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Welcome to the Board, Marie Mitchell 
 
Marie Mitchell (Mahallat, 1974-75) has agreed to serve on the PCIA 
Board, bringing its membership to eleven. After language training in 
Borujerd, she and her husband, Charlie, both originally from western 
Kansas, served in Mahallat, about thirty kilometers northeast of Khomein. 
There they taught English to first-year Rahnamani students.  

Marie’s journey to Mahallat began in college where she majored in 
Spanish because she had always wanted to go to Spain. There, she met Charlie who had lived in 
Germany. So Marie went off to Spain and he to France. She fell in love with the world. They had 
trouble getting jobs in the same town in western Kansas, however, as schools only needed one 
language teacher. So they found themselves in southern California waiting for an invitation to 
Peace Corps Iran. They accepted, thinking, “Live life with no regrets!” After a year in Iran, they 
returned to the United States, earned Masters degrees from the School for International Training 
in Brattleboro, Vermont, and then went back to Iran where they taught English for the Army-Air 
Corps in Isfahan. In 1978, the revolution and the death of their son forced them to leave Iran. 
They then taught at Wichita State before moving to Tempe, Arizona, where Marie taught English 
as a Second Language at Arizona State University from 1980 to 2013 except for four years in 
Riyadh, Saudi Arabia. 

In 2002, Marie volunteered to run a program in Prishtina, Kosovo, directly helping the REESC 
(Russia and Eastern European Consortium) working with the United Nations. She coordinated 
and ran English language training for the newly created Political Science department and taught 
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professors, some of whom came to study and train at Arizona State University. In 2010, she 
volunteered to go to Baghdad, Iraq, for English teaching/training. She was part of a team 
working the with U.S. State Department that created a course for Iraqi language trainers from 
every province who then created their own training programs for fellow teachers when they 
returned to their provinces. 

They have taken challenges all their lives believing that one must “try everything, nearly 
everything, once.” Now she finds herself on the PCIA Board not knowing what to expect, but 
she says, “I will try. I will have no regrets.”  

We wish Marie well and congratulate the Board on a promising addition. 

 

From the Editor 
 
A cruel winter—and an even more bitter spring. Hopefully, the pain of these last long months 
draws us more closely together as individuals and as communities. In the words of one of my 
favorite hymns, I do believe that “We’ll walk hand in hand…we shall live in peace…someday.” 
In that spirit, Rom Rom’s Aya Midanastid? reviews a new documentary that provides another 

tool in the effort to “walk hand in hand” with our neighbors, including Iran, while 
Skip Auld’s sense of social justice leads him to a major decision. 
 
Oddly, this issue somewhat reflects what we’ve been going through. We have 
horror, albeit cinematically, courtesy of Cameron Cross’ Nema-ye Nazdik, the 
story of a peripatetic medical kit by Jim Whitaker that you may or may not 
associate with a certain cozy virus, and from Iran, a bit of relief from it all with 

Jim Grant’s soft sculptures. In these fraught days, Said Saidi’s work to keep alive the memory 
of his beloved Alam School is a reminder of the impact that selfless dedication in any profession 
can have. The Trivia Corner carries a reminder of an anniversary that you may not have thought 
about while Rea Keech reviews an article by William Beeman about that bane—or blessing 
(depending on one’s perception, patience and good humor)—of tarofe in his Books column. 
 
The last issue of the KhabarNameh carried the story of an Iranian woman’s efforts to locate her 
teacher Lynne Meena. Kerry Segal continues that reverse mirror image, the Iranian perception 
of a Peace Corps volunteer, in the Historical Reflections. 
 
So, gentle reader, befarma’id. 
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AYA MIDANASTID? 
By “Rom Rom”, Editorial Consultant 

 
“You Will Never Feel Alone in This Country” 

When Thomas Erdbrink’s PBS Frontline documentary Our Man in Tehran introduced Iran to an 
American audience, it received excellent reviews. But did you know that another six-part series 
produced three years ago by Peter Santenello , American in Iran, is also available on YouTube?  

Santenello is an Italian-American. Because of his Italian passport, he 
was able to travel around Iran more freely than a simple American 
passport would have allowed. Unlike Erdbrink, Santenello does not 
speak Persian and he was in Iran for a much shorter time, only three 
weeks, and only visited Ramsar, Isfahan, Yazd, and Tehran. 
Nonetheless, the documentary provides an engaging warmth that the 
Erdbrink documentary often lacked. Santenello clearly did not 
expect to find the hospitality he encountered. He entered the country 
with no agenda and let Iran lead him, so there is an element of 
surprised delight in his story or, as he says, it became “one of the 
coolest experiences” of his life. And as we watch him laughing, 

singing, and thoroughly enjoying the Iranians he meets, he cheerfully observes that “You will 
never feel alone in this country.”  

Dismissing the negative views of the American media, he finds that Iranians, much more than 
Americans, are able to make a distinction between politics and people. “We’re cool with each 
other,” he says, and of the ninety countries he has traveled, he found Iran to be “the most 
hospitable, open culture on earth.”  

Almost as soon as he arrived, he had his camera stolen. Instead of bitterness, he notes that the 
theft could have happened anywhere in the world, but the deftness of the Iranian thief almost 
wins his admiration. There is also a long sequence at a skateboarding park in Tehran where he 
notices a young girl determined to master a difficult jump. She falls dozens of times but gets up 
and keeps trying. In a sense, her determination becomes a metaphor for the discussion in the 
sixth part about the impact of American sanctions on ordinary Iranians. In discussing the tense 
last half century of the relationship between the two countries, he comments that Iranians have 
“gotten the short end of the stick” but then he also tells the group that “You will overcome 
whatever comes at you.” 

 

NEMA-YE NAZDIK 
Edited by Cameron Cross, University of Michigan 

 
Under the Shadow: Iranian Horror 

An understudied but fascinating development in the recent history of Iranian cinema is the 
gradual rise of horror as a way of discussing complex issues. A pioneering film in this movement 
was Mohammed Husayn Latifi’s 2004 film Girls’ Dormitory (Khabgah-e dokhtaran) which 

Peter Santenello 
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utilized jinn to explore the social anxieties that accompanied the substantial 
boom in women’s higher education in the late Khatami era. Between 
disapproving parents who would rather see their daughters getting married 
than leaving home for college, possessive boyfriends, and jinn who pursue 
and abduct unmarried women (from parents and boyfriends alike), the film 
blurs the line between “normal” (and therefore, acceptable) and “demonic” 
(unacceptable) forms of patriarchy, suggesting they are all part of the same 
spectrum. Nearly a decade later, Shahram Mokri directed Fish & Cat (Mahi 

va Gorbeh, 2013), a gore-less slasher film that follows a group of college 
students camping out in the remote forests of Gilan. Although the presence 
of cannibal cooks (based on an actual event) provides the “concrete” horror 
element, the film surfaces nuanced power struggles of class, gender, and age 

(in a manner reminiscent of Asghar Farhad’s celebrated dramas) while its Mobius-strip timeline 
conveys an unsettling sense of inescapable déjà vu. 

In 2016, the British-Iranian filmmaker Babak Anvari released his first feature film, Under the 

Shadow (Zia-e Sayeh), a daring and provocative study of the psychological traumas of the Iran-
Iraq War. While the previous two films located the uncanny in the desolate landscapes of rural 
Iran, Anvari brings it straight to the heart of Tehran, whose terrified population live night and 
day “under the shadow” of aerial bombardment. His protagonist is (again) a former college 
student (denied from completing her studies due to her leftist activism in the 1970s), now stuck 
at home with her young daughter while her husband is away at the front. As if the bombs were 
not enough, the security of “home” is under threat from more insidious sources: the anxieties 
wrought by rapid social changes under the new regime, tense relations between neighbors, 
growing paranoia and PTSD. Much like Girls Dormitory, these tensions mingle and fuse with 
incorporeal presences haunting the building, foreclosing any “rational” means of explaining 
away the fear. In its haunting development of these themes, Under the Shadow is as much a film 
about today’s world as it is a depiction of Iran thirty-five years ago. 

 

Soft Sculptures 
By Jim Grant (Lahijan/Karaj, 1964-66) 

 
One day in 1965 while I was at the Peace Corps office in 
Tehran, Dr. Gertrude Nye-Dorry came in and gathered 
everyone, staff and volunteers to display two soft-sculptures of 
Iranian caricatures. One was a man making yogurt as he sat and 
rocked a large clay container with milk. I believe the other 
character was a woman weaving. These characters had been 
sculpted either by an Iranian student or an instructor associated 
with Dr. Nye-Dorry’s work at Tehran University.  

After the display and discussion of the artist’s work, I offered to buy one and asked Dr. Nye-
Dorry if she would ask the sculptor to create several other characters in farming and commercial 

Cameron Cross 
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work which are pictured in the collection I have shared with other Iran III volunteers. Over a 
period of six months, they were completed. They range in height from 6-10 inches.  

I remember Dr. Nye-Dorry was impressed with the cross section of the varying Iranian 
sculptures I had purchased. I am sure that it gave the artist broader creative ideas to sculpt 
Iranian culture and life-styles.  

Over the years, I have presented them at northeast Ohio RPCV gatherings and community 
displays related to international cultures. My family has enjoyed them and they have requested 
that we keep them in the family and share the Iranian culture and background they represent so 
well. 

Ed. note: According to Google, soft sculptures are images made of rubber, cloth, plastic, paper, 

fibers and similar materials that are supple and non-rigid.  

 

 

 

In the Tehran Bazaar, you will find “Ali” a 
market laborer, bazarri, who carriers goods for 
vendors, shop owners, and customers.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

This is “Amin” a village restaurant shop 
worker making yogurt, dough, by rocking 

a large clay jar containing milk. 
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This is “Paviz” a Lahijan farmer carrying baskets 
of young roosters “khorus” to the bazaar wich 
was two blocks south of center city. c 1964   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This is “Ashraf” an Iranian woman tea worker, one of many 
in the Gilan, Province. She spends hours daily picking tea 

“chai” leaves which she gathers and carries in a large woven 

basket to a waiting wagon which will carry the tea leaves to 

the tea factory. 

 

 

 

Alam High School 
By Saied Saidi 

 
Working from home because of the coronavirus outbreak and 
celebrating Now Ruz about the same time, I had some time on my 
hands to create a YouTube channel for Alam High School (AHS). 
There are now six little video-like clips on the channel which 
include several posters already circulated among Alamis last year. 
There is a pause of 30-60 seconds on most slides so that the details 
of each can be seen or read comfortably. 

More videos, pictures and posters will be gradually uploaded in the 
coming weeks and months. Those of you who have already 

appeared in the book (Alam High School, 2018) or have sent me pictures will be included in one 
of the future clips. Most historical pictures of the school will appear on the channel. You may 
occasionally check the Channel to see new materials. Those who are subscribed to the Channel 
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(simply click on the “Subscribe” below each video) will be automatically notified of the new 
materials as they are uploaded.  

Please feel free to send me any AHS-related comments, memories, and pictures with any 
historical value for inclusion into the Channel or into the future edition of the book. 

Link to the Alam High School Channel on YouTube: 
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UC1wYuBvs-84aRqiOtOfOLxw  

Ed. note: Since Dr. Saidi submitted this article, he has added two new clips entitled “Silent as 
Love” to the program. The book, Alam High School, with text in both Persian and English, is 

worth the read even for those who have had little or nothing to do with Alam. 

 

 

 

Medical Kit History 

By Howard (Jim) Whitaker (Fuman/Sari, 1964-66) 
 

I was issued the medical kit shortly after my arrival in Iran in 
early 1964 and just prior to being dispatched to my service 
site, a small town (Fuman) near Rasht, the provincial capital of 
Gilan Province, located in Iran's tropical Caspian Sea region. 
I was assigned to the agricultural extension service, which 
meant many visits to villages where I'd often notice children's 
appalling health issues, such as dermatologic conditions, 
suppurating external/surface infections, burns which weren't 
healing, ophthalmic infections, vitamin deficiencies, diarrhea, 

etc. There was no access to health care for the children, only home remedies, which usually 
exacerbated the conditions. 
Despite Peace Corps Iran policy which 
prohibited non-qualified volunteers such as 
myself from rendering medical assistance to 
local people, I began taking the medical kit 
with me on village visits and treating 
whatever cases I could. I also arranged for 
the printing of numerous leaflets in the 
local language, explaining where the very 
minimal government health facilities 
available to the poor were located, which I 
distributed. 
 

https://www.youtube.com/channel/UC1wYuBvs-84aRqiOtOfOLxw
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My wide range of rudimentary 
services were greatly 
welcomed and, amazingly, 
often effective (placebo 
effect?). However, I quickly 
exhausted the medical kit's 
contents, so I began 
replenishing from pharmacies 
in Rasht using my own funds 
but faced exhaustion of those 
as well. So I appealed for 
assistance to the wonderfully 
personable Iranian physician in 
Rasht who had been chosen to 
care for the area's PCVs. He 
began providing me with 
supplies and eventually, at first 
unbeknown to me, lobbied the 
Peace Corps physician in 
Tehran, Donald West, to 
unofficially and surreptitiously, 
regularly ship me medical kit 
contents replenishment. The 
arrangement continued until I 
contracted pneumonia, was 
hospitalized in Rasht's 
primitive little provincial 
hospital under the care of that 
same physician and, upon 
recovery, transferred to another province. 
I retained the medical kit via subterfuge. Upon departure from Iran, we were required to return 
the kits; doing so was a condition of being cleared to depart. I simply claimed mine had been lost 
and included it in my allowed shipment for home. Amazingly over the decades, despite multiple 
upheavals and loss of possessions during my international career, the medical kit somehow 
passed from one safe haven to another and upon completing my expatriate life, I found it among 
stored possessions.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

You are invited to join John Salamack on Zoom for an Iranian discussion 

group at 4:30 PM PDT on the evening of the fourth Monday of every month. 

Contact him for further information at johns@peacecorpsiran.org.  

 

mailto:johns@peacecorpsiran.org
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TRIVIA CORNER 
By “Rom Rom”, Editorial Consultant 

 
This year is the millennial of the death of Ferdowsi, our great national treasure, the “father” of 
modern Persian, in 1020 C.E. His masterpiece, the Shahnameh, took thirty years to write. For 
each couplet, Sultan Mahmud of Ghazna promised Ferdowsi a gold piece, but the courier who 
was to deliver the gold replaced the pieces with silver. In disgust, Ferdowsi gave the silver away, 
thus earning the sultan’s fury when he learned of it, and forcing Ferdowsi into exile for most of 

the rest of his life. Later, when Sultan Mahmud learned of the 
courier’s treachery, he sent a replacement of the gold pieces 
with a more honest courier. On reaching Ferdowsi’s home 
city of Tus, that courier was met by a funeral procession.. It 
was Ferdowsi’s.  

Matthew Arnold’s poem, “Sohrab and Rustam” based on the 
tragic story in the Shahnameh is almost as long in English as 
the original is in Persian. And almost as moving. 

Ferdowsi’s tomb in Tus (shown above) was restored under orders from Reza Shah between 1928 
and 1934.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

HISTORICAL REFLECTIONS 
Edited by Genna Stead Wangsness (Shiraz/Tehran, 1965-71) 

 
Kerry Segel spent two years teaching English in Khansar, a city in 
central Iran surrounded by the Zagros Mountains and about one hundred 
miles northwest of Isfahan. Post-Peace Corps, he moved the short 
distance to Isfahan where he taught English at Isfahan University for two 
years. Currently a professor of English and TESOL Program Advisor at 
Saginaw Valley State University in Michigan, Kerry’s presentations at 
PCIA conferences have been varied, interesting, and well received. This 
past year, he made a surprising discovery from his Peace Corps’ days, a 
story he shared with those attending his presentation “The Persian 
Language: Connections and Recollections” at the October 2019 San 
Diego conference. Historical Reflections is happy to share his story with 
KhabarNameh readers.  

Genna Wangsness 

SHOPPING ON AMAZON? 

Check out Amazon Smile. It’s a simple way to support PCIA at no cost to you. When you shop 
at Smile.Amazon.com, select Peace Corps Iran as your non-profit. You will find the same exact 
prices as at Amazon.com with the added bonus that Amazon will donate a portion of the 
purchase price to PCIA.

 

file:///M:/DATA%20VI%20IRAN%20-%20PEACE%20CORPS%20IRAN%20ASSOCIATION/001%20KHABARNAMEH/2020%20-%2006%20JUNE%20KHABARNAMEH/Smile.Amazon.com
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Rediscovering My Peace Corps Experience Through the Essays of Mr. Tasbihi 

By Kerry Segel (Khansar, 1969-71) 
 

As a group, Peace Corps volunteers who served in Iran have 
been influenced by and produced much writing about that 
experience in the form of diaries and journal entries, articles 
in local newspapers and KhabarNameh, essays and short 
stories.  

But what was written by Iranian nationals about us? The 
friends, roommates, fellow teachers, students? If written for 
an Iranian audience, they most likely were written in Persian. 
Would they have been published? If so, when and where? 

Would these writings be archived?  

Frankly, I had not thought about these questions until half a century after I had served in Iran 
when, through a series of unbelievable coincidences, I rediscovered my PCV self in a book of 
essays titled Khansar Nameh by Dr. Mohammad Hossein Tasbihi, published in 1997. 

To backtrack a bit: Close to the end of our summer training in Ghuchan, Iran, in 1969, we were 
asked to choose our preferred sites for English teaching. It was recommended that I should 
consider Khansar in western Isfahan province for two reasons: it was a beautiful mountain town, 
and there I would have as a wonderful mentor a Persian teacher who spoke English, Mr. Tasbihi. 

Both reasons were understatements. One can google “Khansar” and see the beauty of the town 
and its setting. Mr. Tasbihi was a humble man, a lover of Persian history, culture, language and 
literature, and above all, humanity. Together we visited local historic sites, orchards, climbed 
mountains, met all sorts of people, and, as he lived in the same apartment building on a floor 
above mine, we inevitably walked to and from Dariyani High School together. In the evening, 
Mr. Tasbihi would type articles for a weekly literary publication Farda. From the few published 
essays I attempted to read, my assumption was that these articles were about literary topics. 

Mr. Tasbihi left Khansar before the end of my Peace Corps service, moving to Pakistan where he 
had obtained a post as librarian in the Iranian Cultural Center. I visited him and his family there 
once after my Peace Corps service, then maintained written contact until the end of 1979.  

Fast-forward to March (or May?) of 2019. My wife had left two weeks prior for her annual visit 
to Iran. I received an email from another person with the last name of Tasbihi. It turned out to be 
from Mr. Tasbihi’s son, a computer engineer. He said that his dad asked him to see if I could be 
located through the internet. Reconnected after forty years! I could hardly believe it. 

That wasn’t all. He said his Dad wanted to send me some of his books. Since my wife was in 
Iran at the time, a family member of his got them to her, and she brought them back to the United 
States. Among the five books, all of which Mr. Tasbihi (now Dr. Tasbihi) had authored, was the 
Khansar Nameh, a collection of essays originally published in Farsi. 
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All of the essays were in Persian. Skimming through the Khansar Nameh, nothing stood out until 
page 141. There, near the bottom of the page, were two words in the Roman alphabet—my 
name. In all, I discovered six essays including my name. 
Three of those were detailed accounts of significant 
events in my Khansar experience that Mr. Tasbihi and I 
experienced together—an eight kilometer walk from 
Khansar to Vanishan, an all-day climb to the peak of Sul 
Mountain, the highest mountain bordering Khansar, and the witnessing of the death of an 
emaciated donkey attempting to drag barrels of black oil up an ice-coated path in the dead of 
winter.  

I am now in the process of translating these three essays and looking for venues where I can talk 
and write about my mentor, who I discovered has published more than seven hundred essays and 
at least ten books over the course of his career.  

To me though, the characteristics that stand out are his humility, his humanity, and his love of 
learning. When I emailed his son recently to make sure Dr. Tasbihi was okay with my translating 
these essays, he said his dad was very pleased, and attached an audio file of Dr. Tasbihi’s 
response. The response was poetry—and the highest praise for me.  

A chance meeting fifty years ago, and a friendship never forgotten, even with no contact for forty 
of those years. This humble Persian high school teacher, Mohammad Hussein Tasbihi, brought 
me into a world, inconceivable before and unforgettable since. The discovery of these essays 
reminded me why the Peace Corps experience remains such a part of who I am today. 

 

Dooreh-ye Ketab, 2020 
Hosted by Jim Goode and Jackie Spurlock 

July 8—Sattareh Farmanfarmanian, with Dona Moner, Daughter of Persia (Professor Nasrin 
Rahimeh, UC Irvine, will lead the discussion.) 

September 9—Jay Crook, Ambling Through Life* 

November 11—Carole Jerome, The Man in the Mirror (discussion leader TBD). This book is out 
of print so you might want to begin looking for it soon. If you are in touch with Carole Jerome, 
please let us know. 

*Indicates author will participate in book discussion. 

As always, we will meet at 5 p.m. Pacific Time on the Zoom platform. Hope you will join us. 
Please let one of us know if you have any questions. Jim@peacecorpsiran.org. or 
jackie@peacecorpsiran.org . To receive a Zoom invitation, contact Doug Schermer at 
doug@peacecorpsiran.org  

 

 

Watch Segel’s presentation about Dr. 
Tasbihi at the San Diego Conference 
on YouTube.  

mailto:Jim@peacecorpsiran.org
mailto:jackie@peacecorpsiran.org
mailto:doug@peacecorpsiran.o
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6F9VTvcH-jk&feature=youtu.be
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BOOKS, BOOKS 
Edited by Rea Keech (Tehran, 1967-69) 

Beeman, William O., “Ta’ārof: Pragmatic Key to Iranian Social 
Behavior,” in Handbook of Pragmatics, Jan-Ola Östman and Jef 
Verschueren, eds. Amsterdam: John Benjamins Publishing 
Company, 2020. 203–224. 

The article is not posted online, but it can be directly sent to 
individuals. The website is 
https://benjamins.com/online/hop/articles/hop.22.taa1  

Every Peace Corps volunteer who has returned from Iran comes 
back at least somewhat familiar with ta’ārof. In fact, Beeman says that “ta’ārof has been noted as 
a feature of Iranian life by non-Iranians for centuries.” What he does in this scholarly article is 
break it down into a detailed analysis of its linguistic and sociological parts. 

Beeman defines ta’ārof as essentially “the active, ritualized realization of differential status in 
interaction.” In other words, as he explains, “getting the lower hand.” This is done through 
“linguistic components” (word choice) and “behavioral components.” 

His analysis of how verb and pronoun forms and Arabic words are used in ta’ārof is quite 
detailed. The description of how ta’ārof is used in various social situations, especially when 
illustrated by his personal experiences, should ring familiar to Peace Corps Iran volunteers. 

Is it possible to present the essence of a phenomenon like ta’ārof by breaking it down into its 
components? It helps, certainly. But it’s a little like trying to explain the meaning of a poem. 

 

 

 

PCIA Board Member Skip Auld Changes His Name  

By Douglas Schemer (Semnan, 1966-67) 

Skip Auld (Mahallat, 1973-74) began life as Hampton Marshall Auld. 
Hampton was a family name for four generations starting in 1876 when 
his great grandfather was named after Confederate General Wade 
Hampton. Last July, while driving and listening to the audiobook, 
Grant, Skip learned Hampton had led a White Supremacist Group, the 
“Red Shirts” which terrorized black people to keep them from voting. 
Their success throughout the South ended the Reconstruction era and 
resulted in Hampton's election as Governor of South Carolina. 
Hampton became a Senator, too, and statues of him are on the grounds 
outside the South Carolina capitol and in the U.S. Capitol building. 

https://benjamins.com/online/hop/articles/hop.22.taa1
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Shocked at this, Skip pulled off to the side of the road and replayed that track. He immediately 
resolved to change his name, not wishing to be linked to that that hero of the Confederacy. His 
new name is Charles (his father’s middle name) Marshall (his mother’s maiden name) Auld. 

His story was featured on NPR’s All Things Considered on June 17. You can listen to his 
interview with Mary Louise Kelly here. In addition there are two newspaper articles in the 
Capitol Gazette which you can read by clicking here and here.  

 

 

 

In Memoriam 
By Genna Stead Wangsness (Shiraz, Tehran 1965-1971) 

 

Lawrence J. Fabian 

Born in Ohio, Larry passed away on 21 February 2020 at the age of 
74. A devoted member of the Baha’i faith, he loved reading, 
meeting new people, speaking new languages, and travel. He died 
in the Dominican Republic where he spent many hours 
volunteering at the Tarbiat Foundation, an educational institute 
dedicated to teaching intellectual, social, and moral skills. Larry 

attended Dartmouth College and University of Pennsylvania where he became interested in the 
social orientation of institutions. He joined Peace Corps in 1967, and served with Iran 23 as a 
city planner in Rezaiyeh and Tabriz, remaining in Iran until 1979. Larry’s son Matthew and his 
former wife Shemiran survive him, along with other family and friends. 

 

Andre (Andy) Fouilhoux Houston  

Andre was born 20 February 1941 in New Caanan, CT and died on 5 
March 2020 in Washington DC. After attending Yale University, 
receiving a B.S. in 1963 and a M.S. in architecture in 1967, Andy 
joined Peace Corps, serving from 1967-69 with Iran 18 in Rasht, 
where he designed several buildings. He later returned to Tehran, 
working for the Perkins & Will architectural firm; among his projects 

was his 1975 work on the design of the new Iranzamin International School. During his 
professional career, he designed the competition-winning and award-winning Residences at the 
Torpedo Factory in Alexandria, VA, the U.S. Embassy in Cairo, and the U.S. ambassador’s 
residence in Cairo. Andy’s burial was held on March 14 at St. Peter’s Church on Capitol Hill. He 
is survived by his wife Annie, and other family and friends.  
 
 
 

https://www.npr.org/sections/live-updates-protests-for-racial-justice/2020/06/17/879662628/hampton-no-more-man-sheds-family-name-with-ties-to-confederate-general
https://www.capitalgazette.com/opinion/columns/ac-ce-column-skip-auld-20200610-wjpacqxq3rbgjemofnkbtx7hz4-story.html
https://www.capitalgazette.com/news/ac-cn-library-skip-racism-0610-20200610-myoduutbp5ggho4pebt3qxympa-story.html
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Harold Rogers 

Harold was born on Christmas Day, December 25, 1942, in Cleveland and died 
on November 25, 2019. As an Eagle Scout, he taught camp crafts, nature, and 
personal fitness; he attended Kent State University for a year, majoring in 
Biology with a minor in Ancient History. In 1962, he joined Iran 1, taught 
English in Shiraz, and while there developed a passion for education and 
international politics, ultimately becoming a political activist. A year after his 
return, he participated in Bloody Sunday in Selma and, along with others 
crossing the Edmund Pettis Bridge, was attacked and beaten—a forehead scar a 
visual reminder of the eventful day. Harold returned to Kent State in 1967 to 

complete a B.A., and in 1973 earned an M.A. at the University of Chicago. Following Angela 
Davis’ release from jail in 1972, he organized her tour of Europe. Harold’s work within the 
African American community was extensive; for decades he was on the faculty at City Colleges 
of Chicago, serving as chair of the African American Students Department for Olive-Harvey 
College. He was the spokesperson for the African National Congress of South Africa for two 
decades and was instrumental in organizing Nelson Mandela’s 11-city U.S. tour in 1990 and his 
trip to Chicago in 1993. The History Makers reported his death. See 
https://www.thehistorymakers.org/biography/harold-rogers-39.  
 
Other deaths of note. 

 
Mary Hegland (Mahabad, 1966-68) reports the death in Chicago on March 9, 2020, of Shilan 
(Nafiseh) Hassanpour, a student in her 4th class of high school in Mahabad. The only sister in a 
family of seven brothers, Shilan’s autobiographical book, Deçmewe Sablax (Going Back to 

Sablagh),is a narration of growing up in Kurdistan. Shahrzad Mojab, academic activist and 
professor at the Department of Leadership, Higher and Adult Education and Women and Gender 
Studies Institute at the University of Toronto (and widow of Shilan’s brother Dr. Amir 
Hassanpour), wrote a review of Shilan’s book in The Middle East Journal (Vol. 69, No 3, 
Summer 2015, pp 488-489), in which she describes Shilan’s memoir as “a vivid ethnographic 
tale of a Kurdish household from the mid-1950s to the early 1980s. The home is a meeting place 
of culture, nation, and politics as it is being lived and subverted by women.” Shilan is survived 
by her husband Tom Callaghan, and daughter, Maeve. 

 
In addition to reporting on recent deaths, PCIA maintains a memorial book of the deceased. If 

you know of anyone who has died, have memories of anyone who served in Iran or further 

information that you would like to share, contact Genna Stead Wangsness at 

genna@peacecorpsiran.org. We welcome comments for publication. 

 

 

If you have copies of any Peace Corps Iran cookbooks, please get in 

touch with Doug Schermer at doug@peacecorpsiran.org so that they 

can be posted on the new PCIA website which is under construction.  
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