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	CATALOGUE TEXT



The Interrupted Stamp
“Exubarence is Beauty.” William Blake
We are still dealing with a “trouble” which is the legacy of Egyptians and Greeks... Beauty! The magical power of proportion, luminosity, average and moderation. The luminiscent and “visible” body of Apollo with his marmoreal skin becomes the cosmetic running down the elegant nose and smooth skin of Queen Nefertiti.
The golden ratio and the reign of geometry... The perfect idea drawn from the belly button of the Vitruvian Man; the circle and the cube...

The big sculpting expelling the ugly, the grotesque and the amorphous; the aesthetical harvest blending the flesh.

The Trouble of Beauty... The soft despotism of the Idea.

What do we find in the faces and gazes of Serkan Adın? One can start from here... The women painted by Serkan Adın do not gaze from fashion magazines, movies, TV series. They precisely gaze from the place that your foot steps on. They precisely gaze at the place.

Each face allocates the melancholic and misty beauty into two. One to our eyes, the other to the void... It does not matter what we call that void: Ideology, the public, the media or whatever... We know that already! And sometimes we know that “we do not know”.
It seems like looking closely to Serkan’s women also invites a search for “flaws”. The texture and pores on the faces suddenly interrupt the “flawless beauty”.
This is a liquid rain of images coming up onto us suddenly from bright glossy papers, colourful light tubes, screens. These are unhappy images; they somewhat question why we should be “happy” while looking at them...
Is it possible not to hear the desperation of Talking, Hearing and Telling wrapped around the hair? The hairs with which all the monotheistic religions have trouble with; the controlled “desire” becomes a covered wavy ocean. And then the glow flowing on the surface becomes another shameful beauty. Precisely that polyphonic “society of the spectacle”... Each day we are sinking a bit more into the comfortable serenity of Not Talking, Not Hearing, Not Telling.
The eyes are looking worried, timid. Questions come up suddenly; what am I doing in this bright monitor?

This is an existence that establishes its entity only via watching. We are continuously invited to a watching that we see while it sees “itself”. A digital flow between standards, barcodes and codes. 

Serkan is also covering. But with a sack of a manly underpants. Such as each desire pouring into patriarchy. The man becomes a sack with his perfume and his underwear with the smell of the softener. It becomes another hegemony turning the inside out. The soft cover of the civilization. The sheath!
Each gaze; the slight melancholy that is spreading; the thin thread that is woven between Talking, Hearing and Telling; the elegance of fashion, stylish lives, anothe shackle to the head...
Beauty that has been dedicated to Voluntary Servitude...

They become the “e” sticking to our pupils... Complying with the standards!
Ali Şimşek















