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Simdilik

Gregor Samsa bir sabah uyandiginda kendini tuval olarak buluverir.
Sirt ya da yUz Ustl, iskelet ve kaslarinin Uzerine davul gibi geril-
mis, -disarinin acrtici kayitsizigina bakilirsa- yine kendi duyargalari
tarafindan islenmeyi, kendi tarafindan dillenmeyi bekleyen bir tu-
val oluverir. Trajedinin baslangicinda belki de bedeninden sihhat
fiskiran bir (fiziksel ve ayni zamanda tirnak igindeki) ‘baba’nin ve/
veya (tinsel ve ayni zamanda tirnaklarini bileyen) yasa’nin oglu ol-
mak yatar. ‘Baba’nin tun¢ gdvdesiyle karsilastiginda déntsmek
disinda bir sey gelmez evlatlarin elinden. Gider sanata siginirlar.

Peki Kafka’nin zamaninda, 20. ylzyilin baslarinda sanat eseri ne
yapar? Ne yapacak, zaptediimez bir coskuyla nesneyi ydceltir.
(Kant'iyla, Hegel’iyle, Nietzsche’siyle) devasa bir Aiman idealizmi ci-
vileme daldig felsefenin karanlik sularindan avu¢ avug trajedi cikar-
maya koyulur. Schelling’e goére “trajedinin 6zU, dznedeki 6zgurlik
ile zorunluluk arasindaki gergek ve nesnel catismadir’; ne galibi ne
de maglubu olan bir catismadir bu, dnemli olan ¢atismanin kendisi-
dir. Ozne dzgirlesmek ister, hakikati (D6ndisiim’d) talep eder. Talih
kérdirl Ozne de kér oldugunda gérmeye baslar. Mademki insan
olmak, “tekinsiz sularda dolanmak”, yurtlara/kanonlara/atalara ters
dismek ve yasay! ihlal etmek istemistir, bu hadsizin payina yerytzu
sUrguinu olmak dismustur.

Genc sanatgi Onur Mansiz, ’baba’nin hemen her cografyada,
farkll siddetlerde 6rtbas etmek istedigi beden’i isaret ederek ¢ik-
mistir yola. isabetli, kiskirtici, cliretkér, hatta zekice bir segimdir bu.
Mansiz -yine dogru bir secimle- Trajedi adini verdigi sergisinde be-
denle tekinsiz bir iliskiye gegerek en gencinden, muthis bir sinav
vermektedir ve anlagilan o ki ileriki gtinlerde de vermeye devam
edecekti. Onun yaptidl, dinya tin’lesmeye, ayaklar Uzerinde
dikelmeye baslayall koca bir ayjp muamelesi gdren bedenin ne
menem bir sey olmadigini ve nelere kadir olabilecegini gdérmek,
bedenle birlikte kendi sanatsal olanaklarini, sinirlarini da tanimaktir.
Bedene dair kadim (!) fantezileri anlamaya calismak, bedenle ol-
dugu kadar ona dair algilarla da bir nevi kavgaya tutusmaktir.
Mansiz, bedene indirdigi her darbede, her mUdahalesinde du-
daklarini kaygiyla sikan, gozlerini kisan bir sanatcidir, belki de diger
bedenlerde kendi bedenini buldugu igin, simdilik. Bizatihi darbele-
rin, bedenin kendisi kadar tekin olmadiklarinin pekéla farkindadrr.
Adlarin taleplerine saygi gosterir de dnce Before’dan baglarsak; Be-
fore’da havaya dikiimis flze benzeri ¢ikintilariyla savasa hazir diin-
yanin bir karikatUriine dontismus guirze benzer deniz mayini gégsun
tam ortasina duser. Bir baskasi ¢ikip da “Dismek mi?” diye sora-
bilir, “Esasinda gégse tirmanmiyor mu o mayin? Gégus dedigimiz
sey zaten, s’yi atar atmaz bir kenara, bedenin gégu degil midir?
Gurzin/mayinin asaglya dogru uzanan gergin zincirine baksana!”

Sanat eseri sanat eseriyse, bizi kendi basimiza rahat birakir, kes-
kin yorumlara hapsetmez, merakimizi iste bdyle Mansiz’in resimleri
gibi celp eder, hatta mazur gordr, yorumlarmizin gesitliligi, bollugu
karsisinda sasakalir. Before’daki model de bu gercegi ¢ok iyi bilir
gibidir. Bakiglarini bizim sorgulayici bakislarimizdan ve Uzerine Is-
rarla dusUrdigumuz sorgu i1sigindan uzaklara kagirir, simdilik, elini
bir agn saplanmis gibi karnina géturar. Ancak tam da bu noktada
Before’a geri donmek Uzere diger resimlere hizla bakmak, mesela
Demons Inside’daki modelin/kurgunun bizim okumalarnimiza karsi
gelistirdigi kiistahliga varan meydan okuyucu ve oyucu tavri aklin bir

kenarina not diismek gerekir. Mansiz’in resimlerini diger resimleriyle
bir arada okursak, onlarin ayni zamanda koca bir butdnun (fikrin)
parcgalari oldugunu unutmazsak, Before’a geri donebilir ve oradaki
kusursuz, narin bedenin, maruz kaldigi siddete boyun egmeye hic
de niyeti olmadigini, bedenine yaraya benzer gdlgeler disirmeye
calisan o keskin ve parlak sorgu isigina karsi zincirinden yakala-
mak Uzere acik elini glirze/mayina uzattigini séyleyebiliriz... Madem-
ki bedenine dusurtimustr, o artik ters tepen bir silahtir, 0 mayin
bundan bodyle bedenin bir organidir. Simdiilik.

Bizimle g6z gdze gelmekten kacinmaz modeller, kacindiklarinda da
gdlgelerini alabildigine koyultarak devreye sokarlar, elbette simdi-
lik. Sorguya cekilen bedenlerin nasil sorgular hale geldiklerinin en
huzursuz edici 6rnegi False Lunacy’deki (sa§ omzundan kiskivrak
yakalayan elin, gblgenin ve ta en gerideki kapalli gbzlerin arasindan
kendine yol bulup fiskiran) bakistir. Beden, hele de en gencinden,
en gururlusunan beden mademki giderek artan, cogalan bir sug-
tur, o zaman ellerine, gévdelerine, sirtlarina yeni zamanlarin yeni
sabika kunyelerini tutusturulup sabika fotograflar da gekilmelidir.
(Unutmayalim, bitin bu yorumlar bagka yorumlarca iptal edilene
kadardrr, bizim Mansiz’in resimlerine bakisimiz ister istemez hep
simdilik'tir.)

Bedeni kurcalayan ilk sanatci degildir Onur Mansiz, son sanatcl
da olmayacaktrr. Bizi ona ¢eken sey, modelleriyle oldugu kadar
arayislanyla da “geng” olmasi, dahasi bizi/bakisimizi da kigkirtip,
genc kilmasidir. Biz izleyiciligimizin hakkini onun eserlerine bakarken
veririz, onun c¢agrisina kayitsiz kalmayiz, yaraticiigimiz tutar, oku-
madan okumaya atlariz, onun modellerini yaslandirirz, burusukluk-
larina takilip kaliriz, onlari tirlt sekillerde soyundurup giydiririz, mo-
dellere tuhaf sa¢ modelleri, agir makyajlar yakistiririz, bedenimizin
dilsizligine kulak veririz, resimleriyle gbz géze geliriz, bedenlerin bir
surt gozu oldugunu dusunuriz, hasill Mansiz’'in kendi Trajedi’sine
dogru yola ciktigl yerde biz de kendimizinkine cikabiliriz. Sonra
“Kaderin ve sanatin cilvesi,” diye dustnuriz gulumseyerek, “o ka-
dar askiya alma girisimine bana misin demeyen, simdi bir galerinin
duvarlarinda askiya alinmig, bize diklenen bir beden.” 21. ylzyilin
paslarinda, tam da su anda, simdilik.

Hakikatin pesindeki trajedi kahramaninin kaderi, mahvi ve felaketi
tatmak, kor olmaktir, demistik. Critchley devreye girer ve malumu
ilan eder: Trajik kahramanlik paradigmasinin sorunu, Ortik sahi-
cilik iddias! ydzunden yeterince trajik olmamasi, mizahin ise sahi-
cilik imkanini sdrekli 6nledigi icin trajediden daha trajik olmasidir.
Hi¢ kuskunuz olmasin bizi agrisiyla kiskivrak yakalayan kahraman
gdzden kaybolur kaybolmaz baska bir agrya (weltschmerz) kanat
acacakti, biz omuzlar dismus, yagl bakislar gen¢ resimlerin-
in yarattigi huzursuzlukla bas etmeye calisaduralm, geng Mansiz
gencligini yapacak, muhtemelen bedenine agrilar girene kadar kah-
kahalar atacaktir, simdiiik.

Niyazi Zorlu



For The Time Being

One morning Gregor Samsa awoke to find himself as a canvas. His
back to us, or facedown - stretched over his skeleton and mus-
cles akin to the taut skin of a drum - if one were to look at outside
world’s agonizing indifference - again processed by his own sensors —
a canvas that waits to finds his own tongue. At the beginning of the tra-
gedy, what lies behind is perhaps the wish to be the son of a father from
whom health gushes from his body (both physically and in quotations),
and/or the son of the law (intangible and sharpening its nails at the
same time). Aside from the notion of transforming, when faced with the
bronze body of father, a child can do no more than to find shelter in art.

Very well, but what role was a work of art to play during Kafka's
time at the start of the 20th century? What is it to do, the object
transfigures into a non-restraining form of enthused glorification. By
diving feet foremost into the dark-murky waters of philosophy, the
gargantuan German idealism (namely, with Kant, with Hegel and
with Nietzsche) dredges up handfuls of tragedy from there. Accord-
ing to Schelling, ‘the very essence of tragedy lies between the real
conflict and obligations of objectivity and freedom’. This is a conflict
of neither victory nor defeat; the importance rests on the conflict it-
self. The subject defends its freedom, demanding reality (transforma-
tion). Fortune is blind! The subject only begins to see when blinded.
Now that being human has led ‘to wandering around eerie waters’,
contradicting the homeland/the canons/the ancestors and violat-
ing the law, thy that knows no measure can only fall to earth in exile.

Heading off on a path carving out his career, emerging artist Onur
Mansiz emphasises at varying degrees the intensity of the way in which
the father figure aims to conceal the body in almost every culture. Tar-
geted, provocative and daring, it is in fact a smart decision. Mansiz,
again making the right selection, in the exhibition he names Tra-
gedy, where he takes the body through an eerie relationship from
the youngest age sets an incredible test which looks set to continue
in the coming times. What he does, since learning to stand on his
own two feet, is silence the world and to see his body witness major
inglorious treatment is no outlandish thing but capable of doing things
that have been the test that defines his capacity, together with the body
recognising his own artistic possibilities, including his limits. To under-
stand ancient (!) fantasies regarding the body is to ignite an argument
about the body as well as the perceptions of the body that sparks just
as much interest. The artist (Mansiz), with every stroke he layers on to
the body, purses his lips with anxiety, squinting his eyes, perhaps see-
ing his own body in those before him now, for the time being. He is well
aware that the brush strokes are not as auspicious as the body itself. If
we respect the demands of the names, we should first start from Be-
fore. In the fictional land of Before where missile-like plants are bedded
into the air, where a war-ready mace-like sea mine takes on the guise of
one of the world’s caricatures and falls right into the heart of the chest.
One may come to ask, “'To fall? Does the sea mine not ascend to the
chest? And is it true, or is it not that we may refer to the body’s cavity, or
the empty space between us as the body’s upper atmosphere? Now,
if you will, look at the strained chain swaying below the mace/mine!’

If a work of art is a work of art, it would leave us alone with our
thoughts, not confined to poignant interpretations, so that our curiosity
summoned to works such as Mansiz’s, it would even excuse and be
left dumbfounded in the face of our varying interpretations and their
abundance. The model in the work Before seems as if he would really
understands this fact/notion. His look seems to hide away from our
judging eyes and the interrogative light that we insistently set upon,

just for now, almost as if a pain captivates the hand raising it to his
stomach. However, exactly at this point, before we turn back to Be-
fore, we take a glance at the other paintings. For example, upon
our studying of the model/fiction in Demons Inside, his challenging,
arrogant approach ensures that we do not forget easily this work.
Studying Mansiz’s works together along with his other paintings at the
same time, and not forgetting that they’re part of the bigger picture
(idea), we turn back to Before and realise that its perfect and delicate
body has no intention to expose violence submission. We could say
that the sharp and bright interrogative light intends to cast wound-
like-shadows onto the unsuspecting body with hands extended to the
chain of the sea mine. Dropped onto the body, the bomb now be-
comes a backfiring weapon it becomes an organ of the bodly, thereon.
For the time being.

Models don’t avoid making eye contact with us, and when they do they
abscond and set about taking the darkest tone of shade, needless to
say, for the time being. To understand how these interrogated bodies
turned into the interrogators, a look to False Lunacy is required, as
it is perhaps one of the most unnerving examples (seizing the right
shoulder with supple hand, the shadows trying to find herself/himself
through the closed eyes in the distance). The body, particularly the
youngest appears to be proudest and which makes us ask, if the more
they grow the more culpable they become, then new criminal identifiers
of the new times should be attached to their hands, their bodies and
backs and mug shots must be taken. (Let us not forget, all of these
interpretations made are only valid until another does as we do now,
our viewpoints of Mansiz's works are inevitably transient).

Onur Mansiz is not and will not be the last artist to take on the body. As
we are attracted by both his models and his pursuits being ‘young’, he
also provokes our glance, rendering us just as young. Whilst admiring
his works, we remunerate his art by not standing nonchalant at his
beckon, then our creativity emerges and we go through one reading
to another, we force age upon his models, obsess with their wrinkles,
undress them in many ways only to dress them again, embellish them
with strange hair cuts and heavy makeup, listen to our bodies’ muted
voice, make eye contact with the paintings imagining many eyes star-
ing back at us, in brief, finding ourselves at the place where Mansiz
set out towards his own Tragedy, we start heading towards our own.
Then we smile thinking that it is ‘the wonder of fate and of art’ despite
S0 many attempts to suspend it without effect, now it is hung on the
walls of a gallery, a challenging body standing erect before us,” at the
beginning of the 20th Century, right here right now, for the time being.

We did say that the hero of a tragedy in pursuit of the truth has the
inevitable fate to taste ruin and disaster, to be blind. Critchley engages
and states the obvious: ‘The problem with the paradigm of tragic hero-
ism is that it's not tragic enough due to its implicit claim to being legiti-
mate, and yet, humour constantly thwarting the possibility of legitimity
is more tragic than tragedy itself’. No doubt, the hero who manages
to collar us with his pain, as soon as he disappears from sight, opens
his wings up to some further pain (weltschmerz); while we stand with
our drooped shoulders and aged looks, trying to cope with discontent
created by the young painter, Onur Mansiz will live out his youth laugh-
ing out loud until undoubtedly pain enters his body, for the time being.

Niyazi Zorlu



Vanity Remains

2014

Tuval Uzerine yagli boya / Oil on canvas
175x120 cm






isimsiz / Untitled
2013

Tuval Uzerine yagli boya / Oil on canvas
125 x 180 cm

Ozel Koleksiyon / Private Collection






Demons Inside

2013

Tuval Uzerine yagli boya / Oil on canvas
170 x 125 ¢cm

Ozel Koleksiyon / Private Collection






Undertow

2014

Tuval Uzerine yagli boya / Oil on canvas
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False Lunacy

2014

Tuval Uzerine yagli boya / Oil on canvas
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Before

2014

Tuval Uzerine yagli boya / Oil on canvas
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isimsiz / Untitled
2014
Renkli dijital baski / Digital color print

25 adet numarall baski + 5 sanatgi baskisi / 25 numbered editions + 5 artist's proof
45 x 60 cm



