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Disclaimer

This work reflects personal observations, impressions, and artistic interpretations developed through photography, architecture, movement, and memory. Any resemblance to specific persons, events, or situations is purely coincidental or presented within an artistic and documentary context.

The photographs in this publication were captured across different locations and periods of time and are presented as part of an artistic photographic essay.
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Introduction
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The Distance Between Looking and Seeing

Photography often begins long before the camera is raised.

It begins in silence.

In the unnoticed rhythm of windows passing beside a train. In the hesitation of someone standing beneath artificial light. In the geometry of shadows moving slowly across concrete walls at the end of the afternoon.

Most people look at the world functionally. Photographers learn, gradually and sometimes painfully, to look at it differently. Not simply to identify objects or places, but to notice tensions, intervals, absences, and fleeting relationships between things that may never exist again in exactly the same way.

A photograph is rarely about what appears inside the frame. It is often about what almost disappeared before being seen.

Over time, I became less interested in documentation and more interested in atmosphere. Less interested in accuracy and more interested in emotional presence. Cities stopped feeling like collections of buildings and streets. They became psychological landscapes shaped by memory, repetition, light, waiting, movement, and silence.

Architecture taught me to observe structure. Photography taught me to observe fragility.

The camera became less of a recording device and more of a way to slow down perception. Certain moments lasted longer once photographed. Others became stranger, more distant, almost fictional. Photography does not preserve reality as much as it transforms it into memory.

Many of the images in this book were taken while moving between places: stations, streets, corridors, airports, sidewalks, hotel rooms, temporary pauses between arrivals and departures. Some are sharp. Others dissolve into blur and abstraction. Together, they reflect the unstable way memory itself operates.

What interests me today is no longer the decisive moment.

It is the fragile moment just before disappearance.
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Chapter 1 - The Quiet Education of Looking
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Learning to photograph has very little to do with cameras at the beginning.

Most people discover photography through equipment, settings, lenses, sharpness, or the excitement of freezing moments. I believed that too for a long time. Like many photographers, I initially thought the image itself was the destination. I searched for dramatic scenes, perfect compositions, and subjects that justified being photographed.

But over time, something changed. 

The photographs that stayed with me were rarely the spectacular ones.

They were quieter.

A reflection trembling briefly on a train window. An empty corridor lit unevenly at night. Someone waiting alone beneath fluorescent light. The repetition of balconies across a residential facade. Shadows touching a staircase for only a few seconds before disappearing.

Photography slowly altered the way I moved through the world. Not only visually, but mentally. Places stopped presenting themselves as destinations and began revealing themselves as sequences of relationships: light against texture, movement against stillness, presence against emptiness.

Observation became slower.

And slowness changed everything.

Cities are filled with images that remain invisible to most people, not because they are hidden, but because modern life trains us to ignore them. We move quickly. We consume space functionally. We pass through stations, streets, elevators, parking lots, and corridors without truly seeing them. Photography interrupts this automatic behavior. It creates friction between movement and attention.

The camera does not teach vision by itself. It teaches patience.

There is a difference between looking and seeing.

Looking is immediate. Seeing requires time.

Seeing means noticing how artificial light changes the emotional temperature of a room. It means understanding why an empty chair can feel more human than a portrait. It means recognizing that silence exists visually, not only acoustically. Certain spaces carry emotional weight long before anything happens inside them.

Architecture influenced this understanding deeply. During my studies and professional life, I became increasingly aware that spaces are never emotionally neutral. A narrow corridor compresses perception differently than an open square. Repetition can create calm, but also alienation. Light entering from above does not feel the same as light entering from the side. Materials absorb atmosphere differently. Concrete, glass, fog, reflections, polished stone, rain-soaked asphalt — all of them alter emotional perception.

Photography transformed these observations into something personal.

Over the years, I became less interested in photographing events and more interested in photographing traces. What remains after movement. What lingers after people leave. The city itself became less important than the emotional residue it produced.

This shift also changed my relationship with technical perfection.

Sharpness became secondary.

Some moments felt more truthful when partially obscured, blurred, fragmented, or incomplete. Memory itself does not function with perfect clarity. We remember atmospheres more than details. We remember tension, light, distance, silence, movement. Photography became meaningful to me when it stopped trying to dominate reality and started accepting ambiguity.

The most important lesson photography taught me was not how to compose an image.

It was how to remain attentive.

Attentiveness changes ordinary life. Once learned, it becomes impossible to fully abandon. The world begins offering small visual conversations constantly: reflections overlapping strangers inside buses, geometric repetitions hidden within apartment facades, isolated gestures inside crowds, accidental alignments lasting only seconds before dissolving again into chaos.

Most of these moments are insignificant in conventional terms.

Yet photography grants them temporary permanence.

Not because they are historically important, but because they are emotionally alive.

And perhaps that is what photography truly preserves.

Not reality itself. But fragments of attention.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2 - Cities Speak in Repetition
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Every city develops its own rhythm.

Not only through traffic, movement, or sound, but through repetition. Windows repeating across facades. Streetlights disappearing into distance. Columns, staircases, crossings, balconies, rails, doors, signs, cables, shadows. The city constantly reproduces forms until they become almost invisible through familiarity.
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Architecture trained me to notice these repetitions early.

At first, they appeared purely functional. Structural systems. Modular grids. Urban order. But photography gradually transformed them into something else. Repetition stopped being only a design principle and became emotional language.

Some repetitions create calm.

Others create isolation.

A corridor extending endlessly beneath identical ceiling lights can feel comforting in one moment and oppressive in another. Apartment facades repeating window after window can suggest stability, anonymity, loneliness, or collective life depending on light, distance, and time of day.

Cities rarely communicate directly. They communicate through patterns.

Photography reveals these patterns by interrupting habit.

Most people do not consciously observe the structures surrounding them because cities are designed to become operational backgrounds for daily life. We pass through stations, sidewalks, offices, hotels, airports, parking structures, escalators, and residential streets while mentally occupied elsewhere. The eye registers forms without absorbing them.

The camera slows this process down.

Once framed, repetition becomes visible again.

A sequence of windows begins resembling musical notation. Shadows divide walls into geometric intervals. Electrical cables stretch across the sky like improvised drawings. Reflections duplicate realities until interior and exterior spaces overlap. What once appeared ordinary begins acquiring tension and rhythm.

Certain cities intensify this sensation more than others.

Taipei affected me deeply in this way.

The city constantly oscillates between density and intimacy. Layers of signage, aging facades, humid reflections, compressed streets, overhead infrastructure, and fragmented geometry coexist simultaneously. Nothing appears visually silent at first. Yet beneath the apparent chaos exists extraordinary rhythm.

I often photographed Taipei while walking without destination.

Not searching for subjects.

Only observing relationships.

A figure crossing briefly beneath fluorescent light. Scooters aligned beneath repetitive balconies. Rain dissolving advertisements into reflections across wet asphalt. Temporary alignments appearing and disappearing within seconds.

The city never stood still long enough to fully reveal itself. That instability became part of its identity.

Other cities spoke differently.

Barcelona at night felt suspended between movement and exhaustion. Riyadh revealed rhythm through scale, distance, emptiness, and light dispersing across open space. European railway stations carried another type of repetition entirely: departure boards, numbered platforms, metallic structures, waiting areas, corridors designed for transit rather than permanence.

Over time, I realized I was rarely photographing architecture itself.

I was photographing the psychological effect of organized space.

The emotional atmosphere produced by repetition.

This also changed how I approached composition.

Instead of isolating singular subjects, I became interested in intervals between elements. Negative space became as important as structure. Empty sections of walls, gaps between figures, reflections obscuring visibility, fragmented geometries interrupted by movement , these tensions often carried more emotional weight than obvious focal points.

Photography taught me that repetition is never perfectly repetitive.

There is always a fracture somewhere.

A single illuminated window inside darkness. A figure interrupting geometric order. A shadow misaligned against symmetry. A reflection distorting structure. These small disruptions humanize cities. Without them, urban environments would feel emotionally inaccessible.

Perhaps that is why photographers continue returning to cities despite their visual exhaustion.

Cities are never static.

Even their repetitions evolve constantly through weather, light, memory, construction, decay, absence, and movement. The same street can feel entirely different depending on rain, silence, loneliness, fatigue, or emotional state.

Photography does not simply record urban space.

It records how space feels while passing through it.

And often, that feeling exists precisely within repetition itself.
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