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Her Sey Bir Sarki ile Baglamadi m1?

Emre Zeytinoglu

“Tarih” denilen bir bilgi alan1 varsa, onun en fazla 6nemsedigi durumlar-
dan biri goclerdir kuskusuz. Ya da soyle denilebilir: O bilgi alanini olustu-
ran hi¢bir durum, gocten payini almaksizin yeterince agiklanamaz. Bir tarih
metni bize, i¢ten i¢e ya da apacik olarak ya kitlelerin yer degistirmesine bag-
I1 olaylarin sonuclarini bildirmektedir ya da birtakim olaylarinin ardindan
ortaya cikan yer degistirmelerden s6z etmektedir. Ve tarihe dair metinler,
Walter Benjamin’in dedigi gibi ayni zamanda barbarligin belgeleriyse ya da
Theodor Adorno’nun dedigi gibi bunlar aslinda kan ve zuliimden ibaretse,
her biri bir go¢ oykiisiinii yaninda tagimadan edemez.

O halde gocler, ulusal ve uluslararasi siyasi yapilar: da degistiren, yasam
bicimlerini yeniden ve yeniden diizenleyen seylerdir; bu hep boyle olmus-
tur. Belki de bu konuda en ¢arpici saptamalardan biri Fernand Braudel’den
gelmigtir. O, Akdeniz iizerine yazarken, bolgenin kiiltiirtinii olusturan di-
namigin yalnizca bu kiyilarda doganlarla ac¢iklanamayacagini vurguluyordu.
Yelken acarak bu kiyilara uzaklardan gog¢ edenler, onlarin sonradan dogan
cocuklar1 ve hatta oray1 isgal edenler bile Akdeniz yasaminin kuruculariy-
dilar. Ve Braudel bu saptamasina ek olarak, oradaki yasamin “wmsanlarin diin
oldugu gibi bugiin de siiriip giden sonu gelmez gayretleriyle” bir ortakliga do-
nlistiglni yazar. Bu demektir ki: Kan, zulim ve barbarlik belgeleri eger
ortak bir uygarlik belgesi haline doniisebilecekse, bu, “sonu gelmez bir gay-
ret” ile bagarilabilecektir.

Mademki burada tarihten ve onun altina serilmis goclerden konu agi-
yoruz, bakiglarimizi Braudel’in Akdeniz’inden daha da otelere yoneltmek
zorundayiz; ¢linkt gogler, tiim zamanlar1 ve diinyanin tiim yerlerini kapsar-
lar... Yani degismek zorunda kalan siyasi yapilarin yani sira, tim kiiltir ve
uygarliklarin altinda yatan gogleri de sezmemiz gerekecektir. Bu durum ta-
rih yazicilarinin, siyaset bilimcilerin, sosyologlarin ve felsefecilerin goziin-
den kagmaz dogallikla... Diger yandan sanat¢ilarin da goziinden kagmaz;
onlar da ister bir gogii bizzat deneyimlesinler, ister s6z konusu bu goglere
uzaktan ve entelektiiel bir ¢aba ile dahil olsunlar, her zaman bu dinamigin
taniklaridirlar.

Ne var ki sanatgilarin gog ile iligkili ¢abalari, tarih yazicilarina, siyaset bi-
limcilere, sosyologlara ve felsefecilere gore fazladan bir tehlike igerir. Sanat



disiplininin bir zorunlulugu olarak sanat¢i tarafindan yaratilmig big¢imler,
kiginin hayal giiciinii tetikleyeceginden, ucu agik imgelere dogru savrulmasi
hep miimkiindir. Ustelik “algr” ve “duygu” anlamindaki estetigin devreye
girisiyle birlikte bu tehlike iyice biiyiir ve izleyicide denetlenemez bir bigim-
de hazza bile yol agabilir. Daha agik bir soyleyisle: Kan, zuliim ve barbarlik
tarihi ile onun altina serilmis olan gog, bazen sanat eliyle hazzin dogrudan
kaynagi olur ya da potansiyel bir hazzi yaninda hazir bekletir. Aristoteles
heniiz M.O. 4. yiizyilda yazdigi “Poetika” adli eserinin dérdiincii bolimiin-
de soyle demisti: “Gergeklikte hoglanmayarak bakngmmiz bir nesne ozellikle
tamamlanmag bir resim haline geldiginde, bu kez ona hoglanarak bakariz; orne-
gin tiksinti uyandiran hayvanlarin ve cesetlerin resimlerinde oldugu gibi.”
Cesetlerin resimlerine hoglanarak bakmak... Yalnizca resim olarak degil,
tiim sanat yapitlar1 i¢in bu gegerlidir. Aristoteles bunu yazarken cesetler-
den duyulabilecek hazzi mimesis kavramui ile agikliyordu ve bugiine gelin-
ceye kadar ise o kavram ¢oktan sanat alanindan digariya atilmisti, burasi
tamam. Oysa su vardi: Sanat yapitlarinda yer alacak olas1 bigimler, ne kadar
istenmese de hala bir temsil etkisi yaratabiliyordu ve asil tehlike de iste bu
noktada bag gosteriyordu. “Go¢” dedigimiz sey yalnizca “kitlesel yer degis-
tirme”’y1 tanimlayan bir sozciik olmakla, o kendi temsil bi¢cimlerini de yani
basinda hazir bulundurmaktaydi. Bir sozciik, en fazla dilin olanaklar ile
bir anlam ifade eder ve en fazla o ifadeye uygun bazi temsil araglariyla duy-
guya kavusmaya c¢alisir. Bir kez daha Adorno’ya bagvurursak, ondan soyle
bir tiimceyi duyar gibi oluruz: “Dil, anemiktir; onun kani cekilmigstir ve sinir
uglarim harekete gecirmekten cok uzaktir.” O halde o “anemik dil”’in yaninda
tagidig1 temsiller de anemiktir, onlar bize “0” sozciik hakkinda “biraz daha
fazla” bir seyler amimsatmaktan 6teye gecmez. Oyleyse estetik dile sigin-
maktan bagka care kalmiyor; tam da Adorno’nun bize animsattig1 tizere. ..
Bu noktada sozii Pinar Ogrenci’nin sergisine getirmenin zamanidir. O,
bir go¢ olayini bir sergiye tagimakla bir tehlikenin kiyisinda durdugunu se-
ziyor olmali. Biz ise birer izleyici olarak bu sergiyi gezerken, “tarih” deni-
len o bilgi alaninda ve ona ait duygularda mi1 dolagtigimizi hissedecegiz ve o
alanin altina serilmis bir gog olayina mi taniklik edecegiz, yoksa o belgeler-
den haz beklentisine mi girecegiz? Thomas de Quincey’nin yazdig: gibi bir



sey mi olacak burada: “Giizel bir cinayet”ten daha fazla beklentiler icinde
mi olacak izleyiciler; o “giizel cinayet”in hazzina doymak mu isteyecekler
ve bunun i¢in de ruhlarini kipirdatacak tasarimlar mi arayacaklar? Cok va-
him bir soru one ¢ikiyor bu anda: Acaba bu sergi de o barbarlik belgelerine
eklenerek, onlarla ortaklik kurmak tizere midir? Hem de bir gog¢ olayinin
ardindaki siddeti ve yikimi1 tiim agikligi ile anlatmak isterken...

Simdi sergiye 1yice dikkat kesilmemiz gerekecek; burada hi¢ gozden ka-
¢irmamamiz gereken bazi durumlar var ki onlari stirekli goz 6niinde tutma-
dan, bu sergi i¢in bir hiikiim vermemiz zor gibi duruyor. Her seyden 6nce
sunu belirtmek gerekiyor: Bu sergi bir proje olarak ortaya ¢ikmadi, bir gog
olayini sunmak ve onu birtakim ¢arpici etkilerle dramatik goriintiiler haline
getirmek amacini tasimiyor. Ayrica, sanat¢inin izleyiciye yonelik didaktik
bir tavr1 da yok; tarih ve gog arasindaki iliskiyi anlatmaya ¢aligmak, anla-
tirken de ona bir siddetten, bir yikimdan s6z agmak, daha 6nce yazilmig
metinleri devreye sokmak, siyasi durumlara gonderme yapmak ve bunlarin
arasinda da onerilerde bulunmak, sanat¢inin uzak durmaya ¢alistig1 seyler.

Peki bu sergi ne anlatiyor? Ve bu mekanda seyrettiklerimiz, bize neler-
den haber veriyor? Bunun kolay yanit1 su: Ilk bakista Irakl bir genc olan
Ahmed Shaqaqi’nin oykiisti... Onun kendi topraklarimi ailesiyle birlikte
terk etmesinin, Tiirkiye ve Yunanistan duraklarindan sonra, iki yil siiren
bir yolculugu Viyana’daki bir go¢gmen evinde sonlandirmasinin oykiisii. ..
Ahmed, yirmi bes yasinda geng bir gogmen olmasina ragmen, yagamina
biiyiik maceralar sigdirmus biri. Amerikan Isgali’nden sonra dogdugu sehir
olan Babil ile Bagdat arasinda gidip gelen yer degistirmeler, Islami orgiitler
tarafindan ailesiyle birlikte maruz birakildig: tehdit ve siddet ortami, ardin-
dan savas, Istanbul’a kagis ve Avusturya’da yeniden bulusmak iizere aileden
ayrilig, bir tekne ile Yunanistan’in Midilli adasina gegis, ardindan Viyana’ya
varis... Bir yil sonra ailesinin Yunanistan’a ge¢meyi planlarken hi¢ hesapta
olmadan Italya’ya gelisi, ve sonunda da Viyana’da bulusma... Ahmed’in bu
zorlu macerasim Pmar Ogrenci, sergi kitapgigina ekledigi kendi metninde
uzun uzun ve ayrintili bir bicimde anlatiyor. Onun bu metni, hi¢bir miida-
haleye, eklemelere ya da yan maceralara gereksinim duymaksizin, tek bagi-
na bir film ya da bir roman olmaya ve izleyiciyi (ya da okuyucuyu) derinden
sarsmaya yeter.

Opysa yukarida, Ahmed’in Oykiisii ve hatta ona eklenmis metin, ilk akla
gelen, kolay bir yanit olabilir demistik. Sergi bu oykiiniin giicii sayesinde,
sarsict bir go¢ macerasi aktarmak istemiyor izleyiciye... Bu, gercekten ko-
lay bir yol olurdu ve sergiyi Quincey’nin bize animsattigi tehlikelerin igi-
ne ¢ekerdi. Fakat oyle degil, bu sergi aslinda Ahmed’den de otede, bizzat
Pimar Ogrenci’nin kendi macerast... Ustelik sergi, bu metinden bir kirint:
bile barindirmiyor. Dogrudan dogruya bir kez daha tekrarlamak gerekirse,



izleyicinin sergide karsilagacagi her sey, sanatcinin kendi yasamina aittir.
Sanatci, bir sergi i¢in Viyana’da bulundugu siralarda tanigiyor Ahmed ile...
Kirk giinliik Viyana seyahati boyunca go¢gmen kampi haline getirilmig eski
bir tiniversite binasinda kalmakta olan Ahmed’1 ziyaret ediyor ve Ahmed ile
Pinar arasinda yakin bir arkadaslik bagliyor.

Ama Ahmed’in macerasinin ¢ok uzaginda ve onun oykiisii hentiz bilinmi-
yorken, bir yandan da Pinar Ogrenci’nin macerasi bagka bir yerde ve baska
bir yonden gelisiyor. O, uzun siiredir stirmekte olan bir aligkanlikla, elinde
hep bir video kamerayla yasamaktadir. Giindelik hayatinda ilgisini ¢eken
karsilasmalar1 kaydedip, arsivlemeyi yasaminin bir pargasi haline getirmis-
tir. Arsivde, birbiri ile hig iligkili olmayan pek ¢ok sey toplanmistir: Rastlan-
tisal olaylar, yeni bir kisi ile tanigma anlar1, seyahat anilari, katildigi eylem
ve festivaller, vb... Benzer bicimde, Istanbul’daki meydanlarda, caddelerde,
hatta ara sokaklarda sik¢a goriilmeye baslanan Arap sokak miizisyenlerin-
den bir grup, “Mawtini” adli bir sarkiy1 calip soylerken Ogrenci’nin zihni-
ne takilip kalmistir. Sokaktaki Domsek adli bir miizisyen grubu, bu sarkiy
soylerken dinleyici ¢emberi biiyiimekte ve Mawtini, ¢evresindeki insanlar
gozyasina bogmaktadir. Ogrenci bu sarkinin gizemini merak eder.

Yaptig1 aragtirmadan sonra s6z konusu sarkinin aslinda bir mars oldugu-
nu, “Mawtini’nin “Anavatan” anlamina geldigini 6grenir ve Arap diinyasi
icin 6nemini kavrar. Tuhaf bir ge¢misi vardir sarkinin: Filistinli sair Ah-
med Tuqan’in 1934 yilinda yazdig: bir siirden Filistin milli mars: olarak
bestelenmis ve giderek tiim Araplar i¢in Filistin davasinin simgesi haline
gelmigstir. Mars oldugu halde, popiiler bir sarki olarak calinip soylenir. 2004
yilinda, “Saddam rejimi’nin yikilisindan itibaren ise Irak’in milli mars
olur. Yani “Mawtini”, Araplar i¢in hem bir ulusal simge, hem de parga-
lanmanin, diinyanin dort bir yanina savrulmanin, anavatana olan hasretin
simgesidir. Sanatcinin ilgisini ¢eken, milli mars formunun, yeterli kosulla-
rin olusmadig: bir ortamda, diger bir deyisle “devletsiz devlet” ortaminda
bi¢cim degistirmesi ve popiiler bir sarkiya dontismesidir. Sanatgi, “Batili an-
lamdaki ‘milli mars’ ve dolayisiyla ‘ulus’ fikrinin Ortadogu ikliminde bigim
degistirmesi Mawtini lizerinden okunabilir mi, Arap milliyet¢iliginin altin
caginda ortaya c¢ikan bu marsin gecirdigi evrim iizerinden, Ortadogu’da-
ki ulus fikrinin parcali ve katmanli yapisi hakkinda distinmek miimkiin
olabilir mi?” sorularini sorar. Farkli iilkelerden bir¢ok Ortadogulu’yu bir
araya getiren bu sarkiyr kaydetmeye karar verir ancak internet ortaminda
cok sayida kayit oldugunu goriince yeni bir kayit yapmaktan vazgecer ve
ardindan “youtube”dan indirdigi buluntu video arsivi ile “Mawtini” adli
bir video-kolaj yapar; iste baslangicta hepsi budur.

Ulusallik, parcalanma, savrulma, “kendi yeri”ne hasret ve Istanbul so-
kaklari... Pmar, 2015 yilinin ilk aylarinda “Mawtini”’y1 dinleyip, dagilan



Arap diinyasini diisiintirken, ote yandan da kendi gelecegini diigsiinmiis ol-
malr; diigiince 6zgiirliigiiniin yok oldugu, sokaklarin giivensizlestigi Turki-
ye ortaminda bir giin o da vatansiz kalabilir miydi?

Ve 2015 yilinin Nisan ayinda Viyana’daki “When Home Won’t Let You
Stay” adli sergiye katildiginda, o kentteki Ortadogulu miizisyenlerle bir-
likte bir sokak performansi yapmay: disiiniir. Zira Istanbul sokaklarinda
gorinir olan Arap miizigi Avrupa sokaklarina tasinmamistir. Bu amagla,
oradaki bazi miizisyenlerle tanismak isterken Ahmed ile karsilagir. Ahmed
bir miizisyendi, ud ustasiydi; arkadaglar1 Irakli Yassin Aldulaimi ve Suriyeli
Yahya Elkurdi ile bir araya gelip sarki soyliiyorlardi. Ogrenci’yi etkileyen
sey, hepsinin “Mawtini”’yi ¢ok iyi bilmesi ve soylemesiydi. Ancak sokak
performansi icin gerekli izin alinamayinca, Pmar Ogrenci miiltecilerle bas-
layan iligkisini bitirmek yerine onlarla vakit gecirmeye devam eder. Boylece
sanatct, “Mawtini” adli video-kolaji ile Istanbul’da baslayan siirecte, Viya-
na’daki gopgmen miizisyenler ile ortak bir yasam kurmaya baglar. S6z konusu
ortaklhigin iki yil sonraki tiriinii, Ahmed ve arkadaglar tarafindan spontane
olarak calinip soylenen miiziklerin belgelendigi “Ustiimiizden Hafif Bir
Riizgar Esti” film serisi olur.

Bu noktada ilging olan sudur: Pinar Ogrenci, kendi macerasinin pesine
distip bunun hakkinda birtakim belgeler olustururken, Ahmed’i, Yassin’i,
Yahya’y1 ve diger gogmenleri de bu siirecin i¢ine katmisti; onlarin da ayri
ayr1 kendi maceralar1 ve bu maceralara iliskin siiregleri mevcuttu. Timii-
niin de stiind kirmizi bir gokytizli 6rtmekte, her birini degisik yollardan
ve degisik maceralar ile anavatanlarindan uzaklara savrulmaktaydi. Ama her
birinin bagindan gegenler, yalnizca Ahmed’in anlattiklar1 ile bir anlam bu-
luyordu. Ahmed, kendi 6ykiistinii digerleri adina anlatiyor ve onlar1 (Bra-
udel’in yazdig1 gibi) “sonu gelmez bir gayret ile” birlestirmeye calistyordu
sanki... Bu durumun bize animsatmak istedigi bagka bir sey daha vardi:
Ahmed, sergideki videolara kendi macerasini koyar ve oradaki tiim kisilere
kendi karakterini yansitirken, bir “kavramsal kisilik” haline doniisiiyordu.
Antik Yunan filozoflarinin kendilerini anlatir ve kendi felsefelerini olustu-
rurken, ustalarinin ya da hocalarinin adiyla konugmasina benzer bir seydi
bu... Kendi 6znelerini, “diger” ozneler ile paylasma istegiydi dipediiz...
Yani bu sergideki tiim kigiler, birer 6zne olarak, “diger” kisilerden dog-
maktaydi.

Farkli stireglerin, bir “kavramsal kisilik” araciliyla tst tste ¢akigtirilmasi,
kirmiz1 gokytizt altinda yiikselebilecek bir “dayanigsma” arzusundan daha
ote bir seydir; bir 6znenin “diger” 6znelerden dogmasi, bir “dayanigma’ya
gerek birakmaz clinkii... Burada anlatilan, ayr1 ayri siireglerin “eszamanli”
olarak ve o 6zneler arasindaki farkliliklari en belirgin hale sokarak ¢akisma-
sidir. Demek ki bu noktada, her seyi buitiinlestiren ve ondan da bir algi, bir



duygu yaratan bir yapittan ya da bir sergi biitiiniinden s6z etmiyoruz. Yal-
nizca o kirmizi gokyiiziiniin neden oldugu olaylarin ardindan, farkli yagam-
lar1 paylagan farkli 6znelerin varligini ve nasil birbirlerine birer yer actigini
sezebiliyoruz: Kendi 6znelerini geri cekmeyi, onu olabildigince kii¢tiltmeyi
goz alarak...

O halde “LED Isikh Sehir: Istanbul” (2015) adli videoda izledigimiz go-
riintiiler nelerdir? Neredeyse yiiz yil kadar once, Birinci Diinya Savas1 ve
Kurtulus Savaslar’nin ardindan, yeni bir ulus insasi i¢in yasaklanan Arap
alfabesinin, bugilin komsu bir tilkenin pargalanisiyla birlikte baslayan gog
etkisinde ve yeni teknolojiler araciligi ile Istanbul’a déniisiiniin hikayesi
midir yalnizca? Gogmen niifusun artmast ile kentin sokaklarini kaplamig
Arapga tabelalarin, degisen yasam bic¢iminin, farkli alanlara dogru kaymis
para akiglarinin, daha 6nce aligik olunmayan bazi eglence bi¢cimlerinin, gor-
mezden gelinerek gecip gidilen sefalet manzaralarinin vb. gortntiileri mi-
dir bunlar? Belki de 6yledir; oysa tiirlii karelerin bir araya gelmesiyle tuhaf
bir gortintii akigina doniisen bu dijital kent manzarasi, ayni zamanda 6zne-
lere dair ayr1 ayri siireglerin o “eszamanli” ¢akigsmasini da gostermiyor mu
bize? Ve diger yandan, Ege Denizi’nin sularinda hafifce kayip giden ve ka-
rarsiz hareketlerle oradan oraya siiriiklenen o ud, acaba yalnizca Ahmed’in
bir gogmen teknesinde denize birakmak zorunda kaldigi ud mudur, yoksa
diinyanin dort bir yanina savrularak kendine yer arayan kadim bir kiltiiriin
simgesi midir? Ya da birbirlerine kendi i¢lerinde yer agan ve kendilerini kii-
cliltmek pahasina “diger”leri ile bir paylasima giren 6znelerin sarkilarinin
calindig1 bir ud mudur?

Oyle ya; bu sergide her sey bir sarki ile baglamadi m1?



Didn’t everything begin with song?

Emre Zeytinoglu

If there is such an area of knowledge as “history”, one of the things it
cares for the most is migration. Or in other words: None of the situa-
tions that constitute this area of knowledge could be explained without
touching on the notion of migration. A historical text lets us know the
results of masses moving from place to place, either openly or discreetly,
or it talks about movements that took place after certain events. And while
historical texts are, according to Walter Benjamin, documents of barba-
rianism, or as Theodor Adorno says, they are only made up of blood and
cruelty, each and every one carries a story of migration.

Then migrations are things that change the national and internatio-
nal political structures and that constantly reorganize life forms—this 10
has always been the case. Perhaps one of the most striking examples of
this came from Fernand Braudel. While writing on the Mediterranean,
he emphasized that the dynamics of those who form the culture of the
region could not be explained only by those born on its shores. Those
who immigrated to these shores by sailing, their children who were born
later, and even those who conquered these shores were the founders of the
Mediterranean way of life. And Braudel writes further that life has been
transformed into a partnership through the “constant efforts of people
yesterday and today,” which means that if the documents of blood, cruelty,
and barbarity can be transformed into a shared civilization document, this
can only be through an “endless effort.”

If we are talking about history and the underlying current of immig-
ration, we have to direct our gaze beyond Braudel’s Mediterranean since
immigration happens across the globe. We’d have to intuit that migrations
lie beneath culture and civilizations in addition to the shifting political
structures. This wouldn’t escape the eyes of the writers of history, political
scientists, sociologists, and philosophers. It also wouldn’t escape the
artists’ attention, because they are witnesses of this dynamic, which they
have witnessed either through their own experience or through an intelle-
ctual processing of things they have seen from afar.

However, the artist’s relationship with immigration includes a danger
that is different from what it entails for scientists, sociologists, and philo-
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sophers. Forms by the artist, a necessity of the art discipline, trigger the
viewer’s imagination, leaving things open to be dispersed and disjointed.
With the addition of “perception” and “emotion”, the intervention of
aeshetics, this danger grows and can even become a pleasure for the viewer
that is beyond control To say it more openly, while immigration lies be-
neath the blood, cruelty, and barbaric nature of history, it can potentially
be the source of pleasure or it holds the potential of pleasure. Aristoteles,
in his “Poetics” from 4th century BC said, “When the object that we
were looking onto without liking it becomes a completed picture, we look
onto it with pleasure; for example this is what happens with the images of
animals and corpses.”

"To enjoy looking at pictures of corpses... This is true not only for
painting, but for all art works. When Aristoteles was writing this, he was
explaining the pleasure derived from corpses through the notion of mime-
sis. Until today, that notion was already banished out of the art field—this
is true. But there was also this: the potential forms in art works could
create the impact of representation, even if this was undesirable, and this
1s where danger lifted its head. What we call “immigration” not only
defines “mass relocation”, but also hosts its own forms of representation
right within it. A word will only express its meaning through the means of
language and can only try to reach a feeling through representational tools
that fit its expression. If we refer to Adorno again, we’ll hear this senten-
ce: “Language 1s anemic: it doesn’t have enough blood and it is far from
activating nerve cells.” So the representations of anemic language are also
anemic; they don’t go beyond barely reminding one of things about that
word. So there is no other way than to resort to aesthetic language, just as
Adorno has reminded us to do.

So will migration be laid beneath history through aesthetics and will it
transfer the real feeling to “history” only through this method? We don’t
appear to enjoy the shallow meaning of “history”—we see the struggle for
power, the construction of civilization, the stories of heroisms as secon-
dary within it.

We are presented with a contradiction here: will charging processes that



emerge from blood, cruelty and barbarianism with an aesthetic language
carry the pleasure that Aristoteles points to? For example, isn’t there the
danger of transforming the pain of violence into pleasure here? Then,
won’t we activate the latent source of pleasure every time we mention
migration? And then we’ll need more aesthetics to understand the pain.
The more we enjoy the aesthetics, the more aesthetics we’ll need to feel
the pain. This will not do anything other than increasing the dose of the
morphine. Terry Eagleton, while talking about Adorno’s work on aesthe-
tics, says that as aesthetics is the “thing” in which pleasure and pain are
combined, it functions more as morphine than anything else: “Just like the
addict for whom morphine is no longer enough will throw themselves on a
new form of drug, anything can become pleasurable.”

At this point, it is important to talk about Pinar Ogrenci’s exhibition.
She must sense that she is on the edge of danger while bringing the phe-
nomenon of migration into the middle of an exhibition. As viewers, while
we walk through this exhibition, are we going to have emotions stemming
from the field of knowledge of history, witnessing immigration that lies
beneath this realm, or are we going to expect pleasure from these docu-
ments? Will what Quincey writes about happen to us? Will the viewers
expect more than a “beautiful murder”? Will they want to be full of the
pleasure of the “beautiful murder”? Will they look for titillating designs to
get there? A very dire question emerges here: Will this exhibition be ad-
ded on to these documents of barbarianism, pledging allegiance to them?
While trying to talk about the violence and destruction of immigration
openly?

Now we’ll need to pay close attention to the exhibition. There are some
situations that we should not miss while judging this exhibition. First of
all, it is important to note that the exhibition did not emerge as a project.
It doesn’t have the intention to present immigration and to display dra-
matic images for impact. Furthermore, the artist doesn’t have a didactic
attitude towards the viewer. She doesn’t intend to tell the story of history
and migration, to talk about violence and destruction in the meantime,
using previously written texts, referring to political situations and to make
suggestions amongst them—these are things she wants to avoid.

Then what does this exhibition tell us? What do the things that we see
in the space talk to us about? The easy answer is that it is the story of a
young Iraqi man, Ahmed Shaqaqi. It is the story of Ahmed’s leaving his
homeland, together with his family, stopping in Turkey and in Greece
before ending up in Vienna at an immigration house after two years of
traveling. Ahmed, while he is only twenty-five, has been through many
adventures despite his young age. The moving back and forth between his
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home in Babylon and Baghdad after the American invasion, the environ-
ment of threat and violence that his family was subjected to by Islamic
organizations, the war, the escape to Istanbul, parting with the family to
re-meet in Austria, passing to the Island of Lesbos in Greece by boat, arri-
ving in Vienna. His family unexpectedly arriving in Italy instead of Greece
and then finally meeting them in Vienna. Pinar Ogrenci talks in detail
about Ahmed’s difficult adventure in the text she wrote for the booklet
that accompanies the exhibition. Her text by itself is enough to become a
film or a novel, without any interventions, additions, or adventures, and it
could easily deeply impact the viewer or the reader.

We had said above that Ahmed’s story and the text added to it could be
an easy answer to this problem. The exhibition does not want to relay a
striking migration adventure through the impact of this one story. This
would have been a very easy way and it would draw us into the dangers
that Eagleton and Quincey had articulated. But this is not the case; this
exhibition is beyond the story of Ahmed—it is Pinar Ogrenci’s own
adventure. The exhibition doesn’t include a word of the story. To repeat
once again, what the viewer will encounter in the exhibition is the artist’s
own life. The artist meets Ahmed when she is in Vienna for an exhibition.
During her 40-day Vienna visit, she visits Ahmed, who is staying in a for-
mer university building that has now become an immigration camp, and a
close friendship between Ahmed and Pinar begins.

Far away from Ahmed’s adventure and without knowing his story, Pinar
Ogrenci’s adventure was developing in a different place and in a different
direction. She always had a video camera in her hand, a long-standing
habit. She would film and archive the encounters that caught her atten-
tion on a daily basis. There were lots of unrelated things in this archive:
coincidences, moments of meeting a new person, memories of travel,
protests that she participated in, festivals, etc. She had noticed a group of
Arab musicians whom she kept seeing on the squares, avenues, streets of
Istanbul-—she remembered the group playing and singing the song Maw-
tini. The group of musicians, Domsek, would be received by a growing
number of listeners on the street and their rendition of Mawtini would
bring tears to their eyes. Ogrenci starts to wonder about the mystery of
this song.

Through her research, she saw that the aforementioned song was an
anthem and that Mawtini meant homeland, comprehending its importan-
ce for the Arab world. The song has a strange story. Written as a poem by
the Palestinian poet Ahmed Tuqan in 1934, it was then composed as the
national anthem of the Palestinians and became the symbol of the Pales-
tinian conflict for all Arabs. Even though it is an anthem, it is played and



Mawtini, video, 8'46”, 2016
sanat¢inin izniyle, courtesy of the artist
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sung as a popular song. In 2004, after the disintegration of the Saddam regime,
it becomes the national anthem of Iraq. So Mawtini is both a national symbol
for the Arabs and a symbol for disintegration, being dispersed across the glo-
be, longing for the homeland. The artist was interested in how the form of the
national anthem changed form in the environment of “stateless state”, when
the conditions were not enough to support the notion of a state, becoming

a popular song. She asks the question of whether the changing form of the
Western notion of the “national anthem” and thus the idea of a “nation” in the
Middle-Eastern environment could be interpreted through Mawtini. She asks
whether it is possible to think about the fragmented and layered structure of
the notion of nation in the Middle-East through the evolution of this anthem,
which emerged in the golden era of Arab nationalism. She decides to record
this song, which brings together many people from the Middle-East, all from
different countries. She then realizes that a lot of recordings are available on
the Internet, so through using the videos on YouTube, she makes a video-colla-
ge called Mawtini. This is the beginning point.

Nationhood, disintegration, dispersion, longing for one’s own place, and
Istanbul streets. In 2015, when Pinar first listened to Mawtini and started to
think about the disintegration of the Arab world, she must have also thought
about her own future. In Turkey, when freedom of speech is quickly disap-
pearing and where the streets are becoming less safe, could she also lose her
homeland at one point?

When she participated in the exhibition, “When Home Won’t Let You Stay”
in Vienna in April 2015, she thinks of organizing a street performance with
the Middle-Eastern musicians in the city. However, the Arabic music that is
visible in Istanbul had not been transferred to European streets yet. While she
meets musicians to organize the performance, she meets Ahmed. Ahmed was
a musician, a master of the oud. He would get together with his friends, Iraqi
Yassin Aldulaimi and Syrian Yahya Elkurdi, to sing. What inspired Ogrenci was
that they all knew how to sing Mawtini very well. When the necessary permis-
sions could not be received for the street performance, Ogrenci still continued
her relationship with the immigrants. Thus, her video-collage Mawtini, which
began in Istanbul, started its own life with immigrant musicians in Vienna.
The product of the partnership that formed was the series of films “A Gentle
Breeze Passed Over Us” which features Ahmed and his friends playing music
and singing spontaneously, created over the course of two years.

What is interesting here is that while Pinar Ogrenci was chasing after her
own adventure, formulating documents of it, she had also involved Ahmed,
Yassin, Yahya and the other immigrants; they all had their own adventures and
their processes related to these adventures. All of them were blanketed by the
red sky and all were dispersed away from their homeland in different ways and
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through different adventures. But all the things that happened to them be-
came meaningful through what Ahmed told. Ahmed was telling his story on
behalf of the others and he was trying to bring them together with an “infi-
nite effort”, just as Braudel wrote. There was another thing that this situa-
tion was trying to tell us: Ahmed was becoming a “conceptual personality”
when placing his adventure in the videos of the exhibition, projecting his
own character on all the people there. This is similar to how Ancient Greek
philosophers would use the names of their masters or teachers while talking
about themselves and forming their own philosophies. This was clearly the
need to share their own subjects with “other” subjects. In other words, all
the people in this exhibition emerge as subjects from “other” persons.

Different processes being overlapped through a “conceptual personality”
is beyond the desire to have solidarity under the red sky. A subject emerging
from an “other” subject nulls the necessity for solidarity. What is being
described here is the simultaneous clashing of different processes through
making obvious differences between the subjects. Then, at this point, we are
not talking about a work or an exhibition that evokes a feeling, a perception
through pulling everything together into one whole. We can only sense the
presence of different subjects that share different lives only after the events
caused by the red sky as well as how they have opened up space for each ot-
her—pulling back their own subjects, taking the risk to diminish it as much
as possible.

Then, what are the images in “LLED Light City Istanbul”? Is it the story
of the Arabic script, which was forbidden after WWI and the Independence
War of Turkey, almost a hundred years ago, now returns to Istanbul as a
side effect of the disintegration of a neighboring country and through new
technologies? Are these images of the signs in Arabic that have permeated
through the city with the increase in the migrant population, the changing
lifestyle, the shifting directions of money flows, some forms of entertain-
ment that we weren’t used to before, the landscapes of poverty that were
disregarded thus far? Perhaps that is the case; the city, transformed into a
digital urban landscape, a strange flow of images bringing together different
images, 1s also the simultaneous overlapping of different processes of the
subjects, no? And on the other side, is that the oud, which swims and drifts
ambivalently on the sea, the oud that Ahmed had to leave behind to the sea
from the migrant boat or is a symbol of a deeply rooted culture now disper-
sed across the globa, seeking a new place for itself? But even if that’s not the
case, could the oud be the one with which one plays the songs of subjects, a
form of sharing with the “other”, opening up space for them within them-
selves at the expense of diminishing themselves?

Well, didn’t this exhibition also begin with a song?



LED Isikli Sehir istanbul, 8 kanalli video yerlestirme, 2' loop, 2015
LED Light City Istanbul, 8 channel video installation, 2' loop, 2015
Sanatginin izniyle, courtesy of the artist
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Ustiimiizden Hafif Bir Riizgar Esti"

Ari Amaya Akkermans

Istanbul’un merkezindeki sokaklarda yiiriirken, farkli koselerde geng
erkeklerin sarkilariyla yankilanan Arap miiziginin varhgindan kagmak pek
de kolay degil. Dogu’dan gelen miizigin her zaman giiglii bir sekilde var
olageldigi Istanbul gibi bir kent icin bile, ahsilmadik degilse de, bu durum
biraz tuhaf: 20. yiizy1l ortalarinin bir hayli stilize Arapgasiyla yazilmis (ve
genellikle Kahire ve Bagdat’in gorkemli konser salonlarinda sdylenmek
tizere diizenlenmig), Arap milliyetciliginin altin ¢agina ait Arap klasikleri,
simdilerde geng erkekler tarafindan saz sarkilari olarak yeniden yorumlani-
yor: Yerinden edilme, kayip, siirgiin hikayelerini genellikle tek bir ud (yak-
lagik 11. ylizyildan beri bugiinkii sekliyle mevcut olan lavta tiirtinde telli bir
calgi) esliginde anlatan miitevazi melodiler. Zaman zaman bir megapoliin
geri plan giriiltisiinde; trafik sesi, konugmalar, reklamlar arasinda, adeta
bogulan ¢ekingen sesler. Ancak tarihi bir dizin izlendiginde, bu tinilarin
ayni zamanda dillerin ve seslerin, onlar1 ¢ikaran insanlarla beraber, stirekli
ve sistematik bir bi¢imde silindigi, bellek yitiminin palimpsesti Istanbul ta-
rafindan da bastirildig1 diistintilebilir.

“Ustiimiizden Hafif Bir Riizgar Esti”, bu seslerin 1srar1 ve bunlarin diger
imgelerin, hatiralarin, olast zamanlarin animsattiklariyla daimi doniigiim-
ler1 Uizerine bir sergi. Bir sergi, pek ¢ok bicime biirtinebilir; agit, deneme,
siir, protesto, belgesel, thtilaf gibi, ancak bu sergiye sekil ve isim veren vi-
deo dizisinde Pmar Ogrenci, hakikatle sug ortakhig1 i¢inde, onunla anlagma
saglayan bir format olan belgeselden bile daha hassas bir sinematik gozle
calismay1 se¢mis ve boylelikle bir tanik halini almis. Adini1 Liibnanli sarki-
a1 Fairouz’un sarkisindan alan sergi, sigimaci olarak Istanbul tizerinden
Viyana’ya giden Bagdathh muzisyen ve udi Ahmed Shaqaqi ile sanatg1 ara-
sindaki arkadaghik hakkinda bir hikaye. Videolar, kendisinin (ve ailesinin,
zira babast Islam Devleti tarafindan aranmaktaydi) Irak’tan ayrilisini ve
sonrasinda da geng bir miiltecinin Tirkiye ve Avusturya’daki maceralarini
belgeliyor. Ancak bir anlatict yok, sorular yok, yazar yok — 6zneler kendileri
adina konusuyor, ara ara imgeler anlatimi1 devraliyor, sesler kendi kendile-
rini ¢ogaltiyor.

“Giindelik yasamin ozellikleri, karsimiza ¢ikardig: firsatlar, siirprizler,
rutinler, tekrarlar, hatiralar, aligkanliklar ve tesadiifler, calismamin ve pra-
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tigimin icerigini ve malzemesini olusturuyor” diye yazmis Ogrenci. Onun
pratiginde, tarihe bir alternatif beliriyor, bir savas yerindeki kadar catismali
olmayan, ancak tarih deneyimlerinin her yerden sizdig: ve glindelik olanin
en ufak, onemsiz vechelerine niifuz ettigi genisletilmis bir alan geklinde.
Bu goriintiste basit mekanizma, giincel anin esiginde, giindeligin en sira-
dan taraflarinin bile karsi1 ¢itkmadig, eridigi, ¢ozildigi, nem aldigi, do-
niistiigi bir durumda, cetrefil bir hikaye anlatim1 halini aliyor. Bir zaman-
lar gerceklik ve 6zne arasinda istikrarli bir referans imgesi olan nesnenin
hatirasi, simdi artik, sesleri, yerleri, tarihleri ve olaylar1 i¢inde barindiran
¢ok daha karmagik bir siire¢. Islerinde “salt bir hikayeyi” degil, go¢iin bu-
giinlerdeki mevcut sartlarini ayrintilariyla gosteren Ogrenci, higbir sekilde
konusmaksizin, silinmig ve sadece belli belirsiz duyulmus olanlarin dilini
geri vermeyi basariyor.

“Bagdat’tan Ayrihs”, “Istanbul’dan Ayrihs”, “Tirkiye’den Ayrilis”
ve “Viyana’da Yasamak” adli dért yapitinda Ogrenci’nin anlatima dayah
teknigi, ara sira kameranin uzun fakat hassas ¢cekimleri ile vurgulanan bir-
lestirilmig sekanslar1 ve boguk diyaloglar: ile bir deniz asir1 gecise benzi-
yor: Akdeniz, bu diinyadaki en giizel su yiizeyi degil mi? Ayni zamanda en
kadim, en oliimciil olan1 - simdilerde bir insan i¢in diinyadaki en tehlikeli
bolgelerden biri. Ancak ayn1 zamanda da bir gegit, bir esik, bir labirent.
“Ustiimiizden Hafif Bir Riizgar Esti”, miilteciler hakkinda bir belgesel
dizisi degil, cok daha temel bir meseleyi arastiriyor: 1g:inde bulundugumuz,
Walter Benjamin’in halihazirda bir asir 6nce 6ngormiis oldugu tizere, sos-
yal diizenimizin teknolojik diizenimizle eslesmedigi kapsamli sosyal ve tek-
nik déniisiimler déneminde, ev/yuva ve yer/yurt nedir? I¢inde yasadigimiz
bu mekanin tiirii nedir ve yerinden olmanin teroriine ve ¢aresizligine boyun
egmeksizin bu yeni diinyanin hikayelerini anlatmak nasil miimkiin olabilir?
Ahmed Shaqaqi’in sesleri sanki, uzak bir gelecek i¢in bugiin paketi a¢ilmig
cok eski bir hikayeden ibaret.

Ingilizceden ceviren Asli Saragoglu Cetinkaya
*Bu yaz1 Ari Amaya Akkermans tarafindan Pmar Ogrenci’nin 2017 yihinda, Kunst Haus Viya-
na-Hundertwasser Miizesi’nde gerceklestirdigi solo sergisi i¢in yazilmstir.



A Gentle Breeze Passed Over Us”

Ari Amaya Akkermans

Walking in the streets of central Istanbul, it would be difficult to get away
from the presence of Arabic music, sung by young men in different corners
of the city. Albeit not unusual for Istanbul, a city where music from the East
has always been a strong presence, this phenomenon is strange: Arabic clas-
sics from the golden era of Arabic nationalism, written in the highly styl-
ized Arabic of the mid-20™ century (and often scored to be performed in
the grand theater halls of Cairo and Baghdad) are now being reinvented by
young men to become bard songs: Humble melodies that tell their stories of
displacement, loss exile, often accompanied by a single traditional instru-
ment: The oud (a lute-type string instrument existing in its current form
since about the 11" century). The timid sounds are sometimes drowned
in the background noise of a megapolis; traffic sounds, conversations, ad-
vertisements. But going by a historical index: They are also covered up by
Istanbul, this palimpsest of amnesia, where languages and sounds —along
with the people who uttered them, are constantly and systematically erased.

“A Gentle Breeze Passed Over Us” is an exhibition about the persistence
of these sounds, and their constant transformation in the conjuring up of
other images, other memories, other possible tenses. An exhibition can take
many formats; lamentation, essay, poem, protest, documentary, disagree-
ment, but in the series of videos that give this exhibition form and name,
Pinar Ogrenci, an artist from Turkey, has chosen to operate with a cinemat-
ic eye which is even more subtle than documentary — a format that assumes
complicity and agreement with reality, Ogrenci has become a witness.
Based on an eponymous song of the Lebanese singer Fairouz, the video
series is a story about a friendship between the artist and Ahmed Shaqaqj,
a musician and oud player from Baghdad, who came to Vienna via Istanbul,
as an asylum seeker. The videos document his departure (and his family’s,
as his father was wanted by the Islamic State) from Iraq and the subsequent
adventures of a young refugee in Turkey and Austria. But there is no narra-
tor, no questions, there is no author — the subjects speak for themselves, and
sometimes the images take over, the sounds multiply on their own.

The place and subject matters as a main character: “The particularities of
daily life, its chance encounters, surprises, routines, repetitions, memories,
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habits and coincidences, form the content and materials of my work and
practice”, writes Ogrenci. In her practice, an alternative to history emerges,
which is not that of conflict as the site of an epic battle, but as an expanded
field in which the experiences of history oozes out from everywhere and
penetrates the most trivial aspects of the every day. This apparently simple
mechanism, at the edge of the contemporary moment, becomes an intricate
form of storytelling in a situation in which even the most commonplace
aspects of the everyday begin to acquiesce, melt, dissolve, dampen, trans-
form. The memory of an object, once a stable image of reference between
reality and the subject, is now a far more complex process involving sounds,
places, histories, and events. Mapping out in these works, not a ‘mere sto-
ry’, but the actual condition of migration here and now, Ogrenci succeeds
—without speaking in any way, to restore language for those who have been
erased and only imperceptibly audible.

In the four pieces, “Leaving Baghdad”, “Leaving Istanbul”, “L.eaving
Turkey” and “Living in Vienna” (the irony in the play of words is obvious),
through their mounted sequences and smothered dialogues, sometimes
punctuated by long but fragile takes of the camera, Ogrenci’s narrative
technique resembles a crossing in the water: Is this not the most beautiful
surface of water in the world, the Mediterranean? Also, the most ancient,
the most deadly — now one of the most dangerous territories in the world
for a human being. Yet it is also the gate, a threshold, a labyrinth. “A Gentle
Breeze Passed Over Us” is not a documentary series about refugees, but in
enquires into a much more fundamental question: What is home and place
today, in a period of profound social and technical transformations, where
our social arrangement, as Walter Benjamin predicted already a century
ago, does no match our technological order. What is this species of space
whereby we are living, and how is it possible to narrate the stories of this
new world without succumbing to the terror and despair of displacement?
The sounds of Ahmed Shaqaqi are almost an ancient history, unwrapped
for a distant future —today.

This text is written by Ari Amaya Akkermans for the solo exhibition of Piar Ogrenci at Kunst
Haus Vienna — Hundertwasser Museum in 2017.



Ustiimiizden Hafif Bir Riizgar Esti, film, HD, 5'57", 2017
A Gentle Breeze Passed Over Us, film, HD, 5'57", 2017
Sanat¢inin izniyle, courtesy of the artist







Biricik ve Ortak: Go¢ Deneyimini
Muizikle Anlamak

Evrim Hikmet Ogiit

Ortadogu gocii ve miizik... Pinar Ogrenci’nin isleri, bu ikisi arasindaki
cok boyutlu iligkiye bakarken, go¢ deneyiminin en yalin, en insani yonlerini
goriintr kiliyor.

Miizik, sergideki islerden “Mawtini” ve “Ustiimiizden Hafif Bir Riizgar
Esti”nin bizzat merkezinde duruyor. Duruyor diyorsak, aslinda her iki iste
de, miizik seyir halinde, genis bir cografyada dolasiyor. “Mawtini”, Arap
diinyasinin ortak bir semboliinii konu alsa da, bizim yasadigimiz cografyaya
Suriyeli miilteciler iizerinden dokunuyor. “Ustiimiizden Hafif Bir Riiz-
gar Est1” ise, deneyimleri Suriyelilerinkine ¢cok benzeyen ama yasadigimiz
kentteki varliklar: ¢esitli sebeplerle daha az goriintir olan Irakli miiltecilerin
hikayesine kulak veriyor.

Si1zamadig1 bir insanlik deneyimi var midir bilinmez ama gog s6z konu-
su oldugunda miizik, hem ice donmenin, hem disar1 agilmanin bir araci;
hem kendinden olanla bir olmay1, hem de otekiyle kurulan temasi miimkiin
kiliyor. Gurbette bir ev, bir dost meclisi kuruyor; Istanbul sokaklarinda mii-
zik yapan Suriyeli miizisyenler 6rneginde oldugu gibi, o meclise bir kent
dolusu insani davet ediyor. Miizik, ayni zamanda ekmek parasi demek.
Ekonomik sermaye tiikense, sosyal sermaye kaybedilse bile, miizik bilgisi
ve becerisi gogmenin yaninda tasiyabildigi yegane kiiltiirel sermaye olarak
digerlerini yeniden kazanmay1 vaat ediyor. Ozellikle profesyonel miizisyen-
ler, hareket halinde olmayi, yeni bir cografyada hayata yeniden baglamayi
daha kolay goze alabiliyor; ¢iinkii muzik insani a¢ birakmiyor. Gogmen
miizisyenlerle yapilan sohbetler, miizigi, -evrensel olmasa da- yabanci bir
memlekette en azindan diger miizisyenlerle iliski kurabilecekleri bir dil ola-
rak gordiiklerini gosteriyor.

Hangi alanda olursa olsun, gog tizerine ¢aligmak, her bir gogmenin hi-
kayesinin biricikligini kavrayip, onun, diinyanin her yaninda yasanan bagka
deneyimlerle bagmi kurmak demek. Bu acidan, Pinar Ogrenci’nin akta-
rimina aracilik ettigi hikayeler, Ahmed’in ya da diger go¢menlerin biricik
deneyimleri oldugu kadar, bugiin diinyanin 6nemli bir boliimiinde yasanan,
yakindan taniklik ettigimiz ve belki de bizzat yasama potansiyeli tasidigimiz
bir gerceklige 151k tutuyor.
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Ahmed’in go¢ yolunda udundan ayri diismesi ve yeniden bir enstrii-
mana ulagsma miicadelesi ne tekil ne de siradan bir hikaye 6rnegin. Cilinki
o ud, dile geldiginde, sadece Ahmed’e degil, kamptaki biitlin Irakli mil-
tecilere gecici de olsa ev kuruyor, yuva oluyor. Pinar’la Ahmed’in miizik
araciligiyla kurulan dostluguysa, her gecen giin Suriyeliler ve Tirkiyeliler
arasinda gerceklesen temasin umut dolu potansiyelini hatirlatiyor. Mawtini
(Vatanim), bugiin artik, Arap milliyetciliginin, Filistin davasinin ya da Irak
devletinin sembolik marsi olmanin 6tesinde, Ortadogulu halklarin kendile-
rine mal ettikleri bir sarki olarak Istanbul sokaklarinda her giin ayni duygu
yogunluguyla soylenmeye devam ediyor...

Ogrenci’nin islerine konu olan Irak ve Suriye gogii arasindaki benzerlik,
goemenlerin miizik repertuvarlarina da yansiyor. Ortadogulu halklar ara-
sinda, kah ortak bir anlam diinyasina referansla, kah yeni anlamlar yiikle-
nerek dolasan tek sarki Mawztini degil. Suriyeli miizisyenler, on yil kadar
once Suriye’de miilteci olmus Iraklilarin deneyimini devralarak, onlarin
Cenne Cenne Ya Watene (Cennet Vatan) sarkisini “Cennet Suriye” sozleriyle
soyliiyorlar.

Piar Ogrenci’nin go¢ ve miiltecilik deneyimine odaklanan isleri, bir yan-
dan, Mawtini 6rneginde oldugu gibi, ortak bir semboliin dolagimini, bugiin
bizim temas ettigimiz tekil bir deneyime baglarken, diger yandan Ahmed
orneginde oldugu gibi, bir tek insanin hikayesinden biitlin bir go¢ anlatisina
doniisiiyor. Bu anlatinin en giicli yoniini ise, sanat¢inin, miiltecinin yerine
konugmayan, onun soziine alan acan, dayanigmay1 on plana ¢ikaran giicli
bir politik tutumu benimsemesi olusturuyor.



Ustiimiizden Hafif Bir Riizgar Esti serisi, Bagdat'tan Ayrilis, film, HD, 11'30", 2017
A Gentle Breeze Passed Over Us series, Leaving Baghdad, film, HD, 11'30", 2017
Sanat¢inin izniyle, courtesy of the artist







Unique and Shared: Understanding the
Experience of Immigration through Music

Evrim Hikmet Ogiit

Immigration in the middle-east and music... Pmar Ogrenci’s works
contemplate on the multi-dimensional relationship between the two,
making visible the simplest, most human aspects of the experience of
immigration.

Music is at the center of two of the works in the exhibition, “Mawtini”
and “A Gentle Breeze Passed Over Us.” When we say at the “center”, the
implication is actually that music is mobile in both works, wandering across
a wide geography. “Mawtini”, a shared symbol for the Arab world touches
on our geography through Syrian refuges. “A Gentle Breeze Passed Over
Us” listens to the story of Iraqi immigrants, whose stories are very similar
to those of the Syrians, but who are heard less than the Syrians for various
reasons.

While it is unclear as to whether music ever fails to permeate into the
human experience, when the issue is immigration, music is a tool for both
turning within and opening up to the outside—it is a tool with which one
can become integrate with those who are similar while touching the other.
It establishes a home, a group of friends in the diaspora. In the example of
the Syrians who play music on the Istanbul streets, a whole city 1s invited to
partake in this gathering of friends. While economic and social capitals are
lost, the ability and the knowledge to play and to make music is a form of
cultural capital that the immigrant can take with them anywhere, promising
future accumulation of what 1s lost. It is easier for musicians to take the risk
of being mobile, restarting their lives in a new geography, because music
helps one to make a living. The conversations with immigrant musicians
show that it 1s what they use to communicate with musicians in the country
where they arrived, functioning as a language, even if it is not a universal
one.

Working on the issue of immigration in whichever field means that one
needs to not only focus on the uniqueness of the story of immigration, but
to also relate it to other experiences elsewhere. In this sense, the stories that
Pimar Ogrenci relays to the viewers are experiences that belong specifically to
Ahmed or to other immigrants, while shedding light on what is experienced
elsewhere in the world or what we could potentially experience.
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Ahmed being separated from his oud on his immigration route or his
trying to get a hold of a new instrument is not a unique nor an ordinary
story. Because that oud, when it is played, becomes a home not only to
Ahmed, but to all the Iraqi immigrants at the camp. The friendship
established between Pinar and Ahmed is reminiscent of the hopeful
potential for the increasing contact between Syrians and people from
Turkey. Today, Mawtini [My Homeland] goes beyond being the symbolic
anthem of the Palestinian cause or the Iraqi state or Arab nationalism and is
now a song that Middle-Eastern peoples have appropriated, sung intensely
on the streets of Istanbul.

The affinity between the Iraqi and Syrian immigration that Ogrenci
deals with in her works is also reflected in the music repertories of the
immigrants. Mawtini is not the only song that the Middle-Eastern peoples
sing with reference to a shared world of meaning or charging it with new
worlds of meaning. Syrian musicians have taken over the experience of
Iraqis, who became immigrants ten years ago, singing the Iraqis’ song
Cenne Cenne Ya Watene [Paradise Homeland] as “Paradise Syria.”

Pmar Ogrenci’s works, which focus on immigration and asylum, are
connected to a single experience that we also make contact with today
through the circulation of a shared symbol, Mawtini, while Ahmed’s story as
a single person becomes the grand narrative of immigration. The strongest
aspect of this narrative is that the artist adopts a strong political position,
foregrounding solidarity, opening up space for their self-expression instead
of talking on behalf the immigrant.



Ustiimiizden Hafif Bir Riizgar Esti"

Pinar Ogrenci

Ustiimiizden hafif bir riizgar esti
Vadinin kesistigi yerden

Ey riizgar, riizgarin askina

Beni vatanima gotiir

Nassam Alayna El Hawa /
A Gentle Breeze Passed Over Us /
Song by Fairuz, Lebanon

Abbas Kiorostami’nin iinlii ‘Koker Uglemesi’nin son filmi, 1994 yapimi ‘Zeytin
Agaglarmn Altnda’, 1990 Iran depreminin giinliik hayattaki etkilerini konu
edimir. Filmin bas karakteri insaat is¢isi Hiiseyin, Tahire’ye asiktir. Tahire ile
evlenme istegi, cahil ve evsiz oldugu i¢in reddedilir. Defalarca teklifini yineledigi
glinlerden birinin geceyarisinda, biiyiik bir deprem olur ve kdyde tag tas tistiinde
kalmaz. Kurgu ile gercek hikayelerin birbirine gectigi filmde Hiiseyin, Tahire
tle aym film setinde ¢calismak zorundadir (Kiorostami siklikla profesyonel
olmayan oyuncularla calhsir ve senaryolarim onlart tamdiktan sonra yazar).
Hiiseyin’in yonetmenle konustugu meshur yol sahnesinde, evsizliginin defalarca
yiiziine vurulmasindan o kadar cok tiziilmiistiir ki, iiziintisinin depreme yol
actigim diistindiigiinii soyler. Artik ne Tahire’nin evi kalmistir, ne de kiydeki
diger insanlarm; Hiiseyin artik esit kosullarda olduklarim diisiiniir.”™

Miizik araftaki gocmene gegici bir mekan, ev kurabilir mi; hi¢ degilse
birliktelik hissi? Yas tutmamin ya da tyilesmenin aract olabilir mi miizik? En
azindan ekmek parasi eder miZ”™"

Ahmed’le 2015 yilinin Nisan ayinda When Home Won’t Let You Stay’
sergisi i¢in Viyana’ya geldigimde tamstim. Tiirkiyeli kiirator Ismn Onol’un
diizenledigi bu sergiye Angewandte Kunst Viyana Uygulamali Sanatlar
Akademisi ev sahipligi yapiyordu. Taksim Istiklal Caddesi’ndeki sokak
mizisyelerinin ¢aldigt Mawtini isimli sarki ile ilgili bir video kolaj is1
tiretmistim. Filistinli sair Ibrahim Tugan (1905-1941)’1n 1934’te yazdig1 bir
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siir olan Mawtini (My Homeland), Muhammad Fuliefil (1899-1985) tarafindan
Filistin milli mars: olarak bestelenmis sonrasinda biitiin Arap diinyas: tarafindan
Filistin hareketini desteklemek amaciyla kabul gormiis ve zamanla popiiler bir
sarkiya dontigmustii. Mawtini, 2004’te Saddam Hiiseyin rejiminin yikilmasinin
ardindan Irak’im milli mars1 olarak secilmisti. Arap miizisyenlerin Avrupa
sokaklarinda Istanbul’da oldugu gibi varlik gosterememesinden yola cikarak
Ortadogulu miizisyenlerle Viyana sokaklarinda bir sokak performansi yapmak
istiyordum. Ahmed Shaqaqi, Yassin Aldulaimi ve Yahya Elkurdi ile bu vesileyle
tanistim. Hepsi Mawtini’yi ezbere biliyordu. Anavatan anlamina gelen Mawtini,
Ortadogu’daki parcalanmanin ve memleket hasretinin semboliiydi adeta...
Yetkililerden sokakta miizik yapmak i¢in izin alinamayinca performans: yapmaktan
vazgegmistim.

Ahmed’i Vordere ZollamtsstraBBe’deki kampinda sik sik ziyaret etmeye bagladim.
Bana Bagdat’ta gegen cocukluk giinlerini, ailesini, arkadaglarini anlatiyor, stirekli
tilkesinin ve Bagdat’in giizelliklerinden, oradaki hayatindan bahsediyordu. Korfez
Savagi’'ndan bir yil sonra 1992 yilinda dogan Ahmed, 2003’te Amerikan isgali
basladiginda sadece 11 yasindaymus. Ik genclik yillarini savasin golgesinde geciren
Ahmed, Amerikan isgalinden sonra, gokytiziiniin kirmiziya boyandigi giinlerden,
dogdugu sehir olan Babil ile Bagdat arasinda stirekli yer degistirmek zorunda
kalmalarindan, yazar ve sair olan babasinmn Islami gruplar tarafindan aldig
tehditlerden, ayni gruplarin kendisini de savagmaya zorlamasindan bahsediyordu.
Ahmed, birgiin yolda yiiriirken biiyiik bir patlama sesi duymus, bu tiir saldirilara
artik alistig1 icin fazla tepki gostermemisti. Eve dondiigiinde kendi yagadigi bina
ile birlikte biitiin sokagin yerle bir oldugunu gormiistii.

Hikayesinde icimdeki birseyleri tetikleyen, derin bir taraf vardi; bir taraftan
savagin yikiciligindan bahsediyor, bir taraftan da miizik yapmaya devam ediyordu.
Bagdat’ta hayatin altiist olmasina ragmen, Irak Miizik Konservatuar: Orkestra’si
diizenli program yapmaya devam ediyor, Ahmed bu orkestrada ud c¢aliyor ve
sarki soyluyordu. Miizige nasil basladigini anlatiyordu Ahmed; kiicticiik yasta
tel ve ahsaplardan enstriiman gibi oyuncaklar yapmaya baglamig, bunu farkeden
babasi onu bir miizisyenle tanistirmis ve miizige yatkin olup olmadig1 6grenmek
istemisti. S6z konusu miizisyen ona cesitli enstriitmanlar gostermis, hangisini en
cok sevdigini sormusg, Ahmed ise gitar1 se¢misti. Bunun tizerine kiigiik yasta 6zel
gitar dersleri almaya baglamig ve lise yillarindan itibaren miizik egitimi gormustu.
Universitede ise konservatuara girmis bu defa klasik Arap miizigi boliimiinii segerek
yeni enstriimani olan ud ile tanigmisti. Ahmed Tiurkiye’deki ud ustalarindan farkl
olarak udu bazen gitar gibi ¢aliyordu. Bu yakinligin Arab miiziginin Endulis’e
taginmastyla 1lgili tarihsel gerekgeleri vardi. Ahmed’in ustam dedigi Omar Bashir
ve babast Munir Bashir’i dinledikg¢e Arap cografyasindaki ud icra etme geleneginin
Ispanyol gitar1 ile olan yakinhigini kavrayacaktim.

Ahmed her firsatta ud ¢aliyordu; kamptaki bos vakitlerinde, piknik yapar, metro



beklerken udunu ¢antasindan ¢ikarip ¢almaya bagliyordu. Yaninda Yassin ve
Yahya varsa onlar da muzige eslik ediyor, etraftaki insanlar ¢evrelerinde bir halka
olusturup onlar1 dinliyordu. Bense yeni arkadaglarimin ¢aldigi miizigi dinliyor,
bazen onlara eslik ediyor bazen de kameramla onlar1 kaydetmeye calisiyordum.
Ahmed yaptig1 miizigi kaydetmemden hoglaniyor, ¢ekim yapmami zorlastiran
gorevliler olursa onlarla tartigtyordu. Kampi ziyaret eden bir ¢ok kisi kendisine
sormadan video kaydi yapmusti, simdi ise Ahmed kaydedilmek istiyordu ve
buna ancak kendisi karar verebilirdi, dyle soyliiyordu. Bense yaptigim kayitlari
nerde, nasil kullanacagimi bilmiyordum.

Ahmed’in yoldagim dedigi Yassin, 40’11 yaglarinda ¢ok sevimli ve samimi
biriydi. Bagdat’ta bir devlet dairesinde calisiyordu, esi ve ¢ocuklarini
birakarak Viyana’ya gelmisti. Elinden kuaforliik isleri de geldigi i¢cin kamptaki
herkesin saglarini o kesiyordu. Arapc¢a disinda bir dil bilmiyordu ancak yine
de bir sekilde anlasiyorduk. Evini ziyaret ettigimde ne kadar giizel yemek
yaptigini 6grenmistim, sofrayi sicak, soguk bir¢cok yemekle donatmisti. Yassin
gezdigi yerleri, yaptig1 yemekleri, soyledigi sarkilar1 telefonunun kamerasi ile
kaydediyor, Bagdat’taki arkadaslar1 ve ailesiyle fb ve whatsup tizerinden canl
olarak paylasiyordu.

Kiirt kokenli olan Yahya ise bir sanat¢iydi, resim ve heykel yapiyordu. Kiirtge,
Arapcga ve biraz Tiirkge biliyordu. Suriye’de kamusal alanda yaptigi heykeller
vardi. Ailesini Kuzey Suriye’de birakmis, sadece miizige yetenegi olan kizini,
egitimine devam edebilir diisiincesiyle Viyana’ya getirmisti. Yahya bir giin bizi
evinde yemege davet etti, bir miilteci kampinin ikinci bodrum katinda, kii¢ticiik
bir odada kiz1 ile birlikte kaliyordu. Odanin ontindeki apartman holiinde
kendine bir atolye kurmus, kiiciik boyutlu yagh boya resimler yapiyordu.
Sevimsiz, rutubetli ve soguk koridor Yahya sayesinde renklenmisti. Her kosulda
sanatini icra etmekte 1srar etmesinden c¢ok etkilenmigtim.

Havanin yagish olmadig: giinlerde birlikte Donau kiyisinda piknik yapmaya
gidiyorduk. Fazla para harcamadan bir araya gelmenin en kolay yolu birlikte
piknik yapmakti. Ahmed, Bagdat’ta Dicle kiyisinda devlet binalarinin olmadig:
mesire yerlerinin bombalanma riski tagimadigini, bu ylizden aksamlar
arkadaslariyla birlikte nehir kiyisinda miizik yapip eglendiklerini anlatiyordu.
Donau ona Dicle’yi hatirlatiyordu. Birlikte sark: soyliiyorduk, Arapca, Kiirtce,
Turkge sarkilar aramizdaki mesafeyi azaltmis, bizi birbirimize yaklastirmisti.
Yassin darbuka, Yahya ud ¢almay1 biliyordu, her ikisinin de sesi ¢ok giizeldi.

Zar zor gecinmelerine ragmen ¢ogu kez bana para harcatmiyorlardi. Kendimi
stirekli mahcup hissediyor, piknik biitcesine destek olmak igin tiirlii yollar
deniyordum. Birlikte Praterstern’deki lunaparka, Latin ve Arap kuliiplerine
gidip dans ediyorduk. Onlarla tanismadan once Viyana’ya her gidisimde sadece
miize ve sergi geziyordum; park, lunapark, gece kuliibii gibi alternatif mekanlar
yeni arkadaslarim sayesinde 6grendim.
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Miizisyen Arap miltecilerin Avrupa sokaklarinda miizik yapmayiginin
sebeplerinden birinin enstrimanlarin1 deniz yoluyla tagiyamamig olduklar:
yoniinde bir fikrim vardi. Ancak bunun gergek olup olmadigini bilmiyordum.
Ahmed’le tamigsinca sordugum sorulardan biri buydu: Enstriimanini
Turkiye’den Midilli Adasi’na gotiirebilmis miydi? Cevabr tahmin ettigim
gibiydi: Kacak¢i bot yola ¢itkmadan once udu denize atmasini istemisti.
Ahmed uzun siire 1srar etmis ancak sonunda kagak¢inin istegini kabul edip,
udunu denize atmak zorunda kalmigti. Bu hikayeyi anlattiginda gozlerimden
yaslarin stiztildiinii hatirliyorum.

Yunanistan’dan Avusturya’ya kadar uzun bir yiriyis gerceklestirmis
solugu Viyana’daki Hamptbahnhof’ta almiglardi. Tren istasyonunda bir
siire kaldiktan sonra bir giin, Kizil Ha¢ (Red Cross) ile birlikte bir miizik
grubu gelmis, miiltecilere moral olsun diye kii¢iik bir konser vermisti.
Grubun i¢inde ud c¢alan birinin oldugunu goren Ahmed, heyecanla gidip
udun sahibi ile tanigmig, ¢calmak i¢in izin istemisti. Ahmed o giin Viyana’da
kalmaya karar verdigini soyliiyordu. Kampa yerlesip bir stire kaldiktan sonra
Bagdat’taki arkadaslari aralarinda para toplayarak Ahmed’e orta kalitede
bir ud gondermisti. Tanistigimizda Ahmed bu udu ¢aliyordu ancak ondan
sikayetciydi, zira uzerinde catlaklar olusmus, sesin kalitesi bozulmustu.
Ahmed Bagdat’taki hava sicakligi ile Viyana arasindaki farkliligin bu ¢atlaklara
sebep oldugunu disiiniiyordu. Ancak Uzakdogu agacindan yapilmis kaliteli
bir ud soguk hava sartlarina dayanabilirdi. Bunu ogrendigimde Ahmed’e
yeni bir ud hediye etmeye karar verdim. Ancak kaliteli bir udun Bagdat’tan
Viyana’na getirilmesinin maliyeti yaklasik 1500 Dolar civarindaydi. Bunu
tek bagima yapamayacagimi anlayinca ‘When Home Won’t Let You Stay’
sergisinin kiiratorii Isn Onol’a agtim konuyu, hemen aramizda para toplamay:
onerdi. Ben de oyle diisiiniiyordum. Sergiye katilan arkadaglardan bir kismina
ortak bir mail gondererek kisa siirede bir miktar para toplamayi basardik. Isin,
Ahmed i¢in sergi boyunca birkag¢ performans organize etti. Viyana’da yasayan
tiyatrocu Ash Kiglal ile birlikte WERK X-Eldorado’da ‘Ahmed Needs An
Oud’ 1simli bir konser gerceklestirdik. Ahmed’in bizim tanimadigimiz bir
kac arkadagsi da yardim etti ve sonunda gereken paray1 bir araya getirebildik.
Ahmed siparisi ¢oktan vermis, yapilacagi agacin cinsi, teknik ozellikleri,
udun ve c¢antasinin rengi gibi bircok detayr ayrintili olarak Bagdat’daki ud
yapimcisina iletmisti. Udun sesinden emin olmak i¢in Bagdat’taki hocasi
Mustafa Zair’i arayip, ud yapimcisina ugramasini ve yeni udu test etmesini
istemisti. Bense sabirsizlaniyor udun ne zaman Viyana’ya ulagacagini
soruyordum. Bir giin Ahmed aradi, sesi ¢ok kotii geliyordu. Ud yapimcisi onu
aramig, Bagdat’in ¢ok karistigini, bu sartlar altinda udu postaya veremeyecegini
soylemisti. Ahmed ise ustaya yalvarmis, elinden geleni yapmasini istemisti. Bu
konugsmanin hemen ardindan Haziran ayinda (Ramazan ayinin son giiniinde),



Bagdat’taki bir aligveris merkezinde 300’den fazla kisinin oldigi biyik bir
patlama gergeklesti ve udla ilgili umudumuzu 1yice kaybettik. Ancak birkag giin
sonra Ahmed’den 1y1 haber geldi, ud Viyana’ya ulasmisti. Ahmed’in sevincini
gormeliydiniz, udunu elinden birakmiyor, stirekli yeni sarkilar deneyip fb ta
paylasiyordu.

Ahmed babasiyla birlikte Istanbul’da buldugu bir kacak¢i aracihig ile
2015’in Eylil ayinda Tirkiye’den ayrilmisti. Ahmed’in kendisi gibi miizik
egitimi alan iki kiigiik erkek kardesi vardi. Anne ve babasi kalabalik botlardaki
deniz yolculugunu goze alamadig icin iki ogullariyla beraber bir siire daha
Istanbul’da kalmaya karar vermisti; bir yil sonra Avusturya’da bulusmayi
planlamiglardi. Aksaray semtinde kalan aile Avusturya’ya hazirlikli gitmek igin
Istanbul’da bir Almanca kursuna yazilmisti. Ahmed’den tam bir yil sonra 2016
yihinin Eyliil ayinda Yunanistan’in bir adasina ge¢meyi basaran ailesi, bir stire
bu adada kalip kendilerini Yunanistan’a gotiirecek bir gemiyi beklemisti. Ancak
kacakcilar onlari Italya’ya giden bir gemiye bindirmisti. Boylece Yunanistan
yerine Italya’ya varan Shaqaqi ailesi yilbasina kadar bir kilisede yasadi. Ahmed’e
ailesinin Italya’nin hangi sehrinde oldugunu soruyordum ancak ne hangi adaya
vardiklarini ne de Italya’da hangi sehirde kaldiklarini biliyordu. Bunun srarla
onemli olmadig soyliiyordu, 6nemli olan hayatta olmalariydi. Bense Italya’ya
gidip onlar1 gormek, gerekirse onlara yardimci olmak istiyordum.

2017’nin ilk giiniinde yaklagik 50 kisilik her tarafi kapatilmis bir aracla
Viyana’ya varan aile, once meydanlar1 dolduran kalabalik insan gruplarinin
arasina karigarak yeni yili kutlamis, sonra emniyet binasina giderek kendilerini
polise teslim etmisti. Ahmed gidip ailesini hapiste ziyaret etti, 1yi olduklarini
soyliiyordu. Bir hafta kadar hapiste kalan aile sonra gecici bir kampa yerlestirildi.
Ahmed kendi kampindaki yoneticelerle konusarak kaldigi odayi ailesiyle birlikte
ona tahsis etmelerini istemis, oda arkadaslar1 da bunun kabul edip bagka bir
odaya taginmisti. Ahmed simdi ailesiyle birlikte ayn1 kampta kaliyor.

Ahmed siirekli olarak ‘refugee’ kelimesinden nefret ettigini soyliiyordu.
‘Im not a refugee, Im a human’ diyor, insanlarin kendilerini miilteci diye
kodlamasina tepki gosteriyordu. Birey olarak degil bir grup olarak anilmaktan,
kisisel 0zelliklerinin 6nem tagimamasindan cok sikayetciydi. Oysa Viyana’daki
hayatina adapte olmak icin elinden geleni yapiyor: Almanca ogreniyor, yeni
insanlarla tanisip miizik cevresini gelistirmeye calistyordu. Ahmed, kendi
kurdugu ‘Vienna Ishtar Ensembles’ isimli bir grupta Viyanali, Tunuslu, Fransiz
miizisyenlerle birlikte caliyor. Viyana Miizik Universitesi’'ndeki (MDW) bir
cello 6gretmeni goniillii olarak Ahmed’e ders veriyor. Ahmed yasal haklarina
kavusunca ayn1 okulda 6grenci olup Bat1 miizigi 6grenmek istiyor.

Ahmed ve Irak’li arkadaglar1 Viyana’ya birbuguk-iki yil 6nce geldikleri halde
hala gecici misafir statiisiinde yasiyorlar. Bircok Avrupa iilkesi Suriye’lilere
oturma izni vermesine ragmen Irak’lilara bu hakki vermiyor. Gerekgeleri
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Irak’ta Suriye’de oldugu gibi bir savag durumu olmamasi. Oysa Iraklilar 6nce
Iran-Irak, sonra Korfez Savasi ve akabindeki Amerikan Isgali ile siirekli savas
halinde yagsamiglar. Guintimiizde Irak’taki Siinni ve Sii gruplar arasindaki
catigmalar savag ortamini aratmayacak siddette.

Bazen beni onlara, 6zellikle de Ahmed’e bu kadar ¢ok yaklagtiran seyin
ne oldugunu disiiniyorum. Ahmed’in yasadigi travma i¢imdeki korkulari
tetiklemisti. Son bir buguk yil i¢cinde Tirkiye’deki siyasi iklim hizla degismisti.
Savas koriiklenmis, baris isteyenler terorist ilan edilmisti. Ustelik olup bitenler
karsisinda Bat1 son derece sessizdi, miilteci konusu Tirkiye ile Avrupa Birligi
arasinda pazarlik konusu edilmisti. Turkiye’de insan haklarinin ve distince
ozgirliginin yok edilisine, siyasal Islamin yiikselisine, sivil 6limlerine,
intihar saldirilar1 ve bombalama olaylarina tanik oldukg¢a bir giin Ahmed gibi
tilkemi terketmek zorunda kalacak miyim sorusu stirekli beynimi kurcaliyordu.
Tirkiye’deki bircok muhalif halihazirda ilkeyi terketmeye baglamisti bile...
Kiorastami’nin filminde oldugu gibi deprem, savas gibi felaketler insanlarinin
durumunu negatif anlamda esitleyebilirdi.

Diinyanin tanik oldugu bu trajik go¢ dalgasi karsisinda Bati’nin yarattigi
‘kriz’ algisinin (refugee crise) gercekligi yansitmadigi distiniyorum. Kendi
yurdunda iyi bir hayat siiren binlerce insanin yasadigi sehrin yok olduguna tanik
olmasi, evini, memleketini, alisik oldugu sosyal cevreyi terketmesi evet acil bir
durum, bir kriz durumu, ancak bu kriz miiltecilerin krizi, Batinin degil. Krize
maruz kalanlar biitiin bu travmay1 ve kayiplar1 yasayanlar. Bat1 Diinyasi’nin bu
durumla bag etme yolunun ancak bu insanlarin dertlerine ¢are bulup, tagidiklar
kiiltiirin zenginliklerinin farkina varmasi ile agilabilir. Humus ya da falafeli
Dogu’dan gelen ekzotik bir yemek olarak degil, yeni komsularinin sofrasinda
pisen bir tat olarak gérmek, tarifini alip pisirmek bunun bir yolu olabilir. Iste
tam da bu ylizden Ahmed’in hikayesini miizik tizerinden anlatmak istedim.
Miizik, Ahmed’in sembolize ettigi biitiin miiltecilerin, vatandashk hakk:
aradiklari iilkelerin insanlariyla iliski kurmak i¢in 1y1 bir baglangic olabilir diye...

*Bu metin ilk olarak Kunst Haus Viyana-Hundertwasser Miizesi’ndeki ‘Ustiimiizden Hafif Bir Riizgar
Esti’ sergi katalogunda yaymlanmisgtir.

**Savag magduru miltecilerle ilk temasim 2014 yili sonunda Artunlimited dergisi igin yazdigim
‘Smir Otesinden Imgeler ve Yiizler’ isimli yazi araciligi ile oldu. Istanbul’da yasayan 5 Suriyeli sanatciy:
Istanbul’daki atolyemde yemege davet ederek, sohbetimiz sirasindaki izlenimlerimi yaziya aktarmistim.
Bu yaz1 sonrasinda SALT Galata’da diizenlenen Sam’da Kayist (Apricots from Damascus) sergisi i¢in bir
Ingilizce ve Arapca dillerine gevirilerek farkli ortamlarda yayinlandi. Bu yazinin girisindeki paragraf soz
konusu yazidan alindu.

*#+¥Evrim Hikmet Ogiit, Birikim, 320



Ustiimiizden Hafif Bir Riizgar Esti serisi, Viyana'da Yasam, film, HD, 8'39", 2017
A Gentle Breeze Passed Over Us series, Living in Vienna, film, HD, 8'39") 2017
Sanat¢inin izniyle, courtesy of the artist







A Gentle Breeze Passed Over Us”

Pinar Ogrenci

A gentle breeze passed over us
From the split of the valley
Oh breeze, for love’s sake
Take me home

Nassam Alayna El Hawa /
A Gentle Breeze Passed Over Us /
Song by Fairuz, Lebanon

The last film in Abbas Kiorostami’s famous ‘Koker Trilogy’, ‘Through the
Olive Trees’ (1994), deals with the impact of the 1990 Iran earthquake. The
protagonist is Huseyin, a construction worker, who is in love with Tahire. His
proposal to marry Tahire is rejected as he is both uneducated and homeless. Afier
one of his many repeated and rejected proposals, there is a huge earthquake at
midnight and the whole village is destroyed. The film intermeaves fiction with a
true story; Huseyin and Tahire are both working on the film set. (Kiorostami
often works with actors and actresses who are not professional and writes his
scripts afier he met with them). In the famous scene in which he talks to the
director on the road, he says that he was so upset by the repeated rejections that
he thinks that his sadness caused the earthquake. Now Tahire doesn’t have a
home, nor the other villagers; they’re all made equal with Huseyin.™

Could music construct a home, a temporary space for the immigrants who
are in limbo? Could it provide at least a feeling of being together? Could music
become a form of grieving, of healing? Could it at least help make a living?™

I met Ahmed in April 2015 when I came to Vienna for the exhibition
When Home Won’t Let You Stay. This exhibition, curated by Isin Onol from
Turkey, was organized at the Angewandte Kunst (University of Applied
Arts) Vienna. I had produced a video collage about the song Mawtini,
played by the street musicians on Istiklal Avenue in Taksim. Mawtini (My
Homeland) is a poem written by the Palestinian poet Ibrahim Tugan (1905-
1941), composed by Muhammad Fuliefil (1899-1985) as the Palestinian
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national anthem. It was accepted by the whole Arab world as a way to
support the Palestinian movement and became a popular song over time.
Mawtini was selected as the national anthem in Iraq after the demise of the
Saddam Hussein regime in 2004. I wanted to organize a street performance
on the streets of Vienna, as street musicians were not able to perform in
Europe as freely they were able to in Istanbul. This is how I met Ahmed
Shaqgagqi, Yassin Aldulaimi, and Yahya Elkurdi. They all knew Mawtini by
heart. Mawtini, meaning homeland, was a symbol of the disintegration of
the Middle East and yearning for the homeland. As I wasn’t able to gain
the necessary permissions to organize the street performance, I gave up on
the idea.

I started to visit Ahmed frequently at the camp in Vordere Zollamtsstrabe.
He would tell me about his childhood in Baghdad, his family, his friends,
and would constantly mention the beauties of Baghdad and his life there.
Ahmed was born a year after the Gulf War in 1992, 11 years-old at the time
of the American invasion. Ahmed spent his early years in the shadow of war;
after the American invasion, the sky was painted red; they had to go back
and forth between Babylon and Baghdad, his father, who is a writer and a
poet, constantly received threats from Islamic groups; he was pushed to
fight for those very same extremist groups. Ahmed heard a huge explosion
one day when he was walking on the street and didn’t really react as he was
used to such sounds. When he returned home, he saw that his whole street
was destroyed, including the building that he lived in.

There was something about his story that triggered something deep in
me. On the one hand, he was talking about the destruction of war, but
on the other, he continued to make music. Although life in Baghdad was
destroyed, the Iraqi Music Conservatory Orchestra continued with their
regular programming and Ahmed played the oud and sang with this
orchestra. He would talk about how he started with music. When he was
very young, he started making toys from strings and wood that looked like
instruments. His father noticed this and introduced him to a musician as
he wanted to find out whether he had musical talent. This musician friend
showed Ahmed different instruments and asked him which one he liked
the best. Ahmed picked the guitar. So he was tutored to play the guitar
from a very young age and he received his education in music starting in
high-school. He went to the conservatory in college and he found his new
instrument, the oud, when he selected the classic Arab music department.
Ahmed played the oud like the guitar, differing from oud players in Turkey.
This specific affinity between the two instruments was also based on a
historic reality as Arab music traveled to Andalusia. As I listened to Omar
Bashir, who Ahmed calls his master, and his father Munir Bashir, I’d see the



relationship between the oud playing tradition in the Arab geography and
the Spanish guitar.

Ahmed played the oud at every opportunity—when he was free at the
camp, at picnics, when he was waiting for the subway, he would just take
out his oud and play. If Yassin and Yahya were there, they would accompany
him and people would immediately form a circle around them and listen.
I would listen to the music of these new friends, I would sometimes sing
along or try to record with my camera. Ahmed liked that I recorded his
music and he would defend me against security officers who would try
to keep me from recording. A lot of people who visited the camp made
recordings without his permission, but now, Ahmed wanted to be recorded
and only he could make this decision, that’s what he said. I didn’t know
where and how I would use the recordings.

Yassin, who Ahmed called his comrade, was in his 40s and a charming,
sincere character. He used to work in a state office back in Baghdad. He
came to Vienna, leaving his wife and children behind. As he was able to coif,
he would cut everybody’s hair at the camp. He didn’t speak any language
other than Arabic, but we could still somehow communicate. When I visited
his place, I saw that he was a great cook; he made a feast with cold and warm
dishes. Yassin would record the places he went to, the food he cooked, the
songs he sang with his phone’s camera and share them with his friends and
family in Baghdad over facebook and WhatsApp.

Yahya, who was Kurdish, is an artist, who works with painting and
sculpture. He spoke Kurdish, Arabic, and a little bit of Turkish. Some of
his sculptures were in public spaces in Syria. He left his family in Northern
Syria, bringing only his daughter to Vienna, thinking that her musical
abilities could be furthered there. Yahya invited us over to dinner one day;
he was staying two floors below the ground at the camp, in a small room
with his daughter. He had established a studio in the hallway in front of the
room and he was making small-scale oil paintings there. The unpleasant,
humid, cold hallway had become colorful thanks to Yahya’s efforts. I was
struck by how he continued with his art under these difficult circumstances.

When it wasn’t raining, we would go picnic on the shores of Donau. The
easiest way to get together without spending money was to picnic. Ahmed
told me how in Baghdad, the shores of Tigris River didn’t carry a risk of
being bombed since there were no government buildings there, so with his
friends, they would go there in the evening and make music, have fun. The
Donau reminded him of Tigris. We would sing together. Arabic, Kurdish,
Turkish songs reduced the distance between us, bringing us closer. Yassin
played the darbuka, Yahya played the oud; they both had beautiful voices.
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Although they barely survived, they would often not let me spend any
money. I constantly felt ashamed, trying different ways to contribute to
the picnic budget. We would go to the amusement park in Praterstern and
Latin, Arab clubs to dance. Before meeting them, I only went to museums
and exhibitions in Vienna. Thanks to them, I learned about alternative
spaces including the amusement park and night clubs thanks to my new
friends.

I had this idea that Arab immigrants who were musicians were not making
music on the street, because they were not able to bring their instruments
in their journey across the sea. But I didn’t know whether this was true.
This was one of the questions I asked Ahmed when I met him. Was he
able to take his instrument from Turkey to Lesbos? His answer was as I
predicted: the smuggler asked him to throw his oud into the sea, before they
started their journey. Ahmed insisted for a long time to keep it, but then
accepted to throw away his oud. I remember becoming teary-eyed when he
told me this story.

They walked for a long time, going from Greece to Austria, getting to the
Hamptbahnhof in Vienna. They stayed at the train station for a while. One
day, a music group came with the Red Cross, giving a small concert to raise
the morale of the immigrants. Ahmed saw that there was an oud player in
the group, excitedly went up to that person to ask for permission to play
the oud. Ahmed says that that’s the day he made the decision to stay in
Vienna. After having stayed at the camp for a while, his friends in Baghdad
collected money amongst themselves to buy him an oud—a middle-of-the-
road quality one. When we first met, Ahmed was playing this oud, but he
had complaints since there were cracks on it, effecting the sound. Ahmed
thought that the difference in temperature between Baghdad and Vienna
caused these cracks. Only a high-quality oud made of a Far Eastern tree
could survive under these circumstances. When I learned this, I decided
to buy a new oud for Ahmed. However, getting a high-quality oud from
Baghdad to Vienna would cost approximately 1500 USD. When I realized
that I couldn’t do this on my own, I talked to the curator Isin Onol, who
immediately said that we should collect money amongst ourselves to buy
the oud, which were my thoughts exactly. We sent a group mail to the
participants of the exhibition , managing to collect the money in a short
amount of time. Isin organized a few performances for Ahmed during the
exhibition. With the Vienna-based actress Asli Kiglal, we organized the
concert “Ahmed Needs an Oud” at WERK X-Eldorado. A few of Ahmed’s
friends, whom we didn’t know, also helped to collect money and we were
able to finally have the full amount. Ahmed had already placed the order,
including the details of type of tree that the oud was to be made of, the



type, technical specs, the color of the oud and its case. In order to be sure of
the sound of the oud, he had called his teacher in Baghdad, Mustafa Zair,
to have him test the oud. I was also impatient, asking when the oud would
arrive in Vienna. One day, Ahmed called me, very upset. The oud maker had
called him and told him that Baghdad was very chaotic at the moment and
that he couldn’t send the oud by post. Ahmed had begged him, asking him
to do whatever he could. After this conversation, in June, an explosion in a
shopping mall on the last day of Ramadan killed over 300 people in Baghdad.
We then lost all our hopes for the oud. However, good news came for Ahmed
in a few days—the oud had reached Vienna. You should have seen Ahmed’s
excitement, he couldn’t leave his oud for a moment, trying out new songs and
sharing them on facebook.

Ahmed had left Turkey in September 2015 through a smuggler they
found in Istanbul. Ahmed had two younger brothers who were also trained
musicians. As his parents couldn’t risk the crowded sea journey, they had
remained in Istanbul with their two sons, planning to meet in Austria in one
year. The family was staying in Aksaray, taking German classes in preparation
for their journey to Austria. His family successfully managed to get to a Greek
island in September 2016, exactly a year after Ahmed. They stayed on the
island for a while, waiting for a ship to take them to Greece. However, the
smugglers made them get on a ship to Italy. The Shaqaqi family thus arrived
in Italy, instead of Greece, sheltered in a church until the new year. I would
ask Ahmed where his family was in Italy, but he didn’t know which island they
traveled from or which city they arrived at in Italy. He kept insisting that this
didn’t matter, the most important thing was that they were alive. I wanted to
go to Italy to see them and to help them if I could.

The family arrived in Vienna on the first day of 2017, in a sealed off vehicle
that held over 50 people. The family first celebrated the new year, mixing
among the crowds in the city squares and then went to the police station and
surrendered themselves. Ahmed went to visit his family in prison, he told me
they were OK. The family stayed in prison for a week and were then settled
in a temporary camp. Ahmed talked to the administration of the camp that
he was staying in to ask them to assign the room that he was staying in to his
family. His roommates agreed to this, moving to other rooms. Ahmed is now
in the same camp with his family.

Ahmed kept saying how much he hated the word “refugee.” He kept saying,

)

“Im not a refugee, I’'m a human,” reacting to how he was stereotyped as
a refugee. He wasn’t happy about not being perceived as an individual but
rather as a member of a group. He was doing all he could to adapt to his life
in Vienna, learning German, meeting new people to expand his music circle.

The small music group that he formed, ‘Vienna Ishtar Ensembles’, he would
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play alongside musicians from Vienna, Tunisia, and France. A cello teacher
from Vienna Music University (MDW) was tutoring him for free. Ahmed
wants to learn about Western music once he has legal rights.

Ahmed and his Iraqi friends are still living as temporary visitors, even
though they arrived in Vienna a year and a half or two years ago. While a lot of
European countries grant residency permits to Syrians, they do not give this
right to Iraqis. Their reasoning is that Iraq is not in a war like the one in Syria.
However, Iraqis have first gone through the Iran-Iraq for, then the Gulf War,
and finally the American invasion. The clashes between the Sunni and Shia
groups in Iraq is not too far from conditions of war.

Sometimes I think about why I feel such an affinity for them, especially
for Ahmed. The trauma that Ahmed went through triggered the fears I have.
The political climate in Turkey has rapidly changed in the last year and a half.
The war has been rapidly expanding, those who wanted peace were declared
to be terrorists. And to top it all, the West was very quiet, the issue of the
immigrants had become a negotiation topic between Turkey and the EU.
The destruction of human rights and freedom of speech in Turkey, the rise
of political Islam, civilian deaths, suicide attacks, bombings make me think
whether I’ll have to leave my country like Ahmed had to. A lot of opposition
members had already started to leave Turkey. Just like in Kiorastami’s film,
disasters like war could make people equal.

I don’t think the perception of the refugee crisis that the West has produced
is real. Yes, it is true that people who had good lives in their homelands
had to witness their cities, homes, homelands destroyed, having to leave
the environment they were familiar with. But this crisis is the crisis of the
refugees, not the West’s. Those suffering from the crisis are those undergoing
the trauma and the loss. The only way in which the West can deal with this is
to find a solution for these people’s problems, understanding the richness of
the culture they carry. Hummus and falafel should not be seen as exotic foods
coming from the East, but a flavor from the cuisine of their new neighbor,
asking for the recipe to make it themselves. And this is exactly why I wanted
to tell the story of Ahmed through music. Music can be a good beginning to
establish a relationship between all the refugees that Ahmed symbolizes and
the people of the countries they seek citizenship in.

*This text is written by Pmar Ogrenci for her solo exhibition at Kunst Haus Vienna — Hundertwasser
Museum in 2017.

** My first contact with victims of war was in 2014, when I wrote an article for Art Unlimited titled “Images
and Faces Across Borders.” I invited 5 Syrian artists over to dinner in my studio in Istanbul and I relayed my
impressions from this dinner in the text. This article was then published as part of the exhibition, Apricots from
Damascus in English and in Arabic. The paragraph at the beginning of this text is borrowed from that article.

*#% Dorim Hikmet Ogiit, Birikim, 320

translation from Turkish to English: Merve Unsal
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Pinar Ogrenci

Mimarlik kokenli sanatg1 ve yazar Pmar Ogrenci (1973, Van) Istanbul’da yasamaktadir. Fotograf,
video, film, performans ve yerlestirme isleri iireten Ogrenci, savas, gog, kolektif hareketler,
kahramanlik hikayeleri, milliyetgilik, kiiltiirel asimilasyon ve kentsel doniigiim konulari iizerinde
calisir. Videoyu, giinliik hayat pratigini kaydetmek iizere bir arag olarak kullanan Ogrenci,
islerinde kisisel video arsivi ve hazir gériintiilerden faydalamir. Ogrenci’nin isleri, Kunst Haus
— Hundertwasser Miizesi (Viyana, 2017), WKV (Stuttgart, 2017), Angewandte Kunst (Viyana,
2016), MAXXI Miizesi (Roma, 2015-6), SALT Galata (Istanbul, 2015-6), Fronteras Bienali
(Matamaros, 2015), 5. Sinop Bienali (2014), 4. Canakkale Bienali (2014) ve Depo’da (Istanbul,
2012), gosterildi. Sanat¢i “Yasam Duygusunun Gelmesini Beklerken” isimli ilk sergisini 2015
yilinda MARSistanbul’da, yurtdigindaki ilk kisisel sergisini ise 2017 yilinda “Ustiimiizden Hafif
Bir Riizgar Esti” baghgiyla Kunst Haus-Hundertwasser Miizesi Viyana’da gerceklestirdi.

Pinar Ogrenci, 2010 yilindan beri kurucusu oldugu sanat inisifiyati MARSistanbul’un
yiiriitiiciisii olarak calismaktadir. Ogrenci’nin 1990’1 yillardan beri mimarlik ve cagdas sanat
tizerine yazdigi yorumlar Artunlimited, M-est, Arredamento Mimarlik, Istanbul, X X1, Agos,
Radikal, Arkitera ve Salt Online gibi ortamlarda yayinlandi. Katildigi konferans, workshop ve
festivaller arasinda; Public Calling (National Theatre Oslo, 2016), Middle East Festival (Henie
Onstad Kunstcenter, Oslo, 2016), Plataforma Editable, Desplazamientos Curatoriales: Santiago,
Valparaiso, Antofagasta, Tarabaca (Sili, 2015) ve New Dynamics in Museums, CIMAM (Rio de
Janeiro, 2013) sayilabilir. Sanat¢i, HIAP (Helsinki, 2017), Henie Onstad Kunstcenter (Oslo, 2016),
RAT (Mexico City, 2015), Willa Waldberta (Miinih, 2011) ve Frise (Hamburg, 2010) misafir
sanat¢i programlarinda yer almistir.

Pinar (")grenci (1973, Van) is an artist and a writer with a background in architecture based
in Istanbul. Ogrenci uses various media in her artistic practice, including photography, video,
film, performance and installation. Her works address subjects such as migration, war, collective
movements, nationalism, cultural assimilation, stories of heroism and urban transformation. Using
the video as a tool to record her daily life practices, she benefits from her personal video archive
and ready-made footages. Her works have been exhibited widely at museums and art institutions
including at Kunst Haus Vienna - Hundertwasser Museum (2017), WKV Stuttgart (2017),
Academy of Applied Arts, Vienna (2016), MAXXI Museum, Rome (2015-6), SALT Galata,
Istanbul (2015-6), De Las Fronteras Biennial, Tamaulipas (2015), Sinop Biennial (2014),
Canakkale Biennial (2014) and Depo (Istanbul, 2012). The artist had her first exhibition at
MARSistanbul in 2015, “Awaiting the Onset of the Sense of Life”. Her first solo exhibition abroad
was realized at Kunst Haus-Hundertwasser Museum in Vienna, “A Gentle Breeze Passed Over
Us” in 2017.

She is the founder of MARSistanbul, an art initiative launched in 2010. Since the late
1990s, Ogrenci has extensively written on contemporary art and architecture in magazines,
including Agos, Radikal, ArtUnlimited, m-est, SALT Online, Arkitera, Arredamento Mimarlik,
XXI, Istanbul, among others. She has participated in residency programs and conferences;
in HIAP (Helsinki, 2017), Henie Onstad Kunstcenter (Oslo, 2016), R.A.T. (Mexico City,

2015), Willa Waldberta (Munich, 2010), Public Calling Conference (National Theatre Oslo,
2016), Middle East Festival (Henie Onstad Kunstcenter, Oslo, 2016), Plataforma Editable,
Desplazamientos Curatoriales: Santiago, Valparaiso, Antofagasta, Tarabaca (Chile, 2015), New
Dynamics in Museums, CIMAM (Rio de Janerio, 2013).






