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Oglum Giines Ali’ye,

31 Ekim 2014’te Isparta’da is kazasinda 6len bir ¢ocuk,
15 kadin mevsimlik tarim iscisine ve ne yazik ki is glivenligi

yetersizligi nedeni ile hayatim1 kaybeden tiim iscilere...

For my son Giines Ali

Dedicated to the boy and fifteen female seasonal workers who died
in a work related accident in Isparta 31 October 2014 and to all
the workers that lose their lives due to inadequate safety in the work

environment.
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Mevsimlikler

Kisaca bu isimle bilinirlermis: Mevsimlikler. Her mevsim calisiyorlar. Bildi-
giniz gibi bir caliymak degil ama bu. Her mevsim topraga, cografyaya bagh
baska bir is yapiyorlar. Kabaca tarim isciligi. Bunu yaparken evlerinden ¢cok
ama ¢ok uzakta yasiyorlar. O yasantinin nasil bir sey olduguna gelince...
Servet Dilber fotograflariyla bize egsiz bir hikaye anlatiyor. Mevsimlik tarim
iscilerinin yasantisini.

Fotograflarin giiciine inanmirim. Yazarken ¢ogu sey bir goriintii olarak be-
lirir zihnimde. Ben o goriintiiyl dillendiririm esasinda. Fotograf ise bunu
kimi zaman tek basina yapar. Kelimelere ihtiya¢c duymadan. Zihnimin de-
rin karanlik kuyusundan usul usul ¢ektiklerim ¢ogu zaman kelimelerden,
climlelerden 6te aslinda okurun gérmedigi ya da benim satirlarimda kendi
goziiyle gorecegi hayali goriintiilerden ibarettir. Yani en basta o goriinti
vardir. Iste bu yiizden fotografin kendisi beni hep heyecanlandirir. Ben ce-
kemem o ayri. Ama anlatirim. Fotografin da anlatanini, hissettirenini se-
verim. Yani hikdye edenini. Fotografin yazmakla benzer yani budur iste:
Fotograf anlattig1, gosterdigi seyi hissetirdiginde biiyiik olur. Yazi da aynen
Oyledir: Anlattigini hissettirdiginde giizellesir.

Servet Dilber’in fotograflar: bize derin ve ince seyler hissettiriyor.
Bir kere bilmedigimiz bir diinyaya yolculuga cikiyoruz. Hazir misiniz mev-

simliklerle birlikte yol almaya? Hatta bir adim ilerisine gecip gdziiniiziin
gordiigi bu fotograflarda birer mevsimlik olmaya...

ONSOZ

Nasil bir seydir mevsimlik olmak? Ayni gokytiziiniin altinda onlar nasil ya-
sarlar? Bu fotograflar size sadece onlarin hayatlarin1 kazandiklar: yasanti-
larini degil hayallerini de anlatiyor aslinda: Ne ugruna yasadiklarini, sahip
olduklan kiltiiri, geleneksel yapiyl, zaman degisse bile degismeyen tek
bir seyi: Koleligi, insana dair pek cok seyi... Fotografta gormedigimiz sey
hissettigimiz seydir. Onlarinki uzun bir yolculuk ve bu yolculukta baslari-
nin tizerinde bir ¢at1 yok. Servet Dilber’in fotograflarindaki ugsuz bucaksiz
gOkyiiziinden baska bir sey yok. Cadirlarda ve derme catma yapilarda bari-
niyorlar. Biitiin giin calisiyor, aksam bir sofra basinda toplaniyorlar. Biitiin
glin islemesi gereken elleri kimi zaman pamuga kimi zaman kiraza kimi
zaman ¢apaya kimi zaman findiga degiyor. Mevsim mevsim degisiyor elleri-
ne degenler. Oysa yasadiklar1 muhtemelen hep ayni: Calismak icin gidilen
yeni cografyada barinmak, hayatta kalmak i¢in ¢alismak, ¢ocuklar1 oradaki
okula gdndermenin bir yolunu bulmak.

Sehir sehir, toprak toprak gezdikten sonra sonunda evlerine dontiyorlar.
Her sey aslinda baslarinin iizerinde olmasindan giiven duyduklar: o cat1
ugruna. O c¢at1 altinda yasayabilmek, evlenebilmek, sevdigi seylerle dona-
nabilmek i¢in mevsimlik oluyorlar.

Servet Dilber’in fotograflar1 bize topraga bagli, yilin neredeyse yarisini bas-
larinin tizerinde bir ¢ati olmaksizin geciren ve bunu baslarinin tizerinde
bir c¢at1 olsun diye yapan mevsimliklerin hayatini kederli bir giizellikle an-
latiyor.
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Seasonal Workers

They are known simply as “seasonal workers”. They work in all seasons. This
is not work as you know it. They carry out a different task every season de-
pending on the land and the soil. Roughly called agricultural labour. And
when they work they live very far, so very far away from their home. What
is it like living like that? Servet Dilber tells us an exceptional story with his
photos: The life of seasonal agricultural workers.

I believe in the power of photos. When I write, it mostly emerges as an
image in my mind. I basically express that image in words. A photograph
sometimes does this all by itself. Without the need for words. What I quiet-
ly draw from the deep dark well of my mind usually consists of visions that
the readers cannot see or that they see with their own eyes in my sentences,
rather than words and sentences. So initially that vision is there. This is
why the photograph always excites me. I can’t take photos, that’s another
story. But I'll describe them. I like the photo as much as the narrator; I like
those who make us feel. Those who create stories. This is what makes pho-
tos similar to writing. When you feel the story the picture tells and shows,
it becomes transcendental. That is exactly how it is with writing; when you
feel the narrative it becomes more beautiful.

Servet Dilber’s photographs convey deep and subtle emotions.

First of all we embark on a journey to a world we know nothing about.
Are you ready to travel with the seasonal workers? Or even to take a step
further and become one of the seasonal workers you see in the pictures
yourself?

FOREWORD

What is it like to be a seasonal worker? How do they live under the same
sky? These photographs do not only portray their working lives but also
their dreams: What they are living for, their culture, the traditional fabric,
much about being human and that even if times are changing one thing
never changes: Slavery... What we do not see in the photographs, is what
we feel. Theirs is a long journey and on this journey they have no roof over
their heads. They have nothing but the immense sky seen in Servel Dilber’s
pictures. They shelter in tents and rickety sheds. They work all day and
share a meal at night. Hands that have to be working all day are sometimes
busy in the cotton fields, sometimes picking cherries, sometimes hoeing
and sometimes gathering hazelnuts. The crop varies season by season. But
their drudgery will probably always remain the same: Find shelter in a new
location, work to keep the wolf from the door and find a way to send the
children to the local school.

Having travelled from one town to the next, from place to place, they even-
tually go back home. To that roof it is all about, under which they feel safe.
They become seasonal workers so that they can live under that roof, marry,
and furnish it with things they like.

Servet Dilber’s photos tell us with sensitive regret about the life of the sea-
sonal workers tied to the soil who spend nearly half of the year without a
roof over their heads in order to secure a roof over their heads.
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Subat - Nisan
February - April

Karpuz - Watermelon
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Mayis - Haziran
May - June

Sekerpancari - Sugar beet
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Temmuz - Agustos
July - August

Sebze - Vegetables
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Eyliil
September

Findik - Hazelnut

HATAY, SANLIURFA

Eylil - Ekim
September - October

Pamuk - Cotton

ADANA, ANTALYA

Ekim - Ocak
October - January

Narenciye - Citrus fruits

ANKARA, AKSARAY

Eylil - Kasim
September - November

Sogan - Onion
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Hayat Iste

Kadinlar... Erkekler... Cocuklar... Aylar boyunca evlerinden ayr1, yiizlerce
kilometre uzaktalar... Ne calistiklar toprak kendilerinin, ne de cikarttik-
lan drtin. Hayatlarinda degismeyen tek sey yeni mahsuliin pesinden gidis-
leri...

Kaderleri birbirine benziyor hepsinin. Rotanin basladig: sehirler degisse de
Tiirkiye genelinde dort ana merkezleri bulunuyor: Adiyaman, Sanlhurfa, Di-
yarbakir ve Kahramanmaras. Bu kentlerden yaz aylarinda yola cikiyorlar.
Sahibi olmadiklar: topraklar nereye ¢agirir, mahsul nerede toplanmaya ha-
z1r olursa oraya gidiyorlar. Cocuklariyla birlikte...

Cocuklar bebekken basliyorlar bu yolculuga. Tarlalarin bitisigindeki ¢cadir-
larda doguyor, emekliyor, yiiriiyor ve sonunda yine ayni tarlalarda ¢calisma-
ya bashyorlar.

cc Urfa’da agabeyimi evlendirdigimiz i¢in
¢oktan beri eve donemiyoruz, burada (okula) kaydim da
yaptiramiyoruz. Burada ¢alistyorum. Agabeyimi odiing
evlendirdik, baslik parasi i¢in bor¢landik. 99

Once yan islere kosturuyorlar. Tarlada ya da bahgede fiilen calismasalar da
su tasiyor, cadirda kalip esyalar1 gozetliyor, kardeslerine bakiyor, yemek
yapip bulasik yikiyor, temizlik yapiyorlar. Tabi sehirden sehire go¢ etmek
zorunda kalirken yakalandiklar: hastaliklar, yasadiklar: kazalar da cabasi.

Onlarin hizla biiyiimeleri, eriskin olmalar1 isteniyor. Oyle ki bazis1 9, bazis1
11 yasinda “licret” almaya basliyor. Onlara uygun goriilense giinde 30 liraya
yetiskinler icin bile agir sayilacak islerde, 10 saat mesai yapmalari. Kanunen
15 yasini doldurmadan ¢alistirilmalari yasak olsa da bu engel olmuyor. Ciin-
kii goriilmiiyorlar. Ya da daha dogrusu goriilmek istenmiyorlar.

SONSOZ

Halbuki yasadiklar1 birka¢ “istisna” ile simirli degil. Raporlarda isimleri
“sehven” de yer almiyor. Devasa bir toplumsal sorun olarak kusaklardir
katlanarak cogaliyorlar. 2012 TUIK verilerine gére tarlalardaki ¢ocuklarin
sayisi, ¢calistirilan ¢ocuk sayisinin yaklasik yarisina, yiizde 44,7’sine karsilik
geliyor. Yani yaklasik 350 bin, 400 bin ¢ocuk bu ¢cemberin icinde yer aliyor.
Disina ¢ikmalari ise imkansiz gibi.

Ancak bu aa gercekten habersiz, yiizlerine kondurduklari masum giiliim-
semeleri ile ¢evrelerinde olan bitenden uzakta egleniyorlar. Yanlarina usul-
ca yanasinca hemen hayallerinden bahsediyorlar. Her cocuk gibi...

Hayatlarinda eksik olan seyleri meslek olarak siraliyorlar bilmeden. Okula
az gittikleri icin 6gretmen, cadirlarla gecmeyen bir hayat istediklerinden mi-
mar, tarlalarda kimse hasta olmasin diye doktor olma hayalleri kuruyorlar.

Kendileri bilmese de akip giden zaman aleyhlerine isliyor. Oyun alani gor-
diikleri tarlalar bir siire sonra acik hava hapishanelerine doniisiiveriyor.
Ciinki bu is babadan ogula, anneden kizina miras olarak kaliyor. Vasifsiz
olduklari, vasifsiz birakildiklari icin... Bunun baslica nedeniyse egitim im-
kéanlarinin neredeyse bulunmamasi...

Her yeni egitim Ogretim yili baslarken onlar tarlalarda calisiyorlar. Kalem
tutmas gereken elleri, yeni mahsulii karsiliyor anne babalar gibi. Kis ayla-
rinda siiflarina dénseler de aradaki bosluk kapanmiyor. Hele bir de bahar
aylar ile yeniden yollara diisiince artik onlar icin egitim imkéansiz hale ge-
liyor. Egitim doneminin ticte birini kagirtyorlar. Yoklamalarda isimlerinin
yani hep bos birakiliyor, 6gretmenleri artik isimlerini anmaz, sira arkadas-
lar1 onlar1 hatirlamaz oluyor. Okuma yazmayi zar zor sokseler de biiyiik bo-
limi egitimlerine devam etmiyor, edemiyor. Ve bdylece her biri, Calisma
ve Sosyal Giivenlik Bakanligi'nin rakamlarina gore 8oo bin, resmi olmayan
rakamlara goreyse sayilari 1 milyon 200 bine dayanan mevsimlik iscilerden
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oluyor. Yiizde 60’1nin gelirinin 500 liray1 asmadigl, ytizde 83’tiniin sosyal gii-
vencesinin olmadig1, yalnizca 61iim haberlerinin duyuldugu iscilerden biri...

Buradan ¢ikis olmadigini en iyi babalar biliyor. Bu nedenle tiimiiniin agzin-
dan ayni1 kelime dokiiliiyor: Mecburiyet...

¢ Baska yapacak ne var ki? Babam da bu isi yapryordu.
Dedem de. Biz boyle gelmis boyle gideriz. Bu gidisle oglum da,
torunum da bu isi yapacak. Secim degil, mecburiyet bizimki. 99

Her biri gururla ayakta durmaya calisiyor ancak olmuyor. Yorgunluklarini giz-
leseler de yalmiz kalinca omuzlar diistiyor. Ailelerine daha iyi bir hayat suna-
mamis olmanin azabi kemiriyor iclerini. Bu durumdan “erkek meclis” lerinde
uzaklasmaya calisiyorlar. Orada hesap makinelerini ellerine aliyor, kafa kafaya
veriyorlar. Kac kisi tarlaya gitti, ne kadar mahsul toplandi diye konusuyor, as-
lan payimni her zaman oldugu gibi kendilerini buraya getiren “dayibasi” olarak
adlandirlan kisilere birakip gelecek haritalarim ¢iziyorlar. Cukurova’ya, Kara-
deniz, Ege, I¢ ve Bat1 Anadolu’ya yapacaklar goclerini, pamuk, seker pancari,
findik, narenciye, kayisi, bakliyat, iziim ve sebze tiretiminin nerede daha “be-
reketli” olabilecegini masaya yatiriyorlar. Tek amaclariysa borglari denklestirip
4 ay kaldiklar memleketlerine “laf s6z olmadan” dénebilmek. Ve yeni y1l i¢in
yeni borglar alabilmek.

¢ Borg odeyecegiz diye buralarda stiriintiyoruz, bir kere bor¢
aldin mu yiizde 5-6 aylik faiz bindiriyor tefeci. Kanser gibi bu faiz, bir
kere altina girdin mi émiir boyu ¢ikamiyorsun. Evin, araban olsa satar
ddersin bir kerede ama bizim evimiz bu ¢adir; o da satilmuyor ki. 99

SONSOZ

Erkekler iste bu “mecburiyet” icinde ailelerinin kendilerine “sayg1” duyma-
sin1 saglamaya calisiyorlar. Ozellikle de eslerinin...

Halbuki kadinlar ¢ok daha biiyiik sorunlarla bogusuyor, hayatin her alanin-
da oldugu gibi. En agir yiiki sirtlarinda tasiyorlar. Hem esleri gibi tarlalar
ekip capaliyorlar, hem barindiklar: ¢adirlar evirip ceviriyor, hem de ¢ocuk-
lara bakiyorlar.

Cogu hamileyken tarlada sancilaniyor, ebeleri bile olmadan cadirlarinda
doguruyorlar. Ardindan hizla ayaga kalkmalari, tarlalara geri ddonmeleri ge-
rekiyor. Ne de olsa dogan her bebek sofraya yeni bir tabak daha eklenecek
demek.

€€ Ben burada dogurdum diye yatmaya kalkarsam
¢oluk ¢ocuk ne yapacak? Kim onlarin karmni doyuracak?
Yatmam miimkiin degil. Yatacaksak buraya neden geldik? 99

Ac1 hikayeler gizli gecmislerinde. Tarlada dogurup iyi bakamadiklar igin
kaybettikleri cocuklari, kazalarda yitip giden ablalari, nehirde bogulan an-
neleri var hepsinin. Gozleri doluyor, bazen gizlice aghyorlar. Ama duygusal-
Iiga yer yok burada. Giiglii olmali, giiclii kalmalilar ki diizenlerini devam
ettirebilsinler.

O nedenle agizlarindan ¢ikan kelime hep “siikiir” oluyor. Ardina yapacak
baska bir seyleri olmadigini da ekleyiveriyorlar. Vedalasirken ise tek sz
dokiiliiyor agizlarindan: Hayat iste, bize de bu yazilmis.
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Such s Life

Women... Men... Children... Far from home for months on end, hundreds of
kilometres away... None of the fields they work on or the crops they harvest
belongs to them. The only unchanging thing in their lives is their constant
pursuit of the next produce.

Their fates resemble one another. The towns they start out from may differ
but there are four main hubs in Turkey: Adiyaman, Sanliurfa, Diyarbakir
and Kahramanmaras. They leave from these cities in the summer months.
They go to wherever the lands they are not the owners of summon them, to
wherever the crops are ripe for harvest. Along with their children.

The children embark on these journeys as infants. They are born in tents
next to the fields, crawl, walk and finally they begin to work in those same
fields.

€€ We haven’t been able to go home for a long time because
we got my older brother married in Urfa; we cannot register
(for school) here. I am working. We married my brother off on loan;
borrowed the money for the bride price. 99

First they run around doing little errands. Even if they do not actually work
in the field they carry water, stay by the tent keeping an eye on their be-
longings, look after smaller siblings, make food, wash dishes and clean the
place. Then of course there are also the illnesses they caught when they had
to leave the city as well as accidents to be dealt with.

They are expected to grow up and become adults very fast. Some begin to
earn a “wage” at 9 and some at 11. For them a wage of 30 TL is considered
appropriate for a 10 hour day doing labour that would be heavy work even

ESSAY

for an adult. Although the law does not allow children below the age of 15
to work, there is nothing stopping it. Because they are invisible. Or rather,
they are required to be invisible.

But their lives are not just a few “exceptions”. Their names do not “inad-
vertently” feature in the reports either. They multiply generation by gen-
eration and are becoming a huge social problem. According to the figures
from TUIK (Turkish Statistical Institute) from 2012, the number of children
working in the fields is nearly half - 44.7% - of all working children. In other
words, this circuit counts approximately 350 thousand-400 thousand chil-
dren and it seems impossible for them to get out.

Oblivious to this miserable reality they are enjoying themselves away from
what is going on around them with innocent smiles on their faces. When
one gets closer to them they immediately begin to talk about their dreams.
Like every other child...

They list professions not knowing that this is what is missing from their
lives. They dream of becoming teachers because they rarely go to school, ar-
chitects because they do not want to spend their lives in a tent and doctors
because they do not want anybody in the fields to fall ill.

They are unaware that time works against them. The field that was their
play ground eventually becomes an open air prison. The labour is the legacy
passed on from father to son and from mother to daughter. This is because
they are unskilled and are left to remain so; mostly because of the lack of
educational opportunities.

Every year when a new academic year begins they are working in the fields.
The hands that should be holding a pencil, handle the new crops like those
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of their mothers and fathers. Even if they were to go back to school in the
winter months they are unable to catch up. And when they then go back
on the road in the spring, education becomes impossible. They miss out
on one third of the school year. Their names are left unchecked at the roll
call, the teachers cannot remember their names any longer and their desk
mates have forgotten them. Even if they somehow manage to learn to read,
most of them do not continue their education, they cannot. And this is how
every one of them, 8oo thousand according to the Ministry of Labour and
Social Security, and 1 million 200 thousand according to unofficial figures,
become seasonal workers. The income of 60% of them is below 500 TL, and
83% have no social security; they are the workers only heard of when the
news of their deaths comes out.

The fathers are those who are the most aware that there is no way out. That
is why they all repeat the same word: Necessity.

€€ What else is there to do? My father was working like
this as well, so was my grandfather. Such is life.
At this rate my son and grandson will labour like me.
It’s not a choice, it’s necessity. 99

Everyone tries to stand up proud but it is no good. Even if they try to hide
their exhaustion, their shoulders sag when they are alone. They are eaten
up by remorse over their inability to offer their families a better life. With
the “men’s council” they try to distance themselves. Here they get the cal-
culators out and consult one another. They talk about how many hands
worked the field, how much produce was harvested, and of leaving the
foreman who brought them there and as always gets the lion’s share and
they make plans for the future. They discuss going to Cukurova, the Black
Sea, the Aegean, Central and Western Anatolia, and where the cotton, sug-
ar beet, hazelnuts, citrus, apricots, pulses, grapes and vegetables might be
most abundant. Their only aim is to pay their debts and to be able to return
to their own hometown and stay for 4 months with their heads held high.
And to get new credits for the next year.

ESSAY

€€ We have to go to these places because we have to pay our debts;
when you get a loan the loan shark adds 5-6 months interest.
The interest is like a cancer, once you are caught, you’ll never get
out of it. If you had a house or a car you could sell it and pay up
but our house is this tent, and you can’t sell that. 99

Despite this “necessity” the men are trying to secure their families’ respect;
especially their wives’...

But like in all aspects of life the women have much greater challenges to
cope with. They carry the heaviest burdens. Like their husbands they hoe
in teams in the fields, they do the housework in their tents and they also
look after the children.

Usually the pregnant women’s labour pains begin while they work in the
fields and they give birth in their tent without so much as the assistance of
a midwife. Afterwards they quickly get back on their feet because they need
to return to the field. After all, another baby means another mouth to feed.

ce If I'was to lie here just because I had given birth, what would
the rest of the family do? Who would feed them? I can’t just lie
there. Why did we come here if [ was to lie down? 99

The past hides painful stories: The children they gave birth to in the fields
and lost because they were not able to look after them properly, elder sis-
ters lost through accidents, mothers drowned in the river. Their eyes fill
with tears, some weep secretly. But there is no place for emotion here. They
have to be strong and to remain strong in order to carry on.

That is why they constantly say “Thank God”. They add that there is noth-
ing else they can do. As we say “good bye” just one word is heard:
Such is life, this is our fate.
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katkilarindan dolayi Frederic Lezmi'ye;

Surekli seyahat halindeyken beni bekleme sabrini gosteren sevgili karim Nikte ve
oglum Glnes Ali'ye; en 8nemlisi beni aralarina kabul edip hayatlarini gdstermeme
izin veren aileler ve gocuklara tesekkir etmek isterim.

It is a combined effort bringing the work of a photographer to a conclusion,
especially when turning it into a book and | wish to thank all who have been so kind
as to become involved in this collaboration:

My friend Kerem Yticel first of all, for launching me into the project; the heads and
staff of Support to Life that made it possible;

My dear friend Elif GlindUzyeli who was my silent shadow, keeping close during the
shoot and doing her best to smooth my path; Cansin Leylim Ilgaz and Gonca Girit
McDaniel who from the start supported the notion of a book;

My friends Yildinm Celik, Ali Sina Oziistiin and Faruk Uriindiil to whom | showed my
raw pictures and whose opinion | sought; dear Sebnem Isigtizel and Serdar Korucu
whose texts galvanize the book; Tirker Ersen the editor and villain of the pictures
that did not make it into the book; my friend Sinan Cakmak for his unsparing photo
editing critiques;

Berna Koritan Sénmez who designed the book and Frederic Lezmi for his
contributions to its layout;

My darling wife Nikte and my son Glines Ali who patiently waited for me during my
constant travels, and — most of all — the families and children who took me in and
showed me their lives.

Bu kitapta yer alan fotograflar 2014 yilinda Hayata Destek Dernegi'nin mevsimlik tarimda
cocuk isciligini onlemek igin stirdtrdiigu Bu is Cocuk Oyuncadi Dedil projesi kapsaminda Adana
Dogankent, Karatas, Misis, Yumurtalik; Afyonkarahisar Emirdag, Sultandagi; Aksaray Eskil,
Ortakdy; Antalya Finike; Diizce Gilimli; izmir Kemalpasa; Konya Cihanbeyli, Sarayni, Yunak;
Ordu Uzunisa; Samsun Carsamba; Sanliurfa Bozova, Ceylanpinar, Harran, Viransehir; Yozgat
Akdagmadeni, Bogazliyan, Yenifakilli bélgelerinde gekilmistir.

The photos in this book have been taken as part of the Support to Life's project Bu Is Cocuk
Oyuncagi Degil (“This Work is Not Kid's Stuff”) which seeks to prevent seasonal agricultural
child labour. They were shot in 2014 in Dogankent, Karatas, Misis, Yumurtalik in Adana;
Emirdag and Sultandagi in Afyonkarahisar; Eskil and Ortakdy in Aksaray; Finike in Antalya;
Gilimli in Duzce; Kemalpasa in Izmir; Cihanbeyli, Sarayond, Yunak in Konya; Uzunisa in Ordu;
Garsamba in Samsun; Bozova, Ceylanpinar, Harran, Viransehir in Sanliurfa; Akdagmadeni,
Bogazliyan, Yenifakilli in Yozgat.
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