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Badalaris’e hos bulduk

imgelemden yoksun bir savascl icin ne sdylenebilirg

Kusursuz bir asker olabilir ama ordular komuta edecek olursa
fetinler yapamaz. Bu durum, yetilerin komutasiniimgelemden
alarak érnegdin dilin bilinmesinin ya da olgularin gézlenmesinin
hizmetine veren bir sairin ya da bir romancinin durumuyla
kiyaslanabilir.

imgelemden yoksun bir diplomat hakkinda ne sdylenebilire
Gecmiste yapilmis anlasmalarin ve baglasiklarin tarihini gok iyi
bilebilir ama gelecekte yapilacak anlasmalari ve baglasiklari
sezinleyemez.

Peki, imgelemden yoksun bir bilgin hakkinda?

Ogretilmis ve dJrenilebilecek her seyi dgrenmistir ama heniz
ortaya cikarilmamis yasalari bulgulayamaz.

imgelem, gercek olanin kralicesidir; olasilik da gercek olanin
eyaletlerinden biridir.

Sonsuzlukla olumlu bir akrabalik iliskisi icindedir.

Charles Baudelaire

Bu serginin ¢ikis kaynagi trafikte birdenbire gérdigimoz bir
guguk saati. Aslinda o bir guguk saati miydi yoksa biz onu guguk
saati olarak mi gérdUk, bilmiyorum. Ama goérdUk. Bundan
eminim.

Mekanlardan bahsediyorduk.

Gorinmeyen ama aslinda varolan mekanlardan.

Agzimizin ici gibi...

Sonra Ayca $en, babaannesinin evindeki guguklu saati hatirladi.
icinden kus cikhigina gére saat basi, arkasinda koca bir mekan
vardl.

Kim bilir bu boslugun icinde daha neler olabilirdi2

Kim bilir bu boslugun icine neler sigardi2

Babaanne evi, onu hatirlayani tUm baska nesneleriyle birlikte
baska bir zamana kaydirmis olmali.

Bense guguk saatinin iginin iyi bir konu olabilecegini
dUsunUyorum.

Mekan adina, gérinmeyen bosluklarin her zaman iyi bir konu
oldugundan emin.

Derken ikimiz de dUsUncelerimizden, yanimizdan gegen
kamyonetin arkasina iplerle baglanmis guguk saatini
gordigumuzde kendimize geliyoruz.

Gittigimiz yerlerden dénerek...

Simdiye.

Guguk saati tam énimuizde.

Sanirim her serginin bir baslangic noktasi vardir.

Guguk saatinin bizi pesine taktigi an, bu serginin baslangic
noktasi...

Bu sergiicin defterlerine ¢cok eskiz yapti Ayga...

Guguklu saatinigini yapti.

Kapisini... Kusun ¢iktigr deligin arkasini...

Guguklu saatin mekanizmasini...

Perdenin arka tarafini gizdi.

Cizerken animsadi... Onun saydigi zamanlari kendisinin nasil
saydigini...

Badalaris belki de bu saatin icinden ¢ikti.

Bazi zamanlari nasil saydigini hatirlayarak...

Ayca Sen'i zaten bir anlatici olarak taniyoruz.

Kimi zaman radyo programinda anlatiyor.

Kimi zaman romanlari aracihgiyla...

Bazen kdse yazilaryla...

Simdi resimleriyle anlaticl.

Resimleriyle anlatmaya kalkisiyor.

Anlattiklarn, kronolojik bir hikayenin kesitleri degiller kesinlikle...
Bunlar aksine hatirlanan her zaman gibi kronos'u parcalayan,
hafizanin kronos'tan kendini sakladigi kuytularda, kdselerde,
sayllmayan, saatten mahrum imgeler yigini.

Ortaya ¢iktiklari andan itibaren yayilmaci olduklarina sUphe yok.
Bu kagit Uzerindeki yayllmaciimgelem dUnyasi, birer gunlik
sayfasi gibi.... Aslinda hatirladigl, kendine ait her seye dair.

Bir sUrU kafalar, belki hayvanciklar, 6fkeli denilemeyecek sabirli
fakat kusmaya meyilli taskin bir dil.

Soyutlamaya pek izin vermeyen, alayciliktan uzak, sadik bir
hatirlama sUrecinin sonuclari...

Karalama olamayacak kadar derli foplu, mizaha basvurmayacak
kadar agik ama hayli saplantili, dUslemelerden 6rolU...

Andre Breton’un otomatik psisik resim dedigine atiflar tasiyan bir
kilitlenmislik, kendi Uzerine kapanmislik, izleyiciyi disinmeksizin...
Hem insanlar, hem hayvanlar, hem bitkiler, birbirlerine yapisik,
birbirlerinin icinden ¢ikan, elle adeta yogrulmus, bigimlestirilmis
hep stilize bir figUrasyon.

Belli bir gercekUsticUlUkle belli bir
realizm arasinda salinan bir ugtan
diger uca gidip gelen kim bilir belki
guguk kusunun sarkaci olmayi dileyen.
AbsUrd bir dramatizasyon tadi.
YUksek kaligrafik hareket kabiliyeti.
BUyUk sUrprizlere gebe...

icinde tasidigi celiskilere kesin yanitlar
arayan birimge ordusu.

Tarihsel bir kdkten ziyade popUler
kUltUre goz kirpan bir kivraklik ama bu
kivraklikla savasmayan baris icinde
olan kisisellik.

Bu birilk sergi.

Sen'’in cok disiplinli anlaticiiginin
birbirimize fazla asina cagdas sanat
dUnyasina 6zgur bir nefes olacagi
asikar.

Lakin bu anlati'nin son derece kisisel,
feminist bir s6zl0ge dair kelimeler
Uretme potansiyeli tasidigini
gérmekten kendimizi alamayiz.
Anlatici, anlatiyor olmakla aktariyor
olmak arasi melez bir yerde durmakta.
Simdilik bu melezlik hayli kiymetli.
Bunun zaman icinde nereye dogru
sicrayacagini izlemek bUyuUk bir
heyecan dalgasi yaratiyor.

Zaman, Ayca $en’in anlaticiiginin mi
aktaricihiginin mi galip gelecegini
gOsterecek.

iste bu yUzden Badalaris, &ézgUr bir dili
mUjdelemekte.

Su anda yapmamiz gereken bu
kaligrafik nuktedanhgin tadini
cikarmak, bambaska kategorilerde
sozelligiyle ve satirlaryla su ana kadar
anlatici olmus sanatcinin resimlerini dnyargisiz ve incelikli bir
dikkatle izlemek. Onlarin sanatginin iciyle disi arasindaki baglanti
noktalarini kesfetmek...

Aysegil S6nmez, Nisan, 2014, Fenerbahge.

We're Honored to Badalaris

What can we say about the soldier who has no imagination?

He can be a splendid soldier but he cannot become a
conqueror if he tends to command the armies. We can
compare this situation to that of the poet or novelist, who takes
the command of talents away from imagination, and gives them
to the service of understanding the language or observance of
facts.

What can we say about a diplomat who has no imagination?
He can very well know the history of past agreements and allies,
but he cannot perceive future ones.

How about a philosopher without imagination?

He has the knowledge of everything
that could be taught and learned,
but he cannot discover laws, that
have not been formulated yet.
Imagination is the queen of what is
real; and probability is one of the
states of reality.

They are in a positive relationship with
infinity...

Charles Baudelaire

The emerging point of this exhibition is
the cuckoo clock that we have
suddenly seen at the traffic. Actually,
was it a cuckoo clock or was it us who
had seen it like that, | don’t know. But
we've seen it. I'm sure.

We were talking about places.

The unseen, but actually existing
places.

Like the inside of our mouths...

Then, Ayca Sen remembered the
cuckoo clock at her grandmother’s
home.

If there's a bird always going out from
itin every hour, there must be a huge
place behind it.

Who knows, what else can be in this
holeg

Who knows, what else may this hole
include?g

The grandmother’'s home must have
shifted whoever remembering it to
another time zone.

What | was thinking was that the
inside of the cuckoo clock could be a
good subject.

With regards to places, she is sure that the unseen holes are
always a good subject.

Right at that moment, we recover from our ideas seeing a
cuckoo clock, tied with strings to the van passing us.

Returning from places we have been to,

To the present.

The cuckoo clock is right in front of us.

I guess, all exhibitions have a starting point.

The moment the cuckoo clock tagged us along is the starting
point of this exhibition.

For this exhibition, Ayca made a lot of sketches on her
notebooks.

She drew the inside of the cuckoo clock.

Drew the door; the back of the hole where the bird comes out...
The mechanism of the cuckoo clock...

She drew behind the curtains.

As she drew, she remembered... the times she had counted what
cuckoo clock had counted...

Maybe Badalaris had come out of this this clock.

Remembering how she had counted certain times...

We already know Ayca Sen as a narrator.

Sometimes, she narrates at a radio programme.

Sometimes through her novels...

Sometimes at newspaper columns...

Now she is a narrator with her paintings.

She attemps to narrate through her paintings.

What she narrates are absolutely not sections of a chronological
story...

On the contrary, these are pile of images that dismantle the
chronos and uncounted at canny and corners, where the
memory hides itself from the chronos; images deprived of time.
No doubt that they are expansionist from the moment they
emerge.

This expansionist world of imagination on paper is like a page of
a diary ... Indeed, it is about what she remembers, about
everything pertaining to herself.

Lots of heads, maybe little animals; a language we cannot call
angry; a patient but excessive language tending to throw up.
Consequences of a loyal remembering process that does not
allow abstraction and is away from sarcasm...

Too orderly to be a scribble, too open in order to avoid
appealing to humor, but quite obsessive, knitted by imagines...
A locking up position carrying attributes to what Andre Brefon
calls automatic psychic painting; self-closure, without caring for
the audience...

Both human beings and animals, and also plants attached to
each other, coming out of each other; always a stylized
figuration as if kneaded or formed by hand.

Swinging between a certain surrealism and a certain realism,
going from one edge to the other; who knows maybe wishing fo
be the pendulum of a cuckoo clock.

Taste of an absurd dramatisation.

Highly calligraphic ability of movement.

Due to great surprises...

An army of images looking for definite answers for inner
contradictions.

A fluency winking at popular culture rather than at historical
origin; and an intimacy that does not fight with, that is peaceful
with this fluency.

This is a first exhibition.

It's apparent that Sen’s multidisciplinary narrating will be a free
breath to contemporary art world, whose members are familiar
fo each other.

However, we cannot avoid seeing that this narration has a
potential to produce words belonging to an absolutely intimate,
feminist dictionary.

Narrator stands at a hybrid place between narrating and
fransmitting.

For the time being, this state of hybridity is quite precious.

It already creates a huge wave of excitement to observe where it
will jump over time. Time will show whether Ayca Sen’s narrator or
fransmitter side will overcome.

That’s why Badalaris heralds an independent language.

What we should do now is to enjoy this calligraphic humor, and to
watch, without any prejudice and with care, the paintings of the
artist, who has been a narrator till now with her sound and lines
from very different categories. We should try to discover their
connection points with the inner and outer face of the artist...

Aysegil S6nmez, Nisan, 2014, Fenerbahge.
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'. 65 x 50 cm. Indian ink on paper. 2014

“*Portre’’. 65 x 50 cm. Kagit Uzerine ¢ini mUrekkebi. 2014
"*Portrait’

.70 x 100 cm. Kagit Uzerine kuru boya. 2011
""The Witch''. 70 x 100 cm. Dry paint on paper. 2011
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"*Kadin ve Erkek''. 70 x 100 cm. Kagit Uzerine ¢ini mUrekkebi. 2014 "COpUNU Doken Kadin''. 134 x 90 cm. Kagit Uzerine gini murekkebi. 2014
""Woman and Man’’. 70 x 100 cm. Indian ink on paper. 2014 ""Woman Pouring Her Rubbish'’. 134 x 90 cm. Indian ink on paper. 2014



“Terzi''. 255 x 150 cm. Kagit Uzerine akrilik kalem. 2014 “lsimsiz’’. 65 x 50 cm. Kagit Uzerine cini mirekkebi. 2014
“Tailor''. 255 x 150 cm. Acrylic pen on paper. 2014 ““Untitled’’. 65 x 50 cm. Indian ink on paper. 2014



“Sarmal’’. 135 x 88 cm. Kagit Uzerine ¢ini mUrekkebi. 2014 ““Agac’’. 147 x 191 cm. Kagit Uzerine kuru boya, kalem. 2013
“Scroll’’. 135 x 88 cm. Indian ink on paper. 2014 ""The Tree''. 147 x 191 cm. Dry paint on paper. 2013



““‘Hamile'". 70 x 10 cm. Kagit Uzerine cini mUrekkebi. 2014 “‘Her Yer 1/1"". 145x90 cm. Kagit Uzerine cini mUrekkebi. 2014
“Pregnant’’. 70 x 10 cm. Indian ink on paper. 2014 ““Every Where 1/1"". 145x90 cm. Indian ink on paper. 2014
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"“TesadUf'’. 255 x 150 cm. Kagit Uzerine akrilik kalem. 2013
""Coincidence’’. 255 x 150 cm. Acrylic pen on paper. 2013




AYCA SEN
14 Temmuz 1972 yiinda dogdu.

Cocuklugundan itibaren radyo ¢cocuk korosunda muizik ve annesinin vitray atdlyesinde desen ve resim ile ilgilendi.

1991 yiinda Mimar Sinan Un. GUzel Sanatlar Fakiltesi’nde Seramik bélimine ve ayni yil istanbul Universitesi Devlet

Konservatuvarinda Yar Zamanl San BSIOmUne girdi.

Ozel radyolann hayata girmesiyle Universite editimini yanm birakip calisma hayatina atildi ancak resim yapmayi hic

birakmadi.
1993 yiindan itibaren radyolarda yaptidr programlarla bUyUk bir dinleyici kitlesi edindli.

Cesitli gazetelerde kdse yazarlid yapt, U¢ tane roman yazdi. Bir dénem yaptidi Astronot albUmU cercevesinde bir dizi

konser verdi. Albim kapagina cizimler yapti, bazi cizgi dergilerinde kisa ¢izgi hikayeleri yayimlandi.

2010 yilindan itibaren evini atélye haline getirerek kendini resme verdi.

Badalaris, sanatginin ilk solo sergisidir.

AYCA SEN
Born in 14th July 1972.

She had interested in music in radio children chorus and painting in her mother’s stained-glass studio since her childhood.

In 1991, she had attended to Mimar Sinan Fine Arts University in the department of Ceramic, at the same time she
entered to Istanbul University State Conservatory, department of Singing as part time.

She left her university education with the private radios’ activation in life, she entered the work-life but never quit painting.
From 1993, with her programmes on the radio, she had got huge audience.

She wrote columns in various newspapers, wrote three novels, some cartoon stories had been relaesed on some cartoon

magazines.

From 2010, she had turned her home into a painting studio and gave herself to painting.

Badalaris is the first solo exhibition of the artist.
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a | Mim Kemal Oke Cad.
Erenler Apt. No:12 D:2
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