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Taskafa: Yamuk Bir Goziin Dustindiirdiikleri

Rivayete gore bir kusun 6ldirilistne tanik olup da Kabil,
bir tasla ezip basini Habil’in, dldirmeyi ve ilk sug aletini
miras birakmisti insana da sonra ayni Kabil; topragin
orten, gizleyen inayetini de yine bir kustan, kargadan,
6grendik de bize bu iki varlik arasinda gezinen uygarligi
emanet etmisti: Tas ve toprak...

Sanat biraz tas ve toprak hikayesidir. Felsefe de,
mitoloji de ve buna giriste ufak bir alinti ile degindigimiz
teolojik anlatilari da... Geriye dénlp baktigimizda
tastan ve topraktan gegmeyen bir dislince kivrimi
yok gibidir. Platon, tas gibi kati ve degismez unsurlar
idealara benzetir. Tasl, fiziksel diinyada degisime direnci
ve Kkaliciigl temsil edici idealarin gdlgesi olarak goérur.
Aristo’ya géreyse tas ve toprak dort temel elementten
olup fizik ve metafizikte temel bir maddenin dogasidr.
Heidegger ise Sanat Eserinin Kdkeni adli eserinde,
“yeryuizii” (Erde) kavramini tag ve toprakla iligkilendirir.
Yerylizli, insanin (Uzerinde durdugu, calistg ve
varolusunu sekillendirdigi bir zemin olarak disinalur.
Tas, yerylzinun bir temsilcisi olarak sanat eserlerinde
hem malzeme hem de insanin diinya ile kurdugu iligkinin
bir ifadesidir.

Raziye Kubat Taskafa sergisinde bu disince
kivrimlarinin rettigi bazi semptomlari, dokundugu ve
cagirdigi imgeler ile tartismaya agiyor. Dislncenin
ve anlatinin her yanina sizmis bu suskun varolanlarla
yeniden bir diyalogun imkanina sahip Kubat, o&teki
dunyalarin igcinden bagka bir aklin, baska bir ruhun
varligina odaklaniyor. Tasl dinlemeden, topraga
yaslanmadan gidilecek bir yolun arizali hallerini
gOsteriyor. Toprakla ve tasla bir araya gelen bu ¢ogul
elementlere bakildiginda akla Slavoj Zizek’in dnemli bir
kavrami akla geliyor: Yamuk Bakmak. Zizek, Lacan’in
“gergek’ kavramindan ilhamla ézne ile diinya arasinda
asla kapanamayacak bir bosluk, birbiriyle drtismeyen
bir yamukluk hali oldugunu ifade ediyordu. Bu yamukluk
Oznenin(insanin) dinya Gzerindeki kavrayisini her
zaman eksik birakacagdi anlamina gelecekti. Kubat bu
bosluk ve eksiklige yerleserek tasta, toprakta, bitkide
ve hayvanda tariflenen eksikligi insan 6zneye dogru
cevirir. insanin bitiin séylemlerdeki egemen, hakim
Ust kimliginde bir gedik oldugunu, bu diger varolanlarin
kendisine kapali olmasindan, insanin bu kavrayistan
uzak olusunu dusundurtiyor. Yamuk bakmak, bir
dustnceyi kritik etmekten ¢ok, bir dislncenin
cercevesini kritik eder. Kubat, tasin sessiz ve cansiz
dinyasini asagi goren bakisi kritik etmek yerine sesli
ve canl diinyanin sinirlarina dikkat ceker.

Onimiizde uzanan taglar birer kurban kafasi mi?
Caresiz, dilsiz bir evrenin semptomu mu yoksa bagka
turld bir bilgeligin gdsterenleri mi? Raziye Kubat, hayvan
ve bitki de dahil, bu muammali ve puslu bir diinyanin
ayirdindadir. insanin disanisi, aksine, onun igin bir eksik
degil bir fazlasidir. Taslar konusur, toprak bilge davranir,
aga¢ soru sorar hayvan o&gretir... Eksik olan daima
daha fazladir. Bu bir kudret, bir ruh teorisi anlamina

gelmektedir Kubat plastiginde. Bir samanik mudahale
ayni zamanda.

Bahse konu edilen topragin, tasin ve hayvanin diline
aracilk etme veya ona teslim olma gibi bir amaci
yoktur. Yarenlik ettidi veya ruhunu yasladidi taslar bizzat
kendisiyle konusan taslardir. TesadUfler, benzerlikler
sonucu bulunmus degillerdir, aksine, Taslar’la Kubat
birbirlerini aramis, ¢agirmis ve bulusmuslardir. Bunlar
herhangi taslar olmayip kendini sanatciya 6zellikle
gosteren, diyaloga cagiran tekilliklerdir. Tasin insana
kapall dinyasi ya da Heidegger'e gdre “dinyadan
yoksun varliklar” kendini Kubat’in dlinyasina agmaya
bagliyor. Kendisinin dogayla, tasla, toprakla, bitkiyle
ve hayvanla kurdugu iliski daha kisisel deneyimler ve
birikimler sonucudur nihayetinde.

Hasili bunlar siradan doda temsilleri degildir, Kubat’in
Oyle bir derdi de yoktur. Plastik ekolojik bir reflexin
konforundan c¢ikip tamamen Kisisellesmis bir eco
narration anlatisi olarak ele alinabilir belki. imgelerde
fiziki bir dogadan ¢ok kimyasallasmis bir doga algisindan
bahsetmek akla daha yatkindir. Sanatginin ruhsal varligi
ile doganin ruhsal varlidi birbirine karigmistir. Duruma bir
rastgelelik iliskisi veya doganin bilinmez yizinl aniden
gosterip kayboldugu bir ani parildama hali de denemez.
Bulyik sehirden sikilmis da kirsal hayata methiyeler
dizen bir kiigik burjuva romantizmine dayali imgelem
de denemez. Sézlesme daha eskiye dayanmaktadir.
Sanatcinin gocukluguna... orada baslamis bir iliski s6z
konusudur. Resimler yer yer bir gocugun cizgilerini ve
imgelerini zaten direkt elimize birakir: Basit, diz bir tepe,
birkag sirali agag, belirgin bir ay veya okuma yazmasi
henliz okul 6ncesi naif bir varig hatirlatan tarzda
sOzculklerin ters duz eslik ettidi basit resimler: Tarik nerde
simdi? Topraga ¢oplerle giziktirilmis belli belirsiz...

Perspektif, derinlik, tGglncu boyut bilgisi unutulmus
gorindmler: Gocuk iste...

Kubat'in kritik noktasi burada kendini gdstermeye
basgliyor: Gocuklugun nasil isledigi meselesi. Gocukluk
burada bir geriye donls, bir hatirlamanin travmatik
bicimi degil de bir ileriye sicrama, toplumsal sézlesmede
toplumun Ustlni ¢izme girisimi olarak iglemektedir.
Tam burada ancak bir ¢ocuk aklindan beklenecek
bir bakisin yani yamuk bakisin devreye girmesi. Yeni
bastan bir stzlesmeye oturmak. Yetiskinligin, ergin
aklin imgesel rejimini terk etme, bagka renkler, bagka
atmosferler yaratma hali. Toplumsal ingadan ¢ikip bir
eko samanik anlasmaya gec¢me... Askinlk iliskisine;
egemen, efendi pozisyonuna veda etme. Battaile’nin
deyimiyle dolaysizlia ve i¢kinlige gegcme arzusu. Farkini
koruyarak nesne 06zne iligkisine son verme cabasi.
Verili olani gecersizlestirme: Yeniden oturalim, tekrar
konusalim, bes yasimda terk ettigin yere geri déndiim!

Son tahlilde ne Kubat artik insandir ne de tas artik tastir
(Burada tastan kasit insan disi biitiin varliklardir). insan
doga arasindaki sinir kaldirma clireti. Bu sinir kalktiginda
yani insan denilen fenomene siipheyle bakildiginda doga
da supheli bir gériinime birinmeye baslar imgelerde.

insan gézii ve algisi kesintisiz inga halinde oldugundan
“Oteki” de yani doga da bu insaya gére imgesini, rengini
ve varolma bigimini dogalinda degistirecektir. Dolayisiyla
sanatgi burada elestirel bir dile de sarilmamakta, yerine
cocugun bakisini 6ne slirmektedir. Hangi yasimizda
en yakiniz hayvana ya da her cocuk bir saman olarak
dogar da denemez mi? Topraga ciziktirmek, taslarla
oynamak... Yani Kubat’in renkleri higbir sekilde klasik
doga temsillerine bu sebeple soyunmaz. Bagka bir doga
arayisl: ne aga¢ aga¢ ne hayvan hayvan ne tas tas:
hepsi toprak... olmaya...

Soyledigimiz gibi insan anlatisini baglatan bu iki varlik,
kriminal sahanin ilksel maddeleridir ayni zamanda ve
insan anlatisinda bu sebeple de ¢ok yer kaplamistir. Bazi
anlatilarda Adem’in haiz oldugu ilk bilginin tasin bilgisi
oldugu hatirlanirsa eger tag’in ayni zamanda ilk zihinsel
malzemelerden oldudu da dusindilebilir. Tagkafa sergisi
bu manada farkli bakiglara kapall bir ézne tarifi yerine
tasin bilgisine basvurma, insana kapall olan alemlerin
bilgisi Uzerine diisuinme egzersizi olarak kabul edilebilir.

Baglarken, Kubat'in tas ve toprak yolcugunda C.Gustav
Jung’un arketipsel baglam yaklagimini hatirlattiginin da
altini cizmek gerek. Jung’a gore tas ve toprak kolektif
bilingdisidaki temel arketipler olarak isler. Tas daha ¢ok
dayaniklihdi, ruhsal dengeyi, kaliciligi ve bireyin kendini
kesfetme sireclerini temsil ederken toprak anaerkil bir
sembol olarak (Gaia) yasamin kaynagi, dogurganlik ve
bireyin kdken baglantisini ve aidiyet hissine gétirir. Bu
sebeple tuvaller toprakla sivanir ¢linkli cogul bir varolma
bigimi ancak topragin alti ve Ustu ile mimkdindir.

M. Wenda Koyuncu

Stonehead: Reflections
of a Skewed Eye

Legend has it that that Cain, having witnessed
the killing of a bird, crushed Abel's head with
a stone and bequeathed killing and the first
instrument of crime to human beings; then the
same Cain learned about the earth’s covering
and concealing nature from a bird, a crow, leaving
civilization to hover between these two elements:
Stone and soil.

Art is somewhat a tale of stone and soil. So
are Philosophy, mythology, and theological
narratives, like the one hinted at with a small
quote in the introduction... Looking back,
there seems to be no twist of thought
that does not pass through stone and
soil. Plato likens solid and immutable
elements, like stone, to ideas. He sees
stone as the shadow of ideas representing

resistance to change and permanence in the
physical world. For Aristotle, stone and soil
are among the four basic elements forming
the fundamental substance in physics and
metaphysics. In The Origin of the Work of
Art, Heidegger associates the concept
of “earth” (Erde) with stone and soil. The
earth is conceived as the ground upon
which humans stand, work, and shape
their existence. Stone, as a representative
of the earth, serves both as material and as
an expression of humanity’s relationship with
the world in the work of art.

In her Stonehead exhibition, Raziye Kubat
brings into question some symptoms produced
by these twists of thought through the images
they touch and summon. Having the opportunity for
renewed dialogue with these silent beings permeating
thought and narrative, Kubat focuses on the presence
of another mind, another spirit from other worlds. She
reveals the flawed states of a path that ignores listening
to stone and relying on soil. When looking at these plural
elements gathered with soil and stone, an important
concept of Slavoj Zizek comes to mind: Looking
Awry. Inspired by Lacan’s concept of the “real”, Zizek
describes an irreparable gap, a misalignment between
the subject and the world. This misalignment signifies
that the subject’s (human’s) understanding of the world
will always remain incomplete. Kubat places herself in
this gap and void, turning the incompleteness defined
in stone, soil, plants, and animals toward the human
subject. She suggests that there is a flaw in humanity’s
dominant, superior identity in all discourses, stemming
from its alienation from these other beings. Looking
askew does not critique a thought itself but rather the
framework of that thought. Instead of criticizing the gaze
that looks down on the silent and lifeless world of stone,
Kubat draws attention to the boundaries of the audible
and living world.

Are the stones laid before us sacrificial heads? Are
they the symptoms of a helpless, voiceless universe, or
indicators of a different wisdom? Raziye Kubat is keenly
aware of this enigmatic and misty world, including
animals and plants. For her, the external is not a lack
but an abundance. Stones speak, the soil acts wisely,
the tree questions, and the animal teaches... What is
incomplete is always more. This signifies a power, a
theory of spirit in Kubat’s plastic language. It is also a
shamanic intervention.

The goal is neither to mediate the language of soil,
stone, and animals nor to submit to it. The stones
she befriends or leans her spirit upon are stones
that converse with her. They are not found through
coincidences or resemblances; rather, Kubat and the
stones have sought, called, and found each other. These
are not just any stones but singularities that reveal
themselves specifically to the artist, inviting dialogue.
The closed world of the stone, or as Heidegger puts it,
the “beings deprived of world,” begins to open itself to

Kubat’s world. Ultimately, her relationship with nature,
stone, soil, plants, and animals results from her personal
experiences and accumulations.

In conclusion, these are not ordinary representations
of nature, nor does Kubat have such a concern. This
can perhaps be regarded as a highly personalized eco-
narration, stepping away from the comfort of a plastic
ecological reflex. It seems more reasonable to talk
about a perception of nature that has been chemically
altered rather than a physical nature in the images. The
artist’s spiritual presence and the spiritual presence of
nature intertwine. This cannot be described as a random
relationship or a sudden sparkling moment where
nature’s unknown face is revealed and then disappears.
Nor can it be seen as the imagery of a petty bourgeois
romanticism praising rural life after growing weary of the
big city. The contract dates back further—to the artist’s
childhood...This is where the relationship began. The

Ultimately, neither Kubat is
human anymore, nor is the stone

just a stone (by “stone” here, all
non-human beings are meant). The
audacity to abolish the boundary
between humans and nature. When
this boundary is removed—when
the phenomenon called humanity
is viewed with suspicion—nature too

begins to take on a dubious appearance in the images.
Since the human eye and perception are in constant
construction, the “other,” that is, nature, will naturally
change its image, color, and mode of existence
according to this construction. Therefore, the artist does
not adopt a critical language here but instead highlights
the child’s perspective. At what age are we closest to
animals, or can’t it be said that every child is born a
shaman? Scribbling on the soil, playing with stones...
This is why Kubat’s colors never embody classical
nature representations. A quest for a different nature:
where neither tree is tree, nor animal is animal, nor stone
is stone—they are all soil...becoming...

As we said, these two beings, which start the human
narrative, are also the primal materials of the criminal field
and occupy a significant place in the human narrative
for this reason. In some narratives, it is remembered
that the first knowledge Adam possessed was the
knowledge of the stone, which also suggests that the
stone was one of the first mental materials. In this sense,
the Stonehead exhibition can be seen as an exercise
in contemplating the knowledge of realms closed to

paintings occasionally hand us directly the lines and
images of a child: simple, flat hills, a few lined-up trees,
a prominent moon, or rudimentary drawings reminiscent
of pre-school literacy—simple images accompanied
by words jumbled in a naive style: Where is Tarik now?
Faintly scrawled with trash on the soil...Perspectives,
depth, and knowledge of the third dimension seem
forgotten in the scenes: just like a child...

Here, Kubat’s critical point begins to emerge: the matter
of how childhood operates. Childhood here does not
act as a form of regression, a traumatic rememberance
but rather as a leap forward, an attempt to cross out
society in social contract. At this precise point, a
perspective expected only from a child—a skewed
view—comes into play. To renegotiate from scratch. To
abandon the imaginary regime of adulthood and mature
thought, creating other colors and atmospheres. To
step away from social construction and enter an eco-
shamanic agreement... To bid farewell to transcendence
and mastery. As Bataille puts it, the desire to move
into immediacy and immanence. Striving to end the
subject-object relationship while maintaining one’s
difference. Invalidate what is given: Let’s sit
down again, talk again, I've returned to
where you left me at five years old!

humanity, drawing on the wisdom of stone instead of a
narrowly defined subject.

In closing, it’s worth noting how Kubat’s journey
with stone and soil recalls C.G. Jung’s archetypal
context. According to Jung, stone and soil function as
fundamental archetypes in the collective unconscious.
Stone often symbolizes endurance, spiritual balance,
permanence, and the individual's self-discovery
processes, while soil, as a matriarchal symbol (Gaia),
represents the source of life, fertility, and the individual’s
connection to their origins and sense of belonging. This
is why the canvases are coated with soil—because a
plural mode of existence is only possible with the above
and below of soil.

M. Wenda Koyuncu

Translation / Lebriz Isvan

TASKAFA

zaman yolcusu

“Tas Kafa” isimli ilk ¢alismanin tarihi sanirrm 2000’li yillarin basindaydi. Tas ile kafamin hakiki
tanismasi; akan derenin kaygan taslarina epey yuksekten distigimde bes yasindaydim. Vicudum
bu bulusmanin sayisiz nisanelerini yillarca tasidi tasiyor. ilk hatiralarimda taslar éperdik, Uizerine
birakilan hediyeleri alirdik minik ellerimizle. Karatag, Zeyve ve daha bir¢cok taslar vardi kéytn, dualar
edilir, 6pllUr, adaklari olurdu. O ilksel taglarima referansla ve i¢ sikintisi gegsin gitsin diye sehirde
sokaklarda dolanirken notlar almaya bagladim.

Bagimsiz sanatg¢i olarak var olmak, ayni zamanda barinma problemini de beraberinde getirir (eger
aileden bir ev yoksa). idealize ettigim ve bu ugurda 6diin vermeden var olma hikayem artik tehdit
altindaydi. O vakit hem “tas kafa” hem de “zaman yolcusu” olarak yola devam etmeye karar verdim.
Son iki yilda, iki yaz iki gliz gecirdigim dogum topragim da telef olmustu depremden. Cocuklugumun
gectigi sehir de yoktu artik.

Daglarima déndiim uzun yillar sonra, orada son (ic yll lic defa yaz, iki defa da giiz gecirdim. ikinci yazda
ve glizde; tugla, kum, gimento, demir, tas, ¢ivi, sayisiz gesitte seyler tagidim ustaya, evimizi, atélyemi
yapsin diye. Ermeni ustanin yapti§i tas konagin yerine. ilk sarsintisini, koklerinin gevsemesini bizim
daglara kadar uzanan Erzincan depremi yapmis. Sonra kislk ev olmaya devam etmis bir middet.
Nihayetinde tamamen terkedilen konagin tasini, topragini, agaglarini ve hatta Gi¢ metresi ¢alinmisg, talan
edilmisti. Kepce eski bir Osmanli lirasi, iki at nali ¢ikardi, geriye onlar kalmisti.

ikinci yaz ve giizde; dogdugum, tepesinden diistigiim ev yikilmak tizere olan eve girdik. Talan edilen
evden kalan iki kapiyl soktik Sadik ile, o hizini alamadi iki pencere bir dolap kapagi da soktl, sallanan
evden Urkerek ¢iktik, elimde gdbmme dolabin minik porselen digmesiyle.

O gliz sabahi, kaya gediginin paralel yolu ¢agirmisti beni. Simdi cangil, yaban domuzlarinin yatagi olan
ama kirk yil énce Gzim baglan ve kayisi bahgelerinin yoluydu. Yola dogru yuvarlanmis ama yari yolda
kokli bir caliya takilmis tasti beni bekleyen. Bir hafta 6nce o bayirda dyle bir tas yoktu veya daha
tepelerdeydi ve ben gérememistim. Veya o saklanmisti. Yaparlar mi yaparlar, bazen aleni ortadayken
de gbéremezsiniz. Bu da onlarin sirri bence. Benim artik geciken gézlerim ve zihnim de etkendir belki
de. Kim bilir. Son seller ve depremler yerini degistirmis, agirhidi kumul bayirda derine inmisti. Goban
degnegimle ulastim ona, tam bir bulusmaydi, sirt cantama o devasa tas nasil sigmisti, atélyede onu
cikarirken fark etmistim. Gesme basinda dinlenirken o da gantada mutluydu. Daglar bana geri donis
hediyesini vermisti, insansiz fisiltiy1 tekrar Gflemisti kulagima. Sizilanm hafifledi. Artik gegicilikte,
kendiligindenlikte kapilar aralanmamisti, agiimisti.

Tas kafa, tas kafalar topladi daglarda, yollarda, bayir asagi, bayir yukar yerlerde. Bazen
bostanina indirilen su yolunda, ségutlerin altinda ve bazen de komsusunun tas duvarinin
dibine siginmis sekilde. Daha dogdrusu onlar sundu kendilerini, mana yoktu orada,
olmak vardi. Taslarin sesi, tinisi bir meta ses olabilirdi. Hertzini kendi ayarlayan,
aya, glinese, geceye, rlizgara, tim zamansizliklara...

Kutsal Havlan dagina ¢iktigimda, zaman yolcusunun evirildigini fark ettim.
Artik donus zamanim gelmisti, memleketim Istanbul ¢agiriyordu.

Raziye Kubat / 5 Aralik / 2023 / istanbul

STONEHEAD

time traveller

My first work called stonehead was in the early
2000s. The very first meeting of my head with stone:
| fell, onto the slippery stones in the flowng river from

quite high, when | was five years old. My body has
carried countless marks of that encounter for years,
and still does.

In my earliest memories, we would kiss stones. With our
tiny hands we would pick up the gifts left on them. Our village
had Karatas the black stone, Zeyve the dervish cell stone, and

many more stones. Prayers and wishes would be said to the
stones. On the stones, kisses would be planted and offerings placed.
With reference to my primal stones and so that my ennui might go
away, | started taking notes while wandering the streets of the city.

Existing as an independent artist also brings with it the problem of
housing (if there is no house from the family). My idealised story of

existence, for the sake of which i would not make any concessions,
was now under threat. Then | decided to continue on my way both as a
“stonehead” and a "time traveler”.My soil where | spent two summers and
two autumns of the last two years was ruined by the earthquake. The city of my
childhood was no more.

Returning to my mountains after long years, | spent three summers there the last
three years, and two autumns. Through the second summer and autumn | carried
bricks, sand, cement, iron, stones, nails, various other objects to the builder to build our
house and my workshop. In the place of the stone mansion once built by an Armenian artisan.
That house was first shaken, its roots loosened, by the Erzincan earthquake that extended as
far as our mountains. Then she kept going as a winter house for a while. The mansion was
ultimately completely abandoned and plundered of its stone, its earth, wood, and even three
meters of its space. A shovel pulled out what’s left- an old Ottoman lira, two horseshoes.

In the second summer and autumn we entered the house | was born, whose roof | fell from. She

was about to collapse. We dismantled the two remaining doors from the looted house with Sadik. He
couldn’t help also dismantling two windows and a cupboard door. We left the shaking house scared, one
tiny porcelain button of the inset cupboard in my hand.

On that fall morning, the parallel road of the rock crevice had called me. Now junglelike, shelter to wild boars,
the path used to lead to vineyards and apricot orchards forty years ago. A stone, having rolled towards the
path but gotten stuck midway in an old bush, was waiting for me. There was no such stone on that hill a week
ago, or it was higher up and | hadn’t seen. Or it was hiding. They could, couldn’t they, sometimes you can’t
see them when they are right there out in the open. | think that’s a secret they possess. Maybe my eyes and
mind, which are lagging behind, are also a factor. Who knows. The recent recent floods and earthquakes had
the stone displaced, its weight in the deep of the dune slope. | reached it with my shepherd’s stick. That was
an absolute contact, a hug. Back in my workshop, getting the stone out, | wondered how that enormous thing
fit into my rucksack. | stopped by the tap for a rest and the stone was happy in the bag. The mountains had
given me a coming back present, once again blowing that otherworldly whisper into my ear. My aches eased.
Now in transience, in naturalness, doors were not ajar but open.

The stonehead found stoneheads on the mountains, on the paths, in places down the slope, in places up the
slope. Sometimes in the waterway that goes down to the vegetable garden, under the willows, and sometimes
sheltering by the neighbour’s wall. To be more exact, the stones presented themselves. there was no meaning
there, just being. The sound of the stones, the timbre of them, could have been a meta-sound. Adjusting its
own hertz, to the moon, the sun, to the night, to the wind, to all timelinesses...

When | went up the holy Havlan Mountain, | saw that the time traveller had been transformed. It was my time
to return now, Istanbul my terra was calling.

Raziye Kubat / December 5 / 2023 / Istanbul

Translation / Elif Kéksal
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