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“Transition pleats time, and in so doing transforms our 
relational capacities.” 
—Julian Carter1

In her 2019 film Fuckeries, Ebun Sodipo layers internet 
clips related to the appropriation of Blackness, and recon-
textualizes them to make their violence and absurdity 
clear. Sodipo’s humor runs throughout, but it is also an 
early example, sedimented in the frames of a film, of  
her use of images, and specifically collage, to reconfigure 
the ways Black people’s stories are shared and preserved. 
This movement, layering and fragmenting of images has 
become persistent in a multifaceted practice that also 
includes live performance, sculpture, and writing.

In her most recent series of collages, Sodipo brings together 
images of Black life collected over the years from sites like 
Tumblr and are.na, drawing from memes, music, art his-
tory, fashion, film, and beyond. Each image collapses its 
own creation, the conditions through which people 
decided to reshare it online, and its presence in the many 
folders of images archived intuitively by the artist for  
her future use. Brought together in Sodipo’s works, these 
seemingly disparate fragments function as what Saidiya 
Hartman has termed “critical fabulations.”2 Looking to 
restore absences in historical narrative, Hartman deals 
with a material lack, building new narratives about the 
lives of enslaved people from what she describes as 
“scraps of a life”—fragmented records, uncovered in the 
margins of the archive. Indexing the unfolding present 
and excavating the past, Sodipo deals with an overlooked 
excess, drawing from millions of potential images circu-
lating online, to create intricate, multilayered portraits of 
Black life.
Her collage Femmes for Class Revolution (2024) evidences 
this approach. It combines a manga clip—a woman in 
skin-tight, thigh-high black boots stands calmly in the 
foreground as an explosion erupts behind her—with a 
photograph of seemingly defiant, clenched marble hands 
from the Rodin Museum, a waterfall, and an image of 
radio and TV host Charlamagne interviewing Cardi B, 
gleefully recaptioned by an internet user to suggest Cardi B 
is revealing that her song “Bodak Yellow” (2017) is about 
the role of femmes in the class revolution. While not 
strictly the case, the song does celebrate Cardi B’s new-
found financial security, connecting it to her time as a 
sex worker. Sodipo’s associative logic builds a complex 
portrait of resistance and its many faces. 
The collage images are printed with inkjet on regular 
printer paper. Each is layered carefully on top of folded 
or scrunched Mylar—a durable, tear-resistant, silver- 
colored polyester film capable of withstanding tempera-
tures from -70°C to +150°C, used for a range of appli- 
cations, from food storage to space travel. Sodipo first 
devised this combination of materials in 2021, while 
experimenting with bringing herself into the image mak-
ing process more directly; she made a rare appearance  
on screen in a video experiment she made for an open 
studios event at Gasworks, London, during her residency 
there that year. Her collages also appeared for the first 
time, as she experimented with handwritten notes placed 
on top of the Mylar, or sometimes pinned to draped 
scaffold netting. Appearing to be loosely attached, the images 
and fragments of text would quiver and bend, exposed  
to the conditions of the room.
Over time, these notes were replaced by found fragments 
of printed text, and the fluttering, exposed compositions 
became protected and fixed in place by pouring resin  
on top of the images. Creating a hardened surface, the 
process also renders many of the images underneath 
semi-translucent. Octavia St. Laurent (2025) enshrines the 
AIDS activist and model active in New York’s Black  
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and Latin ballroom scene in the 1980s and 1990s. Layered 
on top of St. Laurent’s portrait is a pair of bejeweled 
hands, a recurring motif in Sodipo’s practice. They reach 
up adoringly, while other images in the collage, ob- 
scured by the resin’s effects, appear to collapse into one 
another, becoming barely legible, slipping in and out  
of meaning. 
Like exporting or “locking” an edit of a film, this layering 
and fixing becomes a means of sedimenting new his- 
torical narratives. Alongside this almost practical 
impulse, the works maintain a quality that remains just 
beyond comprehension. Sometime / All I Know Is (2025) 
focuses on the figures of musician Area Scatter, a trans 
woman who lived in Imo State, Nigeria, in the 1970s, and 
the Oscar-winning US actress Cicely Tyson. Shown in  
An Ominous Presence at Soft Opening, London, in 2025, it is 
part of a body of work that considers the idea that trans 
women represent danger and destruction. An unsettling 
blood red reoccurs across the collage, compounded by a 
trailing-off fragment of text: “All I know is sometimes . . .” 
Appearing under spotlights in an otherwise dimly lit 
room, the Mylar folds shimmered and sparkled seductively 
as viewers moved closer. This luminescence momentarily 
restored the cinematic origins of Sodipo’s collages. 
Evoking Eliza Steinbock’s foundational text on the ways 
transgender identity is rendered on-screen—“The shim-
mering body is never quite ‘there’ in the sense of being a 
finished, static object for the viewer to master”—the 
movement imbued the collage with an ineffability that 
oscillates between transcendence and foreboding.3
Sodipo’s collages unfold in their own time, collapsing 
histories, cultural references, and realities through  
combination and material sedimentation. Rather than  
creating a series of distinct fragments, Sodipo creates 
moments of folding. The artist’s own presence connects 
with that of her ancestors, random internet users and  
the viewer. As performance theorist Julian Carter has 
imagined, time in her practice is not a line, but a fabric.4 
Perhaps it’s even Mylar, scrunched, folded, and touching 
up against the edges of the frame. Folding for Sodipo  
is a mode of fragmentation that enables us to reshape  
the whole while also moving toward something else. The 
folds, pleats, and layers of the collages gather to form  
a practice of being and remembering that endeavours to 
be in contact with all sides of itself.

EBUN SODIPO’s
(b. 1993, London) work has recently been 
included in exhibitions at Shmorévaz, 
Paris (2025); Aspex, Portsmouth (2025); 
Soft Opening, London (2025); Cooke 
Latham Gallery, London (2025); Soft 
Opening at Paul Soto, Los Angeles (2024); 
CCA Derry~Londonderry: The Centre  
for Contemporary Art, Northern Ireland 
(2024); g39, Cardiff, Wales; Southwark 
Park Galleries, London (2024); Site Gallery, 
Sheffield and Collective, Edinburgh, as 
part of Jerwood Survey III (2024); Inter.
pblc, Copenhagen (2024); Hannah Barry 
Gallery, London (2024); Hauser & Wirth, 
Somerset (2024); Nevven, London (2024); 
VITRINE, Basel (2023); VO Curations, 
London (2023, solo); Phillida Reid, London 
(2023); Goldsmiths CCA, London (2022, 
solo); VISUAL Centre for Contemporary 
Art, Carlow (2022); FACT, Liverpool 
(2022); and the Block Museum of Art, 
Evanston, Illinois (2021). The artist has per- 
formed at the Institute of Contemporary 
Arts, London (2025); Walk&Talk–Arts 
Biennial, São Roque (2025); the Perfor- 
mance Art Museum, Los Angeles (2024); 
the Edinburgh Art Festival (2024); Live 
Collision International Festival at Project 
Arts Centre, Dublin (2023); Bergen 
Kunsthall (2022); Turner Contemporary, 
Margate (2022); Camden Arts Centre, 
London (2021); Frieze Art Fair, London 
(2021); South London Gallery (2020);  
and Auto Italia, London (2019).

AMY JONES
is a curator, writer, and editor based in 
London. She is currently curator of  
exhibitions at Studio Voltaire, London.  
She was previously associate curator at 
Chisenhale Gallery, London, and the  
curator at Wysing Arts Centre, Cambridge, 
UK, where she also cofounded the project 
space Partial Versions. Jones has curated 
first UK solo exhibitions by Aki Sasamoto 
(Studio Voltaire, London, 2026), Tiphanie 
Kim Mall (Partial Versions, Cambridge, 
2025), Simnikiwe Buhlungu (Chisenhale 
Gallery, London, 2024), Lotus L. Kang 
(Chisenhale Gallery, London, 2023), and 
Nikita Gale (Chisenhale Gallery, London, 
2022), among others. As an editor, her 
projects include award-winning first pub-
lications by Joshua Leon (The Process, 
Mousse Publishing, 2024); Benoît Piéron 
(Slumber Party, Mousse Publishing, 2023), 
and Ayo Akingbade (Show Me the World 
Mister, Bookworks, 2023). She has previ-
ously held curatorial positions at FACT 
(Foundation for Art and Creative Technol- 
ogy) and the Liverpool Biennial, and 
served as director of the Royal Standard, 
Liverpool.
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EBUN SODIPO
WORDS BY 
TAYLOR LE MELLE

Nasty 
Girl 
Kills 
English 
Language

Start with the opening scene of Spike Lee’s 1996 comedy Girl 6, in which an as yet no-name aspiring actress, portrayed by Teresa 
Randle (who had already achieved “it girl” status at the time of the film’s release), sits down for a screen test in hopes of landing a 
starring role with an impatient Quentin Tarantino, played by himself. Tarantino, performing his real world celebrity persona, asks 
Randle, performing what we can imagine might have been her former self, to say some lines. She does; he’s unenthusiastic. He 
then says something like, “Okay, cut to the chase: take your top off. It’s needed for the role.” No-name Randle pauses and replies, 
“What? My agent didn’t say this is part of the gig.” Tarantino, annoyed, whitemansplains that yes, it is part of the role. He “needs” 
to see her tits as a part of the business, and he has upwards of fifty other Black women outside that door aspiring to play the part. 
So, if she doesn’t want to strip, she should stop wasting his time and find another profession.
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No-name Randle’s initial reply is one of insolence. She thought 
that she was in the room with Tarantino because she was good 
at her art. But then she acquiesces, as she needs this gig to 
pay rent, and so down both shoulders, slowly, she slides her 
blouse, as if it was cotton blended with slime. Tarantino, and 
we as viewers, observe her discomfort and her nudity for a 
few seconds before she exclaims, “I can’t do this!” She pulls up 
her shirt and bursts out of the rehearsal room and through the 
crowd of, as Tarantino promised, about fifty other Black women 
with no name waiting to be SEEN. 

What happens next — and for the rest of the film — 
is that this no-name actress decides the most efficient way to 
earn money at the least expense to her dignity is to become a 
phone sex operator rather than aspiring to the fine art of being 
a serious actress. Thus, under the tutelage of a savvy and bossy 
madam played by a very hot 1990s Jennifer Lewis (who today 
is many scrollers’ favorite great-aunt on the internet for her 
original meme-song “I-don’t-want-nobody FUCKIN-wit’ meeeee 
/ in-these-streets!”), no-name actress rebrands herself as the 
eponymous Girl 6.

This film is just one of the many citations that appear 
in Ebun Sodipo’s Nasty Girl (The Sharpest in Town) (2023) 
and Nasty Girl 2 (The Beast) (2024), a duo of video works that 
collage together found footage that she has sourced from the 
far corners of Tumblr, one of the places where Black culture 
lives on the internet. Where and what is Black internet culture, 
exactly? A possible response: I can’t tell you; you just had to 
be there. Another possible answer: the Black internet does not 
exist in a specificity of form or in the aesthetic of an image, but in 
the mechanisms of circulation through which the image travels. 
Meaning, Black internet perhaps does not exist in a stable 
format, but simply arises when (at least) one Black user transfers 
data to (at least) one other.

Sodipo also cites a clip from Girl 6 in Nasty Girl 1 
(2022), in which one of the girls (Girl 75 in this instance) is on 
the phone, talking or rehearsing how to construct a compelling 
sexual fantasy for a listener who she hopes to keep on the line 
because the longer he listens, the more money he pays. Sodipo’s 
video works could be interpreted as rehearsing or processing or 
trying to communicate this complex meeting point — call it an 
intersection — of three big problems for the single Black woman 
in a modern/postmodern metropolis. First, the compulsion to 
generate capital (I need this gig!). Second, the slimy fact of being 
viewed as a disposable object of desire by the dominant power 
structure that controls the remittance of that capital (Tarantino’s 
impatience for an actress’s discomfort). And third, a language 
problem – how to use your voice, and to whom you bother to 
speak your condition. 

Girl 6 and Sodipo’s Nasty Girl series, along with much 
of the Black feminist literature that Sodipo devours, articulates 
this intersection of dilemmas in a capitalist patriarchy where 
Black womens’ presence is required for society to function, 
albeit as an object of resentment. What I have noticed in this 
literature that Sodipo reads, such as Saidiya Hartman’s Wayward 
Lives, Beautiful Experiments (2019), is that Black women have 
tended to open possibilities for themselves through activating 
the mechanism that is also a site of the violence inflicted upon 
them: their own bodies. And in many cases, using the body to 
network language, by way of the voice, or in a more general 
sense the creation of text. So, the no-name actress generates 
her necessary capital, building a support structure for her 
survival, by speaking as a sex object on the phone. A phone 
which today has been replaced by the internet, where Sodipo, 
also an avid consumer of internet culture, is using her artwork 
to speak to and through the same dilemma that she herself is 
certainly deeply implicated within, as an emerging artist in an 
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lives on the internet. Where and what is Black internet culture, 
exactly? A possible response: I can’t tell you; you just had to 
be there. Another possible answer: the Black internet does not 
exist in a specificity of form or in the aesthetic of an image, but in 
the mechanisms of circulation through which the image travels. 
Meaning, Black internet perhaps does not exist in a stable 
format, but simply arises when (at least) one Black user transfers 
data to (at least) one other.

Sodipo also cites a clip from Girl 6 in Nasty Girl 1 
(2022), in which one of the girls (Girl 75 in this instance) is on 
the phone, talking or rehearsing how to construct a compelling 
sexual fantasy for a listener who she hopes to keep on the line 
because the longer he listens, the more money he pays. Sodipo’s 
video works could be interpreted as rehearsing or processing or 
trying to communicate this complex meeting point — call it an 
intersection — of three big problems for the single Black woman 
in a modern/postmodern metropolis. First, the compulsion to 
generate capital (I need this gig!). Second, the slimy fact of being 
viewed as a disposable object of desire by the dominant power 
structure that controls the remittance of that capital (Tarantino’s 
impatience for an actress’s discomfort). And third, a language 
problem – how to use your voice, and to whom you bother to 
speak your condition. 

Girl 6 and Sodipo’s Nasty Girl series, along with much 
of the Black feminist literature that Sodipo devours, articulates 
this intersection of dilemmas in a capitalist patriarchy where 
Black womens’ presence is required for society to function, 
albeit as an object of resentment. What I have noticed in this 
literature that Sodipo reads, such as Saidiya Hartman’s Wayward 
Lives, Beautiful Experiments (2019), is that Black women have 
tended to open possibilities for themselves through activating 
the mechanism that is also a site of the violence inflicted upon 
them: their own bodies. And in many cases, using the body to 
network language, by way of the voice, or in a more general 
sense the creation of text. So, the no-name actress generates 
her necessary capital, building a support structure for her 
survival, by speaking as a sex object on the phone. A phone 
which today has been replaced by the internet, where Sodipo, 
also an avid consumer of internet culture, is using her artwork 
to speak to and through the same dilemma that she herself is 
certainly deeply implicated within, as an emerging artist in an 
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art world which, despite its representational acquiescences, 
remains tethered to the surpluses of global racialized capitalism. 
I do not bother to state this as a criticism, but as the simple fact 
of a condition.

In Sodipo’s An Other Ending (2023), the voice is 
layered over a rolling barrage of disparate internet-quality 
images and speculates on what it would take to see the death 
of whiteness, and this voice links whiteness and capitalism as 
co-constituted. To paraphrase: perhaps whiteness will end when 
the last coal furnace breaks; perhaps it will end when great 
thinkers admit that violence against women is always eroticized; 
and perhaps it will end when the last English-speaking person 
dies. It is a seductive proposition to think that this language of 
the British, and of the international art world, could become 
extinct, obsolete, and no longer necessary. Sodipo returns often 
to these speculations of mythic proportions where the world as 
we know it breaks. In her film works, where she herself (as in 
Celeste – She of the Sea, 2023), her friends (Atlantic Cruises – 
A Rest Stop, 2021), and her favorite Tumblr meme girls appear, 
women come to the city hoping to live long enough to see the 
end of capitalism while at the same time knowing they will never 
survive if they don’t have some money.Perhaps this is Sodipo’s 
exposition on what a Nasty Girl actually is: one who confronts 
the metaphysical dilemma of compulsory participation in one 
of Europe’s most insidious inventions–modernism–with the 
relentless unattachment of a phone sex worker. To survive the 
city, she becomes like a jellyfish, a gorgeous supple predator 
like the one who appears in Nasty Girl (The Sharpest Girl Town) 
out on the street, with her friend, exclaiming “WE SUCKIN’ 
EVERYBODY’S DICK! WE TAKIN’ EVERYBODY’S MAN!” Hers is 
a carefree, brash obscenity that respectable people tend to shy 
away from because they don’t want to risk their status in the 
capitalist hierarchy. A Nasty Girl maybe does not see a risk as a 
risk at all, because what is the worst that could happen? The end 
of this order of things?

I told Sodipo that I find the figure of a Black woman 
artist in the international art world these days fascinating, 
given the discourse now circulating within it — particularly the 
increasing inclusion of Black studies in museums and galleries. 
Why would this be weird? Because a defining feature of Black 
study is an examination of the fallout of one of the biggest and 
most lasting violences on Black women–the transatlantic slave 
trade and the capital that Europe extracted from it–and a lot of 
this value is still, to this day, being held in the form of artworks. 
So how ironic is it that art can still also be seen as a liberatory 
mechanism by those who theorize oppression? How can art be 
a form that concretized the violence of capital, while at the same 
time serve as an opening for the possibility of joy, of creation, of 
ecstatic experience? Who would choose to be an artist in the 
midst of this metaphysical dilemma?

When I spoke with Sodipo, who is working across 
a variety of mediums besides video, also collage, installation, 
and performance, she located her investment in art not in 
any particular form or technical process but rather in a desire 
to communicate. Here, again, I find myself, through Sodipo, 
tapping into the network and noting how the transfer of 
information and text creates both community and possibility. 
Like I mentioned earlier in this text about theories of the Black 
feminine, I recognize in Sodipo’s work, and also in her position 
as an artist making that work in this international art-world 
context, a compulsory position of needing to open a possibility 
for herself, and doing so by activating the mechanism that 
is also the site of the violence. I do not yet have language 
for why desire, seduction (Sucking everybody’s dick! Taking 
everybody’s man!), and obscenity is such a frictionless route to 
creating this opening, but if pressed to speak, I would, thanks to 
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Ebun Sodipo (1993, London) lives and works in London. Sodipo’s interdisciplinary practice narrates her construction a Black 
trans-feminine self after slavery and colonialism. Through a process of fragmentation, collage, and fabulation, she devises softer, 
other-wise ways of imagining and speaking about the body, desire, archives, and the past. Recent solo exhibitions include: Soft 
Opening at Paul Soto, Los Angeles; inter.pblc, Copenhagen; neven, London; V.O Curations, London; Vitrine, Basel; Goldsmiths CCA, 
London; and a space arts, Southampton. Her work has been included in group shows at CCA Derry-Londonderry; Hannah Barry 
Gallery, London; Hauser & Wirth Somerset; Southwark Park Galleries, Touring; Espacio Gallery, London; Philippa Reid, London; and 
FACT, Liverpool. Sodipo’s solo show will be on view at Soft Opening, London from March 7, until April 26, 2025. 

Taylor Le Melle is turning this body into one that can finish a novel. She’s drinking a lot of wet flowers and living between Amsterdam 
and Louisiana.

Sodipo, simply flick through the pile of Tumblr images she has 
assembled in the Nasty Girl series. These images, to Sodipo, are 
not Black because of the people represented inside the frames, 
but become Black through the transfer of these images from 
the computer of one person living inside the racial construction 
of Blackness to another person situated somewhere else inside 
that construction. A collaged network of situatedness. Because 
these situations are not fixed in place, and for that matter nor 
is the construction, the metaphysics of living in that condition 
of being would necessarily have to include openings and 
possibilities only if through the momentary accident of many 
disparate parts being in a state of motion simultaneously. And 
this lack of fixity, as Sodipo’s Nasty Girls display, might be what 
makes it possible for the site of the violence — the process of 
extracting capital from an eroticized brutality — to also be a 
location where those withstanding that violence can experience 
joy. An obscene proposition, but this obscenity, I think, protects 
us from any misplaced optimism that the world — yes, even the 
art one — changes its logics of racial capitalism by increasing 
its inclusion of Black images.
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Ebun Sodipo by Taylor Le Melle

Video stills from: 
Atlantic Cruises – A Rest Stop, 2021. 21’ 22’’. Single-channel video, HD, and sound. Edition of 5 + 2 AP. 
Celeste - She of the Sea, 2023. 6’. Single-channel video, HD, sound. Edition of 5 + 2 AP. 
Nasty Girl [The Sharpest Girl In Town], 2023.  23’ 57’’. Single-channel video, HD, and sound. Edition of 2 + 1AP. 
Nasty Girl 2 (The Beast), 2024. 13’ 46’’. Single-channel video, HD, and sound. Edition of 2 + 1 AP. 
An Other Ending, 2024. 7’ 44’’. Single-channel video, HD, and sound. Edition of 3 + 2 AP. 

All images courtesy of the artist and Soft Opening, London.

comfort begot by blood, 2024. Mylar, digital prints, resin, and acrylic. 48.7 × 28.7 × 5 cm. Photography by Eva Herzog. 

I worry that you'll work in an office, 2024. Mylar, digital prints, resin, and acrylic. 120.7 × 84.5 × 5.7 cm. Photography by Paul Salveson.
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Interview by Olukemi Lijadu

Ebun Sodipo’s (b.1993, London, UK) work has recently been included in 
exhibitions held at Shmorévaz, Paris (2025, forthcoming solo); Aspex, 

Portsmouth (2025, solo); Soft Opening, London, Soft Opening at Paul Soto, 
Los Angeles (2024); g39, Cardiff and Southwark ParkGalleries, London as 

part of Jerwood Survey III (2024); Inter.pblc, Copenhagen (2024, solo); Hauser 
& Wirth, Somerset (2024); VO Curations, London (2023, solo); Goldsmiths 
CCA, London (2022, solo); VISUAL Centre for Contemporary Art, Carlow 

(2022); FACT, Liverpool (2022) and The Block Museum of Art, Evanston (2021) 
among others. The artist has performed at venues including Performance Art 
Museum, Los Angeles (2024); Edinburgh Arts Festival, Edinburgh (2024); Live 
Collision International Festival at Project Arts Centre, Dublin (2023); Bergen 

Kunsthall, Norway (2022); Turner Contemporary, Margate (2022); Camden Arts 
Centre, London (2021); Frieze Art Fair, London (2021); South London Gallery, 

London (2020) and Auto Italia, London (2019).
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Ebun Sodipo’s London Studio Photography by Jaden Richer

I’m thinking about your work as both a visual 
artist and as a writer. I’m curious about your 
process. What comes first for you, the writ-
ten word? Or the image?

For performances, it’s probably a mix-
ture of both. I’ll get images of what things 
should look like, how they should feel, per-
haps some movements or things I want to 
create visually. I also write fragments of 
text. These begin the process, then I write 
more fully and build everything around the 
text. Because my practice is so varied, 
it really depends. Sometimes it’s, “Oh, I 
have this mood and I want to write about 
it, or make something about it,” or there’s 
something I’m curious about. I might go 
away and do some reading, and then have 
responses from that reading. So it really 
depends, but I do write a lot, and I come 
back to those little fragments I’ve written, 
using them in other work. Particularly in 
video work and performance, they help 
guide things.

In your video work although it may seem 
absurd, the earth also moves (2021), I found 
myself drawn to your looping of a fragment 
of Whitney Houston’s singing the refrain ‘im-
possible’. How does being a poet, and your 
relationship with rhythm impact the sound 
in your work?

With video and performance, I’m con-
cerned with the voice especially - its tim-
bre, its movement, how it’s controlled, and 
how it can carry a narrative on its own. I 
think about how to hold people’s attention, 
evoke particular emotions, elicit desire, or 
mimic different moods. In the video works, 
I create sonic collages within the video col-
lage. Sometimes the sound carries a tone 
or a mood that shapes the piece. For ex-
ample, in Nasty Girl 2: The Beast, there’s 
a snippet from Hiroyuki Nasu’s anime film, 
Devilman (2004) that repeats throughout. 

It has an ominous tone, and returning 
to it structures the film around that mood.
There’s the way sound conveys time in 
my work, the cycles, the layering, the mo-
ments that loop back on themselves. It’s a 
way to speak about a non-linear sense of 
time, breaking away from a forward-mov-
ing narrative, weaving back in, folding over 
itself. In that way, sound becomes a nar-
rative device.

I’ve noticed in your more recent work-  as in 
your most recent show An Ominous Pres-
ence at Soft Opening  - that the metallic 
surfaces, upon which in your earlier pieces 
were often smooth and liquid, now appear 
as crumpled and distorted. Is there some-
thing in how your practice has developed 
that speaks to this disruption of that earlier 
fluidity?

The material I use is called Mylar - alu-
minium-coated plastic. It’s everywhere in 
daily life, from food packaging to insula-
tion, but most people don’t notice it. I was 
drawn to that mix of ubiquity and invisi-
bility. It’s tough yet fragile, able to resist 
tearing but quick to pick up imprints. I love 
that duality - hardy but delicate - and the 
way it reflects light. Unless you smooth it 
completely, your reflection is always dis-
torted, which for me, as a trans person, 
feels resonant.

In earlier works, the Mylar was smooth, 
almost like a liquid mirror. Recently, I’ve 
started crumpling it, sometimes very finely, 
then smoothing it so the wrinkles become 
subtle traces. That shifts how the surface 
catches light, how much of yourself you 
can see, and the mood of the piece - dy-
namic and shimmering or soft and con-
templative.

As a Tumblr kid, whose work layers material 
from disparate locales, how has the internet 
influenced the way you think about and cre-
ate work within a borderless context?

The internet has been formative to my po-
litical consciousness. I started using plat-
forms like Tumblr to collect material during 
a moment when conversations about Black 
identity were very active, roughly between 
2014 and 2018. This became an archive of 
that political and cultural moment, a time 
when consciousness was being formed, 
realities were being challenged, and cracks 
were appearing in how many people un-
derstood the world. The future felt intan-
gible, but there was a glimpse of it online, 
and I wanted to capture that in my work. 
At the same time, I also wanted to address 
the silences on the internet, the ways cer-
tain histories or perspectives aren’t em 
bedded in the images, sounds, memes, 
or language that circulate. My work tries 
to take these fragments and reassemble 
them, putting images in new relationships 

Infinite Economic Growth, 2025 Mylar, digital prints, resin, acrylic 73.3 x 58.2 x 5 cm (28 7/8 x 22 7/8 x 2 
inches) Courtesy of the artist and Soft Opening, London Photography Eva Herzog
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Ebun Sodipo First Moment of Contact, 2025 Mylar, digital prints, resin, acrylic 68.3 x 53.2 x 5 cm (26 7/8 x 
21 x 2 inches) Courtesy of the artist and Soft Opening, London Photography Eva Herzog

to tell stories that often go untold or evoke 
different emotions than they do online  
casually.

It’s important for me to reflect how my 
Blackness was formed. I’m Nigerian, Yoru-
ba; my early experience was shaped by 
living in Nigeria for eleven years. My con-
sciousness also developed through prox-
imity to Black America and diverse Black 
communities worldwide. The question of 
“How am I Black?” connects me to many 
others across the globe, even beyond Af-
rica and the traditional diaspora.

At your 2023 CCA show I Just Get Mine 
Quietly, I recognized the fingers of Nigeri-
an musician Area Scatter playing a stringed 
instrument. In the documentary Konkombe 
(2000), from which that image comes and 
circulated on Tumblr, her identity isn’t ad-
dressed, leaving a linguistic vacuum. How 
do you think 21st-century language around 
the trans experience can - or cannot - cap-
ture the nuances of these histories? And how 
does your work with these historical women 
engage with the ineffability of language?

First, I want to respond to what you were 
saying about the limitations of language 
and how we build connections across time. 
This is where images play a huge role. They 
let us connect, feel a sense of familiarity, 
even recognize a body that resonates with 
us. Another way I think about transcending 
time is through performance and writing. I 
often treat the body as a way to make time 
feel porous - to connect with people we ha-
ven’t met by imagining their existence, what 
they might have been doing, and focusing 
on that presence. 

Their impact, even years later, reaches 
me. Kelechi Okafor once said, during a 
Tarot reading about ancestors, that maybe 
ancestors are thinking about us, too. That 
idea made me think about the future and 
descendants, like MLK’s “I have a dream,” 
which links past and future. This connec-
tion isn’t only through words but through 
feelings and bodily knowledge. Recogniz-
ing sensations in our bodies allows us to 
relate across time. The body becomes a 
conduit, a way to pierce time, even if we 
don’t know someone’s name. That’s how 
I think we work around the limits of lan-
guage.

Language in the 21st century cannot cap-
ture the full complexity of human experi-

ence. Humans are chaotic, unpredictable, 
and responsive, yet language demands 
order and fixed categories. When we con-
sider history - post-slavery, post-criminali-
zation, the rise of the West - we see that 
language, particularly English, evolved 
from subjugation, erasure, and control. 
Every term carries the weight of that his-
tory. For example, “trans” emerges from a 
European context and cannot fully reflect 
African histories and embodiments that 
shape someone like me using that word. 
How bodies are understood depends on 
a post-slavery world where power defined 
identity and embodiment.

Take Vitoria, a woman I’m research-
ing. She describes her body in ways that 
defy Western logics of embodiment. She 
names parts differently, relates to her body 
uniquely, and points to others like her in 
Benin and Nigeria. This shows what’s been 
lost: ways of being, moving, and relating 
that language today can’t fully capture. I 
consider myself a descendant of Vitoria. 

As a Nigerian child, I remember being scold-
ed for offering my left hand. The left hand 
recurs in your work - in your sculpture Left 
Hand of the Sisters (2024)  and in The Gen-
eral Partitions (2023). Could you speak about 
its significance in your practice?

It began with Rodney Needham’s essay 
on the Mugwe - spiritual elders of the Meru 
people in Kenya. Their left hands were said 
to hold such power that seeing it without 
initiation could cause harm or even death. 
Across many African cultures, the left hand 
is often coded as weak, disrespectful, or 
feminine, while the right is linked to author-
ity and masculinity. But in the case of the 
Mugwe, the left hand disrupts that hierar-
chy. Needham also draws connections to 
spiritual figures from other cultures, some 
of whom take husbands or wear women’s 
clothing - what today might be called trans 
or transfeminine identities. 

While the Mugwe are not trans women, 
a later misattribution cast them as precur-
sors to trans women. Kenyan trans women 
have embraced this mythologized history 
as cultural and political validation.

I’m fascinated by how myth and imagi-
nation can sustain marginalized identities, 
especially when historical records are ab-
sent or erased. My work uses the left hand 
as a symbol of trans women’s spiritual and 
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Installation View, An Ominous Presence, Soft Opening, 6 Minerva Street, 7 March–26 April, 2025. 
Courtesy of the artist and Soft Opening

Installation View, An Ominous Presence, Soft Opening, 6 Minerva Street, 7 March–26 April, 2025.
Courtesy of the artist and Soft Opening
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magical power, and as a tool for proposing 
alternative histories that challenge the idea 
that trans women only emerged in recent 
decades. In my sculptures and installa-
tions, the left hand holds power and mem-
ory, marking sacred space and resisting 
erasure.

There’s also a link to the Benin Bronzes 
- my cast bronze-like hands reference the 
circulation and reinterpretation of Black 
histories, and how Black trans women 
create from what is accessible or missing. 
Once, I accidentally scanned right hands 
instead of left, which made me think about 
misreadings as creative acts and ways to 
trouble history and shift power.

For me, reinterpreting and destabilizing 
history is a way to open up space for those 
it has excluded. The left hand becomes 
both a vessel of memory and a disruption 
of the narratives we’ve been given.

Wow. With Black history, the archive is of-
ten so contested - it’s hard to untangle ‘fact’ 
from ‘fiction’. How do you wrestle with the 
bravery of interpreting history in light of the 
inevitable gaps?

When I think about the body as a portal 
through time, I feel you have to believe it. 
Logic or proof can be useful elsewhere, 
but not always in this space. Narrative is a 
tool we use to move through the world, to 
open possibilities. That’s what Hartman’s 
method of critical fabulation does. It’s not 
about whether something did happen, but 
that it could have happened, and what that 
imagining does for people now.

Like Glissant says, it may or may not be 
true, but that is not what interests us. What 
matters is the impact, how it connects us, 
sustains us, and resists the shrinking ef-
fect of certain histories. For me, as a Black 
trans woman, this belief is also a way of 
sustaining myself. I have to believe my 
work, unearthing, imagining, re-telling, is 
important. That belief is what allows me to 
keep going.

In this political moment of what feels like 
profound regression, where everything feels 
very urgent and difficult. How do you grapple 
with the role of the artist in these times? 

A lot of us have been feeling paralysed. 
We go to protests, repost things, link to 
donation pots, but part of my frustration 

is that a lot of people let this happen. Even 
in the early 2000s and 2010s, when people 
were coming to political consciousness 
online, there was always the other side. 
Reddit, for example, was full of violent 
rhetoric, but it was dismissed as harmless 
discourse. People didn’t take it seriously.

Most don’t understand how fascism 
emerges, its ties to capitalism, or the dy-
namics of minority struggles. Then identity 
politics became a dirty word. We weren’t 
taking history seriously, and that left us un-
prepared for the cycles we’re now seeing.

I saw a Bree Newsome graph showing 
American history - slavery, Jim Crow, Re-
construction - marked red, yellow, green. 
Someone edited it to show most of history 
is red. That’s why we need to understand 
that most of the time, the world has been 
terrible. We get small windows to act, to 
intervene, to do work. Understanding histo-
ry allows us to destabilise the present and 
question the categories we occupy.

In my work, I want to show that who we 
are isn’t fixed, that it’s contingent, and con-
necting across time and space is possible. 
The cycles repeat - the veil lifts, then falls. 
My work patches up a depleted reservoir, 
creating little oases in a desert of cycles. 
It lasts through repetitions, even when the 
world doesn’t. I want it to allow reflection, 
resistance, and hope.

History doesn’t bend itself; hands bend 
it. Liberalism lets power be subtle, sophis-
ticated, seductive, relentless. Free speech 
and neutrality aren’t enough. Words and 
actions have weight. Desire constructs 
imagination, imagination constructs pos-
sibility. Archives, history, and culture need 
intervention. People have to do the work.
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This Much I know, 2025, Mylar, digital prints, resin, acrylic, 28.2 x 18.2 x 5 cm (11 1/8 x 7 1/8 x 2 inches)
Courtesy of the artist and Soft Opening, London, Photography Eva Herzog
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Yvo Cho Untitled, 2025 copper, urine
83 x 77 x 19 cm
Courtesy of the artist and  
Neue Alte Brücke
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