasi)

Yasadigim uUlkeye kim bilir nereden getirilmis olan yuvarlak meyve,
disarida yagmakta olan zamansiz kar, sabirsiz siyah kuyruk,
uzaklarda bir yerde bogularak 6lmekten korkan adam, atmosfere
salinan gazlar, bagirsak floram, salondaki ucu kemirilmis aloe vera
bitkisi ve yosunlar arasindaki ortak noktalari diglintiyorum. Ve

yine Daisy Hildyard’in The Second Body isimli kitabi geliyor aklima.
Butlin bunlar arasindaki ortak nokta benim bedenimle iliski halinde
olmalari. Bedenlerimiz bagka bedenlerle ve 6tekiyle daima birlesiyor.
Ve bedenlerimizin goérindr etkisinin gok 6tesinde etkileri, etkilegimleri
ve sonuglari var. Bu nedenle olagan anlari olaganisti hislere ilgi
gostererek, bedenin maddeselligine dikkat ederek, nefes alarak ve
icimizdeki ve etrafimizdaki onlarca 6tekiyle nasil i ige oldugumuzu
gorerek olagantisti hale getirmeyi seviyorum. Ve biliyorum burada
yalniz degilim.



PHENOMENAL TENDENCIES
IN USUAL PHENOMENON

Deniz Kirkali

The Mouth (or the entrance)

The smell of smoke is on me, | can’t open the window in the kitchen
because it’s snowy outside even though it’s April. | feel cold in

my kitchen although | was prepared for the smell of jasmine, the
sounds of crickets, and the summer rains that have intensified in
recent years. | realize that my right index finger has burnt from
the pan when | hear the low but delicious ‘Ah!” sound coming out
of my mouth. How do | manage to burn the same finger every
single time? Yes, | believe this is a success because | like to think of
continuity here as consistency. The relationship between my right
index finger and the radiant cast iron reminds me of my many
other relationships. | hold the blue fruit, which is unusual to be
eating during this season, between my burnt right index finger and
thumb for a while. Just like the black silhouette that watches me
impatiently from the entrance of the kitchen, which | see from the
corner of my eye, | also watch the fruit in my hand with curiosity.
The little circle produces new information as | look at it carefully.
The fact that it’s both mysterious like a dangerous and distant
planet and at the same time so fragile that if | put a little more
pressure on it with my fingers, it’s going to leak out and disappear,
makes me question what | should do with it. | pop the suspicious
ball in my mouth and feel its coldness on my warm tongue.
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The Pharynx (or the passage)

As soon as | drop the round fruit on my tongue, | realize that |

haven’t eaten anything in a long time. Even the thought of the
natural sugar entering my body is enough to make me feel as if

the ground is being pulled from under my feet. Or the smoke in the
kitchen makes it difficult for me to see clearly or even make sense

of what | see. The juice of the fruit | put my teeth on is running

down my pharynx, this strange organ in my body, which is covered
with an average of 12 cm long mucous membrane. At this point,

| remember the man who feared that he would die from a thin
chicken bone lodged in his esophagus and that his silly death would
be a lifetime embarrassment to his daughter. Swallowing is an act
that is done without thinking, and if you start thinking about it, the
chance of something going wrong (like the liquid you drink going

into your windpipe or the dill getting stuck in your throat) increases
dramatically. Too late now, I’'m already thinking. | start coughing.
Where would be the closest oxygen mask that | can reach while I'm
feeling as if someone had put a plastic bag over my head? | need
more fluids fo unclog my throat. | open the fridge and stare at the oat
milk which | bought who knows when. | can never tell from the smell
whether the oat milk is spoiled or not. | continue to drink it for months.
| don’t want to mess with my gut flora while trying to less contribute fo
the methane gas production on the planet.

The Stomach (or the inside)

My stomach is burning. I'm still not sure if it's because I’'m hungry, the
weird round fruit, the already spoiled oat milk, or the fumes in the
kitchen. The blue orb sits in my stomach and it’s swelling there with
the oats; swelling and covering my torso. | stare into my eyes at the
mirror in the hallway, which are teary and red from coughing. | wrap
my arms around myself and what’s inside of me. Swelling oats, round
fruits, bacteria, viruses. So many cells, so many strangers and we are
clamped together. The crowd inside this body scares me sometimes. |
sometimes have no idea what is me, what is us, and what is the place
where | begin fo flow into someone else. We are intertwined. Yet, on
the other hand, being extremely afraid of loneliness, | find some sort
of peace in being a part of this community. We try to digest together,
we focus on producing new things as well as on reproducing, and
transforming what comes in. But of course, the process does not go
smoothly, my stomach continues to burn.
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The Intestines (or the outside)

When | wake up on the sofaq, | find myself lying on my left side,

which is one of the ideal sleeping positions for people with stomach
problems. It’s dark, obviously, it’s evening. | am once again amazed
that not everything stopped when | stopped. | slowly sit up in the
seat and take a few deep breaths. The air that enters my mouth
passes through my windpipe and is sent to my stomach filling my
body with the outside world. My heartburn is gone, but this time | am
thirsty. My lips are dry. | wet them with my tongue. And | don’t know
if it’s addressed at myself or the black tail, but | say “WATER”. | pour
water from a mossy-bottomed pitcher into a glass and a metal bowl.
Since | woke up, first air and then water entered me. | realize that
there is room in my body. Neither air nor water swelled my torso like
before. However, water tastes strange. Before | know if, the black tail
stands in front of me and empties its insides next to my feet. Its vomit
creates a small pool of a mixture of lush liquid algae and aloe vera
between our bodies.

A place (here)

| ask what the round fruit that was transported into the country
where | live, the untimely snow falling outside, the impatient black
tail, the man afraid of suffocating somewhere far away, the chicken
he ate, the gases released into the atmosphere, my gut flora, the
gnawed aloe vera plant in the living room and the algae have in
common. And again, Daisy Hildyard’s The Second Body comes to
my mind. What’s common to all these is that they are in contact with
my body. Our bodies are always merging with other bodies and
with others. And they have impacts, interactions, and consequences
far beyond their visible impacts on our bodies. That’s why | like to
make ordinary moments extraordinary through paying attention to
extraordinary feelings, fo the materiality of the body, to the breath.
This way, we notice how we are intertwined with dozens of others
within and around us. And | know I’'m not alone here.



kéz gbz / ember eye, 2023
Nazar boncugu, cam, video Amulet, glass and video
05:00”
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uranus / uranus, 2023
Ses Yerlestirme Sound Installation
50 x50 cm
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gult sever dikeni / rose-lover thorn, 2023
Etkilesimli Yerlestirme Ineractive Installation
90 x 90 x 50 cm

"



kara / kara, 2023
Tuval Gzerine akrilik Acrylic on canvas
120 x 120 cm
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yaylan / bounce, 2023
Yatak yayi, stinger Bed spring, sponge
190 x 90 x 40 cm
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temiz (gelecek) / clean (future), 2023
Fotograf, biyliteg Photograph, lens
30x20x20cm
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parmagdimin ucunda / at my fingertips, 2023
Tuval Gzerine akirlik Acrylic on canvas
120 x 120 cm
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nefes / breath, 2023
Tuval tzerine akrilik Acrylic on canvas
120 x 120 cm
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dilli kulak /# tongued ear, 2023
Seramik gesme Ceramic fountain
30 x50 x50 cm
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devamli devrim gidimi // bit of permanent revolution, 2023
Seramik Ceramic
30x30x30cm

18




kazikazan // scratch-off, 2023
Stinger, motor Sponge, motor
80 x15cm
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yUzUst sirtsirta / facedown back to back, 2023
Mdf panel tizerine duvar boyasi Wall paint on mdf panel
200 x 200 cm
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sarmas / tangle, 2023
Tuval tzerine akrilik Acrylic on canvas
120 x 120 cm
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oyunbozar // spoiler, 2023
Duvara midahale Wall intervention
2x2cm
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gl zirhi // rose harness, 2023
Kumas, giivenlik yelegi Fabric, security vest
60 x 60 x 75 cm
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sen gidince / when you're gone, 2023
Seramik, AR Ceramic, AR
20x20x15cm
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yil gark /#/ year gear, 2023
Etkilesimli yerlestirme Interactive installation
150 x 120 x 120 cm
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