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FROM THE EDITOR
Joan Gaughan (Rasht/Lahijan, 1964-66)

Our anxiety about the recent events in Iran is reflected in an email
exchange between Jackie Spurlock and a friend in Tehran, while the
bombing caused “Rom Rom” to reflect on a gift from the U.S. to Iran
many years ago in the Aya Midanastid?

However, the birth of two hummingbirds prompted our president, Chuck
Kaminski, to dwell on the gift of life, however small. Meanwhile, Bill
Brandon continues his remembrance of the 1999 tour of Iran in There and
Back Again, and Brad Hanson concludes his tale of how a bike accident
increased his Farsi vocabulary. Kerry Segel’s beloved Dr. Tasbihi finally concludes his journey
to Shiraz from Khonsar. Dave Devine gives us his usual candid reviews in the Books column
and also in the Nema-ye Nazdik, while Carolyn Yale’s poetry in the Shaehr column provides
almost palpable memories of Iran. And as “Chef Babri” cooks it, spaghetti belongs firmly in a
Persian Ashpaz-Khanae. The remaining two books of the year are introduced in the Dooreh-ye
Ketab, and the In Memoriam covers lives very well-lived while Glenn Blumhorst remembers
the journalist, Bill Moyers, whose connection with the Peace Corps might surprise you.

And so gentle reader, befarma’id.

IN THIS ISSUE

From the President 2 Shaehr 12
There and Back Again 2 Khonsar 13
What does Qatel Mean? 7 Books, Books 15
Nema-ye Nazdik 10 Dooreh-ye Ketab 15
Letter from Tehran 11 From the Aspaz Khanae 16
Aya Midanastid? 11 In Memoriam 16

Remembering Bill Moyers 20

LOOK FOR THE SPECIAL CONFERENCE ISSUE COMING SOON!




KhabarNameh — The Peace Corps Iran Association Newsletter — July 2025 -- Page 2

FROM THE PRESIDENT
By Chuck Kaminski (Kermanshah/Tehran, 1969-71)

Salam dear PCIA friends,

The solstice, the longest day, has come and gone and as I write this
message, it seems like the world has gotten more fragile. Israel attacks
Iran, followed by the U.S. bombing major Iranian nuclear locations. My
observation is that if the JCPOA had not been terminated perhaps these
actions might not have occurred. So much for peace. Will it lead to peace
among the parties? Time will tell.

As these actions occur, I watch the birth and growth of two baby
hummingbirds in a small nest built in my (still up) holiday
decorations on my front porch. This reminds me that life and
nature go on even as we humans face uncertainty.

I hope you will join PCIA the weekend of October 3-5 for our
milestone and memorable event. Room reservations at our special
PCIA rate are still open at the Grand Hyatt, Washington DC,
located a short distance from the conference venue at the Martin
Luther King Jr. Library. Go to https://www.hyatt.com/en-US/group-booking/ WASGH/G-PEAS and
use Group code. G-PEAS

If you are still in contact with the volunteers from your group, reach out and have a mini reunion
during the weekend. Saturday night is on your own so it would be a perfect time for a dinner of
recollections of your time in Iran.

Khosh bash
THERE AND BACK AGAIN: The First NPCA-Sponsored Journey to Iran, 1999. Part 2
By Bill Brandon (Shiraz, 1964-66)

Editor’s note: In the previous issue (April 2025), the author’s narration of the first NPCA--sponsored
trip to Iran focused on the feasibility of such a trip. The inauguration of the reformist president,
Mohammed Khatami in 1997, gave hope that such a visit to promote
reconciliation between Iran and the U.S. might be feasible. In the previous
article, the author described that preliminary visit in 1998 undertaken at
the suggestion of the National Peace Corps Association and sponsored by
the Friendship Force whose mission was...and still is...the promotion of
international understanding by sponsoring such exchanges. In this
segment, he describes the subsequent visit that took place in 1999.



https://www.hyatt.com/en-US/group-booking/WASGH/G-PEA5
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Based on the positive experience of the Friendship Force trip to Iran that I had taken in May 1998 at
the suggestion of NPCA President Chic Dambach, NPCA agreed to sponsor a trip to Iran in summer
1999 in collaboration with Friendship Force. NPCA advertised the trip in its communications with
members; Friendship Force handled the logistics in the U.S. and contracted the same Iranian tour
company, Iran Doostan Tourist, that had handled the previous trip. In both the planning and during
the trip, we worked closely with Harriet Kuhr, a Friendship Force staffer who had been a Peace
Corps Volunteer in Zaire. Because the cost was covered by what the travelers were charged, NPCA
was not at any financial risk.

Ultimately, twenty-seven individuals travelled to Iran including sixteen who had served as PCVs in
Iran (see Appendix). Partners and three children of Iran-PCVs—Jeela Bently, Kevin McCulloch and
Jake Musgrave Nelson (who was born in Iran)—made up most of the remaining travelers, although
several RPCVs who had served in other countries were also included. One of the latter told a fellow
traveler that he was Baha’i, so Iran held both great significance and danger for him as the land where
Baha’ism originated but was now persecuted as blasphemy.

One innovation introduced for this trip was an optional half-day meeting from 9 a.m. to 1 p.m. (with
an optional lunch/conversation) in a hotel near Dulles airport before the group took a shuttle to the
airport for our late afternoon flight to Frankfort where we would board the Tehran-bound plane the
next day. Since most of us had arrived by air the day before from various U.S. locations, we could
enjoy a good night’s sleep and spend a pleasant morning meeting our fellow travelers. We could also
become acquainted with some of the changes in Iran since the Revolution, and learn from recent
female travelers to Iran about the reality of the dress code. Tagi Sagafi-Nejad, a PCIA member and
Peace Corps language trainer, was helpful in lining up Iran experts to brief our delegation. In addition
to the two group leaders and Professor Sagafi-Nejad, Hooshang Amirahadi, President of the
American Iranian Council and a Rutgers University Professor, and Poopak Taati, Professor of
Sociology at Montgomery [MD) College, participated in a panel “Perspectives on and Traveling in
Iran.” Earlier in the planning process, it was thought that President Carter’s son, Chip, would
accompany the group, but that notion created a controversy in Iran, which scotched the idea. He was
scheduled to speak at the pre-travel orientation but was unable to join us that morning.

One of the useful pointers that had emerged from my 1998 trip was to stay in the kind of hotels in
towns that we would have frequented as PCVs rather than in grander pre-Revolution American
hotels in the suburbs. In Tehran, the Friendship Force group stayed in what had been the Hyatt
Crown Tehran near Evin Prison, which had been renamed the Azadi Grand. (In 2007, it was
remodeled and renamed again as the Parsian Azadi Hotel.) Except for a small conference of clerics
who arrived during our second day in Tehran, it was largely empty which led me to observe that
service is lousy when a hotel has almost no guests. But the real problem was that the bus took forever
to get to the interesting palaces, bazaar, and museums in central Tehran. Consequently, a major
criterion for choosing lodgings for NPCA-sponsored trips became middle level hotels — with western
toilets — in locations where one actually encountered interesting street life on walking outside the
hotel. Moreover, such hotels were less expensive.

I also figured that while RPCVs didn’t need quite such extensive rest as the Friendship Force
crowd, unscheduled time could be used to go out on our own and mix with Iranians. Using rest
periods to roam worked for me at first, to the dismay of our guide/handler. But when the Friendship
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Force tour reached Isfahan, I was warned that conservatives were such a threat there that if I went out
alone and was heard speaking Farsi, I might end up in jail or beaten for being a British spy.
Laughable! Nobody would mistake my feeble Farsi efforts for the skilled agents the Brits might
send—but I treasure that compliment on my Persian. And I resolved that on any future RPCV trip to
err on the side of giving my fellow travelers greater freedom to roam outside the group. In retrospect,
sometimes I may have countenanced too much independence.

Once in Iran, we again did the highlights: After several days in Tehran, a stay in Shiraz (Persepolis
and Pasargadae), and on to Isfahan for a couple of days. During our visit to the Hafez tomb in Shiraz,
our group encountered a friendly class of school kids (both boys and girls) who were pleased to visit
with us. This trip also included a visit to a functioning zorkhaneh. Many of the male PCVs serving in
Iran had not previously witnessed this unique Iranian exercise.

The return to Tehran was by way of the village of Abyaneh, the UNESCO World Heritage Site.
Famous for its rosy appearance due to iron oxide in the local soil instead of the grey mud walls we
experienced in typical Iranian villages, Abyaneh is also rich in history with some ruins dating to
Sassanian times, and a Seljuk era mirab in the Jammeh mosque. Abyaneh is Iran’s answer to Mesa
Verde except the inhabitants didn’t desert the place seven centuries ago and they continue to speak
their archaic indigenous language. Built on the slopes of the ostan’s highest mountain, the houses are
sometimes like steps with a higher house using the roof of the lower one as a terrace. For those of us
who had never dealt with serious snow until we arrived in Iran, the obvious question is who is
responsible for quickly removing the dangerous snow—the house below or those who have been
enjoying the roof’s use as a terrace? Indeed, with its narrow kuchehha, many paved, and buildings
packed on both sides, where do the villagers put the snow that they remove from the flat roofs?
Could climate warming be the answer? Older villagers were said to speak a dialect stemming from
Middle Persian, but we didn’t stay long enough to listen in on conversations. Clearly Abyaneh is a
place worth revisiting with enough time to linger.

On the way to Abyaneh, we stopped to inspect a ganat. Our guide quickly exhausted his knowledge
of ganats but fortunately Jeff Gritzner (Ahwaz, 1962-64) stepped in with a wealth of knowledge
combining cultural as well as technical aspects of this ancient system of water management. Lesson:
Former PCVs who are often more knowledgeable than local guides make great traveling
companions!

The trip back to Tehran was capped off with a half-day
gardesh in an expansive bagh belonging to a relative of one of
the tour directors. Donley Smith (Tehran, 1965-67) brought his
guitar on the trip, so sing-along was included, even if the loud
boomboxes of pre-revolutionary Iran seemed to have
disappeared. Part of the entertainment included a revolt by the
women who forced their men to wear hijab in the privacy of the
bagh. And, yes, we men learned that it was hot and confining to

wear dark coats and total hair-concealing scarves at the end of 88 Abyaneh
May in Iran. / _

Vot
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Throughout the trip, Tom Putnam (Darab/Yazd, 1967-69) filmed the group and its activities with
the intention of making a documentary of our journey back to Iran where so much had changed from
our introduction to the country in the 1960s and *70s, but so much continuity could also be discerned.
He even managed to capture some video of armed Basij who stopped us at a checkpoint one evening.
From my perspective, the only disappointment was that we could not act in the capacity of a
delegation facilitating reconciliation between the two proud nations. Thus, wreath laying and formal
interaction with authorities was not in the cards. I should have tried to connect with people who could
make such arrangements before we departed, but the conservative reaction against Khatami and his
opening to the West had already begun. So, travelling under the official radar might have been the
only way we could have gone. As we were leaving for Tehran, reports had reached us that another
plane of change-seeking Americans had been denied entrance to Iran. The Islamic Republic’s initial
hostility to Iran’s famed pre-Islamic monuments and the achievements of its empires appeared to
have evolved towards ambivalence by the Khatami period. But its view of the proper attitude toward
these monuments was clearly prescribed by the Qur’anic verse printed on each admission ticket:
“Indeed there have been examples before you; therefore, travel in the earth and see what was the end
of the rejectors.”

Three sorts of travelers made this journey: Iran-PCVs, their family (partners and three adult
children), and RPCVs who served elsewhere. Only five were neither Iran PCVs nor family and four
of them listed Peace Corps service in other countries (one was accompanied with a non-RPCV
companion). The impact of the trip on those who had not served in Iran undoubtedly varied. If my
wife’s reaction is typical of other Iran PCV family members, the trip was very significant. It helped
her understand my formative experiences and led to her lifetime interest in Iran and appreciation of
its culture. When the subject of Iran comes up in social situations, there is an enthusiasm and a
tenderness in her voice that is absent when she discusses our pleasant travels in France, Italy or
Spain. As for the non-Iran RPCVs, the Baha’i in our group clearly found the experience returning to
the roots of his faith to be immensely moving. Co-leader Harriet Kuhr made it very clear that the
Friendship Force regarded the trip as a great success. The best testimony that both sponsoring
organizations were pleased with our May 1999 tour is that NPCA and Friendship Force collaborated
on a second trip in October 2002.

No attempt was made to keep a record of efforts by tour members to disseminate what we had
experienced. Several of us did conduct a workshop at the NPCA conference in St. Paul, MN, in
August 1999 where we advocated for NPCA-sponsored travel and reported on our trip, (There is a
nice letter from Dane Smith, the new president, in the trip files thanking me for my leadership in
making the NPCA conference successful.) In terms of publications, a newsletter of the NPCA
(Three/One/Sixty-One) published a short article on the trip and the newsletter of my local Charlotte
NC area returned Peace Corps association published my accounts of both trips (see “Sources”). After
the first trip, I published an op-ed column in my local daily newspaper, The Charlotte Observer,
“U.S. Ought to Change its Policy toward Iran.” I also submitted a piece to NPCA’s WorldView but
the editor never responded. I also gave a talk on “Contemporary Hot Spots—Middle East, Especially
Iran” to a large local seniors group (Adventures in Learning sponsored by the Shepherd’s Center
East) in October 1999.
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Epilogue

The 1999 NPCA-Friendship Force Iran trip was clearly the first sponsored return to Iran by RPCVs.
It may well have been the first NPCA-sponsored trip to any country. When the trip was proposed in
late 1997 or early 1998, it was clear to me that sponsoring travel was not something with which
NPCA was familiar (in contrast to the seeming universal practice of university alumni associations!).
When planning the details of the trip with Friendship Force the next year, I made sure that NPCA
would receive some funds from the travel to cover overhead costs, but President Dambach declined
to accept the funds for fear of compromising NPCA’s nonprofit status.

In October 2002, the NPCA sponsored a second somewhat more expansive 12-day Iran trip, again
in collaboration with Friendship Force. Peter Russell (Bandar Pahlavi, 1965-67) led the trip and then
NPCA President Dane Smith (1999-2003) was among the group of 22 RPCVs. This trip has been
well documented at: www.peacecorpsonline.org/messages/messages/2629/1010768.html. and is part
of the considerable interest and activity by former Iran PCVs that led to the formation of Peace Corps
Iran Association in 2011. Although the description and itinerary posted online in 2002 mentions the
1999 RPVC trip, the first NPCA-Sponsored trip to Iran appears to have generally been forgotten. I
agreed to research and write the above account at the urging of PCIA webmaster Doug Schermer
(Semnan, Shahrud, 1966-67), who is gathering material on the history of PCIA as we prepare to
dissolve the organization.

APPENDIX: Iran PCVs on the 1999 Return to Iran Journey

Emie & Sue Bentley Bill Brandon (group leader) Dee Fink
Jeft Gritzner Paul Levering Dottie McCulloch
Bob & Phyllis McPherron Barbara Nelson Grift Nelson
Paul Pirozzola Tom Putnam Donley Smith
Emily Wells Guenther Vogt

Sources:

Two Charlotte Area Peace Corps Association (CAPCA) newsletters: Bill Brandon, “Iran—30 Years
Later” CAPCA Currents #3 (1July1998):1,6-8 and “Brandon Leads RCPV Group Back to Iran”

Bill Brandon, “The Iran Itinerary” CAPCA Currents # 6(October 1999):1,10.

Three/One/Sixty-One [NPCA Newsletter|, “Iran Trip Tests Reconciliation Waters,” 6, #2 (Summer
1999):3. Three NPCA Letters: Jennifer Wilcox to Brandon, 3/12/1999; Maria Nazareth [Interim
President] to Brandon, 5/10/1999; Dane Smith to Brandon, 10/7/1999.

Two Travel Documents: “The Friendship Force/National Peace Corps Association Trip to Iran:
Orientation, May 22, 1999”; and “Peace Corps Journey to Iran: May 22-31, 1999 [list of travelers].


http://www.peacecorpsonline.org/messages/messages/2629/1010768.html
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“What does Qatel Mean?
By Brad Hanson, (Khaf and Shiraz Tribal High School, 1973-76)

Editor’s note: In the previous (April 2025) issue, the author recounted how
an accident on his bike involving a young boy, allowed him to enhance his
knowledge of Farsi. That unforeseen and unwelcome opportunity is
amplified further in this sequel.

. Then I ‘“fessed up to my students, “I hit a boy on my bike and I think I
. broke his leg.” Some of my students rode bikes, too, and seemed to show
some sympathy on their faces, or was I imagining that?

The police held me for what seemed like a very long time, probably less than three hours. I had
ample time to scrutinize the Shah’s visage gazing down on me benignly (?) from the black and white
photo framed in fake gold gilt, hung in what the police must have considered the most privileged
place on the wall.

I remembered my Miranda rights in the U.S. I had the right to make one phone call. Not knowing if
this would work in Iran or not, I thought I had nothing to lose. I asked to make a phone call. The
police asked to whom. “To my employer, Tribal High School.”

A policeman handed me the phone. I took out of my wallet a phone number which the Vice
Principal had given me the first day of school and said to call it if ever I was in trouble. I no longer
had a Peace Corps office in Tehran or a Peace Corps field officer to contact if I got into trouble, as
Peace Corps had left the previous summer. I had decided to stay on in my same English teaching job
hired directly by the Iranian Ministry of Education, Office of Tribal Education.

I dialed the number, anxious for someone to answer. I had never dialed the number before. To my
surprise, the Vice Principal answered. It was either his office phone number, and he was working
quite late or possibly his home phone. Relieved, I explained what happened. He asked to speak to the
police. I handed the phone to a policeman who spoke briefly with the Vice Principal, then went and
got the station police chief. He and the Vice-Principal spoke in very rapid Farsi, which I hardly
understood, for a few minutes. Then the station police chief hung up before I could speak with the
Vice Principal again.

The police chief asked me again the address where I was living in Shiraz. He told me I was being
released. He added sternly that I could not leave the country and there might be legal proceedings.
Another policeman retrieved my bike, gave it to me, and said, “Go.”

I pedaled home slowly and cautiously along the semi-lit streets of Shiraz. [ was greatly relieved not
to be spending the night in a jail cell, but I also worried about the boy.

Another student asked, “How did the accident take place?” I was very happy that the student used a
common two-word verb, which we had been practicing in conversation the week before — take off,
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take on, take away, take out, and take place. I explained in a few sentences the accident up to the
point of the police arriving.

I knew the next question and sure enough it was, “What does zendan mean?” “Jail or prison.” The
same student then asked, “Did the police take you to prison?” “He took me to a nearby police station.
It had a jail,” I responded.

Then one of my brightest students raised his hand and asked, “Mr. Hanson, did you spend the night
in jail?” I was pleased my student used the verb “to spend” correctly, as we had recently drilled the
two major uses of this verb — to spend time and to spend money. I responded, “No, the police let me
go home.” I decided then our Q and A had gone on long enough, time to get back to more structured
conversation and compositions.

But I knew this bike accident would be the subject of many more Q and A sessions in my classes.
And so, it was for several weeks.

How had my students learned of my accident? How had the rumor started that [ was a murderer?
The accident occurred some distance from school. No one from the school that I knew of, certainly
not any of the students, lived in that neighborhood. I had made only one phone call the night before
to the Vice Principal. Only he and the police knew my name, address, and employer. I never did
figure out how the word spread and my accident became so embellished. There’s a Persian proverb,
“Divaar mush daarad va mush gush daarad,” >))2 (i R ise 532 Gise Jl s, “The walls have mice
and the mice have ears.”

A couple of days later, through the efforts of the Vice Principal, I learned the boy’s name, age, and
injury: Mahmood, eight-years old, a broken left leg. I got his family’s address and rode my bike to
pay a visit, bringing chocolates. At first, the family was rather suspicious, but they let me enter their
modest apartment. Soon a somewhat awkward Persian hospitality took over. We sat on the carpet on
the floor, and a family member brought tea with gand (crude cube sugar).

After a while, a shy boy came out with a cast half as big as he was. He seemed in good spirits. We
spoke briefly. I apologized and apologized. They said little. I learned that he was the only son and he
had three sisters. I offered to pay medical expenses. They refused my money. The whole visit lasted
less than fifteen minutes. [ was happy that I had visited but also had a pit in my stomach that
something was not right.

Later after talking with some of the THS teachers, I realized I had failed cross-culturally — that I had
done this the American way, not the Iranian way. I should have had a wasitah, a go-between make
contact with the family or the family’s wasitah, make the offer of paying medical expenses, and see
if they would allow me to visit and apologize in person.

Still later I learned all about “blood money” or “compensation” (a new word for me in Farsi,
i3 khunbaha) and a little bit about Iranian traffic law which troubled me at first. In those days,
Iranian traffic law, in short, found the bigger party automatically at fault in accidents, whether the
bigger party was responsible for causing the accident or not. As one THS teacher explained to me:
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“If a truck hits a car, the truck driver is at fault; if a car hits a cyclist, the car driver is at fault; if a
cyclist hits a pedestrian, the cyclist is at fault.”

And so I was at fault under Iranian law. And what was the legal penalty? After asking around a lot, I
sort of got the answer that it depended on the severity of the accident, the fatality or injury caused,
and the property damaged. In my case, for causing an injury resulting in a broken bone, the penalty
could be as much as three years in prison. But there was an out— “blood money.” My fellow
teachers told me that most accidents never end up in court, that a wasitah or go-between negotiates
the “blood money” sum with the wasitah of the family of the injured party. After payment, the
injured party swears, often on the Qur’an, not to take the offending party to court. Settled.

I visited the family of the boy two more times the next two — three months, just to see how he was
doing, until the boy was walking again, bringing little gifts, including a soccer ball, and always some
shirini (sweets). I never raised the question of paying medical expenses, paying blood money, nor did
the parents of the boy or a wasitah with me. The visits were a bit awkward for the family who I think
had never met an American before and didn’t quite know what to do with one, but they were
amicable. It was a bit awkward for me, too, but I wanted to do the right thing in my own way.

There were never any legal actions taken against me. I assumed that someone from Tribal High
School, as my wasitah, negotiated the blood money with the family’s wasitah and paid it. I never
learned who my wasitah was nor how much blood money was paid. I wanted to ask the Vice
Principal about the “blood money” and to reimburse whoever had paid it. However, my closest friend
among the teachers, who himself was of tribal origin and to whom I had confided my intended
action, strongly advised, “Don’t ask the Vice Principal these questions. You may have a contract
with the school to teach here (actually I never had a written contract, just a verbal agreement, as [
trusted the school), but the school and we consider you our guest. Tribesmen value their guests. We
take care of our guests.” And so I didn’t ask.

But my students knew all about the practice of paying blood money. In another one of our opening
Q and A sessions, a student asked me, “Mr. Hanson, what does khunbaha (£ 5) mean? And I knew
that answer, “Blood money.” And the next question...

From Kerry Segel (Khonsar, 1969-71) comes the following item of possible interest: “Iran Beyond
the Headlines with Maziar Bahari/ The Weekly Show with Jon Stewart on YouTube. You can access
it at:

https://youtu.be/ vS8GGPKtql?si=EtlQOjSu77N1zDsdb



https://youtu.be/_vS8GGPKtqI?si=EtlOjSu77N1zDsdb
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NEMA-ye NAZDIK
By Dave Devine (Zahedan, 1971-73)

This year’s Palme d’Or (Best Director) prize at the Cannes Film festival
in France was awarded to Jafar Panahi for /It Was Just an Accident. Panahi
is an Iranian filmmaker who has been creating outstanding movies for
thirty years. Since his White Balloon appeared in 1995, he has made
numerous films, including The Circle, a favorite of mine, in 2000, then
Taxi in 2015.

Outspoken in his views about his country, its people, and its leadership, Panahi has paid a
significant personal price. Despite that, he keeps on working and accumulating prestigious awards.

Although his latest film will not be publicly released until later this year, one review states: “What
begins as a minor accident sets in motion a series of escalating consequences. Filled with anger, /¢
Was Just an Accident 1s a quietly devastating examination of revenge and moral guilt.”

Jafar Panahi with the Palme d’Or
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Letter from Tehran
Received by Jackie Spurlock (Abadeh, Riz/Zarrinshah, 1974-76)

Over the last few weeks, I have been corresponding by email with my friend
“TE” in Tehran, allowing me a glimpse of one family’s everyday life during
that 12-day war (June 13-24, 2025). The information in this first paragraph was
dated 6/27/25.)

On the night of the first strikes, they were awakened around 4 a.m. by the
terrifying sounds of war. These strikes continued every night until the
ceasefire. She says: “The sounds were pretty loud at nights most of the time. And the last hours
before the ceasefire, it was crazy and really intense. But we were lucky. My cat was really scared at
the beginning, but at some point, she started sitting at the window and looking outside during the
interceptor sounds.

A couple days later she said: “It was terrifying at times, but mostly boring, because there was little
to do without internet and I was not in the right mind to be able to read. Mornings were mostly ok
and totally safe to go out. Many had left the city but the ones staying (mostly people who have cats
and the elderly) would go out during the day, when it was mostly safe. I feed a lot of stray cats and
when I would go out to feed them there were people at the two cafes on our street. For groceries, we
have a few online grocery shopping services that are very common, so that was not a problem, and I
did most of my shopping online. But all the stores were open and there was no shortage of food or
groceries. Even many restaurants were open. Right now, it is all back to normal, Jackie joon. T will
start work tomorrow mostly because many of my students have gone to North and stayed this week
too, since summer has started and kids have no school. Most people returned to their office jobs this
week, a day or two after the ceasefire. We had no power outage or water going out. It just happened
once in one area in Tehran and was fixed in a couple days.”

I wish I could embrace my dear friend, and I commend the brave people of these two countries who
had little choice but to live through this terrifying twelve-day war and now are apparently, as best
they can, returning to life as normal.

AYA MIDANASTID?
By “Rom Rom”

In the 1970s, the U.S. sold the advanced F-14 Tomcat exclusively to Iran
making Iran the only nation besides the US to operate the jet. Those
Tomcats became legendary during the Iran-Iraq War (1980-88), earning
dozens of aerial victories, including more than 100 Iraqi aircraft shot down
under pilots like Jalil Zandi and Jamshid Afshar. Iran ingeniously kept
these jets flying long after the U.S. embargoed parts, scavenging from
cannibalized air frames and sourcing spares via covert channels during the
Iran-Contra era. Sadly, in recent years, Israel has struck Iran’s shrinking fleet, destroying at least two
F-14s in June 2025, the last remnants of a once-formidable force.
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SHAEHR

Iran Redux

By Carolyn Yale (Shiraz, 1974-76)

Street scene. Part 1

Covered from head to sandal, women stand in line to buy hot nan, chatting
while gripping the corners of a chador with their teeth.

Fruit stands and carts, butchers and tinsmiths, scent of saffron and pungent
turmeric,

golden pomegranates and melons in winter.

Men who work hard with their hands, quick minds whetted by bargaining.

On hot summer afternoons the sun broods over empty streets.

A few pigeons murmur among themselves, pecking for crumbs

Street scene. Part 2

With the posture of privilege a mullah strides through bands of raucous children.
Policemen on bicycles wave their batons.

A hand cloaked in black holds the hand of her son.

Shadows stretch through the long afternoon.

Questions:

A bus crammed with villagers, chickens, and onions gasps as a jet—Ilike a black bat
with angular wings—whips low overhead.

Dissent barters secrets behind metal doors and earthen walls.

Dissent parades in public with youthful clothing.

Women are walking unveiled and proud, freeing their hair to the wind.

A student disappears, then more.
Protests at the university and rumors of protests.

There are many versions of these events: Many are real.
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Khonsar
By Kerry Segel (Khonsar, 1969-71)

Mamoriyat-e Adabiyat: The Literary Mission, or from Khonsar to
Shiraz:On the Road to Shiraz. Part 11

By Mohammad Hossein Tasbihi

Note: Mamoriyat-e Adabiyat/ The Literary Mission by M.H. Tasbihi,
is a recounting of his trip as a Persian high school teacher from
Khonsar to Shiraz, where he will attend a Persian language and
literature conference. After a lunch stop at Saadat Abad, the bus had
made its way winding through the plains and mountains, and had
come to a lush valley filled with fruit trees and vineyards. Tasbihi’s seatmate explained that this
valley is the primary location for a variety of fruits in the Shiraz area. His narrative continues:

Tasbihi’s seatmate then turns the discussion to an obvious topic: -- Persepolis [in Persian
“Takht-e Jamshid”]. Tasbihi writes: “I am passionate about the remains of our dear Iran... Still,
after thousands of years these columns sculpted from stone, the wide stairways, and the palaces
created from stone oblige one to put their finger to their mouth in amazement.”

As the bus nears Persepolis, the murmuring of the passengers becomes obvious. All the talk is
of Takht-e Jamshid, Nakhsh-e Rostam, Pasargard (burial site of Cyrus the Great), the
Zoroastrian fire temples, and similar sites. Tasbihi wishes that the bus would stop near these
Achaemenian structures “[to] give us the opportunity to view from near these remains from this
glorious dynasty...” But the bus never stopped next to these remains; in fact, it seemed to speed
up “as though it feared the Achaemenian soldiers”.

Tasbihi reflects on a prior visit some twenty years ago, when he did not have the insights and
experience of this current trip. This increased his desire for the bus to stop there this time;
however, he resolved himself to the fact that he could easily visit these sites from Shiraz. He is
enamored by all the modernization he sees—the asphalted roads, the modern buildings, the
electric pylons, the reforestation, and beautification along the highways and roads. He notes that
the petrochemical factory located in the city of Marvdasht (where the bus is about to stop) has
brought the tribes of that region out of poverty.

The bus enters Marvdasht and stops for a bit.

“[This] gave me an opportunity to observe the streets, buildings, stores, and people from close up
and be able to compare to what I saw twenty years ago. In those days the entire road from Shiraz
to Isfahan was dirt! The city of Marvdasht was like a small town, with houses half brick and half
adobe. Today the streets are beautiful, lined with a variety of trees and in the middle covered
with colorful flowers. There were beautiful buildings, mostly brick; some of them were
constructed with concrete. The scenery was charming and attractive.

The bus leaves the city of Marvdasht, back on to the highway to Shiraz. Soon they reach the
Kor River, where they cross on a steel bridge. Tasbihi recalls that on his previous trip, the
crossing was on a brick bridge, which he notes is some distance away. That leads him to recall
the existence of the “Bandar Amir,” the dam constructed by the Daylamite ruler on the same
river. He marvels at the forest planted recently along the highway, utilizing the latest techniques
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in forestry and agriculture. Now they come to the narrow, winding, steep mountain pass which he
suggests is like “the stairway of a huge building.” As his bus reaches the peak, he can see buses
and other vehicles making their way “like ants climbing up and down.”

His bus safely navigates the pass and now a panoramic view of Shiraz is visible. In great
anticipation of his visit, Tasbihi is clearly elated, writing about Shiraz as “the city of art and
literature and roses and nightingales; the city of love and happiness, the
city of Hafez and Saadi...” He refers to the fields and gardens
surrounding Shiraz, and then Shiraz itself — at the Quran Gate, the
Shah Cheragh Mosque. He recalls a poem by the poet Aref, titled
“Blessed Shiraz and the people who are endowed with its perfections.”

There is one more stop — at the Quran Gate. The stop is apparently for
the purpose of collecting fares from passengers who boarded without
paying. As money is being collected, Tasbihi overhears one passenger
telling another that in a room above the gate there is a Quran in the
handwriting of Imam Hossein!

The Quran Gate

The bus leaves the Quran Gate, traverses several streets lined with
cypress trees, and arrives at the bus garage. Like the other passengers,
Tasbihi disembarks, collects his luggage, and makes his way toward his destination, the regional
office of education for the province of Fars. Arriving at the office, he introduces himself and
hands them the letter of introduction for the Mamoriyat-e Adabiyat. His journey to Shiraz has
been completed!

The remainder of Mamoriyat-e Adabiyat is a highly detailed account of each day of the Persian
language and literature conference that Tasbihi was assigned to attend by the Khonsar School
District. He gives the reader a step-by-step account of each day's activities: the sessions, the
speakers, the program notes, even such unofficial happenings as poetry declaimed by fellow
teachers on the spur of the moment. How male teachers cope with the unairconditioned dorm
where they are to sleep, the food at the Bank of Saderat welcoming banquet, Tasbihi's having a
paludeh/ faludeh (iced sherbet with rice noodles) with a fellow teacher he s just met, are just a
few of the examples of the thoroughness which with Tasbihi recorded not only the conference, but
also what he experienced outside those meetings.

A final note: The next summer Mr. Tasbihi received another Mamoriyat—this time to attend a
one-week workshop as a teacher of English! In Az Khonsar ta Khorasan, Tasbihi travels to
Mashhad for an Intensive English language methods seminar co-sponsored by the British and
Iranian Governments.

Paul Barker (Bidokht/Shiraz/Tehran, 1971-76) suggests the following video on YouTube: “Walk
with me in the morning in Mashhad, in the evening in Neyshabur: two cities not far apart.” -
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-4TpUziVbKA



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-4TpUziVbKA
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BOOKS, BOOKS

Revolutionary Ride: On the Road in Search of the Real Iran, by
Lois Pryce, Nicholas Brealey Publishing, 2017, 287 pages.
Reviewed by David Devine (Zahedan, 1971-73).

Besides guidebooks, very little has been written this century in
English about travel in Iran. An exception is Revolutionary Ride by
British author, and non-Farsi speaker, Lois Pryce.

Determined to ride a meandering route from Tabriz to Shiraz,
Pryce ignored her “no motorcycle” visa restriction and set off in the fall of 2013 on two wheels.
During her several weeks of travel, she experienced both highs and lows, but was impressed
enough to go back twice later.

Several of the book’s chapters follow the same basic format—problems both large and small,
assistance by friendly Iranians, then resolution of the issue. Unfortunately, many of her
interactions with these Iranians were for only short periods of time, so Pryce’s exposure to the
“real” Iran was naturally limited.

As a lone woman traveler, Pryce did encounter a couple of unpleasant incidents, but her
paranoia about what might happen throughout the trip was much worse than what actually did.
Plus, she does not get into much detail about the tourist sites, except Persepolis, that she visited.

This travel book isn’t as enjoyable as Couchsurfing in Iran (see KhabarNameh, October 2020),
but it’s a pleasant way to spend a few hours. Especially as it reminds the reader once more that
the Iranian people are not the Islamic Republic government.

DOOREH-ye KETAB

The Dooreh-ye Ketab meets on Zoom at 5 p.m. Pacific time (8 p.m. East) on the second Wednesday
of odd-numbered months. If you have not attended a Dooreh before, email Doug Schermer
(doug@peacecorpsiran.org) and he will send you a Zoom link. If you have attended before, you will

be in our system. You’re good.

Both titles are available on Amazon.com. They may also be available at your public library or
through Interlibrary Loan. For any questions about the Dooreh, email one of the co-chairs: Jackie
Spurlock jackie@peacecorpsiran.org or Jim Goode jim(@peacecorpsiran.org.

September 10

Hashemi, Manata. Coming of Age in Iran: Poverty and the Struggle for Dignity (2020). Crippling
sanctions, inflation, and unemployment have increasingly burdened young people in the Islamic
Republic of Iran. In this study, Hashemi takes us inside the lives of poor Iranian youth, showing how
these young men and women face their future prospects. Drawing on first-hand accounts, the author
follows their stories, one by one, as they struggle to climb the proverbial ladder of success.
Ultimately, Hashemi sheds light on the pressures these young men and women face, showing how
many choose to comply with — rather than resist — social norms in their pursuit of status and
belonging.


mailto:doug@peacecorpsiran.org
mailto:jackie@peacecorpsiran.org
mailto:jim@peacecorpsiran.org
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November 12

Homa, Ava. Daughters of Smoke and Fire (2020). This extraordinary novel takes readers into the
everyday lives of Iranian Kurds. Leila dreams of making films to bring the suppressed stories of her
people onto the global stage, but obstacles keep piling up. Homa presents an unforgettable, haunting
story of a young woman’s perilous fight for freedom and justice.

FROM THE ASPAZ KHANAE
By “Chef Babri”

Start by heating 2 tablespoons olive oil in a heavy pot over medium
heat. Sauté one finely chopped onion and 4 cloves garlic until
translucent. Add one pound of ground beef and cook until no pink
remains, then drain excess fat. Toss in 2 cups diced mushrooms and
season with Italian herbs, salt, and pepper. Cook until the mushroom
moisture evaporates and everything starts to brown together.

Stir in about 3 cups marinara sauce along with 1 cup reserved pasta
water and let it simmer for around 15 minutes to
meld the flavors If you like, brighten it with a
splash of balsamic vinegar or a pinch of red pepper flakes.

Finally add the hot, al dente spaghetti directly into the sauce pot, mix
thoroughly then cover and let it steam together off the heat for a few minutes—
just like rice absorbing broth.

The result is deeply flavored strands of pasta tenderly infused with mushroom
beef sauce, finished with fresh basil and grated Parmesan.

Nooshe Jan!!!

IN MEMORIAM
By Genna Stead Wangsness (Shiraz, Tehran 1965-1971)

Nancy Hoovler died on March 3, 2025, in Rockford, Michigan. She
and her husband David Hoovler met when he arrived at Big Rapids to
attend Ferris State University. In 1968, they joined Iran 21, serving for
two years in Kia Kota, followed by over a year’s extension to serve in
Sari. Post Peace Corps, they traveled the world, a passion they
discovered while serving in Iran. Nancy continued to volunteer
throughout her life. After graduating from Grand Valley State, Nancy
worked as the women’s resource coordinator at the YWCA. She
volunteered with Grand Rapids Public School. She was fluent in four




KhabarNameh — The Peace Corps Iran Association Newsletter — July 2025 -- Page 17

languages and a longtime volunteer for the Michigan State University Master Gardener Hotline.
As an Advanced Master Gardener, her gardening knowledge was extensive. She loved classical
music, was an avid reader, and an accomplished watercolor artist. In addition to David, Nancy is
survived by three children, Christine, James, and Dan, two brothers, and five grandchildren.

David M. Martin of Elk Grove, California, died peacefully on June 4,
- SRy 2025, at the age of 83. After obtaining a degree from CSU Chico in
. Recreational Planning, he served from 1967-69 in Torbat-e Heydarieh
with Iran 16 AG. On a train bound from Istanbul to Paris, he met Gerri
de Graaf, and together they took many trips to Europe until Gerri’s
death in 1991. David was a skilled recreational specialist, working for
California Parks and Recreations for over forty years, taking immense
pride in his work and serving as a mentor to other employees. He was
active in the Northern California PC Association. Boating was his passion, and he was an expert
sailor, crafting his own wooden boats. He was known for his kindness and generosity. Never
fearful and always assuming the best in others, David was inclusive, ethical, and thoughtful. He
is survived by children Mike, Pearl, and three grandchildren, Wesley, Trevor, and Violet Martin.
The Netherlands held a particularly special place in his heart as he closely stayed in touch with
Gerri’s family.

David K. Mattson passed away peacefully at home in Hastings,
Minnesota, on October 29, 2024, at the age of 82. David earned a degree
in English and Journalism from St. Olaf College and a master’s degree
from the University of Minnesota. In 1966, he joined TEFL 13, training at
the University of Texas Austin, where he was wounded on his wrist during
a tower shooting. David served two years, teaching at the university level
in Tehran and Ahwaz. In 1973, he married English teacher Carol Johnson,
and they embarked on a lifetime of love, travel, and laughter. David spent
his entire career teaching high school English in Hastings, where he also
was a talented director of memorable high school musicals. David loved
gardening and exploring new places. With Carol’s help, he constructed
their family home. In addition to Carol, his wife of 51 years, he is survived by two children,
Jeremy (Suzie) and Kate (Ian Sorensen), four granddaughters, and a sister and brother-in-law.

Thomas Sisul died on April 26, 2025, in Talkeetna, Alaska. He graduated
from Central Washington University with a teaching degree in special
education, playing baseball for two years while there. Recruited as a pitcher,
he spent a summer playing professional baseball in Santa Barbara, California.
Joining Iran 4 in 1964, he served for two years in Kerman, followed by
working with a refugee relocation program with USAID after the fall of
Saigon in 1975. While fishing in Alaska, he was offered a teaching position in
special education and taught there for twenty years. In 1986, he went to
Melbourne, Australia, for a year as a special ed teacher. Making friends there,
he returned regularly for several decades to enjoy the warm weather during Talkeetna’s cold
season. Tom touched many lives around the world with his kindness and caring. Tom is survived
by his brother Dick and his sister Judy, great nieces and nephews.
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Michael F. Keady died peacefully on July 4, 2025, in Easton, Pennsylvania.
After receiving his master’s degree in English from the University of North
Carolina, he served for two years with TEFL 19 from 1968-1970. He worked for
over thirty years with AT&T, in public relations, speech writing for executives, and
making in-house films. He served on many boards in New Jersey including the
New Jersey Highlands Coalition. As a wine collector, he enjoyed sharing good
food and fine wine with others. Michael is survived by brother James P. Keady and
his wife Patricia, Daniel M. Keady of Florida, and Ruth L. Keady of San Francisco. His wife, Bella R.
Abdullah Keady, predeceased him in 2008.

Frederick L. Noland, 86, longtime peace activist and leader in the legal
community, died on June 21, 2025, at his mountain home in Victor, Idaho,
surrounded by his beloved wife, Susan Hansen, and his daughters Alli
Noland and Jennifer Noland.

Known for his extraordinary empathy and love, Fred’s sustained acts of
kindness and generosity ignited a sense of worth in many people who felt
truly seen and appreciated by him. He welcomed conversations about
challenging subjects, asking questions and listening deeply to understand
others’ minds and guide them gently toward consensus and grace. Fred was a bridge builder. He
worked tirelessly for justice, peace and understanding, planting many seeds so this work would
be carried forward by others.

Raised in a loving family steeped in the ethics of work and service, Fred earned degrees from
Williams College, American University, and Columbia Law School before serving in the Peace
Corps in Isfahan, Iran, with his first wife, Jane Noland. Gifted with great intelligence, charm, and
swashbuckling good looks, Fred maintained an anti-establishment bent, leveraging his privilege
to question convention, especially when the status quo benefits the powerful at the expense of the
vulnerable.

Fred was a partner in the venerable Seattle civil rights firm of MacDonald Hoague & Bayless,
whose founders—all members of the Greatest Generation—were models of fighting for society’s
less fortunate. Fred mobilized lawyers against the Vietnam War as chair of the Washington State
Bar Association’s Young Lawyers Section. He represented Native American fishers and tribes,
vindicating their treaty rights and enforcing other broken promises, including representing
Governor Dan Evans in the US Supreme Court. As chair of the ACLU’s legal committee, Fred
was the lead attorney in litigation before the US Supreme Court that led to the desegregation of
Seattle’s schools, earning him that organization’s Civil Liberties Award.

As president of the King County Bar Association, Fred created the Drug Policy Project that
became a national model for moving from a punishment model to a treatment-based response to
drug addiction. Fred’s trademark approach involved mobilizing a broad coalition of former bar
presidents, the King County Medical Association, the Washington State Bar Association, the
ACLU, and others.

Fred was also a force in the nonprofit world. He founded Ploughshares, Returned Peace Corps
Volunteers Working for Peace, leading hundreds of volunteers to the Soviet Union to build a
peace park in Tashkent, Uzbekistan, Seattle’s Sister City in the Soviet Union. He led Soviet and
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American volunteers cooperatively building homes in Soviet Armenia after the devastating
earthquake, and in Yakima, WA, together with Habitat for Humanity. He led a team of US, Soviet
and Ethiopian volunteers building an agri/aquaculture project in rural Ethiopia to create an
example of “enemies” working together for a common cause.

Fred served on the Advisory Board of Seattle-based Peace Trees Vietnam, raising money for
removal of unexploded bombs and landmines and traveling to the former DMZ to plant trees
where ordnance had been removed.

In his last decade, following a return visit to Iran, Fred proposed a Sister City relationship
between Seattle and the ancient city of Isfahan, where he had served in the Peace Corps fifty
years earlier. This work led to forming the Seattle-Isfahan Sister City Advocacy nonprofit.
SISCA continues to work toward the goal of creating a sister city relationship that supports
reconciliation, friendship, and peace. Fred died on the same day the US bombed Isfahan.

For his work toward peace and understanding, Fred was awarded the Washington State Bar
Association’s Ralph Bunche Award, the International District Rotary Club’s first World Citizen
Award, and the Medal of People’s Friendship, the nation of Uzbekistan’s highest honor for a
foreign national.

He was a citizen of the world, traveling to communities large and small across the globe. Fred
and Susan bought and renovated two ruined houses at the base of a 14th Century Moorish castle
on Spain’s Mediterranean coast. For 15 years they enjoyed introducing friends and family to
Spain and Morocco. Always warm and curious, he forged friendships and deep connections
everywhere he went.

Ever the optimist, Fred struggled to remain positive in his final months as he watched the
current US administration working to undo every single value that he spent his life promoting:
the rule of law at home, the rule of law in the international community, generosity of spirit,
protection of the most vulnerable at home and abroad, and basic honesty. Fred’s final effort to
awaken America to the danger it now faces was writing to Chief Justice Roberts to resign his
membership in the US Supreme Court Bar in protest of the court’s shocking departure from the
rule of law by intervening on behalf of then-candidate Trump in the pending criminal case
against him.

Fred died of aggressive prostate cancer more than a decade after his prognosis had predicted.
He and Susan became experts in the disease and treatments, eschewing some standards of care
and seeking cutting-edge treatments in Vienna that added several good years to his life.

Fred was an adoring husband to his cherished Susan, and an extraordinary role model and
source of love for his two daughters and four grandchildren.

Donations in Fred’s honor would be appreciated by the ACLU of Washington, Doctors Without
Borders, UNHCR, Seattle-Isfahan Sister City Advocacy, or another organization dedicated to
world peace and individual liberty.

On June 21, the U.S. president began sending planes on a mission to engage militarily with Iran, dropping bombs on
the country's known nuclear facilities, including Isfahan, where Fred Nolan served. His full published obituary
reminded me that as returned Peace Corps Iran volunteers we need to continue working to make this a peaceful
world and maintain hope that others will work for peace and justice long after we are gone. - GW
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Remembering Bill Moyers: Peace Corps Co-Founder and Voice for Truth:
Excerpt “From Peace Corps Pioneer to Public Broadcasting”
By Glenn Blumhorst

For the entire article, go to: https.//peacecorpsworldwide.substack.com/p/remembering-bill-
moyers-peace-corps

Moyers’ career took him through the highest levels of American government and media. In
1961, after President John F. Kennedy proposed the idea for the Peace Corps, Moyers—then a
close aide to Vice President Lyndon B. Johnson—was appointed as the agency’s first Associate
Director for Public Affairs. In this crucial role, he was instrumental in shaping the Peace Corps’
public image and messaging, helping to rally support for the bold new initiative that sent young
Americans abroad to serve in developing countries.

His effectiveness in building public support for the Peace Corps led to his promotion to Deputy
Director in 1962, working directly under Sargent Shriver. Together, they helped secure funding
and built the organizational structure for what would become one of America’s most enduring
international service programs. Moyers’ background in journalism and theology, combined with
his deep belief in civic service, made him uniquely suited for these foundational leadership roles.

His experience with the Peace Corps helped launch his long career as a public intellectual and
journalist, where he continued to champion the ideals of service, justice, and democratic
engagement. After Kennedy’s assassination in November 1963, Moyers transitioned to become
special assistant to President Lyndon B. Johnson, later serving as White House Press Secretary
from 1965 to 1967. During his time in the Johnson administration, he was instrumental in
shaping Great Society programs aimed at alleviating poverty and fostering racial justice.

However, it was his growing disillusionment with the Vietnam War that led him to leave the
White House in December 1966. “We had become a war government, not a reform government,
and there was no creative role left for me under those circumstances,” he later reflected.

Presenting a Peace Corps Lifetime Achievement
Award to Bill Moyers, the first deputy director of the
Peace Corps, on October 29, 2021 (selfie by Glenn
Blumbhorst).




