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Guinseli Baki is combining the symbols of her torn up body with the equivalent images
and forms in nature to break the alienation created by social and cultural stimuli on
woman’s body since their childhood. The photographer, who sees a photograph as a
mirror that a person splits itself into pieces, tries to make us remember to break and
transform the common codes. Self-portraits and texts of other ten artists also
accompany to the exhibition. The self-portraits and texts of the artists aim to draw
attention to the uniformity of women's problems, while referring to the cultural
dimension of the female body becoming a spectacle, a watchful and therefore
controlled object, emphasizing the importance of women's unity against all kinds of
competition imposed by the system.

Other artists that take part at the exhibition: Dilara Kizildag, Giilnaz Bingdl, Hale Giizin
Kizilaslan, Meryem Giildiirdak, Nesrin Ermis, Nurgiil Oz, Serra Akcan, Sinem Parlak,
Sezgi Abali, Sehlem Kagar.



Giinseli Baki "Git Ustiine Bir Sey Giy!" sergisinde, kadinlarin cocukluktan itibaren
toplumsal ve kiltirel olarak alimladi§i uyanlann kendi bedeni iizerinde yarattigi
yabanalagmayr kirmak icin bedenini parcalayarak Grettigi imgeleri, dogadaki form ve
karsiliklani ile birlestiriyor. Fotografin kendisini de kisinin kendini paralara ayirdigji
birer ayna olarak gdren fotografgi, verili kodlan kirmak ve donistirmek icin
hatirlamamizi saglamaya calisiyor. Sergiye ayni zamanda on sanatginin oto portreleri
ve metinleri de eglik ediyor. Sanatgilarin otoportre ve metinleri, kadinlarnin yagadiklan
sorunlarin aynihgma dikkat cekme amacini tagirken, kadin bedeninin seyirlik,
gbzetlenen ve bu yiizden de denetlenen bir nesne haline gelmesinin kiiltiirel
boyutuna gdnderme yapiyor, sistemin dayattigi her tiirli rekabete karsi kadinlanin her
kosulda birlik olmasinin énemini vurguluyor.

Sergiye fotograf ve metinleri ile katkida bulunan diger sanatgilar: Dilara Kizildag,
Giilnaz Bingdl, Hale Giizin Kizilaslan, Meryem Giildiirdak, Nesrin Ermis, Nurgiil Oz,
Serra Akcan, Sinem Parlak, Sezgi Abali, Sehlem Kagar.



| was twelve years old when a relative warned me by pulling me aside when | was
going down to the beach with the t-shirt | was wearing. Why didn't | wear shorts?

As the object of pleasure of masculine gaze, the woman begins to be imprisoned in her
own body since their early childhood. Many behaviors that women do unwittingly, such
as trying to cover their breasts while bending down or feeling forced to button the third
button of their shirt etc. are based on the warnings that they begin to internalize from
their early childhood. Women are taught that they should be ashamed of their
sexuality, their pleasures, their fluids... In his book "The Way of Sight’, John Berger
mentions that woman's self-existence is split into two. A woman must continually
watch herself, always wandering around with her own image. Even when she walks in a
room or cries at her dead father's bedside, she inevitably sees herself walking or crying.
From earliest childhood she begins to see the observing and being observed
personalities within herself forming her as two separate elements but identifying her
as a woman. According to Luce Irigaray, the gaze and vision of the masculine subject
brings with it the suppression of the female body. The male gaze objectifies the female
body and fixes its meaning. Since women cannot integrate with their own body, they
live in a mirror where they watch themselves constantly.

"Put Something On!" is a voice about liberating every part of women’s own body that
they cannot integrate. ..



Bikinimin tizerine giydigim t-shirtle sahile inerken, bir akrabamiz beni kenara cekerek
uyardiginda on iki yasindaydim. Neden altima sort giymemistim?

Eril bakisin haz nesnesi olarak kadinin kendi bedenine hapsedilmeye baslamasi
cocukluk yillarindan baslar. Egilirken acaba gdgus catali gériiniir mi kaygisiyla elini
gdgstine gdtiirmesi, gdmleginin digiincti digmesini iliklemek zorunda hissetmesi gibi
farkinda olmadan yaptigi bir cok davranisin temelinde gocuk yaslarindan itibaren
icsellestirmeye basladi§i uyanlar yatar. Cinselliginden, hazlarindan, sivilarindan
utanmasi gerektigi ogretilir. John Berger, “Grme Bicimleri” kitabinda kadinlarnn 6z
varliklarinin ikiye béliindiigiinden bahseder. Kadin hi¢ durmadan kendisini seyretmek
zorundadir, her zaman kendi imgesiyle dolasir. Bir odada yiriirken ya da babasinin
oliisiiniin bagucunda aglarken bile ister istemez kendini yiirirken ya da aglarken
goriir. Boylece kadin icindeki gdzleyen ve gdzlenen kisilikleri, kadin olarak onun
kimligini olusturan ama birbirinden ayr iki 6ge olarak gormeye baglar. Luce Irigaray‘a
gore eril 6znenin bakigi ve gérmesi kadin bedeninin bastinimasini da beraberinde
getirir. Eril bakis kadin bedenini nesnelestirir, anlamini sabitlestirir. Kadin kendi
bedeniyle biitinlesemedigi icin kendini siirekli seyrettigi bir aynayla yasar.

"Git Ustiine Bir Sey Giy!" kadinin biitiinlesemedigi kendi bedeninin her parcasina
sahip ¢ikarak, kadin bedenini dzgiirlestirmek tizerine bir ses, paylagarak ¢ogalan sesler
bitiind...
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Hic kimsenin hikayesi ya da hepimizin hikayesi
Nobody’s story or everybody’s story

Yerlestirme; teksir kagidi Gizerine metin kolaji
Installation; text collage on manifold paper






REDDETME
Objection

HD Video: 01' 20"






YUZLESME

Confrontation
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Bu bdliime metin ve fotograflanyla katkida bulunan sanatgilar:
Artists that contribute this part of the project with their photographs and texts are:

Dilara Kizildag, Giilnaz Bingél, Hale Giizin Kizilaslan, Meryem Giildiirdak, Nesrin Ermis, Nurgiil Oz,
Serra Akcan, Sinem Parlak, Sezgi Abali, Sehlem Kagar



HATIRLAMA
Recall




During high school years | was told by the beautiful women of my family to attach a
clothes pin over my nose when I'm at home, so that my nose will have a good form and
look good. My grandmother, my mom and her sisters are pretty good looking women.
Besides, one of my aunts had participated in a beauty contest and recorded her beauty
with a prize. Under these circumstances, as the three daughters of our mother we were
not pretty looking as good as them since me and my sisters have our physical
characteristics from our father side. We were hairy, clumsy, | was fat, and the worst of all
my body was burnt, my nose was crooked. | wasn't beautiful enough for them since we
have the crooked and boned nose of our father instead of mother's turned up nose.
One day my mother met a friend of mine who is pretty beautiful girl and then sighed
deeply telling "Such a beauty... how would it be if that beautiful girl was my daughter."
During high school years since the clothes pin formula of my family's women didn't
worked out to save me from my crooked nose, my mother and aunt planned a nose job
project. Fortunately at that age my understanding of esthetics was that the nose has to
be an ugly organ. With a nose job or not, the nose is an ugly organ. Defending this
perception | was able to protect my nose against my family.



Ortaokul yillanmda bumum giizel olsun diye ailemin giizelligi dillere destan
kadinlaninin elime tutusturup kulagima fisildamasiyla, evde burnuma mandal
takardim. Burnum bu sayede daha derli toplu, daha sekilli olmaliydi. Anneannem,
annem ve kiz kardesleri, epey giizel kadinlardi. Aralarinda giizellik yansmasinda
dereceye girerek durumu tescilletmis bir teyze bile vardi. Bu ortamda annemin {i¢ kizi
olan biz, babama benzedigimiz bedensel 6zelliklerimizden dolayr hep cirkin bulunduk.
Killiydik, viicudumuz kabaydi, ben sismandim, en kotlsii de zaten viicudum yanik,
burnum egriydi. Annemin hokka burnu yerine babamin kemikli yamuk burnunu
tasidigimiz icin ailede bana bakan gdzlerde hep bir kabullenmeyis vardi. Bir giin giizel
bir kiz arkadasimla tanisan annem, gayri ihtiyari, ici gide gide "ayy ne giizel kiz, keske
benim kizim olsaydi" demisti. Bu ortamda, ortaokul yillanmda burnum yamuk olacak
korkusuyla teyakkuza gecen ailemin kadinlarinin mandal formiili ise yaramayinca
teyzem ve annemin burun estetii projesi giindeme oturdu. Neyse ki estetik anlayisim
o yaslanmda da burun denilen uzvun total olarak cirkin kalmaya yazgili bir uzuv
oldugunu hissediyordu. Estetik ameliyath olsa da olmasa da burun, cirkindi. Bu algiya
tutunarak aileme karst burnumu koruyabildim.

DILARA KIZILDAG






Fotograf / Photo:
DILARA KIZILDAG



“Come down from there, girls do not climb high..."

Do not climb high cuz you're a grown up now, do not climb up because you are going
to get attention, do not climb up because your private parts can be seen, do not climb
up because you should not take risks, do not climb up because you should stay within
the borders, do not climb up because high places belong to other people... | remember
my sadness when my father stopped taking me out for walking on his shoulders.
Somewhat later | continued to hear the same sentence from him that ‘girls do not
climb high" after | started to walk on the top of the walls, hang around on the top of
stairs, stroll on my high areas. | could not understand the reason of this and he was not
telling me either. Now | know. | know how domination which was set over my child
body has shaped woman body and sexuality indeed.. How public areas are
genderized.. How children are educated within the places...



“In oradan asad, kizlar yiikseklere cikmaz..."

Yikseklere ¢tkma clnki artik bayddan, yiikseklere ¢ikma ¢iinkii dikkat
cekersin, ytikseklere ¢tkma ¢linkii mahrem yerlerin gériinir, yiikseklere ¢ikma ciinki
risk almamalisin, ytikseklere ¢ikma ciinkii sokaklar senin icin degil, yiikseklere ¢ikma
clinki sinirlarda kalmalisin, yiikseklere ¢ikma glinkii yiksekler bagkalarina ait... Babam
beni omuzlarinda gezdirmeyi biraktigi zaman yasadigim {ziintiyd animsiyorum.
Neden sonra duvarlarin istiinde yiiriimeye, merdivenlerin tepesinde gezinmeye,
kendi yiiksek alanlanmda dolanmaya basladigimda ondan ayni ciimleyi duymaya
devam ettim "kizlar yiikseklere ¢ikmaz". Nedenini anlayamazdim, sdylemezdi. Simdi
biliyorum. Cocuk bedenim Gzerinde kurulan tahakkiimiin aslinda kadin bedeni ve
cinselligi tzerindeki tahakkiimi nasil sekillendirdigini...Kamusal alanlanin nasil
toplumsal cinsiyetlendirildigini.. Cocuklarin mekanlarla nasil egitildigini...

NURGUL 07



Fotograf / Photo:
NURGUL 0z






Tack...

I'm forty one years old now. Day by day | began to see better the traces of my mother. |
am shaken by the presence of a woman who recreates herself in my body and | look
into my daughter's eyes today with more curiosity. The first image that my mother gave
me, from whom | learned to be a woman, was the fabrics she tacked with needles that
she tightened between her lips. At the age of two and a half | pinched those needles
between my lips, and then when my mom noticed it | was scared enough to swallow
one. Now | can speak with feminity restrained in my body and soul. | release the
needles | hold on my lips tightly. I'm ripping off each and every mother’s quote that is
pinned, | remove the pieces that do not fit into the sewing, which | cannot fit in and
cause to be removed. I'm more naked and less patched now.



Teyel...

Artik kirk bir yagindayim. Giin gegtikce annemin bende biraktigi izleri daha iyi gdrmeye
bagladim. Bedenimde kendini yeniden yaratan bir kadinin varligi ile sarsiliyor ve
kizimin gézlerinin i¢ine buglin daha bir merakla bakiyorum. Kadin olmayi 6grendigim
annemin bana ilk verdigi imaj dudaginin arasinda siki sikiya tutusturdugu ignelerle
teyelledigi kumaglardi. Daha iki buguk yasinda o igneleri dudaklanmin arasina
stkistirmis ve sonra annem farkedince bir tanesini yutacak kadar korkmugtum. Simdi
viicudumda ve ruhumda teyellenmis kadinlik ile konusabiliyorum. Dudaklanmda siki
siki tuttugum igneleri bir bir serbest birakiyorum. ignelenmis her bir anne séziinii ,
dikisi tutmayan, icine sigamayip sokiilmesine neden oldugum parcalar sokiip
atiyorum. Artik daha ciplak ve daha yamasizim.

HALE GUZIN KIZILASLAN
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HALE GUZIN KIZILASLAN




In the summer my grandmother's house was like a shelter. The instability of the
habitation due to our relocation every two years turned into a peaceful shelter in my
grandmother's house in Ankara Etlik, which was the only settled place then. I always
thought that every thing the adults said was true, and the rules of my grandmother,
which is a single parent model, had to be followed. Warnings like "You're not a child
anymore! " was no longer making sense, | was constantly told to protect myself. One
day | was playing outside with my friend, it was raining and we changed clothes at our
neighbor's house, they gave me my friend's clothes to change my wet clothes. When |
got home, my grandmother panicked when she saw that my clothes were different and
she started questioning me. Who dressed these clothes, did she have her father in the
house, did anything happened to me. And the most important of all, was | lying? The
interrogation lasted for days, and if | was lying, | was delirious at night, and | would tell
my grandmother all the facts. I've been delirious for a long time after this. There were
cracks in that peaceful haven, and those safe walls began to collapse.



Yazlari anneannemin evi bir siginak gibiydi. iki yilda bir yer degistirmemiz nedeniyle
evlerin sabitsizligi, tek sabit mekan olan anneannemin Ankara Etlik'teki evinde huzur
veren bir si§inaga déniiyordu. Biiylklerin her dediginin hep  gercek oldugunu
diistiniiyordum, tek ebeveyn modeli olan anneannemin kurallarina da kuskusuz
uyulmaliydi. "Artik cocuk degilsin!” uyanlar her ne kadar anlamsiz gelse de siirekli
kendimi korumam gerektigi sdyleniyordu. Bir glin arkadasimla diganda oynuyorduk,
yagmur yagmisti ve komsumuzun evinde Ustlimiizii degistirmistik, 1slanan
kiyafetlerimi - degistirmem icin bana arkadagimin kiyafetlerini vermislerdi. Eve
geldigimde anneannem kiyafetlerimin farkli oldugunu gériince oldukga panikledi ve
beni sorguya ¢ekmeye basladi. Kim giydirmisti bu kiyafetleri, evde babasi var miydi,
bana bir sey olmus muydu. Ve en dnemlisi yalan séyliiyor muydum. Sorgu giinlerce
stirdii, yalan soyliiyorsam gece sayiklarmigim ve tiim gercekleri anneanneme
anlatirmigim. Bu olaydan sonra uzunca bir siire sayikladim. O huzur veren siginakta
catlaklar olustu ve o giivenli duvarlar yikilmaya basladi.

SEHLEM KACAR



Fotograf / Photo:
SEHLEM KACAR







Plunging into dark waters

During my childhood, dreaming, exploring, learning, going to new places were
providing curiosity, fun and joy. This feeling went on deep inside of me... My high
school and university years went on with my struggle for having a life outside the
family. However, during these years | had hot combat with the too-good mother.*
Because myself and my two sisters were always given these wamings: "Don’t go out;
there are bad people out there!”, “Don't do anything that will embarrass us!”, “Don't
stand up to the elders!”, "Don't go far!”, “It's dangerous out there!". While my psychic
archaeology was built with stones, | bumped into stones! At those times | started to feel
that | was at the edge of my liberation adventure from protective inner mother but |
understood this better when | was at my forties. In my adolescence | bumped into
stones, my lips split, my eyes swelled, | had lots of pain, I cried too much... During this
deep conflict, | came face to face many times with the "too-good" mother*. Today, from
my current perspective, | can put her in my mind museum. | accepted that | must allow
the one ("too good mother” who must die) to die. The kind protector of me must fade
in my life and must leave me alone. All of these was the struggle | made. These were
my experiences while my scars and pains made me look at my inside, giving me force
and joy to plunge into dark waters and dark forest...

*from the book Women Who Run with the Wolves: Myths and Stories of the Wild
Woman Archetype. Chapter: “The First Task: Allowing the Too-Good Mother to Die” /
Page 90.



Karanlik sulara dalmaya dair

Cocuklukta hayal, kesif, 6grenme, bagka yerlere gitme; merak, eglence ve haz veren
seylerdi. Bu icimde hep stirdi... Lise ve iiniversitedeki ergenlik yillanm disariya ; aile
disi hayata agilma cabasiyla devam etti. Ama bu yillarda “fazla iyi anneyle™* sicak
catismaya girdim. Ciinki birlikte biyidugimiz iki kiz kardesim ile bana sirekli su
uyanlar yapihrdi: ~ "Disan gkmayin; iyiye catarsin, kétilye catarsin!’/Bize laf
getirmeyin!”, “Biiyiiklere karsi gelmeyin!’, “Cok uzaklasmaym!’, “Disansi tehlikeli!".
Psisik arkeolojim bu taglarla oriiliiyken, taglarla toslastik! Koruyucu icsel anneden
ozgirlesme maceramin esiginde olduumu o zaman sezgisel olarak farketmeye
baslasam da 40'li yaglarimda bunu daha da iyi anladim. Ergenligimde taglara tosladim,
dudagim patladi, giiziim sisti, kanadi, agladim, cok yerim acidi...Bu derin catismada
"fazla iyi anneyle"* ilk kez cok aci bir bicimde yiz yiize geldik. Simdi buradan
baktigimda psisik arkeolojim tozlu toprakli kalintilarini temizlerken, onu giin yiiziine,
zihinsel miizeme somut olarak yerlestirebiliyorum. O aciyi, acilan bile bile kosa kosa
yasayayim demedim, yasadim. Ergenligin sarsici ormaninda dlmesi gerekenin ("fazla
iyi anne"nin beni, kizlara bigilen cinsiyetgi, sicak yuvada tutmaya calisan annenin)
olmesine izin vermem gerektigini anladim. Nazik koruyucu hayatimda giderek
siliklesmeli, yavas yavas kiiciilerek yeni bir anlayisla kendi kendime kalabilmem icin
beni yalniz birakmaliydi. Bitiin bunlar verdigim miicadeleydi. Yaralanm biiyiimeme,
kendi kendime bakabilmeme, karanlik sulara, karanlik ormana dalma giicii ve zevki
kazanirken yasadiklarimd...

*Kurtlarla kosan kadinlar Vahsi Kadin Arketipine Dair Mit ve Oykiiler kitabindan 1.0dev:
Fazla iyi annenin 6lmesine izin vermek / Sayfa 90

MERYEM GULDURDAK
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Rain or shine, keep on walking...

The summers of my childhood and youth passed in the town Cinarcik. Games played at
the streets, time spent nearby the sea, friends... As far as possible, | used to declare my
freedom by fleeing from the crowd of the big city. There were of course some limits. If |
were playing around, | had to show myself to my parents every two hours. If | were out
at night, I should have been home at 10 a.m. at the latest. When taking a walk with my
friends, our left border was docks right border was the port. One more point: |
shouldn't have passed in front of the coffee house which was between the grocery and
home. | remember changing the pavement while walking in front of the coffee house.
This was the pressure of the society rather than my family. This was the pressure of not
being subject to the eyes of the men and the gossips... | became confused because
another memory coming from my childhood is that | should confront the looks of the
others rather than escaping from the looks...

At weekends, my mother used to take me and my sister to Beyoglu. She held our hands
tightly and we would step off the istiklal Street from Taksim Square to Galatasaray. | was
curiously looking at the passerby people, historical buildings like watching a movie. On
the other hand, | wished to finish our walk being disturbed from the eyes and words of
the men around. | thought that we shouldn't have been there. My mother looked like
not paying attention to these and told us her childhood's Beyoglu. Well-dressed men
and women, nice scents were not there anymore but cinemas and patisserie to which
she went firstly with her father, then with her fiancée and now with us were still there.
Beyoglu was my mother's past, today and future. We should have resisted
disturbances, be there, keep walking...



Ne olursa olsun yiirimeye devam...

Cocuklugum ve ilk gencligimin yazlan Ciarcik'ta gecti. Sokakta oynanan oyunlar,
deniz kiyisinda gecirilen zaman, arkadaslar... Biyiik sehrin karmasasindan kagip,
0zgirligimi ilan ederdim olabildigince. Bazi sinirlandirmalar vardi tabii. Civarda
oyundaysam iki saatte bir evdekilere gdziikmem gerekirdi, aksam disardaysam en geg
saat 10'da evde olmaliydim. Arkadaglarla yiirliytis yapacaksak sol sininmiz iskele, sag
simmmiz limandi. Bir de bakkal ile ev arasinda duran kahvenin oniinden
ge¢memeliydim. Bakkala giderken ve eve donerken kaldinmi degistirip kahvenin en
uzak noktasindan ilerleyip, tekrar yolumun iizerinde olan kaldinma gectigimi
hatirliyorum.

Ailemden ziyade toplumun baskisiydi bu, tanidik bildik insanlardan olugan
cevremizde, erkekler bana bakmasin, laf ¢kmasin, dedikodu olmasin... Kafam kangirdi
clinkii cocukluguma dair baska bir anim, bakislardan kagmak yerine Gstiine gitmem
gerektigini kazimisti aklima...

Hafta sonlari annem beni ve kiz kardeslerimi yanina katip Beyoglu'na gétiiriirdii.
Ellerimizi siki siki tutar, Taksim Meydani'ndan Galatasaray'a Istiklal caddesini
adimlardik. Bir yanim istekli, geleni geceni, tarihi binalar, diikkanlar bir filmi seyreder
gibi merakli gdzlerle izlerken, diger yanim yanlarindan gectigimiz adamlarin tuhaf
bakislar ve laflarindan tedirgin annemin eline yapigmis, o giin gidecegimiz yere bir an
once varnp bu yolculugun bitmesini isterdi. Orada olmamamiz gerektigini
diisiinirdiim. Annem etrafa alding etmiyor gibi gorindr, bize cocuklugunun
Beyoglu'nu anlatirdi. Bahsettigi sik giyimli kadinlar ve adamlar, parfiim kokular yoktu
artik fakat dnce babasiyla sonra nisanlisiyla ve artik bizimle gittigi sinemalar ve pastane
duruyordu hala. Beyoglu onun dini, buglinii ve bizimle beraber gelecegiydi. Ne
olursa olsun tiim tacizlere karsi durmali, orada olmali ve yiirimeye devam etmeliydik...

SERRA AKCAN
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| suppose | was about 12 or 13. We were going for a family visit to a larger, more
glittering city than the one we lived. A trip which houses, trees, the sky and the clouds
were flowing freely, the view changing constantly. A trip which takes 12 hours with fits
and starts to arrive, not fast in an hour. Probably that's why | still remember it with all its
clarity. My hair is the wind, my body is the kite. We arrive, longingly embrace and
settle. We sit down to long, crowded, cantabile tables. Being at my hearth and home is
like to lay on the meadows in a lush forest. We make a plan to go out a few days later.
First a magnificent meal and then we will go to the largest funfair in the city. | must get
ready right away. My slippers are as glittering as the funfair and my new dress, sawn by
my grandmother. Not a hasty decision but a choice decided on days ago. Probably
that's why | still remember it with all its clarity. We are at the door, about to step out.
"You will not come with those whore slippers, will you?" he says. | stop. | do not
understand. | have to look at his face in order to understand. | am not able to. The
hallway narrows. The threshold disappears. Being at my hearth and home is like to lay
on the meadows in a lush forest. My hair is the wind, my body is the kite. | crash. | get
lost in hundreds of pine needles.



12-13 yaslanm civan saninm. Yagadigimiz sehirden daha biiyik, daha igiltili bir sehre
akraba ziyaretine gidiyoruz. Evlerin, agaclarin, gokytiziiniin ve bulutlanin su gibi aktig,
manzaranin sirekli degistigi bir yolculuk. Gidilecek yere bir saatte hizlica degil, on iki
saatte dura kalka vanlan bir yolculuk. Ondan herhalde, bugin hala her ani tim
netligiyle aklimda. Saclanm riizgar, bedenim ugurtma. Vanyoruz, dzlemle kucaklasip,
yerlesiyoruz. Uzun, kalabalik, sarkili sofralara oturuyoruz. Yemyesil bir ormanda,
yumusacik cayirlara serilmek gibi bir sey aile kucaginda olmak. Birkag giin sonra gece
disan ckma plani yapiyoruz. Once harika bir yemek, ardindan sehrin en biiyiik
lunaparkina gidecegiz. Hemen hazirlanmaya baslamaliyim. Anneannemin diktigi yeni
elbisem ve lunapark kadar, bu biyiik sehir kadar 1giltili terliklerim. Hizlica verilen bir
karar degil, giinler éncesinden planlanmig bir secim. Ondan herhalde, bugiin hala her
ani tim netligiyle aklimda. Kapidayiz, ¢kmak tizereyiz. "0 kétii kadin terlikleriyle
gitmeyeceksin herhalde" diyor. Duruyorum. Anlayamiyorum. Anlayabilmek icin yiiziine
bakmam gerekiyor. Yapamiyorum. Hol daraliyor. Esik kayboluyor. Yemyesil bir
ormanda, yumusacik cayirlara serilmek gibi bir sey aile kucaginda olmak. Saglanm
riizgar, bedenim ugurtma. Cakiliyorum. Yiizlerce cam ignesinin icinde kayboluyorum.
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' had been critized for body/physical appearance since my childhood years by many
people around me. For many years | was grown up and took shape, was shaped with
advise and pressure like ‘Girls should not be fat!’, 'You should eat less!, 'Boys do not
like the girls who are not delicate, thin and polite!, "You should lose weight!". | needed
to change my body, | was going to be 'thin, delicate and beautiful’ by making strict
diets and by losing weight. Due to these obsessed thoughts | got lost on the way
between myself and my body and [ lost my inner voice. This took my many years. Now
as I'm standing here | do fill the gap grown for many years between myself and my
body and | do accept my unique, special and big body.



Cocukluk yillanmdan itibaren bedenim iizerinden elestirildim. Yillarca siren ‘Kizlar
sisman olmaz!’, 'Az yemek yemelisin!, ‘Narin, zayif ve kibar olmayan kizlar erkekler
begenmez!’, ‘Kilo vermen gerekli!" nasihatleri ve baskilar ile biytdim ve oyle
sekillendim, sekillendirildim. Bedenimi degistirmem gerekliydi, daha ¢ok diyet yapip
kilo vererek 'zayif, kibar ve giizel' olacaktim. Bu saplantili diistinceler yiiziinden kendim
ile bedenim arasindaki yolda kayboldum ve i¢ sesimi kaybettim. Bu ¢ok uzun yillarimi
aldi. Simdi ise kendim ile bedenim arasinda yillardir biiyimis olan bu boslugu
dolduruyor ve biricik, dzel ve iri olan bedenimi kabul ediyorum.

NESRIN ERMIS
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| cannot remember exactly but | suppose | was 12 years old. We had a detached house,
a three-storied family building, we still stay at the same house. My grandparents used
to live at garden floor. They used to go to village during spring and come back from
there before winter. It was spring and we were playing with my cousins in the garden
as usual. Suddenly my grandmother came and “Look my girl, your armpits are seen. It's
a shame, the armpits of the girls should not be seen, it is better if you wear a half sleeve
cloth...” said by smiling. | was very surprised to hear something like this which | had
never heard before and nobody had interfered my clothes either before. | immediately
run to the grocery store of my parents. | remember that | was telling them what my
grandmother told me by crying. "Do not get upset my girl, she is old. She had been
taught in this way also, we will speak with her, said my parents. | had never heard
something about my clothes from my grandmother again. But | had seen that she was
interfering my cousins in the same way too. My childhood memories are weak but I've
never forgotten this dialog that | had with my grandmother who got married when she
was 12 years old and became mother at her child age.



Tam olarak hatirlamiyorum ama saninm 12 yaslarnindaydim. Mstakil bir evimiz vardi,
lic kath bahceli aile apartmani, hala ayni evde oturuyoruz. Nenemler bahce katinda
oturuyorlardi. Baharda kdye gider, kisa girerken geri gelirlerdi. Bahar mevsimiydi ve
her zamanki gibi bahgede kuzenlerimle birlikte oyun oynuyorduk. Birden nenem
yanima geldi ve giilimseyerek "Kizim bak koltuk altlanin goriiniiyor. Ayip, kizlarin
koltuk altr goriinmemeli, yarim kollu bir sey giyinsen..."" dedi.. O kadar sagirmigtim ki
simdiye kadar boyle bir sey duymamis, kiyafetime daha 6once hi¢ miidahale
edilmemisti. Hemen annem ve babamin birlikte iglettikleri bakkala kostum. Onlara
nenemin bana soylediklerini aglayarak anlatuigimi hatirliyorum. Babam  "Uziilme
kizim o yagl, ona da dyle 6gretmigler, ben konusurum” demisti. Nenemden daha
sonralan kiyafetimle ilgili herhangi bir sey duymadim.  Ama yaninda kalan
kuzenlerime de ayni sekilde miidahale ettigini gérdiim. Sonralarn bu durum degisti,
lakin uzun stire miicadele etmek zorunda kaldilar. Cocukluguma dair anilarim silik ama
12 yasinda evlenip, cocuk yasta anne olan nenemle yasadi§im bu diyalog beni cok
etkiledigi icin aklimdan ¢ikmadi.

SINEM PARLAK
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I had a boy friend when | was 18 years old. | was madly in love with him. He was in love
with me too. He was romantic and careful. A young handsome boy who was coming to
take me from my work and carrying my heavy backpack. Then he started to act
domineering attitudes on the sly. A young girl who is at the marriage age should not
have boy friends, they can not go to house late, woman belongs to the house and only
task of woman is to have and raise child. Hearing his words which | was not hearing
from my parents started to annoy me. His words were sounding absurd but | was 18
years old and so in love with him that my reactions were insufficient. Once | went to our
date with a mini short on me. He walked all day by sulking beside me. That day |
understood that this love could not keep on. After a few months, | broke up while | was
still in love with him. What | wear and where | go, only concerns me. | could not have
let anyone to intervene my life...



18 yagindayken bir sevgilim vardi. Deli gibi agigim. O da bana. Sevgilim romantik ve
ilgili. Beni is ¢ikislannda gelip alan, agir sirt cantami tagiyan yakisikli bir delikanli.
Sonra ¢aktirmadan baskici tavirlar sergilemeye baslad. Evlilik yagindaki genc bir kizin
erkek arkadaslan olamazmig, eve ge¢ gidemezlermis, kadinin yeri eviymis ve ¢ocuk
dogurup onlara bakmakmis tek gorevi. Anne ve babamdan duymadigim bu sdzleri
ondan duymak canimi sikmaya baslamisti. Soyledikleri sagma geliyordu fakat 18
yasindayken ve o kadar agikken tepkilerim yetersiz kaliyordu. Bir bulusmamiza kisa bir
sort giyerek gitmistim. Biitiin giin yanimda surat asarak yiiriidd. O giin bu agkin daha
fazla siirmeyecegini anlamistim. Birkag ay sonra, cok asikken ayrildim ondan. Giydigim,
stirdiigiim, gezdigim beni ilgilendirir. Bir bagkasinin buna asla midahale etmesine
izin veremezdim...

GULNAZ BINGOL
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