S

=k
A

|
o
AN
o
S

19.09

e O




“Kelebegin Olimii Karanlikta Gélge Aramak”

Ali Kotan’la Kelebedin Olimda Uzerine Séylesi
Sair Faris Kuseyri

FARIS KUSEYRI : “Kelebek” ¢ok islenmis bir tema. Fakat “Kelebegin Oliimii”nde
sizin soyutlamayla yalin gerceklik arasinda salinan resimlerinizde sasirtict bir
tazelik var. Kelebek 6liime yazgihidir elbette. Biz de dyleyiz. Insan yagammin
sicramali ¢izgisiyle kelebegin yazgisi arasinda bir paralellik var m1?

ALI KOTAN : “Kelebegin Oliimii” bir resmin adi, biten bir projenin igerisinde yer
alan gdziimii tistiinden ayiramadigim bir ¢aligma. Pandemi donemine rastgelen
projeye ve devamindaki serginin olusmasina 1sik oldu.

Oliim, katisiksiz ve korkung bir yazgi. Insan, 6liimiin bir giin kendisi hatirlaya-

cagin bilir. Erteleyebilecegini hayal eder bu yazgiy1l. Umut da hazirda bekler hep.

Kelebegin 6liimii, sadeligin, dzetlenmis olanin giizellikle bulugsmasi gibi... Yasa-
yarak, iireyerek yaria kalma eyleminin de bir parcgasi aslinda bu 6lim.

Insanin yok etmeye yatkin evrensel tutumu, unutulmama kaygistyla birlesince ben
sizin kurdugunuz paralellige slipheyle yaklagsma egilimi gosteriyorum. Kelebek
bir alev topu, can igre bir ates, parlayip soniiyor. Insan bunu degistirmek istiyor.
Alaz1 sonsuz hi¢ degilse belirgin kilmak pesinde. Ama sonu¢ degismiyor. Ve
kelebegin de insanin da dairesi basladig1 yere doniiyor.

F.K. : Salgin giinlerinin dehsetini animsayarak 6liim ve iyilesme haberleriyle, en
yakinimiza sokulan hastaligm yikicihigryla “Kelebegin Oliimii” segkisi arasinda
bir iliski kurmadan edemiyor insan. Albert Camus Veba’da “Cikis1 olmayan bir
durumda oldugumuzun ve ‘uzlagsma’, ‘lituf’, ‘istisna’ gibi sozciiklerin artik bir
anlam1 kalmadiginin farkina varmamiz igin birgok giin gegmesi gerekti.” diyor.
Siz bu 6liim-dirim diyalektigine nasil bakiyorsunuz? Oliim, kelebegin metamorfo-
zunda son nokta degil mi yoksa?

A K. : Hakkiniz var. Yasadigimiz siireg; yalnizligin, tiilkenmisligin, kacip durdugu-
muz o yazginin canimiza kadar sokuldugunu hissettiriyor. Belki i¢ten ice bunun bir
son olmadigini biliyoruz. Ve ¢aresizligimizi kaba ve acimasizca siisliiyoruz.
Gergekten de “uzlagma”, “lituf” ve “istisna”y1 kavramamiz zaman aldi. Ama
pandemi hi¢ olmazsa bunlar1 hatirlamamizi saglayarak getirdigi biiyiik yikimin
yanina bir mezarlik ¢icegi koyuyor.

“Kelebegin Oliimii” bir doniisiim benim i¢in de. Siiphesiz 6liim ve dirimin bu
kadar yakin olmasi. Neredeyse i¢ igeligi biiyiileyici. Kelebegin 6liimi, tekrarlanan
bir maglubiyetin agiga ¢ikmasi sanki. Sanat gibi...

F.K. : “Kelebegin Oliimii” seckisinde yer alan resimlerdeki tedirginlik hissinin
kaynagini nerede aramaliy1z? Bu tedirginlik gecici tehlikelere ve umudun esikte

bekleyisine mi isaret ediyor?

A K. : Tedirginlik yeni olmayan, zaman zaman saklanan ve beslenen bir kimlik
bende.

Umudu biylittiigimiiz kadar tehlikeyi de selamladik. Yasanmis ve yasanmakta
olan karanlik ve ac1 siireclerin yani hayatimin, hayatlarimizin resmimde kendine
yer bulmasi kaginilmaz.

Bu tedirginlik sanatimin degismez bir pargast ve beklenen, olumsuz sonuglarinin
aksine benim savas¢i yanimi diri tutuyor.

“Kelebegin Oliimii” segkisi, tehlike ve umudun yan yana salindig1, sessizlesen
ylizeylerde kirgin figiirlerin boy gosterdigi bir biitiin. O figiirlerin renksiz ve silik
hayatlarina acilan bir pencere.

F.K. : Renk ile hayat arasinda bir geciskenlik oldugu, birini anlamak i¢in yola
cikmanin bizi 6tekinin kiyisina siiriikledigi bir gercek. Seckinizde rengin gittikce
yalinlagmasi, figiirlin anbean soniiklesmesi ve nihayet renk ile temanin biitiin-
lesmesi dikkat ¢ekiyor. “Az” renkle “cok™ hayat anlatilabilir mi?

A K. : Yapitin olugsmasi ve soziinii sdylemesi gerekir. Ben her isime bu s6zii hatir-
layarak baslamak istiyorum.

Hayatin renkli gériinmesinin aldatict bir yan1 oldugu kadar rengin hayati ¢ekici
kilan bir biiyiisii de var. Az elemanla ortaya konmus, yogun, 6zellikle de renkli-
ligin gz oksayiciligindan uzak yapitlar bunlar. Az renkle ¢cok hayat anlatilabilir.
Coklu hayatlarin saglamasint da ben ancak kendi hayatimda yapabilirim. Benim
hayatim -hepimizin hayati gibi- pek ¢ok hayati barindiriyor. Sessiz ve insan
sikistiran ylizeyleri boyamak, bu gecisken hayatlar i¢in tek anlatim yolum. Dahast
bu is, kendimi gergeklestirip tamamlamanin da tek yolu.

F.K. : “Kelebegin Oliimii” sizin hayat ve sanat maceranizda hangi duraga isaret
ediyor? Bir birikimin berraklagsmasi olarak mi1 gérmeli yoksa bir atilimin hazirligi
olarak m1?

A K. : “Kelebegin Oliimii” bir sergi ismi degil... Bir siiredir gecenin koyulasan
karanliginda siren seslerinin izini siirerken kendimi kelebegin karsisinda buldum,
bunun anlamli olduguna beni gece ve kelebek ikna etti.

Bu secki karanlikta gdlge aramak bence. Benim maceramda hangi duraga isaret
ettigini zaman gostersin isterim. Simdilik ona kargasa, ¢iglik ve hiiziin sireni
olarak bakmakla yetiniyorum.



Artik Cok Ge¢ Now Too Late, 2018
Tuval iizerine yagh boya Oil on canvas
100 x 100 cm




Ask Soguktur Love is Cold, 2018
Tuval iizerine yagl boya Oil on canvas
150 x 400 cm (diptik diptych)




“Death of the Butterfly Searching for Shadow in the Dark”

Interview with Ali Kotan on Death of the Butterfly

The Poet Faris Kuseyri

FARIS KUSEYRI: “Butterfly” is a very commonly dealt theme. However, in “Death
of the Butterfly”, there is a surprising freshness in your paintings that hover
between abstraction and simple reality. Butterfly is destined to die of course. So are
we... Is there a parallel between the skimming line of human life and the destiny of
butterfly?

ALI KOTAN : Death of the Butterfly is the name of a painting, which is included in
a completed project and I cannot take my eyes off of. It shed light on the project
which coincided with the pandemic period and the creation of the following exhibi-
tion.

Death is a pure and terrifying destiny. Everyone knows that death will remember
him/her some day. People hope that they can postpone this fate. Hope is also always
ready there.

“Death of the Butterfly” is like the meeting of simplicity, the epitomized with
beauty... This death is also actually a part of the act of continuing one s bloodline
through life and breeding.

When the universal attitude of human, which is tend to destroy, is combined with the
concern of not being forgotten, I tend to have a skeptical approach to the parallel-
ism you mentioned. Butterfly is a fireball, heart is an inner fire, it glows and fades
away. Humans intend to change this. They try to make the flame eternal, or visible
at least. However, the result is the same and the circles of both the butterfly and the
human return to the starting point.

F.K. : By recalling the fear of epidemic days, one cannot help but establish a
relationship between the destructiveness of the disease, which comes closer with the
news of death and recovery, and the selection of “Death of the Butterfly”. “It took
us many days to realize that we were in a situation without exit and words like
‘reconciliation’, ‘grace’, ‘exception’ had no meaning anymore.” says Albert Camus
in The Plague. How do you see this dialectic of life and death? Is death not the last
point in the metamorphosis of the butterfly?

AK. : You are right. This period we have been experiencing feels like solitude,
exhaustion, that destiny we keep trying to avoid got closer to our soul. Possibly we
know inside that this is not the end and we adorn our despair roughly and mercilessly.
It really took us a while to apprehend ‘reconciliation’, ‘grace’ and ‘exception’.
However, the pandemic puts a cemetery flower next to the great destruction it
causes, by making us remember those subjects at least.

“Death of the Butterfly” is also a metamorphosis for me. Without a doubt, it is fasci-
nating that life and death is so close that they are almost interwoven. Death of the
Butterfly is almost like the revelation of a repeating defeat.

F.K. : Where should we look for the source of the feeling of unease in the paintings

that are included in the selection of “Death of the Butterfly”? Does this unease
indicate the temporary dangers and the hope waiting at the threshold?

A K. : Unease is an identity for me, which is not new, but sometimes hides and is
fed.

We greeted danger as much as we raised hope. It is inevitable that, the dark and
painful periods that were and are being experienced, that is, my life and our lives,
find a place for themselves in my paintings.

This unease is a permanent part of my art and contrary to the expected negative
consequences, it keeps my warrior side alive.

The selection of “Death of the Butterfly” is a whole in which danger and hope
hover side by side and hurt figures appear on surfaces that have become quiet. It
is a window into the colorless and pale lives of those figures.

F.K. : It is a fact that there is a transitivity between color and life and departing to
understand one drags us to the edge of the other. In your selection, the gradual
simplification of color, figure'’s becoming paler with every moment and finally the
integration of color and the theme are striking. Is it possible to define “more” life
with “less” color?

A K. : The artwork needs to come out and say what it wants to say. [ want to start
every work of mine by remembering this.

As much as life’s colorful appearance has a deceiving aspect, color also has the
magic of showing life attractive. These are profound artworks which are created
with few elements and especially far from easy on the eye colorfulness. More of
life can be defined with less color. I can only crosscheck the multiple lives, through
my own life. My life — just like everyone's life — includes many lives. Coloring the
quiet surfaces, which suppress the person, is the only way for me to define these
transitive lives. Moreover, this work is also the only way for me to realize and
complete myself.

F.K. : Which station does “Death of the Butterfly” indicate in your life and art
adventure? Should we see it as the clarification of knowledge or the preparation
of a breakthrough?

A K. : “Death of the Butterfly” is not an exhibition title... While [ was tracing the
sound of sirens in the deepening darkness of the night for a while, I found myself
face to face with the butterfly. The night and the butterfly convinced me that this

has a meaning.

In my opinion, this selection is searching for shadow in the dark. I would like that,

time shows which station it indicates in my adventure. I confine myself to see it as

the siren of chaos, scream and sadness for the moment.



Gece Desenleri Night Drawings,2019
Kagit tizerine yagli boya Oil on paper
70 x 100 cm
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Bu lyilik!.. Bu Iyimserlik!.. That Goodness!.. That Optimism!.., 2018
Kagit tizerine yagli boya Oil on paper
150 x 200 cm



Gece Ziyaretgileri Night Visitors,2017
Tuval iizerine yagh boya Oil on canvas
130 x 235 cm




Isimsiz Untitled, 2020
Tuval tizerine yagl boya Oil on canvas
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