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Essay 1 

I wish that my eyes could take photographs. I wish that every time I blinked, a snapshot would be 

created in my head, and later I could take a USB cable and plug it into my brain, and download the sights 

I see into my pictures folder on my computer. What I see and what my camera takes are two completely 

different things, and I wish I could possess the former.  

So as our boat takes off from Kadıköy and we return to our insular rooms in the Superdorm, I 

wish my eyes could take pictures of the twilight. As the sun glows a crimson hue as it sinks below the 

dense sprawl of Istanbul, lights begin to appear on the mainland; spotlights shine beacons into the sky. As 

we pull away, I recognize the Turkish flag, its bright red background flapping against in the stiff breeze; 

its alabaster crescent and star serving as a confirmation of home for some and as a vacation destination far 

away for others. As we approach the older part of Istanbul, I see the Blue Mosque, its six minarets spiking 

towards the heavens, transmitting the prayers of that day towards Allah. Nearby, the Hagia Sofia is also 

bathed in light, its ornate dome and golden mosaics symbolizing the past empires who sailed these shores 

and who gazed upon these same stretches of land.  

Up the Golden Horn the headlights of cars and boats catch my eyes, the modernity clashing for 

attention with the ancient. The strings of light across the towering suspension bridge the Turks call the 

Galata bring visions of the traffic I will face once the boat docks in Beşiktaş. But that can wait, for behind 

the bridge, more mosques enter my would-be camera lens. These I do not know by name, but I recognize 

the basic architecture: the stone walls rising to peaks in the four corners of the structure and a darker 

colored dome—not quite black but not quite brown—rounds over the building, protecting its worshipers 

from the elements. The only thing that remains shrouded in darkness is the Topkapi Palace. The shadows 

consume the full tip of the peninsula, as if to say the city has secrets I must find on my own. Perhaps 

when we return to the Old City, the regal home will be illuminated as well.  



My eyes cannot freeze these moments and preserve them forever; these snapshots are temporary. 

And so I try to capture what I know my mind could never keep. I view the city not from my vision, but 

through an LCD screen and through a lens that isn’t quite wide enough and doesn’t zoom all the way. 

And when I do pull the trigger and capture what should be one of the most beautiful sights I have ever 

seen, it is a wholly unsatisfying result. The elements are there: the rows upon rows of towering apartment 

complexes, the deep black and blue shades of the Bosphorus with the white foamy tips of the waves 

peeking into view, and the lighthouse on the edge of the shore to ward off potential disaster. But the 

elements are impure; there is no emotion, no awe, no cresting and splashing of the waves or hum of the 

motor. There is only silence and disappointment, and so it goes in the trash, and I try again. And time 

after time, the result is the same without fail. The brushstrokes that created this beautiful landscape have 

blurred together on the canvas. 

My mind is like my camera in some ways. It tries to capture beautiful sceneries and detailed, 

nuanced acts with perfect precision. And it inevitably fails. My mind cannot possibly recreate my visions, 

because it cannot recreate the smells and sounds and emotional gravitas associated with those sights I see. 

And so, like me on my camera, it begins to delete. It trashes the least important, the most blurry snapshots 

I have produced until I am left with the best. Even this is not enough, however, for it is not as I truly saw. 

I want to remember the gray gulls floating past our boat, searching for fish or garbage to eat, and then 

flapping past as if the ferry were only holding them back. I want to remember everything, for I am 

frightened of losing the essence of the moment and the soul of the excursion in my memory. 

However, as the ferry docks in Beşiktaş, and my companions and I rise from our seaside benches 

and mosey towards the bus stop, I realize that the pictures are enough. The blurry imperfect photographs 

on my hard drive trigger chain reactions that will spark my true feelings towards the moment. Is it a 

perfect memory? No, of course not. But it suffices because it is worth remembering. I chose to capture 

this moment not because it was boring and stupid. If it was, it wouldn’t have been worth noticing. But my 

amateur attempts at professional photography recall that wave of emotion I seek and create that journey 



back on the Bosphorus. I will never remember that trip the way it truly happened, and I can never truly 

describe the experience. If I could, it wouldn’t be worth remembering. It’s not important exactly how it 

happened; what matters is whether I remember it, and whether it brings back emotion. I don’t need to 

recall exactly what the island fortress in the center of the strait is called, only that by seeing it that night I 

was filled with wonder and curiosity.  

 I cannot snap photographs with my eyes. But I am happier because of it.  


