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Yanim asirdan fazladr, yilin bu vakitlerinde Avrupa’nin farkli
farkli sehirlerinde, birbirinden uzak ama birbirine benzer
telaglar yaganir. Temmuz ayinin gelmesiyle birlikte Ttrklerin
oturdugu mahallelerde yasanan kosusturma gok uzaklardan
bile fark edilir. Okullar tatile girmis, fabrikalarda, madenlerde
caligan Turk isciler 4 haftalik yillik izinlerini kullanmak icin
isyerlerine bagvurularini yapmislardir. Evierin kapisi stirekli
acllip kapanir, hemen her giin kostur kostur carslya, pazara
gidilir. Kime ne hediye alinacagi tek tek diistntimustar.
Oyuncaklar, radyolar, pikaplar, stslii kiyafetler, spor
ayakkabilar, gesit gesit cikolatalar... Uzerinde *Aldi” yazan
dolu dolu pogetler tasinir eve. Ama illa ki bir seyler hep
unutulur, ertesi gin bir alisveris daha... Bavullar ¢ikarilir,
temizlenir, icerisine konulacak esyalar bir altin ustasinin ince
isciligi gibi titiz bir sekilde yerlestirilir. Bu vakitlerde komsu
komsgunun kapisini daha ¢ok galar. Merak ederler. Ne zaman
yola ¢ikilacak, ne zaman déniilecek, kime ne hediye alindi,
mektup yazip haber verildi mi, yoksa habersiz gidip tatli bir
sUrpriz mi yapilacak?

Kimler bekliyordur onlarin yolunu? Anne babasi Koéin'de
calistigi icin iki yildir anneannesinde kalan, her gece onlarin
fotografiyla uyuyan kéy okulunun en caligkan 6grencisi
Fatma mi? Yoksa daha ¢ok para biriktirip déniis yolunu
kisaltmak icin gecen yil izne bile gelemeyen Gillizar'in esi
Artvinli Bayram mi?

For more than a half century, In these times of the year, far
yet similar tumults are heard In different cities of Europe.
With the arrival of July, the hustle and bustle of the Turkish
neighborhoods Is noticed even from far away. With the
schools on holiday, Turkish factory and mine workers make
applications to workplaces to use thelr 4-week annual leave.
The doors of the houses are constantly being opened and
closed; there Is hurry almost every day to the bazaar, to

the downtown. Every glft has been chosen very carefully.
Toys, radios, pickups, fancy clothes, sports shoes, assorted
chocolates... Overstuffed bags with "AldI" written on them
belng carrled to the houses. But you always forget something,
S0 you go shopping next day once agaln... The sultcases
pulled out, cleaned and the things to be placed inside
organized In a meticulous manner, like the fine craftsmanship
of a master goldsmith. At these times neighbors knock each
others' doors more often. They get curlous. When will they
set out, when will they return, what gifts were bought and

for whom, did they Informed others with a letter or will it be

a surprise? Who Is walting for them? Is it Fatma, the most
hardworking student of the village school, who has been
staying at her grandmothers' since her parents are working In
Koln; the one who has been sleeping with thelr photographs
on her side? Or Is It Bayram from Artvin, the husband of
Gulizar, who could not even come last year to save more
money and shorten his stay here?

Hani esinin banta ¢ekip gonderdigi ses kaydini giinde
bilmem kag kez dinleyen bagr yanik Bayram... Yoksa biri
Essen madenlerinde, bir digeri Mannheim celik firnlarinda
calisan Fikriye teyze ve Celebi amcanin daha 20'li yaglara
yeni basan isci cocuklar mi? Sila yolunun elbet bir bekleyeni
vardl.

Hazirliklar olanca hiziyla sirmektedir. Aksam yemeginden
sonra mahallenin en gediklisinin kapist calinir. Oyle ya bunca
yildir kag kez arabasiyla gidip geldi o yollari. Hangi yolu
takip etmeli, nerede mola vermeli, nerelerde dikkat etmeli
hepsini en iyi o bilir. Yolculuk bu, hig sakaya gelmez. Her bir
detay tek tek konusulmali. Kaptan derler ona, baskaca bir
isme ihtiyag duymaz. Kapisina gelenleri hi¢ geri cevirmez.
Emektar defterini cikartip baslar anlatmaya. Almanya’nin

en kuzeyinden Kapikule'ye kadar olan yolu, kilometre
kilometre nakis gibi islemistir defterine. Sehirlerarasi yollar,
otobanlar, parali yollar, tlke sinir kapilar, glimrik parasi,
rlsvet tarifesi, ihtiyag molasi... Hepsini bir 6gretmen edasiyla
anlatir Kaptan onlara. Pes pese gidecekler varsa, oturup
aralarinda anlagirlar. Yalnizca kendilerinin anlayacagi bir
dilde haberlesme diizenegi kurarlar hemen. Kodlar, isaretier
belirlenir. “Pes pese iki kere selektor yaparsam yavasla
demek, li¢ korna ¢aldiysam mola verecegimiz yere geliyoruz
demektir”

You know afflicted Bayram, who listens to his wife's voice
record God knows how many times a day... Or are they one
of the worker sons of Fikrlye teyze and Celebl amca, one of
which work In the Essen mines and another In the Mannhelm
steel ovens, who have Just turned 207 Surely there Is always
someone walting at the other end of road to home
Preparations run on real fast. After dinner, the nelghbors
knock the door of the stager one. Though how many times
has he been driving back and forth for so many years? He
knows which way they should follow, where should they stop,
what they should pay attention to. This journey Is not a joking
materlal. Every detall should be scrutinized one by one. They
call him Captaln; he needs no other name. He never refuses
those who seek help. He takes out his old notebook and
starts telling. In his notebook, he almost embroidered every
mile of the road starting from the northern edge of Germany
and ending at Kapikule. Intercity roads, highways, toll roads,
border gates, customs, bribe tariff, bathroom break... Captain
tells them all like a teacher. If there Is anyone, who will drive
one after another, they sit down and make a plan. They set
up a communication system that only they can understand
with specific codes and signs. "If | flash the blinks two times
In a row, | mean be slower. If | horns three times, | mean we're
close to our resting stop.”




Herkes soracagini sorup, 6grenecegini 6grendikten sonra
artik bavullar otomobillere yerlestirilebilir. Bavullarin bir
kismi arka bagaja sigdinlir, bir kismi da otomobillerin listine
iple sikica baglanir. Bu 6ylesine bir ritiieldir ki, her seyin bir
mantigi, bir matematigi vardir. Memlekette agilacak bavullar
en arkaya, kirllacaklar en az darbe alacak korunakli yerlere,
glimriikte sorun olacaklar zulalara, yolda lazim olacaklar

en onlere, mola verildiginde yenecekler, icilecekler, soguk
kalmasi gerekenler de arabanin Usttine 6zenle yerlestirilir.
Ve tiim ipler denizci dugtimleriyle baglandiktan sonra o
tilsimli s6z edilir: “Nasil sigdirdim amal”

Yola 6nden ¢ikanlar kalanlarla helallesir. Sézlesirler, “gelince
ara muhakkak, bana ¢ok yakinsin, surada su giin bulusalim,
donus yoluna birlikte koyulalim.” diye. Arkasi uzun, yesil
Ford Granadalar, sari Opel Recordlar, kirmizi Mercedesler,
mavi Transit minibtsler 2500 kilometrelik vatan yolculuguna
¢ikmaya hazirdir. iste sila yolu baglyor!

Bu uzun yol her seyden 6nce bir go¢ yoludur. $Sehirleri,
tilkeleri birbirlerine baglayan siradan bir yol degildir.
Uzerinden gegen yiiz binlerce gégmenin gam yukin( tagir
sila yolu. Gégmen isgilerin sayisi zamanla dyle artacak

ki, gectikleri sehirler ve yollar onlarin strtikleyip getirdigi
kalabalia ve hareketlilige ayak uydurmaya caligacak. Yol
(stli tesislerin sayisi artacak, igerisinde domuz eti satimayan
lokantalar ile bahgesine kiiglik mescitler yapilan tesisler
yolcu gekmeyi bagaracak.

After learning everything, now It Is time to place the sultcases
In the cars. Some of the sultcases are fit in the trunk and
some are firmly tied on the car. It Is such a ritual that
everything has logic behind it. The suitcases to be opened In
the home laid to the far back, fragile to most protected place,
the things that can create a problem In the customs to hidden
places, the ones to be used during the journey In the front,
foods, drinks and the ones that needs to stay cold are placed
on top of the car carefully.

And after all the ropes have been tied with the sallor knots,
everyone goes "Look how | fit all of these In!". The ones, who
left first says thelr goodbyes to rest. They promise each
other to meet again “make sure you call me when you get
back, you live really close to me, let's meet there on..., let's
come back on the return.” Green Ford Granadas with long
backs, the Yellow Opel Records, the red Mercedes, the blue
Transit minibuses are ready to travel for 2,500 kilometers to
homeland. There starts the way to home! This long way Is a
migration path more than anything else. It's not an ordinary
road that connects citles or countrles together. This road
carrles sorrows of hundreds of thousand immigrants, who
travel on It. The number of Immigrant workers was going to
Increase so much over time that the cities and roads they go
through were going to try to keep up with the crowds and
mobillity they dragged.




Yollara Tiirkge, Yunanca ve Yugoslavca tabelalar asilacak.
Kontrol noktalari, polisler, gtimriik memurlari sila yolculugu
zamaninda tam kapasiteyle calisacak. Ve hatta yol tsti
mezarlar. Trafik kazalarinin gokca yasadigi bolgelerde,
hemen her milletten insanin mezar tagina rastlanilacak.
Ambulans yok, cenaze nakil araci yok, Yugoslaviarin,
Bulgarlarin umurunda mi? Gogmen isgiler ne yapacaklardi?
Yoldan durduklan arabalardan inenlerle hemen oracikta
bir cenaze namazi kilip, yol kenarinda uygun bir yere
defnedeceklerdi. Oyle de oldu. Bir zaman sonra sila yolu
mezar taglaryla doldu.

Yolculuk senlikli bagliyor. Memlekette neler yapacaklarini
konusuyorlar. Su az zamanda her seye doymanin pegindeler.
Daha Almanya sinirindan ¢ikmadan Kaptan'in séylediklerini
gecirmeye basliyorlar zihinlerinden. Tek bir tanesi
atlanmamali. O hangi yolu dediyse oradan gitmeli. Oysa
onlerinde uzayip giden, Ustiine bavullar, koliler baglanmig
araclardan olusan su kuyruk, denizcilerin kutup yildiziyla
yonuni bulmasi gibi onlarin da yolunu bulmasina yetmez
miydi? Yolda olanlar yalnizca onlar degil elbette. Sila yolunun
tek yolcusu Turkler degil. Yugoslay, Yunan ve baskaca
milletlerden gégmenler de bu yolun yolcusu.

There were going to be Turkish, Greek and Yugoslavian

signs on the roads. Check points, police officers, customs
officers were going to work at full capacity at the time of
going home. And even tombs were going to be built on the
roads. In the regions where traffic accidents are very common,
gravestones of people from almost every nation were going
to be encountered. No ambulances, no funeral transportation,
why would Yugoslavs, Bulgarians care? What was immigrant
workers supposed to do? After getting off the cars and they
would find a suitable place, they would perform a funeral
prayer and they would bury the deceased one, which they did
After a while the road was filled with tombstones.

The journey starts festively. They are talking about what they
are going to do in the hometown. They fit a lot of things in
short time that they have. Before they leave the German
border, they begin thinking about captain's words, none of
which should be skipped. They should choose the road that
he advised them to use. But wasn't the long line of cars with
suitcases and boxes tied on top enough for them to find their
way; just like the Pole Star helping sailors to find their way? Of
course they weren't the only ones on the road. The Turkish
people are not the only passengers headed to home. Migrants
from Yugoslavia, Greece and other countries were also
traveling on this road.

iste ilk mola yerine gelindi bile! Birazdan Almanya topraklarina
veda edecekler. Avusturya sinirindaki Rosenheim sehrinin
cikisinda bulunan, {izerinde Rasthaus yazan tesiste yer
bulmak neredeyse imkansiz. Sagl sollu park eden araglarin
yanindan gegiyorlar. Bazi araclarin icerisinden tanidik ezgiler
yuikseliyor. Yiiksel Ozkasap, Ruhi Su, Cem Karaca, Neget Ertag
yolculuklarina yarenlik ediyor. Tanidik kokular da yok degil.
Cimenliklerin tzerine ortiler, kilimler serilmis, kirlentler yayilmis.
Borekler, gozlemeler, sarmalar, dolmalar cesit cesit meyveler
cikariimig, afiyetle yeniyor. Sanki bir panayir alani gibi, cocuklar
agaclikta kosturuyor, soférler yorgunluk cay! icip, trafikten

dem vuruyor. Bir yandan da, “biraz uyusak hi¢ fena olmaz”
diyor gozleri. Birazdan bir koseye cekilip kestirmenin yollarina
bakacaklar. Kadinlar muhabbete daliyor, etraf sen sakrak.
Memlekete doniis yolu hep boyledir, ytizlerden tebessiim hig
eksik olmaz.

Yolcu yolunda gerek. Toparlanip yola koyuluyorlar. Oyle ya izin
streleri sinirli, memlekete ne kadar kisa zamanda varirlarsa,
sevdikleriyle o kadar fazla vakit gecirecekler. Almanya
sinirlarinda baslayan yolculuklari, Avusturya’nin, Salzburg,
Liezen, Graz sehirlerine dogru devam edecek, Yugoslavya
topraklarina girecekleri Spielfeld hudut kapisindan gegip,
Zagreb, Belgrad ve Nig'i geride birakacaklar, memleketten
onceki son durak olan Bulgaristan'dan sonra Kapikule'ye dogru
yaklagacaklar. Tiirk bayraginin gordiikleri o an hepsinde ayni
hissiyat olusacak: *iste burasi bizim evimiz.”

They arrived at the resting stop already! They will be say
goodbye to the German land soon. It is almost impossible

to find seats at Rasthaus facility found at the exit of the
Austrian city of Rosenheim. They pass by vehicles parked

on the left and right. Familiar melodies are heard from some
vehicles. Yuksel Ozkasap, Ruhi Su, Cem Karaca, Neget

Ertas accompanies them on their journeys. There are some
familiar smells as well. On the Lawns there are people

sitting on sheets and rugs that they laid, leaning on the
cushions. Pastries, Turkish crepes, stuffed vine leaves, stuffed
vegetables, various kinds of fruits spread on top sheets and
are being tucked away. It feels like a fairground, kids are
running in the woods, drivers are drinking tea to get rid of
tiredness, while complaining about traffic. On the other hand,
their eyes say, "Taking a nap would help | guess". Soon they
will be trying to find a way to take a nap. Women deep into
the conversation, the atmosphere is quite cheerful. This is
how the way back home always is; you cannot find even a
one single face without a smile.

They must be on their way. They packed up and get back
on the road; as their annual leave is limited. The sooner
they arrive in their home country, the more time they will be
able to spend with their loved ones. The journeys started

at the German border will continue with Austria, Salzburg,
Liezen, Graz, Spielfeld, then they will cross the border of
Yugoslavia and leave Zagreb, Belgrade and Nis behind, they
will approach Kapikule after Bulgaria, the last stop before the
country. The moment they see the Turkish flag they will all
feel the same: "This is our home."
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Yugoslavya ve Bulgaristan yollar onlar igin cile demek.
Daralan bozuk yollar, nerede ne zaman olacagi belli olmayan
yol kontrolleri, kuyruklar, uzun siiren beklemeler ve riigvetler...
Dua edip duruyorlar iclerinden, su yollar bir bitse, Kapikule bir
goriinse diye.

iki gtindiir yoldalar, uykusuzluk, yorgunluk iyice bastirdi,

ustleri baglari kirlendi. Yolculugun ilk anlanndaki nege yerini
sessizlige birakti. Cocuklar arka koltukta sizip kalmiglar. Sofor
koltugundaki baba bir yandan Kaptan'in séylediklerine gére
yol gitmeye calisiyor, bir yandan da uykusuzluga direniyor.
Anne uyumasin diye esinin en sevdigi sarkilar, tiirkiileri aglyor
teypten. Bazen de aklina gelen ilk konuyu ortaya atip basliyor
koyu bir sohbete. Ne konustuklan énemli mi? Sila yoluna katik
olsun yeter.

Sinir kapilarina geldiklerinde uyuyanlar uyaniyor, herkes
kendine ceki diizen veriyor. Cocuklar merakl gozlerle

olup bitene bakiyor. Kimsenin asirnlik yapmaya niyeti yok.
Yanlarinda bekgi kopekleriyle onlara yaklagan giimriik
polisleri kimseye sirin gelmiyor. Anne babalarin icinde bir
endise, “acaba kazasiz belasiz su kaply gegebilecek miyiz?”
diyorlar iclerinden. Gimriik binasinin éniinde biitiin bavullarini
indirip gtimriik memurlarina gostermek zorunda kalan aileye
takiliyor gozleri. Bunu her aileye yapmiyorlar ama o esnada
oradan gegen tiim yolcularin canini sikiyor. Nedir bu, géz
korkutma mi? Ah'lar, vah'lar havaya kansip gidiyor. Kendi
baglarina boéylesi gelmedidi icin bir dua postaliyorlar camdan
disari. Sonrasi yine sessizlik. Vize tcretleri, pullar, fazladan
odenen gegit licretleri! HB sigaralari, Alman ¢ikolatalar!
camdan digariya uzatiliyor. Bu yolun tarifesi boyle, elden ne
gelir?

Yugoslavia and Bulgaria roads mean trouble for them
Narrow and bumpy road, surprise controls, queues, long
waits and bribes... They keep praying for this road to end
and so that they can see Kapikule

It has been two days since they started off; sleep-deprived,
tired and dirty. The joy felt at the beginning at the journey
replaced by silence. Kids dozed off on the back seat. Father
on the driver's seat trying to find the way the Captain told
them, while trying to resist the lack of sleep. Mother is trying
to keep her husband awake, she is trying to find songs on
the radio that her husband would like. And sometimes she
starts talking about the first thing that came to her mind
Would it matter what they are talking about? It is enough for
them to make the way back to home bearable.

When they arrive at the border gates, the sleepers wake
up, everyone gussies themselves up. The children are
watching the whole thing curiously. No one wants to create
a scene. Custom police officers approaching to them with

a guard dog, doesn't seem cute to anyone. Parents are

worried, "Can we make it to the other side safe and sound?"

They cannot take their eyes of the family, who had to show
all their suitcases in front of the customs building. They

do not do this to every family, but at that moment all the
passengers passing by are bothered by this scene. What
is this, intimidation? The sighs are heard from everywhere.
They are praying that the same thing doesn't happen to
them. Then again, silence. Visa fees, stamps, extra gate
fees! HB cigarettes, German chocolates are given away
from the car window. This the way this road is, what were
they supposed to do?

Bulgaristan sininnda kuyruk uzayip gidiyor. Her sey Oyle yavas
ilerliyor ki, yillik izinlerinden giden bu stirenin ardindan kalabalik
laflar yGrittiyorlar. Evrak kontrolti ve gtimriik islemleri bittikten
sonra her araci yogun klor kokusunun genizleri yaktigi bir su
birikintisinin igerisinden gegiriyorlar. Cocuklar hemen soruyor:
“Neden tekerlerimiz yikaniyor anne?” Cevabi ti¢ asagi bes
yukari ayni oluyor: *“Memleketimize toz toprak gétiirmeyelim,
temiz gidelim.” diye. Oysa bilmiyorlar ki gégmen iscilerin

gidis ve gelislerinde otomobiller hastalik tasimasin diye ilacl
bir sudan ge¢gmeye mecbur ediliyor. Anne babalar bilse de
cocuklarina sdylemeye dilleri varmiyor.

Yollar azaldikga i¢lerinde hafif bir kipirdanma basliyor. “Su
tepenin ardinda mi memleket? Kag saat kaldi? Ne zaman
varacagiz?”

“Yolculugumuz 2-3 gtin stirerdi. Biz
arkada rahat ederdik ama babamiz
sofor koltugunda perisan olurdu.
Haline Gzdlur dikiz aynasina bir
salkim UzUm asardik. Uykun gelirse

kopar kopar ye derdik cocuk
aklmizla. Uyandigimizda GzUm
bitmis olurdu. Ama o yol bitmezdi.”
ZEYNEP KARASU

Sabah giinesi kendini géstermeye baslayinca hepsinin yiiziine
bir tebesstim yerlesiyor. Radyoyu kurcaliyorlar bir sire. istanbul
Radyosu ¢ekmeye basladi mi memlekete iyice yaklagtiklarini
anliyorlar. iste oldu! “Burasi istanbul Radyosu, simdi sabah
haberleri..” Arabanin icerisine yeniden senlik havasi doluyor.
Haberleri dinleyen kim! Geldiler iste, su tepenin ardindadir
memleket. Haberlerin ardindan bir Anadolu tiirktisti salinyor
onlara dogru. Handan Tunca seslendiriyor, Niksar'in fidanlari...
Simdi artik keyiflerine diyecek yok. Cami aralayip rtizgérin
iceriye girmesine izin veriyorlar, memleket havasi oralara kadar
geliyor. Cok gegmeden Kapikule gériintiyor. Dalgalanan Tiirk
bayrag kendini gosteriyor uzaktan. Bir yanda seving, bir yanda
gozyasl... Memleketlerine kavustular sonunda. Cekilen gileler,
yorgunluklar unutulup gitti. Sarilip kucaklasanlar, inip topragi
6penler, memieket havasini doyaslya icerisine gekenler... Burasi
onlarin vatani, sonunda evlerine déndidiler.

On the Bulgarian border, the line is getting longer. Everything
is moving so slowly that they are mad that they had lost so
much time from their annual leave. After paperwork and
customs clearance is done, each vehicle passes through

a pool, whose intense chlorine smells burns one's nose

The children ask immediately: "Why are our wheels being
washed mom?" The answer is mostly the same: "so that

we do not bring soil or dust to our hometown, so that we

go there clean." However, they do not know that immigrant
workers are obliged to pass through a disinfection water to
prevent them from carrying diseases when they come and
go. Although the parents know this, they cannot find it in their
heart to say it to their children

They get curious as they get closer. "Is our home town behind
this hill? How many hours left? What time will we arrive?"

“Our journey used to last for 2 to
3 days. We would be fine at the
backseat, but, my father used to

become miserable in the driver seat.
Feeling bad for him, we used to hang

a bunch of grapes to the rear view
mirror. We used to tell him to eat a

grape whenever he feels sleepy. The

grapes would be finished when we
woke up but not the road”
ZEYNEP KARASU

When the morning sun begins to show up, a smile emerges
on their faces. They're tuning up the radio for a while. They
understand that they are getting closer, when they find
Istanbul Radio. They made it! "This is Istanbul Radio, here
comes the morning news ..." The atmosphere gets all festive
again in the car. Who cares about the news! They are here;
home is right after that hill. After the news, an Anatolian

song is being played on the radio. Handan Tunca sings
Niksar'in fidanlari... Now they are in high spirits. They let the
window open so that the wind can blow inside that the air of
the home reaches. After a while Kapikule shows itself. The
Turkish flag floating in the sky shows itself from afar. Tears

of joy streaming down their faces... Finally they have arrived
home. All of the troubles they have been through and all their
fatigue faded away. People hugging each other, some Kissing
the land, some draw home's air deep into the lungs ... This is
their homeland, they are finally returned home



