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Preface

Beyond the usual objectives of prefaces to thank those who helped in the
preparation of these books and to identify the technical idiosyncrasies of
their appearance, this particular preface is also meant to explain and justify
these four independent volumes given the general title of Constructing the
Study of Islamic Art, 1954–2004.

These volumes include eighty-three articles published during a period of
half a century. These articles constitute about two thirds of the contributions
I made over the years to periodical literature, encyclopedias and collective
books of one sort or another (with some exceptions noted below). Almost all
book reviews have been eliminated, as have articles which contain major
mistakes or which lead to incorrect conclusions without the redeeming value
of useful reasoning or of otherwise unavailable data. Chapters or sections in
historical or art-historical surveys or in introductions to Islamic culture have
been excluded for the most part. Most of these, like those written for
volumes 4 and 5 of the Cambridge History of Iran, for The World of Islam
(London, 1976, with many subsequent editions), for the Larousse Histoire de
l’Art (Paris, 1985), the Encyclopedia Britannica (Chicago, 1974), or the Grove
Dictionary of Art (New York, 1996), are reasonably valid summaries of the
state of knowledge at the time of their appearance, sometimes a generation
ago. But they are dated by now and make better sense in the context of the
volumes in which they appear rather than as contributions to scholarship.
And, in any event, nearly all of them are available in most reference libraries.

Just as with any retrospective, there is an element of self-centered vanity
for any author or artist to present anew his or her achievements. The
usefulness of the task lies, primarily, in making accessible items which were
often spread in many different and sometimes inaccessible places and,
secondarily, in reflecting the evolution of a field and of a person during
decades of many changes in the academic as well as political and cultural
spheres. Even this large selection reflects only part of the energies and efforts
of a life of learning and of teaching. Large numbers of files, photographs and
hand-written notes have been preserved in the archives kept under the
names of André and Oleg Grabar at the Getty Research Institute in Los
Angeles. Some documents were passed on to former students and colleagues
or given to a few institutions in places with restricted facilities for learning
or to young scholars who could profit from them immediately. In providing



such gifts, I followed, more modestly, the example of Eric Schroeder (1904–
71), curator of Islamic art at the Fogg Museum of Art, Harvard University,
who, when he knew that his days were numbered by a fatal disease, passed
on to me and to a few other young colleagues some of his books and notes.
What he gave me is now, duly inscribed by him, at the Getty Research
Institute or in the possession of younger scholars. And there is something
soothing in continuing in this manner to preserve the use of resources for
scholarship.

The first decision to be made, after selecting the articles to be included, was
how to organize them. One way could have been according to the different
methodological directions taken by these studies. Such an approach could
have been justified by the two directions suggested in a couple of short
articles written when I was in my early twenties, which are not included in
this selection. One is a precise and detailed presentation of two unusual and
until then unpublished bronze coins of the early thirteenth century minted
by a minor ruler of the northern Jazirah, the upper Mesopotamian valley
now in Turkey; their analysis led to comments on the meaning of the word
sultan as a title.1 The other one is the hypothesis that a verse attributed to an
Umayyad caliph can explain a very fragmentary painting in the bath of
Qusayr ‘Amrah, even though there is no reason to believe that the verse or its
author had anything to do with the painting.2 In the first instance, all
references are to written or numismatic evidence from the time of the coins
involved, in the second one none are (even the verse is only known from a
later source), and much of the bibliography deals with arguments around
the representation of royal power. The information in the first article has by
now been superseded and the second one was incorporated in a later book,
The Formation of Islamic Art.

Alternately, the articles could have been put in the chronological sequence
of their appearance, which would have illustrated the development of an
individual’s scholarly thinking and interests and of the ways in which that
thinking and these interests were affected by new information and by changing
intellectual fashions. But we finally settled on a compromise: two volumes
reflecting the history of the Islamic world and of its art, and two others with
a thematic focus.

There is, first, the early Islamic period, these first centuries which
transformed an enormous area into a primarily Muslim one. Then there is
the Islamic visual culture which overwhelmed these territories and which is
still the dominant one from Senegal to the Philippines. But then, no one
dealing with Islamic art can avoid explaining to himself or herself and to

1 “On Two Coins of Muzaffar Ghazi,” American Numismatic Society Museum Notes 5
(1953).

2 “The Painting of the Six Kings at Qusayr Amrah,” Ars Orientalis, 1 (1954).
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others what it is that characterizes that art in contrast or as a parallel to other
traditions, especially, for the medievalist that I was as a student, to Christian
art with many of the same sources. The search for verbal formulas to explain
visual phenomena or for the ideological bases of the arts is an endless pursuit
that often has to respond to new challenges of thought and of political and
cultural events. Furthermore, the unique ways of Islamic art as it formed
itself and as it developed lead to important issues of the history and criticism
of art. In the late 1970s, I began a long and fruitful association with the Aga
Khan Foundation and I was introduced to contemporary activities in art
and architecture, as well as in the complex operation of cultural policies.
Thus a third volume is devoted to general ideas on Islamic art up to our own
time and to the theories derived from it or applied to it. And then, partly by
accident, I began my acquaintance with the Islamic world and with the Near
East in Jerusalem, and I have devoted much time and effort to understanding
its monuments and their meaning over the centuries. A whole volume is
devoted to that extraordinary city and it includes one totally new contribution,
a lengthy response and reaction to the many works on Jerusalem which have
appeared during the past fifteen years.

This division is an interpretation of fifty years of scholarly activities. But I
hope that it will be of better use for other scholars than a purely chronological
one would have been or the artificial one of various poles of scholarly
procedures. Yet it is not entirely possible to separate the shadows of one’s
scholarly life from one’s written accomplishments. For this reason, short
introductions to each volume seek to recall the atmosphere surrounding
many of the works and especially the people and institutions who over the
decades created a context for learning and for growing which is almost
impossible to imagine in the academic world of today. For Volume I, I shall
introduce the archaeologists and archaeological institutions which helped
and inspired me, especially in the 1950s and the 1960s. In Volume II, I shall
mention the teaching and research institutions that became my home for
nearly forty years and the fascinating evolution that took place in the ways
students and colleagues in the United States and elsewhere became involved
in the study of Islamic art. For Volume III, I shall sketch out the festival of
ideas that accompanied so much of my academic life and some of the non-
academic activities which, since the late 1970s, played an important role in
the processes of my learning. Finally, when dealing with Jerusalem, I shall
sketch the unique circumstances of working in the Holy City during the
1950s and 1960s.

The initial division of the articles was proposed as early as the late 1990s
by Professor Cynthia Robinson, who first assisted me in sorting them out.
But I had too many other commitments to fulfill at that time and could not
manage to concentrate on the project in suitable fashion. Then, in 2001, the
Institute for Advanced Study agreed to support the project of a retired
professor and the Mellon Foundation provided the funds needed for a full-

preface xiii



time assistant. Mika Natif, a finishing graduate student at the Institute of
Fine Arts of New York University, took on the job. She helped in making the
final choice of publications to be included, devised and proposed the
arrangement of articles found in these volumes, and undertook the tasks of
scanning articles published in many different journals into a single format,
of gathering illustrations, and, in general, of keeping the project going. Her
sharp and critical mind was essential in transforming what could well have
become a disorganized exercise into a reasonably coherent whole for future
scholars and critics. Without her energy, dedication and commitment, these
books could not have been completed and I owe her a deep debt of gratitude
for having stuck with the life and works of an older generation than hers.
Additional help was gracefully and intelligently provided by Elizabeth Teague,
the copy editor, and I am most grateful to her.

Thanks are also due to two institutions. One is the Aga Khan Trust for
Culture, which contributed to the publication of these books through
ArchNet, a branch of the Aga Khan Program in Architecture at Harvard
University and the Massachusetts Institute of Technology. I was involved in
the early creation of the program and am grateful to Mr Shiraz Allibhai,
manager of the program, and to Dr Luis Monreal, the head of the Trust in
Geneva for having continued to support my work so many years later. The
second institution is the Institute for Advanced Study from whose School of
Historical Studies I retired in 1998. Two successive directors, Dr Philip
Griffith and Dr Peter Goddard, supported all aspects of the work involved
in preparing these volumes and in making available to Mika Natif and to me
the technical facilities of the Institute and the expertise of its staff. A special
word of thanks is due to Rachel Gray, Associate Director of the Institute,
through whom all needs and requests were channeled. A last expression of
gratitude goes to John Smedley from Ashgate Publishing, who, I suspect,
did not quite know what he was getting himself into when he agreed to
consider the publication of the eighty-odd articles found in these volumes.
His gracious help and patience was essential to the completion of the work.
The following institutions gave permission to reproduce articles and pictures
published under their copyright: Pennsylvania State University Press,
Dumbarton Oaks, E. J. Brill, Freer Gallery of Art, Smithsonian Institution,
New York University Press; Ukrainian Research Institute, Harvard University,
Metropolitan Museum of Art, State University of New York Press, Israel
Exploration Journal. And for this volume I also owe a special debt of gratitude
to Said Nuseibeh, a brilliant photographer, who undertook through a grant
of the Welfare Society and of the Institute for Advanced Study to photograph
the mosaics of the Dome of the Rock.

A number of editorial decisions were made to ensure consistency across
all four volumes, to simplify the task of publishing them, and to facilitate
the use of the books. Diacritical marks and macrons were given up altogether.
The hamza is shown as ’ and the ‘ayn as ‘. The date and place of the original
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publication of each article are indicated with an asterisk on the first page of
each article. All notes are put at the bottom of pages. References to the
original pagination are given in square brackets. Not all original illustrations
have been included. Some prints or negatives could no longer be located and
scanning or photographing anew a mediocre print seemed senseless. At
times substitutions were found and in a few instances original illustrations
were simply omitted. Typos were corrected whenever we noticed them and
minor emendations were made to the original texts to ensure clarity of
expression. Bibliographical notes were not brought up to date, except when
works announced in the notes were actually published.
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xix

Introduction – a dash of autobiography

In 1953, I was awarded the annual student fellowship to the American
School of Oriental Research (ASOR) in Jerusalem (now known as the
Albright Institute). This led to my acquaintance and eventually fascination
with what is still known today as the Old City, the walled city of Jerusalem
and its immediate surroundings, especially to the east of the city where it
includes the Mount of Olives. At a time which preceded Fulbrights, SSRCs
and other such grants for students to work in the Near East, the ASOR
fellowship for a graduate student at an American university was the only one
of its kind. The honor (and good luck) of receiving it was compounded in
my case by two further anomalies. My only passport was still French, even
though my academic americanization was quite thorough. The second
anomaly was that the award had usually been given to budding biblical
scholars or to prospective archaeologists expected to sharpen their competence
on “digs” run by established figures of Near Eastern and, most particularly,
Palestinian archaeology, at that time at the forefront of archaeological
precision. The recognition by the American School of Islamic centuries as a
field of legitimate scholarly investigation was a major step forward. It was
justified by my interests, which were archaeological and, therefore,
concentrating on early Islamic times, and by the task which was assigned to
me of preparing for publication the paintings from Khirbat al-Mafjar, a
major early Islamic palace excavated by the Department of Antiquities of
Palestine.

Six years after the completion of my fellowship, I was appointed Director
of the School and spent, together with my wife and two very small children,
another year, much more difficult at many levels, in the relatively posh, if
slightly decaying, surroundings of the School’s estate. The city had grown
considerably since 1954, as it was developing economically as well as politically,
but the building of the School with its sturdy stonework in the midst of an
open area surrounded by a symbolic and yet effective fence of green metal
posts still reflected something of the arrogant opulence of Western imperial
times. In 1953, its neighbors were the French School in a Dominican
monastery, the Anglican establishment with its elegantly towering cathedral
and school, a Muslim cemetery, two private schools, a set of caverns with
Herodian tombs belonging to the French government and provided with an
incongruous inscription identifying the cavern as a “Tomb of Kings”



(Tombeau des Rois) under the flagship of “French Republic”, and the
American Colony, a hostel founded in the late nineteenth century by
American Protestants from the Middle West and at the time still supervised
by a survivor from the Chicago fire of 1871, and a few shops or private
dwellings. By 1964, many new stores, hotels, movie houses, administrative
buildings and dwellings of all sorts began to crowd the old structures and
prepare a new development for the city, a development that was cut short by
the reunification of the city in 1967 and the appearance of new rules and a
new atmosphere, in which the skeleton of a slowly moving Arab city was
incorporated into a vibrant Israeli one.

Over forty years later, it is difficult to separate fact from myth, and
memories are not always reliable for a reconstruction, even an impressionistic
and partial one, of the feelings of a young scholar learning his trade in the
Jerusalem of 1953–54 and 1960–61. The city itself was at the western end of a
segment of Palestine run by the Hashemite Kingdom of Jordan, as it was
then called. Its capital was in Amman on the other side of the river, at the
edge of the steppe bordering the great Arabian desert. Jerusalem was
surrounded on three sides by the new state of Israel, whose independence
had only been proclaimed in 1948 and whose presence was felt not only
physically with the visible barbed wires separating Jordanian from Israeli
lands, but also emotionally through the endless accounts of properties lost
and, more rarely, of relatives missing.

Jerusalem was an immensely provincial city. Its social elites were limited.
There were the five patriarchs of ancient Christian divisions and two or
three leaders of smaller Christian organizations. Except for the Anglican
church and its bishop, Protestants were absent from this official roster of
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Christian leaders. Actually the American School usually sheltered more than
its share of ordained Protestant ministers, most of whom were quite taken
aback by the looks, behavior and liturgies of much older Christian groups.
All the ancient patriarchs wore distinguishable clothes and marched through
the city preceded by a qavass pounding the pavement with a ceremonial
staff. There was no Muslim equivalent to a patriarch, but the main imam of
the Haram al-Sharif, the vast Muslim sanctuary located in the southeastern
corner of the city, and the head of the endowment or waqf through which it
was run represented Muslim authority. Both wore red fezzes or tarbushes on
their head, but the imam had, in addition, a white turban around the
tarbush. Then there were the representatives of foreign powers, the successors
of the consuls who in the nineteenth century played such an important part
in the life of the city. In the terminology of our times and the hierarchy of
diplomatic services there were consuls-general appointed to a Jerusalem in
Palestine, since none of the world’s states had recognized the changes brought
about by the creation of Israel and the occupation of parts of Palestine by
the Jordanian army. Most of the consuls-general resided in Israel and were
among the few persons who could cross from one zone to the other, but the
major powers (United States, United Kingdom, France) maintained vice-
consuls on the Jordanian side. The latter were usually young and good
company. Quite often, their obligations extended much beyond routine
activities. Thus, in 1960–61, the United States ambassador to Jordan in
Amman, John Macomber, destined to end his career as co-Director of the
Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York, was appointed to the board of
the Palestine Archaeological Museum as the representative of the American
Archaeological Institute. My wife and I were going to host a dinner before
one of the meetings to introduce him to the other members of the board.
But it turned out that, on theoretical diplomatic grounds, he could not
come to Jerusalem without having first been introduced to the local Palestinian
authorities by the American consul in Jerusalem, Palestine being considered
a different country from Jordan. So at the last minute the vice-consul in
Jerusalem had to arrange a rapid presentation of the ambassador to such
authorities as could be found and only then could he come and have dinner
at the American School. A great deal of well-distributed irritation accompanied
the event.

There were the Jordanian administrators of the area (curiously I do not
recollect ever meeting military officials), the mayor of Jerusalem, the directors
of foreign educational or research institutions, a small group of United Nations
observers (usually officers from various armies) and civil administrators, and a
few representatives from a dozen notable families of Jerusalem. These forty to
fifty individuals met on all official occasions to drink tea and to eat wonderful,
usually home-made, cookies. Alcoholic beverages were restricted to private
gatherings, as only consuls had access to relatively cheap supplies and, while
not unknown, use of alcoholic beverages was frowned upon as a form of social

introduction xxi



misbehavior in a holy city. Heavy drinking was, for the most part, restricted to
the privacy of one’s abode. There was virtually no cultural life. A few movie
houses showed mostly westerns or Indian dramas and occasionally a consulate
or an educational institution would bring some celebrated guest, which could
lead to a fancier social occasion. But such instances were few and far between,
and I still recall the logistical problems of dealing with one hundred young
American adolescents from the University of Michigan, when, as a professor at
the very same university, I felt compelled to entertain them after one of the
concerts they produced on some grand tour sponsored by the United States
government. We had to persuade Umar, the School’s cook, to avoid Near
Eastern sweets and to serve fast food, and then to persuade some of the young
musicians that the food was all right to eat and the beverages safe to drink.

Each family or each institution had developed its own self-centered social
activities repeated year after year on the same rhythm. Conversations at the
American School dealt usually with practical matters, complaints about
local practices, occasionally with gossip or home politics, but, since it was a
community of scholars, I do remember some fascinating discussions around
the symbolic meaning of Melville’s novels, Dostoevski and Kirkegaard, and
other philosophical and literary issues, as well as endless glosses on the Bible
and its geographical context. Young men with their wives and budding
academics could not be kept out of the brighter issues of meaning in the arts
and in history, but these exchanges took place in a restricted environment
almost totally separated from local professionals. We were living in an
artificial world imported from the West, but we did not really appreciate
that there were other thoughts being developed and other discussions among
people whom we only knew at a functional level.

Jerusalem being Jerusalem, notable events and fascinating personalities
did appear occasionally. The main activity of the scholarly community
centered on the Dead Sea scrolls, being assembled under a veil of secrecy in
a wing of the Palestine Archaeological Museum. The leader of the team was
Père Roland de Vaux, a luminous personality in the white robe of a Dominican
monk and with the beard of a Russian mystic, a cigarette almost permanently
dangling from his mouth, and eyes twinkling with kind amusement at the
follies of men. In 1959–60 he was excavating at Qumran by the Dead Sea,
the home of the Essenes, as it was then believed. He was a wonderful host at
his excavation and became a personal friend and advisor, even though I was
not involved in the scrolls at all. But we became well acquainted with the
first group of scholars dealing with them: Frank M. Cross, biblical scholar
and Hebrew epigraphist, who, with his wife, became and has remained one
of our closest friends; Father Jean Milik, the brilliant and complicated Polish
reader of most obscure fragments; Abbé Jean Starcky, lanky and tall hero of
World War II with an uncanny genius for forgotten Semitic languages; later
on John Allegro and John Strugnell. Their home was the Palestine
Archaeological Museum built by the Rockefellers to house in Jerusalem the
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2 Jerusalem,
segment of street
to the north of
the Haram

antiquities of Palestine, independent of local governments until nationalized
in the mid-1960s, and wonderfully located on the spur of a hill so as to
remain independent of the city’s growth. The museum was run by Yusuf
Sa’ad, a melancholy Arab Christian from Jerusalem, whose probity and
devotion to the task of protecting an inheritance of treasures were rare at a
time of shifting allegiances and frequently changing beliefs. Yusuf Sa’ad’s



xxiv introduction

father, whom I still recall dressed in the white robe of a laboratory technician,
was the museum’s restorer and it is thanks to his efforts that some of the
Umayyad remains from Khirbat al-Mafjar, on which I was working during
my year in Jerusalem, were reassembled in the exhibition halls of the museum.

The library of the museum was unheated, like the rest of the building.
But it was essential for my work, since it was the only place in Jerusalem to

3 Jerusalem,
segment of street
to the west of the
Haram



introduction xxv

have most of the published Arabic texts dealing with early Islamic times. Its
Arabic catalogs had, for reasons unknown to me, been removed before the
war of 1948 and stayed at the Hebrew University on Mt Scopas under the
guardianship of Michael Avi-Yonah. I do not know whether Yusuf Sa’ad had
created a temporary catalog or whether one of the guards knew where every
book was. All I know is that all the texts I needed were there. I was usually
alone in the library and learned to turn the pages of the books and to write
my notes with gloved hands. There was plenty of time then, especially in
1953–54, and I still have the pages of notes culled from the twenty-one
volumes of the Kitab al-Aghani, among many basic sources for early Islamic
history and culture. A few feet away from the library were the store-rooms
with the hundreds of fragments of painted plaster from Khirbat al-Mafjar
that I was eventually to publish.

There was, altogether, something both depressing and exhilarating about
working in the Palestine Archaeological Museum at that time. It was
depressing to be so isolated in dealing with a field which elicited so little
interest at that time, even from the small team working on the Dead Sea
scrolls whose results were trumpeted all over the world. I felt a bit like the
guards of the museum in their fancy uniforms (in these difficult times they
were paid through an endowment which allowed them to look better than
most government employees). They were aimlessly patrolling nearly empty
halls with painstakingly accumulated archaeological artefacts telling a story
going back to prehistory. But then it was exhilarating to feel part of a secret
world of knowledge and of learning, away from the mundane and, at times,
dramatic life around the museum. Even today, the location of the museum,
built of beautiful, almost white, stones on a spur overlooking the Kedron
valley and away from the main road that surrounds the Old City of Jerusalem
and then leads to Bethlehem or to Jericho, makes it look like a magic castle
in the midst of the human misery of the real world.

These were not pleasant or easy years in the history of Palestine. The city
of Jerusalem was divided; its Arab part was controlled by a Jordanian
government that had not really decided on its policy toward Palestinians.
Access to the city was, for the wealthy and hurried ones, by air from Beirut
or Cairo in small DC-3s landing between Jerusalem and Ramallah on a
small air strip that crossed the main road north of Jerusalem. For most
people Jerusalem was at the end of a long trek that began in Beirut and led
slowly, through the Lebanese mountains, the city of Damascus, and the
southern Syrian plains to Amman and then the Jordan river, eventually to
the Judean hills. There was no television and we depended on the BBC for
news of the world, but there was only one radio in the School. The arrival of
Time Magazine or of the Beirut papers in English, often with pages or
paragraphs cut by censorship, was a moment when everyone retreated for a
short time, to return feeling confident of knowing what no one else knew
and ready to share with others what everyone had already read. And it is
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difficult today to recapture the almost religious fervor with which mail was
sent and received. Most of us became inveterate letter writers and many of
our relatives were forced to do the same.

Israel was there and visible, but it was absent from our daily preoccupations,
appearing only in the stories and memories of the School’s staff or other
Palestinians. Occasionally traces reappeared of by-gone opulence, as when
Katie Antonius, the aging social matron of Jerusalem, would depart to take
up winter quarters in Cairo. The Who’s Who of Jerusalem accompanied her
to the airport to wave good-bye as she boarded the plane for Amman and
then Cairo. In 1960, it was even possible to race down to Amman by the
new superhighway and to wave goodbye once again as the plane soared
toward Egypt.

As a result of my more exalted position as Director of the American
School (I was occasionally referred to as Your Excellency, like an ambassador),
life was richer in social and political events in 1960–61 than it had been
seven years earlier, but it still depended on visitors, who would bring news
unavailable otherwise, and who would create local incidents with endless
opportunities for gossip. Such was the visit, in 1961 I believe, of the patriarch
of Moscow, who went everywhere surrounded by operatives from at least
five “secret” services, when, to the great disappointment of the local Greek
Orthodox patriarch who had already imagined manna coming from Moscow
comparable to whatever came from Russia before the revolution of 1917,
Patriarch Alexis was denied access to a Russian Orthodox monastery whose
nuns sang “anathema, anathema,” to his face, the patriarch did not try to
force the issue although he was, I am told, quite angry. But the Greek
patriarch was furious as he saw his expectations evaporate through the
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behavior of a small group of nuns, and he threatened to cut or he actually
did cut all patriarchal subsidies to the good sisters for the maintenance of
their monastery. Within a few days, I was approached by emissaries from
Russian organizations in Berlin requesting that, as the ranking foreign
Orthodox in the city and an American citizen to boot, I intervene with the
United States consulate to obtain support for the nuns in the name of anti-
communism. I do not know whether, in these times of intense Cold War
struggles, any help was provided, but I do remember that the American
consul vented on me his criticism of the training he had received that had
not included religious instruction.

Visitors were sometimes colorful. One day, there suddenly appeared at
the door of the American School two tall gentlemen, one black and the
other white, who claimed to be Moses and Elijah, and who wanted to use
the space of the School for a revival meeting. These two were legitimate
divines, or at least so I felt at the time. They were part of a large evangelical
contingent that had arrived in Amman and had blocked the main highway
to Jerusalem when their van had a flat tire, by singing praises to the Lord in
order to fix it. Others were less legitimate, like the young American who
claimed that he wanted to convert to Catholicism in Jerusalem, but, after he
had been taken in by the Franciscans, was found dead drunk in their special
cave. The same fellow tried to take books from the School library and was
eventually arrested for disturbing the peace when drunk and swindling all
sorts of tradesmen while sober. To the apparent regret of the United States
official who had no objection to his spending some time in a Jordanian jail,
he was kicked out by the Jordanian authorities after he received a passport
restricted to his return to the United States. Afterwards we kept receiving
messages of his being arrested in Egypt, Switzerland and many other places
where he had used his talents as a con man, although no one knew how he
managed to elude the strict restrictions in his passport.

There was a late-middle-aged British lady who never washed or combed
her unruly hair and who claimed to come from the kingdom of God. In her
passport application she listed her occupation as Christian virgin, and she
annotated all Bibles by adding in the margin of the passage describing Eve
coming out of Adam’s rib the sentence “I know this is true,” underlined
three times. To the sweet Anglican bishop who suggested that she comb her
hair, she replied that had God wanted her hair to be combed, He would
have done it Himself. There was an Austrian gentleman who had been
attached to the Turkish army in World War I and had surrendered to
Allenby’s forces in 1917, giving his word of honor to a British officer not to
leave the Holy City. The war ended, but the officer never came back to
release him from his word. He was still in Jerusalem in 1953, a “prisoner of
the Holy City,” as he called himself on his visiting cards, employed in all
sorts of dubious deals, one of which seems to have been stealing books from
scientific libraries and reselling them.
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Many more such characters of dubious or deranged nature floated in and
around Jerusalem, and they formed a source of gossip among us, serious
students of the past. We were more frequently attracted to (and sometimes
repelled by) our own, but older ilk, scholars and travelers from an older
generation who came to Jerusalem for whatever reason and who visited the
School. The latter was often their mail box, as letters were the only reliable
means of communicating with home, and most people spent more than a
few days in Jerusalem. Here are some of the ones I remember: sweet and
quiet Dorothy Garrod, elder princess of prehistoric archaeology in Palestine,
who introduced us to Latrun sherry and to the necessity of daily imbibing
some of it; Kathleen Kenyon, the formidable acting head of all archaeological
expeditions, who, according to her subordinates, lived on gin and cigarettes,
but whose followers were many and often became leaders of archaeology in
their own right; the renowned Arabist from Columbia University, Arthur
Jeffery, who haughtily ordered people around and had a weakness for young
women; Edmund Wilson, who had become fascinated with Hebrew and the
Dead Sea scrolls and whose arrogance in behavior was overwhelming; Stewart
Perowne, the British agent and historian of Palestine, who sang lustily in the
choir of the Anglican cathedral and whose unfortunate marriage to the great
traveler Freya Stark was unraveling about this time, although we were unaware
of all the gory details that emerged later and mostly knew him as a pleasant
and unassuming man; Diane Kirkpatrick, who still suffered from being
introduced as the daughter of the former British High Commissioner in
Transjordan rather than as the very successful archaeologist she became; an
elderly (or so I thought) British gentleman by the name, I believe, of
Fitzgerald, who had excavated in Beisan in the Jordan valley in the 1920s and
who came back to check on some files; an unknown Lutheran lady who
wanted to be inspired for the illustrations she was devising for manuals of
the Christian faith; and many others whose names and at times faces have
disappeared from my memory. Locals were almost totally missing from the
School’s zoo. The one exception was London-trained Awni Dajani, member
of a large Palestinian family, first local Inspector of Antiquities, later Director
of Antiquities of Jordan, who let us enjoy his family farm near the Jordan
river, right by the Umayyad palace of Khirbat al-Mafjar.

I am skipping my own generation, my contemporaries, many of whom
became major scholars in the various fields of ancient Near Eastern studies
and whom I knew as students and raw beginners. However, I still recall the
visit to the School of two or three then middle-aged American missionaries
from China who were born there and who had never seen the United States.
Recently expelled by the Communist regime and on their way to a home
they had never known, they stopped as pilgrims rather than as tourists at the
place of the holy history which had been their message.

These ladies, like so many Western pilgrims, were troubled, if not shocked,
by the state of the holy places themselves. The cacophonic and architectural
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mess that was (and still is) the complex of the Holy Sepulcher clashed with
their Protestant imagination of miraculously clean spaces for the story of the
Passion of Christ. With some emotional and atavistic regret, I shared their
feeling and understood, without approving it, the invention and short-term
success of Gordon’s tomb, north of the walled city, which looks so much like
an eighteenth-century landscape composition and which, therefore, seemed
much more suitable as the place of the crucifixion and burial of Christ. But
toward the end of my sojourn in 1954, after having attended religious
services in nearly every Christian sanctuary in Jerusalem, I decided to visit
the Holy Sepulcher as a pilgrim, not as a tourist or a scholar. I knelt at the
right places, kissed the right stones, recalled the appropriate prayers at their
assigned places, lit candles in front of icons, occasionally followed for a
while a sectarian procession, and mumbled holy words while walking from
one altar to the next. I cannot say that this experience increased or modified
my faith, but it did make me understand far better than I had done before
this monument of human history in which the idiosyncrasies of many
different kinds of Christians over the centuries have been transferred to the
stones and spaces of the building. The objective visual mess of the Holy
Sepulcher was a demonstration of the historical and doctrinal wealth of
Christianity.

Many years later, this experience came back to me. I was then, in the mid-
1990s, a member of a UNESCO committee which was sent to complain, as
one of its tasks, to the Greek patriarch about a wall erected by the Orthodox
patriarchate at the entrance of the building and hiding a vault from the time
of the Crusades. It had, and still has, what we thought were garish mosaics
of the Deposition of Christ. We exposed our criticism to a Greek bishop. He
asked us how frequently we went to church; he argued that the opinion of a
small number of art historians and architects hardly counted when he could
produce every year thousands of pilgrims who would gladly sign a statement
that they were emotionally uplifted by the representation of this key moment
of the Passion. I do not have, even now, an adequate answer to the dilemma
posed by these examples, but what seems to be true is that, regardless of
political strife or economic changes, there is in or around the stones, not the
people, of the Old City of Jerusalem an aura of other-worldliness that
arouses religious instincts. These are more than reactions to historical or
mythical events which may or may not have taken place there. They reflect
one version of the extraordinary fact that, for nearly two millennia, the city
was seen as the place where time will end, the Judgment will come, and
eternal life will begin.

Such emotions and encounters could grow and develop in a provincial
Jerusalem, remote from all political activities and behavior. It was a Jerusalem
in which a respected, slightly caricatural, canon of the Anglican church, who
was a great expert on patristics, could stop traffic near the Damascus gate
because he wanted to relate to me the theologically aberrant statements
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made by one Greek Orthodox bishop to another one. It was a town in
which the French consul could commandeer all of the town’s religious
leaders – I can still picture them seated next to each other in the first row of
the auditorium of Notre-Dame de Sion, the French school for girls – to
listen to a lecture by the eminent scholar Louis Massignon on “l’hyperdoulie
de la Vierge,” a term he had invented, which no one could understand or
translate. Massignon actually provided his own translation into Arabic which
was grammatically correct and imaginative, if meaningless.

We knew, of course, of other struggles, of social and political tensions
which were eventually going to surface, but, during the years I spent in
Jerusalem, they were for the most part under cover. It was only at the
meetings of the trustees of the Palestine Archaeological Museum that we
were made aware of the tensions between Palestinians and Jordanians and,
of course, it was difficult not to feel the absurdity of the tight border of
barbed wire between Israel and Jordan, the weekly procession of Israeli cars
to and from Mt Scopas, the difficult conditions in which those of us who
had official but not government positions had to travel in Israel, a privilege
restricted to diplomats.

That struggle still goes on in a Jerusalem which is now the capital of a
new state and which can be reached by email or telephone at any time of day
or night. No one hears any longer about patriarchs or even who they are,
except for those who actually belong to the minor Eastern confessions. Yet
the peculiar magic of the Old City and of the Mount of Olives still remains.
To explain this magic and to maintain or protect it from the work of nature
or of man requires that it be well known. And I began as early as 1953 to
explore the Dome of the Rock, then in a rather pitiful state of disarray, out
of which emerged a major article published in 1959 and a book that came
out in 1996. I also tried to make sense of the large platform of the Haram al-
Sharif and, with the help of Awni Dajani, the representative of the Department
of Antiquities in Jerusalem, I visited many of the underground passages
which eventually became the notorious Tunnel on the western side of the
platform and, with Awni’s help, cleared a new inscription on the Gate of the
Cotton-Merchants which allowed us to change by one year the date of the
gate and to correct a minor point in Max van Berchem’s great work on the
inscriptions of Jerusalem. After one of these explorations, Awni Dajani, then
a few years older than my twenty-four years, turned to me and said: “You
know what we should do with these underground passages? Transform them
into discothèques.” It may be a reflection of the poor ways in which we were
both trained that neither one of us thought that religious associations would
predominate only a few years later and the secular world toward which we
aspired would not dominate there, nor in many other places. In retrospect it
is difficult not to regret this turn of events.

In 1960 and 1961, I could walk all over the skeleton of the Dome of the
Rock, which had been more or less dismantled by a team of Egyptian
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architects and engineers in order to rebuild it on more solid foundations.
The Egyptians lived and worked in difficult circumstances because the
Jordanian security feared that they would distribute Nasserite propaganda,
and I never succeeded in being able to thank them at home for the enormous
help they gave me. It was a thrill to walk on the beams between the columns
of the octagon and to touch the seventh-century mosaics. Later in the year, I
was authorized to climb on the dome of the Aqsa Mosque and to help Fred
Anderegg, the jolly photographer of the University of Michigan, to
photograph its mosaics in their entirety. I still shudder at the agility I
demonstrated by walking on the narrow ledge at the base of the dome
holding the beams which illuminated photographs which have never been
published. Egyptians and Jordanians, Christian or Muslim Palestinians,
provided help and permissions, not without occasional hiccups and
difficulties. I was made welcome by an establishment that was not used to
outsiders seeking to understand their past, and for this welcome I remain
grateful. The result was that I began to understand the city from its major
monumental space, the Haram al-Sharif, and its major monuments, the
Aqsa Mosque and the Dome of the Rock.

New excavations, the publication of major medieval descriptions unknown
then, the big surveys directed by Michael Burgoyne or edited by Robert
Hillenbrand under the aegis of the British School of Archaeology in Jerusalem,
all sorts of new theories and new explanations on monuments which had
been almost forgotten for many decades, and several critical analyses of my
own work have created a new setting for any discussion of Jerusalem. This is
why I have added one new entry to this volume in which I try to react, at
times to respond, to many of these new ideas and to this new information.
On one point everyone agrees. The Dome of the Rock is a commemorative
monument and this is why we have included in this volume a long article
written over thirty-five years ago on early commemorative monuments in
Islam. The article is by now incomplete and questions have been raised
about the possibly narrow definition I have given to the commemorative
significance of buildings. But it may well serve as the first step for further
work on the subject.

I was lucky to have known Jerusalem when I did and in the manner in
which I got to know it. Even though ruled by the administrative system of a
modern state, it was not the possession of that state and we could still profit
from the privilege of being ourselves part of a long history in the city, not
yet guests or advisers in an independent land. Signs of change were only
beginning to appear, and I am not sure that we truly felt or understood
them. In the meantime, I was part of a tremendous learning event, on which
much of my own later work was erected and for which I have maintained
special fondness.
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