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Stanley Grossman 

Born in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, I attended Taylor Allderdice High 

School, graduating in January, 1960. After high school, it was off to 

UCLA, graduating in 1964 with a BA in Theater Arts. During my senior 

year at UCLA, I attended informational sessions about the Peace Corps on 

campus. I applied to the new agency in winter 1964, and was informed by 

next April that I had been accepted for a program in Nepal, effective 

immediately. I had just accepted an elementary school teaching position in 

the Los Angeles Unified School District in February, 1965, and was presently teaching third 

grade at the time, so the timing was unfortunate. I had to decline the offer to go to Nepal and 

informed the Peace Corps that I could accept any new offer after June 1965. I was then offered a 

program in Turkey and was told to report for training at Portland State College on August 31. 

Without hesitation, I accepted the offer to train for what was then envisioned as an urban 

community development (UCD) program. When I informed my principal at Broadway 

Elementary School that I would be leaving to join the Peace Corps when school was out in June, 

he told me that my teaching position at his school in the Venice section of L.A. was like teaching 

in the domestic Peace Corps, and that I should stay. I mentioned that this was my chance to see 

the world because I was single at the time, with no additional responsibilities to others – though 

little did I know that within five months I would meet my future wife and be married in little 

over a year.  

On my first day in Turkish language class at Portland State I sat next to Katy Finn. (We were 

married in Ankara in June of 1966 by a Turkish Justice of the Peace, settled in San Diego, 

California in summer of 1967 and subsequently had three children.) After three months of 

training, the UCD program dissolved, and we then had one 

additional month of training for a TB eradication program. 

We arrived in Turkey in January, 1966 and some of us 

were sent to TB clinics in various areas of Istanbul. I 

resided in Istanbul for three months and “worked” at a TB 

clinic in the gecekondu (shanty town) of Çağlayan. I 

mainly did clerical work, such as sorting pink cards in one pile and blue ones in another. My 

immersion into the Turkish culture was an eye-opening adventure. The late Joe Daley (fellow T-

12 alum) and I were assigned an apartment in Çağlayan, and I 

remember walking the muddy unpaved streets during winter 

1966 from the clinic to our apartment, being stared at from all 

sides. Of course, we had no running water in our apartment, so 

one of my jobs was to take an empty bucket to the village well 

and wait in a queue with a half-dozen bundled-up Turkish 

women to fill it. Naturally, it was an awkward experience for me as the women had no idea who 

this yabancı (foreigner) was and why I was living among them. Though I was made very 
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welcome at the TB clinic and treated well by my Turkish co-workers, most of 

the gecekondu residents had no understanding of the TB labs and could not 

comprehend why I, an American, would leave my country and come to live in 

such poor, hard-scrabble surroundings. A few 

other recollections from those early months in 

Çağlayan – captured for posterity by Katy 

Ahearn (another T-12 survivor and fortunately 

for us a gifted amateur photographer) – included: the ubiquitous 

çaycı (tea vendor/server), who would find us yabancılar 

wherever we happened to be; Peter Shaw (T-12) and I helping schlepp Katy’s and our luggage to 

a variety of neighborhood destinations; and other street vendors 

slogging through the same muddy streets with horse-drawn carts.   

Nevertheless, after three months of realizing that this program 

was going nowhere, Peace Corps Turkey gave me the option of 

being re-assigned to Ankara and teaching English grammar and 

vocabulary to pre-med students at Haceteppe University, or of 

returning to the States. Katy Finn was offered a job teaching 

English literature at the Middle East Technical University 

(METU), also in Ankara. So…we both decided to stay, found a residence in a nice section of 

Ankara (Kurtulus) and married in June 1966. We stayed in these jobs until the following June – 

the end of the academic year – when our Peace Corps tour came to a close.   

After returning from Turkey, I worked for pre-school and after-school daycare centers run by the 

San Diego Unified School District, taught special education while getting my Masters in Reading 

Education at Pepperdine University and spent 34 years in the field of elementary education – 

retiring in June 2003.   

Reflecting back over these years, my experience with the Peace Corps and 

Turkey was one of the highlights of my life. Personally, I loved this 

adventure. I was fortunate in having the opportunity of living abroad in a 

country as exotic as Turkey and learning about the modern Turkish culture 

and its people. Professionally, my Peace Corps experience set the tone for 

the way I have lived ever since. I have had the opportunity 

as a California educator to travel with the USC 

International Relations Department to study the cultures of 

China, India and Egypt. This time abroad has fostered my 

moral belief that countries can settle world-wide problems 

diplomatically rather than going to war. I owe my greater 

insight, empathy and global understanding of peoples to 

my Peace Corps experience. 


