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After somehow managing to squeak through college (Tufts) in four 

years, I had to figure out what do to. Fortunately, I had had the 

opportunity to work and hitchhike in Europe the previous summer, 

which did much to open my mind to a very interesting world out 

there. So when someone mentioned to me the idea of joining the 

Peace Corps, it seemed like the right thing to do.   

 

I know we groused about the long days and some of the silly aspects 

of training, but I remember it as such an interesting and fun time in Portland, Oregon. I 

guess at 22 (as Neil Simon said), all was possible and everything was fun. For example, 

some of us invented a “project” about incest in a nearby community, and we actually had 

the audacity to get government cars and go door-to-door canvassing about this local 

issue. My God, what were we thinking? I also recall that a group of us were befriended 

by a middle age couple (forgot their names), who lived in a lovely house in the hills 

behind Portland. Subsequently, we went to their house several times for dinner and very 

lively conversation. I also clearly recall being very nervous as to what a community 

developer does and what the hell I was doing. The extra month of training didn’t do much 

to buoy my confidence. 

 

My first couple of weeks in Turkey was (and still is) a blur. It was January 1966, cold, 

the days were short, and Ankara looked even gloomier than usual. I also believe it was 

Ramadan. As the müezzin chanted the call for prayer each morning, it felt as if the loud 

speaker was right outside my hotel window. It all seemed quite strange, and with all of us 

at the Berlin Hotel and going to orientation every day, I felt like I was just putting my toe 

in the water to see how it felt. Then off to Istanbul. 

 

I immediately loved Istanbul and still do. I feel so fortunate to have been deployed there, 

despite the screwy employment situation at the TB clinic. Matt Halonen was my 

roommate and we had a magnificent time roaming the streets, 

visiting the mosques, talking with the vendors at the Kapalı Çarsı 

(covered market), drinking tea on the ferries and eating the great 

Turkish food. (One mishap with the food was one night, soon after 

we arrived in Istanbul and looking for dessert, we stopped into a 

baklava shop. Unsure of the metric system, we ordered a half-kilo of 

baklava. Of course, we were shocked by how much we bought – 

over a pound – but did not let that deter us from eating the entire 

amount. The restaurant off Istiklal Caddesi (Independence Avenue) owned by the White 

Russians, martinis at the Pera Palas Oteli, walking the Galata Köprüsü (bridge) – sights, 

sounds and smells unlike anywhere I have ever experienced. 

 

We were assigned to a gecekondu (shanty town) called Gültepe and duly reported to the 

good doctor running the place. He had absolutely no clue what to do with six Americans 

who had a rudimentary command of Turkish, so he positioned us together in a room and 

asked us to read Turkish medical texts to each other until our language skills improved 
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enough for us to be useful. Needless to say, that did not work well at all. There were three 

saving graces during that period. The six of us – Matt, Katy Ahearn, Mary Dargitz, Doug 

and Judy Cederblom and I, for the most part, got along well and supported each other 

during the four months we sat in this room. There was Istanbul, itself, and exploring that 

city never got tiring. And there was Perihan Hanım, 

the wife of a deceased military careerist who once was 

the military attaché to the Turkish Embassy in 

Washington DC. Her English was impeccable and her 

kindness to us on the same level. We were invited to 

her apartment for conversation and treats, and it was a 

lovely respite from the worries of the assignment 

clearly being a flop. 

 

After we were all called into Ankara for retraining, I spent the summer teaching one 

session at the Middle East Technical University (METU) prep academy, working with 

students who had failed the English competency course that year. Then, about a month in 

Konya at a day camp run by PC volunteers. Actually, I enjoyed both experiences a lot, 

although I never did like living in Ankara. The visit to the tomb of Celaleddin Rumi, the 

Mevlâna, was the highlight of my stay in Konya, a near mystical experience for me. 

 

My longest deployment was as an orta okul (middle school) teacher in Kesan, a town of 

about 10,000 people near the Greek border in western Thrace. The PCV before me (John 

Willet) introduced me to his closest friend, Seyfi, who became my closest arkadaş as 

well. Seyfi was a drinker of rakı, and in the evening I often met him at one of Kesan’s 75 

meyhanes (pubs) for rakı, meze and talk. Seyfi even took me hunting a couple of times, 

although I never came even close to hitting anything with my single-gauge shotgun. I 

lived in a very tiny “house” (about the size of my office today) with my cat. Warmed 

only by a kerosene heater, which I had to turn off at night, it was the coldest winter of my 

life. Although today I am considered a pretty good teacher, at that time I found teaching 

very difficult. The training we received was in teaching English, but not much training 

teaching early teenagers in classes of 60-65 students.  I wasn’t very good at it, but I 

survived.   

 

When I came home to the States, I entered the graduate program in Middle East Studies 

at NYU. And in my second year, I had a fellowship that paid for me to spend six months 

in Turkey researching and writing my MA thesis on Turkish education. I even went back 

to Kesan for a month, and at the end of the trip my Turkish was pretty good.  Alas, that 

was then. 

 

A few more years of graduate school, some funky left wing politics, got married, had a 

son, got divorced and then remarried a few years later and had two daughters. I am now 

married 27 years to Barbara and have a son Ezra (37, married, living in Chicago and 

working in the technology), a daughter Lisa (25, working in New York for an on-line 

syndicator) and a daughter Ruth (23 and working for a nonprofit in Lima, Peru). For the 

past 20+ years, I have been employed with corporations as a VP or Senior VP running 

sales and customer relationship departments. One company was a very large printing 
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company, RR Donnelley, and most recently a nonprofit financial services company that 

provides retirement plans for the public sector. As of July 2, 2011, I became a retired 

man. Lots of fun thus far! 


