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Haydar Ergilen

TEKERRUR YA DA iNig iCIN DAHA NE KADAR
ALGCALABILIR INSAN?

Tekerriirle de anlagiimayan bir sey var kainatta: insan.
Anlasilmasi ¢ok zor oldugu icin degil, bir zamanlar eris-
mis, ulasmis ya da ¢ikmis oldugu anlam katinda durmay!
bilmedigi ya da bu tesadufiin tekerriir edecegi zehabina
bir gelenek olarak fazlaca kapilmis oldugu icin.

Cunki insan bir gelenektir ve tekerriirden ibarettir. in-
san bir kere yukselmistir, sonrasi hep dusus halidir. Mi-
temadiyen tekerrir. Kirmizi bir tekerrdr.

“Ve sairler boyuna kimlere yazarlar?” diye sormustu
Behcet Necatigil. Cemal Sureya’nin “kirmizi bir kustur
solugun” dedigi ise bu soruya yanit degildir, zaten siir de
yanit degildir, soruyu soruyla sirdirmektir. Sairler kim-
lere yazarlar, nereye yazarlar, siir nereye yazilr? Sairlerin
yazdigi yerle, hayatin yazildigi yerler ayni degil galiba.

Kirmizidan, kus ve soluk ve dahi “nara benzer” seyler
anlasiimiyor artik. Siyah ve beyaz karsithk ama kizil ile
karanin, meger yalnizca bir edebiyatgi dngorisu olarak
degil, ama bir ‘distopya’ surprizi olarak da, birbirinin ti-
patipi ayni karanlik oldugu anlasilacakmis. Kizil ile kara:
Bir kez degil, karanlkta iki kez ikiz.

Kirmizi: Bir ¢ol rengi, bir ¢ol denizi, bir ¢ol golu.

Yakindan bakinca, bir kara koyu kirmizi kuyu, bir koyu
kirmizi kara kuyu.

Tekerriirden ve diyelim: Ve kimin kanatlari yok ki? Cok
azi ugcmaya koyulmus, cok cogu siriinmeye, siriklen-
meye katlanmig, kagmaya takilmis kanatlar. Onlarla
duserken mi tarih kaniyor yoksa tarihe o koyu kirmi-
zI kara kandan kanatlariyla mi takilip kalacak insan ve
tlrlusu?

(DUn bu yaziyi 6nceden tekrarlamak igin gezinirken,

RECURRENCE OR HOW LOW CAN YOU GO TO
DESCEND?

Besides recurrence, there’'s something else in this universe that
can't be understood: a human being. That's not because human
beings are hard to understand; it's because they don't know how
to stop once they've attained, or reached, or ascended to a state of
understanding; or it may be because they are traditionally too fond
of thinking that a chance occurrence will repeat itself.

It's because human beings are traditional and repeat themselves.
You ascend; but after that it's an everlasting descent. Everlasting
recurrence. A red recurrence.

And who do poets keep writing for? asked Behget Necatigil. But
what Cemal Sireya referred to as the breath that is a red bird is
not the answer to his question. But of course a poem is never an
answer: it just perpetuates the question. Who do poets write for?
Where do they write for? Where is poetry written for? The places
where poets write is probably not the same as the ones where life
IS written.

Neither Streya’s “red”, nor his “bird”, nor his “breath” nor any
of his other “pomegranate-like” things are intelligible any
longer. “Black” and “white” are certainly opposites; but “red” and
“black™? Apparently they are to be understood not as a literary
device but rather as a dystopic surprise: they’re the same
because they're both dark. Red and black: twins not once but
twice in the dark.

Red: A wasteland color, a wasteland sea, a wasteland lake.
Seen up close, a darkly deep red well, a deeply red dark well.

Let's talk about recurrence: Who doesn’t have wings? Wings
which have been but little used for flying. Wings mostly folded up
and dragging, lumbering behind us. Wings tacked on to flee. Does
history bleed when our wings makes us fall? Or do we and those
like us get stuck in history by those deeply red dark blood-colored
wings?

(Wandering about yesterday as | was musing over this piece in my

istanbul’'un gevre koylerinden birinde su tabelaya rast-
ladim:

“Ozel Besi Organik Kurbanliklar”.

Cocuklujumda da bir “ince Kasap”a rastlamistim
Eskisehir'de.

Oyleyse “artik organik kurbani da ince kasap yiizer, ke-
ser, bicer, parcalar, ayirir, dagitir, déver, ezer, sizer...”
dedim.)

Sirkhane: Dlnyanin kendisi olan ya da kendisi de diin-
ya olan. Demek ki sirkleri degil, dinyay! kapatmali. Bu
climleyse o zamana dek aclk kalmal.

Kiyamet: Siirden inmek. Siir 6lmdyor, hayir, insan
siirden iniyor ve daha yere dismeden, yani havada
dagiliyor, parcalaniyor, tuzlabuz, unufak, tozduman
oluyor ve o kadar. Hi¢ kuskunuz olmasin ¢inki hig
kuskum yok, dnce insan 6lecek sonra siir ‘yeni insan’
olacak.

insani artik kendi basina yuksege cikaran, onu yiksekte
tutan hicbir sey yok ¢uinki. Insan kendinden inmeyi de
bilmedigi icin kendinden dustyor. Distp ¢ikan tek sey
‘karanlik’ para. Insan mutemadiyen bir dusis halinde.
Ustelik kontrol kulesi de yok.

Tekerrurden ve diyerek yine: Ve sonunda ‘yaban’ olarak
da insan kalacak: Insan, yaban uygarliginin bir Gyesi.
Yaban uygarligindan ‘nadide’ bir parca. Son yaban.

Belki de ‘mitolojik insan’: Belki de bdyle bilinmek, boyle
adlandiriimak istiyor son hevesinde insan. Sifirdan bir
mitoloji kurmak, onun efsanesi olmak ve her zaman
gecmis icat edecek degil ya bu kez de bir gelecek icat
etmek icin, canini ¢éle, kana, kuyuya, ummana, kétli-
de ve tarihe cekinmeden stiren yaratik.

Varligi yokusa, yoklugu inise stren. Ikisi de inis oysa ve
ikisinden de ineli ¢cok olmustur insan.

Cadilar Bayrami bir karnaval ve artik yalnizca ¢ocukla-
r eglendiriyor. Insanlik Bayraminda ise kizilca kiyamet
kopuyor, nes’eyi, hillyayi ve riyay! sondiriyor.

insan, tekerriiriin varlik buldugu imkan, alan, viicut,
ruh, kotlluk, kabalik, hoyratlk, siddet, zaaf, ihanet,
hirs, bencillik, entrika, aptallik, duskinlik, késnallik,
zavallilk, bayagilik, korkaklik, asagilik, yoksunluk, si-
radanlik, aynilik, yavanlik, kalleslik, yilisiklik, civiklk,
utanmazlik ve elbette kanatsizlik.

Kacabilecek zamaniniz varsa kacin, hizla tGstlnUze dogru
dusuyor!

mind, in one of istanbul’s outlying villages | encountered a
sign that said:

(“Organically Fed Sacrificial Sheep”

(When | was a kid | once came across a “Delicate Butcher”
in Eskisehir.

“So” | said to myself “nowadays our Delicate Butcher is going
to take our organically-fed sacrificial sheep and slaughter, skin,
slice, rend, partition, apportion, beat, crush, and sieve it.”)
Circus: That which the world is / That which is the world. So it's
not circuses but the world that should be shut down. This
pronouncement should remain in e ect until then.
Doomsday: Descent from poetry. No, poetry can't die. You
descend from poetry but before you hit the ground you blow
apart in the air, break up, shatter, crumble, become dust and
smoke—and that's it. Let no one have any doubt about this
because | don't have any. First mankind will die and then
poetry will become the “new man”.

That's because there’s no longer anything that can raise us
to the heights and keep us there all by itself. And because we
don’t know how to descend by ourselves, we fall by oursel-
ves. The only thing that manages to fall and rise again is “dark”
money. The rest of us are in a state of constant descent and
what's worse, there’s no control tower around.

Let's talk about recurrence again. At the end of the day we remain
“wild”. We are all members of a wild civilization, a “rare” piece from
The Civilization Of The Wild. The Last Of The Wild.

And maybe “Mythology-Man”: Maybe our ultimate fantasy is to be
known that way, to be called that. A creature that unhesitat-
ing dispatches its soul into the wilderness, into blood, into pits,
into the ocean, into evil, and into history so that it might create
a mythology out of nothing, become that mythology’s
legend, and—because it's not always just going to invent the
past—invent the future as well.

A creature that makes easy things hard and hard things
impossible. A creature that won't acknowledge that this all
occurred a long time ago.

Halloween is a celebration, holiday entertainment just for kids.
Nowadays Human-ween is when all hell really breaks loose, when
joy, and aspirations, and dreams are extinguished.

Man is recurrence: the recurrence of space, body, spirit, evil,
roughness, coarseness, violence, weakness, betrayal, greed,
selfishness, intrigue, stupidity, addiction, lust, wretchedness,
banality, cowardice, inferiority, deprivation, mediocrity, sameness,
insipidity, treachery, officiousness, impertinence, shamelessness,
and of course winglessness.

Escape while you've still got time—if you've still got time. They're
descending fast...



Tayfun Pirselimoglu

TEKERRUR

Bir daha tekrarlanmayacak saniyordum; bir daha hig
olmayacak. Lakin oldu. Uzun bir yolculugun ardindan
vardigim kalabalik sehrin ortasindaki bir agacin altin-
da uyurken geldiler. Once bunun bir rilya oldugunu
zannettim. (Ne zaman garip bir sey olsa rilya zanne-
diyorum. Oysa rilyalar burada ‘hakikatlerin’ karmasik-
liklariyla karsilastirlamayacak kadar siradan aslinda.)
Tuhaf, acayip bir guruhtu gelenler. Ancak, ¢ok gegcme-
den bu tuhafliga, bu gariplige asina oldugumu anladim.
Her birinin sirtlarina acemice tutturduklari sahte ka-
natlari neden sonra tanidim. (Neden bunu yapiyorlardi,
onlarin ne olduguna inanmamizi istiyorlardi?) Unifor-
malari ayniydi, maskeleri ayniydi, sessizce yayilimalari
ayniydi, hareketleri, duruslari ayniydi. Hep ayni sekilde
ayni seyleri tekrarhyorlardi.). Ancak bu sefer baglanmis
olduklari iplerle yukaridan bir yerlerden iniyorlardi. As-
kerler, polisler, gergedanlar, su aygirlari, sirtlanlar, ko-
pekler -ciftlesen kdpekler- timsahlar, timsaha donmus
uniformalilar, birokrat tipli adamlar. Hep ayni sekilde,
surekli tekrarlanan bigcimde hareket ediyorlardi. Hem
birbirlerine benziyorlardi, hem de hi¢ benzemiyorlar-
di. Bunlari ilk gérdigimde kapildigim korku yine beni
teslim aldi. Beni gérmediler. inaniimaz bir hizla her ta-
rafa yayllmaya basladilar. Ancak bu seferinde actiklari
cukurlara giriyorlardi. Korku icerisinde onlardan biri-
ne yoneldim. Bu korkung istila gecinceye kadar orada
saklanabilecegim vesvesesine kapiimistim. O karanlik
dehlizler beni dalgal bir i¢ denize goturdi. Burada da
kayiklara binmis askerler gordiim. Bunlari da taniyor-
dum, daha once de karsilasmistim. Yer altindaki gizli
yolculugumda anladim ki, daha da c¢ok geleceklerdi.
(Karanlik bir odadaki toplantilarindaki konusmalarina
sahit oldum.) Korku icerisinde yukariya, geldigim yere
dondigumde her seyi daha dnceki siradanliklari iceri-
sinde buldum. Sanki hi¢ bir sey olmamis gibi her sey
yerli yerindeydi. Cukurlar kapanmsti. insanlar higbir
sey olmamis gibi hayatlarina devam ediyorlardi. Agacin
altina gecip, uzandim. Basimi yere koydugumda yerin
altindan gelen ugultular isittim. O ugursuz ses neyin
isaretiydi? Gozlerimi kapadim. Her sey basladigi yere
bir kere daha dénerken uyku bu ugultunun esliginde
beni bir kere daha teslim ald.

RECURRENCE

I'd thought it wouldn't repeat itself, that it would never
happen again. But it did. They came while | was sleeping
beneath a tree in the middle of a crowded city that I'd arri-
ved at after a long journey. At first | thought it was a dream.
(Whenever something weird happens | always suppose it's a
dream but then dreams are really too tame to be compared
with what passes for “reality” around here. They were an
odd, bizarre lot; but before very long I realized that | was
accustomed to this oddness, to this bizarreness. It took me
somewhat longer to recognize the pairs of fake wings that
each had clumsily affixed to their back. (Why did they always
do that? What did they want us to believe these were?)
Their uniforms were all the same. Their masks were all the
same. The way they spread out in silence was all the same.
Their gestures, their stances: all the same. (They always re-
peated exactly the same things in exactly the same way.)
But this time they were descending from somewhere above
on ropes to which they were bound: soldiers, cops, rhinos,
hippos, jackals, dogs—mating dogs—crocs, uniformed guys
resembling crocs, guys resembling bureaucrats. Each and
every one moved in the same way, in an exactly repeated
way. They all resembled each other and yet not one of them
resembled another. Once again | was overwhelmed by the
same fear that overcame me the first time I'd seen them.
They didn’t see me. They began to spread out in every direc-
tion at an incredible speed and yet as they did so, each one
entered a pit it had dug. In dread, | turned towards one of
the pits in the delusion that | might find refuge there until
this frightful invasion had abated. Gloomy passageways led
me to a choppy inland sea. There too | saw soldiers, riding in
rowboats. | recognized them as well for | had also encoun-
tered them before too. | understood that there was going
to be even more of them in the course of my enigmatic un-
derground journey. (I had overheard them talking about this
during their meeting in a darkened room.) In dread | made
my way back to the surface. Upon returning to my starting-
point, | discovered everything had been restored to its ear-
lier normalcy: every thing was exactly as it should be and
exactly as if nothing had ever occurred. The open pits were
gone. People were going about their lives as if nothing had
ever happened. | went back under the tree and stretched
out. As my head touched the ground however | could hear an
inchoate rumble welling up from below. What did this omi-
nous sound signify? | closed my eyes. As everything once
again returned to its starting-position, | once again fell into
the clutches of sleep accompanied by the sound of roaring.
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Trabzon'da dogdu. Orta Dogu Teknik Universitesini
bitirdikten sonra Viyana'ya gitti ve Hochschule fir
Angewandte Kunst'ta (Viyana Uygulamali Sanat-
lar Akademisi) Prof. Wolfgang Hutter'in (fantastik
gercekgilik'in en dnemli temsilcilerinden) atolye-
sine girdi. Ayrica Prof. Siegfried Schenk’le gravir
calisti.

Sinema ve sanat Uzerine yazilari ve desenleri ce-
sitli dergilerde yayimlandi. Kurulusuna katildi§i ba-
gimsiz bir sanat inisiyatifi olan Akademie Genius'ta
workshoplar diizenledi ve dersler verdi.

Ayni zamanda yonetmen ve senarist olan Pirse-
limoglu ‘Hicbiryerde’ (2002), ‘Riza’ (2007), ‘Pus’
(2009), ‘Sa¢’ (2010) ve ‘Ben O Degilim’ (2013) adli
bes filmin yonetmenidir.

Pirselimoglu ayrica ‘Col Masallar’ (1996), ‘Kayip
Sahislar Album(’ (2002), ‘Malihulya’ (2003), ‘Sehrin
Kuleleri’ (2005) adli romanlarla, ‘Otel Odalarr’
(2009) ve ‘Harry Lime’in En Yeni Hayatlari ya da
Uctincti Adam’a Ovgir’ (2012) adli hikaye kitaplarinin
yazaridir.

Sergiler:

‘Menschenmarchen/Mérchenmenschen’ (insan
masallari/Masalinsanlar)) Galerie Galata, Viyana,
1988

‘Viyana Kadinlari’, Atelier 52, Viyana, 1990

Vakko Sanat Galerisi, Istanbul, 1992

‘Insanlar, Sapkalar, Seyler’, Taksim Sanat Galerisi,
istanbul, 1993

‘Tiermenschen’ (Hayvaninsanlar)/, Galerie Karl
Storbl, Viyana, 1996/Sinan Gultekin ile

Osiris Gallery, Budapeste, 1998/Sinan Gultekin ile
Raatus Gallery, Tallinn, 1999/Sinan Giiltekin ile
‘Felluce’, Milli Reasiirans Sanat Galerisi, istanbul,
2005

‘Ve gemi batiyor...’, Atlas Sanat Galerisi, Ankara,
2007

‘Savas Alanr’, Atlas Sanat Galerisi, Ankara, 2011
Cacoyannis Sanat Merkezi, Atina, 2012
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Born in Trabzon. Tayfun Pirselimoglu graduated
from Middle East Technical University in Ankara
after which he went to Vienna and enrolled at the
Academy of Applied Arts where he studied under
Prof. Wolfgang Hutter, one of the most important
figures in the Vienna School of Fantastic Realism
(Schule des Phantastischen Realismus). He also
studied engraving under Prof. Siegfried Schenk.
Articles by Pirselimoglu on the subject art and ci-
nema as well as his drawings have been publis-
hed in a number of magazines. Pirselimoglu is one
of the founders of the independent art initiative
‘Akademie Genius’ where he conducted workshops
and given classes.

Pirselimoglu is also script writer and director. He
directed five films; ‘Innowhereland’ (2002), Riza
(2007), ‘Haze’ (2009), Hair (2010), ‘I'm not Him’
(2013)

Pirselimoglu is the author of four novels; ‘Tales
from the Desert’ (1996), ‘Album of the Lost People’
(2002), Melancholy (2003), ‘Towers of the City’
(2005), and two story books; ‘Rooms of the Hotels’
(2009) and ‘Newest Lives of Harry Lime or Praise
to the Third Man’ (2012)

Exhibitions:
‘Menschenméarchen/Marchenmenschen’ (Human-
tales/Taleshuman) Galerie Galata, Vienna, 1988
‘Women of Vienna’, Atelier 52, Vienna,1990
Vakko Art Gallery, istanbul, 1992

‘People, Hats, Things’, Taksim Sanat Gallery, Istan-
bul, 1993

‘Tiermenschen’  (Animalhuman)/, Galerie
Storbl, Vienna, 1996/ with Sinan Gltekin
Osiris Gallery,Budapest, 1998/ with Sinan Gultekin
Raatus Gallery, Tallinn, 1999/ with Sinan Gultekin
‘Felluce’, Milli Reasiirans Art Gallery, istanbul,
2005

‘And the ship is sinking...’, Atlas Art Gallery, Ankara,
2007

‘Combat Zone’, Atlas Art Gallery, Ankara, 2011
Cacoyannis Art Center, Athens, 2012
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