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isaretler tasiyan nesneler basi ¢cekiyor. Bir
minldanma, belirsiz bir ritim, insana dair bir iz. Durmadan tekrar effigi icin gercegin yerine gecme cesareti
bulan...

Bir zamanlar buraydik. Birileri vardi. Simdi: Insan-sonrasi dénemin hizinli isaretleri. Bir zamanlar, biz var-
ken... evet vardik bir zamanlar. O zamanlar neseli, bencil ve ugucuyduk. Korktugumuz ve korkuttugumuz
da oldu ama hi¢ bdyle bir son hayal etmemistik. Tamamen yok olabilmeyi. Bu aklimizin alobilecegi bir sey
degildi. Mezarliklarda gildigimiz, sarap ictigimiz de oldu, sarki séyleyip sevistigimiz de. Olim zavall
bir bocekten baska bir sey degildi, yanimiza yaklosmaya cesaret edemezdi. Kistahtik. Heykellere sarilir,
tastan dudaklar &perdik. Etimizde yanan atesin asla sonmeyecegini sanirdik. Var olmanin kaginilmaz kib-
riyle gilerdik. Cokiuk, fazlaydik, diriydik, gigliydik... Dinya bizimle yasam bulurdu. Mekan bizimle ge-
nislerdi. Zamanin ve nesnelerin sahibi oldugumuzdan emindik. Sonra... parti bitti. Herkes gitti. Rizgarda
yolunu kaybetmis belli belirsiz isaretler kaldi geride... Bir gin bitecegini biliyorduk, ama bu kadar ¢abuk
olmasini beklemiyorduk dogrusu. Onceleri bir séylentiydi. Kimsenin ciddiye almadigi kehanetlerden biri
daha dedik. Gergek olabilir mi diye kuskulanmaya firsat bulamadik. Ansizin herkes gitti, geriye nesneler kaldi,
baglantisiz. Meger bu kadar kolay ve kendiliginden olacakmis. Iplerin yumusacik cozilivermesi, baglarin
eriyip gitmesi, renklerin ugmasi... Mekanin imkanini kaybettigi bir dénem bu... Var olmadan hatirliyoruz
simdi. Arik bedenimiz kirllgan, geleceksiz ve hatta gereksiz bir yik. Gogus kafesimiz cokiandir bos. Issiz.
Nesnenin yalnizigi en katlaniimaz olani. Her seyi birbirine baglayan kipkizil bir kahkaha ya da ¢iglik
¢1ghga bir aci olmadikian sonra nesneler nasil sirdirsin kendilerinie Bu nesnelerin 6zlemi gegmise degil.
Zamanla isi yok onlarin. Terk edildikleri anda takilip kalmislar. Insanin olmadigi yerde zaman akmiyor.
Oylece duran, durmakia olan, tim varolusu bu durma eyleminden ibaret olan nesnelere bakilmasi onlara
beklenmedik bir umut veriyor. Bir seyler olacak sanki. Bakis nesnelerin arzuyla titremesine yol agiyor. Nes-
neler kendi kenarlaninin farkina varnyorlar, késelerini buluyorlar. Nerdeyse birer kisilik kazanacaklar. Bozulan
sekiller son bir ¢abayla kendilerini topluyor. Sessizligin icinde bir ¢iglik potansiyeli buytyor. En agirbasl
kitlelerin yalvarmaya baslamasi an meselesi. Hatta kimileri saka yopmak Gzere. Ama sonra her sey eski
haline dénuyor. Kimsenin dinlemedigi bir sarki ya da bos bir sinema salonunda biteviye oynayan bir film
ne yapabilire Belleksiz bir ani ne kadar dayanabilirse, o kadar... Hepsinin aklinda ayni sézler. Eski bir aska
dair isaretler tasiyan nesneler basi cekiyor. Bir minldanma, belirsiz bir ritim, insana dair bir iz. Durmadan
tekrar ettigi icin gercedin yerine gegme cesareti bulan. ..

Bir zamanlar buraydik. Birileri vardi. Simdi: Insan-sonrasi dénemin hizonli
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Objects
reminiscent of an old love lead the way. A murmuring, a vague rthythm, a hint of someone that dares to
supplant reality through incessant repetition...

We've been here before. But there was someone here then. And now? The sorrowlul signals of a posthuman
age. Once, when we were here... Yes, there was a time when we were here. But in those days we used to
be cheerful, and selfish, and capricious. Sometimes we were scared—and sometimes we scared others—but
we never imagined an end like this. Complefe and utter extinction: that's something that never crossed our
minds. We partied in cemeteries, drank wine, sang songs, made love. Death was just a pathetic bug that
dared not so much as approach us. We were arrogant. VWe embraced statues and kissed their stony lips.
We supposed that the fire that engulfed our flesh would never go out. We laughed with the inexorable
pride of being. We were many, extreme, alive, potent... The world found life in us. Space found expanse
with us. VWWe were convinced that we were the masters of time and objects. And then... The party was over.
Everybody left. All that remained were ambiguous clues gone astray in the wind... We knew it would end
someday but, truth be fold, we never thought “someday” would be so soon. At first it was just a rumor:
another of those prophecies that nobody takes seriously, we said. Then suddenly everyone left and all that
remained were objects—disconnected objects. So it was as easy as that and it happened all by itself: a
mere unbinding of ties, a melting away of bonds, a paling of colors... It was a time when even space
ceased to have function... We remember things only by their absence. Our bodies now are fragile encum-
brances without a future and even without a point. Our hearts are hollow now, uninhabited for a long time.
Solitude is an object’'s most unbearable state. Without the ruddy laughter that binds everything together or
the pain that makes one scream, how can objects sustain their existence? What these objects long for is
not the past. They have no truck with time. The moment they're abandoned they stumble and fall. Gazing
at objects that just stop and stay—objects that owe their whole existence to the act of stopping=inspires
them with an unexpected hope. Gaze causes objects to tfremble with desire. Becoming aware of its own
edges and discovering ifs corners, every object acquires almost a personality of its own. With one final
effort their deformities restore themselves. They become more and more likely to shatter the silence with a
scream; at any moment even the most ponderous of masses is likely to beg; some even seem about to crack
a joke. But then everything returns to what it used to be. VWhat good is a song that no one listens to or a
movie that plays incessantly, over and over again in an empty theatere A memoryless recollection lasts as
long as it can last and not @ moment longer... Everyone is thinking the same thing. Objects reminiscent of
an old love lead the way. A murmuring, a vague rhythm, a hint of someone that dares to supplant reality
through incessant repetition...

We've been here before. But there was someone here then. And now?@ The sorrowful signals of a post-hu-
man age. Once, when we were here... Yes, there was a time when we were here. But then we used to
be cheerful,
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