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Al Handy (aka Ali Bey) 

 

I grew up in Lafayette, Alabama and graduated from North Carolina 

Central University with a BS in Physical Education. I later earned a MS 

in Physical Education. When I became District-wide Chairperson of 

Physical Education in the Westbury Public Schools, I completed post 

graduate studies in School District Administration at St. John’s 

University. I have NYS Certification as a PE Teacher, grades K-12 and 

NYS Certification as School District Administrator. Also, I have 

certification as a Corrective Therapist from Tuskegee Veteran’s 

Administration Hospital, Tuskegee, Alabama and 

trained in Corrective Rehabilitation for six years. 

 

In 1965, I joined the Peace Corps and trained in 

Portland, Oregon. From there I went to Ankara and 

was assigned to Hacettepe University Hospital. I 

worked in the Department of Physical Medicine and 

Rehabilitation with the general patient (adults and 

children) population. The patients – some were 

stroke victims, accident victims and trauma patients 

– came from throughout Turkey and surrounding countries, including Syria, Iran and Lebanon. 

Some patients were Kurdish from Eastern Turkey. My job was to teach ADL (average daily 

living activities – get out of bed, dress oneself, etc.) and how to use artificial limbs, etc. 

 

My colleague (and roommate) was Al Schlussel. We called him Alibaba, and I was called Ali 

Bey. We were both Als – but out of respect for the older'/mature Ali, he was given the suffix 

"baba." Both names meant Mr. Al. Al was a dentist and worked in the dental department. He 

taught me how to travel lightly; Al brought only two wash-and-wear shirts. 

He would wash one and wear the other, switching shirts the next day. I 

brought a foot locker full of shirts that I ended up discarding at the end of 

the two years. This was very helpful in lightening my luggage on the many 

flights home. 

 

I also worked with Phyllis Pelham and Mary Dargetz in physical therapy. 

Mary was eventually transferred to a facility in Eastern Turkey. She came 

back to see us a few times when she came in for her check-ups. Mary met 

a US Air Force officer and got married. 

They had a group of Air Force personnel in the Eastern Anatolia 

who were assigned to operate a secret missile base. However, all 

the Turks knew where the missiles were located.  

 

Phyllis' husband passed away before she joined the Peace Corps. 

She was from Florida, and when she and I and two or three other 

volunteers were travelling through the old city in Damascus, 

Syria, we met a guided group of American tourists. Phyllis 

recognized one of the tourists and they greeted each other and 
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exchanged warm greetings. Then she broke away and ran to catch up with the group because she 

didn't want to get separated from the tour guide. She appeared to be petrified and unable to 

communicate with the locals like PC volunteers. We naturally assumed that this tourist was one 

of the British ladies in Ankara whose friendship Phyllis had cultivated. But to our amazement 

and amusement, we found out that this tourist was Phyllis' neighbor from Florida. Phyllis had not 

seen her since she left Florida to join the PC. 

 

Alibaba and I lived in a two bedroom apartment at 44 Solik Sokağı. We went shopping at the 

farmers’ market on Saturday mornings. And there was a bakery two blocks from our house, 

where at six o’clock every evening you could buy a loaf of fresh 

hot bread – just out of the oven. One of our first trips was to Konya 

to see the Whirling Dervishes. It was exciting, informative and 

educational. Another outing with Dr. Al and Phyllis was a bus trip 

to Bursa’s hot springs. On our way there we travelled to the 

Meerschaum clay mines. This is the only place on earth where the 

mines are found. Dr. Alibaba went down into the mine in a very 

narrow elevator – a descent my claustrophobia kept me from even 

thinking about it. We also had parties in different homes. A British 

movie company was filming "Charge of the Light Brigade" at the 

time. Some of the movie stars came to our parties. They filmed in Turkey because Anatolia had a 

terrain similar to the Russian area where Florence Nightingale performed her heroics. The 

Russian government wouldn't allow the movie to be filmed on their soil. 

  

In Ankara, my neighbors were all Turks. One night a young African man knocked on our door. 

Alibaba answered the door. The young man was hesitant in his approach and his speech. But 

since he was an African, Alibaba asked him if he wanted to speak to me. He introduced himself 

as a young man, Michael Muiga from Kenya, who had been advised that there was a fellow 

Kenyan living in the neighborhood. Since all foreigners looked the same to the Turks, they 

directed him to our address. To make a long story short, the young man explained he was there 

on a UNESCO scholarship to study engineering. But he was unhappy and really wanted to come 

to America to continue his education. I told him that I wasn't going 

directly back to the United States and that I planned to travel around 

the world on my way home. However, if he applied to American 

universities and was accepted, then I would help him achieve his 

goals. When I arrived home, I received a letter saying that he had 

been accepted to the University of Wyoming. I went to the PanAm 

ticket office and purchased a ticket for him and he arrived New 

Year’s day 1968. I sponsored Michael's education, and he went on to 

earn a BS degree in mathematics and engineering and a Master's 

Degree in engineering from the University of Wyoming. He 

continued to earn his PhD in engineering from the University of Oklahoma. He has worked 

extensively throughout the world in water resources and has now returned to Kenya where he 

started a school and is in some kind of government position in Nairobi. 

 

I left Turkey in 1967 and spent about six months traveling around the world. First stop was 

Athens, Greece where I boarded a boat to travel around the Greek Islands. I returned to Athens 
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and took a train to Munich, Germany. In Germany I bought a BMW motorcycle and drove 

through Europe. In Paris, I dropped off the motorcycle to be shipped to New York, and I took a 

train ride to Madrid, Spain. I started home by flying east—through Rome, Athens, Cairo, 

Khartoum, Addis Ababa, Nairobi, Bombay, New Delhi, Bangkok, Hong Kong, Tokyo, 

Honolulu, San Francisco and, finally, New York.  

 

During the summer of 1968, I served as a cross-cultural trainer for Turkey 14 or 15 at the 

University of Texas in Austin. From September 1968-June 1995 I taught PE at Westbury High 

School. During the following summer I served as an Exchange Teacher in Brazil. In 1970 I again 

spent the summer as a PCV in Peru—working with the victims of a massive earthquake.  

Cathy and I got married in 1980 and for our 

honeymoon returned “Peace Corps style” to 

Turkey—visiting Istanbul, Izmir and Ankara. 

We went back to Hacettepe and saw several of 

the students whom I taught. Pictured here is 

Tulay—one 

of my 

students who 

is now (1981) the Chief of the Department of Physical Therapy, 

Usty—an orderly at the hospital, and Ingen—now (1981) Ph.D. 

in Physical Therapy. The nurse who was in the Physical 

Medicine department was still there and recognized me and gave 

me a warm welcome. We referred to her as Hemşire Hanım 

(Miss Nurse). Dr. Özker was still on staff but was on vacation at the time. We met another doctor 

who indicated that he was still reading reports that I had written back in 1966-67. It was an 

awesome experience. 

 

Beyond Turkey, one of our stops was into Nairobi where Michael's mother gave us a traditional 

Kikuyu wedding “reception” in 

gratitude for my helping Michael further 

his education. We traveled with 

Michael's family to visit a brother in the 

Rift Valley. The brother had a big farm, 

where a sheep was slaughtered in our 

honor –all the meat cooked over an open 

fire. We ate as much as we could. The 

rest was divided up by the family. Here I 

am with Michael's family in the Rift 

Valley of Kenya 30 years ago (Summer 

1981). Michael is wearing the white 

safari suit. His wife, Juanita (from 

Oklahoma) has on a striped sweater with 

big white buttons. The youngest child –the little girl wearing green in the front row – is 

Michael's niece. Little Lucy now has two kids of her own and keeps in touch with us through 

Facebook. 
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During the summers of 1995 and 1998, we drove cross-country traveling through 46 states. My 

experience in the Peace Corps enabled me to see and do 

things on a worldly scale. I had the opportunity to travel 

through many of what are considered today to be the “hot 

spots” of the world. I really enjoyed working with the Turkish 

people and the Peruvian earthquake victims. Even though 46 

years have passed, the memories are still vivid. 

 

Cathy and I have four children: Alicia, an Associate Attorney 

in the Law Offices of Wilmer Hale in Washington DC; Cathy, 

a fourth-year medical student at Johns Hopkins Medical 

School; Albert, senior financial advisor with Ernst & Young 

in New York City; and Lizzy, a senior at the University of Maryland, Baltimore County, where 

she is majoring in Information Technology. 


