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‘Every culture on Earth has primary and foundational myths, legends, and stories which understand that in order to find yourself, you have to leave your own country and your own people and go to a distant land where you will be challenged, amazed, and transformed and where, in adversity, you will meet your hidden heroic self and find friends you never imagined you would have. It has long been understood across cultures and across civilizations that none of us are who we appear to be to our immediate family and friends and that it is only in afar away place that we begin to discover other selves, other possibilities that lie within us.’









(Sellars 2014: ix)

Theaterer: (n) a direct translation of the Turkish word ‘tiyatrocu’; a person who is artistically involved in the theatre, a theatre-person.

In Turkish, the ‘-ci’ suffix can be added at the end of any noun to create the name of a profession; unlike in English where the suffix ‘-er’ is added to a verb for the same purpose. 

e.g. compare ‘act + er = actor’ to ‘tiyatro + ci = tiyatrocu’

From a linguistically deterministic perspective, this should suggest speakers of English are action-orientated whereas Turkish speakers value the person more. Nevertheless, linguistic determinism as a theory, having been discredited at the beginning of the last century, fails to account for this discrepancy between languages. Worse still, the inconvenience of being unable to express oneself in the same way in both languages prevails. Is it an absolute necessity to develop something resembling split personalities in order to reach a satisfactory point in self expression in more than one language? Furthermore,  does it matter so much? Perhaps it does not. 

Split personality: (n) the tendency to change rapidly in mood or temperament; a non-technical term for multiple personality. (The Free Dictionary)
Multiple personality: (n) a mental disorder in which an individual's personality appears to have become separated into two or more distinct personalities, each with its own complex organization. (The Free Dictionary)
A person who is a ‘theaterer’ is usually in one of the creative professions of the industry such as working as an actor and/or a director. Doing academic research into theatre is also acceptable in order to qualify to adopt this term but there must always be direct involvement with creative practice in some way.  Theatre-maker’ the possible equivalent in English has no entry in the Oxford English Dictionary even though it is used regularly within the theatre industry. The term clearly means what it says; a person who makes theatre; a person who ‘creates’ theatre? This act of artistic creation suggests an involvement in multiple processes of theatre making and therefore conversing in the multiple languages of a performance. 
FA theaterer and/or a theatre-maker is mainly a ‘creat + er = creator’ in English and a ‘yarat + ci = yaratici’ in Turkish; a noun created by adding a suffix to the root of a verb in both languages. A conceptual agreement!
My artistic and academic multiplicity is based on the collaboration of my ‘multiple selves’: 

· My Narrator Self (N): who tells the stories of my artistic and my academic work.

· My Researcher Self (R): who investigates and analyses the works of other practitioners, including my own.

· My Writer Self (W): who does the stage adaptations and the dramaturgy of my professional work.

· My Director Self (D): who interprets all the multilingual creative communication of everyone involved in the staging process.

· My Performer Self (A): who is presents and represents everything all the other selves are working on. 
While bringing these selves into the foreground, I have discovered sub-personas, who have come to existence and operate to the background of different countries. 
And so, there is one other self; the oppressed self, the secret self, the unvoiced self…
· My Migrant Self : who can never be herself; neither at her home country from which  she has migrated, nor in  her host country to which she has.
Since I gained consciousness, I have been a migrant. One of my earliest memories is when I was at the age of two or earlier and in a ‘crèche’ in Paris. 

I am in a slightly darkened room and lying on something…There are some colourful objects around me… Across the room, there’s a blond boy… Is he also lying down? I ask him something and I speak to him… Does he answer back? He can’t understand me and I can’t understand him.
I must have been speaking in my mother tongue baffled by my inability to communicate. This was my initial encounter of being a migrant, being different. 

A few years later back in Turkey, my home country, I have a number of French families around me, and my friends go to French school. My parents keep telling me I used to be bilingual but nobody has spoken to me in French all this time. I feel like an outsider amongst all the French speakers, unable to communicate. I feel like I have been denied my second language, which has been part of me but now forgotten, or perhaps hidden in the depths of my neural pathways. And I feel like something is missing. I am incomplete. What a surprise then, to suddenly find myself utter a French word while shopping for stationery: /oranj/, 
French for orange! I am instantly a migrant again, an outsider speaking in tongues. But with a strange sense of completion.
At the age of fourteen, I spend a summer in the United States. I have already been going to an English-medium school for three years and have a good level of the language. My parents have decided I am to learn English as I can speak French easily. I still feel a strangeness in me about this but I cannot find words for it.

That was the year of the Chernobyl disaster... It was the eighties… Ronald Regan was president... Back to the Future was filling movie theatres... My American friends had asked me if there was ‘music’ in my home country! Back at school, my Turkish friends had made fun of me for saying ‘restroom’ and /tomeitoes/!!! I was an outsider, a migrant, a traveller carrying different cultures in her backpack, which kept popping out at unexpected times. I was different, and I liked it.
When I was 22, I started drama school in England. Birmingham was a culturally unique environment with a very large Asian community. The mixture of English and Asian cultures and the shock of living away from home, parents, friends, language and culture had been a lot to experience all in one go.

My British friends think I’m too loud, too intrusive, too rude, too happy, too different, too much of a migrant. My housemates make fun of me for boiling chicken and eating bruised bananas. What’s wrong with any of that?! I’m different, and it’s not all right?! Other students in the school repeatedly tell me I will only ever get cast as the foreign character as my accent will never be good enough. Two years later I get cast as Lady Macbeth with impeccable RP. No one can tell I am foreign. I am a migrant in disguise! And I love it!!! But I still feel incomplete… it is as if something is missing in the way I spoke…as if it’s all make believe and nothing else.

In 2011, I decided to go back home to Turkey to work on a commission for a few months as a theatre director. It was where I had grown up and in spite of some massive changes it was still the same in many respects. However, going back to live was very different from going back for a holiday. Suddenly I had found myself pining for my other life, the one in Cambridge, my real life which felt like it had vanished without a trace. As a reminder of my normal life and to prove to myself that it is still there, I buy a Cambridge snow globe, a cyclist with his cap’n’gown in front of King’s College. I put it by my bedside at and look at it every night before going to sleep, dreaming of returning to my real home.

I’ve lost my voice! It’s gone, completely! Every time I’ve travelled back to Cambridge, it’s  come back almost overnight. Every time I’ve gone back to Ankara, it’s got hoarse almost instantly. I cannot speak in Turkish, my mother tongue. This is how much of an outsider I am. I have no voice there. I only have a voice where I live, where my real home is. I am a migrant who is a migrant who has been a migrant.

Five years later, I now lead a double life; a bilingual and a bicultural one. Every two months I become someone else and go back to Turkey to work and stay there, anywhere between ten days to six weeks. I am now driving there, I stay at my mum’s second home as if it is my own, I have a phone number, I have old friends, I have new friends, I have projects. I have a life. I have not lost my voice again. In fact, I even sing when I am there. 

Every single time just before I travel, I do not want to leave England and every time just before I return, I do not want to come back. Every time, I am two different people but the same migrant person. I am always the same. The same migrant. And I now feel a strange sense of completion.
So it is time to put everything together, and this sense of completion needs to find expression. The hidden migrant self wants to come out and so the door of the closet is ajar. But how, just how can my migrant self find any language to speak to other migrants and non-migrants around her?
This is when I come across a Migration and Home which was being performed as part of Cambridge Festival of Ideas in October 2016. This was following a past performance at British Association of Dramatherapists Conference in Cirencester in September 2016 and a future performance at another dramatherapy conference in Roehampton University in March 2017.

The project: to form a theatre company comprising Anglia Ruskin dramatherapy students and lecturers to devise a performance exploring the themes of home and migration. The material will connect with the actors’ personal experience of the themes, however they perceive migration as part of their personal histories, including material from autobiographical performances.  A post performance workshop will aim to support the audience in connecting their own experience with current issues surrounding global migration. Individual pieces will be devised through improvisation, exploring personal experience of home and migration, internalised as well as external, then scripted by each participant. Participants are also encouraged to use extracts from previous autobiographical performance work if appropriate. These will then be interwoven into a group theatre piece, focussing on inclusivity, connections and disconnections between the actors and the current global situation. Please email applications to Mandy Carr and Ditty Dokter, describing one or two key ideas/themes for your piece as a starting point.
Inclusivity – they say. Connections and disconnections. So I write:

Thursday 27/10/2016 00:12

Dear Ditty and Amanda,
I would be extremely keen to get involved in your project. As a reminder, I am a part-time PhD student in Theatre Studies, a theatre maker and industry professional, a drama teacher, and more importantly an immigrant. I sincerely hope I can be part of an exciting project such as yours and I will be looking forward to your call for participants.

Best wishes,

Naz Yeni

And so it starts: the journey of coming out as a migrant practitioner researcher. It is not just me, there are others, I am not all alone, I do not need to hide any more and more importantly I can have a voice now.  However, it is still not about me, it can never be about me – I perform the story of my great grandmother and the migration story of my mother’s family during the population exchange between Greece and Turkey after the First World War. I call my piece Inheritance: culture is heritage passed down from one generation to another.

We decide to call ourselves Nomadians, and the title of our autobiographical devised performance is Welcome Question Mark. We decide to take our show to Edinburgh Fringe Festival and perform our stories there (14-19 August 2017). 

The others are: 
· Sasha Nemeckova – Two Pints of Lager and a Packet of Chips
· Julianne Mullen – Anagnorisis
· Jane Martin – Mongrel March
· Mandy Carr – Letter home
· Ditty Dokter – The Fool’s home
On our flyer, we say: ‘Against a background of Brexit, Trump and ‘weak and wobbly’ government, who are we and who do we think we are?  The show is based on autobiographical experiences, interweaving physical theatre, song and clowning with personal testimony.’

And so it starts. I am hooked, and I want to know more; I want to understand more. I start researching migration, I start making plays on migration, I start talking about migration – and yet,  I still cannot voice my own migration.
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�Would ‘languages’ or perhaps ‘cultures’ be a more consistent term here than ‘countries’?


�I think you mean ‘pronouncing’: the French word for ‘orange’ is ‘orange’ 
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