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Bishop’s sculpture in Gate Way
Park, Chicago Waterfront.

Bishop’un Chicago Gate Way
Park’taki heykeli.

THE POET OF HIS JOB
by Suna Kafadar

Michael Bishop monumentalizes the act of monumentalizing in a
simple, rectangular table and chair; the kinds that a child would
draw. His works codify the space where creation takes place.
This is where he labors: cuts, pastes, digs, arranges, ponders,
dismantles and reassembles. Life, the life of a baby, an idea or a
work of art, is embodied in this giant yet simple metaphor that
questions its origins as well as the transformations that occur on
its surfaces. It is a line of inquiry that gets translated into differ-
ent forms, which, sometimes mulls over somber realities, and at
others, offers suspicious and playful propositions.

While Bishop carefully trudges through the nature of things,
he seldom reveals his process of thought and craft. His work
reflects the frustration and impossibility of delving into the
assumed core. Therefore, some pieces shun the viewer outright.
One finds herself circling over and around the works like a
vulture, waiting for them to give away their essences. They don’t.
Circling continues until you get a signal to Bishop’s mind at work.
The poetry kicks in.




ISININ OZANI
Suna Kafadar

Michael Bishop, anitlastirma giidiisiinii bir cocugun cizecegi ba-
sit, dikdo6rtgen bir masa ve sandalyede cisimlestirerek yaratinin
gerceklestigi alanlar1 anitlastiriyor. Kesip bictigi, kazdigy, istifle-
digi, diistincelere daldig1, s6ktiigii, yeniden kurdugu alanlardir
bunlar. Hayat, ister bir bebeginki olsun isterse bir fikrin veya
isin, kendi 6ziinii sorgulamakla kalmayan, yiizeylerinde gercek-
lesen d6niisiimleri de sorgulayan bu dev ancak basit metaforda
viicut buluyor. Bu sorgu, farkli formlarda tezahiir ederken, bazen
act hakikatlerde ¢okeliyor bazense siipheli ama oyuncu 6nerme-
lerde bulunuyor.

Bishop seylerin dogasinda debelenirken, kendi diisiince
ve insa siireclerini acik etmiyor. Sanati, varoldugu sanilan 6ze
ulagamamanin ve bunun yarattig1 derin endisenin bir yansima-
s1. Bu sebeple, isler izleyiciyi icinden atiyor. Bir zaman sonra
o6zlerini acik edecekleri umuduyla etraflarinda bir akbaba gibi
dolanip duruyor seyirci. Cit ¢ctkmiyor. Turlama devam ediyor, ta
ki Bishop’in yaratim siirecine dair ipuclari yakalamaya baglayana
kadar. Siirler bir bir yazilmaya basliyor.
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A view from the production of
Bishop’s installation “Ali and
Necile®“ from 2012, Istanbul.

2012°de Istanbul’da sergilenen
“Ali ve Necile” adli enstalasyonun
Uretim safhasindan bir gérdndm.

P .

The lines of busts on each side of the entrance to Gallery Nev ap-
pear to be waiting for their narration. But they stare at the spectator
indifferently. On the left is a line of red busts entitled ‘Red Carnival’,
and on the right is the ‘Black Carnival’. Each head on the table car-
ries a tool, an object, or another baby head. Unlike what you might
expect from the representation of an infant, they are far from inno-
cent. The contrast of red and black, at first, implies a conundrum.
‘Who bears the guilt?’ In the ultimate war of good and evil, which
side will these babies fall? But, that is the wrong question. These
infants possess a will that tears apart such binaries.

Although, from afar the babies look worlds apart, on close
inspection, their facial expressions prove to be identical. The line
of universes on the table is made out of the same mold. It is the
Kuleshov effect, which urges us to contemplate the relationship be-
tween the mold and its contexts. The tools represent a will, a cause
and a meaning in life, and this renders them dissimilar. But what
exactly are the ingredients of this will and its variations? How do
they move between choice, control, happenstance and structures?
How does biology intermingle with politics in the life-long creation
and development of these babies?

At first, the infants appear sexless, genderless. And this is a
relief, even if only for a moment. Then, when you reach the longer
silver table ahead, the title of the piece shimmers: ‘Bronze Boys’.
Because there is no sexless creation. Boys of fabrication, boys with
tools, ambitious boys, boys as masters, boys on boys, repeated one
after the other; the spectators wishing to be the spectacle. They stare
at the world, at each other with such gravity, pride, and expectation
to bring something unique to the world. But where are the girls?
Are these tools the only ones available? Do they mean something
because of their familiarity or are they my tools as well? Let these
questions remain hanging.

As I walk through the busts of red and black carnival, I find
myself in an abyss of translation from one form, one language,
one (state of) mind and one story to the other. This is not a battle
between carnival and lent. It is a dehiscence, in every sense of the
word, constantly at work.

THE POET OF HIS JOB




Galeri Nev’in girisinde karsilikli yerlestirilmis olan biistler
hikayelerini beklemekteler. Ancak ziyaret¢iyi kayitsizca izliyorlar.
Sol tarafta ‘Kirmizi Karnaval’ isimli kirmizi biistler, sag tarafta ise
‘Siyah Karnaval’ biistleri siralanmig. Masalarin tizerindeki her be-
bek kafasi bir arag, bir obje veya bagka bir bebek kafasi tagimakta.
Bir bebek portresinden beklenenin tam aksine masumiyetten ¢ok
uzaktalar. Kirmizi ve siyahin karsithigi ilk bakista bir ikileme isaret
ediyor. ‘Suc kimde?’ Iyiyle kétiiniin savasinda, bu bebekler hangi
tarafa diisecekler? Fakat bu soru yanlis bir soru. Bebeklerin sahip
oldugu irade herhangi bir ikiligi y1ikip geciyor.

Uzaktan bakildiginda bebekler bambagka diinyalara ait gibi
goziikse de, yakindan izlendiklerinde suratlarimin birbiriyle es
oldugu farkediliyor. Masalarin iizerindeki sira sira diinyalar
aslinda ayni kaliptan ¢ikmiglar. Ancak, Kulesov efekti bu kalipla
baglamlar: arasindaki iligkileri sorgulamaya itiyor bizi. Kafalara
yerlestirilmis arac gerecler iradeyi, anlamlandirma becerisini
ve dert edinmeyi temsil ederken, bebekler arasindaki farklar da
belirginlesmeye basliyor. Peki, iradenin ve ¢esitlerinin harci neden
olusuyor? Se¢im, kaza, sans ve yerlesik yapilar arasinda nasil gez-
iniyorlar? Bebeklerin bir hayat boyu siiren gelisiminde biyoloji ve
politika ne tiir bir iliski icinde?

Bebekler ilk bakista cinsiyetsiz gibi duruyorlar. Anlik bile
olsa bu bir rahatlama yaratiyor. Biraz 6tedeki giimiisi masaya
ulagtiginizda ise eserin ismi parhiyor: ‘Bronz oglanlar’. Ciinkii
cinsiyetsiz yarat1 yoktur. imalat oglanlari, alet edevatli oglanlar,
hirsh oglanlar, usta oglanlar, oglan iistiine oglanlar birbirleri
ardina tekrar tekrar sahne alirlar; temasa edilmeyi bekleyen
izleyicilerdir bunlar. Birbirlerine ve diinyaya, benzersiz seyler
dogurma beklentisiyle, gurur ve vakar ile bakarlar. Peki, kizlar
nerede? Bu 6niimiizdekiler sahip oldugumuz tek alet takimi midir?
Asinaliklar1 sebebiyle mi anlamlidirlar yoksa benim elimdeki arag
gerecler de bunlar midir?

Siyah ve kirmizi biistlerin arasindan yiiriirken insan bir form-
dan, bir dilden, bir zihniyetten ve bir hikayeden digerine yapilan
cevirinin ucurumundan gecerken buluyor kendini. Bu yar, karna-
valla perhizin savasini degil de, siirekli igslemekte olan bir inficar

temsil ediyor. e e
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Detail of Zebra, from 2012. Zebra’dan detay, 2012 yilindan.

It was his instincts, his sharp observations and willingness
to gamble at the right time that guaranteed survival. And
now after all this, he realized it was the hare not him that was
in command. The hare drew him to the trees, the hare lead
him on even now.

These lines are written across a triptych of a dead hare lying
in an orchard. The hare shows no signs of violence. One cannot
gauge the medium at first: is it a painting or a photograph? After
approaching the work, an unusual photographic print faces the
viewer. Bishop uses a special technique and prints his photo-
graphs on felt, which endows the artwork with a unique sensu-
ality. The fuzziness of the felt amplified by the image of gravel
and fur, simultaneously, sucks in and emits a particular sense of
loneliness like that of the short story, ‘The Trees’ by Kafka.

For we are like tree trunks in the snow. In appearance they
lie sleekly and a little push should be enough to set them
rolling. No, it can’t be done, for they are firmly wedded to the
ground. But see, even that is only appearance.*

The relation between the firmness and transience of the
trees resemble the anxiety created by various contrasting senses
evoked by the photograph. Imagine stroking the hare, feeling
the softness and density in its lifeless body overlying the gravel.
The proximity of death finds reconciliation in the resilient quest
for understanding the limits of our bodies as well as their con-
nection to each other. The carcass of the hare lies there, having
given its soul to a metaphor for the hunter’s gut, having been
transformed into a drive that affirms the vitality of the hunter,
and thus the artist.

* Translation by Willa and Edwin Muir

THE POET OF HIS JOB



% = i
. _l:-ﬁ\hm 3
ST
Sty 1:_ 1
o M w b
oo ¥l
"I.' :'l L 4 |
.l ‘I, 1]
hl 'rr.l'_‘ﬂ' q W

Hayatta kalmasini garanti eden i¢giidiileri, keskin g6zlem-
leri ve dogru zamanda risk alabilme yetisiydi. Ve simdji, tiim
bu olanlardan sonra farkediyordu ki, hakimiyet onda degil
tavsandaydi. Tavsan onu agagclara siiriiklemisti, hala daha
siiriiklemeye devam ediyordu.

Bu satirlar 6lii bir tavsanin oldugu bir triptigin tistiinde
yaziyor. Tavsanin herhangi bir siddet tizerine 61diigiine dair en
ufak bir iz yok. Triptigin mecrasi da ilk bakista anlagilmryor;
resim de olabilir fotograf da. ise yaklastiktan sonra, hic asina
olmadigimiz bir fotograf baskisiyla karsi karsiya oldugumuzu
goriiyoruz. Bishop fotograflarini gelistirdigi bir teknikle keceye
basiyor. Bu islem sanat igsine benzersiz bir duygusallik katiyor.
Barindirdigi hav ve bulaniklik fotografta goriilen ¢akil taglar
ve tavsan kiirkii ile birlestiginde kece, Kafka'nin ‘Agaclar’ adli
kisacik hikayesinde anlatilan tiirden kendine has bir yalnizlik
hissini soluyor.

Ciinkii bizler karda agac govdeleri gibiyiz. Goriiniirde hemen
toprak tizerinde bulunur gévdeler ve ufak bir yiikleniste on-
lar1 yerlerinden sokiip atmamak i¢in ortada bir neden yok sa-
nilir. Ama hayir! Olacak sey degildir bu; ¢linkii gévdeler yere
simsiki yapismistir. Ama bu da yalniz goriiniirde boyledir.*

Agaclarin dayaniklihigiyla fanilikleri arasindaki iligki, fotog-
rafin yarattigi zitlik iceren duygularin ve endisenin bir benzerini
ortaya koyuyor. Tavsani oksadiginizi hayal edin, ¢akil taglar1 tize-
rinde yatan 6lii bedeninin yumusakligini, agirhigini ve hacmini
ayn1 anda hazmetmeye calistiginizi. Oliimiin yakinhgi, bedenlerin
sinirlarini ve birbirleriyle olan iligkilerini arastirarak ulasmaya
calistigimiz huzurun umudunda evcillesir. Tavsanin cesedi Gyle-
ce yatmaktadir; ruhu aveinin icgiidiilerine metafor olur, aveinin
ve boylece sanat¢inin yagsamsalligini ortaya koyar.

* Ceviren: Kamuran Sipal
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The multi-layered works where shots of nature are juxtaposed
with numbers and words ask elemental questions regarding the
processes of the human mechanism. The photograph ‘Counting
Trees’, for instance, is of an old burn pile, a hill of organic matter
and ash that Bishop tends in the orchard behind his studio. Over
the entire image are lines of numbers, which refer to the hour
and date of the Muslim call to prayer that Bishop hears during
his stays in Istanbul. Michael answers these calls by taking out
the little black notebook from his pocket and recording the time
these specific sound waves penetrate his ears. This image is a
perfect example of how Bishop tries to capture the effect and
transformation the world sets in motion in him, which he then
e translates back into the world.

s The photograph ‘DogHand and Lipstick’ exemplifies the

o . constellation of influences that materialize in our heads and our
veins, delving into the heart of biological, socio-political and
artistic fabrication. The use of numbers and words juxtaposed
onto shots of nature that is either in decay or far from a ‘natu-
ral’ state is a way to make legible such metaphysical qualities,
perhaps turning them into mathematical forms, grammatical
structures and transforming their effects. Felt is a brilliant
choice of material absorbing and displaying these images. It
invites us to question the very notion of nature and decay, and
the permanence of creation.

Detail from a notebook Bishop Bishop’un Istanbul’da tuttugu
kept while in Istanbul. bir defterden detay. THE POET OF HIS JOB



Rakamlar ve kelimelerin tizerinden aktigi doga enstantaneleri
cok katmanl isleyisimize dair sorular soruyor. Ornegin,
‘Agaclar1 Saymak’ adli ig, Bishop’in stiiddyosunun arkasinda
topladigi ve yaktig1 organik materyallerin bir fotografidir.
Baskinin bagindan sonuna bir takim rakamlar goriiyoruz. Bu
rakamlar, Bishop’n Istanbul’dayken duydugu ezan sesinin
giin ve saatleridir. Ezanin kendine has ses dalgalari Bishop’un
kulagindan iceri giriyor ve Bishop, kendisinde yarattigi etkileri
bu vesileyle kodlamaya ¢alisiyor. Bu gorsel, diitnyanin yarattigi
karmagik yapilar: sanatc¢inin yakalamaya ¢alismasi, sonra da
diinyaya geri yansitmasi tizerine iyi bir deneme.

‘Kopek El ve Ruj’ ise kafamizda ve damarlarimizda olusan
bir takim etkileri, biyolojik, sosyo-politik ve sanatsal iiretimler-
in birligi icerisinde degerlendiriyor. Rakamlar ve kelimelerin
clirimekte olan veya ‘dogal’ligindan uzak bir formda bulu-
nan materyallerin tizerinde damga gibi duruyor olusu, ka-
vrayisimizin yetmedigi durumlari matematik formiillerine veya
gramer kurallarina cevirerek anlamlandirmaya calismamizi
simgeliyor. Bu sebeple, kece bu tiir imgeleri yerlestirmek i¢cin
sahane bir materyaldir. Bizi dogay, ¢liriimeyi ve tiretimin stirek-
liligini sorgulamaya sevkeder.

iSININ 0OZANI

The most enigmatic work in the exhibition is, in my view, T'm A
Bird’. Among the many layers that figure into our mind and body
is the metaphysical plane with which Bishop continually plays.
This is the work where Bishop lays himself out on the table.
There is a silver steel tiled platform on which a chair and a bird-
house are placed facing each other. On the chair lie eight pipes of
a church organ, taken out of their religious context, and are bal-
anced on the arms of the chair by the support of one small wedge.
Right outside the rectangle platform are two more standing organ
pipes. On the platform are four additional wedges, which this
time, seem to have been placed randomly. The birdhouse is clear-
ly taller than the rest of the objects that make up the installation.
There is no bird, but we hear a man reciting, ‘'m a bird. ’'m a
fucking bird. Ben bir kusum. Ben siktimin bir kusuyum’ on loop
both in English and Turkish, taking turns.

As the man recites, we watch him try and dismantle the mas-
ter-man who produced and is produced by these church organ
pipes that have surpassed their religious context. Between these
phallic objects—eight pipes placed horizontally on the chair, and
the two standing outside the confines of the platform—the latter
symbolize the untouchable, the uncontrollable, and yet, still rep-
resentable. In a way these are the unconventional confessions of
a man who is trying to unhinge himself as he repeats ‘I'm a bird,
I'm a fucking bird. I'm a bird, I'm a fucking bird...”

The entire installation is silver fabricated steel. The mechan-
ics of it all is scrupulous and flawless. Later, I find out that the
wedges on the platform have been thrown there. This detail un-
does some locks. The framed silver platform hosts, among many
others, chance itself, if we give space to it next to the unconscious
workings of Bishop’s tossing hands and targeting eyes while
throwing the wedges on the platform. This is his attempt to break
out of himself, his meticulous schemes. The wedges are the sim-
ple and elemental construction materials that have been turned
into dice, asking, if we can ever leave meaning to chance. Can we
ever break free from it?

THE POET OF HIS JOB




Sergideki en muammali is, kanimca, ‘Ben bir kusum’. Zihin
ve bedenlerimize miidahale eden onca etmenden en cetrefillisi
metafizik diizlem olabilir. Bishop bu diizlemde hareket etmekten
ve bu ig araciligiyla kendisini masaya yatirmaktan cekinmiy-

or. Giimiis rengindeki celik platformun tizerinde ayni renk ve
materyalden birbirine bakan bir sandalye ve kus yuvasi duruyor.
Sandalyenin kollari iizerinde bir takozla tutturulmus ve dini
baglamindan koparilmis sekiz adet kilise orguna ait boru var.
Dikdértgen platformun hemen diginda ise iki adet org borusu
ayakta dimdik durmakta. Yerde, platformun tizerinde dort

takoz daha var. Kus yuvasi, enstalasyondaki diger objelerden
daha yiiksek. Kus yok ama bir adam siirekli Tiirkce ve Ingilizce
dontisiimlii olarak su sozleri tekrarliyor: ‘Ben bir kusum. Ben
siktimin bir kusuyum. I'm a bird. I'm a fucking bird.’

Adam tekrarladikea, derin izler birakmis olan kilisenin ve
usta-adamin sokiilmeye ¢alisilmasini izliyoruz. Sekiz org borusu
arasinda, platformun disinda dimdik duran bu fallik objeler
dokunulamaz, tamamiyla kontrol edilemez ancak temsil edilebilir
olani sembolize ediyor. Bir bakima, bu is, kendini mentegesinden
c¢ikarmaya calisan bir erkegin alisiimadik itiraflar: gibi. ‘Ben bir
kusum. Ben siktimin bir kusuyum.’

Enstalasyonun tiimii celikten ve her késesi mitkemmel bir
miihendislikle inga edilmis. Daha sonra 6grendigime gore plat-
formun tizerinde duran takozlar oraya atilmiglar. Bu bilgi bazi
diigiimleri ¢6ziiyor. Cergeveli celik platform, barmdirdig bir¢cok
seyin yaninda ayni1 zamanda sans faktoriine de yer veriyor.

Eger Bishop’in bu takozlari yere atarken bilin¢altindan gelen
yonlendirmesinin yaninda sans faktoriine yer acacak olursak, an-
lama mekanizmamiza dair ilging sorular ortaya c¢ikabilir. Bu bir
kendinden ve miikemmel yapilarindan kopma tesebbiisii degildir
de nedir? Takozlar en basitinden temel insa malzemeleridir.
Ancak bu iste adeta zar gorevi gorerek bize su soruyu soruyor:
Anlami sansa birakabilir miyiz? Bir baska deyisle, anlamin 6tes-
ine gegcmemiz miimkiin mudiir?

iSININ 0OZANI

Bishop knows that metaphysics meddle with our business like
the little green jinn. By imitating it, he tries to master and control.
The wedges on the platform demonstrate an endless wish to
monumentalize, regardless of the success of seizing chance.

The desire to understand, the courage to shove your hand into
your own gut and bring it all out is yet another attempt to order,
construct and recreate the world. Then, the struggle to break free
becomes another attempt to master, which drops us head on onto
the supposed core.

THE POET OF HIS JOB



Bishop metafizigin minik yesil cinler gibi isimize burnunu
soktugunu goriiyor, onu taklit ederek hakim olmaya ve idaresi
altina almaya ¢alistyor. Ele avuca sigmayan sans faktoriinii
yakalayabilmek de diinyay1 diizene sokma, yeniden yapilandirma
ve kontrol etme ¢abasi degil mi? Su durumda, anlamlandirma
eyleminden kopmak ve yapilarin digina ¢itkma tesebbiisii yine var
oldugu sanilan 6ze kafa iistii diisiirmez mi bizi? Anlama arzusu,
kendi bagirsaklarindan iceri elini sokup isleyisine dair ne varsa
ortaya dokme ¢abasi takozlarin da yardimiyla anitlastyor.
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Michael Bishop, 2014

There is one work in the exhibition that loosens its grip
on the viewer and runs like lukewarm water down the throat.
In the photograph of a water pipe system, which Bishop has
encountered regularly over thirty years in the stairway of a
stately Wiesbaden house, the pipes protrude unevenly and
unexpectedly, as if the veins in your neck bulge at the sight of
something thrilling or infuriating. The image is embellished
with a plain story of a boy that is riding in the car with his
mother. He is seated on the floor of the passenger side convers-
ing with her as she drives. He feels the working wheels of the
car and the pull of gravity, the innards under the dashboard
egg on his feelings of ‘isolated movement through time and
space’. He tells her that he talks to God all the time, that he
hears him in his mind. The mother tells him that he’s talking
to himself and not God. As the child ponders, the image of his
father, jumping into a pool, appears in his mind. For the first
time in this particular world of Bishop’s, there is a sense of
emancipatory surrender. Just like the boy’s father jumping
into the water in a ‘perfect swan dive’. All there is left, for a
moment, is the sun reflecting off the surface of the water.

The breadth and detail of Bishop’s surfaces is astonishing.
The producing, controlling, mastering man materializes and
deconstructs all that is sensible and perceptible to the mind
and soul. It takes pure courage, sweat and bones to build such
a raw yet refined corpus of works. This is where philosophy
plays with mathematics, semiotics toss dice, and poetry sings
to carcasses. As one of the greatest figures of modern Turkish
poetry, Daglarca (‘in the language of mountains’) wrote:

He
Is the poet of his job
I am the God

Of mine*

* Translation by Talat S. Halman
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Sergideki tek bir ig seyircinin girtlagindaki elini gevse-
tip 1lik su gibi bogazindan agagi akiyor. Bishop’un otuz sene
boyunca gittigi gérkemli bir Wiesbaden evinde rastladigi
duvardan digar1 tasan su borusu sisteminin bir fotografi bu.
Evdeki merdivenlerden birinde beklenmedik sekilde, san-
ki sinirlendigimizde boynumuzdan firlayan damarlar gibi
duvar sinirlarinin digina ¢itkmiglar. Gorsel, bir erkek ¢cocugun
annesiyle yaptigi araba yolculugunun hikayesi ile eslenmis.
Cocuk 6n koltukta yerde oturuyor. Araba motorunu, tekerleri,
yercekimini, ‘gosterge panelinin zaman ve mekandan bagimsiz
yalitilmis isleyisini’ bedeninde hissediyor ¢ocuk. Annesine,
siirekli Allah’la konustugunu, hep O’nun sesini duydugunu
soyliiyor. Annesi cocuga, Allah’la degil kendi kendine konus-
tugu yanitini veriyor. Cocuk bu cevabi diisiiniirken, aklinda
babasinin havuza atlarkenki imgesi beliriyor. Bishop’un
kendine has diinyasinda ilk kez 6zgiirlestirici bir teslimiyet g6-
rityoruz. Cocugun babasimin ‘miikemmel bir kugu atlayis?’ ile
suya dalis1 gibi ferahlatan bir saliverme. Geriye kalan tek sey,
bir anligina, suyun yiizeyinden yanstyan giines 15181 oluyor.

Bishop’in yiizeylerinin katettigi mesafeler incelikli, nefes
kesen kurgularla dolu. Ureten, dizginleri birakmayan, mii-
kemmeli arayan usta-adam, akla, parmak uglarina ve ruha
degen herseyi anlamlandirmaya, sokmeye ve cisimlestirmeye
ugrasir. Bu denli ¢ig ama rafine isleri tiretmek yiirek, ter ve
kemiklerinle herseyini ortaya koymay1 gerektirir. Bu alemde
felsefe matematikle asik atar, semiyotik zar sallar ve siir ce-
setlere agit yakar. Modern Tiirk siirinin 6nciilerinden Daglar-
ca’nin yazdig gibi:
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LIST OF WORKS

Red Carnival 2014

7 busts of varying height 17-30cm,

Table 95cmx122cmx 17.5cm

Cast red & red-orange opaque glass & fabricated steel table
Note: Number of busts was modified to 11 after exhibition

Black Carnival 2014

14 busts varying height 17-30 cm
Table 95cmx 195cmx17.5cm
Cast black opaque glass with fabricated steel table



Bronze Boys 2014

32 busts varying height 17-30cm

Table 108cmx280cmx 40cm

Cast bronze with silver matte powder coat &
fabricated steel table with powder coat

I’m a Bird 2014

150cm x 200cm x 140cm

Installation of multiple steel parts with
hot dipped galvanized finish, includes
audio sound track loop

I’m Not Afraid of Black and Brown 2012

Diptych, each panel: 100cmx 150cm, ed. 3
Pigment inkjet print on industrial felt

Hare 2014

Triptych, each panel: 100cmx 150cm, ed. 3
Pigment inkjet print on industrial felt



Counting Trees 2014
100cmx 150cm, ed. 3
Pigment inkjet print on industrial felt

DogHand & Lipsitck 2014

Diptych, 100cmx300cm, ed.3
Pigment inkjet print on industrial felt

Exhibition / Sergi
09 Mayis/May — Haziran/June 2014
Galeri Nev
Istikl4l Caddesi Misir Apt.
No: 163 Kat 4 D:23 Beyoglu Istanbul
Tel: +90 212 252 15 25

Published by / Yayinlayan

B.C Studio
Gallery Nev

Catalog Essay / Katalog Metni
Suna Kafadar*

Catalog Design / Katalog Tasarimi
Okay Karadayilar

Photography / Fotograf
Baris Dervent, Haldun Dostoglu

Post Production
Sevim Sancaktar

Glass Castings / Cam Kaliplar
Cam Oca@i Istanbul / The Glass Furnace Istanbul

Pigment Inkjet Printing / Pigment Inkjet Baska
DIFO Lab Istanbul

Audio Production / Ses Prodiiksiyonu
Ece Polen Budak, Yunus Emre, Glirkan Kurtbay

Printer / Baski
Scala Matbaa

Edition / Baski Adedi
1000

© Michael Bishop 2015, All rights reserved.
ISBN 978-0-692-34948-9
mbishopsculpture.com

*Suna Kafadar is a writer and translator
living in Istanbul. She is one of the
editors of the online feminist magazine
5Harfliler. She also co-founded the
publishing house Imprint Press, which
strives to build an archive of Turkish
literature in English.

*Suna Kafadar Istanbullu bir yazar ve
cevirmen. 5Harfliler adli feminist
internet dergisinin editérligind
yapmaktadir. Ayrica, Ingilizcede Tiirk
edebiyati argivi olusturmayi amaglayan
Imprint Press adli yayinevinin de
kurucularindan biridir.









