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BURÇİN BAŞAR | RETRACE
OCEAN OF ABSTRACTION 

 
Burçin Başar first explores. When the tightly wrapped thin linens of Egyptian mummies are being unwrapped, the face becomes flat. The expression vanishes. We look for the expression on this level. In lost portraits, Burçin Başar is in pursuit of a painting that she doesn’t know; she makes and realizes the painting. She installs an object inside an abstract work and presents this object to the viewing audience so that it finds it inside the painting.
Burçin Başar dances with the narrative through the figurative and abstraction in a shrewd way. I can even say that she makes use of the figurative elements hidden by her in order to rather manipulate the audience. But I know that an element is always sufficient to get lost in the dimension of the painting. So why does the audience need this ocean of abstraction? And why does Burçin Başar give this ocean to the audience? In order to control and carefully examine, to look, to wander inside the milimeter. Probably in order to remember from time to time the elemets that the infinite space of cartography will give us. In order to focus on the map. In order to present to us the sceneries of the land that she comes from, also to remember herself and to remind us as well. For this she explores the “state of being“, but in any case she usually draws for us the clues inside this broad abstraction and leaves their traces.
This exploration is transformed from one plan into another through indications of depth and leaves to us archaeological elements: bones. Roots, stones, ridges and reliefs unknown to us found inside water traces. The stories that are told ring in our ears like the bumble of the bees. These are what the artist hears. They're not what she sees but what she hears. But actually, the eyes begin here to be a witness with the painting.
In different geographical areas, such as watching the unwrapping of Egyptian mummies and realizing their interventions in the language of painting, the artist leaves flattened traces. She captures the visage. She even doubles them, geminates them. Here she makes use of morbid aesthetics belonging to souls, such that the silhouettes of these lost souls are constructed again with thoughts belonging to heaven. Again, these vertical and meticulous mountains look at how the silhouettes, which often stop and climb, wait, take a step and go up and down, are moving forward. The hanging roots which seem like decorations in open nests on the tree branches turn into the “mother tree”. The East, the ancient, the sacred and the sacred East call to turn the world and not to forget. And maybe, it calls to draw and redraw somewhere.
We know from the masters of modernity such as Kandinsky and Klee that glass is not a second-rate material. Glass is fascinating with its neurality and surface. It doesn’t give any irregularity to the viewing audience; it’s transparent and slippery in an absolute way. We can say that we can use the opportunity of reflecting onto the glass with the greatest ease as if it were a transparent screen and turn it into this. But is it not said as a parody inside a pictorial tradition since Renaissance that “glass is not a painting”? It’s necessary to believe in this proposition. Glass doesn’t have a bearer. The point in question is not the depth but the invisibility or intangibleness of souls such as the idea that Burçin Başar wants to reflect in her “lost identities”. The untraceable nature of roots. The bones standing on the surface at the threshold.
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