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It smells like bubblegum here. The kids are 
swallowing and spitting in the fountains because it’s 
hot. Charles is a self-made man, he lives up here. He 
doesn’t have mirrors, books, or kitchen equipment. 
He tried to jump from the 67th floor of his building, 
he survived because he never jumped. 
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“Could you please stop it? The sun won’t listen to 
your elegies, nor will the moon, or the soil where our 
souls are going to be smashed” – shouts Jamila in 
an unexpected raptus so far away from her placid, 
reassuring nature. The sun is so close. It is fluctuating 
in front of the windows, absorbing everything as a 
magnet. Jamila is there. She Jumps. And eventually she 
will be safe, and happy. — The Editors
STIMULI: Anywaaays let’s get started this stimulating 
conversation. :P
BORA AKINCITURK: Sure. I’m all stimulated in this 
simulation.
S: Have you ever send an old pic of you to someone?
B: Yep. Actually recently I found a couple of pics 
from like end of high school years and sent them to a 
variety of people.
S: Do you think you changed much?
B: Yeah! I’m a totally different person genetically 
too. I’ve read somewhere that you kinda shed your 
genetics every 8 years of something.
S: Do genes change in time?
B: I guess.
S: I heard the same thing about taste buds. They 
change every 7 years.
B: Makes sense.
S: What do you think the old pics of you in the issue 
reflect? Anything particular about you?
B: The group of images I’ve sent were from a specific 
time btw, it’s sad that is pretty difficult to open up an 
old photo library on a new computer. I guess every 
app has to be updated, like even the old ones.
S: What is specific about that time? 
B: They are all from the same time, not sure when I 
guess like a year ago. I just grouped them randomly. 
Nothing is specific about the time but there’s 
something strange I’ve noticed. Like you don’t 
normally remember the time you spend online like the 
time you spend IRL, but a group of images from your 
phone of like archived images from a specific time 
rings a bell in a different tone.
S: Do you usually keep your files organized? As a way 
to open them in the future? An archive maybe?
B: I try to keep images as organized as I can yeah.
S: Yeah I guess the idea is everything is saved so that 
you don’t need to force yourself to remember.
B: Yeah but also it’s a different kind of remembrance. I 
think that’s more interesting for me.
S: You mean feeling a sense of the time that’s passed? 
B: I think one of the main reasons is that they’re all on 
screen but I do remember when I first logged on to 
deviantart, I just don’t remember it like the first time 
I met someone or been somewhere. It’s a strange 
difference.
S: It’s more of a sort of emotional representation of 
a given moment? A filtered memory of a personal 
event? Does that make sense?
B: Yeah I think so. I think the concept of a passing 
time is extracted when we talk about digital or online 
memories. Like how we perceive them it’s totally 
different comparing with real life memories. For me at 
least idk how it is for you.
S: Do you think your work deals with representation in 
some way? Representation as a transfer of meaning?
B: Representation of this? Hmm. Yeah. It has to. 

Automatically imo.
S: Yeah personally I remember my online 
conversations more than my real ones.
B: I think all imagery deals with representation of 
meaning, but doesn’t have to be the exact meaning 
the producer initially thought of.
I think it’s directly in relation with the observer and 
how they react to it. Yeah online convos are also 
totally weird, I can remember some to a certain level 
that I can go back on a fb chat history and find an 
image whereas I always lose my headphones or keys 
lol. But I guess the difference I was talking about was 
like, seeing a certain video for the first time vs. seeing 
a movie IRL for the first time.
I remember watching the lynching of Kaddafi, and 
how difficult it was, but can’t really pinpoint when it 
was or how the weather was that day or what I was 
doing. Although it was an explicit video, but like I can 
totally remember every detail when I watched “I know 
what you did last summer” at the movies back in high 
school. Idk maybe I get too hung up on details like 
this. Maybe it’s just me.
S: It’s a different type of participation.
B: Yeah. I agree.
S: So you keep different types of memories of them? 
Maybe the difference between original and fake 
comes in. You’re also using the idea of fake in your 
works – or rather than fake I’d say artificial. How do 
you feel about the distinction between them?
B: Artificial/fake and original/real is a big blurry thing 
for me nowadays. It’s socially and politically very 
dangerous. But for my everyday life I sometimes enjoy 
when the line is dissolving.
S: So how do you deal with this danger? Because you 
deal with some stereotypical images and personalize 
them in a way. You are almost deliberately blurring 
the lines between artificial/real and personal/
stereotypical? 
B: Well it’s difficult, I never feel like I belong to a 
certain ideology or that I have a specific identity.
But also like anyone else I am interested in all the 
things that are happening around me. And I do 
respond to them in certain ways.
I think I like the idea of the artist’s personality and the 
production to be two different things.
I am mostly stimulated by aesthetics of concepts 
or ideologies and I guess that’s why it doesn’t 
always mean I am for that certain ideology. It still is 
a dangerous situation but I guess that’s the risk an 
artist has to take.
Kind of similar with the recent article about Jordan 
Wolfson: Jordan Wolfson Evades the Politics of His 
Violent Images. At a screening of his work at the 
New Museum, the artist failed to acknowledge the 
privilege that lets him reduce violence to an aesthetic 
form. hyperallergic.com

S: Do you deal with artificial as an artist’s risk?
B: I don’t try to be politic or social, and I think my 
production is extremely softer compared to someone 
like Wolfson but I also have the same potential in 
terms of responding to the politics of the images. 
(I totally disagree with the tone of that article btw). 
Maybe not directly with artificiality but the general 
possibility of meaning of an image.
S: How does an image might respond to the political, 
or maybe tragic, in your practice?
B: Well. It responds as any image would respond I think.
S: Ahah true.
B: Like if I use an image of Hitler it would resonate in 
the sense the image of Hitler would in most people, 
but I guess that’s specifically what I try not to make.
S: Exactly, I mean what’s your process? How do you 
elaborate those images? Why are you interested? 
B: I don’t try to turn it into a utopic art game like 
Meese but I think I’m in a similar ball park. Well, I hate 
certain stuff, and love certain imagery etc. But like 
we were talking about the genes previously this is an 
ever-changing state I think.
S: Yeah I guess what I meant earlier by personalizing 
the political is this.
B: I kinda want the art to be a part of that whole state 
constantly changing, like the internet.
S: It’s always in flux, but always reflects you in a way, 
your current state.
B: Yes exactly. That is what I want the art to become 
it would become an abstraction or maybe a hyper 
realist depiction of that slice of life.
S: It makes sense, and it also feeds the contingency 
idea that’s become quite talked about these 
days. Because you always need to make room for 
unplanned appearances, unexpected changes, 
unions, or partings.
B: Yes.
S:

B:

What can you truly feel about anarchy regarding 
this image? It’s almost got none for me, but that’s 
also amazing for me. Like destroying a meaning or 
an ideology. I think this is a possibility in current 
absurdity.
S: Anarchy in this picture is all about you downloading 
it and posting it with the stock logos lol. Where did 

you find it?
B: Hahaha. Google images. Well it’s also interesting for 
me - the 3D modelling and the cartoonish style too.
S: Do you mean this medium is anarchist? It being a 
3D image I mean.
B: I don’t. I don’t think there’s anything anarchist 
in that image. It’s almost totally opposite to what 
anarchy feels to me. But not in a bad way. I don’t 
attach any more value to anarchy compared to 
something else btw.
S: It’s hard to talk about one anarchy anyways.
B: But that kind of an oddity caused by an image for 
me is inspiring.
S: Yeah maybe that’s what gets across from your 
selection as well. And having your personal pics adds 
another dimension to the whole thing.
B: Well it’s a random but a specific time selection 
from my pic archive.
S: I think they reflect an inspirational oddity.
B: What they mean to me is very personal but I think 
how they would be perceived by an audience is 
similar to the oddity and uniqueness. :)
S: As you said there’s a difference between intention 
and perception and actually I can’t imagine another 
way, but I think your selection is in between in the 
sense that you manage to personalize an “images off 
the net” selection in a quite unique way.
B: :3
S: How does painting fit in this image world? I mean 
the experience is totally different of course, but I 
guess then personalization of a selection like this 
possibly says sth about your painting practice?
B: Well it’s a collection of inspirational images, 
so they’re most of the time in the paintings like 
collages or shape the paintings both conceptually 
and aesthetically. But I don’t collect them as an 
inspirational process. I am genuinely interested in 
the images and they don’t have to be reduced to 
“inspirational images”, I think its more about how they 
are used as much as what they are. 
S: Yeah inspirational is a very generic word for this 
but it does the job of implying our time spent online. 
Not collecting per se but just being exposed
B: Yes! I think everything inspires in that sense but 
image aesthetics really define the abstraction or like 
create a path to achieve that abstruse image.
S: Maybe the old pics of you are more abstruse than 
reality. Who knows? Haha joking.
B: That’s why I also really like posting a group of 
found images maybe accompanied by a couple pics 
I took. I think it’s true and I agree that the images are 
harder to understand than reality, but also they help 
defining it. So there’s a bizarre paradox.
S: I totally agree, but never phrased it this way in my 
head. So thanks for putting it so well.
B: I think we just put it all together.

Charles is guzzling a bottle of Chilean red wine he 
kept for ages waiting for the perfect occasion, while 
he keeps moving and moving frantically, igniting the 
physically inexplicable whirlpool of air and things 
inside the room. At the same time he makes eye 
contact with Jamila and Christina, he does not want 
them to leave, or die. Oxford seems so far; at least 67 
floors below. Christina’s mouth is filled with bubbly 
saliva that she prefers to put out under the form of a 
poem she’s copying from George MacBeth; she thinks 
she could eventually escape the death thanks
to her PhD, she’s acting ridiculous.

Charles rolls up his sleeves when under pressure, 
and this is so sexy. At least according to his 
housecleaner Jamila. I don’t know what Charles 
does for living, not that I care. He could be doing 
whatever. He is a self-made man. He shops at 
Waitrose. Wears Rolex. Eats gluten. Doesn’t watch 
football. He’s 5.75” tall. No wi-fi in his flat. 
“Do you think I could stay here for the night, 
Charlie?” asks Jamila on Christmas Eve 2018. She’s 
cute. I really like her. “You could read Hegel for me, 
because I can’t read” – goes Charles. Jamila smiles 
emphatically: “Yes, why not? The only problem is 
I can’t read either”. “Well, so we could eventually 
hire a reader for the night” suggests C. while the 
spittles of the kids in the fountain cover the glass 
of the 67th floor with pinky, chewed debris of 
bubblegums. At 7.59 PM Christina shows up at the 

door. She has taken a train from Oxford. Charles and 
Jamila welcome her enthusiastically, clapping their 
hands and jumping all over the place. “So, here we 
are. You hired me, and I’ve came to read. Where are 
the books?” Charles turns his head so fast that he 
provokes a terrible vortex of air around the room, 
everything starts floating in mid-air, doors slam 
repeatedly, the glass shelves crash into a bonfire 
of broken pieces: “I’ve burned them all, Christina! 
They scare me”. The tornado inside the flat is still 
going on. Everything seems suspended. Charles’s 
bed moved some meters closer to the huge 
windows surrounding the house. In 3.5 seconds 
it will crumble from the 67th floor down to the 
ground. Jamila is praying some Bolivian goddess. 
She’s scared as fuck. This is a complete disaster. 
Everyone is gonna die. 
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