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HAYATA GEC KALANFAR:

GOCMEN ISCILER

THOSE WHO ARE LATE FOR LIFE MIGRANT WORKERS

GOKHAN DUMAN

“Goégcmen isciler dogmaz, yetistirimez, yaslanmaz,
yorulmaz ve élmezler. Bir tek islevieri vardir onlarin:
calismak! Hayatlarindaki diger blitiin sorumlulukiar
kendi tilkelerinde kalmistir." (John Berger)

Gegtigimiz giinlerde Viyana'daki 44 No'lu tramvayin 15 dakika
gecikmeli olarak gelmesi tizerine bir yolcu, Viyana Sehir
Isletmeleri'ne bir ileti génderip tramvayin neden geciktigini
sormus. Gecikmenin nedeni tramvay sofériintin mesai
sirasinda esinin dogum yaptigi haberini 6grenmesiymis.
Tramvay soforl Serdar Acar, gorevinin bagindayken bebegi
oldugu haberini almis, yolcular magdur olmasin diye son
duraga kadar gitmis, ardindan sefinden izin alarak tramvay!
birakmis, yeni sofor bulunana kadar da 15 dakikalik bir
gecikme yasanmis. Serdar ve Glilsiim Acar cifti, bebeklerine
Nevzat Ali ismini koymus.

Nevzat Ali sansli bir bebek, her ne kadar biraz gecikmeli

de olsa dogdugu giin babasi onu kucagina alabilmis. Oysa
gbemen iscilerin cogu ortak bir yazgiyl paylasir: Dogumda,
olumde, iyi glinde, koti glinde hep olmalar gereken yerde
olamazlar. Ya haber ¢cok geg gelir, uzun bir yolculuk sonrasinda
gecikmeli olarak giderler, ya da caligtiklar isyerinden izin

alip da bir tiirlii beklenildikleri yere gidemezler. Cocugunu
dogduktan ancak bir yil sonra géren gégmen isci sayisi hig

az degildir. Ya da anne babasinin vefatini aylar sonra izne
geldiginde 6grenenler de bir o kadar fazladir. Gé¢menligin
yazgisi biraz da “geg kalmakla” ilintilidir. Hayat onlar hep geg
birakir. Digarda akip giden neseli yasantidan, sehirdeki tek
sinemada oynayan Ayhan Isik filminin son gésterim giiniinden,
adin hi¢ ezberleyemedigi renkli festivallerden, baharin

en glizel gtinlerinden, sokagin civiltisindan, gocugunun
dogumundan, annesinin cenazesine kadar daha bir stirii seye
gec kalmak vardi gégmen isginin yazgisinda.

“Kizlarim ¢ok ki¢uktu. Her yaz tatilinde memlekete gittigimde
bir késeden bana dyle utangag utangag bakarlardi. Zorla
kendime aligtirirdim. Tam bana yaklasip ‘baba’ demeye
basladiklarinda bu sefer de tatil biterdi, geri Almanya’ya
donerdim.” (Halil Gencer)

Go¢men iscinin ilk ve en 6nemli vazifesi ¢alistigi fabrikanin,
madenin ya da atolyenin déner bantlarini calistirmaktir.
Hayatlarinda diizenli ve zamaninda olan tek sey, 6nlerinden
akip giden yorgun bantlarin ritmidir. O ritmin bozulmamasi
onlar icin hayatidir. Kalp atiglar kadar hayatidir. Bantlar
durmadikca, bozulmadikca ya da baglarina herhangi baska bir
sey gelmedikge gégmen isci nefes almaya devam eder. Aldigi
nefes yalnizca kendisine ait degildir. O nefeste memleketteki
esi, cocuklari ve ailesi de can bulur. Gégmen isci kendinden
geceli cok olmustur. AGir mesai saatlerine, giin i151g1 gérmeden
calistigi asbest soludugu rutubetli madene, nefsini terbiye
ettigi daha baskaca yklere ailesi igin katlanir.

"Migrant workers are not born, they're not brought up,
they don't get old, they don't get tired and they don't
die. They only have one function: to work! They leave
all their other responsibilities in their own countries."
(John Berger)

Sometime in the last few days, a passenger contacted the
Vienna City Operations, to ask why Tramway No. 44 was 15
minutes late. The reason for the delay was that the conductor
found out his wife was in labor while he was working. The
conductor Serdar Acar found out that he had a baby while
on duty, took the tram. he was conducting to its last station
so that none of the passengers were wronged, and then left
his post after taking the day off. There was a 15-minute delay,
while another conductor was brought on the post. The
couple, Serdar and Glilstim Acar named their baby Nevzat Ali

The baby Nevzat Ali is one of the lucky ones, as his father
had a chance to hold him the day he was born. Most migrant
workers, however, share a common fate: They miss out on
the chance to witness the good times, and the bad, because
they cannot be there. Either they hear about things too late,
and they arrive at the scene late, or they cannot take time
off from where they work in order to go where they are
expected, and can't go at all. There are many migrant workers
who meet their children a year after they are born. There
are also just as many who only find out about their parents’
demise, month after the fact, when they visit their home

on vocation. One could say that migrants share a common
fate: that is "to be late". Life makes them late for everything.
The migrant workers are predestined to be late for many
occasions; from the vivacious goings-on in his surroundings
to the last showing of the Ayhan Isik movie that plays in only
one theater in the city, from the colorful festival the name of
which he could never memorize to the pitier-patter of the
streets, from the birth of his child to the death of her mother

"My girls were very small. Every summer vocation, when |
visited home, they stared at me with a shy look in their eyes
from afar. | used to try so hard to get them used to me. The
minute they felt closer, and started calling me "dad" again;
the vocation would be over, and it was time to go back to
Germany once more." (Halil Gencer)

The most important duty of the migrant worker is to operate
the conveyor belt in the factory, mine, or plant where they
work. The only order, and timeliness they experience

comes from the rhythm of these tired belts in front of them.
That rhythm is imperative to them. As imperative as their
heartbeats. As long as these belts do not stop, break, or
suffer from any other problem, the worker can breathe easy.
The breath he takes in is not solely his own. His wife, his kids,
and his family back home share in that breath as well. The
migrant worker is overwhelmed early on. But he takes on the
burden and embraces his suffering in the damp mine where
he breathes in asbestos and is forced to train his breathing,
and where he works long hours without ever seeing the sun



“Kis. 1986'nin Aralik ayi. Erzurum'da mevsim zemheri.
Sobanin yandigi tek oda olan oturma odasinda yattigimiz
gtinler. Yere iki dések acardi annem, birinde kendisi
digerinde ben ve kardeslerim uyurduk. En kictgimiizi
ortaya alirdik, koyun koyuna sicacik olurdu. O giin uykumu
tam almadigim halde uyanmaya ¢alisiyordum. Normal
zamanlarin aksine bu sefer baska biri uyandirmaya
calisiyordu beni. Yabana bir erkek sesi. Cocugum daha,
gézlerim uykuya yenik distiyor Ama adamin umurumda

degil. lki kolunun arasinda kalmisim,
beni éptiyor biyiklari cok sert canimi
yakiyor. Hem agzi sigara da kokuyor.
Ama dedem degil bu, baskas.
Korkuyorum. Gézlerimi yarim araladim.
Kim bu adam? Tammiyorum. "Uyan
hadii, yeter naz yapma" diyor. Korktum,
sikica yumdum goézlerimi. Belki riyadir
biter dedim. Ama bitmedi. Kim bu

kim? Beni birakti bir ara kiz kardegimi
opmeye basladl. O ara actim gézlerimi.
Simsiyah sakallar, ytiziinde tuhaf bir
gilimseme var. YUuzime yaklastikca
gézleri blylyen, disleri deviesen

bir adam. Kim bu? Annem nerede?
Korkumdan bagiramiyorum. ‘Uyan
bak sana ne aldim’ diyor. Yorganin
tizerinden ustime serdigi elbiseyi
isaret ederek, ‘Sen sever misin maviyi?"
dive soruyor. Kiz ¢cocuguna mavi olur mu hic diyor

annem kistk sesle. O zaman anladim iste. Bu yabanci
adam babam(mis) demek ki. Actim artik gézlerimi. Ayni
elbisenin glilkurusu rengini kiz kardesime getirmis, onun
da tzerine sermis. Erkek kardesime pilli yaris arabasi
getirmis. Yastiginin Uzerine tam g6z hizasina koymus.
Garip bir duygu. Tanimadigim bir adam mavi bir elbise

ve yabanci oldugum tuhaf bir mutluluk. Ama utanmistim
nedense. Dedeme sanldigim gibi sarilamiyordum. Onu
éptigiim gibi pemiyordum. Babam(mis). Oyle dediler
giinlerce. Sonra yine birakip gitti bizi. (bence terk etti) Mavi
elbisem kaldi. Gégis kisminda yarim daireden olusan lg
beyaz serit vardi. Ben elbisemi gékytizi, beyaz seritleri
ise gbkkusagi saniyordum: Ta ki dedem ve babaannem
gokkusadinin renk renk oldugunu anlatana kadar. Az mi
kostum pesinden cocukken. Giiya altindan gecip babami
isteyecektim." (Fatma Akyiiz)

Onlara bicilen hayat
boyledir. Gocmen isci
calisir, calisir ve calisir.
Ailesi rahat etsin,
gordiigiinden geri
kalmasin diye katlanir
bu yasantiya.

This is the hand, the
migl'allt worker is dealt. put me down some time later, and started
He works, and works,
and works alone... He
does this so his family
can live comfortably, so
they do not have to fall
behind.

"Winter. December, 1986. It is the coldest time in Erzurum.
A time where we sleep in the living room, the only room
where the heater works. My mom would place two
mattresses on the floor. | slept in one, and my sibling in
the other. The youngest slept in the middle, and we would
keep each other warm. One day, | was drowsily trying to
wake up, even though | hadn't gotten much sleep. But
unlike any other day, someone else was trying to wake
me. It was the voice of a man | did not know. | was just

a kid, | couldn't keep my eyes open. But the man didn't
care. | was trapped in his arms, he was
kissing me but his mustache was hard, and
it was hurting me. And his breath smelled
like cigarettes. But he wasn't my grandpa,
this was someone else. | was scared. | half-
opened my eyes. Who was this man? [ didn't
know him. He was saying "Come on, wake
up now," | was scared so 1 closed my eyes
tight. | thought it was a dream and it would
pass. But it wouldn't. Who was this guy?! He

kissing my sister. That's when [ fully opened
my eyes. He had a coal-black beard, and a

strange-looking smile. His eyes seemed to

get bigger, and his teeth seemed to grow

as he got closer. Who was this? Where

was mom? | couldn't even scream, | was

so terrified. 'Come on, wake up, look what

| got you' he said. He pointed to the dress
he laid out on the comforter and asked 'Do you like the
color blue?' My mom grumbled that blue was all wrong
for a girl. Then | understood. This stranger was my dad
(apparently). | opened my eyes. He had brought the same
dress in dusty-rose pink for my sister, and laid it out as
well. He had brought a battery-operated race car toy for
my brother, and put it right in front of him. It was a strange
kind of emotion. A man | did not know; a blue dress, and a
sense of strange happiness, with which | was not familiar .
But for some reason, | got shy. | couldn't run in to his arms
like | did with my grandfather. | couldn't kiss this man the
way | did with him. But (evidentially) he was my dad. That
is what they told me for days. And then he left us again.
(He abandoned us, in my opinion.) And | was left with
my blue dress. It had three white bands under the bust,
that formed semi-circles. | thought my dress was the sky,
and the white bands was a rainbow. Until my grandpa
and grandma told me how a rainbow has many different
colors. | chased so many when | was small. | thought |
would pass under it, and ask for my dad." (Fatma Akytiz)




Cocugunun dogumunda yaninda olamayisl, esinin elini
tutamayisl, babasini kabre indiremeyisi hep bundandir.
Gogmen isginin yazgisidir geg kalmak. Adini “Ozlem” koydugu
kiigtik kizinin ilk yurtytstini goremeyisi, dislerinin ciktigina
sahit olamayis, “baba” dedigi ilk ani duyamayisi, okulun ilk
guniinde, karne giiniinde ve daha bagskaca giinlerde yaninda
olamayis! talihsizlikler silsilesi degildir. Hem kendisinin hem de
ailesinin sessizce kabul ettigi bir anlasmanin ilk maddesidir:
Gogmen isgi hep geg Kalir.

“Bundan tam 46 sene énceydi, 3 Haziran 1972 gliniydu.
Babam Hollanda'dayken 7 yasindaki agabeyim Fikret'i
kanserden kaybettik. Babama 6ldiigtini séylememistik.
Hem istese de cenazeye yetisemezdi hem de gelene
kadar yolda tek basina an olurdu. Birkag ay sonra
izne gelecekti, geldiginde séyleriz diye karar alinmistr.
Glinler cabuk gecti, babam izne gelirken agabeyime

o kadar cok hediyeler almisti ki, elleri dolu dolu
gelmisti. Sarilip, kucaklastik, hosbesten sonra babam
hemen agabeyimi sordu. Annem de zar zor ‘Fikret
annenlerde’ diyebildi. Ben o zamanlar 3-4 yasindayim.
Babam hemen gidip alalim deyince ben ¢ocuk aklimla
‘agabeyim 6ldi baba' demisim. Gerisi blyiik bir aci...
Babam o kadar aci ¢ekti ki getirdigi btitiin hediyeleri
kirip atti. Tiim acilanmiz ikiye katlyordu.”

(Kadriye Unltier Ozer)

The reason why he cannot be there for the birth of his child to
hold his wife's hand, or to be there to lower his father into his
grave, is because it is his destiny to be late. Itis notdueto a
series of unfortunate events that he cannot witness the first
steps or the first words of his little daughter, who he named
"Ozlem; that he couldn't be there for her first-and-last-days of
school, and many other important events. This is due to the
first article of the silent covenant into which both he and his
family entered: The migrant worker is always late

"It was 3rd of June, 1972; ctly 46 years from now. We
lost my 7-year-old brother to cancer. We hadn't told m
dad that he had died. This was because he wouldn't

be able to come to his funeral even if we did; and if by
some miracle he was able to take time off, he would be
miserable all by himself, on the way. He was going to visit
us in his time off a couple of months from then, and we
had decided to tell him when he did. The days flew by.
My dad had bought so many gifts for my brother that he
could barely fit it in two arms. We hugged, said hello, and
he immediately asked about my brother. My mother could
only bring herself to say "He's at your parents' place." |
was 34 years old at the time. So other people told me
that when my dad said to go pick him up right away, |
unwittingly sad 'dad, my brother's dead.' The rest was an
indescribable amount of pain... My dad suffered so much
that he broke and threw away all of the gifts he bought.

It seemed that we lived every painful memory twice, and
twice as hard. (Kadriye Unliier Ozer)

Onlara bicilen hayat boyledir. Go¢men is¢i calisir,
calisir ve galisir. Allesi rahat etsin, gérdiigtinden
geri kalmasin diye katlanir bu yasantiya. O agir

ntlarin ve celik carklarin arasina girdikten sonra
geri dontis artik cok kolay degildir. Posasi ¢ikana
kadar calistirlir ama 6lmezler. John Berger
soyledigi gibi; gégmen Isciler 6imez, ¢tinki
arkalarindan hep yenileri

This is the hand, the migrant worker is dealt. He
works, and works, and works alone... He does
this so his family can live comfortably, so they do
not have to fall behind. It is not easy to go back
once the worker is placed between the heavy
belts and the steel wheels. He works until he is
all but spent, but he doesn't die. As John Berger
says; migrant workers don't die because they are
replaced by new ones right away.




