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HISTORY VOL. I 
2016, art ist  book, 316pp 

** with Nicolas Borel

everything was blue once 
water and sky
gods and mermaids
 
first there was myth
the first myth was history 
a monument is a totem
history a taboo 

cave
41.009951,28.986956 
it began in a cave
and the cave was a void 
a man his environment 
an inside an outside 
man thinks man dies 

wall
40.993139,28.927594 
upon the ground a stone 
laid and stone by stone 
a line drawn 
finger palm foot mile
a wall is an occupation
a border 
its invention

army
41.028184,28.983747 
within this circle 
soldiers fall
soldiers rise
there is nothing to envy 
in a soldiers life

omnia
40.995245,28.930730 
history is sleep
history is a wall
history owns everything 
when it is broken 
man owns history 

dogs
40.991112,28.922159 
a man is a beast
a beast that devours time 
is a god 
a beast that devours a god 
is time 
only a beast 
is eternal 























“Hello my name is Cem and this is my 
travelogue. I am from Turkey and there 
is a saying in my country (!); “Every 
Turk is born a soldier”. I am not. I hate 
weapons, wars, borders, nations and all 
that bullshit. Almost four years ago the 
government forced me to become a soldier, 
as they do with every Turkish man. 
So I ran away, and from that moment on 
I was a deserter. Actually I have been 
having problems with this system since I 
was a kid. In Turkey they slowly introduce 

the system to you with marches, uniforms, lineups and military discipline as of the 
first years in school. They standardize you and your comfort zone becomes obeying a 
structure. It reminds me of factories: interchangeable people like interchangeable parts of 
a machine.... Anyway, not being able to go back to Turkey makes me sick, restless. [...]”

not even a gas station ,  2013
digi ta l  offset ,  30.5 x 35.5 cm, 132 pp

sewn binding, hard cover
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A story about an illegal trip to my homeland—illegal because 
of my army problem. It is composed from found imagery mined 
from the net; google street view, facebook, and a personal, 
combined with a political story in diary form. This book is  
a photographic work which resists the necessity of producing  
a photograph as the work. It is a type of anti-photography.  
In fact, it is the expression of the pure potential of photog-

raphy in creating the poetic image. The tension residing in this fact is politi-
cal. I inhabited a series of images, traversed through them for a long time.  
In my journey, the landscapes were transformed. The borders between countries are 
like borders between documentary and fiction. A lie to tell the truth. And if truth 
is stranger than fiction, fiction is more necessary and useful. The reality of a po-
litical truth imposed on the status of me as a citizen labels me as a deserter. 
In this book my status can be reversed. The reality of this story is pessimistic, 
but i am an optimist. They say the map is not the territory, here the image is not 
the landscape. It is a story about me as a human being relating to a set of land-
scapes, written on the road to correct an exile imposed on me, a story about my 
reality and not to a nation’s political fiction. The contradiction and stupidity 
expressed across these borders, within this system, I use as a site of resistance.
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I always feel 
like I am con-
ceding, as a 
Turk, when I am 
forced to get a 
visa. Borders, 
countries, pass-
ports, ID, reg-
ulations, and 
their standards 
all deal with 
reproduction—the 
reproduction of 
rules, of people 
becoming stan-
dardized through 
them. This is 

a contact sheet of my ID, my image cut in 
accordance to a set of standards. The hair 
included represents human DNA, like all 
humans share DNA.

I always feel like I am conceding, as 
a Turk, when I am forced to get a 
visa. Borders, countries, passports, 
ID, regulations, and their standards 
all deal with reproduction—the 
reproduction of rules, of people 
becoming standardized through 
them. This is a contact sheet of my 
ID, my image cut in accordance to a 
set of standards. The hair included 

represents human DNA, like all humans share DNA. 
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This work is about abortion, man’s 
ego, the potential of the unborn 
child. It refers to the fluidity of 
identity, its overdetermination & 
contradiction and the performance of 

the self. In our culture the son is the second chance for the father. He should  
be bigger than the father.

This work is about 
abortion, man’s ego, 
the potential of the 

unborn child. It refers to the fluidity of identity, its overdetermination & contradiction 
and the performance of the self. In our culture the son is the second chance for the 
father. He should be bigger than the father. 
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This work is about existence, frustration,  
despair, self destruction. People are hypocrites. 

Art has the power to show this hypocrisy. With this work, I put myself in the  
position of the antagonist, trying to exist as, perform, to perform sacrifice,  
taboo—to break down the totem.

This work is about existence, frustration, 

despair, self destruction. People are hypocrites. Art has the power to show this 

hypocrisy. With this work, I put myself in the position of the antagonist, trying to exist 

as, perform, to perform sacrifice, taboo—to break down the totem. 
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To destroy the bag is to de- stroy the totem. of what? 
As I beat it, I beat my- self. Hitting the bag, like 
any good ritual is rhyth- mic, trance inducing, poetic. 
I painted the bag white, and as I hit it the paint falls 
away. After I exhausted my- self, I skinned the boxing 
bag and strung it up on the wall. Poetry is a manner of 
killing the object while it is transformed.

To destroy the bag is to destroy the totem. of what? As I beat it, I beat myself. 
Hitting the bag, like any good ritual is rhythmic, trance inducing, poetic. I painted the 
bag white, and as I hit it the paint falls away. After I exhausted myself, I skinned the 
boxing bag and strung it up on the wall. Poetry is a manner 
of killing the object while it is transformed.
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unt i t led I I ,  2013  
paint ing 98.5 × 83 cm 

video 13’



unt i t led  I I , 2013
video 13”

paint ing 98.5 x 83 cm

unt i t led I I ,  2013  
paint ing 98.5 × 83 cm 

video 13’
unt i t led  I I , 2013

video 13”
paint ing 98.5 x 83 cm



This series is about the trust concept in Europe—why or who we need to trust. I 
had an Afghan friend who is Muslim, a bearded man with dark skin. I told him to 
ask random people in the art school to do the cliché of a trust exercise where a 
person falls backwards and he would catch them. Almost everybody agreed, because 
they wanted to show that like they trusted him. when they were in the act of fall-
ing I asked them to look at the camera and I photographed them.

This series is about the trust concept in Europe—why or who we need to trust. I had 
an Afghan friend who is Muslim, a bearded man with dark skin. I told him to ask 
random people in the art school to do the cliché of a trust exercise where a person falls 
backwards and he would catch them. Almost everybody agreed, because they wanted 
to show that like they trusted him. when they were in the act of falling I asked them 
to look at the camera and I photographed them.
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This triptych is a portrait of my grandfather, which I photographed soon after his 
death. He used to have a small boat which he’d take me out on, on which he used to 
make paper hats to protect us from the sun. He also used paper to make boats. His 
favorite color was blue, and he used to tend a rose garden made up of white, red, 
and pink roses. I refold the origami he folded 
for me because he isn’t around to do it anymore. 
Folding paper is a way of keeping his memory 
alive, and being able to carry it forward with 
me.

dede,  2011  
inkjet  pr ints,  110 × 156 cm
a tr ibute to my grandfather

This triptych is a portrait of my grandfather, which I photographed soon after his 
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His favorite color was blue, and he used to tend a rose 
garden  made up of white, red, and pink roses. I refold 
the origami he folded for me because he isn’t around 
to do it anymore. Folding paper is a way of keeping 
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I was living in Amsterdam Zuid-Oost, the Bijlmer. I started working with the peo-
ple in the community. I didn’t want to aestheticize them for my work—this compli-
cated situation made me ask myself: what is the limit of art? I was an outsider, 

but in Amsterdam they are also a kind of commu-
nity of outsiders. It is a documentary photo-
graph being used as the medium for the artwork. 
The photo can be looked at as a type of documen-
tation of a performance, of an engagement with 
the community which became my community. I be-
came one of them for the sake of art.

sel f -portrai t  b i j lmer ,  2012  
inkjet  pr ints,  224 × 100 cm

I was living in Amsterdam Zuid-Oost, 
the Bijlmer. I started working with the 
people in the community. I didn’t want 
to aestheticize them for my work—this 
complicated situation made me ask myself: 
what is the limit of art? I was an outsider, 
but in Amsterdam they are also a kind of 
community of outsiders. 

It is a documentary photograph being used 
as the medium for the artwork. The photo 

can be looked at as a type of documentation of a performance, of an engagement with 
the community which became my community. I became one of them for the sake of art.
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In Islam it is a ritual to pour molten lead in water, it is considered a type of 
black magic. It conjures nazar, the evil eye. There is a contradiction between 
science, an experimental approach, and a conservative religion. I wanted to re-
formulate this old form, to repeat the ritual to break the relationship with reli-
gion. To test a forbidden technique to create a new world. Melting lead and cre-
ating a new form with water is physics, matter and and to make meaning from it, to 
get a hold of the future.

A book was also made of molten lead as abstract forms. Like a work in 
the history of conceptual art, try- ing to find science in the spiritual, 
the format of the book has 82 photos signifying lead (Pb)

In Islam it is a ritual to pour molten lead in water, it is considered a type of black 
magic. it conjures nazar, the evil eye. There is a contradiction between science, an 
experimental approach, and a conservative religion. I wanted to reformulate this old 
form, to repeat the ritual to break the relationship with religion. To test a forbidden 
technique to create a new world. Melting lead and creating a new material form with 
water is physics, matter and energy. To understand the world, 
and to make meaning from it, to get a hold of the future.

A book was also made of molten lead as abstract forms. Like a 
work in the history of conceptual art, trying to find science in the 
spiritual, the format of the book has 82 photos signifying lead (Pb) 
in periodic table.

landscape , 2011
inkjet  pr ints;  101 x 76 cm
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black book , 2011
inkjet ,  21 x 21 cm, 86 pp

hardcover
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Another study of seriality and repeti-
tion in conceptual art. For this book I 
photographed coffee cups. In some cul-
tures fortuvne tellers can read your 
future by looking at them. They remind 
me cells, and also of planets. Anoth-
er form of life. Like a fortune teller 
creates another form of life, another 
reality through their act of interpre-
tation.

Another study of seriality and repetition in 
conceptual art. For this book I photographed 
coffee cups. In some cultures fortune tellers 
can read your future by looking at them. They 
remind me cells, and also of planets. Another 
form of life. Like a fortune teller creates another 

form of life, another reality through their act of interpretation.
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atlas , 2011
60 x 60 cm

inkjet  pr int  on canvas

at las ,  2011  
 60 × 60 cm, inkjet  pr int  on canvas



This project, like landscape, black book, atlas examine the relation between science 
and religion. For this series I asked a class of students to take their photos. It is also 
about fortune telling, so it is the future map of that class.

future map , 2010
20 laser pr ints in A3 format

future map ,  2010 

This project, like landscape, black book, atlas examine the relation between 
science and religion. For this series I asked a class of students to take their 
photos. It is also about fortune telling, so it is the future map of that 
class.



future map , 2010
20 laser pr ints in A3 format

future map ,  2010  
 24 laser pr ints in A3-format
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the three states 
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king deal  2012
inkjet  250 ×  250 cm



the third way of  reacting 
a spider web , 2012
inkjet ,  250 x 250 cm

the th i rd way of  react ing to a spider web  2012 
inkjet  250 ×  250 cm
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