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Sik sik zamanin nasil gectiginden bahsederiz ancak,
belki de seylerin zamanin i¢inden nasil gectigini
konusmak daha yerinde olur. Clinkii zaman varligini
elbette siirdiirecek. Bizler ve bize ait olan seyler ise,
yok olmaya mahkum. Sinem Disli'nin isleri bize sunu
fisildiyor: Aslinda gecen sey zaman degil; zamanin
durgunlugundan gecen biziz. Bu gezegenlerin giine-
sin etrafinda dondigini—yani ¢aglar boyu sanildigi
gibi aksinin dogru olmadigini—soylemek kadar acik
aslinda. Yine de zamanin gecisinden bahsetmeyi str-
dirtyoruz. Zamandan gecenin asil biz oldugumuzu
kabul etmek ise her seyi degistiriyor.

Seyleri korumanin tek yolu onlar: akiglarina birak-
maktir ancak, zamani yenercesine onlara tutunmayi
seciyoruz. Bu durumda, bogarcasina tuttugumuz
seylerden elimizi gevsetmenin tek yolu ise, onlarin
icinden ge¢cmek oluyor. Yani diinyay1 baska turlid
deneyim etmek ya da bunun hayat gortisimiuz haline
gelmesine izin vermek.

Fotograf icin tuhaf bir yer.

Fotograf icin tek mimkiin yer. Zaman ve mekan
arasinda hareketi yanlis anlayisimiz gibi, fotografin
da mekani kaydettigini diisintirtiz. Halbuki, fotograf
bir zaman araligini kaydeder. Son dokuz yildir Sinem,
GAP Baraj1 sebebiyle Firat Nehri Havzasinda yasanan
su baskinlarini takip ediyor. Devletin elektrigin gelisi
ve moderniteyi kutladig1 noktada Sinem bize yildiz-
lara bakmay1 animsatiyor.

Gozlemleri mikroskobikten astronomige dogru
genis araliga yayiliyor; bakterilerden Samanyolu’'na,
yer ve gok arasi etkilesimler ve eski arazilerden, tozlu
tas ocaklarina, ve gollerin yeni olusan kiyilarindan

insanlarin magaralarda yasadiklari eski yerlesimlere...

Yalnizca kaybin degil, ayn1 zamanda yasamin birey-
lerin cabalar: sayesinde incelikle sebat edisinin de
kaydini tutuyor.

Sinem, Sogmatar’daki antik gozlemevinde fotograf
cektigi zamani anlatmist: bana: “Oraya gittim ve karsi
karsiya kaldigim seyin eziciligine sahit oldum. Bununla
nasil bag edecegimi bilemiyordum. Oturdugum yerde
durdum. Tekrar gittim ve tekrar baktim. Yeniden
kipirdamadan oturdum. O kadar ¢ok kez gittim ki
oraya, sonunda koyliiler ugraslarim karsisinda kéyiin
elektrik sigortalarini kapatmay teklif ettiler.”

Kendisinin zamanin i¢inden ge¢mesine izin verdi.
O mekanin duraganlhigi icerisinde, yildizlar: onlara
tapan insanlarin o alandan goérdiigii bicimde gérmeye
calisti. Glin yliziine cikarilacak sey olarak taslari
degil yildizlar1 gordii. Her daim orada olan yildizlar:.
Koyliler de onu iste bu durusu icinde gordiiler.

ilk fotograflarindan birinde, Louis Daguerre evinin
penceresinden agagidaki binalari ve sokagi uzun
slire pozlamisti. Bir adamin ayakkabisini cilalayan
bir boyac1 disinda sokak bos goziikityordu. Diinyanin

en meshur ayakkabi cilasi budur. Clinkii orada duran
tek insanlar onlardi. Zamanin akisinda, boylesi bir
durgunluk hareketin ta kendisidir.

Koyliler de Sinem’i bu sebeple fark etmislerdi. Bir
otobiisle gelip birkac saat kalip, etrafina bakinip git-
memisti. Yildizlar1 gérmek i¢in duragan bir bicimde
kalmisti. Bu ylizden de, yildizlar: gorebilsin diye
koyin 1siklarini kapattilar. O anda, Sinem, zamanin
asla gecmedigini kesfetti. Yildizlar o engin boslugun
icinde hala parliyorlardi. O anda, on iki bin yil énce
orada durup yildizlara bakan insanlardan hic de farklh
bakmiyordu. Ustelik yildizlar da onu gecmisin ya da
bugiiniin kdylulerini gordiiklerinden hic de farklh
gormiiyorlarda.

Zaman durgundur. Biz onun i¢inden geceriz. Bir
tapinak insa ettiler, yildizlar: kaydetmek i¢in. Sinem
de bir fotograf cekti, yildizlar: kaydetmek icin. Onlar
gecti, biz de kalmayacagiz. Sinem ise orada, o kdyde
durup kald.

Arkeoloji zamanin duraganliginin ifsa edilisi midir
yoksa bir yeniden diriltme cabasi midir? Arkeoloji
bilimin dili ile arastirir ancak bu bakis ile sanatta sakli
o katmanli manevi peyzajini aragtiramaz.

Gobekli Tepe diiz bir arazide yiikselir. Binlerce yil-
lik yerlesik yasamin sonucu insa edilmis bir hoytktir.
Orayi secen insanlarin bilgisi belli. Bu hoytiik bolge-
deki en ylksek tepelerden biri, ulagimi zor olsa da
yine de tirmanmaya deger: Gokylziniin acik oldugu
bir giinde, her yone dogru 40 kilometreden fazlasini
gorebilirsiniz. Bu nokta hem diinyanin gobegidir hem
de bir gobek deligi, bir omphalos, yani dinyanin dogal
merkezidir. Nefes alip vererek, o gobek on bin yildir
uyudu. 1963 yilinda, arkeologlar buranin ge¢cmise bir
pencere sunabilecegini fark ettiler. Gordiikleri seye
dair hicbir fikirleri olmadan, kalintilari yanlis deger-
lendirdiler: Roma mezarligi. Sonra daha genis bir
arastirma yaptilar. Daha derin kazdilar. Daha fazlasini
ogrendiler.

Bolgeye dair jeoradar arastirmalar tizerlerinde
kabartmalar bulunan T bicimli kirectas: dikilitaglar:
barindiran yirmiden fazla dairesel yerleske oldu-
gunu gosteriyor. Her dairedeki kabartmalar da farkl:
Birinde yilanlar varken, bir digerinde akbabalar bulu-
nuyor; digerlerinde ise bocekler, tilkiler ve hatta bir-
kac tane insansi sekle rastlamak miimkin. Kazilarda
hem hayvan kemikleri hem de insan kafataslari ve
kemikleri bulunmus. Bu dairelerden yalnizca doku-
zuna ulasilmis hentz. Dikilitaglar kayanin tizerinde
kendileri icin kazilmis girintilerin Gstiinde dimdik
duruyorlar. Yaklasik yiiz metre uzakligindaki bir alan-
dan cikartilmiglar. Yaklasik olarak iki yiiz adet dikilitas
mevcut. En biiytikleri ise neredeyse elli ton agirliginda.

Bu zamanlara, bu boyutlara, bu resimlere baka-
rak ne sdyleyebiliriz? Comlekcilik, metal isleme,



tekerlegin ya da yazinin icadindan 6nce insanlarin
tahayytil edemeyecegimiz kadar giiclii ve azimli
olduklarini tahmin edebiliriz. Bunun 6tesinde, yapa-
bilecegimiz tek sey hayal etmek. Hayal etmek, bizim
gecmisimiz ancak, onlarin gelecegi olan zamandan
bugiine uzananlar: kullanarak kendimizi taslarin
mekanina yerlestirmektir. Bir tepeden bakar, akinti-
lar ve go¢men kuslar ile cevrilmis verimli topraklar:
goririz. Sanki cok uzaklardan gelmisiz ve bizden
farkli sekilde konusan insanlarla tanigsmisizdir.
Yabancilar: belki de ilk goriisiimiizdir bu bizim. Cok
sonra Cennet Bahgesi olarak hatirlanacak bu bakir
dogada yilanlardan ve ¢ériimceklerden ve tilkilerden
korkmusuzdur. Hakikat su ki, taglarin arasinda kemik
parcalari birakirken nelerden bahsetmis olabilecekle-
rini tahmin etmek disinda hichir sekilde bu insanlar
hakkinda bir seyler sdyleyemeyiz. Onlar da hikayeler
anlatti, biz de anlatiyoruz. Iste bu hikayelerin arasinda,
o glin ve simdi, arkeolog ve koylii, heykeltiras ve gille
ustasi, sanat¢i ve yazar, insan oluyoruz.

Bu taslar on iki bin yillik bir saat gibidir. Tek tikla-
masi, ginesin ilerleyisinden ibaret. Kendi gecerken
degil, biz gecerken. Sinem T bi¢imli megataslarin
golgelerini fotograflarken, fotograf bu gecisi anladigi-
miz bir dile cevirir: Saat kadranindaki oklara. Ancak
bu, tizerinde sayilar, 6lciim noktalari olan bir kadran
da degildir. Araliksiz bir sekilde cemberler cizer:
Dakikalar, saatler yoktur, yalnizca bizim zamandan
gecisimiz vardir. Batik taslar giinesi yeniden gor-
diiler ve uzun zamandir 6rtiik kalmis olan uzamsal
dontsleri zamani yeniden 6l¢meye basladi. Taslar da
bize benzer. Onlar da diinyanin doniisleri esnasinda
duragan kaldiklarini diisiiniirler. Ancak taslar, ruha
sahip olma sansi ile kutsanmis bizlerin paylasmadigl
yeniden hayat bulma mucizesine sahiptirler.

Bu sebeple, taglarin canlilii biz insanlarinkinden
cok daha fazla desek yersiz olmaz. Belki de canlilik-
lar1 o kadar yavastir ki hissetmek icin bagka bir boyut
gerekir. Michelangelo, kayadan ne tiir bicimler ¢ikaca-
gin1 kesfetmek icin tas ocaklarinda taslari dinlemisti.
Tasa bicim vermeden 6nce tastan 6grendi clinki tas
ona kendisinden ne olabilecegini sdyleyebilirdi. Onun
biyikligiiniin ellerinde ya da gézlerinde oldugunu
diistinebiliriz ancak, muhtemelen asil yetenegi nefes
alan tasi dinleyebilmesindeydi. Sanki Titanlarin
goktaslar: ile oynamasi gibi arkadaslari ile oyunlar
oynadiklari bir meteormuscasina tasi oyarak giille
dontlistiirmeyi bilen yagh adam icin de bu gecerliydi
muhtemelen. Yoksa tanrilarin manikiirli olduklarini
mi1 diisiiniyordunuz? Parmaklari insani kilden bicim-
lendirirken harcadiklar: emek ile giiclenmis ve de yip-
ranmis olmali. Tirnaklarinin icleri toprak dolu belki
de. Geceleri ise, giille oynuyorlar. Giliiyorlar. Koyliler
GoObekli Tepe'nin topragini siirityor. Gobek giiltiyor.

Bu giilen tepelerin zirvesinde, insan topluluklari,
anitlarini mezarlara golge olacak dut agaclari olarak
diktiler. insanlar ellerinde birer dilek tutarak bu tepe-
lere tirmandilar ve sonra bu dilekleri agacin dallarina
bagladilar. Yiriyis, kadim zamanlardan beri daimi
olarak yeniden dogan bir agaca ibadet etme eylemiydi.

Simdiyse sular ylkseliyor, yluriyls yon degistiri-
yor. Iclerinde turistlerle otobiisler geliyor. Zamanin
durgunlugunda uzun stire yasayan koyler suyun
altinda kaliyor, baliklar insan evlerinin icinde yiiziiyor.
Ucaklar ve otobiisler ile yeni insanlar geliyor. Kazilmis
ve oyulmus olan tepeye yuriiyorlar. Dut agaci baska
tir bir téren alayinin yanlis anlasilmis aniti olarak
duruyor. Bu yeni insanlar yeni icat edilmis bir kadim
gecmise dikkatle bakiyorlar. Daha heniiz icat edilme-
mis bir kutsallik i¢in insa edilmis en eski tapinakta
bulunan Ibrahim’e hayali bir tarih yaziyorlar. ilk, en
bilyiik, en iyi. ilerleme, 6l bir ge¢misi yasatmak ve
yasayan bir gecmisi 6ldiirmek arasindaki takastan
gelecek bir servet vaad ediyor. Kacinilmaz olarak
gorinse de, bu sadece degerlerin degisiminin goster-
gesi. Bu toprak, derisinden tiriinlerin yikselmesine
yardim ederek gobege kok salanlara aitti. Yerlerinden
edildiler ve simdi yabancilar gelip gidiyor. Yeni dalga-
lar, yeni otobiisler, yeni turistler ve yeni insanlar gelip
gidiyor. Halen daha Sinem, uzaktaki bir sehrin soguk
kayasindan yontarak ortaya ¢ikardig: farkl bir yagsam-
dan geri geliyor ve bu tepelerde, orali bir kadin olarak,
diger tiirla asla girmeye kabil olmayacagi ruhunun
hafizasinin derinliklerine giriyor. Farkl bir yagsami
benimseyisi geride biraktigi yasami gorme yetisini
veriyor ona.

Bir gecmisi korurken bir digerini sileriz. Arkeoloji,
kanserde yapilanin tersi bir operasyon gerceklestirir:
Doktor icerideki kristali 6zgiirlestirmek icin etrafin-
daki yasayan bedeni temizler. Beden degil biiyiime
degerlidir, tasin icerisinde gizli heykeldir. Tas gobektir
ve gobek artik giilmiiyor.

Gecmisle yiuiz ylize gelinen her alan bir hayaletler
gecidini barindirir icinde. Bazilar: ¢cok eskidir, beden-
lerinde ikamet edigleri gibi su anda etraflarini saran
harabe kabuklarda da ikamet etmislerdir. Bazilar
ise daha yenidir. Taslarin arasinda yer alan koylerde
yasamiglardir ve bu taslari tarih olarak degil ama
dokunasi yiizeyler ve tanidik anitlar olarak degerlen-
dirmislerdir. Ara Giiler’in 1958 yilinda cektigi Geyre
koyt fotograflari, antik caglarin o yerelin giinceline ait
oldugu bir diinya resmediyor. Kisa siire icerisinde, bu
glincellik Aphrodisias, miras ve turistlere yol acacak
sekilde arkeolojik cerrah tarafindan kazilacak. Bu
anitta atilan her adim, diinya mirasinin nesterini
savurdugu Palmira’dan Barselona’ya, Abu Simbel’den
Atina’ya, her yerde tekrar eden bu siirec icerisinde
orada yasayan insanlarin yakin gecmisini gérinmez
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kiliyor simdi. Ge¢cmise dair tahayytller, kiireseli insa
etmek amaci ile gecmisi kaziyip ¢ikararak ginimiiz
icin yol haritalarina déntiistiyor. Tipk: Ara gibi Sinem
de bize kacinilmazlik anlatisina razi olmay1 ancak son
nefesini vermeden yerel olanin da kiymetini bilmeyi
hatirlatiyor.

Bir fotograf elinizde tuttugunuz kagit degildir.
Duvardaki cercevede duran resim degildir. Ekrandan
parlayan piksellerin toplami degildir. Fotograf, zama-
nin durgunlugunun biraktig izdir. Fotograf, o dura-
ganligin icindeki hareketimizi takip eden bir nesnedir.
Parmaginizda bir ara tasidiginiz yliziigin biraktigi
izdir. Basinizi koyarak olusturdugunuz yastiktaki
oyuktur. Hayatina su toplamasi olarak baglamis nasir-
dir. Yagli adamin tirnagindaki ¢atlaktir ve parmakla-
rinin gilleyi uzmanca kavrayisidir. Tualdeki lekedir.
Yildizlarin 1g181n1n diinyaya degisi, bir giillenin bir
glilleye carpisidir. Isik miirekkebi ile yazarak zaman-
dan gecisimizi bir kez daha imleyen on iki bin yillik ilk
saattir. O zamanin, o binanin, o pes pese silinmenin,
bir anlik, géze dokunan arkeolojisidir.

Insanlarin binlerce yillik zamanin duraganhiginda
hareketi yildizlarin hareketinden daha mi az ulvi,
esrarengiz ve nefes kesicidir? Bu glizelligi dinlemek
bizim duraganligimiza baghdir.

Dur.
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Art? Between Religion and Perception Ekim 2019’da Cambridge
University Press etiketi ile ¢ikacak.
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We often talk about the passage of time but it might
be more accurate to speak of the passage of things
through time. For time will always be there, but we
will not. Our things will not. Sinem Disli’s works
whisper: it is not, after all, time that passes, but us that
pass through the stillness of time. This should be as
obvious as saying that the planets revolve around the
sun and not the other way around. But still we speak
of the passage of time. To recognize the passage of
ourselves... it changes everything.

The only way to preserve things is by letting them
go, but we hold on as though to defeat time.

The only way to loosen the grip on what we have
held, then, is to move through them.

To perform the world otherwise. And to allow this
to become vision.

A strange place for photography.

The only place for photography. For like our misap-
prehension of movement between space and time, we
think that photography records space when actually it
takes in time. For the past nine years, Sinem has been
following the flooding of the Euphrates River Basin
resulting from the GAP Dam project. Where states cel-
ebrate electrification and modernity, Sinem reminds
us to remember the stars.

Her observations range from the microscopic
to the macroscopic, from bacteria to the milky way,
from the interfaces between earth and sky, from old
fields to dusty stone mines, and from the new shores
of lakes to the lost habitations of people in caves. She
records loss, but also the subtle ways in which life
persists through the efforts of individuals.

Sinem told me about photographing at the site of
the ancient observatory at Soghmatar: “I went there,
and it was overwhelming. I could not imagine how to
take it in. I sat still.  went again and looked. I sat still.

I went many times, until the villagers eventually recog-
nized my determination and offered to pull the fuses.”

She allowed herself to pass through time. In the
fixity of that space, she tried to see the stars as the
people who had worshipped them had seen them
from that site. She saw not the stones to be unearthed,
but the stars. The stars that have always been there. In
her stillness, the villagers saw her.

In one of his first photographs, Louis Daguerre
took a long exposure from his window, looking down
onto the buildings and the street below. The streets
look empty, except for the lone shoe-shine man shin-
ing a man’s shoe. It’s the most famous shoe-shine on
earth. All because they were the only ones to keep still.
In time, that stillness is movement.

This is how the villagers came to see Sinem. She
did not come in a bus and stay for one hour and wit-
ness and go. She stayed still to see the stars. Thus, they

turned off the lights so that she could see the stars.

In that moment, she discovered that time has never
moved. The stars are still there shining against the
vastness. In that moment, she looked no differently at
the stars than the people who stood there twelve thou-
sand years ago and looked at the stars. And the stars
saw her no differently than how they saw the villagers
then, or than how they see the villagers now.

Time is still. We pass through it. They built a
sanctuary, marking the stars. She took a photograph,
marking the stars. They passed, we pass. She stayed
still.

Is archaeology the revelation of time staying still,
or is it an effort at resurrection? Archaeology surveys
through the language of science, and yet its gaze can’t
survey the immaterial layered landscapes of the past
excavated in art.

Gobekli Tepe rises in an area that is largely flat. It
is a mound, built over millennia of habitation. The
people who chose it, chose it wisely: it is one of the
tallest hills in the area. But the climb is worth it. On a
clear day, one can see 40 km in every direction. It is
both a belly of the world, and also a belly button, an
omphalos, a natural center for the world. The belly
breathed gently, sleeping for ten thousand years. In
1963, archaeologists realized that it had promise as
a window into the past. With no knowledge of what
they saw, they misread the remains: a Roman ceme-
tery. Then they surveyed wider. They dug deeper. They
learned more.

Georadar surveys of the region indicate that there
are more than twenty circular compounds holding

“T”-shaped limestone pillars with carvings on them.
The carvings appear to be different in each circle:
snakes feature in one, vultures in another; insects,
foxes, and even a few humanoid shapes occur in oth-
ers. Bones of animals have been found in the exca-
vations, including human skulls and bones. Of these
circles, nine have been accessed. The pillars stand
upright in indentations carved for them in bedrock.
They were quarried from a site approximately a hun-
dred meters away. There are approximately two hun-
dred pillars. The largest ones weigh around fifty tons.

What can we know from these times, these dimen-
sions, these pictures? We know that before pottery,
metalwork, wheels, or writing, people were unimag-
inably strong and determined. Beyond this, all we can
do is imagine. To imagine is to place ourselves into
the space of the stones using what we project back
from what is our past, but their future. We must look
out from the hill and see a lush landscape, filled with
streams and migratory birds. It is to imagine com-
ing here, perhaps from far away, and to meet with
people who spoke differently from ourselves. To see



strangers for perhaps the first time. To fear snakes
and spiders and foxes in the wilderness that was

also what would, much later, be remembered as the
Garden of Eden. The truth is, we can know nothing of
these people except by puzzling together what they
must have talked about while leaving the fragments of
bones among the stones. They told stories, we tell sto-
ries. In this storytelling, then and now, archaeologist
and villager, sculptor and orb-maker, artist and writer,
we become human.

The stones are like a clock that is twelve thousand
years old. Its only ticking is the movement of the sun.
Not as it passes, but as we pass. When Sinem photo-
graphs the shadows of the T-shaped megaliths, the
photograph translates this passage into a language
that we understand: the arrows on a clock face. But
it is a clock face with no numbers, no points of mea-
surement. It circles without intervals: no minutes, no
hours, only our passage through time. The sunken
stones saw the sun again, and their turning in space,
so long veiled, began to measure time again. The
stones are like us, objects that, in the revolutions of
the earth, think that they stay still. But stones can
have the magic of resurrection that those of us blessed
with spirit do not share.

And so, it turns out, perhaps stones have a liv-
ingness greater than ours. Perhaps their livingness
is so slow that it takes another dimension to sense
it. Michelangelo listened to the stone in the quarries
to discover what forms would come out of the rock.
Before he touched the stone with form, he learned
from the stone, which could tell him what it would
be. We may think his greatness was in his hands or
his eyes, but it was rather in this ability to hear the
breathing stone. And so it is as well, perhaps, for the
old man who knows how to carve stone to be a mar-
ble, as though it were a meteor with which he and his
friends might play games, like the Titans play with the
shooting stars. Or do you imagine that the gods have
manicures? Their fingers must be strong and worn
with the labor of molding man from clay. Dirt gets
under their nails. Then at night, they play marbles.
They laugh. The villagers plow the soil of Belly Hill.
The belly laughs.

At the peak of these laughing hills, communities
have planted their monuments as Mulberry trees,
offering shade to graves. People walk to these hills
holding a wish in their hands, then tie their wish to the
branches of the tree. The walking is an action of wor-
ship to a tree that has, since time immemorial, been
reborn, in perpetuity.

And now the waters rise, the walking shifts. Buses
come, tourists come. Villages long living in the

stillness of time are left underwater, fish swimming

in human homes. New people come in planes and
buses, they walk to the hill, incised and cut away, the
Mulberry tree standing as the misunderstood monu-
ment to a different procession. These new people peer
into an ancient past invented anew. They write a new
story, an imaginary prehistory for Abraham at the
earliest sanctuary for a not-yet-invented divine. The
first, the biggest, the best. Progress promises gold that
will come in exchanging the present tense of a living
past for the present tense of a long-dead one. It is not
an inevitability, but an exchange of values. The land
belonged to those who grew their roots into the belly
by helping crops rise from its skin. They have been
uprooted, and outsiders come and go now. Ebb and
flow of new tides, new buses, new tourists, new people.
Still, Sinem comes back from a different life she has
hewn out of the cold rock of a distant city, and in these
hills she enters into worlds of her soul’s memory that,
as a local woman, she would not otherwise have been
able to enter. Her adoption of a different life gives her
the capacity to see the life she left behind.

In preserving one past, we erase another.
Archaeology is the operation opposite to that of can-
cer: the doctor clears away the living body to liberate
the crystalline form within. The growth, not the body,
is the treasure, the sculpture hidden inside the stone.
The stone is the belly, and the belly is not laughing any
more.

Every site of encounter with the past harbors a
galaxy of ghosts. Some are ancient, they inhabited the
shells that surrounded what are now ruins much as
they inhabited their bodies. Some, though are more
recent. They lived in the villages housed between
the stones and treasured them not as history, but as
smooth surfaces and familiar monuments. Ara Giiler’s
1958 photographs of the village of Geyre show a world
of where antiquity belonged to a local present. Soon,
that present would be carved by the archaeological
surgeon making way for Aphrodisias, heritage, and
tourists. Every step in that monument now renders
invisible the ignored recent past of people who lived
there in a process repeated everywhere where world
heritage has brandished its scalpel, from Palmyra
to Barcelona, Abu Simbel to Athens. Imaginations of
the past become road maps for the present, carving
away the local to construct the global. Like Ara, Sinem
reminds us to give in to the fiction of inevitability, but
to treasure the local before it gives up the ghost.

A photograph is not the paper you hold in your
hand. It is not the picture behind the frame on the
wall. It is not the sum of pixels shining from that
screen. It is the mark made by the stillness of time.

TIME DOESN'T PASS, WE DO



The photograph is an object that traces our movement
through that stillness. It is the groove where your
finger once held a ring. It is the hollow in the pillow
that just cradled your head. It is the callus that started
life as a blister. It is the crack in the old man’s nail, and
the expert’s hold his fingers take on the marble. It is
the stain on the canvas. It is the starlight hitting earth,
the crack of one marble against the other. It is the first
clock, twelve millennia old, marking once more our
passage through time by writing with the ink of light.
It is the archaeology of that time, of that building, of
that erasure cascading, in an instant, into the eye.

Is the movement of the humans across the stillness
of so many millennia of seasons any less monumen-
tal, any less mystifying, any less breathtaking than
the movement of the stars? Listening to this beauty
depends on our stillness.

Be still.

Wendy M. K. Shaw is professor of the art history of Islamic
cultures at the Free University Berlin. She works on the
impact of colonialism on culture. Her most recent book, What
is “Islamic” Art? Between Religion and Perception comes out from
Cambridge University Press in October, 2019.

WENDY M. K. SHAW
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