“SAKIN BENI UNUTMA”

"DON'T YOU FORGET ABOUT ME"
3

GOKHAN DUMAN

“Kendim uzaktayim hayalim yakin
/ Resmimi saklayin atmayin sakin.

Cismim uzak ise hayalim yakin
/ Resmime baktik¢a aglama sakin!”*

Sanki hep bildigimiz, hissettigimiz, fakat zamanla
unuttugumuz bir duyguyu ansizin hatirlatiyor bu ctimle.
Uzun yillar gurbetten sevdiklerimize yolladigimiz her
fotografin ve kartpostalin arkasina buna benzer ciimleler
yazildi durdu. Unutulmaktan ve binbir zahmetle génderilen
fotograflarin bir kenara atilmasindan duyulan korku dile
getirilirdi. Oysa unutmak, bir kenara atmak soyle dursun,
glinde sayisiz kez okunurdu kartpostallar, akla gelen her an
bakilirdi o fotograflara...

“Omrim riizgar onlinde sallanan bir yapraktir, insan
fanidir, en son olacagi kara toprakti. Resmim hatiradir
bakin, kiymetimi bilmeyene vermeyin sakin.” (Ibrahim
Germeg, Bochum, 1964)

“Emine... Resmim bir hayaldir. EGer ben oltirsem
resmim ebedi sizlere hatira olur. Resmimi saklayin,
sakin yirtip atmayin.” (Niyazi Kogak'tan esine, Stuttgart,
1971)

“Yazi yazdim satira. Olim gelmez hatira. Eger ben
oliirsem, bu fotografim kalsin size hatira. Kiymetim
varsa cebinizde saklayin. Kiymetim yoksa sakin
Hollanda topraklarina atmayin. Trkiye sininna gelince
yirtin atin.” (Yegenlerinden Hollanda'daki amcalarina,
Betuil Uzun, 1970).

Eskiler “suret” dermis fotografa... Arapcada “gortins, bi
anlamina geliyor. O zamanlar fotograf ¢ektirmek ve bir
yerlere kart ya da fotograf postalamak Itiks sayilabilecek bir
seydi. Uzaklardan gelen bir kartpostal, bir fotograf bagina
bir sey gelmesin diye 6zenle saklanirdi. Peki, bu denli
kiymetli bir seyin arkasina neden strekli “sakin unutmayin,
yirtip atmayin” notlan dustiliyordu? iletigim imkanlarnin
bu kadar fazla olmadigi yillarda belki de “g6zden irak
olan gontilden de irak olur” diistincesiyle, “unutulma”
korkusu dile getiriliyordu. Fotograf kimi zaman vesikalik,
kimi zaman uzaklarda yasanilan hayati arka planda
gosteren, isyerinden, yurttan ya da her giin gecip gidilen
sokaklardan enstantaneler barindinyordu. Kartpostallar da
ayni sekilde o sehrin en giizel yerlerinden manzaralarin
oldugu ve gonderen kisiye bir nevi “bak ben burada
yaslyorum” deme hakki taniyan bir objeye dénistiyordu.

"Though | am far away, my image is here/
Don't tear this up, keep this photo near.

Though my body is far away, my form is near/
When you see it, don't shed a tear."
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"My life is but a leaf in the wind, man is mortal, earth
is his final resting place. My image is a memory, may
you look at it, and keep it from those who can't see its
virtue." (Ibrahim Germeg, Bochum, 1964)

‘Emine... My photo is a dream. May it live on with you
if | am to die. May you keep this photo near, and may
you not tear it up." (Niyazi Kogak'tan esine, Stuttgart,
1971)

| wrote in this line. May death be out of mind. If | am to
die, may this photo be a memory. If you care for me,
keep this in your pocket. If you do not care for me,
don't throw it in Dutch soil. Tear it up when you reach
the Turkey border." (From a niece to her uncles in the
Netherlands, Betul Uzun, 1970)
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Uzaklar yakin etmenin en kisa yollanndan
biri hi¢ sUphesiz “gorselin” glictinden
yararlanmakti. Onlar da dyle yaplyordu
Fotograf ve kartpostallar “gonderen ve
alicl” arasinda yalnizca onlarin bildigi

bir dilde bag kurmaya yaran hususi
birimgeye donugtiyordu. Bunu ilk kez
yapan onlar mi? Ortagag Avrupa'sinda
krallyet mensuplarinin ve “soylu” allelerin
donemin Unlt ressamlarina portrelerini
clzdirip yagadiklar mekéanlara astirmalari
ve birbirlerine hediye etmeleri... Ve hatta
daha geriye gidecek olursak binlerce

yil 6nece yapilip eski medeniyetlerin
baskentlerinde en yuksek tepelere dikilen
kral heykelleri ve Firavun lahitlerine gizilen
resimler de “hatirlanma” ve “unutulmama”
icgudistntn yansimalarindan sayilabilir

The best way to make far away seem close
was, without a doubt, to make use of the
power of "images". And that is what we

did. Photographs and postcards became a
particular symbol serving to create a bond
between the sender and the recelver, In a
language that they alone were privy to. Were
we the first to do this? In Medieval Europe,
‘nobel" families had their portraits done by
famous painters of the time, and hung them
in their homes or gifted them to one another
Or if we go back further, kings placed statues
of themselves In the highest peaks of the
eatly civilizations, and pictures were drawn
on pharohs' tombs. We can consider both

of these a reflection of the same instinctive
need "to be remembered" and the fear "of
being forgotten”.




John Berger, “Gérme Bigimleri” kitabinda séyle soyltyor:
“Goérme konugmadan 6nce gelmistir. Cocuk konusmaya
baglamadan 6nce bakip tanimayi 6grenir. Ne var ki bagka
bir anlamda da gorme sozciiklerden énce gelmistir. Bizi
cevreleyen diinyada kendi yerimizi gérerek buluruz. Bu
dunyayi sézciklerle anlatinz ama sozciikler diinyayla
cevrelenmis olmamizi higbir zaman degistiremez.”

Melike'nin dedesi, hangi i¢gtidiiyle bu fotografin

pesine dusmiis ve kendini fotografin igerisine sonradan
eklettirmek icin 50 yil 6ncesinin “photoshop” tekniklerini
kullanmusti. Ailesinden fiziki olarak uzak olmanin yaninda,
fotografta dahi onlarin aralarinda yer alamamak mi agir
gelmisti ona? Yoksa kendi suretini onlarin yanina ekleterek
eski gtinlere dalip gitmeye yarayacak bir hayalin pesine
mi digmustii? Hayalindeki yakinlik yetmemisti belli ki,

illa bir fotografin igerisinde yan yana olmak istemis, bir
fotografcinin yardimiyla o kareye girmeyi basarmisti. Ona
bunu yaptiran sey “unutulma” korkusu olabilir miydi?

John Berger, in his book titled "Ways of Seeing", states: "Sight
comes before speech. Kids learn to see and to recognize
things before they learn how to speak. In another sense,
mind you, sight comes before words. We find our place in the
world surrounding us through seeing. We describe this world
with words but words can never change the fact that we are
surrounded with the world."

| wonder which Instinct compelled Melike's grandfather to edit
this photo, and to use the "photoshop” techniques available to
him 50 years ago to add himself-in... Was his heart too heavy
with the thought that, not only was he physically absent in
their lives but that he was absent in the photo, as well? Or was
he chasing a distant dream in which he could return to the

old days by adding his effigy in with his family? Evidently, him
imagining he was close to them wasn't enough. He wanted to
be side by side with them in a photo, and he comissioned the
help of a photographer to make this happen. Was it the fear
"of being forgotten" that made him do this?

“Baktik¢a hatirlamak icin degil, hatirladikca her an bakmak
icin gonderiyoruz. Sakin bizi unutmayasin, bu resmimiz
sana hatira kalsin. Ktigtictik yavrular nasil dayansin? Bizim
ylregimiz tag mi demir mi?” (Turkiye’den Almanya'ya, 1972)
1972 yilinda Almanya’dan Turkiye'ye gonderilen bu
fotografin arkasinda iste tam olarak boyle yaziyordu.
Endiseli ve mahzun bakiglarin birbirine karistigi bir suretti
bu. Uzaklarda ekmek parasi pesinde kosan “evin babasina”
gonderiliyordu. Esini ve gocuklarini her an hatirlamasi ve
hatirladik¢a da fotografa bakmasi isteniyordu. *Sakin bizi
unutmayasin”
climlesi dylesine
s6ylenmis bir
climleden 6te, o
mahzun bakislarin
tamamlayicisiydi.
Ve okuyani oldugu
yere civileyen
“Bizim yliregimiz
tag mi, demir

mi?” cimlesi...
Yazan kigi evin
babasinin gurbette
zor sartlarda
caliglyor olmasini,
bu climleleri
okuduktan sonra
gurbetin ona iki
kat daha agir
gelecegini bildigi
halde yine de
“unutulmamak”
adina boyle demir
gibi sézclklerden olusan bir yazi yazmayi tercih etmisti.
Belli ki “unutulma” korkusu her geyin éntinde geliyordu.
Giden icin de kalan igin de degigsmeyen tek sey belki de
“unutulmama” ve “hatirlanma” arzusuydu.

Fotograflar, kartpostallar ve onlarin arkasina dustilen ufak
notlar bir dénemin sosyolojisine isik tutuyor. Kim bilir, uzakta
olmanin ve unutulma duygusunun disavurumu olarak nice
sarkilar, tiirkler, siirler yazildi gurbette. Mektuplar daha

icli kelimelerin tagiyicisi oldu. Uzayip giden tren yollarina
baktikca icerilerinden derin bir of cekmelerinin nedeni de
iste bu duygunun omuzlarinda olusturdugu agir yiiktti belki
de... Sahi kim baslatmisti bu gelenegi? ik kim séylemisti,
ilk kim yazmigti fotografin arkasina o tilsimii sozciikleri? Ne
diyordu hani:

“Kendim uzaktayim haydhm yakin / Resmimi saklayin
atmayin sakin.

Cismim uzak ise haydiim yakin / Resmime baktikga aglama
sakin.”*

“Gogup Kalanlar, Resmime Baktk¢a Aglama Sakin, Abdulhamit Kirmizi, Editér

Gokhan Duman, 2016

This was exactly what was written in the back of the
photograph sent to Turkey from Germany in 1972. This

was an effigy where concerned and sorrowful looks were
intertwined. It was sent to "the master of the house", working
his hands to the bone to make a living from afar. His wife
and kids asked for him to remember them, and to look at
the photo when he did so. "Don't you forget about us" was
uttered in such a way that it completed the sorrowful looks
in the picture. Then there is the phrase "Do we have hearts
of stone or of iron?"
that curdles the blood
of the reader... The
person who wrote

this, knew that the
father of the family was
working under difficult
conditions, far from
home, and that his
burden would seem
twice as heavy after he
read these words; but
chose to write in such a
heavy way anyway, for
fear "of being forgotten"
The fear of "being
forgotten" clearly came
first. Perhaps this desire
to "be remembered"
and this fear "of being
forgotten" was the one
constant for both the
people who left and the people who stayed

Photographs, Postcards, and small notes jotted down in their
backs shed light on the sociology of an era. Who knows how
many songs, ballads, and poems were written far from home,
as a reflection of the thoughts and emotions of the person
who is afar, mixed with the fear of being forgotten. Letters
became the bearer of deeper words with heavier meanings
Perhaps it was this burden of the feeling that made them
sigh deeply as they looked out of the windows of trains in
Journeys that seemed to have no end... | wonder who started
this tradition. | wonder who uttered those charmed words,
who first wrote them in the back of a photograph. How did it
go:

"Though | am far away, my image is here/ Don't tear this up,
keep this photo near.

Though my body is far away, my form is near/ When you see
it, don't shed a tear."



