Ezgi Hamzagebi & Lara Ogel INCIRLISANI

Bu metni 2022 yilinda Milano’da gercgeklesen
11. Avrupa Feminist Arastirma Konferansiicin
birlikte ordik.

E.H: Okuma igin nacizane bir 6neri: Kuru veya taze bir inciri
agzinizaatinve bumetnin sonuna kadar orada tutun. Hikayelerin
tadininagzinizdakitat ile birlikte nasil degistigini fark etmeye
calisin. istanbul'da bir ekolojik gida kooperatifine Milano'daki
konferansta dinleyicilerle paylasmak lizere gotiirmek igin
ellerinde incir olup olmadigini sordum. Yoktu. Uretim bicimlerine
glivenebilecekleri ireticiler bulamiyorlarmis. Bununbirisaret
olabilecegini, belki de bu yoklugun tadiyla kalmayi 6grenmemiz
gerektigini distindim...

E.H:Bukonferans ¢agrisinigérdiigiimde, edebiyat alanindan
gelen birisi olarak, lizerine konusabilecegim bir edebi
metin diislinmeye basladim. Sunumum muhtemelen daha
geleneksel bir akademik cergeve icerisinde sekillenecekti.
Sonra diistindiim ki aslinda bu konferansi diizenleyen feminist
akademisyenler, akademinin sinirlarinin disina gikabilecegimiz
biralanagmaya gondilliilerdi. Akademininmevcut atmosferinde
nadiren yiiriyebildigim yolu secipisleri ve calisma bigimleribeni
heyecanlandiran bir sanatciile konusma arzusuyla doldum.
Buarzuyu hissetmemde Lara ile tanisma seklimizin de 6nemli
bir rolti olmal.

Laraile Donna Haraway tizerine bir atolyede tanistik. Daha
sonraikimiz de, farkli disiplinlerdeninsanlaribir araya getiren,
kolektif diistinme ve liretme pratiklerini okuma ve 6grenme
seanslariile gliglendirmeyiamaglayan Garp Sessions’a davet
edildik. Kendipratiklerimizdenyola cikarak, Lara ile seslerimizin
birbirine karismasindan keyif aldik. Birlikte titrestigine
inandigim seslerimiz basindan beri 6ltim ve dogumun acisini
icinde barindiyordu. Aramizdakiilk yoldaslik bliytikannelerimizi
icimizde tasima bicimlerimiz lizerindendi. Bunedenle bilhassa
Laraile buyolculuga cikmak istedim.
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L.O: Bir hediye bir davet seklinde gelebilir.

Biz daha derine inme, tasidigimiz diigiimleri ve baglari gérmeye davet eden
frekanslara cekilen kadinlariz. Ezgi'nin bir sorusu bende bir jest olusturur,
tekrar bulusmak tizere ayrilir ve ayriyken de i¢ ice olmaya devam ederiz.

icinde &liimiin ve dogumun acisini barindiran notalar olan bir titresimde
birlikte olmak ne demek? Benim igin, dtekine, bilinmeyene, kaosa bakabilme
armaganiolarak kendini gésterir. Oliimden bahsetmeden dogumu ele almak
veya dogumdan bahsetmeden 6limi ele almak, cercevesini ve sinirlarini
gérmeden bir resme bakmak gibi. Nesnelerin ve kavramlarin sinirlarinin yok
oldugu, bilinmeyenin ortaya ¢iktigialanlarla ilgileniyorum. Konusulmayanaciga
cikariiyor veya yasaniyor. Burada 6tekinde tanimlanmayan ve konusulmayan
biiyiik bir sey aciga cikiyor. Urettigim ilk is bir hayaletti, biiyiikannemi yeni
kaybetmistim ve onun yoklugunun yasini tutuyordum. O, daha sonra yatak
kirisikliklart ve garsaf cikintilari seklinde bana goriind, dolaptaki askilarin
Uzerine orttligim lateks katmanlarindaki lekeler ve tozlara donistu.
Biiytikannemi evinde hayal edecek olsam, mobilyanin bir parcasina déniismust.
Duvarkagitlarinda, kanepelerde, perdelerde ve bana huzur verirken ayni
zamanda yaraticidisavurumarayislarimda cesaret verenbir sandikti. Sesi
ve varligi evdeki sabit esyalarin katmanlarinda gdomiiliydi. Dogdugu evde
bizi misafir etmekteydi.

E.H:Bir keresinde Lara yliksek lisans tezimilizerine yazdigimdan bihaber, en
sevdigimyazarlardan olan Sema Kaygusuz'un bir romaniileilgili “Durdum ve
her bélimiiniiic cekerek okuduktan sonra duvarlariizledim.” cimlesiniemail
olarak génderdi. Romanin Tiih ve Ahisimliiki bolim var.

Sema Kaygusuz’un Yiziinde Bir Yerisimliromani 1938'de binlerce AleviKiirt'tin
oldirtldugi ve strglin edildigi Dersim Katliamr'ni anlatiyor. Kendi kendine
konusarak tiimromani “sen” hitabiile stirdiiren birinci sahis anlatici, kendisine
ait olmayan bir aniyla bag kurmaya calisiyor. Bliytikannesinin travmasini
devralan ve biiyiikannesinin anlattigi veya anlatabilecegi ama anlatmadigi
hikayeleri hatirlamaya calisan bir kadin o. Hitap edilen “sen”, bu kisinin
yasamaktan korkan ve/veya hayatta kalmis olmaktan utanc duyan tarafi
gibi gériintyor. (Anlatim boyunca bu muhataba “sen” diye hitap etmeye devam
edecegim.) Anlatici, bilmeme ve bildigini unutmaya meylederken, hitap ettigi
“sen” tarihi saplantili bir sekilde bilmek isteyen taraf olarak karsimiza gikiyor.
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Anlati asla tekrar edilemeyecek bir yolculuk olarak iimek ilmek &riiltiyor.

Romaninkolayca tayin edilebilen bir cercevesiyok. Merkezsiz veya iskeletsiz
olarak tanimlanabilir. Farklizamanlar ve cografyalardan muhtelif karakterleri
bulusturuyor. Saman gibibir kadin olanama birimparator tarafindan tecaviize
ugradiktan sonra degiserek, bir melek veya peygamber gibi ylice bir varlik
dogurmaya saplantili hala gelen Eliha en dnemli karakterlerden biri. Eliha
bu hayalini, belirli bir tarihi zamanda yalnizca bir kahraman figiiriin hayata
gelebilecegine inanan ve bu nedenle mucizevi bir cocuk sahibi olmak igin
ylldizlarin dogrukonuma gelmesini bekleyen bir giftikandirarak gegeklestiriyor.
Roman bittiginde bir soru takiliyor aklima: “Bu anlati kimin acisiyla ilgili?
Kimin acisina sahitlik ediyorum?” Torunun mu, biiyiikannenin mi, Orta Dogu
inanglarinda ihtiyag aninda geldigine inanilan ve 6limsiiz oldugu distilen
Eliha’nin oglu Hizir'in mi, Eliha’nin mi, yoksa maniplile ettigi ¢iftin mi? Yoksa, bircok
cografya ve kiiltiirde birgok farkl sey olarak isaretlenen incir agacinin mi?
Nedenanlaticibiitiin bu karakterlerive hikayelerianlatma ihtiyaci duyuyor?
Hikayeleri anlatmak travmayi nasil iyilestirecek? Romanin benim igin kilit
sorusu, bir insanin bizzat deneyimlemedigi bir aciyi nasil tasiyabilecegdi. Ve
bir agacin bu meselede nasil bir rolii olabilecegi...
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L.O: Gozlerinizi kapatin ve kendinizi sonsuz bir ufka bakan bir alanda hayal

edin. Sabah mi? Ogdleden sonra mi? Yoksa gece mi? Bu alanda biiyiik bir

agac fark ediyorsunuz. Agaci inceleyin, gévdesini, yapraklarini, kivrimlarini

ve boyunu farkedin. Ve simdi topragin stiine ¢ikan kdkleri olup olmadigina

bakin. Onlaritakip edin. Yalnizca yerin tstiinde degil, yer altina da inerek takip

edin. Yer Ustiinde oldugu kadar yer altinda da kivrimli ve detayli oldugunu

gobreceksiniz. Yer altinda baska birgok tiirle ig ice geciyor. Hikayemiz ve bagimiz

burada basliyor. Burada sindirilecegiz. s birliklerini, davetleri ve i¢ icelikleri

fark edecegiz. Bazen olmamis kilma anlamina da gelebilecek olan bir olus

siirecine sahitlik edecegiz.
Oliimagaciayni zamanda yasam agacidir.
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E.H:Romaninbliylik bir kisminda anlatici, incir agacina olan takintisinianlamaya
calisiyor. “Sen”in bahgesinde incir agaci olan bir eve tasinmak istemesini
irdeliyor mesela. Dogdugunda biiytikannesi bir incir agaci diktigi igin incir,
biiylikannesinin hatirasini 6limstizlestirecek bir arzu nesnesine déniismiis onun
icinzamanla. Uzun birarama siirecinden sonra yeni evine tasindiginda ilk isi
incire isim vermek oluyor: Zevraki. Zevraki, bir Aleviozaninin mahlasi olmanin
yanisira,hemtekne hemtahta anlamina geliyor. Anlaticibunu dogal bulmuyor
oysa. Bir seye baska bir seyin ismini vermenin sorunlu oldugunu distinlyor.
Anlaticrigin, incire Zevrakiismini vermek, “sen”in biiylikannesiicin hissettigiaciyi
yenmenin bir yolu. incire birisim vererek “sen” onu kendine, bilyiikannesine ve
Dersiminsanlarinamalediyor: ve ait olmadigi bir yere yerlesmesini saghyor.
Bdylece, bir sekilde, “sen” gercek bir bahce dahi olmayan bahgesindekio belirli
inciri diisinmeyi birakiyor. Anlatici, buranin binalar arasinda yalnizca yer ve
binanintemeliarasindakiylikseklik farkindan étiirtiburaya baska bir seyinsa
edemedikleriigin var olankiigik bir alan oldugunu belirtiyor. Anlaticiya gore,
“sen” yalnizca incir hakkindaki efsanelerin tesiri altinda.
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L.O: Bugiin yapmakta oldugumuz isbirliginden heniiz haberdar degilken,
okuyucununic diingasina olan yolculugunu gériinir kildigi séylenen bir kurgusal
kitabinkapaginitasarladim. Simdi, hayal ettigimiz dallari ve kokler yiikselmis,
lizerimizde siiziilliyor ve bizi cagiriyor, yoksa biz onlarinicinden ¢ikip diingaya mi
varmisiz? Kdklerinin topragin altinda, sabit ve saglam oldugunu diistindtigtimiiz
agagc yerinaltindanaynizamanda gokyliziine de ulasiyor. Ve eger miimkiinse,
kokleri suda olan, kivrimlariyla akintilarda hikayesini tasiyan, belki meyvelerini
orada burada birakan veya asili kalmis bir kucak gibi gokytiziinde bir agac
nasil hayal edilirdi? Beni, annemi, babami ve erkek kardesimi temsil edecek
dort tane yerinden sokilmiis, kokleri havada sallanan agag hayal etmistim.
Birbirimizden ayrik olmadigimizi ve birbirimiziicimizde tasidigmizi farkedince
buimgelemden hizlica vazgegtim. Bir agag dort kisiden fazlasindan olusur.

Sema Kaygusuz’'un bir yaprak, ¢im, tas, su, metal oldugunu hatirladigi bir
konusma dinledim... biitlin bu &teki olma anilarini 6zlem olarak icimizde
tasidigimizi séyleyen. Kendi metodolojimi, iletisim kurma ve beni segen
materyallerle calisma bigimimi rmeye basladigim aydinlatici bir andi. Gergek
bir 6zlem ve hatirlama fikriyle kalarak hareket etmek gerekiyordu. Kirmizi
bedensel ylin, diisiinen ve takilan mobilyalar veya hayal kuran kil.
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E.H: Anlaticisorar: “incir agaclarinasil dogdular acaba? Giinisiginin egimine
gore mi yarattilar kendilerini, yoksa cevresindeki kuslarin, bdceklerin
istahina gére mi bicimlendiler? Hangi zaman dilinde, nasil ortaya ciktilar?
Sdzgelimi seni Zevraki..Zevraki'ye varana degin tekrarlanagelen donglyt
dusuindiikce, Suriye’nin Akdeniz’e bakan bir yamacinda giineste ¢gatlayan lapis
bir kayanin dibinden figkirmis, 6zlinden siit rengi zehir salan bir filiz geliyor
aklima. Havva ile Adem mahrem yerlerini onun yapraklariyla drtmeden gok
once, kendiliginden biytiyen bir pic. Sankiincir var diye variz biz, bir de bdyle
distn. Bir stirgtinki, hentiz gevresinde tek birinsan yokken insani diisleyerek
uzuyor. Meyvesini yiyecek olan bir kadinin, meyveyi iki eliyle yardigi anda
karnina diisecek atesi, o atesin kadinin sahdamarinda yaratacagizonklamay,
kasigindakitatl sanciyiveilkisirikta dudaklara akacak bali, balin yaratacag
sehevikudretikurguluyor. Bir araya toplanmis erkeklerin, incirden damittiklari
rakiyiyudumlarken erbane ¢alip gazel okuyacaklarini, havaya iifledikleri her
sesile gayb aleminde kendilerinibekleyen sevgiliye sdzciiklerle uzanacaklarini
temenni ediyor biiytirken. Burgaclanarak yiizeyde ilerleyecek olan koklerini,
koklerin arasinda yuvalanan yilanlarin sessiz surintisind tasarhyor. Yilanile
incir arasinda kurulacak bagin cifte anlamlari boylece olusmaya baslyor.
Cezalandiran ve ddillendiren, zehirleyen ve iyilestiren, bastan c¢ikaran ve
sakinlestirengtclerincirin golgesine toplaniyor yavas yavas. Derken, kokleriyle
yeraltinda gezinmeye basliyor. Mezopotomya’nin dért bir yanindaki duvarlari
yararak, metruk evlerin temellerini catlatarak olmadik yerlerde insanlarin
arasinda beliriyor. Zamanla kahramanlasiyor tabii. Tam da bir dolu tanri,
tanrica, yariinsan yari hayvan varlik, tek bir yaradanin biingesinde erimeye
yuiz tuttugu bir cagda, teklikte coklugun coklukta tekligin simgesi olarak
topragi yidiran bir azginlikla yerlesiyor diinyaya. insan géziinden bakinca
meyve agacindan Gte, géren, anlayan, hatta geceleri fisildayarak konusan,
kutsalliga egilimli, birgok kollu, yilanlarla ahbap, gizemli bir yaratiga déniistiikce
incir, baska bir alemden ¢ikagelmis mucizevi bir varlik olarak karsilaniyor.”

Anlaticiya gore, metafiziksel bir bakis yerine, “sen” her uygarligin gegici
oldugunuicten ice bilen bir barbar gibi, incirin dongiisel yasamindan esinle,
bedenindeki tine erismis yirtici bir kadinistahiyla bakmaliincire. Anlatici 6yle
yapmaya calisiyor. incirinbiitiin hallerinibilmekle degil; yalnizca karsilasabilecegi
ve bag kurabilecekleriyle igileniyor. Oliimsiizlik saplantisinin liime es deger
oldugunu diislintiyor.
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LO:Mardin'de inciragagclarina dar agaciderler. Yani birden gokailenin paylastigi
daravlularda biiyiiyen biragac. Dar ve gizli alanlarda biiyliyen buagacin hiiziinle
filizlendigi séylenir. Sehirde ylirirken avlununigini géremeyen kisi bliyiimekte
olaninciragacini gordiigiinde hiizniin toplumun lizerinde oldugunu bilir. Ve bu
agagc koklerikesilse veya kireg ile ortiilse dahiasla kurumaz, her seye ragmen
biylimenin bir yolunu bulur, bosluklar ve girintiler arasindan gecerek yakici
glinese dogru hareket eder ve belki de bir isaret, travmanin ispati veya bir
yardim ¢agrisi olarak durur.

E.H: “Sen” nereden geldigini bilmedigi gézyaslaridokmeyireddederken, anlatici,
“yasamak hissetmektir. Parlak bir diisiince tabii. Kalabaliklara niifus etmekicin
yeterince 6zIl, yeterince hafif. Hisler diistinceyi tetiklemediginde hissedilmis
olani hissetmekten bagka elden bir sey gelmiyor. Yarin 6li uyanmayacak
olsanda, ertesiglin,daha ertesigiin, suankihissinin yarattigiyakiciyavaniga
alisarak yeniden dlglinleseceksin” digyor ve sdyle devam ediyor: “Tam da bdyle
bir ihtimal varken glizel gozliim, su anki varliginin cesedi olmaya birkag giin
kala yalvariyorumagla. Aciyi hissederken bilincini uyandiran o diiglince anini
bari simdi birakma. Biz seninle ikimiz, icimize igimize ittigimiz insanlarimizla,
bugdayinkasifikadinatalarimiz, esir diisen dedelerimiz, bliyticilerin feristahi
kocakarilarimiz, katledilmis akrabalarimizia bahceye ¢ikalim”

thAilenin fertleri
birbirine ne kadar
10\km ve i(jfer\?

L.O: Bahge bir labirent. Beni adim adim merkeze tasiyan bir
yolculuk. Merkezde bir ginkgo agaci var. Ginkgo yapraklari

Cocuklugunan diger
insanlara gore EIANN
mautla eujﬂéini
di{,;i'mi&v‘or wmusun?

-Kendimi baqkadomwla
k\»\a;laquo\mé\m .
ama gocukiuéuw\o\m '

ebeveynlerimin
ebeveynleriyle bolea
vakit gziirdiéiw\ igiv\
;am.rl‘ uldkéuwm
d%{;b{ni&t’omm
Dedemin kucaginda
anlathg hikayeleri
dinleyerek saatler

9a§iro\im. Bence

bunun busi&n old«gv\q',\
insanda -ve sahip *
aldv\év\w\ boomer
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vitamin takviyesi olarak alinabiliyor; hafizayr kuvvetlendiriyor,
Alzheimer’dan koruyor. Ginkgo agaglari diingadaki en eski
agac olduklari, ylizyillarca farkli iklimler, hikayeler, zorluklar ve
yakinliklarla ayakta kaldiklari icin hafiza ile iliskilendiriliyorlar.
Bahgemin merkezinde bana canl olmanin, denize kogsmanin,
ayak parmaklarintkuma gémmenin, sevdigin tarafindan nazikge
dokunulmanin anlamini barindiran sevecen anlari gdsteriyor.
Bu bahgede ayni zamanda blyiikanneme ait olan mobilyalarin
kalintilarini hatirladigim kadariyla elde seramikle yaptigim
replikalarida var. Birlikte riiya gordigimiiz oda bu. Bedenlerimizin
yoklugunda, mobilyalara gordikleri riyalari ve hatirladiklarini
sordum. Buyavas bahcede sarkilara, harekete ve anlara sahitlik
ediyorum ve bu bahgede yaralarimiz tizerini gimler kapliyor.
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E.H: “Bakiimadikca goriilemeyen bir sey olmaya asla katlanamayacagimizi bir
kereligine animsayip haykirarak aglayalim seninle. Bu yikilasi, yerle bir olasi
evlerimiz ve o evlere benzettigimiz ehlilesmis, herkeslesmis gévdemiz sayesinde
goriinebildigimizi agaca ifade edelim. insanin olmadigr haliyle kusursuzluga
6zendigi bu viran cagdan, oldugu haliyle kusursuzluga eristigi olasi bir caga
sicrayalim seninle. Herkesin anladigi dilden konusan perygamberlerin hentiz
tiremedigi, hicbir tanribuyrugunun yazimadigi, Gilgamis’tan baska kimsenin
olimsiizliige yeltenmedigi, insanin yedigi kadar aviandigi cagdisi bir cag olsun
sOzgelimil Madem yerimizde duramiyoruz, bir sesli bir sessiz iki harf gibiyan
yana, dokunakli bir ¢ighgin hecesi olalim ikimiz”...ahh

tYetigtirilme geklinle ilgili bir seyi degistirebilecek olsan bu ne olurdu?
-iki ebcvevlniwx de kendilerinden (ve bizden) Snce bagkalarni
di&,;'vlvsbl“or ve bizi de b'dqle szi;ﬁrdiler. Bu nedenle kendim d\,;mda
herkesi mutlu etmek sanki gorevimmis sibi \Ai::ediworv\m ve bw, bazen
S,ok yoruca olo\biliv‘or. Kendi i\ni’iﬂo\glo«r\w ve ilgilzrimi merkeze
kovl«mm gok;uglm \Ai::cdiwomm, Bu, beni hem kendime hem baskalarna kargi
dfkelendiriyor. Bu durama dair Gok net biranim var: 5 veya b yagindaydim ve

benimle ayn u\o\{la\rda §°‘“5“ olan bir aile ile birlikte fiknikﬂ.wdik. Bir topum

e

vardi ve o\iéer kiz topla oynamak istiqordu. Annem bizi
tsakip oldagun her seyle birlikte evinde yangin

birlikte oynamaya tegvik eo\zczéinz topu elimden alip ona verd

Hala birinin benden bir.;zw almast ve bu konada bir;ev‘ i'k“'\‘"' Sevdiklerini ve ‘““'1"““‘“"“' kartardiktan

yapamama fikri beni cok korkutuyor. bu yizden ailemin banc senidispeniifuiebigimaeibinpassa d“r“ ”
kendi iHiv‘o\Slanma\ odaklanmanin kabul edilebilir olduévm« kartarabilecek eamanin var. Neyi knrtanrdin? Neden?

b bencillik olmadigin 59 retmesini isterdim.
veya bunun bencillik olmadigini sgretmesini isterdim st B s i 2o

operasyonuma bir ekleme t\afa\biluek.rzw\ harici
belleklerim. 0nn bariz kilan kogullarla katlanan
basitlikte bir cevap olo\»\éwnw\ farkindayim ama
‘nefsini yanmaya b\ro\kma\t\\ o\i&,;i&nmcw\ck de miumkian
a\z:o;il - ha! Anargist bir primat veya siigcbz bir
patates +o(zla\t1\c\:| gibi dm\ulmak istemem -

drettigim, topladigim, bakhgim ve sakladigim her
§e4i kaybetmek biyik iktimalle beni makvederdi. ba

L.O: Onemli bir not: Bugiin Tiirkiye'de, R )

B . ) ] makinelerin \gmdc v‘\llar sonra orfw\a Slkmak hzere
aktivistlerincir agaglarininyok edilmesine saklanan... delege edilmis hafiza...alimingam ve
karsibirincir koruma yasasitalep ediyor. silikondan yapilmig bir bensin...bu saklama

Jeotermal elektrik santralleri kurmak cihazlannin yok olmasi haff bir kalp krizine egdeger

olabil%r...m\m zamanda bir parganin silinmesi, iki

veya farkl kar odakli insaat alanlari PR .
j kogeli bir silme, anutuyorsan ama zamanla neyi

isletmek icin incir agaclarini kesiyorlar. anuttagunn da wnatuyorsun... ahl

Bunedenleincirinyakin gelecekte neslinin

tiikenmesi tehlikesivar.
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This is a text we weave together for The 11th
European Feminist Research Conference which

took place in Milan in 2022.

E.H: Ahumble suggestion for reading: Put a dried or fresh fig
into your mouth and try to keep it there by the end of your
reading this text, and try to see how the taste of stories
might change with the taste in your mouth, andvice versa.|
had asked an ecological food cooperative inIstanbul if they
hadfigs to take withme to the conferencein Milanand treat
the audience. They didn’t. They couldn’t find producers whom
they could trust with their way of production. | thought this
might be a sign. Maybe, we should learn to stay with this
taste of absence..

E.H: When | saw the call for the 11th European Feminist
Research Conference,asa personcoming fromthe discipline
of literature, | started thinking about a literary text to talk
about. It was probably going to be in a more traditional
academic frame. But then | thought that this was a space
where | could move outside the boundaries of academia. |
decidedtotake theroadthat|couldrarely visitand I was filled
with the desire to talk with an artist whose works and ways
of doing things excited me recently. In this desire, probably
the story of our encounter had a big role, too.

Aworkshop onDonna Haraway was where we first met. After
that, we both were invited to Garp Sessions which brings
people from different disciplines and prioritizes collective
thinkingand exchange among participants throughreading
and teaching sessions. Starting from our practice there,
Laraandlenjoyedintermingling our voices in what we do. Our
voices, whichbelieve vibrate together, had notes of the pain
of deathand birth from the beginning. The first companionship
betweenus was the way we carried our grandmothers within
us. Thisis why | wanted to go on this journey with Lara.

R
H1£ you knew that in one year
you would die suddenly, would
Yow c\namse am\f\f\ins about
the WAY Yon Are now living?
N‘N/‘?

“Yes, | would wmove close to my
family and loved ones and
forget about immigration

processes and German

b»\rzo\o\cmcu‘. 13 "y rzw\ainins

time on earth is going to be
limited, | would want to make
the most of it with the people |
value the most.
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L.O: A gift may come in the form of an invitation.

We are womenwho are drawn to that frequency that invites us to go deeper,
to see the knots and the connections that we carry. A question of Ezgi’s
leads me to make a gesture, and we separate at times only to meet again,
meanwhile, while apart we are still entangled.

What doesit meantohave a vibration together that has notes of the pain of
deathandbirth? This reveals to me the gift tolook at the other, the unknown,
the chaos. To talk about birth without death or death without birthis tolook
atthe picture without seeingits frames, its boundaries.laminterestedinthe
place where boundaries of objects or concepts dissolve, and the unknown
emerges. The unspeakable is uttered or lived. I think there is a great reveal
there, in the other, that is undefined, unspeakable. The first artwork | ever
made was a ghost, | had just lost my grandmother and was mourning her
absence. Sheappeared to me laterin the forms of bed creases and protruding
sheets, she was the stains and the dust onlayers of latex that | draped over
closet hangers. If | was to picture my grandmother in her home, she had
become part of the furniture. She was the wallpapers, the sofa, she was
adrapery as well as a container of sorts, who gave me immense comfort,
andencouragementinthe pursuit of my creative expression. Her voice and
presence were buried in the layers of household items which were fixed
totheir place. She was bornin the same house and hosted our lives there.

E.H: Once, Lara sent me an email in which she wrote about a novel by my
favorite writer in Turkish, Sema Kaygusuz, without having any clue that |
wrote my master’s thesis onher work, she wrote, “ljust stopped and watched
the walls after reading every chapter by heaving a sigh”. The novel has two
parts, titled Tihand Ah.

Every Fire You Tend (Yiziinde Bir Yer), Sema Kaygusuz’s novel, is about the
Dersim Massacre in which thousands of AleviKurdish people were killed and
exiledin1938. Afirst-personnarrator who seemsto be talking to herself and
addressing as “you”, who is trying to connect with a memory that doesnt
belong toher. Sheisawomanwho takes over the trauma of her grandmother
and tries to remember the stories which her grandmother told and could
have told, but couldn’t.
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The addressee, “you”, looks like the suffering side of this individual who is
afraid of living and/or ashamed of being a survivor. (I'll keep referring to
this addressee as “you” till the end of my narration.) “You” is the one that
wants obsessively to know the history, whereas the narrator tends toward
unknowingandunlearning things. She weaves the narrationasajourney that
cannever be repeated.

The novel has no identifiable frame. It can be described as centerless or
spineless. It has various characters and stories from different times and
places such as Eliha who used to be a shaman-like woman but changes
after she is raped by an emperor and becomes obsessed with giving birth
toeitheranangel or a prophet. So she achieves her dream by manipulating
another couple waiting for stars to come to the right position to have such
amiraculous child because they think that only one heroic figure can come
into life within a historical period. When the novel ends, one question stays
with me: “Whose pain is this narrative about? Whose pain am | invited to
witness?” Isit the granddaughter’s, or her grandmother’s, isit Hizir’s, Eliha’s
son who is an immortal person believed to come in time of need in Middle
eastern beliefs, is it of Eliha, or the couple manipulated by her? Or, is it the
pain of the fig tree whichis marked as lots of things in different geographies
and cultures? Why does the narrator need to call all these characters and
their stories? How will telling stories heala trauma? The main questioninthe
novelis how a person cancarry a pain that she doesn’t experience directly.
Moreover, what does a tree have to do withit?

L.O: I would like you all to close your eyes and imagine that you are in a field with an
endless horizon. Is it morning? Or afternoon? Or is it the night? And in this field, you
notice a large tree. Inspect the tree,and notice its trunk, its leaves, its curves, and
its height. And now lookiif it has any protruding roots above the ground. Follow them.
Follow them not only on the surface of the ground, but go underneath.

You will find that it is as curvy, as intricate, as long as it is above the surface asitis
below. It is intermingling with a whole lot of other species below the ground. This is
where our story is set, our connection begins. This is where we will digest. We will
notice the collaborations, the invitations, and the entanglements. We will witness a

process of becoming, which can sometimes also be undoing.

The tree of deathis also the tree of life.
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E.H:Inamajor part of the novel, the narratoris occupied with understanding
her obsession with fig trees.

“You” wants to move into a house witha gardenwhere thereisa fig tree. Fig,
becomesan object of desire through which her grandmother’s memory could
beimmortalized because her grandmother planted a fig when she was born.
After a long search, when she moves in, the first thing she does is to name
the fig: Zevraki. Zevraki means both boat and wood, besides being an Alevi
bard’s pseudonym. The narrator doesn’t find it natural, though. She thinks
that it’s problematic to call a thing by a name that belongs to another. For
the narrator, calling the fig Zevrakiis a way to overcome the pain which “you”
holds for her grandmother. By giving the fig a name, “you” appropriates it
to herself, to her grandmother, and Dersim people; and makes it settle ina
place where it doesn’t actually belong. So, in some way, “you” stops thinking
about this specific fig in her garden, which is not really a garden. It’s only a
small space between apartment buildings, which can exist because they
were never able to construct something there, owing to the difference in
elevation between the foundation of her apartment building and the ground,
the narrator explains. According to the narrator, “You” is just charmed by
the myths about figs.

136

L.O: Unknowingly of our future collaboration for this day, |had made a fictional
book cover, which is said to reveal to its reader about the journey within,
theinterior. Now, the branches and roots that we have imagined are lifted,
elevated, floating above usand are beckoning us, or are we coming out from
them, into the world? A tree one would think has its roots in the ground,
sturdy, steady, reaching equally beneath the ground as well as toward the
sky. And what, if possible, would it be to imagine a tree rooting in water,
carryingits storyinthe stream, through the curves, maybe leavingits fruits
here andthere, or what, if possible, a tree in the sky, a suspended embrace?
Ihadimagined four uprooted trees, roots dangling, to represent myself,my
mother, father, and brother. I let go of thisimagery rather quickly with the
realization that we are not separate but carry each other within. It is more
thanfour people that make a tree.

I had listened to a talk by Sema Kaygusuz’ in which she also remembers
being a leaf, grass, stone, water, metal.. that we all carry these memories
of being the other, in the form of longing. It’s been a revealing moment, in
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which | begin to weave my own methodology, the way | communicate, and
work with the materials that choose me.Holding and operating with the idea
of a truelonging, remembering. The red fleshy yarn, the dwelling furniture,

or the dreaming clay.

E.H: The narratorasks: “How do you think fig trees were born? Did they fashion
themselves according to the angle of the sunlight, or the appetites of the
birds and bugs in their surroundings? How did they come into being, and in
which time zone? Your Zevraki for example..When | think about the endless
cycle that culminated with Zevraki, limagine a tendril secreting a milky poison,
sprouting frombeneath a lapis stone ona silvery Syrian cliffside overlooking
the Mediterranean. Long before Adamand Eve covered their private parts
withitsleaves,it wasabastardthat grew of itsownaccord. It’salmost asif
we exist because figs do. The figis a scion that spread by imagining humans
before it had ever encountered them. It conceived of the fire that would
fallinto the womb of the first woman to eat its fruit, of the moment splits
it with her two hands; it conceived of the thumping that fire would start in
her chest, of the sweet ache inher groin, and it conceived of the honey that
would flow from her lips upon her first bite, of the carnal prowess of that
honey. It designed roots to spread like vortexes along the surfaces of the
earth, building nests for snakes slithering silently among them. This was
how the dual bond between figs and snakes began. Over time, the shadow
of the fig tree became the gathering place for punishment and praise, for
poison and antidote, for arousaland calm. Eventually, its roots meandered
underground. It emerged among humansin strange places, splitting the walls
and cracking the foundations of derelict homes across the four corners of
Mesopotamia. In time, of course, the fig became something of a demigod.
Inanage wheninnumerable gods and goddesses and human-animal hybrids
beganto converge in the fabric of a singular creator, the fig holdsits place
in the world with terrifying depravity, a symbol of singularity in the plural,
and the plurality in the singular.

According tothe narrator,instead of the transcendental perspective, “you”
should be adopting another way of looking at the fig inspired by its circular
life cycle. The narrator tries to do so. Sheis not interested in knowing all the
states of fig, only the ones she could encounter and relate. She thinks that
the obsession withimmortality is the same as death.
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L.O:InMardinfigtrees are called dar agaci. Darisnarrow andtight, soa tree
that grows in the tight courtyards which oftenis shared by more than one
family. But dar agacias a termis also used as a gallows tree. The tree that
grows amongst narrow, snug, tight quads is said to sprout from sorrow.
Anyone walking in the city who is unable to see into the courtyards would
know sorrow is upon the community once they notice the growing fig tree.
And these tree roots would never dry, even if they were cut or lime coat it,
they would still find a way to grow out, travel through the indents and gaps,
towards the scorching sun, and perhaps stand up as a mark, a testimony
of trauma, a cry for help.

E.H: “You” refuses to shed tears whose source she doesn’t recognize. The
narrator says: “living is feeling. It’s a beguiling notion of course, it’s concise,
light, lets youfitin with others. But when feelings don’t trigger thinking, you
can’t do anything except feel them. You may become exhausted by getting
usedto the destructive banality of the way you feelnow.” she proposes: “Let’s
gointothe gardenthen,youand me, along with all the people we've pushed
deep downinside ourselves, with our matriarchs who discovered wheat, our
grandfathers who fell into traps, our midwives who were the finest of the

sorcerers,and with our murdered relatives...
+How close and

WArM is qour Gamilu{?
LO: Gardenisalabyrinth. Itisajourneythat takesme

stepbystepintothe center.Inthe centeris the ginkgo

Do you feel your

childhood was
. happier than most
tree. Gingko leaves you may take as a supplement other people’s?
and it will help you remember things, and will keep
=l wor't compare
myself to others,
but I’m h«ckvl to

you healthy from Alzheimers. The ginkgo trees are
associated withmemory for theyare saidtobe the

oldest trees in the world, therefore keeping with
them centuries of weather, tales, hardships as well
askinships.Inmy garden’s centeris this ginkgo tree
that shows me the tender moments of what it means
tobealive, torunintothe sea, to sinkyour toesinthe
sand, to receive a gentle touch from a loved one.

And in this garden, there are also remains of the
furniture, which belonged to my grandmother, which
Irecreated frommemory withmyhandsinceramics.
Itis the bedroominwhich we often dreamt together.

have spent a lot of
time with "y
va\o\rwznh
o\urin9 "

childhood. | spent

hours on My

grandpd’s lap
listening to his
stories. | think this
has a big role in |
who | am fada\v\ -
and perhaps some
boomer habits |
have!
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Andinour bodies’ absence, | asked the furniture, what they dreamed, what

theyremembered. Inthis slow garden,lam witnessing the songs, movements,

and moments, and in this garden, grass grows over our wounds.

E.H: “Let’s weep together, let’s cry out, remembering that we can’t endure

theinvisible unless welook straight atit. Let’s confess to the tree that these

homes of ours,homes that ought to be torn downand demolished,and these

bodies of ours,anchoredto our homes, these domesticated banalbodies of

ours,are the only means we have to make ourselves visible..It doesn’t seem

we cansit still, solet’s move together, as twoletters side by side, a vowel,and

aconsonant; let’sbecome the syllable of ananguished cry..ahh”

what would it be?

+1§ u\oo\ could c\nomgc omv‘Hn?ns about the WAy you were raised,
N

-Both of my parents think of others before themselves (and ws) and
that’s how they raise us, as well. | feel like it’s my duty to please

everyone else except me. And it’s very exhansting sometimes. | feel

very guilh‘ when | pat "y needs and interests at the center. It creates

frastration and anger toward both mq:zl(—‘ and others. | have a specific memory

of this situation. | was 5-b and we were on & picnic with another Fa&mil“ that
had a same-age child. | had a ball and that kid wanted to have
it for herself. Instead of making us play together, my mom took
the ball from me and gave it to that kid. still, I’'m terrified of
the fo.uibilih‘ that someone will take JOM?_Hr\iV\S from me and |

can’t do ow\wﬂl\;ng about it. So, | would rea\lv\ want my parents

to teach me that it’s ok to meet My needs first and its not

selfishness or JOW\C*’L\;Y\S‘

L.O: Animportant notice: Today, in Turkey,
activists demand a fig conservation law
against the slaughter of fig trees. They
have been cut for a while either for
building geothermal power plants or
opening different kinds of profit-oriented
construction sites. figs are said to be in
danger of extinctionin the near future.

=
+Your house, Lenfa\iv\ina evu»\HAina You own, catches

fire. After saving your loved ones and pets, you have
time to safely make a final dash to save any one item.
What would it be? N\nul?

-Easy, my laptop and if | could add an ‘and’ to my
rescwe operation my harddisks. s annoying to blurt
out this answer becanse of its obviousness, coupled
with the conditions that make it the most obvious
blurt, it’s hard not to think aboat the possibility of
leH’ivxs them all barn-hal. Not f'rb\;vxa to sound like a

spit and twigs anarcho primate, nor like a
vagabondian potato picker or an acne fedged
swpertramp — 1°d probably be devastated having lost
everything | made, collected, cared and stored for
later resurface over the years which reside in these
machines.. delegated memory.. yow're me but in
aluminam and silico.. Obliteration of these containers
might be equal to a soft stroke.. also an erasure of &

part of a self, a double-edged erasure, you forget,

but also Forszf what you have Forsoﬂ‘en in time..
onch!



