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Fotograflarin bir dili var midir, gercekte ne anlatirlar bize?
Fotografin icerisindeki insanlar, mekanlar ve deklansére
basilan o ‘an’ bizim i¢in ne ifade eder? En énemlisi, 0 an
bizimle beraber gelmeyi nasil bagarir?

Hani eski, siyah beyaz bir fotografta, hiiznii yiiziine
yansimig, saskin ve endiseli bakiglarini etrafta dylesine
gezdiren bir adam duruyordur; hemen arkasinda bilyiik
kesme taslardan yapilmig heybetli ve soguk bir bina,
uzak diyarlari arginlamig yorgun vagonlar, nereden gelip
nereye gittigi bilinmeyen, nice yolcuya yarenlik etmig
uzun ince raylar, bir de hafif hafif giseleyen puslu hava...
Ve fotografin altinda bir not: “Uzaklardan gelen gé¢men
iscinin bu yabanci sehirdeki ilk gtin, Miinih Tren
Istasyonu, 1961

Ne kadarini anlayabiliriz bu anin, ne kadar icine
girebiliriz? Gegmiste bir saniyeligine yasanip giden o
gercek ani yakalayabilir miyiz bir ucundan? “Bu kitap
sozcliklerden ve fotograflardan olugsmaktadir” diyor John
Berger. Avrupa’daki gé¢men iscilerin hayatini anlattigi
Yedinci Adam kitabinda 229 fotografa yer veriyor ve
soyle devam ediyor: “Fotograflar, sézcliklerin agiklamaya
glicli yetmedigi bazi gercekleri dile getirmektedir. Art
arda bakildiginda fotograflar baska bir sey anlatmaktadir:
Metnin anlattigina esit, onunla kargilastinlabilir, ama gene
de ondan bagka bir sey..”

Do photographs have a language, what do they
actually tell us? What do people, places in photographs
and "the moment" when you push the shutter button
mean to us? Most importantly how that moment
manages to exist with us?

A random sad-faced man looking around with surprise
and anxiety stands in old black and white photographs;
a majestic cold building made of cut stones right
behind him, worn out wagons coming from distant
lands, long and thin rails stretching towards unknown
destinations that accompanied countless passengers,
and misty air with a light drizzle ... and a note under the
photograph: “first day of a migrant worker coming from
distant lands in this foreign city, Munich Train Station,
1961

To what extend can we understand this moment?
How much can we penetrate it? Can we catch the
real moment that lasted for a second in the past?
John Berger describes his book A Seventh Man as "A
book of images and words" in which he tells the like
of migrant workers in Europe with 229 images; and
adds “Photographs express certain truths that words
wouldn't dare to explain. In a row, the photographs tell
something else: equal to what the text tells, similar yet
still different...”



Bir gocmen fotografi bize cok sey anlati. Gogmenlerin
nasll ve ne sekilde yagadiklarini, bu dinyaya nasil bir iz
biraktiklarini fotograflara bakarak 6grenebiliriz. Fotograf
bize ge¢misin belli bir diliminde asili kalmig bir ani gosterir.
icerisindeki insanlarin isimleri, bir gegmisleri, aileleri ve
duygulari vardir. Kim olduklarini bilmesek dahi onun bir

goc fotografi oldugunu égrendigimizde, zihnimiz bize

bazi referanslar yollamaya baglar. Gog, gégmenlik, gurbet,
hasret, 6zlem, kavusma, sila gibi kavramlar ardi ardina gelir
ve fotografi bununla birlikte okumaya baglariz. Fotograflar
bizimle konusur. Bize mekanin ve zamanin kapisini aralar.
Zamanin igerisinde gezinir, mekanin bir parcasi oluruz. Gég
ve gé¢menligi anlamanin en lyi yollarindan biri de fotograflar
ve onlarin bize anlattiklandir.

Bir tren kompartimaninda cam kenarinda oturan yalniz bir
adam dustinelim. Yolculuk ediyor. icinde oldugu tren onu bir
yere ulastiracak ama nereye? Bu adam gogmen bir isciyse
ve iki yillik ayriigin sonunda Almanya’dan memleketine
dontyorsa, adamin icindeki heyecani biz de hissedebiliriz.

The photograph of a migrant worker tells so much to us. We
can learn how migrant workers live and what sort of a trace
they left on work by looking at their pictures. A photograph
shows us a moment hanging in a certain period of past. The
people in them have names, a past, a family and feelings
Even though we don't know who they are, when we find out
that it is the photograph of migrant it rings some bells in our
minds. Concepts like migration, being a migrant, living in a
foreign place, longing, reunion, and home consequently flash
in our minds and we read the image with those concepts. The
image speaks to us. It ajars the door of time and space. We
travel through time and become part of the space. One of the
best ways to understand migration and being a migrant is the
photographs and what they tell us.

Let's think of a lonely man sitting by the window in a train
compartment. He's traveling. The train that he is in will take
him somewhere but where? If this man is a migrant worker
returning to his hometown from Germany at the end of a two-
year separation, we can feel the excitement inside the man,
He probably can't wait to get back to his wife and his kids with
a lot of presents in his suitcase and the money in his pocket.

Muhtemelen bavulunda bir siirli hediyeyle ve cebinde
biriktirdigi parayla ¢ocuklarina, esine kavusmak icin
sabirsizlaniyordur. Babasinin getirdigi oyuncaklarla oynayan
neseli cocuklar canlanir géziimiizde. Fotograf bir anda bize
mutluluk ve umut veren bir imgeye donistir. Peki ya tam
tersiyse? Adam ailesini geride birakarak, para kazanmak
ugruna bir bilinmeze dogru gidiyorsa? Bu artik bizi mutlu
edecek bir an olmaktan ¢ikar. Trenin gittigi yon bizim
duygulanmizin yéniini de belirler. Istanbul’dan Munih’e dogru
giden bir yolcunun caresizligi bize oldugu gibi yansir. Ailesiyle
veda sahnesi, istasyonda ona son kez bakip elleyen sallayan
bicare esi canlanir zihnimizde. Fotograf artik hiiziinli bir
imgeye dontigmistir.

"Esim ayda bir kez mektup yazar her iki ayda bir de fotografl
mektup yollardi. Fotografiari hep sehrin en guzel yerlerinde
gekinirmis. Siisli sisli
sokakiari, koca koca binalari
gordiikge hem mutlu olur hem
de 6zenirdim. Acaba bir gin
ben de oralara gider miyim
diye dugunr dururdum. Allah
yliziimize bakt, gittikten 2 yil
sonra bana istek cikarttl. Artik
ben de Almanyall olacaktim.
Kligtik bir el cantasi hazirlayip
yola koyuldum. Ug ginlik tren
yolculugu sonrasinda esim
beni Miinih Tren Gari’nda
karsiladi. Bulut mavisi bir
motosikletle gelmis, beni
arkasina bindirip sehrin en
glizel yerlerini gezdirmeye
basladi. Nereye bakacagimi
sasirmistim. Allahim ne gtizel
bir yer deyip duruyordum boyuna. Riya gibiydi. Gezimiz
bittikten sonra artik yasayacagimiz eve gitme vakti geldi. O
glizel sokaklardan ayrillyor yavas yavas yikik dokik evierin
oldugu bir mahalleye dogru gidiyorduk. Ses etmedim ama
biraz negsem kagmisti. Eve girince ne diyecegimi bilemedim.
Almanya’da fakirlik s6z konusu bile olmaz diye dusuntrdim.
Yasayacagimiz ev Tirkiye'deki evimden cok gerideydi. Her
yer yikik dékukti. Bir kanepe, bir yemek masasi ve ¢ bes

kap kacaktan baska da hicbir sey yoktu. Hepsi de kullanilmisg,

ikinci eldi. Tek g6z evde ne tuvalet vard ne de banyo.
Apartmanda bir tane varmis onu da herkes ortak kullanirmis.
Tlirkiye'deki evimizde banyo, tuvalet, sicak su vardi. Burada
bunlar liksmis meger. Gunlerce agladim, dénmek istedim.
Esimi sucluyor degildim ama fotograflara kanip stsli
hayallere kapildigim icin kendime kizip duruyordum.”

(Saime Cetinkaya, Gelsenkirchen)

Cheerful children playing with the toys brought by thelr father
come alive before our eyes. Photography turns Into an image
of happiness and hope In a moment. What If it's the opposite?
What If the man Is headed towards the unknown for the sake
of making money, leaving his family behind? This is no longer
a moment that Is pleasing for us. The direction of the train
determines the direction of our emotions. The desperation of
a passenger from Istanbul to Munich reflects well on us as It
Is. The mental picture of a parting scene with his family, the
desperate wife waving and looking at him for the last time at
the station appears In our minds. The photograph now turns
Into a sorrowful Image.

“My husband writes a letter once a month and sends a letter
every two months. His photos are always taken at the best
parts of the city. When | saw the fancy decorated streets and
the huge buildings, | used to feel happy and sad at the same
time. | used to keep thinking whether or not
one day | would go there. Allah helped us,
and 2 years aftermath of his departure my
application was approved. | was going to
be from Germany now. | packed up a small
handbag and set off. After a three-day-
long train ride, my husband welcomed me
at the Munich Train Station. He picked me
on his sky blue motorcycle, put me in the
back seat and started riding around the
most beautiful places in the city. | was so
surprised | couldn't decide where to look. |
was keep saying my Lord, what a beautiful
place. It was like a dream. After we were
done sightseeing it was time for us to go
home. We were leaving these beautiful
streets and slowly moving towards a
neighborhood packed with ruined houses.

| didn't say anything but | felt a bit down.
When we went in the house, | was out of words. | used to
think that poverty would even exist in Germany. The house,
in which we were going to live, was way worse than my
house in Turkey. It was almost in ruins. There was nothing
more than a couch, a dining table, and a few pots and pans.
All used, second hand. The one-room house had neither
toilet nor bathroom. There was one in the apartment and
everyone shared it. Back in Turkey, we had bathroom, toilet
and hot water at our house. As it turns out they were luxury
here. | cried for days, wanted to go back. | wasn't blaming
my husband, but | was pissed at myself for falling for pictures
and | was fooled by fancy dreams.”

(Saime Cetinkaya, Gelsenkirchen)



Gurbete ilk giden nesle ait fotograflarda genelde fabrikalar,
madenler, is¢i yurtlari ve pansiyon gibi mekanlar agirliktadir.
Ailelerin gelmesiyle birlikte mekansal degisim de basliyor.
Bir arada yasayabilmek icin bir ev bulmalarn gerekmektedir.
Ozellikle ilk nesil ailelerin yasadigi mahalle ve evler sehrin
merkezinden uzak, yerli halkin yasamaya tenezziil etmedigi
yikik, dokik yerlerdir. Cogu tek gz odall, icerisinde banyo
ve tuvaleti olmayan evlerdir. Mutfak cesmesinin altinda
cocugunu yikan bir annenin fotografini gérmek hig sagirtici
degildir mesela. Ve yine evin 50 metre uzagindaki bahgede
bulunan tuvaleti kullanmak igin kocasinin isten gelmesini
bekleyen bir kadinin hikayesini de buna eklemleyebiliriz.
Geri donme fikri bu donemde hala ¢ok canlidir. Bu yiizden
gunliik konfora ihtiyag duymazlar. Bu bakimsiz evlerde bir siire
daha yasayacaklar ve yeteri kadar para biriktirdikten sonra
memleketlerine geri doneceklerdir. EGlenceye, liikse para ve
zaman ayirmak o beklenen giinuin biraz daha gecikmesine
sebep olacaktir. Fotograflara bakarak ilk nesil gg¢gmenlerin
hayatinin “katlanmak” tizerine kuruldugunu séyleyebiliriz.

In the photographs of the first migrant generation, the places
such as factorles, mines, workers' dormitories and boarding
houses are generally predominant. With the arrival of families,
place changes begin. They need to find a home to live
together. Especially the neighborhoods and houses, where
the first generation famllies lived, are far from the center of the
clty; old and rulned nelghborhoods that local people wouldn't
prefer. Most of them are one-roomed houses without bath
and tollet. It Is no surprise to see a photo of a mother washing
her child under the kitchen sink for Instance. And we can also
add the story of a woman walting for her husband to come
from work Just to use the restroom situated in the garden

50 meters away from the house. The Idea of going back to
home was still very alive In this period. That's why, they do not
feel need of dally comfort. They will live for a while In these
ragged houses and will return to thelr hometown after saving
enough money. Spending money and time on entertainment
and luxury would postpone the date of return. Looking at the
photographs, we can say that the lives of the first generation
of migrants were bullt upon "enduring".

Gog fotograflarini hem gorsel sosyoloji tizerinden hem de
go¢ calismalari tizerinden okumak gerekiyor. Tophane'deki
Alman Irtibat ofisinde cinigiplak soyularak muayene

edilen isgilerin fotograflarini animsayalim. Batili bir tlke
kendisinden daha yoksul tilkelerden isci getirmek istiyor
ve isci adaylarinin diglerine, tirnaklarina varincaya kadar
insanligina yakigmayan bir yontemle onlarn muayene ediyor.
Daha ilk bagtan sizi savunmasiz birakiyor. Psikolojik bir
baski olusturuyor tizerinizde. Bir disin gtiriik olsa bile sen
Almanya'ya layik bir isci olamazsin diyor. Tiim Anadolu’da
bu kulaktan kulaga yayiliyor: “Eksikleri almiyorlarmig!”

Kim olduklarini bilmedigimiz insanlar geliyorlar ve gergek
sinirlarin disinda bir de hayali duvarlar inga ediyorlar. “Bu
trene herkes binemez, ancak sartlari tagiyanlar gelebilir
bizimle” diyorlar. Ustelik bunu hentiz yola bile gikmamigken,
kendi memleketindeyken yapiyor. Buna maruz kalan
goécmen iscinin gittigi tlkedeki konumu ve sinirlar goktan
cizilmis oluyor. Kaginci sinif insan olabilir? Ya da hayatt
boyunca gé¢menlik sinifi disinda bagka bir sinifa mensup
olabilir mi? iste yan yana durmus o giplak adamlarin fotografi
bize bunu ifade ediyor. Avrupa’nin kati tiretim zincirinin
carklan arasinda ezilmeyecek guiclt kollar ve bacaklardan
baska higbir anlamlari yok.

ik gogin izerinden 57 yil gecmesine ragmen o fotografin
golgesi gégmenlerin tizerinden kalkmiyor. Gunlik yasam,
entegrasyon, egitim, is hayati, sosyal ve kiiltirel yasam bu
fotografin anlamini referans alarak sekilleniyor. Fotograflar
bize hep daha fazlasini anlati. Hanzlova'nin séyledigi gibi,
“Gelecegi gormek icin gegmise gidiyorum?”

It Is necessary to read the photographs of migration through
both visual soclology and migration studles. Let us recall the
photographs of the workers who were stripped naked and
examined In the German Liaison Office at Tophane. A western
country wants to bring workers from poorer countries and
examines them In an Inhumane way even controlling thelr
teeth and fingernails. It leaves you vulnerable from the very
beginning. It causes a psychological pressure on you. Even

a decayed tooth could be considered to be unworthy of
working In Germany. News hit Anatolla: They do not accept
the faulty ones! People we don't even know come here and
bulld Imaginary walls In addition to the real borders. "Not
everyone can ride this train, but those who meet the criterla
are allowed to come with us," they say. And they do It right

In our solls even before setting off. The position and place

of the migrant workers In their country is drawn in here. In
which class should they be? Or could they be a member of a
class other than a migrant worker? This Is what the picture of
those naked men standing side by side tells to us. They have
no meaning other than strong arms and legs that will endure
between the wheels of the rigid production chain of Europe.
57 years after the first migration, the shadow of that picture Is
still casted on the Immigrants. Dally life, integration, education,
work life, soclal and cultural life are shaped as a reference

to the meaning of this photo. Images always tell us more. As
Hanzlova says, *| go to the past to see the future”
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