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“DALGALARIN KOPUGU” UZERINE
Emre ZEYTINOGLU

Sabrina Fresko bu sergisinde, ilk bakista denizi, dalgalarin kopugunu ve onlarin kendisi ile duygusal
ortakligini konu ediyor. Farkli boyutlarda, ama neredeyse hep ayni hareketleri igeren bigimleriyle
karsimiza ¢ikan heykeller, bize dalgalarin kivrimli ve birbirlerini tekrar eden gel-gitlerini animsatiyor. Bu
heykeller aslinda denizin dogrudan betimlenmesinden ok, sanatginin onu kiyidan seyrederken ya da
kendisini zaman zaman sulara birakip usulca ilerlerken, kapilip gittigi hayaller ve o hayallerin kendisinde
yarattigi duygularin gorintusidur.

Ote yandan sanatg, galeri mekanina yerlestirdigi bir ekran aracilii ile deniz duygusunu, o duygunun
kendi yasamini nasil etkiledigini, izleyiciye daha guglU hissettirmeyi amacliyor. O ekranda sanatginin
gozunden denizi goruyoruz; sanki onun iginde ilerliyoruz, yumusak kulaglar atiyoruz, bedenimize tuzlu
suyun serinligi degiyor. Bu ilerleyis sonsuza kadar surecek ve onumuze gok genis bir hayal dunyasi
serilecek. Artik gezindigimiz yerler birtakim topografyalar degildir; limanlar, plajlar, kentler, koyler,
ormanlar, bahgeler vb. de degildir. Bir hayal dUnyasina dogru, onun yersiz ve zamansiz derinligine
dogru kulag attikga, sokagin gindelik pratigini geride birakiyoruz ve bir sUre sonra da o pratigin bize
dayatudi gergekligi tUmuUyle unutuyoruz. Hayal diUnyasi her yanimizi kusatmistir, istesek de onun
hazzindan kurtulabilmemizin bir olanagi kalmamistir. Ve tam o sirada heykelleri yeniden dusunuyoruz.
Ayni, sanatginin sergiye dustugu su notta belirttigi gibi: “Hayal dinyamdan c¢ikan form, yine hayal
gucim tetikliyor; hep yapip durdugum sonsuzluk sekline daliveriyorum, denize daldigim, sonsuz kulag
hareketleriyle yizdugum gibi.”

Hayal dUnyasinin gekiciligine kapilmis bir kisi, kendisini o dUnyadan kolayca kurtaramaz. Uyanik haldeyken
algiladigimiz nesneler, hayaller basladiginda sinir gizgilerini ansizin yitirir, iglevlerini ve anlamlarini
degistirir. Olaylar da boyledir: Neden-sonug iliskileri orada da yonunden sapmis ve sasirtici zig-zaglar
ile gokyUzuUnde izler birakan, gegici-anlk durumlara donUsmustur. Boyle bir ortamda her gorinti goz
alicidir, kisi biyUlU ve haz verici bir sahneye davet edilir. iste engin bir suyun icinde yizmekteyizdir;
ilerledikge hayaller buyUmekte, nesneler birbirlerine karismakta, olaylar ise alisilmis mantigini terk
etmektedir. Zihnimiz, hayaller Ureten bir makine gibi galismakta ve denetlenememektedir. Kisacasi,
hazzin pesine dUsmusuzdur ve baska hicbir sey dUsUnmeksizin ve baska higbir sey hissetmeksizin
ilerlemekteyizdir. Dalgalar usulca yUzimuze degmeyi surdurmektedir.

Pekiyi, hazzina kapilip gittigimiz sey, bir hayal makinesinin Urettigi bazi ilging bigimler ya da bulanik
olaylar midir? Pek degil... O kapilip gittigimiz sahne, hayal kurma ortaminin kendisidir; denetimsizce
galisan o makinenin, yani kendi hayal kurma yetimizin hazzini tatmaktayizdir. Boylece daldigimiz deniz,
dupeduz kendi hayal gucumUzdur ki iste ekrandaki deniz goruntUsU aynen onun temsilidir. O denizde
ne kadar sure yuzebiliriz? Solugumuzun kesilecegi bir an olacak mi? Kiyiya varabilecek miyiz? Hayal
dUnyasini yaratan o denizin icinde, bu sorularin yanitlarini dusunmemiz olanaksiz hale gelmistir. Degil
mi ki Urettigimiz hayaller bizi icine almistir, o halde sanatginin galeriye yerlestirdigi o ekranin karsisinda,
bizim bu gibi sig sorulari dusunmemiz bile tuhaftir; bundan boyle higbir sey, bizi haz verici hayallerden,
ozellikle de hayal kurmanin hazzindan ayiramayacaktir.

Bir hayal ortami olarak bir denizin ortasindayiz ve ¢evremizde o denizin Urettigi bigimler yUzUyor:
Galeriyi boydan boya kaplamis dalgalari andiran kivrimlariyla, renkli heykeller... Sanki denize adanmig
bir ayin sirasinda yapilmis idolleri andiran, sahilden toplanmis taslarin bir araya getirilmesiyle
olusturulmus kiguk heykelciklerin gorUntuleri... Biz galeride bunlarin arasinda geziniyoruz, orada
kendi yolumuzu izliyoruz, yumusak kulaglar atiyoruz ve bedenimizde, ayni sanatcinin hissettigi gibi tuzlu
suyu hissediyoruz; dalgalarin kopugu yuzimUze vuruyor. Nasil ki zihnimiz, hayal kurmanin hazzindan
ayrilamamaktadir, o hazzin icinde Uretilmis bicimlerden, yani sanat yapitlarindan da ayrilamayacaktir.
Oyle ki bu heykelleri 6nine gegilmez bir istahla seyredip tiketecegiz; daha fazla haz arzu edecegiz



ON “FOAM OF THE WAVES”
Emre ZEYTINOGLU

The subject of this exhibition by Sabrina Fresko, seems to be at first sight the sea, the foam
of the waves and her emotional collaboration with them. Sculptures of varied sizes but with
almost identical form and movement, evocate the soft and repetitive tides of the waves.
These sculptures, rather than being direct depictions of the sea, are the visualizations the
artist has, of watching the sea from the shore; the dreams she has while slowly floating
in the sea and the emotions these dreams give her.

With a large screen projection, the artist aims to strongly impress on the viewer the feeling
of the sea, how that feeling affects her life. Through that screen we see the sea through
the eyes of the artist, almost swim softly forward and feel the fresh salty water on our skin.
This forward move will go on forever and will present us with a vast dream world. Now our
promenade is not in some topography, nor is it any harbor, beach, town, village, forest or
garden. As we swim towards a dream world and its timeless and dislocated depths, we leave
behind the daily chores of the street, soon to forget totally the realities it forces on us. The
dream world has engulfed us and it is no longer possible to escape its pleasures even if we
want to. Just at that instant we reconsider the sculptures. As the artist notes with regard
to the exhibition: “The form borne out of my imagination triggers my imagination in turn;
I dive into the infinity form that | always repeat just as | dive into the sea and swim with
repetitive strokes of my arms.”

Escaping from the dream world may not be easy for someone who is caught up in its field
of attraction. Objects apprehended while awake, suddenly lose their boundaries, functions
and meanings once dreams take over. The same logic applies to events: causal links are
derailed and turned into fleeting moments that leave unanticipated crisscrossing traces in
the sky. In such an environment all images are attractive, inviting the viewer to a magical
and pleasurable stage. Now we are swimming in a vast water; as we move forward, dreams
grow, objects morph into one another, and events lose their quotidian logics. Our mind
turns into an uncontrollable dream-weaving machine. In short, we are now in pursuit of
our pleasure, moving forward without thinking or feeling anything else. Waves are gently
touching our faces.

OK, then, that which we are caught up in its pleasure, is that a constellation of interesting
forms or ambiguous events that are produced by a dream machine? Not exactly. This
stage that enraptures us is precisely the very realm of dreaming. What we enjoy is our
own capacity to dream, the functioning of that uncontrollable machine. The sea that we
plunge into is our very own dreaming capacity—the image of the sea on the screen is a
representation of this. How long can we swim in this sea? Will we be left breathless at any
moment? Will we ever reach the shore? Within this sea that creates the dream world, it
has become impossible even to think about how to answer these questions. As the dreams
that we weave engulf us, it becomes more awkward to think about these shallow questions
standing in front of the screen that the artist installed in the gallery space; nothing can
separate us anymore from these pleasurable dreams, or better yet, from the pleasure of
dreaming. We are in the middle of the sea as a realm of dream and the objects that are
produced by that sea are floating all around us: Colorful sculptures that cover the gallery



ve aralarindan gegerken gozlerimizi, daha otede baska seyler bulmak igin agacagiz. Biraz ileride, bu
heykellerin bigimlerini andiran, daha kugUk ve daha suslU metal bigimlere rastlayacagiz. Anlayacagiz
ki pesine takildigimiz o haz duygusu, artik bizi derinliklerden gikartip gundelik hazlara dogru da
sUrUklemektedir: Heykellerin, giderek gosterigli takilar haline geldigine tanik olacagiz sonunda... Ve
o gosterigli takilara bakip bu kez de soyle dUsUnecegiz: Bu haz dUnyasi iginde kalmay, daha ne kadar
surdUrecegim? Daha ne kadar haz arzu edecegim?

Fakat biz izleyiciler, bir sUre sonra bu dUsten uyanacagiz; hazzin daha ne kadar surdurulebilecegi ya
da bir hayal sahnesinin bizi daha ne kadar tutsak edebilecegi Uzerine olusturdugumuz sorular, ansizin
yanitini bulacaktir. Sert bir yanit alacagimizdan da hig kimsenin kuskusu olmasin. Sabrina Fresko’nun
denizile kurmus oldugu bu ekrandaki duygusal baga ve o bag araciligi ile gergeklestirdigi haz dUnyasina
kendimizi kaptirmisken, o haz ortamina alismaktayken, Ustelik hayal sahnesinden gikan cekici ve
sUrprizli bigimlere mutlak bir uyum saglamisken, sanatginin bizim igin kotu bir surpriz hazirlandiginin
farkina varmiyoruz. Oyle ki duvarlardaki kiicUk, ilk anda dikkat cekmeyen ekranlara yaklastigimizda, o
hayaller ve hazlar Urettigimiz denizin tasidigi bir trajedi ile yUz yUze geliyoruz: Sisme botlarin iginde,
bilinmezliklerle dolu bir kader yolculuguna gikan gogmenler... Ve kiyida bekleyerek, o denizin ufkuna
bakarak, benzer bir yolculuga hazirlanan digerleri... Bizim kapildigimiz haz atmosferine gizlenmis agir
bir gergektir bu...

Sabrina Fresko bu sergisiyle, hazzin igine sinmis siddeti gosteriyor izleyiciye; “dalgalarin kopugu”,
yakindan gorindugi haliyle cok da cazip degildir artik bizim igin. Ve o halde bu sergiyi yeniden
dUsUnmek zorunda kaliyoruz. Heykellerin, bazi formlarin ve bizi kendimizden geciren o ekrandaki
deniz goruntusunun hazzi, nigin bizden geri aliniyor? Nigin sanatgi, galeriye kurmus oldugu bir hayal
sahnesini ve oradan uUretilebilecek sayisiz haz nesnesini, bir anda kendi elleriyle bozuyor? Nigin biz bu
gekici, kisiyi kendinden gegirici ortamin konforunda, yeniden bir seyler dusunmek zorunda kaliyoruz?
Boylece, belki ilk anda sunu kavriyoruz: Derin hazlar ya da daha basit hazlar... Ve o hazlari bize sunan
gesitli bigimler... Birilerinin bunlari elimizden almaya, bu hayal UrUnlerini bozmaya hakki var mi? O kisi
sanatgi da olsa, hakki var mi? Yanit kolaydir: Yok elbette... lyi de o halde sanatg, bu sergide nigin bize
boyle bir oyun oynuyor? Nigin karsimiza, ansizin bizi uyandiracak ve bizim haz duymaktan rahatsiz
olacagimiz gorintuler getiriyor? Bu sorularin yanitlarini ararken, bir de soyle bir soru ortaya gikiyor:
Mademki sanatg, yapitlariyla olusturdugu hazzi yikmayi yeglemekteydi, nigin galeriyi bir haz ve hayal
ortamiyla donatti?

Sonugta, bu serginin can alici noktasi burada beliriyor: Sanat, elbette haz Ureten bigimlere sahiptir ve
bunu da kullanir. O haz ve hazzi Ureten hayal gucu, sanatin temel taslarindan biridir kuskusuz; burasi
tamam... Ama sanat, ayni zamanda sunlari da sorar: Haz ve hayal gicu, saf ve bagimsiz kavramlar midir?
O hazzi yaratan hayal gucu, tek yonde mi isler? Hazzi yaratan kisi, zihnini “baska” her seyden kurtarmis
mi demektir? Oyle degildir; haz Uretildiginde ve bicimler ya da olaylar yoluyla 6ne sirildiginde,
onlarin igine kesinlikle “baska” seyler de sizmistir... Rahatsiz edici seyler de olabilir bunlar... Bu durumda
her hazzin altini esmek gerekir, sanatin yaptigi ozellikle budur. Dolayisiyla Sabrina Fresko’nun bu
sergide yaptigi da budur: Hazzi yikmak degil, hayal gucUnUn yoneldigi, kendisini kurtaramadigi “baska”
seyleri de bulup gikartmak ve onlari hazzin icine sizdirmak... Iste bu sergide, hazzin yapisinin yeniden
ayristirlmasina, onun disaridan gorUnen bigimindeki geliskilerin ortaya sagilmasina, igine sizmis
seylerin agiga gikartiimasina tanik oluyoruz.

Bu sergide yasadiklarimiz, Leonard Cohen’in “Everybody Knows” pargasindaki su sozler ile ne kadar
iyi ortUsuyor: “Yash kara Joe halad pamuk topluyor / Senin kurdelelerin ve fiyonklarin icin / Ve herkes
biliyor...

Ve o denizi herkes biliyor: Dalgalarin o cekici kopUklerinin icinde neler oldugunu...



space like waves from one end to the other. Images of little sculptures formed by stones
collected from the seaside, not unlike idols that are used in a ceremony concocted in the
name of the sea. In the gallery, we wander along these objects, finding our own path, with
soft strokes, feeling the salty water, like the artist, on our bodies; the foam of the waves are
bathing our faces. Not unlike the way our minds fail to depart from the pleasures of dreaming,
they will fail to detach themselves from the art objects, the forms that are produced within
that pleasure. Such that, we will consume these sculptures with uncontrollable appetite, we
are going to desire for more pleasure and look attentively for something beyond as we walk
around them. Just around the corner, we will encounter smaller and more ornate metal
forms that resemble morphically to the sculptures. This feeling of pleasure that we are in
pursuit of will lead us out of the depths into the domain of more quotidian pleasure: We
will soon witness how these sculptures transform into dashing pieces of jewelry. Looking at
these objects we will think: How long will | stay in this world of pleasure? How much more
pleasure will | desire?

Nonetheless, we the viewers, will soon wake up from this dream; questions regarding how
much longer will this pleasure be sustained or how long will the stage of pleasure will keep
us hostage will suddenly be answered. No one should wonder that the answer will be brutal.
While we are lost not only in the emotional link that Sabrina Fresko constitutes with the
sea but also in the world of pleasure that she forges out of that link, while we are getting
used to that realm of pleasure and while we have established an absolute harmony with the
attractive and unanticipated forms that emerge out of her dream stage, we fail to notice
how she is concocting a rather bad surprise for us. Just as we approach the small and rather
inconspicuous screens on the walls, we are confronted with a tragedy carried by the very
same sea instigated the dreams and pleasures: inflatable boats full of migrants heading
towards their destiny full of uncertainties... and others waiting on the shore, looking at
the horizon, getting ready for a similar journey... This is the grave truth hidden under the
atmosphere of pleasure that engulfs us.

Sabrina Fresko, in this installation, demonstrates the violence that permeates pleasure; “the
foam of the waves,” viewed close up does not seem that attractive anymore. At this precise
moment, we need to rethink this exhibition. Why are we deprived of the pleasures of
the sculptures, the forms and the ecstatic view of the sea? Why does the artist suddenly
destroy with her own hands the dream scene and the multiple pleasure objects that can
be generated out of it? Why are we compelled to rethink in the comfortable midst of this
ecstatic context? Maybe we suddenly realize the following: Profound pleasures or quotidian
pleasure... And diverse forms that are presenting us these pleasures... Does anyone have
a right to destroy these objects of dream, to take them away from us? Of course not! But
then why does the artist play with us in this manner in this show? Why does she confront
us with images that wake us up and make us feel awkward from experiencing enjoyment?
Searching for answers to these questions, a new question emerges: If the artist wanted to
destroy the pleasure that is created through her sculptures, why did she furnish the gallery
space with a pleasure and dream scape?

English by : Yahya M. Madra
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SABRINA FRESKO

Sabrina Fresko Istanbul'da dogdu. St. Michel Lisesinden sonra Paris UP7’de
mimarlik okudu. Simya Galeri'de sergiledigi tasarimlari mobius heykeller olarak
nitelenmekte, metalde dokuma teknikleri ve soyut heykel formlari modern taki
ve heykel konusunda yeni form ve teknikleri igermektedir.

. She went to a French high school in

anbul a udied architecture in Paris UP7. She completed her architecture
degree at the Mimar Sinan University in Istanbul. The designs that are exhibited
in the Simya Galeri are considered as mobius sculptures. The weavings on metal
and abstract sculpture forms include new forms and techniques on the field of
modern jewelery and sculpture.
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