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Bir kiTAP YAPMAYA niyetlendigim zaman, oncelikle, hem iyi fotograflarimi bir derleme haline
getirerek fotografseverlerle ve dostlarimla paylasayim; hem de kendimle yiizleseyim istedim. Boylece,
amatdr bir ugras belgelenip baskalarinin begenisine sunulacak; benim igin de, kendimi zorlayabile-

cegim bir iddia ortaya ¢tkmig olacakti. Bu diisiinceyle yola ¢tktim.

Sonra bu kitabin bir de temasi olmasi gerektigini diisiindiim. Bir konuya odakli fotograf ¢ekmedigim
icin buna arsivime bakarak karar vermek istedim. Fotograflarda yerler ve yiizler agirliktaydi. “Yeryiizii”
fikri fena goziikmiiyordu. Ama ortada bir sorun vardi: Her yerin bir yiizii maalesef yoktu. Bu “egsiz”
fikri bir dahaki seferligine rafa kaldirdim. Bir tema bulayim diye bir kelime oyununun pesinde vakit
kaybetmistim. Cikacaksa, tema, yine fotograflarin kendisinden ve fotografa bakmaktan ¢ikacakui.
Kelimelerden degil. Yine en dogrusu, amatdr ruhtaki ¢iplak goziin kendisiydi. Gormeye ve rastlamaya

agtk goziin. Belki de makinesiz olarak fotograf ¢ekiyordum arsivimi tararken.

Kitap yapma fikrini gelistirirken kargilikli sayfalarin uyumu benim igin hayli 6nemliydi. Bunu nasil
saglarim, hangi fotograf hangisiyle yan yana durabilir diye fotograflari seyrederken, fotograflarin
eslestigini hatta sahnelerin ayni oldugunu kesfettim. Ve zorlamasiz baktikea, fotograflarin hig birinin

basgoz edilmedigi kendi eglerini yavas yavag bulduklarina tanik oldum. Tema ortaya ¢ikmugti.

Yer, zaman, mekan farkliliklart olabilir, ama portreler, sahneler, ifadeler, kompozisyonlar birbirine
denk diigebilir. Birbirinin aynasi ya da negatifi olabilir. Aslinda degisen bir sey yok, gormek,
gostermek istediginizi karelediginizde diinyanin neresinde olursaniz olun ayriliklari ama aslinda
ayniliklari yakalayabilirsiniz. 40 ayri iilkede ¢ektigim fotograflar o kadar kolay eglesti ki... Bunlarin
bazilar1 gayet bariz olmakla birlikte bazilarinda ise, kesfedilmesi gereken baglantlar var. Bakarken

stkilmayacaginiz, ayriliklarin i¢inde ayniliklar: kesfedeceginiz bir seriiven olmasini arzu ettim.

Bu kargilikli bakisan sayfalar icinde sadece “konu” degil, fotografin dogasinda olan 1sik, renk,
kompozisyon, ifade, perspektif ve bakis acist gibi 6geler hem birbirlerine benziyor hem de kargiliklt
olarak kendi farklarini daha da giizel ortaya ¢ikariyorlardi. Tiirkiye’deki bir gocuga Fas’ta; Fas’taki bir
adama Hindistan’da; Hindistan’daki bir manzaraya Kiiba'da; Kiiba’daki bir detaya Asya’da; Asya’daki
bir yapiya Avrupa’da rastladim. Bu kitap tiim bu rastlagmalarin bulugmast oldu. Hem ayni hem de
ayriydilar. Bir ara kitabin adinin Bulugmalar olmasini diisiindiiysem bile, bulugmalarin ayriyken daha

degerli oldugunu bildigimden Aynz Ayrz olmasinin daha anlamli olduguna karar verdim.



Eslestirmeler bir yana, biitiin fotograflarin segiminde kendim ¢ekerken zevk aldigim, bakarken
digerlerine de hos duygular verecek kareleri ayirmaya ¢alisum. Zaman zaman izdiisiimler, zitliklar ve
renk uyumu kullandim. Diinyanin farkli yérelerinden farkl: yerler ve yiizleri bulmaya ¢alisum. Isik,
kompozisyon, agt ve derinlik itibariyle 6n plana ¢ikan, dolaysiyla “iyi fotograf” niteligi tasidigini
disiindiiklerimi, dzellikle tercih ettim. Bir de, dogal olarak, kendi yasamimdan kesitler olsun istedim.
Kisaca, yasamin gesitliligini yansitan kareleri bir araya getirmeye ¢alisum. Bu gesitlilik iginde

birbirinden konu, tarz, teknik ve yorumda farkli fotograflar goreceksiniz.

Ayrica, bu kitap projesi ile kitaba bakanlara aktarmak istedigim, benim i¢in fotograf ugras: ile 6zdes
tuttugum, “anlarin” bir sekilde sevilip yasanabilmesi. O hep soylenilen, hayatin film seridi gibi insanin
goziiniin 6niinden gegmesi kag karedir? Sayilabilir mi? Ka¢ andir zihinde kalan? Anlarin kaliciligini

saglamak ve onlara tekrar uzanip mutlu olabilmek benim i¢in o an1 karelemek ile es.

Yogun ¢aligma hayati icinde bir sanayici ve yonetici olarak insanin kendine nasil bir giizellik
yaratabilecegini gostermek ve 6zendirmek de bir bagka amacim. Gézetmeye ¢alistigim hayat felsefesi
icinde aile, sanat, spor, sosyal sorumluluk ve is yasamindan olusan bir buket ile yasamin her kesitinden
tad alarak “tiim bir yagama” ulagabilme gayretimde fotografin 6zel bir yeri var. Beni en ¢ok dinlendiren,
her seyi unutturup, nefes almayacak kadar beni odaklayan an, o fotografi gektigim an. Iste o yer, insan,

bina, bulut, dag; iste o her ne ise, 0 an benim oluyor, sonsuza kadar.

Simdi de, bu kitabin kapaklarinin i¢inde géziim arkada kalmadan sizlere teslim etme cesaretini

gosterdigim “anlarim” i¢in yeni bir hayat baglamis oluyor.



WHEN I FIRST SET my mind on publishing a book of my own photographs, my main intention was
to build a selection to share with friends and enthusiasts while another was to create an opportunity to
confront myself. In this way, an amateur avocation would be documented and presented to the public

as well as a personal challenge would be set up to test myself. Those were the first steps for this project.

Then, a book was supposed to have a theme. Since I had not been taking photographs with any pre-
conceived subject in mind, I had to search for it by going through my archive. As an initial theme,
Yeryiizii “The Face of the Earth” did not look too bad. While in Turkish “place” and “earth” were
signified by one word—jyer—and the “earth” was signified with the addition of “the face” to “the
earth” as yeryiizii, not all the places had the faces to meet this native literalism. I happened to be
sidetracked by a word play. If a theme were to present itself, it would emerge from the photographs
themselves and from my looking at them. Not from words. Still the right path lay through the naked
eye of the amateur spirit—the eye that had been open to sight and chance encounters as before. So, 1
returned to sifting through my archive and started feeling that I was shooting again, but this time

with no camera in hand.

As I was thinking about the book, I noticed that I considered the harmony between facing pages
paramount. While I was going through my photographs trying to establish pairs, I discovered that
photographs were finding their partners much more easily than I would have thought. Some of them
were even displaying almost identical scenes. Before my much more relaxed gaze now, I was
witnessing the slow but natural matching of photographs without my matchmaking. So there it was,

a theme was “developing” before my eyes.

In this selection, you might find differences in the dates and places of the photographs, however,
portraits, scenes, expressions or compositions would link with each other across the pages in an
intended accord. So far, 40 countries and ten years have not gotten in between the effortless matching
of these pairs along their similarities. Some of those pairs might reveal themselves readily with obvious
interconnections whereas some others might need you to discover them. All in all, I meant this

selection not to be boring for you but rather a fun expedition to explore similarities set in differences.

Beyond their subjects, the inherent photographic elements such as light, color, composition,

expression, perspective and view point also established similarities and revealed each others’ differences



in a much better way. Rather than being just similar, they were indeed all different photographs. In
spite of having thought briefly to entitle the book Bulusmalar—Rendezvous—stressing only
similarities, I decided on the title Aynz Ayrs, since I knew that all those meetings were more valuable if

they were to be between two different entities.

Besides matching the photographs, I have also tried to select the frames which I remembered to have
taken with pleasure and frames which I assumed would be pleasurable to your eyes. Occasionally, 1
have used matches, contrasts and color harmony. I tried to assort different places and faces from
around the world. I have also especially chosen those standing out from the rest with their photo-
graphic qualities such as light, composition, angle and depth. Naturally, of course, I have wanted to
include slices from my own life. In short, I have tried to assemble together photographs to reflect the
richness and diversity of life. In this, you will find photographs which differ from one another in terms
of subject, style, technique and interpretation. You will also see that I had encountered that child in
Turkey in Morocco; that man in Morocco in India; that scenery in India in Cuba; that detail in Cuba

in Asia; that building in Asia in Europe. This book is the meeting place of all those encounters.

What I mean to convey with this book project is that one should love and live one’s moments which
for me is almost synonymous with taking photographs. As in that cliché of one’s life running before
one’s eyes as in moving frames of a film, to how many frames might those moments add up? Can one
count them ever? How many of them can remain in memory? For me, to cast that moment in

permanence and to find happiness by reaching for it again are the same as framing it.

As a businessman under an extremely heavy work load, my wish is to encourage others and show that
one can still carve a certain “beauty” around one’s busy life. While enjoying each of its strands,
photography occupies a special place in my effort to live a “whole” life made up of a bouquet of
family, work, social responsibility and sports. What relaxes and fixes me in such concentration as to
make me hold my breath and makes me forget everything else is that moment when I take that
photograph. That place, that person, that building, that cloud, that mountain; whatever that is, with

that moment, it forever becomes my own.

For “my moments”, which I have dared to entrust to you between the covers of a book, a new life is

ready to start now.



ORTAOKUL YILLARINDA BABAMIN Voigtlinder ve Roleflex makineleri. Kendi kasetledigim Ilford’lar.
Evdeki karanlik odada kimyasallarla hazirladigim taze banyolarda tab edip rulo kagittan kestigim

kartlara baski. Boyle bagladim. Once ellerimle. Gézlerimi zaman iginde kazanmak iizere...

Konularim: Baglangicta aile biiyiikleri ve arkadags portreleri. Giderek sokaktaki insani kesfettigim bir
diinya.

Bir milat sayilacaksa, fotografa ciddi anlamda 16 yagimdayken Zenith marka makinemle ¢ektigim bir
fotograf ile bagladim diyebilirim. Oglunda terakki géren babam, o dénemin en iyi makinelerinden
Canon Ae-1 ile beni taltif ederek bir “fotograf¢i” diyemesem bile, beni gergek bir “fotograf ¢eker”
yapmis oldu. Markalari ile hatirladigim bunca fotograf makinesi, bir hevesten tutkuya yiikselen terfi
riitbeleri gibi beni tegvik eden basamaklar oldular.

Bir ara giraklik yillarima denk gelen renkli, negatif film ¢ekme donemimi birakip sadece siyah-beyaz
ve pozitif-slayt gekmeye basladim. Universite yillarindaydim artik. irsax, iiniversite fotograf kuliibii,
sergiler ve yarismalarda hayli faaldim. Is hayatina atildiktan sonra ben ve makinem sadece seyahatlerde
faal olabildik. Bir ¢ok iilkeyi yeni goriintiiler ve yiizler gdrmek tizere yine birlikte dolastik. Kendisin-
den hig sikilmadigim gibi, karada kendim sikildigim zamanlarda, onu yamag parasiitiinde gokyiiziine;

oradan, dalgiclik grenerek, su altina tagidim. Simdi de tasimaya devam ediyorum.

Fotograf sayesinde bakmaktan gorebilmeye terfi ettim mi? Bunun kararini sizlere birakiyorum. Fakat,
fotograf tutkum, sadece hep yanimda bana eslik eden bir makine degil, bir bakis acist tagidigimi
hissettirdi. Gordiiklerimde giizellikleri kadrajlamanin yaninda asil giizel olanin gorebilmek oldugunu
farkettim. Yagadiklarimin bu bakis sayesinde bagka bir anlam kazandigini gérdiim. Anlarimi anilara

cevirerek yasamimi sahiplenmemin yolunu buldum.

[ste bu yiizden, kitabim1 tutkuya doniigen fotograf hobisi ile beni tanistirip tesvik eden, Tiirkiye’nin
ilk fotograf kuliibii kurucularindan sevgili babam Ali Riza Burhanoglu’na ithaf ediyor ve dogdugum
yil ¢ekmis oldugu bir fotografi ile baglamak istiyorum.
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ALI RIZA BURHANOGLU, TRABZON 1960



My FATHER’S VOIGTLANDER and Roleflex cameras during my junior high school years. The Ilfords
which I used to load myself. Freshly-prepared developers mixed out of chemicals in the dark room at
home and prints on cards cut out from roll papers. That’s the way I had started. With my own hands

first and yet to earn my own eyes later in time.

My initial subjects had happened to be portraits of the family elders and friends edging gradually from
there to the discovery of a world of the people in the street.

As it were, if it could be marked as a milestone, I can say that I seriously started photography with a
shot I had taken with my father’s Zenith camera. My father, who must have seen some progress in his
son rewarded me with one of the best cameras of the time, a Canon AE-1, to turn me into, if not a real
“photographer”, but a photo “shooter”. All of these cameras each of which I remember vividly with
their specific brands and models, built the encouraging steps in an ascending order of rank promoting

my emotional attitude from simple enthusiasm to a passion.

For a while, I quit what corresponded to my apprenticeship years of shooting negative color-
photographs and started shooting only positive slides, be as they may in color or black and white. I
was in my university years and quite active at iFSAK, university photography club, exhibitions and
competitions. After having stepped into business life, then myself and my camera could be active only
on trips. Again, in concert, we visited many countries to see new images and faces. As I have never
been tired or bored of “her”, even when I might have been bored on land, I carried her with me to the

skies on a paraglider and from there to dive under water. I still continue to tote her everywhere.

Have I yet graduated from looking to seeing? I leave it up to you. My passion for photography has
always made me feel that I have been carrying not just a camera but a view point. In what I have seen,
beyond framing what was to be beautiful, the real beauty of it was the gift of “seeing”. In
photography, I have also realized that through this sight all I had lived took on a meaning. Having
witnessed the transformation of moments into memories, I have lived yet those other moments of

owning up to my life.

For this, I dedicate this book to my dear father, Mr. Ali Riza Burhanoglu who had not only introduced
but had never failed to encourage me along the way about this “hobby” turned into a passion. As one
of the founders of one of the first photography clubs in Turkey, I find it apt to start with a photograph
that he took the year I was born.
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