ASLI ERDOGAN

1. It all started as a joke, when one day I answered the question that had given me a
nervous laughter for so long: Do you write about yourself in your books? Yes. When I find
her.

“Self is not found, it is constructed, manufactured, presented”, as said in the books. For the
time being, let me start from there: I am my narrated self.

2. 'Self" is constructed from an everlasting conversation, from obscure shadows on the walls,
reflections and echoes, from the silence of the words and the solitude of a mortal body.

3. Is narrating yourself a long, desolate dialogue to encounter the “1”, that is hidden
somewhere in its own loneliness? Or is it a loss of innocence, a postponed suicide, or a
challenge against the world — my reality against yours? Is it a means for liberation or the
oldest form of captivity?

These questions are addressed to the empty mausoleum, which I had constructed from the
words.

4. It all started as such, when I decided to write the story of a woman, who wanted to write
her own story, her own life and death. She was unnamed yet and I didn't know if she was a
writer’s mask that spoke on behalf of everybody. By definition, or as ordered by the laws of
genesis, she had to have gender and mortality. A vague intuition told me that I needed a bi-
sexual language for her and in order to keep on narrating herself, she had to confront her
own mortality, once remembering, once forgetting. When I found her name, her story would
be completed.

5. The first of the nhames was given to me by coincidence. Why had I chosen Rio de Janeiro,
among all the cities that I passed through or rather that have passed through me, of all the
places in which I had died and which had died within me? It resembled life with its crevasses,
it was the city of eagles and carcasses. It was as wounded as my body and had the squalor
and the splendor of the Human Being.

The Indian wisdom has signified "Human"” as the number *2’, not ‘1’ or '0’; and it was the
Ancient Egyptians who knew ‘The Secret of the Two Partners.”

Rio de Janus: The river of the double-faced God, one face turned towards the past, the other
to the future. A labyrinth set in more than two dimensions, intertwined in time and space, full
of blind spots, vibrations, uncanny echoes, obscure prophecies. Land of the Dead, the call of
the jungle, the laughter of the night, the victory of chaos.

If you enter the jungle to find yourself, you find yourself; but in order to be able to get out;
you must leave behind ‘the self’ you had found.

6. I found her name, or rather, she raced towards her own name: Ozgiir (Free). She followed
her own story, searching, interpreting, signifying, giving their meanings to the words and
giving words to Meaning, writing, erasing, rewriting... She traced her own shadow and hunted
down her own destiny.

7. It was her assigned role to carry the truth of an identity — that is a tradition of literature.
However, as soon as she was born, she chose to be divided into two, as the self and the
object. She has made herself forever double, narrating behind the mask of ‘Q’, until the mask
become alive enough to pull both of them, down to the ground.

Ozgiir and O. The former was to see her own imperfect reflection, and nothing else in the
universe she created. What about O., that passionate shadow for whom even the light was
created? Another Eurydike (Oridice) that called back: “Look at me!” A mask that keeps on
breathing after it is taken out. Death (Oliim), the Subject (Ozne), the Other (Oteki).
Amongst all of us, it was probably her that knew best that every Orpheus is doomed to turn
back and ‘I’ can not stay alive inside the same moment, in the present together with ‘the
other’.

8. "I am everything that has happened and will happen; and until now, mortal has seen my
face unmasked,” writes in an Osiris temple. Osiris is the God of Death and Resurrection; he
had been dismembered and put back together, with one part missing. Dionysos is



resurrected, he repeatedly dies and comes back to life, sometimes male, sometimes female,
mad and divine and masked. He, too, was dismembered, as was Orpheus.

9. Why did Ozgiir die? Or who was it that died since both you and Ozgiir narrate death with
exactly the same sentences? Was it the dream of liberation through writing? On which side of
death is the writer of these sentences?

The only thing I know is that I am in the silence in which these questions echo. Ozgiir
become ‘Ozgiir’ the moment her narration of herself was completed. That is the moment she
‘turned back’ like Orpheus, and was struck by the consciousness of her own mortality. That is
also when the concept of ‘uniqueness’ closed onto itself. Self-liberation carried to its final
point captured her in one of the oldest myths. To be ‘yourself’ is completed only by/at death,
only by dying you become your own irreversible, unique self. And resurrection is possible only
through giving up that uniqueness, that completion - Osiris was never complete. It is to go
back to the chorus that you had stepped out once to write/act your own tragedy. To
disappear in the masked chorus...

That is why words are always masked in the face of death.

10. The moment of absolute unification is the moment of absolute dissolution. ‘1" is dissolved
into ‘the other’, Death and Life into each other, as the Future and the Past, the Created and

the Creator, the image and the face, the story and the reality... Only eternity can break such
completeness.

11. And love? To whom was that love that came to surface with the approach of death? Did
you fall in love with your own music, your own image, or with ‘the other’, or yourself
dissolved in ‘the other™?

To narrate your own story, you first have to narrate the whole world. And as the world is put
more and more into words, it will erase you. To narrate yourself is to lose the whole world.
‘Love’ is a name given to the knowledge of ‘loss’.

12. But then why do you write?

I am ready to be erased. But what if I was never to be recorded?

Bent towards the river, with eyes fixed at the bottomless darkness, your glass eyelids slowly

close over themselves, the mask has fallen and the water opens the door of a cold, unknown
eternity, and now I know that the meaning of time -or death- for you is to transform into the
name of a flower. Only a name... But let’s call it ‘everything’ for the moment, for that is what
you have lost.

13. Who are you?
I am what echoes inside you, what can never be told, the silence that never responds. And
no mortal has yet seen my face unmasked.

1. Hersey bir sakayla basladi. Beni giildiiren bir soruya, gtiniin birinde verdigim yari-saka
yanitia: Kitaplarinizda kendinizi mi anlatiyorsunuz? Evet, onu buldugumda.

"Kendi bulunmaz, olusturulur, meydana getirilir, icat edilir’, diyordu kitaplar. Ben de oradan
baslayayim: Ben, anlatilan kendimim.

2. "Kendi” icat edilir, uzun sdrmds bir sayiklamadan, duvara vuran dev bir golgeden,
yankilardan ve yansimalardan, sessizliklerden... Olimld bir bedenin yalnizligindan.

3. Kendini anlatmak... Insanin, kendi yalniziiGina saklanmis 'ben’ini bulmak icin strdiirddidii
israrci bir soylesi mi? Bir masumiyet yitimi, ertelenmis bir intihar, dinyaya karsi meydan
okuma mi-senin gercedin karsisinda benimki? Ozgiirlesmemiz mi, yoksa en eski tutsakligimiz
mi?

Sozctiklerden olusturdugum bos anitmezara soruyorum bunlari.

4. Boyle basladl iste. ‘Kendi'nj, kendi hayatini ve éliimdind anlatan bir kadim yazmaya
koyuldugumda... Hentiz bir adi yoktu, herkes adina konusan bir yazar maskesi miydi,
bilmiyordum. Yaradilis geredi, cinsiyetli ve élimliiydd. Belli belirsiz ona cift-cinsiyetli bir dil
kurmam gerektigini seziyordum. Bir de, kendini anlatmay: siirdiirebilmesi igin 6/imldi



oldugunu hatirlamasi, bir hatirlamasi, bir unutmasi gerektigini... Adini buldugumda, hikayesi
de tamamlanmis olacakti zaten.

5, Ik ad bana tesadiifen verilmisti. Icinden gecip gittigim, benim icimden gegip gitmis onca
kent, icinde oldiigiim, bende éimiis onca mekan arasindan neden sectim Rio de Janeiroyu?
Ucurumlar, kartallar ve lesler kentiydi, hayati andiriyordu, benim kadar yaraliydl, sefaleti ve
gorkemiyle “insan’a cok benziyordu.

Hint bilgeligi, Insan’n sayisinin bir ya da sifir dedil, iki oldudunu gérmiistiir; Eski Misir ise 'Tki
Ortagin Gizi’ der.

Rio de Janus: Biri gelecege, digeri gecmise doniik cift-yiizli tanrinin Irmadi. Zamanda ve
mekanda kurulmus, cidliklarla, kor noktalarla, kehanetlerle dolu bir labirent, Oldiler Ulkesi,
cangilin ve gecenin ¢agrisi, kaosun zafer.

Cangila kendini aramak icin girersen, bulursun. Ama oradan ¢ikabilmek icin, buldugun kendini
geride birakman gerekir.

6. Kadinin adini buldum, daha dodrusu o kendi adina dodiru kostu.: Ozgiir. Her isareti
yorumiayarak, anlatarak, sozciklere anlamlarini, anlama sézclikleri vererek, yazarak, silerek,
tekrar yazarak kendi hikayesinin, yazgisinin, golgesinin pesinde kostu Ozgtir.

7. Ona rol icabi, edebiyat geregi, bir benligin hakikatini tasitmam gerekiyordu. Oysa o derhal
benlik ve nesne olarak ikive ayrilacak, dogar dogmaz parcalanarak kendini "cift” kilacak,

O. niin pesisira kosacakti. O maske, olanca adirligiyla ikisini de toprada cekene dedin...
Yarattigi evrende kendi kusurlu suretiyle kalakalan Ozgiir ve O. Kimdi bu 'O, 1sigin bile sirf
onu biiyiitmek icin varoldudu o tutkulu gélge? 'Dén ve bana bak’ diyen bir baska Oridice,
cikarildiginda bile soluk alip veren bir baska maske, Oliim, Ozne, Oteki...

Orpheus’un arkasina donmeye yazgil oldugunu, ben’e étekinin ayni anin icinde
yasayamayacagini icimizde en iyi o biliyordu.

8. "Ben olmus ve olacak olan herseyim, ve bugtine dek yiizimdi higbir 6/imli maskesiz
gormemistir”, dive yazar bir Osiris tapinaginda. Osiris, 6limdin ve yeniden dogumun tanrisidir,
Dionysios gibi. Dionysios da hep maskelidir, bazen erkek bazen disi olarak goriindir, deli-
tanridir, hep dimekte ve hep yeniden dirilmektedir. Iki tanr da parcalanmustir, Orpheus da...

9. Neden 6/dii Ozgiir? Ya da kimdi o dlen? Sen ve Ozgdiir 6liim anini ayni climlelerle
anlattiginiza gore fark etmiyor mu? Yoksa kendini anlatarak ozgiirlesme diisii mii? O
clmlelerin yazari 6limdn hangi tarafinda?

Bu sorularin yankilandii boslukta oldudumu bilivorum yalnizca. Ozgdirtin biitin Orpheuslar
gibi arkasina donddigii an, kendini anlatmay: tamamladigi andir, bireysellik kavraminin kendi
lizerine kapandidi, &limliiliik bilgisinin darbeyi indirdidi an. Ozglir, '6zgdir’ oldudu anda,
kendisinden ¢ok eski bir mitin 6znesine dondistti, ¢tinkii kendin olmak demek, 6imek demektir.
Ancak Olerek, "biricik” oluruz, dedistirilemez bicimde kendi hikayemiz oluruz.

Yeniden dodusun tek yolu da bu biriciklikten, tamamilanmishiktan -Osirisin bir parcasi hep
eksik kalir- feragat etmek, 'ben’ olarak oliip herseye doniismektir. Kendi trajedini oynayip
yeniden koroya, maskelerin gerisinden konusan koroya dénmex...

Yazi, bu yiizden, 6limdn karsisinda hep maske takmak zorundadir.

10. Mutlak birlesme ani, mutiak parcalanma anidir. Ben’in 6teki'nde erimesi, dliimle yasamin,
gecmisle gelecegin, anlatania anlatilanin, hikayeyle gercedin, imgeyle bakisin birlestigi an:
Ancak sonsuzlugun kirabilecedi bir tamamianmisiik.

11. Yani ask? Olim bilgisiyle acida ¢cikan bu ask kime ya da neye? Kendi miizigine mi, yaratina
mi, imgene mi? Otekindeki kendine mi, Otekine mi?

Kendini anlatmak igin énce bditin dinyayr anlatman gerekir. Anlattikca seni silen dinyayi...
Yani kendini anlatmak igin biitin dinyayi yitirmen gerekir. 'Ask’ bu yitirisin adlarindan biti.

12. Peki o zaman neden yaziyorsun?

Silinmeye raziyim, ama ya hi¢ kaydedilmediysem?

Irmadga dogru ediliyorsun, bakislarin derin, dipsiz karanliga dikilmis, camdan gozkapakiarin
kendi lizerlerine kapaniyor. Maskeni ¢ikardiginda, sular soguk, sir dolu sonsuzlugun kapisini
araliyor ve ben, artik senin icin zamanin, yani yokolusun, bir ¢igedin adina déniismek



oldugunu biliyorum. Yalmizca bir cicek adina... Istersen buna simdilik ‘her sey’ diyelim, yitirmis
oldudgun her sey.

13. Sen kimsin?
Ben senin iginde konusan yankiyim. Sozctiklerle anlatilamayan senim, yanit
vermeyen sessizlik... Ve bugiine dek higcbir 6limli yiizimi MASKESIZ gormemistir.

Asli Erdogan, 2002

ETHEM OZGUVEN

turkish is being disintegrated, as it always happens in languages of all the countries which are
still underdeveloped in science and technology. a disability of telling is maliciously attached to
this persistent social lacking sense of hearing and perceiving. people with an empty
background of culture started to talk; they could not tell, but talk; they primarily said “i love
you”. later, they said, “i love you so much”. thereafter, they said “i love you so, so, so much”.
all these became unfashionable, so that they renewed themselves and yelled the same
sentence again and again. nevertheless, there was a time when it was insufficient. they found
a solution by yelling more, but this time closing in upon the lens of the camera. time passed
so quickly that even this invention was outdated and a more low cut dress was added to this
excrescence, and the same sentence was repeated. what could be done more? at first they
consumed the adjectives. consumed in such a way that we seem to lie when we say “i love
you” to our beloved one, or when we say “it is too cold” for an icy weather. maybe it is more
accurate to say “the weather is cold”, when meaning “the weather is too cold”.

if people with all this lack of knowledge, output and inventory try to talk or inflicted to talk,
this might be the consequence. there is nothing to do. at first we did not listen, now we
cannot talk, they have manipulated our words and sentences, and they played with these in
an outspoken way. our language is riddled and ran over.

when i confess that i have cried, i am so irritable that i cannot feel the same when i was
crying. i don't know how to express myself, as they eliminated my right to say “greener than
green”. all this should not mean that a sphere of talking with “pure turkish” was left to me.
what is left to me is less than that.

the author of this text above is silenced for good. you will look at a brief documentary about
him, about his environment and about the agony and suffering in his life.

"cagin, bilimin ve teknolojinin gerisinde kalan her llkenin dilindeki erime tirkceye de oldu.
daha da kotisd; dinlememek ve anlamamak konusunda yerlesen kararll toplumsal tutuma
"soyleyememek” de eklendi. hi¢ bir kdltdr birikimi olmayan kisiler konusmaya basladilar;
soyleyemiyoriardl ama konusuyoriardi,; onlar énce "seni cok seviyorum” dediler. sonra "seni
cok cok seviyorum” dediler. ardindan “seni ¢cok ¢cok cok seviyorum” dediler. tim buniar eskidi
kendilerini yenilediler ve bu ctimleyi badira badira séylediler. bunun da yetersiz kaldigi bir an
geldi. ¢éziim bu cimleyi badirarak ama kameranin dibine kadar sokularak séylemekte
bulundu. zaman hizla gecti bu yeni bulus eskidi tim eski birikime daha dekolte bir giysi
eklend) ve ayri climle séylend). daha ne yapiabilirdi ki. énce sifatiari tikettiler. o derece
tiikettiler ki sevgilimize seni cok seviyorum ya da buz gibi bir havaya ¢cok soguk derken yalan
soylemisiz gibi geliyor. belki de daha otesi "hava soguk” demek artik hava "cok soguk
demekten” daha iyi belirtiyor ve vurguluyor sogugu.

insanlar bu kadar az bilgi, veri ve donanimia bu kadar ¢cok konusmaya ve

konusturmaya calisilirsa sonug tam boyle olur. yapacak bir sey yok. énce dinlemiyorduk ve
simdi de konusamiyoruz. kelimelerimizi ve climlelerimizi peskes cektiler ve onlarla sikilmadan
oynadilar. dilimizi delik desik ettiler ve tizerinden gectiler.

cok agladim derken artik beni aglamaya iten duygu halinden farkl nedenlerden huzursuzum.
yemyesil deme hakkimi aldilar elimden ve bilmiyorum artik kendimi nasil ifade edecedimi.



blitlin bunlardan bana "duru bir tirkce” ile konusma alani birakildigi saniimasin. bana kalan
alan bundan daha az.”

yukaridaki yazilarin sahibi hi¢c konusmamak lzere sustu. ona ve gevresine ve yasanan acilara
dair kisa bir belgesel izleyeceksiniz.

Ethem Ozgiiven 2002

MARIO BOTTINELLI MONTANDON

The (Catholic) Opinions of a Clown.
dedicated to Léon Bloy (1846-1917) and Heinrich Boll (1917-1985)

I imagined a war veteran, an old survivor of the 20th century who had emerged in a bad
condition from many battles, wounded in body and soul, but still standing and facing the
present—that is the misery and persecutions of the new millennium.

I thought about two writers I love. The first was the “Catholic” and anti-bourgeois prophet
Léon Bloy, who was a volunteer in the Franco-Prussian war of 1870, and from whom I
borrowed the dense moustaches; and, secondly, of the Nobel Prize winner Heinrich Béll,
enrolled in the German army against his will during the Second World War and the author of
the celebrated Ansichten eines Clowns (Opinions of a clown) in 1963, and who I took as a
point of reference for these reflections.

These two writers —with such different personalities, who, however, I feel close too for their
being strongly polemical and for their interest in the loner outside of society— inspired my
double autobiography Survivor, set in Paris and Berlin around 1930.

Reviving the clown in the manner of Bloy, or playing the part of the artist of faith, how could
Ball’s clown understand (or not understand?) this character, I would not only like to appeal to
the audience —if there has ever been such a thing for contemporary art— but also to the
professional figure, who, in the course of the last century, has often acted as official
spokesperson of, if not actually as alter-ego of the artist—the art critic.

Yes, the art critic...

“... but he doesn't really understand anything about art. Art is something he simply measures
in terms of success and with a naivety which has a touch of genius about it.”

Heinrich Boll, Ansichten eines Clowns (Opinions of a Clown), VI, 1963.

Critics are aware that certain artists enjoy taking up a belligerent pose, while others love to
nurture inside all kinds of violent rebellions while openly declaring themselves in favour of
peace. We know that even if many of us are solitaries, no one is actually “unique”. My two
writers made the perfect exchange with Bloy dying and Boll being born in the same year of
1917, which, of course, comes to mind for other events of historical importance. Which only
goes to show that we are also similar to those who preceded us on the march through
history.... And the fact that certain intellectuals have theorised about the end of history is
enough to reveal the prostration of an entire civilization which is too tired to walk.

Opinions of a Clown is all that is consented today to artists in terms of communication. When
you believe you are listening there is a subtle sense that it is to laugh, and when you laugh
you never listen to anything seriously. In reality, art is in the hands of business people who,
like theatre impresarios, organize and plan out the career of “their” artists — at least while
they are hot properties.

But let’s not complain, because there is also a sense of freedom in this leaping around like
acrobats of the elite “artist clowns”. But this is not the freedom of disguise, of the tragic-
comic mask, and it is not political-cultural militancy nor economic independence, but perhaps
the chance to establish contact with the few “blood brothers”; that is, with other artists. All
artists? I'm not sure about that... But I know I feel closer to those who, when they look into



the mirror, do not see anything but always have the need to meet the face of the other, the
face of their loved one, in who they can experience self-recognition.
These are artists who can create splendour even out of the nameless.

“In reality, all men are symbolic and live within the limits of their symbols. (...) There is not
even one human being who is able to say with certainty that he exists. No one knows why
they are on this earth, what corresponds to their acts, their sentiments, their thoughts; who
are those closer to him among men, nor what his real name is, his eternal Name in the

records of Light.”
Léon Bloy, L'’Ame de Napoléon (The Soul of Napoleon), 1912.

Bir Soytarinin (Katolik) Ddisdnceleri
Léon Bloy (1846-1917) ve Heinrich Boll (1917-1985) anisina

Bir savas gazisi tasarladim, bir¢ok savastan kot bir durumda cikmis, bedeni ve ruhu
yaralanmis, ama yine de ayakta duran ve gelecege bakan, 20. yy'dan kurtulabilen bir yash-bu
da yeni binyilin yoksulluk ve gaddarlikiarindan birisi

Sevdigim iki yazan ddstinddm. GUr biyikiarini 6diing aldigim birincisi 1870 Prusya Savasi
gondillisd, "Katolik” ve kentsoylu karsiti peygamber Léon Broy; ve ikincisi de distincelerimin
kaynadi olarak benimsedigim Ikinci Diinya Savasinda Alman ordusuna istemeden katilan,
dnldi Bir Soytarinin Disdinceleri (1963) kitabinin yazari, Nobel Odiilii sahibi Heinrich Boll.

Bu iki yazar-¢cok farkli kisilikleri var, ama keskin polemikgi oldukiar ve toplumun yalniz uglars
ile ilgilendikieri igin onlara yakinlik duyuyorum-benim 1930'da Paris ve Berlinde gegen
Kurtulan bashikli ¢ift 6zyasamoykimdin esin kaynadi oldular.

Soytariyr Bloy tarzinda yeniden canlandirdim, ya da inangl sanatgiyr Bolllin soytarisinin bu
karakteri anladigi (va da anlamadidi) gibi oynayarak yalniz izleyiciye -eder ¢cagdas sanat
denen seyin izleyicisi varsa- dedil, gecen ylizyil boyunca sanatcinin alter egosu dedilse bile
resmi sozctisti rollinti oynayan profesyonel kisiye-sanat elestirmenine de cekici gelmek
[stiyorum.

Evet, sanat elestirmeni...

"...ama o sanat konusunda hi¢ bir sey anlamaz. Sanati basari kosullari iginde ve deha
dokunuslu safydireklilik olarak anlar.”

Heinrich Boll, Ansichten eines Clowns (Bir Soytarinin Diisiinceleri), VI, 1963.

Elestirmenler kimi sanatgilarin kavgaci pozilar almaktan hoslandikiarinin, kimilerinin de
kendilerini agikca baristan yana gostererek aslinda iclerinde siddetli isyanlar beslemeyi
sevdiklerininin farkindadir. Bilivoruz ki, bircogumuzun essiz yalniziigi var, ama hi¢ kimse
“essiz” degil. Benim iki yazarim tam bir dedis tokus yapti; 1917de Bloy dliirken Boll doddu ki,
bu arada insanin akiina tarihsel 6nem tasiyan baska olaylar da geliyor. Bu da gosterir ki, tarih
fcinde bizden énce yiiriiyenlere benziyoruz... Kimi aydinlarin tarihin sonu geldigini ileri
stirmeleri, yirimekten yorgun dismdis biitdin bir uygarligin bezginligi icin yeterince
acikilayicidir.

Bir Soytarinin Ddstinceleri gliiniimiizde sanatgiya iletisim konusunda izin verilenin hepsidir.
Dinledigine inandigin zaman, glilmek gerektigine dair esrarengiz bir duygu vardir ve eger
gtilersen hicbir seyi ciddliyetle dinleyemezsin. Gergekte sanat, tiyatro empresaryolari gibi
sanatcilarinin mesleklerini planiayip organize eden is adamiarinin elindedir -en azindan buniar
karl yatinmiar oldugu stirece.

Ancak yine de sizlanmayalim, ¢linkd bu segkin “"sanatcr soytarilarin” akrobat gibi
ziplamalarinda bir 6zglirlik duygusu vardir. Bu kilik dedistirmis, traji-komik bir maske gibi bir
Ozglirliik dedildir ve siyasal-kiiltdrel bir militaniik ya da ekonomik bagimsizlik da dedildir, belki
de birkac “kan kardesi”, yani birkac baska sanatciyla iliski kurma olanagidir. Biitin sanatgilar
mi? Bundan emin dedilim... Bildigim, aynaya baktiklarinda, bir sey gérmeyenlere, ama
Gtekinin ylizind gérmek isteyenlere, kendilerini tanima deneyimi gegirmek igin sevdidginin



yizind goérmek isteyenlere yakinlik duyuyorum. Onlar adsiz olandan bile gorkem retebilen

sanatcilardir.

"Gergekte, biitiin insaniar simgeseldir ve kendi simgelerinin sinirlari iginde yasariar. (...) Var
oldugunu kesinlikle soyleyebilecek tek bir insan bile yoktur. Kimse bu diinyada neden
oldugunu, davranislarina, duygularina, distincelerine neyin sebep oldugunu bilemez; ne
insanlar arasinda kendisine kimin daha yakin oldugunu, ne de onun gercek adinn, Isik
belgelerindeki élimstiz adinin ne oldugunu bilemez. ”

Léon Bloy, L Ame de Napoléon (Napolyonun Ruhu), 1912,

Mario Bottinelli Montandon 08.11.2002
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Fotograf, Birgit Wudtke igbirligiyle

J’aime Toi Non Plus J aime Moi / Beautiful Love
In referance to photograph of Serge Ginsburg /

Photograph, in cooperation with Birgit Wudtke
Avatar, 2002

Fotograf, Birgit Wudtke igbirligiyle

Avatar, 2002

Photograph, in cooperation with Birgit Wudtke
Bir dj’in anatomisi, 2002

Fotograf, Birgit Wudtke isbirligiyle

A dj’s anatomy, 2002

Photograph, in cooperation with Birgit Wudtke
Beni 6pme, antreman yapryorum

1920’li yillarin Fransiz kadin sanatgisi Claude
Fotograf, Birgit Wudtke isbirligiyle

Don’t kiss me I'm training
In referance to Claude Cahun a French female

Photograph in cooperation with Birgit Wudtke
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Mario Bottinelli Montandon MARIOI.jpg

MARIO2.jpg

29.5 cm.

Cyborg
Fotograf, Birgit Wudtke igbirligiyle

Cyborg
Photograph in cooperation with Birgit Wudtke

Yanlis Yer, Yanhs Zaman 2, 2002
Dijital baski
62 x 71 cm. (3 adet)

Wrong Place, Wrong Time 2, 2002
Digital print
62 x 71 cm (3 Pieces)

Yanlis Yer, Yanlis Zaman 2, 2002
Dijital baski
62 x 71 cm. (3 adet)

Wrong Place, Wrong Time 2, 2002
Digital print
62 x 71 cm (3 Pieces)

Yanlis Yer, Yanlis Zaman 2, 2002
Dijital baski
62 x 71 cm. (3 adet)

Wrong Place, Wrong Time 2, 2002
Digital print
62 x 71 cm (3 Pieces)

Yanlis Yer, Yanlhis Zaman 1, 2002
(Bir kiirator ve kiiratorlerin bildirileri ile Kendi
Dijital baski, 75 x 175 cm.

Wrong Place, Wrong Time 1,2002
(Self Portrait with a curator and curators’

Digital print, 75 x 175 cm

IHS, 1999-2002
Lambdachrome, duratrans
72 x 72 cm.

1HS, 1999-2002
Lambdachrome, lightbox
72 x 72 cm

Kurtulan’in Negatifi (Berlin), 2000-02
Kagit lizerine kursunkalem ve miirekkep, 20.8 x

Negative for Survivor (Berlin), 2000-02
Pencils and ink on paper, 20.8 x 29.5 cm
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Kurtulan (Paris), 2000-02
Dijital ¢aligma, 169.5 x 233.5 cm.

Survivor (Paris), 2000-02
Digital work, 169.5 x 233.5 cm

Kurtulan (Berlin), 2000-02
Dijjital ¢calisma
169,4 x 125 cm.

Survivor (Berlin), 2000-02
Digital work
169,4 x 125 cm

Beni Seviyor musun?, 2002
Taramalar, 21 x 29.7 cm. (11 adet)

Do You Love Me?, 2002
Scannings, 21 x 29.7 cm (11 pieces)



