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FOREWORD
“Off-the-record” narratives have the potential to generate voids in the
vortex of registered histories. As an ever-changing representation of the
past, “memory” constructs new patterns in reading history. Collective
memories in time alter their content, brought about by social, political,
and economical changes. Thus, individual memory develops in interaction
with the diverse realities of social inputs. Our memory shapes our lifestyles,
political and ideological positions. Yet, in the process of remembering, we
reconstruct a memory by adding or changing details each time. Therefore,
memories are never stable. At the same time, the acts of confrontation,
integration, and adaptation are possible only through these ephemeral
and fragmented memories, since they indicate the construction of defense
mechanisms with which allow us to cope with life.
In any case of political and economical imposition and repression, identities
have systematically been lost and fragmented. On personal levels, identities
are re-constructed with the fragmentation of narrations -as memory
extracts- and the disconnected temporality of multiple realities.
“Eclipsed Voices” is a long-term research-based art project, detecting works
whose subject matters coincide with memory and alter diverse issues of
social, political, cultural, and economic aspects of our daily life. Each work,
in its own way, has the restrained intention of trying to understand the local
realities that surround us and shape our identity. In this sense, the works
collectively communicate certain off-the-record information about various
conditions and realities. In each work, we clearly witness such narratives in
different verbal and visual levels in every possible layer: political, territorial,
spatial, psychological, economical, and social.
Moreover, this collection of works touches upon the issues related to
the control of memory, as each work clearly manifests how individual
stories about the past interact with existing narratives and other forms of
remembrance.
The fact that these memories will undergo further change since those alive
to tell them cease to inevitably exist. In this project, this conviction is the
activating motive underlying the obsessive attempt to document personal
narratives as eclipsed voices.
Başak Şenova

in memory of Nigâr Güner

NİGÂR

“Nigâr” is an installation focuses upon an interview with an old woman
who had immigrated from Bulgaria to Turkey when she was young. Her
personal collection of photographs inhabits disparate hints of her life while
she shares her fragmented personal memories.
“Nigâr” refrains from any immersive storytelling as the artist Erhan
Muratoğlu perceptibly had no intention of building any intimacy with the
subject. Yet, the sincere memories build fascinating links to the unofficial
and untold history of the 20th century.
This installation is a continuation of a short experimental documentary on
Nigar Güner, who passed away in 2009 at the age of 94. She had migrated
from Selvievo, Bulgaria, first to Edirne, then to Istanbul, Turkey as a young
girl at the age of 15.
Her entire life, including her education, financial and social status, along
with her future projections, was drastically changed with this move. In
the documentary, her modest attitude while talking about these changes
reaches an ironic state, which could be regarded as a mere euphemism on
diverse realities in different geographies.
However, the perceptible details in-between lines throughout her brief
story not only indicate shifts in her life, but also reveal hints on unspoken
social, political, and cultural transformations that Turkey has experienced
over the past decades. Her story also unveils suppressed prejudgments
about other nations, different social classes, and ethnic identities in society.

4

5

6

7

8

9

“NİGÂR” SUBTITLES
- I already forgot when I came.
- Listen, we‚
- How do I say?
- We fled when we heard the Russians coming‚
- The whole house‚
- Is this recorded?
- 5‚
- 6 children...
- My father rented a truck
to put our stuff into.
- We weren’t harmed‚
- We did it on our own will, ‚
- We left on our own will. I mean, left the country.
- Well, when we came to Turkey,
we were relieved, of course.
- My elder brother had rented a house.
we had my grandma with us, as well.
which makes 6,
7, 8, 9 people.
- My father was a nice person, needless to say,
and my mother as well.
- We felt relieved in Turkey, but…
- We came on our own will, we did not come as immigrants.
- We didn’t request housing from the state.
- Then, we children went to school.
- One became a judge, another became a teacher…
- And they married me.
- He was a very good husband and father.
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- Oh, school‚
- First, Turkish primary school, then Bulgarian school
and then…
- For two years, ‚
without my father’s consent, ‚
because my father became the mufti,
as they said, “Mufti’s daughter can not go to the opera!”
- I went the secretly.
- I was planning to go to conservatory, when we came to Turkey,
but…
instead, I got married, unexpectedly.

- I was married to a good boy.
- He had no family‚
[she speaks Bulgarian]
- Partly Turkish!
[she speaks Bulgarian, again]
(laughs)
- Bulgarian (friends)?
- There weren’t many, but…
- I had friends, indeed.
- We had good friendships.
- We were playing games together.
- I was living with my parents, and my grandfather.
- I was not allowed to go to my friends’ house, they came over to our
house.
- My parents were overprotective of me.
- One can’t be sure of anything, youth is the most beautiful time in ones’
life, you know!
- This picture is from my certificate of marriage.
- Here‚ (shows the picture)
- This picture is from my certificate of marriage.
- Now, shall I tell you my age?
- Knock on wood for myself, I’m 90 years old.
- But my head works just fine.
- Yet, I do not want to live much longer.
- My children are wonderful. Two girls and a boy.
- 6 grandchildren I have, all are excellent.
- They all love me very much, though I have become quite old now.
- And I love them so much that I brought some them up myself.
- Since my father brought all the stuff here,
it must have been a very big lorry bur I can’t remember clearly.
- And we all travelled on it.
- My father…
said, “Thank heavens, we arrived all safe and sound!”
- Why he said so, I don’t know?
- When we reached the border gate, they took us in for inspection.
- We weren’t hiding anything.
- They searched all over us!
- My father had a diary where he told all the details of how we arrived and
everything.
- It was written in old Turkish.
- I kept it although nobody can read Arabic letters, anymore.
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- I can read and write in old Turkish, as I had been schooled in it.
- My husband was a high school teacher in Edirne,
then, he won a grant and went to the USA for 2 years.
- He studied in Columbia University.
- I stayed here with my younger daughter.
- He asked me to come also but I sent my older daughter there to get a
degree, instead.
- So, in this way, time flew by‚
- Thank goodness, I was lucky, I could have had a hard time.
- I did not have too many troubled days.
- I did not care much about wealth.
- I was born in Selvi (Sevlievo).
- Our house was in Selvi, we had all raised in there.
- Well then…
- It’s destiny. We were always looking forward to coming here.
- We always said “to Turkey”‚
- We loved Atatürk very much.
- We loved him very much and we waved Turkish flag during national days
and we never feared to do so‚ Ataturk’s pictures as well.
- That’s how it was in those days, but I don’t know what happened later.
- Thank Heavens, we were all relieved when we came to Turkey.
- We had not come to any harm, though we barely escaped it.
- My grandfather, was a prosperous man.
- He had farms, and everything.
- He had Bulgarian workers.
- My mother did not live much, at all‚
- She had given birth to 7 children.
- Thank god, they were all educated.
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- I love horses very much.
- My granddaughter sends me horse pictures from Holland, very often.
- A stable boy used to bring the horse over so that I could ride.
- I wasn’t allowed to ride on my own.
- If I had ridden on my own, the Turks over there would have
gossiped about me‚
- “Look, Mufti’s daughter is riding a horse!”
- What’s wrong with this?
- And then, the “hair” issue, ‚
- My father didn’t put any constraints on me.
- He used to say “You can do whatever you want.”
- Everyone else covered their heads.

- They didn’t harm us.
- Because my grandfather used to send this and that to their homes, and
their husbands worked for him.
- Well, they were nice to us.
- Yet, they were very cautious.
- We did not go beyond the main door after night fall.
- Our house had very large garden.
- There were two doors…
- One of them was called “porta”, I don’t know if it is Bulgarian‚
it was large and iron reinforced.
- When I got out once in a while, ‚
my mother and my grandmother used to yell at me to right back in!
- Thus, it could have been dangerous outside.
- Thank god,
now, I can get out whenever I want, no restrictions at all.
- I had a dog
“kopoy”, I don’t know if that’s how you called it.
- It had brown ears.
- I don’t know why but we had named it “Neron”.
and I had a cat, named “Pamuk”.
- We had to leave them there while coming to Turkey.
- They wandered around the house, crying, and died eventually.
- We had relatives in the neighbourhood, yet, they didn’t take care of the
animals.
- I still recall the sight of my beautiful cat.
- My kopoy, I mean my dog‚
- It used to come with me when I went out shopping, but it never followed
behind, instead walked ahead of me!
- That amazed everyone. I wonder why?
- We are done now, aren’t we?
- I am free and easy, even at this age.
- I can go outside now whenever I want, but…
- I can not walk properly anymore.
- I have many relatives in Ankara...
but everyone is busy and we don’t spend enough time together.
- Is this also being recorded? (shows her own picture)
- My face is round here.
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